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THE FIRST CHAFPTER.

Bamboozling Bunter |

6 IVE shillings !”
F 1k Rig‘h!- 1 . 1
Bob Cherry put his hand into

liig poecket.

Billy Bunter's oyes opcened
Lichingd Is l:nig;l spoctacles,

It was not like Bob to expond cash
quite so recklessly as this. Five shillings
for a box of chocolates was rather a
large sum for a junior in the Grey-
friars Hemove to “ blow.™

But Bob rattled two half.crowns on
the eounter of the school shop as if Lalf-
crowns were s cheap as blackboegrics.

“1 szay, old chap, is that for the
train i? asked Bunter. .

Greyiviars School was beeaking up
for Easter that day. The first bus had
already started, loaded with fellows,
for Courtfield Station. The second was
about to start. ) .

If Bob Cherry was laying in supplies
fo be consumed on the train it was a
matter of deep interest to Billy Bunter.
Bunter was going by the same frain.

Ile had missed the first bus, because
Harry Wharton & Co. had missed it.
[le wasz not dgning to miss the secohd—
unless they did!

That moming Billy Bunter had been
haunting thoe Famous Five of thoe Re-
move like & fat ghost. So long as they
kept together his eyes and his spectacles
hardly left them for a moment.

But when Hayry Wharton and Frank
Nogent went up to the studies, and
Johnny Bull and Hurree Singh went to
say pood-bye to Mr. Quelch, and Bob
Cherry headed for the tuckshop, Bunter
was rather beaton. He eould not keep
them all under ohservation, unlesa ho
divided himself, like ancient Gaul, inteo
threo parts.

S0 he rolled after Bob, the tuckshe
having an attrectipn for him at all
times. Ho knew that they were all
going togethor, so that was all right.
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Mes, Mimble pushed the hox of choco-
lutes across to 1iob, who picked it up.

“Reeping it for the train, old
fellow 1 asked Bunter. Bunter would
have been glad to sample the contents
of that hox on the spot.

“ No fear!” answered Bob, “1 fa,ngfy
there won't be many of these chocs lelt
by the time we're 1n the train, Bunty.”

Hea walked to the door.

Bunter rolled after him.

“1 zay, old cha " gasped Bunter.
“ Run away ami. play, cﬁd ?&t man {7
“I say, I'H carry that box for you, if

you like,”
“Will vou®” asked Bob.
“Pleasure '™ g d Bunter.

a

Not always an obliging fellow, Bunter
would have earried a box of choeolates
for anybody. His load, like Acsop’s in
the fable, would have grown lighter and
lighter, the longer he carried it

b was perfectly well aware of that

littla failing of Bunter's. DBut that
morning he appeared to be in a very un-
suspicions mood.

“Well, look heve, Bunter, if you mean
it——" ho said.

“Wes, vather, old dwﬂ%

“Well, take it up to
will you?” asked Boh.
till we come up”

“Aly dear chap,” gasped Bunter, “1'd
ilo more than that for a fellow I really
like! Ginme that box.”

Billy Bunter conld hardly beliete in
his pood luck when Bob handed him the
boxr aud he rolled off to the Honse with
it under a fat arm.

Bob, with a cheery grin on hLis face,
watched him roll into the House, aud
thon walked down to the waiting bua.

There, within & few minutes, ho was
joined by his four chums: Wharton
and Nugent, Johnny Buall and Hurrea
Jamset Ram 8i Thoey seemed to
appear suddenly from nowhers in par-
ticular. And they were all gbrinning
cheorily as they climbed on the bus,

Billy Dunter s#lso was grinning

rll-

harton’s study,
“Wait there

FRANK.
RicHAR.DS

cheerily as he climbed the Remove stait-
£ase.

~ The door of Wharton's study—Ne. 1
in tho RﬁMﬂHﬂrstﬂucl wide open. Tho
etudy had a dismantled look., Fellowa
had been packing there.

Bunter rolled into the study,

Bob had told him to wait till the
fellows came up.  Bunter was quite pre-
pared to wait idly. )

Sitting in Harry Wharton's armchair
he slid off the lid of the chocolate box.

Asa Bob had declared that there would
not be many of those chocs left by the
tima t-hlzg: wereg in the itrain, tha {fnt
(1wl of the Remove concluded that the
Famous Five were going to dispose of
them before starting.

He weas more than willing to help.
And his idea was fo start carcly and
avaoid the crush.

A fat finger and thumb dipped into
the box, and’ hcoked out a Iluscious
chocolate-creamn. It was immediately
iransferred to DBilly Buntor's capacious
mouth.

Bunter gobbled!

Another and another
followed.

. Indeed, Billy Bunter was half-through
the box before he quite realized what o
gap he was making in the contents.

He paused, and listened for footsteps
in the Remove passege. If the chums
of the Remove were coming up to the
study to whack that box of chocs before
going for the train, it was high time
they came. A little more delay, and
that box was likely to be in the same
state ag Mother Hubbard's celebrated
cuphoard,

ut they did not arrive.

Billy Bunter hesitated.

; It 13 well zaid that he who hesitates (s
]

‘The fat finger and thumb Wooked out
another chocolate—and another! It
was really more than flesh and blood
could resist—RBilly Bunter's st least!

Choe after choe followed the down-
ward path, and vanished.

“0Oh  crikey ! gasped Dunter,
length.

Only five chopolates remained in the
box |

Even Bunter realised that he had
rather plunged. The Famous Five were
good-natured  fellows, not  likely to
grouse at Dunter starting Arst on the
chocs. But even very  good-natured
fellows might expect to have a whack in
their own tuck.

Bunter had left them one each.
_Manfully resisting further tempta-
tion, the fat Owl placed the box on the
.itm]):,r table and wiped a sticky mouth
with a grubby handkerchief.

He was fecling a little uncaivy about
what he was to say when the chums of
thoe Eemove come 1n to scoff thoss
choeolates,

But they did not come in.

Footsteps were audible in the passage,
and Billy Bunter ate&pe—d toa the deor
and blinked out rough his big
spectacles.

But 1t was not one of the famous Co.

and another

at
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It was Herbert Vernon-Smith coming
along from thoe staivs.

“1 say, Smithy " squeaked Bunter,

Bmithy glanced st him.

“ 1 say, are those fellows coming up "
asked Bunter.

“What fellows?®”

“"Wharton and his lot—"

“Eh? Thoy're gone!”

Billy Bunter juinped almost clear of
ihe floor.

“Gone!” Le roaved. " Did yvou say

gig-gig-gig-gone ¥ :
" f lﬁlgngt sny gig-gig-gig-gone—I said

gone I apswered the Bounder.  “They
went on the second bus.”

“The susms-second  bib-bib-bns 1*
stuttered Bunter,

“Yes; a quarter of an hour ago.”

“Oh erikey t I was going with them 1”
gasped Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Thoy've sneaked off while I was up
here in the studieg—"

“Ha, ha, ha ! yelled the Bounder.

“"{Oh, the awful geust[ That's why ho
tuld mo to bring those choes up here
and wait til]l they came up!” gaspe
Bunter.

“You'll have to wait till next termn ™
chuekled 8mijthy, and he went up thé

passage laughiug, )
Billy Bunter did not laugh. IIis fat
brow was corrugated in & deep frown,

a3 ho rolled hurviedly to the stairs. Ile
had been “ done *’h-t:ild&!&d, dished, and
done! ZLured up to the studies by that
box of chors, he had eat there, scoflin

choos, while the Famous Five oleare
off on the bus Brant‘nmﬁ wrath, the
fat Owl of the Remove rolled out into
the gquad.

‘The second bus was long gone. A
third and & fourth were ﬁ]lmﬁ:.’ Among
the crowd of Greviriars fellows thove
was no sign of Harry Wharton & Co.

Evidently they wore gona. By that
time they were at Courtfield Btation,
catching the train. .

" Beasts 1" grosned Billy Bunter.

Billy Bunter had not quite decided
whether he was going home with Harry
Wharton, Bol: Cherry, Jolinny Bull, or
Frank Nugent. It was going to be one
of them, but he had not settled whica.
That doubtiul point was now seitled "or
mm. III; was not going to bo any of

cm

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

A Hot Chase !

ARBRY WHARTON & (O,
smiled as they sat down in
their carriage in the train at
Courifield.

The platform swarmed wilh CGrey-
friars men, and there was & chocry buzz
of voices, a trompling of fect, and o
banging of luggage, Bob Cherry stood
st the door, glancing along the plat-
form. Fle would not have been sur.

rised to spot at the last moment a fot

gure and a pair of glimmering spee-
tacles. Billy Buntor was a sticker, and
1t was not ensy to make him come
unstuel. But the fat end fatuous Owl
of the Bemove was not to be scen, and
Bob chuckled and sat down as o porter
came glong te slam the door.  The
packed tram rolled out of Courtfield.

“It was worth a bob each,” remarked
Harry Wharton, referring to the box of
choes that had kept Billy Bunter off the
seene while the chums of the Remove
got away on the bus,

“The worthfulness was tereifie,”
ehmekled Hurreo Jamset Ran: Bingh.

" Bunter's huishicd the choea by this
tine,” remarked Johnny Bull, "The
choes are done—and Bunler's done 1"

“Lla, ba, hal”?

“Just a3 casy to kick him, (hough”
reinarked Joluny,

Harry Wharton laughed.
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“Not on breaking-up day,” he said.
"It was worth a bob each for o -conso-
lation prize for Bunty.”

“ Henr, hear | chuckled Bolbi Cherry.

The traiu rolled on towards Lantham
Junation, where the Famous Five wero
io separato for - their various homes,
Ilurree Jameet Ram Singh, whose home
was at Bhanipur, in far-off India, was
going with Harry; the other members
of the Co. joining him lator at Wharton

Lodgo.

"f[l.l"ﬂ, hallp, hallo! That sports-
man's in a hucry,” remarked Bab
Cherry, who was locking from the

window,

About ]m'!f-*wﬂ.ﬂ to Lantham the road
ran_parallel with the railway. On the
road o littlo ﬁn’:eu Austin car was whiz-
zing like a bullet. : :

It was going in the samo divection as
the train and easily keeping pace.

Only the driver was in the little car,
and he was bent over the wheel and
little could bo scen of Lim, save his hat
and shoulders,

But it conld beé scen that e was a
boy. apparently no older than the
juniors themselves, so that it was rather
surprising to sec him hurling along at
top speed in a car.

e Famous Five gathered at tho
window ta watch tho little ear; plenty
of othier faces along the crowded train
were looking at it.

“1f a bobby blows along, that ::hnB
will get pulled up short and sharp,™

A GUNMAN TO CATCH A
GUNMAN !

Putpam van Duck, son of a
multi - millionaire, has been
marked down as a vietim by
Amerioan gangsters, and his
“‘ popper ** has sagely engaged
4 gunman for his defence !

remarked Frank Nugent., "I wonder
how many he's doingt"
“Fifty at least,” said Bol.
“Young ass!” yromarked Johnny Bull.
“Oh, my

hat | goazped Wharton.
“ Look I"

In & spot whore winter vains had sunk
deep puddles the road had been mede
up with stones not yet pressed down by

e steame-rollor. e little car hit thae
bad patch suddenly and fairly rocketed.

It shot across to ono side of the road,
then to the other, aig‘znﬁfgiug wildly.
Several times it was on only two wheels
—onge gr twice it scemed to the breath-

58 juniors that it wes on ouly one.

How the boy cscaped disaster scemed
s miracle, But he did not even elacken
pace; he shot onward, rocketing.

* Bomo nerve I said Bol.

The car steadicd as the bad patch
was left behind. It was now almost
abroast of the cavriage from which the
Famous Five were staving. Suddenly
the youthful driver secmed to become
aware of the train on the cmmbankment
above the road and lifted his head and
looked up.

“Great pip 17 exelaimed arcy Whar-
ton, as he snw the face—a rother good-
looking face, though it had a rasor-like
Leonness and alerlness in ils expression.
“Know that chap 1™

“That American chap!” execlaimed
Beob. “What was his namei"

“Van Duck,” said Nugout.

“That’'s it—Putnam van Duel I

“The estecmed Van Duck that we mot
on the absurd steamer! exclaimed
Hurvee Jamset Ram Bingh.

Only for o second did the American

- road.

3

boy glunce up, then he_ was concentrated
oi his driving again; he needed to con-
centrate, considering thic apeed at which
ha was going.

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at him
with great interest.

They rcmembered Putnam van Duck,
tho son of the Chicago millionaire, M,
Vanderdecken van Duck.

They had met hitn on the stesmer,
coming beck from a holiday trip, aml
had wondered more than once whether
they would ever seo him again.

According to ihat he had told them,
e was threatened with kidnapping by
& gang of gangsters in the United
Btates, and his millionaire “popper
had sent him travelling in charge of &
bired gunman called Poker Pike.

Not liking the strict surveillance of
My, Pike, Putnam van Duck had dodged
his gunman pguardian and  hit Ehu
horizoy, as he expressed it, only to bo
rounded up again by the faithful Pike.

Harry Wharton & Co, had not been
aware that o wes in England. Now
that they saw him they wondersl
whether was " hitting the horizon '’
again to get away from the too-carpful
care of Poler Pike,

It certainly looked as if he was in a
hurry to get away from somebody, to
udge by the speed at which he was
wirtling the Austin along,

“ Look 1" roared Bob.

Far back down the
Daimler came boemin
was going all cut an

_road & big
into aight. It
lapping up tho

. Looking back at the Daimler, the
jimiors could seo the face of the driver
clear in the bright April sunlight,
I'.'fl::r: il n_m "f:“i boked as ilt;?tfin

ickory, with slits of eyes, a of a
mouth, and a black h-mfle? I:m.’l..F olemped
down on the a-liui_} a3 if screwed thero.

" Pike 1* volled Nugent.

“E:l he jolly old gunman ! chuckled

Lvidently il was o chase.

The milliongire's son was hitting the
hovizon, snd his gunuan guardian was
in hot pursuit.

TFast as the Austin flow, the big
Daimler was overhauling it hand over
fist. Harry Wharton Co. watched
breathlessly,

Aunother mile on, road and railway
parted company; but, to judge by the
tremendons specd of the !Dmmlar. the
chase would be over by then. g Poker
Pike was driving as if on the race track,
n;ﬁd the high-powered car fairly flashed
along.

Putnam wan Duck evidently knew that
the Daimler was coming uﬁ behind.
Fast as the green Austin. had been
going, 1t fAew faster. It was very for-
tunnate for boilh Van Duck and his
puraper that the road was a wide
conutry road with little traffic.

“0Oh1” gasped Bob suddenly.

It was sudden disaster to thie Austin.

It had struck suother bad patch g
rocketod again, and this time it
rocketed off the road on to the belt of
grass that lay betvween the highway and
H.:? wood that bordered it on the farther
B¢,

It zcemed to the startled and hovrified
juntors for o few thrilling scconds thar
tive little green Austin was  whirling
like o eatberine wlieel; it landed on ils
side in the grass.

Bul sz it landed the Amoriean boy
Ieaped clear. :

They saw  him  rstanding, nuhuort,
elirugging bis sliin sheulder:. Up thc
road calon the big Daimler, booming.

Above the buzz of tho train they heard
the shont of the gunman.

“Har, you, Putnam van Duck—-"

As tho train rushed on the jumiors
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‘oaned from the windows, staring back
with breathless interest to see the last
of the strange scena.

They saw the Daimler stop, and the
loan, hickory-faced gunman leap dowy;
they =aw Putnam van Duck wave a
slim hand at him a&s he did =so, turn,
and leap away inte the shadowy
srpoenery of the wood.

The Austin was left where it had
iolled: the next moment the hif
Daimler was abandoned by the road-
side, Poker Pike dashing into the wood
in pursuit of the boy.

A few moments more and the whola
scene was dropped belund as the frain
rushed on to Lantham.

“Well, my hat "' said Bob Cherry, as
e sat down again. * Fancy sccing that
kid again here! ¥ wonder if juifg old
Pike will get him " )

“We may sce something of him these
hols,” vemarked Harry Wharton, “ He
told us en the steamer that he would
give us & look-in at Wharton Lodge 1
e came to this country.”

“He won't Gnd 1t casy to get shut of
Alr Pike ! chuekled Bob., * By gum,
14 like to know how 1t's ended ¥

But there was no guessing that, The
juniors, as they ran on to Lantham,
could only wonder whether Putnem van
Duck was satill hitting the horizon, or
whether the hickory-faced guomap had
rounded him up once more.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Left !
HTIDDDY, old mani” said Billy

Bunter.

Peter Todd grioned.

Having witneesad the
“oseape ™ of the Famous Five, and
Billy Bunter's subsequent search for the
fellows who were no longer there, he
was rather amused when the fat Owl
rolled up to him. It did not need a
great deal of penetration on- Toddy's
bart Lo puess what was coming.

“Just poing, old chap?” asked
Bunter.

“Just!” agreed Toddy. .

“Im getting the npext traip,” re-
marked Bunter. “Travel together,
what

“Why not, as far as Lantham "

azroed Peter.

Bunter coughed. ] ]

“The fact i3, I wouldn't mind coming
on,” he said.

“1 should ¥ said Peoter.

“ After all, we're FE!‘:‘I lhere,"” said
Bumnter, unheeding. “T was ﬂn];?r joking
when 1 told wyou that I wouldo't be
found dead in Bloomsbury in the hols,
Peter.”

“Quite 1” said Peter. “You'll be
fouml dead in Bloomsbury, old fat man,
if you've found there at gll! That's a
tip 1

“Oh, really, Toddy—"

“"Good-bye 1™

* Beast I

Billy Bunter blinked moroscly after
Toddy's departing form.

Matters were getting serious.

Bunter had had one slight comfort.
He had fintshed the last of ihe choces
in the box 1o Study No. 1.

That was so much to the good!

But it was time to go: and what was
going to be done—or who was goiug Lo
be done?

Lora Mauleverer had disappeared
carly. the Famous Five were gone;
most of the other fellows were gone.
‘The Bounder was not yet gone, but was
going—in a big car his father had sent
to take him home, Billy Bunter blinked
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at that ear—but he had no more chance
of getring in than the hapless Deri who
[ooked in at the gate of Paradisa.
Taddy was his last resouree. His last
recource had failed him. As Herbert
Vernon-8mith stepped into his car tho
fat junior rolled over to him.
"1 say, Smithy—" he squeaked.
The Bounder glanced at him.
“Fathead I was his reply. Like
Toddy, he guessed what was coming.
“I say, old chap, I've mmssed the
hug—-=*"
“What a treat for the fellows on it1®
“Like to givo me a lift to the
station ¥

“I'm not %ﬂiltg near the station !”
“Well, look here, if you drop me in
London it will be all right!” said

Bupter hopefully.

The Bounder chuckled.

" ¥ou want mo to gi-m vou a lift, and
drop you?" he asked.

“¥Yes, old chap!” eaid Bunter
cagerly. Onge ensconced in Emithy's
car there wos a chance, o very remote
chance, of sticking on te  Smithy.
“You'll do ir. old fellow 77

“Certainly 1

“0Oh, good!
Smithy."

“None mieer!” agreed the Bounder.
“T'N do it, like & shot! But I'll do it
here.”

“Eh?” craculated Bunter.

The Bounder, grinning, fraspnd the
fat junior by the eollar and =wept him
eff his feet.

Having thus given him a lift, he
droppoed him.

You're a good c<hap,

Bump!

“ ¥aroooh IV

Emith{. chortling, rolled away in his
car. Dilly Bunter sat in the quad apd
blinked after him, spluttering for
breath.

T Urrrgggh!| Beast! Wuarrrgegh [
gurf;lad unter.

Blowly and sorrowfully the Owl of
the Remove picked himself uE. Ha
blinked round him through hiz big
spectacles

Fellows were thinning out now. There
was hardly anyvbody to be zeen. Three
Fifth Form men camie out of tha House
-—Coker and Potter and Greene.

Horace Coker. . with his asual
efficiency, had packed early and got it
done; but having left out various
things be had overlooked, he had had
to do it all over again at. the last
moment: o Coker & Co. were late in
leaving. A taxi-cab had been waiting
about an hour for Coker, who was
fortunately m a fAnancial position to bo
indifferent to the mounting charges on
the “clock.”

“We've lost the train,” Potter was
remarking as they came out. '

""k"!i"ﬂu've last it, you mean ! corrected

er.

“Have 1 been waijting for you, or
have you been waiting for me?” in-
guitred Potter rarcastically.

“Don't jaw 1" seid Coker croszly, "If
you'd reminded me about these things
I left out, 1 chould have put them in.
But it's always the same—you fellows
forget evervthing.”

“RBat you forgot

“"Don’t jaw. Greenal
than Potter |

“"Look here. Coker——" said Pottor
and Greene togethar,

“Tor poodpoess' sake ™ said Coker,
“don’t jaw! Haven't you wasted
enotgh time, or do you want fo travel
by a night train? Jaw, jaw, jaw{”

Coker Jed the way to the waiting
taxi: Potter and Greene following him,
and wondering, for the umpteenth time
whether 1t was rather o mistake to. pai
with Coker,!

1

began Greene.
You're worse

“Y =zay, yvou fellows——=" Bunter
cama up.
Coker Already

ave him a glare.
irritated Ey the forgetfulness of Potter
and Greene he was in no mood to be
patient with fags.

“Got out!” he rapped.

“1 say, I'm going to the station—"

“Who's stopping you?!' grunoted
Coker,

“1 mean, what about whacking ot
the taxi?" asked Bunptcr. *“Ilalves in
the fare, what®” )

Coker's glare became rather like that
of the [abled Gorgon.

Not. knowing Bunter so well as
fellows in the Remove knew him, he was
not aware that, 1f Bunter arrived at tho
gtation in that taxi, be would then
discover that thera was a shortage of
cash, and that his balf of the faro would
Lave to be left over to the distant. and
uncertain future. .

But the bare idea of a fag of tha
Lower Fourth having the unexampled
cheek to propose travelling in his taxi
aroused Coker's deepest ire,

Coker rather prided himself on
having a short way with fags. His way
with Bunter was exceedingly short.

Not taking the trouble to answer in
words, he reached out at & fat ecar and
pinaed the same with a sinewy fnger
and thumb,

“Wow ! howled Bunter. “Yow!"

Coker & Co. rolled off in the tax,
leaving William George Bunter clasp-
i a ‘burning ear and sgueaking
daolorously.

Nearly everybody was gone now. Mr.
Quelch, looking out of his study
window, glanced at Bunter with a
surprised and expressive glance. The
Remove master seemed to be wander-
iglg why he was not gone. Quelch him-
self would be going soon.

“Oh lor' I mumbled Buntor,

He rolled up to the Remove passage,
in the faint hope of Gndiog some belated
Removite there. Nobody was there—
tha studies_ were silent and deserted.

Only a maid with a mop gave him =
surprized look. i
“0Oh orikey !” said Bunter, as he

negotiated the steircase again.
“ Bunter I

“0Oh! Ves, sirl® Fguﬁped Buunter,
blinking round at his Form-master.

“Why. are 3{2‘;: not ‘gone, DBunter®*
asked Mr. Quelch. ,

“I—1 missed the bus, sir—"

“Fortunately, it 18 a very fine dav,
and it will be guite an agreeabls walk
to the station,” eaid r. Quelch,
"Good-bys, Bunter |V

Bunter rolled out into the guad.

Evidently it was time to gol Ewery-
body else was gone. except the two or
three fellows who passed the holidays at
the school. The Owl of the Hemove
rvolled dismally down to the gates.

Gosling, the porter, gave him a look.
Gosling did not expect tips from
Bunter; still, on the last day of the
term, you never could tell; and there
waz 4 faint glimmering of hopa in
(Gozling's ancient eye. It was very
faint, and it died out sz Bunter rolled
on regardless. Gosling grunted.

The fat junior stoed in the gatewary.
He looked back into the quad. Nobedy
wis to be scen there except Mr. Mimble,

the gardener.

“Oh ler'!” said Bunter. That
magnificent  residence, Buoter Court,
was the only refuge now. Sammy
Bunter, his minor in the Second Form,
was long gone, joining Sister Bessia, of
Chff House, to travel home;: Bunter
was too late to travel with Sammy and
Bessie, However, he did not miss them;
he was going to sce enough of Sammy
and Dessie in the holidays.



He gave a last blink at the guad, and
the House windows: and was sbout to
turn away and depart when o hand
tapped on his fat shoulder.

“Bav, bo!" remarked a voice—a
rallier pleasant. volee, in spito of its
nazal accent.

[ "lh I:u-

Bueter blinked round at the fellow
in the roud.

That fellow
cxclamal fon,

“I'at Jaclk, by the great horned toad !
Then this shebang is Greyfrines Echoul
—ivhal :'"

utteced 8 surprised

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Van Duck Blows In!

UTNAM VAN DUCIK gave Billy
Punter & nod end a grim

P Billy Bunter gave I'uinam van
Duck an  astonishied  blink

through his big spectacles

LS L

Belore the horrified eyes of the Greyiriars juniors watching
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“Aad T don’t want any cheok—seo?"
added Dunter.

“Bay, I guess I got you right 1" said

Putnam., “Ain't you I'at Jack of tho
Boneyard ¥

“No!" roared Buntcr.

“Guess again ™ sawd Van Duck.

“I'l say you're the identical bhuman
balloon I wet on the other side of the
pend, with five guys that I sure want
to see egain. Are they hanging up?”

“If vou mean Wharton's lot—"

“You satgl it 1™

“They're gone ™

“Gone |” repeated Putnam.,  “Thia
‘here show is Greyiriars, ain’t it? 1
jumped to it that it wa¢, scelng you
f[ﬂaﬁng around.”

%o vou ass! But wo're breaking-
up to-duy for tho Easicr hols, and most
of the fellows havo gone’

“Bing me to sleep ! said Putnam.
“If you've comwe to sce Wharton,
yvot've too jollP late I grinned Bunter.

3

to be kicked. And Billy Bunter wounld
have bren quitc pleaszed to give him
whnt he desorved.

On thoe other band, ho remembercd
that Putnam van Duck was the son
of Mr. Vanderdecken ven Duck, the
Chicago multi-millionaire, He romem-
bored that Putham carried o “roll ¥ of
dazzling wealth.

