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EXPECT ‘most of my readers have
la ab the antics of Micky
Mouse, Felix the (Cat, and other
animated cartoons. But few

peemn to realise the tremendous amount
of work entailed in filming these eartoons.
Jack Warburton, & Clacton resder, msks
mae if I can tell him

HOW IT'S DONE.

Well, to begin with, every single pleture
of the film must he drawn b d—
and there are about 16,000 separate

ictures to ovem & short cartoonm film !

eodleas to say, it would boe fmpossible
for one artisb to draw tho lot, so he has
povoral mssistants who holp him.

One of them will draw the backerounds,
while others take o figure apisce. In
m whera thﬂm backgmu::lld iz Been

ing t quickly, a apecisl panorams
—which E]:y be about thirty feet long—
has to be drawn, mnd several artists
work on this background at the same time.
The figures of the cartoon are generally
drawn on sheets of transparent material,
so that they can bo laid on the back-
ground and then photographed, and the
mame figures can often be used over and
over again. For instance, when & cartoon
cat or mouse walks acress the screenm, it
is cnly essential to draw the movements
connected with one step. Then these
g’otm-ea ara refamad agein and agein.
ut, even when such labour-saving
devices are employed, there are still many
thousands of pietures to be drawn, which
acepunts for the length of time it takes
to photograph & cartoon comedy !

Hove you ever heard of it
RAINING CATS AND DOGS ?

I expect you all know the expresszion,
sven if u‘{ﬁ’l’ﬂ never seern imft.hin 8O
wonderful happen. However, I think it
would interest you ta know that it once
rained cariwheels! Neodless to say, in
the village where this cccurred, the yokels
were terrified out of their lives, but the
anation was gimple, The cart-wheels
had been carried into the air by o powerful
wind, and then drnpﬁed, gome conzider-
able distance away, when the wind eased
:PTha afiwaa sort of th:’ngf Iﬁa nitiedn
in various parts of the world,
m&gpgi: has been known to rain frogs,
fishes, and even rata! They had been
sucked up by tornadoas and water-
guts, which later deposited them farther
along the path of the storm.

NE of my chums, whoe hag heard

something about thess myaterious.

rainfalls,’ has written to ask me
if it is true that it hes been known

ko rain blocd ¥ Re of guch miracu-
loum ghowers have often come from varigus
of the world, but scientista Lave

i ered that these showers are caused
In' the same way as the above. In this
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Altways glad to hear from pou, chums, 8o d me a line {o the folls
The Ed&f, The “ Magnet '’ Librory, The -‘;\‘.ﬂl Bflose
House, Farringdon Strect,

London, E.C.d,

case, howevar, the matior that has been
up by the wind and sn ¥
turnad out to be & red Suid

people f which is discharged by certain insscts

when they emerge irom their coecons,
It might also interest this chum to
kmow that in the Polar regions a red snow
18 found. In this case it is & minute ses
plant which causea the vcolouring matter.

e —

I've just had the pleasure of sendi
along & handsome pocket knife to William
E. Willstt, of Red Lane, Sand Pits,
Hollington, 8t, Leonards, in returmn for
the following ribtickler ;

# Mother, do you know what I'm going
to give you for a birthday present ? * asked
litile Dorls.

‘* No, dear,” sald the fond
parent. ,

“ A blue china
vaze with golden
flowers on It,”
sald Doris, A

““ But I’ve got one already, Wi
dear.; sald ml;“hm't,” T

“* No, you haven replie & you
ster, ** i'ﬂ just broken i!? i e

I can assure you, chums, that I've still
ot o splendid stock of penknives and
ather pocket walleta which I am just

longing to present to you! All you've
got to do to get ome is to send along & ﬂmd
joke or a elever Greyiriars limerick., . Then,
m addition to seeing your offort in print,
you'll gt & gift that will makes yvour chums

green with envy !
I in Germany, and he toeld me about
n most curious place. It is called

THE LEAD CELLAR OF BREMEN,

'VE just been telking with a fellow
who has besn spending & holidsy

and the curious thing about thig cellar,
which iz undernesils the eathedral, is
that bodies placed in it rernain in a zort
of mummified etate, No one has been
sble to dizcover why thiz iz, but there

WHO SAYS
A DANDY LEATHER POCKET
WALLET or a USEFUL POCKET
KNIFE ?

These handsome prizes are
oftered for Storyettes and Snappy
Greyfoars Limericks, All efforts
to sent to: cfo MAGKET, 5,
Carmehite Street, London, E.C.4
Comp.).

HAVE A SHOT AT WINNING ONE OF
THESE TOPPING PRIZES TO-DAY !

ot/

ing address ;
malgamated Press, Lid., The Fleetwoy

DE | & mess of your painti

are nine bodies in it, one of
which hes been dead for
nearly five hundred ra |
This must certainly bo ons of
the weirdest places in the
world, for the bodies are all
on view. Faney spending a
night n a place like that!
Grrh | Tt males me shiver to
think of it!

Now to deal with & numbaer
of shorter queries which
various readers have put up
to me. As usual, here sre my

RAPID-FIRE REPLIES.

Obtaining & passport.
oosta 75. 6d.,and is valid for five after
which it must be remewed. You must
bhave a passport to travel abroad, To
obtain one vou most fill in 8 form which

ou can obtain by writing to the Passport
, Westminster, London, 5.W.l.
When do goldfish sleep ? (Len @.; of

Whitehaven.) It ia not that
o have never seen your gmﬂp-—

.ifnr the uiEnEIa reason they nover do slesp !
A painting tip. ( Akors, of
Birmingham.) Sorry to hear vou made
job. Next time
¥ou have to paint wood, give it & coating
of glue or size beforehand., This ta
the paint from einking iuto the woed

asnd making the job look A
The cost of & grevhound. (T. Frosat, of
ng grey-

Devizes.) Some “crack " raci
hounds are worth a thoussnd pounds.
But you could get a greyhound puppy for
about five guineas. It costa a guitiea s
woek for a groyhound to be kept and
trained at a licensed racing track. A good
dog more than pays for itself, as there are
money prizes for all races.

Pet Snakes. (H. G., of ﬂmtarbury%
Yes, it is possible to keep pet snakes.
know a fallow who does! Certain kinds
of small pythons get very tame, and allow
human beings to handie them, But their
caged have to be kﬁﬁt al a certain tempera.
ture, and it is a tieklish job to rear snakes
properly in our ¢limate,

Who says a Greyiriara limerick ¢t For
the follow: effiort V. Vesty, of 38,
Bushloe » Wigaton Magna, near
Leicester, has rightly earned one of our
ugeful leather pocket wallets,

Billy Bunter, when In his prime,

Once ate three pork ples at a time.
When asked : ** Why the i(hird ¢ *?
Said : ““One Is absurd—

To only have itwo is a erime,**

As my fpaco iz running short, I hLad
better get down to

NEXT WEEK'S PROGRAMME,

Thrilla alternaio with chuckles in our
next long comqlctc varn of the Grey-
friars chinms. It's ealled

**THE SLAVE-TRADER'S
VENGEANCE ! **

and it's “a bonza,” as our Austreiion
cousing say, Frank Richardz has certainly
excelled himseli in this latest zories of
holiday adventure storiez, and I have
received a large number of letters from
readers expreesing their delight with them,

Qur complete Western varng seermn to
have hit the bullseye alsoc. There's an
especially good one in store for you next
wesk, in which High, Low, and Nipgyrun
up againgt some more trouble—and fun !

Then there’s anethor special issus of
dthe * Groyiriars Herald,"! and our usual
short featurca. Better order your copy

now, in cage vou forged it
| OUR EDITOR.




REELS OF THRILLS AND A FEAST OF FUN—IN THIS MAGNIFIVENT STURY ! —

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter Takes a Pot-shot !

(13 BAY vou fellows—""
I “{io to sleep, Bunter 1

Lok here—"

“AMy dear old fat man,"said Bob
Cherry, *there’s nothing to eat till the
train stops. So go to slecp egain.”

Billy Bunter snortcd.

For a long, long time Billy Bunter
hed slept in his corner, and his deep
snore had mingled with the rumble of
the train,

Harry YWharton & Co. found plenty
to interest them, looki from the
windows as the train runrmiled up the
gteep gradients of the Kenya-Uganda
Railway at about twenty miles an hour.
But geenery did not appeal much to
Billy Bunter,

Atill, Bunter could not sleep
for ever.

He blinked from the win-
dows with a rather diﬂpnruﬁ;
ing blink. Ho did not thin
a lot of Wenya. On the whale,
he would have preferred Mag-
gate to British East Africa,

The Famous Five of Greviriars, on
the other band, were enjoying every
minute of their African trip, and they
were rather excited at the approach to
Lakoe Victoria Wyanza, where they wera
to take the stcamer aecross into Uganda,

“I say, you fellows—"" repenied
Dunter.

“Next stop Kibos,” said Bob Cherry,
“a few miles farther on, Lake Victana
Nyanza—and we change the jolly old
train for the jolly old steamer.”

Sl T EEI-:'F_'"

*3till time for forty winks, Bunter,”
gxid Frank Nugent.

“Hand me my rifle!”’ said Bunter.

“¥What!” ejaculated Harry Wharton,

*My rifle! It's loaded ready,” said
Bunter. * Hand it over.”

ANTR

f
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The chums of the Remove stared at
Bunter.
Bunter
uﬁplied with a rifle, like the other
&

had insisted wupon being

ows, for the trip to Uganda. And
e had been wvery carefully supplied
with blank cartridges for the rifle. Eall
eartridges, in Bunter's fat hands, would
have bren rather too dangerous for the
rest of the parcty.

Bunter was t‘?]"m kind of fellow who
woitld look down the barrel of a rifle to
see whether it was loaded., And when
Bunter handled a firearm he was liable
ta hit anvthing except the object aimed
ak,

Bunter was ha.ppilg unawara that his
eartridges were blank. As the poet has
remarked, where ignorance is Dbliss ‘tis
folly to ba wize,

%
f
h

There’s nothing worse than being without grub

—at least, so thought Billy Bunter of Grey-

friars, until he was caught in an Equatorial
rainstorm in the heart of Uganda !

“What the thump do rou want a rifle
now for, fathead ¥ asked Johnny Bull,

“I'm going to pot one of those
gorillas"

* One of which ¥ velled Bob.

“You fellows travelling with your eves
shut ?" sneered Buonter. “We've passed
a lot of big gorillas all along the line
for miles past.”

* Blessod if I've scon any of them ™
said Harry Wharton,

U The seofulness has not been torrific !
remarked Hurree Jamset Bam Ringh.

“Well, look!” said Bunter. * There's
another—in that field :*

The Famous Iive stared from the
window.

They had secn only one gorilla since
arriving in Kenya, and that was in the

I.'Clnpyr:';ﬁt in the United States of America.)

o

Featuring
Harry Wharton &
Co. of Greyfriars

on Holiday.
BY
FRANK RIGHARDS,

Gorillas wers rather

jungle,
rara in “British East,” and
certpinly the juniors did not
expect to find them sprinkled

along the railway line,

The train was moving slowly. Along
the line could be seen fields of Indian
corn, in some of which Kavirondo
natives were working.

The juniors had seen a good many
Kavirondo in the fields, unE had been
rather entertained by the specimens of
that rather peculiar tribe.

The Kavirondo dislikes clothing, and -
when he wears anything at all 1t 15 a
little bushy tail hanging from the back
of his waist, which at a distance gives
him a ludierous resemblance to a large
monkaey,

“There he is5!" gaid Bunter, blinki
at the black figure in the field throug
his big spectacles and pointing with a
fat bnger. "I cam get him with the
train going as slow as this!"’

“You can get what?” demanded Bob.

“That gorilla! You fellows
couldn't, I know, but yon
know what a crack shot I
am,” said Bunter, *“Hand me
that rifle, 3mithy.”

Herbert Vernon - S8mith
chuckled.

“You can leave tha rifle
whero it is, fathead,” he said.
“¥You're not allowed to shoot the
natives,"”

“Natives be blowed! Haven't you
any oves?” demanded Bunter. *That’s
not a native—it's a gorilla!™

“"Ha, ha, ha!” xelled the Famous
Five.

“0h, really, vou fellows——*

“Ha, ha, ha!" ghricked the juniors.

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! Look here, hand me that rifle
before we pass him '™ hooted Bunter,

The chwmns of the Remove did not
hand DBunter the rifle. They roared.
The train glided on past the black man
whe was working in the field of Indian
corn, who would probably have been

Tae dacxer Lisrary.—No, 1,252,
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very stariled had he known that any
body or the train had thought of
“potting ** him in passing.

“"You silly asses!” rocred Bunter.
“I've lost him now! Look here, what
are you dumnties cackling ag?”

““ Ha, ha, hal*

“You howling ass!” hooted Johnny
Bull, “That isn't a gorilla—that's &
kavirondo man—="

“Oh, really, Bull—"

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“If you think vou can pull my leg to
that extent 1t only shows what =illy
chumps you are,” said Bunter scornfully.
“Like me to believe that niggers have
tails like monkeys in this country 1"

“Tails are fashionablo wear in theso
parts,”  explained Harry Wharton,
wiping Ins eyes. "It's a ILavirondo
eustom to wear o tail™

“O, don’t be an ass!” said Bunter
peevishly, “Think I can't tell a
nigzer from a monkey 7

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Wall, I'm jolly weil going to pot
the next ong we pass, nnﬁ chanca it,"
said Bunter, and he grabbed his rifle.

MYeou  howling  fathead, they're
mggers ! roared Bob.
(1) Rﬂ-tg ! Lk ]

“There aren't any govillas here—*
“Rot! Keep that window opon ™
"“"Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter was not to bo convinced.

_His vision was limited, even with the
aid of his big spectacles, And eertainly
ithe bushy tails worn by the Kavirondo
blacks were deceptive at a distance,

The Owl of the Hemove sat with his
rifle between his fat kncos, his spectacles
fixed on the felds past wlich the train
slowly glided as it pulled up to Kibes.

He was quite determined to *pot?’
the next gorilla he passed.

At close quarters Bunter would not
have cared to tackle a gorilla, But in
a moving train it scemed safe enough.
Even if he failed to make a kill—as was
indeed very probable with a blank cart-
vidga—the brute would not be able to
get at him.,

8o Bunter watched and waited, with
his little round eyes gleaming through
hiz big round spectacles,

The chums of the Hemove chuckled
and left him to it,

Certainly they would not have done
s0 had his rifle beon loaded with ball
But if Bunter chose to blow off a blank
cartridge from the trazin window it did
not matter very much. Dlank cart-
ridges were not dear.

Bunter made a sudden movement.

Quite ¢lose to the line another Kavi
rondo black appeared in sight. Io was
bending to pull up weeds, and his bushy
tail waggled behind him in o way that
waos really laughable. But to Bunter's
eyes it was not an ornamental tail worn
by & black man: it was o monkey's tail,
and he had not the slightest doubt that
he was blinking at a gorilla through
his big spectacles.

"1 say, vou fellows!” gasped Bunler,
greatly excited. “I zay, you watch me
get him!  Sea him roll over ™

Bang !

“ Yaroooooh 1"

The Kavirondo did not roll over. Ha
went on weeding, guite unconscious of
tha fact that he was being shot at for a

orilla. It was Bunter who relled over.

he kick of the rifle did it.

Bump !

Billy Bunter landed on hiz back
among many [eet, and roarcd. And the
other fellows roared, too.

“"Ha, bha, ha!”

Toe Magxer Lipnaey.—No. 1,232,

THE SECOND CEAPTER.
Beastly for Bunter !

R. BAMUEL VERNON-
SMITH, financier and million-
aire, came along fthe tran

_ when it stopped ot Eibos. He

peered into the car crowded by the Grey-
friars jumiors. 2ix fellows there were
,gg'm.umg. one was grunting, and rub-

g a fat shoulder where o rifle had
kicked. 8till, Bunter was in o fairly
well satisied mood. He had ne doubt
that he had “got” the gorilla. Ilec had
not been able to watch the result of his
pot-shot, owing to the misbchaviour of
the rifle, but he had no doubts.

Buntor belisved in his own skill a2 »
matrksman, if nobody else did. The best
men at Bisley might have been puszzled
to bring down a gorilla with a bilank
cartridge; but Bunter was still happily
unconscious of the harmless nature of
his ammunition. He grunted and
rubbed, but he was satisfied to know
that a mila or so back a gorilla was
stretched lifeless by the railway line, a
victim of the crack shot of Groviriars.

Mr. Vernon - 8mith, locking in,
scanned the juniors suspiciously. Ha
could see that something was “on.” The
millionaire had been travelling farther
up the train with two or three business
friends who were going up from Kenya
to Uganda. But as t}fra Greyiriars
party were in his charge, he kept an
eye on them every now and then.

“What have you mmg‘-‘ rascals heen
up  to?"  asked ﬁn Ternon-Smith,
“I've been told that somebody has been
blazing off a rifle from the train. Not
yvou, surely, Herbert "

“Not guilty, dad”
Bounder, with a laugh,

“It's against all rules, of course,” zaid
Mr. Vernon-Smith. ©Whoever it was
may get into trouble. None of you boys,
I hopet”

“The mnot-guiltyfulness is terrifie,
honoured sahib I said Hurreo Jamsct
Ram Singh.

Certainly it was ncot the Bounder or
atny membeér of the Famous Five wheo
Lad blazed away [rom the train window,
and they did not feel disposed to men-
tion that it was Bunter,

But Bunter had no hesitation. Bunter
did not see why ho should not claim the
credit of a crack shot.

Y No harm done, sir,” he said calmly.
“Gorillas  are fearfully dangerous
animals, and a fellow ought to pot
them.™

Mr. Vernon-Smith started.

“ Bunter, you young ass! IMave wou
been shooting from the tram¥™

“1 took = pot-shot at a gorilla,”
answered Bunter, aith studied carclezs-
ness. “I got him all right™

“A—p—a gorillal era arg no
gorillas alonz the railway that I know
of 1" zaid Mr. Vernon-Bmith blankly.

“Bunter talkes the Eavirondes for
gorillas, father,"” explained the Dounder.
“He won't belicve that their tails are
tiEdﬂ?wn'" ly, Smith

“Oh, really, Smithy——"

“Good gad!” exclaimed Mr. Vernon-
Smith, in great alarm. Do you mean
to say that Bunter has becen zhooting
at the natives ™

“I've shot a gorillal” eaid Bunter
obstinately,

answered the

EPECIAL NOTICE

Your newsagent has a difficult task in
ordering the correct number of MaGxETa
cvery week for lis customers. You can
alleviate his task by plﬂ.ﬂing a regular
order with him, so helping him to order
correctly and avoid waste, and at the
samo time making certain of obtaining
your own copy every week

THE MAGNET

*Did vou not tell the young foel that
they were natives?” exclaimed Mr.
Vernon-Smith,

“Well, yes. But Bunter knows best,”
zald the under. “ Anyway, I don’t
fih:éulﬁ the Kavirondo came to any harm,

alt.

“Look here, talk senze!” snapped
Bunter. “It was a gorillal I killed
him! It's all right, Mr. Vernon-8mith;
it was only & gorilla.”

“You young ass!” roared the millions
gire. “}I_Erhmt, you ought to have
stopped him! If he has wounded no
netive—"

“I haven't!” yelled DBunter. “I've
shot a gorilla ¥

“Ha, ha, ha "

“It i3 not a laughing matter [ ex-
claimed Mr. Vernon-8mith. I must
seo about this at oncel Ii Bunter has
injured a native, he will have to be left

at Kusumu in the hands ¢f the police |”
“Oh erikey 1" gasped Bunter,
Mr. Vernon-Srmth turned away,

greatly perturbed and annoyed. The
juniors exchanged glanees, and the
Bounder jumped from the train and ran
after his father and caught him by the
LTI '

“Il’s all right, dad I” he gasped.

“What—what! It's not all rightI®
snapped Mr. Vernon-8mith. * Bunter
may have injured a harmless native "

“Not with a blank cartridge.” _

“0h,"” ejaculated Mr. Vernon-Smith,
“I'd forgotten that!” His angry face
broke into o grin, “Thank goodness the
voung idiot was unabls to do any harm !
The man cannot have been hurt, theni"

“Not in the least. He was still weed-
ing when we lost sight of him.”

r. Vernon-Smith laughed.

“Well, well, it ia all right. For good-
ness' sake, don’t let that young lunatio

et hold of apything dangerous,

erbert 1

“T'1l watch it 1" grinned the Bounder.

He returned to the train, Me. Veornon-
Smith going back to his business friends,
relicved in his mind.

“Halle, hallo, hallo!” Bob Cherry
winked at the Bounder as Smithy came
back. *Has your pater gone to set the
askaris after Bunter, Smithy ¥

“1 gaw, you fellows—*

The Famous Five were looking very
grava now. Billy Bunter was looking
rather uneazy. A doubt was creeping
into his fat mind as to whether the
victim of his trusty rifle really was en

FEEIQ blinked unecaszily from one serious
face to another. The Bounder grinped
as he cavght Bob Cherry’s wink, but his
face immediately became solemn again.

“I'd better not tell Bunter what the
pater’s going to do,” he answered. *I
don't want to alarm Bunter.”

#I—I =av, you fellows, it really wos a
gorilla, you know.”

“Well, iet's hope it was,” said Bob.

“It will save you from being hanged
at Kusumu, old chap, if it really wos a
gorilla,”

[£1 {:}w I‘I‘I‘

The train ran on. It was only a few
miles more to Kusumu, the port on the
Victoria Nyanza. Plenty of Kavirondo
were to be seen along the railway, and
Bunter blinked from the window with
an anxious blink. The sight of half a
dozen Kavirondo standing in a group,
taking instructions from a white man
in a topee, made the Owl of the Remove
jump.

“I—I zay, you fellows, those—those
monkers must be natives!” exclaimed
Bunter, in dismay. "1 say, thay
oughtin't to be allowed to wear tails
liko monkeys if they ain’t monkeys!
Don't they look like a lot of monkeys
with their zilly tails waggling I
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The EKavirendo went on weed-

ing, guite unconscious of the

fact that he was belng shot at

for a gorilla, 1t was Bunter

who rolled over. The kick of
tha rifle did it !
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“You can't shoot a nigger because he
looks like o monkey 1™ sa1d Johnny Bull.
“You wouldn't like people to shoot o
Cireyfriars man because he looked like
a walrus, would wou? ‘What would
become of vou?”

“0Oh, really, Bull—-*"

“ Aftor all, Bunter may not have killed
the man,” said Bob Cherry, with great
gravity. “1 gaw him move as the train
went on." .

“Perhapsfully the esteemed idiotie
Bunter has only wounded the ridiculous
Eavirondo,” supgested Hurree Jamsot
Ram Singh., “The fatality may not be
terrific.” ;

“ It would be simply awful for Bunter
to be hanped for killing natives [* said
Frank Nugent.

“Dwl Wowl”

“ Still, vou know what a erack shot
Bunter is ! said Bob, shaking hiz head.
“ With his deudlg.;[ rifle and his won-
derful marksmanship—-~"

“1 say, you fellows, they wouldn'p
hang & white man for shooting &
nigger ! gasped Bunter. * Besides, it
was an accident! I thought he was o
monkey! I say, yon fellows, keep it
dark! I—I sav, whot do you think thoy
will do about it¥" )

Bunter was convinced at Iast that his
porilla was a native, It was guite an
alarming thought. .

“Cheer up, old fat man!" said DBob.
“They'll make allowances for your
youth, you know. It can unIE mean
wmprisonment for manslaughter.

T

“Perhaps ten years!” remarked
Nugent. ;
“Or fifteen!™ said the DBounder.

“ Anyhow, Bunfer will get out of next
term at Greyfrinrs.”
“Yes, that's something, Dunter.”

“ =1 gay, vou fellows, I—I'd rather
go back to Greyfriara! I don’t want to
go to choly!” gazped Bunter. “I'd
rather have old Queleh in the Form-
room any day ! I say, if they make out
it waz me, all you fellows can swear
that it wasn’t! You can bear witness
that 1 nover fired a shot, you know, as
vou saw mo do it 1"

“Qh, my hat!”?

* Stand me, you know!” gasped
Dunter. wve that rifle out of sight!
If they ask us any questions, swear that
we never had a rifle. I say, that mgger,
RKikolobo, is farther along the train
somewhere, Buppose woe say it was ho
who shot the gorilla—I mean, the
nigger.t

*Yon fat villain 1™

* i, really, Wharton——=>"

“We'd better keeF it dark.” said DBob
Chierry solemnly. “INot a word about
Bunter potting the nigger, you men!
Weo don't want the askaris to march
Bunter off to choly [ What should wo
do without him %"

“Yes, old chap!” gasped Bunter,
®Think of that! on'd hardly like to
go on to Uganda at all without me,
would you? It wouldn't be much of a
holiday, would 1t ¥

“0Oh crikey 1™

“Stick to me, you know. All of you
sweapr——""
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be dud!
A fellow  mustn't
RWog l:, Bvyern on
vacation, Wo're
supposcd to behave
ourselves on o
holiday."”
N *1 mean, sSwWoear
it wasn't me!”
shricked Bunter.
“Swenr that I was
esleep all the time !
Swear that I never
touched a riflic! All
of you swear that
I was fast aslecp
when gshot tha
mgggerl"

“Ha, ha, ho!”

