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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter's Whack

ILLY BUNTER rolled out of the
Houwse inta the reyfriars
qhaad and blinked round him

rough hla big spmtmles.

“1 say, ﬂ-ll fe bws, he squeaked,
“gaen Smit

Whercat urj Wharton & Co.
smiled.

They were standing by the House
stefps.  The' winter dusk was falling, but
it was not yet lock-up, and there were
plenty of fellows in ¢ 6 quad. .&mmaﬁ'
them was Herbert VernonSmith—an
ha was not far away. He was, in fact,
very near at  hand—leaping on a
buttress, with his hands in his pockots.
The Famous Five of the Bemove had
not only seen him, as Bunter inguired,
but they could see him now—grinning
as he heard ‘Bunter ask the guestion,
In the fulling dusk, Billy Bunter did
not spot him, even with the aid of his
big 5pect-aulem Which made the chums
of the Remove smile.

“] say, have you seen that beast?”
further mqmred Bunter. **I've locked

in the brute's study, but he's not
thare.”
“¥Ha, ha, ha!” roared ithe TFamous
Five,

It struck them as rather funny for ¥

the fat Owl of the Remove ta be de-
seribing Smithy in those complimentary
terms, with the Bounder hearing every
word.

“Blessed if I sec anythin
at 1 grunted Bunter,
heast's ﬁHpEEtmg his father to-day. The
old bean hasn’t blown in wet. want
to speak to Smithy before he comes.
It's important ! I've gob a 'Emﬂﬂ to ,Pmk
with Smithy | Have you secn him?
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“ Sort of I” inned Bob Cherry.

“"The scef u ness was terrifie, my
esteerned fat Bunier !’ chuckled Huvree
Jamset Ram Bingh,

“Well, T want to find him ! hooted
Bunter.

“Perhaps he doeso’t
found 1™

want to be
suggested Harry Wharton.
he waut may be entirely on your
side, old fat man! It generally is!”

Rcalzjﬁ it looked like it1 Smithy
rinned, but he made no other sign.
t was not uncommon for Remove
fellows not to want to be found when
Bunter wanted to find them. The
Easter hﬂhduﬁa were still a long way

off, but Billy Bunter had a.lreudy Cgu
to make hia arrangements, And with
an extreordinary unanimity, =sll the
Remove fellows showed a disinclina-
tion to have anything to do with those
arrangements |

“Well, look here, trot round with
me and find the beast!” said Billy
Bunter. “We'd betier pub it to him
plain, before his pater comea, I want
all you fellows to back me up. I'm
not zoing to be done 1™

“Done ! repeated Frank Nugent.

“Voz, donel? egaid Billy Bunter
firmly. “8mithy and his pater ain't
gmng to do me, T ean jolly well tell
ol.
E“I}Fhat the thump—" asked Jolnny
(|

“What the dickens ara %:-u blithering
about now?” demanded Harry Whar-
tom. “Wandering it your mind—if
u.“.f &1

"] mean what I say!” retorted
Bunter. "I suppose vou fellows haven't
forgotten that we had the Christmas
holidays at Polpelly, and that we found
a lot of Spanish duubinmls hidden in
that putrid old house—

o
.f'mull‘"l;[r
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“We did,” =aid Bob.
Fast aslﬁep. mld SNOTINE,
were found.”

“Oh, really, Cherryl! I may have
been in bed at the time the doubloons
were found, but I'd like to koow what
would have heppened to the lot of you
if I hadn't been there to protect
Yol T

“Oh erikey [ gasped Bob.

“1f you don’t remember what I did,

hergy——"

“I do, old fat becan—you ate nearly
a,li the turkey 1

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You ean cackle,” said Bunter, “but
I can jolly well tell you I'm not going
to be done out of my shara! You
fellows can sit down and let old Smith
bag all the boodle, if you like—T'm
nat, oing to!”

shut  ap,
Wharton ?lﬂ.ﬁtl]&.’

The grin faded from 8Smithy’s face,
and was replaced by quite a different
expression.

“Shan't 1" said Eunter firmlr. " You
know jolly well that we're entitled to a
whack in the gold that was found af
Polpelly. I dare say it belongs to old
Smith, as it was found on his mem'!?,
and I dare say the Government
whack—they wounld ! But we're entitled
te & whagl-——a?