Billy DBunter had in his pockets, at
the moment, exactly the amount of his
Journcy-money—that much and no
more, Only that morning Lo bad been
disappointed about a postal order he
was ¢xpecting. Flo did not ¢ven pos-
scss & single solitary copper to work
an automatio machine for toffec or
chocolete to comfort him on Lis journey
home.

S0 Billy Dunter did net think of
treating Putnam van Duck azs he mani-
festly dezerved. Ho rolled efter him,
and overtook bim on his way to the
Elouse, . '

“I say, Van Coose !’ Lo called oul.

o

L
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from the carriage window the Austin whirled like a catherine-

whesel and then landed on Its side in the grass. There were sighs of rellef as Putnam van Duck jumped clear !

Mo remembored the kocn, clear-cut
face of the Amorican hoy whom ho had
mot while on tho holiday trip abroad
with the Famous Five. But he was
quite surprised to sea the youlh [rom
Chica turn up so suddenly, on the
road ggl’ tho school gates at Greyiriars.
He had, in fact, forgotten Van Duock’s
existenco till thus reminded of the
Barmne.

“0Oh1* ho ejaculated.

“Me " sgreed Van Douck. “I'll say
T've been rubbering around Lo find
Grovfriars, and T was jest going to ask
vou to put me wise, armd pock mn up
i a Saratopa if you ain't Fal Jack,
and—->~"

Bunter snorted.

On the steamer the young Amwerican
hiad frritated him considoraldy |y call-
ing him by that peculiar pame.

“Look here !’ grunted Dnnter.
name's not Jack &

“Nunk ¥ asked Putnan.

“And I'm not fat ! hooied Tunler.

“Ecarch me ' ejaculated ulnam,

“Youl”

i 1"!-.}‘

" Thev're all gone. You're not too
lata to sco mo, though.” .

Putnam van Duck locked at Lim,
Ho did not look as if that was any
groat cousolafion.

1low did you got
Bunter.

Blinking up and down the road, he
saw no sign of a vehicle,

“Hoofed it,” said Putnam., “1
giess I started in a car, but a guy
got too fresh, and I’ say I've left that
car strewn around.’”” Ie glanced in at
tho gateway, end shrugged his slin
shoulders. **Waal, if they nin’t here,
they ain't, and that's a cinch "

“1L'm heve!™ said Bunter

“I guess that cuts no ice !’

Putuan van Duck walked in. :

Billy Bunter blinked after him with
g moross blink. This fellow, obviously,
was a sifly, cheeky ass, for he wanted
to sec larey Wharton & Co., and did
1ot wanl to seo that much moro fas.
cinating  fellow William  Georga
Lunter.

On thal account the fellow deserved

Lere 7™ asked

Bunter remembered the American
himezelf, but did not precisely remember
Lis name. He knew thet it was some-
thine like Van Goose.

“1h ™ Potnam spun round. * What
ilke preat horned foad are you giving
me, I'ot Jack @™

“Ian't  your
asked Dunter. i

“WNot so's you'd nofice iL!” _

“J—1 mean Van Drake. T knew il
was soracthing 1o da with o fowl of
sotne sort,” explained Uunler, I say,
Vau Drake—" .

“Gursas azain,” saud Pulnam.

“I—1 mean, Van Chicken™

SIf you've pet brains cnough o joor
caboeza to moean awvthing vou Jdow’t looh
it,” zajd Van I

SO, really, Van Torkey—"

“onrch me ! said the millionaire™s
on. V' EKeep on guessing, big boy, and
vou'll get it right i: & moyith of
Sundavs.'” _

“The fact is, I don't quite remembos
vour name.'” ) ~

Tug Macrer Lipeany.—XNu. 1,470
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“1'd (iut-sscd thut one.  Mauko 1t
Van Duck " , i
u(dh, yes! [ knew it was some silly

nwrme like that,” sgreed Bunter,

“Same whati” :

“1 .mean, | knew it was a nice name
—a really asristocralic name,” =aid
Bunter. " Home Americans hava such
weird names, you know. There's_an
American chap hers named Fish., He,
e hel Van Duck’s better than Fish,
anyhow.' .

2 Wo're Fish and Fowl, znd you're
Fiesh—and plenty. of it " remarked Ven
Duck “Lots of it! Heeps of itl
Dadles and oodles of .it—whatt

“Well, lock herel” said Bunter,
changing the subject. *If you want to
wor Wharton. Van Goose—I mean Van
Lowl==that is, Van Duck—-"

“§ sort of waunt to, and 1'vo come
hore to chew the rag—a piece, with
that very guy,” answercd Van Duek.

“I've told you he's gone. Dut—"'

“But | gucss there’s plenty of guys
around that ean tell me wheve to cinch
liim. He told me on tho steamer that
he hangs up his hat at & placo called
Wharton Lodge. And I guces that's
where 1 got olf next.” _

“1 ean take vou there,” said Bunter.

“Oh [* said Van Duch,

4 ¥ou gee,” expluined DBunter, "I
was EOIng with Wharton for tho hols

Lij——

“Playing golf 1"’ asked Putmamn,

“Golf ! repeated Bl,mter; staring.
“Nol Wharrer you meszn?’

“What holes are you talking about,
then "'

“Oh1” gasped Bunter. * Not holes —
hols - The holidays, you know "

“1 got you! Carry onl”

“] was going with Wharton for the
hols, Lut

‘oddy ond Smith kept e

THE MAGNET

balking. They hate to part wilh me,

yuu kpow t* : .

*1 don't know,” contradicled Van
Duck. 'And I'll say that that souids
as if you're trying to string wo along.
How coutd any guy hate to part with

ou .
Z 'Bizli;.- Bunter breathed hand. Ho
wae tempted to tell Putnam van Duck,
on the spot, what he thought of lim
of his nationality, bhis manners, an
his  eustows quite &  devasteting
opinjon, if he had uttered it. But ho
did not give it vitorance, _

“Look here! | was going with
Wharten for the hols, and I lost the

train,” he enorted. “D'm still going,
and, if wou like. T'll take you wit
mEI']

Putnain van Duck eyed him,

Having atrived at Greyfrinra School
too late to see the chums of tho Re-
move, 1t had.been his intenlion to 1n-
quire where Harry Wharten’s home
was (o be found. asnd head for the
same.  So DBilly Bunter's offer camo in
useful. If Bunter was going to Whar-
ton Lodge, the strenger in il land
could not want a better guide.

“MNow you're talking,” =and Van
Duck, more awmicably “T'll tell a
man, you're useful. if not cruamental.
Can lyrupe in & telephone auywhere
ground to cmch a cari”

“Goshing will let you wse the phone
in his lodge.”

“Whe's Goshng?  Amd whers docs
ho adorn the landscopet™

“This way!" said Bunter.

He led Van Duck to Gosling's lodge.
The ancient Greyfriars porter stared at
him: but when i"»untar axplained, will-
inFIy gave him permission (o use tho
telephone. ;

“Ring up Courthield Cavage,” suid
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Buiier., " You can get o good car
there. 1f you'd rather go by car than
{rain, it will save time, and we'll whack
out the excs—whati"

“J gucss I can scaro up conough
cenits to pay for s car,” answered Van
Duck. "I’ﬁ give you o lifv w it, if
you like”

“ Well, I'd rother pay wmy whack,"”’
gaid Buntor.

“0Oh, ull O.K.I
liko.”

"I—I mean. if you'd rather poay [ﬂ;l;
the car, I don't mind in the least,™
saicd Bnuter hastily, “Leave & ak
that 1"

“I guessed that one, toe,” =aid Van
Duck.

IIo vang up the gurage and talked
for o few minutes. Maving finished
wilh the teloephone, hoe tipped Gosling
for hiz <crviee, and wulku‘_j cul_of the
lodge willh Buuter—lesving Gosling
blinking ot a pound-note in his hand!

* My cyel” eaid Gosling.

Gosling had collected g]unr.l maiy
tips that day. But a whole “guid ¥
for so small o service made him cpen
his ancient cyes. It déven nade him
examine 1he note curefully, to meake
auro that it was s good one!

Billy Buuter's little round cycs glin-
mered behind his big, round spoatacles,
A fellow who could efiord Lo chuck

ound-notes about was n fellow thaot

illy Dunler wanted to know !

“1 say, old chap,” ho gasped,
“trot along to the t-u-::llwlmp winls we
weit for the car It's st:ll open—-""

AT guess T ain't weiting.”

“Tha car won't bo hoe for a
guarter of an hour I urged Bunter “1I
g4y, aie’t you lungry? Ay treut, you

Pay bhalf if you

know—"
“*I'my houfing 1t te meet that car.”
*What's the hurey?’ demanded

Bunler,

“Heaps! Say, that howbre ou the
felephoio said ho was coming from
Vourtfield—we can nwect hun ou the
road ! Which way "’

“I'd ralbier not walk &

“O.K. ! 'l ask thet porler puy.™

1 mean, I'll walk with pleasure—

“You're some lad at changing your
wind, am't you?” said Van Duck.
*Waal, if iv's going to bo a pleasure to
vou, coine on, and step ont a few 1V

Billy Dunicr bhad to step out wore
than .o “few,” to keep. paco wilh the
Lrisk American. Puotnain ven Duck
was slim aned light, and o rapid walker.
Billy Bunter was fat and heavy, and
the larzicst walker ever. Dut he was
nab going o let Van Duck get out of
his sight., 11e cxorted himeelf manfully,
and puffed ond Llow alovy by tho side
of the Ameriean.

Vau Duck glanced sharply ont of the

1y

cates befuro  starting. Ia planced
sharply up and down the road ss he
went.  When they reached the road

over Courifield Cominon, he glanced,
wilh equal sharpness, over the green
expai=v {v right and leit.  Fvidently
ho was on the alert~why, Bunter did
not know., Neither did he core—being
fully cocoupied in trying o breathe,
while ho excrted his fat limbs as they
had scldom been exerted Loefore.

“Theres the car !’ he ejaculated at
lastk, in greab velich, as o Holls camn
whirzging from the direciion of Couyt-
field. "I say. stop! Stop and wait for
it to como up 1™

Bunier stopped, and began (o mop his
perspoving brow.  Putrain van Duock
grivned, and came to o halt alen—
elencivey  shorply  and  suspicionsly
areund, while the ear eame up.  But
Fheee was no sign of Mr. Poker Fike



on fhe horizon: and Polnam gunessed
that he had given the slip to his gun-
inan puardian ac last.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Gun-Play !

ILLY BUNTER parked himsclf

B in the car, greatly relieved to be

able to sit down and rest his

fat aud weary limbs. Putnam

van Duck stood talking to the Court-
field chauffeur hofore getting .

Bunter mopped his fat brow. The
April sunshine was warm. and Bunter
had been carrving his extensive weight
at an unusual pace; and so -he was
in what & poet would have called a
“melting mood.”

But the fat Owl of the Remove, tired
and damp as ho was, was fecling satis-
fied. He was—he hoped, ot least—
lLooked for Wharton Lodge for the
LEaster vacation.

On his own, even DBilly Bunter would
have felt a littlo coy hesitation at
I:a.r;_.gng i, Arriving there with Van
Duck made 1t easier.

'n the steamer, Harry Wharton
had asked Van Duck to visit him at
Wharton Lodge. in the Easter holis
days, if bhe was in England then.
I'robably ho would be glad to see him
—thers was, Bunter reflected, no
accounting for tastes.

Billy Bunter's 1dea was to insinuate
himself inte Wharton Lodge, under the
wing of the American.

It was worth trying on, at all events !
If a fcllow went out of his way to fake
the trouble to guide Wharton's guest to
Wharton's home, the least harton
could do would be to ask him to stay
thoe night—and once installed in the
house Bunter was propared to trust to
his fat wits for tho rest. This was no
new game {o Billy Buntor.

But though the fat Owl was, az usual,
thinking abou® himself and his own
important affairs, he sat up and took
notice a3 he heard what Putnam van
Dhick was saying Lo the chaulfenr.

“Keep an optic open for a guy in a
blu: Daimler,” Van Duck was saying.
*I'm tolling }'ﬂuftha!; that guy is after
this baby, and I don't want to meet
him s whole lot. You get me?”

“Yes, sir!”” said the chauffeur.

I guess you'll know him, if you spot
him,” went on Van Duck., “That guy's
Fut a fago like a wooden image, aycs

ike chips of 1co, and & mouth lik a
rat-trap. and thep some!”

“¥es, sir.”

“I vou raise that gmy anywhere
around, just let her ripl” said Van
Duck.

“ Yes, the
stolidly.

“How nuich will sha do, when sho
maoans L7 asked Van Duck.

"“Boventy, sir!”

“1 guess that will make Pokor Iike
look foolish! Alind you keep tabs on o
blue Dainder, and a guy with a faeo
like o luinp of hickory that's been
hacked with an axe.”

“Yea, sir.”’

Van Ducl: stepped in, and the ear

sir,”  said chauffeur

bugzed on. Whivzing round the end of
the comuuon, it teok the Lantham
road.

Billy Buntor blinked curicusly at the
Americarr  He remembered that, on the
steamer, Van Duock had been dodging
the guardian his “ popper ™ had placed
with him to protect him from kid-
nappers, The American boy seemed to
prefer taking & chance with the lud-
nappers to the too-faithful gusrdiaxn-
ship of Ioker Pike!

EVERY SATURDAY

“L say, 18 that man Pike after you "
asked Bunter.

“ SBuro 1

Putnam glanced rather anxiously
along the Lantham road. It was on
that very road that Poker Pike had
chagsed him in the Daimler a few hours
ago. He had dodged the bowler-hatted
man in the wood, and picked up a lift
on & motar-bus towards Greyiviars and
walked the rest. He wondered whether
Poker had got back to his car, and
fEc{-mmcnﬂad scouring the roads feor
1 L.

“If that guy is still rubbering arcund,
in the timber, 1 csa 1it'e QUK.
remarked Van Puck. “But that man
Pike sure is some sticker!”

“All right, old chap!” zaid Buntern

reey

“1f he turns up, leave him to mo !
“Eh"

“I'll handle him !" said Bunicr reas-
suringly.

“Hays vou !" chucklod Putnam.

“0Oh, really, Van Duck! 1 fancy I
couald handle that hooligen ™ said ihe
fat Owl, “If you'd seen me handling
a big barge: a wesk or two ag .

"Ig wess I couldn’t have!” grinned
Van Duck.

“No; yvou weren't here then—="

“That cuta no ice | Irguess I shouldw’t J

have soen b if 1 beon herol™
chuckled Putnam. “Park it, old fat
gink | Park it and sit on 1t !"

Billy Bunter grunted. This was
vather an ungrateful reception of his
generous offer of protection o the gun-
man turned up! Certainly, had Poker
Pike turned up. Billy Bunter would
have thought twice, or thrice, about
handling one half of biml

The Courtfeld car buzzed swiflly
along in the direction of Lantham.

“{zoe I" ejaoulated Putnam suddenly.

The car was rupning past the end of
s side lane, when from that lane a
Llue Daimler nosed out, with a hickory
faced man, in a bowler hat, at the
wheel. ]

Instantly Putnam ducked his head,
dipping it low in the car, out of sight
of the man in the Daimler.

S0 swift was hiz action, that he was
in cover before even the keen eyes of
Poker Pike sighted him.

But those eyes glittered at tho fat face

and glimmering spoctacles of Dilly
Eunter 1
Poker remembered Bunter az a

member of Harry Wharten & Co.'s
party on the hohiday trip, when Fut-
nain had dudgad away from hun on to
the steamer in whm% the Greviviars
party were travelling.

Mr. Pike's icy slits of eyes glittered.
and as the Rolls rushed past he turned
the Daimler into 1nstant pursuit.

He had not scen Putnam n the
Eolls. Buv having lost Putnam, an
acquaintance of Puatnain’s was the next
best thing He wanted a word with
Buntor.

He was not likely o get that word,
however, if Putnam could help it

Putnam barked at the Courtfield
chouffeur. :

“Boy vou! ITump it! That's the
gur I was telling you about, and he
ge v chasing me & few! AMake Ler
hun ™

“Yeor sir,” sald the stolid Conrifield
LINEL TR,

Ho did not undeestand in the least
why his passenger was chased, or what
it all meant, anvhow; but he was there
to do what his passenger wanted and

he did it. The Bolls was let out fo a
terrific burst of speed.

FFost  belind came the Daimler,
roaring,

Poler Pike, his brow corrugated over
his slits of eycs, hiz gash a mouth
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clamped on his wnlighted eigar, benk
mi;r,:r the wheel and made the Daimler
WiIE,

His first guess, at the sight of Bunter,
had been that the fat-junior might have
seen somcthing of Putnam, and might
e able to put him wise. But as the Rolla
roared sway like a mad thing in swifs
flicht, Poker Pike knew that it could
rot bo Buntor who was fesing at such
a rate—and that Putpam was in -the
eqr, though he had not seen him there,

Assured of that, Poker Pike let out
the Daimlor In a race. Evor sincs
lozing Putnam in the wood, he had beew
scouring the reads—and now, by Juck.
he was on tho trait again—and if he
lost it ance more, it was not going to Lo
Poker's fault. .

“I[—I—1 eay, we—we—we're going
jolly fast, you koow,” stammercd Jilly
Bunter, tfln}ugh chattering tecth, *I—I
say, is—is—is it safe?”

“Not a lot ! answered Putnaue.

“0Oh crikey! I say, slow dowu a bil,
i _'___-_-M

“And let that guy get a cinch onme ¥
grinned IPutnam derisively. “Not in

vour lifetime, ald-timer! Nope!™
“Ow ! gasped Bunler, ss a jolt
nearly tipped him off lLiz seat, “Ou!

—I say— Yow-orwy-qgw [V

Putnam looked back, The Rolls was
whizzing—but the Daimler behiwd was
whizzing, too. 8o far, b was keepmp
pace.

“Bay, yvou! hooted Putnam 1o the
chauffeur. “Can this anto move? T
inquiring of vou! Can sho reove, or cun
sho not? If shecan't, got ouk and push |
you hear me? Get out and push her!™

As the Rolls was doing ovee fifty, the
Courtfield chanficur fancied that she
was “moving ® alreadyv ! Ilowever, I
put it un, and now the Daimier dropped
a little 1n the cliase.

“1 guess we're making Poker look
foolish "  grinned Tudnaw, wus L
looked back. “Yep! I'Il say that
Poker is feeling like a picce that il
cat brought 1o and lelt lving avownd.
Oh! Jumping James!”

Bang !

0w !1? gasped Bunicer,
tyre 1"

Putnam chuckled. )

“If it was a tyre. Lir bop. while
we're steoping oul like 1i:ds here,

“Is that a

guesa  you wouldu't be silting there
asking fool questiong,” lLie avswered,

“What was il, then?” shulterad
Bunter.

£ (.tlltll.'l !:IJ'

“A gun!” yelled Bunker. ]

“Yepl I guess Toler's launing ux a
fow.”

“Yarooolh!"

Bang!

I!ill;i' Bupier rolled off the cusluons
and plumped in the bollom of the cnr.
Thore he gasped nud pugled and
palpitated, while the gavgsier's gun
spoke !

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Neck or Nothing !
lt-u,-l-zin:

UTNAM VAN DUCL,
P back from the rear window,
chuckled, his eves glenning with

cxcitement,
The Courtficld chovfleur  digin
steadily on at a dizey speecd.  The

Daimler was dropping off—which was
the reason why Poker Pike was handling
his ““gun.”

Sprawling with his Ieft hand on the
wheel, 8 wicked-looking nulomatic in
his right, Poker fircd again and azain
at the fleeing Rolls,

Tue Mscxer Laspsny.—No, 1,471
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He was not, ol course, shooting at the
cecupants. His duty to Mr. Vandex-
decken van Duck required him to recap-
ture the wandering heir of millions of
dollars| but certainly net to “ shoot him
tp.” He waa “fanning * the flecing car
to puncture a tyre, i he could.

A punctured tyre, at such a burst of
npoac;: was likely to be dangerous—
certain to cause disaster. f that
pocurred o Mr. Pike, he did not reckon
that it was going to stop him. Ie was
going =il out to rope in the millionaire’s
won who bad been canfided to his care;
and that was that.

Putnam chuckled,

He was enjoyving the excitement. Ile
was fed-up ta the back -teeth with the
watchful guardianship of the gangster;
hut being chased like this by the per-
sistent Poker was quite interesting snd
thrilling. And he wondered what his
popper, in far-off Chicago, would have
thought of Poker’s methods 1

Chick Chew, the dreaded kidnapper,
had marked out the millionaire’s son as
his prey; and it had been guite & brain-
wave on Mr. van Duck’s part to engage
a gangster to guard bhis eon and bess
Mr. Chew at the gama.

Poker Pike had been s gangster in the
kidnapping line himself; s0 hg know tho

ame, and was the man to put paid to
rick Chew, H anybody n::mtﬁl put paid
{0 him.

But clearly, in carrying out his duties
a¢ & guardian, Poker was rather drop-
ping back into his old manners and
customs as o kidnapping gangster !

Had Mr. Chew seen him huriling
along at filty m.p.h., with one nand on
the wheel, and loosing off bullets from
an automatic with the other, Mr. Chew
would ﬂ:}_ri.':ilxh.'ul_?+ bave reckoned that he
was & rival kidnapper at work, and
would hardly have guessed that he was
a faithful guardian looking after his
charga !

Bang, Lang! .

Spurts of dust kicked up round the
Rolls. Horrified squeaks come from
BHilly Bunter!

“Keep her going 17 yelled Putnam, as
the car slowed,

“ Level-crossing, sir!™ said the Court-
EE]II:L chauffeur u??]r his shguldar.

“Aw, carry mo home to die ! gas
Van Duck. el

He stared aliead. .

In the distance the railway crossed
the road, and there was a signal-box
and a level-crossing. That a train was
coming was clear from the fact that
the gates wers beginning to morve,

Putnam shut his teeth hard.

He looked back.

Poker Pike had ceasad to fire. Per-
haps he had spotted the obstruction
shead, and counted on the race as won,

Cartainly, he had won if the Rolls was
stopped on the near side of the railway,
Long before the wide wooden gates
raogr:ne:i Putnam would be in his hands,
And the gates had started to olose across
the road.

Putnam reached out and touched ihe
Courtfield chauffeur’s shoulder.

“Put her through !” he =aid.

lf?ir IM h :

"1 gucss you got time [

"Bub—-;;

“¥ou got time if you make her hop!
Make her hop, you hobo | You make her
hit tha ln%fh spots, pronto, or I'm telling
xou that I'll sure stick this hyer pin in
the back of your neck—"

" But—"

* Put her through 1” roared Van Duck.
“¥ou going to be beat in a race? I'm
telling you to put bher through. Ain't
vor ever stamped on the gas?”
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“Twenty pownds if you put her
through! You get me? hooted- Van
Duck. “That's a hundred dollars! Or
this here pin in the back of your
neck—as fur as it will go in with a big
pushi ! Now, then, feller!”

The Courtfield chauffeur did not
answer again; he stomped on the gas!
Twenty years before he had driven over
sheli-torn roads in Flanders, and he was
etill game, Twenty pounds was s lar
and attractive sum—and the pin m
Putnam’s slim fingers was also large,
but not attractive at all! The Courtfield
man went all out! It was neck or
pothing now |

The car scemed almost to leave the
ground as it flew |

The gatcs were on the moval If they
closed too narrowly to'allew the passago
of the whizzing car, the chauffeur knew
what would happen, and so did Putnam.
But the signalled train was still
distant, and the great gates swung
slowly.

The Rolls rocked over the metals,

Was there time?

There was—just |

The car roared through—with & scrape
and at the cost of a cracked mudguard |
Onward, whizzing—while the gates
behind elosed and crashed, and locked
in the face of the oncoming Daimler,

"I guess we've made the grade, old-
timer I yelled Putnam van Duck.
Y Keep her humming 1”
The Rolls rosred on,
. Behind, the Daimler barely stopped
in time to save r crash on the Ig*mi-
crossing gates. Mr. Pike said things,
“-llt"'h cInp :usis!D
utnam van Duck sat down, grinning.
Eﬁ:liy iﬁunter sat up, wot grinning. o
O gasped Bunter. “ Grooogh!
I—1I say, I—I wish [ hadn’t come in this
lh:-:ast.l:.f ga;! Oh ::lea;!l Erﬂ going to
smashed up—ooo k here, v
IJEIIE%—H?HE_ N ok
LoAw, st it out!™ smiled Putnam.

I'lI tell you, this is the Bnest trip I'va
had in an suto for dog's ageal I guess
we got Poker beat—he's sure losing a
lot of time at that onc-horse railway
cms%}r_:ﬁ way back.”

“Will you stop this beast] 7 o
howled Bunter. i ¥ et

AL Nﬂp‘ﬂ !H
“I'm not going to be shot to pieces by
e mad Yankee, to pleass you!™ yelled
Bl.‘:ltnten “1 want to get out |
Joump ! suggested Putnam,
" Boast [V

The car had slacked a little, but was
still going very fast. To Billy Bunter's
dizzy eyes the trees by the roadsido
seemed to merge into one continuous
line. Certainly. he was not likely to
jump.

But he was not staying in that car!
Easter holidays at Wharton Lodge wero
of no use to a fellow if he did not get
there alive. Bunter was keen on Easter
with Harrv Wharton & Co., certainly.
But he cared less about hin destination
than about reaching it slive! On tho
latter peint, in fact, Bunter was very
partieular indeed !

He heaved his weight wp from the
floor of the car, grabbed Putnam van
Duck by the shoulder, and glared ot
him through his big spectacles.

“Lemme get out ! he howlad, “Soa?
I'm fed-up with yow, you beast, and
I want to gerrout ! . Stop this putrid car
and lot me gerrout !

“Aw] Can it!” remonstrated Van
Duck. " Ain't you hitting young Whar-
ton's shebang along with thia baby #”

“Temme gerrout!”