* Blessed if I sec
anything to cackle
This is & jolly serious matter |
“I'm going to deny

“ilan's

at!
hooted Bunter.
the whole thing. and I cxpect my pals

to back me up!” _

"Well, we'll do what woe can,” said
Harry Wharton. “We'll all give
evidence that Bunter never hit the
nigger when he fired, you fellows, I
think we can go a3 far ms that."

“Yes, we can say that,” agreed the
Dounder.

* Hear, hear [™

“Stick to that!” said Bunter engerly.
“OF course, I'm sorry for the migger.
But it was his own fault, making out
that he was o monkey. Don't suy a
word about it, and say that I never his
him, see?”

“Oh, my hat |12 ;

“Luckily, we go sitraight on tho
steamer at Kusumu.” said Beb, "Wo
may get clear before they find the

body,™
I think,”

“Sure 1o, said Harry,
“They won't find the body in & hurry.”

“Oh, good !" ;%as cd Dunter.

DBut the Owl of the Remove was look-
ing very uncasy and anxious when ihe
train stopped by the jetty at Kusumu.
To his great rclief, however, nobody
»aid him any special attention, and Mr.
l't’i?rnﬂnn-E’.l:m 1 and his party went on
board the lake stcamer for the trip
ncross the great Wyanza without the
hand of an askari dropping on Bunter’s
fat shoulder. DBut Billy Bunter did not
breathe freely till the steamer glided
away down the Gulf of Kavirondo,
heading for the great lake.

Toe Magyer LiBRany.—Now 1,252



THE THIRD CHAFTER.

Bunter Takes Cover |
&« DWANA,” said Kikolobo, the
o Kikuyu, "my eyes see a great

man |z

Harry Wharton & Co. stood
in a cheery group cn the deck of the
lako steamer, logking round with cn-
thralled cyes as the vessel glided down
the Gulf of Ravirondo towards the lake.

Mr. Vernon-Smith, at o distance, was
smoking with two or thrcea men who
were travelling with him and talkin
over some of the many business deals
which engaged his attention duving the
African trip. Onee the schoolboys were
safe on the steamer, the millionaire left
them to their own devices.

Billy Bunter sat in a deckchair, with
an unusually serious expression on his
fat face. i ]

It was not Billy Bunter's way to give
much thought to others, but he could not
help thinking of that black man he had
shot at from the railway. !

He really was surfi}‘ for that nigger.

Probably he would have been more
sorry, but for the fact that the conse-
guences to himself might be trouble-
some. He was safely started on the
voyage scross the lake, at all events,
and that was a relief. But hoe would
oot have been surprised to zec a hoat
or B cange put off to fetch him back
to answer for what he had done. And
he turned his big spectacles anxiously
on every native canoe that skimmed the
whaters of the gulf.

The other fellows had almost forgotten
the incident in their keen interest in
their new surroundings.

It was not, of course, quite so revious

to them as it was to Willlam George
Bunter.

-

Kikolobo, the tall Kikuyu, stood with

the jumniors, & massive figure in con-
spicuous striped monkey-skins, 'The
hikuyu kmew the country well, as this
was not his first visit to Uganda, and
he pointed out many objects of interest
to the Greyfriars fellows.

The steamer was approaching the
Kasinga Passage when o canoo shot off
from Lhe shore, with a white man sitting
in 1t and half o dozen natives ]%ndﬁimg'.

The Kikuyu's eyves fixed on the white
man, and evidently he recognised him
as an old usintance.

He pointed him out to the schoolboys
ag the cange came shooting across to
intercept the steamer. ]

Harry Wharton & Co, locked with
some interest at the individual whom
the Kikuyu described as & " great man™

He certainly was not great in stature,
being rather small and elight. Under
his topee hiz face was almost as dark
a3 a native’s, burnt by the hot sun of
Afriea.

“Who is it, Kickyi2 asked the
Bounder carelessly.

“( Bwaena, he 15 a great man!” said
Kikolobo. *Even I, Kikolobo, am not
so mighty a hunter as that white lord !
The white men call him Captain
McCann, and he is a slayer of elephants
ond lions. X have hunted in the jungles
of Upanda with that white lord, and my
eyes have scen him slay Simba, the lion,
and Tembu, the elephant.”

The loke steamer slowed down,
evidently to pick up the man in the
canoe, 1

“MecCann, the elephant hunter,” said
Harry Wharton. “I've heard him
spoleen of at Nairobi.”

“All tongues have spoken of that
reat hunter, Dwana,” said Kikolobo,
1is cyes reverentially on the little man
with the darkly bronzed face,

“1 say, you fcllows!”

Boss of a huge works—at eighteen |

It's ‘““some" job young Peter
Frazer takes on when, straight
from school, he sets out to run
his dead uncle’s great iron foun-
dry. It's a dangerous job, too!
His workmen are hostile, a crook
gang ate doing all they can to
ruin him, and more menacing
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still, there's a skulking, ruthless
enemy only waiting his chance
to strike., But Peter's a fighter!
Win or bust, he's going fo put
Frazer's on its feet again and
make his footer team the finest
in the North Country! XMeet
him in this smashing, top-speed
yarn |

THE MAGNET

hﬂ_llly Bunter yjumped out of the deck-
CORIT,

His worst terrors had been realised.

He was not safe, after all. That the
white mian in the cance was a lale
passenger, to be picked up by the
steamer on her way down the channel
of the lake did not cecur to Bunter's
powerful intelleet. He had no doubt
that the man was a police oflicer, and
that the black men in the cance with
him were askaris,

I say, you fcllows,” gasped Dunter,
““js he after me?”

“Eh, what?l

“I say, don't tell him I'm on board!
Look hers, T'll kcep out of sight, and
you can tell him I never came on the
steamer, segl 1 say, the stcamer’s stop-
ping for him! Mmnd you don't say a
word [

And Bunter rolled hurriedly away
and bolted into the saloon., The juniors
stared after him blankly.

“What on earth is the malicr with
that fat duffer now 1" asked Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!? roared the Bounder.
“Ie thinks that johnny is after him
for shooting the Kavironde.”

“¥a, ha, ha I

Kikolobo stared afier Bunter as he
vanished.

“0 Bwana, has‘the Small Fat One
lost hizs scnses?™ he asked. .

“He never had any to lose I” grinned
itho Bounder. :

Bunter was safely out of sight when
Captain MeCann stepped on board, and
a number of eases were handed up after
him, and the cance dled back to
the bank. Iiis gun-bearer cama aon .
board with him.

The steamer resumed hor way down
the channel, many of the passengers
regarding the little bronzed man with
respectiul attention.

As he eaught sight of the tall figure
of Kikolobo, the clephant hunter came
across to the Greyfriars group. Kiko-
lobo saluted him with deep respeet.

“O Bwana, my eyes are glad to see
you [¥ he said.

MoCann smiled and answered the
Kikuya in his own tongue, which was
an impenctrable mystery to the Grey-
friars fellows. After a few minutea’ tatk
with the Kikuyu he turned to the
juniors with a pleasant smile.

“ Kikoloho tells mo that he is in your
service for a trip to Uganda,” he said.
“1 should have been glad to engage
him, as I am going on safari when we
reach Entebbe. You have brought with
you the best native hunter in Kenya.”

“Sorry, but we're sticking to ham,”
sitld Vernon-Bmith, with a grin, “We
'_wauhiri\‘t part with Kicky for his weight
i gobd.™

“E‘:I‘he stickfulness is terrifio " agreed
Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh. )

“TI will not ask him to leave vou,” sald
Captain McCann, with a smile. " Hae
tolla mo that you boys have been on
safari with him in Kenva, and that one
of you saved his life from a lion.”

“Ona of us helped ! said the Bounder.
“But Kicky exaggerates!” :

“0 Bwans-wangu,”” said the Kikuyu,
“with your wonderful courage and
great daring, did wvou not suve this
Kikuyu from the jaws of Siumnba, and
am I not your servant, to serve you
faithfully so long a3 you shed the sun-
shine of wyour handsome face on this
land ¥

“O Kikolobo,” said the Dounder
with great solainnity, *‘are not your
words as pleasant in my cara es Lhe
sound of running waters?”

Captain McCann smiled. ;

“So you arae the ladf” lLe said.
"Well, 1 congratulate you, young sir,
on baving gained the regard of & brave
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Kikuyu, who has never failed either
friend or enemy ™

With a nod to the juniprs, the captain
walked away to join somo group of
acguaintances across the deck,

or o little while, Kicky entertained
the juniers with some thrilling accounts
of preat hunting in company with
Captain McCann., The juniors learned
that Lhe was not merely e hunter, but
that during the Creat War he hud
distinguished himseli in the bush-
fighting against the Germans, and that,
in the years since, he had ofien been
employed on the arduous and dangercus
task of running down malefactors, both
white and native, who defied the law
tho depths of the forest and
jungle.

It was, the juniogrs gathered, upon
some such trail that McoCann was now
going across into Uganda; and it added
to their interest in the bronzed litile
man, .

Billy Bunter did not reappear on
deck, and the chums of the nove
might have wondered where he was
but for the circumstance that they had
forgotten his fat existence.

hen Bunter was present he could
not be forgotten; he was wather like
an alarm-clock in perpetual motion. But
out of eight was out of mind, and
Bunter was forgotten. It was not tall
lanch was announced on the steamer
that the juniors remembered him: tha
mention of a meal naturally made them
think of Billy Bunter ! P

“Hallo, hallo, halla! Where's jolly
old Bunter !"" asked Bob, staring about
the deck. “ Anybody scen Bunter?”

“Gone down to feed, parha?z,” said
Herry., “Anvhow, he's not likely to
mira & meal '

“Ha, ha! No fear!" _

The juniors went inte the dining-
saloon. DBunter was not there. They
looked around for him in vain.

“"My only lhet!™ ejaculated Wharton.
“He can't be hiding away from that
hunter chap all this time?”

“Ha, ha, hal™

#The guilty Hee when
pursueth,”’ chuckled Nugent. _

"Well, he won't miss grub!™ said
Johnny Bull, “I1t will he tha first time

na mat

on record if he does!™

“Where iz Bunter?' asked Mr,
Vernon-3mith. The millionaira was
seeing the party disposed for lunch

before rejoining his elderly friends. Mr.
Samuel Vernon-Smith was taking every
care of his youthful charges; but he
did not seem to gearn. very decply for
their youthful and exuberant society.

“He's in hiding 1" said Smithy.

The millionaire etared,

“In hiding! From what?”

“From that little gent at the next
table, Captain MeCann '™

Mr. Vernon-Smith glanced at Captain
MeCann, who was sitting down at a
short distance,

“What do you mean, Herbert? That
is Captain nn, the celebrated
hunter and man-tracker. Why should
Bunler be afraid of him?”

“He thinks McCann came on board
to get hin for killing that Kavirondo
on the railway!”

“Wh-a-o-t*" AMr. Vernon - Smith
gasped and then laughed. “Tha
ridiculouz voung donkev! Well, he

can get a meal Jater I’ And tha million-
aire left the juniors to themselves.

“Dut where on earth can Bunter be?”
nsked Nugent. “There ian't a lot of
room to hide in on this skeamer [

“Goodness knows! Under one of
these tables, perhaps!” grinned tha
Bounder,

“Oh erumbs I

The juniors chuckled at the iden.

The tables ware covered with long
white cloths, and it was quite possible
that the alarmed Owl of the Remove
had dedged out of sizht under one of
them, If so, he must have been in a
state of lingering agony, with the smell
of cooking and the clatter of knives
“nt'.i* forks round him, and nothing to
eat !

“The grub will fetch him out—if he's
here 1 said Bob.

“Ha. ha, hal”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!"” ejaculated Bob
Cherry,  “What's up with MeCann 2”

The juniors glanced round at the
little bronzed man. As he sat down
and thrust his legs under the table,
he gave a start and uttered a starticed
exclamation. His foot had sirock
against something that wriggled.

“YWhat the dickens! Thera's somo
apimal under the table—a dog or some-
thlrﬁ—-—”

“Uh, my hat !’ breathed Wharton.

T

TIME FOR A JOKE?

Well, here’s one for which K.
Bell, of Verona, Quecn's Drive,
Mossley Hill, Liverpool, has been

awarded one of this week's

USEFUL PENKNIVES.

T

(

Bhip's Passenger (Tesling very i
saasick) : ** How far ls the nparest

land 7'
Ship's Officer : * Three miles
| straight down, sir ! *
I've got more prizes in stock,
chums, s0 PILE IN WITH YOUR
¢ EFFORTS!
fon g

The juniors had no doubt now where
Bunter was hidden !

Captain MeCann drew his feet back
hastily. He called fo the nearest of
the native stewards. The man pulled
aside the corner of the cloth, and
kicked under the table with a large,
heavy black foot.

“Y aroocooooooh ! :

Evidently it waz not a dog under
the table 'The steward's heavy foot
had landed on fat ribs, and the voice
of Willlam Grorge Bunter responded
on ils top note.

_—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Only a ¥alea Alarm |

& ARQOOQOGOOH ™
Y Captain MeCann jumped.
“What the dooce—"'
He stooped and stared under
the table.

Ho had a glimpse of a fat firure
curled up there, and a terrified face
adorned by a large pair of spectacles,

“Ow! Ieep oft ! roared Bunter,

* Who—what—what——"  ejaculated
the astounded captain.

t

“Og s waan't me "
voll mnter.,

Hae &Ed out from under the table
on tes farther side, and bounded to
his fepk. Captain McCann stared at him
Llenkly,

“Keap off " velled Bunter. “I won't
be arrested! I mever killed that
nigger! Besides, ho wasn't killed}
And he was a gorilla—and—"

“Is this some lunatie?” gasped
MecCann,

He made a stride towards Bunler.

The fat junior leaped away and
bolted for the deek.

“Bunter ' yelled Bob Cherry. “You
fat l:hump—-h

“Ow! Keep him off I

* Ha, ha, ha ™

Bunter fled for his life. Tt was rather
unfortunate that o native steward was
cowing along at the same moment with
a large tray piled with dishes. Bunter
did not evcen sce him before he crashed,

There was a terrifio collision.
Crash |

Keop offl It

Bump !
Flutter! Clatter! Clatier! Smashl
“Oh, ¥ gods!” gasped Harry
Wharton,

The native steward went spinning, with
plates afd dishes erashing and smash-
ing on all sides, RBilly Bunter reeled
from tho shock, and sat down with s
hunlgp that almost made the steamer
focK.

. There were startled volees on wll
sides. Bvervone was on their feet now,
staring at the Owl of the Remaove,

Captain  McCann strode after him,
i::asped him by the collar, and dragged

tm to his feet. Little man as he was,
there was great strength in the elephant
hunter, for he lifted Bunter's extensive
weight with a single swing of his arm
—as if he had been an infant!

“You young idiot!” reared MceCann,
" Who are vou, and what are you up to?
What do vou faney you ara doing 7"

“ Yarooocoooooh I

s ‘LY‘."Imt do vou mean I

“Yooop! Help! 1 say, you fellow
draggimoff I'* ghrieked ﬁtmtgr, “1 n;:
help, reseua! Tell him I never killed
that nigger !

“Ha, ha, ha V'

“1 say, you fellows, hold him while
I get away!” shrieked Bunter. "I say,
collar him! Oh dear! Rescue!™

“Is the boy mad?” gasped McCann.
~ He held Bunter’s ﬂﬂf&t’ in 2 grip of
iron, and the Owl of the Remove
struggled and wriggled and squirmed
in vain.

“Yarcoh! Teggo! 1 tell you it
wasn't me!” squealed Bunter, “I've
never shot a nigger in my lifo ! Besides,
it was & gorilla "

Harry Wharton & Co. hurried to the
spot. They were laughing almost too
much {o explain,

“It's all right, sir !” gasped Wharton.
“That fat dufier belongs to us. We'll
take care of him.™

“I say, you follows—" :

“What does ho mean by shooting a
negro?” asked MeCann, “Has the
voung idiot been monkeying with fire-
arms ™

“It's all right=he hawn’t shot any-
body., Ile thinks he has!” explrined
Wharton. "“He took o Kavirondo man
for a monkey becauze he wore a tail—"

“Wha-z-at 1"

“But he hosn't shot him—he ecouldn’t
hit the side of & house, even if his rifle
was loaded, which it wasn’t——"

“Ha, ha, ha I

“He fancied you'd come on board to
arrest him 1” gasped Wharton, *Leave
him to us, sirl It's all right”

“The young ass!” grunted MoCann;
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and he relessed Bunter's collar nt last
snd went beck grinning to his table.

“This way, idiot|” ssid Bob Cherry,
dragging Bunter away.

*1 say, you fellows—"

“8it down, and shut up[”

“I—1I say, ars you sure he isn’t after
me?” gesped Bunter, with an unecasy
blink through his spectacles at McCann.

“#Ha ha! No, ass] But that steward
will be after you for smashing his
dishes.” _

“(Oh, blow him | said Bunter. “'Tell
him to put it on the bill. Mr. Vernon-
&m;th’a paying the bill, so that’s all
right.” ]

“Oh, quite!” said Herbert Vernon-
Smith, sarcastically.

“I say, you fellows, I'm hungey! 1
:nE it was awful to stop under that
table and smell the grub. I'm famished.
But I say, are you sure they're not aiter
ma fnr"ki.'tling that nigger "

“¥ou benighted bandersnatch, you
never hit tho nigger | The nigger never
cven knew you were playing the goat.”

“That's all very well,” said Bunter.
“But you kuow what a jolly good shob
1 am—-"

“Ha, ha, hal” )

“Blessed if I gee a.nithmg' to cackle
at! OF course, I mig‘l_t have missed,
shooting from & train. It wasn't an easy
shot | say, you fellows, do you really
think that nigeer iz still alive "

“The alivefulness is terrifie, my
csteemed idiotic Bunter,” chuckled the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Well, thet’s a!l right, thep,” said
Bunter, "1 thought that beast had come
on the steamer after me. The silly idiot
jammed kis boot in my eye when he sat

OwWIl,

“Ha, ha, Lal®

“¥You can cackle!™ snorted Bunter.
“I've a jolly good mind to and tell
him what I think of kim ! Still, I won't!
I'm hungry.”

Fortunately, the foodstuffs on the
Victoria Nyanza gteamer were good end
ample. Bunier found comfort in a solid
meal—or, rather, several cold meals one
after another. He was still going strong
dwhenk tha other fellows went back to the

eck.

When the fat junior came up he
found the Greyiriara fellows grouped
round Captain MeCann, wha was chat-
ting with the schoolboys and telling them
things about the great lakes of Uentral
Afriea.  Billy Bunter blinked et him
rather suspiciously as he plumped down
m & deckchair.

“Hallo, halle, hallo, old fat man |
said Bol. “Do vou know we're going to
see the sources of the Nile?”

“Eh ™ vawned Bunter. *“Never heard
of 'em | Anyhow, Worcestershire sauces
are good enough for me ¥

“Oh ecrumbs! Not sauces,
sources | gasped Beb, “The Nile takes
its risa in the YVictoria Nyvanza.”

" Bunter may have heard of the Nile,”
remarked Johnny Bull sarcastically.
“But in case you haven'’t, Bunter, it's
& river.”

“Y¥ou cer't teasch me anything zbonut
geography, Bull,” said Bunter giﬁdnin-
Iulli. “1 know all about the Nile—it's
in India !™

* What 1"

“Or China—] forgel which.”

“0Ob, my hat! Egypt!” roared Bab.

*1 mean Egypt,” said Bunter calmly.
“We've bad 1t in pgeography with
Quelch. I rememker it all, and 'l tell
FOu M]Dmi,ﬂ you like. You don’t know
it rises in Lake Thingummy, and flows
1 forget how many miles through the
deeert of what-do-you-call-it, and enters
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India—I mesn Eﬁyph-—mmewhara-nrr
otber, and flows ri_%al: on to What's-iis-
g iato  the hat-the-dickens-is-it
ea,

Captain McCann stared at the fat Owl,

“1 congratulate you on your know-
ledge of African geography!” he
remarked, with a sarcasm that was a
sheer waste on Billy Bunter,

Bunter nodded. =
~ “Yes, I'm pretty well up in that sub-
jeet,” he agreed., “Same as 10 most
subjects, really, I say, you feilows, I'm
going to sleep. Wake me up when we
got to Uganda,”

At which the juniors chuckled, and
Captain MeCann grinned. As the
steamer did not reach the port of En-
tebbe, in Uganda, till the following
afternoon, it was probable that even
Billy Bunter would wake up of his own
accord before then.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Man in the Cancel

URREE JAMBET EAM SINGH
H shaded hiz eyes with his dusky
hand, and stared into the sun-
set. Across the wide lake
streamed the gorgeous glow of the set-
ting sun, crimzon and purple and gold.
Less than half the trip had been covered
when the sun sank down towards the
distant wilderness of the Congo in the
west, 3 hundred miles of water still Jay
before the steamer before she reached
Entebbe in Ugarda, Lake Victoria
Nyanza wes, as Bob Cherry declared,
“some lake "

The juniors bad learned that the
steamer was to hie up for the night
under the lee of an island, navigation
after dark being difficult and dangerous,
as lights on the lake were Tew and far
between, The steamer was churning
long, slowing down, as she headed into
the gorgecus sunset; and here and
there, on the glowing waters, native
canoes could be seen gliding.

It was upon a eanca that Hurres
Jamset Ram Singh had fixed his keen,
dark eves, shaded by his Jdusky hand.

The canoe had glided out from the
shadow of an island of rugged granite.
It  was approaching the slowing
steamer, four men padd!m? A Gfth
man sat in the cance, his face shaded
by the wide brim of & plaited grass hat,

For somo reason the Nabob of Bhani-
pur was kesely interested in that canoe
and 1ts occupants.

Harry Wharton & Co. followed his
glance, wondering what it was that drew
the schoolboy nabob's attention zo
keenly.

The cance locked, to their eyes, much
the =zame as a dozen others that had
glided by, It was long and slim, formed
of loug slats of ralfila~palm wood,
bound together by vegetable ropes—and
moved more swiftly and steadily than
the "*dup-out ™ canocs, hellowed from
trunks, that were more commmon on the
inke. 8ull, thefe were plenty of zuch
canoes about fromn time to time, and
the juniors saw nothing special about,
this one. But it appeared that Hurree
Singh did.

Bob Cherry clapped the nabob on the
shoulder.

“What abeuat it, old bean ¥ he asked.
“¥You den't know anvbody on that
canoe, what "

“The knowfulness is not a dead cer-
tainty,” answercd Hurree Jamset
Singh. “But the thinkfulness
terrific.™ -

“ Looks much the samo as the othera
we've seen,” sald Harry Wharton.

is
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“The samefulness 13 not oxact, my
esteemed ¢hum. The paddlers are nob
black men, but Avabs,” said the nsbob

The juniors looked again.

Lhey discerncd that the four men
paddhing the canos were lighter in hue
than most that they had seen, and thak
they wore the burnous. Prohably they
were Arabs, with a dash of negro.

“Well,” asked Wharton, *“what else,
Inky ™

“I am terrifically interested in the
white man *n that csteemed and ridiou-
lous canoe.™

“Is he a white man?”

“Morefully or lesstully, I think.”

Little was to be scen of the man in
the canoe except the dingy whita drill
he wore and the big hat that shaded
his face frem view. But tho juniors
observed that he had & rifle across his
knees,

Now that they gave him their speoial
attention it seemed to them that thero
was eomething vaguely familiar about
him, little a3 they could sce of him.

“You've scen tnat merchant before,
Inky 1 nsked Wharton, puzzled.

“I think so, my absurd chum.”

“But wo don’t know anybody this gide
of Kenys—we're a couple of hundred
miles farther west than we've been
before——"

“I had a glimpse of his esteemod
face,” said the nabob quietly. “It was
a very dark face, with very light blue
ayes,

“Oh!" ejaculated Wharton.

Back into the minda of the juniors
came the remembrance of udwig
Krantz, the half-Arab Georman slave.-
trader.

They had seen and heard nothing of
the man since he had fled from Kenya
with the sskaris on his track, and thev
had had no doubt that he had vwanished
into the interior of Central Africa, and
that they would never hear of him
again.

Krantz's face, with its dark Arab skin
and 1|glht German blue eves, was one
not easily forgotien.

“My hat! Krantz!" exclaimed the
Bounder.

Smithy’s eves glittered at the man in
the canpe, If it was Krantz, he was the
Bounder's deadly cnemgy.

But the broad, plaited hat hid the
man's face as the cance glided to inter-
cept the steamer,

It seemed a3z if the man was intention-
ally keeping his face shaded from view,
vet the juniors had an impression that
he was watching keenly from under the
brim of the big hat.

“If it's Krantz—" said Wharton
dubiously.

“1 am not sure, my esteemed chum,
but the thinkfulness is terrifie,”” said
Hurres Jamset Ram Singh, his eyes still
fixed intently on the man in the canoe,
who sat motionless, the rifle across hia
knees, while the four Arabs paddled.

“Plenty of nerve to he ocanceing
around the lake when he's wanted by
the authorities in Kenya, Uganda, and
Tanganyika,” said Bob.

