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E_EWS FROM FAR AND NEAR.

CHfice, Do)

Jhm;gs fglad to hear from you, chums, so drop me a line o the follorwing. uddress ;
The Edior, The ' Mognet’ Library, the Amalgemated Press, Lid., The Flectway

House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

ALLLY, chume }
H You have in your hands now
tho third Free Qift of the

sories, and I fecl confident that
every man Jack of you is well satisfied.
Ouce you have got the knack of “ firing
the beomerang with accuracy, thero is
g limib to the fun you and your pals cen
have.

Why not arrange some matches ¥
Choose a target, say thirty feet away,
and mee who can get nearest to it—the
deciding factor being that the boomeran
having * rounded " the target szhoul
retwm to the thrower,

Do yeu know which is

THE LARGEST DESERT IN
THE WORLD?

8. Hitchens, of Avlesbury, ashks me
if T can tell him, The Sahars is the largest,
for ris area consists of nearly three and a
half million square miles. And here are
some facts that perha.;\a? you do not know
abowk the Bahara: Nearly two million
p’ﬁ:ﬁlﬂ tivein it ! Three-fifths of it belongs
te France, the remainder being held b
Italy, Spain and ¢, and the vast
tracts of salt which it ¢oniains are worked
coromercially. Nearly twenty thousand
camel loads of salt are taken from it

asanually.

Confrary te opinien, the soil
i# very fortile, and if only it could be
irvigated, it would produce rich {
Below the Sahara, there iz an impe
strato of olay, with the result thas water
which comes down from the highlands
sinks through the sand snd forms vast
resorvoirs. It is the water from thess
reservoirs that breaks through the sand
occanjonally and forms omses. That also
secounts for the fact that fish can be
caoght in the Sahara—for thers are fish
in these underground lakes, strangs as
1% may pewm |

o —

which earns & ing book for
e o topping

o me,

HERE s & clever Greylriars limerick,

resder who sent it in
# is Valerie Dudley, 23,
Loyals Avenue, East Brunawick, N.W.10,
Vietoria, Austrslis.
Bek Cherry’s & Brilon right through,
S8o"t Wharten and Johnry Bull, too.
Ezeh one la the *“ Co,™
Az all renders know,
In loyak aa well as true=tlus !

TRAFPPERS OF THE FAR NORTH-
WEST

use gloves because all wild animals ore
extremely suspicious, and the alightest
seent of Jiuman hande ia sufficient to
frighten away the quarry from the traps.
Often, in addition to gloves being worn,
the traps, before being sot, are alao
amoked in a wood fire to remaove all
human taint from them.

The most valuable fur of all ia a silver
fox, becauss it ie really o freak, being a
black fox which has aillver hairs sprinkled
amongst the black. Like all freaks
it 18 very rare, and its fur iz tha softest,
thickest and most Inatrous of all furs.
That is why it is actwally worsh more
than ita weight in pold !

Do you know what was
TEE LARGEST SALARY

ever pail to o man ¥ The Emperor
Franz Jogef I, of Austria, was the grhg

¥ | man who reccived the largest salary of

all. Hims wagea wera over L880,000 per
vear! In ether words, he was paid at
the rate of over £100 per hour | Dhuri

his lifetime ho received nearly fﬁﬂ,ﬁwﬁﬁiﬁ
from the Stato in salary alone, Just
think of thie numher of postal orders he

F could bave sent to Billy Bunter,

Have vou ever wondered why people
1Re the term

THE KING'S ENGLISH ?

Jack Warren, of Richmond, wants io
know. Well, as the King ia the soversipn
of our country, everything English is
supposed to be under his sway—that
seema Lo bo the natural answer. But here
ir & curious thing : One King of England
could not speak o single word of English 1
He waa George the First, who spoke only
German !

(feorge Read, of the Chalet, Elmsione
Road, Ramsgate, Kent, haz sent me the
following rib-tickler, for which I am award-
ing him one of our topping books :

Tramp : * Can you give me
somée work, kind lady ? "

R Bain, of Syduey,
N5 W, writes tu tell e that
he gets the MaaweT regularly
every week oub there. Yes,
. B., this paper of ours cir-
culates throughout the whole
of the British Empire, and
alae in 4 great many foreign
countriog, I'm sorry to hear
thet you missed your copics
while you wero ob sea. I 3t
wasn'b oo long ago, you can
obtain them by writing to the
Back No. Dept., Bear Alley,
Farriogdon Street, London,
E.C.4. The cost of the issucs
required, plus OB ., dhould
be sent with the order.

HELP THE NEWSAGENT.
. . Have yvou ever t-lmu‘g.l}i how
difficult it is for a newsagent to o just

| the right number of copaes of any poarticulas

puper each week ¥ You can make bis
taak much easier if you place & regular
order with him. You wiﬁ not only help
him to order correctly and evoid waste,
but will make sure of gotting your copy
ropularly each week.

E pumber a large band of
embryo ta amongst onr
readers-—ag the excellence of
some of our limericka proves,

But one of my readers, E. D., of E,
gapires to something more ambitioua than
the writing of limericks, and he asks me
for advice.

HE WANT3 TO BE A SONG-WRITER,

and would like to know how to get his
zongs set to muszic. He should type ous
hia lyrics neatly and then send them to
any good music publisher, with a request
that they might be read and considered.
A  stamped and addressed envelope
should be enclosed for o reply. He can
get the addresses from any sheet musie.

My resder must not be surprised if he
receives 4 large number of rejections ak
firat, All writers, whether of pooms or of
staories, have to put up with such experi-
ences, for the market for song poems ia
very limited, and it often takes vears of
hard weork to get inta it. [ wish himo luck.

Now let us turn to next week's gpecial
bumper mme. Frank Rchards®
gplendid yorn dealing with the Jarther
exciting holiday adventures of Hamry
Wharton & Co. 13 entitled :

“JUNGLE VENGEANCE 1™

and ig certainly one of the best I have
ever read from his pen. It seems bardly
crecible that an author can keep om
turning in good stories week after week
like Frank Richards does, DBut all of
vou will admit that he never lets us down.
Ha compels your interest and attention
from the very first sentence and keepsa ik
up until the end of the yam. ou'l]
cnjoy next woecek's holiday story, believe
e, chums, Need I say more T

Quite 8 number of letters have reached:
me praising the ** High, Low, aod Nipgpy **
gerics of adveniure yarns, s you can

prepare yourselves for another treat next
wesk., The puncher pals are some lods,
what | Just wait until you remd next

week's all-thrilling adventure.

- Lady: ** What Kkind ef Of c¢ourap, thers will be amother nb-
G you know that fur-trappers work ? ™ A tickling issue of tho ** Greyiriara Herald,'”
in the wilda of Canada always Tﬂmg : Y Wel not to mention more winning jbkes and
wear gloves when setting their ma'am, I"m a sort o Greyiriarg limericks. My little ehat will
trape T This is not to keep a dentst, and | want round off the programme.
theix hauda werro, as you might suppese, ; 10 advertiss. I'H put 3 et of Cheerio, chums,
twt for sm entirely different reasom. | teethintoa good piefar nothing!™ YOUR EDITOR.
i
PENKNIVES, POCRKET WALLETS and TOPPING BOOKS
offered lor Storyecties and Ssappy tars Limericks. All efforts to
be sent to: ¢/o MAGNET, 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4 (Comp.).
Don’t Miss This Opportunity of Winning Something Useful!
] ' AL W VT VT |



COMPLETE SCHOOL AND ADVENTURE STORY..

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Turned Down |

JLLY BUNTER grinned,

B Ho stood in the doorway of
Study No. 1, in the Greyfriars
Remove, blinking into that cele-

brated apartment through his big spee-

tacles, And the grin on hig fat faca
was 80 expansive, that it stretched
glmo=t from ear to ear.

Bunter scemed to be bucked.

Harry Wharten & Co. were in the
study. ] ] ]

They were discussing a rather import-
ant matter; the midsummer holidays.
Greyfriars was on the peint of
breaking-up; aond from one
cause or another the chums of
the Bemove had not yet made
their arrangements for the
“hols.” So the matter was
important; and interruptions,

at the moment, were not
wanted.

Be when Williem George
Bunter put his Expansiwﬁy

rinning fat countenance into the study

oorway, five voices spoke in unison:

" Buzz off, Bunter |”

“1 say, you [ellows—"

"Hook it!” said Bob Cherry.

“"But I say o

*The hookfulness iz the proper_eaper,
my esteemed fat Bunter1” gaid Hurree
Jameet Ram Singh.

“0Oh, really, Inky

USRS

“And shut the door after youl!”
added Frank Nugent.
*Oh, really, Nugent—"

Johony Bull picked up 2 cushion.
Bonter Lkept s wary e¢ye on the

cushion. Bubt he did not hook it
Apparently the fat junior had come to
Btudy No. 1 with something to say.

The Famous Five thought that they
could guess what it was,

There was no time during the term
when Billy Bunter’s society was really
wanted by sny man in the Remove.
Least of all was it desired when the
school was about to break up for the
holidaye.

At such a time, Bunter was liablo o
develop o strong attachment for his old
pals, which was totally unreciprocated
on their part.

A Hiking Holiday, says Harry Wharton,
In Surrey, says Bob Cherry,

In Keni, says Johnny Bull,

In Sussex, says Nugent,

IN AFRICA, says Vernon-Smith . .

and AFRICA it is!

Tor several days, as the term drew Lo
a close, Billy Bunter had been going up
and down the Remove like a lion seck-
ing what he might dovour. Bo far, ha
had not *fixed up” the hols.

Where he went for the wvacation,
Bunter did not scem to care very much,
so loog as he did not go home to that
attractive and splendiferous residcooce,
Bunter Court.

2o the Famous Five thought they
ecould puess what was coming. And
they were not, g0 to speak, taking any.

They felt that they had had enough
of Bunter during the term., Often they

folt that l,}tlr.'._u Lad too much. Bunier in

‘the heols, was altogether too much of a

good thing.

So they waved him away. They
waved him off as if he had been a fat
bluebottle buzzing into the doorway.

Bunter, however, was not to be waved
off, He was far more persistent than
tha most cbstinate bluabottle.

“T say, you fellows—" he repeated.

“Where will vou have it?72 asked
Johnny Bull, taking aim with the
cushion.

“h, really, Bull—"

“Run away and plar, old fat bean,”
sald Harry Wharton. "“We're
rather busy.”

““Fixing up the hols, what"
grinned Bunter.

“Well, yes.”

“And wa don't want an
help” added Johnny Bull
pointedly.

“¥ou wouldn’t get any from
mel” said Bunter.

(¥4 Eh?r!

W hat
The Famous Five leoked at Buntet

rather more attentively. They observed
the expansive and exiensive grin thot

irradiated his podgy countenance, They
noted that the fat Owl secmed un-

commonly bucked.

It dawned upon them that Bunter had
not, as they naturally feared, errived
in the study to inform them that he was
joining up for the holidays, with the
fixred intention of turning a deaf ear
to any negative, howsoever emphatio.

Johgny Bull put down the cushion.
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It looked as if it might not be wanted,
aiter all.

“I say, you fellows, I thought I'd
drop in and mention 1t,"” &2id Bunter,
“I shan't be able to come with you,
after all.”

“ Hurrah |

“0Oh, really, you bcasis——"

“Fixed it up, old fat mani” asked
Harry Wharton, *Licod !

“Sorry to have to turn you down,
and all that,” seid Bunter.
*h, don't mench!”
Cherry. ]
"We'll try to bear it!” said Johnny
Liull, with o decp and withering sarcasm

thut was a sheer waste on Bunter,

“The bearfulness will be prepos-
terous ! declared Hurree Jameet Ham
Singh., “The survivefulness of our
sxcellent selves will be truly terrific !™

“The fact 13,” said Bunter, unheeding,
“1 was trying to think how I could
spare you fellows a week or two. DBut
it can't be done."

"You mean we can't be done P asked
Johony Bull.

“Beast! 1 shouldn't care to come
home with you, Wharton, wiih that bad-
mannercd outsider Bull in the party.
A fellow must draw a line somewhere,
Well, I draw it at Bull.

Jufumr Bull's hand stroyed to the
cushion ageio, but he relinguished 1t
After all, he was not gc-ing 1o e
Bunter again till next term. ‘That was
enough to make any fellow good-
tempered and forbearing.

"o Eﬁlﬁllt & wvacation or two at
our humble home, Wharton,” went on
unter.

“You have apgreed the cgpiain of
the Remove.

“You never treated me really decently.
.&mfi, aiter all, your poor little place 1s

hardly up to my weight, is it¥¥ said
Bunter. _ .

“YWell, {r}ur weight is rather un-
common, old fat man, I admit.”

“Ha, ba, ha!t"”

“The weightfulness of the csteemed
pudE;r Buntor—"

“Beast | 1 didn't mean that, you silly
uss ! I meant——~"

*Never mind what vou meant. The
rest of the sppech can be taken as read,”
suggested Bob Cherry.

“Well, I hopa yom fellows will have
us decent hols as you can get in your
poverty-stricken way,” said Bunter.
“I'm sorry, a3 I sald, that I can't
COme. =

“You've got all the sorrow on your
side, old fat ass [ . )

“But wvou can't expect 1t said
Bunter, unheeding. “When a fellow’s
got a pressing invitation to a million-
aire's homa you can't a:gﬁet to got him

under your humble roof, Wharton,"
“Poor old Maulyl™ sighed DBob
Chorry.

The juniors grinned.

For dhﬁg and days Billy Bunter had
poen atalking Lord Mauleverer of the
Romove. Mauly had been seen to dodge
round corners to kecp out of his way.
M&uli was & fellow who hated to say
no. It locked as if Dunter had run
him down at last, and his unhappy lord-
Ehmhad uttered a reluctant “yes.”

t once more the chums of the
Remove ware In error.

“*Pain't Mauly " enapped Bunter, *1
should refuse to spend the hols with
Mauly after tho way he's treated me.
Kicking a fellow——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” welled the Famous
Five. Apparﬂnﬂg Lord Mauleverer,
instead of saying “yes ™ had said “no,”
snd made it-clear with the aid of hia
elegant foob.

“Dlessed if I see nn:.rl;hinp: to cackle
at,” grunted DBunter. “I've turned

Taeg Mascner Lispany.—No, 1,228,

grinned Bob B

Muuly down, just a8 I'm turning you
fellows down.™ .

“But who's the bappy victim 1" asked
Bob Cherry curiously. *8mithy's the
only jolly cld millionaire in the Kemove,
if it ism't Mauly, And it can’t be
Smithy.2 :

‘The juniors chuckled at_ the idea.
Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of
Greyfriars, was about the last fellow in
the school to be landed with Bally
Bunter for the summer holidays. The
ounder was not in the least like
Mauly. He was not only the fellow to
say “‘no,” bubt to say 1t most un-
pleasantly. Bunter certam'l{ had stalked
the Bounder, a3 he had staiked half the
fellows in the Remove. But of all the
Romove, Smithy was the least likely to
fall for it ,

But it was a day of surprises.

“Well, it is Smithy ! jeered Bunter,
“So you can put that in your pipe and
smoke it, sea™

“Great Scott 1™ .

“You're really landed on Smithy "
exclaimed Bob élmrr:.r, in astonishment.

“That's rather s rotten way of putting
it, Cherry. I've accepted Smithy's
pressing invitation to spend my holidays
with him,” said Bunter, with ﬂ%mty‘
*“That's why I've come here, to tell you
fellows not to expect to see me’ again
till next term. BSorry and all that!™

“Poor old Smithy "

“Ha, ha, hal” .
“Why, you cheeky rotters, it’s rather
& ocatch for Smithy ! exclaimed

Bunter warmly.  After all, his father's
only a City milhonaire. COUTES,
they like to get a fellow of really good

family in their place—"

“Yes. But why should they want
you ?'* asked Johuny Bull,

“ Beast | +

“Well, good hols, old chap,”™ said
Harry Wharton, very cordially. Now
that 1t was cortain and safe that Bunter
was not going to land himself on the
Famous Five, they all felt very cordial.
“1 hopa you'll have a jolly good time
with Smithy.”

“Well, it will be a bit different from
staying with you., you know,” said
Bunter, in hiz agreeable way. “Big
place, lots of cars, plenty of money—
Smithy does things in style, you know.
Borry I can’t ask Bmithy to let you
chaps come, too, but the fact 13 you're
hardly the fellows I should care to take

to a palatial cstablishment as my
friend’'s—"

“Oh, my hat |?

“Kick him!” eaid Johnny Bull.

“ Eepecially Bull,” added Bunter. "1

can stand him in the term, but when it's
a question of taking him about on the
hols as a friend, I can only say—
Whooop 1™

Bunter said #hat quite suddenly and
unintentionally as the c¢nshion fHew.

1t landed on Bunter's little fat nose
and swept him out of the study door-
way.

Thera was 2 bump in the Remove
passage.

“¥Yarcooh I

“How's that 1™

“Ha, ha, hal Outt”

“Yow-ow-ow [” came in a roar from
the pozsape. “* Beast, you come oub
here and %FII; Eull_'.r well lick you———

Johnny Bull jumped up.

“Coming I he called back.

Thera wos & sound of retreating foot-
steps in the passage. Some pressing
engagement scemed to eall Bunter clse-
where. And thoe chums of the Remove
chuckled and resumed tho discussion of
the holidays—making plans which were
not to include William George Bunter.

But—as & novelist would say—they
little koew!

THE MAGNEY

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bmithy’s Litile Joke [

H ERBERT  VORNON-SMITH
stood st the ga o rey-
friars and waved his hand after

the junior who rolled away in
& taxicab. Tom Redwing, from the
cab, waved back. A

The Bounder's chum was leaving a
day before the rest of the school, Re
wing was going on a deep-sea trip with
his rfﬂt.!'mr, the-sailorman of Hawkscliff,
which was to fill up the whole of the
vacation; end Bmithy was not likely to
ses him again till Greyfriars gathered
for the new term,

Thera was a thoughtful shade on the
Bounder's rather hard face as he
watched the taxi disappear down the
road. When it was out of sight he
turned back into the guad and shoved
his hands deep into hizs pockets. The
thoughtful shade was still on his brow
as he walked back to the House.

“Halle, hallo, hallo!”

Vernon-Smith  looked 1‘%[? at Bob
Cherry’s checry grecting, The Famous
Five gave him cheery smiles.

“Redwing pone?’ asked Harry
Wharton. \

“¥Yez, ho will ba at sea to-night.

What are you fellows doing these hols 1
asked Smithy.

“Hiking, chicfly, And we're fright-
fully obliged to you, Smithy."”

“To me?’" repeated the Bounder.

“The obligefulness 1z terrifie, my
ridienlous Smithy.”

“YVote of thanks all round I” grinned
Frank Nugent.

The Bounder looked puzzled.

“1 don't sce——"" he began.

“"¥ou see, we expected to have to put
in a lot of trouble &ud“ging Bunter,"
explained Bob Cherry. “A fcllow hates
to kick a fellow on breaking-up day.”

“The kickfulness is not the proper
caper, on such a happy and execrable

occasion,”  remarked Hurree Jamset
Ram SBingh. :
“Oh 1M Vernon-Smith chuckled

“Yes, Bunter's coming with me.”

“YWish .vou jov of him!” grunted
Johnny Bull.

“The hopefulness is great, that the
joyfulness will be preposterous, my
csteemed Smithy.™

The Bounder chuckled.

Harry Wharten & Co. regarded him
rather curiously. !

There was no doubt that Billy Bunter
was glad to fasten his fat self on the
Bounder for the vacation. He might,
perhaps, have preferred a holiday at
Mauleverer OWrs; but d
Mauleverer's boot sccemed to  bhave
settled that 1n the negative,

Smithy was the next best thing, His
father, Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith, was
a millionaire several times over; and
there was no doubt that money was
rather splashed about by the million
aire at his. magnificent town house, his
enormous country house, snd on his
wonderful yacht. It was, in truth, no
end of a catch for Bunter.

But where Smithy came in was the

puzzla.
That Smithy could want Bunter
seemed  improbable, Nobody ever

wanted Buater, :

But if he did not want him, why was
he having him? The chums of the
Removo eould not picture Smithy
vielding ito Bunter's blandishments.
They could not imagine him taking a
follow simply because the fellow
wanted to come: ga they themselves
had done many a time and oft,

So it was a little perplexing;
they were faintly curious.

“Ves, I'm having Bunter,” assented
the Bounder. “The fat blighter has

and
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been stalkine me all over Greylriars
for days; I've kicked him oftener than
1 remember. Bub when it was settled
that Bbtddy was going to sea, and I
fized up my own vag, 1 thought L{d.
ive him his head. You ses, I'm
oing something rather special this
vac.”

“Vachting " asked Bob.

“QOh, nol”
“Alpine stunts?” asked Nugent.
“ Rather jolly in Switzerlend.”

“Not at all”

“Painting the town red ! asked Bob,

laughing.

ﬂ%{nt the palest pink.” o

The Bounder chuckled again.

« I don't think Bunter will stay long,”
he remarked. “But he's welcome to
stay as Jong as ho likes, After this, 1
think very ?ihc! he will leave me out
when he tries sticking fellows for tho
bols:” )

“0h, you're pulling Bunter's leg?
Is that it?" ) _

“Something in the line,” admitted
the Bounder. “You see, as Reddy has
gone, I'm rather loft——=" i

“Come hiking with us, old bean,” said
Wharton.

“It's all fixed vp now,” smiled the
Bounder., I suppose you fellows know

that my pater is in business—big busi-
noss. Some doy I shall be at the head
of one of the biggest things in the jolly
old world. That ien't the sort of thing
a Creyfriars education fixes: you for.
French will come in unzeful, course ;
but I shan't have to talk Latin to busi-
ness callers, or Roman history to
stoamoer captaing, or discuss English
literature with panagers and chief
elarks, or Classical literature with copra
traders at Singapore or coffce-planters
in Kenya." .

“Wunno! I zuppose not,” suid Harry.
“But what—""_ . .

“8o0 I'm spending this vao in taking
a course of business instruection—book-
keeping, and so on.”

S Wha-a-t 7
“It's as much to please my father s
anything else; and, of course, he's

iolly ploased,” ezplained Vernon-SBmith.
“He would ratker like mo to be at &
echool that had a Modern Side—but, of
course, it's Greyfriars for me!l Still, he
wants ma to lecarn something useful, as
vwell ns the ancient stulff we cram here.

9o this voe I'm taking business study—
hard and fast! I'm going the whole
giddy unicorn for a solid month—hard
work with a hard tutor—"

Bob Chorry gave a yell.

“ T3 that for Bunier, too??

* Wxaotly.”

“Oh crikes I

“I've told Bunter he can come and
ghare in everything I do,” said the
Bounder. “He's quite welcome to learn
book-keoping, if he likes—"

'HHH- O hﬂ- [‘l

«Bills of lading and things—"
F_"Ha. ha, ha!* shricked the Famous

ive,

“ My dear boy,” said
Mr, Vernon-Smith, ** you
can*t ask Bun{er to
ghare a holiday with you
that’s going to bd spent
in hard study.” * I&l
teach the fat scoundrel
a lesson 1™ explained
Smithy., Buoter heard
every word and behind
the ﬁﬁIBﬂIl,ﬂs 5Euuls a fat

5

thestres and night clubs, Alpina hetels
end Bluo Traind to Monte Carlo |

Instead of which—

“Oh dear!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“Poor old Bunter!"

“He may loave me out next vao,”
said tho ndor grimly. “A follow
gets tired of saying no. 8o I've seid
yen, for & change—in the circum-
stances.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I say, you fellows!”™ Billy Bunter
rolled up to the chuckling group in the
quadrangle, and gave the Famous Five
a suspicious blink through his big

e " 't -u - LI
o S S Ty L L T

......

“¥Tm putting in the month ot a quiet
cottage—nobody there but the tutor
men and a deaf old houvsekeeper,” snid
Vernon-Smith cheerfully, “No town
within six miles—no distractions of any
sort—only  long, lonely walks for

L -—-t—n”

“Ha, bha, hal”

“ Bunter will enjoy that [ roared Bob
Chorry. .

“The enjovfulness will be terrific.”

“3 think perhaps he will turn me
down, after a day or two. still, he
can keep it up as long as he likes!”
snid Smithy. “I shan't mind Bunter
about the place—it will make g little
comic-relief after the bhook-keeping by
dﬁublﬂ entry apd bills of lading and
thin !

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

The Famous Five velled.

They had wondered why the Bounder
had allowed Bunter to hook on for the
holidays | "J.'Im%' knew now ! :

Bunter doubtless had o joyful vista of
town houses and country houses, Rolls-
Rovee ocars and stunning  yachis,

spectacles. “I say, you fellows, you let
my pal Smithy alone!"

“Ha, ha, ha!"™

“Y say, Smithy, if these fellows are
fishing for invitations for the hols, you
give them tho by," said Bunter
anxiously. “We ggn’tr want them."

“They re more than welcoma, if thoy'd
caro to share the high old time I've been

deseribing  to  them,"” answered the
Bounder.

“Thanks!” chuckled Bob Cherry., “1I
think I'd rather hike.”

