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BILLY BUNTER TRIES HIS HAND AT'”FA’RMI!

(An Amusing Scene in the Splendid Long Complete Sclhovi Taly in this Number.).
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For Next Monday :

There will be another splendid long
complete tale of Harry Wharton & Ca.,
the chums of Greffriars, of the kind
which is so masterly penned by Frank
Richards, entitled:

“THE GREYFRIARS MINSTRELS ! ”

I should regard it as a great favour if
every one of my chums would show the
old paper to any non-reader, and get him
to become one of the * Regnlars,” In
thiz you will be doing him a good turn,
by introduchip him to the stories; and
your Kditor one, by inéreasing  the
circulation of the MaexeTr, and sceuring
him move chums.

Another instalment of -
“THE SECRET OF THE SILENT

CiITY !
By Dazney Haywarid,
is meluded m the next week’s pro-

gramme. It 15 full of thrilling and
daring ncidents.

for fl'l.-.[rduir_l BEgai. How they fall in
with the rival party, and what cnsues
from this.

THE CORRESPONDENCE COLUMN.

I am reluclantly compelled to discon-
tinue the Correspondence Column in all
ths Companion Papers. It has been
greatly abused, and T am receivipy
numerous coniplanits of frawd on the
part of wmdvertisers who take bhack
numbers of the weekhies and.omit to
gend the money agreed upon. This sort

‘of thing calls for the atteution of the

‘police. Now, it is not in any way accept-
able that a feature of the Companion
Papers should be  utilised by un-

serupulous people for obtaiving goods by

false pretences, and after  much con-

sideration 1 have come to the conclusion
that the only way to prevent my loyal

supporters being  tricked Is to ceanse

inserting notices atb all.

SCRIPT WRITING.

There 1s 0 lot of what is called script
writing these days. Tt has the mernt of
being legible, even Jfit is not swift.
Each letier is clearly formed, not as with
ranmng or cursive writing, slurred over.
I gec a grébt many of my
taking to, the new methad, and though a
nimber of critics say the systom 15 bad,
na it takes all the character out of eali-
graphy, there is the signal advantage of
‘such writing bomg readable.  Besides,
when the script writer rets acoustomed to
the new style, Bis individuality will show
itself, not a doubt of it
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: it tells of how My, .
Bherwell and his staifl make o gallant bhid

chums  are

i

I know script writers. who can get
a very fair speed, too. For the rest, the
prime use of handwriting is to vonvey
intelligence to someone elke. Fellows do
not write just for the sake of showing
churacter! Tt seems to me seript writing
has ever so much in its favour.,

CANADA AND GIBRALTAR.

My . chum, 8. 1. Rooke. of 947,
McMillan -Avénue, Winnipeg, Canada, 1s
ortremely anxiwous to beor  from some

reader of the Companion Tapers whiy 0 ;
is & marvel to me how you keep the

lives at Gibraltar, -ani who ¢an ‘tell him
something  concérning  the celebrated
fortress, z - B

FUNNY FINDS AT COVENT GARDEN.

Accordmg to a welldinformed dnvesti-
gator, who has been up early atd round
the markets, there arve guaint Wiscoveries
af  Covant Garden  Market when the
fruit-erates ‘are unpacked. ‘Along with
the bananas and other ‘frait comsign-
ments from Jamaica and the rest of the
suniny lands come mnwanted passengers.
The dealers find tortoises tucked away in
the boxes, likewize snakes and lizards.
These interesting travellers efeep  in
apparently when nobady is looking, and
reath London free of charge. 'The
spikes  are  wometmnes Killed straight
away, bot there iz a dealer here and
there who keeps the specimens in ‘a
difile museum on the roof of the market,
and here the naturalist has a chance of
SUEINE EOMe various ntercsting  yépre-
sentatives from overseas,

‘A NEW CLUB.

Many thanks 4o John Taylor,
Carnegie ®troct, Edinbusgh, who :
me to draw the attention 6f rcaders to
his clitb. ‘He wants new members. The!
club has been Formed for thelpm‘fﬂsﬁf
of facilitating correspondence hetween
readers at home and abroad. Tt is a
good scheme, and 1 wish . the TInter-
national Correspondence Club ‘every
SuCCess.

18,
)
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THE ORIGIN OF BLINDMAN’S BUFF.

An anonyvmous reader tells me that the
famous game has a very serious meaning.
He says 1t started in the very old davs
when human sacrifices were made, The.
men of Jhe tribe assembled,  all ‘dressed
alike and wearing masks. 'h‘h’ﬂ}' sat in
i ’guare, and the ‘f:rrieﬂt- gpun -a round
dize. The unlucky member of the party,
who was indicated as the victim by the
fall of the dise,- had his eves bandaged.
Then, after being made to turn round
geveral times so that he had lost all sense
of location, he was required to catch one
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of his fellows. If he succeeded, things
wore dll right for him, but i he ‘did not
cateh anvbody—and it was long odds, of
course—then he had to die. One would
rather the gooa old game had a cheerier
significance, anyway. .

e i ——

THE BIG THREE!
W. G. W. wriies from Brixton: “ Just

‘a few lives in praige of the Big Three,

vig.—~MaGxwET, * Gemn,’ and the ‘P. 'P.
1 have followed your papers from the
day they were born, ‘and T must sy it

standard up. 1 have listened to yotr
critics, and have been amused by suy- -

gestione for improvements, Well, my
suggestion is—keep the papers as they
sre. Fhey ean't p'he beat! 1 shall b»

pleased to see the old covers aghin, him
that will ¢ome in time. My wife reads
the Compahion Pagpers, and 'T-think T
shioutld be in the sou if!-{:g'il?ﬁ Y. copns
away before she had read them, 1 read
yvour hooks-while on active sérvice in the
Navy, and a ot of my messmates enjoyel
the reading alsa. As I go ta work 1
generally sée @ big array of the €, P.’s
on Meondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays.
‘Accept best wishes,”

THE BRITISH MAGNET AND GEM
CLUB.
I am asked to draw the attention of

readers to the good wetk being done by
this club.  “The secretury i= J. W. Penn,

125, Dartmouth Park 1ill. N.10. A
large number &f redders of the Coni-

panion Papers are fidding the ‘club &f
great serviee fo  them. For Woest of
England readers the digtrict seeretary is
Basil F. ‘Barber, '11, ‘Ashgrove Road,

asken | Rodiand, Bristol.

e e

i PYRATS I "

This 15 how a humerous correspondent
referred to the bald rovers of the main of
ancient times. T see Robert Louis
Stevenson's " Treasure Island " is about
to be filmed. Bome of the strongest
picture-plays ever given have shown the
deads of the old-time pirates; how they
scized peaceful merchant-ships, made tha
crew and passengers walk the plank, and
then, after disguising the captured ship,
put a fresh erew aboard and salled on
after new conguests,
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Something Worth Celebrating !

&8 G ENTLEMEN—-"
I

* Hear, hear!”
“G:.:ntl-emen of the Removr,

“ Hear, hear!”

“ Gentlemon of the Greyfriars Remaove,
I rice to address you upon this important
occagion 24

“ Hear, hear!"

“Upon this
which "

“Bravo!”

The cheer that rang through the
Remove-room at Greyfmars was deafen-
ing, and it was quite impossible for
Harry Wharton to proceed.

. It was a Form meeting, before school
hours, in the Form-room, and every mem-
ber of the Remove—the Lower Fourth
Form at Greyfriars—was prescent, and
ths enthusiasm wos immense,

Harry Wharton, the captain of the
Form, was on his feet, standing on a
chair to address the meeting. His chums
were grouped round him to loyally sup-
gart him—Bob Cherry, Frank Nugent,

ord Mauleverer, Johnny Bull, Mark

Linley, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
the Nabob of Bhanipur. '

Bulstrode and Vernon-Smith were
olosely supporting Lim, and Billy Bunter
was sitting in Mr. Quelch’s chair, and,

important  occasion,

though he was ealing a jam-tart, he
joined in the cheering.

“Bravo!”

“Buck up, Wharton I”

Harry Wharton waited patiently.

There was no chanee for him to “buck
up * till the enthusiasm had subsided,
and the juniors were greatly excited.
They had met together wpon what
Wharton correctly deseribed an im-
portant occasion, and they seemed bent
" upon letting the rest of Greyfriars know
1f.

“* Gentlemen——"
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“Hurrah!"”

“Tf 'you will allow me to proceed——"
“Hear, hear!”
“Qrder!"”
“Bilenee for the chair”
(10 1t, Wharton!”
v “On the ball, old chap!”

The cheers died down at last, and
there was a partial silence, and the
captam of the Greyfriars Remove pro-

ceeded,

“Gentleman of the Remove, T rise to
address you upon this important ogea-
sion! We shall get to business all Lhe
quicker if you don't interrupt.”

**Hear, hear!™

“You all know the cause of this meet-
ing. You know we are on the point
of losing a valued and trusty comrade
in i

“Hﬂ., hﬂ., h.EI.'.”

“*Yes, rather!”

“Hear, hear!"

“The trustfulness ia great,™ eaid
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh, with a shake
of his dusky head, “and the valueness to
the esteemed Remove has been terrific!”

“We have now met together,” con-
tinned the captain of the Remove, “to
show some little recognition of our
appreciation and so on.”

“ Hear, hear!”

“For some dars now we have been
iscussing the matter, and trying
to come to some understanding as to how
we might show this appreciation.”

W Bm.‘rﬂ_zij

“If this is quietly discussing the
matler,” murmured Frank Nugent, “I
only hope the Remove won't decide té
make a row about it."

“You all know,” pursued Harry
Wharton, warming up to his subject, and
growing mere. and maore eloguent as he

roceeded—** you all know thak we have

ad to put up with a lot in the past at
the hands our fat friend., the Ilate
lanrented Bunter—" '

*Hear, hear!”

§ A Magnificent, Long, Complete Story of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars,

By FRANK RICHARDS.

|

[ until I've gone!™

O O o

“I say, Wharton!” interrupted Billy
Bunier, gulping down the last crumbs of
his jam-tart. ‘““You ean't say I'm late
lamented, you know! I'm not off the
school roll. I'm only going away for a
time."

“1 know that, vou fat 30!

“Then what do you call me Ilate
lamented for'"

*Because we want to have a chance
to show our good feeling,” replied the

orator. “ You are late lamented as far
as we are concerned, so don’t be hyper-
critical, Bunter. Now, then, you
fellows, T will continue. The late
lamented Bunter—our revered and
respected Forim-fellow——"

.**Ha, ha, ha!"

“QOur revered and respecled Form.
fellow, iz leaving us for an indefinits
periol—he is retiving for a time from
the scenes of his. labours and scholustic
trinmphs—-"

*Good " !

“And in the interim

“Tu the what?”

“In the meantime, ¥ ‘hink it iz up te
ug to show Bunter how glad we are hLe
13 goin "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Really, Wharton,” gruni=d BRilly
Bunter, I think wou are making =
rotten sort of speech. It's a pretiy bad
thing for Greyfriars, and you—you won't
realise what I mean to the old school

“Dry up, porpoise!” ecried Bab
Cherry. “Youn must take & back seat
in this meeting, We've got to decide
what sort of testimonial we're going te
ﬂ}ﬁ‘kﬂ-” ]

““That’s the idea,” continued Harry
Wharton.  “Ii's not every day that a
chap leaves the hiome circle, and even if
it’s Bunter who iz going I think it’s up
to us to showour esteem of his valued
and varied virtues." :

“Oh, my hat! Just hark at him'!™
Tue BMacxir Limmarr.—No. 644.
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muriiured Frank Nugent. “Who ever
heard of Bunter having any virtues?”

“1 guess it’s about thme the fat galoot
vamoosed the ranch altogether!” eried
Fisher 'I'. Fish, the American junior.

“Hear, hear!” agreed Wibley.
“"We've had too mueli Bunter, and
instead of giving the fat bounder a testii-
monial we ought to make the rotter pay
un hiz blessed dehts before he goes!’

Bally Dunter scowled through his big
gpectacles: but a little thing like a scowl
wasmot likely to affect Wibley.

“SBilence for the chairman!” cried
Harry Wharton. *“We don't want teo
spoil the harmony of this important meet-
ing by regrettable observations.of that
sort. As I have said before—"

“Well, get on with the washing, you
dummy !’ : ;

“As I have said before, the late
lamented Bunter is leaving us. The
why and the wherefore of this business
is a secret and a mystery at present, and
our worthy Form-fellow refuses to en-
lighten us. But whether he is going
into Parliament or going to be potman
at the Bunter Arms, it does not
matter——-"

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“I1 say it 1s up to us to present a
testimonial as a token of our good will
pind—and pleasure at losing him !’

“0Oh erumbs!” laughed Bob Cherry.
“T call that a regreitable observation, if
you liked"

There was a roar of langhter from the
Removites, and Billy Bunter shuffled
uncomfortably in his chair,

“Perbaps I should have put it differ-
ently,” continned Harry Wharton.
“With Bunier being present it makes it
rather dificult to frame a speech
decently. But I know you chaps under-
stand what 1 mean. and as our worthy
Form-master will blow in at any moment
I must ask for a show of hands on the
point in question. Ndw, then, i3 it
passed that a subscription should be
raised in order to present Bunter with a
testimonial worthy of the occasion?
Thosn in agreement will raise their right
hands.”

That Harry Wharton had suecessfully
carried the meeling by his eloquence was
proved tho next moment, when a fores
of hands weve shot upwarda. ;

“Shove 'em up, Fishy!” laughed Bob
Cherry.

“I guess I'm not voting,”™ replied the
American Euninr. “1 agree with Wib
that the silly galoot should pay back all
the dollars he owes, first of all.”

**That’s all right !** cried Harry Whar-
ton. *“The whole blessed Form 13 in
favour of the testimonial, with the ex-
ception of Fishy and Wib. Now, then,
Bob, old man, you just take the cap
round and collect the cash. We'll deade
what to give Bunter when we get some
ilea of the amount we can raize.”

“Right-ho |”

Bob Cherry pulled out a cap from his
pocket and pushed his way into the
middle of the crowd of Removites.

. “Brass up! Brass up!" he shouted.
“Come, along, all donations thankfully

!H

received |
‘“Here you are, Bob!” cried Harry
Wharton., “Catch! That'll start the
ball rolling!” ,
The captain of the Remove threw
and Bob Cherry
cleverly caught the glittering coin in his
cap.
© “Thanks, ITarry, old man!" laughed
Beb Cherry. * Now then; you dummies,
follow your leader! Pay up! Pay up!”
The collector’s rousing appeal seemed
to fall on deaf ears. One by one the
grinning Removites melted away, and
TrE Maigxer Lierary.—No. 644,
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fell into their places in the rows of desks
which adorned the Form-room. -

“Come on, you bounders!” cried Bob
Cherry. “Ilere, Bolsover, you worm,
rou voted for the testimonial just now!

saw you shove both your hands up!”

Bolsover major grinned, ‘

“I know that,” he replied. “T didn't
say I'd give anything towards it, though.
i iﬂlf;.r well think it is time that fatrotter
did leave Greyfviars!"”
~“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bob Cherry held out his cap and shook
the solitary half-a-crown about. He was
beginning to loock somewhat perplexed.
Not a single junior seemed at all anxious
to contribute. £

Bob put the ecap right under Peter
Todd’s nose, and waited. F

“Come on, Toddy, old man!™ he said.
“Here you are!”

Peter Todd gazed at the hall-d-crown
in the cap, and then slowly brought up
his hand and took the coin out and put it

“ Jolly

into his trouser-pocket.

“Thanks, old man!”. he eaid.
good of you! Thanks again!"

“Wh-what "

Bob Cherry was rendered almost
spoechless at Todd's action, and there
was a roar of laughter from the rest of
the Removites.

I call that very decent of you,” con-
tinued Peter Todd solemnly. ““Of course,
half-a-crown doesn’'t go far in these hard
times, but I')l toast your health in
ginger-beer after class.”

id I_I 2

“PDon’t mention it, old chap! Look
here, if you would care to come along
T'll stand you some tommy out of it !”

“¥ou burbling jabberwock!” roared
Bob Cherry. *“Hand over that half-a-
crown, or 1 will spiflicate you!"

*““Ha, ha, ha!”

There was a shriek of laughter from
the Removites as Boh Cherry ecanght
Peter Todd by the collar and shook him
violently.

“Here, hands off!”. eried Todd.
“What are you up to, you dummy?”

“Btand and deliver!” snapped Bob
Cherry.

“I'm bothered if I can understand
you!”" replied Peter Todd.- * You offer
me half-a-crown one minute, and then
the next second you want it back!”

“Come onl!” growled Bob Cherry.
“Hand it over! That half-a-crown s
for Bunter’s testimonial !

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“Don't be a cad, Todd!” grunted
Billy Bunter, rolling forward. ** Hand
over my half-dollar| Here, keep hold of
him, Cherry, old man, and I'll get it out
of his pocket!”

(1] Gn on then:”' .

The Owl of the Remove forced his fat
hand into Peter Todd's pocket, and the
next moment drew out the confiscated
coin of the realm. Bob Cherry grinned
as he relinquished his grasp of DPeter
Todd’s collar.

