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THE FIRST CHAFPTER.
Orders from Bunter!

RA32-SHHH!
q That leng, echoing roll of

thunder seemod to be splicting
the very. heavens.

The plane rocked to it

The Eingfisher was a splendid
machine, as fine & machine as the Air-
wavs Company could provide, Harry
Wharton & Co. had travelled meny long
hundreds of miles in it with perfect com-
fort and satisfaction. Even Billy Bunter
had got used to it snd agreed that 1t
was szafer and smoother than car or
train. But this was the firat storm they
had run into, and it made them, so to
speak, sit up and take notice.

Crash! Crash! Crash!
thunder! _

Vivid streaks of lightning flashed past
the windows of the passengers’ cnﬁin
They came like tongues of Hame out of
the black clouds banked over the
Apennines. Railn came down in sheets,
blurring the windows., and turning the
earth below into a dim ocean of mist.

The Famous Five of the Greyfriars
Remove had been looking down at
Ttaly as they flew. But there was little
to ge: scen of Ttaly now. The world
was wrapped in rain and vapour.

Following the crazh of the thunder as
it died rolling away came another sound.
It was & snorg!

Billy Bunter was asleep!

Leaning back in his seat, with a
cushion behind hiz head. and his feet
resting on the table before him, the
Greyfriars billionaire slept and snored.

How any fellow could sleep through
that terrific rear was & mystery to the
chums of the Hemaore,
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But Bunter could ! Bunfter could slesp
anyhow and anywhere.  Bleeping, In
fact, was Billy Bunter’s long suit.

Crash !

Snore !

Crash |

Snore |

The plane recked—and Bunter rocked-!
EBob Cherry caught him by a fat shoulder
and held fnim safe in his seat. Bunter
gave & gurgle, as if he were about to
witke. Then he snored on.

“Deon’t wake him, for goodness’ saka ¥
zsaid Johnny Bull. " He will be howhng
with funk if he wakes up.”

“Thank goodness he's asleep!” re-
marked Frank Nugent. .

““The terrific sleepfulness of the idiotic
Bunter i a boonful blessing,’' assented
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Crash, came the thunder agaii, rol-
ling long snd loud, drowmng Billy
Bunter's snore and the roar of the King-
fisher’s engines.

The floor secmed to tilt under the foet
of the juniors. .

*We're climbing " said Harry Whar-

;*

fon.

He glanced at the altimeter. It in-
dicated three thousand feet. Looking
from the nearest window, he saw only
rain and mist, apd flashing lightning.
The earth had ut!.!:srlgf u'u.ms?'rﬂfl. The
iroyfriars party might have been the
soln inhabitants of 2 universe of sky and
rain.

“We're past the Apennines, anyhow [
remarked Bob Cherry,. “Na joke to
bump into & jolly old mountain-top,
what 7"

* Oh, chuck it, ass!” said Nugent. The
ildea of bumping into a mountain-top in
that ocean of mist was neither pgrateful
nor comforting.

“ Avre we anvwhere near Rome yeb?”
asked - Bob.

“[Goodness Lknows!” answered Harry
Wharton, “Can't sec a thing! I think

¥

™

ARDS.

we're passing over Umbria! We've
passed over the Apennines, anyhow. I'm
rather glad we left the mountains
behind befors this started.™

“We're atill climbing 1V

“Getting up above the storm,
perhaps |
Crash! Crash! Crash! came the

thunder again, following a sheet of
lightning that illuminated the cabin like
a burst of electricity.

All ever the Kinghisher sounded the
heavy pattering of the rain in the lulis
between the thunder-crashes.

Hitherto, the Groeyiriars fellows had
found the sunshine of Italy very bright
and very hot. Now the sun seemed to
have vanished completely from the
universe. 'The rain and mist mada a
dim twilight round the plane.

“Taree thousand five hundred feet!”
said Harry Wharton, with another
glanece at the altimeter.

“ Hurrah, and up she rises !* sang Bob
Cherry cheerfully.

A terrific crash of thunder drowned
his veoice. Ii roared, snd it rolled, peal
on peal of earsplitting sound, as if 1t
would never die away. Nugent put his
fingers to his cars. In that fearful roar,
not & whisper was heard from the
engines. The plane secemed to shake and
tremble like 2 frightened animal
There was a movement from Billy
Bunter.  FEven DBunier had been
awakened, at last, by that rending crash.

He started up, set his spectacles
straight on his fat little nose, and
hlinked round him in startled alarm.

“T say, you fellows!” gasped Bunter.

The rolling thunder died away at last,
In the Iull that sueceeded, Billy Bunter's
voice was heard instead of his hefty
snore as hitherto.

“T say, wyou fellows!™
Buanter. “What's up?"

S We are ! answered Bob Cherry.

“1 mean, iz anything the matter, yon

souealked
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silly asa? I thought I heard a row—it
woke mo up !”

* Only the steward washing teacups in
the pantry 1’ said Bob reassuringly.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Blessed if I ses anything to cackle
at " grunted Bunter *“Go and tell the
man to keep guiet! T don't like being
woke up! I was having a lovely dream
—about & feed in the study at Grey-
friars! I suppose if a fellow chartors a
plane, regardless of expense, he's
catitled to have a nap in it if he likes!
Go_and tell the man not to make such
a thundering row with his washing-up.”

“Ha, ha, ha !

“You cackling
that ?*

“That "

assos—why—what's

waz another peal of
thunder. It roared and rolled and died
away. Bunter’s fat voice was heard
again in tones of alarm,

“I say, you fellows, that's not the
steward [ he gasped.

“Ohb, my hat!” stuttered Bob. ““No,
that's not the steward, Bunter! That's
the pilot taking hiz boots off ™

“ He must have let one of them drop 1™
said Johnny DBull

“The dropfulness must have been
torrific.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"®

“You siliy asses! That was thunder I
roared Bunter., “1 believe there’s a
storm or something pgoing on. Look
here, 1 don't like being up in a storm!
Go end tell the pilot to go down at
once! Never mind about waiting till we
get to Roma!l Anywhere will do!®

YHa, ha, ha!” yelled the Famous
Five, quite entertained by the idea of
going along and giving the pilot
instructions,

“SBtop cackling !” welled Bunter. “ It's
my plane, ain’t it? Those two pilots
put on a lot of lift, but I'll jolly well
make 'em understand that I'm paying.
Will you go and tell that beast to go
down at onca?”

“1t's all right, Bunter,” said Harry
soothingly. “The pilot knows best, old
fat bean—he really does!”

“Beast! Jarvish!” roared Bunter,
“"Where's Jarvish? Where's that fool
Jarvish?! Where's that idiot Jarvizsh?
Where's that dummy Jarvish? I'll sack
him! I'll kick him out when we get to
Rome. I'Il—

*Did you call, zirt®

James Jarvish, sleek and sedate as
ever, glided into the cabin. Billy
Bunter gave him a ferocious glare
through his speetacles. Bunter expeeted
hisa “man * to be right on the spot when
he was wanted. servant's hours of
service, in Bunter's estimation, should
be twenty-four o day.

“I've had to call you twice, Jarvigh !
he snapped.

1 am sorry, sir—"

“0h, shut np! Go and tell the pilot
to descend at onece! Hay it's a direct
order from me 1"

“Oh, sir?” pasped the valet,

“Go!" roared Bunter.

And he went—though whether le went
to carry Dunter’s orders to the pilot
of the plane the Famous Five doubted
very much! Anyhow, he went, and Billy
Dunter blinked triumphantly at the
grinning juniors.

“NWow we'll jolly well see!™ he
snovted. ** We'll jolly well see whether
& fellow ecan't give orders on hiz own
plane, chartered at enormous expense.”

“Tha seefulness will be terrific!

chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
Thunder roared and rolled again.

Billy BDunter gave a squeak as the plane

shook, and clung to the tahle. 'i'lmr&

wod & wild dash ef rain on  the
windows.
“Owl Wow! Oh erikey!" gasped

Bunter, *“I wish I'd come by train! I

wish I'd come by ear! I wish I hadn't
come at alll T wish—"

“Hallo, hallo, halle " exclaimed Bob
Cherry. He poinfed to the altimeter.
It was registering three thousand feet
Onee fnore,

T 'ﬁ'&’m
Wharton,

“I teld you sol” snecred Dunter.

“ Unless something’s wrong with the
iolly old instrument " sgaid Frank

'1!] ent, staring at the dial on the
wall.

Wharton shook his head

That's gll nght! We're going down

going  down ! exclaimed

—look—two thousand four hundred
a:lr?]ad}r_— My hat! Two thou-
sand——""*

The Kingfisher plunged through the
storm. The chums of the Hemove had
no doubt that it had been the pilot's
intention to elimb above it That
intention had been chunﬁﬂd, Instead of
ascending, the Kinghsher was gomng
down—fast |

They were not likely to believe that it
was Bunter's order, carried by Jarvish,
that had caused the change They could
not help thinking that it meant trouble,
and & forced landing. And their feces
were gTava, Bunter's, on the other
hand, wore a triumphant grin,

“Can wvou fellows wunderstand that
thing on the wall?” he demanded.

“Yes, use !

“Does it say we're going downi”®

il ?E'E II.I‘

“He, he, ha!| Who's master here, I'd
lika to know 1" grinned Bunter.

Sinee he has become a billionaire,
Billy Bunter’s wonderful wealth
has landed him in & good many
troubles. But the hizgest of them
all is when he falls into the hands
of a villainous gang of bandits !

Harry Wharfon looked at him, but ha
did not answer, and the other fellows
were silent. It was useless to tell
Buntler that they were going to have a
forced landing in a roaring thonder-
storm; the news would have frightened
him out of his wits, such as they were!
Bunter, in the happy belief that his
orders had been DEE:}‘E&, and that the
Fllc-t was dutifully carrring out his
ordly instructions, grinned with satis-
faction. But his fat face was the only
one in the cabin that woie a grin—the
others were very serlous.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Forced Landing !

ARRY WHARTON stared from
the rain-blurred windew,
Here and there, through the
rain and mist he had a glimpse
of somcthing darker. The congines
droned, shut off, and droned apgain.
Now they levelled out with a roar. Now
it was a silent glide. Tor some reason,
the pilot had ta get his machine down ;
and he was taking it down with steady
skill and iron nerve. It was a full-sized
man’s job in the lashing rain and buffet-
g wind and rolling thunder. e was
locking for a possible landing-place in
strange country, far from any aero-
drome.  Wharton wonderod low lhe
would pick it out in the driving rain
and mist, There was nothing for the
passongers to do, but to trust the man
at the wheel.

_ The steward cams along and looked
in. Perhaps he thought that a word of
azsurance would be useful to the school-
boy passengers,

He found five of them serious, but
uite good. To his surprise he found
the sixth grioning. He stored &t
Bunter,

“No danger, gentlemen!” said the
steward. * We're just going down !™

“All serena l'” said Bob Cherry cheor-
fully. " Nobody here's got the wind up,
steward,”

“The upfulness of tho absurd wind is
not terrific!” remarked Hurree Jamset
Bam Singh.

“Where are we now, steward ?* asked
Harry.,

*1 think this part of the country's
called Umbria, sir. Plenty of level
ground there to land on. We're wall
away from the mountains, now.”

:1 say, steward!” squesked Bunter,

: F{}'B, gir | Nothing to be afraid of,
gir.”

“ Who's afraid " hooted Punter.,

“Oh! I—I thought you might be a
—a little I stammered the steward. He
had secn a gﬂ-nd deal of the Greyiriars
billionaire during that holiday trip,
and was amazed not to find him shiver-
ing and shuddering st the bare thought
of & forced landing in & storm.

“What rot !” snapped Bunter, ' But,
I say, tell the pilot to buck up.”

“Ehi"

"I want to go down quicker than this!
I don't like being up in a storm! Tell
the men to get & move on, seei®

The steward gaved at Bunter ss if
dumbfounded. The fat billionaire was
displaying a careless courage that might
have mmazed anyone who knew him.

“lon't stand there staring!"™ said
Bunter irritably. *“Go and tell the
pilot he's to land at once! I'm fod up

with this! Tell him it's my order!"
“Oh! Ahl Yes, sir!” goasped the
steward,

He almost tottered out of the cabin.

“1 say, vou fellows, that's the way
to handle ‘em!” =aid Bunter coms-
placenily. “You've only got to make
emm understand that you won't stand
any mnonsense, and they'll feed out of
your hand. What§"

Harry Wharton & Co. made no reply
to that. There was another toerrific peal
of thunder that shook the plane fore
and aft.

“(h erikey 1" pasped Dunter. Y Look
here, if that man doesn't buck up and
goet us out of this, I'll joliy well sack
him and get a new pilot | I'm not stick-
ing up here in the air in a thundoerstorm
just to please him, T can jolly well tell
him [

“¥You silly ass——" began Johnn
Bull. DBut he stopped, It was mue
beiter for the fat and fatucus billionaire
not to know the facts.

The machine went into & long glide.
They were going down—fast |

“That's betier I said Bunter.

““Oh, that's better, 1g it 7" asked Boh.

“Yos—the steward's told him, and
he's doing as I've ordered! We're
getting down quicker now,”

it D!.l [1;

“I hope we shall land at a
where there's a  decent hotel”
Bunter, “I shan’t go u
better weathoer, I rmig'
be some sort of a decent hotal. We'va
got to think of the grub, you know.”

The chums of the Remove were not
thinking of grub. They were think-
ing of the landing, now imminent, and
wondering what would happon,

Still, they were glad to eseo the fat
billionaire in this bhappy state. Had
Buntor been aware that it was =»
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forced landing, and not cbedience to his
 commands, it was possible that
hysterics might have ensucd.

“1 say, you fellows.” Bunter blinked
at five serious faces. **What ara you
looking liko a lot of moulting owls fort"

“Are we!"” murmured Fraenk Nugent.

“¥ou jolly well aral  There's no
danger,” Eﬂ.is Bunter scornfully. *“The
plane must be under perfect control, or
the pilot eouldn’'t ba earrying out my

rs 50 promptiy.”

1-"3}: .!FI'

*Well, then, what are yout worrying
about i demanded Bunter, .

“Wa'ra not cxactly worrying,”’ esid
Bob cheorfully., * But——"

i say, you fellows, you—yon
don't think there's any danger, do
you!” ejaculated Bunter, in sudden
alarm,

"DEEIE-BI' of getting bad grub for
dinner I’ gaid I!a%:?grara] . “If we land
it sgomo lonely country p]};m—"well_r you
know what the grub is like in =
country inn in [ B

“Oh, I seal” illy DBunter could
understand grave faces on such a subject
as that! His own fat face cleared

in.
m of grub on the planel Plenty!
Jarvish has my orders to see that there's
al’ent of everything of the very best!
a 31 an't starve !

e

ou forgot that, old

chap 1"

f"ﬁ!’ea, I rather [orgot that for the
moment,” admitted Bob Cherry. *Ii—
if you're sure there’s plenty of grub
on the plane—"

“If there imm't, I'll jﬁ”i well sack
Jarvish 1" said Bunter darkly. “But
it's a}l right—Jarvish knows hia duty!
There's lota!  And if the grub’s all
Ti sverything's all rig

ht, thing's all ht !

t, however, was & pomnt that
seomed doubtful to the five fellows who
hng that a forced landimg was at

Looking down from the windows, they
could now gee the earth through the
spatiering rain.

They vaguely made out & river, a dis-
tant hill, trees, and scattered buldings.
It seemed to be farming country below
them, which was 20 much to the good,
with fields to land in. .

The thunder rolled again and again.
Yo tha lulls of the thunder they could
not hear tha engines. The Kinghsher
was gliding down,

Flying low, the plane passed over a
'hmlgmg g0 near that tha juniors spotted
& faco staring from a window.

It glided on, over a drenched wood,
steaming with mist, The juniors felt a
slight shock, and knew that the under-
carriage had gresed high branches,
Then, to their immense relief, they
were past the wood, and wide fialde lay
spread before the plane,

“1 wizh the zilly ass wouldn't bump
Li%vehthat I’:'t Eimdl Bnilly Eunt?r Elrratlat_rljr.

v oan't he land properly ? Givin
us a shake, I dare say, because he's l‘mﬁ
to carry out my orders to land at once.”’

era was another roll of thunder, It
was followed by a crashing sound, and
the Famous Five knew that a fonce had
been carried away, Then there was a
light bump 8s the plane landed in an
oxtensive field and taxied over grass,

Bob Cherry drew a deep breath.

“All right now!” he muttered,

“Right as rain!” said Harry
Wharton in deep relicf. “Sha's landed
an if she'd dropped on the drome et
Croydon.”

“Thank goodness!” breathed Nugent.

The plane taxied on, and came to a
stop in the middle of & large field. Mud

sttered from the landing-wheels,

"X zay, you fellows, we're doewn 1 raid
RBilly Bunter. He rolled across to the
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window and blinked out. ¥ say, I can’t
see gnything of an hotel, or anything | 1
hope that silly idiot hasn™t landed us
right out in the wilds [
“ Looks rather like it I grinned Bob.
:Thﬂ ratherfulness is terrific,”

The s;!la dummy [ exclaimed Bunter
H,ngnli; “I told him to go down at
once, but, of course, I meant him to

ick up s suiteble place | I suppose he's
one this out of cheek 1™
“You silly ass '’ roared Johnny Bull,
“MNow we're safe you-may as well know
that it was n forced landing, and we're
lucky to get down alive.’
“Wha-s-at 1" gasped Bunter.
“TForced landing, you howling ass |
“ Yaroooooh |
Bunter made one bound for the door.
“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“It’s all right now, you fat dummy—no
need to get out in the rain!”
“Get this door open!” shricked
Bunter. " Supposing it catches fire ¥
“It won't, you ass—it's all right "
“Lemme out!” yelled Bunter.
“Jarvish! Stewsrdl Help!”
“Oh crumbs! You blithering idiot,
we're as safe as if we'd landed om the
rome at Homel” gasped Iarry
Wharton,

“Beast! Helpt! Jarvish! BStewardl
Reecue ! Yarcocoooh | roarad Bunter.

The steward came running in.

* What—"" ha gasped.

“Open this door, you beast! I want
to gat outl Oh cn‘lmy-——”

“Lertainly, sir. if you wish! DBut it's
raining har i
“Beast | Lemma out |” _
Bunter rolled ouf, and bumped into
wet grass, He eat there in drenchin
rain and reared. Them he scramble

up and ran.

“What's the matter with the young
gentleman?”  gasped the amazed
steward, staring into the rain after han,

“He's getting clear before we catch
fire!” yawned Bob Cherry.

“But there isn't any dangop—*"

“Bunter seems to think that there
is! I faney he will get weoti™

“The wetfulness will be terrifie.”

There was no doubt that Bunter was
ﬁzﬂ:ﬂng wetl A fleeing fat figure,

renched and drigping, vanizhed into
tha rein, followed by a roar of laughter
from the juniors in the plane.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Sirange Disappearance of a
Billionaire 1

o o7 ARRY WHARTON & CO. sat in
i} the passengers’ ecabin on board
A &£ the Kinghsher, and loolied
from the dripping windows as
the rain pelted down.

Tho thunder was dying away in peals,
relling away towards the Apennines;
but the rain was still coming down hard
and fast. They did not feel disposed to
follow Billy Bunter into the heavy
downpour. Indeed, every moment they
expected the fat and fatuous billionaire
to reappear. But Bunter did not re-
appear. It was hardly possible that he
was, like Charley's celebrated aunt,

still running | But they concluded thats i,

e had dodged into shelter somewhere.

The Kingfisher had made a forced,
but perfect, landing. There was no
danger to anybody concerned-——except
of getting wet if they got outl The
two pilots were in consultetion forward :
and the juniors learned from the
stewnrd that there was a leak in an
oil pipe, which might take some time
to locate. Whether they would be able
to take off again that day or not, they

did not yet know. The sun was sinkin
in o mist of rain; and from the bl
windowe th could see Jlitila but
drenched fields and wrenched woods in
the distonce, backed by low hills. That
the spot was a lonely ome was proved
by the fact that no one, so far, had
turned up to stare at the landed plane.
If it hadl been near & town, or even &
village, there was little doubt that the
local inhabitants would have turned ouf
to look at it, in spite of the rain, .

Jarvigh had buttoned himself up in
& raincoat, jammed a hat over his
gleek head, and gona out.

Bunter's wvalet, he might be
supposed {o be enxious about his master,
but if he was, it was more than the
Juniors expected of him. They did nob
;rust that sleek valet of Bunter very
ar.

However, he was gone, and it was
more than an hour before he returned,
By that time, the rain was clearing off,
though a shower was still falling.

James Jarvish put his head into the
cabin from the steps cutside, and locked
round,

“Has not Master Williamm come
back I he asked.

“Nol” answered Hln? Wharton,

“It i3 vory odd, sirl’ said Jarvish,
“It apears that le was in rather »
state of alarm—"

“In a blue funk, you mean!” growled
Jolnny Bull,

“The funkfulness was terrifiol?
grinned the Nabeb of Bhanipur.

Jarvish coughed his deferential cough.

“I gather, sir that ha fancied that
the plane might catch fre—havi
heard of such happenings,™ he sai
“But he would surely not be long in
learning that thers was no fire, Hﬂsﬁ.ld
i:rnp' to look back.”

“He's got under shelter from the rain
somowhere,” aaid Frank Nugent.

“There appears to be no shelter m
where at hand, sir, excepting a
osteria, or inn, at a little distance,”
gatd Jarvigh. "I have inquired for him
there, and they have seen nothing of
him. It is very singular,”

Harry Wharton & Co. looked wery
curiously at Jarvish. i .

They had far from a high opinion of
that incomparable wvalet! They more
than suspected him of being an ex-
tremely unfaithful servant.

Indeed, they had suspected him, in
Venice, of trying to betray Bunter into
the hands of Ti%er Bronx, the gan
from Chicago who was hunting the fut
billionaire for some mysterious reason.

Yet now he certainly seemed anxious
about his master. If he was “spoofing,”
it was rather difficult to guess why.

“You don't fancy that anything can
have Impﬁ&ned to Bunter, surely '’ px-

elaimed EHarry.
“What on corth could?"  esked
Hﬂgent.

I'his is a mrﬂ' salitary place, sir
and my master had a large sum DE
money on _him, as he gencrally has|”
answered Jarvish,

“(Oh. my hat! But there aren’s any
jolly old brigands in Italy these daysi”
exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“The ald gangs of banditti have been
roken up many Fears ago, sir,"
answered Jarvish. “But—even in
England, sir, it is scarcely safe for a
schoolboy to wander about in lonel
places with large sums of money in bis
pockets.”’

“That's so!" agreed Wharton slowly.
“ And less safe in Italy than in England,
I suppose. Dot—"

“It is wery singular whers he can
have gone,” said Jarvish, and there was
no doubt that the man was uncasy and



troubled. “I ghall make a further
soarch for him. Probably you young
fentlemen will put up at the osteria
ot the night—the plane will not be
going on again to-day.”

* Nothing else to be done, I suppoze,”
said Harry

“Quite so, sir[ In fact, T have taken
the liberty of engaging rooms for you
end for my master [ said Jarvish. * It
may save you a little trouble as you do
pot speak the language.”

“Good egg; thanks,” said the captain
of the Remove. “ May s well get a move
on, vou fellows. Get hold of your bags.”

“1 have brought o man from the inn
to ﬁarry vour baggage, sir!™ said Jar-
vis

EVERY SATURDAY

It was & smell country inn, built, like
many rural inns of Italy, in a square,
with a courtyard in the centre, on which
the windows opened.

On the outer Walls there was hardly
n window to be seen, They passed in
by an arched way, which at night
could be closed by & great gate.

That style of architecture dated, no
doubt, from the days when banditti
lurked in the adjacent woods and hills,
and descended every now and then in
plundering expéditions on the open
country.

In the central courtyard several
carta were turned up, in a sca of mud,
which in dry weather was doubtless
an ocean of dust.

Hound the courd

ran & wooden

5

it was & ease of any port in &
storm, and the passengers of the Iling-
fisher were only too glad that thera
was an inn at gll in the vicinity.

So they nedded and smiled in repls
to Signor Pirandelli's stream of
Italian, of whish thay understood
hardly a word, and were shown te
their rooms.

The *eamoriere,” who was badly in
need of a wash and a baircut, brought
in their suitcases after them.

Then they were shown to tha “sala
di pranze,” for dinner. Jarvish had

disappeared again, doubtless in search
of Bunter.

By the time they had finished their
meal the chums of the Bemove were

But

Minus coat and hat, Billy Bunter rolled out of the plane and ran for his fat life, Spatterlng in mud
fat billlonalre pelied across the field, lmm_ltﬂd b

“¥ou think of everything,” =aid
Wharton with a smile,

“That is my duty, sir, to my master’s
guests,” said Jarvish emoothly.

He spoke over his shoulder in Ttalian,
and a cameriere came up inte the cabin
for the haiguge.

Loaving him to handle it, the Famous
Five descended from the plane, and
followed Jarvish across the drenched,
muddy field.