“The thankfulness is terrific; but the
esteomed hikefulness is more preposter-

ously attractive ! chortled thse Nabob
of Bhanipur.
“Look here, Smithy, don't you sk

those chaps——" urged Dunter. * Thev'ro
not the sort you want. They wouldn't
even care about night elubs—"

“Ha, hay ha!”

“0Or s plunge nt Monte Carlo—-»"

“Hmn, ha, ha 1" .

“Blossed if I sce anything fo cackle

Tue Magner Lisrary.—No, 1,228.
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at! Leave them out, Smithy;
programme for the hols woul
them at sll.” :

“I rather think it wouldn't,” agreed
Vernon-Smith, I bope it will suit you,

Bunter,” .

“What-ho !” chuckled Bunter, with
fat satisfaction. “I say, you fellows,
ﬂtﬁ??’r' off, while 1 talk to my pal

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton & Co, cleared off,
almost weeping with merriment, leaving
Billy Bunter with his pal Smithy.

At the present moment Bunter was
deaply, strongly, end effectionately
attached to his pal Smithy, It was pro-
bable that there would be a change when
he learned what that wvacation with
Smithy was really going to be like. It
was probable that even Bunter Court
and the society of his brother Sammy
and his sister Bessie, would seem pre-
ferablo to Bunter. But for the prosent
Bunter’s anticipations were bright, and
the Famous Five left him to them and
to the company of his pal Smithy.

your
& puit

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
Buonter Wanis to Know !

ik QpDY, old man I
Peter Todd grioned.
Billy Bunter blinked at his
study-mate darkly and sus-
piciﬂuﬂlg.
“Lock hers, Toddy, what's the jokei"
he deman
“You ave, old fat man ! answered
Toddy. . .
“There's something en!" said Bunter
warmly. "I don't kmow what it is, but
there’s something, Ever since Bmithy
askad me for the vao fellows have been

T

grinning like hyenas—"

“Ha, ha, hal" roared Toddy.

“Blessed if I can see anything to
cackle at, you silly ass " hooted Bunter.

“Look in the glass I suggested Toddy.

“Thosa hﬂﬂ-ﬂtﬂ,l Whalggun and his
gang, were chortling li anything,”
said Bunter. “Lots of other fellows,
too | Tempie of the Fourth atn?ped ma
in the quad to say he hoped 1 should
enjoy the hols with SBmithy! Smithy
had just been speaking to him.™
_ The wide grin on Peter Todd's face
indicated that Smithy had been spoak-
ing to Pater Todd, too! ]

Probably the Bounder [elt that his
little joke on Bunfer was too good fo
keep. Certainly a good many fellows in
the Lower School at Greyfriars seemed
to have had their gaiety considerably
increased that day.

Bunter was getting suspicious!

“Temple was chortling like any-
thing,” he said. * SBo were Dabney and
Fry of the Fourth. And then there was
Hobson of the Shell. He asked me if
I was really going with Smithy, and he
was chuckling asz 1f he thought there waa
gomething funny in it. Nothing funny
in my going home with Smithy fer tho
hals, I supposei”

“I wonder ! murmered Peter.

“] dare say the fellows are jealous 1™
remarked Bunter. “Bmithy hasn’t
seked anybody eleo. He wouldn't ack
you, Toddy.™ .

I might deeline if he did ! chuckled
Peter. B

“You ially well wouldn’t ! sniffed
Bunter. “You'd jump at the chance!
I've often felt sorry for you because
you never get decent hols, Feter, Btill,
you can’'t expect to be asked to a million-
aire’s home. There's your manners, for
instance !  And your looks!” Bunter
shook his head. “8till, you might tell
me, as & pal, what this joke is.”

“You're such a nice chap, you make

Takealoockat'em! There's Fatty
Fowkes, the Blue Crusaders’
l sixteen-stone goalie, reaching for

his top notes, and there's Man-
ager ﬁiemmhe tickling up the
wories with his nose! Can you
beat it? Butit's all for a good
cause, for the Blues, under
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canvas at the seaside, lend a
helping hand to a struggling
concert party down onits luck—
and then the fun begins! You'll
laugh till your ribs ache over
this corking holiday yarn of 1
Fatty Fowkes & Co. “on the
boards.” Make sure of it!l
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a fellow feel so jolly ia.lljr!" remarked
Petar. “You have guch a tactiul, agres-
able way of putting things."

Sarcasm was wasted on Bunter,

“That's because I'm a fellow of good
family,” he euplained, “Fellows of
ﬁﬁm}d family are born to ?nnﬂ manners

oddy. But youw'd hardly understand
that, of courge,”

“Yeo gods!" eaid Toddy.

It looks to me,” went on Bunter, " as
if there's some joke on up against me |
Hazel and Bolsover major and S8kinoer
were in the pessage when I came up,
and they just yelled—simply yelled !*

“I wonder why "

“Well, I dou't like it,* said Bunter
warmly. "I come into this study and
you started grinning like & chimpanzee.
You're in it, too, Toddy ! If you think
Bmithy's pulling leg, you're jolly
well mistaken. It's all fixed up, and
Smithy isn't the chap to let & man down,
He's a bit of an outsider 1o some things;
but he wouldn't do that, Think be
would 7"

“Ha wouldn’t!” gaid Toddy.

“Ch, good I said Bunter, Perhaps &
doubt had erossed the fat mind of the
Owl of the Remove. “It would be
pretty rotten to be left stranded, if
Smithy was only pulling my leg, and
never meant to take me home, But even
& ronk outsider like Bmithy couldn't
play a dirty trick like that.”

“I believe Smithy's rather keen on
taking you, old fat man!" said Peter,

*Well, he would be, you know 1" said
Bunter. “These jumped-up millionaires
aro slways glad to get the aristocracy
in their pew-rich establishments !”

“0Oh {.“I'lk'E;fl Ind you put it like that
to Smithy ¥’ gaa;fad Petor,

Bunter grinne

“Well, no! Still, there it is! It's
rather an honour for these Smiths to get
a fellow of good family at their place,
That's where Smithy comes in—ses i

it Hﬂr, hﬂ-, ha lu

“What are you cackling at?" roared
Bunter.

“A fat churap |™ answered Petor,

“Beast 1"

Billy Bunter rolled out of Study No, 7,
leaving Peter Todd chortling,. He was
feeling & little uneasy in his fat mind,

Certainly it was impossible for
Herbert Vernon-Smith to let him down
at the last minute, after asking him for
the holidays. No Greyiriars man could
possibly be such an outsider as that.

Vet nearly all the Remove scomed to
regard  Bunter's arrangements  with
Bmithy as a screaming joke. Whyt

Bunter could not guess why; but he
was worried.

As he rolled along the Remove pas.
sage he caught sight of the Bounder, in
conversation with Snoop, Micky f‘.'al-
mond, and Penfeld. All of them were
laughing.

Tha H%ﬂund&r, as he saw DBunter
coming, went into his study. The other
three fellows locked at the fat junior,
and chuckled.

“I hear yon're
Smithy, Bunter !” ea
“Hope you'll have
chuckled Micky Desmond.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Billy Bunter pave them a disdainful
blink through his big spectacles, and,
like tho deep and dark blue ocean in the
peem, rolled on, )

Ile was puzzled and annoyed. His fat
brow was wrinkling in thought as he
went down the Remove staircase. What
was there to produce all this hilarity in
the fact that he was going with Smithy
for the holidays? Fellows might feel
jealous about the gorgeous time he waa
going to have with the weaalthy
Boundoer;* but thst did not wholly

Foing home with
led out Snoap.

good hols "
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mocount for ik,  DBuntor realised that

thera was something else, and he

wondered what it was,

- At the foot of the stairs he came on

Dgi vy and Russell of the Removo.

They oalled to him simultaneously.
“] hear you're going home with

Bmithy 1™
“Have a good time, old fat man "
"Ha, ha, q’xﬂ.l"‘

“Yah!” was Bunter’s elegant reply;
and he rolled on. _

The chuckies of Ogilvy and Russell
followed him.

Five or six Femove men glanced at
bim as he rolled out into the guad, and

rinned. Almost every man in the

move scemed to be in the joke by this
time, whatever the mysterious joke was.

Bunter ambled along by Masters’
windows in a thoughtful and disturbed
frame of mind. ero was somo jest
attached to Bmithy's invitation for the
holidays; he could see that. Smithy
bad a rather sardonie turn of mind;
and Bunter, as a2 matter of fact, was
quite astonished when he had succeeded
in screwing an invitation out of the
Bounder., What sort of a jest was that
beast Bmithy playing on him? He
eouldn’t fot him down after acking him
~that was impossible. Yet what else
ocould it be?

Bunter wanted to know—very much
indeed he wanted to know. If there was
anvthing amiss with that invitation, he
wanted to know before the school broke
up and the other fellows got away.
ﬂ:u.i] the fellows netually escaped, there
was etill time to stick somebody if he
decided not to go with the Bounder. As
a last resource, he could go hiking with
the Famous Five., He could manage
that somehow. But he wanted to know |

 Bunter I

Tha Owl of the Eemove blinked round
irritably at the sound of his master’'s
voice.

Mr, Quclch, the master of the Remaove,
wa?i standing at the open window of his
study.

Bjrnte-r for & moment was tompted to
have & sudden attack of deafness and
poud. He had ne doubt that Quelchy
was gﬂin&: ta ask him for some lines that
ought to have been handed in before tea-
time, and that had net been handed
in—and never would be handed in if
Bunter could help it

But the ﬁimict cye was upon him, and

Bunter did not venture to scud. Xe
rolled reluctantly up to tha study
window. .

“"Yes, sir! I've dong them1” he
atammered.

“YWhat "

“(Only Todd sfnilt soma ink on them,
air, and I--I shall have to do them over
again, sir.”

“1 was not about to speak of your
linea, Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch.

“0h I” gasped Bunter.

“1 desire you to take a message to
Yernon - Smith,” said the Remove
master. “You will tell him that his
father has telephoned to me, stating
that he is coming to Greyfriars to see
him this evening.”

“0Oh1” repectcd Bunter.

#hr. Vernon-Smith will arrive &b
seven o'clock,” said Mr. Quelch. ¥ You
will tell Vernon-Bmith so, Bunter.”

“Certainly, strl”

Me. Quelch stepped back from the
window, and Bunter rolled round to the
door of the House and rolled in. The
fat Owl was extremely reluctant to
negotiate the staireaso again; but when
Mr. Quelch commanded, there was no
choice in the matter, Billy DBunter
ﬁmnted his way up the stairs to the
Nemive passage snd blinked in at Study

o

Vernon-Smith was alonme there, He
glanced round and grinned at the sight
of Bunter's fat face.

“0Oh, youl!” he eaid. “Don't say
vou've come to tell me that you've
changed your mind, Bunter, and aren't
coming home with mel” ;

“Na foar,” said Bunter promptly—**1
—I mean, { find I can spare you a fow
weeks, Smithy! It's all vight.”

“zood 1" said the Bounder gravely.

“Messape from Quelch 1” explained
Bunter. “He says your paler's phoned
that he’s coming to sce you to-day, get-
ting here at seven.”

he Bounder stared.

“My hat! What the dickens—" he
cjanculated. .

Evidently the Bounder was surprised,

“I dare say he's got something to tell

SHE GOT THERE FIRST!

A wvery haughty lady, walking

In the park, eaw a labourar
appuranily approaching the same
maat as ghe had chosen {0 ait upon.
i Bhe decided o hurery and get there
| befors him. I

““ Hi, lady!" called out the
labourer, *' Don't—don’t— -

The lady lgnored him, however,
gnd sat down.

Al right, 1ady,” aald tha man,
M gt there : but 1’ be banged if
'l paint that seat again to-day 1 **

Ceorge F. Price, of 13, Blurton
Road, f..owef Clapton, E.5, sent
in this joke and already 2 splendid
Il Pocket Knife is on the way to him.

There are plenty of fine Prizes
in stock, so send in your jokes
to-day, boys !
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vou ebout the hols,” suggested Buntor.
“Trip to Monte, or something.”

Vernon-8mith grinned.

“Tt’s all cut and dried about the
hols,” he answered. “1 only hope you'll
enjoy them, Bunter.”

“1 say, émlthy a2 lot of the fellows
seem to think it's rather a joke, my
coming home with you for the hols,™
gald Bonter, blinking at him.

“1 wonder why ! said the PBounder
blandly. ‘

“Well, I keep on wondering why,”
gaid Bunter., “JI can't make it out,

Smithy."” He blinked suspiciously at
the Bounder. *‘Why, you're grinning
yourself 1

“Sheer joy " said the Bounder. A
fellow who's going to have your com-
pany for the vac, Bunter, naturally fecls
a bit bucked.™

“Well, of course, you don't often got
a chap like me to go home with you,
old fellow 1" said Bunter iatunusr!]y.

“That's exactly it!" agrec
Bounder.

“ All the same, it's rather queer how
the fellows sorm to Bo kiiiin%t iemselves
chortling over it!" said DBunter, "1
Bay—~—="

the

“Bhut tho door after you, old beanl
I'm rather buayi”

“Oh, reslly, 8mithy—"

Vernon-Smith shut the door, the fat
Owl stepping back into the passage just
in time to save his nose,

Bunter breathed hard and deep.

This sort of thing was not civil—-not
the sort of thing a fellow would oxpect
from a fellow who was toking him homo
for the helidays.

Bunter rolled away, thinking!

Bomething was on—that was clear!
That unspeakeble beast Vernon-8mith
was pulling hia leg somehow! Every-
body in the Bemove knew what was on
=—gxcepting Bunter. And Bunter was
going to know |

When Bunter wanted information, he
had hia own ways of getting it. Billy
Bunter's intellect was not perhaps 8
first-clase apparatus. BStill, it worked.
Bunter thought it out. s

ld  Smith—in that disrespectful
manner did Bunter think of his pal
Smithy's father—old Smith was coming
to sce young Smith only a day or two
before breaking-up, running in et sn
unusual time without previous announce-
ment. That locked as if his wisit had
something to do with the holidays. By
bein presont at the interview betweon
old Bmith and young Smith, Bunter fclt
that he could learn how the matter
really stood, and what sort of a holiday
it was that young Swmith had asked him

o.

The Bounder assuredly waa not likely
to allow Bunter o be present at his
interview with his father if he knew ik
Dut that was all right—he was not going
to know it !

Towards zoven o'clock the Bounder
walked down to the door of the House
tuﬂmeit his father Erl'lmuﬂn came, ped

t the same time Bi unter 8
into Study No. 4 in tha%cmm'e. o

As Redwing woz now away, that
study was empty. The coast was clear
for William Ceorge DBunter.

Smithy was cortain to bring his father
up to the study to talk. either of
them was going to know that Bunter
was there.

The faot Owl %inned as he blinked
round the study. The wealthy Dounder's
study was furnished rather more expen-
sively than mmost Remove studiez. One
of the articles of furniture was a hand-
some Japanese screon which stood across
a corner of the reom. )

Nothing could have suited DBunter
better.

He glided behind the zereen, thought-
fully taking with him one of the
Bounder's cushions, With equal thought-
fulness, he had brought a packet of
toffes that belonged to Peter Todd.

Sitting on tho cushion in tha corner,
complotely hidden by the screen, Billy
Bunter absorbed toffee and waited,

And he grinned & cheery fat grin
when there were footsteps in the passage,
stopping at the door of Btudy No. 4
amf he heard the door open, and
voices of Vernen-Bmith and his [ather
in the studs.

Buanter wanted to know—and now he
was gpoing to know |

M B, VERENON-SMITH sat down
Bounder closed the study door,
what this sndden visit meant, a

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Change In the Programmae |
rother heavily in the armehair
and gave a grunt. The
and then sat on the corner of the table
facing his father., He was wnnd&rlﬁ
Toe Micxer Lisnary,—No, 1,228,
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whether it had anything to do with the

arrangements for the wvacation. Mr,
Vérnon-Smith looked at his watch.
o stay must be brief, Her-

bert,” he gaid. “I am dining with a
business friend at Lantham, and I have
not too much time.”

" No good offerin’ you a spread in the
study, then?” grinned Smithy.

"‘I.'il?l millmnm.ra llauihe% .

ank youw, no s I was
within a_few miles of the am
thought I would call in and see you
instead of writing. It's about the
vacation.” ;

“1 guessed it would be about that,”
remarked Bmithy.

Bohind the screen in the corner sat
a fat junior who had also guessed itl
And that fat junior grinned silently.

“Any chapnge in t programme,
father”" asked Smithy.

“Well, yes, that’s it.”

"¥You've thought of some new subject
to put intoe the busincss coursel®
grinmed Smithy. “Do you want me to
learn shorthand and typing?’”

*“The fact is, Herbert, I was very glad
— pleased indeed—when you
consented to take a business course of
instruction during the wvacation,” said
Mr, Vernon-Smith, “Taking such a
course will be of great bemefit to you
in the future. At the same time, it i3
a sacrifice of your holiday—""

“That's all right,”’ said Smithy,

“You will miss your friends—""

“I'va asked one chap to stay with
me, dad.”

Mr. Vernon-8mith started.

“My dear boy! How can you ask a
friend to stay with you, for & vacation
that i» to be spent in a quiet secluded
place in hard study?”

Behind the screen, a fat face changed
in exprossion.

Billy Bunter was beginning to under-
stand. :

“It's Bunter I've asked,’”” explained
the Bounder with & grin, “ Ha has been
trying to stick every man in the Remove
for the hols, me among the rest. I've
let him stick me—for a joke on the fat
bounder, I want to see his face when
he finds out what the vac is really going
to bo like! You don’t mind if I take
the fat idiot alongi"

Mr. Vernon-Smith leughed. .

“What sn absurd joke,'" he said.
“DPunter would scon get tired of a
holiday spent in studying book-keeping
and eommercial matters.” :

A fat fist was shaken behind the
BOTCeT.

Bunter knew néwl

This was the ghastly holiday Smithy
wae golng to have—and which Bunter
was to sharel

This was the joke that was making all
the Remove chortle!

Billy Bunter was strongly tempted
to arize in his wrath, hurl aside the
sercen, and confront the Bounder, and
pour on Smithy's devoted head the
torrent of his scorn and indignation.

But he remained wherse ho was. If
ha showed up, there was no doubt that
Smithy would kick him out of the study
~—hard |

Billy Bunter had often been kicked,
but he had never grown to like it. He
contented himself with shaking a fat
fist silently behind the screen, and like
Brer Fox lay low and said * nuffin.””

“You sen, it's a lesson to the fat
scoundrel,’” explasined BSmithy. “He
never gives a man & minute’s peace at
the end of the term. He's positively
dangerous at close quarters the last few

Tex Maioxer Lisgazy.~—No. 1,228,

days before we break up, So I thought
I'd pull his fat leg.”

“Well, well, never mind Bunter."”
Mr, Vernon-S8mith looked at his watch
again. “If you desire to adhere to the
programme for the wvacation, Herbert,
you are entirely your own master in
the matter."

BSmithy looked a little puzzled.

“I'm game,’’ he answered. “I can’t
gay I'm frightfully keen on it, but I'm
game, father.'

“But the fact i3, Harbert, business
calls me abroad, and it has occurred
to me that you might care to accompany
me on the trip. You have never seen
Africg——""

“ Africa!" exclaimed the Bounder.

“Probably, in your geography lessons
here, you have heard of Kenya—British
East Africa,” said Mr. Vernon-Smith.
“I have rather extensive interests in
that new country, Herbert, and some of
these interests call for my personal
attention. If, therefore, you would care
for a trip to EKenva in the hnlida:,l;g
instead of the programme we mapp
ot t—"*

The Bounder's eyes danced,

“If 1" he chuckled,

“¥ou like the i1dea?"”

“What-ho! Could I bring any of the
EE%}E:!‘E; ly, if like, T will gi

rtainly, if you like, I will give you
carte blmc{.a u:mjr that diractiﬂ& 03;1013
let mo know tho number, for booking
the berths, and so on.?

“ Redwing's gone to sea for the hols,
with his father,’”” said Bmithy. * Bat
& fow other fellows—-"'

“Certainly, cortainly. 1 am sorry I
could not let you know earlier, Herbert,
but, a&s you "know, my decisionm often
have to be taken suddenly. I bave an
opportunity of securing a great coffee-
glanting tract in Kenva, but it iz too

ig a thing to leave to agents. The
master's aye you know. r. Verncn-
Smith smiled. “At the present time,
I can secure this at a bargain price—
probably you know there 13 a world-
slomp going on just now, and coffes
has suffered like every other product.
There are mountains of unsold coffee
weighing down the market and the
whaole industry’s in a perilous state.”

“I've seen something of it in ths
papers,’” gsald the Bounder. Smithy,
schoolboy a3 he wes, took & keen
interast in matters that were far outside
the purview of other Greyfriars men.
He was probably the only Greyiriars
man who fully realised that he lived in
the big world, as well as m the little
world of the school. “ But, look here,
dad, according to all reports, the coffeo-
planting game is in a tottery state. Is
it a time for putting money into it?"

“ Exactly the time,” answered Mr.
Vernon-Smith Eaimll{.". “Exactly the
time for a man with keen judgment,
who can afford to let his money lie for
g few vears. The world-slump is on tha
turn, Herbert, next year will tell & very
different tale.”

“T know you know the game, father,"”
eald the Bounder.

* I fancy so,” said Mr, Vernon-Smiih,
with a complacent smile, “1 fancy so,
Herbert! While half the business men
in the kingdem are bemoaning the
slump, 1 am getting ready for the
return of prosperity which is at hand,
But never mind business matters—while
I am doing my business, you and your
friends will enjoy all sorts of trips, and
geo all sorts of sights, I am told that
the climate of Kenya is very pleasant
and healthy—it ia a coming country,
Herbert. 8o you like the idea?™
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*What-ho [**

*Buch a holiday will have educational
E]Eﬁ; ai{ Ymursa.’;t said bﬁ:}- Vernon-

mith, “*You wi ro acquire
as much useful knuwlasEq,, of ::. different
sort, as by takinf the business course we
had originally planned.”

“I shan't miss that, father,’”” eaid the
Bounder, with a grin. * Kenya for me,
every time,”

“Then it i settled."

The millionaire rose,

“1 ghall have to leave you now,
ch;lg-ertl Come down to the car with
me,

The Bounder left the study with his
e heir

en their footsteps died away down
the Remove assagu, a fat figure
emerged from behind the screen in tha

TCQroor.

“He, ha, hel”
Billy Bunter chuckled.
An expansive grin irradiated his fat

countanatoce,
“Beast! Taking a fellow inl™
murmured Bunter. “Beast| I kpew

there was mme{:hin%l on, the awful
rotter! But—he, he, hal”

Bunter blinked out of the study door-
way. The coast was clear, and the QOwl
of the Remove rolled away.

Smithy, by way of a sardonic joke,
Lhad asked Bunter for the vaecation,
which, as originally plaoned, Bunter
certainly would not have enj
Bunter undoubtedly would have l;glrmm
it up st a very early date. But the
chaoge in the programme made all the
difference! Instead of the dull grind
which Smithy had ﬂardﬂmﬂﬂi invited
Bunter to share, there was to be & trip
to East Africa—all expenses paid! No
wonder the Owl of the Remove chuckled
as he thought of it. Smithy had jested
not wisely but too well, and it locked
ns if the sardenio Bounder had over-
reached himself]

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Some Hike !

ARRY WHARTON glanced up
H as Vernon-Smith stopped at the
doorway of Study No. 1, and
gave the Bounder a smile and
a nod, The rest of the Co. lonked a
welcome. There recently boen a
little trouble between the Bounder and
the captain of the Remove, but it had
blown over, and of late Smithy scemed
to have heen trying to blot out the
memory of his offenccs. Wharton was
moro than willing to meet him half-way,
snd at present they were on better terms
than they had ever been before. So the
Bounder was * persona grata ™ in Study
No. 1, and he received friendly looks
from all the Famous Five as he strolled
in.
“Busy ¥ asked Smithy.
“*The busifulness it not terrifie, my
esteemed and absurd 8mithy.” answe
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Only drawing up a route,” said
Harry. “1 tol vou we're going
hiking in the vae, We're mapping it
out. Take n pew. old bean.”

“Hiking’s a good ides,”” said the
Bounder. “1 auppose vwou're not
specially particular where you hike ¥

“MNat at all.”™ [Haerry Wharton
langhed, *“If you've changed your
programine for the vae, Smithy, and
prefer hiking to bills of lading, come
along with us, and help us mop out the
route.’”

“(Glad to have you, old beasn,” said
Bob Cherry.
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“The gladinlness
ﬂiu" be preposter-

ous. .

“The fact is, the
Rregsamuols

oged,"”  sal 18
Bounder; “and if
you'll let me mg.ﬁ_geat
& route for hiking,

“Pleased I said
TFrank Nugent.

“One routc's as
good as another,
rcally, so long as you
hike,” snid Johony
Bull. *What's your
wdea of a route,
Bmithy 1"

“Well, on iny route
we should have to
begin on a train and
n steamer,” said the
Bounder. “That all
ﬁghb?"

