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THE DAILY ROUND.
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There are many sad and weary
In this pleasant world of ours
CGroaning over Euclid’s theory,
Swotting it for hours and hours.
Shame upon a cad so dirty
As old Enelid! (Howls of rage!)

I'll be bald before I'm tlucty—
If T ever reach that age!

e — 1

Tour of Terror!

Flying like a fearful phaniom,
Colter comes down Friardale Lane;

Farmer Piker's special bantam
Joins the growing roll of slain.

In a cloud of feathers tangled,
Coker's motor-bike roars an,

While a corpse, grotesquely mangled,
Tells of one more chicken gone.

Courtfeld Qommon, in the disiance,
Soon hears many a startled groan;
Coker stops the short existenoe
Of o rabbit (name unknownoh.
QOn its back 8 geat 1s lying,
Gazing blankly at the skv,
While a mangled pig is sighing
For the safety of iis sty.

Courifield staggers back with wonder.
Has an earthquake come at last?
There's 2 sudden roar of thunder;
Ten close shaves, and Coker's passed !
In the Redeliffi Road he stretehes
Six small fowls among the wreckod,
Whila the farmers—szensclezs wroetches—
Try to stop him and object !

Tarmer Cobbett’s sheep are seattered,
Leaving casnalties and slain:
While a denkey, badly battered,
Hapes he'll meet ihat Lthing again !
Then at last the tour 15 ended
In a duckpond, decp and cool;
And the hike, which ean't be mended,
Coker pushes back {0 schonol |

10.45 a.m. Mathematics.

(<)
Larry Lascelles takes mathematics,
And we glways have to swot;
There are screws looss 10 our atfics
As we wrestlo with the rot,
Z 2 A plus X—0h heaven !—
& B squared hy H 2 0,
Multiply the suni by seven,
And your hair's as whiic as snow.

()

Yet we worry out the answer
If we stick it long enough,
Larry doesn’t care for “Can’t, sir
He will grimly answer, ' Btuff [
Though we make excuses lamely,
He inspires us with his plan—
That the chaps who stick it gamely
Find “1 can't ! becomes “ [ can ™

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

FRANK NUGENT,
Wharton’s Chum in Study No. 1.

N is for NUGENT—TIrank—

A fellow who's in ' the front rank.

He's Wharton's best chum, as you know,
Let’s hope he will alweys be so0;

For Frank is as straighl as a die;

A chap oh whom one can rely

To stick to his guns and be true
Whatever the others may do.

He'a only one weakness, in fact—

His minor, who might have been sacked
If Frank hadn’t kept a sharp ¢ye

On Dicky’s misdoingz. But why

Heo thinks the young rogue iz g0 good
Has never been guite understood,

But, Dicky apart, he's a5 sound

As any gpood chap can be found.

When Inky saw Coker on hiz motor-
bike lie turned pale with fright. Pale
black, ef course.

- L] ¥ " L] [
A fatheaded fellow named Gwynne
Can play the piane aud grin.
Becanse, it appears,
He has plugs in his ears
To keep out the tevrible din !
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IT DOESN'T SEEM POSSIBLE

Thiz week, by way of o change, what
about a fow puzzles.of ihe * 1t doesn’t
seem possible " kind ?

. Two office-boys, Brown and Smith,
Joined & firm at an annual salavy of
£50, payable half-yearly, with a ycarly
rise of £10. Smith said he didu’t want
a riso of £10 a year; he'd rather have
£2 10= 0d. every half-year, The boss
naturally jumped at 1t.

And in five years he was already
£12 10=. 0d. up on Brown, and still going
strong, It docsn’t seem possible, but
wark 1t out for yourselves,

{Once Brown asked the boss for o day
off ; and the boss veplied: “You work
B hours per day—that 15, just one-third
of & day. Let's sea how much work you
do in & year. Bince thia is leap year,
we'll take one-third of 366 days—that is,
vou work 122 days per year. You have
52 Bundavs and 52 Saturdays off; =0
104 from 122 leaves 18 days. You have
a fortnight's holiday, which leaves 4
days. You have 4 Bank Holidays, which
leaves O dayvs, 1 fact, yan do no work
at alll Geod-morning 1"

sEARNdnadEisannkErhandbhindddan
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It doesn’t secm possible.
the catch

There’s an island between England
and France which 13 farther from
England than England is from France.
It doesn’t seem peoszsible; but Guornsey
12 80 miles from Fugland, and England
{at the Btrails of Dover) is only 21 miles
from France.

But whero's

There were sever apple-women in onn
street.  The first had 20 apples, the
sccond 40, the otheis 00, 80, 100, 124
and 140 respectively. Each sold all
her apples at the some price as the
rest, and each received the samo
amount of money.

It doesn't scem possible, but thore’s
a cateh in it. They each sold the apples
at 10 & 1ld., but charged 3d. cach for
the odd onecs left oves Aund cach,
therefore, made 1s, 8.



NOT WANTED IN TEXAS|

Vernon-Smith has been warned by his enemies not to set foot in

the cow couniry where his millionaire father has vecently purchased a ranch. But fear has
Together with his school-fellows from Greyfriars—with
** over the party—he’s keener than ever to gef—

been left out of the Bounder’s composition,
burly Buckskin Bill, cow-puncher, ** riding he

I .-—-nl-

As the Greyfriars juniors gazed into the shop window they saw, reflected in the glass, the hard,
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cold face of Two-gun Sanders, the gunman from Texas !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bed for Bunter !

i OLL out, Bunter !
R & 'E-hﬂ!l‘t p

Billy Bunter's auswer was

_ short, if not sweet.

Biunler was indignant.

Hie sat up in bed in his room on the
reventeenth floor of the Manhatlan
Hotel, in New Yeork, jammed lis spec-
tacles one his fat litile nose, and blinked
ak the five fellows in the doorway with
an avgry and indignant blink.

It was only nine o'cleck in the
morning !

At Greyfriars School, cerlainly, Dilly
Bunter would have turned out nuch
carlier than that, when the vising-bell
clanged 1 the dewy morn.

Bt he was far from Greyiviars School
now-—three thousand miles away from
i, in fact.

Billy Bunler did not think much of
New York. As s maticr of taste, he
preferced Marvgato, e disliked clevated
vatlvoads. Ele had a e¢rick in his fat
neck from looking up at’ skvserapers.
ile was willing to walk round and =ce
ilio sightsz—such as they were. But he
was ‘not poing to turn out ab the uep-
carthly hour of nino for that purpose.
1f a holiday meant anything, it meant
that a fellow could get up when he
liked. Bunter was Eﬂing to %Et up when
he liked—when he jolly well liked !

The Famous Five of the Greyfriars
Remove looked wvery merry and bright
ithat norning. Bright April sunshine
streamed down on the great eily of

Mauhaitian Island—sao far as the cliff-
like buildings allowed it to do so. It
was only their second day in New York,
and the next thoy were taking the cars
for the wild soulth-west. Harry
Wharton & Co, wanted td pack all they
could into their brief stay in New York,
But they did not want to leave Bunter
out, 5o -there they were, waking himn
from a happy nap !

“Woe're just starting, Bunter,’
Ilarey Wharlon.

“Srart, and be blowed I answored
Ennber.

“{lan't waitl” said Jolinny Bull,

i ]

said

A Thrill-Packed Story of Wild

West Adventure, Starring

HARRY WHARTON & CO,,
of GREYFRIARS.

“Whe's askivg vou to wark ¥

“Don't youn want to see New York ™
peled Frank Nugont.

“I zaw ik yestorday.™

“Oh, my hat!” cjaculated DBob
Clierry. " You can't see New York in
a day, DBunler. ¥Even an American
couldn't do that, Get a move on, old
fat roan ™

Hshan't [

“Look here, you fal ass——"
Llavry Wharton.

“&hut that door 1"

said

“Alr. Buck's wailing for us down-
staipe—"

"Lt him wait !’

“My esteerned idiolic Bunler ! mur-
tmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“Will vou shut that door?™

“Well, it's & free country,” said Bob
Jherty. “If Bunter prefers a bedside
view of New York, no reason why he

slhiouldn't have his wavy., Good-bye,
Danter 17 : :
#If yvou fcllows are going out without

L]

me—=" znovted Bunter.

“Turn out, then, vou fat slacker!”
growled Johnny Ball.

“You cancall mo again at len, Now,
shut that door, and shut up "

AL wiiceh the chums of the Greviriars
Lemove smiled. ” They were not really
likelv to spend the next hour sitting
ghout the hotel, waiting for Billy
Bunter to turn out at ten o'clock.

“Well, we're going, fathoad!” saicd
Ilarery Wharton., " Mr. Buck's waiting,
and Bmithy's waiting, and—"

“I'm getiing up at ten,” said Bunter.
“1 shan't be long over brekker when
1I'm up—perhaps an hour. I'll be ready
io start at eleven. I'll make a point of
ihat if you fellows want to start oui
early, 1 hope I'm considerate. Now
shut up and let a fellow snooze 17

Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder
of Greyiriars, camo up the corridor
from tho lift. He had been waiting
downstairs in the foyer for the rest of
the party—not patiently. Now he had
sliot up in the olevator to inguire what
ihe dickens they were dawdling for.
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“You fellows coming?" Re pruntsd,
as he arrived,

" ‘LY&S; just calling Dunter,” apswered

':’ -

“Ten't that fat fool ready?”® The
Bounder of Greyfriars stared into Billy
Bunter’s room. “You lazy, fat, slack-
inﬁ sngil I he hooted.

Beast!” hooted back  Bunter.
“Cheeky cad!l If that’s how Fyou're
going to talk to a guest, Smithy, I've a
jolly good mind to take the next
steamer back, and let you get on the
best you can without me.”

“Oh, stick there and be blowed!”

rowled the Bounder. “You're safer
indoors than out, anyhow. You lost
yourself twice yvesterday, you bothering,
Lhithering owl I'”

“T never lost myseli! You fellows
lost yourselves, if that's what you
mean I  retorted Bunter. “You'd
better not ga without me, or you'll get
lost sgain, I expect. Anyhow, I'm not
going out till eleven, Now, let a chap
go to sleep.”

“We're going——"

“Who's stopping  you?’ hooted
Bunter. “Think I want your company ?
Shut that door and lot a fellow snooze !
T'm going out at eleven—not before. 1f
you iQiilm to wait, wait: if not, do the
other thing. Now shut upt”
“Are yon coming now "
“No!™ yelled Bunter.

“Then youw're not going out at all

You'd lose yourself at the end of the
first block. %V'E had encugh hunting for

you yesterday. Either you come with
uz now, or you stay in till we come
lm:l:i1 Got thati” snapped Vernon-
Bmith,

Billy Bunter, about to lay his fat head
on the pillow again, sat up instead, and
fixed his eyes and his spectacles on
Herbert Vernon-8mith with a glare of
wrath and indignation.

Harry Wharton & Co. stood silent.

It was Smithy's party. They were
Smithy's guests on that tnip out to
T'oxas, as Bunter was. But the difference
was, that Smithy wanted the Famous
Five, and did not want Billy Bunter.
Smithy's manners to that fat guest were
not polished ; but Bunter, really, was not
the sort of guest to pul much polish on
the manners of a host.

“Understand  that "  snapped the
Boundaer.

“You cheeky aszs!” gasped Bunter,
“T shall do just exactly as I jolly well
like—see? Think you'ro going to give
me orders ¥

“Bmithy's right 1 said Johnny Bull.
“You can't wander about a foreign
city on your own, Bunter! You know

that. ™
“Can’t 11" hooted DBunter. "'Ei'::ru
m

mind your own business, Bulll
going out at eleven. Hear that? Not
Before. Clear off as soon as you like—
jolly glad to be shut of you for a bit 1™

“Look here, Bunter——=" urged Bob
Cherry.

ki Y&h E'l:l . .

“8o you'rs sticking in bed now, and
going out later on your own, are you?"
satd Vernon-Smith., "“Vou're going to
get lost again, and give us the job of
hunting for vou from Harlem to the
Battery ! I think not! Cet out of that
bed 1™

“Shan't I

“Then stick there till we come int”
grd:rw]ed the Bounder, and he stepped
into the room and collected DBunter’s
clothes.

“What the thump are you up to!”
roared Bunter. Y Leave my clobber
alone ! [ say, you fellows, dou’t let that
beast take my eclebber away.”™

Tue Alacxer LiersnyY.—No. 1,574,
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“Ile, ha, hal” ]

The Famous Five burst into a roar of
laughter. Billy Bunter looked on the
point of bursting with wrath.

Smithy eollected the garments, pub
them over his arm, and walked out of
the room. Billy Bunter, who travelled
light, had one suit of clothes on thab
trip. The Bounder having walked off
with it, it looked as 1f Bunter was
becked for bed that morning, unless ha
walked out to view New York in his
pyjamas !

“*Good-bye, Bunter '’ chuckled Bob.
“I say, you fellows—" 3yelled
Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"
Bob shut the door, and the chuams of
tha Remove walked away, laughing.

“Y say * roared Bunter.
But answer there ceame none. Harry
Wharton & Co. were gone. The

Bounder was gone! DBunter's clothes
were gone | And the fat Owl of Grey-
friars, instead of settling down for
another snooze, sat and snorted with in-
dignant wrath,

O —————

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bill’s Way !

¢ EE-WHIZ I” ejaculated William
Buck.
William Buck—known more
familiarly on the Iwcking
Cayuse Ranch, in Texas, as * Buckskin
Bill,”* came to a eudden halt.

Harry Wharton & Co. halted also,
wondering what was up.

The Greyfriars party had come down-
town on the Elevated Railroad, and now
they were walking down the Bowery,
quite interested to give that cclcbhrated
thoroughfare the once-over, _

They had heard of the " Dowery ™ in
New York as @ lunid spot—but 1t did
not look very lurid in the Lright April
morning.

It was a long, busy street, with the
clevated railroad buﬂmi,; overhead.
There were plenty of people about; Lut
1f there were * Bowery toughs ™ i the
offing, they did not secin specially in
evidence, -

Mr. Buck walked with the hali-dozen
schoolboys, tﬂwering about a foot over
their heads. The Famous Five looked
ICELY and Lniht; and {ho Tounder
wis 1n & good humour—perhaps owing
to baving left DBilly Bunter behind at
the hotel! :

“ Anything up, Bill?” asked Verpon-
Zmith, as the big cowpuncher  from
Texas came te a halt, a grim expres
sion coming over Lis ruzged,
bearded face.

“1 should smile 1" answered My, Back.

At  which the Greyfriars fellows
smiled! They understood that this was
an anawer in the affirmative !

" 8lep this way, and give this here
slore a peep |" added Mr, Buck.

Ha turned towards a shop window,

Havrry Wharton & Co., 1n surprize,
followed him.

It was a ready-mada elotheas shop at
which My, Buck stopped. Within o
plate-glass window, suits were arranged
on stands to catch the eye of the publie,
What interest euch goods had for Mr,
Buck, the junicors could not guoess,

But the puncher from Kicking Cayuse
stared hard and earnestly in at that
window,

Reflected In the glass were the hurry-
inr crowds on the sidewall:

“What the dickens——" acked Bob
Chorvey, puzzled,
B“I guess we're being trailed 1™ said

thl.
“'Trailed " repested. ITarry Wharlon,
* Burest thing you know,.”

regl-

"OL! Followed, you meani™ zaid
Johnny Bull.
“Yep! Don't rubber round none!

Jest peep in that winder, and I guess
vyou'll see a {rontispicee you scon afore '

Bill Buck was more used to horsca
than to street cars, to the rolling prairies
than to busy streets, Bub it was evident
that he had not left his wariness belind
him in Texas,

Bill was in charge of the Greyirviars
parly—"ridiug berd "——as he described
1t himself.

Mr, Vernon-Smith had trusted his son

to the Kicking Cayuse puncher, for safe
convoy out to the ranch in Texas, laiviy
purchased by the millionaire.
. Harry Wharton & Co. had very will-
mngly jolned up with the Buumﬂ;: for
the trip to Texasz, The fact that & spot
of danger had cropped up rather added
to their zest than otherwise,

In their interest in tho sights of New
York, they bad rather forpotten (thut
hostile eyes might be upon theu.

But Bill had not forgotten: and thev
knew now that -he had spotied sowme
“guy " following them; and they won-
dered whether it was Two-zun Sanders —
the punman from Texas,

What the gunman’s reason was the
juniors did not know, and could nob
puess; but they know that he was difter-
inmed to prevent Herbert Vernon-Smith
from reaching the ranch ou the banks
of the Bio Frio.

He had warned him, at Groviviars,
before the schioel broke up for e
Easter™ holidays, uot to undertoke vie
trip. On the day they had landed in
New York, he had sent the Bounder o
last warning, to take the stcamer home,
That warning had had ne ellect wha-
ever on Smithy or the Co.

“Hallo, halle, hallo I'"* munuovred Dol
Cherry. * Look " _

Gazing into the shop window; asz if
interested  in the goods displayel
therein, the juniora were able to sce the
faces of passvrs-by reflected in the glass,
and among Lhem, one face riveted their
£Yes,

It was a hard, eold, clean-shaven face,
with narrow eyee that looked like slity
of 1co under a lack Derby hat clamped
down on a bLullet head,

Al of theimn knew that havd, cold face
—the faco of Twu-ﬁuu Sanders, the
eurinan from Packsaddle, in Texas.

Evidently the guuman was fellowing
and watching il party,

“"You spot that hombre?” asked Iall
Buck.

“That's the
Smith.

“1'H tell & man!" agreed Al Dok,
“Ile sure iz trailing this bunch, and 1'H
say that he's gob side-kickers avound, if
ho gets a chanece to put a ciuch on you,
bipg boy [7 ”

Tie jutvors felt & thrill of excile-
ment,

The fack that the gunman was waich-
ing them as they walked down the
Bowery, showed ibat Mr. Sanders was
logking for a chance to carry out his
threats, Now that they had stepped, he
had stopped alse, at a little distance,
affecting to be lighting a cigarette,

In the open sireet, in the broad dav-
light, it did not seem likely 1hat Do
would attempt to proceed to aclion:
probably he Loped to see them turn into
s less frequented quarter; and it was
quite likely that he had confederates
within eall, if he peeded their nid.

“THit lhe fearl,l” enid Me, Buck, “and
don't wander ont of the herd, you'uus |

The big puncher ewung on, and tie
inniora followed him. They were care-
ful net o look back, Bill, evulenily,
did ot want My, SBanders to spol the

ma ! said Vernon-



fact that he had been observed, and the
juniors played up.

They could guess that Bill had some
plan in hiz mind for dealing with the
shadower, though they could not guecss
what 1t waas.

“This way ' said Mr, Buck suddenly,
as thev reached a corner.

Ho turned out of the Bowery into a
sidestreet.  The Greyiriars fellows

followed on.
Buck dropped This

Suddenly Mr,
tobaceo-pouch,

“¥on, Wharton, pick that up for
me,” he said, “and squint back while
you're picking it up, and scc if that
guy has turned the corper.”

* Right-ho " ?

Harry Wharton stooped and picked
up the tobacco-pouch—and shot a swift
backward glance as he did so.

Behind the party, a4 slim s%are fizure
in & black hat had turned the corner,
and was coming on.

“He's following us!” said Iarry, as
lie handed the tobacco-pouch to the big
Teoxan.

“1 reckoned g0,” resented Mr. Buck,
“and I sure am giving him a chance !
T'll say that :.tlg will be glad to scc us
wandering o o trail this-way.”

The juniors had no doubt about that,
and they rather wondered at Bill's
tactics. It seemed to them that he was
playing into the punman’s hands. He
turned ancther corner, and anothor, and
cach street that he entered, was rather
shabbier, dirtier, and more disreput-
able than the last,

Shabby tenement houses, rbugh-look-
ing men, and slatternly women, were to
be geen sround them—one of the sights
of New Yoark, no doubt, but not one of
the attractive sipghts |

“What's this gamo, Bill*" azked the
Bounder at length. “If that blighter
15 looking for a chance ab us, you're
giving him one."”

“Yon said it 1" agreed Mr. Buck.

“Ho may be in touch with some rough
geng hercabouts—"

“Bet on it 1" assented Bill,

“Well, look here, what's the pame,
then?  There's no policemen  about
here—and do you think any of that
vough lot would interfere il there was
a shindy?"*  exclaimed the Bounder
impatiently.

“MNot in vour lifetime!™ said Bill
“That's why."

He turned another corner into what
logked more like an alley than a street.
The juniors followed him, but ther could
not help feeling uneasy.

A walk into the slums of New York,
with the gunman following behind, did
uot seemn to them gquite a sensible pro-
ceeding.  They were in a quarter now
where no help was to be expected in ecase
of trouble. It was easy to guess that
Two-gun Sanders waz glad enough to
goc them taking such o route. What
Bill Buck had in his mind, was a
mystery to tham.

“Puall 1y your hosses!” said Bill,
having passed the last corner,

ile halted, and the juniors halted.

A minute later, the slim gunman n
the black Derby hat came swinging
round the corner,

Bill Buck's next proceoding startled
the juniors. Probably it would have
startled Two-gun Sanders as well, if
lie had Lad Lime to be startled, Bill
made @ sudden rush, and, before Mr.
Banders kuew what was happening, a
gigautic fist hit him on the poing of the
jaw,

One gasp escaped the gunman—and
fhen he crashed.

“Oh! exclaimed ITarry Wharton
blanlkly.

“Oh, oy hat 1™ gasped Dob Cherry.

EVERY SATURDAY
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The jumore stared blankly at Two-
gun Sanders, streteched on the unclean
sidewall;, motionless. That one terrific
blow had knocked him senseless.

“0Oh, gad!” ejaculated the Bounder,

“Jo—s0 that’s the gamel™ i

“I guess,” said Mr. Buck, gazing
down at the semseless [{qnmnn, “ that
that puy won't trail thiz bunch no
farther. What you reclkon?”

The Bounder chuckled, The Famous
Five could only stare. i

They understood Mr. Buck's tactics
now 1

Iie had led the shadower on, into o
gpol where no interference was to be
cxpecled if o man was knocked out in
the street!
shadower and knocked him out! It
was a simple method—but certainly not
one that the Greyfriars junicrs had
expected. ;

“Oh crumbs!” nurmuared  TFrank
Nugent, “I—I say—"

"E.{Bill, old man, you're the goods!™
chuckled the Bounder, "I'll bet that
whatever that blighter was expecting,
he wasn't ekpecting that I

“Harvdly ! gagped Johnny Bull.

UL guess we want to beat it outbt of
lere,” said Mr. Buck, calmly. * Mebbo
sorng guy will mosey ﬂlﬂﬁ% and pick up
that pgaloot—but I'll tell & man, he
won't trail thiz bunch no farther! Not
so's you'd nofice it.”

There was no doubt about that!
Three or four tough-locking *“guys™
gathered round the senseless gunman,
a3 Dr. Buck led his charges awar,
They left a pathering crowd behind
them—and were rather glad to leave
ik, and get back to the Bowery.

Bill Buck's method of denfinp; with
the shadower efartled the Famous Five.
But they had to adrmut that it was
eficactous ! Whatever happened to the
g left senseless in the alley, he did
not shadow the Greyfriars parly any
farther.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunter!

ILLY BUNTER oprened the door
of his room in the Manhatian
Hotel a fow inches, and pecred
gut into the corridor, through
his big speetacles.

Hiz o¢ves pgleamed through
spectacles.

Like most plump people, Bunter was
generally good-tempercd. But he was
not good-tempered now.  He was in a
state of bouling wrath.

The wrath of Achilles, to Greece the
direful spring of woes unnumbered,
hacdl nothing on Billy Dunter's wrath
just ithen.

Bunter was in hizs pyjamas. Or, to be
more accurate, he was 1n Frank
Nugent's second suit of pyjamas. IL
was Bunter's happy custom to travel
light, and borrow what he needed from
his pals. This custom did not always
make his pals feel very pally—but the
fat Owl of the Remove found it con-
venilent.

Siill, it had its deawbacks. A fellow
whe travelled with only ene suit of
clotlies, and whoe had been deprived of

those

the same, was in rather a difficult
POSILLON. :
Bunter, evidently, could not take

walks albwrond in New York, clad only
i pyjamas. He could not even go
downstatrs in  that light and airy
costumme,  He was unwilling fo venture
ont of lis room,
But n fellow had to have clothes!
#o the fat Owl of Gregfmars peered

Then he had turned dn the §

5

oul of hiz room, to asccrtoin that the
coast was clear, before he made the
venture,

The other fellows did not travel so
light as Bunter! There were clothes
to be had, if he conld get at them!

What Smithy had done with his
clobber, Bunter did not know! But lLe
koew what he was going to do with
Smithy’s clobber—if he could get at it!
He was going to make & selection from
it for his own use!

Luckily, there was nobody about.

Bunter looked this way, and that
way, like Mosos of old, He saw only
a vast corrvidor with a number of closed
doors, and a lift shaft at the end.

“The lifi was down, at the moment.
t might come up, and discharge a
cargo of passengers~but Bunter had to
risk that. Someonoe might come up by
the stairs—but he had to risk that also.

He crept out into tho corridor.

A minute later, e waa at the door of
Yernon-Bmith's room. He turned the
doar handle,

Then he splutiered with rage,

The door was locked,

Bunter had not  expected  that!
Really, he might have expected it as
it was a common custom, when a fellow
went out, for him to lock his door, and
leave the key below in the office till he
refurned,  Bmithy was not likely to
lcave his valuables at the mercey of
hotel thieves.

“ Beost ' hissed Bunter.

He plared ot the door, with a glare
that almost eracked his spectacles!  But
it could not crack the lock! The door
remaived immovable,

The fat junior moved along to the
other doors, Bet he knew what to
expect now—and he found what ha
expected ! The other fellows, as well
as Smithy, had locked their doors before
they went o,

Breathing fury, the fat Owl rolled
back fo his own room.

He hfrtl1]u5t. reached it when he
heard a distant footfall! It was the
sound of someone coming up the stair-
CH s,

‘He made a bound for his door! He
ik not want to be spotted wandering
ahout in his pyiamas! Luekily, the
neweomer was not veb in sight.

He boltedt inte his room, like a fat
rabbit into a burrow. e had the door
shut by the time the foolfall came along
the corridor.

It passed his door, went on up the
corridlor, and stopped. Bunter’s fat
ears told ham that 1k had stopped at the
next door to his own, That was the
cdoor of YVernon-Smith's room.

“Beast! breathed Bunter.

The DBounder bad come baek for
something—or eclse it was some hotel
attendant with business in the room,
In either case, this was o chance for
Bunter,

He opened iz door a few inches, and
pecred along the corridor. Iz eyes,
and bis spectacles, fastencd on e hgure
at the Dounder's doer,

It was not SMwmithy ! It did not loalk
like one of the hoiel atiendantis. It
wasz the figure of 0 man in o lounge
suit and & Devhy hat,

Bunter Wlinked at hbim.

