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YOUR EDITOR’S READY FOR A CHEERY CHAT, 50—
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Cfsce, Pootys!

lad to kear from gou, chunis, 5o drop e a line {o the following address:
The Editor, The " Maguet® Library, The Amalgamated Press, Lid., The Fleelway

Howuse, Farringdon Strect, London, E/C.4.

Y wayola ﬂhm:tg'e wo'll kick-off this
week with a Greyfriare limerick,
which hes earned for Miss Pauline
Michoalson, of 29, Park Parade,

Harleaden, N.W.10, one of this week’s
ripping leather pocket-wallets. Hereitisa:

Sai4 Bunter to Todd, with a grin !
“1 thipk 1 am geiting quelie thin.

I want a good [eed ;

Yes, that's what I need—
Bot where exn [ [eed without 'dn'?*

I leel sure you'd like one of these
wallets, chum, so why not set to work
and win one 1

; —

F course, yvou all remember the
recent sinking of a British sub-
maring in- Chinege watera, and
there may be many of you who

are puzzled to know how men manage to
escape from a tropped submarine. Lem
WIJE:r, of Kenton, aska me to tell him
eomething about it. So hers goesa!

The Davis life-saving apparatus, which
was the means by which six men saved
their lives when the Poseidon was

TRAPPED TWENTY FATHOMS DEEP,

looks something like an inflated woizteoat.
A Bexible tube streichos from this to the
mouth, sod is tightly fastened in position.
Through this tube the life-giving air is
supplied. Clips are fastened over the
nostrils to prevent the water rushing mto
tlmx}, and the eyes are protected by
BN,
® en there i# no furthor hope of a
sobmarine being raised, the men don theso
life-sa sita and atand under tho
conning tower lid. Weighta hold thom
down until the lid is shot open, and then
the weights are removed, and the men
shoot upwards to the surface. Then the
inflated walsteont acta aa & life-belt and
supports the wearer in ths water, where
he can then romove the clips from his
nosatrils and breathe fresh air once more.
It is rather similar in construction to

SHALLOW WATER DIVING-OUTFITS.

Wouldn't you like to have a walk on the
bottom of the sea for half an hour or go ?
Well, you can, if you possess one of these
gutfitsa, They wvonsist of stout waber-
proof euite with & headpieco that s not
go heavy a8 that of an ordinary diving-
suit. ere- is no air.-pipe, becauss a
cortain amount of air 18 trapped in the
auit, and the shallow.water diver breathes
this air over and over again.,

Of course, air ia polsonous once it has
been breathed, so the diver has a tube
attached to his mouth, and a emall
apparatus sirapped around hia cheat.

o exhales Lhe poisonous air down the
tube, and it passes into a chamber whers
certain chemicols take the poison out of
the air and mabkeo it fresh -again, Then
it intv the suit once more, and
in breathed in by the diver. After a
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time the sir becomes too bad t¢ breathe
m, and the chemical runs out. But, by
that time, the diver has returned to the
surface, after his submarine wanderings.

How would you like to
LIVE AT THE BOTTOM OF THE SEA ?

A certain rich American likes the
bottorn of the sea 80 much, that he has
constructed himself & home under the
water. It consista of a kind of diving-
ball with strong plate-glass windows sndl
& long tube which reaches from the surfaceo
above, The owner can move it round to

of the world he prefers,

whiuhwe;cfart
and he and his family very often spend Street

days at & tims, living on the bottom of the
ocean, in such places as Bermuda snd the
West Indies, where there sre voat sub-
marime * gardens "' composed of beautiful
weeds, apemones and the like. He has
wrilten a book about the bottom of the
soa, and I can tell you, it made me feel
quite envious when I read it !
* stumps " me :

HERE‘E a query that I must admit

DOES BROADCASTING
AFFECT THE WEATHER?

Someons has told & Staflordshire chum
of mine that the resson we hoave hed so
much rin this year is becauss of the
mmmensge amount of broadeasting that
has been going on. Well, that remains
to be meen. No one knowa for certain.

-It in possible, of course, that the electricity

used in broadeasting mey aficet the raio
eclouds, but I don't see how anyone is
going to prove it. Perhaps, i sll the
broadeasting stations in the world ceascd
their activities for a few woekhs—or monthes
—wea might be able to discover something.

But cven then, some unexpeacted vagary
of the weather might atill bri rain
f-auring down upon our helpless heads !
kr;ﬂidantal]y, thia chum also wanta to

oW

THE WETTEST PLACE IN THE WORLD.

Ia England the wettest country 1 he aska,
Not by a long chalk ! The greatest rain-
fall in & day that has been oxperienced
in thia counfry, was at Hroton, in
Somerset, in 1917, In twenty.four hours,
nine and a half inches of rain feli—which
is equivalent to 885 tons of water per acre.

That's pretty wet, but just imagine what
happens in Assam, whers the station of
Cherra Poonjee is panerally considered to
be the wettest place in the world. They
have an average rainfall of nearly twenty-
three inches a day, and cn one occasion
rearly forty-ono nches of rain fell in
twenty-four heura |

Any of you intercsted in
HOME CIREMATOGRAPHY 2

Ben Turmnbull, of Swanage, is; and he

aske ma what it coate to buy & guod home-

cinemsa. You can gob thom
from fifty-five shillings, up-
wards, nnd it ig not advizabio
to pay less than that for a
projector, if vou want satis-
foctory results.  Blost home-
cinomas nowadaya are termed
Y gub-standard ¥ machines,
which means thot they use
film that is not as wide as
that used in ordinary cinemasg,
Naturally, the narrower the
film is, the cheapor it iz—and
the purchasing and hiring of
films is the most expensive
thing about running & home-
Cinems,

Cinema fans can take their
own films nowadays, and
: film ecamoras cost snything
from gix pounds, upwards. It costa
four shillinge and mvﬁn}ljenca to develop a
film that iz equal to 100 feet of professional
film. If my chum deecides to run hie
own homo-cinems, there is ono little
tip that he had better bear in mind.
Be aure to get non-inflammable film | The
ordinary eelluloid film is for too dangerous
an article to leave lying about the house !

ELI., after all thess facia you
gertainly can’t accuss my little
chat of boing dry, this week |
However, hore 18 an excellent

sample of dry humour which has been
gent in by L. N ightingﬁla, of 35, Wealbeck

Nottingham, a gets a aplendid
prize of a pocket-knife for it:

Father :

““ Well, Tommy, how are you
goetting on at school ¥ **
Tommy : ** Oh, fine, dad !
1 play eentre-forward In the
foothall team.'”

Falher: "1 .7
mean, at your oy
lessons.’”

Tommy : ‘* Oh, I'm right-
back, thers ! **

SPECIAL NOTICE.

Your t has a difficult task in
ordering the correct number of MAGNETS
av woek for his customers. You can
alleviate his task by gui[a.-cing o rogular ordes
with him, so helping him to order correctly
and avoid waste, ani at the same time
making certain of obtaining your own
copy every week.

by telling you something about

what I have in slore for you next

week. I'm not geing to spoil the
Greyiriara story by telling you too much
about it. It's entibled :

* THE MAN-TRACKER OF UGARDA [ ™
By Frank Richards,

and tells of the further thrilling holiday
adventures of Harry Wharton & Co., in
Africa. I won't let you know.what's going
to happen, but I will tell you this much—
wvou'll feel like reading every word of it
at one sitting—snd then you'll be serry
it wasn't twice as long !

How do vou like High, Low, and Nippy,
our cheery cowpuncher chums, who sre
appesring in aur serics of Western yarns 1
Iﬁ;'m good scouts, arcn't they T And
they turn up trumps again, in next woeek's

IT’H tirme I was winding up, this chat

BIT,
You'll enjoy this, I can promise you l
You'll get plenty of chuckles in the
special issue GP the * Greyfriars Hurald,"
snd thero are prizes to be had for jokos
and limericks, Of courss, I shall be in
my little cornar, as ususl, woiting to havo
a ohat with youl
YOUR EDITOR.



THRILLS, FUN AND ADVENTURE—ALL IN THIS MAGNIFICENT

COMPLETE YABRN !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
An Alarm ¢n the Rpad!

HE rifleshot wang suddenly,
I gharply, in the stillness of the

tropical afternoon, The cheery
buzz of conversation in the big
moteor-car ceansed, and Harry
Wharton & Co. stared from the windows.

The road, or rather track, wound
down the hillside, baking in the bright
sunszhine of Kenya.

Here and there shady trees dotled tha
roadeide, and some distance shead of
the car, a tall cedar threw a
long black shadow across the
sunny road. .

It was from the direction of
tha tall cedar that the sudden
rifle-shot came,

It was hot!

Billy Bunter, who had
lunched, not wisely, but too
well, was fast asleep in his corner snor-
ing. Mr. Vernon-Smith had dozed off,
but he started into wakefulness at the
gound of the shot. Bunter snored on.
A rifla-shot was not likely to awaken
Billy Bunter; even a cannon-shot might
have failed. Rip Van Winkle had
nothing on Bunter when he was snoring.

Harry Wharton & Co. and the
Bounder were wide awake, however,
drowsy a5 the African afternoon was.
They looked from the windows of the
car, scanning the road winding down
the hillside ahead.

Patter, patter, patter!

It was & rapid beat of hoofs on the
road,

IFrom under the shadew of the tall
cedar, two donkeys came in sight,
racing up the road.

The Eurasian chauffeur slowed down.
The track was not wide, and the run-
away donkeys were palloping directly
towards the car.

“What—what was that, Ierbart?"
asked Mr. Vernon-Smith, rubbing his
eyes,

“A shot!” answered the Boundes.
*“Bounds like somebody in trouble!”

A screaming voice came from the
direction of the cedar.

Penniless Bunter is mighty flattered to be mis-
taken for the son of a millionaire—until a
desperate kidnapper earts him off into the heart

of the African jungle !

No one conld be seen, but it was
evident that someone was there, end
that he was in trouble.

“Good gad!' grunted Mr, Vernon-
Smith.

“There's a cart under the tree,” said
Harry Wharton, staring froem the
window. * Thozse donkevs must belong

to it—and they've bolied. DBotter stop,
§i o
“Hark!" ejaeulated Bob Cherry.
Above the screaming of the human
voice there sounded a loud, yelling roar.
“Good gnd!® repeated Mr. Vernon-
Bmith, “J]s—ig—ig that a lion?"
The plump millionaire looked rather
alarmed.

He was on his way back to Nairobi,
from the timber country hiﬁ‘h ug in the
hills. But Mairobi was still & hundred
miles away, and in the back-country of
Eenya there were plenty of lions.  Mr,
Vernon-8mith was in Kenya on business,
and he had many irons in the fire, bul
big-game shooting was not one of them.
A lion was not likely to attack a rush-
ing motor-car, but Mr. Vernon-8mith
disliked the idea of stopping and giving
Simba a chance.

“It's not a lion, dad ™ said Herbert
Vernon-Smith. )

“Eh! Tt iz some wild
beast " gaid the millionaire
rather testily. " How do you
know, Herbert?”

The Bounder grinned.

“Aly dear old pater, we've
Leen on safari while you've
been rooting after big busi-
ness,” he answered. “We
know all about lions ™

“*The knowfulness is terrific, esteemed
sahilb I said Hurree Jamsot Ram Singh.

“Wot a lion!' said Bob l:‘.'hﬂ_urrir,
ghaking his head. “8imba has a jolly
old roar louder than that—as loud es
Bunter snoring=—"

“A leopard, I think,” said Harry
Wharton,

“Teopard, ten to onc!’ said Frank
Nugent.

“Well, leopards are fearfully
dangerous animals,” said Mr. Vernon-
Smith. “ We had belter aceelerate—-

“But there’s somebody in dooger,
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father I' exclaimed the Bounder. " Can't
you hear the man ejﬂllmg'?" .

As the car glided on, the screaming
voice from the tall ¢edar came louder
and clearer.

“Qamebody’s potted at the leopard
and missed, and taken to the tree!”
paid Johnny Bull. “Not much good
climbing & tres away from & leopard!
The brute will be after him I

R wa'va got our rifles in the
car]” said the Bounder.

'"Yes, rather[” ' S

“The ratherfulness is terrific!

Mr. Vernon-S8mith gave a grunt.

The Famous Five and the Bounder
grasped  their rifles.  Billy Bunter
snored happily on.

“Tell the cheuffeur to hsali at ihe
codar, dad!” said Smithy.

The millionaire hesitated for o
moment.

Mr Vernon-8mith could handle men
and handle millions; but he could not
handle a riflo to any great extent. And,
undoubtedly, he disliked leopards at
cloga quartors,

But the voice yelling for help from
the cedar could not he disregarded.
That reslly was impossible, little as
Mr. Vernon-Smith liked the idea of
allowing the schoolboys to enter into
a tussle with & fierce wild heast.

But, after all, Harry Wharton & Co,
had had some experience since they had
coma out to Kenva with the millionaire
far the summer vacation from Grey-
friars School. They had been on
“gafari ¥; they had fought the lion and
the gwill'r they wera good shots, and
they had pIE:ﬂtjl' of nerve and plack.

'I?i:m Eurasian chauffear was looking
round for his master’s instructions. Tha
car had almost reached the cedar now.
The two donkeys had raced by, one on
either side of the car

Under the tall cedar a cart could
te seen. Evidently it had been a comp

the lonely road that the leopard had
attacked. The donkeys had been praz-
ing, and they had pmmﬁ? fled; the
man, whoever he was, fired one
futile shot, and then clambered into the
tres. Doubtless he had seen the car
spproaching, for he was screaming
frantically for help, mnd there was
probably no other human being within
twenty omles.

Mr. Vernon-Smith signed to the
chouffeur to halt.

“Take care!" he exclaimed. " Take

reat cara! Herbert, I positively for-

d you to run into danger *

Herbert Vernon-Smith grinned.

He was not likely to keep back while
the other fellows were tackling the
leopard. Meither would hia father,
Ee'r aps, have desired him to do so;
ut, undoubtedly, he was extremely
anxious about hizs son.

“All serene, dad,” said the Bounder.
“Alter what we had on smafari, a
leoperd is veary small beer to us—ien’t
he, you men "

“The smallfulness of the honsurable
beer is  terrifie!”  declared Hurrce
Jamset Bam Singh.

“Hark " exclaimed Nugent.

A hoarse growl from the unscen
leopard was heard. From the man,
also unseen, came & stream of words in
a shrill, sereaming voice. Evident]
he knmew that the car was at hand,
ﬂ]"‘-"“ﬁl? the thick branches of the cedar
hid him from sight.

“Honourable misters, help!®™ came
the acream. “ Pleece no more procecd-
ing while fearful leopard approximates
to my endangered person !”

" Oh crikey | gasped Bob,

. The man was apeaking English, but
it was & variety of English that rathor
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reminded the jumiors of Hurree Jamsed
Ram Singh.

“Come on!” exclaimed the Pounder.

He hurled open the deoor and | d
put, rifle in hand. The Famous Five
jumped after him:

Bunter’s ayos opened. The car had
stopped with o jerk on the rough track
and the fat jumior was nearly plt{sh&ci
off his zeat.

He blinked round, through his big
spectacles, in annoyance.

"1 say, you icllows—"

“Good god!” grunted Mr. Vernon-
Bmith in great uncasiness, as he stared
after his son and the chums of the

oY e,

“1 say, bhave we stopped! 1 eay,
wharrer we stopping for?’ demanded

THE MAGNET

for the fearful leopard approximates
with dangerous nearness.™

“There he iz |” breathed the Bounder.

Out of the blaze of bright sunshine
the juniois blinked for a moment in the
shadow of the cedar branches,

Half-hidden by foliage, & fat man was
clinging and olambering on & high
branc

in figure he rather resembled Billy
Bunter, He was short, and he was
round. His face, a derk olive, was
blanched with fear, and a pair of large,
horn-rimmed spectacles gave him a
gueer look of & frightened owl,

Lower down the tree s spotied, ocat-
like figure erept, alawing its active way
up the cedar.

A low, horrible growling came from

Billy Bunter irritably. “Waking & the leopatd as it crept and erawled, its
fellow up !” burning eyes fixed on the man above.

“It's a lcopard!” grunted the  Evidently the Baboo, with an activity
m:ﬁlluﬂmm " strangely at variance with his fatness,

"Et;:{;?;:ra ?1” had ea-.p;c:hmtln t-hadtriq to 111511!;5!;3 the

. BPring o o leopard--hiz on

“Yaroooch! &but the door! Drive hﬂt E deaperataﬂpgnu, for 1l-.lhe:.jr leo: nﬁ
on| Help! Tell that idiot of a chauf- was much more at home in high
feur to drive on! Stemp on the gas! branches than the most active mar
Help! 8hat that door ™ conld be.

Mr. Verron-8mith did not heed.

Hias portly form blocked the dqurwag
as he stared after the juniors. Behin
him Billy Bunter squesled unheeded.

el it

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

A Fight with a Leopard |

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H approached the tall cedar with
caslion. s great branches
exterded for a considerable dis-
tange, casting deop shadow; and the
could gee nething se far of the leopard,
or of tho man ho was attacking, though
the growliLg of the savage beast reached
their ear. and, still more plainly, the
howling for help from the terrified
Mian.

Nothing wnas to be seen under the
tree seve the two-wheeled donkey-cart,
rasting on ite shafts, and & few articles
scattered obout, among them a rifle,
which the owner had apparently
dropped after firing a hasty shot. The
man w23 in the branches, and the
leopard apparently clambering into the
tres afte: himn, and as he was now dis-
armed thuat could only mean a terrible
death unl:isg rescue came.

“Help I eame the shricking well.
“Honourable misters, I beg you exer-
cise considerable and extensive haste.”

_ Even at that thrilling moment the
juniors could hardly help grinning at

a call for help couched in such amazing b

English. From tke English and the
tone of the voice they guessed that the
man in the free was a Hindoo—one of
the educated Hindoos, or Baboos, of
whom thera were large numbers in
Kenya, many of them occupying minor
official positions.

The juniorz lost no time, cautious as
they were. They approached the circle
of decp glonm cast by the cedar, with
thoir rifles ready for instant use,

Cool and steady as they were, the
Greyfriar: fellows eould have wished
that Kikoiobo, the brave Kikuvu hunter,
had been still with them., Thoy would
bhave beon glad of the aid of his E{gh_ting-
spear.

But Kikcolobe was gone hack to his
peaple, and he was to rejoin the party
later, st WNnivasha, on their way to
Dganda. Thke Remove fellows of Grey-
friars had only themselves toc depend
upon.

“Help. estimable sirs!” came the yell
of the unsesn Baboo. * Pleece to shoot
with quickness and prompt dispatch,

The bulging eyes of the Babeo,
shining with terror through the horn-
rimmed glazses, were turned beseech-
Ln ly on the jumiors ms they appeared

oW,

" 8hoot | he kowled. “Oh, honour.
sble misters, shoot with sudden and
prompt swiftness ™
_The " honourabls mistors ¥ lost no
time.

At the sound of their coming the
leopard turned his head, staring down
at them with burning eyes and a hideous
growl. They had reached the ?}ut nong
too soon to save the Beboo from his
clava,

Crack! rang the Bounder's rifla.
Smithy wes the first to fire, and his
bullet tore through the sleek, spotted
skin and was answered by a fearful yell
from the leopard.

In an instant the fierce beast came
slithering down the tree.

The Famous Five fred together aa i$
came; but so swift wera its movements
that only one bullet of the five reached
a hillet,

Elastio as & cat, the leopard dropped
to the ground, and from the man in the
cedar came a spluttering gasp of relief.

He was left unasuﬂei "I']l:;ﬁ fury of
the wounded besast was turned on the
Greyfriars juniora.

Crack! Crack! Crack!
The juniors stood steady and fired
fast. At such close range the hot lead

tore through and through the
rute.

It was well for the juniors that they
did not lose their nerve. Had they
failed to hit, the leopard would have
been upon them, with rending, tearing
claws,

But the hot lead tore through the
spotted, sinwous body as he roso to
spring, and the leopard fell back, yell-
ing and clawing wildly.

“Go it1” panted Bob Cherry.

Crack! Crackl Crackl

The yelling of the wounded leopard
wag blood-curdling to hear, As it rolled
on t'ha ground, under the rapid fire, the
juniors hoped that it was mortally hurt.
Blood was streaming from half a dozen
gashes in the sleck, spotted skin.

But the wounded brute scramhbled up
and came leaping towards the group of
riflemen. They jumped back E‘P-'ig:lj',
but a claw tore the rifle from Frank
Nugent's hand, and in another moment
Frank would have been down under the
lashing claw.

Harry Wharton leaped forward.
The barrel of his rifle wes thrust

fiercs
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fairly into the open
jaws of the leopard
with  such  terrific
foree that it drove
the savage cat back.

Crash! came the
Bounder's  rifle-butt
on the twisting head,
smashing down on
the burning, glaring

eyos,

Crack | Crack !
Crack [

The rifle - muzzles
almost touched the
spotted skin as
Johnny Bull, Dob
Cherry, and Hurree

Singh pulled trigger.

With a hoarse well
the leopard rolled
over again.

In mad fury the
olaws tore up the
earth, scatterin
stoncs and dust, an
the schoolboys, keep-
ing back from reach
of those feariul claws,
pourcd in shot after
shot till the sinuous
carcase lay still.

The lust horrible

rowl died away.

iu, the leopard, la
lifeless, riddled wit

“My hat!” Bob
Cherry  wiped the

rgpiration from his
TOW., “My hat!
That was warm while
it lasted 1"

“The warminlness

wae terrificl” gasped
the Nabob of Bhani-

ooolly. “I wizh Kicky was here to skin
him for us. Any of you men know how
to skin a leopard ¥

Harry Wharton looked up at the {at
man clinging to a high branch in tho
cedar, and waved his. hand.

“ All safe now 1" he called out. “You
can come down” _

The fat Baboo, gasping, clambered
down the cedar. He scemed to have
some difficalty in gotting down. He had
clambered up with the terror of the
leopard behind him. But even so, the
juniors wondered how he had done it
as they watched the fat man gasping
and clambering clumsily. But he got
down at last, landing m a sprawling,
epluttering heap at the foot of the tree.

Harry Wharton kindly gave him &

and up.
h'l"he ];}nbn-u leaned on the trunk of the
cedar panting for breath. His supply
of wind was not extensive ai the best
of times, and the desperate climb in the
eedar had exhausted it, such as it was.
He panted ond gosped and puffed and
blew, with the perspiretion rolling in
streams down his dusky olive face. And
his bulging eyes, through ths big
glasscs, turned apprehensively om the
stretched form of the leopard.

“All serene,” said Bob, with & grin
"He's & goner

“Js he truthfulle dead, honourable
mister 7" gasped the Baboo.

“Quite!” grinned Dob.
houscs.™

“I offer all you estimable gentlemen
humbls, sincere thanks, from heart”
said thae Baboo breathlessly. " But for
your momentary help I should certrinly

“Oafe as

have hopped a twig and been back
number.”

The junitors smiled. They were veory
glad that they had arrived on the spot
1n time to roseue the fat Hindoo gontle-
man; eand they found him rather enter-
taining.

Hurree Singh, however, was eyeing the
man rather keenly.

Az he belonged to the samc country
as the INNabob of Bhanipur, the other
fellows rather expected Hurrce Jamset
Ram 8ingh to give him the glad hand,
8o to speak.

But the pnabob, after a keen serutiny
of tho fat man's perspiring face, turned
and walked back towards the car. Ap-
parently he was not very faﬂ:urahﬂr
impressed by tho fat Baboo from India's
corel strand,

Eiy

THE THIRI}) CHAPTER.
Mr. Chunder Run Makes 3 Mistake !

HIE Bongalee gentleman panted

E and gasped, and mopped his
stecaming, fat brow with a
crimson silk handkerchict. But

while he pumped in breath, and mopped
hiz brow, his black eyes, which looked
almost like slits in his fat face, behind
the horn-rimmed glasses, watched the
juniors, and shot quick, searching
glances towards the big car, in the door-
way of which Mr, YVernon-Smith stood.
And those black eyes were very keen,
and had a sly and watchful gleam in
their dusky depihs. No doubt the man
was interested in the party that had
come to his rescue, and perhaps sur-
prised to sce them on that lonely road

In another moment the juniors would have been undet the lash nﬁrs of the leopard. But Harry
Wharton leaped forward and thrust his rifle-barrel into the open jaws of the brute I

F‘-ﬂ':& splendid brute!” said Herbert
Vernon-Smith eveing the lifeless leopard

in the hills of Xenya, where motlor-
cars wore few and far hetween.