‘To get to the
selected spot, you
mean?" asked
Harry. *“Yes, that's
gll right, of course
What's the big
idea 7*"

“Train to South-
nq:glon to begin
with,” said Bmithy,

“"Hampshire's all right for hiking,”
agrecd Bob,

“Bteamor from Southampton fto Mom-
basa [

The Famous Five jumnped,

“*Mombasa 1™

“¥os'

Y Where on carth’s Mombasa?” ejacu-
lated Nugent.

“British Bast Africa.”

“Is that a joke?” asked Wharton,
puzzled.

“MNot at all,
to Nairobhi—"

" Nairobi ! yelled Bob.

“That's in Kenyal" remarked
MNugent, “Capital or something.”

“Got it in one!™ assented Bmithy.
“Nairobi 15, 1 believe, a jolly pood
contre for hiking. You get trips on the
big African lakes; you can walk up

nt Kenya; you can hike in the
forest and the jungle; give the cannibals
a look-in—of courss, you'll bave fo bo
careful to keep outside them.”

The Famous Five stared blankly at
Smithy. .

“You're not serions?” asked Harry.

'“Ql.lltﬂ.”

“ 0 course, we'd like to hike abroad,
if it comes to that. But, my dear chap,
we con't work 1n trips toe Equatorial
Africa.”

Troin from Mombasa

“A bit nearer home, Bmithy!”
grinned Bob Cherry. * Bay, Surrey or
Sussex.”

“Yorkshire's all right,” =aid Johnny
Bull. “Youn can't beat Yorkshire.
What about Yorkehira?”

“7'll gshove tho cards on the table,”
said the Bounder, laughing, My
father's got o business irip on, lo
Kenya: and he's offered to take me and
any friends I ke to ask. I'm asking
vour fellows."

“0h!" exclaimed tha Famous TFive,
together.

“Catch on?” . ;

“The ecatchfulness is terrific.”

“0f course, you'll have to ask your
people,” said Smithy. *“Buot the party
will be in my father’s charge, so that
will be all right. Of course, the pater’s
gtanding the whole thing—you fellows
will bo my guests.  I'l be jolly glad
to have vou. if you'll come. I'm nsking
von lot first: I hope you'll come.™

“\Well,
breath away,” eaid Wharton, “Dut 1
don't think we shall have to ponder it
a lot. I'd be jolly glad of a trip to
Africa in the vao”

“Same here!"” sald Bob.

*“The samefuloess iz terrific,”

“Hiking in Kenya!” said Johnny
Bull, *Sounds good!" )

“ Jolly good!” said Nugent heartily.

The Bounder smiled genially. It was
evident that he was glad to have the
Cheery Co. as his companions on that

argeous trip.

a It's a go, then?” ho asked. y

“It's a go!” answered five voices In
unisan 3 :

(£ m E Il!

Tha ngfder. with & cheery nod,
furned to the door.

“What about Bunter? asked Bob.

“Oh gad!” Vernon-Smith gave a
start: he lind forgotten Bunter. *“Oh,
holy smoke! Bunter!™

-4 ¥fa, ha, ha!” roared Bob. “ You're
landed now, Smithy! You shouldn’t
have pulled his leg!™

The Bounder's face was a study,
expression made the Famous
chuek

it rather takes n fellow's

Tta
Five
le.

“J gay, vou fellows—" Eilly Dunter
blinked into the doorway. My pal
Smithy here? I sar, Smithy, old chap,
I__“_:i-l

Vernon-Smith drew a deep breath as
he looked at the fat Owl. ™ He was, as
Bob had said, landed now. As matlers
had turned out, it was his own leg he

ulled instead of the fat leg of William

corge Bunter.

He walked out of the study without
a word, ]

Bunter blinked after him, and then
turned  his bLig  spectacles on  the
grinning faces of the Famous Five.

“1 say, you fellows!
E‘.m‘nithjr‘l*j Has hoe told

Bunter broke off.

“Has he told us whoti'"

“QOh, nothing! I don't koow any-
thing about it vet, you know,” said the
fatuous Owl.

' About what®™

" MNothing, old fellow ™

Billy Bunter rolled away,

Haorry Wharton & Co.
glances.

“That fat chump knows alrcads,"
said Bob. . “He won'v let Smithy off !
We're landed with Dunter for the wip.,”

“Rotten!” said Johnny Bull,

“Well, perhaps a caonibal
gobble him——>»”

“IHa, ha ha!™ .

“ Anyvhow, we're for Kenwvat" said
Bob., “Fancy hiking on the jolly old
Equator! Some hike!”

“What-he ™

here was no doubt that the chums
of the Remove were locking forward to
that trip. Iiking on the Equator was,
as Dob declared, and his comrades
heartily agreed, “some "’ hike!

What's up with
;’uu-—u—“

exchanged

will

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bound for Alriea !
ILLY BUNTER wore a cheery

smile.
He wore, of course, other
things; but the smile was the

most noticeable.

Bunter was bucked, : _

If Bunter had been given his choice
of various woys and means of Eassmg
the vacation, probably he would havo
chosen that trip to Kenya. :

The chums u?tim Remove, like Lord

Tre Aacxer Lispsary.—No. 1,228,
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Lovell in the ballad, were keen on
travel, " strange countries for to see”
Bunter was not specially keen on that,
Eut it was a big trip—an expensive
trip—and all expenses wera paidl It
was something to tell fellows about
after the hols, Bunter would be
able to begin bis yarns with “When I
wae in  Kenya, you kpow—" or
“When I was shootiog lions m Central
Africa—"

Best of all, however, was_ the score
over Smithy! Bunter enjoyed that |

S0 did the ether Remove men.
When it came out that Smithy's joke
had turned agsinst himself, the KHe-
movites laughed over it more than ever.

Evory fellow knew exactly how much
3mithy wanted to take the fat, grumb.
ling, grousing, exasperating Owl of the
Remove to Eenya with himl _

But he was " for it * now; the invita
tion for the hols had been given and

ted; and Dunter was not likely to
let him off ; not if Bunter knew it!

Plenty of fellows would have been
glad enocugh to join 1m thet gorgeous
trip. EmIth{ would rather have had
sny one of them than Bunter. But 1t
was Bunter that he was going to have!

Bunter quite enjoyed the last day or
two of term. His smile was perpetual.

All the fellowa who were going with
9mithy had to ask their people’s per-
mission, Bunter among the rest. If the
Bounder hoped that permission might
not, in Bunter’s case, be granted, he
was disappointed. Bunter Court seemed
to want Bunter ﬁ“ﬂ“ much as Bunter

ted Bunter Court.
WTI! he was “for it the Bounder
msds up hig mind to it, and took
Bunter as cheerfully as he could. That
was the wisest way; for thore was no
hope that Bunter would come unstuck,
as it were. . ‘

The £at junior's beaming smilo was
more pronounced than ever when the
sehool %NI{E up. ) .

“Qas you in London, E-n:uthﬁ he
said. *“Rely on me, old chap—T'll be
right ng thﬁ it.tput! I won't let you
down, Smithyl” )

“'Fraid not!” agreed SBmithy.

Bunter doeided not to hear that.

#We ghall have to do some shopping,
of course,” he snid. * Tropical climate,
end all that! Tl come round with vou
and give you my advice, Smithy, I'm
sxpecting to get some rather handsome
tips from my people; so T shall be all
tight for money. In case of—of
secidents, you ecould lend ma a few

nds, what? After all, what's money
tween friends?”

And Bunter rolled away
spirits.

When, & few days later, the party
for Africa met at Mr. Vernon-Bmith's
palatial residence in Courtman Square,
Bunter was the earliest to arrive. He
was not letting his pal 8mithy down-—
an hizs pal Smithy feared he wonldn't!

T+ turned out that the handsomao tips

in high

from Bunter's people nob
materinliced ;  but, Fortunately, Mr,
Vernon-Smith  stood the necessary

expenses of the shopping required.
thnr a fow days E&pl‘ilgndan the party
togk the train for Southampton, where
they were to take the steamer. Harry
Wharton & Co. were in cheery spirits,
looking forward to the voyage, and the
Bounder was in a very good humour,
while Mr, Samue! Vernon-Smith was
good-tempered and genial. Billy Bunter
still wore the smile that would not come

off.

Perths had been bosked on board the
steamer, and the party went at ence
on board.

Tae Macker Lirnsey.—No, 1,223,

In beautifully ocalm westher, with the
gea like a pond, the steamer churned out
of the harbour.

In ecalm weather, when there was
hardly a ripple on the ses, Billy Bunter
was 8 good sailer. So long as the ship
kept & perfectly lovel keal he was as
hardy as a wiking, His first meal on
the steamer caused some curious glances
to be turned on him. Bunter really
looked as if he was bent on packing
:ri?n._‘? sufficient foodstuffs for the whole

ip.

VYWhen he rolled on the promenade
deck afterwards his motions were slow
and his breathing laborious, But as
et all was calm and bright, and

unter was enjoyving lifs.

“1 say, you fellows, the grub 1s good
on this steamer,” Bunter informed the
Famous Five. "I'll say this for old
Bmith—he does a fellow well i

“For whom?" asked a voice behind
Bunter.

The fat Ow] blinked round.

“Oh! I dide’t sea you, Bmithy! I
wazn't calling your pater old Smith, you
know. 1 wouldn’t use such an expres-
sion! You didn't quite catch what I
said, old chap.”

“¥ou fat 1diot—"

“ Ok, really, Smithy—-" )

The Bounder lounged to the rail and
stared away towards Ushant.
Bunter winked at the Famous Five.

" 0ld Bmith——"" he recommenced.

_ “Like me to kick you, Bunter?”
lnﬂlﬂﬂ:d Bob Cherry.

EEhT No. Wharrer you mean, you
581"

“Then speak of Mr. Vernon-8mith
2 bit moro respectiully, you fat hounder.
You're his guest,”

“The kickiulness is the proper caper,”
remarked Hurree Singh.

“Let's all kick him together,” sug-
gested Johnny Bull

“0h, really, you fellows! No larks
you know,” said Bunter. “I say, as i
was saying, the grub iz good. 0Old

Smith—— Keep off, you beast! I mean
Mr., Vernon-Smith seems to have picked
out & good steamer. You fellows feeling
queer yet "’

“No, ass!”

“Well, you will,” said Bunter, with
a grin, “You're no sailors, you know.
Not like me! Yve always boen a good
sailor. Life on the ocean wave, home
on the rolling deep, and all that, you
know. Like me to get you a basin,
Nugent "

* Fathoad 1™

“You'ro looking a bit green,
chap.™

“ Asg 1

“My dear chap,” said Bunter, argu-
mentatively, “you'ro no sailor, and
you're looking green; and I don’t mind
getting you a basin. Why not own up
to it¥ You're locking rather green, too,
Inky. '

* My esteemed DBunter—7""

*I mean as green as you can geb with
your stove-polish complexion, you know.
He, he, he!™

“We shall have to kick himn,™ said
Johnny Bull. “May as well kick him
first as last, zo far as T cou sce ™

S0k, mnl!iy Bull! ¥ou needn’t geb
bad-tempere beeause you feel it comin
on,” said Bunter., “*Like a basin? T’
call the steward, if vou like.™

As a mafter of fact, the Famous Five
werc quite good sailors, and in no
danger of sca-sickness, Bunter, though
he did not realise it, was in demﬁy

eril. The cargo he had stacked away
internally would have unsettled a Norso
Viking, when the sea bepan to stir.
And the stcamer was geiting out into
the ewell of the ooean now.

So far, however, Bunter was fecling

old

Billy f

THE MAGNET

all serene. He was prepared to defy
mal-de-mer, so long as it was not there,
and, being convinced that he was tha
only good sailer present, be found enter-
tainment in chipping the other fellows.

“Borry, Wharton, old chap!"” hae
grinned.

“EhY What aore you szorry ebout,
fathead ?'’ asked the captain of the
Romove.

“You look rather green and yellow,
old bean. Feel a sort of heave, like an

earthguake **  asked Dunter sym-
pathetically.

“Idiot I

“Might as well own up to it,” said

Bunter. " What's the good of hum-

bugging? 1 say, Nugent! Like some
fat n? He, he, hel”
Bob Cherry chuckled., The steamer

gave a pitch, a hint of what was to
come,

“Look out for squalls, Bunty,” seid
Bob. “"We're getting into a rough
patch and you're louded over the Plim-
goll line.™

Buntcr sniffed contempuuously.

“Oh, I'm all right,” ho said. “Right
as rain! I'm only racher anxzious sbout
you chaps—you're no sailors, you know.
You'll be doubled up in 2 few mninutes
and wanting the captain to turn haok.
He, be, he! liook here, don't make a
fuss when it comes on. Grin and bear
1t, you know. And 1 say---— (Grooogh |”

Bunter broke off suddenly.

The steamer pitched again, It pitched
agam and agamn, and yet agamn
change came over Hilly Bunter,

The Famous Five grinned.

“What about the {at bacon you were
speaking of, Bunter i"" asked Nugent,

“ Dooooogh 1"

“(Or '-'?QLEI:I sou like a drink of salad

oil T
“ Wooooogh !
“Anvthing the matter, old fat mani*

chuekled Baob.
“*No. Nano! I1-I'm & lendid
sailor ! groaned DBunter. “I haven't

eaten too much, and 1 doa't feel s-s-sick ]
I--1 frel s-s-m.splendid !

“¥ou look it!” grinned Johnny Bull

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Blessed 1f I ecan sce anything fo
cackle at! ['m us right as— grocoghl
I'm feeling as well as—oooogh ! f:'-m
never felt better in my—woooch! Owl
Wow! Grooogh! 1 say, you feliows,
hold me! Yaroooogh!"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Help! Water! Grooogh! Bteward!
Wooogh! Basin! Qoooch! Send for
a doctor ! Yooooch! T say, you fellows,
t-t-tell Smithy [Pve changed my—
groooh !—mind, and I'm not coming.
Woovoogh!  Tell the caplain te put
back at once! Coocoooh! Ow! Hﬂ?pl
Unuuouungeergee 1
 Billy Bunter was helped to his herth
Im a n:leﬁﬂp:*d and erampled corclition.
After which the juniors sauntered
cheerily on deck, while the Owl of the
Bemove—totally  deprived of  that
splendid dinner to which he had dona
meore than justice—lay in his bunk and
longed for death.

[T ST

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Throuzh the Red Sea !

ILLY BUNTER did not enjoy the
Bay of Biseny. That celobrated

B

was really on  its  best
. behiaviour; buat its best  hee
haviour wns too bad for Bunter. The

Owl of the Remove did not fee] that life
was  worth  living egain  until the
steamer sighted the Rock of Gibraliar.
Mot till they were steaming by the blue
Mediterrancan did William George
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Bunter begin to do real justice to the
“grub,” ]giut by that time the fat Owl
hud got his sca-legs, and he was able
to pack away the foodstuffs without dire
results aceruing.

The other fellows were gquite keen on
strange scencs and strange cities, but
Billy Bunter, when he was not eating.
was generally resting comfortably 1in
& dockehair., DBunter remembered the
long trip through the Mediterranean
chieflv as a series of enjoyable meals
and delightful naps., But when the
steamer put in at Port Baid, DBunter
gat up and took notice, as it were.

“1 say, you fellows, we ought to run
ashore here,” he said, *“I've heard
that this is a frightfully lively place.
What about it, Smithy 7"

“Nothing about it,"
Bounder,

“Of course, it would hardly suit these
fellows,” eaid Bunter, with a ‘pit-:.-'ing
blink at the Famous Five, “Let's leave
them here, and you and I get off and
paint the town red, Smithy. You're
rather gocy at Grey-
friars, you know.

answergd the

And Billy Bunter rolled away, to cut
short the dizcussion.

Bunter did noet paint the town rod at ©3

Port Said. That city with the salubzi-
ous reputation was left behind un-
painked by Banter, and the steamer
churned on through the Buez Cuanal to
the Bed Sea.

In the Red SBen it was hot.

That was quite a common stafe of
affairs, and the fellows had expected to
find it warm. Dut to judge by Bunter's
remarks, he scemed to take the view
that the heat in the Red Bca was a
malevolent trick that Nature was play-
ing on him personally.

“It's hot!" he said acceusingly, as
Mount 8Sinai disappeared astern. shEd
say, you fellows, it's hot! Beastly
hot I”?

“ Warmish 1" agreed Bob Cherry.

“The warmfulness cf the csteemed
gun is erateful and caminrtilng," ro-
marked ﬁurree Jamsct Ram Singh,

The Nabob of Bhanipur was haskin
in the blaze of sun-heat. It reminde

il

barren flats of Somaliland
and wide belore their

and the b
stretched far

‘@3,
Billy Bunter blinked disparagingly at
the Dark Continent.

“If that's Ienva, I doa't think much
of it!"’ he remarked.

Blr. Vernon-Smith smiled.

“That isn't Kenya: that is Somali-
land, Bunter,” he waid. “We are still
a pood many hundred mnules from
Britizh East.™

“Bomaliland, is 1t grunted Dunter.
“Well, it looks jolly dusty, and it
wasn't worth bagging.”’

“That is Italian Bomaliland,” said
Mr. Vernon-Smith,  “ British Somali-
Innd borders the Gulf of Aden. This
art was bagged, us you call it, by
bl

“Chanee for you to mug up some geo-
graphy, Bunter,” suggasted Bob Cherry.
“You'll be able to surprize Quelch next
term.””

Grunt from Bunter. e was not de-
sirous of surprising Mr. Quelch by
learning anything.

“We ghall be crose.

Fellows keoep on ; = = ! ing the line soon,”
wondering how it is H l remarked the
you don't get ow to : B?:.Edheg.. -
oo silly Owl!” Catapult the . | line™ asked Billy
“ Oh, really, Smithy ! MAGNET Boomerang. Bunter. He blinked
And I'm a bit of o . ‘b e round through _his
dog myself—" Quite a lengthy flight may big spectacles as if in
¥Do. you mean & obtained with the novel boom- expectation of seei
bit of a hog!"” erang Presented Free with this the line to whie
“No I don’®tl” week's Macner, and with onl $mithy ailuded.
roared Bunter. “And ordinary skill and a little ; "I\:'rnt a clothes-
if that's the way you practice you will soon become line " chuckled Bob
talk to a guest, an adept in making the boom- Clerry. 8 ;‘u ith 15
Smithy, I can jolly erang spin away and return means the jolly o
well tell you that I'H i to your hand smoothly. I'he El‘!:.lgt:;;tat 4 i

change into a home-

secret, of course, 1s to

hold

I u 2 P the

ward-bound steamer || the boomerang and shooter in the correct position, First loop the know what

hr_:re;" and chuck the i rubber band of the catapult in the notch provided in the boomerang, E "iif,f;f ﬁfﬁl. E;F“Dnntﬂ

“I“T;:" ; and hold it in position with your thumb and forefinger as shown in expect too much of

st 97 u dc'in t'dmeti“ the picture above. lncline the long end of the boomerang slightly hip®*

Hoagar fiosk. Moe towards the hand holding the catapult, then stretch the rubber gently “Oh really,
Y uli.ly woll dot!” and let T.—-. The boomerang will then spin away, curve round, and Bull-—""

With a little practice you can

i ; come sailing gracefully back to you. [ | “The BEguater, my
“E'd"fm?‘?]terclﬂliﬂh up gauge the strength of the elastic shooter to suit any distance, and once young friends,”” said
the trip if I call vou vou have acquired this knack you and your pals can arrange a match, Bob, "is an imagin-
a hopi” i the winner being the one whose boomerang is not only nearest a | ary line running

“1 jolly well will 1™ certain target—a cap on the ground will do—but whose boomerang | round the ml,iﬂdlﬂ of

“Good!”  said the makes the most perfect return fight. Get the idea, boys? Goed ! | tho globo. It ,rrim!
Bounder. ““Hog!” right round the jolly

“Wha-a-a-at 1"’ — = ! old world in the

“Hog " widest place, where

““Ha, ha, ha!"’ it is more extonsivo

“Now, if you speak to my pater he
will fix it up for vou to take the stcamer
home, Bunter.”

Herbert

Billy Bunter rlinked at
Vernon-Smith thrﬂuglh his big spoctacles
with a devastating blink.

“T°l call my pater——"

“You needo't trouble, old chap!”
said Bunter hastilv. “I wouldn't let
you down at thiz stage of the trip. TIt's
not my style to let a fellow down in
the hugidnys.”

“1 was afraid it wasn't

“Beast! T mean I'm sticking to you,
old chap! I can't say I like your
manners, Smithy, l'ut T'm seeing you
through. You'll need me to protect yon
when wo got to Africa. If we meet a
lion face to [ace—"

“The lion would only sce vour back,™

“PBeast! IF we foll in with a tribe of
cannibals vou'll be jolly glad to have
me with voau—"

“SVhat-ho! You'd last them a month,
unless they were 2 Yery numerous
tribe,” agreed the Bounder,  “ 8till, if
you're keen on that steamer home—"

# MNot at all, old chap!™

41%F
+

him of the torrid sunshine of his native
land.. But even the nabob admitted
that it was warm.

“It's putrid hot!” groaned Bunter.
He fanned a p&r&firmg, fat face. *1I
say, you fellows, don't know how a
fellow's going fo stand this |

“git down I”" suggested Johnny Bull,

“Don’t be o funny idiet! I'm
melting 1" i

“I fancy this will reduce DBunter's
weight,” remarked DBob  Cherry.

“ Blessed if I think he will weigh more
than a ton by the time we're through
the Red Sca !V

“DBeast I

Harry Wharton & Co. could not help
naticing that it was hot. Dut had they
not noticed it Bunter certainly would
hove brought 1t to their attention.
From the Suez Canal to Aden, William
George Bunter indulged in one long,
confinuous grousa,

But the norrow seas were left hohind
at last., and the steamer churned on
round Cape Cuardaful and ran on down
the East Coast of Afriea.

Harry Wharten & Co. looked with
keen interest at the shore. The steamer
passed within easy view of the shore,

than DBunter's waistcoat—"
“Ha, ha, ha!"

= [{r:n?'ﬂ’s right on the line,” went on
Bob. *“Mombasa, where we stop, 1s
south of the line, in the giddy southern
hemisplicre. ‘That's official; I've looked
it out on the chart. When we get to
Mombasa we shall be j!ally nearly seven

¥

thousand miles from home, Like o
learn  somothing about  Mombasa,
Bunter?'

"Nﬂ.ll

“1'11 tell wou. all the samoe—tho
stoward told me,” said Bob. * Mom-

basa is the chief port for Kenva, and
there's a railway up to Nairobi., It
has a native name—it's called some-

r

thing or other

“Sure you've got that right? osked
Harry.

“Well, it’s called something or other,
or what do vou call it——"

“Kisiwa Myita.” said BMr,
Smith, with o smile,

“71 kpow it wasz something or other,”
agreod Dob. *And I believe it means
somathing. oo

Ture Micser Lisnipy.—N-~ 1,223,
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“Isle of War,” psid Mr. Veroon-
Bmith

 "That’s it,” said Bob. *Membasa is

gifuated on an island, which is I forget
bow many mile long, by I can’t remem-
ber how many miles wide——"

“The exactfulness of thia esteemed in-
formation is terrifi,’’ remarked Hurree
Jameet Ram Singh.

e Hﬂ‘. hﬂ-, hﬂ- |1-|

“Wall, we shall gzee when we gei
thoro,' said Bob. It used to belong to
the Portuguess, It's very hot™

“Oh dear!" groaned Bunter,

“Poor old Bunter!"” said Bob. “He
logt & ton of fat in the Red Sea; he
will lose another ton at Mombasa,
There won't be more than a couple of
tons left of Bunter to put on the railway
to Nairobi.”

"BEH.E'[‘. i”

The steamer churned on down the
Enst African coast and duly crossed
the line, and arrived at long last at
Mombass—otherwize, Kisiwa Mvita,
the Islg of War. And the chums of
Greyfriars were glad enough to get

ora,

A e

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
“Bimbal **

ARBY WHARTON & CO.
H would rather have liked to
explore Mombaga, and make
& _trip to Pemba and Zanzibar,
but Mr. Vernop-8mith was s business
gontloman with no time to cut to waste.
After a couple of days at Mombasza
the Greyfriars party boarded the train
for Nairohi, and the sca was left behind
them. But the juniors found plenty to
interest them as the train climbed
!ﬂﬂher and higher on the journey

inland, . .
Tropical vegetetion met their eyes on
alt sides in wild luxuriance—coconut-
pelms, mangoes, bansnas, and other
trecs of which they hardly knew the
namcs—and a3 the train had an average
speed of ebout twenty-five miles an
hour they had plenty of time to see tho
scenery. It was hot, but it grew cooler
a3 they reached the uplands; and,
though it certainly was very dusty, only
ono member of the party grumhfed_ at
the dust. That one member certainly
put in enough grousing for the whole

arty,
P“’lgh'is is a jolly interesting spot !
Bob Cherry remarked when the train
grunted into Tsavo.

“What about it 1'" grunted Bunter.

