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i CHAT WITH YOUR EDITOR ABOUT THINGS IN GENERAL.

Alecags glad 1o hear from gou, chims, so drop me a Une fo the following address:
The Editor, The ‘* Magnet " Library, The Amalgamated Presa, Lid., The Fleelway
Houge, Farringdon Sirect, London, EL 4,

11 EAFR EDITOR,” starta off a

Claston reader this week,—
“Can wyou tell me anything
about steamer Bremen
Well, it that I can, for I took

thuopgrt one day recently, to run
down Enngampton and havgr a walk
over that splendid '

id vesse]. It waa ** some ™
w I can tell you, for the Bremen is
890 feed and has a beam of 102 feet.
Be, ghe’s only the fourth largest

In the world, ghe is the broadest.
ean, on oooasion, touch

A SPEED OF 290 ENOTS,

and her a iz 27.01 lmots. One
of the most interfes things about her
is the asroplane eatapult. A gliding

i uns raila which are,
mughg,.nbmt. ards long, and thig
carriage, which the aercplane, is

driven along ths raila by compreased air.
About ten wardas befors the carriage
reachea the end of the run the asroplane
has gatherad eng apoad fo remain
in the air. The carriage 1a stopped at the
end of the run by automatic brakes, and

thus the asroplane iz launched into the
sir. The whole of this catapult apparatus
is mounted on & wheel rim, which allows

it to be swung out on either side of the

ﬂ} -

ﬁ;hut & lot of lives would have heen
saved at sea in the past if ships had
formerly seroplanes | The Bre-
men’s seroplane, of course, is intended
to up the mal service ; but in case
of mecessity it could also bo used as o
maans of gaating sinking ships, carrying
breeches bnoy apparatus to them, and so
on. I foresee a great future for life-saving
seroplanes at pon |

I{ you are

INTERESTED IN NAVIGATION,

as I am, you will find much to interest
you on this steamer. She is fitted with
eloctrio telephones from the bridge to
part of the ship. In addition to
m telophony, she has alee a gyros.
copic compass, fitted with o device to
enable the ship to be stesred nutomatically.
A SiME: HELTBag Pl GAis Togbaltt
acoistio sl i ant, electric fog-bells,
and every modern soientific instrument.
I remermber, many yoars ago, whon I
was at sea,

HEAVING THE LEAD

was a long and arduous f;:nh' All that
in - nowadaya. captain
wishes to find out the depth of water
beneath him, he sends out s signal, which
strikes down to the depths of the ccean.

When it meaches the botiom, wo echo is
sent back, and, by ocunting the time
between the mﬁ;f the signal and the
receiving of the ., the navigator can
qul a;:;autl;r how much water is beneath

18 ghip.
What would Columbus have said had
him that this would be

poagible T

I G;l? tﬁE gnuﬁiillutrﬁfhab.a walk over
a mighty liner- ia i3 an experionce
worth having, and I am glad o see that
our British railway companies are T;
rannt special tmpa to bi rta,
inﬂ'iudniﬁg a *' conducted tm!i]:g” ?}ﬂm a big
liner in the price of the trip. Balore
long T hope to be able to visit soms more
* ocean greyhounds,” imcloding Britain's
ﬁ!ﬂﬂt wonder.ship, ths Empresa of Bri-

1.

Jaclk pson, of Brighouse,

CONCERNING THE CAPITAL OF
AMERICA.

He wants to know the answer to the
following query: “In what state is
Washington, the ital of America "
Well, Washington i3 not in any state
at all. It is situated in what iz known
ag tho * Digtrict of Columbia,” which
eonsista of only sevenly equare miles,
and has a tion of leas than half a
million, X

There are, all told, forty.cight statos
in the United Btates, thirteon of which
were the original British colonies, The
other thirty-iive were admitted to the
union later. In addition to that, there
are thres other * torritories "—Hawaii,
Alaska, and the District of Columbia.
Alaska, althoogh it has not been raised
to tho dignity of a ** State,” is the largest
tarritory belonging to the TUnited States.
It has an:area of 500,884 square miles,
and yet has only the small population
of 55,036, Thus every inhabitant of
Alaska could have ten sguare miles of
land to himssli—and there would still
ba plenty left !

H’EEE'E a query, which comes from

¥ow we'll have a laugh and at the same
time congratulate Sydoney Lyall, 16, Arch.
way FRoad, Highgate, N.9, who wina a
prize for semding us the Iollowing joke :

‘Schoolmaster {addressing pupil) : ““Smith,
your essay on ‘ My Dog ' is word for word
fthe same as your brother’s. How do
yon account for it 2 '*

Smith : ** Well, you see, sir, Ii"s the
same dog [ ™

Good lad, Swdney! A uszeful pockst
knife is now ¢n tho way to you.

Here i85 o clever Crey-
friars - limerick, which has
won for J. Wilmot, Bells
View, Wellaway, DBath; a
handy leather pocket-wallet.

0ld Gosling, the erusty school
potter,

Thinks all us sechoolboys
nughtar

Be biffed and ba banged,

Be killed or be hanged.

H we werg~—oh, my hat—
what a slaughter |

From J. L., Bradford,

comes an interesimg letder,

in which he asks me t0 mention szome
facts about

THE KIEL CANAL.

m my chat. As I think this will also
interest othor tites, here are soms
details about this canal. on
June 18¢h, 1805, it ocoapects the North
Sea and the Baltie, and was ¢ub to save

shipping from danger and loss of time
mﬂﬁﬁm rounding the Jutland peni _
Ths passage through the canal occupies
eight and & half to pine hours, and
ne ion is poesible continuously as it
is e ically lighted. A trip tiro'ugh
its sixty-one miles is rathor monotonous
sud uninteresting, as high banks obstruot
the view cover the flat country through

which it . But the Kiel Canal
3AVes s good deal of money, for
ginoa 19 it has been an international

waterway open to the wvessels of the
world, and ressonable canal tolls and

chorged are fixed,

A SPLENDID, PROGRAMNME.

EXT week's ﬁ;ﬂgrammu {orward.
How does this title sirike you !

FHIDNAPPED IN KENYAI®
By Frank Richards,

thnlling, dosen’s it 7 And
vou'll certai with me that the
story 4 thrilling whon you read it next
Baturday. It is well up to thoe very high
standard the author has eet in this mag.
nificent eeriea of Wharton & Co.'a
adventures in the African jungle.

Although I flatter myselfl I'm not bad
at puzzles, there is one puzzle which I've
never yot discovered, and that ia: “ How
on earth does Frank Richarda get all his
wonderful ideas for stories T ™ o doubt
tho same preblem has oceurred io you,
but it's one not likely to give us sleepless
nights, for it’s a pleasant problem, and I
for one don’t mind keeping on wondering.

Next on the list of good things we have
for next Saturday is another humorous
and thrilling advenlure of our puncher
pals, High, %,-::-w, and Nippy. OGroat Iads,
aren't thoy ¥ They coms wup against
a gang of rustlers in their next Wild West
adventure, and, I can iell you, the fur
flios thick ond [ast when the chums get
moving !

I hardly need mention tho * Greyfriars
Horald " and the shorter features—except
to say that they'll be well up to ther
ususl topping standard.

YOUR EDITOR.

Seunds
Grian veﬁr:{

' 3
PENKNIVES, POCKET WALLETS and TOPPING BOOKS

olfered for Storyettes and Snappy Greyiriara Limericks.

All efforts to

be sent to: c/o MAGNET, 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4 (Comp.).

Don’t Miss

This Opporiunily of Winning Something Useful!



THRILL-PACKED COMPLETE STORY OF ADVENTURE IN THE AFRICAN JUNGLE !

f

Featuring Harry Wharton & Co. and Billy Bunter of Greyfriars. By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Bunier Gets 3 Move On !

LUMP!

Billy Bunter sat down.

Bunter was tired.

For three hours Bunter had
been on his little fat legs, Threo
minutes would have bren cnough for
DBunter.

liesides, it was hot !

Even Billy Bunter, }mmlmb]:,-. had not
cxpected it to be perfectly cool on tho
Equator.  Btill, he scemed to regard
the tropical heat a9 a scurvy trick played
by WNoture specially for his personal
discomfort.

Harry Wharton & Co. wera

The other follows had turned deaf
CATS.

There was danger behind, and the
Greyirizrs “safart” had no time 1o
logc—even if Bunter was tired.

Danger  certainly  would have
spurrcd Bunter on to unheard-of efforts,
had it been close at hand., But out of
right was out of mind. Bunter was as
brave 3 a lion when no dapger was
nigh, When it drew nigh his courage
rather resermabled that of o rabbit—a
pervous rabhbit,

Bunter had stood it for thres hours.
Mow he was fed-up.  And so, at lust; he

“Do you want to be left behind?”
snapped Merbert Vernon-Smith.

“I'm tired !™

The six juniors halted. The Famous
Five looked impaticut, Vernon-8mith
exasperaled. They come back towards
the Owl of the Romove., Kikolobo, the
gutde, glanced back, and stopped.

Billy DBunter blinked up at six
irritated faces through hiz big spee
tacles, o was, a3 be had stated, tired,
and he was not gowng lo stir.

“Now, look here, Bunter!” said
Harry Wharton patiently., “We've got
to get back to camp——"

(13 Rﬂt ["

. . “We've got to get out ol
rather tired. The only mem-  Pack up your troubles in your old kit bag,’” ¢his quarter befors that vil-
her of the part:?fwj!}a scemed  sing Harry Wharton & Co., *“ and hike, hike, iﬂ'i?h J:ﬂ‘:;lgﬁii&:’ﬂi?;#; aﬂrf-mg;-
3 " = LEL 3 L
s e ™ Fikuys hike !* And the African jungle throws back St P nd Bk IeoE +
Lunter snd guide. the echo of the schoolboy hikers’ song. “I'in not afraid of him, if
Kicky=—as the Grevlriars you arcl” ssid DBunfer.
juniors called him to savo ; “Don't ba so jolly funky!”
time—sirode on, tircless, an imposing sat down, with a heavy plump that  “You checky ass!™  roared the
figure in 511‘ip|:'é monkey-skins, ulmost shook the colony of Kenya. Bounder.

After him trailed the I'amous Five
and the Bounder.

Tichind them pluzged Billy DBunter.

Porspiration streamed down Bunter's
fut face. Flica pave him their epecial
attontion. Mesquitoes secmed fo like
him. With the Greyfriars partr,
Bunter wus not oxactly popular; but
with the winged inhabitunis of the
jungle in the back-country of Kenya, he
gocmed very popular indeed. They all
seemed to want a little kit of Bunter
a3 & souvenir,

Since starting ot dawn, Bunter had
tald the other fellows, not once, but a
hundred times, that ke was tired.

In tho shade of the tall elephant grass
he sat and grunted.

“Come on, Bunter '™ Harry Wharton
looked baek, * Buck up, old fat manl!”

fr B-Cﬂ._ﬁ'.t !.‘!
“(Get a move on,
Bob Cherry. -
“ Rotier *
“Buck up,
Bull.

“Shan't I

“ Ay esteericd and idiohe Banter—=—"
said Hurree Jarnsct Ram Singh.

“Yah!"

“Bunter, vou fal asz-——
I'rank Nugent,

“ Beast I

Dagter I shoutcd

Bunter 1 velled Johuny

cxclaimed

“You can call & fellow names!™ said
Dunter, blinking at him. “ But who got
vou away from that beast Krantz when
ho bagped vou, I'd like to know "

“Will you get a move on, you fat
idiol **

“No, I won't!™

“What aobout rolling lim along liko
a barred ?™ azked Bob Cherry.

“ Beast 1

“Non've got to stick it for another
frwr mles, Bunter,” said Frank Nugent.
“There's dangor——"

“I'a not afraid of dangzer.
soma Tellows!”
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“0Oh, kick himi~
Bounder.

IIYnh Iﬂ-

The chums of the Remove glared at
Bunter. Bunter blinked back defiance.
Rolling him along like a barrel was
not really practicable. Carrying him
wos gtil]l less practicable. It really
seemed as if Smithy's suggestion would
have to be adopted, and the fat Owl
would have to kicked into motion

exclaimed the

And it was necessary to hasten.

The Greyfrinrs fellows, on safari in
Kenya, hng left their horses and bag-
¥m and porters im the Masalindi
orest when they entercd the jungle.

They had fallen foul of Ludwig
Krantz, the slave-trader, hali-Arab and
half-German; a villainous outcast who
had a *juiey” reputation all over
Kenya, Ugands, and the Tanganyika
territory.

1f Krantz and his geng of slave-hunt-
ing ruffians camoe to close quarters,
matters were likely to go hard with the
Groyfriars sofari,

Even the Bounder. tho most reckless
member of the party, was anzious to
get out of the jungle. Even Kikoloho,
the fearless Kikuyu, constdered it wise
to put on speed. It was left to the
fattest and funkiest meomber of the
safari to waste time, and give the slave-
trader o chance of gelting in touch
with the party. )

‘But Bunter was tired!

*“Tho kickfulness is the proper caper!”
said Hurree Jumset Ram Singh., " As
esteemed Shakespearo remarkably
observes, we must be cruel only to
kind.”

“Go it, Bob—you've got the bigpest
feot [ said Nugent.

*Took here, Bunter " urged Harry
Whartan.

Bunter waved a fat haod at him.

Leave me alone! I'm tired! I'm

going to rest! As for dunger, I don't
suppose that beast Krantz is within
twenty miles! I don't care if he is!
Shut wp ™

The Kikuyu came back along the
jungle path,

“Q Bwana, why do our feet halt by
the way, when there iz need for haste?”
he asked, addressing the Bounder.

“That fat idiot won't move I” growled
Vernon-Smith,

The Kikuyu stepped towards Bunter.

T 8mall Fat One——" he said.

% ¥ou shut up!™ hooted Bunter,

He glared at the Kikuyu.

For some reasom unknown to Bunter
the Kikuyu did not regard him with the
same respect as he showed towards the
rest of the party. Instead of addressing
him as “ Bwana,” or lord, he called him
the “8mall Fat One,” which really was
not complimentary. Bunter, perhaps,
could not be expected to like it.

“PBut listen with your ears, O Small
Fat One——" said the Kikuyu.

“Go and eat coke ! :

“Kumbe!” exelaimed the Kikuyu
suddenly; a startled exclamation. A
flash came into his dark eyes, ond he
grn:lpt'_d his spear and made a swilt
stride towards the Owl of the Remove.

The sunlight flashed on the broad
blade of the spear as it was lifted in
the muscular hand of the Kikuyu.

“Here, what the thump——* cjocu-
lated Bob Cherry,

“Lock out! What—>

There was & yell of fcrror from
Bunler,

It seemed to the fab junior that the
Kikuyu was nbout to transfix him with
the broad blade of the spear.

Tag Maexer Lisnipy,—No, 1,230,

Harry Wharten & Co. stared on,

dumbfounded.
_ Odren ognd often had Bunter beon as
insolent as he daved to be to the
Kikuyu; indeed, hoe had told the other
fellows more than onco that he had a
jolly good mind to kick the blossed
nigger. But the Kikuyu had never
secmed to mind Bunter's ¥ cheek.”

Now, for a moment, it looked as if
the Kikuyn had broken out in wild,
suvage rage. His dark face was sct
hard, his eyes fashed, aud the long
spear in his sinewy hand rose flushing in
tho air, and darted towards the fat
junior ms he sguatted against
aclephant grass,

For a sccond it seemed to the horri-
fied juniors that Butiter would ba trans-
fized by the spear; but there was no
time to reise a hand.

Bunter yelled with terror.

'The bright blade of the spear flashed
post him, missing him Ly less than an
mnch.

From the grass behind the fat junior
come a4 hissing sound. Tt was heard for
only a second as the Eikuyu struck.

“Owl Keep him off P shricked
Bunter. :

He rolled into the jungle path.

“ Kikolobe I panted Wharton.

“0 Bwana, it is the mamba [ said
Kikolobo ealmly. “If I, Kikaleba, had
not struck with my spear, the Swpmli
Fat One would have been with the
ghoats,”™

“Oht"” gasped Wharion.

From the thick stalks of the clephant
ﬁ;‘ﬂss, where Bunter had heen sitting, a

deous, black thing writhed.

It was o “mamba,” a black snake
nearly ten feet long; but the narrow
head was gone from the writhing body ;
tho cutting edge of the Kikuyu’s spear
had sliced it off. The poisonous head
lay in the grass; t(he hideous hody
writhed and thrashed out into the path
before it lny still.

“0Oh crumbs ™ pasped Bob Cherry.

They understood the swift action of
the Kikuyu now,

His keen eyes had deteeted the head
of the mamba peering from the grass
behind Bunter, and he had struck in
tima to seve the life of the fat junior.

“1 say, you fellows, keep that nigger
off 1 feflcd Bunter. 1 told you he
was o cannibal!  Keep him  off!
Shoot him !  Bunter, sprawling and

clling with terror, was still nnder the
impression that the Kikuyu bad thrust

at him with the spear. “"Shoot him!
Hold him! Oh crikey *
“You silly ass!” roared Dok Choerry.
“ 0w ! Help ! Reseue ! roared
Bunter. *“Keep that nigger oil!
Shoot him !

“{) Bmall Fat One ™ said the Kikoyn,

" Beast, keop off 17

“You howhng idiot!” welled ihe
Bounder. "It was a snake, and Kicky
killed it just in time, you silly chump 1™

" Wha-a-at [

Bunter sat up. He sel his spectacles
straight an  his fat, hitle nose, and
blinked round him. At the sight of the
headless snake he bounded to his fect
as tf he wero made of indiarubber,

“(Oh crumbs! It—ir--it's 0 annke I”

asped Bunter. “I[—1 say, you fellows,
or goodness” sale lot’s got on! Let's
pet out of this puirid jungle! I say,

what are you hanging about for?
Can’t you come on?"

Bunter started.

The other fellows grinned and
followed.

The hlack mamba had scitied the dis-
puted point. Billy Bunter did not want
to st down any more. Dunter had got
B Tneve on.

And in merry mood

the juniors

the

THE MAGNET

threaded their way through the jungle
once move, their voices raised in song:
+Pack up your troubles in your old kit
bag, and hike, hike, hike!”

e, — s B

THE SECOND CHAFTER.
A Chapge in the Programme [

L RATITUDE I
G Bunter spoke in sardonie

tones,

Harry Wharton & Co.
looked at him as if they could have
eaten him.  Herbert Vernon-Smith
compuressed his lips.

The Greyiriars safari were back in
the camp in the Masalindi forest.
Bunter, at least, was glad to see horses
and porters and baggage again. The
fat junior had had more than enocugh
of treliking afoot in the jungle. And he
had had quite enough of the safari, and
he said 50, not once but many times.

Herbert Vernon-8mith was head of the
parly. Iho Famous Five were the
Bounder's honoured guests.  Billy
Bunter had hooked on. But to jud
by Billy Bunter's remarks he was tﬁg
principal person concerncd, and the
rest were scarcely “also rans.”

It seomed unlikely to the juniors that
the slave-trader, Krantz, would follow
them so far, or venture to attack a
pumerons safari if he did.  Ar all
events they were preparcd to take the
risk, and continue the trip. Dut Billy
Bunter took a different view.

Bunter’s view was that the trip should
come to an cnd at ence, and that the
fellows should seek civilisation again—
such civilisation as Kenya had to offer.

In  ordinary ecirenmstances  the
Bounder and his companions would
have {.‘mas@d Bunter's opinion by like
the idle wind which they regarded not.

Bue the circumstances, unioriunately,
were not quite ordinary.

DBunter had & elaim.

Bunter was the fellow to enforce a
claim to the biver end. .

Amazing @& it was it could not be
dented that Bumter, the fattest and
funkiest fellow at Greyfriars or any-
whero else, had been chiefly instra-
mental in resening Vernon-Bmith when
he was captured by Krantz, the slave-
trader.

If the Bounder had been dizposed to
forget that service, Bunter was not the
fellow to let bim forget. Bunter was
the fellow to keep hima constantly in
ming of it.

It wes itksome to be under an oblipa-
tion to a fellow like Bonier, It made it
awkward to kick him as he deserved.

Now the chums of Greyfriars were
discussing  their plans, and Bunter
weighed 1n with a very decided opinion.
And in the circumstances Bunter ecould
Lhardly be kicked.

“Gratitude,” repeated Bunfer, *“Of
course, I don't expect it. I never did.
Sull, when a follow vuns [rightful risks
to save a fellow’s life—"

“You fat porker,” said Bob Cherry.
“You blundered on Smithy by sheer
aceident, after lozing yourself like a
silly idiot, and all yeu did was to cut
himﬂlhnnﬁe.:a” ch

“Oh, r . crry=—-"  Bunter
blinked at hfm gontemptuously, “Of
couese, it's like you to run a lellow
l:]qw%” - ,

“ You fat rump-—*

“1 found him!” said Bunter. “I
saved him! ¥Yeu and your blezsed
hikuyu were hunting for him, and I
did the trick! Didn't I, Smithy ™

The BDounder breathed hard.

There was no doubt that, by a sort
of miracle, Bunter had come in uzefol.
Bmithy had no doubt that the Kikuyu
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and hiz friends would hare found him

when he was & prisoper.  But they
might not have found him belors
Erantz refurned with his crew of

ruffians from the interior, in which case
the whola party might have fallen vie-
tims to the ruffian. DBunter, by sheer
blundering chance, had been, for once,
the right man in the right place.

“You can maks out that it was an
acoident, if you like,” said Bunter. “1I
must say it’s like yvou. Az & matier of
fact, I tracked Smithy down—"

“ Gammon 1" :

“ Anyhow, I fonnd him, and got him
loose, and—and here he 15, eaid
Bunter. “And I'm bound to say that

Franiically the Bounder dragged the splashing and
sghuﬂmng Bunter away from the gaping laws of
i

advanclng crocodile. “Ow!
Help ! gurgled Bunter in tferror.
oW, ow I '

‘Lhere's sucl & thing as gratitude, though
you fellows don't seem to have heard of
lt\.”

“0Oh, cheose i1 grunted Johnny Bull.

*As Bhakespearo says” went on
Bunter, “* How sharpor thun a thank-
loss tooth it 1s, to have a  toothless
serpent.’ ¥

“Ha, ha, ha !"

“ Blessed if I sece anvthing to cackla
at! Now, look here, vou fellows,” said
Bunter. “Old Smith—I-—1 mcan Mr.
Vernon-Smith, has given us thoe choice
of keeping on this safari, or going with
him to Thingummy's what's-its-ngme.”

“Caminho’s concession,” grunted the
Bounder.

“¥eg, and my idca is lo chuck this
gafari, which is all rot, sinyhow, and
got back to civilisation. Not that it's
very civilised—a putrid pluce, I've no
doubt. Going back to MNairobi would
be much better. There's shops there,
and restaurants, and-—"

“ Rats ™ .

“Well,” said Bunter, ""if you keep on
this safari, you keep on withoui me!™

“Ow, ow,

“Glad te!” growled Johnns Bull

“The gludiuiness would bo  pre-
posterous I )

“That villuin, Krantz, will be after
us,” said Bunter. “He's E:inrm\:i to cut
aur throata all round, and sell us as
slaves in some owful place in tho in-
terior, and—*

“He would hardly do both,” suggested
Frank Nugent mildly.

“I with you wounldn't interrupt me,
Nugent. Not that I'm afraid of that
brute, Krantz, you know. F'm really
thinking of you fellows, Wou will he
in danger, and the guestion is—should
I be able to protect you?"

“Qh, my hat [

[ "'I,.
i

Qoooch ! 7

“"Runker ecould be sent back on his
own,” sugsested Bob, “After all, he's
only a nuisance.”

* Hear, hoar !