“Tt was fortunate circumstance, and
stroke of luck that you estimable misters
travel these solitary places,” he said.
“Otherwize I should, ms you would
say, have kicked & fatal bucket, Ves!"

“Well, you're all right now," gaid

Bob Cherry. “I'm afrsid yow'll have
some trouble getting hold of your dom-
keys again.  They seem fo  have
cleared,”

The Baboo made a gestare.

“That iz small matter, and of light
consideration,’” he answered. * Death
in terrible shape has approximated to
my imperilled person, and I am still
with & heart in o mouth. I giva you
thanks fer noble rescue, from loweat
portion of grateful heart.”

“That's all right," said Harry Whar-
ton, with & smile. F

“1 must also render grateful acknow-
ledgment to honourable father of brave
and noble youths,” said the Baboo, with
a gesturo towards the stout millionaire
in the car. * Birs, my name i3 Chunder
Run, a humble Bengalee merchant. May
I mquire humble honourable name of
czteomed mister in splendid ear ¥

“Mr, YVernon-Smith "' said Harry.

“Thia name I have heard in mneh
spoech at Nairebi,"” said Mr, Chunder
RBun. “Ik 13 name of gentleman of
tremendous wealth, who travels with a
son and manyv friends. Yes?"

“That's it !"” said the Bounder, with &
grin. There was no doubt that Mr.
Vernon-8mith and his tremendous
wealth had been much talked of in
Nairobi.

“To that esteemod gentleman I must

Tae Magrer Liprart.—No, 1,23L
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epeak my humble thanks’ smid the
Baboo,

“MNot necessary,” said the Bounder,
“"The fact 153, we've got to get on 2

“I agk to excuse, but I must ulter
grateful thanks from bottom of heart,'
said Mr. Chunder Run.

And leaving the shade of the cedar,
the fnt Bengales trotted szcross to the
car. The juniors exchanged smiling
glances.

“Inky doesn’t seem to think much of
that eportsman,” murmured Dob
Cherry. " But they seem to have learned
mnuch tho same sort of English in India.
I suppose they're a different caste or
something; old Inky doesn't seem to
want to have anything to say to him."”

Mr, Chunder Hun arrived st the car,
and took off his hat and made a low
bow to the millionaire.
thr, Samuel Vernon.-Smith stared at

im,

The Baboo was fairly oozing with
effusive gratitude and respect; but he
did not impress the keen business man
very favourably., The cunning lineés in
the fat, brown face, the sly gleam in
the alits of eyes, were not lost on Mr.
Vernon-Smith.,

“Honourable gir, I bep to tender
Frateful thanks and humble acknow-
edgment of faveur reeeived,'” said Mr.
Chunder Run. * Also permit me to ax-
press superabundant delight at making
acquaintance of gentleman of tremen-
dous importance.”

Grunt, from Mr, Vernon-Smith.

The millionaire had no intention
whatever of making the acquaintance of
a sly Bengalee trader, or of allowing the
effusive Mr. Chunder Run to make his
acquaintance,

But Mr, Chunder Run was not easily
abashed,

e o S T -

His elits of eyes peamed past the
millionaire at the fat Grure of RBilly
Bunter in the car.

It seemcd that he was interested in
Bunter.

“ From considerable speech in Nairob:
I have learned that you travel in Kenya

Hith esteemed  son,’” continued the
aboo.

“Yesl” gaid Mr. Vernon-Smith
briefly. “Now, you boys, get into the

car—we'vo no more time to waste,'’

“This so delightful country iz hon-
ourcd by wvisit of so Etremeondous a
gentleman as Mr, Vernon-S8mith 1"’ went
on the Baboo. “May I express hope, sir,
that your noble son is revelling in som-
plete cnioyment of trip in Kenya ?”

His eyes resied on Bunter as he spoke.

Possibly from the fact that Bunter
had remained in the ¢ar with Mr, Ver-
non-Smith, Chunder Run seemed fo
draw the impression that he was the son
of the millionaire.

If Mr. Vernon-Smith noticed the error,
ha did not take the trouble to correct
it. His only desire was to get rid of
the talkative Baboo and get on his inter-

rupted woy.
“Oh, quite!"” be said., *“Good-day to

you, sir! Hurry u?, you boys—we've
got a long way belore us''
Chunder Run unwillingly stepped

back to make room for the juniors to
enter the ear.

They packed themselves in again; the
Baboo standing back and watching
them with his sly alits of ayes, :

His attention was almost concentrated
on Bunter, however, He scanned the
fat face of the Owl of the Remaove, at if
memaorising the features,

Mr. Vernon-Bmith signed to the
chauffeur and the car was set in motion
AgAalN,
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Chunder Run raised his hat in salute,
and the juniors saluted him politely in
refurn,

He stood staring after the
s 1t rolled away down the hilly road,
with the baggage-car trailing ha‘gimi.

Bob Cherry, glaneing back from the
window a minute or two later, saw him
sttll standing there, pazing after the
Car,

A turn of the road hid him from
sight, and Dob «drew his head in,

“I hope that johnny will be able to
catch hiz donkeys again!™ he remarked,
“ He'll be rather stranded if he doesn’t.”

“Might have lent him Bunter I re-
marked Johnny Bull.

“Ha, ba, hal”

“Oh, really, Bull—"

“1 fancy he was thinking the same,*
chuckled Bob. He had an eye on Bun-
ter ! Hoe was watching him like a cat.”

“I noticed that,”” said Harry Whar-
ton, with a ned. "I faney took
Bunter for Smithy."”

“0Oh, roally, Wharton! exclaimed
Billy Bunter indignantly, “I hope
you're not trying to make out that I
look anything like Smithy.""

“What "' roared the Bounder.

"Ha, ha, ha®

“Weall, T don't see what Wharlon
wants to insult & chap for! said Bunter
warmly, ¢ o

" Why, you—you—you fat toad—"3
gasped the Boundeéer,

“0h, really, Enﬁth}'—w”

“¥ou fat ass,” said Harry Wharton,
laughing, *the man's never scen either
of you hefore, I mean, I faney he
thought you were Mr. Vernon-3mith's
son, from the way he spoke and looked.
Of course, ho may have been thinking
vou'd come in useful for his cart as he's
lost his other donkeye—""

“ Beast 1"

Mr. Vernon-Smith pove a grun!:}
Mow that he thought of it, he reelise
that the Baboo had had tha imprasajr.m
that it was his son in the car with him.
And he was not feeling Hattered.

“I noticed the man looking at me™
sald Bunter. 1 fancy he was wonder-
ing what a fellow of my style was doing,
travelling with a lot like you.”

“0h, wmy hat!”*

* Packed eight in 2 car,” said Bunter,
“It's abit like & Bank Holiday crowd,
isn't it? I <lare say the man was sur-
prised to see me hera”™

“Or he might have been wondering
hew you got out of the Foo!'' remarked

Johnny Bull E.hmtghlh:ig.
oh Cherry,

“That's it!"" agreed

* Bnast 1"*

“You could have talked te him in
your own nut-crocker language, Inky,"
remarked Bob Cherry.  * Didn't you
like his looks?'"

“The hkefulness was not terrifie, my
esteemed fatheaded Bob., And a mabob
doos not talk with a low-caste Den-
gales,’ said Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.

“ My mistake!™ grinned Bob., "I
keep on forgetting that vou're a L-:rilv
old prince in your own country, Inky.”

“What rot!”” said Dunter. * I shonld
think you'd be glad to have a jaw zome-
times with ancther nigger, Inky.™

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh made no
reply to that polite observation. In the
presence of Mr, Vornon-Smith, the
chums of the Hemove had to refrain
from kicking Bunter, however earnestly
he ashked for it

Billy Bunter scon scitled down to
sleep again, and his snore awoke the
echoes and minpled mora or  less
musically with the buzz of the engine, as
the car ran on swiftly towards distant
Meirobi. Harry Wharton & Co. speedily

reat car
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forgot Mr. Chunder Run, never expect-
ing to see that fat and oily gentleman
again. They were far from guessing
the startling circumstances in which they
were fo Dbe reminded of his olly
exigtenes,

.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
In Nairobi!

§ ATROBT'S all right!”
N That was Bunter's vordict.
Looking from a window of
the Planters’ Hoiel, on
sovernment Hoad, INairobi, Billy
Bunter was pleased to give the capital
of “DBritish Bast ™ his commendation.

After which, no doubt, Nairobi ought
to have felt exceedingly satisfied with
itself |

Harry Wharton & Co., as o matter of
fact, were not enjoying the view from
the hotel window so much as DBiliy
Bunter was.

They liked Nairobi, and admitted
that it was a fine ¢ity, and was obviously
gl:ing to be a finer one. DBut certainl
i referred fto be on safari wit
tha faithful Kikolobo, or rambling over
coffee plantations or timber concessions.

Looking out on Government Road,
Nairobi, it was a little difficult to realise
that they were in the same country where
lions growled in tho forest, and leapards
crept o the bush, and crocodiles
watched for a chance of nipping the
horses’ legs as they forded rivers.

Government Hoad, Nairobi, was
highly civilised—frightfully eivilised, in
fact! DMotor-cars whizzed and whirred,
and the dust and smell of petrol re-
minded the young travellers of home,
sweet home.

“WNairobi,"” repeated Bunter, “is all
right. ¥aou can get a car here.  Yon
can take a rickshaw when you're fired
of walking. You can get a feed in a
decent restaurant.  You can shop at
shops.”

“You can pget a car, and feed m a
restaturant, and shop at shops, without
travelling seven thousand miles to do
it 1" remarked Bob Cherry.

“Perhaps you prefer a tent, with flies,
end a lion growling outside [ said
Bunter sarcastically. " Give me restau-
rants and motor-cars! Why, a fellow
can go fo the theatre here”

Bunter blinked triumphantly at the
juniors as he made that statement,

Harry Wharton & Co. laughed.

Undoubtedly there was a theatre in
Mairobi, and no douht it was a safer
place than a tent with a lion growling
gutside ; but really the chums of the
Femove had not travelled seven thou-
sand miles by sca and jand to go to the
theatre., They could have gone to a
theatre at home, and saved the seven
thousaned males !

“Give me Nairobi, and you can keep
the jolly old jungle!” suid Bunter, ©Of
vourse, a fcllow rather likes danger as
an expericnce. I rather revel in it my-
soelf, @z vou've noticed.?

“The noticefulness was not terrifie.”

“No cannibal nirgers or slave-traders
here,” szaid Bunter. *And, after all, I
can’t be aiways looking after you fellows
and saving your bacon.”

“Oh crumbs "

“ My idea,™ said Dunter, “is to stay
here, "Uhis is o decent hotel, and the
grulb 13 good. Well, if Mr. Vernon-
smith has businezs in Uganda, let him
get off to Uganda and get on with it,
leaving us here, you know.”

“You howling ass!” said Harry
"Wharton. “It's a chance of a lifetime
to sce Upanda, while we're in East
Africa.”

“What utter rot!”” said Bunter. * Who
wants to sece Uganda? I dare say 1t's
much the same as Kenya—a lot of blink-
ing niggers, and a lot of Government
oflictals walking about fanering they're
the salt of the earth. Twook here, we'll
wailt here till Mr, Vernon-Smith pots
back from Uganda, sce?”

“1 fancy not !”” said the Bounder.

Bunter blinked at him.

“Well, Bmithy can go on with his
pater,” he satd., “ After all, wo don’t
want Smithy [ Hiz manners are horrid,
and he's always getting into one of his
beastly tempers. I expect my pals fo
stay here with me.”

“dolly good idea!™ said Bob Cherry
heartily. “You star here with your
pals while we go on te Uganda, Bunter.

¥ —

A PENKNIFE FOR A JOKE1
For the {following rousing rih-
tickler P. W. Sellick, of 7, Barkly
Street, Uitenhage, Cape Provinee,
South Africa, has been awarded
one of this week's useful
pe:ﬂ-:mvns. I

Wag (ioc pork butcher): ] |
want a yard of pork, pleasa ! **

Butcher (furning to assistant) :
 Cartainly, my lad ! Bill, asrve
this lad with three pig’'s Teet | ™

I dido’t know you had any pals in
Kenya; but—"

“(Dh, really, Cherry——"

“Why haven't vou introduced us to
vour pals, Bunter " asked Johnny Bull.
“Are they in Neirobi 2"’

“0Oh, really, Bull—"

"Moot a bad idea,” sald MHarry
W harton, entering into the game, as it
were. “Let's leave DBunter here with
his pauls, whoever they are.”

“Good egg!” said Nugent. *“ And as
wo start to-morrow for anda, you'd
better phone up your pals,gﬁunh‘:r."

“The goodiulness of the esteemed cgg
15 terrifie!” declared Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh heartily.

Billy Bunter blinked at the Famous
Five, It was just lLike these beasis fo
pretend o be unaware that they had the
honour and distinction of being Bunter's

pals.
1 say, you fellows—"
"Well, what about a ride, von men

asked the Bounder, ruthlessly  inter-
rupting the Owl of Lhe Remove.

“You'rs interrupting me, Smithy!"
said Banter, with digmity.

“I know that! What about a ride?”
asked Smithy, “It's a ]Dve]]y day for a
trot, and we haven’t seen half the sights
of Nairobi vet. And we get on the {rain
lo-marrow.'”

7
“Good ¥ said Wharton, " Nothing
I'd like better!” )

“1I've pot some shopping io do,* sald
Bunter, “I'm airaid I shan’t be able
io go riding this morning."”

Apparently Bunter expected that an-
nouncement to cause dizsmay; instead
of which, there was a gencral brighten.
ing of faces.

“Hear, hear 1" said Johnny Bull,

“ The shopfulness is the proper caper,
while we perform the estcemed horse-
manship " agreed Hurrce Singh.

“If you fellows prefer niding to
coming shopping with me—" said
Bunter warmly.

] Ha.l hﬂ., ;13111

“Dlessed if I see anything to cackle
at! I say, you fellows—"

" T'1l go and fix up about the horses,™
said Bmithy, and he walked away, ap-
parently uninterested in Bunter’s further
conversation.

Bunter blinked him
temptuously.

“Nieo manners—what?” he asked
with & eurl of his fat lip, “I'm blessed
1f 1 quite know how to stand these
Smiths | Not my class, you know."

“ Fathead |

“Well, look here,” gaid Bunter. “If
wo're going on to Uganda to-morrow,
TI'va got some shn?pmg to do to-day.
That means money.”

“Go hon !

“1 belidve I mentioned to you fellows
that I was expecting a postal order—""

“0Oh crikey I'

“But the way we've been wandering
about, my remittances seem to have
mtssed ma sornchow," snid Bunter,

‘That's & way they have,” agreed Bob
Cherry. “They always seemed to miss
you at Greviriars, seomehow.”

*Ha, ha, ha "

“Oh, really, Cherryl Look here, il
you fellows are going to lend me ten
pounds or so—"

“Ii 1" murmured Bob.

“After all, what's money hetween
friends?"” said Bunter. “I hope you
follows are not poing to bo mean and
sordid 1"

“We are!" grinned Nugent. * Horrid
moean and horrid gsordid 17

“Hallo, hallo, hallo I ejaculated Bok
Cherry. “You men know that sports-
man "

He made a gesture towards a fat,
plwc-_skmm:d gentleman who was pass-
ing in the street outside the hotel.

“Chunder Run!" ejaculated Harry
Wharton.

The Baboo was rolling along Govern-
ment Road with a fat smile on his fat
face. He was dressed in whito ducks,
with a bright purple cummerbund, which
glowed from afar in the bright sunshine,
Likewise, his big, horn-rimmed glasses
flashed back the rays of the sun.

The juniors smil The fat Bengales
was rather a figure of fun in their eves,
gnd certainly his purple cummerbund
was striking and remarkable.

He canght sight of the smiling faces
at the window, stopped, and made a low
bow, raizing his hat in salute.

The juniors politely acknowledged the
salute, and the fat Baboo rolled on and
disappeared among the crowds of
pedestrians.

“1 say, yvou fellows—"

“You fellows ready?™
Dounder’s voice,

“Readv—ay, ready!” called back Bob
Cherey cheerily.

“1 say, vou fcllows—"

“Ta-ta, Bunter! Ilave a pood time,
old fat bean.™

“1 say, about that tennor I exclaimed
Bunter. “I say, vou fellows, don't walk
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away while a fellow's talking to you!
Boasts [V ,

Harry Wharton & Co. did walk away,
Leedloss of the faoct that Buntor was
talking. Really, there was no help for
it, if they were to walk away at all,
as tho fat junior was not likely to leave
off talking.

“Beasts | roared Bunter, rather to
the surprise of a number of other guests
in the Planters Hotel. )

Leaving the Owl of the Remove to his
own devices, the Famous Five left the
hotel with the Bounder. The horses
wers ready—little matters like these
were arranged at a word from Mr.
Vernon-Smith. The six Juniors moun ted,
and trotted cheerily away down Govern-
ment Road towards the suburb of Park.
lapds, and obpee outside the town they
lot out the horses, enjoying a gallop in
the keen air. Probably they did not
enjoy the ride less, because William
George Bunter was too busy that morn-
ing to join them, :

illy Bunter was left to do his shop-

ing, though how he was going to do
mr being dizappointed about every

single remittance he had expected since
his arrival in Kenya Colony was 2
problem that it was up to the Owl
of the Remove to solve.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter and the Baboo |

L ICKSHAW 1” called out Bunter.

R “Here, warl Jinricsha,

sar I ;
There wer% pIeutgtﬂqfl :r:};tx}l;:ﬁ-l
haws and rickshaw hoya outside
EI"ln:s-.t«ur;-. Hotel, Billy Bunter, when he
rolled out, had cnly to take his choice.

Most of the shops in Naitobl were on
(lovernment Hoad, and within an
easy walk. But Bunter was not likely
to walk when he could go on wheels.

He rolled into the rickshaw, and
rolled away. .

A brawnyy coolie, in a dingy cotton
kanzu, took the shafta of the light, two-
wheeled vehir:'leT ‘and ran lightly—though
not perhaps 2o lightly as usual. He had
a rather unuszual weight in the rickshaw.

Not = hundred yards away was the
- stpres on which Bunter designed to
bestow hia valuable patronage.

The rickshaw came to a halt, and
Bunter rolled out. He almost rolled
into & portly Baboo in a purple cummer-

Chunder Run stepped back, raising his
white topee. . _

Bunter gsve him a careless blink.

He had no use for Mr. Chunder Run,
and he had a lofty, contemptuous scorn
for “niggers,” anyhow.

The fact ther Mr, Chunder Run
ssemed to desirs to improve the

yaintance, begpun by chance in the
hille when the leopard had treed the
portly Baboo, wae a quite sufficient
reason for Bunter to scub him.

I# Mr. Chundor Run wanted to get
scquainted with the millionaire’s party
Bunter was just the fellow to put him
in his place.

Bunter had no use for

bounders | ‘
But it was rather difficult to ignore

Mr. Chunder Bun. He bowed over his
tuﬁae with an effusive smile.

pushing

Top of a morning, estirnable
mister |* ke ejaculated. "It iz pleasurs
and uplifting of heart to behold
esteemned sir ouce more. Yeu find

delight in varied scene and teeming
crowd in WNairohi, -after solitude of
eternal hills, Yeaf”
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Grunt from Bunter

The rickshaw boy was holding out a
black hand.

He expected his fare te be placed in
that black hand. Bunter, however, had
no desiro to place anything in it.

Ho ran his hends through his pockets.

“Dear me " said Bunter, “1've lefs
may money at the hotel [*

Yhe rickshaw boy eyed him. He was
a Kuke, as they call tho Kikuyus for
short in Nairohi. Probably he had
never been bilked by & white man
before. Billy Bunter really was not the
fellow to uphold the prestige of the
white man among the coloured races.

*It's all night,” said Bunter. “Go
back to the hotel and ask for Mr.
Vernon-Smithl e will pay you.”

The name and fame of the millionaire
were known all over Nairobi, Hvery
rickshaw boy in the distriet knew him
by aipﬁlt alreedy; and the name was
ENOUE

“¥es, sar,” said the Kuke, and he
trundlea the rickshaw back to the
Planters Hotel, quite satisfied.

Bunter had no doubt that Mr. Vernon-
Smith wou!d pay the rickshaw boy. His
opinicn was that it was up to Mr.
Vernon-Smith.

As a guest of the psrty, Bunter
expected his expenses to be paid. On
that score the Bounder's guests cer-
tainly had nothing to complain of—
meoney wasz nothing to Mr. Vernon-
Smith, and he would have been offended
had oot sll the bills been left to him
without question. But Billy Bunter was
assuredly the only member of the party
who would have grﬂam&d of “sticking *
the millionaire for a rickshaw fare.

Still, the Kuke had to be paid; and
Bunter was not going to pay him, so that
wag all therea was about it.

Bunter rolled across into the stores.

After him rolled Mr. Chunder Run,

It did not ocour to Bunter that Mr.
Chunder Run, having ascertained that
Mr. Vernon-Smith's party were located
at the Plantoers, had waited and watched
outside the hotel.

And certainly it would never have
gccurred to him that the Baboo had seen
Harry Wherton & Co. depart with the
Bounder, with complete indifference,
and weited on till Bunter emerged.

Bunter had an idea that he looked
like a wealthy fellow, and that he might
have been taken by any really keen
observer for & travelling nobleman.
3tll, he did not suspect what a very
deep interest the Babop was taking in
him, still less would he have dreamed
that it was founded on the little mistake
the Baboc had made on the hill road.

Mr., Chunder Run had su d, at
that time, that the schoolboy whoe
ramainad 1 the car with Mr. Vernon-
Smith, when the othera alighted to
tackle the leopard, was Mr. Vernon-
Smith's somn.

Mr. Chunder Run supposed so: but he
wanted to make sure, for certain very
important reasons of his own.

Hp was sure now, his certainty being
hased on what Bunter had zaid to the
rickshaw hoy.

He was keeping Bunter under observa-
tion, to mawe assursnce doubly sure, as
it were.

In the peculiar plans  that Mr,
Chunder Run had formed in his sly
Bengales mind, for the benefit of the
millionaire's sen, he really could not be
too sure of his ground.

Bunter took no notico of the fat Baboo.

If the darkie thought he was going to
hook on to a white man, he was jolly
well mistaken, in Bunter’s opinion.

It never even oceurred to his fat
mind that Chunder BRun might have

THE MAGNET

any other motive, other than =
“pushing bounder's ¥ desire to in-
ratiate himself with his betters,

Bunter relled into the stores.

It was guite an extensive stores, with
many departments—the biggest thing
going 1 Nairobi.

All sorts of desirable things were to
be had there, the only difficulty being
that they had to be paid for,

As Bunter was possessed of only a few
rupees this might have scemed an in-
superzble diffieulty.

But it was far from insuperable to
Billy Bunter. He had his own ways of
averconting such diffieulties,

He proceeded to make purchases on
& rather generous scale.

A shooting outfit, a set of guns, w
silver-fitted dressing-case, a [Panamas
hat, mosquito-boots of the finest quality,
were only a few of the items.

Anvona who might have doubted thas
Bunter was a millionaire’'s son could
scarcely have continued to doubt, after
fplima_'ing him round the stores and
listening to the magnificent orders he
gave,

In the course of half an hour Bunter's
orders amounted to considerably over a
hundred pounds.

It was not necessary to pav for
thing. Instructions turdeliil;r?tha gm
at the Planters Hotel, and present the
bills to Mr. Vernon-Smith, wers quite
eufficient,

The millicnaire’s name was a name to
conjure with,

Onco or twice Mr,
approached Bunter and endeavoured to
enter into conversation, offering une
asked advics about the goods Dunter
was 50 recklessly ordering,

He was severely snubbed everv t
and at ]mﬁth he kept his disl:an.ia, um
watching Bunter from afar through his
hlgﬁ, horn-rimmed glasses,

ut & dozen times, at least, he ca
the name of Mr. ?emar:-ﬁmithusl;:
Bunter gave his lordly instructions,

That Bunter had absolutely mo righd

or authority to give such orders, bu
was hoping to “get away with it * by
sheer cheek, was naturally not likely
to oceur to Mr, Chunder Jlflun.
He already supposed that Bunter was
the millionaire’s son; and Bunter's ex-
tensive round of shopping was proof
positive to him.

