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THE MAGNET--EVERY SATURDAY
WHAT GOES ON BEHIND THE SCENES, BY—
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THE DAILY ROUND.

{1}

For fifteen minutes of every day
We're out of the calsbooge,

At half-past ren we shout “ Hoorayl
ThP:_I.r reé gonna tarn us loose [
hen out we in o merry throng,
We're Hall ofghurry and hasts;

For ffteen minutes is not too lmlg,.
And we've gof no time to waste.

AFTER SCHWL H{}URS
A VYoyage Perilous

Poor Bunter onco was lingering
In direst fear and ﬁijr:éad
About the passage, ering
A letler ho had read—
A letter from old Quelchy to the Head.

Itsa weords wera brief and sinister,
"T'was written to beseech
The Doctor to admmister
A Hogging, just to teech
The vouth who bore that note to mend
his speech.

And Bunter lingered terdily
Ohatéide tha Doctor’s room;
He raized a knuckle hardily
To knock, and then with gloom
He found he could not make the tap of
doom 1

Then Fishy camo up jerkily.
“TI'm gonna see the
It's great I he added perkily,
And raised & hand to knock,
“1 guess ['m asking leave
Dr. Locke.

“Ay pop'll be here presontly,
And eo wnll Uncle Ed.

I reckon I'll talk plvasanﬂy
And put it to the IHead.”
“Then take thia note, old

Bunter said.

from

ellow,™

S0 Fishy went in buszily.
As blithe as heart could wizh;
While Bunter, blinking dizzily,
Snon heard a steady swish,
Which mingled with the frantic vells of
righ

' - W & £ ¥

Instead of getting leave to meet his

Fopper,
He got it where tha chicken got the
chopper |

)

10.30 a.m. Break.

i2)
And first we wizit the letter-rack;
For the mworning mail is there,

Where some are lucky. and eome go
back

With o [ace of dark despair.

Among the latter is Bunter, who

Was expecting a— What d've bet?
A thing that's considerably overdue,
And hasn’t come even vet!

{3

Then out 1o the sunny quad we go
{Not always sunny, n.f couras),

To banish the morning’s care and woe
With exhilarating force.

And laughter rings on the morning air,
And something else as well,

[For just as we start to for

They ring the blithering bell t

tr our Ccare

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

MONTY NEWLAND,
the Jewish Youth of the Remove.

N is for NEWLAND, a Jew—

And & very attractive one, too.
There’s nothing the matter with hun;
He's clever and handsome and slim,
As straight as & die and as troe.

He's proud of the name of a Jow.

u 1_, i uh 1"'

Hiz rich Uncle Isaac takes care

He has encugh money to spare.

And, though ho’s not stingy or moexnr,
He certainly cen't be called green,
He spends without any remorse

{But gets the full value, of course).

Tet foreigners think what they choo:sc

{3f those ancient people, the Jews;
In Britain we're glad they're arpund
While fellows like Monty are found.

~—

ANSWER TO PUZZLE

BBecause when he had found it he
wouldn't think of looking for it any-

where else.
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A WEEKLY BUDCET
OF FACT AND FUN
By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER
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GREYFRIARS GRINS

Loder’s getting very absent-minded
lately, Yesterday I saw him licking a
stamp instead of a fag.

Bunter doesn’t have to worry about
what work he'll do when he leaves
school. He has now enough lines lo
keep him busy till he's seventy-six.

The serious floods in various paris of
the country are making the authoritics
keep an anxious eye on the basin of the
wchool fountain.

“1 feel: therefore, I am,” was the
SAVEY of an old (Greek philosopher,
qQ by Queichy in class, He must
have been the inventor of the ©feel-
and-am *' pie,
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PUZZLE PAR

When Mauly maslaid his gold
watch, he sail he couldn’t re-
miember where it was, but he
knew for a fact it was in the
last place he would ever think of
looking for it. How did he
know that?

Answer at foot of column 2.
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Coker of the Fifth was seen otling a
cricket bat yestenday. -There is great
specnlation about what Coker intends
io do with 1t

Sir Hﬂtﬂn Popper is mg o raise
cOrn on pome 9 G-? his fields this vear.
TTp till now he has raised oothing but

mortgages,

The story of & whale having been
zighted off Pegg was knotked on the
head when it was known that Bolsover
l:ad been down for a bathe,

Tlisher T. Fish recently visited the
dentiet to have 2 tooth out. Extracting
rhe tooth didn't hurt him—but, oh, the
agony of cxiracting the feel

Hearing that it was Desmond’s birth-
day vwesterday, Lader gave him a
hundred lines,



A RUN ABROAD FOR THE EASTER HOLIDAYS!

Vernon-Smith has invited Harry Wharton

& Co. to accompany him on a frip to his millionaire father's ranch >way out on the rolling

prairies of Texas—the land of
your sweel life !

bounn }63’

hold-ups and cattle-rustling !

Is the invitation accepted? Bel
Nothing could be beiter than a trip aboard a steamer—
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““ This looks as if there’s a spot of irouble wailing for us in New York, you fellows ! *’ said Vernon-
Smith, showing his chums the type-written warning.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Bunter is Too Obliging !
MITHY heret”

Billy PBunter blinked into

Study We. 1 in the Greviriars
Hemove, through hiz  big
spectacles,

Thera were five fellows in the study,
but not ene of them was Ilerbert
Vernon-Bnuth, the Bounder of Grey-

friars.
“INa," answered Harry Wharton.
"Well, where i5 he? demanded
Dunter.

“Look dn his study,” suggested DBob
Cherry.

“I've looked in his study,’ grunted
Duinter. *1le’s not there, Where the
dickens is he? I'm jolly well not going
rooting all over the achool to give him
lits beastly letter 1

The Famous Five of the Remove
stared at Bunter. There was a letter
in Bunter’s fat hand, Seeing it in that

odgy paw, the chums of the Remove
Fu:’l naturally suppozed that it belonged
to the fat Owl,
Wa3 BN ©rrof.
Simntthy.

“What are you doing with Smiihy’s
Euﬁr:, you fat asa?” gronted Johnny

L1}

“I supposs & fellow can oblige a
fellow by bringing up a fellow’s letter
for him!" retorted Bunter. “I saw it
sticking in the rack hall an hﬁur Ago,
nnd Smithy hasn't taken i——"'

“Smithy went out after class," said
Harry. *He will look for it when he
romes in, fathead ! I believe he's rather

But that, apparently,
It was & letter for

anxious about a leticr from his father.
Take it hack—"

“Cateh me doing those stairs agamn ¥
soricd DBunter. 1 say, you fellows,
this leiler 15 from his pater. 1 know
the fist. I shouldo’t wonder if there's a
fiver in b T koew Smiihy’s keen on &
letter from home—well, that means that
lie's expeciing a remiitance, of course.”

At which the Famous Five chuckled.

They could imagine other reasons for
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Opening Yarn of a Grand
New Series, dealing with the
Exeiting Holiday Adventures
of HARRY WHARTON &
CO0.,, of GREYFRIARS.
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Leing keen about lefiers from h'l.‘.*II'Il? as
well as the expectation of a “tip.” DBut
such reasons were beyond the scope of
Billy Bunter's fat imagination.

“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at 1* grunted Bunter. “I'll bet vou it's
a fiver—might be a tenner. You know
how those Smiths aplakh their money

about. If it's a tip, I'mn going to asl
Hmithy’tﬂ cash my postal order for
me ?

“Has that jolly old postal order come
at last? griuned Bob Cherry.

“Woll, it hasn't exactly come,™ adl-
mitted Bunter, “but T'm expecting it in
the morning, and—" IIe spun round

at the sound of foolsteps in the Bemova
passage. I say, is that yow, Smithy '

“Not quite,” answered Skinney,

*1 say, seen Smithy 1" asked Buuter.

“Yes; he's just gnma into Quelcli'a
study to borrow his phone’’ answerod
Skinner, and ho walked on up thoe
prassase,

Billy Bunier gove an irvitated grunt.

“1 wish Smithy would leave his eilly
phoning till afier tea [” he said crossly,
“"Ikeeping a fellow hanging aboutl
Blessed if I shall take the troubls to
bring up his letters again! I suppose
he's coming up when he's finished, I'll
wait here for him. Mind letting me
have the armchair, Inky i

Hurree Jamset Bam Singh, who was
seated in the siudy armchair, grinned
& dusky grin.

“The mindiulness is
answered.

Grunt [—from Bunter.
“1 think one of you fellows might let
a fellow have n chair after fageing ny
afl those stairs. Whai's a fellow 1o sit

on t"

tereific,” he

“There’a quiie o nice floor,” ste-
pested Irank Nugent.

** Beoast 1™

Dilly Buuter rolled across to the

window and sat down on the box under
it. 'Two flights of stairs eeewncd to have
tired his fat little logs, 1t did not take
very much to tive William  George
Bunter.

A few ninutes laler foolsteps wove
heard again in The passage.
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*““Hallo, hallo, halla !"? exelaimed Bob
Cherry, “Here's Spuithy 1™

Vernon-Smith stopped in the dooe-
way. Lthere was a very genial expres-
sion on his face. Bmnithy, who was not
always good-tempered, seemed to be in
a very pood temper now. He gave the
chums of the Remove a cheery nod.

“All serene, you ment” he said.
“I've fixed it up ali right for the
Easter hols. T'm going on a cruise with
old Redwing.”

“1 say, Smithy—-" squeaked Bunier.

The Bounder did not heed that far
squeak from across the study; it passed
him by like the idle wind which he
regarded not.

"1t was a bt of & worry,” he went on.
“¥You fellows know that Redwing left
catly for the hols, to join his father,
and 1t was arranged that I should join
up with them when we broke up here.
Then I heard from my father that he
was thinking of fixing up something else
for me, so 1t had to be ieft in the ar.
But it's ail right, a= 1t turns out.”

“ Sﬂ-:{_”

“Glad it's all right, Smuthy,” said
Harrf Wharton cordialiy.

“The gladfulness 13 preposterous, my
esteemed Simithy.”

“"Right a3z rvain npew!” sad the
Bounder cheerfully. *The pater said
e would let me know Uy to-day ab the
latest, The afternoon post's in, and
there's no letter from him——"

44 Eh ??‘!

“What

“1 spy——

“I loeked in the rack when T came in
and there was no leiter,” said the
cheerful Bounder; “so that seitled it
I hiked off to Quelch at once and asked
bt to let o use his phone———+

(1] {'1.. !i‘?

“I—I—1 say——"

“1 rot old Redwing, and told him it
Wwis :ﬁ? right,” said Smithy., *1 don’t
know what it was the pater had in
mind; but as he's not wrirten, after ali,
it’s washed out—whatever it was. I'mn
goin' to have these hols with Reddy: a
life on the ocean wave, 2 home on the
jolly old rellin' deep—what?” Bmithy
chuckled, evidently 1 great spirita

“0Oh crikey!” gasped DBunter, “'I—
I—1 sav, Smthy—"

“Ho that's that " said the Bounder,
still unheeding Bunter.

I say, Smithy, I've got a loetter—"
yelled Bunter,

“Eh? What about it?”’
took heed of his fat
“T'm not intercsted
fathead 1™

“'Tain't my letter;

“Wha-a-at 1

“1 brought tt vp for you—>

* What " howled tho Bounder.

*It's in your pater’s fist, old chap®
Bunter held out the letter. “I thought
there might be a fiver in it—I mean, I
knew vou were anxious about it, so 1
Lrought 1t u "

“You fat fool [” roa-cd the Bounder.

*“Oh, really, Bmthy——"

Vernon-8mith spatched the letter from
Bunter's fat hand. The cheery geniality
had quite faded out of his face. He
tore open the envelope and threw it on
the flogr and hastily unfolded the letter
inside.

Harry Wharion & Co. watched him
rather anxziously, In the belief that no
letrer had arrived from Samuel Vernon-
Binith, the Bounder had telephoned at
once to Tom Redwing to tell him that
it was all right for the holidays. And
there was, after all, a letter from tho
millionaire—sticking in Dunteir's fat
paw while the Bounder was telephoning,

Tie Miagner LiBrary.—No. 1,573,
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 The Bounder
cxistence at lask,
i your letiers;

i's yours——"

THE MAGNET

And the expression gathering on
Sithy’s fare as he read it indicated
that the contents were far from being
in accordance with his wishes,

it was casy to read in his Lnitted
brows and his glinting eyes that the
crittse with his chum R{hﬁwlng was, alter
all, going to be woshed out.

“Tiy gad " muttered the Bounder at
last, He crumpled the letier in his
haned. “And ["ve just phoned Redwing
that I'tn coming, and he's expecting me,
and all the while—"" He glared at
Bunter.  “You fat fool!  What the
}hn;tg’p didd you meddle with tas letter
T

Y, really, Smithy! If that's how
vou thank a chap for taking the trouble
to bring np your letiters for you—="
exclaimed Billy Bunter indignantly.

*¥ou—you—you-—" gasped tho en-
ragred Bounder, “You fat idiot! You
blithering chump! ¥You meddling
dammy | You—you—you—" Waords
seemed to fail the Bounder, and he pro-
ceeded to actions.

“1 say, leggo!” rvoarcd DBunter, as
Smithy grabbed him by his fat neck.
“1 say, eatch me bringing up your
letters agam—— Yavrooch! I say, you
follows, make him leggo! I say Oh
erikey ! Help! Fire! Yarocoooh!™

Bump !
~ The fat junior smote the study floor,
in tha angry Bounder's grasp. He
roared frantically as he smote it.

Burap. bump 1

“Yarooop! Help! 1 szay, you fel-
lows, stoppim ! shrieked Bunter, ns the
Bounder, still grasping his fat ncek in a
gng of 1ron, bumped him out of the
stndy and bumped him into the passage,
“} say—whoop '—1 say—yoo-hoop ! %?h
crumbs!  Oh crmkeyl Oh  scissors!
Oh jiminy ! Leave off kickimg me, you
heast ! Yaroooop! I said leave off
kicking me ! Oh scissors ™

Rilly Bunier flew up the Remove poss
sape, roaring, After him flew tha
Bounder, letting out hiz feet in turn.
Ife dribbled the fat Owl from one end
of the passoge to the other, to an accom-
paniment gof frantic howls and roars
fram Bunter.

Billy Bunter was not offen an oblig-
ing fellow: but, for once, he had been
too obliging. The result was so dis-
couraging that it was Iikﬂg' to be a long
time before Bunter obliged the Bounder
agrain 1

T

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Not a Postage Stamp !
i OW many EK's in speciacles,
HE
“‘v‘]‘”mtf” cjaculated Peter
odd,

“One or two " asked Buntor. “Alind,
I can spell all right, Toddy. Precious
few fellows in the Remove gpell like
nme——="

“MNone ab all, old fat man 1" grinned
Toddy. "“Not a man in the Form 1**

"Bt I want to be specially eareful
about this letter,” explained Bunter, “I
want it to make rather a good im-
pression! I mean to say, you can't be
ton carefinl when the Easter hels may
depend on it.”

}E’.iII:,r Bunter was seated at the table
in Study No. 7. Ho was chewing the
handle of a pen; not, probably, boecause
he liked the flavour, but as an aid to
thought.

There was a spot of ink on hiz fat
litile nose, and a good many spots on
his fat fingers. There wera several
smears and a number of blots en the
letter he wasz writing, )

Toddy, looking at ik, grinned. If

Bunter wanted to make & good im-
preesion with that letter, Toddy's idea
was that he should have been a little
tiore ceonomicsl with the ink. TFew
correspondents would heve been favour-
ably 1mpressed by that colleciion of
blots and smudges.

,But that was one of Billy Bunter's
little ways. Bunter could not eat a jam
tart without becoming jammy. He could
not use ink without becoming inky. And
Bunter had already been a long time
over that letter, and the longer Le was
the inkier he, and the letter, became.

“I've told you, Teddy,” went on the
fat Owl, "“that that rich relation of
mine, old Joe Carter, has ashked Queleh

for a ct}i‘.r}' of my report this term. I'm
not at all sure that Quelch will play the
game and give me a good report. Last
time he said I was lazy——"

“¥ou—lazy 1 ejaculated Peter,
“"Now, I wonder what put that idca
into Queleh’s head 17

““He said I was slovenly, too, Peter.”

“You—slovenly I” pasped Poter. * My
dear old bean, hew could Queleh have
got i into his head that you were
slovenly 1

“Oh, yon know what schoolmasters
are |” said Bunter disparagingly. " They
get silly ideas into their eilly heads and
stick to them., I've given up expecting
any sense from  schoolmasters, 1
shouldn’t wonder if Quelch said all over
again thiz ferm that I was Iui? and
slovenly. It would be like him.’

“It would 1" agreed Peter.

“Well, I want old Joa Carter to ses
the sort of chap I am from my letter,
He's 4 business man, you know, and he's
bound ta pet 4 good mpression from a
neat, well-written letter, with faultless
spelling, See? That’s why I want to
be specially careful about the spelling.
Would vou put one or two K's in spec-
tacles, Peter ™

“T shouldn’t put any I** grinned Tater.

“(Oh, don't be an ass!” said DBunter
peevishly. “1 know it begins
5-P-EB-C-K, but does it finish T-A-C-K-
L-E-&§%» -

H¥au don't think there's 8 Ik in i ™

“No!" chortled Toddy.
“Well, you can’t spell,” said Bunter

thoughtfully, “If you think there
ign't, I expect there 1. T'H chanee i,
anyhow."”

nd Bunter dipped his pen in the ink,

spilled a conple more blots, and resumes]
writing, putting two K's in “ spectacles.”

Peter Todd, who was doing lines,
grinned and went on doing lines. If
Bunter chose to put two K's in
“spectacles,” Bunter was at liberty to
do the =ame. He eounld, in fact, have
put in helf a dozen without disturbing
Toddy's cqanimitjr.

“I say Toddy, do you put a W in
found 1 inguired Bunter,

“No, ass] U7

“Buot it's just hke round,”™ aob-
jected Bunter. “8tands to reason that
it's F-O.W-N-D for found, when it's
R-0-W-N-D for round. DPon’t vou think
s0 1

“Oh erumbs 1Y

“Then there's the word pound.” said

Bunter. “P-0-W-N-D, pound! They're
all alike in spelling Toddy. Hound,
too—H-O-W-N-D, hound."

“Ha, ha, ha1” yelled Toddy,  Make

it & U, old fat man!”

“9han’t I said Bunter.

“Please vourself I chuckled Toddy.

“Well, I want old Joe Carter to see
that I coan  spell,” said  Bunter
“Queleh put * spelling very bad* in my
last veport.  1le might do the zame
again this torm. I want old Joo Carter
to zec for himself that I can spell ol



right ; that's why I"'m being so partienlar
ahout this letter.”

“I1a, ha, hal”

*“Oh, shut up cackling, Toddy! ¥You
needn't be jealous of a fellow spelling
hﬁtter than vou do. It's a gift, that's
ﬂ .."

Bunter resumed afier the interval.
More smears, more blots, and more
original spellings were added to that
epistle to his wealthy relative, DMr.

aseph Carter.

He was finished at last. He read that
letter over with considerable satisfac.
tion. Then he pushed it acroszs to Peter,

*Just read that, old chap,” he said.
“I faney that ought to work the oracle.
Look at it.”

Peter looked af it, Ile gurgled as he
looked. It did not seem probable to
him that a neat and methodical business
man would be fearfullyr impressed by
that letter from Grevfrinrs, It ran:

“Deer Uncle Carter,—Having herd
fhat my Form-master is gowing to
send vou a koppy of my report this
turm, I rite to hoap that ik will pleezo
you. I hoap vou remember the time
when I vissited you wunce, and when
I fownd vour speocktackles wich were
lost. I should be phearfully fl&ﬂtﬂﬂ
to see you agane, bekause have
always thort of you with depe respeckt
and affecshun. I am not yet phixed
up for the Easter hollydays, and if you
wished to sce me, I shood pleezed
to come allong with a few friends.

“Your dewtiful nevew,
“W. . Boyter"

“Rather good—what?" acked Bunter
chearfully, as Petor gazed at the re-
markable letter. * Hits the nail on the

head, I think.”

Peter did not replr. His_ breath
seemed to be taken awayr., He just
gazed.

“You ses, old Joo isn't exactly an
uncle,” went on Bunter., “Sort of
gecond unecle twice removed, or some-
thing. Still, T think it ought to please
him to call him uncle—what? OWs
affection and all that. He's fearfully
riq::h—miling in oof—oodles and oodles
of it] He's a seli-made man, you
know. I've heard my pater say that he
laid the foundation of his fortune with
his first bankruptey, and since then he's
never looked bhack,”

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Peter,

“That lefter will show lum that a
chap’s fairly bright and intelligent~-
what 7" grinned Bunter, *“It will make
up for any nonsense Quelch may put in
my report. I mean to say, it won't he
much good Quelch making out that I
can't spell, or anything of that kind,
Wha’ir: are you cackling at, you silly
nss §

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Peter.
i‘]‘lﬂh, cackle ! gaid Bunter disdain-

nlly.

" Thanks, I willl Ha, ha, ha 1™

“I've given the old bean a hit of a
hint about Easter,” went on Bunter.
“Think I've made it plain enough,
Peter? Of course, a chap doesn’t want
te seem to be fishing for invitations—
that wonld be rather beneath me. At
the sama time, I want him to ses that
I'll come 1f he wants me. Think I've
made that plain®”*

”({mte- 1* gasped Peter.

"Well, if I get the answer I expect to
this I shall be going to a jolly wealthy
place for Easter [ said Bunter com-
ylacentl}'. “I shall ask & few of the
ellows. I'd have asked Smithy if he
hadn't been such a ruffian this afterncon.
Now I shan’t., Might azk Wharton—
Nugent, too. I don’t know about the
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rest of that gang. A fellow wants tel.
lows fo do him credit when he goes Lo
stay with a wealthy relative. I'd like to
take vou, Peter.”

“Thanks |

”Cl'nl¥ vou'ra hardly
fellow I could take—"

L] Eh ?H

"I mean to say, you're a bit of &
freak, old chap, if you don’t mind my
mentioning it. A chap can't be too
careful. when he’s taking friends from
school,” said Bunter sagely. “T'in
afraid I couldn’t own you as a pal,
Taddy, at my rich relation's mansion.
You'd rather let me down.”

Peter gazed at him.

“1 mesn, fellows somelimes nsk me
heme for the holidays, to let their
peopls sec that they'ro in the best set
at zchool,” cxplained Bunter. “Whar-
ton likes fo get me to his place for
that reason—Mauly the same.  And
Bmithy would be jolly glad to make
gut that he knows fellows like me at
school, Nobody's likely to ask you for
that reason, ddv—what ¥

“Oht" gasped Toddy.

““Lend me a stamp, old chap,” sdded
Punter cheerfully.

111 Eh ?“‘

# A gtamp I

Peter Todd pazed across the study
table at William George Bunter. He
did not speak; his feclinga seemed,
for the moment, too deep for words,

Bunter blinked at him impatiently.

“1 want to cateh the post with this
letter,” he eald. “Lend me & stamp,
will vou? I'll write to you from old
Joe Carter's place in the hols, Toddy,
and tell you what a topping time I'in
huving. Got a stamp you can let me
have ¥

“Oh 1" gasped Peter. “Yes, T'll give

ol & stamp. ¥ou put it so micely,

unter, so tactfully, and all that. I'l
gi}:e’fau more than one stamp, if you
like,’

“0h, one will be enough " answered
Bunter, uz Peler rose and came round
the table. 1 mean, one will be
enough for thiz letter. But if vou've
got lots—"

“As many as you like”

“Well, in that case, old chap, vou
can let mo have some. Mrs. Mimble
will take stamps at the tuckshop,”
said Dunter. "Can vou let me have
s dozen, Peter?’’

“Two dozen, if you like™

0k, zrood!” .

“Here's ane to begin with,” added
Peter,

Stamp ! ,

There was & fearful vell in Sfody
No. T az Peter Todd raised & foot,
and brought 1t down on Bunter's toes,

It landed hard.

“Yoo-voo-hoo-hoop ! roared Bunter,
He hopped on one leg, yelling frantic-
ally,. “¥oolheop! You mad ass!
Wharrer you deing?”

“Giving you a slamp—""

“Ow! My toel” yelled DBunter.
“Wow! You silly ass, I didn't mean
—vyow-ow l=that kind of stamp. Wow "

“I did! Keep your hoof steady!
I'm going to give you two dozen——"

“Beast ! Keep off I’ shricked
Dunter. He dodged rapidly round
the =study table “You rotter, you
swab! IKeep off——"’ .

“My dear old porpoise, thore's
twenty-three more fo comel I osaid
two dozen, and I meant two dozen!
Stop

“ Beast ! roared Buaolor.

e did not stop; he flew ! He shot
out of SBtudy No, 7 like 2 stone from
g catapult.,  His letter was still un-
stamped: but ho did not want any

the cluss of

5

more stamps from Toddy. One was
enough—in fact, one too many.

Billy DBunter disappeared, yelling,
and Peter, grinning, resumed lines,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
About Easter 1

KINNER of the Remove choriled.
It was the following morning,
and somo of the fellows had
gathered to look in the rack for
letters, Among them was DBilly
Diunter, whose eyes and spectacles fixed
on the letters with unusual eagerness.
No doubt Billy Dunter nourished a
hope that his celebrated postal order
might have arrived. He was still more
hopeful of seeing an answer to his
lettor from old Mr. Carter.

Really, there was not much tiroe for
the old “bean’ to have answered, so
far, as he could only have received
Bunter's letter that morning, But
whether there had been time, or not,
evidently he had not answered yet,
far there was no letter for W. O,
Bunter.

Skinner's chortle  waz  euddenly
engittgd a5 he watched the fat Owl
blinking cagerly over the letters.
Skinner had & sense of Lumour that
was not mlwavs pood natured: and
some idea of a hilarious nature secmed
ta have ocourred to his active mind,

“No answer wvet, old fat man? he
asked blandly. “Might get o phono
call from the old bean—what*™

“I shouldn't wonder,” agrced Bunter.
At which there were several other

chortles.

All the Remove knew about Billy
Bunter's great expectations from his
wealthy and distant relative, old Mr.
Carter. Few of them believed that
those great expectations had any solid

foundation.