“Well, the brute has plenly of nerve,”
said Frank Nugent., “He had nerva
ancugh to bag Smithy while wa were
on safari in Kenya, and he came jolly
near getting away with him.”

“If it's that slave-trading brute, he
ought to be collared,” said Johnny Bull,
“What about speaking to Captain

MeCann i

‘" Better miake sure first.”

“Well, he seems to ba coming to the
steamer, whatever he is,” said Harry
Wharton. “I1f he's Krantz, I can’t see
his game. There must bo plenty of
people on this steamer who know hia
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Bunter irod on the juicy fruli, and fairly whizzed, Hoe lot out & wild
[rantleally at
“ QOoooh [ ** spluttered the captain, s
“ Grooooogh 1 ™ gurgled Bunter.

whoop and clulched
grasp.

deseriptton. Captain McCann would bo
sure to know hin.™

“Can’t be after us again?’ grinned

Tiob.
UaWell, he can't possibly know we're
on the steamor, and it looks as if that
caunoe was waiting wnder the lee of the
island for the stewner te pass. He was
waiting for the stcamer, but he can't
bo after us."

“Wateh for his chivvy,” eaid Beb.
“As soon as I get my eyes on his clivvy
I shall know whether he's Kranlz or
not."

And tho juniors econtinucd to waich
the approaching oance, which was
paddling to intercept the steamer as sha
approached the island.

That Krantz could know that the
Greyiriars party were there, and was
sceking  them with  hostile intention
seemed  impossible. Ho could have
kinown nothing about the plans of My,
Wernon-Smith,

But the man in the canoe obviously
had some interest in the steamer, There
was no doubt about that.

Captain MeCann was standing Ly the
rail at a distance from the juniors. ke
was looking in another direstion, watci-
ing a group of hippopotami Hoating like
logs on the water

“1 say, you fellows—*"

It was Bunter's voice Lehind the group
watching the canoe.

“"Dry up, old fat man,"” said Bob.

“Oh, really, Cherry!
Uganda ?'" DBunter jerked a fat thumb
towards the granile island shesd.

1 su{, is that

Captain McCann's neck.
taggering in Bunier's frantic

il =l i i

a
i ey,

e T B ——

“Fathoad !
miles off.”
“Oh, don’t be an ass!™ said Dunter

Uranda's still a hundred

i

peovishly. gands joins on to Xonya;
it's the same country really—"
*That's north of the lake, ass!™

“Well, I don't see why we couldn’
have gone that way, instead of rocking
about on this beastly steamer!”’ grunted
Bunter,

“FThe railway runs to the lake, nss;:
though, of course, they'd have bult &
new raitlway for vou if they'd krown
you wers coming, Dut they dide't.”

“Boast! 1 say. what are you staring
at the cance for?"

" Lools like Kranlz in it, fatheoad ™

Bunter jumped.

“Krantz! Oh erikey! I
fellows, if he's after us——"

“*He isn't, ass! And if he was, do you
think bhe coulll capture this stcamer
singlo-handed ¥

“11ls might be going to pot somebody
with that rifle, You can sce he's pot a
riffec! Loopk!”

The canoe was guile near now; less
than a hundred yards away. Thoe man
it the big rras: Lat was seon fo lift the
rifle from his Lknoes and hold i€ in
rizadiness as of for immediate use.

Harry Wharton canglt his breath.

“My hat! It looks—"

“Ile's going to shoot !” pasped Dunter,
“Oh erikey! Help!” '

Certainly it looked as if the man in
the cance was going to use the rifle;
though it wos quite possible that his
intention was to take a pot-shot at the
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lfgating hipportstami. 1t scemed in-

credible that hy intended to fire on the
steamer, oven if he really was tho
desperate outcast, Ludwig Krantz,

Tie juniors oduld not sco his face yet,
but from the difeection of his head they
knew that ho was not looking towards
them. His cyes seemed to be fixed on
the steamoer ffom under the shadow of
hits hat, but a a point o distance from
tha Greviriars group,

But details like that were lost on
Williamn Geotge DBuntor. The baro
posability tkat the man was Krante
with & rifle is hiz hands was cnough for
the Owl of tim Romove.

If the man was going 1o shoot, Bunter

did not wazt to stop a bullet. Very
much indeed he did not want te.
“T say, wou Ifcllows, run for it!"

gasped Bunler.

And Billy Buntcr et the example. If
thie man vas HErantz, and if e was
going to shoot, Bunter had no doubt
that the Grayfriars group would bo the
target.  Hi detached himself from that
group in a great hurry and bolted along
the deck.

There was » mango fruit lying on the
deck, dropped by & careless black
steward, and somconc had frodden on it
alecady. It lay, juicy and squashy,
directly in Bunter's path.

Bunter tred on it and skidded.

Then he whizzed!

What was happening to him Bunter
did not know, Ho felt as he had fell
on the icc when the skates refused to
behavo themeelves.

He let out one wild whoop and few,
his arm sawing the atr frantically. llo
clvtched at the first hold he camo to to
save himself. That happenad to bo the
Lack of Captain McCann's neck, as the
cantain stood at the rail, unconscious of
Bunter whizzing behind him. :

“ Qooooch 1" spluttered the captain, s
he folt the sudden clutch behind, end
sbngrored back in DBunter's frantwo
ETasp. :
Tue Macter LiBRARY.~INC. 1,255
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“Gmuuﬂgh 1" gurgled Bunter.
“What the dooce—— QOooohl”
EH&, Ih&, ha 1"

From the cance came the sudden ring
of the rifle, and ths topee was torn from
Captain McCann's head by the bullet as
he staggered back from tha rail in
Bunter’s grip. That hat, with a_bullet-
hole through it, flew across the deck as
Captain MeCann sprawled headiong
over Billy Bunter.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escapel

i BRANTZ " yelled Bob Cherry.

K " Ludwig Krantz!"

Tha echo of the rifle-shok

rolled @eross the silent lake

under the sunset. ‘There was o roar of
startled voices on the steamer.

As tho man in the cance fired, the
Greyfriars follows saw his face at last;
a dark fece, almost black, with light
blue eyes that gleamced oddly from the
dusky complexion, It was Ludwig
Krantz, the half-Arab slave-trader, and
they *I::ne.w himm mow., And it was
Ca?tnm McCann at whom he had fired,

“"The villain ™ panled Wharton.

“Yarovoh!” roared Buntor. “Ow!
Rescue! I sav, you fellows—— Yar-
oopoop [

Cnftﬁm McUann was on his feel in a
twinkling.

He did not give the sprawling Ow] a
glance.
~ He had felt the wind of the bullet as
it tore the hat from his head; the bullet
jhat would have orashed through his
brain, had not Billy Buntor drapped
him over just in time to save him.

Hoeedless of Bunter, heediesa of the
wild excitemoent slong the deck of the
steamer, Captain BMeCann leaped to the
rail, an automatic pistol in his hand, and
his keen, glinting cyes scarched for the
man who had fired.

The cance was paddling swiftly away.

The instant Ludwig Krantz had pulled
triggar tho cance had swept round and
shot back towards the island.

The four Arabs were paddling as if
for their lives.

Probably Kraniz belicved that lhis
murderous shot lhad  been  succeszful,
knowing nothing of Billy Bunter's
antics. He was a ecrack shot, and he
had fired from under fity yvards.

But, suecczsful or not, he knew that
hﬁq had no tima to cut to waste aftep
firing. Wild confusion reigned on the
lake steamer; but it would net he many
moments before firearms were turned on
the canos, even if the man-tracker had
been killed by the shot.

The eanoe fled alnost at lightning
speed, making for the cover of the
island.

“It's KErvantz!™ panted the Bounder,
“Oh, i1f I had my gun handy 1"

Harry Whartoa ran along the deck
towards Captain MceCann,

Autoematic in hand, the captain was
searching the lake with his eyes for the
man who hod fired; he knew that the
shot must have come from & canoe, hut
there were several canoes in sight.

Wharton touched his arm.

“That's the man. sir!* Heo pointed.
“It's Krantz, the slave-trader—'*

“Krantz " roared McCann,

Evidently the slave-trader's nome was

familiar to him.

“¥Yes—in that canoce—with four
Arabs! They're making for the
island—*

Wharton was pointing to the Heeing
canoe.

Tue Micser Lisrany.~No. 1,232,

“Eraniz!” breathed Captain Me-
Cann, between his teeth, *The man
1 m after—the man I want] Walting
for me—on the lake, by gom!™

His eyes gleamed over the levelled
automatie.

Crack, erack, crack!?

Tho schoolboys and the other pas
songers on deck watched Dreathlessly as
MeUann fired shot after shot.

The pname of Krantz pessed frem lip

to lip. It was a name well known
throughout the East Afrviecan terri-
torres.

“He's hit!” breathed Bob Cherry.

Thoy saw the big grass hat spin on
thae head of the man in the canoa. But
Krantz did not fall. The bullet had
rone close, but it had not siruck. The
distance was already great fer pistol
practice, and the canoo was in swift
molion,

A fearful yell came Hoating hoack from
the eanoe. One of the paddlers had
crumpled up in the bottom of the craft,
& bullet through his body.

Instantly Ludwig Krantz seized the
paddle as it fell fromy the hand of the
wounded wretech and paddled in  his
place.

The econoe shot on and venished past
a gramte Dbluff projecting from the
1zland.

MceCunn flung a last shot after ib as
it disappeared. Then it was pono, and
he gave a grunt,

FPursuit was impossible, even if the
lake steamer eould havo left its course to
take up the pursuit of the assassin, The
swift canoe, keeping the island between
it and the steamor, was flecing as fast
as paddies could drive for the distast
shore.

MceCann gritied his teeth.

Bolb Cherry picked up his It and
brought 1t back fo him. The captain
looked at the bullet-hole that passed
clear through ihe topee, with & grim
eye,
"hﬁ. jolly narrow esecape, sir!™ said

ob.

“Not my first, and probably not my
Tast 1 said MeCann composodly. as he
replaced the topee on lus head. "By
gum ! I never expoected even Krantz to
take o chance hke that!”

“You know that rotter, of course?™
said Wharton,

BicCann smiled.

“Aore than a little,” he =zid. “I've
been after him for three years; and he
must have found out somchow that I
was crossing by this steamer. and laid
in walt for me by Lotui Fsland, But
what de you schoolboys know about
siech o man ags ICrantz®'"

“Lots!” grinued Bob, “We met him
long ago near Nairebi, and Bmithy
gave lim a walleping., Then he got
alter us, while we were on safari, and
bagged Smithy, intending to carry him
off and sell him as a slave in Central
Africa—at least, so he said. DBut we
pot clear of the brute, and the askaris
went afler him, and we never expected
to sce anything morc of him."

“FYou will fortunate 1f you do
not,’”” seid Lthe captain gravely, “Ileo is
a very dangerous enemy to make.”

“1 gay, vou fellowsg—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallal It's all serene.
DBunter ! You can get up!” chuckled
Bob., “He's gone™

“Bnre he's gone ™ pasped DBunter.

*(zone from our gaze like a beautiful
dream, old fat bean. Nothing fo be
afraid of now.”

“Oh, really, Cherry! I hope I'm not
afraid of a half-breed nigger!" said
Bunter. :

“What & hopeful nature [

“Ha, ha, hal" i

Eilly Bunter had remained flat on the

THE MAGNET

deck, desming that the safest plece
while shooting was going on. Assured,
however, that Ludwig Krantz was goene,
the Owl of the Remiove resumed the
perpendicular.

He blinked rather wneazily over the
rail at the lake gloewing in 1he porrcous
hues of the sunset,

el A saY,  you
cange—-"

“Only a nigger fisherman in it, {ate
biceicd 17

“And there's another-—-""

“RBunter is going to see Kranlz in
every canoe on ihe Yictonian Nvanen,
after this!” remarked Johnuy Hul.},

“Teast!  You wll wvight, Captain
McCann ' asked Bunter, blinking at
the little bromzed man through his big
spectac]os.

“Eh?! Yes!¥

“I'm jolly plad I saved yvour life.™

“ What 1

“Presence of mind did it,” said
Bunter, while the capiam stared at him
in omazement. *That's where I come
out strong, yvou know—presence of mind
and pluck 1™

“What the dooge—"'

“0Oh, really, sir! If I bhadn't pulled
you baek in time-—"

“Wou young ass! You slipped over
something, 1 suppose—anyhow, you
blundered into me and dragged me over
without knowing  what vou were
daoing !" grunted the captain,

Bunter's fat lip curled.

“Wall, I like that!” he said, * After
T've saved your life—*"

“Bhut wp, Bunter I growled Jolhnny
Bull.

#Shan't! If vou're lyving to m:;.lm
out that I dide’t save thiz man's life,
Bull—"

“ Cheese it, idiot I’ said Nugent.

“ Jealousy, samoe aos usual " sneered

fellows:, there's a

Bunter. " All you fcllows sticking
round doing nothing, while I save
people’s lives at a [ecarfnl risk. Not

that I thought of the risk, of course. I
shouldn’t! Not my style.”

“Aly esteemed idiotic Bunter—"

Captain McCann burst into a laugh,

“Oortninly the young idiot blundering
into me saved me from the bullet,” he
said. “I am much obliged to you,
AMaster Bunter. It was fortunate for
me that there was such a clumsy, stupid
young 253 on the steamer.’

With that the captain walked away,

Bunter blinked after him,

“Well, my hat?™ he ejaculated.
“Tlhat's what he calls gratitude, I sup-
pose! After I shaved his wile—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“] moean, saved his life! roared
Bunter, “I can jolly well iell you
fallows—"

“I{allo, hallp, hallo! Is that Krantz
comineg back in the canoei™ exclaimed
Bob Cherry suddenly,

“Yarooooh I¥

“Take a squink
Bunter—"'

But Bunter was gone.

at that conoe,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Landing in Ugandal
i EHTE]}BE ¥ said Mr, Vernco-

Smith. ;

It was the fellowing after-
noon, and the lake steamer

was throbbing to her destination,
Spen from the lake, Entebbe was s
picturesque spot, on a rugged promon-
tory, backed h% the hills. Ths juniors
watehed it with keen interest, noticing
at once the great trecs for which the
eapital of the Uganda Protectorate was
famous, Only here &nd there, in
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Kenya, had they ecen such stately forest
gIants,

Billy Bunter blinked ot the town on
the promontory, not looking for forest
giants or gorgeous tropicel E!-Jluﬂma, but
for the hotel. Bunter was chiefly intor-
ested in the hotel. It was thero thatb
grub was to be Iound.

“I say, you fecllows—"

“Ripping, isn't it, old [at manl”
asked Bob. *“ Captain McCunn says we
shall seo trees here that will make those
in Kenya look like picces left on the
counter.”

“0Oh, blow the trees!" said Bunter.
“if I want to sce ftrees I can stay ab
home and look round Bunter Court.Z

“0Oh crikey !

“There's a famous oak at DBunter
Court, whoere King William the ¥ifth
hid after the battle of Bunker’'s Hill {*
said Bunter, with dignity.

“Ha, ba, ha!* .

“Beats this place hollow]" said
Bunter, with a disparaging blink at
Entebbe. “I'd like to ask you fellows
to Bunter Court some time. Only, you
gen, I have to be rather particular whom
I azk, as we have rather a swell crowd
there in the holidays. 1 say, you
fallows, I can’t zce the hotel. I hope
there’s an hotel. I'm hungry [

“You must be, after packing away
five or six lunches only a couple of hours
ago ! said Bob Cherry sympathetically.

“0h, really, Cherr »

“T will see to the bagpage at the
Customm Houvze, my boys,” said Mr.
Vernon-2mith, as the steamer drew in to
the pier at Entebbe. “You may take
rickshaws to the hotel if vou like, with-
out waiting for me. Dut don't get lost.”

“TlIl look after them, sir?! said
Bunter cheerfully.

“Eh™

“1'll take care of the party, sir,
can leave them to me!™

“You yvoung nssl™

" {h, really, sir—"

“ Heorbert, take carc that DBunter
does not get lost again, as he did on the
Kenye railwaw,” L

“7'll take care of tha fat idiot,
father [

“Taook here, Smithy—"

“Dry up, aszs!”

Snort from Bunter! PBunter had lost
himself several times since the Grey-
frianys party had travelled in Eenya, but
he was quite prepared to take charpge
now they had arrived in Uganda.
Billy Bunter's confidence in his own
abilities wos unlimited, but the abili-
ties, unfortunately, were very limited
indeed. . .

The steamer closed in to the pier, and
the passengers began to disembark.
Captein McCann waved hig hand
cheorily to the juniors as he went ashore,
followed by hia %un-hmrw, carrying his
baggage. Kikolobo saluted the man-
tracker with deep respect as he went.

The Kikuyu followed the juniors to
tha pier, but there ho left them. He
waa taking up his gquarters at & native
houge, while the party remained at the
Uganda capital.

arry harton & Co. were plad
ennngh to leave baggage and Custom
House formalitiea to bMr. Vernon-Smith.
Glad to streteh their legs efter twenty-
oight hours on the steamer, they scam-

ad cheerily away from the pier to the
E:;ad, tree-shadowed road that led up
into Entebbe. Billy Bunter pented and
puffed after them.

“1 gay, you fellows!” welled Bunter

T Oh, buck up, Bunter 1"

“If you get out of my sight vou'll get
Tost 1" bawled Dunter. “And I can jolly
wall tell you that I'm not going to hunt
all over Uganda for you!l®

“Ha, ha, hal®

¥ Rickshaw, sar—rickehaw 1%

You

‘Lnere were native boys in sbundance
with jinricshas, looking for cusiomors
from the passengers who had comne over
from the Kenya side in the steamer.

“I'd rathor wallk,"” said DBob Cherry.
“I want to stretch my legs a bit, Whe's
for a wallti?

“Oh, really, Cherry o

“Bung Bunter imnto a rickshew, for
goodness' sake,” exelaimed Johony
Bull, “and give the darky a tip to
tip him into the lake |

“Ha, ha, he!™

“Beast | I'm jolly well not going to
walk |"” hooted Bunter, “0ld Smith
told us to take rickshaws—— ¥Waroooh!
Who's that kicking meiZ

“Little me!" eaid the Bounder
cheerily. "“And there's some more o
come if you want it !

“Benst ! Look here, you fellows, 0Old
—I mean Mr. Vernon-Smith told us to
take riokshaws.”

“You can take one, and be blowed to
you [ said Beb Cherry.

“I'm not going salone!™ snspped
Bunter. “0One of vou fellows can come
along with me. 1 don't trust these
niggers”

‘Fathead !”

“Oh dour 1" groaned Harry Wharton.
“Who's geing with Bunteri”

All the juniors preferred to walk,
excepting Bunier. Bunter was going to
ride, and he was not going alonc,
Bunter was not wholly sure that the
rickshaw bovs were not ocannibals.
Perhaps the Fat junior was aware that
he would be a tempting prize to any
cannibal !

He blinked round at the other fellows,

Riding in a rickshaw with Bunter was
rather a privilege, and ought to have
been a pleasure, from the fat Owl's

int of view. DBut nobody seemed to
jump at the chanece.

“Hickshaw, sar—rickshaw " :

Baganda boys crowded round with
half a dezen rickshaws, eager for custom,

“I say, vou fellows, one of you hop
in with me,” said Bunter. “I don't care
which it is, but don't all speak at once.”

The juniors did not all speak at once.
"I_'i;er»a was 8 lack of enthusiasmm on all
510es8,

“Look here, you fellows—"

“1 suppose the fat fool will get lost
if he goes alone® gaid Vernon-Smith.
“It's up to me, I suppose, as I told the
pater I would look after him, and I
was ass enough to let him hook on for
the holidays[”

“Tf that's the way you talk to & guest,
Smithy—"

«“oh, dey up1”? , .

“Look here, I'll go if you like,” snid
Wharton hastily. :

The Bounder was taking Bunter on as
a poinful duty: but painful dutics did
not make Smithy good-tempered. Ee
was scowling' ; .

“Oh, leave it to me!” said Smithy.

y Harey Wharton & Co. [ollowed on
OOk,

It wes n broad and handsome road
that led up into the town from the pier
of Entebbe, through tall, stately trcus
and tropical gardens.

The chums of the Remove enjoyved
tha walk, not the less because William
George Dunter was not grunting and
grousing behind them,

For o few minutes they kept Bunter's
rickshaw in sight, but it disappeared as
\!.Im{1 turned from the road into a shady
path through the park,

The Yamous Five strolled on checeily,
taking it easy. Entebbe was a pleasant
place to look at, and it was their Grst
sight of Uganda. T1here was po hurry,
&6 thoey made no haste, and 1t was nearly
an hopr before they arrived at the
Entebhs Hotel, Rooms had  been
booked long agoe by Mre. Vernon-Smith,
and the porly were expected, but to
their sarprise they found that the rick-
shaw bad not yet arrived with Bunter
and the Bounder. They little gucssed
the canse of the delayl

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

An Unexpected Meofing !

it %AY, Smithy!"

E “Shut up!®
“Look here, vou beagt—"
“Bhut up, bother you 1"

The Bounder was nok in a good
temper., y :

Billy Bunter sometimes tried the
tempers of the Famous Five rather
severely, and E-mithdv was by no means so
good-tempered and tolerant as any
member ‘of the Co,

Tt was one of Billy Bunter's happ
little ways to run counter to the genera
wishes of the party, His fat thoughts
being entirely concentrated on W. G
Bunter, he really could not realise that
anvbody else maottered.

Though what tho Bounder had to
grumbls at in the present instance was
o mystery to Bunter, _

He was riding instead of walking, and
he had the company of & pleasant,
agreeable, and, in fact, fascinating
fellow. What more did he want}

Bunter turned an indignant blink on
the Bounder’s sullen face through his
big spectacles. ;

I'm afroid I made rather o mistake
in joining up for this holiday,” ho said,
with a shake of the head. “It's not
turning out ps I expected. Altor all,
g fellow should keep to his own class.
I forpot that™

This agreeable romark elicited no
reply from the Bounder.

“ Afipr what I'm accustomed to at
Bunter Court, it’s o bit thick!” went
on the Owl of the Bemove. **A dashed

(Continued on next pape.)

"Get in, Punter
Or do von want me
to chuck you in?"

“7Tf that'a what
you call ecivil-—"

“Get in!” roared
the Bounder.

“¥aht*

Bunter plumped
inta the rickshaw,
which ereaked a‘n:ﬂ
groaned under his

weight. The
Bnungcr steppad 0
after him.

A pgrinning Bag-
anda boyv took the
shafts of the light,
two-wheeled wvehicle
end started off.
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THE MAN-TRACKER OF UGANDA!

(Continued from previovs page.)

Bank Holiday erowd—and you're

about the worst of the lot, Swithy.”
The Bounder glanced at him.

iteh vour neck

“"Do you wani me to pi i
this rickshaw,

crop out of
Bunter?™ he demamded.

*“Oh, really, Smithy—"

“If you don't shut up=——=*

" Beast 17

Herbert  Vernon-Smith  turned a
shoulder to Bunter, and stared out of
the rickshaw. A little, bronze-faced
man, strolling under the tall trees,
gave him a nod, as the rickshaw
passod. It was Captain MeCann, Billy
Bunter blinked round at the man-
tracker, and grunted.

“There's the man whosa life I saved
on the steamor——"

“*Bhut up!"” growled Smithy.

“He's ungrateful.,” said Buntey. * Aa
ungratefnl as any of you.  After all
T've dene for you——" :

Captain McCann dissppeared bebind
as the rickshaw ran on. The coolia
turped into o broad avenue, shaded by
tall over-arched trees, delightfully shady
after the glare of the sum,

Leaning sgainst the trunk of o
mango was a man dressed in rather
dingy white drill, with a large pair
of amoked glasses showing under the
rim of his topeo.

Vernon-S3mith's eves dwelt on him
carclessly for a moment. But the man
under the mango, a3 he caught sight
of the Bounder’s faco looking out of
tha rickshaw, E&"Fﬂ a violent start.

Under the shadow of tha topec, and
with the big, smoked glasses over his
eyes, his face was not casily distin-
guished; but he saw Herbert Vernon-
Smith's face clearly, and evidently
recognised him,

For & moment, after that sudden
start, he stood quite siill, staring at
the rickshaw as it approached.

Then he stepped away from the
trunk of the tree, and cast n swift
glanece up and dovwn the read.

The long, shady avenue was, for the
moptent, untenanted, save by the rick-
shaw and the man in the =moked
glosses. Captain McCann, who was
walking in the same direction, had
been left & good distance behind, and
had not yet turned inte the avenne.

That swift glonce seemed to satisfy
tha man in the smoked glasses. Ho
ran quickly ont into the road, und
called to the rickshaw boy fo stop.

The Bagands halted.

Vernon-Smith stared at the man in
astonishment, and Bunter blinked at
him. He came swiftly to Vernon-
Smith's side of the rickshaw.

“You!" he said, between his teeth.

The Bounder goave a jump.

The light blue eyes were hidden
behind the smoked glasses, evidently
worn for disguise in Entebbe; but he
koew tho harsh voice, and now he. saw
the man closely he knew the dark
coppery face. Had he thought of
Tudwig Krantz, he would never have
dreamed that the slavetrader would
have dared to show himself in Entebbe.
But it was Krantz, .