Mr. Chunder Run was keen, and saly,
and observant; but the keenest and
slyest observer might have supposed, in
the circumstances, that the fellow who
was ordering expensive things right and
left, in Mr. Vernon-Smith's name, was
the millionaire’s son.

Bunter finished his round of shop-
ping at last. He was rather inclined
to continue; but he realised that there
was, after all, a limit. It was up to
My, Vernon-Smith to stand his expenses
on thig trip; that indeed had been ar-
ranged. But expenses such as this were
not, perhaps, exactly what the million-
aire expected.  Bunter realised that,
He felt that he had better stop scom
after the hundred-pound mark was
passed,

After all, if he got away with this, he
econld go shopping again. He was not
absolutely cortain yet that he would get
away wilh jt!

It was possible that Mr. Vernon-
Smith, millionaire as he was, would
cut up rusty, and act in a mean, stingjr
manner, and refuzse to pay for the
goods. In that case, they would have
to be sent back to the stores. Certainl
Bunter could not pay for them wit
three rupees. Bunter, so far as he

Chunder Run
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could see, did not stand to lese any-
tl!mg, except the time spent in shop-
pmg. And he hoped for the bhest.

Mr, Chunder Run had spent half an
hour watching Bunter, with sly slits of
eyed behind his enormous horn-rimmed
glasges. Then he had walked ponder-
ously out, to wait for the fat junior lo
emeorge.

Outside the stores, Mr. Chunder Run
signalled to a rickshaw coolie who was
trundling slowly along.

The rickshaw stopped, and tha Baboo
approached the black man at the handles.
Evidently they were acquaintances..

The rickshaw boy was not a Kuke,

the side of the rickshaw, with his spee-
tacles glittering in the sum,

DBunter blinked at him.

“Look here, what do ]
snapped. PBunter was fed up with this
Fus ing bounder who could net keep
15 distance. It did not occur to Billy
Bunter that Mr. Chunder Run, in this
resfea:t‘, was anything like his worthy
gelt. William George Bunter had never
regarded himself as a pushing bounder,
though lotz of fellows at Greyiriars
could have pointed it out to him.

He gave the cffusive Chunder Bun a
zevere blink.

“Honourable sisr—-"

ou want?™ he

9

Not ithe romolest suspicion crossed his
fat mind that the DBaboo had any
motive but to “hook on” to him as a
member of the millionaire's party. But
the more Mr. Chunder Run desired to
ook on, the more Bunter was deter-
mined to snub him.

“Look here, you chuek it ! he said.
“I'm not piving you a it in my rick-
shaw. I'm rather particular whom I'm
geen with, seel"

"Honoured mister 2

“Find another riclkshaw,” snapped
Bunter. “I'm mot giving a nigger =
lift. Go and cat coke [

* Hallo, hallo, halio I ** called a well-known voiee as the horsemen reined In, Bunter jumped up in the rickshaw. He

knew that voice,

like many in Nairobi., He was an
Indian coolie, from Mr. Chunder Run’s
own country. They spoke together in
g language that would have been in-
comprchensible to most of the inhabit-
ants of Nairobi. Mr., Chunder Run ad-
dressed him by the name of Jam Das.
Jam Das nodded and grinned ass he

listened to Mr. Chunder Run's instruc-

tions, and the Baboo left him waiting.

Ten minutes later Billy Bunter rolled
out of the stores.

Ho blinked round for a jinrichsha.

“Rickshaw, sar! Cood fine rick-
shaw [ colled cut Jam Das, and the fat
Owl, without a suspicion in his fat
mind, stepped into the rickshaw,

“ Planters Hotel!™ he zaid, as he sat
down.

“Yes, sar.” )

“Estimable and respected mister.” It
was Mr. Chunder Rugn agsin, bowing by

“Oh, cheeso it]" said Bunter. “ Let
the rickshaw boy get on. Look here,
don't you bothor me, see®"

“Expressed wish of estimable mister,
is word of comnmand te yours sinccrely,”
said Mr. Chunder Run, with ancother
bow. “I would only point out with
due respect that rickshaw here prescnb
is enpaged by me, and the presence of
yourselt is superfluous honour.”

“0Oh, rot!” grunted Iunter. *1I jolly
well engaged this rickshaw, and I'm

jolly well kecoping it, see? You get
another.” .
“(ther rickshaws are considerable

distances from prezent spob,” explained
Chunder Ruon. “DBut arrangoment to
complete satisfaction is perpetrated
without difficulty; if vou will consent to
give lift in rickshaw te humble self for
limited distance.”

Snort, from Burpter.

“I say, you fellows [®* he ¢ried. * Help—murder—rescue 1"

Chunder Run's glits of eyes glittered
behind the glasses, .

All coloured persons were “niggers®
in Bunter's ecstimation; indeed, Hurres
Jamset Ram  Singh, the WNabob of
Bhanipur, a prince of India, was only
a nigger to tho lordly Bunter,

DBut a Pengales Baboo does not even
regard himself a3 a “coloured ™ person,
let alone a “nigger.”

To be classed with the EKikuyu, the
Baganda, and the Somali and the Dinka
was & deadly insult, from Chunder
Tun's point of view.

His fat and oily politeness almost
failed him. It would have failed him
completely, but for the fact that he had
a purpose to sorve by kecpmﬁ it up.

“Angry words from ongurabla
mister desolate my worthy eelf,” he
gaid. " But rickshaw being engeged by

Tnw Muoxer Lisrary.~—No, 1,251
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me, pertaing to me by right of properiy
and prior attachment.”

“Lwook here, there's another rickshaw
coming along,” said Bunter, *take Lhat
one, and be blowed to you i

“You refuse requested’ Lift o humble

suppliant, honourable mister?

“Yes,” snapped Bunter, Y Go and

cat coke!™
Ha eettled back in the rickshaw.,
What  happened next  surprised
Bunter.

He expected to see the Baboo roll
away, and the black boy to trundle him
off to the Planfera Hotel. Instead of
which, the fat Baboo, with o sudden
activity which was surprising in a man
of his weight and rotundity, stepped
swiftly into Bunter's rickshaw, and
before the fat junior knew what was
happening he was seated beside Bunter
ﬁ.ndp.]'am Das was trundling rapidly off.

In utier amazement and wrath the
Owl of the Bemove turned his spee-
tacles on Chunder Run with a devasta-
ting blink.

“You cheeky rotter [ he bawled.

“0Oh, honourable mister!” said
"Chunder Run deprecatingly.  “This
humble person begs your pgencrous
toleration and thousand pardons.”

“Get out, you cheeky niggerl”
howled Bunter. *“By gum, if you don’s
get out, Il jelly well chuck you out on
vour neck 1

As 8 matter of fact, there was not
much reom for the two in the rickshaw.
There was plenty of room for two
ordinary passengers; but neither Bunter
nor the Baboo wes ordinary in girth.
Undoubtedly it was rather a squeeze.

Jom Das, heedless of the controversy
going on in the vehicle, ran with great
swiftness along Government Iload, in
spite of the unusual weight he had to
deal with.” And Bunter, with lhiz angry
attention fixed on Chunder Run, did not
even observe that the rickshaw coolie
shot round the first corner, leaving the
busiest strect in Nairobi behind.

Bunter half rose.

His very spectacles gleamed wrath at
the “nigger.”

“Get out!” he bawled. “Here, you
rickshaw boy, you stop! I'm chucking
thia cheeky nigger ont! Hold ont”

Instead of stopping at the word of
command, Jam Das ran on, as if for a
wager.

A fat olive hand was laid on Dunter’s
arm; and be was jerked back into his
goat.

“The proservation of silence iz sine
qua non, and consummation devouily to
be wished,” said the Baboo, in a tone of
voice, and with a glitter in hiz eyes
strangely at variance with his absurd
English. “FPleece to resume sitting
position and remain immavable”

“You cheeky Ow—"

Bunter broke off with a gasp.

From the ample folds of the Baboo's
cummerbund the gleaming point of a
dag er emerged, and the sharp poink
pricked Bunter's fat ribs.

“YWow ¥ gasped Bunter.

“*One more word, or attempt to leave
rickshaw, and suddon death will super-
vene with disasirous swiftness,” snarled
the Baboo.

Bunter gazed at him with distended
eyes behind his spectacles,

Tha Baboo, to laok at him, and listen
to him, was n figure of fun. But the
glitter in hiz slits of cyes was deadly
erocious, ruthless zs the plare of a
leopard.

One thrust of the keen dagger, and
the fat junior of Greyfriars would have
been transhxed. -

THE Macxer LIsrRsRT.—No. 1,231,

A shudder of terror ran through him
a5 it dawned on hie fat brain that this
man was not merely a cheeky nigger,
but a desperate rascal, as savage and
ruthless as the figer of hiz native
country.

“0h!" gazsped Bunter.

The Daboo cast a swift glance round.

They were already out of Government
Road, and bowling swiftly along a less
[requented street.

There were plenty of peopla about,
but they gave no attention to the
hurrying rickshaw. The Baboo's dagger
was hidden by his cummerbund; onl
Buntoer knew that it was there, thou

unter was awfully and painfally
consclous of ik,

To the eyes of any who had noticed
them, they were a fat European school-
boy and a podgy Hindoo, taking a ride
together in a rickshaw-—merely that
and nothing more.

“ Preservation of golden silence will
save estimable life of English mister I
said the Baboo. “But one cry—one
word—attracts epproximation of sudden
demise !

“0Oh crikey !

The absurd English was belied by ths
murderous gleam in the slits of eyes,
and the shnrﬂ pricking of the dagger-

oint. Billy Bunter, in a state of hope-
eza funk and bewilderment, fairly
eollapsed.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Kidnapped !

AIROBI, planned as & very
N extensive eity, was not yet
graown to full stature, so to
speak. It did not take long for
the swift-footed rickshaw *“boy” to
whirl his passengers out of the
frequented part of the town. There
was still a good road under the wheels
of the rickshaw, which, no doubt, would
be lined with buildings some day; but
hull{hn%‘s rapidly grew fewer and fewer,
and at last disappeared altogether.
Billy Bunter, squatting in the rick-
shaw with wildly thumping heart,
hardly noticed that he was being taken
out of the town.
Hea was too confused and bewildered
te notice anything clearly.

Hea was in desperate hands; he knew
that now. The fat, smiling Babkeoo, in
enormons  horn-rimmed  glasses  and
ridiculous purple commerbund, might
be comic to the view, but no dacoit of
the Indian ghauts was more savage and
ruthless, Bunter realised that, and he
guaked,

But he was still more astenished than
frightened, deadly as was his terror at
tho prick of the hidden dageger.

What the man wanted with him was
an utter mystery.

Fohbery conld hardly be his intention ;
Bunter could hardly imagine that he
was being taken to some lonely place
to be robbed. But if that was not the
Baboo's abjeet, the terrified Owl eould

not bogin to guess what his object
rnif!ht be,

That he had some purpose, and was
carrying it out with deadly deier-

mination, wuas plain enough. But his
purpose was o hidden mystery to the
hapless Ow!l of the BHemaove.

Onea  outside the town, the Daboo
ceagcerd to hold the dapger-peint fo the
fat junior’s ribs. The weapon dis-
appearcd under the ample cummerbund.

DBut it was ready it it was needed,
as Bunler knew, and he was not dream-
ing of resistance.

‘or several miles the Baboo spoke no
word, though if Bunter stirred, the slits
of eves in tha fat face turned on
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him with a glare in themn that made the
fat junior tremble.

The hapless Owl fried to think it out,
The villain wanted him for somethi
—and it was not robbery. If he h
wanted to go through Bunter’s pockets,
there was no need to take him all this
distance. ‘They were already far from
obzervation.

That the black rickshaw boy was in
league with the Baboo was elear. With-
out a word of direction from ecither of
his passengers he was going swiftly on
his way, as to a destination already
hxad.

Bunter wunderstood that, and he
understood that the Baboo had been
watching him in the Nairoly Stores,
and that his confederate had beon wait-
ing outside with the rickshaw in
readiness. But he cudgelled his fa
brains in vain to guess what they were
up to.

The Bahoo spoke at last. Now that
he was safe out of Nairobi with the
kidnapped Owl, he seemeod relieved,
and the fatuous, good-humoured smile
returned to his podgy face.

“Honourable mister necd net be
alarmed, or subject to fearful terrors,”
sald Chunder Run. *“No injurious
damage is mntem]p]ated to person of
young and estimablo sip1”

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. He was glad
to hear that, at all eventa,

mister 15 safo e
saidd Chunder Run.

“Lifa of young
Bauk of England ™’

“Only utterance of superfluous crics
will cause deadly dagger to approxi-
mate I

“I—=I say, wharrer wyou wup tol™
gasped Bunter. *“ Look here, what do
you mean? Where are you taking me?"
_ " The proceeding is to homble dwell-
ing of worthy self. It is desirable
residenco considerable distances from
Nairobi

“ But what—what—why—-="

“ Explanation dors not occur to bright
intellipence of young mister?’ asked
Chunder Run.

“Neano! If—if it'sa lark
Bunter,

Chunder Run grinned,
~ "“Being busy man, with many irons
in several fires, 1 do not possess supers
fluous time for larkishness,” he said.
“I have eyc on main chance, and
extensive profit I**

¥ [—1've only gok three rupees——

“Young mister 15 son of tremendous
Eld wealthy gentleman 1 said Chunder

um.

Bunter opened his eyes wido behind
his spoctacles,

According to Bunter, hizs father waas
undoubtedly a gentleman of enormous
wealth, and Bunter Court was o place
whore fivers and tenners were as thick
as blackberries in less-favoured spots,

Tt he had never succeeded in con-
vincing Greyfriars follows that this waa
g0 ; amd it was simply amazing that this
man, & perfeet stranger to him, should
believe what nobody else dreamed of
belioving for a mament,

“I—I say, you—you don't know any-
thing about my father?” stammeorsl
Bunter.

“Considerable knowledge has been
accumulated by watchful perspicacity,”
anzwered Chunder Run. ™ Esteemed
{futher of young mister iz tremendouns
and wealthy gentleman of  untold
regources. Such  resources ho  will
expend on recovery of kidnapped som 1™

“Oh? pazped Dunter.

Ho undorstood now,

This grinning Dengalee, who looked
like a figure out of & comic opera, and
acted like a desperate bandit, had
scized him to hold for ransom. |

His ohjeet was explained, but it was

—*"* stammered
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more rmysteriows than ever why he had
geizocd on Bunter.

He might rather have been expected
to attem;:l; to kidnap Herbert Vernon-
Smith, if ho gave his attention to the
millionaire’s party at all

Not for o moment did it occur to
Bunter that the Bzboo was under the
impression that he was Herbert Vernon-
Bmath !

His proccedings in the Nairobi Stores
that morning m:%ht have given anyone
that impression, but it did not occur to
Buntor.

“Bum which is considerable desider-
atum to mo, is small and negligible to
tremendous wealthy gentlernan!” said
the Baboo. “Ten thousand pounds is
not huge fGigure to estimable
millionaire *

“Oh erikey!” gasped Bunter.

He tried to picture the faca of Mr.
Williamm Samuel DBunter, at Dunter
Villa, Surrey, if he received a demand
for ten thouwsand pounds. A demand
for a twenticth part of the sum from
the Inspector of Tazes was wont to
throw Mr. Bunter into a frame of mind
that made him distinctly disagreeable
about the house.

“I—I say. my father ain’t a million-
aire !” pasped Bunter. It was the first
time that Billy DBunter had told the
truth on that subject, but even Bunter
could tell the truth at times. It was
not & habit of his, but he could do it,
and he did it now.

Chunder Run grinned,

“False statement is useless in view
of ascertaincd facts,” he said. ~The
paying over of sum of ten thousand

unds will reintegrate young mister in

esired soclety of tremendous father.
Otherwise, plecce to contemplate sudden
disappearance, and unheard-of fate I

“Oh lor' 1" groancd Bunter.

Jam Das was still running swiftly on,
hia black limbs apparently tireless. The
pickshaw was more than ten miles from
Nairobi now, and the roads had been
left behind.

_Bunter, blinking dismally out of the
rickshaw, saw that they were following
a _track thruuﬁh & wooded country,
with the shady branches of trees casting
shadows across the way.

There was no building in sight, and
only here and there a native to be scen,
in c¢ofton kanzu, glimmering in the
sunshinae.

On the road there had been passing
motor-cars, but here there was no traffic
of any sort, The track was no more
than a bridlepath, and it was narcow,
even for a rickshaw,

Evidently they were heading for some
solitary place at a considerable distance
from Niarobi; where Bunter was, ap-
parently to be kept in security, while
the cunning Daboo negotiated for his
ransom,

How he was going fo get inte touch
with Mr. Dunter in far-off England
Bunter could not guess.  He little

imagined that it was with Mr. Vernon-
Smith, at the Dlanters Hotel, in
Nairobi, that Mr. Chunder Run in-

tended to et into touch,

Bovond the wood, at a2 considerable
distance ahead of the rolling rickshaw,
was a more opon road, bright in the
sunlight, Bunter hoped that there might
be move traflic on it though trallic was
not of much use to him, as he darcd not
ecall for help.

O oond on orane ile rickshaw, eareying
the hapless Owl farther and furiflcr;
and dismaller and dismaller grow the
fat counienance of William  George
Bunier.

- My, Clumnder Bun's olive, fat face,
on fhe other hand, was beaming.

Il¢ hnd taken a rether desperate

1

This week the 7
reveais the hero worshipped by Lord Mauleverer. -'?j T

Hiz hero

Listen fo the story told
By e Umyp and lazy lord ;
Hiz kere's neitlher brave nor bold—
Such things make Mauly bored.
Famous men give him the pip;
Hiz hero iz g fine old Rip
Fan Winkie, who let ages slip,
And snoered, and snored,
SNORED!

and

“Begad! I like him very much,”
Said the limp and lazy lovd;
“I always call him My Od Duteh "—
A joke at which he roared—
“Iee often thought old Rip was deep
To sneak away from folk and ereep
into the hole, where sunk in sleep,

He snored, and snoréd, and
SNORED!
“Some peaple think old Rip was dense;”
Said the [imp and lazy Lord,

“But fellows who have common sénse
Wil all admit he scored;
For while the ordinary ginks
Enjoyed their beaatly rough high
ir ks

o
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about as energelic as himself,
No. 2—LORD MAULEVERER.
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Old fip had forty-eight Fan Winks,
And anored, ond snored, and
SNORED?

“1 always envy Rip Van Wink,”
Said the imp and lazy lord ;
“I'd Like to do the same, T think,
And yet I can't afford
To copy Rip upon the ily.
To think,"” said Mauly, with a sigh,
“He let whole centuries go by,
And  swored, end snored, and
SYXORED !

“If only I could do the same,”
Said the limp and lazy lord,
“I'd let all titles, birth, and fame
And thinge go by the bonrd ;
DBut I hove got to grin and bear
This life with all itr woe and care,”
With which he sank back in his chair
And snored, and enored, and
SNORED/!

chance in kidnapping Bunter in the
busy, thronged Government Road, at
Nairobi, but he had succeeded. Prob-
ably his sly eves had read Bunter's
character fairly accurately, and he had
felt assured that the prick of the dagger
would be enough to keep him gquiet,

Now he had him eafa!

In the happy belief that the million-
aire’'s son was in his grasp, Chunder
Run was already counting on touching
ten thousand pounds of Mr, Vernon-
Smith’s money.

Clatter, elatior, clatter!

It was the staccate beat of horaes
hoofs on the hard earth.

The rickshaw had almost reached tho
corner, where the track through the
wood joincd another road, when the
clatter of hoofs came loudly, from
riders as vet hidden from sight by the
trons,

But in a moement more they came in
sight.

A bunch of horsemeon came brotting
round the corner, almost riding into
ihe rickshaw before they saw it and
there was a clattering and jingling and
trampling as they reined in.

“Halle, hallo, halla! Look out!™
called a well-known volee,

Bunier jumped.

He knew that volce!

Without stopping to think he yelled:

“1 gay, vou fellows! Help! Rescue!
I say, you fellows! Murder—help—
rosous!  Yarooooooh [

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Fortunate Meeting !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.

H almost fell off their horses in
thoir astonishment.

Tha chums of the Remove

had been trotting cheerfully along
a bright =sunny road, and the
sight of the track turning off
under shady trees abtracted them.

The lightly running rickshaw and the
bare fieet of the coolte made little sound,
and they were unaware that thero was &
vehicle on the narrow path till they
swopt round the corner.

Then, as they reined in, in a hurry,
came that startling yell from the rick-
shaw,

“What the
Bob Cherry.

The rickshaw had halted. Jam Das
liad ne choice about that, with six horse-
men crowding and trampling in the
narrow path in front of him,

Chunder Run  locked out of the
vehicle,

His slits of eyes gleamed with page
through hiz horn-rimmed glassos at
the sght of the Greyfriars juniors.

It was a frightfully unfortunate en-
ecounter for the Bahoo.

In laying his cunning plans he cers
tainly had not counted upon thoe chapter
of chances to this extent.

Under his cummerbund his dusky hand
closed almost convulsively on the haft
of his dagger.
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PBut he relinguished the weapon.

The juntors were nnarmed, but they
had their riding-whips, and, anyhow,
armed or not, the Daboo could scarcely
Lhave hoped do deal with six fellows in a
Imneh,

For a moment a spasm of rage shook
the fat TBengalee, The ferocity of a
tiger gleamed from his norrow eyes,

Jut Me, Chunder Run was not think-
ing of a Jesperate and deadly affray
with a crowd of sahibs. Nature had
given him a pood hllowance of the
ferocity of the tiger of his native land,
but had not provided him with that
amimal’s courage, -

PBunior, the moment he had velled,
remembered the dagger hidden under
the purple cummerbund, and sguealed
agein in sheer tervor,

Az he squealed he plunged headlong
ont of the rickshaw.

ITis whole fat carcass gquivered with
ihe fear of a thrusting dageer, or a
elutching hand from the fat Dengalee,

The juniors, reining in the startled
liorses, stared blankly at Bunter, and
;uir the olive, =peetacled face of Chunder

un,

But the latter did net remain long in
their sight, With a bound, displaring
oneg more tho unusual aectivity {hat
dhwelt in his fat limbs, the Baboo was
ot of the rickshaw, and he leaped
away among the trees by the path
almost in a twinkling.

Among the trees the purple eummer-
hand glimmered for a fow moments as
he ran, then it vanished,

Jam Das stood holding fhe handles
of the rickshaw for a moment, as if
umlecided. Bub as the Baboo fled, the
rickshaw coolic evidently made up his
mind that it was a good example to
follow. Abandoning the riekshaw, he
darted away among the frees aned dis-
appeared,

“Help!  Keep Help
Bunter was roaring.

The fat junior, sprawling on the
gromul in a state of frantic funk, was
.I;mi event aware that the kidnappers had

imid.

In horrible expeotation of a thrust
from the dageer, he sprawled and
roared and velled.

“1 say, vou fellows!
Hrln”'

“What on earth—"" gasped Nugont.

Marry Wharion was the first to dis-
mounf., He throw hiz reins over o
Liranch, and ran to Bunter.

" Bunter, you as=—" he exclaimed,

“¥arpoooh! Keep 'em off IV

“*They're gone, fathead,” said Harrev.
"“What on earth has happened? What's
the matter with vou, von fat chump?
What's up with that Bahoo? What
has he holted for?'”

Bunter sat up.

He Dblinked round through his big
spectacles, and gasped with relief to see
that the Hindooz weore gone.

“Ow! Oh dear! Ielp a chap up,
vou beast! Qw!

Wharton grasped
him fo lis feat,
and spluttering.

The other follows had dismounied
now. They gathored round Dunter in
n erowd, amazed and wondering.

“What the thump has the fat duffer
been up to® l‘i‘:ﬁﬂlimnd EBob Cherry.
“What's the row, Bunter "

“Oh dear! OQw, I've been kidnap-
ped P proaned Dunter,

There was a vell of astonishment.

“ Kidnapped 7**

“Ow! Yes! That beastly nigger—oh
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‘o ofl!

Eeep 'em off!

him and jerked
Bunter stood pasping

dear! He had a knife—he stabbed
me———"

“Oh erikey I’

“The stabfulness could not have been
terrific, my esteemed idiotic Bunter,
You seem to be prepostercusly alive!”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“I mean he was going to stab mal
Ch dear! Thank goodness you fellows
maet us !’ groaned Bunter. “ Don’t leave
me! I dare say they haven't gone far!
I say, you fellows, I've had a fearfully
narrow oseape,’’

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at him.
That DBunter had heen kidnapped in
Kenya scemed, to them, wildly impos-
sible.  Tut the flight of the Baboo and
the rickshaw boy bore out his statement.
Obvionsly the two natives of India had
fled in fear of being collared.