“Is he wound up 1 asked Bob C‘herry

“1 tell vou,” roared Bunter, “we're
cntitled to a whack all round, ond if
vou fellows are = II;Z asses enﬂugh to be
done out of your whack, I'm not going
to be done out of mine {2

“Shut up, fathead I" said Bob.

Snort from Bunter! He saw no
reason for shutting up—mot seein g
Smithy ! But the Famous Five coul
sce Smithy—anrd seo the expression on
his face growing grimmer and grimmer.

stvictly Iorbidden.)

“"You were
when they

vou ass!” said Harry



As a matter of fact, Harry Wharton
& Co. had rather expected that some-
thing would come to their address in
the matter of the treasure of SBpanish
doubloons that had been discovered at
Pu-lﬁelljr House, where they had spent
the last Christmas holidays with Smithy.

It was rather difficult to seo what
claim Bunter had, for he had had
nothing to do with the discovery, and
had been in bod enoriog when the
doubloons were taken out of their
hiding-place.

8till, he had been one of the party
at I'oipel!y, and might have heen re-
membered © when the loot  was
"r:ﬁﬂked * put—if it was whacked out
-.. L]

Harry Wharton & Co., certainly, had
no idea of putting in a claim, and if
Mr. Vernon-3mith did not think of re-
membering them, they were not going
to remind him,

A somo weeks had passed, they had,
in fact, almost forgotten the matter.

Bunter hadn’t |
. Bunter, least of all entitled to »

whack,” was most determined that he
wasn't going to be left out.

Having learned that Mr, Vernon-
Smith was coming to the school that
day to sce_his son, Bunter considered
this a good cpportunity for putting in
his claim.

Bo, instead of shutting up, Bunter
rattled on with increased emphasis:

“Just like wou fellows to be donel
Well, if you don't choose to back me
up and make old Smith do the right
thing, I can jolly well tell you that
that won't step me! I'm going to tell
Bmithy plainly that I'm in on the share-
outl I'm going to tell bim to mention
it te his pater as scon as he comes—
and if he doesn't, I jolly well willl I
shall ‘tell Bmithy plainly that I'm not
gou_:ti to be donc by all the dashed

miths in the world—see? I'm going
to have my whack! 1 shall insist on
hoving my whack I

Yernon-Sinith detached himself from
the buttress.

“Now, if you know where Smithy is,
tell & chap,” eaid Bunter. “I want to
put it to him before the old bean blows
m! I'm going to say, *Look here,
Smithy, where's my whack? I'm going
to have my whack!” I'm going to
say—— Yarpooh—yoop—yaroooooop t*

A eudden grasp was laid on Billy
Bunter's collar. He yelled in alarm as
he blinked round at the angry face of
tha Bounder,

“You want vour whack, do wyou?
said Vernon-Smith grimly.

“Ow! Yes! No! Leggo! I—I'm
not particular about it, old fellow! I
54y, iou fellows, make him leggo!®
squeaked Bunter,

“You're going to have your whack1”
said Smithy,

“0h, good ! Leggo—"

“I'm going to give it to you 1"

“I—1 say—leggo1” f’eﬂ-&d Bunter, as
the Bounder's i];gweqfu grip twisted him
over, He yelled wildly in anticipation
of what was coming.
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It camel

The Bounder's left hand held him
twisted over, bent double. The
Bounder's right hand rose—aud fell—
on the htest trousers at Greyirisrs!
It fell with terrific foree.

Whack |

“ ¥ arooooooh |

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Famous
Five,

“Yow-ow-ow! Beast! Wowl"

B8mithy pave the fat Owl o twist and
sat him down in the quad. Bunter sat
and roared, and the Bounder walked
AWAY.

