


Baffied by the careful watch kept at Mr. Vernon-Smith’s house, yet still determined to gain his
rascally ends, the desperado from Milan (ries a new trick. But the millionalre’s son and his school-
hoy chums are trained Boy Scouis, who know just how i{o follow a trail !

gl
P AT

I e e e s

r j;_ i e - 1'; :ﬁi: X '-L-'h._' e et ‘\}1 ) B " . qﬁl\.}ﬁ AL
Ll - 6 s T e
] Py T ..-'r-'. "

hcSAND |

Exéiﬁng Yarn of Eehuni!:hg Adventure, featuring HARRY WHARTORN & CO., the Popular Chums
of GREYFRIARS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Unplessant for Bunfer !

i ARKIN "

Billy Bunter leaned on the
balusirade, in the gallovy over
the rreat hall st Seahill Park,

and blinked down throvgh his big
speciacles, ;

Larkin sss stending at the open
doorway, looking out into the bright
sunshine of the spring merming.

But as his name was suddenly called,
Are.  Vernon-8mith’s  butler glanced
vound. Then he glanced up, and a
faint grin dawned on his portiy face at
tha sight of the fat countenance looking
down.

“Yeq, sir!” aid Larkin.

“Has Smithy come back yet?”

“Mat vet, s

Snort from Billy Bunter!

It was nearly twelve a'clock on a fine
morning ; but Billy Bumer was mot
down yet. o )

Bunter never was an early 1izeér in
Loliday-tinie, But even DBunter x-.'uullu;]
have .been down before noon, in oredi-
nary circunstandes. .

Bub the circumstances were vot ordi-
NETY. .

They were extraordinary—very.

“Wh&mﬂ i the beast coming®™
manded Buuter,

“The what, sir®™ asked Larkin.

Apparently tha butler at Seahsll Pavk
did not yecognize bis maszter’'s son
under that description.

*1 mean Smithy ! hooted Bunter,

“Oh, Mazter Herbert will be in to
lunch, sir, I nnderstand,” caid Larkin.
“Blow him "' zaid Buanter. ]
Larkin made no reply to that. When
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a guest “blowed * his host, there was
really nothing for a butler to £AY.

“The silly asa!l” went on Bunter

“ Hem I

“The checky fathead!™

“"Hem 1™

“Leaving o fellow here on Lis own ¥
said Bunter, " Deserting hinmy, after
asking him for Eesster! gay, where
arve those Higbclil‘fﬂ catls ¥ Have they
gone out ? can't stick up here for
overi”’

Larkin, well-trained butler as he was,
allowed his festures fo relax for a
moment. In fact, he grinned.

Bunter glared down st him.

The Owl of Greyfriars could szee
nothing at which to grin. The posi-
tion was mrensely exasperating  to
Eilly Bunter,

It was rather o cafch to be cpending
tha Easter holidays in 2 nnllionaire's
magnificend mansion. But there were
drawbacks in this case. Herbert
Vernon-Smrth, the Bouncder of Grey-
friarz, had other guestz, as well as
Billy Bunter. And when Snuthy was
not in the offing, those other guests—
Pon & Co. of Higheliffe School—made
life hardly worth Lving for Bunter, even
in a mullionaire’s mansion on the suany
Snssex skore !

Bunter had breakiasted in bed, and
taken a mnap after brekker! That
passed a good deal of the morniog
mquite bhappily. But even Bunter
wanted to coma daon at twelve. And

ha darcd not—until Smithy came in!,

Only too weéll, by past paininl experi-
enees, he konew that Pon was on the
watch lo eateh him.  While the cat was
away, the mice would play—with
Bunter! !

The Highehffe fellows did not secm

to went Bunter there, which was sur.
nsng, considering how nice he was!
ut they didn’t.  They had set him
down in puddies! Ther had humﬁd
him out of hammocks| They i
stranded him on & rock in the bay to
be cut off by the tide! They had
tilted bim out of armchairs! They had
turned soda siphons on him! Every
time Smithy was oot of sight, in fact,
they made (hemseives fearfully un-
pleasant !
Bunter, at the present moment, was
repared to scuttle back to his room and
ock himsel in at sight of the enemy,

Thiz was not the sort of thing a
fellow cexpectnd when he was staying
with a pal for Easter—really, it was
not !

And that dashed butler was grinning,
a5 if it amused him. In point of fac,
there had been a lot of grinning in the
cepvants’ hall, over the extreordinary
proceedings of 3Master Herbert's guests
that vacation.

Larkin, still grinning, glanced round
b,

*“The Highelife young q‘ent]éemen are
in the bilhards-room, sir,”’ ho said.

“Why haven't the cads gone out??
snartad Bunter.

“Shall 1 inquire, sir?" asked Larkin
hlandly.

“0Oh, dop't be
Bunter.

He knew well enough why Ponsenby
& Co, had not gone out. They were
bying in wait for him!

an idiet!™ yapped

“Didr't  that votter zay when lo
would be coming back!” demended
Bunter. ) .

“Wha, sir?” asked Larkin, agsin

failing to recognise the description.
“Bmithy, you ass!”
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“Alasier Herbort telephoned to his
fatheor vesterday evening, sir, that he
was staying the night at Wharton
Lodge, and that he weuld return this
morning with hia Greyfriars friends”
answered Larkin, “lle did not, I
think, state the precise time. IF so, the
master dhd npot mention it to me.”’

“Bother the silly  fathead!” said
Bunter.  “There was no peed for hum
to go and feich Wharton and his crowd
over., I have gone with him, too, 1f
he'd asked me.  Blow hum P’

“Is that zll, sir?"” asked Larkin.

Bunter's conversation scemed o have
palled on Mr., Vernou-3mith's butler.

U No ™ yapped Banter, " Where's the
old bean ™™ :

“Wheo, sir?" inguived Larkin. _

e scemed determined lo recognise
nobody by Bunler's descriptions.

“S0ld Bmith, 1 mean!™  snapped
Duanter.

“I am afraid, sir., that I am unac-
guainted with anyone of the neme of
Smith, cither old or xoung, sic!” saud
Larkin.

“¥You jolly well know that I mean
Mr. Vernon-Smith!” velled Bunter,
“Where's Smithy’s pater, oL
dummy

“h, if you wnean dMr. Vernon-Smith,
sir, the master is 1 his stody,” snid
Larkin smoothly

“Go and tell im T want to speak to
him.” :

“I mm afraid, sir. that I cannot cdis-
turk the master. e is very busr with
ity affairs, sir.”

“Mever mind that ! Blow s City
affairs 1" hooted Buanter. *Think 1'm
going to stick up here for aver? U
and tell old Smith 1 want him—see I

“Who, sir?"" asked Larkin

“Mr. Veroon-Sunth, you smlly fat.
Lead ! roared Bunier. “ Don't keep on
pretending fo misumlersiand me, vou
cheeky idiet !

“I regret, siv, that [ could not ven-
ture to interruptl the master,”

“Will you do as I tell you, or not,
Lartkin?" bawled Bunter.

“Wnt, sir!" said Lackin, with cheer-
ful calmness.

Billy Bunter, glaved down at him,
Lis very spectacles  glitterin with
wrath. This was ithe sort of check he
had from servants ai Smithy's place. It
was possible, of course, that Larkin did
not like being ealled a fathead and an
idiot.

An clegant youth came strolling
acrass the hall fromnm the doorway of the
billiards-rooim.

Bunter's enrvaged blink was trans-
ferredd from Larkin to Ceeil I'onsonby
of the Iourth Forn at Highehiffe.

Pon glanced up ot Liw, smiling. Ile
had one hand beliad him.

“Comin' down, old fat beant” he
askad.

“Beast ! was Dunfer’s reply.

ITe watched Pon warily, ready to
dart back to lnz room. if the dandy of
Highcliffe made a move towards 1hle
gtairz. But Pon stood where he was,
smiling, hiz exes on the fat faco over
the balnstrade above.

Larkin, who was Lelund Pon, could
sr¢ that there was a big red orange in
I'on’s right hand, Buaarer couldn't!

Larkin loglked on with intevest. Ile
had his own opinion of the behaviour
of  Master Herbert's puests, lut e
found them rathes enierviaining.

*Won't vou come out for o sirell
with us, Buuter?” aszikod Ponseuby.

o N-D, I joliy well won't ™ retoried
Dunter.  * Woulldu't ke seen with suchk
u crew I

“Why, you cheeky ful cad I exelaimed
Fon, ceasing Lo swile at that reply,
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“Yah!™ retorted Buanter. “High-
oliffe ecad! You can vag a chap when
vou're four to one, but wait till Bob
Cherry  gots here!  You'll be eivil
enongh then! Yal!”

Bunicr leaned over the balastrade,
favonring Pon with a glave of con-
tompt and scorn. There was lots of
time for retreat, if Pon eamwe up the
staivs after hir,  SBo the fat Owl of
Crveviriara could affoed 1o be az con-
temptious and scoreful ws he hiked.

* Rotten " coutinued Bunter, ™ Welsh-
ing Huthy st billiaeds—that's what
vou're here for, the lot of you! 1
jullv well come dovw o amd lick vou, ouly
I wouldu't soil wy hamds on a Fligh-
cliffe  cad! Ruotten  snab! Yal!
They'd sack you fraw Higheliffe, 1f 1t
was o decont sehool! You're a rotten
cad, amd a funky worm, amd a rank
owlzider, and a—= Yoo-hoo-hweoop I

Billy Buanter broke of, with o wild
howl, az Pon's aro jerked, amd the
orange flow with deadly aim.

Lo !

1t Jounded faiely on Bunter's fat luile
nose. It wos not o happy Llosling-—for
Bunter !

“Yooroo — hooo — nlooop 1 roaved
PBuuter, as he dizappeared backwards
Frooe the balustrade.

“ila, ba, ha ! velled Pomonby,

Bump !

Bunter had sal down swcdenly—amd
haed !

* Yoo-lioeop M

B e e

With a gunman at iarge, things
are more execiling than enjoy-
able at Seahill Park. Buf gun-
play or no gunplay, the Famous
Five, of the Greyfriars Remove,
are ready to stand by a school-
fellow in his hour of need !
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Ponsonby, clmekling. walked back to
vejoin his friends in the billiards-room.

Larkin, grinning, reswined  gasng
from: the doorway al the fue spring
worting.  Urom  above ~ came  Billy
Bunter's duleet tones on their 1o nole

“Dooos ! Yow-owm-ow!  M: nose!
Ow, my boko! Wow IV

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Shadowed !

ARLY WHARTON haif-rose and
H looked back fromv the car,
which was eating up the miles

on the long wliate road,

Otlier ears were whiveing aloug that
Lright moroing, and among them. far in
the reav, the captain of the Greyfriars
Eemove picked out a blue Moveedes.,

Harey sar down again, with a rather
grave face,

1liz ecomrades looked seriouz.  too.
Lvery  few  mimwies  Bob Cherry,
Johuuv  Bull, Huoveee Juawset Ram

Singh, or Frank Nugenl glanced back.

Only  llerbert  Vernon-Smith,  the
Bouwnder of Grexvfriavs,  secmed uncon-
cerned.,

There was a lurkiog grin on lis
railier havd face, that was all,  If
Sakihy had noticed the blue Merccedes,
it did not scetn to worry him—which
was surprising.  Foce if the Greyiriars
car was being  followed, B0 was on
Buwidn s account, not o riat of the
Famous Five of the Reuwve.

They woere only 1 danger from being
with the Boundee, Lie an i the
Meveedes, i he was shadowing the

3

party, did not eare a hoot for them.
Herbert Vernon-Smith was his game.

Harry Wharton & Co. had kept a
look-out since the car had-left Wharton
Lodge. Defore they paszed Wimford,
only & few miles from Wharton's home,
the chaufeur hiad spoken to Smithy, and
tire Bounder had locked back very im-
tently, and the Famous Five, following
liis stare, saw the blue Mercedes for the
first time. ;

Since then they had seen it & dozen
fumnes.

Vernon-Bmith, after that one intent
stare at it, had seemed to lose all
interest in it. It dropped from sight as
ihe Greyfriars party, in Mr. Vernon-
SBmith's magnificent Rells. hummed
throngh Wimford High Street. If there
was o pursuer on the road, he did not
scem o care 1o keep elose in a town.

In Wimford the Rolls ltad stopped,
while Iferberr Veronon-Smith alighted
andd went into 3 shop, He ecame back
with a bundle, which he dropped in the

ar. o -

That bundle had lain at Lis feot ever
since, unregarded,

As the shiop had been a confectioner’s,
the chums of the Reinove supposed that
Smithy had bought tuek: but, if s0, he
scemed to have forgotten all about it
as he did not open the bundle or allude
to it

Now the Rolls was a good many miles

ast Wimford, on the way down from

urrey into Sussex. Again and again,
when the Famous Five looked back,
they glimpsed the blue Mereedces.

Sometimes 1F was unseen for ten
mianutes or-a gquarier of an hour. Then
they wondered whether it really was
shadowing them. But alwave it popped
up again—at a distance, somelimes &
little nearer, somietimes & little farther,
but never very long ont of sight.

“liook hers, Smithy,” said Harry
Wharton at last, * we'ra being followed,
old man ™

“Think so0 " asked Smiiliv.

“I'm absolutely certain of it!™ said
the captain of the Remove. “And if it
15 50, the man in that Mercedes i after
vou ™

“I can't make him out,” remarked
Bob Cherry. “I've spotted lim onece or
twice, but le's all cap and goggles.
But——"

“He's the man who was after you
before, Smitliy 1 said Frank Nugeut.
“Look "here, what about stopping n a
town and putling the police on hiw ¥

“Any good, do you think?” asked
Smithy.

“Well, 1f he’s that Tialian bhghter
who's been sniping at vour father,
Bmithy, the police want him badly,”
satd Johnny Bull.

“The wantfulness of that esteemed

unman 15 terrific!” agreed IHurree

amset Ram Singh.

The Bounder langhed.

“Haven't you noticed that we drop
him in a town ™ he asked. " He craps
up again when we're clear. 1 don’t
think he would be easily nabbed. If it's
the Italian in that ear, he's got his eve-
teeth ent !

The Rolls hummed on, The country
road changed to o street, and pace was
slackened in o village.  ‘The Famous
Five, looking back, failed to see the blue
Mercedes. Tt had disappeared again,

“We conld dodge the brute by taking
another road,” said Nugent.

“If it's the gunman, he knows we're
heading for miv father's place,” answered
Vernon-Smith. “Ile could pick us up
agzain all right.”

“But what's his game " said Bob.
“He followed you zesterday from
Sussex to Swrrey: now he's following
you back from Borrey fo Susaex, lle
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must jolly well know where you're goung

n—h*?m:z. No necd for him to shadow
us.

“Unlegs——" gaid Ilarry Wharton
slowly.

“ Unless what ¥’ asked Bob.

" Unless he means to hold us up zome-
where on the road [

“{Oh, my hat!”

“0On aroad hike this, with cars buzzing
by every minute!” exclaimed Johnny
Bull. " Some nerve if he did ¥

“ Not likely 17 grinned Bob.

“Well, no,” confessed Wharton., * But
le's up to something, that's certain. He
an’t following us becouse he likes our
company at a distance.”

Smithy grinned.

“If it's the gunman, he won't hold us
up on & road like this,” he said. " He
will wait till we turn off on the road
to Seahill. That's morve of a lane tnan
a road, with not much traffic about.”

“Then that's his game ! saad Harry.

*1 shouldn’t wonder,” )

*“Well, you don’t zeem to mind,” said
the captain of the Remove, puzzled.
* But from what you've told us, 1 should
think—*"*

“Oh, 1 don't mind ! said the Bovnder
carelessly.

Iiarry Wharton fravwned a litile,

The DBounder of Greyfriars bhad a
nerve of iron, and he ratier liked to
display that nerve. But the matter was
serious enough, whether Vernon-Smith
took it seriously or not.

If the man in the Mercedes waos the
Ttalian, his father’s enemy, Smithy was
n danger. It was, i fact, becausc
Smithy was in danger that the Famous
Vv Badl joineg ik with vy fox the
remainder of the Easter holidays,

Before Greyfriars broke up  for
Easter they had heard, nver the radio,
of the first atltempt on the life of Mr.
Samuel  Vernon-Smith, the millionaire
and financier. Bince then they had =cen
nowspaper  reporta of several more
attemnpts, with descriptions of  the
Italian. One of those attemptis—a das-
tardly scheme to wreck the milltongire's
car—had been defeated ULy Heery
Wharton.

Now they knew ihat the Ttalian had
turned his attention 1o the millionaire’s
gon, 'That was guite enough to make
the Famoua Five willing to join up with
Smithy. They werg ready to stand by
bim through thick and thin. Still, they
were not exactly pinmg for trouble with
& desperadeo armed with an automatic
and recklessly ready to nse it at some
lonely spot out of veach of help.

The grin on the Bounder's face grew
sarcastic as the Rolls hummed on, and
he glanced at the serious faees of the Co,

“Sorry you came®” he asked hightly.

“0h, don’'t be an as:!" said Johnnw
Hull gruilly. “Nobody here's got cold
foet, as vou jolly weil kunow, Smithy ™

“DBut if that hlighter gets us in a
%uiﬂt corner, with e avtomalie in s
st—="" said Bol. *

“There he is again i said Nugeont.

They were on the open road onee
mora. A dozen ecars were in sight,
making for the coast or coming away
from the seaside towns. Far in {he rear
of the Rolls, they picked out the blee
Mercedes once more.

“ Bticking to uz like glue ! zaid Dab.

"The stickfulueza is terrifie 1™

“Yes, that Ttalian is a  sticker ™
asgetited  Vernon-Smith, with a ned.
“Ile weana businesz, and oo mistake !
All zerenc ] We don't {urn off this road
for ten miles yet.™

“And after that *™ azked Nugent.

“After that it's om the knees of the
rods ™ sald the Bobhnder, laughing.
“We get a long stretch over the downs,
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with hardly a building in sight, and
only a pazsing car here and thete.”

“If you're thinking of giving lum a
race at the finish,” said Lob, * you can
wash 1t out! That Mercedes can keep
up with us, and a httle move.”

“Oh, we'll give hun a rou for his
moncy ' said the Bounder. “He will
have to pass us fo hold us up, and he
won't do that, T think.”

“I ean tell you that he could jolly
well pass us if he liked !7 satd Bob.

Bob Gimrrﬁ' knew something about
cars, and he had a very keen eye on the
Meorcedes, [le spoke rather warmly.

“Bet you two to one, in fivers, that he
docsn't ! grinned the Bounder.

Bob Elare: & grunt.

The Bounder chuckled.

. My mistake!” he said. “I've got
mto naughty ways with the 1lligheliffe
chaps! I'Ml make it two to one in
doughnuts, old bean, if you're so
pacticular.”

“Oh, don’t be & goat!” growled Bob,
f you know more about cars than I
do, all right! But I tell vou that if that
man choze to go all out, he could walk
past this packet !™

“Wo shall see 1™

The Famous 'ive sat with ratler grim
Faces. Now that they knew what the
raute ahcad was like, they had no douhbt
whatever of the shadower’s game. He
was goimg to pick a lonely stretely, pass
them at top speed,, and stop the car.

Once shead, he could draw across the
road, and force them ta a halt,

It was clear to them, and the Co. had
meore faith in Bob's judgmcnt than in
Smithy's. If the Bounder was banking
on speed at the finish, he was makiong a
mistake. But they did not sce what they
could do. It was Smithy's car, and it
was for Smithy to decide—and if the
wiliul and arrogant Bounder chose to
run himself into & trap, they could not
stop ham.

Heedless of the expressions on ihe
faces of the Famous IMive, YVernon-Smith

LR

Eickcd up the bundle he had put on
card at Wimford, and which he had
apparently forgotten till tlen. Taking

it on Lhis knees, he began to vnlasten the
string—and the ecool grin on hiz foce
indicated that he, at a’?i events, had no
doubt about the cutcome.

——

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
The Bounder Hils Back !

i INCER - POP ™
. Bounder,
*What 1

FOr lemon-sagrasl ¥

“You azal!”

“r just soda?™”

" Fathcad '

Harvy Wharton & Co. staved Blankly
at the opencd bundle. From it Swathy
was taking bLottles and venblers and a
siprhna.

It was quite & warm norning, and
none of the juniors had any objection 10
gingor-pop or lemen-sgquash with a dash
of soda, DBut it did not seem to them
a time for thinking of light refresh-
menta,  Even Billy Bunter, probably,
would have forgolien the juner Buntey,
had he been there, with an armed
desperade speeding beliind in a powerful
CaT.

“No takers ™ grinned the Bounder,

“0h, ratz ¥ grunted Jolinuy Bull,

The Bounder, langhing, wncorked a
long-necked glass boltle, poured lemons
squash nto o bhunbler, and added a
squirt of soda. The big car was running
smootinly., Having offered the glass
round in vain, Smithy drank the con-
tents himself. Then he lavzbed again,

aehiod Lhie

“Took ont far the cirens scon '™ he
revravked. " 1'd bebt any man tenmers-——
1 wmean nmonkey-nuts l—thas that Itelian
fancies Lie i3 on (o & soft thing. When
ve turn off this jolly old mw.:-.\'ﬁur.l high-
way he will Le sure of it.”

“"The surefulness will be terrifie, my
estcemed Hmithy 1™

“Many a slip "twixt eup and bip 1 saiid
the Bounder. “Yon'vre fond of pro-
verbial wizsdom, Inky—thers's a proverb
tor von.”

“It 1z troe that the slipfulness beiwach
the absurd cup and the idiotic Yipr im
sometiinez  tervifie,”  agreed  Hurres
Jamset Ham Singh, “But the stitch in
inme  save: ninepence, niy  estormed
Smithy, And  forearmed 18 four-
legged 1

The Bounder grinned, and, danding
up, looked baek enece more.  The blue
Merveedes was u Jittle nearer now, and
m full view, Tittle wmore than the
peaked cap could be seen aof the driver:
but nobody in the Rolls doubied who ha
was,  (hly one man had anv object in
fracking the Bonnder of Grevlriare—and
that man was his father’s eoemy, the
Italian from Milan.

“¥ou're asking for i, Smithe, if we
turn off thiz road, and give linn o
chance 1™ =a1d Frank Nogernt.

“Tve alwaye: heen the [ellaw 1o ask
for ik, haven't [37 yawned fhe Bovlder.
“X zhan’t grouse if I et what 1 a=k for.
But—" 'T'he grin faded fromm his face,
and it set hard—very like his {ather's
in Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith’s primmect
mood. ' But,” he went on quicily, “that
dog of o dazo hasn't ot me yet. And
he may he sorry soon for trying it on.”

The Tamona Five looked at lim,
That ihe ltalian was plaming to irap
the Bounder, once off the ponniatél
main road, they were oorfain. Bub it
oeeunrradd 1o them now thot tlee Bonnder
had =oame rard up hia sloove—he paoke
a8 if he were poing to bo the frapper.
iz eyes glinted hael: at the Alereades,
For a moment or {wa lis facs wns hand,
sof, grim, Then it relaxed, aml fwe
grinnod again,

“Het von thab hean is ecvnling his
chickens" he remarked. " 1le fancies
he's got me—he's going fo givg me a
lilt in his ear to parts aonkoown, and
tivenn dhiclale vz 1o my father! lla
hiad me onco—iwed up hke a turkey an
ihe rock in the bay—only that far ass
Bunter Lappened ta Lo spolicd alouid,
and 1 ogol Back b Bime, Lok for tlia,
poodd-bye 1o N'gombe 17

Y N'gombe ' orepeated Toh
o rarih’s Ngombo 3"

“ A demd seeret in tha finanagal warhl,
=0 far !" pripned Smithy, Dot 1 can
tell von fellows, as you're not Likely 1o
enfer  aofo Dnancial  civaley, wlha r
Youwre culilled to krow wiat vou're
pm’rtﬂg vour hieads in danger Tor”

TWhat

No e " began Harry.
“Tat! T'm going Lo (0l von! FEeop
heard of Kenyva¥?®  grimned  Bmithy,

“Colony in Kast Afvica, next door 1o
Aliyesinin, YVen  romember  the row
hetween Ttaly and Abyasinia. That's the
cansn of 1hia =pot of frowlde”

“1Mow e dickens—="
Enl,

“Newambo dg in INenva, en
Abxzzinian barder. "AMaotnlaer
bodiday we had thero sn o vne? That
was the lone {he pater boageed e
N ponho Coneeszjon. . Some Parioginse
bhad il aml sold him an option. Thao
Portngnesn diseovermd 1in there—iton.
viferons gronml, a< they eall it, Creat
dizcovery which 3= being Lepd dadk ag
prozent. Uil the pater fixes if all wp, 2l
las evndivate 15 formed—Ilegal lonsimess
put. ihrough —amd  X'gpombo safelv
navked. That's whero the man fren
Alilan comes in"

exelaimed

fhe
1l



“He's after it?” asked DBob. .

“Like a terrier after & rablit. He's
willing to buy, but the pater ism't
willing to sell. That's wl:l;_-' he's taken to
sniping.” The Bounder's bp curled.
“You sce, the dago is a patriot, of sorts
~his stunt is to get hold of N'gombo and
somehow wangle the frontier line to get
it into Ifalian territory, I dare say you
Lknow that tin is indispensable for
munittons of war—and a big tin mine is
exactly what they want. The whole
thing hangs on my pater—and if ho went
Woest. it would be fairly easy going for
the dago. Only my pater really believes
that the tin is there, so far—and without
him the whele thing would fall thruu{;h.”

“Thoe awfel rasecal!™ eald Bob, 20
that's why=——

“That's why,” assented Smithy, *Ii

—

Vernon-Smith grabbed bottle alter bottle, glasses and siphon, and rained them on the road, under the wheels of the oncoming
car. Jagged broken glass cut the fvres to shreds, and the Mercedes swerved and then crashed ! White as chalk, Harry
Wharton & Co. stared back !

that Llighter had sniped the pater—he's
tried half & dozen times—he would have
ot hold of N'gombo; and I've no deubt
ﬁa would get away with shifting the
border-line 8 few miles—it's a wild, un-
populated country, forest and desert, at
that spot, not known to be of any value.
Anyhow, they would get the tin. Dut
he's failed—and he hasn't much time left
now; the pater's pushing things op.
That's why he concentrated on little me.
1f he got hold of me—as he did once—
his game is to buy N'gombo, with me as
the price—and it would be a winper,”

The.Bounder chuckled.

“You see, for some reason it's difficult
to understand, my father puts a high
value on me!” he explained. *“ No
accounting for these things.”

“Fathead 1%

“Now you know the whola bap of
tricks,” saidl Vernon-Smith, “and 1n a
few minutes now we turn off this road
and the fur will begin to Oy.”

“For goodness’ eake, Smithy, don’t
give the man a chance, if that's his
game,” said Flarry Wharton enrnestly.