Sniff from Bunter, ;

“If you fellows think I'm geing to
hang about on ey own, vou're joliy
well mistaken,” he said. " Your com-
pany isn't much—not the sort of thing
I'm accustomed to at Buntor Court in
the holidays., 1ut it's better than
nothing.”

The Famous Five looked at Ierbort
Vernon-Smith, It was for Smithy to
decide, and they were prepared o
zecopt his decision.

The DBounder gave an angry grunt,

“Look here, vou men, you know how
it stands,” bhe said. My father's
through with his busincss at Milsom's
plantation. Tlis next call is at & timber
concession up in Masalindi, If we like
to go with him, wo meet him at a place
called Malimwo on his way. 1'd rather
keep on safari, and 1've no doubt you
fellows would; but there's no getting

%?? w,
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out of it that that fat Llighier helped

mo when 1 was lmgg‘ed——-ﬁ

“Oh, really, Bmithy—"" :
“And if he makez a point of it—"
“1 do!" gaid Bunter promplly.

“If hoe makes a point of it, I fuel
bound to play up—if you fcllows agree”
pranted the Bounder. I can’t kick
him as ho deserves, in the circs. 1 foel
bound fo consider him., Bubk you
followg—->"

e

“Wv dear chap, that's all right!
said Harry Wharton, “After all, we'd
like to sce the timber concession: kb
won't be guite so exciting as safari, but
it will be worth sccing.”

“Yeou'll have a roof over your heads,
anvhow,” said Bunter; "Enrf no beastly
lions or leoparda prowling abont at
night.”

Bl

“Tt'a o
thp other

o1 ssid Bob Clerry; and
cllows nodded assent.

“Then it's scttled,” saild the Bounder
raother moodily, and he rose from the
log where he had been scated and
walked away to speak io Wikolobo.

Billy Bunter grinned cheerfully.

Tha Famous Five gave him expres-
sive looks. Bub cxpressiva looks had no
effect om Willtam George Bunter,

“I say., you fellowsg—-"

*Oh, shut up, Bunter 1"

“I'mt doing this for your sakes, you
know," smid Bonter, “The fact is,
vou'ro no use for rvoughing it in tho
jungle, Too soft, you know. I can fake
care of myscll, as I've shown; but vou
fellows——"'

“I'm poing 1o kick him!" aaid
Johnny Bull. “Smithy can't very well
kick him, in the giddy circnmstanecs,
but thera's no reason why 1 shoulda't
kick him."

“Yarnooooh I"

“(Goal 1" chuckled Bob Cherry,

Tu: Macxer Liskary.—No. 1,230,
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“Yow-om-ow ! 1I you kick me again,
you beast Y acoop [

Billy Bunter rctired hastily from the
& pot.

Kicking Bunter was some sclace, but
the fat junior had his way. When the
party got into mation ﬂﬁnin they wera
heading for Malimwe, where thoy wero
to meet Mr. Vernon-Bmith. 8o much
the Dounder felt that he had to concede,
in acknowledgment of what Bunter had
done for him. And though the Famous
Fiva certainly would have preferred to
keep on safari, they were not the
fellows to grouse. And, aiter all, a
visit to a timber concession in a remote
megion of Ienya was interesting
rugh., thotrh not so exeiting as trek-

ing in ihe jungle, So they took the
change in the programme cheerfully;
and, at all events, that change m the

rogramme took them far from any
urther poszible contact with the slave-
trader,

Certainly they did not guess, or
droam of puessing, that that change in
the prﬂﬁmmmn was destined to have un
cipectod and startling results, and that
strange adventures awaited them on the
Aasalindi plateaun. Still less did they
guess that itk wos to turn out the most
fortundte thing that could have hap-
pened. The future was on the knees of
the gods.

—

“‘THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Wei !

IKOLOBO, striding ahead, econ-
K gpicuous in his dress of striped
monkey-skins, spear in hand,

halted on the margin of tho

hraad, shallow river. Bohind tho
Kikuyu came the Grevfriars juniors on
ltorseback, und hehind them the long

string of native porters carrying the
baggape.

It was afternoon, and the sun was
reddening the west., That night the
party were io reach DMalimwe, where
they were to wait for Mr. Vernon-
Admith. The Malimwe river lay across
their path, but it was shallow, and
Kikolobo knew the ford. As he reached
the margin of the Malimwe the Kikuya
stopped and cast o stone down on
the edge of the water, It elinked on a
little heap of stones already gathered
on the same spot. :

The juniors watched him rather curi-
ously. More than once they had seon
the Kikuyu perform that strange core-
mony when a stream had to be crossed.

“What's that silly nigger np to, you
fellows 1" aszked Billy Bunter, blinking
at the Kikuyu through his g
spactacles.

“*Bhut up, you ass!"”

“Oh, really, Wharton "

“The politefulness is the proper caper,
my estcemed fathcaded Bunter,”” mur-
mured the Wabobh of Bhanipur.

Snort—from Bunter.

The fat Owl had no politeness to waste
on “mnig He had, in fact, very
little to wasto on anybody.

“Oh, really, Inky! T suppose yon
feel like that hecause you'vre a2 mggEer
yourself I’ remarked Bunter agreeably.

“My estocmed .diotie Bunter—"

The Kikuyu glanced iound at Billy
Bunter gr:weilf. L

“0 Small Fat One,'’ he said, “it is
written that when o Kikuyn is about to
eress running woater he shall cest a sfone
on the bank in honour of N'gai, who
seeg all things from the summit of the
Great Mountain, and so N'gai shall
grant him o cafe erossing.”

The Creyiriars fellows were eareful
not to smila.

Who is the Ilooded Doom, the
black averger who rides by night
in desolate Ylinski, whoze wvery
name strikes blind terror into his
. foes? Paul Rasanoff—owner by
right of Ylinski, its castle and
fabulons treasure—and his English
chum, Dick, iron-nerved and a
fighter to the backbone, set out to
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The native superstition was, after all,
ng more absurd than seme that survived
in their own country, where they knew
plenty of people who would not sit
down thirteen to a table, or begin »
1Icnunmeur.r on & IFriday, or walk under a
adder,

But from Billy Bunter there came a
fat chuckle.

DBunter was amused.

Bunter was not the fellow to respect
any opinion that dilfered from his own.

“He, he, he!” chuckled Bunter.

"Will you' shut up, you fat [ool?”
hissed the Bounder.

“He, he, hel™

A dark leck ecamo over the Kikuyu's
face. Iis black eyes dwelt very ex-
pressively on  Bunter's fat, gprinning
countenance, DMany tines had Buntor
roused the resentinent of the proud
Kikuyu—who was a gredt chief and a
great hunter, though in Bunter's lofty
eyes only o * nigger.”

“Why does the S8mall Fat One laugh
at the words of Kikolobo?" asked the
KEikuyu very quietly.

“He, he, hel Of all the silly idiots
I—"" ¢huckled Eunter.

" Kikuyu,”” said Huorree Jamset
Ram Etngh, the 8mall Fat One laughs
because he is a fool, and he is not a
pukka ashib.”

“ Why, vou checky beast, Inky—""

The Kikuyu bowed his head, turned
away, ‘E"“‘J. strode on, He entered tha
}‘r‘ﬂ-f&m', which rose over hiz knees at the
ord.

Billy Bunter blinked along the muddy
banks unocasily.

“1 say, you fellows—""

“Qh, come on, Buanter "

“Look here, are there any crocodiles
about?” demanded Bunter. “If you
fellows think I'm going to be ecaten by
erocodiles to please you, you're jolly
woll mistaken F Spal”

“Tons of them I'" said Bob, “But the
ford's safe enough so long as you keep
to it, Iathead! 8o come on, ass!™

“Well, you fellows go first,” snid

Bunter. “I—F1 keep an eye an you
and-—and protect you if there's =any
danger.”

“ Fathead I

The Famous Five and the Bounder
rode into the water after the tall
Kikuyu.

Undoubtedly there were erocodiles in
the Malimwa river; in fact, there
were & dozen in sight at o distance from
the ford, had Bunter observed them.
But to Bunter's eyes they wore floating
logs. Still, Bunter did not believe in
taking risks.

The Kikuyu halted in the centre of
the stream for the horsemen to pass
him. He stood there, spear in hand,
watehing for an enterprising “oroc ™
who might come near enough to snap at
the legs of the horses. The =ix juntors
rode past him towards tho low, sloping,
muddy hank on tho other side.

Kikolobo looked back at
hesitating on the margin.

“O Small Fat One,” he called out,
“enter the stream, for 1 cannot wait
now that the Ddwana has passed.”

Bumnter snorted.

“¥oun can jolly well

Bunter

wilt—angd bo

Llowed to you " he vetorted. * Don't
you be a cheeky nigger!”
IKikolobo looked at  him, swung

round, and splashed after the ridery,
Dunter gave his broad back & glare.

“Wait for me, you beast!?” he
hiow led.
The Kikuyu strode on  regardless.

Frobably he was fed-up with DBunter—
which really was not surprising,

“ Deast [ growled Bunter.

The Kikuyu did not heed.

“1 say, you fellows,’ yelled Bunter,
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“eome back for me! I say, you fellows,
coma back, you beasts! I sayl”

The horsemen kept on, the Kikuyu fol-
lowing them. DBunter gave o snort of
wrath. The sitring of native portera
wero close behind him now. He made
up his fat mind at last, and gave his
horse a touch of the whip and rode 1oto
the river.

Cna of the floating logs he had noticed
had fleated qguite near to the ford. And
puddenly, as Bunter splashed in, that
floating log opened & wide mouth that
was armed with fearful rows of teeth,

Bunter gave the fearful apparition one
blink, end uttered a howl of terror.

As a matter of fact, the crocodile was
a dozen wvarda off, and Bunter could
easily have ridden across in safety. But
the sight of those frightful jaws was too
much for the Owl of the Remove.

He gave his horse a terrific lash with
the whip to urge him into & gallop to
reach the farther side, which the other
fellows had now reached.

The horse started,
wildly. y 1

It was quite a quiet horse, specially
sclected for Bunter, But that sudden,
ferrific lash startled him, and he reared
and plunged. A rider’s hand on the
tein wonld have been epoupgh; but
Bunter was no rider. As the horse
reared, the forrified Owl dropped the
reing and clutehed at hiz neck.

“Ow! Help!” yelled Bunter.

The horse plunged on wildly, splash-
ing up the water, and Billy Bunter shot
from his back before he knew what was
happening. The riderless horse dashed
en, and Bunter sprawled in water and
vellow mud, and roared.

and plunged

—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Eseape !

ROCOCOGH 1M
G Splash |
“QOooch! Help! Oooogh!”

£ 11

Harry Wharton & Ca., tein-
ing iz on the muddy bank of the
Malimwe, looked back. Bunter’s rider-
less horse dashed past them, snorting,

with dangling reins and jingling
slircups.

' Ilihﬂ.t fﬂt H'Sﬁ_ll'l

*“The silly chump 1"

*“Help! Yooop! Yarooooh!” roared
Dunter.

Hiz fat face and F!immﬂrmg
spectacles emerged from shallow, muddy
water, and he blinked round him wild!y.
“Whooooop! Help! I sav, you fel-
lows—— Yarooooh!”

‘I'ho water was nearly up to Bunter's
shoulders. His fect were sticking in dis-
turbed mud. He splashed abous franti-

cally.
O crike{y!“ asped Bob Cherry, his
face suddenly white. * Loak '™

Tho crocodile was heading for Buntor.

Tho hideons, scaly snout showed over
the water as the terrible creature staried
for the hapless Owl, who was splashing
Llindly in the river.

Harry Wharton leaped from his horse,
His rifle was in his hards in 2 moment.
The Bounder grasped Wikolobo's arm.

The tall hikuywe stood staving at the
splashing Owl, making uwo movement,

“Bave lam " panted the Bounder.

0 Dwana,” satd the INtkwyu, *it 13
written that one who mocks at N'gal
shall die and net live, and vour eves
will see the jaws of Npwena devour tho
Small I'at One D™

Releasing  the IMikuyu's arm, the
Bounder rushed back mio the water,
Harry Wharlon waz aleeady firing, but
the bullets glanced from the scales of
the crocodile.

With & desperate rush the Bounder

reached Dunter, and grasped him by a
fat arm,

“0 DBwano—Bwana-wangu!” shouted
the Iikuyu. He woke to sudden
activity.

With a spring as swift as that of a
leopard, the Kikuyu followed Vernon-
Smith.

He was only in time.

The Bounder was dragging Bunter
frantically along, splashing and eplutter-
ing and howling: but the erecodile was
close at hand, and they could never have
reached the bank safely,

The Kikuyu, spear in hand, rushed
between Ngwena and his prey.

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob Cherry,
watching with starting eves from the
bank. ]

The juniors plunged knee-deep into
the water. Tt was futile to shoot, and
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the Kikuyu now would have BLeen in
danger from the bullets.

They rushed to help Smithy snd
Dunter; but all depended on  the
Likuviu, fecing the crocodile, spear in
hand.

Tihe native porters had halted on the
bank, walching the seene with startled
eries.

The Xikuyn's broad-bladed spear
flashed in the sun as he struck. To the
juniors it seemed that he must he torn
dovwn by the shearing jaws of the croco-
dile.  Bur the Kikove had hunted
Mgwenn mauy o time in rivers anod
st_-.'umps, and Ngwena had no terrors for
.

The longz spear was driven deep in
the yvauning throat of the erocadile, and
snatched back, and driven sgoan with a
specd abmost of lightning.

The great brute floondered, its tail
thrazhing the water like a flail. and the
dikuvu, leaping back, cscaped the snap
of tha shuﬂm{g jaws. The water, toszed

inte muddy foam, was erimsoned with
blood.

Tw, ow, ow, wow ! Bunter was
velling.

S Quick ™ panfed the Dounder.

7
“Qw! Youwre pulling my arm out,
yvou beasl !
“Fool! Quick!™
The IFamous I'ive rcached thom,
grasped Dunter on all sides, and
dragged him to the bank. Bunter

yelled and roured oand howled, as he
splashed sod floundered through water
and mud.

But he was dragzzed out, and tossed
on tho bank in a dripping, spluttering

cap.

The Kikuyu followed.

Tho crocodile, sorcly wounded, was
splashing in the shallow water of the
ford, stirring vp thick mud; but the
Kikuyu was out of his rcach. And by
the time Kikolobo stepped on the bank
the huge saurian slid away into deeper
water.,

The juniors, leoking from the bank,
could see the red wash on the water as
1t went, and they were glud cnough to
sce it go.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry,
mopping the perspiration from his face.
“Ricky, old bean, I thought you wero a
goner '

The Kikuyu smiled.

“0 DBwana,” he said, “the spear of
Kikolobo is as terrible to Npwena as to
Simba of the forest and 1"iu of tho
jungle. It 13 known thrvoughout the
country, [rom the Big Wator io the
Great Lakes, that I, Kikolobo, am a
mxghtﬂ hunter, and a slayer of the moat
terrible beasts.™

* Hear, hear " grinned Johnny Bull,

“Good man {"” chuckled Nugent,

Belf-praise i3 said to bo no recom-
mondation, but it is not tho wav of the
African warripr to hide his light under
a bushel. Kikolobo had dono a brave
deed, and he was not the man to deny it.
What would have been absurd boasting
in a whitc man, came notural fo,the
simple, untutored Kikuyua.

“¥et oven I, who am wel! known to
be brave and terrible in war with man
or beast, would not have fought with
MNzwena for the sake of tho S3mall Fat
One,” said the Kikuyu, "It was only at
the command of Bwana-wangu that my
terrible spear was lifted.”

“ Beast ' pasped Bunter.

“Is that how wyou thank a man for
saving vour life, you fat villain " asked
Bob Cherry.

“Yah! I'm all wet!”

“Do you know that eroe nearly had
you, fathead, and he would have had
me, too, but for Kicky?"” exclaimed the
Bounder,

“I know you nearly drapged my arm
out, you beast! I'm all wet!” hooted
Bunter. "“Wet fo the skin, you beast]
And muaddsy ™

The Kikuvu stared at him.

“Iumbe!”  he  cjaculated.  “The
Bmall Fat One i3 but a fool!™ And he
stulked on, giving the Owl of the Re-
move no further heed.

Dunter glared after him.

“T've a jolly pood mind io kick that
eheeky nigger '™ he gasped. “ Look hera,
Bol Cherry, vou kick him for me

“T'1' kick vou instead, old bean (™

“Yooop 1"

“Mow gob on vour horse, van silly fat.
head ! said the Bonnder. *Hero 1L ia,
voer elinnay nst Do von want to ho
lifted on like a suel of polatioes ¥

“Toeasd 1 Loy all wep IV

“You'll get der. Tt docsn't maltor,
anviow, Lot on, and shat vp ™

Bunter serambled s bis Liorse. Tha
native porkers, with wary eves open flor
the eracodile. weore treadinge across he
Ford with the hageage. The juniors roda
on arnin after Kikolalin, Thiley Tonder
spluttering willh weath and indlignation
as he went.,  Trabaldy Dunder hardly
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restised how narrew hiz escape had beets,
At all avents, he was not deeply troubled
with sotiments of gratitude towerds the
Kikuyu. His only feeling towards that
mg,hi{‘l:untar was & desire to kick him.

n hot sun the fat Owl was soon
dry agsin. But his podgy brow wore a
frown as ho lumberced on. He did not
tako comfort till the native village of
Malimwe appeared in sight, in the
setting sun; a collection of huts sur-
rounded by a “boma,” and wido ficlds
of Indian corm.

he head man of Malimwe came out
to meet the travellers, and to bid them
weleome, which he did in flowing
Swahili, incomprehensible  to  the
juniors. Kikolobo answered him in thbe
game musieal, courteous, and rather
long-winded lunguage. Then the safari
entercd the village, where the largest
hut was placed st tho disposal of the
“white lords.” ) .

At supper, Billy Bunter smiled again,

“Thank geodness that rotten safari iz
over, you fellows!” he remarked. " I'm
jolly glad to be out of that. When is
your pater getting here, Bmithy?"”

“ To-morrow !” grunted the Bounder.

“Thank goodncss we shall ko able to
travel in a car again, instead of stick-
ing on a beastly horse!” said Dunter,
“And look here, Smithy, now the
gafari’s over, you can sack that nigger.
I don't like him about. 1la’s checky.”

“He comea in rather uscful when a
fat idiot tries to tumble into the jaws
of !’PT' c%nmdilﬂ,” rewnacked the Bounder.

L1 a !:I'J

Billy Bunter rolled away to bed,

“Ten't he nice? murmured Bob
Cherry. “Isn’t his mere  presence
enough to make any party a success?
How they must love him at home—

snd how I wish they had him thera!™

And the juniors turned in, lulled to
slumber by the deep and echoing snore
of William George Bunter.

—— ——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Kicky, Too ]

ONK! Honkl
H It was a welcome sound to

the ears of Willimin (eorge
Bunter, though it woke him
from balmy slumber at the sarly hour
of ten in the morning. .
It was, ot least, a sound of civilisa-
tion; and DBunter sat up and took
notice, as tho motor-horn  hooted
through tho village of Malimwe.
Harry Wharton & Co. had long been

up.

They had been rambling round the
village when the hoot of the motor-
horn warned them that Mr. Yernon-
Smith was coming.

Tha millicnaire's magnilicent car
rolled up, with the portly geutleman
gitting in it, followed by the baggngo-
CAr.

Crowds of interested natives gathered
round to staro ot the cars, unusual
encugh in that remoto district of
Kenya. _ _ _

In those regicns, in fact, it was much
rmore customary to travel by hovséback
or mule-back, or on fcot; or in Irck-
wagons, introduced into Kenya from
South Africa.  Plenty of motor-cars
might be secn whizzing on the roads
round MNeirobi, but up-country they
WEro raro.

But Mr. Vernon-8mith was a business
gentleman whose time was of tremend-
ous value, and he had no time for Lhe
slow and cumbrous progross of a spun
of oxen drawing a luge wagon;
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netther was he comfortable in the
saddle. His portly form was more osed
to & padded swivel-chair in an ofiice
than to the saddle; and expense was no
object to the millionaire. So¢ the
biggest and most expensive motor-car in
Kenya Colony came rolling into
Malimwe, much to the admiration of
the natives.

“Here we are, dad!® called out the
Bounder.

Mr. Vernon-Smith gave his son an
affcctionate grin.

“8p you're here, Herbert |” He shock
hands with the Bounder, and gave the
Famous Five a cheery nod. " Enjoyed
vourselves in the jungle, what, what?”

“Oh, no end!” said Smithy.

“The enjoyfulness was terrific and

tremendous,  esteemed  sahib,”  said
Hurroe Jamset Ram Singh. ]
“You've mnot been running mto

danger, 1 hope?”’ asked the million-
airp,

“Nothing to speak of” said the
Bounder, with a grin. “Are you
stopping here, father, or going oni"”

“{zoing on, if you boya are ready to
start,” answered Mr., Vernon-8mith.
“Tt's a long way up to Cominhe, and
I've no time to loso.™

“We're mudff." )

“Better ecall DBuntet,” zaid DPob
Cherry, with a grin.

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Ready, Bunter

“Y haven't had my brekker yet, fat-
head.”

Mr. Vernon-Smith glanced at him,

“Come, come,” ke eaid. “You
haven't breakfasted at ten in the
moraing! I have done thirty miles
this morning. Come, come! You had
better have a spack in the car”

“0h, really, sir—"

Mre. Vernon-Smith turned away, to
speak to his son. Billy Bunter gave Lis
portly back an indignant glare. )

But he did not_venture bo argue with
the millionaire. He proceeded to make
hurried preparations for depariure. Hae
did not wont to beo leit behind al
Malimwe ; and so business-like a gentle-
man as Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith
was not likely to wait long.

The native porters who had been em-
ployed in the safsri had already been
dismissed. But Kikolobo remaincd.

MNow that the safari was over, the
Kikuyu's engagement was at an end;
his services as guide and hunter were
not required in travelling with Afr,
VYernon-Smith on his business trips.

But the Kikuyu seemed reluctant to
go. He had formed an altachment
for the Bounder, and scemcd disin-
clined to part with * Bwana-waugu."”

“You've sont the porters home, Her-
bert?” asked the millionaire, as his ¢yes
fell on the tall figure of the Kikuyu.

“¥es, fathoer”

“But this mean—what is his name?
Kicky—Kooky—what—what ™
“ Kikolobo,” said Smithy.

a present for you.”

“A—a—a present for mel” ejacu-
lated the mnillionaire, in astonishment.

“A lion's skin,” explained the
Bounder. “ But for Kicky, I shonld most
likely be inside that skin at the present
momaont, as well as the lion.”

“@ood gad!™ cjaculated Alr. Vernon-
Smith. .

The Kikuyn came forward., IHe laid
a magnificent lion's skin at the feet of
the mullionaire, who stared at it blankly.

“0 Bwana-m'kubwa!” zaid  the
Kikuya pgravely. “This is the skin of
Simmba, from whose jaws the DBwana
gaved this Kikuyu, when Usiku was
dark on the forests of Masalindi, With
iy terrible spear I slew Simba; yeb but

“He's gob
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for the Bwana I should have fallen to
is jaws, even E, a mighty hunter,”

“ Good Eﬂ'd 1” repeated Mr. Vernon-
Smith. Herbert, yon young rascal,
what have you been up to? I told you
distinctly that you were not to go into
an% danger,”

he Bounder chuckled.

“VYou see, dad, I didn't ask the lion
to call,” be explained. “He sort of
butted in uninvited. I think he wanted
hiz supper.”

“Good. gad!” gasped Mr.
Smith,

“Q Bwana m'kubwa, I pray you to
accept the skin of Simba, in remem-
brance of the noble courage of the
young Bwanal’ said the Kikuyu.