He grinned savagely at ithe juniors
in the rickshaw. The coglie stared at
him, not understanding.

“Got onl” shouted Vernon-Smith to

the coolie.

A revolver glimmered in the dusky
hand of tho slave-trader. He rapped
out a word or two in Baganda io the

coolie; and the black man stood where
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he was, his black eyes rolling in alarm
and amazement. The sight of the
revolver was enough for the coolie.
“Youl” repeated Krantz, his light
blue eyes gloating on the Bounder.
*“1 wes watching the road for an
enemy—] did not think of you! DBut
he will keep—now that 1 have you in
my hands, .ET:rherh Vernon-Smith! You
will not escape me as you did before.”
“Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter.
Bunter's eyes almost bulged through
his big glasses with terror, as e
realised that it was the slave-irader
who had stopped the rickshaw. )
“Lift a finger, and you will not hive
fo repeat i1t 1" =aid Erantz, hiz eyes on
the Bounder. “I will shoot you as I
would a jackal! You know it!"
Vernon-Bmith breathed hard.

Ha was utterl at the ruffian’s
mercy, if Krantz dared to pull trigger.
And there was no doubt that he would
dare. He had been watching the
avenue, as he said, for an encmy, and
the Bounder could guess that the
cnemy was the man-tracker, Captain
McCann, who had a commission from
the Uganda Government to hunt the
cutcast down. And Smithy did not
need telling with what intention the
desperado had been watching for
McCann. A swift shot; and e swift
Aight through the tropical park of
Entebbe, away to the hills: that was
the half-blood's desperate schcme. But
all thonght of the man-tracker had
left Krantz’s mind at the sight of the
schoolboy whe had beaten him like a
dog on the Nairchi read in Kenya.

Billy Bunter blinked at him in sheer
horror.

For the moment, Kraniz's attention
was concentrated on Herbert Vernon-
SBmith; he hardly scemed to notice that
Bunter was in the rickshaw at all
For onca, Billy Buoter wae glad to
pass unnoticed. I was not Bunter's
way to make rapid dccisions or to
move quickly. DBut there were occa-
sions when he could do both; and this
was ono of the occasions.

With a sudden jump, Bunter
bounded out of tho rickshaw on the
farther side, and ran.

Krantz half-lifted the revolver, na if
intending to fira after the fat jumor
as he fled. But instantly the revolver
was directed on the DBounder again.
Hea had no time lo waste on Bunter;
he had not a fraction of a sccond to
epare, if he was to get away with his
desperate intention, The Bounder was
ayeing him like a tiger, watching for a
chance; the ie staring on almost
dumbfounded. In the distance, at one
and of thoe avenue, a horseman could
ba seen ambling. The hali-Arab
desperado stepped into the rickshaw.

“QOne cry, and d'y-m know what to
expect 1™ he snarled between his teeth.
“If I have to run for it, I shall leave
you dead! You koow it !’

He snapped a word to the coolie.

What he said, in the native tonguc,
the Bounder did not understand; but
the ocoolie’s ﬂ[;yea rolled with ierror,
and he gasped: “¥Yes, sar!” and ran
on with the rickshaw.

The vchicle turned from the broad
avenue, into & narrower way thot ran
through the tall trees. The muzzle of
the revolver was jammced against the
Bounder’s ribs. _

He sat gritting his teeth,

That the desperate rascal would
shoot, ha knew; it was sudden death if
ha lifted so much as & finger. Vornon-
Smith sat quite still. The broad
avenue was left behind; and the coolie,
obedient to the threats of the ruffian in
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the rickshaw, ran on l'?; & lonely,
shadowed path—leading the Bounder
could not puess where, but certainly
not to the Entebbe hotel ]

His thoughts raced, as he zat, with
the revolver-muzzle grinding into his
ribs. He was in the hands of the
slave-trader once more; and the rufiian
cvidently counted on getting him out
of Entebbe, a prizoner. But he was
not out of Entebbe yet.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Gefs His Tea !

RASH|
C Bump
“Owl Keep off!

Billy Bunter
rolled.

Seldom did William George Bunter
put on speed; but the speed he put on
g8 Dhe raced wvp the avenue was
amazing., He fairly flew. He bad no
time to look where ho was fﬂégg; and
as a shghtly built, bronze-fa man
came round. the corner, Bunter hurtled
into him full tilt, and sent him spin-
ning,

Captain MeCann  sat down, and
Bunter rolled over from the shock, and
rolled and roared.

“Holy mackerell” ejaculated tho
capiain. " What—what—what—— QOh!
Youl You yvoung fool, where are you
running "

“Ow! Eeep off IV iﬂedi'ﬂunmr.

Captain McUann pic himeself up,
and stared down at the sprawling fat
junior.

“You young nss!” he roared.

“Ow! DBeastl Xecp off! Help!
Rescuel Murder ™ roared Buonter.

The littla men-tracker stooped,
caught him by a fat shoulder, and
jerked bim to his feet.

“YWhat has happened?” he snapped.

It wos not ten minutes sines the rick-
shaw had passed Captain McCann, snd
he had scen Bunter and the Bounder
in it. Looking up tho avenue, he saw
the rickshew whirl ent of sight mnto o
path that turned off the avenue. Then
he turned to Bunter again. Something,
evidently, had happened, though the
coptain could not guess what,

shoo!: Bunter impatiently by the
shoulder,

“What hes happeped,” he repeated—
“ an accident—or what? Answer me, you
young fool 1

“Yarcoooh 1* .

Bunter blinked wildly at the bronze
foce, He was slmost out of his fat
wits with terror. But he recognised
En:?tain MeCann.

Oh! ¥You!? ha stuttered.
keep himm off ! EKeep that villain off |
He's got a revolver! Oh dear!”

“Who " roared tho captain,

“That villain, Krantsz!*
Bunter.

“Son btz got Smith

'Ye ‘s got Smithy—"

"H-_ag; higmk ]Eﬂﬂmﬂgy I repeated
captain blankly. “De you mean young
?Emun*ﬂmithu-in the rickshaw ?‘Fﬁ -

“Owl VYoes! Hea got him! Oh
dear|” purpied Bunter. “Oh crikey!
I want to go howe! Ow! T've had
enough of this! Wow! I'm net going
to be shot ard—— Ow-ow-ow-ow ¥

“Calm vourself, you young ass!”
rapped tho cartain. “The man is not
in sight, if he was here at all.”

“Oh dear! Is he gonet! Owl”

Billy Bunter blinked round. Nothing
was to be seen but the figure of a horse-
man in the far distance. Smithy’s rick-
shaw had vanished from sight.

YWow 11
roarcd as ho

iII LAY,

gasped

the
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“Whare were you going in that rick-
ghaw 7 demanded the captain,

“Owi! Mo the hotall Wow ™
“it he: turned of the avenuel It
iz not going towards the hotel now. Is

Yernon-Smath still io it §"
“Dw! Yea! Isupposeso! Oh dear!”
“Why bac bhe turned off the road,

then ¥~

“"Ow! I doo't know | Oh erikey ¥

“¥ou are sure you saw Krantz?”

“0Oh dear! He had a rovolver—*

“He has not usad it, or 1 should have
heard the shot. But what—" The
captain knitted his brows in perplexity.
“He cannot have seized the rickshaw
and the boy in it. By gad, though, that
is what he has done!” .

And a3 that thought flashed into his
mind Captain McCuann started up the
avenusa at a run.

Bunter blinked after him,

“I say !” he yelled “T say—stop!”

Captaia MeCaon etared impationtly
over his shoulder.

“What? What is it? Have vou any-
thing more to tell me? Quick ™

“I've got to get to the hotel—"

“What?"

“1 don't know the
wa LR

(13 FGD! !1'!

The captain sped on
without giving tho fat
0wl any further heed.
His feet covered the
ground almost as
flpatly as 2 deer's,
and azs Bunter
watched him he
roaached the corner
whore tho riekshaw
had turoed out of the
avenue, whipped
round it, and wvan-
ished from sight.

Y Beast " pasped
Bunter

What had hap-
pened to Smithy Bun-
ter did not know.
But that was not the
most Pressing  gues-
tion, so far as Bunter
could see.

¢ was stranded,
on foot, and did not
know hiz way to the
hotel! That was
what mattered.

“0Oh dear! The
awful beastl Lesv-
ing a fellow to it
like ¢this!" gasped )
Bunter. *“Oh dear! What am 1 going
to do, I'd like to know! Oh crumbs.
And I'm fearfull_vl h“nﬁ""]‘?;-. Lot that
beast cares—after I saved his life, too 1”

There was nothing for it but to walk
back to the place where the rickshaw
had been taken, and take aunecther.
Having reached that decision, Billy
Bunter started to walk. .

It was not & very long walk, but it
was much too leng for B?ﬁy Bunter. He
grunted and ﬁmmmi, and pufled and
blew, a2 he rolled on.

But evervthing has on end, and that
walk had an anﬁ at last. Billy Bunter
found another rickshaw, and rolled into
it. Tho name of the Entebbe Eotel was
gnough for the coolie, he trundled
away with Bunter. . '

On the way the fat Owl blinked right

gnd left, with bulging eyes, in
momantacy terror of secing the dark
face and light blue eyes of the half-

Arab German, In his terror of Kranta
he even forgot to doubt whether the rick-
shaw coolie might not be a canmibal.
But on his way he saw nothing of
Erantz, ov of the Bounder, or of Captain

McCann. And as he canme in sight of
the hotel, on the hillside over the lanke
shore, Bunter promptly forgot their
gxistence.

Bunter was hungry. And when Banter
wis hungry he was not likely to think of
less soriouns matteres.

The rickshaw stopped, and DBunter
rolled out.

*Hullo, hallo, hallo! Here they are !™

Billy Bunter blinked round at the
sounld of Boly Cherry's volge.

“Thi= way!” called out
Wharton.

“I say, you fellowg——"

Harry

13

Harry Wharton paid the rickshaw boy,
and he danrted with his ric .

Dunter pobblod jam and rolls. Why
he had arrived alone was a mystery to
the Famouzs Five =0 far, and Dunter
was far too busy to explain,

“Whore's Bmithy 7" asked Harry.

“I don't know! Pass that eake, will
you? Don't trouble to cut it—I can
manage the lot.”

“That wasn't the rickshaw rvov and
Smithy started in," said Harry, puzzled.
“It's a different coolic. Dhid Smithy
kick vou ont¥®

“Ehi Ncl Will you pasa that oake®"

273
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Vernon-Smith grabbed at Krantz's arm, dragging the pistol-muzzle ¢lear of himself, Bang! The

bullet whizzed away, narrowly missing the Baganda boy |

“This xey, awll"

The Famouws Five were at tea, under
a shady tree in the hotel garden, over-
Inoking the wide waters of the lake.
Billy Bunter, with & grunt of relief,
rolled over to them. o

“Fifty cent, sar1” called out his rick-
shaw coolie,

Bunter did not heed.

Ho joined the chums of the Removae
under the tree, and & black waiter placed
a chair for him, and he sat down, with
o gasp.

Ow! I'm tired| !
say, pass a fellow somethingt
jam? Shove the jam this wayl
few rolis! 1 say, I'm famished !™

“ Fifty cent, sar1” exia the rickshaw
coolia, over Bunter’s fat ghoulder, asz he
started on rolls end jam. =

“For goodness® sake pay that nigger,
one of you fellowa,”™ said DBunter
peevizhly. e

“Why not pay bia voursell 1 inguired
Johnny Bull.

“0h, really, Bull—"

“Fifty cent, sar,” said the
“¥You pay! Fifty cent”

I'm hungry! I
gia that
And =

coolie,

“Here you are, you cormorant| Js

Smithy ecoming on, or whati”
“Groocogh! Gug-gug-gug!| I wish gnu
e'a

wouldn't make a fellow ljrmr while
trying to pet o mouthiul of food!
Groogh! I say, you fellows, tell that
nigger to bring another cakal I shall
be finished this one in a mipute! And
eome more jaml! And—"

“ Look here, Bunter——*

“For goodness’ sake give a [ellow a
rest till ﬂﬂ’s had somethiog to eat. You
fellows oro like a sheep's head—all jaw L
Never saw such & lot for cackle, cackle,
cacklal Tsll that nigger to bring some
more grub. You'd like to see me perish
of hunger under your eyes [

And Bunter pobbled. DBunter cer-
tainly was not indilforent to the fate of
Horbert Vernon-Simith, had he had timeo
to think about it. DBut when s follow
was hungry & fellow had to eat! Gob.
bling came frst—and Billy DBunter
gobbled !

{(Cantinued on page 16.)
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Baved from the Slave-trader !

EREBERT VERNON - BMITH szt
H gilent, quiet, tenso. Every nerve
was tense—the Bounder was on
the alert, watching for lis
chance. The Baganda boy ran on
swiftly with the rickshaw, his bare feet
pattering mcesaumgy. Bmithy bad
nothing to expeet from him; in his
terror of the man in the smoked glasses
the coolic thought only of obeying
Krantz's snarled orders promptly and
unguestioningly.

What it all meant the rickshaw boy did
not understand, but he understood quite
clearly that he did not want to provoke
the anger of the ruffian who had seized
ot the rickshaw. The glimmer of the
revolver, and the zavage snarl of the
half-breed had been more than enough
for him, But therc was no fear in the
Bounder’s heart—he was incapable of
fear. It was cool sagacity that kept him
guiet, while the muzzle of the pistol was
pressed to him. But he watched like a
cat for his chance, and he was ready to
take desperate risks.

And his chanee came unexpectedly.
Mingling with the patter of the coolic's
bare feet came another pattering, from
hehind, which neither of the occupants
of the rickshaw noticed at first, Krants
was the first to catch the sound, and he
started a lLittle, and breathed hard. And
the Bounder, catching it, too, listened
mteu}l_{, Someons was running behind
the rickshaw, drawing closer, swiftly as
the vehiele rolled. And it was the sound
of booted feet that came from behind,
showing that it was a white man wha
followed the rickshaw.

Smithy's heart throbbed,

Krantz muttered an imprecation in
GCerman and stared back to see who was
following.

It was 8mithy's chance; a dosperate
chanee, but he took ik,

For a sccond the ruffian’s attention
was him; and that gecond was not
lost by the wary, watchful Bounder,

He grabbed at Krantz's right arm and
dragged at it, dragging the pistel-muzzle
clear of himself.

Bang |

Erantz's finger was on the trigger,
and the revolver exploded, whether in-
tentionally or not.

But the Bounder had jerked the pistol-
hand clear, and the " bullet whizzed
away from the rickshaw, narrowly miss-
ing the Baganda boy.

There was a yell of terror from the
rlﬂkﬁht!-‘ﬁ’ bﬂ?—

Possibly he believed that he had been
fired at; certainly the bullet went close
enough, &nd he felt the wind of it

He dropped the handles of the rick-
shaw on thoe instant, and bolted necross
tha track to the trees at the side.

In & twinkling he wanished from
sight,

Krantz was turning on the Bounder,
sn.u.rlu':g.I With desperate strength and
Tae Macrwer Lisnany.—No. 1,232,

swiftness the Bounder struck at him,
his clenched fist erashing on the ruffian’s
chin, almost with the foree of a hammer.
At the same time ho clung to the dusky
right wrist with his left hand.

Bang!

It was a random shob, as Krantz
received the Bounder’s blow, but it tore
gast Smithy's arm, grazing the sleeve of

15 Ijacke:t,_

Then, with a savage wrench, Krantz
tore his right arm free of Smithy's
desperate clutch.

Another moment—-— -

But the running footsteps behind had
reached the rickshaw now., As Krantz
was in the act of cFul]cimg the trigger ho
was grasped and dragged headlong
to tho earth. The revolver cracked, the
bullet fiying up to the trec-tops.

“0Oh!" panted Vernon-8mith. * Oh,
my hatl MeCann— Oh, good luck1”

e had a glimpse of the little bronze-
faced man whoe had leaped on the slave-
trader and dragged him out of the
rickshaw.

It was Captain DMeCann, the man-
tracker of Ugandal

The next moment MeCann and the
slave-trador were & mixed and whirling
heap, struggling furiously, rolling over
and over, Aighting like wild-cata.

The German's rovolver had dropped
from his hand as he fell, and he was

asping nt the man-tracker, clutching

im fiercely; and McCzonn returned
grasp for Er&s;i'. ‘

He was smaller and lighter than the
slave-trader; but he seemed quite as
strong as his more bulky enemy. and as
claslic as an eel. y

Over and over they rolled, in des-
perate conflict. :

Captain MeCann had his hands on his
man at last—the man he had hunted
through Kenya, and Uganda, and
Tanganyika, and the Belgian Congo.
And the wman-tracker’s grip was
tenacious. y

For a few mcments Vernon-Smith
panted for breaih, watching the des-
perate struggle. Then he leaped from
the rickshaw and rushed to the aid of
the man-tracker. .

Krantz, frecing one hand, tare a knife
frem his belt, and the Bounder caught
the gleam of the blade as it was bared.
e jumped at the ruffian, canght his
right arm, and dragged 1t back, twist-
ing it savagely, and Krantz dropped the
krife, with a howl of agony. _

The next moment the knife was in
the Bounder's grasp.

As ruthless as Krantz himself, for the
moment, the Bounder struck at the
slave-tradar with the keen blade.

Krantz twisted aside from the blaw,
and the kea: edpe of the knife gashed
along his cheek, laying open the skin
from mouth to ear. i

Before the DBounder could strike
again, the slave-trader, with a terrific
effort, tore himself loose from MecCann
and leaped away. _

For a split sccond he glared at his
enemies, panting. Then he bounded
away towards the trecs.

“After him " panted the Bounder.

MceCann was  springing  after the
German like s leopard. Krantz
vanished into the trees, with the man-
tracker close hehind,

Vernon-8mith rushed alter them: but
in a few scconds both were far from
sight, and the rustling in the trees died
away. The schoolboy had no chanca of
keeping pace with the desperats flight
and purauit.

He halted and returned to the rick-
shaw, The rickshaw bov. frightened
gut of his fuzzy wits, had disappeared.

“Oh  crumbs!® murmured the
Bounder,
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Ha mapdpcd his streaming forchead.
He listened, but ho could hear no sound
ef Krantz or the man-tracker. Thoy
were far away. He had no doubt that
McCann would keep up the pursuit
while a chanco remained of getting his
man, and it was useless to await his
return.

He pitched Krantz's knife into the
bushes and started to walk back the
way he had comao,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Jam for Bunfer !

i ALLO, hallo, hallo1”
H -‘Isrrl.l"l.t:f!!!

“The esteemed and
_ ridiculous Smithy 1

Leaving Bunter gobbling at the {oa-
table in the hotel garden, Harry Whar-
ton & Co. had strolled down the road,
winding down the hill overlooking the
lake, to look for the Bounder.

At some little distance from the hotel
they sighted Herbert Vernon-8mith
comming up the hilly road.
“Oh, here he is1*¥ said Harry Whar-
ton. "I was beginning to think that
gsomething must have ﬁa pened.’’

“I expect Bmithy’s jolly old tomper
i[ap{rmed,"‘ rinned Bob Cherry, * Most
likaly he kicked Bunter out of the rick-
shaw. He looked like doing it whean
wo left him.” ;

The Bounder did not lock a3 if any-
thing untoward had happened. I-g:;
came swinging cheerfully up the road,
hiz hands in his pockets, whistling as
he game. He gave the Famous Five a
grin as he met them,

“ Lookin® for me?” he asked.

“Well, we thought we'd come slon
to see i vou wers coming" Epiﬁ

Hi}rrr. “Bunter's got in by him-
self.”
“Dh! Bunter's pot In, has het™
“Yes; about o quarter of an hour
ﬂgﬂa”

*1 wondered what had become of the
fat fool 1 said the Bounder carelessly.
* 20 he found his way all right.”

Vernon-Smith walked on to the hote!
with the chums of fhe Remove.

“Is the pater in yot?"' he asked.

“MNo he hasa't arrived so far”

“Oh, good! He would have been
alarmed. I'm glad I've got in fret.
All serene now.”

“Alarmed 17 repaated Whartan.
“What was there to be alarmed
ahout 1

Smithy stared ot him.
“You fellows weren't alarmed?” he
asked sarcastically.

“Eh? No!™

“Thanks I'" said the. Bourder, still
more sarcastically, And he begap to
whistle again as he walked on.

The chums of the Remove exchanged
glances. Smithy, apparently, was get-
Eng his Hack up; why, they did not

now.

“Look here, Smithy., what are you
driving at?” demanded Wharton,

.{Huﬂlinlnlj ]

“Oh, don't he an ass !’ said Johnny
Bull. *“What the dickens is the
matter with you? Did you want us to

ot into a flutter because you were late
or tea?”’

“Maobt at all.” ]

“NMy estcemed Smithy—"

“I'm jolly thungry!” eaid the
Bounder. “I hope Bunter hasn't
eooffed all the prub in  Iintebbe wet.
You fellows had a2 good tea 1"

* Quite, ™

“That's good! 1 should have been
sotty to spoil your appetites with any,
unnecessary anxiety.”
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“That's sare, I suppose,” said Bob
rry, staring at the Bounder. *“I’'m
blessed if I know what veu're driving
at, Smithy!" .
“My dear man, I'm not drivin' at
anythin’, My father would have been
alarmed, as I've said; but that's only
because hic ailaches an absurd value to
his son, you know. No reason why
you should worry.”

. "I don’t sce any reason for worry-
ing because a fellow's late for teal”
eald Wharton tartly. “If 1 wouried
about either of you, 1t would be about
Bunter—the fat ass might have lost
imsalf."

“Which would have been awlully
serious I said Vernon-Swith, with &
nod. “It's a preat relief to hear that
Bunter hasn't lost himseli.”

“Well, we've got to look after the
duffer, as he's with us, and you under-
took to bring him along,” said the cap-
tain of the Remove sharply. I offered
to go in the rickshaw with him, but
ou took 1t on. And if you want to

now, I think vou might have scen him
safe to the hotel, troublesome ass as
he is*

“1 was rather
Smithy dryly.

“Wall, you shouldn't have heen!”
said Johnny Bull, *If a fellow wnder-
takes to do a thing, he should do it.”

Vernon-Smith came to a halt, and
stared directly at the chums of the
Remove, with a8 very unpleasant expres-
gion on hs face.

“What do you mean by that, Bull{®
he asked.

“1 mean what I say, as I generally
do,"” answered Johnny ealmly, *and
ou needn't give mo any of vour black
coks, Smithy—I'm not Bunter, and I

occupied [¥  said

don’t care two strawz for your ecowl-
inlglﬂ'

*Bame here!” sald Bob Cherry
cheerily. “Wash it out, Smithy!

Bunter's got in all right, sa it's all
gcrene, snyhow. But what the thump
have you been doing all this timei?

“What have I been doing ! repeated
the Bounder,

Ho stared blankly at Bob.

“Well, we naturally expected to find
both of you at the hotel, az you took a
rickshaw, and we walked through the
woods. Bub Bunter came in alter us—
and you come in last of all, scowling
like a demon in a panto. Have you
been gotting into a shindy with seme-
body in Entebbe "

The Bounder ,}um?ed.

“(reat pip! Hasn't Bunter told you "

“Told us what 1"

“Then he haso't!" ejaculated the
Bounder. .
“Has anything happened® asked

Wharton.

The Bounder stared at him, and then
burst into a laugh.

“What did BPunter zay when he came
in?" he asked.

“He said he wos buogry.”

#Naothing else 1

“QOnly that he wanted grub.”

“0Oh crumbs! Ha, ha, ha® roared
Verpon-8mith. “Oh, my hat!* His
face had cleared now, * Eﬁrrf' Fou men
—I thought Bunter had told you, of
course. ™

“What the dickens was there for
Bunter to tell wusi?'' ashed Nupgent.
“Have yon becn petting into trouble, or
what "

“Well, just a few!"” grinned the
Dounder. “I've met Krantz—*

“Krantz|” execlaimed the juniors, all
together.

he Bounder explained.

“Qh, my hatl” said Bob Cherry
blankly, ™ And that fat villain never
said & word—only that he was bungry I

“Well, 1 dare say he was hungry,”
said Vernon-8mith, laughing.
“Naturally, he forgot everything elso,”

“You've had & jolly narrow cscape,
Smithy,”" said Harry. “Thank good-
ness that man MeCann got on the spot )
I hope ha'll gt that _wiifm’n_l”

“Lhe hopefulness is terrific,™

* B0 that's why you were getting your
back up, Smithy ¥ said Johnny Bull,
“¥You ught we knew zll about it, and
didn't care, whati”

The Bounder coloured.

“Borry " he zaid.  But—"

“But the excerable Bunter should be
made & ridiculous example of,” said
Hurree Jamset Rem Singh., “If wo
had known, my absurd Smithy, wo
ghould have been terrificelly concerned
and should have endeavoured to come to
the ridiculoun:z rescuge——>*

“We'll jolly well sguash Bunter!”

said Doh, “Iiallp, hallo, hallo!
There's the fat villain—still going
strong 1"

The juniors entered the hotel garden.
Under the shady tree Billy Bunter was

still busy. Mo blinked round at the
sound of the juniors’ footstens and
voloes.

