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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Sacked !

e ARVISHI”
J “Sir 17

“You're sacked '™

Bunter the Billionaire spoke
sternly.

He frowned as he spoke.

In fact, like the young Alpine gentle.
man in the poem, his brow was set, his
eye beneath flashed like a falchion from
its sheath !

Billy Bunter sat in the passengers’
cabin in the magnificent Airways plane,
the Kinghsher. .!g ames Jarvish, his valet,
slood Lefore him in a respectful and
deferential attitude, winding his smooth
hands together as if he were washing
them in 1nvisible soap in imperceptible
water.

The }’)1313{5 was approaching Rome,

From the c¢abin windows the Eternal
City was in sight. The engines
throbbed with a steady, unending

drone.

Harry Wharton & Co. were in the
eabin. They were looking from the
windows, keenly interested in their first
view of the Italian capital from the air,
It was & glorious day in early
Septernber, with hardly a cloud in the
gky, Rome was spt‘-_-'ul before their
eyes like a map, and, berond, Ostia and
the azure Mediterranvan. The Tiber ran
like a silver sireak. .

The chums of the Remove politely
asffccted to be unawave of what was
going on at their elbows. Billy Bunter
did not need their assistance in sacking
his valet. They approved of that pro-
céeding whole-heartedly.

Seldom, or never, did the Famous
Five of Gre:.frmra see eye to eye with
Billy Bunter! But in this matter they
were in full agreement with him. They
Here- strongly of opinion that the
fgack ¥ was the right and 1::11'«:%.B fate
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for James Jarvish, mcomparable valet
a3 he was!

“ Hacked I
Io. wagged a

repeated Billy  Bunter.

fat and rather grubby
fi;’cﬁgﬂgﬁt at Jarvish, “Sacked! Got
that ¥

“0Oh, sir!” murmured Jarvisk in his
sler:]-: tones.

“As soon as we land in Rome you
? ™ gaid Bunter. “You can't pull my
eg any longer, Jarvish! I've found you
out

“ Really, sip—"

“I'va been a pood master to
snid the fat billionaire stermly, ©
been ungrateful, Jarvigh ™

“1I have fmif-mmlrcd
every satisfaction—

“That’s enough |
sacked

Jarvizh did not get out.

Ilz remained where he was, rubbin
nis smooth, plamp hands together, Ilis
zly, shifty eves glanced round at the
L]HHTIE of the Eemove. There was a
rather vicious gleam in them.

“ Master William—"

“You ean shut up, Jarvish! I've fold
vou to get out of this cabin!™ rapped
Bunter.

“1f anyone has been traducing me to
you, sir—"

“Aly friends have warned me about
vout little game, if that's what vou
mean 1" seid Billy Bunter. “You're a
lrad hat, Jarvish, and I don'’t trust you!
You're sacked ! Get out!”

*1f "'L’Iaster Wha.rmn 2 said Jarvish
viciously, “would speak out before my
face mstea.d of behind my back

Harry Wharion spun round from Lha
window,

His eyes gleamed at the valet.

“I'va said to wvoiz already what I've
said to Bunter, J, arvish !I” he exclaimed,
“But I'll say it again if vou like! Ever
since we started on this holiday trip,
that American gangster, Bronx, has
been after Bunter, trying to get hold of

o [
ou've

sir, to give

et out! You're

0

FRANK RICHARDS

him.
certain that you know!
been trying to betray Bunter into his
hande™

“That is auite a mistake, sir—"

Why, I don't know; but I'm
And you've

“It's nothing of the sort, and you
know 16! Wa suspected it in Venice,
and when we had tﬁat forced landing in
Umbria we had proof of it, We've put
Bunter on his guard, and he knows now
that he won't be safe so long as you are
with him.2

“1 repeat, sir, that wyou
taken——" murmured Jarvish.

“And I repent that you know I am
not 1 snapped the ua,pta.m of the Grey-
friars Remove. “And that’s enough
from you, Jarvish !*

“0r else,™ weut en Jarvish, with cool
impudence, “you have your own
motives. sir, for desiring to separate
my master from a faithful and attached
servant, ™

“ What? roared Wharton.

" Please do not shout at me, sir ! =a1d
Jarvish, “I am accustomed to servica
in the best families, and very unuvsed
indeed to raised voices.”

ATG mis-

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured Pob
Cherry.

TRKick the cheeky tick!” grunted
Johnny Bull

“Indeed,” pursued Jarvish, with the
same conl, sleek impudence, “it iz only
my sincere attachment to Daster
William that has caused me to tolerate
the company of a set aof Lm:nh-, noisy,
and obstreperous schoolboys.”

“Why, you cheeky werm ¥ exclaimed
Frank 'hugent

“The c¢heekfulness of the estecmoed
Jarvizsh iz terrific,” remarked IHurree

Jamset Fam Singh, “1 thinkfully
opine that the kickfulness is the proper
caper.”

“Had vour manners,” eontinued

Jarvish, “heen anything like those of
my vyoung master I should have been
perfoctly satisfied. Indeed, I have often
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—HARRY WHARTON & CO. AND BUNTER, THE GREYFRIARS' BILLIONAIRE !

wondered whg you did not take him for
& model and endeavour to improve
yourselves by imitation.”

"1 say, yau fellows, there's somethin
in that!” remarked Billy Bunter. *
must say I've often wondered the same
thing myself.”

“You fat 1diot 1"

:%h, rﬁpllﬁf, Whn&'tuﬂ—-—‘_’.

ou blithering dummy—=3"

“Oh, really, Cherry—>

“¥ou burbling bandersnateh—"

“Oh, really, Nugent——*

“It has been very painful to me,”
went on Jarvish, “to seo my youn
master sponged upon by s mob of JCIIEE
mannered persons who do not even
gpeak to him with proper respect in
return for his genierous bounty.”

"Epun%‘ed upon 1 gasped Wharton.

“And I am not surprised that you are
anxious to got rid of a faithful servant
who watches over his mastor’s interests
and endeavourz to protect him from
designing persons——"

“Us!” gasped Bob Cherry.

“In the circumstances, sir, I feel it
my duty to speak out plainly in my
master's interests | said Jarvish calmly.
"“And in my presence, sir, I must insist
upon your treating my master with the
reapect that 15 his doe.”

“Jarvish is right there ! said Bunter.
"¥ou can’t say that you're treating me
with mgcr respect.”

“You blithering owl——1"

* Aftor all I'va done for you—-"

“Oh, shut up 1*

“Look hera, vou heast——"

“Dry up, fathead !

“I cannot permit this,” said Jarvish.
“If my master chooses to dispense with
my sorvices I shall leave him with great
regret. DBut so long as I am in his
service I shall insist—"-"

“You're not in his service now,” said
Harry. “You're sacked! And you're
getting out of this cabin! I'm fed-up
with you and your impudence.”

And the capfain of the Remove took
Jarvish by hiz plump shoulders and
twirled ham along the gangway.

Thump !

That punch, from Jarvish, was rather
unexpected.

It landed on YWharton's chest, and he
staggered back and sat down on the
flocor with a bump.

“0Oh crikey I" ejaculated Bunter.

Wharton was on his feet in &
twinkling, his eyes ablaze. He grasped
the valet again, in a grasp that James
Jarvish could not resist. With a2 swing
of his arms he sent the sleck manservant
epinning out of the cabin.

It was rather unfortunate that the
gteward was arriving at the same
moment with a tray ::-fg refreshments for
Bunter the Billionaire.

The steward entered as Jarvish left—
with the inevitable result that there was
a collision and a crash!

“Oh, my eyel” gasped the steward.
“ YW hat——"

“Ow!” roared Jarvishk, as the tray
descended on him, “QOw! Ocoogh 1

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Iced drinks and jam tarts mingled
and mixed on Jarvish az he sprawled.
Lemonade and orangeade washed him
like a torrent. A lump of ice elid down
hiz back, A jam tart adhered to his
nose, clinging lovingly.

“"Ha, ha, ha!" roared the juniors.

Jarvish
sticly.

“0Oh, my evel” repeated the steward.
®“All that lot gone west! YWhat ever
dﬁ__ﬂ'

“Ha, ha, ha "

James Jarvish staggered up.

F

EHe

sat up, dizzy and wet and

sticky glare, and hurried away. The
steward began to gather up the ruins;
and the Famous Five turned their atien-

tion again to the aerial view of Home.

Bifly Bunter sat with a very thought-
ful frown on his fat face. He was not
guite %0 sure, after all, that he was
going to sack Jarvish!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Tricked !

1 OTEL SUPEREBO "
H Bunter the Bilhionaire

leaned back on szoft cushions
. in the luxurious car that was
waiting for him at the aecrodrome. He
smiled a fat smile of satisiaction as
Jarvish gave instructions to the liveried
chauffeur. Ie rather liked the name
of the hotel that his valet had selected
for him. It sounded imposing—in fact,
superb; fitting to the higih and palmy
state of the Grevfriees ballionaire. The
Hotel Superbo was the newest and
biggest of all the new and big hotels o
Rome, It was therefore good enough,
or almost good encough, for Willinm
George Bunter,
“51, signore I sawd the magnilicent
chauffeur.
The klaxon roared.
precisely musical. But it was terrifie-
ally loud, and gratifving to the fab ears

=y

Billy Bunter, with his billions,
is a pigeon worth plucking.
At least, so think Ponsonby &
Co., the cads of Higheliffe
Sehool . . . until ¢ Tiger »
Bronx, the American gangster,
shows up. Then it’s a case of
** beating if ** while the going’s
good [

=~

Its note was not |}

of Billy Bunter. It let nearly all Roma
lnow that Bunter the Billionaire had
arrived !

“Hallo, hallo, hallo 1™ called out Bob
Cherry. “Where do we come in,
Bunter?"

Bunter blinked out of the car through
his big spectacles.

“Jarvish!” He seomed to have for-
gotten for the moment that he had
sacked Jarvish !

“Bir 1" answered Jarvish, He scomed
to have forgoiten, also,

“"You've Ig‘ﬂt a car for these fellows®"

“Certainly, sict"

“Put them into it before you come
on with the baggage.”

“Very good, sirl"”

“But——" began Harry Wharton
restively.

Bunter did not heod. ¥e leaned back
on the cushions again. Jarvish made
the chauffeur a sign to proceed, and tha
bl%t limousine rolled away.

eally, there was room in it for Bun-
ter’s travelling companions. It looked
almost like & Spanish galleon as it
rolled away.

However, it rolled away, and the
Famous Five weve left. They exchanged
rather expressive looks.

“This way to vyour car, gentlemen”
said Jarvish deferentially.

It was hardly half an hour =since
Wharton had slung him out of the
passengers’ cabin in the plane, snd he
liad barged the steward over and
collected iced drinks and jam., But he
seemned fo have forgotten that, as well
as that he was “sacked.” He was clean

gave the laughing junlors & wet and and neat nnd spotless again; the perfect

manservant in perfeet clothes and with a
perfect manner. Ha treated the chums .
of the Remove with as much rospect as
if he had never dreamed of uitering »
word of impudence in his lifa,

“Yery well,’”’ gaid Wharton curtly.

They followed Jarvish to the second
car. It was a large and handsome one,
though not nearly so magnificent as the
limousine in which the fat hillionaire
had rolled away. The chauffeur, a
small dark man, was not in the livery of
the Hotel Euﬁurhn. like Bunter’s driver.

He gave the schoolboys a quick and
rather curious look as they piled into
the car.

Jarvish stood by him a few moments,
speaking in Italian in a low voice.
Harry Wharton noticed that a grin

lided over the man's dusky face, and

& nodded,

Ttalian was s language of which tha

chums of the Remove knew only a few
words; and Jarvish's tone was too low
for them to catch much of what he said,
even if they had understood. But
Wharton caught the word * mozza-
notte,” which he knew meant midnight;
and he could not help wondering why
Bunter's valet used the word., It was
an extremely odd word to use in giving
a chauffeur directions fo drive to an
wtel,
Howover, whatever Jarvish's instrue-
tions were, the driver understond them,
and he started the car. Jarvish stood
back, touching his hat respectfully to his
master's friends; but with a peculiar
gleam in his shifty eves that rather
belied his respectful salute,

“That tick 15 up to something !"” said
Bob Cherry, as the car rolled off, and
Jarvish was left to atfend to the bag-

gage. “He's wangled it for us not to
go along with Bunter. Why #"
“Goodness  knows !”  said  Harry.

“We shan't be manvy minules after
Bunter, anyhow, in this car”

“The fat ass seems to have for
that he's sacked Jarvish 1™ said
Nugent, with a grin.

Wharton frowned.

M That sly rascel knows how to pull
his leg! But we've got to make Bunter
get shut of him for his own sake. He's
not safa with that scheming rascsl in
tow.*"

The limousine was out of sight,
though the Famous Five had started not
many minutes after Bunter. Possibly it
was taking a different route,
chums of Bemove kept their eyes
apen for it as they rolled along, but
did not spot 1t again.

They found plenty to interest them,
however, as the car rolled through the
city. For some time, after leaving the
drome, they did not pay any special
attention to the direction they were
taking. They had visited Rome before,
as it happencd, but knew little of the
ways of the city; and long es the
journey seomied, they eonly econcluded
that the Hoftel Superbo was at a good
distance.

But, after a time, a curicus expresgion
came over MHarry Wharton's face. The
car was rolling along the Corso Um-
berto, which led from the Piazza del
Pnpuiu to the Victor Imanue! monu-
ment. Tt had already rolled slong the
same Corso from the Monument to the
Piazza,

“Look here, what's this game?” ax-
claimed Wharton. “"We've been down
this street—and now we are going up it
again "

“1 suppose Jarvish didn't tell tha

ten
Irank

driver to fake us on 2 trip round
Fome " prinned Bob.

“Looks to me as if ke jolly well
did [ growled Wharton, ™ Anvhow,
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the mans {!riving us uﬁ and down and
ro gbout: and not heading for any-
whera in particular.™

Heo loancd over and tapped the chauf-
feur's shoulder.

The man glanced at him.

“Where are you driving us?”™ de-
manded Wharton.

“Non parlo Ingless, signore 1™

“Diva andate?’” asked Wharton. He
had picked up the Italian for * where
are ﬁﬂu going 1

“Hotel Superbo,
the chauffeur,

“Well, buck up, then—I mean, andate
in fretta."

"Hi, signore.”

The man drove on as fast as the traffio
would allow. As the juniors were un-
aware of the precise location of Bun-
ter's Grand Hotel, they could not tell
whether he was taking the correct
route. But they had a very strong
suspicion that he was not.

Hitherto, at least, he scemed to have
been driving about the city with no
object but to wasta time. ‘Wharton
remembered Jarvish's low-toned talk
with him before the start. Ho won-
dered angrily whether this was some
trick of %unmr’a valet in return for
what had happened on the plane.

“[Hallo, halle, hallo, that's the
Tiber | cxelaimed Bob Cherry, as the
car rolled over & bridge. .

They crossed that ancient and historio
river, and ran on more swiftly than
before. Ten minutes later they erossed
it agaim by another bridge. Then the
gar buozzed through the Porta del
Popelo, end ran on at a tremendous
speed.

Btrects and houses were left, and, to
their amazement, the juniora found that
they had leit Rome bchind. A wide
country road stretched before them,
with & tram clanping over noisy lines.
They whizzed by the tram and flew on.

“What the thum‘FI" exclaimed Bob.
“Is the man mad?’

Wharton set his lips.

';Itiljls BOME tri::ktﬂi Jarrfiﬁh‘ﬂknﬁu’a
put the man up to this—goodness koows
why!l I don’t know where the Superbo
13, J;:ut- it's somewhere in Rome—pot in
the suburbs.”

He leaned over again and tapped the
chauffeur's shoulder. This time the man
did not heed him even with s glance.

With his eyes fized straight before
him, he drove on st a tremendous speed.
Wide oper spaces shot past the juniora
—trees merged into one another.

“Well, my only hatl” ejaculated
Frank Nugent. “ Look here, we've jolly
well pot to stop him 1"

“8top 1" roared Wharton, in the
chauffeur'a ear.

The man drove on regardless. !

“Fermate!”  Wharton put it 1m
Ttalian. * Fermatol”

Still the man drove on &t a reclkless
speed. The car rocked, and the jumniors
rocked with it.

Angry a3 they were, the chums of the
Hoemoave hardly knew what to do. To
grasp the driver, end stop him by force
was to invite catastrophe, at the spee.ci
at which they were travelling. .

But to let him carry them off like this
was altogether too thick. They were
already twenty miles out of Home, on
the road to Tiveli., Wharton remem-
bered the word " mcezzanotte ¥ that Jar-
vish had mutterad to the driver. He had
no doubt now that thia was a trick of
the valet’s, to keep them out till mid-
night. It had heen easy enough for him
to fix it up, with a man o his own pay.

Wharton set his teeth.

“Wa've pot to stop him! We—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!? gasped Bob
Cherry. * Look out1*

Tee blagwer LisRary.—No. 1,388,
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A car, also driven at & reckless epeed,
CAMmD whlzzing out of a zide road. For
g terrible second the juniors caught their
breath. It looked as if an accident was
inavitable.

Thera wera three fellows in the other
car, schoolboys in straw hats. Thoy
yelled tng&th-ar in startled afiright.

Harry Wharton & Co. did not yell;
but their heartz leaped.

For s long sceond the erath seemed
to be coming. The other car jammed
on brakes, and skidded. The juniors’
driver wrenched his car round in tima
—bharely in time, ran on two wheels for
a second, and pitched over on the bank
beside the road.

— —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

0ld Foes !
i REYFRIARS cads!” :
@ Thase unexpected words, 1n
sn_ unexpectedly familiar

voice, fell on the cars of the
five juniors in the car. :

The car was half on its side, sprawling
OVer on a .i,;mss}r brank; the junicrs 1n a
sprawling heap in the interior.

The engine was shut off ; the chauffeur
had jumped clear. Ha stood staring at
the car, gasping for breath, for & mo-
ment or two, and then got the door
open to help the juniors out.

Hip Pip—
Stupendous

FREE GIFTS
For All

in a fortnight's fime
—Hurrah!

(3ee announcement on page 7.)

The other car, a blue Itala, had
skidded, but had come to a safo stop a
dozen JEI.I‘I'.]H- away. Three fcllows de-
scended from it—three very elegantly-
dressed youths. One of them walked
Bcrosa to the overturned car, with a
black scowl on his face, evidently to tell
the owners what he thought of them for
drivibg so wildly and rechklessly. As he
arrived on the spot, and saw the Famous
Five elambering breathlessly out, he
uttered that startled ejaculation.

“Greyiriars cads]™

The Famoua Five did not heed, for
the moment. They were breathless, and
soverely shaken, though f:::rtunutel;r tho
damage was no worse than that, They
elambered out and stood in the road.

Thon they stared at tha fellow who
had addressed them. They kpew him
&t once.

It was Cecil Ponsonby, of the Fourth
Form at Higheliffa. The other two
fellows, standing by the [tala car, wera
Cadsby and Monson.

Pon & Co. apparently were “doing &
Rome in the holidave; and had thus
unexpectedly follen in with their old
enemies of Greyfriars.

“Youl” exclaimed Harry Wharton.
*“ Ponsonby [

“The esteamed
sanhy 1Y ejaculated
Singeh

Pon glared at them.

“What the thump do you mean by
careering along the road like that?2 he

and ridievlous Pon-
Hurree Jamset Bam

demanded. “You roften road-hogs, you
might have smashed up both cars.”
harton coloured with vexation.

Ponsonby of Higheliffie seldom had the
right on hts sido in & dispute. But he
was in the right now. HBoth cers had
been endangered by the juniors’ reck-
less driver,

“¥You ocught to be jolly well run inlZ
snapped Ponsonby. “By gad, if there
were & bobby at band I'd have you run
1.

“Oh, don't ba & fool, Pon1® sneppad
Johnny Bull, ke

“You rotten, cheeky road-ho

“Not our fault, Ponsonby” said
Harry Wharton, forcing himself to
speak eivilly, *Our drive 2

“Your driver was doing what you
told him, I suppose?”

" As it haﬁpnna he wasn't.”

“Well, why didn’t you stop himi%
yapped Ponsonby, “Is your man drunk,
or what? = Might haye guessed there
were Groyfriars’ cads in the car—pgoing
elong like a crew of DBank Holiday

bounders.”
“That will do, Ponsonby!? said
Im:mt,lj';JI “We'ro sorry you've

harton
Imdwuhfrig' 23 ‘ .

“Who's had a frigh ou chee
cad t” snarled Pmllsﬂntiﬁ?.tj ? d

Fhe Famous Five grinned. Tt was
fquite clear that Pon had had s fright,
and that that was the cause of his savage
snarling temper.

"Aft?r all, your own car was going
pretty fast,”™ said Mugent. “You came
round that corner like an arrow.”

If you want to make out that it was
cur driver’s fault—="

‘F'm not saying that ! Still, you wers
going tolly fast.

“ Anyhow, there's no harm done, on
your s?de:. FPonsonby,” said Bob Cherry.

Your car's all right—and ours logka
rather wrecked.”

" 8erve you right 1” snarled Ponsonby,
“WVery well; let it go at that, then 1
said Harry Wharton, still quictly. “No
need to rag about it—get back to your
car, Ponsonby, and leave us slone.”

“ You rotten road-hog——"

“I've told you that will do!”

‘You Greytriars’ hooligan—=

“Are you going to shut up, Pon-
sonby 1" asked Johnny DBull, “If not,

yvou'll get shut up, sharp.”
Ponsonby, however, cﬁd not shut up.
the Crey-

11

He had coma thers to tell
friarvs’ fellowa what ho thought of them
and he proceeded to do so at consider-
able length, and still more emphasia.

Aa their driver was to blame for the
narrow cscape from s collision, the
Famous Five felt that it was up to them
to be as patient as possible. 8o they
listered to Pon's tirade for a long
minute in silenea. But paticonce had its
limits.

“That's enoughl!®
captain of the Remove.
and

inteﬁrupted tullifa
" MNow rin

o back to your carl” A
cou rotten, cheeky, road-hopping,
Greyfriars rufian——" Pon was begin-
ning again.

He was interrupted.

Johnny Bull made a stride at him,

rasped him by the shoulders, and sat

im down in the road.

Bump

“Ow " roared Ponsonby.

Gadsby and Monson had approached
the spot, looking rather uneasy.

“I say, Pon—" began Gadshy,

“Let's gat out of this, old chap 1” said
Monzon.

Porsonby did not heed, even if he
heard ! Ha leaﬁed to his fect, and made
a spring at Johnny Bull.

ohnny had just time to ward the
ravaga blow that ¢ame at his faco. Tha

next moment they were Gghting fiereely.
The two chauffeurs stared at the
scene, and exchanged grins. They



seemed to find something amusing in
this zudden shindy between two partics
of foroign tourista.

" Look here, chuck it, you Greyiriara
cads I exclaimed Monson.

" Botter tall Pon that!” said Bob
Cherry. “We dide't want o row ! Any-
how, you won’t have to wait long—FPon
won't last many minutes.”

“"You rotters!” said Gadsby.

Bob made a step towards him.

_ "Feeling like a scrap yourself i he
inquired. “May as well get going, if
vou're keen, and keep them company,
what "

Gadsby promptly backed away.

“1 don't want a row with you!” he
snapped. “Keep your distance.”

"Then you'd better keop vour tongue
between your teeth, or }'mt’lfhava a row
whether you want it or not ! said Bob

erry.

gasped the steward,

Gadsby scowled and was silent.

Meoanwhile, Ponsonby and Johnny
Bull were serapping in great styla. The
Co. looked on. It was mean to man: and
thoy could not intervene. '

Tor & minute or twoe Pon's fury

seemed to carry all before it, and
Juhnn{ gfvwa _ground and received
several heftv hits,

But he rallied, in his cool and stolid
way, and attacked in his turn; and then
Pon's paszionate rage was not long in
petering out.