EVERY SATURDAY
“You think I'm giving
chanee ¥

“It looks like it!™

“You'll zee!™ The Bounder's jaw
squared. *“That man has sniped at my
father six or seven times. ITe’ll be at it
again—and again! Think 1'm not going
to stop him 1f I can? My pater's life
is no more than & mosquito’s to him, to
carry on his game. Wiat's his o me,
do vou think? I'd crush lhim like a
viper! Let hin come on—and let him
take hiz chance !”

The Bounder's eyes blazed.

“But what " pasped ob.

“You'll sce ™ aaiﬁ Vernon-Smith, be-
tween his teeth., *We're leaving the
road.”

The Rolla rocked ronnd a corner and
gliot on by & long lanc that led over

him a

green pastures on the downs. A mothent
or two lnter the blue Mercodes was seen
apain, coming on fast .

The man in the Mercedes was puiting
on speed now.
other cars were many, he was veady to
act, Nobt a car was to be seen on the
long lane that led over thie downs to
E-e:lgliiL

The Famous Five breathed Lavd.

It seemed that the Bounder had, after
all, seme card up his gleeve, They could
not guess what it was, .

It was not speed that he was relying
On to escape. .

Williams, the chauffenr, glanced round
for instructions, and the Bounder shook
his head.

Tho ERolls was going fasi—buot could
have gone a great deal faster, The
Bounder did not choose to put on more
spead. Clearly he knew, as Bob knew,
that the high-powered car behind counld
Leat him in thet line. But what the
Bounder of Gru:-ifrmra had in mind,
Harry Wharton & Co. could not guess.

But they could ece that in that

O the main road, where |

5

rocaricht, ITerbert Vernon-Smith was as
grimly rutliless as the man from Milan
himself | They weire well matched |
The Rolls roared on. The Mercedes
roared behind, closer and closer.

Looking back, breathless now, the
F'amous Five watched the man who
drove. They had a glimpse of =B

swarthy face and glinting black eyes.
It was the Italian. The chums of the
Remove had all seer him before, and
they knew him. It was the man from
Milan. And he was coming up hand-
over-fist.

Harry Wharton glanced round. Nal
8 building—nor o car—in sight. If he
passed them, and stopped them, they
were at his merey—and the tremendous
speed of the Mercedes showed that that
was his intentiomn.

Closer and closer came the blue ear,
till the distance bptween the fwo was
reduced to vards.

There came a sudden shout from the
taliarn.

*SBtop!"

The Bounder loughed.

The' man did not shout again. Ha
swoerved to pass the Rolls.

Herbert Vernon-Smith stooped and
lifted the bundle on the seat. From it
he grabbed a bottle in each hand,

Whiz! Crash!

“Oh!” gasped Harry Wharton,

“ Smithy [™ panted Bob.

nheeding, the Bounder of Grey-
frinrs grabbed Tbottle after baottle,
glasses and siphon. and rained them on
the road, llmier the wheels of the on-
coming car. Half a dozen of them
smashed harmlessly=—but the juniors,
with white faces, heard a yell of
mingled rage and terror from the
Ttalian. Then it came! Joagged, broken
glass ent & tyre to shreds, and the

Taz Macxer Lizpany.—No. 1.525.



THE KING'S NAVY

Here iz a fascinating Souvenir Book of
the Navy, published specially for Corona-
tion Year. Packed inte the 64 photo-
gravure pages of The KING'S NAVY
are articles on the Conditions of Service,
a Day in one of His Majesty's Ships, Life
in & Submarine, and the Fleet Air Arm.
The KING'S NAVY is illustrated
with otie of the finest collections of naval
photographs ever published.

THE KING'S ARMY

In The KING'S ARMY you can get a
real-life glimpse into the dulies of those
who have made the defence of the
country their career, Printed in photo-
gravure, this 64-;:3;& bock contains
articles on the mechanization of cavalry :
the Indian. army, and a short history of
every Regiment, . It is lavishly illustrated,
and includes reproductions of all regi-
mental badges,

THE KING'S
AIR FORCE

Thiz splendid 64-page photogravure
Coronation year Souvemir is packed with
facts about the R, A.F., the types of plane,
Britain's Air Defences, the scales of fhy,
defence tactics, how the R.AE, works,
what are its duties and how it 12 equipped.
Many fine illustrations enrich the articles,
and there is a striking 2-page section
drawing of one of the most interesting
types of plane now in use,
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Mercedes—a split sccond azo  roaring
behind them, swerved, and erashed.

White as chalk, the Greyfriars juniors
etared hack,

Herbert Vernon-Smath stared grimly.

They had a ghmpse of a swervingg
car, that seemed to leap off the 1'4::11.&,
aind the biinding crash followed,

The Rolls shot on.

What happened to the Ttalian they
did not see. The chances were & Lun-
dred to one that he was smashed with
his car. But the Raolls rushed on,
leaving the wreek of the Mereedes piled
on the roadside, and it disappeared
fremm their sight!

PR

THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
Pon the Painter!

ONSONBY lounged out of the

P billiards-room at Seahill Park,

followed by his  knukty pals,
Gadsby and Vavasour.

They grinned as a fab fist was shaken
av them, over the balustrade of the
gallery above. 1

Billy Bunter was still there—rubbing
hits fat little nose, which had a pain in
it—till tho Highcliffians appeared.

Bunter was waiting anxiously for a
sound of & car on the drive. DBut as
yet there was no sound of Bmithy’s car.

Until the Bounder came, Bunter was
a prisoner. He dared not come down-
stairs, within reach of {he clutches of
Pon & Co. He had to keep on the
wateh, ready to dodge back to his room
if they cmme up. It was really un-
pleasant for Bunter—a very serious
drawback to millionairing with Smithg!

But Pon & Co., except for a grinning
glance, gave the fat Owl of the Remove
:in heed, They lounged acrozs to the

OO,

“Smithy not back vet, Larkin?”
azled Pon.

“Ng, sir”

“T fancy we'll po and mect him on
the romd. I suppose we can have o
car ?” yawned Ponsonby.

“(Certainly, sir! Master Herbert has
the Rolls, but thers are several cars
available in the garage!” answered
Larkin.

“We'll walk round, then,” said Pons
sonby. “Oet your bats, you men!
Rather a rippin® mornin’ for a car run.”

“ Absolutely | =aid Vavasour.

The four Higheliffians lounged out,
and dizappeared.

Billy Bunter, from above, waiched
them go, with 8 gasp of reliel. They
had been indoors most of the morning
—ith an cye open for Bunter, Ap-
parently they had tired of waning for
the fat Owl to fall inte their clutches,
and given it ap

“ Beasts ! lizsed Bunter.

He was glad to see the last of them.
But he did not venlure down immedi-
ately., He gave them plenty of time o
get off 1n the car,

Larkin went awey by the scrvice door.

Billy Bunter centinued to watch the
hall below the galleey for a good
quarter of an hour.

Then, at long last, he descended the
sEairs.

Bunter was no whale on fresh air, but
he was gquite fed-up with sticking in-
doors on that glorious morning. It was
a rvelief to roll out, at last, into the
sunshine.

With quite a cheery face, the Owl of
the Remave rolled away down ihe long
avenue towards the gates, which were
more than a quarter of & mile from the
millionaive’s mansion.

That beast, Smithy, might come buzz-
ing in, in the Rolls, any minute now,
bringing with him the Famous TFive



Feoumt Wharton Lodge. Billy Bunter did
irxf, 83 a matter of faet, think very
el of Smithy, or of the Famous
Five. But he was very keen and sager
Lo seo them now,

Once Llarey Wharton & Co. were in-
stalled at Seahill Park, Highelitfe rags
would be at an end. Pon & Co. were
ready and willing to rag a fat and help-
[esz fellow like Bunter—very keen on it,
1 fact. Bt they would think twice, or
thewee, or fomr times,. before hunting
tronble with hefty fighting men like the
Vamaus Five of the Greyfriars Remove.
Theve was no doubt that Pon & Co.
would walk very warily, with such hard
litters as Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull
on hand,

[n guite a cheery mood, the fat Owl
rolled alomg the shady avenue,

Buddenly the happy satisfaction faded
from his fat face, and ho came to a
dismavred halk,

Behind him, on the drive, waz =&
sound of pattering footsteps.  Even
befors lie looked round, he guessed.

i Blm]cing round with startled eves
turough his big spectacles, Billy Bunter
belield four fellows coming on at a run,
+{1Immn » Pon & Co. rushed him
acwn, and surrounded him.

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. “Oh crikey!
Lieasts—cads—rotters—ow |

He knew now—too late!—that Pon
had spoken to Larkin, in his hearing,
sunply for the Eurpm of pulling lus
fat leg, and tricking him out-of cover,

The Higheliffo party had no intention
Of goulig out in a car to meet Southy,
WThey had not walked rvound to the
carage., They had simply posted them-
sclvea onk of sight, and waited for
:-"r illiam Ceorge Buuter to walk into the
T,

Bunter had obliged them Ly walking
straaght nto 14|

Ha blinked at the four grinning faces,
one after another, in terrified dismayr.
ey had got Lhim. Worst of all, they
Iad got him out of sight of the man.
zton’'s windows. The servants would not
lhave been likely to intervene—now they
comladn’t, anyvhow ! The lovdest yell from
unter would not reach Mr. Vernon-
Hmith in his study at the back of the
lkouse. 'The hapless fat Owl was fairly
landed in the hands of the Amalekites!

“I—I-—~I say, you fellows——"" gtam-
mered Bunteor,

“Gobt him 1" grinned Ponsonby. ™ This
may be our lust chance, with Smithy
].11*m[{mg iliat Greyfriars crew here!
We'll mnake & real example of him this
Lime !

“Yes, rather!” chuckled Monson.

“Look here, vou beasts, von leave a
chap olone I* gasped Bunter., “You
inlly well wouldn't dare, if Bob Cherry
vas here !

*Hit down ! said Ponsonby,

“Yaroooh !”

Punter sat down, suddenly, with his
har flattented over his ears. He sat and
vaared,

“{iot Ceacledy 7™
T’on.

“ Here you are!”

“Tie up hiz hos!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ow!  Beasks!
eadz 17 velled Bunter,
Beasial  Yarcooh!
e, 'on, you rotter |

the  cord, chorlled

Lfgg-u‘. Iighelifie
"*Help! Hescue!

Leave off kicking
Yoo-hoop I

Alonson grasped the fat Owl's podey
wiists m‘nfr nﬁg ed them  together

belind lim.  Gadsby knoticd & eord
vourwd them.

Then the four of them grasped
Bunter and leaved him tg his fegt,

“Oh, gad, he's not & Iightm'ight!”
gasped Yavasour.

“Owl Leggo!™

“Jam him egainsl that tree!™ sald
Yonsonby.

EVERY SATURDAY

“Deast™

Bunter was jammed against o free by
the side of the avenue. Ponzonby
hooked his right leg off the ground,
bent it up at the knee, and held it,
while Gaddy put in some more work
with the cord.

Billy Bunter was left standing, like a
stork, on one leg!

“Now the paint I grinned Pon.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Oh Erif-:ey!"‘" spluttered Bunter, as
Monson produced a can of paint and
& brush, “You—zou beasts, don’t you
pn.g—pn p-paint me——-—"

Pon prised the lid off the can
dipped in the brush.

Bunter, leaning against the tree with
only one leg to stand on, could not make
an effort to escapo. He blinked in
horror at the paint-laden brush that ap-
proached his fat face, It was a bright
red paint—a glaring erimson. Bunter's
face was red with wrath and indigna-
tion and excitement—but it was soon
much redder, as the playful Pon laid
onn bhe paint.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yvelled Gadsby, Alon.

and

son, and Vavasour, as Pousonby
daubed,
“Oh, you beast!” gasped Bunter,

“0h, you rotter—oacoogh 17 he purgled,
as o dal of paint went into his mouth,

“Better keep your mouth shut!™
suggested Pan,

* Oooooach 1

“ila, ha, ha!™

“Carrrrggh Y

There was a good deal of paint 1 the
cati. lon let Bunter have the lot, and
scraped out the tin with a last wipe of
the brush, and pushed the brush down
the back of the fat Owl's neck. DBunter
shuddered and wnrggled as it went
down., : ;

ﬁiil:madm% bacls, the four Highelifhans
logked at Bunter, gazping with Inughter,
His face was crimson with paint,. acd
paint daubed his ears and his hair, his
collar, and his tie, and streaked over
hia elothes.

His aspect was really remarkable, Heo
leaped to the eye, as it were, He shone
afar like a beacon.

“Oh, gad [ gasped *onsonby, * What

8 picture [
“QOoogh ! You -awinl
mhﬂ’ﬁblﬂ% Bltlntﬁ.r;; " Wooooch !
a, ha, ha!
"1 sav, vou fellowa, vou're not leaving
me here like this!” gurgled Bunter,
“1 sav, you rotten beasts——"

“Come on 1" zaid Pon. “Leave 1t at
that! You can stick there, vou fat por-
poise, till Bmithy comes along. Bort of
surprize for him !™

yellod

“Ha, ha, hal™
cliffians.

And Pon & Co., laughing, walked
AWay 111‘: tll'E‘l Avenile,

Billy Bunter blinked after them,
hardly believing that even the young
raseals of IMighcliffe would really leave
im in this awful state,

But ther did !

Chorthng, they disappeared uwp the
avenue, and the Owl of the Remove was
left on his lonely own,

0L erikey [V gasped Bunter.

He hopped away from the tree. Ho
nearly  tumbled over, and hopped
desperntely to keop his balance, e was
ahout half-way down the svenue—he did
not venture to hop the way Pon & Ca.
had gone; and he decided to hop down
to the gate, and get the lodgekeeper to
untie himn.

Eut that was casier to decide than to
do. He hopped—and hopped—and
stumbled, and tiunbled |

Bump |

“ Whoooop "'

Billy Bunter sat down in the middle of

beast 1

thg High-

7

the shady avenue. He sat and spluttered,
and glowed with paint. With only one
avallable leg, he could not get up again.
He could only git-and wait and gurgle
and eplutter, and hope that somebody
would come.

The sound of a car at last was like
music to his fat ears!

s

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Stleky !

i ALLO, halle, hallo!" roored
Bob Cherry. ’
He jumpead in the car.
So did the other fellows,

Williams, the chauffeur, braked, and
then stared. The Famous Five srared:
the Bounder stared. It was really an
amazing sight that greeted them on the
shady avenue at Seahill Park.

Up to that moment, Harry Wharton
& CUo. had been looking grave—the
Bounder grim and a little sardonic. The
Famous Five could not Lelp thinking
of the wrecked Mercedes, and the man
who had driven it

Thex had stopped at the police station
at Beahill, to report the matier to
Inspector Stuce ere. Police wern
already on their way to the spot where
the Mercedes had crashed.

That the Bounder was fully justified.
more than ljz[lust-lﬁed. in his action, tho
Co. admitted. The Italian had pursued
him, #0 kidnap him by force, to use &
deadly weapon 1f his friendz stood by
him, as certainly they would have dono
—te blackmail Mr. Vernon-8mith by
threatening his son's life—and fo take
that life mercilessly if the millionaire
did not yield. That was the crook's
game;: and any means of defence wers.
justified against such & inurderons
rascal. man who threw aside every
moral and legal restraint had to be
treated like 8 wild beast—as, indeed, he
WHS.

But the episode was foo desperato
and tragio for the chums of the Remove
to dismiss it eaily.

The Sezhill inspector hacd listened
with & startled face to what the Bounder
told him. Certginly Smithy was not to
be blamed for defending hiz own liberty
and the lives of his friends. Any defen-
sive measures were lawful against an
unlawful attack. But there was no doulit
that the millionsire's son had displayed
very uncommon nerve and hardihood,

Harry Wharton & Co. hoped that thae
Ttalian, villain as he was, had escaped
alive from the wreck.

They could see 1o Smiths’a sardonic
face that he did not share their hope,

5till, it was hard to blame Smithy for
that, when he was thinking of his
father's safety, threatenced by a deier-
mined end remorseless enemy,

If the man who called hims=elf
“Nessuno "' had been smashed in lis
car, Smithy's father was safe fromn
further murderous attscks; and it wax
natural that that should be first in the
Bounder's thoughts.

Five faces were clouded and thought-
ful, all the same, as the Rolls turned 1n
at the gates of Seshill Park.

But the sight of the remarkable object
in the mddle of the shady svenue
banished seriousness from all faces

They stared blankly at that remark-
able object, a3 Willhams braked, e
the Rolls stopped within a few rards of
it
“YWhat the merry dickens—" ex-
claimed Smithy.

“JIs that Bunter?"
Whartor.

“Red as o rose i3 he!” gurgled Bob
Cherry.
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“What the thump—"

The Greviriars juntors jumped out of
ithe car. They zurrounded the hapless
fat {dwl siting in the avenue.

Billy Bunter blinked up at them
throngh spectacles emeared with paint.

“Urreght I szay, you fellows—" he
gaﬁg‘ul )
“Bunter! Oh, my hat!” ejaculated
Vernon-Smith, “What's the name of
that pame, Bunter?™

“Heast ' purgled Bunter,

“He blushies ! grinned Bob.

“He's got plemty to blush for!™ re-
marked Jolmwny Bull,

“The blushfulness is terrific!™

“Ha, ha. hat®

*Beasts | roared Bunter.
ma 1"’

They looked—and roared.

Bunicr was in an awful state. But
there was a comie aspect to the muatter,
t]lﬁugh it was quite lost on Bunter him-
B,

*Blessed if T see anything to cackle
at 1" howled Bunier., " Look at me!
Help e Eeriup, will you? Tm ticd

u
“Ha, ha, ha!” ]
“Beasts! Sniggering  beasts |
crikev !

“Look at

Oh

“Who dJdid 1his?? gasped TFrapk
Nugent.

“Urrgh! Those Highelilfe cads!”
groaned Bunter. “Oh lor’! T'm all
painty 1 Ow ¥

“The Highcliffe fellows!” exclaimed
Wharton., He had forgotten, for the
moment, that 1:"1_':|n£.1::|n|:r1;T g Co. were stay-
ing for Easter with Vernon-Smith.

“Uroocogh! Yes! Look
groancd Bunter,

“Why did you let them do it 7" nsked
Johnny Bull.

“You sillv ass! Think I wanted them
to?" howled Bunter. "I fought like a
tiger ! I knocked two of themn out—but
the four were too many for me. I
couldn’t landle more than three at
atp——
“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh, cackle!” yelled Bunter.
you got e looze or not?™

“"Weil, yon'vre neot nice to touch, old
fat man,'” said Bob Cherry. * Bul we'll
sce what we can do.™ )

Bob opened his pocket-hnife and cut
the cords. It was not casy to touch
Bunter without tting some of the
paint. IHowever, he was set looze.

“Now help me up I squeaked Bunter.

“You're a bit too sticky, old fat
pian, ™

iK B‘-.I'ﬂ"-?i -I'!':l : 3

Bunter eaved up his weight and stood
on his feet. 1le blinked angrily at the
grinning juniors,

“Nice way to see a guest treated,
Vernon-Bmith 1" he hooted. “Not the
sort of thing that could happen at
Bunfer Court, I can tell vou! 1 can
iolly woll tell you that I'm going te
thrash Peonsonby for this®

‘The Bounder chinckled,

“ AMore power to your fabk elbow ' hie
said. I shan't stop you! It's veally
too thick. Thrash him all you like ™

“T mean, 1f I fec]l up to 1i, after thiz 1™
added Bunter. *If not, I shall expoet
one of my pals to thrazh lum for e
You., Doly—"

“Were rather late for Junch, awinge to
that jelly old  Twalian™  remocked
Vormon-Bmith, “Let’s get on!”

*1lelp me into the car, you fellows ™

“Fathead ! You're too sticky to got
mto the car ! =aid the Bounder. Do
vou want tn smother everything and
evervbody with wet paint ?”

* Beast 1 roared DBunier,

Rilly Bunter certainly was in no =late
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te take a scat In &n expensive and
luxurions Rolle. That, however, was a
matter of small moment to Bunter. 1o
Was Ilﬂtlg’ﬂillg to walk, when.there was a
car available—and as it was not his car,
naturzlly it did not matter

Ho rolled to the Rolls, to get in
Smithy frowned, and raised a hand to
pull him back—but dropped it again.

With a defiant snort, the fat Owl
rolled into the car, spreading red paint
right and left over leather cushionas,

“Look here, you fat ass—"" ox-
claimed Smithy,

‘ Beast I? _

“That car will want some cleaning,™
remarked Bob  Cherry.  “So  will
Bunter 1V
* Ha, ha, ha "

I say, you fellows, you can get
Hi——

“Thanks,” said Harry . Wharton,
laughing. “T’d rather walk the rest,
old fat bean! Your company’s as
dehightful as ever—but you're rather
too juicy at cloze quarters {?

“The juicincss is terrific.”

“Yahi®

Vernon-SBmith signed to Williama to
drive on, and the Rolls rolled on with
Bunter.

The juniors walked after it. They
grinned as they walked. By the time
they reached the house, Bunter had
gone i1, and—unusual as it was for the
fat Ohwl to indulge 1n an extra wash—
he was parked in a hath-room,
strenuously busy with hot water and
soap.

Bunter was hreaking two records at
ence that day. Not only was he late for
& meal, but he was late on account of
putting in extra washing!

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
0il and Water !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. were
rather relieved not 1o meet the
Highcliffe fellows at lunch,

They had got in late for that
function; and Pon & Co., they learned,
had Ilunched with Dr. Vernon-Smaith,
and gona oot

Mr. Vernon-Smith was back in lLis
study, with documents and maps, and
telephone calls every few minutes; up
to the nech in business connected with
the N'gombo Concession,

Smithy went to sea his father, to tell
hint of the happening on the road. He
came back and joined the Famous Five
at lunch,.

Billy Bunter did not appear. Bunter
was still busy rubbing and serubbing,
and serubling and rubbmg. The other
felbows bore the loss of his company
with considerable fortitude.

Larkin wailed on the party: and it
was possible to read In his  portly
counienance that he regarded Master
Herbert's new guests as an improvement
on the old anes.

The Bounder was rather thoughtful ;
but it seon transpired that he was not
thinkine of the ineident en the road.

“Look here, you moen,” said Smndhy,
after a long pause, “it's a bit awhkward,
I suppose, as vou're on scrappin’ terms
with the Highclilfe chaps, at school,
But there's no need for rowin.”

Harry Wharten laughed.

“"We haven't come here to
with your other guests, Smithy.’
answered.

“Webl, no;  but—>

“here is no batfulnese, my estoomed
Smithy 1" asgured Hurrce Jamset Ram
Singh. “Wo will treat the disgusting

row

L T

Highcliffigns  with  lerrific and
t-:-mf)tum:s friendfulness.”

“1 suppose we can keep ecivil, even 1o
those—1 mean, even to Fon & Ceo.,”
gaid Bob Cherry,

* Butter shan’t melt 1in our mouihs,
Smithy ' said Frank Nugent,

_ “Oualy, one thing,” said Johnny Bull,
in his slow and stolid way, *“ Bunter's. a
fat ass, and a howling idiot, but he's.a
Greyfriars man, and I'm not going
to stand for Highcliffe cads rapgingia
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Greyfriara man. You'd better give
ihemmn » tip to leave Bunter alone,
Smithy.”

“They won't neced one, now vou

fellows are here,” said  Smithy,
shrugging his shoulders, *“They don't
want any trouble with fellows who can
protect themselves. You'll nd Pon &
Co. ewvil enough.”

“Well, if they're civil, we'll be civil i
said Harry. “No need to revive school
rags in the hols, that I know of.”

“That's all right, then '™ said Smithy.
evidently relieved. * Stick to that, and
there needn’t be any trouble, I've
asked those chaps for the hols, and I
can't very well turn them our.™

“Hardly ! assented Wharton. “In a
whacking place like this, old man,
there’'s room for the lot, without tread.-
ing on one another's corns,™

Ponsouby glanced in at the door.

“Hallo, Smithy! Sorry we were out
when you got back—glad to sce you
again, old bean!”

Pon's manner to the millionaire's son
was very cheery and cordial. He did
not seem to obzerve that there was
anygome else in the room. His glance
passéd over the Famous Five, az if they
were not there,

Havry Wharton compressed his lips
a little,

Certainly he did not want to speak to
the cad of Higheliffe, or to be spoken
to by him. The less he saw of Pon
& Co., the better he was going to like
it. But il Pon was going to begin by
making himszelf offensive, it was nat
casy to keep the peace, as Smithy
destred.

“Fimished your lunch?" went on Ton,
in his airy way. “Come and bave a
hundred up, old bean” :

Vernon-Smith looked at him.

“"You know these chiaps, Pon!” ha
remarked. “They'll be staving with
me, for the rest of the vae™

Thus compelled to take note of the
Famous Five, Ponsonby gave them a
glance and a shight ned,

“Happy to see you ! he drawled, and
immediately beeame oblivieus of theie
existonce again.  “Come on, Smithy—
we've been anissin' you fearfully.”

Vernon-Smith  hesitated a  moment.
Retween the two Ijﬁrliv&, on terms of
hostility, subdued if not open, Smithy
was in rather an awkward position.
thl amd water were as likely to mix as
the Famous Five of Grexfriars amd the
knutty gang from Iighcliffe.

“1 dare =ay you fellows would like a
siroll round the place,” he vemarked.
“h, quite ! said Harry politely.

“ Il see yourr when vou come in, then,'
And the DBounder went away with

Fon.

Jonnny Bull gave o grunt,

The Famous Five, having linished
their lunch, went out into the hall,
There, the ¢lick of  billiard  balls
vozvhed their ears; and through an
o gloorway, they szaw Smithy and
Pan already busy.

Guadsby, Monson. and Vavasour wera
standing in the hall. They were locking
out into the supshine, and perbaps did
not notice the Greylriars fellows behind
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Eilly Bunter slept and snored as Ponsenby proceeded fo saw through the cord at the end of the hammock with his penknife.
As soon as the rope paried the fat Removite would have an extremely disagreeable bump in the grass !

ther:. Porhaps, on the olhier hand, they
glich.

“That fat ecad is siill washin’, I
belicve I remarked Menson, with a
clickle,

* Do him good '™ said Gadsby.

“ Abzolutely 1 clirped  Vavasour.
“ Greyiriars fellows seldom or never
wazl, I behieve!”

s Never, I tlhunk,” said Monson.
don’t think it will cost Smithy much in
tiie way of soap to have a Greyiriavs
party here™

Harry ‘“Wharton & Co. exchanged
ghunees, Coertainly, with their backs to
them, the Higheliffe fellows could not
gee thom. But they muost have heard
footsteps. In faet, it was perfectly clear
that this cheery conversation was being
corried on for the special benefit of
the Yamonus Five. )

Johnny Bull made & movement with
his foot. But he restrained his desive
to kick Gadsby, Monson, and Vavasour
through the big doorway, one aftey
another. . .