All that Bunter had to build upon,
was the fact that Joseph Carter had
asked for a copy of his term’s report,
and hinted that it might be to Bunter's
advantage if the report were a good
one, |

As Bunter's report was fairly cer-
tain to be o pretty bad one, this seemod
rather like a foundalion of sand for
the fat Owl to build upon.

INo doubt DBunbter hoped, however,
that his letter would make the desired
good impression on the old gentleman.
It would, at least, show him what o
bright and intelligent fellow DBunter
was, and foresiall the effect of o had
report from his Form-master.

“Taking a parly along for the hols,
Bunferi” asked Bkinper, winking ot
Bnoop with the eye Lthat waz farihest
from tho fat Owl,

“Yeos, I cxpect T shall take n fow
friends,” assented Duntev. “I'd  ask
vou, old fellow, only, of course, I =hall
havo to be a bit particular about ihe
fellows I take——"’

“Oh!” gasped Skinner.

Tt I zav,” went on the hopeful
Owl, “my postal order hasn't come
this morning. after all. If you could
lend me five bob, Skinner——"

“You fat cuckoo!”

“Oh, reallv, Bkinner—— I sav.
Wharton—I sav, DBol, old chap—I sax,
vou fellows, "dou't walk off while «
chap's talking to you! Beasts!"

In third school that morning, Billy
Bunter did not devote his whole atten-
tion to the valuable instruction he was
recoiving from Mr, GQueleh,

He was unahle in give the REemove
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mazster more than one fat car, The
other was on the alert, listening for
the sound of a telephone bell.

Bunter had not 'houwght of it him-
self: but since Skinner had suggested
it, he thought it rather probable that
old Mr. Carter might ring him.up in
reply to hiz letter.  Bunter would have
bean very glad fo have been called out
of the Form.room to answer the tele-
phone.

No such ¢all came for Dunter, how-
ever. Instend of which he received
several shavp snaps from Mr. Quelch.

uelch  was  guite  unaware that
Bunter had matters to think about that
wers much more unportant than
lessons. o

After the Remove wore dismissed,
Skinner and Snoop walked out of gates,
Both of them were grinning as they
went. Their footsteps led them to the
post office at Friardale, where Skinner
ensconced himself in a telephone box,
and Sncop watched him with o series
of chuckles. _

Billy Bunter, not in the least inter-
ested in Skinmer or Snoop, did not
even notice that they had gone out—
and ceriainly «id not dream of guess-
ing how Skinner was occupied. -

Bunter locked for the Famous Five,

He had matters of deep import to
dizeuss with those cheery youths, _

Unluckily, the desive for that dis-
cuseion wa3i all on Bunter's side, and
naot in the least shared by the Famous
Five.

The fat Owl rolled up to them In
the quad; but when he started talk-
ing, the Famous Fiva started walking,
as if Bunter had given the signal.

“] say, you fellows, about Kaster,

That was as far as Bunter got

Then the chums of the Remove were
walking off, at such a rate that Billy
Bunter's fat little legs had no chance
of keeping pace.

“ Reasts 1" roared DBunter.

He spotted Lord Mauleverer under
the elms. But. for some reason un-
known to Bunter, AMauly disappeared
before the fat Owl eould reach the
spot where he had been loafing.

Looking for Mauleverer, he came
on Smathy. )

The Bounder lLad u knitted brow.
He had looked glum ever since that
letter from My, Bamuel Vernon-S8mith
the previous day.

“1 say, Smithy—"" began Bunter.

Quea morve DBunter’s remarks were
cut short. ‘This time it was a boot
that did it. Vernon-Smith gave him a
glare and a kick at the same moment
and walked away, leaving Bunter
spluttering with indignation,

It was half an hour later that he
spotted the Famouns Five again, They
were grouped near the doorway of the
House, discussing the Easter holidays
—the very subject that Bunter wanted
to discuss=—when he bore down on them
Onoe (NN

“1 say, vou fellows——"

“(Oh, buzz off, you fat bluebottle 1"
exclaimed Johnny Bull

“Vou can shut up, Bulll
Wharton, I was going to say

“Don't!" suggested Herry.,

“Eht Don’t what?"

“Ton’t say !

“PBeast ] T mean, old fellow—

“Ha, ha, hal"

“1 wish you fellowz wouldn't cackle
whenever a fellow opens his mouth,™
vapped Bunter irriﬁa{;ly. “It’'a about
Easter, Wharton——"

“1 was afraid it was|”

“1 rather think." explained Bunter,

Taz Maigwer Lisrany.~—No. 1,573,
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“that I shall be taking a party of
feliows to iy uncle's magnificent man-
sion for the Easter hols. I'm thinking
of asking you, old chap.”

"ThinE again i’

“What I mean is this if 1 go to old
Joe's place, ['ll talke you. If I don't,
I'll come to your little place! What do
you think of that idea "

“ Rotten 1"

“Look here, you checky beast !}
roarcd Bunter,

Trotter, the page, came oub of the

House and looked round.

" Maszter Dunter——" ho began.

*0Oh, don't bhother 1" s:mpgﬂd Bun-
ter, The Famous Five showed signs of
walking off again. “'I say, you fellows,
Tl i

“"You're wanted, sir!™ said Trotter.
“Mr. Quelech——*

“Oh, blow Queleh ! snapped Bunter,

“He says you can come and take the
call, sir—"

it Eh ?!1!

“Mr., Carter, sir, wanis to speak to
you on the telephonel”

“Oh 1™ :

Trotter went in.

Billy Dunter grinned gleefully, Ha
was called up on the telephone—Mr,
Carter wanted him. He turned his bi
spectacles on tho Famous Five, with a
vaunting blink,

“I aay, veu fellows, hear that?* ho
I:l]:uﬂ]{!ﬂ[i

“Tha hearfulness is terrific !™ assented
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“That meansa that old Joe wants me
for Kaster!” zaid Bunter confidently.
“Not much doubt about that—what?"’

“Cratiers, old fat man!" said Harry,
smiling.

“Borry I ehan't be ahle to come io
vour poor little i‘n'l.:.me, after all, Whar-
ton. You can hardly expect it, you
know, when I'm asked to & magnificent
mansion by a wealthy relative. 1 dare
say you'd deo your best. with vour
humble means, but I'm afraid I could
hardly stand it."

“You fat asz—"

“SBorry, and all that!'" szaid Bunter.
“But it cant be done! You really
can't expect 16, you know !**

And with that, Billy Bunter rolled
into the House to toke his telephone
eall. He went like o fellow walking on
1T,

THE FOURTH CHAFPTER.
Kind Invitations Declined I

R. QUELCH did not look
pleased when the fat orpament
of his Form presented himeelf
in the study.

Quelch's 1elephone was, in point of
fact, installed in Quelch's study for
Queleh’s vze, and not for that of parents
and relatives of boys in his Form, Still,
he could hardly refuse the request of a
relative, especially one who had never
rung up before; and more especially aa
the call was in reference to the Haster
vacation, now close at hand. So, pleased
or not, Quelch sent for Bunter—and
here Bunter was, grinning all over hia
fat face, ever so much more pleased than
his Form-master ]

“Bunter 1" rapped Mr. Quelch,
“Bomeone has rung up—a Mr. Carter—
yvour relative, I presume!l Ie desires
to speak to you in connection with the
Eaﬁ.tﬂr holidays. You may take the
call.”

“Thank youw, gir!" chirruped Bunter.

He rolled across to the telephone. The
recciver was off the hooks, and Bunter
grabbed it ap witi: & fat hand.

Mr. Quelch, with a faint sniff, walked
out of the study.

“Is that you, Unecle Carter?" chirped
Bunier into tho transmitter.

“I  have recoived your leiter,
William 1" came baek a voice on the
wires—a vather husky, wheezy voice, as
if the speaker had a cold. “i was very
pleased—I mary say, delighted—""

"'Dh. Eﬂ'ﬂ'd |.n e

“Are vou frea for Easter, William®"

“Yes, ratherl I mean, I’ve rot rather
4 lot of invitations, but I haven't made
any definito promises yet.”

*“Oh, my hat 1"

“Wha-a-t7" ejaculated Bunter. He
waz guite surprised to hear such an ox-
clamation from old Mr. Carter. Gentle-
men of the ripe age of sixty-seven did
not usnally invoke their hats like
schoolboys | : :

“I mean,” went on the voice hastily,
*“1 have no doubt that you are very
much sought after, William." ]

“Oh, yesl” said Bunter breezily.
" Wharton—he's the captain of my
Formm—has just been urging me to go
home with him. Lord Mauleverer is
looking for me this minute to pin me
down—the fact 15, I'm rather dodpging
him till ¥ hear from you."

“(h crikﬂ{‘&”

“What? hat did you say, Uncle
Carter 7" execlaimed Bunter, in astomsh-
ment. . )

“I said very likely—very likely,
indeed | Well, if you prefer to go homo
with some of your schooliellows, of
conrgp——=""

“h, no, nol

Not at alll” Bunter
hurried to ecut in. *“I've told Wharton
it can't be donal! Only half an hour
ago, I turned Vernon-Smith down, too |
I'm not going with Mauly—I'm fed-up
with him., Not at all, Uncle Carter.”

“Would vou care to come hcrel’

“What-ho!l 1 mean, yeal"?

“No doubt you could bring a pariy of
friends with you, to malke your holi-
day a liitle more lively 1™

*¥es, rather|”

“Then I will give orders to tha buller
at once for a suite of apartments to be
prepared.’”

“Fine '’ gasped Bunter.

“Would vou like ma to send the car
for you, the day you break up at your
school,” came the wheezy voice, “or
do you prefer to travel by rail £

“0Oh, the corl” said Bunter. “The
par, please! Yes, rather "

“Tf::m ¥ will send the Rella.”

“The Rolle? Oh, good!” _

“'Then the matter is settled, William !
T shall expect you and your friends the
day you break up for Easter. Good-bye,
Willean 1"

“Good-bye, Uncle Carter!” gasped
DBunter.

He put up the receiver, and stood
grinning at the telephone in a state of
unbounded satisfaction,

Strange to rolate, at the other end,
another fellow put up & receiver and
stood grinning at tho telephone.

That e¢all had not come from such a
distance as Billy Bunter happily
supposed.

t had, in fact, come from ne farther
off than Friavdale; and Harold Skinner
left the telephone, grinning, and went
out into the village street, S8noop follow-
ing him almost in hysterics,

Of that, however, William George
Bunter waa blissfully unaware,

Hea rolled out of Mr. Quelch's study,
his fat face irradiated hiy a wide grin,
feeling like tho classica ntleman of
old, who was like to etrike the stars
with his sublime head.

Bunter was beaming like the sun at
nnnr]ldu:.! witent he rolled out into the

.

**Hallo, halle, hallel All serene, old
fat top®" called out Bob- Cherry.
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““ You needn’t go Icoking for any other guy 1o ¢ash your postal order, Bunter,* said Fisher T. Fi
half-a-¢rown, ** Iguessif I'm joining y
cheerfully.

“He, he, hel Bather!” chortled
Bunter, “I eay, you fellows, my Uncle
Carter's fearfully keen on ,'hmrmg me
for Easter, and I'm to take a party!
No end of a place, you know! Hunt-
g and sheoling and yachting, and all
that! Hosts of liveried funkeys!
kiverything regardless of expense! e,
he', ha 1"

‘Gratters, old bean!™

“Thoe gratterfulness is terrific 1 said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh solemnly.

Billy Bunter blinked at them thought-
fully. Everﬁthing* having turned out
guite all right, and in accordance with
Binter's highest hopes, the next step
was to make up his party for Easter,

“1 say, Wharton, I think I'll take
vou, after all!™ he said graciously.
“You, too, Nugent1 And, dash it all,
I'll stretch a Emnt, and taka you, Bob 1"

“Will you?"' gasped Bob Cherry,

“Yes, old chap! You're a bit of &
clumsy hippopotamus about a place, but
youw've been pretty decent to o this
term, one way and enciherl I'll jolly
well chance 181V

“Ha, ha, hat" roared four members
af the famous Co., quite entertained by
the expression on Bob Cherry’s face,

“Blezsed if T see anything to cacklo
atl"” said Bunter, in surprise. "I mean
it—I'm taking :Lqu. Bobl Al I ask 1s
that vou're a hit careful about sour
rmanners—don’t let me down, you know,
at my Uncle Carter’s magnificent place,
You're not used to a crowd of mcenials,
as I am at Bunter Court; but take this
tip—keep your eye on me, and do
exactly az I do! Then you'll be all

right."
%-ﬂh Cherry zeomed speechless.

“As for Bull and Inky, I'm afraid
there’s nothing to be done!” &aid
Bunter, shaking his head. " Nothing

against vou, Bull, old chap, but your
manners, you know—"
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feeling In his pocket for

our party for Easter. I can oblige you."”* ** Righi-ho, then ! ** sald the [at Removite,

“I'll put your name on my lisi at once, Fishy ! "

“You pie-faced porpoize!”™ pasped

Johnoy Bull,

“You needn't call me names, Bull,
because I can't take you to my Uncle
Carter’s magnificent abode! I'd work
vou in, if I could—but it simply can’t
II}EkdﬂMI I'm not so sure sbout you,
by }. L ]

“ Ay osteemed idiotic Bunter——"

“1 mean to say, you're & prince in
vour own country, but after all, you're
s nigger!” explained Bunter. “1
hardly know what my Uncle Carter's
ataff of liveried menials would think!
But I'll tell you what—I'll think it over,
amd let you know what I can do.”

“You ternific ass—"

“Don't get shirty, old man, when I
tell you that I'm going to do the best I
can for youl But you three can bank
on 1t 1" went on Bunter. *I'm going to
;;a'ut three names down on my list—

Vharton, Nugent, Cherry! 1 Biall ex-
](}ect you not to put on any swank in the
wols, Wherton.”

“None at all?” gasped Wharton,

“None !" said Bunter, ﬁrm!g, “¥You
may be captain of the Form here, and
no and of a little tin in the Lower
Founrth—but at Uncle s mansion,
you'll he simfif 8 chap I knew at
school, whom I've kindly taken up for
the holidays! Wou'd better get that
right into your head, to start with—and
understand once and for all, that I've
no use for any swank 1

“Ye gods1”

“That's settled, then 1™ said Buntar,
cheerily. “I wonder whether T might
ask Smithy, after all, He's got plenty
of dibs—I moean he's not & bad chap in
hig own way ! ¥You needn't glare at me,

ull—and you needn't either, Bob!
I'm going to take you, and chance i,
a8 I said. And I say—Whoooop 1"

Why five fellows grasped him, all at

once, &nd sat him down on the quad,
with a bump, Bunter did not know.,
But he kpew that they did!

There was no room for doubt on that
Eomti Ho bumped on the guad with a
¥

unp that almost made it shake !

“ Yooh-hoop | roared Bunter.
“"Wharrer you up te? 1 say,
Wharton—'

“*Bump him 1"

“I won't taka wyou now!" welled
Bunter. “Leggo, or I won't—
varooop "

Bump !

“ Nugent, you beast, leggo my ear! ]
won' t—whooop |

Humg!

“Bob Cherry, you rotter—"

Bump !
“ Yaraoooooooaol 1™
Bunter sat and roared.

The Famous Five strolled away, and
left him to wake the echoes.

* Beasta "' gurgled DBunter.

And not one of those five names, after
all, was included in the list of Billy
Bunter's Easter party !

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Who's for Texas?

ERBERT VYERNON HMITH
looked into Btudy No. 1, not
with & very sgreesble ex-
pression on his face,

But as he had evidently looked in to
say something, the five fellows there
gave him a cheery welecome.

“Trot in, Swmthy!"” eaid Harrey
Wharton. )

“ Welcome az the flowers in May 17
sald Frank Nugent.

The Bounder kicked the door shut,
and sat on the corner of the study table,
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gwinging his lege, his hands driven into
his pockets,
“It's about Easter!” he grunted.
“You're _F:ung to have a tip-top time,

as usual, suppose I remarked Bob
Cherry.

“T'm going fo have a rotten time !
growled E‘:S't'nit Lyt

aing fto be
amset Ram

“Is the rottenfulnesa
terrific?” asked Hurree
Singh, sympathetically.

“Not cruising with Redwing, after
all ¥ asked Johnny Bull,

“Nol That's washed out!” growled
the Bounder. “The pater’s got some-
thing olse in mind, as he told me he
might have. It was all in tha letter
that fat bhitherer Bunier sn yeoster-
day. I can’t refuse—I—]I suppose—"
added Smithy, rather ubcertainly,

“¥ou can't wvefuse anything your
father wishes, old chap!” sai Hn”ﬂ
Wharton, quicetly. *I don’t think you'

veally ltke 1o, eather.”

Grunt, from the Bounder. He sat n
silence, swinging his legs; and the
Famous Five did not need telling that
he had dallied with the idea of disre-
garding his father's wishes, whatever
) thi ial

“You [ellows got any mgBDspaem

on for the lLiols?"” asked the under,
ubmgﬂi,;.

“Not in%’ very epecisl 1™ answered
Harry. * Whatever we do, we shall all

ba doing it together, that's all we've
really settled.”

“Like to come with me?”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“To sharo the rotten time vou've just
mentioned ¥ ho asked.

" That's it "

he Famous Five looked curionsly at

the Bounder,

“*1 shouldn't wonder if you fellows
would like i, though!™ the Bounder
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added. “I might have liked the 1dea
myself, if I hadn't wanted to do some-
thing else, I can’t let the pater down
when he makes o point of it. 1 shall
have to fix up a party to take with me,
and I'd rather take you fellows than
anybody else, if you'd care to come,
You've roughed it before, and could
rough it again, I dare say! 3tll, I'd
better tell you the idea! Ever heard of
Texas?"

“Texas 1" repeated Harry Whartom
“"Yes, ass! What do you mean?®

“I mean Texas!” answered the
Bounder. *Ranches and cowboya and
lassoes and six-guns and Stetzon hats,
and the whole bag of tricks.”™

The chwns of the Remove stared,

“You're going out ta Texas for the
helidavs?'" exclaimed Bob.

&l Yea !JI‘

“Oh crumbsl
grousing about 7

L] YEE Ilj

“Then wvou'ra an ass!” said Bob,
warmly, *“I'd jolly well jump at it |?

“Jump, then!” said the Bounder.
“I'll be jolly glad to have you along.
Em;“uﬂmr ellows feel like jumping,

01

“The jumplulness will be terrifie, if
the cateemed and idiotic Smmthy ia
serious " grinned Hurree Jameset Ram

1T .

“%’d better tell yon ihe whole lot,™
said Vernon-8mith, "1 dare say you
know that my “r:sr.ter has & lot of irons
in the fire.  When he isn't buying a
rubber plantation in the east, or buy-
ing an island in the Bouth Seas, or &
diamond mine in South Africa, or a big-
game proposition in Kenya, or some-
thin'. The latest i3 a ranch in Texas™
“By Eum 1" said Bob, his eyes glisten-
ing. “A real ranch, with real oow-
punchers—phew I'*

Iz that what wsou're
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“Right off the track of civilisation,™
paid the Bounder. “Texas iz a g
State, as I supposa you know; towns
and ports and oil-felds and thin t
the pater's latest spec. is in the cow
country, in the west—sixty miles, I
understand, from the nearest railway
point—"

“Fine " said Bob,

“The districtk 1a ealled Pack-
saddle——""

“ Packsaddle ! repeated Bob. * That
sounds like the genuine goods|”

“0Oh, it's the genuine goods!”
grunted the Bounder, *It's a happy
spot that hasn't changed for sbout a
century or so, and when you get there,

fency you'll think yeu're mm a
Western BAlm! The ranch is called
Kicking Cayuse—whsat & name |”

“Hurrah |7 ejaculated Bob.

“It's been run for donkey’s years, by
the foreman, whose name i1z Bamoy
Stone I went on Vernon-Smith, “I
don’t know what Barney Stone is like—
but I fancy him about six feet high,
with a ten-gallon hat, snd & gun—-="

Ed Phﬂw 1FI

“He's going to take us. in, look after
ug, show us thoe ropes generaslly. The

ater says I can take any party ?[' Jike—
16 seems to think that a lot of fellows
would be keen on it—"

“ Why, vou ssal” rosred Bob., “You
could take all the Remove, if you liked !
f::fyl'mursa, any fellow weould be keen on
1

“The keenfulneas prepos-
torows 1

“Bmithy, old man, if ;r-:ru‘m not tatk-
ing out of your hat, you've come to the
right study to collect a party |” said
H%-rr Wharton.

* What-ho 1"
laughin

The

would be

said Frank Nugent,

%nunder looked round at five
eager faces, and his own grew moro
cheery and good-bumoured.

“ Liake the idea?” he ssked.

”Tl]:l-tﬂ'?, old beant”

“Well, look here, thenm, i3 it a go?”
asked Bmithy. “Am I to count on you
five fellows to hit Texas with me?

“Yes, rather!” answered five volces
at once,

“0f course, the ﬁ-ater will fix the
voyage out, and all that,” said the
Bounder. "It won't rum you into any-
thing. We take the steamer to New
York, and then the railway. The last
fifty miles or so iz donc by stage-
caaﬂﬂh—-—h o "

“0Oh, rippmmg!

“{r on horseback—"

L1 B]‘ﬂ."ﬂ} 1’#

“¥You'll have to get your people’s ton-
sent. The fact is, it's & pretty rough
country-~hold-ups, and cattle-rustling,

and that kind of thin i

“ Hurrah '* roared gﬂh Cherry.

The Bounder laughed.

“Well, tf von fellows would like it,
OK. 1" he said. "I've got to go, any-
how—the pater wants me to give tho
show the onee.over, He ean’t find the
time to run out to Texas, of course—and
he's got a lot of faith in my sagacity—
blow it! It may turn out quite & good
time In one way or another——>*
“Topping time ! said Harry Wharton,
Many thanks for asking this study
first, Smithy ! You won't find a lot of
fellows whol say no [

“T'm not asking a.ni?bmiy alse, if you

L2

come &long! There'll be seven in tho
party——-"
il S-E‘-"EH !J.I
B“ You five, myself, and Buckskin
1l "

“Who " welled the juniors

“William Buck I think hiz nams is™
enid Smithyv. “"He's ecalled Buckskin
Bill at Packsaddlel That's the sort of



name they pive one another in that
happy spot.”

“Hounda fino I grinned Bob Cherry.

“But iz this Mr. Buck going to travel
with the party ?” asked Harry.

“That's 1t! ¥e's coming here for
mo——

[ Here‘.fil

* And for you fellows, if you join up.
Goodness knows what he's like—my
pater simply eays he's coming. 1
shouldn’t wonder if he turns up in chaps
and n Stetson hat, and & gun sticking
out of his belt—-"

“Oh crumbs! ‘That would make
Cireviriars sit up and take noticel”
chuckled Bob Cherry.

“But who iz ho exactly$” asked
Ilarry.

“A Texas cow-puncher ! He was sent
over to this country by Barney Stone,
the foreman, with particulars of the
place, when the negotiations wero going
on,” explained Bmithy. *An honest,
simple man is my father's deseription
of him. As he's in this country, my
father thought of the idea of my travel-
ling back witth him—he fancies I'm not
equal to crossing an ocean and & con-
iinent on my own. If we find him &
worry wo ¢an drop him about some-
where"

“Um 1" said Harry.

“What do you mean by um, fathead ?”

“Well, I'd better put it plain! If we
go, and your father puts ns in charpe of

r. Buck, we can’'t drop him about
anywhere | We shall have to do what
we undertake to do,” said the captain
of the Remove, franklr.

VYernonSmith knitted hizs brows for o
moment. But his face cleared at onge.

“O.K. 1" he said. “If you fellows cun
stahd him, I dare say I can. My pater's
letting Barney Stone know that his son
end some friends will be coming back
with Bill—I don't know whether the
news will overjoy him or not. Anyhow,
he, will get ready for ual If you fellows
pin't airaid of six-guns and bucking
bronecoa——""

::Hul: & lot!” grinned Bob Cherry.

Then it's a go!” said the Bounder.
And with 8 more cheerful expression on
his face, he slinped from the study table,
nodded to the Famous Five, and walked
out of tho study.

Harry Wharton & Ca,,
glances, full of satisfaction.

“Bome holiday 1" eaid Bob.

“What-ho 1" said Nugent.

Bull.

" Gorgeous 1™ said Johnny

“Tip-top 1” said Harry.

*The tip-topfulness is terrific!™

Whether Herbert Vernon-Smith was
satielied or not, there was no denbt that
the Famous Five were—more than
satisfied. A run abroad for the holidays
was alwars welecome: and & run as far
as Texas, was, as Johuny Bull declared,
gorgeous |

That night, the IFamous Five were
dreaming of bucking bronces, ten-
gallon hats, and six-puns—cow comps
and rolling, boundless prairies.

exchangod

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Doesn’t Sea the Joke!

{4 MITHY, old chapt”
“S-Gﬂt-f"
"1 zpy-——""
it Buzz ﬂﬂ. l”
“If that's what you eall civil, Smithy,
when a chap's inviting yon for the

Fasler holidays——" hooted Billy
Buntor.
“0ht! Ha, hs, ha,!” roared the
Bounder.

Biily Bunter blinked at him, tlirough
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hizs hig and
annoyed.

He did not expect much in the way of
manners from Smithy: but really, this
was the limit! There was nothing so
far as Billy Bunter ¢ould see, in an
invitation for tho Kaster holidays, to
canze 4 fellow to burst into & roar of
iaughter.

But the Bounder roared as if Bunter
had just told Lhim the best joke of the
toerm.

“Look here, you checky ass!™ hooted
Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“What are you cackling atf" yelled
the exasperated fat Owl.

“Your little joke!™ grinned Smithy.
“Boest I've heard! Ha, ha, hal”

“T'm not joking, you ass—="

“You are, old man, vou are " chortled

gpectacles, surpriscd

Smithy. “You'll see tho joko yourself
later on! Fad a letter from the old
bean vet?

“KEh? No! I had a tclephone eall
yesterday——"

“Ha, ha, hal"

“What 13 thero funny in gething n
telephono  call, you fathead?” yelled
DBunter.

“Lota and lots 1™

Billy Bunter blinked at him, and
blinked round at the other fellows in
the Rag. He was quite puzzled,

Other fellows, as well as Smithy, were
langhing, 8kinner was almost weeping.
Bunter was not awasre that Harold
Bkinner had told the story of that tele-
phone call, and that more than & dozen
fellows had heard it.