“That's that!"” chuckled Bob. *“ Hand
it over, Bunter! It doesn’t loock a=
though we're going to get encugh finan-
cial support for your blessed testi-
monial 1"

Billy Bunter coughed.

“Come on!” said Bob Cherry. “Hand
that money over! You've got it away
from Todd, haven't yout”

. A Y'Fﬂ'ﬂ- =3
“Well 2" '
“I—I'll take care of it,"” eaid Buntoer.

“It'I! be quite safe with me. You—you

might lose 1t, you know.” = -

Bob Cherry glared angrily at the. fat
Removite.

“Hand that over!” he roared.

LUy . 1

“Uome on!” eried Bob Cherry. “If
vou don’t hand thdt blessed money over

to me in one second 1’1l bump you!”

~with me, you know."

“Really, Cherry, it'll be quile all right

Bob Cherry gave a snovt of disgust,
and then threw himself on to the Owl of
the Remove. The next moment the two
Removiies erashed to the floor, and there
was a roar of langhter from the juniops.

“Ow'!" shrieked Billy Bunter, “Ow!
Iﬂg a 1!1

““Hand that money over!”

“Cave | Hhﬂ'llt-Ej’ Harry Wharton,

jumping off the chair he had been ad-
dressing the meeting from. * Here's
Quelchy 17 '

As the captain of the Remove landed
on the class-room floor the door opened,
and Mr. Quelch, the Form-master, camao
hurriedly in.

Mr. Quelch started back in surprizse as
Bob Cherry and Billy Buuter scrambled

up.
E'I'I:uﬂ'n remainder of the Removites bolted
for their places, .

“(Go to your place, Cherry !" said Mr.
Quelch sternly. *‘Bunter !" |

“Yeo-e-es, sir " said Billy Bunter, with
a jump.

**What explanation have you to give
for heing in that dusty and dishevelled
condition at this hour of the morning ™

“I'm sincerely sorry, sir,”

“1 have no doubt vou are, Bunter; hut
that is hardly sufficient. Why do you
find it necessary to grovel about on the
class-room floor 7" demanded the Remove
mastar, ) ; s

“If you please, s=ir, it wasn't my
fault !

“Then whose fault was it 1"

“I—1 hardly like to say, sir!”

“ Answer me at once, Bunter !”

“I mean, Cherry would be waxy,
and ) : =t

“Cherry! What do you mean "

“Well, sir, I—I "

“ Answer me at once ! rapped out My,
Quelch, in a voice that nearly made
Bunter jump clear of the flaor.

“Well, sir, it—it was a little misunder-
standing with Cherry.”

“You will take twenty-five lines for
misunderstanding, . Bunter, and 1 will
deal with Cherry later on. Meantime,
you will go along to the headmaster,

Dr. Locke wishes to see you in his
study.”

~ “W-what, sir?"” gasped Bunier, shak-
ing all over. '

You will do as I tell you!” roared
Mr. Quelch. ~“Go at once! We will
now proceed,

And the Remove proceeded as Billy
Bunter rolled out of the class-room door,

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Head’s Permission !

TLLY BUNTER tapped at the door

B of the Head's study, and the

) voice of Dr. Locke bade him

enter. Dr. Locke nodded plea-

santly enough to the fat junior, and Billy

Bunter regained a little courage from his
expression,

“Ah, it is you, Bunter!” said the
Head. He glanced over his desk, and
took up a letter that had been already
opened. ;

"“¥-yes, sir !" said Billy Bunter. *‘Mr,
Quelch told me you wished to sce me
here, If—if you p-please, sir——"

He paused and coloured.

The Head glared at him,

‘“Well, Bunter, what is it ?
snnmthirig to tell me §* i

#T—I—I should like to explain—""

“Go on, by all means g

“It was all in furd, sir,” said Billy
Bunter.

“Eh? What do you mean, Bunter?”

“We were holding a meeting in the

Ilave you
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Bunter sank back with a wild yell, as the pig-wash eaught him full in the chest.

“That's got you ! (See Chapter 8,)

“Haw, haw, haw ! " roared Sloggett.

class-room, and—and they're going to
raise a subscription for—for their late
lamented comrade—I mean. it's a festi
monial-—-""

The Head looked amazed,

“Indeed, Bunter!"”

“Y-yes, sir. And when the money
started to roll in—that is, the testimonial
subscription, Todd thought he would be
funny. But Cherry went for him, and I
got the money back. But, of course, it
was all fun. Todd knew that if he tried
to stick to it, he would have got it in the
neck—er, I mean, of course, I shall hand
back the half-crown to old Wharton."”

“Really, Bunter, I have not the
faintest 1dea of what you are talking
about,” said Dr. Locke. “You are a
very foolish boy. I have not heard any-
thing if this fracas in the class-room.”

Billy BDunter blinked through his big
spectacles, and his colour deepened.

- “0h, I thought *

The Head smiled.

“1 sea there has been a litiie mistake.”

“T—I thought I was senl for to—
tu LR ]

Billy Bunier paused. He could see
" now the mistake he had fallen into. The
Head looked as if he very much wanted
to laugh.

“Well, well, it was guite & mistake !
snid Dr. Locke. “ It is not a question of

punishment this time, bui quiie another
matter., I have had a letter from Mr.
Percival, who owns the big farm near
Friardale.”

Billy Bunter gave a fat smile.

“¥-yes, sir”

*“It appears, Bunter,” resumed the
headmaster, *‘that yon have seen Mr,
Pereival recently, and told him that you
are very fond of farming. '

ll“’_"_'}.tiﬁl Hir.?l‘ ;

- “He tells me that you have suggested
you might lend him a hand on the farm
during the week-ends, when you have
finished your lessons heve.™

“¥Y-yes, sir,” replied Billy Bunter ner-
vomsly, - “T—I know a lot about animals
and all that sort of thing, and my father
has often said I ought to de socane hard
work on a farm, and-—and I yas going to
ask vour permission, sir.”

Dr. Locke smiled.

“I have spoken to Mr. Quelch about
the matter, Bunter, and we have agreed
that there 1s no reason why vou shouldn't
do a httle work on Mr. Percival's farm.”

*“0Oh, thank vou, sir!' _
“¥You have not to thank ma, Bunter,

but your own a‘inhi’ri:}n o try to do
useful work,' said the Head. * There ia
another potnt Mr. Perecival mentiona,

He thinks that 1t will be advisable if you
go alone, as the idea is by way of being

a novelty, If vour work proves satis
lactory, he says he thinks other juniors
may like fo spend a few days on the farm
from time to time.” :

i .LHIE'I'.H, [1: ]

““Bo. you see, Bunter, a good deal
depends vpon your own efforts. 1 have
no doubt at all that quite & number of tha
pupils in this school would like to avail
themnselvea of Mr. Percival's kind offer,
and if your work is satisfactory, I dare
say I could see mv way clear to send a
few of your Form-fellows from time te
fime." .

“Y-yes, gir,”

“Mr. Percival says you can start to-
morrow afternoon, Saturday, and he will
find accommodation for you until Mon
morning. You will, of course, at
chasses as usual on Monday. You nndex-
stand that, Bunter?” el

“Yes, sir, of course, sir. Thank you,

sir," _ L
“Very well, then, Bupter. I will
write to Mr. Percival at once, and tell

him that you will be given the necsssary
permission. You may go, Bunter, and
rejoin your class.” . :
“Thank you, sir.” :
And Bil{f rBunter rollad out of the
Head's study, walking on air. A week-
end on a farm was, of course; weleome
TaE MaaxeET Libsrar¥y.—No, 644,
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to any schoolboy, and the prospect of
food galore thrown in appealed very
gtrongly to the greedy Removite.

Billy Bunter entered the Remove
class-room, and a good many fellows
glanced at him ecuriously, expecting to
see him twisting his hands, or twisting
his {at features—a commeon result of a
visit to the Head's study.

The genuinoe pleasure in Billy Bunter’s
face puzzled the Removites considerably.

“ The thrashfulness has not come off,”
mucmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
“The congratulatefulness to  our
esteemed and ludicrous fat friend is ter-
rifie 1" .

“Ho. it wasn't a licking, Porpoise?”
mutterad Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter shook his head.

“You can dry up, Cherry! I shall
only get into trouble if I talk now.”

“Why? Quelchy isn’t looking.”

“T want to keep out of trouble.”

“ Anything on?”

* Yes, rather!”

“ Explain, then, you fat dummy'!”

“Dry up, Cherry! I'm not going to
get jumped on for you."” !

And Bob Cherry had .to control his
curiosity. Mr. Quelch glanced in_ their
direction, and, as a matter of fact, it was
not safe to say more.” At the end of the
first lesson the Form-master signed to
Bunier to come out of his desk.

'The Remove Form gave a snigger.

“Now the fat fraud’s going to get
it " muttered Skinner, the sneak of the
Remove. *The Head has let -him off,

and Quelchy is going to lather him

instead.” _

Mr. Quelch’s eyes fixed upon Skinner.

“ 8kinnher, I have cautioned you belore
sbout talking in class, You will take
Lifty lines!™

And 8kinner scowled and was silent.

“ Bunter, I know that the Head has
given you the permission you wanted,”
said MY;- Quelch. “I am very pleased

ou are interested in the work, and I

ve a very good technical book on the
subject. I have placed it on my study
table. You may go up and fetch it, and
study it in your own study until * break’
at eleven o'clock.”

“T.thank you, sir!”

Billy Bunter gave a satisfied grin at
bis Form-fellows as he rolled out of the
class-room. The curiosity of the Remove
was now greater than ever.

“What the dickens does it mean
muttered Bob Cherry to Frank Nugent.
““ Where is he going?”

‘% It's very funny!”

“J know that, duffer! I want to
know what the Porpoise is up to.”

“ Ask Quelch!”

“QOh, rats!”

“The ratfulness is terrific!”

“I eay, you fellows,” murmured
Skinner, “ what's that fat rotter up to?
It looks to me as though he’s been ex-
pellad. That’s what it 1s, I bet!”

“ Fathead!” said Bob Cherry.

“ Bunter's expelled, of course,
that—  Ow !V

Harold Skinner broke off with a wail
of anguish as Frank Nugent jablbed a
pin into the sneak’s leg. Mr. Quelch
looked round. :

. “What's
Skinper?”
“T1—1 had a sudden pain, siv.”

“¥ou will have another sudden pain if
vou disturb the class again,” sad Mr.
Quelch, “and a more severe one,
Skinner. Take carel” i

And Harold Skinner undersiudied the
oyster for ithe rest of the lesson, and was
muainn.
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the matter with you,

THE .-THIRD CHAPTER,
Bunter Improves the Shining Hour !

e H evumbs!™
O Thus spoke Billy Bunter.
* The f{fat Removile sdemed

guite flabbergasted when he
arrived outside the class-room door. To
think that Me. Quelch, his own Form-
master, had excused him an hour’s
lessons ! It seemed too good to be trug,
Mr. Quelch was one of the
masters at Greyfriars, and Billy Bunter
wasa quite his worst pupil. ind now
Bunter had been teld to go up to his
etudy and read a book in lns own time!
It took quite a minute for the faect to
soak intd Bunter's fat head as he paused
in the Remove passage. .

“ Fancy old Quelchy being so decent !
mutiered the Owl, *1 can’'t make ouf
what’s up yet., I-—I think I had better
run down to Mys, Aluuble’s and have a
enack.’’

Mprs. Mimble had the privilege of keep-
ing a tuckshop within the precincts of

-Greyfriars, and she did a thriving trade

with the boys, especially the juriors.
Billy Bunter, when in ¥unds, was her
best customer; but for terms and terms
now Billy had not been in funds, He

| owed Mrs, Mimble an account which had

been standing for more than a term, and
the good dame was reselute not io allow
it to be added to.

All Billy Bunter's blandishments were
in vain. Mrs, Mimble was as firm as a
rock, and the account had remained quite
gtationary for a long time,

But the Owl of the Remove felt him-
self 1n clover for the moment, He
fondly handled the half-a-crown belong-
ing to the Testimonial Subscription
Fund, and he felt that he could draw on
that in the event of Mrs, Mimble again
refusing to allow him -credit. Anyway,
he would try it on.

Mrs, Mimble came into the little shop
as Billy Bunter entered, and did not
look pleased. Billy had been once in
the shop that day—just after breakfast,
in fact-—and he had then tried to obtain
supplies on the strength of a postal-
order which was coming—or was not
commmg—on the following morning.

“You again, Master Bunter!” said
Mrs., Mimble disparagingl i)'

““Yes, ma'am,” said Billy Bunter, *1I
want—--""

“T can’t let you have anything unless
you pay for it.”

“ 1 will settle to-morrow morning.”

“ Oh, run away!”

“¥You can run it up to two shillings
and sixpence, and take 1t out of my
postal-order to-morrow.”

“0Oh, I have no patience with vou,
Master Bunter! 1 don’t believe that you
ever will have a postal-order!™

Billy Bunter looked hurt. -

“That 13 a great deal like doubting a
fellow’s word, Mrs. Mimble,” he said,
with dignity. * I hope you have always
found me an honourable chap.”

“Then why don’'t you pay me your |

account?”’

“So I will, when my postal-order
comes. 111 have a rabbit-pie——"

“No, vou won't!” said Mrs, Mimble
pertly. **And I should like to know why
yon aren't in class, doing your lessons
like the rest of the boys?™

“Mr. Quelch has excuzed me. Come
on, Mrs. Mimble, 1 want a rabbit-pie, if
vou please.”

“You shall have nothing,
Bunter, unless vou pay for i.”

The Owl of the Remove fondled the
half-a-crown in his pocket, and blinked
hard aeross the little counter,

“ All vight!” he grunted, after a pause.
“T'Il pay for what 1 have.”

* Show me the money, Master Bunter.”

strictest |

Master-

The silver coim rattled on to the
counter, and Mrs, Mimble picked it up

“gnd closely examined 1t.

“YVery well, Master DBunter, I am

always quite willing to serve you when

ever you pay for the goods. What do you
wiit now :
“A rabbit-pie, pleasc.” -
Mrs, Mimﬁla placed a very savoury-
looking pie on to a plate, and set it

‘before 1hilly Buunter, with a knife and

fork. _

“* There vou are, Master Bunter. Theso
pies are ninepence each now. I will giva
you one-and-ninepence change, unless you
want to pay off something on your out- -
standing account while you have a httle
nroney to spare.”

lll'lir Bunter gave a jump. L

“Here, I say, haund over that change
at once!” he sajd.. *I—1 am going to
settle up the old bill with my postal-
order when it comes to-morrow
morning.”’

Mrs. Mimble gave a sniff, and handed
over the one-and-ninepence,

““All I can say s that by rights I could
take what is owing to me. e
* * Pass me a pi¢ca of bread.”

(1] lf‘_'___’.

“ And the mustard.”

lilf_'_"____”'

“ And another plate.

“ Really, Muster Bunter, if——" "

“I think I'll have some roast beef when
I've finished this pie. I must congratu-
late you, Mrs, Mimble, on your ripping
cooking.' - :

Mrs. Mimble was looking very cross.
She could not .get a word in edgeways
when once Billy Buntor got going, and
she realised she must give it up as a
bad ‘job. At any rate, something in the
way of a distraction came the next mo-
ment, when Temple, Dabney, and Fry of
the Upper Fourth, rushed mto the shop,
hreathﬁlﬁa and excaited. :

“ Hallo, hallo, halle!" cried Temple. |
“ Here's this fut rotter feeding away "

Billy Buuter gulped down an extra
large portion of rabbit, and turned in his
soat and scowled at the newcomers. .

“T hear you weren't in class, Bunter i

“Quelchy let me off.™ :

“Eh?” :

“Quelchy excused me, I can tell you!
I'm in his good hooks now. [e ie be-
ginning to a,pPrecium my qualities.’

“Fathead !’

“Really, Temple, it's no good you try-.
ing to contradict me like that. All the
feﬁnws in the Remove are beginning to
realise what Greyfriars is gomng to be
like without me.”

Temple, Dabmey,
interested.

“YWhat's that, Bunier, old man?"’ said-
Temple. “Are—are you leaving Grey-
friarai™ -

“Not exactly leaving it, but I'm going
away on n stunt, you know. And all
those rotters—er, I mean, the fellows—in
the Remove are raising a big auhr_.cri;]tiun
to hand over to me as a testimonial.”

“What sort of testimonial, Bunter, old
man?’”? sald Temple. *‘*Buek up and ex-.
plain! We've only got time for u glass
of ginger-pop. Been sent out to fetch
our dmwing-i)oﬂks." :

“My stunt is 3 secret-for the time,™
explained Bunter mysteriously. “Bug I-
can tell you that I've fixed it all up with
old Lodke and Quelchy, and I'm going
oft to-morrow. That rotter Wharton has
promised to raise a fund, 1 think I shall
suggest that the money is spent i a big
farewell feed. I shall make it a big affair,
and invite all my friends.” ! !