Pon counld fight & winning fight; but
Le did not hike hard knocks; and onc or
two from Johnny's heavy fst calmed
Lim down very considerably.

Ho backed away, and backed farther,
no longer attacking, but defending; and
evidently repenting that he had started
tha scrap at all.

There waz a s=udden erash, as the
dandy of Higheliffo went down on hia
back in the road.

He yelped as ho landed there.

Johony Bull dropped his hands, and

Harry Wharion, with a swing of his arms, sent Jarvish spinning out of the cabin,
ol refreshments 83 the man-servant leff, with the inevitable result that there was a collision and a erash.
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atood waiting for him to get up, breéath-
ing rather hard, but ready for a lot
IO E.

But there was no more to come from
Ponsonby, He sat up, pressing his hand
to his nose, from which & thin stream of
claret was oozing.

Gadsby and Monson came over to him.
and lifted him to his feet. Johnny gave
him a sarcastic look. .

“Want any more I he inquired.

“Keep off, you rotter I panted Fon-
sonby.

“It wasn't worth starting if you're
going to chuek it 50 soon 1" said Johnny.
“You've got another round in you,
Pon I ’

Cecil Ponsonby made no answer to
that. Gasping for breath, he staggered
into his ecar, followed by Gadshy and
Meonsen, Jehnny Bull shrugged his
shoulders contemptuously

.r;.rmu “ |

“*Ow ! * roared Jarvish, as the tray descended on him.

The Itala car roared away into the
sunset towards Rome, and the High-
cliffians were pone.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Night on the Campagna !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H gathered by the overturned
CAL.

Their driver was examining
it, with & rather rueful expression on
his dark face. It was clear that he had
had Jarvish's instructions to carry them
out of Rome, instead of landing them
at Bunter's hotel, and fo keep them out
late. But ha had not intended, cer-
tainly, to upset the car, and land him-
self as well as the juniors for a long
walk.

The juniors gave him rather grim
looks. They were at a halt now, and
could deal with the fellow, which was
some satisfaction, though in  other
respects tho situation was very far from
satisfactory. DBut they waited in silence

5

till he turned from his examination of
the car.
“Can we go in it?" asked
quietly. " Possiamo andare?”
The man shrugped his shoulders.

Hearry

“MNo, signore! L'inoesto e fuori
' ordine——"
“What the thump-—" grunted

Johnar Bull.

“1 believe the innesto iz tha cluteh,”
seld Harry. *Anyhow, it's pretiy clear
that the car won't go without repairs.
It got rather & bump on the bank,
We've got to walk unless we can flag a
car end get a lift—not so jolly easy in
A foreign country.”

“Those Highcliffie cads might have
given us & lift instead of kicking up &
row |” growled Johnny Bull.

“Mot much good if wo'd asked that
eraw.”

The steward was about {o enfer with & fray

£k Dh, my eye !
“0Ow ! Qooogh !

“I'm jolly glad that I've decorated
Pon's noze, anrhow ™

“Well, that won't halp us now,” said
Wugent. “The qguestion 18, what are we
going to do? We must be twenty miles
out of Rome.”

“I'm going to punch Jarvish's head
when we get in!” grunted Johnny.

“Wa've got to get in first! If that
blighter only understood English—"

“Ten to one he does! growled
Johnny. " All these Roman guides and
waiters snd chauffeurs spoak English,
mora or less. Anvhow, thoy speak
French. We ought to be able to sling
it to him in French, after all the lessons
we've mugged up st Greyfriavs.”

Bob Cherry grinned.

“I've noticed that in France they
don't seem to understand & lot of Grey-
friars I'renchi ! ho remarked., “May
have better luck here, perhaps.”

“"You've mugged up cnough Italian
to azk the brute, Wharton | Go it

“Non parlate Inglese? said Harvry.

THE Macngr LieRiry.—No. 1,388,
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*No, signorel”  answered the
chauffeur, with a grin.

“Parlate Francese 1"

“No, signorel” said the man, still
grinning, “Holamente Italianc.”

" Well, if he doesn’t speak English,
kick him #ill he does!” suggested
Jobrny Bull

“Ha, ha, ha "

The chauffeur gave them s startled
leck and Etefrp-ed back. He seemed to
be a little alarmed—which was rather
odd if he did not
Johnny had said.

“Hallg, hallo, hallo |

understand what

He's caught on

to that!” exelaimed Bob Cherry.
“E:ﬁ the brute, and kick him! He's
asked for it, anyhow 1”

“Bignore | asped the Roman

chauffeur; and he made a movement
to dodpgoe round the ear.

In & moment the Greylriars [ellows
callared him. They had no doubt now
that the man understood English well
engugh.

“"Bump him I said Bob, *“That will
be a tip that we mean business1?

“Good egg 1™

Bump !

The chauffeur gave a fearful wvell aa
he was swept off the earth in five pairs
of hands, and then landed on it again
with a heavy concussion.

“Bumping * in Greyfriars style was
evidently a new experience to hmm, and
one that he did not like a little bit.

" Now, you rotter,” said Bob, " you're

going to talk English—scei”

“MNeon poszo, signorel” pasped the
Roman.

“You'll so all right when you've

another buamp | Give him
another ¥

Bump !

“Whoooop 1”  roared the hapless
chauffeur. * Oh, signore, strike me not
on the earth] I have one pain in a
trouser I

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

Evidently the Roman ¢hauffeur could

spealks English—of a sort |
“"Hold him!” said Harrr. “Now,
ou rascal, how far are wa from
me i

*“Yenti—iwenty mile, signore.”

“Jarvish told you to bring us out
here and strand us?

*“That signore tell me to drive you I
groaned the chauffeur. *“He say keep
going till middle of night.”

“And why®

“Io non so—me know not.™

“And why did you do
rascal i

“Cento lire, sipnore—he pay me one
hundreed of lire for this to do1” gasped
!h; chauffeur. “ He szay it is one small
oke."

A “We'll give the blighter 8 small joke

it, you

when we see him sgainl” growled
J":PE“J" Bull. i

an you at car going again
demanded Wharton.

"No, signore ! She 18 brokas [V

“"Hew are we to get back to Rome,
then 1"

The chauffeur shrugged his shoulders.

Evidently he regarded that question as
a riddle to which he did not know the
answer.
_Wharton set his lips. The sun was
einking over the distant city, and the
dusk of evening falling on the wide
Campagna. It was likely to bo & very
late hour before the jumiors got in if
they had to walk.

But there seemed nothing else to be
done.

¥ Better make up our minds to it,”
eaid Bob. “Bump that rotter again
for landing us like this! We'll bump
Jarvish when we get in |
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“Hear, hear I

“Bignora 1™ yelled the chauffcur, as he
was swept off his feet apain. “Owl
Waw | Nobilissimi, signore— Yooop |
Woooo-hoosoo—hooooop 1*

Bump, bump, bump, bump 1

“Iddio mial Whooop [*

" Remember that next fime you think
nflgla}rmg‘ & small joke on foreigners 1
sald Dob.

“Qoossosogh ! Owl Qooch |® groaned
tha chauffeur.

“Come on!” said Bob. " Andiamo,
as they say in this country! We've
made that cheeky tick sorry for him-
self; and we'll make Jarvish sorry
when we get inl  Hoof it 1"

And the Famous Five started on the
long walk, léaving the chauffeur aitting
by the overturned car, gasping an
groaning.

_ They tramped on stcadily in the fall-
ing dusk.

The long “via ™ seemed to stretch
endlessly before them, Several times &
car passod, with glaring headlights on.
But thers was no chance of getting a
lift for & crowd of fivee 'They kept
their eyes open for a village or a way-
side albergo, where they would be ah're
to hire some sort of & vehicle; but for
several miles the road seemed utterly
solitary.

The day had been hot, but after
sunset cama the usual chilly wind of a
southern country. They had no coats;
all the baggage had been left to the
care of Jarvish. As they tramped
wearily on their desire was very keen
to sce that deuble-dealing rascal again,
and deal with him as they had with the
chavfleur, only a little more severely.

And as the dusk deepened inte night
they remembered tales they had heard
of the Campagna—the great stretch of
open country round the city of Rome,

Unce, and not so very long apo, it
had been the haunt of imnumerable
gangs of banditti and assassine and
truculent beggars. Even in modern
days wise people did not wander about
in the Campagna safter dark by lon
roads. When a s'lmdnwi figure loom
up from a broken wall by the roadside
the juniors felt their hearts beat a little
faster, and they drew closer together,

They ecaught & gleam of glintin
black eyes. DBut if the Bhn.dﬂwg ﬁgurgu
waa that of a roadside thief, he pro-
hably decided that the party was too
numerous for him to tackle, for he
dropped back into the shadows again,
The Greviriare fellows walked on more
quickly.

“ Anybody getting lired 7 asked Bob
Cherry presently.

"“The tirefulness is terrific!” mur-
mured Hurrée Jomset Ram Singh. * But
what cannot be cured must go longest
to the well, as the Inglish proverb
remarkably ohserves.”

“I'll serag that brute Jarvish | mut-
tered Nugent.

“Iallo, hallo, hallo!™ Bob Cherry
stopped suddenly. “ What—— Listen |

IFrom the darkness ahead of them on
the road there came a sudden sharp
ery. It was followed by a zcuflling
gound.

Malting, tha juniers strained their
eyes inlu Lhe darkness. The scuffling
sound was that of a strugrle, and it was
quite near, though they could see
nothing. They looked at one another
in the dutk with startled eyos.

“ Footpads 1" hreathed Nugent.

" Bomebody in trouble ¥

For a moment the juniorz hesitated.
Then Hearry Wharton ran on, and his
comrades followed him fast,

THE FIFTH CHAFPTER.
A Good Tarn—and Anotherl

PANTING voice was crying ous
as the Greyfriars fellows ran
up.

“{h, signore, miseracordia——
compassione—son poveroe preto—>*

Little as they knew of the Janguage
of the eountry, the juniors understood
the meaning of that ery: “Mercy, coms
passion, I am o poor priest ™

That was enough for them.

It was evident that the man who cried
out was badly in need of assistance, and
little as they wished to be mixed up in
a shindy with the guteasts of the Cam-
in_agnu, the Greyfriars fellows were not
ikely to leave him unaided.

There was o glimmer of starlight on
the road, and as they arrived on the
spot they could see whab wos happen-

ing.

g‘i. man in_the garb of a priest was
down on his back, with a swarthy
ruffian’s knee pinning him down, while
another brave was flourishing a knife
over his terrified face.

Although he shrieked out that he was
& " povero prete M—a poor priest—it was
evident that the twoe “ladri” were
satizfied that he was worth the trouble
of robbing.

* Silenzio 1 snarled the man with the
knife. “ Zifto1”

Then he turned his head, his black
eyves fashing, at the sound of pattering
footsteps on the road.

Harry Wharton reached him almost at
the same moment.

He hit out as he reached him. Tt was
not a time to stand on ceremony, in
dealing with a ferocious ladro with a
knife in his dusky hand.

Wharton's fist crashed into the dusky
face, and the ruffian went spinning over
in the road.

The man who was kneeling on the
Eneat leaped to hiz feet with a startled

owl, and leaped away just in time to
elude a crashing right-hander from Bob
Cherry.

The p:iinat, b}gith]assh ”I'F an&und, sat
up, panting. Jobknny Bull and Nugent
hefpe_:l him to his feet, and he stmdgum
steadily, shaking from head to foot, and
gulping in breath.

I'he man with the knife scrambled up,
spitting out imprecations in Italiap,

he aother man hod drawsn a knife also.
_ They stood back from the group of
juniors, glaring up and down the
ehadowy road, as if to ascertain whether
others were coming.

“ Btick together, you men |” breathed
Wharton. * We're for it now I

A few moments were enough to satisfy
the ladri that the schoolboys were there
elone. And then, with half-crouching
steps, they came towards the Greyiriars
fellows, their eyes glinting under their
black brows, the knives gleaming in
their hands.

There was greed, as well as rage, in
their lookas The priest, poor or not, was
small game compared with five well-
dressed foreign tourists, who were so
reckless as to be wandering about the
Campagna by night,

he juniors stood together, with
clenched hands, their hearts beating
fast, in the middle of the road. They
were strong and sturdy, and they had
plenty of pluck; but they were unarmed,
and had little chance in a struggle with
armed bravos, if the rascals used their
weapons., And it was clear enough that
the ladri were prepared to use them
ta carry out their robbery.

Honk|! Honk! Homnkl

Never had the round of a motor-horn
been so musical to the ears of the Groy-
friars fellows.

Up the road came a sudden glare of
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flashing headlights, from the direction
in which the juniors had comae.

Almost in & second, as a big car came
rushing out of the night, the blaze of
hight falling on the group in the middle
of the road.

It was as light, almost, as day.

Honk! FHonk!

There was a crashing of brakes as a
car slid to & halt within a few vards
of the Greyfriars group.

The two bravos blinked in the light,
exchanged a growling, muttered word,
and dashed away through the trees
besida the road.

They vanished swiitly from sight.
The sudden arrival of the car was
enough to scare thein from their prey,

Harry Wharton panted with relief.

How the fight would have gone he did
not know, and hardly cared to think,
Bat the danger was over, with startling
suddenness.

“Thank goodness!” breathed Frank
Nugent.

“The thankfulness is terrific !” gasped
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

The chauffenr of the bigp car was
B_t-ﬂ.l‘ll"lﬁ at the roup. A window
opened and & head was put out.

Che cosa el” asked a rather highly-
pitched volce.

Harry Wharton stepped to the side
of the car, raising his hat politely. The
men in the car was old, with silvery hair
escaping from a little black velvet cap.
Eiis faco was brown and wrinkled, but
very kindly in expression., His little,
twinkiing black eyes almost disappenared
in an ocean of tiny wrinkles; but they
were very sharp and keen, and had
taken in the scene on the road st a
stngle glance.

S Jolly glad you came up in your car,
gir I said arry. “lf you speak
Ynglish—"

“8i, signorino [ The wiinkled old
Emrh;nkel inttI: a :Eniie. ‘]‘ You are
unglish, Yes, I spe our language !
XYou have been a.l:tﬂ.ckef_{ by thigﬂ'asgif
the Campagna. It 15 unwise for
foreigners, especially boys, to wander
in the Campagna at night.”

“Stranded—breakdown in a car—-"'

“1 understand.” The old gentleman
nnﬂdec]. “It is forfunate that% arrived ;
you might have fared badly.”

“Not much doubt about that, as the
brutes had knives,” said Harry,

The old man’s eyes fell on the priest.
Ho made him a sign to approach, and
the “prete ” eame up to the door, with
a manner of the deepest respect.” Ap-
parently, he knew who the old man was,
and his manner indicated that he
regarded him as a very big gun indeed.

‘I'nere was an intﬂrn:izange of Ttalian,
which the Greyfriara fellows were quite
anable to follow.

When it was over the priest stepped
back, with an air of the greatest respect
and humility. He turned to the juniors.

* Grazie, grazie, signore!” he said,
which, they were aware, was Italian for
£1] 1‘]1?“1{3_!1 ;

“Not at all1” said Wharton, with a
smile,

The priest faded away into the dark-
nesa of the road. The juniorzs would
have stepped back for the ear to pro-
ceed, but the old man within made them
a s1gn to stop.

“5a I learn that yon came to the aid
of Brother Antonio, and so placed vour-
selves in danger from the knives of the
ladri " he said.

“Wea could hardly leave him to it
gir I said Bgoh.

“Certo! But it was very brave, very

kind. You are walking beck to the
city? It 13 many miles vet. What is
vour destination 1"

“The Hotel BSuperbo!” answered

Harry.

The old Italian smiled.

“¥es, the grand hotel of &he rich
TFinglish, Yes. I think you say, in vour
Ianguage, that one good turn deserves
another, is it not s0? You have helped
my poeor brother 2

“Your brother, sir!™ Wharton could
net help ejaculating.

The old man in the car was plainly
dressed, but the ear was s magnificent
one, and it seerngd incredible that the
ﬁnur‘, shabby priest was his brother.
The old Italian smiled again.

“3y brother in the Church,” he ex-
plained.

W DI!.l
teo, s1rt"

“I am the Cardinal Colonna !

Harry Wharton & (‘o. had never
heard of the Cardinal Colonna, but they
knew that Colonna was one of the
greatest names in Rome, and that a
cartlinal was a tremendons big gun.

“You will honour me by entering my
car !” said the eardinal. “I am going
now to Rome, and I shall have great
pleasure in dropping you at your hotel,
my voung Enghsh friends.”™

You sre awfully good, sir,” said
Wharton gratefully. “We're jolly tired

I—1 see! You are a priest,

being quite incapable of pulling on a
sulk soclk or jamming a stud into a collar
unaided. Avristocratic helplessness had
distinguished Bunter ever since he had
become a billionaire,

A magniflicent manager, wliom DBunter
at first mistook for a Homan prince, had
recoived the llionaire o his arrival.
A gold-laced head porter had taken his
hat, A womderful Lift shot him up to his
wonderful suite.

. The Hotel Superbo was the last word
in tremendons hotels.  The bills, no
doubt, were in proportion,

That, however, was a matter that Bille
Dunter disdained to regard. All such
trifling things were left to his man.

Which was rather a change in a fow
weeks, from the timoe when Billy Bunter
had been the most impecunious fellow ac
Crreyiriars School, constantly in expecta-
tion of a postal order that never came,
and seeking—not always with succoss—
to borrow  humble “bobs™ and
“tanners " up and down the RBomove.

DBunter naturally enjoyed the change !

To roll in boundless wealth, to be kow-
towed to by everybody who had a busi-
ness-like ove on that wealth, and to be
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{lf"Wg,_lking. but—we're rather a ¢rowd.”
Niente! You will honour me by
stepping ™
The chums of the Remova were only
too glad to honour the old gentleman
by stepping in.
They stepped in promptly, and the
big car rolled on agam through the deep
duzk for Rome,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Mol Sacked!

11 ARVISH "
“Sirp 17
" Haven't

vt 7'’

“ Avparently not, siz.,™

“*They'll miszs their dinner if ihey
don't get in.”

“No doubt, sir"”

.:‘ It's queer that they don't come.™

uite so, sir”

“Well, I'm not going to wait dinner
for them. They can't expect it.”

“Certainly not, s12.”’

Dunter the Billionaire was dressing
for dinner in his magnificent suite in the
magnilicent Hotel Superbo, 0Oz, to

spesk more correctly, James Jarvish
was dressing him for dinner, Bunter

the fellows vome

served hand and foot by an incompar-
able valet like Jarvish, was great joy to
Bunter.

It was & real worry to him that he
had to sack Jarvish.

The fact that his tremendous wealth
proceeded from that mysterions valot
made it rather awkward., Of that fact
the Famous IYive were unaware, though
they suspected that Jarvish had some-
thing—they could not guess what—to do
with Bunter's sudden enormous riches.

Apart from Lhat, Jarvish was such an
cxcellent valet ! Not only did he cbey
orders almost before they were uttered,
bt hie seewed really to anticipate them.

Judging by appearances, James Jar-
vish lived wholly and solely for the
pleasure of making himsell useful to
Billy Bunter!

That, of course, was exaclly as it
shonld have been, Dunter being such a
splendid fellow in every way !  Siill, is
was rather remarkable. TFwen Bille
Bunter had  wondered whether thore
mirht be & “ecateh ™ in it somewhere,

It had become clear at least, that by
transierring his lwmense wealth to
Bunter, darvish had alzo transferred tho
deadly pursuit of Tiger Bronx, the

angster of Chicaga, to that fat and
atuons vouih.
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That, unfortunately, was not sl
Harry Wharton & Co. bad at first
suspccted, and then learned beyond
doubt, that the mysterious valet was
playing into the gangster's hands, And
that fsct having been mado clear to
Bunter's obtuse mind, he had made up
his mind to give Jarvizh the boot. In
the plame on the way to Ilome he had
done 0. Nevertheless, here was Jarvish,
dressing him for dinner as usual,

Why the other fellows hadn’t errived
at the hotel Bunter did not know. T
did not occur to his fat mind that Jar-
vishk had played any trick 1o keep them
away while he handled ihe unexpected
situation that had arisen.

Like the gentleman in the slory who
was dead but would not lic down, Jex
vish was sacked, but he was nok gomg to
take his departure.

Billy Bunter blinked at him through
his big spectacles, devoully wishing that
the other fellows were there to givae him
their moral support, as it were, in deal-
iog with the valet, .

Eﬂ[ﬂanwhilc. Jarvish, defercntial as
ever, made himself even more useful
than ever, adding to Bunter’s regret
that he had to part with so valuable a
“man.” Bunter had arrived too carly
for dinner, which was at eight o'clock
at the Superbo, so he had, of course, to
have & “snack.” That suack had been
ordered and sclected by Jarvish, and
Bunter realiszed, with a sigh, that he
would probably never get another
““man " with such a genius for ordering
meals ! :

“Your tie, sir!"” said Jarvisn, Ie
tied Bunter’s dress-tis with a masterly
hand. “I should certainly not revoms-
mend you, sir, to wail dinner for your
friends. No doubt they are awmusing
thomseelves somewhere.”

“Blow em ! grunted Duonter.

“You have vour healih 1o consider,
sir ! Late meals are very detrimental to
the health.” . -

Bunter realiscd again what an intelh-
gent man Jarvish was ! y

“You'ra right,” he said. *IDve
always thiought so! I—I—I wish I
could keep you, Jarvish ' .

“1 trust, sir, that you will net seri-
ously think of parting with a faithful, I
may say, attached sorvaut,”

“That's all very well, Jarvish!”®
mumbled Dunter. “But Wharton
thinks—"

“That wyoung gentleman dislikes me
for some reason, sir!” sand Jarvish
gmoothly. I admit, sir, [ lost my
temper on the plane this aftcrnoon. lu
the circumstances——"

“ But the other fellows think the zame,
vou sce ! zald Bunter feebly. “ You--
vou see, Jarvish, they feel certain thab
vou've tried to let that lanky Amcrican
Bronx get hold of me—"

Jarvish had a very pained look, .

“ An mbzurd suspicion, sir!® he sald,
“Y am sure, sir, that you wonld never
have thourht of it vourself had it not
been suggested to you.

“Yoes, that's =0, agrocd
“But—"

“You are, siv, if T may ventore to say
g0, so noble-minded, so unsuspicious, so
far above any kind of petiiness, that yon
are not wholly on your guard against
designing persons 1™ said Jarvish, “IE
1z natural in & young gentleman of your
high hirth and aristoeratic connections.”

Billy Bunter purred like o fat cat.

Bunter liked flattery! Ilo liked it
liko pineapple, in chunks! Jarvish was
prepared to hand it out in stacks!

“Your friends, sir, are willing to
benefit by your ungrudging bounty,”
sald Jarvish. “But can yon say, sir,
that they are grateful ¥
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“No fear !’ said Bunter.
told them zo.” .

“ As your devoted servant, sir, 1 have
somekbimes resenied ilus, and 1 cannot
holp thinking that that i3 why Master
Wharton has this unfounded prejudice
apainst me. have served several
masters in my time, sir, but never before
have 1 experienced such a devoted
attachment."

This was laving it on thick.

But it could Eardly bo laid on tee
thick for Billy Bunter !

Ha hesitated.

But back into his mipd eame the lean,
hard faca of Tiger Bronx and his terror
of the grip of the ganpster,

Hs bhad had a narrow cscape, and,
according to the Famous Five, Jarvish
was playing a double-dealing game to
land him in those lean, gripping hands.

Bronx had been left behind by the
whizzing acroplane, but Bunter had no
doubt that sooner or later he would turn
upy apadn.

Defore the gangster turned up he
wanted to be safe from danger on the
side of Jarvish.