Bunter had had no answer vet from
old Joseph Carter. Old Joseph, no
doubt, was a busy man, and was not in
8 hurry to write to his fat relative at
Greyfriars Scliool, But Bunter had, os
he believed, at least, had an answer on
the telephone. Tt was, Bunter was
nssured, all right |

All he had to do now, was to make up
his party for Easter at Carter Crofl.
Bunter had given that matiter a con-
siderable amount of thought.

He was, as he had told Toddy and
Skinner, rather particular whom be took
with him fto stay with his rich relative.
He was preparced to take Harry
Wharton and Frank Nugent, as fellows
who would do him credit! YWharton and
MNugent, however, were off the list, after
the ungrateful way in which they had
declined the invitation. Smithy, Bunier
thought, would not do him so much
credit—but, on the other hand, & million-
aire's eon would have & lot of nses as a
guest—a fellow eould borrow cash of
him occasionally, which a gucst conld
scarcely refuse to lend!  For which
reason Bunter was disposed to “ take the
cash and let the eredit go.”

He was aware that Smithy’s cruize
with Toem Redwing had fallen through.
He was as yvel, unaware of the Texas
iden. So he considered that, as Bmithy
was at o locse end, he might be rather
glad to come along -with the Bunter
party. At the very loast, he might be
expected to tender polite ithanks for
such a kind invitation. Instead of
which he howled with laughter.

“1 say, Smithy, it's all riifht. really 1™
persisted Bunter, “I'm really taking o
party to my Uncle Carter's for Easter—"

“Really 1" grinned the Bounder.

“Really and truly 7 chortled 8kinner.

“It's really O.K.” said Bunter. “No
onl of a placé, Smithy——old Joe's
rolling in cof. He phoned me specially
yesterday—"

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“——to tell me it was settled. IIe's
sending the Rolls to take me away when

9

we beeak-np here! I rav Smilhr, von'd
liko to come I” urged Bunier. *I mean
to say, it’s & bit above what you're ac-
customed to—"

e Eh ?ll‘

“You'd get a chanee of mixing among
some really decent people—a bit of a
chango frem the City erowd you're
nsed te in the heols!™ eaid Bunter,
temptingiy.

The Bounder ceased to langh. Six or
eeven other fellows, on the other hand,
laughed still more loudly, They found
the expression on Herbert Vernon-
Bmith’s face gquite entertaining,

“You'll pull through all right, if
that's whet's worrging you, Smithy,”
went on Bunter, “I'll pive yon a feow
tips how to behave, and all that! None
of your coloured waisteoats, rou know—
and don’t talk about money—that sort of
thing won't go down at a country-house
party] Ierhaps you'd bettor be carcful
not to mention your connections in the
City, too. If yon're careful about a few
things like that, you'll be all right!
And—"

Bump !

Why Smithy pave him e sndden,
heavy shove, which sat him down on the
floor of the Rag, Bunter did not know.
But that was what Smithy did: and he
stalked out of the Rag, leaving Bunter

eiluttering, and the other fellows
roaring.
“Oooogh ! pasped DBunter. “Beast!

Oooogh! 1 jolly well won't take that
cad home for Kastor now--oooogh!™

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Blessed if 1 see anviliine to ecackle
ab ! snorted Bunter, as he toltered to
his feet, “1 jolly well shan't invite vou,
anvhow, Skinner!”

“'(Oh, do!™ gasped Skinner,

“Bhan’t! Or you either, Snoop, yon
gngﬁlmg ass!”
“1 shall miss such o lot ! sighed

=noop.

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“1 say, Newland—"

Monty Newland chuckled,

“Look here, you follows, it's ton
bad!” hie said,  “¥on'd better toll
Runter, 2kinner »

“8hut nwp, you ass, and don't spoil a
good joke ! said Skinner.

“Well, a joke can boe carried too far,”
gaid Monty Newland. “I don’t sea pull-
ing tho fab duffer's leg to that extent.”

“Bhint up, 1 tell you (™

“Eh? There isn't any joke abouk it,
Newland,” said the fat Owl, blinking ot
Monty through his big spectacles. “ It's
all right. I'm putting in Easter at my
Unele Carter's place—tip-top show—
he's Benclmg'ﬂthe Roils for me when wo
brealk up. He telephoned——"

“Ha, ha, he 1™

“Bpecially to tell me =o!
as many friends as I like.
vonr, Newland, old chap.”

“Thanks,” saildl Newland, grinning.
T R,Itt_.l?

“I mean it,” sald Buoanter. “I don't
care abont vou being = Jew, old chap.
After all, you can't help that.  1It's
going to be a numerons party, and I
tare say vou'll pass among the rest
without being specially noticcd.”

TLike the RBounder, Monly Newland
snddenly eeased to be amused. Dut
the oliter fellows scemed more amused
ihan ever, and they shricked.

It wns possible that Bunter Jacked
::.gwt. iz extending his generous invita-
10ONS,

“Wihat about it, old chap ?” asked the
clieery Owl, “It will be rather a leg-up
for wvou, weon’t H—a decent crowd in-
stead of the usual mob of—— Wow!
Leggo my  collar, you  willy  assl
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Wharrer you grabhing my collar for #

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Monty Newland did not mtr]ain why
he was grabbing DBunter's collar, DBut
liis ochjeet was soon quite plain to the
fat Owl, Me spun Bunter round and
planted a foot on tho tightest trousers

at Greyfriars,

Thud |

“Yaroooool I

Thid ! A

“Yo-hoop! Leave off kicking me,
beast ! Wharrer you getling your ra
out for, I'd like 1o koowi” yelle
Bunter. “I1 =ay Yaroooop [

Thad !

The third thud landed Bunter ab tho
deorway. Ho belted through that door-
way, jnst esceping a fourthl He
rosred as ho went down the passage—
and left the Rag in a roar bohind him,

“Ha, ha, ha!?

Billy Bunter failed to sce the joke;
but there was no doubt that Bunier's
Laster party was adding considerably to
tha gaicty of existonce 1n tho Greyiriars
Removae.

e ek —

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Cashing & Postal Order !

1 AY. old-timer [
S Fisher T. Tizsh of the Remova
spoka tn his most agrecable tone

—which was, perhaps, ons
degreo loss like tho filing of & saw than
his usnal tones, At the same time he
bestowed his most agrecable smile on
Hilly Bunter., .

Bunter gave him & morose blink,

Bunter was not feeling so merry and
bright as a fellow might have heen ex-

cted to feel who was making up &
whiday party for o vacation at a mosk
expensive and magnificent residence.

Tvervbody knew-—or ounght to have
known }b]i‘ this time=—that old Joe Carter
was fearfully rich, and that a heliday
at Clarter Croft was & thing to be
jumped ot with both feet. Bunter had
expected 8 riush! Iie had cxpected to
hnve invitations fished for right and
left, and to turn fellows down left and
right!  Instead of which, nobody
germed keen—and the whole gorgeous
wifair seemed to be regarded by half of
the Homove a5 & scveaming jokel
Bunter's Easter party consisted, so far,
only of hig fat self, which was not in
the least what he hod expected.

He was puzzled and irritated, and, to
add to his annoyance, hiz long-expectod
postal order had not come along. Ilo
was blinking m at the window of the
school ehop  when  Fisher T. TFish
happoned—feasting his oyes, o= thern
was o lack of tho wherewithal to foast
Lis fat inzide,

His fat face Jdid not roflect the agree-
able eXprossion on hy'z bony one.
1le guessed st once what Fishy was
after, and he had no idea of being
landed witly Fisher T, Fish for the hola.

“Oh, don't bother ! grunted Bunter,
and e turned back to the contempla-
tion of the tuckshop window—like a fat
P’eri ut the gate obf Paradise, gazing at
the good things in which he could not
share, :

*I year you're making up o party for
Vaster, ﬂl(% scout ! remarked Fislher 1.
17ish, addressing Bunter’s fat back.

Fisher T. Fish was not in Skinner's
confidence on that subject. And Fishy,
who was too far from Lis home in “ Noo
Yark ™ 1o go home for ihe holidays,
vsually =pent hiz  vacationz ot the
school. 8o DBunter’s Easter party had
ronsideralln  attractions  for E‘ishm‘
Tarleton Fish.,

Wheother old Jon Carter’s place was
auits g0 splendid as Bunter's de-
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scription thercof Fishy doubted. Biill,
1t was bound to be preferable to sticlk-
ing at school throuph the holidays.

And i
which wnas fearfully important to
Fishy! If a car wers coming for
Bunter, as stated on Quelch’s telephone,
there would not even be & railway faro
to pﬂrl]‘L'I Whatever the shebang was
like, Fishy felt that a guy who got tha
holiday there for nothing would not
have any kick coming! So hero was
Fishy—aon the make |

“Ain't that 207 asked Fishy, ns the
fat Owl did not take the trouble to
rﬂp!%’;

“Yes,” prunted Bunter.

"“Made up all the party vet?” hinted
R

na!  Not the lot,” answered
Buntor.

“I've got to think that out, of
course. I can't take oll my friends—
I'va got 50 many, you =en.™

“0h, sure!” agreed Fisher T. Tish.

“I'll! tell 2 man there aint a more
popular guy than you in the school, old
scout,” )
_ Billy Bunter winked at his reflection
in the tuckshop window. Fishy was
laying it on thick—with what object
Bunter did not need telling

He condescended at last to blink
routid at Fisher T. Fish,

“I might bo able to squeeze you in,
Fishy,” he remarked thoughtfully.
“After all, my Uncle Carter’s told me
to take as many friends as I hke™

“It's sure a go ™ said Fisher T. Fish
hoartily. “I'll zay Tl be mighty

leased to come, Bunter !

“By thoe way, I dara say you heard
me mention that I was expecting a
pnﬁt{i :I;fdﬂl‘,.” remarked PBunter,

“It never came this morning—-—>"

“Did—did—didn’t it "

“MNMol It's rather odd, too, a3 1t's
from one of my titled relations.  Still,
tha post will be in afier tea, and it's
rrf.-tt‘l-r eertain to come then, so that will
e all right 1 said Dunter.

" Bure 1

“OUnly,” added Buntor, I haven't
had my tea yet! Toddy's teaing out
ta-day, and you know what Toddy's
hike; when he teas out he never thinks
of any other fellow in the study.
Wharton's asked me to tea in his study,
It as Fve turned him down for Easter
I can’t very well tea there, As my

ostal order will ha hera after tes,
“ishy, you mght cash it for me.”

“Oh, sure!” said Fisher T. Fish un-
easily, “The minute you get that
postal order, old bean, you bring it to
mn—"

“You seo, that's the difficulty,” ox-
plained Dunter. “It won't ba here till
after tea. And I want my tea™

“Come along to Hall!® suggested

Flaih;.r. % I'm sure going to tea in Hall,
i ——'
“Y don't rcata for tea in Ifall,

thanks ¥ said Bunter stiffly. “I daro
say I can find o chap to msg that postal
avder for me—some chap I'm taking to
Carter Croft for Easter

Fisher T. Fish looked at him. Ilis
keen transatlantic brain got Dunter’s
meaning at onee. If ho cashed that
celebrated postal ovder he was booked
for the Easter holidays, If he didn’t,
he wasn't!

Fishy breathed hard.

He had a2 moental strupgle.  Parting
with cash was to Fisher T. Fish like
parting with teeih 1 It was worth it, no
doubt—but Fishy did not hike parting,
even for value received ! But he bit on
ihe bullet, so to speak, and mado up his
mind at last.

"You necdn’'t go lmkini_'g
other gy, Bunter,” said Fi

for an
shy. *

it would not cost enything—

ness if T'm joining sour parly for

aster I can sni]-e ﬂhiﬁ'e{rnu."p Y

“ Right-ho, then I gaid Buntcr cheers
fully.  “TI'll put your name on my list
at onece, Fishy I

“ And—and—and hern’s tha half-
crown [ almost groaned Fisher T, Fish,
slowly and reluctantly drawing a coin
of that denomination from his pocket,

" The postal order will be for five
shillings I answered Bunter calmly.

“Oh, Jeruzalem crickets|”
Fisher T. Fish paused—a long pausa.
Billy Bunter held out a fat hqn%i P Tha
half-crown remainced gripped in Fishy's
bony onal

Parting with a half-crown was like
parting with a tooth. Parting with two
was like parting with a double tooth.
It was zlmost more than flesh and blood
—Fishy's flesh and blood—could bear.

But Fishy herowcally made up his
mind to it, after & painful struggle.
Still more slowly, & sccond half-crown
camoe to light.

Both dropped into a fat palm.

“Thanks, old chap!® said Bunter
carglessly. “I'll let you have that
postal order as soon as it comes. If

and doem’t

it happens to boe delayed,
come to-day, it will iﬁ
morning all right.”

“Oh, sure I groaned Fisher T. TFizh.
Ho had deep and painful doubts abeut
that postal order, either that afternoon
or_the morrow morning,

Billy Bunter rolled into the tuckshap.
His fat face was merry and bright now.
Fishy's bony countenance was neither,

It was worth while, Fishy told him.
self. It was a sprat to catch a whale—
quito o small sprat to catch so large a
whale He was safely and officially
booked as a member of Billy Bunter's
Easter party—three or four weeks for
nix. Really, it was worth it, Fishy
admitted that it was worth it; bug it
gave him & pain, all the zsame,

Billy Bunier, in the tuckshop, dis-

posed of sticky comestibles fo the exact
value of five shillings. He was happy
and shiny and sticky.
. Fisher T. Fish drifted away, think-
ing sadly of the five shillings. Tt was
worth it—more than worth it—hut it
was a blow to him. Fortunately for his
peace of mind, he did not dream of the
awful blow that was coming.

here in the

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Unexpeoted |

i ALLO, halle, hallal One for
H you, Bunter!®
[ Dh, ﬁ;]ud J

Billy Bunter waa Dlinking

at the lotter-rack =after tea with a

hopeful blink., His oxpectation that
his celebrated postal order moght
materialise was not, perhaps, great.

But he was in hope of s Jeiter from old
Mr. Carter.

True, the matter of Easter had been
settled on the telephone—at least,
Bunter thought 1t had. But he had oo
doubt that the “eld bean ” would follow
that p with s letter; and he had o
very considerable hopo that the letter
would contain something of even more
valua than avuncular affection.

In view of the fact that Bunter was
taking o party to his place for Easter,
and that the school was about to break
up, Bunter considered that that wealthy
relative could hardly de less than send
along something in tao shape of & “tip.”

A pound note, Bunter thought, was
probable; even & fiver was possible;
and & tenner we: not beyond the range
of hopefu! pessibility.

Bob Cherry banded down the letter,
and Bunter grabbed it cagerly,



““Tain't the Paler’s fish,"” Lo said,
blinking at it through his big spectacles,
“This is from old Joe all zight.”

Bkinner winked at the Bounder, who
grinned,

'I:hﬂ!‘«!} wWera
Quite a number of fellows
terested in  DBunter's
with “old Joe.”

Moroe than half the Form knew of
Skinner’s spoof on the telephone, though
Billy Bunter was still happily ignorant
of 1t.

Fisher T. Fish, who was in the samoe
state of happy ignoranee, gave the letter
1in Bunter's fat hand his keen attention.
If, by happy chance, there was a postal
order in it, that five shillings might not
be so hopelessly gone as Fishy feared.

Heedless of grins, Bunter jabbed &
fat thumb into the envelope and jerked
it open. Eagerly he gprabbed ount the
letter within.

There was only the leiter. No postal
order, no banknote, no currency note
met Billy Bunter’s eyves and spectacles.
He gave o grunt, and Fisher T, Fish,
abandoning his mnomentary hope, siphed,

However, Bunter pracecded to pernse
the letter. A dezen fellows watched his
fat face, greatly entertained by the
varying expressions on it as he travelled
through the epistle from Mr. Joseph
Carter,

Billy Bunter id notb look jr:ml:m'l. Hao
locked puzeled, then bewildered, and
then dismayved and dolorens,

“Nothing wrong, old fat bean?”
gzked Bob Cherry kindly,

The Famous Five so far wore not in

gring on other faces
werp -
correspondenco

Skinner's joke, and they had taken
Bunter's Nasler party for  granted,
though they had declined (o join
therein.

“Oh crikey 1" gasped Bunter,

“Bomething wrong with that Kaster
parly 7" grinned Skinner ; and thore was
a glEple from Snoop.

“Isn't thoe Rolls coming, afier all?"
chuckled the Bounder.

“Oh lor’ I said Bunter.

Fisher T. ¥Fish canght hiz breath.
Evidently, only too clearly, there was
something amiss with that Kaster party.
And only an hour ago Fishy had parted
with five shillings for the privilege of
being included in that party ! Ile falt
& pang of dread.

*Say, what's the noos, you fat elam "
exclaimed Fishy.

Bunter did not heed lim,

He gazed at that lettor with popping
eyes behind hiz big spectacies.

“I—1 say, you fellows, I—I can't
make this out1” he gasped. “I--I say,
vou know 1 hod that telephone call from
old Joe Cartor, don’t vou 1

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Shut up, vou chaps!™ said
Wharton.
there 1™

! 1 Harr_p
“Nothing to cackls at, 1s
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“Isn't there?” chuckled Bkinner.

“Just a spot!” said the Bounder.

“Ha, ha, ha!®

* Well, shut up " grunted Bob Cherry,
“What's the trouble, old fat man? We
know you had the telephone eall all
righ M

“The knowiulness is
esteemed fat Dunter [*

“Well, look at thiz ! =aid Bunter in
a gasping veico, “What can the old
ass mean by this—afier that telephone
call, you know? Look at it!"

The juniors locked at it.

In view of that telephone ecall, sup-
osed fo have procecded from old
oseph (arter, that letter was really
enough to surprise the unhappy
recipicnt, It ram;

“Dear William,—I have received
vour absurd and ill-spelt letter, and
am astonished that any Greyfriars
hoy should write in so slovenly and
dizpraceful & manner.

“I can scarcely believe that you are
in the Lower Fourth Form at your
school, and that you are not, indeed, the
most backward member of the Second
Form.

“1 judge from your letter that vour
term’s report will ho as bad as your
previous reportz, end that you have not
improved in any way, and have made
o effort whatever towards improve-
ment.

“1 have no desire whatever to see you
at Easter, as you suggost, so Lkindly
dismiss the idea ontirely from wyour
mind, JO3EPID CARTER."

terrific, my

“0Oh e¢rumbs!” gasped Bob Cherre.
“Haord cheese, old chap!™
. “The hardfulness of the absurd cheese
13 preposterous ! said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh sympathetically.
“Rough luck, old fat pippin!™ said
I'rank Nugent.

The Famous Five, nt least, wers
sympathetic. They had buwmped Bunter
for his check when he was puffed with
importance, but they could not help
E;ji'mpﬂthising now. 'This was a crushing

Y,

“ But what does the old duffer mean 7"
gaid Johnny Bull warmly.  “Thia
doean’t fit in with what Bunter tokl us
he =aid on the phone”

“TUm * said Harry Wharton. “Dud

ou get it guite right on the phone,

unter

“I jolly well did!” gasped Bunter.
“ But-—but this doesn't sound az—as if
old Jos telephoned st all, does it? I—
I can't meke it out 1™

“It's too bad, puiling{ﬂm fat duffer’a
leg like that!™ said Monty Newland,

laughing * He osks for it, but-——"
“Pulling his leg?” repeated Bob
Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!” howled Skinner,

“Do you know anyiliing alont it
Bkinpneri¥ asked the captain of the
Bemove, with a rather grim look at
Skinner.

“What should I Eknow abenk 7"
asked Bkinner blandly. “I'se had a
sort of idea that that telephone call

never came from anywhere much
farther off than the village post
office —=='’

“Ha, he, ha "

“But, of course, I don't know anx-
thing about 161 sad Bkinner eheerily.
“Do you, Snoopey I

“Just about as much as you do!™
grinned 3noop,

“Bunter asks for these things ™ re-
marked the Bounder. “He can't com-
Main of getling them !

“ Skinner, old man, you're too funny !
said Dob Cherry, langhing in spite of
limself. “It'a too thick!”

“The thickfulness 1a terrific !

“I=I—1 szay, you fellows, w-wavaa il
Bkinner?” gasped Bunter., “I—=1 re-
momber now it was Skinner who shg-
goested Lhe old bean might phone™

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“ Beast " roared Bunter.

He glared at the grinning 8kinner,
hiz very spectacles glittering with rage.

Billy Bunter was not quick on the
uplake; but he reslised pow how his
fat leg had been pulled.

That telephone-call, which  had
bucked him fo such Bn extent that he
had felt like striking the stars with hia
siblime head, had not, after all, come
from old Jﬂiﬂé)h Clarter, at Carter
Croft! It had come from Ilarold
Skinner, at Iriardale Post Office.

It was all spoof—and Billy Bunter's
Faster party had no more substaoce
than the baseless fabric of a dream?
He understood now why so many fel-
lows had yelled when ha invited them
to join that Easter pariy.

Like Lucifer, Son of the Morning,
the fat and fatuons Owl fell from ha=
high estate, and great was the fall
thercof [

o glared st Skinner with & glare
fhat almost cracked his spectacles, and
shook a fat fist at him.

“Beoast! Pulling a fellow’s leg!™ he
hooted. “Beast] Swab! Rotter!
Worm! Toad!”

“Fa, ha, ha "

“Md Joe never phoned at alll™
gasped Bunter

£4 Hﬂ-, ]].ﬂ., ]'.I.ﬂ. -!!!-

“It wasz that swab Skinnep—->"="

“Ia, hg, ha!"
Skinner aslmost doubled wup wilh
mirth.

But all of & sudden Skinner eccased
to  gurgle with merriment. il
Bunter, boiling with rege, buriled at
him, hitting out with & fa% fist.

(Continued on next page.)
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That [4% Bst landed in Bkinner's evel

Lang ! i

It took Skinner by surprise!  Tao
went- over lika a skittle!  The bang
was followed by n bump, as Skinner
landed on his back,

“{Inooh 1™ ga.sl;:ml Bkinner.

“1Ia, ha, hal’ ;

Skinner rat up dizzily. IIo put his
hand to his eyo. He gurgled—not with
merriment, i .

A pnnch with Bunter's weight behind
it was nok & light matter, Skinner's
eyo was &lready blackening! The
juniors, staring at that blackening oye,
Iaughed moro louwdly than over. This
was quite an unexpected outcoma to

Bkinnee’s japo on Bunter! It struck
the other fcllows as funnyl

“Why, I-I-I'l—" pgasped
Bkinner.

Heo staggered to his feef,
“(Cut, Bunter 1" grinned the Bounder.
“0Oh crikey | gasped Bunter.
Skinner mado o dive at him.
Peter Todd put ont a foob, and
Skinnoer went over it headlong. 1
a

hat gave DBunier a chance.
flow | X

By thoe time Skinner had righted
Limself again, Billy Bunter had disap-
peared. Up and down and round
about, Skinner, with a hand to a black
eya, hunted him, But ho hunted in
vain! Bunter had disspppesred—and
Lo wisely steyed disappeared |

THE NINTH CHAFPTER.
The Man from Texas !

1 EAST ! lissed Billy Bunter—
under his breath.

Bunter heard [ootsteps—

footsteps at that mamnent wero
alirming to Billy Bunter!

Ho had blacked BSkinner's eyel
Skinner deserved it, no doubt, for
having perpetrated that unfeeling
jape on the fat Owl. As o matter of
vhoice, Bunter would have preferred to
blacken both Skinner’s eyes|

But he wautied te keep clear of
Skanner |

Like maony humorists, 8kinner conld
not  enjoy 4 joke when it turned
aguinst himself! Skinner's great joko
having ended. in a black eye for
Akinner, other fellows thought it funny.
Bkinner did not| Skinner was hunting
for the fat Owl of the Removo with
the dcadliest intentions.

Bunter had dodged into the visitors'-
rOGIIL. at was rather a safo spot to
keap out of the way, as fcllows wero
not allowed to enter that apartment,
except when they had to see_a visitor.
Skinner was not likely to look for hun
tlern,

With the deor an inch open, Bunier
blinked into tho paszago outside amd
listened, in a stato of great trepida-
Lion.

Footstepa approached—and alarmed
him| Skinner, having drawn other
covers in vain, was, apparently, coming
that war. Billy Bunter shut tho door,
Lincked acrnzs the room, and squaited
out of sight behind o big scliee.

Hidden from view, 1if that besst
Skinner opened the door and looked
in, the fat Owl palpitated,

Ho hardly Lreathed a3
gpenaed.

Footzteps came in !

Billy Banter oguaked! If the Least
gucssed that ho was there, and searched
throngh the room, the fat Owls game
was up.

Then, 1o his surprise. ho heard a
familiar voice—that of his Form-
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master, Mr. Quelch. It was not
Hkinmer who had entered. It was
Quelch,

Bunter suppressed a gasp of relief.

Cortainly ho did not want Quelch
to spot lum ihere.  But Quelch, of
conrse, was not likely to look behind
tho scttee. Bunter was safe, o long
as ho kept quiet. o kept very
guleh |

“Pray be seated!"” was what Mr
Quelch  zaid,

Apparently  there
along with Quelch, .

“Bure |” answered 8 voice, with a
nasal meecent, which rather rumml’l!]ed
that of Fisher 1'. Fish, Bunter realized
that tha visiter, whoever ho was, was
from tho other side of the Atlantic.

“If you will kindly wait a few
minutes, Mr. Buck, I will send Vernon-
Smith hero to =zpeak to you,” said Mr.
Quelch, .

“Bure!” repeated tho other voico.

Bunter lieard Mr., Quelehk leave the
visitors'-roam, Tha man hoe had
addressed as “Mr. Buck * remained.

Bunter did not nead telling who Mr.
Buck was. He understood now.,  All
the Remove knew, by that time, of the
Rounder's coming trip to tho far land
of Texes for the holidays. Most of
them were very curions to ses Mr.
Buck, otherwiso Buckskin Bill, when ho
arrived at Groyfriars, A resl live cow-
puncher from a Texaz ranch had a
great deal of intorest for the Greyiriars
JUNIOTE, i

It was, however, rather .annoying to
Bunter.

He did not want fo leave the safo
cover of the visitors'-room at the risk
of running into the vengeful Skinner.
Ho could not have remeined while
Vernon-8mith  interviewed the man
from Texasz, if ho had shown up. B0
he had no choice but to remain where
ho was, squatting behind the scttee, out
of sight—which waas neither grateful
nor comforiing.

