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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Rolling In It!

b ILLICONS 1™
M
" Bithons 17

“What 1" 1 .

“Millions and hillions ! said Billy
Bunter, blinking at Horry Wharton &
Co. through his big spectucles, “ Rather
decent, what®" )

The chums of the Greyfriars Remove
gazed at Bunter. ]

It was brealeup day at Greyfriars
8chool, and they had lilt‘rl‘it}" of ather
matters to think of. - They had =some
more packing to do. They had a round
of farewells to make. They had trains
to think of. They had Coker’s hat to
knack off, for the last time that term,
But these other matteis faded from
their minds as they heard those remark-
able, surprising, indewd amazing, ob-
servations from the fat Owl of the
Remove,

“ Alillions " repeated Dob Cherry.

“¥es, old chap [

“Bitlions 1" gaspod Frank Nugent.

“Thet's 1t, old bean!” sald DBunler
with a cheery nod.

Of whati” demanded  Harry
Wharton.

“Eh? Iounds, of courze.”

“Alillions and billions of pounds!™

eaid Johnny Bull ﬂnzr;ﬂ!;g.
“Well, say dollars!?” ‘said Bunier.
“Blessed if 1 know whether it's pounds
or deollars! Either's a lot of money,
isn't it?"
“The lotfulness s terrifie, my
estecmed and idiotic Bunter!™ =aic
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Hurree Jamset Ram  Bingh, gazing
wlankly ar the Uwl of the Icmove,
" But what—""

“Has wour postal order come at
last 7" asked Bob, “and is it for a mil-
lion pounds? Or a billion "

“Ha, ha, ha ™

"1 say, you ‘fellqw_ﬂ, you nqa:tn:]ln‘t
cackle 1” said Dilly Bunter, * Aillions
and billions, you know [ I eall it rather
decent I

“1 should eall it more than ' rather?®
Jdecent 1 gaid Harry Wharton, laugh-
ing.
*The ratherfulvess would be prepos-
terous ! remarked Ilurrce Jamset Ram
Singh. _

“(if course, 1t would seem more to
vou fellows than to me!” remarked
Billy Bunter. "You're not accustomed
to wealth, ¥You're not scoustomed to a
place like Bunter Court—a stately
mansion  ewarming  with liveried
Bunkeys—*

“Not et all!” agreed Bob, "“Neo
mare than you are, 1 fact, aold Iat
man.’’ :

“0n, really, Cherry—'

“Ts the fat duffer wandering 1n his
mind * asked ITarry Wharton.

“Has he one to wander inf” ssked
Johmny Bull.

They gazed ot Bunter.

There was something unusual about
Billy Bunter that morning !

He was walking as if on air! His
fat faco expressed unbounded satisfac-
ticn. Fwvery now and then he gave a
little chirrup of irrepressible glee.
Lvidently life zeemed good to Bunter
that day. Ile found the world worth
living in, The universe was not always
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run to Dunter's satisfaction. Now,
howover, he scemed to have absolutely
no faunlt te find with it.

e =miled ! He beamed!
Bublled |

Something, it was clear, had bucked
Bunter tremendously. That wns clear!
But what it was, was not so clear.

Even if his celebrated postal order, go
long expected, had arrived at Jast, it
could not have accounted for this
Bezides, he was talking of millions,
and even hillions! osinl  orders,
assuredly, did not run into those
figures !

It was all the more surprizing, because
on break-up day, Bunter was noet wont
to be very chirpy. Generally, on euch
an occnsion, Bunter was rather worried,
having to solve s problem for the holi-
days. The magnificence of Bunter
Court necver attracted him homeward—
not if he could heif it! The humbler
homes of other fellows had a greater
attraction, if somehow he could contrive
te barge into the same.

But on thiz particular occasion, Billy
Bunter was not 5:;-&1-:1:1;; to “stick * any-
body. Apperently, he had his ewn plans
for the “?mls.” Lord Mauleverer was

He alinost

dodging him that morning, but {or
onee Mauly need not nave dodged.
Vernon-Smith was prepared fo  kick

him if he tried to wedge into the cax
that was coming for Enmuthy, bLut the
fat Owl was not wasting a thought on
ithe Bounder's car. Ilarry Wharton &
Co., when ho rolled up to them in ik
sunny quad, were veady to tell him, as
politely as possible, but firmly, that he
wag superflugus, But Bunter wos net
after an invitation for the “hgl”
For once, it seomed, he was net “afzer ™
gnything ! Bubbling with happr :atis.
faction, ho talked of miilions and Lil-
lionz, like o fellow in possession of these
stupendous sums—though he did rot
seemn ¢lear whether they were millicns
of pounds or of dollars!
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HARRY WHARTON & C0O.,, THE CHEERY CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS !

_ Anyone looking at Bunter and listen-
ing to him, might hava supposed that
he had come into a fortune—a tremen-
dous fortune!

Amazing to relate, he had!

Still, it did not seem probable, to
fellows who were used to be bein
dunned for loans of sixpence or a shal-
ling by the fat, impecunions Owl.

lﬁr arry Wharton & Co. just gazed
st him, wondering ! Coker of the ¥iith,
whose hat was tugha knocked off, passed
at a distance, unheeded, The Famous
Fiva did not even see Coker! Bunter
held all their atteniion. :

Bob Cherry tapped his forchead sig-
nificantly. It la::n::E:ﬂd to Bob like a _case
of mild insanity., Often and often EJ.}E,.'
Bunter talked of wealth, and magnib-
cence, and stately mansions, and titled
relations. But he had never run into
millions before! Never into billions!

“71 say, you fellows, how much is a
billion ¥ asked Dunter.

“A  million millions,” answered
Wharton, laughing. “Quite a decent
sum, whether in pounds or dollars.”

“ Figshy says it's only a thousand mil-
lions I'' said Bunfer. ]

“J believe they call a thousand mil-
lions a billion in the United States,”
answered the eaptain of the Remove.
“But aven that's & tidy sum! Gop it
in your trousers pocket!”

“If you have,” said Bob Cherry
gravely, “you can square up that
eighteenpence you've owed me all this
term.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Do!” advised Johnny

ual gravity.

e Ha, ha, ha " ;

“1 haven't got it in my pocket, you
gilly ass!™ hooted Bunter,

with

Bull

“Mot really!” ejaculated IFrank
Nugent.

“MNo!"” znorted Bunter. “ How could
I have?™

S How, indeed?" chickled Wharton.

“The howfulness is terrific.”

v [!Lai.ng]'3 goss  my
sighed Bob Cherry. was afraid
there was a cateh in it somewhere!™

“All the zamec, you fellows, I'm a
millionaira now—"

“I don't think!™

“I mean a billionaire—="'

“Go it

“Rolling in it!"” zaid Bunter impres.
sively. “A milliopaire—I mean a hil-
Lionaire—""

“Make it a trillionaire!™ sugpested
Nugent. “It sounds bigger, and it's
just as true !

“Ha, ha, ha!"

:'IBf yvou fellows don't Exﬂtilw?\ ‘:r!m—”

‘Believe  youl™  gaspe "harton,
“Oh, my hat!”

“I seem to feel a sort of doubt I"’ mur-
mured Bob Cherry., “One of those
small, lingering doubts 1Y

Billy Bunter blinked at the Famous
Five through his spectacles. Ie looked
them up and down contemptuously and
Emrnhlﬁ}r.

“Of course, I expected you fellows to
ba envious!” he said, with a curl of his
fat lip. “You would be!”

“You blithering, blethering idiot ™
said Harry Wharton, “If vou're not
off vour podgy rocker, do you expect
any fellow to swallow a varn like that?*

It's true!” roared Bunter,

“ IFathead I

“I'm a millionaire—"

" g™

“1 mean a billionaire—

“Chump [

“1 was going to offer to
fellows home in my car—"

“Your cart” }'Ei'lﬂd Bob,

“My ear [ answeraed Bunter firmly,

“Is ho really potty?™ asked Johnny

Fh

Tumn Yolt

Bull, in wonder., *Is he dreaming day-
dreams? You heven't got a car, you
frabjous foozler I*

"1 can buy one, I suppose,” snorted
Bunter,

“B.-b-buy one !

“¥Yes. sloney’s no object to me.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“I'm sending down to Conrtfield for
the best car they've got at Chunkley's,
in their motor department.”

“Oh erumbs!®”

“It will only run to a thousand
pounds or =0,” said Bunter negligently.

“Only " gurgled Bob,

“A mere nothing to me”

“We'd better take him to Quelch,”
said Mugent, guite concerned,  * Bunter
had better sec a doctor. He can't travel
im this state,”

“Ha, ba, hal®

" Yon cheeky ass ! hooled Bunter.

“Well, look here! Before you pay
for that car, what about that eighteon-
f:rt-l'u:e 7 psked Bob., “Every  little
welps in the hols. And voun won't miss
it out of those millions and billions and
irillions.™ )

“ Kighteenponee 1 Bunter's hip
curled. “Do vou think I carry coppers,
vou fathead

“¥Yes: when you can borrow them,™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I've no coppers shout me,’
Bunter. “MNo small silver, either.
no use for such trifles.”

' gneorad

I've

— e L

From cadging coppers and bor-
rowing bobs, Billy Bunter, of
the Greyfriars Removes, sudden-
ly becomes a billionaire ! He
fairly revels in his new wealth,
but in his manners and customs

. i
‘F}ghtee npence [

he remains the same old
Bunter !
“I have,” said RBalb; "lots. Tl

change a note, if you hike.”

“Oh, all right! I've nothing smaller,
at the moment, than a hundred-pound
note.”

1] Eh .[J'I

“What "

“Change that,” =aid Bunter.

The fat Owl took a note-case from his
pocket. It was a new note-case, of a
very expensive leather, and must have
cost several pounds, at least, DBut that
was nob the only surprising thing about

Billy Dunter’s notecase. IE was
crammed with banknotes,
His fat fingers selected ome, and

jerked it out. The Famous Fiye of the
i{emm-n gazed ab 14 as if 1t wesmerised
then,

It was a banknote for S104.

And ¢ was only one of many, Bunter
had dozens of them.

If the skies had fallen it could hardly
have astonished the chums of the Re-
move more.  They pazed, and they
gazed, and they gazed.

Lo to change 187 jeored Bunter.

Bolh Cherry took the banknote and
scanned 1t carefully, There seemed to
be only one explanation of this miracle,
and that was that Bunter had somechow
gab hold of a wad of "zpoof ¥ bank-
nqtuulzs, and was using them to “ewank ¥
wikh.

But examination demonstrated that
the banknote was genuine. Unless
Tob's eves decelved him, it was the real
article, In deep silence he handed it
back to Bunter.

“Not moing to change it?" snecred
the fat Owl

“Where on earth did you get that
stack of mcrn;;.', Funter 1" asked Harry
Wharton, “You've got over s thousand
pounds there.”

“Beems a lot to you, I dare say,”
said Bunler. “Not much to a mnillion-
alre—I mean a billionaire. ¥ah! 1
shan't give you a lift in my new car
now, 0 you can go and eat coke !

Billy Bunter rolled away, sniffing.
Harry Wharton & Co. gazed after him.
They ware not, as the fat Owl supposed,
cnvious, Buf they were amazed. They
were astounded.  Thoy were fabber-

asted. They guzed after him, speech-
e,  Billy Bunter had taken their
breath away,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Mysterions !

ETER TODD looked worried; he
felt worried.  There was quite
a froubled frown on his face
as he sorted oub odds and ends
in Study Ne. T for packing,

As 1t was the last day ﬂ% the term,
as he was going home for the holidays,
as he was not going to sec his fat study-
mate, Bunter, again for weeks, Peter
might have been expected to look
bucked. Instead of which he looked, as
he falt, worricd.

And it was about Bunter that he was
worried. No doubt it was a pleasure
to part with Bunter. The lesz any
fellow saw of Bunter the more, as a
rule, a fellow liked it. Still, Peter did
not want to leave Bunter behind "him
m serious trouble, Ele did not want the
next news of Bunter to be that the fat
and fatuous Owl was in "quod.” A
poet has declared :

“Ha that takes what isn't his'n,
Is protty sure to go io prison.”

And it seemed to Poter that the
sword of Damoeles, in that very wun-
desirable form, was suspended over the
fat head of William Georpe Bunter.

It was all very well for Billy Bunter
to talk about Bunter Court, about the
horde of liveried menials, the fleet of
motor-cars, the gatherings of the
nobility, sprinkled with princes and
princesses. S0 long as it was only gas
it did not matter. But when Billy
Bunter produced banknotes for large
sums, what was a fellow to think?

Anything, cxzcept that they were
Runter's.

The last fow davs Buntor had dis
played uncormmon wealth.,  That was
surprising cnough. He had displayed a
valet=—a  smooth-faced, sleck-looking
manservant named Jarvish.  That was
mora surprising. But now he had put
the lid on, =o to speak. He had dis-
played, not fivers and tenners, which by
some remoto passibility might have be-
longed to him, but hundred-pound notes,
which by no imagmable possibility
could be his,

Ones upon a time, Peter remembered,
Bunter had picked up & banknote, and,
on the principle that findings were keep-
ings, his fab fingers had become glued
to if. But he could harvdly have picked
up dozens of banknotes for large de-
nominations. MNeither, presumably,
eould he have held up a bank.  Still
less probable was it that such huge
sums had reached him from home.
Where, then, had they come from?
Peter was not inguisitive, so far as that
went, astonished as he was., But he
was worried. DBopter had been up to
something-—what ¥

Toddy piled books on the table and
blinked at them with a wrinkled brow.

Tae Micser Lisrany.—No. 1,584.
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Qince he had grown so suddenly and
strangely we.sltﬁ Bunter had shown up
u more agreeable—sat least, less dis-
agreeable—side of his character. He
spent his money ally—so royally, in
fact, that if it ha one on long
would certainly have drawn the atlen-
tion. of beaks to him, and the
would have wanted to know. Inste
of 8 ing on Ifellows “E and down
the = Remove pasiage, Bunter had
started a series of magnificent spreads,
to which all were welcome. Any hard-
up fellow who wanted a loan had only
to ask Bunter. He shelled out at once.
This improvement in Bunter only added
ta Toddy's concern for him. What did
it all mean? ]

Thers was a step in the puassage. "

Peter knew that soft step, and thu
soft deferential cough of the man who

sto at the door. It was Bunter's
vatgﬁmis!l.

oter Todd looked at him as he

apP ared in the doorway. Ho ssw &
rather shortish, sleek man with 3
smooth face, and plump, sm-:}gthvha.nds,
which he had a habit of winding m-i
gether. Ho was dressed quietly an
T tably in a dark s, and he
InnEed the well-trained manservant to
i Only a sly glimmer n
his eyes might have made an ﬂhmni:“fdt'
fellow fool distrust of him. 1t
saveral times been in Peter's mmind to
ask that man Jarvish what it all meant.
And now, ss he was not likely to have
another chance of seeing him, he de-
termined to do so. _

«Master William——" began Jarvich,
in his soft, sleek voice.

the finger-tips.

He stopfe& ag he saw that Bunter was
not in the study, and would have
d back,

™ old onl” said Peter Todd qgi&ﬂm

#] want to speak to you, Jarvish,
“Very good, sirl” said Jarvish.
“What's the game?” asked Peter.
Jarvish raised his eyebrows B little.
*“Tha game, sir,” he seid. “I do not

ite follow." :
‘:”'EIEIII{l ma:ka it clear,” said Peter
deys ago my study-

rimly. “A fow
Eata,jﬂa.mter. was the hardest-up fellow

at QGreyfriars. He spun yarns about a
\?tﬂ-ﬂ-lth ﬁhﬂmﬂ and a valet and so forth,
and niodg believed a word of it All
of a sudden vou turn up. The Head
takes you at face value, oand allows you
to stop in the servants’ quarters till
bresk-up. Befora you turned u
Bunter was a3 stony as a ¢9bb1e.d yard.
Since you've turned up he's been roll-
ing in money, I want to know why and
how—ses i"

Mr. Jarvish wound his smooth hands
together,

“1 helieve, sir, that Master William
has come into a very large sum of
money,” he said. “But I regret, sir,
thet I do not feel at liberty to diseuss
my young mastor's affairs.”

gunter’s really your Fyoung master,
i he?” ;

“Oh, quite, sir!" .

“ And you came from his home®”

* Naturslly, sir,"

*Then how iz it,” asked Peter, “that
his young brother, Sammy Bunfer of
the Second Form, had never even
heard your name when I asked him
about yoult"

Petor watched ihe sleek face az he
asked that quesbion. He watehed it
intently,

But Mr. Jarvish did noet turn a hair.
If he had seerets to keep, there was no
doubt that he was on his geard.

“Possibly Master Samuel had for
gutl&p, sir,” he 3uggn5t::d.

“Inkely, 1sn’t 7" grunted Peler.
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“T:ook here, Jarvish, there's something
ﬁsh§ about 1t—something jolly queer.”

., Indeed, sir1”

_ "Bunter’s crammed with money | If
it’s cot his own, he'll get into trouble
about it. It can't be his ownl You've
gob some sort of & hand in 1t! Thera
was nothing of the kind before you
barged in. What does it mean”

“I think, sir, that I had better refer
you to Master William,” said Jarvish.
‘It is vot part of & manservant’s duties
to disouss his master’s affairs, sir. FPer-
haps you can tell me where to find
Master William? I desive to inform
iitlm tt:hat I_ﬂhﬂ?ﬂ caa.rtrmd ?{qt his in-

ructions with regard to packing—"
. “¥ou'll Bnd him in the quad, swank-
ing banknotes!"” said Peter, “He's
g;actmally waving them about like

niers. Somehow or other, he's got
hold of & wad of money this very morn-
mng. And I want to know—""

Thank you, eir [” said Jarvish, and
he withdrew from the study doorway,
and went down the Remove passage with
his soft step.

Peter snorted! He had been snubbed
—by Bunter's valet! He was strongly
tempted to step after James Jarvish and
plant a boot oa his sleek person,

Certeinly, if all was open and above-
board Billy Bunter's valet had a right
to refuse to be questioned. But how
could it be sbove board when Billy
Bunter was in possession of unheard-of
suma of cash?

.. There was something mysterious sbout
it-—something fishy—~somothing very dis-
uieting. Unless Billy Bunte-rghnd ound
the celebrated purse of Fortunatus all
that money couldn’t be his own! Whoso
was 7 LEven the purse of Fortunatus,
i the anciont tale, was not more
amezing than Bunter as a millionaire—
or_a billionaire |

This man Jarvish had appearsd sud-
denly, unexpectedly, from nowhere in
particular. Tf ho was some sort of a
rogue, getting a fool into his hands, the
thing did not seem to fit together.

Rogues extract money from
they do not supply them with that neces-
sary article. Yot it seemed that it was
enly from Jarvish that Bunter's astound-
ing supply of cash could have come.
And yet Jarvish looked what he evi-
dently was—a well-trained manservant |
How cculd a manservant have stacks of
money to give away—apparently for
nothing ¥

Peter left the study, and followed
Jarvish down the stairs and out into the
quadrangle. A ﬁmd many fellows

lancod at Jarvish, wheose sleck and

ferential manner had made quite a
good impression on most of the fellows
vwith whom he had come inte contact.
He stopped to speak to Wingate of the
Sixth, with deep respect:

“Perhaps, =sir, you could tell me
whero to find Master Bunter ?”

The Grevfriars captain glanced round
at him. Bo civil and deferential was
Mr, Jarvish's manner that Wingate re-
{vained from felling him that s Bixth
Form man could hardly be expected to
know anvthing about {'.]“;a mavements of
such a ftrifling mierobe as & Lower
Fourth junior.

“I think I saw the kid by the gates,”
answored Wingate briefly.

“Thank you, air 1"

Jarvish went across the quad, towards
the gates, which stood wide open, Billy
Bunier was not on view there; but
(Gosling, the ancient porter, was adorn-
ing the porch of his lodge. Toddy, who
waa also looking for Bunter, followed

fools—

on.

What happened next took Peter
rutirely hg surprise. It was so entirely
vnexpocted.

He noticed, without any particular
heed, that & man on the road outside

had stopped, to glance in at the school
f,'a.tmmj. The man was & ]uugﬂhmbeﬂ,
ean-featured fellow, in a slouched hat,
logking like an American. It was nob
uncommon for a pessing pedestrian to
lanea in, when tha gates wera open, at
the green old quad and the grey old
builaings. Peter Todd did not iﬁﬂd the
circumstance at all. But it had an
electrical effect on Mr. Jarvish !

He stopped suddenly and whirled
round, and came running back towards
the House. So swift was his action that
if the stranger at the gates saw him at
all, he could hardly have seen anything
of him, but his back,

And so swift waas he that Peter Todd,
standing in his way, was knacked over
before he knew what was happening
h_Jarnah evidently did not even sce

im,

He balted for the Houss, like a fright-
ened rabbit for a_ burrow, crashed into
Pﬂt%’, and sent him sprawling.

(4§ Fr]

hooo roared the astounded
oddy as he bumped.
Jarvish staggered for a second, re-

covered himself, and dashed on. Almost
in & second he darted into the House
doorway and dmai;pearad.

“Ow I howled Pater. “Wow I?

He sat up dizzily,

The long, lean man at the gates, after
a cursory glasnce in, walked on.  Pro-
bably he had not noted Jarvish at all, so
sudden and rapid had been the sleck
man's flight for cover. Peter Todd sat

and spluttered.
“Ow! Oocoogh! Wow! The silly
Is he poity? Wow! Barging a

man over— Owl Wowl Wow !l

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Bunter Plays the Goat!

" §EY’BI:'?]IHB d
i unter jumped.
ThuFf BT

; at junior was standing
in the road, a dozen yards from

the sehool gates, staring up the long,
white ribbon of road that ran across tha
reen common fowards the fown of

urtfield.

Bunter, apparently, was expeclin
something, or somebody, frem Court-
field. He waz blinking impatiently

through his big spectacles. Ie did not
look behind him, and he was startled
by & tap on hia fat shoulder from
behind, and still more startled by the
nasal voice that spoke in his fat ear.

“0Oh 1" gasped Bunter, 2

He spun round like a fat humming-
top.

A tell, Iean-faced man, with narrow
slite of eyes chaded wmnder a slouched
hat towered over him. It was the lean
men who had looked into the gatewa
of Greyiriars with such an electrica
effact on Jarvish.

Bunter blinked at him in alarm, and
profmn backed away. But he backed
cnly one step! The lean man's grasp
closed on his shoulder with fingers that
seemed of steel, sinking into the fat.

“Wow I¥ howled Bunter.

“I guess 1 want you to chew the rag
with me a pieca!” said the lecan man

pleasantly.

“0Ch lor' 1" gasped Bunter,

He cast & longing blink towards the
school gpates. He deeply repretted that
ha had stepped out into the road fo sce
if hiz new car from Courtfield was
coming ! IHa was very anxious to gee
that new car! But he was not at all
anxions to see “Tiger” PBEronx, the
gangster of C’hic%go,

He had, indeed, almost forgotten the
existence of Ar. Bronx. It was dis-
tinetly unplearant to be reminded of it.

“ I—I eay, you leggo I gasped Bunter.
“I'll ehout for help if you don't leggo!
You kcep off, you heast 1"



The gangster's slits of eyes glittered
round him. There was, for the moment,
no one in sight. One moment was
enough for Tiger Bronx, accustomed to
acting swiftly, whether with his hands
or with his “ gun.” A jerk of his power-
ful arm and Billy Bunter was hooked
out of the road, into the trees on the
farther side. He swung in the tall man's
grip like a bag of potatoes,

“ Whoooooh-hoop ! gasped Bunter, as
he was slammed against a tree and left
standing there, Tiger Bronx faced him.

“Wow, you fat gink * gaid Bronx.

“Yow-ow!| Owl” 3
b ez I been looking for you a
faw! I'll spy 1 want you to give me the

u!‘t:a‘m 1* _xlaa.i-:! the lean man.

“I'm after that guy Jarvish | I reckon

EVERY SATURDAY

mysteriously tracking down was within
the walls of Greyfriars, Certainly he
could not have guessed that he was pass-
ing there as Billy Bunter's valet !

But 1t was clear that he had spoticed
the fact that the Owl of the Kemove
was “mixed up " with Jarvish, and he
had been looking for Bunter in gucst
of news. Mow he had found Bunter,
and the grim, threatening expression on
his hard, lean face, told that he would
not be parbieular about his methods of
extracting information from him.