“1 say, you fellows—— Hallo]! Is
that you, Swithy? I say, you fellows,
I'vo finished the jam. :
is jolly (fcmd jam—really good. I think
it's made From mangoes—anyhow, it's
good ! That blessed m ,];er has disap-
peared. Call to him, will you? I want
somg more jem’ ] .

“You want some more jam?? said
Bob

(13

es; I told you T was hungry 1* said
Eunter warmly., “You walk off, and
never care if s fellow gets enough to
eat! T’ve ealled that waiter three times,
and he doesn't hear, or pretends he
doczn't] If you fellows think I'm gomg
to staryve——=»"
“Oh, kill him " said Johmmy Bull

ok here, this
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* Oh, rea!i{, Ball—"

“Why didn’t you tell about
Smithy i” roared Bob. :

“Ehl 1 was going to, if you'd give a
fellow a chance to get a bite of some-
thing when he's starving. You walk off
apd leave a feliow—lot you care if I
perish of hunger under {aur cyes |
this 13 what you call pally-—-"

"“¥ou shall have some jom,” said Bob
Cherry. “Lots and lots of jam| I'll
sca to that at once, Bunter.”

“Good! You're not such = solfish
beast as those other beasts, Cherry !
But buck up, old chap! I'm Jhuu,n;’rf i

Bob Cherry lost no time. He called
to a black waiter, and jam was brought
to the table—a large jar, containing
seven pounds. Billy Bunter blinked at
it almost eestatically. It was good jam,
really good fam, and seven pounds was
enough even for Bunter.

“zood ™ said the Owl of the Eemove,
“That's something like! You might
help a fellow|”

“Just what I'm
answercd Bob.
too 1™

“Yes, rather [ .

“Tha ratherfulness iz terrific.™

“Ha, ha, hal"” )

All the fellows helped. Billy Bunier
was collared by many hands and jerked
out of his chair, and spread on the
earih, spluttering. Then the big jar of
jan was up-ended over his fat face,

Jam streemed ouk in & cascada,

“ Grooogh I

“J1a, ha, hal”

U‘“ Oaoooch Ih F:i'i"nﬂau‘ch !
oODOEEEELE

i G‘ivaghim somo more [*

:' JHum !Eur I]‘iulr}_’_cer m

‘Ha, ha, ha

# Tnt{uunghl Gu?gug-guﬁl Ooach |
Leggol Leave off! Woooh! I don't
want eny jam! Helpl Rescue |
Whoooop ! Gug-gug-gug |

(Continued on next page.)

L8

golpg to do”
*All you ?ﬂ]lmﬁ-s help,

Grooooogh 1

GREYFRIARS HEROES:—No. 3

This week the GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER reveals the hero
worshipped by Billy Bunter. Can
you guess whom it can be?

Each fellow worships some man best,
From Lindenbergh.-to XNero,

And Dilly Bunter, like the rest,
Has his own favouriie hero;

This chap has a widespread fame,
Which nothing can diminish;

We'll tell wou wiat he's like—his name
We'll keep unial the finish.

Now first of all, he's very fat,
Ae Bunter's hero should be;
He's podgy like our Bill, and thatl
Is quite gt fat as could be:

He likes to wag hiz ailly chin
And make kis comrades barmy,

Exzvept when ke iz stuffing in
Erough to feed an army.

2] &

He usts whoppers Lot and strang,
Like many other lars,

And doesn't think 8 very wrong
Te copy Ananiae;

A boagster, too, he doesn't ccase
To tell the world ke's handsone,

Aa though his foolish frontispicce
TWas warth a prince’s ranson.

Suppose, at night, you héar o sound
ke forty liona rearing,
Then you can safely bet o pound
It's Bunter’s hero snoring ;
The eelebrated view halfol
Of John Peel, in the morning,
Compared with this chap on the go
Would sound like sparrows yawning.

He thinks no damzel can reaist
His foscinating figure;
He's airo a ventriloquist,
And owne n churming znigger.
And, tastly, he's perpetually
As hungry as g Runier;
Well, kave you guesscd whom i€ can be¥?
You'ré right—it's BILLY BUNTER.
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Taken internally, il was nice jam!
Taken as Bunter was taking if, 18 was
horrid. It streamed over lus fat face,
down his fat neck, into his fat ears, and
mixed with his hair. Bunter had often
heen jammy in his fat career, but never
had he becon o jommy a3 now!

He was, 80 to speak, of the jam,

jammy |

“Ow! Oh crikey! Oooochl
stieky! Owl] DBeasts! Wharrer
wp to? Yarcoh! Help! Ooococogh

“Ha, ha, hal”

Bob Chorry seraped the last of the jam
out of the jar with a iﬂ.l‘gﬂ spaon, and
shoved it, spoon and all, down Bunter's
neck.

“There!" he gasped.
en{?ugh jam ¥

I'm
you

18
.

®“Tz that

Ll

“Now kick him—"

“Help 1*

“All kick together——"

“¥aroooch 1"

A jammy Bunter scrambled up end
fled wildly. & roar of laughter followed
him. And for the next hour Billy
Bunter, breathing wrath and indigna-
tion and jam, was busy cleaning off
stickiness, For ouce in his podgy life
Billy Bunter had had too much jam!

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Into the Heart of Africa !
ARRY WHARTON & CO.

enjoyed the next few days.
ﬂlr.tl 1'1|._Temnn-sinith‘s blti‘riﬂ&ﬂ!
ept Lium near . woeek in

Fatebbe, during which timo the juniors
saw little of the millionaire, While My,
Vernon-Smith dealt with cotton propo-
sitions, and railway propositions, and
all sorts of proposittons in “hig busi-
ness,” the Famous Five and the Bounder
spent the sunny days in eances on the
lake, or trips in the forests under the
guidance of Kikolobo.

On most of these gecasions they werp
deprived of the fascinating company of
William Georgo Bunter,

Bunter preferred o long cane chair,
under o & a;iﬂ trce 1n tho hotel garden
overlooking the lake, with a takle at his
elbow, loaded with refreshments, liquid
and solid. ;

. That was Bll%' Bunter’s way of cnjoy-

g a trip to Central Africa, and thoe

Jupiors cheerfully left him to it.

Bunter, in  these days, was almoct
satisfied; infleed, he told the other
fellows that, so long &8s this lasted,
Uganda was nearly a2z good as Margate.
Unfortunately, from Buntor's poiut of
view, it could not last for ever.

The next journey was across the neck
of Uganda that les between Lake
Victoria Nyanza and Lake Albert
Nyanza. Lake Albert was the limit of
Mt. Vernon-Bmith's journeyings in
:d."l‘-quatanrml Afriea; there was a

cotton » prqﬁ:pslt-mn in that direction
which the millionaive had to examine,
and the juniors were glad to hear of it.

Indeed, they would have zlad

enough to cross Lake Albert into the

Belgian Cungn, and kecp on till they

reached the Atlantic, had time and Mr.

Vernon-Bmith permitted,

The farther they penetrated into the
heart of mysterious Africa, the wilder
it grew; and the wilder it grow, the
better the Greyfriars fellows liked it—
with the exception of DBilly Bunter,
Bunter was satisfied with a seat under
a shady tree, and unlimited supplies of
gruh. at Entobbe: but the other fellows

ad not come out to Pganda merely to
eat mango jam. There was keen antici-
pation ns they made their proparations

to go westward to Lake Albert.
Tuar Macwer Lisrary.—No, 1,232,

“1 suy, you fellows, it's all vor, you
kpow,” suid Bully Bunter peevishly.
“Why not stay here and let old—I mean,
let Mr., Vernon-Bmith hike off on his
own{ The grub here is good.”

“Jdolly good idea !” said the Bounder
cordially, ©I'll ask the pater to fix it
up for you to stay on here, Bunter, and
wa can pick you up when we come back.
It’s only a fortnight.”

“0h, really, Smithy——"

“Giood egg!” said Bolb Cherry.
“Bunter will be comfortable here—as he
says, the grub is good, and I'm awiully
afraid that he won't find the grub so
good in the interior. I'm rather worried
about that.”

“Oh, really, Cherry—s-"

. "The worryiulness 1s {errifie,” declared

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  * It is
preposterously  important for  the
esteemnad and idiotic Bunter to be made
absurdly comfortable.”

“Oh, reclly, Inky-—"

“Just what I was thinking,” said
Johnny Bull, entering into the game, as
it wore, " Bunber will hardly be comfy
trekking along through forests full of
roaring lions,’

“0Oh, really, Bull—*"*

“And leopards,” said  Wharton.
“There's a frightful lot of leopards in
Hﬁ&nda, and if one of them should get
hold of Bunter——"

*“Oh, really, Wharton M

“ And crocodiles,” said Frank Nugont.
“Bunter had o narrow ecseapo of being
catet by a crocodile, back in Kenva—
or the crocodile had a narrow escape of
cating Bunter—"

“Oh, really, Nugent—-"

“And the flies snd the moeaquitoes,”
said the Bounder. “The bite of the
mosquito causes all sorts of fearful
diseazes—"

“Look hera—"

“And there's the slecping sickness,”
said Wharton. * Awlully dangerouz n
this country |+ Bunter's prone to it
You know how he sleeps, oven without
any sickness,”

“The slecipflllne.'as 13 terrifie.”

“ After all, the chief thing is for
Bunter to be safe and comfortable, and
to have plenty to cat !™ zaid Boby Cherry
pravely.

“Glad you can
Bunter,

“Ther I'll speak to the pater about
it,” said Vernon-Smith. “We'll pick you
up as wo come back, Bunter—if you
haven't burst all over Entebbe by that
tima 1"

“Ha, ha, hat"

“I say you fellows if you think you'ro
going to lcave me belind, to kid-
napped by niggers, and murdered by
slave-traders, u're jolly well mis-
taken I hooted Bunter. I dare say
that beast Erantz is still hanging about
looking for & chance at me.

“ My dear ass, Krantz has bolted into
the interior, with Captain McCann after
him,” said Wharton, “IHe will never
dare show himself in Entebbo again. Wo
might meet him round Lake Albert,
though.”

“VYery likely, I think,” said Nugent
solemnly.

Bunter
easily.

“I—1 sav. wou fellows, d-d-do you
think that's likely * he asked. “I—I'd
rather net meet that beast again, you
know.*

“Well, we can’t ba sure, of course,
but it’s joliy probable,” said Wharton,
“and if we meet him, and he pots
Jou—"

i ﬂ“_. !u

“(r catehes you and sells you to some
Alfrican chief for the cooking-pot—"

gee 1t [" snorted

blinked at the juniors un-

THE MAGNET

“Wow M

“We should miss you next form at
Greyfriars,” said Bob, shaking his
head sadly. “When we're deing Latin
prose with Quelch it would be awinl to
think of ycu left in the interior of a

cannibal—I mean, in the interior of
Africg—-™
“Grooogh! TLook here, you fellows,

I'm not coming I gasped Bunter. “You
can’t expect 16! Fm jolly well not
golng to be eaten by lions, and torn to
pieces ;]&'y leopardas and crocodiles, and
devoured by filthy cannibals, just to
please you! I shan't come.”

The juniors exchanged a glance—quite
an ecstatic glance. If one thing wae
needful to make that 4rip into the
interior o success, 16 was Billy Bunter
remaining behiod at Entebbe. It was
gomng fo be good, anyhow; but that
would be the finishing touch to make it
perfect,

Unfortunately, the fat Owl caught
that ecstatic exchange of glances. A
fat grin camo over his face.

“1 say, yeu fellows——"

. “TI'll go and spoak to the pater about
it now,” snid the Bounder,

“You necedn’t trouble!” grinned
Bunter. “I'm coming! It’s all right,
you fellows—I quite understand the
danger; but the fact is I rather like
danger! I'm not funky—like some
fellows, ™

“Oh, my hat |*

“ Besides, it’s up to me to look after
vou fellows! I cume out here chiefly to
protect you, and I'm going to do itf' If
wa come across Krantz, leave him to
mEi”

“* Wha-a-t 7"

“I'll deal with him" said Dunter
oalmly. “I'll bandle him all right. As
for lions, I'm rather keen on geiting a
lion's skin to take back for the study at
Greyfriars| As for leopards, they don't
frighton me like they do you fellows.
And if you're efraid of crocodiles, just
lef:‘v_& ‘an; ts;E-J me." :

ou frabjous chump—"**

“0Oh, really, Wharton—--"

“You henigiite& idiot—"

“¥You car call & fellow names,” said
Bunter. “But if you think you'rs joll
well pullicg my ‘Eag, you're jolly w
mistaken, see? I'm coming! So you
can jolly well tell me the time of the

train.™
“The what?” yelled Bob,
“Tho trainl Better tell old—tell Mr.

Vernon-8mith 4o make it an afternoon

train. T shan'g get. up early, and you
;n:ty"‘ a3 woll understand that first as
ik, P

“Thera isr’t any train, fathead, as
there's no railway, ass! There's a road
part of the way, and & track most of
the way! And we're going through
forests tha! are simply crammed with
liong—>"

“Keep it up 1" grinned Bunter,

“And leopards, and snakes,
eannibalg—"

“Ho, he, hel”

“ And if you had the sense of a bunny
rabbit you'd stick here snd feed till wa
came back !

and

“Yah|”
“We might zeally meet Krantz
egain—-="

*He, he, he!”
The juniors gave it up. If anything
wonld have made Bunter determined

tec go on with th» party, it was the
knowledpe that there was a pgenerzl
desite to leave him in Entebbo. Though

had Bunter been able to foresce a tenth
part of what was destined to happen on
that adventurous trip into the heart of
Africa, it 18 certain that wild horses
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would not have
dragred lnm oub of
the Intebbe Eotel.

But, unfortunately
for himsclf and the
other follows, Billy
Bunter did not fore-
gee,  Iig impression
was that the other
fellows were tr:,rmgf'
to keep him out o
gsomething good; and
Bunter was not to he
kept out of it—not 1f

Bunter knew it,
And when Ailr.
Vornon-Smiih and his
voung chorges  left
Entebbe, Billy Bunter
foft with them.
There were

many
wayz of travelling
across From Lake
Victoria to Lalkoe

Albert, on the border
of the Congo country
—on feob, or by rick-
shaw, or by Cape
ecart; but 3lr. Vor-
non-Smith chose nono
of these wayvs, A
huge notor-car ap-
pearcd as if hy
magic, with a motor-
van to carry the bag-
gage and the native
gorvants, and the
party left in style,
with half Enteble
watching thom.

Billy Bunter zettled
hack comfortably in
a corner and grinned
cheerily at tha other
fellows, It was a
bright a nd sunny
morning, and the car
rolled  swiftly and
emaothly. DBunter
had packed away
several breakfasts,
and thero wore no
lions about.  Bunter
was fecling gquite
merry and bright. :
Entebbe and the Victoria Nyanza disap-

eared behind, and the car hunnned on
Ejr a shady forest road. So far, the gomg
was good, and Bunter was satisficd.

“]1 say, you fellows, this is all right I
he remarked. *“Where are those jolly
old lions you told me abouti He,
ho i*

From the thick trees that lined the
forest track, as if in answer to the fat
Owl's question, came a sudden, rever-
berating rcar.

Bunter E{umi:md.
" Oh ecrikey |V )
He blinked from the window.

Glaring from au n{:‘-ening in the trees
a pigantic African

he,

ion stood, lashing
his ribs with his tail. Possibly the buaz
of the car had disturbed him.

Bunter blinked ot him, his eyes almost
hu]%ng through his spectacles.

“Dh lor’ I he gasped, ; :

The car flashed past, and Simba dis-
appeared behind, t-hﬂugh hia roar fol-
lowed. Bunter sat and blinked.

“J—I may, you fellowg—m="

“YWhat about stopping for that
lion?”? asked Bob Cherry. “ Bunter
~wantz a skin for his study at Grey-
frinrs.”

“Let's 1 said Nugont.
#“f—I think we'd bhetter Leep on!”
gasped Dunter. “I—I ehall have

plenty of time to get a lion’s shkin!?
.Anl;r—any tima will do, reullyﬂ’.
E'h.?ns time but the present]” atked
o

** Yaroooh !

Remove. *‘Help! Rescue !
“Ha, ha, hal”
“I—I sav, wou fellows, what—

wha-a-at’s  that?' stuttered Bunter,
with a startled blink from the window.

On a huge branch that stretched
across the track, a sinuous, spotted cat-
like crcature clung, staring down at
the car,

The juniers looked out,

“That, old bean, iz a
lcopard I'* said Bob Cherry.

“I—1 eay, suppose it jumps on the
roof of the ear——"

“Then we shall hear it drop

Rt 11U b ;

Buntor listened in anguish, as ihe
ear glided swiftly under the branch to
which the leopard clung, DBut there
was no sound of the great cat dropping
on the roof, and he breathed ngam.

“I—I say, you fellows, I—I think
1'd rather stop in Entebbe, after all,”
stuttercd the fat Owl. “I'm nobt afraid
of lions, of course, or—or leopards—but
—but I've heard that it’s hotler on Lake
Albert than on Lake Victoria, and-—
and on the whole, I think I'd rather go
bﬂ-ﬂk-" :

“Ton late, old bean!™ grinned the
Bounder.

“Oh, really, Smmithy! Look hera,
I'm jolly well going back! I say, Mr.
Vernon-Smitht I zay, I woant fo go
back.” .

Mr. Vernon-Smith took his face out
of the “British East Afriea Leader,™
and stared at Bunter,

jolly old

(RS
3

9

—

ffftlﬂ!ﬂl '
A

Billy Bunter was collared by many hands and spread on the earih, splultering, Then the big jar
of jam was up-ended over his fat face.

Gug-gug-gug ! ** gurgled the Owl of the

Whoop | **

“What, what?" he ejaculated.

“1 want to go back.”

“You young donkey ™ =

Mr. Vernon-Smith put his face back
into the newspaper. Billy Bunter, in
his deep concorn for his fat self, had
forgotten the immense value of Mr.
Yernon-S8mith's time; but Mr. Vernon-
Smith was not likely 1o forget 1t. Ho
snorted and resumed his newspaper.
He was perusing un article dealing with
financinl matters in " British East ™3 a
subject of entrancing intercst to the
millionaire; and the roaring of liona
did not draw hiz attention irom it
Still less was he likely to heed William
George Bunter.

“I—I say, you fellows, how far have
we como?” groaned Bunter,

“ About thirty miles.”

“What's the wholo distance?”

“ Ahout 2 hundred and Hity."’

“Oh dear! Do we get in before
dark?”
“Ha, ha, ha!®

“RPlessed if I sce anything to cackle
at! Look hers, do we get in before
dark?" hooted Bunter,

“You silly owl!” raid Bob. “Da
you think we're running on ihe
Brighton road? Rickshaws do the irp
in about ten days—we may do it in
three, if we don’t have engine trouble,
and breaskdowns, ond cannibals, and
liﬂgs, and elephanta, and crocodiles,
and-—

Tre Maiexer Lisnany.—No. 1,232
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“obh lor'l I-I say, I eupposae there
e szome decent hotels on the way?

groaned Bunter.

# Maturally,” said the Bounder
srcastically. “First-class Grand Hotels,
with baths and lifts complete, in the
middle of the African jungle.™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

®%here are rest-houscs here and
there, fathead,” said Iarry Wharton.
" We shall get shelter o' nights.”

“You'll get used to the lions mn,ring
wider your windows, old fat bean,’
paid Johnny Bull kindly.

#Oh erikey ¥

“%f you find s snake in your bed,
you Gjusit knoek it on the head—"

T w L} ]

“And if the car upsets in a river,
a crocodile immediately puts you out
of all your troubles——*

“Wow "

Billy Bunter was very dubious now
whether it wes a good thing that the
gther fellows had tried to keep him out
of. He doubted whether he was going
to enjoy that {rip into the heart of
Africa after all. But there was no help

r it now: Bunter was booked.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Wet ]
L 'WYUA comes, O PBwana!"
said Kikoloha.

It was the sccond morn-

ing, and the tall Kikuyu

i#tod watehing the sky over the high
tree-tops that lined the track.

The night had been spent at one of
the many rest-houses on the route; and
though the quarters were far from
galatial, the travellers slept soundly
dnough, angd torned out cheerfully in
the morning.

It was a %\t‘ight and sunny morning
but there was o thoughtful shade on
the dusky face of the Kikuyu as he
watched the sky.

“M'vua?"‘lr;}ﬁ?ﬁnleﬂ t'h?l Hw!?id E_E-Ii with
" i, o 15 jolly o 'vua,
Riiﬂ“

Harry Wharfon & Co. glanced along
the track, For the moment, thoy sup-
posed that the KEikuyu meant that
someone was coming along the road—
possibly 2 member of his tribe.

“"M'vua—the ramn 7" said Kikoloho.

“Oh! The rain!” said Harry Whar-
tom, and he smiled. The _junmrs had
already noticed the native way of
speaking of things as if they were
Persons.

“Ndiye, Bwana! This Kikuyu thinks
that there will be heavy rain, which
we shall sea with our eyes belore

noon.™

" Well, a little rain won't hurt us!"
said Bob Cherry.

“The rainfulness will be prateful and
comforting after the terrific sunshine-
fulness 1" remarked Hurrce Jamset Ram
Singh.

“* Hear, hear !

The schoolboy travellers had noticed
that it grew hotier as they penetrated
further into Upanda, towards Lake
Albert. A hcavy shower of rain would
have been far from unwelcome.

But the Kikuvu's face was grave.

Mr. Vernon-Smith came busthing out
of the rest-house. All was ready for the
start.

“0 Bwana-m'kubwa!”  said the
Kikuyu, “Thero will be much rain
before noon, and this EKikuyu thinks
that the fire-wagons, which are heavier
than many loaded rickshaws, will not
paes on the swampy road.”

“FEht What—what?" said Mr.
Vernon-Smith. He stared up at fhe
shy., “It looks fine enough to me."

“The eyes of the Bwana-m’kubwa do
not see all that iz seen by the eyves of
thizs Eikuyu!” answered EKikolobo
gravely. *“There will be much rain.”

Mr. Vernon-Smith grunted.

Roads in Uganda left very much to
bhe desired by a motorist, though pgreat
improvemaents had beon made of late
vears, Lf the forest track was swamped
by heavy rain, it was likely to give
trouble.  But Mr. Vernon-S8mith was
not the man to submit to delay if he
could help it.

I_“
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“We may got through,”
“Anyhow, we'll try!”

“As my lord wishes!"
Kikuyu,

The big car was packed with passen-
gers again, and rolled away, followed
by the baggage-van.

Mr. Vernon-8mith glanced from the
window several times; but the-morning
remained fine, Weather and the state
of the roads permitting, the millionaive
hoped to get in at Butiaba, on Lake
Albert, by nightfall.

“T say, you fellows!' Billy Puntcr
gave o fat chuckle, “That nigger.
Kicky, 1z o silly ass, vou know! It's
a3 fine as anything.”

“ Listen to the man who knows '™ said
Bob Cherry.

“The knowfulness of the
Bunter iz terrifie.”
C “Well, T can jolly well tell you that
it’s going to be fine,” said Bunter, *I°l]
g,w&]. ow all the rain wo get this morn-
mg. "
. And Bunter seftled down for a nap
in his corner. He needed one, afler
the breakfast he had packed away m
the rest-house.

An hour passed; with Billy Dunter's
musical snore mingling more or less
harmoniously with the rumble of ilhe
CAT.

By that time, the sunny sky was
overcast; and shadowy dimmess reignod
in the forest track.

Patler, patter patter! came the rain
on the roof.

. Mr. Vernon-8mith expressed his foel-
ings with & grunt. Billy Bunter snored
on. The juniors listened to the rain,
beating down more heavily every
En-l}ﬂlm}l, and watched the trees weop-
ing with wator., Rain formed in pools
on the track, and the whecls splashod
up water and mud.

The f-::rr;::stl was thinning away, ihe
trees dgrnwmg fewer amd  fower,
replaced here and there by low busiins,
A tract of swamp lay ahead of the
travellers, across which the truck ran
towards another forest that loomwdl
dark in the fur distance,

Bunter opened his eyes, and blinked
round. The roin was no longer patter-
ing on the car; it was beating and
crashing. It came down past the win-
dows in a flood. It was the firsd 1l
the juniors had seen an Equatorial rain-
storm, and it was & new swd pather
starilmg  experience for them. It
seemed as if the skv bad opeacd flood-
gutes on n weeping earth.

“I sny, yvou fellows, what's that row ¥
gasped Dunter,

“That's the jolly old rain that wusn't
coming ! answered Dob.

“Oh crikey 1™

“Are vou going to swallow it all
dsked the Bounder sarcastically, 1
den’t think even your mouth would be
big enough, old fat man.”

“Ha, ha, hal"

Mr, Vernon-Bmith puckered his brows
rather anxiously. The car was jerkin
and jolting, labouring alonp o tr&cﬁ
that wos now soaked by water, that
looded over il in streams.

Slower nnd slower grew the paco.

Tt was diflicult to sce anything {rom
the windows in (ke drenching rain.
The juniors bad a dim view of wide.
streiching fAats, streaming with water,
Tons of water wero falling inex-
bz ustilly,

“1 say, you fellows, we're stopping !”
giuid Bunter.