"His only comfort was that he would
hear a conversation not intended for
hig fot ears—always o satisfaclion to
tho I'ecping Tom of (reyiriars,

1o heard the man from Texas cross
to the window o lock out nto the
quadrangle while ho waited for Smmthy.
iz back being thus turned to Bunter,
the fat junror ventured to peor round
the corner of the rettee, to sea what he
waa hke. .

Certainly he Jdid net Iook anything
like 3 cowpunchoer.

1o was & rather spara man, dressed
in darl eclothes, with nothing in his
aspect, that Bunter could see, to indi-
cate that ho came from the wild and
woolly West, .

Bunter had a hack view of him, for
abont & minufe, and then the man
furned and looked scross the room to-
wards the door.

Then tha fat Owl had a profile view
of hia face.

It was o clean-chaved, hard faee:
looking as hard in outline as if moulded
in iron. The lips were close-set; tho
eyes naresw, with a glint in them that
reminded one of ico.

Obvionsly, the man from Texas had
no suspicion that snyonc else was in
the room; as, of course, no one olse
ought to havo been.

was o visitor

Had ho looked towarda tha set
the wall Bunter’s fat head would have
popped back, like that of a tortoise into
ita_shell. : :

But ho stoad with his profilo {o
Bunter, his icy cyes fixed on tho door,
angd did not torn Lis head onece in
Pnnter's direction.

The fat Owl watched im euriously.

Hle =aw a peruliar, sardonic grin on
that hard face which purzled him. Ile
could see no reason why the harpd-faced
man should grin. A vague, uncasy
feeling camo over the fat Owl.

But the man’s next procoeding madn
Billy Bunter hardly able to suppress an
alarmed squeak. Ha slipped hia hamd
ta the baﬁ( of his trousers, under the
tail of a loose loungo jackef, and it
reappearcd with somoething in- it thas
glistened in the April sunshine from the
window.

Bunter's fat heart jumped.

It was a revolver that the man from
Texas had in his hand, Billy Bunter's
oves almost popped througly his spee-
tacles at tha sight of it

Tosaibly they * packed guns " of tho
Kicking Cayuso Ranch, in tho Dack-
saddle country, in Texas: and ’Fusnhly
this man kept hia “hardware ™ about
Lim from force of habit. Dut what did
s present aclion meant?

Apparently, it moant that the man
from Texas wanted to mako sura thab
that weapon was roady fo his hand—
if wanted! After & moment or two o
slipped it back inta his hip-pocket,

g:ii}f Bunter blotted himself from
sight behind the settee, in case thosa
cold, iey eyes should glance round amd
spot him. The hard-faced man was
pacing to and fro; and, after that
glimpse of the revolver, Billy Bunter
was very anxious not to ba seen, Thero
wag something in this that he counld nof
understand, but which gave him a deeg
feeling of alarm.

From what he had heard, Mr. Buck
was to call at the school and sce tho
Bounder, amd make srrangements for
the journcy to Texas. But even on
Billy Dunter's obtuse brain it dawnoil
that the man in tho visitors’-room was
waiting for Smithy, not as a Iriemd, bus
a3 an enemy | _ . - o

Billy Bunter squatied in his hiding-
place, in & staie of slarmed astonish-
ment, catching his breath as the door
opened, and Herbert Vernon-Smith
came in, closing the door after lim.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

In Desperate Hands ]
HE RBERT VERNON-BMITII

glanced at tho man in the
visitors'-roois, wmnd started »

s little. He ﬁcalmmd the hard-
faced man vory curiously.

“Mp, Vernon-Smith, I guessi®
drawled the man from Texas,

“That's my name,”

ny guess your schoolmaster has told

ou——
! “Mr. Quelch has told me that My
Buck has called to.seo me, ns my father
arranged,”  answered the under
coolly, *“Wha tho dickens are you—
and what does this mean? You're not
Buek 1

“You reckoni”

“ I've never scen Buck, but my father
has told mo ahout him, in his letter,”
snapped the Bounder. " He's aix feck
high—and you're six inches under that|
What sort of a fool gamo 13 this? Who
the dooce are you, snd what do yon
want

“T'll eay yourn smart, fellerl”
asgonted the man from Texas. “1 ain't
Buck, and never was | Kecp away from
that door1” _

“What if T don't choose " said tho
Bounder contemptuously.

“ Beeante 1t won't be healthy for yon
to kick,” said the maon from Texas
quietly. “I guess T could make my
get-away casy enough, if I left you hers
on the floor with a hole through your
caboza, Stand still i?
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Creak ! Soap! * Dooooooogh !’ gurgled Bunter, The branch snapped, and the fal junior dropped, He landed square

in the middle of the back of the gunman who was erouching helow. Two-gun Sanders gave 8 horrible gurgle.

Grooooogh ! Deoooeh !*  ** Oh scissors ! Ow [ gasped Bunter,

His hand whipped to s hip, and a
levelled revolver locked the astonished
Bounder in the face,

Owver it the iey eves glittered.

The Bounder of Gregfriars stood
rooted to the foor, almost petrificd,
staring at the man from Texas., e was
taken utterly by surprise.

With a swift, cat-like step, the man
passed him and reached the docr. Ile
turned the key in the loclk. Then he
faced the Bounder, etill waiching him
over the levelled revolver.

¢ Meobbe yow're thinking of letting out
a yaup!” he remarked quietly. *1
gueas yvou want to pack it up, big boy 17

The Bounder breathed hard,

“Who are youn, and what do yon
want?" he asked. His voice was quite
steady. Ile realised that he was in the
presence of an armed desperado; but
the Bounder of Greyiriors ad had fear
left out of hia compaosition. He was not
scared; but he was as watchful and
wary as the gunman himself,

Hao was more astonished than any!‘lﬁng
else. Thiz man, whoever he was, ha
nsed the namo of Buck to gef admitted
to an interview with the millionaire's
gon. He had some motive; but that
motive was guite & mystery to Smithy,

“1 gpuess name won't tell you any-
thing i drawled the gunman. *“But if
vou was & Packsaddle guy, you'd koow
that when Two-gun Sanders says jump,
vou gotter jump, and jump lively.”

“Oh! You're from Packsaddle, in
Texas " nsked the Bounder.

“You sard it.”

“And what do you want—apart from
playing-film tricks with a gun?™ asked
=mithy coolly.

* Jest a leetla powavow with you, Mr.
Vernon-83mith!  3Sit down on  that
pettec.”  Mr. BSanders waved |his
revalver fa the selles, behind which,

unknown {o ecither of them, o fat and
paifritu.ting Owl crouched, in terror.
Yernon-Smikh  paused  a momenl.
Then he crossed to the seftee and aat
dlown. The gunoman followed him, and
sat down, & couple of fect away., He
allowed the revolver Lo rest on hus knoe.

“ Now that's all hanky,”™ he remarked.
T puess I got to talk torkesy to yvou,
big. boy ! Youw're aiming to hit Kicking
Cayuse, I reckon, with a parly of side-
Kickers. Ain't that s0?"

“¥ou seom to know all about my
holiday  areangements,” s=aid  the
astonished Bounaer., * There's no secref
ahouk 1f, though 1 den't see how vou

know,™ ; : ;
"1 guess I'm wise fo il Your
poppsr's  sure bought the Kicking
Uayuse, and you're goin ‘mti:- to give 1t
the once-over. I'm Efrﬁlng vou, I've
moseved all the way from Packzeddle

in Texas, to warn von that that section

gin’'t healthy for strangera, You get
me i

“Thanks '™ zald 1ihe Bounder szar-
castidally.

“I'm pnliing you wize ! explainegd
Mr. Banders. * Uwve got friends in that
section, that don't want strangers
horning in. It ain’t no spot for school-
boys and such. Nopel I'm telling you,
eomething might ha &:\m to vour 1if you
was fo hit :ml-:aacf le, and it might
lm‘p en eadden.”

ou're awfully good, Mr. Bauders 1"
satd the Bounder, in the same sarcastic
tone. ' 'Whaose ]lJ(iﬂ shall I be putting a
nger in at Packsaddlor™

I'll mention that 1 ain't here (o
answey questions,” snid Mr. SBanders
“I'im here to warn vou off ! I guess
vou can put in o school holiday =ome-
whaere else, where the climate’s mors
healthy., Yan k{m? anfe in thiz little
island. big boy, I'm telling you it's
vomr host gpaess.™

“* Doogh !

“1s that the lot "

I guess that's about {iwe labiul!™
agreed the gunman,  “Thot's wimt 1've
mn{'iia here 1o spill] What do vou reckon
io dao?™

“IH tell vou!" =aid Vernon-Smith
coolly. “ My father’s bought the Kicking
Cayuse Ranch, and he's got his reasons
for sending mo there. 1 was wnwilling
to go, having made other arrangementa
—and even yet, I hadn’t quite made up
my mind that I would! Now I've made
it up! You've gs good az told me that
there's something going on, o my
fathor's property, that yon don’t wart
mwy father's son to nese into! That
docz it! T going !

“You fignre on gaing, after what I'va
spilled 1"

“Txacily ! NWothing would keep me
away, after thot!"” said the Bounder.
“Youve helped me make up my wind,
Mr. Sanders !™

Tho gunman sat looking at him, his
hard faee growing harder and grimmer,
The revolver still rested on his knee,

“You want to think fwice. big boyv !
agid Banders, at length, “1 ain’t come
here jest to blow off my mouth pronis-.
cus. You ain't wanted at Packzacddle.
You got to ride clear of thal burg!
You won't be safo there”

“71 faney I can take care of myvseli '
answered Vernon-Smith contempiuansiy,
“I shall chance it, at any rate! A
thing maors to say 7"

“Yep—a fow ! gald ihe gunman
grimly.  “IF yow'ro fivedd an that
trip—"

“Luaite !

“Then I guess vou won't be starling
none ! You wan't be in no condition (o
start on any Western trip!”

“I1f vou mean that vou're going to

(Coniinusd on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 15.)

handle that reyolver, Mr. Banders, 1
don't believe & word of it!" retorted
the Bounder. *In this country, your
sort get han for that sort of thing.
There’'s a bit of differonce betwoen
England snd Patksaddle,”

“{Oh, sure!” assented Sanders. 1
ain't going to blow your roof off, and
Lring the whole shebang running! I'm
jest going te give you a sockdolager
over the cabera with the butt—and when
you wake up, you'll be in hospital, and
vou won't be hn:-pmg; for no Texas trips,
AMr. Vernon-Smith.’

The Bounder breathed hard and deep.

Almost onbelievable as it seemed to
the (reyfriars junmior, thé man was in
deadly earnest. He grasped the revolver
hgatha barrel, his icy cyes glcaming at
the achoolboy by his side.

“Don't stir 1" said Banders, in a low
tone of menace, " You get it the minute
vou do, Mr. Vernon-3mithl 1 guess I
ein't no baby killer, and T sure do not
want to spill your juice over this here
floor—but you ain't hitting no Texas
trail! You ain't wanted at Packsaddle,
and you got to ride elear1 I reckoned
that a warning would be enough for a
schoolboy, But if it ain't enocugh for
you, you got more cuming.”

Vernon-Smith clenched his hands,
alinost convulsively.

Ho wag at the gunman's merey—tho
door locked; the pistol-butt ready to
strike him down at the first attempt to
stir, or call for help. There was ?ittle
danger for tha ruffinn himself: he had
anly to unlock the door and walk out,
leaving the schoolboy senseless on thae
floor; he would be gone long befora
there was an alarm.

“I guess,” said Sanders, “you're
getting it clear that this is business ! I'm
telling you, Mr. Vernon-S8mith, that it's
business from the word *go. And I
reckon——"

He broke off, with a snarl, as the
Bounder, taking a desperate chance,
made a sudden spring at him, grasping
at lis right arm.

The icy eves blazed.

For a second the gunman rocked in
the Bounder's grasp; then his grip
forced Vernon-Bmith back and pinned
him on the settee. His right hand woent
up, with the clubbed revolver in it.

Another socond and the heavy metal
butt would have crashed on the head
of Herbert Vernon-Smith. But in that
second & fat hand whip from behind
the settes, and the revolver was grabled
from Two-gun Sanders’ hand.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Spot of Excitement !

TLLY BUNTER did not siop fo
think !
It waz fortunste for the
Bounder that he did not !
Crouching behind the back of the
settes, palpitating with terror ot what
he heard, Buunter's terrified eyes saw
the clubbed revolver lifted—and before
it could crash down, ke grabbed,
Tie Maicker Lisniny.—No. 1,573

THE MAGNET

Utterly unaware that he was presen
never dreaming that anyone was behin
that sctiee, Sanders was taken utterly
lﬂ surprize. He did not know, in fact,
what was happening, or how or why
that six-gun had been suddenly jerked
from his hand.

He gave a gasping howl of utter
emazement., His empty hand, sweeping
down, struck the Bounder.

“Help!” came a vell. “Oh, help! I
say, you fellows, help!™

¥rom behind the settee a fat Ggure
shot, bounding for the door.

Two-gun Sanders’ eyes started from
hiz hard face at the sight of it.

“Carty me home to die ! he gasped

Ho made a spring, but at the same
moment the Bounder grasped him again,
As he sprang after Bunter, Smithy's

grasp dragged him over, and they
rolled together on the floor.
The gunman, psnting with rage,

struck Vernon-8mith aside, and leaped
to his feet with the activity of a cat.
He leaped after Bunter,

But the fat jumior was at the door.
Billy Bunter was not often quick in his
movements, but at the present moment o
flash of lightning had nothing on
Bunter.

Bunter fairly streaked to the door,
grabbed the key and unlocked it, and
tore it ﬂﬁpn, & bounded into the pas-

sage, yvelling wildly.
Murder! TFire!

“Helpl  Helpl
Help! Yaroooh 1"

“Help I" came another wvell from tha
Bounder.

Two-gun Sanders jumped through the
doorway after Bunter. It was the gun
he wanted; but that gun, in Bunter’s
convulsive clutch, was going down the

Euszgg&, Bunter’s little fat legs fairly
ashing as ho fled,

Wild yells and howls pepled from
Bunter as he went, waking the cchoes
far and wide.

Two-gun Sanders made one stride in
pursuit, then he stopped. That utterly
unexpectod happening had knocked his
whole game sky-high, His own escape
was doubtful now,

Alrcady fifty voices, at least, wers
calling, in startled tones; footsteps wera
approaching from n dozen directions,

The gunman, geitting his teeth, turned
and dashed away down the passage,
heading for tho nearest door.

A stalwart Sixth-Former appeared in
his way.

“ What—"  exelaimed
“Who——— Here, stop! Ohlv

Wingate of the Bixth went spinning,
and Sanders rushed past him.

From the doorway of the visitors'-

Wingate.

room _came the Bounder, yelling
breathlesaly,
“Btop him! Btop that man "

“I say. you fellows, help ¥ DBunter's
velling was fading into the distance.

* Halle, halle, hallo 1"

“What the thump——"

“What's up "

Harry Wharton & Co., in the quad,
stared In amazement ak a slim, spare
figure that leaped from a doorway and
ran for the gates. A moment later the
Bounder was seen.

“Stop him ! yelled Vérnon-Bmith,

4r Wh'h!.

“ What i

“Btop him [ ghrieked the Bounder.
Heo dashed dezpevately in pursuit, and
the Famous Five, amazed and alarmed,
rushed after him,

Fellows were running up from all
directions.

Coker of the TFifth. secing the man
running, with a mob in pursuit, rushed
in his way, grasped him, and stopped
him in full fight,

In his own happy country Mr. Sanders
was & two-gun man—whence his pec..iar
name. Luckily he packed only one gun
in & land where such articles had to be
kept carefully out of sight. Had the
desperate rascal been armed at that
moment it might have fared very badly
with Horace Coker.

As it was, Mr. SBanders had only his
hands to decpend upon; but they were
hefty hands.

Coker, grasping him, dregged him
over; but a set of knuckles, that scemed
to be made of iron, jarred on Coker's
chin, and Horece let go and rolled over,

spluttering.
BSanders was on his feet again in a
twinkling, and running. He just

escaped the Bounder's grasping hand,
He ran desperately for the gates,

Gosling stood there, blinking at him
in bemused astonishment,

“ Btop him, Gosling 1" roared a dozen

But Gosling had no chanee of stopping
him. Gnsling;’ made & clutch, but he
was rolling heels over head the next
moment, and the punman darted out of
the gatoewary.

“After him 1" velled Vernon-Smith,
“Back up, vou fellows 1™

A score of excited fellows rushed into
the road after the Bounder. They saw
s slim, active figure leap a hedge and
vanish. The Bounder plunged savagely
through the hedge, the Famous Five
scrambling after him.

They had a distant glimpse of a run-

nin figure disappearin inte the
ghadows of Friardale Wood.

Two-gun Sanders was gone |

Herbert Vernon-Smit ritted T|is

teeth as he came to & breathless halt.

“ He's got away, Smithy [ panted Boh
Cherry.  “ But what the dickens—who
was he, and what——"

The Bounder znarled.

“His name's Sanders, and he came
here to crack my nut, to keep me awey
from that Texas ranch——"

“Wha-a-t7?" gasped Harry Wharton.

“And he would have got ! r with it,
too, if that fat fosl Bunter hadn’t butted
in, goodness knows how, I never knew
he was there, and that blighter couldn’t

have, That fat gzga—-"

“But why i gasped Bob, “Why
ghould he—="

“What the dJdickens——" exclaimed

Johnny Bull,

“Oh, let's get back!” grunted the
Bounder. “I've got to get on the tele-
thone to the police station, They'll get

im all right. He'll find that Iﬁs
country isn't like Packsaddle I

The Bounder hurried back to the
pates, Harry Wharton & Co. followin
him, breaihless and amazed. They fﬂll]lﬁ
Greyfriars in a roar of excitement from
end to end.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Is Wanted !

14 UNTER—"
B L8 Heip 11']-
“ Bunter, what—-""

“Yaraocht! Help!™

“Runter 1 roared Mr. Quelch.

He grabbed the fat junior Ly the
shoulder.

Billy Bunter, stopped in full eareor,
spun round his Form-masier,

Crash!

It was Mr. Sanders’ revolver that
went o the floor. It crashed almost at
Mr, Quelch’s feot, and he jumped.

Bunter had forgotten that it was in
his hond., He had snatched it from
Two-gun Sanders in time to prevent the
butt from crashing on Vernon-Brith's



head, and it was clutched in his fat paw
g3 he boblted out of the visitors'-room.
It erashed, and relled over at the feet
of the astonished Bemove master,

“What—what—what 15 that?” stul-
tered Mr. q-.lelch.

i I‘{tm I:I

“ Runter=—""

“He's after me!” yelled Bunter.
“Heip! Fire! Murder! He's mur-

dored Smithy! T say, help! Leggo!”

The fat junior gave a terrific wrench
and got away from Mr. Queleh, Before
the Remove master ecould elutch him
pgain he vanished,

Mr. Quelch, in alarmed amazement,
picked up the object DBunter had
dropped, and hiz eyes bulged as he
realiscd that it was a six-chambered
revolver, fully loaded.

He stared at it. e almost goggled
at 1. A six-gun was an cveryday sort
of thing whero Mr. Bandors camea from,
but it was a remarkable and unusual
article at Greviriars School.

“Upon my word!” gasped Mr
Quelen,

The whole House was alarmed now.
¥ellows were shouting and runmng in
the guad; passages and ztairs echocd to
vaoiers and footsteps,

Mr. {%uelch hurried to the deor,
fho revolver held in & rather gingerly
manner i his hand. A crowd had
gathered there, staring out.

“What has h&?}‘]{'nﬂd, Wingate "' ex-
claimed AMr. Quelch.

“1=1 hardly know, =ir|"
Groviriars captain. I heard shouts for
help, and met a man runniog. He
knoeked me over and ran out of the
liouse, I think a lot of the fellows are

witer him.”
“A—g-~a man! But who—what—
Quelch.

dgasped the

Liow——"" stuttered Mr.

“What—what's that, =ir?” exelaimed
Wingato, staring at the revolver in Mr,
Cueleh’s hand.

“1 took this from Bunter—or, rather
Iie dropped it, and I picked it up,’
angwored  Me.  Quelch. “1  counok
imagine how or why—I found Bunter
running, in & state of terror, and this
dreadiul weapon in his hand.”

“That man yvou took to the visitors
roorn, sir,” said Hobson of the Shell.
“I =aw him with you—"

Hobzon ?

“What do you mean,
What—" :

"'];tm!_‘n the man who was runmng,
i i
_ *“Pleas my  szoul!
IMobson ¥° .

“F saw him ent into the qued, s
There's shout twenty fellows gone after
fum out of gates.™

“That man called to see Vernon-
Smith. Wingate, please hurry aft once
{o the visitors'-room and see if Vernon-
Hmith is there,”

“Hera he comes now, sin”

“0h M Mr. Quelch looked at s little
crowd of breathless juniors coming back
in the House—the Bounder and the
Famous Five and soveral
“Vernon-3mith, come here at once!
Has anything imp‘punnd in connection
wilh the man who called to see you fromn
your father

“Ile never camo from my father, sin,”
answered the Bounder, I was expect-
ing tosce a man named Buck—""

“That was the name he gave—"

“}is namn is Banders, sir, and he
wever came from my father. He
attacked me 1n the wismitors'-room,”
answered Vernon-Bomih, “He was going
1o crack my head with ihe butt of a
pHstel—"

“Vernon-Smith 1"

“And ha wanld have done if, sir. He
harl. e pinned on the setfeo, and 1

Aro  you  Eure,

others,
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should havo got it the next second, only
Bunter———"

i Bl.l:t]tt}'l’ ?u

“Yes, Bunter, sir—he was biding
behind the settee—goodness knows why
—and ke grabbed the pistol away——~+

“Oh ! gasped Mr. Quelch, ©Then—
then that 13 why Bunfer was rmnning up
the passage with this—this deadly
weapon in his hand I

The Bounder glanced at the revolver.

“That's it, sir. Bunter grabbed 1%
just in time, or my nut would have
been cracked '

“This—thia i3 amazing |7 gasped Mr.
Cuelch. “The man gave the name of
tho man expected here, and I had no
suspicion. The police must he informed
of this at once. Follow me to my study,
Vernon-8mith.” )

Me. Quelel hurried hack to his siudy,
the Bounder following him. The crowd
of Gresfriars fellows were left in a
buzz. It was a spot of excitement such
as the school had never experienced
before, and every fellow was cager fo
hwear more.

“Where's Bunter I called out Bok
Cherry.

“ Anybody seen Bunter

“The wherefulness is terrific.”

“Bunter ! Dunter [

Iilly Bunter was not io be =cen or
heard. Exactly what had happened was
known only to Vernon-Smith and
Bunter, and as Smithy wasz in Quelch’s
study, Billy Bunter was in great de-
mand to tell the theilling story.

But Bunter secmed {0 have vonished
into thin air.

Ialf an hour ago Skinner had been
Lhunting him; wow ncarly all the Re-
move were hunting him, and they had
no moge luck than Skinner. He was
not to le seen in the passages, he was
not in the quad, he was not in Hall,
and ha was not in the Bag.

Evidently that gunman had frightened
Buuter ont of Lis fat wits, and he had
packed himself somewhere safely out of
sight.

“The fat ass must be samew]mt:e 1"
exclaimed Peter Todd. Ile looked into
Study No. 7 in the Remove, He had
already looked In once without seein
anvthing of Bunter. Now he looke
again—and ithis Lime Lo stooped te look
under the table, and then loocked nlo
the corner hehind the armchair,

Then he chuckled.

Looking over the top of the armchair-
back, he had a view of the summit of a
fut head.

There was Bunter |

Peter Todd stared down at that fat
heoad; then he picked s enshion out of
the armchair and tossed it up to fall
just behind the ehair-back.

P!{}pl
“ Yaroop ¥ yelled Buntber,
The cushion landed fairly on the fat
Owl's head,
Billy Bunter

oy

roared as lin tumhbled

over. Ide bounded up with & howl of
terror.
“Ow! I say, I'm not here! Keep

off ] Help! Murder] Fire! Yarooop!
I{uﬂlp off, you beast 1 Oh crikey ¥
“Hallo, hallo, hallol  That sounds
itke Bunteri"” eame Bob Cherry'a voice
from the passage,
“Ha, ha, hal"
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“Ho.d on, Bunier—""
“ Btop, you fat ase—"
Bunter struggled frantically, )
“Ow! Leggol Gerraway! lle's

after me—"

“Who 15?7 gasped Bob. _

“That gunman!” howled Dunler.

“ Lemnme go ! He pearly got me in iho
study! Help! Leggol I say, you
fellows, he 'near];r ot me—"

“Xa, ha, ha? :\%riekcﬁ the juniors,
Evidently the frightened fat Owl was
under the impression that it was 1hu
gunman who had rooted him out in the
study. He had not stopped for one
hlink at Poter Todd.

“Legego, L soy ! Lemme gerraway I
raved Bunter.

“*You fat pas—-~"

“¥You blithering Owl—"

“It's Toddy—""

“The ﬁunmﬂ.n's gone—-"

“Ha, ha, hat”

YOh Y gasped Bunter,  He blinked
round through his big spectacles into
Study No. 7. Only Toddy was to Iw
seen thers, doubled up wilth merviment,
“Oh, Toddy, vou beast] I thonght

ﬂu__.l.l'

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Io=]—1 mcan, I=—I knew 1t was you,
vou beast! T say, you tellows, is—is=is
that villain gone? Suyra he's gone '

“ Bolting like billy-ho I chuekled Bob
Cherry. " Miles away by this time 1

“(Hh, all right, then ! gasped Bunter.
“I mean to sav, I'mm not afraid of hiun,
of coursg—-—>>"

“You're not!” gurgled Bob., *“Ap.
pearances are frightfully deceptive in
that case, old fat man,™

“Ha, ha, ha!" )

“Dh; really; Cherry! I'm not alvaid
of the ratter if you've sure he's gone—
I mean——"*'

“Ha, ha, ha

BT jolly well took that revelver away
from him when he was going to bang
Smithy on the nut, anyhow ! yapped
Bunter. “I'd have liked to see you
fellows do it=~and chanee it! Pluck, f
you like! [—-TI =ay, you're sure le's
gone

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“MNow tell na what's happened, you
fat ass1” said Poter Todd.