“1 am sure, sir, that you will recon-
sider——"" murmured Jarvish.

Dunter shook his head.

“Sorry, Jarvish,” he said, “but—1"ve
made up my miud! I'm sorry to lose
yvou; but—you're sucked !

“Oh, sir !

*1 shall have to manage with the hotel
valet here till I got another man,” said
E_nnt_cr. “After all, I can rough it a

% it

“I've often

Jarvish stoed winding his swooth
hands  together, his sly, shifty eyes
watching the fat billionaire's face. The

Owl of the Remove could not read the
contempt and derision in those sly eyes.

“1f vou havé resolved, sir—""

thte 1Y sald Burnter. His fat mind
was made ur Amenable as he was to
flattery and leg-pulling, he know, at the
battemt of his fat heart, that the Grey-
friars fcllows were concerned for his
safetv.  And Bunter's safety was very
important to Bunter.

ut James Jarvish had yet a card lo
play. He had left it tiil the last; but he
played it now.

* Very well, sir,” he seid. “ I amdeeply
pained, but [ will say no more. ‘The
compact between us is now rescinded, by
your wisi"

“Eh? ejacnlated Dunter, startled.

“You will remember, sir,"™ sald Jar-
vish =zmaothly, “that when the deeds
were. drawn up, tranzsferring my fortuno
to vou, 1t was stipulated that you re-
tailue-:], my services permancntly as your
valet.®

“0Oh P paspod Bunler,

Bunter had forgotten  that rather
inporiant point ! Indecd, he was so used
now to being a billionaire, and to receiv-
ing deferential obedience {rom Jarvish,
that he had almost forpotien that s
wealth had come from the mysterious
valet at all. Jarvizh's stnooth retmindor
was a  “faecr ™ for the Greyiriars
billionaire.

" As you have no longer any use for
that fortune.,” conlinuwed Jarvish, with
sirooth irony, 1 will reccive it back, by
the cancellation of onr agreement—"

. lor" ™ pasped Bunter.

“Doubtless, sir, it will be no very
great inconvenience to you, 8s I under-
stamd, from what you have honoured me
by telling me, that your relatives arae all
extremaely wealthy.

“0h 1" pasped “Yesg!
Dot—="

“Then, =1e, T will leave you with great

Bunter.

regret! No doubt you will see the
munager with regard to your bl
herg——"

“Ob crikey!”

"This suite is engaged st a hundred

pounds a week—
“Oh lor' ¥ :
“ However, as 1 am no longer in your

service, sir, you will prefer me not to
discuss your affairs,™

B”I;Ium-mum-my affairs1” stuttered
umnker.
“Yours, sir! Good-evening, sirl”

Jarvish retreated to the dogr.

E]“F Bunter blinked aftor lim quite
blankly.

Hg reaiised that if Jarvish went his
wealth also  would go.  Evidently
Jarvish bad foreseen this possihilit
when he carried out that strange an
mysterious transaction by which his
enormons wealth had been transferred
to Billy Bunter. Bunter stood transe
bxed.

The valet's hand was on the door
when Bunter gasped out:

“Hold on, Jarvigh 1

Jarvish turned back,

“ Bir i

" D-d-don’t go " gasped Bunter.

“ As you have discharged me, sip—="

"Nnoe! Nounnot at all! I—I'm nok
going to sack you, Jarvish! I—I think
very hikely those fellows are mistaken!
feel certain they're mistaken! You
—you're not sacked, Jarvish!"

*Oh, sir!™ murmured Jarvish.

“After all, they're silly asses!™ zaid

Bunter.
Eilly Bunter had a wonderful faculty
for hbelieving what he wanted to
believe and discarding what he did not
want to believe. And he was not peing
to believe anything, if he could help it,
that would cause him to cecase being a
billionaire, and-drep him back with a
bump into his former hard-up state!

“They're dulfers I said Bunter, “I'va
often told them what fools they are, if
you come to that! You stick here,
Jarvish! You—you're not sacked |

“Thank you, sir!” said Jarvish,
smoothly and deferentially. *“I shall
endeavour, sir, to repay vour kindness
by the most devoted service.”

And all was calm and- bright—so far
as James Jarvish was concerned, at all
events. Perhaps Billy Bunter had a
lingering tremulous doubt left. If =o,
he stifled it; and when the lift carried
Bunter the Billionaire down to the
immense dining-room  of the Hotel
EulpetrFl:m, James Jarvish was still his
valet !

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Landing a Fat Fish!

13 HAT fat ass!™
E “That bloated bloater ™

“ Exactly I said Ceeil Pon-
) sonby. “I've heard about him
in the hotel—1've got it out of the head
porter, and the head waiter, and the
manager—and it's official ! Straight
from the horse's mouth, dear men.”

"Well, my hat!” said Gadsby and
Monson together.

The three Highcliffe fellows were
walking elegantly down the 1mmensze
restaurant of the Hotel Superbo.

Innumerable tables, gleaming with
flowers undor shaded lights, accommo-
dated innumerable diners, the hum of
conversation mingling with the soft
strains of the orchestra hidden by banks
of ferns.

At one table, in solitary state, sat a
fat billicnaire. And it was on the fat
billionaire that Pon & Co.'s eyes were
turned.

Bunter was deeply occupied.

At the Hotel Superbo the grub was

good ! Tt wns not merely good. It was
excellent! It was splendid! It was
gorgeous and fascinating.

Bunler wondered why the other

{fellows hado'ts arrived. But he forgot
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' Ponsonby leaped fo his feet,
at his face.

grins.

their existenco in his inlense Inferest in
the grub.

The head waiter himsclf honoured
Bunter's table by his personal preacnce,
assisted by four or five myrmidons.

That aﬂma demonstrated to all the
immense hotel what &sn important

erson Bunter was. When Luigi, the

ead waiter of the Superbo, gave any
uest his special attention it meant that
at guest was somebody.

There were . two or three hundred
people dining at the Superbo. Many of
them gave ﬁunter glances.

Soma of them wondered, perhaps,
where ho was parking the foodstuffs.
But the fame of his wealth had spread.
All the Superbo knew about it.

Bunter the Billionaire occupied the
best suite of rooms at a cost of &
hundred pounds & weesk! Dunter the
Billionaire practieally exuded money at
every pore of his ekin.  And money
talks!

Pon & Co., when they had seen
Bunter in the lounge, had wondered
what the fat bounder was deing.in a
first-class and frightfully expensive hotel.
They had plenty of money themselves;
but the Superbo was rather a strain on
their resources. But Pon had socon
learned that the fat Owl of the Remove,
whom he had kicked so often during the
term, was now & millionaire, or &
billionaire, rolling in uncounted money.
Which made a big difference to Pon's
estimation of Bunter. Although the nuts
of Highclific were well-supplied with
cash, Lhe Very ¢xXpensive ways;
and the Roman races had run away
with o great deal of it, too. A billion-
aire was a uszeful man to meet.

“1 gather,” went on FPon, in a low
voice, “that he's travelling with some
other Greyiriars men—that Yharton
gaog, that we met on the road from
Tivoli this evening.” Pon rubbed his
nose reminiscently. Thers was &8 mark
on it, left by Joanny Bull’z fist, and &

lingering pain.

The pext moment the two juniors were fighting flercely.
“* Chuck it, you Greyfriars cads [** exclaimed Monson.

strﬁndﬁd ot the road—a bit of luck for

“IHow's that " asked Gadsby.

“While the ecat's away, the jolly old
mice have & free field!"” answered Pon.
“"We're baggin' their billionaire.

“Ohy my bet!” said Monson. |

“1 suppose they're running him for
what he's worth to them,"” went on Pon.
"They can't like the fat fool's company 1
Well, 1f we can cut them out we can
run him instead.”

_ “Look hers, we don't want that fat
jackanapes hangin’ on to us while we're
m Rome [ objected Gadsby.

“Wea do!” answered ?Pﬂn conlly,
“Don’t I keep on tellin’ you that he's
reckin' with filthy lucre? They cleared
us out on tho races yesterday, and weo've
hardly a bean tiFI something  comes
through from home. I tell you men
this 15 our lucky day. Come on”

“That's not the waey to our table——'

“We're dinin’ with Bunter, fathead!
Leave it to mo—and mund you geb your
bezt manners on Y

Ponsonby led the way to DBunter's
table. unter was  guzzling  soup.
rucsts at the Buperbe went lightly on
soup—hbut not Bunter! Dunter made o
meal of b, He had plenty of room for
other meals fo follow., Ile had already
made & meal of hors d'ecuvres. He was

ing to make & good many meals
ﬁfnm he finished dinner.

Luigi, certainly, was rather startled to
bo asked for a second hchning of soup.
He was still more startled to be asled
for a third. DBut Luigi, shocked as he
was, knew how to deal with bilhionaires.
ITo weculd have had a twenty-gallon
drum of soup brovght in if a billionaire
had wanted it

Bunter, as he disposed of the soup,
secmed to be trying to rival the band!
But millionaires, Luigi knew from ex-
perience, generally made a noise when
they atae. A billionaire was entitled to
mako mors noite than a oere million-

"“They seem to have got aire!

and made a spring at Johnny Bull. Johnny had just time to ward off the savage blow that came
The two ehauffeurs stared at the scene, and exchanged
“ Pon won't last many minutes ! ** ¢huck led Bob Cherry.

Intent, indeed engressed, om that
excellent soup, Bunter did not see the
three fellows in olegant evening clothes
whio halted at his table.

Luigi bowed to them ]E';rcrfc:undljh He
waa aware that the billionaire was
expecting schoolboy friends, and their
places were already laid. He supposed
that Pon & Co. were some of the friends.

* Bunter, old fellow, how do you dot”
exclaimed Ponsonby. “ Have wo really
met such an old friend so un-
expectedly 2"

Bunter blinked up from the soup.

He gave the Highclifie {ellows a rather
startied blink.

The last time he had met Ponsonby
the merry Pon had kicked him along the
Courtfield road. BSo his enthusiastio
groeting was rather a surprise.

“T—T say, you follows——" ;

“Faney meetin’ you, old chap " said
Gadsby, taking his cue from Pon.

“Look here, no larks, you know ! said
Bunter suspiciously, * You Higheliffe
cads begin kicking up a row here and
vou'll jolly well get slung cut on your
necks, see!” )

“My dear old fellow!” exclaimed
Ponsonby. " We'ra delighted to see you.
I caught sight of you a minute ago, and
said to Gaddy: “Why, that's dear old
Bunter!' ¥ :

“Phose very words !" said Gaddy.

“lunter’s not the man to remembor
any silly rows we may have had in term
tune ! remarked Aonson.

“ Mot Bunter 1" said Pensonhy, shaking
hiz head. * Bunter's much too magnani-
mous for that! It's a real pleasure to
see you here, Bunter, old fellow. Had
a pood train journeyi’’

“1 don’t travel by train,” said Dunter
disdainfully. “I charter my own aero-
plane.” :

“ Doain® it in style, what?”

“Well, when a fcllow's immensely
wealthy, why shouldn't he spend his

Teg Macxer Lisnapy.—No. 1,338
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money 1 said Bunter. A few thou-
gands more or less makes no differenco
to me.”

"IF?n.!: bounder 'Y murmured Gadsby.

[ ’h l.il?'l

*Oh! I said thet must be rippin’ 1

“It wants some pluck, though, to
travel by plane,” sawd Donszonby. 1
remetber Bunter always had pluck.”

" Yeg, that &bwavs was his fong suit,”
assented AMonson.

Bunter smiled geuially.

;'!iluu fellows  staying  here?™ ho
asked.

“Yes.  We're doin’ RHome,” said
Pon., "I hope we shall see somethin’

of you while you're hiere, Bunter, We

never had a chance at home to sco as

miuch of you as we wantcd—somcbody

always bargin’ in and claimin’ you”
“Bunter's got so many  friends, I

dare say he'd alinost forgotten us,"” said
onson solemnly.

“Look here, what about dinin® at
Bunter's table, 1f he's agrecable,” said
I’'on, as if struck by a sudden thought.
“We want to feo somethin® of you, old
chap, and—and ialk over old tinoes.
There'll ke a crowd of people ruslh-
ing you off your feet mest of the
time, 1 expect.”

“Well, T'm rather expecting my
friends any minute,” said Bunter
doubtiully. “Wharton and those

fellows, voa know.”

“I'm afraid they'd raiher let you
down, then,” remarked Pon. “We
paszed themt on the road to 'Livelr.,”

“Tivoli!!™ repecated Buuter
“Wharrer you mean? The Tiveli's in

ndon."

Ponsouby coughed.

“There's a ]Sace called Tivoli here,
old chap; 1 think the London zhow
was named alter it They were a good

£
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ﬁifmw miles from Rome when we saw
fhem.

“The silly asses!"” sald Bunler.
“They jolly well kunow I was expecting
them here. Cheek, I call !

“8it down, you men; Bunler would
like us fo dine with hin,” said Pon,
and the Higlheliffians sat down.

Bunter gave a genial nod of assent.
He was a gregarious animal, and did
not like b{tinﬁ oft alone. And he was
rather bucked at being claimed as a
friend by theso three clegont and well-
dressed fellows. And thers was no
doubt that Pon & Co. were treatin
him with much more defcrence an
respect than Harry Wharten & Co.
had ever done!

It was quite an enjoyalile dinner.

Not only was the feod good, which
was the most Important thing, but
Bhl.:lnt-:rr found the company very agree-
Fi R £ P

lon & Co. made themselves execeed-
ingly pleasant. Pulling Bunter's fat
leg was tho casicst of tasks.

He only nceded flattery to be laid on
with a trowell 'That came casily
cnough- to Fou.

By the time that long dinner was over
Buntor was tlinking—as the cheery
Pon intended him to think—how much
pleasanter 1t was with fellows like
these than with tha Famous Tive,

They listened to his words as if they
were golden drops of wisdom; which
Elg:i Greyfriars fellows certainly never

id.

‘When he swanked, and talked about
his money, they heard him with
respectful admiration.

After dinner Pon proposed “doing a
show * with Bunter ]! Bunter was gn]
too pleased at the idea of rolling r-u:n.mg
Romo with those thres clegant eom-
panions. He assonted at once.
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‘They walked with him to the Iift.
‘They agreed to wait for him in the
lounge till he was ready fo start. In
the meantime, his car was ordered.

Buuter shot up 1o his magnificent
suite for Jarvish to dress him fo go
out—and Pon winked at his comrades.

“1 rather think,” he remarked,
“that we've landed that fish !

“Halla! There's that crew!" mur-
mured Monson. “They've got back.
‘l‘h_ff:.' laok & bit dusty.-

arry Wharton & Co. were coming

I:"‘I

in. They passed through the lounge
and noticed Pon & Co. sitling
there as  they Ponsonby

asscd,
alaborately igm:rredp them; the Grey-
friars fellows went on to the Iift and
were carried up.

Fon shrugged his shoulders.

“They must have got o lift back,”
ha remarked. “Too late, though—
wo've landed their fish 17

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Jarvish Gets His!

ki PE‘RMIT meo to change your tie,
gir 1"
“Think so, Jarvish?”
“There i5 a spot of soup,

¥

B} [

“0h, all right 1%

Jarvizh deftly changed Bunter's
dress-tie.  Then he selected a hand-

some light coat from among Bunter's
many ¢oats, for wear over his evening
¢lothes. Dunter blinked inte the pier-
glass and smirked with satisfaction.

Ile was quite pleased with the hand-
eome, artistocratie, distinguished reflee-
tion in the mirror.

“¥our pin, sirl” Jarvish adjusted
the diamond pin. our gloves, sir!
Your handkerchief! A touch of eau-
de-cologne—quite |I”

“"You think of ever:irthing, Jarvish [
eald Bunter. “¥You're a jolly pood
ecrvant, Jarvish !

“¥ou are very kind, sir.”

After all, Bunter considered,
eilly asses liad very
take about Jarvish. nter wasn't
going to part with such a perfect man-
servant ! He would be blowed if he
would !

Thump !

'There wes & bang at the door, and ik
opeped. Five tired end rather dusty
juniera marched in.

Bunter blinked round at them.

Jarvish surveyed them with an
expressionless faen, but & mochking glim-
mer in his cyes.

“1 say, vou fellows, Tou've got here,
then 1 grunted Bunter, “ You're too
late for dinner—over long ago. I'd
]1-:1:&_ tt'?’ know what you jolly well mean
y ik}

“Wa want fo know what Jarvish
means by it !” said Harry Wharton, hia
eyvos pleaming ak the wvalet., **“Ha
insiructed the driver to take ws miles
away and keep us out till midnight.”

“What the dooce did you do that
for, Jarvish?™ asked Billy DBunier, in
astonishment.

Jarvish wound his
Ltogether.

“Master Wharton s mistaken, sirl*
e said. “I ecortainly never dreamed
of anything of the kind!”

"We ragged the driver till he ewned
up,” gaid Harry. “And now you're
olng to sit up for it, you double-deal-
g roiter I

“The sit-upfulness ia going to be
terrifio 1™ declared the XNabobh of
Bhanipur.

“ Bump the rotter1” growled Johony

1 those
hkelg made a niis-
¥

emootly  handa

Bull



I zay, you flellows—"

“What's the man doing here now
when le's sacked I" demanded Nugent.

“I—I've decided not to szack him,
efter all,”? said DBunter. “The—the
fact 12, I--I think he's too good a sor-
vant to lose”

“You fat ass! Do vou want him to
hand you over te DBronx, when that

American bhlows inte Rome?” snorfed
dJohinny Tu :
“Oh, rot! "Thr: fact 15, I ean't part
“YWhy can't you? demanded
"W]mrtﬁn

“It's nothing o do wilth the money®”
paid Bunter hastily.

"Tlm money ! sard Harey blankly.

¥ Nothing at all, yvou know! But—
but—Jarvish has cxplained, and it's all
right! I want you fellows to be civil
to Jarviah.”

“You can want ! said Harry Whar-
ton. “We've warned you that he is a
treacherous raseal. and if you choose to
keep him after that it's your own
affair! Bul he's not going to play
tricks on usi Wo walked miles before
we got a lift back to Rome—"

“}e, he, he i”

“Dh, that's a laughing matter, 15 i£?"
roared Johnny Bull.

“Well, after all, a joke's & joke”
said Bunter, "‘Hc, he, he !

“Jarvish is going to get some of the
joke now ! said Bob

1 say, yvou fellows, none of your row-
ing here! You're in my hotel—mot in
the Bemove passage EIIJ Greyiriars 1
sald Bunter severely. “1 expeck you to
behave voairselves, you know. In fact,
I want you to be a bit more partmular
than usual, as I've met some frienda
herc—rather classy Iriends! Deon’t let
me down belgre the IHigheliffe chaps. ™

“We saw that crew in the lounge as
Wo Ccamo m,” said DBob. “Have they

gluerd on to you, you fat dufler ™

"I'm rlmng a show with themm this

evening,” sail Bunter, with dignity.
“1 shan't see vou fellows alga,m till to-
marrow. Behave yvourselves  while

you're out of my sight!”

“I fancy I eco why Jarvish played
that trick on us,” said Harry. “He
has got you te himself, and pulled your
6illy leg somehow.™

“(Oh, rc:i.]]:.", Wharten—="

" Hag h]m'

“Look liere, don't yom kick up a
ghindy hore!” roared Bunter.

But the amous Five did not heed
Bunter. Thev rushed across the room
&t Jarvish and collared him.

Thera was a howl from Jarvish.

“ Master Willinm——-"

“ Chuck it ! roared Bunter.
hear? Let my valet alonel
you fa let him alone, sce®"

Bunter's orders were totally  disre-
garded.

The Famous Iive were tired and
dusty and hungry and exasperated.
Jarvish, sacked or not sacked, had to
learn that be could not play such tricks,
They proceeded to give him instruction.

Bump, bump, bump!

Thrice thoe wriggling, yelling wvalet
smole the floor of Bunter the Billion-
aire's dressing-room. He =mote 1t hard,
and roared frantically at cvery smite,

Then Dob Cherry f’erkcd a bottla of
brilliantine from the dressing-table.
Some of it had been used on Bunier's
ghiny hair. DBut there was plenty left
in the boiile. DBob proceeded to pour if
down the 'tm-r"ls: of Jarvish's neck.

“Urrerpgeh!” gurgled Jarvish,
wrigeling wildly. “Ow! Urrgh! You
young rascals—urrghl BMaster William
—yrnrrgeh 1

“1 saw
Bunter.

“ Lo you
I order

you fellows—" pgasped
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" Give him a few more |”

Bump

R Yu::cmnr:

Bump !

“Urrrergeh !

Bump, bump, bump!

“0w! Wow | Qocogh!™

“There, I think that will do '™ gasped
Wharton, as the juniors released the

roarcd Jarvish,

valet, and he sprawled on the floor,
gurgling and gasping for breath
“That will ba a lesson to you, you

cheaky tick.” ;

“Urrrrgegh ! spluttered Jarvish,

“I sav, yvou ifellows

“If you've got the senze of a bunny
rabbit, Dunter, you'll kick that rascal
out before he has a chanee to play any
more dirty tricks ! snapped the captain
of the Remove.

“I—=I can't—I—1 mecan, I—1 won't!
Look here, yvou fellows, you—you mind
vour own business!” stammered Bunter.
“Think I want you ito manage my
affairs for me? You

“Oh, go and eat coke!" snapped
Wharton. *“If vou weren't in danger
from that rascal Bronx and this rascal
who is Lielping him, we'd turn yon down
on the spot, and have done with you.
But we can't leave you to it

“ Look here, vou cheeky beast

“Oh, let's gat out of this, you fellows,”
said Harry: and the Famous Five lefi
Bunter's dressing-room, leaving the fat
billionaire frowning and Jarvish still
gasping on the {loor.

Jarvish was still gurgling and gasp-
ing when Bunter went out, leaving him
to it. The fat billionaire went down in
the lift, and joined Pon & Co. in the
lounge.

They greeted him with their politest
manners and sweelest smiles, and
walked out to the ear with him.

Meanwhile, the Famous Five had &
wash and a brush down, which they
rather needed, in thelr own rooms, and
then came down lo scout for some
SUDDET.

After supper it was bed-time, but they
stayed up awhile to wait for Bunter to
come in. DBunter was not in at eleven
o'elock., howevor, and they wont to bed.
Apparently the fat billionaire was mak-
ing & night of it with his nutty High-
eliffe fricnds.

And superb az the Hotel Superbo was,
the chums of tha Remove were str::m%lg
tempted to clear off, and leave the fat
and fatuous billionaire to his own
dovices. It was only the certainty that

11

over the glorious old ruin of the
Colosseum, and ther were tn:lmpted ta
get their lunch out at a trattoria or &
ristorante, and make a day of it. How
ever, as the:, were Bunter the Billion
aire's guests, they felt that that would
hardly do; so they walked back fo the
Superbe, and turned up in time for
lunch.

Three fellows were sitling at Bunter”s
tabie with him—Pon and Gaddy and
Monzon, of Hli cliffe, Ex:.e:'lpnl.l:,r the
Higheliffe trio had “glued ¥ on to the
fat billionaire.

They exchanged covert glances and
grinned as the Famous Five came up
to the table.

Bunter blinked at
fellows.

He looked rather pasty and pallid
after his late night. e had not been
out of doors yet, having breakfasted in
bed, and snoozed apain till it was time
to get up for lunch,

say, you feilows, I've t::uhl Liunigi
set another table for you.” sald

the Greyiriars

Buntﬂr “These follows are ll.im:hmg
mth me tn-dn:.r."
“Sorry if we're in the way!™ said

Ponzonby, with sarcastic politeness.

Harry Wharton looked fixedly at the
fat billionaire.

Cortainly the chums of the Remove

did not specially want to lunch at Bun-
tor's tth Indeed, as o matter of
taste, they would have preferred any
other table.