“Weo've smp]md!" gaid Nugont,

“The stopfulness is torrifio !

The Turasian chaufleur looked round,
met Mr. Vernon-Smith's eye, aud

e satd,

sl el the

wdiotio
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sbrugged his shoulders expressively.
The wheels were sinking in the nain-
soaked earth, and further progress was
im uas;}lirlﬂ. " _—
a8 heavy bagpege-van was alrea
bogged, some ﬂﬁitﬂﬂﬂﬂ back ; and noew
the car had stopped. The juniors could
almost feel it sinking under them.

“1 say, vou fellows, we can’t stop
hera, you know !" gaid Bunter.

“What else nre we pgoing fo do,
Fatty 7" asked Johnny Bull,

“0h, really, Bull—* -

““1lallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Kicky I”

Kikolobo, with water runming down
him in torrents, appeared at the door of
the car. The tall Kikuyu seemed in-
different to the rain. Ho addressed the
millionaire gravely through the window.

Bwana-m'kubwa, now your eyes
sen that the fire-wagons cannot go on,™
he said. ]

Grunt from Mr. Vernon-Smith.

“You're guide ! What are we to do ¥V
he rapped.

“( Bwana-m'kubwe, the fre-wagons
must remain where they stand, and
many men must be sent to move them
after many days ! said Kikolobo.

“Zood gad

“But I, Kikolobo, will go on, and
bring rickshaws for the Bwana-m'kubwa
and the young lords, for at Koto there
are many rickshawa, And my lords will
pleasze to wait till I, Kikolobo return.”

“Lose no time!” said Mr. Vernon-
Smith. _

" Bwana-m’kubwa, the feet of this
Kikuyu will be as swift as the flight
of Tai, the eagle, in the forests of
Masalindi.”

And the tall figure in monkey.skins
disappeared in the rain.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Hoofing It I
" DAMP, isn’t it¥" remarked Bob

Cherry.
The
fully.

Theo rain had stopped at last, alter a
torrentinl downpour lusting about an
hour.

The dark clouds relled away, and the
eky shone blue again, and the glowing
heat of tho African sun revived.

Haorry Wharton & Co. descended [rom
the car to look round.

How long it would be before the
Kikuyu returned they did not know;
but it was likely to be some time yvet.
It was not likely that the rickshaws
would take the road till the rain had
stopped, and Koto was at & considerable
distance. he bogged

Round the ged car was o weeping
swamp., The track could hardly be dis.
tinguished from  the sorrounding
swamp, and the wheels had completely
disappearcd from wview. It was likely
to be a leng and arduous task to gel
the car going again; and, as the
Kikuyu had =aid, it required many
men, after many days. The journey
had to be finizhed by rickshaw, and they
had to wait for the rickshaws.

“The dampfulness is truly terrifiel”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“Never mind! What's the odds, so
long as you're ‘appy?” said Bob
Cherry checrfully.

Mr. Vernon-Smith stared grimly
from the e¢ar, ‘Thiz was one of the little
episodes of African travel, and could
not be helped. But Mr. Vernon-Smith
counted his time by golden minutes, and
delaya irked him severely.

He talked for a few minutes with the
Rurasian chauffeur, and then stepped
from the car,

juniors gvinned rue

"T suppoge you Doys can walk?™ he
graafed,

“The walkfulness of our esteemed
selves 18 termbo and proposterous,
honoured sir [ answered the Nabob of
EBhanipur.

Mr. Veroon-3mith grioned.

“Well then, we may as well get out
and mect Kicky with the rickshaws™
he said. “The chanffeur knows the
yroute; ho has been over it many times.
'The cars can be left here with some of
the servants to gpuard them.”

“Good egg ! said the Bounder. “I'd
rather walk than hang about waiting.,”

“ Hear, hear!” )

“T say, you fellowse—" Billy Bunter
Winked in alarm from the car. I say,
I can’t walk it, vou know."

Mr, Vernon-Smith gave the fat Owl
2 glare and g snort. : .

“atay in the car! lie said, “I will
send a rickshaw for you later.™

" Oh, really, sir !

Mr. Vernon-Smith grunted and turned
away. He had plenty on his hands just
then without Bunter.

The fat junior blinked at the chums ol
the Remove in deep indignation,

“1 say, vou followe, you're not going
on withﬁuhfme 1 he ecxclaimed. * Sup-
pose a lion came along 7"

“Well, that would put & stop to your
chin-musie,” said the Bounder.

“PBeast! I'm not going to be left
here alone ! roared Bunter.

“Theye will be half a dosen of the
native sorvants left with the cars, fat-
head ! said Wharton. *“You won't be
left alone.” :

“If you think you're geing to leave

me to be eaten b:; black cannibals,

Harry Wharton—
“Oh dear! Well, get out and walk,
then 1™

“Do you think I came here to walk
miles and miles through a swamp ‘:":"
roared Buuter. “0Of course, I can't
walﬁ}l I expect my pals to stay with

“Let your pals know, then, whoever
they arc and wherever they are,” sug-
goested Johnny Bull, “and shut up !

“PBeast 1™

Mr. Vernon-Smith's arrangements were
soon made, ITalf a dozen of the native
servants wero dirccted to remain with
the ecars, till help could be sent.  Four
more took on their shoulders the more
essontial portion of the considerable
bageame of the party. The juniors care-
iuﬁ corted out their rifics and car-
tridges, for Billy Bunter's fears of see
ing a lion were by no means unfounded,
Then they were ready te starf, Bunter
watching them from the car with =
glare that almost cracked his spectacies.

Bunter could scarcely believe that
these beasts, selBish as they were, really
intended to go on and leave him, or
alternatively, as the lawyers say, to
make him walk mtles t_hr::rugh a recking
swamp. DBut he realised at last that
that was just what they did intend teo
do, and he hopped out of the car.

Walking was not attractive to Bunter,
hut it was preferable to being left alone
among a lot of nigzers, who might, for
all Bunter, knew, be cannibals, and who
might bo watehing for that very chance
of securing such & fat morscl as William
George Bunter.

“Coming, Bunter?™
Chorry.

*Yes, you beast!
rifle.”

“Pon't forget your
grinned the Bounder.

And the jnniors chuckled. DBunter's
supply of blank cartridges was a little
jost among the juniors, which Bunter
did not chare. ‘ Je

Bunter felt safer with a rifle in hia

grinned Bob
Wait till T get my

cartridges IV
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hands, but the other fellowe would have
falt far from safe had that riflo been
lpaded with ball. With blank cart.
ridges, even Billy Bunter could not de
a] lot of damage—to himsclf or wnyone
2sE,

These innoeuous cartridges were not
likely to make any difference if Bunter
fired pt & lion, for the fat Qwl lLad
never been known to scwd a  bullet
within: six yards of a uarget. Any
object over that distance from tho targes
would have been in danger,

Splash, splash, splash! With the
Eurasian chauffeur in the lead, guiding
the way, the juniors tram cheerfully
through water and mud. Mud soon
clothed them like 2 garment.

From Billy Bunter came an jncessant
series of grunmts and gasps and growls.
Travelling in Uganda was far from
satisfactory to Bunter, No doubt, in the
present cireumstances, Margate would
Lave been rather moro atiractive. But
Billy Bunter was for it now; and he
tramped and grunted, and splashed
and stumbled on, and took it out in
ETOUSInE.

Koto was the nearest rest-house, snd
Koto wasz a good twelve miles away
and every yard of those miles was hard
going. But the juniors took it cheer.
tully; Mr. Vernon-Smith took it phile-
sophically, and the native porters
iramped on with the baggage with
stolid patienco. Nobody groused but
Bunter; but Bunter groused engugh
ft::rl;F the whole party, and a little over.

I say, you fellows, who's going tc
carry my rifle?™ asked Bunter, after he
had plugged along about a quarter of a
mile,

“We're carrying our
Harri,; Wharton mildly.

“Oh, really, Wharton—"
H"}Fhuﬂk it away!” suggested Johnny

ull.

“I think one of you fellows might
carry this rifle. You'll be jolly glad
I've got it, if we mest a lion!”

“Ida, ha, ha”

" Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! I say, this rifle 13 jolly heavyl
EDE could put it on your other shoulder,

o e

“I could!™ assented Bob cheerfully.
“But I'm jolly well not going to!”

“What about you, Franky? You're
nob such a selfish beast as Charry.”

“I amf” answered Nugent, shaking
s head, * Worse, in fact.”

“1 say, Inky—Inky, old man, you
carry it for me "

“The answer i3 in the estecmed nega-
tive, my absurd fat Bunter”

“0Of all the selfish beasts!™
Bunter, in diagust. And he continued
to carry the rifle himsclf,

AMr. Vornon-Smith looked round.

" Don't lag behind, Bunter!” he said.
“If you get lost here, you will be losk
for good! This isn't Kenya”

“Qh, reolly, sir—"

Grunt! !4[3;‘ Vernon-Smith stalked an.

“I say, vou fellows, don't walk so
fast I howled Bunter.

“Ob, get on, for goodnoss' sakel”
growled Johnny Buall.

“* Beast 1™
lagged behind,

own,"” said

gaid

Billy Bunter He
lagged more and more, deaf to the ob-
jurgations hurled back at him by the
other fellows.  Feeling fairly certain
that they would not go on and leave
him to be lost in the swamp, Bunter
snw no roason why he should not lag as
much as he liked,

““Hallo, halle, hallo1” exclaimed Bob
Cherry suddenly. *Is that a lion fol-
lowing usit”

“¥arooooch [¥
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Bunter put on a apurs.

After which, sha fat Owl did not lag
a snglo foch belind.

The open swamp was lely at lask, and
the party caine into & track through o
foroat of tall trces. Here the going
wa3 casier, though their feet still sank
in rain-soaked carth,.  DEvery vestige of
s cloud was now gone from the skr,
and the sun was blazing down a3 if
stormy skies were unknown in Uganda.
The shade of the trees was very wol-
come to  the muddy, way-worn
travellers.

“I say, vou fellows!” groaned Bunler.
“It's hot!™

“Dear man, we've nobiced that
already,” answered Bob, “Did you
come to the Equator to keep cool? That
was rather a mistake.”

£1] I?m tlrﬂdpl,

“ And nobedy else i3 tired ' remarked
Johnny Bull,  “These things only
bappen to Dunier.”

“Oh deart”

Bunter plugged on wearily,

Tha track wound througn thick
forest, the branches averhead still drip-
ping from the storm, foliage and trunks
drenched; the whole place stiling with
bumid heat. Several timez the juniors
heard some unscen animal creeping in
the underbrush, and they kept their
rifles ready, The shadowed track wound
ashead of them almost like an immenso
tunnel of dripping greenery, barred
thickly on either side by trees ond
brush.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry suddenly.

From alicad, in the distance, came a
sound of running feet. The sound wos
approaching the party, though the
runner was 8s yor hidden from sight by
tho winding of the irack.

“0Oh, good!” exclaimed the Bounde:r.
“It's tho rickshaws ab last!™

Mr. Vernon-Smith  halted, and
mupﬁed his erimgon brow with a hand-
kerchief. The walk in the humid hoat
was telling on the portly gentleman,
and he was glad to hear the sound of
running feet, which he had no doubt
portended the arrival of the rickshaws
from Koto. It was likely as not that
Kikolobe would send a runner ahead to
announce that they were coming.

“Btop,” said Mr. Vernon-Smith, “ We
may as well wait here”

“1 should jolly well think sot”
groaned Bunter. And he slopped, and
Yeaned his rifle on a tree, while he
wiped the streaming perspiration fro:m
his fat brow,

All the party were glad enough to
stop. They stood in the middle of the
track, waiting for the runner to appear
in sight round the bend of the winding
path ahead.

The running fect came on swiftly.

No one doubted that the man, when
he appeared, would prove to be a
native runner from Koto, with news of
the rickshaws. And there was a general
gasp, when the running figure came in
sipht; for it wasz that of a white, or
half-white, man; in torn and dinev
drill, with a battered topee on his
cad, and with a dark, coppery face
and Eight blue eves that the Greviriars
fellows knew well,

“Krantz!” gasped Bob Cherry.

"0Ob crumba IV

“Ludwig Erantzi™

“Good gad!” stuttered Blr. Vernon-
Smith. *“1Is that Krantz? Good gad 1™
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THE FIFTEENTH CdAPTER.

Faca to Face!

UVLMWIG KBANTYE came runzing
E gwiitly on.

Almosi every mement, as he

ran, he glanced over his

shoulder, evidently in fear of pursuik,

Ia the deeply-shadowed track under
the huge trees, he did not  for the
mowent  perceive  the halled group
sbead of lum, It was pluin that the
rufian was pursued, and his attention
wus given te the danger behingd him,
He camne rupning on towards the aston-
ished  Greylfriars parly without even
goelg thewn,

From hiz looks, Krantz had struck
hard times since he bad Hed from En-
tebbe with Captnin MeCann on  his
track. Probably, with the man-tracker
and the askarizs hunting him in forest
and jungle, hio had been cut off from
f3cape wto the interior, und from re-
joinng his zavage gang of sluve-hunters
on the Belgiun side of Lake Albert,

His clothes were almost in rags, and
he carried no rifle, perhaps having
abandoned it when hLis cariridges gave
out. ‘Lhere was a knife in his belt, but
he scemed to have no other woapon.
His mosquito-boots were almost in
tatters, his topee a shapcless rap, His
faco was stubby with a week's beard;
his eyes hoggard and sunken. It was
evident that he had been driven hard,
and at tho present moment he was run-
ning for his life, and the juniors, stae-
ing at him blaokly, wondered who was
in pursuit. It was possible that he had
fallen in with Kikoloho, coming on
from Koto with the rickshaws,

Heo came tearing on, and was scarce
a dozen feet from the little crowd in the
middle of the trock, when he perceived
them.

(13 &ﬁ}i !H‘

He panted breallilessly, and came to
a sudden halt.

His eyes scemed to start from his
head at the weexpeeted sight of Lhe
Groviciars party.

The Bounder's rifle leaped to his
shoulder.

The muzzle bore full on the hali-
Arab, as he halted, panting, and the
Bounder’s pyes gleamed over it.

“"Get that scoundrel, you chaps!™
rapped out  Herbert  Vernon-Smith.
“Don't let him pet awar™

“You bet!”

“Ach! Ach! You!" panted EKrantz,

“Good gad!® stuttered Mr. Vernon-
Smith, staring blankly at the ruffian.
“Is that Krantz? That scoundrel—"

“I sav, wvou fellows, keep him off ™
vielled Bunter,

The Owl of tha Remove fairly goggled
at the desperade, throwgh his big spee-
tacles. Dunter had been leaning om a
tree, feeling as if he could not take
another step to save his fat life. But
he took another step very promptly
now, dodeging behind the tree with &
kowl of terror

Krantz backed awavr a pace or two,
¢lenching his hands, and breathing in
panting g‘ul?ﬂ,

Faintly, trom the distance, came a
sound of rurning feet; the foolsteps of
iz purzuer.

Judging by the footfalls, there was
cnly one purzner; but evidently it was
poe whom the ruffian dared not face,
for he did not turn back., After a brief
halt of indeeision, he came on again,
desperately faking the risk of the ém:f'
friars porty's rifics.

“Stop!” shouted Herbert Vernon.
Bmith, His fngor was on the trigger,
his eyve glintine over the rifle.

THE MAGNET

Kraniz did not heed,

He bounded on, leaping to the side ok
the track, in an attempt to dodge past
the juniors,

Bang!

Harry Wharion & Co. hesitated to
fire on the man. It was obvious that
he was not dreaming of attacking them;
ho was seeking only to cscape.

But Herbers Vernon-S3mith had no
sugh hesitation.  The man who had
twice seized him, with the inteotion of
seiling him into slavery in the heart of
Alrica, was under the muzzle of his
vifle. And the Bounder of Greyiriars
did not maean to let him get away., Ha
fired with & steady hand, and only the
swift leap of the ruffian suved him from
a bullet through the body.

As it was the ball went close, tearing
a gash aleng the slave-trader's
shoulder, and the juniors saw the blood
run down the ragged sleeves,

A sharp ery came from the ruffan
and hoe staggered; bub the next second
he was bounding on like a deer.

“Collar him [~

The Famous Five rushed at Krantz,

Heo eluded them almost by o micacle,
leaped on, and seized the rifle that was
leuning against the tree where Bunter
had been standing a few moments be-
fore. It was Bunter's rifle, and the fat
Uwl had forgotten its existence when he
dodged behind the tree at sight of the
desperado.

‘I'he ruffian snatched up the rifle in
passing, and tore on. After him
rushed the juniors.

"Good gad!” gasped Mr. Vernon-
Bmith. * Herbert—all of youl Stop—
stop! Come back| Do you hear me”

ut Mr. Vernon-Smith’s agitated
shout passed unhecded,

Thoe juniors rushed on in pursuit of
the ficeing man.

“Good gad!” gasped the millionaire.

Patter, patter, patter, came the
swiitly running feet of Krantz's purs
suer. Mr. Vernon-Bmith stared cound.

It was s tall fgure in monkey-skins,
with three fighting speers that came
sweeping into sight round the bend of
tho truci‘

* Kikolobe !™
Smith. :

It was Kikolobo, the Kikuyu, who
was on the trail of the Beeing slaver,
He halted reluctantly ns Br. Vernoo.
Binith shouted to him.

“0 Dwana-m’kubwa!” panted the
Likuyu. “Do not delay this Kikuyun
now, for I am following the evil
Mzungu who is the enemy ot your mag-
ntheent son. My cyes saw him,
Bwana, even as I came from Koto with
the rickshaws for your lordship, and
he fled from my spears. And it is in
my mind to slay bim, Bwana, so that
your noble and handsomme gon may be
safo from his evil,"

“Go alter them!” gaesped Mr.
Vernon-3mith. “Send the boys back!
Do as you like, but send the boys
back 1™

Like a deer the tall Kikuyu bounded
on.

“Good pad!” bleated Mr. Vernon-
Smith, as he watched the tall, active
figure vanish up the forest path.

It did not take the Kikuyu long to
overtake the Greyiriara fellows. They
glaneed round as they heard him run-
?il]:g with them, and recognised Kiko-
abo,

“Oh, goed!” panted the Bounder,
“Wo'll got him now! Kicky, old bean,
Krantz 15 just ahend ™ .

Kicky ™

“It was vyow after him,
gasped Harry Wharton.

“Yes, lord. The evil Mzungu fed
from my spears, like the antelope from
Simba, the lion. But the foeb of this

gasped Mr., Vernon-
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Bob Cherry dragged the faggols away, and there was a tervifled squeak as
Merey | ** wailed the fat Removite, as a pair of strong hands gripped his feet.

Kikuyu are swift, and it is in my
thoughts that he will die under my
gpear,”

The Kikuyu forged abead of the
juniors, swiltly as they ran. A curve
of the winding track hid the running
glave-trader from sight; but he came in
view again a few minutes later, run-
ning hard, The Kikuyu's eyes blazed
at the sight of him.

“We'll get him ™
Bounder,

“Put it on!"” gasped Bob Cherry.

The juniors tore after tho racing
Kikuyn., Krantz wos straining every
nerve ta egcape; hut the tireless Kikuyu
was  gaining.  Suddenly  tha zlave.
trader lmlted and spun round, desper-
ately facing lus pursuers,

The rifle leaped to lua shoulder.

It was upon the tall fzure in monkey-
sking that the muezle bore.  Fuoll at
Kikolobo the desperate rascal anmed,
his bloodshot, sunken ¢yes glaring over
the riffa,

“ Look out!” panted Nugent

The Kikuyu rusbed on with lifted

Bang!

Mo was only six yards from the slave.
trader when Krantz pulled trigeer, and
1t seemed impossible that the ruffian
could miss,

But the tall
rushed on.

Wrantz, for a second, stood as f
stunncd, Ilo was a erack shot, and he
had lired point-blank av the tall figure
rushing down on him. And he could
not lave doubted that tha Kikuyu
would roll over at his feet, shot dead,
Insicad of which Kikeolobo was rushiog

breathed the

Kikuyu, unharmed,

on, his spear uplifted to transfix the
slave-trader.

Ilob Cherry gave a gazp.

“Oh crikey! That's Bunter's rifle !

“Oh crumbs!”

“"Good luck "

The juniors understood, if the slave-
trader did not. It waz a blavk oart-
ridge that the desperate ruffian had
fired.

Crash ! '

Krantz had barcly time to swing up
the rifle and ward the blow from the
broad blade of the Kikuyu's spear.
Yith a howl of desperation he flung
the useless wenpen ok the Kikvuyuw, and

lunged headlong into the thick, (horny
ﬁrush that bordered the track among
tha tall trees. _

The rifle erashed on Kikolcho, and
for o moumtent he stapgered, ‘Lhen, as
it fell at his feet, e leaped on and
pim}%{r(l mio the thorny brush after
tho floving outcast.

The juniors camme to a hali. The
slave-trador wnd the Kikwyw had van-
ished into trackless bush, and it was
not muech use for the schoolboys to
attempt to follow them.  They were
more likely to lose thomselves in tho
thorny wilderness than to find Ludwig
Krantz.

The Bounder gave a grunk.

“Iwave him to Kicky,” he said.
“Kieky will get kim, Detter zo back
to the pater. I fancy bLe called afler

ug. "™

“I Janey he did,” grinned Dob
Cherry.

MNogont picked wp Bunter's rifle.

Nobody had expecied Dilly Bunter's
trusty rifle to come in useful on the trip
to Central Africa. But sodoubtedly it

“Ow! Helpl

Bunier was revealed.
“I'm not hera | Keep off I Help! ™

had; for the blank cartridge with
which Bunter had been so thoughtiully
supplicd had saved the life of the
Kikuyu.

The juniors wailked back to the spot
whoere Mr. Vornon-Bmuth had been left
with tho porters and the bagpage,
The millionaire gasped with reliet when
he saw themn.

“¥ou young rascal, Ilerbert! I
called Lo you to stop ! he snapped.

“Did  you, dad¥" ‘IThe Bounder
grinned, "L was wnderstudying jolly
old MNelson nt the battle of what-do-you-
cail-it; only I turned a deaf car in-
steard of a blind eye”

“I zay, yoeu follows—

“1lalle, halle,  halle! X5 that
Bunter? [Haven't you died of {right,
old fat mnan "

", really, Cherpy——"

“T'he riekshaws are coming,”™ said
Lir. Vernon-Smiith, “ Let vus go on and
meet thom, Has Kikolobo pgone after

that scoundrel, Krantz®"

“Yes, dad. 1ls wen't be happy till
e gets him,” said tho under.
“We've left him to it.”

“Well, come on!" grunted the
millionaire,

The party pursued their woy. Half

a mile farther on they came on the
natives with the rickshaws from Koto.
All the parly were glad mmugih to %ﬁt
into  the rickshaws—especially Billy
Bunter, The [at Owl pave a grunt of
relicf when he felb wheels under him
AEaIT.

Many times az the rickshaws rolled
on to HKoto the Greyiriars [ellows
looked back. DBut they saw nothing of
Kilkolobo. In thio depths of the tangled
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forest the KEikuyu was hunting the
“evil Mzungu.,” Aund the Bounder, at
least, had no p;ti_.: to waste on the
ruffian, if he perished under the spear
of the Kikuyu

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Where is Bunter ?

ARRY WHARTON & Co

H turned in that night at the

rest-house at Koto, without

having seen Kikolobo again.

But when they came oub in tho sunny

morning the hrst figure to catch their

eycs was the tall, massive figure in
striped monkey-skins.

“flallo, halle, hallol
Kicky | ezclaimed Bob Cherry,

Kikolobo saluted the " white lords ™
gravely.

LEven the iron-limbed Eikuyu had a
weary look, And it was evident that
he had trekked long and hard in the
forest, on the trail of the evil Mzungu.

“Did wou got him, Kicky?" asked
the Bounder eagerly.

The Kikuyu looked glum.

“0 Bwano, this Kikura has fatled!”
he answered. “'The evil Mzungu was
aided by tho wicked ghosts who are hia
fricnds, and in thoe waters of the
Maapja river he escaped my spears.
But whethor ha lives, or whether the
river-ghosts have taken him, 13 not
known to this Eikuyu, but only to
N'gai, whose eyes sce all things from
the suramit of the Great Mountain.™

“"Better luck next time,” szaid Ver-
non-Smith.

““Anvhow, we'rea done with him,"
said rry Wharton.

“I wonder ¥ said the Bounder.

“Captain McCann and the askaris
ara after him, and he hasa't much
chance of getting elear,” said Bob.
“We shan't see any more of the brute.”

“1 wonder?” said the Bounder again.

*1 say, you fellows, it's rather a pity
I didn’t po afler him,” aaid Billy
Bunter thnughtfullg.