Van Duck locked back. Coars woro
passing on the road, but none over-
taking the Rolla TIar in the distance

behind was a whirling spot of duet,
coming ony Putnam guessed it was tho
Daimler, through at last, and taking up
the chrse again,

“Will you let me gerrounti” raved
Bunter. I tell you I want to. gerrout |
Beast] Will you lemme gerrouti™

*“1 guees I can waste o minute on
you,” conceded Van Duck. “And 1'll
mention that it's worth it, to lose sight
of you. Hay, you, go slow a picce and
let this guy absguatulate.”

The Bolls slowed and stopped, and
Billy Bunter rolled out, with deep
thankfulress. He rather overlooked the
fact that he was being landed immumes-
able miles from everywhere. At the
moment. all his desires were limited to
ona thing—getting out of that car! He
got out, and gasped with relief.

Before -he had gasped twice, the Rolls
shot away, and vanmished, Hea was still
gasping when a Daimler shot by, and
two shits of eves turned on him for a
fleeting second. Then pursued and pur-
sier were gone. and gillv Bupter was
left on his lonely own—still gasping.

e

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Gangsters !

HE g Singur saloon stood by

I the road, outside the waysida

inn, and Billy Bunter blinked

at it as he cane roddling along,
hot and perspiring. in the warm April
sunshine.
. Bunter would.have been glad of a lift
in that car—or any car—even in a dust-
cart | Almost, in a wheelbarrow., His
E.!t. little legs were curling up under

1.

It was quite & warm epring afterncon.
The road was sunny=—and it was dusty.
Passing cars had churned up the dust,
and the wind, with a touch of the east
in it. wafted dust all over Bunter.
Warm, dusty. perspiring. tired, the fat
Owl of Greyfriars rolied on: but he
did not, like Iser in the poem, rolf
rnﬁldlil He rolled slowly and wearily.

e had only a vague idea whero he
was,

He knew that Lantham had been left
miles and miles behind, and he was
in country quite strange to him, He
was somewhere in Keht—ha kpoow that.
But Kent was rather a large spot to
wander in.

. The "garden of England ™ was look-
ing quite nice in the singhine, but Billy
Bunter had no eyes for scenersy.

Wearilv he rolled on.

He almost regretted that he had
dropped out of Putnam van Duck’s car.
Still. with a eunman behind, “ fanning *
it with bullets, that car was not maﬁly
an attractive proposition. Ha quite
regretted that he lhad not taken the
school bue and the train st Courtfield,
By this time he would have bzen home,
at Bunter Villa, in Surrey. True,
Bessie and Sammy were there! But any

refuge would have been welcome to
the tired Owl.

ﬁtﬂggmﬁ at the wayeide inn, ho
blinked at it. He wes in need--sore

noed—of refreshment. liguid and solid.
Both were to be obtained there: uo
doubt the owner of the bie Binger had
stopped there for that reason. But in
a hard and enrdid world rofreshmenta
had to he paid for! And Bunter was
in pogsession of his train fare, and
nothing more 1

He was honing to sicht a raflway
gtation. As fortune would have it, he
gighted the waveide inn instead.

He bhlinked at the.inn, and hlinked at
the car  If he apent his jonrney-money
on refreshing the interior Bunter how
was he to get hame?

On the other hand, was there a chance
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A lifi—a less exci

of getiin
utnam van Due

the ono
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Bunter Lcsitated. But the ar:hn}g
void wilhin settled the matter, He
rolled ;I;a,st the Binger, rolled to a scat
at a table under a trée in front of the
inn, and sat down

A ruddy-checked waitor came up.

Bunter ordercd sandwiches, cake, and

qu life than
ad given

ginger-beor,

The dio was cast!

The rching void was going to be filled
The journecy afterwards hed to be

manaped someliow, .

Punter tucked in. The waiter, who
gid not seern busy, was willing to talk.
Bunter asked him fo whom the car
bolonged.

“Two American geontlomen,” said the
ruddy-checked man.  “They're in the
bar now."™

Bunter prunted. It soemed to be
raining Americans in Kent that day!
Ile had scen all the Americens ke
wantod to sce, and one overl

“Thoy’ve been inguiring about a car,”
went on the waiter. "Looking for a
iqinn*:"l thev've lost, They sin’t found
[R] 44 8

“VTou dou't know which way they're
going when thoy leave ™ asked Bunter,

“Don't I*" said the waiter. “Thev
been asking about the quickest road to
Burrev. at any rate”

Buntor's c¢vea gleamed behind  his

spectacles

Hiz home waz in Surrey—at some
distance from Wharton Lodge, in that
county. Tf the two American gentle-
men were heading for Burrey when they
lcft that wayside Kentish inn they were
going biz war, and there was surely a
chance of a lift It was a roomy car,
with roomn for two or three, as well as
the two American gontlemen.

Hope sorings cternal in the buman
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the p
* gasped Bunter.

breast | It scemed to Bunter a hopeful
prospect ! .

Under the influence of that heps he
gave further orders, and inore cakes,
and eggs on toast, and a pie, and more
ginger-beor, followed the first consign-
ment,

Bunter felt better and better, more
and more hopeful, as he parked the
mvigorating foodstuffa,

By the time he had paid his bill he
weas left with exactly threepence iu hia
possession The waiter, rs he recoived
the cash, jerked his head towards the
ifn.

“There's one of them ! he remarked.

Bunter blinked round.

One of the American gentlemen was
looking out of the inn. Bunter hoped
to sec & nice, genial, good-naturcd sort
of tourist—the kind of
could be touched for a long lift.

But his fat heart sank as he saw that
Awmerican gentleman.

The man did net look nice, or gemal,
od-natared. ¥e vwas fat in b

nr L
amed fabt people, pz a ruly are good-
natured. ub this fat man looked a

striking exception to the rule.
Tiie face, fat o= it was, was hard as

iron. Not in features, but in general
aspect. it hove a flecting reseniblance Lo

Poker Pike’s

Indeod, Buuter, though he had littlo
acquaintance witlhh American gangsters,
!1‘;3] no doubt that this fat man was of
the same kidney as Mr, Pike.

One blink was sufficient to tell him
that it was no usc asking this man for
a lift in his car. He did not look as
if he had ever given away anything in
his life, or ever contemplated the
retnotest possibilily of doing so.

“"Oh lor' I” murnured Bunter,

The waiter gave Dunter Iris threepance
change, He Iingered for s moment, but

nial man wlo gh

od Putnam van Duck, as the Rolls reached the other side of the level-crossing
ursuing Dalmior barely atupp%ﬂ Ingtluzm to save orashing lato the level-
(1] To0 Lh ]

the threepcnce into  Bunter's
pocket.

The waiter wont back into the inn.

The fat man stood at the door, scan-
ning the road for some minutes. Hia
sharp eves glided over Bunter for a
gecond taking no further notice of him.

Then he went back into the building.

“Oh loe" " ropeated Bunter,

He rose from (he tabin under tho tree.
It was uazeless to linger; there was
obvioualy nothing doing.

On the other hand, he had now parted
with his journey-moncey, and ho was a
good pinety miles from liome.

He rolled into the road, placing the
Singer bebween him and the oo,

Ile had to get a lift| That car was
going to Surrey. It was futile to think
of asking the fat man for a lift. But
ere wes ample room inside, and, as
if to favour Bunter's design, there was
an enormous tug sprawling over the
interior of the car

Bunter stopped at the door, his fat
heart beating fast,

After all, if they spolied him thes
could only kiek hite out! Bunier had
been kicked out of lots of places: it
would be no new experience for hin.

There was no eye on him. Tk was
perfectly easy to get inte the car and
draw that enermous vag over lim,,
ceveening him from sighl.

If they got in. and deove off, without
noticing Langp—

It was o chance. ab fvasl—and it was
a case of any port in a sorm. The Owl
of Greyiriors made up his fat mar.d.

He opened the ear door, slipped im,
and shut the door wfter him. He
squatted low, aad bunchel the biz rg
over hin.

Tt was warmn ! It was stuffy |l Ib-was
uncomfortable | But Billy Bunter was
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prepaved lo endura all these things, if
only he got that lift to Burrey.

How long were tho beosts going to
b ?

It seemed to the hidden Owl hours,
but it was only tem or fifteen minutes
before thera was & sound of voices
clese at hand. Both of them bhad pro-
nounced nasal mecents, s¢ he had no
doubt that the two Americans had comao
back to their car.

Peering cantiously from under an
edge of the rug, he bad s glimpse of
the fat man's massive back, standing
by the wheel; and & Elimpﬁa of another
man, in horn-rimmed spectacles, talk-
ing to him. And the horn-rimnied
man's voice came clearly to his eavs—
and he baroly repressed a squeak of
surprize, that wonld have betrayed him
had it been uttered. -

“The jigs up, Chiek! I'm telling
wou, Chick Chew, the jig is upl Them
two guys are somewheres around, but
we ain't hitting their trail any |

Billy Bunter palpitated under the
rug.

'%ha fat man was Chick Chew!

He remembered that name |

It was the name of the Chicage ganyg
ster whoe was bent on kidnapping the
mithonaire's son.  Bunter had alinost
forgotten what Putnaim van Duck had
told the chums of Greyiriars on the
steamer about Chieck Chew! 1a
recelled it now,

He had no doubt as to the identity of
the two “guys,” to whom the horn
rimmed man referred. Obviously Fut-
nam van Duck and Poker Pike! Chick
Chew was on the track of the nullion
aire’s son, though clearly he had lost
that track for the moment.

“0h crikey I” breathed Bunter,

But he -'.ln:{ not breathe it alond?! He
palpitated under the rug. Within six
fect of him stood one of the most deadly
and desperate gangsters of Chicago—
the kind of man who thought absolutely
nothing of taling & guy “for a ride™
and putting him “on the spot.”

Bunter wantoed to be teken for a ride
—but not in the gangster sense of those
words. He did not want to be “ put on
the spot.” Very much indeed he
didn't !

Under the enveloping ro
that =age animal, Brer
low and said ouffin',

he Imitated
ox—and loy

———

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Unseen Passenger !

el ORGET it, vou Bud!”
F My, Chew was speaking.
He snapped out the words
as tf hoe was bitimg off the
=yllables one by one. He hod, a2
Runter noticed, & wmost disagreeable
voipe, It had & tone in it like the

filing of a saw.

“ Forget 1tl" repeated Chick. "“I'm
telling you, Bud Parcker, that I ain’t
Intting up on this trail till I get & cinch
on that gilt-cdged bird! Jevver know
{.:Irif.’[;: Chew get left? I'm inguiring of
ol
? “MNunk ! agreed Mr. Parker.

“Youn said it!” assented Mr. Chew.
“First time I get left I'm ihrowing
down the kidnapping game., and buy-
ing mo o candy store. Yep! I ain't
wever gob lelt yot 1 Mot so you'd notice
it, vou, Bud Pavker ™

“Thiz here country ain't the States,
Chick I satd Mr. Parker sadly and dis
approvingly. “I'l say that n gny
cant’t pull 8 gun in the street on this
island without the whole block rubber-
g round [like they was watching a
vircnz. Mow, if we was in the States
T E'-_”

TrHE Macxer LiBrany.—2No. 1.471.

‘had- that Foung geek

Nix 0

THE MAGNET

“Park it1” said Mr, Chew. “Ain't
that why Old Man wvan Duck has
pushed hrs boy across the pond? Am I
going to be beat so easy as that? I'm
tefling you, I'm getting a cinch on that
infant, 1f he was packed up in Scotland
Yard, with all the policemen sitting
vound him like fowlsl Yes, sir!”

“ But——" said Mr. Parker.

“You sura do epill a whole bibful,
Bud I” said Chick. “I reckoned we
this mornmng,
when "he lit out in fhat hLittle Auvstin,
and Poker after him in & carl We lost
them—but™ did we hit the Austin,
pecked up by the road, or did we not?”

“We pure did1” said Mr. Parker.
* But—"

“JIt locks to me” said Mr. Chew, * a3
if young Van Duck has had too big a
helping of Pokers on his plate, and
fancics shaking a loose leg. 1f that™s
the how of it, Bud, it’s jest pial Poker
is= sure a tough guy, and I guess he
would shoot us up, as soon’s he'd shoot
up & policeman in Chica But if the
young geck has throwed him down, we
got that soung geck dead to rights, once
wa‘:ﬂ put salt on his taill You get
me ¥

“He sare has got inte a hole, and
pulled it in after him, Chick.”

“I'l] get him! There ain’t o lot of
room in this 1sland to dodge |7 said Mr
Chew. “I'll tell you, Bud, I'm nigh
feared of letting out the car in -this
littlé istand, fear of runming over the

edge! Surel” ] ]
“Where are you looking for him®¥
azked Bud.
“Burrey " answored Ar. Chew.

“I'm leaving you here, Bud, to rubber
around after him, while I look for him
where I reckon he knowa folks. Did
you, or did you not, cinch & leiter he
wrote to Old Man van Ducki®

“1 did ¥ said Bud.

“Tid he, or did he not, mention in
that letter that he had et up with
some English guys, who'd asked him
to meander in at o shebang called
Wharton Lodge, in Surrey?”
~"He did I agreed Bud., “But I'll
tell you, Chick, that that’s a long step
from here, and 1 don't sco——"

“If you're poing to tell me all the
thingz you don’t sce, Bud Parker, [
guess I shall be growing white hairs by
the time you're through!” said Chick.
“"Pack it up! If I don't get noos of
hun in Surrey, I'll go over this small
island with a small comb till 1 comb
Lt ont™

“You're the hombre to do it, Chick i”
admitted Mr. Parker. * But—"

“I'll say vou got billygoats in vour

family, with all them buts!” snorted
Mr., Chew, “Park it, oldtimer—park
it

Billy Bunter heard the fat gangstor
squat in the driving-seat. Bud Pavker
stepped back.

It was a rehef to the fat Owl that
Mr. Parker was not coming in the ear.
There was little danger of discovery
OwW.

“So-long, you Bud!? said Mr. Chow,
wilh another snort “Mebbe, when you
sec me ggain there'll be a passenger in
thiz Pere auto, travelling under that
rag I

fle started the engine.

Evidently that big rug was in the car
lo sereen s Kidnapped prisener, if My,
Chew succceded 1 getling a “cingh *
on Putnam van Duck,

Equally evidently, My, Chew had not
the remotest suspacion that thers was
alrendy a passenger in the auto, travel-
ling under that g !

The car rolled away, leaving Mp,
Parker looking after it through his
hoen-rimnecd spectaclea

It ate up the miles :

Mr. Chew, as ha drove, did not

lanre ooee mnto thea interier of tho

inger saloon. Not- the faintest wea
crossed his mind that a fat schoolbow,
hard ap for a lift, was stealing a ride
there.

He drove fast.

Bills Buntsr mede no sound, and
no movement | With every turn of tho
rapid wheels ho was getting nearer and
nearer to home That was a comigrk.
Bur the near proximity of the Chicagn
ﬁu.ugamr was torrfying.  He hardly

ared to wonder what would happen if
Mr. Chew discovered him.

Soeveral times the car stopped, and
ke heard the raspimg voice of the
gangster inguiring the way

Every time it stopped, Bunter was
tempted to dodge out.

But he dared not risk meecting the
eyes of the gangster; cspecially as Alr,
Chew, if he tound him in the car, woull
guess at once that he had overheard his
talk with Bud Parker, and that be was
“wise ™ to him and hia game. Terrify-
ing visions of &n automatic floated
E ore Bunter's oyes, as he thought of

akb.

Moreover, he was heqding for Whar-
ton Lodge. As a destination, he pre-
ferred it vastly to Buopter Yillal

He had boped to srrive there with
Putnam wvan Duck, and insinuate an
entrance under hie wing.  That had
fallen through. But it was oven 8 more
prounsing prospect to arrivo there with
{"inick Chew-if only Chick did not zpot
him 1n transitl

Exactly what Chick aimed to do at
Wharton Lodge, Bunter could not begin
to gucss; but obviously be was nos
woing to announce himself there g3 &
angster and kidnapper! But DBunter
:new who and what he was, only too
well. He would be able 1o tip Harr
Wharton & Co. that the Chicago kid-
napper was after thelr Americaa
friend.

Afrer such s signal service as that,
thoe least the beasts could do would be
to ask him to stay on for Easter. O,
at all events, to refrain from booting
him, if he stayed on without bothering
to be asked.

It looked good to Bunter.

His first ides, in ting mto tha car,
had been to get a lift to Burray, within
walking distance, if possible, of Bunter
Villa. But, having discovered that
Wharton Lodge was Mr. Chew's des-
tination, Bunter did not- take long to
tlecide that that was geoing 1o be s
destination also.

Hidden under the big rug, he rocked
and jolted, while the Singer ate up the
miles.

it zeemed to bim hours and hours and
hours, if not days and days and days,
before the car, after several bricf stops,
made & long halt.

He heard Mr. Chew alight,

Was it Wharton Lodge at lasl?

The gangster might have stopped
somewhere to fill up with * juice.” Ho
might have stopped for lots of reasons!
He might bo at Wharton Lodge and
gone into the house—or he might be
standingghg the car, his keen eyes ready
to spot Bunter if he emerged |

It was a tormenting staie of doubt.

Long minutes passed, and still the car
remained motionless, and Billy Buntcr
remained ps motionless as the ear,
hidden under the rug, afraid to stir.

But he stirred at last, as tha sound of
a familiar voice came to hLiz fat cars
from outside the car.

“That's & decent car, Inky !

" Quitefully s0.*
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Both velesr were familiar—and resssuring. And Billy
Tunter at long last pitched the sufoeating rug aside and
blinked out through his big a};lcctaclesr—-at the windows of
Wharten Lodge, reddencd by the suneet,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Chick Wanis to Know |

QLONEL WHARTON, sitting by the window in the
‘ library at Wharton Lodge, glanced up from his
paper as Wells, the butler, entered with a card on
g salver.
e glanced at the card.
It Lore a namn he had never seen before:

ME. HANNIBAL CIEW.

“Ilannibal Chew !" murmured the old military gentleman.

“An American gentleman, sir,” murmured Wells, “He
bhas just arrived in a car, sir, and desires to scc you.”

"' Show him in, Wells."

“Very good, sir,” y y

Wells retired; and a minute later ushered in a very fai
grﬂt-lerﬁmn, from whose fat face two lkeen eyes gleamed like
a hawk's,

Colonel Wharton, laying down his newspaper, rose politely
to bow to his unoxpeoted visitor.

He had never heard of Mr. Chew before and never seen
him, and now that he saw him did not wmuch like Lis looks,
14t ho bowed courtcously.

“ Mr.—er—Chew 7 he nsked.

“Fop!” Chick Chew Lit off his answer. “Glad (o mect
‘you, s - i .

“Your business with me ?” hinted Coloncl Wharlon, with
oput stating that he was gled to meat Mr. Chew. He wasn't!

Thoe hawk-oyes gleamed round the lofty room for a second,
taking in the whole spartment in that sccond. Then they

fixed on the colonal . 3

“1 guess you got my old friend Vanderdechen van Duoek’s
Lh::&r staying lere, #ir 1" said BMr. Chew,

Who?" ejaculated Colonel Wharton.

“Young Putnam van Duck ”

The colonal looked puxcled. _

It did not occur to him that 3Ir. Chey had shol off this
elatement with the intoution of surprisiog him nto admit
t'mgttha.t. Putnas van Duck was there, if indeed there he
WaS

As Putnam was not there, however, the cunning My
Chew gained nothing by his abrupt opening. _

“1 tﬁink I have heavd the name,” ssid Colonel Wharton,
“Yes, I have heard my nephew mention the name., But the
boy is not here, Me—er—Chew ™,

“Nope P asked Chick, disappointed

“ My nophew is expecting some friends from school Lo slay
wilk gim for the Baster holidays but I de not tlunk thar
Van Duck iz one of them.”

“¥Yon mean he ain’t coming along t )

“1 am certainly not aware of it,” said Colonel Wharton.,

Mr. Chow's kean eyes gave him what he would have called
the onge-over. That piercing glance seemed almost to pele-
trate the colonel's old bronzed face.

Colonel Wharton was by ro means so keen as Mr. Chew,
who was az sharp as & vazor. But he was quite keen enough
io sea that the uncxpecied visitor was scapning him, . to
ascortain wlhether ho was telling the truth or not.

The bare idea of his word being regarded with the re-
motest doubt caused a Hush to rize in the old bronzed face.

He had never met 8 man like Mr. Chew before. Probably
Mr. Chew had never met a man like Colonel Wharton,
To My, Chew it came quite natural to doubt any statement
made to him. To Colonel Wharton it came as a painful
shoek to be driven to deubt sny statement., It had not
peurred to him to doubt ¥Mr. Chew's statement that ho was
n friend of Van Duck's father.

What did occur to him was thab this fat man was a pay-
ticularly offensive kind of bounder.

Howover, one penetrating, gimlat-like glance satished M.
E_hcw that the old military gentleman was not deceiving

1111,

“Then he ain’t been here?” asked Chack.,

"He has oot 1" said the colonel distanily.

" Mabbe you know the lad?™

“I do not know him.” said Colonel Wharlon, “If you
are a friend of his father’s, anl have called expecting to
find him heorp, I am sorry you are disappointed. But I sec
no reason 2

“Being over on this side, I reckoned I'd give oid Vau's
boy the once-over,' explained Mr. Chew. “But I dont't aim
to waste your Gime, asir. DMebbe yvou'll be ahble to put me
wise where to spot that infant.”

(Continued on next page.)
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Y know absolutely nothing of him,
=ir,” said the colonel. *To be exact, all
I know is that my nephew and his
friends, while on a holiday abroad, met
an American boy named Van Duck, with
whom they made friends. My nephew
asked him to pay a visit here during the
school holiday at Easter, if he happened
to be i this country at the time.
nephow naturally teld me this, but
have heard nothing of the boy since.™

“You ain't wise fo it that heo's thia
side of tha pond?” ]

“T have esid that I know nothing of
Lhim * The colonel’s manner grew stiffer
and staffer :

“1 guess I can put you wiso to that,
then,” said Mr, Chew, “Young Van
Duck is in England.”

*Indeed | : .

“Bure thing 1” said Mr. Chew, with a
nod.” “And, missing him in Loudon, I
ﬁ,?umd that he had moseyed off some-
where on a visit, and kind of reckoned
that this was the shebapg where he had
hung up his hat.”

i fovidently an error on your part, Mr.
L‘I!mv'?’ - ]

Colonel *Wharton's manner indicated
that the interview was ended. .  But that
eut no ice with Mr. Chew.

Frigid looks had no cffect on that
gentleman. He was not accustomed to
retreating before aniythmg less effective
than a levelled gunl _

“I'm telling you, sir,” said Mr. Chew,
“that I got the wind up some about
iny old friend Van's boy. Mebbe you've
heard that a gang of kidnappers sre
after him.” S

Colonel Wharton smiled fointly.

“I helieve my nophew mentioned that
the boy had told him something of the
sort,” he answered. “If it )s the case.
there 15 no occasion for anxiety on this
sido of the Atlantie, Mr Chew.”
E_"Hunii?” asked Mr.  Chew, eyecing
111K.

“Hearcely,” said the colonel. “In this
country, sir, the police are well organ-
ised, and inaccessible to buibery, and I
can assure you that they would make
TimT short work of kidnapping gong-
sters, ™

“Bays you l” remarked Mr. Chew,

1 doubt,” said the colonel, * whethar
a Chicago gangster would venture te
snt foot 1 thiz eountry at all.”

“Hearch me!" said Mr. Chow.

““At all events, no such character
wotld ever think of earryving on. a law-
loss enterprise here,” sald Colonel Whar-
ton., “If Mr. van Duck’s som 15 1n
England, his father may be absolutely
assured of his safety.”

“T'll tell all Chicago 1" ejaculated Mr.
Chew. He gazed at the colonel. “You
don't figure that if a kidnapﬁng‘ gug
was after that young gink, woul
hop over the herring-pond and give
your police his name and address and
then ask them fo cateh him if they
conld 1™

*Bearcely 1" said the colonel.

“You'ro telling me I* murmured AMr.
Chew. “You don't sort of opine that if
you had that kid here, the guy who was
after him would walk into this here
shebang and walk him off under your
noze, sir, &t the muzzle of an auto-
matio T

Colonel Wharton laughed.

M - t]i:sabusr:gynur mind of any such
itlea, Mr, Chew,” he said. “Nothing
of that kind is possible in a law-abiding
country like this,”

“Pack me up in a Baratoga ! said
Mr. Chew, staring at the colonel. “And
sit_on the lid 1" he added reflectively.

Colonel Wharton politely waited for
him to go. But r. Chew was not
going.
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111 mention,” ho resamed, *Fthat yen
don’t secm to get tho hew of it, not a
whole Iot. I guess I feel anxious, more
than a few, about that bov. But if he
ain't here, 2l jou min't cxpeeting
him—"

“That is the case,”

“*Meobbe that nephew yon mentionsd
migha know a little more,” suggested
My, Chew., "Alebbe you'd ecall him in
and ask him.”

“ Really, sir—"

“You get me ¥ wrged Ay, Chow, “If
my old friend Van's son has hit up
agamst trouble, I sure want to kuow.

ebbe that nephew will know where
he'a to be found., What's tha maiter
with asking him "

“T quito understand your anxiety, sir,
ﬂ'il.'l-llg I assure wvou that it 13 un-
founded, if the boy is I this conntry,”
said Colonel Wharton, “However, I
hava no objection to l}uesti-:mmg Yy
nephew. as to whether he krnows any-
thing of Van Duck's prosont where-
abouts.”

“You said it, siv ™ sald Mr. Chew.

“T will send for hun,” smd the
colonal.

He touched a bell

The door opened, end Wells' plump
face appeared.

“"Please ask Master Ilarry to siep
here, Walls I eaid Colonel Wharton.

“Very good, sirl” :

“Porhaps you will ho seazted, sir,”
added Colonel Wharton, as the butler
retired.

“Bure |" assented Mr. Chew.

He sat down on the arm of an ann-
chair, and crossed one plump leg over
tha other, his eves on the door.