Billy Bunter cast a csuticns blink
along the passage. Ile meemed unecasy
lest that gunman might pop up all of
s sudden. However, there was no sigi
of the gunman, and the fat Owl re-
covered his fat confidence and pro-
ceeded to tell the Hemove fellows what
lhad happencd

I.'l!'
H

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Telling the Tale !

ERBERT VERNON-AMITIT left
H Mr. Quelch’a study with a
grim cxpression on his face and

& glint in his eves.

e had given his astonished Form-
master o succinet oeconnt of what had
happened in the visitors'-room, and M.
Quelch was getling busy on the tele-
phone, passing it on to Inspector Grimnes
it Courtfield.

Before long the gunman from Toxas

(Continwed on nexe page.)

herg was a rush
to Study Mo, T at
once. A fat figure
canie shaoting out
of the doorway.
Baob Cherry
rabbed it by onc
at shonlder,
Earry Wharlon by
the oiber

shot 1§
2
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would be hunted fac and wide, and he
was nobt likely to be seen near Grey-
friars again, Ile had left behind him
his six-gun as a souvenir of his startling
visit: 1t lay on Mr. Queleh's table, to
be handed over to the police-inspector
when he came.

That he would see anythirg more
of Two-gun "Sandera before the term
ended Vernon-3mith did not suppose,
but he had a very strong impression that
he would see something more of him
later if he carried out his intention of
visiting the Kicking Cayuse Ranch in
the holidays.

It was clear to the Dounder that
somebody at Kicking Cayuse had a very
gml.rerfui motive for keeping the son of

amuel Vernon-8mith away from thaet
delectable spot in the wilds of Texas
He had nok the a'li_gh’rﬁst tdoubt that
danger <would dog his foctsteps in the
lawless country of Packsaddle, in the
valley of the Frio river.

That was all that was needed to make
the Bounder of Greyiriars absolutely
determined to carry on. Whoever it
was that had dispatched that gunman
to frighten him off was going to learn
that Herbert Yernon-Smith was not
easily frightened. Hitherto he had
been irritated and discontented by the
Texas trip, which was not what he had
wanted for the holidays. Now there
was no inducement that would have
made him abandon it. That--little as
Mr. Banders®could heve anticipated it—
was the outcome of the gunman’s visit
to Erﬂfyfrinra School.

Ho far as the Bounder himsell was
concerned, he was determined, but he
realised that the other fellows whom he
had mnvited to join him in the trip to
T'exas might have other views.

Certainly if they cried off at the pro-
spect of danger they were likely to sen
the Bounder's lip curl with its most
sardonic sneer, Still, he was going to
give them their choice. They had a
vight to know what they wers butting
into and to change their minds if they
liked.

He went up to the Remove passage
to lock for the Famous Five. He
found that passage crowded with Re-
move fellows., In the midst of the
crowd was Billy Bunter—evidently in
a state of recovery from his alarm.

Skinner was in the erowd—with one
oeye shut, and eyeing the fat Owl sav-
agely with the other.

Vernon-Smith came up the passage,
and grinned as Billy Bunter's fat voice
reached his cars.

“It was like this, yon see,’ the fat
Owl. waz explaining. “I thought it
was that cad Skinner, when Queleh
came in with that brute, and I got
behind the settee—not that I'm afraid
of Bkinner, you know, I've jolly well
blacked one of his eyes, and I'll jolly
well black the other one, if I have any
more of his cheek! You can tell
Skinner so when you see himp—*

“Ha, ha, hal”

T:‘Rirssﬂd if I see anything to cackle
ak !

"You fat frump!” hissed Bkiuner.
“You won't get awny again—-"

“Oh!® Bunter jumped “Is—is the
heast there " The short-sighted Owl
had not observed the Dlack-eyed junior
in the erowd. “I say, vou fellows,
leep that beast offi—"'

“"Ha, ha, hal”

“All serene, old [at man! 8kinner
isn't going to worry yvou,"” grinned Bob
Cherry. *Get on with the thrilling
gtory 1™

“Look here—"' began Skinner.

“ Bhut up, Skinner 1"

Tre Macxer Lisrary.—INo. 1,573,
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“Now, then, Bunter—7

“Well, that's how it was’’ resumed
Bunter. "“*They sat down on the settee,
you see, and that brate—Sandera he
called himself-—had the pistol in his
hand. I—I was watching him——""

“How was it he didn’'t ses wvou, if
vou were watching him ™

“I was down behind the back of the
setice, between it and the corner—
see ' explained Bunler. “He never
sgw me there. He couldn'’t see through
the solid back of a settee.”

“But you could " asked Squiff,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Eh? No. ‘Wharrer you mean?
Of course I couldn't.”

“Then how werse wou watching
him ™

“Oh, I—T mean—I—I wasn't ex-
actly watching him! I-] was—was—
was just watchipg, but I didn't exactly
see him—see? ell, then his hand
went up, with the pistol clubbed in it,
to crack old 8mithy’'s nut. Of course,
I wasn't having that. Smithy’s been
rather a beast to me—you remember
how wungateful he was, the day I
fetched his letter up for him—and he
got into a rotten temper, too, when I
asked him to join my ¥aster party,
-E.'I'ld—”

*Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Oh, do lcave off cackling! As I
vas sayving, he's rather 8 cad, and n
rotter, and a beast, and a worm! And
I'd jolly well say the same if he was
here, too!™

“Ha, ha., ha!" shricked the Re-
movites,
The fat Owl had not observed

Vernon-8mith join the crowd in the
Remove passage. Everyvbody else had,
but not Bunter,

“Cackle 1” said Bunter. “But I'd
jolly well tell that lout, Vernon-S8mith,
what I think of him! You wait till
I see him! Still, as I said, I wasn't
going to seo hiz nut eracked: so I just
chipped in. I grabbed that pistol
away from Banders, and walked out
of the room with it."’

“Walked ?'*

“Strolled,” said Bunter. * Bmithy
was fearfully scared, but I wasn't. I—
I was as cool as we. I walked out,
and met Quelch in the passage. I
wasn't running pest him, you know,
and he never hooked me by the
shoulder, or anyihing like that 42

“Go it!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

I said to him: *Oh, here
sir] You'd better take care o
and handed him the revelver., You
fellows needn't think I was funky,
I'm not the szort of chap to get into &
funk, I hope.™

“You hid behind that armchair in
the study because you weren't funky?”
asked Peter Todd.

“Beast! I—I was logking for a
collar-stud—="

“0Oh, my hat "’ gasped Bob Cherry.

“Then that beast Toddy came in,
and chucked a cushion on my head,”
said Bunter. “I didn't think it was
that gunman after me—nothing of the
kind, I wasn't keeping out of ﬁlis WY,
I got behind that armchair to look for
my fountain-pen -

“As well s 8 collar-stud? asked
Boh.

HI—I mean a collar-stud—m—=:

“Hﬂa, hﬂr hﬂ-[”

“You_ can cackle |” howled Bunter in.
dignantly. *“*You'd have thought it
pretty plucky, if you'd seen me hand-
ling that gunman, I'd like to =co an
of you fellows doing it. Catch me hid-
ing behind an armehair. I was looking
for a fountain-stud, as I said—I miesn

ou_are,
this,'—

8 collar-pen—that is. & collar-hone—I
mean—

“Ha, ha, ha!"

*1 wasn't scared. Smithy was, but
I wasn't. Poor old Smithy was speech-
less with funk. He called out fio
me——

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the jumors.

“1 mean, nearly speechleas. He
called out: ‘Save me, Bunter! [
said: ‘ Keep cool, Smithy | Leave the
man to me ! My very words.”

“You remember that part, Smithy "
asked Harry Wharton, glancing round
at the Bounder.

“Not quite,” answered Vernon-
Smith, laughing. “You fat, fibbing
freak—"

“0h, I—I didn't seo vou there,

Smithy ! I say—-"

“]'c{ boot you up and down the pas-
EE:SE, you frabjous porpoise, only you
di grab that gun away from
Sanders,’”’ said Vernon-Smith. “ Blessed
if T know how you had pluck enough

to do it, but you did "
“He really did that?" exclaimed
Peter Todd, “ Mean to say there's o

Ep{%’&rﬂf truth in what he’s been telling
us

“Just that spot.”

"Well, wonders will
remerked Toddy.

* Look r!’aere, smithy, vou jolly well

R ]

“1 know you grabbed that gun, and
stopped that brute from cracking mv
nut,"" said Vernon-Bmith. " Yon werc
frightened ocut of your silly wits, omd
bolted like a scared rabbit!”

“0Oh, really, Bmithy—""

“Well, now Bunter's done telling
lies, wou fellows can get out of the
way, and let me get at him!" snarled
Skinner.

Bkinner was tired of rubbing lus eve,
and waiting for a chance at Bunter,

“I say, vou fellows!"” squeaked the
fat Owl. "I say, keep that beast off 1™

“You can chuck that, Skinner!’
sald Vernon-Smith. “You're not go-
mg to touch Bunter!”

“Look at my eyel!” howled Bkinner.

“Well, you japed him, and one good
furn deserves another. Anvhow, vou're
not going to touch Bunter! Iie's
saved me from bhaving my nok cracked,
and I'm going to ses him through!”
said the Eéunger caolly.

“You cheeky fool 24

HSame to wou, with
Leave Bunter alone 1™

Skinner breathed fury. e was not
in the least disposed to leave Bunter
glone, so long as hia eye was the hue
of the ace of spades,

But he did not want trouble wiih
the Bounder—in which case, thers was
little doubt that his other eve wouli
have assumed the same dusky hue. Fle
moved away to his study, tramped in.
and slammed the door. Which wasz o
relief and o satisfaction to the fat Owl
of the Remove.

Billy Bunter rolled into Stludx
™No. 7. He was safe from Skinner now,
and that worry was off his fat mind.

But that worry being off his mind.
he was at leisure to reflect on another
—the devastating disaster to his Fasker
party.

That Xaster party was off—very
much off. Ho was not going to olld
Joe Carter’s for Easter., And the ques-
tion remained vnanswercd—what was Le
going to do for the hols? Or, to be more
exact, whom was he going to do for
the holzs? Billy Bunter wrinkled his
fat brow over that problem, and he
wng still thinking it out, and still 0
want of o solution when the Bemove
came up to the studies to prep

never  ceasc,”

knobs

on !
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As (he ** gunman "’ sprawled on the floor,
man and a fat fist banged on his mask. Th

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter, Too !

& HY not?” said Billy Bunter
suddenly,

Prep was going om in
Study No. T=--so far, at
least, as two members of that study
wers concerned, Peoter Todd dnd Tom
Putton wera at work: Billy Bunter
waa in the armchair, too busy with his
problem to have time for prep.
Apparently Bunter's cogitations on
that abstruse subject had led to somo
rosult. A satisfied grin spread over
Lis fat vizzge.
“Why not?* repeated Bunter.
Peter Todd glanced up.
“Why not

he asked. “Good idea, if you don't

want  Quelch to scalp you in the
morning.™
“Blow Quelch, and blow prep!™
answered Bunter irritably. “I'm not
thinking about Quelch, or prep,
either.’’

“¥ou'll ihink of both if Quelch puts
you an con ! grinned Peter.

“Blow con! I sa%, Peter, do  you
know anything about Texas ™ asked the
fat Owl, blinking at Peter through his
bhig spectaeles. “*Tt's in America, ain't
i

“Sort of,” agreed Peter.

“Is it in Mexico i asked Bunter.

“Ha, hal Not qguite. Next to
Alexico, in the Uniled States, fathead |
It's one of the United States—the big-

cst.  But shut uwp! We haven't got
Texas in prep 1

“MNever mind prep! Tf rou know
anything about Texas, you might tell
a chap, as 1 may be going there in the
llll-lﬁ‘," eald Bunter. “Are there Hed
Indians there, Peter®

“Probah g fow left,”

Peter; "“nob & lot 1™
“They don’t go on ithe warpath and

answoered

ut 1n a spot of prep?™

ump, thump, thump !

all that, and scalp a chap?* asked
Bunter anxiously.

“Oh crumbal No. You don’t get
scalped in Texas these days. Vou'll get
scalped in the Form-room if you
haven't done your prep ¥

“iOh, don’t be an ass! Do they speak
E!‘E lish in Texas?™ azked Bunter.

F c'.ll‘

“What
then 1%

“American,” answered Peter,

“You silly fathead! Talk sonse!”
hooted Bunter, “Deo you know any-
thing elsc about Texas, fathead 7

“Oh, lots! It was part of Mexico
onee, but was grabbed by the Americans,
and since then it's been one of the
United 3tates. It's bordercd on the
south by the Rio Grande, west by New
Mexico, cast by the Gulf of Mexico,
north by other %ta.tcn that I forget the
names of. That do?” asked Peater.

“ Are there any railways thore 7

“ No.”

“ Mo railways?’ gasped Bunter,

“No: railroads.™

"Well, that's the same thing, ain't it,
vou funny ass? I suppose there's
railway slations and all that?”

“ Mot one. There's depots.”

“Well, if there’s railways, it must be
more or less civilised,” said Bunter.
Do they have hold-ups and such things
there, Peter? I shouldn’t like some
beast to hold me up ¥

"No danger at all, old fat man.
Nobody in Texas could hold you up!
You're too jolly heavy IV

“"You sailly chump ™ howled Bunter.

Peter grinned, and went on with his
prep.

Bunter snorted, and went on with hia
reflections,

Evidently the fat Owl was thinking
of joining in the Texas trip. The idea
rather appealed to Bunter.

True, he did not like the look of Mr.

language do  they  speak,
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gasping, Billy Bunier rushed at him, A fat knee was planted on the sprawling
L ] L Hﬂp_ I rr FHIIH- B.HIH
you fellows ! ** The door was thrown open and Harry Wharion and Johnny Bull

Bunter., ** Come and lend a hand,

looked in.

Sanders; still less did ho like the leok
of the six-gun that Mr. Sanders had
left bebind at Greyfriars. 8till, it was
Smithy who was Mr, SBanders’ game, not
Bunter. Morcover, it was probable
that Mr Banders would be “run in”
before long and would net return to
Texas till he had served sentonce in
“ehoky.” He would get three months,
at least, for his exploits at the schaol
that day—which would see the holiday
pazrty safe over the Kaster Liolidays.

Bunter would have preferred Enstor
with itis  wealthy relative, old e
Carter. But it was not a matter of
choice; it was a case of any port in a
Etormi.

Smithy, anyhow, could hardly vefuse
to ask him atter what he had dono for
Smithy, That was & trump card in
Bunter's fat hand.

‘The Famous Five were geing. TIf it
waa safe for thom, it was =afe for
Bunter. Bunter was rather particular
in tag matrer of eafety

30 Bunter asked himself " Why not "
—and decided that there was no reason
why not. He wasgoing !

After prop the fat Owl rolled along
to Btudy No. 1. He found the Famous
'ive gathered there, cheerfully discuss-
mg the Texas itvip. Clearly, what had
lzanened that day mada no difference
to them

“1 say, vou fcllows, you're goine with
Smithy all the same? pzked Bunter,
as he blinked into the study.

“Eh? Oh yes! answered Tlavry

Wharton, “Why shouldnt we
“¥You're net dfrightened?” asked
DBunter.
“Not a fearful lot,” answered Iarry,
laughing.

“YWhat I mean 15, you fellows haven't
my pluck, as vou know! You think
yvou''l be safe 10 Texas ! asked Bunter.

“ Fathead 1™
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“ After sll, if there's any danger, 1
¢hall be thero to see you through,”
remarked Bunter.

“You willl” ejaculated DBob Cherry.

“I'm thinking of coming along,” said
Bunter carelessly—"1 mean, I may
consent if Smithy's very pressing. It
will mean turning down & lot of other
invitations. 8till, if Smithy’s very
pressing——" )

“Tha pressfulness will probably not
ba terrific!” grinned Hurree Jamset
Ram 8ingh.

"I can tell you chaps s good deal
about Texas, if you'd like to know,”
went on Bunter. I’ve just been asking
Teddy—I mcan, I'm pretty well up in

eography and things, you know.
' elri:as used to belong to—to Thingummy,
ﬁﬂ __'__._]‘J

“Did it, really?” gasped Bob.

“Yes; but it was grabbed by What-
do-you-call-'em. They call railways
railroads, and railway stations depots.
It's bordered on tho south by Bome-
thing-or-other, and on the west by
Thumgummybeb, and on the east by
I forget what., On the morth there's
something I can’t remember.” )

“Haow does Bunter acquire all this
knowledge ™ gasped Bob.

“Well, I'm pretty well up in these
subjects,” said the fat Owl, “Just as
'weli for you to know something about
the country you're g:mn%‘ tmd}‘ﬂu know !
Is Bmithy in his studyy I'd better go
and fx it up with bim. If I'm coming,
I shall have to write to all the people
who've asked me for Easter—"

“Tt won't cost you much for postage I
remarked Johnny Bull.

“Yah!" s

Bunter rolled out again, to fix it up
with 8mithy. Tt did not seem probable
to the Famous Five that it would be
fixed. They thought it more probable
that the Bounder would give Bunter a
boot than an invitation for Easter.

But that proved to be a miscalcula-
tion.

Ten minutes later the Bounder came
into the study, with a scowl on hie face.

“You fellows have settled that you're
comming 7 he asked.

“"Yes, old bean.”

“Do vou mind 1f that fat slug sticks

Qﬂ ?.'d-
“Bunter 7 ]
“¥es; that fat, frowsy, frabjous

fruomp, Bunter 1*

“It's for you to say, Bmithy; you're
running the show,” said Harry Wharton,
“If you want Bunter——"

“1 don't t*

*Then wh g

The Bounder gave an angry growl.

“I'm under an obligation to the fat
frump! You know what he did to-day
when that brute Sanders was going to
eraclkk my nut. I should be lying in
sanny now with a eracked head, doctors
and nurses, and the whole bag of tricks
—that would be my Haster vac,, but for
Bunter! I'd rather boot him; but I've
told him he can come, if you fellows
think vou can stand him.™

Harry Wharton laughed.

“We've stood him before, old man,
and we can stand him again. I fanoy
he will be sorcy he came by the time he
gots as far as Packsaddle t*

*Very likely. But he's coming.”

And the Bounder stalked away, evi-
dently not the least little bit pleased
or gratified by the latest addition to
the party for Texas It was rather
fortunate that Billy Bunter did not
require a hearty or cordial invitation
before ho joined up The fat Owl
looked into the study after the Bounder
had gone, with a cheery grin on his
face.
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“Tt's all right, you fellowa!™ he said.
“I'va mnaentgcﬁ to comel T could
hardly pet out of it, really—Smithy was
60 keen——"

“{Jh, my hat "

“Ha, ha, hal” )

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! Anyhow, I'm coming [*

And that was that!

=l

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Bumps !

1 H crikey!® breathed Billy
Bunter. :

He sat very still.

A few moments before, the
fat junior had been dabbing perspira-
tion from his fat face, and wonderin
irritably why all the flies of early Apri
seemed to have & special fancy for that
podgy visage,

Now he forgot both the warmth of the
April afternoon aond the Hies.

It was the last half-holiday of the
term, and Billy Bunter was on his way
te Courtfield to look in at the pictures.
Having missed the motor-bus, Bunter
had to walk It swas an uncommonly
warm spring afterncon. Bunter, at the
present moment, was resting under the
shade of a tree by the wayside. He had
been resting there for about half an
hour, and had not yet made up his fat
wind to restart after the interval,

Bitting in the grass, with his podgy
back against the freetrunk, Bi
Bunter faced the road, which was shut
off by a fringe of hawthorn-bushes.
Through the openings of the hawthorns
he noticed, without heeding, a pedes-
trian who came along from the direc-
tion of the town.

But as that pedestrian came nearer,
the fat junior took heed—his eyes
almost popping through his spectacles,
as he reeognised a hard, clean-shaven
face uvnder a black bowler hat that
seemned clamped down on a hard bullet
head.

Bince the wvisit of Mr. Two-gun
Sanders to Greyfriars, nothin ad
been scen or heard of the man., Ha had
not been “run in," as was generally
expected—and the genersl supposition
was that he had cleared off to a safe
distance,

And here he was!

But for the hawthornz in front of
Bunter, he would have seen the fat
junior az he sat under the trees

JAs it was, Bunter was screened from
hiz sight. But, as he passed an open-
ing in the bush, Bunte: had a moment-
nry, but distinct glimpse of the heard
face under the black hat,

He passed on the next moment, and
Bunter was very glad to see that hard
face disappear. Ho listened to the
footsteps on the high road--and his fat
heart gave a jump as he heard them
Btop.

“Oh crumbs ¥ breathed Bunter

The man had come to s halt, not
more than a dozen vards from the tree
where Bucter sat in the shade. Bunter
could not see him, and he could mno
longer hear him—but he knew he had
stopped, and he listened intently. He
heard, suddenly, the sound of footsteps
coming back towards the tree,

Bunter had been feeling too tired to
move |l But at the sound of the gun-
man approaching, he ceased at once fo
fecl too tired to move. Ho moved very
guickly

Ha was on his feet in an instant and
backing round the trunk of the tree.

The man had net secen him—and
Bunter was vcr{ anxious that the man
should not ece him. Mr. Banders was

altogethier too dangerous & character
for Billy Bunter toe want to meet him
on a lonely road over a common, If
Mr. Banderz saw him, he would pro-
bably recognize him as the fellow who
hod snatehied his siz-pun  that day
at tho school; and in thab case M-
Sandera was likely to prove very
unpleasant.

unter was behind the treo almost in
the twinkling of an eye.

Why the gunman was approaching
the spot Bunter did not know, unless ho
was, like Bunter himeself, seeking a rest
in the shade from the bright April
sunshine. But the gound ﬂ% footsteps
showed that he was coming: there was
no doubt on that point.

Bunter’s first thought was to get out
of sight behind the tree, But his next
was—suppose the beast glanced round
the trunk?

He clambered ra[i:’iidlj'.

It was an old, thick, gnarled elm,
and net difficult to elimb—which was
lucky for Bunter, for climbing was not
his long suit! How he lifted his
weight so rapidly Bunter never knew !
But by the time the gurman was push-
ing through the hawthorns from the
road, Billy Bunter was strotched on a
branch fen feet from the ground.

He had intended to eclimb higher;
but the sight of a black bowler hat in
the hawthorns clamped him to that
branch, He dared not rigk being
heard by the man below. In hiz haste
he had clambered on & big branch that
butted towards the road, and the black
hat passed under it as the man from
Texas arrived under the tree.

Overhead, Bunter watched tho move-
ments of that hat, wth hia eyes popping
behind his spectacles. If the beast
looked u

He could not have (failed
Bunter, in that case! Bunfer was &
good deal wider then the branch ow
which he had clamped himself.

But the gunman did not look up!
Obviously, it never occurred to him that
anyone might be in the branches above
his head.

Billy Bunter was deeply thankful
that he had climbed that elm, ns he
saw the black bowler pass round the
trunk. Mr. Sanders was looking round
the tree, apparvently to satisfy himself
that nobody was about.

For a few moments he was out of
Bunter's sight. Then he camo under
Bunter's branch again.

Bunter, blinking down at the black
bowler bolow, hardly dared to breathe.

What the pfan was up to wams na
myslery to Bunter. He did not sit
down to rest in the shade—that was not
his object. What other object he
could have, Bunter could not puess.

Mr. Banderz stepped back to tha
hawthorns, and put his head through
the bushes to scan the road. Ile drew
it back again so quickly that Bunter
guessed that he saw someonc coming.

He wondered whether it was a pgﬁce-
man. No doubt the sight of a police-
man would have caused Mr. Sanders (o
hunt cover promptly.

From tho brench, Bunter could =ce
over the top of the hawlhorns. Mo
turned his spectacles on the road,

It was not a policeman who was
coming along from fhe dircetion of
Courtheld. It was a big, burly, broad-
shouldered man, with & rather untidy
red beard, and & rugged face bronzed
by sun and wind, He was dressed in a
tweed suit that seemed rather ill-fitting
to his brawny limbs, and o large hat
with a slouched brim.

He was a total strangor to Bunter's
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eyes: but no strapger, evidently, td the
gutman under the elm.

Bunter’s spectacles turned on Mr
Banders again,

His fat beart cessod to beat as he
eaw that the guoman was koeeling

i

EVERY SATURDAY

close to the hawthorns, with a revolver
i his hand.

The weapon was at a level, aimed at
gn opening in the bushes, which the
bronzed man would be passing in o few

. minutes,

Kneeling there, out of sight from the

24

road, the gunman was ms silent as a
watching cat—finger on trigger.
Bunter blink down at him
horror.
He knew now why the man was
there! He had selected that spot as
[Continuwed cn 1ext page.)
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VERY football “fan * who reads

4. the nowspapers—and there can't

ba many who don't—hnows
that first-class footballers are
said to make elaborate plane for their
ames long hefore the matches start

t has even been suggested that many
football matches are won in the dresa-
ing-room. ‘That meena that the plans
and schemes which are made before the
kick-off work out well, and help to
bring sbout victory.

I remember the maonager of York
City, the surprise téam of the season
because of their deings in the F.A. Cup
competition, telling me that their suc-
cess had been brought about largely
becauss of the success of the plana
made before their Cup-ties started.
The al by which Preston best
Arsenal in the Fifth Round of the Cup,
and thereby made football fans all over
tha warld Iift up their eyebrows, 'was
said to have been carefully planned
beforehand. I could on giving
instances of matches which have been
won because a new scheme, thought out
at great length long before the kick-
off, has worked.

Believe me, first-class footballers do
ge to great pains to work out these pre-
match plans. Thera are very few
League clubs whose plavers do not held
a "discussion hour ™ ¢n the Thursdaﬁ
or Friday of every week, in whiec
players and manager can talk together
sbout the coming game. At these talks
the manager is really no more than the
chairman; all the players &are
encouraged to say their bit, and to
suggest ways and means of beating the
opponents who are to ba faced in the
Coming game.

FPeople like us only hear about thesze
plans when they succeed. That is
natural. If 8 side makes out an
clahorate scheme for winning s mateh
and ‘then that mateh 12 001, the plavers
don't go around tellin euerihcdly
sbout the plans which didn't work, If
you have big ideas about something,
whether it is football or anything else,
and those ideas don’t work out right,

ou keep them to Eaursﬂ.&lf, don’t you?

oothalleras are made of the same stuff.