“You spilling the beans?” he
inquired.

“Tha—tha fact is, I—I don’'t know
anything about him!" gasped Bunter.
“I've never seen lLim "

“Hay?” Mr. Bronx barked out that
word so sharply that Bunter jumped,

5

canned horse in Chicage! T'11 mens
tion that he's got more dollars than he
can count if he sat down to it for m
month  of Sundays!  Yep! He's
squared you, I guess!™

“Oh dear!™ gasped Bunter.

It was true  that Jarvish  had
“sguared * him, bo & much more eox-
tensive extent than the gangstor could
possibly have dreamned.

“Mow, you open that bully-beef trap
of yourn and let it drip!" said the
rangster. *&Spill it, and spill it quick!
Spill the whole bibful 1

Billy Bunter blinked at
le=sly.

He was hardly thivty varvds from the
scheal, buzzing  with the neise and
activity of breaking-up day. But

him help-

“ What about that eighieenpence you owe me, Bunter ? ** asked Bob Cherry. ** I've nothing smaller, at the moment, than
o hundred-pound note,” said the fat Owl. * Can youchangeit?’ He withdrew a nefecase from his pocket. It was
crammed with banknotes. His fat fingers selected one, and jerked it out. It was a banknote for £100 1 The Removites

cow're wise to that! You've got mixed
up with that paloot semchow ! I guess
ou savyy a wholo heap about that jay |
{:'i.',pt You helped hin male his pget-
away when I had him einched in the
wood | You was fooling around when he
dodped me after that, 1 want to know
where to lay my finger on him |
going to a;:rl] it! Got that?" .

Bunter blinked at the pangster, his
little round eyes alinost popping through
his biz, round spectacles 1n terror.

He was well aware that Tiger Bronx
was a dangerous character.

Me, Bronx “paclked a pun,” as he
would have described it, though it was
rather doubtful whether he would have
ventured to use that “pun ™ on Lho old-
fashioned side of the Atlantic!

Still, his lean hand straying towards
his hip pocket implied a ithreat that
made the fat junior quake.

Cbvionsly, Mr. Bronx did not know
that the sleek man whom he was so

You'ro

gazed at it, as if it mesmerised them!

“I—I mean, I—1 haven't seen him
since the last time I[—I paw lam!”
rasped Bunter.

“I°ll zay [ could have guessed that
one 1 midy' the Liger. “ How long since
yvor seen hijm B

“Oh, weeks and woecks 17

“ Hay '

Again that ejaculation, coming like a
ballet, brought DBunter up sharp.

“I—1 mean, days and days—that is—
I mean—that is to say—I—I mean
Oh lo" I" pasped Bunter.

If Mr Bronx had been much Iess
keen, he would have been keen cnough
to sec that Billy Bunter knew where
Jarvich was. His face grew harder and
grimrer.

“1 puess vou want to spill it fat
boy " he said. “I reckon Jarvish is
paying vou to keep it dark. He's pot
the dust—boodles of it1 I'll zay that
singoth-face 1 guy walked off with thoe
biggest fortune ever made out of

there was no once at hand to help him.
The gangster's jaw squaved threatens
gl
“Where's that gay ™ ho snapped.
“I=I—I——" stuttered DBunfcr.
“1 reckon he's spmewheres around|
Whore "
“Oh lor' ¥

The gangsicr’s lean hond reached
ount at  DBunter. Probably he was
going to shake him, and shake an
answer out of him. DBuat what he was
oing to do never transpired; for
?hmh_-r, in sheer terror, lowered his
bullet licad, and butted. He harvdly
know what he was deing—he  onl
knew that he dared not let that steel-
like grip fasten on hun agsin,
Suddenly, wuncxpectedly, he butted,
his bullet head catching the gangster
fairly in the wind.
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6 MORE EXCITING SITUATIONS IN :

“ BILLIONAIRING WITH BUNTER ! ”*—

Bronx gave & startled, agonised

Easp.

Ifm tall, lean figure seemed to fold
up like & pocket-knife as the wind was

knocked out of him by that sudden
1m

‘P'Urrrrg!” he gurgled. :

Ho eprawled over on DBunter, his
long, lean arms sawing the sir.

Bunter wriggled away, and he
crashed on the ground.

Billy Bunter did not look at him!l
He bounded.

E;'Urrggghhh " eame from the gang-
£LET.

Bunter lost no time.

He went back to the road
bounding kangaroo.

But, really, he need not have hur-
ried. Bronx was in no stete io deal
with him. On his hands and knees, the
gengster was gurgl'-nﬁ horribly, trying
to get his breath, and not gquite suc-

ing. Hideous gurgles and gasps
and choked groans cameo from him.

Bunter did not heor them.

He waz flying. His feet barely
touched the ground ss he flew. He
crossed the road like s streak of light-

like &

nin

l!:;was & matter of seconds before he
wae hurtling in at the gatez of Grey-
friars.  Gosling blinked at him from
his lodge in surprise. Bunter did not
even see (Gosling. He flew on wildly.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Bumps {or Bunter Minor!

AMMY BUNTER, of the Becond
Form, wiped his month with his
sleave. That was Sammy's
alegant way of removing traces

of jam|1
Sammy wa3s jammy !

The Second Form Room was deserted
—save for Bammy. Frobably Bunter
minor had selected it because it was
deserted, heving s large bag of jam
tarts to &:spnsa of.

Hitting st hia l:lesk w1t.h t.ha.t. ha%
boefore him, the fat fag had
the tarts, one after another, t:
of t’ha jam jammy.

ha wHs

In that happ mu:! stmkj state he
was discovere half a dozen
Remove foellows whn looked into the
Form-room.

“Hallo, hﬁilm halio 12 exelaimed
Bob Cherry., " Here he is!™

Dunter minar blinked at them
through the big spectacles that made
him ool go like Bunter major.

The Famous Five and Peter Todd
cama in. Sammy DBunfer gave them a
sticky grin.

“¥You'rse teo late!™ he
"They're all gone !

“Whe asre all gone??
Wharton.

Greyfriara was bresking up
had not broken up yet. No
gone, so far.

But Bammy, it appearad, was
alluding to Greyfriars fellows.
tap&ed the empty bag.

va Jusb eaten ihra last one!” he
sald, grinning.

Sammy had been alluding to the
tarts.

“You fat
Jaohnny Bull
wera a.ft-ar

“Eh!
asked Eamm;r

“You I’ said Peter Tadd.

Sammy eyed the Removites
piciously.

“*Here, I say. no larke!" he szaid.
“Wharrer you wanti”

rernarkad.

asked Harry

but it
-:I:; was

nob

Ha

young  ass 1" grunted
“Did you think we
ur sticky tuck 2

at are you after, then?”

B13&-
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“Only the pleasure of '{aur CONVersa«

tion for a few mioutes, old bean,' said
Bob Gha:rju

“Draw it mild I jeered Sammy. “I
say, have you seen young Guttyi I

told him to phone for a taxi for me.
Time he turned up”

The Bemove fellows eyed SBammy.
The Second I"lu:u-mj when they went,
Were going school bus to the
station. If Eammg was teking a taxi,
it looker as if Sammy, as well as Billy,
was ih ]}IJS‘S-E.EEIQTI of unusypal funds.

“Bo wou're going in a taxi?” asked
Peter

"1 can afford 141" said Bammy, dis-
darnfully.

“You'ra the only fag in the Second
who can, thenl”

“Very hkely!™ grinned Bammy,

“I'm giving Gatty and Myers a lift.
They're jolly civil to a [ellow nowl
i!ﬂ:‘, he, hel”

Arce you rolling in it, like DBally
asked Peter.

"I don’t know ah{:-ut. relling in if.
I've got some dibs,” said Sammy.
“No bizney n:-E yours, I'm not lending
vou anything. N,

“¥eou fat frump!” roared TDPeter,
much incensed at being  suspecfed  of
nmrtmg to borrow of a Becond Form

fa
g;“l'}'lB.I'I'E[' you want? I've got some
packing to do.”
“It's about Billy,”
tha Hemove.
Sammy chuckled.
“What about Billy 1" he asked.
Sammy, apparently, was on his guard.

“Thera's something up with your
gaid Poter Todd. “gcok

brother,”
Sammy, we want to know what it

hers,
means.’”

“Where iz Billy getting all that
money fn:-m 1 asked %

'Whose is it 7" asked Hugent

“And wha is that man Jarvishi®
asked Johnny Dall

“And what's the pame, anvhow 2
‘nouired Harry Wharton.

The six Removites were lookin and
feeling serious enough The sight of
£100 notes in Bunter's possession had
’(:iultl':'.! alarmed the Famous Five. Peter

'odd had consulted with them on tho
matter, in greab uncasiness; and they
had fully agresad with Peter that tho
matter ought to be looked into. They
had zought Sammy as & souree of In-
formation. Now they had found him,
however, Bammy's look did not indi-
cate that they were going to get thoe
information thoy sought.

“1 aszked wyou ahout Jarvish vester-
day.” went on Peter, “and you told
meae wawn'd never heard of him™

“Did I murmured Sammy,

“1 asked wou whether Billy had &
valet when he war at home, and yon
just. eackled [

said the ceptain of

“A man can cackle if he lihkes!™
Sammy pointed out.

“Now, look here, Eamm}r," said the
captain of the Remove. "This iz a

gorigus  matter. Your brother's got
hold of tons of mon poodnoess 'knﬂws
how and where. Toddy thinks it's got
something to do with that man
Jarvish, and it locks like it. Nobody
can make it out. Ilave you seen your
brother lately 7"

Sammy grinned

“I went te scea him at once, after
what Toddy told me yesterday,” ho
answered. “I wondered what was uwp.
He, he, ho!”

“(Oh 1™ said MHarry.

It dawned on him that Sommy,
hearving thit his major was in amazing
funds, had barged 1n at once for tha
crumba that fell from the rich man’s
table. Evidently Billy Dunter had
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whacked out some of the funde—henece
Bammy's present sticky state and the
taxi he was getting. FProbably Bammy
was not deeply concerned about the
mysterious source of that wealth, =o
long as his fat fingers touched some of
it.

“We're alarmed about Billy,” said
Petor Todd. *“We don’t like clearing
off to-day and leaving him up to his
gilly neck in trouble.”

"Hllli-"a all right!"” said Sammy.

“Well, where is he getting ail that
money from "

“"He's come into s fortune! At
Iea-.st% ho told me 20! Sammy chuckled.
**He's such a fibber, a fellow never
knows| DBut that's what he told me!”

*TPhat’s rot 1" saad Bob Cherry.

“*The rotfulnees is terrifie.”

“Well, he's got the dibs,”
Bammy. " Lots!” -

“ We know that. That's what worries
ug,”’ said Harey. “There must he some-

ing fearfully fishy about it.”

“MNa bizney of yours!"” said Sammy.

*“Well, no, not exactly. Bob Buntor's
a8 Romove man, and he's such a fool he's
the chap to barge into any trouble that's

said

aing. Whoe on earth is that man
arvish "

“He's Billy's 1alet,” said Sammy
calmly.

“What "

“ Billy's valet at home, you know.”

“ You fot fibber [ roared Peter Todd.
“You told me vesterday you'd never
beard of the man.”

“I'd forgotten, you see. I remem-
bered afterwards,” said Bunter minor
coolly. .

“ After Billy had tipped you to back
him up in his lies?” exclaimed Peter
Todd, exasperated. “Is that it 7"

“ He, he, ha I'?

* 1t's o gerious matter, Sammy,” urged
Harry Wharton. “1 ean't make out
that man Jarvish, but I koow there's
mmethin;.hﬁsh? about him and his being

here ot & Bunter's him off on
the Head az & manszervant from
home-——*"

“That's what he 151" said Sammy.

“We came on him one afterncon
before he showed up here,”* wont on the
captain of the Remove. & was run-
ning away from a lanky American man,
Taddy zavs he saw the same man look-
ing in at the gates not half an hour ago,
and Jarvish saw him and bolted into
the House. What does it mean "

Sammy blinked at him. It appeared
that Bammy knew nothing, at least, of
the lean American.

“Bleszsed if I know!” he answered.
#“But Jarvish 1z all right. He's Billv's
valet, and was recommended fo him by
his Iast valet, Jerningham.”™

Sammy recited this as if he were re-
citing & lesson to Mr. Twigg, his Form-

master. Obviously it was inspired by
instructions from his majer in the
Bemove.

“You're lying "' hooted Poter.

* Bow-waow I retorted Sammy.

“Tills’'s put you up Lo thist You

never knew anything about Jarvish
when I asked you yesterday. Now, look
here—"

“Can't " za1d Sammy.

“Eh? Why noti”

“Your f[catures, you know!
expect z fellow to lock at them |
for the cyesight 1™

Peter made a jump at the fat fap.
Sammy made & jump and dodged behind
o desk. Bob caught the wrathful Teoddy
by the arm.

“Hold on, old bean!” he said.
“We'lve got to get at it somehow. Look
here, Sammy, you don't understand that
the matter's serigus—"

“ 8top I"" exelaimed Harry Wharton,
a3 Bunter minor cireled round the dosks,

Can't
Bad

with the evident intention of makine a
bolt for the door.

Ha ont across and prabbed the fat fap
by the collar.

“ Now, you fat voung tick—"

“Leggo ! velled Sammy.

“We want to know——"

“I've told you! Leggol”

“Who's that man Jarvish ¥
“Billy's valet. Had bim three monlls,

Leggo 1
“Will you toll the truth {or onee?"
“Legpa! Shut wp!  Legpo, vou
beast I°*

Sammy wriggled.

It was evident that Sarnmy had been
“squared "' by a whack in the phmder,
He was preparved now to back nup his
major's story through thick and thin.
There was nothing to be learned from
Sammy.
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GREYFRIARS

CARTOONS

By HAROLD SKINNER,
No. 12. PETER TODD.

(Leader of Study No. 7, Remove Form.)

This week our lightning artist selects
for his subject a character with whom

you are all familiar—PETER TODD,

whose one ambition is to become a lawyer.

Lean and lanky Pater Todd
Haa a long and quaint proboscie,
'‘Lonzy's noee is also odd,
Resambling the rhinoceros's.

Peter's reading Yor the Bar,
If ho stioks, and does not ahirk Jt,
Hes may have a Judge's car,
When he makes his Judge's Qircuit!
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“I don’t believe any of the Bunters
could tell the truth if they tried!”
growled Johony Bull, * Bump him

“The bumpfuloess 15 the proper
caper '
“I say Leggpo ! Yareoosh ™ roared

Bammy, a8 the exagperated Removites
swung him off the floor of the Second
Form Roora.

Bump !

“* Yow-ow IV

Bump !

*Yoooooop ™

Bump |

“*¥Yow-ow-ow-ow |
Saminy.

He zat and roared. Leaving lum =zit.
fing and roaring, Harry Wharton & Co.
left the Iorm-reom, {ollowed by
Sammy's nnmusical howle.

Whooop ! yelied

Evidently there was nothing doing.

If there was any truth in thie Bunters
—which was doultiul—it was not io be
got out af them.

It was somo satisfaction to bump
sammy for his check and his untruthiul-
ness. But the mystery of Billy had to
be left where it was.

R pp—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Billy Bunfer’s New Car!

x § OB ear?”
Ay * Yours, Bmithy 1"
(11 :\.ﬁl:r

“Mauuly's, I suppose,” soid

Skinner.

“*No,” said Lord Mauleverer,

“Jolly good car " said Squilf,

“T'Il zay it's some auto ! remarked
Fizlher 1. Fish,

*MNew ecar for the Head——" suppested
Ilazeldene. ]

“It wouldn't coma to this door,” sald

the Bounder. * Bunter was saying he
was getting o now car—-""

“Ha, ha, ha "’

Quite a crowd of fellows had gathered
to lock at the car that had rolled up the
drive from the poates and stopped out-
side tho House.

It was a magnificent car.

It waos large, it was handsome, it was
of an expensive make, it was fitted up
e the finest style—it was, 1 fact, tho
last word in luxury and pomp.

Only s very wealthy fellow, it was
clear, could own a ear like that car.
Even the wonderful car that came for
Mauly from Mauleverer Towers was not
more magnificent than this—not, indeed,
%uite so magnificent. Even Mr, Samuel

ernon-Smith’s palatial Bolls was put mn
the shade, by cormparison.

It looked like a brand-new car. It
was spotless. It was speckless. It
gleamed and shone, ; ;

The chauffeur in o quiet, dark livery
who stood by it was in keeping with the
car. He stood Like the bronze statue of
8 chauffeur, indifferent to a gazing
world. So aristoeratically aloof did ha
look that fellows bardly liked to nsk
him questions,

There was a ripple of laughter as
Emithy suggested that i1t mught be
Bunter's new car Bunter often talked
ehout the wonderful cors at home, but
the only Bunter car that any Greyfriars
fellows had ever seen was a Ford of
uncertain age which Mr. Bunter drove
himaelf.

That expensive car and that expen-
sive chaulfeur zecmed rather unlikely to
helong to a follow who only a few days
ago had been cadging loans of sixpence
or & shilling up and down the Remove.

“By gad ! Temple of the Fourth
came up, “That's a decent bus! Whe's
tha happy man, you fellows "

“1 gucss that auto cost five thousand
dullers, and then some ™ sawd Fisher T.
IMish adwmiringly.

“Whose is 117" asked Temple.

“MNobody knows.'’

it's  Bunter's!” grinned

“PDazh it all, 1 shouldn’t wonder!™
zpid Bkinner. “Bunter seems to have
pots of money lately. Goodness knows
where he gets it from, or whose 1t 13,
but he's got it!"

“1 say, yvou fellows—-"

Billy Bunter rolled out of the House,
e blinked at the crowd of juniors snd
blinked at the car. He grinned with
satisfaction.

“0Oh, it's come [ he remarked.

“Tell us it's yours!” grinned the
Bounder.

THE Macxtr Lisrany.—No. 1,384,
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*It's ming——

“Ha, ha, ha 1™ :

“ Blessed if T see anything to cackle
atl It's my new car,” said Bunter. “1
wanted a2 new car for the hols, you
know. That's it.'"”

“Now tell us another!” suggestod
'i’_?rtmuaﬂmillh.s ) :

“(th, real mit X

** Hallo, hgl'h:u,E hggt-:':r! Whose jolly old

127" asked Bob Cherry.
iMThvﬂ Famous Fivo and Peter Todd,
eomning out after their unsatisfactory -
terview with Sammy of the Second,
joined the mob of gazers at the big car.
They gave it admiring looks. Really it
was worthy of admiration. Any fellow
looking at that car might have wished
that he was a millionaire and able to
buy onoe like it

“¥Mine," said Billy Bunter.

“Yours!” yelled Peter Todd.

“TI told you I was having & noew car,
TUddF-”

“¥ou howling ass—"

“Oh, really, Toddy—"

“Did you win it in a rafle?” asked
Johnny Bull sarcastically.

“Ha, ha, ha!* . .

Rilly Bunter gave 2 disdainful sniff.
e rolled down the steps towards the car
and the EtEtLlﬂE?l]ﬂ chauffeur standing
by it. All eyes followed him. All ears
hoard him address the driver,

“You from Chuankley’s?"”

“Yes, sirl”

“That's my car, then?”

The chauffeur eyed the little fat Owl
for & second. .

“%¥aster Bunter 7 he inguired,

“Yes—that's me.” .

The chauffeur touched his cap.

“Your car, sir I he said respectfully.

“What’s your name, my man ?" asked
Bunter.

“Parkinson, sir.”

“I suppose you've been told I ehall
want you for a faw wecks, till T make
arrangements T

“Yes, sir!”

“That's ell right!” said Bunter.
hn‘ge you're a good driver, Parkinson.”

Yes, sir,” said Parkinson, without
moving & muscle. What that imposing
chauffeur thought of his now employer
wag not to be read in his 1mpassive
face. MNeither did he seem to notico
that Bunter called him Watkinson,
after he had just stated that his name
was Parkinson,

Chunkley’s, at Counrtfield, was run on
tha lines of a huge London stores, and
they supplied everything, Evidently
on thia oecasion, they had supplied the
chauffeur as well as the car.

Both, it was clear, were of the best

qua.litg.
“What can she do¥' asked Bunter,
blinking at the car through his big
5pe¢tucf_ﬂ!s. Bunter did not really know
& fearful lot about cars. DBut he was
rather keen to let this magmificent
chavffenr suppose that he did.

As a matter of fact, that chauffeur
rather awed Bunter. He was not yet
used to being a billionaire !

The man looked expressionless; hnt
Bunter suspected him of being, per-
hape, cheeky. It was rather cheeky of
himm to be so tall, when Bunter was so
short,

That was why Dunter affected to for-
get his name. Lord Mauleverer had a
way of forgetting people’s names. Ha
thought it rather a Eﬁﬂd idea to borrow
that hebit of Mauly's. It was the szort
of thirtg to put a checky perszon in his
place, Bunter considered.

“Beventy, sir!” said Parkinson.
“Eighty st & pinch.”

Bunter immediately resalved
ihere should never be a * pinch.”
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while his valuable person was in the

Car.

“MNot bad!” he said. “I like to
cover the ground when I'm motoring,
Williamson, ™

" Yes, sir!l” said Parkinson, ;

“Did you say your name was Wil
liamson or Watkinson ¥ asked Dunter,
driving the point home, as 1t were.

“Parkinson, sir!”

“I never rememhber the names of
menials "  said Bunter carelessly.
“Wait here until I'm ready.”

The chauffeur gave ever so slight a
start, but he was impassive apain at
once. He touched his ecap.

“Yes, sir!” i

Bunter waddled up the steps again,
under o sea of staring eves. ifty
fellows had heard his talk with the
chauffeur,

It was Bunter's car—DBunter’s new
car! They could not doubt that now.
They gazed at Dunter.

Iis valet from Bunter Court had sur-
rised the Remove. [lia new wealth
1ed astonished them. IBut his new car
took their breath away.

" It—it—it's really, yours, Bunteri"
articulated Smithy.

“Eh? Oh! Yes"

“YWhat did you give for it?" gasped
Skinner.

“Eh? T don’t know 1™

“"¥You don't know what you gave for
your car?” gasped Bob Cherry.

Bunter shook his head.

“How should I know?” he answered
neghgently. “1 don’t bother my head
about such sordid details. 1 leave ail
such things to my man.”

“¥Ye gods and little fishes!” mur-
mured Hob,

“I told Jarvish,” continued Bunter,
while the astounded Greyiriars fellows
hung on his words, “to get me the best
car and the best chauffeur that could

bo got &t once. The cost was
immaterial.™

“0Oh erumbs 1™

“Whether 1t runs te a thousand

pounds, or & couple of thousand, 1
really couldn’t say ! remarked Bunter,
“I1 dare say Jarvish knowa.”

“Well, my hat!” said Bkinner, gasp-
ing for breath. “Your jolly old man
will jolly well make something for him-
self, 1 fanecy, il you leave him to do
business on thosa lines.™

*Why shouldn't he? said DBunter
carclessly. “1 don't mind i the man
makes a few hundreds out of me™

" A—a—a few hundreds I gurgled the
Bounder. “That's the chap, you men,
who was trying to borrow half-a-crown
in the Remove tha other dayx.™
. 'LBit- of a change since then ' grinned

Cibd,

“The changefulness is terrifie !”

“Seen my man anywhere " asked
Bunter, blinking muucf. ]

“T{ you mean Jarvish, he was |uﬁ1¢1n$
for you in the study half an hour ago,™
said Peter Todd., “He came out to
loak for you in tha quad, and-—">"

Bunter rolled into the House without
waiting for Peter to finish. He left tha
Remove fellows in & buzz of excitement
and wonder..

Peter Todd looked at the Famous
Five, and they locked at Peter Todd.
This latest development of the wealthy
Bunter put the hid on, 2 it were. They
looked at the tremendous car; they
looked at the statuesque chauffeur;
they looked at one another.

“What on carth do you make of it?”
asked Peter.

Harry Wharton shook his head,

“Don’t ask me ! he zaid helplessly.

“ e =zays Jarvish got him ![hﬂu car ™
satd MNugent. I know jolly well
Jarvish hawn't been out ﬁi gates—I

believe he hasn't put his nose outside
the gates since he's been here.”

“And I jolly well know why!” said
Johany Bull, “He's sfraid of running
into that lanky American sportsman.”