His hand slid for & moment fo the
back of his trousers, wheve—Ilittle s the
colonel dreamed of it—an eutomatic
ra in & hidden pocket. Colonol

warton, who did not believe that a
Chicago gangster would venture to set
foot in England, much less carry on his
lawless enterprizes, would have been
astonished to learn what methods Mre.
Chew was prepared to employ, if
nended, to extract information from his
nephew |

THE TENTH CHAFTER.
Startling

kb SAY, vou fellows ™

I Harry Wharton jumped.

Bo did Hurrce Jamset Ram
Singh.

They jumped almost clear of the
ground in their surprise.

Taking a stroll on the terrace at
Wharton Lodge after tea, they hed
noticed the Binger saloon standing on
the drive, whers Mr, Chew had left it.
It was @ handsome car, and they paused
to look at it, aware that there was
nobody in 1t—or, to be more exact,
upaware that there was somebody in it.

A voice, coming from an apparently
Emptg' car, made them jump—especially
tha familiar wvoice of the fat Owl of
Greyiriars, which they had not expected
to hear again till next term.

" What—" gasped Harry Wharton.

“ Who—" stuttercd the Nabob of
Bhanipur,

“ Bunter " howled Wharton.

Heo stared blankly at the stirving rug,
which shifted, to reveal o fat face and
a iarﬁa pair of spectacles.

“The esteemed and idiotic Bunter ™
exclaimed Hurree Jamset Ham Singh.

“0Ohk crikey 1" gasped Bunter.

He heaved up {rom under the
enveloping rug, set his spectacles
straight on his fer little nose, and
blinked at the two asionished juniors,

asplng.

They gazed nt him like fellows who

cauld hardly believe their cyes—as,
indeed, they hardly could.

Bunter had intended to blow in al
Wharton Lodge for the “hels® if he

could. Though he had been safely left
behind st Cgre-yfrllrs, owing to Bab
Cherry's " astute dodge ™ with the bex

of chocolates, Wharton would not have
been exactly surprised to sco him blow
m. But it wag a surprise to sec him
arrive 1o & stranger’s car, hidden under
& rug on the floor. That was very sur-
prising indead.

The two juniors had had e glimpze of
My, Chew as went In, withouf
taking any special note of him. Dut
they %new that he was an American,
and a man they had never scen before.
It was really amazing to find Billy
Bunter parked out of sight in _bis car.

*“You fat villain1” exclaimed Wharton,
when he had recovered hiz  volce.
“ What the thump do you think you are
up to?*

“Oh  lor'!®  pasped, Bunter. e
bhlinked to the right, and then io the
left. *I—I say, wheve is he "

“He? Whoi

*“That villain!” gasped Bunter.

“What villamn, you potty porpoize ¥

“That Yankee kidnapper!” gasped
Bunter.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh tapped his
duﬂ'i!h forehead significantly.

“The pottiness 15 terrific!” he re-
marked,

“Oh, really, In]aéy. 2
“What are you ::-mcf in thal car, you
fat chump 1" demandod Harry Wharton,

“Does the owner know you're therei"

“No fear!” gasp Bupter., I
shouldn't be alive if he did! I say,
where is he? Is it safei”

“Bafe?” said Harry blankly,

“¥es! 1 say, he's Chew,” gasped
Bunter—"" M, Che w—-="

“Missed & chew I rgiﬁeu.tc-d Whartow,
misunderstanding. “Wheo's 1uissed o
chaw? Not you, if you had anything to
chew 1™

“You silly azsl” lLiowled Bunter.
* Chew—Mr. Chew—Chick Chew—"

“Chick Chew !” The name scomed
familiar to Wharton “I've hecard that
weird name somewhere—""

Hurrze Jamset Ram Singh chuckled.

It is the absurd name of the idiotin
kidnapper that the ludierons Van Duck

told us about on the stesmer,” ha
remarked.
“Oh, I remember]! What about

Chick Chew, you fat ase?™

“It's him I said Bunter, breathlessly
and ung}'ﬁmmahcali

“Who's him, you ﬂ]itl:crr:r
*That fat beast who was driving the

car ¥ gasped Dunter. "I szay, he's
ifter Van Duck! I say, hie knows he's
cre |

“After Van Duck V" said Ilarry.
“Van Duck isn't here, you owl *

“Oh, don't be an ass'!” said Bunter.
“1 niiy well know he's here. He told
me he was coming here when ¥ saw him
at Greyiriars to-day, end it's hours and
hours and hours since he left mo on tho
road pear Lantham, so he must hava got
here, and that ruffian Pike after hnn,

and-—"

“Well, if he was coming here, ho
hasn't got here,” answered Wharlon.
“Did he drop in at Greyiriavs after we
left §

“W¥es: and I told him whera you were,
and he eame here—"

“He hasn't come, ass|”

“0h!” said Bunter. "1 suppose that
man Pike got lum, after all, then! But,
I say, that man Chew thinks he's here.
I heard him say so while I was in the
car, He's come here after him.”

“What on carth makes you think the
owner of the car is the kidpnapperi®
defnanded Wharton.



French window.

“You silly ass, I heard him tell the
other man go ! howled Bunter. “X tcli
vou, he's after young Ven Dyckl I-—1
came epecially to warn you. I didn’t
ot into this car mmpg to ba.? alifi; I
was thinking of Van Duck all the time,
and running fearful risks to get here in
titne to warn you——"

“*Chuck 1t 1* said Harry

“(h, really, you ungrateful beast,
I—"

“ {s there anything in it, or is that fat
chnmp trying to pull our leg, Inky?”
uakedp the captain of the Remove. i

Hurree Jamset Rain Singh shook his
Jusky head. ; .

“The knowfulness i3 not terrific!” hae
answered. _ .

“ Look herve, you fat ass, if you're not
gammoning, tell us how you know,” said
ilic captain of the REemove.

Buntor had crawled omt of the ear.
1{e stood blinking round him uncasily
through hia big spectacles. IE was
evident that he was in a slate of preat
uteasiness, not to say blue funk.

“Whoro is he ¥ ho demanded.

“Ilc's gone in to sec my uncle. Wells
showed him in & few minutes ago. If
vou know anvthing about him——*

Billv Bunter gasped out an acconnt of
Lis startling adventures since he had
hhean Taft bakind with the box of ‘dhoco:
lates at Greylriara.

Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset
Itam Singh listened blankly. The fat
Ow] had finished when Wells appeared
from tho doorway.

“* Mastor Harry—" _

Wells broke off, with & surprised
glance at Bunter,
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Harry looked round.

“The colonel desires you to step into
the library, sir ! gaid Wells,

EVERY SATURDAY

With 3 herculean effori, Chick Chaw broke loose from Iinﬂhaﬂﬂn and Hurree S
Next moment he erashed

“Oh, all rightt Is the man who came
in this car still there, Wells!”

“¥es, sir ™ .

“ What name did he give you?”

“The name on his ecard was Ilannibal
Chew, sir.”

“Chew 1” repeated Wharton. My
hat|” That piece of information Lore
out Billy Bunter’'s rambling statements.
"{}:Erne on, Inky! You come in with
me rr

“I say, you fellows,” gasped Bunter—-
“1 say, look out for his revolver !

“Tathead 1"

“ Beast [ .

The two juniors hurried into_the
house. Billy Bunter did not. Billy
Bunter- did not want to zee Alr. Chew
at close guarters, :

“Here, Wells 1" he saick

“8ir 1" said Wells, cyeing him,

*8how me to my room " said Bunlcs.

“Your roowm, sirt” repeated Wells.

"“¥es, Buck up!”

“ Are you staying, =ir ¥ asked Wells.

“Yeos! Of courso am ™ snapped
Bunter. *“ Haven't I told rou to show
me to my room:, you assI”

Wells ﬂuu%hud. : ; : :

“I have had no instructions, siv, to
prepare & room,” heo said. “Derhaps
vou will wait, sir, till DMaster Harvy
informs me—"

Billy Buntor gave him a devastating
blink thro his spectaclos,

“That's chesk, Wells,” he eaid.

“Indeed, sir 1” said Wells.

“And 1 don’ want any of it, zce??

snapped Bunter,
“Yes, sirl” said Well=. “Thank vou.
eirl” And he glided away. and his

rortly figure disappeared by the serviee

door.
“Wells!" hooted DBunter.,  * Look

here, Wellsg——2

Yrh s

h, and made a bound for the
Iy through In a shower of broken glass !

Wells was gono.

“Cheeky beast!” grunted Dunter.
““They don't know how to leeep servants
i order hera! I'd teach "co !

And as Wells did not shiow him to his
room, Billy Buntor went upstairs to look
for it himseli, unaided !

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
“Stick "Em Up ™

i ERE i3 my nophew, Mr.
Chew ' said Colonel

Wharton, i
Havry and Hurrco Simgh

entered the library together. Hannibal
Chew—or Chiclk, as he was known to his
friends—roze from the ara of the arm-
chair.

He pave the two schoolboy: s pene-
trating look, which they returnced with
interest. Clertninly, but for what they
had just heard from Billy Bunter, they
would have had no suspicion of the fat
A,

Now they had very slrong suspicions
indeeid.

According to Bunter, Putnam van
DPuck had been heading for Wharton
Lodge, though he had not arrived there.
Had he arrived, he would have been
under the sama roof as tho man who hail
planned to kidnap him, and held hiw

to ransom. Escaping from hia too-
watchful gusrdian, FPoker Pike, he
would have walked right ioto the

presence of the gangster.

“Harcy,'* went on tho okl colonel.
“this 18 Mr. Chew, a friend of Mr.
van Due 2

“A friend, uncle?” repeated Haviy.
“A friend of Van Duck’s father®™

(Contenved on page 16.)
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“Yegz, and he has called under the
ympression that tho boy was here. You
romember telling me that he might
visit vou during these holidays—""

“1 remetnber.”

“I do not know whethor you have
heard anvthing of hun since,’” went on
the colonel, * But if you know anything
of him, please tell My, Chow.”

“@pill ap!” added  Chick
couragingly. .

“1 do kuow somcthing more of Lim,

i

4 2 gaid Harry guictly, “But I'm
not snre that I hed botter tell Mr.
Chow.™ . y

Colonel  Wharton  stared at  his
nephew.

“What do vou mean, Harry? Mr.
Chew i3 anxious about the boy, who
appears to be threatened by kidnappers,
83 you told me. He dosites to know
where to find him, and if you can
#5slst—"

“J know that Yan Duck is threaiened
by kidnappers, uncle! And I know that
the leader of the gang is named Chew ™
answered Harey.

“Good gadl"
Vharton.

“The Chewlulncss i3 {errille !™
Hurree Jamsol Ram Singh.

Chick Chew straightened up, his face
hiardening, his hawk-like cyes alert. I
looked, for the moment, like a jungle
animal scenting danger.

. “"Mr. Chew sooms-to know that we met

Van Duock, end asked him here,” went
on Harry. “But he does not seemn to
Lknow that Van Duck told us about the
Chicago kidoappers who were after
fim."’

“Nope ¥ said Mr, Clhew, “T'll say I
was nob wizo to that, bip Loy! Did he
say one of the orowd was named Chew I
He did!"” gnswered Harry.

“TU mcution that there’s a whole
heap of Chews in the Yew-nited
States!” said Chick. “You ain’t
figuriug that I'm the Chow that young

an Duck told you was on his trail i

“1 e !" answered Harry.

“Forget if, bo '™ advi My, Chew,

“Comp, come, Harry,' said Colonel
harton. " What possible reason can
vou_have for supposing—"'

“ Plentv of reason, uncle,” said Harry,
“If this Mr. Chow isn't &o samo €hick
Chew that Van Duck spoke of—"

“Not so's vou'd mnotice it!™ inter-
Jjectorl ITannibal,

#Then why,” said MHarry, "have won
bhoen Lhunting for Ven Duck all over
Eent in & car to-day !

Chick fairly gasped. He was not
casily*taken sback, but this quite Look
the wind out of his sails. HHe had nover
seen tlis schoolboy before, and the hoy
tad bLeen hore, in Surroy, while Chick
was hunting in Kent. How the school-
boy knew anything of his procecdings
that day was a mystery to Chick.

"En?, big Loy, you dreaming " he
gasped,

“I think mot,” said Harry. “ Why did
you tell your confederate, Bud I'arker,
. Tre Maaxecr Lisnany.—No, 1,471,
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to go on hunting for. him, while you
came here to seo whether Van Duck had
turned up at Wharton Lodge?™

Mr. Chew almost fell-down.

This looked like black magic to him,

He had talked to Bud Parker stand-
ing by his car at the wayside inn in
Kent, without, so far as ho kunew, any
other ear within hearing. :

Yet this boy, nearly & hundred miles
from tho spot, knew what he lLad said
to the other gangster|

His hawk oves almost goggled at
Harry Wharton, The colonel, equally
smazed, stared blankly st his nephow.

“Hay 1" gasped Mr. Chew. *Can you
‘r;e‘;al_.'f it? ﬁm asking vou, can you beat
it

“And why,” went on Harry, “did you
iell Bud Parker that the next time he
saw you, ¥You might have a passenger
hidden under that big rug 1 your'car ¥

“"Faen mo!" murmarcd the dazed Mr.
Chew., “lan me a few!”

“And why,” continued {he captain of
the Greyiriars move, “did you tell
Bud Parker thet if you failed to find
him hore, you would go over the whole
island with a amall comb fill yvou combed
him out?™

Mr. Chew totfered.

“Afore this," he =ald, apparently
oddressing space, “I ain't never be-
licved in them telepathic stunts! Now
I'm sure getting it down! ¥ep!®

“If you're not afler kidnapping Van
Duck, why did you say all that to that
bony man in the hori-rimmed
spectacles 1 asked Harry.

Mr. Chew moaned.

“ Horn-rimmed specs and all ™ he

murmuroed, “ Don’t he know the whele
bag of beana? He sure do! Carry mo
home to die(*

In his hectic carecr as a gangster in
the great city of Chica Mr. Cheow
had doubtless encountered many sur-
prises. DBut never had he been so ullerly
surprised as now.

If it was not telepathy ar black magic,
there was no accounting for what the
old colonel's nephew knew of him and
luaﬂprmw:dm_gs that day!

o leaned a fat hand on the high back
of the chair to steady himself. He gazed
at Harry Wharton open-mouthed, re-
1'.:5&11:1% some expcosive American gold-
fitted dentistry.

“Say, big boy,” he gurgled, “did a
little gird tell you all that?? :

“Harry I gﬁ.ﬁpfd the colonel. “ What
can you possibly mean? How can you
posaibly know——"

Hearvy pointed to Me. Chew,

“Hoe looks g3 if I know!” le
answored.  * Unele, that man is Chiek
Chew, a dangerous Chicago gangster,
tho man whom Mr. Vanderdecken van
Dl 15 afraid will kidnap his son. ™

“Good gad ! said Colonel Wharton,
“T eannot doubt it now. but——"

“Cparch mal”’ o sanl Mr,  Chew,
“EBearch moe. Charlie !
Colonel Wharton made &8 strido

towards hin. Amazed as he was by tho
extraovdinary fund of information in
liis nephow’s possession, lo could not
doubt it, Mr. Chew's face was a con-
fossion.

The old military gentloman faced him,
with knitted brows,

“Bo you are a kiduapper!" he ex-
claimed. “You arp the pangster who
has threatencd to kidnap a Loy and
hiold him to ransomt”

“Hort of 1" gpasped Mr. Chew,

“And yon have dared to come hore,
hore to my house, in search of informa-
tion to help you in this dastardly ras-
cality 1" exclaimed the colonel, Lis voice
irembling with indignation.

Mr., Chew pulled himself together.

He had been taken quite off his balunce,
But he was very quickly himself agaiu.

“You said it!” ho remarked, in a
casual tone. “And I'll mention thal
that young giok has said that ho knows
something of Putnam. I'll trouble Liw
to spill 1t."

“What I" thunderad the colonel. ** Do
¥ou imagine, for onc moment, that iny
nephow will give you an Eiﬂfp Aoy
Iawlesa onterprise—lhat I would allow
him to do ao¥”

“ Kind of {¥ agreed Chick.

“Bcoundrel !’ boomed the <olonecl
“Bo far from that, you will be detained.
as yon have dared to venture here, aud
handed over to the police. And vy
will find that, in this country, the police
cannot bo corruptly influenced iniu re-
leasing a dangerous desperade.”

" You sure do epill a large monthful "
sald Mr, Chew. "“I'll sa¥ you'rc some
orator, when vou pet going ! But timne =
money, old-timcr, and I'm advising vou
to park it, and let me get throoeeh.
I'm telling vou I'm here for information,
and L sure do want to know."

Colonel Wharton breathed wrath.

i Haqrﬂ,“ he gasped, “go at once and
tell Weélls to telephone for a constable
from Wimford! Mr. Chew, if that i«
your name, I shali detain you here till
the constable arrives to take wou into
custody, and I warn you, siv, that I
shall not heaitate to use force I”

“Ha, ha, hal” roaved Mr. Chew,
greatly to tho angry old soldicr’s sur-
prise. “I'll pass 1t up to vou, eir, for
tickling a ﬁw to death [

But as Harry Wharton made a etop
towards the library door, Chick Ubew's
merviment vanished suddenly, and was
replaced by a oold, hard, ferocious
grimness, His hand shot to his hl% arndd
rﬂnpgﬁarnd with an ugly looking, black-
muzzled automatio in the podgy fingecs.

“Froezo on to that spot where you're
standing, bo!” he said, snapping the
words Ehal:_FhF throvgh hiz Amcrican
dentistey. “ And you, air, stick "om up!
You hear me toot? @'t whispering to
you to stick "em up " ]

And the angry old colonel, meking a
stride towards the gangster, stopped
suddenly, gasping, as the black muzzle
of the automatic looked full in his
brouzed old face, with the hawk eyes of
Chick Chew gleaming over the barrel,

“Btick Tem up ! ropested Chick.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Little Liveliness !

i TICK e up !
S Thosze words, fawiliar cnough
to Chick’s own cars, sounded

stranye and siartling in the
guict old library at YWharton Iodgze.

Colonel VWharton stood as if traws.
fixed. :

Harry {urned back frem the door.
Hurree Jamset Dam Sivgn stovd stock
still,

All three were under cover of the
sutomatic. It necded only a pressure
of Chiclk's podgy finger to apray thon:
with buliets.

That lie could even think of doing so
scemned  wildly unimaginable in that
quiet countrs house, in the guict English
countryside. . ]

But, unimaginable as it was, cvident
it was in the gangster’s mind. A chun
of Chicago, &3 it were, had been sud-
denly transferred across the occan—and
thore it was! .

Harry's teeth set hard and his eyes
glinted. The nabob’s dusky face eet.

As for the old colonel, he stood rooted,
staring in such amazement that his
mouth was open, like that of a fish ouk
of water,



1t wasz nob foar that yooted him. A
man who had been through the War,
from begiuning 1o end, was not likely
to be afraid of deadly weapons. But
it was perfeotly plain that _Gm meant
to shoot if a hand was lifted against
him, and it waes sndden death that
looked the colonel :n the face without
n chanee; bare hands were not much use
against a levelled antomatic,

“I eaid stick 'em up, bo 1™ bawled Mr.
Chew,

Coloncl Wharlon gasped, )

Ho did not “stick 'cm up,” Nothing
would have induced Lim to obey the
order of the gangster.

* Rascal ¥ heo apluttered.
seoundrel 1

“Pack it up, old-timer!” said Mr.
Chew. “You sit this one out! And I
wuess I ain't waiting long o see you
reach for the roof.”

Instead of raising hLis hands above his
head, o3 ordered, Uolonel Wharton
clenched them hard. Even the grim
automatic barely stopped him from
hurling himself at tho gangster,

“1 will do nothing dff e kind1” he
thundered, “ Do you flatter yourself for
one moment that you can give orders to
an Englishman in his own house—and 2
soldier, too ad ¥

“ Just s few P’ gaid Chick. *Put 'em
up, old-timer, (E!}i!a you , ot I;,imel

eap guys in Chicago could tell you
that I'm a bad ma.nﬂﬁ argue with I?"Er

o %&h | il‘gﬁrtnd tﬁ? Eﬂﬁ!:;le;. i

“¥You pulting u ein Ans ™ growle
Chick thrﬂa.ten?ng Y.

“No!™ roared tha colonel., “8haot if

you got sand ! said Mr.

vou dare, you sconadre] 17

“T1'l} say
Chew, *There ain’t a lot of guys that
would stund on theid hind legs chewing
the rag with this baby when 1 got a

at-in my grip! Nope! I guess Fain't
wnitg to spill your vinegar all over
this hyer expensive polished foor of
yvourn. Stand where you are, and park
your chin-wag—yvou’ve said your piece |

He glanced past the colonel, at Harry,
o Neow, big hoy, spill it!” he said.

Where'd you lnst sce that young galoot
Putham:? Shoot 17

"I shall tell you nothing!” answered
the eaptain of the Greyfriars Remove
steadily, though his Leart was beating
hard.

“Quess again ¥ auF;gu:-E'LcJ Mr., Chew,
“Look at that old hoss—he'll sure bo
going off that deep end scon, and I'll
have to strew bhim around 1:.'11{1 holes in
him. You want lo epill it—and spill
it quick 1"

"Beoundrel ! gasped the colonel.

“Aw, ain't I told you to park it
remonsirated Mr., Chew. “A't I
tipped you that you've said your piece?
Sit it out, Pm telling you 1"

“Raszcal 1" spluitered Colonel Whar-

{gin.
The cold,

“* Impudent

e made a movementd,
hard, hawk-cyo glinted over tho auto-
matic, and ithe old =oldier stopped
D) 1 ask

"Il say you're the guy to for
i1 said C?hick. in & tone of cold,
savage menace. ' You'll suro cinch it
svon, if you don’t behave! X
}'uun‘}' gink, you going to spill iL?"
“You will not utter one word to that

Now you

scoundrel, Tlarry !* ithundercd ihe
volonel.

“Not 8 word, unele!” said Harry
quietly.

The hawk eyes glinted at them.

Chick Chew, it was certain, was ready
to shoot, if it camo to shooting. But ho
had expected to gain his point by tho
mere terror of the levelled gun.

Chick was a reckless and unscrupulous
rascal; but he waa no fool, and he knew
which side of the Atlantic he was on.
What would have beon a wmere cpisode
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iy his happy native city of Chicago,
would bhave been sufficient to set the
whole country in a buzz in the old-
fashioned island_ in_ which he now
found himself. In Chicage, gun-play
was Chick’s first resourco; bubt on the
old-feshioned side of the lerring-pond
it was his last|

Therc was & pause!

The colonsl stead with clenched hands.
Harry Wharton, near the door, stood
quite still. Hurrce Jamsei Ram Singh,
& few feet fromn his clium, rested his
hand on a little table, where a book
lay—Harry Wharton’s *“Holiday
Annual,” ;

Tha nabob's dusky fingers had closed
on that volume, behind him.

His dusky face expressed nothing, but

was csloulating his chances.  The
champion bowler of the Remove Elaven
had an unerring hand. But it was a
long chance to take, for anthil:tug conld
havo n more certain than that the
angster was ready to pull trigger on
fba instant if his safety was thmgana&.

The pause was brief.

The sutomatic swsyed a little aside
from the colonel, and Harry Wharton

could almest have looked into the
muzzle.
“I'm telling you, bo!” gaid Chick

Chew, in a deadly tons. “I guess I

¥
ain't ne baby-killar, but I got to gef
tho goods! You'ra going to put me
wise about that young gink Putman!

I give icu till that there clock has
ticked off jest one minute ™

Harry Wharton did oot answer; bul
he breathed hard, That he knew whet
would be useful to the gangster, Chick
mi;.ﬂd guess, though he did not know
what.

Wharton knew, from Bunter, that
Putnam van Duck was on his way to
Wharton Lodge; and might, indeed,
arrivo at any moment. Nothing would
have induced him to tell what he knew,
But the perspiration started cut on his
forechead as ho looked at the black
muzzle.

Colonel Wharton made & movement.
The hawk-eves gleamed round at him.

“¥You asking for it1"” came in a deop
growl from the ganpster. “By tho
great hormed toad I guess——oooooal "

His ayes wera off Hurree Eingtu In
fact, he had given the dusky schoolboy
hardly any attention at ell.

In that moment the nabob acted
swiftly ! His arm jerked—the velume
flaw through the alr as swiftly as &
bullet from Chick's own automatie.

It smashed on that automatio, hurliog

(Continued on next pege)
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(1)
Dick though his is
jck Rake, thoug temper Iz cextainly

Is & ﬁrm&mumthcwhntm
Ha im&?whtmﬂu at classes

or
At crickset he kuows how to bowl.,
ﬂmmﬂbhummmﬂnm Baks 15 &

1
It i= y Or olherwizs, **stioks 't
Heo s m hours in tha chemistry lab.
Whers hu.gi:a most horrible drinks,

{3)
My new high explosive 1 ¥ he fold me with

ARty adjusted the cork
B ad)os f# COrk.
“ There's more than enough of this powder

ingdde
To blow the whole school {0 New York !
In fact, it wonld blow np the counnty of

Eent,
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I theren £ it was Hma that I went

And I made a awili move fo the door.

(4)
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with a grin.
I wasn't 30 certain of that |
However, I oantionsly hilhnﬂu.-r! back in.

Too cantions ! an ths mat
I made a wild & $0 recovar my-feel
And I bam into Bake with a roar,
And them (with & word which I cannot

rapeat)
He let the bomb Isll to the Scor !

Es anawered me war

{7}
he book with & baoitls of ink,
didn’t object {0 so muth.
fioging eggr by the dozen, I

E
Ezet
e

Our clever Grevfriars Rhymaster i still_goi
ﬂmnf]

(6)
u Eﬂﬁh‘ﬂ:h ! 7 I remacked, with & sniff of

“It burst like & packet of salt |
Then Rake ed back. IIs 'was
(Bis Ince & similar fanli).

von mlr,lhﬂiulli:i:e said #°

That MANDET WAE mkiuﬁ tact,

To throw & large book at & visiter’s head
Is & most unaccountable act |

with his seriex of interviews, In the }
ollowing snappy verses be introduces

DICK RAKE,
a real good lad of tha Remove.

my ey
Ta bo ¢olonred & kind of mud brown.