*This is where the construction of the

line wans held up once upon a time by
jolly old lions." £

nﬂw III-

Billy Bunter blinked uncusily out of

train.
+ At Greyfriars, ond during the sea
voyege, William George Bunter had
spoken cheerfully—indeed, contemptu-
; —~of lions. He had spnounced his
intention of taking home a lion-gkin
to adorn Study Ne. T in the Remove.
Now that he was in the land of licns,
however, Bunter .egarded those fear-
soms beasts with much less confempt,
and considerably more uneasiness.
_“I-1 say, you fellows, are there any
licne in Kenva now I™ he asked. '

“Tots and lots!"” answered Bob.

*“The lottulness is terrifiet”

“Thera’s & station on this line called

Ein:!ba," said Bob., “8imba 13 the
pative namo for lien, my beloved
'earers."

“I—I soy, do—do they ever get on
the train” asked Bunter.

Bob Cherry winked at his chuma,

* Iwonder " ho remarked. “ Anyhow, if
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& lion gets on the train, old bean, you'll
hear him roar. Listen for a jolly old
lion’s roar, you men."”

With grave faces the juniors bent
their heada to listen. Billy Bunter
listemed with all his ears, the perspira-
ticn on his fat brow. The thought of
a huge lionm, with tawny mane; leaping
on the train and making a mezl of ono
of the passengers, was extremely un-
comfortable to Bunter; especially as any
lion who knew his way about would be
protty certain to select Bunter !

“Hark!” oxclaimed Bob suddenly.

There was a loud snorting sound !

* Is—is that a lion?” gasped Nugent.
“Help!"

Snorrrrrrect !

“Ow! EKeep him off|” yelled Bunter.
“I any, vou fellows, you get in front of
mo! I say, I'm gefting off this train!
I say, I'm going home! I say, I'm not
going to be eaten slive by lions to
plﬁa&a you beasts! Help!”

Ha, ha, ha!® _
“Help!” wyelled DBunter. "“Fire!
Polica! Help! EKeep him off [

The dreadful sound was repeated, and
Bunter made & wild plunge to get off
the train.

; TLm Co. grasped him and dragged him
a0k,

“You silly ass—" gasped Wharten.

“Leggo! Help! Yooooop!”

“It isn’t a-lion, you silly chump
yelled Bob Cherry. “It’s the engine,”

“Wha-a-a-t3"

“Ha, ha, ha!" ’

The train was moving on out of
Teavo. DBilly Bunter plumped hack into
his seat. He realiscd that that dreadful
snorting sound proceeded from the
engine, not from the deep throat of
Simbe,

“You—yon beasts1” he gpasped.

“Ha, ha, ha!l” ]

“I—I zay, vou fellows, I—I knew it
wasn't & lion, of course! I—I'll bet I
made you fellows think I was fright-
ened! He, he, hel"”

“You jl::,llg well did!” chuckled Eob.

“Lions don't really get on the trains,
old fat man,” said Harry Wharton,
laughing.

“ Besides, if there's a lion about, the
natives will ell slart yal]ing‘l ‘ Bimba,”
which is their name for a lion!"™ =said
Bob, with another wink at his chums,
“PDon’'t be alarmed #ill you hear them
calling out * Simba,’ ofld fat bean.”

“T'm not likely to be alarmed '™ said
Bunter. *“You f}i::i.laws may be! I think
that's very likely! I'm not that sort, I
hope.””

“0Oh, my hatl”

“Nothing to be afraid of if a lion
did turn up,” seid Bunter. With the
train in motion again Bunter’s terrors
had wanished and he was as bold as
Simba himself. " You quell wild beasts
with yvour eyve, vou know., They can’t
face the human E{E-”

“Then you ought to ba all right with
four to fix on him,” remarked Bob.

“Beast! If a lion on this train
I should simply quell him with my aye,”
sajd Bunter, “Of course, it needs
pluck. That's where I come in strong.
You fellows needn’t be afraid of ligns
so long as I'm with vou."

And Billy Bunter, sasy in his [at
mind now, leaned back and went to
gleep; and the deep and resonant snore
that proceeded from him might almost
have made some of the other passengers
suppose that there was, after all, a lion
aon the ftrain.

It was some hours later that Bunter
awoke, as the train stopped once more,
He blinked out st the station,
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“I smy, 12 thiz where wo get grubt”
ha asked.

“ Not yet,"” said Bob “We grub- ad
Kiv—'

“0Oh, don't be an ass!” said Bunter
peevishly., “Think I don’t know we're
saven thousand miles from Kew !

“Ha, ha, ha!” '
Bi;;;:Hﬂt Kew, fathead—EKiul!" chuckled

“Wall, what's this place!™ grunted
Bunter, He was not much interested in
a station whera there was no refresh-
ment department,

“Simba! Simba!”
VLo,

Billy Bunter jumped.

“Wha-a-t's that? What's that nigger
shouting " he gasped.

* Bimba ! shouted the native porter.

"“Ow! Helpl”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You gilly idiots!’’ roared Bunter.
“ Simba means lion! T say, you fellows,
there’s a lion! Help! I'm going home,

“Hold on!"” gasped Harry Wharton.

But thig {ime the juniors were too latg
to stop the fat Owl! Ho made s flying
leap from the train,

Mr. Yernon-8mith, who was trewalling
in the next car, had alighted to strate
his legs a little, and he stared blankly
at the terrifed Owl.

‘" Here, Bunter——"" he exclaimed,

“Yaroooh I

“What's the matter with the boy?
You'll lose the trainl We stop here
only a few minutes !

came & calling

E13d HE]P 17" ) ]
“(Goodness grocious, what is  tha
matter? Bunter!”

“I'm going back!” howled Bunter.
“Haolp! (Get a gun or somethingl
Shoot kim! Somebody shoot him 1™

“Shoot whom " stuttered the amazed
Mr. Vernon-8mith. “Is the boy madi"

“The lion!" welled Bunter.

“Grozt gad! -There is no lion—what
do you mean ¥

“SBimba!" called out ancthor native
porkear.

Bunter dodged round the portly form
of Mr. Vernon-3mith. If there was a
lion looking for a meal at that wa]i'aida
station, Bunter preferred the plump
millionaire to get the frst bite.

“"Keep him off " he yelled.

“"Ha, ha, ha!™

“Eeep whom off 7" howled Mr, Ver-
non-Smith. “Are you out of your
songes? What are you afraid off’

“Can't you hear that niggeri”
shricked Bunter. “He says there's s
lion——"

“"What? What?! Tho man was gall-
ing the name of the station!" gasped
Mr. Vernon-Smith.

H-Eh?ﬂ

“This station i3 called Bimba—"

“Oh!"” gasped Bunter. :

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the juniors.

Mr, Vernon-8Smith stared at them and
then stared at Bunter, and then his
perplexed and angry face broks into a
smile.

“You foolish bovy!" he exclaimed,
“The namo of the station i# Simba:
there is no lion anywhere near the
place! CGet in, and don’t ba a
frightened young ass”

Billy Bunter crawled back into the
train.

The juniors chuckled loud and long as
the train rolled out of Bimba. Billy
Bunter glared st them with a glare that
nearly cracked his spectacles. But he
smiled again when the train stopped at
Kiu. There were refreshments at Kiu.
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THE NINTH CHAPTER,
A Walk Round Nairobi ]

ATROBI lay shim-
mering under
the tropical sun,
The capital of

“British East” looked
a pleasant place to the
eyes of the Greyfriars
fellowa,

Trus it looked very
large for its population,
having obviously been

lanned on very hopeful
ines. And the gal-
vanised iron buildings of
the ocarly cays had not
vot all given place to
more permanent strue-
tures. But Harry Whar-
ton & Co. liked the look
of MNairabi,

All gorts of races were
to be szecen there; the
white European, ihe
dusky Hindu, the sleek
Parsen; the muscular
Kikuyu, the tall, proud
Masai; even the black
bushman from the far
interior, ws well as
Somralis, Arabs, and
Jews,

Mr, Vernon-8mith had
teken up his quarters
at the Planters’ Hotel,
where rooms had been

ed long in advanco
for the party. In their
first walk down Bixth
Avenue the chums of the
Remove had a view of
the varied life of
Nairobi, and as the day
was fine and clear they

had a glimpse of
the soowy summit of
Mount Kenya in the far distance—ihe
gigantio mountain  towering over

ﬁ}Ehtl??nh :]]:mﬁnﬂd fect, on the summic
of whick dwells N'ga), accordi |
Dediaf of the pativas. " osonding o tha

“Jolly place!” said Bob Cherry.

“The jollifulness is terrific!” agreed
Hurree Jomset Ram Singh,

“It's still hot,” gaid Bunter. *Not
bhot like the beastly Red Sea, or the
putrid Gulf of Adon; but hot.”

“The hotfulness is a boonful blessing,
my esteemed Bunter,” remarked Inky.

Y1 suppose you'd like it, being a
nigger,”’ assented PBunter. “All the
other miggers hero don't seem to mind,”
B" My ’?stanmm:l and  excerable

up

“N'gai can't find it very warm, I
fancy,” obeerved Bob Cherry, staring
up towards the distant gleam of whita
in the clouds that was the summit of
Mount a, .

And the ]‘_iluninrs grinned., If N'gai
dwelt on that snowy summit, he cer.
tainly could not bave suffered from the
trn]]?mal heat.

The juniors walked out of the town in
the direction of the suburb of Park-
lands. Thers was no doubt that it was
warm in Nairobi; but the air was clear,
and the climate undoubtedly good.
L hey turned from the reoad into a path
that led under shady trees, and after
following it for about a mile, reached
a spot where a little rivulet, trickling
dﬂ:lr:n from the uplands, crossed the
path.

“1 sav, yvou fellowsg—"

Bunter stopped.

“Come on, fathcad!” said Vernon-
Smith impatiently, “The water’s not
six inches deep.”

“I'm not going to get my fect wet,
Smithy."

Jump it, then, ass! It's enly six

“¥You cam jump six feet, Bunter,"”
gald Harr;r.

“I can jump farther than any other
fellow heres, and chance 1t!" answercd
the Owl of the Remove. " But it's too
hot for jumping,’’

“My esteemed, idiotic Dunter——"

“1 say, you [ellows, you can join
hands and carry me across, if you like,"
auﬁ%c:!-ted Bunter.

h, my hat!”

“1 don’t think the six of us could
mana it, old fat bean,” said Bob.
Y Oar ?iamit 13 o tom,"

“ Beast 1"’

Bunter sat down at the foot of a shady
tree near the little stream. Bunter was
tired. A mile and a half waa quite
gnough to tire him. He had more to
carry than the other fellows.

Vernon-Smith glared at him.

“* Are you coming on, you fat chump "
lie demanded.

"Nol™ sna{nﬁmﬂ Bunter.

“Then we'll leave you to 1t."

“I say, you fellows, if wvou think
you're going to leave me here to be
caten by lions and cannibalsg——"" yelled
Bunter,

“Rot ! said DBob Cherry cheerfully.
“If a lion ate you. a cannibal couldn't.”

“Look here—"?

“And if & cannibal ste vyou, there
would be nothing left for the lion.”

“ Beask
“Tets rest o bat,” said Harry
Wharton. “Thqn if Bunter can't got
on, we'll turn Inm over and roll him
along like a barrel.”
"(’fmd agp 1"
he Bounder grunted, but he gave in.

Not for the first time Smithy repented

e
The ** arm-chair ** ceased to exist as Vernon-Smith suddenly let go of Bob Cherry’s hands. Splash |
** Yarcoooh ! ** There was a flendish yell as Bunter sat in the siream.

13

him of that little joke et Groyfriars
wlieh lad landed hin with Willinm
LGeorge Bunter for the vacation.

“Hallo, hallo, hallol There’s a jolly
old native !” remarked Bob Cherry,

The juniors looked with intorest at &
tall, powerful men who was epproach-
m;ﬁtim stream from the other sido,

e was a dark-skinned Kikuyu, and
tlie fact that be was dressed in monkey
sking showed that he came from the in-
terior. The white cotton “koanzun ' was
the usual dress of the natives in Nairobi,

Hea was o man of splendid physique,
with a dark face and flashing, black
ayes, Ho came swinging on towards
the stream, and as he come near it he
stooped ond picked a stone out of the
carth, carrying it in his haud as he
approached the stream.

“1 say, you fellows, if that nigger ia
going to chuck stones——" hegan Billy
Bunter, blinking uncasily at the big
Kikuyu.

* Fathead 1"

“Well, he jolly savage
brute—"

“ Shut up, vou ass! He will hear you
in & minute. Lots of tha natives speak
English, fathead 1'* gaid Harry.

1 don't like that nigger’s looks——*

“Bhut up I

' Look here, you beast, I can call a
nigger a nigger if I jolly well like! T'll
jolly wall ltek hima i3 I likel” seid
Bunter independently,

“You fat idiet—"

" Deast—"

“What's the man up te?”’ said Bob
euriously.

The tall Kikuyn had reached the
water, ovidently intending to wade
across, Before stepping in he cast the

(Continued on page 16.)
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stone from his hand down on the bank,
where the juniors now obscrved that
there was already a little Fil& of stones.

Then the native came splashing across
the shallow stream to the path by the
side of which the Greyfriars fellows sat
under the troe.

“What on earth did the Biilgr
do that for?" asked Bunter.
E&Iﬂﬁ?" :

The tall Kikayu's dark, flashing eyes
turned ou the juniors under the tree.
From the expression on his face, they
could seo that he understood English,
and probably he did not feel Hattered at
hearing himself deseribed as a silly
nigger. .

*Will vou shut up, Bunterf{" hissed
Johnny DBull,

“No, 1 Ii-:rllg.r well won't '™ answered
the fat Owl. “Lhe nigger doesn’t under-
st:&nd, you ass ! And I don't care if he
did.”

“0 Bmall Fat One,” said the Kikuyu,
speaking in Enoglish, but in the idiom
of his own tongue. My ears hear you,
and if these words were spoken in the
forests of Masalindi, you should feel the
cutting edge of my spear.™

“ Oh crikey I gasped Bunter,

He was glad to sce thet the Kikuyu

had no spear about him at the moment.
No doubt he lefi that implement at
home when he paid a visit to the city of
the white mastors of the country.
_ “Jolly lucky for you that you're not
in the forests of Masalindi, wherever
they mav be, Bunter!” grinned Bob
Cherry. i

ﬂ‘_‘ I—1 say, you fellows, keep hum
n ———

“"Ploase do not be offended, O
Kikayu!" said Harry Wharton politely.
“The Small Fat One 15 & fool, and does
not know what he says.”

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Shut up, vou fat duffer! It would
serve you vight if the man kicked you I
snapped the captain of the Remove,

“Why, vou beast—->"

“ Awfully sorry, old bhean ! said Boh
Cherry affably. “The Small Fat One is
merely a prize idiot."’

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

The frown faded from the face of the
tall Kikuyu.

“Aly cars hear you, O handsome and
noble stranger,” he =aid, inclining his
hoad. “And wvour words are pleasagt
to the ears of Kikolobo.”

And with that, the tall Kikuyu passed
ﬂﬂn i}iu way, much to the relief of Billy

unter.

nigger
Iz it a

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Wet ]

ABRBBRY WHARTON & Co.

H watched Kikolobo, the Kikuyu,

out of sight. They had already

. .. soeen plenty of the Kikuyu in

Nairobi, The servants at the hutcfwere

mostly of that raer, and there were
Tue Muexrer Lrmnany.—No. 1,228,

lenty in the slreets. Bub the man irom
Elaaalindi was new to them. Kikolobo,
the warrior from the wild interior, was
very different from the aivilised Kikuyu
who wers househoys and hotel servants
and porters. HMe lopked cvery inch a
fighting-men, and it was casy to imagine
ham with a rhinoceros-hide shield oo his
arm, and a fashing spear in his sinewy
hand, It did not occur to any of the
juniiors just then, however, that they
were destined to seo Kikelobo again,
and in his fEghting outfit. The future
held uniorseen adventurcs for the chums
of the Greviriars Remove.

“1 say, vou fellows, I'm glad that
beast has gone,” said Bunter. "I dare
say he's a canmibal. I'd a jolly good
mingd to kick him for lus check ! Nigpers
uught to be kicked, you know.”

“The kickfulneszs of the esteemed and
idiotic Bunter is the proper caper,’ re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ham Sipgh.

“ Beast 1

“\Well, are we going on, or are we
sitting here to listen to Bunter's bright
and improvin® conversation '’ asked the
Bounder sarcastically.

“Let's get on,” said I-Iarrlg+ .

“1 gay, vou fellows, if you like to join
hands and carry me. across the water,
I'l go on. I'm pof going to get my
feot wet™

“Our feet don't matter?” asked the
Dounder.

“Yea, old chap!' assented DPunter.

“That's all right! Don't be selfish, you
know 1" :
“Wall, Il lend s hand,’ said

Vernen-8mith, “If Bunter wants to be
carried across, let’'s carry him!”

“Rot ! prunted Johnny Bull.

“WMy dear chap, isn't Bunter the only
fellow who mattors? Bear o hand, one
of yvou!l"

Bob Cherry grinned, He guessed that
if the Bounder helped to carry William
(George DBunter across the rivelet,
Bunter would not reach the other side
in & dry state.

“Right-ho " he said. *“Here you are,
Banter 1"

Billy Bunter detached himself from
the earth with a grunt, Bob Cherry
and the Bounder joined hands, making
o seat for him. The fat junlor sas
in the “arm-chair® and clutched the
two Removites round the neck.

“Carcful | b “Mind you

a grunted.
don’t dr?!p me " i

“The dropiulness would be & terrifie
disaster ' murmured Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry as
Bunter's considerable avoirdupols was
hesved up. * Buck up, SBmithy—1I can't
stand the sirain long!” )

“Heave ahead, my hearty I” grinned
the Bounder. ] )

Almost staggering under the weight
of the Owl of the Remove, the twe
juniors bore him down inte the
stream.

Stepping into the shallow water they
had to get their feet wet, but that, as
Bunter had remarked, did not matter.
They were not Bunter's feet.

rest of the fellows looked on
from the bank, grinning. They had a
strong suspicion that something was
ﬁmng to happen to Billy Bunter before

e roached the farther side of the
stream.

That suspicien was well founded.

The stream was shallow—hardly more
than a foot deep in the middle, In the
middle, the Bounder came to a stop.

His hands suddenly lot go ob
Cherry's. The “arm-<chair ! ceased to
exist all of a sudden.

Splash |

Mahomet's coffin, according to the
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legend, remains suspended mid-w
between the earth azfip the beavens. Ik
was rather unfortunate for
Bunter that he was not built on the
same lines as Mahomet's coflin, Thoe
mement . he was left without visible
means of Buﬁmrt, Bunter obeyed the
well-known law  of gravitation and
gtarted downwards.

There was a splash and & yell as ha
sat in the stream.

“ ¥ayoooooh

““He, ha, ha!” )
“Yoooooop! Ow! Whooop!" roarad
Bunter. “ You've dropped me! Owl

I'm wet! Beasts! Wow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniars.

Bunter sat in_the water which flowed
round him, It washed round his
extensive equator as he sat and roared.

Bob Cherry and the Bounder stepped
out of the stream. heir feet were
wet, but they felt that it was worth
while getting their feet wet in the
cireumstances. More of "Bunter than
his feet was wet,

“Ow!  Beasts! Help!"” roared
Bunter, “Yaroooh!™

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“Look out for crocodiles, Bunter I*
3'%1‘1-&& Jahuny"ﬂull.

a

Oh erikey !

Billy Buater fairly bounded up. He
was aware that thers were crocodiles
in the rivers of Kenya; though it was
really unlikely that thers would be
any in that little rivulet Howing through
fields of Indian corn. But the mere
mention of crocodiles was enough” for
Bunter.

He serambled frantically out of the
water.

“Ow! Kcep them off I™ he roared.

* Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter staggered up the bank and
fcll gasping on his hands end knees
The Bounder stooped over him and
pinched a fat ¢alf. There was a fearful
vell from Bunter, In his fat imagina.
tion he felt the jaws of & crocodile.

“Ow! He's pot me!” yelled Bunter,
“Help! Dragmmofi! Rescuel I say,
you fellows! Help!”

“Ha, ha, ha!" ghricked the juniors.

“Beasts! He's bitten my %eg off [
velled Bunter. *' Help!™

“Ha, ha, hat®

The Owl of the Remove staggered to
his feet., Rather to his surpriusi he
discovered that he had still two e&.
He blinked wildly round for the
crocadile. But there was no crocodile
to be seen. .

“1 say, you fellows, he—he—ha hit
me [* pasped Bunter. I felt bis
fearful jaws—"

“Ha, ha, ha !

“There's a fearful wound
:%uﬂ ha, ha!” beasts™ o
¥, You—you—you beasts,” pga
Bunter, “It wase't a croo at a,l?p—il‘-

wae some beast pinched me—"'

£l Ha.-\’ h&-. ha. !JJ‘

"tI say,  you awlul beests, I'm all
W t—'

“You'll soon get dry in the sun®
said Harry Wharton, laughing, *Come
on. Do you want to be carried across
HE?EII; ar will T?u jum E" P

“Caoarry yvou if you like, an,*
ssid Bab, ~ ? '

“ Pleased ! chuckled the Bounder.

But Bunter decided to jump it.

“Thn tired |

[ 1 I
“ Bosh 1

“I can gco & rickshaw coming—™

in my
le

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Flecing Man [

SAY, you fellowg——"
‘IE

Il.l‘
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“More rats!®

“Look hers, you beasts, I'm golng
to hava a lift back " roared Bunter.

The juniors had sauntered on another
mile or so; or rather, the Co. and the
Bounder had sauntered, and Eilly
Bunter ﬂ?iugg'ed on behind, grunting
and puffing and blowing. o

Harry Wharton & Co, were enjoyin
their ramble round the environs
MNairobi. Naturally they wented to see
as much as they could, as Mr. Verpon-
Bmith was resuming his journey the
next day, and they were to accompany
him to the plantation he had to indpest.

Billy Bunter, however, was not much
interested. Nothing would have induced
him to remain behind st the hotel, but
after a coupla of miles or so, Bunter’s
idea was to head for home, and a rest
and 2 feed, which was not the idea of
the other fellows at all.

From the rugged path under the
trees, the juniors had emerged into a
welldaid road. one of the many that
radiated from Nrirobi. Two or three
motor-cars whizzed by them, followed by

longing blinks from Bunter. Then,
when a rickshaw camo in sight, Bunter
halted.

The

juniors had observed that the
“iinrikgha * was & common mode of
transport in Nairobi, ea in the cities
of the Bast they had once vigited. They
had not expected to see one so far out
of the town, however, and it would
have passed them unheeded but for
Bunter. But Buntor was not likely to
let  anything pass unheeded that
promised a rest for his fat little legs.
“Oh, let him have a lift, and be
blowed to him,” grunted Johony Bull,
“He can go back and leave us to it1”
“1 gay, you fellows, I think you'd

better come back too——"*
“Fathead I
“Y eay, call that rickshaw man

before he gets away!™

It was an empty rickshaw that was
returning  to s town, apparently
after taking » passenger out to some
distant residence. A coolie in a dingy
kanzu ran lightly between the shafts of
the little two-wheeled carriage. He
came willingly to a halt as the juniors
beckoned to him; probably glad to
pick up & passenger on his return
journey.

“VYou like rickshaw, sar?” he said,

rinning  cheerfully. “Take you
ﬁlil‘ﬂbl, twa rupee. Yes!”

“Tt's worth two hundred to get shut
of Bunter!” remarked the Bounder.

“0Oh, really, Smithy! If that's the
way you talk to & gues 4

“Roll in, Bunter,” said Bob. ".And

easy—if you plump Four weight

wn, the bottom will fall out of the
ﬁukaBimw l;"

£ 11 E.I:I.E.'b ]

“You go to Planters’ Hotel at
Nairobi,” said Harry Wharton te the
rickshaw coclie, bhanding him three
T 8.

"E‘.’?& 35.1:! Bﬂa'rvjr !1”1

¢ in, Bunter !

| a.fy, you fellows, you'd botler
come—-"

“Do you think there's room for the
Ehnli fﬁmily in one rickshaw 7" asked

TRN ugent.

“We]l,hgmf; Efllﬂfw:-mﬁn walk jrug
geem to be fond o ing,”’ grinne
Bunter, - 'i[;:he man can go slow, and

ou can walk!"

Y ‘p‘rile’ra ni:rt. guingb::mk till sundown,”

(48 1 53

“ﬂ 'i.lri:f };}n:’tr?; g E:.iﬂ the Bounder.
;Yt:f nﬂn ﬁe& whdﬂn you got to the

0 all goes down on my pader’s
bill. - Tou ['.E.!IIE burst yourself :'rall; over
Nairobi, if you like™

Bunter snorted,

Reaolly, there was nob much danger—
to the town in

if any—in rolling back
the hght-running rickshaw b
But Billy Bunter suspected

himself.

that a lion

might jump out of the meire fields.

And he was not quite sure that the rick-
straw coolie was not a csanibal. 8till,
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on reflection, he derided that those re-
mote dengers wete préferable to exer-
tion, and the prospect of another feed
ﬂt??]m Plantera' tempted him.

He procecded to wedge his fat person
into the rickshaw. .

Harry Wharion & Co. waited to see
him off ; not displeased at tho Ernupant
of continuing their ramble without the
fascinating society of W. (¢. Bunter.