At the same time, it was not agrea-
able to be pushed out to make room for
the nuts of Hlﬁhcl[ﬁe,

“Hope you don't mind!"” added Bun-
ter carelessly, evidently not worrving
whether the fellows minded or not.

“Not in the least.,” said Bob, “We'll
listen to the band instead of to you,
Bunter.™

“Don't vou be a cheeky beast, Bob
Cherry o

“We'd better hava this plam,” said
Harry Wharton. " Are you taking u
with these Hi -:Inﬁ‘e fel'ﬁuws. Bunter

“Why shouldn't I, if I choose?” de-
manded Bunter.

“You will do as yvou like: but they
ara no friends of ours, and we want to
have nothing to do with them.”

“Look here, if you can’t be civil to
my friends—" began Bunter.

“Wa bar Highcliffa cads!” grunted
Johnny Bull.

#“The barfulness is terrifie.”

(Continued on neéxi page.)

Bunter was in
danger that made
them  resolve to
stand it as long as
they could. PBut
how long they
would he ahle to
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“I tay, vou fellows, don’t you gct
kicking up a shindy here !V said Bunter.
“Pon's told me about how you roewed
with him vesterday, and 1 can tell you
I think it's pretty thick that veu can’t
behave vourselves a bit betler.”

“You fat ass!™ 2

“0h, really, Wharton! Ragging my
friends, and ragging my valect!” said
Bunter warmlyv, "I really think you
might try to remember that you're not

in the Remove passage at Greyinars
now. You might try to keep up appear-
ances in a first-class place like this

“"Look here, let's get out!™ growled
Johnny Bull.

“Let's 1" agreed Nugent.

“T tell yvou I've ordered another table
for you,” said Bunter. “I don't want
vou to clear. I'm not chucking youl
But you can't cxpect to take up all my
time."”

“You Llithering owl—"*

“Oh, reallv, Choerry—"

“Come on, you men!” said Iarry
YWharton, and the ¢hums of the Remove
walked out of the restaurant of the
Hotel Eupprhn_ .

Bunter blinked after them, rather dis-
mayed,

Tt was true that he preferred the eom-
pany of Pon & Co.,, who took the
trouble to pull his fat leg.

But he had not quite E‘u'g::-:l:nn Tiger
Bronx. and he was quite well aware
that, if danger acerued, his natty High-
cliffa friends would not be of much
sorvice. Thal was where the Famous
Five came i

Pan & Co.. on the other hand, wern
distinetly =zatisfied. They exchanged a
cheory prin as the chums of the Remove
disappearcd. i

They preferred to have their billton-
aire all to themselves. o ]

Clertainly. they were not enjoying his
company. But they were enjoving ﬂ".“
erumbs that fell from the rich mans
table.

Where Dilly Bunter lad got Ius
immense wealih from they could not
fFuess or nnagive.  Dut there was no
doubt about the wealth, and that was
enough for thent.

After coming in with the fat billion-
aire at iwelve the previous night, thoy
had sat up for an hour playing banker
with him i hiz rooms. Quile a con-
siderable sum had been transferred to
Pon & Co. from the Greyfriars billion-
airg, They had rather a freling that
they lad discovered a goldmine in
Rome.

Judging others by themselves, they
had no Jdonbi that the FFamous Five
regarded DBunter in the same light.
They had exercised superior cunning,
and pot possession of the man of money.
And they were going to keep him if they
could !

Lunchiess, Harry Wharton & Co
walked out of the Hotel Superbo, They
Iunched at a “ristorante * in the Pilazza
di 8papna on their own.

After lunch they went for o saupter in
the beautiful pavk on the Pineian Il
Wharton's face was very thoughtlul

T dazhed if T know what we'id
Letter do 1 he said, at lazt. “The hols
are conting to an end now, anyhow,
and we shall have to bhe petting back
home before long, But——"

“But that fat idiot——"" said Dlob.

"We can’t turn him down, in the eir-
cumstances,” said Harry.

Grunt from Johnny Bull.

“Hea's turned us down, hasn't he?
Lot him rip! We're not after his

utrid moncy like thoze Higheliffe cads,

suppose.”

*No, asz! Bot—"
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“Taot's chuck him, same as we did in
“enice,”

“1e's  different now,” said Harry.
“That cur Javvish has got round him
somehow. But we know, if Bunter
doesn’t, that the rascal id plaving a
double game. That villain Bronx is
after him, and Jarvish will betray him
into the man's hands as he did before.”

“Well, Pon & Co. can see lhim
thrngh,” tard Johmny, with another
gran

“*Fathead! Lot they care what hap-
pens to him ! 1t's rotten for us, but 1
don't fcel that we can leave him to it.
It's up to us to keep an cve on the faf
dummy—at least till he gets home. We
should feel pretty zick i something
happened to him."

*After all, the fat owl ecan't help
bheing a born idiot!” remarked Nugent,
“We can't let him come to harm,”

“We can’t hang on with those High-
cliffe cads!” growled Johnny Bull

“No fear! % think the best thing we
can do 5 to keep our rooms at the
Hotel Superbo; then we shall be able to
keep an eye on tha fat duffer,” said
Harrv. “Ior the rest, he will have to
be left to himself. We don’t want his
mgney or his motor-cars.”

Having arrived at that decision, the
chums of the Remove dismissed the
matter from their minds.

Certomly they did not miss the com-
pany of the fat billiopaire in their
rambles round Rome. Pon & Co. were
meara than welcome to that,

It was not till nearly bed-time that
they returned that eveming to the Hotel
Superbo.  When the pold-laced porter
revolved the magnificent deors and they
went 10, a nasal voice, speaking to one
of the reception clerks, {fell on thotr
Cars.

"Yep: T pguess that’s the name—
Bunter, He's staving hore?”

The Famous Five all looked ronmd at
LI,

Their eyes fell on a tall, lean, hard-
faced American; and they recopnised
Tiger Bronx,

Fvidently the ganpster Lad arrived
in Reme, and iracked Buunter the Bil-
liohiaire to hiz quarters.

“Bronx I murmured Bob Cherey,

The gangster, leaving the burean,
came towards the doers. iz eyves fell
ant the jJuntors, and he prinned.

S0 vou're here, Mr. Bronx,” said
ITarry Wharton quictly,

“I'll zay I'm arcund ! agreed Bronx,
“1 guess this baby don't got left—not
50’3 yvou'd notiee it.™

And he lounged out of the hotel,

The junlors went up m ihe hft fo
their rooms.  Harry Wharton  went
along to Bunter's suite. It was a mag-
nificcnd suite—bed-voom, dressing-
ragn, bath-reem, sitting-room.  and
ante-room, JIn the latter was Jarvish.

“Ts Bunter m? asked Harry.

Jarvish gave hinm a rather furtive
loalk.

“My master is in,” he said, " Dat
he is with his friends, and does not wish
to be disturbed.”

Taking po heed of that, Wharton
erossed tho room to the door of Bunter’s
zitting-room.  Jarvish laid a hand on
his arm and stopped him.

“"Kindly do not go in, Master Whar-
ton,” he satd smoothly. “1 have teld
vou that my master is with his fricnde,
ancl g

“Let go my arm !

"1 must insizf, sir——'

Harry Wharton gave the valet a puzh
that sent him staggering bLack, and he
zat on the floar.

Then the captain of the Remorve
opened the deor and stepped into the
nllionaire’s sitting-room. ;

¥

Bunter was, as Jarvich had said,
there with his friends.,  His friends
were Pon & Co. 'The four of them wera
sitling round a green baize card-table,
on which there were cards, cigarcttes,
and ash-trays. There was an atmao-
sphere of smoke in tha room. Pon &
CUo. wera smoking, and the fat billion-
aire had a ecigarctte in his mouth.

Wharton's brow darkencd as  he
locked at the scene. He had hardly
needed telling why Pon & Co. had
taken Bunier up; but i he had
doubted, he had prool now.

Billy hunter blinked at lum through
his"big spectacles.

“That you, Wharlon?
smoke ¥ ho said breezily.

“You fat dummy "

“Oh, really, Wharton! Be a man,
old ¢hap !” urged Bunler, “Eit Jdown

Have a

ane take a hand., We're playing
poker. Be a map, old fellow—like
e

“You howling ass.”

*¥Yah ™

“5hut the door after vou, will you,
Wharton ¥ asked Ponsonby,

“Get on the other side of it fivst,™
sugrested Monson,

“ Yes; vou're rather a shelelon at a
feast, if you don’t mind my zayin' so,”
remarked Gadshy.

Wharton ht‘t‘utﬁed hard. Bunter was
his own master, =o far as that went;
and he had plenty of moncy to lose.
But it went against the grain o see
him fleeced by  these unscrupulous
young rascals,

“How much have you lostt, so far,
Bunter ¥ asked Harrv.

“Eh? I may have dropped fifly
pounids or s0,” answered  Bunter.
* Nothing to me. Tlow did you kuow
I'd been losmg 77

Harry Wharton laughed: le could
not help it. It did not need a very
keen intellect to guess that the fat bil-
liomaire was losing money in a game of
poker with Pon & Co.

“Blessed if I gee anything to cackle
at " granted Bunter, " XNo Dbimev of
vours, anvhow. Why not sit down and
take a hand? Pon's teaclhing me to
play poker. He'll toach you, too, won't
von, Pon¥"

“Lessong from Ponesanbr would ba
rather too cxpensive, I think,” said the
:-ﬂ:ftmn af the Remove contempiuoncly.
“Look here, DBunter!  Ba a consible
chap, and c¢huck this and go to Led "

“Bunter’s not in need of advice from
vou,” remarked Ponsonby.

“No fear,” zaid Bunier.
bit of a soft ass, Wharton.
pamby, you know. Speoney,”

“1 came here to tell von—m=>"

“Took here! Get out:” said Pou.
sonthy. " Bunter doesn't want vou, and
vou'ro interruptin® the game ™

“¥Yes, shut up!™ zatd Bunter. “Take
a hand, or get out! I don't want any
sormons from you t”

“NFou fat ass!” exclaimed Wharton
angrily. “Can’t vou zee that tliz gang
of sharpers are roocking you?®”

“Oh, really, Wharton '™

Ponsonby turned quite pale.  That
deseription  of his  proccodings  was
accurate, but it was very unpleazant to
listen to. e jumped uwp from his
chair, hiz eyes gleaming.

“Look hore! Buntrr's told vou to
pot out!” he snarled. “Get out belore
you're put !

“Yprs, rather! OFf all the echook—"
gasped Bunter,

“3hift, before you pget hurt!™ =aid
Gadslny

“Turn the cad ont!™ said Monzon,

And the threce Highelifians hustled
Wharton towards the door by which he
had entered.

“You're a
Mamby-



As Wharton pliched Gadsby and Monson headiong away, th
trays, piles of money, matches, and cigaretles went w
a3 he rolled on the foor,

“ Bunter, you ass—"

“{h, get out!™ grunted Bunter,

“QOut you go [” grinned Monson; and
he pave Wharten a shove.

Three to one, the Highelifia nuts ex-
E:ctﬁd to get away with it quite casily,

ut that was rather a mistake on their
part.

Wharton staggered towards the door-
way as hs was shoved. There
rallicd, and came back at the High-
clifians, his lhands clerched, and his
eyes blazing,

A ecrashing right-hander sent Pon-
gonby epinning acress the room. He
wnlrl‘:f. down on his back with a terrifie
yell.

(Gadsby and Monson had hold of
VWharton. The next moment they
wished that they hadn't

The eaptain of tha Remove grabbed
them by their collars, and the weedy
outs fairly crumpled up in his grasp.

Bang !

*Yow-ow-ow "

(13 Yﬂﬂp!"

Two simultancous yells rang out from
(Gadsby and Monson as their heads
wore ung-u::ﬂ L-DgEI.hEII".

Then, with a s.wmgl of his nrma
Wharton pitched them headlonz away,
and they orashed into tho eard-table.

Table and cords, ash-trays, and piles
of money, matchea and cigareites, went
whirlinf; over Bunter the Dillionaire.

“Ow! Oh erikey!"” roared Bunter,

a3 he rolled over under the shower.
“Oh lor'! Deast! Yarcooh! Owl
Wow [

“Oh gad ' gasped Ponsonby.

*Ow! Wow-wow!" groancd Monsen.

“Ow! Beast! Wow!”

IHarry Wharton stared at tho secno of
wreekage for & mowent, then, with &
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eontempiucus laugh, he walked out of
the room. And Bunter the Billionaire
and his nutty friends were leit to sort
thernselves out at their leisure.

e E—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Pon's Pall

L OME bi nl"
% l‘.L‘.ﬂn::iIg %::nsonby made that

remark., He was loaling 1n &
Madeira chair in the porch of
the Hotel Superbo, in the sunny morn-
ing, Gadsby and Monson were loaling
also. A good many other guests of tha
hotel were shout; among them, the
Famous Five of Greyiriara. :
Pon & Co. carefully ignored the exiat-
ence of the Greyiriars fellows. They
did not even indulge in any disdeinful
or supercilious glanees. They still had
a few mches and pains left from the
gcuflle in Banter's room the niiht befors,
and no douvbt that helped te keep their
umpudenca in check.
utside, a superb ear, worthy of a
superb hotel, was waiting. Bunter had
not come down vet. Fen & Co, had lo
wait for Bunter. IFlattered as he was
by the attentions of the IHigheliffa Nuts,
for which he was paying rather high at
poker and banher, ]iuntur was not dis-
fusqd te turn out early on their account.
loltdays to Billy Dunter were & time
for slacking in bed =s long a3 he liked.
From the wide, open doorwey there
was a superh view of the superb grounds
of the Hotel Buperbo. (zardens with
trees and fountainz surrounded the
palatial building, and there was a long,
winding drive down to the Corso from
the hotel, Up the frive from the bronze
pafies came a largo limousine, even

13
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o Higheliffe junlors orashed into the card-table, and table, cards, ashe
agi&% Buﬂtag the Billionaire. **Ow ! Oh erlkey [ ™ roared B;:niu‘,
““Oh lor’] Beast! Yaroch! Owl] Wowl™

handsomer than the car that waited for
Bunter. It was such sn impressive car,
with such an impressive chaufleur, that
many of the SBuperbo crowd gazed at 1t
with interest, and Pon remarked that it
was “some big gun® who had arrived.

The head porter, majestically descend-
ing wide marble steps, majestically
opened the door when the limousine

stopped. From the car etepped an
Italian %‘enﬂeman dressed in _black.
Apparently he was a person of import-

ance, for the gold-lacod official convoyed
him inte the porch of the Superbo with
an air of tremendoud respect.

“Wonder whoe the doopce it
yowned Cadsby,

Harry Wharton & Co. did not observe
the little seens. They wers standing in
o group dizoussing the programme for
the day,

Except that they wera still etaying ab
tha IMatel Buperba, they were done with
Bunter the DBillionaire. They did not
feel that they could desert the fat junior,
especially now that they knew that
Tiger Dronx was in Ilomo. Dut be had
to be left to his own devices, and cer-
tainly they could not drecam of dieputing
with Pon & Co. the possession of the
fat Owl. Pon & Co. wore left in pos-
535100,

The chums of the Remove were now
planning a waik in Romo, with the aid
of tramsz and bnzes, to eee the sights
EBob had a map pf the Ilternal City
spread out on a little table, and they
woere geing over it. Mot being billion-
pires, the Famous Five had to think in
terms of buses and trams. They could
not afford tremendous cars like the fat
billionaire.

1l segretaric di Cardinale Colonna 1™

(Continued on page 16
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(Continued from poge 13.)

Pon [IEEIE.‘II SEI:m Italiim remark, as the
man m black eome along, convoyved b
tho head porter, 4 * J

“The secretary of Cardinal Colonna '™
gaid Ponsonby. “I've heard of that old
bean—a tremendous big gun in Rome—
only sccond fiddle to the jolly old Pope!
I wonder whom the secretary's como to
EEHI‘

e soon dizcovered.

The gold-laced majesty of the Superbo
escorted the gentleman in black to the
Famous Five, They looked up in zome
surprise. Wilth a& very impreassed air,
the head porier presented him.

“8ignore  Puccl, sccretary to  his
Eminence Cardinal Colonna P he said,
and retived backwards.

Signove Pucel bowed and emiled.
Harry Wharton & Co., not to be out-
done in politeness, bowed end smiled
also.

 “Ilis Eminenee send me to greet you,
signorini,” said the seerofary. “ Yon
are the young gentlemen who help the
[;:ilvem prete on the Tivoli ropd—yes?

lis Eminenco busy man with great
afirirs; but he sond me, his sceretary, to

of service to you.”

“But I don't quite understand," said
Harry, rather puzzled.

“You are here to seo our city 7 eaid
Bignor Pucel. “Ves? You like to uze
his minence's car, and the servica of
secretary as puide? All is at your
gorvice.”

“Oh, my hat ™ murmured Dob,

It was rather o surprise for the chums
of Greyfriars. They had almost for-
tten that episode on the Tivoli road.
vidently the godd cardinal had not for-
gotten. llo was placing his car and his
secrewary at the service of the Greyiriars
tourists, as an act of acknowledpment,
It was so polite and gracious an act that
they could not think of refusing.

*This is rather luck ! remarked Dob
Chorry.

“The Juwekfulness iz terrifie 1

There was no doubt thut the Famons
Five woere rather in luck.  Sceing Hotn
with a cardinal’s ear to cavey them
sbout, and o cardinal's secretary as
guide, was rather different from hanling
it, tramming if, and buszing it, so to
speak.

Ponsonby & Co. looked on in deep dis-
gust as the ehums of Greylriars walked
out to the big ear with Signor Pucei.

“How the thump did these robfers
over preb an with a hig pan ke Cardinal
Colonna ¥ asked Pon. “Can't make it
aut, ™

The Fumous Five ralled away in the
cardiml’s car, loaving Pon & Co. still
widling for DBunter,

They bad anothier hour 1o wait,

Then the fat billionuire put in an
AN,

Pon & Co. grecled him with preat
Fﬁh’lll.‘:l'l"“ﬁ, butruying no sirn of desiro
to kiclk dim for baving kepu themn waite
e =0 long,

“Well, what are we dain” this morn-
in"v® asked Pon, 8Bt DPeter’s—the
Vatiewn—Chadle of Snn Anpelo=—"

Tire A cner Linnaky.—Ne. 1,808,
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“What about a drive on the Pineio?”
asked Bunter. " Jarvish says there's a

“Any old thing,” eaid Pon agreeably,
and they went out to the ecar, and the

superbo chauffenr drove them away in

; the Buperbe automobile.

The gardens on the Pincian ITill, ono

-:. of the pleasant spots of Home, were

green and cool, and very agresable.
ron & Co, would have been quite
pleased to drive round for an hour or
twe before going back te lunch.

_But when Bunter sighted the cafe, he
signalled to the driver to pull up. The
streteh  between breakfast and lunch
scemed, to .ﬁl”ﬁ Bunter, s long and
dreary desert. He liked to find an oasis,
1 the shape of a substantial snack, in
the middle of that desert.

“Get down here,” he said,

“Oh, all right 1™

They left the car at a little distance,
and sat under a shady tree ab s table
where & waitor gerved thom,

Pon & Co. had iced drinks, which were
%Tatcsful and comforting on a warm
day; but Bunter had lwnger to con-
sicdler as well as thirst,

An immense pile of sticky cakes was
nlaced befors Dunter, through which he
travelled slowly but steadily.

. Pon_ & Co. began to show signs of
impatience.

Bunter was a very useful acquaintancs
a3 o pigeon to pluck, But sitting round
a tzble watching him eat was not s
{faseinating occupation,

*What about gettin® s move oni?”
asked Pon at last,

“I'm not finished yet,”
Bunter calmly.

“You'll queer your lunch,” suggested
Ciadsby,

“It's more than an hour to lunch yet.”

“Wheore do you pack it all?” asked
Monson,

“ Look here——"

“8hut up, Monson!" said Paonsonby,
with o warning look, “DBunter doesn's
like jokes of that sort.”

“I can tell you I jolly well don't!”
gruntod Bunter.

“Leb's take o bit of a stroll round the
gardens, and come back for Bunter,”
sug%cstnd Gmishf,f.

~1 say, you fellows——"

“That’s a good idea,” mgreed Pon,
rizaing with alacrity, He felt that any
idea would be good that would relieve
i of Dunter's: company for a time.
“aee you later, Buntor,”

“I say, don’t po far! I say—" Dut
Ponsouby & Co., allecting not fo hear,
walked away, They felt ihat they were
entitled to a rest from the Greyiriars
Lillignaire.

Bunter grunted, and blinked round
diccontentedly.  IMarry  Whinrton  had
looked in oon him ecarly thut rorning to
iell him that Piger Bronx had turned
up in Rome. DBunter did not want to
he left alone.  Still, in the reiddle of the
crowd in the Pincian Cardens, there did
nob seem much danger. and the stack of
slicky cakes was a sheer delizht. The
faut  bdlionaire proceeded 10 travel
through the cakes, and concontrated bis
fat thonsliz on them.

tall, lean [igure came leunging
along the front of the cafe. Two keen
#lils of cyes roved over the peoplo sitling
ab the Laldes,

Dunley Lhnked up as the lean man
devopped joto the ehair vacated by on-
sihlay o guarter of an hour ago.

The fut Lillonswe gave u terrified
F.l:l‘}-:'.‘lri,

“(ih erphiey I

“Pon't oger owp!” drawled  Tiger
Brons, "1 miver was noguy (o siand
ft cercrny, sl L snre exeoe yor !
Sib owhero you ave, fat boy, or this

answared

here liitle gun in my pocket will go
pop, and I'm jest mentioning that I
gucss you'll go pop, too, jost a few.t

ey

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Carried Awayl

ILLY BUNTER sat frozen to hia
chair, blinking across the little
round table at the gangster.

Ho even forgot the pile of
sticky cakes on the table which he had,
as_yet, travelled only half-through.

Hiz fat jaw dropped, and his little
round eves dilated behind his spectacles.

“0h lor'!¥ he ﬁnsped.

“Keop your chin resting " warned
Tiger Bronz, “I ain't hoping for a
pow-wow with any of them cops
wandering about the Pinclo—puardis,
they call *em here, I gucss. I sure
don't want to talk to ‘em| I want to
talk to you, big boy.”

“I—I—-I'in glad to—to—to seo you
Alr. Bronx ™ stuticred the hapless Ow
of the Remove. ' I—1'd just li?m e
a falk with you®

“You leok it1" agreed Bronx dryly.
. I—=I say, my friends will be back
in—in a minutal” stammered DBuntor.
“They're only strolling round the
gardens,”’

Bronx’s slits of oyes glittered round
him., Tlo supposed that DBunter re-
Ferred to IHarry Wharton & Co. Agpd
e had a good many reasons  for
knowing that ho would not be able to
handle DBunter easily if the IFamous
Iive of Greyfriars were on hand.

IIe was relicved to see nnl,himf of
themn, however. Three elegant fellows
whom he did not know by sight, were
sauntering towards the cafe, and his
eycs rested on them for 3 moment. But
he pave Pon & Co. no attention.

= ﬁu-&ss you're pulling my leg,” he
remarked. “I don’t scem fo zee
hido nor hair of that bunch! Now you
listen to me, you fat gink! I been
loocking for wou, and I guess I found
you. on sure didn't walk heres from
the Ilotel Superbo. Veou got an autod”™

"¥Yes," gaspod Bunter. “and—and a
chauffeur, and-—and the chaaifewr will—
will eall the police, if—if—--"*

“I pucss not!"” said Bronx. Ile was
speaking in a low voice, for there wero
a dozen people not ten or twelve feot
away. “You're going to give me a
ride in vour car, ho"

“1I—1" bo pleased,” groaned Bunter.
“Thit-—=hut—youn son-—""

“You want to hear this pun talk from
my pocket ??