Little as they either liked or trusted
the man, they found themselves thinking
rather betier of him now.

It was plain, at least, that his anxicty
for Billy Bunicr was genuine; and that
was very unexpected., And he was

certainly maoking himself vseful,
The sun was low in a2 watery sky.
Drops of rain were still falling, Mud

gquelehed under their fect as  they
wramped across the ficld. ]
They left the field by o gap In o

broken fence, and followed Jarvish up
a narrow, muddy lane. .
In a fow minutes more they arrived

at thoe ostcria.

he gasped. “ Ch crikey !

allery, with stairs to 1it, and the

oorg and windows of the bed-rooms
opened on the galicry. ‘There were
no interior staircases. There was a
wooden reof to the gallery. however.

In the entrance hall the “oste™ or
host, that is, tho innkeeper, grected
them with many bows and smiles.

Sirnor Pirandelli, landlord of the
Osterian  Agquila Nera, was evidently
very glad to see o party of forcign
tourists in his humble inn.

His usual customers were earters and
drovers, and a party of “signore ™ from
forcign parts were something like a
mine of wealth to the innkecper.

It was the costom of Bunter the
Billionaire to put up ot the prandest
of grand hotels, with gold-laced head-

porters, an army of under-perters,
waiters, innumcrable, messengers, in-
terpreters,  commissionaires—all  sorts

and conditions of persens to carry out
his lofty bohosts, _ .

What Dunter the Billionaire would
think of this little dingy wayside inm
bhardly bore thinking of.

v the unfounded ferror of the rear of blazing peirol behind him.

splashing in rain, the
(13 nh lﬂrl'l 3

E;ﬂ}ring rather worried about the fat
iilionaire.

It wes dark now, snd outside the
osterta  the countryside, when they
%nuknd out, scemed as black as a
1ak.

Where was Dunter?

Evidently, he had not got back to the

lane, or tho steward would have
1'mlght. himm alene to the inn.
IEndunl!y, Jarvish had not found
1imn |

It had scomed & jost fo the Remove
fellows wien the fat billionaira bolted
into the rain, in a state of blue funl:.
Lut they began to feel now that the
joest might have a serious side.

FFor what had become of Lim?

"What on earth e¢an have hap-
nencd to the fat ass?¥ said Flarey
Wharton, wrinkling hizs brows as the
juniors looked out of the doorway into
the  night. “What  the  merry
diekons—-"

“Landed in trouble of some sort,
I supposc!” grunted Johnny Bull.
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“Yes; but what——>"

#“If there was any troubla lying
around, Bunter would be sure to barge
into it1” said Bob Cherry. :

“But what the thump—" said

ent.
Hi{allu, halle,  hallel Hera's
Jarvish | Found himi" exelaimed
Bﬂhé g3 the walet, looking muddy and
tire

and troubled, came into the gate-
WAY.
?;,rvish shook his head. :
“No, gir! I ean get no news of him!

I have seen several peasants and
inquired of them: but no one zeems to

N

ve seen him, It is very odd.”

“It can't be—Bronxi” said DBob
slowly. _ ;

Jarvish smiled fnintly.

“Hardly, sir! Even if Mr. Bronx
followed wus from Venice he can
hardly have been aware that we

shou'd have to make a forced landing
in this solitary espot. He can koow
nothing about our being here.”
“That's sol™  assented
Wharton, and the juniors nodded.

Whatever had happened to Billy
Bunter, it had nothing to do with the
American ygangster, from whom he
had had 80 narrow an escapa at
Venice. .

But that certainly only made his
strange dizsappearsnce more stranfe
and mysterious.

Where was Bunter?

Harry

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Asking for It!

B.!Ii-!if.-‘i'1 BUNTER ran for his fat

1@

Unaware of the trifling cir-
cnmstanga that it was In no

danger, he ran for it—and ran hard!

He pelted merozs the rainy feld,

slogging in mnd, and pattered and
spattered inte & muddy lane, and
pelted on.

His one thought, so far as his fat
brain thought at all, was to get to a
safe distance before the plane burst
into flames !

Billy Bunter had a fertile imagina-
tion—sometimes too  fertile! His
ready imagination of things that never
happencd would have made tha for-
tune of & newepaper reporter,

Bunter had read of air disasters.
He had heard of fallen planes bursting
into flames.  8Buch things have hap-
pened of course; juet a3 wrecked
railway trains have burst into flames,
and wrecked motor-cars.

The possibility  was encrug.'n for
Bunter. At the bare words “forced
landing,” funk supervened—the bluest
of blua funks| It was said of old that

the guilty flee when ne man pur
sueth; and, m the same way, the
funky fee when there iz no pebril

The Kingfisher had made a forced, but
perfectly  skilful and safe, landing.
Nobody but Bunter was alarmed i
Bui Bunter avolved cnough alarm for
the whole erew, and soms over!
Spattering in mud, splashing in
rain, the fat billionaire bolted,
havnled by an unfounded terror of the
roar of blazing petre! behind  him,
He ‘had covered about three hundred
yards when his wind gave out, and
he stopped his wild race puffing and
panting and blowing, It was then
that it cccurred to iim te look back
to sce whether & mountain of flame
was eoaring towards the rainy sky.

Ith wasn’'t |
ereé was no sign of & fire gny-
wheral There was no sign of 1:1?3

_—
E—
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plane at all, as a grove of trees hid
.t from Bunter’s eyes and spectacles.
There was nothing to bs seen but
wee&in%‘ trees, mud, and rain.

“Oh lor' I” gasped Bunter.

Ho puffed and he blow,

He realised that he was getting wet.
Ho bad rushed out of the plane just
a3 he was—without a coat, without
even a hat!

And the rain w~as thick and heavyl
Bunter was already drenchedl He
drl;:a:-ed from head to foot.

“Oh crikey I” he gasped.

ven Bunter rezﬁised that there
was noe need fo run farther. Thers
was no fire—not & sign of one. There
was ne sign of anybody else in Aight
from the plane. Pessibly, after all
there wasn't going to be a fearful
conflagration.

Bunter backed ander & tree, out of tha
rain, and leaned on if, puffing and
gasping for breat® Water ran down
him all over,

“0bh crumhbs!” he gurgled,

He blinked round him through his
big speectacles. . There was no sign of
a bui ding or habitation of any kind.
Had he taken a different direction hae
would have passed the Osteria Aquila
Nera in his flight. DBut, after gettin
out of the ficld where the plane h
tanded, he had plunged across
lans, and scross another field. Now
he was on a muddy carttrack, with
nothing in sight but drenched fields
gend trean

In finer weather, no doubt, there
would have heen natives about. Now
there was nobody Billy Bunter was
lost in Italy—thresa hundred yards
from his travelling companions, and
about the same distance from an innl
But, as he could see nona of them, it
m[fizt as well have been three hundred
miiles |

“0Oh lor’ 1” groansd Bumter,

The tres afforded him some shelter
from the rain. ¥a was not disposed
to leavo that shelter. Neither was he
thinking of getting back to the plana.
It had not burst into flamecs yet, or
Burter must have seenm them! But if
might—any minute!  “Safety frst®
was Bunfer's motto ]

If that brute of a pilot had only
landed somewhere near & Grand Hotgl
it would have been all right. But it
was only too painfully clear that there
were no Urand Hotels about!

Thore was a sound of grindin
wheels, and splmh{ng in the mud, anﬁ
Billy Bunter blinked round hopefully.
A cart came jolting up, drawn by a
bony horse. It was covered by a
patched canvas  tilt, doubtless on
sccount of the rain. Under the cover
Bunter had a glimpse of the wman
driving—a derk-skinned Italian, with
a black felt hat pulled low over his
swarthy face, and a cloak muffled
round him Bunter could see little
more of him than a rather prominent

nose and a black, curly moustache.
“Hil" shouted Bunter, waving =a
fat hand.

Tha carro came on slowly. The
man in it either did not hear, or did
not heed, the fat junior under the
trea beside the traclk.

Bunter stepped out inte the track
and wavad and shouted again. Then
the man looked at him.

“Hil Stop!” shouted Bunter. I
want a iftl Beal? Stopl”

The covered cart was a windfall to
the drenched Owl. At least, it was &
sheiter from the rain, hetter than a
saturated and dripping tres. And it
meant & ift—to the nearest liotel or

innl Tha Greyfriars billionaire could
afford to pay for o lift]
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But the man in_ the cart did not
eeem keen on picking wp & stranger
to give him a lift.

He stared down
drove on. 1

The fat billionaire glared at him.

“Stop1” he roared. “Hil Stop!
Fermate | Bunter had learned the
Italian word for "“stop." Fermate |
Do you hear? Hil”

Tl):e carro rolled on. It came abreast
of Bunter, and the man evidently in-
tended to drive on without stopping.

But there was one infallible resource !
Bunter plunged hiz fat hand into his
Eﬂmknt snd jerked out a wad of Italian

nknotes. i

“I'll pay vou for a lift ! he hooted.
“Pavo for a lifto—see?” Bunter had
an idea that by adding an “o" to the
end of & word he could make himself
understood by Italians!

But if the man in the cart did not
understand Bunter’s words, he under-
ptood his actions. His black eyes
snapped at the sxﬁht of the wad of
money in the fat billionaire’s hand.

He drew the horse to s halt.

“Oh, pood!” asEEd Bunter.
“Gratchy tanty ¥ That was Bunter's
Italian for *prazie tanto,” or many
thanks!

The man in the cart stepped down.
Between his muffled eloak and his low,
felt hat there was little of him to be
scen.  Bunter cared little what he
looked like, s0 long as he gave him a
lift out of the rain and got him some-
where where there was shelter and food,

“Speak English? asked DBunter, not
very hopefully. 1

“3i, signore, & small English 1 The
swarthy man’s manner was vory eivil
now. DBunter had no doubt that the
sight of the money had done it! No
doubt 1t had had an effeet on the
gwarthy man—to a greater exient than
Bunter suspected at the moment |

“Oh, pood? I say, I've landed from
[ j.hlu.nc'.---l-"

Coma ™
“homay be blowed!

at DBunfer and

Bpeak ¥nglish

if you ecan!” grunted Dunter. * What
do vou mean by komay?! Look here, I
want a lift to an hotel] I ean pay. I'll
tve wvou & hundred leers—I mean,
sarav | Cento lire! See?” Bunter dis-
layed his banknetes again. “Two
Eundmd leors—I mean, lire! See?”

The Italian secemed to * see” "
“5i, signore |l You get in & earro!l

he said. “I drive you anywhere! In a
eart there 1s no rain! ¥es [
“That's right!” said Bunter. “Help

me i, can't you "

The swarthy man bowed, his dark face
breaking into & grin. He helped Bunter
into the cart, and the fat junior eat
down on o heap of dry hay under the
QANYLS OOV,

Before getting in again, the man
carcfully fastened the cpeqing at the
back of the cart. Then he climbed up in
front again, and took up the reins and
the wiup, and the carro jolted on.

Bunter tapped him on the shoulder,
and he glanced round, the grin still on
his face.

“ Hotel ¥ zaid Bunter.

51, signore M

“Grend Fotel I explained Bunter,

“8i, signere !

“Is there & Grand Hotel anywhere
hera 1

51, signore |
in ficno—"

“What the fhump do you mean by
fee-ny-nol What's o fee-ayno?”
grunted Bunter. “O0h, if vou mean havw,
why can’t yvou say bay? All right!
Get me to an hotel as soon as you can,
I'm wetl See? I'll tip you a lundred
lire! What's your name 1"

“Son Tiriddu 1”

“Bog it

Ter,r," soon ! You rost

“Son Tiriddu! What a namel”
grunted Bunter.

The swarthy man grinned.

“MName Tiriddu ™ he =zaid.

“Then what tho thump did you say
it was Son Tiriddu for?” grunte
Bunter, unaware that son, or sono
meant I am.” *Anyhow, geb on—snd
get on guick 1™

51, signore 1M

GREYFRIARS CARTOONS
By HAROLD SKINNER.
No. 15.—WILLIAM WIBLEY.
(The Amateur Actor of the Remove.)

This week our lightning artist obliges

with a clever cartoon of William Wibley,

who promises to rise to *' dizzy heights
in the theatrical war{d.

For acting there's none to fouch Wibley,
Ha's full of theatrical poses.
Quotes Shakeapeare and Sheridan glibly,
And makes up with wigs and falae
nosos.

His cosiumoae are open fo sfricturs,
Thaough mostly of clagsical order.
He played Julius Cmsar (see plcture),
As a cross between Cromwell and
Lauder.

Tiriddu drove on, still grinning, and
Bunter scttled down in the hav,

It was dry and warvim, and very grate-
ful and comforting to the wet Owl of
the Hemove. The carre jolted on
slowly, buk faster than before. Bunter,
in the happy belief that he was Leading
for a Grand Ilotel, was fecling bettor.
If there was a Grand Hatel within
filty miles, Tirtddu certainly waos not
heading for it. And he was driving
directly away from the only inn in the
vicinity |

Billy Bunter's wonderfal wealth, since

he had beeome n billionaire, had landed
himy in & good many troubles. Now it
had landed him in one more! Harry
Wharton & Co., waiting at the Osteria
Aquila Nera for news of the fak
hillionaire, were likely to wait long,
‘The carro rumbled on by a lonely tracic
through a drenched wood, and it was
still rumbling on when darkness fell.

S -

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Not a Grand Hotel |

NORE!
5 Tiriddu glanced back into the
dark interior of the covered

cart and grinned.

Warm and comfortable in the dry
hay, Billy Buanter had dropped off to
sleep. 15 nap in the plane had been
interrupted by the thunderstormn; and
he was restarting after the interval, so
to speak.

Snore |

Tiriddu chuckled and drove on. If
he was, as Bunter supposed, driving to
a Grand Hotel, he was taking a rather
rcmarkable route. The track, scarcol
marked, wound away through a wood,
nlijlmmg upward as it elimbed a hill-
side.

Tiriddu ceased to drive at last, and
stepped down from the cart, and led
the horse onward by a still dimmer
track winding among the trecs.

ﬁunfcr Emmﬂ c:n;:.

was not till the cart halted at

that the fat billionaire awoke. Ha I;::
up and rubbed his eyes, set  his
spectacles straight on his fat little nose,
and blinked round him in the dark-
ness. o started as he caught the gleam
of Tiriddu's eves looking in. The
swarthy man was speaking.

“idignore | You get out of 5 cart !

“Ohl Have we got there?” yawned
Bunter. “All right! It's jolly dark!
Where's the hotel? I can't sce any

lights.”

¢ put his head out and blinked
round him, puzzled and annoved. There
was certainly no mign of an hote
grand or otherwise. The rain ha
stopped, but 1t was densely dark, and
only the dim ghostly shapes of trees
showed through the gloom.

Look here, where's the hotel 1
hooted Bunter.,
M ¥ou walk on a fool some small way,
signore, ™
unter snorted.

hat rot! Why the thump can't
vou drive up to the hotel? Look here,
‘m not tipping you for nothing, Mister
Tiriddu! Drive on to the hotel—see !”

“Non posso, signore | Carro no go [
explained Tiriddu, “Sighore walk on
> e 11, gk

“Is that what wvou call =peaki
Inglish ¥ gronted Bunter. ".-.[1]:-' harﬁ
These forcigners are an ignorant lot 1
It did not occur to Bunter that his
Italian was rather worse than Tiriddu’a
Enghsh! “I'll jolly well take it out of
your hlp if I have to walk, bother you,”

Tiriddu helped him down from the
cart.

“Ciet on with it " grunted Dunter.

TAndiamo I murmured Tiriddu,

e took Bunter by a fat arm, and led
him on. The horse had been tethered
to a tree. Without Tipiddu’s guiding
Lhiand the fot billionaire would have boon
hopelessly at sca. Ile could not ses &
vard bofore his big spectacles.  He
stnmlbitedd  over rough pground and
btemped inio trees, in spite of the helps
ing. puiding hand.

The Greviriars billionnire was soon
out of breath. Ile never had a very
ample supply of it

“I.ook here, how far 1= 1t?” he
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pasped. *What the thump have we

g} to walk through this beastly wood
! Where's the hotel 1* ;

Tiriddu made no reply, but led him

on through the darkness. His grip had
tightened on the fat arm, as if he teared
away from

E}lt Bunter might do

.,

It seemed te Billy Bunter that that
rough tramp through the dense wood
was endless, Every moment he hoped
to sea the li}ght-&d facade of a Grand
Hotol; but he saw nothing but trees

darkoess.

The fat junmicr began to feel a vague
alarm. Ever on Bunter's obtuse brain
it dawned that this was a rather un-
vsual way of approaching a Grand
Hotel | :

“I—I say, whero are we going?” he

asped, at last. “I—I eay, jolly well
gt;m t hike thisl”

“Ecco 1 said Tiriddn, as a gleam of
ight showed in the dark.

Eh! I don’t hear any echo, and I
don’t care whether there are any echoes
or not [ grunted Bunter.

e e e
can't you say see, if you mean
seal gh_. there's a light |

Iz that tha
hotal 1 o
“ 81, signore 1" grinped Tiridda,
Guided by that %aint, winking light in

the darkness, Tiriddu led on through
the trees, the fat billionzire stumblin
by hias side, breathless and weary anc
extremely bad-tempered.

“Whet the thump!” gasped Bunter,
as they arrived st the building from
which the light glimmered,

His little round eyes almost popped
through his big, round spectacles as
he blinked at it.

The light glimmered from a small
window, in the front of s hut built of
rough wood, i

T%m building backed sgainst a steep
c¢liff jutting uwp from the hillside.

Obvia this was not a Grand Hotel.
It was not even an inn, It was not the
Lhumblest of osterie. It was a small,
miserable hut, or rather hovel—possibly
tha dwelling of a woodcuttor or char-
coal-burner, The.door was shut; but
as Tiriddu approached he gave s low
whistle, and door was openod from
within. In the glimmer of a dingy
lamp a short, thick-set man with & bull
neck and a shaggy beard appeared in

doorway.
“Buons ecra, Giacomol” grinned
Tiriddu.

The bull-necked men stared blankly
at Bunter. Ho seemed amazed by the
sight of Tiriddu's companion. .

*Che cosa el cosa signibea ?
he ejaculated.

Without replying Tiriddu led Bunter
inta the hut. He signed to the bull-
necked man to closo the door.

Giacomo obeyed, and threw a bar
into position. Then he stood staring at
Eilly Bunter. ]

Bunter blinked round him. .

The dingy hut, lighted by an evil-
:me]]in% oil lamp, had an earthen
floor. There was a door at the hack,
and apparently another room beyond,
Bunter felt & deep tremor as he blinked
round. ‘The barring of tha door had
gont & chill of fear to his fat heart.

“Look here!” he pasped.

Tiriddu, taking no notice of him,
began speaking to the bull-necked man
in Italian. Giacomo’s look of astonish-
ment changed to B grin.

Bunter made a step towards the door.

Instantly Tiriddu's black eyes glit-
tered &t him. He threw back his
cloak, slipped hiz hand into a pocket,
sngd snatched out a sheath knife. He
half drew tho bladoe from the sheath.
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"No moral” he grioned. “Here

we stop "

Bunter stopped.

“Oh lor'!” he gasped.

Tiriddu dropped the knife back into
his pocket. 'Lhe mere sight of 1t was
enough for Bunter. He stood rooted o
the muddy Hoor.

For several minutes the two Italians
conversed in their own Jeguguage.
Bunter stood rooted, a prey to terror.
Ho had heard of ltalian banduwtti, but
supposed that they had been abolished
long ago, everywhere but on the films.
Now 1, seemed to him that he was in
the presence of a particularly ferocious
pair of bondicti.

He quaked as they finished talking,
and turned towards him. Tiriddu
stretehed out a dusky hand.

“1l demaro!["” ho said. " You give.”

Bunter knew that that meant money,
With s shaking band he sorted out a
%luri{l.l'red-lire note, and hapded it to the

talian.

Tiriddu took it, laughed, and held it
ug: for Gacomo to seo. (iacomo
chuckled huskily. It was only too clear
that she two rascals wanted more than
a8 hundred lire.

“Tutte!™ prinnped Tiriddu, *“All
denaro! 8Si! Yes. You give”

“h erikey ! groaned Bunter.

He knew now, 1f he had doubted if
before, that he had been brought to
that loncly hut m the forest to be
robbed. He only hoped that that was
the worst. Money, after all, camo
easily enough to tho Greyfriars billion-
aira.  Willingly ho would bave given
all that he had about him to ba ezafo

back with thoa Famous Five at tha
landing-place of the plane.

“ Presto!” snapped Tiriddu.

“Oh, yes! All right! I—I don't

mind ! pasped Bunter,

He handed over a wad of Italian
banknotes. And the eyes of the two
rascals gleamed with greed as they
counted and divided them.

Then Tiriddu turned to the fat bil-
lionaira again.

" Moneta Inglese ! he said.

Bunter pould guess that that meant
English money. Tha fat billionaire
had a supply of English banknotes as
well as Jtalian. He handed them over
to Tiridda.

Again there was grecdy counting and
division. The plunder of the Grey-
frinrs billionaire made Tiriddu and
Gizeomo the two richest raseals in the
whala Emwm:e ef Umbria. Buntor
hoped that they would be satisfied with
that—a delusive hope.

Tiriddu approached him again, and
proceeded to go through his pockets,
A jqwel-ﬂtuddeﬁ wrist-wateh, a diamond
tiepin, and other expensive decorative
articles rewarded his search,

i ecco ™ grinned Tiriddu.

“Buon'! Buonissimo!” chuckled the

bull-necked man.
“E un ricce signore!” grinned
Ticiddu.

“Richissimo 1" chuckled Giacomo.

#I—1 say, you've got the lot now!”
groancd Bunter. *1 say, lemme out of
this! I'll pay you anything you like
to take me to an hotel !

Without heeding  him, the two
ewarthy rascals consulted again in
Italian. Dunter, aware that they werae

discussing his fate, listened without
understanding, but in quaking terror.

Finally Gizcome opened the door at
the back of the hut.

It gave access to o small room, hel-
lowed out of the chiff, apparently used
as & cellar, as there were faggots and
two or three kegs stacked in it

The bull-necked man made Bunter
a sign to enter,

l:};il_ll say—" gasped the dizmayed
Gia.mmgegam him a roeugh push, and
ha stagge through the doorway.

“Ow!" gasped Bunter, as he sab
down on the earthen floor of the esllar.

The door was shut on him, leaving
him in darkness.

“Oh lor’ I

He heard a gabble in Itolian, and
then the sound of the outer door opens
ing and shutting again. Tiriddu was

fona,

A thin glimmer of light showed that
thero was a orack in the lar door.
The hapless Owl applied an eya to it,
and had a view of the outer room.
saw the bull-pecked man scated on a
bench at & rnu%h table with his share
of the plunder before him, counting ib
over again, and grinning with glee.

Bunter groaned.

here was no way out of the cellar,

cxcepting through the auter room,
where the bull-necked man sat with his
plunder. . The Greyfriars billionaire
Was a prisoner. hy, and for how
long, he could not guess. But he was
8 prisoner—there was no doubt about
that. This dismal cellar, in a din
hut in some unknown forest, was
Grand Hotel to which Tiriddu hed
guided him.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.,

Scouting |

BLAZE of bright sunshine
greeted the Greyiriars fellows
when they turned out in the

morning.

There was no sign left of the thundar-

storm of the previous day. The sun
Eilmna down from a sky of cloudless
ue.

But for the forced landing of the
Kingfizher they would have been in
Rome that day, exploring the wonders
of the Eternal Clity.

Thay were quite content so far as
that went, to spend a day or two whers
they had landed, and get a glimpse
of Ttalien rural life. But they wers
%rm:mg anxicus and worried sbout

unter,

The night had passed, and nothing
had been seen or heard of the Grey-
friars billionaire.

What had become of him was »
worrying mystery. It really scemed as
if the earth must have opened and
swallowed him up,

Jarvish had besn up most of the
night. e juniors saw him after
breakiast in the osteria, and noted how
pale and tired he looked.

Their opinicn of Bunter’s valet im-
proved etill further, His anxiety on
account of his missing master was
obviously great. ‘

They would not have fancied thet
Bﬂl_‘:‘ Euntnriwnu the kind of master to
inspire affection in & menservant., And
in Venice they had strongly su
Jarvish of double dealing, Yet 1t was
clear to_ the mest doubting eye that
James Jarvish was deeply disturbed
by the billionaire’s mysterious dia-
4 pPpPearance.

After breakfast the juniors came out
of the osteria. and found Jarvish in
talle with the innkeeper. The latier
called & stable-boy, whe saddled =&
shagey pony, and galloped away by the
dusly lane. ) o

Pirandelli, passing the juniors as he
went back mto the inn, gesticulated
and shrugged his shoulders.

“Che peccatol Cosa triste! Non e
varo? Me ne dispaice! Akl 81, sl
B una cosa triste, gignore!”