“Ripping plece Smithy's got here!
"Bol Chervy remarked. ™ And it's only
ene of Li= pater’s places! Who wouldn’t
be a millionaire %"

“qlhe whofulness 1a tervific I agrecd
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

These vemarks were, obviously as
andible to Gad:‘-’é}g & Co. as the Higlh-
cliffe remarks had been to Lthe Famous
Five., B0 when the cheery Higheliffians
went on, there was no [urther doubt on
the subject.

“T hear that Smithy's asked a whole
crew of them here,” observed Monson,
still carefully not n:eeiu% the juniors in
the hall, “A geng of outsiders like
Bunter, from what I hear.”

“Bit thick I" remarked Monson,. O
course, Smithy can please himself—but
1 think it's a bit thick, landing a crew
lika that on decent fellows,™

Ti‘i.

“Absolutely ™ said Vavasour,

“Well, I'n ‘zoin’ to keep them at
armslengih,” went o hMonson,
“Smirthy ean't expectk usz to associale
with them. That's askin’ too mueh.”

“A lot too mueh I” coneurred Gadsby.
“May as well be civil, of couvse—but
keep the pushin’® cads at a distance.”

The TFamous I'ive looked at one
another, Johnuy Bull's brow was grow-
ing grim; Harry Wharton's face red.
Bob Cherry winked at his friends.

"I hear that Bmithy’'s gob some High-
cliffe chaps staxing here, vou Fellows™
lhe remarked. “Pon's gang of shady
rotters, I heas"

His friends stared at inn. Then they
grinned. Bob's idea was that if the
Highelifians could carry on a con-
versation, ignoring fellows who stood
hardly ten feet away, so could the Gray-
friaes juniors! Caiching on immediately.
the Co. plaved up to Bob's cue

*Yes, so 1t seemsz " said Nugent. 1
wonder why the dickens Smithy asked
such a crew of carvd-sharping outsiders,'

“Ineep them at & distance,” said
Johnny Boll, grinning.  ““They'll be
trvin® to welely us at billiards, if they
get a chance,”

“The welshfuluezs will be terrific !
remarked Huvree Jawset Boam Singh,
with a dusky grin

*Yes. for goodness’ sake don’t let the
cads get friendlsy !  Harry Wharton
took up the tale. “All very well at
Higheliffe, but fellows who picked up
their ways wonld be sacked from any
decent school, ™

“I've often thought.” remarked Bob,
“that it's lucky for Ponsonby, Gadaby,
Monson, and Vavasour that Highcliffe
is such & rotten, mouldyr show! It's
about the only school that such a set of
putrid rotters ecould shove into. But I
snppose they wouldn’t be allowed to
hang on even at Higheliffe if their

‘to

headmaster kuew what rotten rascals
they were”

“Hardly t” agreed Wharton,

Gadsby & Co. did not look round aa
they heard these pleasant remarks. JBut
the Greviviara fellows could sce that
their ears were Durning.

The three Higheliffians, still without
looking round, walked out of the door-
way, and went on the terrace.

The Famous Five chuckled.

Gadsby & Co. evidently had had
enough of that peculiar game, having
disg:vercd that two partics could plav
at i

*1 think,” chortled Bob, *“that we
had rather the best of that. But o
locks to ne, my beloved ‘earcrs, az if
there's some slight, faint possibility of
trouble before we get to the end of
these hols™

And there weas no doubt that it Jooked
rather Iike that!

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Sniped !

R. SAMUEL VERNOXN-BMITH
M put up the receiver after his
umpteenth telephone-call that
day, whirled round on his
swivel-chair, and looked at his son, whe
had just enteved.
The millionaire’s plump face ox-
preszed a rather grim satisfaction.
Harry Wharton & Co. followed the

Bounder in,

They enltered rather dillident]y.
Aware that Mr. Vernon-Smith was &
tremendously  busy  gentleman, whose
time was of tremendous value, they did
not want to butt in and take up auy of
his invaluable minutes, or even precious
seconds.

However, Smithy told them, after tea.
that he.was going to take them to speak
his father, so they followed on.

Tre Miaxer LisrARY.—INo. 1,525,



10

Mr. vernon-S8mith gave them a nod
and & smile, and then, getting up from
hia cheir, shook hands with them all
round. .

He scemed pleased to see them, which
was grateful and comforting, -for they
hardly expected so very busy a gentle-
man to remember their existence. "

“] am glad to see Fou boys herel
declared  Mr., Vernon-Smith  very
cordially. “I've no doubt Herbert has
told you about the eircumstances—"

“Yes, wo'vse heard sll about the
gunman, sir” answered Harry, with a
smile. :

It may be that the danger is over,”
said Mr. Vernon-Smith, “From what
Herbert has told me of your adventure
eoming here it is possible. Al the
better in that case—I hope you will
enjoy & holiday here”

“Thai's an casy one, sir!” said Bob.
““ A chap who couldn't in a place like
this would be hard to please.”

'The millionaire smiled. _

“But,” he added, “if the Italian has
escaped there may be danger yet. In
that caso it 13 & great relief to my mind
that Herboert should have some of his
friends with him—I mean, the kind of
friends who would stand by him if he
needed it."” _ _ .

AMr. Vernon-Smith evidently did not
regard Pon & Co. as friends of that
kind !

Smithy winked at the Famous Five,
who smiled. : : ;
 Bmithy's own opinion of his High
clifa pals was, as a matter of [act,
exactly the same as hia father’s. He
cared nothing for Pon & Co., except as
associates in “rowdy ¥ pursuits.  And
after & week or two of them he was

getting much less keen on  their
company. .

“Jhese chaps would like to hear the
news, if any, father,” said the
Bounder. " Inspector Stuce was going

to let you know sbout the Italian.”

“J have had one call from the police
station,” apswered Mr. Vernon-Bmith.
““The inspector has taken charge of the
wrecked car, but nothing was seen of
the Italian on the spot. Search is being
muade and the inspector is going to ring

ain.”
aq}?he Famous Five brightened in-
voluntarily. The RBounder, on the other
hand, gave a discontented grunt.

“Then the brute got clear 7" he asked.

“Inspocior Btuce thinks it unbkely
that e can have escaped injury in so
complete o smash,” answered his father.
““It is possible, or, rather, probable,
that he will be picked up before he has

ot fer—he can hardly be 1n a state,

r. Stuce thinks, to make his escape”

“That's good if true,™ said Bmithy.

“1 cannot say I should be sorry at
any extent of damage to the scoundrel,”
sald Mr. Vernon-S8mith. 1 am tired
of hia sniping, and it has caused me
very considerable  inconvenience, I
shall now be able to return to the City
for a few days—="

“Not till there’s definite news I” said
the Bounder guickly.

“The newa is definite enough,” said
Mr. Vornon-Smith. I have romained
here, Herbert, this week at very great
inconvenicnce to my afairs, on account
of yvour uneasiness for mo. But now
I—"

“*Wait till they get the man, father.
If he pot away, as likely &35 not he's
hanging about, looking for a chance of
taking anothee pot-shot.”

“Very unlikely I said Mr. Vernon-
Smith decidedly. “I1 have to sce
severa]l men in the City, Herbert——"

“1 shall travel up with you, then”

#¥ou cannot abandon your guests ™

THE MiGgxET Ltmnt.-hn 1:
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“0Oh. yes, [ can!” said Smithy cooly.
"“These chaps won't mind, dnd Pon &
Co. can lump it 1f they don't like it

Harry Wharton & Co. moved across
to the open f{rench windows, which
looked out on the milbionaire’s private
grrden,

An argument was beginning opetween
the Bounder and -his faxther, and they
wore feeling a little uncomfortable,

Outstde, the spring  sunshine was
bright on the extensive shrubberies,
backed by towering old osaks and
beoches, On a path in the shrubbery
they spotted a helmet. A Seshill con-
stable was on duty there. Since the
assassin’s last attempt on the mmllion-
aire, Inspector Stuce’s men had been an
patrol to keep watch and ward.

“"Now, look here, Herbert,” ecame
AMr., Vernon-Smith's voice, with-a sharp
note in it, “I've told you I will not
allow yon to travel with me so long as
this danger lasts, and I mean it. T ast
tine, 1 admit, you saved my life—next
time you might lose your own.”

“Which means that you don't really
think it is safe, and are going to chance
:;,1"' sakl SBmithy.,  Well, ig you do, I

o I*

“I tell yvou, Herbert—"

“And I tell you—-0"

Buzzzzzzzz ! went the telephone-bell.
It interrupted what was developing
inte an altercation—rather to the relief
of the Famous Five.

Mz, Vernon-Bmith grabbed the
receiver from the hooks, frowning at his
son, over the telephone,

“Inspector Stuce? Yes! Mr, Vernon.
Smith  speaking ! The millionaive
fairly bavked into the transmitter. His
frown intensified as he listened to what
the Seahill inspector had to say, amd all
the juniors could sce that the news was
unpalaiablo,

Mr. Vernon-Smith gave a grunt as he
jammed the receiver hack at last

“Well? asked Smithy,

“They find no trace of the Italian!”
ﬁmw]:}d his father. “The man cannot

ave been hurt in the crash, as he
seems to have escaped and left no trace
behind, However, they are still hunt.
ing him,™

“Then he's still loose ™ szaid the
Bounder guietly, “And vou're in as
much danger as ever, father 7"

“I must go up to the City, Herbert.”

“Not alone.”

Mr. Vernon-Smith waved a plump
hand at his son.

“*Say no more, Hevbert, Voery Likely
the man was injured, though he has
sucecedend in getting  elear. At all
events, he has fled. T shall run little
ris

“1 shouldn't wonder if
hanging about the place
minute,” said the Bounder.

“ Nonsense "'

“Look here, father—*

“That will de, Herbert—leave me
now, Tell Mazon to come hero—there
are some letters to be typed. Now run

the brute's
this VOry

away, my boy.”
Mr. Vernon-Smith sat down at his
desk again. Outside the sunlight was

pright, but it was getting dusky in the
study, and he switched on the light of
a shaded eclectric lamp on the dﬂ:ﬁc.
With a mass of documents before him,
the millionaire evidently forgot the
presence of the Greyfriars juniors.
Smithy turned away, with o knitted

brow, and Harry Wharten & Co.
followed him to the door.

{'razh1

Mr. Vernon-Smith  faivly  bounded

from his chair. Harry Wharton & Co.
spun round, in amazement.

Something had struck the million-
aire's cesk, smazhing in a drawer. The
next sccond the iuniers knew what it

was, a3 the report of a firearm followed
the crash from the garden outside.

“Good gad!” pasped Mr. Vornon-
Smiath.

" Father ! gasped Smithy.

. For s moment or two Mr. Vernon.
Smith stared at the sinashed drawer in
the desk., Cutside, the Seahill constable
wa3 pacing the garden paths, vet it was
from the garden that the sudden shot
had come. It had missed the million-
air¢ by hardiy more than an inch as is
crashed.

The Bounder sprang towards his
father, prasped him by the arm, and
dragged him foreibly back from the
desk.

He was only in time, for even as he
dragged the portly gontleman away,
another bullet crashed into the de:k,
this time knocking over an inkpot.

“0Oh, my hat 1" gasped Bob.

“Gad 1" stuttered Mr. Vernon-Smith,
“Uood gad ! The scoundrel—he is there
—that gunman!| Good gad|”

Harry Wharton stepped quickly to the
lamp, and switched jt off. He puessed
at once that it had guided the aim of
the sniper—from a distance. The other
juniors ran to the french window, and
stared out. The Heahill constable,
alarmed by the shots, had drawnp his
truncheon, and was staring about him,
but thero was no sign of the sniper to be
ST

But a movement in the branches of a
high old oak, in a line with the study

window, caught Bob Cherry's eye. He
pointed.
“In that trea! he exclaimed. “ DBy

gumn, he's been there wafching, and as
soon as Bmithy’s pater turned on the
Lght——="

*“Come on '™ exclaimed Johnuy Bull,

“Btop ! shouled Mr. Vernon Smth.
“You must not—" !

But the Bounder was already rush:uf
out, and the Famous Five rushed with
him. They shouted to the constable as
they ran down a path in the thick
shrubberies towards the onk.  Mr.
Vernon-Smith, with & revolver in his
hand, followed them, panting for breath.

It was a couple of minutes, however,
before they reached the cak—mare than
time enough for the sniper. Two or
three tramipled shrubs showed the way
he had gone—but he was gone.

It waa indubitable covidence that the
man from Milan had not been hurt in
tho motor smash. And the Famous
Five, who had been glad to hear that he
had escaped from that smash alive,
could not feel guite so sure now that
they were glad of it

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Pon Knows How !

i SAY, yvou fellows|”
I “Give us a rest I implored Bob
Cherry.
“ Beast [

“You're beginning to be a bore, old
fat man1” Bob pointed out.

Sniff, from Bunter. i

Harry Wharton & Co. had been
zeveral days at Seahill Park new. On
the whole, they found themselves in
quite agreeable quarters there.

It was rather a peculiar position—
guests under the same roof as Pon &
(e., their old enemies, who had for-
gotten none of their enmity.

But the two parties kept out of cach
other’s way as much as they could; and
when they had to meet they were eivil,
if not cordial. .

The Famous Five were more than
willing to keep the peace, if it could be
kept, on Smithy's account. It would
have been extremely awkward for tho



Bounder, had bis
camia to hlows,

FPon & Co. were unwilling to Leep the
peace, but they were driven thereto by
the fact that they had no use for hard
hitting if it came Lo & row.

The tastes of the two parties being so
vers differcnl, they had nothing in
cotninon, ond, in fact, hardly saw one
another except at meals. Seahill Park
waz more than big enough for botl—
and their tastes led them in quite dif-
ferent directions.

Poan & Co never found the Greyfrinrs
fellows in the- smoke-rcom or the
billiards-rooin, their favourite haunts.
And the Famous Five never found Pon
& Uo. on the tennis-court, or in the
boats, or rambling on the Leach, or
clambering on the cliffs.

Binitly divided his time bLetween the
two parties, with a rvather sardonic
ALlseInent.

When the blackguardly fit waz on him
he Fla}'_ed billiards, or bridge, or banker
with i~ Higlelifie friends. At other
times, lie jotned in Lealthy outdoor
purzuils with the Famous Iive,

In their company, his father regarded
hiti as safe, and he was able to go
boating, and bathing, and cliff-climbing.
And when be waz with the Highelifhaus
the Fameons Five found plenty to do,
and did not wmiss him fearfully.

“o_three or four days passed, during
which nothing more was lheard of the
gmman.  Bince the shot in the study
witddow, from the oak, & muecll more
earefol guard was kept. Several plain-
elothe: men were on duty, and it waos
winlikely that the suiper would suceced
1t penctrating into the grounds again,

Since that iocident, Mr, Vernon-Smith
had given up his intended trip to the
Lity, mach as it irked and chafed him.

He hoped, from bour to hour, fo hear
that the clusive Italian had  been
arrexted; but no such news had come,
so far,

Fueery now and then a ear would come
roaring up the avenue, with somoe City
genblewan to see Mr. Vernon-Smith—
Mobomet coming to the mountain, a3
i were, as ihe wmountain could not go to
Malwomet !

Probabily, of all the people assombled
at Sealull Park, Billy Bunter was the
least satisficd.

Loally, he had cause for satisfaction,
as, since the arrival of the Famous Five,
ragging was a thing of the past.

Without angthing being said on the
subject, Pon & Co. understood quite
clearly that-if they handled Bunter, they
had to deal with the Greyfriars follows,
for whicl excollent reasou thiey left the
fat Owl severely alone.

Which was sutisfactory, so far as it
went,

ill-assorted puests

Ivevertueless. Bunter was wot satis-
fied, He had not vecovered from the
paint !

Lven alter the lapse of doayvs, there
were st pinkish traces about Buntery.
Pou liad laid on that point not wisely,
but oo well

Bunler’s view was that on gught Lo
be thrashed.

In that view the Fawous Five fully
concucred ;s but, 1o the cirenmstances,
thev could not very well nndertake 1o
give Pon the thrashing he deserved.

Bunter, on the ofther hand, was free
to ndminister it, if the epirit moved Lim
=~ 1o dde ! Every member of the famous
(o, were prepared to hold bis hat or his
jacker. or to stand round and clicer.

l'or reasons that were no donbt goad,
however, Billy Bunter preferred not to
thrah Pon personally, It was up to his
prais, he vonsidered.

e poimied out, not onee, but muny
timves, 1hat Bol Cherry could have
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knocked Pon out with one hand without
gatting mucl damaged in the process.
Which was no doubt gquite correct; but
Bob had wot come to Seahill Park to
Enock Smithy’'s guests out, either with
one hand or two. He was ?rupured to
knock Pon into the middle of next week,
or the whole length of the calendar if he
touched Bunter again—otherwise, he was
?ﬂt going to give him even the gentlest
ap.

Sitting in the hammock on the lawn
after Juwnch, the fat Owl raised the sub-
ject again—for the hundredth time or
s50. And 1he Famous Five implored ki
lo give them a rest.

Az Bunier declined to pive them =a
rest ther strolled away, followed by a
suiff from the fat Owl of the Remove.

Iowever, he found comfort in taking
a nap m the hammock. Bunter liked a
nap in & hammock under o shady iree
on & warm afeernoen—especially when
he Liad parked two or three lunches, one
afier another, But until the Greviriars
fellow: came he had not ventured to risk
1t, with the Higheliffe fellows about.

Now all was safe: and Billy Bunicr
put a fat eushion under his fat head,
shut hiz eves, and opened lis mouth,
and slept and spored,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, Smithy ! roared
Bob Cherry, as the Bounder appeared
at tie door of the billiards-reova on the
tervace. “ Cowing down to the sea?”
Bmithy hesitated a moment or two.
He had plaved a hundred up with Pon
since Inneh, and Cadsby claimed a

awe.  But lie nodded to Beb, callad
into the billiards-room, *See you fellows
preseutly,” and jeined the Famous Five,

Leaving Pom & Co. to play billiards
and Buuter to =nore, the Greyfriars
fallows went off cheerily by the path
through the park, {o the gate in the sea-
wall on the beach. ,

Bunter snored unheeding.

But Pon & Co., after a little while,
came loafing out on the lawn. hexy
tirad of bhilliards without the million-
aire’'s son to put fivers on the game.

Pon was looking angry and discon-
tented, his friends bored and peevish.
They loafed on the lawn, smaking
cigareties, glaucing once or twice al fhe
fat and ample hgure that weighited
down the hammoek.

“Thot cad Smithy's givin’® uz the go-
by again!™ grunted Ponsonbry,

“Well., we had his nibs all dav. zo
far; he's givin' Lis ovn ecads a torn,”
sald Gadshy tolerantly. “Cun’t say 1
miss him a fearful lot.”

Monson shrugged his shoulders.

“1 faney Smithv's gebbin® o bil fed-
np 4 e remarked. “He's not half so
keen on bein' sporty szince those cads
came. He pgoes to bed when they do,
instead of =ittin® up with us. We havdly
gel a game with him now.”

Do vou know,™ murmmired the vacani
Vavazour. T “shouldn’'t wonder if
Smithy wouldn't be sorry if we cub our
stav short™

Ae: ' zpld Ponsonby.

That, which had enly recentlr dawned
on Vavasour. had accurred to the other
three sone time seo. :

TWell, we can't get shut of that
crew 1 said Mowson, “Can't tre ragein’
them ont, as we did wilh Bunter! Not
that we had much Ioek with Bunter,
either”

Ponsouby cazt an evil look towards the
hammoelk.

“Chance to give the fat rotter jip
now,” he remarked.

Vavasour looked alavmed.

“Look heve, chuck it, Pon! We
don't want to row with those brnfes!™

T No—wash 1t out, old man!™ said
Cadsby.,  *“TU'va hLeard some of their
Ialk. and I can tell vou that fat freak’s

been tryin’ to egg them on to o tow
ever eince you painted him last weelk.
Leave him alene.”

“They'd take it up for him,” said
Monszon. “We can handle that flabby
freak just as we like, but 1T don’t want
a scrap with that hefty brute Cherry !

“Afraid of him? sneered Ponsonby.

“h, don't swank ! snapped Monson.
“You jolly well don’t want & row witly
him any more than I do! Less, if you
come to that!™

“Aaghtn't come to 8 row,” said
Ponsouby coolly.  “Suppose that fat
fool came down a whop in that ham-
maock, with nobody on the spot. Hau-
mock ropes break sometimes—
especially with & weight ke that ouw
thew 1™

“Well, if that hammock breaks
under the strain, I'd like to see hiw

drop !”  grinned (Gadsby. “DBut it
wor't.”
“It - might—if ihe rope got a bit
fraved.”

“How's it goin® to get frayed, fat-
head 1

“With & little help it might.™

Ponsonby took out a peokuife aud
opened if.

His friends exchanged vory umeasy

glances.

“(ive it a miss!” mutiered Gadsby
“He will tumblp—=""

“He will, when the rope goes!”

assented Pon. :

“Oth, don't be a funny ass! I mean,
he will tumble to whoe did it.”

“He won't krow that anybody did it
If he doos, he won't know who, Ile
won't wake till he hits the carth. Those
cads are down on the beach—safe a:
houses ™

Ponsonby strolled across the grass to-
wards the hammocl.

His friends remained where
were, watching him very uncasily.

So far, they had completely given up
ragging Bunter. Certainly, they were
guite preparcd to carry on, if no paiu-
ful consequences were fo be fearcd.
But they did not fesl so sure of that, a:
Pon appeared to feel.

There was no danger of Billy awaken-
ing. He sleps and he snored, as Moo
wenl quietly up to the hammeock,

Ponsonly looked at the fat face, wilh
a contemptuous snecr. Iie wonld have
been only too glad to grab the ham-
mock and roll the fat Owl headlong out
of it, to bump on the ground. But thal
==in present circumpstances—he  darved
not de.

He proceeded to saw through the
cord at the head of tie hammock with
his penknife. A fall at; the foot end
would have been unpleasant cnough:
but it was like Pon to make il more
utipleasant if he could.

There was no doubt that if that rope
parted while Bunter was o the hani-
mock, the fat junior would have an
extremely disagrecabls bump in the
fr&ss. That was what Pon wanled—so
ong as hiz own bLand 1in the affair
remained undetected.

And how was he fo be found out?
it was true that hammeck ropes broke
at times—and Bunter's weight put a
terrific strain on the strougest vope. I
woulld pass as an accident—atd Bunter
would get the bum‘:{:-,

Coolly he sawed through the rop
parting strand after strond, till culy a
single strand held. Further thau thas
he dared not go. Now that the rvope
might part any minute—and was cer-
tain to part as epon as Bunter moved
—Pon was anxious to %{:t off the scen.
[le elipped his penknife back into his
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pocket, and rejoined his friends, grin-
Bing.

“What about having 8 car out!” he
duggested,  “ Better be off ihe secno
when that fat freak hits the jolly old
globe, what 17

* Much better I grinned Monson.

Awdd in a few minutes the ITigheliffa
gty wotve mn}ing out in a8 Rolls—while

iy Bunter continued to snore, and—
if he was dreaming—litile dreamin
Liow precariously he was sus qc:ndeg
over the preen lawn of Secahill Park.

——

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
A Bump lor Bunter !

il ALLO, halle, hallo!” roared
H Bob Cherry.

Snove |
The Famous Five
chuckled.

They had come back from the beach
for 1ea. and Vernon-Smith went into tho
hovze, to tell Lorkin to serve tea on

tha lawi.
Harvy Wharton & o
round DBovter’s hammock,

Bunier was snoring placidly. Next
to cating, sleeping was Billy Bunter's
deligltt;  and 1 that line Rip van
Winkle had nolhing on  Bunter.
Evidently he .had heen sleeping and
sioring  all the while the UGreyfriars
fellows had been gone; and even Bob
Cherry's stentorian roar did not awaken
him when they returnced.

gathered

“Wake up, Bunter!” roared Boh.
“Tea, old man! Grab?! Foodl Cakes
ard buns, old [ot man!  Jam and

jelly I

Snore |

Fren those magic words did not eall
Bunter from the land of drcams!

Varkin and his myrmidons came out,
with lables and chairs and tea, The
Bounder rejoined the Famous Five.

“Tha Mighelilfe chaps scemm io be
pore ont,™ he remarked. He grinned.
1 don't think they'd have left Bunter
sleeping =0 peacefully last week. Wake
up. Bunterl Tea, old fat porker!™

Shore b

The Bounder rcached into the hawme
meck wnd gave Bunter a  shake.
Runter's litile round eyes opencd be-
hind his big round spectecles at last.

*Beast ! he mparmured. " Lennmne
alenc ! "Tam’t rising-Lell [

“Ha, ha, ha!”

"R Dunter sat up,
fellows Yaronoooh 17

That did 11! So far, the [raved rope
rad held, as Bunter had not moved, It

"1 say, you

had leld—but the slightest sadden
slrain en it was bound to do the trick
-—aud it did!

Az Bunter sat up, the ropo parted
and the hamnock went down by the
head —and Billy Buater, in great sur
prise bumped on the carth—hand !

“Yarocoh ' roared Buider. ™ Boeasts !
Y oo ooy 1

Hao volled 1o the grass, roaring.

“tMy oy liat ! gasped Bob,

“1ia, ha, ha!"

" Puer old Bunter 1 pasped Nuagent.
*T =uppose no hanenocl that ever was
misiede waould stand the strain for long.”

“Yua-hoop | I'm huyt! Boasts !
Rotters ! Cads 1" yelled Bunter.  1le
=ab wp an the grass, roarning. O Rotien
toick, vou beasts! I jolly well lick
son ! Uads ! Ow 1¥

Evidemly the fnt Owl Lad the im-
Privgasion that the Fameous Five had Jot
i downy with that bump. Teally, i
was w natural mistake, 1o the circun-
sLiAces,

Tie Alagxer Lippagy.—No. 1,525
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“You slly ass!”
“We nover touched the hammock |
rope broke when you sat up=—"

“* Beast ¥

“"Too many lunches, old Ffat man!
grinned Johnuy Bull " You can't
expect any rope to stand it ¥

Rotter 1M

Billy Bunter serambled ta his feet.
His fat face was crimson with wrath,

He clenched s fat fists and  ad-
vaneed on the Famous Five.  That
bump on the carth had hurt Bunter and
shaken him up very considerably. Not
generally o hghting-man, Billy Bunter

The

LB k]

was wild with wrath and was going to
punch somebody

The Famous Five, laughing, we-
treated.

"Which of you cada was it roared
Bunter. “I'm jolly well golug to whop
him! Was it vou, Smithy 1"

“Not guilty, my lord ! chuckled the
Bounder. -

“TF 1t was you, Wharton——m-="

“Irathcad !  Can't vou wndderstamd
that the rope broke?” roared the cap-
tain of the Hemove, dodging as the in-
furiated fat Owl rushed at hin. = Koeep
off, vou potty hippopotainns!™

“I'll smash you!™ velled Bunter,

“Help I gasped Wharton, dodging
again.