IN CASE OF EMERGENCY

OW to my big point. Whether
the plans sueceed or not, it is
most essential that they should
be made You might say that

if the foctballers of a side are good and
clever enough they will win their
games, plans or no plans, But if you
say that, vou are wrong. Tho best of

Believe it or not, but many
football games have been won
before the start. Qur special
sporting contributor gives
you some Instances in this
week's interesting article,

in their real
form if they don’t know what they have

footballera , can't play

to do Everything mmst be cut and
dried hefore the players leave the
dressing-room Who is. to take the
penaliy kicks and free-kicks; what is
to happen if a player gets injured;
who is to go in goal if the goalkeeper
is hurt? Problems like thess muost all
be decided before 'he game starts, If
they are not, nene of the players will
know what to do when an emergenc
arises, evervone will get hot an
bothered, and the I;IJIaj in general will
suffer. Have it all settled before the
kick-off.
The best way to make sura that all
the players get to know their col-
leagues thoroughly is to let them play
together several timea, If I were a
schoolmaster, whose job 1t was to
arrange football matches amongst the
boys, 1 would try to arrange that the
same teams played together in everx
match for a month or so. Instead of
“picking up ” fr sides every time,
as I believe most of you do, I would
refer to sce vou choosing sides, and
ping to those sides for several

games, I think that thus yeu would
get to know the play of your team-
mates better, and, therefore, play
better yourselves.

DISCUSS TACTICS

ERHAPS that idea of mine
wouldn't work. If not, then a
great deal can be done by the

. members of & football side
having a talk together befors the
match  starts, “Private ' talks,

between players who are to be directly
concerned with ane another's play, can
be most useful for the.purpese of work.
mg out little dodges, and talking over
minor tactical pointa. Let the full-
backs bave a cﬁa.t together, the half-
backs have a pow-waow with the for-
wards, and so on. Such talks help to
ereate & fricndly apirit in a side.

In addition, a8 “communal "' disens-
gsion amongst all the members of the
tcam 12 neccssary far the purposze of

- concentrate on defence?

!

arrafnging tenm tactics. What iz tha
best way to tackle these fellowsi Shell
we go all out to scora g“]i\rm shall we
ho 1a their
mest dangerous player? How can we
put him off hiz game and etop him from
doing damage? These are the sort of
guestions which must ba answered.

They can only be answered fully if
every member of the side takes a full

art in the dieeussion. If you have an
des, out with it. I you know some-
thing abouf tho fellowe on the other
stde, tell your own colleagues about ir,
Never mind if it 13 a very small point.
Jomeondé may get a big idea from your
little one. don’t advise you to try
to meke very elasboraste schemcs, such
as I have told ¥you are mado by the big
clubs before their matches. Keep your
plans simple and clear. And make sure
tbat you have the players on the aido
to carry out the plans vou make. It
is no good, for the sake of example,
working out a scheme for letting tho
wing men score the goals if the wing
men on your eide aren't much good at
shooting. The plans must be made to
fit the players who are to carry them
out.

I have told ycu that these pre-match
schemes are important. At the same
tine, 1 don’t want you to run away
with the idea that cthey are every-
thing. That is why I am fnishing off
with thiz story. The manager of a bip
football club wes one dsy cxplaining
to his team a new move he hed thoughy
of for scoring & goal To meake 1k
clearer, he got & blackboard, drew on it
a football field, with the twenty-two
players all set out. Then he Emeendcd
to show how the ball could be passed
from one plaver to another until it was
finally placed, quite eimply, into the
nér,  One plaver sat quetly through-
out the explanation, and when it was
over, this was hir comment: " On your
diagram of how to score that goal, the
only people who have moved have heen

our own players. The other fnllows
have stood still.” In actusl fact, of
course, the other fellows don't stand

gtil. They have their say in the move;
and that means. of course, that some-
times plans have to be changed because
opponents do things they wero not
expected to do.

hen that zort of thing happens, it
12 ‘e possiale o hold up the game for
another discussion circle. BISIOT1S
regarding tcam tactics durmg a gamo
have to be made quickly, withoot mueh
thought. This is where the captain of
g teaim car play such 8 big part.
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pn ambush. Fe was shead of the man
in the slouched hat-—and had been
watching for a epob to lay in wait for
him ! 1o cnu!tf not have selected a
better one.  Tnseen, wunsuspected, ho
watched the road, his revolver l'i‘-ﬂilﬂd,
ready to pull trigger as soen as the
man he was watching for passed tho
opening in the hawthorns.

The man in the slouched hat was at
s little distance. But he was coming
on with long, vigorous stzides; and in &
few moments rmore his footsteps came
to Bunter's ears.

There was another sound, nearer at
hand—a sudden creak!

It came from the branch that sup-
ported the weight of tho fae Owl

Creaza-alk!

Bunter gave a gasp.

Ho had not even noticed that it was
an elm-tree when he elimbed it Had
he noticed it, probably he would not
have remembered that peculiarity of
the elm—its liability to sudden snapsl
The branchi on which Billy Bunter was

sprawled logked stont and strong
enough; but its appearance was rather
decaptive |

Creak! Snap!

“Doooocogh | gurgled Bunter.

The branch went—and Bunter went!

Where the branch went Bunter did
not know, but he knew where he went
himzelf! Ha landed square in the
middle of the back of the gunman as
he knelt erouching below—and ho
landed thers with a terrific crashl

Twd-gun Sanders gave one horrible
gurgle and flattenad out under Bunter,
wriggling and squirming and moaning
fesbly, with every ounce of wingd driven
ont of him. 1Ilis finger crooked on the
trigger, jerked; and thers was a
suggen, starbling bang
THE SIXTEENTH CHAFPTER.

ey, p—

Gun-play !
ANG
B William Buck—more famih
arly known on the Kicking
Cavuse Ranch, 1n Texas, as

*Buckskin Bill,” jumped almost clear
of the Courthield road in lis surprise.

From a fringe of nhawthorn bushes by
the wayside came thsat sudden bang of
& Calt's revolver, and a bullet skidded
across the road, only a few yards in
front of his stardled eves, knocking up
pufls of dust.

“I'll tell a manr!” ejaculated Mr.
Buck in amazement.

From behind the hawthorns came a
mixture of sounds—the pgasping and
gurglhing of & winded man and the
terrified squeak of s frightened fat
Owl!

“Doogh! G hl Cooooh I*

“Dh  erikey!l hﬂ crumbal  Ow

“'I"

H{ﬂ{)! (O scassors !
DMr. lega coverad the

Buck's lon
ground swiftly. Ho awould have been
assing that opening in the hawthorn
Euﬂms in about & minute. Now he
covered the distance in three seconds.
He starcd through the gap at the
strange scene under the elm,
Face down, Epreadanﬁted in the
rass, lay Two-gun Sanders, squirms-
mg and gurgling for breath. Sprawled
across his back was a fat schoolboy,
sguesking with alarm.
William PBuck stared blankly at that

strange scene,

“I'll tell & man ! ho ropeated, “1'll
surely tell a man from Texas! Bay, bo,
what's biting you?”

“Oooogh! Oh erikevy! Owl” splut-
tered Billy Bunter wildly “Oh lox’1
I say, where's my specs?  Ow Y
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Mre Buck, grinning, stepped through
the hawthorns, grabbed the fat junior
by the collar, and lifted hima to his feet.

Billy Bunter gave & howl of terror.

“Owl Leggo | Keep off | Yaroooohi”

“I guess ¥ asids Lgui%_ to hurt you
: e, -buddy 1" sai illiam DBuck.
“HBay, you tuck a tumble outer H:Iﬂ.t
tree ep! I'll say you're a fidy
weoight to fall on a guy! And then
gome 1"

“Ooooooogh ! meoaned  Two-gun
Zanders, still squirming and gasping for
breath, * Woooogh 1

Irilly Bunter grabbed his 5?&:{:_5.1::1&5.
which had slid to the end of his fat
Jittle nose, and jammed them on again.
He blinked at the bronzed man in the
slouched hat.

“I say, look out!™ he gasied. “1
say—ow ! That beastly braunch broke,
and I fell down—ow | Look out!”

“Buddy, I was sure born looking
out!” assured Mr. Buck, * But mebbe
vou'll mention what there is to look out

for 1"
Billy Bunter, pacping, backed away
from the ﬁpreaﬂ%euglgg gunman, He

pointed to the sprawling Mr. Banders,
with a trembling, fat finger.

William Buck stared at the sprawling

man.

As Banders lay with his face in the
grass, hoe had only a hack view of the
gunman. He noted the smoking
revolver in the sprawling hand; but it
did not seem to occur to him that he
had been the intended target. In his
own country, William Duck was not
unacoustomed to gun-play; but he was
not expecting it in & quict read in the
old country. .

“Bar, that Fuy has sure been qu-smf-
off promiscus 1™ he remarked. “I'll tell
& man |”

“Look out!” gasped Bunter. “He
was watching for you—look out 1"

Two-gun Sanders made a move to rise.
He was still gurgling spasmeodically in
a half-suffocated state. As his face
appeared from the grass, William Buock
gave a start, evidently recognising him
now that he saw the hard features.

“Two-gun!” he ejaculated. "Say,
what vou doing zo fur from Packsaddle,
Two-gun? You are sure & long ways
from your stamping-ground, old timer 1"

Then the facts of the case seemed fo
dawn upon the puncher from the
Kicking Cayuse Ranch. BSanders was
clutching his revolver, as he dragged
himself to his kneeg, in an effort to rise.

William Buck’s hand shot to the back
of hiz tweed trousers. Like the gun-
man, Mr. Buck packed hizs hardware
on his travels; though, as a concession to
the different customs of the Old World,
he packed it out of sight! Now, how-
ever, it came promptly into sight.

A bhip, lonp-barrellad  ravolver
]immernﬁ tn his hand, and the muzelo
ore full on tho gasping gunman. Mr.
Buck's good-humoured, bronzed face
suddenly grew as hard as steel.

“ Drop that!" he said terzely.

Bagging on his knees, gurgling for
winfg Esn_dﬂrs locked at h?m. He
dropped his revolver into the grass

"Ef:u was laying for me, was yout"
inquired Mr. Buck.

he gunman muttered a breathless
cuTse.

“Get on your hind laigs, Two-gun,”
said Mr. Buck, *and stick them paws
of yourn over your cabeza! Pronto!”

Sanders, staggering to his feet, put
his hands above his head.

Billy Bunter watched that proceeding
with popping eyes. Bunter had seen
this sort of thing on Wostern films. He
had never expectaed to see it in real life.
MNow it was happening under his eyes,
and his spectzeles.

“ Reop ‘em up,” said Mr. Buck, * and
kick that gun over this way.”

Sanders obeyed in silence. Mr. Buck
picked up the punman’s revolver and
slipped it into his own pocket.

The gunman eyved him evilly. Bulb ha
stood quiet, with his hands lifted over
his bowler hat.

“Oh erikey 1" breathed Dunter.

“Now, I guess you're going to put
me wise, Two-gun " said Mr. Buock.
“1 guoss you was laying for me, when
that fet guy dropped on you. You was
going to shoot me up, from cover, like
the ornery piccan you always was, Two-
gun. I guess vou forgot you an't in
the velley of the Frio now, hombre,
ﬂl&?‘ldnn't stand for shooting up guys
in this here country.”

“Aw, forget it!" enarled Sanders.
“I wasn't aiming to shoot you up! I
guess I was going to drop vou with a
epot of lead in your laig, to keep you
from horning in where you ain't wanted,
Bill Buck. DBut I sure have slipped up
on ibk"

“You surely have!”™ grinned Mr.
Buck. “Surest thing you know, Two-
gun! I'll say I'm glad that fat guy
nose-dived jest when he did—mebbo
you'd bave got by with it. If we was
back on the Kickin Clayusa, I'd sure
fill you so full of holes that cooky could
use you for a colander, in the cook-
house. Jump, you piecan |

Bang 1
Mr. Banders jumped! So did Billy
The sudden roar of the six-

Bunter |
gun startled DBunter more than it

startled Mr, Sanders.
“Oh erikey I” gasped Bunter,

For a moment the fat Owl fancied
that the bronzed man was shooting
Sandera. Buf it was not so bad as that !

The puncher from Kicking Cayuse was
firing at Sanders’ feet! Certainly, tho
gunman would have been hit if ho had
not jumped! But he jumfed with the
activity of a kangareo. He jumped in
time to save hiz toes!

The bullet crashed into the ground.

“Jump ! roared Mr, Buck.

Bamgi ; ,

Banders jumped a;;nm-—again just in
time fo save his toea! Tha bullet grazed
his boot as he desperately jumped.

“Oh erumbs 17 gurgieé ].Bi]]}' Bunter,

Leaning against the elm, gasping, the
fat junior watched the scens as if fas-
cinated. The manners and customs of
the cow-country of Texas were rather
new to DBunter. Buokskin Rill was
“fanning " the gunman, as he would
have called it—and Mr. Sanders was
nel going to be hit, so long as he jumped
—but he had to jump, and he had 1o
ump quickly, or the hot lead would

ave orashed through his toes!

Bang, bang, bahg, bang |

Grinning, the big cowmen loosed off
ghot after shot, and, at every shot tho
gunman bounded, just saving his feet.
Not $ill his revolver was em did
Buckskin Bill cease to play tha
“fznning ” game,

Then Banders came to rest, panting,
lt}Is narrow, gleaming eye: burning wit
lUrv.

“You sure can jump s few, Two.
gun |¥ said Mr, Buck. “I'll say I ain't
never seen a gopher what had snything
on you for jumpingl Now you can
beat it, you pesky piecan, and I'll
whisper to you that I'm giving you a

atart.”
He made & stride towards the
gURMmAn.
Banders made =2 desperate bound

thirough the hawthorns te the road.
But guick as he was, he was not out
of reach in time.

A heavy boot erashed on his trousers
as he went, and fairly lifted him from
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Bunter’s liltle round eyes stared fxedly behind his big round spectacles, with a glassy look.
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“ [—I—1T say, you fetlows [ **

he moaned. ‘I say, will you gug-gug-go to the kick-kick-kick-captain, and—and tell him to kick-kick-keep the ship

steady ?  Oooccoogh ! ™

the ground. With a yell, the gunman
wont gprawling into the road.

“Haw, haw, baw!” roared My
Buck.

Sanders was up in & sccond, and
TUnning.

Mr. Buck, chuckling, turned to the
etaring Owl.

“Hay, buddy, I guess I'm obliged to
you, a few,™ he remarked. “I’ll tell
2 man! That guy Sanders 13 sure a

pizen polecat! He sure is the world’s
prize skunk, and then some! Mebbe
vou cin put a guy wise whether this
hera trail will hit a shebang celled
Croyfriars "' he added.

Bunter blinked at him.

“You'ra going to Greyfriars !
ejaculated.

“Hurest thing you know.”

“Oh!" gasped Bunter. “Are you
ihe man that Vernon-Smith’s expect-
ing 1 He guessed now the identity of
the big, brenzed man in the slouched
hat.

“Vou said it!" agreed Mr. Buck.
“¥ou know that young hombre 1"

“0Oh, yes, rather—pal of mine!”
answered Buonter. *1-—['ll take Fﬂu to
tha school if you like! This way i

“ ¥ou sure are an obliging guy 1" said
Mr. Buck. -

Billy Bunter was more than willin
to oblige Mr. Buck, by keeping in his
company till he got off that lonely
macpl He quite gave up the idea of
walking on to Courtfield, now that he
was gware that Mr. Sanders was in the
vicinity. He blinked uneasily up and
down and round about, but there was
no sign of the gunman to be seen now.
Mr. Sanderz was on his travels, and
travelling fast!

“Come on, Mr. Buck!” said Bunter.

Mr. Buck's long legs were set in
motion again—and Billy Bunter had to
break into & trot to keep pace. The
fat Owl was in a breathless snd

ha

state when they reached the

perspirin :
reyfriarsa,

rates of

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Forewarned is Forearmed !

i HERE'S Bunter now 1™

W “Gone to the piethres™

“1 suppose he'll be back
for tea!

“ Bet on that!
'} ki

“Well, look hern, I've got an idea
for pulling that fat chump's leg, and
getting Smithy off.”

“My dear chap, you'll never make
Bunter come unstuck! He's going 1o
stick on to Smithy like glue.™

“T tell you it’s a wheeze ["

“0Oh, all right! Carry onl”

Billy Bunter grinned as he heard
those voices from the half-open door of
Study No 1 in ths Remove.

He grinned—and came to a stop.

The Famous Five wera in that study.
Billy Bunter, coming up the Remove
passage from the landing, waa quire
interested in the remarks that reached
hia fat ears.

As the Co. were aware that Bunter
hed gone to the pictures at Courtfield,
they naturally did not suapect that he
was, at that moment, within earshot of
Study No. 1 in the Remove. They
wara, of course, quite unaware of the
exciting happenings on the Courtfield
road, which had caunsed Bunter to
change his plans for the afternoon.

Bunter had not, after all, gone to
the pictures. He had walked back to
the =chool with My, Buck—and here ho
was]  Vernon-Smith had met Mr
Buck at the door and taken him 1in to
Mr, Quelch's study, to see the Remove
mastar. Bunter had coma up te the
Remove, to rest his weary, fat limbs in

Catelh him missing

* Poor old Bunter ! ** sighed Bob Cherry.

the armehair in Stody No. 7. But ha
forgot that arinchamry now as he paused
outside the door of Study No. 1 and
lent an attentive, fat ecar to the con-
versation within

Evidently, these bensts had somoe
acheme on for pulimg hiz fat leg!
Bunter was qguile interested to know
what 1t was!

“The fact is" Dob Cherry’s veico
went on, - Bupter won't like the tvip
when he gets goingl He's such s
mouldy funk——"

“ Beast 1" breathed Bunter,

“And it's rough on Smuthy,” went on
Boh. *“He can't say no to the fat ass,
in the circumstances, but he wonld he
jolly glad if Bunter called it off.”

“No doubt about that,” said Harry
Wharton  “But Bunter won't, [at-
head

“Not likely 1™ said Jobhnoy Bull

“The likeliness is not terrific, my
esteerncd Bohb.™

“I tell yvou 1it's a wheeze, wvou fat-
heads ! Suppose & gunman--somo pal
of that blighter SBanders—got aiter
Bunter, held him up with a gun—"

“Wha-a t§"

“0Oh, my hao 1™

“What the thump—"

“Well, wrat do you think the result
would be " deomwanded Bob, Think
e wonld carmy on with the trip tf he
fancied thal a feroctous gunmun was
after him, like that brute Sanders after
Snuthy ¥

“Hardly ' Bot there 1s0't any gon-
man after him, you ass! What the
dickens are you driving at?” asked
Frank Nugent.

*Easy enough to provide & gun-
man [* chockled Beb. *Wibley's [.};;r;t
all the fixings in Jie property box in his
study. He will lend wme a hand makinﬁ
up a3 & gunman, tool Black bear
and black wmaos=k, and a gun—"

Tine Afacxer Lisnary.—No. 1,573,
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“Oh 1" exclaimed Harry Wharton.
“Ha, ha, bat”

There was o roar of lawghter in

Study No. 1 :
Outside that study ]3115]'3 Bunter
d almest

rinned till his prin exten
f’mm one fat ear to the other | Bunter
was fearfully interested nowl

“A hulking gunman, with gun com-
plete, corners that fat ass in his study,”
continued Boln “If he's got all the
pluck he tells us about he will be all
right—right as rais-—""

‘18 1" chuckled Nugent.

“The if-fulness 18 torrifie,™

“If he haso't, it will feed him up
with tripping to Taxas. That will let
old S8mithy out—ses?"

“G{ID(! 'E!gg |_1-:r

“Ha, ha, ha® ]

There was enother roar in Study
No, 1.

Billy Bunter suppressed a fat
chuckle. The Famous Five, evidently,
wera amused at the prospect of that
jaPa on the fat Owl! So was Bunterl

‘Well, T'll hike slong to Wibley's
study and get fized up1” went on Bob.
“You fellows keep an eye open for that
fat chunp, and tip me when he comes
11]'!3

“What-ho 1™

“Ha, ha, hal”

Billy Bunter tiptoed back to the land-
ing. He rolled hurriedly down the
stairs. Forewarned 15 forearmed, and
the fat 0wl had hiz own iders how that
jape was going to turn outl

Bob Charry went up the passage fo
Wibley's study. The property-box of
the Remove Dramatic Society was kept
in that study.

His frienids strolled down the passage
to the landing, te keep an eye open
for Bunter when he came 1,

As it happened, they saw him sooner
than they expected !

There waa a seund of a fat grunt on
the lower stairs, and a fat figure came
labouring up.

Haorry Wharton glanced over the
banisters.

“ Here ho 13! he murmured,

The four juniors, grninmnog, looked
down at Bunter | There he was, coming
up the stairs!

THE MAGNET

That he had gono down those stairs
only a few minntes ago they were not
awarc! Still less were they awaro
that he was fully informed of the plot
that had been pfmttﬁ.d for his benefit,

They smiled as he rolled
on the landing and rolled up the
Remove passage |l They watched him
roll inte Study No. 7 and shut the door.

“Come on 1" said Harry. )

And they walked along to Wibler's
study, to lend = hand in Rtting out
Tiob Cherry as & bold, bad gunman
from the wild and woolly West ! There
were many chucklea in Wibley's study
as Bob assumed that fearsome aspect!
And the japers were happily unaware
that in Study Ne. 7 Billy Dunter was
chuckling, toa!

ast them

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the Bold !

i II crikey ! pasped Bunter.

He had cxpected it!  Ta

knew what was coming, and

forewarned was forearmed.

RBut he was startled, and he gave a

jump as hrs study door suddenly opencd

and o terrifying figure darted in and
swiftly closed the door behind hin.

It was a burly figure, in a rough
coat, that hid him from neck to ankles,
The lower part of the face was hidden
under a thick, black beard. The upper
part was covered by a black mask,
through the eycholes of which the
eves gleamed. On the head was o
slouched hat, In the right hand was
a revolver, Certainly, it was n
“oroperty ¥ revolver, but it locked
alarmingly like the real thing.

Billy Bunter sat belt upright in the
armchair. His eyes poppod behind his
gpoactacles at that alarming figure.

It bore noe resembloance whatever to
Bob Cherry, Bob's nearest and dearest
relative would never bave dreamed of
recognising him,

Had not Billy Bunter overheard the
plot in Sludy No. 1, thers was no doubt
that that plot would have been a great
success, Bunter's howl of terror would
have awakened all the echoes of the
Remove passage

Greyfriars Juniors Held Up by Masked Pirates!

and fun!
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As it was, Bunfer jumped—and then
gat tight. His fat hand, behind him,
closed on a cushion that he had placed
im readiness,

“Stick ‘em up” roared the mashed
man, levelling the property gun ab the
fat face of the DWFD‘[ the Hemove,

“Bhan't ™ retorted DBunter.

“Wha-a-t 1" gaszped Bob, quite taken
oback.

“Yah "

Bob Cherry stared at the fat Owl
through the eycholes of the mask over
the levelled gun!

Amazing as it was, the fat junior
showed no sign of funk.

A stouter heart than Billy Bunter's
m“;%lhl: have guailed when & masked
ruffian rushed into his study and
levelled & revolver. Dut Bunter did
not guail. He did not turn a hair.

“Bay, bo, I puess vou get it right
whera vou live if you don't stick up
wour hands prontol” roarad Bob,
flourishing the revolver. *You don't
want to fool around with Siz-gun Bamn
of Packsaddle! I'm telling you!l™

“¥ah!" repeated Bunter, undeunted,

“¥You fat chump—I—I mean, you
dog-goned piccan ! roarcd the masked
man. ' You want me to fill you with
lead! Lock here, you big stiff, I guess
I've horned in here to chew the ra
with you a piece!l You get med
reckon you're miming fo hit the trail
for Texas with that young puy Vernon-
Smith. Spill it 1"

*“That's right,” said Bunter ealmly.
“From what I hear, Smithy will be
gﬂin? inte danger, so I feel bound to
go mslong and protect him.”

“0h crumbs " gasped the astonished
EUnman.

“Bhoot, i wyou dare!" continued
Bunter recklessly. * Wou can’t frighten
me with a8 revolver, you willainl

Yah!"

“*1 guess you gotta give up that trip
to Texasi bo, or I sure will spill your
juice all over this hers shebang!™

issed the gunman.

“Never 1 said the undaunted Owl.
“I'm bound to po ond see Bmithy
through. The other fellows who are
going with him baven't much pluck
o el

“What 7"

“Rather s funky lot, in fact! 1
dare say vou could frighten them easily
enough—especiglly Bob Cherry

“Why, you—you—-"

“Put vou can't scare me! Na fear !”
gaid unter  contemptuounsly. |
handled a %unmnn all right the other
day, and Ill handle you, too!”

f-'ii,ﬁ. right hand went up, with the
cushion in it

Whiz !

Crash !

Bump !

The Greyfriars gunman was taken
entirely by surprise.

According to programme, DBunter
ought to have been howling with terror,
in a state of palpitating funk! Instecad
of which, he regarded the levelled re-
volver with disdain, and hurled o
cushion at the gunman’s head! Before
the gunman knew it was coming, it
came |

Bob Cherry went over backwards.
The cushian landed fairly on his black
mask and his black beard, and bowled
him over like & skittle.

The property gun flew from his Land,
and the slouched hat from his head. He
bumped dewn on his back, on the floor
of Study No. 7, with & heavy bump.

As he sprawled there, gasping, Bunter
rushed at him. A fat knee was plantea
on sprawling gunman, andp a fat
fist Danged on his rmask,

Thump, thump, tluemp, thump !




“Ohl Ow!l Qooh!” reoared the gun-
nian.

Thump, thump i

“Helpl” welled Billy Bunter., “I
SAY, you fﬂlﬁ:wm help ! I've pot him!

sav, come and lend me a handl
Help 1? .

“Yarooh! Gerroff |” shricked the
E1Ntran,

Thump, thump |

“Help 1" roared Bunter.

Liliy Bunter had no doubt that four
fellowa wero quite near the door of
Study No.o 7, mn the Remove passage.
He was right—they were. They were
rxpocting to hear the frantic howls of a
tervified fat Owl., What thev heard was
something guite different. They heard
it heavy fall, o sound of vigorous themp-
ing, and Bunicr'a roars for help.