From which the juniors gathered thak
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As Tiriddu began speaking to Giacomo, Billy Bunter made a step towards the door.

slipped his hand into his pocket, and snatched out a sheath knife. **No move 1™ he
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Instantly Tiridda threw back his cloak,
grinned. ** Here we stop 1™

*““Oh lor ! ** gasped Bumter, drawing back and quaking with terror,

Bignor Pirandelli wos much concerned
over the disappearance of Billy Dunter.
“No news, Zf.&.n'ish?" &slmdy Harry.
“ None, sir,"” answered the valet. “1It
is  mexplicable. Master William
appears to have utterly vanished. If

it were possible for Bronx to know anr-
thing of our presence here, I should
think he was at the bottom of it.”

“But that’s impossible!” said Bob

Cherry.
“Qh, quite, sir! Probably that un-
leagant character 1z still Im Venice.
t all events, he can know nothing of
our baing here. It is something else
that has happened to Master YWilliam.
But what?"™
“Goodness  knows!™” The

were utterly perplexed.

“We cannot, of course, proceed on
our journcy until he iz found,” said
Jarvish, ‘"The defect in the plane will,
I think, be repaired to-day; but we
must wait fill Master William is found.
I have sent that lad with s message to
Perni, the nearest town wheore official
help can be obtained. And I have no
doubt that some of the carabiniori will
be here during the morning. In any
case, the landing of the plane had to
be reporfed. Possibly the poliee will
ba able to find Master William. DBut
I fear—1 fear very inuch—that somne-
thing has happened to him.”

Jarvish, evidently very worried, went
into the osteria. The Famous ive
walked to the feld where the aeroplane
had landed. The two pilots were at
warlk on 1t there, with half a dozen
Ttelinn peasants looking on.

Among them was o very swarthy man
in a black fclt hat, with a big, curly,
black moustache.

He turned his head and stared at the

i +

joniors as they came up, with a curious

juniors

glint in his jetty eves. They did not
notice him specially, however, little
dreaming that he knew anything of
Bunter's disappearance, The steward
was looking out of the cabin, and they
called to him.

¥ Been nothing of Bunter 7"

“No. Can't ba still running, I sup-
pose, sir ¥ said the steward. * Nearly
gt Rome by this time if he 18.”

The chums of the Remove made no
reply to that. They turned away and
walked back across the field.

The swarthy man with the ocurly
moustache detached himself from the
group of gazers and snuntered after
them. He seemed to be interested in
ﬂ';u travellors who had landed from the

Ana.

“Well, this beats Banagher!"
marked Bob Cherry.

“The beatfuiness of the esteemed
Banagher is terrific | agreed the Nabob
of Bhanipur.

“Tho howling ass ™ said Johnny Bull
“If he hadn't been in & blue funk about
nothing, he wouldn't have scottled off
at all1”

“Tut he ecan't have run far,” said
Harry. “Whatever happened to him
must have bappened guite close at
hand.”

“ But what 7" said Nugent.

“Tlessod if I can begin to guossl
Jarvish thinks he tmay have fallen into
bad hands, and it looks like if; some-
thing must bo keeping him away. Of
course, brigandz are a thing of the past,
but some raseal may have spotied his
moeney. Anyhow, we can't think of leav-
ing till he's found, zo we may as well
put in the day looking for him.”

“Might pick up some tracks™ sug-
gested Bob.  “We're jolly goed scouts,
and wo know the way he started.”

re-

“Might try, sayhow.”

The juniors knew that Bunter had run
across the fizld to the lane when ha flad.
So far they could follow. In the muddy,
dusty lane, cut up by cart-tracks, it was
not much use to_look for “sign.” Tha
juniors crossed ik, and tried the noxt
field. There was a fence, but thera wera
five or six gaps in it, by any one of
which Bunter might have gone on his
way—as, indeed, he had. )

““Hallo, hallo, hallo 1" exclaimed Bob
Cherry suddenly.

“ Found anything

The other fcllows ran up.

“ Look 1

In a muddy patch in the field, half-
way across fo the farther side, were
footprints. ‘The soft earth retained
quite clear ln‘ﬁlrcﬁﬁiﬁns. and from the
size, it was avident that the tracks were
not made by & man

“A boy—running I said Bob oraeu-
larly. .
“ How do you know he was running?”

asked Nugent.

“Listen to Sherlock Holmes!”
answered Bob. “Observe these tracks,
my dear Watson, and you will sce that
the tocs are more deoply marked than
tho heels. The weight was throwno
forward. I suppose nobody was Eip-
toning across this field in the rain
:,res.mrdz:iy. Somebody was running.”

“(ood egg! Let's geot onl!” said
FHarry.

The Famous Five pushed on across
the feld and stopped at a rough cart-
track that ran along the farther side.

On the other side was a wirs fence
which Bunter could hardly have crossed.
He must have stopped on the cart-track
and gone either to the right or the left.

“Hpre's his hoolprint ain I said

Tue Macuer LIBRARY.~—MNo. 1,387.
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Johnny Bull, “Leook! He must have
gone under that tree and leaned against
it 1"

“Jolly dangerous to stand under a

tree with lightning on!” remarked
Nugent.
“How do you koow he leaned on 367

f course, Bunler would lean on ampy-
thing; but bow do vou know he did?”
demanded Johnny,

“Brains, old chap!” answered Bob
cheerfully. ' Bunter was wearing a
tweed jacket—a grey tweed jacket—
yesterday afterncon.”

“What about iti”

£ Irﬂﬂ]{ 1!]

Bob picked a single thread of grey
from the rough bark of the tree. His
keen eyes had spotted it there. He held
it up for inspection.

“(rood scouting I said Harry, with a
nod of approval. "The fat ass stood
leaning on that tree, and that bit
rubbed off his tweeds. We know now
that he stopped heore”

The Greyfriars scouts were satisfied
on that peint. Bunter had reached that
big tres, about three hundred yards
from the landed plane, and stopped
there. DBut that discovery only made his
disappearance more puzziing. Why had
he gone on again? And where had he
goned?

The junlors scanned the cart-track.
There were plenity of signs of wheels

and horses’ hoofs to be seen. There
wera footprints alse, but none like
Bunter's. The absence of the fat
junior's tracks, however, beyond a

certain radins was a fairly certain indi-
cation that Bunter had not left the spot
on foobt, The Greyiriars seouts had
azceriained that much.

“Ha pot a lift there,™ szaid Havr
Wharton at last. “Some sort of i
vehicle must have paszed, and he got a
lift on it—what

* Looks like it,” agread Nugont.

Bob Cherry whistled.

“If the fat bounder got a lift and
barged in at a comfortabie shew, he
would gorge and go to sleep, and he
wouldn't be up vet,” ha said. “Ie
wouldn't waste & thought on us. Are

THE MAGNET

we worrying sbout the fat duffer while
he's snoring in bed all the time at soune
hotel a2 few miles awav @™

“Oh crtkey 1V

The Famous Five
another.

Knowing Billy Bunter as they did, it
was only tco probable. Now that it
seemed certain that he kad left the spot
in a vehicle, the matter was very much
altered. Tt would be exactly like Bonter
to have supper and go to bed i he
arrived at comfortable quarters, and
concern for his travelling companions
would eertainly not make him turn out
early in the morning.

Johnny Bull gave o grunt.

“Ten to one he's all right,” he said.
"T'm jolly well net geing to worry till

locked at one

I knew there's something to worry
about, anyhow,”
A swarthy Ttalian, with a curly

black moustache, wos loafing near at
hand, with black eyes watching the
juniors curiously.

He had followed them from the acro-
plane field. Harry Wharton noticed him
and crossed over to himm, The man
looked like other Italian peaszants, but
was rather better dressed than the
average " contadine.”

“Parlate Tnglese ¥ asked Harry.

The swarthy man smiled and showed
& gleam of white tecth.

“Bpeak one small Englizh, signore,™
he answered. * Il nome mio Tiriddu—
my name Tividda, You want guide—
yos? Good guide?”

“We're looking for a friend of ours
who has disappeared,” =aid Harry.
“Fle got into & cart of some kind on
the spot yesterday affernson.”

Tiriddu gave a sodden start, His
smiling face became dark and sus-
picious, and he eved the juniors fur-
tively.

“You sea?™ he asked.
signore go in a cart ¥

*“Oh, no! We weren't here,” said
Harry, surprised by the sudden change
in the man’s look. " But we know ﬁa
got a lift here”

“ How the signore know if signore no
sea I demanded Tiriddu,

“You sce the
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Thunder of engines, seream of tyres—the
erash of two-mile-a~-minute racing cars in
awe-inspiring collision | I
Read in MDE)

the world's most amazing motor-racing perils
—pye~-witness accounts of the thrills and
hair-breadth escapes at high speed ! See the
phﬂlns gathered from all parts of the world
of these death-defying contests.

There’s a thriil in every page of MODERN
BOY'S ANMNUAL—the book that tells the
U!};-fﬂ-dﬂtﬂ boy all the things he wants to know

out the latest wonders of the modern world.
Ripping long, complete stories, coloured
plates, and dozens of first-class illustrations,

" MODERN BOY’S ANNUAL

On Sale at all Newsagents and Booksellers « - & J”-

ERN BOY'S ANNUAL zbout

Harry Wharion smiled. The native
had been watching the scouts at work,
but evidently without understanding
what they were at.

“Well, we've found that oui,” =aid
Wharton. ™ Bunter—his naine 1s Bunter
~-left the aeroplane and came here, and
took o eart or carviaxe of some kind
vesterday afternoen. He drove away in
it, and has not come back. Look here,
we don't want a guide; but if you can
find out where he went, and bring us
news at the Osteria Aquila Nera, 1 will
give you a hundred lire””

“8i, signore! I go to look and fnd,”
said Tiriddu,

There was nothing mere to be dona,
and the juniors walked away towards
the osteria, the swarthy man standing
and staring after them, with the zame
darlk and suspicious loock on his facae.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh glanced
baclk at him, with a very thoughtful
axpression,

“ My esteomed chums,” murmnved the
Mabob of Bhanipor, “1 thinkiully opine
that Mister Tiriddu may know somes
thing of the esteemed Bunter. lic was
terrifically startled when the absurd
Wharton told him that we knew unter
had left that ridienlons spot in a cart.,”

“T noticed that,” said Harry. * Bag
if he'z the inan who gave Dunter a lift,
why shouldn™t bhe say so?

“The whylulness is preposterous.™

The juniors returncd to the osteria,
where they found that an officer of the
carsbinterl had arrived, and was in con-
sultation with Jarvish,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Beastly [or a Billionaire !
6 L;‘h COLAZIONE 1™ zaid the bull-

nocked man,
knew  that

Billy Bunter
“eolazione ¥  was breakfast,
At least,

aid he brightenced up a little.
the heasts weren't going to let him
sinrve,

The Groviriars billionaire was having
a horrid time. £

He bhad slept on a heap of sacks in
the cellar, “ortunately, Dunter could
sleep anywhere.

Bloeping in his elothes, on a heap of
sacks, was rather a change for the fat
hillionaire.  Still, Bunter managed to
put in a solid ten hours

He was still asleep when the door
opencd and light ghiinmered m. It was
a dim light, fer the Lt had only one
small window, and that was covered by
a raggoed curtamn.

A push from Giacome's fook awakened
Lim, and he sat up, and blinked dismally
at the bull-necked man, till the magio
word colazione revived him,

“(h, good ! said Bunter,

There scemed no facilitiea at
Giacoma's solitary hut for a morning
wash, Jet alone a bath. But that did not
worry Dunter. : :

The amount of washing that Billy
Bunter could do without was cnormous.
At Greviriars Bchool he was aceustomed
to culting it down to the very minimum.
Bo it did not werry him a lot to cuat it
down {o vamshing pomt.

Breakfast was the thing!

Ha rclled out of tha ccllar into the
hut, and sat down at the table. Break.
fost consistod of macareoni, and thera
was some rather moddy eoffee. Hust
DBunler was too Langry to be very paps
triealar.  lle seolfed the macaronm at a
great rate. It was filling, and probably
1t did Buoter wo harm to miss lus uzual
cargo of eops, bacon, kidneys, tomaloes,
marmalade, volls, and other comestilles,

He [olt nf{lrin!f::“y betier when he had
fimishodd,

tiiacomo watched him eat, with a
widening grin, perhaps wonderiug

1,1'1




whera the Bignora Inglese packed away
all that macaroni,

After breakfast, Bunter was in dread
of beinp pushed back inte the cellar,
The hut, dirty and dingy as it was,
was rather better than bis late quarters,
But Giacomo allowed him to remain
whera he was,

Beveral times the bull-necked man
went to the door, half-cpened if, and
Beered out into the surrcunding wood.

unter, blinking past lom, had a
glimpse of endless  bew dering  trees
glimmering in the morning sunshine.

“1 zay, lock here, Jackeymo!™ =aid
Buonter at last. “I can't stay here, you
know. Look here! You take me back
to my friends, and I'll give you a
hundred ponnds.®

Giacomo looked at him,

“Non parlo Inglese!™ he answered.

“You eilly, 1gnorant beast of &
forcigner ! said PBunter, finding com-
fort in telling the bull-necked man what
he thought of him, & zafe proceeding,
as Giacomo did not understand English.
“I've o jolly pood mind to dot you in

the eye, you black-jowled, ugly
monkey.

“Il signore dice?”

" qu mug ! said Bunter. “Ugly
brute! Dirty foreigner! Why don’t

you get a wash sometimes? I'll stand
you & bar of soap! You need it”

Giacomo shook his head. Probably
it waa fortunate for Bunter that he did
not understand.

“Beast 1 said Bunter,

"Come [” cjaculated Glacomo.

" Beast 1" eard Bunter, .

Giacomo's deep-set eyezs glittered.
He did not understand English, but
that word was sufficiently like the
Italian “bestia ™ to give him & clue to
Bunter's meaning. :
_He made a stride towards the fat bil-
lionaire, and took hold of a podgy
ear, in & dirty but very muscular finger
and_thumb.

“Yarooooh!” roared Bunter, "Ow!
Wow! I wasn't calling you a beast!
Wow! I thought you didn't under-
Et&nfilf you rotter: Wow!l Leggpo!

w

*Non
Giacomo, .

Bunter rubbed his ear when Glacomo
et go, and scowled. He did not tell
the bull-necked man any more what he
thought of him. It did not seem so
safe as Bunter had supposed.

It was o dismal meorning for the fat
billionaire. Giacomo seemed restless.
MNeo doubt he had business out of doors
in the ordinary way, but did not feel
disposed to leave the prisoner un-
guarded. Ha smoked incessant cigars,
clonding the hut with smoke, and
making Bunter cough, and every half-
hour or so went to the door and stared
out into the wood.

Bunter could guess, easily enough, that
he was waiting for his confederate to
come | Having captured the
“ricco signore,” no doubt the two rascals
wanted to learn more about him, and
especially what eteps were being taken
by his friends.

In that lonely hut, hidden away in the
wood on the hillside, they had Bumnter
safe enough; but a “ricco Signora
Inglese * could not ditappear without a
search to follow, in which the cara.
binleri wera sure to be called .
Giacomo waa an old man, old enough to
remember tha glorious days of
brigandage, when captives could be car-
ried off to the hills and held for ransom,
and an ear or a finger could be eent to
their friends as a reminder that pay-
ment was due.

But Italy had changed a great deal
during Giacomo’s lifetime, and the
“good old times" wers gone for pood.

parlate piu!” grinned
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Especially since that emergetic gentle-
man, 2ignor Musselini, had turned up,
this sort of game was more risky than
evoer before.  Under the rule of the
Duee, cnterprising men with brigandish
tendencies Lad to walk very warily.
Bunter could ses that [{iammc- was

anxious, which was & little comiort
to tum.

Noon came, and another meal of
macaroni. Afler which Bunter leaned

back against the wall and went to sleep.

But even DBunter did not zlecp so
soundly 28 usual in hiz strange and
alarming surroundinge.  [le awakened
at a sound of voices.

A blink through his big spectacles
showed him '].‘Iridﬁu sitting on the bench
talking to the bull-necked man,

Tiriddu, as he talked, was twisting his
eurly moustache, which appeared to
have been newly greased. He was
drezsed 1n different clothes, of a much
better fit and guality than those Bunter
had seen him in the day before.

He still wore & wide-brimmed black
felt hat, but it was & new one, and had
& band of gold filigree round it. His

I

boots the day before had been extremely
down at heel; now he had a vew pair of
very handsomeo ones, brightly polished.
There was s red silk sash round his
waist, evidently also new. In fact, the
voung man had quite & dandified look,

Apparently he had elready spent some
of his plunder on personal decoration.
As he sat on the bench, twisting his curly
moustache, he stretched one leg across
the table, and his glance fell on it
admiringly, with an almost infantile
satisfaction in his new velvet trousers
and new boots.

“Hilly ass!™ murmured Bunter; but
he was carcful not to murmur aloud,

“Tutto stcuro ! Tiriddo was saying
as Bunter woke up *Tuttol Tutto!

Bunter knew that that meant “all
safe.” ]

There was a large box of cigars and
several bottles of wine on the table,
Tiriddu, clearly, had brought them to
console Giacomo in his rather wesry task
of acting as gacler. 'The bull-necked
rufisn was already sampling one of the
bottles.

(Continued on next pagt.)

SEPTEMBER’S STORIES.

This Month in the Librarles,

ERE'S o tip for the holidaysl
H Travel with the cheery chums
of Greyfriars on the holiday
trail and share with them their
rollicking and exciting advenfurcs.
Even if you've had your annual holidays
ou can still join uE to-day with Harry
{'I’Imrl:ﬂﬁ. & Co by asking for the
SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY, No
227, “THE TRAIL OF THE 'i‘RIE_CE b
a sparkling book-length yarn by Frank
Richards.

And if that’s not enough, what about
gailing with Tom Merry & Co. of Bt
Jim's on a grand holiday trip afloat?
Where T'om Merry is, you are sure of
fun and adventure, and it's all yours
if you get Bartin Clifford’s latest—
“BEVEN BOYS IN A BOAT!I® It s
SCHOOLBOYS OWXN LIBRARY, No.
228.

Cloncrete Charlie they called him, in
the football word, for obvious reasens,
He inherifed a :&E\:‘ﬁ!iﬂt football club,
but couldn’t get money to run the show
until he met Waldo, the Wonder Man,
an adventurer who took money from
highly placed swindlers fo give to their
victims, And that was the start of ad-
ventures of perils that will thrill you,
for Walde's biggest enemy hn¥penﬂd to
ba Charlie’s, as well. Read all about it
in BOYS' FRIEND LIBERARY. No. 445,
“WALDO'S WONDER TEAM!” by
Edwy Searles Brooks.

There are no characters moro famous
in boys' fiction to-day than Captain
Justice, the skipper with a price on his
head, and his companions, Dr, 0"Malley,
Len Connor, and young Midge, And
here's another rousing yarn of their
exploits— THE OCEAN OUTLAW 1”
by Murray Roberts. It 13 BOYSE
FRIEND LIBRARY, No. 446,

The *“8t. FRANK'S CASTAWAYS I™
by Edwy Searles Brooks, is a thrilling
holiday yarn of the boys of St Frank's,
with Nipper & Co. well to the fore. 1f
qou read last month's 38 Frank's story,
“The Kidpapped Remove " you'll have
to read this one. Lven if vou didn’k,
you'll find “8t. FRANK'S CAST-
AWAYS!” is a winner. Note the
number—BOYS' FRIEND LIBRARY,
No. 447.

And who likes vorns of the Spanish
Meuin, pirates, hidden treasure, and the

sea? “WHO BAILS WITH
ME?"” by Maurice Eversrd, will more
than fill the bill. This rattling Bne
g&ar}:: qéa BOYS FRIEND LIBRARY,
i, .

A man once called at Scotland Yard
and asked for police protection. To
lock at, he was amazingly like Sexton
Blake, the famous detective, only he
was plainly in fear of something, or
somebody. His story sounded wild and
incrodible, but the police agreed to help
him, Then, as he left the famous
building, a car shot past, thers was the
rat-tat of & machine-gun, and he fell
dend ! And that is how the thrilling
story by popular John G. Brandon,
featuring R. 8. V, Purvale, adventurer,
begins. Read it in S8EXTON ELAEKE
LIBRARY, No, 445 — “UNDER
POLICE PROTECTION ¥ i

Everyona likes a story of haﬂ!::;g

mystery and clever detective work, &
s book is “THE BRITISH MUSEUM
MYSTERY I” by Warwick Jardine. It
is BEXTON BLAKE LIBRARY, No.
446, A man is murdered in the museum
itself, and a mummified head is stolen.
The oxploits of a cu:mm? crook make
rbsorbing reading for all loveras of first-
rate detective fiction.

For an exciting book of sdventure
and sinister plotting you will have to
search far to beat Anthony Skene's
latest novel, “THE RIVERSIDE
CLUB MURDER I'" This is Ne. 47 in
tha SEXTON EBLAKE LIBRARY,
while No. 448 in the same series, 1s
Mr. Pierre Quiroule's sensational drama
of international intrigue, introducing
Granite Grant and Mlle. Julie, of the
Secret Serviee. It is entitled, “THRE
RED DOMINO ¥

rollin

No. 5 of this month's issua of
fascinating thrill-stories in the
THRILLER LIBRARY 1= “THE
HUNCHBACK OF - HATTON

GARDEN 7 by G. M. Bowman. Here
is o story that will intrigue and thrill
vou with the twists and developments
of & plot from which you cannot tear
vourself nway,

No. 6 of the THRILLER LIBRARY
it equally excellent—an excibing snd
challenging picecs of delective hetion,
thrilling in action and boffling in
mystery., Make a note of the title—
‘l'iiI'IHE MIDNIGHT MAIL!™ by IHenry

olt.

{All these wvolumes are NOW ON
SALE. Prico 4d. each.)
Tue Macser Lapanz.—No. 1,387.
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They talked in rapid Italian, tnking
vo notice of the fat prizoner. Here an
there Bunter caught a word that he
understood. “Clarabinieri ™ occcurred
several times, and Buonter knew that a
carabinierli was a8 countrv policeman in
Itelv, The words “1 ragazzi "=—boys—
evidently referred to Harry Wharton &
Co. “Bervitore ® was probably a refer-
enca to Jarvish.

At length Tiriddwu turned to Bunter.

“You want to go {rom a place” he
atked, in his imperfect Knglizh,

“Yes, rather !” said Bunter eagerly.

“You payv—maolto—much "

“Yes! Oh, ves!™

Tiriddu nodded and grinned.

“Quanto—how much you pay®” he
asked,

“ & thousand loers—T mean, live IV

Tiriddu langhed.

“You make one joke, non e vero!"” he
asked. “You are one ricco signore—
richissimo—yes! You pay lerge snms.
Ten thousand of Engleesh pounds ™

“0Oh crikev ! gasped Bunter.

“You pay 7" mﬁiu Tiriddu, shiding his
hand towards a pocket.

Bunter guessed what was in  that
pocket, and answered in a great hurry:

“¥es! Oh, ves! Anything you like!
'ank here ! Yoy toke me back to my
friends, and I'll pay you anylhing you
like Word of honour !

Tiriddu laughed again.
likely to trust his prisoner
extent,

“¥ou write!” ha said. “Una lettera
—a letter ! Llinchiostro—la carta ™ he
added, taking a bottle of ink and a
packet of notepaper from a pocket,
"Tna penna—yes ! You write”

Bunter sat at the table, and took the
pen. He dipped the " penng ¥ mlo the
“inchiostro, and blinked at Tiriddu
through his big spectacles.  Billy Bunter
was  coertainly  the  meost  amenable

rizoner that could have fallem iunto
Erig‘andish hands! He was ready to
agree to anything, and to write any-
thing, for the barest chance of getting

He was not
to that

FWAY,

“Your friends—they have much
money 7" ashed Tiriddu.

Bunter smffed.

“MNo fear! Jarvish will pay  the

money, if vou let me gol”

“Jarvisi ! Che cosa e!”

“My servant—il mio
tore!” explained Bunter.

“5, 51! I see him, shiny-face, at
Nsteria Aquila Nera, with vour friends.
Yes! He have money to pay?”

“Yes, that's all right! He will pay
anything 1 fell him"” =qd  DBuntern.
“But look here, you lot me go——"'

“*Pay ten thowzand Engleesh pound,”™
said Tirwldu, “then vou go—frea as
one bird in & air! You trost me!”

“That's all very well, but—*

“XNo pay—IJa morte!” zaid Tirtddy,
touching the pocket where he kept the
sheath-knife,

Bunter <huddered,

ALl vight! T'H write anvibiog vou
likel Oh lor' 1 SRR

Tha writing of that leticr was rather
8 lengihy business. Several copies had
to be written before Tiriddu was satis.
fied. ~ His acquaintance with {he
English lﬂ.nguaﬁﬁ was limited, and he
had to be careful that Bunter waz not
giving some scoret clue to his place of
mprisonment.

ut he was satizfied at lazt, and Le
left with Bunier's letter in his pocket,
addressed to James Jarvish at  the
Osteria  Aauila Nera, and stamped.
That letter was going through the post,
and Billy Bunter, in a dismal mood,
had to settle down to wait in the lonely
hut of the charcoal-burner till it
reached Jarvish, and hiz valet tonk the
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And as thers
but macaront to
prozpect for tha

NOCCRERIY IIeasures.
seemed to be nothin
eat, it waz an awfu
Greyiriars billionaire.