“Kulnapped ' repeated Jobnny Bull
“What the thump should anvbody want
to kidnap you fort

“Wanted him for a beanty show,
pechaps " suggesied the Bounder.

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Beast! [ sav, vou follows, don't go!
I'm in fearful dangoer!”’

“They nmst have been up fo some-
thing,” said Wharten in perplexity.
“They've bolted and left the rickshaw.
Iint what—""

: “I'va been kidoapped!” velled Bun-
o,

“Rol!"” said the Bounder.

“Peast 1™

“The rotfulness is
osteomed Dunter.'

“Yah!"

“Well, tell nz whol's happened. old
fai bean!™ said Rob Cherry soathingle.

That samaething unusoal had happened
was elear, from DBuntee’s terror, and the
flight of the Hindoos.

But the chiwns of Greviriars wantod
convineing that William George Bunter
had been kidnapped. So far as they
were aware, Billy Bunter was neither
uscful nor ormamental. amd that anwv-
bady conld pessibly want him seemed
ineredible.

The Ow! of the Remove spluttered ont
hiz storv. The juniors listenod with
growing asionishiment.

“Well, that tears 1t!™ said Tol.
“That man Chunder must be sz mad as
a hatter [

“ATust be, if he wanls Bunter,” =mid
the Bomnder.

“Dlessad if T make

terrific, my

ot 1 maid

Harry. “He seems to have bagged
Bunfer, Dut why——"
“He was going to held me to

ransom ' pasped Bunfer, “He sawd
that he was pomg to stick my father
for ten thousand unds! 1 supposo
he's found out somchow that my people
are enormously wenlthy—-"?

FEvidently Bunter was recovering.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Blessed 1if 1 see anvthing to cackle
at' He mav have heard of Bunter
Court, you knos——="

“Ha. ha, hal

“Look here, vou beasts—"'

"1 suppose there's some truth in it”
salt]l Vernon-Smith, staring at the fat
Owl. I shouldn’t belisve o word of it,
only they’ve cleared off and left the
rickshaw, They bagged Bunter, good-
ness knows whe, suppose  they
rouldn't have wanted to melt him down
for tallow! I don't know how much
they'd get for a couple of tons of
tallow—--o™"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

"You can  cackle!™ roared Dunter.
“But if you'd sat beside that ferocious
n_:]a;;ger. with -2 dagger sticking in your
*1hs 2

Well, you're all right now, old fat
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bean,” said Harry. “They're gone:
wo'll take core of you, old fat man 1

Smff from Bunter |
. The fat Owl was not long in recover
ing his eourage when he was no longer
in danger.

“I ean take care of myself, I fancy ™
he said,

“Oh! In that case, wo'll get on with
our ride,”

“Hold on! 1 sav, vou fellows, don't
vou leave mel” s yelled Bunter, In
alarm,

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I suppose we'd better stick to the
fak f::-D!F *  prunted Vernon-Smith,
“Those darkies were after him, though
goodness knows why.™

“They were going fo hold me to
ransom %

£+ R‘Dt th

“They'va found out that my father
iz a millionaire—"*

“Rats I

“Look here, Smithy, vou benast, if
von think wour pater is the only mil-
lisnaira in the world—-—"

“ Fithead 1"

“Well, they've bagged him., whatever
they wanted him  for.,” said Harry.
“Wo must see the fat duffor safe back
to Nairobi. We shall have to walk the
horses, I supposc.”

“One of yon fellows con pull the rick-

shaw,” said Bunter,

“What m

f‘f con't walk miles. Jt's miles and
miles! You ecan take it 1 turns to

handle the rickshaw, with me in it
explained Bunter,

“1 ean sort of sce
chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha }’?

“If you're going to bLin selfish

“We are,” grinned Dob—" frighifully !
.'!;T'I,"F of you fnllnw.q koo on 2 1ab na
rickshaw eoalio ¥

“ITa, ha, ha!™

Nobody =comnd keea on taking on
the rickshaw ecoolie’s job. Once more
Dunter was np azainst the selfishness
which long experienee had led him to
cxpect from these heasts!

“Well, T ean't walk,” said Dunter.
“TA1 ride one of those geez, and one
of vou fellows ean walk,”

“1 suppose we can give him a Lift,”
said Harry., **We shall have 1o take it
in furns to walk., That fat duffer can't
wallk.

“(dh, really, Wharton! T'm a hetter
walker than any other fellow here, and
chance it.”

“*Than you can walk back 10 Nairohi."

“If von'vre pgoing to be a selfish
beast—-"

“{ih, drr up., fathead "

The morning'zs ride had to be given
np.  The Bounder grunted discon-
tentedly: but the Famous Five {onk it
]gcmd-humaureiih Obviously, Thunter
rad to be looked after, inexplicablo as it
wag that Mr. Chunder Run desived to
make off with him.

il el

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Boot [or Bunier !

Ii. SAMUELL VERNON-
SMITH starced when he was
told what had oceurred. It
was plain that tiie millionaire

did not believe that Bunter had heen

kidnapped to be held to ransom. Hae

patd wvery ht.ﬂp ationfion to Dunter's
statements, having aleeady learned that

Bunter's statements were, as a  role,

about as reliable as those of Ananias or

Baron Munchausen or Ceoree Washing-

ton. Btill, 1t was clear that Dunter

gctually had been carried eff in the
rickshaw; and the millionaire agreed to

us doinx it ™

1%




EVERY SATURDAY

report the matter to the Nairobi police,
end 1t was left at that.

Much to Bunter's indignation, he did
not scem to regard the affair as ono of
the very first importance. Mr. Vernon-
Bmith had a grest deal of "hig busi-
ness ” on hand 1n Nairobi, and he might
possibly have regarded his own affairs
as more important than Bunter's.

Indeed, ho seemed rather annoyed at
the trouble Bunter was causing; though
in this especial caso the Owl of the
Remove was not wholly to blame. Buj
Billy Bunter had given a pgood deal of
tmu’i:r!-'a already, in one way or another,
Mr. Vernon-Smith had already been
bothered that morning by a rickshaw
boy who demanded & fare on Bunter's
account. He had also been astonished
and irritated by the delivery at the
hotel of a huge quantity of goods, and
the prosentation of a bill for one hun-
dred and five pounds fifteen shillings
and sixpence |

With a snappish message that some
foolish mistake had been made, he had
sent both the goods and the bill back
to the Nairobi Stores, after which he
received an indignant telephone call
fram an indignant mmanager, who
stated that the goods had been orderecd
in his name. o

Mr. Vernon-Smith, in biting {ones,
advised the manager to be a little more
oareful how he sllowed himself to be
made a fool of by practical jokers and
rang off. : .

Incidenta like these did not improve
Mr. Vernon-S8mith's temper.

However, he recovered his good.
humour at lunch, and talked cheerily
with the juniors on the subject of the
journey to Uganda, which was to begin
1n tho morming.

Bunter, who had naturally expected
his perilous adventure to be the =ole
topic, suppressed his Indignation with
di lty. But he drew comfort from
the lunch, which was good and ample;
snd while the other fellows chatted
Bunter devoted his attention to packing
away the provender.

ter lunch Mr., Vernon-Smith had a
osll to make at Government House, The
juniors wera left on their own for the
afternoon; but the millionaire gave
Buater a word before he went out.

“8tay in the hotel, as you do not seem
to be safe out of doors,” he said, and
departed without waiting for & reply.

illy Bunter blinked indignantly after
the car as it rolled away with the mil-
lionaire, moro than suspecting that Mr,
Vernon-Smith forgot his existence as
goon as his back was furned.

“Nice way to treat & guest, ain’t it,
you_ fellows?” he asked.

“Don’t you like iti” grunted the
Bounder.

“No; I jolly well don’t 1t

“There's a missionary in this hotel
who's poing back to England,” said
Smithy., *“'The pater counld arrange with
him to take you home, if you hke™

“0Oh, really, Smithy-—""

“¥ou'd be safe from Lkidnappers at
Buntor Court!” said the Bounder sar-
castically. “Nobody in England knows
your pater is a m:llf:ﬂnmrr:, you know."

“Ha, ha, hat*

“And therc's a frightful lot of lions
in Uganda !* snid Bob Cherry.

“And leopards |” said Nugent.

"I'm pot so funky of lions and
leopards a3 some fellows,™ =aid Bunter
calmly. “8till, I think it would he
better for ws to stay in Nairobhi, and
wait for old—I mean, for Mr. Vernon-
Smith to come back. I dare say those
kidnappers have found out that we're
going to Upganda, and they may be
witching for me on the way. They
won't dare to come back to MNairobt,

with the police looking for them. So
I should be safe here. In the cir¢um-
stances, I expeot you {fellows to give
up that trip to Uganda.”

‘Go hon I'" murmured Bob.

i | Eula os¢ I've got fo expeot your
usual selfishness, after all I"'ve dono for
you?” said Bunter bitterly.

“Well, what about geiting out, you
men?”" asked Smithy. “If yvou're not
frightfully keen on Bunter's conversa-
tion——"

“The keenfulnessz ig not terrifie.”

"1 say, vou fellows, I suppoze vou're
not going out and leaving me here
alone?"  eoxclaimed Bunter warmly.
“Old 8mith—— Yarooch! I wou kick
me again, Smithy, you beast i

“Tet’'s get out,”™ said Bolb, “Lota of
things we haven’t seen in Nuirobi yet.”

They departed, leaving Bunter snorti
with inﬂg‘nutiuq. However, the 6:1
found comfort in a nap, and ll:{l
soundly for a couple of hours while the
other fellows were exploring Nairobi,
after which he rolled into the hotel tea-
room and packed away several teas, one
after another. As Me, Vernon-Smith
was [ooting the bills, there was no need
for Bunter to stint himself, And he
didn’t] His gastronomic performancos
were limited only by his circumference.
And even hizs ample circumference was
put to rather a strain.

When he rolled out of the tea-room he
wes fecling his exertions a little, and

is movements resembled those of & very
old and very tired snail,

The beasts had not vet returned. But
Bunter had o rather important maiter

The foot of the manager landed on Bunter's stern, and with a roar the Owl of

the Remove flew out of the Mairobi Stores into the roadway.

“Ohl Ow!

Yarcoooogh ! ' rosred the fat junier.

“0ld—I mean, Mr, YVernon-Smith says
I'm to stay indoors, vou beasts! I
puppose you're nol leaving me here?™

“Oh, don't bs an ass!” said Harry.
“¥You cun go to sleep and feed—"

.. “Beast! 1 expcct my pals to stay in
if I stay in,” said Bunter. “I suppose
you like my society "

“Lzreat pip "

“I'm gowg to have a nap. Well, one
of you iellows ean sit beoside me and

watch over my safety, sgeet”

“ My hat I”

“And fan me to keep the Hies off,”
added Bunter.

“Now, don't all vou fellows spealk at
ence,” satd Bob Cherry. 1 can see
you're all frightfully cager to sit beside
Bunter and hear him snore and keep off
the flics that come after the lunch he's
left on (e outside of his chiivvy.”

“Ha, ha, Lal”

“Oh, como on i
and ha started.

"1 say, vou fellows, if you leave me
slone I shall go out!” said Dunter
warningly, “That may mean that you
will lose me ™

Even {hat awful prospeet did not secm
toe entice {he juniors to rewnain indoors.

grunled the Bounder,

to oceupy his mind, The goods he had
orcdlercd that morning at the Nairobi
Stores had not come to hand.

Tor excellent reasons he had ordered
them in Mre. Vernon-Smith"s name, Thoy
woilld therefore be delivered to Mr.
Vernon-2smith. Bunter did not intend
to mention the matter till they arrived.
He suspected that Mr. Vernon-Smith
might be gultacu able of ringing up tho
stores and cancelling the order before
delivery.

Onece they were delivered, with Bunler
on the spot to claim them, Mr. Vernon.
Smith would bo faced with o *fait
accompli "——an accomplished fact which
Bunter hoped would scttle the matter.

Indeed, if they arrived durin% the
millionaire's absence from the hotel
Bunter was prepared to unpack them
and take possession, leaving only the bill
to be presented to émlthfs pater.

That would make it at least diffi-
cult for Mr. Vernon-Smith, howsoever
stingily inclined, to send them back.

Upon the whole, Bunter considered
that it would be rather better in every
way if the goods eame while Mr.

(Continued on pange 16.)
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Vernon-Smith was absent, and he was
quito anxious to seo them come,

He was blissfully unaware that the
delivery had taken place that morning
while ho was enjoying the trip in the
rickshaw with Mr. Chunder Run, and
that the manager of the Nairobi Stores
was yearning just then for a sight of the
practical joker who had, as he supposed,
giren an extensive order in the million-
aire’'s name and made & fool of him.

Mr. Vernon-Smith had made no
reference to the matter, nover droaming
that it waz & member of the party who
had played the supposed practical joke,
and as he hed not referred to anything
being delivered from the Nairobi Stores,
Bunter naturally concluded that the
goods were not yet delivered.

Having packed away all the teas that
his cireumference would hold, Bunter
decided to give the Wairobi Stores a
lock-in and hurry up that delivery. In
every way it was better to get the gwds
into his hands befora Mr. Vernon-Smith
came back from Government House.

He blinked round him warily as he
rolled out of the hotel,

Bui he realised thaf, after what had
happened in the morning, Mr. Chunder
Run was not likely to be seen again in
the streets of Nairobi.

But he did not take a rickshaw.
Bunter was fed-up on rickshaws, Any
of the grinning Kukes outside the
Lotel might have been in league with
Chunder Run, for all Bunter knew.

Btill, as it was only a hundred yards
to the Nairobi Btores, even Billy Bunter
was able to negotiate the walk without
undue fatigue.

He arrived at the stores, and rollad in,

Instantly he drew the attention of a
neat young man who had served him
on his previous visit.

That neat young man was quite sur-
prised to see him roll in. But he was
pleased, too. He had never expected to
sce the practical joker sgain—at least,
within the swing doors of the Nairohi
Btores, .

He came rather aquickly towards
0N " e

ore you are ! said.

Bunter blinked at him.

He was not an observant fellow, but
he could not help noticing that the neat
Young man was no longer displaying the
polished courtes with which he had
received  Bunter's magnificent orders
that morning,

“Eh? Yes," gaid Bunter. *What
nbout those things I ordered? I've beon
walling "

The neat young man stared. This fat,
flabby-looking ass, blinking through his
spectacles, did not leok as if he had a
tremendous nerve. But evidently he
had! With perfect coolness he was re-
visiting the scene of his extraordinary
cx})!mt of the morning 1

“One moment, sir ! gasped the neat
young man, “I will caﬁ tgljﬁ- manoger,”™

“No need,” said Bunter. @ just
want to know—*" -
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__“The manager wishes to see you, eir,
if you will kindly take a seat for a
moment.”

“Oh, all right ! said Bunter, and ho
sat down, “Tell him not te imep e
wailing.”

“1 am sure he will not keep yvou wait-
ing, sir,” said the neat young man.
“He iz most anxious to see you, six "

The manager did noet keep Dunter
waiting ! The fat Ow! had reposed his
podgy limbs for less than a minute when
thic_nanager arrived. g

Ho was a tall, thin gentleman, with
a hard eye. That eye glinted as it was
fixed on Bunter.

“ Yoz, this is the fellow,” he said, with
a nod. "I remember him guite well.
This is the rascal !*

Bunter jumped.

11 1 Sﬂ-jr I

“This is the scoundrel 12
manﬁ gr, with angther nod.

(1] A .l 7 F¥

There was no douabt that the manager
of the Nairobi Stores was glad to see
Bunter. He almost looked as if he could
eat him |

Bunter started to his feet. He realised
that something was wrong. The
manager's words and looks wers hardly
those of a manager dealing with & cus-
lomer who gave orders for a hundred
pounds” worth of goods

“Open the deoor, Thomson " said the
MANagEer,

*“Certainly, sir I said the neat young
man, with an anticipatory grin.

“1 say! Oh, my hatl Leggo!"
roasred Bunter in amazement and wrath,
a5 the manager grasped him by the
collar, i

Clustomers glanced round in surprise,
Billy Bunter was more than surprised—
ha was astounded.

He was jerked along to the door,
which the neat young man was holding
wide open. He was landed in the
middle of the doorway, facing the read.

Some intuition warned Dunter what
was coming. He¢ jumped. His jump
was swift. DBut swiktter srill was the foot
of the manager.

Crash |

“ ¥ooooooop I

Billy Bunter flew out of the Mairohi

TRE.

He nose-dived inte Government Road,
and roared.

“0Oh! Ow] Yaroocooogh ¥

The door closed.

Dunter sat up dizzil
a grinning crowd of

"Ow! Oh ecrumbsl
Bunter.

And, still in a dizzy state, the Owl of
Greyiriars picked himself up and limped
back to the Planters Motel, a sadder, if
not a wiser Dunter,

gaid the

in the midst of
ules.
Wow I gasped

e e s

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Begs For It |

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H boarded the train, the following
day, in cheery spirits.

They lhiked Nuairobi, end
could have spent many days more, with
pleasure, in the capital of Kenya. But
thore was plenty to be seen aleng the
Uganda Railway, which was to carry
them on their journey ag far as Victoria
Nynnza, And they wera extremely keen
to sce the Great Lakes. Billy Dunter
cared nothing for kakes, great or small,
and he was rather doubiful about the
grub in Uganda; and undoubtedly
preferred Nairobi. But he had given up
teying to tnduee the other fellows to
rernain in the town, watching him feed
at teachops, for the remainder of the
holidays. That, according to DBunter,
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would have been something like a holis
day, bui the other fellows did not seem
to see it, somchow.

Bunter rolled into the station with
the rest, in good time for the train. Ha
had little to carry, az be was—as ususl—
travelling light, Had his extensive pue-
chases at tho Nairobi Stores come off,
Bunter would have been travelling
heavy, and would have necded at loast
one Kuke porter to himself, But, aftor
all his trouble, Dunter had bagged
nothing at the Nairobi Btores but one
hefty drive from the manager's boot.

There was, however, a considerable
amount of baggage in the party, and
among other things, there was a
very handsome lunch-basket, zpecial
ordered by Smithy for the train, an
gupplied by the hotel. On a slip of
paper, attached to it, was the name:
“H. Vernon-Smith.”

. Bunter’s eyes lingered on it as the
juniors, in a cheery group, chatted
while they waited for the train.

Mr, Vernon-Bmith, at some distanoce,
was improviog the shining hour by &
last rapid business talk with some busi-
ness acquaintance, Mr. Vernon-Smith
being a gentleman who never wasted a
minute, his minutes being as valuable
a3 the hours, if not years, of lesser
mortela,

Bunter blinked ‘morosely at six cheer-
ful juniora.

These fallows knew perfectly well that
he preferred Nairobi to Uganda, and
tcashops to jungles, and cafes to croco-
diles.  Yet they were starting on the
journgy in great spirits, just as if
Bunter's preferences did not matter.

hey  were  actually  discussing
Kikok 20, the Kikuyu, who was to
rejoin the party when they stopped at
Naivasha, which was about sixty miles
from Nairobi, up the railway.

The Kikuyu hunter was to accompany
the party into Uganda, where the
juniors hoped that they would be shle
to go on safari egain, with Kicky
s guide.

Bunter did not want to go on
safari, and he did not want to ses
Kicky again, The Kikuyu had nevor
treated Bunter with the respect that
was due from a nigger to a pukka sshib
like Bunter,

Heedloss of what Bunter wanted,
Harry Wharton & Co. were looking
forward to sceing Kicky, and were very
glad to be meeting him at Naivashs,
on the way to Uganda.

But, irritated as Bunter was by this
solfishness and disregard of his im-
poriant person, he was rather glad that
the juniors had neither eyes nor atten-
tion upon him just then,

Unregarded by the cheery, chatting
group, the Owl of the Remove picked
up the lunch-basket and moved farther
elong the platform.

Smithy had had that basket specially
packed for a luoch all round. There
was, therefore, enough for Bunter, if he
succeeded 1n getting away with it

The train came puffing up from the
const at last, and stopped in Nairebi
station. DBunter, whose usual speed was
sbout 1 m.p.h.,, moved with unwonted
colerity, He was the Grst fellow in the
train—at the farthest distaoce he could
gct_ from Iarry Wharton & Co.—and

mithy's lunch-basket went with him,

He pnt out @ grinning face and
looked along the train at the other
i‘u_'tluws. They were looking round for
nineL.

“1 say, you fellows!"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” DBob Cherry
ran up. “What are vou up to, fat-
head? We're all travelling together.'

“1 don't care for your company,
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lhanks,” said Bunter ealmly. *I1 wanu
a bit of a rest sometimes from o mob
of noizy schoolboys.”

“What ?' gasped Bob.

“And I can't stand Smithy’s manners,
-ou know: and his patey’s rather the
imit, too. 'Tell them so, from me™

“You fat idiet——"

“Come on, Bob!” sheuted Wharlen,
from the distance.

“Look here, Bunier, you fat chump,
we'd better stick together-—"

“Rats 1"

“Well, if you get lost, you benighted
bandersnateh, you'll stay lost!™ hooted
Bob,

“Go and eat eoke!”

Bob Cherry breathed hord and deep.
1t really was kind of him to look for
Bunter and gather him in, for cer-
tainly he did not want Bunter's com-
pany. DBub Bunter, evidently, did not
mean to be gathered in. For some
reason unknown to Bob ho wanted to
travel alone that morning.

The reason—in the form of a well-

ked lunch-hasket—was on the scab
eside Bunier, ns a matter of fact, but
it was not visible to Dol Cherry.

“Cut off I said Bunter, blinking at
him from the train, “If you want my
eompany, Bob Cherry, you'd better mend
your manners a little. They can do
with it."

“VWhe wonts yvour eompany, you fat
walrus 7 hooted Bob., “Btay where
you are, and be blowed !

L4} Y-ﬂ-h !:Ii

Bobh Cherry ran along the frain to
rejoin his friends. They wore already
packing themseclves in.

“Where's Bunter 7"? arked Harry.

“Farther back, Ie wants to travel
alone.”

“The silly owl!”

“Let him, for poodness’ sake!” ex-
claimed the Bounder. “I supposze you
men are not pining for Bunter's chin-
wag P

“Mha pinefulness is not ternific!”
chuckled ithe Nukob of Bhanipur.

“Qh, let the fat idiot rip!"™ said

Wharton, “He can't come 1o any
harm on the train. He knows we don’t
get out till Waivasha.”
r And Buuter was pgiven lus head.
Truth to tell, the chums of the Remove
were distinetly relieved by FPunter's un-
accustomned desire for solitnde. There
was no doubt that, of the fat Owl's fas-
cinating society, a little went o long
WLy,

Mr. Vernon-3mith  dravelled in
another carriage, with some business
men of Nairobi, whe were going up to
Naivasha, They were talkimg sheep—
the juniors had learned that sheep-farm-
ing was the growing imdustry in_the
MNaivasha region., The Famons Five
and the Bounder had a carnage to
themselves, and wndoubtedly it was
more comlortable without Bunter,

“YWhere's that dashed lanch-basket 77

11r
+*

asked Vernon-8mith.  “They don’t
zeem to have put it on.  Any of you
fellows sce 1t?”

Mobody eounld sce it

“Here, vou Kukel” called out

Emi!}:i;. “Lunch-basket | Thore's a
Junch-basket to put on!”
But the Kuke porter seemed fo know

nothing of it. The Bounder, with an
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angry gront, jumped down to look 1or it
But it was not to be seen, and the
-E]‘](ﬁil'l@ rave a shriek,

‘Buck wp, Smithy!” called out Bob.

And the Bounder had to jump back
into the train, It looked as if somcone
among tho jostling crowds in the station
had pit.-l;e.{i up that lunch-basket by
mistake—or perhaps nok by mistake!
Anyhow, there was no time for further
search, and the Bounder bad (o go
on without it

But looking fromm the train intercsted
the juniors, and they did not worry
uwnduly about the loss of the lonch-
basket. 'There was plenty {o be seen
of great interest going up from Nairobi.

They had ghmpsez of Mount Kenya
in the distance, the great mountain, on
tha summit of which, sccording to
Kikolobo, the great god N'gai dwelt,
his eve eeing all that happened inm
“RBritish Kast * from that elevated coign
of vantage.