“Certainly—oertainly,” said Mr, Ver-
non-8mith. His plump face cxpanded in
a smile. Fraise of his son was o pass-
port to Mr. Vernon-8mith’s csicem. He
beamed on the EKikuyu., “Let it be
placed in the baggage-car—I shall cer-
tainly take that skin home to England!
You aro a good fellow, Kicky—Kooky—
what i3 your namef A vory good
fellow indeed|”

“ And if it is pleasing in the eyes of
the Bwana-m'kubwa, this Kikuyu de-
sites to remain with the young Bwana,”
said Kikolobo. “For though I am a
great chief and a mighty hunter, famed
all through this land from the Big
Water to the Great Nyanza, I am proud
to serve the Bwena ee his servant.”

“Let him come, dad,” said the
Bounder, with a grin, "Kicky is no
end of a knut, and we all like him,”

“The likefulness is terrifio.™

“By all means,” said Mr. Vernon-
Smith, smiling. “Let him have & seat
in the bapgapge-car, by all meanz.”

“The feet of this Kikuyu will follow
tha  fire-wagon of the DBwana-
m'kubwa,” said Kikolobo.

Mr. Vernon-Smith lsughed.

“¥You will soon lose sight of us on

foot, Kooky—Kicky—-»"

“The fect of Kikolobo are as swift
es the wind in the forest,” answered tho
Kikuyu. “0 Bwana, my eyes will sce
you again at Caminho.”

And when Mr., Veroon-Smith's car
rolled out of Malimwe, with the bag-
gage-car following, the tall Kikuyu was
scen striding in the rear. The massive
figure in monkey-skins soon vanizhed
from sight, however, though the
juniors had no doubt that they would
sce Kikolobo again, at the Caminho
Concession, for which they were bound,

The big car jolted and jerked on a
rough track. Dilly Bunter, sitting in o
corner with a basket of provisions on
his fat knees, wa9 occupied in taking o
snack—a soack which lasted a consider-
able time, and was extensive enough to
furmish scveral sguare meals for any
other fellow.

While Bunter packed away the food-
stuffs the juniors gave Mr. Vernon-
Smith an account of their adventures
on safarl, and the millionaire's face be-
catne velry grave when they told of the
encounter with Krantz, the slave-trader.

“You have been In wery grave
danger,” he said. “Fortunately, you
are dona with tho scoundrel now; he
will not venture within reach of thae
askaris. You were right to give up the
safari, Herbert.,”

The Bounder grinned.

“(Give the credit to Bunter,” he saitl,
“Bunter was the only fellow in the
pacty with cold foet,™

“0Oh, really, Smithy—"*

“Well, well, I am glad you are szafe
out of the jungle, at all cvenls,” said
Mr., Vernon-Smith, “and 1 em very
glad to have you with me. You will =ca

YVernon-
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some interesting sights where we aro
going.”

“What sort of a show is it?” asked
the Bounder,

A timber concession of
extent,” said the millionaire.

immense
“It is
probablo that I shall take over the con-

coession, 1f I can come to terms with
Mr., Cominho, It 15 & very solitary
place—sixty miles at least [rom any
other white man's residence—and I
understand that Senhor Caminhe iz the
enly white man there. 1 have been
negotiating with the agent in Nairobi;
but it 13 necessary to sec Mr. Caminho
personally, and to survey the conces-
eont, A lortuguedo gentleman—Manoel
Caminho—"

“He speaks English, 1
asked Sinmithy.

“Yez; I am told that he speaks excel-
Ient English,” said Mr. Vernon-Smith.
“Otherwise, it would be uscless for me
to see himn, as I de not speak Portu-
pucse,  Wo shall stay at his bungalow
far o week or so, and you bors will find
plenty to entertain you”

“Yes, rather, sir!” said Baob.

“The entertainfulnes will be ter-
rific!” suid Hurree Joamset Ram Siogh.
Ionk, honk, honk !

“Hallo, halle, hallot
tha road ! said Bob.
vy hat ! Laook !

Honk, konk, honk |

“A hon! gasped Nugent.

“Cireat pad ™

From the trees that bordered the
track a black-maped lion leaped. He
stood staring at the spproaching car,
lnshing his flanks with his tail. In
. answer to the honking of the horn a
loud roar reverherated.

ITonk, honk, honk!

The Eurasian chauffeur honked on
the horn mod accelerated. The enr
swoept down on the lion, and the beast,
wilh a howl, leaped back into the trees
and disappeared,

“ Goodness gracious ! ejaculated Mr,
Vernon-Smith.

The cars rushed on, The roar of
Simba followed from the forest, and
died away in the distance behind.

suppose 1"

Somethin
“What—

O
by,

From the trees that bordered the narrow
jungle track a lon feaped into the path of
the oncoming car {:n:;ttainlng the Greyfriars
pariy.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Strange Reception |

4 [KE a jolly ald cathedral ! said

E Bob Cherry.

It was strangely like.
The road, cr, rather, trock,
wound through an immense forese,
whict, Mr., Vernon-8miih informed the
juniors, was a part of the great
Caminho Concession.

Huge trees spread their branches, in-
terlaced, at a height of from Mifty to
sixty feet. High above them, a second
roof of branches jutted from trunks
gcventy or eighty fect high.

It was late afternoon, the sun, a rod
ball in the western skv, the sky a2
study in purple and erimson and gold.
But under the great branches of the
timber forest o perpetual twilight
Teigned.

Iero and there & brilliant beam of
sunlight came through an opening in
the folinge, almost like the beam of a
torch, But, for the most part, all was
dim &nd shady, reminding the juniors
irresishibly of o wvast cathedral, with
“gtoricd windows richly dight, casting
a dim religious light.”

The track was rough cnough, and the
car jolted and bumped and rocked,
and Mr. Vernon-Smith had to be con-
tent with o moderate speed.  Billy
Bunter, secking to nap in his corner,
was awakened every other minute by
the jolting of the big ¢ar, much to his
annoyance and indigrntion.

The party had lunched en route, halt-
ing for an hour or =o in the shode of
mighty cedars.  After lunch the cars
ran on again, following the winding
trock through the forest that led to the
house of the Porluguese concessionnaire,
Senhor Manoel Caminho.

They were to reach the house early in
the evening, eaccording to schedule.
But the pground was not covered so
quickly as Mr. Vernon-Smith was wont
to cover ground. The rough road was

one cause, and the uncertainty of the
routeé ancther., “l'racks branched off
through the forest, and szevera! times
they bad te halt and inquive of native
wood-cutters which was the main route,

Harry Wharton & Co., while on
sufari, had scen some big forests; but
the timber concession of Cuaminho waos
on o greater senle, Boeme of the hu;u
trees munst have beer. many  centuries
old. Many of them were draped with
grevbeard moss in massive festoons,
Here and thero was o clearing, where
timnber had been felled: ond opain, m
other ploces, they saw new plantations
of young trees,

Timber, they lcarned from Mr,
Yernon-Bimith, was already an industry
in the young colony of Kenya, and was
going to be a bigger one. And Mr.
Vernon-8mith was going to have somes
thing te do with it, and he ran =&
business-like oye over the vast tracks of
forcst as the cur jolted on.

While the silence and shady dimness
of tho forest reminded the juniors of
cathedral, Mr. Vernon-SBmith's thoughts
were following less poctical lines. He
was thinking of the prico of timber,
cost of eutting, native weges. mothods of
transport, the likelihood of the Kenya
railways continuing to burn wood fuel,
and so forth.

As for the glorious sunset that glowed
here and there through openings in the
thick foliage, Mr, ~"Ft:rrl-l:n'l-Emit%u hardly
noticed it at all. Senscts had absolutely
no commaercinl value.

“Hallo, halle, halla! Here's some of
the jolly old wood.cutter=!" remarked
Bob Cherry, a3 the car ran into a wide
clearing, where o number of natives, in
red blankets, were at work.

Threo or four tracks branched off
from tha big clearing, and the Furasian
chauffeur glowed down to inquire the
WAY ONCe Mmorea.

A man in dingy white drill and a
Terai bat, evidently o foroman, was in

Tur. Macxer Lisriry.—~No. 1,230,
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chargo of tho natives, and he Jooked
round at the car in surprise.

Flo wos a white man, or partly white;
a Portuguese half-caste, apparently.
His black eyes, gleaming from o dark
olive fnce, were fixed on the car, an
ha eamo towards it as it halted.

Mr., Vernon-Smith leaned out.

The half-caste touched his hat, with
o sort of surly politeness, staring at the
millionaire. It was evident that he was
surprised to seo the arrival of the party.

“8peak English?” asked Mr. Vernon-

Smith briskly.
“8im, senhor! Yes® said the half-

caste.  “What do you want here,
eenhor?  This road leads only to
Caminho." :

"1 am going to Caminhe,” answered
the milhonaire.

“O que ! ejaculuted the half-caste.

“T am going to see Mpe, Caminha”
cxplained tho millionaire. *'Will you
point out the right road ™

'The half-caste foreman stared at lLimn
instead of mpi;'iug. The juniors looked
at him curiously,

Why he hesitated to answer was a
mystery to thom, neither was it clear
why he was surprised at their arvival.

“8im, spn, smhor,” said the man at
fast. * But, tell me, is Benhor Cuminho
expecting you at Boa Vista ¥V

*Certainly !

The man raized his arm slowly, and
pomnted to a frack that led away inlo
tha dim forest.

“That is your way, senher,” he said,
:m&;, turning, went back to the group of
- natives, who had stopped work to stare
at the cor.

“Drive on!” said Mr. Vernon-Smith,

The car glided on again, with tho
lﬁgugﬂrmr in the rear., The Bounder
looked back from the window,

The hulf-coste had been busily oceu-
pied directing the nstive wood-cutters
when the car arrived — Now he left
them, and, with every apprarance of
haste, disappeared into the waood.

He vanished from sight m o few
momncnts,

“What's up with that jolmny, I
wonder ! =zald Vernon-Smith, staring
after the man as he vanished., “He
didn’t seem jolly pleased to see ws,
What the thamp bhuas he cut off like that
for 1"

“Gone to tell the boss we're coming,
perhaps,” said Boh.

“Wo shonld get there fivst in the car.”

“May be a szhort eut through tha
forest.”

The Bounder nodded.

The car glided on, humping and jelt-
ing more than ever, The track prew
rougher and rougher, and narrower and
narrower, amd here and there the trees
and undergrawths encroached on ib
Hranches brashed by the windows and
seratched along the sides.

The pace grow slower and slower,

The chauffenr bhalied at last and
looked round at his master for instrue-
Liona.

The track, alveady narvow, had
dwindled te a mere foatpaih, where
thero waz no voum {or o ecar te pass
among the trees.

Cbhviously, they were not on the right
road for Boa Vista, which was the name
of the Porfugues~ gentleman'’s dwelling.

Mr. Vernon-Smith gave a snort.

“ Extraordinary ! he sjaculated.

He stared from the ear, pozzled and

angry.
‘ﬁvidaﬂtly the half-caste foreman had
given a wrong direetion. The car had

reached the ond of m frack that Jed
nowhore,
"Iz the man wmad?™ spapped Mr.

Toe Micxer Lispapy.—No. 1,230,
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YVernon-Smith, “Ie must know overy
track in the place, as he is emploved
here. Ile has sent us in ithe wrong
dircction, By gad! T will speak teo
Bir. Caminho abouat this. The man
must be mad !

There was nothing for it but fo back
the cars, the track being too thickly
closed in with trees for toyning.

Slowly and laboriously tho twe cars
backed the way they had come—a slow
and weary business.

Mr. Vernon-8mith almost [umed.

It was & waste of time; and after a
day's travelling Mr. Vernon-Smith was
in need of a 1est. The forcman's zction
in misdirecting the travellers was simply
inoxplicable. Coertainly, he did not
lock like a man to play a foolish, prae-
tieal joke on strangers; moreover, he
was to be called to account for play-
ing such a trick, It was vteally
amaging.

The Bounder zet his lips.

“I don't get on to this,” he zaid.
“Theat ellow deliberately sent us on the
wrong track to waste time, while hie cub
off another way., What on carth was
s game 7Y

“1 give that one up!l” said Boh.
“Beats ome hollow 1

“*The hollowfulness is terrific ¥

"By gadl If I take over this conces-
sion, there's a man who will be sacked,

short  and  tharp!”  growled  Mr.
Vernon-SBmith.
Tha ears backed and backed and

backed, till they reached at last the
clearing where the foreman had met the
party., The natives in red blankets were
still at work there; but there was no
sign of the man in dingy drill and the
Terai hat.

From the elearing a much broader
track ren in another dircction, and Alr.
Vernon-S8mith directed the chauffeur to
take it.

This, evidently, was the right road,
for, after a fow miles had been covered,
a house camne in sight.

It was o long, low, wooden building,
built in the bungalow style, wirth preen-
peinted verandas along the front, on
which innumerable shuttered windows
opened. The door, in a creeper-covered
porch, was wide open; and as the car
ran up a drive towards the house, a
dark-faced man in & Teral hat came
out and disappearcd round the building.

“That's the man!” said DBob Cherrvy.,

It was the half-caste foreman; and
there could be little doubt now that he
had misdirected the travellers in order
to arrive at the house hefore them.
Why, was a nystery. Senhor Caminhe
might have desired to know that his
visitors were coming; bot Dhe could
scarcely have approved of the foreman’s
metirods. 'The man was out of sight in
a moment, cvidently nol desiving on
interview with the travellers e had
deluded.

“Well, here wo are, anyvhow ! said
IIarry Wharton cheerfuliy.

The ears halted and ihe paviy
alighted. Mr. Vernon-Smith was look-
ing periurbed and irritated, as was
natural in the cireumstanoes.

In a house of such dimensions, Lolong-
to a wealthy man, the jumors had
expocted to seo a swarm of native ser-
vants, Dut the great rambling haild-
g secined deserted. A single black
mar came out of the poreh; a bl
Dinka, 1n a dingy ecofion kavnza, with
bare fect and fuzzy  head. e
approached the party, staring at them.
Mr. Vernon-Smith gave him a glare.

“Is Mr. Caminho at beme¥ he
demanded.

The Dinka, apparently, did net speak
English. But he nodded and grinnod
at the naome of Caminho, and signed

to the millicnaire to follow il fnto the
honsze.

The portly gentleman walked ponder-
ously in and the juniors followed. They
exchanged curious looks as they went,

“Rlessed if T make this out !” grunted
the Bounder. “This isn't the sort of
reception fhe pater expocted here ™

“I say, you follows, I hopo there's
gome  supper,” sald DBilly Bunter
anxiously. “I say, I'm hungry !

* B8hut up, Bunter |*

“Well, I'm jolly hungry——"

“ Fathead [

The Dinka pulled aside a curtain and
showed the visitors into a leng, low,
chady room, cpening off the hall-way.
A ecent of strong tobacco-smokoe smote
them as they entered.

It proceeded from a thick, black
cheroot, in the mouth of a slight,
wizened, dark-skinned Portugueze, who
rose from a Madeira chair and stared
at them without removing the cheroot.

. ': Entre, senhores ! he said politely.
You are welcome to my poor house.
But who are you and what do you

want "
THE SEVENTH CHAFTER.
Queer !
bi S ENHOR CAMINHO

3 \ azked
Mr. Vernon-Smith.
" Sim, senhor |V
“I am Mr. Vernon-Smith.”

“De veras?’' The little Portupuern
bowed, his black eyes, like pin-points of
jet, fixed on the millionaire’s puzzled,
perturbed face. “It iz an honour to
meef you, senhor| You travel in this
rn%—mn. yes "

The millicnaire stared.

“Did you not expect me?” he asked,

“There are so few travellers in this
region, senmhor. So very few. ¥You are
not of tha Government i

“What? No!l Certainly not.”

Tho_juniors, in a silent group, were
watching the Portuguess curiously.
Mr. Vernon-Smith was amazed and dis-
turbed by his strange reception at Boa
Vista and the schoolboys shared his
astonishment.

S0 far as they could =ce, Senhor
Caminho was not expecting the million-
mire; and indecd had svpposed that Lo
might be some Covernment [{oresiry
mspector.

It was amazing,

“The hospitality of my poer house,™
went on the Portuguese, “is vndortu-
nately limited at the present mament,
Uwing to trvovble with my native gep-
vants, 1 have discharged them all,
excopting for one Dinka, who iz vory
faithful. 1 am nob, therefore, in a
positton to extend a welcome to chance
travellers. 1 am desolated, seuhor, bug
sueh s the case.”

AMr, Vernon-Bmith snoried.

He was puzeled, and he was petling
ANgrY.

Apparently the concessionnaire took
the party for a towring party who lind
dropped in to ask for hospitality for the
pight.  Scemingly he had totally for.
cotten the arrangements made with
Alr. Vornon-Smith, even to the extent
of having forgotten that importanc
gentleman himself,

“I don't undersfand {his,  Alr.
Caminha |1”  =papped ithe pellionaire,
“T am Mr. grnon-Smith—Samuet
Vernon-Smith."

“Aluito bem! Very good [V assenied
the senhor, with another how.

“"You know my name, 1 suppose:™
snorted the millionaire.

“1 am desolated to say that 1 de not.

(Continued on poage 12.)
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THE JUNGLE HIKERS!
{Continned from page 10.)

genhor | So far, I have not had the
distinction of meuting you,”

1 know that., I'vo never met you
before; but I've dealt with your agents
at Naivobi.”

“ My agents 1" repeated  the
Portuguese. ]
“ Yacohs & Jacobs, of Coverumont

Road, Nairobi,”

‘Lhe little black eyes of the Portugieso
narrowed,

“Bon! It iz true that Jacobs &
Jacobs are my agents, senhor,” he said.
“This titober concession i3 in  tho
market, and it 15 in the hands of Jacobs
& Joacobs. I begin to sece, scuhor.
Jacobs have recommended you to sec
me with & view to buy, yes?"”

I presume, sir, that you cannot have
forgotten that we have already beem in
negotiation 1" hooted  the  ircritated
millionaire. “1 have been staying, as
you must know, at the Milsom_coffec
plantation in Naivasha, which I have
recently purchased., From that address
I have Leen in communication with you,
and many letters have been exchanged.”

'The juniors, watching the Portugucse
_with coriocus eyes, saw hin breathe
guickly. ;

He seemed to them like 2 man who
found himself suddenly in strange cir-
cumstances, and was warily on his guard.

But what it all meant was a mystery,
uniess Senhor Caminhe suffered from
logs of memory.

“You have my letters—I have yours ™
gaid Mr. Yernon-Smith grufly. * Nego-
tiations have advapced to a certain
point. I am here to survey the conces-
sion with my own eyes, and, at your
ivitation, {0 remain in your house while
[ do so. And 1 should like to know,
Alr. Caminlio, what the dooce you mean
by this®"*

There was a momont’s silence,

“ Zenhor,” =aid the Portuguese, at
length, “I demand your pardem! I
have been in negotiation with many, and
my poor memory is not good. A touch
¢! mpmaleria, senhor. It affects meo
severely, and in strange ways. DPlease
be seated, senhor, and let us talk.”

“J1 don't understand this!” pgrunted
Mr. Vernon-8mith. “If you meun that
you do not want the negotiations to
on, say so frankly, and I will leave in
my car at once, and not trouble you
further.” :

“Naa, eonhor, nao! No, sir] Not at
nhit I desire very much for the negotia-
tions to proceed,” said the Portugucse
videkly. “I stand by every word I have
written to vou, senhor. You will offend
mie sericusly, senhor, if you leave my
house. 1 have lately discharged all my
survants exeept one, but what hospitality
1 can offer, senhor, I offer with o whole
heart. It i3 an homour to weleome you
under my poor roof, genhor.”

“I have my own servants with me,
and, in anv case, I am here on business,
and can dispense with comforts,™ said
Mr. Vernon-Smith. " But I am bound to
say that I am surprised—""

‘I understand you, senhorl DBut—I
have cxplained—malaria iz a strange
thing, and it affects me the memory.
[ can only beg you to excuse me, and to
forgive my sceming want of courtesy,”
waid the Portuguese carnestly. “T am
entirely at vour service, scnhor. 1 hog
von to be seated !V

Mr. Vernen-Smith, o liitle mollified,
sat down.

He was, as & matter of fact, very keen
on securing the timboer concossicn, and
dieinclined to take offence if he could

help it.
ZFIIB Macxer Facrary.—XNo. 1,230,

_ Benhor Caminhe glanced ot the
Junigrs.,
"Your sons, senhor?”’ he asked. "1

congratulate you on so large and fine a
famaly I'*

“Oh, my hat ! murmured Bob Cherry
involuntarily,

Mr. Vernon-Bmith grinned.

“(ne of the boays 1s my-son,’” he said.
" This lud, Herbert, The others are his
sthool friends, who are on a hohday
with him. It was mentioned in our cor-
rospondence, Afr., Caminho, ihat the
boys might come here with me, and it
was scttled that—-"

“Trua — true ™ The Portugnuese
touched his dusky forehead apologeti-
cally. “I’ardon, senbor, one thousand
timezl  To-morrow I shall be better;
but to-day is one of my worst attacks,
and I am not myself. When the fever i3
on me, senhor, I am nothing; I think of
nothing; I forgot all things, even the
name of my Dinka servant. Indeed, it
is for resasons of heallh, senhor, that I
desire to sell thiz s valvable timber area
at small price, 10 return to my native
Partugal”

Neither Mr. Vernon-Smith nor the
juniors knew much of malaria and its
effeets; but certzinly they would not
have supposcd that the wizened little
Portuguese, who losked as hard as wire
and as tough as hickery, was suffering
from that or any other complaint,

3till, as he had no conceivable motive
for lying, his explanation had to be
taken at 1ts face value. Tt was obvious,
at least, that Mr. Vernon-Bmith's
arrival and his very name, had come as
a surprise to him, and, in view of their
previous correspondence, that could enly
ke explained by a strange lapze of
n‘ic-mﬁr,T.

“Buch hospitality as T ean offer, sir, in
the absence of my servants, will be given
from my heart,” said the senhor. “The
Dhinka 15 o good ecook. and f you have
vour own servants, all 15 well. Rooms
shall be prepared—all shall be done,
Senhor, I beg you to believe that [ am
delightod, enchanted, to welcome you
and these handsome lads lo my poor
house.™

He clapped his hands, and the brawny
Dinka coblered, with a lurking grin on
his black face. )

The Portupguese spoke to Lhim in a
language totally unknown to ihe visifors,
and the Dinka burried out. apparenily
to make arrangements for the accommo-
dation of the party.

ASenhor Canunho spolie a fow agrenahle
waords to the juniora. evidenilly with the
dezire to make a friendly impression,
and Lthen snggested that they nmught like
lo ook about the place before dark while
e conversed with the Senhoy Vernon.
Srmth,

Harry Wharion & Co, were nob sorry
fo get out of the fumes of tho thick,
black cheroot, and they were quite will-
inr to he dismissed,

My, Vernon-Smith was left alone with
the Portugucse, and the juniors walked
out of the parch.

The Bounder wos frowning.

“Thiz iz rather rotion, yoeu men," he
satid, T didn't know 1 was letting you
in for this sart of thing.” .

“YWhat's the adds, so leng as von're
anpy P soid Deb Cherry  choorfuliv,
“Wo shall ho all right hero. I ran't
gquite make out that Portugucse, bt hoe
monms to want to he eivil”

“"Greasy  blighter ! tha
Bounder.

“Sopme a hit of a2 aueer Nish.” said
Harry Wharten thonghtfully. Tt heals
me how he can have forgotien that your
father waes coming, and even his name,
But—"

“Tha gqueerfulness s terrifie (™

gt tod
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“But it's all serene, Bmithy,” said
Harry. “'We shall have & ripping timo
here, old bean ™

¥ Might have been on safari, but for
ihat fat fool, Dunter!™ growled the
Bounder,

“h,-really, Smithy—"

“0h, we'll dig up lots of things here,”
said Nugent. * Kicky will be along to-
morrow, too”

"1 say, vou fellowg—'

*Bhut vp, Bunter!”