THE EIGHTH CHATFTER.
The Letter from Bunter!

i A posta!” said Bignor Piran-
L delli, the landlord of the
Osterin Aguila Nera.

The day had passed, and
the ni?ht. without news of Bunter. It
was the following maorning, and the
chums of the Eemove had finished
hreakfast, when the postman came into
the osteria,

The postman was a rather infrequent
caller at the wawside inm. He had
only one letter to deliver there, and
Signor Pirandelli took it from him and
ﬁﬂm? towards the juniors with it in his

anl.

“I1 Bignor Jarvish non e qui!™ he
=q1d,

“No, he's pot here,” said Harry
Wharton, catching the innkeeper's
meaning. “Is that letter for Jarvish "

81, Ei, stpnoral’’

Pirazndelli hold up the letter., Thera
was a general éxclamation of astonish-
mient from the Famous Five.

It was odd ecnough for the valet to
reconve a letter there at all. And 3t
was Billy Bunter's sprawling hend in
which the address was writton !

The juniors stared at it blankly.

“That's Bunter's fist!™ yelled Boh,

“Av only hat!™

“Alive, at any rafe!™ said Nugent.

“Dut what' the thump!  exclaimied
Jobomy  Bull, “Ts that fat demmy
putling up somewhere, and writing to
s man throngh the post*'

" Blessed i I can make it out”

The mystery had to remain uncluc-
idated till Jarvish eame in. Harry
Wharton & Co. waited impatiently for
him. It was unmistakably Bunter's
handwriting on the envelope, and the
postmark woz Perni, a town cight or
nine miles away. What it conld mean
they could not begin to guess.

arvish came in an hour or =o later,
looking tired and troubled. There was
no doubt that the valet was taking his
miaster's disappearance very seriously.
Heveral of the carabinieri had taken
un (he search for the miszing hilliocnaire,
Lut they had made no discovery so far,
Neither had the man with the curly
moustache brought any news,

“Halle, halle, halla!® roared Bob
Cherry, as Bunter’s man came up to
the inn.  “Letter for you, Jarvish,
fram Bunter'

“What?'' gasped Jarvish.

Pirandelli handed ovoer the letter,
Jarvish stared at iz in utter astonish-
ment.  COhviensly he knew no more than
the juniors what it could pessibly mean.

He opened it hurriedly,

The expression on his {ace was ex-
troordinary as he read it! Harry
YWharton & Co. walched him eagerly.

“Well, what's the news?" demanded
Dol

Jarvizsh gave & gasp.

“As I feared. sir, mv master
fallen iuto lawless hands,”  he
“Please road the letter

He handed it over, and the IMamous
Five read ic together. It ran:

has
said.

“ Deer Jarvish,—I am & prissoner
and the man wants ten  thousand
pounds to let me go.

"Pay it at wunoe.

“"You are to get it in Itallian
munny, in noats of one hundred
lerray. He wont take bigger noats.

“Aake the munny up inte a bundel,

end put it in the hollow tree tho

cross on the Via Bianca. I doant

kno where that is, but vou must find

o,

. " Keep it seeret, and be quick ashout

it, as my life is in dedly danger.
“W. . Bunten”

“Well, my only summer chapeau ™
said Bob Cherry, with a deep breath.
“Brigands ain't out of date in Itely
after all! Somchody's got hold o
Bunter, and is holding him to ransom.”

“Ten thousand pounds[* said Johnny
Bull. “The sportsman seems to value
Bunter at a high figure.*

“0Of course, he found a lot of money
on him," said Nugent. “Hg must have
made a fortune out of Buntor already
from what he found in his pockets,
And that's made him greedy.”

“"The greedfulness 15 torrific!™
marked Hurrce Jamset Bam Singh,

“Well, thank goodness nothing woree
has happencd to him'" said Harry
Wltmﬂtmx. “*He's alive and well, at any
rate.

“What are you going to do, Jarvish 1
asked Bob, AR

“I can hardly say!" said Jarvish,
evidently much worried. “I am gquite
sure that my master would approve of
handing over even such a large sum to
obtain his hiberty and safety. But—"

“But can you get hold of so much
meoney ! asked Harry, with a very
curions look at Bunter's valet,

The source of Bunter's new and tre-
mendous wealth was still a mystery to
the Famous Five, They knew that
Jarvish had something to do with it,
though what, they could not say. Ten
thousand pounds was an cnormous sum
for a mansertant to fnd.

“I could obtain the money, sir 1" said
Jarvish, with a faint smile. My
master i kind cnough to leave the
handling of hiz funds te me. And I
have no doubt that he would approve.
But—I fear that if such a sum is paid
over, without & guarantee that Master
William will be set free, it may lead to
nothing but further dewnands.”

“Jolly eertain, I should think,” said
Harry. “If the rascal can get hold of
ten thousand pounds, E-I;r'n[}]g:!.l' for the
trouble of making Bunter write a lotter,
he's not likely to let him go in 2 hurry,™

HNo fear!™ said Bob Cherry, shaking
hiz head. *“Paying the money won't
get uz any forrarder, Jarvish. Why
if the brute, whoever he 15, got hold of
such a sum as that, he would ask twice
a3 much nmoxt time, aml then throo
tuncs as much., But he jolly well
wouldn't et go the goose that laid the
golden epes.”™

Jarvish nodded.,

“I am afraid that that is certain, sizl
The rascal was probably dazzled hy the
amount of meoney he found on Master
William, and he fancies that he can be
as exorbitant as he chooses. It would
take szome time to obtain such a sum
in notes of small denemination, and the
razenl iz too cunning to risk being paid
in large notes. Now that we know that
Master William 13 alive and a prisoner
not very far away, possibly the cara-
binteri may be able to find him.*

Jarvizh hesitated.

“Av master tells me to keep the
matter a secre:,’ he sawd. “Dut in the
cirenmetansas—"

“In the cireumslances, the police are
the best people te deal with i, said
Harry Wharton.

“Yet—if his life should be
peril—"" mutterad Jarvish uncasily.

The juniprs lcoked at him, and logked
at one another. 'They were sure, or
almast sure, that Jarvish had betrayed
Bunter into the hands of Tiger Bronx
at Vonice. And in the gangster’s

Ii=
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Jarvish was walking along slowly, his head bent in thought, when a car on the road suddenly braked, and 8 nasal volee halled
him. **Say,be | Bunter’s valet spun round, with a startled gasp, to stare at the long-limbed gangster in the car. ** Freeze
on fo that spot ! " said Bronx, grinning, as Jarvish made a motion.

hands Bunter bad certainly been in
danger.

et it was clear that he was deeply
concerned at the idea of Bunter being
in danger from ano Italian bandit. It

was very perplexing,

*“Tho carabinieri might keep a wateh
on the place where the money is to be
left!"" suggested Johnny Bull. A
dummy bundle might he put there, and
the ropue snaflled when he came for
lu.ll

“I fear, sir, that the rascal will be
rather too wary to bo caught in so casy
a trap,” said Jarvish,

Ho shook lus head.

“I shell have to consider what to
do,” he said st last. "It is a
very difficult matter to decide. I would
gladly pay over the money to ses my
master safe and sound. I’ossibly I may
be =sble to get into touch with the
bandit by leaving a note in the place
menticned, and make terms with him.
I ghall have to think it out.”

James Jarvish put the lefter In his
pocket and walked slowly away, Lis
sleek face lined with thought.

“I've given up trying to understand
that man!” said Harry. *After his
trickery &t Venice, this beatz mea
heollow!l He's as keen as we are on
etting Bunter back safe; and yet I
eel certain that he would belray him
to Bronx apgain if he had a chance.
It's o giddy mystery.”

" Dents me hollow 1” said Bob.

“The hollowfulness is terrific]”

" Anvhow, we know that Bunter's a
risoner soteewhero, and he can't be
ar away,” sald Nugent. *Wa can jolly
woll root over the whole place tﬂ[] W
fnd him. Poor old Bunter!” )

“Tha fat dummf acked for bl
grunted Johnny Dall.

" Let's hunt for him, all the same.”

And the Famous Five started out
egain for apother day's hunt {or
Bunter.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bronx Blows In!

digr 'L tell a man
E “Tiger ¥ Bronx uttered that
sudden ejsculation,

Sitting at the wheel of a car,
the American gangster was driving at
a moderate pace a.icmﬁ sunny, dusiy
roads, under 8 blazing Italian sun.

As he drove, his eyes gleamed to right
end left of the road, scanning the
countryside in keen search.

Suddenly he half-rose in his seat pnd
stared across the brown, sun-scorched
fields at a prominent object that was
putlined against the sky.

It was & larga aeroplane, landed in
g field. . ; ]

The pangster's ayes gleamad.

“T'Il tell the world [¥ he exclaimed.
“I'll gay that that's the shebanpg 1
wanf, and if this ain't the opossumn’s
evelids, I should eure smilet”

ITe drova on, turning from the road
and winding chrough lanes to approach
the feld where the acroplane lay. He
grinned over the wheel ut the sight of
g shortish, plumpish figure walking
under the trees ahead of him,

If he hiad doubted whelber the landed
lane waz tha Kingfisher, he would
ave doubted no longer when he saw
James Jarvish in the road.

Jarvizh was wafl}-;in;i:
hands clasped belind hie
head bent in thought.
eny head of the sound
road, overtaking him.

slowly, his
1, his sleelk
Ile did not take
of A car on the

But he {ook

heed, quite suddenly, when the car
braked and a nasal volece hatled Lim:

“Bay, bot*

Bunter's valet spun round with =
startled gasp. Ile stared at the lean,
long-limbed gangster in the car.

Bronx grinned st him.

“Freezo on to Lhat spot 1™ ho said, as
Jarvish made & motion. “I got some-
thing here that will stop you in one weg
of an opossum’s tail if you try to beat
it, you big stiff "

Jarvish controlled himself and stood
still. Although, by the extraordinarv
measures e had taken, he had shifted
the gnnﬁs._ter'a deadly pursuit from him-
self to Billy Bunter, e had never lost
hiz fear of the desperado from Chicago.

The sleck man was no hero, and the
knowledge that Bronx * packed a gun”
and was reckless enough to use it made
him wriggle with uneasiness 1o the
gangster's presence.

But he pulled himself together and
answered, with soina calmness:

“8o you've turned up, Mr. Bronx!”

“You snid it 1 grinned Bronx. “*You
lighted out of Venice like you was sent

for in that pesky plane; but I guess
Tiger Bronx ain't no guy to get lefbl
Nope—not so's you'd motice 1! I'll

say I've been after that plane, and when
1 pet wise to it that a big plane had
had a forced landing in these parts, I
allowed 1'd como and give it the onece-
over. I'll say TI'm glad to meet up with
vau, Jitnmy Jarvish, Pon’t go. I'm too
fond of von to part wilh you yeb."

Ho had shut off the engine, and hLis
hand was under his loose Iounge jacket,
resting  an zemethinge  at his  Lap.
Jarvizh Loew whab 16 was.

“There are very sovere laws in {his
(Condinued on page 10.)
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country, Mr. Bronx, against the carry-

ing of deadly weapons,” he =said.
“Much mora severs then in your own
country, and even than in England.”

“I guess that don't worry me a lot,”

said  Bronx, shrugging his  lean
shoulders. “Can 1t, Jarvish. on
know why I'm  hero. 1 want
that fat gink, Bunter. You're

Eping' to tell me where to put salt on
s toal. You don't want to hear this
leetls 5ix+fun talk from my pocket, I
guess,  All the laws of Jtaly won't help
you a lot if you do. Where's Bunter ¥

Jarvish smiled.

“I wizh I knew,” he answercd.

“¥ou left him around and loat him "
jeered Bronx.

“He has lozt himself,” answered
Jarvish. “This is the third day tliak he
has besn searched for unsunceessfully.”™

*T should smile !* ;

“It i3 true” sald Jarvish gquietl,
“The fot fool—to you, Dronx, I may
speak of him as I think—ihe fat fool has
been showing off his money to some
lawless native of these perts, and the
man has collared him, and i1s tiying to
hold him (o ronsom.”

" Search me " ejaculated Bronx. “I'Nl
gay I figured that Italinn brigandes was
as deed az Abraham Lincoln.”

“No doubt. PBut the sight of thao
young fool’s money has put him in
danger. I hardly imagine that there
are any brigands about, but seme law-
less character has got hold of him, and
is trying on the game. If vou don't
believe me——-"

“Not a whole heap,” sneered Bronx.

* Lool 1*

dJarvish drew Buonter's letter from his
pocket and handed it to the gangster.

The man from Chicago toole if, and
read it, and gave a whistle of sheer
astonishment.

YCarry me home to die!™ he ejacu-
Iated.

“If you can find Mastor William T
shall be very much obliged to you,” said
Jorvish, “1 have been leaving no stone
unturned. T have bhardly closcd my
eyes since he disappeared. IHalf a doren
carabinieri are engaged in the search,
ns well as & score of peasants, for the
reward I have offered for news of him.™

Bronx Ioocked at him.

“Yep! I'll say you don’t want lum
fixed by a dagol” le said savagely.
“I guess I'm wise to pour game, Jimmy
Jarvish]l ¥You figure thet you saved
vour sneaking skin by handing over the
Bhook billions to that fat pgink. If
ke was knifed by a dago youd he
whera von was before”

Jarvish made no answer.

“You ain't aiming at that,” said
Dronx. " Not you, you double-crossing
geck ! Von've sign-n-e:l away the dust for
that fat gink's lifetime, and if & dago
washed Ly out it would ecome back to
voi. And I reckon you wenldue't live
long to enjoy it with Tiger Brenx
cavorting avound, If he's fixed, vou
want L to be fixed by me. Il tell 2
man 1"

T assure rou—="
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“Can itl” prowled Bronx.
figure that I ain't wise to your game.
Quit chewing the rag "

He bent hiz brows over
latter. in ' silence,
him,

Bunter's
Jarvish, watched
The gangster's keen aves read all

that the letter ecould tell him..

“Noo paper from the stationer’s, and

; ernil I guess the guy that's

got him bought this paper special for

the letter to be written, and took it

along to town to post. He wazn't
iving you any clues ha eould help.
ou ain’t got a line on him.”

“1 have no idea—"

“How did the fat gink disappear in
the first place?™ snapped Bronx.

Jarvish  told him. Bronx listenecd
attentively.

Whether his suspicion of the wvalet's
motives was correct or not, it was clear
that Jarvish had no objection to the
gangster finding Bunter if he conld, He
was giving him every help in his power,
at all evenis,

“The all-fired Ija_',-' " growled Bronx.
*Waal, I guess ho ain’t fur of ! He
met up with some guy who cinched ham
—and I reckon that means that it was
ong of those locel dapgos. Brigands'
laira in the mountaina i3 ancient history.
I guess there ain’t any left, except on
the pictures. The guy's got him parked
it some dive round about this pesky
spof. D'lI tell a man! I guess if your
policeman looked into ail the hovels for
tive miles round they'd pick up that fat
guy all QK.

Jarvish nodded.

“I guess I'm the hombre that's Eﬁillg‘
to pick him up,” added Bronx. * You
ain't got any objection, Junmny Jarvish.
I reckon I spotted your game when vou
let the fat gink coine on the felucea in
the lagoon at Venics, ¥ou sure want
me to rope him in. It suits your book.
I guess it switz mine, too, you double-
crossing lobo-wolf ! You can beat ity

“Thank von,” said Jarvieh smoothly.
i | BIM Yery clad to have met you, Mr,

TOME.
~ "Aw, can it!" snapped the gangster
in disgust. “Git1”

And Mr, Jarvish “got.”

Bronx starcd after him, with a dark
brow, till he disappeared in the direc-
tion of the Osteria Acguila Ners.

Ho had retained possession  of
Bunter's letter; and now he scanned it
again, with keen, searching eyes.

But there was nothing more that he
could learn from it: and ha gave =
grunt, and erumpled it into his pocket.

Mr. Bronx did not seem in a good
temper.

He had picked up the trail of the
ﬁrg;lpfri_ars billionaire  again, after
losing it for days; only to find himself
up agammst o new and guite unexpected
dilfieuly,

Before he could carry out his own
?hnﬂ rr:gur-r.im[l]y Bunter the Billionaire,
ta had to gpet him out of the hands of
the “dago * who had *cinched ** him !

The fivst step was to locato the pre-
ciso spot whera the fat billionaire had
been  #einched :  whieh  obviously
could not he very far away from the
acroplane finld.

After some thought, Bronx backed his
car off the road; and leaving it, walked
in the direction of the ficld where the
landed Kingfisher lay.

He was about to turn off the read,
info the lane that ran by the field, whon
he stopped suddenly and backed.

Seratod on the grassy bank Ly the Iane
iicler the shade of o ifree, were five
fellows whom e knew very well,

Bronx had almosl forgotten the oxist-
eiece of the Famous Five of Gireyfriars.
Now he was remindoed of e,

After what had happened at Venlee,
the pangster would lLave Dbeea gquite

i

“You

pleased to “soak " those cheery juniors,
aa he would have expressed it, But
some painful expericnces had taught
him that he was more likely to get than
to give the “eoaking ™ if he tackled
them in a buoch.

He came to s halt, undecided how to
act for the moment. The chums of the
Remove were talking, and their voices
renched him through the trees,

And as ho caught their words, Tiger
Dronx seemed to decide suddenly what
he was going to do. He stepped quiet]
inte the field from the road, ang wit
the stealthiness of a ¢at, approached
behind  the trees under which the
juniors were scated. Hidden from
sight, his presence quito nnsuspected b
the I'amous Five, Tiger Bronxz listene
--ywith all his ears!

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Clua!

ARRY WHARTON & (0. had
had rather a tiring day.
How many miles they had
coverad, trampi up and
down the conntry in thanﬁhm of the
sun, they did not know; it felt rather
like hundreds. It was impossible to
leave the z_pl:avwzc. {ill the missing billion-
eire was found; and hardly possible to
settla down and do nothing while
was missing. Yet it seemed fotile
enough to hunt for him; and they had
certainly had no luck. Now they ware
taking a well-earned rest, till it was
time for “pranze * at the osteria,
Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh  was
thoughtful and silent; heo had been
locking very thoughtful all day.

“My esteemed chums,”™ said the
Nabob of Bhanipur, breaking the silence
at last, *I have been thinkfully reflect-
g, and it appears to my absurd mind
that I have hit vpon & preposterous
possibility.”

“Go i, Inky ! said Bob Cherry. 1
can see that you've got something in
your old black noddle™

“That esteemed dago wo met yesters
day morning, whose absurd name was
Tiriddu, offored his ridiculous services
EF; algmdu." snid Hurrco Jamset Ram

ingh.

“What's the good of a guide?” asked
Johnny Bull. *The mmﬂ; can't guide
us to Bunier, T suppose.”

“That is what I thinkfullv opina!”
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh quietly,
“You will remember how nxtremt‘.fulﬁi'
startled he looked when he waz told
that we knew that the absurd Bunter
had gone in o cart.™

“They're not up 1o our_ scouting,"
said Idob, with a grin. “I darc say he
wondered how on carth wo Lknew so
much. ™

“Quitefully so; but he was not mﬂﬁ
surprised—it occeurrcd te my absur
mind that he was elarmed and also
suspicious.™

" That struck me, too,” said Harry,
with a nod. *1 wondered if he Lknew
anything about Bunter.”

“Can't be the man who gave him a
lift, or he wouwld have mughﬂd it up,
when vou offered him s hundred live
for information,” =aid Jolnoy DBull.

~ "Unless," said the nabob quietly, “lhe
15 alse the man who snaffled the
Ettt:r-UTlﬁ:l and ridicalous Bunter,”

1!

“"J'’he idiotic Bunter must liave got a
lift in some passing vehicle,” went on
Hurree Jamset Rain Singh,  “ Nither
he was landed somewlicre where he was
snalfled, or the man who gave him e
e snaffled him.  And if it was the
stecmed Tiridde, that would account



for lLiz keeping an absurd eye on us
yesterday, and i:rnkin so slartled when
we told him that we knew that Bunter
had been taken away in s cart.”
Harry Wharton nodded slowly.

A vague idea of the same sort had
been in his own mind.

“But that man Tiriddu can’t be a
jolly old brigand,” said Johnny Eall
“I've seen him sbout twa or three fimes
—he comes into the Osteria Aguila Nera
for drinks."

LThe nabob smiled. .

“Thers are no brigands in Italy in
these eosteemed days,” he answered.
“But there are lawless characters, as in
all absurd countries.’”

“"That's it 1" zaid Harry. “The pro-
fessional brigand is dead and dono with
—but thero are some amateurs about.
Whoever got in touch with Bunter was
tempted by the fat duffer's stack of
money, and thought he was on to a good
thing. 80 he's playing brigand on
Bunter's account.”
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“Bpecial performance, positively [or
one oceasion only ' grinued Bob Cherry.

Hoarry Wharton laughaed. .

“Something like that, most likely,”
he said. ' Probably he's a chap who
would have been a brigand in the old
days, and has a sort of taste for if.
Even in England a fellow can’t wander
about safely with a thousand pounds
his pockets.”

““That's =0 !"* agreed Nugent.

“lg-morrow,” said Hurres Jamesed
Singh, “supposs we cogage the esteciied
Tividda as a guide—>"

“0Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Johnny
Bull. “If he's got Bunter parked some-
where, he won't guide ws in that
direction.”

“ Hardly 1 grinned Tgh,

“No fear [ chuckled Nugent.

" The no-fearfulness is presposterous IV
agpreed the nabob.  “Tut we can heep
an absurd eye on Mister Tiriddu, and
perhapsfully diseover if he knows any-
thing of the absurd Bunter. And if we
find out that he does, we can take him

———

What Y Lineaman " docan’ know abowut ' foofer ' isn’t worth knowing.

Hombard him with any ticklish Boccer
Addreas your lettersg: * Linésman,” ¢fo The MAGNET, The

solve ‘em!

robloms you like—he’s willing to

Flestway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.G.4.

the goalleeepers of football @ at

least, thoro will ba if the experi-

ment now heing made by the
Wanchester United Club proves suecesslul,
mnil is copied by others. ¥ expeet you
have noticed that, even on your own
pitches, the grass seon gela worn  ofl
near tho goal, and that when the rain comes
thera i3 much mud for the goallesper
to flounder in.

Well, the Manchester Unitcd manager
has noticed this, too, and an experi-
ment is being maode this season with shals
to the width of ahout lour [eet, acvoss
the spaco where the goalkeeper doea his
job of work. This i3 expected to give
the custodian & sure foothold in all soris
of wonther. Ifthe ideaia generally adopted
wo shall no longer sce goathkeepers almost
literclly stuck in the mud, and unable
to get to shoty which they could reach
were the ground dry,

A Macxer reader, who haz noticod
thia Manchester United experimnont, wants
to know whether the hig foothall gnmes
cen bo played on any gort of suxface,
gecording to the whim of a club. My
1eply is

THERE‘E n hettor tima coming for

that there 75 nothing i the rules
of the game wwhick supprpests fhaf
fouiball matches must be played
on grass. Indecd, it 1conld be
impossiile to carry oud ony such
w1l hecause on most of the pitches
the grass vanishes in the course
of o season's play, and the games
are pleged on soil ralker than

Frass.
g mateh in which he played

A
recently, he banged in o ghot at

geal, which was suceessful to the extent
that tiwe ball landed in the mnet. It was a

“TIME'S UP 1™

inkeresting query 19 senk Lo me
by a Workzop render. In

perfeetly mood gonl, Lub it didn®t edunt,
becange, ng thoe ball was on the way to
the net from his foot, the referce blew the
whiztlo for time.

My reader fviend wvery naturally nasks
the question as to whether the releree
was justilicd in cutting the timing a0 {ine,
anid whether he was acling in accord with
the laws of iho pamo.

1t waa cortainly a bit of bad heck for
my friend's team to be deprived of o
poal by a fraction of & sccond, but the
referee was quite right,

There ia only one cirenmsfanes
untder which the yeferce is pernvified
to extend the period of play, and
that is fo allow a penally Lick fo
he foefen. O all ofther oooasions
he st Blow the wehistic wiwen his

wileh  rogisters e cxpirolion of
thme, o malier he silnofion of
e Liail.

I have seen firat-class fcams pa throsoh
the sama expericneea ng the jumor club
for which my corrczpondent plays. Two
or three secasons ago, &b Totienham,
the referco blew the whistle for time while
the ball wes only a few yards from the
net, which it entered in duo conrse.  The
margin was go fing on that oecasion that
the epectators did neot know for eertain
what the final score wes, and the news-
pnfper reporters had to po round to the
referoes’ room to inguire whether he had

blown the whistle for a goal, or whether

he had blown for lime,
WHERE THE SNAG COMEs IN!