Mative villages could be soon from the
train, snd at Kikuyu—a place named
after the natives of the country—the
juniors locked over wide, cultivated
fields of maize and miller, Leans and
wattle.

Farther on, the railway ran through
great forests, where the juniors zaw
timber mills, where wood was cut for
railway fuel.

Then the line dipped into the Rilg
Valley, where the view was really mag-
nificent. and eraters of extinet volcanoes
could be seen.

But the magnificent scenery of the
eelebrated Iife Valley, thoungh it held

{Cantinued on iext page.)

miles to go

FEW more weary miles to go before
there is a halt for tea. Now is the
time for Wrigley’s. The delightful flavour
of Wrigley’s Chewing Gum will buck
you up—will refresh the mouth and take
away the parched fecling.
And Wrigley’s “ after every meal®
will aid digestion and cleanse the teeth,
In two flavours—P.K., a pure peppet-
mint flavour; and Spearmint, a pure
mint leaf flavour. Only 1d. a packet, but
the finest quality money can buy.

PACKET
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the attention of the chums of the
Remove, was absolutely wasted on a
fat jumor farther along the train.

Billy Bunter's eyes, and spectacies,
were fxed on the contents of Bmithy's
lunch-basket.

Those contents had been gradu-
ally diminishing, growing smalier
by degrees, and besutifully less.-

Bunter grinned over that prolonged
snd exiensive feed, and wondered
whether the fellows up the trawn wers
getting hungry. If they were it served
thom right, and Bunter had no
aympathy o waste ca them.

But even Billy Bunter bad to leave
off eating at last, and as the train
rocked on, he unwilhngly relinguished
the lunch-basket while entables yot
remained in it, and leancd back o rest
after his exertions. ]

It was quite s happy morni for
Bunter—one of the best he bad had
in Kenya.

He leaned back, and his little round
e¢yes closed behind his big round
spectacles, his extensive mouth opened,
and he snored.

There were two other passengers in iho
carriage, who had glanced every now
and then at Bunter, with mterest, per-
haps wondering where he was packing
away the foodsiuls,

When the train slowed down in
Kijabe, half-way dowa the great Rift,
they changed their carriage, perhaps
finding Billy Bunter's gargantuan snore
too mach of a good thing at close
gquarters.

But Buntor was not long left alone.

The train made a prolonged stop at
Kijabe, and a couple of minutes after
the passcogers had left an olive-skinned
face looked into the carriage.

It was that of & slightly built, bony
featured Hindoo, who looked like one of
the Baboo clerks employed on the rail-
way and in the commercial houses of
Kenya.

He looked at Bunter, and then his ayes
fixad on the label on the lunch-hasket,
which hore the inseription: “ H. Vernon-
Smith.”

He startcd—and then grioned and
stepped 1nto the carriage,

Bunter, had he been awake, might
have guessed that the skinny little mran
was interested in & fab youth whose name
was supposed—by Mr. Chunder Run—to
be Herbert Vernon-Smith.

But Bunter was deep in slumber, and
it he was dreaming he was not dreaming
that one of Mr, Chunder Run’s numer-
ous_ relatives had boarded the train
at Kijabe to szpy on the millionaire’s
party, Mr. Chunder Run having the hest
of ;.;eamns for keeping personally out of
sight.

unter snored on,

The skinny Hindoo looked out of the
train and made a sign to a black man
who was squatting in the shadow of a
ptack of packing-cases,

Then he sat down and waited.

His black cyes glimmered at the snor-
ing Owl. Not till the train was about
to start did the Hindoo stir,

He gave & rapid glance along the
train. There was no sign of Mr. Vornen-
Smith and the other schoolboys slight-
ing. Obviously, they were going on to
Naivasha.

There was a shriek from the engine
The skinny Hindoo bent over Bunter,
and hooked him out of his scat.

'3 {:'mﬂﬂgh 1

Bunter woke up quite suddenly.

What was happening to him, unless
it was an carthquake Dunter did not
know.

He flow from thse ecarriape,
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bumped on the platforms. The train
was already in motion.

* ¥arooooh [

Bunter sprawled and roared,

He sat up, dazed and dizzy. He sct
his spectacles straight on his fat little
nose, and blinked round him in utter
amazenent.

.The train was going on. Bunter,
sitting breathless and dizzy on the plats
form, blinked after it.

He had hardly glimpeed tha Hindoo
who had pitched him out, and who had
Eong on in the train.

His fat wits were in a state of utter
confusion.

. He sat and blinked after the train as
1t disappeared. The train rushed on
towards Naivasha, twenty miles distant’
and Billy Bunter sat and gasped, and
%nsped, and gasped, in a state of hope-
vss bewilderment—left behind |

p———— rw

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Chunder Run in Luci !

BIL%Y BUNTER staggered to his
cet,
He bhnked round him,

: Several Kuke porters were
staring at him, They seemed amused.
No doubt their impression was that the
white passenger had clumsily fallen in
getting out of the train.

“Oh crumbs [ gasped Bunter. * Here,
I say, is this Naivasha "

*No, sarl This Kijabe ¥ answered
ong of the Eukes,

“I've been pitched out of the trapin,”
gasped Bunter., ™ Some nigger got hold
of mo and chucked me out.”

The EKuke grinned.

“The train's gone on 1 gasped Bunter.

The Kuke still grinned.

*“ My friends have gote on—I'm left
nehmg i

The Kuke continued to grin.

“What am I going to do!"” gasped
Bunter.

The native porter's grin grew a litile
wider, but that wag all. Apparently be
did not know what Bunter was going to
do, All he had to contribute was an
expansive grin.

“¥You silly fool of a pnigger 1" grunted
Bunter.

He rolled away to a seat and sat down,

His fat brain was still in a state of
bewilderment.

Had Bunter foreseen such an extra-
ordinary ocourrcnce, Herbert Vernon-
Smith's lunch-basket, or a dozen lunch-
baskets, would not have tempted him to
travel alone. But how could & fellow
have forescen that a perfect strangor
would collar him and pitch him neck-
and-crop off the train?

It really was one of those things which
no fellow could have forescen.

Even now it had happencd Bunter
could not understand it.

Unless the nigger on the train was
mad, or a practical joker of a distinctly
unpleasant variety, there seemed no ex-
planation of hiz amazing action.

It did not occur to Dunter's fat brain
that Chunder Bun’s spy had been waich-
ing at Kijabe, and, unexpectedly findin
the fat junior on his own, sc amteg
from the rest of the party, had seized
the golden opportunity to separate him
siift farther. o

Bunter had asked for it—in fact,
begged for it—as he often did. Put he
was far from guessing what it meant.
He did not even surmise any connection
between the nigger on the train and the
Babao who had attempted to kidnap him
at Nairoli.

Ho was completely at & loss.

THE MAGNET

But there ne was, stranded at Kijabe,
and the Greyfriars party, uiterly
ignorant of the fact that he was no
longer on the train, were speeding on
to distant Naivasha without him.

There was nothing for it, apparently,
but to wait for the next train—and he
was aware that trains were not frequent,

In & state of wraih and bewilderment
Billy Bunter sat and rubbed the places
where he had collected aches and pains
?n establishing contact with the plate
arm.

The Kuke porters lost their interest in
Bunter; but the black man, squatting by
the packing-cases, who had received the
signal from the nigger on the train, was
watohing him curiously,

He rose at last and came towards
Bunter.

The fat Owl blinked at him sourly,

The man looked like a coolie. He was
dressed in white cotton with a red stripe,
and wore a scarlet fez on his fuzzy black
hair, He saluted the fat junior with
groat respect.

“¥oun lose a train, sart” he asked,

* Yes,"” grunted Bunter,

" ¥You like drive in fine carriage, sar 1"

:: No," grunted Bunter,

Fine quick carriage, sar—drive you
anywhere, cheap price! Drive wyou
Nairobi, drive you Naivasha-——"

Bunter sat up and took notice.

:Nn:'.rﬁahsl*"he repeated.

You go Naivasha, sar? Drive you
all same train, sar! TFine .quick
carriage, sar] You likei?™

“*0Oh1" ssid Bunter. “Look here, how
long should I have to wait for the next
train to Naivasha ¥

" Two, three hour, sar|®

*Oh erikey [

“Fine carriage very quick, sar, all
game time train to Naivasha! Chea
price, sah! Everybody in Kijabe tell
you me one good driver, sar.”

Bunter rose from the seat.

l This was top good a chance to ba
ogt.,

It was likely enough, for oll Bunter
knew, that & driver cutting across
country, might reach Naivasha as soon
ns the train, following the line—
cspecially as trains in Kenya were
decidedly slow.

* The sooner he rojeined the Greviriars
party the bettor Bunter would be
pleased. He had no fancy for wander-
ing a.bn_ui‘. Eenz{a on hi_a own, especially
after his experience with Mr. Chunder
Run the day before.

“ Al right 1 he said.

“Yes, sar! You come this wav, sar,
you ses & carriapge ! sgaid Lho coolie,

Bunter followed him from the scation.

His apirits were rising & little. This
really was rather a stroke of luck.

He did not even inaguire the price of
g drive to Naivasha., Whatever the
price was, it would not have to be paid
until the end of the drive, and then it
would be left to Mr. Vernon-Bmith.
Bunter could afford, in the cireum-
stances, to bo oareless in money
matiers, ;

He blinked round him in the bright
gunshine for the carriage.

Kijabe Hill, rising at a littlo dis-
tance, did not interest him, neither did
the surrounding forest.

“Where's the carriage?™ he asked.

“This way, sar! You follow.”

Bunier grunied, and followod.

At & {-.uﬂ:-‘.idcmia'lu:: distance from the
station o covered cart stood by the
roadside. The ecanvas cover heing
closed, Bunter could mot seo whethor
the cart had an occupant, and was hap-

ily unaware that two sly slits of eyes,
Eﬁhind & F.u.ir nf rnormous horn-rimmed
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glossoz, watched him through a rent in
the canvas as he rolled up.

Two donkeys wera barnessed to the
cart. The wheole ountfit was vapguely
fomiliar to Bunter’s eycz. 8till, there
wore plenty of donkey-carts in Kenya,
and ke did not identify this one as the
cart that had stood under the tall
cedar en the hill read, when Mer.
Chunder Run had been-rescued from
the leapard.

He blinked at the donkey-cart, and
blinked angrily at the coolie. There
was a dawning grin on the black face.

“This isn't the carriage, I suppose?”
demanded Bunter warmly,

“¥osz, zar! Fine carriage,
sar. Drive you too quick,
Eﬂr-"

“You silly chump!”
snappad  Bunter. “Think
I'm going to drive miles in a
donkey-cart I¥

“Fine quick eart, sar;
cheap price. Very too com-
fortable,” said  the eoolic.
“Y?lu look 1o & cart, sar, you

The coolie drew aside the
canvas at the back of the cart
invitingly. Bunter snorted.

That a donkey-cart could
reach Naivasha in the same
time as the train he had lost
seemad  highly  improbable.
Still, if he had to wait two
or three hours for the next
train, there was no doubt that
the donkey-eart could make
the journey much sconer than
that, After all, he could lie
down in the cart and go to
sleep, and that would he
better than hanging about a
wind-swept gtation for two
or three hours.

The coolia wateched him
covertly. He was preparcd
to collar Bunter, and pitch
him, neck-and-crop, into the
covered cart, if pecessary.
But i1t was not necessary.

“0Oh, all right,” grunted
Bunter,

With & helping hand [rom
the coolic he stepped into the
cart, i

The canvas dropped behind
him, shutting off the bright
sunshine.

Bunter blinked in the dim dusk of
the interior, and started at the sight
of a glimmering pair of cnormous
rlasses. The next moment a squeak of
terror cscaped him as a podgy hand
grasped him, and sat him down in the
cart, and a bare blade gleamed in the
dusk.

“¥ou will not perpetrate unnceessary
and superfluous  noises,” said  the
familiar voice of Chunder Run, “In
sich eases, this dagger will penctrate
with disastrous fatality.”

“Oooogh P gurgled Bunter.

“ Pleceo fo sit dewn in repeseful
silenee,” satd Chunder Run. “This
time there will not be chance meeting
with  superfluous  persons exceuting
horsemanship. No, the utierance of
voeal cries will be signal for approxi-
mation of fatal dagger.”

“ Cosoh 1 \

FBunter collapsed on the rugs in the
battom of the cart. There was a
eound of a stick cracking on the hacks
af the donkoys, and the cart was sct in
motion. It rolled rapidly away, fo an
accompanimient of continual eracking of
the stick in the hand of the eoolic whe
was driving.

ITiclden from all eyes by the canvas
cover of the sart, Bunier blinked in
lervor at the fat, erinning face only a

foot from him, and the podzy hand
that hield the dapgger.

He wes in the hands of Chunder Run
again, and this time, as the wily
Baboo remarked, nao accidental meet-
ing was likely to save him.

e sat and guaked,

Chunder Run grinned,

Unexpected, almost unhoped for, sue-
cess had come his way., CUcrtainly he
would not have sueccceded so easily had
his wietim heen the Dounder, as
Chunder Run suppoased him te he. The
fatuonsness ef the Owl of the Remove
had plaved into his dusky hands.

“Onee more we travel in bappy

juztaposition,” said Mr. Chunder Run
pleasantly. “We proceed in compan
to desirable residence, where you will
inhabit with felicity uniil honourable
parent coughs up, as you say, consider-
able sums. Yes!”

And Bunfer, guaking with terror,
was borne away as fast as the coolio's
shick eould drive the donkeys o thai
dosirable vesidence,

i

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Where is Bunfer?

& H'RY, by Jove!”
ﬁ “lood old Kicky i

The train  stopped
Naivasha.

Thoere were o good many people on
the platformy, but conspicuons among
them, towering head and shoulders over
most, was o tall firure elad in striped
monkey skins.

It was Kikolobo, the Kikuyu.

The Greyinars party had arranged
to pick up thoe Kikuyu on their way
to Uganda, wither he was lo accom-

at

pany them. TDuring their days at
Nairobi, TKicky had _ been  back
among his owmn people.  Bot the cheery

prin that relaxed his grave face, at the
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sight of the juniors locking from the
train, showed that he was pleased to

sen the party again—cspecially
" Bwana-wangu,” as he called the
Bounder.

Kicky was in his fighting garb of
monkey-skina; but he had left his
rhinoceros-hide shield and spears be-
hind when he came down to the station
to wait for the frain. He hent his tall
head in salute over the crewd as the
juniors waved to himn

“Jolly glad to see old Kicky again™
said Bab.

“The gladiulness s terrifie,”

The Bounder’s [ace wore a cheery

Stealthily, unregarded by the cheery, chatting juniors, Bunter pleked up the lunch-basket
and moved silently away !

smile. Hard, and somewhat cynical as
lio was, thoe Bounder had been touched
by the loyal devolion of thoe Rikuyw,
and he had a streng hiking for Kicky.
All the juniors were glad to sce the
famous hunter of Masalindi again; the
Bounder most of all.

Mr. Vernon-B8mith met the juniors as
they alighted from the train. He was
rather hurried; fwo buosiness frionds
who had fravelled with him were waik-
ing for him.

“"You boys, all right—what—what "
spid Mr. Vernon-Smith. “Leave the
bagrpare to the hotel porter.  T'vo
spoken to him,  Don’t lose that young
ass, Bunter. Wheree 13 he! Follow me
to the MNaivasha Hotel.”

“Ihera's Kieky  over
father,” said the DBounder.
across and speak to him.™

“Yos=ves. Then come on to the

vonder,
“1'll ecut

hatel,” ‘ . )
Mr., Vernon-Smith  rejoined  his
fricnda, They walked to the hotel.

Mr. Vernon-Smith ¢id not notice, and
the juniors did not dream of noticing,
a little, skinny Hindu whe alighted
fram the train, and hovered necar with
hiz eyes on the millionaire. hero
were a dozen IHndus or more aboud
the siation, amd the man who had
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itched Bunter out of the train at
ijabe was only one among many.
he skinny man followed the mallion-
aire from the station. He had no eyes
for the junicrs. They had no interest
for him.

Heo followed the millionaire until he
entered the hotel, after which he hung
about the building for soma {ime,
entering into tallk with some of the
native attendants. Having ascertained
easily cnough that Mr. Vernon-Smith
bad booked to stay at Naivasha over
night, Mr. Lal Jang was apparently
satished, for he cloared off immediately
aftorwards. Anvone who had been
interested in the movements of the
skinny, little map might have noticed
that Lal Jang hired & mule, and jogged
away by a path through the grassy
pasture land that extended for & great
distance towards the forest. Bub no

least of all the Greyiriars fellows,
any interest in the movements of
Lal Jang.
The juniors, no doubt, would have
interested in the akmnﬂ gentleman
bhad they known that he had pitched
Buanter out of the train twenty miles
on the line. But as vet they
knew nothing of Billy Bunter's mis-
edvantures.

At the moment they were interested
in Kikoclobo. :

Leaving their baggage to the native
hotel porters, they made their way
through the crowd on the platform to
the tall Kikuyu.

He advanced to meet them.

“Jolly glad to see you again, Kicky !”
said the Bounder, with a genial cordi-
elity that he did not often display.

“(O Bwana-wangu, the heart of this
Eikuyu is light as the wing of a
butterfly, beholding once more your
noble and beautiful countenance,” said
Kikolobo.

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob.
“Kicky iz a jolly old poet!”

*“The poeticality of the esteemed
Kikuyu iz terrifio,” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

The juniors remained talking with
the Kikuya for several minutes before
they remembered Bunter,

hen Wharton glanced up and down
the platform for him,

e ro's that fat duffer?*’ he asked.
“ I suppose he's got out of the train,”

“ Gone to sleep more likely !"’ grunted
Johnny Bull.

“ Retter hook him out before the frain
oes I grinned Bob, “The fat ass had
tter not go on to Uganda on his own.”
*You fellows bag him,” said Vernon-
Bmith; and, leaving the Famous Five to
collect Bunter, he walked out of tha
station with tﬁe- Kikuyvu.

There was no sign of BDunter on the
platiorm, but the train had not yet re-
started. Bob cut across to the carriage
where he had seen Bunter ensconce him-
self at Nairobi. _

Two or three passengers had got in,
but Bunter was not there. But on the
soat was a lunch-basket, with a label
attached, bearing the name of “H.
Vernon-Smith.”

Bob stared at it. He knew now what
had become of the missing lunch-basket,
and why Bunter had desired to travel
slone.

“The fat villain!” ejaculated Bob.

He picked up the lunch-basket, which
weighed considerably less than it had
weighed at Nairobi, and rejoined his
Eriends.

“Isn’t Bunter thera?' asked Harry.

“MNo.  Smithy’s lunch-basket was,
v R M
Fillain mug ve bagged 1t; that's w.
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he wanted to travel alone. DBut he

soems Lo have left it there and got out.”
“ But he hasn't got out,” said Wharton,

puzzled. * We should have seern him if

ha'd Eﬂt out. He's wide enough to be
n

“0h, my hat! Has the howling asa
got out at the wrong station?” ex-
claimed Wugent.

“Let's look along the train,” said
Harry.

The juriors ran slong the train, look-
ing into every window. Bul all they
ascertained was that Billy Bunter was
not on the train.

A few minutes later the train steamed
out, leaving the Famous Five in & per-
plexed group on the platform.

“The howling ass!"” growled Johony
Bull

“The frightful chump! He's got out
at the wrong station,” seid Harry.
“ Goodness knows why! Queer that he
gshould leave the lunch-basket behind.
That's not like Bunter.”

“The gueerfulness is prepostorous.”

“Better go on to the hotel, and let
;:Ir. Vernon-Smith know,” said Harry.

I suppose he will have to telegraph
along the line, Btill, if the fat idiot got
out too soon, I suppose evon Bunter will

[P e e

!l NORTHANTS CHUM WINS
a

LEATHER POCKET WALLET

for the follow: -

friarst ]im:ﬁigl IMI:E?EEG!‘EE*

Clapham, 134, Knox Road, Wel-

lingbarough, Northants, has been
sent a handsome leather pocket ‘

wallet.

Sald Temple to Dabney and Fry :
“Ta :tr;ht Harry wgnrtnn r#‘"

But &mngu to relats,
To loas was his Tats :
Yet he won a gorgeous black eye |

You would like & handy leather
pocket wallet, chum. Send along
your limerick to-day, and if it's a
'1 winner you'll get a wallet I

have sense enough to come on by the
next train.

The juniors left the station. At the
hotel they found Mr. Vernon-Smith and
reported Bunter's absence.

The millionaire gave a snort.

“Why did you let the young ass out
of your sight?” he grunted.

“Well, you see—"

Wharton hesitated. He did not want
to tell Mr. Vernon-Smith about the
lunch-basket.

“He must have got ont at Lamory or
Kijabe,” said Mz, Vernon-Smith. “The
boy seems to me fool enough for any-
thing. But I suppose he has =scnse
enough to come on by the next train—
what—what "

“ =] suppose so.”

“1 say " began Frank Nugent:
and he paused.

“Well?” rapped Mr. Vernon-Bmith,

“I—I suppose he can't have landed in
trouble—that Baboo fellow who bagged
kim at Nairobil!®™

“ Oh, my hat1” ejaculated Bob Cherry.

“ Rubbish ["" said Me. Vernon-Smith.

“Well, it's rather quesr—"

“ Nonsense 1"
The juniors had to let the matter
drop. Mr. Vernon-Smith was evidentl

fed-up with the trouble of the fat Owl,
which was not really surprising.  And,
really, it was motre probable that Bunter
had mistakon his station, than that he

THE MAGNET

had fallen into the hands of the Baboo
in broad daylight on & crowded train.

“We stay the night here,” said Mr.
Vernon-Smith. “The young ass will
come on later. Leave it at that.”

And it was left at that.

Short as the stay was to be at
Naivasha, Mr. Vernon-Smth had
several business azffairs to attend to
there, He had secured an option on s
big sheep farm in that vicinity, and that
wag & mattor which required hig atten.
t1on, to the complete exclusion of Bunter
and all his works,

Harry Wharton & Co. lunched with
the millionaire at the Naivashs Hotel,
aiter which Mr, Vernon-Bmith was busy,
and the Famous Five wenl out with the
Bounder. They ecalled for Kikoloboe,
who had his quarters in o native hut oo
the shore of Lake Naivasha, and en-
jored s frip on the lake with the
Kikuyu. ugs hippopotami ficated
like great logs on the surface of the
lake, and once Kikolobo pointed out =
herd of zebras on the bank. The abscres
of Billy Bunter did not weigh unduly on
their spirits; indeed, it 18 much to be
feared that they had almost forgotten
his existence,

But when they walked back to the

!hmtel for = late tea, they remembered
1.,

“1 suppose ‘we shall find Bunter at the
botel,” remarked Bob., “He must have
come on by this time. He can’t be lost.”

“No such  luck!” gruoted the
Bounder.

But even Smithy looked serious, when
they reached the hotel, and found that
Bunter had not arrived.

Another train had come in; in faet,
more than cone traig, and Bunter, it was
evident, had not come on by the railway.

Mpr. Vernon-Smith was absent from
the hotel, and the juniors had their tea
in rather a worried mood, The convie-
tion was growing in their minds that
the Owl of the Remove had landed in
some sort of trouble, :

“If that blinking Baboo's got hold of
him again—-'" gaid Bob Cherry.

“How could het?” grunted Smithy.

“Blessed if I know! DBut it looks——"

“Well, if he's got the fat chump, he
can keep him!* growled the Bounder.
““He's welcome to him, so far as I'm
concerned.”’

To which the other fellows made no
reply. There was no doubt that Bunter
was an irritating ass; but they could not
help feeling anxious about him.

“Look here, let's po down to Kicky's
hut,” sgid Smithy. " Ha's going to take
us along and show us where the old
elephant tracks are. Thera used to ba
a lot of elephants round here.”

“Better wait here till your pater
comes in, I think ™ eaid Harry.
“Bunter’s pot inte some trouble—"

#0Oh, rot "

“Well, vou cut off and sce Kicky, and
wa'll stay,” said Harry.

“Rot " growled the Bounder again,

And he waited with the rest £ill Mr.
YVernon-Smith came in,

Ne Ransom !
M R. VERNON-SMITH came in,
a black coclic as be reached
the hotel, and he had not yet opencd it.
askeod.
“Ripping " answered Smithy. “We've

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
with a letter in his hand. T¢
had been presented to hm by

He Igiava the juniors a nod.