“Heo will have to clear off to-day, and
the man will spot him, i hbe wants
him 1 sanid Bob.

“He may have ordersd the car by
phone,” said Harry Wharton, “or
written, Chunkley’s have got their
money, or it wouldn't be here! In the
namp of all that's m:.'stexinus_, where
doce all that cash come fromi*

*{(zoodness knows !

“Well, I give it up [" said Peter. “IE
Buntar's landing himself in trouble, ha
will have to get on with it. We've done
all we can—and that’s nothing [

Harry Wharton nodded. They were
feeling wuneasy and unquiet about
Bunter; but, after all, it was no speecial
business of theirs. Whatever the truth
was, there wae no getting it out of
Bunter. There was El}l‘ﬁﬂthi]:l:la' mys-
terious, something very extraordinary-—
behind all this; but they could not
begin to puess what it was.

o they gave it up, and went about
theit own aoffairs, leaving the fat and

fatuous Owl of the Remove to get on
with it--whatever it was!

—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Cheek !

ILLY BUNTER blinked into
B Study No. 7 in the Remove
through his big spectacles,

He was frowning a little over
thosa spectacles. By thiz time Billy
Bunter had got wesed to having =
“man ” to whom he could give orders.
Bunter liked giving orders. It was a
sork of habit likely to grow on & fellow
like Bunter.

Lord Mauleverer, who had troops of
gervants and keepers and uoll sorts of
retainera at home, never gave an order
if he could help it—he hated giving
orders, But unter did not re-
semble his lordship in that respeot.
Bunter liked it, and when he had the
power, he indulged that liking. Now
he had the power. Jarvish was his
man.

Bunter's idea of a servant was that
that individual should always be at hia
bock and call—never present when he
wasn't wanted, always grﬂﬁﬂnt when he
Was. Bunter was rather exacting ia
servants—probably because they were
fow and far between in the household &t
home. A manservant would have had
to be & bit of 8 magician to fulfil sll
Buonter's lofty and lordly requirements.

It annoved Bunter to have to look
for hia man when he wanted him.
Jarvish should have started up from
nowhere as soon as he was wanted.

“0Oh, here you are!” said Dunter
gruffy.

Jarvish was in the study. THe was
seated in DPeter Todd's armchair,
wiping his sleek brow with a handker-
chief. The weather was very warm,
which was perhaps the reason. But pos-
sibly Mr. Jarvish had not vet recovered
from the shock of seaing the long, lean
man looking in at the gates,

He was on his foet in an instant st
the zight of hiz young master. The
handkerchicf disappeared, and he stood
rozpoctfully before Bunter, winding his
sleek hands together!

Bunter frowned at him.

“This won't do, Jarvishi!” he said
sternly. ;

“I trust, sir, that I have given no
cause for dissatizfaction!” said Jarvish,
in his soft, sleek wvoice.

“Bitting down in my study!’ said
Bunter sternly,



As Jarvish ap‘pgaaﬁhﬂ the school gates, & lon
o

glanced in at the gateway.

* Pleasa excuse me, sir " said Jarvish
humbly, thnugh for a moment there was
s gleam in his eyes. *“The heat, eir,
overcame me & little—"

“Well, don't let it occur again!” said
Bunter, ‘

“Certainly not, sir.” . .

“] belisve in servants keeping their
placea!”  exclaimed Bunter. “I'm
alwoys kind to menials! None kinder!
But I allow no cheek "

“Oh no, eirl”

“No familiarity.”

“ Certainly not, sir,”’

“I had to come up here for you
Jarvish!"” went on Bunter, “It's a bit
thick to have to come upstairs to look
for my valet.” ) ]

“I regret it axuee&m%hr, B e’

g Wallg, never mind,” said DBunter

acionsly. “You're a pood servant, on

18 whole, Jarvish—I'm satisfied with

ou.”

T You are very kind, sir.”

“I mean to rga kind,” said Bunter.
“PDo your duty, ohey orders, keep your

lace, never answer back, and always

e on hand when you're wanted, and
wae shan’'t quarrel, Jarvish.”

“] hope to give every satisfaction,
Gir | IEE.‘[ may venture to offer a sug-
gestion, sir——"

“Cut it short, then " said Bunter.

“1t would perhaps be advisable, sir,
not to make too great s display of
woalth, so recently  acquired, befors
quitting the school I'" said Jarvish., "1t
is likely to cxcite comment, not wholly
desirable—"

ﬂ!Eh?u

“Once away from Creyfriars, sir, of
course, tho sireumstances will be differ-
ent. But herg———->"

“That's enough ¥

Jarvish stopped suddenly,
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the astounded Toddy.

Bunter raised a fat hand. ;

“] never ask servants for advice,
Jarvish [ Don’'t say any more.”

“Very good, sici"

“Bpeak when you're spoken to,
Jarvish] Not at other times”

“Cortainly, sir.” :

“Now go and see that my luggage 15
put in the carl’’ directed unter,
“Your own as well, I'm going before
all the mob. Now my car’s come, I
may as well get off.”’

“If you will permit me to follow you
later, sir—" "

“T'vo said you'ra coming with me.
You've made the arrangements by tele-
phone at Margate, as I ordered youi”

“Quite, =sir! Buat——"

“1 shall want you there! You don't
suppose I can take my own boots off at
Margate, do you, Jarvish?” asked
Bunter, with an air of amuzed contempt.

Jarvish sccmed to breathe hard for
a8 moment,

“The [act 15, sir, I am a little over-
come by the heat!” he said. “With
vour permission I will join you later
at the Hotel Splendide at Margate.”

"¥on will do nothing _ﬂf the_l-:ind,”
gaid Bunter. “You'll stick beside the
chauffeur in my car.”

Jarvish breathed harderl  Buenter
was not aware that he was thinking of
a long, lean man who had locked in at
the gatoway, and who, for anything
Jarvish knew to the contrary, might be
hanging about the road outside the
gates ot that very moment.  Jarvish
had powerful ressons for not wanting
to “meck up " with the lean man from
Chicago. Indecd, it was his dislike of
meeting Mr. Bronx that had caused lis
association with Billy Bunter in the
{irst place.

limbed, lean-featured fellow in a slouched hat, looking like an Amerlean,
whirled round, and came running hack towards the House. So swilt
was he, that Peter Todd, standing in his way, was knocked over before he knew what was happening.

** Whooop ! ™" roared

In some mysterious way James
Jarvish intended to make use of Billy
Bunter as & shield between hiz own
funky person end the American
gangster. But his plans were not com-
pleted yet. Until they were completed
Jarvish did not want to see Tiger
Bronx, o

“IF you will allow me, sir—"" he
recommenced, .

“That's enough, Jarvish!
vou're told " snid Bunter, .

Jarvish set his sleek lips. For his
own unlnown reasons he was content,
indesd eaper, to play the part of valet
to William George Bunter. Bub, 1t
seemed, there was a limit, Bunter was,
in point of fact, & tool; though he was
very far {rom being aware of ik

“It will always my pleasure, as
well as my duty, to carry out your
instrueilions,  =irl” sal Jarvisl.
“Indeed, I hope to be able to antici-
pato your wishes ! o

Do as

But—

“Get going ! said Bunter,

“"But, =sir, I must request you to
leava without me,™ said Jarvish. “You
have consented, sir, to the arrangement
proposed by me, by which means my
irnmense fortune will be made over fo
you on condition that wyou retain my
serviers as yvour valet, Dut the legal
du{tﬂmnnts, gir, have not yet been drown
up.

Pl?rnniw startod.

“The—ihe  logal
stammered.

“ At Marpate, sir, the sorviees of a
golicitor may be eblained for the pur-
pose.  Notlung, so far, has been con-
eluded 1 said Jarvish. *1 have no
desive, sir, to back out of the arrange-
ment——""

THE MaoxeT LisraRT.~No. 1,384,

documents ! he



10

“ Bubh-bub-back out!" gasped Bunicr,

“But in the circumstances—

“My dear chap, it's all right!” ex-
claimed Buntor hastilﬁ. “Hang on
here if you like! I—I don’t want youl
I mean, I give you leave to come on

later, if you prefer it!"” !
The shfhhly obstinate look dis-
appeared from Jarvish's smooth face

at once. As soon as he had gained his
point he was the obsequions man-
servant agatn.

“Thank you, siri” he said humbly,
“I assure you, siv, that I appreciate
your kindness deeply. No doubt, sir,
they will be able to provide you with
a temporary valet at the Hotel Bplen-
dide. Tt wonld distress me very much
if I thought you were driven to per-
fn]rtp'uing any menial offices for your-
E-E r.‘i‘

“That's all right I said Bunter, “I—
I zay, don't say any more sbout back-
ing out of that arrangement, Jarvish!
It suits me! I may say it suils e
down to the ground.”

“Very good, sin”

"You can stick in this stody i yvon
like! 8it down in that armchair if you
want to! Anything you jolly well like !
said Bunter gencrously. " You'll find
mae a jolly kmd-hearted master,
Jarvish."

“1 am sure of it, sir!”

Bunter rolled out of the study, leaving
his “man * there alone. The look that
came over Jarvish's face when he was
gone did not indicate either respect or
admiration for the lordly Bunter,
sardonic sneer crossed the sleck face.
But it was replaced by wn uncasy look
as Jarvish stepped to the window and
pee out, keeping carcfully  Geland
the curtain as he did so. Perhaps he
feared to sce the lean face and slouched
hat of the man from Chicage in the
quadrangle below,

Billy Bunter relled down the Remove

passaga frowning. It seemed to him
thaet Jarvish was showing the cloven
hoof.

He had  been  distinetly  checky,

Bunter considered !

Cheek was a thing that Bunter felt
that he never could stand from a
menial. On the other hand, the
astoundin wealth that waz now
Bunter's had proceeded from James

Jarvish, and the man whe was malking
him a millionaire, or a billionaire,
might perhaps be allowed & little rope.
Anvhow, PBunter had been  quite
alarmed ot a hint that Jarvish might
back out befora the legal papers were
signed and sealed. Onea that transac-
tion was completed Billy Bunter re-
solved that hiz “man ” should have a
severe lesson, on the spot, if he wen-
tured to be checky again.

In the meantime ho had
Jarvish his head, and proceed on his
holidays unattended by his manservant
—which, of eonrse, was rather a hard-
ship to a lordly fellow like William
George DBunter.

Still, he departed in groat style.

Gosling and Trotter placed his bag-
gege on the car. Bunter tipped themn
a fiver each—and they almost fell down 1

A mob of fellows were still staring at
tho magnificent car. The sehool bus was
ready to take the juniors to the station,
Generally there was rather a rush and
o scramble for that bus! Now nobady
looked at 1! Interest was contred on
Rilly Bunter and hizs wondérful car,

Even great men of the Sixih, lika
Wingale and Gwynne, were interestod
in it. Iven “beaks ™ showed szomae in-
terest.  Prout, the masior of the Tifth,
wag standing there with his eves on it
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Quecleh, the Remove master, was look-
g out of his study window. DBunter's
departure, undoubtedly, was in etyle.

e sat with his fat little nose in the
sir tryving his hardest to look as if he
always travelled in  fifteen-hundred-
pound cars. The effect was, perhaps,
slightly marred by a zmear of recent
jam round his extensive mouil.

However, Bunter rvolled away in state
to the gates.

Well, that's that " said Peter Todd,
and Peter went for the bus.

Harry Wharton & Co. were about to
follow him when they sighted Coker of
the Fifth in the guad, and remembored
that—owing fo %Imtﬂr—-they had not
knocked off Horace's hat for the last
tima that term, ns planncd,

S0 they tracked Morace Coker,
cornered bim under the elms, and duly
Lnocked hiz hat off—to an accompani-
ment of loud and indignant roars from
the enraged Coker.

After which there was a little liveli-
noss for some minntes, and when thoe
cheery chums of the Remove left Coker
for dead, they found that they had lost
the bus, and had to wait for the second
one, Which was how it happened that
they did not leave Greyimars by bus
after all, but in a different and much
mora superb and magnificent manner,

HOW'S THIS FOR A CLEVER
GREYFRIARS LIMERICK,
CHUMS 2

Whnlr; Bkmithy’ﬁ before tha head
o
Ha pratends to be gentlo and meek,
But to those standing by,
Ho will Just wink his syvo—~
¥You can't beat the Bounder for
chesk |

A vanity caze has been forwarded
to M. Seywell, of 13, Sherrymll
Hill, Whitchurch, Shropshire, for

the above winning effort.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Wants a Bodyguard !

i TOP " velled Billy Bunter,
§ Parfinson braked.

Well-trained and impassive

as he was, the excellent

chauffour supplied Ly Chunkley's,

Lid.,, of Courtficld, showed a slight

surprise as that yell from Bunter rang
i hig ears.

The car slowed dawn.

¥8ir 1" gaid PParkinson.

“Oh loe" 1 gasped Buntor.

The now DBunter car was hardly half
g mile from Greviriars, Dunter, sitting
at eazo on soft, luxurious leather, was
cnjoying life—till he spotted something
on. the road ahead.

On that startling object his eyes and
his spectacles were fixed in alavm, and
Parkinson, following his glance, re-
garded the object with a puzeled eye.

Parkinson saw nothing surprising or
alarming in a little brown Ausiin car,
with o man in a slesched hat standing
beside it, with an unlighted eipar sticlk-
ing out of the corner of his gash of a
mouih.

Bunter did.

Bunter knew that car, and Lnew that
marn, and Lhe sight of Tizer Dronx
had a dizmaying effect on han.

T did not want {0 meet Mr. Bronx
any meore thap Jarvish did. Not, at all
events, in a lonely epot where the
gangster could notb be given into charge
of a policeman,

Jarvish, in lus terror of the man from

Chicago, seemed to have no faith in pro.
tection from  the lice. Indeed,
Dunter had a vague, lurking suspicion
that Jarvish's deep-seated fear of the
gangster had something to do with his
stranga scheme of handing over his
g]%ﬂl]ﬂﬁ. fortene into Bunter's keeping.

ut Bunter, naturally, had a proper
faith and reliance in the police force
of his native land., He would have
backed any DBritish "bobby ¥ against
the most irwcwlent gangster in Chicago
or New York.

Had there been o constable at hand
Billy Bunter would have regavded Mr,
Bronx with proper contemnpt and
disdain,

Unfortunately there wasn't.

S0 DBunter yelied “Siop!” and Pars
kinson stopped. The fat junior gave
Bronx a tervified blink.

The man was looking at him 1n his
new car, He had, in tact, scen Bunter
before Bunter had seen him.  Standing
by his litile Austin he was waiting for
tha big Rolls to come up. Bunter,
having spotted him, bad no intention
of coming up.

“(iet back, Parkinson!” he gasped.

In his alarm and agitation Bunter fors
got to forget Farkinson's name,

“Back, sir 7" ashed the chavffeur.

" Back to the school !

138 Dh IM

The most excellently trained chaufienr
supplied by Chunkley, Litd., covid neot
have failed to be surprized. But to
hear was to obey. Parkinson backed
and turned, and restarted for Grey-
friars.

Immediately the lean American was
in his ear, and the littlea Austin waa
following. As the mountain did nob
come to Mahomet, Mahomet was coms
i£i§ to the mountain,

Make her move [ howled Bunter,

“Yes, sir."

Parkinson made her move.

If there waz one thing that conld
rouse that grave, decorous chauffeur
fram his accustomed impassivity, it waa
zetting speed out of a car. Hitherto
Parkinzon had been a statue, or rather
an automaton. Now he seemed to
eome alive, as 1t were. i

Quita o pgleam camo inte his eyes
Human expression dawned in his face;
and he made her move,

The way the big FRolls leaped into life
brought a startled squeak from Billy
Bunter. Taken of hiz balance, he
rolled back on the cushions.

Parkinson had said that that car did
seventy or eighty at a pinch. Dunter’s
impression was that it wes doing about
ecight hundred.

?t shot; it fHew! If the wheels
touched the pround at all they only

razed it. Like an arrow from s bow
Ehn big car whizzed. What Bunter waz
up 1¢-.%&-rl:.inmn did not¢ know. Neaither
did he ¢care. e had been told to mako
Irer move, and he mads her move. It
was the one joy of life that appealed to
lhim, It seemed to Billy Dunter that
his new car did the half-mile back to
Greyiviars in one jump,

The little Aunstin hung on behind. It
was a very speedy little ear. It looked
hardly large enough for the lean Ameri-
can’s long legs to curl wp in it; bus
what it lacked in size, it made up in
speed.  Still, the magnificont Iolls
dropped it in & few seconds. _

By the time DBilly Bunter had righted
himself, and was able to bLlink round
him again, the Rolls was slowing down
to turn in at the gates of Greyfriars
The school bus, crammed with juniors,
had just started for Courtlicld. Bunter
blinked at it. He spotted Peter Todd's
face on the crowded vehicle, nnd saw
Petor staring. Ho stood up, holding on



with onc fat hand, and waving the other
to Peter.

“1 say, Teddy!” he yelled.
get down! I want yoo !V

If Peter Todd heard him, he heeded
not., The fact that Bunter wanted him,
important as it was, did not appear to
Peter a sufficient reason for losing his
train.

Toddy grinned, waved his hand, and
rolled on in the bus.  Billy Bunter
gtiorted, and turned in at the gates.

Ho blinked round him anxiously.

A good many fellows had gone; but
a good many had yet to go. . Fiva
juniors who had just dealt faithfully
with Coker of the Fifth, were comin
away from tho elms. Bunter spcrttnﬁ
thern, and waved a fat hand.

“Btop, Parkinson!”

“1 say,

“Ves, sir!"”

Parkinson halted on the drive.

“Halla, hallo, hallo! roared Bob
Cherry. “Here's jolly old Bunter come
back again! Turned up like o bad
penny.

“1 say, you [ellows—" gsqueaked
Bunter.

Herry Wharton & Co., in surprise,
came up to the halted Rolls. They had
seen Bunter go, and supposed that heo
was gone for good. Apparently he
wasn't,

"Here we arve again, old fat bean
grinned Bob.  “Anything gone wrong
with tho jolly old works?™

“Don't be an ass!™ said Bunter.

“Ehi”

I mean, the ecar’s all right,
come back for you fellows”

“You've come back lor us,™ repeated
Harry Wharton,

“¥eos, old chap.”

“Mw esteemed and idiotie Bunter!™
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

%1 say, wvou fellows, lop in?”
Bunter. *Lots of room ! )

The Famous Five stared at him,

"But we're going home by train,”
said Frank Nugent.

“I'll drop vou anywhere you like,"”
said Bunter.

“"Dur baggage has
L=, ™

(L]

I've

gaid

gone on in the

“Well, you'll get it all right. Never
mind that. L::ﬁ'el; day for a ]clg-ride,”
urged Dunter. “Take you all the way

home if vou like, Wharten, before I go
on to Marpate”

“But why?" asked the amazed cap-
tain of the Remove.

This sudden desire for their company
rather astonishad the Famous Five, In
other circumstances, of course, 1t would
have meant that Bunter was secking to
“tiok ¥ somebody for the holidays.
That could hnrdfy be the case now,
however. This new and magnificent
Bunter was not at the old Bunter's
game. Apparently he had returned,
siraply because he wanted their com-
Ean:r in the car, which was Hattering,

ut rather surprising.

“Oh, hop in " said Bunter,
lost you bus; I saw it go.
want to wait for the next”

“But we're gaing different ways,
after Lantham Junction,” said Harry.
“Inky is coming home with me, but
Johnny and Bob and Frank—"

“I'll drop the lot of vou at Lantham,
if vou like™

The chums of the Lemove looked ab
him, and looked at one another. They
could not make this ont.  They wero
abent to aszent, when the fat Owl spoke
azain,

“Dash it all, yvou've never been in @
ear like thiz before!™ said Bunter.
*Your people don’t keep cars like this.
Tou'll Ee able to tell them you've had
g run in a really decent car for once.™

Unon which . the intended azzent
changed to dissent at once.

“You've
You don’t
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“Thanks=no!” =aid Harry Wharton

lirj- ly.

Go and eat coke!” growled Johnny

Bull.

“¥ou silly ass!™ said Bob,
“1 say, you fellows, den’t walk away

him. In his relief and satisioction he
remembered  to forget  Parkinson’s
nuine,

“ (et off, Snookerson 17 he said.
And Parckinson got off once move.

while g fellow’s talking to you!” THE EIGHTH CHAFTER.

huwledI Bunter. “I say, mﬂl‘r want A Held-Up on the Road!

you ! say, don't let a chap downI™ @ . "

_ The chums of the Remove were turn- EA‘F’Q Ful’fili?év%lﬂh Cherey

Mg awav. But they turned back at "But-fl say—" ?

that, ‘more and more surprised. _ “Tond me 2 million pounds,
“What the thump do yvou mean, if Bunter, old bean !

ou moan  anything?  demanded < Hg ha, hse!”

A harton.

“I—I'd like you
till—tilt I

hotel
booked it for me.™

“ Bow-wow |

“Koep your old Margate !

“T—I say, you fellows, do stand by a
chap 1Y pleaded Bunter, “That American

beast won't dars to
fallows |
him. Come with me
I—I want vou to!”

Harry Wharton langhed.

“If you put it like thnt,‘futhuad, we'll
oodness’ sake, try to

comal DBut for %
bottle up your silly
out ¥

“0Oh, really, Wharton—*

“Bhall wel”
asked Harry, look-
ing at his friends.
“Wa've lost a train
if we wailt for the
second  bus. Wa
can ocatch it &t
Lantham if Bunter
TUNE US  ACTOSS.
And if the fat
idiot's afrard of
being etopped on
the road by that
wild and woolly
man from the wild
and woolly
West——"

“0h, let's ™ said
Nugent.

“We'll
said Bob.

It was, after all,
a pleasantor way of
getting to Lantham
than cramming in-
to a crowdaed
train. Thera were
gsdvantages in
being a million.
aire or & htllion-
aire and phoning
to Chunkley's for
the best car and
the bost chaunffeur
they ocould pro-
vide!

As for & held-up

compo "

on the road, that
idea  made  the
juniors smilo | Bus

il did not make
Bunter smilel
He was alarmed,
and he was deoply
relieved to have a
bodyguard wit k

t clear”

dl:-wnltn facts at last.

American—you've seen him—"*
*“What on carth——"

“Heo's hanping about on the
keeping his eve on me.
he's poing to hald vp my car”

“You howling ass!”

“I say, you [ellows, you mig]hi. come
along and see mo through.

vou all to Margale with me, if you like,
I've booked the best suite in the
there—1  mean,

“T say,” roared Bunter, " that's him 1™
“Hel” said Bob solemnly. * What
would dear old Quelch say, Bunter, if
he heard you say *that's him'? Even
on holiday a fellow should remember

hiz grammar.™
Cherry—"

“ Oh, I-EE.HF, 7

“1It 1= he 1" said Bob. " Even in a bluo
funk, old n, you shouldn't mix up
your cases ]| Nominativo case—"

“You silly idiot I roared Bunter. “I
tell you it's him !

It was indead he—or, as Bunter pro-
forred to put it, him 1 A mile from the
school the big Rolls picked up the little
Austin.

Lounging over the wheel of tho latter
was the long, lean American, who had
seemed to haunt the vicinity of Grey-
friars ever since James Jarvish had

fellows in the car
Bunter camo

“That lanky

road,

1 believe

'l take

best

my valet has

turned up there. X
'Z_I'.";gerl ronx s_fm;ie% nttathn hh:g- Rolls
to ar full of evidentlyr nised Bunter at once, an
If he dq[:s? EE:;.uﬂ :u.n handle headed for him. The little Austin
as far as Lantham! seemed to have been hanging about aim-
lessly, its driver watching the read, no

doubt in the hope of seeing Bunter
again. The big Rolls passed 1t; but as
it passed, the lean man spotted Bunter,

and shot in pursuit. “Q‘"
grinned Wuogent,

swank till we get  “ o'y alter us!”
(Continued on next page.)
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“The jolly old chase i3 up [ chuckled
Beb

“Tha chasefulness is terrifio [

“Who the dickens 13 the man ?¥ asked
Harry Wharton, puezled, “and what the
merry thump can he want 1™ )
N dear 1" gasped Bunter. “His
name's Bronx, that's all T know! 1
say, vou fellows, I kpnew he would be
watehing for me——"

“But what does he want?” asked
Harry. “We've scen that sportsman
before. He was after your man Jarvish
But you haven't t Jarvish tucked
away under the seat hore, have you 1

“The funky beast wouldn't ‘eome in
the car ! grunted Bunter. I jolly well
know now that he knew that lanky
Americin was hanging about., That was
it, of coursel t he cares what
ha.IEE:;ma- to me ¥ ]

ell, the man won't bite you,” zaid
Nugent. “Perhaps he wants to ask you
where Jarvizh is, He szecomms fearfully
keen an gﬂttinﬁ inte touch with your
jolly old valet !