“Hallo, hallp, hallo ™ ejaculaded Bob
Cherry suddeniy. “That merchant
must ii;a looking for sunstroke.”

There was a patter of running feek
on_the road.

From the direction of Naircbi o man
came in sight, running hard in the bril-
liant sunghine, i

The Greyiriars fellows looked at him
curiously.

The grestest heat of the day was
over:; but it was still hot, end the sun-
shins fell on the road in & blinding tor-
rent of light. Energetic as they wers,
the chums: of the Remove would not
have cared for a foot race in that
tropical blaze. _

Why the man was tecring along at
such a rate was rather a mystery, un-
less he was some wrong-doer, and the
askaris were after him, i

But they could ses no sign of &
pursuer.

Tha man had a dark, swarthy, sun-
burnt face, but his thick moustache was
of a light Saxen hue, and his eyes a
light blue, which locked odd enough in
so dark a foce,

He was evidently & European, but he
looked as if there was & generous
of native blood in him.

Ho breathed in gasps as he ran, and
the perspiration was streaming down
his swarthy face. 'I'wice the juniors saw
him glance over his shoulder as if in
fear of pursuit,

Ho was so precccupled with what

might be behind him, in fact, that he

gavo no attention to the roed in front.
And he was hardly a dozen yarde from
the Greyfriars group by the rickshaw
when he perceived them.

He came to a sudden halt, R

There was fear snd savage MEE in his
swarthy face as if he looked for
enemies; but a sccond glance perha
reassurad him as he discerned that the
group ahead were boye. Perhapa he
had, for the moment, feared to me
askariz—the native military polica

His halt was only momentary; he
camn running on, and stopped by the
rickshaw, breathing in great gulps.

“Rickshaw, boy! Here!” he panted.
“ Ach, ach!”

Then he discerned the staring, fat
faca and glimmering spectaclos of
Billy Bunter in the rickshaw, and made
& gesture to him to got out.

“Here, hold onl!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton warmly, “This rickshaw iz
engaged.” L

“English fat gentleman in rickshaw,
sar,” said the coolie.

The swarthy man gave a snarl.

He reached into the rickshaw, and
grasped Bunter by a fat arm.

“Ach!” he panted. “Get out!
Quick! I want that rickshaw! (el
out, you fool I"

“0Oh, my hat!” Bob
Cherry.

“ Look here—"

“Stand back !

“1 say, you fellowal” yelled Bunter.
“Keep him off! He's not going to
hava my rickshaw ! Draggimoif [

The swarthy man with the light blue
eyes did not heed the jumiors,
dragged savagely at Bunter's arm, to
hook him out of the rickshaw. The
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coolic stared at him in astonishment
mixed with fear. DBut the juniors
ind neo frar of the man, and they were
not likely to submit to such high-
handed proceedings,

Three or four pairs of hands were
luid on him, and he was jerked bodily
Lack, and compelled to let go Bunter.

He swung round on the juniors, his
eves Dlazing.

“Fnols ! Stand back!” he snapped.

“You checky sweep!” roared Dob
Chierry indignantly. *Who the dickens
arc you! And what the thump do you
think vou're up to?"

; “Ii'ac-h, stand back! Dummkopf, stand

ack 1"

‘Tlie European portion of the swarthy
man was apparently Toutonic. Prob-
ably lie belonged to German last Africa
—German no longer since the War,

“ Dummkopf yourself, old bean !” said
Bob. “I believe that means bleckhead,
or fathiead, or something. You must be
a fathead to think you ecan bog a fcl-
low's rickshaw lika this.” N

“Ach! Will you stand aside?
roarcd the swarthy man furiously.

“Lortainly not 1™ execlaimed Wharton
apgrily. _ “ What the thump do yon
moan? You ecan’t have that rickshaw.

“Look out!” yelled Jolmny Bull.

There were sturtled exclamations
from the juniors, and a howl of alarm
from the rickshaw coelie, ms the man
whipped a revolver from his hip. The
barrel glinted in the sunlight as he
threw it up, his finger on the trigger,
his light cyes blazing.

“Now stand back!” he snarled.
*You—you fut fool! Geot out of that
rickshiaw ! Quick, or—"

With a howl of terror Billy Bunter
rolled out of the rickshow, headlong

into the road.

gl

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Handling a Ruffian !

ARRY WHAWTON & Co. stared

H blaukly at the desperate man.

That he was some

breaker, in instant fear of pur-

suit, ihey had no doubt now. nly

thiat could nceount for his lawless at-

lcmpt to seizo the rickshaw under the
muzzle of 8 revolver,

That he was utterly desperate, there
wai no guestion. The fear and fury in
his light, blazing eyes, told that only
too plainly. o

Tho juniors backed from the glinting
revolver.  Thoy were, of course, un-
armed. There was not even o stick in
the party, save the light Malacca canc
the Bounder carried.

Yernon-Smith’s %rusp closed hard on
that cane; but he backed with the rest.
There was murder in the glaring oyes
over the revelver.

“*Look here—" gaspad Nugent.

“Enough! Back! Bilence, you!”

The man smarled out the words, and
then turned to the staring coolic. The
rickshaw was his now, and he evidently
did not cxpeect the schoolboys to altempt
to argue with a revolver.

There was deep wrath and indigna-
tion in their faces. Dut it was not only
their resentment of the rullian's high-
handed proceedings that they were
thinking of. They had no doubt that
the man was a law-breaker on the run,
and by letting him have the rickshaw
they would be helping him to escape
justice. A lift in tho rickshaw might
very likely mean all the difference be.
tween escape and capture. It was ob-
vious that the man with the light eves
bBaped so.
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law-

out of reach,

o—go—go fust I™

“Turn round, and .
o woids to the

e snapped out t
scared coolic.

“Yes, zar,” gasped the brown man.

The Eugitiwz sceambled into the rick-
shaw., ‘The revelver was still in his
hand, but he conliemptuounsly disre-
Fnrd&d the juniors, evidently in the be-
ief that he had frightened them off
with his weapon.

In that Belief he was mistaken.

As he turned and scroambled into Lhe
vehicla the Bounder made a sudden
epring, and creshed tho cane on the
back of his head.

The cane was not @ heavy one, but
there was all the Bounder's strength in
the blow, and the man reecled under it.
Hea fell forward, halfi in the rickshaw,
dazed for the moment. In one more
moment there was ne douwbt that hoe
would have been up again, and the re-
volver would have been spitting death
at the schoolboys, .

But they did not give him a moment.

Even as he collapsed under the
Bounder’s fierce blow, the juniors
rushed on Lim, and collared him. IHe
was dragged down into tho road, and
Harry Wharton got a grip on the dushky
right wrist.

Crack !

The revolver barked; but the bullet
flew away over the trees by the roud-
sido.

The next moment the rea
torn from his hand, and tossed

11 Wwas
2y aAway
oW, scoundrel I panted
Wharton.

“Collar him !

“Jump on him " a

The man struggled and fought like a
wild cat. He was p bulky fellow, and
probably a mateh for two or three of
the schoolboys. But the six of them
were tog many for him.

But the struggle was fierce.  The
man tore and clawed and scratched like
a wild animal in his fury.

Had the revelver been still in his
hand, he would plainly have wused 1t
ruthlessly, Fortunutely, it was far out
of his reach.

For three or four minuies there was a
wild and whirling struggle; but the
ruffian was sccured, and ho lay at last,
panting and gasping, in the grasp of the
breathless juniors.

“(ot him ! panted Bob,

“The gotfulness is terrific.”

“Ach! Let moe gol Let me gol”
gurgled the man with the light eyes.
"lIt in Gott! Your lives shall pay for
this ¥

“Hald the Lrute!” said the Bounder
between his  teeth, Vernon-Smith's
cheek was bleeding from o clawing
hand, “FHe's going to have a lesson,
Hold him—face down !

“Good egx!” grinned Bob., “"Give
ham six !”

“Ha, ha, hat”

The raffian resisted again; but he was
lielpless now. In the pgrasp of the
Famouz Five he waa turned over in the
dusty road and held.

The Bounder swung up the malacea.

Swish |

There was a yell of fury.

But the rage of the desperate raseal
did nat worry the Greyiriavs follows.
Their view was that the lawless ruffian
wanied a lesson, and that he was going
to oot one.

Whether he was a law-breaker, in
flight from justice, they did not know,
but thev thought it extremely probable.
In any ecase, he was a desperate and
murderous ruffian, and they did not
soe letting him get away unpunished.

Swizh., swish, swish!

The Bounder put all his beef into the

you
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swishes, No Greyfriars prefost had ever
wiclded the ashplant with such foree,
The man with the light eyes yelled end
writhed under the thrashing.

Swish, swish |

“Thal's six I” chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Lat him have a few more |’” said the
Bounder. “He's got to learn that he
can’t handle fellows like a wild beast,
Some of ws would have been killed if

he'd got going with that revelver.”

Swish, swish !

“That will do, old chap!” eaid
Wharton. *“He's had a lesson now—"

Swish |

The last swipe came down with such
fores that the cano broke on the back
of the velling ruffian.
B"!']I‘hat tears it!" chuckled Johnny
u L ]

The Bounder panted. _

“He ought to have a few more; bub
erhaps he will remembeor that licking
or & bt! Let the brute rip!™

The struggling man was released. |

e sprang away from the jumors,
with the activity of & wild animal,
bhulky as he was., Thon he turned ona
them, half-cronching, his hands clenched
his eyes blazing fury. It scemed as i
he would spring on them like a leopard.

“Come on, you rotter [” said Johnny
Bull. *If you want some more you can
have it!™

“The morefulness will be terrific, my
cstoemed  seoundrel !™  said  Hurros
Jamzet Ram S8ingh. “But you had
better go while the go-fulness 13 good.”
“Ach! THimmel! Ach!™ stuttered
the breathless, panting man. “Ach! I
will have wyour lives for this! Your
lives—all of youl"

“I think we'd better collar that brute
and walk him into Nairohi,” said
Johnny Bull, “I fancy the police would
tike to seo him.”

The light-eyed man leaped away,

He did not wait for the jumors te
act on Johnny's suggestion. He turned
and ran up tho road, and disappeared

into & path that Jed off the rosd through
n flnntati:m of bananas,
Well, my hat " said Bob Cherry.
“What o giddy wild beast!” said
Nugent hreatﬁlessly. *Check—to think
that he could handle Grevfriara men

ﬂ. B

“Well, he's gone,” said Wharton.
“Where's Dunter? My hat! Where
has that fat idiot got to¥" .

Dunter had disappeared during the
combat,

“Bunter!” roared Bob Cherry.
“Halle, hallo, halla! All zafe now,

Bunter ! You cen show up, you gi

hero {* o
“Ha, ha, ha!

A fat firure crawled from a bush hi
the roadside. Billy Bunter bli
round uneasily through This  big
spectacles. .

“] eay, you fellows! Ts—is—is he

no MY

“The gonefulness ia  terrifie, my
csteemed fat Bunter.™

“ (Oh crikey ! gasped Bunter. “ Fanoy
the beast thinking he counld bag my
rickshaw | Sure he's gone?”

“Yes, ass! All safe now t”

“You fellows ought to have bagged
him and run him inl” said Bunier.

“Why didn't you bag him? grinned
Bob Cherry.

“If vou think I was sfraid of him,
Bob Cherry—"

“Oh, my hat!

“Ha, ha, ha!

“DBlessed if T can sce anything to
cackle at! I—T was looking for—for s
stick ! I was going to—to stun him and
—and—and run him in, yov know—""

“Not a bad idea!” said Bob. “Let's
go after him, and Bunter can slun him
and we'll run him in—*

Weren't you 1™
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fat fool—get out of that rickshaw quick—or—""

“Taot's ! agreed Nugent.

“"Come on, Bunter!¥

“I-1 say, you fellows, I—I think we
may as well let him nip!  We—we'd
petier not  pet mized up with  bad
characters like that, I say—>"

“[Malle, bhallo, halle! MHere come: a
cor L Look ou!”

A car came raging from the direciion
of Natrobi. A white man was at the
wherl, and three askariz woepe pached
in tho ear. Tho jJuniors wondered
whether i1 was in porsuik of the man
Lhey Trad bandled.

The car jammed -t a halt,

“"Hava YOI SCCH A INAn pass hore—a
man renning-—" galled out the whito
man ab (o steering-wheel,

“Yes,” answered Tlarrey
“A dork wan with light eyes—

“That's Krantz! Which way did he
E{J-?”

“Up the rosd and into that banana
plantation——="

*{zo0d 1™

The ecar swept on. It turned from
the road into a frack that ran through
the plaotation, and vanished from rhe
sight of the juniors.

“Aly hat! Bo the merchant's name i=
Krantz—and the polico want him, afler
all,” said Bob. “They weore native
bobhics in that car. 1 jolly well hope
they'll get him "

“T zay, you fellows, HF vou'd eollarcd
the man, as I told you you ought to
have done—*

“Bhut up, sszl Get into your rick-
ghaw and bunk 1"

“y, ceally, Chorey—-""

. Kraptz may come back this way,

and—"
“Oh erikey 1 .
Tilly RBunter serombled herdlong inte

Whartan,

LE

the rickshaw, and yelled fo the coclie
to get going.

‘The coolie started, and the light
vehiole ran off swiftly in the direction
of Nairobi. Billy Bunter disappearcd
from sight.

Harry Wharton & Co, resumed their
ramble, considerably excited and breath-
less after that startling encounter, They
kept their eyes open for Krantz and his

ursuers; but they saw nc-thirr:ig of the

unted man or of the police-oflicer and
the askaria. And as the sun sank
towards the distant wildeorness of the
Canpgo thoey turngd their steps, at last,
back to Nairobi.

e

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Danzerous Enemy-I

i L. VIERNON-SMITH locked
‘j%’; very grave whon he was fold
3 & of the adventure of the after-
noon. Ewvidently the name of
Krantz was not unknown to the million-
airg; tndecd, the juniers soon  dis-
covered that it was a general topic in
the hotel, and doubiless in many olher
places in Naivold, There was a shade
of auxicly on Mr, Vernon-Smnith’s plurg
face as he lislened.

*T wish yon had not thrashed the
man., Herbert 1" he said.

The Bounder raised his ovebrows.

“Why, father? Tle was an nimoluio
rufan-—a murderous villain! He drew
a revolver, and would have used if, too.
And wao're all jolly well elawed=ha
seraiched like a wild beast !

“1I have no doubt thai he deserved it
—in fact, he desrrves hunginp;!” said
hr. Verpon-2mith. “I did not meen
that the opunishment was andeserved.

19

2
* Siand hack ! * snarled the swarthy man, brandishing a revolver in threatening manner at the juniors. ** Now—von

With a howl of terror, Billy Bunter obeyed.

Herbert; after his violence and inso-
lence.  But the man is a desperate
character and & dangerous encmy.

“I'm not afraid of him, dad[" ssid
Smithy, with a grin.
“Neither ia the fearfulness of

our
estcomed  selves  terrifie,  honoured
sahib,” remarked the MNabob of
Bhanipur.

The millionaire smiled. But bis brow
was worried.

Evidently he regarded the light-eyed
man 83 a man to be [tared, though the
;ncklesa Bounder was quite incapable of
¢ar,

“But who is the sportsman, sir?”
asked Bob Cherry, “Is %la some terrific
son-of-a-gun with a juicy reputation f"

“He i1z certainly well known,” maid
the millionaire. “The whole town has
been talking of nothing clse this after-
noon, He hed s narrow escape from
the askaris, and he wounded two of
them with his revelver in escaping.”

“Oh, my hat!"

“Bome sort of a jolly old banditi®
askod Nugent.

“He is well known to be concerned
with a gang of Arabs in the slave trade
in the interior, and ia wanted for kid-
eapping negroes, from what I have
heard,”™ explained Mr, Vernon-Smith.
“A Kikuyu chief, T am fold, named
Kikelebe, is in Nairobi at the present
titne, bringing a complaint to Govern-
ment Haouse of thia very rasecal for steal-
ing mon bcimlgln% to his tribe.”

“ Kikeloho! That's the man in the
mankey skins we met!” excluimed Dob.
“He looked like o chap to put paid o
that greasy rotter Krantz if ho got a
cianco at him.”

“Krantz is a very dangerous man,”
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said Mr. Vernon-8mith, “His full
name, I believe, is Ludwig Krantz. He
is hali-German snd half-Arsb, though
ho calls himeelf a white man. He was
a planter in German Eeast Africa before
the War, and though a very young man
ot that time, he was punished by the
then German Government for cruclty to
the natives.

“It must have been a pretty bad cass,
for the Germans were not very pat-
ticular in such maticrs. He was engaged
in bush fighting in the operations here
during the War—on the German side,
of course—and was notorious for ruth-
less and savago oruelly. Since the War
ho spems to have leagued himaclf with
a gong of Arab slavetraders in the
interior, possibly relations of his on one
side, His impudence in mmlhf to
Nairobi is astonishing; but probably he
did not think £fhat he would be
recognised,

“*And ho was 1" asked Harry.

“¥Yes. He was scon by several
persons, I understand—persons whom he
and his associates had attacked and
robbed whilo on a safari in Ugnndm
He would have been arrcsted, but he
shot two of the askaris and fled. I cer-
tainly never dreamed that you boys
would encounter him.”

“Well, I'm rather glad wa gave him
gomething to remember his visit fo
Nairobi gj‘ 1" said the Boundor.

7 jolly well wish that we'd Imlpt hold
of him!" said Johnny Dull, ¥ 1f we'd
ml','l{_!,r known—"

"I om only too tglad that you escaped
injury at his hands,” said Mr. Vernon-
Smith. “His vindictive nature is well
known. But mo doubt ho has fled into
the interior now; certainly he will not
dare to remsin within a hundred miles
of Nairobi now that he 1z known and
hunted for, I hopo we shall never hear
of him again.”

But the millionaire weas évidently
troubled in mind. And later, when they
heard the talk of other guests in the
hotel en the subject, the juniora were

not surprised at Mr. Vernon-8mith's

nneasiness.
Ludwig Krantz, the half-Arab
German, seemed to s o “juicy ™
deseribed it,

reputation, as Bob C errﬂ
and, from all accounts, he woa a des-
perado of the first wator.

But Harry Wharton & Co. wora not
feeling alarmed., That the light-cyed
man would, if he ever had a chanes,
teke a signal revenge for the handling
they had given him, they had no doubt,
from what they had seen of him them-
selves. But it scemed unlikely that they
would ever encounter him again, and
if they did, they were cheerfully confi.
dent of giving o good account of
themszelves.

The next day Mr. Vernon-8mith and
tho Greylviurs fellows Jeft Nuirobi.
Apart fiom his desiro to get to_busi-
ness, Mr. Vernon-Smith seemed relieved
to get away, and the juniors suspected
that he had somo lingoring foar that
Inrantz might reappear n Nairobi
itsolf for revenge on the millionaire’s
S0tk

That idea scemed uttorly fantastie to
the juniors, only to ba accounted for by
Mr., Vernon-8mith's anxious aficetion
for his only son. Dut they were to learn
Inter that the millionaire knew the half-
blood outcast better than thoy did.

Certainly the juniors dismissed him
from mind as the railway climbed the
woody highlands from Nairobi,

There was still bright sunshine, but
the air was cocler and more invigorating
as_they veached the wplands,

Native kraals could be scen from the
train, sights of considerable interest to
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the Oreyfriams juniors, especially as
they passed through the KEikuyu
country; they bad not forgotten
Kikolobo.

But the next day they quitted the
railway; the plantation they were to
visit lay at & considerable distance from
the line

The juniors bad rather wondered how
they would travel when they left the
“iron horse ¥ behind—whether by horse-
back, by foot, or by trek wagon.

But they found that Mr, Vernon-
Smith had made all arrengements in
advance, money being no object with
that fortunate gentleman.

A large and roomy car waited for
them, with another car for the baggage.
The well-laid roads of Nairobi were far
behind them, but the track that wound
awny through a forest of cedars was
quite good going. Billy Bunter packed
himselt into the car, with a gasp of
relief. He had fearcd that there was
going to bo some exertion, and his fears
were reheved,

But as mile after mile ran wnder the
whizzing wheels of the metor-car Bunter
blinked rather uncasily at the great
forests that stretched on either side,
ggﬂﬂtlﬂ trees whose vast branches shub
off the glare of tho sun.

"1 say, you fellows, are thers any
lions hero i asked Bunter,

“ Lots 1" grinned Bob Cherry.

“I—I say, I—I ought to have brought
8 gun!” said Bunter.

"Bafety first 1” answered Bob, “You'd
be too jelly dangerous with a gun,
Bunty ! I'd rather chance the lions 1

“'Oh, really, Cherry, you know what
a Jolly good shot I am'! You've zeen
me shoot on the range at Greyiriars.”

‘I never saw you hit anything.”

“Beast | I say, you {fellows, you've
goch me shoot—"

“Wo've seen you shoot the cat on the
steamer from Southampton | agreed
Johnny Bull. * But that's different from
shooting lions.™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Lions aren't likely to attack &
motor-car, even if there are any in this
locality,” said ¥arry Wharton.,  * Cheer
up, old fat man1”

“1 ]mEua you don't think I'm afraid
of lions,” said Bunter, with dignity. “I
was teally thinking of taking a skin
homeo, I told Teddy I'd bring buck &
lion-skin for the study.”

“Better leave it on the lion 1” grinned
Nugent. “It's safer there, really. The
lion might object.”

“And you'd give him indigestion!”
remarked Bob.

Billr Bunter ecast another uneasy
blink at the tall, massive trunks that
lined the road, Tho car seemed to be
plunging into the very depths of the
African wilderness.

“Oh!" gasped Bunter suddenly.

He ]um?e ., and his little round eves

almost bulged through his big, round
Elasses.
“Hallo, h;ﬂlﬂ, halla 1™ Bob Cherry

stared round. *What is it now—a jolly
old lion, fathead "

“That man | g‘aﬁjped Bunter,

“Eh—what man?” DBob stared from
the window. *(Can’t sce any man.”

“That man Krantg—="

“Wha-a-at ¥

“I—I saw him!"” gasped Bunter,
“He was staring at us from behind &
troe as we passed! Oh lor' I

“YWhat rot!” said Harry Wharton.
“That rottor is a hundred miles away
or more.”

“I tell wou I saw him!” hooted
Bunter. “Think I don’t know him—
with light blue eves in a black face!l It
was him 7

* My dear chap, it wasn't him—it was

THE MAGNET

he, if it was anybody I said Bob, "It
ﬂuﬁh he¢ard you say it was him—="

. "“Low Quelch! I—1 say, you fellows,
it aan’'t safe here with that villain
knocking about 1"

“Rubbish |’ Bob Cherry put out his
head and stared back &l-:mg the track.
“Ouoly fancy, old fat bean !

“1 gaw him——"

“Nonsense, Bunter!” said Mr,
Vernon-8mith. He spoke very tostily.
It was cvidently a very disagrecable
idea to the millionaire that Ludwig
Krantz might be pnywhere in the
vicinity. * Nonsenss | You are frightened
&t nothing, as usual 1”

“0Oh, really, gir—"

“Nonsense | snapped the millionaire.

Billy Bunter relapsed into asulky
silence. Mr. Vernon-Smith dismissed
the matter grufily. But Harry Wharton
& Co, wondored a little whether it was
only the fat Owl’s terrified imagination,
or whether they were destined to see
som¢thing more of the hali-blood ruflian
in the wilds of the interior of Kenya.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Alarming |

¢t = OLLY glnea 1" gaid Bob Cherry.
j Had Robert Cherry of the

Remove found himself st the
_ ~ North Pole, or on the summit of
Geurisankar, or in the Cannibal Islande,
he would probably have remarked that
it was a jolly place.
“ Boastly ['* ramarked Bunter,
And that was Bunter's way. In any
surroundings William George DBunter
would have found something at which

to grouse.
The Milsom bungalow, in the back
country of Kenya, was jolly or beastly

aﬁrdmg to the way a fellow looked
Ot 1.

It was a large wooden building, with
ample acconunodation, surrounded by
gardens, with the plantations stretching
miles in ull directions, The air of the
uplands was fresh and mvigorating; so
much go that it was dificult for the
Crreyiriars follows to believe that they
wera actually on the Eguator. Mr.
Milsom, the planter, was plump and
hospitable, and made the numerous
party welcome.

'Lhe juniors had rooms that opened on
a big veranda, from which they had s
view of forest-clad hills to tho west—
the Maszalindi hills, as they learned.
Loyond those hills lay Uganda and
Central Afriea—the wilds of the Congo.
It was quite thrilling to the juniors to
feel that thoy were near that mighty
river., True, it was a good many
hundreds of miles away. But they were
in & land of great distances, and &
hundred miles in Africa did not seem
anything like & hundred miles in
Lngland. )

It was jolly from Bob's peoint of view,
and his friends agreed. Billy Bunter
pointed out the beastlinesa of the place.