“Pw! Nol I-1'11 take you for &
drive with pleasure”

“Bure!™ said ihe Tiger. .

Ilis hand was in the pocket of his
loose lounge coat where he keptk has
revolver, That even the Chicapo gangster
could be so desperate as to use it in a
erowded public place, with uwniformned
puardie actnally in sight, was not
likely. DBut the bare possibility was
enough for Dunter, 1llo shivered like o
fat jelly.

“¥ou're taking me for a ride,”” said
the Tiger quictly. “ You're tellin’® your
chauffenr you want to hit Frazeati,
und ihat you want Lo it it quick ! You
got ma "

“{h dear! Yes"®

“And I reckon,” said Bronx, "that
we'll start now. We'll hit the herizon
Lhefore those friends of yourn moscy
arcund, i they'ro here”

“(h loc' 1™

Tiger Lironx rose to his feet, Dunier
gt nnd blinked Lelplessiy at him, like
a fut rabbit fazcinnled by B serpect,



He had counied himself safe m a
erowded publie place. Evidently he was
not so safe as he had supposed, ¢

By sheer terror, the Tiger was going
to walk him off, under o hundred pairs
of eyes, and kidnap him in his own car |

The bulge of the revelver i his
pocket was enongh for Bunter. [le
dared not resisk

"You eoming ¥’ asked Frenx.

“Oh lox'l 1—I say &

“T puess I give vou one sccond fo
hop out of that chair! You'll never
hop out of it abive, if you don’t hop
quick ! =atd Bronx in a Jow tone
of wenace that sent a thrill of terror
through the fat billionairve.

Bunter stagpered to [is [eot,

“Bear 1t 1" said Bronx briefy.

Billy Busnter almost toliered away
towards the car in the roadwar. By
that time Pon & Coowere close at hand.

They stared ot the sizht of Bunter
leaving the cafe in company with the
tall, Ican American,

They had left the fat bLillionaire to
enjoy a rest fromn hiy Fascinating sociciy.

EVERY SATURDAY

Buk ik was rathor a jolt to z2ee Inm
(learing off with somebody else hefore
they rejoined himn That did not suit
Cecil Ionsonby’s game at all

He broke inlo a irob fo intercept
Bunfer on his way to the Buperbo car,
and Uadsby and Menson hurried alter
fiim.

Bronx's
direction.

“You know them guys, [at boy?” he
asked, )

“Eh!"  DBunter  blinked
“They're my friends—"

“"You got & ucew Dbunch, then
Bronx dropped his voies to a whisper.
The Highchffians were quite close now.
“Tell tﬁmn I'm an American [riend,
gaoing for a ride with you”

O dear!l Yes!”

Pon & Co. came up. Bronx gpave them

& cool nod, and they slared at nm fer
from amicably.

asked

“Lzoing, Dunter,
Ponsenby.

“Oh! Ye=!" gasped Dunter., *[—I—
I'm taking this beast——"

cyes gleamicd 1n thar
round.

1

old man®™
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L] w}lﬂf?"

“I mean this old American—that is,
this old friend—for a a-a drivel!®
gasped Bunter,

* Mriends of my young friend, Buuler,

what#"  asked Mr. Ironx genially.
“Ill say T'm glad to meet up with
Fou, Mt

Pon & Co. showed no gemiality what-
ever. It was casy conoungh for them to
read in the Tiger's hard, lean face that
ho was & hard character—a " tough
guy,” a5 he would have ecalled it Linn-
solf. 'They did not like hiz looks, and
certainly did not want his eompany.

“ Well, lock here, Bunter, you're with
us, vou know,” said Ponsonby. " You're
not lettin® us down, old fellow”

“"No! Yes! You see—

Bronx opened the deor of the Superbo

Cil Y.
“Ilop in, bol” he drawled.
Bunter hopped in, with an inward

rorn. He dared not disobey in his
fleep terror of the gangsier. [Pon and
Co.  exchanged surly loocks. They

(Continucd on nixt page.)

Our Soccer specialisl ie at vour Eervice.

GETTING OFF THE MARK

¥ this time many of my * football
B fan ' reeders will, I know, be

all eark-a-hoop over ilie manner
in which their favowrite elub hos

t off the mark this season. ‘There will

others very much depressed beeanse
their favourite club kes not made any-
thing like such a good start as they
anticipated.

To both these secetionsz of fans I would
gay, tni:e a gane view. It doos not
necesaarily fullow that beeause your club
has wen the firgt three or four matches
off ilwe reel thoat the championship is
peceszarily coming that way at the end of

gcason, MNor «dors 1b necessarily
mean that the side is a very good ane.

In e same way, béenuse your pet
tearmn has done pothing up to now, it
does not follow that ey won't do any-
thing whaon they geb seteled down, There
are all sorls of things to account for
succesaes and failures in tle early part of
the scazon. Some plavera like the hard
ground :  others have 1o waik Lill the
softer pitches come alonz bolore they ¢an
do themselves justice. Amain, ona elub
may have had the bad luek o run up
against nothing but the really good elubs
in its particular League.

I have knewn elubs start off very badly,
and yet come through on top. I seem to
rememnber Burnlew, just after the War,
loging their thee opening matches off the
regl, aud then ihey entered on s spell
during which 1lhey went i{hrough well
over twenty Lesgus snmes withoub a
defeat. And, of cowse, they won the
champiopship that season.

The reverse applica, too, AMuany are
the ieams I have seen stuvk off with &
fourish, eending thensselves ond  Lheir
supporters sky-high, and then not Leen
able to last. Indeed, 1 thick it should
ko said that in football the prize usually

If vou want an expert opinion on any
point in connaction with the great winter game, write o * Linegman,” ¢c/o The
MAGQNET, The Flestway Houge, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

poea lo the pood stayers rather than the
good slarters.

Nothing I have esid above, however,
muzgt lend my readers to think I am
runaning down the virine of & good start,
or fuiling to appreciaie the disadvantapes
of a bad start. But we do want to Leep
sane ahout thete things.

In no class of football iz it wise to make
pante changes in o fcam becauso that
team has made & bad start, I onee ¢ame
across a very wise old foothall manager,
who had been right through the mill of
experience, pnd e suid fo me: " The
conelusion L have come to is that it is
safer to make a change in & winning {eam
than a lesing one." That summing-up
aould not be taken too lilerally, of coursze,
bub there was & lot of teath iu it

What thiz wise old man of foothaH
meant to canvey was that when a teamn is
winning, o new man may be cargjed along
on the toeod-tide of success.  But when the
tearn is losing, and the ployers have no
confidence in themselves, it doesn't help
to chop and change the side sbouf from
week to week, Never mind whether it is
First Divieion fooiball or just a sohool
team—the secrct of sueccess is to find the
best side awvailoble, and play that side

long evough fo give the lads a chance of
getting to koow one another: of gelting
confidence in themsalves as a team.
SECRETS THAT SCORE
ATURALLY, in these early davs
N of tho season I have Lad several
letters from renders very anxious
to improve their football, and
agking me to recormmend them seme {orm
of practice. Well, when 1 wani to give
the best advice on a foothall subject, 1
olways go to the people who ouzbt Lo
know. 8o, as | bhavo ealled in at the
various bip football grounds recently, 1
have sither watched Ifra ployers practise,

or asked the manazer for any ideas he
had of his own for making bettor {oots
ballers,

Hoers, and by waoay of reply 1o my ssveral
correspondenta, I will pass on some of the
* dodges V"—if you like (o call them that—
about which [ learnt.

There was & call I made at Sioks, for
example. There, looking inon the players
one mil-week morning, I saw a strange
sight. Right across the gorl-mouth there
was & form-—ihe sort I ueed to sit on &b
sthool—about three fest high. The Stoke
players wero apporently shooting at this
form, but actually what they wero doing
was irying fo hit the ball hard, and yet
keop 1t 80 low that # went underneath
the form. That struck me as s very good
ldes, especially when I thought of the
foothall matches I have witneesed which

have been lost by plavers banging the
ball over the erossbar.

This ia the sort of prastice you can all
try. It tends to make keeping the ball
low a habit, and a low shot ia hetter than
a high one, because the goalkcepor can
throw his arms out to stop a high one,
whereas ho has to throw hie whole body
acrosa to stop a low ome which is pgoin
away from him, What & harvest o
gzoals wo ehould have in most matches if
there were no such thinges as shola oveor
tho bar!

HEADS ARE HANDY ]

ALS0Q went to I'reston, and thero
came across another idea, though
thia was oot absolutely new to me.
I had seen 1he sawme thing done
the Arsenal at Highbury. Four of the
poayers wera out on & hard lawn tennis
court, and wore playing something like a
ame of lawn tennis, but there were theso
ifferences betweon the way these fellows
were playwg—ihey were uaing a fooiball
inetecad of a tenms ball, and either their
heads or their feet instead of rackets,

You need not bave a real lawn tennia
court to do a bit of practire oo thess
lings—just & piece of ground marked out :
two sticks, and a pieca of string will do
equally well. Then have a little match
with one or two players on each side of
the string. To score points you must
gither head the ball, or kick it—rcither on
the volley or the first bounce—back into
your opponont’'s *‘court.” This 8 o
little practice idesa which teaches heading
and ball control, and makes tho players
quick, Try it. You will find it Loth
interesting and helpiul.

*LINESMAN."
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NEXT WEEK'S YARN OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. : ‘“PERIL IN THE AIR!"™ IS—

certainly wera not going to Lo dropped
in this way,

T'on made a sign to his comrades and
the three Highchilians barged into Lhe
car after Bantor. Bronx pushed in last.

If thiz lean Amecrican was, as Pon
supposed, seme adventurer after the fat
billiwnaire's money, he was not geing
to welk off the billionaire under Pon's
vory nose |

It was somn rolicf to Bunier to have
ihe trie in the ecar, though, certainly,
Ie  wonld have preferred Harry
Wharton & Co. just then!

Broux raised no ohjection. Iie was
anxions to get his quarry away from
such & public spot, and a dispute
wottlil not have helped him. 1'on & Co.
conld be deoalt with later.

“¥on ain't put the chauffeur wise
b, bo!" he drawled, with & meaming
ook at Bunter.

“(h, yos! Where--where did you
ﬁﬂ}a‘l..l-"!

“ Frazeati!”

“Look liere, are wo gein® out of
town ?? snapped Pon. “ Frascali’s aboub
fifteen miles from Rome”

“I'll say it's an interesting spol,”’
drawled Bronx, “On the Alban hills,
finn vilias, lovely views, monastery of
L amaldoli, and—"

“What about gellin® back to thoe
Superbo  to  lunch, DBunter?”  asked
T*an, coolly inlerrupting BMr. Bronx.

“{h, yes! Ne!" gasped Bunter.

“Wo don’t want to go out
Frascati I” grunted Monson.

“Oh dear '

“You speaking to the chauffeur, bo®"
asked Bronx.

Bunter spoke to the chianffenr. What-
over the Highcliffians thought of his
proceedings he dared not disohey ilie
gangster, who sat with his hand resiing
on the hidden revelver in hiz pocket.

“8i. signore!” said the superh
Eupc:rhu chauffeur, as he sot the car in
motion, and {the ill-assorted parvty
rolled away.

Pon & Co. sat leoking sulky and
surlv. Bunter quaked end gasped.
Branx sprawled easily in his seat.

What was the matter with Bunter,

Lo

Pon & Co. could not guess, though it
was pcazy for ihem to see that something
vory unusnal wag the matter with him.

That he was being carrvied off, in Lis
own ecar, by a desperate gangster from
Chicagn, was not likely (o ocour tw
them —yet,

The Pincian Gardens were left be-
hind; Romo was left belund, and the
car ran oput on the road across ihe
sunny Campagna.

Pon & Co. seowled. DBunter quaked.
And Tiger Dronx, eprawling in his scat
with his bhand on lis " pun,” grinned.
This time, Mr. Bronx calouiated, e had
got by with it.

———— P

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Painful for Pon!

1 TOP
% The SBupecrbo car was ten or

twelve miles from Rome on the
Lilly read  asconding  io
IPrascati, DBroax rapped oub the order
suddenly, i
1'onsonby gave him a surly look.
“MWhat are we goin' io stop hero
for ™ he spapped., *We can get somno
lunch at Frascati—but it's miles yet.”
“I guess I sin't looking for cats!”
drawled Alr. Bronx, “You telling your
chauffeur to stop, Bunter ¥

“Oh dear! Yes(” groancd Bunter.

The chauffeur drew the Buperbo car
te a halt at the readside under shady
branches of trees.

Tiger DBronx opencd the donr and
stepped  out. He stood f{or some
moments watcehing the long white road.

"Two or three cars were in sight, amd
the gangsior wailed for them to dis-
appear. ] -

Bunter wiped his perspiring forelicad.

“0Oh erikey ™ he mumbled.

“Look here, Bunter, what's this
game?” demanded IPonsonby savagely,
“What on earili have you picked up this
blackguard for?”

“J—I haven't!” groanced Bunter.
“He's—he's picked me up! Oh lor’ ¥

“Wall, if vou don't want him, let him
clear ! said Gadsby. “ I suppose vou're

Thunder of engines, scream
of tyres—the crash of Ewo-
miles-a-minute racing cars in
awe-inapiring collisron!
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See the

not bound to let the fellow glue on to
vou, are you?l

“0Oh lor’ 1™

Bunter blinked out of tho car at Mr.
Bronx, slanding a fow feet away, watch-
g the road.

“I—I say, you fellows,” he breathed,
“vou—you ¢ollar him——"

“Wha-a-t™

“He—he's kidnapping me!” groaned
Eunter,

“Mad?” ashed Ponsonby, staring at
him.

“Ha's a pangster—an awiul character !
He's after my meney ! I sav, he's got a
revolver in his pocket ! pasped Buonter.
“I say, Wharton and thosc chaps
wouldn't let him carry mo off like this
if they were here! I zay. you fcllows,
we're pals, ain’t we? You stand by
me—"

Pon & Co. stared at him Dlankiy.

They had wondered what might ba
thie reason of Billy Buuter's peculiar
proceedings,  Buf assuredly thev had
never dreamed of anyihing hike Lhis,

“0Oh gad!” gasped Monson., ¥ Look
here—"

Bronx steglpnd back to the car.

The Highelifhans eyed hiin with great
uneasiness as he looked iIn. They could
hardly beliove Bunter's startling state-
ment; but they were alarmed and very
uncasy.

“Bunter bov,” drawled Mr. Bronx,

I puess I'm driving from now on!
You tell your chauffeur he's to walk on
to I'rascati and take the train back to
Rame.”

 I—I——" stammered the wretched
billionaire.

Do it quick ! said Bronx.

“Look here—" began Ponsonby.

“Don't you spili anylhing, bo!™ said
Bronx. “I gucss I'm the babv that's
doing all the sqguealing in this act!
Xep ™

He gave Bunter a look;: and tho fat
billionaire  hastened teo give tho
Superbo chauffeur his instructions. All
the Superbo chauffeurs spoke English,
g0 it was easy cenough so far as that
went; but the man was greatly sur-
prised to receive such orders. However,
he was there to do az he was told by
the billionaire, and very unwillingly he
vacated his seat and wallked up the read
and disappeared.

Bronx waited till he waz gone, and
I'on & Co. waited with deepening un-
easiness. A car hummed by—then
another ! It was a [airly well-
frequented road. It seemed impossible to
'on & Co. that a Chicago gangster stunt
could be brought off 1n such a place.
And web ihey were boginning to fear
ihat it was not so impossible as it
secmed.

“I say, wou fellows,® whispered
Bunicr, g3 Bronx, watching the road,
turned his back for a moment, “1 say,
i.'rlru'ﬁ three to one, vou know—eollar
P

“What did you let him bring you out
here for, out of reach of help, you asst™
muttered FPonsonby.

“Ile's got a revolver—=4

“It's all gammon I mutlered Cadsby.
“IL can't be so! Look here—"

Dronx turned back to the car.

“IMop out, y¥ou 'uns [ he barked.

“Look here, my man——" began
IPonsonby.

“T puesz I said hop out.”

“WWell, wo're not pettin® out ! said
Ponsonby, with a show of deliance,

" “We're goin’ on in this car! Think
we're gpoin’ o walk?™
“ Jest that!” apreed DBronz, ™ You

sieppin’ out, or waitin' to be put®®
“ Oh rad [ breathed Monson.
“l=1 sav, you fellows!” pgroancd



** You step out ! ** said Bronz, clutching a revolver in his jacket pocket. Ponsonby & Co. jumped back in alarm.
want to beat it quick I '* went on the American gangster.

I guess you will hear somet

Bunter the Billionaire, “I—I say,
Wharton wouldn't let him get away

with this if he was here—"

A long, lean arm rcoched into the
car, and a lean hand pras Ponsonby
by the collar. He was hooked out of the
var ltke a winkle from a shell.

Bump N
~ The dandy of Highcliffe went sprawl-
ing in the road, with a howl,

“0h lor’ I gasped Bunier.

“You guys gelting ouvti2 asked
Bronx, hiz slits of eyes gleaming at
Gadsby and Monson.

They got out promptly enough.

Bunter made a feeble movement to
follow, But he shrank back in his seat
as the ganpster's eyes ghttered atb him.

"You're sitting tihis oo out, bol”
snid Bronx.

And the bapless hillionaire sat it ont.

Gadshy and Monzon helped the gasp-
ing Pon to his feet. The three lligh-
clifhana stood glaring at the lean
American with savage looks.

*“Look here, you ruflianly scoundrel,
I'll—" roared Fonsonhy.

Bronx made o gesture towards distant
Rome.

“Step oubk!™ he =zand.
lively 1™

“ Do you think vou ean strand us like
this ¥ roared "onsonby.

“Vep, jest a few!
out 1

Ton clenched hiz fists convulsively.
Bronx's hand cama out of his pocket
with something in it that glimmered in
the sunshihe,

M0Oh gad!” yelled Monson, at the
sight of the pistal.
Ponsonby jumped back,
“I guess you want to beat it, and
boat it quick I drawled Bronx., *
you ain't running for Rome in two

“Elcp  out

You slepping

H f fLJ

{ it

shakes of a beaver's taill I guess you
will hear something drop! You going™
He half raised the revolver.
That was enough for Ton & Ca

Lake three frightened rabbits, they
scampered down  the road in the
direction of the distant city, rang a
¢lend of dust as they went.

Tiger Bronx chuckled, aud slipped the
gun back inte lis pocket.

“I'M say they're burning the wind !
he remarked, ™ You sure was some jay,
Bunter, to guit the other bunech and
pum on Lo that bunch! Yepl The
other bunch wouldn't lave stood for 1it,
[ puesa™

Bunter groaned dismazlly. Ie was
well aware of that., Guzn or no gun, the
gangster would not have pot away wiih
this so castly had the Famouz Five heen
there instead of the nuls of Higheliife,

“You got & good car,” wont on
Bronx. "I'H say you'rae doing youvself
well out of eld man Sheok’s Bitlions!
You surc arel 1 guess thus is the ear
1'd have picked fo fake yvou for a ride!
I'll mention that ilis is the opossum’s
oyelids ™

And Tirer Dronx sat in the driver's
=eat, curled up bis long legs, and siaried
the car.

“0h lor 1" groaned Buanler.

Pon & Co. had alveady disappeared.
Rilly Bunter was left to the merey of
tlre panpgster.

lle leaned back limply «n the
cuzhions of the Bupervbio ecar as Thonx
set it 1 mofion. A moment more, and
they were whizzing up the road fo
Frazeati—but not, 1t was cerlaim, io
stop there for lunch., Tiger DBroux
grinned over the wheel, and DBunier
groaned in the car as the miles Hew
underneath.

Meanwhile, Pon & Co. had covered a
gquarter of a mile befors they even

* 1 guess you

“ I you ain't running for Rome in iwe shakes of 3 beaver's fail
drop !’ Billy Bunier sat quaking in the car

paused to take breath, Then they
slackened down wnd fanned their heated
faces with their hats.

“What a go!” gasped Gadsby,

“The fat, funky fooll” Fruwind Puon-
sonby.  *Precious shindy ho's lot us in
for | Bother the fat fool 1™

“We've pot 1o get a lift somobhiow IV
groaned Gadsby,

“I—I savy, what en ecarvil's going to
happen to Bunter, {though?”  asked
Monson,.

Ponsonby gave a snarl,

“Havg Bunter 1”

And the dusty and perspiving ITizh-
cliffians tramped sullmarv dawn the road
under the blaze of sunshine.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFTER.
In Chasel
i ALLO, halla, ballo!™ egjacu-
H lated Bob Cherry.
lo stared at three dusly
figures in the sunny read,

The Famaug Five had had a busy and
Lappy :rluri!in%.

The cardinal’s sccrclary was an ex-
egeilent  puide.  The cardinal’s car
whisked thein from ono place to another
at record speed.

They had walled over St. Peter's, and
the Colosseum, and the castle of Sun
Angelo, and the Sisting Chapel, and
other wonderful spots, They had looked
at wonderful pictures and statues and
frescors, Signor Pucei had told then
mara things than they could ever dream
of remembering.  They had quite en-
jeyed it; but when the seerctary asked
them whether they would rather lunch
in the town, or run ook to souwe conntey
place in the car, they plumped for a yun
out of town.
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Rome was immensely interesting, but
it was hot and noisy and stuffy; and
they were getting rather fed on marble
and bricks and mortar. So the big
car took the road to Frascati, where
there were hills and open_spaces and
green trees, Tho Famous Five agreed
that it was a happy thought of the little
old cardinal to lend them his car and
his secretary for the day. In helping
that poor pricst on the Tiveli road they
had cast their bread upon the watcers,
and it had, so to apeak, come back
buttercd | :

The ear fairly ate up the miles, when
they got out Rome. They took a

nylsh pleasure in passing other cars on
tho road; and they passed every one
thoy came ncross. inq they were whiz-
zing on, in great spirits, when Bob
apobtted ithe three dusty, tramping
figures, and rocognised the Higheliffu

nuta.
Wharton locked at

Elarry

ey Iiud supposed _that the Higl

ey had sup ab Hid{e
cliflians wero out with Bunter, and wern
surprised to see them walking, sud
without the faot billionaire.

The trio looked tired and dusty and
savape. Obviously they were somehow
stranded. Bob had a cheery thought.

“Mind if we stop, sir?” ho asked,
faddrezzing Signor Pucei.

“Si, 81! By all means!” sald the sce-
rotery, and he signed to the cardinal's
chaufieur to halt.

" You don’t want to jaw to those High-
cliffe cads 1 granted Johnny Bull,

“Not in the least, old hean,” answered
Bob. “But you can see that they've got
left somchow | They look as tired as

ops.t
“Not thinking of offering them & lift,
I suppose, after the way they treoated us
the other day !’ asked Jobuny sarcas-
tically.

“Just exactly that!” answered Bol,
cheerfully.

“Well, vou ass ™

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Let's I he sald. "Thera's lobts of
rooin in this tromendous car—if Signor
Pueei docsn’t mind.”

“Friends of yours?” asked Signor
Pucei, glancing at tho dusty three, who
had stopped, and were staring ab the
Car.

“No; encmies,” said Harry, with
smile.  “But they look jolly tired, an
st if they'd like a MfE™

‘Lhe cardinal’'s secrotary opened his
eves for a momont.  Then Le smiled,
and nodded.

“Buonn! Buonissimo !
good 1 he eaid,
you wish.”

Wharton leaned out of the ear,

“*¥ou Highelife men stranded?” he
asked.

“Can't yon see wo arc?" suarled
Tanzanby.

“Well, we're poing to Trazeali in

ouk

5 That is very
Covto—ceertainly, as

Iunch. Like a lift that wav? ¥You can
got a train there for Bome™
Pon & Clo. stared at him, They had

wallied only half a wila; but they weree
hot and tired. But they did not quite
catch on.