(&)
It barst ! And the powder shot out iz a
tiream [

I know thsi hair Bad turned grey |
And yat thuuhn-o?r fo mo didn't zeem
To have sghifted : ewey I
Ths county of Eenl didn* show many scars
OI its horrible jourecey h spade.

It hi bave heon blown &0 the ounfermopt

1 '
Bal {0 me if looked just the same place !

(B)
I mmight heve averlooked the gokening amell,
I might

1 thp yolk.
But when ﬂ'fm agh WHmHln! A

wall
I thonght it was far past & joke.
I then E:lt ﬂ!ﬁl‘& to Lﬂﬂn to alop

ne
Apnd eo with the aid of a shove! and mop,
I showed him that §'d had enough !
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it from the gangster’'s hand, and the
weapoit clattered on the foor.

Chick, with a yell of rage. plunged
after it,

Az hoe stooped, the nabob leaped at
iy with the spring of a tigor of his
pative land.  Both his fists erashed
together on the tni:: of Chiclk’s head, and
the gangster stumbled over and foll.

“Oly, good ran, Inky ! panted Whare-
ton.

Ho rushed forward to back up lus
dugky chum.

But the colonel was first.
leap carried him to the sprawling
gangster, and he grasped him as L‘hii:t
scrambled furiously to his feet. The
nabob’'s foot struck the automatic, send-
ing it spinning across the room, far ot
of the Fangater’s rench.

Neither had Chick any time to reach
for it. He was struggling in the grasp
of tho old colonel.

“Now. you scoundrel—
Colone] Wharton.

“Bag him | pantcd Harry.
Both the juniors grasped hold of
Chick.  With three pairs of hands on
Lim, the man from ﬂhicggu stumbled
and staggered and struggled.

But, fat ss he was, wnwieldy as he
looked, Chick was an active mah, full
of strength and full of beans,

It looked, for & moment or two, as if
he must by overcome, and secured. But
Le suddenly hooked the colonels lig,
and the old soldier went over, bumping
on_tiwe floor, gasping for breath.

Chick, with the two juniors elinging
bo him like cats, mrnmh:’led gaway to the
window, ‘Tho sound of the struggle had
already drawn attention; ang Wells,
opening the door, stared into the room
with amared eyes.

The alarmi  was Qgiwm, and the
gangster was dissrmed.  Chick Chow
was thinking now of only ene thing—
cscape; or making lis getaway, as he
wonld have called it.

The frouch windows wore shut. Chicle
reached them, and with a heroulean

Eﬁmlt hurled the two clinging junicrs
8]

One active

53

panted

‘But quick ns he was, the colonel was

on his fret hg' that time, and was comin
on agaiu, fellowed by the astonislic

THE MAGNET

Wells, and Harry and the nabob raliicd
at once. Chick ]émd e split second.

But it was enough for the gangster,
accustomed to desperate affrays and to
swift action. is bulky shoulder
crashed through the window, and tho
next moment ho erashed hndii}f through
it, in a shower of broken glass. From
the smashed window startled eves starod
aftor him, az, renning with the swift-
ness of a deer, he vanished into the
shirubberics,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bad Luck for-Bunter !

i F.&T Jack i
1] B—'E"ﬂ-ﬁt- !:Ij
That exchange of compli-

. menis tovk place the following
Hlﬂ-l"ﬂﬂl,gr : . _

Billy Bunter, with his Lig spectacles
glimmering in the April sunshine, was
gtanding 1 the gateway of Wharten
Lodge, blinking out at the wide world.

He was still there—though the future
was a little uneortain.

As he ‘had ssgely caleulated, Hariy
Wharton bad asked him whether he
I&'uétld lilie to stop tho night, aud Bunter
18,

For some roason of other Wharten
had not followed it up with a request to
remain for the rost of the vacation.

Thet was Dunter's fized intention, if
it could be managed. But it was not
settlod yot.

Having come down ab cleven o'clock
that morning, he had found that Harry
and the nabob had gone out; which was
anneying, for naturally, in such an un-
certain state of affairs, Dunter wanted
to geb the malter settled.

Now, as he blinked out of the gate.
way o seo whether the beasts wero
coming back, he sighted a slim, keon.
oyed youth, who swuntored up tho roed,
and who stopped at the sight of hine.

It was Futneim van Ducle

“You again!” said Putnam. “I

uesas this iz Wharton Lodge, then!

‘hat 7"

Yoz ! prunlod  Bunter. " Seen
those beasts?™

“Eh” asked Puinam. “ Who?"?
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“Wharlon and Inky———"

“I ain't spotted thewn, bur I
want to!” said Pulnam,
at home 1"

“They'vo gone put ! grauted Bunter.
“That's how ther treat a gueest bhere—
clearing. off beforo a fellow’s up in the
morning! I've a jolly geod mind to
clear off myself, I.H:ngnn:u they cowne back.
It would eerve thom right”

“It sure would ! meveed utnam.
“ Wice for tliom, what®"

Snort, from Bunter.

“Look bere, have you cowme here to
stay I ho asked,

“Well, * you'd  belbter uot!”  eaid
Bunter. “You won't safle  hove,
Bep? Thot man Chew was bece yester-

I8

- guesa 1
At they

By

‘;r You're telling me ! said Puluam,

“There was a fearinl vow,” said
Bunter impressively, * He ecared the
all l:fr.lpuﬁiim out & gun—as it hap.
oned, I wasn't 1n the room, or 1'd have
ad it off biin fast enongh—"

“I sort of seq you doing it,” agreed
Futnam. *“I'll say you'd bo a tin
terror on ten wheels if you got Fning."'
~“Well, "he was after you,” raid
Bunter. “He emashed through s wiu-
dow and got away—as I wasn't there to
stop him. He left his car belind, and
the police froin Wimford bLiave becn
here, and taken 1% awav., DBut
shouldn't wonder if he's hanging aboul.
You CaIL SCC you ale't safe hore, Vauo

uck. i .

“That worries wvonn a wiole Jel”
asked Tutnam.

“Yes, of—of course. I jollr well

dou't want 'a gangster h&ufing alicut
here while I'm here, I can jolly well tell
you. The best thing you can do 12 1o
clear off at oncel” suggested Buuter.
“The further saway you get the saler
you'll be, You see that?"

Futnam chuokled.

Ho was 8 keen yvouth, but lie did not
necd fo be vory keen to sce that the
sefoty Billy Bunter was worried about,
wag the safety of his own fat person.

Bunter did not like the idea of My
Chew in the offing,  And he had nc
doubt that 1f Potnam van Duck staved
Mr., Chew would very soon be in the
offing again.

 He was, indecd, as anxious to lowr
gight of Putuam van Dugk as Chick
Chew was to got sight of himn!

“Of course, I'm not thinking of my-
self at all!” Bunter explained.

*¥ou wouldn't!” grinned Futnam,
:9.1”1 D&‘li;ﬂ!' do 1# a?i !Bl:intm. Hhat'a

Wa BETT M autt—forgeiting wny-
solf ;:;H.l th.ini-r.iig of ﬂthul;ﬁ. gnevff
get any gratitude, and 1 dow't cxpect
it. As for danger, that doesn’t worry
me—in fact, I lLike it. But as you
wouldn't be safe here, Van Duck, you'd
better not come in gt all. I'H show you
i];a way to the railwasy station, i yon
ko™

“I guess 1 ecould find a station that
I've just walked away from.” said Van
Dueck, “But I sure ain't hitting it jess
n'}“r_ﬂ'

“Now look here,” said Bander firnuly.
“Don’t you come barging 1w where
you're not wanted, sece?”

Van Duck looked at hiw.

“Ain't this baby wantcd avound ™ be
inguiraed.

Nol I don't want to liurk l‘l;uu: foel-
ings, but the fact is, that afier whar
hapgfnm! yvesterday, the old fossi]l—"

*“Who's thatt”

“1I mean Colonel Wharlton—grumpe
old stick,” sald DBunfer. *Bavapge
tomper, you know—stiff as a ramrod—
looks at & fellow as if ke wasn't there.
Well, aftor that row yesterday, the old
fathead told Harry that he'd better leu
you know, to keop away from berpg—*

“ He sure did t” asked Pulnawm,
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Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram Slogh collared Mr. Pike and sent him hurtling into the ditch. There was a ferrifle

splash as the gunman landed on his back in fwo feet of water and mud.

“Thoso very words!? said DBunter.
“And Harry said=—T hardly liko to tell
you what he said——"

b, spdll Y urged Putnam. M1

that of course ho

sure do want to know.”

“Woll, he said
didn't want a pushing Yankee poking
inte the place—"

“Wharton said thati” _

“Those very words! I hate telling
you, old chap, but I can’t help thinking
1t’s better for you to know the truth,”
cxplained Bunter.

“'The truthi™ repeated Putnam.,
“Sure thing! Get on with 1™

“ And Inky sard—if you want to know
what Inky sai %

“Shoot I¥ urged Pulnom.
gof e mterested.”

“Well, Inky said that ho couldn't
sland Yanheos—you see, we've pot one
at Greyfriars, and he's a fearful tick—
and ha said ho'd go, if you came. And
Wharton said—— What are you grin-
ning ati?’

A wide grin overspread Pulpoam van
Duek's [aco. )

It was caused by the sight of Colonel
Wharton, who was connng down the
drive to the gates,

As Thunter Lad his face to the voad, he
naturally lLad his back {o the drive
within, and having no cyes in the back
of his fat head, he did not, of course,
see the old military geutleman coming.

Putnam, facing Bunter, and looking
pasi hiw, saw the old colonel, and saw,
also, that he was hearing DBunter's
cheery remarks. ;

And the expression that was gathering
ot the old soldier’s bronzed face, ro-
mall]qd the effect that thoso remarks had
on him.

“YWas I grinning?” asked Putnam.
" Farglet. it, and carry on. I'll tell &
man, I like to kear you talk!”

“Well, Wharton said. that M you

" You'vo

showed up here he'd jolly well let you
know at unea where you got off 1 said
Dunter. * And the old ass——"

“ Who 7 .

“1 mean Colonel Wharton,” said
Bunter, in happy ignorance of the fact
that Colonel Wharton, with a brow like
thunder, was just behind him, “ Colonel
Wharton said——  Yaroooh! Yooop!
Uh crikey " A

A grip like iron on the hack of his
collar caused Billy Bunter to lbyeak off
with that wild splatter.

Spinning reund in the angry old
gentleman’s grip, the fat Owl gazed at
him in horror, his cyes slinost bulging
through his spectacies.

“Qoocogh1® he gurgled.
Qoooogh ™

“You youug razcal!™ thupdered the
colonel.

“Urrrrrrggh 19

Sl gripging the wriggling Owl by
the eollar, Colonel Wharton glanced at
the smiling face of Putnam van Duclk,

“I gather, from what thia untruthful
yvoung rascal was saying, that you aro
iny nophew's Amerioan friend,” he said.

“Vou said it, sirl” assoented DPutnam.

“1 am Celonel Wharten—I awm very
glad to sce you here. There is not a
word of truth in what this young raseal
has been telling you—>"

“1 guessed that one, sir.”

“My noephew ha: gone ouf, at the
moment, but he will bo delighted to sec
{-:-u when he returns,” said Colonel
Vharton. “As for you, Bunter—"

* Urrrrggh 1

“Legpo!

“You untruthful, prevaricating, un
e h'ﬁn Loeggo! 0O h !
urrge ‘gEo ! googh
gurgled g‘untm‘. “I—f say, I—I wasn't

—I mean, I never—grocogh! I didn’t
mean you were an old ass, sir! I—
was speaking of another old ass—"

“What?" rearcd the colonel,

““ Goooocoogh I * gurgled Mr. Pike,

“Not you st all, sir1” gasped Bunler.
Quiv another silly old ass, sir—not
you. Ani I say—garrrrggeh! “Slop
shoolc-shick-shaking me! Urrggh !

EI-IEIEJ{E, Ehnke, shake |

“Urrggh! Wurrggh! Gurrggh!”

i "NGWF;’ satd Colone] Wharton, releas-
ing tha far Owl’s collar, “1 think sou
have a traia to catch, Bunter. I advise
you to eatch it at once. Please comae
with me. Van Duelk.”

“Bure 1"

Putnam van Duck walked up the drive
with Colonel Wharton, Bilillj,- Bunter,
gurgling for breath, remained ai the

atoway. blinking eiter them in dismay
through hi= g spectacles.

It war now uncommon for the fat and
fatuons Owl of the Remove lo put his
foot in it; rut wever, or hawvdly aver,
had he put hiz foot in it =0 dizastrouzly
as n w  Sc far as Harry Wharton was
concerned, it was still unsettled whether
Billy Bunte. was to stay or go. But so
far s» Harr:'s uncle was concerned jt
was evidently settled. Even Billy
Bunier dia not nced a stronger hint
than this to take lis departure.

“*Oh lor’ ¥ gasped Bunter.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Punishing Poker Pike !

i ULL in, youl”
P Harry Wharton and Jlurree
Jamser Rem Singl stopped

suddenly. They were walking
on the Wimford road, n mile from
Wharton Lodge, when the bowler-hatted
man stepped. as it seemed, f{rom no-
where ang faced them,
“Pike 1" ojaculated Harry Wharten,
“The esteamed and ridiculous I'ike 1
murmured Hurree Jamset Ham Erm‘_gh.,
Tas Magner Lisrary.—No. 1,471
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They emiled at tho hard, serious,
bickory face of the gunman, grim under
tha clainped-down black bowler. Mr.
Piko did nov enmmle He was a scrious
man, and had sericus business on hand.

“1 guess you're wise to mo!” ho
remarked

“Quite ' said Harry, Etlnili::f- “Wo
eaw you yesterday, Mr. Pike, from tho
train, afler ung Van Duck on the
Lantham ra:-m_?.ltg Did you got i 17°

Pike's shts ot eyes scanned
eharply.

“1 guess 1 never einched that nfant,
he sawd. “But I'll mention that I'in
suro citching lum soon  That kid's
poppes pu. me in charge ot him, and 1
guess he ai’t shaking no logee log with-
out orders from Old Man Vau Duck.
Noe =0's vou'd notice 1t, bal! Whern is
he now ™

I haven v the foggiest I said Harry,
lau%hmg

Bl -gucses I'm asking you to talk
turkev ¥’ said Mi Pike. "1 gotta sce
that kid safe! I'm telling you, Click
Chew is on th's sido, and hie's after that
boy like a politician after a bribe.
Surest thing you know. You ain't
standing betwecen that boy and me see-
ing him safe.”

“Not ar all,” said Harry., “If Van
Duck's in as much danger as his father
supposes, I thank he's rather a young
asa to kcep sway from you, Mr. Pike.
Dut it's lus own business, not mine.”

“I'm askicg you to put me wise,” said
Mr. Pike. I guess you’ll know.
You'ra the erowd he made friends with
on the steamer when he levanted last
time. I saw him yesterday in mmpa_ng
with one of the erowd—that fat guy witl
four evea Yepl Now he's in this
guarter, and I see you here. I guess 1
can put iwo ard two on paper and add
them up!  Burest thing, you know!
Thot kid was suming to jomn up with
vour bunch *

]Harr;.' Wharton made no reply to
t;l“'-i-

Az o matter of fact, Mr. Pike was
guite right. But though Wharton was
aware of Putnam’s intentions, he was
not aware of hia present whereabouts.
Ele had scen nothing of him since that
glimpse from the train on the Lantham
voad,

“1 been clasing that young guy a
fow 1" wout on Mr, Pike, “T'H say he's
led me souwe danco | Up and down this
here ixlund till T figured we'd be falling
off ! 1 spoited hun and lost him aghin,
and spolted him ag'in and lost him,
more’'n a feu,  Last night, I'll tell you,
1 lest him hercabouts. guesa he
throwed down the car and tock to the
railroad. You get mefi”

“We haven't seen him—'

“I sorted it out,” went on Mr. Pike,
unheeding, “that he put up for the
night at a shobang down the line, and
took & train in the morning. T got that
froze! I been rubbering along that
vailroad #1ll I got it from some guys
that lic was seen petting out at a little
barz called Wimford. I'll meontion I
can sco what's as plain ss the dirt on
a dogn You get me? That lad's
moscved along this-a-way fo join up
wilh the buneh he kvwowed on the
steany «+ You know where he 18, Spill
o

Harvy Wharton lavghed.

“Tve told vor it's Van Duek's bisnoy,
not mine, Mr, Pike,” he answered. * 1f
I kiew where he was I should not tell
youe; lni ¥ don’ know.™

“Gue-> ngawn 1 sugge-ted Mr, Pike.

“If yau don’t beliove me, you assg—"

“I've beon told & lot of things siner
T wos n small child,”™ said Mr, Pike.

Tae dagxer Lisgany.—No. 1.471.
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“Mobbe I've belioved somo of 'em, not
R

Jloar r. Pike’s training as 8 gun-
man bed diminished his faith ingfhu

human epecies, He resembled Mr.
Chew in that respect-—ns 1n  many
others, Ile happened at ilio moment to

boe on the right =mide of the law, and
Mr, Chew or.the other side; but in othor
points thers really was not a lot to
clicose between thom.

“Well, l2r it go at that,” saxd Harry
good-humearedly. I know somothing
nbout Van Duck’s intentions, but I'm
not going ta tell you eny more than 1
told Chick Chew dyasl:ardaf. But [
}mr.cn’t seeq lnm, and don’t know where
e ia

*You seen Chick ¥
stantly aler:.

“He called a* my uncle's house with
a gun to ask about Van Dueck,” said

Harry, lavghing.

“8earch mo:™ ejaculated Mr. Pike.
“You telling me Chick got him "™

“No; he wasn't there.  And Chick
couldn’s hava got him, anyway. Chick
was glad enough to got himself away,
as it turnei ovt.”

“You're telling me [

“The truth, Mr. Pike,” said Harry,
lauglung ngain. “People do sometimos
toll the trath, though it may seem
rather hard to you to get that down.”

“1 ain’t met a heap of them guys,
enid Mr. Pike simply. “And I'll say
you ain't stringing me along s¢ casy as
you figure. Whero's young Putnam?”

“* Not knowing, can't say."

Mr Piko's hand slid into & pocket,

Mr. Pike svas in-

¥

which was sagging under a rather
heavy weight but ho withdrew it. His
had to

natoral impwmse to “pull & gun *
by matruilﬂc* in aplandlg':at was 8o
hopelessly unhike his native land.

"1 pucss.” said Mr. Pike, “that if
wo*was in Chica
vou & fow for spilling them fables
we ain’t.

“Just as well to keep that in mind,”
said Herry dryly.

“Dut,” went on Mr. Pike, “vou got
to put me wise to young Putnam, ot
got to spill it or else I'm going to take

ou by the neek and twist you a whelo
ot. Surest thing, you Lknow,”

And Mr. Fike, proceeding {rom words
to actions, made a sudden movement
and grasped both the juniors at once in
his wiry hands

Ilis next procccding would bhave been
to “twist them & fow,"” a3 he expressed
it; but that intended procceding was
stalled off by the prompt procecdings
of the two Greyiriars fellows.

Harry YWharton's fist came out like o
hullet. :iumimg on the jutting point of
Mr. Pike's prominent jaw, and the gun-
man  gave a etartlod yelp  and
staggerod

Before hic could recover from the jolt
the two juniors cellared him and rushed
liitn over.

There was a ditch beside the road,
fairly well filled by (o spring rvains.
Mr. Dike went backwards into that
difeli,

There wes a terrifie splash as Lo
landed on s back in two fect of water
over & foo. of muil

Hea disappearcd entively from sight,
save for his feet, which stuck up out of
the ditch, wriggiing wildly.

In a eplit zecond, however, lie
ererged,

strupglin upright.  Fis
bowler hat, bli!?ai:irmd}'

clamped on his

Lullet hiead, slreamed with mud. Hisg

hickory face was masked with mud. is

eves and nose end cars worg full of it

Hadgas[red for bLreath and spluttered
Tcl.

 Croooonoogh I gurgled the gunman.

He starled screinbling frontically out

this minute I’'d fan
But

of the ditch Yeaving him 1o it, Ilarry
Whartor. and the na walked on to
wards Wharton Lodge. Bcehind them
thera was & continuouns sound of gurg-
ling, gﬂ.!pm% and grunting. Mr. Piko
wa!a busy with the clinging mud for quito
a timne
 Looking baclk, a little later, {Le two
uniors saw s myddy figure, in & muddy
wler hat, trg:lm&len the read at
a distance bohina them.

They half expected Mr. Pike to [ollow
ot, for vengeance; but be did not secem
to be thinking of thet. And porhaps he
had given up the idea of getting iu-
formation by “twisting.”  Evidently
he was shadcwing them to their destina-
tion, with the i1dea in hiz mind that
they would be leading Lim to Putnam
van Duck

The two juniors exchanged & grinning
glance. ]

“Cut '™ whizpered Harry, And the
nabob nodded. ] _

They ran to a roadeide slile, and
vaulted over. Immediately thero was s
sound of running feet on the road.

Cuttiog ecross a corner of the field,
they hunted cover in a bunch of droop-
mg, willows.

eering out of the willows. they had
a view of a muddy face and o muddy
hat over s stile. They suppres:ed their
chuckles as they watched.

Poker Pike seemed at a loss as hn
seannad the field for unsecn schoolboys
Finally, he secmed to make up lus mind
that they had run along the footpath to
the next field; for he clambercd over
thﬂhﬂt:le, and hurried alonz that fool-
path.

When he dizappearad into the next
field, the two juniors crmerged from
their cover, and slipped back inte the
road. There, with emiling fares, they
rosumed their walk back to Wharton

Lodge—leaving the persistent Mr. DMike
to scarch Beld after Heold for them—=in
vain !

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Watcher in the Wood !

6 AN DUCE 1™
V “The  csbormiedd
gt lautic Van Duck !™
It was s surprise for Hurry
Wharton and hi; dusky elwuin: when
they camo in to lunch. Billy Duonter
was not therel Putpnam van Duck was |

Tho American grinned at them cheer-
fully as they shook hands,

"lGuess I blew il he remarked.
“Yeu sort of rememmber asking me to
give vour show tac oncg-over when wo
wore ou that steamer ™

" Ouite 1" said Ilarrs.
jolly glad to scc yom !

" The pladfulnes: iz foeeific 7 doeclared
the Nabob of Blhanipur.

ORIy ! sard Van Duck. “T guess T
sk a sight for sore cye-, at that
rate. I allow I bad a long trip gelfiug
here. There was & guy wanted to leead
on my tail, but I pues: I dvoppid kita
along the rallroad.”

"We've seen Pike 1" sald Hlavey, " He
cloesn't know inu'm here—but bke's no:
far away; looking for you."

“He gure is eome sticker ! agreed
Van Duck "1 guess T ain't taking any
little walks out, while he's rubboring
avound. I'm telling you, I'ta fed-up to
thoe back teeth with that hombre, and

Trana-

A Ad we're

then somo FEe's & good mnan, and
like him; but a kittle of-him goes s
long way.”

“Well, T don't seo Liow ke can nom
vou out here,™ eaid Harrv. “He's
guessed that you came this way to seo
somo of ns; but he doesn’t know my
name, 8s far a3 I kaow: or mv address,



either. He can’i barge into every
u::ﬂun’try house im Surrey looking for
¥ou.”

“I wouldn't put it past him 1" said
Van Duack. “He sure 15 & sticker, and
he's gnt pop'es orders; and I'm telling
you when pop says julbp, @ guy juinps,
and jumps hard and quick.”

EVERY SATURDAY

“You're all right here,” said Harry,
laughing. “But I''n not so sure about
Chick Chew. Have you heard ¥

“Yep: Fat Jack spilled it to me.
.!tnd if yvou'd rather unlead the troublo
right now. shoot, and it's me for the
rallroad, pronto.”

“Rot " said Harry. “You're stay

that travela
—i8 & ques-
tion that has been put before
me on more than one cccasion.
At the moment of wriling this chat I
fecl almost templed to say: * Yes—
LW H.

Only last week 1 made memtion of the
faut that, owing to pumerous requests
from readers, I was considering telli
ﬁn the story of the carly adventures

ry Wharton & Co. Bince then, I
have been * smowed under ' with letters
on this subject. And to crown it all I
actusally received a * wire ™ terday,
worded py followa: * ﬁn:inuzlyye??hif
to read about Wharton's early school-
days.” Can I posaibly, in the face of all
this, do ing elsa but grant sach &
request T As your Editor sad friend for
the past twenty-eight years my sole aim
has Dheen to please you fellows, and in
retelling this epio story, I feel sure that 1
will bo doing many thousands of my
B s & mnilg good turn.

era, then, i the Great News! I have
arranged for t}:.ilh'umndnrfu]_‘ story to
a in our popular companion paper—
“P%::'{;Em L?b?u‘;r.“ mmmaucirfg with
next week’n igswe. Ho look out for:

““THE MARIRG OF HARRY
WHARTOR 1"

By Frank Riehards,

in next week's * Gemn,” Not one of my
Macxer renders should miss this rare
treat, and I am te.lling you aboat it in
g!ent. of time to enable you to give a
efinite order to your neweagent to meerve
6 copy of next week's “ Gem " for you.
There will bo a mighty rush for this issue—
out oo Wedncaday, April 22nd—and you

0 I know of anythi
qucker then Ii%:ﬁ

simply must mot miss it1 8o pess the
g news round, chums, * The Making
of Harry Wharton 1™ starta in next

week's " Goem "1

Of covrse, the Macxer will ™
on a3 usval *' with bang.up-te-the-minute
long complete echool stories of H
Wharton Co. such as the ones Fran
Richards is now givimg ua.

[ -

F Billy Bunter ever gets into trouble

with the police, chums, he can get a

bit of comfort by reflecting on a

ease which has just happened in

America. In this particular instance, a
AN WAaS

TOO FAT TO GO TD GAOL!

Ho was esentenced for passing.
cheques in Chicago. Whunpha WaB m
te the gaol they couldn't get kim .in!

Your Editor is aiways pieased to hear from
his readers. Write to him : Editor of the
“Magnet,” The Amaigamated Press, Ltd.,

4+ Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,
E.C4 A stamped, addressed envelope will

ensure a reply.