Temple, Daboey, and Fry pricked up
their ears, and winked knowingly at one
another. The members of the Upper
Fourth considered themselves very
superior to those of the Lower Fourth, og
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There was a fap on the study door, and the next moment the handle turned. *M-m-m-my hat !’ gasped Bob Cherry,
as Bunter crawled into the study covered with pig-wash.

{(See Chapter D)

Remove Form, as it was generally re-
ferred to; but anything in the nature of
a feed dllowed Messrs. Temple & Co. to
forget quite a lot. And now they saw-a
chance of a good time ahead,

“Of course, I'm awfully sick to hear
+ that we're losing our old pal, Bunter!”
said Temple, with a sericus countenance.
“1 don’t quite know how things will
turn out without him."

“Rather not!"™ agreed Dabney
Fry in the same breath.

“*1 should like to give you a jolly good
send-off, old man,” eaid Temple, putting
his hand on Billy Bunter’s fat shoulder.
“I know you won't forget your best
pals when you have the—the farewell
supper.”

illy Buntfer sat up in his chair,

““No; I shall include vou fellows, you
know. Of courze, that rotier Wharton
may try to back out of his obligations—
that's the only trouble.”

““Has he promised?”

“Yes, he's promised,” rephed Billy
Bunter. *“They held a meeting in the
class-room before old Quelchy came in,
and the whole Form voted by a show of

and

hands to give me a Jolly good
testimonital, "

i Oh "

“They've an awful lot of rotters,

though, when it eomes to the paying up!
Cherry onle raised half-a-crown.”

“What?!"”

“A measly half-a-crown; but I dare
say they’ll pay up later.”

Temple, Dabney and Fry gulped down
their ginger-beer. They were looking
rather dizappointed,

“Ihd Wharton promise to stand the
feed !" said Temple, alter a pause.

“Of course he did!"™ grunted Billy
Bunter. * Absolulely promised me a
testimonial, ™

“Then I should jolly well hold him to
1it!™ zald Temple. * Look here, after
clusses this morning you come along to
our study, and we'll back you up. 1f
Wharton has promised yvou, we'll jolly
well see that he keeps to his word!”

“Will you really, Temple, old man?"

“We will! It's time that kid Wharton
was taken down a peg! We'll come
along with you, and tax him with the

romise in front of ihe other fellows.

f course, it's understood that you invite
us to the feed?™

“Rather!”  replied Billy Bunter.
“Now, haven't you got time to buy me
one of these rabbit-pies? I can tell you
they're tip-top!”

‘““ Not now, Bunter, old man "

“They're really the——""

“* Nothing doing now,” said Temple.
‘“ Bae you after clagses.™

“But—-"

“Dry up, Bunter, old man!” langhed
Temple. *Come on, you chaps!™ And
the nuts of the Upper Fowrth hurried
out of the little tuekshop,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Nothing Doing |

4] HARTON!"
“Where'a the silly ass?”
“Where is the chump "

“You're wanted, Harry!"

said Frank Nugent, with a grin.

Morning lessous were over, and Harry
Wharton & Co. were in the Comrmon-
room. Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry
were playing chess, and Frank Wugent
was looking on, kindly giving impartial
advice to the players. It was proof of the
strong bond of friendship among the
chums of the Remove, that neither Harry
Wharton nor Bob Cherry told Nugent
what they thought of that kind advice.

A crowd of Removites were present as
Temple, Dabney, Fry, and Billy Bunter
poured into the Common-room in search
of Harry Wharton, and the chesa-table
was surrounded.

The captain of the Remove looked up
from his game, '

Tue MaaXET LiBrRaRY.—NoO, 644,



s THE BEST 4% LIBRARY D@~ “THE BOYS' FRIEND” 40 LIBRARY. "¥1¢"

“*Don't interrupt,” hLe’ s,_n.id miid}y.
waving off the excited jumors, “l've
gol Bob mate in three——" o

Sniff, from Bob Cherry. © ° ° 4
S Can’t yeu ses Ecru’rﬁ_ mate m two,
Harry }” be inquired. : '

C“Ng: I jolly well can’ti™ ol

 And gome fellows think they can play
chess I remarked Bob Cherry, 1n a tone
of patient wonder. : o e i

“Look here, Bob, you ass—-— : "
. “You Yook here, Harry ﬁ'fharfm}_f :
raared Billy, Bunter,  bhpking hard
through his spectacles. ;

s ';'ﬂgilﬂ thi:I:'ulﬂﬂ, vou fat idiot 1" %
. “1 don't care a hang about the table !’
replied Bunter. “What about that testi-
monial you promised I

“Eh” |

“ My testimonial !” roared Billy Buut?r.
“You know you've promised it, and I'm
relying upon it now. I've decided to
spend all the money you rzise on a g
furewell supper. I shall easily be ab];’]- to
get leave 1o hold it from old Locke!

wi \";hnt ?‘H 3

“TPample, and Dabney, and Fry have
come along to see that 1 get justice out
' You know you've promised
feed !" : _

“You burbling fat porpoise, I never

romised a-feed at all, and now youre
Eere, hand over that half-a-crown you
took from Toddy !" _ o

“] want to know about this testimonial
youw've promised Bunter,” said Temple,
“What have you got to say, Wharton?"

“Mind the table, fathead—-"

“Blow the table! What about that
testimonial 1%+ . '

. “Bother the testimonial!
chess [ .

“But look here——"' exclaimed Fry of
ihe Upper Fourth. :

“'m quite willing to explain to yon
chaps,” said Harry Wharton.. “I've told
Mauly, and Bull, and——" )

“Then tell Bunter what form of testi-
monial you're going to give him!” ex-
claimed Temple. * What do yon want
to promise a poor chap a big feed for, if
you'ro jolly well not going to carry out
your promise "’

“You sea—" ,

“fI don't see!” gruuted Billy Bunter.
“You had a meeting, and you voted a
testimonial, an N ! _

“Quite right! Now, run away and let
me get on with my game !” said the cap-
tain of the Remove paiiently. “I'm
puiting in the knight, Bob!”

And Harry Wharton- interposed a
knight between his king and Bob
Cherry's threatening bishop.

“ Betler have put in the reck!"™ re-
marked Frank Nugent. -

“**Asz! That would have left the king
in check under tho queen ™

“Hum! 8o it would!
tricd a pawn "

] EGE}I :ﬂ

“Tt all comes to the same {lung.” said
Bob Cherry blandly, *“I{'s mate in two
anyway."”

“ Mate in three, you mean,’
Whartén warmly.

““Noi I've got yon fixed in two !

“Aeg! I mean I've gol you fixed in
three 1"

" Bow-wow "

“ Hang your rotten cliess!” cried Billy
Bunter mmpatiently. “1 want to know
about my testimonial, Wharton.”

“What are you going to do about 1it7"
demanded Temple,

*Btick to your word!” added Dabney.

“ And don’t be a cad!” said Fry,

“Oh crumbs! How's a fellow to play
chess with a crowd of silly jabberwocks
burbling round his head?"’ exclaimed
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I'm playing

Why nol have

¥

said ITarry

Bunter ia off.

fof it like that, Wharton,

" ;| Billy Bunter.

Harry Wharton. “The testimonial {o
Absolutely off for lack of
support--that is, financial support. Billy
can stick to my half-a-crown, if he likes,
but otherwise the fund is off ! See? You

| bounders of the Upper Fourth?"

“0Oh ! said Bunter.
~ “That's all very well,” said Temple.
“But I don't see how you can back out
If vou’ve made
a promise, I should have thought you
would have stuck to 1t 17

i Ratﬂ !:‘l

“That's not good enough!” roared
“I want my farewell
supper " '

“Nothing doing!"” said Harry Whar-
ton,
*“Ha, he, ha!"

“Your move, Bob, old man!” :

“Like to go on?” asked Bob Cherry
blandly. **¥You can resign if you like,
and save time, as it's mate m {wo.”

“You can resign, if you like, old chap,
as it's practically fixed. You can’t
wriggle out of it 1"

“1 tell you,” roared Bunter,  this idea
of my testimonial ought to be carried out.
1f you raise the moncy, I'IlI-I'll order
the feed, and we can have a jolly good
farewell supper!”

iiﬂﬂﬂ}llﬂl‘ :

“There you are,” said Bob Cherry,
putting up a pawn with a nonchalantair.
“Up to you, Harry, old man!”

“Oh!" said Harry Wharton, knitting
his brows over the board.

But Billy Bunter was nob inierested in
chess. He was interested in his precious
testimomal ; and the fact that that inter-
ezt was shared by no one else in the
Remove, made no difference to William
George Bunter.

“Twok here!” shouted the fat junior,
and he brought down his fist on the tuble
to emphasise his remarks, “ What I say
is 12 ;

“You fat rascall!”™ yelled Harry
Wharton, as the-pawns and pieces dunoeli}.

Billy Bunter's fist was a heavy one,
and the chess-table was rocking under
his mighty smite.

Ilarry Wharton clutched at it too lale !

There was a showering of pawns and
pieces io the floor as the table danced.

“Mato in one!” grinned Frank
Nugent, .

“Jia, ha, Lhatl”

“ You—you—you-——" spluitered Harry
Wharton, in great exasperation.

**QOh, blow your silly chess!” gruniad
Billy Bunter.

“1t's all right. I had you male, you
know,” said Bob Cherry soothingly.

“You hadn’t, you ass!”

“On, yes! My bishop was going—-"

“Your bishop was pirned !”

** My dear chap, you're dreaming ! My
bishop wasn't pinned.”

“If you think you could have moved
your ‘bishap, Cherry——"

“You know I could.”

dd Ttlﬂll

“What

ou’'ro-an ass!” :
like about chees,” said Frank

Nugent refectively, “is the way it im-

-proves fellows' tempers——"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Now what about m
monial 1" resumed Billy
I 5:1 is_'_______ll

What William George Bunter was
%‘mng to say never franspired. Harry
Vharton jumped up and collared the
obstreperous William George, and Bunter
descended on the floor with a bump; and
loud sounds of wrath and woe were heard
a3 hia fat features were ground into the
pieces and pawns on the carpet.

Wheother Harry Wharton or Bob

blessed testi-
unter. ** What

Cherry had been “mate™ in one, two, | interrupted, and so 1 do,

e

or three, waas never satisfactorily seitled ;
but it was quoite certain that William
George Bunter was sorry that he had
caused the matter to be left in doubt,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

~ Off at Last !
SAY

L . Fou fellows ™ _ ;
I Billy DBunter wlﬁ standing in
the doorway, and he intercepted

the chums of the Remove as they
came along the passage with their cricket”
bats. It was Saturday, and Harry
Wharton’s eleven were playing tho

Grammar School at two o'elock.
“ Hallo, hallo, hatlo!” exclaimed Bab

Cherry, giving the fat junior a playful
dig in tﬁe ﬁfm which made him gasp
for breath.  *““What's troubling you,

Porpoise 7
- ]laf—l say, Cherry, T wish you wouldn't
oke me with your cricket-bat like that!
5:’['. quite takes my breath away. I'm
rather short in the wind, and—"

“ Bosh 1" said Bab Cherry cheeriully.
“You're a jolly sight too long-winded,
that's what’s the matter with you. Naw,
then, any remarks in connection with that
blessed testimonial are barred ! That's a
wash-out completely I

*“Oh, -rep]liy, Cherry,
ask you—' g .

“Run away and play, ]'hll;r

I just wanted to

i

“It's important, Cherry,’ .mi.drB_ilif
Bunter, blinking at the Removiies
through his big spectacles. *'It's

important indeed. If vou fellows dun;t
want to hear about if, I'll get somebody
else to back me up.”
“Eht What are you
“Come into a - quiet place,” sad
Bunter mysteriously, *“I don’t want the
whole blessed school io get on to the

whieeze."’

“ What has the fat dummy got into kis
sﬂly head now 7" %-mn-tad Frank Nugent.
“ November is a long way off, Bunbter,
and gunpowder plots are out of date.”

“It's a jolly good scheme, Nugent, and
if you fellows don’t want to take 1t up,
there are others,” said Billy Bunter, with
dignity. “I'm giving you first chanee,
as you helong to the Remove.”

“ After that, we can't refuse to hear
it, anyway,’” said Harry Wharton, laugh-
ing. “Go ahead, DBunter!” ;

“Come into a quiet epot then. Tt's a
dead secretl” :

“ Lead on, Macduff !"” said Bob Cherry.
“And if you say a word about that
blessed testimonial, mind, you will get
a thick ear!”

“Oh, really; Cherry!”

“Get on, and don't jaw,! We want to
get down to the pavilion.”

- Billy Bunter blinked indignantly at
Bob Cherry, but he led the way fo a
quiet spot, the Removites followmihg him.
In a+ corner, by a deep window, Dilly
Bunter stopped and locked - cautigusly
round. The fat junior was extremely
short-sighted, and the enormous glasses
he were did not aesist his vision very
much, io judge by the ludicrous blunders
he was continually making. On the pre-
sent occasion at least a dozen fellows
observed his cautious glance rotind, and
some of them strolled uE to see what
was on. But the short-sighted Owl of the

Remove. did not cbserve them. '

“Well, get .on with the washing !™ said
Harry Wharton impatiently. | :

“T'm getting on with it, Wharton ; but
I wish you wouldn’t interrupt me, and
throw me into confusion. I'm always
confused when people interrupt me.”

‘““ Are you going to get on{" .

“Ain't T getting on? 1 was saying
that I always get confused when I'm
Now, loek

dri-ving at?"
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here! Would vou feilows care for a real
tip-top iree holhiday 7"
“1s that a conundrum "
“No, Cherry, it isu't a conund nn:,
That's the whesze.”

“If vou want to stand us all a free |

holiday _

“That isn't it, either. T was thinking |
of doing so; but I've been disappointed |

about a poatal-oxrder, and I'm rather short |
of funds at present. Of course, if any of
vou fellows cared to go ahead with that
testimonial, I—"

“Now then!” snapped Bol Cherry,
*“If vou say testimonial once more you
will be bumped !"

*The correctfulness of my honourable
chum’s statement is terrific!” purred
Hurtee Jamset Ram Singh, © The bump-
fulnese will be terrific also!”

*Very well !” said Billy Bunter. with a
sniff. “I won't sav another word about
that blessed——""

“Steady !V cried DBob Cherry warn-
inglv. “You were just going to say it !”

“I—T won’t say another word about it
then; but you fellows haven't answered
my queatiun vet. Ido you or do vou not
want a ripping free holiday #"

“Can a duck swim?" growled Harry
Wharton. “What's the Jittle game,
Bunter "

The fat Retnovite lowered his voiee to
a hoarse whisper.

“T've wheedled & holiday ont of n'fd

Locke, and vou chaps cemii do the same.
Hth:lr
“I'm just off for a week-cud on old
Percival's farm. Everything free,

rorgeous grub! Pocket-monev for satis-
factory work rendered, 1 can tell you,
I'm on a good thing !’

[T} ﬂhni!

The cltums of the Remove looked very
terested.  Billy Bunter’'s news was
puzzling ; but there was evidently some-
thing in at.

“Explain  vourself,
Harry ﬁhﬁrlﬂn
talking in puzzles?
this {imet”

“That's what T'm deing.” replied
Billy Bunter. ““Old Percival, at Friar-
dale, has given me o week- end job al
farming. He's going to teach me all he
can, and 1f I'm any good he's going 1o
offer 1.h-:' Head to have somwe of you
follows,”

*“Oh, so that's it,

“Rlppmﬂ; oin't it?

Hirry Wharton & Co. stoad and gazed
in silence at the fat Removite,

At you jealous, Wharton®’

“Don’t be an ass, Bunter!” laughed
Harry Wharlon, *1 must say I'm sur-
prised io hear that the Head has given
vou leave, If it had bheen ﬂn}iuuh elae

Bunter,”  said
“What's the use of
What's your game

iﬂ it ?"

I should hme understood ; but vou! Oh,
erumbe !’

“ Really, Wharton—"

“Faney, our free holiday’s ﬂvpr-nd:iug

npon Bunter’s satisfactory work " eried
Bob Cherry, “ My hat! If you go and
make & mess of things, we'll—we'll
slaughter vou when you come back '™

“1 sha'n't make a mess of anything,”
said Billy Bunter, *1 knuw all about
foroming..  Moet of my tiled relations
have got f:u‘ms at their country places,
you knpw.”

“Oh, dry np!”

bl . E-ﬂ 1 must he getting along,’
Billy Hunter with much importance,
told old Percival I mughe E::
Iuneh.”

“You've had lunch,
dummy !

Billy Bunter grinnad,

I know that; but T bet T shall he
able to get another one out of my frleml
Percival. Well, good-bye, you fellows;
1 qha.Il 568 FOU » onday 1" '

“Not so fast, Bunter!” ecried Harry

" said
iI:I
. there for

just fat

you

!i
E

|
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Wharlon. * Are we to nnderstand that
if you prove salisfuctory to Mr., Percival
ho may ask D,
go there?”

“That's the idea”
“Ton't let the whole
know it! Keep it mum, you know.”

*I should sav the whole®of Greyiriars
knows it by now,” laughed Harry

replied Bunter.

Whaurton. “I’va never known you to
keep a secret for long.”