ITAVE a persenal idea that the rules

H of tha pame ovzht to be alicred in

vegpent of thia ™ time up * businees,

In my opinion it would be botter

if the referce only ealied the play off

—c¢ither for hall-time or {ull.time—when

the ball goes * dend ™ nlter tho expiration

of the abirlatteﬂ oriod. Mora than oneoe

in the courso my experience roferces
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by his neek and make him pgurido us to
the ridiculous billionaire.”

“Well, it's a chanco, anyvhow,"” said
the captain of the Remove, *and there
seems to be no other chance of any sort.
Wa ecan assk some questions at the
osteria about Tiriddu, too, and find oub
what zort of o reputation he's got.”

“Good cpe,” said Beb.,  “Jarvish
speaks Italian, and he can interprot for
us to Iirandelli.”

“Y am terrifically convineed that the
asteemed and ridiculous TViriddu knows
something ! deelared Hurrea Jamset
Ram Singh. *“And as the English
proverb remarks, the proof of the pud-
ding 13 in tho cracked pitcher that goes
longest to the well”

“Good old proverb I chuckled Bob.

"Ha, ha, hal”

And having discuszed the matter a
littla longor, the chums of the IRemovae
rose from the grassy bank and walleed
to the osteria,

(Continued on next page.)

have been looking et their waiches so
closely during tho lest few scconds of
& match they they have not noticed
offences by one gido or the other.

_ When this heppened in a maich 2 short
time ago. the ofbeials of one of the teams
concernerd wns eo upsct that ho started
on agitation to take the timing of n match
ot of thoe hands of maforeos nlr.ng:;timr,
and give the job fo some official who eould
ath up in the stand.

The awnggestion never got heyowd
that stage, one of the snags being
that the referce is the judge as 1o
the time wwhich sholl be knocked off
for stoppeeges caased by infury, and
ather Things. To enalde theme 1o do
iz, all the Ieading veoferecs usa
stop watcheg.,

Have you ecen the watchea usod by
ceferecs T They hoven't an crrd:'nn.rf?
wateh fare, Tho fuce of & proapoer roferes’s
watch ia marked off for threo-quarters
af the hour only, with the Jast guarter
of tho watch foeo devaoid of fizurca, When
the roferes sturts a game, or reatarts it,
after halfitimo, he getz it to the hour,
and ho knows the time is up when the one
finger which thess watches hoave, peinia
at n quarier to the hour,

One of the many superstitions connected
with this game of football is that it ia
unlucky to change colours. Obviously,
hawover, if o elub bas had 8 run of bad
luek, & change of colours, if it brings any
alteration at oll, must be for the Letter.
That ia why several of the big oluba
have made a changs in the colours worn
by their P]'-E.}"El‘ﬂ this senson.

Nuotts County, for instance, having been
in the Second Division for quite & lon
time, heve dizearded their familiar blae
and white etriped jerseys, which caused
them to be given the name of * Magpies,"
for clioeolate and blue halves., Very dis.
tinguished-looking they appear in these
jerseva, too, and they are also so upusual
that thoy won't have to change them
against any team they will meet during
the season.

Let wus hope ihal fn this case a
change of colounrs will bring the
Nolty County tcam betller luck.

There wos o time when the City of
Nottingham had two eluba in the irst
Division, hut now hoth clubs are in the
seeond clasa,  DBradiord is another centro
which had two Fist Division clubs ab
one time. and now hos no represcntative
smong the elite.

“ LINESMAN."
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They were feeling in & more hopeful
mood now, ;

It was possible that thero was nothing
in the naboly’s suspicion of the man
%’{rlddu; but the Co. had great faith in

prrea Singh’s penectration, And it

was certain that there had been some-
thing suspicious in the man's actions
and words,
. Vague as it was, regarded as a clue,
it was ot least something to “go for V',
like an uncertain spot of light in the
darkness, and Dletter, aoyhow, than
nothing.

As they walked away to the inn, tha
chums of Creyiriars had no suspicion
that & lean, hard face watched them go,
from the clump of trees.

They had no idea at all that Tiger
Bronx was in the vicinity; and cer
tnmlge:t did not occur to them that Lo
had been I!1rkm§ in the trees, and listen-
!n'f. to their talk.

Lere was a grin on the lean face of
thﬂ éungﬂt{-r a8 he watched them po.
arry me home to die !” murmured
Mr. Bronx. “I'll say I'm in luck ! That
dog-goned nigger iz no fool, I'll tell a
man! I guess I'm going to look for
thiz here Mister Tiriddu—and if he
kpmt‘s pn:-'thmgaﬂ.bwt that fat piecan,
I'm going to the guy heo inllks to!
Just & few !” _

And having waited till thn schoal-

boys were ocut of sight, Tiger Broax
walked back to his car, in as hopeful a
mood as tho juniors.
. Harry Wharton & Co. reached the
inn, where they found Jarvish smokine:
& cigarette in the arched entrance.
They noticed that Bunter's valet looked
less worried than when they had seex
him last,

S Any news, Jarvish?"™ asked Harry.

Jarvish  respectfully  removed tho
mqargttn_frﬁm his mouth.

fNo, sir; none so far,
sn;;:,I” h?}ansﬁ-emd.

wuglt Lakl
bucked.™ 2 :

;InQGfd. sir 1"

arvish was not likely to explain
the junmiors that he was "but].-:I:'-ﬂ s ht;
the arrival of Tiger Bronx in the
"0F that they &k

: at they knew nothing, and he
did not intend to let them ImcE:r that tho

ﬁangst:r was on hand if he could help

I am sorry to

looked rather

“Have you deeided what to do about
the demand for ransom? asked Harry,
Jarvish shook his head. ’

“It is a very difficult problem to
decide, sir! T am giving it very carnost
thought, but T have not been able to
come to a decision yeb.”

Wharton gave tho valet a very sharp
look.

There was some chango in Jarvish;
he could sense that Tho man had beon
eagerly keen on the search for Bunter,
Now he was not so keen. Something
had happened that day to change his
views, somehow,

Tha old feeling of deep distrust, which
Wharton had almost forgotten, camao
back in full force. The man was
treacherous, and there was no following
the tortuous windings of Lis foxy mind.

Harry gave him a curt nod, snd
passed on into the inn with his com-
rades. A glance at their faces showed
him that they had tlhe same Imnpression
“;;I%TSEEE' " ;

wt iick's got somethmg up his
gleeve | grunted Johuny HLIHF “Eﬁ’imt
tI1E FI’.';I.;;HFTIP HE tiu up to now*"

e upfulness to  somethi i
torrific ™ £ SEiEE

“Goodress knows!” said Tlarry, “I'va
never been able to make the man out—
and T mnke him out less {lan aver now |

Toe Msoxer Lisgany.—No. 1,387,

NEXT WEEK'S EXTRA-LONG

YARN OF GREYFRIARS IS—

Let's have some dinner—I hope poor
old Bunter’s gotting some !

“They wen't slarve the goose that's

ing to lay them golden cpps!” said

ob, “They'll feed him all right.”

“Anyhow, I jolly well hope that we
shall find the fat old bean to-morrow,”
sald Frank Nugent. " The mora I think
about it the more I think that Inky's
spotied the clue ™

That sonviction was growing ih the
minds of all the Co. They went to bed
that night in quite a hopeful mood.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Man In the Car!

£ IRIDDIT!” gaid Signor Piran-
chelll, shaking his head. * No!
No, signore | Cattive nomo !

In the sunny morning afier
breakfast, Ilarry Wharton & Co. were
“eetting on with "

Jarvizh, they found, had left the inn
carly; perhaps fo resumea his search for
his master; perhaps to keep out of their
way, Anyhow, he was gone, and they
were not sorey for ik,

Now that their distrast of the mrz.
terious wvalet had revived, thevy had
deeided to feil him nothing of their
hopes and plans, and so they did not
wait his serviees as an interproter.

Wharten remnembered that the stoward
of the Kinglisher spoke the language of
the country; and as the man was putting
up at the osteria it was easy to call on
hiz sorvices.

The steward was quite willing to
oblige ; and now the chums of Greviriars
were talking to Signor Pirandelll, with
his assistance.

It was explained to the innkesper
that Tiriditu, whe called himself a
guide, had offered himself in  that
capacity 1o the DFnglish sicnore: and
thev wanted to know whether he was
to be trusted, That was enoungh to tell
Signor Pirandelli.

From the expression on the inn-
keeper's face, it was evident that his
opinion of Tiriddu was not high.

“Cattive uomal® rr&mated Baob,
“What's that when it's at home,
stoward i

“A bad hat, siv!” said the steward,
£rinning.

Bignor Mrandelll, with many gesticn-
lations, went on to explain, and the
steward translated,

They learned that Tiridda was a
dealer in hay and other agricultural
products, but that he did little work.
Sometimes Lie served as a2 gnide to
foreign tourists in the wicinity, but
there lLad been rumowrs of missing
articles on such oceasions, Twice he
had been called up hefore the officers
of the carabmteri to be questioned
about robberies, though nothing had
been proved against lum.  His father
Lad been o bandit in the old deys, and
had been shot in a fight in the moun-
tains long ago. Bignor Pirandelli was
evidently of opimion that Tiridda
followed in luz father's fopistops, so far
as the limited opportunities of moro
modern times permitted,

On the other hand, it sccmed that
Tiriddu when he had money spent it
very freely, end was a good eustomer at
euch timea in the winebhar of the
Oateria Aguila Nerp, That was all the
good that e, Pirandelli knew of him!

“Ask him whether Tiriddu has been
sepending  more money  than
lately 1" said Iarry, struck by o sudden
thourht,

The steward stared a little, in sur-
prise; but he repeated the question to
the innkeeper in Italinn.

usunl

The mnswer was more than sullicient
to slrengthen the suspicions of the
juntors with regard to the young man
with the eurly black moustache.

Tiriddu had certainly been spending
much more money of late.

He had ordered unusually expensive
wines for himself and his iriends, in
the wine-bar of the osteria. DBut that
was not all. He was dressed in new
clothes, new boots, new hat, and had o
gold ring on his finger. Ho must have
gone to Perni and spent quite a large
sum on his new outht. Signor Piran.
delli had already wondered where be
obtained his unusual supplies of cash
from, and supposed that he must have
sold hiz horse and cart. He lLad not
been seen driving the carre for the past
few days, at all events, Cenerally he
was glad to pet a little work as a
carrier, to carn & few lire. Buot only
yesterday the innkoeper had had a

ackage to send to Pernl, and Tiriddu
ind declined to take it, telling him to
tind zomeoone else.

He was growing quite *altiere,” in
fact “fiers,” which meant proud and
haughiy, and scemed to disdain the
work to which he had been accustomned.

“My hat! murmured Dob, Tt
begins to look as if jolly old Tiriddu has
come 1nto money all of a sudden!l We

can puess whosn money 16 was.™
“What an ass io ﬁim it away by
playing the goat 1" said Johnny Bull.
Wharton  inguired. through the
sfeward, where Tiriddu was to be
found, Ie was not at the wine-bar at

tha momendt.

He learned that Tiridde lived in a
“capanna,” & cottage or hovel, on the
road to Perni, about a mile from the
osteria. It was easy enough to Bnd;
but Signor  Pirandelli  warned the
signore very earnestly not to have
anything to do with such a dubicus
character.

Having thanked Pirandelli for s
information, and the steward for his
services as interpreter, the juniors left
tho osleria.

They took the roed to Perni.

Suspicion was growing into &
certainty now. They alrendy suspected
Tiriddu of having had zomething to deo
with Bunter's disappearance. Now they
had learned that he had come into the
sudden possession of wealth at the very
timo of that disappcarance.

“It's Bunter's cash that he's been
spending, ten to one ! zaid Bohb.

“The ten-to-onefulness 13 terrific!™
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The
esteemed Tiridda 13 the man we want, ™

“And he has—or had—a horzo and
cart,” said Bob, “"We Lknow that
Bunter got a lift in & cart when he
vanished.™

“It begins to look clear,” eaid
Harry Wharton. “*Well, if the raseal
knows whore Bunter iz wa'll jolly well
make him cough it up™

There wes 8 buzz of & motor-car on
tho rosd behind the juniors.

They stepped to the roadside to let
the car pass.

It was dviven at & great speed, and it
whirled past the group of schoolboys in
8 cloud of dust.

But fast as it went, they saw the man
who was lounging over the wheel, and
had o glimpse of 2 hard, lean face
under a slouched hat

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!® ejaculated Dob,
staring after the car as it whirled on
in th? dust. “Did you spot that sports-
man

“Bronx M exclaimed Harry Wharton.

" The man from Chicago ! exclaimed
Johnny Bull.

They stood lookine after the ecar. It
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“ You're the hombre I want ! ** said Bronx. *‘I guess therc ain’t nary & doubt I You're the hobe that einched that fat

gink Bunter ! ** ** Bunter ? *’ repeated Tiriddu. ** You get me !'* barked the gangster. * That fat guy Bunter I You've

disappeared in a few seconds up the
roud, leaving behind a scent of petrol
gnd an ocean of Alyving dust,

“Well, my hat!” said Harry Whar-
ton. “8o that rotter has gof on the
track again[ Did he sec ns, I wonder®”

“ Hardly—under these trees and going
so fast!” said Bob,

“Ile must have szecn the plane, the
way he came ! remarked Nugent, * It's
big cnough to be seen, I wonder e
diﬁu’t stop there,” i

“He seems to be going to Perni,” said
Flarrv. “1 don't think this road leads
anywhere else. Well, I suppose he was
bound to come rooting after us sooner
or later., I knew he would follow on
from Venice '

The juniors resumed their walk,

The zight of the gangster had startled
them; but it was not, after all, sup-
prising. Dronx had had plenty of time
to learn about the foreed landing of the
Kingfizsher, and they had no doubt that
he had heen secking te pick up {he
treil of the CGreyiriars hillionaire ever
ginco they had flown away from Venice.

Half an hour later they came on
gome scattcrod coftages mear the road.
They had dismissed the gangster from
their minds, little guessing that he was
ahead of them on the same quest. DBut
as soon as they enterved the little villazo
they became aware that some unusual
excitement was going on there. All the
inhubafants wore outzide their cottages,
talking and gesticulating,

e ey

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Tough Luck for Tiriddu !
OEIRIBDU sat 1n the doorway of the

capanna, basking like o lizard

in the bright sunshime, and

smoking  the most  expenzivo
cigar he had been shle to buy at Perm
with the Groyiriars billiopaive's cash,

got his loot in your ragsl!™

By hiz sido was a fask of Asti.

There was a cheery grin on  his
swarthy face.

Neighbours in the adjacent cotlages,
when  they passed, gave him envious
loolks,

All Tiriddw's aequainianees
that he was in good luck.

Fine feathers make fine birds; and
Tiriddu was quite a dandy now. Ile
was enjoying lifo. ]

ITe was elothed in new raiment from
head to foot. A few days ago he had
heon dingy and almost taftered.  All
that was altercd now.

It had not occurred to Tiriddn to
wash, which would have been in keep-
ing with his new and expensive outht.
Txeept for that he was quite a new
"1'iri<¥du. Every now and then he
glanced info a pocket murror, which
was one of his new purchases. What
he saw in it gave him great satisfaction,

*Buone I said Tiriddu, apparently
addressin liig exponsive ClEFar.
“ Buonissimo

Ticviddu was dreaming happy dreams.

He had always wanted to [ollow the

reafeszion of his respected parent, the
ate handit who had been shot by the
carabinierl.

Bat times had _::Imn%zm:l; and fhere
was no real opening for a bandit in
wodern Ilaly.

Having 2 constitulional disinelination
to wovk, Uiriddu had been a guide and
a pickpocket, aml a  smuggler  of
tobaceo, nd seveval other things; only
taking jobs with his lorso and ecavk
whon nothing else cume his way.

MNow, howeser, his chanee had come.

A “riceo signore Jnglese ™ had fallen
like o ripe plum into his moath. Little
as he liked work, Tiriddn realised thot
ik had been a [ortunate cirewmstanco
that ho was carting bay that day when
Billy Bunter suddenly appeared [rom
nowhero.

knew

The old days—ihe good old days—
were over; he could not carry his cape
tiva off to a lair in the mountains and
hold him to ransom in the gooil old-
fashioned wany., But he had an unele
who was a charcoal-burner, and lived in
a remote hut in the wood up the hll;
and Giacomo zerved his turn. At long
lazt, Tiriddn found himsclf able to
dabble in o Litle brigandage; and so
far, ho had found it pay.

His late parent, the bandit, had never
made such o catch as Tiridda had made.
Tiriddu had hardly believed that there
was o much money in the world, -as
the sum he had taken from the fot
billiomaire.

It had dazeled him and awakened
endless greed in his breast.  Ile was
poing to got an cnormous sun in

ransom for Dunier: and then he was
roing to get ancther, and anether!

In his mined’s eve he sow himeolf an
exceadingly © rreca signove,” rolling 1o
s own autemobile on the Pinelo at
Rome, dressed in the most expensiva
clothes, and smoking the most expensive
cigars, and getting intoxieated on the
tnast superh and oxpensive wincs.

Tn the meantime, he ndulged his
infantile vanity by dressing in the best
that eould be bought st a provineial
fown, and dazzling his envious neigh-
Lours with his {inery.

And there were other rich signors ab
tho Osteria Aquila Wera; and if they
wore 8o ill-advised as to engoage Tiridda
as o guide, he might be able 1o scrve
tlwm as he had served the fat ono! IS
ilid not ovcwr o Tiriddon’s simplr: mind
that Dunter was the only rieh one it
ihe party., lie had the simple belief of
1l i[I_n,ium peasant that all the English
W !:"III:_'I-TII'II:'IHH].JI’ ]'If\'h.

With such molden drenms in his mind
ih was no wander that ‘Tiriddo grinned
and curled his eurly moustache wilh

Tie Macser Lisnany.—No. 1,387,
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great satisfaction. Iie was unaware
that he was going to wake from those
golden dreams very shortly.

A var came buzzming elong the road,
snd he watched it carelessly. A long,
lean foreigner in & slouched hat was
driving.

The long lean man stopped tho car at
tha first cottage and called out a
question to an old women whe was
plucking a chicken in the doorway.

Apparently he was inquiring for
Tiriddu; for having reccived an answer,
he drove on and stopped in front of the
08 nAa.

e stepped from the car, stared at
iriddua in s doorway, and came
towards him.

Tiriddu rose to his feet and saluted
him with Italian politeness.

Tiger Dronx scanped him_  and
gr:qnn-:l. It was very unusual to find an
talian peasant in a dingy little hovel

in such a highly decoreted state as
Tiriddu. As soon as ho had given him
the once-over, Tiger Bronx had no
doubt that Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
had been right. The talk ho had over-
heard among the Greyfriars juniors had
given him the clue he wanted.

“You're Tiriddu!" he said curtly,

81, signora !

“I guees I've been inguiring for =a
guide that speaks English ! gaid Dronx.

“Bpeak a small Lngleesh, signore!™
assented Tiriddu.

“¥ou know this country well?”

“T am born here, signore.™

*I guess you'll do,” said Bronx.
“Hop into the auto.™

Tiriddu hesitated.

Now. that he was well supplied with
money, with an unlimited prospect of
more to come, he was not keen on even
the easy work of a guide. He would
have been glad to serve ms puide to the
gchoolboys, certainly, im the hope of
getting away with a little brigandage.

But brigandage with Bronx was quite
another proposition. The tall, lean
American could have picked up Tiriddu
snd pitched him over the roof of his
WD CAapannag.

That was not the sort of customer
Tiriddu was looking for when he was
b;l"[lg&ﬁﬂlﬁlﬂy dizposed.

o shook his head.

* Beusatemi, signore,” he said. “Cio

e impossibile! Oggi—to-day, I have

other dut_;' 3
. “Hay!” barked Bronxz, his lean jaw
Jjutting.

“Bome other day, if the signore
wishes—-"

“I guess I want you to-day, Blister

Tiriddu,” said. DBronx. “I'll say I've
been inguiring aflter you, ecven since
sun-up, and now T've cinched wyou!
You're & guide—I want a guide! Cet
into the autal™

"No, signore! WNon desidero—>»

“Deziders be durned ! said Bronax,
“T've snid get inte that auto! You
getting n 7"

Tiriddu pave him & stare of surpriso
and backed away & pace. He had dealt
with foroigners belore; but never with
a_foreigner who insisted on engaging

18 services in this high-handed way.

“Ma, sighore——" he stammered.

Bronx, with knitted brow, followed
him up as he backad,

“1 puess T want you! Get into that
9ur1‘:+::l Mame your hgure, and I'll pay
™

“Cento lire—hundred lire one day!”
seid Tiriddu, hoping by naming that
high price to get rid of his impertunate
visitor.

“That goes!” said Bronx.

“B-but—" stammered Tiriddu.

Thoe gangster jerked a hundred-lire
note from his pocket and threw it to
Tiriddu.

THE MAGNET
* Cinch

i that !
auto.”

Tiriddu's black eyes flashed, and he
allowed the banknote to fall to the
ground.

. E;m:nﬂa I do not wich [ he snapped.
“To-day 1 have other doty! You drive
to Perni and you find many guides.”
%ue.ss you're the guide I want, and
ther will de,” said DBronx grimly.
“You getting inta that auto, you dog-
fnnw:l dago? TI'l say I'm ready to
end you o hand.” y

And without more ado, T:glgr Bronx
grasped the arm of the Italian, and
jecked him out of the deoorway.

With a blaze in hiz black eyes,
Tiriddu groped in his pocket where his
sheath-knife was kept.

But that weapon, which had so many
terrors for Billy Bunter, had none at
all for the Chicago gangstar.

Ho twisted Tiriddu's arm till he
dropped the knife with o yell of agony
a.r:dp then Jerked him bodily towards
the car,

Five or aix startled dusky faces looked
from the other coltages in surprise at
the scens. There was a babel of voices
in Ttaligmn.

Bronx paid them no heed.

As Tiriddu was resisting and refused
to get into the auto, the muscular
gangster fung him into it headlong.

Tiriddu sprawled on the fioor, yelling.
He sat up and glared at Bronx, who
stared In at him menaeingly. The
Eung&ter’s hand slid into the pocket of

15 loose jacket and the shape of a
revolver showed through the cloth.

“You ﬂskingj for it?" sparled Bronx.

“Iddio mio ™ gasped Tiriddu, shrink-
ing back into the farthest corner of the
cat, his swarthy face white with terror.
He supposed that he had te do with a
mad foreigner who was even madder
than other foreigoers!

fStick there, vou dog-poned dug;;;-'.”
snapped Bronx, and he zat at the wheel
and stepped on the gas. ]

The car shot away from the little
village, Bronx driving fast, the amateur
bandit crouching on the floor, and all
the other inhabitants staring after the
flying wheels and cackling with excite-
ment. It was in that state of uproar
that Harry Wharton & Co. found the
place when they arrived.

MNow hop into the

Ul |
ng o

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Heavy Hand!

&g ANTISSIMA

@ groaned Tiriddu.
Tha car was whizzsing.

Tiriddu ecrawled up from

the floor and sat on the seat, lus brain

whirling.

At such a speed he dared not
attermpt to Jjump from the ear.
Neither did he dare think of touch-
ing the long lean man ot the wheel

§{¢ could only gasp with terror and
amazement.

What this mad foreigner could want
with him was a deep mystery to
Tiriddu. ®Mad as foreigners woere, it
was unhesrd-of for the maddest of
them to bag a guide in fhis extra-
ordinary manner.

As the zon of a bandit, ambitious
to follow in lis father's footsteps,
Tiriddu ought to have been equal to

WMaria I

the oceasior DBut he was wvery far
from equel to it  He was searcd
almost out of his wits, Iiven had he

still possessed hia knife, he would not
have dared to attempt to handle it
The lean, huard-faced American had
put tho terror of death into him. The
theatricn: Italian had come up apainst
tha hard, firm Anglo-Saxon, and it

~ The
into &

the collision between
carthen pot and an iron pot.
hapless bandit was knocked
cocked hat.

He sprawled on the seat, gasping
for breath, quaking with epprehen-
For the first time in his dis-

was like

sion.
honest life, Tiriddu would have been
glad of the sight of e carabinieri's

unifortn on the road. He realised
that there was, after all, something toe
be said for law end order

Ho wondered dismally where the
rmad Americano was taking him, If
he kept on to Perni, Tiriddu would
be able to well for help. and the ear
would be stopped.

_ But Broax had no intention of Leep-
g on to a towm.

Heg shot away from the little road-
side village st & terrific speed; but st
a distanca of under half & mule he
braked.

The car shuddered to & halt.

Hera the road ran between woods,
and it was solitary, with neither a
vehicle nor a é)edgstri:m in sight,

Bronx backed the oar off the road,
under the nearest trees. Farther back
tha treea were thicker, and he was
only able to back it just off tho road,
out of the way of traffic.

He jumped down.

“(Get out!” he snapped

Tiriddu almost erawled out.