“Of course ha does, but I'm not going
to let him get at Jarvish!l I've tzken
him under my protection, you know."

“Ha, ha, hal!” roared the Famous
Five,

Billy Bunter, as he blinked back un:
easily throwgh his big spectacles, did not
look like protecting anybody ! Indeed,
the Famousz Five were only in the car
at all because Bunter felt the need of
protection himself |

“Blessed if T sce anvthing to eackle
at1” snap%ﬂl Bunter. *“Buppose he
hegms to shoot—"

The supposefulness is preposterous [

"Well, he might! They shool one
another in Chicago, vou Eknow, where
that gangster beast comes from. I wish
there was a bobby about '

The Famous Five choirtled. They
wero not in the least afraid of the lean
man tn the Austin, As for shooting, in
Chicago style, on an English road, that
was rather too like the films to appear
probable ta them.

“Wilkinson 1* hooted Bunter. * Make
hor moaval You're crawling t

The Rolls was doing asbout thirty.
Immediately she made it forty, and
ﬂdgﬂd on to fifty.

“Oh, erikey " pasped Bunter, as the
wind sang by him. “I-—I say, not so
%yliﬂ'[{ vou idiot ! We don’t want to be

I 11‘]

“Why, this s ripping I exclaimed
Bob Cherry, his eves sparkling. * Let
her go all cut, Bunter | We're enjoving
this 1"

“And you'll soon drop that American

merchant, at this rate!” said Johnny
Bull.

“Beast! I'm not going to have my
neck broken !” howled Bunter. " It's my
CAT, ain't it? Shut upl”

“Oh, my hat ™

“Blow down, you dummy ! velled
Bunter.

Parkinson obediently slowed down
again. Bunter was anxious to get away
from Alr. Bronx, But he did not like
to see trecs and hedgerows Heeting past
him as if past the windows of an express,
High speed did not really eappeal to
Bunter. He had only one neck—and
attached a very great valuo to it.

The Austin, which had been momen-
tartly dropped, picked up again. It
came buzzing on in the rear, i a cloud
of dust.

Tha Rolls turned from the high road
into a lane which led to the Lanthamn
main road. Round the corner after it
came tho Austin.

“Bticking to us [ said Bob cheerfully.

"The stickfulness 1s terrific ™

“Keep ahead, Wilkinson ! said
Bunter. “Don’t let that checky rotter
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catch us. But don't break ocur necks—
see 7

i Y% l—ir tu

It was easy enough for the big Rolls to
keap ahead. But Parkinson had to put
on some speed to do it. The soad was
rather rutty, and the car rocked. Bun-
ter rocked, too, and gasped. DBut he
did not tell Parkinson to slow dewn an
m::;:m. The lean man was going a
out.

Harry Wharton & Co., looking over
the back of the big car, watched him
ceuriously. They were interested and
intrigued by the strange and mysterious
procecdings of the lean man and his
strange ohd mysterious hunt
Bunter's valet!

What it all meant was a deep mys-
tery to them; but there was no doubt
that it was all rather exciting.

‘What the lean man hoped to efect by
his chiase of the Rolls was not clear. Ha
could not overtake it unless Parkinson
chose to let himi. Even if he did, it
was kardly clesr what he was going to

Q.
But it was tha unexpected—the utter]
unexpected=—that happencd. The Rolls
was hali-way along the lane thet led
from one high-road to the other when
the lean man went into action—dramatic
action! No doubt he realised that he
was nob getting on with overhauling
the Rolls, and wanted to bring matters
to & head before it was out of the
solitary lane and among the traffie of
a busy main road again.

Craclk |

Thoe Greviriers fellows jumped.

For & second they thought it was a
back-fire. But it was not that! There
was a little black revolver in the right
hanzd ¢f the man in the Austin, whose
left was on the wheel. And a spurt of
dust was kicked up from the reoad by a
whizzing bullet !

“ He—he—he's shooting ¥ stuttered
Bob Cherry, almost in stupefaction.

“Great pip tY

“Yarooooh ! roared Billy Bunter.
“0Oh erikey | Oh, lor'! T told you sol
Oh jiminy! Ow! Make room for a
fellow, you beasts 1™

Bunter plunged down headlong to the
floor of tha car, sprawling among fect.
He scemed to dislike cxtremely the idea
of stopping a bullet.

“¥ou funky ass!™

for

roared Johnny

Bull.
“ Beast 1” gasped Bunter. “ Put it on,
Parkinson | alka her po! Dlake it

ecighty—ninety—Ffast as you can ¥
Bunter’'s objection to a risky speed

vanished at the crack of the revolver]
Crack, crack!

“He's shooting &t the fyresl!”
breathed Nugent. s
“Thoe mad wvillain!"* said Wharton,

between his teeth.

It waz clear that the lean man was
not firing at the passengers. lHe was
trying to “get** the tyres with a shot.

The desperate recklessness of the act
amazcd the schoolboys. For a burst
tyre, with the ear doing fHifty or sixty,
meant a fearful mix-up, in which both
limb and life would be endangered.

Crack !

The shot rang again, and glanced off
the back of the car. Wharton shouted
to the chauffcur:

" Stop 1"

“Keep on 1" shricked Bunter, from the
floor.

“Bhut up, Bunter !

“PBoeaszt! It's my car—"

“Dry up, idiot ! shouted Wharton.
* Stop 17

The frst shots, apparently, had been
fired only as a warning. Buf the last
had glanced on the car, EI'IEIW]H% that
the lean man meant business. 1 they
did not stop, he was going to stop them
—at rizk to limb and life!

Nobody had a tency for piling up in
the wreckage of a smashed ear. On the
other hand, the chums of Lthe Remove
had a very strong desire to get to closd

uarters with the reckless rascal who

as endangoring half a dozen lives.
They were very keon to show Mr.
Bronx that a lane in KEent was not &
proper place for Chicago gangster
stunts, .

Parkinson drew to a halt. Even In
thiese amezing and startling circum-
stances, he retained his impassive calm.
Judging by his unmoved expression,
Parkinson might have been quite accus-
tomed to pursuing motorists taking pot-
shots at him!

The Rolls came to & halt, and the
Famous Five jumped out, with gleam-
ing eycs.  Bunter remained on  thae
floor. Parkinson sat statuesque at his
wheel. In a cloud of dust the littla
Austin rushed up, crashed to a halt.
The lean man leaped down, and came
running to the group of schoolboys,
revolver in hand.

——

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Sticky !
(L AY, vou fat guy—"
S o amﬂuuh?’.’
“¥ou hop out, pronto!™
*“1 say, you fellows——"

“You hear me talk? You hear me
vaup? Yon want me to blow a hole
through your pesky cabezal BSay!®

Tiger Bronx stood beside the Rolls,
threatanin Bilil'!; Bunter with tha littla
black revolver that the fat Owl remems-
bered so well.

Ho had hardly glanced at Harry
Wharton & Co. )

Passing them, heedless of their looks
of concentrated wrath and indignation,
he reached the car, and started talking
to Bunter. It was Bunter he wanted—
for news of Mr, Jarvish! Apparently
he took it for granted thet s bunch of
schoolboys would be only too glad to
keep clear of a rufian with o deadly
weapon in his hand,

If so0, he took rather too much for
granted [

The chums of the Remove wera not
scared by the firearm. For one thing,
they were fairly certain that Mr, Bronz
only carried it because he belonged to
the hn!:!p:.- country whera such things
were  packed.”  They counsidered it
extremely improbable that he would
venture to use it. But even if they
had believed that he was desperate
enough for that, they would not have
allowed the impudent rascal to carry off
matters with a high hand.

As it happened, there was no danger
from the revelver, whether Mr. Bronx
was reckless enough to use it or not.
For mss he glared into the car at the
terrified Dunter, be turned his back on
the other fellows, with a contemptuous
disregard which was rather irritating—
and which he soon had reason to regret.

The chums of the Remove exchanged
a glance, and then they all moved at
onee, as if worked by the same spring.

Five fellows jumped at Mr. Broox
like five cats.

Ha was grabbed by the back of hia
collar, the back of iia neck, and his
shoulders, and came down in the lane
with a erash, bockwards, ;
He sprawled on his back, taken quite
by surprise, )
Harry Wharton had a pgrasp on his
right arm instantly, fc:r::mg_ hiz Euﬁtull—
hand upwards, in case he might, in_his
rage, have pulled trigger. But Mr.,
Bronx, dizzy, and quite confounded by
the sudden and heavy crash oo the
carth, wes not thinking of pulling



“ | guess I want you to chew ihe rag with me a pier;:gll *
fingers that seemed of steel.  ** I—I say, you leggo [ ** gasped Bunter.

With a jerk of

trigger. The revolver hupg loosely in
his rclaxing [ingers—and Wharton
jerked it away by the barrel.

The long-limbed rascal heaved and
struggled. He was o poweriul men,
and the junjors had plenty to do to
hold him. Parkinson, however, awak-
ing from his aristocratic calm, stepped
down and lent & powerful grasp. Lhe
“Tiger ¥ was safely piuncd.

“I say, you fellows, keep him off I
Bunter, blinking out of the car, was
yelling frantically.

“You funky fathead,
roared Bob Cherry.
“Help!” roare
" Urg up, ass!

right!

The lean man strugpled fiercely. But
he had no chance in so many hands
Hes was & prizoner,

“¥esp the brute safe, you men,” eaid
Harry Wharton, “I'll take care of his
gun for him !

“Whaot-ho ! chuckled Bob,

Wharton stepped off the lane and
emptied the remaining chambers of the
ravolver into a hollow smong the trees,
Then he tossed it away into a thicket.

Having thus disposed of the gangster’s
“gun,” he came back to the group
holding the gangster, with o grim face,

Billy Bunter, that time, was pull-
ing himself together a little. He was
on his feet, blinking out of the car
through his big specctacles.

“Wou got him safe, you fellows?” he
inquired anxiously.

“Safe as houses, old fat bean " said
Bob Cherry.

“1 guess—" began Mr. Bronx.

“You shut upl” said Johnny Bull
“You're dead in this act! What are
we poing to do with the blighter,
Wharton "

““We're going to give him a lesson !
enswered the captam of the Remove
grimly, *“He could be given into

off, see, you beast I*

shut up!”

Bunter. ;
We've ot him all
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i
said the lean man, as his

“1'11 shout
powerful arms, the gangster

custody for firing a ]laisml on the King's

highwar. But I think we can make
him tired of such stunis.”

*1 guess—" recommenced Bl
Bronx.

“ Parkinson !

“Yes, sirl”

“Clear out all the joice in that
Austin, He can walk off aiter we've
done with him, and carry his car under
his arm, if he likes.”

ki Y'}‘H’p Eil‘ !J‘J

Parkinzen
Austin.

My, Bronx started struggling again
when the chauffeur’s grip was taken off
him. But the Famous Five pioned him
down. Johnny Bull's knce, planted
firmly in the pit of hia stomach, very
soon made the gaogster tired of
strugeling,

Harry Wharton jerked a handker-
chief from the gangster's pocket,
twisted it, and bound his wrista firmly
together with it,

“Say,” gasped the Tiger, “I guess
I'll take you all for a ride for this!
You hear me whisper 17

“You talk too much, old bean
Bob Cherry. “ 8hut up ™

“1 gucss—>" roared Mr. Bronx.

“This isn't & guessing competition!
Ring off ¥

*1 reckon——" .

“He's wound up!” said Bob Chorry.
“Tap his napper on the ground, and
pethaps he'll give us a rest.”

Bang !

“Whooooop ! roared Tiger Bronz,

After which he was silent., He did
not, apparently, want ancther tap.

“Now tie his hoofs,” said Huorry.
“We'll leave him to wriggle loose and
we'll leave him plenty to do.”

“Hear, hear!”

Mr. Rronx’s own necktie and a
twisted handkevchief secured bhis snkles
together, Then he lay wriggling on

went to atiend to the
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%rasp closed on Bunter's shoulder with
or help if you don’t leggo | You keep

hooked Bunter out of the road and into the irees,

the ground, guite helpless, It was
likely to be an hour, at least, before he
could wriggle loose,

But the Greyfriars fellows were not
done with him yet. The Tiger's lesson
waa not complete.

“Shova that basket out of the car,”
said Harry, ) .

“1 say, you follows, that’s my grub in
that basket!” exclaimed Billy Bunter,
in alarm.

“That's why we want it

“But, I say—=>

Heedless of the alarmed Owl, Bob
Cherry lifted out the basket of tuck
which Bunter had thoughtfully pro-
vided for hia journey.

Bunter, on & journcy, was likely to
forget his soap and his toothbrush, but
he never forgot that he might bo
hungry! There was 8 cholco assori-
ment of jam tarts and cream pufls n
tiie basket, and severol bottles of gingor-
beer.  Harry Wharton  opened  the
basket—eyed with alarm by Mr. Bronx
as ha did g0, and with still more nlarm
by Billy Bunter.

“1 say!” howled Bunter. “ Wharrer
you goifg to do with my tarts?”

“Wea're giving them to this spovts
man, old bean

“Why, you
Bunter.

Squash, squash, squash!

“ Urerrgggh 1V gurgled Mr. Bronx as
juicy tart after %iﬂ}' tart squashed on
his lean face. “Wurrgh! By the great
horned toad—gurrgegh!”

“ta, ha, hal” )

“Y say, you fellows, you're wasting
my tarts ! wailed Bunter,

“Gurrrggh I

There were a dozen tarts. Every ono
of them squashed on the features of
Mr. Bronx till he disappearcd from
view under sticky jam and pastry.

(Continucd on puge 16.)
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bt for their train,
e vow of catching it
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_The car slowed down in the Mligh
Street of Lautham. In spiic of the
delay on the road, cansed by Blr. Bronw,
the Famous Five were in ample timc
They were thinking
Bunter, however,

5 was not thinking of trains.

“You fellows are like sheeps’ heads—

I mearly all jaw ! =aid Bunter crossly.
“If you'd give a fellow a chance to
spieg Jom—

“Cut tt short, old fat man,” saud

(Continued from page 13.)

Then ho was gimn the eream pulls,
in his necl, in his ears, and in hiz hair.

"1 say, you fellows, they're my crecam
puffs ! howled Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Wurrrggh ! came  in

urgles from the gangster.

guess L'll—wurrrgggh—1 rockon
sure—woooocooogh '

* MNow the ginger beer 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!’

*1 eay, you fallows, that my ginger
beer 1" shrieked Bunter.

But the owner of the ginger beer was
nnheeded. Bottla after hottle was
opened, and flowed over the sprawling,
gusping, gurgling gangster.

¢ wriggled, an 1

Liorrible
" Laure 1111;

te

writhed, and splut-
tered, and stuttered. The juniors velled
with laughter as they looked at him,
He was jammy and sticky—even Billy
Bunter, 1n all hiz jammy and sticky
career, had never been so jammy and
sticky as this. His aspeet was so extra-
ordinary that it brought a grin to the
impassive visage of Parkinson.

"1 think ghat will do!? said 1Tarry
Wharton, “He won't forget that in a
hinrre, I faney.”

“Buppose I get hungry before T wot
to Margate?” roared Bunter.

Fren that awful possibility did not
seem- to worry the chums of the Re-
move, They only chortled.

“Now, Me. Bronx, if that's your
name,” said Harry Wharton, “you've
had o lesson, and you'd better take the
tip and behave yourself while your in
thiz country. Cot that?®’

o Gnrrergeh 1 purgled  Mre, Bronx.
I guess I'll—wurrrgeh !
“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juntors stepped back info the car,
and Parkinzon took his scat. The Rolls
rolled on again, laughing faces locking
back at the wriggling gangster as it
went,

Mr. Broux was left in a parlous state.
Not for an hour, af least, was he
likely to get loose, unless some passor-
Ly came along and released him, Whoen
he did, he had the jam and cream to
deal with, after which he had to get
petrol from somewhere before he could
get his car going  again,  For the

resent, at least, it was certain that Mr.

roitx  was done with., And Billy
Bunter, rclieved by that happy cor-
tainty, took comfort and ceased to
mourn for the jam tarts, cream puffs,
and ginger beer. The Rolls rushed on
to Lantham, and Mr. Bronx vanished
from sight—left to an cxceedingly
stieky time !

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Riches Take Unto Themselves Wings!
SAY, vou fellows—"

(1]
E crI'

“There's the station!”
g y——"*
“ We get down here!”
“Do let o fellow speak !
Ruirer,
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roared

Bob. “There's the statiop—"

“ What about a snack ! asked Bunter.
“I shall be hungry before I get to
Margate. I know that! What about
a snacl: ai the Pagode #°*

“¥ou don't want us fo watch rou
parking the foodstuffs, old beamn,™
“I'm asking you to join me in a

snpcle I sald Bunter with  dignity.
“You've always made out at school that
I never stand my whack!”

“No making out aboub it," said
Johnny Bull. *“¥ou never did ¥
“0Oh, really, Buall—*

“Tﬂfl_:;ﬂhr shover to stop; we're at
the station.”

“Keop on io the Pagoda, up the
street ! said Bunter, and Parkinson
drove on up Lantham Iigh Street.

“Look here——" pgrunted Jolinny
Bull

“We're going fo have a snack at the
Pogoda," seid Bunter. “ Yon fellows
can do with one before you go. Lots
of trains from here.”’

“Oh, all right!” said Harry.

Nobedy objected to a snack at the
Pagoda, the best teashep in Lantham,
so far as that went. If Bunter wanted
to be hospitable it was rather un-
gracious to decline, No deubt, alse, he
wanted to “swanlk.” Still, there was
no harm in letting him swank if he
wanted teo.

On  the last oceasion when Billy
Bunter had “tea’d ¥ at the Pagoda in
Lantham, there had been a s=pot of
trouble, owing to the trifling circum-
stance that he had deveured more thau
he could pay for. It had been quite
awhkward at the time. A waiter had
been very suspicious and scorpnful, amd
doubtful about letting Bunter go on lis
promise to eall in and pay the balancs
next time he was passing, Perhaps e
had doubted whether Bunter would be
passimng again! If =0, his doubts had
beent well-foundod—DBunter hadn't Leen !

Now, lhowever, all was changed!
With his now and wonderful wealth,
Buntor was rather keen to show that
scornful and suspicious wailter how un-
founded his suspicions had been! And
a fellow could get good *“grub ™ at tie
Pagoda if he could pay for it. Bunler
could pay for it now—indesd, he was in
# financial position to buy {he whale
place if he liked !

The car stopped oulside the teashop!

Lhe juniors stepped out,

Billy Bunter hooled his note-case out
of his pocket,

Bunter liked to fourish that
Qs

noles

'Lilze Lhiz car. it was the best that
Chunkley's could supply ! And il was
crgmmed  with  articles  that  cven

Chunkley's could not supply.

In one compartment were £100 notes.
In another were £50 notes. In two
more were “tenners ¥ and ¥ fivers.?
In the smallest division were a fow
ound notes, which the Greyvfriars hil-
wnaire required for small chanpe!
There wore no ten-shilling notes!
Bunter disdained them! As for silver
and coppers, Bunter was already for-
getting that he had ever touched such
absurd trifles.

“Buying Lantham?” asked Johnny

Bull,

i Y"L'h !Ii

“Don’t show that Bank-of-England to
cvervbody,  Bunier!”  advised Dol
Cherry. “Yowll get it pinched.”

“If I did, I've got lots more!"” =ail
Bunter disdainfully, “I've only to
send my man to the bank.”

Bo far from acting on Bol's exeellent
atlvice, Bunter was rather keen fo show
liis note-caze o everybody !

Beveral people who weresloitering on
the pavement by the teashop gluvecd at
il ; among them, a rather shabby man
with ferrety eyes, whose forrety eyes

gleamed at the sight of the wad of
notes,

“ Parkinson 1™

o 1 b

“T shall be about an hiour' Co and

get yourself a snack somewlhere,'
Bunter detached a couple of pound
notes from the note-case and  tossed
them to hiz chauffenr.

“Thank vou, siv!” said Itarkincon,
unmoved,

Bunter, undoubtedly. could  be
encrous when he had lots of woney!

here was no doubt that he liked
mﬂnn it fly,
1]

] : rpp]'imd ihe mnotc-case carelessly
into his jacket pocket.
*Come on, you fellows ™ lLe zaid.
And le led the way into the teashop.
Parkinson drove away, perhaps to get
himself & “snack,” but probably net to
spend two pounds on if.

- The juniors =at Jdown round one of lhe
tables. A waiter came up., Bunter was
rather disappointed that it was not the
walter he remembered. He would hove
liked te overwhelm that scornful and
suspicions waiter.,  However, the grub
was the chief conzideration. When the
grub was all right-, everyvthing was all
right in Bunter's opinion, And at the
Pagoda the grub was all right! The
::-n]iy' drawback was that the prices were
vather high. DBuot that did not matter
to Bunter now, In fack lic rather Bked
hl%{]l prices! Iis wealth was burning
a hole in his pocket.

Bunter’s orders were cxtensive, Ile
itnd said that it was going to be a
snack ! Judging by the orders hie pave.
owas gpoing to be a lunch, a dinwer,
a tea, and & supper all rolled into one,

i1 ]yf: table was soon pilad.

Sae gt you men!™ said Bunter fws
pitably,  “Don't spare the grub!
Where that came from there's plenty
maore! What!? Xle, he, het!” '

A shabby man u,[;pmacimﬂ the dra-
shop, pansed by a tub of palms o glanee
round him, and then came towards the
juntors’ table,

It was the man with the forrely eves
who had watched Bunter flourishing his
note-case outside,

The next momont the notecase had

changed ownership, and the shably
man had disappeared.
If he had entered the teashop for
mqa], he had, apé‘:arenf,!;.*, L-hang:nd 5.12
mind, for he had pone out again.
Bunter did not waste a thovght on
him.

lili_‘! proceeded with his “snack ™

& was  “some ™ snack! Ind

Hurrce Jamse: Ram  Singh remaﬂgﬁﬂ:
,_]ustlj,:, that the snackfulness was terrific,
By the time Bunter had finished o
was brenthmf hard from his exertions.
The other fcllows had finished long
bhefore, but they politely waited for
Bunter to have done. It seemed, for
some time, that Dunier never would
have done. But an end comes to all
things, at long last, and an end sanie to
Bunter's snack |

_Ie signed to the waiter, who laid a
little bifll on the table. The amount
of that littlo bill would have been
rether alarming to any fellow whose



financial resources had the usual limita,
Billy Bunter, however, only glanced
at it carelessly. A trifle of £4 16s. Gd.
was nothing to Bunter--now [

“ Better be moving, you
saidd Bunter, as the waiter
after laying down the bill.

“Can you move!” asked Johnny Bull
sarcastically.

“¥ahli

Bunter rose E]l:ﬁ‘-'If’. He could move
-—thc-ufh with some little difficulty. He
slipped his hand into his pocket for his
notecase, to extract s five-pound note
to pay the bill at the desk, sand &
pound note to leava on the table az &
tip for the waiter.

He groped in the pocket. A startled
expression came over his fat face. He
groped—and groped—and his fat hand
camae out of the pocket—empty!

“I—I say, vou fellows!™ gasped
Bunter. " Where's my notecazal”

fallows I
retired

EVERY SATURDAY
THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Bhell Out!
ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H gtared ot DBunter. Bunter
blinked at Harry Wharton &

Co. He dived hils fat hand
into his pocket again, groped.
He groped in vain. Onece more the fat
paw ¢came empty AWAaF.

“Where's it gone " gazped Bunter.
“"Lot of good asking usl” sald Dob
Cherry. “Isn't it in yvour pocket, you fad
chump? Why, I saw yvou put it there
—after you showed it to all Lantham in
the strect.”
there

“Tain't
Bunter.

“Feel in your other pocktt, fathead t”
said Harry Wharton.