“Had a good time, Herbert?” he
been on the lake with Kicky, But that
fat ass, Bunter—"
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“Hasn't he come inl”

ar Nu‘ﬁj

Mr. Vernon-Smith grunted.

"1 suppose I shall %w.\'e to make in-
quiries for the young ass,” he said.
" Wait till I've looked at thig”

He opened the letter, doubtless sup-

osing it to bo a note from one of his
Eusiuesz friends.

An extraordinary change came over
his face a8 he looked at 1t

“(ood gad!” he ejaculated.

The juniors waited in silence.  Mr.
Vernon-Smith, with a face of blank
astonishment, read the Jetter through a
sacond time. ‘Then he stared at the
JURIOLS.

! “(god gad!” he repested. “What
does this mean? Is the man mad? I,.}F
you know anything of this, Herbert?

“That depends on what it is, dad,”
answered the Bounder,

“Look at it1”

The millionaire ﬂun% the letter on the
table. He signed to the junlors to read
it, and they all read it together, with
an amazement as great as the
millionaire’s.

1t was undoubtedly & remarkable and
rather surprising epistle. It ran:

“ Fenerable and Honoured Mister,
—Humble grectings and regpecio-
bilities from your obedicnt sercant,
Chunder Huwn.

“ Son of tremendous wealthy gentle-
man hoving tumbled into hands of
yours sincerely, remaing immuréd in
commodious residence in paris un-
known. A

“ Comprehending with feeling heard
the illimitable gfir.{ of such sad part-
ing, yours sinceérely will undertake
to reatore misting filigl descendant,
on remuneration of trifling sum n
hardengd cash. 3

“Po regnin personal view of be-
loved son, payment of ten thowtand
Englizh pounds i3 indispensable
desideratum, B

“ Non-paymént of au ;
lead taﬁlw and compiete disap-
pearance of estimable Herbert
Fernon-Smith, whore sad remains
will find hidden interment, afier ep-
proximation of fatel dagger,

“phis would be great grief fo
feeling heart of yours sincerely, and
unguestionably painful fo your ré-
spectable self.  Therefore, let the
envizaged sum of hardened cash be
lortheoming with a prompt dispateh.

“ Danknoles emanating Jrom re-
spected Bank of England are pre-
ferably required, and in prompt sub-
gequence, missing son will be restored
to weeping parénd. o

* Affirmative answer may be indi-
cated by light displayed prominently
in window ot witching hour of mid-
night, aftéer which arrangements
will be perpetrated for handing over
of desiderated sun. . _

“ Not geeing such deseribed light
ns affirmative signal, fatal dagger
will immediately approximate Lo un-
hapry zon.

“ Belicee me, venerable sir,

“ Your obsequious humble,
“{rUvrDpER Rux™

Harry Wharton & Ceo. perused that
wonderful example of Baboo English in
utter amazement, The most amazed of
all was Herbert Vernon-Smith. Tha
mmazing diction of the “educated
Hindoo ¥ made the juniors smile, though
they realised that 1t was not a smiling
matter. Under the ridienlons language
there was evident a deadly and rothless

purbose, _ o
“My only hatl?? said Marry Wharton
at laat,

sum il

Snort from Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith,

“Well, what does that mean, Ier-
bert 17 he demanded.

“Ask me another, dad!” said the
Bounder, shrugging  his shoulders.
“That fot Baboo must be off his chump,
I should say.”

“ Hesays that he holds you a prisoncr,
and that I am to pay ten thousand
pounds for your release!” snapped Mr.

Yernon-Smith,  “Js the man some
wandering lunatic?
“looks like i61™
“My esteempd sir—"" murmured
Hurree Jameet Ham Singh. “The

ridiculous Baboo has got the wrong pig
by his esteemed car”

“ Bunter!** roared Bob Cherry.

“Oh ecrumbs!™ Wharton understood

suddenly. * DBunter! He's got hold of
Bunter ™

“Great pip 1"

“PBunter!” repeated Mr. Vernon-

Smith testily. “*Is the man idiot enough
to believe that Bunter iz my son?”

My hat!" said Smiihi.;. “ That's it!
That's why the fathead bagped him at
Mairobi! He thinks that fat idiot is
little me.”

“That’s 1t,"” gaid Wharton, with con-
viction, ] remcmber now that day up
m the hills when we got him away
irom the leopard, I thought he was
taking Bunter for Mr. Vernon-Smith's
son, And the fat chump may have done
something, or said something, to make
him believe so—""

“ He had my lunch-basket in the train,
with my name on it,” said the Bounder,
id E!lt 1]

“Good gad!" said Mr. Vernon-Smith.

He stepped quickly to the window and
looked ont. t, as he expected, the
cpolie who had handed him the letter
had vanpished.

“Ho that's where Bunter is,” gaid Bob
Cherry. “'Chunder Run has bagged him
sgain, and he thinks he's Bmithy, and
h?;a a:‘iﬁmg ten thousand pounds for him.

ew I

“The scoundre}!” said Mr. Vernon-

Bmith, “Ten thousand fddlesticks! I

Smith, but Billy Bunicr who was in the
rrip of the kidnapper.

That made all the difference,

Rich as he was, Mr., Vernon-Smith
could hardly be expected to part with
ten thousand pounds on account of a
fellow who had fairly asked [or what
had happened to him.

It was natural, too, that he should net
take the Baboo’s threatening letter with
guch serionsness as wounld bave been the
casce liad 1t really referred to his son.

“The rascal!™ said Mr. Veroon
Smith, * The impudent scoundrel! Nob
s penny-—not a farthing! Good gad!
Um to show a light in my window to
tell him that I agree to pay ten thousand
pounds blackmail! Good gad! If he
watches for that light ho will watch »
very long time! Huh!”

The millionaire gave an emphstio
suort,

“It sceme that he haz got hold of
Bunter in mistake for my son! Thank
goodness, Herbert, that he made such a
mistake [*

“He wouldn't have got hold of me so
easily,” said the Bounder, with a curl
of the lip. “The man's as big a fool as
he is a rogue; only a fat idiot like
Bunter eduld have landed in this!”

“True, quife true!” said Mr. Vernon-
Smmth, “ I have no doubt the rascal will
soon be brought to book., There is &
police-officer at Naivasha, fortunately,
with somo askaris. I will ses him at
once and take thiz letter to him. I
have no doubt he will soon lay thix
seoundrel Chunder Run by the heels.”

With another snort, Mr. Vernon-Smith
crurnpled the letter into his pocket and
stalked away.

The juniors locked at one anotiher,

Smithy whistled softly.

“Good heavens!” muttered Wharton,
His face was pale. " Smithy, old man,
that fool of & Baboo believes he's
hold of you. He meanz every word hé
gays in that letter, silly as if sounds.™

IHI kﬂﬂw 1:u

{Continued on néxt page.)

shall not pay

el
villain one penny 1"

Br. ?ﬂrnin- All the family will
Smith's jaw shuot guﬂﬁ;ﬂdﬁﬁf‘“ﬂﬂ‘i
like o vice. With & Rilay

The ] un 10CSs Y Home ™ o
looked at him, and Tahle. The § fh
loocked &t omne size 15 deliversd to
another. you immediately on

Had the Bounder Eﬂrﬁ”ﬂ’:ﬂ n?f
fallen into Chunder monthiy. Cash

Run’s hands, as the

Price £11 18s. Od
S R

Baboo behieved, £¥8 pay
: and tnke Granalh risks, 7
ﬁﬁﬂbﬁ*ﬁstﬂ“‘ﬁé& 32 Free Biliard Tables. Bend  Free Trial allowed, Send %
have taken a differ- | v detalls and price Hsl, ot o xe Ty o
ent view, though Tables and ‘“Combins * Billard
;ertaml:.r it wnuid E. J. RILEY, LTD, ::l‘?hl:g:j;:l;ahlu..maﬁﬂlu.ht
ave gone SeVCrely | Bamont Works, ACCRINGTON, it > thtﬂﬂE e of
Gt ihe EIAM | pud Depariment 31, 147, Alders- ol are e A 'eucer makere of
ol money io | #cte Stret, LONDON, EC1:  Briiain.
a lawless scoundrel. — -
‘everthel t
Nevertheless, o |BOY DETECTIVES! GREAT NEWSI!

- | %ow ready! The NEW IMPROVED BOYE' BEORET EER
dangéer_ Mr. d'\’gr COUTFITS. Hoetter value than ever before] Be op-to-date] D
non-Bmith vndoubt- RIGHT NOW. and gel yours by RETURN OF POSTI|
edly would have | Contents:=1. Novel New “S8" Beoret Codometer ( B diferct ]

. alruply turping a dial—a most oeeful inelrfupisnt}. 2. New “'3.%‘

parted with ten or | Wi ttor Gatdeor i), 3. FaT -+ Bilver-Anlah ¥ 88,7
twenly times  as | ship Bagge, o B o ow Myste Bire Tok, 5. Bhial of  8.8.% Tovie

- k). . M= o a Ba . - L8
much. Indeed, his | B, 2 2ot Mesn Tacket of » .89

whole fortune would | 8.
have weighed very
little in the million-
pire's mind 1 com-
parison  with  tho
life of his son.

But owing to the

Things 1be

goods, and moveltics.
Al=z3 the new IMP

enu, Ao

nEiay. r

HWg B Herrel ﬂnd&-imh o, New pnlzrged sdil ? t

ook ; ' Boy Detective Bhauld Em:aw.’gd 10, Tlastrated o

Frica Tiat of the very Iatest Boy Teo Outdts and .'B:iu proenk, ﬂhEl&m
FRICE, complete in box

ROVED EPECIAL PEEBENTA

il ooplents similar to above, but larger and evem bebter. Thia #M'-
E;an cnnnulnaa ona nandsome oew Y28 ¢ Fingerprint &Elbum with
folding “.'r.'lu*

Eun Thom.™

rint FPowder.
-] inating

I= only, POR
ON OUTrFIT

ad combined (& great new povelty), ohe sxira-phwerin
the By tnpnm%% :

W Beernt Bekvice Cluobs and
only 2/8, FOAT FPREBR

revioue records for valme. Don'#

: : lately SMASHE all

Dabor's UreEiol | wne oy, pprzbih “BAOEY Mromze nnex .
mistake it was not | T 2 AP GATr BTREAT, GRENNODK

Herbert Veroon- (Forcign Foatsge 58. and 6d. extra, reipectiveiy.}



22

“ And-—and Bunter ' muitered Dob.
“I know the fat fool has asked for this.
Ha must have done something fat-
headed to make the Baboo feel so sure
that he's Smithy., But—bat if the brute
doesn’t gee that light in your father's
window at midnight, Smithy——"

“1 know!"

“What on carth’s poing to be done?"”
breathed Nugent. :

I'ne Bounder sct his lips a little,

“My father's not the man to beo
threatened by 2 Labbling Baboo," he
satd, “He won't pay a shiver; he
means that., IHe can't }&:;E expected to.
He will leave the matter in the hands of
the police.”

“Buat—but,
Johnny Buil,

“I'dare say he'd pay if it was me,™
said Smithy, with a faint grin. “But
it ism't, you gee. The proper thing in
a case like this is to leave it to the
police.”

“*Yes, but—""

“The Baboo will have to come pound
te wateh Mr. Vernon-Smith's window at
midnight,” said Harry slowly. * But it
will be pitch dark, and he won't come
ncar—no chance of spotting him,”

“None !" muttered Bob.

“Not for us!" said the Bounder, with
a nod.

“Or the police-officor, either, whoever
he 18, Ewven if he felt inclined to hang
about all night watching you can bet
that Chunder Run will have hiz eyes
open for him."

“You can bet on that!” agreed the

under.

Wharton drew a deep breath,

There was horror in the faces of the
Greylriars fellows, All Bunter's irritat-
ing folly was forgotten now. He was in
the hands of & man whe, if his demands
were not met, would take his life as
unscrupulousty as & mosquite’s. Absurd
as wag the language in which Chunder
Hun's letter was couched its ruthless
meaning was perfectly clear to the
juniors, if not to Mr. SBamuel Vernon-
Smith.

“If—if we had the faintest idea where
Lhe was—*" maottercd Bob.

“We haven't("

Bunter-——""  muttered

Wharton fixed his eyes on the
et thi ki ; thi
on're inkin of some
Smithy. What is it " e
“Kicky 1"
“Wha-a-t ?"

“That seoundrel of a Baboo will hang
about to-night to see if the light is
shown 1n my father's window. We
shouldn't have an earthly of spotting
him—and he will be on the watch for &
white officer or askaris. But Kicky——""

“Kikolobo " breathed Wharton.

“He's never seen  Kicky—knows
nothing of him. And Kicky ean sce in
the dark hke a cat and almost follow
the track of a bird in the air. I'm
going down to Kicky's hut—"

“Oh!” muttered Wharton. *“You
oan deseribe the Babgo to him—he's
easy enongh to recognize—"

“That's it ! It's possible that Chunder
Bun may send some eonfederato to sep
whether the light's shown in the window,
But anybody who is seen watching the
hotel nt midnight wont get away from
Kicky, whether it's the Baboo or not.
Anyhow, there's nothing cl:o to be
done.”

“Nathing 1" said Harry, with a deep
breath.

Herbert Vernon-8mith left the hotol,
He went alone to the Wikuyu's hut by
\_t‘ha lake, the other fellows remaining
in the hotel. It was some time befora
the Bounder returncd, and they gave
him anxions looks.

Tae Magxer Lisnany—No. 1,231,

“It's fized with Kickv.” said Smithy.
"He's not frightfully keen on the small
fat one; but he would do anything for
me ] i fancy wo can rely on Kicky
pulling it off, Anyhow, that's all there
18 to it ! We've gob to wait—and hope [V

But 1t was with heavy and anxious
hearts that ihe Greviriars fellows wailed,
and the long minutes scemed (o pass
on leaden wings.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Unseen One !

& B. CHUNDER EUN griited
<" hiz teeth hard.

Standin deep
: shaclew of a tree, ab & con-
siderable distznes from the hotel, the
fat Baboo was warching,

It was midnigl.t,,

From the rallway siation a
twinkled.
blackness.

Darkness lay like & thick velvet cloak
on Naivashs, on tha wide lake, on the
hills bevond the shadowed pasture-land,
peopled with woolly backs.

Through his big horn-rimimed glasses
the Baboo watched. )

His apy, Lal Jang had told him all he
needed to know., He knew which were
the windows of the rooms occupicd by
the Greviriars party. He waited to ses
the light in  Mr. Vernon-Smith’s
window.

But no light came.

Midnighi passed; and still the dark-
ness was unbrokoen,

He gritted his tceth hard.

It was scarcely possible for Chunder
Run to heliewe that the millionaira
intended to pass his threat unregarded.
Long apgo ho moust have migsed his
son. Long ago he had received the
Bahoo's letter. That he had gone to
sce the police-officer of the district the
Baboo knew; Lal Jang Lad spied and
reported. But that the police-officer or
his askaris could render any help the
Baboo knew was impossible. The kid-
napped schoolboy was safely  hidden
away; weeks of searching might [ail to

in the

light
The hotel was plunged in

uncarth him. And time for a search
was npot grantel.  Oply il mid-
night—

hunder Run was wary, [Ilis slits of
eyes wora watehfc] throngh his  bip
glasses. Had he spotted a white officer,
or even a native askari, he would have
vanished lika a ghost af cock-crow. But
]!:13 spotted nothing thal could alarm
17Aa.
Long after midright he still watched
ahd wondered. with a growing cold fury !
The light did not show. His deinand
and his threats were freated with con-
temptuous mmdifference.

Not for a moment did it eross the
Baboo's mind that he had captured the
wrong man. The explanation was not
likely to occur to ham. He believed
that he had the millionaire’s son in his
power; a&nd he was amazed at the
apporent indifference of the father,

He had fullv expected to ses the
signal light. Wary negotiations through
third parties would have followed, every
ﬁﬂim guarded by the cunning Buoboo for

is own safelty. He was quite preparoed
for the millionaire to affest agroement
and attempt to trick him afterwards.
But hs wasz not prepared for this utter
dizrepard: and it enraged him with a
gavage, bitter rapge.

The Baboo was risking long vears of
imprisonment. He had no hope of
remaining in. Kenya after this; onl
flight from British jurisdiction coul
gave him from punislhmr::nl:. He could
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afford to abandon his busiress and con.
nections in Kenya #f he went with ten
thousand pounds in his pockets. But if
he had te flee without his expec
[T Ef—

In that case the tiger in the jungla
would be no more savage and pitilesy
than the fat Baboo. His prisoner would
remain in an wnmarked grave in the
forest when he fled, If he had to
swallow hiz disappointment, at least ho
would revenge it.

Blacker grew his fat brow, darker and
more bitter his thoughts as he watehed
in vain for the signal light to pleam
in the dark window.

He stirred at last.

It was an hovr afier midnight; he
had waited, hoping against hope; but
it was cvidently uacless to wait longer,

here was &0 signal. He was disre-
garded and defed. Either the million-
aire did not believe his threats were in
carnest, or he was trusting to the police-
officer 1o seize him in time.

If that was the case, it was a frail
reed that the white sahib was leaning

upon. The Baboo intended to be far
away before the askaris had a chance of
tracking him down.

His lips were drawn back in a snarl
like a wild animal’s; his eyes gleamed
with savage ferocity behind his big
glasses as he moved away from the spot
at last,

He had failedi

He had counted wpon the ransom of
the millionaire’s son sa an absolute
certainty—as indeed he might heva
done had it been Herbert Vernon-8mith
who wes in his hands. But he had
failed; spd all that remained for him
to do was to keep clear of the askaris,
who certainly would scon be hunting for
him—a disastrous end to his cunning
schome,

His hand closed on the dagger under
his cummerbund. That weapon was to
be usalj ';:n:fagn he fled from the askaris.
The millionaire who had contemptuously
disregarded him would never sco his
son in life again. He would learn that
the threat he had disregarded had been
terribly in carnest.

The fat Baboo. his dusky face almost
green with rage and disappeintment,
ghded away i:grnugh the darkness and
shadows,

If a shadow among the shadows
stirred he was urnaware of it. Ile was
wary—on his guard; watehful for white
officers and askaris, But ho did not
dream that a Kikuvu hunter, the slayer
of liona and leopards, the keenecst
tracker in all the land of Kenya,
Uganda, and Tanganyika. was watelung
him.

Kikolobo, who eould tread so softly
that his step would net alarm the listen-
ing leopard in the jungle, was not likely
to give the alarm te Mr. Chunder Run.
He who could track the Wﬂiﬂ%,ll:."ﬂ‘ﬂn
in the clephant %rra_ss. was not likely to
lose the track of the DBaboo.

For o mile from Naivasha Siation
the Baboo was watchful; but after that
he padded on, without a glance round
him in the gloom. No sound reached
him of a pursucr.

He tramped on in the darkness,

Another mile, and apother! Then
the Baboo turned from a lonely track
into a dense wood.

A quarter of a mwile he trod among
the trees. wherc there was no path.
Then he stopped at a wooden hut
almost hidden by bushes and brambles.
From a small window, screened Ly o
blanket, came a glimmer of light.

A prim, savage smile crossed his dark
face for a moment az a sound reached
him from the hu:.

It was a snore!
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Swilt as the Baboo was, Kikolobo was swifter. The Kikuyu's spear whizzed through the air, and there was a shriek
from Chunder Run, and his pistol dropped from his hand |

Chunder Run tapped lightly on the
Bimey door of the hut. It was immedi-
ntﬁy opened from within.

o stepped in snd Lal Jang closed
the door.

The hut was small and wholly unfur-
nishad. On & heap of grass in & corner
h‘T the fat junior whom Chunder Run
believed to be Herbert Vernon-Smith,
He was fast aslecp.

Lal Jang had risen from a bundle of

rass as the Baboo knocked. He rubbed
sleepy eyes as he blinked inquiringly
at the fat man in the dun light of a
amall kerosene lamp.

“All iz welli” he aszked in his own
tongue. But he knew from the Bahoo's
black and bitter look that all was not
well,

The Baboo shook his head, showing
his tecth in & enarl, From under his
eummerbund the curved Indian dagger
glimmered out into the light.

He made a gesture towards the sleep-
ing junior; and Lal Jang, without a
word, crossed to Bunter and sheok him
by the shoulder.

Outside the hut, a shadow among the
shadows moved lightly; and a tan and
massive figure in monkey-skins, with
three fightihg spears, stopped silently at
the deor,

S PR —

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Kikolobo Takes a Hand |

ILL.Y BUNTELR opcned his eyes.
B He zat up in the heap of grass
and  jammed hiz  spectacles
straight on his fat little nose,

and blinked at the two Hindoos,
Bunter had not been enjoying life

sinco he had driven away in the donkey-
cart from Kijabe,

Where he had been taken, he had not
the faintest idea; only he knew that
after many jolting mifes he had been
jerked out of the demkey-cart and led
through a wood to thia lonely hut. The
donkev-cart had been driven away by
tha coolie; TNunter had been led into
the hut, and since then, cfther the
skinny Lal Jang or else Chunder Run
himself had been with him all the time;
he had had no chanen of attempting
£sCape,

It was o late hour before Dunter laid
down to sleep., Sleep generally cama
easily enough to the ﬂwl[z of Greyfriars,
but in his terror of the slit-eyed Baboo
he found it diffieult to woo slumber.
Dut he had slept at last, end snored, and
for guite a long time Lal Jang had sat
and listencd to his nasal solo, while he
awaited the return of Chunder Run.

Bunter opened his mouth to speak, as
he awoke at the shake and sat up, but
tho words died on his fat lips as he
saw the Baboo.

A zhudder ran through his fat limbs.

Chunder Run, in his cnormous horn-
rimmed glasses and his cummerbund,
waa atill a figure of fun to the view.
But the slits of eyes from behind the
glasses gleamed murder; and Lhe Baboo,
with the baro dagger in his hand, was
testing the keen edge with a dusky
finger. 'The cold, suppressed fury in
his fat face was blood curdling,

“ You will pot up, honourable young
mister,”” said Chunder Run in a soft
voien that was like the purr of the tiger
of his notive land, “ Plecce to assume
perpendicular,’”

There wa: something horrible, un-
nerving, in the contrast belween the
ridiculous English and the tigerish voice
in which the words were spoken.

Bunter shuddered. He dragged him-
self to his feet.

“I-I say——"" he gasped.

“ Honourablo parent of tremendous
wealth desires to grudge payment of
sum in hardened cash,’” said the Baboo.
“Life of son goes out like flicker of
oxtingnizhed candle mn subsequent con-
FeqUEnce—""

“Ow!"  gasped, Bunter. o
EH},_'__:II

“ Utterance of words iz superfiuous
and obnoxious,”” said the Baboo. * Sud-
den demise is itom on programme of
immediate subsequence——-="

Crash,

Chunder Run started violently, and
TLal Jang leaped almost clear of the
floor as the flimsy door of the hut
crashed in under the heave of a mighty
shoulder. )

i A terrifying Sgura leaped inte tha
ut.

The two Hindoos stared in almost
dazed terror at the tall Kikuyu 1n
striped monkey-skins, rhinoceros-shicld
on arm, spears in his hands.

Bunter gave him one blink and
velled :

“ Halp! Kikolobo—I say, help! Bave
mal Oh, save mel Help!”

Chunder Run ond Y.al Jang backed
to the wall; the skinmy litile Hindoo
gurgling with fear, tha fat Baboo grasp-
ing his dagger with convalsive rage.

E{ikntabﬁ ave Bunter o glance.

"0, Emulf Fat One,” he said gravely,
Tue Macrer Liprary.—No, 1,23L
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*1, Kikolobo, the mighticst hunter of
the Kikuyn, am here to save you."”

“Ohl” pasped Dunter,

“F¥or it is the order of the Bwana—
Bwana-wangu!"’ said the Kikuyu, “and
I, Kikolobo am proud to serve hlﬂl.t'

Bunter made a bound and placed him-
solf bohind the massive Sgure in
monkey-skins,

How the Kikuyn had come there, was
a mystery to Bunter, as to the Hindoos,
but never had Bunter been so glad to see
anybody as he was to see the tall hunter
whom he had always loftily regarded
as a “niggcr." . .

The fat junior gasped with relisf when
the massive figure stood between him
and the snarling Baboo. .