The lift—or elovator—had not stireed :
tlhee wane had come up by the stairs
Thak was a very unusual procceding,
as the corvidor was on the seventeenth
floor of the Manhatian., Siairs, as o
ritle, weore only used 0 emergencics.

But it Jdid not ocour to Bunter to he
suspicions, The man, whoever and
whatever lue wos, was unlocking ¥Vernon-
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Smith's door. In what manner he was
doing =0, the short-sighted Owl could
nob see.

But that ho did g0 was evident, for
he paszed intoe Vernon-Smith’s rooin,
and shut the door after him, disappear-
ing from Bunter's sight.

That was enough for Bunter,

The door was unfaztened now, and
he ecould enter, as the man in the Derby
hat had done. If it was some man
elonging to the lotel—as  Bunter
supposed that it most be—le would 1o
doulit be surprised when be sow Banter,
but that could not be helped !

The fat Owl stepped out of his room,
rolled along to the next door, and turyed
the bhandle.

This time it opened to his hauwl. Ile
opened it hurriedly, and fto his astonish-
ment 18 banged agamst something as
he did so.

"Weow " came & starticd eiaculalion.

“Oh erikey I gasped DBunter.

Dump !

Somebody  had  fallen  down,
Vernon-Smith's room.

In utter astonmishment, the fat Owl
pushed the door farther open, and
volled in! The man whe had entered
before ham, was sithing on the floon
His Derky hat hdd fallen off, and le
was rubbing his head.

The astonished Owl realised that he
must Diave been stooping ab the lock
incide, and that the deoor, suddenly and
unexpectedly opening, had banged on
Lis head, and knocked him over.

in

What happened next, made Billy
Bunter wonder whether he was dream-
ihg !

He had only one blink at the man
sitting on the fHoor! Then the man
bounded up, like a jack-in-the-hox.
With one hand ho clutched Bunter,
and spun him across the room. With
the other he shut the door.

Bunter went reeling and staggering,
tili he brought up against Vernon-
Smith's hed.

“Doogh 1" gurgled Bunter.

He blinked dizzily at the man—at a
face with & square jaw, and a beetling
brow, under which two sharp eyes
glittered, one of themm with o squint in
it. That face was dark and threaten-
ing.

“I=l gay——" gasprd Bunter.

“Pack it up, bo!” It was a sharp,
snapping  voice.  Standing  with  his
back to the door, the squint-eyed man
whipped a revolver from the back of
his trousers, and, to DBunter's horror,
squinted &t him over the levelied barrel.
“You let out one whisper, big hoy, and
vou get yours, right whero you live!
I'm telling you to pack it up, Mister
Yernon-Smith ™

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Got By the Gangster !

i G{}ﬂﬂﬂf]ﬂﬂ ' purgled Bunter.
His eves almost  popped
through his spectacles at ihe
squint-eyed man,
Billy Bunter was not quick on ihe
uptake. But he realised that this could
be no hotel attendant.

He could only suppose that the squint-
eyed man was some hotel Lhief, whom
he had mmterrupted in his nefaviows
occupation,

No doubt the raseal had dizeoversd
the number of IHerbert Vernon-Smith's
room. But though he knew that it was
Bmithy's room, 1t was c¢lear that e
did not know SBmithy himscli, IFrom
the fact that Bunter had come in, he
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supposed that Bunter was the owner
of the room.

“IWeep it parked!” said the squing-
oyed man, *You let out one yelp, ond
I guess you'll never let out another,”

I say=—"" gasped Bunter.

“Tou aim to give trouble?” asked
the gangster, with a ferocious squint
over the gun,

“{h! Nal

“{an iL!*

One look at Bunter, was suflicieut {o
show that he was not going to give
trouble. The “gun™ would net have
frightened the Bounder; but it terrified
Billy Bunter almost out of his fat wits.

RHeassured on that point, the ganpster
shifted his gun to his left hand, turned
to the door, and, to Buntor's bewilder-
ment, locked iz withont a key.

That, evidently, waz how he had
been engaged. when Bunter had sud-
denly  and  unexpectedly opencd the
door, and knocked him over with it!

He turned to Bunter agatn.

Clearly he was surprised and puzzled
to see Vernon-Smith, az he supposed
liim to be, elad only in pyjamas.

“Say, what's the game ™™ he granted.
“Yoau been taking a walk avound with-
out your rags on, or what®”

“Oh! Yesl” gasped Bunter. “You
S0 p———?

“1 guess you must sure be locoed, to
wallk around an hotel in your pyjamas 1
vapped the squint-eyed man. " It's got
moe hedt,”

* J—I—they—I—"

“Aw, can it! Here you arve, any-
how! I sure got yvou.”

“ But—I gay—>"

“The door locked, and all ™ wont an
the squint-oyed gangster. “I'll say it's
ot mie¢ beat! I guess when I found the
oor locked, I was dead suro you was
one of the bunch that went out wih
'Lll&tl -:rciw-pxgmher.”

“1 ain’t asking you to spill anything !
I got you!” said the squint-oyed man.
“1 sure got you, Mister Vernon-Emith,
and that’s what matters. Get into your
raga.”

WI—I—* purgled Bunter.

1 sure saud get into your rags P sand
the squint-eved man, in a tone of sav-
age menace, " You don't want to give
Mike Gooligan any back-chat! Not if
you know what's healthiv ! Get dressed,
vou fat gink! Mebbe you've got a
faney for walking round an hotel 10 your
prjamas, but I guess 1 ain't taking you
for & walk round New York in that
stylel Nope”

Billy Bunter was glad enongh to get
dressed, so far as that went.  “'hat,
inddead, was why he was thera!

Hiz own clothes were not in sight—
ilhhe Bounder, as a matier of fact, had
pitched them under his bed. But Billy
Bunter rather preferred a selection of
Smithy's garments to hiz own., Ile had
plenty to choose from. And he lost no
Lime.

Whatever it was that the squinl-oyed
gangster intended, Billy Bunter did nos
mean to argue with him., Apart from
the gun, one sguint from Alike Cosli-
ran was enough to enforee obedienees.

Bunter was soon dressed—and rather
better dressed than wsual! A little
tightness of fit here and there could not
lye helped,

“Now, T guess I'll gpive you the Iayv-
ot ™ saud Mike. ‘Fl reckon you're
wize to bt that 1 was sent here for you,
Altster Vernon-Smith,”

“I'm talking! Sanders is handing
ot fifty bucks for thiz, and I'll mention
ihat it’s casy money.”

“Banders ! gasped Bunier., “0Qh
crikey 1

He understood now !

But—I say——"

“Bay, ain'l you guessed that it was
Sanders put me on this?* grunted the
rangster.  “Youn sure are somo moss-
hezd. You fipure that I pot any uso
for you if I wasn't paid to grab yout”

“Oh crtkey ! I—I say—"

" ¥ou needn’t spill anything! Yon
listen to e giving vou the lay-out. I
reckoned vou was one of the buanch
that went ous with that Texas guy, and
I was sure going to park myself heve,
and wait for you to cofme in. T guess |
never gxpecied to seq you so sopn——"

* ¥You—yvoy soe—=
P Moseying round in pyjamas, {eo—
1t s gob me beat! Loco, T puess! You
sure do look the world's prize boob,
Alister Vernon-Smith,”

“I—=I—1 sny, I—I'm not—"

“Can 16! Loco or not, I gobt vou!
And I ain't got to wait, you walking
into a guy's hands like this ! Yoan reaay
10 take a walk with this baby 7

“Ih! Ne! T g

S“Wou ai'ti” asked Mr. Gooligan,
with such a forocious squint, that the
hapless fat Owl gasped with ferror,

* I—I—1 mecan, yes !“I&usped Buntor,
“Yeast Ohl  Yes) -n-nothing §—
[—=I'd likg better, Mr. G-g-g-gooligau.”

Me. Gooligan grinned,

“Freeze on to that ' he =aid. 1
puess Yl put you wise!  That puy
zandeys is ready to pay to have you

arked safe. I ain’t wise to lLis game,
it I pguess T zeen the colour of 1he
grecnbacks, and that goos! Fifry
buels to land you in my shebang on the
East Side. Got thati®

“Oh crthey

“Don't chew the rag! I'm doing the
ronversation ! sald  Mike Gooligan.
*I'd jest as soen crack your roof with
a tap from this here gunl Them's the
orders! Lf vou'll walk quiet with a
#uv, You walk whera I want vou—if
vou don’t, I hand yon o sockdolaser
that will keep you off your travels for
a Jong time to corme. Which you
want ™

Y oy M

Billy Bunter understood the whola
selveme pow.

How such a scheme weuld have
worked, had Ar. Gooligan, as he sup-
l:_l:la-u:d, heen dealin with  Hervbort

ernon-=Smiily, was doubtiul. Bmithy
was pal the man to submit gmetly, amd
it was probable that the bult of Alr
Gooligai’s pun would have come into
iHay ! But Billy Bunter had no use for
the buit of the Gooligan pun!  Billy
Bunter  was propared to agree o
cveryihing, and anything, to keep that
butt at a sale diztance from his fat
head !

“You coming quiet?” e
pangstey. “Yep or nopei”

“1—1 say—"

“¥Yep or nope? snarled DMike.

“Oh! Yes! But I—I say,” gasped
Bunter, desperately. “ You're making
o mistnke—I"'m not Vernon-Smith—="

“Aint yon??® said Mr. Gooligan.
“LCarry me home to Hanner! Yoo
feure thet you can put that acrosy
Alike Gooligan? Forget i 1™

“But I—I ain"t—"

“If you an'i,” grinned Mr. Gooligzan,
“T gaess you'll do! Yep—Pll ml'lk all
New York that you'll do, big boy !
Don't spill any more™

* Bt T T

“That's the whole piece!” sabd the
gangster. Y Can Y

And his ierrifving sguint made Bun-
ter can it oo the spot ] BEvidontly, the
gangster did not believe Bunter's Jdenial
of ety !

Really, e was not likely to helicve
it, when Bunter had rolled into Verunn-
Honth™s room as if it was his own, il
B odvessedd in Vernon-Sanath's clothes,

Ahike had planned te park Lol

asked



levelled barrel. ** Yom let out one whisper, big boy, and you get yours, right where you live !

in that room, to wait for YVernon-Smith
to come in—and Vernon-Smith had como
in: and that was that! It was Vernon-
mmith's room—and a2z he did not know
the Bounder by sight, he could only
identify him lw ltl.i coming to that
roormn | “That scftled it. for Mr. Gooli-
can | Bunter’s denial sounded to him
ike the thinnest story he had ever
hieard !

The door was unlocked again—how,
Punter did not know, but ovidently My,
Cooligan had o professions]l wag of
doing these t]umgs He slipped his atm
thronech Dunter's, and led him into tho
corridor; and mn:c- more the door was
locked on the outside.

Mr. Gooligan's f]ﬁht hand was in his
rn.‘r-:'L("r-—mE-llﬂ &, 8% Dunter knew, on the
zun, He squmlml at Bunter.

1 guess we're taking the staivs,” Lo
remarked. I gob no use for the
clevator with other guys in i, Chow
on this, son—you get one guy rubber-
g ak us, vou spill one word, and yvou
got such o sockdolager from my gun,
that you won't wake up for a week ov
twol You pot that?”

“Oh! Yes!” gasped Donter. ™ Dut—
but I say—'

“ l.'a‘.l.. it 1"

*But—but, I sag—"
fat junior

“Park it !” thundercd the gangster,

Amd Billy Dunter “parked™ ik, and
rolled down the cndless statrs h:,.r tho
side of tho gangster.

Uniler hity pairs of cyes, downstairs
—Lut not daring to draw the gaze of a
g-mg]a pair of them—thoe hapless fab
Owl walked out of the Manhattan Hotel

with Blike Gooligan.

A minnte later, he was sitting in
cor, with Mr, Gooligan squinting at hm
gide, nnd the car was thwadm? the
traftic of New York, heading for
destination of which Billy Bunter !:!mw
nothing—exeept that hwe did not want
lo arrive there]

stammered the

L=

|
|Standing with his back 1o the door, the man whipped out & revolver and, to Billy Bunier's horror, sguinfed at him over the
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the fat Greylriars Removite.

THE FIFTH CHAP TER.
Missing !

1 ALLO, hally,
H Bob Cherry,
He hurled open the door

of Billy DRunter's room.

The CGreyfriars party had returnced
te the Manhatian, a little late for
luneh, but in cheevy spirits, after a
ramble up and down New York,

It had been quite an agrecable ex-
cursion—untroulled by any further
attentions from Mr. Sanders, since Dill
Buck had landed him-that unexpected
and emphatic “soch ™ on the jawl
Bill's drastic measures had caused the
gunman to fade quite out of the
pictare,

During that ramble the juniora had
rather forgoifcn Billy DBunter; but
they remembered him when they cama
back,  Vernon-Smith, grinning, went
along to hiz room 1o fetch the fat
Owi's clotheza: and the other fellows
looked in for Bunter.

They expected to find him in Lled,
There did not scem any other likel
place for o fellow whoe Lad been lefl
without his clobber.

But Bunter waz not in bed, neither
was ho in s room at all.

Tha Famous I'ive looked round that
room. MNo fat face was to be seen, no
fat and indignant =queak greeted them,

“Where the dickens 13 Bunter ' ex-
claimed Harry Wharton.

“0 where and O where can hie be?"
sang DBob Cherry.
‘He can't have gone out—""
“Ha, hal Hardly "
“Then where the (hump—="
of

“Thoe  disappearfulres: fho
et ecmmj Bunier 1 an  absurd
mystery,” remarked Huorree dJamset

Ram Sivgh, “ Perhapsfully be is hid-

Liallo ™ roeared

Al

'-\. war
S,

(1] ﬂum'}gh 5 i Eﬂfﬂﬁﬂ

i under the bed to pull our estimable
](‘R"ﬁ.“

“Bunter ' roared Dob.

#Show up, you fat chump!™

“Jl¢'s not under the bed.,”
glooped and looked.
where.
or——""

“Jolly long process if he Jid.™

“Ia, ha, hat”

; “IBut what on carih has bLecome of
1

“Gopdness knows [

Ii was quite a puzele. Buanter, cor-
tainly, had deelared that he was going
aut at eloven o'clock—and 1t was now
ucarly two.,  But he really could not
have gone out in hia pyjamas. Any
other member of the poarty, left in such
a predicament, might have telephoned
fo the nearest slore for a new supple
of garmenis; but it was improbabl:
that Bunler bad done so. They didd
not give away garments in New York.
And Duanter was not in a financial
position to pay for them.

The Bounder's voice waz heard in the
next room, and the Famous IFive went
along to SBmithy's apariment. They
found Smithy with  an  cnraged
countenanee,

“That fat secoundrel ' he hooded.

“Hoe's gone,” snid Harey, AL any

Boh
“He's not any-
He con't have muelted away,

rate. he's nol in his room."

T know he's gone!™ Lowled  ihe
Dounder.  “1llo's gono oubt in my
clothes 1™

dd ‘vh“_u_t 1!!

“1 left my _roam locked, and the Ley
downstairs, I found it Inri-.mi w e ]'
got here. But ho's bean in this room.”

T ik =tout to get 1n througl the kev-
hole, Smithv,” said Dob Cherry, shak-
a'ng; his head.

“He must have gob somchody (o un-
lock the door for him. I'll scvap
Lhiam 17 howled the Bounder.
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“Look here'™  Bmithy held np 2
wiama =uit. “He's lelb these Lore!
{r's taken my lwst lounge suit! IHe
will burst all the buttons off il—"

“Ha, ha, hal"

“(h, eackle ! snoried ihe Bounder
“T'H jolly well bhurst Lhiun if he's burst
my elobber! e mnst have got into
my voomn sanchow, dressed himself in
my clothes, and gone out, as he said
he would.™

“lessed if I understand 17 zaid DBaob,

“You can see for vouvzelf, fathead 1"

“West but I odon’t wmderstamd why
he hasn't cosne i It i=n't Jike Buolber
to be late for Iunch.™

“1 dare sav he's in the restaneant
downstairs this very vonule, spilling
pravy over my besk clebher ! hooted
the Bouoder,

“0Oh crumbs!  Yes, T suppose {hat's
where he is. Better go down aiul see,™
said Bob. “Iow the dickens did he
et inlo vour room, though?* 4

“HBome fonl opened the door for him,
of course. I'I1 jolly well complain ig
the manager " growled Vernon-Smitl

No pood making 2 row,” said DBob.
T After all, it was rather tough on the
fat ass, leaving him sticking in bed.”

“Oh, rats!? |

“YWell, let’s mo down, anthow,” =aid
Harry Wharion.

They went slong to the lift,
Bounder frowning, ithe other
smiling.

There was no fdoublt what had hap-
pened—XNugeni's pyjamas, borrowed by
Bunier, had been found in Smithy's
roont, "ol Bonthy's best loungs swt
was missing ! That showed that Bunter
had drezsed thero, And it was like
him Lo Lhelp himsell o the best things,

il
fellows

THE MAGNET

Zmithy had cauze to be alarmed for
his ¢lobber. There was no doubt ihat
they would e n 1light fit en the fak
wl, and that the buitons would be n
danger,

They shot down sevenieen floors in
the elevator, and rejoined Mre Buock,
who wnas waiting for them in the
restaurant. with lunch already ordered.

“Been Dunter?™ asked larry.

“ Nope," answered My, Buck, “Ain't
the fat gink 1 his room¥¥

The juniors explaincd, and Tl
grinnmdl.  He seemed rather amused by
Billy Bunter’s deviee for goiting ont
{.}f the fix the Dounder had left lLom
ift.

“But ha ain't here?? he said. <1
gucss if that gink has gone out and
lost  hamself, ha will want zome
finding."”

Bunter was not in ithe restanrant.  If
he had gone ont, it appeared that he
had not yeb come 1n

Which eould only miean that he had
last Limself, so far as the juniorz counld
zee. William George Bunter was the
last. fellow in the world to be late {or
a meal, if he could help it

That Bunter, if he had wandered
ihe length of one bleck from the hotel,
had lost himself, was very probable,
Having lost limself twien {he previous
dav, he was now vepearmg Lhat irvitat-
g performance.

The Famous Five sat down to lunehs
but the angry Bounder walked off. to
the bureauw to fay a complaint about
his door having been unlocked o his
absence.  IIe was some time absent,
and ihere was rafher a currous expres-
ston on his face when ho rejoined the
party.
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“I can't make this out,™ he szaid, gs
he sat down, * According to the man-
ager, nobody unlocked my room this
morning. But two or threo peoople
seem to have seen Bunter going out,
and he wasn't alone.”

““Not alone ! repeated Dob.

“No. He went out in company—
some hotel acquaintance the fab idiot
has picked up, I suppose. Not a man
staying in the hotel, from what I can
find out—some man in a Derby hat,
and with a squint in his eye. What
ihe dickens can he have picked up
Bunter for®"

“Blessed if T make it cut1” said Bob
blankly. “Plenty of people in this
city, 1 suppose, looking for a chance
te take the stranger in; but that [at

aza  i=n't worth & <¢onfidence-man’s
while. "’

“The pesky gink!” pgrunted e
Buck., “1 guess we got to trail that

fat geck sll over Noo York., I'll
he 13 some bonchead 1™

It was & puzzle to tho juniors, and
a rather annoying one. Billy Bunter
was not the fellow fo misz any trouble,
if there was sny lying about. Awnd it
looked as if he had picked uwp somwe
dubious acquaintance, and farel forth
with him, However, they finishe
their lunch, hoping that the fat Owu]
would blow in later,

Bunter did not blow in, however, anid
at balf-past three & car, ordered hy
the DBounder for another oxeuwrsion,
waz waiting. Harry Wharion & Co.
were feoling a  little uneasy abour
Bunter by that time.  Still, it Jdid not
seem wseful to remain in the hetel
warting for him to blow 1,  'Lhey
packed in the car, and rolled away,
hoping that Bunter would bo  {ound

at the Manhattan when they eame
Lack.

Tho shades of night were falling
when they returned, and iheie first in-
quiry was for Bunter.

Ha had not turned up!

“Lost ¥  snapped  the  Bounder
“Well, if that fat fool thinks we'r:
going to hang on in New Vork, laok-
ing for him, he's mistakenh. We're
taking the cara in the moming,
whether he's turned up or not.”

“Rot 1" eaid Bob icrsely. “We can’s

go on_and leave Bunter strewn arcumld
New York, Bmithy.”
“He's asked for i, and he can take

say

what's coming to him!? snapped the
Bounder. “You fellows can please
vourselves. I'm going on fo Toxas”

“*Well, wo've not, without Buntep,™

“Look here—*

“IHe may blow in any minute,” said
Nugent pacifically.

But Dunter -:11'§ not blow in. The
Famous Five prew mors anxions ay
the evening advanced, and Smithy,
whose bark was worse than his hite,
satd no more about taking the cara in
ithe meorming, and leaving the fat Owl
behind. It was pretty clear by that
time that semething had happencd to
Bunter, though the jumiors could not
begin to understand what 6 was, And
they were rather rolieved when 3Ly
Buck decided at last to walkk round
to tho police depot, and ask for official
aid in tracing the missing fat Owl.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Sanders !
11 H lor' 1" said Billy Bunier for
the umpteenth time.
Billy Bunter could hardly

_ believe fhat this awlul ex-
perience was reall



But it was: real enough=fearlfully,
avwiully rcal |

Where he was the fat Owl of Grey-
friars knew no more than the fellowa
who wers anxionsly awatting his return
at the Manhattan Hotel up-town.

He was sitting at the moment on &
truckle-bed in a dismal, half-furnished
rogom with a small, dirty window that
locked out on a yard.

He hardly knew how he had got
there,

The car had carried him for some
distance, with the squint-eved man sit-
ting by his side, driven by o man whpsﬂ
distinguishing featurs waz a slantin
nose—that organ having been knock
a little sideways in some gang fight on
tho Fast Side,

They had left the car in a shabby
street; some other man appearing from
nowhere to deive it away, while the two
gangsters walked with Dunter, one on
cither side of him.

If the fat junior had not ventured to
resist when there was one of them to
deal with, he was still less Likely to
resist when there were two. Detween
the sgquint-eyved man and the man with
the slanting nose, whom Mike Gooligan
addressed as Leary, Bunter went like a
lamb.

He was too deeply and painfully
oocupled with his terrors to notice the
voute; all he knew was that they turned
& pood many corners, and that he had
a glimpse once or twice of the river.

Then he was walked into a dizmal-
looking hallway of a houso, across if,
and pushed into the room that he now
ooenpied.

From sounds that reached his ears he
guessed that there were other occupants
of the buthling. But as theso were
fairly certain to  he frienda and
aszoctates of Mike Gooligan that was no
comfort to Bunter,

The door was locked on him.

About an hour later it was opened,
and the slant-nosed man brought in «
ing of water, a loaf, and & hunk of
cheese, which he placed on a rickety
table.

Without wasting any words on
Bunter, he went out again, locking the
door aftex him,

Sinee then Bunter had been alone.

Every now and then sounds came to
Itia ears—voices and footsteps in the
building; a sound of & voiee cursing in
a foreign language; and then a
trampling and thudding which told of
g shindy golng on.

hey wero not reassuring sounds,

~ He realised that he was in some den
i one of the New York slums, and if
he had thought of calling for help he
very quickly gave up that idea.

A call for help was only likely to
reach Mike Gooligan, or Leary, or some
gangster of the same kidney.

Onee or twice he blinked dismally
from the little unclean window., The
vard was sucrounded by buildings,
There was litule hope of escape that
way. Two wooden rails had been
serewed across the window by way of
bars, the room evidently having geen
prepared for a prisoner.

The prisoner for whom it had been
prepared  was, of course, Herbert
Vernon-Smith. Buntor Lknew that.
Two-gun Sanders had meant every word
of his threat, that if the millionaire’s
son did not take the steamer back to
England he would get no farther on his
journey than New York !

It bad been easy enough for the gun-
man to hire the assistance of the Fast
Ride gangsters. That was only a
question of money. Mike Goeligan was
ready to kidoep o guv, and d{lugt]ﬁlss to
take o guy for & “ride,” if he wera
prid for his services. It was Bunter'a
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awlul luck that they had got him In
misteke for Vernon-Smith.

The fat Owl had one hope—that when
they learned that he was not the fellow
Elge:.r supposed him to be they would let

im zo.

But the difficulty was to make them
believe it, and Mike Gooligan was fully
satisfied that it was Yernon-Brmith he
had kidnapped. Moreover, they did not
seemn to want to hear anything from
Bunter; no one came to the room
during the long and weary afterncon.

Bunter had one comfort—he polished
off the bread and cheese to the last
crumb. It was guite unlike the fare at
the Manhattan Hotel; but it was
welcome to a hungry Owl.

After that he sat on the bed and
waited till it should please his captors
to givo him a look inm.

arkness dezeended.  From various
Egu'ts of the building scunds came to

18 ears. Somebody was playing a
banjo, and two or three veices were
singing. They were not pleasant or re-
assuring volees, That sound died away,
and there was silence for a time,

Then at lazt, to Bunfer's great relief,
came 8 sound of footsteps approaching
the door and the turning ui; the key,
Bunter was . more than tired of the
solitude of that dismal room.

The door epened.

Bunter, sitting on the bed, blinked
across the room at the doorway.

Ouiside was o possage, or, rather,
entry, that led into the hallway of the
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building. From the hallway came a
glimmer of light. )

It did not penctrate inte the room,
but it showed a figure standing in the
doorway.

It was that of a slim, spare man,
dressed 1n dark clothes, with a black
hat clamped down on a bullet head,

The fat junior knew him st once.

He had not seen Two-gun Sanders
since the Greyiviars party had left
England. But he kuew the Texas gun-
man immediately.

Hiz fat heart gave a jump as Sandera
stoppod into the room, stopping just
inside the doorway, and peering st
Bunter with his icy, narrow eves. In the
unlighted room al]l he could see of
Bunter was a dime shadow sitting on tho
bed, too dim for recognition.

Up to that moment Bunter had been
anxions to seoe Sanders, who, of course,
would know at a glance that he was
not Vernon-Smith ! Now that he saw
gim, however, Ius fat heart misgave

iIt.

Sanders, so far, appeared to have na
doubt that the prisoner of the East Sida
tenement was the fellow he wanted.
Mike Gooligan had reported his success,
and the gunman had come to give the
prigoner . the “once-over,” ‘lshat ha
would be enraged when he discovered
the mistake that had been made there
was no doubt. If lus rage turned on the
bungling gangstor it did not matter, If
it turned on Billvy Bunter 1t mattered
very much. The fat Owl shivered ss he
blinked at the figure at the doorway.

He heard s low laugh.