Weighing 26 stone, the man woae so fat
that he couldn't pass thro the doors.
In comsequence of this they bad to get a
special room near the prison for him. To
erown it all the prison officials found that
he waa too large to fit any of the prison
beds, and an extra-large size bed had
to be made for him. 1 should think he'd
prove a rather awkward prisoner for the
authoritiss—just as Billy Bunter would, if
he was unfortunate encugh to find himself
in the same position !

As I have peointed ocut on several
gocasions, some  vary curious things
heppen in this gueer old world of ours.
Here is & mystery which has just come to
light ip. London. Can you imegine o
man who has beén

OX GUARD FOR 800 YEARS ?

Takes o bit of believing—especially as
he i a dead man! At a Cit -:hum:;.e in
Garlick-hill, the embalmed ¥y of o
man has stood to attention in » glags case
just inside the door for approximately
that riod. N
skeloton. There i still flesh on the
body end hair on the head and eye-
lushes. A ghost of a smile i8 on the
face. Who the msn was no one knows,
but it i cluimed that he was a wvery
important man of the twelfth century.
Nowadays he is called * Jimmy Garlick.”
He was ar:]gllﬁnalty buried beneath the high
altar of church, which was pubse.
quently destro fire. One the
ia that whaen Ftebi church was buxn?:ﬁf
chemically im mgnamd: water was used
to put out the fire, and this chemical

water poured into the wvault where
“ Jimmy ** weas buried, snd thus embalmed
him. But the actual truth will probably

never be discovered, end in the meantime
“* Jimmy Garlick " still keeps his long
vigil !
HERE i3 o sclection of

THINGS YOU'D HARDLY

BELIEVE

all of which have happened in the past
foww weoks:

Crimson Snow and Blood-red Rain fall
a little whils ago near Dorbhange, in the
Bihar and Orissa province of India.
Several acres of land were sovered, to the
consternation of the netives, who fear it
foretolie some great calamity.

Yellow and Red Bnow also fell in
Switzerland, at Davos, Klosters. and in
the Canton of Ticino. A microscopic
analysis showed the pressnce of sand in
the enow, and it is presumed that this

sand was blown in huge guantities from
the Bahara—ome thousand miles. away |

y A Man Killad by & Trout.

21
ing. The local pohice aro looking for
Myr. Chew, if he turnz up in this
quarter again He's gone™

Putnam chuckled.

“1 guess vour local police wouldn't
worry Chick a whole lot," he said. " But
Chick don’t worry me g0 much as Poker.

(Continved on next page.)

Whila fishin
in the river Mur. in Austris, 8 retire
Government official hooked a 7 lb. trout—
a record for the river. It wes too much
of 8 shock for the offiaial, and he fell
dead. Whan he was discovered, the trout
waa atill strugyling on his fine |

The Man who Walked 378,000 .Miles !
Philip Lewis. an Australian, has just
completed this record walk. He has been
wandering around Australia, ing.
In doiog so, he has worn out 200 pairs of
boata |

The Crazy Clock of Prague. Worlomen
in & Prague firm have stad their employers
because they allege that the hands oﬁﬂha
firm's clock always s.:_%: baok a half-an.
hour at six o'olock ey are demending
overtime for all the extra half-hours
which they have beon forced to work
because of the crazy clock !

Now for a reply to a from Tom
Harvey, of Whitatable, who asks me about

CHRISTOPHER COLUMBUS"
DESCENDANT.

There is only one male direct dessendant
of Christopher Columbus, whe discovered
America. He ia fifty-seven years of age
now, and bears the same name wd s
itlustrious ancestor, He lives in o
spacious old palace in Madrid, Spam.
But the surious thing is that he iz not at
all interested in travel Hea prefers to
breed cattle and horses. Also he . has
only once wvisited Ameriea. That was in
1883, when he was & boy of (flteen. Ha
wasd taken then to the Chicage World
Fair, and spent three monthe touring the

Nor has he becomo ald

United Brates. But be soys he has no
asire to return thers.

OW we come to the ﬂ.!l-imlparumt.
busipesa of npext week’s pro-
gramme. Ancther bumper two-

Fﬁnnnmrbh'l' I'l aay it ia!

m::; you'll fully sgree with me when vou

read :

“GUN PLAY AT GREYFRIARSI™
By Frank Hichards,

the second storv in our grand new series

featuring Putoam van agnck  his
gunrnan tan. Poker Pike. Wise as
he is to ways of gangsters, Pokor Pike

is far from wise to the playful ways of
scheolboys like Harry M & {?n., of
? [ﬁaﬁ. whumgﬂlm n r?anﬁa]i i
m ap garden n 88 We

as thrills you'll Bnd i plenty in this
firgt-rate yarn.

You'l enjoy. by Geo. E. Rochester's
olosing chapters of * The Lost Squadron '
Particulars of the pext great sorial to
follow [ propose lea over until next
wesk. Rest assured. chums, it will be
apgther winoer i

Of courss, our programme would nob
be complete without sanother * Grey-
friara Herald " anpplement, neither must
we leave out our Greyfriars Rbhymester
who “*sums op " io varss Tom
Rﬂdmn'ﬂg..: of the Remeove a #on of tho
BhE. B Or mt O TAEBLTVE TOU
a oopy cﬁ" next Baturday's hiaugﬂr

without fail
YOUR EDITOR.

& in

Tax Magwer Linaany.—No. 1,471,
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I surely did get peeved with that puy
ani his gun,” ]
“I'm net surprized at that,” agreed

Harry. * Dut surély, Van Duck, jruru‘ﬁ
be safer with My, Pike at hand, if
Chew——"

“¥Forget it1” answered Van Duck.
“Don't I keep on telling you T'm fed-
up with that hombre? Chick ain't got
me vet—and when he blows along it will
o time to sit up snd howl. Besides, I
ot to pot shut of Pike. when 1 go to
scliool——"

“Z2chool ¥ ropoated Harry,

* Bure—Lroyiriars ™

“You're geing .to Greyiriars?" ex-
claimed tho captain of the Remove,

“Pop’s sure fixing it up with your
big chief there—and when you go back.
this baby gmu in the same packet. And
I guess 1 don’t want Poker and his gun
fooling around st Greyfriars! You
firure (hat they'd fit into the Pmtum?"

“Oh, “my hat!l Hardly!” gasped
Wharton.

The idea of Poker Pike and his
inseparable sutomatic at Greyfriars
Sehiool, rather took his breath away.
Quite certzinly Mr. Pike did not seem
to Bt into the Grevirars preture !

“Pike’s got to learn where he gets
off 1 said Van Duck. “If I can’t
keep clear of Chick on my own, Tl tell
Pike—but not 11l then! That guy has
got o my whole nervous system."’

It was a very cheery party at lunch—
not the less so, perhaps, because William

Cicorge Bunter was conspicuous by hos
absonee.
Van Duck was in gregt spirits;

clearly in a state of exuberant satis-
faction at having, at long last, dropped
fho watcl:ful Me. Pike. To Chick Chew,
he seemed to give hardly a thought, No
doubt he placed full reliance upon his

ability to take care of himself.

Colonel Wharton seemed to have
token s liking to the brisk, cheery
American:; and Aunt Amy seemed

quite pleased with him.  Wharton and
Hurrce Singh were glad to see him
again; and nobody doubted that he
wonld be quite safe at Wharton Lodgo.
The colonel, in fact, was expecting to
hear on the telephone any minute that
the gangster had been taken into
castody. That expected telephone call
did not, however, matarialise,

After lunch, the two juniors took their

visitor for a walk; but Putnam
declined to go ouiside the precincts of
TilkdEdddisFFddidPFamna B [ ] 1]
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the estate. He was not thinking of
Chick Chew—but of the persistent
Poker |

They bad a long ramble in the park;
Putnam asking imnumerable questions
about the school he was going to join
for the next tertn. When they were
coming back towards the house in the
golden sunset, the American boy
stopped suddenly with knitted brows.

i | Dﬁuess we're being piped ™ heo
grunted.

“Piped ! repeated Wharton.

“1 mean, therc's a guy keeping tabs
On L2,

“1 don't see——" Tarry glanced
ronnd in surprise. Ho could see nobody.

“The eescfulness is not terrifie!” re-
marked Hurres Jamszet Ram Singh.

Putnam pointed to a big elm-treo
farther along the path they were follow-
ing through the park.

It stood black against the sunset, its
shadow falling far. Beside the shadow
of the trunk was another shadow-—-pro-
jected by an unseen figure of someono
standing under the tree, concealed from
the juntors by the trunk.

“Oh I ejaculated Wharton.
the dickens—"

“ Poker I'* snorted Van Duck.
else 77

“Or Chick 1" suggested Harry. “It's
somebody, anvhow, keeping out of
sight—and the silly ass hasn't noticed
that kis shadow’s falling across the
path.”

They stood lm}hin%' at the shadow on
Hre path ahead. t stirred as they
logked nt 16, They could ‘j,'-.ms.s that tho
unsecn watcher had heard their voices
and knew that they had stopped.

“It's sure Pike—waiting for me to
pass to grab me ! muttered Van Duck.
“Lhere min't no stalling off that guy
Pike, I'll tell a man.”

The shadow stirred again.

From its motions it lnoked as if the
unsecn watcher was coming closer to the
elm trunk, to peer round it at them

Whoever ho was, it was clear that he
had spotted them in the park and
cosconced himzelf in cover thers to
wn:rlug them as they came along.

A hat appeared from beyond the
trunk.

It was not the black Lbowler hat worn
by Br. Pike! It was not the soft
slonched hat of Chick Chew. It was a
straw hot! And the band on it was

"Who
*“Who

SRS R RA NN EEF R NA AR RN AR NN N AN

Who's for a Thrilling
Treasure-seeking Trip

with Tom Merry & Co.?

Embark to-day for a grand
excursion to Italy. It's
much too good to miss—
the holiday of a lifetimel

Book your passage right
away by getting the great
cover-lo-cover yarn which
appears In our Companion

paper.

ON SALE NOW-—PRICE 2d,

familiar to the eves of the juniors; it
was the Greyfriars colours.

The m}'st-arf was elucidated the next
moment. ollowing the hat carie o fas
head and a fat face; and a pair of large
spectacles glimmeoered into view.

“Oh 1" gasped Wharton, * Bunter I

“The ludicrous Bunter " ejaculated
IHurres Jamset Ham Siogh.

“Fat Jack!” exclaimcd Van Duck.
“And me Bguring it was Pelier I lleo

chiuckled.

Billy Bunter ULlinked at  them
inquiringly. Ther he caine rolling
round the tree.

“1 say, vou fcllows——" he squeaked.

“You howling ass!'"" roared Wharion,
“What aore vou plaving at hide-apd-
seek for, vou Llithering bandersnatch B

“How was I to know the old beast
wasn't with you?” demanded BDunter.

“The who?”

“I me:n the old honks! I've beoen
looking for you a long time, and when 1
lieard you coming 1 thought he might

W1k

be with yop——-="

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Van Duck.
vidently it waz dread that Colonel
Wharton might have Leen wilu the
party that had cauzed the fat Owl of
Greyiriars to adopt such eauticus and
strategic tacligs.

“ Blessed if I sce anything to cackle
at!” grunted Buonter.  “Niee way lo
treat a fellow, banging about all day Lo
sce you, Wharton! If that’s the way
you treat & guest——"

“You fat nss!” exclaimed Havvy, 1
thought you'd taken your troin long
ogo. Buzz off and take ("

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“The buzztulness 1z the propey caper,

my esteemed idiotic Burcer 77 chuckled
the Nabob of Bhanipnr.

“0h, really, Inky—"

“What are vou up to. anylowi”

demanded Harry.

“Well, look here, old chap !’ zasped
Bunter. “I want you to expiamn to tho
old fossil! You zeo, he heard me calling
him an old ass, and got into a tcmper,
though I cxplained that I was speaking
about another old ass, and not hirp ot
alll I supposce you can set it right with
the old josser, old chap ¥

“If you menn my uncle—-"

“Yez old chap: the old fathead was
fearfully shirtw, Eut if you put it to Lim,
vou know——"

“You'd better do that yourself,” said
Harry., “I won't kick you, as Y'm not
seeing vou again till next term—*

[1] BE-&St' !J.l' :

“Is that tho colonel comire ¥ asked
Van Duck, glancing along tiw patl.

“Oh erikey I”

That was enough for Billy Bunter. Ho
bolted | Thero was a erash in the under-
woods as the fat Owl departed. He did
not walt to sec that 1t was not the
colonel npmil\ﬁl

Chueclkling, tha threa wallied on, sccing
no more of Billy Bunter! Whetlier he
Liad, et long last, gone for his train, or
whether he was haunting Wharton
Lodge like a fat ghost, nobody Luow,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Kidnapped |

ARRY WHARTON sligred in Lia

H sleep, woved uncasily, atd half-

opened his eyes. It was o late

Lhour, and he had been sieeping

soundly, But it secined to Lim, vaguely,

that a light Lad glitnmered on his face
as ho slept.

But when lie opened his eyez and
glanced round drowsily, all was dark,
save for the glummer of starlight at the
window,



With a grip on Van Duck’s arm that was like a steel
tiated the passages and stalrs, Chick every mow and then turning on a glimmer of his

Ile dismissed the fancy from his mind,
turned his head on the pillow, and went
ta slevcp again, In less than a minute
ho was as deep in slumber as before.

_ But it waes not, if he had only known
it, a faney ! In the derk shadow by the
hed’s hend a shadowy figure stood—not
stiveing, till the schoolboy's m%ul&r
breathing told that he was socund asleep.

Then Mr. Chick Chew, with an amaz-
ingly light step, considering his bulk
moved noiselessly to the door and passe
with cqual noiselessness into the passago
outside, closing thoe door after him with-
ont o sound.

S guess,” Mr, Chew murnured to
himself, “that I ain't buying that one.”

Silently he moved to the next door
and entered another bed-voom.

Again the tiny beam of a small clectric
Aash-lamp_glimmered on the face of a
sleoper, Tﬁia time it was e face of
Putnam van Duch,

Mr. Chew's beady eyes glimmered
from wvolls of fat. He liad found what
he wanted, He was buying this one, as
he would liave expressed it.

Putnam van Duek was fast aslecp.
But he camo out of slumber, with a start
and a jump, to fnd a cloth over his
mouth, pressed there by a firm, heavr,
pndg}r hand. A low voice whispered :

“Pack it up, big boy! You want a
tap on fhe cabesa that will put you to
uleep till sun-up, you ouly got to wriggle
a fow”

uthaim packed it up!

He was quick oun the uptake, and Lo
did not need telling in whose hands ha
was, ke conld see nathing but o bulky
shadow looming over him, Lot he knew
that it was Chick Chew,

Ho did uot wriggle. The cloth over
lia mouth prevented o crv, but he wonld
not have uitered one. FHe knew, hettey
than the Greviriars fellows, the ways of
Chicage gangsters, He was well aware
that Ay, (Clow haed o ]N‘lgth af lrad pipn
veady, and that a single “tap " would
stun him if he paye brouble—am! that
at the first hint of troubln that tap
wonld bo ruthlessly  adivaistered,
ergicked head wanld not fn-*!p Vil
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The gangster waited a few moments.
Van Durk made no sound, and no move-
ment, only watching the looming
shadow with [ascinated eyes, The
?@gat1z1~’s voice ceme again, in the
aintest of whispers,

"1 guess you'rs wise to me, Putnam!
Don't yom imbibe any notion vyon're
going to be hurt, if you behave like a
good little manl  I'll say you're too
%t'i!ciuus to be damaged. Old Man

anderdecken, to me, is going to
anuecza out a cool half-million dollars
for you. DBut keep it parked, Putnam—
keep it parked! T'd hatoe to crack yeur
unt but if you give so much as & grass-
ilugpcr'u whisper, crack it goes, pronto 1

wtniam lay shill,

‘The eloth was removed from  lis
mouth., It had been placed there o
stiflo any involuntary cry when he wole.
He was wide awake now, and he knew
that the lead piping wes ready.

“¥You get mel?” came the gangster’s
murmur. “ Don't squeal, big bay [ For
il sake of that good-lookin® cabeza of
yourn, don't ™ )

1 ain’t squealing o lot, Chick,”
auswered Putnam, in as low s whispor
as the gungster's. "I guess I'd be glad
to ba squinting at you over a gun,
though, old-timer.*

Chicle ehuckled sm’ti?1

“You'ro o spry lad ™ he said. “TI'll
tpy you know where you get offi—which
is more’'n yeur popper docs, or he
wouldn't have fgured that he could beat
Chicle Chew. Fivst time I'm beat at this
game, bo, T throw it down and buy me
a candy store! T ajn’t been beat yet.”

“Haw'd you get here 1™

“They make winders to houses, kid 1#
saicd My, Chew, “and I'll tell you I've
given a bunch of guys the encoever
before I arrove at you. Lucky for them
they never wake. If they had they'd
have gonue to sleep again in some borry.
You got out and clamp on your vags'¥
1 Matnam van Duck breathed. hard and
deep,

“I gues2" ho said, “that when van
eet me, Chick, you're roping in the
warld's prize bool, You sure are cinch.

:_:.;;_ !'rif['r#f.ﬂjm

il

vice Chlck Chew led his prisoner an, With hardly a sound they nego-

flash-lamp !

ing the goob from Goobsville! Figura
that if I hadn't throwed down Poker
he would bo on hand this identical
minute, filling yon wp with lead, and
vou running to tallow all over tha Hoor.”
"1 sure can do some shooting myself:A!
rinned Chick Chow., - But Ei'ﬂ B llow
'm pleased that guy ain't on hand with
his gun. You getting ready to take a
leatls pascar with ine, Putnam 7
Putoamn shinpged his shoulders,
I;Ynu gand it!" ho answered laconie.
ally.

He was perfectly cool. And he was as

watchful as a eat for o chance, as he

turned out of bed.  But Chick Chew
gove him no chanco,

The bulky shadow lovered ever the
millionaire's son as he decssed.  The
short length of lead piping was ready,
and any attempt at resistance, or to give
the alarm, would only have meaut that
Mr. Chew would have had the trouble
of earrying off & stumned prisoner,
instead of walking him off on his foet,
Putnam knew when there was a chanes
and when there was not, and he was
like & lamb—though watchful as a cat |

He was angrier with himself than with
the kidnapper. True, he had been fed
up to tha back teeth with Poker and
his gun. DBut it was borne in very
clearly on his mind now that Poker and
his gun were exactly what he needed,
if not what he wanted! He would have
giveir o handsome slice of the Van Duck
millions for & glimpse of the hickoly
face under the elamped-down howler, ut
that moment.

But he had got rid of Poker Pike—too
wolll There was no help, snd he was
in the kideapper's handa,

When he was dressed, Chick's fat
handa groped over him and baund his
arite down, to his sides,  Then tho
gangster mserted 8 gae into his mouth
amd kieed 18 thero.

“Only jesk till you get clear, big hoy I
the gangster whispered, alniost apolo-
goetically,  “I'd sura hate to tap you,™

With » grip on the boy's arm Ehot was
like a steel viee Chick Cliew sed him te
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the door.
warned to walk mfﬂ_‘L;
the alternative was to be
less and carried. :

With hardly a sound they negotiated
the paszsages and the stairs, Chick every
row and thon turning on & glimmer of
his flash-lamp, his grip on Putpam’s
arin never relaxing for a second. .

A cool breath of the spring night aiv
came in at the open window on the
ground floor., That was the way the
gangster had entered, and it was the
w%r both of them were to leave.

hick lifted the boy from the window

and followed him out. All was silent
in the shrubberies glimmoring nnder the
April stars. Not s sound came from
the house. The gangster had come and
cone without alarm.

*“This way, bo [” murmured My, Chew.

FHe led the millionsire's son away in
the shadows. Five minotes later they
=opped at & psling bordering the voad.

Chick gave o low, cautious whistle, It
vwas answered from outside the fence.
Putpam realised that the gangster hodd
a confederate waiting thore

Chick swung him over the paling, and
he was reccived i other hands on tho
other side. - The fat gangster followed,
gronting for breath as he landed in the
road. Putnam’s eyes caught a glimme:
of horn-rimmed spectacles, -

“Yon sure cinched him, Chick!”
wlispered Bud Parkor.

*1 should smilol™ enswered Me
Chiew, : ) ]

He stood for a lo minute looking
vp and down the lonely, shadowy road,
and listening. All was silent aud still.

“I'm telling you, Bud,” said Mr.
Chev:, “that thiz hero game is pre, an

Putnam did not neced to be
Lo knew that
knocked scnse-

this side. I'll say I'd never have pulled
il off s0 casy on the other side.”

“You said it !” agrecd Bud,

“Jest piel” sald Mr. Chew with
salizfaction, “*And clam pie, st that,
Bud! I guess we might have had the

car here, with the engine running, and
nobody’d took no notice 1™

Bud grinned.

*You stick along here a few, Bud,
angd Il soon hiave the car along,” went
on My, Chew., “You'll bo ready to hop
i soon's I got the auto.”

“Suro " said Bud.

Tho fat gangster disappeared down
the road. Evidently the kidnappors had
a car concealed at a little distancs in
«omie retired spot. .

While Chick was gone to feteh 1t
Bud Parker remained with Putnam in
the shadow of the park fence, hiz prip
on the kidnaopped boy's arm.

And Putnam van Duck, unable to

epeak aloud, told himself silently that
gool from Goobeville for having shaken
off the faithful. too-faithful Poker Pike.
was not far away.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
& B lor' !” groaned Billy Bunter.

O He groancd not onee, but

Bunter's luck was out.
spiritz were down to zero.

Tv was a lovely April night, stars
g1immerm§ it the blue veult of the sky,
fleecy clouds; but the beauty of the
night was completely lost on the fat and

Bunter like the Ivish Emigrant in
the song, was sitting on a stile. It was,
vivich Wharton and Huvree Singh had
vaulted that day in giving the slip o

he was the world's prizo booh and the
Buk, as it happened, the faithful Poker
Poker Pike Pulls Trigger !
many times, -
he hour was late.
a silvor edge of moon peering from
forlorn Owl of Greyfriara.
in point of fact, the same stile over
Tue Macxer Lisrany.—No. 1,471
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Poker Pike. Bunter did not know that,
and would not have been interested had
he known: Bunter's fat thoughts were
concentrated on his own woes,

And his woes were very woeful,

To a very late hour he had haunted
Wharton Lodge, like a fat ghost vevisit-
ing the glimpses of the moon. Not till
tha last light in the last window had
gone oik had Bunter given up s wg}il;
then, at long last, had the fat Owl
tratled sorvowfully away.

That unspeakalile beast Harvy Whar-
ton might have placated that other stiil
More g nakah{u beast Colonel Wha-
ton had Bunter got a word with lLim--
but Dunter hadn't

It took Bunter a good hour to cover
a mile alonpg the lonely, starlit road,
ihen he spotted the stile and sat on it,

He had now been sitting on that stile
a long time.

e was tired ; he was lugubrious: and
e Lknow that tho last train would be
gone at Wimford Al that was left for
Bunter was to trail wearily into Wiw-
ford and knock up the nn.

Meanwhile, he rested Inas fat limbs
and groaned,

Bunter had often taken chiances—long
chances—ir making his arrangementy
for the school vacations. On thiz occa-
sion chance would havo favoured him
but for the unfortunate circumstance of
Colonel Wharton coming along while e
waa tolking to Van Puck. Cliance had
let him down—with a bump! It bhad
let him down more than once, but never
so severaly as now. He sat on the stile
more sadly and sorrowfully than ihe
Ivish Emigrant and groancd.

“Oh loe* 1" said Bunter, for
wmpteontl: time

“Bay, buddy. you smre do.sgueal a
lot 1" said & voice over his fat shoulder:
and the Owl of Greyiriars nearly
tumblegd off thio stile 1n his surprise.

“ Ooch I' he squeaked. )

He blinked round at a hickory face
under a rather grubby bowler hat, My,
Pike looked at S;lim with his usunal grim
SOYIONSNeES.

“1 reckoned it was you, buddy,” he
said. “I'll eay you're too wide to be
forgotten. I'll tell & man I'm glad Lo
meet up with yout”

Billy Bunter eyed him morosely. He
was not glad to meet up with Mr. Pike,
He did not care two straws about Mr.
Pilke.

“You silly ass!™ he said. “You made
me jump, barking in & fellow's ear hilke
that 1

“1 guess I'll make vou jump a few
more 1f you don’t put mo wise ! said
Mr. Pike gravely. * Don’t you figure on
beating it; I'm mentioning that I wank
you. You get me?

He put a leg over the stile and sat
beside Bunter.

The fai im:iﬂr blinked at him un.
casily, There was a cold and quiet
Liostility in My, Pike's manner that
made him apprehenszive. Btill, he was
not thinking of "beating®” it. Ia
would not have been of much uso in a
foot race with the wiry gunman if he
had been disposed to run—which he
wasn't !

“Yestorday,” went on Mr. Pike, “yon
was in that auto with :.'r.}unIg Van Duck.
You was one of the bunch ho was head.
ing for. I got you card-indexed, the
whole bunch of you. You was onue of
the crowd on the steamer, I guesa. Yep.
You was with him in the aute, though
1 reclion he drepped you way back,
I'm asking you to whisper where that
:,'muuf gink 13, You get me?"

“0Oh!” gasped Dunter.

“I hit two of the bunch, and ihey
tipped me inte & ditch,” remarked BMer.
ke, 1 figured on paping them home,

the

and they put 137 o getaway that left me
beat. 1 sure did lose them, lilkte I wax
a rural rube losing a roll on Broadway {
Surest thing you Enow. I been rubber-
ing avound ever sinco, and I'll say there
ain't much of this location I ain't rub-
bered over, looking round for some of
that buneli of guys. I found vou.
Surest thing you know! You're one of
the bunch. ou'ra telling mel You
don't want me to get busy and twi
that fat head off’'n your shouldera?
Nope " :

“Oh!” gasped Bunter, "Nol”

“Burest thing you know ¥ agr&ed Alr.
Pika. “But that's jest what I'm going
to do next if you don't spill the beans.
Cet me?” His 1oy elits of oyes glinted
at the fat Owl. “Where's voungy Vau
Duck? Don't tell me vou on’t know,
like them other guvs: that ain’t the
stuff I want. Shoot ™

“Oh!"” gasped Bunter. * 1 don't mind
tolling vou.  Sorve the checky beast
vight | Flo's at Wharton Lodgo.”