Chunder Run %rippud the dagger, his
eyes burning. Lal Jang, trembling from
head to foot, crept along the wall
towards the open door, his eyes fear-
fully on the fierce-looking Kikuyu.

“Black and obnoxious Kikuyu,"
gnarled Chunder Run, *transport your-
golf with immediate prompt ﬁhspai.ch
from interiors of this building.

*0, Fat Black One!"’ said the Kikuyu.
“1 am here to save the Small Fat One,
that being the order of the Bwana,
whose command to me is as powerful os
the voice of N'gai, who dwells on the
summit of the Great Mountain. B,
also, the Bwana hns commanded me to
ghed no bloed if no weapon i3 raised
against me, and for' that reason I biud

ou go in peace. ;

i IE—;#. m:n%I your feet linger, O, Fat
Black One,” he said, “and all will be
well with you. For it is the wish of
Bwana-wangu that my spear shall drink
no blcod.” !

ho Baboo, mad with rage, stood aye-
ing him like & tiger. Then slowly he
turned to the doort. ] )

The dark eyes of the Kikuyw watched

m.
hllu the doorway the treacherous Baboo
turned with sudden swiftness, and there
was & flash of gleaming steel in the
light, as he hurled the dagger full at
the face of the native hunter,

Awift as he was, the Kikuyu was as
swift. His spear Hwepliral[} and dashed
the whizzing weapon aside, -~

The Eabgﬂ-‘a dusky hand was in his
cummerbund; it darted out with an
automatic in its grip.

A second more E;.ur;l the Kikuyu would
have rolled on the floor with a bullet
in_his brain, 1

But that second was cnough for the
Eikuyu hunter. .

Swifter than the Baboo, swiit as the
wretch was, the Kikuyu's spear darted,
and Chunder Run recled over with a
shriek, the pistol dropping from bhis

n -

The broad blade of thoe spear was
driven decep through his shoulder.

The Baboo collapsed on the floor in
a pool of blood. 2

Back jerked the spear, dripping red,
and the Baboo shrieked in fear of the
death-thrust., But the Kikuyu checled
thea thrust.

“0O Fat Black One,” he said calmly,
“but for the command of Bwana-wangu
o should die under this spear, which
as slain braver men. Give thanks for

ur life to Bwana-wangu, the son of
wana-m' kubwa "

Rl ]
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A proan from the disabled Baboo was
the oply answer. :

Lal Jang, with a sudden leap, vanished
through the doorway. Ile was heard
crashing through the thickets in Hight,
and the Kikuyu smiled grimly.

The Iikuyu .dropped a hand
Bunter's shoulder.

“Let your feet follow me, O Small
Fat Unel” he said.

“Ow! Yes, rather! Lebs get out of
this |"" gasped Bunter through his chat-
toring mﬁ.. “Oh dear! Owl”

The Kikuyu led him from the hut.

Lal Jang had wvanished in the might,
Chunder Run was left lying where he
had fallen, and hiz groans followed the
Kikuyu and the rescued junior as they
plunged into the darkness of the wood.

Billy Bunter stumbled along by tho
gide of the tall hunter. He could sco
nothing, but the hand of the Kikuyu
guided him without a pause. :

They cmerged from the wood at last
into an open track. There the Kikuyu
stopped and regarded the stumbling,
gasping Owl gravely. .

“0Q Bmall Fat One,” he said, "your
feet are slow and soon tired, and it is
yet a great distance to Naivasha. i,
Kikolobo, will bear you on my hack,
and we shall see Naivasha with our
eyes, O 3mall Fat One, when Biku, the
Doy, opens the eyes of Bwana-wangu.''

And  the powerfnl Kikuyn lifted
Bunter in his brawny arms, slung him
over a broad shoulder, and hore him
away throngh the night in the direction
of Naivasha.

n

e

ARRY WHARTON & CO. were
found the Famous Five outside the hotel
during the mnight, whichk had scemed
The life of the missing junior depended
absurd a letter as the Baboo's cama
side the botel for the Kikuyu.

ob Cherry uttered o sudden exclama-

“He's coming 1"

*“1 say, you fellows—"" came a gasp-
“Kicky's done the trick I'* Fouadue:

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Off to Uganda !
H up befors the first gleam of
dawn. '
Early as the dawn was, it
at Naivasha, with the Bounder watchs
ing anxipusly,

They had scarcely closed their cyes
endless.

They felt a shuddering certainty that
the Baboo would carry out hiz threat.
on Kikolobe. Mr. Vernon-Bmith, satis-
fied to leave the matter in official hands,
and by no means convinced that so
frpm a desperate Elpd ruthless man, was
still sleeping, while hiz son and ths
Famous Five waited and watehed out-

The earliest glenm of the sun wag
coming up over Naivasha, coatching the

limmering  waters of the luke, when
tion.

" Hallo, hallo, hallo '™

Wharton caught his breath,

Dim!{ through the shadows loomed
the tall figure in monkey-skins. The
jurnors ran towards him.
ing squeak.

*“Bunter I'" panted Wharton.

“Buanter "'  welled the

“Oh, ripping I’ gasped Nugent.

“The ripfulness is terrific.”

Anxiety was over; deep relief took its

Slni'.u. Never nug ourry wWharton & Co.
reamod that they wnu{ﬂ be so plad to
see the fat wvisago and glimmering
spectacles of William George Bunter.

“Bunter [ said Johnmy Bull, *“Oh,
m;i hat! I'm glad!”

he Kikuyn swung Bunter from his
back and sct him on his feet. Buntor
stood and gasped.

“0 Bwaoa-wangu,” said Kikolobo,
" thlfls, Elkﬂiﬂ has carried out your com.
man and now your eyes see the
fmall Fat One.”* ¥ d

LThere was blood on the Kikuyu's
spear-blade, and the eyes of the juniors
fixed on it. The Kikuyu smiled.

“The Fat Black Ona lies soroly
wounded,”” he said, " DBut this Kikaya
remembered the Bwana’s wish and did
not slay him. And if it be my lord's
wish this Kikuyu will guide the askaris
to seize him in the hut where he lies,

: Ok, good ! ped the Bounder.
I say, you fellows—"

Safe again, old bean!” gaid Harry

Wharton, clapping Bunter on  he
i?gﬁth:.ﬂr. “Thank goocdness you're alf

% Eﬁl‘! not all zight I grunted Bunter,

“I've had a rotten time, and I'm
hungry—="

o Carciod Mlong Tik

“Uarried along like & sack of coke
by that nigger I" said Bunter, with doap
indignation, “You might have sent a
car—or a rickshaw, at least.” )

“Oh crikey 1’

“I'm aching all over—"

i Dear old Bunter!" chuckled Bob
erry.

“Beast! I'm fearfully hungryl
Look here, I'm jolly well going to E'u
something to eal before I turn inl if
t_hel,y re all asleep in the hotel vou can
i-:fdy well wake them up! See? I'va

nothing to eat since I had a snack
from Bmithy's lunch-basket in the train.
I'm famished! A black beast pitchod

me out of the train, d I
lunch-basket—-*? - leftthe
it, old fat man™

bk ed el

uckled Bob. “Come in, and T'll take
you straight to it. ‘Chere's only enough
for three or four lunches loft in it, but
it will last you till brekkor——"

Sy Y

cased If I see anything to cackle
atl I'm hungry " hnctgd Bunier.

And if this is what you coll giving a
fellow a holiday, Smithy—>*

“?&kn him in and fced him, for gogd.
ness’ sake, before I kick him I’ said the
Bounder,

“ Beast 1

And Bunter was led in to feed.

Billy Bunter looked quite merry atd
bright the following afterncon 'thun
the Greyfriars party boarded the train
again for Uganda.

Mr. Chunder Bun was left safe in tho
hands of the muthorities, and thore was
no more to be feared from him—indeed,
it was likely to be many months before
the Baboo recovered from his wound,
to go to the prisen that awaited him,

But Bunter was carciul not to travol
separated from his  friends. all the
same. He was not taking risks. Awd
ha was guite glad to got going lor
Uganda, after being kidoopped in
Kenya.

' TIHE END.
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FEATURING HIGH, LOW, AND

NIPPY IN ANOTHER ROUSING WILD WEST ADVENTURE.

BULL BARON’S BLACKBEARDS!

THE FIRST CHAFPTER.
Peace—Perhaps ?

{ EACE, perfect peace ! breathed
“Doe® Low softly, turning
his somewhat rotund form
aover in the purple sage and

seeking & slightly softer spot om which

to recline, “1 have allus longed for
thet same, and at last I am sampling
it. But for how long? Has it struck

{:ﬁl lately, li'l ome, thet our High

ther ]{as got somethin' up his

sleeve! He gits a month's leave o
absance from th' boss an’ rides us three
hundred miles into New Mex, an’ ever
singe we have arrove at this yer Santa
City he has been actin’ kinder mysteri-
ous? Doesn’'t want us to be scen in th'
town, asks us to camp up hyar an' him-
solf scouts around wearin' a false heard,
z0's be won't be recognised? .¥et he
says he's never been in these parts
before. Of course, in sccordance wi' our
slogan, ' One For All— 7 )

WANl For One—" murmured Nippy
mechanically.

“We have to comply; but he secms to
have entirely forgot the rest of it—
—* For thar shall be—"

“No secrctz between us three,” mur-
mured Nippy, again completing the
slogan of ‘the “Three Must-Get-
Their's,” “Yuss, I rumbled it orl
right; but, o' course, 1 didn't like to
gay anythink. I thought mebbe it was
somethin’ to do wi' a donah—-yer know
wot 'Igh ia where th' fair sect i3 con-
ngr;::_ed. Hinflamable, I thinks th' word,
@

“Most happy, most appropriate!”
approved the professor gravely; “it de-
soribes our friend to o T. Morcover,
I've heard him mutter, more or less os
a sort of explanation of our present—
cr—pilgrimage, something about, * He's
treated her dirty, an' I'm goin' te git
bim!" I only hope it does not mean a

blocod feud on behalf of some she-male,
for, as you know, I am all for peace!”

“¥Yues, I've noticed it—sometimes|”
grinned Nippy sarcastically. *‘ At other
times I've seen yer sail inter trubble
like a plurry wild eat, One minnit yer
talk like a college professor, an’ th'
next like th' toughest tough.”

“ Dee-plorable, but true, my _
friend | murmured Doc Low. "It is
environment and association, ‘When
in Rome do as the Romans do ™™

“In case th' rum 'uns does ver fust!™
grinned Nippy.

“But to return to our long friend. I
have watched him throngh my binccular
glasses, down thére in the ¢ity of Santa,
and I have noticed that he prowls about

dee-ar

Bull Baron's Blackbeards tfurn
blue when our Puncher Pals
beard them in their den !

in that beard of his as if seeking some-
one, and ke haunts tho little restaurant
where most of the better class inhabit-
ants get their meals. Further, I have
seen o trim and comely damsel come
out of there and busy herself in the
little strip of vegetable garden at the
back. But to-night we shall denbtless
know more about it, for Le hus pro-
mised that we shall go into the town
and seo a bit of life. 1t scems that
every Saturday the cowpunchers from
the neighbouring ranches ride in for
their weekly recreation 3

“Oh, for any sake, 'old up on them
long words. Yer a cowpuncher yerself,
ain’t yert Talk like one!”

“Q0kay, Ii’'l one, thet goes wi' muh!”
HE?Qndﬂli Low, in broad Western slang.
" C'mon, bo', it's nigh sundown, an'
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High is goin’ to meat us at th' Sam
slicker  speak-easy. Let’s  mose
pronto an’ kinder give thet burg th
onct gver "

Half an hour’s fast riding took them
down the winding trails from the high
mesa where they had been camping,
into the little cow-town.  Already the
“gity ** was packed with punchers from
the warious ranches round about, and
the one topic of talk appesred to be the
recent activities of a gang of rustlers
and hold-up men known as Bull Baron's
Blackbeards, from tho fact that they
wera led by a wily desperado named
“Bull * Baron, and that every member
of his gang either grew a natural beard
or wore & fnlsc one as a disguise when
on their nefarious business,

“Th' blamed sheriff don't seem to gib
toc busy,” growled one ranch-owner.
“Why don't ho git a posso 8n’ rout th'
cuzg out'n his stronghold. He knows
purty well wharabouts et is, don't ha?”

“H'm, mebbe, but don't forgit as Bim
Howett's a'ready had threo posses
cl'ared out on & raid an' he's been
wounded hisself.  *Tain't so all-fired
easy to smoke them rustlers out. They
seem to have had warnin® of ev'ry raid
in advance, an' ambushed him. I#'ll
take some §i'l posse to capture Bull
an' his men, believe muh !

Low was watching High as he lounged
against the bar and heard theso com-
ments, and he noticed that the long
puncher's eyes mnarrowed in the way
they had when he was decply interested
or excited, and his long, lean fngers
enrled into claws near the butts of the
six-guns which hung at his thighs,

Low'a kecn brain thought rapidly.
Was this man who had “treated her
dirty,” one of Bull Baron's gang? What
was High's motive in coming to Santa
City? Was it even Bull Baron, rustler

Toas Magyer Lipramv.—No, 1,231,
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and road-agent and general “bad man,”
who was his Eﬂl'ﬁ objective,

“C'mon, let's Fil:. out'n thia! he mut.
tered in High's ear, but the long
puncher shook him off impatiently.

“I'm stickin'|” he growled in reply.

“Yuh kin mosey 1f wyuh wanter.
Yub'll bnd me ;}ght hyar when ye come
back. Go on, Nippy—beat et!”

“I'm stoppin’ with yer, long ‘un,”
was the Cockney's reply, as he gave a
significant wink te Low, He also lad
spen High's tense attitude, and meusn!
to be in it if there was any trouble.
“Th' doc's goin' to feed his fice, 1
reckon. Yer know "ow delikit e 13, an’
must ‘ave 'i1s grub reg'lar. 'E's on'y
‘ad five mesls so far to-day, an’ 13
feelin faint, Run along, granpa !

Low had a motive in deserting tho
other two for a& while, and made his
way across to the little eating shack
which displayed the sign * Ethel's
Place ” on a board across the front,
and into which he had scen the dis-
guised High make his way so many
Emes.

The trim little proprietress waited on
the customers herself, and just at the
present time, being the slack hour, the
large eating-room was empty. Low sat
up at the counter and gave a large
order, and whilst the girl was fetching
it, watched her closely., 1t was easy to
sce from her red-rimmed eyes and sad-
dencd face that she wasg in trouble of
some sort. Low had & heart as big as a
bullock’s, and his sympathies wera
aroused. He made one or two casual
remarks in his best and most cultured
tones, and the girl looked at him with
interest, replying o the low, soft Texan
drawl.

“Texas, aren't yuhb, misst™ he asked,
“ What part?

“PDad had a ranch near the Brazos, but
he lost all his cattle in a drought, and
it kinder fnished him, Ted, my
brother, tried to carry on, but he was
killed in a stampede, and 1 had to sell
out and come here., This isn't so bad,

jf~—— Oh, some things—— But it isn't
Texas|"” ‘ )
The DBrazes—High's old stamping
ground |

“]1 knew 2 guy one time came from
that part. Feller of the name of Jinks
—a long, thin guy—"

“Very quick with tho gun?” she
asked excitedly. “Why, he was Ted's
grantest friend! Oh, if he was only
here now! I'm in trouble, and I've got
to have help, and there's no one I can
trust in Santa ! Bhe was near to tears,

Now there was something about Doc
Iow which inspired the ftrust and
friendliness of men and women alike.
Perhaps it was the shrewd, but kindly
glenm in hiz eyes, hiz worldly-wise
humour or his ready sympathy. What-
cver it was, 1t impelled the gir]l to blurt
out a story which the experienced cow-
puncher had already half guessed. She
showed him a ring she wore upon her
finger, a thick gold rope in which
sparkled a milk opal; not a valuable
stone but such a one as & puncher might
give his girl,

It had been given to her by a young
rider named Bill EKekewich, whe had
worked on a neighbouring ranch. DBut
he wns somewhat wild and easily led

l"i'i"ﬂf'-

“It was becanse he was g0 anxious
to make money quickly eo that we
contld get married,” the girl said simply.
“1 told him T would wait for years if

needed, but Bill's Einder !rffuluiﬂi.
Now—now—he's got in wi Bull
Baron’s Blackbeard gang. He's ashamed
of himself, and thinks that as he'a
turned rustler I'll throw him over—but
I wouldn't, whatever he's done. My
Bill's o white man at heart—if I could
only let him know—-"

“Missy, if yuh'll frust me, I'll get
word to him an' let him know Fnur
feelin’s, an', with a bit o' luck, I'll get
irim back for yuh. I've got & hunch it
kin ba dona. Let me have thet ring
so's to show him 'm on th’ square,
an’ if he ain't hyar eatin' bumble pie
in your restorong inside & week—call
me a spavined ol® acid drop(®

Ten minutes later Doe Low left the
little eating shack with Ethel Manning’s
ring in his pocket, and a full-sized
scheme simmering in his brain.

o grinned to himself as he set off
for Sam Slicker's saloon.

“Gruess I'm one up on ol High!” he
murmured,  “Thar ain't ne secret
‘tween us three now, High, en’ I'm

oin’ to show you somie fun, boyee.

‘reated her dirty, has he? I reckon
not; we'll wipe th' dirt cl’ar away an’
make th' li'l lass happy! *

= T ——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Nippy Nips In [
CP-POP, crack-crack, pop-pop!
P There was a small crowd
around a shooting saloon where
. o long, gangling cowboy was
showing off with two sixes. There wers
murmurs of sdmiration as he scored
bull after bull, and he smirked his
satisfaction, He turned to the admiring
Em“r[P of hi#s ranch mates,

“Thet ain't nuthin’' te what I kin
do wi’ a rifle,” he brng;gci " Gimme
a twenty-two rifle, Lboss ™

There was & white-chalked target at
the extreme end, and, pumping out
bullets as fast as he could pull trigger,
he “wrote ® hia nome: “Gus Sloman ¥
with the successive shots.

i th?qe! Hurrah for th' of® XL
velled a friend, clapping the marksman
on the back. High and Low were
watching the shooting, and Nippy gave
his lengthy pal a dig in the ribs.

“Garn, long ‘un, show 'im some-
think !” he whispered. “Yer ¢'ud beat
‘im wiv one ‘and tied be'ind ver!™

That was enough for the Texan, who
was always ready to show his prowess
fo the glory of Texas. He winked at
the saloon proprietor.

“Fill her up ag'in, boss, an’ lemms
show th' gent zomethin' he's forgot.
He ain't completed his sentenco yet!"”

Hisz hand moved swiftly to the breast
of his shirt, where glittered a peculiar
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locking tie-pin. It was actually a tiny
mirror, which he clipped on behind the
back sight of the rifle without the
onlookers eeeing his &leight-of-hand
movemeant,

“Dead easy to hit a target size o
& barn door when yer kin see it, How
'bout when yer ecain't, Slocum 7%

_He turned his back to the target, and,
sighting the little mirror, rapidly
emptied the magazine. here was a
shout of amazement from the men as
neatly formed letters followed Gus
Sloman’s, reading, “iz too durned
slow.” Then a yell of laughter followed
a6 1v was seen that e couple of bullers
had altered the “Gus” to “Gas,” and
the lanky cowboy's face turned crimson
with wrath,

. "I weren't gassin',” he eried. “ 3hoots
in'z shootin®, an’ yuh air more’n natteral.

Mebbe @ black beard makes yer shoot
some better, it plenty practice, huh 1"

"Wot are you talkin’ abaht, ver long
ladder o' wind i inquired Nippy, look-
mg up at the lanky cowboy. “If m
friend likes to wear = hﬂurg, e can,
8’ pose, or 'as ‘e gob to ask yer permis-
sion? For two pins I'd slap yer acrost
th* face !

“¥Yuh would}” Erinned the cowboy.

Run away, li'l boy, or I'll put yer
across ma knee |

Plank! He reeled back from a blow
that felt like the kick of a mule, and then
plunged in at the Cockney with head
down, prepared to slaughter the little
msect, In two or three sceonds he was
slammed all around the booth, nover
being able to plant one blow on the
elusive little feather-weight, and finished
up on his back,

Low had heen glancing around the
crowd, and had noticed one man with
a long, tawny moustache and cunning-
looking eyes, set too close together, who
scemead ¢ E&EI_? interested in the doin
of the “Three Must-Get-Theirs.” .g:
they weturned to the saloon, this
individual followed, and, from a dark
corner, still kept his eves on them.
After a while he disappeared.

Tired at last of the noise and bustle,
and anxious to get High away before
any rumpus started, Low led his pals
up to the bed-room which they were 1o
share for that night. As he put his
hand on the doorknob, he paused, and
listencd intently; then, shoving High
on one side, he stood at the other and
swung the door back as far as it wounld

o. There was an oil lamp burning on
the talble, and seated at gaze in a chais
was the tawny-moustached, close-eyed
man he had geen watching them.

“Hallo, 2in’t yuh made a mistake,
stranger f This ver room is booked to
us, seal?” cried Low,

“No offence,” said the man, wavihg
hiz hand airily. “I jest wanted a word
wi' yub gents in private. Strangers
hyar, ain't yuh? Wa'al I’'m sheriff o
thiz yer burg.” He flipped back the
lapel of his coat and gmpiu.:red his

adge. Zim Howctt's my name, an’
I guesa ver jest th' very fellers I've
been lookin® for!™

“Oh reah? Why? I guess we ain't
been doing nothin’ unlawiul. 8pill it
anyway, an' then beat it!" Enappmi
Low,.

“Now, take et easy,” advised the
sheriff. “ This is plumb straight businees
en’ nothin’ else. Y seen yuh fellers do
some right smart shootin’, to say nothin'
o’ th' bantam-weight's scrapFin'. Baid
to meself: * Them's jest Y guys I
need!” Have yuh heerd o' Bull Baroa's
Blackbeards ¥"
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beaten to the draw !

“Oh, hellup, we've heard o' nothin’
else ! grioned Low. **Yuh don't think
we're in it, do yuh 7

“Nope; 1 know Euh sir not. I reckon

er straight guys, but yuoh know how to
Ea.ndha yerselves, an’ thet's what's
wanted. Liston, thar's a thousand dollars
ree-ward offered for Bull dead or alive,
an' I want him brought in, eether foat-
first or head-frst—don’t make no dif-
ference to me. I cain’t do th' trick
alone, an’ I don’t trust no local deputies,
for Bull's spies air everywhere, For
th’ samo reason I cain't go arter him
with a posse, for he allus has warnin'.
Now, I'm bein’ roasted from head-
quarters for not gettin' this rustler,

besides th' citizehs guyin’ me. How
*sout yuh three assumin’ deputies’
badges an' go-gettin® him for me?

Yuh're strangers hyar, end yuh know
er way about. I'll add snother five
undred apiece personally if yuh bring

him in. Git muh?” .
“SBure, we git yuh!” chuckled High.

“Bheriff, we've burnt all th’ fingers
wa'ra likely to, };luilin' other people’a

chestnuts out'n th' fira. We wasn't
born yesterday! Try some one thet is

& mite greener than what we air "
“Yuss; Gas Slocum an’ his pals”
grinned Nippy. 'E cain’t ’ave th'
Must-Got-'Theirs on o piece o' string,
eh, Low "

* Will yuh put th' offer o' th’ ree-ward,
with yer own five hundred apiece, in
writin’, sheriff "' asked Low, to lhis
pals’ dismayed astonishmoent.

“Right now !" was the reply, and the
man drew out his notebook and hastily
scribbled & few sentences, then threw
throe deputics’ badges on the table.
“Thar's yer authority, an” th' reward
will be paid d'reetly yuh bring in th'
rustler chief 1

Tow examined the document, nodded,
and ficked aver & badge to High and
Nippy.

“Hiick 'emn in yer vest, bovs,” he
eaigd bricfly. “We ride for this Dull
Baron's stronghold to-mmorrer ™

After a few brief directione, the
gheriff left, and the other two conlronted
the placid T.ow.

“What d'vuh think yer doin'?”
demanded Bligh. “ Want to git vs all
killedd? Goin arter rustiers in a country
we don't know, What for? Dollars—
blood money! What do we care whose

BuH Baron's hand went like lightning for
his gun, but there was & guick fash from
High's slx-gun. The rusilers’ leader was

stears ho's rustled, or how many o
these pie-faced guazebos lie’s stuck ap?
Wa should worry "

“All for peace, Low is; ball for
lurry peace—I don't fnk!” groaned
1ppy.