“ Really, Wharton

“Bat t{mt docsn’t matier a jot. What
does matter, though, is your goed

behaviour, you go and E]"Iﬂﬂ the
chances for anybody else, there's [.’{i:}lﬂg'
to be trouble when you come back!”

“Wh-what?"
s sk oK ok kR KoK oK oK

JUST
OUT!

“On the
War-Path!”
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“ Trouble !” repeated Harry Wharion,
“&pelt with a capital T!"

“We i rag you so much that vou'll
be a bag of bones instead of a nice fat
greasy porpoise !’ added Bob Cherry.

“You can rely upon me, vou fﬂ-]luwﬂ}”
said Billy Bunter. "0 course, I shall
advise my friend Percival who .to invite
next,”

Fl:':}h?‘!'l

“I'I just make out a rough list now."”

Billy Bunter took a pencil from his

ket, and tore a sheet of paper from

H cket- hﬂaLI X

SUpPOSE may as we ut vour
name down, fherrrz Ty

“What for—a quhmuphun"‘” '

*“He, he! T\u For a {ree holiday
ori the farm.”

13 F ,Ill-,u“‘l

“ Plenty of frea grub,

e 3 3k o o o o o ook o o o o ook ok ok ok e ook ok o ok o ok ok ok o ok ko ok koK
***********************************#*******#***

that includea

«of thing, you knaw
Locke to let some of us

blessad FI."h'l.'.}DL:

1 get away! 1

Three-halfpence. 9

eream and fresh butier, and all that sort

r1!

“What?'
“ And meef—munny for work rendered

af satisfactory.”

cried Bob Cherry. * Put
1f you don’t get on in

*Oh, go on!™
my name down !

the world it xmn’t be for want of
cheek '™

“I bhelieve there's 2 lot of gammon

1 about this,” laughed Harry Wharton.

‘““ But, anyway, you can put us all down
on the list, Bunter, and I warn you that
if you let Greyfriars down, the Remove
will see that you get it in the neck with
interest!"

“And compound interest ini:} the
bargain,” added Bob Cherry
“You're jealous beasts, thnl, '3 ‘Ii'h]lﬂf-

you are!”

“Dry up, Bunter'” laughed Harry
Wharton, “Come n]:}ng, you fellows !
We ought to go down to meet the
Grammarians. Time is nearly up!™

Harry Wharton & Co. trooped away,
and Billy Bunter gazed after them.

*“They're jealons, that’s what it js!”
he growled. ‘'Iat lot of good trying to
raize anything out of those rotters!
I'm fed up with them!"

The Owl of the Remove looked at his
watch, and gave a start of aurprise.

“Oh, crumbz!" he gasped., “ I must
shall be jolly late for
lunch, as it 18! Pshaw! Faney wasting
time on thm:w jealons rotters!”

And Billy Bunter plodded his way
towards Friardale, grumbling at every
sta&p at having to walk,

— e —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Bunter Arrives !
6 HEW!'
P That was what Billy Boanter
sald as he plodded ni{ung the

dusty road leading to Friardale.
It was a bright, sunny June afteinoon ;
but the fat Removite’s face was not look-

ing at all bright and sunny. Quile the
reverse, in fact. But Bunter's afternoen
walk was nearly over now. In the dis-

tance he could catch a glimpse every now

and nrgmﬂ through the trees, of My, Per-
cival’s farm buildings. T]:l-ﬂ}’ stood some
way back from the road. leasant,

typically English lane led up tn the farm-
house, and a few minutes later Billy
Bunter furned up this lane, and event-
nally opened the gate leading into the

Lharming old garden in front of the
housze.

“My word!” grunted Billy Bunter.
“T}mnk oodness, that rotten walk 18 all
over | good! 1 believe I can smell
mﬂkmg”'

The Greyiriars junior rolled along, and
rang the bell at the front door. The next .
moment Mr. Percival stumped across the
hall, and shook hands heartily with his
visitor,

“How dvoun do, Master Bunter?"” he
gaid cordially, “I am very pleased to
meet you again, and I trust you will
enjoy your visit, and learn sumeth:u
useful.”

“Thank you, Mr. Percival !"

“I wrote a letter to your headmaster,
and I received a reply last night.”

“That's right,” said Bunter. “I told
Dr. Locke to write,”

[ 13 Whﬂ-t??l

Mr. Percival was a fine old farmer, Lig
and buily, with a resy complexion, which
told of much exposure in all sorts and .
conditions of weather, and his voice waa
loud -and gruff,

Billy Eunl‘m gave a jamp.

Tur MAGNET LIBRARY.—NO. 644,
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“What did you say, my boy?" shouted
Mr. Percival.
© “I—1I meant fo say that Dr, Locke had
told me he was writing to you,” stuttered
the Owl of ths Remove nervously,

Mr. Percival’s gruff voice was a liitla
startling, not to say the least of it. Billy
Bunter had noticed that in his previous
visits; but he felt that he could get used
to that in time,

“Well, well, we have to make hay
whilst the sun shines!” eried My, Per-
cival, “If you're going to be a farmer,
vou'll soon learn that it’s the early bird
tharkcﬂ.tches the worm. We'll get out to
work.”

Billy Bunter blinked hard through his
spectacles,

“Have you had lunch ye#; Mr
Percival?’’ he said. )
“ILamnch! I suppose you ruean dinner,

my boy?!™ bawled the farmer.

“* Yessir; that’s it."

“1 should think we have!” laughed
Mr. Percival. * Nothing now before
tea. We have a high tea at six o’clock o
night-time. TFew times, but weHl; that™®
my motfo for eating.™

Billy Bunter gave a deep =igh.

“Can I have a little snack before start-
ing off "' he asked. * It—it seemns a long
iime between meals, you know, sir,”

Mr, Porcival gave a snort,

““Bix o'clock 15 the next meal!” he
eried. ** We can’t have food on the table
at all hours of the day. Now, look here,
Master Bunter, you ain’t got long, you
know, so you just run down to the
stables, and ask Sloggett to let you have
a horse 8o as you ean have a ride rotund
the farm. DBy the time you get back I
thall be out.
way down to the stables, just chuck a few
*handfuls o’ corn to the birds."

My, Percaival picked up a large basin of
corin from the lfmll floor, and pushed it
into Billy Bunter's fat arms. The Owl
of the Remove tock it. He was not feel-
ing very pleazant for the moment. He
was disappointed to hear about the fegd-
ing arrangements, The meals seemed
few and far hetween: but he could see
that Mr. Percival was a man of his word,
and was not likely to stand any nonsense,

“Thera's the vard,” said Mr. Percival.
“You'll find Sloggett about, and he’ll
give you a horse,
and put these boots on. They'll go over
the ones vou are wearing, You don't
want to spotl them,”

“ All right, sir,” replied Bunter, as he

complied with Mr. Percival’s orders; and
the next minute he was rolling along in
the direclion of the farmyard.
The moment the Owl of the Remove
lifted the latch of the gate leading into
the farmyard pandemonium Euenmfi'n be
let loose.

Chickens, geese, pigs, and an old cow
made a wild rush in his direction.

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Billy Bunter.

He hung on io the basin of food, and

the farmyard stock, squeaking and grunt-
ing wildly, scrambled around him.
CYHi!  Get away!” bawled the fat
Jjuiior,

"An anormous fat sow rubbed its snout
in a friendly fashion against the new.
comier’'s leg, and Billy Bunter gave a
yelp, A pigeon fluttered down, and
rettled upon his shoulder, and its Auiter-
g wings nearly knocked Bunter’s spec-
tacles from off his nose,

“Brrrerh ! roared  Billy
“Gerraway |

Grunt, grunt, grunt!

The piga pressed hitn dn all sides, and
the poultry dashed around in a wild state
of excitement. Billy Bunter snatched a
handful of corn out of the basin, and
threw it as far as he could.

His action saved the situalion. 'The
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Bunter.

Aund here ypu are, -on your |

Leave your coat here,
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chickens and the
and the. pigeons,
corn, and Ball

cata himself ly

eese, and the ducks
arged down on the
Bunter was able to extri-
rom the attentions of the

‘pige. Ho rolled away towards the middle
| of the farmyard, and threw out handful
after handful of the corn.

| This was suffi-
cicnt to pacify the inhabitants of the
yard, and they concentrated their atten-
tion on the food.

Billy Bunter gave a sickly grin as he
scattered the food around him,

“1t’s a jolly good thing I'm a cool sort
of chap!” he grunted. **I bet most of
the fellows would have lost their wits.”

He left the farmyard stock busy at
work, and rolled across to the stables at
the far end of the yard.

_ Mr. Sloggett could be heard whisthng
in ono of the stalls, and Billy Bunter
looked in,

' Are you Bloggett?” he inguired, as a
farmhand in a vellow smock looked round
and grinned at him.

“8Bure, I am!” replied the man.

"Well, I'm Bunter—Mpr. Bunter,” =zaid
the Owl of the Remove. * Mr. Percival
has sent mo down to get a horse, ro that
I can ride round the farm, and have a
look at it. Of course, I want a decent
horse. He ncedn't be fast, but he soust
be strong and steady.”

“I've got just the ’orse you want,”
said Sloggett, chewing a straw. *“’Ave
a look at this, and see if you dow’t think
¢’s a beauty.”

Billy Bunter gazed into the stall. An
ancient horse blinked sleepily at him.

“1 said a horse!"” explained Bunter,

Bloggetlt nearly swallowed the straw he
was chewing, :

“Well, ain’{ he
demanded.

Billy Bunter looked at the animal as he
might have looked at some euriosity in a
zoological show, and shook hia head.

that a ‘torse?”

“It may have been a horse once!” he

grunted, “T can tell you I'm & jolly
goad horseman, and I don’t want to
cast reflections on that horse’s past; but
what I want 153 a horse!”

Mr. Sloggett grinned feebly,
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“All right,” he said.
'ave a look at this éritter.”
_In snother stall was another steed, a
littlo better than the ancient specimen
Billy Bunter had first seen. The Owl of
the Remove knew nothing whatever
about horses, dnd he certainly wasn’t a
Jockey; but he feli it was up to him to
try and impress the yolel,

He gave a fat grin as he looked into
the stall, .

“1s that a horse, too?"” he asked.

Mr, Slpggett<turned red

“Look ‘ere!” he said. “That's a
aood 'orse! That 'orse ain't more than
four years’ old, and he's in lovely
condition.™ '

~He isn’t up to my weight,” grunted
Billy Bunter. “I can tell yon, my man,
I want something pretty good.”

Mr. Sloggett ucl:lng.

“Very well, young gent,” he said;
“come this way,”

He crossed the cobblestoned yard, and
showed Billy Bunter into another door,
and a horse that was feeding at a rack
turned its head to look at them.

It was a powerful amimal this time,
and it looked full of mischief, Sloggett
rrinned  to  himself as Billy Bunter
ocked the animal up and down. After
a moment’s inspection the fat Removitn
nodded. -

“This one will *uit me,"” he said.
“Just about my weight, T should say.”
“You can take him,” said Mr.
Sloggett. *It ain’t everybody as can
ride that 'orse. He's a brute, "¢ is,
He's got s playful temper of ’is own;
but ’e ain’t vicious—mnot "e. Nothin' liks
it. You can ride ’im." '

“(Good! You-—you needn’t trouble to
put a saddle on,” replied Billy Bunter.
“TI'm—I'm such a good horseman, you
know, you mneedn’t trouble about a
saddle. Just put a bridle on him: never
mind a saddle.” .

In a few moments Billy Bunter was
leading the horse out intd the vard.
Bunter's pride was too mueh to allow
him to warn Mgz Sloggett that he
couldn’t ride a horse. The fat jumior
thought it would be quite easy, and
very much easier if he didn't have a
saddle.  The horse walked quietly with
him, but there was a latent gleam in
his eyes which bore out Mr, Sloggett’s
statoment that he had a playful temper.

““Here you are, man,” said Bunter.
“Hold him a minute while T mount.”

“Yau oughter "ave a saddle,” said Mr.
Slogzett dubiously.

“Rats! I don’t want a saddle. He's
gat a back lig enough for anybody to
sit on, I suppose?”

““SBure, sir: but he may jib when some. .
body’s on his back. We generally use
this one in Yhe trap.” :

“Oh. give us a hand on!
good rider!”

Billy Bunter, with many groans, after
o long struggle, sat astride of the horse,
and grasped the reins in his fat hands.
The animal stood stock-still and refused
to budge. Billy Bunter urged him with
voice and heels, but he did not move.
Mr. Slozgett chuckled, - T

“Come on, old hoss!” said Billy

Bunter persuasively, “Go ahead! Get
o | on horrid beast, why don’t you
start! Get on, old hess! Ga it
'I:leautty! You rotter! Get a move on,
or I'll larrup youl”
. And still the horse stood like a statue,
Mr., BSloggett stood by and grmned,
sucking aﬁg straw. DBilly Bunter grew
scarlet with annoyance, and he gave the
horse at last a sharp spank with the
palm of his fat hand,

That moved the steed!

He shot forward like an arrow from a’
bow, =0 suddenly that Billy Buonter
nearly rolled off his back, He recled

“Come and

I'm a jolly
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“Ow ! he roared,

“Saveme ! Saveme!”

There was a wild roar of Tage as the bull came charging along. With a shriek Billy Bunter flung himself npnn. t:lu_l farmer.

{dee Chapter 8.)

back, and then reeled forward, and
found himeelf clutching at the lorse's?
mane for dear life.

The horse needed no urging now. He
went across the farmyard with a terrific

clatter, He just missed an old sow bva
hair's-breadth.

“Hold on!”? eried Mr. B8loggett
anxicusly. “ Hold on!”

(latter, elatter, clatter!

The horse dashed on, with Billy

Bunter ¢linging frantically to his neck.

There was a sndden wild chattering
from the mitldle of a heap of straw, and
two gangers dashed out in complete
pante, ;

The noise of the poultry stopped the
horse; but bhe didn't remain stll, He
startod & series of *' cavortings ' worthy
of a hal{tamed mustang on a Texan

rairie. He reared and he clatlered, and
I:E twisted and turned, sometimes on his
forelegs, sometimes trying, as far as Billy
Bunter conld judge, to execute a sort of
hornpipe on his hind-legs.  The fat
junior clung desperately to his neck.

Mr. Bloggett, on the other side of the
vard, grinned delightedly.

‘“Ha, bha, ha! Hang on, young gent—
hong on!” he roared,

The horse whisked round and dashed
through an open pate. Sloggett looked
after the flying horseman in l:iismav.

Right on towards the farmhouse

dased the unfortunate Billy Bunter,
and he disappeared in the distanee.

Billy Bunter was having an exciling
time,

His mount, finding himself in more
open ground, soon gathered speed,

“J—I—I ought to get off I stamnmered
the unfortunate Bunter: but he did not
sea o chance. He could see no other
way of getting off the horse than by let-
ting go his hold and rolling in a heap
on the ground—and that was too danger-
ous and too painful for him to adopt.
Bo he sat tight.

At least, Bunter sat as tight as he
could:; but the horse was close to the
farmhouse now, and it swerved violent]
a4 1t endeavoured to avoid a Hower-bed.

The fat Removite gave a yell, but
he managed to clutch hold of the steed’s
mane, and ha recovered his seat just as
My, Percival came out of the house,

“{rood graciong!” exclaimed the
farmer, inw amazement, - * What's that
voung rascal doing? Get off that horse
at once, Bunter!™

“1—I—I can’t!”

“Koep off those flower-beds!" roared
Mr. Peveival angrily. “Pull on the
reins, you young idiet!™

“1—I=1 c-c-can't!”

The horse’s hoofs thudded over tha
Aower-bed,

“Phew ! went Hﬂ}}; Biunter,

] - L3

He would have given whole worlds and
solar systems to the ecxasperating
beast them, but he could not. And the
animal was not in the least awed by
Mr. Percival, He pranced about gaily, i

“Boy!” roared the farmer, * Boyi™

Mr. Percival dashed towards the horse.
He was an active man, in spite of his
bulk, and he succeeded in grasping the
rein, and brought the horse to & stand-
still. Billy Bunter, gasping for breath,
streaming with perspiration, and az red
as a Tﬁnppy, slid to the ;f.:muud.

“Th-th-thank you, sir!"” he gasped.

““What does this mean, Mr. BunierI™

said tho farmer angnly. “llow dare
you——" : :
“I—I eouldn’t hﬂl]i it,"sir! You—you
surel-_r;v don’t think I was domng it for
fun¥” gasped Billy Bunter. .
Mr. Percival unfroze. He smiled
slightly,

o¥y.

*Did the horsa run away with you?

“"Yea, sir, the—the horrid beast!™

“You should not have brought him
out of the vard until he had been
saddled np.” '

“ 1T ddn’t sir. He hmuﬁht me ™

“Look at my flower-beds!™ «

“I—I'm sorrv, sir. I'll dfg them op
for you if yvou like, sir, and put some new
seeds in, and eot it all richt again, T'm
very sorry !”

ThHe Macxer LiBrany.— No, 644
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Mr. Percival cave o grin. He was
beginning to realise that 1t was a pretty
risiy thing to offer to take in a buy like
Billy Bunter to assist in farm-work over
tha week-ends. If Bunter's gardening
wias anything like his riding, he was not
likely to improve his well-kept garden.