“What the dickens—" pasped
Harry Wharton.

“Owl Gerroff! You fat idiot—ow |V

Thump, thump !

“1 egay, you fellows, hel

Harry E‘}’harmn threw the deor open.
It had been arranged for the Co. to
keep off the scene. But it was clear—
only too eclear—that something had
gone wrong with the programme | That
]&pe was not poing sccording to plan !

“Oh erumbs!” gasped Wharton, as
he =tared at the wild snd whirling
goene in Study No. T.

“Oh erhey [

“Oh scissors ™

Bob Cherry, sprawling on hiz baek,
struggled and roared and heaved, as the
fat Owl, kneeling on him, thumped and
thumped.

“0Oh scissors!” gasped Harry Whar
ten. ¥ Btop it 1"

Ho rushed at Bunter, and dragged
him off the fallen gunman,

Bob Cherry zat up, dizzily. In ordin-
ary circumstances, Bob could have
handled the fat Owl, with one hand,
with case. But in that tussle, Bunter
hed had all the sdvantage, and there
WEM‘ tim doubt that he had had the best
4] 1

* Qogovoooh 1 gurgled Boh.

He pressed his band to hiz nose. That
nose felt as if it had been driven into
his head, like a pail! Bunter had got
im 51X or seven thumps, and he had put
his beef into them,

]H

“1 say, wvou fellows, leggo!” ex-
claimed Billy Bunter. I say, lend meo
a hand=—seize him-——collar him—he’s a
gunman, you know, like ithat beast
HSandersg—""

“You silly ass!™ gasped Harry

hartan.

“You potty porpoizel” exclaimed
Johnny Bull, * fﬂo at him ¥

Reerlly, it was surprizing that Bunter
had not recognised that punman
already., His thumps had knocked the
inask off, and the black beard was hang-
ing to one of Bob's cors by a sitigfa
wirel DBob’s face, erimson, was fully
revealed to the general view ! Perhaps

IE'“miH had not wanted to recognise
11En

“Ow! ¥Yow! Wow!” gasped Bob.
“Ch my noss! Wow! My aye! I'll

Lurst that fat villain all over the study !
Wow 1

‘"1 say, vou fellows—"

“Iv's Bob, you fat chumpi!” roared
Johnny Bullk “It's a jape, yon blither-
ing 1diot 1"

‘{h, really, Bull—"

“Can't you see it’s Bob Cherry, you
howling ass?"” yelled Nugent.

Billy Bunter turned nis spectacles on
ihe fgunhn figure on the Hoor. His
fat hp nuﬁed. An expression of in-
effable scorn overspread his fat features,

“Oht 1t's & jape, is it he snecred.
“Yes, I can see now that it'a a jopel
You fancicd you could frighten me. did
youl? Yah! Fat lot you can {righten
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me! I'm not so easily scared as some
fellows.™

Nugent gave Bob a hand up. The

hapless gunman staggered to his feet,
gasping for breath, aod dabbing his
nose, from which a thin stremin of claret
was exuding, He glared at Billy Bun-
ter as if he could have eaten him.
. The other fellows stared at the fat
junior. That jape had been o phastly
frost! DBunter lLad wnot been seared]
That was clear! The amazing pluck
displayed by the fat Owl was veally a
little diffieult to understand. But there
it wos !

“[=f——I"11 burst him 1" pasped DBob.

*0Oh, really, Cherry N

“Bleszod if T make it out!™ =aid
ITarry, blankly. * Hold on, Bob—="

“Look at my nos=e " roarcd Bob,

“I say, you fellows, keep him off 1
exclaimed Billy Bunter. dodging round
the study table. *“1—I thought he was
& gunman, of course——"

" You didn't!” yelled Bob. * You fat
spoofer, you got on to it somehow—ow—
wow—I jJolly well know you spotted it
somehow, or you'd have been scared out
of vour =kin, you fat villain—ow ("
0" gasped Harry, “Was that
it? Did you—-"

“Oh, really, Wharton! Of course, I
thought he was o gunman—ruzhing in
on mo like that! 1 never knew it was
Bob Cherry! How could 1 know any-
thing sbout it, when I was gone to the
pretures while you were talking in your
study 7"

" You heard us—-" yellod Bob.
Mo, I didn't1” yelled back Bunter.

ITow could 1 hear you, when I was at
the pictures! Why, Wharton himself
told you I was gone to the pictures, and
you satd I should be back for teal I
was miles awany when I heard you—I
mean, when I dido't hear you—not n
syllable.™

“T'll burst him all over the passage—TI
—I—=T'll serag him-—I—T'll-—" gasped
Bob. *The fat villian knew it was me
all the time, and he—what aro you
layghing at, you silly idiots? Look st
?13 nose | What is there to cackle at?

“Ha, ha, ha "

“I'll burst him—1'll—"

“Cut, Bunter 1" said Harry Wharton,
laughing.

And the Co. gently but firmly re-
strained HBob, while Bunter dedged out
of the study.

‘He, he, he ! floated back, az Billy
Bunter departed.

Bob Cherry, with deep feelings, went
along to the tap at the end of the
Remove passage, to bathe his nose, It
needed it !

‘Btll}r Bunter rolled away with a grin-
ning fat face! DBunter had not been
scared into calling off the trip to Texas
—Bunter had demonstrated that he was
not afraid of a gumman: not at all
avenis, when that punman was a Remove
fellow got np in an assortmont from
Wibley's property-box!  Billy Bunter
felt that he had scored this time—and
there was no douht that he had |

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Not Likely !

it EENM Dunter
i Hﬁ III‘
“Isn't he on the train ™

wop e - No that T know of 1¥

Herbert Vernon-Bmith smiled. Ilarry
Wharton & Co. looked at one another,
rather dubiously.

Mr, William Bock, flling the door-
way on the corricdor of the troin with
his burly, brawny fortm, chewed an un-
lighted cigar.
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‘IThe frain was booming northward.
Harry Wharton & Co. were on the first
lap ~ their journey to the distant land
of Texn

The juniors had separated for a fow
dai,js. when #5ie school broke up for the
holigess,  They had to zee the old folks
at hame, and to make preparations for
the trip, They had arvanged to gather
for that train, which was to convey
them freon London to Liverpool to taks
the steamer. The Famous Five had
turned up in good time—and they lad
found the Bounder waiting for them
with Mpr. Buck. Bunter had not Leon
58811,

It was like Bunter, of courze, to Lo
late! And if Bunter was late, it was
abvious that the Liverpool exproess could
not wat for him,  Neither could {he
steamer. And Herbert Veornon-Rinith
was oven less Likely to wait, than the
train or the sfeamer !

Bunter had glued on to the party for
Texas. In view of the sorvice he liad
rendered,  Binithy had had to agree,
feeling that it was up to him. Neither
would he have taken any mebiva
measures to mnake Bunter come unstuck,
sa to speak, But there was no doubt
that, had Beb Cherey’s guninan wleeze
been g suecess, the Bounder would have
been pleased—and there was no doubt
that he was pleased that 1the fat Owl
had missed the expriss.

“Then—Bunter's left behind I said
Harry Wharton, slowly.

Smuthy shrugged his shoulders.

“ Looks like 1t 1" he anawerod, Sl
perhaps he's thiown us over 1o take an
gome of those pressing invitations lw's
told us about,™

“The perhapsfulness i3 terrific 1" mge-
mured Hurree Jomset Ram Singli.

The Famous Five looked—and foli—
rather uncomfortable. Had the fat Owl
called it off, it would hove bLeen one
thing-—but leaving him behind in Loo-

On was quite another.

“1 suppoze wo couldn’t ask them to
keep the train back because that fat ass
didn't choose to turn up in time ™ sald
the Bounder sarcastically.

‘R}Hnrdlju Eut a later troin—" said

3.

“* Rot ™
C"H'm! That fat duller is  shorts
sighted ; he mightn't have spotted us.”

“¥You miss him an awful lot " aszked
Vernon-8mith.

“MNa, ass. DBute—"

“ But what "

*Oh, nothing 1" said Bob.

It was too late for anything to Lo
done, anyhow. And it was Smthy’s
party; and if Smithy cheso to stact
without one member, it was Smithy's
business. Certainly, tho faet that Eﬁly
Bunter was left behind was oot likely
to spoil the trip for the rest of tho party.
It was hikely to enhance ts success, Etiﬁ,
tha chums of the Bemove did not like
to ﬂ\jﬂk aof the fat junior rooting aud
blinking up and down an immenso
statign for a party that Lad gone of
and left him behind,

“The fat azs knmew tlie thne of the

train, and knew that we shouldn's
x}l'mt. M s91d Vernon-8n.ith  “And that's
izt 1

That, undoubtedly, was that |

“The blithering chump dilu’t umler-
stand what he was butting into, eiher 17
went on Smithy, “We shall have to
rough it & good LIt when we pet oud
there, and that fat chump can’t rough

it. We shali very hkely barge into a
snot of danger.  Ta danpger in Bunter'a
Hne

Y Mot 3uim,“ agreed Harry Wharton,

“1 had to let him stiek om; but :if

ne chooses to come anstuck, more power
Tie Macser LIBRARY.—Xuo. 1.2%5
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(o bis elhow 1% caid Smiby. “The act
iz, T'ia jolly glad t" L
i The Famous Five made no rcjoinder
to that. They could quite understand
Smiths's  feelings on the subject, but
they could not™ help feeling  a little
worried about the fat Owl. ‘There wus a
spot of ruthlessness in the Bounder,
which did not guite harmontso witle the
view: of the other fellows.

“You heven't scen anyihing more of
tlic Banders Lird since we broke up at

Greyfriars, Smithy ™" asked Frank
Nugent, by way of -changing  the
subjeel.

“No. I faney he cleared off after the
day be met Buckskin Bill,” said the
Bounder, lauglhing. “1 still can’t make
oub why he wants toe keep us away from
thoe Texas ranch. There's sorething
roing on there that somebeody docsn’t
want mo to spot—goodness knows what !
Bill deesn’t know, cither.”

Mc. Buck shook his head. 1

“MNope 1" he eald, I guess it's gob
me beat to a frazelet T sure was sur-
prised a fow when I saw that puy
Qanders; 1 surp was surprised a wlhole
Jot. I guess there's some gun game on”

“SQome whatt” asked Bob Chorry.

The chums of the Remove had picked
up guite & lot of the American language
from Fizher I, Fish, but their vocabu-
lary was far from complele,

“Shenannigan 1" cxplained Mr. Duck,

“Which ?” murmured Nugent,

“ Double-crossing 1 further elucidated
Me. Buck, “There's some double-
orossing going on, I reckon, at Kicking
Cayuze, and they don’t want it to be
aiputted'. But I sure sin't wise to It

gucss somobody's sent Two-gun over {o
gsee that Mr. Vernon-Smith's zon don't
come out to the ranch, DBut I'll tell &
man, it's got me beat |

“Banders doesn't bolong il
ranch 7 asked Johnny Bull.

“Nope! He iest hangs oub at Pack-
gaddle: he ginerally runs & poker gome
at the Red Flare,” said Mr. Duck., “I
was sure surprised to sec hun on {his
side of the pond. But I'll say that ho
won't worry us none artor I fanned him
with lead I I sure did make that guy
.]:1!1‘113 1::

“But when we got out lo Texas—'
sald Bob.

“1 puess vou'll be O.K. on the Kick-
ing Cayuse,” said Mr. Buck., *Barney
Stone and the bunch will sce you
threugh, you bet, it that cuss %:ztrs
cavorting arcund. It's got me beat what
the game is; but he won't Lo able to
worry yvou none when you hit the Kick-
jng Cayuse.”

What the mysterious “ gzame ¥ was was
evidently a puzzle to Duckskin Bill, as
well a3 to the Bounder and the Co.

Bome person, of porsons, ubnkoown, 1t
was fairly clear, wanted to keep Mr.
Vernon-Bmith's son from visiting the
ranch the millionaire had purchazed ovn
ithe banks of the Rio Frio.

Whetlier 1t was Mr. Sanders himself,
or whethier Mr. S8anders was acting for
some other person in tho background,
ithey ecould not tell; bub it was plain,
froin the gunman’s actions at Greyiriars,
that the unknown enomy would not
shrink from desperate measures. Still,
when they arrived at the ranch, they
would be under the protection of the
foreman and the “bunch ®; and on the
journey out they had Mr. Buck to
“kecp taba ™ on them, as Lo described it,

Anyhow, s spot of danger om tho
horizen did not +1!.?1'!31;:& their spirits, and
they were looking forward keenly 1o
riding “cayuses ¥ on the rolling prairies

io

¥
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of Texas, and perliaps joining the bunch
i Ypunching ¥ cows, ]

Mr. Buck strolled up the corrider to
siplke hia cigar, leaving the juniors to
themselves, _

*1 wonder——"" beogan Bob Cherry,
e checked himself at the unpleasant
ecxpression  that came over Vernon-
Smnth's face.

“ Botliering  about  that
Banter ?” sneercd the Bounder.

“Well, I was rather wondering what
el becote of him,” satd Bob., " Ha
st have infended to turn up for this
traiu.”

“"Bilopped on the wav to feed, most
likely, if e had any monev,” answered
the Bounder., “Bit of luck for ws,
atrvhow 17

“Oh, reallr, Smithy—" said a fat,
fannliar voice.

Sig fellows jumped as if moved by
the same spring.  Six heads fairly spun
rotnd {o the doorway of the corridor
lately vacated by Mr. Back.

A fat figure filled that doorway now.
A pair of big spectacles gleamed 1o at
tive Greyfriars fellows.

* Honter ! gasped Bob.

“* Bib-bub-Bunter ! stutiered
Dovnder,

*Or iz ghost 1 grinned Nugent.

“I sav, yvoua fellows, I wondered if
vouw'd missed the train!™ said Billy
Bunter., “I eouldn’t see vou anywhere,
2 ob on 1he train-—"

e {. 1 !H

“I've been rooting up and down the
trein for yvou ever since. I've found
aony” satd Bundier, 1 say, you fellows,
dhid you think I'd missed the traint?
tle, he, he! Not likely 1™

“The not-likelinezs  is  terrific ¥
grinned Hurree Jamzet Ram Singh.

Herbert  Vernon-Smith's  face
rather a study. TFive olher faces were
wrinning. Billy Bunter had not, after
all, misscd that frain, It was, as he
bulilci, not likely ! It was not likely at
ell 2

fat ass

the

was

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Bunter Begs for It!

"I 1:-]111‘5.2 you fellows=— Toe, he,

e

“What's the joke, fathead "

. “That chap Buck—he, he, he!
]—zlt-.amc.-l-:‘.“ chortled Bunter. “He, he,
]L" _Jl.-

Bunter was amused.

Iarry Wharton & Co. were on the
deck of the liner, churning down the
Jrish &ea, when the fat Owl jeined
them, grinning all over his fat face.

“Making no end of a row !” grinned
Bunter., *“1le, he, he 1™

“Anything funny in leing seasick,
vou fat duller I grunted Johuny Bull.

“He, he, he!”

_ Billy Bunter evidently thouglit that
L was funny. Sa far, the fat Owl had
feit no symptoms of inward trouble.
But Mr. Williamm DBuck had struck
trouble alinost as szoon as the steamer
sulled out of the Mersey. The wildest
Ackjumper on the Kicking Cayuse
Ranch would not bave disturbed M.
Bucl:, but the irsidious motion of the
sca had a dire effect on him.

“He's lying down in his cabin now,™
grinned Bunter, “ purgling—he, he, hel
—and groaning—he, he, he l—and gasp-
m?;I He, ho, he!”

‘It won't seem so funny when your
turn comes I remarked Bob Cherry.

“Oh, I'm el! rign* ! said Bunter
cheerfully. “I'm a pretty good sailor,
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you know. T expect vou fellows will bo
gurgling soon | Ile, he, he!™

The gurglefulness will neot be ter-
rific, tay esteemed. idiotic Bunter 1

“O, vou're bound to get i1 said
Bunter. “T'he way to keep off seasick-
ness 18 o keep perfectly fit, von know,
and in  absolutely pood condition |
That's where I come 1n strong.™

00 erambs ™

“You're locking a bat green, Smathy,
and—"

“You =illy owl "

“Beast |  You're going rather pale,
Wharton——*

“ Fathead !

‘Lke me to call the steward,

Nugent ¥

“ Idiot !

“Well, vou'd better keep o hasin
handy 1" advised Bunter. “ You fellows
ain’t fit like me, yvou know! I'll Let
vou'll get it1 IFeel it coming on, Boby *¥

“No, ass!”

“You're looking rather weird, Inky !
You can’t turn pale—he, he, hel—hut
you're looking rather yellow! What
about & bit of fat bacond” grinned
Bunter,

“What about a trot slong the deck ¥
suggested Bob ﬂherr{i'. He was griting
a uattle tired of Billy Bunter's bright
and genial conversation.

“I say, you fellows, don't walk away
while a fellow’s talking to you! If
that's what wou <all manners——=
hooted Billy Bunter indignantly. *1
aay, Smithy, will you listen to a chap?
If this is the way vou're going to treat
g guest, I shall be sorry that I conm-
sented to come on this trip [

Herbert Vernon-Smith gave him an
expressive look, Sinee Billy Bunter hed
tﬂ.-lif.‘-‘d to miss the express at Euston,
Smithy had made up his mind to it; but
it was probable that he was not foarfully
pleased. Bmithy was not gifted to any
great extent with the cheery good.
humour of the Famous Five. Bunter, it
was true, was a guest; but his manners
and customs as a guest might have irri-
tated a more patient host than Smithy.

“Well, what is it, vou fat ass?” he
grunted,

“I shouldn't call you names if you
were my guest ab Bunter Court,” said
the fat Owl, with dignity. “8till, 1
don't expect much from you in the way
of manners, Smithy. DBut there's onc
thing that we'd better settle right at the
start. Tt was understood—elearly under-
stood—that all expenses would be paid
on this trip. Not that I should care one
way or the other, but owing to leaving
Bunter Court in rather a hurry, I came
away with hardly any money, The fact
ig, I left my notecase behind.”

" How lucky that there was nothing in
it 1" remarked Johnny Bull.

_“Oh, really, Bulll When we get to
New York I shall cable for some cash,”
sald Bunter. “In the meantime I shall
expect you to pay up, Smithy. If you're
going to be mean—-"

VYernon-Bmith's right foot rose about
an inch from the deck, but ho dropped
It agalll.

Bunter, unaware of his narrow czcape,
went on:

*“This =ea air gives & fellow an appe-
tite. It's another hour to dinner.
Now, it's not much I cat, as you fellows
know=—*

“Oh erumbs 17

“But the fact is, I'm hungry,” eaid
Bunter. “I could do with a snack. Not
much, of course; & cake or two, dpErhn]m
8 pie, & box of chocolates, and a few
candied fruits—just a spot of light
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refreshment, you know,
anything you like on these steamers if
you pay for it. The only drawback ia
that 1t's such a jolly long time between
menls. If Smithy's going to be mean, 1
shall have to ask you fellows—"

Again the Bounder’s foot rose an inch
from the deck; again he replaced it.

I'he Famous Five grinned.

Smithy evidently was yearning to kick
his fat guest from one end of the liner
to the other. They wondered how long
he was going to refrain.

Rather to their surprise, n grin over-
epread the Bounder’s faco, Some
thought seemed to have come into his
mind that restored hiz good-humour,

Leave it to me,” he said, * You
squat down here, Bunter, and I'll ask a
steward to bring you something. I'm
not going to bo mean,’™

‘Db, good!” said Bunter,

‘The Dounder walked away,

The Famous Five, leaning in a cheery
row on the rail, glanced at one anaother,
a little puzzled to know what thet grin
on the Bounder’s face implied.

Billy Bunter squatted in a deck-chair
and blinked at them with cheerful
satifaction,

“Thai’'s all right, you fellows,” he
remarked. “Smithy’s & bit of a

untdur, ang h?’s ;Ial,!.h:]ar mepns but I

o't see why he shouldn’t play u
what? Ti's rather & catch fifr imp;
get a fellow like me to join up for a
holiday abroad. He can let people
knew that he knows me at school. Hae
seores there, you see.”

In & fow minates a steward arrived
with a tray.

Bunter blinked at that fray with satis-
faction; in fact, he bLeamed at it. It
was a weil-laden tray. It was remark-
ably wellladen. It ‘was almost moun-
tainously piled.

"I eay, you fellows, this is all zight 1™
gasped Bunler,

And he started,

“Better po easy, old fat mant
prinncd Bob E'hEl'l?‘. “If you surround
half that lot you'll hit trouble.”

“0Oh, I'm never seasick 1  Bunter's
volce came muffled through plum cake.
“I'm a pretty good satlor, you know—
not like you fellows. Remember how
sick you, fellows were on the Channel
one vae i

“T remember how sick you were, you
fab  duffer ™ said Harry Wharton.
“You'd better chuek it after that cake.”

“T’ll watch it!” grinned Bunter.

A mm roll followed the cake. A
cliocolate roll followed the jam roll.
I'henn o number of sticky pastries fol-
towed,

Bunter's fat face was sticky and happy
and shiny. He was enjoying life ! This,
Bunter considered, was = ripping start.
If the voyage to America continued as it
had begun it was going to be a happy
and pms]imn:rua voyage.  Judging E}'
that tray-load, Smithy was going to b
anything but mean !

Champ, champ, champ, went Billy
Bunter's podgy jaws. Evervthing on
that tray was delightful.

But the Famous Five, as thev watched
Bunter, could not belp thinking that
there was going to be a reckoning after
the feast. Vernon-8mith had rejoined
the group, and he watchod Bunter's per-
formanee with a sarcastic grin—a grin
that the Tamous Five wnderstood now.
Rat the chums of the Remove were get-
ting a little alarmed,

"For goodnesz” sake, Bunter, chuck
it 1" said Frank Nugent. " Enough’s as
zood s & feast, old fat man ¥ '

“Eh? I've hardly started yet!" said
ﬂuufl‘,]‘;

“Oh erumhs 17
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ning yarn of

our great new Western scries

in this isste yef, chums? If
so, I hope you've enjoyed it as much
as I did. Vernon-Smith and his
chums are booked for a lively adven-
ture, what? But you've only had &
taste of the thrills to come! Vernon-
Smith has been warned that he will
never veach Texag—that he will get
no farther on the trip than New York.
Does the Bounder get the wind-up?
Not so as you'd notice it! He treats
the warning with contemptuous dis-
dain, with the result that his enemies
stage a hold-up on the railroad to kid-
nap the millionaire ranch-owner's son.
Thrill follows thrill in swift sucees-
sion in next Baturday’s hair-ralsing
yarn, entitled :

“0ON THE TEXAS TRAIL!*
By Frank Richards.

REM} the grand o

You can only make sure of reading
it by ordering your copy of the
Magxer at the earliest opportunity!

Now let me deal with a letter that
comes from Joe Dix, a Welsh reader
living in Swansea. Jog, who is ap-
parently am athlete, writes to ask me
if T will give him a few hints on
*tr.-ai'niﬂ%'1 for the hundred yards' flat
race. The scason for sports meetings
at which rumning races are held is
near at hand, so the few tips I am
giving my chum here may be useful
to niz};er readers who contemplate
entering for their school sports. It is
neccssary that ome should learn to
start promptly upon the report. of
the pistol. In an event such as the
hundred yards, where the resull often
depends upon the fraction of a second,
a raoce may be easily won or lost at
the start. In the main, the majority
of starts are alike: but that known
as the ‘‘hand-spring * is perhaps the
most popular. The left foot must he
advanced to the starting line with the
toes pointing straight down the
course, and tTle knee bent until the
hands can rest upon the ground,
The right leg must be drawn back a
comfortable distance, and set down
firmly on the ground. Practically all
the weight must be upon the hands
and advanced leg. When the starting
signal is reecived, a push-off shonld
Le given by the right lee, and the
hands lifted off the ground at the
same instant. The runner wil thus
et inte his stride at once.

. My chum must peg away at practis-
ing this start until he can get off
absolutely with the report of the

L

Your Egdiror s always pleased to hear

from his readers. Wiite to him :

“ Magnet,*

Press, Ltd., Fleetway House, Farringdon
Street, London, E.(.4.

Editor
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pistol. He must alwaya remember to
run well upon the toes and take short,
gquick steps, as long strides arc apt
to retard the runper.

PLEASE ROTE

There are several gifta illustrated
on page 11 which are quite simple to
obtain in cxchange for the coupoms
in tins of Howniree's Cocoan All %m:
need do is to make sure your mother
buys tins of Rowntree’s, and then
watch carvefully and eolleet the
coupons. Meanwhile, send for & Free
Voucher and a complete list of gifts.
You will find the address to send to in
the Howntree's Cocoa advertisement,

HE next letter comes from

I Richard Hanley, of Co. Kil-

dare, Ireland. And what »n
long and interesting letter it is, too.
Richard, who clagsses himgelf ne one of
the “0Old Brigade,” writes to express
his appreciation and thanks for the
pleasure and entertainment the read-
ing of Frank Richards’ yarns has
uff%rrded him during his twelve years
as a reader. “Although schooldays to
me are but a memory,” ke saws, "I
still eling to the old Maener like the
ivy on the wall, and no matter where
1 {lap en to be—for I have to travel
around a great deal in the course of
my employment—1 still lock forward
to reading the Maower as T used to
when a scheolboy.”

My Irish ﬂiu':m has asked me
several -questionz, the answers to
which may interest a number of
“Magnetites.” Naturall enough,
Richard’s first question is: “When
are Harry Wharton & Co going to
spend a vacation in Ireland 7 Well,
I'll leave that to Frank Richards to
deal with, and that he will oblize in
due coursc goes without saying, A
series of head and shoulder drawings
of the most popular characters at
Greyfriars is the next request. As o
matter of fact, a portrait gallery has
already appeared in the Maoner, and
I have en contemplating re-
publishing it again. If the request
is strotig ctough, T will start the

“gallery ” right away. Answers to
other queries are as follows:
Standard cinematograph films in

scrap lengths ean be obtained from
Gamages, of High Holborn, London,
W.C. Newspapers bargain for the
phutugraplm they use, and payment
may be anything from a guineca to
£100, depending on the interest and
rarity of the pictnres,
YOUR EDTTOR.
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“Tt's fop bad, Smithy”
Cherey. laughing.