It was loncly, Bunter declared. Une.
doubtedly it was, The Masalindi dis-
trick was one of the least scitled in &
country that still had wvast, unzcttled
tractz, Mr. Milsom’s nearest neighbour
was a day's ride awnf. There wera
lions about, Dunter declared. And cor-
tainly there were lions. In fact, the
first night ot the plantation a lion’s roar
was heard pealing from the dusky
distance.  Thers were flies, Buntor
averred—Ilots of flies. But, considering
that it was an uatorial country, the
fliecs were [ew, and at home there were
plenty of fies in August. ;

There were crowds of savage niggors,
according to Bunter, but the good-
humourced coolics who worked on tho
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asntation did not seem very savage to

he other fellows. Bunter was prepared
to see a savage cannibal in every black
man he spotted. Even the black house-
hold servants made Bunter a littla
uneasy. ‘LIhere was absolutely nothing
going on at the Elace, Bunter pointed
out—walking, riding, seeing strangoe
gights and strange people being nothing
in Bunter's eyes.

At Nairobi there were shops, theatres,
races, restaurants, teashops. At Nairobi
Bunter could have enjoyed his holiday.
Hea could have dmgpcd into a cefe and
fod, and then rolled to a restaurant and
fod again, and then rolled into another
cafe for another feed. That would have
been something like! He could have
rolled off to the races in a ecar and
backed his faney, and in the Bounder’s
company Bunter had quite expected
something of that sort. But the Bounder
was rather cireumspect in the respect-
sble company he now found himself in,
and there was no backing of his fancy
for Bunter. Now thcy were immense
distances from the races, anyhow, ]

Altogether, according to Bunter, it
waz beastly., 8till, when the Bounder
offored to send him back to MNairobi, to
take the train for Mombasa and the
gteamer for home, Bunter only snorted.
Boastly as it was, it scemed that it was
better than Bunter Court, and the fat
Owl was sticking to his ald pals.

“Jolly place ! said Dob for the tenth
time, if not the twentieth, when the
juniors strolled round the plantation in
the bright, sunny morning and watched
the coolies at work in the fields.

And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
doclared that the jollifulness was terrific.

Mr. Vernon-S8mith was likely to be
vory busy for the next few days, and
the schoolboys did not expect to see
much of him. Tho millionaire was thers
for business, not for pleasure. But the
juniors had no doubt that they would be
able to look after themsclves and find
plenty to do. And the Bounder was
plenning a “safari”

The ides of a safari, or hunting trip,
appealed to all the juniors, except
pechaps, Bunter. Dob Cherry puinte&
out that it would give Bunter a chance
of ging the lion's skin he wanted to
take back to Greyfriars. But the fat
Owl seemed to lack enthusiasm. Now
that he was in the lend of the lions,
Billy DBunter secemed rather to have
decided to leave that lien’s skin on its
wearer,

alr. Vernon-Bmith looked rather grave
when his son proposed a safar. But
Mr. Milsom, the planter, nodded a
cheery approval. %hﬂming lions, of
coursa, was not to be thought of; but
there was no reason whvy the schoolboys
should not make 2 foew days' trip under
competent guidunce and care, Horses
for the junicrs to ride, Swahili poricers
to carry their baggage could casily bo

rovided, and there was no danger so
ong as they did not look for it. Mr.
Vernon-Smith gave his consent, as was
usually the case when his son wanted
soything, and all arrangements were
made by the planter,

“We'd better go armed Lo the teeth™
remurked DBunter. “I suppose this
Milsom man can lend wus rifles and
revolvers and things?”

“He jolly well won't lend you any,”
sard Johony Bull, with emphasis. “T'm
joliy well not going to have you blowing
off the back of my head [V

"YWou silly nss] Buppose we meet a
lion " snorted Bunter. “Wa shall need
arnns then !

“You won't,” answered Johnny,
“You'd use vour legs! No need of
arms !

“Ha, ha, ha[*

* Beast ¥

" We're going to take rifles,” said
Harry Wharton, laughing. *Lhat is,
the fellows who can use them. You're
too lazy even to carry a rifle, Bunter I”

“I should have a gun-bearer, of
course ! said Bunter, with dignity.
“¥ou always have a native gun-bearer
on o safary,™

“Weil, so long as you let the native
carry the gun all the time, and never
touch 181" said Johnny Bull,

“Yah! I say, you fellows, are we
golng in o car jpad

" Mo, ass [V

“Well, what about rickshaws?* asked
Bunter.

“1 den’'t suppose there’s a rickshaw
within a hundred miles,”

“If dyl:-u think I'm going to walk——"
roarcd Bunter,

“We're going to tie you on a horse™
explained the captain of the Remove.
“Yhat is, if a borse can be found to

carcy your weight.” ]
“Wall, I'd like to ride," agrecd
Bunter. “You fellows know what a

horseman I am. You should see the
girls loocking at me when I'va beoen
riding the donkeya at Margate!
Couldn't take their eyes off me "

“I suppose they were wondering why
you were treating your relations like
that I” remarked Johnny Bull, “0Or
perhaps they were wondering which was
which "

“ Ha, ha, ha

“Well, with & good, mettlesome steed,
and a rifle and & gun-bearer and plenty
of grub, I shall hke it all right,” saxid
Bunter, “We'll go!”

“Thanks " said the Bounder, with
deep sarcasm, “ Bunter will like it all
right, you men, so we'll go. Otherwise,
of course, we wouldn't1”

“Exactly | agreed Bunter. “But
mind about the grub, Smithy! OQIf
sourse, you ¢an rely on ine to shoot
plenty of game. But we don't want
to run short of grub, all the eamec.
That's important !

“Jolly aumportant—if the only alter-
native 13 to eat the game you shoot!”
assented Smithy. 3

“As for danger,” continucd Bunter,
having made up his fat mind by this
tune that there was no danger, “rely
on me! I've really come out here with
you fellows to protect you. I shall de
it. If we meet & tiger—"

“Oh, my hat! There aren’t any tigers
in Africa, fathead !

“Rot !* .said Bunter. “There was a
Dutechman at the hotel in Nairobi who
was saying that he had shot tigers.”

“African Dutchmen call leopards
tigers, fathead! He meant leopards.”
“ Rubbish I said Bunter. "The fact

is I'm going to take a tigerskin home,
If we meet & tiger, leave him to me ™

At which the juniors chortled. No
doubt the Owl of the Remove was able
to deal with all the tigers they were
likely to meet in Kenya.

"But there's one thing I'm not satis-
fied about,” added Bunter. “"Milsom
says he's putting the safari in charge
of a native hunter. How do you fellows
know it's not a cannibal 7"

“0Oh, we shall sco about that all
right I said Bob.

“How ! demanded Bunter,

“Well, if he's a cannibal he will eat

us when we camp. Then we shall know

for cortam.™

“Ha, ha, ha t*

“And he will eat you first, as vou're
the fattest, old bean. If he does, we
shall sack him.™

“You slly idiot I" roared Bunter.

Leaving the juniors i the shady
veratca discussing the coming safari,
Billy Bunter rolled down the steps into
the garden. The native hunter who was
to take charge of the safari was to comea
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up to the house that day and interview
the planter and Mr. Vernon-Smith,
and Bunter wanted to see him first. He
was not at all sure that he was not to
be handed over to the tender mercies
of a cannibal.

Harry wharton & Co. were still dis-
cussing with grest keenncss their plans
for tihe trip, when there was a yell
from the gurden.

Patter, patter, patter |

Billy Bunter came bolting up the
stops of the veranda.

“Help!"™ ho roared.

“Hallo, hallp, hallo!®

“Help! Rescue! Eeop him off ¥
shriecked Bunter,

“Who! What—"

“He's after mo!” howled Bunter.
“Help!"" The fat junior stumbled on
the weranda, sprawled, and roared.
“Help! Thet cannibal—he's after mel
He's got a spearl Halp!"

“(Great Scott "

The juniors jumped up and stared
down at the garden path.

A tall figure appeared there, striding
with great dignity towards the house,

e was a powerfully-bwlt Kikuyu,
dressed in monkey skins, and with a
spear in his left hand. 'The juniors
knew him at once.

“"Kikolobo I" exclaimed Harry Whar-
ton.

It was the tall Kikuyu they had met
ricar Nairobi.

“Help! Eeep him off! Rescue!”
roared Bunter. "1 say, you fellows,
shoot him! Collar him! He's after
me! I'in not going to be eaten up alive
to pleass vou beasts! Jump on him "

“You silly ass!” roared the Bounder.
" Bhut up!'

"Hﬂlp l:u- ]

“It's the hunter that's going to take

us on safari, you howling chump (™

“ Ha, ha, hal" ]

“ All gorene, Bunter, you're not goin
to be eaten this timel” chuckled Bo
Cherry. “I'll tell. Kikolobo specially
that you're not to be taken intécnally.”

“Ha, ba, ha[” :

“Help! Rescue! Kecep him off 17
velled Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove remembered
the Kikuyu's words; and he had no
doubt that the cutting edge of the spear
wns ready for him,

The tall Kikuyu halted, and saluted
the schoolboys. He stared at Bunter,
and a faint grin came over his visage.

“( Small Fat One!” he said. “Ths
Eikuyu i1s vour friend and servant.™

“Reep him off I™ ] .

“GFlad to see you again, Kikolobo !
aaid Harry. .

“3 Bwana, my eyes see voul'' said
the EKikuyu: and he passed on to the
house. i

Bunter sat up, gquaking.

““Js—is—is he gone!” he gasped..

"%¥ou fat chump!™ hissed Johnny
Bull. *“That's our guide! What sort
of a howling funk do you think he will
take you fort”

“He's a cannibal—2"

“Fathead I

“He's got a spear—" :

“He doosn't carry that spear for pig-
sticking—nothing for you to worry
about.”

" Beast!”

Tt was not till Bunter saw Eikolobo
in talk with Mr. Vernon-Smith and the
lnnter that he was reassured. It
Snwued on his fat brain, at last, that
the Kikuye was not s cannibal; and
that he was in the way of turning an

honest penny by acting as guide for
safaris in the interior. Bunter's own
inimitabhle waw, ha at o bound
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from the depths of funk to the opposite
cxtremity of fat self-confidence.

“If you fellows think I was funky
of that nigger, you're jolly well wmis-
taken,” smid the Owl of the Bemove,
blinking at the juniors. “I know how
10 handle niggers, I can tel]l you. I
shall kick him to Legin with.”

“What?"’ yelled Wharton.

“Kicking niggers is gpood for them,”
explained Bunter. *“That's my idea—
the more you kick a nigger the better
it 13 for him. Shows him his place, you
know. I'll begin by kicking that
Kikuvu, see, and then he will know
that I'm not to ba trifled with.”

The juniors gazed at Dunter.

“¥You benighted bandersnatch!” said
Bob Cherry, in measured tones, *If
yvou begin by kicking Kikolobo—"

“Leave it to me, old chap! I know
how to handle niggers.”

“If you do, you howling chump, he's
prefty certain to run that big spear
right through soul”

i‘Eh!IJ

“MNot that it would matier!”
marked the Bounder.

“Beast 1™

But on second thoughts—proverbially
the best—Bunter did not begin by kick-
g the Kikuyu, Which certainly was
just as well for Bunter.

-

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
On Safari |

LACK walls of forest surrounded
B the camp. The watch - fires
twinkled and gleamed against
the blackness of the mnight.
Overhead, giant trees inteclaced their
branches, and hardly o glimmer of the
stars came through. The Swaluli
pocters slept. Kikolobo, magnificent in
striped monkey-skins, stood like a
statue, leaning on his spear. Harry
Wharton & Co. sat outside their tent,
talking in low tones. From the interior
of tho tent came a sound that re-
sembled the rumble of distant thunder.
Bially Bunter was already asleep; and
the forests of the Kenya highlands
cchoed to the deep snore that had been
wont to echo in the Remove dormitory
et Greyvirinrs.

Harry Wharton & Co. were on
safari now, and they were enjoying it
to the full. Hiking in Kenvz was,
as Bob Cherry had declared, *“some”
hike! Even Billy Bunter was enjoying
it. Sitting on a horse did not require
a Jot of exerfion—the weather was fine
and the grub was plentiful. Bunter had
realised by this time that Kikolobo was
not a cannibal, leading the Greyfriars
fellows to some secluded spot where he
might devour them at leisure. He had
ceased to regard the Swahili porters
with uneasziness, He had even ceased to
fancy every erack of a falling branch
the roar of o hungry lion. He did not
grouse more than half the time. which
was rather o record for Bunter.

The juniors enjoyed every minute of
it. As much as anything, they enjoyed
Kikolobo and his ﬂ::-wing English,
gpoken in the picturesque idiom of his
own tongue. And the tall Eikuyu,find-
ing the schoolboys friendly and civil, had
grown fricndly and civil, and seemed
to like the company he found himself
in; and he told them many hunting
stories round the camp-fires and tales
of ¢ British Kast * before the white man
came. ‘To Banter he never spoke if he
could help il‘.i1 though with the natural
courtesy of his race he concealed his
opinion of the fat Owl. But the juniors
could guess what he thought of a fellow
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who regarded the natives with & ming-
ling ot contempt and terror.

“Joily, isu't itt" said Bob.

“Yes, rather?” agreed Wharton.
“Emithy, old bean, this trip was the
brightest idea you over had.”

Heoerbert Vernon-Smith smiled,

“The brightfulness of the idiotic idea

was preposterous!” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh,  “We shall have
many ridiculous things to tell the

fellows when we return to esteemed
Grevirviars.™

“1 wonder—" murmured Dob.

His eyes were on the tall, motionless
figure of the Kikuyu, at a little
distance. It seemed to him that Kiko-
lobo was listening.

“ What, old chap?®’ asked Harry.

“1If there's a lion around ! sald Bob.
“There’s lions around here, you know,
though we mustn’t tell Bunter.™

“"We can handle Simbs, if he turns
up! said Nugent. “We've got our
rifles, and we know how to handle thon.
And Kikolobo has killed three lions

with that jolly old spear of his.”

T'he juniors looked ceriously at the
Kikuyu. His head was bent a httle,
and he seemed to listen intently. They
noticed, too, that the horses werse
stirring, and that some of the native
porters had lifted their heads. From
the gloom came a whispering of native
voiees, and  they caught the word
“eimba,™

The juniors felt a thrill

They were not looking for trouble
with Simba; but if he came along to
the camp in search of & meal, that was
a different matter. Quietly they picked
up their rifles, fecling rather glad, at
that moment, of the assiduous practice
they had put in on the range at Grey-
frinrs.

Kikolobo stepped towards them. .

Hiz keen black eyes scanned thoir
faces in the dim glimmer of the watch-
fires round the camp. Possibly ho was
looking for a sign of fear. If so0, he
did not discern any.

“Lions?" asked Harry Wharton.

Simba comes, Bwana ! answered the
Kikuru, -

“looking for his supper?? asked Bob
cheorily.

The Kikuyu grinned.

*“There is no fear in the heart of the
Bwana ' he said. i

“Not so's you'd notice it,” said BDob.

“Tha fearfuiness of our estecmed
eclves 18 not terrifie, O esteemed
Kikuyu!" said Hurree Jamset Ram

Singh. )

]-&lmlahn rinned again. English as
spoken by the Nabob of Bhanipur had
as entertaining effect on him as his own
on the Greyiriars juniors.

“Wo're ready for his jﬂ]l;.' old High-
ness '™ said Johnny Bull. "“But aren't
tha 1watch~ﬁrﬂa supposed to keep lions
off ¥

“It ia true, O Bwana,” said the Kikuyu
gravely. “Yet perhaps Simba may be
very hungry; and if it be so we shall
see with our oyes the terrible-one-of-the-
forest.”

“ Better wake up Bunter,” murmured
Bolx, “Here's his chance for his jelly
old lien’s gkin.”

The juniors chuckled.

“Let the Small Fat One sleep, O
Bwanal? said the Kikayu hastily.
“ Also, my lords are under my care, and
therzfore, let them go into the tent, that
Simba mar not see them with his eir,'es.”

“Yes, I can sort of sees us skulking
in a tont and leaving the other fellows
ta handlo the lion!" g;rinned Doh.
“Wnash it ont, old man!’

“T don't think !’ said Johnny Bull. *

“The don't-thinkfulness is—"7

THE MAGNET

* Preposterous ! chuckled Nugent.

The Kikuyu locked doubtiul. He had
already, in the few days the safari had
lasted, observed that the Famouz Co.,
were of rather s different calibre from
Wilham George Bunter. But he was
evidently doubtful about the schoolboys
F they came to cloze quarters with &
ion.

The DBounder grinned cheerfully as
he examined his rifle, All the juniors
were on their feet now, rifle in hand.

“Thia iz luck!” remarked Vernons
Smith. " We've promised the pater not
to look for trouble, But if Simba comes
along leoking for it it's up to us to give
him all he wanta”

“Yes, rather [ snid Nugent.

“1If my lords desire to see Simba with
their eyes——" gaid the Kikuyu dubi-
ously.

“You've gob it,” said the Bounder.
" We're going to sce him with our jolly
old eyes and hear him with our jolly
old ears!"

“It is for the Bwana to command,*
said Kikolobo, *Let the rifles be r-uuu:iy
to speak.”

“What-ho ! said Bobh.

The Kikuyu stepped away, his long
gpear in his right hand, a short stab-
bing-spear in his left. Half a dozen
glimmering watch-fires burned in the
night, but between them were spaces by
which tho lion might creep. On one of
these openings the Kikuyu's eyes were
fixed. Evidently it was from that direc-
tion that he expected Simba, though to
the eyes and ears of the Greylriars
juniors thers was no sound and ne
movement. But the senzes of the Kikoyu
hunter were a3 keen as those of Bimbe
himself.

The carriers were all awake and on
their feet now, and some of them,
armed with rifles, were watching fthe
spot on which the Kikuyu's eyes were
fixed. Harry Wharton & Co. waited
tonsely.

They wore not conscious of fear, but
they felt a thrill of deep excitemont.
In the silence there came no sound but
the ¢rackle from tho fres and the deep
snore of Billy Bunter from the tent.
Bunter, certainly, would mnot have
snored go placidly had he dreamed that
there was & hungry lion lurking round
the camp. Bunter was probably dreape
ing of his last meal, or of his next one.
At all events, he slept and snored peace-
fally, which was a relief to the other
fellows. They did not want the fat
Owl squealing with alarm at that thrill-
ing moment.

“Is—is—is that
pered Bob Cherry,

It ecemed to him that he caught a
dark glitter from the gloom surround-
ing the watch-fires.

“ What-ho !" breathed Wharton, His
grasp was steady on his rifle. *I can
560 his eyes shining in the ficelight—-""

“Thrillin’, ain't iti" yowoed the
Bounder, .

Smithy was cool as ico. .

“The thrilliulness is terrific,
esteemed churms ! murmured the Nabo
of Bhanipur. "It remindfully recalls
the esteemed tiger-hunt of 1oy ridiculons
native land.”

“Qh, my hat! Hark!” gasped Bob.

Suddenly, like thunder in the silence,
there came a terrible roar—a roar so
loud, and so near, that it sent the blood
thrilling te the hearts of the juniors,

There was a cry from the native
CATLIErs. s

“Bimba I

“Oh, my hat!

“Look outl” ;

The lion was leaping.

gomething % whis-

Hero he comesi®
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Slaying of Simba ]

IKLE a great cat, huge, siouous,
I tawny, with bristling mane, the
lion leaped. The forest was still
echoing to the thunder of his
roar a5 he came through the eir, land-
ing within the circle of the watch-fires.
He landed, huge as he was, with clastic
lightness, and anothor deep roar pealed
from his cavérnous throat. A squealing
of frightened horses, a yelling of the
seared carriers, and the crack, crack,
crack of rapid rifles!

Harry Wharton & Co., cool and
steady, were firing.

Kikolobo, steady as s rock, un-
dounted, stood, gpear m hand, fecing
Simba. The lion's ]th had landed him
within a dozen feet of the tall Kikuymn,
In & moment more the ferce beast wonld
have been on him, but the crashing of
the rifles arrested the second leap,
Bullets, well aimed, tore into the tawny
Aaunks of the king of beasts, and for
s moment he stood roaring and clawing
op the earth with huge claws, his roar
Rliing the air with thunderous sound.
Fromn the tent behind the juniors cameo
a stariled squeak:

"1 say, you fellows!™

They did not heed Bunter. Bunter
was not casy to wake, but the roar of
Simba had awakened him.

Crack! Crack] Crack!

“1 say, yon follows, what'e that row
came peevishly from the tent. *I say,
is that thunder? If there's going to be
a storm—-2"

A fat face and a large pair of Spoc-
tecles emerged from the opening of the
tent,

Billy Bunter blinked round, annoved
at having been woke up.

“Look here, you fellows, vou needn’t

kick up that row at this time of night!
What are you banging off these guns
for, you silly asses? I say, was that
thunder :

“Get back into the tent, idiot ! said
the Bounder, over his shoulder,

“"Bhan't! I say—"’

Bunter broke off suddenly.

He saw the lien !

His jaw dropped, and his little round
eyes almost bolted out through his big,
round spectacles.

Ho gave one horrified
plunged back into the tent,

Bunter evidently was not looking for
a ghanco to bag o lion's skin, after all,
to fake back to Study No. 7 at Grey-
friars.

Crack, epack, crack |

Some of the armed natives were firing,
as well as the juniors. The lion, hlead-
ing from a doren wounds, seemed dis-
concerted by his warm reception. In-
stoud of attacking, he stood pawing the
ground and roaring with fury., It was
a terrible and fascinating sight.

Then suddenly he leaped.

The tall figure of the Kikuyu in the
stripcd monkey-sking scemed the chicf
objeet of his rage. He leaped right at
the Kikuyu, and Kikolobo met him with
thrusting spear. The long, wide, keen-
edged hfnda of the spear went deep into

gasp, and

Steady as & rock, and spear
in hand, Kikolobo faced
the roaring lon. * I say,
you [fellows,” squeaked
Bunter, peering from the
tent, “*what are you
ficing those guns forg 1
thought it was thunder ] **

the tawny throat, driven dee
muscular armnt of the Eikuyn, g e

. But the weight of the leap carried the
lion on, and the pext instant Kikolobo
was sprawling on the ground, the lign
over himn, Lhe brute had received the
desth wound, but he was hard to Lkill.
Growling horribly, he fixed his red,
blazing eyes on the fallen Kikuyu, and
in another mement he would have been
tearing Kikolobe limb from limb,

Hearry Wharton & Co, rushed forward,
but it was the Bounder, who was nearest
wtﬁ‘rgached the lion, first. :

1th utter recklessness, the Bo
rushed at him, and dm:!g the ba.r:iﬁ&g?
his rifle in at the wide-open jaws that
wera about to rend the Kikuyu,

. L'ne terrible teoth snapped hard on the
rifle. 'The weapon wes torn from the
Bounder’s hands, and the lica turned on
him. A fearful claw lashed at Vernon-
Bmith, and he barely dodged it, In
another sccond it would iaw lashed
again, and the Bounder would have paid
for his temerity with his life, l33I31-.1|:
Kikolobo was on his knees, spear in
hand, and he drove the s&pear into
Simba’s side, with such force that the
broad blade, crimsoned, emerged on the
other side of the sinuous I:-ocﬁif

A choking gurgle cama from the lion,
and he collapsed on the earth, panting
out his life, .

Harry Wharton grasped the Bounder
and dragged him back.

“Oh, ithy 1 he panted,

Smithy's faco was white., He had
been within s fraction of & second of &
fearful death, and be knew it; but he
wasz quite cool.

“'Fouch an’ go, old bean !* he said,

There was & rush of the natives, and
8 dozen spears and riffes put an ond to
Simba. “The Swahili porters dragged
the carcase away.

Kikolobo wiped his spear.

“Well, wo're well out of that ™ said
Bob Cherry, with a deep breath. "My
Tee Maigner Lisrary.—No. 1,228,
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only hat! Handling lions s an acquired
saste, you fellows."” i .

“Heo nearly hed our Julhr old guide,

hilosopher, and friend,” eaid Harry

harton, “Smithy just stopped him."

“The stopfulness wes a stitch 10
time,” remarked Hurree Einghh_.

Kikolobo, having wiped his spear,
laid it down, #nd cmme towards the
juniors. Thera was a grave expression
on hiz dark face.

His ayes wers on the Bounder. .

The juniors had wondered whether, in
that terrible moment, the Kikuyu had
noticed the Dounder's setion, which cer-
tainly had saved his life. Evidently it
had not cscaped the eye of Kikolobo.

He bent down before Herbert Vernon-
Smith, snd touched the earth with his
forehead at the fect of the Bounder,

“Hallo! What's the geme?” asked
Vernon-Smith, staring. _

“( Bwana,” said the Kikuwu, “you
who have more courage n the
greatest warrior of the Masai, and more
swiftness than T°ui, the leopard, when
he leaps upon the antelope—"

“Oh, my hat”
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as the
whosoe

* ¥ou, whose arm is stro
cedar on the hilla of Masalindi
keen as the eyes of

Cyes are as N'gai,
who dwells on the Great Mountain, and
geez all thi 1

::Phaw 1"

You, O Bwana, have saved the life
of this unworthy Kikuyu, and Kikolobo
is your servant!”