* Where'll that be?”

“It's Wharten's place—about a mile
from here, down the road.”  Buuter
pointed with a fat finger. * They're all
gone to bed hours ago.'’

“1 puess that cuts no ico.” The poa-
man slipped from the stile. "Gel oa
maove on, big boy,”

Bunter stared at him, : ;

“I'm not going there,” he said. “The
old fossil's teo joliv  shirty, unless
Wharton = )

“Pack it up 1 said Mr. Pike. " Malilwe
you've told me the truth, and meitle
vou ain’t. I ain’t one of them trusting
guys you read about 1n boolis. ¥ou'te
going to lead me to that shebang, ke
I was a small boy and you was my
loving nurse, by the hand. Surest thing
you know! And 1 ain't parting with
vou none till I got Putnam vwoder thesr

are eyes whay are looking at you, boi
FHump it [V '

“But, I say——_  Whooop I roared
Bunter, as Mr, Pike, grabbing him by
a fat nrm, hooked him off the stile.

Bunter landed in a heap.

“Ow! Wow I” ho roared.

"Want some more?” asked Mr. Pike.

“Owl Nol Wow "

Buonter scrambled to his feet.

He digd not want to walk a mile back
to Wharton Lodge; he had no hopo
whatever of boing regarded in & favour-
able light at that establishment 1f he

resented himself with s gunman who
Enn::lg.f,-d up the house in the middle of
the night.

But it was not a matter of choice. It
was not whet Bunter wanled, but what
Poler Pike wanted that mattered.

Grunting, tho fat Owl of the Remove
rolled along by the side of the wiry
Funman.

Possibly Mr. Pike was puzzled at
finding the fat schoolboy out of doors at
that late hour of the night on his lonely
own, but that did not interest him;
what interested him was that he had at
lazt found a guide to Putnam van Ducx
—and he did not mean fo lose that guide
till hie had ecinchicd the millionaire’s
clusive sofn.

Buntor grunted and groancd as ne
rolled wearily along. That mila back
to Wharton Lodge scemed to Lim
utiending.

“That's the place '™ he pasped at las=l,
as they came along by a tall park tence,
“Reep on and you'll ger to uw

g“t- X i ¥ LR
‘I Mg‘iwns: vou're keeping on, too!
sald Mr. Pilke; and Bunter groaned aid

kept om.

o was fon tired to run, even if he
could have dodged—and he lad no
chance of dodging the gunman’s keen,
watchinl eves.

(Continned on page 20.)
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In the Middle Watch !

QUADRON - LEADER  AKERS

S and Flhght-Lieutenant Ferris are

cast awny on & desert stretch of

land which has risen out of the

depths as the result of a huge tidal
wave,

After o servies of thrilling adventures
they meet more survivors, among whom
are Coles, Huck, and a negro named
Jim Crow, who have made a rich haul
looting stranded derclicts.

At long last, ships come to the rescue
of the castawayvs., Anxious to get clear
with their booty, Coles & Co., together
with the aid of Larsen, Crawley, and
Baines, seize the tugboat HRosa, over-
power the three ecamen aboard, and

make for the open sea, Running short
of coal, they anchor to replenish their
stock from one of the wrecks. During

the first watch Crawley and Baines plan
to double-cross the rest of the party and
skip with the booty.

When Jim roused Coles snd Huck
in the middle watch to take over guard,
ho had something to tell them.

“ Dem two guys, Baines and Crawley,”
he said, “have bin in de fo'c’sle more'n
an hour tonight wid de three scamen
I cain't see dg::,t it means anyting, but
it mught, so jest
skinnea !

Coles and Huck promised they would,

keep yore eyes

and leaving Jim to turn in, they
ascended to the bridge where t.hef.
lounged against the for'ard raoial,

smoking and talking in low, rumbling
tones. ; : : :

From an idle and fruitless discussion
as to what_ Daines and Crawley could
have wanted in the fo'c'sle, they passed
on to a roview of thelr own chances ot
metting away with the booty which they
and Jim had collected.

] reek'n we'll do it said Coles
confidently. “Jim asin't no fool, an’ if
us kin only git this cosling over without
bein' 5;::::-Ltec§ then we'll make Americe.”

“We got a mighty tough break,
picking like we did on a ship with
empty bunkers,” complained Huck.

“Wa suttinly did,” agreed Coles.
“But_thera was no other shép to plck
on. We might bave knowed, though,
that the bunkers of a craft like this
was hound to be low—"

He broke off suddenly, peering
throngh the darkness in the direction of
the to'c'sle.

“What'n heck’s that noize?’ he
demanded, as to their ears came a low,
long-drawn moan.

“Guy snoring,” volunteered IHuek.

“That ain’t 2 snore,” returned Coles.
“ Listen 1™

Vanse and rigid, they listemed with
straining ears, and again from the

fo'e’sle came a low groan. .
“There's somethin’® happened In
there,” said Coles decisively. " That

uy sounds as though he’s hurt bad.
ome on, we'd better investigate 1™
Drawing his sutomatic from his
pocket, and with finger croocked in
readiness  tound the trigger, Coles
descended the bridge ladder, and
followed by Huck, moved forward in
tha direcction of the unlighted fo'e'sle.

As they pearcd it, they heard the
groan again, and even the stolid and
unimagmative Huck could no longer
mistake 1t for snoring. It was the groan
of & man in mortal pan.

“What's happened in hyar?” de-
manded Ceoles roughly, coming to a
halt in the inky blackness of the fo'c'sle
doorway. :

No one answered, nothing stirred.
Taking a step forward, Coles began to
fumble for his matches in the pochet of
his recfer jmcket. Then suddenly he
tensed, conscious of & presence near him
in the darkness. He heard a soft step
beside him, a sharf intake of breath,
then before he could either cry out a
warning to Huck or leap aside, some-
thing descended with -E::rushm% force
on his skull and he sagged forward
at the knees to Ejmh a limp and uncon-
scious heap to the floor.

Simultaneously there came a muttered
word, & rush of feet, and Iluck was
borne back against tha bunks, rough
hands and pressing bodies mufflimg his
ery of zurprise and alarm.

Beoneath sheer weight of numbers he
went to the Hoor. A mateh flared,
ﬁiving him a momentary vision of

istorted  faces, then a boot crashed
sn.vaie!y against the side of his head

and he passed into black oblivien.

“Got "em|” smd the shaking voice
of Bames, ¥ Light that cursed lamp,
somebody 1

e M
e

- L o

Again o match fared into life, and
the fo'c’sle lamp was lighted, its aickly
tllumination disclosing Baines, Crawley,
the three tugboat hands, and the
huddled and prostrate forms of Coles
and Huck.

“Get 'em tied up before th{?' come
round,” ordered Crawley, straightenin
up from beside Coles, Wﬁﬂﬂﬂ gun he h
retrieved and slipped into his own
pocket. * Bweet, wasn't it, the way the
pair of em walkad into the trap®®

“You've said itt” grunted ono of the
three seamen, &s he helped his two com-
%urmkcm te eecurely truss Coles and

LUK,

“And now for the nigper.” eaid
Baines nervously, when Coles and Huck,
bound hand snd foot, had been uncere-
moniously flung on to separate bunks.
“I only hope the brute’s aslesp.”

“If he iso’t.there’s one or two of ‘us
going to get hurt,” said Crawley grimly.
“Lome on, and move as qulctly as you

can |

Pickin 1?3 a belaying-pin, he led the
way eoftly from the fo'c'sle,

I{Eﬂﬂ‘ﬂill the compenion ladder, the

fiva stealthily descended in single file,
Baines bringing up the rear,

The door of Jim's cabin was ajar, and
from inside there issued the sound of
full-bodied and hearty snoring.

“Aleeping  innercent as s child,”
whispered Crowley, with a grin. * Now,
listen ! This cabin's fitted with electrio
light like the others, ond the moment I
switch ou” we'll rush him.  Don’t give
him a chance. Let him have it as hard
as you can paste it into him. Are youm
ready i¥

Hizs companions assured him in
hoarse whispers that they were, and,
stealthily pushing open the cabin door,
the bare-footed Crawley stepped across
the threshold,

Holding his breath,
utmost ' caution, he groped for the
clectric light switch. As his fingera
fouched it and cloged on 1t ho took a
fresh piip on his belaying-pin,

Next nstant the cabin was fooded
with brolliant illummnation. With a
shout, Crawley leapt towards the bunk
on which Jim was slocping,

The shout awoke Jim, %ut before ho
could move, before he could stir, the

Tue Macxer Lisnary.—No, 1,471,
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belaying:-pin had descended with erush.
iy i:rrr.-u'un his skull.

%’it-h & moen, the negvo relaxed and
went limp. .

Jubilantly Crawley swung on his
¢ompanions.

“(ot him1” he cried. “That's the
three of 'em. Get him wod up ¥

Swiftly the three seamen set to wnﬂ:i
lashing ﬂim*u arms behind his back an
binding his i@s and ankles,

“And now,” said Crawley, when the
job had been completed to their satis-
faction, “the three of you had better
get nlong to the stokehole and see about
getting steam up, Thoro's enough coal
1t the bunkers to got us back to
Camelot.”

“Wait & minute,” growled ono of the
men, ““What about the loot? It's in
this cabin, isn't it1" .

“Yes, thero 1t fs,” ssid Crawley,
indicating the two bulging sacks at the
foot of Jim's bunk e

“Well, just to ba on the safe side,
said the other, “we're taking possessioh
of that s well as the ship.”

Crawley's eyes narrowed, and bis
hand moved towards the pocket in
which reposed the gun ho had taken
from Coles. ; _

“‘JI'."im::I stuff's all right here!” he
snapped,

"ﬁ%nh rniay beo,” returned the man,

*hut me and my two mates are going to
ut it where we can keep an eye on it
on've helped us to retake the ship,

mister, because you say you reckon tho

game's up and that you're bu}md to be
captured sconer or later. You'ro ﬁggﬁf-
ing on turning King's evidence. I don't

sap that nin't sonsible of you, As a

matter of fact, I think it is. But what

do say is wo ain’t trusting you

any——" ;

'?Nc-?” rasped Crawley. “Then stick
*em up 1™

As though by magic his gun had
appeared in his hand and was covering
the three seamen. | - Ny

"You sin't trusting me, ilu:nt vou 1
ha jeered, “Well, I wasn't expecting
vou to. That's why I've got thia dgl.m.

ake 2 move, just onc of you, and I'fl
blow your brains out!” .

He spoke out of tho corner of his
mouth to Bainea,

*Get loaded up with as much of that
awag as you can atow away about j‘ﬂu;"
he ordered. “Then Bl my pockets. I'll
look after theso mugs!” :

With an almost frantic haste Baines
got to work, stuffing his belt and
pockets with jowel-cases and rolls of
notes from tho sacks. Tt was only when
he could carry no more that he turned
his attention to Crawley, who waa still
keeping tho three seamen covered.

Taking carc not to get between the
men &nd the gnin, Baines proceeded to
evam Crawley's pockets full of the best
of the swag, until at length Crawley
brusquely callad a halt.

"’I&mt Il do!” he ana “ Put the
kev of the door in the lock outside 1”

Hastily erossing the Hoor, Baines
withdrew the key from the inside of the
door and thrust it into the lock on the
outside, ' :

“We're going now,” said Crawler,
addressing the threa seamen, *“and
we're taking tho precaution of lockin
you in. But if you do manage to kicl;
the door down before we get clear don't
come after us, or'll you'll get a bullet,
and I don’t moan mebbe 1*

Still keoping the men eovored, ho

an to back iowards the door.

Inder tho menacing threat of that
blue-black bLarrel the trio could de
nolhing save stand motionless.

THE MAGNET

It was when he had almost reached
the threshold that Crawley heard a slow
aund heavy step in the corridor outside,
heard Baines gasp, then heard the dec
and growling voice of Larson say behin

A

*What is happening in here?”

——TE——

Pursult !

RAWLEY halted, and for =a
moment he stoad rigid He
dare not turn his head, dare not
take his eyes from the three

seamen, and in his heart he was cursing
Larsen for this unlooked for and in-
ujJEl::rrtunu aPpeRrance.

“What are you doing, Crawley 1

Again the deep woice of Larsen
growled from the doorway, and this
timne thero was a suspicion 1n’it, which
niade Crawley hesitate no longor.

“Tell him, Baines," ho said, spoaking
over his shoulder, but still keeping the
threo nien covered.

“D'you apean—d'you
everything 1" §ul;l>e& Baines,

i “Yes, you fool!” snapped Crawley.

You know we were just going to his
cabin to tell him 1*

Bainca knew nothing of the sort.
What they had just been going to do
was, quit the ship, leaving Larsen to
look out for himself. But, that plan
having now bean frustrated by tho ap-

earance of Larsen, Baines took his cus
rom Crawley and clumsily procceded to
m:s_:irlmn what had happened.

“We kidded them threo follors into
he]g:mg us to take the ship, Larsen,” he
seitl.  *They thought we was going
back to—to Camelot with them to turn
King's evidence, but all we was after
was the loot—-"

. “¥es, and now we've got it we were
just coming to rouse you, Larsen,” cut
in Crawley. “We're clearing out with
as much of the stuff as we can carry,
and the only reason we didn't tell you
before was that we know you'd be no
uso in the serap what we've had with
the nigger and his two mates.”

“Don’t lie, Crawley ¥ said Larscn
harshly, "¥ou and Baines wers going
to qll;ﬂ'- like the dirty rats you are [”

: :nu’ru wrong. Larsen—"

. I'm not wrong 1” grated Larsen.

You were going without me. I know
the sort of snake you are, Crawley!
Yes, and you, Baines! I'll talk to you
later about this, when—when I'm
stronger. learn you to try to
double-cross & man like me, Crawley !”

*1 waan't trying to deuble-cross you,
Larsen,” reiterated Crawley. * Honest,
I woen't. Baines knows—"

" Baines is a3 i:u:g a lisr as yourself 1
rasped Larsen. “There's a pair of you,
and you haven't got an ounce of pluck
between yon. But I’'m coming with you,

mcan tell him

Crawley. You don’t get rid of me 2o
easily 17
“We want you to coms with us,

Larsen,” said Crawley with an effort.
“Lret hold of some swag, and we'll go.”

Not yet had he seen Larsen, for not
once had he taken his watchful gazo
from the three seamen whom he was
keeping ecovered: but now, as Larsen
limped slowly forward into the cabin,
rawley shot & swift glance ab him
from out the corner of his eyes.

Far from being a prepossessing sight
was Larsen, and fearful indeod must
Lave been the punishment he had taken
from Jim. His bearded faco was etill
swathed in bloodstained bandages, his
ennken cheeks were broised and dis-
coloured, and his bloodshot eyes were
puffed and swolien.

He walked with dragging, shufBing
step, and as he bent over the two sacks
to help himsolf to as much lost os he
eould carry Crawley saw that his hands,
raw and skinned. were shaking o
thm‘;;h with the ague.

“You lock in a pretty bad wav.
Larsen,” observed Crawley.

I'm not in so bad a way that |
oan't smash you, Crawley I” snarled
Larsen.

Crawley made no further comment,
but, waiting unti! Larsen had stufed
his pockets and belt as full as ha could,
he jerked his head im thoe dircetion of
the door.

“Get wp on deck and into the beat
with Baines,” he said, “I'll hold these
follers 1*

“Yeah, git goin', Larsen,” drawled
the weak voice of Jim Crow from the
bunk. *Git goin', case I gits dese ropes
locsened an’ whips you agin |”

o0 occupied had Crawley, Larsen
Bainca, and tho three scamen beeu
with their own affairs that they had
failed entirely to notico Jim's roturn to
consciousness, and his voico sturtled
them considerably,
h_Larsan wia.: the first to rméovnr from

15 momentary surprise, and, limpin
to the side of the Lunk, he stood Elmﬁ
ing down ‘at the T-grqh

¥oure awake, mgger,” he grated,
"nn-i'l"l’ru gob you juftgw ore fwant
you 1

With the words, he drove his elonclied
fist with_savago foreo down into Jin's
upturned face, bringing blood spouting
from squat nostrils' and thick lips,

t was as foul and cowsrdly n Llow
as conld well be imagined, and even
Crawley felt sickened al the vivious
brutality of it.

“That's enough, Larzen!” ho seid
sharply, as Larsen raised his fist to
strike again. “We've got no time to
waste on the nigger. Leave Lhim clone,
mﬂ ltllt?i go”

ut Larsen paid no heed. The
thrashing he had received from Jim had
ecarcd' his mind as deeply as his Lody,
and, with bruised and “bearded lips
asnarl, and hlnudslmﬁ eyves ablage with
hate, he drove his fist againt into the
upturned fage of the bound man.

“Btop him, Crawley 1" croaked Bainrea

fromn the doorway, and hin face was
gh;’.”“!"* "'Emp him, man!”
Lavsen ® — Crawley's  volce was

melallic—"1f yom do that again I'll
drop you!”

Larsen slowly tursed his head, his
blood-smeared fist wpraised to striko
0gALn,

“You'll drop me?” o anarled. * You
rat, you haven't got the pluek to
shaot 1"

With that he turned again to Jim,

*This time, ni{g r,” he said slowly —
and Baines shuddered at his voiee--
“I'm going to kill you!l I'm going lo
smash your face right int*

Then it was that the nearest seamnn
acted. Braving the menace of Craw-
ley’s gun, he leapt forward, and, seizing
Larsen’s upraised arm, whirled the man
round, angd drove his fist full inte the
Eun}'uisﬂd and bearded face,

Bimunltancously Crawlev’s gun  spat
lurid flame, but it was only to stop one
of the other seamen whe had vushed ab
him, Noxt instant he had leapt to lhe
door and was outside with Baines,
nlnrn_mmghalmt the door behind him and
turning the key in the lock.

“Come on, vou fooll” ha panted to
Baines; and together they dashed up
the ladder to the deck,

The boat was lying moored alongside
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nud, tumbling inte it they hurriedly
cast off. Then, scizing the oars, they
commonced to row frantically in tho
dhivection  of the shore and were
swallowead up in the night

Meanwhile, down in the ecabin, the
threo seatuen had overpowered Larsen,
and whilst two of them sat on him, the
thiredd was smazhing the lock of the door
by tho simple expedient of kicking
lnztaly at it with his heavy boot.

The overpowering of Larsen had not
bicen difficult, for-the man had Leen in
o shape for a Lght.

The lock of the cabin door yielding,
ropn waz soon procured, and, trussed
aarct bound, Larson was carried to his
eabin and Aung an to his bunk.

A ecouncil of war between the throe
seamen then followed, and, abandoning
any idea of going after Baines and
Uvawley, they decided to commence
getling steam up vight away with a
viow to zotting off as .soon as possibie
for Camclot,

“ After ell.” said one of them philo-
sophically, “we've got four of the
follers and muo=t of the loot. It's not
a bad haunl, all things considered !

After faking another look at their

captives, they desconded to the stoke-

hole and started to rake out the fres
amd get them going again.

Jim, lying on hiz bunk, his face
bruised and  swollen. was  thinking
desperately. He had recovercd some-
what from the nausea caused by
Larsen’s savage blows, and he realised
to the full the plumb awiful jam which
ha. Coles, and Huek were in,

Apart from having raided detelicts,
the three of them would now  find
themselves faced with the much more
serious charge of having seized a ship
sailing the high seas on its lawful
oreasions, That was piracy—a hanging
“matter.

Something had got to be done. decided
Jim. and done mighty gquick. Dut
what eould be done?  Bound amd help-
baze ps e was—and az ha guessod Coles
and Huck were--their chance of escap-
ing the gallows was nil,

“ Lordy. lordy,” he groaned, *this
chile am sure ponna swing!™

He lay quiet for a whﬁe. rathering
his strengthi  Then slowly, and with a
erim detormination, he 'I;u-gzr.n to expand
his mighty museles, stramming at  his
hands until the rope cut info his flesh.

His lungs were filled to na.ija.cil}': his
tieart  was  pounding  madly.  Bat,
ohlivions to evervthing save escape, he
sirained and stratned with a tervible
mitentness, wuntil at length  sheer ex-
hanstion caused him to relax and go
limp.

A while he lav, drawing great breaths
intoe his labouring -lungs; then tenfa-
tively he began to move his arms and
legs, testing the tightness of the rope
which Dound him.

As far as he could discover, 1t had
vielded mnot the fraction of an inch.
But nothing daunfed, he went to work
again, stramning at the homds until the
perspiration siavied out in beads on his
forchead and hi= great knotied muscles
formed his Black amd glistening  skin
into the semblance of moulded, quiver-
g iran.

But he bhad Leen tied by expert hands
aml the taut rope, cuthing deeper and
decper into his arms and legs, would
not vield, Time and again Jim  tried
to loosen it. but ot length, weak awnd
exhausted, ha relaxed and confessed
liimself beaten.

Well, it was fo he a hanging, thon.
He. Coles. and Huek wonld swing ro-
gether.  Perhaps Lavser wondd lwe wikh
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them, for.if Larzen had not been guilty
of vaiding derelicts, he had, at lcast,
beon In on the seizing of the Rosa.

And what about Crawley and Baines?
YWould they be caught? Almost certain
to be, sooner or later, reflected Jim,
The only chance of getting clear had
been to got the Bosa eccaled and put
to zea.

He had been a fool ever to have
hrought Lavsen into the game. And
Tarzen had n a fool ever to have
trusted Crawley and Baines.

“¥eah, I guess uzg 13 all vogucs to-
gether,” mused Jio—"all rogucs to-
gother '™
- A while he lax, staring up ot the low
criling of the cabin. Then, as strengih
slowly returned to him, he heaved him-
solf up on the pillow, and rasing bis
hoad, looked about him.

The cabin contained only a chair and
a small dressing-chest. ©On & heolk
behind the door hung oilskins and a
son'-wester, and on one wall was nailed
the dingv pictwre of a ship, "eut from
soma pericdical.

But it was tho dressing-chest which
held Jim's attentton. On it was & comb,
8 hairbrush, and o small cheap shavin
mirror. Long and earnestly Jim gaze
at that mivror. Then, suddenly swing-
ing hia bound feet to the floor, he
cartiously rose and straightened up.

It was all he could do at first to main-
tain hia Dalancee, but eventually he
began to find what, with grim humour,
he termed his “sea-laigs.” That done,
lie gproped behind him with his fngers,
and, after pulling the blankets to the
floor, he took & hop forward in the
direction of the dressing-chest and
swayed perilously.

He managed to: kee
however, and another hop ftock him a
few inches nearer the chest. Another
hop, and then another, and he began
to feel more confident. But it was slow
work, and he knew that at any moment
he might be disturbed by one of the
seamen coming to take & look at theo
prifoners.

The negro reached the choest without
mishap, however, and, leaning against
it, he picked up the shaving nuvror
with his tecth. 3till holding 1, he
turned away and commenced the return
journey io the heap of blankets lving
on the foor by the side of the bunk.

Reaching them, he dropped fo his
kneez: then, lowering his head, he
cavefully dropped the mirror so that it
lay face upwards. That done, he
shuffled forward ontil one knea was
pressing on the glass, Then, slowly and
deliberately, he exerted pressure with
his knee until thore came a sharp crack
ael ‘the glazs splintered into ploces,

Shuffling  backwards, Jim  surveyed
the broken fragments:; then, selecting
the piece he wanted, he bent hiz head
and picked it up with his teeth.
Laboriously he turned about, still on
hiz knees, and with the piece of broken
glass held tightly between his teeth,
her lowercd hiz head and inserted one
splintevod corner of the fragment into
the crack between the floorboards.

Now came onc of the most difficult
and delicate parts of Jim's task., He
could move his kneea slightly, and,
shuffling into position, he raised his
right knee an inch or =20 fram tho
ground and pressed it down on the glass,

his balance,

wedging it morve firmly belween  the
Noorbonrds.
tlis knee waz bleeding profuscly by

the time he had compléted the job to
hig satisfaction. But he paid no heed
to that as jubilanfly he stretehied hime
=olf out full length on the floor andd
lasran to work the rope which bound his
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arms up and down on the rough edge of
tho picee of glasa

Time end agsin he pauscd to strain
at his bonds, and thmoe and egein he
returned to his sawing. Then suddenly
he felt something give, and this time,
after he'd stretched his mighty muscles
to their utmpst and then rcelaxed, the
rope foll 1 ¥y away from gbout his
aring and he knew that they, at least,
were free.

It took the negro some minutes to dis-
entangle hig arms from the coils, but
he managed it at last. Then he set
fevermshly to work to nntia the knot of
the ropo which bound hiz legs,

When that was donc ha rose stiffly to
his feet and stood n» moment gingerly
massaging his bruised limbs and ankles.
Then, with ﬁnm and purpdseful stride,
he quitted the cabin, amd, bhounding up
the ladder, gained tho dedk.

He knew where he was going, knew
what he intended to do. Grﬂuin? the
deck to the port rail, ‘he stood for s
moment staring shorewards through the
greying light of early morning.

Next moment his arims Aashed up and
ha dived, his lithe, black body cleaving
tha water with searcely a ripplo, Then
with powerful strokes he struck out for
the beach.

The cold salt water refreshed him
probably wore than anything else could
havoe done, and by the time he had
reached Lthe beach was beginniog to
feel mare like his old self.

The negro gained the shore ncar
where Baines and Crawley had beached
the boat after their Hight from the
Hosa, and, making his way to the boat,
he scanned the firm sand for footprints.

Ho found them easily enough, two
peirs of tracks leading Sonthwards along
tho beach, and grmly he set off in
pursnit, walking swiftly with long,
raking stride.

He knew that it would take n fow
hours yet for the Rosa to get up steam,
and io the meantime he was determinod
to catch up with Baines and Crawley,
and, after relicving those two gents of
the booty they had stelen, give them
mmethinf; to remember him h%.