He made no resistance as Bronx
grﬂpﬂd him by the arm and led him
eeper into the wood. There was no
resiatance left in Tiriddu.

It was not necessary for Bronx fo
display the revelver that aa‘ggad in
his pocket. His hard, lean face was
enough, and the muscular grip of his
steely fingers.

A dozen fﬂds from the road they

were out of sight of anyono passing.
Then the gangster stnppef end
stammed Eiriddu against a tree.

Only the trun revented the
wretched bandit from falling to the
ground. His knees were knocking
togethor.

M Now,” said the gangster, facing
hli‘ﬂ with grim brow and jutting jaw,
“I guess wa're going to falk turkey,
BMr. Tiriddo 1™ ¥
o Merey. signore!” groaned Tiriddu,

I will guide you—I will serve you—
ma, signore, di che cosa tratta—what
mes.ln? 1

“I guess I'll put vou wise, you dog-
goned dago | Turn out your pockets!”

Tiriddu's black eyes opened wide in

reater amazemcnt than ever. Hae

ad a taste for brigandage himself;

but he had never heard of such a
taste on the part of foreign
tourists |

o Siﬁnﬂml You rob me!™ he
Faspodd,

Tiriddu was utterly dismayed, Ha
had most of his plunder from Bunter
in his pockets, and this was an utterly

unexpected ocutecome to his dabbling in
brigandage.

“TForget it!” =narled Bronx. *I
guezs I want to sce what you've got in
your rags| I'ronto!®

With  trembling hands, Tiriddo
turned out his pockets.  But there

were thres things he did not turn out
—two bundles of English and Italian
bankaotes, and a diamond-studded
wrist-wateh, He hoped that the mad
foreigner would not suspect him  of
having such things in his possession.
Fla was unaware, so for, that it was
this evidence of which Dronx was in
scarch.

“Isz that the lot?" snarled the gang-
star, ﬂa.ring at the wvarious &articles
Tiriddu had turned out.



*Tutto, tutto, esignorel™ gasped
Tiriddu.

Bronx's hand dropped on  the
revolver in hiz pocket.

“Get on with it!1" he snarled.

“8i, &i, &, signorel’” groaned
Tiridéu;; and the other articles came
into view.

Tiger Bronxz grinned at the sight of
them.

To Tiriddu's astonishment, he did
not touch either the money or the
watch! A look at them, apparently,
was all he wanted.

“I'll say that nigger's no slouch!”
grinned Tiger Bronx. *“He sure did
ring the bell! ¥You're the hombre I

want! Stick your thievery back in
your rags, you poor fishf I ain’t
cincking it !’

In blank amazement, Tiriddu
replaced the plunder in his pockets.

He felt as if his head were turning
round with wonder,

“I guess there ain’t nary a doubb
now ! gaid Bronx. “I reckoned the
nigger had got it right; but I wanted
to make sure! You're the hobo that

cinched that fat gink Bunter.”
“ Bunter | repeated Tiriddu.

“You get mei” batked the gong-
ster. “'That fat guy Bunter! ¥You've
got his loot in your ragsl I guess I

watch on him, way back
ou’ve got Dunter parked

saw that ver
in Venica!
somewherea."
Tiriddu stared at him, his black eves
almost starting from hia head. @
was beginning to comprehend now.

Thizs terrible American knew, or
guessed, somehow, that he was the
man who had seized the fat billion-
aire, and it was Tiridduw’s bhidden
prizoner that he was after.

Why, knowing so much, he did not
call in the police, was a mystery to
Tiriddu. It would have been ess
encugh for him to piteh Tiriddu b
ints the car and drive him to Perni,
and hand him over to tha carabinieri.

That, however, was evidently not
the lean American’s intention. Ha
did not even seem to want to touch
the plunder taken from Bunter. All
he wanted was the fat onme himself !

That, eo far as it went, was a relief
to Tiriddu. Bu! he was oxtremely
unwilling to think of parting with his
prisoner, hidden 1in the ocharcoal-
burner's hut, and the prospect of
boundless wealth to be derived from
him in the shape of one ransom after
another |

“You get met' snapped Bronx.

“MNo, signoral” gasped Tiriddu,
“* Nonso niente—I lkmow nothingl The
name you speak, I know it pot!™

Bronx gave a savage grin.

" Nevar heard of Bunter " he jeered.

“No, slgnuru—mﬂ.i, mal 1™

“¥You didn't einch him the day he hit
the horizon froim the plane, what?”™

" No, signore.”

“You amn't got him parked some-
where in the woods, and you sin't made
him write this here billy-doo

Bronx jerked Bunter's letter from his
pocket, and held it up before Tiriddu's
gtartled eyes.

* Fantissime Marial® gasped
Tiriddu.

“¥You don't know o thing sbout that

mk, what?' said Tiger Bronx
ﬁﬂrisivuly. “WNot a thing !’ '

“No, signora! Niento "

“I'll say you ain’t mno George
Washington, %‘{r. Tiriddu I'" grinned
Bronx. “And I'll mention that if ven

den't walk vour chalks to the hide-out
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where you've got Bunter, with me
walking along with you, there’ll be a

dirty dego missing arcound these
parta I
"Bignore, I swear—" groaned
Tiriddu.

“You want me to begin by knock-
ing your front ieeth through the back
of our cabezal!” nsked Bronx
“You've only got to keep on telling
lies 1™

“8ignore, I know nothing——*

“MNot with hiz money and his watch
in your pockets? You've sure lost your
memory, Mr. Tiriddu! I pguess T'll
freshen it up some.”

Tiriddu gave 8 vell, and made a des-
Eﬁratg bound to escape, as the lean

merican grasped at him.

But there was no escape for the hap-
less bandit.

He crumpled up in Tiger Bronx's
muscular grip. Swinging him almost
off his feet, Bronx brought his head
against the tree with a terrific bang.

Ti&'iddu’s vell rang far through the
WO,

“That enough to pgo on with?”
demanded Bronx savagely. “Tha
next'll crack your cabeza, and you'll
sure want a noo bead te match your

noo hat [

* Oh, Ei%ﬂ{:!‘ﬂ, merey howled
Tiriddu. I go—I take—I guide—I
guide you very quickly—I desire very
much to guide you, signore [

“I guessed that one!” said Bronx.
“Giet down to it, you unwashed thief!
And I guess I'l] keep hold of your arm
while we take a leetle pasec together.
And if you don’t want that nut of
yourn cracked info as many places as
you could count in & month of Sundays,
you'll mosey along straight to the spot
—at:f} do 1t in quick timel You get
me |

Tiriddu “got® him! With & dizzy,
aching head, and s swarthy face sickly
with terror, he led the way, winding by
paths through the woods, the gangster’s
gnptiika a steel vice on his arm as he
went,

rh!‘

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Out of the Frying-pan !

6t H lor' " groaned Billy Bunter.
0 Never had the Greviriars

billionaire been
spiriis.

He sat on the bench in the hut of
{ziagcomo, the charcoal-burner, and
groaned—and groaned again, and yet
again,

He was alome in the hut.

For the first day of his imprisonment
Giacomo had remained within doars to

uard him, and for most of the second

ay. After that, however, ths ald
charcoal-burner had become fod-up
with a life that was

in lower
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Tha fat billionaire kad to remain
like that till Giscomo came back.
Little as he liked the looks, or the
mﬂlpﬂﬂf; of the shaggy, unwashed old
charcoal-burner, Bunter would have

been glad to sce him return.

But he hod been gone for hours now,
qu was apparently meking a day of
L

It was getting towards noom, and
Bunter was getting hungry.

The Arst day there had been nothing
te eat but maearoni, which secmed to
ha Giacomo's chief article of diet.
Bince then, however, other things had
been provided. Certeinly Bunter was
not getting either the quality or the
quantity to which he had been
accustorned at Grand Hotels. Still, the
fare, though plain, was wholesome; and
he was getting enough, though he did
not feel as if he was getting half
enough.

It seemed to Bunter that he had been
woeks and months, if not yeatrs, m that
dismal den in the dark, shadowy wood.

A hundred times he told himeelf he
would sack Jarvish as soon as ho saw
him again for not having paid his
ransom on the spot.

Yet cven in  Bunter’s obtuse mind
there was a suspicion that his captors
would not be likely to let him if
they succeeded in obtaining such an
enormous sum as ten thousand pounds.

1t was only too probable that such a
sum would whet their already greedy
appetites, and that they would keep
Bt&{ajter end demand mnrei] =

1 prospect was rea appaelhng.

Jarvish must have ﬂﬂﬁﬂd in the
olice. Ewven thoss beasts, Harry

harton & Ch., would be searching for
him. Eut what chance had anybody of
finding him in this desolate spot? No-
body would even guess what hap-
pened to him, let alone where ha was.

No wonder Bunter groaned dismally.

Worst of all, it ht—'agan to look as if
he would miss his midday meal. There
was food on the table, but he could nob
eat with his hands tied. And Giacomo
had meade him quite sefe before leav-
ing him. He had wriggled for hours,
without the slightest chance of getting
his hands free.

“Oh lor’! ©Oh dear! Oh crikey I
groaned the haplesa billionaire. Oh
yiminy ! Oh crumbs !

It was past noon. Even in the heart
of the shady wood the heat was great,
The dingy hut was rather like an oven.

here was r sound of footsteps at
last. Billy Bunter pricked up hig fat
ears. Somebody was coming., Whether
it was Giacomo or Tiriddu it meesnt a
meal for Bunter, which was a consols-
tion fo the billionaire.

“BE qui, signore! It iz heral”

Bunter heard Tiriddu™s voice outside
the hut. He roalized thet thers were

(Continued on neéxt pagd))

as much imprison-
ment for him as for

the prisoner. He
left Bunter alone
oW,

But that was no

9
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two of them, and supposed for tho
moment that the other was Giacomao.
The next, however, he hoard a voica
that made him jump. IL was & nasal
volce with a strong American accent.
“That's the shebang, is it, big boy "
“Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter.
“8i, signore! 16 fermato!” went on

Tiriddu's veoice. " Giacomo non e
gui I
“I guess you want to get that door

open 1o short time.”

“lEeeo la chiave™

Evidently Liriddu had & key to the
rusty old lock on the door of the hut.

“ Pronto ! snapped the nasal volce.

Bunter heard the key pgrate in the
lock. The door was thrown open. The
fat junior sat with his eyes and his
speetacles fixed on it. His eyes almost
bulged through his spectacles at the
gight of a tall, lean figure that had to
bow its head to step in at the doorway.

“Oh lor’ ! growned DBunter,

Giacomo and ‘liriddu were bad
enough, But Tiger Bronx was worse.
The fat billionairs was about te fall
out of the [rying-pan into the fire.

Tiriddu entered first; the steely grip
of the lean American on s shoulder
forcing him in. . ,
h‘Hrmm followed him in, still holding

im.

His sharp eyes glittered round in the
dim light of the hut. He grinned at
the sight of Bunter on the bench.

“Zav, bo! I guess I've found you at
home I chuckled Bronx. “You glad
to gce me—what 1

“Oh lor" !

“VWhere's the other guy ¥ demanded
Bronz. “Ain't there a guy here keep-
ing tabs on you?”

“He's gone,™ groancd Bunter. *Iieen
away for hours.”

“1 guess he's saving himeclf trouble,
then. I might have had to drill a hole
in him,” grinned Bronx, "1 reckon he
left vou safe, from the look of you.
Here, you let that guy loose !

Tiriddu gave him a ]i’cml;. of hate, and
obeyed. His dusky fingers unticd the
ropoe that fastened Bunter to the bench.

The Greyiriars billiouzire rose to his
foot.

He cast 2 longing blink towards the
doorway. But Bronx was standing be-
tween lim and the only exit from the
hut.

The gangster grinned.

“I guoss you're taking a leetle paseo
with me, fat boy,” he remarked. * ¥ou,
Tirzddu, hand over to that fat gink
whaot you cinched from him!”

Tiriddu breathed hard,  Buat  he
darcd not disobey. The banknotes and
the wrist-watech wera taken out of his
pockets again, and handed over to their
owner, .

“Now, you fat ginl, yvoun take a turn
of that rope round that jay!” directed
the gangster., “I guess he can sit there,
gsmg as you was, and wait for his

ardner to come Dback and let him

osc,”

f Signore—"

“Can 11! Wau're sitting out this
one " growled Tiger Dronx. ™ You sit-
ting down on fthat benel, or wyou want
me to help you ¥

Tiriddu gat down on the bench. ITa
had had enough of the gangater’s grip.
Billy DBunter willingly took the rope
and tied him there. Deeply alarmed as
he was by the sight of the gangster,
it was . conszolafion to pet a littln of
Lis own back on Tiriddu,

He Lknotted the rope very scenvely
round Tirkddu's arms and legs, DBronx
watching with o grinning  face.
Tiriddn =at, his swarthy face o plefure
of rage and hate and fenr. It was
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dawni on Tiriddu’s mind that
brigandaga was not whelly & paying
game.

“I guess ﬁ'ﬂu’ra sale thore—a picee,™
remarked Bronx. “Now, yeu Dunter,
you'rs walking a picce with me.

Y ot
“I—I say—" stammered Bunter.
“¥ou ain't got a speaking part in

this! You jest get a move on!™ said

Bronx, *This way [

“I—=I'm hupngry—"

M guess that cuts no ice. You get-
ting a move on, or you want me to
goak you a few ¥ inguired Mr. DBronzx.

“Oh dear !

Bunter got & move ont. He did net
want BMr, Bromx to soak him a few,
The gangster led him out of the char-
coal-burner’s  hut, closed the door,
locked it with Tiriddu’s Loy, snd threw
the key away among the trees

“Now you, DBunter!” e hont a
grim lool: on the fat junior. “You got
to walk zome miies through this here
wood ; and then I got a car all ready
for vou—you got me i

“Oh dear ¥

“We oin't likely fto
body,” went on Bronx,
you want to keep your mouth shut,
You give me any trouble—and you got
yvours so stdden—you won't know what
happencd.”

“{3h orikey ™

“I guess 1t would suit me fine to wash
you vight out—here and now! And 'l
say that thal’s what that double-cross-
g guy, Jarvish, would like., I guess
that was his game from the start. But
I guess I couldn’t stand for it—I gob a
conscicncee I said Mr. Dronx,

He

“0Oh erumbs!” groaned Bunter.
was glad, at least, that Mr. Bronx had
a conscience. He weuld never have
pucssed it, had not the gangster told
him zo.

“1 got a lovtle barker in this pocket,”
went on Bronx., “You try to get away,
or you give a single yvaup if we see
anybordy, and you get yours! You got
that clear, fat bov "

“Yes,” groancd DBunier.

“'I'hen come onl”

And Mr., DBronx walked away from
the charcoal-burner’s hut, the fat bil-
lionaire rolling dismally by his side.
There was a very cheery expression on
the pangster’'s lean face, & gleam of
satisfaction in his slits of eyes as he
tramperd away through the wood by the
way he had come with Tiridduw,

Billy Bunter's dismal fat countenanee
was (quite a contrast. And more dizmal
than even Bunter’s was the swarthy
face of Tiriddu, left tied up in the
charcoal-burner’s hut to wait for the
unecrtain return of Giacomo. From the
bottom of his heart, Tiriddu wished that
he had kept to honest werk with
horse and cart, and left brigandage
alune.

run into any-
“But if we do,

—————

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
In Ambush! :

b OMETITING'S un!”
Bob Cherry,
“ Looks like it 1"
The Greviriars fellows
seemed to have dropped into o hive of
beos. :

The little village on the Perni road
consisted of about nine or ten scatfered
cottages and hovels. The whele popu-
latics: was in the road, buzzing with
some inexplicable exeitement.

Men, women, and  children,  with
excited dark faces and rolling oyes,
tulked and gesticulated in 8 ceaseless
buze as the schoolboys came ap.,

remarked

The name of Tiriddu wes on every
tongue. ‘The juniors exchanged glances
&8s they listencd to the excited babbla,
Evidently the man of whom they had
come In search was in some way col-
neeted with this extraordinary uproar.

Something, it a?penrﬂd, had happened
to Tiriddu, and the word * Americano,”
ﬂl:ll'lshantllj" repeated, was easy to under-
etand. The juniors caught also the word
"ﬂufmﬂﬂblﬂ&,” though as it was pro-
nounced in the Italian way with aix
sxliables, 1t was not so casy to recognise.

An American in a motor-ear! It
brought Bronx to the juniors’ minds

at once. He had passed them on the
road in his car.
suppose  nobody here speaks

English,” said Nugent. “Cough up &l
the Italian von kgre:»w,” Rl

Harry Wharton tepped one of the
peasants on the arm to draw his
attention.

“Tiriddu—una guida!”® ke said,
coughing up all the Italian he knew, as
Nugent put it. “ Do’ o

Elh:a contading rolled excited oves.

"Non so--10 non so, signore!™ be
answered. He pointed up the dusty
road in the direction of the distant
Porni,

Immediately a erowd gathered round
the juniors, all explaining at once. As
they all spoke Iralian, it was rather
diffieult to disentangle the information
they were guite willing to give.

“Un Americano—un womo fortissi-
IIIQ_.__.FJ

“Un automobile grigio—~"

“Il povers Tividdy-——""

(4] P:'Il'tiiﬂ"—”

“ Par forza—"

" Farse ammazzato——?

“Il poverine Tiriddy—->

Ie juniors made it out st last, An
Amcrican—a I}lﬁ‘ strong man— in a groy
automobile, had forced Tiriddu to
with him. He had taken away 'tgaﬂ
povers Tiriddu in the grey car, up the
road towards Pernt, and disappeared
with him.

“Well, my only hat!” enid DBoh
Cherry ut last. “It's Bronx, of course!
He wasn't going on to Perni when he
ﬁasmd us on the road—he was coming

Hrﬂ__??

:‘After Tiriddu " said Nugent,

“And he's got him!” zeid Johnny
Bull.

“And we're foo jolly late!” said
Harry Wharton, “There's only ¢ma
thing it can mean—that Bronx haa
somehow found out what Inky spotted—

that that man Tiridde knows whera
Bunter is.*

“It can’t mean anvthing ¢lzse ' apreed
Bob. “He hasn’t collared ’J?irjdu:IuE just
for the pleasure of his company.*

“But how the dickens——"*

“That doesn't matter much! He's
done it!” said the captain of the
Hemove. “He's got the rascal; and it's
pretty eertain that he wants him for the
same reason that we do. He can’t want
him for anything clse™

“My esteemed chums—-"*

“(zo i, Inky!" prinned Bob. “You
spotted the elwe all right, old man,
but DBronx seems to have epoticd 1f,
too, and he s%‘.lt i early and avoided
the erusth! We're a day behind the
jolly old faar”

“None of these cstcemed dusky por-
sons seems to have thought of following
the car “

*Not much good following a motor-
car on foot, Inky!™

"Quitufnliy so, 1f the ecstoemed and
rascally Dironx has driven o terrifie
distance.'”” agreed the Nabob of Dhani-
pur. “But if lie 13 in search of the
uliurk  Bunter, the ridiculous

with
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“ Hop in I * said Bronx, briefly, as he threw open the door of the ear. Billy Bunter staggered into the car, and collapsed
on the seat. Then, with startling suddenness, the unexpected happened I Three fgures dropped from the branches above and

landed on the gapgster’s head |

Tiriddu to guide him, the prebability is
preposterous that he has not gone far.”
“%amething in that!” agreed Harry
thoughtfully, “Bunter's parked some-
where in this loecality, of course.”

“Let us walk onfully,” suggested the
nabob, “and we may_catch sight of the
absurd car and the ridiculous Bronx, if
he has stopfully halted.” 1

“By gum, perhaps Inky's put his
finger on it again!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. “Wherever Bunter is, it’s not
likely to be a place where a car could
go. It's a chance, anyvhow”

Leaving the littlo \'i!]u&'e still in a
buzz belind them, the lamous Five
walked on up tha rowl towards the
distant town. o

In a few minutes the winding of the
road hid the village from view behind.

They walked on slowly, their eyes
well about them. _

1f Bronx had driven to a distanece,
the thing was hopeless, and all that
remained was to get in touch with ibo
carabinicri and leave it to them.

On the other hand, if Bromx had
soized Tiriddu as a forced guide to the
hide-out of tha missinﬁl billionatre, 1t
was more probable that he had not gone
fur—ver lfikel only out of sight and
gound of the villagers.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” yelled DBob
suddenly, when they had covered sboub
half a mile.

He pointed to a grey ear backed
undet the trees by the roadside.

"The juniors know it again at once. It
was the car that had passed them on
tho road, with Bronx driving.

“That's his car 1" zatd Harry.

‘The Famous Five turned off the road
into the trees. It wag Tiger Bronx's
car that was standing there, there was
no doubt about that., But there was no
sign of the gangster, or of the Italian

he had forced to go with him in the

auntomobile. The car was there, but Tiger
Bronx and Tiriddu had vanished.

As a matier of fact, they had been
gonn @ considerable fime before the
(Greyiriars fellows arrived on the scene.

IHurree Jamset Ram Bingh smiled a
dusky smile, i

“My esteemed chums, it is terrifically
clear what has happened,” he said.
“'The excellent and execrablo gangster
has gone with Tiriddu——"

“Ta look for Bunter?” said Bobh.

“That is it, my absurd Bobl He has
persuaded the ridiculous Tiriddu 1o
guide him to the ludicrous Bunter.”

“As we were going to do!” grinned
Bob.

" Exaetfully I . ]

“It jolly well locks like it!" said
Iarry Wharton. “I can’t imaging how
the man got on to it—but it locks like
it] Ile's not just walking round ‘tho
woods to see the scenery with Tiriddu
az o pulde™
“ilardly ' chuckled Bob. ]
“Nut getting afrer him—"** said
Nugent, with a doubtful glance at the
thick wood back frem the road. ™ Not
much chance of Picking up & trail in &
forest like this.’ .

“No need, my absurd Franky,"” =aid
tha Nabob of Bhanmipur. *“Let us
waitfully linger on this delectable spot!
1f the excerable Bronx gets hold of
Bunter he will bring him to the ecar to
tako him away. Ile will not want to
walk him about on his idiotic legs,
when he has a car handy.”

*“Inky, old man, you're a jolly old
prize-packet,” said BHeb., “That’s the
idea, of course! All we've got to do
13 to wait for Bronx to come back to
his car. 1f he comes alone we can lot
him rip—but 1f he's got Bunter with
him, we jump on him.” y

“And the jumpfulness will beo
terrific I'?

Wk

“[ say, you fellows——'" gasped Bunter, from the car.

Harry Wharton nodded.

“That's tha game [ he sgaid. " We've
got lo getb inlo cover and wait for the
scoundrel to turn up. And if he's got
Bunter, we've got to get him quick
Don’t {orgpet that the brute carries a
revolver,” .

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh pointed
to the thick foliage overhecad,

“Good egg i said Bob.

In a few minutes the Famous Five
had clambered into a tall, thick tree,
close by the halted car, They made
ithemselves as comfortable as possible
in the ihick branches, and hidden from
sight by the foliage, waited, It was
rather o tiresome vigil in the heat of the
Ttalinn day, with ingeets innumerable
buzzing round them. Dot they waited
and watched paticntly, with eyes and
cars alert for the gangster when
caine back to his car

THE SIXTEENTH CHAFTER,
A Sudden Surprise!
1 BAY—" groaned Billy Dunler,

H “Can it[” .

“It's hot!™
“ et on 1Y

“1'm tired I

“Hump it, you fat gink "

* And ?mngry-—-—”

Tiger BDronx reached out at Billy
Bunter, took lhim by the back of his
collar, and shook him, e shook him
till he wobbled lIike a fat jelly m the
gangster's grip, gurgling for breath,

“Clooooogh '

“Now,” said Mr. Bronx, sctting the
fat billionaire on his feet apain, “ Now,
you hiling with me, or you going on
chewing the ragi”

“Urrrggh 1* gurgled the hapless bil-
lionaire.
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* Quit it1* said Mr. Bronx. " Forget
it, fat boy! And hit the trail, pronto!”

Bunter plugged on purgling.

He was, as he had stated, hot and
tired and hungry. But these circum-
stapces cut no ice, ma he would have
expressed ib, with the man from
Chicago.

Bronx was in & hurry. DBunter was
not! But it was Bronx who was giving
arders, ond his method of enforcing
them was distinetly unpleasant.

The thick w gwam with heat,

Flies innumerable buzzed and stung.
Bunter plugged weartly on. The
angster's long legs seemed tireless.

‘hat was far from being the case with
Bunter's short fat ones. -

How the gangster found his way
through the bewildering trees was a
mystery to Bunter. But Bronx never
seemed at a lose. Mo had covered the

round once, guided by Tindda, snd
that scemed enough for him.

There were fow gu.ﬂml but, few &3
they were, Bronx did not keep to them,
For the most part, they trmnplmd
through trees and bushes and brambles,
the gangster making almost a direct
line for the spot where he had parked
his car on the Perni road.