And the Kikuyu, standing up, spst at
tha PBounder's feet, onca, twice, and
thrice. And the juniors, who had for-
tunately learned already that this was
a sign of the highest esteem and respect,
were careful not to smile.

“Time we turned in," said Harry
Wharton; and the juniors turced to
the tent. There was a howl as they

entered.
“Yarcoooh! Keep off] Helpl”

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!"

“Yow-ow-ow-0w | I want to go home |
Keep him offl Holp! Keep that lion
off I’ roared Bunter,

“Ha, ha, hal”

*You silly ass, it's ns, nobt the lion I
roared Bob Cherry. “They're skinning

the lion, and if vou jolly well don't shui
up, I'll jolly well skin youl™

“Dh!” gasped Bunter. “Oh dearl 1
—1I say, you fellows, I—I thought it wes
that beastly lion coming into the tentl
I—I-—I mean, I—I was just coming out
to shoot the lion! I was lecking for &
rifle—""

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“Bleased if I see anything to cackle
atl If you fellows think I'm afraid of
a liop—"

“Tha thinkfulness is terrific, my
esteame&i idiotic Bunter I*

o Yah] |

Harry Wharton & Co. turned in; bat
it was some time before Billy Bunter's
ghore was heard again. Bubt it was
heard at last: after which, it rumbled
on merrily till morning.

THE END.

(Far the continuation of this thrilling

schogolboy odventure sértes get neéxd

week’s Magwer and read: “"JUNGLE

VENGEANCE!" Harry Wharton &

Co. are booked jor the biggest thrill of
their lives, and 30 aré youl)
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FISHY AT HOME

Interview with a Celebrity
(By our Special Interviewer)

(NOTE.—Owing to the fouct ihal
T could nol find any guy willing te
underiake the task of interviewing
me for the GREYFRIARS HERALD,
1 hod to do the job myself—F. T. F.}

I messyed into Study 14, and found me
writing at o desk, with a look of deop
thought on my handsome map.

“ What iz that you are doing, Brot
Fish ? " I nsleed.

“I'm mapping out a 1;:'1:- ¢lus,
sonuy,' I repled solemnly. * I caleulate
T'm forming & ngw company in the
Remove."

* What—another ona " I asaid,

* gure,” I angwered modestly. * Busi.
noas firat and last is my motto.’

“ And what is it thia time, Mr. Figh 1"

¥ Well, sir, I puess it's the rnost extra-
ordinary stunt ever héard of. This cor-
pany is just about going te vewolutionise
classes and prep. v goloot who takes
ghares in this company won't have to
worry no mors about lessons.”

e zing " I said. * VWhat is the
name of the com ¥ :

“YISH & BUNTER, LTD., Lesson
Producera,” I answered gaily.

“ Are you having that lst clam Bunter
in your com , Mr. Figh 1

“You bet! We go shares in the work,
and take fiftv-fifty of the profita,”

“ But what on earth ia the idea 1 "
“T¢'s simple, you big sap! I'm gon
to learn l&ﬁl}anﬂ for Rc-mmrr'ﬂ men nﬂl;- 'I.hg
rate of & guinea a ferm, They needn’t
bother fo do any prﬂlp. T'll do it all—
Ioarn it sll thoroughly, you bet—and
gatisfy Quelch for them the following
mo ok
“ Trapossible ! Quelchy always makes &

man stend up and construe, or give
soswers to his guestions. If a man hasn't
rly learned hia Virgil Quelehy will
1 him out."
“Not at all,” I laughed. * That's
Bunter's part of the work.™
“ Bunter's | B
* Bure ! o gits next to me in class

Suppose

Cherry gots up to answer ques-
tions,

f'rinstancs, Queloh aslks the

"GREYFRIARS HERALD.
(Continued from peges 14 and 15},

peEmdndENEEEER RN ARSI STV ISR NN R RS RN S RAE FEEENFNAERdEERRRARaREE .

question, I jot down the answor guick
en o seribbling-pad, Bunter reads it
throws his voies so that it comes from
Cherry, and answers the question. All Cherry
has to do is to move his lips. Bunter and
I do the work.”
* You mean that you are going to uze
Bunter's ventriloguism to answer fellows’
uestions 7V
* Exactly
“ For a guinea & term 1 ™
" One pound, one ghilling per ferm
gir.
“ ¥ou were born to make your fortune,™
I said, * and you'll moat certginly do it.”
“Yon bot 1 ™ I anawered laughingly.
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FOUND !
A LARGE BOX OF CIGARETTES,

v used. If the junior to whom it
longs will apply to me in my study
he wil doubtless hear something wery
greatly to his advantage.

H,. 8. QUELCH,

{Form master.)

'RL

SPARRING PARTNERS WANTED,
Must belong to either 2nd or 3rd Forms.
Bring own gloves and ambulance.
Percy BorsoveEr (Major).
Reomove.

GREAT NEW FREE INSURANCE
SCHEME.

* The Greyfriars Herald,"” the most tia
shesd and up-to-date paper in the
gountry, hog just atarted a great new free
insurance scheme. THIS OFFER IS
OPEN TO GREYFRIARS FELLOWS
ONLY. Generous benefits paid in ense of
aceident, Bimply fill up the form below,
The insurance 18 guite free to all fellows

who pay £30 per year.

LisT oF BENEFITS.
In the event of sudden death from :

Falling out of a balloom, collizion
with & Chiness junk, being trodden om
by & camel, eating acid g, or
travelling on the French railways,

The “ HERALD" wil pay jou—£L

In the event of injury from @
i ., swallowing

Sticki in a $i
o football, being strock by thunder,

waterlogged diving-suit, or cheoking
Bolaover major,
The “ HERALD ¥ will pay you—-3a. éd.
In the évent of :
Loging two eyes, two arms,
legs, two noses, two ears, two fin
two thumbs, two toes, and twe teeth
in & submarine wrack,
The * HERALD" will pay you—Ia

Consider how offen these accidents.
happen. Fellows are being trodden on by
eamels and struek by thunder every day
of the week. FPrevention is botter than
eure. Fill up the form right sway.

o
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FILL UP THIS FORM.

Chriotion NAme. e ccssrnnasnnanss

STV AR & v s i i o
WICEDATO® . ..cvvwnrsanrsvoncsnsmsnns
Age last birthday,.........

Age next birthday,
Name of pet dog ...
Name of dentist

Ewdpa g IR REE T

lllllllll
FEwm o d o 4 % F B 8088 8EF
ndkidEidEE

bk F I EpFpTRE RS

Have vou had many aceldenta ¥ ........
How many of them were fatal? ...
Have you got any clgarette carda ? ......

Canyouplavslnde ¥ ovuse

= F mm

Do you like parsnips ?...... ...

Blze in gloVed. .. .opvrvs

Size in boots..........
Number of watch (or of pavm-ticket) ....
. Uhirlstian pame agaln ......0.
IWhy dld the chicken ‘orces the road?

e T T RN L E I EEEE R N R L D]
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Hove yol ever bgeningaol ¥ ... ...0..e
{Thenks. We thought ag ronch.)

(Slgmed).......
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MAGNET Editor's Note—This
feature was veceived at the ** Herald
office unsigned, bui theve is not the
slightest doubi that it emunates from
g;:hbusinﬂl*lﬂm brain of Fisher T.

{Next weel Horace James Coler fills
the editorial chair, s0 look out for
something big in shocks).
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HIGH, LOW, AND NIPPY IN ANGTHER WILD WEST AEEHTUHEI

LEAVE

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Fun Aloot !

IGH * Jinks, “Doc” Low,
and “Nippy " Nolan were
taking their case in the
bunkhouse on the Leanin’ L

Rapnch, Colonel ILou Luttrell, the

owner, was away, and for the time

being work was a bit slack.

The trio were more than thankful, for
the temperature was up in the ninelies
and the range was hot and dusty. .

Mippy was seated at the table, labori-
ously trying to write a letter, his tongue
lolling out at one corner of his mouth,
his head on ono side, and the fingers of
his right Gst smothered in ink. From
tha expression of his face he was pro-
bably writing & letter of condolence, for
it was tragio in the extreme, and the
ink on the paper was mixed with beads
of sweat which dropped from his brow,

High was lolling back on a tilted
chair, with his “ number ten's * comfort-
ably cocked on the table, He was draw-
ing strange sounds from an accordion
he had recently aequired by mail order,
with the book of instructions propped
up on his bony knees. It was entitled:
“How to Play the Accordien in Bix
Hours,” but as his long-suffering team-
muates had been putting up with the
doleful strains for close on sixty, per-
haps the “tuter ' was not quite so

&

“teachy ¥ as it was advertised to be.
Doc Low, horn-rimmed glasscs perched
upon hiz Roman neose, was streiched

upon a pile of blankets, hiz head com-
fartably supported by a saddle, studying
& letter and a photopraph alternately and
apparently deriving much amusement
therefromy, aa his gomewhat pudgy tum-
tum shook with inward apasms every
now and again,

blinkin® hlot 1?

“Blarm it; ’nother
cried Nippy, carcfully swabbing up the
drop with the loose end of his necker-

chief, which was already spotted in
places not intended by the designer.
“Ow yer cxpects me to write mmportant
letters, with one o ver stiffs strommin’
on o broken-winded armonium an’ th
other makin’ noises like water runnin’
awye dahn a plug "ole, I dunno, ’'Ere,
Daog, yer s'posed to 'ave 'ad some eddi-
cation, 'OUw raeny ‘t's?! in ‘ materi-
mony "

“ Just dee-pends how much she's got,”
put in High, with a dismal wheeze on
the bass cond of his instrument of

Fed-up cook willing to swop his
rich aunt for a pet rattlesnake !

aEnEFlARRRAEERARAR A RS FErEAERFREEEREFREEEE

torture. "1 was courtin’® a widder onet,
an’ th’ pumber o' teas I had to pay for
before I discovered it was o " matter-o'-
monoy © wi' hoy——-"

A bolster deftly thrown by his Cock-
ney pal hit him full in the sccordiom,
and with a loud groan from the instru-
ment Iigh fell over the back of the
chair. ]

“Berve you right for butlin' in and

ivin®  mizleadin®  information I said

ow, “*T’s" in matrimony, my little
feller? On'y one—t'other 15 silont, as
in ‘ wardrobe" "

“Ilaw, haw, haw! List to th’ per-
fessor 17 jeerad High, as he picked hirm-
self up, *Why, yer big fat mutt, thar
gin't no *t’ in * wardroba’ a-tall 1"

“Na, dearie. That's why it's silent I*?
smirked Low. ]

The door burst open and in rushed
the ecook, known to all and sundry ea

AUNTY!

“Stinky,” though what his real name
was history did not relate. He was
afflicted with a8 nervons stammer; somo
rude eowpunchers averred through
eating his own pies, which closely
resembled corrugated trom.

“ B.bh-boys,” he stuttcred, *“f-i-fone
meszage from th' b-b.bosz| He says for
vou to g-go to M-m-merrivale an’
w-wait thors f-for him. He m-may
EEWP in t-t-to-morrer or he m-m-may

“For e-c-ever | sang High, * Lol
hyar, Stinky, if yer stands thar spittin’
down my ear much ltm%-er thar's goin'
to be & death in yer fambly an’

oin’ to be ‘it'| DBeat it, my porridge-
aced hashep'iler! Put an' egg in yer
gock an' beat it("

The cook hastily backed towsrds the
door, stood for a moment, caught
Low's eye, then, with a resigned air
cast his eves up to the ceiling, shrug
his shoulders, and, with a deep sigh,

departed.

ﬂ:m gave another glanco at the
photograph, and again gave himself up
to silent chuckles. .

“Wot th' ‘Ere, wol's goin' on
twoon you en' o' Stinky I demanded
Nippy. “Waot's th' joke yer've been
keepin' all to yer bloomin' self! Con-
trairy to th' rules, eh, Hight"”

“Veah,” intoned the long "uwm  *One
for All—" " . ]

“And ‘All for One’!” chimed in
Nippy, with & grin. “Don't forgit to
remember  that th' slogan th'
" Three Must-Git-Theirs’ applies ekally
to jokes as well as beer ! * There Must
Be—'"

%¢Na Secret Between Us Three™ "
finished High, quoting another slogan
of the merry trio of roughnecks. “8pill
at, Low ™ i ]

“ I wuz goin’ to tell yer, but T kind
o’ thought et wuz betrayin® Stinky’s

(18

confeedence,  But  'tween us—waal,

bovs, et's thisyer way. Stinky has got

an ank " 2
#(lareless feller!” quoth Nippy.

;‘N-:strer} mind, it might 'ave been o
A ——

“An A-U-N-T, yer iggerant Britisher
—n ghe-male ree-lative, not an insec'{"
informed Low. “3he is known to
Stinky an' his fambly as * Aunt Steppy,
her name heing Stephenotis. TOm
th' looks of her, if he called her * Anti-
Septio * he wouldn't be far out. Take

Tee Migxer Lmsrarr.—No. 1,228,
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s liker at thisyer foto she has sont her

never-knew.* .

“Cripes]  Wot a diall” splutiered
Wippy, whilst High peecred over hia
:Ehmﬁdcr at o picturs of a forbidding-
ooking dame with corkscrew ringlets,
olad in black silk and a lace cap, dis
pla inﬁ. numerous diamond rings on her

ands and a thresstrand necklacs
from her neck, which all glittered
even in the coloured photograph.

“Th' dame sure cerriez some I_f(ew
gaws on her pusson!” said 1gh.
‘Reckon Btinky's sittin’ lprett.jr, hawin’
an aunt like thet, if she leaves him all
hor dough—" B

“Bhe sent a hunderd dollars wi' this-

fote an' thisyer letter |” declared
impressively. *“Btinky's goin’ inter
Merrivale to bust it, right pronto—an’
he has axed me to go wi' him. Yuh
3 as well, o' course. Now listen to

! letter.”

It appeared thit Aunt H"?FIL.“'.“? &
lady of rigid views on the Prombition

question, and wes wundertsking =
crusade through some of the States
under banner of & well-known

temperance advocate known as Deacon
Skinner.

Low had discovered that the cook
could not read, and ho had taken advan
t of that fact to edit the letter a
trile and put in some bits of his own,
With a perfectly grave face he had read
a “P 8 "—whioh accounted for ‘fnur
3tinky's woehegone appearance—and he
now rcetniled it to his grinning chums :

“¢pS.—Now, my dear DMont-
gomery——' #

:: Coo! It carn't be true!” chortled
Nippy. =~ “Montgom——  Pore ol
Stinky "

“Shurrup !

“* Montgomery, I have some good
niews for you, I have heard that in the
Wild West there are many who have not
yot seon the light and still indulge in
abliorrent aleohol. I have therefore
persuaded dear Deacon Skinner to
extend our tour to the West, and we

to visit Merrivala very shortly and
there further the good work and at the
same time make thd acquaintance of my
dear ne;luhew and wyour m]!eagﬁlm the
cow-gentlemen of the Luttrell Ranch,

“: p 8. 8. —8hun the wine-cap. ™

“¢ Cow-gentlemen '1 Oh, hellup 1™
spluttered High, rolling on the blankets
with joy. **8-sshun th' wine-cup’!
An'old Etmkﬂ? likes his likker reg'lar an’
fraguent—

“And has a hundred dollars wath
which to go on & bender in Merrivale
with 1" ehuckled Low. “Now, lissen in,
boyees, an' git this right—we're goin’ to
have a 1i’l joke wi’ Stinky, sn” mebbe
some fun wi' t'other cow-gentlemen I
M of July being at hand, the

little cow-town was full to
the brim. In celcbration of Independ-
ence Doy there was to be a rodeo, and,
in addition, there were sundry side-
shows, including @& circus, amongst the

performers of which Nippy had found
several old friends, with what effect

will be scen anon, N gk
at the of the
pt?P of tho

Stinky’s Annt Arrives |

ERRIVALE was certainly living
up to its name. The Fourth

Low was standin
steps leading to the “stoo

-cum-saloon named the First and

being the only hostelry in the

appeal to the convivial souis who
gathered in Merrivale for a joyous time.

Beside Low, and clinging with great
affection to his arm, was 3Stinky, the
cgok. He had made good use of s
Auanty Steppy’s hundred dollars, and
was what i3 commonly koown as “ well
alight.”

e was puffing at & cigar, which went
out every half-minute, and was survey-
ing the bustling scens with a benevolent
smile, !

Being mail-day, the crowd was out in
the street awaiting the arrival of the
stage coach from Collin's IPPass, which
was the railhead. For a wonder it was
late, Jokin' Jock, the stage-driver,
prided himeelf on the fact that he
brought her in ninety-nine times out of
& hundred “daid on time,”

“Mebbe thar's another lotter from yer
Auntie Steppy, en’ it's thet heavy wi’
dough it's stopped th’ coach!” grinned
Low, as he steadied the swaying cook.
“ Or, mebbe—gee-whiz, I never thought
o' thet l—mebbo she's on it her own
B'Elf!"

“Oh—oh, don’t!” groaned the coak,
ag if in mortal pain. *1 wish—hice—I
sin't got an’ aunt. I'd shwop ’er for o
—hic—rattler ef anybuddy wants ‘er.
But I'm gittin® firsty ﬂﬁ'iﬂ'—‘l must go
an' 'avo nuzzer snifter.

He pushed his way through the crowd
inte the saloon just ss a cheer
announced that the coach was in sight
tearing down the irail from Fountain
Gulch. Another yell went up &3 a
keon-sighted puncher announced that
Jokin' Jock was not driving, but that
the ribbons were held by——

“Perish me pink, it's & foe-malel
Two hours late an" drove by a hen-bird |
Ba_-fee!sﬂ th' stage has been stuck up
ag'in !

_ “Black Mistral an' One-Eye been st
it ag'in, I'm bettin’ ! shouted anather.
“Whar's th' sheriff an” what's he doin’
uf?”
If the driver was & woman, and a
peculiar-looking one at that, it was
evident that she was no novice, for the
stage tore up to the saloon dt & mad
op, and the six horses were pulled
ull? on their haunches, with hoofs
slithering in the duost, in a manner that
would not have disgraced Jokin' Jock
himseif,

That worthy was scated behind the
driver, with his usually ruddy face
pallid and drawn, but wearing a wide
grin as he waved hia left arm to the
ulrpwd, his right “wing " being in a
SIINE.

Hi winked at the boys, and gave a
knowing jerk of his head at the lady
driver.

“Some dame, T'Nl tell th' cock-eyed
world !" e bawled. “Gents, this yer
i3 DMiss Stephanotizs Sidebottom, an’
lemme tell yer thet she's all wool an' &
yard wide! Th’ blarmed stage was
stuck-up in Baker's Gully by thet
tarnation erook Black Mistral an' his
side-kick One-Eve. Scein’ thar was a
she-male aboard, I was for pullin® up
pronto. But would she have et ¥ Would
she blazes! Kicks my fut off'n th'
brake and loans over an’ socks Black
Mistral on th' dial. Then when One-
Exe pluga me t'roo th' wing, she grabs
th' reins an’® holds me on fo th' sent
wi' her other arm, whilst th’® gent inside
let's drive & six-gun, Bhootin’f T'H sy
so! In two wags o a duck’s tail One-
Erye's gat was sent a-kitin’ an' he was
Lhowlin' blue murder an' pussin® a
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. “Beein’ thet thar wuz fifteen thousand
dollars sittin’ in th' boot for the Miners'
Bank, ye may well cheer ’eri” yelled
Jock.,  “Whar's Peter Paulus, th
blamed manager, to take charge of it?
Likewise, whar's Miko Miller to git »
possa up to trail them two road-apoents 1™
. Deoc Low stepped forward and, sweep-
ing off his hat with a low bow, offered
his hand to assist the lady from her seat.
“Will you allow me, Miss Side——"" he
began.
“Miss Siddy-bot-ome, if you pleass,
young man,” she snapped, “is the way to
pronounce my name, and I'll thank you
ta make nomistake. Montgomery—Mont-
gomeree-eo  Siddy-bot-ome, wﬁe_ra air
you? Oh, why is my Monty not here to
welcome 'is lovin® Auntie Steppy

“Thar ain’t no one o' that monniker
hyar. Who's she axin’ for?” whispered
one of the men. *“Montgom——"

_Btinky, the cook, atiracted by the ex-
citement, swayed out of the swing helf
doors and stood blinking at the appari.
tion. Bhe gave one shriek, and, with
B leap like a deer’s, cleared the heads
of the erowd and landed in his arma.

“'Tia hel"” she yelped. *“It is my
Montgomery himself! ©Oh, joy—oh,
rapsher! Monty, Liss yer Auntie

Ete;ili}l;r B

“Hie!"” was all that misernble cook
could say as ho blinked at tho lady in
rustling black silk, with & bonnet cocked
over one eye, boasting a young rose
garden and a couple of ostrich-plumes
as adornment.

“Montgomery, vou are not well
are not your dee-nr gelf ! she shrilled,
holding him off and gazing into his
bleary eyes. “You have a cold, my
proshus ! You have n sleepin’ with-
out your bedsocks, or have left off
flannel binder. Oh-h-h, cow-gentle-
men, excuse me feelin’s, but it is me own
'I:gru!:i'u:r’s cheeild thet I be'old once
more, Him I wuseter slap in ‘is
bath—"

There was a peculiar sound, half »
groan, half a yelp, from within the
stege coach, end she relessed the
wretched cook and hestened te the

vehicle.
“Peacon — Deacon  Bkinner!” ghe
yawped, “Oh, I have forgotten the

shepherd ! Come forth—come forth and
El"ﬂ{!t Montgomery ! Ch, what =
lessed day this s 1™

“Bufferin’ crows, it's a walkin' lamp-
post 1" pas a hoss-wrangler, as, Grst,
a very tall hat appeared; and then a
long, lenk figure, clad in tight black
clothes, with a little white choker &t
the neck, was eoxtracted from the
interior of the coach. Black cotton
gloves, far too long for the fingers, con-
cealed fists liko hams, and the sleaves
of tho seedy frock-coat were half-way
up the lengthy arms.

“Bay, Jock, be thet th' gtg as did
th* sheotin’ " queried a dandy young
top-hand, in sheepskin chaps and wide
white Stetson. “Can thet stuff! I'm
bettin’® he couldn't hit & havsteck at
five yards!®

Ho had spoken In an ordinary voice,
but the long man seemed to have
abnormal hearing. He looked at the
youngster over the top of hia thick
glasses with red-rimmed eyes, and then,
with a movement =o ewift that the eve
could bardly follow it, snatched
dandy rangeman's two six-shooters from
where they swung lew at hia thlghl.
and, without sceming to take any aim,
fired at & tin can %’yinﬁ in the road.

o

phpﬂ. save some boarding-houvses, broken arm——m=»* As it ]eqpt inte the air hit it again

which, being very “dry,” did not “Brayvo, ol' gal!” yelled the crowd. and again, until he had driven it fifty
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vards down the street with {he lwelve
bullets.

fRee-tract, mocker ! he boomed, in
a deep bass voige, that secemed tq come
from his big elastic side boota. “Ere 1
saw th’ light I c'ud shoot o sawed-off

up like yew out'n his boots an’ never

t an oyelid. Ho, men of wrath,
bec-hold th' shepherd who has come to
call you to th' fold o tempeerance!
Sister Stepancotis, let us raise th' strain.
' Pure sparkhin’ wa-a-ter, wa-a-ter from
th' cr;;stal rill; gimme a cup from th'
cﬂﬂiiu stream, for it will not make me
il

“JGeo whig, of he raised thet erimson
speezer on any crystal rill—lead me to
et 1 murmured the toewn toper, pazing
enviously ot Deacon Skinner's raspberry
tinted beak,

““Maontgomeree ! Where 13 that boy ?
Take my trunk up to the best room in
the "otel, an’ be extry keerful of it, for
thera's a plum cake i it Jike you useter
be so fond of, a knitted red wool com-
forter for yer pore neck, two fapnel
vestes for your weak chest, an’ & night-
gownd I worked my own sclf——"

Two cattlemen were unceremoniously
slung put of their bed.rooms to accom.
modate the heroine of the day and her
tectotal companion. A hefty meal, that
would have made a couple of paveies
jib, was served in the proprictor's
private room, and done full justice to.
It was zerved by Doe Low, who insisted
on acting a3 walter f{or the occasion.

“Yuh durned shootin'® fool, yul'll
give th' game away as sure as eggs i
yer go showin' off like thet!” he
growled to the prohibitionist, as he
plumped a jug of water and a glass be-
zide him. **Auntie, what are yor goin'
to drink—water or milk?”

“Neether, wer fat-bellied ‘ippo-
potamus ! snapped Miss Sidebotton,
* zimmmo somethin® wi' a kick to i, ov
I'll go right out in th' bazaar an’ give
th' gime awye. Milk? Wot d'yeor tink
I am—a hinfant in harms?”

With a sigh of rezignation Doo pro-
duced a largo flask from his hip-pocket,
and in two minutes the produce of the
“crystal rill ¥ was being gualifed with
“abhorrent aleohol.”  Auntie raised
her glass in & toast,

“Upe for All—"
“All for One ™

And the *“Three DMust-Get-Theirs *
solemnly pledged each other.