“I gyess 1 warned yvou, Mr, Vernon.
Smith,” said Sanders. *You got my
billy-doo the day wyou landed in this
little old town! I told you that your
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best gucss was to kit the steamer again
for home. I put ﬁc:u wize that you'd
never pet any farther than New ¥York
on the irail to Texas. Sav ¥

Billy Bunter opened his mouth—and
closed it agnin!

“You figured you was safc when that
Texas bulldozer handed me a sock 1o

jaw this morning,” went on
Banders. His hand went to lis jow as
he spoke. There was a Lruise there to

remind him of the sock handed over by
Bill Buck. “I'll say 1t put me to slee

& few—and I guess I'll get Bill Buc

for ik, tco, when I ses him agin at
Packsaddle. I sure was looking for a
chance to cinch yon when vyou was
rubbering along the Bowery with your
sidekickers! But I guess 1 had o guy
watching the Manhattan, fellor! And
that guy sure has cincked vou dead o
rights. "

Again the fat Owl opened hiz moutly,
and again he shut it.

Between his desire to tell Mr, Sanders
that he was not Vernon-Sinith and his
dread of the ruffian’s rage when he
made the discovery Bunter was in s
state of dismal uncertainiy,

“I guesa Mike was the guv 1o handle
vou, Mr. Vernon-Bmith,” went on the
gunman, “though I'll ray I was sur-
prised B few to hear that yon walked
out with him so peaceable. I reckoned
you bad more sand from what I seen
of you over the pond st that seheol of
vourn. DBut I guess you was wise to it
that it wasn't healthy 1o argue with a
galoot of Mike's heft.”

He laughed npain.

“I puess it cuts no ier willh me
whether e wallied vou off, My, Vernon-
Smith, or left you with n eracked nut,”
he want o, " So long a: vou don’t hit
the Kicking Cayuse the bosz ain't got
no kick coming.”

Bunter wondered who 1le
wWilE.
., " Strangers ain't wanted on the Kick-
ing Cayuse—especially when they come
from the ewner!" chuckled the gunman.
*1 guess I'm going to leave vou safe
hore, Mr. Vernon-Snith'  You was
given a chance to hit the home trail—I
guess we'd rather have keon shut of vou
without trouble. You've asked for what
i,r::-u ve got—and if you get tired of this
wyer palatial abode you got vourself to
thank. You figure tha? your friends
will find you herei®

For a third time PBunter's mouth
openied. For a third time il olosed in
terrified silence.

“Mebbe later the boss'll send word to
let you run, Mr. Vernon-Smith,” went
on Sanders. “That ain's for me to say.
What I got to do 13 to see that vou don't
hit Kicking Cayuse. I guess I seen to
that. You want to be glad that vou
ain't drclppr:d into the Bazt River in a
sack ] "That's happened to guys what
have horfed
wanted !

Bunter shiverod.

“Ain't you got nothing to spill,
feller?” added the gunman, evidently
perploxed the prisoncr’s  gilence.
“You sure blew off vour mouth & whole
heap that day I seen yvou at vour school
over the pond.”™

EFe peered across the gelighted room
at tho dim figure on the bed., Then he
gave a sudden start,

Dark as it was, a ghimmer from the
hollway at the end of the passage eaught
Bunter's spectacles as he sat facing the
door.

A zharp, startled exclamation broke
from Sanders. e made a swilt stride
aeross the shadowy room.

“What the greal horned toad—"" le

anted.
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“Qaooh 1 gasped Bunler. He knew
that it was coming pow, *I—I say——0

Sanders groped in his pocker, and
strucie a maleh.  He held it up,
flickering, and in its glimner, stared
at the fat, tereified face and the
glistening spectacles of the fat Uwl of
Creyviciars -

A furious oath pealed from his lips.

The vage b his face, as he discerned
that {lwe prisoner was not Herbert
Vernon-Sneath, strack terrov to Bunter s
very leart,

“l—=I—I zay!™ he gazped, L zay,
T told that heast I wasn't Smithy—oh
dear! I told himi I wasn't—oh lor® 1

St hissed Bamders, Y You fat

ki Yol
I;‘-'I'.l"r:.'[--—I,-—l told hisa—"" wailed Bunter.
“[—I—ol crunbs ¥
C*You ! roared the envaged gnnman.
Even wvel he zerned haodly able 1o
believe i, “You! Ilow'd that dog-
ponedd sl rope vou in for the gy I
want? Tl big bonchead | You! Carry
me honte to die! You IV -

# [=TI sav, I—F never wanted him to 1"
howled Bunier, “I—I never wanled o
eotne heret I—I pive you my word I
didn't | Ohw 1

The maich went out! Ihilly Bunier
quaked in lervor.

Bat, to his immensze rehief, {he gun-
man turned from him. He swang rowd
io the door, his narrow cves blozing
with rage, breathing fury. e shoutnd
for “Mike ™ as he tramped out of the
root, abid slammed the door affer i
And, prizoner as he sl was, Billy
Runter gasped with relief as the door
slammed after ihe man from Texas.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Doggo !

1ILLY BUNTER =at, gasping, on
B the edge of the hed. . i

‘Ilie gunman’s angry voice died

away—Iins angry, stamping foot-

steps faded across the hallway of the
building. .

In his tevvor, the fat Owl of Groyfviars
sat and gasped; and it was several
minutes before he realised that Sandevs,
i hiz rage and exeitement, had omitled
to lock the door after him. ,

aving discovered that the prisoner of
the Fast Side teoenent was not the
follow ho wanted, Lut a “fat geck ™
with whom he had ne coneern, the gun-
man probably did not care what becama
of him. Tfe had, at all events, slammed
the door afier him, without turning the
key; and ntﬂmpw’] away furiously in
search of the buugling gangster who had
wetted the wrong bird.

That fact dawned, alier some minutcs,
it Ei]]!y Buntcr’s ‘fat_brain, He had
heard the deor slam. e had not heard
the key click! The door was no lenger
locked ! Auy minute, Sanders, or Aike
Gooligan, or Leary, might come back—
but, for the meenent, the door was
unfastened ! And az Bonter realized
ihat, he dragged himself off the bed and
rotled acrnza tho room.

His fat kneea were knocking together
willh terror ! Bnt thiz was a ehaneo not
1w be lostt With a shaking hand, the
fat junior opencd the deor and pecred
mito the entry wiihout.

“0Oh erikey ! lnveathed Buanter.

Ile havdly daved make the venture,
lest he should min into one of the gang-
stera  before he got  elear of the
burilding, But he screwed up his courage
aml rolled out of 1he room.

The entry was nobk more than twelve
feet |011E; bheyowd lay the open hallway
of the house, trodden by nﬁc the wmiany
disrepuiable inhabianis of the hive of
vagrants, hooligans, and croaks.
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Bunter had to cut along the hallway
fo reach the strect, in the glimmer of
the lamp that hung there. ke was
almost eerlain to bo scen when he did so
—ihough whelher other denizens of tha
paee, “apart from Cooligan’s  gang,
would interfere with him, he did not
i e,

But in the hope of discovering & safer
way ont, ho blinked to and fre, in the
tnarrow passape. ‘Lo bis great relicf, he
dizeerned a door.

There was a door on one zide; and,
in tha hope that it led to some less
eobspicuols egress, the fab junior opened
it, at] peered througl.

Rlackest darkness moeb his cyes.

Heo groped—and felt a wall, on which
several articles were hangingp—iwe ar
theee rough coals, and a lantern, and
olher 1hings.

He gave a groan of disappointment,

Tt was not o wav out. Tl was o large
enphosrd, almost filled with |1'|l‘|1hr'.'['lﬂf
various kinds, clicefly garments hanging
on hooks.

Tweaving the doar open, the fab junior
farned onee more 11 the divection of tho
Lighted hallway.

That was the ouly way out of the
building, and he had to take the chance,
With palpitating heart, he crept along
{the pas:age, ;

Bat Le stopped suddenly, with a gasp
of dismay, as he heard foolsteps and
voees i the hallway—voices he kuew.
The :zharp,  bitter, savage voice of
Sandera  alternated  with the  howxrse
tones of Mike Gooligan, i1 angry alier-
cation. They were coming to the prison-
room—their  volees tailsed 1 angry
guarrel as they ecame.

Bunier backed swiftly.

Ho had delayed ioo long—his cscane
was cut off now,

To step out info the hallway was to
slep inte their handa, He had had five
winutes in which to got cleay—five times
as much as any othoer fellow would have
nerded—but 16 was like Billy Bunter
i v losk his only chanee.

It was usclesz (o remain where e was,
they would come along aud stnble
aver im in a fow moments. He backed
quickly  towards ihe room he had
rzeaped from—and gave a squeak as he
Innpod against the door of 1he eup-
heavd 1 the wall, wlhieh hoe lhad left
P,

Then Bunter's fat Lramn, for onee,
reted quickly., That cupboard was &
hiding-place—a possible refuge !

e squeczed nto it, half-choked by the
frowsy smell of the garmenta hanging
on the hooks, and dvew the door shut
after him.

Crasping for breath, he squeezed him-
gclf behind the hanging coats, in the
Blackest darkness.

Only a few moments later tramping
foolsteps passed him, and stopped in the
doorway of the prison-room, -

L

“T'm  telbing  you M
Mike Gooligan's vaoien.

“You big stiff, I tell you 1t amn't tha
Iired 1% yoared Sanders. * You hgure I
don't know the bird I want!”

“How .oome T was i the room,
then ¥ lhooted Alike. ““T'm telling you,
I got the number of his room at the
Manhattan, anwd got inside, and he
walked right info my hands! Yep !

“Yen pe&k,;f bonehead, you got ihe
wrong bivd 1" velled Banders., A fat
gock in spectacles—doggone him! Look
at him ™

There waz the seratch of a match.
Then there was a shout of rage from
the pangster,

You

“Search mal
Iot him run i

The match revealed that Bunter was
no longer in the prison-room.

“Sav, yvou big stiff, yvou left the door

heard

Ile ain't, here!

unlocked,” howled Mike Gooligan., *1T
ruess that guy bas beat it !

“What the thunder does it matfer df
he's heat it, when be ain't the guy [
want?’ snarled Sanders. “It cuts no
tee,

“Aw, yvon pesky tilf, vou figure I
want bhim te bring the copa herei™
howled Goolipan. *Can it! llow loug
singe vou left Lim ¥

“I guesz I was five minutes, or more,
finding vou in that Gootleg joingl I
icll you 1t culs no ice——"

“And 'm telling yon I ain't letling
that fat guy lwing ihe Co]s bern U7
roarcd Cooligan, ™ Alelibe he's got clear
—mebbe he's still in the alley=—1 guees
I'n ealling the bovs o zeavch for
lij—""

“Itell vou—*

CGooligan did not wait for the grovman
fo finish. He rushed down the entry imo
tho hatlway, shonting for lLeary.

Bunter heard his heavy, hurried {vead
pass the door of the cupboard.

It was n relief to hear it pass!

Evidently it did not occur 1o Gooligan
that the ezeaped prisoner was Ul in
tha building, and close at hand.

Bunter had had ample time 1o oot
ot aml Fake ta Bight, 1f ha had had bis
wits abonut him. Geoligan had ne doubs
that he had done so, and he was only
in a hurry to eall his gang to seacch for
the escaped i:-riﬁmmr, in the allevs and
tinn streets along the Kast River, in the
!:-::gn;g of yet reeapturving hiny,

lis shouting voice died away.

The gumnan was left alone.  Thravceh
the ecaupboard door his volce eame o
Binter’s listening cars.

“I got to get him1 That big siilf—
aw, doggone lnm ! I sure got o got thas

guﬂ p*
unier hieard the i;unman iramp down
the cutry to the hallway.

He was pone—and his mmitered words
told that he was gone to wake zomn
attempt to “get ™ Vernon-Smith, now
that he had found that s gangsier
allies had failed him.

“ O l."'[’llli'llhi 1" murmared Bunfer,

He wriggled out fromm behind {la
coats, opened the door an ineh, awl
peered into the passage. A buzz of
volces reached his cars. They came fromn
the hallway, where six or seven
"‘ani';ha * seemed to bo gathéring, 1o
heard the loud, apgry tones of Mike
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Gooligan.

“¥ou got to get him!  Seatter, oned
hunt for the fat gink! I guess he ain’
got fur—he don't know this part—lin
can’t know much about it=—mebho s
am’t more'n a block awayl Scotter !

* Bure 1"

* ¥ou zaid i, Mike I
There was a trampling of huvreying
feet. No one came into the entry, ov
even glanced inte it. The mob of
toughs were scattering in the alleys o -
sido the tenement, fo hunt for tho
sscaped prisoncr. That a =tranger in
New York wonld not casily find his wav
out of o nelbwork of alleys and narvow,
mean sireets,’ was coriain, and Mike
(iooligan had every hope of reeapiur-
mg the fat Owl before he reached o
zsafer guarter.

Indeed, 1t wa- probable that Billy
Bunter's delay ad  zaved lhim—
temporariy, at least: for had e beon
autside the building, zecking fo threarl
hiz way out of the slam in the Jdavk,
it was extremely probable ibat e
would have been spotted amd grabhed.

“ Beastz 1" murmmred Bunler,

For the time, at keast, Tin was zafe?
He backed into the enpbeoard again amd
drew tho door shut after him. 1o
realised that it wes useless o veniore
ont while a gang of hooligans worn
seanring the vicinits of the tencment for



i, To venlure ont was to fall uws-
wmndinlely filo e clilches of some of
1l CGlonligan gang; that was clear, even
o Boeter's obdase wils.

It wn: closm, unvuulfﬂrlsﬂﬂv, {rowsry,
nid nasiy in every way, in thal 'L:I.I}J'
Loaved s bet ib was sale ! Danler sagely
decided fo keep “dogeo ™ thero GGl the
coaslt was clear, and he had a chance
ob  mefimmg away. Beoner or, lnfor
Cienligen and hi: gang wonld give up
e bunt, aad (hen he might have a
clharee. It the mweantime, Bunler sal
arr o Lo i the cuplboard, sofe out of
sigril, wnd liztening weh o all his cars,
reandy fo squeese behind the fronsy coals
o e walkl at the suund of a voice or
Junistegs,

THE EIGCHTH CHAPTER.
** Getting " Smithy !

ERBEWT  VERNON-SMITII,
I‘I standing on the stops of ihe

Mavhuattan, elavemt np and
down the  bviglndy  lighted
avenine, ol seowlod,

Ho Guwed Sosaticeiiy 4o the Famoas
Five, They were vorried and uvneas)
af Nilly Bunter’s prelonged  amd i
explicalle alicvioce )l bt the Bonuder
seeneed more iecitated than nneassy,

“Uhe fan feal 17 Le grunicd.

“Bometlung 1t Lkave bappensd o
Lo, Suathy, to keep hime away like
{hie® =aud Bob Cheres,

s Homethine vwas Lonod to happen fo
tie Blitherine piond Wihy coualdn’i he
copme ont wily 1y, LT sick whern we befi
¥ prowled Verpap-Smth, Y1 was
a fool Lo Ted belm conee on Uus trip ! 1
e hadp*t stepped vhag brpte Bamders
cracking e et tiad day af Gresfriars
Froest®

“Well, ke did. o) bean I said Ilovry
Wharion,

“L shonldn’t Laero et hiw compe. all
the sawed?  greshed e Boopelee
“liouk - Lbeve, e pood slicking  liere
,j:gv.il';gi Ll ¢ oz voundd and ool Tor
Db,

“A bit hike looking [or o uecrdle
a havsteel ! remarhed Nugend.
“Ayr. DBnek’s pone to ihe

Hantbhy,” sawd Ilarry,

“1 know that. Ne good sticling here
ad wondering what's happonea (o the
fol ehpp ! We mav spor b ealling
sloary Heoadway”

"Not much®fhiance of huding hiow,”
gaid Jobnny DBull.

The Doundery pave
patient snort.

“More chance of finding him b
Lokio® for him, thau by standin® aronnd
tihe o lot of moultiv” fowlsi™ le askod.

“(h, all rvight ! said Wharton, " A
walk won't do us any hann, . Ikeoep
{ogrether, thongl, that rotter, Sanders,
mighi be u:t:-.'.rﬁiug fur us, and we can’t
slog Lim, as Bl did on the Bowery s
LTI N

“Clome on ™ eaid the Bounder.

The hali-dezen juniors walked down
the avenue,

Looking for BBunter, in the immense
crowds of & vast city, did not gcem o
very hopeful proposition; but it was,
at least, as useful ms wailing to sce
whether he would turn upl  Anyhow,
action was more welcome than idleness,
cspecially to the irritated, impatient
Bounder. Therc was s eporting chanee
of spotting Bunter, if he had merely lost
his way and was wandering about in
search of it

"That, of course, was improbahle.
IEven Bunter lhad sense enough to ask
his way, and os & last rezourca he could
have taken a taxi to the Manhattan, It
waz [rue ihat hoe was minus cash, but

palive,
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Bunter was not the fellow to warry
about leaving the fare to be paid by
sonebody elso.

The juniors conld nol help thinking
that something must have happened to
Bunter, though iliey could not imagine

what. The fact that he had left the
hotel  with a stranger made them
uneasy. There were plenty of question-

able characters in New York on the
look-out for “mugs* On the other
hand, as Bunter had no money, it
seemed  probable that any eonfidence
irickster would Lave dropped lim very
soon after picking him ap.

Ilis abzence wus, in fact, a puzelo—
unless he had been knocked over by one
of the Inmumerable sutomobiles that
carcered up and down the avenues,
_That possibility worried the Famous
Five; perbaps it worried the Bounder.
Their feelings were, in fact, mixed,
If Bunier was damaged they were sorry
and sympalhetic; f he wasn't, they
wanbed fo kick him for giving all this
trouble. With  the Famous IFive,
nnEloely  predounnated—with  the
Bounder, the desive to kick Bunter pre-
txmanated.

“One Aling's jolly  certain,” said
Vernen-3miih, as they walked along in
the glaring lights of Broadway. “ We're
chucking the fal fool, aficr this! T let
himt_ join uwp beeguse he did me that
good iurn, when Sanders gol after me
at Groyfriare. I was an ass! This jolly

well tears it!  Bunter’'s taking  the
steamer  howse, wlen we go on to
frt ) wi
Toxns,

The Famons Five had nothing to say
{o that, It was for Smithy to decide
whether he would {clerate that trouble-
some menbor of the pariy any longer.

Ividently, the Donnder felt that he
lind reached the limit of toleration.

Tieder  the  brilliant lights of {he
“Great White  Wav,”  the juniors
sranned inmmerable faces in the hope
;1_{ spottmg a familiar fat faec among
e,

Theey turned inle Filth Avenue and
followed  thai fumense street for s
dislanee, crossed, and walked back to
Droadway oo the oflwer side.

Among the thousonds of faces that
passed fhem they did not see the fal
countenance they were looking for,

Which was not surprising, as DBilly
Donter, 1 tlipse very moments, was
lucked away in a frowsy cupboard in a
lenement, miles away, on the East Side
of New York.

It was, as Dougent had zaid, like look-
ing for-a needle in a haystack. Dat
tf was a little Letter than dr:ing nothin
at all, ard a wallk round New Yurﬁ
on & fine April evening was weleome.

They moved along Brosdway apain
and turned to Sixth Avenue. OUn
“Sixth * they mssed the thronging
erowds of " Fifth " and Droadway,

Looking about them, they noted, with-
puk specially h{-edm{;, that & bunch of
pedestrians were following in the same

direction. They glanced at that bunel,
only  because they were looking for
DBuntor.

There were seven wen in the pariy,
eoming along in o Ll crowd=—all with
Mack bowler hatz jammed on their
hoads=—or “Deorby hatis,” as they weore
called in America,

Giving them no heed, ofter a8 casual
glanee, the juniors walled on till thex
decided, ot length, to turn back and
return to Broadway,

When they turned back they came
face to face with the Derby-hatted
bunch. There was nothing about that
little crowd to distinguish themy from

(Continwed on nex! puoge.)
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ron {houzand olher perzons whom the
juniors hed passed during their walk.
That they were specially intercsted m
the Greviviars pavty did not cccur fo
one of the joutors.  There was no
reason why it shouald.

S, &8s they walked back and came
face to face with the bunch, what bap-
pened next took them gquife by sue-
prise, )

As if moved by the same spring, the
seven men made a sudden rush, amd m
an instant the Greyfriars party were
knocked right and left.

The attack was so sudden, so uiterly
witocked for, that ihe jumiors had no
chance at all. They did vot know
that anyithing was happening till they
were sprawling right and left on the
sidewalk. -

There were fifty other people in
sight—all of whom turned their heads
ta “rubber® at the startling scene.
From a distance, but swiftly, a police-
mpah canie at a o ron,

“Oh, my hat!”

“* What—"

“Look ont—-"

“Oh erambs 1"

Ilarry Wharton wasz the first on hia
foet, Dazed by the blow that had
knocked by over, be stared round him
dizzily.

Tho gang of hooligans wera already
rRuLing. E’r-mn the sidewalk 2 closed
car shot awav.

The juniors had not noticed that cav
creeping along the sidewalk; and cer-
tainly thtey had never dreamed that tho
chauifenr's peaked cap hid ihe hard
face aund wnarrow eyes of Two-gun
Sanders,

“What—"" gasped Wharton. “Bab
—Franky——="

“What the {lwmp!® gasped Bob
Clierry, as he siaggeved up, and stared
at the running figures vanishing round
a corner. “ What—why—how——*

“The whyfulness is terrifie 1 gasped
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“Emithy——"

“Whoeve's Smithy 1

“Bmithy ™

For the moment the chumsg of Grey-
friars bhad been utterly astounded by
that apparently olbjectless attack on the
part of strangers.  Their pockeis had
not  been  picked, snd the gang of
hooligana Liad darted away, imtnedi-
ately after strewing them on e side-
walk, Bt as they failed to sce Vernon-
Smith, they guessed what the meaning
WiLs,

The Bomuler was gone !

“Smithy ' panted Wharton,

“That car——"" yelled Baol.

Tle poinied at the dark, closed car,
alvcady vanishing towards the lights of
Broadway.

*But——" gasped Nugent.

A crond d

i was already pgathering—
through it the policciman pushed his
way. The hooligans ha alvendy

scatiered and disappeared: the wheole
thing had heen a natter only  of
nitaincuts.

H Phwat—-"" hegan ihe policoman,
with the aecont of nine-tenths aof the
Now York polien foree.

“They—they'va got him!®  panted
Wharton. " hey—they've pgot
Snithy 1Y

“Banders 1" pasped  Bal. “They

got Lim info that car—it must have
heen Sandorg——="*

The juniors panied ont an explana-
hon 1o the slaring policeman. Olher
“eops " archved on the seene: the
crowd thickened, MHarry Wharton &
_[f-ch. wore the centro of & " rublber-
n:ﬁ" throng, Bok the  ecar  had
‘I're Macxer Lisnany.—No, 1574,
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vanished into the endless traffic of
Broadway; aud ihe Bounder of (irey-
friars at last was in the hands of lis
CHCINY.

— e e

THE NINTH CHAFTER.
Caged !

HE Bounder ground
with helpless rage.
Wary as he was, Smithy had
: Lbeen taken as utterly by sur-
prize as his comrades by that sudden
altack on Sixth Avenue.
While the TFamous TFive

hiz teeth

W0

knocked right and left, sprawling on

the sidewalk, two of the gang had
gripped  Vernon-S8meih, and ho was
Pritched  mite the car before he Lknew
what was happening.

Crumpled on the foor of the auto-
mobile, with the two gangsters kneel-
ing on him, the Bounider was helploss,
and too dizzy and amazed to struggle,
evenn had it been possible,

But as the car shot away, he realised
what was happening, and strove to
throw off his assailants.

It was a fuiile effort. Mike Gooligan
and Leary were too strong for him—
either of the hefty ruffians would have
been” foo strong for him. He was
crushed down under their weight, in
the bottom of the rushing car, and a
mg thrown over him to hide him from
sight,  "Then the twoe hooligans sat
down, with their feet resting on the

rug and on the schoolboy beneath it
omething hard touched the
Bounder's head as he stroggled. Ik

was the bult of a revelver

“¥ou don't want to yaup, bo!" said
Mike Gooligan, “¥You don’t want to
tve any trouble! I'm telling voul

on let out a sound, big hoy, and youn
HMNE sock from this guon—you get
g ¥

The Bounder did net let out a2 sound.
e ceased to struggle.

He had not seen Sanders—but  he
knew that the Texas gunman must be
behind this attaek, No doublb it was
the gunmaun who was driving the car
The gun-butt was yveady to =tun him
with o single Llow i he wtlered a
sonnd, and, enraged as he was, Smilhy
understood ilas clearly enough. IHe
could hardly move, wnder the envelop-
g rug, with twe pairs of feet planted
on ib; and he was compleicly at the
merey of the gangsters.

He ground his tecth.

The cav was bearing him  away
swiftlv—wliere? IIe eould not guess
—only that it meant that he was in the
lands of the man who was determined
lo prevent him from setting foot on the
witle ranges of the Kiking Cayunse
Ranech, Banders had warned him that
he wonld get no farther on the trip
than New York, IHe had treated that
warning with contemptuous disdain:
but the Texas gunman was making
his words good.

“Reep b parked, bo drawled
Alike. “T guess we gob the right bird
this time—we sure have.”

“You said it, Mike!” agreed Leary.
“He can sure keep that fat geck com-
pany at Duteh Sam’s.”

“Sure!” zaid Mr. Gooligan,

He pgave ihe Bounder's head a tap
with the gun-buti—rather a hard tap,
a3 a hint of what was fo be cxpeeted
if he gave trouble.

But the Bounder was silent and still,
His rage was heyond expression; but
it was uscless to ask. for o crashing
blow that wonld have knocked him
sonseless,

He could have kicked

’J!'!l

himself  for

naving fallen inte this trap., Ie had
been wary enough—but he had not
looked for sa desperate a move—yel
from its very daring and unexpected-
ness 1t bad proved a suwecess. Had he
walted at the Aanhattan until Bill
Buck came back, it would not have
happened., He knew now that Sanders
must have been watching the lotel;
and by taking that walk he had given
his ervemy the chance Jor which he had
been watehing.

It would have heen a suceess, had
Bill Buck been “riding herd.”  The
Bounder was sure of that. Ie had his
own irritable mpaticnee to thank fov
it, if that was any comfork

Half-suffocated under the cnveloping
rug, almost frantic with rage, the
Bounder lay, unable {o form cven an
idea of the direetion taken by 1hie
car. But from the time that olapeed
he knew that it must have covercd a
considerable diztance, when at last it
stopped,

The sharp, stapcato voive of SBapders
came to lus ears:

“Get him oufl”

_The Bounder, rolied in (e rug, was
lifted ount, and Ffelt Dbimself  carried
swiftly, e could sco notlting, fer the
g covered his face andd hnaﬁ; Dt Tie
knew that he was in some sirect amd,
that the gangsters were  anxions
to iﬂt their burden ont of sight as
quickly az possible.  Dut  resistaneo
was impossible, and be could only sab-
mib to his fate.