“Han. ha, ha!™

Luckily, it was easy to dodge Bunter,

Yelling with loaghter, the Faous
Five dodged the fat and furious Ul
In a couple of wminutes Billy DBunter's
available suwply of hreath was ex-
hausted. and he came to a stop, pant-

g,

* Brasts ! Cads! Rotiers " he
squenked. :

HYou blitherine  image ™ roared
Johnny Bull. " Look ot the rope for

yourself, you poily parpoise, and you'll
see that 1it's broken I”

"Tain't ! roared Bunter.
tued 1f, you beast!™

“Look at it, you blithering bloater 1™
hooted Boby Cherry.

“Well, it's cut, then!™ =ald Bunter
“You cut it! Dirty wick to play oa a
Ci’i{lﬁ when he was asleep ! Rotten
trick 17

“*Nobody here would play  such a
rotten  tricl, Bunter,”! spid Nuogent.
“Have a little sense, old fat man! We
never touched it 1%

“The ternfic weightfulness was the
csteemed  crure, vy esteosned  fat
Bunter ! explained IMurren  Jamset
Ram Singh.

“Rot ! roarnd Bunter.  “The vope
mipght g0 i you had yvoue [eet in the
bammeck, Bob Cherry! Any rope
mnght——->"

“Why, you checky lat ass—-"

“Bu: it's ro good making out ibat
my weight did o= dou't wergh neeh,
as you jolly well know—-—-

“Oh erikey 17

“Which of you retten cads did irs”
velled Bunter. “Yah! Afraid 1o own
up ! Rotters! Cads! Bwabs! Wors!
Sneaks! Boeasts [

“Look here, you fooiling, feabjous
fromp ! hooted Beb., e picked up the
two parted ends of tho rope. * Laook al
thiz, you blithering, Llathering blowter,
antck you’l! see for vourself thac s,
great Seotl

Bab Cherry broke ofl quite suddenly,
sturing at the rope-ends,

e had expected, 23 a matier of
course, to hnd ragged enda owhen the
vope bad snapped, which should have
bad a convineing effoect, oven an DBunter,

But only one =traud m the thick npe
showed a ragged cnd. The athers wore
clean cur, evidently by a hoife.

Bob stared at the cut vopo qoite
blankly.

"You un-

exclaimed DBob.

Billy Bunter %ﬂe it a suspicious
Blink through his big spectaclee. Bunter
could see that the ropoe had hoen oat,
[le had been sure of it befove—now he
knew for a certainty,

“Well, my ounly hat ! ejaculated Bob.
“l.ook at this, vou fellows! ‘That ropa
wias  cut—look at tl Cut  almost
theongh,™

The Famous Five all stared at it

Thoe Bounder grinned., IHe puessed
what hed happened, before the other
fullows.

“The cutfulness was terrifie™
rensrked Hurree Jumset Ram Singh,
“ But what estecmed ass performed the
e folresg r?

“Which of yon
Bunter belligerently.

“Oh, shut up, fathead !™ snapped
Bub, * Ncbody here touched the dashed
ropm ! And ecan't you see, fathead, that
1t wasn't cut right through—a bit was
left to hold the hammeoek up. That bit
gave. 1t was bound to break as socon aa
i strain was put on it—shifting your
weight did 16"

“But who—" said Harvy.

“If it wasn't vou fellows,™ liooted
Bunter, convineed at last—"if it wasn't
vou, it was those Higheliffe cads 1?

*'They re not here 1"

* 'Wr,-li, who olse wag

was it% roared

i roared

Bunter. “Think the butler canie out
and dud ¥ Or the cook?”?

“PTea's readv!™ remarked the
Bonnder.

“DBlow tea!”" roored Bunktor. “I'vae
had a  fearful bump. Ahight  have
cracked wy nut!  Look lhere, Dol

Cheery | t's up to vou! Yeu zaid
you'd stop that cad Pan if he started
ragging again! Now he's started™

TOh, dry up, Buater ! said Veruon-
Smith,

“Bran't ! bawled Bunter. “Are vou
going to stop that cad or not, Bob
Cerrey ¥

“Well, if Pon did 1t,” =aid Bob.

“IE he didn't, who did#"

Y Better findd ont before vou kick up a
sihindy 7 suggested the Bounder sar.
easlically. 1 don’t want 1o be a wep
Llanket, of cowrse—but I might men-
tion that this 1s not the Rewove passape
at Grevfriars®

The Famaous Five made no rejoinder
to that., They went neross fo the tea-
fables  with  SBmithy, leaving  Bally
Liyprer sunorting with wrath,  LHowever,
Bunter very szoon followed them. The

eall of foodstuls was uwab to be dis
vegarded.
But as he muuched eake, Buanter

rlowersd—and all the Famous Five
louked worrmed,  They had said that
H':'.':-.'I would pot stand for any more
ragring of Bunter—it was up to thian
to profect o Greylviars man who conld
1t help homself, They adioktted i,
and they meant it.

Nevertheless, a row with the High.
cliffe fellows, at Smuthy's place, was
extremely disagrecable and vieweleomee.
The =ituatton was a4 very awhkward one
— i the Famous Five felt very uieom
fortable——and still wmore so, when a car
catne bnzeinge up dhe avenue, and Pon &
o, dezeeonded fvone it, and enme strolls
ing neross the Jaw,

——

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
And a Punch for Pon!

OXNB0NDBY padasd airily e the
P tea-parey e the Jawn,
o did not seem te obicrve
the ferocioms ghlive be received
(hromzh Billy Bourer's big spectacies,
But los eyes glivnuered at the sight
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* Here you are, old fellow !’ said Monson, holding out his case. * Have just one more cigareite.”” *°1—I—I—1I think

not | ** stammered Bunter.

of the hammock hanging down by one
end. He could puess that Bunter lud
hiad his bump.

“Heare we are again, old beans 1" said
Pon affably. *“Just in time for tea,
what? We've been coverin' the ground
in one of vour jolly old cars, Bmithy.
Had a pice walk by the sad sea waves,
what 1"

“ 00, quite!” grunted the Bounder.

Smithy was looking grim. There was
trouble in the air. It Lad been avoided,
50 far, but it looked as if it was comning
now, It was not agreeable for Bmithy,
as host to both parties.

“Cad ! come a hoot from Bunter,

Ponsouby did not seem to hear. 1o
aat down, and helped himself to cale.
Giadsby, MMonsan, amd Vavasour foll-
owed bLis ¢xample.

“Beast I roaved Bunier,

“Bhut up, DBuonter!” iunitered the
Bounder.

“Rotten Iligheliffe swab!” howled
Bunter, “Playving snealking iricks on a
chap wiwen he's asleep. Rotten cad I

Whiz !

Bunter had a slice of coke in o fat
Land. Hea whizzed it at Ponsonby,

The ronge was short—but Bunter's
aimi was faulty. The calio missed the
dandy of Higheliffe by a2 couple of fect,
and pluniped on the vacant features of
Yavazour.

NVavazour gave a howl and a jump.

“{h! What the dooce! Ohl”
“Stop that. Bunter, you ass” gasped
Harry Wharten.

flhaw't I hooted Bunter. “I1f {hose
Highelitfe cads can rag, so can I, scef
'Think ther're going to have it all theiv
gwi war

Ponzonby rose to his feet with a con-
tempiuous smile on lis face. But he
kent a wary eye on Bunter.

Vavasour broshed ermunbs from
face,

b1z

** Thanks, but—hut—urrrgh I—1'm ali right, yvou know !
in the hols !

But—ooooch ! **

“We'd better get out of this, you
men,” said Ponsonby, his lip curliug.
“We'll leave you to your polished com-
pany for a bit, Bmithy, Therc’'s a limnit,
yvou lknow.”

“Bneaking rotter ! roared Bunter.

“Why the thump don’t you leave that
fat fool alone?” snapped Vernon-Smith.
“Can’t you chuck raggin', you ailly
pes "

“Are vou f-::-ing to punch him, Bob
Sherry #” velled Bunter.  * You Jjolly
well said you'd stop the cad ragging !
Are vou afraid of & Higheliffe rat?”

Bob Cherry reddened.

“Look here, Ponsonby—" he begau.

“Come on, vou fellows!” zaid Pon,
unheeding, and he turned away towards
the liouse,

“I'm speaking to youn, Pousonby !”
snid Bob, his voice rising.

Apparently deaf, Pon started.

That was rather too much for Bol's
patience. He jumped up, ran iuto
Pow's path, and stopped him.

“Yon can cut that out, Ponsonbs,”
he zauwd.  “T've got to ask vou some.
thing, and vou're going to answer.”

Ponsonby had to ztop, or push Bob
out of hiz way. Ile sltopped. His lips
set in o tight line. He glanced round
at the Bounder,

“Is a fellow expected to stand this
sort of thing here, Binithy ¥ he asked.

fMever mind SBmithy now,” said Bob.
“ Somebody cut the rope of Bunter's
hammock while we wera on the beach.
.}If’a had a hard bump. Did you do
it ¥

“ He jolly well did ¥ howled Bunter.

G Bhut up, fathead, and let Ponsonby
answer ' sgid Harey Wharton,

All the juniers were on their feet
[RLFR 1

Cadsby, Maonson, and Vavaszour had
chravwni round oo ’

1 smoke like a—gurrggh—furnace

The Highcliffians laughed.

The Co. promptly drew round Bol
Choryy.

The rival parcties faced one another.

The Bounder stood scowling at {he
whole crowd of ther. Billy Bunter
joined the Famous Five, barring off the
retreat of the Highclifians, Bunter was
ready for war—niore than ready for it,
with the l'amous IFive to put in the
punching.

Pon breathed rather hard.
« Ile had lwped, and expected, that tir
snapped rope would be taken as an aeel-
dent, He had been miles away, with
hiz friends, when it snapped. Ho had
ot expected to be called to account.

“1 don't quile see what vou're drivin®
atl,” he drawled. “If Buanter's broken
down a hammeocl, it's hardly swrprisin’.
15 it? He might break down a lorry.”

143 1 ima‘at k]

"ou cheeky
“Tory up, Bunter ! The hammock did
snid Bob., “We

not  break  down™
thought so at first; but the rope’s been
cut, You can look at it yoursclf, It
was cut nearly through, and lelt to

snap.”
“Frightfally  inteveslin',”  vawned
Pon. “But what's that got to do wilk

me ¥
“T want lo know if you did it®”
“Alight a fellow ask why ¥ queried
Pon. "It seemiz lo me that it concerus
Bunter, not yvou."
“I tell wou why, if vou like."
gnswered Bob quietlv, * Bunter can't
stand up for himself, and we're not
oing to zee him ragged. If you playved
that rotten trick on him, I'm going in
punch yvour head for it.  Is that clear?”
Pon looked round at Vernon-Smith.
The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.
He was not going to interfere.  Tn
fact, no interfevence on iz part was

[Continucd on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

possible.  Harry Wharton & Co. were
ready to leave Seahill Park on the spot,
if Smithy so desired; but they were
going to deal’ with Ponsonby if he-
had played that trick on Bunter, belore
they went. -

“Bure you're not mistaken, my dear
man?” asked Pon blandly. * It seems
ts me that Bunter's weight might
gosount for the accident. What?”

“It was no accidentl The rope was
out! Did you cub 1£¥"

“My dear man, the fat ass was snor-
fog when we went sway, and I assure
zmi that I zever wasted a thought on

im.*

The Famous Five looked at Ponsonby.
Every ono of them believed that he had
cut the hammock rope. Indeed, they
thought they could read as much in the
faces of Gadsby, Monson, and Vavasour.

8till, if Pon denied it, thers was
nothing in the way of proof.

‘" Perhaps one of the servants?” sugz-
gosted Pon, in the same bland tone,
“I've got an impression that Bunter

isn't feavfully popular with the
gervants.” : - ’

“1 suppose that's possible,” said
Yernon-Smith.

“ Rubbish I roared Bunter,

“Well, if you say yoéu did not do
it——" gaid Bob, at a loss. " Look here!
Put it in plain English. *Yes’ or
i En 1 E-"J‘

“{h, *No'!” drawled Pon.

Vernon-8mith's lip curled. He did
not believe that denial. Neither did the
Famons Five. Least of ell did Billy
Bunter. .

Btill there it was. Whatever Pon’s
word was worth, he had given it, and it
had to be taken, Bob Cherry was far
from keen on & shmdé.' at another
fellow’s place, but he felt bound to
gtand by Bunter. But he could hardly
punch Pon's head on what was, after
all, only suspicion. . _

“Well, that’s that, then!” said Bob;
and he stepped out of Pon's way.

“1 eay, you fellows—" sguesked
Bunter.

“ 8o plad to settle the matter to your
satisfaction, dear men '’ said Ponsonby

airily. “Come on, you men! Let's get
out of this!” ; 3

; Billy Bunter slood gurgling with
wry.

Pon was going to escape!

There was & bump on the back of
Bunter's head; there was an ache in his
fat shoulders, and Pon was getting off
scot-frea !

“Look here, Bob Cherry——" howled
Bunter, : X

*“Oh, chock it ' said Bob, " Ponsonby
1ays he never did it, and nobody saw
him doing it, and that's thatl Cive us
a rest?

Pon & Co. sauntered on, the Tamous
Five no longer barring their way.

Then Billy Bunter woke to action. He
clenched a fat fist, hurled himself at
Ponsonby, and punc'hai )

That punch took Por guite by sur-
prise. He did not expect active hostili-
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ties from Bunter. Before he knew what
was happening, the fat fst landed in has
eye with a tevrific crash, all Bunter's
weight behind it .

Pon staggered, and went over on his
baek as if he had been shot.

“(h pad ¥ gasped Mlonson.

“ Bunter, vou fathead 1™

“Oh erikey 1Y

Billy Banter blinked at Ponsonby,
and, as the dandy of Higheliffe made
a move to rizge, backed promptly belind
Bob Cherry. Ponsonby sat up, with his

hand to his eve, his face white with

fury,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Black, but Not Comely !

S L{:EJ'WLY Ceel]l Ponsonby rose to his
eet,

His hand was still te his eve.

The Greyfriars [ellows stood
silent, i

Billyr Bunter, scared out of his fai
wits at what he had done, kept safe in
cover behind the Famous Five.

Bunter had intended to knock Pon
down, and he had done it. It waz what
the rotter deserved, in-Bunter's opinton,
and it was a very satisfactory pro-
ceeding. i

DBut the drawback to knocking a
fellow down was what the fellow mighs
do when he got up again. That was
what was worrving Bunter now.

Pon withdrew his hand from his evae
at last. All other eves fixed on that
aye. It was already blackening.

The fury in the face of the dandy of
Higheliffe was startling to look upon.
He was.going to have & black eve—he
knew that. ¥or days and days he was
going to be disfigured. It was painful,
too, very painful, but Pon thought less
of the pain than of the disfigurement.

(Gadsby and Monson and Vavasour
laoked at that eye in horror. Herbert
Vernon-8mith  grinned faintly. The
Famons Five looked serions enough.
Behind them, Billy Bunter quaked.

Ponsonby., with his sound eye, looked
round for Bunter. Iis expression as he
came towards hitn made Bunter squeak
with alarm.
ﬂﬁ'"I say, you fellows, keep that cad

II!‘

Pon would have pushed ihrough the
Co, to pget at Bunier, bui Harey
Wharton pushed bhim back.

“ Hands off 1" he said curtle.

“Will you let me get at that fat
scoundeel 7 asked Pon, his volce chok-
ing with passion. “I'm going lo smash
him ¥

“1 say, vou fellows—"

“Let me pass!” yelled
furioualy. .

ITarry Wharton shook hiz head.

“You're not n:.-In;g to touch Bunter
he answered. *“"He's no match for you,
as you jolly well know ! You wouldn't
play rotten tricks on him if he was!®

“I've said I never——"

“1 know you have, but you can't
expoct Bunter to believe you after the
rotten tricks you've played on him. The
day wo came here he was tied up and
smothered with paint. Any fellow would
Itave thrashed you for that if he eould.
Bunter couldn’t—that's why you did it.”

“I'm goin' to smash him!| J—"

“You're not geing to lay a finger on
hirn ¥ gaid the raptain of the Greyiriars
Remove, nietl and deliberately.
“You've asked for what you got, and
you can make the best of it!”

Ponzonby stood with clenched hands
and flaming face. lle was so savagely
enraged that he secmed on the point of
attempting to drive a way through the

Ponsonby

1

Famous Five by sheer foree. But he
paused at that. _

“Look here, Wharten,” said Monson,
“that won't dal DBunter’s handed out
the first puneh, and he’s bound to put
his hands up 1™

“Is it Greyiriars style to punch o mao
unawares, anc then hide belund othee
chaps ¥ sneered Cladshy.

“* Rotten {unk !™ said Vavasour,

Harry Wharton & Co. did not heed
it Highelifians, They were not going
te let the infuriated Pousonby hapdle
Bunter and thai was that!

“You shouwldn't lave staried the
trouble, Ponsonby, " said Harey, * We've
tried to steer clear of rows here, and
vou should have let Buauter alone.
Sorey vou've bogred a black eye, buk
it's no worse thian being smothered with
paiat. You're not touwclhing  Baaler,
anyvhow [”

“Will you stand aside?” velled Poa-
sonhy,

L1 Hﬂ !:u

“Then I'll make you!” ; )

“Try it on 33 soon as vou like ! sad
Harry conteirptuounsly. " LThar fat ass
can't put up a scrap, bat any other man
here is ready to oblige I

“Hear, hear ! said Bob Chevev.

“Hold en, Pon!" exclaimed Gadsby
hastily, as i"'ﬂnsuuhy tmade a forward
novelnent.

In his rage, the dandy of Highelifie
was about to burl himself at Harry
Wharton, asking for what he certuinly
did nmot woant.

Gadsby caught him br the arm and
pulled him back.

“Chuek 1, old man ! he mutlerved.
“We don't want a battle roval with
that gang 1"

“Let go my arm, Cadsby 2

“Don’t be a fool! Take kiz other
arm, Vav!”

Ponsonby resisted as his friends pulled
him away. But his resistance was brief.
Enraged asz he was, he realized that he
did not want a etand-up serap with the
captain of the Greslriars Bemove,

* Better get sownethin’ for vous e¢ye,
old chap,” muwrmured Monson,

And the four Highcliffians walked
away to the house.

A cackle from Billy Bunter followed
them.

“He, he, he !

#*8hut yp, vou fat frump!” prunted
YVernon-Snnth,

“h, really, Smithy i

The Famous Five stood red and un-
comfortable. The trouble they had tried
to avert bad befallen at last., Billy
Bunter, his alarm bamshed by the
doparture of the Highcliffians, grinned
with glee. Now that all was safe
Bunter was greatly bucked at having
knocked Ponsonby dewn atd given hun
a black eye.

Wharton glanced round at his friends,
aud then looked at Vernon-S8mith.,

“Harrv for this, Smithy* he said.
“&o long as we're here. we can't, and
won't, let those cads rag o helpless fat
asza like Bunter——"

*(Oh, really, Whartoen—"

“But if you've had enough of it—and
I dare say von have—we'll look out the
first train ! added Harry.

The Bounder gave a shrug,

“Don't be mn aw!” ke answered
tersely., “Thase chaps started tha
trouble—you know as well as I do that
Pon was lyin'; he eut the haminook
down. If theydon't like the result, they
can lump itl Larkm!™

“Yes, Master Herbert!” murmured
the butler.

Larkin's face had been really extra.
ordinary in expression during the scene
on the lawn.

“SBee if vou can get Mr. Ponsonby
somethin' for his eve, and send us out
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somie Tresh tea!™ said Vernon-Smill
St dowy, you men

he ehums of the Bemiove cxchanged
dubious glanees, but they sat down., 1
gecined 1o be Snnthy's wdea to chrey on
as M nothing had happencd.  They
hardly knew what 1o do.

* I zay, you fellows, I fancy that cad's
had enongh !* grinned Bunter, as he
helpod himself to eake. “He's got a
black eye! He, e, he! He doesn's
want ancther to match! e, he, hel
I've o jolly peod mind to go after him
and give him another one—what "

”l.i. b up, fathead ! growled Johnny
ull.
: “He's jolly well sneaked off 17 said
Bunter. *“Serve him vight if I'd given
him a jolly goad hiding while T was
about it ! { wish you hadn't barged in,
Wharton !

“What " .

“Well, it would lLave done him good
to whop him! Yeou pecdn’s have inter-

fered! I don't sce why you couldn't
have let me give him what he was
asking for I

Billy Bunter's fat convage had had 2
remarkoble revival=sinee the High-
eliffians had gone. He was full of beans.

*“Yeou fat, frabjous, foozling fathead 1
saick Bolb Cherry.

“(th, really, Cherry, you may be funk
of Pon! Looks to me as if you are!
sald Bunter. “I'im nol, I ean tell you !
Look how I knocked him down! T'd
knock him down again as soon as look
at him ™

#*You howling az:, vou'll have a
chanee, next time Pon catches you,
without us in the offing | sald Nugent.

“PDht Bily Bunter's gas seemed o
eseape all of a sudden. ™ 1—I zay. you
fellows, vou stick to a chap, vou know!
I—T zay, you keep an rye on that beast !
I—1I dow’t want any move trouble with
hitn! Loock here, Smithy, after wjat
that.cad's done, it"z up o you lo turm
that crew out, see¥”

“Gio and eat coke ™

“Well, loak hers, if they Jdon't go, I

g ! vapped Bunter.
”l.'.'a::.mh MNow you've talking ! =aid
ihe Boundey cordially. “Hhall I order
the car for vou, or ask Larkin to look
out a train i’

Billy Bunter
auestion,  He
Im=elf ta cake.

T —

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Smokes for Bunter!
CE'L"IL POMNBUOMNBY was pot zeon

that
devotod

dil net
grunted,

ATEEV I
atil

al inner that evening.
He remained in his roony, with
8 beefsteak bandaged over his
cyey and in the worst temper ever,

Coaddsby aned Meonzon amd Vavasour
turncd up, looking far from mervry or
bright.  Billy DBunter favorred  them
with a fat grin, whicl they afleeted not
to . notice.

Harry Wharton & oo wandered
whetlier Mr. Vernon-Smith would notiee
Pon's absenee, and jngnive—and what
ha would say of he joarned what had
acenrred.

But the millionajve did nob netive 1t
Ile gave the Ilghcdiffe lellows wvery
little attention at any time.

He liked the Grexfriars juniors {o he
with hiz 2oan, partly becovse hie Liked the
recklezs Boander to be in decont com-
patiy,  pavtly  because their  presence
added to Smithy’s zecurity. Pon & Co.
hiee iolorated, because Bmithy had asked
e inere, ansd the less he saw of {hom,
v betier he liked it

Alorcover, Mpe, VYernoe-Bmith  was
Jeep in N'gombo docvuents, several of
which he brought te the dining-rocin
with hin
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It was not a very merry meal, with
the I-IiF]tcliﬂiﬂns sulking, the OGrey-
friars fellows feeling uncomfortable,
and the millionaire giving no thought to
anything outside his own business
affairs,

Ouly Billy Bunter enjoved it. The
food was all right, and, as Bunter often
remiarked, if the grub was all right,
everything was &)l right. And Bunter
gloated over Pon's black eve! He had
a long seore against the dandy of High-
cliffe, and it was a great satisfaction Lo
have handed him something on account !

After  dinner, Mr.  Vernon-SBmith
picked up his doeuments, at which he
had been glancing at intervals through
tho meal.

" MNone of vou can help me with that,
I suppose?” he grunted, holding up a
long document willten in the Portu-
gnese language.

The Famous Five smiled and shook
therr heads. They could see that the
doswment was 1n Portuguese, but that
was their limit.

But Billy Bunter gave it
through his big speeincles. TE was one
of Bunter’s happy ways to fancy that
!Itu could do anything till bhe came to do
it.

“I fancy T could !” he remarked.

“Oh!” Mr, Vernon-S8mith gave him a
look. “You think you could? That's
good, my boy. Pve pot a translation
here, but I can’t put the two together.
I've given instructions for an inter-
pretey to be sent down from Lendon, to

a blink

o throegh it with me. ILook at it
Buntor.”
The PBounder chnckled, and  the

Famons Five grinned. Gadsby & Co,
stared,

Billy Bunter fixed his eves, and his
spectacles, on the doomnent,

The original  concessionaive  at
Ngomba had been a Portuguese, and
some of ihe papers relating to the
woperty were in that language. M
“wrnon-sSmith had translations, buat he
was a inan of thorough methods, and he
was gonyr through the originals,

“¥ou see,” explained DBunter,
know some Spamish—"

“Hpani=h'” repeated M.
Emit{l,

“(h, yos—*

“That document iz In Portuguese "
prunted the millionaire,

“Oh, 18 1t zaid Bunter, while Al
Vernon-Hmith glared at him. ™ Well,
az 8 maticr of fact, I knaw some Portu-
Fuese, too—ihere was o chap at Gree-
friare named YValentine ovee, wha could
speak if, and I picked up some. Let's

gop—-—*
Bal

|

Yernon-

" You
{herry.

= Oh, veally, Clicrry ! Don't inderrpt
e while ' translating this Spanizsh—
I mean Portuguese—for Smithy's pator,
Liet's st —um—ali—osom—um—ah ¥
Bunter blinked at the document, which
might as well have been  written  in
Chinese, 2o far az the [et Qwl was con-

fat pee=—""" lLircalled

cerned, * Let's—henm—sea ! E—1—]
sav, I=—=I think that—that’s nor  good
Portuguese,  sir—I—=I don't seem  to

AF

untlee it ank—

“You young ass!" said Ar. Vernon-
Spth, avd he walked out of the dining-
voont with his documents,

Bunter blinked after him.

“Ts your pater siuffy abont anvihing,
BAmithy T he asked,

“Pathead ! answered Smitliyv.

“Well, T conld have helped him, and
saved]l him the expense of sending for
an iuterpreter,” zand Bumnter. ™ Yon
fellows rewember that holiday we bl
tn Brazil, when I ralked to them in
Povtugnese—>"

“*Wo remember the holiday,” gprinned
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“We don’t seern to remomber
hearing vou talk in Portuguese.”

s | {‘Is'ld all the interpreting for you,”
said Bunter. “I'm rather & dab at
tanguages, yvou know., I can read Don
Guixate in the original Portuguese.”

“Oh erikey! That's pretty wonder-
fil 1 pasped Bob. !

“Nothing to me,” said Bunter airily.

Nugent.

“Well, :mbudly else can do it"
chuckled Bob. " You see, Don Quixote
hoappens to  have been  written 1o
Spanish.”

*Ha, ha, hat”

"Rot ! said Bunter. *“You don't

know much about foreign literatuve, old
chap. Mean (o say Victor Hugo was o
Bpaniard *?

“Who*" velled Bob. .

“The anthor of Don Quixote———="

“Ha, ba, ha!” yelled the Famony
Five, and even the dizgruntled High-
clifliang chortled.

Billy Bunter on literature was enocugh
to make a stone image chortle.

“Blessed if 1 sce anything to cackle
at!™ said Bunter crossly. “What are
vou cackling at, I'd like to know.”