Bunter groped in hiz o her pockets.
The result was the same!

now " gasped

“Tropped it under ths table? sug-
gested Nugent. ;
"Well, logk |” zaid Busler. *I'vae

SURPRISING, BUT TRUE !
S we ara almost at the end of
enother ericket seazon, I should
like to thank my reader chums
who have made the sedson mora
interesting for me, and who, bi,r their
questionz, have actually compelied me
to add to my cricket knowledge, They
have .asked questions ihe answers to
which I have had to leok for, and in the
looking I have diecovered things which
I did not previouely know. ;

Hera is an instance: A reader in
Birmingham asks me whether in ell the
Test match years, ag the outcome of a
geries of games between England and
Auetralia, ghe two countries have finished
up all square t _As & matter of fact they
have not—in England. Really that is
rather ising, seeing that five Tesls
are played and that it 18 always possible
for some of these Eamea to ba drawn.
But always either England or Australia
have hed a olear lead in wins at the end
of five matches.

Then comes the question of what would
happen if & series of Tests did finish
with the teams level on wins ! Person-
elly, I think there would be an immediate
effort to arrange a sixth Teat, but whether
it would be possible for this to be done
iz another matter,

If ithe tcams finished level an wins
and o deciding goeme could not be
arranged, then (this replies o another
correspondent) the country in posses-
sion of the ** Ashes ' would bi said
to have vetained them.

Even if neither side could claim a
definite advantage no awhward complien-
tions would arieo. England and Auvstralia
do not play for any sort of trophy—
officially. So far eo the MLC.C. and the
Aunstralian official body are concerned
the two eountries just play for the honour
of winning, The * Ashes ™ arc mythical.
Trus there have been presentations—

W Umpire ¥ winds up his series of cricket articles with
an interesting talk ahout the Oval, Kennington, where
the [ast of this season's Tesla is being staged.

-,

unofficial—in the past, of uwrns containing
* Ashes ' and that sovt of thing, but the
“ Ashea " term merely sarose beocause of
a sort of ' In memorium " verse printed
in & London newspaper when Australia
firat beat England at ericket. The word
really signified our death.

REAL CRICKET WISDOM !

HE Owal, Kennington, whera the

E last of this seeson's Tests 13 being

steged, has been the centre of

many amazing Test pames and

Test eeenss, This is natural, becauss it

has 0 often happened that the outeome

of the whole serics has depended on the

last match, which has been played at the
Owal gines 1896,

The Test match at the Owval which all
the old-stagera still talk about in the
most exoited way was that of 1902, which
England won by one wicket. Thia was,
in someo respects at any rate, the most
rernarkable game which has ever been
played between the reprezentatives of tho
two countries. The enormons possi-
bilities of the game were clearly demon.
strated.

I the Inat innings England had fo
gel 263 runs o win.

Our chances of getting them wers
greatly reduced by over-night rain which
rendered  the pitch diffieult. And  we
certainly E-E{!-n!{b(? to have lost all possible
chance of pgetting the runs when five of
our hest batemen were back in the pavilion
with enly 49 runa on the board. at was
at  lunch-time. YWhat an  opportunity
for hercie batiing !

Fortunately, e had the man foe
grehl an ovcaxion—{zilbort Jessop, the
smiter !

For most batsmen such a eituation
would haove been considered to compel
eaution. Most present

day batzmen |
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stood you a jolly decent feed—make
yourselves useful for once|”

The Femous Five looked at Bunter—
expressively. Then they stooped, to
peer under the table end chairs. But
the notecasa was not there! There was
no sign of that beautiful new expeosive
notecaze, packed with banknotes and
enrrency notes. It was gone—gone from
Bunter's gaze like s besutiful dream i

“MNot hero " said Johnny Bull, with

a grunt.
demanded

Y Well, is  it¥’
“0Oh, my hat!” exelaimed Bob sud-

whore
Buntar.

denly. “That shabby sportsman who
passed by you—you've had your pocket
picked 1

“HRot " grunted Bunter.

“That's 1t 1" said Harry Wharton.
with conviction. “1 saw the man out-
sideg, befors wo came in—he was watch-
ing Bunter brandishing his wealth—"

*OQh, really, Wharton—" :
“Then he followed ue in, to get it off

{Centinued on next page.)

would hawve talen that view, without =
doubt. But * The Croucher,” as Jessop
was ealled, owing to hia peculiar style—
only knew one way of batling. That was
to hit the ball hard. ¥e plumped for
his natural style, and thorein showed
real ericket wisdom,

A THRILLING FINISH !

# wITH the Hon, F. 5. Jockson ag
oy hia partner, Jogzop boanged the
Australian howling about to
the extent of 104 runs in 75
What a display ! What cour-
age | England had a chaneo again.

Even 8o, we still wanted 15 rons to
win when nine men were out and Wilfred
Ithodea, the last man in the batting list,
went out to join his Yorkshire colleague,
Georgs Hirst. They got them, ona by cne,
and Englend won. Only the other day
I was talking to Wilfred Rhodes about
this most thrilling finish, and I was not
surprised that he was able to recall almosk
every trifling detail of that nerve-raclang
kg lf-hour.

“I eonn still remember the winning
hit I had the juck to make. The ball
from Truombls was just a trifle over-
pitched, and I straight drove it hetween
the bowler and mid-on into ihe long
field. I was batting at the gasometer
ond and, as soon as I saw the ball beat
tho figldamen, I knew the match was over.
I sot off ronning and did not stop until I
had got into the pavilion.

“Just as 1 reached the pavilion gate
the crowd began to come across the
ground, and George Hirst, who had had
to run from the pavilion end to erose me
in the winning run, was unable to gebt
back into the pavilion for a long time.

“ That was my eighth Test match for
England, and the firat in which 1 finished
on the winning side.”

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

1 must now get square with my posts
hag by giving some replies very briefly.
Here they are:

T. Corfe (Dublin)—Although the bata.
men may complete o run before the ball,
hit high in the air, is caught, the run is
not counted. .

J. L. Hopkinson (Sutton-in-Ashfield)—
The hatsman can make good his ground,
when running, without the necussity of
heing actually within the lines of the
crease.  Ho ecan run mueh wider of the
wicket than the lines go if he so desires.

John Beal: The batsman ia not out ify
in the running, he accidentally knocks
down the wicket,

“UMPIRE."
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Bunter ! said Jcrl}nny Bp]l with a nad.
“And he's got it ! said Frank,
“The gotfulness is terrifio!” agreed

Hurree Jamset RBam Bingh. * Your

pocket has been pinchfully plcked, my

esteamed and 1distic Bunter ™

Bnort, from Bunier. y

“I'm not a fellow to have his pocket
picked I he grunted. “I'm not a silly
mug, like some fellows I could name 1¥

Harry Wharton glanced round the
cxtensive and rather well-filled tea-
ghop. He did not see the shabby man
—and hardly expeoted to. It was more
than half an hour zince he had
passed by the fat Owl of the Remove—
end having picked Bunter's pocket he
was not likely to linger on the spot.

Probably he was far, far away by
that time—the wealthiest sneak-thief 1n
the United Kingdom,

“Well, it's gone!” grunted Buntor.
“If that Fellow really picked my pocket,
I think vou fellows might-have stopped
him—I really think that!”

" “¥ou silly ass! Why didn't you stop
in ¥
“How was I to know he was picking

my pocket, vorr silly assi®

‘How were we to know, you blither-
ing idict?”

“Oh, don't jaw said Bunter
crossly. “You mre the fellows for jaw-
ing, and no mistake! It's gone; no
good jawing [*

“Live your fat chin
growled Johnny Bull,

“ Boast 17

“If you've got the mumber of the
notes, we can go along to the police
station,” said Harry.

“I haven't !”

Where did you get them, fathead?

You can get the numbers.”

“My man got them., I told him I
should want some monevr. I suppose he
got themy from a bank.™

The Famous Five gazed at Bunter.
His wonderful wealth was an undying
canse of surprise. But this was maorc
surprising than ever. It was really
rather remarkable for a fellow who
wanted money to tell his man to got
gome, and to suppose that he got it
from a bank! _.'[Ftlmt was how Buntor
was supplied with cash, it locked as if
Jarvish was more of & magician than a
mansorvant |

“I'Il tell Jarvish to get the numbers
and let the police know,” said Bunter,
“If I think of it. I mean! But just at
prasent I'm ail:m}' b

“Oh, my hat!™

“*All my money was in that notecuso.

(R

a rest, then!”

What's going to be done?”

“Looks as if we are!” growled
Jahinny Bull.

0L, really, Bull—"

The waiter was hovering near the

table now. £4 16s. 6d. was rather a
large sum for a party of schoolbove ta
run up. And hoe could see that theve
was sonmte trouble on hand.

The chums of the Remove exchanped
glances.

£4 16s. 6d. had to be paid! There
was no doubt about that! Bauter. the
hillionaire. was, temporavily, at least,
in the old familiar state of Billy
Bunter, the impreunions !

"We've ot to stand it ' said IMarvey

Whavten.  “Can't be helped ! Luchy
we've gob some tin about us!™

“"You mnecdie't worry almant the
money 1Y sand Bunter  saecasticalls

"Il setile it a dozen flmes over, il
vou like!"

“O0nee will e cnemielh—if van eover
do!™ said Johuey Tl

“Beonst I
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Evidently there was no lwlp for it!
The Famous Five went through their

ovkets, INot being billionaires, théy
ound some little difficulty in raising
unexpocted sums that ran inte pounds.

Bunter watched them sarcastically.
Shortage of cash excifed, in Bunter, a
mingling ~f amusement and eontempt.

It was not maay days since Bunter
had been a borrower of bobs, & cadger
of coppers! But an overflow of bank-
notes seemed to have washed all that
out of his fab mind.

“My hat! Are you fellows short of a
fow pounds?” sneered Bunter. '“Must
be rotten to be poor! I sa¥, you fel.
lows, what is it really like to be poor?
How do vou stand it*" .

Without answering that question, the
juniors sorted.out their eash, and made
up the required sum amtm%} them.

“Leave a quid on the table for the

IHI

waiter I” said Bunter. "I always give
generous tips!” ; :
*Leave all the quids you like!” said
Bob, “We're not leaving any, Aake
it a bob, you men.™
“TLook here, don't be horrid, mean!"
said Bunter. “It's letting me down!

I think you fellows might keep up

decent acharances when you're with o

decent fellow I

E“ﬁihall I kick him®" asked Jobnny
LLLE,

“Look here, you fellows =
“Oh, come onl” said Harey.
goet out M

The waiter's eye lingered on the parky
till the bill was paid at the desk. The
Greyfriars fellows left the Pagods, five
of them feeling rather inclined to kick
themselves for having entered. Four
pounds sixteen and six might be a
trifle to a billionaire, but it had made
a fearful inread on the financial re-
sources of fellows who were not billion-
Rives.

“I sav, vou fellowsg——"

o and e¢at cokel”
Johnny Bull,

“Where's my car

“Blow vour car!"

TN soele that man Williamson,” said
Bunter darkly. “ What the dooee does
ho mean by not being hiere when T want
him ¥™

“Coane on ' zaid IMarrey.

“1 sav, vou fellows. one of vou eut
aff and fetch my ear ! snapped Bunter.
"I expect the fellow’s parked it up the
=irect somoewhere,”

Thp Famous Iive
statioun.

“T sav. vou fellows, T want my earc!”
Lhooted Bunter,

Lhew walked on.

“Are vorr deaf ™ velled
friars Lillionaire.

Apparvently they were deaf,
cvents, they turned deat ears.
walked on to the station, and
appearcd.

“Beastz 7 osnovted  Bunter., ' Cheeks
beasts | Afrer ve ztood them a jelly
pood  frod-—getting  shiviy eimply be-
cause they had to pav for it Unerate-
ful rotters 1™

The Eolls rolled up. Iarkinsen had
apparently sighted the fat {igure of Lis
lorgd omd smaster from a dhstance.

Bunler gave him an angry blink,

“You've Lept wme wailing, Watkine
son 17 lie =napped,

"Xz, sir,” said TParkinzon.

“I'm oot used to being kept waiting.
I can jnllv well el vou, Willimazan

“Noo sir” said Pavkinson,

“Phiz won't do, Wilkinson

“Vorr good, ziel”

Bunter snorted, and packed himself
in the car. It rolied awar with ham.
Beclining on lnxoariovs soft  coshions.
with Lis far Ltbele lem: siretehed ont. his

11} l.l'e-'t*ﬂ

growled

-
A
:

El

sigried  for the

tlie Clrew-
At oall

T hes
ilise

2z

eyes shut behind las Lig spectacles, and
his mouth open, Dunter dropped uto a
doze, and elept and smored while the
car ate up the miles to Margate. .

Harry Wharton & Co. in the train
were travelling much less luxuriously.
But they were minuz Billy Bunter’'s
foscinating society, =0 there was no
doubt that the train was preferable to
the ear.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Swank !

i WONDER—" remarked Harry
Wharton.
“The -wonderfulness 15 ter-
rific ! pssented Hurree Jamsct
Ram Singh.

And they both smiled.

The two juniors, strolling on the ter-
race at Wharton Lodge, were thinking
of Bunter, the hillionaire.

They could not help wondering a little
how &3 billicnaire of the Remove was
getting on.

Bunter in his present palmy stale was
an interesting study.

They could puess that he was malking
the fur Ay at merry Margate,

It was & week or so since Greviriars
School had brokon up for the holidays.
Harry Wharton and the nabolb were at
Wharton Lodge; the other meinbers of
the Co. at their varipus homes, They
were to meet during the hols, and some
sort of & holiday trip was to be fixcd
up—it was not yet decided what.

Bob Cherry was keen on & trip in a
Ipasaengﬂr plane to foreign parts, whiel
s comrades agreed was o ripping idea,
The objection was that it cost a lot of
money; and in none of their various
families was there a billionaire, or even
a millionaire. So nothing had been
seftled, so far.

None of the Co. had any news from
Bunter. That was unusual in the hols:
but the circumstances now were far
from usual.

So far from seeking to “barge in®
ot Wharton Lodge or Cherry Place,
Billy Bunter would probably have de
clined, with disdain, an invitation to
cither establishment,

Something much more gorgeons was
required to satisfy Bunter the billion-
aire, :

The chums of the Bemove did not ex-

eet to hear from him, in fact, unless
s sudden riches took unte themselves
wings and flew away, as riches are pro-
verbially wont to do.

They would not have been surprised
had that happened. Bunter's accesston
to vast wealth had been =e very extra-
ardinary that they could not he!}p think-
ing that there was a “eatech ™ in at
somewhere.

“The old fat bean's spreading lum-
self at Margate, I fancy,” remarked the
captain of the Kemove.

“The spreadfuilness iz probably pre-
posterous ! gritned the Nabob of
Bhanipur.  “Buot  perhapsfully  the
psteemed Bunter will go up like the
absurd rocket. and come down like the
ludicrons zhicl,”

“1 wonder ! =aid Harrr,

Wells, the butler, looked out.

f;;l'he telephone, Master Harry,” he
zald.

“Oh, good ! That will be Bol” sail
the captain of the Remove ; and the two
juniors Lueried into the Xouse.

Wharten took the recoiver,

“Hallo! That von, Dob, old chap?®™
e amsked,  “Heard anzihing  fron
Burnter? I've been rother expeching o
licar that inex've found hin: burst ag
MDlargate.™

“Oh. reaily, Wharlon—"

“Eht” Wharion jumpad.

4
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Five fellows jumped at Mr. Bronx like flve cats. 'The gangster was grabbed by the baek of his collar, the back of his neck, and
his shoulders. Harry Wharten had 2 grasp on his right arm instantly, foreing his pistol hand upwards, in ¢ase the American,

in his rage, might pull the trigger.

It was not Bob Cherry's veice that

came over the wires. 1§ was Dilly
unter'z.
“Look here! You checky ass——"

“0Oh, is that Bunter 7

“¥Yes, vou cheeky fathead I

“"Well, what have you rung me u
for, you ass? 1 was expecting a Eal.r;
from Bob,” said the captain of the He-
move. “You haven’t rung up to siy
you've burst, have youl"

“Yon silly ass!”

Well, what's the news,
man "  asked Harry.
bought Margato?” .

"%cuuld, if I jolly well liked.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Still rolling in it'" he asked.

“Oh, wyes! Nothing new to me.
Accnstomed to vast wealth from my
sarliest childhood, yeu know."

“T'va heard that one.”

“Brought up in the lap of luxury.”

“That's an old one, too”

“Beast 1" .

“Weall, have 2 good time, old fat
bean !* said Harry good humounredly.
*Is there a famine at Margate yot?”

8nort! on the telephone.

Wharton waited. Snorts did not en-
lighten him ns to why il Greviriars
billionaire had rung up.

“1 suppose you're having a protiy
rotton time,” went on Dunler’s fak
voicae,

““Not at all—thanks '™

“T mean, thers can’t be much deoing
in yvour humble home 7"

“TFathead 1™ .

“I was thinking of running down
my car and seeing you”

Ed {}h [M

Wharton wondered whether the riches
had taken unto themselves wings. This
rather looked like it. o

“I mean, it would be interesting in a

old fat

“Have you

* 1 say, you fellows, keep him off 1 **

frantically.

wav,” went on Bunter. “How the poor
live, and all thyt—what?”

::_Eﬂu l‘ghtlmrmg idiot [ .\

it L'm nol coming——

“Thanks !

“On the whole, I don’t eare for slum-
ming, or anylhing of that szort.”

*Elumming ' gasped Wharlon,

“Well, perbaps not exactly slum-
ming,” sand Bunter. M DBul vou sgo
what I mican? On the whele, I don't
think it's really wize for an immensely
wealthy fellow ta eome into teo eloso
contact with needy people.”

“It's wise to say these pleasant things
from the other end of a’ telephone wire,
anyhow,  Otherwise, you would pget
your silly nose punched.”

“0Oh, treally, Wharton

“Is that the Iot? demanded the cap-
tain of the Remave. “If you've pot
anything to say, you howling faihead,
gay it and wind up! Theyll be charg-
g you for another three minutes,”

“That’s nothing to me. A lot fo you,
I dare say. Bul to me "

“"Good-bye 17

“Hold en! I haven't finished yet.”

“"Buck up and Gnish, then !

“l want wyou to come over here
Bring Inky with you. If the other fel-
lows ara with you, bring them, too. I'll
pay your fares.”

“What "

“Expense is no objeck ta me.
over in a car if vou lhike.
]'-LH

“Go and ecat coke!”

“Tf that's what yon call gratitude,
Wharton, when a wealthy Tellow 15 tak-
ing you up i the hols cut of pure
kindness—"

1

“Nindness is thrown away on the
poor,” said Bunter. " I've always found
that, Diut I reaily never expech grati-
tude. Never mind that——"

Come
I'll pay for

Bunter, blinking out of the car, was yelling

Harry Wharton replaced the recoiver
on the hooks. Me bad had enough of
this pleazant and inleresting conversas
tign with Bunter.

It oppeared that the riches had not,
after u.llt, tokon wnio themselves wings.
Bunter was still volling in monoy. And
it gsecmied to have pot mto his heud con-
sidderably, Hurree Jamwset TRam Singh
glanced at his chum's frowninyg face us
Wharton stepped from the welephone
cubinet in the hall.

“Onply that fut Owl Buoter,” soid
Haryy. *He zeews to have rung me up
1o blow off a cargo of swank—-"

Buzzza | It was the telephone-hell,

“{Jh, that will be old DBob!" said
Harry, as o went back to the instrus
ment. * That you, Bob, old bean 7

“Th? Ti's mo! We zecm lo have zob
cut off, or sometbing,” zaid Bunted’s fat
voice, “I hadn't finished speaking, old
chap. Are yvou ang Inky coming over ¥

“ No t** hoowed Wharton.

“It would be o rvipping chanze {or
vou, old chap, after wooching about for
a week with nothing to do n g poor
place liko yours”

“T wish you were near cnough to be
hicked 1M

“U'hink of Inky, too—he must be fear-
fully bored ut your poor little hwmble
home, Wharton, Give him a chance.”

Wharton breathed hard, The tele-
phone i3 a wounderful invention, but it
has its drawbacks, A feilow speaking
from the other end of the wire could not
ba kicked, however earpestly be asked
for it.

“Aind, [ mean it went on the fab
and fatuous Owl. * I'm not pulling your
Ieg, Wharton. I'm ot the feilow to
forget [ellows I koow at school, even if
thev're not of the same zoctal standing.”

“Pon’t T wish I could reach yout™
said [Tarry. g
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“Ehk?
oyer—"

“*Not worth the journey to kiek you [

“Oh, really, Wharton! 1 say, you can
take it from me that I'm speaking seri-
ously ; 1 really want you to comel L'l
give you & good time. Bathing, swim-
ming, fshing, bosting, yachting—any-
thing you lhikel You can always have
onc of my cars. You'll like the grub at
this hotel—it's fine [ There was a sound
over the telephone-wires like the smack-
ing of lips. “The bills are enormous,
of course, but that's nothing to me.
You'll ive on the fat of the land as
my guest. Rather a change for youn—
what? He, he, he! Coming?"

“No!" roared Wharton.

Wharton slammed the receiver back
o the hooks and left the telephone. A
fow moments later the bell rang again.
Bunter apparently had not finished—but
Wharton had !

I'm asking you to come

[

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter in all His Glory [

e AR VIsH Y
i+ BII I'I.l‘l
“ ¥ou sent the telegram 1™

“1 did, sie,”

“Any answer yet?"

*No, air.”

“Bring it to me as soon as it comes.™

“Yery good, sir.”

“1t's ruther rotten, people not being
on the telephone, Jarvish.”

“Quite so0, sir.”

“FPaoverty is no crime, Jarvish—"

* No, sin” X

“But it's a doocid bother in onc's
friends.”’

“0Oh, quite, sir ™

“But I'm not the man to let down an
old pal like Toddy stmply because he's
poor, Jarvish.”

o I:Tﬂ-, sir,™

“In fact, I rather think it's up to mo
to tuke the chap up and give him a bit
of & good time."

I oz, Bih“

"“I'm a generous chep, Jarvish.”
:%mm, sir.”

eddy’s plucky, 1oo,” said Bunter,
"He's a bit of o freak, but he’s got
pluck. He wouldn't be afraid of that
American sportsman. Not that that's
why I'm asking him here, of course.”

“Not at all, sic.”

“¥ou can cut, Jarvizh,”

“VYery good, sir.”

Billy Bunter was reclining in what a
novelist might have called an attitude
of unaffected grace in s wicker chair on
the baleony of the Hotel Splendide, at
Mnrgute. :

The Hotel Splendide faced the sands
and the eca. Ho did Bunter as he re-
clined on the balcony.

Sweet strains of music came from a
band in the distance. The promenade
was black with promenaders; the beach
was a hive of humanity,

On that brilliant August day Merry
Margate was vervy merry. Peopla
seemed to be packed into it almost liko
sardines in a tin.

Bunter had lately lunched.

After [unch Bunter required a rest.
Bunter's lunches since he had become a
billionaire had been extonsive. Bunter
had spread himself in many ways, but
most of all at meals.
ﬁ'ﬂuntar, the billionaire, wes enjoying
ife.

There had beon several trips up to

don in the big Rolls. :::m?émn;- it
had returned laden with Tuggzage. For
the first time in his fat life, Bunter was
ehle to po ﬁhppning without eounting
the cost. His shopping was en an
enormons seale,
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BILLY BUNTER IS

‘* PRICELESS *’

IN NEXT WEEK’S-
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How many suits of clothes ho now
possessed, perhaps his valet knew, but
Bunter certainly did not. He had never
been good at arithmetic, especially going
into h15h fgures.

He did not even know how many
trunks he had for packing them in—not
that DBunter was likely to do any

packing |

No E:-:m of work had ever had any
real appeal for Billy Punter, and since
he had become wealthy he had de-
veloped an aristocratic inability to de
the slichtest thing for himself.

Bometimes when Jarvish was putting
his shoes on for him he expressed a
languid surprise at the fact that there
were fellows in the world who put their
own shoes on.
the poor.
them,

Bunter had become quite unanble to
put his own shoes on,  He could not
even brush his own hat. Ceortainly he
could not have brushed them all, for ho
had now sp many hats that it would
have been guite a lot of exerciso to
brush the whole number,

Ordinary hotel accommodation would
have overflowed with Bunter's new and
numerous possessions, but Bunter's ae-
commodation was ample.