“Oh, my hat|"

IHere's
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“Only 1 was jolly tired, you know—
not funky like some chaps. If I'd got
a bead on him L]

“A whatrer ™

“A bend, with my trusty rile——"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You fellows ean cackle,” said
Bunter disdainfully, “That fellow
Krantz has got you all scared stiff; but
I can jolly well tell you that I'm not
afraid of him!” -

“ Not while he's out of sight,” chuckled
Bob Cherry,

“Ohy, really, Cherry! I'd just like to
sce the villain coming up the road
now B

* Hallo, hallo, hallo i ejaculated Bob
Cherry, with & look of alarm. *Who's
that coming up the track, you ment
Doesn't he leck like Krantz 7

“Look out!"” gasped Nugent. * Bun-
ter, get your riflo—quick 1*

“0Oh crikey !” ]

It was @ native porter coming up the
track. But Billy Bunter did not stop
even to blink at him. He bolted.

“Buck up with that rifle, Buates!"”
roarct Bob Cherry.

Buat answer there came none. DBilly
Bunter had vanished liks o ghost at
cock-crow.

Mr., Vernon-S8mith came out of tha
rest-house, and preparations weroe mado
for resuming the journey. 'The mil-
lionaire had arranged for a party from
Koto to get the cars out of the swamp,
and take them back to Entebbe. The
journey was to go on in rickshaws, and
runners had been dispatehed ahead to
provide relays of coolies, The bapgage
from the ears bad been brought in over-
night. All was ready for the start with
a ﬁmg siring of rickshaws, and a longer
string of native porters. All was ready
—exceplbing Bunter.

Bunter was not ready,

Bunter was not to ba secen,

“Where is that sfupid boy!" snapped
Mr., VernonSmith. “Why ia he not
ready? Herbert, where is Bunter?

“Hiding somewhere,” grinned the
Bounder. “He fancied a native porter
coming up the road was Krantz,”

“Good gad! Find the young donkey
at once! We are losing time.”

“Puzzle—ind Bunter!” grinoed DBob
Cherrcy.

It was not easy to find Bunter. Up
aod down and round about the junicrs
hunted for him. Bunter was lying low
—very low indeed. Mr. Vernon-Smith
fumed with annoyance., He might have
furmned for o very long time hoad not
Hurreo Jamset Bam SBingh suddenly
detected a foot sticking out from under
8 heap of faggots near the rest-house.

DBob Cherry dragged the faggots

away. There was o terrified squeak os
a fat Ggure was revealed.

“Ow! Help! DMercy! I'm mnot
here! Keep off ! Help [

“You fat idiot!” roared Bob.

“Oh, I say, you fellows, is it you!?
I say, 158 he gone?"” pasped DBunter.
“Ow! Step kicking me, you beast!
Yarooopooh ¥

“HKick him into his rickshaw 1™ said
tha Boundar.

“Whoooop ! ;

Billy Bunter lost no time in getting
into his rickshaw.

- L] - L] - ] L ]

By forest and jungle and swamp the
journey went on, wostward to Lake
Albert.  And e few days later the
Gireyfviars fellows cawme in sight of tho
lake, and the rickshaws rolled into
Butiaba, Tar beyond the gleaming
lake loomed the forests of the Belgiau
Congo—a wilderness that the chums of
the Remove did not expect tc tread,
for they had now reached the limit of
their journey into the heart of Africa.
But they were destined to tread tho
jungly paths of the Congo wilderness,
in strange atd tecrible eircumstances of
which they did not yet dream.
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TEMPLE IN TRAINING

By Our Football Correspondent.

Passers-by in the vicinity of the Fourth

ssage last weelt were atartled to hear a

oarss voice bellowing out commands
to the accompaniment of a series of
deafening crashea.

Investigation showed that the unusual
sounds emanated from Temple's study.
On opening the door of that apartment, o
curious crowd was astonished to find the
celebrated leader of the Upper Fourth
faking running kicks at s football which
had been pegged to the floor on a length of
rope. 'The hoarase commands wore coming
from & gramophone on the table.

In reaponse to the polite inguiries of on®
or two of the visitors, Temple explained
thet the record was an inatruckional one

roduced by & famous profossional foot-

ler. Although, as Temple was careful
to explain, he really didn't need any
instruction in the at winter game, he
had bought the record with the idea of
ll:;;vi.ng a little indoor practice on sciontife

Ol

Tre Macser Lisrary.—No. 1,232

It appearad tnat, despite the faoct that
it wasn't really necessary, Temple had
besen taking hia indoor practice pretty
seriously. Of course, it may have besn
that the study mirrer was broken, a chair
wrecked, nnd the bookease smashed to
amithersens befora he atarted : but thera
geeroed to be guite s possibility that theae
little mccidents had occurred sinee prac-
tice had begun.

Members of the"Remove looled forward
after that revelation of Temple's intensive
mothods  of study with considorable
interest to the Upper Fourth match.

The mateh duly took place last Wednes.

day.

%emiplﬁ succeaded in diatingulahjng
himseit by spraining an epponent’s ankls,
giving Bolsover a thick ear and Hazeldene
a black eye, and scoring the only two goals
of the maich against his own side.

In response o inguiries after the match
as to whether ho intended continuing
football practics by gramophone, he main-
tained an obstinate silence,

The same evening & gramophons record
was seen flying out of Temple’s window.

Somehow we don't anticipate hearing
any mors hoarse commands and danfmﬁn;g
nmglha? from the direction of Temple's
Btuay

LITTLE LETTERS
to the GRATE
Our Larfable New Feetcher

Teo Horace J, CorER, E5g., Fisra Fons.
Dere Colker,—Go and eat coke !
Yours sinnically,
THE EDDITOR.

To Peroy Borsover, Eaq., REMovE Foru.
Dere Bolsover,—You're a booly end o
cadd. Yah|
Yotra skornfully,

Tae EpDITOR,

To Grratp Loprer, Esg., Sixri ForMm,
Dere Loder,—Go and chop chipst
Yours kontemptuously,

THE EDpIiron.

Te C. R, Temrre, Es9., Urrrn Foontu
F‘L‘-'Elll'.

Dore Tompla,—~Who'a the most con.
soated, swanking ass in the Skool 1 Why,
you, of corap !

Yourz sneeringly,
Tere EDDITOR.

{NoTE.~The above feetohar should bhe
egpstremely popular, We invite sujjos.
tions for namea of other jentlemen to whom
wo oan sond similar breef communications.
All sujjestions carefully considered ou
theic merrita |=ED.)



ANOTHER THRILLING

ADVERTURE OF THE WILD WEST !

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Foul Play !

HE moon came wp over the ridge
H of the hills.

It was a_large, round moon,
and to “Doo’ Low's sleepy
imagination, it seemed to bave some
difficulty in climbing the grade.

“Whass she wants is more exercise!”
he muttered sleepily: then, chuckling at
hia own idiotiz fancy, he turned over
to get another nap ere daybreak
brought the resumption of hard riding.

But, as he turned, his half-closed eyes
visioned five mounted figures outlined
against the pale dise. His eyes snapped

en wide enough then, for he, High
Jinks and Nippy Nolan, had neot sighted
gnother living soul im the last three
days, and this was a part of the country
thet had a pretty bad name, anyway,
and it behoved one to keep a wary eye
upen night-riders.

Dos Low and the other two of the
o 3 fust-Get-Theirs ¥ trio had taken the
precaution of making their night camp
in the middle of a curious outerop of
rocks, such as often occurs in the
Wosterty desers, and therefore it would
not be easy for anyone at a distance to
distinguish them or their horses [rom
the surrounding boulders,

In any case, the riders in the moon-
light seemed to be riding at a pace
wﬁic:h showed they had some important
business on hand which needed
mediate attention.

* Bunch o' punchers goin' somewhar,
I guess,” murmured Doo Low., "No
business o' mine. Let 'em ride, an' be
durned to ‘em "

But, somehow, he could not get to
sleep again, and once more his eyes
snapped open to fasten upon the moving
figures silhouetted against that placid,
hig moon.

im-

2uddenly he jerked upright, fumbled
in his war-bag, and brought out his field

luszes, focussing the moving outlines,

e gave High a kick in the ribs, and
that lengthy individual awoke with a
grunt.

“Wha' in heck d'yer want?” he
grunted. “'Tain't sun-up yet, surclie?”

“Take a look yarnder, leng 'um!”
whispered Low, as if the riding partiea
conld overhear him. * Looks to me like
thet feller in th' middle’s lashed to th'
gaddle. Yeah, by ginger, be is lashed
to th' saddle, too I

“Goo' luck! He wen't fall off ! Go
to soleep!” snorted High. “What
businay 18 it o' yours, anyway?”

“Thar's somethin® funny goin® on. I

The **bookies? all smiled at

Nippy Nolan’s freak horse *‘ Take

It Easy,”” but some wept when

the ** nag ** romped home an easy
winner !

feel it in my bones,” urged Low.
“'They're arter no good wi' thet feller 1™

“Yuh should worry!” replied High,
“Go to sleep! [ guess it's a sheritl’s
posse wi’ a pris’mer. They're allus busy
round these yer parts [

“Tt ain’t!” uwrged Low excitedly.
“It's a necktie party, High—a lynchin’,
by gum I

“JTHuh! Waal, it's a grand nighb
Hope it keeps five for "emn 1™ muttered
High lazily.

But before he could gebt to slesp
again he reccived another kick in the
rﬁla-thiﬂ time & viclent one.

“Bay. yuh do thet ag’in, an’ T'll lam
th’ stuffin’ out'n yuh!” he threatened.
“ Lemme sleep, blow yer [

sninndanhb b nd s dd FEEER R FFFE PR R AR SR ms i

Smashing Completa ¥Yarnm,
featuring High, Low, and Rippy,
the Cheery Cowpuncher FPals,
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T ERERR IS NEREERR !

WEEW A A N .

“High, d'yuh know who it is? It's
young Harry Holyosk, thet nice guy
with th’ racehorse thet we met in Tio
Jusna. They're goin' to lynech him "
Suddenly another thought struck him,
“ Jest t'other side o' thet ridze is Hang-
man's Tree, whar th' old nechtie
%rtiea wseter be held durin’ th' Border

ar, when thar was s0 much
rustlin’—"*

“Harry Holyoak 1™ muttered High,
and narrowed his wonderful hawk’s ayes
to peer at the distont figures, now
almost disa.p;g]earing over the r:dg&
“By heck, boyee, I b'lieve yuh're
right. He's ridin’ Nightshade [

They rushed for their horses, and
nickly saddled their own and ngf_‘f’s.
%hen the latter was hiked ount his
slumbers, and swung, half-asleep, on his
little Indian racing pony.

“Ride like billy-o for th' ridge, an'
then scatter, so's they think we'ra
more’'n we are. If they think thoy're
outnumbered, they may skip wi'out
puttin® up a =crap. rifty-fifty, any-
thin® might happen in this ilghh,"
ordered LDoe Low, fo whom the others
always looked as to a general, * Boys,
dyuh remember Holyoak told us of th’
feud thet was goin’' on "twixt him, his
gaPs father, an’ & big land apeculstur#
Reub LEEEEEEE? This is jest about th

art o’ th' country th’ old man has his
Fa.nd thet Lespence iz tryin' to swizzle
him out of—"" ;

“Conl Yer ain't "arf ro-mantic!™
jeercd Hi![ipy; with & gusty yawn.
* Stretohin’ th long bow o' coineydenco
a bit, ain't ver, professor? Getiin' us
ﬁ in th* middle o' th' night to go

asin’ might-bes or never-wasgers!
Wob are yer—o little boy sprout, down’

yer omne ﬁnd_ deed per day, in
middle o' th' n{%ht? All right, Raleigh!
Lead hon, Bir Walter 1
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Low's sfrategy was good. “They
galloped over the top of the ridge at
tull speed; but the moment they could
sight their guarry in a littla clearing
below, thoy scattered until two or three
hundred yards wos between each of
them, then they dropped off their horses
and rapidly made their way on foot to
the shelter of some treesa which come-
manded a view of the scene.

It was well that they had galloped
and moved on the spur of the moment
and Low's hunch, for elready the bound

risoncr’s horse had been led below the

ranch of a great, gaunt, stricken oak,
which history said had often been the
secne of similar happenings.

The thongs which bound his ankles
ander the saddle were cut, and he was
forced to stand upeon the saddle with
the rope circling his meck. The great
black stallion stood motionless at a
whispercd word from his master, facing
death from his favourite’s back. The
second the animal moved at the lash of
Holyoak would be left

s quirt, Harr
fruit of the old Hang-

dangling, dea
man's 1ree.

High crept smongst the shadows
until the slender rope sharply outlined
agoninst the pallid moon.

Tt was o case for a rifle in that light,
and he wasted not the tick of a second
in taking a fine sight and ﬁrinﬁ. As
the bullet severed the rope, Harry
Holyonk dropped into his saddle, and

hia ';eat, black stallion jumped off at
a op.
he E:mr men whirled as one, and

their own weupons spoke as they fired at
the faint smoke wreath that curled up-
wards in the moonlight. But High
Jinks was not there. He was too old a
campaigner to remain 1o the same s;lml;
whence he had fired, and as tho volley
of bullets dropped spattering amongst
the bushes, he fired agsin from = spot
a foew yards to the rig

Low's and Nippy's weapons also
:‘poka, and ns they came from such far

iferent directions, it naturally seemed
to the lynchers that the number waa

rester than it really was. The thres

shot fast, pumping bullets from their
sutomatic rifles as rapidly as they could
press trigger.

They purposely shot high, 50 as not to
hit any of the men, for they did not
wish fo shed blood until they knew
something of the merits of the case, and,
anvhow, Holyosk was well away, and
could outdistance any of the other
horses on his fiving, racing block.

“Beat it, boys: they're too many for
usi” wvelled the leader of the lynchers
sharply. as tne of High's bullets whirled
his hat from his head. *Didn't know
Holyoak had friends around byar, but T
guess th' jig's up ™

“ Reckon thet jasper was Reub
Lespence,” surmised Low, as the
pardnercs jogged back to their camp
after taking a careful survey from tho
ridge, “DBut them fellers c¢'ud sure
ghoot some, an’ if they'd but known how
few of us thar was we'd have had a

sticky time.” _ _
“ Pity they didn't know,”” said High
regrotfully, * From what Harry

told us, this yer Lespence guy is a mean
sortar cuss thet needs shootin’, an' we
cud do wi' a lectlo healthy scrap
our——

“ Mister Jinks,"" interrupted Low, re-
proachiully, *yuh forget thet we are on
our way back to th’ peaceful regions o
Colorado, to th' old nin* L Ranch,

and thet thoughts o battle an’ blood.
stied must be left behind. Lot our
motter be * peace, perfect peace,’ from
now on !

“Bure!” agreed High, with o wink at
Nippy Nolan, *I'm strong for thet my
own s¢lf, until somebuddy staris some-
thin'. An’ 1 guess yor muoch ih' same,
Doc. However, we'll be over th' border
Ly to-morrer, an' joggin’ homeward all
nice an' sce-date ™

“Cross yer fingers an' sFit over ver
shouder, 'Igh,"”” warned Nippy., “Ii
ain't lucky to. prophesy 1"’

20 it proved, for in less than a ecouple
of hours Nippy himself was to be the
victim of an aceident that meant a lon
delay ko the pardner’s homeward pil-

Erimagp, and led to  peculine
ng nings. i
‘They were pushing northwards at a

gallop, with Nippy in the lead on his
little raci pony, when he suddenly
disappeared from their view, pony and
all.  They rushed for the spot, and only
just pulled up in time te prevent their
own horses following WNippy's pony,
which was lying twenty feet below them
in the bed of a dry arrovo, struggling
to rise with & badly slipped shoulder.
There was & cloud of dust like & fog,
from the midst of which came piteous,
bleating criez for help in their light-
weight comrade's woice. In a few

-
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moments Nippy emerged, hiz arms beat-
ing around his head as if he was
shadow-boxing, whilst a curious hum-
ming sound came from the thick air
around him,

“What th' hecl’s th’ matter wi’ 'im?"
cried Low. “He ain’t busted hiz neck,
anyway, from th’' row he's makin' 1™

“ Hornots ! yelled High. " Beat 1%,
Doe ¥

He'set the example himself by turn-
ing his horse on o pivet and galloping
for dear life, followed by Low. As we
know, the threce puncher pals were no
cowards, and would face any ordinary
danger and die in defence of a pal;
but this was scmething i which they
could be of no assistance to INippy, an
certainly where diseretion was the better
part of valour.

“ Yer cain’t fight a swarm o' hornets
wi' six-guns!” explained High, as they
drew rein and watched poor Nippy
struggle up the steep, treacherous,
sandy bank of the dry arroyo, and
stagger blindly on.

Eventually the hornets left their prey
and returned to their descerated home,
and Deoc and High galloped down to
Nippv, and assisted iim to the shade
of some pepper-trces.

Low found a cactus of a certain specie
from whieh he extracted a cooling fluid,
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which went far to seothe poor Nippy's
stings. The little Cockney was not only
in great pain, but in less than an hour

‘his face, hends, and body had awollen

tremendously.

“ Pueblo—my pony 1" were his first
worda. “'E's "urt]! Lemme get to
,i-lIl *n

“Okay, bnﬁ I'll sea to him.
still, an' let Do
High.

He soon returned with the pony, his
glipped shoulder replaced, limpin
badly, but not much the worse for his
tumble.

They jogged slowly northwards,
making for a small tributary of the Rio
Grande, whers they camped for the day,
and both Nippy and the pony were
attended to. Luckily Dec Low lived up
to e title, and ha.dy & peculiar and ex-
tensive knowledge of herbs and Indian
medicines. He concocted strange brews,
and eased Nippy's painful hornet stings
a3 best he could. But nothing wou
reduce the swelling for some days, and
Nippv's wsually cherubie countenance
lcoked like a fat boy's who had been
worsted in a stiff fist fight,

“ Orright, yer blighters I** he mumbled
from swollen lips, trving to peer at
them from eyes "-filiﬂh had disappeared
in purple swellings. “I Lnow gyer
achin’ to laff, so laff an’ git it over| I'd
do th’ sime if it was you. Lummy, my
fice feels like & bladder o' lard that's
been hunder a steam-roller !

They jogged on in the cool of the
evening, and had just climbed a steep
rige, whon High paused and sniffed the

breecze.
“(Frass fire: an' a bLad ™unt!" he
ghénted. “Gea! Look at th' smokei(”
They =et spurs to their horses, and
raced for the top of the steep. wi
below them a preat stretch of grass.

land was well alight. In the distance

Keep
¢ bind yuh up,” soothed

two horsemen galloped hard towards
the east. Hiﬁh gave & yell.

“Two o th' necktie party. I reker-
nise their hosses. Come on, boysl
Thar’'s a farm right in th’ way, If
we're slippy we kin save i!1"

Low’s Wheeze |
JIGH and Low raced for the
H farm, skirting the flames of the
burning grass. ‘They flun

themseclves from their horses a
sat the grass alight at tha edge nearest
the rancﬁzvlmuse, Luckily the wind was
blowing away from it, and soon there
was & bare patch extending far enough
to meet the big blaze and prevent its
further encroachment,

Then they rushed for the well, intend-
ing to wet the roofs of the buildings to

revent their catching, But the well
iad caved im, Bs from an ﬁ:plnaiun.
and they knew that some miscreant
hands had not only sct the grass alight,
but had demolished the means of
putting out the James.

A thin puff of smoke was alrcady
rising from one of the buildings; themn
another burst into flames, and the
knew that the litila ranch was doomed.
There was a shrill seream from the
dwelling, and a pretty girl rushed out,
wringing her handas.

= garry—}larr}f! Where are you?"
she screamed, * Oh, they've caught him
agaln ™

But High's keen ears had caught a
sound from one of the barns already
well alight. Ho rushed for the big
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doors and swung one back, to be met
by a puff of smoke and & volume of
sparks. Repardless, ho plunged inside,
caught sight of a leg protruding from
under some hay, and, with a mighty
hauwl, brought the man out from
beneath,

It was Harry- Helyoak, once more
tigd hand and foot!

One sweep of High's keen knife, and
he was free of his bonds. He spat the
gag from his mouth and yelled:

“My hoss! Help me, quick]” He
began to haul frantically at some piled-
up hey beles, disclosing & smolke-flled
stull, cleverly concealed.

He and High plunged in, the latter
throwing his coat over the terrified
stallion’s head.

By sheer force they dragged the
frantic animal into the open, where his
owner soon calmed his fears. Then

Holyoak turned to High, recognising
him, with a shout of surprise.
“ High Jinks, the Shootin’ Fool ™ he

Spurring their horses on, High and
Low raced for the farm, skirting
the flames of the burning grass that
were relentlessly encroaching on the
ranch-house !

yelled, pump-handlinig the long cow-
puncher’s hand, “MNow 1 know whar
th' bullet come from thet cut th' rope
an' saved my life

] [] i L] *

“Now, MHarry Holyouk, Dad and I
are poin’ lo take care of you, Night-
shade, and our good fricnds hvar,” the

irl, Molly Carew, deeclared an hour
E:tﬂr, after they had walched the
doomed ranel burn itself out. “ Yuh've
had & set-back, but yuh can soon buld
again, an’, meanwhile, we've got to sce
that Reub Lespence gits his [

Tor a week the three “Aust-(ot-
Theirs ™ idled away -their time on the
big ranch belonging to Curlis Carew.
Molly made a special pet of Nippy
Nolan, and reproved the others when
they chaffed the little Cockney as his
face changed from purple, black and
blue, to orange and various sunset hues,

“Let ‘em laff, mniss!” he mumbled.
“ They'ro nought but an iggerant bunch

o cow-nusscs, anyway. Lhere's one
good thing-f rin't ever likely to ‘ave
rheumatiz, for if * stings is good

for it, surelie 'ornets'll drive i% clean
out o' th’ system1”’

Meantime, Low had set lus thinking
eap on. He Lknew from what Harry
Holyoak told themn that Curtis Carew
was in deep water, owing to the
mach'nations of Lespence; that the

latter scoundrel held mortgages on the
old Eentuckian's land and ranch which
the old man was finding it more and
more difficult to meet. ]

He and the other two pardners paid
many visits to the nearcet town of
Junta, where Reub Lespence was the
“hig noise.” \ ]

A week hence was the b]i county fair
week, during which time horse racing
was the attraction. The Junta Derby
was the big race of the week, and this
wag ;:Eﬁarded 49 & %ft * for Leapence's
Jaybird, a raking nfuck{' bay, which
had already won races at big meetings
back East.

MNippy, in particular, was all a-bubble
with excitement, for what the little ex-

boxer, ex-jockey, ex-pcrobat did npot
know about horses was not worth
knowing.

"“If Pueblo wasn't eracked up T'd have
entered him for that sime Derby as
they calls it, an' loret.this "ere Jaybird.
Know 00's ridin’ "im? Bandy Blink,

tre relicaest Jitte croex in th' Siaies.
I knows jest “ow 10 “andle ‘im, aw
what'll put “ire elean orf a race. o
judge o peace, o7l run "1 mount to &
standstill arf-way rabmd. If e ‘ad »
real jock ag’inst “im ¢’d lose 'is blinkin’
‘cad an' {all grf ! Blue me, if I en'y "ad
a cab’orse I go in an’ beat “im

“Poes Bandy know wvul, kid?" de-
manded Low,

1 did know me—too blinkin' well
for ’is "ealth; but T passed "im yesrer-
day, an® ‘¢ pimme a glawnee, looked
puzzled, en' walked hon—-?"™

Mot surprizin’, =eein’ how th' bornets
have disguised yul!” grinmed High.
“With a dial Afteen diff'rent colours,
yer haid swole twice it's size, and yer
weight gone up owing to swellings and
bandages—"*

“Boys—bors, an idea! Aw crum’s!
An idea!” pasped Low, siopping =ud-
denly, and grasping both Ly the drms
until they winced. “Aw, what a poach!
What e chanct to take it ‘onfn Mister
Lespence, an® do Harry Holyoak a
turn 1

Ho would say no more, but as they
rode back to the ranch indulged in fita
of silent laughter which irritated his
two pals beyond endurance,

2

Kippy Nolan's Nag .
OR arn hour Low was closeted
E with Curtis Carew and I—Inrrsr.k
havm:] t
tho

“How come yul
entered MNightshade for
Derby 1 he demanded of the latter.

“MNo monéy. DBesides, he's npaver
raced on & course, an’ I'm too henvy to
ride him. Ha wouldn't stand anyone
else on his back." ;

“Sez yuh!' jeered Low, *Have yuh
seen Nippy call him in th' paddock, an’
thet fierce, man-eatin’ stallion poke his
nose in th' kid’s pocket for an aspple?
Have yuh seen HIE{W jump on_ his back
from th' corral rail, an' ride him round
bareback without a bridle? Believe
muh, whar thet Cockney kin do with &
hoss "ud aurprise yuh”

“But Nightshade's too well known,
anyway. Everybody hyar knows he's
flier, an' he'd be a hot fav'rite.

“Gimme two hours with th' hoss to-
morrer, an’ yul’ll see somethin® |* urged

Lo, "I was with a Injun hoss coper
[or months, ap’ what he coulda'’t del
Oh, Loay! Leok hyar; Curtis, hyar's
oue o th' biggest chances yuh'll ever
have to git quits wi’ thet pi'zen skunk,
Lespence, an’ at th' same time save yer
ranch, thet yvouh'll ever have, if yer not
afraid o rizkin' some deugh to git
twonty times in reesturn,”

He pleaded eo hard, that ab last
Carew wvielded, and gave Low carte
blanche with his banking account.