“Owl Yow! Wow!* roared Bunter.
“I eay, you fellows—whoop! Wowl”

“Ha, ha, ha”

i | E&F—uw! Wow |V

“You've had your whack, old fat
men ! chuckled Bob. “How do you
like 17"

“Yow-ow-ow | I say, you fellowse—

“Ha, ha, hal*

The Famous Five strolled away,
chuckling. Bunter scrambled up,
wriggling and epluttering, and in a
state of great wrath. He had insisted

An invitation to spend a holiday
in far-away Brazil is a chance not
to be missed—at least, so think
Harry Wharton & Co., of Grey-
friars. They look forward to
Adventure—and they get if, in
fuller measure than they bargalned
for !

on having 8 whack—and he had had &
whack—but now that he had got what
ha had asked for, he did not seem to bhe
pleased thereby. Some people in this
world are never satisfied |

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Car That Crashed [

£l MITHY, old man!”
Yernon-Smith was standing
at the school gates staring up
the dusky road towards Court-
field Common. There was & frown on
his brow, and he did not relax that
frown, as the Faraous Five joined him.

‘The chums of the Remove did not need
talling that Bunter's words had irn-
tated the Bounder. Gendrally, Remove
fellows passed Billy Bunter's chin-wag
by, like the idle wind which thay re-
gard&d not. But the subject mentioned

¥ the fat Owl had been rather in
Smithy'e mind of late.

He gave the juniors a dark lock and
stepped out inio the road. They fol-
Iowed him out.

“Look here, Bmithy—" said Harry
Wharton.

“¥You peiting anxious, hike Bunter,
sbout your wheek ¥ asked the Bounder,
with a sneer.

3

“Don't be an_ass, Bmithy!” said the
captain of the Remove. ‘That's why
wa've come along to speak to you. Ne
fellow hera cares &wo straws. sbont it,
and if your father considered that any-
'ghi{ng was duo to us it's for him to
judge.

The Bounder looked at him, and then
his frowning face cleared. He nodded.

“I dare say yow've been surprised at
not hearing ansrﬂ}mg about it, so foan"
he said more amicably. “But you can
relg on it that my father hasn't for-
gotten that vou fellows had most to de
with finding the doubloons at Polpelly.
He bought the place, never dreaming
that there was anything of the kind
there—and it would still be buried there,
if you fellows hadn’t come with me last
Christmas. Of eourse, he knows that™

* We've no elaim—" said Bob.

“You have s claim!” grunted the
Bounder. “And my father will be the
first to admit it. But there’s & lot of
official red tape about the finding of
treasure trove—the Giovernment has to
take it's whack, and the thing isn’t got
through in & hurry.”

“f course not,” agreed Hlt!gﬁﬂt‘.

“I shouldn’t wonder if that's what my
father’'s coming here about,” went on
Smithy. “As soon a3 the matter 1is
settled, and all the red tape wound up,
he will sce that the fair thing is dono.
He's a busy man, as I dare say you
kirow, and 1t's not a big matter to bam,
though there's some thousands of pounds
in it. But you'll find it's all r:g "

“ Bure of it, old bean !" said Bull

“All the fellows who were there will
get o whaek,” went on Bmithy. “You
fellows snd Redwing, and Redwing's
father, and even that fat ass Bunter,
though he doesn't deserve it. And—"

Tom Redwing camo out at the gates
and joined the group in the road.

“'Waitin for wvour pater's
Smithy ?¥ he asked.

“MNo; the pater’s coming down by
train to Courtfield, and he will come
from the station in & taxi,” answercd the
Bounder, “I'm 'H'-'H..itin% for the taxi,
and explaining to these fellows that they
needn't worry about their whack in what
we found at Polpelly in the Christmas
holg—*"

“Fathead 1" gaid Redwing. “ Nobody's
worrying about that !

“ Bunter is!” sneered the Bounder.

“DBunter would! Don't be an ass,
Smithy 1

" Just what I advised him!” remarked
Wharton. “But asses, like poets, are
born, not made!”

The Bounder grinned.

“It's close on loclk-up,” remarked
Redwing., * Gosling will be coming out
to shut the gates soon.”

“The pater ought fo be in before
lock-up I said Vernon-Smith. “I dare
say that’s his taxi.”

Far in the distance up the dusky road,
the lights of &8 car gleamed on the dark
expanse of Courtfield Common.

ho car was sfill at a great distance,
and nothing but the glaring headlights
could be seen of if,

CAT,
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Tha jlu_;miaru watched the epproaching
headlights. ]

Like two grest gleaming eyes they
glared from the distant dark, coming at
a good speed down the road across the
COMIMon.