“1 think you had be#ter lecave the
flower-bed alone,” he eried, “Come
nlong, now, we will take the horse
back.™

Still holding the rein, Mr, Percival led
the horse back towards the farmyard.
Biify Bunter rolled along in the rear, gnd
mopped  his perspiring brow  with his
handkerchief. '

- The fat junior was feeling very relioved
Pow that the horse was no longer in his

. charge. The idea of farming as o hobby

was onn the wane, and he was beginning
to wish that he was back at Greviriars.

., —

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Litile Venirilogquism !

s LOGGETT 1"

Mr. Percrval led the horse into
the farmyard and raised his voice
in a grudf shout.

“Bloggett! Bloggett!”

“Comin’, sur 1™

Mr. Sloggett eame running out of one
of the stahTEﬂ, with a.large piteiifork in
hig hand, and hurried acress the yard in
the direction of the farmer and Billy
Bunter,

He had a Jong straw in his mouth, and
there was a sheepish-looking grin on his
face as hie came un and touched his eap
to his master,

“Sloggett!” roiared Mr. Pereival
“What in the blazes do vou mean by
sending out this horse for? You know
he's a bad-tempered rascal!”

“A bit playful, zur—only a bit playful
with the young gent.”

“Playful be hanged!” replied Mr,
Fercival. * You will see how plavful he
is when you sec my flower-beds in front
of the hause !,

Sloggett thought it would be wise to
drop the subjeci, The farmer’s face was
red with wrath. The farm-hand thought
he had scored well enough against the
fat schoolboy. Atcer all, Bunter had
asked for trouble. If he had taken the
first horse offered to him he could have
had a quiet ride- round the farm, and
there would have been no trouble; but
as Bunter had put on side, Bloggett had
seized the oppertunity of haviny a bit
of quiet fun.

“Don't you let ma catch vou out at
these games!" said Mr. Percival, after a

ause. “I ain’t running this farm for
un, I can tell you! And anvybody who
gtays here stays for work, not to knock
my flower-beds to smithercens !™

Billy Bunter had been locking on in
glowering silence; but as he caught. sight
of a lurking grin in Sloggett's face, a
gleam came into his eves, The amateur
ventriloguist of Greyfriars alwavs had a
way of * getting his own back > when he
was among strangers who did not know
hia little ways.

Mr. Sloggett, having received his * tell-
ing off,” was just about to start work
again, when Billy Bunter, blinking
through his big spectacles, thought it was
time that he commenced work, too.

He licked his lips in preparation.

“Sloggett’s a ool 1”

The farmer and the stableman started
back in amazement. The strango voice
had apparently come from the horse, who
was blinking away in the direction of
Slogzett, _

“Sloggett's a fool, I say! TIlaw, haw,
haw! He's enough to make a horse
langh !

Tue Magrer Lisrary.—No. 644,

“Whowh-what's  that?”
Porcival, .

“Qovoo-er!” groaned Mr. Sloggett.

" Ooooo-er yourself, you silly yokell
I've a good mind to kick you across the
yard " s

Sloggelt’s eves nearly fell out of their
sockets; and Mr. Percival gazed at the
hurse as if it were a ghost.

‘t‘t{}u-cr! Whatisit, zur¢” gasped Slog-
gett, _

“Haw, haw, haw!" came the voice.
“Don't you move, Slogoett!”

gasped Mr.,

The stable-boy’s knees knocked to-
gfi:itlhf-r, and be licked his dry lips fover-
1shly. '

“'Tt 'im

“’It him, zur!” he groaned, *’.
your stick! He

across the head with
am't a real 'orse

Mr. Percival was carrying a heavy stick
in his hand, and he grasped it firmly as
Siﬂggﬂtt jerked out the words. #

Unfortunately for the two startled men,
the horse turned his hcad at that moment
in the direction of Mr. Percival, and
Billy Bunler was able to turn the action
to wood account.

“Drop that stick, red face!” came the
mysterious voice, **Haw, haw, haw!
Don’t you think you can copse it over
me like that! Haw, haw, haw !

Mr. Percival’a face went redder and
redder; but he dropped the stick, and it
clattered on lo the cobbled yard. The
noisa of the fall made the horse swerve
suddenly; and, with a startled shriek,
Slogrett dropped down on his knees.

“Ow! Merey!” he shriecked. * It—it
—it wasn’t me!"”

The horse blinked down on the squirm-
ing man. The situation seemed to be
causing the nervous animal considerable
surprise.  But Billy Bunter was in his
best form now, and he did not feal like
dropping the joke yet awhile.

“Haw, haw, haw!"” laughed the horse.
“T'll eat your head off now!”

“Ow! Merey!”

“No, I'll change my mind;.vou're too
ngly to eat!”

Mr. Percival] had backed away a few
yvards now, and as he hstened to the cone
versation he gave a chuckle of amuse-
ment.

“IIa, ha, ha!” he langhed. “T don’t
know what's happening, but I think that's
very funny! Sloggett's too ugly to eat,
13 he? Ha, ha, ha!”

“Take ’'1m away,
Sloggett.,

“Hadn't better tey ! said the mystari-
ous voice again. **1'm not standing any
more nonsensa from either of you!”

Mr. Pereival stooped down, with a
grunt, and recovered the stick which he
had dropped. :

“This 15 going to stop!” he roared.
“There’s some trickery in this! 1 ain’t
roing to keep horses that speak. Now
then, Sloggett, you dunderhead, get up ™

“Rats!"

Sloggett’s lips had certainly not moved,
but the voice appeared to come from hin,
and Mr. Perciva}? gave a start of surprise,
Sloggett was not 1n the habit of answer-
ing him back like that. In fact, Bloggett
}l:f:d never been rude to the farmer in his
1le,

“What's that, Slogoeit?’” roared Mr.
Percival.

* Rats—and many of 'em!”

(1] Huh Ifl

The worthy farmer gave an expressive
grunt, and the next moment he leapt
forward and brought his stick across the
shoulders of the kneeling Sloggett.

Thwack |

dd DWI,.

Sloggett leapt to his feet, with a shriek,
and the frightened horse swerved aside
anddamhiﬂd into the centre of the farm-
yard. .

“Bo you've turned Bolshie, have vou,
Sloggett 1™ roared Mr. Percival, * You're

zur ! shricked

oing to insult me! Then you can take
that, and that, and that (™

Whack, whack, whack!

Tho stick came down again, and again,
on Sloggett’'s back, and each time he
gave & roar of anegish.

“He, he, he!” laughed Billy Bunter,
*“That'll pay the rotter out!”

“What's that?' panted Mr. Percival.

“That’ll teach him, sir!"” said Bunter,
"I've got mny own back all right now!”

“ What &’fnu mean, boy?*"

““That will teach the rotier to put ma
on to a rotten:horse! 1 thought my
Egntfulnqmsm, would put the wind up

mm 1"’

“Wh-what "

Billy Bunter gave a smirk, .

“Ind wou say ventriloguism, boy?"
gasped Mr. Percival. ‘“ Have you been
making that horse talk ?”

" Yes, rather !"

Mr. Percival and Sloggett gazed
stupidly at the fat Removite, ;

* And you made Sloggett say f rats ’ to
mﬂ?i‘l‘

“He, he, he! Yes, Jolly
funny, wasn’t it?"

“FAfunny 1"

“Well, 1t was funny whilst it lasted.”.
explained Bunter. *‘*Here, hands off !’

Sloggett had suddenly advanced on the
fat junior, and there was a grim, awk-
ward-looking expression in fhe farm lm:,r'g
eyes,

“I be going to larm you!"” said
E‘iﬂggetlt;. “You won't gn'get this,
my—— -
"“Stop " -

Mr. Percival's gruff voice had a tone of
authority in it, and Sloggett stopped sud-
denly. The farmer placed his bulky
figure between his man and Billy Bunter.

“T'll have none of that!” he cried.
“This—this boy reckoned it as a joke.
Perhaps it was, and perhaps it wasn't;
but, anyway, he's a guest o' mme for
the present, and you am't going to touch
him, Sloggett—leastwise, not now."”

The enraged Sloggett hesitated for a
moment, and then he lowerad his fists.

“ All right, zor !” he said slowly. *“I’ll
bide my time, and if I can pay him back,

I will!”

' Y Meantime, yvou'll take the bridle off
that horse and put him in his stable
again,” said Mr. Percival. " And as for
you, vou fat young rascal. any more
trouble of thaé sort and off you go to
your school again! D’vou understand ;"

“Yea, sir."

* Lock, stock, and barrel, you'll go!"
added Mr. Peréival.

“It—it was only a joke, sir.”

“Well, we will let it drop now, Mr.
Bunter. 1 don’t want to hear any more
about talking horses, or anything like it.
I'll show you round the farm now, and
we'll take the long meadow .first, as I
want to ses a hull I've hought to-day."”

Mr. Percival strode across the yard,
and Billy Bunter rolled after him.

“T'll pay "im out!”™ muttered Sloggett,
ar he watched the two disappear round
the corner of a waggon-shed.® “I'll just
bide my time.” _ :

From which remark it might be
gathered that Mr. Bloggett, wusually .
docile by nature, intendad to severaly
chastise the ventriloquist of Greyfriars as
soon &s an opportunity offered itself.

The cloud was to descend upon William
George Bunter sooner than Mr. Sloggett
imagined,

rather !

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. _

A Modern Toreador !

N the way to the long meadow, as

Mr. Percival termed it, they

passed through a small field of
growing corn. The farmes
stopped suddenly and faced Billy Bunter,
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“You told me you had a big farm on
vour father's estate,” he saud. 1 take 1t
you know zomething, although you cer-
fainly can't ride a horse.”

“Oh, yes. rather!" grunted  Billy
Bunter. “I can tell you I'm jolly well

‘up in these things. You've got’'a good
crop of potatoes growing here, sr.”

Mr. Percival gave a gasp. ,,

“ A ¢rop of whatterk 1 lvd roarad.

Billy Bunter g#vé a -start,>and he

blinked through his big Ept_ac'tucllgarjt_thq &

Waving corn, : : :

“Dedid T say p-ppotatoes?™ he stam-
mered.  *“Of course, that was silly of
me! 1 meant spring onions! I can
smell them quite well. Splendid crop !
Worth a lot of money in these tines, ain't
it s 1

The worthy farmer looked as though
he was on the verge of an apoplectic hit.
He stood and gazed at the fat Removite.

“That's cora ! he roared. ' C-0-IL-N |
And any idiot ought to know that!™

Billy Bunter gave a sickly grin.

““He, he, he " he giggled. * Of caurse
it's corn ! Just a little joke of mine, sir |
I—I've got a name at CGreyfriars for
making jokes.  Anybody could tell that
this is wheat ™

“What?” roared Mr. Percival.
“P'you call that wheat? Don't you
know outs when you see them, boy ¥’

“J—I-—= Oh, crumbs, what's that?
Rounds like a blessed lion '™

There was a loud, bellowing roar on
the other side of the hedge surrounding
the field, and Mr. Percival started.

“ What 13 it ?"

There was another deep roar, and ex-
cited voices could be heard shouting to
che another,

“It's the bull!l cried Mr. Percival.
‘““(lome, boy!”

The old farmer hurried along, and
pushed his wav throungh the hedge, and
Billy Bunter followed him through the
gap. The two scrambled up the ditch
Jimng the hedge.

“This s the long meadow.’
AMr, Percival,

“There they are, =ir!” ened Billy
Bunter., pointing towards a corner of the

1

casped

tield. * They are trying to catch it.”
Four of the farim hands were
manceuvring towards a big, ferocious-

looking bull. As they drew nearer and
nearer the beast in an encircling move-
ment, the animal let forth roar upon rear.

‘“] dan’t care for this!* muttered Mr,
Percival. “Those men will get hurt if
they aren’t careful 1 -~ -

- Billy Bunter was beginning Lo shake.

“T—I think I had better be getfing
back to Greyfriars,” he said. “I—1've
forgotten sometlfing. I don’t suppose
you would mind, would you, sir?"

“‘Come along!” eried Mr. Percival.
“Wa shall have to lend those men a
hand. There’s old Faltham there, nearly
eighty years of age. It won't do for him
to get knocked about by that brute !

““Oh, crumbs!"” gasped Billy Bunter.

The owl of the Remove did not reckon
upon an adventure of _thla sort, and he
was shaking all over with fright.

 “You look out for -yourseli, M.
Buntee [ cried the Farmer. '*No silly
schoolboy risks, you know ! T know what
vou young fellows are! You dagh in
where angels fear to tread!”

As Billy Bunter felt like dashing out of
the long field altogether, he refrained
from answering Mr. Percival.

“as it gone mad, d'you think?” he
mumbled, after a pause. _

“The brute’s not mad,” replied the
farmer. *“T was warned about him when
I bought him. - He's got a bad name.
JHe mauled the last owner properly.”

“(Oh, crumbs ! '

“We'll get him through and tie him*
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That'll guieten

up in a stall for a veek.
hitm down., Come on, my lad .

Rilly Bunter kept close to the farmer
a5 he strode up the feld. There was a
slight rise in the ground, and by the time
they had got half-way uwp, the fat
Removite was puffing and blowing. ™

“ Bteady there I eried Mr. Percival, as
he saw the bull lower its head, when one

of the four men advanced too guickly.

“Geutly does it! Coax the brute!™
The four:‘farm hands paused for a
moment, and Mr. Percival and Billy
Bunter drew gradually nearer. It now
looked  as thoitgh the encircling maove-
ment mwight prove successeful; buf un-

fortunately for the party, a -goose took

the opportunity at this critical time to
burst through the hedge, and rush wildly
across the tield between the bull and the

e,

There was a wild roar of rage from the
huge amimal, and, lowering its head, and
excitedly licking up ite hind legs, it
charged down upon the party.

Hawkins, one of the cowmen, had the
misfortune to be nearest the maddened
brute, and although he missed the bull's
horns by a hairsbreadth, he went flying
through the air in a beautiful somersault.

With o wild shriek Billy Bunter flung
himself upon the farmer, Mr, Percival's
hat [ell to the ground, and the weight
of the Greyfriars jumior nearly brought
its owner on top of it.

“Ow " roared Bunler.
Save me ™

Billy Bunter's piercing scream seemed
to unnerve the other men. Utterimg wild
yells, they fled down the incline, and the
bull, snorting with rage, and bellowing
excitedly, bore down in close pursuit.

“Let go! Let go, 7tou vyoung
scoundral I'" roared Mr. DPercival, <n-
deavouring to.raise his stick,

“Save me! Save me !’ shrieked Billy
Bunter, hanging eon tenaciously to the
infuriated farmer.

Mr. Pevcival, purple with rage, shook
the terrified junior off, and DBunter
crashed to the ground, yelling.

The next moment the bull turned his
attention on the two. He stopped in his
charge with a jerk, and snorted with
rage.

“Run for i, you young idiot ! roared
Mr. Percival. * You've got the chanece !”

Billy Bunter scrambled up from the

rourd with a yell, and the next mstant
Ee set off with a speed which had never
been equalled by the fat junior. Ile
jiterally few along the ground, not
giving o second thought to the brave
farmer, who was standing up bravely to
the bull.

“Oogo-¢r |'' roared Bunter, as he
neared the hedga. * Save me!”

Without decreasing his speed in the
slightest, he lowered his head, and blindly
charged into the hawthorn hedge.

Crash ! :

His weight did the trick. ITis fat body
tore right through the bush, leaving an
enormous gap, and he rolled over and
over, as he landed on the other side of
the field.

“Oh dear !” he moaned, * T'm killed !”

Billy Bunter Jay on his back and panted
for breath,

“Na more blessed farmin
he groaned. +** 1t's a dog’s life!
what it 13! Oh dear!
back at least!™ :

He sat up and blinked around lum, as
lie heard the bull roaring again.

“I'm—I'm going !’ groaned Billy Bun.
ter. *““That mad brute will be through
tho hedge in & minute! Oh dear!”
"Hle dragged himself wp, and limped
away in the direction of the farm once
more, Jhe groaning junior had got

“Bave me!

for me!”

That's
I've broken my

variably did at this hour.

mrce-ildfpencm 13.

about hali-way when he heard Mr.
Percival's voice calling him.

“Bunter ! Bunter, you young rascal I'™

The fat Removite increased liis speed,
and at. last limped into the farmyard.
Just as he shut the gate he caught sigh®
Ef' the enraged [armer hurrying towards

i,

*0Oh erumbsz ! groaned Dunter, “He's
going for me, the rotter! I can’t hardly
wmove | Oh dear!” :

_ In the middle of the yard was o large
deep trough. Billy Dunter staggered
towards it, and collapsed weakly into ik

“Oh dear!” he groaned. - *I think
I'm going to die!” ' _

But Billy Bunter was not going to quis
this‘'mortal ceil just yet.  Unfortunatel
for hiny, he had collapsed into the troug
which Bloggett deposited his pail of pig-
wash about this time each afternoon.