“Pullin’® onr leg 7™ asked Cadshv.

“Not at all) 'l e glad fo give
vou o lift, if yvou like! Dreop you al the
railway station in ten minules.”

“The gladfulness will he terrifie, my
cstecmed and absurd Powsonby.”

“Well, we'd be jolly plad ™ said
Monson, “It's frightfully decont of von
chaps, considering. PBuab I say, about
DBunter——"

“Anvihing happconed
asked llarvy quickly, -

“Heo's been bagged by o Linferne jawed
American. Blessed if T know whe"
auswered Monson, “The brute got into
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the car on the Plucio, and now he's go
the car and Bunter.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“ Bronx 1* exclaimed Johnny Bull.

* But—didn't you try to stop him "
exclaimed Frank Nugent,

“He was armmed I mulicred Gadshy.
“He threatened us with o pistol-—"

“Lhat’s Bronx all right 1" said Boh.

“Where did you leave them?" asked
Harry quictly.

* About half a mile up the road—-"

“Thank goodness we stopped to speak
to you, then | We may get after him in
time! Hop in, and lend v a hand if
we get up with Bronx.”

*“"He's got a gun " muttered Ponsonby.

“Never mind that! Hop in—we can
handle him.*

Pon & Co. exchanged glances. They
would have heen glad of a lift to Fras-
cati ruilway station, But they did not
want a lift in pursuit of a desperato
American  gangster  armed with a
revolver,

“What—what is all this " asked the
estonished Bignor Pucei.

Wharton hastily explained to him—

and the ecardinal's secretary's eyos
opened wider and wider | .
“You'll let ua go after him in the

car 7" asked Harry eagerly. “Goodness
kuows what will happen to Bunter if
that brute gots elecar with him.” .

“Certo!  Clerto ! said Signor Pucci.

“You Highelifo men geotting in?”
asked Dob.

“I tell you that ruflian’s armed,” snid
Ponsenby. “You'd better steer clear of
Lim, and leave it fo the police.”

"Are vou geibing in ™

“No ! snapped Ponsonhy.

“Please yourselif You'll pick up a
nlnfpr-hus sponcr or later, if you keep
on 1V

Leaving the three Higheliffians star-
mg in the road, the cardinal’s ear shot
onward. Pon & Co. vanished behind in
a [ew moments.  Whether they picked
up a motor-bus or not, the Famous Five
never knew, and cared little, They were
thinking of Bunter, in the hands of the
Chicago gangster. The fab billionaire’s
offensive manners and customs wera for-
gaollen now; the Famous Five had no
thought but to rush to his help, and
save him if they conld.

As the car rushed on, faster than be-
fore, the juniors explained further de-
tails to tho astonished seceretaryv. That
gentleman, astonished as he was, was
quite keen to back them up.

“1lallo, there's Bunter's shover '™ ox-
claimed Johnny Bull suddenly.

The car thudded to a halt, as tho
juniors overtook the chauffeur of Dun-
ter’s ¢ar, who was tl.‘a.mF!'ng up the road
lowards l'rascatl, ey Ene'w the
Hli;!}t:'rhﬂ chauffeur by sight. Wharton
called to ham.

“1las Dunter passed in the car #9

The man nodded and gesticulated.

“ &1, signore | s scond me away—
miul soon after, ho pass e in the car.
The young oncs are gone, but the tall
Amwericane he drive——"

“Towards Irascati ¥

“8i, signore,”

The cardinal's car shot on arain. The
jantors knew now, for cortain, that
3ronx had kept on, wilh Bunter, on the
=il iy I"I.'_I:Ld.

As he conld have no expectation of
stich  Dmmediate  pursoit, they hoped
evory moment to sight the Superbo ear
alicad. So long as he did not know that
Lie wag pursued, he was unlikely to turn
wte bumpy by-roads on the hills.

They ecame into the little town of
Fraseati with a rush and a roar. The
chums of the Rlemove were not thinking
of lunch there now., Bignor Pucel called
to a couple of “ruardic,” or constables,
and learnod that the Superbo car had
gone on by the road to 1*ulestrins.

Traseati dropped beliind, and the car-
dinal’s ¢ar roared on to the cast over
the Alban hills. And Bob Cherry gave
a sudden shout, as & big car, blue picked
out with red and gold, the Orgeous
colours of the Holel Superbo,
spotted on tho long road shead.

“Thera they are !

“Good crp [

“Jump on the gas!” pasped Bob,

The cardinal's car whizzed on like an
BLLOW,

wWa3

———

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.,
Run Down!

IGER BRONX grinned over the
wheel of the Suporbo car.
 lle was doing thirty, and feel-
ing greatly bucked. A contrast
to Bunter the Billionaire—who was feel-
mﬁ an:.'thm% but bucked.,

i tunter lolled in the car in & crumpled
state,

The gangster had “got him.”

It was unfortunate for the fat hillion-
sire that he had not, after all, been able
to sack Jarvisht Not that it oceurred
to his fat brain that his valet had had
any special reason for suggesting a drivo
in the Pincio that morning; or that
Jarvish had conirived to let the gangster
know whers to look for him.  Bunter
wa3 not I:hmkin%!uf. Jarvish—or indeed

anvthing. 15 fat brain was too
scarod and confused for thought at all,
Heo rocked in the rushing car, blinked
dizzily at the villas and trees that fAed
by, and gasped and groaned. Bronx had
got him—Bronx was carrying him off to
goodness knows where—and what was
going to happen to him when he got
therc? Had he been capable of thought
at all, ho might have thought that it
was rather better to be the impecunious
Owl of the Romove of former days, than
a billionaire on such torms as thess |

He had hardly a ﬁ!iml‘ﬁﬂ of Frascati
as the ear shot by. Where he was poing
he had no idea. Ho just groaned |

Bronx, however, was thinking! He
had “cinched ** the unexpected inheritor
of the Bhook billions! This time he
lad, ns he termed it, cinched him for
keeps! But the fellows he had turned
out of the car would be sure to report
what had happened to the police in
Rome, and tclegraph and telephone
would soon be at work; the carabinieri
looking out for Lhe stolen Superbo car.
It came in uselul to get Bunter away—
but at Palestrina, he decided, he would
abandon it end hire another ear not so
casily traced. There were no diffi-
culties fo be capected from Bunter—the
fat billionaire was wax in his hands.

A few hours, and he woeuld be far
away, deep in the Apennines, in =

hidden spot ho knew of, whera his
prisoner would be safe.  All he had to
do was to Fct him there, and it scemed
“all clear.”

With these thouphts in his mind he
did not heed the roar of a high-powered
car on tho read behind him. G Wasg
net expecting pursuit yot.

Suddenty, in the mirror before him,
flashed the refleetion of the car behind.

He fairly jumped.

Five familior faces were visible in it,
and a sixth—an older onc—that he did
not know, ]

“Carry mo home to diel” gasped
Tiger Bronx.

IIe could hardly believe his eyes for
& moaomaoent.

The sight of the Tamous Five, roar-
ing on belund in a car more powerful
than his own, scemed to him like magic.

“By the great horned toad, I'll say
this gums it 1" muttered the Figer.

He twisted his head and lecked back.



Thera they were—with all eyes on
him | How they wore there, whera they
had suddenly sprung from, was o mys-
tery to the Tiger. Certainly they had
1ot been with Bunter on the Pineio, and
the other “bunch ' could hardly have
given the plarm vet. But there they were

—in fieree pursuit; there was no roow
for doubt obout that,
“Stop, vou scoundrelt”  shouted

Harry Wharion, and his voice reached
the gangster above the roar of the cars,
Bronx sct his teeth and stamped on
the accelerator. The Superbo car
leaprd forward at redoubled speed.

“Oh enkey I gasped DBunter, rolling
over on the seat as the car leaped.

With zet tecth and jutting jaw, Bronx
drove on. He cut between another car
and a country “earro”’ with & couple of
inches to spare. Ile swept round a
corner into & country road as [Pales-
trina appeared in i—‘-igiit ahoad, on two
wheelz. Bunter rolled again,

In the town he wounld be stoppod—he
koew that] Ee had to keep to the open
if he was to escape.

“Oh lor' 1" gurgled Buanter.

The fat junior realised that DBronx
must have some reason for this sudden
desporate hurry. And he had heard o
shouting voiee behind, He dragred him-
gelf up and blinked back ithrough his

l:lfg spoetacles,
‘Oh erikey | T say, you fellows, save
mal” yelled Bunter, waving frantie

hands at the juniors 1n the car behind.

“ Rescue, Greyiriarsi™

Harr}r Wharton waved Dack.

“Weoe're after 3youl™ reared Bob
Cherry.

The ecardinal’s ecar spun round the
corner after the fugitive. Blain roads
were lefe behind now, and the way was
narrower and bumpy. DBronx drove
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with utter recklessness, in true gangstor
style. He shaved a country cart with less
than an inch to spare. Ho rocked reund
a corner and nearly piled the car in o
clump of trees. The fat billionaira
rocked about inside liko o pea In &
thimhble.

“Presto, prestissimo!”  excloimed
Signor Pueor, entering into the oxcite-
ment of the chase.

“We're gpaining 1™ said Harre Whay-
ton. “We can beat him 1"’

*Tha beatfulness will be terrific!”
pasped the Nabob of Bhanipur.

The bannet of tha cardinal’s car nosed
behind the Superbo. Bronx was over-
bhauled; but the road was too narrow to
pass him. He was going all out in
utter desperation; but he had no chance
of shaking off tho pursuers. The juniors
wera on their feet, fapor and excited.

“We've got him!” panted Nugent.
“Ile can't got away !’

“No joliy fear”

Twice, thrice, DBronx spun sharply
round dangerous corners, and Billy
Bunter squeaked with affright. Bud,
like a blogdhound, ithe eardinal’s ear
hung on hiz traces,

Bob Cherry chuclled breathlessly.

“We'll get him| Lucky for Bunter
his jolly old Hminence lent us the cay
to-day ! We couldn’t have done this on
a tram "

“Ha, ha! No!™

“Bomebody after us
Nugent, locking back. ‘

“A small black car with two men in
uniform in it, and another man in
uniform driving, was shooting up the
road after the pursuers. )

* A police car|” said Signor Pucci.

iE ﬂh, gl'_'lﬂ-l'j 1:" .

The polica car from Frascati was
kecping up the pace, but with dilliculty.
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The juniors were giaa to see it there.
Whether Broox Img spotted it, they did
not know. 1le was still making despes-
ate cilorts to oscape.

“"Here's o chance | exclaimed Ilarry
YWharton suddenly, as Bronx shot out of
the narrow lanes into a road.

But the chauffeur had scen the chaneo
as soon as Wharton. e aceelerated and
fairly spun past the Superbo, with &
foot of spoce to spare.

For a minute or two the two cars
raced cheele-by-jowl; then the cardinal’s
car shot ahead, and hedged out into the
mididle of the road,

Tiger Bronx had to slow down then,
or smash himself and his car into frag-
menls—an  alternative that did not
appeal even to the reckless gangstor.

[e Braked, geitting his tecth; the
jumors' car slowing down in the middle
af the road ahead of him,

“Gob him 1™ breathed Hob,

Il gotfulness is preposterous.”

The SBuperbo came to & stop, and the
ganpgster reversed and backed, evidently
witl the intention of attempting to turn
and eseape by the way he had comel
Tt was {hen that he sighted the polics
car shooting on behind,

“Aw, snakes| I'll say it's gummed [”
gasped Bronx.

It was undoubtedly " pgummed *'—
with the cardinal’s car ahead, and the
police ear behind., Tiger Bronx gave
vne desperate glare round and leaped
into the road.

Fiven then he hesitated for a sccond,
as if unwilling to sbandon his prey. But
the juniors hoad stopped now; had
jumped out, and wera running back
towards him, and the police car, with
threa armed men in it, was coming on
fast. The gangster realised that he had
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no time to sifempt to got away with
Bunter—indeead, he neoded luck fo got
away himself |

Ha bounded aercss the road, elam-
bered up a bank, and disap;}mar&d into
s grova of olive-tress. Half a minule
later the police ear clanged to a halt,
and the threo carabiniers jumped down.
Signor Pueel shouted ami pestioulated,
and they ran up the bank and rushed
into the wood after the gangster.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Sticks.

s Jr3AY, you fellows!” gasped Billy

I Bunter.

“Bafe and sound, old fat bean?”
grinned Bob. ,

“The safefulness i3 terrifie, and tha
soundfulness preposterous, iny estecmed
idiotie Bunier [

“Raght as rain,
Harry Wharton.

* I3—is—is he pone?™

" Tha gonefulness is——""

“;J‘].‘erri cadly preposterous 1" ehuckled
Liab,

“Oh lor"1” gasped DBunter. "I say,
vou fellows, he was buzzing me off in
my own car, yvorn know! ‘Those High-
cliffe cads Eunfzed him ! Let me down,
vou know! Bure he’s gone ™

“He's bolted into the wood with thres
carabiniers after him,”" said Harry
Wharton, laughing. " You won't see
him hers again."

“MNothing to bea
grunted Johnny Bull.

“Of course, I wasn't Erightened—"'

“Oh, my hatl” ;

“WNothing of the lkind, of course,™
said Bunter., The fat billionaire pulled
himself together now thot he was
assured that the panpgster was runming,
with three carabiniers at his heels. "I
hope I'm not afraid of an American
gangster.  Bufe—<"

“Well, vou're all right now, anyhow,"
said Harry. “We may as well got-
ting on, you fellows.”

“1 =ay, don't you leave mo alone
here 1™ squeaked Bunter, in alarm. 1
say, you fellows, don't you let me down
like those Highelifo eads! 1 say, vou
jolly well stick to me, you know ! Why,
vou promised to stick to me when I
brought you on this trip! You jolly
well know you did.”

“You blithering assi™

“0h, resally, Bull—"

“¥ou permcious pifffer ¥

“0Oh, reallv, Whartoa——"

“You terrifie, footling foozler ™

“Ob, really, Inkyl I say, you
fellows, I'n chucking those Highclifie
cads | They let mo down! They let
that brute Bronx frighten them away |
Actnally scared, you Lknowl!” saul
Punter, with & contemptuous sniff.
“Fancy that

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Blessed if I see anvthing to cackle
atl I'm jolly well going to cut that
gang ! And I'll jolly well pull Pon's
nose if he has the cheek to speak to
m-:slnugaml I say, you fellows, don't
g0

“But you're all right now.”

“1 want your company, old [cllows.
You'vre—you're so nice, you know "

“Jh erumbs [*

“Whera did you get that car? asked
Bunter, blinking across at the cardinal’s
handsome automobile. *1  shouldn't
liave thought you fellows could have
aTovrded a ear like that "

“We can't!” said Harry, laughing.
"It waz lent to us for the day.”
Troe Micxer Lispant.—No. 1,388.
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“Well, lock here, send it back and
coma in my car,” said Bunter. " Who's
that merchant in black sitting in i7"

“Man who's been shnwirﬁ_ us round.”

"Bort of guide—what{ all, tip hum
to take tho car back and come with
me, and lend me your chauffeur I eug-

sted DBunter. “Tip that man &

undred  lire. Twe hundred, if you
like. Tl stand it.”

“0h, my hat ! gasped Wharton, quito
overcome by the idea of tipping Car-
dinal Coloana’s secretary to take the
cardinal's ear home.

“That's all right—what?” asked
Bunter.
“Not quite!” grinned Bob. *The

fact 13, old fat bean, we're fed-up with
you! We'll give you a tow somewhere
whers you can pick up a driver, if
you like™

“I'm not geing about alone! I want
you fellows to stick to mel After all,
we're pals, ain’t wei”

“Yathead 1

“1f you won't eomo with me,” said
Bunter, “I'll come with you!l That will
be all right., won't it®"

“Will 1t?” said Johony Bull, very
doubifully.

“uite, old fellow 1" Bunter rolled
out of the Buperbo car. *“Look here,
1 haven't had lunch yet! Y'm jolly
bungry ! Let's get somewhere where
there's somo grub! Mind, you've got
to keep with me! That beast Bronx
may turn uvp again—he keeps on turn-
g up! Not thot I'm afraid of him,
of course; but I want the company of
my old pals{*

The Famous Five exchanged plances.

They had forgotien eve hi:ﬂg else
to go to the rescne of Bill unter.
Now that they had rescued him, they
were landed with him—which was
really not the sort of reward they
wanted.

“What about your cari” asked Bob.

“Leave it here,” said Bunter care-
lessly,  “I'll phone to the Hotel
Superbo, and they can send somebody
to pick it up”

“ And suppose it's pinched 1

“Never mind that—I can afford te
pay for it! Bother the ear! Come on,
you fellows!” said DBunter: and he
rolled acrpss to the cardinal’s car, mnd
sottled the matter by clambering inta it.

“Well, my hat!” said Bob Cherry.
“1It seems that Pon & Co. are turnod
down, and we're tolen into favour
apain by his lordship! BShall we pitch
him out on his sitly necle

“Let's ™ grunted Johnny Bull.

Harry Wharton laughed. -

“Oh, Iet him stick 1" he said. “The
fact is, the fat duffer ian't safe, and
it's up to us to look after him, If wa
leave him around loose, Bronx may got
hold of him again 1

*Blow him I” growled Johnny.

But he ascquiesced, and the Famous
Five followed Bunter into the car.
The Superbe auwtomobile was left to
tale its chance. DBunter the BDillionaire
was quite regardiess of what might
happen to it.

There was no sign of the carabiniers
returning. They wore in pusuit of the
gangster through the olive woods, and
werg ab a considerable distance by that
Eitive.

“Bit of a crush ! remarked Bunter,
when the ehums of the Remove got in.
“Uan't that Ytalian chap get out ™™

*Bhut up, you fat idiet I hissed Dohb,

“That's all right! Thesa silly
forcigners don't understand Fnglish 1™
said Bunter cheerfully, *Looks a bit
of a fool, too I”

Signor Pucei blinked at Bunter. The
eavdinal's secretary hLad taken ouite a
liking to the Famous Five. Ile ?iid oot

geem to be taking a liking to William
George Bunter. ) .

“Don’t mind him, sir!” said Harry
Wharton hastily. “Bunter’'s a bora
idiot, and can’t help it "

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

“8hut up, fathead ¥

“¥Yery good—very good, signorinil™
said Mr. Pucci, *Let us procced !

“Oh crikey! I say, you fellows, he
understands English ! said Bunter.
“Most of these silly idiots don't, you
know! I say—— Yarooaoh! What
beast stamped on my foot? Whooop |”
Bunter roared. “Look hore, if you're
gowng to stamp on a fellow's foot—"

Y 3hut up ™

“ Beast 1"

The car rolled away, taking the road
for Frascati.

There the juniors had & rather late
Inneh, and Bunter phoned to Jarvish
at the Iotel BSuperbo. After which
thera was a drive to Tivoli and
Hadrian's Villa, and other interesting
spots. And at sunset Signor Pucei took
his young charges back to HRome and
landed them at the Hotel Superbo.

Billy Bunter rolled into the hotel,
while the Famous Five lingered to give
Signor Pucci their thanks, and to send
by him a grateful messago to the
cardinal. After which they followed
Bunter in.

THE SIXTEENTH CEAFPTER.
A Punch for Pon!

L1 ERE he comes!” murmured
H Ponsonby.
Yen & Co. wero in the

lounge of the Iotel Superbo.
They were dressed for dinner, end
looked very elegpant as they lounged
there, waiting for the Greyfriats
billicgaire to comes in.

They were not feeling quite easy
about that meeting with Buntgr, They
had learned from Jarvish, who had had
8 phone call, that Bunter was with the
I'amous Fiva; from which they guessed
that the Greyfriars fellows had got him
away from tha lean American. But
how he would regard their desertion
of him in the hour of peril was rather
a doubtful guestion. Pon & Co. were
conscigus of the fact that they had not
shown up remarkably well in that
transaction.

Fon's view was that no fellow could
be expectad to tackle a dangerous
ruffian with o “gun® in his hand.
Btill, leaving the fat billionaive to his
fate while they ran for safety was not
exactly an act of loyal and devoted
friendship. Pon realised that some leg-
pulling would be required when he met
Bunter again.

Bo he was feeling a little uncasy as
the fat billionairo rolled in. However,
he put on his friendliest smile, and

Gadshy and Donson followed his
cxample Bs they advanced to meet
Bunter.

*Bo jolly dg'fa{l to sce you back, old
fellow 1™ said Ponsonby.

“Awl'ly glad you're safe, old chap”
said Gadsby.
*We've been frightfully
about you I declared Monson,

Billy Bunter looked at them.

lle did not speak; he appearsd to be
deaf to the voice of the charmer. But
hiz look was expressive.

Ile fixed his eves and hiz spectacles
on the faces of the three Higheliffians
and allowed his gaze to sink to their
feet. Then he raised it agnin to their
surprisad faces.

"T'his was what Bunler ealled looking
a fellow up and downl IE was expres-
sive of the most erushing contompt.

anxious
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Ponsonby, honnd and gagged as he was, could not uiter 3 sound. HE?[W was giving him no chance of alarming the hotel. Dizzy

with amazement and terror, the Higheliffe ** nut ** felt himself lifted

n the ruffian’s arms, and dropped inio an lmmense¢ trunk §

*“Got you sale, signore Bunfero !** muttered the Iialian crook.

Pon coloured with vexation.

There were & good many people in
the hotel lounge, witnesses to this
peculiar scene. It was axtra_-melfj dis-
comforting for the nuts of Highcliffe.

“Look here, Bunter—" muttered
Ponsonby.

Bunter waved a fat hand at him.

“Don't speak to me ! he zaid.

“Look here——~ .

“Keep your distance, ;i'rirznse 1* szaid
Bunter, with a great dea

*al of dignity.
“You're dropped ]| I'in done with you !

Get out I

“You cheeky, fat ecad!® hissed
Monson, red with rage.

i Y 1:;

“I'va a jolly good mind * breathed
Cadsby.

“"Yah!” repeated Dunter.

“Bhut up, you fellows!” said Pon-
sonby. Pon was not losing his billion-
aire, if he could help it "1 say, Bunter,
ald fellow, if you'll let us explain—>*

Bunter gave a contemptuous sniff.

Ho was done with Pon & Co. As a
matter of fact, efter what had bhappened
in the D'incian Gardens that morning,
the fat billionaire realised that he was
not safle alone, and not szafe with
fellows who would not stand by him in
danger.

DBunter was not very bright, but he
was Lright enoupgh o understand that.
And he bhad made up his fat mind to
stick to Harry Wharton & Co. like glue.
Aa a matter of choice, ho would rather
have preferred Pon & Co., and their
flattery. Dut it was a case of “=afety
first.” The Famous IMive did not pull
his fat leg, or affect to listen to his chin-
wag a3 to golden words of wit apd
wisdom, but they were the fellows to
stand by him if danger appeared in the
offing, and it was the fat billionaire's

=agpe Intention to elinﬁ to them closer
than a brother. And, having done with
Pon & Co., Bunter was the fellow to
drop them with a bump |

I'alt.llmu:a a3 he was, he had a secret
suspicion of how they really regarded
him, and so there was considerable satis-
faction in treating them with lofty
disdain.

So he turned up hia fat lLittle nose
even farther than Nature had already
turned it up, and snilfed.

“Yah 1 he said, for the third time.
L4 was not elegant, but it was expres-
sive,

Cadshy and Monson gave him almost
honncidal looks. and  backed away,
anxigus to get out of such a zcene. But
Ponsonby stuck to hia guns, so to spealk.
IMe was making too good a thing out of
the Greyviriars billionaire to lose lum, if
he could help it

“ Look here, old chap, don't be shirty
about a trifle,” said Pon, n his
simoothest tones, choking back his rape
and his desive to knock the fat junior
spinning along the lounge of the Hotel
Superbo.  “We thought that tho best
thing we could do was to go for help.”