The pace slackened after a  fow
minutes.  No deoubt ihey were now
threading some dushy  alley, where

observation was uulikely—or whero it
mattered nothing. Ie was suddenly
set on hig fect aned the g relled
away. It was o wooden Hoor umder
his feet, and he Lknew Lthat he was in &
building of some kind.

Ha :zlood wunsteadily, paupling for
breath. i
He was in a room, in darvkness,

From a hallway at the end of a litle
passage came a ghmmer of light, how-
mg two figures in the doorwav.

Little as he guessed if, the Bounder
was standing in the yoom in which
Billy Bunter had been a  prizoner
hardly more than an henr pgo,

“Get a light ! snapped Sanders,

nEu"}]r:

It was Mike Gooligan who was with
the gunman; Leary, doubtless, had
gone back to the car.

Tha Bounder, panting for
clenchied his hamies desperately.

He was thinking of making a Jos-
perate rush  for  it. But  Sauders
blocked the doorway; and the burly
gangster was behind him. And e
canght the glimmer of a weapon in
the nman’s hand.

Mike moved a Little distance from
the door, and opencd the door of a
wall-cupboard in the passage. Hu
yeached into it and drew out a candle,
stuck in the cnd of a bolile, from a
shelf.

He struck s mateh and Lighted the
candle, and brought it back into tle
prison-room, sciling {he bottle on e
rickety table.

Then he grinned at ithe Bounder's
white, furious face.

g ﬁuasa we got yom, Lo he re-
marked, “I sure did repe in that fat
geck this mornicg, at the Manhatian,
thinking he waz you—but I'll wention
that there ain't no mstake this fime.
If there's a nnstake this Hme, Afjcier
Sanders, 'z vourn! That sure i=
the guy you pointed onk on the seps
of the Manhattan.”

Sanders gave & curvt laagh

Breaih,
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anxious whisper. ** Quick, Smithy—those beasts may
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come back any minute,

you know ! ** In the dim glimmer of the hallway, the Bounder of Greyfriars made out the fat, terrified face and glimmering

“No mistake this hme” he said.

“That 15 Vernon-Smith,”

Mike Gooligan lounged into the pas-
sare, e leaned on the wall there and
highted a cigar, apparently to wait
till Banders left. 'he gunmar stood
with hiz eves fixed on Vernon-Smith.
He could read the desperate thouglhits
in the prizoner's mind, and hoe made a
significant gesture with {he revalver
m Lis hand.

“Better not stort anvthing, felley!”
ke said devls,

“ Yo hound ! breathed the
Rounder. “You've gob me !

Banders nodded, with a grin.

“IM :ay s0!” he agread. " That

big stiff roped 10 & fat gink by mistake
this merning—but 1 guess there ain’t
no mistakes when I took the game in
Land myself! Nope!”
“Do you mean Bunteri" asked the
Bounder blankly.
It dawned on him now what had be-
cotme of the missing fat Owl.
“FYep—I reckon that's hia
said Sanders, with a ned.
“How could anybody mistake Bunter

name,™

for me? He's nothing like me!” ex-
claimed Vernon-S3mith, in it
astomishment.

“] puess I didn't know your looks,
ko', tﬁ] Sanders pointed you out on
the steps of the DManhattan this even-
ing ! came Mike's voice from the
passage. I got into your room at the
Manhattan to lay for vou—and that fat
gink moseyed in as if the room belonged
to him—I guess that's how it was!™
“Oh " gasped the Bounder.

“¥ou'll sure have his company here

afore long,” grinned the gangster
“That fat bird sure #ew out when
Banderas left the cage open, but

I gucss he won't wander fur away with
the bovz logking for him! Wope!”

spectacles of Billy Bunter,

“It cuts no icel” snapped Bandeys,
“The fat fool is not wanted !”

“I guess I don't want him telling the
talo to the cops. bo'!” said Mike.
“He might put them wise whoere 1o
look for thiz bird.”

“Mebbe! If Lo gets clear, I guess
vou've got another hide-out where you
can park Master Vernon-Smith safe.”

““'(th, sure!™

“You faney you're going to keep me
here, vou villain?” said the Bounder,
between his tooth.

%1 rockon,” said SBandera coolly,
“and T guess I got a few words to
spill, to put vou wize, feller. I warned
vou, back at your school, that you
wasn't wanted in Texas—and T warned
vou again, in New York, to take the
stenmer home! T allow you got sand
—vou ain’'t the same hLeft as that gink
Bunter., But I guess it won't buy you
anything! I got the boss’ orders to
keep vou out of the valley of the Frio.
You've asked for this, and you've got
it! Chew on if, feller! Keop chewing
on it, that if you give trouble, you got
it coming to vou.”

He paused a moment,

“¥Yon'd sure be safer at the botiom of
the IKast river!” he said *“Keep
chewing on that! Den't try to start
anvthing ! U'm telling youl You figure,
mebbe, that you'll be able fo get out
of this! I'm telling you, that if you try
to start anything, vou’ll be put in 2 safer

lace! You won't be the first geck fo
Eu found drowned in the East river, nor
the last! iew on that, Mr. Vernon-
Smith—it's your best guess !

Without waiting for an egnswer, fhe
gunman picked up the candle and
stepped out into tho passage.

he Bounder made a movement—but
e checked himself. With all his
courace, and all hiz nerve, the gun.
man's eold, zrim menace had sent a

chill to his heart., His life was sparad,
so long as he gove no trouble—but he
was in lawless hands that recked little
of life. The next moment the doov
shut, and ho was left in darkness
Then he heard the ker turned in the
outside of the lock, and withdrawn—
then the receding sound of foolbsteps;
amd silence,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

In Hidipg !

ILLY DBUNTER hardly breathed.
B At the sound of footsteps, the
fat junior had promptly parked
himself bebind the frowsy coals
hanging in the cupboard. But his fat
heart almost died in his breast when the
cupboard door was jerked open, and
Mike Gooligan groped for the candle
on the sholf.

The interior of the deep cupboard
wag intenzely dark, But Bunter would
havdly have been seen even had the
gangster strack a light. The frowsy
garments on the hooks hid him, down
to the feet—and the box on which he
had been sitting shut off his face from
view,

Ho was, in fact, perfectly safe, ro
long as the cupboard was not searclhed:
but the epening door, and the eouml
of groping, gave Bunler the impression
that it was about to be searched.

In a mowment raore, however, he knew
that Mike had only resched i to iake
something from a shelf: and the door
was shut again, left a few inches ajar,
as the gangster intended to replace the
candle, when Banders haod finished lis
talle with the prisoney,

Bunfer breathed agamn—but  he
quaked. The gangster had been withan
twa  feel of bim—il only e had

(Continured on paoe 16.)
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suspecled that e was there!  Btill it
was clear that Milko had no such sus-
picion. Dut it was fortunate for Bunter
ihat it was only the candle he wanted,
and not one of the conds |

Listening, with a thwnping heart, the
fat junior heard the voices from the
prizon-room ¢lose at hand,  He knew
the volee of Banders at once—and ho
gave a jump ag he caught the angry,
bitfer tones of the Dounder.

ITe¢ realised that the gunman hod,
afrer all, “got ™ Vernon-Smith! It
was the Bounder's wvoice he hoard
threugh the deorway of the prisen-
oo,

“ O eriliey 7 breathed Bunter.

Tho swell of bike's rank cigar came
to him, ax he listened to the talk. Tt
it was bricf; and he heard the door of
the prison-reom close at last; and a
glimmer told that the lighted candle
was near at hapd. e heard the key
turn in the lock, and then the graling
sound as it was pulled out by Gooligan.

Then  Handers' mudtering  voice
reached his fat ears. i
“You got hin safe thizs time! Keep

Lim safe ™ ]

“I guesa he won't beat it out of here,
o 17 apswered Mike, I got him =afe
s« long as his board 13 paid!” The
cangster ehuckled hoarsely.

“Your side-kickers min’t rounded up
ilhat fat guy, Bunier.”

48 1 g:ufss they'll get him! That fat
gy don’k know & thingl I guess he's
rubbiering arvound trying to find his
wav."

“anre ! Boat if he gets clear, there's
a chance that he might be able to find
the place again—if yon don’t round
iy up. vou'll hare to transfer Mr.
Vernon-Smith to another hideout——"

“I guess we'll shift him_ over to
Murphy's jeint! But T'm telling yon,
the bove'll bring in that fat gink 1™

Bunter heard a grunt of assent from
ihe pguoman,  Sanders moved away
down the passage. Bunter hoped to
hear the heavy tread of the pangster
following; but Mike Gooligan stapped
at 1he cupboard door and jerked it open
agai.

The fat Owl trembled. ‘

Tl cantle, in the boitlo-neck, was in
ihe ruffian’s hand, the light glimmering
in. Had a spot of Bunter been visible,
no doubt Mike Gooligan wonld have
miade 8 startling discovery.

But ihe fat junier was compleiely
hidden from view. He heard a serapin
sound. as 1f zomething metallic ha
beerp hung on a hook.

Then the candle was blown ouf, the
bottle replaced on the shelf, and the
tloor closed.

The heavy tread of the gangster went
down the passage at last.

Bunter gasped for breath,

Both of them were gone again—
iliongh probably they were still in the
Lbutlding, Whether they wers, or not,
Bunter could not tell, DBut at all events,
ey were not in his immediate vicinity,
gl 1her had nob discovered him.

He watted five or six long minukoes,
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and then ventured to emerge from
beliind his zereen of frowsy garmenta
Then he was able to breathe a little
mora freely, though it was close and
etiff enoueh in the cupboard.

I'rom what he had heard, he knew
that some of the gang were still hunting
for him, in the vicinity of the tenement.
It was not safe to venture out—and he
wondered dismally what he was going
fo do. The only thing seemed to be to
remain in hiding, where he was, till a
late Lioar,

It waz probable that the denizens of
such a place kept very late hours~—~but
late ifn the night there might bhe o
chanco of stealing out on tiptoo, nnseen.

The prospect of remaining in that
dismal recess for long and weary hours
war dismaving; bot it was better than
falling into tEe hands of the Goolizan
HIT.

Bunter knew now that the discovery
of his identily was not going to lead
to his release. If he was recaptured,
he would be kept a prisoner, at least so
flong as Herbert Vernon-Smith  was
iml}:ri:'mmfi in  his present  guarters,
Mike wos not going to let him *tell
the iale ™
provent i,
_ Billy Bunter had been very keen to
join in that trip to Lexas. e knew
that sonte mysterious danger threatened
the Bounder; but he had not forgscen
ihat a spot of 1t might come his way.
AL the present moment he wonld have
beenn glad to be on the other side of
tha tlantic—even the company of
Lrother Bammy and sister Dessie was
boelter than this.

But it waz all Smithy's fault, of
course 1 If that beast hadn't taken away
his clabber that morning, Bunier would
never have landed in this!?

An  hour—which seemod to Billy
Buuler about a weeli—erawled by. Then
foolsteps «lrove him, palpitaiing, into
decp cover again, squeezing behind the
coals.

To hiz terror, the cupboard door
opened. I it waz someone coming there
for -one of those frowsy ool se—

But it was nol that! He heard a
sevaping sould as a hand groped 1o, and
that was all.

Ile ecould guess what it was. The
sonid of o key boing pushed inlo the
lock of the prizon-room followed.

That lew, naturally, wa= not left in
the lock when the door was fastencd on
the prisoner. It was lung on a hook
in that cupboard.

Mike had hang it there, after locking
in the Bounder. Now somweone had come
:n seg the prisoner, and had taken the
Lo

Bunter heard the doot of the prison-
room open. The veice of the man Leary
came to his cara.

“1 guess I'rve 1}1‘0115]![‘- you your eats,
ho! Mebbe vou'll find it a change after
the Alanhatian !

“Hang vou!”™ ecame lhe PBounder's
savage, passionale voice.

ol sure are poeved,
chuckled Leary.

Gooligan's voice broke in.

“(iit through, Leary ! I guess I ain't
standing around while youn chew the rag
with that guv ™

“Yan satd i, Mike I

Leaving whatever he had brought on
the rickety table in the prison-reom,
Leary stepped out again.  Gooligan,
evidently, was there, o make sure that
the prizoner made no desperate aitempt
to escape while the door wasz open.

The doer was shut, the key turned in
the lock again.

Bunter's fat heart palpitated, as an
unacen hand groped into the dark cup-
linarﬂ_. and bBune the key on the hook
ther

to the copz if he could

o Fow 1Y

Then the iwo gFanc:zlerz went down
the passage. Evidently they had only
coma there to bring the prisoncr his
“eats,” as thev called it; and 1t was
pru}ga,ble that now they were gone for
good.

Silenee followed.

Yhat time it wae, Bunier did not
knew; but he knew that it must be
getting lato. It seomed to him that he
lad been hours ancd hours and hours
Hidden in that dizmal, stuffy reecss,

He ventured, at last, to open the cup-
board door an inch or two, and peer
out. Tho glimmer from fhe hallway
met his peering oves; but no one was
in sight. The fat junior hesitated long.

But he stirred at last.

He groped for the hook on which he
had heard the key placed. A large,
heavy, iron key met hiz groping fingers.

Bunter had made up his fat mind to
make the venture. He was, as usual,
thinking chiefly of his fat self. But
even Bunter was not tinkinge of going
without unlocking the door of the
Bounder's prizon-room, and pivieg
Smithy o chance, too, The kevy was
there, reads to his hand; and Lis fas
fingers closed on it

ey in hand, the fat junior waited s
fow more minntes, hardly daring to
venture out of his hiding-place. DBut
he moved out at last, on tiptoe, croph
to the door of the prison-room, and
slipped the key inte the lock. He
turned it as softly as he eould, pusbed
the door open a few  inches, and
whispered ;

“1 sav, Smihy!”

L —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Escape

BE DBounder paced {he narrow
limits of the prison-room, on-

resting,  his  rage  growing
deopor and more bitter, with
OYErY WeRPY pAssing minute,

Only o dim glimmer eaune in od o
little harred window : bul hiz eyes wero
uged to the ploom by that time. and
he econld dimly discorn his surroundings.

The “eats” that Learvy had brought
fay unregarded on the rickety table.
The Bounder was not thinking of food
—neither was a coarse loaf, a4 hunk of
cheese, and a jug of water, templing
fore to the mullionaire’s son.

His face was pale with rage: his cves
glittering. * He clenched his hands till
the pails dug into the palms,

Ha was a prisoner—a hopeless
prizoner, vnless they chose to lei him go.
That was not likely 1o happen. For
some mysterious reason—some reason at
which he could not bepin to guess—his
Fma&nce was not wanted at the ranch
s father had bought on the banks of
the Frio in Texaz. Bomeonc nt whosn
identity he could make no gness, but to
whom Sanders alluded as “the hoss,™
wanted to keep him away—and this was
the means. Sanders, as he had already
suspected, was only an agent in the
mattor—earrving out the orders of the
unknown man.

Whatever the game was, they ween
prepaved to take trouble, to spend
money, and to run risks, to keep him
away from Iicking Cayuse. That fhey
were willing to avoid the extreme of
crime, was plain, from the faer that ha
was a prisoner, and had not  been
knocked on the liead and dropped into
tha Easzi river.

But Sanders - had  evidently meant
every word he utfercd ; lus life hung on
a thread, while he was in sueh lawless

hands., If there was visk of escape,
risk of vescue, risk of danger to thems-
selves, e knew what to oxpoet from



guch callous rufians as the New York
Eangsiers.

And if s safety depended on sub-
mission to his fate, it was worth little
~=for the Bounder of Greyfriars was the
last fellow to submit to lis fato in such
circumstances.

He had calenlated the chance of mak-
ing & rush, when the door was opened
for Lwary 1o bring in the “cats™
There had been no chance, witlh the
brawny Gooligan in the passage out-
sidde the deorway. Yet already the
regkless Bounder rvegretted that he had
not tried it on.

e was poing to take the first chance
ghat came his way, whalever the result
—he was savagely determined on that!

Tramp, tramp, tramp, went his un-
resting footsteps, up and down the nar-
vow limits of his prison, in the gloom.

Again and again he stared from the
little, unclean, barred window. There
was no escape—he could not move the

secrewed  wooden  bars. e was
cornered like a yat in 2 trap.
His friends could not help him!

Tong a%u they must have warned tho
police of what had hlat.lpdpened on Hixth
Avenue; bt what eo the police do?
They could not track a fleeting motor-
car through the streets of New York.

I{e was miles from Sixth Avenue;
Ie had no doubt of that, Hpe was hid-
den in some dismal sl on the Kast
Side. There was no clue to the den—
uriless—— ) .

The thought of Bunifer came into his
mind. He knew now that the fat Owl
had fallen into the hands of the gang-
sters, by a mistake made by the thick-
witted ruflian Mike—and hie had got
away, out of that very room, when
Sanders bad left the door unlocked.
Az he had not been brought back, 1t
looked as if he might have got clear.

But there was no hope in that! Ten
to one, a hundred to one, the fatheaded
Jwl was wandering, utterly lost, and
would be snapped up by the pangsters
who were looking for hum. Even if he
did get clear, it did not mean hope for
Vernon-Smith—it was riot likely that he
would ha able to guide rescue to this
den; and cven if he could, the
gangsters were veady to transfer their
prisoner to some other hidden den
at the first sign of ik, That fab fi:mi‘:
whatever beeame of him, was of no use,

Tramp, tramp, &ramp, went his
weary footsteps! Desperate thoughts
were in s mind, They hkad left him
for the mght—but when they came, on
the morrow, he would take his chance.
A leg broken f{rom the rickety table
would serve him aos a weapon, In &
fierce attempt to fight his way out.
Better to fall under a gangster's bul-
let, ihan to submit tamely, The
Bounder was in a mood for the most
desperate action.

Suddenly he ceased his restless ipm-
ing, as there was a faint sound from
the door, Ie heard a click of the

lock.

Vernon-8mith  stood with  beating
heart, his hands eclenched, his eves
buening, Ho was ready to take the
shghtest, the wildest chance—and the
door was opening !

But the next moment he relaxed:
wondering, in  utier amarernent,
whether he wos drecaming, as a whisper
reached his ears in the darknoess.

“1 say, Bmichy 17

The Bounder fairly staggered! He
had taken tb for granted t%mt it was
one of the gangsters who had unlocked
the door. Bub it was the fat whisper
of Billy Bunter that reached his cars!

“I say, you ain't asleep, are yout”
came tho anxious whisper.

“Bunter 1™ lweathed  Vernon-Smitl.
“ Is—is—is that vou, Bunler?”
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“0Oh! You're awake! Why didn't
vou answer prunted Bunter.
“Think I want to hang about, you
fathead ™

“ Bunber '™  repeated the Bounder.
“0Oh, gad! om—you've gol  the
koy——"*

“Yez! Quick, Smithy—those beasts
may come back, vou know !¥

The Bounder, astonnded as he was,
was cool again in a moment. That
Billy Bunter was still on the spot, that
e had the key of the prison-roomn,
wans S0 amazing &z to he mcompre-
hensible, Bot it was no time for ask-
ing questions, The fact was enough for
the Bounder. The door was unlecked
—his way of escape was open !

Hao stepped quickly to the deorway.
In the dim glimmer from the hadlway,
e made out the fat, terrified face and
%‘lhmmerm spectacles of the Owl of the

emove, No one else was to be seen;
the gangsters, if they were in the build-
ing at all, were not at hand.

Y(lome on,  Smithy ! whispered
Bunter.

“Hold on o tick!’ breathed ihe
Bounder. *“I'll get hold of something

-—{hev'll try to stop us, if they spot
us——"

* Buck up, then [¥-

The Bounder grasped the rickely
tahle. It was easy encugh io wrench
off dna of the legs. But the loud erack
of the breaking wood, as he wrenched it
off, made Billy Bunter utier a squeak
of affright.

“I—I say, ithey'll hear ug—"

* Bhut up, you fat fool I”

“Oh, reslly, Smithy—"

‘“%uict, old chap!™ 8B8mithy romem-
bered that he owed 1% chance to
Bunter.  “Keep behind me, old fat
mean, end leave 1t to me if they Ly to
ﬁtﬂp s

“C-g-come on, then!” gasped Bunier.

There was no doubt that DBunter
would leave it to Smilj?', if there was
any serapping! His fat knees were
knocking together, as he followed the
Bounder down the passage to the hall-
WY,

But if Bunter was in the throes of
terrified apprehension, that was not the
cage with Bmithy | His teeth were seb;
hiz eyes gleaming under knitted brows;
hiz grip tirm on the bludgeon, He was
ready, more than réady, to fight his way
ont of that den of crooks and desper-
adoes, now that he had a chanee.

At the end of the passage, hie stopped
to loeok into the hfllwa,‘gje Fl‘m':?p:n
opent door, at a little distance, came
light, and a sound of voiees: but there
was no one in sight. The doorway on
the dismal strect was wide open—it was
probably never elosed in the tenement
that swarmed with disreputable 1n-
habitants like a rabbit-warren. For the
moment e coast was clear—and Ver-
non-Smith had to take his chanece of
what might lie outside the doorway.

“Come on, Bunter!”™ he whispered.
“ Stick to me 1™

“I'm kik-kik-coming " stuttered the
fat Owl, through his chattering teeth.

The DBounder ran swiftly across the
hallway, Bunter at his heels. In a
moment he was 1n ithe street.

The next moment, there was o roar
of surprise and rage. Leaning against
the front of the building, smeoking a
pe, was the man Leary !

For a second he stared at the two
rscgpm% prisoners, as if he could not
Lbelieve his eyes—as probably he havdly
could!  Then he rushed io intcrecpt
thean, shouting at the top of his voice.

Billy Bunter had resson to bo glad,
at that moment, that he had delayed
s flight to release the Bounder, ft
to himself, the bhapless fat (dwl wonld
undoulredly have erumpled up in ihe

17

was made of sternor swuff.

sprang to meet the gangster as
he rushed, and atruck at the sams
moment, and the heavy bludgeon
crashed Tull eecross the evil foce.

Leary rolled in the mud of the sireet,
velling and corsing., and the Bounder
ran on, the terrified Owl squeaking ot
liiz heels. -

There was & roar of vowces behnwl
thenm.

A lbrawny fpure leaped out of the
shadows, hiz cloteh just nissing  the
Bounder, but closing on Billy Bunter.

A vell of terror pesled from Bunder os

gangﬂf;ter‘s_ grip. But Herberi Vernon-
‘ I;
e

ho sagged in the grasp of Mike
Gooligan.
“ty! Helpt! COoooh!?

The Bounder, panting, turned,

Even as the gangster grasped Bunler,
Vernon-Smith struck at him, and ihe
bludgeon crashed on the side of hi-
head. The pangster staggervod, amd
Smithy repeated the blow with light.
ning swiftness,

*Quick I he panted.

Mike Gooligan rolled over, half
stunned. The Bonnder grasped Bunter
by & fat arm and raced him onward.

Splut.tﬂrinf and gur Iins;, the fat Owl
ray, his fat little legs faivly twinkling.

Whera he was going the Bounder didd
nog know; he turned one corper, and
then another, and another, dragging the
paspug fat Owl,

¢ throw away {he Lludgeon as he
cmerged into a lighted stroet; but b
still ran hard, dragging Bunter, till
lighted shops and a crowded sidewalk
assured him of safety., Then at last he
stopped for breath i the midst of u
staring throng.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Unexpected !

i OGGONE my cats]” growled
Bill Buck.
Bill had made that remark
about twenty tunes,

“T'1 tell & man I” he growled.

The Famous Five were worried ard
dismayed.

They had retyrned to the Manhaiian
1lotel, to find Bill Buck there, wailing
for them—with bad news for Mr. Buck,
Thero was still no news of Dunter; but
tha fat Owl's chisappearance troubled
thern much less than the kidnapping of
the Bounder. DBunter. might turn up
sooner or later, but it was clear that
Vernon-Smith had fallen mto the hands
of the enemy who had been watching
for him, and what his fate might be they

could not guess,

“You pesky young ginks!” said Ar,
Buelk. “ You couldn’t keep in the corral
while I was taking & leetle pasesr fo tho
police office ! Nope! Didn't you know 1
was riding herd over youl! If I'd
knowed you was going to break hewd
while I was gone I'd sure hava lhog-
tied you.” )
i’_l'he. juniors had nolhing to say to
tisat.

Bill was naturally cxasperated. 1l
hiad expected the schoolboys to ramain
ab the Manhatien while he was gone—
as, they realised now, they ought to
have done! Certainly they had never
dreamed of anything like that attack
on Bixth Avenue, Tt was fairly corvtain,
ton, ihat the obstingte Bounder would
not bayve stayed with them had they
staved ing but they did not feel disposed
to cxplein that to Bill. 8o they said
nothing,

The worst of it was that there was
nothing to be done, The kidnapping on
Sixth  Avenue was a matter for the
police—it was in 1lie hands of the police
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—and Smithy's friends could only wait
for news, with little hope of getting

ol news,

Smithy had vanished into the teeming
wilderness of Wow York—where, there
was not the faintest clue. .

Sanders had *“got” him, with the
aid of somo gang of East Side toughs
That wes oll they knew.

Bill Buck, who could have flollowed
tiie faintest trail, the moerest spot of
#ign, on a Texas prairie, was as helpless
as the juniors in the busy strects of a
great ¢iny. .

LilL, like the juniors, had {o wait for
nows, and he waited with litlle hope.
The police might, or miglt not, dis-
cover the Dounder. Walting for news
was a4 weary business,

It was growing lale—past the usual
bioed-1imme {E the (GGroviviars fellows, Dot
they were nol thinking of bed.

They could not have slept with that
anxiety on their minds, They had gone
up to their rooms, but they gathered in
l-{)url':r Wharton's room in worried and
troubled discussion,

Bill, equally unable fo rest, was
pacing in tho corridor outside, every
now and then pausing at the doorway lo
shoot somo remarks in at the Juniors,
Hiz eyes turned on the lift every time
it eame up.  Buat his hope of gelting
news from the police depot was very
faint, -

“Bay, vou yvoung pecks had belber
go to roost!” he rapped at last.  * &it-
ting up chewing the rag won't buy you
anvthipg 1"

“Weo conldu't sleep ™ said Harrey.

“The sleepfulness would be a terrific
impossibility in  the idiotie eircum-
stances, my esteemed Buck,” murmured
Hurree Jamset Nam Singh.

Snovt ! from Bill,

“You figure on sitting it out till that
voung gink 1s reunded up " he gronted.
1 gbur:ss you'll sure be tired. I'll say
it'll be time for you to go back to vour
sehool afore the cops get on the trail of
that pesky young stiff.”