Ho had the largest and best suite of
rooms at the largost and bost hotel in
Margate, He did not even know what
it cost; he left the bills to Jarvish to

It waz 8 bard world for
Bunter was quite sorry for

P‘a +

gunter was treated with tremendous
respect at the Ilotel Splendide, from the
magnificent manager. the still more
magnificent head waiter, down to the
smallest boy-in-buttons.

What they really thought of him they
never told Bunter. It might have caused
the horn of plenty fo run dry. Bunter
would have been offended.

Members of the staff bowed to the
ground before a billionaire who exuded
tips—and soch tips! Bunter never
tipped anvbody less than a pound note.
Dften it was a fiver ; sometimes a tenner,
Fortunatus, in nossession of his cele-
brated purse, could hardly heve been
more open-handed. Indeed, the fable of
Fortunatuz scemed to have come frue
in Bunter's case. He spent as if he had
an incxhaustible purse.

He had forgotten the incident at
Lantham; it was not worth remember-
ing. A few hundred pounds more or
less was, to Bunter, a trifle light as air.
: Bunter was Hﬂiﬂjln life. & enjoyed
it to the full. ile Iﬁmﬂ Margutﬂ; the
wonderfully healthy air gave him a won-
derful appetite, He dealt faithfully
with the excellent fare provided by the
Hotel Splendide.  The grub was all
right—everything was all right. There
was only one fly in the ointment.

That Hy was visible at the present
moment—in the shape of a long, lean
man in & slouched hat, who was strolling
on the promenade in front of the hotel,
in sight of the Greyfriars billionaire.

Bunter frowned at Mr. Bronx.

He had seen the lean American sevoral
times in Margate, and, thourh the man
had not approached him, EEE vieinity
had made Bunter uneasy.

Btrange to say, it had not produeed
that effect on Jarvish., James Jarvish
scomed to have lost most of his haunt-
ing terror of the gangster,

Bunter, if he had thought about the
matter, !‘;'I"lighf- have wondered why,
Jarvish had besn afraid to leave the
echool with him beecause Bronx was
hoanging about the roads. He had
travelled late at night in a swift car to
rejoin _his “young master,” and had
arrived pale and uneasy, like & man who
had bheen haunted by fear on  his
lourney,

But his fears seemed to he pone now.

Buntor had eeen him glance at the
lean American from a window without
turning & hair. Yet it was, so Bunter
supposed, Jarvish that Mr. Bronz was
“after.” Ho had m}iﬁ bothered Bunter
as a gpuide to Jarvish. Now he knew
where Jarvish was if he wanted him.
2o he was, no doubt, done with Bunter,
2till, the sight of the lean, hard face and
slits of eves gave the fat junior a tremor
of uneasiness, Tt made him fcel that he
would like to have somebody sbout him
who was not afraid of that lean, ruthless,
threatening face. It was not only the
dosire to show off his wealth that had
caused Bunter to issue generous invita-
tions to Groyiriars fellows.

“¥our telegram, sir!”

Jarvish’s voice brgke in on Buntor’s
meditations, He detached his eyes, and
hia spcctacles, from the lean figure
etrolling 1n fromt’ of the hotel, and
blinked round. .

“Open it, Jarvish!” said Bunter.

Jarvish opened the telegram.

“Read it to me!” A .

Bunter was too aristooraticall
languid to read a telegram for himself.

“Right-ho! *Arrive four-thirty.—
Peter," ¥ read out Jarvish,

“He's coming, then!” said Bunter,
“"Order a room to be prepared for him,
Jarvish,”

“Very pood, sir "

“What am I doing this afterncon,
Jarvish?? asked Bunter. During &
visit to Mauloverer Towors, Buntarghﬂji
once heard Lord Mauleverer ask his
man what he was doing that afier-
noon., Bunter thought it rather good.

“You are riding, sir!” said Jarvish.

“Am 17" yawned Bunter.

“Your horse, sir, will be brought
round from the livery stable at four-
thirty I*

1 shall have to change,” remarked
Bunter thoughtiully. “Lot of trouble
changin’ ona's elobber, Jarvish.”

“No doubt, sir.”

“But & fellow must do it.”

“Quite, sirM

“1 hope they're szending & decent
gee,” said Bunter. “1'm rather par-
ticular about horseflesh, Jarvish. Wa
keep soma good bunters at Hunter
Court—I mean, we keep some pgood
hunters at Bunter Court——"

“1 have directed them, eir, toc send
the best horsa in the stable.”

“1 hardly think there’s anything in
Margete up to my style,” said Bunter.
“However, we shall see. You can go
Hnd‘j’mt my riding clothes ready.”

“Yery good, sir !

Jarvish noiselessly departed. Bunter
blinked after him. Sometimes it struck
him as curious that this sleek, sly man
was willing to provide him with
boundless weslth for no reward but the
permission to asct as his faithful wvalet
and attendant! It was so very remark-
nbla thot even the obtuse Owl of the
Remove wondered, at timcs, whether
there was a catch in it,

But thinking was not BPunter’s long
suit. He gave that, and everything

else, very little thought.

He blinked over the balcony rail
again. The long, lean American had
disappeared. That wes a relief. The
mere sight of him gave Dunter a sink-
ing in the pit of his podgy stomach.
Certsinly it was Jarvish that the
ﬁngater hod been after; yet Bunter

d a feeling that there was danger in
that quarter.

s rose ot last and went to his suite,
for Jarvish to changs him into his
riding clothes—Bunter being, by this
time, totally incapable of changing his
clothes without assistance.

By the time he was changed, a groom
had arrived, leading the horse that he
was to ride. Bunter rolled out, and

h
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blinked at the horse. It was quite a
good horse. It looked as if it had some
irit. On previous viszits to Merry
Margate, Bunter had ridden donkeys
on the sands. In his present high and
Ealm:,r state, he preferred to forget that

e had aver ridden donkeys.

Riding, Bunter fancied, was one of
the things he could really do well.
Bunter had many beliefs of that kind,
which were lizble, when put to the test,
to turn out to be only fancies. Tt was
like Bunter to believe that he could
“witch the world with noble horseman-
ship "—till he got on the horse. Then
he was likely to discover that “beforo

taking®” was quite different from “after
taking.”

The groom held the horse while
Bunter heaved himself into the saddle.

How it happened that he heaved him-
gelf over 1t, and came down on the
other side. Bunter did not know.

“Ow!” he gasped.

The groom grinned.

“ Jarvish ' howled Bunter. * Whera's
that fool Jarvishi Where's that silly
idiot Jarvish? Whera's—" .

“ Here, sir!” Jarvish was at his
elbow,

“Help me to mount!” snapped
Bunter. "1 pay you to make yourself
useful I

“Oh! Quite so, sir!”

The horse stared round at Bunter.
He seemed surpriszed.

“Hold him |" grunted Bunter,

“Vessir] 'Olding him, sir ¥

“Now then, Jarvish—*

“Yes, sirl”

Bunter was heaved into the saddle.
This time he stayed there. —Stirrups
wera arranged to his liking. B
gmiped the reins. Jarvish stepped
ack,

Bunter hesitated to tell the groom fo
let go. Now that he was mounted, he
eeemed a terrible distance from the
ground. He realised, too, that a horse
was not & reliable tEing like & motor-
car. It had s will of its cown, a volition
of its own. It changed gears, as it
wera, of ita own accdrd. Bunter in-
tended to take a gentle canter 1n the
country lanes and fields outside the
town. A doubt smote him as to whether
bia steed had the same intention. If
there was a dispute, Bunter could not
help fecling that the horse might have
the bhest of it.

But he who hesitates is lost! With-
out 'E:Ir_-m% told to let go, tha proom did
let go. Probably he thought that that
was what was wanted. Anvhow, he lat

What happened next was never clear
to Buanter,

ik el

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Plucky Peter!
PE’IER TODD stepped from the

train.
The station was crowded.
Thae train had been crowded.

All Margate was crowded in August, as

& matter of course. There was an air
of cheerfulness and jollity about the
f]ﬂ.ﬂﬂ, and Toddy was feeling cheerful.
Ho wormed his way through the swarm-
ing  orowd, carrying his bag, and
cmerged into the brilliant sunshine for
which Margate 13 famous.

Outside the station he pauszed and
looked round. He wondered whether
Bunter had sent a car for him. REI!.HE,
the owner of boundless wealth might
have paid an expected guest that little
attention. But nobody seemed {o be
waiting for Peter, and he did not think
of taking a taxi for a short distance.
Peter was not a billionaire. He in-
quired hiz way to the Hotel Splendide
and started to walk,

Feter had been rather doubtful about
accepting that invitation, sent by tele-
gram, to visit Dunter in his palatial
quarters, He was doubtful about what
Ecnra of & host Bunter would prove to

&,

On the other hand, ha was rather
curious to see the Greylriars billionaire
in all his glory. And he had a few
days on hand with nothing special to
do. 8o he had decided to come. It
was casy enough to go sgein if he did
not find Dunter, the billionaire, to hia
taste—which was quite probable. If
Bunter, 1n his prosperity, had remem-
bered a school pal who was not so
wealthy, it was rather decent of him.
If he simply wanted s witness to hie
swank, Peter did not mind—he was a
tolerant fellow. Anyhow, there he was.

Margate was packed! And it seemed
to Peter, as ha swung slong, that there
was some excitement going on. Loud
ghouting reached him from a distance.
He saw people running,

“Look out!”

“Btop him ¥

Clatter, clatter, clatter!

“Ch, my hat!” ejaculated Toddy,

He stopped and stared. Up the
sireet, scattering pedestrians on all
sides, came a gqllami horse, with a
rider clinging to its .

Toddy stared blankly.

A busy street, crowded with people
and cars, was fmrdly ‘the place for a
rider to choose for a ride, especially at
such a pace. ;

But as that rider came swooping up
the sireet, Peter discerned that it was
not a matter of choice with him, .

Probably he had intended to ride in
some ofher direction,

Whatever his intentionz might have
been, the horse completely disregarded
them. The reins were swinging round
iz head as he galloped. Two fat arms
wero clutehing his peck.  The horse
seemned  frightened.  That  style  of
riding was really caleulated to frighten
a horze.

People ran and jumped and dodged
out of the way of the runsway steed.
Feter prepared to dodge. It was not
a light matter to get in the way of thosa
clattering, thundering hoofs,

, Then, suddenly, Peter recognised thé
rider. He had a glimpso of & terrifiod
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fat face, and of o pair of spectacles
that gleamed back the rays of the sum.

“ Bunter ! gasped Peter. ) .

Bunter's hat was gone! His hair
streamed up in the wind, like quilla
upon the fretful poreupine. 1lo had
lozt his stirrups as well a3 his remns.
Only his convulsive grasp on the horse's
neck saved him from being tozsed off.
He was emitting & series of startied
squeaks as he careered:

ol B LT Waow!] Helpt Sl.ﬂg him !
Hold himn! Yaroocch! Oh erumbsl Oh
crikey! Ow! Wow, wow, wowl"

Clatter, clatter, clatter!

Poter Todd dropped his bag. Peter,
as Bunter had told Jarvish, bad pluck.
It needed some pluck o attempt to stop
that frantically excited animal in full
carcer., Fortunately Toddy had the
pluck ] 2

He drew a gquick, deep breath, set his
teeth, watched and weited, And as the
horse came thundering by he jumped
and grasped. :

Iiis grasp fastened on the danglin
reins, which was lucky for Peter. Ha
ha missed his grasp, the result would
have been exccedingly unpleasant. Bug
Peter did not miss.

He grasped and held, and the next
second he was torn from his feet and
dragged on in the maddened rush of the
horse.

It sgemed o Peter Todd that his arms
wera being jerked out of their sockets,
but he clenched his teeth and held.

It was only a matter of moments.
The horse’s head was drogged down, the
wild gallop slackened. A policeman
rushed uﬁ—ﬂm‘era! mora men rushed up
—many hands grazped at the runaway,
He was brought to a Etn-El.

“Yow-ow-ow-owl Helpl Yarooochl

Help

“Got him?* gasped Peter,

“Bafe now, sir!” said the constable.

Poter let go. He rubbed hiz arms to
make sure that they were still attached
to him. They felt as if they weren't,
There was an ache inp them that could
almost have been cut with a knife,

The horse stood trembling, safely held.
Bunter, apparently unaware that his
wild Mazeppa-ride was over, was still
clinging to the unfortunate amimals
neck, and yelling.

The policeman unhooked him and set
him on his feet on the ground. He was
grinning,

“All right now, sirl” he =aid, re-
assuringly.

“Ow! Wow! Wow!” answered Bun-
ter. “Owl Ohlor't Wow "

“This young gentleman stopped your
horse, sirl Baved you from a nasty
acrciclent.

“Lucky I came along, old fat bean,
what ?** said Peter,

Bunter blinked at him.

“0Oh! Youl!" he said. "“Ow! I'm
out of breath! I—I sav, is that horse
safe? Iold him! T say—?"

“Getting on him again?  asked
Peter.

{Continued on nexd page.)
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Dunter zhuddersd. :

“No fear! Somebody take him away!
Oh dear! Take that beast away!l
told Jarvish to get me n good horsel
Ehab’s the beast he got! I'll sack him!

wi”

" #iThe horse is all right,” said Peter.
“Ti's the jolly old rider——'

“0Oh, really, Todd—"

“What the thump did you get on a
horse for, when you can’t ride? 5151-.
manded Peter; It was asking for it

“Van cheeky ass—"" 5

% A clothes-horse is more in your line.

“Look here—" -t

“MName and address, please,” said tho
constalile, taking out & notebook.

The excitement was over.

The constable took Bunter's name and
address. The groom arrived and took
the hovse. The crowd dispersed, and
Poter Todd picked up the bag he had
dropped on the pavement. A ittle boy
ran up with Bunter's hat and nearly
£l down when Bunter tossed him a

asund nots | .
5 Bunter waved a fat hand to o passing

xi. , ..
“"Get in, Toddy!” he said. You
weren't walking to my hotol, surely 1

“Sort of 1" said Peter. Y

“ And carrving your own bag!

“ Whose hag should I carryi”

“Dach it all, Toddy, you might re-
member that therc’s such a thing as
appearances,” said Bunter warmly., “I
don’'t want my friends to let me down!
You might have taken a taxi te the
Lotel, at least!"

“Who'd have stopped your runaway
geo-gee, if T had?"

Bunter did not :
He mlledlirﬂm !ﬂie taxi,

wed with hiz bog, i
1‘}" Hotel Splondide [ said Dunter.

The taxi buzzed off.

“ Rotten, i=n't it?" said Bunter.

“Your riding " ) :

“WNo!” mn.rc%-d Bunter. “This taxi!
T'm mnot used to riding in taxicabs, I

an tell you."

" ”E-E-mcshﬁrﬂl’: agrecd Peter. “Too
olly expensive.™

] “ m-:Fan, I'm ust-i:! to nhdicn?lt_ca.q!
I can rough it, I hope, but this 1is
rather thua:g Limit! Blessed if 1 !-:nl?w
how the poor stand such hardships !

“There's worse hardships than riding
in taxicabs, old fat bean! 'Lut:-'. You
ghonld have E'E!ftnd the carriage 1 came
down in! Packed."”

“Third?"? sneered Bunter. “Look
here, Toddy, don't talk about it at my
hotel. What tho dooce did you travel
third for, anyhow?”

“Bocause there wasn't any fourth
explained Peter,

gnil'f, from Bunter |

“ Arn those vour best clothes, Peter?”
he asked, afier a pause. “I szay, vou
might hove dressed a bit better. You
loole frightiully dusty.”

%1 picked up some dust stopping
your fiery charger, old beanl I dare
say I can get & brush down at wour
hotel, INow vouw're a millionaire, you'll
have s brush to lend a fellow! You
won't want to borrow mine, as you do
at Groviriars.”

“Jarvish will attend to vour clothes.
Don't let anvbody at the Hotel Splen-
dide sce you brushing them yoursell”

“Never!” said Peter. *I1 hope I'm
not likely to Iet anvbody suspect that

answer that question.
and Petor fol-

IH
H

T ever bLrushed my own clothes! I'd
rather be suspected of a murder.”
“Mot that brushing will do them a

Iot of good! The fack is, you're rather
siablby, Feter."

" Bhabby clothes are Dbetter than
shalblby manners! have the edvan-
tage of vou there, old podpy pippin.*”
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“I don’t want any check, Peter

Todd I

“Well, I don't want any, Billy
Bunter, but I'm getting it. One good
turn deserves another.”

The taxi stm?ped.

“ Here's my hotel 1" zaid Buanter. *1
wish you looked & bit more deecent,
Peter. I hardly like the commissionaire
to sea you! I suppose it can’t be
helped!  This way! Where are you
going, fathead?”

“1I'm going to the station."

“¥ou silly ass; what are you going
to the station for ™

“Train home "

Buntor blinked at him. He did not
want to part with Peter. It was amaz-
ing that Peter wanted to part with him.
.&gf&.rentl ¢ Peter did !

Ie grabbed Peter Todd’s arm,

“Don’t be an ass, old chapl
they have ripping grub here!
on 1"

Bunter fairly dragged Peter into the
hotel !

EL

1 say
Come

FHE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The * Goods** on the Gangster!

= 'LL say,” remarked Mr. Bronx,
H "that thiz is the opossum's eye-
lids 1"’
He dropped into a canvas
chair beside Mr. Jarvish,

Jarvish shivered slightly.

Thore were hundreds, 1f not thousands,
of people on the Margate sands. Deck-
chairs with trippers in them were in-
numerable. Jarvish had walked along
the beach for soms distance from the
towering facade of the Hotel Splendide,
He scemed wnaware of a long-limbed,
lean fignre that followed. He sat down
in 8 deck-chair at a little distance from
all others, but one. Really it might have
looked as if Mr., Jarvish desired some-
body to come and =it besida him. If he
did, he did not fnd it wholly pleasant
when Tiger Bronx sat down. A shiver
ran through him, and his smooth, zleclk,
sly face twitched uneasily.

Mr. PBronx stretched out his long
legs and dm{p[i»ad his right hand into
the pocket of his logse jucket. Bome-
thing bulged in that pocket, and
Jarvish know what 1t was. The muzzle
of the gangster’s revelver was only a
foot from him, and Bronx was holding
the weapon with his hand in the pocket.
And Jarvish, who koew something of
the Tiger's reputation in the happy city
of Chicago, was sware that Bronx had
fired from the pocket on more than one
occasion when he had to use his * gun.”

It was hardly possible that the most
desperate and veckless pangster from
the wild and woolly West, would ven-
tute to do so on 8 crowded beach.
There was the “pget-away ™ to be con-
sidercd, and DBronx counld hardly have
hoped to get away in such a case.
Nevertheless, Jarvish wriggled with
nervous dread.

“Looking for a chanes
drawled Mr. Bronx. *
tabz on you, Jarvish.”

“I know!"” said Mr. Jarvish in his
low, oily voice.

“1 guessed you wasz wise to it! Yo
ain’t took any leetle paseos into loncly
places. Did you pipe me on your trail
right now %"’

“1dad!™

Mr. Bironx nedded. He was purzled,
He had been very keen on gotting o talk
with Jarvish. It seemed that Jarvish
alse wanted a tallk | Which was a strange
departure from Mr. Jorvish's previous
manners and customs,

“ Bpill it[” sard DBronx after a pause.

like this!™
been keeping

"You got someothing up your sleevel
Uncork 1t."’

“LExactlyl You need not Lkeep your
hand on your gun, Bronx. I know that
you daro not use it here, thnuqh 1
admit that it gives me the shivers.”

The gangster chewed the end of an
unlighted cigar and stared at him. He
was ?“'m perplexed,

"My nervous epstem,”  went on
Jarvish calmly, *is not strong! I have
a8 mortal terror of deadly weapons.
You are aware of that, howegver.”

y Just & few!” grinned the Tiger.

Brushing eoats and hats is your long
nu:{t‘ Guns ain’t in your line.”

“Eremsaﬁly." 1
B ou fipure,” esid the ganpgster,

that I don't dare let this herugsgm
go pop, with all these gu)*s rubberin
around? But I'll say, Jarvish, that i
I tell you to get up and walk, this
ieetls gat in this pocket will persuade
You to walk wherever I tell you, and
you wen't raisa no objections, not za's
2 guy would notico it 1"

* Perfectly 201" assented Jarvish,

Waal, then,” grunted Bronx, more
and more perplexed, ““looks to me as if
I ﬁnl: you whera I want you! Sayl*

“As you have chserved, I have soma-
thing wup my sleevel” answered
Jarvish amnuthl% “You have followed
me from the United States, Bronz.
You have hunted and chased me, and
threatened my life. In this country you
will be hanged if you shoot me.” Un.
fortunately, you are the kind of reck-
loss desperado to take the risk. The
fact that you would be hanged after-
wards would not in the circumstances,
ba any consolation to me.”

“More to comel” asked Bronxz.

Quite! You have driven ma o
tnl-:rn ,measures for my own protoction,?

I'll say that tho British police don't
scare me & whole heap!” said the
gar 3:-.;31' derisively.

1 have not applied for police pro-
tection. That would not Pmeet ptha
circumstances,™

“I'll say nope!” agreed the Tigar,
“Your best guess, Jfrﬁsh, iz to ljftmi
over the fortune you've cinched. I'm
arter it, like a dog erter & bone, or a
politician arter » Ei'ari'l:et I ain't lot-
tmﬁ: up till 1 handle the heap of
dollars that Old Man Bhook made by
packing canned horse!”

Hm its of eyes glittered.

If you was to zit in the middle of
Scotland Yard, with all the polica
boohs ssitting round jyou like &
Quaker meeting, I guess a pill from this
Ieat-!a_gun in my pocket would get you '
he said.

“]1 am only teo well aware of it 1™
said Jarvish. “And as I enjoy the
BShook billions enly for my lifetime, I
am aware that you are desperate
enough to take that risk or any other.
But I have sought this interview with
you to point out that if you shoot me,
or kidnap me, or take any other law-
less measures, you will gain—just
nothing ! It is po lenger in my power
to hand you the billions.”

“¥You sin't dropped the biggest for.
tune in the United States out of & holas
in your pocket, walking around?”
jeered Bronx.

“At the present time,” said Jarvish
calmly, 1 am a poor man.?

“Can it?"

“I am in receipt of a fair salary as
valet and personal attendant of =&
voung gentlemaas. That is scarcely
worth yom while, Bronx.™

The geangster stared at him.

“Where's tho bip boodle, then? he
demanded. _ )

“The Shook fortune,” said Jarvish,
“has been legally assigned to another
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l:ers::m for his lifetime. Every possible
egal measure has been taken, and I
could net control it now if I desived.
What I have done cannot be undone.”

“You giving me guffi”

“You are welecome to call on Mr,
Biter, = solieitor of this town, and
ascertain the faets, I have instructed
him to give you any information you
wish.”

“Put it square ! .

“1 will do g0, On the condition that
e retaing my services as valet, abt &
fixed salary, my fortune iz assigned for
lifoe to a young gentleman, whomm you
have seen. In case of his demise, 1k
returns te me. Az he is twenty years
vounger than I, that is not o probable
happening.”

“ Cuess again !’ snarvled Bronx.

“Every legal precaution has been
taken,” said Jarvish. "I shall be
happy to give you every opportunity
of ascertaining tho facts.  Master
Buanter is now in full enjoyment of my
wealth. I could not touch it if I
wished.,”

“That fat ;.zu'_r.'?"

“Precisely.”

“You're stringing me along '™ snarled
the Tiger. “You'd never let the boodle
ro out of your hands, after double-
crossing me to get it under the old
man’s will, and me his only relation.”

“Tf you choose to ascertain the
facts—"

“1 puess 'l get wise to it.  But——"

“¥ vou shoot me™ sald Jarvish
calmly, “wvou simply enable Master
Bunter to leave the money by will, in
the ordinary way. I hardly imagine
that ho will make a will in your

favour Only in the cvent of his
demise will it retuen to me; that 8
provided Ffor. DBut tho boy 13 of

course, likely to outlive me by twenty
vears.'’

Brenx gritted his teeth.

“If you kidnap me” resumed
Jarvish, “vou may hold me to ransom

it, you men ! ** said Bunter hospitably.

The nexi moment,
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for the amount of salary I draw as
Master Bunter's walet. I  zearcely
think it would be worth your while.”

Thers was a long pause.

“You was always a sly, sneaking,
double-crossing  lobo-wolf, Jarvish I"
said the gangster at last. “If it's ae
you say, you've put it across all right.
VYou got the poods on me.”