“ Hotten [unks, leaving & fellow in the
lurch 1 sneerved DBunter. “Not Grey-
friars style, I can tell ‘you”

“ But—you sep——"

Bunter waved a fat hand ab him
again.

“ Bheer off ! ho said.

“Look here, Bunter—"

“You'ra a rotten funk,” said Dunter.
“A sneaking cad! ¥Wah! I wouldn't
toneh yeou with a barge-polal  Yeou
make me sick ! Gerraut ™

Hearry Wharton & Co., having hnished
with Signor ucci, came in abt that
moment. They wero in time to hear
Bunter addressing Pon, and they ex-
changed a grin.

Pon's face was growing erimson with
suppressed rage and  humiliation.
Despising the fat billionaire, as he did,
from the bottom of his heart, as o rotten
upstart and a rank ouisider, it wns exe
ceedingly bitter to Pon to have ta listen
tao this sort of thing from him. Even
Bunter's billions could hardly prevent
him from grabbing the Owl's fat nose
and tweaking it. 1ut he made onc more

effort.

“Bunter, old fellow—"

“Yah! Leave mo aslone!” apid
Bunter, " Keep yvour distance! I want

to have nothing te do with you, Pon-
sonby=—abzolutely nothing! I'm fed up
with you., Dashed if I inﬂw why they
let such a8 rank outsider stay in this
hotel at all for | 1 shall complain to the
management. Thiz really 1sn't o place
for you Highchffe trippers! Anvhow,
sheer off, and don't keep on barging
in on your betters[”

That was the last straw.

Ponsonby realised that the game was
up—that he had lost his hilhonaire.
With & glitter in his eves he made &
stride at Dunter, snatched at lis fat
nose, and caught it between o Onger
arnd  thumb.

Tweak |

“Gurrrrggegh 1Y splutiered  Bunter,
“Ow! Led go by dose! Urrergpeh 1™

Tweal |

“ Yurrrrroooopegh 1

Harey Wharton ran forward, Ie
gr-:u.spmif Pousonbay’s arm and wrenclied it
away. In his hefty grip the doandy of
lligﬁcliﬂ"ﬂ had to let go Billy Bunier's
TEd.

Bunter stapgoered bael, elasping hia
damaged nose with bolh hands and yelp-
:n% with anguish. . .

[here was o buzz of voices. This was
quito _an unprecedented seenme in the

Toe MigreET Lisgary.—No, 1,388,
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mperb InuuFﬁ of the Hatal Superbo.
Pon would hardly have let himself go
to such an extent in esuch s place had
he not completely lost control of his

:amgan
“Chuck that, Ponsonby " said Harry
Wharton quietly.
onsonby wrenched his arm away.
For a second he looked as if he would
burl himself at the captain of the
ove,
Then Bunter weighed in.

Bunter's nose was hurt. His dignity

waa burt, Fift{ pﬁ'im of eyes had seen
his nose pulled unter hurled himself
at Ponsonby.

Crash |

A fat fist, with all Bunter's tremendous
ht behind it, landed in Cecil Pon-

sonby’s eye.

Pon shot over backwards as if a
cannon-ball had struck him, He
nprg;rled on the foor with terrific
Cra

“Oh, my hat 1" gasped Bob Cherry.

“Teke that, :,'nupﬂmttar o mired
e ha, hal

[] E\, l, a X

“0Oh, crumbs (¥

There was o buzz of startled volees,
Harry Wharton & Co. gathered round
thq warlike Owl of the Remowe and
whisked him away to the lift. Portars
and bureau clerks, and waiters, and &
horrified manager, were hurrying on
the scene, i
‘Ei’nﬁ thhrlllﬂdh_alénnﬁ_t to its Engniiatinns

Euch a shindy in its superb lounge.
'I%le Famous Five, gasping wﬁEh
laughter, got Bunter off the scene, and
the lift shot them upwards.

Bunter, on second thoughts, was not
mﬂj to ba burried away. ocking
s fellow down was satisfactory, =zo for
as it went, But there was a'lwu:.'a a
doubt about what the fellow might do
when he got up again, So Bunter was
nok sorry to have the length of the lift
shaft between him the dandy of
Hi.g\i;*fhﬂﬂ'

fell, I djnlly well knocked the cad
down |” said tho fat billionaire, as he
got out of the lift. “I say, you fellows,
igu jolly well saw me joﬁ}r well konock

im down—what "

“¥es, rather, you ferocious hippo-
pu‘Eamu:} by gﬁapied Bob Cherry.

" a:‘ a L]

"I'm jolly well going to complain to
the managoer ebout those hooligans stay-
ing in this hotel kicking up shindiesi*
said Bunter. “I shall jolly well tell
himm that if they don't go, I gol 1
mean 1t ™

“Ha, he, ha ¥

“You'll jolly well see1” said Bunter.

And he rolled away to his magnificent
euite. for Jarvish to dress him for
dinner, greatly bucked by the faet that
he had knoc Ponsonby down, but
rather anxious not to meet the dandy of
Highcliffa again in the Hotel Superbo.

i ——

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Man In the Trunk!

' OME trunk|” remarked Bob
Cherry.

The Famous Five, having

dressed for dinner, came slong
to Bunter's suite.

Bunter had specially asked them to
cell for him befora ther went down.
Fven in the heart of the immense Hotal
Superbo the fat billionaire did not feel

uite secura from Tiger Bronx. Sinco
3%3 gangster’s audacity in walking him
off in the Pincian Gardens under the
eyes of 8 crowd, Bunter realized that
Bronx was: equal to almost anything,
and ha would not have been aur]priaad

1

to see the hard. lean face and slits of
Tue Macser Lipary.—No. 1,388,
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eyes in one of the endless earpeted cor-
ridors, watching and waiting for him.
Probably, too, & lingering distrust of
Jarvish was in his fat mind, in spite
of his determination not to part with
that waluable valet. Anyhow, he was
resolved mever to be left mlone, if he
could help it, and the chums of tha
Remove good-naturedly played up till
he should get over his scure a little.

Bunter, of course. was not ready.
Bunter never was ready. So the chums
of Greyfriars waited in his dressing-
room while Jarvish gave the finishing
touches to the billionaire’s toilet.

. Wharton looked at the valet several
times, keenly, but thore was nothing to

read in the smooth, sleek face. He
had a strong suspicion that Jarvish had
had & hand in the affair of the morning,
somehow contriving that the gangster
should “ecorral ” Bunter on tha Pinei
but there was, of courze, no sort o
proef to go upon.

There was a tap at the door, and the
gold-laced head-porter presented him-
eelf, with bows., He was followed by
four other porters, carrying a large
trunk.

The trunk was not merely large, it was
huge—bizger than Lord Mauleverer's
big trunk at Greyiriars, famous in the
Eemove. It was of the Baratoga variety,
and strongly banded with metal. Its
tremondous size elicited the remark
from Bob Cherry.

It was landed in the dressing.room,
and the porters were duly tipped by
Jarvish and retired. Bunter blinked at
the giant trunk through his big spec-
tacles.

“What the thump do you want &
trunk that size for, Bunter I sasked

Nugent. “Are you buying up the
Colosseum to take homeo?"

“1 mnever ordered that trumk,”
answerad Bunter. “What's it for,
Jarvigh ™

“It contains some works of art in
bronze, for your inspection, &ir,"

answered Jarvish. “ Reproductions, sir,
of the work of Benvenuto Cellini. I
inspected thent in a place in the Piazza
di Spagna while you were absent to-
day, sir, and gave the dealer permis-
siaﬂ to send them here for you to look

“0h, all right!" said Bunter., “Can't
look at ‘em now—dinner [

“(Oh, mo, sir, but perhaps to-morrow
you—

“Remind me after brekker, then,
Jarvish."”

“Yery good, sir.”

DBunter was finished at last, and the
Greyfriars fellows went down to dinner,
Jarvish waited till the lift had carried
them down, Then he went back into the
dressing-room, and stood locking at the
big Saratoga teunk., There was a very
curious expression on the face of James
Jarvish.

Ha bont over the huge trunk and
geanned it carefully. In inconspicuocus
places holes were bored in the lid and
the sides. The work waz so carefully
done that the orifices would never havae
been observed without a  eareful in-
spection, such s Jarvish was making
NoOW.

Heo smiled—not a pleasant smile.

Taking a kew from his pocket, he un-
lacked the trunk.

He hited the huge, heavy lid. and re-
vealed the contenls. ITarry Wharton &
Ca. would have been astonished could
they have beheld the “works of art™
concealed in that Saratoga !

A man of rather diminubive size,
though wiry and muscular, r¢se to his
feet 1n the trunk as Jarvish lifted the
lid. Big as the trunk was, it hardly
afforded accommodation for any but s
rather small man. The man was an

Tialinn, with a dark, reckless, vieious
face—even & less keen reader of charae-
tor than James Jarvish would have
known that he was a crook of the
Roman underworld.

Anyone in ihe Hotel Superbe might
have been amazed to learn that a
Roman bravo had been introduced into
the building concealed in & SBaratogs
trunk. But Jarvish did not seem
surprised.

The dark litlle man grinmed at him,
and Jarvish made a sign of silence.

- Ypur name " he whispered.

“Giuseppe, signore—me chiamano
Beppo.” 'The man answered in Italian,
though evidently hs understood English.

“You know what you have to do,
Beppo 1

51, signore,”

Cou have seen the Sigonore Bunter 1™

“No, signore; but—"

“Ha occupies these rooms—it will ba
easy! I shall take care to be off the
scene I answered Jarvish, with a sour
smile. “You will need no help—he is
but a boy, and a foolish and cowardly
'D-I':I.E-."

Beppo looked round him with keen
eyes, taking in his surroundings. Jarvish
went on to speak in low tones,

“I shall leave tho hotel after they have
finished dinner, I must not  be
suspected; his  friends distrust me
already. He may comme up in the even-
ing, or not till bhed-time, Thera are

lenty of places here where you can

ide, and take care not to show your-
eelf if others come. If anyone comes in
alone it will be Bunter.”

“ 81, signore.”

F¥ou will seize him, bind, and gag
him, and place him in the trunk. Here
is the key—see that you lock it safely.”

Giuseppe took the key and slipped it
inte a pocket.

“After that you must get out. You
will find it easy to slip away in the
crowds of sttendants here. If you ara
questioned you camo with s message for
me, and may refer to me,”

“Va bene, signore.”

“Bo that I may be sure you have dona
your work, when I return wake a cross
on the lid of the trunk with this chalk,
wien all is done.”

The Ttalian nodded.

“I will sce that the trunk is taken
away to-night. It will be taken in a
car, end tho driver will be—"

“I| Signore Bronx ! grinned Deppo,

“ Hxzazetly. '

After a few more words the Italian
selected a place of concealment in » cur-
tained alcove, and Jarvish closed the
trunk again. Then he turned off tha
light and left the dressing-room.

n his own room Bunter's valuable
valet paced to and fro for some time,
every now and then wiping a spot of
perspiration from his brow.

Risks did not appeal to James Jarvish
but he was taking risks now, and he did
not like it.

"For his own mvsterious Tteaszons, at
which Harry Wharton & Co. had been
guite unable to guess, the valet was
plotting and planning for the fat billion.
sire to fall into the gangster’s hands.
e had contrived to throw oppor-
tunities in Bronz's way, without even
the gangster being aware that he was
doing so, though at last Bronx had come
to suspect the game.

But every one of those opportunitics
had failed Tiger Bronx in one way or
another, generally owing to the Famous
Five. Now, at long last, Jarvish had
come out into the open, as it were, so far
a8 Bronx was concerned. The plotting
rascal would have preferred to hide his
tortuous scheming, even from Bronx;
but that was no longer possible,



The Ignngsfgr no longer dared to show
himse!f openly., He had stepped too far
over the law at last, and the Roman
police were locking for him for the kid-
napping of Bunter and the stealing of
the Superbo ear that day. He had to
consider his safely now, and his safety
lay in placing & long distance between
himzelf and the Eternal City. He was
going, but Bunter the Billionaire was
going with him if Jarvish's treachery
was successful. And he did not see how
it could fail.

_The plotting raseal went down in the
lift at last. Harry Wharton & Co, wera
1n the lounge after dinner with the fat
billienaire. _

Jarvish approached the group with his
soft step.

“What about a game of poker in my
reoms "' Dunter was saying, as he came
within hearing. * Pon's taught me how
to play poker, and I'll teach Fou
fellows, 1f you like.”

“¥You begin playing poker, and I'll
begin with the shovel and tongs 1’ said
Bob Cherry.

“Ia, ha, ha "

“{h, really, Cherry [¥

Jarvizh coughed his deferential c-:-u;ih.
Tho juniorz looked round at him. He
etéod respectfully before Bunter, wind-
ing his smooth hands together. .

*1f you will excuse e, sir,” said
Jarvigh, “I should be very glad of & few
hours off this evening, 1f you are not
requiring my services, sir.”

*Oh, ull right! You can cut!™ said
Bunter.

_“j‘hﬂ‘uu ara very kind, sir! Thank you,
sir I

Jarvizh disappeared.

“I can’t stand that crawly worm ™
growled Johnny Bull. *Why the thump
don’t you beot him, Bunter ™

*¥on see, I—I can't—-"

“Why can't youl"
“#J—I—1 mean, what about a game of
banker

“ Fathead 1"

_""What about the Colosseum by moon-
light I asked Harry Wharton. * There']l
be a porgecus moon to-night.”

“{Good epg !" zaid the Co.

“1 say, you fellows, suppose that beast
Bron:x is Jtangixﬁ about——"

“0Oh, rot! e'll take care of you,
unless you'd rather stay In—"*

“No foar!” sald Dunter prc-m&ut‘.l:.r.
#After all, we can stop at a cafo and geb
n snack ! I'll order the car—"

*“0h, blow the car! It's not a guarter
of an bour's walk! Let's get our coats
and hoof it.”

And the Greyiriars fellows walked
out of the Superbo and along to that

loricus relio of ancient times, the
LColosseurn, which was undoubtedly very
imposing by moeonlight.  They littls
dreamed of what was happening at the
Hotel Superbo while they wers gone,

——mairm

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
Pon Asks for It!

ECIL PONSONDBY locked in the
@ zlass, rubbed & darkened and
swollen eye,
tecth.

Gadshy and Monson eyed him rather
uneaszily, They knew their Pon of eld,
and when bhe had that look on his face
they were a litlle alarmed. As Pon's
closest pals, they were aware that undor
his nutty exterior the dandy of High-
cliffe was little better than a hooligan at
heark. ] i

“ Look here, T'on, it's time we went [
said Gadsby, “We're 2]l packed.”

“And the sconer the better!” said
Monson. "I tell you, Pon, I don’t like
the look in your eye™

and gritted his

EVERY SATURDAY

Ponsonby turncd from the glass. e
had given that eye his very special
attention since Billy Bunter had punched
i, DBut it availed not. It was black,
with a shade of purple. Ior a2 pgood
many days to come the dandy of High-
cliffe was gpoing to bo disfigured with a
black eye. And the roge and fury in
his breast gleamed like fire from the
otiter aye.

“ ¥You measly worms I said Ponsonby,
between his testh. “ Do you think I'm
takin' this lyin' dewn! Lock at my
E}IE _|”

" Well, you pulled the fellow's nose |”
said Gadsby.

“Dasgh it all, you starfed the row ¥
said Monson.  * Anyhow, that's that,
and we'vo got to get oui”

“That fat freak, who i1zn't fit to clean
our boots, had the cheek to burn us down
—in public 1" said Ponsonby, breathing
hard, *“'Lhe manager has asked us to
leave the hotel—us !’

“Well, they'ro not losing their giddy
billionaire ! said Gadsby., *“1 bet
they're making a fortune out of that fat
foozler. I've heard that his suite alons
costs a hundred gquid a week. Lot they
care about us in comparison with that.”

“Anyhow, we've got another hotel to
o to,” said Monson. “We've fixed it
v phone and we've only got to po &
street's length,™

“Turned out—at Bunter's order|”
said Ponsonby between his teoth.

“Well, it's rotten, but what's the
good of grousin’,’” said Gadsby. * After
all, you did kick up a row in the lounge,
Pon, and a fellow's not suppesed to
kick up rows io an hotel of this elass”

“0h, shut up!” snarled Ponsonby.

“Look here, I'm goin’ to ring the

orter to take down the trunks,” said

onson. “I jolly_well don't like tho
look in your eye, Fon."

Ponsonby row
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“The car's waitin® below—"

“We can zend the baggage off firsh,
Wa've a right to stoy on till midnight,
if we choose. We can get into Bunter's
rooms and wait for him there|” gaid
Ponsonby.

“That man Jarvish will be hangin®
about—>"

“He's pone out.™

“Well, and what are we to do in
Bunter's rooms?" demanded Gadsby,
“Are you thinkin' of a school rag in a
show like this, you assf”

Ponsonby's sound eye glittered.

“I'm thmkin' of smashin® up that fot
freak till he won't be able to crawl!”
he hissed, “I'm thinkin® of blackin® his
eyes and breakin' half his bones—that's
what I'm thinkin® of.”

“l fancied it was somethin' of the
sort 1" said Monson, “and are you
thinkin' that we're goin’' to bail yon
out when you're run in by tho police
for doin' 1t? Wash it out, you assi”

“I should i']::allr well say so!” ox-
claimed Gadsby., "1 know you won't
peb me anywhere near Bunter's rooms.”

Ponsonby’s lip curled with bitter cons
tempt.

“8Ho you're funkin' it ¥ he sneered,

“I'm not goin' huntin® for trouble™
said Maonson, sullenly. “ After all, we've
done grrztty well out of the fat ass! And
we did let him down when that Ameri-
can bagged him-—what's the good of
denyin’ it? And you started the row
in the lounge '

“I'm goin’ " said Gadsby, abruptly.
And he opened the deor and went,

Gaddy, ot least, mado it clear that he
had no intention of taking a hand in
Pon's schemes of vengeance on  the
Greyfriars billionaire.

Ponsonby gave Monson a Litter look.

*¥ou backin' out, tno?" he sneered.

(Continued on next pagsl)

himzelf into a
chair and lighted
a cigarette. When
the Buperbo
porters cama 'IHD
for the IHighelifi-
1zns” lugpage, Pon
remained where he
was, till they had
gone with it

Gadsby and Mon-
gon, Impoaticnt O
go, looked ak him.

TA1n't
comin'
manded Gadsby.

“Bhut that
door 1™

“Took here—"

“Shut ithat door,
you fool 1"

(Fadsby mutterad
under his breath
and shut the door.
Ponsonby threw
away the stump of
his cigarette.

“I'm neot takin’
this lyin® down "
he =aid, in a low,
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“Look hers, don't be a fool, Pon!

o're ready to go—let’s get out without
ALy more 1ruu;u§e*"

Aro vou stickin’ to mo in this?”’

HNo!"” hooted Monson, “I think
vou're a mad fool.”

“Then get out, confound wyou, and
I'll kandle it slone! 1 don't need any
h&}p to smash up that fat frump.”

Look here, como along——

“(iet out[¥

Monson shrugged his shoulders, and
followed Gadsby down the corridor.

Ponzonby remained.

_ He looked in the glass again, pass-
ing his hand over his discoloured eye.
1iis face was pale with bitter fury. He
left the room at last, and, with a care-
lesa air, walked along to Bunter's suite.
There was no light turned on there,
but moonlight streamed in at & window
a3 Pomsonby looked inlo the dressing-
room,
Bunfer evidently was not there.
Where he was that evening, Ponsonby
did pot know, though he had no doubt
that he was somewhere with the Grey-
friars fellowa. But that he would come
up to his room, sooner or later, was
;:lqrtnin, and Pon had only to wait for
im,
He stegpcd quickly into the dressing-
room and shut the door after him. @
crossed the room towards the communi-
cating door that led into the billion-
aire's bed-room.
Pon's plans were cut and dried.
[f Bunter camo up alone, be was
ping to “handle ” Bunter in revenge
or that black eye. If he came up with
any of the Removites, or with Jarvish,
he was going to wait ti1ll he could eatch
him alone.  After which, he would
quietly slip out of the Hotel Superbo,
and go along to the other hotel, for
which Gadsby and Monson had already
started with the baggage.

It seemed all simple enough, and cer-
tainly it never erossed Pon's mind, as
he mado his plans, that somebody elze
had Dbeen maiim.f plans already, and
that there was already a8 man hidden
in the room waiting to “handle ™
Bunter.

What happened next was an utter
surprise to Cecil Ponsonby—so astonish-
ing that he almost wondered whether he
was dreaming.

Ha had slmost reached the door of
Bunter's bed-room, when he was sud-
denly seized from behind.

He was down on the floor in the
twinkling of en eye, and as he opened
hie mouth for & startled howl, & cloth
gag was thrust into ik,

In utter amazement and torror, he
strngeled.

But he was in the hands of a ruffian
twien or thrice as strong as himsplf.
i3 hands were dragged togcther, as a
sinewy knee was planted on him,
pinning him to the floor.

Beppo was skilful and swift at this
peeuliar kind of work. In a few
seconds, Ponsonby's hands were bound
fast, and then his legs were tied.

Then, as ha lay helpless, breathless,
dizzy, dazed, a cord was wound about
him and knotted again and again.

Bound so that he could hardly stir a
finger, gagged and unable te utter a
sound, Ponsonby stared with distonded
eyes at the shadowy figura of the brave
in the glimmering moounlight from the
window,

Beppo grinned at him.

“Tntto sieuro, signore Duntero ' he
breathed.

If anvthing could have added to
Ponsonby's amazement, it would have

- — e B
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bBeen that intimation that he was mis-
talien for Bully Banter.

ODbviously, the bravo eould never have
seent Bunter, or he could not have made
such a mistake, even in the dim light.

But Bepps had no doubts! He was
waiting and watching there {for the
schoolbey to whom the rooms belonged
to come up. Ponsenby's action, in
entering by the dressing.-room, and
crossing to the bed-room door, left no
doubt 1n his mind that thiz was the
follow to whom the rooms  helonged.

Ponsonby strove madly to speak. But
he could not utter a sound, Beppo was

i-ri?g- him no chance of alarming the

otal,

Dizzy wilth amazemoent and terror,

Ponsonby  felt himseli lifted in the
ruffian’s arms and dropped into an
immense trunk,

Beppoe arrauged several cushions

round him, apparenily to make him ps
comfortable as possible. Then the lid
was closed, and DPPonsonby heard the
click of a key.

I'sr 2 moment or two, the awiul
terror of sulfocation rushed on him.
Then he found that he conld breathe
quite casily through his nose, as only

i)
Batterad Boxer "“Have | done him

any damags 7 *
Diagusied Beoond: *‘ No, but keap

on swinging your fists about—the
draught might give him acold [ ™
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his mouth was stopped by the gag. Ie
realised that the trunk must have been
prepared for this, and that it was per-
forated for breathing.

Beppo grinned at the locked trunk.
Ho took the chalk and made the sign
on the lid to let Jarvish sce that the
work was dono when he came in., And
then Beppo slipped out af the room,
with the kev of the trunk in his pocket,
and was gone, And DPonsonby, curled
up in the trunk, was loft—with feclings
l:imt;:lcauld not have been expressed in
WS,

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Not Bunter!

i SAY, vou follows ™
E * RBed 1™
“What about & spot of

supper 77 asked Bunter.
ow-wow !

* Beast [

Harry Wharton & Co. came in, rather
Inter than usual, after that mwoonlight
inspoction of the ancient Colosseum.

(L)

The Famous Five walked to the lift—
Billy Bunter to the hotel restaurant.
Bunter had had only one snack sines
dinner, and he wanted another before
hae went to bed. Leaving him to if,
the chums of the Remove went up in the
lift,

Thera was a heavy, bumping sound,
as they came aslong the broad corridor
on which their rooms opened. .