“Eh? hat do rou mean " ashed
the Bouwnder. “lan™t Bunter & guest
that a fellow delights to honour}y
shouldn’t like Bunter to think me mean,
Try  lhese ecandicd  fruils, Duner—
they're good.™

“Tim jusl going to. old chap; but I
think I'll Fave the other jam roll fivst,”
said Dunrer cheerfully.  *And those
mermgues, too

“ Yo gods I muemuored Bob Cherry.

Bunter was breathing rather hLard
after his exertions, but he was feeling
vory happy and contented.

That happy contentment was not, nlas,
destined to last  The stemoer gave a
ileh on the chops of the Irish Bea, and

illy Bunter gave a swdden gasp and &
start,

“Ooooh 1 he ejacuiated.

“Anyihing the matter? azked Bob

herry

“Oh, no: U'm all right ! I'm naenever
Ens-sis-sus-saasick, von know—pot like
you chaps " grogned Bunter, “I'm as
r-r-vight as r-r-rain! Grooght”

Bunter's fat face was gerting ghastly.
His complexion was aon art shade,
between sea-green and pale yellow, His
little vound eyes stared fxedly behind
liis hig round spectacles with & glassy

spid Pob

look.

“I—=I—1 say, you fellows,” moaned
Buntey, . “I say. will you gug-gug-
U =
“What t"

“Will you gug-gug-go to the kick-
kick--kick-captain, and—and tell him to
kick-kick-keep  the  ship  steady?
Ooonogh 1™ )

“Poor old Bunter!" sighed Bab,

“0Ob, really, Cherry! You needn't
gay pip-pip peor eld Bib-Bib-Bunter as
if you thought [ was geing to be sea-
sick, like that chick-chick-chap Thbh-Bib-
Buck' I'm never scanck. I'm oa gpood
sis-sis-gis-mailor !t Ciroooghl  Woooogh |
Ooooch ! Oh erikey ! lHelpt™

“Ha. ba, ha 1"

I B B | say—groogh 1--1I
woooch '—1  say,
tut-tut-tell them to turn hack 1" purgled
Bunter. “*I—I dud-dud-don’t waunt to
gug-gug-gug-go to New York! 1 want
1w gug-gug-gug-get ashore! I want to
pig.mig-pet  off  this  bib-bub-beastly
ateamer ! I want to—— Grooocooch |

Billy Bunter folded up!

R Yy—

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
The Last Warnmg !

1 EW YOREK.,” remarked Bob
Cherry, "is the «¢ily of
hustle. Full of pep and go.
They may bo pepping, but

they're not going "

..

gug-gug-gug-go  and
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“The gofulness 13 not teveific,”

aereed Huorvee Jamset Raw Siagh.

Bright sunshine streamed down on the
city of New York., It shone on towermg
shysorapoers, on strects hike canvons, on
clovared railroads, sights novel nwl me-
teresting to tho eves of the Groyfeiars
juniors,  Dut there waes, 8t the moment,
a traflic jam on DBGroadway, and in-
munerable lines of car: were at a srand-
gtill—among them the car o which
Harry Wharton & Co. were packed.

e Buck wos bnsy about bapgago;
but he bad packed 1he schoolboys o
a car and dispatehed chom to the hotel
at which the pariy were to siay for a
few dayvas before resnming themr journey
to the south-west, Now they were hekd
up and waiting patienily G the teaflic
moved on again.

Horry Wharten & Co. watelhed the
endleas traflic and  the numberless
crowds with cheery interest,

A newspoy suddenly detnched himself
from the sidewalk, and, doedeingr -'.'I.-illlfi'li‘i%
the innumernble automobiles, reached
tho ecar 1 whieh the Greviriars party
gRL.

“One of youse guys named Verpon-
Smith 7" he asked.

The Bounder looked ai him,

“Yosu,"” he answered.  *F What—"

A grubby hand reached inlo the car
with a folded paper in it

“A guy give mo thiz for yvou ! said
the newsboy, and, leaving the paper
in the astonished Bounder’'s beand, lhe
dodged back again to the sidewalk.

Yernon-Smith starved at it

“What the dickens——"" heo ex-
claimed. :
“Know anvhody in New Youk,

Swnthy *” asked Bob

“NMot that I know of™ answered
the Dounder, puziled. " Somebody
ﬂﬁqmﬂ to know me, though, judging by
this.

Tha Famouz Five eved the Bounder
rather curicusly ss he unfolded the
paper and looked at it; they saw
Herbert Vernon-8mith'a brows kpit na
he read what was written thereon and
a glint come into hiz eves,

“By gad ™ said the Bounder,

“What——" asked Harry Wharton.
Y Look at it !

Vermon-B8mith passed over the paper,
and the Famous Five looked at it to-
gothor, It bore a brief message in
typewriting, unstened.

“Tour hest guesa iz te hit ihat
steamer again, and hit it enrck. You
won't get further than New Yorkl
Last warning ™

That was all |
“By gum " said Dol Cherve, * That's
from-——"

L T i e 50

&anders,” anid the Pounder quictly,
Ile rose 1o his feed and sinreed over
endicas frallic and thronsing crowds;
baet il Fwo-gun Banders was o that
thyong, be wis net 1o e feen,

[ 1he voyaee across the Atlantic the
Grovlrinrs fvllows had hinos forgotien
the punman from Texas.  They woere
reminded of him wow,  They had no
cgouby that that unexpecied misave waa
from Mr. Sanders; o conld hordly Liave
hl' 1 'F'IT_]-EH ’Hi}h.\j(lll |-t:“'\-l"-

Havey Wharion dvew o deep hreah,

“We haven't seen the lnst of thas
rotler I he sand

“F nevor thenghi we had ! zaud the
Bovnder  “, dare say ho walched us
comning off the stoamer. This 13 n Lip
to turn bhaelk ™

Lie lnughed,

“Mhaz looks as if there’s a spot aof
froulde wanine for ns o New Yok,
vou felbowsz Ive no Jdonbd that blighter
s god Lis eve on ue at this momend,
If he has, 0 show Lun exactly whaot
I think of Lis last warning 1

Standing vup in the car, the Bounder
fore the missive across and ACross pEiin
and throw down the frapments; then
he sat down, with a shrug of The
shoulders,

“So much for Mr. Sanders1” ho said
contemptuously.

“Hear, heat ! sand Bob Cherry.

“The hearhearfuluess s terrifie”

Y Good ' ejaculuied Rilly Bunter

*“Think s0?” gringed Bob.

“Yes, rather [

"You're not afraid of Sanders?™

“Sanders? Who's SBanders 1" asked
Bunter, “Who's  talking  about
Banders? 1 was epeaking of this
candy—""

*That what "

“Candv ! 1.say, van fellows, it"s goad
—jolly good !

“*Ila, bLin, hat”

The traftic moved on again, and tho
Groviriave party rolled on their wagy.
If the gpounman was watching them, ns
thev had listhe doubt, he had seon the
Boundor's cottetmprucns answer to his
threat,  Two-gun  Sanders had ne
terrors for the cheeviul party who weroe

bound for the West,
THE EXNI.

{Who iz thiz wnknown persen wha
wanta ta keep Vernon-Swmith and Fhis
awiriy from wvisiting the vanch of the
atilloonarre?  Awd whal nre hiz vaaeally
mativezs? Hiz warnmg, howerver, docen’t
worry Harey Whartem A p, o [ni; in
faeed, they've Eeener than rcver o bit
the Kirking Caywae, oz you will {earn
wrfenr woe rerd: Y0 THE TEXAS
LPRATL! —the  arcand  slory it this
ercrfing holiday serice)
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THE SWELL WHO HAD

TO SWOT!

First Instalment of a Grand New
Rib-Tickling Serial, starring Jack
Jolly & Co., the laughter-merchants

of St

Sam's.

By DICKY NUGENT

Binding, tho page,

nked his boolit  head
into the Junior Commons
room ot St Sam'a,

“Yhich the 'Ead
wants to aco the Hon-
nerable Guy do Yere 1™
he annownecd.

“ Bai Jove ! ¥

The Monnerable Guy
e Verno wuttered thnt
ilismayed ery.  Ho aat
up in his armchair with
o viplent, amodick
wiart, o worned rinkle
an  his  anstocrattick
brow.

* Bad Jave ! 7 he eried.
“What doca the old
buffah want 1no  for,
Bindin" ¥

“ Whicli "o never said,
arl”

“ Bounils like ftmbible,
old chap!" =aid Jack

Jolly, simperthetically,
** Tako my tip and stuff
gomo  exercise-books in
vour trowsia ! "’

* Bepgin®  vonr x-
don, Master Jolly, but I
thought the "Ilad seemed
to bo in a werry good
mood,” prinned Dinding.
“When I Jeft 'im, "o
was ‘oldin® & lelter in
Yis 'and an’ doin’ ‘igh-
kickin® all round 1ihe
study ! ™

The {fellows in the
Common-room lookod
perprized, For ihe re-
veredd  and  majestiek
headmaster of St. Sam’s
to be indulging in high-
hicking stunta waa wvory
nnusual. Tt sounded as
if Doctor Birchemall was
in o rernarkably jenial
mood.

t not !
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“Bai Jove! 1 won-
dalr what's  it's  all
about!” epgscleimed
tho swell of St Sam’s.

“ Better trot along
and find out,” said
Frank Fearlesa. “I

don’t advise you to ke
the Iead waiting, c::ig
Epﬂrt-:*ﬂﬂ{!d mood  or
* Bai Jove! TPerhaps
you'ro right, deah boy 1 7
Amwl the Honnerablo
Guy de Vere jammeaed his
sellybrated monocle n
hia oye and hurried alter
the retreating skool page.
Any lingoring feara he
mite have felt repacding
this summong to the
itead’s dreadded sank-
tum  eoon vannishod
whon he  reached it
Doctar DBirchemall was

obviously as pleased as
Punch over something.
He ted the swell of
St. Sam's like a long-lost
brother.

" Weleome to my hum-
ble little den, De Vera 17
he said, with a simpering
smile, ‘* Have a ilolly,
my dear hoy 1™

Ho dived o somewhat
grimmy paw into  hia
trowsis  pocket  and
brought to light o sticky
morse! which he dis-
entangled from a piece
of string. The Honner-
able Guy resaed o
shudder and put it in
his mouth.

“Tgh!—I mean,
thanks, awfully, sr!?
he cried. * Er—mito I
ask now, sir, why you
gent for mo 3"

"PROTEST THAT
STAGGERED SCHOOL!

Mauly’'s Move Against
Compulsory Footer,

When oor prize slacker,
Lord Mauloverer, madeo us
=it up and take notice the
other week by winning
tha  rcross-country  run,
the gencral opinion in the
Removo was that he
shouldd bo  allowed to
slack a3 much as he lilkked
for tho rost of tho lerm.

But tho powers that be
TCCOENISD no  exception
to  their mles—cross-
country winner er any-
one elze 1 Whon the next
Compulsory Footor Prae-
tiee arrived and Mauly
fniled to tum up, Win-
gate went right up fo his
stwly with an nshplant
—and Mauly arrvived on
Little Side five minutes
Fater, yelling and dancing
like a giddy Dervish |

Not content with get-
ting him on to the pitch,
Wingato also stood by
to gen that he put plenty
of pep into the play. And
Mauly had o moszf un-
happy time.

Unen, when ho Iranmi
againet o poalpost aned
watched an aemplane fly
uver, trailing behind it
. advertisement for
somebody’s goap, Win-
watn cpneouraged him to

ret inte the gnmo agnin!

with tho tip of Lis boot.
On  another oceasion,
whon the ball was at the
pther end of tho field and
Mauly spread lumself out
on the turf, Wingato
brought the ashplant into
uss  ogain, and  Mauly

erformed the quickest |2,

of his

jump
careor !

There was a thonght.
ful gleam in Mouly's
eve when ho stagpered
off tho field that day.
Contrary {0 expecta-
tions, Wingete had an-
nounced that there would
be ono moro ccrmﬁutmry
practice helore tho end
of term, and Mauly did
not like if.

“Tognd! I'm  poin’
to protest, dear men—
that's what " he told
us in the pavilion,
“Down with dictator-
ship on tho footer deld 1 ™

* Whero aro you going
to male your giddy pro-
teat, old bean ? ™ asked
Bob Cherry. * Going to
interview the Tlead about
it‘ -I LR

And the erowd grinned.
But  Mouly remained
3ETI01S,

“I'm zein' fo make
my protest to the whele

Lenguid

¢ tico Day this wee

doorid world, begnd 1™
he said.
Well, believe it or not,
readers, he did t
On Compulsory Prac.
E:i (irey-
friars had a staggering
shock from which 1t will
taka maost af the sehool
& long timo o recover.
The game had scarcely
begun when an aeroplanc
started cireling overhead.
It was an advertising
acroplann with a slogan
traiiing behind it. But
this time the slogan was
gonectned  with  some-

thing quita different from
04y

1'}}13 locked up at it and
blinked, Play stopped as

if by magic.  And ne
wonder !  Behind the
plane, in bip, bold capi-
tols, tratled tho following
MOeSIA e |
S DOWN WITH COM-
PULSORY FOOTER ! ™
The offect of that
nevial  epparition  was
clectrifying. Al aver
Greyfriare, [ellows stood

stock  etill and gaped.
Mastera Jeaned out of

windowa and starad up
in frozen horror,
fecta surveyed it with
blanched faces. Lower
Sohool chaps  whistled
and said that somebody
was for it. Ohb, it did
cause 4 slir !

Somebody wag * for M
it right enough. ‘That
* gomebody " was our
old pel Mauly., Wingate
marched him off to {he
Heod without waiting
for the practico game to
finish. And Manly re-
caived & wigping  nnd
1] H-i;'i:‘.“

All the same, we have
an idea that Manly had
tho Lotter of the «day.
He was not seen on Little
Side again that afternoon
and ot teatime wo found
him snogzing peacefully
on the sofs in Study No.
12, And Wingate wore
a decidedly sheopish grin

when hie wus next seen in |

publin.

Wa rather faney Manly
will not bo troubled haif
g0 much with eompulsory
practiee when ericket
storta next totm !

Pre- | P2

“To tell you the grato
and glorious news, De
Vere—that's whyt?”
ﬁ'rinned the Head, "1

avo rececvod an invita-
tion from your noble
fathor, Lord Fitzhoodle.™

13 Bﬂt Jﬂ\'ﬂl | 1

“He wants mo to
ppemed the entire lMasier
hollerdayas with yen at
Fitzboodle Castla!™
chuckled tho Head, glee-
fally. “Tan't this tho
most thrilling serprize of
the term for you, my
denr boy ¥ 0OFf corzo it
iﬂ I ¥

“Oh, pad!™ pasped
the Honnerahle Guy.

It seemed that he did

not share 1octor Birch.
emall’s delite,  Fnr from
being n most fthnlling
serprizo, the Head's nows
seerned 1o striks him ne
the most garstly thing
that could have hap-
ner.
“Heprn ja  your es-
tremedd father's letter,”
rattled on the Head,
¢heorfully, as he opened
a sheot of crasted note-
paper. ' Liszen to this,
my boy :

*Doar Doctor
Birchemall,—I trust
that this finds yon as
it leavea mo at pre-
rent. I dm suffering
fl'ﬂﬂf'l:. an ut?nek of the
gouf, ao please eggs-
cuse  acribble. Dear
Doctor Birchemall, I
dda not think that my
son i getling on 80
well with hia studies
na I could wish, Now
I hawve thought of &
topping wheeze to put
this right. What
ahout you coming to
stay wilth ws at Fitz-
hoodle Castla for the
Iaster hollerdays so
that you ean give thoe
Honnerable Guy extro
swot ¥ You will be
vory weleome and I
nm sure you will have
i ripping tirne. Need-
leaa to eay, the tuck
lere is apiffing, Hun]i:v-
mg you will e able
to oxxopt this invita-
tiopn, I remain, dear
roetor Birchemall,

Yours sincerely,

Frrznoonie. !

A proan of angwish
buvst from the lips of
tho . Honperabls Guy.
His monocle droppad nub
of hig eye and dangled
onn tho end nof its cord.

“* Extrah swot!? he

t,l:f,n:%pud. “ Extrah zwol
in the hellepdays! An'

your to gwo it mo, tno!
Oh, bai Jyn 17

Doctor - rehemall
frowned.

* Look nere, Do Vero,
I hoop you're not poing:
to end uy rusty over m
merr  trithe liko extra
swnt. I dm't suppose it
will amow it ta more than
aix hoursg « day—and the
reat of the timo will ho
youra ! M

(4] H{‘]

“ We're going to have
a really ripping hollerday
at, Fitzhoodle Castle and
I'm lonking forward to
it no emed 'Y grinned the
Head. " Hip, hip, hoo-
ray | Heraa to our
hollerday 1

Wilth thesa words, the
Head seesed the Hone

} TR

nerabde Yoy de Vere
round ths  waist and
atarted  valtzing  him

dirzily rovnd the study.
By the hmu the swell
of Bt. Sani's escaped, ho
wia hrothlesa from his
violent exnrtions, Never-
theleas, ha did not, as
mite hae x» heon  egg-
spectod, stapwer atraight
Lo Iua study for a rest on
the coneh, Instead, ho
returped to the Junior
Common-rosm.

Tho Hognerable Guy's

eve was gleeming behind
his monoecle, aa he har-
ried back to that famus

apartmoent.
“ Bai Jovo ! " ho mut-
tored. “Tf the old

buffali iwheally goin' to
be infliated on me ovah
the FEastih hols,, then
thero iz caly one thing
left &0 dr—to drag in
sgomn olhans to share the
burden with me. I'll sen
what I =an do right
away, bri gad 1"

With theso words, the
Honnerakta Guy do Vere
oponed the duor of the
Common-ropn,

The Fomth Form fel-
lowa, of eoree, were very,
anxious to know what
tho Hem. ¥l wanted :
but the  vsworable Guy
thought il beat {0 keep o
digerect Clenea on thia
matier,

* Sorry. deah hoys !
he saild, ire ply to their
inguirics. © Fho mattah
wo clizensied was rathah
grivatn! By tha way,

ollay, telkin' of othah
mattaha, srs you doin’
anythin® apecial for the
ITastah E e

“ Nothing spoaial, old
ehap ! oriEned the

hantin «f tho TFourth,

* What malkes you nsk 1"

The Honnerable Guy
de Vere did not answer
that question imme.
jately.

“What about you,
then, Feahleas 7 An’ youn
Merry ¥ An’ 011,
Bright ¢  he asked,
turning to each of Jolly'a
pala in turn.

Fearlesa ond Merry
and Bright shook their
henda,

" We've no particku.
lar plenas,” said
Fearlesa, *"Why?"'

The swell of
the Fourth
beomed at the Co.
through his
monocle.

“Ill tell you
why, deah boya 1™
he chuckled.
“ Becowss 1 want
yvou all to spend
the Hastah
hollerdaya with
mo at Fitzboodle
Castle !

The eyes of the
chumsa of the

Fourth farely
gleamed,
“My hat!

That'as jolly
decent of wyou, Fung
Da Vere!” remarked
Jolly,

That setiled it. The
heroea of the Fourth
had hooked themselves
to spend the Faster
hollerdays at the Hon-
nerable Guy de Vere's
ancestral home,

They  mite  have
thought twice about it
had thoy known that
Doetor Birchemall had
been invited, too—and
for the o TEES -
pose of giving their host
extra awot. But on the
other hand their plezaure
would mnot have been
dimmed if they had been
able to forsee the com.
mical eonsequences that
wers gowng to dow out
of their posh vacketion.

Jack Jolly & Co. were
farely bubbling owver
with joy when breaking.
up day arvived.

But they had onc or
two set-backa before the
day had finished.

. Tha first was that Lord
Fitzboodle™s Rolls-Rice
failedd to enll for them.
A telegram arrived from
his lordship instead con-
taining the broef words :
“Come by frain: ocar
not available;  eggs.
plain later.””

But the chums of the

Fourth wore atill in
grate spirrits whon they
left the skool. Doctor
Birchemall was going
to follow later and they
still had no iden that he
waa pgoing to be their
fellow.guest at Fitz-
boodle Castlo, As thero
was no Folle-Rice, they
hired the astation hack
and seat on tho roof
cheering like mad all

the way to BDuggleton
Btation.

The esecond sct-back
grected them on  their
arrival at Fitzhoodle
Castle. Lord Fitzboodle,
o stately figger in ermine
robes and a gold coronet,
wasd waiting on the terrace
to tell them the nows
that the servanta had all
dﬂ?lﬂ tfﬂdd-

‘Mo st frightfully
annoyin’, boys, what,
what ! ™ he said, in his
refined way. * They've
bagged the Lrat prize in
a footbawl pointa pool
between them an® now
they'vo gone an'
diteched me, by god!
This eggsplaina why I
coubdn’t send tho Rolle

for you."”

“Bui Jove! What
are you pgoin' fto do,
patah 7"  asked  the

Honnerable Guy de Vere,

“ Personally, Guy, I
am not affected, havin’
been summoned abroad
on urjent diplomattick
bizziness," replied his
lordship. “ For the
benefit of you an' your
gucsts, however, I have
engaged an entirely new
staffl through the Jocal
registry office.”

* Bai Jove

“ You shouldn't have
trubbled, your lordship,”
grinned Jack Jolly. ~* Wa
eould have looked alter
ouraelves.”

It was then that the
chums of the Fourth
rocooved Set-back No. 3.

“ Probably you could,
my dear boy,” said Lord
Fitzboodle. * But that
duzzent aﬁ-pl:,r to Doctor
Birchemall, whom I have
invited for the holler-

days to give Quy extra
awot ! Well, % hoap
vou will find the new

steff officient, boys ! Sce
that you make Dootor
Birchernall ot home, Guy,
what, what ™

With these words, hia
lordship shook hands all
round, then went down
iha steps to the waiting
Rollz-Rice and drove off
at u fewrious speed.

* It's o bit thick when
& chap spoofs his own
guests,” spid Frank Fear-
legs, ** I don't care for
the look of thia hollor-
day & Lit. With your
Eﬂ-tﬂr away, Do Vere, the
ead will want to take
charga of thinga com.
etely. It will be as
d a3 being at akool.”

“ Let's ‘:s[uﬂ it ‘ﬂi’i‘,"
sujjested Merry, * and
do a bunk Dbofore he
comes | M

Then Jack Jolly had
& branowave.

2o know ! M he
grinned. ** I'vo thought
of a ?um and Etain
way of getting ctor
E:‘iuh&mﬂfl under our
thumb. I disguise
end pretend to be Lord
Fitzboodle myapli! ™

* Wha-a-at 7

“ I Do Vera calla mo
" pater,” that will be
gcmri enuff for every-

ody ! * said Jack Jolly.
** As for the Head, once
he thinke I'm Lord
Fitzboodla he'll simply
eat out of my hand.”

For a moment thero
was silence, Then the
Fourth Formera roared.

“ Qood ald Jack
Jolly | "

“I'm glad you like
it ! " grinned Jack Jolly.
“Now let’'s go indoors
and I'11 «dresa u nsa
Lord Fitzboodle before
tho new gervants
arrive 1 "

{Looks as if the Head
8 i for @ warm time at
F@ﬁb}ﬂd&ﬂ E{;ﬂfﬂ J'.N You
iy " K t
in hig elemend nexd m,
degeribing  the meeting
betreenn  the was  lovd
end  Docler  Birchemall,
Don's wmigs &)

HARRY WHARTON

CALLING!

Let's talk about Bunter !

Raoal
about
the readers who write me scem to want to talk about
nothiog else, so
fatuous Owl a little space.

William George Bunter ia a puzzle. No mistgke

and truly I don't particularly want to talk
unter myself, But at least G0 per ccut. of

rhaps it's time I gave the fat and

that !

Ho's a porker, a pilferer, and a prevaricator, and
everybody knows it—and yot most of the

) peoplo
. Who write me sbout him ¢omplain that I'm
too hard on him }

Belisve me, dear readers, if you had to put
up with Lim for o term at & time, you would
not wonder at fellows scregging him occasion-

ally, Bunter reslly is tho sticky limit at
times !

And yet at tho same time I'll grant you
he has redeeming features., As Ar, Frank

Richards remerks: ** Buuter is a pregarious
animel.” He loves the company of other
human beings. To my mind, that is decidedly
a peoint in favour of Bunter!

Another peculiar thing. about Bunter is
thet he is at Lieart thoroughly well-meaning.
His behaviour is simply atrocious most of tho
time ; but ho doesn’t mean any harm by it.
Underneath his outer venecer of groodiness,
trickiness, enobbishness, and conceit lies a

foundation of good will and genislity, Bunter
could never bo o rank outsider; ho could
only pretend to bo !

Finally, Buntor's long suit is thet he is
funny. Goodness knows, he can be cxasperat-
ing at times. DBot, ex rating or not, our
Frize Porker con always be relied on to give
us & good laugh, and that's something for
which we shouid be thankful,

May his shadow nover grow less !
Meet you again next wock, chuma !

HARRY WHARTON.

GREYFRIARS FROM
FRESH ANGLES!

No. 7. “The Upstarts Look
Down on my Inn.”

Says MR. COBB

Let me speak pluin. The fact is, I dou't
go a lot on yon Oreyiriara boys. Because
why ? Decause you're a lot of upstarts!
You're ro up}];ui,ah you look down on my int--
and that’s what puts me out |

I make bold to sny that the Cross Keys isa
very respectablo fun such as any young gent
can visit without the slightest risk of seeing o
thin%] to bring the Dblush of shame to his
yvouthiul mug.

For visitors of quality thera is & apecial
private entranee through a nice garden into my
billiards-room. Where could you {ind o batter
rondyvoo for young bloods in the mood for a
gams of snoolker or & chat about aporting
mattera ¥ Nowhere, I'il bot you !

And yet it’s not good enough for you., Yo
pass by with your noses in the sir. It foir
riles me, 1 can tell you,

Courss, I don’t noad to be told that ihe Crosa
Keya ia out of bournda. But, bless you, littlo
things like that don’t stop young genta of
spirit. I eonld name half-a-dozen young
sportsmen who come nnd ses me now and again
for & game of anocker or o little flutter on il
cards. Being out of bounda don't keep thom
away. Ho why should it stop the rest of you !

No, young gents, the truth is that my iny
ain’t good enough for you. You're too uppish.
And until yon come down from your perih,

I shan’t be g]:}ing a lot on you !
Now yon Enow |