“1 think so!” assented Jarvish.

He rose from the decl-chair.

“1 have guite enjoyed this little con-
verzation,” he remarked. “It has, I
think, cleared the air. On any other
occasion, however, when you desire a
little talk, I am entirely ab your
service, when the exigencics of my
servico allow ma leisure At the
moment I have no cholce out fo return
to the hotel, as my young master will
require my assistance in dressing for
dinner.”

He walked back along the beach.

Bionx made no movement to detain
laiie.

That amazing communication had
quite taken the wind out of his sails
As lhe expressed it, Jarvish had “got
the goods ™ on him.

“Carry me home to dic!” ejaculated
Mr. Bronx at last, addressing space.
“The pesky, double-crossing gink | I'11
Isp. this is surely the opossum’s eye-
1ds 1™

Jarvish's smooth face wore a smile as
he walked back to the Hotel Splendide.
He had bought his safety by parting
with his immense fortune. But pro-
Lbably it was in Mr., Jarvish's mind
that the parting was only temperary.
Alr. Jarvish was a much deeper man
than his young master, Williamn Georga
Bunter, was hkely to dream. And had
Billy Bunter guessed, or even dreamed,
the cunning rascal’s real motive for
assigning him that encrmous fortune,
Billy Bunter would have chosen rather
his old impecunious state. Fut Dunter

** Don’t spare the grub. Where that came from, there’s plenty more T What ?
A shabby man approached the tea-shop, paused by a tub of palms to glance round him, and then came towards
Billy Bunter's note case had changed ownership I
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was not likely to guess the thm:lfhtu
that worked behind the smooth, sleek
face of his deferential man.

e i

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Hospitable Host!

ILLY BUNTER, just then, was
B thinking of other matters.
Bunter was thinking of his
puest, Peter Todd; though not
wholly from the poins of view of a
hospitable host.

Bunter was rather worried about
Peter. Hea was in his dressing-room,
guite o large apartment that opened off
his still larger and more magnificent
bed-room. Peter was sitting astride of
a chair, with his face to the back of
the same, his arms leaning on  the
chair bncL: regarding Bunter with a
curious eye. To Dunter's annoyanco
and surprise, he szhowed no sign of
being overwhelmed or discountenanced
by his geiai aurmundm?. Hec was, in
fact, thinking that the fat and fatuous
Owl did not ft in very well with the
surroundings ] DBut Peter did not say

so—being & little more polished in
manners than his hoat.
Peter had wondered, when T

accepted Bunter's invitation to spend a
fow days with him in Margate, whether
he had made o mistake in so doing.
It had not taken him long to realise
that it was a mistake!

In the etudy, at Greyiriars, Bunter
ecould be kicked whenever ho asked for

it. Kicking him, in the Hotel
Splendide, _at Mwﬁ , was hardly
frasible Without being ﬂcmsiuﬂaﬂly
kicked, Bunter was intolerable.

Peter had doubted that, DBunter was
making it guite clear unto him,

“Wea dress for dinuer here, Tmldﬁ I~
said Bunte: with an extremely dis-
paraging blink at Peter’s clothes.
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"1 suppose #0," aszented Poter.
“You'd hardly go down to dinner as
you go down to bathe.”

“I mean, we put on cvening dress[”
snapped Bunter. “Do try to under-
stand that vou're among decent people

now, Peter. There's o lot of raaﬂ‘i;'
decent people at this hotel—Colone
Popshot, and Sir Steney de Broke, and
quite & lot of nobs. Of course, there’s
B bounder or two—"

" More than onei”™

“Oh, yes!! eajd Banter, blind to
Peter's saroassm., “"You know what
rank outsiders are—when they've got
hold of money, they barge in among
their betters. What are you grimming
at, you assi"

“"Was | grinning 1"

“Well, look here, we're wastin
The dressing-bell's gone,” said Bunter
irritably. “The dinner gong will be
next. My man will be coming to dress
me any iuinute. 1f you've not brought
any evening clothes, | can lend you
gomo. 've lots.” Ha blinked at Peter.
“You can get into them.”

“Well, I think there would be room
sidewavs, at least.”

“You're so jolly lanky,” said Bunter
disparagingly. I dare say Jarvish
mull}fi find you some trousers. I make
my man dress well ™

“Go it 1" said DPeter.

“I'l let Javvish lend xou a hand
when he's finished with me. You'va
simply got to look decent. I've got lots

of things here, and you can wear any-
like ¥

time.

thing you like.’
“Anything I
thoughtiully.
“Ob, ves! And I say, Peter, mind
how you talk at table, We have four
to my table—vou and ime, and two
really nobby people I'm [Irjends with.
One's an Army man, Captain Catcham ;
the other an old PPublic school man,
named Sponge.  I've played billiards
with them rather o lot, with tenoers on
the gome”
“Yon must have won a lot of money.”
"VWeall, the fact is, I've rather lost.™
said DBunter, still blind to sarcasm.
“But I can afford it, T suppose. I wish
you weren't so beastly poor, Peter. It

asked Poter
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malkes it awkward for a fellow to take
ye'x up’”

Bunter shool hiz head dubiously.

Ho wanted Greyfrisrs fellows there
chielly to swank before their impressed
and admiring eyes, though partly be-
rBuse he was in haunting. uneasy fear
of the long lean man from Chicago.
But he could not help fecling that
‘Toddy was not a happy choice.

Toddy was not exactly poor, but he
was corfainly not rich. And he had a
sarcastic way of speaking that was not
really respectful to a billionaire.

But it was & caze of Hobson's cheice.
Bunter had urged Lord Mauleverer to
come, but his lordship had, for some
reason unknown fo Bunter, been unable
to do so. Ho had telephoned to Whar-
ton Lodge, and Harry Wharton had re-
EHEd in the disrespeciful neEutim. Huo

ad phoned Vernon-Smith, but Smithy
had answered that he did not want to
be there to pick up the pieces when
DBunter burst all over Margate. 8o he
had wired to Peter, and Peter had
come. But Bunter counld not feel gquite
pleased with him.

It did mot occcur to him that Peter
wis not feeling absolutely pleased and
bucked, either.

“Well, we've got to make the best
of it,” went on Bunter. “DBut, as I've
gald, mind how you tallk at t.n.l:-ita, Pater.
on't say anything about vour people
living in Blogmsbury, for mstance ™

“WNot ?” asked Peter.

“No. And don’t mention that your
father's & solicitor.””

T T
“Don’t mention your people at all.
They're rather no-glass, you know.

Don't let me down, Peter, when I'm
being kind to you. Keep your eyes on
me, and do just as I do.

“Gurrrrrggh !” gurgled Peter.

Bunter stared at him.

“What are vou making that row
for?” he demanded.

“Practising,” explained Peter,

* Proctising what, vou fathead®”

Joing s vou do when vou're eat-

ing soup. I suppose we shall have soup
at dinner? If you want me to do s
vou do with the soup, I shall have to

e o e et e gt b oo o PP TP e P P 0 0 P PPt o et P P P e

PoliceSearchSt. Jim’s
for “Wanted’ Man!

A fugitive from the law,
wanted in connection with a
big diamond robbery, Lord
Conway,an old St.Jdim’"s boy,
takes refuge in a secret hiding
place at the school, But he
reckonswithout the treachery
of the black sheep of St.Jim's.
Here's a thrilling yarn of
dramatic surprizes, starring
Tom Merry & Co., that will
grip and hold your interest
throughout. t appears in
this week's issue of

at
and Booksialls.

Wednesday, Newsagents

2

ractise a bit frst. Gurrggh! Oocoghl
aroooogghh 1

“You silly ass!™ roared Bunter.

* Grruuurrrggh 1 Peter  went
with his practice. “Wurrgeh 1"

“Z2hut up!” shricked Bunter.

0Uh, all right! Ounly want to get it
right. I don’t want to let you down at
dinner. If I'm to do as you do——"

"If";mu‘ra going to be & funny idiot,

“MNot at all; one's enough.”

“And don't taulk about what happened
this afternoon with the horse,” went on
Bunter. “No making out that you
saved me from an accident, or any silly
swank of that sort. I was having a
ripping ride when you barged im,
fancying that the horse was running
awa with me——"

[ EL]

o

“You jolly well thought the horse was
runnmg away. ¥You koow you did.”
"I did,” agreed Peter, * Looked sort

like it.”

“It would have been all right if you
hado’t butted in. DBut never mind
that; only don’t jaw about it. Better
not talk at all, perhaps, except to back
up anything I say—seo "

-I:I'I S-E'r_".“

“It's time Joarvish was hore. Where's
that ass Jarvish? I'll sack him if he
keeps mo waiting when I'm ready to
dresg——"

“Here, sic?” said a smooth voice.
Jarvish appeared from nowhere,

Billy Bunter was too busy for the next
twenty minutes or =o to waste time on
Peter Todd. Jarvish helped him into
his evening clothes; and, in point of
fuct, Bunter necded a little help. His
cirgumicrence, always extensive, seomed
to have spread a little more since he
had Leen living on the fat of tho land.
Like the Duke of Artois, in the
oighteenth century, whe required four
serving-men to wodge him  into  his
wonderfully fitting bags, Billy Bunter
needed some wedging.

Jarvish wedged him in,

When Jarvish's somewhat difficult task
was over, Billy Bunter surveyed the
result in a pler-rlass, with a smirk of
happy satisfaction.

iever, Bunter thought, had he seen
80 really clegant, well-dressed, and dis
tinguished a fellow as the one that
looked back at him from the glass.

“Alter all,” said Petor thoughtfully,
rwu can casily afford to pay for that
azz now you're rolling in oof.”
Bunter blinked round at him,

“Pay for the glass® he repeated.

*1I mean, if you crack it.”

“You silly ass!” hooted Bunter.
“ Yoo shouldn’t give way to these mean
feelings of jealousy, Peter, of a chap
bettor-looking than yourself. Is it my
fault that I'm a good-looking chap ¥

“Oh, no ! pasped Peter., “You've
got lots of faults, but I sheuldn’t eny
that that was one of them.”

“There goes the gong, and vou're not
droessed | You'll be late for dinner,
Peter ! snapped Bunter,

“Well, if I miss the soup, I've wasted
ﬂmtl pr act} i gm—*

“Jarvish, stay here and help Mr.
Tadd to dresz.” ¥ P

“Yes, gir”

“Remember all I've {old you, Peter.®

“lvery word, old fat Lean,”

Bunter rolled oub of the reom. In
many matters Donler was unpunctyal,
but he was scldom, or never, late Ffor
a meal.

Jarvish coughed. .

% “If I can bo of any assistance, sir,

“Thanks—no ™ said Peter, shaking
his head. “Brought up in humble
home, I learned in early youth to put

of

&



my own sSocks on. Accustomed to
roughing it. I can buckle my own
braces. At a pich I can tie my own
necktic. In oxtremne cazes 1 have been
known, Jarvish, to get into a jacket

without a helping hand. Bun away
and leay, Jarvish, and I'll dress
myself.”

omething like o grin was visible on
Jarvish's smooth face as he went. Then
Foter Todd, unassisted, proceeded to
dress for dinner.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Dressed for Dinner!

UNTER had finished his zoup.
B He was beginning on fish.
The immense dining-room of
the Hotel Splendide  was
crowded. There were many tables,
with twos and threes and fours sitting
at them. BSoft strains of music came
from somewhere. Soft-footed waiters
glided neiselessly, doing wonderful con-
juring: tricks with plates and trays.
unter’s speeial waiter watched him as
if Buntoer was the apple of his eve. The
head waiter h-:rw::m-f near Bunter's table
with a benevolent eye on him. For
Bunter himself, pechaps, their admira-
tion was not great. :

But for Bunter's Bnancial resources
they had a deep respect. ‘They were
waking small fortunes out of that dis-
tinguished guest. Ide was worth any
dozen of the others from a pecuniary
point of view. Indced he was almost
worth the lot. ]

Bunter was not talking, He was
always too busy at dinner to talk till
the sixth or seventh courze.

The*two nobby gentlemen with whom
e had struck up a friendly acquaint-
ance sat at the same table. Both of
thern had been delighted to make
Bunter’s scquaintance, and still more
delighted to learn that he fancied ho
could play billiards. There had been
at first a slight senze of rivalry between
Captain Catcham and Mr. Bpongo. But
they had mads a “gentleman’s agree-
ment ¥ about . They took Bunter in

turns, They had learned that he had
cnough banknotes for both, so haymony
had been established.

Bunter was rather anxious about the
impression Peter Todd would make on
these iwo nobby sacquaintances. Iae
wauld much rather have produced Lord
Mauleverer,

However, as he had ﬁi*.ren Peter the
run of his extensive wardrobe, he hoped
for the best. DBut, finding the fish good,
Bunter forgot Peter. He was so deeply
absorbed in fish that he did not notice
(*aptain Catcham and Mr, Bpﬂﬂﬁ give
a sudden, simultancons start. e did
not heed a startled gasp from the head
waiter, and another startled gasp from
his own waiter. He was not aware that
the hum of conversation in the room
had died out,

“Good gad!®
Catcham, )

“What the dooco ! sard Mr. Sponge.

Then Bunter glanced up.

He blinked round.

His eves and his spectacles fixed on

Pater Todd.

Peter was coming at last. He had
niizzed the soup and nearly missed the
fish, but here he was, Hera he was—
But Eunter for a moment could hardly
Leliove his eyes or his spectacles.

Distrustful of Peter’s clothes, he had
ronerouzly offered him a free selection
from an extensive wardrobe. Buot cor-
tainly he had never foreseen what Peler
was going to select

Teter wore & pair of Bunter's trousers.
Sidewavs thers wos room for two or
three Peters in them, but lenglhivize

murmured Captain
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they hardly reached down to Peter's
lanky calf.

I'rom the trouser-ends to the shoes,
however, ran pink silk socks of a very
bright and very effective pink.

tven that was not the worst,

RBunter had advised Peter to borrow
bags from Jarvish. Instead of which,
Peter had borrowed a tail-coat.

It was about twice oo large for Peter,
and the tips of the tails flapped grace-
fully against the pink socks. .

If Peter hod dressed himself ap speci-
ally to cause a senzation st the Hotel
%plendidc he could not have succecded

otter,

But he zeemed unaware that he was
the eynosure of all eyes ss he came
along the vast dining-room.

His face was perfectly grave and
composed.
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Bunter's eyes almost popped through
his spectacles. He was o amezed and
dismayed that he sat transfixed, with
hig fizh fork in hiz hand, a fragment of
fish on the end.

Feter arrived at the tahle.

Ho sat down.

Two or three waiters were converging
towards Peter. They had been going to
eseart him out gently but firmly, bot
they stopped as he sat down at Bunter's
tabla.

“ Not too lale, BDunter, old fat bean!”
said Peter cheerily.

“0h erikey 1'7

“* Anvthing the matter, old fat man

" Yop—you—you——=" gazped Bunier.

“Figh,” said DIeter. lockng at the
hreathless waiter.  “ Buck up, or I shall
he getting left ! ;
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" Peter—" stuttered Bunter Llankly.
Cuptain Catcham put up an oyepless
and surveyed Pewer across the tuble.
Oy, Bponge just gazed at him,

Bunter's fat face was crimson. Hae
gave Peter a glaro that almost cracked
his spectacles.

“Wharrer you done thiz for!"™ he
breathed.

“Eh? What have I done?" asked
Peter in surpriso.

“ ¥You—ryou silly idiot I'" hissed Bunter,
“Do you think you're larking in the
Remove passagel Get out )™

A dazed waiter served Poter with fish,
Ile begen to eat. The excellent air of
Margate had given Peter s good appe-
tite. It was an excellent dinnper, and
Peter was prepared to do justice to it

“Iriend ot yours?” gasped Captain
Cateham, finding his voice,

“Kh? Oh, yee! No!" gasped Bunter

“Od iriend,” said Peter—" guite an
old pal. l’oor but honest. Bunter'a
]w.'.ti.ri;ifrfhﬁe clothes,"

“"He wouldn's take "no' for an
answer,” cxplained Peter, “It's his
kind heart, Is anything the matter,
Bunter 7"

“Oh, you beast!” gasped Bunier,

“But I fﬂrq;o:i” said Peter. "1
musin't tallk. f I do I might let out
that my father’s a solicttor, and that I
live in {’»Iﬂnmshur:.r."

“0Oh gad !I"* said the captain.

“Things like that,” said Peter with
owl-like gravity, " have to be kept dark.
Bunter's vexg particular about that.
Aren't you, Bunter "'

“0Dh dear ["

“¥You're not eating, Bunter, old bean!
Don't {uu lika your dinner? Scems to
me jelly goed I’

i u‘h ﬂ].'l ':t:ir IJJ

Jror the first time since he had been &
billionaire and was able to live on the
fat of the land, Billy Bunter was not
enjoving his dinner.

a hardly ate at all.
He had been doubtful about the show
Peter would put up, but he not
dreamed of aoything like this. He had

counted without Peter's peculiar gense
of humour. He was quile unaware that
he had asked for it—indeed, begzed for
1t |

Dinner, generally a8 time of sheer en-
joyment. to Bunter, was nothing but &
eng-drawn horror. For the first time
n fﬁs fat career he wished that a meal
Was over.
_ Peter, on the other hand, quite ecn-
aved his dinner. Perhaps he enjoyed
LuntEr’s face still more.

Bunter did not stay for the finish.

Half-way through the innumecrable
coursee he rose from his chair, his fat
face the colour of s freshly boited best-
root, and not daring to meet the waiter's
eye.

“ Mot going " asked Pefor cheerily.

* Beast 1" breathed Bunter,

¥ M?, dear chap, if you're going, I'll

cotme.
Bunter headed

Petor rose to his feet.
for the door. Peter made a stride with

hiz long legs and joined him. He
slipped his arm through Bunter's,

“ Leggo " breathed Bunter.

Peter linked arms very firmly. Iie

had to stoop a little to walk arm-in-ann
with Bunter, but he did not mind. He
walked slowly down the vast apartment.
Bunter wanted to hurry; Peter didn't.
And with & vice-like grip on his fat arm,
Bunter had to accommodate hiz pace to
Petor's., FPetor seomed unconscious of
the fact that every eye was fxed on
them ; Bunter was only teo acutely con-
scions of it.  Slowly they progreseed,
Peter's coat-tails swishing against bis
pink socks, Ik seemed to the wnhanpy
T MackeT LiBRAaRY.—No. 1,384,
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Bunter that e would naver bglet
Yhe sight of those innumerable
ey os.

But they pot out at last.
“Coming for a stroll?” asked Peter.
“Wha-z-at?" gasped DBunter,

“Btroll after dinner is good {or the
digestion. And I'd rather like to show
off these clothes you've lent me. I'm
not always well dressed like this.'”

Bunter tore his arm oway and fled up
the stairs. Peter followed, with a cheery
grin on his face, and went to his room
to change.

The Greyfriars billionaire did not stop
till he was in his own magnificent suite;
there he dropped into a chair, gasping.

He tang for Jarvish at last. There
was a hint of a smile on the sleek face
when Jarvish appeared,

“¥You rang, sir "

“Wes!"” gasped Bunter.
that beast—" .

“Tf vou would be a little more pre-
cize, sir-—""

“That beast Todd ! hooted Bunter.

“Ar. Todd? Yes, sir.” ;

“And kick him out of the hotel!”
hissed Bunter.

“VYes, sie.’

“Iick him hard 1"

“Vory good, sir.*

“ As hard as you can!” gasped Bunter.
* Certainly, sir.™ :
Jarvish disappeared. He returned in
fow minutes. Iunter blinked st him.
“Nr, Tedd is already gone, sic—"

“Gone?"

“Yes, sir. He seems to have left im-
mediately, He has taken his bag, sir,”
said Jarvish, ;

Peter, bag in hoand, was walking to
Margato Station. There was a smile
on his face as he walked; it lingered
on his face as he sat in a third-class
carriaze, homeward Dbound. On the
whole, he had rather cpjoyed his trip

to Merey Margate.

out of
gazing

“Go and find

and idiotic

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
* Bunter |

voad came to a halt and gazcd at & fat
now, and they were discussing  theie

“ Jolly old Bunter !' said Bob Cherry,

o Tnj life, old fat Lillionaire?"
as if he were enjoying Life. There was a
chums of the Bemove again, Parkinsen
place. Wharton,” said DBunter. *T've
Harry Wharton & Co. locked in that
trip ! said Bunter,
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*Are you?” said Harry Wharton, &s
1f he doubted it.

“¥Yes, old chap ! ‘I shan't take no for
an answer! T've sent Jarvish to London
to make the arrangements about the
plane,'

“The plane!™ repeated Bob Cherry.

“Air trip!” explained Bunter. “I'm
chartering a plane.”

"Uh, my !"IB.I'.!”

“1 want you fellows to come! Not
beecanse I'm afraid of that lanky
American, you know! hopa I can

look after myself! Still, I want you
fellows to come.”

“That lanky American!” repeated
Wharton, “He's not after you, Bunter !
He's after vour man Jarvish.”

Bunter cast another worried blink
back along the road.

“That's what I thought!” he
answered. “But the queer thing 1is
that Jarvish doesn't scem afraid of him
now. And—and Jarvish is pgone to
London—and the beast hasn't followed
him! He's followed me!™

“What on earth for?” asked Frank
Nugent.

“ Blessed if I can make 1t out ! con-
fezsod Bunter, “IHe seems to have
changed his mind for some reason and
got after me instead of Jarvish! He's
after me now. See that ecar? Well,
he's in it.”

“That's the little Awpstin!™ zaid Bob
with a nod. “Buot what on earth’'s his
game? He can’t want you, Bunter,””

“How could anybody possibly want
vou, Bunter?" asked Johnny Bull,

“Beast! I mean, I expect my old
Pals to stand by me!” said Bunter,
‘That’s why I was coming to Wharton
Lodge! 1 mean, I was coming to offer
vou the chance of your lives—trip to
the Continent in a plane! IExpense no

objeet ! That beast can follow & car
sbout! He won’t be able to follow a
plane? What?"

The Famous Five grinned.

“You ecan grin!” snapped Bunter.
“But T ean tell you it's no joke having
a desperate villain like that following

N
“COME INTO THE

OFFICE, BOYS!”

TITE an inleresting bunch of letters from
vor this week, chms.  The first, which
comes from ™ Regular Beader ™ {(what &

lot of you fetlows wusge thia nom-de-phmme 1),
of Easton-in-Gondano, 3omerset, wos evidently
written bofore he read my announcement con-
perning our new series of Greyfrinm varns,
* Congratnintions" he says, * to Fraok Riclonds
for turning out such glorious holiday reading.
Let ns have more and more stories featuring Billy

Buntar.'

Well, a2 my chom will have seen by thIIs :iime.

on't
fhink anrone could get tired of Frank Richards'
that * vou can't have
too much of & good thing ' is botne out by the

we are hating more and more of them,
varns, and the old =aving

a fellow about. Y'd have him run in,
only I can’t, you know, just for follow-
ing a fellow! But he's up to something.
He means mischief of some sort! 2
can't be doing it for nothing! He's
watehing for a chance to get at me!”

The chums of the Remove gazed af
the little car eomi on. They saw a
slouched hat over the wheel. It was
Mr. Bronx whe was driving. It had
mystifed them whg he was hunting
Jarvish, It mystified them still more

he was hunting Bunter.
ut evidently he wasl For some
utterly inexplicable reason he had given
up getting after Jarvish and got after
Bunter! Ohviously, he was not doing
it for nothing—though what he was
doing it for was a puzzle! It was not
surprising that the Greyfriars billionaire
was alarmed. 'That lean, hard-faced
man with his glittering slits of eyes
and & “gun® in his pocket was quite
an unpleasant sort of man to have on
one's track.

“1 say, you fellows, you'll come!”
satd Bunter. " (Gorgeous trip, you
know—Airways' plane, go where we
lilke——"

* Sounds Bab
Cherry.

“The goodfulness is terrific.”

“ And—and if that beast shows up,
vou ¢an handle him1” said Bunter,
“Of course, I could handle him myself,
if it came to that! But—="

“The butfulness is preposterous.™

“Blessed if I can guess why he should
be after you, DBunter,” said Harry
Wharton, “But if he is we'll handie
him all right. Step back into the trees,
vou men | Now you get out, Bunter, and
send the car on, ns if you'd got oub for
a stroll. If he stops, we shall know
what hizs game is, and we'll be on hand
to give him another lesson. There's a
ditch handy here,”

Billy Bunter hesitated.