Four porters were carrying the big
Saratoga trunk, and James Jarvish,
standing in the doorway of Bunter's
dressing-room, looked on.

Bob.

TSome  trunk ! grinned :
“What's it going away for, Jarvish?
Bunter hasn't seen the jolly old works
of art yet, has he?"

“Y find, sir, that 5 mistake was
made, and that the wrong articles were
sent,” explained Jarvish smoothly.
“But I have no doubt that the mistake
will be rectified before Master William
rises in the mornmng.”

And Jarvish followed the norters
down the corridor with the heavy
trunk. Harry Wharton & Co. went to
their rooms, ceriainly without tha
remotest suspicion in their minds of
what that Saratoga trunk contained.

The big trunk went down in the
servico lilt. accompanied by the porters
and Jarvish. It was carried out of the
Hotel Buperbo, to where a motor-car
stood waiting in the shadows.

The driver, a tall, lean man, had a
thick black beard, and a hat pulled
down over his brow, He remained at the
wheel, but twisted round and watched
eagerly as the heavy trunk was heaved

L I8

Then he drove away and disappeared
into the night.

Jarvish turned back into the hotel
with a furtive sinile lingering on his
sleek face. Tirer Bronx was gone
—with the prisoner In the Baratoga
trunk.

The whele thing bhad worked like =
charm. Jarvish, on his return to the
Superbo, had found ths chalk mark on

the trunk and the brave gone. And
the woight of the Baratoga teld
that there was & load in it! All the

valet had to do was to send the trunk
away—and the gangster, disguised with
g false heard, was there to take it

Bunter's incomparable walet, az he
went back to his master’s rooms, was
fecling pleased with himself and things
generally.

That feeling waz not destined to last.

After a little thought, Jarvish went
alongy to Harry Wharton’s room.
MNow that the prisoner in the trunk was
safely gone, it was his cue to miss his
master and inguire if the juniors knew
where he was.

Ho tapped at Wharton's door.

“Coma in!" called out the captain of
the Remove.

The Famous Fiva were zall in the
ropm for a chat before poimg to bed.
Bunter the Billionaire had told them
that he was fed-wp with Home—no
doubt on  account of his adventure
on the Pincio. Hea wanted to got off
in the plane the next day, and the
Famous Five were discussing & map
and air routes and dromes when
Jarvish entered.

“Please excuse me, yvoung rentle-
men,” said Jarvish smeoothly. ™1 mm
a little nneasy about my master."

f Afraid he'll burstt™ asked Bob
Cherry.
Jarvizh blinked at him. IIs +was

less

nite unawsare that the dj?ntgurlsi
et Bunter

than half an hour ago, ha
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in the hotel restavrant, scoffing supper.
His belief was that Bunter was in tho
HSaratoga trunk, alreacy out of Rome.

“Perhaps you kpow where he 13, zir [”
satd Jarvisa,

“Hasn't he come up I asked Harry,

“Nag, sir.” : g

“Then I suppose he's still feeding in
the restaurant downstairs.”

Jarvish gave a little jump.

“ In—in—the—tha restaurant down-
stairs ¥ he ejacnlated.

“"Yea, that's where we left him.”

“"¥Wou—you left him in the restaurant
downstairs 1" repeated Jarvish, staring
at the captain of the Greyiriars
Remove., " When, pray ™

“About half an hour ago, I think.”

“What do you meani” snapped
Jarvish. “If this iz a silly schoolboy
jest, Master Wharton, T must warn you
that the matter may be sericus.”

Wharton stared at him,

“1 doen’t know what vyou're driving
at, Jarvish,” he answered, "“We left
Bunter downstairs in e restaurant
when we came up and passed you and
the E?’rl‘em in the passage with that

trunk.™
Jarvish almost stapgered. If this

was frue, what had happened? Some-
body was in the trunk; its weight
proved thatl

“What on earth's the matfer with
vou, Jarvish ¥ exclaimed Bob.
“There's nothing unusual in Bunter
seolling an extra feed befors he comes
up to bed, is there?”

“The unusualfulness 15 not terrific!”
remarked Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh,
with a dusky grin. "It wounld be pre-
posterously unusual if he did not.”

Jarvish panted

“I tell you this is net a matter for
foolish jesting ! he aexclaimed shrilly.
"My master 13 not in his room! I

fear that some mischance may have
pecurred to him. You know as well as
I do that he 1z not in the hotel
restaurant. ™

Wharton fixed his eyes grimly on the
valet.

“What do you think has happened to
Bunter, Jarvish?' he .asked, very
quietly, " What rotten, treachersus

tricks have you been playing this
time "

“He thinks that semething has hap-
pened to him ! growled Johnny Bull.
“That's clear enongh ! Thas rotter's
been up to somethin

Frank Nugent.

“Jolly clear!” sal
“But what? Dunter’s all right. At
was half am hour ago.

B
[

least, he
Nothing's happened to him, unless he's

EVERY SATURDAY

dJarvish, his sleek hands trembling,
stoad looking at them, almost like a
matr in & droam. e was uiterly con-
founded and taken aback. He had—or
belicved he had—seen Bunfer carted
away by Tiger Breax in the big
Saratoga! His brain scemed Lo be in a
whirl.

“I—1 tell you—" he panted. “I—
I came here to tell vou thot—that my
master 15 missing—and—and——"

“1 say, you fellows ™

Jarvish jumped almost clear of the
Aoor at that fat voice behind him.

He spun round like a humuming-top
and blinked at Billy Bunter.

Tha Greyiriars hillionaive rolled in
quite unaware of the stunning effcet o
hiz sudden appearance on his valet !

Jarvish stood rooted, his face whits
gz chalk, his eyes almest starting from
hiz head! Somebody had been in the
trunk ! But not Bunter |

Obviously not Bunter, for here was
Bunter !

The Famous Five exchanc?ed glances.
What it all meant they did not know;
but they eculd zee plainly enough that

the wvalet had been ploiting soma
treachery, and that it had somehow
missed fire. His almost ghastly locks

left ng doubt ¢n that point.

“I say, you fellows” rattled on
Bunter, In Eappj' uneonsciousness—" L
sa¥, vou were rather asses to cut
supper | I can tell you it was prime!
I'm rather sorry to be leaving here—
the grub’s zo good. But I think we'd
better be getting along—the hols don't
last for ever, you know! Den't fancy
that I'm afraid of that man Bronx!
Still, I think—2

He broke off and blinked at Jarvish
through his big spectacles. Even tha
abtuse Owl of the Removo noticed that

there was somcthing amisz with
Jarvish.

“What's the matter, Jarvish?” ho
asked.

“Oh, nothing, sir!” articulated
Jarvish, “A—a sﬁ?'ht feeling of faint-
ness, sir! Nothing I”

“You look as sick as a boiled owl!™
said Bunter. “Look here, Jarvish, it's
no good getting ill—I want you to get
an extra bed fixed Gp in my room—
go and tell the hotel people, and get
1t dane. I sav, you fellows, I want onae
of you to sleep In my reom. I'm not
nervous, you know—I hope I'm not the
fellow to get nervous—still—"*

“Wha ¢an stand DBunier’s snore
asked Bob.

“* Oh, really, Cherry—m-"

Jarvish almost tottered Ffrom the
room to carry oubt the Lillionaire's

LT
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Harry Whartoa cast &8 very expres-
sive glanee affer him.

“ Right-ho, Bunter, I'll be the
vietini 1” he said. “I've stoed your
snoro I the dorm at Greeyiriars, and
I'll try to stand it here”

“Beoast I gaid Bunter, doubtless by
way of thanks.

E - [l - -

Tirer Bronx drove all might, and the
dawn was breaking on o lonely road
in a gorge of the Apennines, when the
gongster halted his car at last and
quitted the wheel.

The Tiger was tired: but he was

rinning with satisfaction as he drew a
ﬁa}' from his ket and bent over the
big trunk.in the car.

“T'Il say this is the opossum’s eye-
lids [” Bronx remarked to spaee, as he
fitted ihe key into the lack.

He threw up the heavy bLid.

He grinned into the Saratoga.

Then the grin waz suddenly wiped
frora his lean face as if by o duster.
Almost in stupefaction he stared at the
bound and gagged bHgure in the trunk
—and met Ponsonby's terrified and
furious eyes.

* Bearch me |” gasped the Tiger.

It was not Bunter the DBillionaire!
Not for 8 moment, till then, had ‘the
Tiger doubted that the fat billionaire
was in the Saratoga. He had to doubt
it now !

He cut the cords and removed the

pg. He lifted the stif and numbed
ﬁighcliﬁe fellow from the trunk, Ha
E!ared at Ponsonby as if he could have

itten him.

TI'ive minutes later the zangster was
driving mway in the ear, leaving that
unwanted prisoper to his own devices!
It was hours later that the hapless
dandy of Highecliffe got o lift in =
country cart to a railway station, and
was able to start for Home.

Tiger Bronx was there long befors
him. And as he came in sight of the
Eternal City, the gangster also came
in sight of a giant acroplane, risinge

racefully to the skies, and recopmsed

e Kinglisher.

And there were no words in the
American language to  express Mr.
Bronx's feelinge, as he realised that the
Greyfriars party were off again, and
Bunter the Billionaire far out of his
reach.

THE END.

(Bunter the DBillionaire haz éscaped
anain from the wily Chicage ercok, but
there's atill mare trouble for him din
next week's great story: “"PERIL IN
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Buf you seemn to be quite un-
Surely, sir, you were
not doing it a-purpuss 7 ¥

“Of ecorsa 1 was doing it

gilly asa!"

r. Birchemall, nu]!erin§
“ What's moro,

strongly resent your sujjestion

moaning  and

ham ! " eried Dr, Birchemall,
censing his nerve-racking din
and nodding cheerfully at the
newcomer. Y Take a pew,
dear man !’

*With plezzure, sir ! ** gaid
Mr, Lickham, advancing
rather dewbiously from the
doorway. " But—but why
this thusness, sir ! ™

Dr. Birchemall raised his
eyehrowa,

groaning. Asa matter of fact,
I waa crooning !

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Mr.
Lickham. -+ But he suddenly
stopped larfing as he saw the
Head remch for & hovvy
diktionary, and went on, in a
more subdewed voice: 'I1—
I mean, fansy you a crooner,
sir—a singer of jarz ditties |
I should 5‘1:{:11': vou ought to
imake a bhig suxxess of it |

“I should jolly well think
g0, too ! ™ snorted Dr, Birch-
emall. " Once 1 get going, I
quite epgspect 1o receeve big
offerz from Hollywood to go
on the fitms. The chancea are
that I ehell evenchally be
resining my poeition as head-
master of 3t. Sam’s.”

* Hooray—I mearn, how
awlully roften, sir!" cor-
rected Mr, Lickham hurriedly.
“In the meantime, if I mite
gujjest it, why not do a little
crooning with Jack Jelly'a
Comb-and-paper Band ? They
are giving a consert in the
Junior Common-room at this
very moment | "

The Head stroked his beard
thoughtfully,

M Bust me if I'm not in-
elined to do it ! " he remarked.
“ OFf corse, it's a bit infra dig
to sing to & blessed Fourth
Form band akkompanimont,
but it will be uselul egg-
sperience, and the boys will
certainly enjoy my marvellous
voice. Uome, Lickham ! We'll
give it a trial 1 ™

Inky’s Birthday Guide
This Week: Alonzo Todd

From the starful horosecpe of Alonzo Todd
it is eiearfully evident that he is a singular
gahib. Perhapa it iz a goodiul thing that he
is singular. Alonzo Todd in the plural would
surely send ue all brainfully potty !

One of the thinga thet stands cut profrude.
fully is that the esteemed and idiotic 'Lonzy
is unusually {ond of vegefables. But please
don’t mistakeinlly misunderstand me. *Lonzy's
i8 mot the fondness of those who revel in
plentiful heaps of beans and potatoes, Con-
trarifully, ho rarcfully cats heans and potatoes
for fear that the hurtiulness to these eateemed
vegetables should be torrifie.  Hence his
sttachment to honoured and fat-headed books
like “ The Story of a Potato.”

Softiulness 1a the centreful feature of the

—————

A Massz Meeting in favour of Free Speech
;

will be held in the Rag on the first Monday of
new ierm, at 7.45 p.m., when . Bolsover,
Eeq., will speak on the right of all schoolboys
to say just what they jolly well like. Inter.
rupters and heeklers will be smashed to pulp |

HOPSCOTCH!

Enthmeinsta are reminded that entrics for
thiz year's Hopseoteh Tournanent must be
posted at once. Tho eccretary aszked na to
menlion the date when the first heats will be
hopped off, but we didn't quilo cateh what
he said. If it's any belp to you, it sounded
wather like Qetember the Umpteenth,

e

eeteemed and ludierous "Lonzy. He i softial
in sgpeech, goitivl in action, softiul in heart,
and sbove-alllully, soft in brain !

The message of the stars is that a great
book of words moves walkfully when 'Lonzy
takes a stroll, What this meant I had no
wheezeful idea at firat, but the honoured and
ridiculous Franky Nugent pointed out to me
showiully the esteomed explanation,

The fact is that the notable 'Lonzy is him-
pelf & walking dictionary !

This horogeope indicales a happy future.
Ere long 'Lonzy will journey acroes the seas
with trousers for esteomed savages., This
trip will please him mnoendiully,

Only one thing must he beware of—a
boiling-pot of pgreat Eizefulness, such as
cannibals vse for cooking white men in,

When you seo that pot, my esteemed and
nongengical Alonzo Todd, a guickful ron fer

safety will be the esteemed and proper caper !
WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

Junior Common-room, whera
Jack Jolly & Co. wera piving

-8 highly suxxessful concert in

aid of ilhe Distresscd Fags'
Soeiely.

Needless to sav, the per-
formers and awdience alike
wers  astownded when the
Head marched in and ealmly
annowneed thet ho was going
to sing jazz eonga to the

regardless, hiwover, and the
awdience became more and
more restles.  Evenchally,
one of the mure daring spirits
threw a tmarte at the
erooner, ther, another threw
an egg, while a thied an ink-
pellet. Soon' he airwos thick
with flying Wf'ﬂ"-ﬂ{.'s, until the
cropner ol Vo Bam's was
simply comg fod to stop.

mewsic of the comb-and- SR ay
I'rom hia raised position on
paper band, Butb there was a |4, platformedr, i.ml;ﬁm:li
respectful cheer when the glared feercely at the rebbels,
“Bo thia i{ the grattituds
you show io yvour headmaater

Head stood up on the plat-
form to start his reeital ; the
juniors were willing to be in-
duljent {o their revered and
respected Head,

Once he storted crooning,
however, they were guickly
reminded that there are limita
to induljence. Thoe Head's
voies was sumething that had
te be herd to be beleeved.
Every note he sang was in
the wrong key, apart from
which the ithing he called &
voica was like a foghorn and
a squenky tin-whissle rolled
into one !

For a time the sawdience
endured it. Then a menner
of protest began 1o arise.

* Chuck it, air 1 "

for eondesronding to oroon to
you, ig it 1 he cried wither-
ingly. * Very well. Every
boy prezzent will write me
five hundred lines !

* You're going, sir 1 ¥’ asked
Jack Jolly hopefully.

* What-ho | ** gaid thn Head

emfatically. | I sbeolutely
refuse to erow - minnit longer
to such a beorish crowd, 5I{n

fact, in vie _.«f the jemeral
lack of appiisation of my
joeniua as & jazz ginger, I
think I'll give up erooning
altogether 1™

Dr. Bireheraall seomed to
think the awdience would be
sfunned by (hat statement,
Grately to hin shagriz, how-
ever, they only cheered in-
stead. Pawsiag only to hedl
them a gkomful glarnss, D
Eimhti;ﬁmll stymped out in a
ne o o, -muttering into
hig baarr.ll.ug R uEenng

Une look =t him was
suflishant to show that the
erooner of 8¢ Sam'’s was a
crooner no lor ger |

he erorled off. * it's no good
trying to do ennythmg for
these yung domuns. They
don’t appreesaiate art, that's
what 1t 18,

* Well,” rep lied the Fourth-
form master, ** they made an
artistick piteler of you1™

HOME SWEET HOME

An Englishman’s home is
hiz castle and o sehoolboy’s
study is his home, I share
Study No. 5 with Kipps, the
eelebrated  conjurer, and it
reminds me very mmeh of
home for ono very reason—
there's no place like it}

No study in the Remove
passage iz more cosy than our
little den. There’s o desk, o
locker, a tabhle and easy-
chairs—everything for our
commfort snd convenience, in
faot,

EeaInpering
the room.

is its unexpectednesa. When | yown on

you open the desk to tind

rogistering
ANCE.

in the way
Bea o

Of coursa,
coneerting

writing materials wyou find | securely ns

The great charm about it

white rabbiis instead. When

s L = i e e LY

S m— -

ope ol the easy-
chaire a brace of performang
pigeona futler away from it,

When you look under
the tublo to sea what's golting

clochwork akoleton

grinning up at you.

unexpectednesa, IF you sit in
a chair it is Ilabla to turn into
a eabinet and imprison you as

moor, ¥ our handkerehiels are

choerfully aroundjappear femporarily, and {urn
When you ait
vour neek.
But 1hese liftla sorpriscs
are o mere nefhing, They
exlreme annoy-
copnfort  and
Study No, 5, Study No, b1
tho poods, believe e, chapa,
and ipps is one of tho best
fellows i tho world !
it’s only becauss I don't like
to keep such a good study-
mate to myself that I'm nsk-
ing now :

of your feet you

it's a little dis
sometiines, this

n cecll at Ilart-

ME

Your

up afierwards at the back of

malio no real dilference to the
homeliness of

In fnot,

WOULDY ANYONF LIKE
TO SWOP STUDIES WITH

o —

Our Footer Expert Says—

HOBBIES GO WELL
WITH FOOTER

Fellowa sometimes tell me they're

g0 busy with other hobbies tha
don’t have much time for

This is quite a mistake, Other hobbics

combine very well with footer.

i |

think about it, how well hohhica
really do combine with footer. For
instance, vou might think that the
fellow who poea in for reading books
gouldn't possibly play fooler at the
saine time. Yot, In some cases, it"eeasy.

If he happens to be goalkeeper for
the Remove when they arve playing
the Upper Foutth, he can rely on
ninely minufes of wninterrupted peace
in which he can read his book without
ones looking up!

t they
footar.

“ Lickham," he raged aa.

Stamp-collecting, for instance, is
easy when you're playing a team like
the Courtfield Savages., The Savages
spenid half their time jumping on their
opponents’ feet, By the time you're
half-way through the game you've
collected a8 many stamps as you'd
collect in & week off the jooter field !

Apgain, there's no need to join a
debating society if you have a chap
lika Stewart, of the Bhell, as referece.
Stewart's decisions are so  extra-
ordinary that most of the time is
spent argning with him about them.
A chap whoss hobby is debating can’t
do better than take up footer when
Stewart ia ref !

As for the chap who likes to tell
funny stories, there’s unlimited scope
when he's in a team playing against
Colier. At the end of the afternoon
he'll have enough funny stories to

So don’t be put off beeause you
happen to have other hobbies, you
men.  Carry on with your hobbies—
and play footer ot the same time !

e = ety . e e e ——  — R

SITUATION VACANT.

Black Eye Inspector wanted.—
Thaties consist of inguiring into all
black eyes in the school and reporling
on the cause thereof to the Prefecte’
Black Eye Commiltee. Salary, 3d.

er week and an occasional late pass,
Send full partics, of experience to
G, WINGATE, c¢fo UREYFRIARS
HERALD.

B L e — — . —— 5

SOLEMN WARNING

Any outsidera who nao Study No, 14
as o headquarters for their elady
atunta noxt Term are going to bo

keep his pals in fits for weeks |

It's wonderful, when you eome to

GREYFRIARS

hashed ! —JOHNNY  BULL, «jo
CREYFRIARS HERALD,

e ——

o :

H‘:U'ﬂ.,;.i-. e _*H A ME :
Ly . ; I %'5' 7 IT .. i
7 1 A i'E“_;ﬂ ﬁ}l ,‘{ 11 ]

s e

; S g
¢ Between the slicks,” 8. ©@. L

Field leaps about like a kangaton
from  his native Australia,

b

o
.

moneylendar,

When Hmlﬂ Skioner hinted that
Monty Newland's father was a
Newland hit oud

A

Mr. * Larry ¥
popular  Maths

private amusement in
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= T |
g {E ‘[_151 g
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Lascelles,
magter,

L

the
fluds
solving

raan, dis!

(0id Tozer, the Friardale police-
iglikas fooler inteasels.
I'erhaps thiz 13 ezplained by iha

A gi
to ** watch hiz step '—Dbut
didn"t think she meant

Bunter

Huerce Singh, the Nabob ol
Bhanipur, haz ‘““{aken™ to
Englizh football with a vengeance !

Billy
tha

It takes a very high shof to bent

# Sauiff.*” When Temple, of tha

Upper Fourth, tried a hich one

“ Bquilf * coolly tipped the ball
oyer the bar }

first and theo explained that bis

father was a respectable Jewish

financier, Skinner had to agres

that Newland's argument waa
L gynstoppable ¥ |

Egnhiems which would give any
emovite & Deadache. i
always ready to hel
duffer ke Bunter wit
work, however,

Ha 13
even B
his ¢lass

jact that s foctball propelled by
'Jicky Nugent, from the gchool
tes, koooked Tozer's helmek
oft | Tozér still laments that he
didn’t see who did it |

banapa skin Bolsover dropped,
and over which he went whizzing,
;ﬂ:u o E&psﬁf’.'% t WEDII-“ "“ iam?
rue—and pretby © slippy.” too
The crash stili :cﬂﬁui

At outside-right he is full of gaile,
and his passing i3 2 model of
accuracy. His ** centre ™ gunabled
Wharton to net the winning gonl
against Courtfield |

THE SPARTAN CURE
By H. Vernon-Smith

A poeniug named Professor Punlk has boen
telling the mwspiggma that achoolboys catch
cold so easily in autnmn becauso there’s
too much luxury at the maodern Publio echool.
Now, there's a lot to be said.for this point of
view. It's my own firm opinion that & re.
duction in the standard of luxury ab Greys
[rinre wouwld do us all a lot of good.

To begin with, I think we miglit well abolish
the sprung-cushioned armchairs in which we
recling in class. They make our muscles far
too Habby !

The ten-course dinners which at present
ririn our digestions could casily be repluced
by simpler meals, and English eooking could
be substituted for ihe rich Continental styvle
at present favoured. Qur eigar rations, too,
would stand a slight reduetion, I fancy,

The footmen and page-boyas who are cons
{invally at our beck and call should bo re-
served for the more tiving jobs like taking off
our shoes, whilo the flcet of fast cara used 1o
take us to the picturea whenever we feel liko
it should give place to a fow eimpls molor-
conches,

We could surely do witliout the gold-plated,
Jdiamond-studded beds provided nowadays in
tha Remove dormitory. Plain wooden oncs
with, vl course, Shunber-sound Super-spring
Maitresses, would suit va equally well.

I'ta dashed cortain that the ice-cream goda
fountain attachiced to every study could be
donp away with, too, and the poweriul wire-
less and television scts at least reduced in
mumber without the slightest inconvenienco to
any of ua

Another thing: why nof ecut out iho
scented bath erystals in the swimming balh
water, and do awey with the new heating
apparatus which supplice warm air tfo tho
playing lields doring footer matehes on eold,
wintry days ¥ Woe shouldn't miss eitlier of
theso luxurices, ;

Yig, dear roaders, the moere I think aboot it
the moro convineed I becomoe that the Spuartan
Cure ia the only woy out [or us.

Down with luxury !

(New kids are advised not (o take Smethy
ton seriously. Ha breaks oul Hke this now
| and again I—ED.)