" Look here, what abouot supper ' de-
manded Billy Bunter warmly.

“"PBettor ask that Dwnka!™ snapped
Vernon-Smith. “Come and let's have o
walk round, you fellows."

“Lot's1” agreed Johnny Bull.

“But I say, vou fcllows, I'm hungrey 1™
wailed Bunter.

“Go and eat coke!™ supgested the
DRounder.

“ Beast 1™

The juniors walked out, leaving Billy
Bunter taking a rest in a cane chair on
the veranda. The Owl of the Remove
glared after them, but his indignant

lare had no effect on the backs of their

eads. With the selfishness Bunter had
learned to cxpect of them, they did not
seem to care two siraws whether he was
hungry or not.

i

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Island In the Lake |

ARRY WHARTON & Co. slept
H soundly enough their first night
at Boa Vista.

The timber country was
nearly eight thousand feet above the
level of the sca, and it was cool and keen
and invigorating. ‘The oight, in fact,
wae cold—very cold, thoug Liaejr were
hardly a day’s mareh from the Equator.
The differerice from the jungle where
they had gone on safari was great, and,
go for as comfort was concerned, it was
a change very much {or the better,

But the juniors conld net help realis-
ing that they were in strange quarters.

A host who suffered from such lapses
of memory as to have forpoiten an ex-
pected guest, and even lug nsme, was
quecr enough to bepin with—extremely
queer,

Then it was odd epnough that Senhor
Caminho should have sacked all his ser-
vaniz before their arrival, remaining
alone in a preat rambling place with
only one ailendant.

It would have been very awhward for
the visiters, but {or the fart that Mr.
Vernon-Smith had brought servants andd
supplics in his big boggage-car, having
had to stop at all sorts of places on his
jonrney up to the timber country.

ITe had not expected {o neoed them at
Boa Vista: but they came i very use-
[zl in the peculiar circumsiances.

%0 far as Thospitality went, the
Portuguese left little to be desired; in-
dred, he scomed almost to ooze with
effusive welcotne. .

The rooms assigned to the juniors were
large and airv, and -::cm!n:rrtahliv fur
nished, and even e¢lean, which looked
as if Mr. Caminho's servants hod at-
tended carefully to their work bhefore
he had sacked them in such a whelesala
fashion.

Supper had heen late, and Bunter had
awaited it with mang groans; but when
it was ready 1t was good and ample,
and even the Owl of the Ilemove harl
been satishied.

I every way the Portuguesc had tried
to make his guests feel at ome, and to
a conziderable extent be hod surceeded
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in removing the first bad impression
they had received.

]!l-fr. Vernon-Smith had scemed in a
good humour, and he had spent most of
the cvening in s long busincss talk.
They were still going strong, and
smoking cheroots, when the juniors went
to bed.

HSanhior Caminho had listened, with
gesticulations of indignation, tp the
aocount of his foreman's conduct in mis-

directing the visitors, and had declared
that the man should be severcly
reprimanded.

Strango az had been his reception of
the millionaire, there seomod me doubt
that Mr. Caminho was glad he had
come.  Neither was there any doubt
that he-had suceceded in getting on the
right side of Mr. Vernon-Smith.

'he juniors, perhaps, guessed why
Mr. Vernon-Bmith was so good-
humounred, but if they had not guessed
the Dounder would bave cnlightened
thom. _

“The pater's on to a good thing”
Smithy told them, with 8 grin. “That
Portugee is anxious to sell and get out
of the country. Heanlth, I suppose,
though I fancy this is as healthy a place
as you'll find anywhere in Africa.
shouldn’t wonder if the pater is haggmg
this show aboul five thousand pounds
cheapor than he expeeted. I know that
look in the pator's jolly old eye.”

If that was the case, no doubt Jr.
Vernon-Smith had cause for satisfaclion;
and cectainly he
seemed. to have pot
on the wery best of
terms with Senhor
Caminho.

Possibiy the pro-
gpect of an  exces
sively good bargain
Binded the million-
aire to_ eircumstances
that might otherwise
have puzzled him, as
they  puzzled the
JURIOrs.

Anvhow, he seemoed
aquite pleased and
satished, and pre-
pared to take tlings
nt Boa Vista as he
found them.

Except for the
foroman, Joaz Vino,
there was no other
white man sbout tho
place, and he was
only half & white
man, or rather less,
'The nearest residenco
of & white man was
sixty miles away.

In strolling about the place the juniors
had come acrpss several of the men em-
Hoyved in cutting timber, who had
saluted them eivilly: bot the loanguage
they spoke was incompreliensible. "They
were Baganda, from Uganda. One of
them had a fow words of Eni;lish. and
Smithy had been speaking to him when
the foreman, Vino, came un and orderod
the man away. And the juniors noticed,
though without specially leeding, that
after that incident none of the woodmen
exme anywhero near the house: not ono
of them was seen again.

Thore was no doobt that the Groy-
friars party were in rather slrange
guarters, though as yot they lillle
droamned how strange. )

They slept soundly after their long
jorrney, and turned out in the bright
dawn. ;

The Frmous Five and Smithy were
dovwn early, leaving William George
Duonter fast asleep and shoring.

By, Vernon-Smith had brought three
ikuyu servants, who seemed to be pull-
ing well with the grinning Dinka, and
the guests at Boa Vista found their
wants looked aftor.

Bunter was still snering when they
finished breakfast and went out of the
house. Mr. Vernon-Smith and Senhor
Caminho were left talking in the shady
voranda, apparently hard at business
meticrs again.

“Jelly placa!™ said DBob Cherry.
“Home seenery !

“ Yoz, rather ™

“¥You fellows will be bored here!”
grunted the Bounder.

The Famous Five smiled. They wore
not in the least bored, but probably
the Bounder himself was getting into

r

that stale, DBut the chums of the
Remave had not come 1o Kenya to bo
bored.

“ Ay dear chap, it's ripping here,”
snid Wharton. ™ It would be @ bit more
exciling on salar:, perhaps; but 5 safarl
mizht be too jolly cxciting, vou know.
We don't want to incet Mr. Krontz
amain,

“I do! growled the Dounder,

“ Not much chance,” szid Bob, laugh-
ing. " Your pater said that the askaris
are roing after hin, and I fancy he will
c¢lear vipht oul of Kenya™

“This looks jolly " remarked Frank
Nugond,

The juniors had wa'ked into tho
forest and reached the bank of a glim-
mering streans. It gplimmered and sang
and gurgled among huge forns and tall
reltles with pink hooms. barred by the
shadows of ccdar branches,

The juniors Followed the streatn.

In iwo or three places they coame on
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little elearings where ihe woodcutters
had been at work, but none of the
Baganda were to be seen.

Some of the work was quite recent,
and, in fact, unfinished; but it scemed
to have been left in that state for some
Feison. "

INot & soul was to be scen in the shady
forest; not 2 sound of an axe roached
thelr ears,

At a distance of a hali-mile from Poa
Vista the stream broadencd out into a
shallow (}:mi of great extent, shadowed
all round by trees.

In the pool, or rather lake. there was
a small, wooded island, and nather to
their surprise the juniors disccrned n
wooden building among the trees on the
izland.

Bunter crept close behind the Bounders chair, then suddenly jammed the juley mango down his neck.
There was a yell of fury from Smithy, and Bunter made a swilt jump back.

It was a weoden hut, with corrugated
iron raof, and only one window that
ithey conld sce, and that was covered by
a closed shutter.

Halting on the bank of the lake, the
juniors looked meross the water at the
imt on the island. Shallow waler whout
thirty vards in width scparated thom
from it.

“Queer place for a hut!” remarked
Bob, *IHow the dickens do they got to
it? Can't sco any boat or canoe.™

“Wading, 1 suppose,” said Iarry
Wharton. *The water's not more than
two feet deep. Somwe native’s hut, 1
suUpRpose.”

“MNohody scems to be there,” said
Liob. *“ Anybody feel inclived to wade
in two feet of water and have a look
round tho island 7" . Y

“Looks a jolly place for a swim,” said
Harry., “Mr. Cominho has told us to

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

make ourselves at bhomo here, so I
suppose wo can swim if we like. No
eroca here, either.”

“Let’s ! suid Nugent,

“dight as well,” grunted the
Bounder.

Bmithy seemed in rather a dizcon-
tented mood, sod was, perhaps, already
regretting that he had allowed Bunter
to have his way and * chuck™ the safari,

“Hallo, ballo, hallo! Here comes
somebody in s hurry!" ejaculated Bob
Cherry; and the juniors turned their
hoads snd looked back at the sound of
rapid pattering feet,

1t was the halfcaste foreman who was
approaching, and he camo wp at a
breathless roan. The Groyfriars fellows
watched him in astonishment, He was
signing to them as he came on, thoutih
they did not catch the meaning of the

Ilﬁ:. .
camas up, panting,

“¥hat is this?” he exclaimed angrily.
“What are you doing hera?”

“*Wo weore going to swim in the lake
and land on the island," said Harry
Wharton, speaking civilly, though the
MAL'S MANNCT Was :irritnti':ﬂi cnough.

“You must not—you shall not!”
enspped Joaz Vina. " Go back at onee;

back and do not meddle with what
ges not concern you. Go back to the
house, and go at oncal*

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

The Bounder Finds Trouble !

OAZ VINO had placed himself
between the Greyfriars fellows and
the margin of the lake. Ho faced
them, still panting after his rapid

run, his bilzck eyes glittering. There
was anger 1o his swarthy face, and, it
seemed to the achoolboys, something of
alarm, though why he should be either
angry or alariaed was strange enough.
he Famous Five exchanged glances.
Their faces were rather grim.
They were not in the least inclined to
take orders from Mr. Vino, and his
manner was as unpleasant as it eould

possthly have been. At the same time,

as they were Mr. Caminho's guecsts, and
tho man was hia foroman, they were
dubious about entering into a dispute
with him,

, But the Bounder, alrcady in ean
irritated mood, was not thinking of such
considerations,

He made & step towards the half-caste,
his eyes gleaming under his knitted
brows.

“Confound your impudence!” he ox-
claimed. "What the thump do you
mean ™

“You will go back!"’ said Joaz Vino,
“You must not ewim jn this lake—it i3
forbidden.™

“Mind your own business!” snapped
the Bounder. “For twoe pins I'd wp-cnd

Tre Macrer Lisrany,—No. 1,250,

vou info the water, you coffee-coloured
sweep, for sending us on the wrong road
yesterday (™
The half-caste’s eyes glittered fercely.
But he mede an effort to control his

temgcr.

“Senhor, I am sorry 1" he said, more
civilly. “If you desire to swim, I will
show you to a place where it is safe,
and where you may swim all you wish,
Here thers ars water-anakes, and they
are d usg,

“Qh, my hat " cjaculated Bob,

“Woll, if that's the case, we certainly
don’t want to swim in the pocl,” said
Harry., *“But ii::u might have said so
civilly at first, Mr. Vino."

“Desculpe me—cxcuse me ™ said the
hali-caste. “1 am sorry! 1 regrett
But there are walter-snakes. I was
alarmed for your safety.”

“{h, sereme | Lot’'s get back,
Bmithy,” said Harry.

The Bounder did not move.

“1 don't believe a_word of it!" he
said deliberately. “I ecan't see any
water-snakes, anyhow.”

They are at the bottom till they are
disturbed,” paid Joaz Vino,

“And doesn't it disturb them when 2
man wades across to the island ' asked
the Bounder.

“ No one ever goes there now, senhor.
When the hut on the island was used e
cance was kept here ™

“That hut 15n't used now 1"

" Nao, senhor,” _

“And nobody goes to the island ™

“No one.™

“You can tell that to somebody else |
said the Bounder coolly. “‘If you use
your eyes, Mr, Vine, you will sce tracks
on the earth here, which shows that
somebody walks down to the water—and
I suppose he doesn't do that just to lock
at the lake and walk back again.”

The juniors grinned.

muiddy earth on the margin of
the lake, as & matter of fact, showed
sign of boots as well as their own.

The half-caste breathed quickly.

“Bomo of the Baganda, perhaps,” he
muttered.

“Do the Baganda wear boots " asked
Smi sarcastically. “Boofs have
trodden here—either yours or IMr,
Caminho's, as there's nﬂ%od}r olse about
the place +wears boots.”  Smithy
glanced at the tracks in the mud, and
then at the new trocks made by the
foreman’s wmosguito - boots,  “ They're
your tracks, Mr, Vine. ¥You come here
youraelf sometimes, and you've been
across to the island, as vou didn’t come
hers for nothing. Did the watorsnakes
give you n lot of frouble 1

Harry Wharton & Co, watched the
man's dark, angry face curiously. It
wis evident that he bad been lying, and
that his remson for wishing to keep
them off the island in the lake was cer-
tainly not for the reason he had given.

He seemed for the moment at o loss
for a reply, but it was clear that he
intended to keep the schoolboyz away
from the lake. ¢ remained where he
was, barring them from the water,

“Anyhow, let's cut, Emithy,” said
Frank Nugent pacifically. “Wo don’t
want & row with r. Caminha's
foreman.”

“We're not goin' fo cub!™ said the
Bounder. “We'ra goin’ to do exactly as
we dashed well like! And that coffee-
colonred sweep ean go and eat coke, and
be hanged to him !

Joaz Vino showed his teeth in a snarl

"!Hl:nu will go!™ he said. " ¥ou must

“Weo shall net go!” answered the
Bounder coolly. T don't know what
your game ia, Mr, Vino, but you want
o lezzon in manners! You sent us on

THE MAGNET

the wrong road yesterday, telling us
dashed lies, while you cut off to the
house through the wood! Now you're
taking it on yourself to order us off
here ! We're Mr. Caminho's guents, and
we don't give a rap for youl Stand
aside I

Joaz Vina breathed hard.

" Benhor, if u walk back fo the
housze amnd 5pea!¥o to the master, ho will
tell you that you must not go on the
ieland,” be said.

"I don't mean to take the trouble!
I'm geing to swim in that lake, and I'm

ing on the islagd!™ retorted the

ounder.

“8mithy, old man—"
Bab.

“You fellows can cut, if vou like, if

ou choose to be hectored by a ooffee-
aced, cheeky rat!” said Vernon-8mith.
“I'm going to do as I say! And if
that fellow docsn’t stand aside, I'm
going to shift him I

The Famous Five looked, aa they felt,
extremely uncomfortable.  They cer-
tainly did not want a row with t-h:ﬂ
half-caste; but, at the same time, his
atbemtgl: to order thom off was irritating,
snd they were fully prepared to bac
up SBmithy.

“Are you getting out of the way, Mr,
Joaz Vino?" gsked the Bounder, taking
a stop nearcr the scowling hali-caste.

“* Ngo, nao, senhor! I tell you I speak

murmured

by the authority of the master. And if
you will ask him—="

“Rats 1"

“1 say, Bmithy, {hat's sguare
enough,” said Bolb. “Wa can ask
Senhor Caminho. And if the man's tell-

ing the truth——»""

“He's told us too many lies already [V
snecred the Bounder. “"He lied to us
yesterday, and now ke's pitclied a tale
about water-snakes. 1 don’t know what
his geme 18, unless he's just trying to

throw hiz weight about. But I'm not
standing his dashed impudence! Get
aside, you sweop!™

*1 tell you—"'

“T°ll shift you if you don't ™

“Fool1” sna Joaz Vino. “Yon
shall not swim 1n the lake! ¥ou shall

go_back to the house!” ]

The Bounder, wasting no more time
in words, advanced on the man and
gave him & shove aside.

Joaz Vino's black eres blazed, and ho
laid hands on the Bounder and flung
him back.

“ By gad!” panted Vernon-Smith.

His pyes blazed 28 ho leaped at the
half-caste, His fist, clenched and hard.
crashed full into the swarthy face, and
Joaz Vino went backwards as if he had
been shot, and Ianded on his back in the
water with a trcmendons splash,

P

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Knile In Hand I

PLASH!
S “h crumbs !
“My esteemed Smithy——"

Harry Wharton & Co. stared
at the half-caste, sprawling and eplash-
ing in the shallow lake.

he water had closed over him; but
he was up in 2 moment, splutfering and
spitting like & cat with fury.

Tho Bounder stood on the bank, his
ficts still clenched, his oxez gleaming.
He was ready for more trouble if the
half-caste wanted maove.

Judging by his looks, the half.caste

id.

With fhe water washing round lis
waist, he elutelied af hix Ternt hat winch
was flonting away, and caught it and
jammed it back on his greasy, black
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nair, Then he came wading and splash-
mg ashore, with a deadly glhitter m his
¢yes.

“Look out, S8mithy, old bean I mut-
tered Nugent.

The Bounder
ausly.

Joaz Vino came splashing ont of the
lake. Tho juniors gathered close to
Bmithy, watchful for trouble. The
deadly rage in the face of the half-
cagte was a little alarming, and his hand
was fumbling behind his belt, where tho
handle of a knife was zeen sticking out.

He came towards the Bounder with a
erouching stop, logking ctrangely like a
wild beazt about to spring, _

Herbert Vernon-Smith did not reecede

laughed contemptu-

an inch,

“If you want more, vou cofice-
roeloured  blighter, lhere's some more
yeady for vou |” he zaid.

"The half-cazte sprang ot him,

Amithy bit ovt, standing his ﬁmm‘ad.
e was a boy apainst a man, bhut he
was stronz and sturdy, and Was
suvagely determaned,

“Yon fellows stand Dback ! he ealled
aver his shoulder. 1 can handle the
rotter "

It looked as il Smithy rould, {or the
hall-casie was driven back wunder s
blows, and splashed knee-deep in tho
water to oscape fhom.

But he came on again with a spring
like o leapard, and, recciving without
heeding & ecrvashing jolt in his dark
face, he grasped ihe DBounder and
dragged him over. .

They wont to the earth with a crosh
iogether, and the hali-caste, with
lcopard-like agility, come on top and
ilutched ac the Bounder's throat with
Loth duzky hands.

It seomed as if the mman's lemper was
ntterly boyond control; he was snarling
like an animal with rage, and he
grasped the DBounder’s threat as if
intending to throttle ham.

Five Ureyfriavs [ellows jumped at
Lhim as if moved by the same spring.
They grasped the half-caste, tore him
off the Bounder, and sent him to the
grourkd with a stunning erash.

Vernon-Smith staggered to his feot,
gasping, with a helping hand from Beb
LCherry.

The hall-caste lay panting, most of
the wind knocked ont of him by the
crashh on the earth. LIz oves glittered
up st the juniors like a snake's.

“QOh, my hat!” gasped Boh. “What
w giddy wild animal!  Come on,
smithy ! We'd botter got oud of this!”

“Lin uwot going!™ The Dounder
rubhed hizg bruised throat, “My hut!
The cavage brote! Fm uot going 1

“Aly doear chap——"" urged YWharton.

“IJo vou think that scum 18 goin' to
bully me? 1'm staying here, and D'm
woin’ to swim in the loke ! snapped the
Bounder. The cbstinacy in Smihy's
nature was Tully roused now. _

The haif caste stagpeved up.  1lis
dugky hand fumbled behind b, and o
'ong, thin knife fushed out 1nto the
sunzhine,

* Heve, look ovt I yelled Bob.

Even 1 Bounder jumped back at the
«jght of the deadly weapon. The black
vyes gwlittored over it with fierce rapge.

“Go! De pressal De pressa I hissed
Joaz, 2nd {ho gleaming knife eircled in
the air 23 he camo towards the juniora.

Vernon-Smich eyed him, a good deal
Likoe a bulldep. The juniors were un-
armed, even if they could bave thought
of vsing weapons in an affray  with
Sonhor Caminhe’s foreman, Netreat-
ing frown tho threatening hall-caste went
zorely against the grain, but there was
na arguing with a leng knife at close
Queriers.

he

“T.ook here! Collar him,” breathed
the Bounder, * and—"

Wharton grasped the Bounder’s arm
and dragged him forcibly back.

"Don't be an ass, Smuthy! Let's pet
out.”

*1 tell you—~

“{ome on, you fathead I¥

The Dounder unwithngly allowed him-
self to be dragged away. The half-casto
followed the juniors o dozen paoces,
scowling und snarling, That hoe would
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use the knife, rather than allow them to
carry oub dheir intention of landing on
the jsland 18 the lake was obvious.
amazing as it seemed, That he would
use it 1f 2 hand was laid on him egain
was equally clear. There was nothing
for it but to go, if bloodshed was to Le
avoided. But the Bounder gritted his
teeth with rage as he went.

“If I'd brought ocut my rifle—" he
mutterad.

“(h, don't be an ass, Smuthy " ex-
claimed Johnny Bull, *“Have we come
here to pot Mr. Caminho's foreman?
Keep the peace, you ass”

“(h, go and eat coko!™ znazled the

~ Bounder.

The Famous TFiva walked away,
Wharton keeping hold of the Bounder’s
arm till they were out of sight of the
black, watching eves of the half-caste.

Chen he released Bmithy, who was
scowling savagely.

“Let’s take a trot in ancther dires-
tion,” said Bob uncomfortably. * Aftcr
all, what does 1t malter "

“T'm not standin® that fellow's

oheck 1
“(h, give him r miss P said Nugent.
“1 dare say there's some reason wl‘:;r we
spouldn’t go on the island, as he's so
jolly particular about it. He said that
Mr. Caminho would back him up.”
“Hang Mr. Caminho [”

The chums of the Remove made no
reply to that. The Bounder was in one
of his bitter tempers, and at such times
ha was prepared to quarrel with friend
or foe, The juniors eeﬂaini?’ Jdid not
want to quarrel with the fellow whote
guests they were, having more regard
for the fitness of things than Herbest
Yernon-Smith had.

They walked on in discomfited silence.
The Bounder was evidently feeling his
defeat sorely, and more than half-
inclined to go back and handle the
half-caste, in spite of the kmile,

They came in sight of the housze
again. In the distance, Mr. Vernon-
Smith and Senhor Caminho could be
seen walking together; the Portuguese
talking and gesticulating, the million-
aire listening.

“There's Mr, Caminho, if you'd like
to ask him about it, Smithy,” seid
Nugent.

“COh, ratal”

“YWell, as a matter of [act, T think we
ought to let him know about his fore
man drawing a knife on us!’ said
Harry. '

“ Rubbish " ) )

Wharton compressed his lips a little.

“What about going along and secing
tha jolly old wood-cutters at worki”
askeé Bob Cherry.

“(3a, if you like!™ said the Bounder,
andd he walked away towsrds ihe house
by himself,

The Famous Five exchanged glances.

“Smithy's in one of his jolly old tan-
trums,” remarked Bob., “Let's leave
him alone for a bit; he will get over
it.”

“The leavefulness alone is the proper
caper i remarked Hurreer Jamset Ram
Eingh.

Harry Wharton mnodded, and the
Tamous Five suuntered away by a track
that led to a <clearing where ihe
Baganda were at worlt on the timber.
Smithy was in the mood for a row,
and o “row” with Bmithy would have
heen altogether too uncamfortable for
all parties. So they judiciously left him
to liis own devices,
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Til 1er Tat |

i SAY, Bmithy!®

I “Oh, shut up!”

“If that's how Jou talk to &
guest, Smithy—

“ Hold your silly tongue ! i

_Billy Bunter blinked ot the million-
aire’s son tlrougn his big spectacies in
great wrath.

Bunter had come down late, and he
had breakfasted, and rolled out into the
veranda to look for the other fellows.