There was a crash of the elevator at
the end of the corridor, and for the
tenth or twelfth time Bill turned his
cyes on it as it disgorged passengers on
t-ﬂn seventcenth floor of the Manhattan
Hotel.

Then he jumped.

Big angd burly med heavy aa he was,
the puncher from the Kicking Cayuse
bounded clear of the floor in his amaze-
ment.

“T'l tell & man i he gasped.

The juniors, locking ot him through

the doorway, wondered what had
startled him., From within the room
they could not see the cause.

“ What's up " asked Bob Cherry,
“Doggons my cats!” yelled Bill.
“What tho dickens——"

“Carry me home to die!” gasped {le
Kicking Cayuse puncher,

Harry Wharton & Co. ran to the door.
They stared up the corridor. Then
there was a vell of amazement.

*Bimithy

“ PBunter 1"

“CGireat pip 1

“The pipfulness is teerifie 1"

i Emitﬁj—]}unmr ! My hat!”

The juniors could hacdly believe their
eyes, Bill Buck could hardly believe
his, Two passcngers had been dis-
charged from the elevetor and they wero

coming wup the corridor—Herbert
Vernon-8mith and William George
Bunter !

it semed rather like & miracle to the

astonished juniors,
say, you fellowg—-"

Bunter.

“Is that really the old porpoise?™
gasped Dob Cherry,

“1 sav, 1I'm hungry—
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“ITa, ha, hia ™

“TRlessed if I see anvihing to cackle
al! TI've had practically nothing to eat
all day ! howled Dunter.

“Bmithy, 18 that you or your ghost i
roarcd Bob.

The Bounder chuckled.

“Little me ! he said.
giad to got back 1"

“T say, vou fellows, Eot
supper senfl up-—"

“1'H el a mun ™ gasped T Buels,
“TlH surely tell & wan frein Texa:!
Yep! How'd vou goet back here, yeuny
Vernon-Bmiih "

“I say, you Fellowg—--"

*Was il Handers got youw, Saithy
EI.‘-]mrdl Havery Whaviae,

“Yos; b got Runter, too!” eligesied
the Bounder, “Tve heen parked o
sonele den, e some monldy tenement on
the Fad Side of New York! So bue
Dounter.”

“How on earth did you gel awey,
ﬂur!l.?" gurperd Nugent.

Vernon-Smith poinied o Bunier,

= That {ai ass——"" hu said.

Oy, really, Bmithy—"

Float Llithering clump—-"7"
:: l]i"h'.-:j:-.'i i
Thak bepighte o (R o) e

UYahLi_’quhL{d Landersnatch

“Ilo did it 1" soid Smithy. “But {m
that barlding Dloaster I should be nnder
lock and Ley this blessed minute! We
had ratlher a run—Bunter isn't o bad
sprinter, with a pangster beliind him ™

“Look lirpe—"

M We got ont inde the Dowery and
picked up a 1oxi, end here we “are |¥
satd the HBounder.  “I'l tell you ihe
rest over supper.  T'in oas hunpgyy as a
lmnter—or a Banler.”

o Doggone my eals ! enid Bill Buck,
Now 1 got you safe agin, vou voung
_Jlnl.‘., don’'t you break herd no mpore!
ou break herd agin, you pesky stiff,

and T'll sure iake my quirt to you 1"

I gay, you fellows, I'm hungry——"

“Bpeech may be taken as read 1” re-
marked Bolb Clerry.

“I'm famished !” wailed DBunter.
“I've been hungry all day, reallyl 1
wanted Smithy (o slop for supper some.
where, but he would come straight
here—"

“You fat ass ™

“ Beast 1™

“1 guess,’”” said Mr. Buck, “that
you'uns ain't hunting for any more
trouble in New York! I'm telling you
we hit the cars bright and early in the
morning ! You young ginks have scen
all you're going to see c:f this here burg.
I'm telling you 1™
af:'I shlal.n’It.! be bﬂ.h!l:h :;:‘]::1 f.ut'r'il ::rul. carly,

or a v been through!™ h
BLilly Bunier., § i

“I guess T'1 help vou 1" said Bill.

Over supper it was the Bounder who
told the story—Billy Bunter's fat jaws
being too busily occupied for speech,
And in the murning. a little help from
Mr. Buck persuaded Bunter to turn out
carly for once., The whole party were

lad enough to “hit* the cars, and
eave New York behind them—though
they had little doubt that Two-gun
Sanders was not far away, as they
rolled onward to the far south-west,

“And jolly

Wi far

3
=

SAY, wvou fellows! Is this
Y Kentucky 1

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Texas "
“MNo, assl"
“Ont Is Kentucky in the Tinited
States!” asked DBilly Bunter., *'Is it

A Little Misunderstanding !
(11 I
“What is it, then i
much farther to Texas?”

—- ¥t

“ About another thouzand mils."

“Oh crikey ! T saw, I'm goiting tired
of ihis train I

“Get ouwt and walk ™
Cherry,

H"|!|'-'1|.l'h [n

All the Grexfiid: pariv, @

angzesied Tlob

walb af

Billy Dunter, were getiing a liole sioed
of 1l frain,

Tle: annenge disigoee of Ge 100l
o [} 1
Blates wera ralber w chango, abiers Coana

ires in (laeiy owi caunfer

owas mtioer o v W o Dy o e
ddade alier =fofe. Fandreds of el sl
paniy after ondseggs of i':iE.!!"'?-: 1ei air

' y : . i
saredt, ahd wahe el gra fo efeen seaamn,

RO

af Liae ueaming srain, Mol ovieee the
revelly worr off, e 1 oeon i), ol e
{l‘j :l."r'l'ln": "a'u.FrII.Ilnll Er'l' L I'!_'l_'i 1 !TE"LI; B i
off the raiitond Dravey Whonoao & Lo,

vwere loukior fererre, ol
as Il Bnek . o viwe wde savoiames of
Texas zaddbe arnied Laofdbe Do e poase ol
ihe rocking onvs,

I was Yostoag un ilme oo %0 0]

Hadd he consulicd Balls Thrtes, thara
werthad stnve Loen o stop far o so-t alei
overs Dundsed widhes Botb e did no
ceretilt Dily  Huasfen i
arboureed ik fuey wore net coinr iy
stopr ar awll, tmtad ey “hite T s
atd theuagl a ehavge from 00 fraiy
would have ren weltowne
ecerhed, 1hie Janiors adoeiioed s 2N
Wiats Tigi.

ffer whalt Lud bappensd i New

Yorl, the souner l'.:w:,' st el e
IKwking Garpze Honeh, (be i $80H
wiz  very  anxions fo luud Lo Taoe
Yernoe-Saith there, uider 100 ;
tion of Baruey Sitoue, the fureia aid
the “bunela ™ amd  the (res[onre
feliows agreed that 1l was ouly wise

Neothing had heon seen ol
sinee leaving New Yorle: Lad b owous
probable. if not coriain. 1hai [+ was oo
the track, Whaiever his miotive wiaglht
o {or ecchimp fo keep Furehy away
from e ranch, he was bl ke o

I LI T LR I

L]
LT

1% =
2l TN -

LR T L el

f 1
SELL N

give up e gaae afier s £ i in
MNoew York,
The junior: woere wary; ard euvery

now and then IBIF walleed v aid daown
the frain, wiving it the “oneeaner ™
from end 1o end, lost ihe gaounen shoald
have boarded it at sowe poiny oo the
journey.,

Billy Bunter wos lesz inleresied in
Banders, and the danger that haitoy over
=mithy, ilean in other wud pgore pn-
partant  matiors, At {he prescu
moment lie was keeping his cves, and
Lis spectacles, on the look-oal, nol {or
a Texas punman, bul for fhe candy-

boy. o
Lhe em_a:"[p].l{:}' was an nstoubon of
which 1illy  Bunter ihorouvgl!s  ap.-

roved. Eveey pow and fhes e ey -

oy camme up and down A Gram vkl
a wellladen tray of all soris al delight.
ful comestibiles. Tilly Dhender Lind Deeu
a very gobd customer to (hal canda-

O,

Thiz lLiad been made poszihle by a
little Toan lie had ratseq f3ona Snonl.
Bunter’s own supply of cash would nod
have causcd the candy-boy to halt for
a moment when paesinzg thropgh {ho
CaT,

Neither waz Smithy, as a rule, an
easy fellow fo ““touch ™ for a lown,
Iiliy Bunter had fried it on  ihe
steamer, he had tried it in New Yorl
and on all accasions, lie Lo tried b in
vain, Smithy had g lot of money; but
he had a lot of zenze i looking afier
it. But, after the advenlive in New
York, the Bounder was—for a bricl
space—a changed Bounder! Duuter, to
his astonishment and delight, had sue-
eecded in *louching ™l for fifty
dollars |

Smithy owed hiz cscape [vom the
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Billy Bunier covered his fat knees and the seat beside him with his many and varled selecifons of attracuve eatables.
think that will do,** he remarked thonghtfully to the candy-hoy.

gangsters in New York {o Bunter, For
that reason ho had said no more of hia
intention of packing the fat junior back
home on the stramer. For the same
reason his allowed the fat Owl to extract
a loan from himm—io be scttled later
according to Bunter, when they returned
home and Lo roceived certain postal
orders he wag expecting.

With Smithy in this new mood, Billy
Bunter fele that the frip would be a
good deal more enjovable. Fifty dollars,
ihough quite a handsome sum, did not
last Bunter very long,

There was no need, so far aa Bunier
could see, for cconomy, It was a case
of casy come, and easy go. “When the
dollarz wera gone, he had only to
“touch * the Bounder for some more |

Evidently Smithy was not insensible to
ithe claims of gratitude ! His gratitude,
so far, had been worth fifty dollars to
Bunter! The fat Owl cxpected it to
Le worth a good deal move than thatb,

Tha conductor came along the train,
and Billy Bunler gave him a squeak as
hie passcd,

“1 sav, where's the eandy-boy 1"

“Next cart” zaid the conductor, and
he passed on,

Bunter blinked along ihe long car in
itnpaticnt  expectatyon  of seeing the
candyv-boy appear with his tray. Bus
the candyv-hwov, no doubt, was doing
businesz 311 the next car, and he was
wot in a liry to appear

Bunler was lmpatient,. He was
lmngry. Mealz on the fram were good
and ample, but ihere was too long a
epace Detween them,  Billy Bunter's
idee of a happy holiday wos meals
between meals—indesd, as a matter of
choice, e would have preferred meals
between  1he meals wliels wera ecaten
Letwern mneals !

YT sav, vou fellows, can you sce
him?” he squeaked, at last

I don’t want to spoil my dinner ! »*

“No: he's not on this train,’ an.
swered Harry Wharton.

The Famous Five, at the moment,
wera discussing  Mr., SBanders, and
Wharton su that Dunter was
alluding to tﬁ@ serson under discussion,
The other fellows did not share Bunter’s

deep and abiding interest in the
candy-boy. F

“Not on  the irain!" ejaculated
Bunter.

“No; we've seen nothing of him, any-
how. ™

“"What rot! I've secn him, only an
hour ago 1" yapped Bunier, “lle's in
the next car now.”’

“What "

Remarks from Billy Buntey did nof,
ag a rulo, cause the whole }ir.t! rty to st
up and take notice. DBut that remark
did., Tha Famous Five turned to him
a3 one man, with startled faces, 'he
Bounder half-rose from his zcal,

Bill Buck, at the moment, was in
another car—performing one of lis
frequent peregrinations up and down
the train, or doubtless he would have
faken prompt netice also,

“"You've seen himi"
Bounder,

“¥Yes, of conrse I have!” answered
Buonter., He was speaking of the candy.
boy, few of whose movemenls escaped

lis eve.
1Te, like

exeloimed the

“Where ' exclaimed DBob.
the other fellows, was ihinking of Two-
gun Banders.

“ITe passed along an hour ago,'” an-
sweread Boanter. “Didn’t you notice
lim 7"

“Rot [ snapped the Dounder. “We

shiould have noticed him at onee”

“Well, we've been looking out of ihn
windows !” said Frank Nugeai. *“I—I
suppose e might have passed,  Ave
you sure, Bunter?"

Think I

“0f course I am! don’t

GEI

“ After all, we're poing to have dinner on the train, and

know him by sight by this time?" said
Bunter.  “OFf conrse I saw hiin!"’

“"Why didn't wvou tell us, then, f
you saw him and we didn't " demanded
the Bounder,

“How should I know you didn’t see
him? e was plain enough for any-
Lady to seo !

“Ia that fat ass trying to poll ouy
leps ¥ grunted Jehnny Bull

“0Oh, really, Bull—"

“1f he passed us, which way did he
o asked ihe Bounder.

“Down the train! Ile's in the next
car now—the one the conductor came
from. T'm watching for him now,” said
Bunter. :

" Bill went up the train ! said Harry,
“If thaa is true, 1 wish he'd come back,
il will want to know if that rotter’s
on the train.”

“Eh? What are you calling him a
rofter for 7" asked Bunter, in surprise.

“Isn't he a rotter, fathead?®™

“Nobt that I know of! Jolly civil, 1
thenght him,” said Bunter.

“You thought him jolly eivil " ex-
claimed the Bounder, staving Idaukly at
thin fat-Owl.

“Well, for an American,” said Dun
fer, P Americans haven't mach in il
way of manners, of course. But "

“You burbling owl, shut up, or some
Amevican may Eu]l vour ¢ar for your
theck 1 soid Bob,  As there were abond
pwenty  Amaricans in the rame  car,
Bianter's remark was not really taciful

“Oh, really, Cherry—-="

“Tlallo, halle, hallal  1lere comes
Rill 1" exclaimed Dob, as Alr. ek
appeared in eight at the wpper end of
tha car.

Bill Buck noted ab onco the iraces of
excitement in the looks of his youthful
charges, and he made hasie fo rejoin
thent.

‘Tne Al
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“What's biting you'uns?’ he asked.
“Yon ain't secn mwti:iﬂ%pi that onery
piccan, have youl" ill, like the
juniors, was thinking of Twogun
Sanders. i

“Bunter says he's seen him on the
train 1" answered Harry. .

“Search me!” ejaculated Bill :

He olid Lis hand to the back of his
helt.  The juniors knew what was
“packed " there, and they wondered
whether the Kicking Cayuse puncher
was going to “pull ™ at the sight of
Sanders 1f he saw him on the train,

“Yan saw him, you Duntert™ ex-
claimed Mr. Bu{:_k. _ ik

“"Yes, I saw him all right— .

“t Cgrey me home to die!” said Bill,
“I been up and down this here irain,
agin and agin, and I ain’t seen hide
nof haiy of hm. You're sure, you
Bunter ™ ) ] ,

“Vou must be blind, if you haven't
soen him,” said the astonished Owl,
“You wers in this car when he passed
through.” .

“ Aw, what you giving me?” snapped
Alr, Buck. “I'll well 8 man, I'd sare
lve seen him.”

“Bunter says he’s in the next car,
now, down the train,” said Harry.
“Blessed if I can make it out. Ile
must have mistaken somebody else for
lam™

" Oh, really, Wharton—why, there he
comes !”  exclaimed Bunter, as the
candy-boy, at long last, enteraed the car
with his wares. _

Bunter pointed with a fat finger.
The juniora all turned their heads, as
if moved by the same spring, and Mr.
Tinek half-drew  the ludden  six-guw
from the back of his pants, They fully
expected to see Two-gun Sanders as the
fat Owl pointed., All they saw was a
candy-boy with a tray.

“YWhere=——" howled Bah.

“Thoe wherefuiness is terrific.”

Can't you see himi* howled Bunter.
*Av hat! Talk about me being short-
sighted ! You fellows want speciacles,
aned no mistake, if you can't sec that
candy-boy.”

“That what?” shrieked Bob.

* Candy-boy 1"

The juniors stared at Bunter.

Mr, Buck hastily slipped the six-gun
back into itz hiding-place.

“Hay,” he cjacylated, *is that fat
guy loco?"

* You—you—ryou blithering fat idiot [
hizssed the Bounder. “What do you
mean vou fancy that that candy-
bov is Banders, or what?™

“Sanders 1 repealed Bunter blankly.
"Wha's talking about Sandeps?”

“Weren'c you?” howled Bob Cherry.

“Th? No! I said ['d scen the candy-
boy—he passed through this car an
hour ago—"

“You—yon—you wera talking sbout
iiie candy-boy ! gasped Bob Choerry.

“Yes: woren't you?"

“You=—you—you blithering,
mg, benighted burbler—"

“Oh, really, Cherry—="

“You—yon—you—" gasped Johnny
Bull. “Oh, there ain’t & word for you I”

“Oh, really, Bull—="

“0f all the tercific idiots—"

“{h, really, Inky——"

“Only a false slarm ¥ said Harey
Wharton, lavghing. “Wo might have
gucssed that Bunter was thinking of
f?utlr.” Does he ever think of anvthing
L] B

“Oh, really, Wharton——"

“I've a jolly good mind to boot him
from one end of the car to the other,”
growled the Bounder,

“Oh, really, Smilliy—2=
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“Bhut up, vou fat ass1”

“T say, Smithy, old chap—>»"

*“8hut up, I tell you !

"Bat T want von to lend me another
fifty dollars ! explained Bunter,

Yernon-Bmith  gave Ilnm one
and walked away up the car.

The Famous Five chuckled. Smithy
cid not look s if he was in & mend fo
lend Bunter fifty dollars-—or fifty eceonts!
He looked as if he could only barely
regirain himself from lending Bunter a
boot [

*“Hore | said the fat Owl, az the
eandy-boy came along., And the candy-
boyv stopped to do & big business,

loalz,

roared the Famous

watched Bunter, with consider-
The candy-boy had a cheery smile on
a customer as ever, if not a Jittle better.
the youth was civility itself. He did a
Billy Bunter covered his fat knees,
he had annexed about half the candy-
going to have dinner on the brain, and
arithmetician. It was a considerable
“0bh, my only hat!” murmured Bob
Famous Five guite a handsome sum to
fellows rub their eyes, after what they
foodstuffs for that sum,
“Goue along the train,” answered
“1 wish he wouldn't walk off, just
will wvou?”
ha 1"
at! Whal are you cackling at, vou fat-
“Eh? I'm nobt joking!*

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER
Not So Jolly Clvil !

I I ARRY WHARTON & CO.
able hilarity, as he made his
extensive selections from the

candy-boy’s fray.

hia face. i

Bunter had, hitherto, been quite a
good customer : and now he was as good
It was the candy-boy whom Bunter had
considered  “jolly  eivil®  for an
American: and there was no doubt that
fairly good trade op and down the
irain: but he did not often got such
wheleaale orders as DBunter's.
and the seat beside him, with his many
anid  various selections of attractive
aatables. Ty the time he had finished
boy's stock.

“T tlunk that will do!” romarked
Bunter thoughtfully. “After all, we're
I don't want to =poil my dinncr. How
muech ¥ ]

The candy-boy zcemed quite & gpood
sm, but he did 1t at once in hizs head.

“Twenty-three dollars, seventy cents 1™
he answered.

Cherry.

Twenty-three dollars waz well over
feur pounds;  which scemed to the
expend  on a meal  between  meals!
IPrices were high in the United States:
somie of the prices made the Greyfriars
were accustomed to on their own side
of the Atlantie, Still, Bunter was
getting quite a considerable quantity of

“T say. vou fellows, where's Smithi i
ashod ii_l:.: Bunter, blinking round
through his big spectacles.

Bol. . i

“Lo and call him, will you?”?

“ Hardly 1™
when T want him” said Bunter
peevishlv., “I sav, you fellows, lend me
twenty-three dollars till he comes back,

“Ha, ha,

Five. :

“Blessed if I see mnylhing to cackle
heads 17 demanded Bunter.

“Your little joke, old fat man!”
answercd Boh.

“¥on wre!” chuckled Bob.

“The jokefulness i3 terrifie!” grinned
Hurree Jamser Ram Singh,.

* Look here, vou fellows, T've run ont
of cash,” said Bunter irritably., “I've
got only & quarter left IV

“That's about a hob” said Nugent.
“ Perhaps the candy-boy will take a bob
for that lat!l™

“The perhapsfulness is preposterous.™

“Took here, are voun going to lend
me twenty-three dollars, or are you
not ¥ hooted Bunter.

“Nob!” answered the Famous Five,
with one veice,

“Teasts] Where's that man Bock?
T say, Mr. Buck, lend me twenty-three
dollars, will you?”

“Not so's vou'd notiee it!” anzwered
Mr. Buck. And he walked away.

“I1 say, you fellows, go and call
Smithv! I can’t keep these things
without paying for them!” execlaimed
the 'fat Owl anxiously.

“I'Hl osay vou ecan’t!” remarked the
candy-boy. That vouth's * jolly eivility ™
seemed to be rather dropping awa
from him. “And I'll mention that
got to get along the train”

“%Well, that's all right,” said Bunier.
“Remind me about paying vou when
vou come back along thia car, will youl?
You needn't hurey.™

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at the
candy-boy, quite curious to Lknow how
ho would receive that happy suggestion.
He did not receive it in what Bunter
would have considered the right spirid !

The remnant of his eivility vanished
on the spot! Quite an unplessant ex-
pression came over his face. Hitherto
a polite and civil candy-boy—jolly eivil,
in  fact—he now scemed, tn Dunter's
eyes, to resemble, in his looks, one of
the pangsters left belind in New York!
Iis jaw jutted, his eves glinted, and
Liis whole azpect was absoluiely dis-
agreeable.

“Fou firure ['m cavrving this lhero
tray for my health?” inguired the
candy-boy, in tones as unpleazant as his
locks,

“You see—=" pxplained Dunier.

"I den't see twentv-three dollars,
seventy cents,” interrupted the candy-
hoy, *“Thal’s what wani to Eseo,
mister

“1 say, vou fellowgm——?*

“What abont a stroll along the train®”
asked Bob Cherry. “Let's have a look
ot Kentucky from the car platform.”

"Good eggl”

*1 say, don’t walk off while a fellow’s
talking to you!” howled Bunter, in
slarm. *“I say, I've told vou I've run
aout of money—I say, if i}‘mt’rn ton beastly
mean to lend a fellow twenty-threo
dollars—— Beasts [

The Famous Five walked alonz the
ear. Without being exactly mean, they
did not feel disposed to “ blow * the sum
of four pounds ten shillings on a feed
for William George Bunter! In fact,
though they had a good deal more cash
than Bunter, they could not aford to
spend it ab Bunter's rate.

They disappeared, much {o Bunter's
dismay.

“I—1 savy—=" stammered DBunter,
blinking at the candy-boy.

That youth was looking more and more
unpleasant. A passenger who cleared
half his stock off iz tray, and was un-
abla to rrﬂﬂ'er pavment for the same,
was really enough to exasperale any
candy-boy.

“1 guess,” said the candyv-how, “that
it sets you back twenty-three dollars
seventy cents. You parting "

“You—yon see, I-J—*

“Vou poing to pony up. or not @
vapped the candy-bov, elearly In quile
g bad temper by this time.

About twenty paszmengers were staring




round at Dunier, some of them grin-
ning. Bunfer's fat face was corimsen
with dizcomfort, Dunter was not shy,
and as a rule he vather liked the lime-
hight, Imt the attention he was gotfing
now  vwas neither grateful ner com-
forting. '

Then, to hia immenso  relief, he
gpotted Vernon-Smith coming back mto
the ear., Ile waved a fat hand to the
Bounder.

AST week we latked about making
plans for the winning of foot-
ball matches before they actually
stark, 1 hepe vou haven't for-

gottenn all T =aid abwout the importance
of pre-match disenzsions. At the same
tune, bear in mimd tha setory I told yon
to illustrate the fact that the plaxers
on the other side may do things to make
the plans go all wrong. Both sides in
a foothall mateh think they have made
plavs which will enable them to win.
But only one of the plans works oug
right,” becauze only one side can win,
Therclore, 1n every match one set of
players geta a surprise.

What happens to the side which finds,
after the game has been in progress for
sgome tie, that things are not workin
out ag they should?  Onee on the ﬁe]dg,
ithe players have to rely on themnselves
and their knowledge of cach other,
Thera can be no discussion on tacties,
and no one to give help from outside,
HSomo prople say that Brst-class teams,
even when they are on the field, are
kept m touch with the menager, who
zends down iustructions from hiz place
i ihe stand. I know that 12 true to a
certain extent.  Dut, anyway, that
doezn’t coneern us, heeanse footballers
like you haven't got a manager sitting
in the stand. I don't suppose you've
even pot o stand—have vou

I'm net at all sure whether the mana-
gers of these big clobs are right in
interfering with the players when they
are an the field. A person who is not
playing in a zame cannot possibly know
all that 1s going on amongst the players.
That is why every team ought to have
a manager on the ficld, rather than in
ihe stand.

A “manager ® on the field doesn’t. go
by that name, of course He is called
g captain,  Whenever you hear about
captains being unimpnrtant in first-clasa
foothall you can take it from ma that
in the sort of football we are talking

about—ryour sort of foollhall—they ave

yery - imporfant.
A CAPTAIN'S TASK

l most, & reliable sort—reliable in

= everyday life and reliable as &

foothaller.  All the members of

for some of ithein will be impeortant

The captain mmzt, decidn on changa of

tactics if these are neceszary.,  Sone-

FHE captam st be, first and fore-
fhe side st have faith in hia decisions,
times he may even go o the cxtent of

EVERY SATURDAY

“1 zay, Smithy —"

Smithy had strolled up the {rain.
Now he was strolling down ilhe train,
If he heard Bunter's fat squeak he did
ot heed it

Bunter ¢lutehed at hun as he passed.

“Bmithy, old chap, I say-——"

Smithy, old chap, jerked himself away
and walked on.

“1 say, will you lend me fifty dollars,
Smithy ¥ gasped Bunter.

2l

N0 " answerad the Bounder aver his
shoydder,

“I may, lend me twenty-Lhree dollars,
ihen =

Smithy walked out at the otlier ond
¢f the car,

“Oh ernikey I gaspoed Bunter,

“1 guess,” said the candy-boy, “ithat
I ain't on this here train 1o &l
around like a stork . 'l sav surely

(Continued oh next puagr.)

The most important member
of a football team is the
“skipper” . . . therefore,

have faith in his decisions if
vou want to win matches |

switching plavers from ong position to
anothey, If the centre-forward, foi
example, i3 having a very bad time
against the opposing centre-half, it may
he a good plan to let another player sto
what he can do—perhaps a hoavier
player, or a speedier one.

You probably noticed that in several
aof Aston Villa's Cup-iics this scason
Broome and Bhell, starting at outside-
right and c¢entre-forward respeciively,
have changed places during the courso
of the game. In the sccond re-play
against Charlton Athietie, at Highbury,
Broome scored three of his side’s four

oals after he had ne to  centre-
orward. And the change has been
doubly sneeessful because Shell has often
played very well at outside-vight.