“You pifiting porpoise, Don Quixote
was written in Spanish by Cervantes,
Vietar, Hupo was a Irenchman
roared Bob.

“ Rubbish ! said Bunter. “He was e
Portuguese all right! You fellows are
rather ignotant, you know. 1 could tell
you lots of things you don’t know about
fn;-clg,n authors and things, and put you
wito,

“Where ignoranco iz bliss, 'tis lolly to
be wise ! chuckled Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 say, BSmithy, think I'd ketter go to
vour pater’s study and help him?”
asked Dunter.

“Tiot '™ said Smithy.

HMis father having gone, the Bounder
lighted a cigaretie, that example bein
fellowed by Gadshy and Monson an
Vavasour.

Harry Wharton & (Jo. strolled out
into the hall, Billy Bunter remained.

T say, Smithy, T'Il have some of your
sinokes,” he remarked.

“Better  not, fathead !”
Bounder, frowning.

“0Oh, really, Smithy! Think you're
the only man who can put on A smoka?”
satd DBuonter warmly. "&Shove Tom
over '

Instead of shoving them over, the
Bounder threw away his eigarcite, and
followed the Famous Five inlo the hall.
smithy smoked chefly for swanls, but
% fatuous duffer like Bunter following
his example, made him feel rather a
yvourng nss—as indecd he was

“Cheeky heast!™  pgrunted  Bunter,
hlinking after him.  “ Here, Lavkin,
fingdd me some cigareites, will you?”

*1 do not think the master would
permit me to do so, sir!” said Larkin.

Bunter glared at him. . )

Monson exchanged a wink with his

suid  the

friends.  They grinned, and Monson
pushed  his  elgavette-case  over to
Banter,

*Help vourself, old chap '™ he said.

“Uht Thanks!™ zaid the fat Owl, 1
surprise. . lle had not expected any
vivtlity from Pon's friends.  Biill, f
they were going to be friendly, Bunter
did not object. Bunter fancied that he
liked a simoke-—amd he would smoke o
cigarette when e conld geb one  for
pathing, Kyen - Bunter was nob  pss
evirongl to part with cash for such
ilrings.

Aonson & Co. bad been going up to
aee Pon alter dinoer, Dut they lingerod
in the dining-room with Bunler, grin-
ving with antieipoation.  After the gov-
ganinan  dinner  Bunier had perked,
EJifﬂ]iiI]F was & rather risky enterprize
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for him. He was loaded well over the
Plimsoll line, and very littla was re-
quired to cause cargo to shift. :

“Have one of mine, old fellow," said
{'}ﬂdsl::in when Bunter was through,. He
extended his case.

“I don't mind if 1 ¥ assented the
fat Owl, quite bucked by these polite
attentions fraom the Highcliffe knuts.
And he had one of Gadshy's “smokes.™

Harrvy Wharton glanced in at the
door.

“Lome on, Bunter,” he called oub,
“we've going ta put on the radio”™

“Bother the radio,” answered Bunter.
"I'm having a smoke with these chaps.”

“You blithering diot "

“Yah! Come in and have one !” said
Bunter. “We're on holiday now, vou
Lkuow—no prefects just round the
corner!  Quaeleh can’t spot you here.
Come in and have a smoke! Be a man
for once!”

Harry Whkarion turned away, de-
clining_the invitation to be a man for
once. Being & man like Bunter did not
seem to appeal to him, someliow,

S Have one of mine, dear boy!" said
Vavasour, when Bunter had finished his
secotd smoke.

Billvy DBunter hesitated a moment.
Generallv, if he smoked s cigarctte, he
did not finish it. Now he had bnished

two! i
ing to let the High-

But he was not
cliffe fellows sce that he was unused to
tobacco, He aceepted Vavasour's cigar-
ette, and Gadsby gave him a light.

Bunter smoked with an air of enjor-
ment.

,But as he progressed through his thicd
cigareite. his air of enjovment became
more and more difficult to keep up.

&till, he was not giving in. He smoked
on, tiough with a growing inward trepi-
dation. It did not ocour to his fat mind
why the Highcliffians were being so
friendly all at once. He would have
done well to remember that wise old
Trojan who feared the Greeks when they
brought gifis !

“Here vou are, old fellow!™ sgaid
Monson, when Bunter had finished his
third, And he held out hiz case,

#le=]=I=—1 think not!" stammered
Buanter. “ Thanks, but—hut— Trregl !
I generally smioke about a dozen after
dinner, but—but— Wurrgh——""

“{h, just oue more !” urgped Monson.

“Yes—I mean, no—gurrggh ! eaid
Bunter. “I'm all right, vou know! I
sioke like a—gurrggh—like & fuf-fuf-
furnace in the hols! But—"

“Time we gave Pon a lopk in,” re-
marked Gadsby, and the grinning High-
cliflians left Bunter to himeolf—and the
result of hiz cigavettos !

Bunter started to vise—and szat dawn
again. ke had a feeling as if something
would happen if he moved. Slowly, by
degrees, he heaved himself up and rolled
out into the hall,

Vernon-Bmith was standing _ab the
radiogramy, picking out a station, the
Famous Five looking on.
m;[hillilter Llinked at them with a glassy

EE] N,

“1 sszar, vou [of-fuf-fellpws ™
gusped,

They looked wvound, One glance st
Bunter's ghastly face was enough to
make Herry YWharton thavkful that he
had net been a man for once.

Dunter did not, as a matter of fact,
look tremendously like s man at the
mement. He looked mere like a eick
CaLt,

“You howling ass " said Harry,

“Gurerrggh V7 gasped Bunter.  “I'm
all night! But—but I think that pie was
a bit gamy 1 It wasn't tha cigareftes!
Wurrggh ! I—1—1 ss:ay, yvou fellows,
vou might give a chap a hand up to his
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room! T—I—I feel pip-mig-pig-giddy
somehow, Must be that bump % got this
afterncon!  "T'wasn’t the smokes! 1
I snmume-smum-smoke like a fuf-fuf-furn-
aca in the hig-hig-hols—grooooocogh !

They helped Bunter to his room. He
needed help, . They left him gurgling,
and wishing from the bottom of his fat
heart that e had not been a man, even
for once !

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Pon's Plot!

1 HAT about bed?™
Gadshy,
It was midnight.

Four smukf voung rascals
were sithing round s table in Ponsonby's
rooari.  There were cards on the tab&e,
ashtrays, and cigarettc-ends.

The rest of the house was buried in
sinmber.

Pousonby, with a painful eve, was not
feelimg in the least inclined for bed.
But s leiends were tired and sleepy.
Mareaver, card-playing had lost some of
its amttractions for the koutty party
Since Harry Wharton & Co, had been
at Seahill Park, the Bounder had in-
dulged less and loss in blackguardism.
He still plaved bridge in the smoke-
room, aud had bels on billiards: but he
had guite given up late bours and cacds
at mmidnight.

With the Bounder and his ample
supply of cash absent, the Highchiffe
knuis were not so keen on sitbing up
over the cards, Vavazour was half-
asleep already,

“I'in not goin' to bed ! growled FPon-
sonby. He roste from the table and
stepped to the glass to look at his eve.

He pround his teeth with rage at the
sight of 1t. That black eve was about
as black as an eve could be; and it was
evidently a long time before it was
going to be vestored to normal Tt was,
in fact, certnin to be guite noticeabls
when Pon went back to Higheliffo
Ychool for the next terin,

Monson yawned decply.
nodded in his chare.

“I'm not goin' to bed!" repeated
Ponsouby., " And neither are you
fellows, We've pot somethin’ to do
to-night,”

“What the dooce——" asked Gadsby,

Pon pressed his hand to his eve.

“Do vou think I'm goin” to let that
fat scoundrel get by with this*” Le
higted. “DI'm goin' to make him squirm
for it "

His friends looked alarmed. Iven
Vavasour woke up and looked alarmed.

“Now, leok here, PPon. don’t be an
ass 1" argued Monson. “We agreed to
let that fat fool vip when the other
brufes came liere, and yvou were a silly
ara not to stick to it. DBunter wounld
thinl nothin® of Blackin® vour other eve,
or mine, either, with those ryffians to
protect him afterwards.”

*“Afrer all, you cut his hammock down
and gave lom a teroific jolt,” sawd
Gadsby,  “EHe jolly well koew veu'd
done i

“ Absolufely ! yawned Vavasour.

Ponsonby stood rubbing lus eye, s
other eve lixed oo bis friends with =
black and bitter look. The irritatin
pain, and ihe disfigurement, had rouse
all the evil in Ponzouby's nature—and
there was 8 good deal of it. Iiver since
his oye had darkened, he had been
broodling on venpeance,

“That's why I've left it late, so that
thoze cads can’t barge in,” ha said.
“Pher've fast asleep pow—Bmithy the
samel"” He sneered. " Bmithy's been
a good little boy ever since those cads

vawned

Vavasour

cama ! AN the beller, as 1t happens—
he might barge i:."

“But what—"" muttered Gadsby
uncasily.

“We can pet the cad—in his room !
gaid Ponzonby, “Who's to stop us—
aftar midnight?* Ther stood round him
this afterncon—they can’t stand rond
him now,*

“It means a row to-moerrow, and——"

Pon shrugged his shoulders.

“I don't care, so long as I make that
fat rotter squirtn ! Buat I don’t see hiow
they can complain of a fair fight.”

YA fair fight!" repeafed Gadshy,

“Yes ' snic Ponr coollv. *We root
Bunter out of bed, shove a blanlet round
hia head to keep lLum guiet, and take
him downstairz, where e wou't be heawd
velling! The smoke-room will do—it's
abk the back of the honse, and out of
hearing of auy of the bed-rooms! We
get him there, and——"

“And whart!” mmltered Gadiby.

Ponzonby laughed—an evil langh,

“A fellow who blacks a fellow’s eye,
imust expect to be azked Lo put bis hand-
up." he said.

“Oh, don't be an ass! That clumsy
blind Owl couldn't scrap with a ralbat.”

“That's his owi: look-ouf ! He should
liave thought of that before he punched
me in the eve,” said Ponsonby. " You
fellows can stangd round and see fair
plav., I'd be guite willin® to have the
Greyfriars eads dodn’ the same, only
they'd stop the serap, They can't stop
it now,"”’

“If vou mean lickin' the fat freak. all
very well,'” sand Gadshy slowle, “He's
asked for that, uond I don't sce how those
cacles can growse, afrer he's blacked youy
eve! Dot----"'

“TWell, that’: what I mean!”
FPonsonby.

“Is that all®" ashed Cadsby suspici-
ously. “You'll chinck it as soon as lwe
givee: vou besgl's

Ponzonby laughed apgain,

“1 faney that fat funl: would pive wwe
best before we started.” lie answered.
“MNa: I shat'e cluck 1t af that! 1 shall
chnck it when U'se sinashed the fat cad !
He's given o0 one black eve. 1'm going
to give hine tvo—and a nose to match.
When I'in througls with hire, I faney he
will be sorry he bavged in here for the
Easter vac. e wili zpend the rest of
it in bed!™

Cradsby set Ias Lips,

“I jelly well kuew,” he said., “You
can call 16 a fair fight 1f 3ou like=but
what you mean 15, that you're going to
get that helpless fat fool in n guted
place and knock him about, Well, it's
1ot good enongh,”

Y“Ianw Y zuarled Ponsonbr.

“Mo; otk 1an't ! sand Gadsby, rising.
“Threash bhim if vou like—if you want to
stand up to fuab heiry brote Cherrs
to-morrow. for doing ic. Bur I'm noe
goitg to have a band in auy dashed
hooligamso.*’

“You rotren cur, are vou backing me
up, or not

Mot 1" said Gadsby. "I knew thar
look i vour eve, Pon—vouw're going lu
do somethin® that vou'll be sorry for
afterwards, Like that rotten tricl vou
plaved ot Courteray at Iigholifie, cond
of last tevin i

YO, shoat v ! T tell vou™ said Drs-
sonby, bebween his teeth, “that I
o' to break him np—I'in going to
smash him ! I'm goin’ to keep on hittin’
him till I'm oo tived to hibk him ars
move ! If he can't scrap, he should keep
his paws to himseli, Ele can't ghve a
man & black eve avd then sicer olow
becauze he can't fight., Ile'd bevpe:
learn before hie Liands out black eves 1n
Fas bottors ! Thas cad 15 goin' cheowsi o
to-night 1™

said




** Oh, look | gasped Nugent suddenly. The Famous Five halted for
forward. Close by the rugged rock & man lay. He was bound hand and foot and a gag was in
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moment, their hearts throbbing. Then (key ran

his mouth. Unable to stir,

unable to uiter a sound, he lay like a log, staring up at the schoolboys with dumb appeal,

“I'm going to lLed," said Gadshy.
"“"You fellows comin® 3"

“ Absolutely 1 zaid Vavasour, and he
followed Gadsby to the door.

“All right, then, vou eads™ zaid
Ponsonby angrily. *“If you refuse to
stand by me, you refuse, and that’s
that | .Anyway, I'm going to give that
fat fool the thrashing of his life [ _

The cad of Highcliffe then turned to

OT1E00E,

“What
asked,

Moanson hesitated,

“You're standin’ by me, Monson!™
said Ponsonby. " One will he enough—
two fellows cdn handle that fat cad!”

Alonson paused—but he nodded.

Gadsby and Vavasour went out, and
went to their own rooms. They were not
vory particular; but they drew the line
at the act of vaffanism that Ponsenby
had é}lanneﬂ for that night. DPonsonby
could call it what he liked; but what
he intended was a brutal heating-up of
a fellow whe could not defend himself,
The thought of the wretched fat Owli
tottering and grosning under merciless
aimashing blows was a little too much’ for
Gadsby and Vavasour,

Monson plainly did not like the idea.

Pon looked at his wateh,

S Half-past twelve ! he zaid. “'We'll
give him till one, and make sure that
all's quiet. That old focl, Enuthg's
pater, zomebimes stayvas up late aver his
rotten Anancial swindles. Still, even if
he's up, he won't hear anything at the
distance.”

Monson nodded.

From somewhere in the great mansion
the hour of one chimed at last,

Pounsonby switched off the lhight.

“Come on, and keep quict I he whis.
pered.

And on tiptoe, ahu!kin? in the dark-
ness, the two young rascals groped their
way to Billy Bunter's room.

about you, Monson?” he

THE FOQURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Another of the Same !

i QO000GH 1™ mumbled Billy
Bunter dismally.

Bunter was sleepy.
But he was not asleep.
The fat Owl of the Remove was not
at the moment enjoying hife.

Thres cigarettes, which were nothing
to Pon & Co., had worked havoc with
William George Bunter. They had, in
faet, plenty to work on, as Bunter had
Fa.cked away engugh dinner for three or
our fellows, Bunter had clamped down
those dinners with strawberries and
cream—lots of strawberries and heaps of
cream. Three cigarettes, on top of the
lot, had had a {irightfully disturbing
effect.

He

Bunter had not had any supper.
had not gone to bed. He sat in a deep
armchair in his roomw, having banked up
his fire with logs, and snatched cat-naps
from time to time.

Every now and then his snore rumbled
through the roomw. DBut he woke -
cessantly, and moaned and mumbled.
The worst of it was over, but he was
fveling very sad and seedy, He had
turncd off the hight, 1 the hope of going
to sleep in the chair. But slwmber’s
chain, which vsually bound Bunter as in
links of stesl, failed to hold him now.

_He had awakened for the umpteenth
time, threwn a few more logs on the

fire, and settled back into a pile of
cusnions. No doubt he would have
nodded off again, but as he sprawled,

mumbling, & faint sound came to his
enrs,

It was a sound at his door.

Blight as it was, he knew what it
meant—the door-handle had been turned
from outside.

Bunter zat transfxed.

He forgot that he was sick and secdy.

His little round eyves dilated with alarm
bebind his big round spectacles.

What time it was he did not know,
bput he know that it was very late, and
‘hat everybady at Seahill Park ust
nave gone to bed long ago.

The thought of burglars came in-
stantly into his mind as his door was
opened  softly  and  stealthily  from
without.

He dared not move. He dared not
make 2 sound. Fe =at 23 if turned to
stone while the door opened and soft
footsteps came in; Heo heard the door
softly closed again.

Someong was in the room.

He dared not stir, but he could zer in

the Iq&pin% glow of the log fire. Two
creeping ligures crossed his line of
visign,

They were erecping fowards his bhed,

Terrified as he was, the fat Owl
realised that this was & very unusual
proceeding on  the. part of burglavs.
Likewise, he noticed that, dimly as he
saw them in the firelight, their height
was not that of men. Then it dawned
on hzml what it really was—a Higheliffe
TAg

Bunter could have kicked lumself for
not having locked his door. Ile re-
solved to keep it locked on future occa-
sions. It was like Bunter to think of
locking the stable door after the horse
was.stolen !

“ What the dooce——" camec an angry
whisper. “ He's not here !

It was TPonsonby’s voice that whis-
pered.

“What 7 eame another whisper. “ Ha
musk he there !1”

“He isn't 1"

“Oh gad I

Bunpter hardly breathed. Ionsonhy
and Monson were in his room, and they
had found out that the bed was unoceu-
pied. If they logked round the room
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for him, they were bound to spet him.
He hoped they wouldn't. ;

“Where the dickens——" hissed Pon-
sonby.

“Can’t have heard
Lolted 1* asked Monson.

“1 ean't make it out. T thought the
fat porker would be snorin', as usual.
iTe must he here. He never heard us;
Le ean't have had a suspicion.”

“1f he's gona—=

“Look round the rooin.”

Billy Bunter trembled in all his fat
limbs. 1

“Might have heard the door open, if
he was awake, and slipped under the
bed 1" muttered Ponsonby. ™ Look ™

The two shadowy fgures stooped to
lock under the bed.

Bunter, with an effort, rose to his feet.
{diln tiptoe, he moved across towards the

00T,

{Onoce he reached the door, it was all
right. The Famous Five had their
rooms on the same corridor, and if he
had a chance of bolting into the nearest
he was safe. If only he got to the door
unseen whila those two beasts were
looking uvader the bed——

Bump !

It was liko Bunter, of course, to barge
into a chair when only silence could
save him.

“Ohi* he gasped.

The two stooping Higheliffians leaped
up ab onco, :

“YWhat was that?” exclaimed Monson.

Ponsonby did nob speak. He spotted
the fat figure making for the door and

bounded after it. i .
Bunter, squeaking with affright, tore

us comin” and

towards the deor. But a cluich was on
Lis fat shoulder before he could
reach it.

“Ow! Leggol” squealed Bunter, as
he was ﬁwumia!:r&ck.
blanket, Monson!” panted

“Get s
FPonsonby.

a He dragged Bunter back from the
oo,

'l;n sheer desperation, the fat Owl hik
Dl G,

Thud ! .
For the second time Ponzonby was
taken by sucprise by s punch from

Bunter; and, for the second time, that
punch landed in an eye—the other eye
this time,

Ponsonby pave & gasping howl.

The next moment Bunter was flung
on the floor. Monson rushed up with a
blanket from the bed, and wh:%ped it
round tha fat Owl's head. unter
enveloped and half-suffocated, wriggiﬂi
end gurgled.

But for Monson, the fat Owl would
have got away, after all; for Ponsonby
wag pressing fis hands to his eye, leav-
ing him alone for the moment. There
wag a pain in that eye, and the dreadful
thought rushed into Pon's mind that he
was going to have another black eye.

“Got him 1* panted Monson. ™ Here,
lend & hand, Pon| He's wriggling like
a dashed eel |

“Urrerrrggh 1¥ came in  suffocated
gurgles from the interior of the blanket.
"Gooogh! Oooogh 1

Bunter struggled frantically.

*Pon, old man—"

“Hold him!" panted Ponsonby.
“Keep him quiet! He got me in the
ayal I—I think— h gadl Il
gmash him [ Tl slaughter him! I'm
gc-hn’ to have another black eyel Oh

ad ™
. Monson had to exert himself to hold
Buonter. But hie held him, and Ponsonby
stepped to & glass, and struck a match.
He was more converned for the moment
abont his eve than about his intended
vietim.

His face was almost convulsed as he
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stared at his reflection in the flickering
light of the mateh. The glass in his
own room had shown him one black eye.
The glass in Bunter's showed him two !

Tha match went out. Ponzonby stood
breathing helpless fury. He turned
towards the wriggling figure in the
blanket 1in Monson's grasp, his fsts
clenched, his teeth gritting.

“Hold on, you ass=—not here!” ox-
claimed Monson. “ Do you want him to
wake all that crew, and bring them
here oh our necks !

Ponsonby checked his fury

“Get the fat brute away!” he
breathed. “He's piven me another
black eye! I'll smash him! T'll—
Pll—" Ponsonby panted with fury.
“ By gad, he won't be able to crawl back
;-u hﬁd when I've done with him |

“Lend a hand, and jaw afterwards!”
saitd Monson., “The brule will get looso
if you don't lend me o hand, I tell you 1”

onsonby added hiz grasp to Mon-
son's. He twisted the blanket round
the fat junior’s head, to tighten it. One
howl from Bunter might. have brought
the OGreyfriars fellows to the rescue.
Then he whipped & sheet from the bed
and knotted 1t round the blanket.
Bunter was safe now from yelling.
Only & choked gurgle came [rom nside
the blanlet. .

Taking his fat arms, the two High-
cliffians led him to the door. He hung
his weight on them, by way of putting
on the brake—till Ponsonby lunged out
with a foot.

A muffled squeak ecame from the
blanket, and Bunter walked bebween
thetn to the door.

It was densely dark in the corridor
ontside. Only from the end, which
opencd on the high gallery round the
hall, came a fains glimmer, from fall
windows.

Bunter was half-led half-drafged
down the corridor and along the gallery
fo the staircase

Below the hall was a well of gloom.

Down the broad staircase went Mon.
eon and Ponsonby, with their prisoner
w:iggiin% and mumbling feebly in their
grasp. The fat junior stumbled from
stair to stair, in & state of bewilder-
ment and terror

That the Highchiffians had planned
some rag, the fat Owl, of course, knew,

and he did not cxpect gentle wsage from
Fonsonby. What thﬂ{' were going to do
he could not guess—but clearly 1t was

something very disagreeable, as they
were taking him away from his room
and down the stairs—obviously to get
IIli'm ko a safe distance from the Famous
ive.

There was no chance of escape for
Bunter, aud, with the blanket bound
ronnd his head, no chance of yelling
for help. He could not even drag his
weight on  his  conductors  without
being kicked till he moved on—and one
kieck was warning enough. He palpi-
tated with terror as he stumbled down
stair after stair.

But as they passed the curve of the
staircase, and Bunter knew that he was
near the foot of it, desperation put a
new idea into his head. He gave a
sudden wrench, and threw all his weight

forward.
“Hold onl!" gasped Monson, as he
pitched. “Pon—— Oh gad [

“0Oh 1 panted Ponsonby.

Bunier rolled His weight dragged
Pon and Monson forward, and they lost
their balance. Bunter rolled on tha
gtairs, while the -twe Higheliflians

itched .headlong -forward inte space,
Fm'mg: their held on Bunter.

It was fortunate for them that they
were near the foot bf the staircase.

They landed in the hall, {asping and
breathless, bruiged and shaken.

Bunter, sprawling on the sfaircase,
two or three sieps above them, grabbed
frantically ot the blanket round Lis
head. He dragged it off and sal apon
the stairs, epluttering for breath.

e —

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

Upexpected !
NIONDBY staggered to hiz feet.
Moanson, whose bead Lad
knocked on something hard, sat
up dizzily, holding lus liead in

both hands, and mumbling.
Pon was hurd. But ho was: not

thinking of that. Ile was thinking of
his victirn's escape.

He was out for vengeance for that
black eye; and, so far, he had only
bagged another of the same. He
almost foamed at the thought of Bunier
getting awary.,

“Cet that cad, Monson ! he panted.

“Ooooh !”  moaned Aouson. My
napper— Ooooh ]
“You foell If he gets away! Did

he come down with vs, or is he on the
stairs 1 hissed Ponsonby, * Hang hiw,
where is he? Can you hear him?”

Bunter, squafting on the staiveaso
hardly ten feet away, heard every
word. He stilled his ﬁp]u”é!‘iﬂf;

Having got icote, and got the blanket
off, hiz 1dea was to bolt up the siairs
But ho was too winded to stir for the
moment. Darkness wrapped hun like &
cloak—and Bunter's cus waz silence.

Ponsonby stood listenung.

In the darkness, Bunter could seo
nothing of him, but he knew that Pou
waa listening for a sound to puide him.
He hardly breathed. If Pon came up -
the staircase after him, there was
nothing for it but to bolt, and take his
chance in a foof-vace. Meanwlnle, he
was still as 3 mounse with the cat at
hand.

# BImmmmm o

came a3 mumble from
Monson. “Oh, my nappert”

“Hang vour napper, you fooll
Where's that fat brute?” hissed }on-
sonhy. “ Listen, can't yon?®”

“ Mmoo ™

Ponsonby ﬁm;;re-d in his pocket for a
matchbox. ¢ hardly darved switeli ou
the electric light snd illuminate the
house at that hour of {he night
Already he was afraid that some light
sleeper might have been awakened by
the bumping down the stairs,

Then, as he was about to jerk out
the matchbox, & sound in the hall
caught hiz listening ear.

Hizs blackened eves blazed.

Whether Bunter had rolled to the
foot, or remained on the stairease, or
where he might be, Pon had no idea—
till he heard that souund.

It was a sound of a stealthy move-
ment and & suppressed breath.

That was eunough for Ponsonbr.
Someone was lurking in the darkness of
the hall, and whoe could it be but
Bunter? Certainly, no member of the
heusehold was likely to be up at one in
the morning, without a ]'lﬂ't'

Without waiting to strike a match, he
cut across the spacicus hall in the divee-
tion of the sound.

Bumnp |

He ran inte a figure in the dark,

Fith a feeling of savage gloating,

"he grasped at it. He heard a panting

breath.

" Now—" hissed Ionsonbr.

The unseen Bgure tore itsell loose,
with & sirength that was surprising—
if it was Bunter. . That it was wnot
Bunter did not occur'to Ponsonby.



Me plunged savagely after it.

“This way, Monson!” he panted.
“1've got him! This way P

e erashed into tho unseen figure os
the words left his lips. His graszping
hands ca.nght and ¢ utched

 Now—" his=ed Ponsonhyv.

Tha next moment o wave of terror
swept over him, as a grasp was laid
on hitn that was eertainly not Bunter's,

It wes a lerribly powerful grasp:
net that of a boy, buk of a man, and
of a very muscular man.

Ponzonby shricked.

Who—what was it that he had seized
in the darkness; that had seized him o
bis turn?

He fergot Bunter—he forgot overy-
thing but lus fearful {error as he
crumipled in that deadly grazp in the
darknoess.

Monson sevombled up.

T Pon—" ho panied.
“Healp I shricked Dovzanby,
W hat-—"" _

“Help! Oh, help !?