The Doe spent the promised two hours
with Nightshade, using certamn mys-
terious Indian wnguents, dyes, and n-
joetions, which only he could guese the
nature of. When he appeared before
the party assembled in the cool of the
cevening, leading & gaunt, dirty grey,
mottle-coloured steeg with a rough
coat, swollen knces, ’]1&11'}" hocks, and
chipped hoofs, there was a yell of
derision from the punchers.

“Hello, Doc! * Been hoss stealin’ "
shouted Harry. “ How in peace did yer
come hy thet spavined ol erowhaiti”

“MNot mine. It belongs to {Eh'
Harry?’ replied Low gravely. “Yub

Tue Migxer Lipdary.—NoO. 1,252,
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THE JUNTA DERBY'!

(Continued from prévious page.)

[
hours wi'

%{1’.& mo  two Nightshade,

{;n: ho is | F""

Tragng his master's  voice, the
etallfon whiniied end strefched his neck
out, turning & bleary-looking eye in hus
dlm{:tmm g_['lgen, ith o yelp of wrath,
EDIE;L vaulted the. railing and rushed

. Low

h durned r:mni: t”' hie- yelled, ”Il:"
a plant ! Yuh've plomb ruined noy-——*

*“Huld up ¥ ﬁzu,c? the Doec, not moving
a muscle.  “Nippy, como on, bovee:
Do yer stuff

Hao .gave the feather-weight a gk
and in a sccond tlab :icjwtﬁdi'ﬁn
aunimal was transformed. In ﬂng;
graceful strides he swept over the
ground, with the little rider lying down
on hig neck like a monkey., Like the
wind he swept round the grass of the
paddock, finishing up a halfspeed
gallop without breathing enough f{o
blow a candle out.

Low slso set to - work on Nippyr. To
his already swollen appearance he made
artful additions by mieans of cunningly
&rmn od pads, until- the ex- jockey

like a swollen ‘dwarf. wyl:-h his
cunmmi}: tinted fage and molled com-.
plexion, Nippy wa=z a langhable sight.
Once ‘or twicg he was seen. in Junia,
mounted on the -disguised Nightshade,
and when it -was announced that M

Nolau's *Take It Dasy'" was actu-
.dlv enteted for the Juunta Derby, ave
vell of dehight went up.

But if the. appearance of Nippy and
hiz mount was the signal for laughter,
loud and long, in the street, higw mirch
mors was 1t when at hast ﬂlr:y' appeared
on the racecourse on the great dhy?

From somewbere Nippy had uon-
m:{hﬁd an_old racing saddle put-:lwﬂ
in o hundred places. His bridle was of
rope and he wore 2 dirty old pair of
ordinary cow puncrhl:rﬁ boots which I.n'-
longed to High Jinks. His jockey's
jacket termed to hrave been made oat of
Ay u'!d patchwork quilt, whilst a bat.
tered (tweed cap, many sizos too large.
hkad =orme of the same maberial sewn
jaggedly over it in contrast with Lis
rainbow comploxion.
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A tatlered old Indian blanket, to
which the nwmbar 13" had been sewn,
cnmp]t-tec! the outht. - In placo- of a
jockey's whip he carried a r:uled hazel
twig, and as he sat humpeg up on his
stoange-looking  stecd, ome  yell
derision went up.

“ Hoi, whar's yer organ?’’ one wit
velled, and the cry was taken up all
vound, " Monkey Glands®” was the
popular name for him as the horses
paraded.

But there was one man who was
sirangely uneasy as -he watched the
gaunt and peculiar-looking “Take It
Easy * and his jockey through powerful
glasses.. Nothing counld .quite disguise
Nightshadce's powerful {lanks, great
chest -and barrel, and the .speculator
moved uneasily in his scat as he saw
the rippling I'I"HIS{:]GE uador the shaggy-
looking coat.

Renb Lespence had backed  Jayhird
for a large- amolhwnd; but, apart fpam
that, he had financed more "than half the
ha_ukmaknrs who had la;ui twenty to one
against “Take It Fasy."

“If by some fluke or miracle I‘,hnt
animal wins, I lose nigh half & million,”
Lo said to ong of the bookies, in a shaku
voice. “Who's been  backin' him?
Thar's thousands on him.”

“Thet lnng guy . whe was doin’ th'
fancy slmﬂtm in th’ Ace High, t'other
night,”” ;izfmrl the Bookie, Hu.;- BEEMS
to have unlimited dough, an’ somée other
stranger coWpunchers fallr:md his lead.
But don't WOTEY ; thet fréak o'udn't Win

of

.o donkey race? But if yer afeared, tell

Bandy to ’l:-nncl to him. Bl bet Mnnkﬂ:r
[:rla,n s never' saw & racccourse” afore,
an’ what Bandy don’t know ’bout foul
vidin' ain't wuth knowin’ 1"
Accordingly, Bandy had his instrue-
tions, He wasz next to Nippy at the

5tartmg gale, and edged his horse over,-

trying o mﬂ.l-:c &ghtah‘p.dﬂ NETVous.
‘;qmmr, crouch low in the old
patched saddle, watched his manceuvres

out of the corner of his. eye, and shot
from the corner of his-mouth':

“Try any t-r!.cka wi' me, yer_foul-
ridin’ crook, an’ Il give yer w-nt I give
Yer at St Lr:mli--"th father an' mother
of a 'rdin’ that'll keep fﬂr out o' th'
blinkin? saddle for a twelvemonth. I’W
-'i:rml_.t yer afore, an’ 1‘!1 boat yor ag'in—
on’'an ‘orse, or bo’ mi th' stables.
ver distanée, or I'll 'aive yer hover th'
prtr!shm radls, mark me. Play fair, or
AN be th' woss for yer!™

“Sond I may Jivet'IP's Nippy Nolanl
I thought I knoo yer, but didn't think
it c'ud be truo !’ wailed Dandy.

“It's true, and yer'll know 1b.in five
munnits 1Y grinned NIP}{&H as he Jeant
forward, and edged Nightshade to-
wards the tapes.

shade !

eup.

As they went up, the gresl stallion
dashed into his stride, and in a flash
was .& conple of Jengths ahead of the
others. Nippy had beern drawn on the
extreme outside, but before the boend
was reached he wes hugging the rails,
and eascd his mount so as to canscrve
his speed for onc final dasl.

He gloated as he felt the magnificent
sweep of the racer's gtride, the power
in those rippling museles as Nightshade
moved like a machine under him. The
race was two miles, and Bandy rode
exactly as Nippy had forvetold. The
conversation at the gate had rattled the
jockey, and he could fcll at a giuuﬂ:
that the curious-looking anipal MNippy
was up on had all the stamina heede
if he had the speed.

He made tho mistake he always made
when over anxious, ind took too muoh
out of hiz horse in his anxicty not to
lose position.

At the end of a mile and three- guarters
Jaybird was sweating' like 'a bull, and
had serious “bellows to mend."” He fell
back, - amidst fhe. frantic shouts of his
gu purters, and ' Reub Lesperice nearly
fainted as he saw the motitléd grey
gradually steal up to take premier

sition ; and as they passed the stands
ﬁ? nkey Clands just leant forwdrd,
flourished his hazel wand, and shot past
the post' 2 winner by ten “lengths1

A -somewhat stout, Roman-nosed cow-
puncher, wearing shell.rimamed s
stood beside- Lespence, accompanie h}
a long, lank ditto, with two six-guns
sWinging low at his th]?hﬁ They were
grinning all over their taces.

“Bear up, bawss! What yuh want is
to take it casy!” murmured the spec-
tacled one. “An' if 1-.uh want a piek-
me-up, take -a dose o deadiy Might-
Git muh 7’

The long one floovished a groat
buridle of bookmakers” tickets, the
names on which Lespende r niscd
with a sick feeling in his gtompach, for
they were all those behind whom he
stood as backer. ;

“I'm now goin’ to ebllect, brother, an’
whon I savs collect, T menns it; for I've
gotta eoupla pfzrﬂuuderﬂ hyar thet hav
m:vr:r been known to miss a welsher!

::.3 “One For All—"

All TFor One?” ﬁli}‘jph{*ﬂ qu;
“An’ thet-one is Miss Molly Carew an’
her hushand, \l.-h‘ll: wes made one tlis
ver very mornin' ! Good-day, mister !
I fear this has been a somewhat Lespen-
sive day for you ¥’

With whieh . fearsome. pun ihe tWwo
¥ Must-Get-Theirs * prn-neaded to get-itl

THE ERI.

(Higk, Low, and Nippy run up againe!
nore tmubi’e-—umz fun-——in next. week's
complete Westérn yarn. -Don't ‘miss £t
chums, whnieser youw dol)

' "cm..umm.rs »
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Come to Me Before It's Too Late ! Special lssue Hipnotise Your Form master !

LATEST

Gay Dogs, Bold Bad Lads, Rorty Edited by Why Not?
Knuts, and all ampﬂ,m. who are treadin DICKY m.xﬂnmﬂ A All those who would like to learn how
the downward path! Come to me, to switch on the flewance, and hold their
implore you, and let me show you ihe NUGENT QO Oﬁu Form masters in tha holler of their

error of your ways in words of not less

than ten syllables. Brief sermonsz last-

ing four or five hours given every half-

holiday for the benefit of the fallen. NO

ﬂmr%mﬁﬂﬁuﬁ,lb_asuﬁ Todd, Study
2. s

hands, are invited to send 6d. or 4 doe-
nutts (not more than 2 days old) for my
antazing new  book, " Misteries of
Hipnotism.” Don’t delayi Nollidge is
power |—Dicky Nugent, Orther, Sccond
Form room.

EDITION S

Jevald

(e

No. 64.

ftiars :

LAUGH AND GROW FAT. September 26th, 1931.
-

The Fags’ Charter | FRENZIED FISHING

|
e =

Something New In School Stories
By GEORGE TUBB

FROM YOUR TEM-
PORY EDDITOR
vo v Dicky Nugent

tyrant's cruel command or not * White| "@ take this oppor-
e hesitated, the Third watched injti'éy of bringing to the
agonised silence. yelling theroselvesinotie of our readers the
hoarse with encoursging ecries &8Fa:' Charter, which has

t di . . G s ’
I aro told, doer resders, that “Wot's all this, " Go for Ea_w_._mu__.ﬂn_m .1 ) Mﬂ:numﬂn up b pemidy Eﬁmmuﬂﬂﬁu b&ﬂmnﬁﬁﬁ_‘w .pzormwm WH‘HWWWHHHHO oozemmﬂn
edditors slways refer to them-. ' " Bl SN AL | gresvances under
selvos as “ we.” T will therefors Hﬂmmwmwﬂ_”n- O RONEE MR e The First Annual Fishing Compe- | was jerked violently off the Fiith
kommenice the edditorial duties : : b B4 e £ tatn tition was held from the bank of | Form mester and sent Sying into

gins, the illiterate With a lightning-like movement, Derek’s fistlallaved Peter Todd, the

the river. Tom Brown aflterwards

Satisfaction or Revolt

which, for one breef week, have d bullyvi i £ the Bark on Saturday last and )
fallen upon mé by making it tor of the Thid m_p.w...._n,n..uﬁ“ Mlmww.wummnmnmhh,wqmwh resulted in a. fearful struggle for | hooked it in to the accompaniment
miﬁms?mﬁ ﬂﬂa when m:mHﬂ.“.” at Birchminster, | .ﬂﬁa.aunnaﬁm_. i dokument in proper logal; 9. Tuckshop to be open twenty- ww___”.._ﬂwﬁsnwmw. wn__.“.,..,nﬂu__ ﬂ.__an %ﬂﬁﬁm of subdued cheers,

iy g P ! as he vaulled| « pow's that ¢! smiled Derek. And the verdiet{pirases, and he seems to have|four hours & day. All tuck to be G R "1, Jtwas soon seen that soms recard

hauls were likely to be made.
Bussell drew out hia line with an
old boot :ﬁumwﬂm on it within the
first minute. Peter Todd bagged o
dead eat immediately eftorwards,
and after that seldom more ihan
a second or two went by wilhout
some fresh inhabitant of the swirling
waters being brought to light.

Towards the end, competition
became acute and linea were rattling
in almost as soon as they were
thrown. The finish came in a rot
of excitement, the frenzied anglers
wading in knee-deep to make sure
of adding to their catches.

The results are piven herounder 2

1sT Prize.—M. NEWLAND, 35
pointa, (Catch included several
old boots, an ancieni alarm-.clock,
and many jam-jars)

Here goes :

We haap you will thoroughly
aﬂom. the uneek number which
we ha

ve prepared for you. 1f
you have any sujjestions Lo
malke, drop in and ses us and
vwe ghall be delited to hear
them. Konstruetive Lriticism
wo welecome ; but if enybody
pays E_w:_rm:m rada about us,
we shan't heezitate to call round
and punch him on the head—
that is, unless he gets in quickly
and delivers va a punch on the
noge firat |
As we rite these phew lines,
we hold in our hand a cable,
just received from the regu'ar
edditor, who, as you know, is at
prezzent residing Somewhers
m Africa :

through the open
window nta the
Form-room.
“Nothing ™
roplied Derek
handsgma nu.m.__nis of the

free, and for

was " Oukl |altwed the uﬁw__Fm of many words| supplied gratis,
Our hero's blood was up, now. He walked|wiitaought we had spelt korrectly.|nothing.
quickly out of the Form.room. In tho passage{Hovever, our readers will get the
outside, he ran into Wate, the captain of the school. |jift of ths matier.
E..ﬂ Ewiﬂn% pile-driver in .MqE %Eﬁﬂ lout’s Enwmnwm I'ere are our demands :
and marched on, rejoicing. Next, he encountere - Abaliti nt,
Mr. Tripe, the master of the Fourth, A smashing w WMM“MME n__m. Mﬂ%nﬁﬂﬁmwﬁruﬂ
blow on the jaw and Trips collapsed, howling. _ P S R S
R 1, Abolition of the masters.
After Lnocking out seversl more prefects and} Abdlition of the prefeets
& master or two, our hero spied the Head hirnse]f. m. Al e P tod o n No reasonahlo man, we feel, can
Many & Third-Former would have hesitated to gof, * <" BOWer -0 ﬂdmm_.w. Hz._m i{possibly find anything cbjection
for such an eminont personage as the Head. But Fﬁmﬁ *od Form, o 00 BEHAE Oligble in  these irifling demands.
not Derek Young ! Ho walked calm!y over to the SCODE BOI.. Y We trossed, therefore, that the
Beak, took careful aim, and sent bim flyiog, under] | Loder {o bo beiled in oil. orthorities will prant them im-
a besutiful upper-cut. » Walker and Carne to be caned mejately. If they don’t, wo are
Then, with the cheers of his grateful Form.)wih their own ashplants. afraid we ghall have no alteruntiv
fellows in his ears, Derok Young went up to hisl 8. Lessons to be opticnal. Tutora/but to overthrow them by foree of
study for tea. And all Birchminster rang withito®e answerable to R. Nugent,|alms and simply kompel them to
praise for the Horp of the Third ! By, ., aforesaid. axxept our terms !

10. I'requent charabane outings
to be organised—fres, of course.

11. Bwings, roundabouts, coco-
nut shies and other armusements to
be erected in the quad.

12, Abolition ‘of
washing.

Young, the strikingl
Third, fncing the infuristed maater with fearleas,
mmmr:mwmﬁu&m.

: compulsory

Mr. Hugging' rat-like eyes roved furtively round
the Form-room. With the exception of half a dorzen
iree fights, & game of leap-frog and some singing,
the Form-room had presented an idyllic scene of
well.disciplined order ‘when he entered. Yet
thia hulking, great brute had to find some excuse
for veniing his epleen on hir innoecent and long-
Emmumum pupils.

U 'Old gut your 'And, you!”™ he snapped, in-
dieating Young, with a jerk of his grimy thumb,

Derck Young hesitated. Should he obey the

P. P. Prout, Esq., M.A., officiated
88 umpire and judge and created
a minor gensation by tuming up in
& sou'woster and top-hoots.

He had come prepared to start.
the contest by a shot from a

T e e

muw.ﬁﬂmm.ﬂm“mwmwwmmbwm ﬂ%ﬂ%ﬂ.ﬁh = —— E.....a.n ?%_.u but the competitors con- 9 P _R. RAKE a3
» HOAT = . i alders that the noise might XD LERIZE . .
DALE, KENT.—KEEP THE| Gatty’s Curative Evewash HAWKFERRE log est enemy! So I have pot you at last ! : ibly  frieht the  hah | points: (Cateh consisted principelly
FLAG ﬁ.ﬂ.ﬂmﬁﬂ. BOYS, HAV. Y Y ”m 1.—..,- _”.mw_m m._.:uﬂmfm Wrong in once, Hawkferret ! ”, snarled the King of the wmmﬂnnﬁaahmm“umuﬁuwﬂh ed ¢w Ew._w M_. bottles and old tins)

THE DISCOVERY OF THE AGE

Underworld. Then he uitered a sharp,

erisp command :
" Give him the works, boye!® P

ING A HIGH OLD TIME OUT to give the order for & elart by dnp FPaize—T. BROWN. Dis-

HERE. ALL TST— Don't dh i bout that black aggs * v . : i i 1 ; i judea’
WEARTORS - POOR o o oaral Dank By & baviis of GAGrG Thrilling Detective Serial Immejately, the six corpsss which wero Iying on the | "'y e Hons st a mamont | s ed, for counting Judae's

Well, we think we can eay | Curative Eyewash and—presto !—the blackness - _mwﬁ ﬂrﬁr carpet jumped to life and flung themselves on | 1gter g dozen lines sen through the | awarded to R. RUSSELL, whose
that we're keoping tho flag{has venished. This marvellous preperation js .W.e. .meﬁ.unn‘ zmmhﬁ&m ealooth. But Hawkforrot had been cggspecting it. | air, to end with & m.mnﬁ " in the! cateh ineluded a bioyclo-pump and

policeren, and pugilists ; Ordinary people wouldn't have nolissed that they wero

: really alive, but he had sus water. Bix of them did that,

mﬂn,_e_ﬂm_.ﬁ__,._:s.E#m.ﬁg._ﬁﬂ?m__HE_.._.__.E_E _H_w i . : : : anyway ; the other six, by en
door of the Fﬁm?mﬂ:ﬁrﬁﬁun in G_mmmuﬁ Manor. o%awluﬂnﬁn ﬁ%_m%ﬂﬂmw wﬁﬂwpﬂ?ﬁ% wrmnﬁuwwmﬁwwmmﬂmuﬁhwmﬂwwu_ wﬁﬁ unfortunate mischance, got caught
had caught his eagle eye. Ordinary people wouldn't bave | eggsit to eall in the machine. mﬁnmﬁ.u 1io ad :wp hidi H____.u.zum up by Mr. Prout’ssou’wester, whieh
%Wﬂﬂﬂwm aﬂh w__mﬂﬁ nothing escaped Hoawkferret's o on. mmm _muuumu. But Al Diamond had not finished iE._ﬂmE yet, =
# 3 ik Eﬂﬂrm.. - H 4
Sevvoral M&rm.. corpses came fo light as he dragged cu. the | chagm m;&:ﬁ%ﬁﬂuﬂ?ﬁwﬂ HisAppesied, oG & SRy
fivab one. Hawkferret lifted hia magnifficent: eyebrows, An ordinary person would have fallen in. But Hawkferret
What fowl mistery is this * ™ he eride. simply presscd the control of his secret heel-springs and landed
Just as he spoke, a sinnister hand appeared throu safely on his feet in the hall bolow. S1ill ha was not through.
heavy plush curtains at the back of him, holding a As he rushed towards the front door & steel shutter foll
before it, cutting him off from the ocutside world. A% the
same moment another door opened by unknown means, and
8ix hungry, man-eating tigers flew out; and to make guite
sure of their work, the crooks operated a lever which made
the walls of the hall cloge in on hinr and also released a supply

an uwmbrella.
" Ranesr Fisg " Prize~—8. Q. I.
FIELD, who ecaught one tin of

unopened sardines,

voled by politicians,
a8 tha discovery of the age, and has caussed a
rofound sensation in boxing ecirclea. Carry a

téle about with you—youn never know when
you're going to need it! Bold in bottles at
15, 3d. and 23, 6d. (treble guantity) at all high-
clazs tuck-shops, gymnasinms, football pavilions
and junior wvommon-rooms. Aveid worthless
irnitations, Insist alweys on

GATTY'S CURATIVE EYEWASH-

Bying all right, this week; in
faot, when Wharton sces this
number, we shouldn't be at all |
surpriged Jif he reckernises
superior merit and hands over
the edditorship for good and
ali I-Till that time, deer
readers, we remain,

YORES TRULY,
Dicky Nugent.

kted it ull along.

SECOND FORM INVALID

Mysterious Ailmenis

HOW WERE THEY CAUSED?

the
[Zer.

BE A CREDIT TO YOUR FORM

Any ordinbary man would bave been stabbed before hagould
* Nile | 2

But the supcr-slooth wpodiszed the weep-

aay
ing dagger through

3. Dab varnish and tar
over the hands, Good

regulls are often oblained

the periacops at.
tached to bis knwvy

L I, . in this way : but always I~ plush hat an'dwes | of deadiy poison gas. hing . -
h#. Mﬁ.ﬁﬂﬂﬂﬂpﬁm S H:..—“—.ﬂ.ﬁw ﬁﬁ.— “m:...ﬁrﬂw.m be .umum?w.g go in ﬂ.wﬁ ﬂﬁnﬁ _.mn. _”_.”. a4 Lthe ..An ordinary petson mite have been eggseused for feeling a maﬁﬂﬁ ﬁﬂ&% Wﬁﬂﬂmsnﬂﬁﬁww wwqwnﬂw% _.w.w Hﬁ.ﬂa ?n”%u&. rmﬁm
direction of the arain. ow fell, hestpped | little fiustered. But Huowkferret didn’i even turn a hair. ; : & e % ’
T 8 aaide and the | confinod to his bed, sufiering from | physicians are at a loss to explain
How to preserve that schoolboy|] 4. A blob of ink on the nose 1a uszeful. - ¢@er | Instead, he suddenly— a mysterioua attack of stomach |it
complexion and those delicate schoolboy | 5. The remainder of the face should be buried itaelf | . {Don't miss the neckst thrilling instalinent, ¢&f and when | wm What could hav god | M deritend: kb
handa’1s 8 problom. conisonting avory It for” Jam-smeors. and sake-erombe logsly inthe 0ok |t Gppaars . oo, st ool Lo oy | MW, (it B
mnm nﬁ;&m..._____u. t me tell Yo F_..Emu___ how | Rub the jam round the mouth and chin b s .m&m.EMI. L = — | Runter ia sure he ote nothing which aymptom of which ia B .n”_.mumﬁm__r_...n;
it 13 done : T could possibly disapgree with Lim. | tion to sit down. How on earth ha

and mwmzﬁ@ cake-crumbs over 11l the

desired consistency ia obtained. “ Cotcher!”  he

FELL OW.S H\ br a.w —w m Hia last meal before ihe illness | could have contracted ihis illnesgs

I. NEVER WASH. This should be

your Colden BEule, Shun the bath-room
as you would the plague; pasa by the
inpocent looking bar of soap with averted

eyca, They're no good Lo you i

2, Sprinkle ink in plentiful quantities
Ordinary blus.black
@, but red and preen are more
artistic, while purple copying ink lcaves

aver vour hands.

will

wore lasling effects,

6. Juat to finish off, flick a littls mnd
on to the ears and throw a few handfulz
of dirt round the baeck of the neck,

1f faga will only observe these few
simple rules, nnqguestionably they will
immediately becomo a credib to their
spegies and the envy of their Form-
fellowa, Dut I really don't know why
I've written all this. Most of (he faps
X koow rigidly adhere to them already !y

eride, in his ré ned,
Oxlord axxent, as
m he threw himelf on
the erook and inap-
ped the bracelts on
the scoundrall’a
ankles. They, in

tones of egrmoeme
sattisfaction: ** Al

Diamend, my grat- |
-

Rise Up in Your Wroth

H__n_mmu has just kuffed our old pal, Dieky Nugent! Are
we goin
thowsan
when Dicky will lead an invading army to Loder’s study,
Bring along all available racks, thumb.skrews, catterninetails,
and other instruments of torcher—we may need ‘em !

(Sined) GATTY & MYERS,

to stand this fresh insult lying down?! No: a
times nol Assemble in your hundreds to-nite,

Joint Commanders, 2nd Form Shock Troops.

wag plain and wholesome and con.
sisted of twenty.three douwghnuts
and hali n dozen boitlea of winger-
H.Eﬁ It really is & most unaccount.
able indisposition.

Gotty, wo are sorry lo say, has
had to eeck medical wdvice in
regard to two black eyes snd a

broken nose, Apart from the thres
or four fizhta bhe had yesterday,

beats us completely. It made its
appearanceé sgoon aftor ho had a
mﬂmwn.m flogging after breakfast
_wdﬁm , and Dr. Skinner, the
Remove gpecialist, admits that he
cannot even guess at the cause.
Zeemsa to ua it’s about time the
Head appointed a detective to

investigate  thess  phenomenal
maladiea