Not only had thoy ruined all his plans,
but they had cleared off with s good
part of the loot which he, Coles, and
Huck' had spent long and Iaborious
hours in wresting from the safes of
stratided ships, and for which they had
eventually risked not only their hberty
bk therr lives,

XK. then! Bames and Crawley
would find that treachery such as theirs
was o game which did not pay.

They were keeping to the heach,
obwiously because the going was easier
there than inland.

Like a black Nemesis, Jim stalked
znl::m]g-- their. trail, increasing his pace
until he was almost running.

Only onee did he stop, and that was
to pick up & long piece of séaweed
which he stripped until all that was left
was the tdugh and supple black stem—a
deadhy weapon im such hands as his,

Then on he went again, ft:-llnwingrtha
tell-tala footprints in fha sand. hat
Baines and Crawley would be hurrying,
he knew, but they had not had more
than an haur’a start ar the mest, and
they 'would be moving at nothing hike
the rate he was

The light was growing stronger now,
but there was no sign of his quarry
ahead, and eventuzlly Jim broke into
4 Fun.

{(fn na arcount, chum, mizg the con-
cluding chapters of thiz theill-packed

yarn, Yor'll find ‘em in nexé week's
grect  oalue-for-maney  issue  af  Lhe
MAGXET.

Tug Masser Lirsoy —No. L4TL
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HiS CUNMAN GUARDIANI

(Continued from poge 24,)

But suddenly those keen oyea left
Bunter, a3 if Poker Pike had totally
forgotien his fat oxistetecs,

o Billy Bunter's astonishment, the
gunman mede a sudden dart’ towarde the
higl fence at the side of the road,
pulling a pun from his pocket as he did

B0,

Bunter blinked after him blankly.

Ilic had seen nothing in the shadows,
hiz cyes not being so keen as Poker
Pika's,

Dunter did not kpoow that thero wera
{iwo shodowy Bgures crammed close to
the park palings in the shadows; that
o 51;1:1 his mrms bound, and that the
ollivr—a man in horn-rimmed spectacles
~wa3 holding him by the arm.

But Poker Pike knew. Ho had
spotied Bud Parker and his prisoner. .

It seemed like 8 mightmare to Bunter.

Ho saw the gunman dash seross the
toad, gun in hand; he heard & startled
voioe; and then peresived a moving
Bhadow by the fence—and then . came
flashes, siabbing the darkness, and the
voar of a firearm, With a squeak of
tevror, the fat Owl flung himself down
it the grass by the road. ]

Nobody heeded him. Poker Pike was
rushing down on Bud Parker, firing as
be rushed, eplashing lead along the
road and-tho fence.

Bunter lieard a yoll, and tho sound
of runoing feet. Louder soundod the
yoar of Poker Pike's automatic.

Bang, bang, bangt )

The tat Owl blinked round in terror.
Iu the starlight a man in horo-rimmed
gpectacles was running frantically up
t{m voad, with Poker Pike loosing off
Jead after him—bullets spattering up
the dust round him es he ran.

“0Oh erikey !" gasped Bunter.

A figure, gagged, with orms bound,
turched out of the shadow of the park
fence.

“Oh erikey | repcated Bunter, as he
rvecognised Putnam van Duck.

Bang! roared Mr. Pike's final shot.

Bud was gone. :

He had not waited for Chick Chow
to got back with the car. The arrival
of Mr. Pike. with his ready gun, had
guite altercd his plans. Never had
Mr. Parker made’ so prompt o get-
BWaAY.

He was gone; and Poker turned to
Putnam.

“8ay! I'll mention that you're my
antolope, with the hide an!" ho re-
marked. “I'll tell & man, I sin’t lesing
vou agin, you Putnam van Duck !

“Oh crikey 1’ said Bunter, for tho
third time.

Ho crawled to his feot,

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
All Right for Bunter !

NOCE, kuock!
ﬁ Wells, hali-dressed,

the door.

Colonel Wharton, in flowing
dressing-gown, looked down {from the
stairs ever tho banistera, .

Harry Wharton and Huvres Singh,
in pyjama3s, stared on either side of
him,

opencd

“Good gad ™ said the colonel.
“Great pip!" said the colonel’s
nephew,

And thdwNabob of Bhanipur mmr-
mured that tho great-pipfulbess was
terrific,

Wells almost fell down as Putnam
van Duck walked in, and, fellowing
him, came 8 wiry man with a hickory
face, with a grubby bowler hat screwad
down on his bullet head., And last,
but not least, came a fat youth with &
hopeful but uneasy blink behind his
big spectacles.

“What ! gasped Colonel Wharton.

. “I'H say I'm sure sorry to wake the
whola caboodle ! s=aid Putnam . van
Dock. "I ain't jest been out for a
leetlo pascar this time of . the night.
Chick got me out of o window.”

'T| GM Hﬂd lr:r

“And Pike blew along and got busy
with his pat, and here I am again,”
said Putnem. "I guess Chick's  side-
kicker has gone t& tell Chick to call
again. He sure has fallen down on it
this tirme. Now, eir, if you've had
enotgh trouble to my tally, I'll sure
beat it pronte.”

“ Nongense '’ gasped Colonel Whar-
fon. “You will go back to bed, and
evoery precaution shall be taken m

*1 puess Poker's precaution enough,
sir,” grinned Van Duck. "I got to
tell you, eir, that this gur iz the galoot
my popper put to keep tabs on mw,
and he won't guit.”

“Not so's you'd notice it,”’ remarked
Poker Piks siolidly,

Slawly it seemed to occur to Mr
Pike that he was indoors in an estob-
lishment different from the *joints ™
to which he was accustomed, end he
removed his hat.

x 'i’ﬂur—{nur gunrdian can be accom-
modated here, my boy,” said the
colenel. “Certainly he shall stay,”

“Burest thing you know,” remarked
Mr. Pike calmly.

“Wells, you will sae—""

“Clortainly, sir I gasped Wells,

“T asay, you fellows——"

“Who is_that? rapped tho colonel,
starimg at Bunter grimly.

“That fat guy Emught Pike along,
jest in time to catch Bud Parker befors
Chick came back with the aute,” said

“But I sure don't know why
You want

Putnam. _

he blew in here on my taild

anything—you, Bunter?"
fi0h, reslly, Van Duck—"

“T'll mention that the butler gur’s
waiting to shut the door, :,;ou’ra on
the wrong side of it," rked Van
Dck.

“Beast! I say, you fellows!™ Bunter
blinked up at the two juniors, irmmng
down from tho stairs. 1 sav, I've lost
my train, and—and—I mean, I came
back to—to—to save that beast from
tho other beast.™ _

“Wells, Master Bunter will stay the
night,” grunted the colonel

“¥Yee, sir.”

Wells closed the door. :

Bunter was on the safe eido of it
Fortune, after all, had smiled on the
fat Owl of the Remove, Colonel Whar-
ton. perhaps, fancied that he was
going on the morrow. Bunier fancied
that he wasn't. And Bunter was right
—he didn't.

L L] L] L] a L

What Chick Chew thought and said
when, coming back with the car for the
kidnapped mullionaire’s son, he et his
cuuf&cﬁ:i‘&te in frantic flight, was not
known at Wharten Ledge. _

Probably what Mr., Chew said was
something very cmphatic.

Anyhow he had, as Putnam put it,

and
TOMma

fallen down on his cnterprise, No
doubt he was going to iry again—it
being & matter of personal and pro-

fessional pride with Mr. Chew not to
register Jdefeat. Aware of that, Put
nam van Duck quite throw down the
idea of parting with his gunman
guardian, and made up his mind to
tolerate Mr, Pike and his gun.

“I guess I got to chew on Poker.”
he told Harry Wharton, “JT pucss Pop

was right. Poler's tho guy to put paid
to Chick. I got to chew on that guy
for keeps."

HBut at Oreviriars—" said Hm:r:t'.
“When yvou come to the school—'

“T'll eay Poker'll confe, too”

“Oh. my hat 1" said Harry.

IHa chuckled at the idea of the gun
man at Greyfriars, keeping “tabs ™ on
g new fellow in the Remove. There
vas no doubt that Poker FPike and
his gun would cause rother a sensation
at Grexfriars. It made the new term
unususlly intercsting in look forward
to.

IEE ExD.
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THE HIKING
HEADMASTER !

By DICKY NUGENT

“Tm jolly glad we've
laft the Headg behind 1 ™
grinned Jack Jolly, az he
and his tram down
to the gates of Goneral
Jolly's manshun one bright
Rpring mam.i%g, And
Merry and right and
Fearlesa chimed with a
harty :

* Hear, hear 1 **

*We pot ennff of the old
fopoy at skool, without
having to put up with him
on hollerday, too! " added
the kaptin of the Fourth.
* Like his cheek to invite
himself to my pater's
ploee 1

" Lot's hoap he's
the time we El‘- gﬁk P?:
vhuckled Fra Fearless.
“ In any case, I'm looki
forward to & cupple of daya
hikifng—not to menshun t
search we're going to make
for that missing bar of ?n'lh:i
that fall out of an airoplane
reraewhers over this part of
the country last week !
Woy't it be & bit of luck for
ut i wo find it and get the
hundred pounds reward T ™

" Yea, rather!

" Hupdred guid or not,
it's a releef to be away from
the Head 1 " grinned Merry.
*We can—oh I

He broke off with & gasp
of serprize.  Right in front
of the Bt. Eam's juniors was
the very man he was talkin

nbhout—Ftoctor Birchermall,
of 8. Bem'a! That alone
wag serprizing enuff; but

what wos still more sor-
prizing was the Head's
vopstraprdinary attitude,

resgod in hiker's clobber,
Lo was crawling obout on
all fours, nibbling the grass
peRr the Eﬂtﬂa; and, a4 if
that wasn't puzzling couff,
hie was wearing round hiz
neck o chain, the other end
uf which waa tied to o stake
i th:}: ground t

* My hat 1" gasped Jeck
Jolly,  ** He's set the billy-
upat free and chained him-
selfup in ita place ! What'a
the idea 7 ™

At that moment, Dootor
Birchemall  spotted the
juniors and beckoned them
over. Jaok Jolly & Co.
obeved the summons with
alackrity. They were
awlully anxions to find oub
1he meanin
amazing behaviour,

¥ Good-morning,
1hey corpased.

A look of fear came into
ihe Head's greenish oyos.

T

of the Head's | his

outeide the gates, wait.
ing to serve mo with a
writ for nan-payment of
inecome-tacks '

T3 FEI-'W I- 55

“ I threw them off the
geent last mite, but when
I got up early this morn.
ing, hoaping to hike my way
te freedom, it was only to
find them waiting ontside
for me | Luskily, I had this
branewave,” said the Head,
with a feint mmile, |
decided to talkeo the place of
the billy-goat so as to be
near the gates ! Now I am
waiting for them to go up
to the houss., As soon as
tbey do =0, of corse, vou
won't see me for duast !
Not so dusty, ch 1 ™
" Grate pip!  Wouldn't
it be simpler to pay vour
income-tacks 1 ** asked
Frank Fearless.

“ Unflorchunitly, Fear-
leas, I haven't the needful,
of I would? I asked
Gemeral Jolly for & loan;
but he's a8 mean ea they
make ‘emo, and—""
thTha“Fmdfimka off, as

@ rattling o aounded
from the direction of the

gates.

* Lotke, ihe
keoper, is létting them in,
sir,” grinned Jack Jolly.
“You'd better start nib-
bling the gross again, if you
don't want
them to be sus-
pishus 1 " ;

“Thanks, —_ —
Ju'lg; Twill b eaem
And the Head :
started makin
o pretence o
chewing up
tulis of aas
mith an pir of
mI}am

t was roeplly ger
how elossly IIIIthﬂ. "

lodge.

distpnce. Frobably it was
his lean, &nﬁuiﬂr figger and
beard that did it.  What-
over the lanation, he
hovdwinked the two "teca
all right, and they walled
up the drive to the house
without giving him a second
glance.

The moment they were |

out of site, tha
Head flung off
iz chain and
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o bit thick, they refleckted, But Nemmyris was on, 'tecs arvived, and & a) " M-m-anmy Leti?
io have the Head piled on to | the Head's tmgk. Evon as | cupple of jiffieca Doctor " Well, o ali ihe luck 1 ”r FOOD FOR THOUGHT
thein like this just when {Jack Jolly finished speak- | Birchemall was oliinbing up | ejackulated Frank Fearlaas,

they were fondly irnagining

they had escaped
Kklutehes ! But they
couldn't very well argew

thae, toss with such an im-
portant personage as Dod-
tor Birchemsll, so the
relucktantly fell in wi
him—hoaping  that it
wouldn't be lomg before
they all el out !

Tt was apon pretty ob-
vigus that it was going to
be no plexzure jaunt =o far
ags the Head wag conserned.
The thought of the ‘tecs
who were after him seemed
io inspire his feet and the
juniors found that they
wore going to get ne oppor-
tunity of searching for the
missing har of gold on
which they had set their
harts, At Bt. Sam's,
Doctor  Birchemall was
used to weelding the birch,
g0 perhaps it was not sere
prizing now to fGnd him
settinig a spanking pace !

Alile after mile flashed by

under his tiveless ninca, {ill
Joack Jolly & Co. wondered
when he w.« going to stop,
““If we go on like this,™
muttered Merry, *f our legs
will be worn Lo stu and
wo ghall all have bats in the
betlry 1™
S I'm sorey thoso “teca
didn't bowl him out, and I
only hoap he'll soonm be
ﬂau%:ht. 1" mermered Jolly.
It’s not kricket ! "

ing, the fewrious tooting of

his | & motor-horn in the distance

annownesd the a ach of
aen ortomobele, Dipetor
Birchemsall stopped and

fianuad over his shoulder
ike A startied fawm. Then
he gove a horse cry of fear,

" Quidk, boyat  It's the

1]-13?1!'!

ack Jolly & Co. loaked
back: and when they
reckernised the same two
'tocs they had last seen
walking up the drive to
Genernl Jolly'a manshun,
they felt aa though a new

hoap had dawned in their
lives |

“ They're only just in
time 1" pgrinned Frank
Fearlegs, a8 he hig
perspiring hrow, * An.-

other five minnites and we
ghould all have boen turned
into gresse-spots ! ™
“Don*t be sslfish, Fear-
less | ** wimpered the Head,
who waa dancing about like

& ¢at on hot brix, * Can't
you think of
somme way to
hide ma 7'

" Btand aob
the oross-romds
with your arms
up, &ir," suj-
jeated J
Jolly. "' Per-
hapsa they']1
mistake vou f]ur
& pignpost |

“ Ha, ba, ba 1"

“ What nbout ¢1in1bin;§
1 iutﬁnﬂhmtl iree, gr 1’
as ight, pointing to a
tree at t-hg B:Edﬂpzf t-l?ztgruad.

The Head looked at it,
thon nodded ﬂa.geri%

Y Good wheeze, Bright !
Iwill! Bunk me up, some
of you!"

Jolly and Bright gave the
Head a helping d to Lif

him into the trese before tho

amongst the bronches wi
the agility of a monbey.
And then, just aa .he
datectives’ car raced up on
t%? aela]n. o egg;tmnﬁnhﬂ' -Q:
thi i ppened, £
ah:flﬁng the tree, the H:ad
dislodged a brick thut v:ns
lying on one of the wner
branches. The bri W
and hit himn on the n. g
and the Hend overbald o .
An instant later, ho pitehed
downwards, to slights b
& fearful wallop om’ 'ime
heads of the two "tees |

Bang! Crash! Wallop!

. Yaroooopoo !

* Ow-wow-ow "

Somehow or other, .he
driver mannidged to Wing
the car to o stop and :he
‘teea tuyned round to the
back, where the Head liad
coma to rest.

To their uwitor dieboneslz-
ment, they [found o Jm
hugging the brick that had
consed his downfall and
prinmung all over his digl £

* Good-morniog, } .
men " cried Doctor Bishe-
emall, cheerfully. “Ivn't
trubble to sorve that vuit
ol Mo Now. f vor'Hl
kindly drive me to the
nearcat perlice-station, I'l
settle my income-tacks i.nd
dispose of the whole
matter !

“ What the dickeps— —*

The Head held ap he
brick aund Jeck Jollr & Uo.
jumped, as thoy saw that it
wad of 8 pekubior yellowish
culler. G

I E&s huﬁl:ﬂi dl.}.riu‘l: _'.'l{.’
prinmed the Head, _ U It
happens to De the bar of
gold that dropped out of
that airoplane lash we:ls !
The finder iz to roceeve a
veward of o hundved ponads
—and the finder happmi: to
e mmyself ! Compray | "

jumped io his
oot

“Worked ko
f charm ! ho
grinned. * Now

* Not go loud, you vung [ for  my £-
idjute, or they'll h:;:tar 1:':'"E hg Bway! .ﬁc
wispored, * Lissen, boys: | ¥ou pgoing
I'minafix. Iammnot,osjhiking too, A -
vou mite auapect, eeting the hﬁz'r:ﬂ&}' ] : o AR 3
oot -3, S pater Todd could hardly believe The crew of the herring drifter T s for &
My hat! What ARE } but . his ears when he Beard Bunter which ran asbore At Pege By Emﬂimuhﬁr’s Y
you doing, then, airf Eggsollent! gay be did not lke toffee—till were in & sorry plight, until Tomn apalysls when bowling agabst
; am adopting- the | We cun all yo Bunter added onless it had plenty Redwing of plo the Upper Pourth in tha Hest
zniss of & goat—a distine- | together ! This ol sugar in k. Dutlon, who was swam out with & lifle-line. Red» Form maich of the samsn.
tion with a difference ! ™ | way!" making tofee over the sindy fire, wing was brought vp by the mea, v explained that his. men
riplicd the Head sl Tark Jollv & did nopt hear Bunier. If he and many of his leisure hours ate practice—but EBob Chexy
yoveel the truth, boys, |Co. inwardly ﬂfﬂtﬁ bt f‘*; 'igfi'iﬂ let the & : apent by it &E;’""“ﬁ was quite :weﬂtmt o Bas never sian
there are (wo delectives!sronnped, It waz i e » fime 2] .nmﬁ H“EIM“E: m}

"“We were aftcr that our-
galves, air 1

“ Borry, and all that!”
larfed Doetor Birchemall.
" Are you ready, officers ?
Then drive on | Ta-ta,
baoys ! See you next
term 1 '

And a fow sceonds later
the Head was being driven
away to recesve his reward !

U Well, it's a pity we
didn't bag that gold,” ro-
marked Jack Jolly, as he
and bis pals tramped off
down the Inne. * Bat
thero's ono good feetcher
about it, Now the Head's
in funds, we shan’t sco any-
thing more of him this
hollerday.™ :

And when . they thought
it over, the Co. decided that
after all it was worth every
poenny of a hundred pounda
to be released for the rest of
the vack. from the dewbions
delights of Doctor Birch-
cmall's company 1

=

HE'LL. RAISE THE
ROOF OVER THIS !

Ogilvy, who basn't &

s ponny of the pmmds hig
unecla gave him last nonth,
failed in a recent singing
test because ho didn't
breathe deeply,

Yot ho soems to be able
4o hang on to Lis nots all
right !

e S i e e TR R——T

FRIZES FOR
PEA-SHOOTING

H. Vernon-Smith offers
Fivo Free Feods to the Bve
gportsmen gcoring the best
hits from Remeove study
| windows next weel, Points
aworded for seniovity of
wictim gnd position of slot,
Top seare it you hit & Beak
on tho hoka

was A ohestnut=frea on

Cammon g0 widespread it would
the Bemove excppt

Bunter, “ 'W. & B." wmi an-
m_ Bunter {1 cerininly an
but the giant chesinnt

tres beals him by several Ieet in
girth., The only “ living * thing

ghelter all

that doesr, says Smithy ]

Grins
PETER TODD

‘Lonzy has recenily be-
come intereated in ihe
theory that man ia des-

with & view td studying the
theory, ha has heen spend-
ing half his holiday ot the
Zog. I went along with
himm myself the other day
pnd I must eey I found
plenty of food for thought.

place more than a couple of
minutes before I exclaimed :
* ¥What on earth is Skinner
of the Remove doing in that
caga over there 7' It gave
me & sovers jolt when
"Lonzy told me that it was
not Bkinner but a wolf !

One oxhibut T could have
sworn was Coker. Only
the sign outside ils cage
econvineed wmwo  otherwise,
It was g grizely-beay,

Then there was a camcl
in the grounds that looked
the Living Loage of Fishor
T. Fizh, and a sea.lion that
brought Mr. Prout to mind
in a Jiffy.

" Longy, old sport,” 1
paid, g8 I rejouncd oy
cousin ; ** there's not mue
doubt ohout the truth of
your idea that men aro
related to animals——""

Then IIhmlga off wiﬂnl a
asp, ag L woke 11:{: to tho
%&ﬂtr that I was ing not
to 'Lonzy Lut to an ostrich
that looked exactly like

him ! And—would vou
beliave it f—szome of Lheo

When Vernon-8mith said e
CounrtBald

keepers had got similaly

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

down & coal mine, and was
te help when & miner was

lated.

eended from animal and,

I hadn't been inside the %

ites how, on his last wisit to his
home in Lancashire, he went

h;lhﬂnlmﬁ. Linley dragged to win th
off & heavy besm which had

fallen From the roof on to the
man, and was warmly congeati-

AT THE ZOO!

m——
apTmiHlS

mixed up and were trying
to shco "Lonzy into o cage
under the hnpression that
he was an ostrich !

M yves, thora's food for
thought at the Zeoo right
enough.  Trot along and
ses  for  yourself, dear
reader ; But take ideatitica.
tion papers wilh you! |

(e can't help suspecting
that Peler i Irﬁing ‘::r gl
our leqs ; bub secing what an
old pal ke 15, we're prinfing
At yarn just e sanie —
Ep.}

IT'S MORE THAN
HOSKINS DOES!

A correspondent teolls us
that when Hobson of the
Shell made & specch at the
last miceting of the Sendor
Dobating Sociely, be struck
expetly the night noto.

Hoaking, tho Shall pranist,
bs preen with cuvy !

HOLIDAY

ROUTINE

AT BUNTER COURT!

By BOB CHERRY

Cheery old Bunter has
ust been telling mo what
iappens at Buoter Court
at holiday time. Bo

aether round, ye Bunter
fana, and listen to the
dope, just na [ get it
straight from the horse's
mouth !

Breaklast is served by
Hodgkinson, ithe butler,
and the eightecn footmen
in the luncheon-room or
in nny of the gueats® ffty

bed-rooms if the puests
wish it. '[he best plate is
slways used—solid plat-

inum, st with diamonds,
Tho servants have to be
content with the worat—
mere silver plate,

After brekker, micsts
are wheeled in bathehairs
to the terrace by Pc-n:égkin-
gon the butler a the
forty footmen. There
they take _their chowe of
the wvarious amusements
prepared for their
pleasars. There i3 a
gtring of hunters for those
who wvearn for a gallo
througl: Bunter Park, an
tennis, golf and cricket
champions to lplnz.' with
those who feal like ad.
journing to tho vfrivam
courts, eourse and pitch
reapectively.

unch is served in the

evening banguoting.-hall
by inson snd the
sixty-five footmen. ‘Lhe
best nlate is again used —
solid ailver, studded with
ameralds. The servants
use the worst—mere
platinum.

The uafternoon i3 set
aside for rest, in any of
the seveniydfive purcets’
bed -rooms. Dinner is
gcrved in the lupcheon.
reom by Dodphinson and
the huodred-and-twenty
footmen. Again the best
plate is need —solid gold,
scb with eapphires. The
gervants use the worst—
mero silver, studded with
ruhies,

Bupper, DBunler men.
tioned, in & moment of
absent-mindedness,  is
taken sitting on o pair of
steps in the kitchenctts.

t may sitrike you that
thero are ono or two con.
tradictions in this account
of the routine at Bunter
Court, but you must
oxcuse Bunter for being e
little vague; he hasn't
vimted this  aneesiral
home of his just Iately.

In fact, there are strong

rounda for thinking that

10 never has vigited it—
except in his fob though
brillinut imagination !

PREPARING for SUMMER
at GREYFRIARS

By BOB CHERRY

If vou imagine tlat
Ureyiriars 13 completely
agleep  this wvae., loda,
you're making a hig mis.
take! I had a look in
the other day Lo ecollect
some lut I'd forgotten to
bring away and CAn
assure vou thicre's plenty
poing on !

What 13 making things
raove ot Greviriars is the
near approach of Bummer.

Some of yon chups
would get an eve-opener
1o see what a
hive of activity
our playing-

abla
huart

&l

boxing tournament. Close Anighes
weérs the role, Bob Cherry
defeating Tom Brown in tha
8  championship for
England. Runpers-ap were Tom -
Brown (New Zealand). D

{South Africa). and Horres BiDg
Murky * glowed !? | (Indi

fielhds  presont
juzt How.
imble and o
small army of
aggiatnntd  Are
working lika
"Trojans to get
the i

trim ; and if
11-i'ﬁ don't start
the sesson
Removites represented tha conn- . 5
tries o! their birth in a jonior wilhh  pitches

that are o jo
to play on, it
won't be fur
want of elbow.
grease on thew
part !
Woodwork in

fioa

turf injHP

overy part of the Sclhool
House is being adorned
with & mnew coat of
pamf, two hard courts
wre being laid down be.
yond Little Side and the
cinder - track is  being
renewed for Nports Doy
There’s another kind of
activity going on, too,
Several mastora have al.
ready returned from their
holidays to prepare special
ayllabuses yendy for the

examanext July., Notso
good, el ?

Ah, well!  We cant
expect o geb  the

plEnam'-Ea of "the Bummer
l'erm without deing our
gquote of work. A eertain
smount of swot I8 &
UeCessary evil ; and I, for
one, don't mind it when J
think of the glorious
pgpect of fun und sport
m the soushiue that goce
witls it.

INCREDIBLE!

Snoop claims to be able
to supply “inside™ in-
formation on nearly
ceverything. Weean
hordly beliove it—know-
ing what a completo
r oulsider 2 he is!