He was feeling indignant. Instead of
waiting for Bunter to get up and join
them, the juniors hud pone out, and
they would only have had to wait a
couple of hours or so! 5

As the juniors were gone, Billy Bunter
would have bestowed his fascinating
socicty upon Mr. Vernon-3mith and the
senhor; but they had no use for it
They walked away togather, deep iIn
business talk, ignoring the existence of
the Owl of the Remove,

Bunter was quite pleased when he
saw the Bounder comnng back to the
louse. Ha was s gregarious fellow,
and his own company, [ascinating as 1t
was, did not suffice for him. FPossibly
owing to his short sight, he did not
observe the danger-signals in Smithy's
face ne he came tramping inte the
veranda., But the Bounder’s words left
no doubt that he was 1z one of his
“tantrurns,”

“Look here, wvou checky beast—"
began Bunter,

8mithy gave him s black look.

“I've told yon to shut up, you fat
fool ! he snapped. “If you know when
you're well off, you'll-de it."

He loungoed to s madeira chair, and
thirew himself into it, with a sullen face.
Billy Bunter eved him with indignant
BCOTH.

"If yvou think a fellow's going to stand
that sort of thing, Smithy—-" he
Iecomm i

The Bounder eyed him savagely.

In the safari in the jungle Bunter had
Liclped Smithy to escape from the slave-
trader, and being under an obligation
to & fellow like Bunter was ir =1
enough. JIn acknowledgment of that
service Smithy had given up the safari,
and consented fto relurn to the settle-
ments, asnd that, he considered, wns
enough to make matters even,

Giving up his own wishes was irritat-
ing to the Bounder, and ha had been
feeling sore ever mince. He was npot
prepared to stand ANy mor¢ NONsSense
from Dunter, and the fat Owl would
have Deen well advizsed to leave him
alone in his present mood. But fools
rush in where angels fear to tread, and
1|:IT"]rlZ'. was no doubt that Bunter was o
fool.

“Will you shut up, Bunter 7" said the
Bounder, in a low, concentrated voice.

“No; I jolly weli won't!” retorted
Bunter, "And I can jolly well tell you,
Smithy, that I don't want any of your
airs and praces. Alter saving a fellow’s
life b fearba! risk—"

“You fat fool I*

“That's your brand of gratitude, I
suppose 1” gnid Bunter sarcastically.
“I'd like to know where you'd be but
for me! I'm afraid I made rather a
misinke in consenting to come with
vou for the vae, Smithy. I might have
known l:h_nt I couldn't etand wour
manners—if you eall them manners!
Scowling at a fellow like a demon in o
pantomimo.”

Vornon-Smith made no answer,

“I've got a bone to pick with you,”
went on Bunter. "1 hear that that
Tre Macuer Limspary.—No. 1,230,

nigger, Kikolobo, is coming on here
later.  Well, I don't want him here.
I've told you I don't like that nigger
about. Got' that "

The Bounder rose from the chair,

He did not speak; but he stepped
towards DBunter, grasped him by the
cotlar, and slewed nim round.

“Oh!™ rosred Bunter, guessing what
was coming. “I say, you beast, if you
kick me—— Yarocooooooh !

There was a crash of a boot on & pair
of hight trousers.

Bunter few.

Ho went headlong into the house by
the door from the veranda, and landed
with a bump.

A wild yell Aoated back.

* Whooooop 1#

The Bounder flung himself into the
chair again. Ho lighted e cigarette, and
sat staring hefore him es he smoked.
Boa Vista was well named, for there
was a beautiful view from tfua veranda,
gver long rilos of primeval forest,
backed by blue hills in the distance,
But magnificent scenery did net appeal
much te the Bounder, especially i his
present discontented and sngry mooed,
and he sat scowling st the forest and
tha hills.

In the house Billy Bunter picked him-
self up.

He was hurt, and he was wrathy.

Often as Bunter had been kicked, in
the Remove passage at Greyiriars, he
had never grown to like it

And in tha present cirewnstances,

rhaps, Bunter was justified in think-
ing that it was almqether too “thick.”
He was the Bounder's guest, though an
unwanted one, and kicking & guest was
cettainly not e thing that was done in
the best ecircles.

The fat Owl glared out into the
veranda, his very spectacles gleaming
with wrath,

He was powerfully tempted to rush
out, up-ond the Bounder out of tho cane
chalr, and mop up the plee with him.

But ho resisted that temptation. The
result would certainly have been more
painful to Buater than to Smithy.

The Bounder did not even look round
at him, He secmed to have forgotten
Buntar’s existence.

The fat junior glared at the back of
bis head, without producing any effect
on it.

Than he rolled away.

But he did not po far. DBunter had
a distinct ache where the Bounder had
kicked him. Heo was wrathful, and he
was indignant, Mopping Smithy up
was not practical politics. But thero
were other ways.

Bunter had finished a large break-
fast with deliciouns, juicy mangoes. The
supply of mangoes was unlimited, and
even Bunter had had to leave some.
He rolled eway to the dining-room, and
secured the juiciest fruit he could Bnd
on the dish.

Then he crept back on tiptoe fo the
veranda.

His little, round cyes gleamed through
his spectacles at the back of the
Bounder's indifferent head.

If Smithy had had the cheek to for-
got the existence of so important a por-
son 83 William George Bunter, he was
about to be reminded of it.

Bunter crept out on the veranda be-
hind the Bounder’s chair.

He crept along very stealthily; but
Bunter, when he was stealthy, was
about as stealthy as a hippopotamus.
The boards creaked wnder his weight,
and the Bounder cerfainly heard him.

But he did not trouble to turn his
head. He was supremely indifferent to
the Owl of Creylriars.
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Bunter crept closer, :

Close behind the Bounder’s chair he
stopped.  Suddenly, the juicy mango
was crammed down Smithy's nock from
behind,

Bunter made & swift jump back.

“He, he, he!” he gasped,

There was & yell of fury from the
Bounder. He was in a bad temper
already. Thick, rich juice from a Mangs
running down his back wae not likely
to improve it.

Ho leaped to his fect, his face ablaze.

Bunter, perhaps, had expected the
Bounder to be anooyed. Bui that
blaze of fury in_Vernon-Smith's face
alarmed him. Onc look was encugh
for Bunter. With a squeak of alarm
he jumped back into the house, and as
the Bounder rushed at him, he slammed
the door, '

Cragh !

The slamming door met Vernon-
Smith in full carcer, and hurled him
back headlong. He crashed down on
the planks,

“0Uh crikey ! gasped Bunter,

What would lLiappen next if the in-
furiated Bounder got hold of him,
Bunter did not dare tp think. Ho Hed
wildly, seeking & safe hiding-place.
Billy Bunter was not generally rapid in
his movements, but now he fairly flew.

The door was torn open, and Vernon-
Smith came rushing in. Hiz nose was
red and raw, where the slamming door
had hit it, and had Bunter remained,
his fat, little nose would very spon have
been redder and rawer., But the Owl
of the Remove was gone.

The Bounder snatched up a stick from
the hall, and started to search for him.
He shouted to the Dinka and to the
Kikuyu servants, but they had not scen

Bunter.

“You fat rotter!” roarced the
Bounder. “Where are yvou skulking,
you fat fool? I'l smash you !

If Bunter heard he understudied the
ancient gladiator, and heeded not. Up
and down and round about the house
went the infuriated Bounder, seoking
Bunter., Then he tramped cut at the
door and met the Portuguese coming
in. Senhor Caminho glanced at hun
curiously, but the Bounder, without
heeding him, tramped out. He con-
cluded that Bunter had fled out of
doors, and he went in search of him,
stick in hand. Mr. Vernon-Smith's
portly figure was to be seon st o dis-
tance, n talk with Josz Vino. Bue the
still moro portly figure of William
(zeorge DBunter was not to be scen.
Evidently, the fat Owl was in hidin
somewhere, end with a black brow an
Ehnting eyes the enriped DBoundor

unted through the gardens for him.
And it was exr:ﬂedingﬁlj}r fortunate for
the fat Owl that the Bounder did not
find him.

was in  hiding—

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
What Bunter Saw |
(13 H lor' ! breathed Billy Bunter,
O The fat jusior fairly
guaked.
Bunter
deep hiding !

With great estutencss the fat junior
had darted 1nte Senhor Caminho's
office—the room where the concession-
naire transacted his business, and which
the guests at Boa Viste, of course, were
not supposed to enter. There, Bunter,
considered, the Bounder would not think
of looking for him, and he was right.

But to_make assurance doubly sure
tho fat Owl crept behind the slatted
curtain at the window.

In that safe place of concealment the
fat Owl remained, trying to still his
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breathing, in  gase  the
Bounder should epen the Joov
and look in. ‘
Bunter had only  given
Smithy tit for tat, a mango
in return for a kick, which
was more than justifizble,
But le realised that ke had

better I'mtﬁ away from
Smuthy till he had had time
to cool down. The sound of

the Bounder's shouting voice
reached himi, and warned him
what he had to expect, if
found. ,

Bmithy'a voice died away,
bhut Bunter had no doubt thas
the search was still going on.
If Smithy thought of looking
i the Portuguese gentleman's
office—

Bunter quaked behind tho
curtain.

There was a sound of an
apening door.

Bunter hardly breathed.

He heard the door shut and
a key turn. Then thero wers
footsteps in the room.

Bunter listoned in aponr
Tha beast knew he was there,
and he hod come in and
logked the door after him.
Bunter was “for it ¥ now.

Then, to his surprisze, he
heard a =zound of rustling
papers at the hig roll-top
desk near the window. Thero
was a sound of someono sit-
ting down in the chair heforo
tho desh. .

Papers rustled zgoin, and
he heard a scratch of a pen.

Surely the Bounder had not
come ntge the Porluguese
gentleman’s private office to
write a letter., It dawned on
Bunter that the newcomer
W}?S not the Bounder, afier
ald.

A muttering voice reached his eare,

" Beom, bom !V

It was the voice of the semhor.
Bunter realised that-it was the [itile
Portuguese who was scaled at the desk,
writing.

QObvigusly, he was i complete ignor-
ance that Bunter was there. And the
fat junior sagely decided to leave him
in ignorance. Certainly Mr, Caminho
was not likely to be pleased at {inding
him in the private room.  And still
more certainly he would turn bim out
at onct—into the clutches of the en-
raged  Bouwnder.  Bunter  remained
where he was, guiet and sull,

Rerateh, scrateh, serateh !

'Tha pen seratched on,

Appuarently it was not merely a lelter
that Mr. Cominho was writing., He
seetned] to have settled down to work of
SOMo s0rLh

Bunter did nel mind, o long as ho
was not discovored. Not for an hour,
at least, did he intend to emerge from
Lus hiding-place, if be could help ik

Several times, as the Dortugiese in-
dustriously wrote and wrote, bo oau-
mured te himself, and, o Bunter's
ammazenent, hie I'.['!I'I:'[']"I'IH!."E[I Gvar pnd oYver
aeain the name * Manoel Canvnho.™

Fvery now and then he cjaenlated
“Pom ! ™—which DBunter was  aware
meant “Good P—like o man satisfied
with his progress.  Not that DBunter
knew any Portagaese; but * Lom 7 was
pronounced nasally, a geed deal like
the French "bon.”  And tho tones, as
Alr. Caminho spoke, told of sat=faction,

Partly becavsze he was tired of deing
nothing., and partly hecasse ho was as
inquizitive as & jackdaw, Bunier peered

and a gag in his mouth, standing inside the hut.
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Harry Wharton & Co. were amazed to see an elderly man, his arms tied down to his sides,

The prisoner regarded the junlors

in wonder, as they stared at bim.

ak last through a slit 1 the slats of the
curiain thet concealed him from view.

The Portuguese, sitting ot the desk,
had his back to Dunter, but ho was not
far away; and cven the Owl'a Limifed
vision cnabled him to see the PETR
—over Mr. Caminheo's shoulder—at
which the little mapn was at work,

Bunter's cyes opencd wide belind his
big speetacles,

He was utlerly astoonded by what
ho saw. .

Senhor  Caminho was not  wrilmg
letters or writing up a business book.
His oceupation was much more singelar
than that.

Pinned up before him was s letier,
written in a flowing Latin hand, i «
language which Buonter did not nnder-
stand, but which he easily puessod to
b Portngoese. The letter was signed
“Alapoe] Caminhio”

It was set up, obviously, as a copy,

and on a sheot of paper before the
forivguese  ihe T * Alanoel
Cmninho ™ was written over and over
i

Bunter blinked.

Unlezs the man was IETTN ILherr- wins
no accounting for his ecoupation, o far
as the Owl of Creviriurs could geo.

Why o man should set up a specimen
of hiz own signature as a copy, and
copy if down again and agom, was a
deep mystery 1o Nunter.

Iint that was what the Porfupguese was
daing.

He covered the sheet with writing,

Camd Bunter eould see that thore was

olhing written bhuat on endless stecos-
gtom of “ Manoel Caminbo.™
The sheet filed, the Poriuguese tossed

it aside. The name had been written
two hundred times at least.

But the mysterious cccupation was not
finished yet., Tho Portuguese dipped Lia
on in the ink agein and started on o
rezh sheet.,

With untiring patience, he wrofe
“*Manoel Caminhe” again and agsin,
irjll: constant glances at the copy before
pirrl,

Bunier watched, in a stoto of dazed
amazement.

Had any name but Manoel Caminho
been sot up as 8 copy, Bunter would
have understood that it was a forger at
practice  DBut a man could not be sup-
posed to bo practising to forge his own
name |

It was beyoud Bunter! Te ecould
only watch, with his eyes distonded in
amazement behind his spectacles.

The Portugnese wrote and wrote,
tirclessly,  But ho wrote nothing but
that ono name, Another sheet way
filled, tossed aside, and a third started
Gl

But now Dunier observed a litile
circumstance that had not struck lim
nt first.  “Manoel Caminhe,” as writlen
by the little Portugucse, did not leck
exnctly the same as it looked in the
lottor sot up os o copy. There was a
resomblance, but that was all.

It was a different hand !

That  discovery fairly  staggercd
Bunter | )

The man scated before himm  was
Manoel Caminho,  Yet his signature

Mauanoel Caminho, and
ho was sedulously practizine to make it
more and more like! Ho was makiug
progress, too, for on the third sheet the
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was not that of
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signature was more like the copy than
on the first.

What could it meant

The Portuguese sutfered from lapees

memory—at least, he had said so.

Had he forgotten how to write his own
pame, and was ho learning over again
from a signature om ono of his own
lotters?
* _That explanation was rathor too steep.
But if that was not it, what did it
mean ?

Tho third sheet was finished at last.

The Portuguese had been sitting at the
gask for a good deal more than on
our,

He rose from the chair, and taking all
the sheets he had written, he exam-
ined thom earefully, nnd then steppod
to o stove, thrust the papers inside, and
get a match to them.

. Then ho slipped the original letter
into a drawer, closed down the top of
the desk and locked it.

“Bom " Bunter heard him cjaculate,

and o low chuokle followed.
_Then he yawned deeply, like a man
tired from an irksome task, and lighted
ono of his black cheroots. And then, to
Buntar's great relief, he crossed to the
door, unlocked it, and went out of tho
rooMm.

“Oh erikey !” murmurcd Bunter,

The man was mad! That was tho
only explonation. For nearly an hour
end a half ho had sat copying his own
signeiure over and over again, and then
had burncd all that he had written!
If that was not lunacy, Bunter did not
know what it was!

It waz a great relief when the Portu-
guese went.  Being locked vp in 2 room
with a lunatic was neither grateful nor
comforting.

“Mad a3 8 hatter!”
Bunter. * Absolutely
If he'd found me her

The fat junior shivered at the idea.

From the window he had a glimpse
of Senher Caminhe walking in the
garden, smoking a cheroot. The eoast
was clear, and Bunter lost ne time in
getting out of Benhor Caminho's office.
Even the angry DBounder was betier
than s lunatic at close guarters!

murmitred
puttji Oh dear!

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Bunter Thinks it Out [

ARRY WHARTON & CO. eame

in to lunch at Boa Vista in o

cheery bunch. The Bounder

came in looking less cheerv:

but he seemed to have got pver his
tantrums to some extent.

Billy Bunter, who was first at table,
eved him uneasily; but Smithy took ne
notica of the fat Owl, He had had
piant{l of time to cool down; and in any
case he could hardly have “whopped ”
the fat junior in the prescnee of his
father and the Portuguese. _

Bunter realised that he was sefe, for
the present at least, so far as Smithy
was concerned. But he was uneasy on
another score. Many times he blinked
glong tho table at Senhor Caminho, whao
lunched with his guests; and his blinks
were very unoasy indeed. In fact, he
looked positively alarmed when the
senhor, talking to Mr. Vernon-Smith,
gesticulated with his knife to give
point to his romarks.

Senhor Cominho did not cbserve the
fat Owl; bLut the other fellows did, and
they wondered what was the matter
with Bunter now. His fat face was
guite terrified, till the Portuguese put
down the knife.

After lunch Mr. Vernon-Smith
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retired to n long chair on the veranda
for & rest in the shade, and Senhor
Cominho went to his office.

Bunter was carcful to keep with the
Famous Five when they went out
Smithy wallked out with the Co., and
Bunter promptly mancuvred Wharton
betweon him and the Bounder.

* Look heraI you keep  off,
beast I'* he exclaimed.

“You fat fool!”

ﬁ};{:ﬁ.r&ntl;.r Bmithy was no longer
thinking of wvengeance for the mango
He loated with his hands in his pockets
and a discontented expression on his
hard fnee, a contrast to the cheery Five.
But Bunter, at least, did not care if the
Er_ﬂindﬂr scowled, so long as he did not

PR,

“Heading anywhere speecial,
Smithy i asked Harry Wharton, as the
Bounder started salong the road by
R'Iuch the car had come the previous

ay.

“Yes. Why
the road " asked the Boundor.

“"Good egg I' agreed the Famous Five

you

at once,
“1 say, you fallows——"
"You shut up, Bunter!” zaid the

Bounder, with & derk look at the Owl
of the Romorvae.

“D}}_, really, Smaithy—"

“We can get some camping trips, with
Kikolobo here,' said Smithy, as the
Il‘lu'rm:r_rs walked on, “Blessed if I lika

anging about tho place while the pater
jaws business jaw wilh  that  greasy
*ortugee.  But  for that fat brute
Buntor we should be on safari now.”

“1 zay, you fellows, I rather wish
we'd kept on safari,” said Bifly Bunter.
Y1t was boastly; but it was better than
being shut up iIn a house with =
lunatic.™

The Famous Five all logked round at

Bunter.  Gonerally his remarks wero
passed ]:-iv liko the idle wind which they
vregarded not. But this remark was

rcally startling.

“You frabjous ass!” said Bob Cherry.
“What are you burbling about now?
Whe's a lunatiof™

“That Portugee chap,” gald Bunler.
“Mad as & hatter !

“0ld  Caminho?™  asked
blankly.

“¥es, rather! I ean tell vou 1 was
jolly nervous when he got hold of that
krife at tiffin,” said Bunter., * Lunatics
ain't safe with knives.™

“Is the fat fool wandering in  his
mind 1" asked Veornon-Bmith, staring at
Bunter.

“Has he nny io wander in ¥ prunted
Johnny Ball.

“0Oh, really, Bull! I sav, you fellows,
let's tako a rest under these troes. T
don't want to see that niggoer "

“"Go back to ihe hcouse,
growled the Bounder.

“I'm not going ncar that lunatie”

" ¥ou silly owl!” exelaimed Wharton
impatiently. “What the thumyp have
vou pot in your silly head about iho
old Portugoe?”

“Ile’s mad!™

“What hasz he done, you owl?

“Well, what do you think of a3 man
who sits down for hours in the morn-
ing, wriling his own name over and
over agamn ™ demanded Dunter.

'F'I:Eh'?'ﬁ'?

“And that’s not all! Eetting up his
own signature as a ccpy, and copying it
for hours, over and over aguin?

*“Wha-z-ati”

If Billy Bunter had desired {o as-
tonizh the chums of the Ilomove, he sne-
ceedad. They stared at him blankly.

*Bhows he's potty, doesn't it?” said

Nugent

then 1™

not meet Kikolobo on .
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Bunter. “Ho wouldn't do 1t if he
wasn’'c potty, I suppose, What?

“How do you know he did anything
of the sort?” demanded Johnny Bull,
“Spying sgain, same as at Greviriarg?”

“Why, you beast—="

“1 suppose the fat
dreaming,” said Bob,

“1 tell you I saw him!” hooted
Euptﬂr.

»Oh, rats!” grunted Johnny Bull,

. Hold on 1™ said the Bounder quietly.
: é'iunte;-r disappeared somewhero for

urs thils morning. Wh Y
P Ll 4 CTC were you,

“In that Portugee's office,” answered
Dunter, with a snort, “I wasn't going
to enter into & vulgar souflle with you,
Smithy ! That may be your idea of
manncrs, staying in people's houses, It
st rine”

“¥You had the neck to butt into Mr,
Caminho's office?” exclaimed Wharton,
“I hope he kicked vou out.”

“He jolly well didn’t sce me.
E:ﬂ;{ﬂ;!llthe culrf,ﬁin. And I ecan jolly
1 cll you apl jolly quic
fﬂil‘r;:j that .hﬁ wa:ipmzlld—f—{!‘ T Mo

ou gpted on him?™
H!.t"ﬁ B him? snortod vahnn_?
“Beast! I couldn’t help scein
he did, Jooking through tsm hu:rlc;‘!ri:::1Ir ?I:Bt
curtain,™ snapped Bunter, “and seeing
a man writing his own name over and
over again from a copy—>"

“What utter rot |

“I tell you he did!” howled Bunter,
"He had o letter stuck up as a COpY
signed Manoel Caminho, and he was
copyimg the signaturo over and over
again. And as it's his own name, he
must be potty to do it.”

Certainly 8 man would be potty, if
he did that!” said Harry. “But old
Caminho isn't potty—sn he didn't*

“I saw him—~"

s ﬁu%:l}:-ish i

“Hold on '™ said the Bounder apain,
“Let's have it out! Tell us axﬁzwy
what vou saw, Runter.”

And Billy Bunter, rather Battered by
the interest the Bounder seomed to tako
in the matter, gave a Inng and detailed
account of hia extraordinary experience
in  Sonhor Caminlie’s office  that
raorning,

The Bounder listened with deep al-
tention. Ilnrry Wharton & Co. listened
n surprise, sorprised  alse by the
Bounder's keen intorest in the matter,

Vernon-8mith drew a  deep breath
when the Owl of Greviriars had fin-
ished. Dot he made no remark, walk-
ing on in silonee, with a wrinkled brow.

“Hallo, halla, halle!  Thers’s jolly
old Joaz!™ remarked Dol Clerry, who
had glanced back,

The juniors Jooked round.

Joaz Vine had apprared from amonz
the troes, and was standing looking
after them. Several times during tie
inorning the juniors had scon him hane-
ing about, and thov wonderad whether
he was Keeping an cve on them, to seo
that they did net approach the island
in the lake arain.

e stood looking afice them for a
fow minules, and then steppod back
into the ireecs and disappeared.

Bob Clerry grinned.

“That jolly old hut on the island is a
sort of DBlucheard's chamber,” he re-
marked,  “That ecoffec-bean has heen
watching us on and off over sinee we
rownd with him this morning, But I
suppose he's satisfied now, as we've got
onr backs to ™

“1 say, vou fellows, don’ wallk so
fast——"

“¥Keep an ere open for lions, you
men,” seid the Dounder.

idict has boen

I was
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* Lions!"” repeated Wharton.

Yelp, from Bunter.

“I—1I say, you fellows, look here, let’s
go back! I'm not going to be torn to
picces by lions to pleass youf”

“¥You can go hack if you like, gss!”

*Well, there's that blessed mad
Portuges—-~"

“Is that something moving behind
that tree? asked Vernon-2mith.

There wasz o gasp from Billy Bunter,
Without stopping to ascertain whether
there was anything moving behind the
tree, the fat junior turncd and started
back towards Boa Vista., ILven a
lunatic was preferabla to a liom, and
Billy Bunter stood not upon the order
of his going, but went at once,

The juniors stared after him. Bunter
vanished up the winding road towards
the house, going strong.