2o, you see, a switch. of players does
sometimes have a good effect. It is
not & thing that I strongly recommend
fo you, however, for mistakez can easily
e made, But when the captain docs
decide on such & course, or on any
other tactical change of any =ort, it 13
up to all the players to do their best to
fit in with the new ideas.

The job of changing tactics is what
may be called the “dictating ¥ sido of
the captain’s task. 3ut that is not the
most important side.  Muoeh meors im-
portant 15 it that ihe captain should be
a2 "leader Y—not so much telling his

layers how to =et about the opposiiion,

ut showing (hem how to do is. Many
a match has been won by the caprain
mepiring  hiz icam.  When things are
going wrong, the game secms lost, and
ong or two players are losing heart, ihe
whole pleomy atmosphers can be
chonged by 2 captain who knows his
Jjob selting an example to his eolleagara
~—showing them. that he, at any raie,

qlocsn’t think their task is hopeless; ihat

ho =o't downlbearted. Just one exirva-
special offort by o captain, to show (hat
ho i3 still alive and fighting, can work
wolnleras among plavers who arve hog-
ning to get down in the dmmnps, as

FOOTB

[

!

most of us can’t help doing at some tjimao
or anuther.
KEEP THE PRESSURE UP
OT only when things sre going
badly must the eapiain acl a=
an ispiration. There gre tines
~when his job is just as inport-
ant in keeping a winning teawm poing
all out, The teudency, among sy
players 13 {o slack off when they focl
that they are in s safe position, Melieve
me, {here is no more dangerous practive
in football, T epuld write you out a
long list of Grst-class matches, played
this season, which have bheen lost becaysis
the players of a side which appeared
te be winning in comfort sat back and
took ihings eazily  ¥ou just musin'i
do that. In boxing vou are not allowel
o hit o men when hé is down, but in
foatball you must do so. When you are
heating o team, no matter Lhow casily,
keep on going as hard as you can; beat
them o bat meore, and then still keep on
beatnrg them. MNever slacken olf heoeav-a
you think wvou have the pomine in your
pocket.
_ Just as dangerons as a team slacken-
ing off when it thinks 1t 13 wiining 1=
for a side to changoe ifs tactics when i
has 2 narvow rlead, to concoutreiion on
defence It i3 a great tenptation, 1
know, when you are a goal up, to fec]
ihat 2o long as yonu con keep the other
fellowz out you will be all right., In
ordey (o do that you tell yvour forwards
to come back and liclp the defenders.
But what happenst Tho extra de-
fenders get o the wav, the opponenis
take heart because they find they can
keep up & constast atiack, sud very
often & goume which: was won iz lost, If
vou are down, keep lighting., 1f you
arc up, keep fighting just the smine.
That isn't & Lad motlo to paivnt in big
letters on thoe wall of your dicssing-
TN
1t is the major job of the coplain of
tho side to seo thut his players alwaxs
ear that motto in mod,.  Thus e
skipper must e o player whom every-
hody likes ond trusts; wlhe wever gels
downhearted; but s alwoys foll eof
cnthusiasin, “They are the qualities you
should think most about when you arve
deciding who should captain your side,
IHoiry next week to give you soum
more Lelp about coming to ids im-
noaviant decision about-1he fellow mosd
itkely lo mako a good ekipper.
Tue Magrer Lasnany.—No. 1,574,
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ot ! T woerving vou for twenly-Alivee
dollar= soventy conts” )

% J—T—I haven't any money !"" gasped
Banter.

“Y sure guessed that one,” assented
e candy-bor, "Aod if you an't got
the du=t, what yer mean by snoopiug
Balf sy stock? m asking you [V

Bunter was unable 10 satisfy
candy-boy's curiozily on thal poink

With a geim brow, the candy-los
packed back on his tray all the varied
assortipernt of comoestibles  that Bally
Bunter had removed theeelvomn.

Bunter watched them mournfully as
they went one by one.

Having veloaded his tray, the ca.n-rlhr-
buy fixed his oyes on Billy Bunter with
u look u= witerly woples=ant as Mike
Gioolin's,

“Yon bigTslff 17 sand the candy-boy.

1T say——="

“¥ou pie-faced poecan !

“ Lol Lbere——""

“You cheap skale !

Bang!

“onool M gasped Dunder,

Havitg ¥nocked Baclec's haf down
over hiz vars, tho candy-hoy walked on,

Dunter clutchod at lis hat, splutter-
g, -

ﬁ'ﬂu, ha, Lhal” came 8 Lowl along the
AT,

“Ooooi " gasped “(Oh !
Oocogh | Wooooh 1™ .

Every faco in the car was turned
lowards DBunter. DEvary {mﬁﬁunger T
the car was laughing -with one excepe
tign, Thal ecxception was William
Crcorge DButler !

{le

Tauniler,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER.
A Spot of Ventriloquism !

1ILLY BUNTER suiled.

B Tt was the following wmorming—
and the Greyfvinres party were
still on the cars, bogming on to

Texas, And it was the firsl tume that

Bunter had smiled since the unploasant

episode with the candy Loy the previous

dar.

Now he smiled, BPut it was not a
happy smile, it waa not 3 friendly smile,
b was uob & nice smile at all; it was
one of those sardonic enmles,

Billy Dunter was anuoyed, he was
morese, he was vengeful, Iie Lhad not
boen  treated i e waxv  that  so
thorourhly nice a fellow oushi to have
been treated, Bie was poing to get his
own back—if he could, Al he favcied
that he could,

e was deeply indigeant,  Tlwre was
no doubt that Buanler hmil been ex-
teemely wseful when 1Meshert Vernon-
Smith Lhad been wider lock and key, in
thic hiands of the gang-icr= 1 that teno-
ment by the East River, 10 New York,
Hmithy seomed to bave priced iz use-
fulwess at ffty dollars
" Bunter had guite different ideas. Cers

{fainly he took a raller exapgorated
view of his seeviees, e luod—or he
Fancied hio had—or, ot leosi, lLe de-

tlared that he bad —rescued SBunthy al
the risk of lis lifce. Uinclaunted by
ficree and secowlinr panpsior:, Bunier
had reseucd Bmabby ;o afwer which, the
vory least that Swilly could do—the
absolute mimmuome—was e el Bunler
draw upon his ample supplies of cash.
That, 1f thore was anpthing mr grati-
tncke, was tho very least thal Bmithy
could and should have done,

it 1t seemaedd that theres wae tle in
eratiinde—little  or  nnthing. The
Uomtnder’s pratifude wenl to 1he exient
of filty dellars—and stogped there, 1t
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did mot go o single cent bevond thak
lignure,

Billy Bunter had been looking morese
for quite a long lime. Now, however,
he was siniling—a dark, sardonic smile.

He gave a ?ﬂt little cough, unnoticed
in the buzz of the train and the buzz
of talk. 1lad the other fellows noticed
g they wmight have guesscd that the

sreviriars vontiriloguist was preparing
to get on ilio warpath,

But they didn's. As they drew nearer
and nearer to thelr destination they
were thinking of rolling prairies, bucl-

ing broneos, punchers in stetson hats,
and whirvling lassors, They had forgot-
tenn all about Billy Bunler's weird

ventriloguisin—indeed, they scemed to
have forgotten all sbout Dunter.
surdopie Owl was going io  remind
thera.

The candy-boy was coming along the
canr.

Bunter faveured him with an inimical
blink. 'F'hat candv-boy had banged ks
hat on  hizs head the previous day.
Scveral times Bunter had thought of
knocking hin down for his check; but
the canﬁy-bn}' was about & foot taller
ihan Bunier, and the fat Owl had de.
cided, on the whole, to treat him with
contompk.

But it was all S8mithy's fault. Tven
novw DBunter would have been prepared
to forget and forgive if SBmithy would
have squeczed out another fifty-dellar
bill,. He would rather have made o
selegtion from the candy-boy's tray than
have knocked the fellow down.

Ag it was, all that remained to Bunter
was vengeance. Hevenge is said fo bo
sweet—though certainly 18 was not so
sweet as chocolate creams.

The candy-boy took no heed of
Bunder, Ile had no further use for that
particular eusiomer, Dat. he paust‘:d in
paszing the Greyfriars fellows, ready to
dlo business if reguired.

“Don't stand there " came a snap-
ping voice. “Get out of the light, you
long-logged freak 1™ .

The candy-boy gave quite o jump.

That remark did not appear to come
from DBunier; it appeared to proceed
from Ierbert YVernon-8mith, and it was
utbered in the rather strident tones of
tho Bounder. DBunter was an adept at
the frick of inutating & wveice for
venbriloquial purposes.

“Bay, what are you giving me?”
cjaculated the eandy-boy, staring at the
Ilounder in angry surprise,

Vernon-Simtth was looking ronnd. He
frack heard the remark, though he cer-
tainly didd not guess that it was supposed
te have proceeded from himself.

“Iht  Did sou speak to mei” he
asked.

“I sure did!” said the candy-boy.
“Say, you're from the OId Country,
aig b oyon ™

“What? Yes!” answered Bmthy.

“¥Mcbbe rou came across the pond to
et yvour nose pulled,” suggested the
cancdy-hoy. _

Vernon-Simith glared at Lim, He
was guite the last member of the party
fo take that sori of talk patiently.

“What the dooce do you mean?” he
suapped.  “Don't be checloy [

'l"ll:ul.t was all the Dounder said. Dt
a volve s like hiz own that few ears
could have deteciod the difference con-
{inned innoediately :

“You pgly brute, got ont of thia ear,
or I'll boot vou along to the next !

“Smilhy 1" exelaimed Harry Wharton,
from his seat close at hand, ** What the
dickens—""

“Smithy, von fathead—" exclaimed
Frank DNugent.

“You'll oot me out of thes car, says

The

vou "' howled 1he candvbop. % Why,
vou pic-faced mugwump, you conldu’t
Loot one side of me [7

“I  never  said——"
Bounder,

“Boot me!” roarcd the candy-boy,
with all the indignation of a free citizen
of & great cowntry, where every cizen
was as good as every other citizen, if
not o little better. “Hearch me ! Why,
vou pesky, pie-faced, slabsided joy-——m>m

“Here, pack that up, George 17 ealled
ont the conducior, coming inio 1l cnr,

“Aw, forget 1017 howled 1he indignant

gazped  Ehe

candy-boy. “Thut guy allowa thatl he's
going to book e out of this lers
eap-—m->" .

“Bav, you want fo lkeep a civil

fongue, voung man " said the conducior,
staring at Vernon-Smith. *LThat sort
of talk mav go whera vou come fron,
Lbut it won't do for ilu= country.”™

“T nover said anvihing of the kind !”
velled the Bounder, * Bomebodyr el-e
was speaking 1o the sills foal 1™

“Aw, didn't all these zuys hear von®”

snavted the cnndy-hoy, “¥You can’t
crawl oot of it thal-a-way, vou g
stiff ! Doot me, will vou, you pie-

faced son of John DBull——""

“0Oh, shut up!” exclaimed the
Bounder angrily, erimson witlh arnoy-
ance, as the whole car * rublbered ™ g
Lis direction. “&hut up and cleax

“Or 'l kneck your sillv, eheeky head
off I went on 4 voice that was a twin
to Smithy's. “Get ook of it, you lout!"

That waz {oo mucl for the candy-boy.
Red with wrath, he made a gralb at
Yernon-Smith's noze. grasped o, and
tweaked it.

The next intlant (he Bonnder was on
his feet, with o voarv of rage, and hLit-
fing o,

Fliz fizk era-hed in the eandyv-Lay's
face, eending Lime spinning along tho
ear, IHe toliered backwards five or six
fect before he erashed, landing on his
back, his tray ecapsizing, aud itz con-
fenls shooting all over the ear, =eatter-
g in a shower far and wide,

* Oh, sho " pasped the conduelor,

“Aw, s=carch me!” spluitered the
candy-boy., Ile spraowled on his back
for o mowent or two, spluttering for
breath: then he bounded up, roshed dt
the Bounder, and fairly harled himself
on him.

There was o roar of excitement from
one end of the car 1o the other, as 1liey
erappled, fishting furionsty.,  And from
Billy Bunter, prinning fieom one faf car
to the olher, come a choery squeak z

“1e, he, et

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Trouble on the Train !

£i TOF it!™
“Separate them [
“Emithy 1

“Here, vou, Goorge=—"

“0h, my hat!”

Tramp, tramp, tramp! Truncli,
putich, punch ! Thump, thump, (laanp !

Smithy and the candy-boy were golng
strong, trampling wildly and reclilessly
aver the seattered goods from the tray.

“Eop if, Bwithy ! shouted llavey
Whartomn.

“Let up, you, George!” gelled the
conductor.

* e, he, he "

“(Collar  themn !
Chorry,

All the pazzeangers in the long car wero
on their feet, staving. The Greyfriars
party were the cenire of attention.

The Fameons Five jomped at Smithy
oud grasped him, as the conductor threw
an arm round George and dragged him

exclaimed Dol
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Billy Bunter darted back, "Iemunith rushing after him, still
the ear, and Bunter met him in full career. The fat Removite smote him rather like a battering-ram, and the conductor
staggered backwards.

back. By main force the two exasper-
sted eombatants were separated,

The struggle had been brief, but it
lad done damage. ~Vernon-Smith's
nose was streaming red, and one of hus
nyes was winking. The candy-boy’s
nose looked like an over-ripe tomato.

“Let me go, you fools ™ howled the
Bounder.

“ Let up 1™ yelled the candy-hoy. *I'm
telling you I'm sure going to hreak up
that gink 1

“You sure ain’t!” sported the con-
duector  “You're on this train to zell
candy, George, not to break up the
pesky passengoers.”™

“I'm telling you—" yelled George.

“Aw, pack 1t up and beat it, you ™

And the conductor, who was a power-
ful man, hooked the candy-boy along
the ¢ar and out at the end.

Ceorge’s volee was heard in loud and
m‘:grlv protest, as he went; but o went,
and he disappeared into the next car.

Vernon-Smith dabbed his streaming
nose with his handkerchief, panting for
Lrenth, Hia face was crimson under a
sca of staring eyes. Bmithy was not,
perhaps, of a pacific nature, but cer-
tainly he did not like being mixed up in
g shindy with a candy-hoy on a erowded
railroad ear.

Harry Wharton & Co. pave him ox-
pressive looks as they vesumed their
~cats. Billy Bunter grinned cheerily,
The Grevfriars ventriloquist had got his
awn back, there was o doubt ahont
that.  Beoth Vernon-Bmith and the
candy-boy had suffercd for their sins.

The Bounder, gasping for breath, =at
down, dabbing his nose.

The conductor, having dizpozed of
George, came back, He collected up
the various articles George had dvopped
in the fray, and then ho gave Vernon-
Smith a zrim look.

“ AMebbe voun never learned manners in
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kicking.

rour ewn country, young man,” he said.
“But chew on this—any more rockus
from you and you go off this train at
the nest stop, and you po off on your
neck ¥

And, without waiting for a reply, the
conductor left the car.

The EBounder, with a black brow,
dabbed at his nose.

He gave ihe Famous Five a scowl.

“Does that faol think I was te blame
for the row " he asked.

"Weren't you?" asked Johnny DBull
dryly,

** No, you fool [

Johnny shrugged his shouldera

“Aly esteemed Smithy——"
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“The silly fool fancied I spoke to
him when T didn’t!” sua.ri?zd the
Bounder. “Do you think I wanted o
et mixed up in a seuffle on the tramn "

“We all heard you ! zaid Bob.

The Boundey breathed hard.

“1I tell you I zaid nothing to the fool
till he spoke to me,” he said, betwoen
his tecth., “You know it as well as I
do, a2 yon were all near enough to hear
every word that was said. So what do
you maon "7

“T mean what I say,” answered Bob.
“You spoke to that fellow first, when
e eame along with his tray—"

* 1 did not 17 snarled the %ﬂlli‘ldﬂl‘.

“Oh, don't ba an nss, Smithy 1 ex-
claimed Harry Wharton impatiently.
“What'zs the good of saving vou never
started the row, when every fellow here,
and half the passengers 1 the car,
lieard vou insult the chapi”

TAre vou mad? I never said any-
thing! Somebody did—I didn't 1"

“That somebody horrowed your voiee
io zay it with. then !"" said Johuny, still
saveastic, “'We all heard it 1™

Vernon-Smith gave a siark,

Mmur-

4

Perhapa

- ot ¥
; :

Crash ! The conducior was coming through

the zight of tho wide grins wreailinyy
ihe fat face of William George Bunter
helped fo enlighten hin,

YOh!" he gasped. “I—I caich onl
Bnntor——="

“ Bunter 1" ropeated IXarry Wharton.
“Duntey had nothing to do with it 1le
never opencd his mooth 1Y

“Fool 1"” snarled the Bounder.

“Thank=1" said Harry dryly.

“Dunter, you rotten raseal!”  Tle
Bonnder rose, his face quite alarming
i ats expression. “ You—yon—=m"

“I—1 cay, you fellows!” pgaspel
Bunter, 1n alarm,.  *“I say, I nover Al

“Keep oquict, 8mithy, for poodness”
sake 1" exelaimed Frank Nugent. “Da
you want the conductor to chuck you off
the train? I can tell you that the man
nreant what ho said.”

“I==Y'll =zmazh him "™ gasped the
Bounder. “¥Yon silly fools, ecan't vou
see that that fat fool was playing tricks
with his rotten ventriloquism 1

“Oh ! masped the Famous Five, all
togethier.

“I wasn't!” yelled Bunter.
von felinwe, I never——"'

“You fat ass!™” cexclaimed Harm
Wharton, “ Was it youi”

“No: I never did anything of {he
kindl I—I wouldn't! %Eﬁi pe,  Llat
camdy-boy banged mr hat in yestevday,
Serve him jolly well right lo get his
nosn punchaed !*

“Then 1t was Dol
Cherry,

“(h, no: nothing of the kind! T =axv,
vou fellows, keep that beast off 1
vellad Bunter,

Wharten aml Beb Cherry grasped the
Bonnder, just in time.

Bunter hounded up and backed awoy.

“I zay, you fellowsg—--"

SR vou Tet me go?™ hissud ihe

Yue AlscxeEr LieRanly.—No. 1.5

“1 say,

vou '™ howled
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Bounder, “I'm going to smash that fat

sconndrel  for  playing  his  rotten
tricks——"
“I didn't 1" gasped Bunter. ¥ J—=I

never thought of paying you out like
that, Smithy! Never dreamed of it!
Dosides, vou let me down, you jolly well
Lnow you did, efter I saved your wife—
I mean, =aved your life—in New York !

The Bounder wrenched [uriously at
ihe drglaininﬁ hands, but Wharton and
Bob Cherry held him fast.

Eilly Bunter certainly deseyved to be
hooted from one end of the train to the
other. But it was no time or place for
booting Buntor. There had been, in the
opinion of the Famous Five, quite
enovngh in the way of shindies, They
did not want the conductor called back
to the car by another row.

“ Chuck 1t, Bmithy |”' snapped Dob.

“1 tell you—"

“Oh, be gulef, you assz!" exelairned
Harry Wharton, “ You can Loot that
fat chump all over Texas when yon get
to the ranch.- Chuck it, on the train !

“I'll smash him 1"

The Bounder gave another
wrench, and nearly tove loose,

Billy Bunter  seuttled away down {he
car, and scuttled out at the end. For
tire present it seemed judicions to Billy
Bunter to give the infuriated Doundor a
wide berth, Ile vanished intoe the next
Calk,

YVernon-Smith, with an effort, con-
trolled hizs rage, He realised that ho
was making an exhibition of himself
under the staring eyes of a car-load of
passengera, Ile pitched himself inio his
seat, and the juniors released him,

Ten minutes later, Rill Buck, who Lad
ieen along the train, came walking
fthrouzh. He found the Famous Tive
silent and uncomfortakle, and the
Bounder dabbing his nose and scowling,

“Say, 1 hear vou been kicking up a
rookus with the ecandy-boy, you young
cink !" he grunted. Apparently Dill
had been in talk with the conductor.

“Oh rats ! snapped the Bounder.,

Bill gave him a long, steady loolk,
Lireathed rather hard, and walked on io
il next car.

The Bounder scowled after him as ho
westt,

fieren
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THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Lelt Behind !

i AROOOH
That sudden voar from
Billy Bunter woke the cchoes

of the depot.

The booming train had come {0 a
stop, and Billy Bunter was Dlinking
;:[Jtht‘t‘ dismally at the skation plar-
LI,

le fat Owl of the Remwmove waz nod
fooling . bucked,

THE MAGNET

fIe did mnot dars to veniure back
into  the ear whera the Greyiriars
party sat. He had a well-groundod
apprehension that trouble would acerue
s scon as he established contact with
the Bounder.

Flad that spot of ventriloguism
E&ﬂwd off undetected, 16 would have
cen all right, but i hado’t, and 1k
wasn't,

Buniter had “paid out” both the
Bounder and the candy-boy., But if
revenge was sweet, it left rather an
unpleasant Havour behind it, in the
circumstances,

The candy-boy had passed him
several times, amd Bunicer drew com-
fort from observing that his nose was
growing more and more like a8 disused
tomato. That was all right: but every-
thing else was all wrong. IL was quite
awkward for a pguest, on a holiday
trip. to be unabla to wveniuve within
kicking distance of his host.

The Famous Five, probably, were
going to boot him for his trickery;
Lut they were leaving it for a more
convegient and  appropriate  oppor-
tanity., Bmithy was likely to take the
first oppoctumity, appropriate or notf.
Bunter would not lhiave been surprised
hadd the beast come hunting him along
the frain.

He was thinking these dismal
thouglis as he blinked out at the way-
side  Toxas statton from the halted
train. He was not aware that it was

a Texas station—being, in fact, un-
aware that Arkensas had been left
behingd by some bundreds of miles. Not

that he would heve been specially
interested had he been aware of it
Hoe was thinking of Smithx's boat ;
antd all of a sudden he let oub & ter-
rific yoll as the boot materialised.

“Yaroooh!  Ow!  DBeast ! roared
Bunter.

Thudd !

T &'m-hﬂﬂp e

Smithy had come along. o was,
as r matier of fact, walking aloug the
train without specially looking {for
Bunter. Coming on Bunter, however,
hae booted him, and, as thoe fat Owl
velledd, he booted him again, and yet
again, Sumthy secmed to find solace 1
booting Bunter, though Bunier found
noe whatever,

“Ow! Leave off, you beast ! roaved
Bunter, hopping and dodging. “Ow!
'l jelly  well punch  your head!
Wow "

He darted back into the car. After
Lt rushied the Bowsder, still kicking !

Crash |

Bamp !

The conductor was coming through
the cav,

Dunter met Lim in full carcer,

The conductor was & hefty man, buk
lie was not able to stand up to that
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sudden and unex-
ﬁq{-.t.ud charge,
illy Bunter smole
him rather like a
battering-ram, and
the econductor wont
over bachwards,
with a heavy bump.
“Who - oooop 1"
roared the condue-
tor, as he landed on
bis back.
“"Faroocop 1"
spluttered  Bunter
as he distributed
himself over the
conductor's sprawl-
g legs,
“¥You fai gink
velled the condue-
tar,

Beadings

Fully

w F¢F1 L

“Yurrropogh '

The pursuing Bounder halted just in
timo to save lumself from heing added
to the heap.

The mnﬁuctnr, gasping for breath,
hurled Bunter of his legs, and
scrambled to  his  fect. He pgave
Y eornon-Bmith quitﬂ & deadly look.

0w ! Help!™ yelled Bunter. “ Keep
hitn off ! Yarooh ™

“You agin!” hooted the conduoctor,
E]&réng' at Vernon-8mith., * You mixed
uwp in a rookus agin, I guess I told
you what to expect.”

He grasped the Bounder, and swung
him out of the car!

“*Let go, you fool I roared Vernon-
Smith, struggling frantically. DBut he
struggled in vain in that brawny grip.

Buamp !

“Oh! Oh gadl Ow!?

Herbert  Vernon-Bmith  sprawled,
breathlesa, on the station platform. Hae

?“t. up, dizzily, blinking back at the
rain.

The conductor glared down at him.

“ That's yourn, I guess I'* he snapped.
“T'll say you an't running this train,
big boy! Nope! I pguess I put you
wrzo that you'd go off this train on
vour neck, if you kicked up another
rooknz! You got it!™

The DBounder, breathless from the
fall, eat and panted. A dozen pas
sengera stared out at him, grinmpg.

“Bay, what's this game ™ Iill ﬁuek

catre striding through the ecar. “Here,

voul What you doing with that pas
sengey *'
“I guess I'm putting that doggoned

voung scallawag off'n this bere train,
feller, like I told him I would ['' re-
torted the conduector,

“You big stifi " roaved Bill. “I
got to land that guy at Kicking
Laruse

He jumped to the platform, grasped
the dizzy, breathless Bounder, nnd
helped him to his feet,

The cars rocked as the train got inte

motion, The conductor grinved at
them deristvely.

Eill, supporting  the tottering
Bonnder with one hand., waved the

uther in wrathiul excitement.

“Soy, you pull in your hosses, you [
he roared. “"You hear me shout?
You Ing stiff, you hold i &8 pleco!”

“Torget it!” grinned the conductor,

“Aw, carry me home to die!l”
gazpod Bl

Tle cars were in molion; the ¢on-
ducter’s face, with that derisive griu
on it, faded out of sight.

Bill Buck shook a brawny fist after
the train as it rocked away. But there
waz no help for it. He was etill “ keep-
g tabs ™ on Vernon-8mith, so far as
Il::rut. wonb, But he was left behind with
im.

“Hearch me ! gasped Bill, az the
train boomed away down the line,
“T'U tell a2 man1”

“Oh gad!" gasped the Dounder.

He stared  after the train; Bill
stared after it.  But they could do
nothing else.  With a voar and a
rumble it dizappeared, leaving them
staring.

Billy Runter, with a backward blink.
watched them till they were out of
sight, and grinned.

Fe rolled back to the Greyfriars
party, with a fat grin on his face.

Harry Wharton & Co., as vet unaware
of what had happened to the Bounder,
gave the fat Owl grim looks,

“¥ou fat, foozling, frabjous frump 1™
said Bob Cherry,  “What are you
grinning at?  You're going to bo
booicd all over Kicking Cayuse, when
we gob thepe 1



“The bootfulness is going to be ter-
vilie, my estcemed idiotic Bunter1” do-
vioved lIuvrree Jamset Bam Singh.

“He, he, ho " chortled DBunter.

“Like the prospecti” asked Frank
~Nugent.

* e, he, hel” )

“YWhat 12 the fat villain snigpering
about ¥’ asked Jobnny Bull

“He, Lhe, hel” purgled Bunter. “I
zay, you fellows—— He, he, hel”

The Famous Five staved at bim.
Bunter ovidently was in & stato of
great  amusement.  They could not
pnagine why, 1t could not possibly
have been the prospect of being hooted
all over the ranch, when they pgot
therve, that amused Bunlor.