""‘Huu Il wake the lmu.sr:
“Help, help,, help 17

Ponzonby's frautic cries rang far and
wide. Then thera was a erash, as he
was flung bodily to the fleor. He
sprawled therve, still shrieking in sheer
terror.

Monsen stood in dizzy hewilderment,
realising that something was imppemng
in the darkness, but net understanding
what.

As he stood, somcone unzeen brushed
past -him, and he staggered.

* Pon——" lha gasped.

It was not Pon! In the dark. he had
an instant’'s glimpse of the glitter of
dark, flsshing eyes, them the uunzecen
figure was past, and be heard it run-

ning wp the stairs
f ho—" panted Monson,
“What— Pon, who——"

Ponzonby still shrieked.

Someone, in the dark, bad run up
the stairs. But that someone was un-
aware that a fat juvior sguatted therve,
invisible, listening in elarimed amaze-
ment to Pensonby's wild crics

Ho discovered him the next moment
by stumbling gver him,

“Ow 1 gazped Bunter,

“Cospetto 1" came a panting exela-

mation as the uwanseen man  stumbled,
lost his footing, and wont tumhlmg
headlong down egain,

e crashed wiathim a yard of the

bewildered Monson.

But Monszon, by that time, realised
that semeone, hitherto unsuspected, was
ait the scene—a burglar, or at least an
intruder of smue sort. He groped for
ithe electrie rwiteh at the foot of the
staircase and turned on the light.

Tnstamtly bright iHlmivination floaded
ihe spacious hall of Beahill Park., It
r{:\rn":ElLd Ponzonby, jabberving with
terror on the Agor—and a man with a
swarkhy faca anr:l ;i(leammg black eyes,
panting on at the [oot of the
sloirs, "'Jmm:ms eyes started from his
Lhead at the sight of  Lim,

"The guwnman ™ he panted,

Doors were opening and voicez eall-
ing all over the house now.  All the
pecupants 7 Seabill  Park were
alurined.

In the galiery over the hall a figure
) 41{]'-1“:1!_., dressimg-gown  appearng,
It ha‘-‘: AMr. Verpon-Soath.

Ite glared down over the eoaken rail
into the hall.

“What does this mean? vowred Mr,
Yernon-Bmith. “*What ‘s this disturb-
gpee T What-——  Oh, great goad[”

Hiz oyes fixed on the swarthy man,

(Centinued on next page.)
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HILTON HALL

By

The Greyfriars Rhymester

i

(1)
On Blackmoor's grim and windy waste
Through which the travellers with no
tasie

For bleak and lonely moorlands haste,

Two bulldings may bo sighted :
The frsi is large and strong and smu!,
It holds el hi hundred round about,
And when It's time 1o let "em out

They always seem delighfed [

(2}

Each room in this immensc hotel
Is usually called 2 oall @
It isn’t very nice to dwell

In rooms so0 small and narrow !
But guesis are lond of them, they say,
And cannoi tear themselves away :
They wear & colour-scheme of grey

Embroidersd with broad-arrow !

(4}

Now- Hilton of the Filth is nice,
And as a rale, his only vice
Is making friends with Siephen Price,

Whose ways he should be seorning :
He smokes a Hitle now and then
When Price is with him In his den,
Until the other Fifih Form men

Give Priee this soléemn warnine—

(8)
When Stephen Price is not around,
A nicer fellow can’t he found
Than Hilton, though, of course, he's
bound
To be a blt Fifth-Formy !
And il Removites pull his leg
Or try to fake him down a peg,
Or say : ’*' 01d fellow !' or
ege 1’

The cullook's often stormy

(B)

And at the ancient Hall you'll sea
The Hilton picture gatlery ;
Though heroes all, you must agree,

They weren't teo strong on f[aces [
In fact, no visitor forgets
Those pop-eyed admirals, and sels
Of bottle-bokoed baronets

In periwigs and laces.

Y {ud

a{
il g Im,, i .;rm'muﬂ w,t Y,

::'[||J||

His home being almost next

docr to Blackmoor Prison,

Cedric Hilton should take

warning and keep to the

straight and narrow path. But
does he?

{3

The other building, to the right,
Is old, and quiie a handsome sight,
“ With storied windows richly di;hl e

To quota the poet Milion @
Hall-hidden under besches la!l
With masslve slones in tcrwar and wall,
It siands in pride as Hilton Hall,

The home of Cedric Hilton,

(%)
* Look l'mra 1" they say. ** You think
you'ré smart,

But one day you'll be In the cart,

And after that you'll soon depart
To do & spot ol Jabour

Quite near your pal at Hilton Halil,

But you won’t be allowed to call ;

You'll just live close to him, that” 5 all!
In fact, his next-door neighbour | **

(T)

In history the Hilton clan
Have been sea-rovers o a man,
Their daring exploits first began

With Grenville, Drake, and Howard,
With them they swept the Spanish Mailn
And plundered Spanish ships for gain,
Thus by the Spaniards they had slzin

The Hilton wealth was showered.

(8}

But nowadays no Hilton strives
To make his bag of Spanish lives ;
They're counfry men with country wives,
Tha stock the Empire’s bullt on }
The sea still runs in every veln,
And when our couniry staris again
To sweep some other Spanish Main,

We shan'i lack Cedric Hilton !

Next Week: M. HENRI CHARPENTIER (MOSS0O0).
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scrambling to nis feet. The ltalian
draggoed out & weapon os he scrambled
up.

Bang!

It was nobt the Italian who lired, how-
cver. Mre. Vernon-SBmith, leaning over
the oaken balustrade, sauned a revolver
at lin and pelled the trigger, and the
bullet cut s strip of skin from  the
swarthy chin.

Moneon dashed away across the hall,
Tonsonly serambled after him. Bill
Bunter, on the stairs, yelled wit
alfright.

Above, there was a scamper of bare
fect, as o crowd of Greviriars fellows,
in their priamas, came running into the
gallery behind the millionaire,

*“Yather I shouted the Bounder.

“Stand back!” snepped Mr Vernons
Smith, without looking round. 1o you
want to stop 8 bullet T Stand back, all
of you l™

“The punman '™ panted Bob Cherry.

Bang, bang |

Two shots were blended almost into
one, The Tialian below, his swarthy
ince convulsed with fury, fired up at the
millionaire, as Mr. Vernon-Smith, lean-
ing over the balustrade, fired a second
ehotb down at him.

The bullet from below grazed the
millionaire’s shouldor, passed at an up-
ward angle over the Bounder's head,
and erashed into the ceiling. The bullet
fromn above went nearer to its mark,
rearing along the Italian's shoulder, and
urawing from him a seream of pain and
AR,

1he next moment the punman was
running across the hall.

Monson and Ponsonby dodged desper-
ately out of his way.

Bmithy, staring down from the
gallery, velled to them:

“Btop him| DBag him, vou fools!
Collar him 17

Ponzonby and Monson would as soon
have stopped & tiger. The desperado
dodged under the gallery, and scuttled
down ofie of the corridors. He vanished
inta the smoke-room.

Mr. Yernon-Smith,
teeth, came plungin
revaolver in hand.
fonce.

A foew moments later, the miflienaire
wus standing &t the open window of the
smoke-room, pumping bullets into the
shrubbery  outside, in the hope of
“egetiing M the desperado as he ran. But
the man was gone, and he jammed the
revolver inta the pocket of his dressing-
gown, and tramped back frowning into
tive hall.

with pritting
down the stairs
ut the [talian was

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Safety First!

i OIN' " smiled the Rounder.

“¥Yes1” snarled Ponsgnby.

It was morning.

There had becen little sleep
the remainder of that eventful night for
anyone at Seahill Park. Least of all
for Pon & Co.

Even in the broad daylight of a sprin
mMOTHiT Ponsonby  shuddered  an
ririvered at the recollection of that
savage grasp laid on hin in the dark.
nes: of the night. He had not ¢losed his
blackened eyes sinco.

Me, Vernon-Smith, having learned
how it cane about that the Highelilfians
were 1ip, had spoken some rather shar
words to Ponsonby. For that Pon care
nothing. But he carcd a greab deal
ahonk “rhmF guninen 1n the dark, and
whizzing bullets. Not for all the ample
wealth of the Bounder of Ureyfriars
would DPonsonby have passed another
nircht in tho millionaire's mansion.
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He bad sat awake till davlight; and
gobt busy a: an vnacenstomed early hour,
When he came down to breakiast, with
o pale and haggard face, adorned by
two black eves, he had packed to zo,
and curtly informed Vernon-Smith that
he was going that morning—and that his
friends were going with him.

Mr. Vernon-8mith—guite unshaken by
the wild epizede of the night—had
already breakfasted and gone to his
study. The Famons Five were in the
breakfast-room with the Bounder, when
the pale and:weary Higheliffians came
down. Billy Bunter—with his dootr
safely locked--was making up for lost
tine in the matter of sloop,

Harry Wharton & Co. did not look
much the worse for wear. They had
turned out at the alarm in the night,
but it had not shaken their nerve to any
extent.  Certainly they had not the
remotest  antention  of clearing  oug

alse dan?er had stalked abroad in
the hours of darkness. But they had
rather wondered whether the Higheliffe
knutz would stick it. They were not
surprised to hear that Pon & Co. were
Eoing.

Ponsonby gave their bright and cheery
faces an  evil glince. Gadsby and
Monzon were sulky, and Vavasour hadl
a tendency fudpeer over his shoulder, as
if he expected a desperate gunman to
drop in any moment,

“Sorry to lose you, Pon, old man!”
said the Bounder, with a sarcastic amile,
“Findin® ik a bit teo excitin’—what 1"

“I'm fed-up, if you want to know,”
snswered Ponsonby sullenly, “and the
sooner I gPt\iwa}' the better I shall like
(i Q.

“ Absolutely ! mumbled Vavasour.

“Fou're losin’ the polish of your
manners, lon!” said the Bounder
banteringlv. *That isn't the way guests
take leave in the best circles, old bean !

And the Greyiriars fellows grinned
over their eggs and rashers.

Ponsonby gave an angry grunt, and
slumped down in a chair to eat his
breakfast. His nerves wero in rags and
tatters, and his temper savage.

He was going, because he dared not
remain.  Banging firearms and bullets
crashing info cellings and walls wera
not in the least to his taste. And he had
to go, with his black eye unavenged—
anly another of the satme added there-
unto. Ele had no inanners to waste oo
Smithy or. anvbody elze.

Vernon-Smith, a3 & matter of fact,
was not sorry that they had decided fo
go. Now that the Greyfriars fellows
were there, he was growing more and
more  fed-up with the dingy black-
fu-ﬂ-l‘dlﬁﬂ! of the Highcliffe keputs, But
12 "knew why they were going, and he
did notbt take the trouble to conceal his
contemppt.

¥ ¥ou won't staxy to lunch, ald thing 7™
he asked, with &8 private wink at the
Famons Five.

“No ! grunted Pon.

“Thanks all the same, old man !" said
Cadsby, who had not quite thrown all
manners to the winds like his leader.

“The fact 13, we don't get on with
qour other  visitors, Bmithy,”  sald

Iomzon. “3o. on the whole, we think
we'd belter ¢lear™

“ Abzolutely ! assented YVavasour.

“That didn't bother you a lot yester-
dav, did it?"” grinned the Bounder,
“All right, I'll tell Larkin to have fook-
warmers put in the car.”

Harry Wharton & Co. chuckled—they
could not help it. It was so clearly &
case of “cold feet,” that it was not of
much use for Pon & Co. to attempt to
dispuise why they were departing so
abruptly.

Pon & Co. made no rejeinder to the
Bounder’s gibe. T'hey tucked into

brealifast, evidently anxious fo boe gone.

“¥ou fellows leaviny’ me, too?” asked
the Dounder, looking round st the
chums of the Remove. *Are vou poin
to leave me with DBunter as wmy ounly
protector

Harry Wharton laughed.

“We're not pgoing, Bmiithy, unless
vou're tived of our company. What hap-
pened last night makes no difference to

“Of courze, I lmnew {(hab,™ said
Vernon-8mith.  “When Buuter sug-
goested yvour comning here, he said vou'd
comg all the rore if a chap was in
danger—that was the kind of fatheads
¥ou were! They ain’t fatheaded like
that at Higheliffe .

Pousonby roso from the table, his
breakfast half finished.

“¥ou men cowmin'? he asked,
scowling,

* Abzolutaly 1V

“Larkin, ovder the ecar for DMMe
FPonsonby and his friends,” said the
Bounder. *“There's a good train as
ning, Pon—youw'ro an early bird lo-
day! Have you ever truvelled ab nino
m the mornin' before? A gunman over
night bucks a fellow, doesn't 1t3%

Ponsonby, without answering,
tramped out into the hall, followed b
his friends.

The Bounder laughed contemptnonsly,

“What a crew Y he romavked, “ By
gum ! I fancy Pon weuldn't lave turned
out it the middle of the night to rap
Bunter if 1t had oceurred {o him that
the gunman might be buttin® in—what

“Hardly ! grinnod Bob Cherrv, “1le
seems to have colleeted anotlusr black
eye from the old porpoise. Jolly lucky
he did torn ount, theough. Goodness
knows what might have happened if he
hadn’t run_ inle the desperado, and
raised the alarm !

“Yes, it was Tuekv.” The Bounder's
faca ame  vory serious.  “ There's
half a dozen men patrelling the place,
but he got through them soineliow, and
seems to have got in at the smoke-room
window, I Etiqpﬂse he was going to root
ail over the place in the dark, hunting
for pater’s room, if Pon hadn'c barger
into him in the darle, Powu's been u-iﬁ%-ul.
though he docan’t look ornamenta]l at
the moment. Hallo, there’s the car!
Comin’ out to see them off ¥

*I don't think they'd appreciate it 1™
satd Harry.

The Boundrr chuckled, and followed
his Highclife guests into  the lhall,
leaving the IFamous Five wilh smiling
faces.

The car was on the drive, and a foot-
man placing the suitcases on it.

Pon & Clo. ceriainly did not want the
Famous Five to sea them off, Noitler
did they seem to remember the existenee
of Mr., Vernan-Binith. Pon. in fact, had
ng word for his host before Lo lefr, He
stalked out to the car, williont a word
or a look for Smithy.

The others mumbled a few hasty
words, and followed Pon.

The Bounder stood grinning in the
doorway as the car mﬁpd away down
the drive. To the Bounder., whe hardly
knew what fear was, there was some-
thing irresishibly comic in this sudden
Right of the Higheliffe party. lowevor,
if Pon & Co. were eager {0 po. ha was
quite pleaszed to seo e last of thea:
and he did not waste anothier tlhicseht an
the Highelife knuz when they wero
gone,

“Lovely mornin® for a bathe ' he
called into the breakfast-roonm. * Uomin'
down to the beach, my merey men "

“ ¥os, rather [

“The ratherfulnezs is terrifie !

A cheery party wulked down the
path to the gate in the sea-wall
and went out on the sunny beacl,
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“ Father ! Vernon-Smith’s voice eame In a eroak of exhaustion as he rushed in at the [rench window and

his
Eather’s assailanf, A second more and Bob Cherry was in the room, and after him came the rest of ihe Fa ?I
and after them the Seahiil constable, grasping his truncheon ! i

It was an hour later that a fat figure
appeared in the gallery over the hall
and blinked down through s pair of
hli spectaclos.

arkin, who was in the hall, glanced
up

“Where's Smithy, Larkin?” ecalled
out Bunter.

“Master Ierbert has gone out, siv.™

“PBeast | Where's the other fellows?"

“ Master Herbert's friends have pone
out with him, sie.”

ANl of
Bunteor.

“Yes, sir”

“Oh erikey !

B.ly Bunter bhurried back to his
raom. A door slammed, and & key
turned. On the safe side of a locked
door Bunter breathed more frecly.
Like Pon & Co. Bunter had “sufety
fivat * as his motio!

Unawaro that Pon & Co, had shaken
the dust of Sealull Park {fvem their fect,
Bunter hunted cover promptly at the
news that the Greyfriars fellows had
all gone out. The bare thought of
falling in with Ponzonby, unprotected,
after having bestowed two black eves
on that larglj' vouth made the fat Owl
shiver.

* Rotters—going ont and leavinpg a
chap on his own! DBeasts 1 granted
Bunter. “The sort of thing a chap
might expect, after all I've done for
them "

Ho rang the bell.
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them gone outi? pasped

A tﬂdn came at the

door. Then the door-handle was turned
—hut tho door did not open !

“Who—who's there ¥ sqpuealiod
Bunter.

“Froderick, sir! You rang, siy!”

“ Brin my breakfast up here,
Frederick!  Tell Larkin 1"t break-
fasting in my voom Lhis morning !

“Yes, sirv.

Bunter waifed Lmpatiently. In ten

minutes there was anolher tap at the
door. The footman had arrived with a
fray.

“Who's there "

“ Frederick, sir, with your break-
fast,” answered a surprized voice. “The
door docs not seom to open, sir—"

“ Anybody clse thers in the passage I
called out Dunter.

“ No, gir.”

“Buret” asked DBunter cautiously..

5 8mte sure, siv”

“0h, all right 1

Bunter wunlocked the door and
opened it. Frederick enteved, with a
well-laden trav. Bunter slammed the
door thut at once, aud turned the key.
He was not taking any chance of a
sudden rush, if the enemy was on the
watch ! ;

Frederick was a well-trained {foot-
man, but he could not help lookin
surprised. Bunter's strange proceed-
wgs wivstitied hin

However, he set down the tray and
furned to the door.

*Wait a minuta ™ zaid Buonter.

“Yes, : said  the amazed
Fredenck, faly goggling ot Bunter ns
the fat Owl put a fat car to the key-
lwole and lListened.

Satishied that there wos no sound of
an euemy, Bunter turned bock the key.

“Quick 1" he snoapped.

He opencd the door about a {oot and
waved impationtly at Fredeviek, Hoe
was eager for him to gZo, so that he
could lock the deoor again ot once.

Frederick lost no time. Ho was, in
fact, as cager to go as Bunter was for
him to be rone. He was of the opinion
that the =tout young gentleman had
rong a litile out of his mind.

The footman almeost jumped out.
Bunter slammed the door swiftly, and
}Dﬂtiﬂd 1it. Then he sat down to break-
R5T

e 1
st

It was a well-laden tray. Bunter's
tastes were known at Scahill Park, and
breakfast for five or six had been
placed on the tray, That saved more
tryips  upstairs,  Buat  DBilly Bunter
cleared the tray. It was against his
principles to leave anything eatable un-
eaten, if he counld help it.

After which, he took a rest in hia
armchair. Presently, however, he
rang. Footsteps, and a tap |

“Who's there?” called out Bunter,

“John, str! You rang, siri”

“Have thoso beasts ecome back yet?
I mean, my friends.™

“"No, sir!™

“When  are
howled Bunter.
I think they are spending the morn-
g on the beach, sir, and My, Larkin
cepecis themn in to lupch.”

* Beasts !’ roared Bunfer.

John, quite startled by that roar,
departed, sharing Frederck's opinion
that the stout young gentleman was
going a litule out of his mind !

The stout young genileman was left
in an exceedingly bad temper !

Until the Greyfriars fellows came
back, ho dared not venture forth.
What Pon had been going to do the
Erewuus night, but for the desperade,

e did not know, but whatever it was,
he had no doubt that Pon would do it
if he caupht him on hiz own.  Bunter
waz booked for & morning 1o his room !

Not till 1t was nearly time for the
gong to sound for lunch did he hear
footsteps and cheery voices in the cor-
ridor. The Greyiriars fellows had
conme i, and were coming up to their
rooms.

Then tho fat Owl, at last, rolled
across to hiz deor and unlocked it. He
glared out into the corrider, with o
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glare that nearly cracked his apec-
tacles.

“Beasts 1" he hooted. )

“Hallo, halle, hallo' Not down.
vet, Bunty |’ exclaimed Bobh Cherry.
“Koow 1t's half-past twelve?™

“Rotter 1" howled Bunter.

“What's bitin’ the fat frog?" aszled
the Bounder in surprise. .

“The bitefulness seems to be terrific.”

“Anyvthing up, Bunter 7" asked Harvy.

“Beasts! Cadsl Rotters! Keeping
a fellow sticking in his room ol!l the
morning I howled Bunter. * Going off
and deserting a chap, after promising
to keep those cads from ragging—yah!
]I't']aL l['iadutu IFEtnz.' in here with the door
ocked all the morning—"

“Oh by hat!

' at ™

“Ha, he, ha I”

*Cackle ! roared Bunter indigeantly.
“Rotters1 Beastz!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Jolinny Bull
“Mean to say you've locked vourself in
all the morning because of Pon——m—-—"

H“Ha, ha, ha|" yelled the juniors.

“What could a fellow do!" snoried
Benter. “Four of the cads—and I
can't handle more than two of them—
or thmsi ]!itg l;h? mﬁ:t—at m&mh! Lf*m'-
11l & 2 W i ] ra k3 i"[{j-s'ﬁ
HiF helife cads—" RES

““Ha, hs, hal”

“You benighted ass!” gasped Harry
Wharton. "“Pon's not after you this
morning—ha, ha, ha!—no danger, old
fat hmn—ha? ha, hat”

F0h, don't be an mss!” gnapped
Bunter. “The fact ts, they nearly had
IIIE ay

“Wha-a-t1”
_ZT'm not afraid of the cads, as vou
jolly well know!” declared Bunter,

while the juniors atared at him blankly.

-0

THE MAGNET

“But I can't handie the whola gang.
I had to dodge inte my room when
thev rushed at me z

“They—they—thev rushed at you?
pasped Vernon-Smith,

“¥Yes, the whole pang of them! I
wouldn't have minded two or thres, Lut
it's no pood saying I can haodle four—
I car’'tl I've had to keep my door
locked, with those Higheliffa cads wait-
ing in the passage for mo——>"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Blossed if 1 see anything to cackle
at ! Think it's funny to stick in a
reowm all the morning, with those votters
waiting outside to collar me——"

“I1la, ha, ha ! shricked the juniors.

“Look here—" bawled Bunter.

“You frabjows ass!” roared Dob
Clierey. “The Higheliffe chaps weank
after brekker this morning—they were
gone hefore we went ont.”

(17 Ell dil-.l-:

“'J.'hel‘;: were a hundred miles away,
maost likely, before you turned out of
Lmli!"""_"’

i Gl‘. 1!]-

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Removites.

The idea of Billy Bunter locking
himself in his roomn all the morning, 1n
terror of tho Highelifians, who had
long heen gone, took the juniors by
storm. They roared, sand yelled, and
howled. They almost wopt |

“Beasts 1" hooted Bunter,

And he rvolled away down the passage,

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Footprints in the Sand !

13 ARKIN !" rapped Mr. Vernon-
" Bmitlh.
' E-if Iu
“Mr. YVasco has not come §*
“No, sirl™
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“Bhow him into my study immedi-
ately he arrives.”

" Yery good, sirl®

Mr. Vernon-Bmith, with a snort,
stood staring out of the doorway 1nto
the sunlit gardens and lawns of his
E{&Iatinl residence on the Bussex shore.

e was frowning portentously.

Harry Wharton & Co., who were in
tha hall, cavefully did not notice that
the millionaire was in & bad temper.
The Bounder gave them nfrin- Billy
Bunter, sprawling in a deep chair,
blinked al Mr. Vernon-Smith through
his big spectacles. BAlr. Vernon-Smith
seemed very much annoyed.

He starcd down the long avenue, with
an angry stare, as if in expectation of
seelng somecong arriving. No one was
coming, however, and Mr. Vernon-
Bmith  iurned back intg the hall,
grunting.

**He's late, father!” remarked the
Bounder.

The sillionoire snovted.

“He should have been bers im-
mediately after lunch,” he snapped.
“That is more than an hour ago. My
tame is being wasted.™

Mr. Vernon-Smith's time was of

immense value. And he was sccustomed
to having his directions obeyed to the
minute. He had fixed that afterncon
for poing through the Portuguese docu-
ments, in connection with the N'gombo
Concession, with the aid of the Poriu-
guese interpreter, Senhor Jose Vasco,
specially sent down from London.

Mr. Vaszco should have arrived after
lunch, He hadn’'t! Even if he had
lost & train, he should have arrived by
now, But he hadn’t! No wonder Mr.
Vernon-Smith fumed. Common mortals
might wait for Mr. Vernon-Smith—they
often had to, for hours and hours. 'Zﬁut
Mr. Vernon-Smith did not like weiting
for common mortals.

He gave onother glance out at the
avenue, and then walked down the
pacsage that led to his study at the
back of the mansion. He snorted as he
went, It was irritating, annoying,
amazing, that Mr. Vasco should be
late, when Mr. Vernon-Smith was
actually waiting for him. But there i¥
was, and even the millionaire had to
make the best of it, His study door
was heard to slam, in the distance.

“The pater's in a bate!” grinned
Smithr. “That ass will get his hair
combed, for keeping‘ him waiting, when
he blows in. I'd rather not be in his
shoes when he sees the pater. Coming

out?"” :
“ Ready, old bean,” said Bob Cherry,

at once. Bob was always ready to go
out of doors.

“Coming, Bunter®™ asked Harry
Wharton.

“No  fear!”  answered — Bunter
promptly. **What ia there to go out
for, fathead? Those Higheliffo cads

ain’t here now."

“Ha, ha, ha!” o

“Ripping now they're gone, ain't it
said Bunter, settling down more com-
fortably in an ocean of cushions in the
armchair. A chap can get & nap after
lunch now, in peace. If thoso brutes
were here, I should have to coma
fapging down to the beach with you=—I
juﬁ:-‘ well know you're ioo jolly selfish
to sit in here for & couple of hours
whila I take a snooze™

“Right on ths wicket—we are!®
grinned Bob., “Thanks for making our
walk this aflernoon so0  plessant,
Buaoter.”’

“Eh " Bunter blinked at him. *How
shall 1 be making it pleasant, you ass,
when I shan’t be with you!"



“That's how " explained Bob,
“MHa, ha, ha!l™

“*Yah |”

The six juniors saunlered out, leaving
Bunter ta enjoy a prolonged nap—in
peace at last, now that Pon & (Co. were
off the seene. The wicked had ceased
from fronbling, ond the weary Owl
was ab rest.

Herbert  Vernon-Bmith loopked a9
merry and bright as the other fellows,
us they walked down {0 the gate in the
sea-wall, and went on the shining beach.

Smithy, as well as Banter, felt it
rather a relief for his Higheliffe puacsts
to be gone. Really and tealy, he liked
the open air wilh the Famouws Tive
hetter than cavds or bulliards indoors
with Pon & (o,

The juniors tramped along ibe goliden
gands, iowards the cliffs at the cnd of
the bay, v chesry spivils. Nokb onea
had Pon & o, =ot foolt on those ragged
aliffs, honeycombed with  raves,
ottractive as they were to the chiwns of
the Remove.