“Look here, Smithy, what's this
game?™ asked Wharton. “You know
jolly well there are no lions within
milea.”

“I know thet,” nodded the Bounder.

“Oh! ¥You were pulling that fat
duffer's leg?”

“Exactly. Now he's gone, we can
gpeak,” said Vernon-Smith.

“Blossed if I cateh on! What is
there to say that Bunior mustn't hear?

T8 Lﬂtﬂj"

“Well, cough it upl” said Harry, in
wonder.

Vornon-Smith cama to a halt, under
the wide-spreading branches of a cedar.
'bere was a dark, almost grim, cxipres-
sion on his face, and the Famous Five
regarded him with surpriso ond some
uncasiness. They walted for lim to
speak; but it was some minutes before
the Bounder broke silence.

“I think I ses light!” was his first
remarlk,

" Not unuosual, mm the daytime,” as-
sented Bob Cherry.

*Oh, don't be an ass!™

“"Well, what are you driving at,
then

“Wo're in queer quarters bere,” arid
the Bounder quietly. “ My pater's jn
high foather—he’s doing good business
with that Portugee. I've been thinking
over it a lot; 1I'm not letting him be
taken in. You fellows noticed, of
course, how odd it was that Caminho
received my father as a stranger—
pever heard hizs name before and ex-
plained it by a yarn asbout lapse of
memory—-=">

“Well, that must have been the
truth,”  said Harry., “It was odd
cnough, but 1t was pretty cleap=—*"

“And he had sacked all the servants
—and there must have been a good
many in such e place as Boa Vista——"

“What about it?

“Lots! And his foreman, who was as
surprised by our arrival as his boss,
misdirected us, fo pgain time to cub
ahead and warn the Portugee that we
wore coming—""

* But—-"

“And this place iz sixty miles from
any white man's house; and a lot of
things could happen here without get-
ting out—>"

“Very likely. But—*

“And Josz Vino drew o knife to keep
us from getting a look at the hut on
tho island in the lake——"

*Well 1 said Wharton blankly,

“I’'ve been puzzled—worried; but I
conldn't get the hang of it,” said the
Bounder quietly. “But now—I1 sce
light! YWhat Bunter zaw this morning
puts tha lid on”

11-1 dﬂﬂ't ME"‘_""”

“A man deesn’'t sit down lo copy Lis

own signature. A forzer sits down to
copy aunother man’s signature.”
“ But it was hiz own namo=——

Fi

“Was it? sald the Bounder.
“Eht Yes—he's Manoel Clam-
mho———"

“Ts he®™ said Vernon-Bmith,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Startling }

ILENCE [aollowed the Bounder's

% startling question. Harry Wharton

& Co. gazed at him blankly. Her-

bert Vernon-Smith  had
taken their breath away.

“My only hat!” ejaculated Harry

Wharton at last. “‘Smuthy! You don't

think—you can’t thin H

“I can-—and deo!” answered the
Bounder coolly. “ Everything fits fo-
gether—now! That man isn't Manocl
Caminhe, the Fortuguese concession-
nairel”

“Great pip ! murmured Bob Cherry.

“My esteemed Somthy——:"

“Look at it, said the Bounder. * He's
a Portugen right encugh; but he's not
the man who corres ﬂﬂtﬁf]d with my
father about selling the timber conces-
sion. The pater’s never seen Caminho,
of course; ho came up here to sce him,
They'd got the negotiations as far as
fixing & personal interview—and then
this sportsman makes out that he's for-
gotten the wheole thing. Lapse of
memory be blowed! I had to swallow
that; but it was too steep all tho same,
and now I know better. The man’s
not Caminhe.”

“Then who — what —"
Nugent.

*This man,”” said the Bounder deliber-
ately, * had forgotten nothing. He never
knew anything about my father or the
negotiations, until we orrived here
yasterday. He was afraid et first that
tha pater was some Government in-
spector who might bove spotted his

ame. Tho real Caminho may not have

ept my pater's letters, or he may have
kopt them Iin some J}lm whera this
rogue hasn't laid hands on them. Any-
how, he knew nothing of the business,
till he got it from my pater yesterday.
He's keen enough to sell the concession,
and he's practizing Manoel Caminho’s
signature [or the necessary doeuments.”

* Bmithy I

“Oh, Smithy 1"

“Look a#t it!" snapped the Bounder
irritably. “If & man practizes o signa-
ture from a copy, is it likely to be his
own "

“Well, no! But—-"

“That's why all the servants were
sacked. They'd know. I fancy the fore-
man, Jogz Vino, is the gpenuine goods.
He was Caminho's foreman, and he's

rather
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toe know? No white man comes up
here onco in a blue mwon.  “The ser-
vants who knew Mr. Caminho wera goé
1id of, The Baganda who work in the
forests don'’t go to the house; and, any-
how, they'd be satisfied with a tale that
Caminho had sold the place, or gono on
o trip, and left the other man in cha
~—if they thought about it at :.%‘f
'Ji.;he:f’re under Joaz, and he can handla
them.™

* But—but,” stammered Wharton, “ the
man coulde’t hope to keep it up for ever,
even in a lonely place like this.””

“Of course he couldn’t, nss! His
game 15 to keep it up till he can scll the
concession at a give-away price that wll
meke it go quick.”

“Oht!" satd Harry. ]

“He's got my pater on toast!™ said
the Bounder, gritting his tceth, “I
could see yesterday that my father
thinks he's on to a good thing—he's pets
ting the place thousands of pounds under
its value. The man can afford to take
twenty thousand instead of twenty-five
thousand, if the place cost him noching.
A quick sale i3 his game."

L1 ﬂhg m? h;t Ii‘J

“He's got all the deeds in Mr
Caminbo's safe in the office; he's got
everything in his hands, so long as Le's
not suspected. All he's got to do is to
learn to sign Caminho's name, and
Bunter saw hun practising it

“ But—but——" gasped Nugent.

“Look at it nnﬁ ou'll see it all fits
topether,™ sm'ci the Bounder. “His only
woak point i that he hasn't seen the cor-
respondence between the real Caminho
snd my father. He may not have found
out yet where the chap kept all his

apers—if he kept the letters. He haso’s

een long in possession; only a fortnight
ago the cnrresﬁuﬁndenm was gomng on.”

The juniors looked at Bmithy.

“But if—if vou're right, where is the
real ﬂaminhn%:? exclaimed Bob. *“You
don't mean that—that—that they' vo—"

“1 don’t think they'd take the risk'
said the Bounder:; “neither was it neces-
sary. They had only to k the man
out of sight till they'd played out their
game,"”

“ But how—where—"

“What have f;.haE' got hidden on that
island in the lake¥

o Ok 1 .

There was & lopg silence. The
Bounder's earncstness impressed the Co.,
and, in fact, looking at the matter from
Smithy's point of view, all the strange
circumslances that had puzled them were
explained ; but it was staggering, all the
SAIMG.

“Well, what do you think 7" demanded
the Bounder irritably, :

“ Bloszed if I know what te think,”
said Wharten. *“It sounds reazonohble,
the way you put it, but it's frightfully
steep I

{Continued on next pagé.)

working hand-in-
glove with this im-
postor.  You cam
see he's weoll
acquainted with the
place; he's nob suf-
fering from lapses
of memory.  Most
likely Joaz got rid
of the houschold,
and then—then Mr,
Caminho was
nobbled, and ths
man took lis place
and his name.
“ Phew I
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"The steepfulnees is terrific ¥

- we're going to koow,” said
vﬂmﬂﬁmith. 'FCme onl We've got
i ol ing to dot?”

what are you going to do
asked Bob,

“I'm going to search that hut on the
istand in the lake.” i

“That means a tussle with Joaz.”

“ Joas won't put ui: a very big tussle
against the Kikuyu, I fancy.

*“Oh|” snid Bob. s &

The Bounder strode on. His mind was
evidently made up. Whether he was
right in his amazing susplcion, ot
wﬁethEr he was wrong, the Famous I'ive
could not decide; but ono thing at least
wa3 certain, that the mysterious matter
had to be looked into.

“What about putting it up to your
father, Bmithy 7" asked Wharton.

“No need to bother him, if there's
nothing in it,” answered the Bounder,
“and we can handle the matter our-
selves, with Kicky's help. And ['d rather
handle it myself.” .

After which there was nothing more
to be maid. It was, after all, the
Bounder's own business, and they know
from of old that it was futile to ergue
with the obstinate Bounder. The chums
of the Romove had plenty of food for
thought as tl:mg walked along the road
under the thade of the mighty trees.
And the more they thought over the
matter, the more it was borne in upon
their minds that Smithy was right,
amazing as it was. !

They had covered five or six miles
from Boa Vista, when a tall figure, ro-
splendent in striped monkey-sking, came
in sight on the road.,

“ There's Kicky!" said Bob Cherry.

The tall Kikuyu sighted the juniors,
and saluted with his spear. _came
striding on, and the junicrs hurried to
meet him,

“O Bwana-wangu !” said the Kikuyu.
"My cves are glad to see you I

“0 Kikolobo,” said the Bounder,
with 2 grin, “vour voice is as welcome
to my ears as the sweet sounds of run-
ning water. end the whispering of wind
in the trees”

“Thizs Kikuyu, your servant, is glad
to hear the gracious words from vyour

handsome mouth!l™ said Kikolobo.
" For, indeed, the sight of the Bwana'a
face 13 to my eyes like the rising sun
driving away the dark shadows of
Usiku, the pight.”

“Hear, hear!” said PBob Cherry.
*When we get back to Greyfriars,
Smithy, I'll tell the fellows that thero
was & man in Xenya who thought you
good-looking. It will make them
jump !

“Irathead ! -

There was no doubt that the Kikuyun
was glad to ses the " Bwana-wangu™
again. He suluted the other white lorda
with respect; bub it was evident that
the DBounder was the “pgoods” in the
Kikuyu's eyes

“You've had s long tramp, Kicky,”
said Bob Cherry.

“It is true, O Bwana; but the {eet of
this Eikuyu are as tireless as the wind,”
answered Kikolobo.

“Come on, Kicky,” said Vernon-
Smith; “I want your belp, old bean "

“This Kikuyu is your servant,
DBwana.”

The juniors turned back towards Boa
Vista, the tireless Kikuyu atndu:}g
along with them, and he listened in
prave silence to what the Bounder had
to say. And, keeping clear of the
house, the party took a path through
the woods that led towards the lake.
The Bounder's theory was about to be

ut to the test, and Harry Wharton &
Jo. felt their hearts beat taster as they
came in sight of the lako glimmering
under the branches of the tall cedars.

ey mam

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Man in the Huf !

6 ARE! Et%p!"
P Joaz Vino come suddenly

from the trees, when the
. fiuniﬂr& had almost reached the
marginn of the lake in the forest.

With a black, scowling brow, the half-
caste planted himself in their way, and
rapped ont the order to stop.

He stared at the tall Kikuyu in sur-
prise that was a little mingled with
alarm. The Kiknyu was in his fighting
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outlit—hie rhinocercs-hide shield on his
left arm, two stabbing-spears in his left
hand, and & long Gghting-spear in hia
right. He locked a formidable figure,
and the grim expression on his face,
the glint m his dark eyes, boded troubla
for any enemy of the “ Bwana-wangu.”

Eut the half-caste evidently intonded
to dizspute the way. His hand was on
his knife as ho faced the juniors and the
Kikuyu.

The Bounder grinned sourly.

“ et out of tho way, Joaz Vino!” he
said. ** You'll be shifted fast enough if
you don't™

“Va se cmborz! Co away! Got
ont I'' snarled the balf-caste. “I have
said that vou are forbidden to go on tha
1sland.”

“You can sing it over again if you

Iike 1" jecred the Bounder. " But we'ra

ggi:_’;gl on the island, all the same, old
an 1r

The knife flashed in the halicaste’s
dusky haned.

“8enhor, if you will ask the Scnhor
Caminho, he will tell you that you must
not go on the island,’

“We'll ask him when we sece him ™
grinned the Bounder. )

':G-:: to the house—to Boa Vista—and
ask—"

“I've an idea that wo ncedn't go so
far as the house,” said the Bounder,
watching the dusky face keenly as ha
spoke. *I've a fancy that we may find
Benhor Caminhe on the island in tha
lake.”

Joaz started violently.

“YWhat? What do you say * What—"

he panted.
‘His black eyes dgfeamed from face to
face in startle ﬁuestinnin . The
Bounder’s words had obviously given
him a shock.

“My hat!” murmured Bob Cherry.
“Bmithy's right 1"

“The rightfulness i3 terrific!” mur-
mured Hurreo Jamset Ram Bingh.

The juniors could hardly have a doubt
now. The look on the dusky face of the
half-caste was enongh.

“Are you mad, boy?!"” panted Josz.
“Benhor Caminbo iz at the house !

“Not omn the island?” jeered the
Boundoer.

“MNao, nao! There 15 no one on the
island 17

“We'll see for ourselves, my pippin |
Iicky, if that man trics to stop us, you
will handle him !”

“0 Bwana, thizs man will be no mare
to mo than 2 jackal to a leopard ! zaid

the Kikuyu, “And if youn give the
vord, lord, I will slay bim where Le
stands I

“Oh  ecrumbs1" ejaculated  Bob.

“Bmithy, for goodness’ sake—"
“ Do not kill him, Kikelobo,” zaid the
Bounder—" not if you can help it, at any

vate. But make lum a prisoner.”
“As my lord wishes!™ said  the
Kikuvu.

With his spear lifted, he advanced
on the half-caste,

Joaz panted.

He was a desperate man and no
coward, but his knife had little clianco

against the spear and shield of tho
Liluvu.

“Chuck it, you fodl!™ zaid the
Bounder coolly.

The hali-custe stood lis E{i:‘mmﬂ-

That he had a poworful reazon for

keeping investigation off the island 1n
the lake was apparent, and the Grey-
friars fellows no longer doubted what
that reazon was,

But  ther wabched fhe contest
anxiouslv,  The man was bent on re-
sistance, even wilh the Kikura's spear
flashing over him, and the light of battle
was in the pative hunter's eves,
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Eikoloba clozed in
on  the half-caste,
and Joaz, gpringin
like = l?enpanf,
cama &t him with
Nashing Eknife,

There was a crash
as Kikoloko eaught
the savage stroke on
lis  ghield. Tho
next moment the
haft of Iis =pear
struck Joaz on the
head, and the.half-
ensto reeled and fell.

Tha [oot of the
Kikuyu was planted
on him as he
sjgiruwlcd, and the
glittering point of
touched

Clash 1
Smith,

tha spear
his threat, o

“O Bwana, if it
is yvour wish that
this dog should die
——? ga1d Kikolobo.

“"MNa, ne! Hoeld

onl”

“Tt 1z for the
Bwana (o com-
mand."”

And Kikolobo,
with obvions re-
luctance, held back
the thrust of the
spear.

The half.caste lay
helpless, his  eyes
gleaming up like a
snake's. The jumors
lost no time in
securing him, His
own belt was
buckled round his .
arms, and then he was allowed to rise
to hiy faot.

“Come on!” =aid the Bounder.
“ Bring that scoundrel along, Kicky 1"

e tramped into the shallow lake, and
Kikolobo tollowed, with & sinewy gra.sg
on the half-caste. Harry Wharton |
Co. followed on, wading waist-deep 1
the water.

In a few minutes they tramped out
of the lake on the island. .

Har Whairton & Co. felt their
hearts beating fast as they approached
the hut on tﬁe island. If & secrct of
crime was hidden there, they were about
to bring it to light, {

The half-caste, scowling like a demon,
was sullenly silent. He watched them
with burning eyes, but he was helpless
te intervene.

They stopped at the door of the hut,
half-hidden by trees. There was a lock
on the door, and it was Fast,

The Bounder knocked.

“Who's here I he called out.

There was a sound within the hut.
Evidently it had an occupant. Bub
there was no mnlir,

“ Lot us in ! called out the Bounder.

The movement was repeated, but still
na voice answered ‘The door remained
fast,

“Pratty elear that it's locked on the
outsida—what 7" smiled the Bounder.
* And I fancy wa shan't have to laock far
for the key.”

Ie turned to the scowling half-caste.

“You've got the key, Joaz?"

A curse in Porfugucse waa the only
aElsWor,

“Got the key Ffrom him, Kickyl
Wring his yellow neck if he gives you
any trouble 1 spid Vernon.Smiath.

The half-caste goave no tronble. Kiko-
labo drew a key from ono of his pockets
and handed it to Bwana-wangu, Smithy
inzerted 1t in the lock and turned it.

The door was Jung opon.

Ag the {reacherous Dinka
made a siride towards Mr. Vernons-
his upralsed knile
knocked from his hand by Kikoloko’s

spear.

waid
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Harry Wharton & Co. crowded into
the hut,

The building had only one room. It
was barely Furnished, with & rough bed
gnd few other things. The shutter at
the window barrod off the sun, and =a
dim twilight reigned within. But they
could secoe the interior clearly enough,
and their eves fixed on tho occupant.

A rather tall and handsome clderly
man, evidently o Portugoese, with
silvery hair, stood there. His face was
lined and worn, almost haggard Why
he had not amswered the knock at the
door waz plain when the Juniorz saw
him. A gag was in his mouth, fastened
by a cord wound about his head. Ilis
hands were tied down at hia sides.

“(ood heavens ! breathed Wharton.

The gageed wan was gazing at them
with wander and joy in lis hnggul‘t’i
eyes. A faint mumbling sound came
from behind the gag.

“The scoundrels!”
Cherry.

Vernon-Smith stepped quickly to the
prisancr. lle vemoved the gag, and cut
through the bonds with his knife.

A

multercd Bob

“You are Senhor Caminhol™ he
a-.almdl. .
“8im, scnhor! the clderly  man

mumbled, his lips numbed by the gag.
“Rim, sim ! But you are Pnglish. You
are perhaps one of the boys whom
Senhor Vernon-Smith meotioned in hie
letters? ¥Yes? You have comoe to save
me?  Buot the villain Perez—whoro is
he? Oh, senhor, for days, many days,
1 have been a prisoncr  here—nany
weary days1 Tt is the holy saints who
have sent you Lo save me [

The tears trickled down the worn face.

Then, as he caught sight of the scowl-
ing face of tho half-caste through the
open doorway, the old Portugucse gave
a vy of alarm. :

“That villainl Take care!”

“All serene, sir1” said the Bounder.
“That villain's & prisoner—and tho

other
prisoner, too !
that blighter 1" . :

“This Kikuyu will keep him  safo,
DBwana.'

The old Portugucse sank on the ed
of the bed. He scemed overcome with
cmotion. The juniors could imagine his
feelings. Rescue had come suddenly
when Eifﬁ had given up hope.

“But Perez!"” hea exclaimed. ' Where
is Perez 1"

“I fancy Perez is the nomec of the
sportsmen at Boa Vista wha is calling
himself Manoel Caminho!” said the
Bounder.

“Hea calls himself—by my nome?"

“Yes. And if we hadn't found you,
sir, he would have sold Bea Vista in
vour name, and my father would have
hought it!" grinned the Bounder.
“That was the game™

“Dees!” murmured the old Portu-
nesa.  "Deos! Mow L understandl
They told me nothing | Percz came to
Boa Vista as a friend of my foreman—
I did not suspeet—und I was scized in
the might and browght here. I have

villain will jolly scon be &
Kicky, keep an oye on

been a prisoncr since, vizited onco a da
with food, nnd left bound end gaggei
g% you have seen. And you have saved
e, little sephores!” He rose from th:&
odga of the bed, with a glitter in his
dark eyes, “Now I am free! Now 1
will deal with that villain? Let us
go 1™

The Bounder pave the old man a help-
ing hand from the hut. e spoko to
the Kikuyy, and Joaz Vino was bundled
into the hot and the door locked on
him. Scphor Caminho waa tottering,
and, at a word from thoe Bounder, the
Kikuyu lifted him in his brawny arms
and carried himi acrose ithe shallow
water,

“ And now for that scoundrel 1™ said
Ilarry Wharton.

Tie Maeser Lisnany.—No. 1,250,
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
B. VERNON-SMITH zat in a
M Madeira chair on the veranda
little, dark, wizened Dortu-
ruese sat facing him, a greasy smile on
which were many documents.

In the shady veranda the two were

Mr. Vernon-S3mith was nét only
smiling, but he was feeling disposed to

Buginess was rngraaqing well,

The volue of the Caminho timber con-
Smith. With the capital end business
knowledge he could put into it, its value
anxious to secure 1t, and he found the
“gwner ¥ more than keen to come te

On grounds of health, according fo
the little dark man, he desired to get
Whatever his motive, ho was keen to
got it through, This suited Mr. Vernon-
valuable concession five thousand pounds
cheaper than he had hoped. And ha
veluable time on the transaction thap
ho had supposed would be noeded.
he went through doouments that would
have made most hesds ache to look ar,

lomp visage.
¥ Bﬂ{}j’ Bunter, at the other end of the
not wholly at ease with regard to the
sephor, and he gave him a susploious
sticky, and happy.

ME Vernon-Smith glanced round as
with Harry Wharton & Co., followed by
thoe Kikuyu.
gentleman out of sight, in order not to
give the alarm to the impostor,
gionnaire his resl name—glanced up
carelessly, and then looked down at the

He was quite unaware that danger
was approaching—though certainly he
Senhor Caminho come in sight.

The Bounder came up the steps, fol-
gavo him o nod.

“You must not interrupt now, Her-

“(etting on with it, dad?’ asked
Smithy, with a rather sardomie grin.
few days now; end then there will bo
a change of scens for you and your
trip inte Uganda, where I have more
business to attend to."

—T'vo got to interrupt you, father! It's
rather 1mportant,”

“What is if, Herbert? I am very
busy now. What has happened?
as what's going to happen,” explaincd
the DBounder.

What

A Surprise for Mr. Vernon-Smith ]
and smiled a genial smile, The
hiz face. DPotween them was a table, on
deep in business,
rub his hands.
cession was well known to Mr. Vernon-
would be immensely increased. He was
torms.
the matter through and leave Africa.
wmith admirably. He was sccuring that
looked like expending much less of his
S0 he was in high good-humour, and
with a cheery snd genial smile on his
veranda, was enting mangoes. He was
blink at times. But he wss juicy, and
his son came towards the veranda ateps
They had left the rescued Portuguese
Perez—to give the pretended conces-
documents again.
would have iueased it had the real
lowed by his companions. His father
bert,” ho said. * Business, my boy |”
“Quite. I hope to be through in a
friends, Herbert. You will enjoy a
“What-ho ! agreed Smithy. " But
Mr. Vernon-Smith frowned a little,
“Ji's not go much what hns happened
1 j:::]mn’t quite follow you.

iz
“71'1l make it elear in & minute,
You've got that rope, Bob!"”
“Here!” said Bob Cherry, with a
rin.
E He held vp & length of cord.
“Good! Get going™
Tge Magrxer Lispany.—No. 1,230,
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The little, wizcned Portugnese was
sitting, looking on, with an expression
of mora or less polite impatience on his
face. But the PBounder's next move
made him jump. It made Mr. Samucl
Vernon-8mith start to his fect with o
vell of angry amazement. :

For the Bounder, suddenly grasping
tho Portuguese by the :slmu{cicra from
behind, hooked him off his chair,
sprawling on the boards,

Perezx went down with a crash and
a howl.

Before he could realise what was bap-
pening the juniors had grasped him, his
hands were dragped together, and Bob
Cherry was Uknotting the cord round
his duskf; wrists.

“Got him ! grinned the Founder.

“The gotiulness is terrvifie!’ chuckled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

ercz eprawled, his hands bound,
gibbering with fury.