Sloggelt was on his way at that
moment, and he had seen Bunter crawl
ingo 1t; but this little detail was nos
going to prevent Mr. Bloggeit [rom
carrying out his dail

The worthy farm-hahd gave a chuckle
of satiefaction, and with a broad grin on
his face he clattered across the yard. The
pigs “ were expecting him,  They in-
i And with
lond grunts and much squealiy they
converged on the trough.

Mr., Bloggett raised his bucket just as
Billy Bunter peered over Lthe édge to ses
what the commetion was about.

Swish ! i

The upturned bucket emplied its con-
tents with a rush uwpon the recumbend
junior, and the pigs scrambled forward im

¥

a wild stampede,

e Dw !1] "

Bunter sank back with a wild vell, as
Lthe pig-wash caught him full in the chest,

“Haw, haw, haw |’ roared Sloggett.
“That's got you I :

“Ow! Help!”

Billy Bunter squirmed madly in the
trough ; but, nothing daunted, the prigs,
squealing and grunting, persevered with
their meal. Apd the Greyfriars junicr
was lost sight of as the animals pres
down upon him.

Bunter was in a dreadiul state. Iis
clothes were saturated with the messy
wash. Ile spluttered and squirmed as it
ran down his neck and matted his hair.

“Murder ! Help!” he shricked. * Gerr-
away ! Ow!”

Hae kicked out furigusly with his heayy
bootis, and the pigs were scatiered for a
moment. Billy Bunter seized the upﬁr-
tunity, and scrambled out, just .as Mr.
Percival, livid with rage and diegust,
arrived upon the scene.

“¥ou young scoundrell” he roared.
“ R0 there you are! Huh!” ;

" Billy Bunter scrambled out of the
trough, and the pig-wash rolled over hm
in a steady stream. i
“Off you go!” roared Mr. Percival
“ Not another minute on my farm! I
1 see your face again, I'll-I'l}l—"
"Ghe infuriated farmer could hardly
finish. ]
“1—I—1 can’t go back like this!"
spluttered Billy Bunter. “I must have a
bath first.” :
“You'll go now!” exelaimed Mr.
Percival. *If yvou're not out of my farm

in three minuies I'll set the dogs on 1o

you ™ ’

L B‘bﬂt 1’ -

‘(3o up to the house and get your
coat, and leave those boots behind!
Go!”

Billy Bunfer stood and blinked at the
infuriated farmer, and then he turned dnd
blinked at Sloggett, who was standing by
with a satisfied grin on his face.

Mr, Sloggett felt that he had got his
owl: back—with compound interest.

- Tue Macxer LiBrart.—No. 644
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“Bloggett!”

“Yes, sir?” '

“Sloggett,” sard the furmer, “n two
minutes you'll loose the yard dogs, and
set them on this—this yvoung scoundrel !
They know how to deal with cowards!”

“Very well, sir,” replied Sloggett.

“ Now, you clear off back to school!”
snapped Mr. Percival. *You've got two
minutes !

iilly Bunter realised his time was up.
He turned on his heels and rolled across
the ward, squeiching pig-wash at every
steff.  He hurried up to the house, and
kicked off the heavy pair of boots that
had been lent to him, and he snatched up
his Eton jacket and pulled it on, and
then dashed eut of the garden m front
of the house.

-

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Farm-hoys’® Return !

ELT, we licked the bounders,
and that's geod enough! It

==

cricket. OF course, five runs isn't much
of & mwargin, but it's a win, and that's
that ! :

Thus spake Bob Cherry.

The cricket match with the Grammar
School had resulted i & win for fthe
Cireviriars Junior Kileven by five runs.
It had been a close thing; but, as Bob
Cherry had said, they had won the match,
and that was good encugh.

To celebrate  the victory, Harry

Wharton and Frank Nugent had invited

some of the memibers of the eleven into a
study spread,

The ' Removites had changed out of
their Rannels, and now a scent of frying
eggs pervaded the study, aud there was a
sound of crackling wood. 1Tarry Wharton
was cooking for tea over a fire of sticks
i the grate, and the rest of the juniors
were discussing the result of the after-
roon’s play.

Howaever, the match had heen won, and
Ihere was not much interest taken in the
discussion of the various members’ play.

“I wonder how that fathead Bunter
Las been getting on?" said Johnuny Bull,
after a long pause,

There was a grunt from the fireplace,
but no other arinuwlﬂdgment of his re-

mark. Harry Wharton, however, loocked

up for a moment fromn the frying-pan.

“I think we ought 1o deal
siringently with the Porpoize if he lets
Lireytriars down,” he satd. * After all,
it's a decent idea, getting a week-end
holiday on a ripping farm like old
Percival's.”

“Bunter is sure to make a mess of it
romehow or other,” said Dull. *“JIe'll
eat all the grub, or do something idiotic.™

“Rather!” laughed Ilarry Wharton,
" Whoever would credit Bunter with use-
fulness us a farmer?” _

There was a ripple of laughter froin the
little party gathered together in Harry
Wharton's study,

“Well, shall I start shoving the things
en the table 7" said Bob Cherry. * How
long will you be, Harry *"

“A good time, yet!” prowled Harry
Wharton. “1 Halle: Who's that '

Tap, tap ! :

Jhere was a feeble sort of tap on the
study door, and the next moment the
handle turned. -

“M-m-m-mmy only hat!"” pasped DBob
Cherry.

“What 151t 7"

“Davy Jones, I think."” k

““Ha, ha, ha !"

“I—I say, you fellows "

“Ha, ha, ha !”

Billy Bunter crawled into the study, |
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very |

tended  face - downwardfully upon

feeling as though life were not worth
living. "He had at last reached Grey-
friars.. He was thoroughly soaked, and
he was still simply running pig-wash, As
he entered the study, his bools squelched
dismally, and he blinked wrathfully
through his danip gpectacles,

“My hat!” cried Bob Cherry.
been haviﬂg a bath in whitewash with his
clothes on !™ _

Johnny Bull shook his head. :

“Oh, no! Bunter's not been having a
bath. He never does. It must have been
an accident. It's alavays an .accident if
Bunter gets wet.”

iE Hﬂ, h‘ﬂ:., h“ !-.-: . e

“ Tt wasthat beast Percival! I'm jolly
well going to prosecute him ! I'm abso-
lutely messed up 1™ :

“You look it ! Ha, ha, ha!"

** Blessed if 1 see anything to laugh at !
Hero, you, Nugent !” :

“What do you want ?"’

“Come and help me change! T shall
want my things washed out. Conie up to

L Y L]
wouldw’t do for the Gl‘ﬁ,m-ftht dorm,

wmarians to put i across us at !

“You fat. worm!” roared Frank

Nugent. “Do you think I'm jolly well
going to do that for you? What have
you been up to? Do you know you've
spotlt - our chances of getting on the
farm?®"” _

“I—I know that!” groaned DBunter.
“If any of you chaps go near Percival, I
—1I believe he would kill you I"

“ Whal -!v,- - _

“You take my warning! He's mad,
and so is Sloggett ! They're all mad !

“Ypu rotter ! roared Bob Cherry.
“You ve evidently beon through it at the
farm, and now you're going through it

here IV

Billy Bunter blinked and quaked, and
quaked and blinked. He kriew he was in
a bud corner. _

The chums of the Renlove exchanged
glances, and it was for Harry Wharton to
break the silence.

“Bunter ! he said, in measured tones.

“Ye-g-es!”

“You worm !

“Yon cravling apology for a worm !
sald Frank Nugent,

“The wormfulness of the honourable
Bunter is terrific ! murmunred the Nabob
of Bhampur, with a shake of his dusky
head,

“I—1 say, you fellowa!”

“You've jolly well let us down at the
farm,” went on Wharton, ndignantly.
“You own up to that?”

“Y-}"F{*E L

“¥You know what we promised you?”

*“Oh, really, you know =

“What shall we do with him?" asked
Harry Wharton, in disgust. * We can't
lick a beastly worm when he's in that
state,”

*1 suggestiully propose that he s ex-
the
table, and that a ericket-bat 1s applied
with forcefulness tg the uppermost
regtons of the honourable Bunter's
esteemed carcase,” said the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

“Good egg!” said Nugent.

“ J—I1—1I say, vou fellow, don't be cads,
vou know ! I didn't know old Percival
was such a rotter, and I didn't know
Sloggett was such a cad, He chucked
the pig-wash over me, and I was nearly
killed by a mad bull.” '

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Wo had better fully apply the cricket-
batfnl rageging, in my worthy opinion,™
said the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Ow, ow, ow "

“What are you making that row for "
demanded Harry Wharton. “*You're
not touched yet."”

ki I__I_ _I_—lf

* Phew !”" muttered Iob Cherry. " We

“He's |
 saturated. Ly now,

|

i

| to get within yards of him.

e

"Wharton.

sell at 2d. each.

can’t touch the fat rotter yet. He's
absolutely alive!”

The odour from Dunter's elothes was

now beginning to pervade the little study,

and guite a little pool had gathered
round the fat junior’s feet in the door-
way. .

Hia Eton was absolutely
: Billy Bunter had
dragged 1t_on when the pig-wash was at
least an imch thick, and after hig hur-
ried walk back to Greviriars it had per-
forated throurh, and it was not pleasant

jacket

“1 have an smendment ! cried Bob
Cherry. “1 voté we leave the Porpoize
alone unttd- he
treated.™

“Ha, ha, ha!"
- “ Doiled, washed, and shoved threugh
the mangle I
" “Ha, ha, hal”

*Oh, get out, Buuter ! laughed Harry
“Youre a worm! Yoo
adwavs were a worm, anrd vou alwayas
will be a worm ™

L P R | 1
“And  vou’ll never be a  blesied
“Go on

F

farmer ! added Bob Cherry.
Bunter ! Buozz off ! _
" Reully, Chersy, I—"
i Sﬂat [u Z :
“If vou :
“Bunk!" roared Bob Cherry, picking
up a cricket-bat. “T'll give you ouc
second ' ;
Billy Bunter looked wildly round, and
then suddenly turned on his heels and
slammed the stud
There was a ﬁﬁriek of laughter frow
Harry Wharton & Co. :
**Ha, ha, ha!”
. “TFancy the fat Porpoise thinking he
could be a farmer! Just think of it "
And Harry Wharton just thought of it,
and the meve idea of 3t sent them into
shrieks of merriment.

THE EXD.
grand long

*r

{Another story of Harry

Wharton & Co. next week by Frank Richards, - -
Make a point of ordering your copy of MagNET
| LIBRARY earliy.)
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8. Goldberg, 179,
Newcastle-on-Tyne, has a large number
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SILENT CITY.

A Magnificent New Serial Story of Thrilling Adventure.
By DAGNEY

HAYWARD.

The rope was secured to the ring in the stone, and one after another the

three boys descended inio the darkness

below. {Sez page 17.)

AAAAAN VA AL AN AR YA A AR AL A A AN
READ THIS FIRST.

Mr. Sherwell, producer of the Southern Filwe Cowpany, aceompanied by his stoff,
set out in search of the Silent City, which Is situated in the wilds of South America. 5

It iz soon discovered that a rical party is also in search of the mysterious city.

Mr. Sherwell’s staff includes Dr. Harland, Tom Rackett, the operator; Tulbby
Bouncer, a comedian; Dick Grainger, Mike Rafferty, and Larry, three boy chuwis;

two servants, Tung Wu, a Chinaman, and Quainho,
Augustus, the elephunt, Wonga, the chimpanzee, and Boris,

@ nigger; also three animals,
the boarhound.

Mr. Sherwell’s chart is incomplete, but, after many adventures, tie Silent City i8

gighted,

The camp is left in responsible hands,

aud the party enter the eity. They are

met by a pricst of the Temple. They are surrounded by a party of ermed guards and

taken prisonerd. In the pricon they weet Mr, Smick,
who has alre been captured. The captives are led along the

great fall of molten lava.

the leader of the rival party,
underground tunnels to a

{ Now read on.)

In the Clutch of the Idol!
€ ID vou notice,” whispercd Tom
Rackett, “that that pathway
was carved by human hunds?
Tt was no mere freak. Some-

one must have werked in that awful heat
to make a path,”

“VYes, | saw ihat,” answered the
doctor. “And I saw something which

on did not see.”

“What was that ¢"

“That the pathway was littered with
ashes, . which, as a d}r.mtm', 1 recognised
to be thase of buman beings, 1 even
gaw a bone or two, half-charred.”

At this dreadiul news, Tom was silent,
and for agother ten minutes or so, the
whole pariy stumbled on in silence, The
heat was still terrible, and Tubby
Bouncer had quite made up his mind
that if ever he did emerge, it wonld be as
¢ thinner, and possibly a wiser man. Fhe
perspiration was pouring from him in a
continual stream, and even if it had been
daylight he could hardly have seen for
the trickle which made his eyes simart,

Not that any of the olhers were cool or
comfortable.” Far from it; but they did
not feel it gquite so much as Tubby.

But the end of the passage came al
last. With a final twist and furn, it sud-
denly opened into a large subierranean
chamber, where their guide motioned
them to remain still and silent. The
chamber was lit with a dull, bluish light
which came from the roof, and was strong
enough to enable them to make each
other out and to see their guide.

With a final gesture of warning, he left
them standing against ihe wall, and
advanced inlo the middle of the chamber
wherestood a huge stone table, As their
eves followed hin, and fell upon this
table, an involuntary exclamation of
horror broke from them.

At the end of the table was a giganlic
stone Ngure of a seated man. 'The face
was roughly carvea, and in the uncertain
blue light, looked truly dreadful. An
enormous mouth gaped wide in a hideous
yvawn or grin, and above it were two
glittering eyes, which seemed almost real,
so brilliant was their gleam,
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Tit front of this yawwing mouth, was s
hioe atone hand, the fingers open, but
holding something which scemed Lke
food the huge stone image was about to
put into the gaping mouth.

But the somethine in the hngers was
alive.  As they looked upon if, they saw
it move, saw it sirnggle as though t¥yin
to eacape the dreadful fingers. I}ii:E
made a step forward, and then uitered
a rrv of amazement,

“Itis Mre. Smick!” he gasped.

Trua enough. Imprisoned i fhose
merciless stane fingevs, and threatened
with a hideous r]eul‘:jh, was the American
picture man who had been taken from
them when they entered the cavern.

He had seen them.

“dar,’ he moaned, “I guess T am up
against it, vou fellows, can't you le¥
me go from this man of stone?”

“How did vou get there?” asked Mr.
Sherwell.

““ Ag soon as | waos separated from you,
T pot caught, a rag was stuffied inte my
| mouth, and 1 was put here. They have
' tied my handa and feet so I can’t move
a muscle. Do vou know what they are
going to do with me?”

is Nu‘!lj‘

“They are going to leave me here to
starve. They pulled a man’s bones out of
this stone hand to make room for me,
1 guess tlis is some queer stunt.™

Mr. Sherwell was about to start for-
ward to help the man, when he was
arrested by the sudden appearance of 8
troupe of priests, who, uttering a mys.
terions ill'jdl solemn chant, the first sound
he had heard from any lips but their own
in the fastnesses of the ecity. They ad-
vanced slowly and steadily towards the
white party, and, to his horrer, Mr.
Sherwell saw that each man was armed
with a gleaming knile,

““ Harland,” he whispered to the dector
who had come to his side, ** I suppose this
really is the end!”

The doetor grunted.

“1 think you are about right,” he mut
tered. * Anyhow, it is better than siapva-

tion 1" .

But there was one member of the part
who did not view matters with sunﬂ
resignation, That person was Tung Wu.

He had seen the priests, and he had
noticed their knives, and he had a shrewd
guess what trouble was in store for them

all. Moreover, in his own way, he had
firmly made up his mind that his bones
should find a resting-place in his own

(Celestial land, and not in the heart of
South America.

As the chanting procession came ever
nearer, 'Tung Wu's little slit eyes seemed
to grow smaller and smaller until -
sontly you would have thought he had
closed them altogether,

The leadivg priest was about a dozen
feet away, and the cruel knife was gleam-
ing very bright in the blue light, when
suddenly Tung Wu uttered an unearthly
yell, such as only a-Chinaman can utter,
serewed his face into a grimace of pe:-
fectly fiendish nature, and leaped at the
approaching man as though he were some
fiend incarnate.

The man who could stand the heab and
terror of a lava waterfall, who could live
in surroundings so full of horror, was not
proof against the hideousness of a China-
man when he tries to make & grimace,
The man simply dropped his kaife.
uttered a shrill cry, and fairly took to hie
heels, '

At this moment Tung Wu found a
valuable ally in Wonga. Wrenching him-
selfi free from Dick, the chimpanzee
dashed after the Chinaman, his monkey-
face scarcely less terrible in the eurious
light, and utlered screams which made
| The Macyer LiBrary.—-NoO. 044,
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even Tung Wu's atlemptz pale into in-
ignificance.

he combination of a Chinaman and a
monkey was too much for the stately
riests, With one scared look, with a
inal glance at the party before them,
they turned about, and fled into the dark-

ness.
“Say, I guess that was just fine !” said
Smick, from his dreadful captivity.

“Now, one of you young fellows, just
climb up hero and set me free!”