Trha foreshore at Seahill Park was
part of the properey, and closed to The

ancrel publie, so the Groviriars fellows
1d it to themselves. The tide was out,
leaving the sand firm, but wei; and the
half-dozen juniors keft o very clear trail
of footprints as they walked along.

“ Ealla, hallo, halle ! vjaculaied Bob

Cherry  suddenly.  *“SBomcbody  else
about here, Smithy ™
“MNobody else  here, Failiead,™

gnswered the Bouder, “Thiz 13 a
private beach, and it leads to nowhere—
the ¢lilfs block ik vp at the end.”

Bob grinned, and pointed io a track
in tho sand.

From the direetion of the distant town
of - Beahtll, that track came, and it

passed on, towards the chiffs at e end

of the hay.
Smithy glaneod at it earelessly,
" Nobody hag g righl heye,™ f\m sail,
“Bhll, ne harm in a fellow walking
along the shore, if he wants to, Come
on—we left the boat op by the ofiff
this morning,”

_ "“Hald on, though,” said Bob. #This
15 rather weird.”

“What 1at"

“Tf you'd learncd sz mueh about

seonting, old bean, as ¥ou have abioat
bridge and banker and billiards, you'd
see 177 grinned Bob,  “ Look ai i, yon
follows—and rememlnr yon'roe seonds,
and read the jolly old sign.”

Bob Cherry was keen ou scouling, ns
o all ontdoor oecupations,  Somcthing
about that trail in the sand had steack
him, and excifed oz inderest  anmd
curicsliy,

The other fellows came to a hali;
Smithy lackmg impatient. Bat the (o,
who were all good scouts, noticed at
ohce what Bob had spotied.

“Waoll, wy bhat!” exelaimed  HMavey
Wharton, " That's odd.”

He lanked along the beach fowards
the mass of cliffs at the end, No ane
was (o be seen there, The place zeomind
nbsolutely salitary, except for the zea-
pulla

“What tho dickonge—" cyvolaimed the
DRosmder imipadtionily.

fan't you see ! said Bebe O There's
o duable irack going along towasds 1he
chifs, and @ single track comivgr back.”

“0l 1 gand the Boonder.

“Two sportsmen west along  hewe,
coming from Heabill, and heading for
those ¢lifls, not more than an honr ago 1™
continged Bob,  "One of e went
pack=so the other's <Gl theve. But he's
med e sight, see’”

The Bounder, locking at the trail,
noddded,

EVERY SATURDAY

‘Now that he gave it attention, he
could see the tracks of two different
rrairs of boots, side by side, going in one
direction. Heels and toes ware guite
logribly marked in the sand; one pair
larger than the other,

In the other direction was a single
track of hboots, the toecs potating the
other way., It was the track of the
smaller pair of t=,

Two men had walked along the beach
from Beahill, going to tho eliffs. One
of them had walked hack.

Ncbody, however, was in sight. Vet
the footprints in the sand toll that ane
of the twa had remaincd,

“That's gueer ' said the Baunder,
“Can't zee anything of the wman! Lel's
gel on—wa're going that way, anvhow.”

The CGreyiriara fellows walked on,
keeping ta the trail in the sand, [t
led them right slong the bay te the
cliffs at the end. As there was no outlet
at the western end, it was puzzling what
had become of the man whoe had not
walked hack. Coertainly, he might have
gone into one of ithe caves, but there
seemed no reason why he should remain
thera out of sight.

“Oh, my hat " exclaimed Bob Cherry
snddenly.

They were close up to fhe eliffs, when
he uitared thet stavtled exclamation.
He thwew himself down on his knees,
seanning the sand with a startled face,

“What—"  asked ihe DBounder
Testily.

“Foul play 1 said Beb ruicily,

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Hand of the Desperads !

ki OUL. plaxy?*  pepeated the
Bounder blankly.

"Look I"™ =aid Rab, in a
tenso volee.
“By gpom?!”  zaid  Jelony Dol
“That's why he never came back!

What—what's bhecome of him*™

The Famons Five, with startled fooes,
eeanned the traces in the sand, and
then the dark, rupged cliffs, rived with
fissnreg u.nd‘ua'ﬂ:s, that elo=ed the el
of the bay like a massive wall. No one
conld be secn—there was no sign of
lifr. save the calling gulls,

Their faces were a Ditle pale,

“By gad!?’ The Boundor hreathed
hard., " What on  earth ean  have
happened here? It must bhave been
after we wont in lo huneh=—niohady was
hera this morning.”

The “sign ™ in the zand was as plain
na print lo seouts like the chums of the
Remove.

Up to that spot the double track econld
Lie read; bub ab that apot it epcded,
Heyond that spot o single track ran
on 1o tha cliffs,

On that spot, where fhe juniors were
now standing, one of the fwe men hLad
stopped—amd vanished, Tt looked as
if he must bave visen mto the aiv ke
a bird., What had become of him”

The man with flie amzll feet had
walked on do the eliffs, and then walkied
hack to Seahill.

The man with the larper fort hadd
Fiﬂ}'r]‘.l{wl thera=—sticl tH-rsppﬂu]'._ut!

The ey looked nt one anather,
Havry Wharton east a planen towanls
the sea, valling bright and blae, and
shirvered, The thonght was in bis mindd
ihat those rolling waterz might have
told a tragie tale,

“Naob that ! said Dob, vnderstanding
his look. " There's no =ign of a track
going down to the watnr,*?

“No!" eaid Tarmy, with a

deep
breath. © Bul=-wiiat——"
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“It's a giddy puzele!™ said Bl
“Big foot and httle foor walked us fus
as this together, Liitle foot walked wn
—but the other——"'

Stooping to scan the trail, Bob moved
an.
“Got it!” he said quicily. “T.ook!”
ITe pointed to the frack of 1ho @mall
boots. " Bee—it's deeper here—rivory
track fairly punched inte ihe ramd.”’

“Well, what®” asked Smithy.

“He was a beavier man when he wont
aon from here, to leave ihnse deecper
tracks,” said Bob. “That means that
e was carrying somelhing—a heavy
woeightt

The Bounder whistled,

“ A body ¥ he breathed.

alive or dead I said Bob Choerry,
his face very pale. “Look how the tovs
are driven into the sand-—he wog bend-
ing forward to carry a heavy woight on
his back. He earried it on 1o the ¢]iffs,
and—and left it thera. Come on, for
goodness' sake 1™

‘There was no doubting 1he story told
by ithe footprints. The wmau with the
snaller feet had tramped on to the
cliffs, carrying the other man on lhis
hack. Evidently he had loft him there,
I'hat was obvious enongh, in any raso;
but it was proved by ithe fact that the
returinng trail of the sminll boots was
lighter—the man, coming back from the
nluITs:‘ had been carrving nothing.

With beating hearts, tha juniors lur
riecd on—hardly daring to think what
they might discover at the end of tie
trail,

At the foot of ihe cliTs was rough
shingle, where the (rail was not o casy
o pick up., Here and thers, hinwever,
wore patches of sand—and “sign ¥ led
them on, to the opening of a cave,

They Lad exsily puessed that the (rail
wonld lead to a cave, as notling was ra
be scen of the man who had been left
there.  Now they linew it They
trammped jout of the beight speing sun-
light, under a rugged avch of roel,

The cave extended back deep into 1he
cliff, and the interior was deeply davk,
after the beight sunshine of the heacl,

But their eyes very snon beeanie neens-
tomed to the gloom as they pressed on—
silent, with set facrs,

(Alive or dead, a man had heen car-
runl into that enve and left there. Alive
was more likely; for a body, soeely,
would have been slid into the sea, to Do
carried away on the outgoing tide. DBt
1hey dreaded what ihey ight oo at the
end of the eave.

“Oh, look 17 gasped Nongent suddenlv,

The way was closed by rogoed vocl
twenly yards o tha chff. The gloumn
was deap, but they conld eee about
them,  Frank Nugent, with o sliaking
hundd, pointed to a «dark objecr that lay
close against the rock.

The Famaons Five far a
talted, their hearts threbbing.
The Bounder ran farwaed,

was heard a woment later :

“Ahve! Come onl?

“Oh, thank Heaven ! gasped ITarey
Wharton, They ran nn.

Close by the rugged vock o man Tav.
Bright ldack oyes, from a durk, Wack-
hearded faee, gleamed up at the juniora
—vory mnch alive,

Bt the man conld nnk stir--hie ennld
mat speak,  He was bovied Do “atd
foot, with ecorda tightly and eraelly
knotted, A pag was houred in ks
rceith. TTnable o etie, nnable (o ofier
a zonnd, he lay like a log—aonly hig eves
alive, staring up at the sehoolbors, with
thumby appeal,
FrA foreigney ¥ “ XNut
— e ——"
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The =ight of a swarthy, foreign lace
My pleaming black oyea brought tho
rocallection of the Italian desperaco
inta the minds of the jumors,

But it was not the Italian., Ile wa=
of a dusky Latin race, bub diffcrent
from the Italian, who wore no heavd.
Ivis man had a bushy black beard.

Whoever and whatever he was, fhe
Greyfriars fellows were there Lo help
him. As ihey bent round the lLapless
maa. they conld sec a streal of blood
ot his dusky face, oozing eut from wmder
the dark bair. He had been struck
down by a blow on the head—oevidenly
it the spot where his trail bhad cuded on
the sand. The man with the sinaller
hoots had wallced with him as far as
that spot=—then struck him down, awud
corricd him into the deep cave, sod Jedc
B bound and gogged there,

Whv, was an utter mystery.  That,
Lhowever, did not matter at the moTent.
The juniors sawed at the cords with
their pocket-knives, and removed the
rar from ihe dusky jaws.

The hapless man gasped and panted
for hreath.  He tottered. as helping
fiands lifted him o his feet and sup-
ported him.

AN right now, sir?” said Iarry
Wharlon.

The mau groaned, and put his hand
1o hia lead.

“Bium, sam ! he muttered.

The juniors looked at him vory
earicnzlyv. That word, with which 1y
happencd (o be acquainted, told Ui
that the man was a Portugiese,

Tut Lir went on in English, wiih a
siromg foreign accent:

“Zank vou! Oh, t'ousand thimes sank
vou, young ones! He say zat he come
after somae lime, and let me o go—lInt—
but—" He shuddered.

# The man who walked with youn from
Beahill 7" asked Bob.

“@im, sim ! But you know—yon seq¥”
azked the man in sstonishment, 1
knew net zat one see——" o
i “0Oh, no—we picked up the trail in
the sand,” explained Bob. “Jolly glad
we (did, sir! Come out of this!”

Ther lwlped the man down the eave
to the open aiv. There he sank down
on o boulder, with his hand to hias head.

“Thiz is & matter for the police,” said
Vernon-Bmith guietly, “and the sooner
they hear of it the better. Thisa chap
loaks all in—but one of us can cut along
the beach to Beahill, and put Inspector
Sree wize to ik, Tell us what Lap-
pened, sir—and deseribo the man.”

“®|ha, sim ! mukbtered the foreigner.
“I nnderstand not—I know not why he
shall do ziz zing. I am in a train, and
¥15 man e 13 i0 4 tr-t}m—he- 15 vory
agrecable, and we talk 1o & train,. We
feave o train at Seahill, and I zink 1
take one iaxi. But he say, no, it i5s one
vory nice walk, and a shomb cub Ly o
biraeh, amd I walk wiz him."

The jimiora listened in silenca. Tha
foveigner, ovidently, had beon
eqdrappisl by some rascal whe had et
Ying on the train, coming to Sealull

miafio,
“We  walk,. and we talk!™ he
waortl oie. " We walk by ze beach, and 1

winde zere 13 o way to Bealill Fark wut
VR ———
“ You were coming to Sealill Tarli '™
evglaiimedd the Bounder. "My fallice’s
st 1

Lisanese 1

- Bi, Lo
Snped ——-

“(M great Seott!  Then you're fhe
man he's expecting this aftermoon—Jouo

B o e e

1vinfrd
I.ull-ll-nl. L,
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Vaseo. the inferproter?” exclaimed
Sindihy.

“By pum ! gasped Bob.,  “That's
why e never eame, then! You're 3Mr.

Vason®”

 Zat iz my name,” said the Porlu-
pucae. S, sim Y
C o 1las he robbed vou®™ psked ITarry
Ve harion.

“Man, ITe take nozzing 1Y

“Then why-—"

The: Grexiviars fellows were ulterly
argaeed,  Ib was sarprising enough that
the Povbugurse interpreter expected Ly
Ay, Vernon BSmith at Seahill Park, had
been enfrapped on his way, and lefr,
hoind 2nd gagged, hidden in tho cave u
mile from the house. But unless his
assailant's motive was robbery, lhore
gocmedd na motive at all, And the man
had net been robbed !

“I know not—I know nozzing., Wo
walk so far, and I say, where is 2o
howan? lle give me one knock on ze
head 1™ proaned  Mr, Vazgco. “I am
sturi 1 I open z¢ eve onee more, and I
am in a ecave. 1 ain tie, 1 am gag!
Why, I kvow not! But he say—he
leave me for one time, and he come
later, and I gal® )

“Well, that beats Banagher I zaid
Diob Cherry. * Unless the man was
nd, why did he play such a ghastly
frick "

“Fle must have wanted to keep Mr.
Vasco out of the way for some reason,”
saick Harry Wharton, “But why!”

“The police will find that out when
they pet lim,” said the Bounder.
“What was the man like, ¥r. Yazeo?
You can deseribe himi” '

“Hitm, sun! I know him anvywhere !
1i¢ is one Italian—"

The Bounder jumped,

“An Dialian ! he panted,

"R sim ! Italiano ™

“Phe pamnan ! sald Vernon-Smilh.
Tsatwoen s teoibn, i The dcsp{lradu!
Dt why. in the name of all that's made,
has he done thiz?”

Tiut almost hefore he had uttered the
waords, he knew., e recled against a
vook, his face white as chalk.

“My father! COh, my father!”

“Bmithy " exclaimed Bob.

“Tren’t vau sec?”  The Boumder
proaned. “U'his man, Vaseo, is & slrangey
at the honse.  He's been got out of
tho waz—whx? Can't you sea? Why
should le be got out of the way? That
villnin—that hownd—can't you sec?
He's going there in some disguise—he's
poing thero as the Portuguese expected
fromn London thiz afternoon=he will be
shut wp with my f{ather in his study—-
olt Hleaven !

For a secomd the Famous Five stared
ab Smitly.

Then they nnderstood—and they know
ihat he was right. That explained
cvervihing., Paffed at all points by the
enveful watel kept at tho millionaire's
howse, this was the desperado’s last des-
perate throw of the dice. They kaew
il.

“Aly father!” groancd the Boundor.
ARG wo're a mile away—and that man
—any minale——"  He pulled himseli
iggether.,  “There may be o chance
vl 1" ITe was runming as he nitered the
words—ranuing like & madman along
the heach towards the distant mansion,

ome on T panted Harcry.

Twaving Sevhor Vasco sifting on iho
bonlder. siaving after them, the juniors
racerl aller Sonthy,

Voernon-Simnith was running as if for

- — -

v b Propyiccors, The Awmalgamated FPreoss,

bis. per annum; He. Gd, for six omopths, Sole A

Mepieteved ior iroosfeifeion by

hiz lifet Tlo was running for his
fathor’'s lifal  The Famous Five wore
ool on the.cinder-path, bt they found
it hard to keep up with the Bounder of
iroyfriara, Mis feet seomed scarcely to
touch the sand as he few.

Iard and fast, broathless, steeaming
with perspiration, thewr hearrs throbbing
in great jumnps, the Greyfriars fellows
vaced, and the sad flew under thear
feet as they ran atcd ran—with a i
staked oo their spesd.

——— s e

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Foiled at the Finish!
annguticed

‘@ R, VABQO™
Larvkin,
“Blhow him i ™ grunted

Ae. Vernon-Bmith,

The nullienaire was seated at »
table placed by the open french win-
dows of his stwdvy, Doeuments in the
Portuguese langnage were spread out
before him.  Wiilk fhose  dociunents,
however, Mr. Vernon-Bmith was vuable

“to deal wntil the 1nferpreter wrrived.

Lle was growing move amd more irvit-
able, as Lwe walled for Senhor Juao
Vaseo.

Cuitside,  The spring sunshine  glim-
meredl on the sheabberies. A police-

an’s helwet conld be seen there—-a
constable was pacing the sheublery
pathis,  Beveral more men were on

wateh and ward, in various places.
Alr. Vernon-Binith  was  very  zafely
gunarded : and he. was not wasling a
ithought on tho man who sought his
lifo—the nun from Milan, who was his
rival for the fin mines of N'gombo.
Ihis elaet feeling ot the moment was
angry irviiation ab the delay of Senhor
Vaseo.

He tarned his head as Farkin showed
it the man. who had come at last, lle
saw a man in & shaldby frock coar, with
a dark face glmost hidden by a black
beard awd moustaches and a pair of
large horu-rimnmed spectacles,

Inn thay davk faee there was nolling
that thie millionaire could recognize.
¥Excopt that he was swarthy in com-
plexion. the man bore ne octward pe-
acmddance 1o the man from Milan—and
a swarthy complexion, of conrse, wan
expecied oo notive of Portugal,

AL, Vaseo?™ zapped the smilbion-
aire, .

“Bim, seulor ™ answered the new-
comer, with p how. Hiz voire was
lusky, wmi he coughed & lirtle as: b
'."i.j“.l]'ﬂ’.

“Bpeak Faglish, please ! rapped Me,
Veruon-Smith.

“Yes, sare " gaud the black-Learded
FIEHEL

“You are lale ! spapped the million.
e, “1 expeeted vou inunediately
pfoee lunel, Mre. Vaseo. 1 gave divee-
Ligns For von to be lerve af two; it i3
now neacly fousr”

“0 pu socey, sare, bt T
traio !

“Nunsense I sapped  Mr. Vernoan-
Swith, “llowever, now you are lhete,
Iet as gel 1o Brvesimess hese ave 1his
documents I desive you to transhute,
Youl can go, d

lase o

Igﬂll‘l’il'l;u

The butler withdrew and eclosed (e
oo,

The man who ealled himseli Joao
Vacoa laid his hat on o chair aml eatnw
Lowards the {alile at the windoes,

Al Vernon-Smith did ner gove Toom
a socomd glanee. o b the e was
nwerely o machine to get corbain work

-]':I;i,._"l‘.l.u- lrlér.lwar “]:lfl'.i':il*, Farringidon Sireer,

Capadian Moagagind
ala Ter Awsiralia and Mew Frealaod ; Messrs,
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ﬂupe. He was irritated, but be was not
going to waste valuable time in indulg-
ing his annovance,

“Bit down there, Mv. Vascd” He
pointed to a chair. * Now, vou will go
through these documents with me,

reading them aloud word for word., I
kriow wvery little Portuguese, but I de-
gire to follow the wording as closcly as
possible. You m:ri[ﬂrs.taug?”

“Yos, sare.”

“Let us procecd, then,” grunted Mr.
Vernon-Smith.

IHad ha wasted a glance on the inter-
preter he might have noticed that
“Alr. Vasco 7 was looking at him over
the top of his horn-rimnmed glasses—
which, apparently, ha did not need to
use. He might have caught something
familiar in the deadly glitter of the
black eyes.  Eut Mr. Vernon-Smith
was placing the N'gombo documents for
him to read, and he noticed nothing.

The swarthy man glanced from the
window. Hardly six vards away the
Beahill eonstable was standing.

The french windows being wide open,
the constable had a view ﬂ%’ part of the
mterior of the room. He was glancin
at the [oreign-looking man, who haﬁ
joined the millionaire at the writing-
table.

The black-bearded man breathed hard
for a momoent, ,

“¥ou will excuse, sare—" he mur-
mured in his husky tones.

“What—what?"” rapped Mr. Vernon-
Bmith.

“1 have onc leetle, what you call,
cough, sare. If it please you to move
& leatle from zo window——"

“Oh, as you like!” snapped Mr.
Vernon-B8mith wmpatiently. “1 do not
notice any dravght. But you may move
the tabile 7 yon choose. Lose no thne.”

“Yes, sare™

The black-bearded man pushed ihe
table along a little so that it was ng
tonger in front of the open doocrway.
The constable in the garden was harred
from sight.

Neither was he looking towards the
french windows now; he was staring
aeross the shrubbery at something that
had canght his eves from a distance,

That that “something ¥ was a bunch
of Greyfriars juniors culting across the
gardens, running like madmen, the two
maegt in the study could not know., Dut
ile Beahill constable outside staved at
them in surprize, wondering why they
were racing in the bright sunshine to-
wards him at so desperate a speed.

“Now ™ rapped Mr. Vernon-S8mith
wlhon the takle had been moved. © Now,
irh us waste no more tirme, Mro Vasco!
Now *

He lroke off in sheer amazement as
the black-bearded man, ont of sight
from the garden now, turned on lim
suddenly like a tiger.

DBefore Mr. Vernon-Smith knew what
was happening two museular hands
wore at bhis throat and he was borne
over backwards

He went down on his portly back
with a gasp—ihat was shut off as the
:ron fingers compressed his throat.

Dumbfounded, the millionaire stared
ap at the dark face above him.

A sinewy knee was planted on his
chest, pinning him down on his back
an the floor; two hands that seemed as
Srong as steel pripped his throat.

He resisted madly, but  helplessiy.
The black-bearded man was twie as
strong as the middle-aged Cily man,
ancd he had the millienaive at o hopeless
disadvantape.

Madly Mr. Vernon-Smith eluiched at
the choking hands on lis  throat:
wildly, frantically, he strove fo ery oul.

(Continued on nert page.)
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of the

“Things are looking
Things are loockmg gay,
Things are geiting better,

Better, better every day !V

g,

HE foregoing was sent in by
Fred Longsiaff, of Queensland,
Australia, who has been reading
the Magxer for the past five

vears, *There's no getting away from
tho fact,™ Fred goes on to say, “the
old paper 1s dehmitely getting better
and better every day

Thanks very much for your cheery
and inspiriting letter, chum from Down
Inder. AMay you still continue lo read
and onjoy the MAGEET in the years to
come. Mo, there’s not such a very long
way to go before we reach outr jubilee
number ! Youw wonder if I will still be
“in the oflice ™ then? Well, considerin
the vasé nwmber of loyal supporiers
ftave at the present momeni it's well
*on the cards ™ T shall still he keeping

the old flag Nying !

Auywav, vou f[cllows, it always has
beenr amed always will be iy ol to
pleaze you in every respect and help
any of vour when 1t lies 11 my power,
wold of advice is worth a load of pity—
what ?

Talking of giving advice veminda me
of some of the strange gquestions 1 have

heen asked from ibme to time. I guote
only a few here: I wang toe grow a
moustache—what age should start

shaving my upper lip?  Shounld wmy
sister, who is fourteen vears old, walk
aut with a boy friend? MHow o siop a
tortodse from Inbernating ! What makes
the hioles in Gruyere cheese 7 How many
legez has a contipede? Is it lucky to
be Bandy T And 20 an.

Now for a fow veecutb ones, together
with my answers: “Is it bad luek to
walk under a ladder? (Yes, if a
decorator dropz a pot of paint on you !}
“Did Johnny Bull come to Greyiriars
on o scholership ¥ (No; he came by

train.)] * What is a net made of ¥7 (A
number of holes tied together). " How
tloes a skunk smell 77 (Awful ) “ MHow

long has the Greviviars tuckshop been
apen ' (Ever since Harry Wharion &
(o, developed appetites.] “lHow long
is Billy Bunter going fo keep on cat-
ing #”*  {(Until he gets fad-up !} Wil
Vernon-Bmith, the Bounder, cver furn
over & new leaf?™ (Yes; when he's
strong cnough 1% 1H need a wet towel
round my forehead 1f I go on much
longer !

Changing from the Inonnorous to the
sublime, as 1t were, T must delve nto
the letter-hag to sce what answers ave
aranted thizs week, The frsk guery s
What is the

MOST DEADLY OF ALL SNAKES?

T don't think T an far wrong in say-
ing the cobwa.  This parficalar species
of veptile has 1he power of inflating the
slein of the neck inte a kind of hood

w ey exeited ; henen 1ls JETITTEN ol i
capello (hooded suale), Cobras feed

Your Editor
Wiy from his readers.
y L Mﬂﬂﬂﬂt."
Press, Ltd., Fleetway House, Farringdon

is always pleased to hear
Write to him : Editor
The Amalgamated

Street, London, E.U.L

'i‘
largely on other snakes, Lot alse. take
Bivds' cggs and small mammals. They
never attack man unless provoked or
frightened, The cobira ia respousible for
hieavy wortality among the native popu-
lation of India.

The next letter comes from Ilorace
Gaynor, Walsall, who asks: What is the
MeANE 0

CONTRABAND OF WAR?

Coods, materials, or ollhier com-
medities, which intcrnational law
forhids nentrals to supply to belligerents
m times of war, are tormed contraband
of war., The articlea which constitute
contraband ave, 10 genoval, divided into
two elasses: (1} those which have direct
appheation to naval and militavy use,
and (2} thoese which are lit fer, and can
be cmployed for, mlitary and naval
purposea, but are not divectly prepared
for iliat sole use,

“AMagoebite,” of Wolverhamplon, has
pot me fairly stumped.  He wanis to
fnow what 15 e lughest prce paud for
a seab zlong the Coronation route.
Borry I can't help vou, ¢l And,
what's more, I'm sure nobody clze could
supply the answer, DPrices for these
septs vary  consideraldy and  busipess
dobe on these bines s “strctly private.®

Talking of the (oronation, however,
briigs wme to  the most Importank
gquestion of all.  Whai has the Macxser
got in =tore for you fellows nest Sator-
day? A 1?«:»];}1'::.1]!I seliool =tory, you <an
bet your sweet life on that!

In n few dayves time the streels of
London will be croewded to overflowing
with people "up* for the Coronatbom,
o among this vast apultitude will ho
Harry Wharton & Co. and Billy Bunter
of the Greyviviars Remove., Tens of
thounsandsz of voicea will grect their most
Gracious Majesties as they pass by in
state, and probably the lowdest of all
will be ihe checrs of the Groeyviriars
party,  Whetheyr you are fortunate
enongh te see the Coronation or not,
vor're bound to revel in reading the
aplondud  stovy - by  famous  Frank
Richards, entithed

BILLY BUNTER'S CORONATION
PARTY !

wlhich will appear in pext Baluvday’s
Maewer, A special Covonation number
of the “Grexfriars lerald” has been
prepared for this issue, too, and U]l bet
my best Sunday hat that you'll give it
full marks. As for the Grevfriars
Rlivmester. he’ll be ""on parade” as
usual, with anetlwer sparkbhing set of
VOUSCs,

Before closimge down T omuost rennined
vot o aratn nob to s dhe spankiegr
e wvarns  dealing with  the  ecarly
adventures of Harry Wharton & Co,
now FUNDIng I our compauign paper,

the “ Gem.”
YOUR FDITOR.
Tne Alisexer Lienany.—XNa. 1,525,



But he oould not utter tho Falntest
gound. His portly cheeks-became purple,
his eyes started from hoir sockets;
\‘-Ifﬂi% he stared ot the dack facp bent
over

The horp-rimmed Fln-t-ma had Eallen
off ; the black ged down at him
like & wild beas ﬁnd he knew!l The
disguised face *Mm gtill uufamﬂmr : but
he knew those gleaming, glittering,
‘ruthiess eyes now; ha knew that he uas
in the grasp of his enem , and that
timé he was doomod ~ nl;,r a fow et
away, the ecene would havo been in full
view of the copstable in the garden, but
ttﬁa chifting of .the table had altered

t.