Mr. Vernon-Bmith, for the momont,
was almost as furious as the * owner™
of Boa Yista.

“What does this mean?” ho roarcd.
“Harbert! Are you mad? How dare
you lay hands on SHenhor Caminho?

What——"

“All  serene, father!” said  the
Bounder. “'TL&'J seoundrel 15 not
Sephor Caminhe. His name iz Peres,
and he is an impostor and & thicf.”

“Wha-a-at?"”  ztuttered the mil-
lionaire,

He stared at the juniors and starcd
at the sprawling DPortugucse. A wave
of pallor came over the dusky face of
the prisoner,

“Benhor T
“Releaso me!
Manoe!l Caminho.

“Then who was the man in the hub
onn the island?" grinned the Bounder.

The shricking Portuguese broke off,
gtaring &t him in terror and amaze-

ment.
“Deps 1
stuttercd.

“ Just that!"
“ RBut—but what—=" gtammered the

amazed millionaire,

It is false!" he panted.
It is false, J§ am

FF

You have found—" ho

A sudden wyell burst from Perez.
“Joaz! Ahmed!”

“Jouz is safo enough,” said the
Bounder, “and if the Dinka gives
trouble wa can look after bim.
Kicky i

“This Kikuyu walches with his eyes,
Dwana,” sald the Kikuyu ealmly.

There was 8 patter of feet and the
Dinka came running into the veranda
from the house, at his master's call.
There was & knife in hiz hand and &
blaze of ferocity in his eyes. Tha
Eikuyu leaped to meet him with flash-
ing spear,

Mr. Vernon-Smith stared on, dumb-
founded. :

Clash! Clash! The Dinka's knife
clashed on the Kikuru's spear; but the
next moment it was dashed from his
hand. The broad blade of the apear
touched the Dinka's breast and ho was
driven back to the wall of the house.

“0) Bwana-wabpgu, 15 it vour will that

this Dblack mnan should go to tho
ghosts?" asked Kikolobo.
“Na fear ! chuckled the DBounder.

“Keep him safe while he's tied up,
Kicky !”

“ As the Bwana wills!?

wWith tho spear et his breast the
Dinka made no further resistance. IHis
hands were bound, and he waz a
prisoner.

“Phis,” said Bob Cherry, *looks like
i Grveyf)riara win !"

“What-ho!"" chuckled Nugent.

“Herbert ! e, Yernon-8mith

found his wvoice. “What—what—what
does this mean? What—what—""
“Bring Senhor Caminho here,” said
Smithy.
Harry Wharton ran down the steps
n%ﬂ,m and disappeared through a grove
of frecs. In a few minutes he cawme

ba.ul:j. assisting an elderly DPortuguese

gentleman, who leaned heavily om his
arm.
Mr. Vernon-Smith, silent, amazed,

stared at the lined, worn face of Manon|
Caminho as Wharton led Lhim into tha
veranda,

“ Who—who—who is this®™ ho gasped
at last,

“Senhor  Caminho, owner of this
show " answercd the Bounder. “That
raseal Perez, with Joaz and the Dinks,
made him a prizoner, and he has been
locked up in & hut on an island in the
lake. And if youw'd bought thiz con-
¢ession, dad, you'd have had a bad
bargain on your hands, as that sguirm-
ing poleeat had no more right to sell
1t then I have!”

“Good gad!" gasped Mr, Vernon-
Smith.

“Senhor,” said Mr. Caminho, in a
faint wvoice. “You are the senhor
Yernon-8mith, I am enchanted to meot
you, senher! Your noble son and his
fricnds have saved me from o terrible
imprisonment; they have saved mr,
scnhor, and they have saved you from
robbery. I am Manoel Caminho.®

“Lood %a{] P

“The old geatleman’s eyes glittered
down at Porez.

“This villain's name is Peress he is a
relative of my foreman, Jeaz Ving, who
betrayed me into his hands. Senlhor, I
thank the holy saints who brought you
to my house.™

Mr, Vernon-Smith fairly gpasped.

“You—vyou—you arc Mancel Caminho !
Good gad! And—and he would have
sold the concession in your name., I
should have lost twenty thousand pounds
=—good gad! Herbert, you are a better
business man than your father! I had
no suspicion—good gad! TUpen my
word ¥

“ Senhor, the conceszion shall be yours,
and you shall namo your own terms,
aftor what your noble son hes done!™
said Senhor Caminho, with a polite bow.
“How he discovered the trutf:. I do not
know ; but it was by the interposition of
the holy saints that ho eame here to Boa
Vista.”

“Thank goodness you gave up the
safari, Herberl, and came here,"” said
Mr, Vernon-Smith. * Othorwise——-"

" Oh, roy hat!'"™ inurmured Bob Cherry,
“The jolly old saint who ecaused that
was namoed Bunter.”

“Dut how—how—" cjaculated Mr.
Veenon-B8mith. * Herbert, how did you
know—liow could you possibly-—""

The Bounder explained conciscly; hiy
father and Benhor Caminho listenin
with deep attention. Perez listoned,
too, his wizened face wrinkled in a black

scowl, his jetty oyes glittering at
Herbert ?nnmn-ﬁmit%.

“E possivel? said Mr. Caminho,
when Smithy had finished. * Corpo do

Deoz! How much I ows your som,
senhor I

“And I,” said Mr. VYernon-Smith.
“Good gad!” He pglanced at the scow!-
ing Perez. “We'll send a wmessage for
the askaris to come up and take chargn
of this reoundrel and his confedorate!
Have yvou anvthing to say, you raseal B’

ﬁi curse in Portuguese was the only
reply.

"ETM-. apparcently, was all the un-
masked impostor had to say. Dut ho

(Continued on page 23.)



WILD WEST HUMOUR AND THRILLS IN-—

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Pal in Trouble ]

i IGH Y Jinks, “Doe.”™ Low,

H and “Nippy ¥ Nolan, riders

of the old Leanin’ Li Raneh,

galloped like a troop of mad

Arabs down the high trail towards the
vanch in a cloud of dust.

There waz no particular reason why
they should hurry, but ther wore just
fecling good, and, esnyway, it was close
on dinner-time, gnd Stinky, the cook,
had promised something extra special in
coelebration of Colonel Lu Lurttrell's,
the owner's, brethday.

They had reached the hirhest point of
the trail, tho mesa stretching out be-
neath them with a wide horizon, giving
a view of the surrounding country _f::rr
miles, the hills in the distance forming
a sort of rim to the rich basin in which
ihe Leanin' L stood,

They halted their horsea for a
moment's Lreather. High cocked his
long leg round the horrn of his saddle
and narrowed his eyes in the way he
hod when looking at distant objects,

“Thar's Sol Goodwin ridin' away
from th' ranch looking kind o' miz-
zerble,” he obzerved, " Wonder what's
bitin' him "

MNippy storcd out in the direction in-
dicated, but tha heat shimmer, and the
dust arising from a big troop of driven
eattle, made tle ranch buildings at
right miles distance but a vague blur to
his eyes.

“oo, 'as "c got a Ay on "5 sniffer I
he gueried sarcastically, believing that
his long pal wes pulling their legs abous
being ub?ﬂ io see =0 far 1n thot glare.
“What's th' time by 'is watch, long
lun ?-'l

But Low had unslung his battered old
field-glasses and focused the moving
horseman, who looked o mera dot in the
distance with the naked eye.

it's Sol, an' ho is

“High's right: )
lookin' rpightj gloomy. High, ol’ feller,

yer eyesight’s as good as ever. I'd give
somethin’ to be able to see as far as thet
without glasses ™

“Aebbe yor can see [urder thro' a
brick wall!” grioned Nippy. “ High's
evesight’s good, but the rest of 'is 'ead’s
‘oller, except where it's solid bone!™

High smnled in a superior manner,
squiggling up hizs long nose contemp-
tuously at the little Cockney, as he
deftly poured some Bull Durkam toboeoo
into & brown ecigarefte-paper, and rolled
it with one hand. Nippy buad taken out
o packet, and was lighting up » " fag,”
a3 ho called them,

High

“Whiteehapel 1 snecered.

AR R

Jo2 Leery wanted some high

explosive for a dirty deed, so

he bought dynamite. But

when the dynamite turned

out to be sawdust Joe saw
red and exploded!

ABEEENENE NN R O NN FANAATENPFAREnHdGaRad R RN
“Cotter brat, cain't even make his own
smokes I

“"I'wasn't  Whitechapel — it was
"Oxton, see?” retorted Nippy. “ Though
& pore, Iiggerant cow-minder [rom
Texazs couldn’t be expected to know
the diff. *Ale, what's 'appenin’ 7%

He poinled out to the distant hills,
whence had come a quick fash, followed
by o cloud of smoke; then, as they
watched, the sullen bo-c-om of a big
explosion came to their ears,

TAIn't started th' fOreworks [or ('
¢l man's birfday yet awhile, ‘'ave
they "

“Thet's from over at Three Crosses,
Joe Leery's place; he's blastin® out rock

{
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: Another Amazing Ad-

: venture of the Puncher

Pals, High, Low, and
Nippy.
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for th' immprovements to his ranch,” Low
informed. “ Ho's under contruo’ to get
‘e finished by th' end o' th' mounth.
Th' old man's His landlord, and he
wishes he c'ud get rid o th' blamed
skunk !

“Wish he'd blast hisself as well as th'
rocks. I'd give a month's wages to see
Leery goin' skywards ! growled High.
“It's 'bout th' on'y chanct he has o
gettin' thar 1™

“ Naughty, mnaughty!” sdmonished
MNippy. “"Ark at tho venom, jost becos
‘e give yer & black heye an' dahned yer
afore yer donah! "Oo went courtin’ a
widder an' got caught hisself 1"

“Yuh're a liar " retorted the 1?“’*-113
one hotly. “Likely I'd go courtin® th'
Widder Crowe! Why, she weighs all
of two hunderd pounds if an ounce ¥

“That's fourteen stun four,” cal-
culated MNippy, winking at Low. * Coo,
ain't ‘e got it accurate? She must Tave
been sittin’ on 't knee—no wonder "e's
baw-leggeod ™

“{"mon, boyees, stop janglin' en’ let's
be moseyin'. I wanter have p word wi'
Sol; we can cut him of at th' ford.
I like thet guy. He's had such durp
had luck, an' keeps his end up io apile
of it all.”

“Yealt, Bol Goodwin's a ra'al good
feller; do anythin® for a feller 1n dis-
tress. Lost hiz missus an® two o' his
kids when his ronch burned down, an'
now he's adopted lws hrother's three,
an’ is bringin’ 'em up like his ownm A
white man is Sol, but o bit o a [ool to
Fimself

“Yep. I didn't like to zeo him run-
nin® with thet pizen snale, Leery Joe,
They wuez thick as thieves o wiile ago;
but he ain’t been to th' Three Crosees
o late, I notice.™

“Mighty good name for a ranch
belongin'®  to thet  twistin'®  double-
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xosser " grunted High, gripping his
knoes as his brono leapt aside from a
patch of sunburnt rock. There was a
quick rattle irom amongst the sand, and
a wriggling form made for the shelter
of the rocks; but too late, for High's
six-gun was out and a bullet had
smashed the rattler's head almost before
the other two had noticed the venomous
snake, “Thet's what I'd like to do to
leory Joe, for he's jest as pizen!”

“Bhootin' I approved Low, "I'd
hate to have wvuh git arter me wi' &
six-gun, High!”

“Aw, it's jest knack an’ & good eye,”
the pleased sharpshooter said modestly.
“As this yor sawed off leetle runt ree-
marked—yer've got a start o uxy w'en it
comes to a guestion o' brains, Doc;
vah've got it in th’ place whar it's
wanted, 1n th' inside o® yer dome !

“Coo, "ark at th' compliments fiyin' I*
Ellllﬂlllilﬂilil Nippy. “Why don'tcher kiss
Yimy, g

He ducked low in the saddle as the
long 'un made a out at him with his
nuirt, and the pony caught the slash on
his rump. The Gery little brone bucked
high in the air, and set off down the
trail at breakneck speed, with MNippy
eronched low in the saddle like a jockay.
He leant right over the horse’s meck,
holding tho rcins close up near the bit,
and urged the animal on instead of
checking him, riding s “finish ” across
the plain as if finishing a gruelling
rice.

“That's ow I won the Derby!” he
grinned, as the others galloped up;

“plssin® th' t w'en t'others was at
Tattenham orner—or was it the
Honks*™

“Hoax, I gucm!” punned Low.

# Hﬁ;ﬂnr’a Bol jest acrossin' the Jordan!”

They waited by the side of the ford
as the downcast-looking ranchman
splashed slowly across. .

“Wotcheer, Sol! Wol time's the
fun'ral #" velled the irrepressible Nippy.

The rancher gave a slow, brief smile,

“Mighty soon, I'm thinkin', boyee!"
he responded. * Fellers, I've been stung
by a snzke!™

“Gee! Whar's th' whisky, Low?”
eried High, it alarm,

“ A gnake wi’ two laigs!” went on Sol
Goodwin. " A man sz called hisself my
friend, who I've done kindnesses to
galore—an’ then he turns an’ bites me!”

“'Oo i3 th' blinkin® cannibal?” de-
manded the Cockney.

“Joo Leery, for & dollar
Hirh.

The rancher nodded.

“Thet's th' feller,” he assented ; “the’
how yuh knows I cain’t tell, scein’ as it
on'y happened yestorday, an' I ain't
wmenttoned it to a soul but th' cunnel.”

“1t don't take mo second sight to tell
thet, seein’ as he's been squattin’ in ver
pocket th' last coupla months ™ growled

1" sparled

High. “E5pill ik, Sol. What’s th'
'{}Lau‘th_?? We're all yer friends, eh,
vg

“Fuh bet!” said Low emphaticelly.
4 One for All—" "

“i AN for One!'” Nippy finished the
trio’s slogan. *And there must he—"

*“No secrels belween us three ™ sup-
plied High.

Sol looked at the three curiously
neeorted chums, with a broad grin.

“Bay thet sounds reo'al good! Yer a
funny lot o' bozos, but T guess yer good
to tie to, an’ mebbe it’ll ree-lieve my
mind some to kinder condide in some-
one. Th' cunnel's s tip-top feller, but

He produced a legallooking docu-
ment from his worn pocket book and
banded it to Low. As he did so the
cowpunclier caught a glimpse of a faded
photograph of a Fmtty ittla woman,
with a bonny little boy and girl, all
poor 2ol had to remind him of his lost
ores.

Low gulped and read the document
through aloud., He whistled through
his teoth after reading it, and then
scratched his head,

“Whar's th' snag?" ho asked.
“'Pears all right an’ above-hoard to me.
Yuh buy th’ Pinon Bpring an’ ten
acres adjoinin' from Joo Leery for fivo
thuusanf bucks. Scein’ thet it moans
waterin’ your grazin' land an’ makin' ig
fertile an” more vallvable it 'ad be
cheap at double th' money, hey I

They all knew the country like o map,
and agreed that all Bol's ranch had
needed was just that extra bit of land
with the water from the Pinon Spring
to fertiliso it, to mako it a most valu-
able holding, and they could not wnder-
stand the rancher’s dejeciion.

Sol pointed a stubby forefinger at a
clause which had been underlined in
pencil—an obscure clanse in tho body of
the document, lost in a forost of words.

** Baid gﬂund containing & spring,
known as Pinon Spring, title to which
is taken if, and as 1t i1s.°

“Thar's the snag "’

The other two looked puzzled, but
Low repeated the words, muttering
them over to himself two or thres times,

“tIf—and as it is." By gosh! I sea—
if it is thar! s thet i, Sol? Vuh
meanter say—"

Just then there came another thunder-
ing boom from across the basin, and
they all turned to look in the direction
where & plume of smoke showed, whera
another biz blast of dynamite was
removing the obstructing rocks on
Locry Joe's property,

“Yeah, thet's it. Ie¢'s been Eﬁayin'
me for a sucker these wecks past, leadin’
me on to thinkin' he wuz my friend an'
kinder sorry for muh. He knoo thet
I'd jump at th' chanct o' buyin' thet
spring an’ th' ten acres so cheap!{ Why,
thet spring "wd be wuth I dunno what
to my ranch; make it th' best grazin'
ground on this yer range! But th'
cunnin’ snake had had one o' these
gee-ologist sharps along., surveyed th'
ground, an’ found thet tlY’ ree-moval o
those big rocks 'ud deflect th' skream—
an’, accordin’, thet spring 'ud dry up ™

“*¥uh mean th' Pinon Spring has run
dry 17 asked Low.

“Dricr than yer boat, bov !™ said the
rancher bittegly, “Not s drop o
waler is flowin' on to th' ground he's
sold me; an' thar ain't no legal
remedy |

Low thouzht for a moment, then

ulled & small jewelcase out of his
pocket. Ile opened it, and the sun's
rays were reflected from a flashing stone
within. High's eves glittered, and hoe
Fam a wearning glance towards tho

ittle case. ] o

Low snapped it shut and held if in
his hand without moving.

"High,” he said softly, “yuli have
often enough offercd me twenty bucks
for thet valler topaz? Will ver still
gimme thet offer i"

“Yep, every time; I don't go back on
me word!” wvelped Fligh, hastily
fumbling in his notecase and bringing
out the necessary bill. “Hgrar's yor

{71

dough
”‘ﬁ'uit half a minute,” sald the Doo.

THE MAGNET

“¥uh take thiz eaze an' pontents if, and
as it is? JXs thet righti"

“0" courso! It's th' topaz I want. I
scen it with my own eyes. Hand it
over, Doe 1™

Low hapnded over the case which he
had held in plain view in his hand all
the time., High opened it—to find one
small, ordinary pebble inside, He let
out a howl of wrath which was quelled
by Low's upraised hand.

“1t's just as simple as thet, children 1™
said tho brains of tho tris, “Thar's a
sucker born every minute—Iigh's jest
shown he 1s omc; Hol's proved he's
another.., Now it's up to th' Threo
Must-Get-Theirs to show thet double-
twistin® don-of-a-gun, Mlister Leery Joe,
whar he gits off—"'

_High's hand dived for his six.-gun,
Nippy's finpera  twitched and  ho
crouched. Low’s hand again went up.

“Peaceful—quiet an’ peaceful I” IE::
rUIFI‘d!" “Bralns must teli; no rough
stuaff I

Leery’s Loss !

1IAT might the sleeping boyas in

E the bunkhouse at the old

Leanin® L were rudely awakened

by a dull, booming sound coming

from across the basin, They leapt from

their bunks and rushed outzside to

seo & lurid flame from the hills where
Leery Joe's ranch was sitnated.

Half an hour later High, Low, and
Nippy galloped inlo the rmmhnﬁ'ard on
211.~m-a-.\|:111%I horses and calmly told theie
males that they had been night-herd-
ing. There was something in tﬁe aspeet
of the three that forbade questioning,
and the hands of the Leanin' L too
the explanation as rcad.

A little while later they heard that
Leery Joe's dynamite dump had been
accidentally exploded during the night,
aiid that that wily gentleman was at his
wits' end to get hold of the ncerssary
high explesive to finish his rock-blasting
—to comply with the improvement
clause in his lease.

The wires from Merrivale wero
almost red-hot with tho messages sent
north, south, ecast, and west by the
harassed rancher. Hiz cowbovs scur-
ried in all directions, until at last
relief scemed to loom up for Leery.

A rather stout little man, very
quietly dressed, registered at tho First
and ast, that famous little =saloon-
hotel which supplied tlic eowpunchers
of the surrounding disivict with most
of their holiday fun. The name he
gave was EHolden Havem, and he gave
hiz buzinecss as a minc-owner.

It leaked out {hat he had bought a
mining property away back in the hills
above the Leamin’ L, Leory Joa's Three
Crosses  Ranch, and 8ol Goodwin's
place. He did not brag, but he quictly
gave it to be understood that he had
Eut hold of the goods and that scon

Terrivale would be a humming littls
mining ccentre, as well as being 8 cow-
town.

One of the first to got wind of the

new arrival was Leery Joo. The bors
watched his metheds; saw him  get
inte c¢asual conversation with fhe

mining magnate; gradualiv worm hia
way into the stranger’s confidence, until
at last they were lhiob-nobbing together
like bosom pals.

Leery hung on the mining man's
words, as ho casually mentioned nawes
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wonderful names to Leery Joe. Aiilion-
gires were just plein  folk to Misier
Havem. He produced letters begin-
ming "My dear Holden,” and signed
by big magnates back East.

He never thrust them forward; just
let them be seen as a matter of course,
In fect, his whole manner was so guict
that Leery .Joe would almost have
believed he must be a mug if he did not
possess these awe-inspiring oredentiala

Mister Holden Havem spent quite a
lot of time at the telephone, and at
last Leery Joe manaped to listen in to
one of his conversations, .

He recognised jhe number az being
that of a big transport agent, who sent
teams of horses drawing the greab
freighter wagons across thie hills, loaded
with merchandise or whatever was
needed in the way of big loads that
could not bo brought over by ordinary
means, ) .

“0f course, you fool, T know it's high
explosive!” snapped Holden Havem

over the phone. *“What d'you think I
wanted—babies’ bottles?  Yes, dyna-
mite—d-y-n-a-m-i-t-e, you  blithering
ass! Nol I will not accept it as such.
Mark this—this is an ORDER! ¥ou
send the cases by ordinary freighter—
I only accept them at the end of the
route, namely at Havem Guleh—with-
out question, as they—yes, you ass—of
course, cash on delivery. Send a bill of
sale with the consignment—I pay cash
—and then you ecan go to——  Uh,
ring off i _
a slammed the receiver on to 1is
hook and ramped into the salocn
fuming, Leery Joe had got back just
in time to bo sitting waiting his arrival.
“Upon my Sam, these Western com-
mercial men are the stupidest—pardon,
Mister Leery, I except you. You are a
level-headed man of the world, but—"
It seemed that ho had but a very

few days to stay in Colorade, and that

he was most anxions that a eonsign-
ment of dynamite for use uwp in his

newly openad diggings, should be sent

through by the end of the month.
“Ten thousand dollarge I've guaran-

teed the fool, and even at that stiff price

he quibbles. Afraid of something.
Tehah
Artfully Leery questioned him until

he found out full details of the pro-
posed shipment. It waz to take place
next day, and he knew that the wagon
wag hound to pass “within o few miles
of his own place.

He made his arrapgements accord-
ingly.

Hiz foreman was a sullen, black-
browed individual known as Dlack Jake
Barley. The fact that he was unfavour-
ably known by other names to the
sheriffa of other Stdtes did not matter
to Joa. He found Black Jake's quick-

ness with the trigper finger, and very’

. useful at times.
ekea rode out to-

alastic-ideas of hones
Next day he and

wards ths trail oyer which the freighter

27

nificent Peorcheron horses. Riding ihe
leader was a lazy-looking man, whuym
Leery knew well by sight as Ben Nixcuo.

“Couldn't be better!” he exclaimal.
“Ben win’t anxious to moke o journer
right up into th' hills, I'll wager, aa’
he'll do ‘most anythin’ for dollars. I
guess wa kin persnade himy, eh, Jake?

“Bura!” replied EBElack Jake, lacceas-
ing his puns in the scabbards thad
swung low at his hips.

Ben Mixon, nothing loath for an
cuse for & wayside chat, whoa-ed h
team to a standstill at sight of the dve
horsemen.

Leery's eves glittercd ot sight of thy
hu casez plainly marked “DYNA.
MIE':EE—HIGH EXPLCSIVE,™ but his
jaw dropped as the sun glinted on steel,
and he gaw that three heavily armed
men sat on the teilboard behind the
CABEE.

"My salres, Jake, th' fool’s goi an
armed guard i

“*n AN Ay

must pass, both armed to the teeth.
In case of accidents Joe also carried
good-sized wad of bills of high dimen-
sions, though with Black Jake's persua-
sive methods he did not expect to have
to part with them.