He was anxious to get to that car
and get away., His long legs never

ckoned in their stride, and DBunter
had to hop and skip and jump to keep
up with bim,

As for bolting, that idea hardly oe-
curred to tho fat junior. If he had
tricd to cut and run, the long-limbed
gangster would have overtalien lim n
two strides, And he was in decp terror
of the revelver in Bronx’s pocket.

In a clearing of the wood, they came
gaddeonly on & group of Italian wood-

cutters, icturesqua-looki poeasants,
with red handkerchiefs tied round their
dusky heads.

Bunter gave them s longing blink,

They looked like a lot of banditti to
Bunter's eves—but he would have been
glad to yell to them for help, all the
same,

Bronx hurried him on, and the wood-
cutters disappeared from sight in & fow
minutes,

A little Iater, as they tramped up a
risrrow path, a squat bearded figure ap-
pearad suddenly ahead of them.

Bunter gave & startled squeak.

“0Oh erikey! It's him!”

It was (Giacomo, evidenily on his way
back to the hut in the wood, The old
charcoal-burner jumped almost clear of
the ground at the sight of Billy Bunter,
whom he had left tied up in his hut,
His black oyes gleamed at Bronx,

“You savvy that guy?"' snapped
Bronx,

“"Oh lor'! It's Jackeymol™
Bunter. “The beast

“I'll tell @ man I

Giacomo stopped in fhe parrow path,
blocking the way. IHis black eves were
glittering. Ile had o large bundle in
one hand, which he dropped to the
ground.

Bronx's sharp jaw jutted.

“If that monkey off'n an organ

wesscs he's going to stop me, I'll say

o's gobt another guess coming!” he ro-
marked. : :

Giscomo evidently intended to make
an_attempt to recapture the waluable
gpmpncr. His dusky hand went undor
his_jacket and reappeared with_a knifo
in it. He came on, sputtering Italian.

Bunter, in terror, stagoered sgainst o
tree. e hardly knew whether he
would have preferred recapture by
Giascomo, or remaining in the hands of
the pgangster. He expected to sco
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Bronx draw his revolver and to wilness
a desperate affray,

But the gangster, though he whipped
the revolver from his pocket, did not
tonch the trigger. o grasped the
weapon by  the barrel hether
(3iacomo really intended to use the
knife, or was only flourishing it by way
of threat, was never clear. Bronx, at
all ovents, was taking no chance. Hae
made & spring to meet the Italisn as he
came, and there was & crash as the
pistol-butt met the knife, and knocked
it out of the charceal-burner’s hand.

he next moment it crashed on
Giacomo's shaggy head.

; l-Elhacnmn gave one gasping howl, and

E L]

“Oh eriker |” gasped Bunter.

Bronx grinned,

“T'll sny he's got his!” he remarked,

The charcoal-burner gpave one wriﬁq{lc.
and lay still, Bronx bent over him,
and gave him a suspicious scarchin
look, But he did not move; that crash
on the head had stunned him.

"I guess,” drawled Bronx, “that this
bivd won't got home to the nest in &
hurry, and he'll sure have o head on
him when he does! I should smile!”

“0Oh_lor* 17

“This here guy is Tiriddw's side-
pardner, what?" -

“Ha kept

“Yes!” pasped Bunter.
mg in the hut &

“And I guess he got his bibful in the
divey 7Y
What! Oh, ves, he robbhed

“Eh!
me a8 well as the other bheast—""
“Pll sure give him the onee-over,
then.”

A bundle of banknotes and a diamond
pin were turncd out of Giacomoa's
pockets.

Bronx held them up.

“Yourn?™ he aszked.

+E Dh I 'T"{!E 1"

“¥You sure was a prize-packet for
these hoodlums!™ grinned Bronx. “ But
I S;L:.ess they've come out at tho little
end of the horn. Here you are, you fat
guy—pack ‘em away”

“f—I gay,” stuttered Bunter, as he
took the banknotes and the pin, * [=-I
Eay, I’'ll give you these, if you'll let me

gD,
Bronx chuckled, .
“1 guess I ain't no sneak-thief," he

remarked. "I ain't picking your dog-
oned  pockets lLike  them  allfired
agos! Put it away! You're going to
cough up the Shook billions afore you
EBy gOO I'll teﬁ &

-I:.r{ﬂ to this baby!
man I'm after the big goods! Yep!l”

“But I—I say—=""

“That'll do from you.”

Leaving Gilacomo lying senseless in
the path, the gangster tramped on with
Bunter,

The fat billionaire groancd
wint.

On the whole, ha would have pre-
forred to remain in the hands of
Tiridde and Giacomo rather than to
fall into the hands of the gangster.
Unfortunately he had no choice in the
matter.

IHe had recovered most of the Iloot
that the two Italians had taken from
him, but that was little comfort. Ti
was evident that Bronx had some mys-
terious scheme for getting hold of the
boundless wealth that the Fet Owl of
the Remove had so mysteriously re.
ceived from James Jarvish. The Grey-
friars billionaire’s last state seomed
likely to be worse than hiz first.

Weary and perspiving, Bunter
tramnped dismally on. Glimmering sun-
shine through the trees announced at
last that open space was ashead. Thoy
were getting near the Perni road.

ronx - glanced about him sharply,
picking his way, winding among the

as he

trees, till he sighted the spot whore thie
grEJé car had been left. i
= 8

“Bay, fat boy, you
grinned.
Fearfully | groaned

tired ?"

1 Gw !
Bunter.
“I guess you'll ba sittin
There's the ear!™ said the
i}erkmg a thumb towards it.

i ]

[#

Wouw ¥

down socon.
angstor
“Hop cn:

(Gretting into the car meant being
spirited away to partzs unknown. But

a fat billionaire was so aching with
fatigne, that he hardly pave that =&
thought. He was more anxious to sit
down than even to caf.

Bronx reached the car and
open the door.,

“ Hop in I"* he said briefly.

Billy Bunter staggered into the car
and collapsod onm the seat. And then,
with startling and dramatic sudden-
ness, the unexpeeted happened,

Something shot down from the
hranches over Bronx’s head, landed on
that head, and erumpled him up on the
ground. He sprawled and yelled wildly,
taken utterly by surprise. Before he
even knew what was happening, four
other figurce dropped from the tree, all
landing on Bronx. Billy Bunter, blink-
ing from the car, wondered whether he
was dreaming, as he saw the sprawling
gangster struggling frantically in the
rasp of the IFamous Five of Grey-
rinrs.

threw

— g

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,

Rescus [
it H BAY, you [fellows!” gaaped
Bunter.
5 Harry Wharton & Co. did not
e

‘They had their haonds full with the
gangster_for the moment,

Tiger Bronx was struggling ﬁermolg.

He bad no chance—not the ghost of &
chance]! The wind hod been kpocked
out of him by the crash on the ground
when Bob Cherry dropped on his head
and bowled him over. He hed more
oches and pains then he could have
counted. And in any case, he would
hardly have been & malch for fve
sturdy fellows,

But he put up & desperate struggle,

Again and sgain he strove to get at
the revolver in his hip pocket. But the
Lunmra were taking care of that; and

¢ had no chance,

On the European side of the Atlantic,
Bronx was not keen on using the “gun
that came so readily to his hand in his
own happy city of Chicago. But at thia
desperate moment there was no doubt
that he would have handled it could
he only heve got hold of it.

But he couldn’t! Tiercely and
savegely as he resisted, the chums of the
Remaove had him down, and they kept
himm down.

Both his arms were grasped and safel
held, a knce was p]ant&g in his rib;:
and his thrashing legs were grasped,
For & long two or three minutes the
struggle went on, till the gangsior,

museular as he was, was utterly ex-
hausted, and lay gasping for breath in
the grasp of the Famous Tive. There

was havdly a lick left in him at the
finish, snd the juniors wers breathless,

Lo,

But they had him|_ There was no
doubt that they had him! He gasped
and panted, and glared at them like &
captured tigor.

“Our gpame [ gasped Bob Cherry.

“Urrrggh ! I puess—"

“B8it on him! Better tie his fing”
egid Harry Wharton, “That will make
the brute a bit safer. Ho's got a pistol
gomewhers,”



*] guoss PH soal you somel I
guess—— Urrrggh I” 5

Bob Cherry produced a whipeord from
his pocket, and the gangster's hands
were dragged together, and knotted
securely at the wrists,

The juniors rcleased him, and stood

ﬁnmpin in breath. That fierce struggle
lﬁ rat E:]I' windmfl_ them.
ronx reeling.
i | il ga:linws 1*  equeaked

BAY, you
Bunter, .

Even yet the fat billionaire could
herdly believe the cvidence of his eyes
or his spectacios.

appearance of the

That sudden 1 .
Famous Five, in the nick of time,

soemed rather like & miracle to Bunter.
The juniors turned towards him, grin-

ning. ~Porhaps for the first time on
record they were glad to see William
George Bunter.

“Jgﬁy old Bunter, at last 1" said Bob.
#Glad to see you, old fat bean!” said

Wharton. : 4

“The gladfulness is terrifia 1” chuckled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The sight
of your ludierous countenance iz a
boonful blessing, my esteemed idictic
Bunter.” ) .

“Hera we are again, Fatty!” said
Johnny Bull. .

“Fat as ever!|” said Frark Nugent.
#They haven't starved you, Bunter.”

“J say, you fellows, I'm hungry!”
ﬂ.u;ﬁed unter.

“Ha, ha, ha "

" Blessed if I ses anything to cackle
at!” howled Bunter. “I haven't had
anything since brekker.”

* Awful " chuckled Bob Cherry.

“I'm simply famished! I say, you
fellows, I've ﬂm:] a fearful time! 1've
been a prisoner with = gani of
banditz I groanad Bunter. “They—
they seized me, you know, when I got
away from the plane before it caught

“It never caught fire, you funky ass !
ere wasn't any danger!” hooted
Johnny Bull.

“Beast] I say, you fellows, have you
got anything to cat sbout you? A bar
of chocolate, or enything? I'm perish-
ininf hunger 1*

"Bob Cherry chuckled, and produced a
packet of chocolate. Bunter grabbed it,

and proceeded to deal with it promptly.

Tiger Bronx sat up. With hia hands
spcurely tied he had no chance of
renewing the ntrugslm He leaned back

ainst the car and gasped for breath.

is slita of eyes gleamed at the cheery
In the wve moment of succeas
sudden defeat had fallen on the Tiger,
and all his schemes wera knocked onca
more into & cocked hat. Not only had
he lost his prisoner, but he was now a
prisoner himselfl It was an  over-
whelming blow for Tiger Bronx,

“I aat'.', you fellows.” Bunter's mouth
was full, but that did not check the flow
of hia chin-wag. “I say, I've heen
through it. They were holding me to
ransom, you know. Did Jarvish get
thalg!f letter 72

(13 Pat:) tF

“There won't be any ransom now ™
said Bunter. “That beast Bronx got me
away from the hut. He was going to
kidnap me in this cer. Not that I
should have gone with him, you know.
I was going te knock the brute down
when—when I got & chance, you know 1”

“You pie-faced piccanl!” growled
Bronx. : :

Bupter blinked at him.

“You shut upl” bhe satd. “I don’t
want eny cheek from von, you lanky
American | Hold your tongue !

. reat horned toad——"

“I've told you to shut up, Bronx!”
said Bunter darkly

EVERY SATURDAY

Now that the Iga.ngaler was o tied
prisoner, even Billy Bunter had lost his
terrors of him.

uegs—" ]

“Kick him, Bob!” gaid Bunter.
“Kick the beast hard! I'd show the
rotter whether I'm afraid of him or
not 1"

“Ha, ha, ha?

“0Oh, don't eackle1” snap Bunter.
“I'vo been through fearful dangers, and
all you fellows can do is to cackle now
you ses me safe again. Captured by
desperate bandits, and—"

“What did you let them capture you
for I inquired Johnny Bull.

“Well, look at the odds!™ said Bun-
ter. “A swarm of them—two or three
dozen fearful brigands, armed to the
teeth.”

“0Oh, my hat1*

“I put up a bght, of course!l 1
Iknocked them right and left| I fane
some of them were pretty badly

4
damaged! DBut they got mo at last—
the whole gang of them, you know,

piling on a fellow ¥
The Famous Five gazed at Bunter,
“The whole gang of them " repeated
Whn‘l}rtﬂn, 5 "
* ¥es, about twenty—
“That afterncon you hooked it from

i3

tho plane——

“Yea! You ses, I fecll into an
ambush,” explained Bunter airily.
“They rughed on me—thirty of them, at
least—"

“You pifiling prevaricator I” roared
Bob Cherry. “There was only one of
them, and he gave you s lift in & cart.”

Billy Bunter jumped.

“How—how did you know?" he
gasped,

“Ha, ha, hal” ;

“Oh, stop ecackling I” hooted Bunter.
“1I think you fellows might have locked

(Continued on next pagel)
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}:himu, so drop me a line to the
[ 1]

Howing address : The Editor,
The ‘" Magnel " Librarg, The
Amalgamated Press, Lid., The
Fleetwoy Houxe, Farringdon
Street, London, E.C.d4. A
slamped, addressed envelope

THE TALLEST MAN WHO
EVER LIVED ¢

That iz what Jack Walters, of Gowvan,
aske ma. According to history, if we can
believe the old legends, thers were several
men who attained the height of 30 feot.
One legend goes so far as to say that a
hurnan ekeleton waa digcovered in the
fourteenth century in Bicily, and that
the dead man must have been ab least
300 feet in height !

But I am afraid that modern scientists
rather query the truth about this particular
gontleman | Giants of from 8 to 8 feet,
however, have been frequent in our own
éomuntry. John Middleton, who was born
at Halo, in Lenceshire, waz § ft. 3 ins.
in height. Irish giants have been numer.
ous, and all of them were over 8§ feet In
height. At the College of Surgeons, in
Cockspur Street, London, there is o
skeleton of an Irish giant who was 8 ft.
4 ins. in height. Ancther skeletom of
& ft. B8 ins. is preserved in Dublin.

Peorbaps the most curious giant who ever
ivad, however, waa Thomas Iall, of
Willingham. He was 3 ft. 9 ins. tall at
the age of three I Therefore, he certainly
deserves the record of being * the smallest
giant in the world.”

Several of my readers have written fo
mea asking if we can have

A PEN PALS" SECTION

in the Aaswer. Well, at ihe present
moment, I am afraid there is not room to
agqueeze one in. But I will bear this
request in mind, and see whoat I can do
later, Still, most of my readera are also
readers of owr companion paper, * The
Goem,” which already has o pen pals’
soction, =0 I commend this to thoze of
yvou whe wish to get into touch with
readera in other ports of the world.

Nﬂ‘n\l" for a fow
RAPID FIRE REPLIES

to briefer queries,

Is the Name ** Mline ' Ttallan ? (" Val."
Mo address given): No, this is & purely
British name. ¥You ars probably mixing
it up with Milan, the p r Italian name
of which is Milano.

Why are Meial Funnels Fixed on Ships®
Mooring Ropes? (John K., of South-
ampton) : eza peculiarlooking funnels
ardé to prevent rats from climbing up the
ropes on to the ship. Rats are great

dera of diseass; therefore, ship-
mastara do all they ean to prevent them
getting aboard.

How Far Can the Human Voles bs Heard ¢
(* Hex," of Islington): Not very far in
London, I am afraid. But polar explorers
have found thet human woices will carry
ag far a3 a mile and a half.

How Can Sosp Bubbles be Made to
Last & Long Time? (" Curious,” of
Colchester) : Glyeerina added to the
soap-and.water solution makes bubbles
last much longer. The beat solution for
soap bubbles is ten partsa of water to one
part of a saturated solution of soap and
water, Then add a half part of glycerine.

Now fo answer s question you are all
anzious to know : *' What ia in store for
readers of the MAGNET noxt week T

First of all there ia;

**RUCTIONS IN ROME 1™
By Frank Richards.

It is another of our extra.long yarns
of the chums of Greyfriars, and I venture
ko gﬁmd‘iﬂt‘ that, long as it is, yvou will
wigh it wae otill longer, Our grand series
of yarne featuring Bunter the Billionaire
have proved immensely ular, and nexk
week's story is going to E:Ena of the moat
popular yet published. Tell all your
phums sabout these extra-length yams.
They won't want to miss & good thing
like this.

Then there will be another Mll.of-
chucklea ** Greyfriars Heeald " supplement,
while I am gatting out some more inter.
esting agraphs 0 pass on to you in
my little chat.

And now I'm going to let you into a
secret | The AG¥EY will VERY
SHORTLY he givin%_ away handsome
FREE GIFTE TC EVERY READER |
But more about this next week! Take
a ﬁf) from me and get the Masxer
regularly. ¥ou'll miss something really
good otherwise,

YOUR EDITOR.
Tne Masxer LisRary.—No. 1,367.
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for wra and got me away from those
bansts, after all I've done for youl I
reslly think that

“Well, we've got you away from this
beast, ot eny rate |” esid Harry Whar-

ton, laughing, “Now we'll get you
along to the osteriz. Jarvicsh has been
vory anxious about vou™

o he ought to be | I've o jolly good

mind to sack him for not finding me
before thisl” growled Bunter. I've
had hardly anything to cat. I say, you
follows, AVe You got any more
choeolate

£} HP '[]J

“Billy assl Well, loock here, I'm
hungry |1 Let's get where there's some-

thing to cat, for goodness’ sake !

“Whnt are we going to do with this
beauty ™ asked Johnny Bull, with a nod
towards the scowling gangstor.

3 guess you want {o let a guy beat
it1” snarled Bronx. “You ain't got
nothing on me-—-not & thing I

“¥ou were kidnappi unter when
we fmped on youl” sard Harry.

SAw, forget 16l The pesky guv ain't
kidnapped, anyhow !” jeered Bronx.
“You pgoing to charge me with getting
him out of the claws of them dagos?
That's agin the law? Forget it !”

The Greyfriars fellows looked a littla
perplexed. There was no doubt about
what Dronx had been going to do. But
go far as his procecdings had proceaded,
g0 to speak, he was on the right side of
the law. Certainly he could not be
handed over to the carabinieri on tho
charge of havﬂ::‘:ﬁ roscugd Bunter from
the lawless rascals who had been hold-
ing tho fat billionsire to ransom !

“I sny, you fellows, don’t you let him
go!” exclaimed Bunter, in great alarm.
“Aw, can it, yvou fat q‘inﬁ "
1 say, you fellows—?
“He's got a gun I” said Harry Whar-
ton, fﬁnlun% e rtoevelver in Bronx's
ket., “T'hat’s ageinst the law in
taly. Hﬂh“ilﬁ'” allowed to carry fire-
armes hare. e can’t charge him with
what we can't prove; but & pgun's a
n, and he can explain it to the police.
¢'ll borrow his car and take him to
tha osteria, and hand him over to the
carabimer:. ™
“Good egg 1™
“¥ou can drive, Bobl We can all
pack in, somehow.”

“ Loolk here, you dog-goned gocks—"

“Rats to youl" ssid Bob., “Stick
him "

The gangster was heaved into the car
and left on the ficor. Tha junisrs
packed in after him, and Bel: sat at
the wheel.

Bunter grunted.

“1 say, you fellows, give a fellow
room 1" he said, peevishly. “I'n not
accustomed to being squeezed liko this 17

“ Fathead "

“Look here, a fellow wants room '™
roarcd Bunter. *There’s not room in
this car for the lot of vou. Can’t some
of you walk #”

“Walk!” repeated Johnny Bull.

“Yes, walk 1” hooted Bunter. “Don’t
ba g0 jolly lazy. Bleszsed if T ever came
across such a lot of slackers ™

“Right-ho! We'll all walk,” said
Harry Wharton, “Get out, you men,
gnd leave Bunter and Bronyx—="

“HHold on!” yelled Bunter, in alarm.
“"Don't you leave me with that beast!
I—I say, you fellows, J—I was_only
iv]éwl: ing. I say, don’t get out! 1 say,

on't mind being erowded,

“ Bhut up, then, you fat image

Billy Dunter shut up, and the car,
packed rather like a sardine-tin, rolled
away for the Osteria Aquila Nera.

!.!!l

THE MAGNET

THE EIGETEENTH CHAPTER.
Jarvish is Not.Pleased |

AMES JARVISH stared blankly.
He was stonding outside the
osteria, smoking & cigarcette and
talking with the inn-keeper.

Sinco Lis ecncounter with Bronx, the
sleek wvalet of Bunter the Billionaire
had taken no further steps in the search
for his miszing master,

For secret and mysterious reasons of
hiz ewn he zeemed to be willing to leave
that matter to the gangster, now that ho
knew that Bronx was on the scene.

That the Famous Five had gone out
to look for the fat junior he was aware,
but the idea of the Remove fellows find-
ing him made him smile.

And so he stared in blank astonish-
ment as a packed car drove up to the
osteria in a cloud of dust.

Facked in 1t were the Famous Five of
Greyiriars—and ancother fellow, whom,
certainly, Jarvish had never dreamed of
secing  with  then—William  Georgoe
Bunter, the billionairg !

Thera was another passenger in the
car, whom he could not zee, that pas-
senger being on the floor. There was
no room for Tiger Bronx on the seats,
He lived, and moved, and had his being,
so to speak, among bools and dust,

Bob Cherry sounded a terrific solo
on the horn as he drove up and halted,
It was a eort of pean of triumph,
allegro and fortissimo, though not
grateful or comforting to the ear.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo1* roared Bob.

“Here we are again, Jarvish! Waea've
got him 1"

“Feeo " ejaculated Signor Piran-
dellt. " Feeo ™

The juniors swarmed out of the car

Jarvish, recovering himself, ran for-
ward, He hel ed Billy Bunter down.

“ My dear, dear Master William 1" he
exclaimed. "I am dalighted—"

He I!::rmke off at the sight i'.:rf tha
sprawlng, ting gangster in the car.

o Wh&—wlliaunv—what—— ronx 1" stut-
tered the valet.

“Jolly. old Bronx 1™ grinned Bob,

*The Bronxfulness is terrifiel”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“¥ou dog-goned ginks!” roered
Bronx. “I'm saying that I want to get
out of this! I'll say I'm choked with
dust ! I say—o™"

“Roll him out " said Johnny Bull.

“Make sure he's safe, you fellows™
yopped  DBilly  Bunter  anxiously,
“Mind his paws don't get loose [

Bronx was rolled out of the car.
Signor Pirandelli stared at him, the
cameriere canle out to stare at him,
loungers from the wine-bar came out to
stare. Bronx, wrenching at his hands,
sat up and panted. Signora Pirandelli
and the little Pirandellis came out to

stare. Contadini from the ficlds cama
angd staved, It was quite a staring
mateh,

* But—but—how—" stammered Jar-
vish, quitz thrown off hiz balance.
* How—how—who—"

“Bronx got Bunfer, and we got hoth
of them, Jarvish!” explained Harry
Wharton.

Hiz eyes wore Lkeenly on the valet as
he spoke, and he did not fail to noto
the savage gleam that came infe hia
eyves.

5"1'11 say vou potter let me beat it !™
roared Bronx, staggering to his feet.
“You hear me whisper?”

*You'll beat it—with & pelicoman
in charge of von. you rascal 1™ said the
captain of the Bemove. * Jarvish, is

tﬁinlt? jofficer of the csrabineers heore
still 7'

“MNo, he has gone. I—I think he has
gone back to Perni,” stammered Jar-
vish. *\What—wheat charge have you to
make nf;m'nst this man

“Well, we can’t charge him with kid-
napping DBunter, hecause we stopped
him before he did it,” said Bob Cherry.
“ But he's armed, and that’s against the
law. He can be jugged on that.”

“1 foar, sir, that that does not concern
us, and perhaps it would be better to
release the man I

“Do you?” said Harry grimly.

“¥es, gir, I think so. In the circum-
stancesg——>"

" You ean think exactly as you like,
.Ll'ﬂ["l.'ls!h""+ sald  Wharton, " But this
mutter 1sn't in your hands. The
scoundrel iz going to be handed over to
the gﬂlme. And that will keep him quiet
l:1l: ’}uut.er clears out of here, at any
gkl W L

Jarvish set his Hfﬂ'

* Heally, sir——" he began.

“That's enough!” snapped Wharton,
and he turned his back on the wvalet,
“IKeep an eye on that raseal, you men.”

“You bet!” said Johnny Bull,

Billy Bunter had already rolled into
the osteria. He was less cancerned

about Bronx than about a feed. rﬂnma
fellows, after Bunter's experiences,
would have wanted a was efora

dinner, but with the fat billionaire
dinner came first., Bigoner Pirandelli
ond the camariers were both kept busy
sttending to his wants for quite a long
time. Jarvish, however, did not follow
his master in.

A man in uniform was coming up the
road, doubtless attracted to the spot by
the exciterment going on outside the
osterin. It was the officer of the
carabinieri, who, according to Jarvish’'s
statement of a few minutes ngo, had

one back to Perni. Evidently Jamea

arvis had departed from the straight
and mnarrow Fath of veracity |

“Hallo, halle, hallo! Here's the jolly
ald bnhhgr exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“We don’t want him to find Bunter
now, but he can take DBronx off our
hands.”