“Cos * Tho Italian's voice came

in & whispér.- “You know me, ignor—

oa? This ix the finish | N'gombo will
E Ttalian, eignor! 1 win the game at
laet! Non e vero®™

The millionairo tore helplessly at the
throttling hands.  The ruthless  €ace
stared - down at him, ‘a3 the fedl-like
fingers gripped and gripped. - A minute
more and tho long contest for the
N'gombo Concession would hava eoded
in & victory for tho man from Milan.

Thore waa & hurried tread, snd a

schﬂu!huy. nrlmamyrbrnathlm. sweat-

8 ut in at the french windows,

i

11,5 ﬂl: Erl ;

._The ar's voice came in & croak
of exhaustibn, One look—and . Herbort

who

VernonSmith was on the man
gr ed his father. :

3.-hands ped the thick black
-hnlr. and kera f.?d:r Ttalisn' backwardd,
Taken utterly by surprise, the man from
Milan rol off s wvictim, andAfr
Vernon-Smith, released  from’ that
a:hukmg gr Mumm} and - parnted and

ted
]m]'[:ﬂm ﬂmﬂﬂﬂke, the man “from- Milan

twisted round on the jumnr who' had

TAA im and dragged” him back.
Eul: ﬂuﬂha did ko, -Harry Wharton came
leaping in ‘st the french” v-mdw.

As the Itahnn wretiched: sl ths
Bounder’s gri Wharton - rI him-
welf at the black-bearded ra.'aca.l and

spizod him. A second mere, and Bob
Cherry was in the room, end after him
cume Johnny Pull, Nugent, and Hurres
Jamset Ram Emgh—and after them,
the Seahill constable, grasping lm.
truncheon,

Qix paira of hande

Ialian. ]
He struggled and fought like a
savage animal. His coat was split an
torit—the black beard and moustaches
brushed from his face—as he wrenchad,
atid tore, and clutehed, and clawed, aid

strove madly to get at a weapon.
' Mr. Veérnon-8mith sat up {llz;:
hand to his throat, which was b

hrumed He gaﬂpsd und guaped una [a

wers on t,he

i.'IIS
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bunch,
the desporate

to get on his fest. In & pantin
the Greyfriars juniors an
Italian rolled on the floor, knocking
furniture right and left. The din was
heard far and wide—the door oponed,
and Larkin's amazed faced stared in—
behind him, Billy Bunter's spectacles

lenmmed.

Tho Itolian, at last, succeeded in
wrenching an astomatic from his pocket.

But the constable was watching for a
g chance to strike in. Even as the dnadldy
weapon appeared in the ewarthy hand,
thr truncheon came down with &8 crash
on the dark head.

One gasping groan came from the
Italian, and he rolled on the foor,
stunned and senseless.

The Greyiriars juniors, panting,
scrambled up. The man from Milan
lay senseless at their feet, and & moment

F
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later, e pair of handcuffs clicked on the '.

swarthy wrists.

Vernon-Bmiih, E'ﬂmustﬂd broathless,
staggered . towarda his father. Larkin
;'ar; in to help the millionaire to |II15
e

" Father 17 pantad the Baumier

" Mr. Vernon-Smith gurgled for breath,

“Thank Heaven wo were in timel”. .
the table,”

The Bounder leaned on
breathing almmost in sobs. “ Oh, father!™
“Herbert, my boy! - You've saved me
—vyou and your “friends!
1that ‘scoundrel nafe, officer ¥
“Balo enoogh, sir!

“That's the man—the guoman!" Mr.
Vernon-Smith’s voiga. was hoarse and
broken, but there wasz a note of deep

You've got

That's the man ™.

The man from Bilan was =till  in-
sonsible when a car bore him away to
tne police station—handeuffed, between
two constables, He came to hia sensea
within stone walls, to realise that he was
defeated; that a long term of penal
ﬁmutuda la l:rt:fum him; ihat the
struggle for h ‘gombo was over. It had
t:m:l for him, in defeat ond diszaster,
and his gnme was up at last]

- &

"I aa :|.:::u follows 1™
r;} halle, hallo, old fat manl
Gnmmg or & fiftoen-mils wall 1”

“You silly ass!” said Billy Bunter.

1t was the following afterncon.

Mr. Veornon-Smith, with o rather sore
throat, but.otherwize much his usual
self, was busy in his study with Portu-
gueas documents and Senor Joao Vasco
—the genuine owner of that name this
time.

Billy Bunter was reposing in the
hammock under the big.beech on the
lawn, resting after his ﬂlertmn& at
lunch.

The Bounder and . the Femous Fivo
camo put in 8 cheery crowd.

“1 aay, you fellows, you can go out if
yvou like,” went on- Bunter. :
e 'i‘i'mnkai” said Harrj Wharton,
ia.u ing.

hat 1 mean is, I ‘don’t want you 1"

explained Bunter. " All right rmw thosg
Higholiffe'cada are gone. In-fact,” ¥
rather you cleared off, while I-get a bjt
of 8 snoozd.  ¥You'ra tm jolly . ngisy, jhl:m
know. One of you might stay a hit I.'n-l#
rock this hammock for me. Only till
nod off,- vou know.”

Bob Cherry paused.

“Wait a bit, you men, while I roel
Buntﬂr * he said. ' Musin't bo aelﬁah

“J] ghould think not, after all ?Ju'q

.dana for yvou!® grunted Bunter. *Now,
then, rock it gontly, old chap—-"

“Like that?”
“Owl No! Don’t swing me hl.te
that ! velled Bunter.  *Xopu gilly.ass, 1
shall  fall out—you _hewling ~idiot,
stoppit—1 say, vou follaws, al.n;'aplm——
~oh, you Least—leggo—yaronccoh ¥

Bump! . :

“ Y aroopoooop

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter roared. And the chums
of the Reémove, chortling, walked nway
ta the beach, and left him to roar,

TIIE EKD.

(First come, first served!  Wateh out
for next week's GRAND ., P{?E{h\'{l
TION NUMBER of ihe ‘Lhnh&t
which you will find a epecial stary,a,“

arry Whartor & Co., entitied * BILEY:
BUNTER'S CORONATION PARTY IV

.n.ﬂn'l.ii mnd

, TALL

HANDSOME

satisfaction in ift.  “We've got tha I
scoundrel’ at last—he will kEﬂI] out of [t's the type of yern yow've all been
- mischief for the next tén years! Larkin, iwaiting for, chune, An carly order will
ring up Inspector-Stuce!” araoid drmp;ﬁmm‘m#nﬁ'—-Eﬂ}
p— —-FHEE to nil sulTcropa, particulars of a proved
YOUTHS home treatment that' cquickly removes-wall
BIZES -I.'tII'I-‘I!' I g‘l{:ﬁgﬁﬂﬁlﬂnﬂtaa nﬁrmuug"t,]:r ClUTaS hlﬂﬁhlﬂﬂ' ll:l.d ﬂl.u'hills '&’
X .of iha lm and neck. Enclose & m;i
Mr. A inlint), Pnlml} Hnu.i?k a8 lhtltubu.nr

, London, 'W.1. stablished 35 pars.}
'!'nu.r Haight mnruud In 13 daye ¢r oo oost.

Wew Hlicovery adds -3 galnad q-'fi'lu;
te il Bate, ].I Courss &+ - Do

?unlr nnntlfﬂ‘!'a 1'i',l:l‘h pide, "ID'..tzal'n't|!.|:m|i Wi

EH BLIG LY ﬂtllll! X

ﬂmnﬁ:uhl mm

10,008 e

- : 1 fal
' G EORGE G RQSE L U DG AT E C |RCUS sy b R S LRy :Eéﬂt, A}, Golwyn Bay, m‘u
1 irmail, Boau.
' e ean et St ST AMPS E E"‘;f::“’ ;*-?é‘.!w&.::“mﬁnm;:
: Floe, i
prﬁmha you Trobugt, Healih :I:l-l:luhlul LAN l.‘}ﬁi Wﬂlﬂﬂ ;
g reagth, Staminn, aud Dashing 'Enrlr:ﬁf in :

] ‘j‘ﬂ. -:Erdinum-. ﬁu.l:kr Har “fl‘:’*‘% !
‘devslopment, (with 8 in9, on Chest and | b o Armal also Srings 2 Tron LETTERE TO AB\TEHTIEEHE
WL, hu mnml ‘lﬂrl:l umhmﬂﬂ FPersonal nelll:u risa
%‘ﬁﬁ; (Bept. Ab 'af, Desn “ﬂ”ﬁi’"”“ DON, MW B, Whan sanding remittances to advertisers, you

L BLL s T *l tru' should send a postal order’ ".h‘ mnnlr; r.
MIEATI® " -]
ASTRID PACKET FREE ! Sjiccd inmialio | | J0ieie or b o b andored. ~ Nover
jﬂ .IIJ ﬂi'l' “é &r'ﬂviﬂﬁl;'ﬁ. }'Pnat?nnn'rdlgwan uﬁrm.ﬂl. sand coins wh‘h your . letier. ) | :
: B hilentix m:luid e Also be sure that your nam# and full poata
_::-I ““ﬁn‘tl’:wt?mm :lt:urtmguﬂirm l:mTW:F l::.ﬂH!T i address is included in your letter. -
The Flestway Houss, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.A, : OF AR :

LL

# a7



MOLLY BIRCHEMALL'S
CRICKET MATCH!

Complete St. Sam’s Yarn
By DICKY NUGENT

“I refuse ! ™

" But, pop

* It's no good you argew-
ing the toss. mmy dear!™
said  Doctor  Birchemall,
fitmly. "1 have already
decided who i poing to
represent St. Sam’s against
the girls’ erickot teain from
b, Gert's and all your talk
won't make tho slitest
difference, I refuse!™

Molly Birchemnall pouted.

The Head's pretty dawter
was accustomed to getting
her own way, and it came
ng an unplezzant serprize
o ba denied a simple
reynest by her doting father.

** Keally, pop, it’s borrid
of you!™ sghe cried, in her
1~i]?l[:r]i.ug, mewsical voics,
“The only reasom I fixed
up the match was becawso
1 wanted my skool friends
to play egainst Jolly and |
his friends."

“And the only reason I
allowed the match, my
dear,” asaid the Head, ** was
that I wanted the yung
ludies to be defected so
hevvily that thev would
never again have the nerve
to challenge such a famus

T¥

cricketing skool as 8t
HHID’E 1 ¥
Blolly Birchemall bust

into o ripplo of larfter,

* I like that, I must say,
pop ! Why, the team
vow've chosen couldn’t beat
& team of eripplea ! ™

Doctor Birchemall's eves
gleomed with indignation.

“Ho, they couldn’t,
couldo'ts they ¥ Ave you
aware, my girl, that I

inyselt am the kaptin t '

“Why, of corse, pop!
That's enuff to kill their
chances, for & start !

“I hoap you are not
trying to be sawcey to vour
own pop, Molly 17" anorted
the Head. “I've pot to-
sether & ripping team, I
toll you. Apart from my-
=olf, there's My, Lickham-—-"*

“aAlr. Lickham !™ trilled
Mizgs Molly, with another
argewsed luvi. *' He duzzent
know tho difference hetweaen
u ericket-ball and o cokor-
nut 1

** Then there's bMr.
Justiss and Mr. Ewishingham
and Mr. Chas. Tyzer,"” went
on the Head, enthusiagtio-
wily., " And the bove I've
chosenareall loyal vungsters.
There's Swotter major and
Weedy and Skellington———"'

“ Bookworms or sluckers,
alt 1 rippled Molly
Birchemall, with a stamp of
hor dainty foot. “ 1 tall
you you don't stand an
earthly ogninst St. Gert's
with your team of scare-
crowa ! Let us play against,
the Iourth mstead, pop,
thore’s a duck ! ™

But Doctor Birchemall
didn't scem in the mood to

be a duck.

Seaing that it was 4
wasta of time to say any
more, Misa Molly gave a
hawty tose of her protty
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head and flowneed out of

the Hend’s study.

Four cheery-looking
juniors were waiting for
hor at theend of the passidge.
They were Jolly and Merry
and Bright and Fearless—
all firm frionds of the Head’s
dawter., Their facos fall,
when they saw the angry
gleem in Molly Birchemall's
ayes,

* No luck, Miss Aolly 1™
asked Jack Jolly,

Y None whatever, Jolly,"
veplied Miss 2Molly. *If
he waen't my own pop, 1
should ¢all lum an ohstinate
old donkey ' ™

“Never mind !t said
Frank Fearless. * You've
done youwr best, Misa Molly,
and it's not yvour fault if
vou've failed. You won’t
mind if wo have a try now,
will vou 77

Molly Birchemall smiled
mischeovausly.

“1 belesve you've sud-
denly struck a wunderful
branewave ! she trilled.
“If so, Foarless, vou can
ro shead with plexzure os
tar as I'm concerned ! ™

“ All gereen, then, Miss
Molly—we will!"” grinned
Yoarless, * This way, you
fellows | 'There's something
1 want to wisper in your
ears ! "

Ho led the rest of the Co.
fiway to their own quarters,
and Miss Molly, with =
slitely more hoapful look
in her pretty eves, tripped
off to the Heod's house.

Head turned to an  old
wooden chest where he kept

Jhis  sports  clothes, He
muttered angrily into his
becrd when he found that
him  fannel trowsis  and

cricket shirt had heen eaten
away by moths,

“Bust it! I shall have
to wear my football outfit,
that'a all1 ™ he said,

He did s quick-change act
behind a sercen, then sek
out for Big Side.

The fellowsa he met on the
way Inrely rubbed their eyos
when they saw the Head
dressed for footer, while
Mally Birchemwnll and her
fellow.crickotors greeted him
with looks of sheer amazo-
rr-":‘u:"l::l. 11

eally, pap, you
shouldn't dI‘-E-EEP le }lilm
this,” protested the Head's
davwter. ** It isn't cricket.™

“Tsn't i, my dear?"
grinned Doctor Birehemall.
*Well, vou just wait till
we start plaving and then
sea what you think it is! "

The game begon.

But 1t was quickly socen
that the Hﬂa?i’a pPromise
of real cricket was an
optimistick forecast !

The Head's eleven battod
first and the Head put in
himself and Mr. Lickham
to stort the innings.

The &t. Cert's playoers,
who were all befty, broad-
shouldered yung ladies, with
the eppseption of JMolly

“ Which the yung ladics
are ‘ere, sl
Binding, the
his hoolit head into Doctor
Birchemall's stody and made

are. poked

that snnowncement—and
the Head jumped.

“ Hero already, Binding ?
Why, they're an hour oarlier
than I thought! I must
et changed st omecs. Hun
down to Dig Side and tell
them I won't be long—and
tell the rest of the team to
report at the pavilion ac
onee | "

* Yessir ! "

Binding vanizhed, and the

Birechemall, took up their
places i the feld and one of
them bowled to the Head.

The ball eams whizeing
down the piteh, and Doctor
Eirchemall lifted his bat,

Cliek !

Tho Head started to run,
under the impression that
ho had made a hit. But o
roar from thoe crowd pulled
hima wp with a jerk.

* How's that, umpire § "'

sl nut ! hE

Even the Hoad had no
svpseuse for  argewment !
beig stimps were lying in
digomber on thoe terl. With

3 ﬂhl‘l.lét he turned beck to
the pavilign,

*“ Bless my sola! That

only shows that even an |

ahaoluto jeenius at cricket
can be bowled for o duck
somotimes ! he snortod.

The Heod's departure was
the start of the most
comutieal procession that
had over been seen on Big
Side. One after the other,
the batsmen went down
to the wicket—and one alter
the other they returaed
after ono ball! In two
overs, Doctor Birchemall's
eleven were all out fur a
geore of nil !

Amid shrioks of larviter,
St. Gert's then sent two of
their yung ladies i to bat.

The Hoad himselfl howled,
But any hoaps be mite have

had of gotting 5S¢, Gort's out |

for nil vanished at the first
ball, for the St. Gert's
player promptly nocked it
to the bhoundary. As it
was o single innings match,
that finighed the geme,

Doctor Birchemall didn't
stand on ceremony in taking
his doparture. While tho
cheers of the crowd wero
still resounding across Big
Hide, ho fled—with the rost
of his team following him !

And it wasg then that the
St Gert’s * yung ladies ™
remGved their wigs—to re-
veel the grinning foces of
Jack Jelly and his merry
men of the St Sam's
Fourth.

“ Our win, I fansy, Miss
Melly 1™ said  Jack Jolly.

Molly Birchomall gave =
rippling larf of amowse.
M.

“* Yog, rather!” she trilled.

* Thanks to Fearloss, we've |

rot rid of pop and his silly
team belore cven the proper
St Gert's team has arrived.
Sow o and et choanged
again, bovg—and all I houp
is that 5t. Gert's give you a
Lotter ramo than that ! ™

And, although the Fourth
won o farely easy vilkbory
against their girl rivals later
in the alterncon, they had
to konfess that a better or
more enjoyable pame could
not have been imagined !

{Daon't mizs the rib-tickling
yarn from Dicky Nugent's
pene ot nead  week’s  greal
reweanker, cliums 1)
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“Honouralila  Siv," ran
8 letter we receives from
China the other day ; ™ this
12 to ask you if you ean
conlidently roconanend
Greyfriars School as 2 sunit.
.able school for my son. He
ig o quiet, well-monnered
dnd, brought up amongst
well-to-do banditz, He is
‘extremely clever, esnecialy
at mventing origina nevw
‘tortures for enemies. Ho
algp shows considerable zkill
at chopping off prisoncrs’
heads with the sword.

* Awaiting your re)v,

* Your despicallo sy ant,

“ Hi Hi.”

Delighted to lLia® this
new evidence of th? con-
tinual spread of the fame
of Greyfriars into the remote
parts of the earth, we nushed
off to sée what Wun Lung
of the Remove hought
ahout it.

“What ia the 1xoction
of the Oriental meantality
to English education, kil? "
we aaked hun.

Wun Lung's reply «~as not

L} |

betier,

interyy

ENGLISH SCHOOLS
SUIT CHINESE

“Gleyfliars Volly Nice! —WUN LUNG

illuminating. 1t waz ** No
sovvy 1M

When  asked what he
thought of Greyfriars as o
school, the Chineo anuled—a
smile that was childlike and
bland.

“Me tinkee Gleyfliavs
velly nicee !'™ he said.

Further questions only
eanzed him to fall back on
“No savvy !" azain i but
anyway we'd pained our

oiit—Wun Lungz was will.
ing o recoammend Grey.
frinrs, And on the assunp-
tion that what suits one
Chinaman suaits fhe lot, we
ara thinking of writing baclk
to Hi Hi, strongly advising
him to send his promisinge
yvoung hopetul over.

We can foresee him Leing
a vory uscful wddition to the
Bemove foreea in the event
of ancother outbreal of war

between  Greyfriavs and
Highclific.,
With an  experiencoed

Chineso torturer and exeon-
tioner on our side, Pon & Co.
will think twice belorn giving
battle—however much the
odds pay lavour them !

For weeks Buwer has
hiad a zecret.

At odd moments, chaps
have been surprised fo dis.
cover lim in a cornar of the
gym, teying to climkra rope,
or in & corner of the guad,
trying to clbnb a drampipe.

Inquiries failed * ggestab.
lish the reason ) thias
sudden possion for gyvm-
nasticsa, Bunter's ceply
was either **He, Lis, ho!
Wouldn't you like to nowi"
or “Yaht Find out!"—
according to his mood !

Bub he let the can b of
the bag eventually. Vi'harton
gave him half a doz: e jam-
tarts end LEunier gave
Wharton his secret.

He was practising 4o climb
the greasy pole in tha Friar-
dale Sporta and win the tuck-
hamper that reposed on top

1of it

Bunter took it jolly seri-

HOW BUNTER CLIMBED
THE GREASY POLE

By PETER TODD

ously, I can tell vou, IHe
became quite a dabster at
elimbing odd dreinpipss and
flagposts.

By the time he camn to
face his great ordeal, last
Wednesday afterncon in the
sporis Held at Friardale, he
was supramely contident.

But there waz one big
difference between the poles
he had practised on and the
pole he had to climb for the
actual competition. The
latter was greased !

Instead of shinning up
that pole like a fat monkey,
a3 he'd hoped, Bunter shid
down like a ton weight !

“ever mind, Iatty !
Try yvour lack again ! was
the roar that went up from
the crowd.

But lor once Bunter knew
when he had had enough.
Ho rolled away, without try-
ing his luck a seeond time,

“WHEN IS A BEARD
NOT A BEARD?”

Pianist’'s Poser

A long-hawired musician
with a fungeid - looking
growth  round his  chin,
Cloude Hoskina by name,
was charged before Judge
Brown ot the Woodshed
Sessions last Thuraday with
prowing a beard, contrarvy
to the Young Shavers
Control Regulations.

Judge Brown [ex.
amining prizoner thraugh
his opern-glassaa):
“ Great Scott ! What
wit? Is 16 humant? ™
(Langhter.)

P..c, Bulstrode : * Tha
police ave satisfied, your
honour, that prisoner is
it human being belong-
inz to tha Shell Form.™

Judge: " Well, it's
nice to know Lhere’s one
human being in the
Shell. I always thought
they were rabbits! Pro-
ceed with the case ! "

P..c. Bulstrode then gave
ovidence of arvest. He said
thot le found Hoskins
sitting at o piano in the
musie-room, engaged appar-
ently in smashipg a piano

to peces.
Prigoney : “That's a
whopper [ As & matier ol

Fact, . vouwr honour, I was
plaving my unfinizhed
symphony 1"
CJudge : Y What's the dif-
bevence, then 7 {Laughter.)
Proceeding, P..c. Bul-
strode stated that Lia at-
tention was drawn to the
condition of prisoner’s chin,
and he formed the opinion
that it displayed undoubted
symptoms of developing
a beard. He, therefore,
arveated prisoner and worned
him as per regulations,

Judge : “ What did e
say, old chap t 7
..o, Bulstrode: * He

saicd * What a cheek ! 1
gaid * Yes, and what a chin,

foo! It's a wonder you
haven't becu arrested be-
fore ! {Laughter}.

Prisoner then szaid * Any-

“way, I'm not growing a
beard,” He then asked me

a vonundrum : * When is a
beard not a bewrd t7° and,
when I gave it up, said
‘I ean havdly ** beard "
to tell you the answer]'™
{izroans and moans).

Judge (to prisoner):

Puzzled Police!

“Have wou anything to

s,a,%in your defence ¥ "
1ISONer * Yes, I

haven't jolly well got o

beard, that's all ' "'
Judge: " How wou can

stand there and tell such
a barefaced fib is beyond

me, Anyone with half an
eye can sce that you've got
a proper bheaver!"

Prisoner: "I tell vou
1 haven't got o beard !

Judge {(angrily): " I've
had encugh of this. Yon ave
sentenced to  have your
beard shaved off by the
police barber. et busy,
Bolsy 1 *

IP..c. Bolsover then cn-
teved the doek, armed with
a shaving brush and razor,
ancl began to lather prisoner,
while the latter strupgled
wildly in the hands of two
burly conslables. After
lathering for a couple of
minutes, P..c. Bolsover was
vbserved to start vicolently
gl muiter :

** Oh, seissors '

Judge @ 7 Want a pair ¥

P.-c. Bolsover : * Nunno,
vour honouyr. L shan’t need
seissors—ioer a razor, if it
cowes to that ! The prisoner
hasn't got a beard, after
all

Judge : “ Wha-a-at 1 "

P.-e. Bolsover : ‘" Fack,
rour honour! Now that
%‘w: given him a Iather,
I can see that it 1sn’t &
beard atter all.  It's only
dirt ! ™

Amid lavghter, prisoner
was then removed to o
bath-rgom for tho purpose
of having his face washed,
and the Court adjonrned,

SHOULD SCHOOLBOYS
RULE THE ROOST?

H. VERNON-SMITH, Says: “YES!”’

I'vo always held the opinion that I can look aefice
myzelf just as well as any beak can lock after me,
and I think the results are always likely to be much
As [ know of no reason why the same shouldn's
epply to other chaps, I certainly support the pro-
position that schoolboys should rule the roost !

The old idea that no fellow could expect to develop
into & good citizen without being fogged at frequent

and buollied all the time went out with
crinolines and zide-whiskers !

Thoe new idea that frecdom gives a chap o
chance to develop his own individuality
came m a3 the other went out. But if you
imagino that it has reached the cloistered
geclusion of Greyfriars, ‘you're a giddy
optimist ! It takes & century at least for o
new idea to get into this old sanctuary !

Why the dickens should it be supposed
that & dreamy old Greek scholar like the
Head or a dyspeptie old student of Roman
history like Quelch ought to tell me what
to do and what not to do ? I know betrer
then either of them !

Don't run away with the idea that T abjeot
to them completely. don’t mind them
teaching me Greek and Latin. They'ro well
fitted for that job. But when they try to
rule my private life, they'ra dealing with
sontething about which they know very
little. They achieve nothing, anyway,
u;:lneplt- bad temper and frietion on both
sicdes

Wharton and other idiots like him think
wa muat have discipline. Apreed! But
not other people’s ! 1'd probably be a medel
schoolboy if there were 1o rules. I'd apply
that self-discipline about which Wharton
bleated last weel !

But I can't stand being governcd by
others. That’s why I say that schoolboys
ghould rule the roost !

HARRY WHARTON SAYS “ X011 "

Smithy talks a lot of rot !

You have to learn to obey before you can
coinmand.

If we all ruled ourselves at Greyfriars, wo
should soonm drift into a state of giddy
anarchism—because most of us wouldn'
trouble to rule !

The Head may be principally & Greek
scholar and Quelchy may bo principaily an
authority on Homan history. But don’c
forget that they koow o lot about training
bhoys, too !

They go to a lot of trouble to frein ue fo
be orderly schoolboys for a very good reason.
It teaches us to be orderly citizens alter wo
leave school behind us.

I belisve in freedom as much os Smithy
does. But freedom is like everything else—
if you get too much of it and get it too casily,
you don’t appreciate it. In the end, yon
even grow tired of it.

Restrictions are irksome—but they teach
vou to value the fresdom you get when
they're lifted, I don't sdways like it myself
—but I still plump for the besks continuing
ta rule the roost at Greyiriars !

Smithy s different—naturally. Ha
ﬂ.lji;'laﬂ was & luw unto himself and always
Wl -
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