“Listen, High; yuh are after li'l
Ethel Manning's Bill Kekewich, ain't

vuh? Suore, I know! Wa'al, he's with
Bull Baron's DBlackboards, an’ she
wants him~ back. Nippy—All lor
one—" ('mon boyees !’

e

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Frame-up !

USK ucxt day saw them peross

D tha desort that separated the

fustneeses of tho hille from Sanca

City, gnd, as they eptered the

canvons, they loosened their rifles in

their scabbards, and =aw that their six-
guns were all ready for action.

“Jest o8 well Lo be pree-pared,’” snid
Low confidently. “ At th' same time,
boyees, I don’t mind Lettin' thet we're
in no sorter danger—at present.  I've
otta hynch thar's more in this ver
usiness than meeis th” eye; but fime
alone’ll prove whether 'm right, We'vae
got to he wary an' wily, so Ieave all
th* talkin® fo we, an’ no gunplay riil
I gives th' word, soni”

At the top of the canvon they saw n
large notice-board, on  which was
painted in red:

“NOTIR !

One Shot is two miles furder on.
Aincher forgot somethin' yer wanter
turn back for? Thar's nothin® in 0.8,
to see, but a pleniy to git. I'ry some-
thin' end sce! DLACKBREARDR.M

A skull and crosshones ornamented the
bottom of the board. Low rede leisurely
up and touched the lettering with his

Euger.
“Humph! _DPaint's still aet!” he
observed. “Put up to scarc th' kids,

27

I guess. Some tough guy this yer ok
luw, mebbe not. 1 never saw th' hard
case yeb thot wnsn't more'n haff bluf.
Keop a-goin’, hoys, but don't shoot
unless T tell yuh™

In hulf an hour they were through the
canyons, and e¢ntered a round, shallow
bazin onticely surrounded by thickly
wooded hiils. In the cenire of this basmn
wero hoif a dozen shock: and a big
board store. All were lighted, snd the
spunds of o banjo and many voices cume
from the shocks 1In the store a gaunt,
broad-chestxd man with & vulture faece
wis bending over s book, apparently
deep i accounts.

The three shid off their horses and
entered the store.

“Evenin'!  We wantor sea Bull
Baron,” Low sutd abru t'!{,. “Whar i
het"” There was no reply, but tha gaunt
man turned a pair of cruel eyes on the
three—eyes which glowed with the fire
of a fcrocious tiger’s. * Lost yor tongue?
Waal, we sco th' sign, but we didn't turn
lwick ‘for anythin' we'd forgot, brother.
We cume right along, and wo aim o
Whar's Bull Baron?”

“Away. Won't be back till mornin', "
was the response, spoken through millk.
wiiite buek teeth with sna.r]in?‘ thin lips.
“Yuh air welcome to stay till he comer

stay.

af vuly want to. Meet th' boys!™

i must have made some secret signal,
for a dozen men had filed into the store
{rom the darkness outmde, and stood in
a spmicirele behind the three chums.
Thoy were all hesvily nrmed, end
whiskered up 1o the cyes. Low ran s
eve over the bunch of desperadoes and
grinned.

“Waal, I may have seen a tougher-
lookin® buneh, but 1 eain't rightl
remember whar, Pleased to meet yu
focllers, but it's Bull Baron I wanter
talk turkey to. Yuh infant class have
my permission to vomose ! .

o stroked his upper -lip with hia
left hand, on which Ethel Manning's
ring gleamed, and there was a startled
movement from a slim Agure at the end,
and & half-smother exclamation.

Ttz Magrer Lisrany.—No, 1,231



BULL BARON'S
BLACKBEARDS !

(Continued from previous page.)

Low's keen eyes noted which man it
wad, © B EKekewich;, for a dollar! Ax
& muttered word from the stnrak&eper
the men turned' and marched o
silently as they had ¢ome. Then uqhalf
breed woman came In carrying some
dishes, and set down a smoking hot
supper at a table.

“Fall to, boys! Guess yer hungry ¥
grinned the man,  *Yuh will see Bull
arter breakfust. Thet'll be plenty soon
‘nuff for yo!*

“8'pose we don’t reckon on stayin’?”
dﬂmanded High, his right hand straying
townrds his t 1gh

The cold, wellow eyes followed -his
movement, and the gaunt face split in
zm evil smile.

“ Reckon yuh'll stay "7 he said te:miy
w'jl‘allt::: a stroll arter suppetr’ an yo'll sce

Ly-

They took him at hiz word, and BBW
that at cach entrance to the basin a

watch fire burnt, with armed men lying

beside -it, Then, as they walked
the space between the buildings,
the shadows sprang a
sccosted Low. He pacognised the slonder
youngster who had started at sight of
the ¢ing.

“Whar d'yuh git thet ru:ug,*,1 cuss yulr?

Baroas
out of

re who

Bpeak quick, or I'll cut yer liver out |"
“Rasy ¥ growled Low. *Rill E{aka-
with isn't i!:? Th* very feller I've comn

tosee. Listen, Bill| ¥thel’s crazy "bout
mh. Doesn’s care what yuh've dona.
he jest wants yuh back, poor fool!
But, seein' thet's h.er wish, she's goin’
to git yuh, but git yuh clean ¥

There was o hurried whispered conver-
sation, then Bill Kekewich disappeared
into the shadows again, and the three
returned to the store, The storekeeper
sullenly indicated some  blankets in
which they could roll themselves, and
left them to their slumbers.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

Low lay awake, listening. Aficr a
whiles lia heard: the rattle of a horse's
hooly, the-domitl of .a whispered conver:
sation, it which he  recogmiaed the:
voices of the gaunt man and young
Eokewich, "thén’ the drumming of the
hoofs died away in the distance, and he
smiled to himself,

“Guess my hunch iz workin' ! he

thought. “Bill’s got ieave to ride into
Santa, but he'll be back. They ain’t
taken our guns from us. T'll lay a

dollar my hunch is ¢lean O.K, 1~
- Eatly in the morning, so early that the

- first stréuake of dawn still showed in the
Fast, the three rode through the forests, -

with the storekeeper on one side of them
and half a2 dozen well-armed, bearded
ulled up in a

men behind them,
ueﬁie thetre ried

After an hour-

amall declivity in

a small camp fire, with blapkets, a

skillet, and a ﬂﬂ'ﬁﬂ-pﬂt beside- it.
"'!E'uhl. wait h:,bﬂr.

man. “ Bull will along purty scon.

. Be mlght_].r keerful what ver say to him,

for he's a hard. man—mighty  hard.

He'll inspect yul, see?
"EQ{!ﬂ lick to him! If he's hard
we're tough, so wo oughter git on ra'ul
good,” sapd Low wnmly, “Hope he
H‘?F t be long, for I wanter git busy !”
he storekeeper gave a
orders.

HMonty, yuh go tell Bull we're hyar.
Joeques and Mag, git out inter th'
birskr an’ keep watch. Rest o’ yuh boys
soatter back a piece, an' keep & look-ouf.
Be wary IV

“8ay, yuh on’y want a brass Land
an’ a flag or two to be a ra’al army !”
chuckled © Low. . “¥uh 'leavin' too,
brother ¥ .."‘s»«:nll:ﬂ:lii

They watched the men disappear, then
Low hfted his Roman nose and sniffed
the air,

“ Smell -:atﬂe, ngil? Yeh, over thar
in th' bush, th' game? 'I"h sheriff
and his pmar: mma-s along au fnds wus
hvar, night rustled catt-lﬂ wi' camp fire
an’ all complete, an’ eullnru ua fﬂr th'
tustlers. Yesh, thet's it, bo M.
8im Howett's in with the' gang an to
save his fice he's gnl:ta. find ﬂm:lm
ruatlers. Three strangers h appens a dong,

SCTIES  ©

shows soms fancy ahﬂﬂtm mﬂ

errzelves ra’al comspicuous. -Eas-:r or
th' sheriff! Hark Thet's hoofs a-
raftlin' back tha.;r! Thet'll be th'

sherifi’s posse beatin' th' woods. This
ias whar we mosey. it down to 'it,
boyees, an” gallop 1

He lad the way str&:ght into the bush
and breasted thoe hill, seeming to find
his way by. instinet. Then auddﬂn’lj_f
thick clump of bushes wera swept aside

said the gaunt

a. week,

and l;hn mounted figure of Bill Kekewich
showed, frantically beckoniing them.
They mda through and follo him at
‘a tepving op; whilst behind them
sounded the distant crackle of scattéied
rifle “fire.

“ Shenﬂ' fi thtm some o' Bull's gang—
those on't want any longer!”
chuekl e Low., “Now, boys, zide like
billy-ho, for we've gotta cut off Bull
Baron !

Ten minutes later they entored the
semi-darkness of a thick cluster of live
ozk, in which they were completely con-
cealed. After a while there came ihe
quick drumming of horses’ hoofs, ridden
at speed, and into the clearing beyon
roda tha storekeeper and hrlf a dozen
of his men. They pulled bridle and sat
listening, thesn turned with a start as
Low and the others broke through.

* Hello, Bull | Lookin’ for me?” asked
Low sweotly. “Thought I didn't know
who yuh wers, eh? Too bad! IMut 'em
up, boys!”

There was & yell from the store-
keeper with the yellow e-{laa and gaunt
face, for he was none other than Bull
Baron. His hand went like lightnin
for his gun. Thera was a qguick fi
from High's six-gun, and the leader

§ dropped with a bullet through his neck.

Desperately the other men fought, bus
in 4 few sceonds they wore rounded u
;md hﬂu_r}% ha?if ?ndl foot to - ﬂg;;
1Orses. en the littla party jog
back to Banta by deviouz ways,

There have heen few more astonished
men than the sheriff of S8anta City when
he returned with & tale of a desperato
fight. with the outlaws, to ﬁm:l tho chief
dead and half & dozen of his gang
prisoners, whilst three grinning cows
punchers demanded the reward ns stated
in his own han&wnhng. He was forced
to disgorge. Then Low turned the
money over to young Kckewicl and
Eihel.

L Yaung feller, vuh beat it for Texas

" ver gal. what yuh wﬂnt to learn
_13 tﬂ I-:eap ver temper an’ be pemefu]
MNuthin" was ever gained by gettin’ inter
scraps. Ain’t thet so, boys?”

High caught Nippy's eye, and solemnly

winked.
“¥use, that's it. TFoller Low's
example, me lad. ’'E’s all for peace,

Low 18, all for peace—I don’t fink 1"
THE END.

{Wateh out for High, Low, and Nippy
another . thrilling adventure - next
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LOOK 'ERE, YOU YOUNG RIP3!

NEXT TIME ¥YOU PUT MY
CLOCK SLOW AND MAKE ME
LATE TFOR LOCKING-UP, I'LL
REPORT YOU, SEE? TWHAT 1}

THE MAGNET~EVERY SATURDAY

(hreyfr

iars eral

12

LATEST:
EXTRA

‘GO0D

{| BAYS IS THIS 'ERE: YOU LET A ma‘:ﬂ-—az arc louschold words for the world of
MAN'S CLOCK ALONE! i A snooker, banker, and ha'penny nap.
BY ORDER B = Fees, moderate and inelusive. Uaﬁmﬂw
: o B — T e —— ——— —== n post-cord! HAROLD SKINN
lham Losling. 11 No. 63, LAUGH AND GR AT 19th. 1931. tudy No. 11, Ttemove Passape.
_ William Gosl; __ 3 GROW FAT. September 19th, Study No. 11, R P

exelusive local Sporting Circles?
me do it for youl

SPORTING INTRODUCTIONS.

Want an Infroduction to the most
Lt

I am well in with
Jobl, Banks, and others whose names

—

" PULLING TEMPLE'S LEG

Hazel’s Humorous Effort

FOOTER—A

“Enow anything oabout exsy-chairs,
Temple ? " askod Hazeldene of Cecil Begi-
nald Temple in the Rag the night before
the first footer match between the Remove
and tho Fourth.

Cecil Rerinald deipned to look round and
nod. Usually, he ignores the Remove. As
captain of the Fourth he feels that he has a
position to keep up. But Hazeldena hap-
pened to be keoping poal for the Remove on
the following afterncon, and could hardly be
ignored altogether, in the circumstances.

“ A littlee. Why " ha drawlad in that

bored {one which distingwishes Uppor Fourth
men from the civilised world.

Hazel gmiled agreoably—which was rathor’

surprising from a Romove man, considering
that Temple hed for at lesat hali an hour

been discussing the superiority of Fourth
footer over the Remove brand.
"I thought you'd like to help me,” he

said. “ I want to borrow a chair in which
I ean rely on being thoroughly comfortabls
for about an hour and & half.”

“ Queer dea~~what T drawled Tomplo,
starimg a bit.

Hazel atill smiled modesily,

“ Well, I happon to know I shall have the
chance of & real rest for that period of time,
end I want io make sure of being really
comfortable. Knowing you're a bit of on
export on most matters, I thought I'd ask
your advice."”

Cocil Reginald almost purred.

“Nob a bad idea, certeinly ' e ad-
mitted. ' In the ordinary way, I wouldn't
dream of making this offer to a Romove
kid. But you'rs not a had Lind of ehap,
Hazeldene, o I'l tell yon what I'll do: 17
lend you my own easy-chair! ™

“You will 7 excluimed Hazel, * How
awiully kind you ave, Temple | ™

“Always glad to help an  intellipent
kid ! " said Templs, with an approving nod,
* Like 1o have it now ¥ ™

“Well, if I can borrow it for iwenty-four
bourg——"

“Done ! said Temple,

LA FOURTH!

The sequel occurrod on the following
alternoon when the fooler teams lined up
en Little Side,

Aa the Hemove team came out of the
pavilion Temple noticed, with & jurnp, that
they were carrying in their midst the casy-
chair he hed lent Hazeldene.

In & state of great wrath, the leader of the
Fourth went over {o investigate,

“ My sasy.chair 1" he hooted.  What
the thunder do wyou think you're doing
with it § ™

Hazeldone locked surprised.

" You lent it roe, didn’t you ¥

“Yes, but not to pavadn on a blessed
footer ficld ! "’ roapred the indignant Cecil
Regmmald, *'I understood you wanted to
be comiortable while wvou were having
one-and-a-hall hour’s rest.”

“ Exactly ! ' said Hazel chearfully. * Well,
this is where I get the rest ]

“But you're playing!®

“In goal!” nodded Hazeldene. “ So
it's & moral eertainty that 1 sball have

cormmplete and uninterrupled resl for ninely
minuteg I' "™

The Remove players shrieked.
Reaginald'zs elassio face was a sindy.

It looked for & momont as though ithe
footer mateh would resolve itsslf into &
free-fight. Bub Templs somchow overcame
his feelings.

Iiazel eeitled down in the easy-chair
botween the goal-postz and Temple re-
treated, his face wvery red and a _do-or.die
look in his eves. He had svidently made up
his mind that the insult should be wipad
ont in the only way possible—by an over-
whelming wvietory on tho feld.

Byt 1the Remove hagd somethine io say
about thet. DBelore Temple and his men
cottld get inte their stride they had seored
a goal. Another was noiched socon after,
and then a third.

And thet was how the gnme wont om
Temple made really frantic efforls o score
just one.  But it wasn’t lo Lo,

The game ended in & win for the Remove
by 19—, IHazel roso at inst Drom his easy.
clhiair and gracefully relurned it 1o Templo.
Andd the erowd yellod,

Wo understand that Cecl Roeginald has
been sponding all lus ime ever sinee trymg
to think out & way to gob aven.

He won' do it, of eonwrse. Thinking
requires  brain-power;  and woe're afraid
Lig brain-power is, if oanything, mr.._w_;ﬁuq
{loss  extensive them  his  knowledge of
| [ooter |

Ceeil

DINING OUT

Hints for
Gourmets

With the dining-out season
already hore, the more ex-
clusive and fashionable circles
ant Greyiriars are eagerly dis-
cuesing the problem of where
to go.

Naturally, one is content with
nothing less than le dernier ori
—the very latest resort of
youth, fashiom and frivelity.
And, of course, fashion changes
so quickly that tha place which
waa all the rage yeaterdayv ia
empty mnd deserted to-day,
Uncle Clege’s bunshop in Friar-
dale was pacled to the doors
with the cream of society quite

vecently. To-day its marble
halls are gilent. The hundrads
of swift, immaculate Italian

waiters stend obout swatting
flies, for want of custom ; while
the hugs ﬁﬁ:ﬁmuﬁﬂ band plays
to an empty house,

Society has flown,

Where has it gone !

Unlesa wa are pgreatly mis.
taken, to Alf Smith's Fried
Yish and Stewed Eel Emporium
in Cpurtfield. Here one mov
now lislen to the light chatter
of the scions of noble houses,
mingling with the pleasant
aound of ecl-bones being thrown
under the tables, A quaint and
amueing resort |

Another mauch - frequented
place these days 13 the One-
price Ice.cream and Hot-drink
Saloon in the High Street,
whora, for the modest sum of
twopence, one may COrge one-
self on jees and hot drinlks
among the elite, to the romantic
musgic of @ penny-in-the.slot
machine.,

Need we mention the Dainty
Tea Ilogoms? A place for
apicures, this! Here one may
woll doushnuts and drink tea
out of guaint cups, chippad and
cracked all over and wsually
minus handles, Closing one's
eyes and listening to the
sinnshing of crockery and tho
popping of ginger-beer corks
ond emiling the pleusing aroma
of wazhing-up, one really fecls
thit one iz in a place designed
by nature for the patronage of
the nobility.

That's all for this weel,
Don't be surprised if we bob
up sgain shortly with move
news tho best circles !

3

A WONDER ON WHEELS

Trick Cycling at Greyfriars

KIPPS BRINGS DOWN THE HOUSE

Mr. Kipps, of the Remove;
gave a remarkably exhibition of
trick cyeling in "Sie guad last

.:.“mwa. The perfomance was in
Y of tho Distressed and
Destitute Tuckiiop  Patrons'
Fund, snd stimeted o larse
sudicnce,

The show bpan with an
accomplished s:hibition  of
cyeling on one 'vheel, durning
which AMr. Kippa.ollapsed only
three times, n_wﬂw no damage
bevond buckline the handle-
bars and smashi# luhe brakes.
. A display of multing whilst
m motion follmed, the bike
merely losing ivlack step and

a few spokes od of the front
wheel,

Mr. Kippa then arned rounds
of applase by riding head-

ey g e

downwards, using his handa for
pedalling purposes and his legs
for steerinz. No demoge re-
sulted, with the exveption of
the loss of a pedal and & rather
nasty puncture.

As his piece de resistance Mr.
Kipps eyeled in mid-air across
a suspended lengtlhy, of wire,
crashing only hali & dozen
times, to the accompaniment of
loud applause.

Unioctunaiely, the perform.
ance terminated soon after that
in somewhat peculiar circum.
stancea. Mr. Cloler of the Fifth
was suddenly soen to be roshing
towards the ortiste, shouting,

for unknown reasons: ' My
bike ! My bike!" On seeing
him Mr. Iipps hurriedly

maunted and rods off at terrific
apoed.

Not looking oxactly where he
wis going, the trick eyelist
drove right into Mimble's tool-
shod with such foree as to bring
the entire structure crashing
down In ruins,

We understand that DMr.
Colker 2oou afterwords assaulted
Mr, Inipps with great ferocity.

We eondele with Mr. Topps.
end ask him to comfors hirnself
with the reflection thot he
certainly did * briog downo the
housa ' 1

NEGATIVE NEWS

b
Event: Not
Happined

Owine to a dwetage of gen-
sationol happenigs this week
we are compellss to look for
sensalional Mem omong the
things which havw 1t happoned,
Wa feel sure ye'll find them
quito ng3 unhslimalilo as our
usual  Eensations *f scoops.”
Hore goea !

Bolsover haa me, glanghtored
o eingle fag erdw last Wed-
nesdoy |

On  beinz asked vesterday
whether he liked school, Tom
Dutton did »net puncii  his
gquestioner on the nose, under
the impression that he'd been
calledd o fool !

For the one landred and first
tirne in succession Coler did nog
sepre o singlo run in the iith
pcle-aup pame this weel

After vompleting 2,000 folios
of clusely-typed matter, AMr.
Ghaclelh hos  wmed finished  his
celebrdeil ™ 1listory of Grey.
Erinas."”

Wun Lung oid net hove rat-
e For suppuer lnst night !

Dring o mensurved period of
five minutes one duy Uhis weelk,
Figher I' Fishdid st onee vefer

to the slovies of Neo York !

Ropresentative that he had arrived at the

how to be & blade " the " G. H." Reop.
asked.

you Hp.mad to know i3, how lo put on a sneering
grin.

merning, before breakiast !
vou have to learn to curl your lips, The best
way to do this ig to put them in curlers over-
night."

round the room. .
practice with a boomerang; it helps to de-
velop the cireular motion, you know.”

without any effort, just before you came in.

hig dry lips when lLie's in a fix."
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HOW TO BE A BLADE

Mysteries of Blagging Revealed

SKINNER

An odour of tobaeco-smoke and the sight of
& pair of biz fest on the table and a copy of
= %w.u_.mum Bnippings ' spread out hall-way
aerosz the room told the ** Groyirviars Herald ™'

study of Mr. I{arold Skinner, the colebrated
bold, bed lad of the Ilemove.
“ Would you be kind encugh {o show mo

Mr. Skinner nodded. ;
" Anythin’ for o guiet life ! "Tho first thing

* And how do vou do that, Mr. Skinmer ?
“Enay! I put mine on with gum every
Then, of course,

“And then ¥

** Well, of courso, the noviece will have lo
know how to throw # guick, hunied look
For this, I recommend

“ I suppose one gots quite aceomplished af
it in timee, Mr. Skinner 750

Mr. Skinner leughed.

“ Oh, quite! I threw at least half a dozon,

Then, of course, there's the art of licking one's
dry lips. Any blade worthy of the name licks

* It must be rather difficult, somofimos ™
“ Well, the licking part’s easy enough,’ the
bold, bad lad of the Remove replied. “Ii's
gotting thom dry that’s more of & problem.

SHOWS

mind, Mr.

moro—rather an essentiol one.
face of & blade is neerly always drawn.”

THE WAY

Personally, T always use galt ; but evory man
to hiz taste.™
“ Aro thero any othor points to bear in

Skinner 1 " y
* Many, but I've only Lime. to mention one

IL'a this: the

“Well, 1l'we heard that,” agreod the

“@. I." Rep. " And how is that done } 7

* Quite simply : by any artist who happens

to be around st the time when his face is
oxpucied to be drawn !
I muet be poing. It's high time I went out
and uttered & mirthless laugh. I also have io
give a furtive glance, and whom I'm to give
it to I don't know at the moment ! ™

And now I'm afraid

The ** Greyfriarsa Herald " DRepresentative

departed, boaring with him the impression
thet the time of & bold, bad blade is kept fully

peeapied,

e r—

YOUR DREAM—WHAT DOES IT MEAN:?

Look Here for the Answer!

5o many readers have wrillen us recently
asling what their droars mesn that we havo
decidied, at enarmous exponse, {o rolain the
services of Squiff, tho celobratod dream oxport
and fortune-teller, wsulhor of ** Tuekshop
Dreams and How lo Jave "1, and other

clas=ics, Lhs ficst list of answers is printed
bodow. 1z socomd list will possibly appear
next woek. Moro probably it will noet.

* Bousy."—" "Pluwe nighis running By
dreamoed I helked  Bob Choerey,'—Wall,

s _h:_mu__qu: ib'a lunky for oLt | ET 4 A.._.E._.u_.qvm i
Alviea. YWhen be comes back you'll promptly
fired oub just whaeb 11 moons |

L. RBussepon—" Dear Squill,—L  drvamed
lnsl night that you paid moe back that hali-

erown L lent wou last term,”"—That’a not o
dresun 3 it's veality | Have a good think, old
Luan, and you'll remember I paid you back

tho useiul old half-dellar belore (he Euster

Niwls ¢

IMeky NugExt.—You want to know ihe

meaning: of your dream about hobgablins
chiastng you ?

It means, Dicky, that thoso
frived hervings nnd penny dreadiuls you con-

st bofore going to bed each night are

Buginning to get tho better of youl
Sforack—"T droomed I was .:._Em._..,
kaptin of the First Elovvon, What doos it

nmicen ! "—Easy, * Horaee,” dear! It moans
that in tho ncar future you are likely to
achivve distinelion at hopscolch or marbles !