In & few moments, Larry had clam-
beted on to the table, scrambled round
the huge figure of the gant, heisted Lim-
gelf to the mighty hand, and had hiber-
ated thée American, who, stiff from his
long imprisonment in ropes, fell heavily
to the ground. But he was up in a
moment, and shook himsell like a dog.

“I guess you folk arrived jmst in time,”
Le said. *'The question new is, how we
are going to get clear of this place. My
Eul_u are not here; I suppose they are

avinEE a little do of their own somewhere-
about.™

“¥Yes," said Mr, Sherwell. *“That i1a
indeed the difficulty. How are we to get
at them? I dor't know the way, and 1

“do not fancy going by that lava fall
again,"”

* Lot us explore,” said Dick. ‘ Maybe
we shall find there 1s another way. There
must be, for those priests did not come
by our patl."’

“T dare say not; but we don’t want to
run into them,"” said Dr, Harland. * And
all the same, we ought to be getling away
from liere as soon as we can. They will
recover their pludk before long, eud then
the fat will faicly be i the fire.”

“T think it has been already,” said
Lerry, with a smile, pt:intingrtn Tubby
Bouncer. “ Are you warm, Tubby?”

“T shall never survive it!™ moaned
the fat man, who looked like 2 man just
come from a bath. “ But do let us get
going 1"

“Yes, it is all verv well to say that,”
said Smick, “ but which way, youson of a
suet-puddinge 7"

Tubby was about to reply indignantly
when the same sound they had hear
before broke on their ears. O

“That is Augustus!” cried Mr. Sher-
well, “*He must be somewhere near!”

“Jet's go and look for him,” sug-
gested Dick.

“1 think we're all safer in here,” put
in Tubby, who had not guite recovered
from his receut teasing.

“Of course, you'lPbe on the safe side,”
suzgested Larry. I only hope poor old
Augustus will look as sleek and well-fed
az you when they've finished with him at
this place.”

“ Me go searchee for Augustus,”
Tung Wu, with alacrity, and wit
bland, Oriental snule. :

“You will have to have all your wita
about you, Tung Wu,” said Dr. Harland.
“The game is a very dangerous one,”

“T wish I could go with him!" sighed
Dick. .

" %“8o: do I!" chiped in Larry and
Mike. .

“T'm not sure that anyone iz pgoing
vet,” answered Mr. Sherwell. *1 don’t
quite like Tung Wu taking any risks.”

“Me takee no risk,” replied the China-
man. ‘‘Me only takee life of native if
nothing else left.”

“Well, Tung Wu.” replied Mr. Sher-
well, after a moment’'s thoughtful pause,
*vou can go, and good luck to you; but,
- mud you, you are to run no undue risk,
and must return here as scon as ever you
can.”

ut in
his

The Chinaman was delighted, looked to

his revolver and knife, waved his hand to
everyone, and then slowly crept towards
Tue AMacxrr Linrarvy.—No. bdd
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the opening of the cave which led to the
corridor without,

“Good luck, Tung Wu ! cried every-
ona. And then the brave Chinaman dis-
appearad.

Lﬁ':hiist he was absent on his dangerous
nussion, the prisoners held a conclave,
How were they going to make their
escape | .

“We've got to get out of this some
how,” MTCF Mr. Sherwell, “and the
longer we delay, the worse it will be.
The worst of the position is that we are
all separated from the faithful Quambe
and Augustus, and, for the time being,
from Tung Wu."

During a discussion between Rackett,
Tubby and Dr. Harland, the three boys
cropt round the walls of their prison to
see if they could discover any other out.-
let than £ by which they had entered.

Wongan was held by Dick, and Mike
and Larry were busyfeeling the walls, for
they remembercd their last imprisonment
when they had discovered the shaft of air
blowing through the chink in the rock
when they were captives in a similar
prison,

All of a sudden Wonga threw himself
on his hands and knees and began to
ECraps up some loose sand and soil.

"“Whatever's the little beggar up to?”
cried Dick,

“He's found something that doesn't
exist,” put in Mike. .

“He's scented something beyond our
power to smell,” answeredy Larry.
*“ Let's see what'll happen.”

As the monkey tore at the loese sand
and soll, the boys received in their eyves
a shower of duost which flew around
owing to the monkey's frantic efforts.

Presently an exclamation of delight
and wonder escaped the boys. Wonga
had removed about an inch of the soil
and revealed to their astonished gaze was
a large square stone with an iron ring in
it. '

Their exclamation of surprise was
heard by the others, who came hurrying
to the spot.

“Who discovered this?" asked Mr.
Sherwell excitedly.

“Wonga,"” answered Dick. *““He really
i3 some lad.”

““ It looks as if there is a chamber heloy
this,”" remarked Dr. Harland. “1f so,
there may yet be a means of escape.™

“Rackett, DBouncer, and Mike,™ he
eaid, tuwrning towards them, * puard the
entrance to this cave at all cosls. No one
but Tung Wu must enter.”

By FRANK RICHARDS

Billy Bunter at his best! A
rollicking school story without
a dull ne.. ‘Do not fail to

it in to-dey's issue of

The Fomous Schaol Slary Puper,

T Ty T e

| mistake.

Jhini for d day or-so.

The leader’s word was law. The three
addressed instantly whipped out their re-
volvers and stationed themselves round
the entrance. Then the others began to
pull at the iron ring in the stone.
| It was hard work. The stone was
| deeply embedded in the earth. Thery cut
round the edge of the stone into the
earth to loosen it, then Dr. Harland, who
wns very strong, at the ring with
all his might.

It began te give. Then the others took
3 turn, and presently the atone was
wrenched from its socket. They raised it
up, and, as they did so, they saw an
aperture about two feet square—a hlack
void, the bottom of which could not be
seall.

“Thank Heaven!"
Sherwell, *This lead to fresdom 1"
 Just as he spoke, Rackett gave a warn-
ing ery as he plunged forward tqwards
the ing he and the two others were
guardisg. There was a hoarse, gurgling,
half-stifled ery as a tall, dark figure, chad
in the Ham costume of the 8 City,
came stumbling in, earrying an -
e lifeless form in hia &;Frl:ii “Ppl
th; o shoot, massa, no shoot!” came

WW -

It -was Quambo! In his arma was the
Chinaman, and slung on his back was
Rackett's camera and boxes of filma.

Everyone came crowding round, in
utter amazement.

Very quickly the faithful negro, sfier
depositing Tung Wu, who was guite con-
scious, but suffering {:mmiderghle pain
from a wound in his leg, on the ground,
told what had ned,

The Chinaman succeeded in trac-
ing the negro's and Augustus’ where-
gbouts. Just as Tung Wu bhad reached
the elephant’s .side, one of the guards
had rushed at him, hurling hig spear at
his leg, causing a nasty wound. Quambo
then rushed up to the native and knifed
him. The man fell without a grean,
There were noe other guards within hail.

Quambo then divested himself of his
clothes and donned those of the dead
native, thinking that in the semi-darkness
he would pass for an inhabitant of the
Silent City. :

Tung Wu, who was helpless, guided
him back to their prison as the great

murmuraed Mr.

to go and the turns to take. The China-
man had despatched two natives on his
way to Augustus. As the negro was re-
turning to Mr. Sherwell's party, two
guards a short distance away mistook him
for one of their own tribe, and he passed
on with his precious burden to safety and

w| to friends, though he had very nearly

been run through by Tom Rackett in
Augustus was quite safe, and
feeding on quantities of bread. :

It was & splendid performance @ of
Quambo’s, and every one of the pariy
made a tremendous fuss of him.

Tuang Wu's leg was then looked at by
Dr. Harland, and was pfonounced to be
not dangerous; but it might incapacitate
It was an ugly
woutd 1n the ankle. - Dr. Harland very
sobn had tern up strips of shirt and hond-
kerchiefs, and, after laving the wound: in
water, bonnd ‘it ap ds best he dould.

Tt was quite evident to allthat poor old

| Avgustus would have to be deft ‘to “his

fute. . There was no possible way of free-
ing him from his present prison without
certain rigk of death. Human-lives were
%I- ~'Et.ul:_ﬂn, and they had to be “onsidered
irat, gt ol L
The elephant had mspired’the natives
with terror and awe. Quamho himself
had seen the great beast crush four of the
guard against the wall of the cave.
Augustus would no doubt use s keen
intelligence, and escape. . i

negro carried him, telling him which vay . -
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And now the whole party devoted their
energies to getting away down the newly-
dizcovered hole. There was no tune to
be lost. The guards might at any
monent re-enter to take away the food
and water. Without, the corridors were
fuil of terror, for certain death lurked in
the dark corners and passages in the
shape of stalwart guards, armed to the
teeth.

[n case of a sudden entry, the slone
was replaced for the fime heing, and
planz were made about descending inio
the gloomy depths of the hole.

As they talked in a group, carefully
concealing the wounded Chinamnan and
Rackett's camera and films, the guard
enteved and cleared away the remains of
the feast.

Dick followed them to ithe exit, then
tlood watching, They turned for a
moment and held up their spears
threateningly, but as Dick did not move
they passed into the semi-darkness with-
out, and were soon out of sight.

After an anxious pause and consulta-
tion the gmoment came for making a
descent inta the hole. _

Everything seemed deathly still. Had
they not known that guards were in the
corridors they would not have believed
there was a human being within hail but
themselves, . .

Wonga had still a good coil of his rope,
and the mﬂnke:; was let down into the
hale  first, They had their electrie-
torehes, but their rays failed to perce
the darkness below. Presently Wonga
gave a jerk at the rope, and all knew he
liad reached the boltom.

“11 can’t be more than about twent
feet,” said Mr. Sherwell. ‘' Harland,
make the rope as secure as you can to
the ring in the stone. It's qumite heavy
enough to stand the strain of our weight
without tipping up.”

‘The rope was quickly secured, and the
tliree boys were then told to climb down
one after the oiher.

“We'll send down Tung Wu after
you,” said the leader.

An answering jerk moon told those
above that the bovs iad reached the
bottom. Then came the business of
reutly lowering the wounded Chinaman,

1o was securely tied under his arms, and
with Rackett, Mr. Sherwell, and the
great Quambo hanging on to the rope,
he was safely lowered to the bottom,
Then came (iiead Smick, Tubby, Dr.
Harland, and, lastly, Mr. Sherwell,
carrving Boris. = =

Quambo took up the Chinaman in his
glrong arms and prepared to carry him.

They were standing in a narrow, rocky
corridor, with a very hard floor. It was
evidently some extinct sublerranean
lava-stream, hollowed out by Nature's
hand. :

As rapidly and as quietly as possible
the parly went blindly on, following the
zig-zag course of the narrow passage.

The atmosphere was close and oppres-
give. Every now and agrin ominous
subterranean. mutterings and rumbles
broke upon their startled ears, and moro
than once tho ground beneath them, and
the very walls of the passage, quivered
ared shook. - A ;

it was a terrible experionce- Every-
one knew that the rucg: and quiver-
ing was a tlight earthquake. And here
they were in_ the bowels of the  earth
which, seemed. to bhe threatened with
pome mighty convulsion. i

“T don’t like the look of it at all!”
muttered Dr. Harland, as they stumbled
on over the rocky, uneven surface of the
cave. ‘**All thesa sounds and earth-
tremors point to a convulsion, and I can
only pray that we can find an exit.”

“We must simply push on,” replied
Mr. Sherwell, *and trust to I’rovidence
to help us™

e oww
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All ihiz time ihe passage had Deen
descending, and the air was getting more
and more stiling.  But presently, to
everyone’s relief, it began to ascend.

Mr. SBherwell was leading, then ecame
the boys, with Boris and Wonga; then
Dr. Harland, with Quambo and Tung
Wu near him; while Rackett, Smick,
and Tubby Bouncer brought up the rear.

They continued to ascend for s=ome
time, and presently the passage widened,
and they suddenly [ound themselves in
a large chainber.

Their torches were quickly flashing
into the gloom.

A loud cry of amazement from Dick
and Larry, who had leapt forward,
brought the reszt quickly to their side.

Well might the two boys have uttered
their surprise. The light from the
tomches revealed a sight that surely no
eye of a white man had over seen before.

The chamber was a vast treasure-house
of untold wealth, Great stone coffers
were filled with solid gold ornaments,
cups, vessels, and plates of every descrip.-
tion. (Gems of priceless value glittered
in heaped piles along the walls. Gold
and silver ornaments, of barbaric but
exquisite workmanship, lay in tangled
masses near the jewels, Wonderful
carved®images in gold, with cyes of pre-
cious stones, were ranged on little
shelves. Small ingois of gold and rough
lumps of precious metal lay in little
Lieaps,

iveryone  gasped al these treasures in
sheer amazement.

“The secret!” cried Ihick., “*This 1s
the secret of the Silent City!”

“We've found the treasure!" shounted

Larry.

“Hooroo!"” yelled Mike. ‘' There’s
enough wealth here to make usz rich for
loife if we don’t die before we can get
away with it!"”

“It's marvellous!” gasped Mr. Sher-
well, looking round on the heaped-up
riches. ' What do you make of it, Har-
land 7"

“ 1 should ihink it's =ome lost orhidden
treasure of the Incas or ancient Mexicans
and Aztecs. We've undoubtedly struck
their treasure-house, but I should think
it most probable that the inhabitants of
ihe Silent City know of it. . One of thesc
days, when we can manage it, wg must
try and carry some of it off.”

“1 wotes we fill our kets now,”
suggested Dick, and, suiting the actzon
to the word, he began to fll all his
pockets with priceless gems, while the
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others did the same,
opportunity to miss, !

“If we are confronted wiih any natives
we shall have to get rid of the jewels
somehow,” declared Mr. Sherwell. “If
they found we had becn robbing them
it would be all up with us.”

When evervona had collected as many
jewels and as much gold as they could
conveniently earry in their plnthes they
once more procecded on their way.

The passage scemed almost intermin-
able. It began to get narrower and
narrower, and soon there was only just
enough room for the party to move in
gingle file. Quambo found it a difficult
task to carry Tung Wu so that his
wounded leg did not scrape against the
walls, Dut if the brave Chinaman fels
any pain he gave wo hint of it in his stol-

Tt was too good an

cal countenance. :
At last a current of fresh air was felt
coming down {he passage, everyone

knew that it meant life and freedom, for
there must be an exit for such an air-
current to blow down the corridor.

A hoarse cry of delight broke from
Dick, who was now leading, as he sud-
denly saw little gleams of light through
a small opening, which e rightly judged
were stars,

Soon they were all breathing the pure
fresh aie ut the mouth of the tunnel.

They hung crowded together, not
daring to speak or to move. What were
they going to see when they emerged?
Where were they? What cruel, merci-
less guards might not be without?

At last it was dectded to let the farth-
ful Boris out of the tunnel and investi-
gate. His canine instinet would be un-
erring, and he would return quickly.

The leader gave him a pat, pointed to
the aperture, and Boriz quickly disap-
peare‘i with his nose to the ground.

It waz & relief to all to know they had
not been pursued, but pursuit might still
come at any moment. No native had
evidently visited their prison, or he would
have raised tho alarm on seemng the
stone out of place.

They lisiened intently for any bark or
growl frem Boris, but they heard
nothing. :

Prescntly the dog reappeared, evidently
very pleased with himself, for he seemed
to have a word for everyone, smffing and
rubbing his cold mose into the hands of
each as he grected them. The const was
clear, so tﬁe;? very cautiously crawled
one by one out of she passage, and when
outside peered round them. They were,
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apparently, on & kind of ledge cut into
thie side of the crater in which the Silent
Uity stood.

Heneath them was a huga bumin
Like of lava, glowing every now ane
again as the breeze rufiled its molten
surface, and fanned its livid streams into
a red glow. Dense clouds of smoke
arose every few moments and obscured
the view, but even these heavy fumes
were unable to hide the horrors of the pit
below.

bove them, and barely distinguish-
able, lay the Silent City, still as ever,
and apparently uninhabited and deserted
—a ¢ity of the dead!

The path led to the right and left, and
as they stood gazing at the terrible lava
lake below, Dr. Harland and Mr. Sher-
trell held a rapid consultation as to which
way they should turn now.

“I think we will go to the right," said
Mr. Sherwell, after a while. “It seems
the most likely way to allow us to avoid
the city, and reach some spot in the
open from which we can make our way
to safety.”

*Yes, I think you are right,” was the
answer.

[ Eﬂ.}',”
moment, *I don't pretend to be a saint,
and I confesa 1 value my own skin a
sight more than anyone else's, but 1
guess 1 don’t like to leave this place
without a try to get the rest of my
party.”

“You are right,” said Dr. Harland
gravely. ““All the same, I don’t quite
sco how it iz to be dona. Have you no
idea where they are" -

“Not the slightest. There were four
white men and a whole erowd of niggers.
I guess the niggers will look after them.-
selves, but T must say I should like to
have a look al old Jimmy White again.
He was my special pal, and I don’t like
leaving a pal in this city,”

“The wisest thing to do.” said Mr,
Sherwell, “ wounld be to get the whole of
our party safe and sound out of this
place—that is, if this path leads to safet
—and then for volunteers to come hacﬂ
with you to the cily, and do their best
to find your friends. Ave you content?”