“I—I say, vou fellows, you—you won't
ba far away—" he stammered.

“Right on the spot, old fat bean”

“He's after me, you know——""

“Well, we'll get after him if he ia."

Bunter made up his mind to it. He
got out of the car.

“Drive on, Parkinson, and wait
round the next corner,” he said. The
fact that Bunter called the chauffeur by
hiz ecorrect name, and not Willidmson
or Wilkinson, showed how alarmed and
agitated the fat Owl was,

arkinson drove on and disappcared.
_ Harry Wharton & Co. had backed
mto cover in the irees and thickets
boside the lane. They were not in the
least afraid of Mr. Bronx, but they
were very curious o know if he really
were “ after ¥ Bunter, as he apgeared to
be. If he were, they were ready to put
“paid " to him.

Billy Bunter sat down on the grassy
bank ]Jj the road, leaning back against
a big tree. Behind that tree five juniors
Were in cover.

wh

good I'"  grinned

rany letters which I am recciving telling me The Austin came skimming on.
how pleazed my readers are with the grand Harry Wharton & Co., peering through
varns of Harry Wharton & Co. Quite a Iot of the hawthorans, wondered whether it
these readers ask me not to forget thelr favourite would stop.
echnracters, 20, while Jilly Bunter wiill not be It did sto

neclected, neither will some of the lesser known

Hghts of Greyviriars.
Just walt until you read :

“Billionairing with Bunter!”

next week's tip-top cover-to-cover story of your
ers

I have in store for you., Much as yon have appre-
eiated previous varos, you'll like these new ones

odrd favourites and the many other top-no

even better—if gueh a thing s pessible |
YOUR EDITOR.

1

The !ﬂngaﬁmbﬂd gangster stegped out,

He cast a glance up and down the
road. It was clear. The schoolboys
wore carefully out of sight. *Tiger®
Bronx grinned and stepped towards
Bunter. The fat junior blinked at him
in deep trepidation.

“8ay. bo!” said Mr, b |
guess this is pte! Jest pie

“I—I eay, if you want Jarvish—"
stammered Bunter.

Bronx.
L

Backing Up Bunter !
e BAY, vou fﬂl’iaws-—-—-’:t
I **Halio, hallo, hallel
“The esteemed
Bunter 1" )

I'ive fellows sauntering along a Surrey
face and a large pair of spectacles that
looked at them from a magnificent car.
The Famous Five were together again

lans for the holidays, when the big car
E‘}mnt‘ along and stopped, and a fat
familiar squeak reached their ears.
“Fat as ever !

*“ Fatter ! said Johnny Bull,

“PThe fatfulness 1s terrific”

njoving
psked Bob.

Bunter did not look ai the moment
worried expression on his fat face. He
blinked back along the read through his
big spectacles, and then blinked at the
sat like & stone image at the wheel,
walting. . ]

“1 was coming along to your liitle
left Alargate. Iad a splendid time, of
course, but—"' ]

He Llinked back along the road again,
divection, Nothing was to be seen, but
a small car coming on in the distance.

“I'm going to take you fellows on a

Tt § oy Rl S g

i, Sulecription ratos:

Saturd
Inlend 1 Ab iﬂﬁtwi'lf PEr Andum

nland an road, 1im : 5,
Oordon & Qotch, Ltd., and for South Africa: Centrs] News Agency, Lid—8aturday,

oigs, Farrlepdon Strest, London. BE.O8. R
§ &d. for slx mobothe, Bole

by the Proprietors, The Amnalgamated Poesa,

Ltd., The Flestwary Houosze, Farripgdon Street,
plstered for transmission by Capadian MAgarioa
T tita for Austrelin and Xew Zealand : Mozsra

August 25th, 1964,
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Wearing a pair of Bunter's trousers, pink socks, and a tail-coat twice too large for him, Pefer Todd entered {he vast dining-
hall, the eynosure of all eyes. His face was perfectly grave and composed. Bunter’s eyes almost popped through his spectacles,
He was s0 amazed and dismayed, that he sat transfixed, with his fish fork in his hand, a [ragment of fish on the end.

“ Good gad ! 7" murmured Captain Calcham.

“Nunk ! said Mr. Dronx.  “I'll say
I'm through with_that guy! 1 guess
you're the gink I'm wanting jest at
present! Swp into that lestle aute.”

“Wha-a-t fori”’ gasped Bunter.

“I'll say I want your gompany!
You're travelling with me a piecel”

rinned Mr. Bronx. “By the great

orned toad, this is the opossum’s eye-
lids! It sure iz! I been looking for a
chance, and now you jest drop yourself
into the bag like you knew what was
wanted | If you ain't the world's prize
hoob, I'll say there ain’t no boobks in
Boobaville!] You stepping into the
auto—or you want me to help ™

Harry Wharton & Co. in the thicket
exchanged glances, There was no
donbt about it now. Whatever might
be the strange and mysterious reason,
the Chicago pangster was after Dunter
he had formerly been after

now as :
Jarvish, Wharton made hiz comrades
& sign,

leaned over Bunter

Tiger Bronx
and

grasped him by o fat shoulder,
hooked him to his feet.

There was g terrified squeal from the

fat juniors .-

“Owl I say, you fellows—-"

“I guess—— ©Oh, great gophers!”
asped Mr, Bronx ns five active figures
caped suddenly from the hawthorns,
ﬁrnspud hime all at once, and rolled

im aver down the grassy bank, “Ow|
Oht Wowl Let upl I guess—
yarooogh 1"

By the lane ran a diteh. There was
a foot of water in it, and under the
waler more than a foot of mud.

Before Mr. Bronx knew what was

1 was whirled over the

happeming, ha
gdgg ufnﬁm ditch and hurled headlong
i,

Splash ! _
“Qroooogh! Ooogoogh!” ecame in
gurpling, gasping accents  from  the

gangster as he wallowed in soft mud,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Mr, Bronx sat up in the middle of the
diteh,

Water ran down him in  streams
Mud clothed him like & garment! Elis
lean features had disappeared under a
thick coating of mud, His cyes and

nose and cars were full of 1k He
gasped and gurgled and guggled.
“Urrrgh! ')%urrggh! I guess—
-

oooooooogh

He struggled up, squelehing mud, and
serambled up the side of the diteh., A
hefty shove from Hob Cherry sent him
erashing back again, and there was
angther splash.

“This iz the seccomd lesson, old bean
said Bob. " You had one before, but
it doesn't scem to have done you any
good."’

“ Dopoooooogh [

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Again Mr. Dronx strove to seramble
out. Apain he was sent ¢rashing back,
He wallowed in water and mud and

i

slime, gurgling horribly, )
*1 think that will do!” szaid Harry
Wharton, laughing. “Come  on,

Bunter, we'll see_you safe back to your
b‘ﬂﬂ.u

Leaving the gangster wallowing and
gurgling, the chums of the Remove
walked after Bunter's car, Billy Bunter
rolling along with them, his fat face
now adorned by a grin. Round the next
bend of the road they found Parkinson
waiting with the oar, . .

“1 say, you fellows, hop inl'" sgid
Bunter, “I'll give you a lift home.”

“Wa'ra walking.”

“ What the dooce !’ said Mr. Sponge.

“I'm going to Wharlon Lodge any-
way.”

*Don't '

iy, wvoplly,

" Good-bye 1

“I say, vou fellows, hold ont I'm
going to give you the time of your lives
in an airplane trip—=>"

“ Bow-wow |

“I say, vou fellows, I mean it! You
know how generous I am! Well, I'm
guin%' to be absolutely generous with
you.'

“Go and cat coke !

“If that's what wvou call gratclul,
Wharton—" i

“8hut up and hook it!"

“Beast! I—I—I mean—"" It was
not easy for Bunter, the billionaire, to
shed his swank., But he did 0. " I-1
mean I want you to comne! I—I wank
vou to stand by me! I—I don’t feel
safe! I say, vou fellows, be sports, yon
know—yon can't let a Greyiriars man
down ™

“Well, if you put it like that—"
saun] Harrey relenting.

I do, old chap! Ilop in

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged a
look., They hopped jn. The Rolls rolled
on with them, and headed for Wharton
Lodge. The die was cast, and Harey
Wharton & Co. were hooked for the
most cxciting holiday in their cxperi-
ence, in company with Bunter, the
billionaire !

Wharlon—-"

Tr
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(Don't miss néxt week's trial of &
whateper wott o, chams T

pairmn
entitled : “RILLIONAIRING YWITH
BUNTERM™ There's unliméted thrifls

for Harry Wharton & Co.—and for woul
TrE AMacMeET Lirany.—No, 1,584,
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| REDUCE YOUR EXPENSES! |

Nitwits grumble about the cost of
living. Wise guys send for my great
noo book, ** How to Live on Nothing
Price, 1 Dollar—and you
save that the first day, Whoopee I—

E’ublisher, Grey-

a Day.”
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one t:uf_ Skinner's Safety Last Seats.
. Folds 1n half and collapses as soon as
sat on—youll “double up” with
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AMAZING HOLIDAY
MYSTERY

By Claude Hoskins

Truth, they say, 18 strunger thon fiction.
and the extraordinaery experience I recently
had amply econfinns that opinion.

It happened at the boarding-house whors
I stayed during o visit to Eustbourne, With
the idea of entertaining the gucsts eno cven-
ing, I euggested that I should play a plano-
forte rendering of my unfinished symphony,
in the lounge. Tho guests, who included
poveral musical people, were simply delighted
with the proposal, and their eagerncss to
hoar my composition was apparent from (he
fuct that when 1 entered the lounge to give
the recital, 1B was erowded.

After n long and modest speoch describing
ihe work 1 was about to play, I sat down
at the pinno and began. In o few minutes
I bad, it I may g0 put it, survenderod nysell
te my art. 1 played as I have nover played
before, aml o stream of cxquisite mclody
flowed endlessly from the keys under my
mspived lingers. The audience, I had com-
plotely forpotten—a  phenomenosn  commeon
to artistes who become lest in their inspiration,

This symphony ol ming 18 my magnum
apud. Many people hoave expressed the
opinton that ils style is a liltle boyond them
wngd gome, who do not understond medern
developments in musie, have been rude
enougl to suy thuat it sounds like nothing on
eartly to them. Buat nobody conld have hod
anything but admiration for it on this occa-
sion, lor L played 1t perfectly, and to me, at
all events, it sounded magniticent,

At lagt 1 finished, and coming to earth
again, looked round—1to get the most stagoer-
ing aurprise of m:{ life.

My audienee  had  vanished  completely,
just 03 though the floor lud opencd saud
swallowed Themn afl up !

L rubled iy eyes,  Hurely T was drean-
mz ¥ But it was no drcson. . They boad zone
—ntierly disoppeared !

Lufer, of course, 1 saw them all agnin anald
asked theme what  had  lappencd.  Their
answers only deepencd the mysiery, for not
one of thew eould give a satisletory explana.
tion of their deparivees, They had all, it
socined, felt & sudiden frcational wrge lo go
emt——atied thad was all 1hey gecmed to be able
io say about it

1t would surcly baffle a Sherlock Holmes
10 supply an explination of such an unaxing
affuiv. 1 give it up complotely, myself']

Dicky Nugent's
Weekly Wisdom

Tub:by of (T Thivd =tavfed hiz laolborday
h}’ H:utlilt*,:': i b o Hlas coes From s :_-:“m,:-
Leeper Jor Hslineg i privil walers,

el have =ormet e foesh to hoast aboon
cext tern- Lis visb eggeperivone of tishing
* smacks !

A the recent Courttieh] Cornival, Codoer
wend as w ot of Lemomade, wogd Fiteeeraid
ny 3 Bodtle ol Limejuiee,

Wien they sow ceeh et bier G Ul tivst Ui
i the progession, ey both folt  wwlully
“ aquashed ™ [

“ Jolly 1
doing of 77

Juclk Jolly, of the Fourth
Form at $t. Sam's, huvricdly
dropped his nife and fork,
a3 the Head's voiee rang oul
acrosa the prate dining-hall.

“ I wasn't doing anything,
sit 1" ho replied.

YYou wero cating peas
with a nife, which is wvery
bad mannors,” said Dr.
Birchemuell, seveerly., ™ The
correet way to cal peas, as
you should know, is to shovel
thern into the fize with the
hands. Consider yoursell de.
taned for the afternoon,
Jelly 1

“ Oy erikey ! ™ rnsped Jaelk

What axe you

of dismoy from the Fourth.
The Fourthh were playing
St. Bill's at krickes thet
alternvon and  they  siuply
rolied on Juelk Jolly to win
the matelhy for them.

It was ¢ ploomy Jack Jelly
that sabt Jdown in the FPormn-
room thut  afternoon, 1w,
Birchemall looked in to st
Lty o ddetention task,

Yoou will vite f I must not
it peas with a nifo ' over aned

over  again untl  halfpast
foar,” L said, "I trussed,
Juolly, that that will learn

ot to be beltter-mannercd ot
tublo m future,”
The Head then tnred away,

grinning,  3ub his grin van.
nished  swildenly  when  he
found two tall  jentlemen
sbamling o the doorway,

barring  his wav gut. One
glornee at their hevvy, boeei-

** Reggie '  Coker, Horace's
vounger brother. bas passed
Horace, and reached the Sixth
Form | He ig n yery mild and
inofensive fellow—unlike Horage!
Ooe of his bhobbies is colleciing

butterflies, moths, and beetles.

Jolly, and there was & mermer

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

DIDDLING
THE HEAD!
By Dicky Nugent

ling brows and waxed mus-
turshes wag sullishant to fell
him they were detectives,

“Whe are you 7 " he oried.

* Tain-clothes slooths from
Muggleton Poerlice Station—
amd we hold o warrant for
your arrest! " replied ono of
them, harshly.

At these words the Head
turned as white as o sheet,

* What have I done 1" heo
asked horsely, "1 haven't
eraclied a erib for years, and
as for that check I forged, the
other weelieo—"

The slooth larfed.

** We know nothing of that.
Cur instructions arc to arrest
yvou for not poaying the last
mstalment on your wireloss
%t..ll

Dr. Birchemnall
gasp of relecf.

** Thank goodness it's no-
thing worse!™ ho eggs.
claimed, *“Jolly 1"

“¥ea, gir! "

"* Perhaps

uttered o

—ahem 1= will
reconsider {1hn matier and
concel your detention after
all. Can you lend me half-
a-crown, my boy "

* Certainly, eir 1" said Jolly.

He handed over osilver coin,
and Dr. Bivehemall tossed it
to the scenior slooth with a
lordly jesturo.

“Tell them it was a ancer
gversight, my maen ! he eaid,
jauntily. “1'm oserprized
that d’rll:"y should dreem of
arresting a man of my stund-
ing for such a paltyy ameunt.
Stand saide !

And ho stalked out, the two
slopiha parting: to make way
for him.

When he had gove, to Jack
Jollv's amarement, the two
*glooths " tore off their false
cviehrows and mustarshes and
jumped  off their concealed

b

atilis, and revealed i-hemsctve:
aa his two pals, Mcerry and
Bright !

“ What the diclkons —"
gasped Jack Jolly.

“*It's all right, Jack!”
gripned Merry., " Weo used
the Dramattick Society s props
to get you out of your mess!
Here'a your half-erown ; an
now you'll be able to play
against 8f. Bill's after all17}

Amid  Jack Jolly dow L
Piayed and took nine wickets

or no ruus—ihus winning the
game {ar his sido in m]u.l't:slilnuq1
to diddling the Head !

INKY'S BIRTHDAY GUIDE
This Week: Lord Mauleverer

You will be knocked hack heapfully, my honoured and
preposterous readers, to Lnow that the stars mdicate o hife
of learful cnergy for the esteeped and dozeful Mauly. DBut
the encrgy will all bo expented in one way direetionfully—
finding yuiet spotz in whi ¥ to streteh out in snoozeful
repose | "

he wise books of my legied and idiotie native acoth.
sayers mako it elear that : }.esteemed Mauly will always
have the same esteemed .l ridiculous generosity and
kindfulnezs as he haa diplyed showflully ot Greyfriars.
Your honourcd English poet remarked :—

Percy Bolsover on

" What," I am often asked,
*18 the greatest factor mali-
in_r;é for sucecss in boxing 77
' @ome chapz would rt*{:l_v
* 8Lill,” others "' Stvength.”
Myown answer is COURAGE.

When I loolk back on the
werningly impossible battles
I have won in tho post—
batties where neither aclence
nor brawn could have hoped
to bring success on their own

" Iincdful hearts ares more then esteemed coroncia
And simple fuith theo ‘weoured and idictie Norman
Llood.™

But the esteeined and snegeful Mauly combines al! thesc
mixfully !

LBomoancoe will come to o' honoured and ridiculous pal
in & place where the young food and drink gorgefully.
It #a plainfully clear that hatwill have to beware heedfully
of the charing of the young lacy at the Courtficld bun-shop !

A elroke of rarclful good hwek will fall to the lot of the
honoured Mauly next Chrisges, and it moay be connected
wilh an esteemed and hored porker. This must suarely
mean that our honoured and idiotic Bunter will not spend
tlic Christmns vacation with im—something that will cheer
him up buckiully during the jarkiul days ol the autumn !

The estecmed Mauly must % on the alert watchfully for
honpured oand disgusting cpppanions of spongeful habits,
They will help themnselves to his terrifie oof rookfully if he
leta them ! Apart from thw danger, however, a brightful
and cheery future 13 sssured lim certainfully. And on that

gladiul note, my estecmed o3 Loominable readers, we will
leavo our wm'ihy Iml 1

What Counts Most in Boxing

—I feel jolly certain that
courage is the greatest factor
of all.

I remember one Aicrrfic
firlit I had with a mnscalar
giant belonging to the Sceond
Form. He was [ully 4% feet
in height and as many stones
in weight, and tho rippling
muscles of his spidery arma
and sparrow-like legs would
have made many & boxer
jurup out of the ring [rom
sheer terror !

But 1 stood my ground.
I knew I was up against it
My opponent was a more 15
inches shorfer than 1 and
weighed only 6 stone less.
On the face of it I couldn't
hopo to beab him ; but my
indomitable spirit would not
allow mo to climb down.
Into the ning 1 stepped !

The pong went, and the fag
promptly made a ferocious

retreafod

atb me. 1
under n furipus rain ol blows »
my slill and strength seemocd
powerless to deal with this
tiger in human shape! 1

rush

wosd knocked all over the
ring amd even through the
ropes. Time aflter time 1
went down under blows that
would have (elled o rabbit-—

but each time, to the amaze-
ment of the speclators, I
fumped to my fect again and

went primly on with the
fight !
Courage  alonne kept ane

geing through that fearful
ordeal. My knees wers sag-
TINL, Y SCHECS SWimming—

ub T simply woenkl not
zive in!  Evenlually, to the
dumbfonnded astonizhmont
of the ¢rowd, I jupnared to
land o blow that sent down
my man for the full count.
Bheer will-power did itt

S0 you can take it from me,
chaps, that it's courape you
want when you den  the
gloves and go into battle.
strength and skill will avail
vou nothimg on their owin—
it's the Will to Win that
counts |

THE HELPING HAND

From One Pal to Another

T there's ane 1hing we do pride curselves on,
iU's the Biendly, helpful way we heve of dealing
with readers’ lettera,  Every reader who writes
to uz gets the same deep, svinpathelic considera-
tion of hiz problems as we should hestow on our
areatesd
It wouil be a revelation to you to sec our sinff
at work on ihwe corvespondence.
face is o genuing stuwdy in bewudlesg lugnan
sympadhy and understanding,
sional sigh breaks the silenee, save for the AT
U Plop ! that echoes across Lhe rosmn now amd
again as o tear splashes on to a blotter.
Eyllli:lll..lll_'-.-' :amt
conrteay=—=that’'s what wo give you, lads, in our
“ Answers to Correspondents ™ |
wo lull short of the lofty standard we have set

nils,
Ereh man's

Only an oeea-

nnderstanding and unfuiling

Nover onee (o

(Continued at foot of coluni)

to be brainy
done !

Delinitely. What ¢
como naturally
what ¥

arzdl mose well wrinkled,

PR s i

Ceaiiﬂ }-Eeg;'inafd T'E;_-‘._;‘}fﬁ SQYS—=
BE DIGNIFIED!

Thia plea is addressed to my col.d
leaguea in the Upper Fourth. Toifinish yout off is intellectual talk.
asl a Remove kid to be dignificd would! This is quite easily developed.  All yon
be about aa sensible as asking him | need dois yap * Haw ! " and * Wlat !
—it simply conldn’t Dbe and * Quite " and ** Oh, definitely 1 2
But [ do urge you Fourth at frequent intervals. Tho peopls wha
Form men to be inore on your dignity.{count will then know you've cno of

R e o o S s —

The only thing you'll then need to

themm on aceount of your original

I you find that dignity doesn't|and enlightencd conversation.
i ta you, why not a
littlo practice work in front of a mirver, | sufliciently  dignified 1" I ean hear
Serew up vour face nle anlyvou asking,
expression of sipercilions seorn, withjeasy 1o ndge.
hips eurled, eyes nearly elosed, eye-jyou and Removo kids throw tomatocs
lwows as high as you ean get themiad you wd beaks splutter into iheir
. Walle  up hankics at your approach, you'll know
awel down in front of the mirror with|for & cert that you present a picture
this expression on your faee, and you'lliof complete dignity.

soun acquirg a naturel and impressive;
dignity (provided the mimor doesin't! but it certainly iz so according o y
breals under the strnin '—-Jod. ).

“* And how shall I know when I[hna

Well, dear men, it's quite
When girls giggle ab

Why it should he so is & yvsicry—

lex previenee !

]

Fellowa who ecan’t get o
Phick ™ out of life withont
sroking cigarncties are warned
that in the -r:mnin:h.; Term they'i
el moro 7 kiel T oout of smoli-
ing than they bargain for !

Geo. Wixearn, Captain,

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

Tom Brown became expert with
hoth Jariat end whip on  his
father’s ranch in New Zealand.
Using & long, heavy eattle whip,
‘" Browney " will Hick & ericket
slump out of a fellow’s band from
loog lﬂﬂl’ﬁ"‘“‘_ifk ‘:%el fellew will
TiE .

7% PR T NN

Removites led by Harry Wharton Alonzo Todd is extremely soft-
sssisted the pilot clear of the hearted. and he went shing with
wreckage when a plane crashed. & huge net, believing it cruel to
on Liltle Side during classes, Mr. fsh with a hook. He didn'l
Gueleh congratulated his pupilk: catch anything—but told his
on ibeir aclion—and then caly¥-consin Peter il was just as well,
resumed Latin * opnstrue { > * for the sake of the fsh |

Giving an exhibition o formation
swimming in ithe school bath,
Harry Wharton & Co. won ibe
plaudiis of t1he Governors of

Grevyiriars—who awarded the

Removilea a special medal !

As Bob Che pat it—sink o
pwim together ]

Dared by Skinner, Won Lung
walked infe the Form-room oo
his hands | Mr, @ueleh azked him
it he would like to b2 camed on
his feet—a very painful Orienfal
toriure—whereupon Wun Lung

fesumed & 2 oorfmal

; pogition
instantly |

(Clontinued from aboye)

onrselves, Kvery letier wo receive iacareiully
consilersd from all apgles Lelore we  print
our eply.  The problems it contains are
shwhicd just as though they wore our own ;
wor relleet on them amd apply our wisdom to
them, oand, having found the solutions, set
them gut in friendly and courteous phrasea
cileulited to make our correspoundent feel

| that e haz found a real pal at lpst !

Wintever your troubles, therefore, denr
readers, don’t hesitafe 1o come to us jor
advies,  You can rely on us to extend tho
helping hand to you every time—umd our
pd enea and politeness cannot fail to comfort
and console you., MHere are this weell's
ANSWATS tee

Yllogace " {Filth).—Rals !

v K. P (Upper Fourth),—DBosh !

*horsy T {(Hemove)—0g and cat coke !

LT (Third)—Ge and chop chips |

U H. (Fitlh).—=50 they mopped up the
Hoor willh you, chh 7 Good !

. d. B, (Removo)~—You low cadd !

“ Prrpr " (Remove)—You'te polty !

T. B. (Remove),—Pifllo |