Suddenly, as the Greyfriars followa
watched them, they swerved. It was
so sudden, and zo startling, that it made
the schoolboys jum

The glaring heedlights flashed round
in 8 half-circle, and then turned up,
glaring up at the gky like searchlights.
For a long moment they glared at the
winter sky, and then went out, blotted in
blackness.

Smithy gave s husky cry.

“My father”

He raced up the road.

“(rood heavens 1" breathed Wharton,

There had been an sceident—that was
clear.  Whether it was Mr. Vernon-
Smith's car or not, it had had a spill.

Tho juniors rushed after Bmithy.

Lock-up was forgotten. Gosling, com-
ing down to the dgnt-ea, stared out.

“’Fre!” ealled out the old Greylriars
porter. “You come in! I'm
shut thesa ‘ere gates]l Wot
this ‘ere——="

But Gosling was unheard end un.
heeded. A car was piled up on the road
ovver the common, and the whole bunch
of juniors were racing up the dark road
towards the scene of the accident. Even
Mr. Quelch, severe Form-master as he
was, would not have expected the Re-
move fellows to come m for calling-
over, if it was possible for them to give
gid in a motor accident.

The Bounder’'s face was while az ha
ran with desperate speed. Good
sprinters as they were, the Famous Five
hiad difficulty in keeping pace.

Wharton touched the Bounder's arm
as he ran:

“Ten to ong it’a not your father’s ear,
Amithy [* he panted. “Don't jump at
that, old man—there’s hundreds of cars
ot this zaad.”

The Bounder did not speak; he ran
on with set teeth. He was waiting for
hia father’s car—and he had seen the
headlights of a car flash round, glare
upwards, and then fade out sltogether.
His heart was aching with dread—
though it was true, as Wharton ssid,
that ten to one 1t was not Mr. YVernon-
Smith's car at all.

The juniors covered the road as if th
were on tho cinder-path. It was a col
and frosty February day; but the per-
gmration started out of their faces as
they raced. They reached the sgat-
where the road jeined the common, but
they had not yet reached the scens of the
acoident, when there was a sound of
rapid footfalls in front of them.

B;;Enmahudj coming for help|” panted

ong to
BEYS 13

Someone, unseen as yet in the deep
dusk, was coming down the road to-
wards them, st o great burst of speed.
It was easy to guess that he camae from
the overturned ear, Certsinly it could
not be the portly Mr. Vernon-d3mith who
was running at such a speed; the foot-
falls rang like a swift rattle on the
frosty rosd Possibly the chauffeur run-
ming for halpl .

A man, running desperately, camo in

-] |

&.lBut a2 soon as the juniors saw him
they could see not only that he was not
Mr. Vernon-Smith, but that he was not
a taxi-driver,

Even in tha falling thick dusk thevy
could see that he was a foreigner—a
slight, spare man, with a face almost
the hue of ooﬁp-ar under the broad brim
of a foreign hat.

The Bounder panted with relief,
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Whe the foreigner was none of the
juniors had the remotest ides; but if he
came from the wrecked car, as it seemed
that he did, it was fairly clear that that
car was not Mr. Vernon-S8mith's taxi.

* Look 1 panted Bob.

The eopper-faced man woa nodt ten
yards from them, when a shadowy B
moved in the bush beside the road, an
arm was swung, esnd something, the
juniors could not see what, whizzed
through the air,

Whatever it was, it stopped the
copper-faced men in full career.

n astonishment and horror the juniors
eaw him spin round, and crash on the
road, like a men lassoed.

“Come on ! panted Harry.

They tore on.

The man lay without motion, stunned
by tha crash on the road. A dark Bgure
leaped from the roadside.

ut ¢ven as he reached the fallen man
the juniors came panting up in a breath-
less ecrowd, anmd the shadow, about to
bend over the fallen man, straightened
up again, and they caught a fAash of
startled black eyes.

“ Barge in !’ yelled Bob,

The whole thing was amazing to the
Greyfriars juniors. But they could see
that the man runting from wroacked

car was being attacked—and that was
cnough for them.

HOW TO USE THE MAGIC
SPECTACLES GIVEN FREE
WITH THIS ISSUE!