“I say, you follows!™ chortled
Bunier. *8nuthy—— e, he, hel”

“What about Smthy?” asked Harry
Wharton., “Ile went out of the car
when the train stoppoed.

“"11¢, he, hel”

* kas anything Liappened
Amithy #”? exelaimed Harvry. -

“He, he, hel Ie's left behind 1
chovtled DBuanter.

Five fellows jumped.

“Left behind 1" reaved Dol

“ He, he, he!” .

“Did Bmithy get off the frain at
that station#*

“ e, e, !
sigrled Bunter.
with the conductor.

o

IIE Was ':-'IFU{:IH‘I:] 'D'E,,”
“Ie kicked up a row
e, he, he! And

the man chucked him off ! Check, of
course—just  like these  Amerwansz !

Jut it serves Bmithy vight! What?"
Harry Wharton jumped up.

“You fat chumpl Where's Mr
Buck? Hec must be told at once, if
Hmithy's been left behind."

b he, hel He's left behind,
oo 1 chortled Bunter, *“Ha jumped
ot to help Snuthy in, and pot left
behind with him, He, he, he!”’

“*Oh, my Lat!”

“They were bollh stapding  there.
Ile, he, hel Like cows locking at a
ivamm,” grinned  Buunler. WEerve
Smithy right—what? He, he, he!”

“You blithering Owll”

Harry ‘Wharton burried zlong the
train to find the conductor. He camw
havk in o few minotes with a frown-
mg brow.

“They're left lehind,” he said.
“The edndouctor scems to have got s
rag out, and pitched Smithy off, and
Bill juwnped after him, I—I suppose
they'll come on by the next train, Wao
ltal higve to wairt for thein when we
et off at Praivie Bend, That's where
wrr Jeave the tram. It's that blithering
wdiot Bunter's fanlt—"

“Oh, really, Wharton i

“Toot bin 1" suggested Johnoy DBull,

* Beast 1™

Billy Bunter sat down, quile merry
anel , bright.

ITarry Wharton & Co. were worried
—hut Billy Dunter grinned checrfully.

in Billy Bunter's opinien, it served
Smithy jolly well vight. And the idea
of the Bounder waiting, perhaps

wovergl howrs for another train, quite
bucked Bunier. Bunier, at least, was
elad that IHerbevt Vernon-Snnth lad
tween left behind; and, litile as they
viessed it at the moment, Havry
Wharton & Co. were shortly going w
be glad, also.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
““Hands Up ! ™

ANG!
B Crashi
Clatter 1

Harry Wharton & Co Jumped,

20 did about 2 buudred other pas-
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sengers, Billy Bunter, who had nodded
off to sleep in the late aftérnoon, woko
up.
Tho traiir was rolling westward, over
a wide, grassy country. It was “rcal
Texas ** now; the land of wide and airy
spaces, of vast grasslands and rishing
rivers, of scattered towns and far-
stretching ranches.  That night the
Greyfriars party were booked to quib
the railroad, leaving the cars to roll
on their unending way to New Mexico,
and strike off for the Kicking Cayuse.
Tha little railroad town where they
wera to "aquit?™ wasz called Prawvio
Bend: but 1t was still o long way
ahead when, in the golden sunsct, cane
that bang and ::ma%; and clatter, fol-
lowed by the sercaming of brakes, the
shouting of excited vaices, and the slow-
mg-dlown of the train.

A fow moments hefore all had been
gquict, save for the ceaseless boomn of
the train., Frank Nugent, and Huvree
Jamset Ram SBingh were playing chess
with tho nabob’s pocket set. Bob Cherry
was Jooking at an American newspaper.
Harry Wharton and Johnny Ball were
looking out over the plains, interested
in some horsemen, riding near the line.
Hilly Bunter was asleep, and snoring.
But thoe sudden, startling uproar
changed all that very swiftly.

“Whal—" exclaimed Harry.

“We're stopping—="

“I say, you fellows, iz it an acci-
dent ?* =queaked Billy Bunter in alarm.
“I saw, don't leave me! 1 say, I wish
I'd sbcrEpn:d behind with Buuthyl I
say—

Y Bhat up, fathead [ snapped Joluiny
Bull.

“Reast! T zay

“It's not an accident ! said Ilarry.
“ Nothing's happened to the trainl It
sounded like a shot—"

“And a cracked window—" said
MNugont.

Bob Cherry laughed.

“Bome jolly old puucher loosing off
hiz six-gupn 1 he sugpested. “ We're
ihe land of six-guns now, vou know.”

“But what's the train stopping for?”

The eonduetor eame rupning through
the ear.  Iitherte, when the juniors
hiad seen him pass, be had passed with
a swingiug\g‘aih but in quite a leisurely
manner. Now he was runbing, with a
wildly cxeited face.

“What's up?” shouted Bob, as he
Tau by.

“Hold-up ! the conductor threw over
hiis ehoulder, and vanished into the next

Car.

“Oh ecrumbs!” gasped Beob, “Did
vou hear that?

“ A hold-up!? said IHarry Wharion,
with a deep breath.

“I say, yvou fellows, we shall all be
robbed and murdeved I yelled illy
Bunter, “1 say—"

“]Ii‘athea:]!" Oh lor’, I h I had

“1 say— 1 lor’, T wis adn't
come! I wish I'd lost the trainl I
wish I'd stayed m New York! 'Lhis is
worse than the pongsters. I say—
varogol I roared Buoter asz Johuny

Bull, graspivg him by both fat
shoulders, sat bin back 1n s seat with
a bump.

“Now shul up, you fat, funky frump 1™
hizzed Jeohnny, *“You let oub anoller
velp and I'll bang your silly head (”

“Qoocogh ' pasped Buuter.

But he did not let out another velp.
1le had to get his brealh back befove ho
could yelp again,

I'lip news that 1t was a hold-up passed
along the frain like wildfire.

ITarry Wharton & UCo. were serious
cnongl, but they did not share Billy
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Dunter's wild alar, Nobody, so far,
sociied fe bo huart: the shot that had
Leen fired, amd that had smashed a
window, had doubtless been loosed off
az & warning. DBuot fAving bullets wern
no respeciers of persons, snd an attack
o) the train by a bunch of desperals
“bad men ? of the West was not a light
inagier.

“Here's wihere we want Bill ! mwue-
mured Bob Cherry., I kinda guess amd
calenlate that we want Bill with his six-
Eun.”

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“There's a crowd of then,” he saidl.
“Just as well that Bill i=n’t on e
tram., If he tackled that gang he
wouldn's have a chance. There's more
than a dozen of them. Look 1

Every passenger was staring from
ihe train. Un either side of the line
Lorsemen could be scen riding—uwen
e sietzon Lats, with scarves Douwnd
across their rugged, bearded faces o
couceal their 1dentity. More thon a
dozen were in sight, and there were
others that the juniors could not sec.

Why the train had stopped they did
not, ab first, nuderstand; for horscmen,
of course, had no chanco of dealing
with a rushing train. But word passed
along that rocks had been piled on the
line ahead, Ividently the hold-up hadl
been planned well in advance; awd
it was laking place at one of the
loneliest strotehes of Lhe line, miles
from the nearest habitation of any sort,
Unless the passengers could  defenil
themselves, they were ab the merey of
the railroad Landits,

“By gum ! said Johowy Dull. 1le
gripped & stick, “If there's a scra,
von fellowg—-*

“ It doesn’t Jook like it !” said Ilarey.

It did not. Thore were a duzen otler
Passengers 1n the ewr with the IFanmous
Five, and it was probable that some of
them * packed” guns; bubt none seened
10 bo thimking of resistance,

That was, perbaps, uatural encugh.
Entering into a desperate and deadly
affray with a gang of armed -bandits
was nob an atiractive idea. Ouly one
shot had been fired, zo far, Lubk there
was no doubt whatever that lead would
e whistling in velleys if the bawdils
meb with resistance.

The train was at a slandstill, walched
on - either  side by horsemien  with
revolvers in their bands. Others of the
gang had already stepped aboard.

The juniors waited, with beating
licarts, for their car to be visited. They
had no doubt that the game was to “go
through” ihe passengers, depriving
them of their money and valuables, in
ihe usual wanner of a hold-up. It hal
not ceeurred w them, so far, that the
stopping of the train might be for any
uther reaszon.

“1lallo, hallo, halle! Ilere they
come [ murmured Bol.

There was a squeal from  Illy
Bunter. 1lle bhinked in terror at the
figurce that enbered the carc by the doos
aft the end.

It was that of a man in “slore”
cloithes—not a wild figure 1 chaps aud
sfelzan, =3 the juniers had  rather
expocied B Lo be; Under the brim of
his black Derby hat, the upper pare of
Lis fave was hidden under a cloth sl

A pair of narrow, 1y cycs wleainel
thvough tie eye-holes.

“1ands up 1 came a sharp snap, amd
every hand in the car wenl prompiiy
mmto the air. Billy Dunter's fat paws
were over his fat head wills the guickest
movement tie fab Owl had ever nunde
i his hife.

Tk Magxkr LipRanY.—2No. 1,500
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Through the cye-hoeles of tbhe mask
ihe bandit’s cves Aashed along 1w ear.
They glittered at the sight of the Coox-
friars fellows, standing togcther with
{lweir hands up. )

Johuny Bull had dropped his stick.
1le had strong objections o being
robbed by a gang of thieves, but he had
100 wich solid cormmon sense to think of
rrving his Inele with a stick against a
leaded revolver.

The masked man came guickly alung
the ear.  DBekind him, at the ond,
anotlwr of the gang appeared—this
time o rough-looking ruffian in chaps
angd stetson.  He swayed o big revolver
to and fro, obviously ready te spray fhe
car wilh bullets at a sign of resistance.
But thers was no sipn of resistance.
The passengers stood like lamby willy
their Lands in tho air.

The masked man in the Derby hat
stopped as Lie reached the Greyfriars
party.

Wlasked as e was, something familiar
i 1 aspeet struck all of thewn. Tt
seemed to them that they koew the oy
eves that gleamed from the eye-holes of
the mask.

Harey Wharton eaught lus breath a
the suspicion that fashed inte his mind.
That suspicion was counfirmed the vext
inoment.

“Where's the olher guy ¥ rapped oul
aie nasked man,

He addresaed the captain of the Groyv-
friars Remove, his cyes gleawming at
Liiy, the halfrabized vevolver bearing on
1Ri0IN,

“Whe?" asked Harry quicily, {hougl
liis Beart was thunpiege. )

He knew now what face was hidden
bediind 1he inask.

“Vernon-Bmith ' Where i he 2"

“Oh, gum ! gaspad Dob Cherry.

Il koew now that 16 was Two-gun
Sanders, aud why the westbound train
Lad been leld up.

“He iz not on the irain,” answercd
ITarry Wharton quicily,

“1 guess you want to thank again, big
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Loy ! came Lie bandit's tones of duecps,
savigre menace. " Whers is he ¥"

“1le lefi the frain a oandred miles
Lack,” enswered FHarey, “You can azk
the conductor, 1f you like”

A savage oath pealed from ihe guun-
rait.

“TaelE tho fraiu ! Why did
hee ppnve 1 7

“He had a row with the conductor,
Al was chucked off. Bill Buck droppaed
off al the spime time” said Harry,

““By the greal horned toad [

The mazked wan poshed  roughly
pravsh Al jardors, and {ramped jolo the
vext car,  Dvideutly he did not be-
liecve, or  only half-believed, that
stateinent, and was  poing to  satisfy
Iieself,

Tho
glances,

“BHauders 1" Lreadled Bada

“Twoegun Sanders—after  Somiily 1
miliered  Mugenl. "0 cromds !
What a hit of luek that Hwinithy
dropped off the traint™

“ ¥oes, rather !

“PThe ratherfulness 12 {ervifie.”

#led=T sav, vou fellows,™ siultered
Billvy Bunter, iluough s chattoring
teeth, “1—1 sav, is—is—is that
Sanders?”

“Yes, fathoead ™

“0Oh ervikey!" gasped Dunter. |

Tho juwiors waited, with beating
Lhearvts. "Uhee man in chaps aml stetson
wans sbill (’-ﬂ-rut‘iug tho JHASSOIECTS wilh
hizs revelver, For ten minates or more
they waited, and then Two-gun Banders
catme bacle into the cav, gritbing  his
tectl with rape.

Ti'z a hie!

junivurs  exchanged  expressivoe

D

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.

Drawn Blank !
S;‘hh’[}]lﬁRE came o a halt, his eyves

firerd oo the Greyfriares groug,

plegining

irask,
MNo deoub: he had  azked guestions

with  fury from  lis
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“Mick grabbed hiz hand- g
brake, but even as he put it
on he knew he was going to
i crash!™ Here's a powerful
incident from the hrst of =
new series - of guick-action B
" motor-racing stories by
t Clifford Cameron, You will
find it, together with &8 new
compelition & «
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farilier along the frain and learned
that he had beenr told the troabtl; that
1lorbert Vernom-Smith and Bill Buck
had boen lefr behind.,  1le was plainly
in a shate of bitler and savage rage.

The hold-up had taken place, as the
Groyiviars fellows could gucss now, nol
for purposes of robbery, but lo seize
Vernon-Bmath  and  keep  him away
froon  the Kicking {(ayuwse lanch—
what 1he gangsters had failed {o do in
New York, the punman had  counled
on doing with the aid of & bunch of
Texas vourhnecks,

By sheer chance, las  prize  had
cluded his grasp. Evidently he lad
Lucwn that Vernen-Sinith was on thak
bratn, and had laid his plaps accord-
ingly. But certainly he could not have
forescen that  the Bounder would be
dropped off afler a row with the con-
duclor.

As ik waz, ho was ubtlerly al a lose
The swift wheels had covered morn
than o hoodred miles sinee the Bounder
had left the train—Ins intended victin
was hopelessly out of his reach.

The juniors, =till witly their hands up,
watched hno 1o silence.

In bis rage, 16 almosl seemed as of
Lhe would use the revolver in lus hand;
ho half-raized 1t. as he glared savagely
at them. Billy Bunter, still with his
fut handz up, shut his eyes behind
his spectacles, DBat the Famous Five,
thongle their hearts wern beating pain-
fullv, eyed ihe desperado with steady
LT

They were thaukful, from the boilom
of their hearts, that Smithy was off
the train; alinost ncﬂally thankful that
Bill was off it ad the two becn
ihere, ihey had no doubt tlat the
Kicking Cayuze puncher wonld havo
defended  Sraithy—and no  doubt ho
would have been riddled witl bullets
mn dolng so.

“You've pgot me beat®™ again!™
Sanders’ volge came sharp with rage.
“"¥You doggoned gecks, you've got mo
beat again! That gy ain’t on tho
train! Thunder! I guess I've morc’n
Lhalf a mind to let davhight through tho
whole bhuneh of you!”

The juniors siood silent, They wera
gt the gpurmman’s merey, DBub they did
not think that the ruflian was likely to
carry out such o threat—bitterly  cn-
raged as e was by his disappointinent,

“You—Wharton's  your name, I
gruess—you figure that that young gﬂ:-k
will come after you on the next {rain?”

“I suppose he will follow on,”
answered Ilarry.  *1 have no ideas
what his plans may be”

“You are aiming to gaib the cars at
Pradvie Bewd ¥

“Yos:  thal's
vatlroad.”

1 guess he'll Jine up wilh you Lhere,
soon or late!”  mulered  Banders,
“Yep—he sure will hit rairic Bend,
doggone him! DBoat—"

’%}m junlors could 'jgw:-ss itha savage,
disappointed, corage thoughts 1 tho
gunman's mind, It was futile for the
ruffian: 1o think of heolding up the next
train. L-ung before thoe next string of
cors came booming along, tho noews of
the hold-up would have spread far and
wide, and the bandits would be hunted.
dvon the space of time that Sanders
had spent in searching the train for
Vernon-Smitlh  spelled dunger to thoe
EANg.

o gﬂj‘, old-timer,” the man in the

wlere we  leave  the
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stetson at tho door of the car called
outk 1o Sanders—"say, I guess we ain't
got time to burn "
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The punman =naried an angry oath in
reply.  But he, like hia follower,
realiced that there was ne time to
“harn,™ f the gan
away alter the hold-up.

There was a sudden sound of spat.
tering shots, and a shonting of voices,
a yingle of spurs and bridles.

Sanders spat out another oath, and,
leaving the Juniors, ran along to the
entd of the car where his follower
waited,

The juniors heard him shout {rom
the train:

“Say, what's that rookus?®™

R €z wo gotta vide, boss!”
ghouted hack & wvoice. “That was a
eoupla punchers—they surs is hitting
the horzon  hell-for-leathor—="

“We're through here!™ snarled back !

Sanders. ;

The Greyfriars fellows caunght their
breath, IEvidently the hold-up had
alreatly heen spotted—a couple of cow-
men, viding the prairie trails, had
scen the halted train and the masked
horsemen, and were riding off to give
tho alarm. )

The huld-uE gang had no move bime
to waste, The juniors saw Sarders
leap from the train and run to his
horze. The mwan in the stetson, whose
revolver had ecoversd the passengers in
the car, followed him.

“They're  going ! muitered  DBob
Chorry.

“Thank goodness 1™ myrmured
Nugent.

“I—I1—T1 say, vou fellows, are thoy
gig-gig-pone 77 stuttered Billy Bunter.

“oing. old fat man,” said Bob.

C0h erikey! Ol loy® 7

The- conductér cama huorrving  back
through the car.

e | st vou, gEenls can falke Four
seats '™  he ealled oot “Woe'll be
moving on again in & few szhakes!™

The jumoers locked from the car. In
the red sunszet they saw the gang of

raughnecks at a little distance—
mounted now, and riding off in_ a
bunch. Sanders was lost to their view

in the crowd of thenn

Plainly, tho gang were in a huarrey,
now that they knew that the alarm
had heen given. They were in haste
to ?;rt away, and they lest ne time,
With a clatter of hoofs, the whole
bunch of wild-looking hovscmen swept
away over the plain. A {inglq of
bridles and spurs came back for =&
moweni or two and died nto silence.

*Going—going P said -Bob  Cherry.
“Gﬂﬂ'ﬂ t.l:l

The havd-riding bunch  disappeaved
from view beyond a fringe of post-
oaks in the distance across the plain.

SBanders and his gangz were gone.

The train wazs m a buzz of exale-
ment  from ond to end. Already ihe
enginesr and the brakesnan, assisted
by =omao of the pazengoers, were re-
moving the pile of rocks from the
track, which ‘had haltad the train.

“By gum!? said Bob. “What a
spot of luck for Smithy ! If Be'd been
here, he would be viding off wilh that
gang now, tied on one of their horses!
‘Eanr!f.}-n would have got him  this
tiine.,

“No donbt about that!™ said Harry.

The train gob into movion again, and
rolled on {owards Praivio Bend.

e —

THE T‘WEHTI@TH CHAPTER.
Only a False Alarm !

RACK, crack!
Bang, bang!
' Yell from DBilly Buntert

“I eay, you fellows, they've
coma back! Oh erikey 17

were to get safo

EVERY SATURDAY

COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRLS!

Your Editor Is always pleased 1o
hezr fr.m his rezders.  Write to
him. Editor of the MAGNET, The

Fleatway House, Farringdon S5Street,
OW time flies! It seems but a
ehort while ago we wore

London, E.G.4.
H making merry over Christmas

—now we're looking forward to
Easter !

Ancther holiday for you fellows—
what? I do hope the weather ke¢cps
fine for you all. As I sit down to
write this Chat ihe outlooks is promie-
ing. But who knows what it will be
like for the lolidays? There's only
oue thing you ean be sure about, and
that is beinsy able to get a copy of
the Maaxer. No matter how dull the
weather may be, the Old Paper is
always merry and bright.

Every post Lrings in showers of
letters  from  readers  saying how
pleased they are with the fine series
now running in {ke Masxer. For
all those avdent readers who wonld
like to show their appreciation, here's
something you c¢an do for me, If
yout have a chum, or know of a boy
or girl who does not read the Magxer,
will you lend them this eopy so that
they can see what the paper is really
like? I fecl sure that there ave siill
thousands more bovs and givls who
would take the Maaxer tegularly cach
week if only they had a glimfsv of the
Eapcr, If you want to please me,
ind someone who does nol read the
Magyer and lend him or her your
copy for a day or two. You'll be
doing them a  good serviee, and
they'Il become regulay readers right
away. And you will earn my grate-
ful thanks.

Bx the way, have you got your diary
handy? Then make a note i it to
the effect that the next issue of the
Maexer will be on sale Thursday,
April 14th. I strongly advise my
regular readers fo order their copy
i gaod time !
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Talking of this particular issue, the
title of the next yarn in our thrill-
packed Western serics is &

“HARRY WHARTON & CO. IN
TEXAS 1"

Vernon-Smith  has  heen  Iucky
cnough to cscape the clutehes of his
rascalby enemy so far. But will lis
luck hold good until e reaches Kick-
ing Cayuse? Two-gun Sanders means
business; he's bent on keeping the
millionaire's sonm away from the
ranch—Ffor what reason is an absolute
mystery te the Bounder and his
chums. The raseally bandit has failed
both in New York and on the woest-
bound train to kidnap his victim, But
he's not forgottem the fact that the
Greyfrviars party have yet to travel
by stage-coach across  unknown,
Lboundless  spaces  of prairie-land
before they reach the ranch, It's
ancther chance to get lus man, and
a chanee Two-Gun Sanders does not
let elip through hiz fingers. I will
refrain from telling you more, so as
not to spoil the interest of the story
for you, I will say, however, that My,
Frank Tichards lins given of his best
in this thrillinge yarn, and T am sure
every one of you will theroughly enjoy
every line of it!

—— et

Space to answer a reader’s Jetter?
Yes, T think so.

Jack Wallace, of 8hrvewsbury, wriles
and asks me how he may learm ven-
trilogquism, and in time beecome an
expert like Billy Bunter? Well, Jack,
the art of ventriloq]w\lism can only le
acquired by carciully following the
advice of those who are themselves
expert veantriloguists, As I am per-
sonally not a ventriloguist, the best
advice I can offexr iz to purchase na
good book dealing with the subject.
Your local newsagent will probably
supply you with one for a shilling or
therealiouts,

Yes, it's time I ealled a halt, Moot
vou all again next week, chums, Till
then, cheerio,

YOUR EDITOR.

___D-fr-ﬁ-4|-n-|_lr-u-1r-u—ﬂ-_ﬂ-ﬂ-ﬁl-d_'?—ﬂ-dl'-_'?-ll-

Harry Whartan & Ce. hounded to
their feet. In the rod sunset, the train
was booming down to Praivie Dend,
where the Greyfriars fellows Lad o
alight. The prairic town was in sight,
ahend, along the line; and the jumors
were looking at it wiih interesi, when
that sudden alarm made them hound.

Prairic Bend was not muoch of a town,
There was a railway station, or railroad
depot, with a long platform of timber
lanks; an irregular street of frome-
wises, and  =nacks, and  zine-veoofod
huis: and a larger hoilding, with a
wooden veranda in  front, which the

Juniors took to be the hotel where they

woere to stay for the mght.

In the clear air of the Texas plains
they could pick out every ohject clearly,
though st.:ilfjat a considerable distancs,
Horsemen werg (o be seen on the plain—
harly, hronzed-faced men In hage stedaan
hats—the “ten-gallon " hats of Texas,
suddenly a bunch of riders came
galloping for the frain, off

lnosing
revolvers as they came,

ik

“What the
Harry Whavion,
Bang, baug, hong ! voarad Lhe six-guns,
Clatter, <laticr!  Trample, trample!
came the wild rniders, etiing out their
shagey hroneos to a mad gallop, racing
heside 1he (rack, brandislime revolvers
and bangmge away at a torrifie rale.
Tt s o hat gang agsein U exclained
Bl l-'h{'-ﬂ‘:;-
*Bui whal—" :
“T sav, yvou fellaws, we <hall all he
shot  awd  wmrdered ! yelled  Billy
Bunier. 71 zav, tell the eorine-driver
fo make the train go fasier 1 1 gay—""
Bang, bang, bang

HHarry Wharion & Ca, stared Llankly,
The wild ritlers heside the railway
1rack were cevtainly not Sanders and hig
gang. They had been left thivty miles
or more behind,  Neither did b seom
likely ihat ey were another gang of
hold-up men—aitacking: the train within
sight of the fown., NWetiher, ioo, did the
ather  passengers in the  car  =eom
Tuw Maguer Lierarr.—No. 1,574

ihump—"  exelaimed

¥
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alarmed. Most of them were staring out
—gome of them were laughing.

Billy Bunter scrambled to his feet,
His eyes popped behind Iris spectacles
at the sight of the wild mob racing
heside thm train and firing revolvers
Hr- sepneaked with torror.

“It's rome =ort of lavk, I fmppam
gospe wd Bob Cherry. “ Bot whai—"

“hat the dickens—"

Bang, bang, bang, bang!

Ong of the galloping brovcos slvmbled
in a prairie-hole, and pitched lus rider
off. The man sprawled m the grass,
wi]mg the riderless horse galloping on.
The rest of the mob dashed o,
unheeding., banging away with the six-
guns.

One look at them was cnough for
Billy Bunter. e stared rewnd wildly
for o hiding-place.  Every moment he
cxpected zome of the whizzing bulleis
to come crashing through the car.

He grabbed o big rravelling-rug, and
tlunged underncath if, -u:ru.ln[ii]uw up
beside Bz eeat.  There, he hoped, hoe
would remain unseen by that [tqui':uﬂ
garig when they boneded tho train. That
e Jefi & foot sticking out from undoer
the rog, Eulltm was happily anauware.

Uuder the enveloping rug the hanging
of ihe revolvers came mufﬁfd o bz fat
cars.  Every moment he expecied the
tenin to halt, and the desperadocs {o
coma swarming through the car.

Harry Wharton & o did not!
Hinvtled, and rather alsvmed as thew
worg ot first, they very soon roalized

that 1lhis did not mean an attack on
the trein—though they could not guess
what it did meand

They sdw the eondurior, with a grin
e his faee, foan ouk of a car and wave
hig hat te the riders=—and some of them
waved their stetzons baclk., They heavd
the eandy-hoy yell:

“Hivii Ride tl, eowhoys 77

“ Musl be a gumc of sote o b
Tiob.

“The egamefulness 05 ferrific
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

Obviously, it was not a kostile altack.
At the open end of 1he station platform,
thrawing rapidly nearer now, s gmup
of men ecould be seen, watcling the
chase, some of them u.:umﬁ their hnle
Another and another of the w2¢ fiders

sanpe]

tiiled off. Buot three weve =il galloping
level, keeping paece with the engine.