Jarvish breathed hard.

“Very good, sir!” he said.
act as interpreter.”

“You'll ]uzﬁﬂ your tongue, Jarvish [
said Harry Wharton tersely. “Do you
think we c¢an’t see that you want this
scoundrel to go ¥

“ Really, Master Wharten——"

“1 don't know what your pame is,*
gatd the captain of the ﬁmum’g, with a
lock of contempt. “You were Leen
enough to pet Bunter back from the
bandits, but vou want Bronx teo get
hold of him, for zome reason. on
won't get away with it while we're on

[H

“1 will

the spot.”
“I assure vou, sip—"
“Ring off I
The officer came wup. He stared

at thoe scene and asked questions in
Italian. As he did not speak English
and the juniors understood very little
Italian, it was rather a difficult conver-
eation. An interpreier would have been
wseful ; but the steward was not on the
Eﬂpot, and Jarvish was not te be trusted.
o the juniors did their hest. DBob
Cherry  tapped the pocket in which
Bronx kept his six-shooter, and the
Italian officer picked out the weapon.
That seemed to be enough for him.
The law against carrving fircarma 13
very strict in Ttaly, The policemnan's
brow prew very stern. He rained
Italian at DBronx, who answered in the
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same tongue, but he Jdid not seem to
be able to satisfy the officer. Indeed,
the possession of a loaded firearm was
enough to settle the matier, to the
extent of the gangster being taken into
custody.

The cutcome of the matier was satis-
faoctory to the juniers, if not to Bronx
and Jarvish,

EBronx, with his hands still {ied, was
forced ta get into his own car, which
the carabinieri drove away to Perni.

The chums of the Remove smiled after
it as it diseppeared in a cloud of dust
in the distance.

“"That's that 1" remarked Bob Charry.
“We're done with the brute for the
prezent, at all events.”

VIt will only be & matter of a fine,
sir,” said Jarivsh, in his smooth tones,
with & faint sneer in his voice.

“They'll keep him long encugh for
Bunter to gel away from here, any-
how,” =aid Wharton. “What about a
spot of lunch, you men **

“The H)ﬂlfulness i3 the proper caper |*
aq{%ed ures Jamszet Ram Singh.

e Jamous Five went to the
sala di pranzo, whera DBunter was
alrnnd&f busy. He had alread parked
one “pranzo,” and was busy on
another, He gave the chums of the
Remove a blink through his big spec-

tacles,

“1 gay, you fellows, this duck is

ood I he said. "I can tell you, the

uck 1s jolly good! Prime !

And liunt&r roceeded tosshow his ap-
preciation of the duck in the most un-
mistakable manner.

Hea was still going strong when the
Famous Five fAnished. By that time
ha had arrived at sticky puddings, for
which he seemed to have a practically
unlimited ecarpo space.

“The plane’s all right now, Bunter,”
said Harry, "“And the weatheg's per-
fect. What about geiting oft 7"

“1 wonder whera they get this jam 1"
gaidd Bunter.

‘FEh ?!J

“There's jam in thiz rice pudding.
It's jolly good jaom—absolutely ripping.”

“We'd better get off thiz afternocon,
Bunter.”

“Oh, all right! A fellow must have
gomething to eat frst.”

“¥You don't want to stick here till
Bronx gets loose again, do yon?"

“Nol Oh, no! 5iill, a fellow must
have something to eat. Have you chaps
had some of this pu&din&:? The jam 1n
it is abeolutely spiffing I’

“ Br-r-r-r-r "

Harry Wharten & Co. went out, and
wallked to the aeroplane field to warn
the pilots that the Kinghsher was to
take off that afterncon. They gave
Bunter an hour to fnish hiz gargan-
tuan repast.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
oft!

NORE ! .
5 That familiar sound greeted
the ears of the Famous Five

when ther came back to the
Osterin Aquila Nera.
Bunter had finished his feed.
Now he was sleeping.

EVERY SATURDAY

He was exiended in & hammoek,
under a tree in the courtyard of the inn.
Jarvish sat by the hammock. brushing
away flies from his master's fat face.
The wvalet's sly, shifty e¥es glanced
round at the juniors as they came.

“Pleagse do not disturb my master,
young gentlemen 1" he zaid =oftly.

“Just what we're hers for}”
swered Bob.

“Ha desires to rest—"

" Bow-wow 17

“ Meither does he desire to take the
plane this afternoon,” went on the valet
calmly, “He has decided fo remain
here a faw days for the rest he needs
after his very dizsapgreeable experiences.”

“"We're not staying!"" said Harry
curtly. “Bronx wiil be areund again
beforo long, and Bunter’s not safe from
him in a solitary gquarter hike this, as
you know very well.”

“If you desire to go, sir, I am sure
thersa iz nothing to prevent you,” said
Jarvish smaothly. My master, how-
ever will remain. Kindly do not speak
loudly and awaken him.”

] "i’li["hartﬂn gave the sleck man a grim
Lali] o

“It would =uit you for us te leave
Bunter unprotected in your hands, Mr.
Jarvish ! he zaid. “Well, we're doing
nothing of the kind.”

“My master has every faith in me,
Si———""

“No fool like a born fool 1" remarked
Johnny Bull

“I am afraid, sir, that I cannot listen
to you speaking of my master in such
very disrespectful terms,”’ said Jarvish.

“Chuck it!” said Johnny Bull
“Look here, vou men, we'ra ready to
go. The hill’s paid; the things taken
on board the plane; everybody tipped,
to the thirtjeth and fortieth generatidn;
and now—"

“Now we're going,
gﬂlrig!”'sald Harry.

“1 forbid you to disturb my master,
sir! He has given me very definite
instructions that he is not to be dis-
turbed.”

Heedless of the valet, the chums of
the Remove prasped the hammock, and
shook it. Jarvish set his lips, and his
shifty eyes glittered. He Jaid a re-
straining hand on Harry Wharton's
nrm.

Wharton knocked it aside without
caremony, and the sleek man gave a
velp. Another héave to the hammock,
and Bunter's eyes opened.

" Beasta " he j:aspad.

“Turn out, old fat man!”’

* Shan't 1"

“We're going—"

“Go, and be blowed! I'm going to
gleap 1% roared Bunter angrily.
“Where's my s 7% He groped for
his s}}er:ta.-:le.ﬁ, and jammed them on his
fat, little nose, and blinked ferociously
at the Famous Five.
I'm tired! Sleepy!
presentle ! Geot out!”

“FTou fat idiot " reared Bob Cherry.
“They'll let that man Bronx go by to-
morraw. Do vou want o wait here for
him "

“ Rubbish !

nn-

and Bunter's

“Toemme alone!
I'll tall to yon

Jarvish savs he will be
gont to prison [or -l.*fll‘I'}.'El'IF firearms,™
answered Bunter.  “That's all right!
Wa shan't sce him here in a hurry!

7

Besides, F'm not so funky of him as rou
fellows are."

“S0 you'va told Bunter that, have
you, Jarvish?" said Harry quietly.
“ Look here, Bunter——"

“Clan't you let a fellow have his nap.
out?"” :

"Fathead ! I tell you—r"

“I'm not going to-day! I'm not going
to-morrow, either! The grub here is
good—quite good ! The duck—"

“¥ou shut up |" growled Johnny Bull.
“Turn that fat dumimy out, you men "

Five pairs of hands grasped the ham-
mock ogain. It swung, and a fat figure
rolled out.

“ ¥ arooooooooh !

Billy Bunter was hooked to hiz fect.
The IFamous Five marched him off by
the gpateway out of the osteria, loudly
pratesting, Jarvish followed.

“Jarvish ! Make 'em legpo!” roared
Bunter.

“ Release my master at once !'’ panted
Jarvish. “You have no right—"

He made a grab at Bunter to pull
him away. b  Cherry took the
velet by the collar, spun him round, and
zat him down with a heavy bump in
the dusty road.

Leaving the valet gasping, the Famaonus
Five walked Bunter into the aeroplane
field, and towards the wailing machine
Tha pilotz worn already in their pln{:ﬁ'ﬂ,
and the steward stood at the enbin door.

“HRall in. Bunter!”

“8han't!” roared Bunter, 71
vou I'm not going—="

“Bunk him up ™

“Yarooh! Beasts!”

Bunter was bunked up the steps! The
stevward stared as the fat billionaire
rolled into the cabin,

Bunter rolled and roared.

“All serene,” said Bob.
can geb off 1 ) .

Thers was a patter of running feet in
tho field. Jarvish came up breathlessly
and clambered in. Bunter evidently was
going: and his faithful valet did not
want to be left behind.

The stewnrd elazed the door.
glared at the Famous Five.

“Look here, you beasts—=" he
gasped, “It's my plane, ain’t it? We
jolly well shan't go till I give the werd,
and I jolly well shant give the word,
so thera! I jolly well won't—"

“*Rirht as rain " said Bob cheerfnlly.
“ 1 ghall tap yeur head on the table fill
vou do—like that—""

“¥aroooh !

“ And like ithat—"

* Whooop 1"

Banter gave ihe word,

Lol

“Now we

Dunter

That night, a lean, hard-faced man
skulked in  the shadows round the
Osteria Aguila Nera, But he skulked
in vain. The birds had flown. .

Literallv, they had flown! High m
the olonds, the plane soared away for
Reme: and Tiger Bronx wae left once
mare. the task of picking up the trail
of the Greyfriars billionaire.
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MORGAN'S MOUTH SILENCERS

Noise Society.

the

one I—Partics., from

The invention of the year | Officially
approved by the Greyhars Anti-
Fits easily into the
roof of the mouth. The simple little
device that turns a yell into a mere
whisper. Insist on your fag wearing
Inventor,

D. MORGAN, Study No. 6, Remove.

AhAg

o
—

Neo. 102 (New Series),

THE NEW

EDITED BY HA If¥ WHARTON.

Herald

o

o 2B =Rl
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YOU WANT THE BEST SEATS—

Bring us your old chairs and name
the man you want to swop with.
Our skilled staff will see that he gets
yours and you get his in less than an
hour !

the risks we take !—G. TUBB & CO.,
Third Form.

.

WE GET THEM

Fees very low—considering

September 15th, 1934. |

THE CRISIS

He realised that a deeision had to bo made.
The critical moment had come. Ho had to
il}: ;}na thing or the other, Which should it

It wasz a problom to try the wit of & super.
man. Either of the two alternatives involved
hardahii; He had to choose the lesser of two
evils. But which was the lesser §

His brain almost rocled as ho tried to arvive
et the fateful decision. Almost he groaned
aloud. Tt ssemed hard that he, a mere kid,
& mere Greyiriars Third Former, should have
guch & fearful problom to solve. But life, as
bitter experience had already taught him,
often waz hard.

A roar in tho distance reminded him that
only a fractien of {ime remained in which
he could docide. It was the elimax now, right
encugh ! Well, anything was bhettor than
this tortured innctivity.

Heo toole a half-step forward on the pave-
ment. Then, with sudden resolution, ho
atepped back again. The bus yoared past.
George Tubb glanced at the two pennics in
hia polm and sighed.

“Well, I'vo pot to walk now I've lost the
last bua,” he remarked. “ It's chocolute,
after all ™

And he ingerfed the coppers in the auto-
matic machine and pulled out a pecket of
best out-mills !

PROOF POSITIVE
Owing to dizziness cansed by smoking a
cheap cigarette, Private Snoop, of the
Remove Cadet Corps, found difficulty in
ke%f'mg inaide the renks.

¥Yhich only proves what we've always
mamtained—that he's a * rank outaider * !

TR

Harold Skinner on—

MY DEADLY SIN

There i cne sin my paterwill nover forgive,
end thai’s plaving daris. It would malo
your lioart ache to hear of the subterluges to
whichh I have lo resort to get in a gamo of
darts during tho wvaec.

If my poter ever docs find out that I play
darts, it will probably prove fatal to him.
Thank goodness, up to the presont, he has
oo FISpIcharn.

Mix:uifJ yvou, I'vo had some narrow squeaks.
I remcinbor one duy when ho canght me in
the garden, on my way to a board I'd fixed
up i the greenhouse, with threo dorts in my
hund. Fortunwdely, I hal the presenco of
mind to tell him I was merely poing to atick
them in the legs of tho nextaloor neishbour,
who was asleep in his lamntoels, and the pater
was appeasod. '

Another time, Io apolfeld me coming oub of
a disrepulabla country Inn, whers ' been
for n gume, wul Laxed mo fiereely with having

ono there to plyy darts, 1 denied all know-
edge of the geme, amd explained that I'd
simply been there to play roulette with o
gang of underworld ervolis. The relief on
the pater’s fuce was wonderful to watch,

The nearest escapo eof all eame when he

INKY’S BIRTHDAY
GUIDE

This Week :
Herbert Vernon-Smith

The stars cortainly had a night out when the
esteerned Bounder was born, my faithful
and ehucklo-hoaded readers! As your
Shakespeare might have put it, the starry
ﬂlghtr-nl.ltfu]n-::s-ﬂ- was truly terrifie !

* Complox ™ hardly deseribes him aceount.-
fully—he is a wcdgﬂ%'ul mass ol complications
and contradictions !

With the esteemed and idiotic Bounder,
anything is possible. Honoured and praisoful
acts of virtuo come just as easily to him as
fearful and disgusting villninies, He iz a
smoky blackpuard gay-dopfully at the same
time as he i3 a terrific sportsman true.
bl lielly !

Tho pigheadfulness of this fascinating and
ludicrous character is terrific. Compared
with the Bounder, the esteemed and ridiculous
mule i3 a model of tractability.

What can be prophesied forecastfully of the
honoured and peculiar Smithy 1 Well, ons
thing is cinchiully cortain—he will attain fame
serollfully. Nothing can prevent the foree.
fulness of our esteemed pal from getting him
somewhere.  But whether ho will gt to the
top of tho tree climbfully or to a Dartmogr
cell falliully, I am regretfully unshle to SBY.
Whechever it is, ho will attain it whole-
hogfully—for the half-measurcfulness of the
estoemed Bounder is NOT ierrifie

FPersonfully, I havo a hopeful feeling that it
will be the former. There is a lot about
Smithy that 1 dislikefully Jdotest—but thore
15 & lot more that I like !

May the stars coursefully direct your
vigourful and frenzied ways into the correctful

channels, my ceteemed and fatheaded Vernon-
Smith !

[ TSN

actually found a dartboard under my bed.
My nimblo wit rose to the occasion, however,
end I glibly inforined hita that I used it at
school as o bludgeon with which to attacl
masters and prefects in the dark., Ho almost
wept with joy,

b0, you sce, the pater still continues to
regard me as o model son.

1 only hope he never finds out I play

darts !

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

LETTING DOWN ST. SAM’S!

By Dicky Nugent

*' Play tha gameo, rof!"

The ¢ry went up from a hun-
dred throats sround the junior
football pitch of 8t. Sam’'s.
The Fourth Form, led by Jack
Jolly, were playing the St.
Bill's juniors, and Dr. Birchea.-
mall, the revered and majestick
Head of 8t Sam's, was referce.
For reasons bost known Lo him-
golf, Dr. Birchemall was giving
ell hia docisions against the
home team. Hence, the ciowd
was beginning to eggspress its
disapproval.

The Head did not appear to
hear the specktators’ angry
yells. Apart from the fact
that he turned garstly white

and looked strangely furliv for
& minnit or two, he remained
hia usual calm solf.

“GCoal! ™

It was & sudden roar from the
erowd. Jack Jolly had just
scored the frat goal of the
mateh—a wunderful goal from
23 yards range.

But the cheers changzed to
eries of omazement aa  Dr.
Birchemall shook his head.

" Goal disallowed | ™ he said

coolly. " You wore offsids,
Jolly ! ™

Y Offside ' gasped Jack
Jolly. * B.b-but, sir, I drib-

“ani g

Eusebius Twig
Morrison

The Fameus Five do oot confine

their ** hiking ** fo the summer.

Bob Cherry afiirms that a tramp

through tha autumn woods or even

winter snow 18 Jusk as enjoyable
&3 A snmmer (ramp.

timid nalore.
ligteners when

g2 and Bernard
Twigez,
masters, are both of a somewhat

Mr. Pront brags
sbout the * grizzlies ** he's shot |

tha hrother

They ara eaper

bled the bl down the feld
myseli—and siyway there were
hall-a-duzzen of the other side
in front of ms 1 ¥

Dr. Birckelaall larfed sar-
donieally.

“That dpgrent matter in
the slitest, s dear Jolly. I
am referee—mad the deecision of
tire referge ¥ finaml [V

“ Grate 1" mermered
Jack Jolly, lisd" one in a dream.

A brawny 8t. Bill's back
tanl: the freskicl:, and the ball
went sailing down the pitch
towarda the St. Sam's goal,
Lowle, the 8t. Sam's right-
back was just about to clear it,
when the refls whissle sounded.
To the astomshment of every-
body Dz Bithemall was peint.
inq to the ceatro of the Geld.

‘Goall™ bo eaid, calmly.
“ First blud , St. Bill's: ™

“ Bub it diad’'t go anywhere
near the gul, =sirl"™  yelled
sevveral ep _F"q-f,_-d Bt Sam's
p!a‘yam.

“ Ratta ! ™ etorted the Head
cheerfully. " [ saw it with my
own cyes—end anyway, the
decision of thereferce isfinalt "

Dr. Birclsmall's amazing
decision was enuff to take the
hart out of Jiek Jolly and his
merry men. But they sob to
work, undawnied, to avenge the

kuliar " gal * which had

en given sguinst them, and
avenchally, “rank JFeorless
seored an cqilfiser which even
the Head coud find no egpgacuse
for disallowi

With the g level again,
Dr. Bircherwl seemed to do
his utmost toput St. Bill's shead
once more. He gave fres kicks
and poenalty kisks galore againat
the home side, got in their way
when  they were attacking,
pushed them over when they
were defonding, and jenerally
did overythingr that a referes
shouldn't do  But, try as he
would, he waldn't make St.
Bill's score,

¥
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Greyfriars accounts show that the A sailing race for & silver trophy,
boys ate 200 poundz mers sugar aeld i
this term than lask Poter Todd jponking style by Tom Redwing,
atiributes this increase to a night jailing his own dinghy, like the
raid mada by Billy Bunter og the sailorman’s

school pantry,

Pegg Bar, was wan in

gon that be igl
Welldons, Tom |

At last, in sheer desperation,
he grabbed the ball in his own
hands, tore down the fleld with
it, and herled it into the &St.
Sam's goal

“Goal!™ he eoried, triom-
fantly. Then he blew & long
blast on his whissle to show
that the game was at an end.

“ But you put the ball in the
gon] ourself | ¥ objectod Frank
"earless, indiggnantly. ** And
anyway, there's still ten minnits
to got™

*“T'o argew the toss is usoless,
my dear Tearless,” wos the
Hoad’s bland retort. * I have
already stated that the decision
of the referec is final 1"

And so, Bt. Bill's ran out
winners of the e%gatmu-nlimu'}'
game by 2 goals to I—and
immejately  afterwards, the
Fourth found out the eggs-
lanation of Dy, DBirchemall's

haviour. For the Head went
straight up to tho Head of St.
Bill's, who had been watching
the gamo lfom the pavilion, an
shool him warmly E}' the hand.

“Well, I mannidred it for
vou, 1r. Lashwell,” he said,
with a sly wink. *The guv.
verners of St. Bill'a won't bo
able to criticise your %uniara’
prowess on the footer field after
this, I faney, my dear sir!™

“You're right, Dy, Bircho-
mall ! asaid the Head of St.
Bill's, gratefully.

And Jack Jolly & Co, to
their disgust, then saw him
slip & eilver eoin into the
Hond's hand |

“Bump him!" yelled Jack
Jolly, unable to control his
feclings any longer.

Thore was a rush, and, a
rninnit later, Dr. Birchemall {falt
himself lifted clean off his feat.

*“ Yarrooooh! Helpt! Per-
lica!” howled tho Head of
8t. Sam’'s furiously.

Buamp !

"' Woooooop ! Yarcoooooh!"™

Dr. Birchemall farcly yelled
for meray. DBut Jack Jelly &
Co. were defl to his pleas.
They corried on  with the
punnishment the Head had so
richly earned |

George Tubb on

THE LIFE OF
A FAG

Unhappy ia the life of a fag. You
old fogeys in the Remove have no
idea of whot wo have to endurs.

From the time wa get up till the
ttma we go 1o bed, we're completely
af the beck amd call of the seniors.
They can do just what they like with
us, and we're not allowed to lift o
finger in our own defonce,

That's the galling part of it. A
chap feols go utterly helpless when
he knows that all the sweight of
authority is at the back of his
OPPITCHSOrs |

‘hen Loder lkicks me down the
stoirs, I realise only too woll that I
can do absolutely nothing about it.
Apurt from putting soot in his coffre
and soap with his cheese, I must
tale it lying down.

When Walker whaeks me, it is idle |

for me to think of getting redress for
it. Execept for wrocKing his study,
I must leaveo it completely unavenged.
When Wingate gives mo a bex on
the cars, what's the use of my getting
my mad up about it * I know full
well there's nothing 1 can do—after,
of eourse, 1 have tixed up & bhooby-
trap that will send him £0 the sanny
for s month.
The utter helplessness of it ! Even
tha slaves of oid could get thoir own
back on their masters sormnetimes.
But we just resign ourselves to
injustice, because it'as downright
certain that we can do nothing—
apart from making the senior's lives
& migery for them !

= =

Permanent Inkstains

Absolutely guaranteed by the |
Stott Method. Cannot be
rubbed or washed off, Fags !
Why be despized for your
eleanliness when you can look
inky for the rost of vour
echooldays on one application
of Stott's Blue-Black Blobs §
6d. bottle lasts a lifotime.

i,
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ellow to wipe

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

Watching Bunter deying him
niter abathe, Peter Todd suggested
that the reason Bunter diglikes
the water i3 becauze be has iwics
a5 large ao area a3 any other

Like

o

elE Evcry  successinl

leader,
Harry Whartcn bas his enemies
—but they mre outnumbered by

his friends by sgomething like
four to0 ono! Wharton ignores

dry 1 the gocers of Skinner and Co. |

Oh,
frionds, I beg of
voul not to heed
those
vouths who wax
glecful over fisti-
cuffs and see no
harmn
boys
unbrotherly rival-
ry !
your
longues,
frienda ; and lovo
your dear Form-fellows !

But you thinlt it i impossiblo to be kind to
peopla whe bually you ond prek
you ?
YO 41 wrong !
1 remember ono dey when I walked around the
gschool, determined to show aflection to all and
sundry, howsver much their bohaviour might
tempt me into unkindness.

Tho first man I met was DBolsover.
without provocation, this
organ betweeon his thun
iweaked it with excceding wviolenes,
brutally as he did so.
sovely tompted to slap his face ; but, with a great
affort, I
him warmly by tho hand inatoad.

Tho result surpassed my mosk sanguine expeota-
tions. t

Continuing on my walk, I encountered Skinner,
whao, for reazons I cannot fathom, hurled a ripe
tomato ot me, striking me therewith on one of
my aural appendages.
round and reproached the youth ; but I smiled
at him and
hungry cat mstead. Shkinner ab once collapsod,
| | #obbing broken.hearlcdly !

A little Iater I inndvertently tripped up Hilton,
of tha Fifth, whe, most unrcasonably, turned
round and kicked me.
al m
“ brained * him ; but, resisting the impulse, I
patted him on the back and assured him of my
undying regard and esteem, |
nesa ab oncoe departed, and, with a strange, half.
frightened glance at mo, he rushed away——obvis
ously too overcoms with remorse to speak !

I have even found that form-masters will re-
spond to evidence of genvine {ellow-feeling if they

Alonzo Todd bleats—

LOVE YOUR

FORM-FELLOWS

my dear

unkind

i school-
living  in

Be kind to
dear ool
my

uarrels wilh
Ad, my dear friends, thoat is just wliors
My experiences prove it !

Quito
outh seized my nasal

and forefinper ond
nugliong
For s monent, 1 was

overcame ithe lemplation and shoulk

Bolsover immedintely burst inlto tears !

I might casily have turned

ave the romains of tho tomoto to o

There was a brick lying
fect with which I might easily have

Hilton's aggressivo-

are given opportunity. Quite recently, when
I exolained to Mr. Gueleh that I had beon une
able to do prep. beeause 1 had  been

- etudying & very excellont book entitled, ** The

Anatomy of o Newi,” ho ordered me Lo writo
oub tive hmmulred lines. Instewd, I did fivo
thonzand, and he was 50 touched that he
ablowed me bwo days in the sanatorium, where
I could read my book without any disturbance.

Trivial experionces, these, perhaps, my
fricneda, it do they not prove whut can be

pccomplished  when you  love your dear
sehooimatesy
Counsin Pelor says that Dolsover and

Ekinner were shedding tears of mirth ond

that Iilton evidently thought I had * gons

up the loop,” whatover that may mecan.
An extraordinary fellow, Peter ; isnot ho t