“Fellers,” said Nippy, " w'en ol" Low
‘ere suggested this htile jape, we never
thought we was goin' to sirilke some-
think ‘ot—hut therae's some as iz goin’
10 get & 1i’l surprise in this town afore
long, We'n I 1t that Black Mistral on
*ia smeller, the black como orf ‘is fice
on to my lemon kids, an’ ‘o let hout a
word that I've never "eard but one man
usg——"

“One-Eye pipped Jokin® Jock with
a snepshot from his left hip thet neat
an’ purty os I've never seen but one
feller ckal, an® thet feller has two oyes;
but he never uses both guns,” drawled
1ligh, taking a ewig from the crystal
rill,  “Mebbe, if wa jincs th' merry
throng outside yarnder, wa may pick up
some  more plinters. wuz  mighty
keorful to shoot said One-Eyo on'y
thru' th' Heshy part o' his arm arter
1’d blowed his gat away. 1've a notion
he ¢'ud show up wi'sut havin' it in =
sling. Let's mosey an' seo bow th’
winebibbers air gettin® along.”

And after the “Three Must-Got-
Theirs ® had each taken ancther “pull »
from the large flask, they went down
inte the saloon of the hotel,

the excited dame, ** Hnm;r | Come and
kiss yer Auntle Steppy !” The cook
aimost collapsed in asionishment as the
lady In rustling black silk rushed upon
him.
In the Night!
HE fun in the First and Last

i waxod fast and furious as the

night wore on—for all but one,

that iz, Poor Stinky was hav-
ing a thin time, for the eagle eye of
Auatie Steppy was on him if he showed
anhy signs of winebibbing, and her shrill
volca could be heard above the tumult
if he edged near the bar. She found a
hundred things for the wretched cook
to do, and compelled hin to. introduce
her to eundry and diverse grinmng
“ eow-gentlemen,” whom poor Stinky
knew would never allow him to forget
that his real pname was Montgomery
“ Siddy-bot-ome,” so long as he was on
the Leanin’ 1. Ranch.

Besides the cowpunchers, auntie
showed a desive to know the prominent
citizens, chief amongst whom were Mr.
Peter Paulus, manager and cashier of
the Miners' Dank, and tho sheriff of
Merrivale, Mike Miller.

“Bay, iI yer don't look out, Stinky,
yer goin’ to lose yer auntie an’ gain an
uncle, I'm thinkin',” said Doe Low,
with a jerk of his head towards the
table whero the lady was seated with
the sheriff on hep left, and the bank
manager on her right,

The latter's Id-rimned  plasses
glinted as if the lady's glittering dia-
mond ornaments dazzled him, and no

" ,_‘:}_"'"'
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wolrder, for auntie had certainly “got
*em all on.™

She was wearing half a dozen ringa on
either hand, a brooch as big #s o small
saucer on the breast of her black silk
gﬁwn,‘ which locked like 2 headlamp in
the lights of the saloon, and what o
fence-rider described as a “ta-ra-ra™
in her hair, For a dame who extolled
the simple life and thoe joys thereof, she
certainly was hahminﬁ in o somowhat
skittish manner with the two prominent
citizena, whoe seemed to be attracted
cither by her person or the dazzle of
her ornaments.

Deacon Skinner sat on the other side
of Paulus, and got little of that gentle-
man's attention, but that did not seem
to trouble tho teetotal fanatic very
mucli. He had a large tumbler of wl;mt
ho deseribed as “barley water ¥ beside
him, which was often refilled from a
stone jug which he kept a very wary
Cye upon.

Two or threc times he suddenly
moved a large, ham-like hand swiitly
upwards in dangerous proximity to the
spectacled manager’s right eye; but so
engrossed was Paulus in suntie’s de-
seription of her home “back East,” and
the history ©f the various ornaments
that she was wearing that he paid no
attention. The deacon caught auntie’s
eyo ot lest, and gave an imperceptible

—
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ned., She waz laughing at somefhing

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY.

She discarded the ringleted wig with

the bank muapager had said, and, with a sigh of relief, lugged off the * prop

o girlish giggle, she cried: " You are a
one [ and stote him with no faiey-liko
Yist upon the upper part of his rizht
urkn.

“Ah-h-h! he plmeost sereamed, and
his faco went deathly pale.

With & mighty oeffore he controlled
himself, and, smiling in o siekly
manner, cxplaingd that hizs herse bad
kicked lum on the biceps that atternoon.

“Now, i that ain't real curiows!”
smiled the lady., " Not three minutes
ago Mistor Maller here was wellin’ me
bow he bruiscd his nose, His naughty
horse threw up his head and neary
broke his poor nosey-posey. 1V yew
know, I was wicked coough to think
that someonc bad given him & blow—
but no one would dare do that to the
sheriff, would they? Tee-hee-hee!™

For some¢ reason her coy temarks
" geomoed to put & damper on the conver-
sation, and a few minutes later the bank
manager left with o muttered ecxcust,
giving an almost imperceptible wink to
tho sherifl. 1t possed unnoticed to qll
but two pairs of keen eyes watching for
something of the kind. Before Paulus
had lefs by the front door Doe Low had
quietly slid out of a window at the
back.

He snaked his way along behind the
wooden buildings, keeping level with
the bank man as he walked rapidiy
down Main Street, When DPaulus et
himseclf into the bank premiscs with his
aatchkey, Low was crouched at the rear
of the benk watching the approach with
intent eye, until he saw the burly forn
of the sheriff emerge from the shadows,
Snd slide inte the bank by the back

Do,

Half an hour later Low slid unobh- .
trusively back into the saloon, and stood |

his left car

ogainst the bar scratching
maoditative

with lhis night hand in
fashion,

Shortly after, suntiz yawned politels,
bade good-night to the Deacon, ealled
Btinky to her, and made has tifo miser-
able by publicly embracing him, and
insisting upon his taking the woollon
nightgown she had worked for him with
her own fair hands, together with o
pair of pink bed-socks,

But once in her room, with the - door -

safely locked behind her, Miss Side-
bottom’s movements would have puzaled
the cheery bunch below in the saloon.

jewellery  borrow from pals of tho
circns, and threw it carelessly on tha
dressing-table.  Then, with the aid of s
bolster and sundry oddments taken
from her trunk, she proceeded to rig
up a very fair imitation of her fairy
form undor the bedelothes.

Meoxt door to her Deacon Skinner did

s

A small boy was sent to
some powder for hig alater.

“ | want some powder for my -
slater, please,” he sald timidly.
" " The sort that - goes off with
a ban M
Jocularly.

' Mo," answered the youngeter,
““the aort that goes on with a
puffl

H. A. Fullett, 74, Salishury St.,
Hull, E. Yorks, winz a handsome
leather pocket-wallet for the ahave
joke, Seénd in your joke to-day,
chum. If it catches the judge's eye
you'll bag a handseme prizel

asked the chamist

very similar things., And, somewhore
about three o'clock, which at that time
of year wog the “darkest howr before
dawn " in Ceolorado, both reoms woere
uncannily quict, |

But the silence was broken by the

fainfest sound from outside, and two

shadowy forms slid stealthily ovér the

pitched roof of the kitchen premises,
immediately under auntie’s and the
Dencon's -rooms,

Silently - the well-propared, greased

-at the

stole into the rooms tewards the bed;
as one man thoy raised gleaming knivea,
and brought the points thudding down
into well-construeted dummios.

Then there was silence no longer, but
pandemmonium that roused every sloeper
in the * hotel.” In auntie's room ther.
was & mighty grunting and scuffling.
The figure, with blackened face and
hands, bad lefi the dugger stuck in the
bed, as a slight form 1capt out of the
wardrobe, und gave him a punch like
e kick from a mule. And he had only
recovered from it in time to meet a
yvoung cyelone which scemed to hit him
all ways at onee.

Ho was a strong and burly man,
weighing twice auntie’s six stono; but
in less than thrée minutes he was slecp-
ing peacefully from the offects of as
proity a right hook as was cver given
in a ring.

Mext door the other shadowy figuro
bent over the beéd in the same attitude,
etill elutching the knife, as when the
deep, bass voice of Deacon Skinner had
bade him “8tick 'em up, an’ lock

“anighty slippy |” whilst the muzzle of o

gix-gun bored into his Aoating rib.
Lights ‘were broughy, and. Black
Mistral and his side-kick, One-Eye,
were herded inte the saloon down-
stairs, A little soap and water revealed
Black Mistml as Mike Miller, the
sheriff ;: whilst without the patch over
one eye, and the ferocious moustache
and chin-picce, it was casy enough to
recognise Peter Paulus, the highly re-
speciable monager of the bank. '
“0Oh, you nasty, naugh boys 1”
minced MNippy, as ho Ehﬂﬂ-k“iiﬁ finger
pair. * Deceivin’ a pors maiden
lady in that way. You firted with 'me
—von know you did—and I'vo pot 'arf
n mnind {o give you anuvver slosh merost
th' jib for squeezin® me 'and! "Owever,
seein’ a5 yer'll soon ‘ave yer gullots
squeezed some carly mornin' afore
brokfuss, I'll let wer off! Doe, wot
abaht it? I've got a thirst I wouldn't
soll for 'arf o nicker. Wotcher got §*
*You con take. your choice, sir—pure,
sparklin’ wa-n-arer from th' erystal rill,
or milk from th' moo-moo, or—half a
mo’, thar's Stinky waitin® to kiss his
aunktie—thet oughter take wyer thirst
away.” ] ]
{(Theve are more thrilli—and lovghs—
in “HIGH JINK'S REST CURE," the
ezt story in this smasking Wild West

windowa slid up: silently tho figures
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DANGER!

For goodness’ sake keep out of
the Kag to-morrow evening,
you chaps! Prout has pro-
mised, as a special favour, to
come down and give a lantern
lecture on ‘* Reminiscences of

THE ._ihn._..ﬁﬁ ~EVERY SATURDAY
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LATEST

CAUTION!

CEXTRA

"'GOOD .
EDITI\ON

Having overheard a prefect plotting
to break tho school rules, I feel it is
my duty to keep mum and take neo
notice of the matter. The results might
bo serions. But may I just warn you
fellows that if any of you happen to
want Loder of the Sixth about twelve

the Rockies in 1899.”
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o'clock fo-night, it won't be any good
_ﬂ_"_m..,_::m. in his bed-room for him, That's
all,

HAROLD SKINNER (Rcmove).

 READERS,
PLEASE NOTE

{heing to the fact that the
Famous Five are absent
from Gregiriars for a weel
or &0, Wharten informed me
that he would be compelled
to close down the * Herold ¥
temporarily. However, I

that we reually
could wnot disappoint our

MAGNET readers, and 30 he
agreed o lelt mme find
substitute editor swoftile he
oas areat.

Fisher T. Fish of 1he
Remove and Horoce Colier
of the Fifth were both very
keen on the job, and so 1
orranged that they showkd
be allowed to edit one issue
each. Thiz week we print
Fishy's cffort. It iz, he tells
us, far betier fthan * the
% formerly served up Ly
a set of juys.!! Nexl weclk
the gvect Horace will occiepyy
the Editor's choir. You
must not miss this wvery
unrestal treat.

EDITOR,
THE MAGNET.

STEP RIGHT INTO
THE OFFICE, GUYS

I guess I'm resl glad that the Editor
of the MAGxET has seen sense at Iast,
and handed over this job to a cute
New York citizen, who certainly does
know enocugh to mosey in outer the
rain, Yep! This paper has been as
dead a8 a wooden leg for two years,
and I caleulate that it wants real live
hot-zip news from America to make
it cut a large figure in journalistic
circlea. I'm the jay to fix it. You
madid itf,

Owing to the crasa rot of a set of
dumb-bells, the ** Greyfriars Herald
has been sliding off to the dogs. 1
kinder guess this issue will arouss it
gome., Oh, boy! You gotte go to ths
U.B.A, for wiseeracks and live-wire
tabloid news, That guy Wharton and
hiza gang are sound E_mmw from the
kneea up. They think a * scoop ™ is
a thing you sorve sugar with, If
Wharton ever had water on the brain
he wouldn't have enough te drown o
gnat !

Caloots who cnn turn out =zippy,
red-liot nows stories without wasting
worda are invited to submit their bunk
to the lditor at Study 14. No pay-
ment offored, T guess, No puloots neced

| HOW NOT TO WIN A

PRIZE

Here js an absolutely original
limorick I made up a short while ago,
I guess it's a corker. I reckon it's
& lallapalocss, I caloulate it's & nifty.
.__...m.m.._uﬂﬂ. H
There was a young lady of Riga,
Who went for & nde on a tiger;

But they came back from the ride,

With thoe lady inside,

And & smile on the face of the tiger,

Now listen to this, you galoots, and
tell me who has come out at the little
end of the horn. The above corking
limerick I aent to the Fditor of the
MacxeT, hoping that he would send
me & poenknife or a pocket wallet,
They are good knives, and I caleulats

Fishy Contribution

I eould have got thres «v four bob
for it from a fag,

Eut what dosa the Edityr do 1 He
gends me back & note saying that I

don't win the pesk E.wu or wallet
becanas « Lo

(1} The limerick jas Msble,

(2) It ain't Eu.mhﬂa_.

(3) It ain't about drffriars, and

(4} It's even more feiile than he

thought.

Can you beat it * T ask you,

I ought to insist on having a knife
asmy right ; but I'm a gensrous galoot,
and, if the Editor still reluses to part
up with a knife or wallst, he can send
me buck the thres-halfpence I paid for
& stamp and we'll call it iquare,

blow in to kiek up o sghine with the
LEd.,, or I'll make potato-serapings
of "em. I'm so tough that I keep my
socks up with tintncks, Jear me §

Y'm told that I only hold down this
job for a week, and then some other
knut rorts off with it. Cun you heat
it, brothers ! I'm banking on the

fact that, when the ' Ldor of tho
MAaNET sees this copy, e'll give me
& commish to edit same for all time.
Any cheap skate can that I lay
over Wharton from the "homent the
bell rings, You said it, b,

FISHER T, FISH,
Editor,

Having had a fow words
recently on the subject of a
dud sixpence which Fishy
worked off on Bolsover, the
burly Bolsover shallenged
Fishy to a fight in the gym,
To our ytter asstonishment,
Fishy accopted—on the con-
dition that the fipht should
be contested on American
lines,

*What do you mean by
American lines ? ** demanded Bolay,

“ 1 gusss wo ain’t stakin’ on foul blows
or low hits,” responded Fishy, shaking
his head, ‘* There are no fouls in America,
Lig boy., Ewerything is fair in American
fighting. I'll inform the universe.”

* You mean that you will be allowed
to win the fight on a foul blow 1% roarcd
Bolaover,

" Sure. Wake me up in the night and
ask me. There ain't any fouls in American
boxing, Hverything counts.”

Bolsover was forced to ngree to this
eondition, and we prompily adjourned
to tho - Everybody expected {o
seo I', T, Fish knocked half-way back to
Califorania, and Skinner, who is a betting
man, was offering 1,000,000,000 to 1 on
Bolsover—and found no takers.

Vernon-Smith waa referce. He deapgod
out hiz handsome watch and gave the
signal * Seconds out.’”” Then the thrilling
fight began. This is my official description.

BOXING UNDER
“AMERICAN” RULES

FISHY versus BOLSOVER m L
By Our Special Sporting Representative

ftound 1,—Immediately the gong went,
Fishy sailed out of hiz corner, jumped on
Bolsover's neck and bit him sharply on
the left ear., DBolsover roared with anguish
and tried to land a left hook ; but Fishy
n_ﬂﬁﬂ to his neck and dragged out his
hair by the handful, With a great struggle,
Bolaover threw Fishy over his head, and
the American junior hit tho foor, At the
count of nine, Fishy jumped up and
hacked Bolsy's shins. The call of ** Time ! ™
found Bolsy hopping about in dire distress,
Skinner shortened his odds to 3 to 2,

Round 2.—Fishy jumped out of his
chair and threw it at Bolsy, The chaiv
landed on the bully's bean, and before
Bolsy could extricato lhimself, Iishy
kicked him in the face. Nolsover tried
vainly to land a blow, TFishy dodged a
atresght right, and cwought Bolsy’s nose in
a grip of iron, nearly wrenching it off.
While Bolsy was strogeling with the tears

that filled hia eyes, Fishy hauled off and

landed two heavy kicks on hia ankle.
Cnce' again the call of * Time " saved
Bolsy. The first two rounds had been
sntively Yishy's,

Rouud 3.—Dolsover rushed at Fishy,
who tripped him up, The big Removite
hit the floor with a crash, and Ifishy
jumped on the amall of his back, and kept

anging hiz head on the floor. When
Bolsover was absclutely black in the faco,
the referee slopped the fight and awarded
Fishy the verdict on o technical knoek-
out, Whils Fishy waa bowing to the
applause, Dolsover staggered up and hit
him elean into the dressing.room for six.

This ended the fight. When Jishy
regaing  conaciousness he will give an
exclusive interview to this paper on * How

IWon!"

BIG BUSINESS

i al

train from Pegg—uvisilors

Fish’s Personally

TOUL No. L.—Every Wednesday.
Leave Greyfriars (Muin Gate) at 2.30 p.m.

Conducted Tours

House—if the hill

paying their own fares.
Kejoin car at Pegy Jetty
al 4.45 p.m. ;
Cliff Head and CKREF
i ¢ i foo steep visitors will
kindly assist in shoving. Reaching Grey-

the

imoten s ez 'n NEWS IN TABLOID

o

AWOTrs

Home wvia

What’s Happened This Week

Queleh’s liver has boen dancing
round ds wishbone all tho week, and

set.

packed
couldn't

burglarsnaking across
tho guod
The said erock

he s=saw a

last =zun-

a gat, but
whack up

HOW TO WRITE
SHORT STORIES

Fishy Puts You Wise

pened to be in the houso, and,
hearing the big sap roaking =
noige, camo Jdown and butted in.
Thiz merchant wont o kick the
burglor, but, instead of that, he
hooted tho dynumiie wnd blow

Here's another example of the true
business instinet, you jays, Fisher T.
Fish, Esq., has rented an old six.-seater car
from Lararus, of Courtfield—the engine's
& bit uncertain, but it sure i8 o comfort-
able little auto. I'll tell the world, The
enr is pusrantecd to do 10 m.ph., on &
wide, open road, slightly downhill, with
a galoot shoving behind,

Fisher T. Fish, Esq., begs to announce
that he is now ready to fake bookings
for his Tours de Luxc through Courtfield
and cdistrict in & splendid six-seater
Crawler saloon car. 'he car will leave
Gruyfriars overy Wednesday and Saturday
6t 2,30 p.m,, and will srrive back (possibly)
st 5,30 p.m, for roll-call.

Points of inierest on the journcy will
be shown to travellers by Fishor 0, Fish,
mnam.mﬁnm they will also bo wisod up ns
to the historical associations, ete. BOQI
NOW FOR A GREAT AFTERNOOX.
If Wet, Cur Docan’'t Bun, NO MONBY
RETURNED.

at the faskionalble seqside town

prompt. Proceed via Uncle Clegy's (Friar-
dale} fo High Beech Hil. (Al guests
have to get out and push car up the hill)
Arrivs Courtfield Gusworks 3.30—a distance
of two miles and a half. Quarler of an hour
alicwed for visitors to inspect the gasworks,
and then on to the BUNSHOP, where a
hall 18 made for tea. The tour extends to
WOODEND, wvisitors making their way
there by bus (paying their ouwn fares),
rejuining the car at the Bunshop af 4.30.
Thence back via igh Boeeh and Friardals
o Greyfriars, where the car will stop if the
pesky brokes will act ¢ of not, visitors mossy
Giick to the school on foul,
FARE (Not including teaw) .. ba,

TOULR No. i—Every Saturday.,

Leave OQrenfrigrs (Matn Gate) 2.30 p.o.
Arrive Higheliffe, 3.15 pam.—a distance
of & mile. (Visilors wre warned to bring
burfs and stwwps, efc., a8 Ponsonby s
wsually on the wateh in Higheliffe Lune,
Thence on to PLGY (2] miles), arriving
e 4 pon.
(s dowrn Fill all ike way), Stop at PEGE
COTTAGE HOSPITAL for ten minutes,
where wvisitors who have got the worst of
the fight with Pon, will reccive attention.
Visitore then oroceed to LANTHAM for

friars, in one piece if possitle, at 5.30
.,

FARE (Not including tea or frain) .. 6a.
I guess you can't do better than burn

leather to Study 14 snd hitech up on to

one of these grond tours at once. NO
MONEY RETURNED, Who wants &
nice afternoon in the country ¥ Let
F. T, Fish drive you round in his Super-
Magnificent 1,000 h.p. Crawler. alie
advice, you jays, and book now.

P.5.—NO MONEY RETURNED.

CHUNKLEYS (Courtfield) LTD.
FIRST GREAT SALE!

(Everything reduced to rock-bottom prices)

UDﬂEEH_EH.m. only &l. each (with jam
i, 6kl ),

CURRBANT BUNS, 41d.each
CRICKET DBATS,
£3 Gu. Od.

BICYCLES — 1928 nodels — £20.

TEMNIS SHOES and IQOTBALL
LOOTE chenp

FOCKET KNIVES at CUT PRICES,

You don't need @ million pounds to shop gl
Chunkleys ; hoif a million will Jdo.

COME TO CHUNKLEYS

(3 for 1/-}
slightly shop soiled,

he har panded out lines as thiclk as
dollnrs & Chicago cop’s bank aceount.
Snoop enmes out with the grossest
ligure—8,500 lines in & wecl. That
record viill take some beating, I'll
oy, Lis:en, brother Snoop! 1 ealeu-
late yow beat plan is to mosey along
to the Jfisher T. Fish Line-Writing
HBureaw, Special Bale This Week.
All Lineg 1g. 44d. per thou.

i E ] E ]

XNugen; Minor has been cutting high
a3 a leather-swinger, This fnp’s wrath
bubbk “over on Thurs, Jast, and he
careltaily loft o pan full of ink on
Loder's wﬂ:mn___. door. Loder togk that
packet widiere his brains cught o be.
Nugent Miner is now
in ie eanny, and
Loder ¢ minus one
fag. o't tako
adviee from ug, Loder:
but don'; forget that
Fish's Pag  Apency
Provides  firat - class
nys for all occasions.
No "bechy-traps on
study e, big boy !

L m. ] ]

Prout has got the

hoodlums bad, He
»

S

the vim to draw n the whole boiling of ‘em (o
bead on Prout. The Fifth Form-| Listen _carefully, you big|Haliax, ,
maater gives out that if he bhad had |cheeses. There ain’t a single| They wasted a lot o' words

his Wincheaster Repeater he would
have picked the bad lad off. Aw gee!
Ligten to Doctor Figh, Mr. Prout. Como
right along to the Surgery, Study 14,
and 1I'll sell youa muxture to cure
bata in the belfry.

L] * *

Goorge Wingate, school capt., has
entered for the Surrey County Matra-
thon, London to Guildford. 1o swings
& neat heel on the cinder-irack, and
can do his mile 1in 4.38, But that ain't
liko running all the way to Guildford.
Before he finishes the run, he'll be
* Woking '—joke ! Say, wyou puys,

who's got that sporting instinet ?
Come to Old IFather Fish and back
your school captain
at the best odds.

Anything from fivers
to doughnuts.
- * *
Alonza T. Todd
hies o large and
offensive vaecuum
imstead of o brain.

Yosterday he tried
o tick Quelchh  off
for icking him. ** My
denr s, says  tho

iny, “corporal chas-

writer in this goldarned islund

whe lmows how to condonso.
You get me? I'll suwy a short
story should be SHORT. A my

hasn't time to rcad a story unlcsa
it is real short. 7The wvery first
thing you goita learn in writing
stories 18 to make ‘em  short.
D'ya know how ¥ Here's how.
Take & short story I read
yesterday, It was obout five
thousand words im length, and
all it was about was & erook who
went out in o toxi with o lump of
dynamite to blow up a safe.
But the owner of the safe hap.-

e

tigemerrt has been proved by statis-
Lice to bo definitely harmiul to the
growing youth. lauzoe and voflect,’”
whoops the dumb-bell, * before
yvou infhict wpon me in your
fincce anger such  treatment s
will eauso you regret.* All the
samo, he toolk a stiff six from
Juolch, and crawled away look-
ing mighty blue.  Sav, Alonso,
doca it huvt 7 And why, you poor
wet mutt, haven's yon tried Iish's
Mogic Balra for Brutecd Bodics ¥
1t costs only 9d.—[mnily sizo, Ja.

describing the burglur, end how
hoe was kind to kids and thinga
like that—asz if a burglar could
bo kind to kids. by, g
You could do the whole thing
in seventy-four words., Like this,

Joko was—
8 burglar,
kind to kids,
five fgat ten inches,
a big wot sap,
and one ovoning he got into—
his overcoot,
a taxi,
a window,
8 houdo,
tuking with him a—
can of dynuamito,
a lurgo suck,
o Lig appotito ;
but the owner of the house was—
1,
over six foot,
protly angiy,
s ho eamo down wnd kiecked—
up a4 row,
the burpglar,
tho can of dynamnite,
tho buckeot.
THE LND,
Bay, brother, how's that for
short 1