“I guess 80,” was the answer. *I
reckon old man White would have got
clear of the place by now, if he could.
Let us get & move on, anyhow, and
save our own skina. "

Proceded by Dick, who carried
Wonga—for Mr. Sherwell had a great
opmion of the chimpanzee's sagacity,
and trusted him to secent danger, or
nose out the solutions to diffieulties, the
litile party started forward, Dr. Harland
and Larry bringing up the rear.

It was a long path, and fully-half an
hour hagd elapsed before it led them to
open ground.  Luckily for them, the
spot was hidden in dense undergrowth—
so dense, indeed, that it was with diff-
culty they were able to push ahead, As
soon a8 the whole party was gathered
around him, Mr. Sherwell detailed  his
plan for going to the rescue of the
Americans,

“First of all,” he said, “everyone but
Alr. Smick must empty their pockets of
any of the jewels they may have taken
and put them in the eommon fund. We
are all in the same boat, and we will go
shares when the trouble is over. Mr.
Smick ean do what he likes; but, in any
case, I should advise him to leave his
wealth with ns, as it will be well taken
care of, and it will go hardly with him
if he should happen to be captured in the
Silent City with his pockets full of
jewellery.”

interripted Smick at this

Tha American saw the wisdom of Mr.
Sherwell’s worda, and handed over his
wealth to the producer, who tied it up in
hiz= handkerchief, :

“¥You will take my word for it that 1
will give it you back intact?” he said.

“1 guess you are a white man,"” was
the simple answer.

Much against his will, Mr. S8herwell
consented to the three boys accompany-
ing Bmick back to the Silent- City,
Wonga also was of the party,
Rackett was anxious to make a fifth; but
Mr. Bherwell refused to spare him,

“After all,” he said. “ You must
look after your films; and it is out of the
questfon for you to take a ecamera back
with you on an expedition like this,™

“1 suppose you are right.”

“Well, so-long, you fellows!"” said
Smick jauntily, as his little parly were
about to start. “ We shall be back to
tea—in other words, expect us when you

see us.”’
“T'ake care!” warned Dr. Harland.
“Don’t go doing anything foolish.

He was interrupted at this moment by
a terrific screaming vell, followwed by the
crash of something heavy forcing its way
through the undergrowth,

““ Augustus !” velled Quambo.® “ Dat
clebber elifant hab escaped. Oh, Massa
Sherwell —Augustus 1"

It was trme. 'The next moment the
bushes were grushed aside, and the huge
elephant burst upon them, his trunk

lifted high in the air, hearing she writh-

ing form of & man. What is more, three
or four figures were clinging to his back
and ears, barely able to keep their posi-
tions. :
“’(Gustus, "Gustus ! shrieked Quambo,
and at the well-known voice of his friend
the elephant stopped dead, so suddenly
that one of the men on hiz hack lost his
hold, and fell to the earth with a thud.
Instantly three revolvers were cover-
g him, and Dr. Harland shouted in a
native dialect for him to remain still.
“Don't try any of that lingo on me,”
came the reply, in an unmistakable
twatg., “I pguess this moving trolly-car
has broken about every bone in my

body 1™ _ .

“Why, it is Ed White!" cried Smick.
“Bay, Ed, old man, is it really you?"

*1 don't rightly know,” was the reply.
“It was a week ago before we came to
this city. There amn't much left of me
now, though.”

At this moment Augustus lowered his
trunk gently to the ground, and, to their
surprise, instead of a native, another
white man was released. He shook him-
self, gazed about him in dazed fashion,
then went to White and shook him by
the hand. '

**Say, brother,” he said, “I guess that
was a fair getaway. We have burned
our boats now, though. If that priest
takes us again it will be all up.”

“ Genthemen,” said Mr., Bherwell, 1
am glad any member, human or other.
wise, of my party has been 4he means of
saving you. We managed to get away
ourselves, and were just going to send a
search-party after you."

By this time Phineas Stick had joined
his friends, and they were all chattering
together. But Dr. Harland interrupted
tham hefore very long., =

“This place is none too safe,” he said.
*We must be getting on our way. We
can talk all about cur adventures when
we have reached a place of safety, and
are less likelv to meet with more. Let
us be geing."

and

A Tip: Order Next Week’s “GEM” NOW!

Bo they all started off, the boys and
Wonga leading the way, followed by
Augustus, to whom Quambo was whis-
pering long and excitedly, as though he
wers ask and hearing from the
elephant all his adventures,

At first they advanced but slowly, for
the way %as very dark, what with the
extraordinary denseness of the under-
growth and lack of light from the moon.
But presently it became casier, and they
were oble to put more speed gn.

They had not gone very far when any
faint idea of lingering they may have
entertained was dispelled by l{earing
distant shouts and whistles,

“They have discovered our escape
said Dick. *We have no time to lose 1™

“Come along, let ws hurry! Are you
men armed?” Mr. Sherwell inquired,
turning to the Americans.

“Narry a stick,” said Whita. *They
tock eoverything away from us, and

=

-Fretty wall cut our finger-nails off for

par we should scratch.”

Without another word they pushed
forward, the terrible sound of cries and
shouts spurring them on to extra effort.
Happily, the path was less encambered
with obstacles, and they eould make
good headway.

Mr. Bherwell was making so far as
be was able for the spot where they had
left their native ecarriers. Luckily for
them al, he was a good pathfinder, and
before very long they caught a ghinpse
of their camp, and the next moment
were loudly welcomed by the carriers,
who had learned to love their employers.

“Hurry, hurry, hurry!” shouted
Sherwell. “Leave everything that is too
heavy to carry quickly. This is a ques-
t:m‘i1I of life and death. Hurry, all of
you "

His excitement was infectious, and the
carriers were in motion almost before ho
had finished speaking. Luckily, few of
their effects had been unpacked. All
Racketts’ films were still in their boxes,
and Augustus, who seldom needed to bo
told anything, whisked them up on to his
back, where Wonga was already waiting
to receive them and stow them away.
Never was there so well-orgagised an
expedition as that of Mr. Sherwell’s.
The Americans stood round in amaze-
ment. '

“8ay,"” said White, “I guess if we had
bad a few intelligent beasts like that in
our outfit we should have done better
than we have dome. That is a real,
smart monkey of yours.”

Dick was too busy to make any reply,
but he pointed to Boris, who was run-
ning up hurriedly with a large eoil of
rope in his mouth, doing his bit in the
way of packing.

Before dawn thoy were away in time.
Frequently they heard the shouts grow-
ing nearer, but luck was on their side,
and when night, fell again they were in &
place of comparative safety, although
still so near the Silent City that they -
could gee it. - - : oy

Though they did not dare light a fire,
they all gathered together, whilst Smick
extracted their story from the Ameri-
cans. None of our friends were in the
least interested in their adventures, but
they all wantad to hear how' it téme
about that Aupgustus was able to save
himself and them. . :

fThere will be another instalment of
thiz grand adventure: serial next week.
Order your copy EARLY,) T
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If youve only
got threepence-

_‘“‘WRIGLEY

18 the biggest & best rhree.penr\orth
in the shop!

o |

“ Just the very ticket. Only three ‘ Brownies' left. Here goes for |
a 3d. Packet of WRIGLE’Y"S which will keep me going till Pockeét- |
‘Money Pay-Day on Saturday. -

“ Gee! Fguess I'm glad [ saw WRIGLEY'S in the Old Tuck-shop!

“ And T'm in training, too, and the Old Drill Sergeant says it's just
the stuff to train on—keeps your wind right, doesn’'t upset the tummy,
l makes you ‘eat like a horse and so builds nup muscle,

“TI'll have some more of ‘that

WRIGLEY’'S JUICY FRUIT

—it's simply great—just like digging your teeth into jolly ripe fruit.”
ALL GOOD TUCK-SHOPS SELL WRIGLEY’S.

; Wrigley’s Ltd., 235, Westminster Bridge Rd., London, S.E. 1.
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; Witty!
Aunt Emily:- *“ Hallo, Willie!

Why
have you got your throat wrapped up?”

Wilhe: “It's sore.” .

Aunt Emily: “How did vou manage
to catch a sore throat?” :

Willia: .*“T expect I've been drinking
gombthing damp!”

-

i '-'.;" ; .
» ' Mistaken Hindness:

Mrs. Jones. came running to the door
in answer to the knock. Could she be-
lieve hér 'own ears? Was that her son
erying? 8he opened the door, expect-
ing to hear of something serious havine
happened., Johnmie& rushed in, with
eyes flaming and a very fushed face.

“Yow-how!” he roared. “I'm goin’

~ to stop bein’ kind to people I

L,

=y

© “*Why, Johnnie, that's a very unmanly
resolve ! romonstrated his  mother.
“I'm sure you don't mean it.” What's
the mafter?” : :

“Yes; I do mean it!" screamed
Johnnie. “To-day “at echool I saw
Tommis = Jacobs putting a pin on

_THE, MAGNET LIBRARY,

master at down on- the floor; and when
he get l;pH}lE licked me for pulling away
the charr,
licked me for interferin’'! SBo—yow-yow-
how I—I'm never goin’ to help anybody
no more!"”

Upset Him !

A man rushed excitedly into
‘smoking-compartment of the train.

“A lady has fainted in the next car,”
he said. “Has anybody got a drop of
whisky handy ?”’

Instantly half a dozen
thrust out to him.
one, he turned the bottle up and partook

of a good drink.

“Thanke !™ he said, handing the flask
back. “It always did make me feel bad
to see a lady faint!”

the

——

The Teacher's Theory
Shattered!

“Children,” said the teacher to the
pupils, “you should be able to do any-
thin e(]naﬂjr well with either hand.
With a little practice, you . will find it as
easy to do anything with one hand as it
it with the other.”

“Go it !” cried the urchin at the front:
of the .class. *“ Let’s see you put your
left hand in the right-hand pocket of

and ~than “Tommit - Jacobs]:, “Schoelmaster

Why Tommy Was Whacked!

&];mint_ing' to  the - -first
letter of the an wbet) ; - *What's that
letter, Tommy 1’ '

Tommy: * Dunneo, sir.”

Schoolmaster : ** Yes—ves, vyou must
do. What does Farmer  Giles feed his
horses on?"’

Tommy : *“ Straw, sir.”

Schoolmaster (trying letter B): ** No,
Tommy. Well, what is this letter?"

Tommy : * Dunno, sir.”

Schoolmaster : *“ But surely you must.

- } boy. What's that dear little insect that
bottles were : ‘
Taking the nearest |

buzzes about the fowers?” '
Tommy: ** Wasp.” ° ;
Schoolmaster (tries letter C): ** Now, -
Tommy, brighten yourself up, and try
this letter.” :
Tommy: *Don’t know it, sur.” A
Schoolmaster : “ Well, now, what do T
do with my H(\T)EB?” :
Tommy: “ 0Oh, you mean squint ™

Helping Father!

A preacher, taising his eyes from his
pulpit in the midst of his sermon, was
paralysed with amazement to see his son
in the gallery pelting the congregation
with “conkers.”™  But while the good
man wad preparing a frown of reproof,
the young hopeful cried m:.ii: . '

“You 'tend to your preaching, daddy !

master’s chair; so. - just as the master

gat down I pulled away the chair. Thel your troueers!™
3 il ! o L =

I'll keep ’em awake !

=T
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ARE YOU SHORT ?
it so, let the Girvan System help you to increase
‘B your t. Mr. Briggs reports an increase of
‘inchen; rg E. F. i inches: Mr. Rataliffe 4
4 gohess Miss Davies Bk indhes; Mr. Lindon 3
tinches; Mr. Edtley & inches; Miss Leodell 4
H Inches. This s¥ystem requires only minutea
§ "morning and evening, and greatl® improves the
health, physique, and rarriage No applances
rr drgges. Bend i panny stamps for furthar par-
ticulars and £100 Guarantea to Enquiry. Be?t., =1
A.M P., 17, Btroud Green Road, Lopdon, N. {.

\B0YS, BE YOUR OWN PRINTERS
BOYS, BE YOUR OWN PRINTER
and make extra pocket-money by usi The
Potit * Plex " Duplicator. Makes pleasing
niffmerons copies of Notepaper Headings, Husiness Qards,
Sports Fixture Cards, Scoring Cards, Plans, Sclmool
Publications, Drawinga, Maps, Musis, Shorthand, Pro-
grammen, Motices, eto, in a variety of pratiy colowrs.
- BEND FoR_OXE TO-DAY, Price /8, complete with ali
- gupplies, Foraign orders, 1/8 extra.—B. PODMORE
& go., Dask ‘M.T., Southport, And at §7-59,
Chancery Lane, London, W.C: L. i

MY HEIGHT IB a4arFT. 3INSB.
Imerease YOUUIN height by the K29 3YHTEM,
= price T eomplete: . PFarticdalars 2. rbanmps.

BE TALLFM T ftidi
Catalogue
Post

+ Free Catalogue and Order Form. Foreign
Fre e orders cash only. MASTERS, Ltd.,
e 6, Hope Stores, RYE. (Estd, 1889,)
IF YOU SUFFER 3% 5 ittt

feel awkward in the presence of others, pend at once 3 penny stamps [or par-
ticulars of the Meanto-Nerve Btrengthening Treatment —GODFRY ELLIOTT-

SMITH, Ltd., 537, Imperial Buildings, Ludgate Olrcus, London, BIC. 4.

-~ CUT THIS OUT

Bend ihls coupon wilh P.O. for only 3. direct to the Fleet Pen Co.,
119, Fleat Et., Londen, E.C. 4, In return yon will receive (post free) &
splendid British Made l4.ct: Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10,8

you save 11 further coupona, each will count as 2d. off the price: so you may
gsnd 13 coupong and only 3/-. Bay whather yonu :.-.-n;.rt a_Ana, madinm,.or mﬂa
nlb.  This groat offer iz made to introduce the Tameus Pleat Pan to the
MAGNRT readers. (Foreign rostage extra.) Satisfaction guaranteed or
cagh teturned. EBpecial Bafety Moaodel. 2/- axtra, i

Raincoats, Trenchcoats,
Boots, Shoes, Cutlery, Cose
tumes, Rings, Watches, ete,,
on easy terms, . 30/- worth, 5/« monthly ;

from mnervous, worried fealings,

60/- worth,-10/- monthly, ete, Write for |

NFACTORY 10 RIDER [l

Facked Free. Cnnhga Paid, F;_;.ﬂquu ﬂq. ys' Free T_rml'l' .'._"
LOWEST CASH PRICES.  EASY PAYMENT TERMS. -
Prompt delivery. Save Dealers' Profits, Big Ba sin

Shop Euil-ud“l.fnd' EJcbndvhnd' Cycles, hﬂn ldi!;n -
guarantead or Mogey Eefunded.  Writear for Mopster -

Sire Free Liste and Speciai Ofer of :i-.lm;lhﬂicjl:ll %
Est33vrs M E A D ﬂ?lmlw

NERVOUSNESS

Get Werve Contraol, and Don's be Laughed at.

Think what a position Nervousness, Bashfulness, and Blushing,
put you in. People smile when you enter & room, sometimes langh outright,
and all sorts of wit and sarcagm are Indulged in at your exbenss. You ecan't
go on like that., " Cure your Nervousness and Blushing, and turn the latigls
against your tormentors by proviog your power to wip success. My Bystam
of Treatment will core you in a week—quite privately at home.* It will
bring to you the priceless gift of self-confidence, bulld ap your Will Power,
and develop in you that spiendid Nerve Contirol that makes you master of

ourself in every circumstance, Don't negleot this opportumnity.
3 l_':t-il 1;? mnﬂnulw. tnant'fitluni;m HA&Hmmthat I '{unr send you my litlle

0o ull particulars it Irme plain  envelope.—8Specialist, 12
All Baints Road, 8%, Anne’s.on-Sea. =

PHOTO POSTCARDS, Ilfﬁ dog., 12 by 10 ENLARGEMENTS, &d.

' ALSO CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. CATALOGUE AND SAMPLES

FREE. HACKETT'S, JULY ROAD, LIVERFOOL.

L . ) " h I Hll . . ram
CURLY HAIR1” 3. H “Werch, - #GURLIT » ourls stfaighicse
hair. 1/3, /8. (1), atampa mﬁl‘d,}_ﬂuumgn (Dept. A. P.), a1,

UPPER RUBSELL ETB:EPT;
MAGIC -Tmc“s‘ lilusions, ete.—Parcels 2/8, /8,

¥ lﬂd :"}IIIFE- Eﬂ-ﬂ'lﬁlﬁ TH‘EI. 1.";‘-
T. W. HARRISON, 239, Pentonville Road, London, N. 1.

are often ignored and looked dowh upon. Tall people
receive favoufable consideration and attention in
By ‘my easy, scientific, and safe
method you can grow several inches taller.’ Many
g{mpla have added 1}in. to 4in. to their height by

y 8ystem. Write at once lor FREE particulars,

every, walk of life.

mentioning Magnef.

Address: Inquiry “N" Dept., 51, I‘:Iurﬂ:.sirul.
South Shere, Blackpool.
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