“Hallo, hallo. hallet  Here's the
condnirtor ! exelaimea Bob, as tha
offictal came jute the ear. 1 sax,
what's this game?”

The conductor grinned.

rnes: 11's  thoe I.m:us racine  {he

tram.” he explained. " There syre s
winerally a bunch watiinge For the feain,
io race it on the Iast lap inte Prajeie
Bend. Voo don't word io lwe sheered
mone E e added,

Bal the Tamons Five were net seared ;
ey had  alveady  vealised tlab the
banging of revolvers ondy  jedieniedd
cxniprane: of apirils. Wol one of ihe
wnmmerable Indlots come near the train,

MNow thid they kpew whal was on, 1lie
f-'rf‘\'fl‘i:lh fﬂ*l[ﬁuw w-’ﬂrh&*d 'u.ilh i
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wiach interest az the otlier passongers.
Close to the statton, another and another
rider deopped behind, Only one man
was still keeping pace—riding as if for
hiz life, with guivt and spur.

“By

“0o it1” roared Bolb Cherry.
g, that chap can ride! Ieep it up B

There wore cheers all along the train
as the cowpuncher vode desperately o
Hiz stetson blow off and hong ’m’ ils
band at the back of his head ; the ani of
hiz neck-searf blew ont in the wind.
The bunging revolvers weve far behind
thoe frain now. The station was close at
hand, and for some moments it Ic-(:lu_:c!-:!
as if the vider might suececd in racing
the locomodivo,

But he tailed off st last, still vidiog
havd, and was Jeft bebind as the tram
van into the siation and clattered and
rocked to a halt. Probably it was not
on record that any of the Prairvie Bend
panchers hind sucveeded in beating ivow
wend sbeane.

“W_v]l, ithat wnz a spot of excitement
while it lasted ! remarked Bob Cherry.
“Hulle, hallo, hallo, where's Bunter 1'%

The _]utzmrt had for tten Bunter in
the excitement of watching thae thrill
They looked round for him

mg race.
now-——in  vain | Dunter had  dis-
: p‘mmed ]

Has thet fat Ehmnl\ wanderod
avay ' exclaimed Bob. Voe've got to

got off the train here—"

“The wandorfulness is not terrifie !
vemarked Hutrrea Jummset Ram Bingh,
with a dusky grin, pointing to the foot
that -v.'-'.'.urh-:l fmm under the travetling-
Hlf Crmmp led by Buuter’s scat !

e juniors Et:um.l at that foor.
they howled,

““Ha, ha. ha!”

H'l.'i(lq:-utly Bunter had not siaved to
asceviein that thet sudden outhreak was
only due to 2 bunch of festive cow-
punchers racing their broncos ngainst
the frain. Bunter had no doubs that it
was an attack by o gang of outlaws, 2nd
he had hunted caver

The fact that the train had siepped
did not reassure Banter. It only meant
to  the terrifted fat Owl  that  the
disperate gang had stopped it and was
now coming on boarvd. six-gun in hand.
Under the rvog, Bille Bunler was
shimbing like o fut jellv.

M Oh eromnbs 1 a‘_.';_uﬁllmﬂ Boly Cherre,
“There's Bunter ! they were train
vobbers T don'e Hli]IL'. iliey ' mizas il ®

“1a, ha, haV

“ Bunter, von fu{' HET ]

Bob Cherry stooped over the rag. He
Lifted hiz hand ool brought it down
with o lond smacl.

Smack !

“ gz 1
uneder the rage.

“11a. ha, ha1”

“Tioll cut, von fal ass "

The vur nudlled the familiar voiees,
Ta Bailly ﬂumn‘ they were the voices
of deadly aml lespmutr mlrlmw

Cw ! Alerer 17 L mnuw] “edon't
ot ! Ol LULDL Bpare my hfr.-’
Yaronh I

“Ha, ha,

Then

{ Rl

camne o wwffled how! from

ha 17

e oui of 13 1 roaved Dob Cherry.

“Ow il Al vight! Ded-don’t shoot !
Ol eriliey t"”

Bunter vealised that he was  dis-
covered. e wriggled out from under
the vuz and fottered to his feet.

) i:!l'l.".' EI:*;{‘:} Wow 1" lie roarec.

“You burlding L'Fulrtir—'-"
“You tervific fatlead 17

“Ha, ha, lin ! )

Billy Buwicr blinked at il yelhing
juniors,  Ile sct his spectacles #lraighl
an his fad nose and inked agan.

“I—1 sav, you fellows——%
stuliered.

*Hua, lLa, It

“Where nre they 7 gasped Bunder.
“The train’s stopped ! Ain'l they ul
the train? Where are they 27

“Where  are whe,  yon  bmlling,
blithering Lloater gltrgled Dol

“UThose villains—ilwse frain rolboerge-
those eatibroni= !’ ga=ped Bunier,

“EHau, ha, ha!

“1 say, von fol ]ﬂwa—

“You howling ass?”  voared -Bol
“They were a hunch of unchers raciug
the train, and there wn't auy danger
andd never was any—-="

“EhY DBut—Init the fram’s
gasped Dunter,

“Ha, ha! s stopped io the station,
and if von don’s get off vou'll go on 1o
New Mevico !

he

Lk ]

slopped 17

“OL!" gasped Bunter. “I-I-1T eve!
I—I wasn't scarved, yvou know—"

*Ha, ha, ha !

“¥You cackling beasts—-"'

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Come on ™ said Havey Wharton,
fanehing,  And the Greyirnars fellows

ﬁ wred their bagpage and stopped oIl
the teatm,

Billv Buonter volled alier them, sl
blinking round him  rather uneasily
through his spoctacles,

L] L} L L L] -

Il was the following morning, Lbefore
Herbeet Vernone-Smith and hll Buck
vejoined the Greviriars parly at Prairi
Bend. Bmithy arrived 'l.'l.iﬁ the fixed
intention of h::u:rhng Iilly Buonter all
over the praivie town, if not all over
the prairie as well, But he abandoned
that intention when he heard of the
hold-up on the railroad and of what
wortld Liave bhappened o him had lie
been on the train,
~ Where the Bounder wonld have been
nst then, had Two-gun Sanders found
nm on the tram, nobody knew; bat
there was no doubt ihat, wherever it
was, he prefereed to be at Praive Bend
with Bockskin Bl still “ miding herd ™
-::u.m]' the Groyiviars parvty on the Texas
T

THLE ENTL.

(Vernen-Smith ceeapod raptuce only
by the naveowest of morging—what?
Wil Bis envwmiiea malbe anedlcr allicurnt
fa gocb hold of the smalftengird’'s son?
fiet yowr zwect Hfe they willl  Don't
apiga: YHARRY WHARTON & 0.
I PEXAS!—the third warn in this
.ﬁ'm'rm;ﬂ'rrr* Wiatd West zeries, Fou'll
find 4t in nexd i‘r‘:mmf{u,r » MAGHNET.)

meps, ! Nervap 't Seli-Coneciousnens, Worry HIHG FAR“UK PAGK AND 25 PIFF. SOVIET
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JACK JOLLY’S HOLIDAY

JAPE!

Have o good laugh over this insialment of
our comic sertal ;

“THE SWELL WHO HAD TQ SWOT!”

By DICKY NUGENT

Clomp ! Thud ! Wal-
log !

The sound of fairylike
fect stalking down 1he
staircase farcly awoke
tha echoes of Fitzhoodlo
Castle.

Tt was Jack Jolly, of
the Ht. Sam's PFourth,
who was {reading 1ho
creeking  stairs. But
nobody who knew the
cheery yung LVourth
Form keptin could pos-

glily have reckernised
Frivm !

He wore winte =il
stockings, .satin nec-

breeches, omnine  rohes
and a gold eoronet. A
heavwvy false mistosh
adorned his dinl nml =
poldorimmed monocle
glecmed in his eyo.
Fearless and  Merry
and Bright, amd tho
Honnerable Gy de Vere,
who wers all waiting at
ihe foot

of the sinirs,

farely ‘paspod ns they
=saw hiu.
“My hat! What a

topping  disguise ™
bhrecthed Feavless,
* How do, bovs, what,

draw] that Dively rveehed
of refnement.

“Bai Jovo ! This
will propahly take in
Doetah irehemat]l when
her arrives,’” chortled the
Hemnerable Guy de Yere,
* Nevah for one mo-
mctit, Jollay, will he
flpubt that yvou ave my
patuh, Lord Fitzboodle.”

LN felwe ol cave
of fhal 1" grinned Juack
Jully, lapsing into his
natcheral  voice  again,
“ T xhall hoaid tho EHead
i the bollaw of my
hapd, Yeleeve me! s
for bna? exicy swok LR ET
partor witnts hime Lo cive
vior, 10 Yoere, D' omuke
it iy heziness koo seo
thiar Le duzzent give vou
teyo ttweda LY

L osincerely honp you
will, deah Boy 1" smilesd
the gwackl of the Fonrellh,
1 muiiest vl ook

i
il

dleviesy to0 [ivee arininais o
gday, "
EE " L
Why nol five

seentiils U ashed Bright.

Al the chums of the

Fourth eluckled sheeeily,
Pl -

i n] e

{
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“Ten to one in doo.
nults thia iz tho new ataff
of scrvants,” eaid Fear-
less, ™ Get resdy 1o
play vour part, Jollv.”

“Tely on me, old
fellow '

The Honnerable CGuy
tle Vers oponed the door.
Uut on the porch stond
o sroall army of meenialy

whe had obwvionsly come |
siraight [rom the regis- |

tey office.

* Which we'ro the non
sorvants, sir!’ au-
nowneed the portly jen-
Urmnant in front, touch-
g hizs bowler hot re-
spectively, ' U'm Cork-
inezham, the noo}
bag ey, ™

st Jove ! Pleased
b meet ven, Uorking-
wain ] ey ek an,
everyvlodyv. I o fhe
Flonmeralile Guy do Vere,
Lomd  Pilzboodle™s  son
and heie”

“Fegsactly, sirt'
sanl Corkingham, *° Al

your servies, your lord-
ehip ! "

With these warda, the
new butler dropped a
curtzey o the disguised
skoolboy, while the other
servants maede deep, ro-
apeciful boughs.

It was o very com.
mical spectacle to Jack
Jally, and inwardly he
wazs larling fit 1o bust,
hut nohody wonld have
dreemod that to see the
hawivy wav in which he
glaneed  down st the
meenisls who Inwned and
vrovelled belore him,

“Haw! [ hoap you
will all be usel’nil 24T
vania, what, what ! 7 he
cricd, m hiz most nristo-
crubiick woice, " Drey
show these peopls o
their guariers, Guy 1"

“Yans, eathoah, pat-
ah ! " orinned De Vierve,
“This woyv, please 1

The yung nobloman
ledd the new refainers to
thear cuarlers bedow

what | eried Juek I was o lowd vinging | bere, 1 presoom, is his | stoies, nned Jack Jolly &
Jolly, m 2 disguised | ol the Doab door hedl, E-:‘}rc!.-i['.'tp hirnse!ll AL Uo, wern Ieft o chortle
e ————— m—— —_
S ]‘t a (:la“33 In Darts? : it'a o hole-and-corner; to all this rot. 7 Aly
ta o

Says HAROLD SKINNER

To a firm supporter of
modern ideas in edues.
tion like myself, i.'a

really mmortifving to ses |

how far Cireyirinrs lags
behind other schools in
taking up new subjects.
You hear of schools
where they teach dane-
ing, draughts, and domi-
noesd, AMore than one
school pute whist and
bridge in its ryllahns,
But there’s nothing like
that abouwt Ureviriara!
I have an idea, though,
that thia sleepy old place
will wake up one of these
days. When it does, I
can give the Head n tip
for bringing Greyviriars
bang up to date with a
rush,
LET HIM-5TART A
CLASS IN DANITS !
Need I enlarge., my
dear pals, on the merits
of thia grand old English
pastimo ! Neod I tell
yon how it quickens the
vye, steadies the hand,
brightens tho brainhox,
and adda {0 the jov of
hiving ! I can hardly
think it's necessary |
Among Greyfriara fel.
lows who know what's
what [ anizht tell yon

that taria & recognized
wg one of the essentinl
thinus ooman ol Ehe workd
should Buow., b woulid
warin Lhe cockles of your
Reoarts Lo see o camoe in
progress in tho cramped
conlinea of lho
Remove atnd vy,
Tl hroathlesa
hush aa cach dart
pierees the hoard
—{he murmur of
excitoment as the
thael reaches ita
olimax! And
finallvthe inquest
after the bhattla
has been Llost amd
won : the exeited
babal of youthiul
voiees raised in
argument, fol-
lowed, prrhaps,
by the yells sl
thuds of half o
dozen yvoung
sportamen oli=
gaced in seitlin
the matter by punching
coch other ou the nose!
But as things ave
to-day, oll pale, daris
fans at Greviriars are
severely limited,  Be-
cause of some sirange
prejudies,  the  beaks
frown on the gnme, So

o ._l'

I

business at the best of
LiTniA.
You seo odd groups

playing in unireqgonented

apots wa though there's
sennething  shameful in
the game. Only veater-

dny 1 eame ncross a little
crowd of Upper Pourth
chapa in a box.-room at
the top of the House, 1If
vou had judged by the

W‘Vriﬂ "

L E]
it

furtivé expressions on
their {aeces you would
have said they were at
the very least conspiring
to put a bhomb in the
Head's desk, But they
were only playing darts |

IfF I were a bealk, 1
woulid soon put a stop

diear boys,"" T woubd say.
* There ia no neecd to he
ashamed of  playing
darts, Proficiency in this
ancient and hononrablo
game 13 just oz desirpble
aa proficiency in Latin
or arithmetic—in fact, o
{humping sightmore so!™
Then I would =ummon
tlie I'orm-masters to my
study and sternly order
them to stop teaching
ene of the more uscless
aubjects — alpebra, for
mstance—aond subsatitute
lessons in darts !

Still, what I would do
if I wero o beak doean’t
cut much ice. The pro-
hlem i3, what 8 our

|t present Head likely to

do about it ¥ Don't you
think that if somobody
put it Lo him in the right
way ho might see sonse
and make history by
starting a darts closs #
I think he might,

If any of vou sports-
men  feel like carning
voursell some pocket-
money, I'm willing to
oive ive bob to the first

man who suecceeds in
gettine the Head to
stort a dJdarts class at
Greyfriars. Co in and
win !

(But if wou win o

swishing instead of fiue
bob, don’t blome wue f—
ED.)

loudly over ilcic sux-
xese,

“ila. ha, ha! ‘Thew
all fell for it Bike lumls 1"
larfed  rank  Fearless,
“AMind you keon in up
withh  the  Fleawd, old
chap! "™

" What-he ' eeinned
tho bogus loed,  * 1lr---
that iz Lo say, yvauz, obl

top 1™
‘I, hay bt
Then enmo  aeodher

fewriows ringing o the
bell.  Tho elnans of thoe
Fourth hastily  smoeth-
eredd  their faclter, and
Fearlesa wend to open
the door.

It was Dactor Bireh-
emall, the veverod and
miestelk headmaster of
Bt. Sam'a, wha stoorld on
the asave rant oo
st Hhestartil vielent -
v when his eyes (et on
e linsa,

Y Blesa oy owole !
never  kpew you ol
Been invibed e, Fear-
lesa 1" b eredd, ns e
Lopped across the por-
tall " Whv, 1lero are
Merry and Dright, 1oo !
Where i3 wour  friend
Jollyv, then 777

“Ahem ! Mo Lias ur-
jent bizziness to see to
just now 'Y pvinned
Fearless, " But never
mind ahout that, Hero
i sromebody important
waiting to meet you!”

Then  tho  disguised
Jack Jolly stepped
fourth out of theshadows
with # russle of his or-
mine robe.

“Haw'! Doctor Rir-
chemall, I presoom,what,
what! " he eried, stretch-
ing out his hand with a
lordly jesture: ** Wel.
come to I"itzboodle
Castle, DBirchemall !t

At the site of the
magunificently «» dressed
fizger before him, Doctor
Birchemall soon stopped
frowning. A simpering
smile appeared on his
face, and he dubbled up
like o jack-nife in a
bough ol decpesb yow-
mility.

* Good-alternoon,your
lordship ! * he ervied, in
a wining voice that con-
trasted strangely with
his usual boolying tones.

“I hoap your lordship |

ig in the pink! Prey
axxept the assurauce
of vour humblo servant’s
deepest respect and de-
votion, your lordship 1"

Ho snying, Doctor Bir-
chemall scezed hig hogus

e

i

lordship’ haosd  and
lizzed # " U'nforchunitly,
he boup.iod se low in

Aoing thid that hestopped
on hisg cwn beard and
tripped hmself np ; and
hiz eourtiy cffert ended
i his htting the fleor
of Fitxzho wle Costle with
w feacful « rash.

Wallop. !

“ Yaronooon !

e, ba, b 17 yelled
Merry ond Bright oond
Vearless,

The Head pieled hime
g0l up, rublang g in-
jured anattermy rowlfully
a8 hio did so,

*Horry e ondl thaet,
vour fordship 17 he saud,
taliing ool earo to hold
uy lus beard as be ores
peeted '%mugh. *1'm
alrid 1y Conek manners
are: & bit usty. O corse,
Fdon't gt el chanee
for proctize iluenm at St
San'a, your lordship.'”

“Haw ! Don't apolo.
piso, iy good e,
l-p?liml the hoous  lord,
Sl dons eppspeck po-
lished ‘manners Irem
cOMINONers, so it's quile
all raeht, what, what t ™

* Oh, thank you, yome
lordship!  Your lord-
ahip's kinduess is only
excecdeldl by vour lord.
ship's jenncrosity and
good looka! ' wined Doe-
tor Hirchemull, cringing

anel fawning as though [P
1t would have been a

plezzure cven to  be
trodden #- by a real live
lord. ** Mite I take this
opportur ity of thanking
rour loridship for vour
;nrdahip't Lkind  invi
tation t¢ vour obedient
gervant 1 7
“Haw! That's all
vight, B .rehemalill”
rinnd  tho  diaguised
gﬂ.ﬂk Joiy., *f Here's my
yung hoapful now,
Shake hands with your
headmaster, Guy 1™

The Honnerable Guy
de Vera pulled a rye face.
shakiige Doctor Birche.
mall byihe hand gave a
fellow the feeling that
he was .f#ting up a dead
cod fish and in any case
the Heac had never done
anyth®@ for De Vore
worthh o shake of the
hand.

But if e Vere hezzi.
tated, tte Head didn't.
He was .out to maeke o
good impression on Lord
Fitzbootle at nll costs,
and he greeted the yung
nobleman with grate en-
thewsiasm.

“Hail, Do Vere—
brichtest and  broanest
of my pewpils!’ lhe
eriedk. Ik’ simply
topping fo e spending
thoe wael: in vonr an-
crslval home, mo deav
oy, Yoo're looking as
[if. oa o fiddle 1

“Yaas ! agyeed the
Honnerable Guy. “ Bug
regardin’ tiint exir swot,
sir, I'm not at all keen
o Faein fhe wmewsiel ! "7

¥ No diseord now, De
wera - 1o dizeord !

(TR

ervieel the MHead, with a
ropuish spife, * I am
gure I am in complete

Barmony with your noble
father in spending part
of the vack in hrnging
you up to coneert pitch,
Andd I am the man to do
it, though I do not wish
to blow my own trum-
-

Jack Jolly thought it
was time he put his
spoeke in tho wheel,

“Haw | Of corse, my
dear man, you will not
overtax the yungster’s
brane,”” he drawled cle-
%rmt]y._ * My iden is that
ive minnits swot a day
should he suilish, what,
what ! ¥

Doctor Birchemall
blinked, His own idea
had becen et least five
hours a day. But he
did not dreem of going
againgt Lord IMitzbeoodle’s
opinion,

An eggsellent idea,
your lordship!™ he
rrinned. * Your lordship
wms  simply taken the
words out of your humble
servant’s mouth !

“Bal Jove ! gas
the Hmmernhleg {ﬁ?;!
quite feintly.

“Haow ! Well, that
gpettles  that, what—
what ! "' grinned thoe <is-
guised Jack Jolly. ™ An’
now, what ahout tea, my
good man ¥ "

PDoctor Birchemall
smacked his lips nosily,

“* What-ho—I mean,
thonlks awfully, vour
lovdahip ! he beomed.

The bogus lordship set
his eoronet more firml
en his head oud led the
way to tho tea-room.

'The amonnt of tuck
the Head consumed in
the corse of the next half
hour was simply amaz.
ing. The chums of the
Fourth wateched him,
alrmogt moesmerised, na he
pobbled away at grate
plateluls of ham and egos

and chips, followed by
seoves atd scores of jam
tarts and pastries.

But  even Noctor
Birchemall's appetite
had ite limits, and at last

hq ushed back lus elinir
with & sigh of sattia.
foction.

" Thanka for a really
ripping tea, your lord-
shlly ey he  grinned,
* That's juat the sort of
suack I like, to keep the
nawing pangs of hunger
at bay between luncheon
and dinner !’

“Ye pgode—I moean,
oh, mad "  gaspod the
bogus Lord Fitzboodle.

* I your lordship will
eggscuse lus humble seg.
vant, 1'll trot off and
unpack my bag now,"”
went on the Head, -

He roze aud boughed ;
and the eggstent of the
greedy old buffer’s over-
feeding was shown when
he straightencd up again,
for three of his weskit
buttons flew off and hit
Jack Jolly  with  the
foree  of  maching-gun
boolits.

Plop! Tlop ! Plop!

g E'Ejlruuuun 1 yelled
the kaptm of the Fourth,

“ Ahem ! Frightfully
soury, xvour lordship, 1"n
sure ' pasped Bloctor
Birchemall, turning as
vredd as a ripe {omarto.
Thenn ho  turned awnd
ealloped out of the tea-

room, covered with con.
fusion and perspiration.

The St. Sam's ploiters
wero lelt ataring at each

¥ | other with feelings that

were too deep for words.
The jape was suxxeeding
all right and the Hon-
nerabile Guy looked like
getting out of his holler-
day swot. Dut it seemed
that the Head wos going
to prove o sore trial t
them all the same.

They had pulled the
wool over his eyes—Dbut
the thought of having to
put up with him for the
rest of the wvack furely

made them knit  Ltheir
brows |
{(More fun in  nest

week's tnstalmend, chums!
Don't miss it 1)

NEWS in BRIEF

Dicky Nugent islaking
up singing during the
Enaster vac. We under-
stand that he is looking
forward veryleagerly to
his ** hollerdays,™

Mark Linley hiag so far
overcome his  shyness
that he is poing to a
fancy dress ball in the
guise of an Easter egp.
This secms to us a queer
way of bringing him out
of hia shell.

an hour.
—though you would hardly have thought it to sco 11w
frost on the playing-floldz when Bob Chorry and 1 had
cur pre-breaklast gprint this morning ! Anyway, cold
or not, the winter 18 officially over, and it sesms just
the right moment to look back and sum up the
prast scason.

I think it will ho generally agreed ihat we have

DICK RAKE CALLING!

Dwing 1o the Met that Harcy Wharton is o memiber
ol Vernen-Smith's holiday arty, I have been asked to
edit the * Hernld " for tho time being. As acting-
cditor, 1 musttherefore say o fow words. 8o hers poes.

old clock in the tower has moved forwad
In other words, Summer Time ia here agniu

worlhily upheld the sporting traditions of
ithe Greylriara Remove,

I footer wo have been beaten twice only —
ocuee by 56 Jim’s and onea by St. Jude's.
Two games were drawan and the remaining
sixteen we won, mostly by handsome margins,
Chie goal average—85 for and 19 against—is
 miles better than that of any other team wao
have played, so we have everv reason fo T
antisfied. )

Jur gym team at the annual dis lay was
acljudged the smartest in the achool, and in
athleties Lord Mauleverer did his bit for the
Form by romping home firat in the Open
Cross-country Handicap, Add to that 1l
fnct that several of our men scored over
heavier opponents in higher Forma at haxine,
and it will bo seen that we have execlled in
all hranches of winter sport.

We have dono pretiy well, foo, in non.
athletic pastimea. Wibley produced two playvs
which earncd high praise from the cvities, and
our chess team, with Mark Linley and Hurree
Singh as the star twms, camoe very near to
bagging the chess championship from 1l
Bixth. Finally, the Hemove Debating Soeiet v
achieved such o hizh atandard of eloguence
thut members of the Sixth Debating Club
atarted dropping in to pick up a' few tips
towards the ol of the ferm !

Alfogether, the winicr season has becn
reat snecesa. Now wait and seo whal we
mve up our slesves for 1he summer ¢
Lheerio Ll next weele, china !

DICK HRAKL,

ANSWER TO CORRESPONDENT

“WOULD.BE HUNTER "™ (Reomove),
“If Quelehy ean remember anyvthing ot his
young days, surcly he will give me back mny
ecaiapmlt ¥ ™'

Not a chanee ! Iis mind is ot sulficiently

“elastic !

Greyfriars
No. 8.

From Fresh Angi:;

The Gardener’s Lot.

By Mr. MIMBLE

1t's wy jub io look

gardens mud plavmg-fields in this
hore school, and if you think it's

an easy task, I'd like {o

round and show you what it means !
They say a woman's work is never
Well, that goes forr o gar-
dener, too—only more so !

From early morn Lill sunset vou’ll
find me and my assistants busy,
There are flowerbeds, lawns” and
shrubs to bo tended; Lrecs 1o he
lopped and  evicket and footheall
pitches fo be kept in condition,
There nra frut trees to hoe nursod,
and a big kitchen garden to be
Oh, ves, they keep
us busy all the veor round, 1 ean

done.

looked aftler.

tell you!

I have mv {rials and {roubles in
war’s work, too.
fiid my flower.
beds trodden on or my {omato-
Then I hawve to
turn myself into o blooming Ferrers
Locke to find out wiho's done it. |

tha course of &
Now and again

frames smashed.

rhododendrons.  That means T
have to become o sprint ehampion
to chasze "cm off. (ceasionally, the
voung rips climb wp into the chn-
irecs and gel stranded op there
throngh branches hreaking ol
under their weight. Then h's w
raso of having to change into o
stecplejack to get ‘e down !
But, iaking it all vound, T
wouldin't change iy job for som-
thing. The boys in this Juue
school arve o fine lof, and they like-
old Mimble for the way he looks
after the playing-fields, Ve
aren’'t many who get 1he appre.
ciation T get, 1 know. Awd, of
conrse, I really cone into my own
‘on Sports Day.  With my flowee.
beds blazing with eolour, iny trees
a pleture, and my lbwns looking
like Lilliard-tabler, 1 frel my o=
puff eut with pride to think thie
it's all my own worlk.
I don’t think I shall ever wam
bo anylhing bub (he el

after the

loke you

to

get boys shylarking about in my | sardener at Greyfriars Sehool !