“0’ ecourse, 1 don't want all thet
dynamite; 'bout haff will do for what
I want, but I've gotter have some to
finish up blastin’ them blamed rocks,
Ol' Lou Lutirell has got o hard an' fast
clause in th' leaze thet I have to get th'
work finizhed by th' end o' th’ month or
he kin ¢lear meo off'n th® ranch. He'd
be on’y too glad to; bat this is whar he
gits sucked in, ch, Jake?

Black Jake was a man of few words.
He tapped his six-gun with a grim
smile. :

“Bure!” he replied,

After wsaiting for a couple of hours
they heard a tinkling sound in the dis-
tance, and slowly approaching they saw
a greak freighter wagon loaded high
‘-!"lﬁ'.l eazes, and drown by twelve mag-

Too late the rattlesnake made for the shelter of the rocks. High’s gun was out, and & bullet smashed the repiile’s head.

Jake looked, shrugged his shoulders,
and shoved his half-drawn sizes back
inte their holsters.

“Bure " he drawled. " Thet licke os,
bawzs. Me—I'm good wi' a siz-gun,
but a guy wi' sixes can’'t stack u
ag’ina’r. threo guys wi' rilles, Meo—

I:

He wheeled his horse and gelloped
rapidly back towards the Three Crosses
Ranch. Leery cursed him under his
breath; but strong in the knowledge
that money talks, and partioularl
londly io lazy Den Nixon, he rode
forward, ] .

“Hello, Ben; who owns this yer ship-
ment o' H. E.1"” he called.

“Me—right + now,” drawled the
freightor. “I'm takin' it to th' head o
Simpson’s Pass whar a guy named
Holden Havem buys it from muh,
Fonny sorter feller, but purty s_hlnk, ]*.
take it. Ha won't take th’ Ir'bility o
transportin’ it hisself over th’ road, Eo

Tpoe Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,230,
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he makes me buy th' stuff meself, an’
then jest give him a bill o' sale for
one wagon load o' boxed goods at th'
head o' th' trail. 'Guess he's waitin'
thar now an’ it'a a tidy stretch from
hyar.”

“BSay, Ben, it's hot, an’ thet's a long

way. Kin I take a look at thet bill ¢
pale?”
“Bure. Hyar it is. Th' one to me

when I bought th' stuff an' th’ one he
gigns when I gits thar.”

Leery glanced hirriedly through the
documents,” thon glinded at the armed
oied. i
“What's th’ idee o' th' guard, Benl
The freighter laaghed, :
“Sanrch me. Them's his orders, an
he's payin’, so it's all one to me. Guess
he thought we might be held up on th}:
yoad, though what snyone 'ud want wi
o load like this—dear knows!”

“Listen, Ben; I kin do wi' some o
this! Lemme have say ten or a dozen
cases an' name yer own price!  Yer
kin tell this Helden Havem th' con-
signment was short.

“Mopo!”  said thoe man deeisively.
“He'd skin me alive—he's a shorl-tem-
pered guy; but, seein' it's a durned hot
sourney, an' if ver thet set on havin’ it,
i MIGHT sell yeér th' hull caboodie as
it stands, go back aw’ git another load,
an’® toll him thet it was late arrivin’,
Ho'd go off th’ “deep end; but he
couldn't prove neothin’. Ten thousand
dolars, cold, an' it's yours. Yer kin
send ver own wagons to collect, an’ I'll
dump it right hyvar an’ now. Other-
wise—TI must be moseyin’.”

“Too much—I couldn’t use th' hull
load——" -

“Please verself. Yer ¢'nd sell th'
rest .af market prices an’ make a profit,
Don't forgit thet yer axin® me to
double-cross a mighty good customer,
an' a guy thet won't take it lyin'
down,”

There was nothing for it. Leery had

to have that dynamite or break his
contract with Lou Luttrell, ' and ho
knew thaot the eclenel would bo only
too pleased to take advaentage of the
chance to onst Lhim from the ranch.
- Ten minutez later boxes were being
dumped at tho side of the trail to wait
for Ieoory's men to take them to the
Three Crosses. Then the empty wagon
returned to its home with Ben sitting
on tho leader with a peculiar smile on
his face, and fen thousand in *yellow
bBacks” tucked away in his pocket.

Thn team halted= at a bend in tha
read, and the armed goard jumped oft
the tailboard. DBer Landed over the
“wollow backs® with”a grin to one of
the guard, » stockily bnilt, somewhat
stout man with a bushy black benrd,

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“Thar yo are, dogc, fen thousand
bLucks, All Q. E. ¥

“Fine, Ben, thanks. Hyar, take one
for yer trouble—"

“Nix. I'm allus ready to 'blige yuh
boys; g'uh make mo lalf, Comie hup,
thar, Flossie, git goin'!”

Dac Lew took off his disguising black
beard and wiped his streaming face,

“All hunky, boys; let's git to town
an' see  what happens. 1  wouldn't
wonder but what Leory Joe comes in
sorne time to-day huntin’® trouble [

Sure enough that evening Leery Joe,
accomparted by his gunman, Black
Jake, burst into the First and Last
with bleood in his cye.

It needed but a plance o show him
Mr. Holden IHavem scated in solitary
glory at a table smoking o big eigar.

"X want ten thousand doillars, yuh
durned erook, or I'li have th' law on
yuh or shoot it out!” Lecry stormed,
slapping down a hill of sale on fho
table, “Yuh planted & wagon load o
boxes o' sawdust, so I'd buy 'em for
dynamite—yuh double twister

“I dido’t ask you to buy ’em; they
weren't mine, aud, anvway, uess
you'll find if you look at that bill of
sale closely, thau there is a little clause
in it which let's out the ownor.”

Leery read closely with |his
bulging from his  head &t
Hotden's finger pointed.

" Dynamite—titie to wlhich iz taken
IF, and as it is!”

There came a loud laugh from behind
him, and he turned to see Sol Goodwin
with & broad smile on his face, and the
boys of the Leanin” L gatherod round.

“Jako ! he bellowed, but Black Jake
stood stolidly  still, chewing medita-
tively and gazing up at the ceiling. He
had seen a cortain long, lank cows-
puncher known as High Jinks sugges-
tively shift his holstered gums to the
front, and Jake was taking no chances.

“Run away now, little ono,” said
Heolden Havem, with a2 wave of his
hand at the fuming man, “Sol, livo
thousand bucks this yer guy twisted yuli
out of, huh? Thar 1t is! High, Nippy,
thar's ono thousand dollars each for
yull, ono for me. Tother two goes to
Cunnel Luttrell as dee-posit on b’
vacant Three Crosses Ranch for Sol,
Il be vacant to-morrow—an' I guess
he'll ehange the name an' eall it th'
Woeary Leery, Goo'-might, Joo?™

(Dur puncher pels, High, Low, and
Nigrpy, ;’E’nd themaclves up against @ gang
of rustlers fn next week's thrilling story
of the Wild Wegt, Don’t on any acecunt
mjaz rewding “BULL DARON'S
WLACKBEALRDS ™ It's great!)

eyes
whero

THE JUNGLE HIKERS!

(Continued from page 24.)

said it with considerable cemphasis,

L] L] L] ] L] L]

“I say, vou fellows!®

“Ring off, Bunter "

“1 say——"

* Ratst"

Eilly Bunter blinked
through lLis big spectacles,

ILI was & couple of days later, and
during those two days the chums of
Gireyfriars bad heard much from
Bunter. IFrom Bunter's point of view,
the whele credit of the rescue of Senhor
Caminhe and the exposure of the plot
of Perez and Joaz Vino was duc io one
person and one porson only, and ihe
namae  of that persom was  William
George DBuntor, :

“I'd like to- know whoere yon'd be
without me!™ snid Bunter, “I've saved
that old gent—though vou follows hapt
pen to be the follows who actnally
hooked him out. 1've got those rascals
sont o chokey, though it happencd to
o you fellows who actually collared

wrathfully

thun'r: It was me all alone the linp—
me hirst. and the rost nowlere. Affer
thig=———""

“Iz he wound up?’ asked the
DBounder.

“Beast! I hear that when we leave

here we're going on to Uganda,” snid
Bunter, “Well, T don't like the idea!
I've had cnough of the wilds, and my

idea is to spend the rest of the haoliday

in Nairobi, where there's shops and
hotels and restaurants, and xu-}i;ere a
fellow can pet a feed and go to the
pictures and have a good time. After
whal I've done for you, I expect you to
agree. YWhat about it?”

1f

“ Nothing sbout 1t, old fat man!
you're finished, shut up !

“Well, look here!™ roared Bunter.
“If you jolly well go on to Upanda
vou'll jolly well go without me! 1at's
final.” ;

“That settles it,” said the Bounder,
“Upganda's a rather attractive placs,
anyhow, but that makes it irresistible.’

“Ha, -ha, ha!"

“Only,” added the Bounder regret.
fully, “I'm afraid Bunter will ochange
his mind when we start for Uganda.”

And the Bounder was right.

Bunter did |

THE ERD.

(Thrilling adventure and lively fun
i fenya. Thot's what you get in next
Suturday's  magnificcnt  book-Iength
complete story af Harry Wharton & Co.,
entitledl: “KIDNAPPED . IN
KENTYA!" Order your MagXeT etarly
fo make suré of reading i)
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THE MYSTERY OF THE
HEDGEROW

A HIKING

INCIDENT

Told by Potter and Greene

This i3 the slory of the tragedy
that overtook Coker on holiday,

Or rather, the tragedy which we
THOUGHT had overtaken Coker.
1t turned out to be a tragedy for us in
the end !

After epending a week of our hols
at Potter's place, we received a letter
from Coker. This iz what he said:

“ Deer Chaps,—I'm sorry I've had
to leevd you so long. How you've
beén tting along without me, I
don't know, and hardly dare thinl!
I've been defained longer than 1
antigsipaled becawse I've been under
poing voice cultcher—in other words,
1I've been studying singing. However,
I've finished my breef course now, and
can join wvou in & highlhing toor.
Meet meo to-morrow morning at seven
&t the bus-stop near Box Hill, and we'll
meke & start,

Yores,
Horace J.

Coxen.”

Well, there was nothing else for it
but lo mest bimm. What Coker saye,
goed with us—oespecially whon we'ro
not overburdened with c¢ash, as
rnﬂum:m& to he the caso just then |

® turned up at the bus.stop,
early as he had made it,

There was no sipgn of Coker, nor of
anyono elee for & time. Thon a
farmn  labourer came dashing down
the road, with & terrifiod look on his
Fano.

“Quick!™ he snid  hoorsely.
“ There's murder going on behind the
"adpe up the road—I can "ear the man
proanin' en’ screamin ' [N

“* Lireat pip 1™

Tnstandy, our thoughis turned o
Uokeor. 1t was unusual for hirm to he
late for an appeintmont. On the
other hand, it was very much liko him
1o chip in where ho ghouldn't—often
with unpleasant resulis.

We aprinfed up the road with the

farm hansl. !
Un b way, we overlonk a ravndl

ﬂarnmﬂ.i.;. .____,EE*:_..F.,__E?H.FE?_
eard the cries.

Then wo heard them, too; and—
horror of horrors—there was something
about them reminisecent of Coler !

in a gtate of feariul agitation weo all
sergmblod through the hedgerow into
the fisld from which the awiul shrieks
and howla werse coming.

We quite expectad to see Colter in
hia death-throes with his sssassina
putting the finishing touches to their
crime,

But, greatly to our surpriee, Coler
was alone, and so far 88 we eould sen,
there was nothing to account for all
the din he waas creating, Ho was
simply standing in the shadow of the
hedge, bellowing for all he was worth !

et he saw us and stopped.

“ Hallo, you chaps! You heard
me, then 1 "
“Heard wyou! Who ecould hel

i1 we ge ed. " Buai whet's it all
about ¥ Nothing wrong, is there 7™
Coker looked surprised.
“Not that I know of? Why
ghanld thera ha 7
lrent pip! Burely thers must
have beon somolhing wrong for yon to
stand here, sereaming and howling 7 "
Coker frownod.

“ If that's meant to be funny e
“We thought it was jolly soriona|

We  thought wou were  bein
.im:hfﬁmmﬁm_ o : 5

“ Why, you silly asses ? (lokor
anorned  half-inelined to stark &
slanghtering  enmpaign  himsolf—
osgainst uws! ““Mean lo say yon
couldn’t tell what I was doing ! T was
sminging | "

1 m-n-mw..mmnm T

“SBinging 1 ¥ nodded Coker, ki §

told you L've been trainimg my voice
for singing., Well, I thought it would
be a good idoa to lot you hear my
beantiful baritone wvoica before you
sofually saw me. I thought it would
give you & pleasant surprise,”

“ My hot ¥

“ I wae singing Tosti'a ' Cond-hye ' 1™
apid Coker wrathfully, * And yvou say
it spunded like screaming end howling !
Well, of all the ignorant idiots =

Wo dodged—hurriedly.  Wa didn't
quite like the look in ma#_ﬁf aves.

Wo went hiking, of eourso, Tt
wasn't a particularly pleasant tour.
{Coker aeomed to find 1t hard to forgel
the impression his baritono voico had
made on ws oamwl wo suffercd in
COMASIETCE,

Thera'll be tha dickena to pay whon
ho seea thia; bat v was too good to
lreep to oursodyes |

[

STOP LAUNDRY
LOSSES

New System

MANY GREYFRIARS
CONVERTS

An anonymous correspondent writes
to tell ua that the now nw.u_hﬂ of
identification by means of letiera ia
making great headway in the Urey-
friars district,

I'or a mere paltry five bob, ho states,
vou c&n have the exclusive uss of
an srrangement of soveral letters out
of the aiphabet—a sort of code sign,
in fact. You can use theso letiors on
your laundry, wour elobber, your
cricket-bat, sporte kit, gold hunler,
pearl tiepin, and diamond ring,
assuming that you possess such things,
which, neturally, you do.

Cur correspondent eendas us  an
intereating list of local notahbilities
who have joinod the organisation,
with & note of their identification
letters. Here thoy are:

Mr. W.G.BoxteER. I W

H. 5. Quercr, Fsq. I K N M
Mr. R. CHERRY, J P G
ir. Prirpony, Y B C D
P..c. Tozen. I J L U
Hv._...—.. _U. w. m_.._.._u.._u__.u.m._._.h..m.. Hf__. b .m—.

Mr. IL, J. Coxrn. NFDIEG
Dr. LockE. Y Z

We roust say il seoms to us a jolly
good idea and we think we'd Detter
énrol the entire editorial staff without
further delay.

Half n minute, though |

Tan't there something rathor gueer-
looking about sorme of thoss letters #

TLat's have another tun through ‘em
and goo i thoey've got any meaning !

Mr., W. 3. Bunrer ; I double you.

Weall, that’s frue enougl, auyway.
Nobody is going to deny that DBunter
weighs at lenst twico as much as anyone
¢lso in the Remowvo !

Surely the rest ean’t——

Bot they can! Laock at
vourselves amd seo!

e [oF

H, B. Queren, 8¢, I cano ‘e,
Mr. IR, Coenry : Japoy 7 lico!
Dr, Prernvny : Why ho soedy 7
P.o. Tozen: I gnol yonu!

Mr, C. IR, TeMPLE : Emply jay.
Mr. M. J. Courn: An eflizy.

Dye. Locun : Wise howul.

Weo wish wo knew whe onr nimknown
porresponident really was. Woe'd ask
him if theas are just eoincidonecs.

One docan't like to Lo saspietous, of
eonrae ;3 but  thero’a  always  the
chanee ihat someonn is frying (o pwl
one’s log, isn’h thero ¥

PROFESSOR SKINNER’S
POSTAL COURSES

Amazing Results

STUDSTS’

Cilizans of the lutore ! The antumn
term loome shesd. All thoughts are
turned to the urges? problem of how
we can add to our krowledgs. (Peals
of mocking laughter frora the gallery.)

It eeems an appropriate time to
call your attemtion to FProfessor
Skinner's Postal Corwses,

Professor Bkinnws Coursea  avg
almeost 1igo well known to need
recommondation.

They were ostajished to answer
a very real and prsing need. (Yes,
Skinner's need for € s d.!'—ED.)

Thers i8 no so° u_.u.w undor tha sun,
from boxing fo wwile.collecting, in
which Professor Skinner cannot instrust

ﬂ._h.r
i It should bo nedl, of course, that
instruction is given by poat only.

Sindenta are smply amezed ot
the unlimited knowledge displayed iy
FProfessor Skinner. Hore are o few
of the thousands of testimonials he
has roceived from delighled patrons:

SPELLING —" 3edore taking vour

e -

GLOWING TRIBUTES

peastal coarse, I couldn’t spell for
nutts. Tho difference you've made is
atmply wuanderful | "—W. C. BuxTER.

EOARAPHY —"Until I itook
vour lessong, I didn’t evon know that
Beriin was the capiial of France, and
Parig the capital of Germany. Thanks
1o you, dear professor, 1 posaess this
glovicus knowledgo ta-day."'—
1. Briow .

HISTORY —" Six wmonths ngo, i
you hod asked me the name of thoe
king who burned thoe cakes, I couldn’t
have told yvou. To-iday I should reply
without hesitaiion: 'MHenry the
Eighth 1 "=—H. Q. I. FreLp.

ARITHMETIC —"1 +was always
under the impression that fwico twe
made five. After takimgz your postnl
course, I ace [ am wrong. The correct
answer is, six.—0L. Tvep.

Thal gives vou some wlea of {lhe
honelila gained by becomimg a stndent
in Professor Skinner's Postal Courses.

Wao shionhl lalko them up, if we were
yon !

THESPORTS

Practiceis tall Swing!

Tho annugl Scheal Sports are due
in & woek's timo.,  [Indding chanapions
are undergoing mtensive iraining
whoenover they can pob five minintes to
themselves !

Taking a stroll aromnd the playing-
fiolds yesterday, & “ Hergld ™ ropro-
sontative encountorad dozons of white-
clod figures hurd ot work. Scveral
wore hurtling round the irack ot
breakneck spoead [ prosumably in
training for the .amile maraibon.
QOthers wors plodaing steadily wlong
at littlo more thanr a walking pace,
preactising, wo plésume, for the
hundrod-yards sprint. A juntor {ug-o’-
war ioom was buay practising hand-

rings and double snmersaunlts, while
the Jugh-jump chiwapions were por-
forming wondors % the long:-jump,
and the long.jnmy experts breaking
records ab the high:jump.

A quona outaide the pavilion was
heing supplicd with tubea of Yiguid
ﬂ:? and tho # ITerald ™ reprosuntative
ound, on moniry, that the applicants
were all candidatos 1+ tho egg-ani-spoon
racy honours, 1lades  tho  pavilion
itgedf, ol o F the Fifth was throwing

&

ar——

hia werpht about as wsual. Going
on tho amount of practice he has had,
ho shonld win 1he throwing.the-woight
coniest with oase.

All ia set for tho great nnmual event,
and, siven frie weathor, this year's
Sports shouwld Lo an oulstonding
HUCeIsa,

e L et g et e e e S B o e

ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS.

(Foprronnran Note: We hope all our
reccdors will profit and bo nplifted by
our answord, winely will, wao 1hinle,
o fonmd 1o be willy, wise and apt.)

5. Q. 1. F.—Abaonb six.

. W.—\Wadneslay.

* Freri-Fowuer,—\Vell, hardly.
“ Horey e Not ab all,

R, J. §—Ilight-ho, thon.

“ e T Reners"—Possibly,
“LonDy.—Tnpogsilio,

M, D=0k,

MAULEVERER’S SPARTAN
HOLIDAY

Simple Life for Belted Aristocrat

“Ta it fvue,” esked the ¢ Herald "
representalive of Lord Mauleverer,
“that you have just epent & holida
in tho wilds, living-among the rugge
grandenr of natural scemery and
hattling against elemental forces !

The noble carl yawned.

kd -.m.-E _ L&}

*Then on behalf of our readers, I
congratulate you., Not many fellows
with the eomforts you possess would
fosl Jike returning to the primitive
life of their forbeara! How did you
gt on * Y

“ Yang—TI mean, quits well, thanks !
Of rourse, I didn’t go far afeld—"

“To the (rampians, perhaps, or
the wild moovlunds of the north 1

* O, no. T just camped out in the
grounds of Mauleverer Towers. Nice
an’ handy, in case 1 wantod anythin’,
you soo.'’

“Oh, guile! DBut, of course, you
lived in “stern, Spartan simplieity I
Just a tent and @ sack T

Mouly yewned again,

“Jore or loss! But on second
thoughts, I chucked the iden of a tent—
leta the rain in, you know. Iad an
nnteranted gamekeepor’s houss  n
the grounds put straight again instead!™

“An exctllent idenl Of ecounrss, 1t
had to bs made habitable [ ™

Lord Manleverer nodded dreamily.

“Yans., Didn't cost mueh to put
richt—four or five hundred, I fancy.
It was gocd encugh for a life in the
wilds,"”

“ Naturally, you didn’t have much
furniture=——just the boere cssontials 3%

“ Natnrally 177 sssented  Mauly,
cloging his eyes.  © 1 merely [urnished

five out of the aix rooma. One musk
have a chair or two, y'know—cven
in tho wilds."

“ Why, of course! And thers you

lived in solitary state—with the
excoption of perhaps one faithiul
__.|.. .ﬂ ._..__.___

rotainer to help you wilh your simple
tasks 1"

" Vaae—1I moean, no; como to think
of it, I had hsaif a dozen sorvanis in
the hittle place.”

it And, of eourse, you enent the days
in hunting sod b__mr:pm and ?

“ Begad! I didn’t have enough
energy loft for that, dear man. “There
was 8o mauch to do”

“ \Was there anything clso youdid "

“I'm afraid T forget, old bean!
Would wvon  mind zzin', now ?
I'mn thinkin' of havin®' a little enooze 1 !

Our representative rose and quietly
toole his leave, filled with o new
regpoct for the languid aristoerat who
_._mﬁ‘ mercly for the love of adveniure,
braved the torrors and dangers of a
lifa in tho wilds.

et i .-
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NEW TERM
MESSAGES

Beaks in Merry Mood

We nsked our reliof  reporier,
Alr. 5. Q. L. Field, to call on some of 1he
Beaks during the holidays, and colleet
from threm a [ow messages to owr
readers for the fortheoming term.
The mossages ho collocted aro so
rorarkablo that wo can only coneludo
they aro all suffering from the coffects
of sunstrolbe. However, hore they
ara :

e, Lotur: One thing above all
othera I would smpress on yom, my
dear bovs,  Don't work too hard !

AMr, Uorpniar: Go in for intensive
japing, boys; it'a moueh bellor than
awolling ab tho eilly ol classica,

My, Feout: Lough os much as you
like, lads, whils FPm feiling yon of

e =x

my narrow oscapes from dowh in the
Roekica, Thoy're all romences |

Mongionr CriarrusTIER 1 French is o
ver' foolish languagoe, mes oufants?
Don't bother zo brams of you wviz it
read comie papaires under ve desk
insioad |

Mr. IacrkrEr: Tho best thing you
fallows can do next {orm is to gel up
od rebellion.

a jolly Wnke thinga
up, vou know ! We love it

AMle, Twiga: My wlvice fo ile
Sceond Torm is: never wash your
hands, s=pend  your Limo .m.:._:um
lessons in  exchanging marblos anc

foreigw slompe, and aiter lessons in
frying herrings over the Form-room
fire, [ was young mysclf once and I
quite enjoy seeing you do it

(NOTE BY Mr, 8. Q. L FIELD:
You silly assesl I1f I'd kmown yen
wure going to drag my name inte it, T
shouldn't hove ﬂﬂﬁnﬂﬂn tha jave !
What do wyou think happens to me
ngw, when thoy see 7}