It’s simply uncanny ! Just put
on the magic spectacles and take
a look at the special pictures
given Iree with this Issue of the
MAGNET, Immediately the
pictures spring into bold relief.
They come to life ] No longer
ordinary views, but absolutely
felike scenes—just as H you
were on the spot ! Look out for
more pictures In next week's
MAGNET !
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With & rush they hurled themselves
at the shadowy assailant, and he went
spinning across the road, sprawling
helplessly. )

But in a twinkling he waz on his
feet again, racing away into the dark-
ness of the common. For whatever
reason he had made that strange
attack, he realised that the game was
uwp, as the CGreyiriars crowd arrived on
the scene, and he was thinking only
of making his escape. That wag eas
encugh; for he ran like a (eer, an
in a gplit second vanished into the
dusk of the common.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

The Vietim Of The Bola!

er wr ARRY WHARTON & Co.
1 W gathered round the fallen man.
He lay whers he had fallen,
without motion.

Bob Cherry groped in his pocket for
a flashlamp, and flashed on the light.
It gleamed on a coppery face, szet In
uneonsciousness. The man's wide-
brimmed hat had fallen off, disclosing
a mop of thick, curly black hair, black

gt jet.  Harry Wharton dropped on
hiz knees on the frosty road, and lifted
the insensible head.

“He's stunned,” he =said. “ His

head must have hit the road when he
went down=—""
“ But what—who—"1

gasped
Nugent.

“Look I¥ Bob Che icked up a
sinuous rope that mr:w scross the
rogd. “That’s what brought him
down.”

*A lassoi”®

:Nut & laszo; but zomething like
1t

The assailant had flad, leaving his
girange weapon bebind him. The end
of the cord was wound round the fallen
man, and the juniors disentangled if.
At the extremity was an iron ball

A baola,” said Harry.

“A which?" ejaculated Bob Cherry.

“I've pever seen one before; but
T've read of them. They're used in
South America, like the lasso in MNorth
America. It's a bola®

" South Americal' Bob whistled.
“That’'s a long step from here. What
on carth is a man doing here with a
bola from Scouth America?™’

“zoodness knows |

“We've got to help this chap,’” said
Johnny Bull. *“Look hera! Wa'd
better flag the next car that passes,
and ask tor a lift. He doesn’t lock
like coming to in a hurr,r. i

“By Jovel He doesn’tl He's had
a hard knock,” said the captain of the
Remove. “Looks as if that was ne
accident to his car.  Homebody was
waiting for him on this rcad.”

“SBome of us had beiter get along
to the ear,™ cut in the Bounder.
“Bome of you stay with that chap, and
flag the next car—"

e started again at & run, and Red-
wiit_ig followed him.
arry Wwharton hesitated a moment.

“You fellows stay with this chapﬁ“
ha said. “That brute who threw the
bola might come back.”

“I'll give him a tasta of hizs own
bola, if he does,” said Bob. “ Right-
hol You cut after Bmithy; we'll hang
on here.”

Bob grasped the cord attached to
the iron ball. It was a dangerous
weapon in s strong hand. And Bob
was quite prepared to handle it if the
unknown assailant showed up egain,
That, however, was not probable, judg-
ing by the speed with which he had
fled.

Harry Whearton ran down the road
after Smithy and Redwing. The over-
turned car lay at some distance, but
the three juniors reached it swiftly.
It was a small two-seater, and it lay
on its side in the grass beside the road.
To the relief of the juniors there was
no sign of its having contained any
other passenger beside the er-
faced man whoe had fled from the
wreck. They had feared to Gnd eome-
one injured, or worse, in the wrecked
car.

But it was clear that the litile
copper-faced man had been driving,
and had hed no companion in the two-
soater.

It was easy to see how the accident
had been caused. A heavy log lzy in
the road near the wreck.

“Tha villain!"™ breathed Wharton.
“He must have fung thet log under
the wheels to stop the car. He might
bave killed the man

“A sportsman who doesn't stick at
trifles, whoever he was,” said the
Bounder coolly. *Both of them from
South America, I 5u5'p-:»aa-—judgmg by
one’s complexion, and the other’s bola.
We've barged into a giddy South
American feud of some sort.”

:‘!Lmka like it,” szaid Harry, with a
IHJ -

Clearly the copper-faced man had
been waylaid on the road over the
common. His enemy, the man of
whom tha juniors had feen no more
than & chadow and & flash of black



eyes, had watched for his car; stopped
it by such desperate mesns that it
might ily have caused a fatality.
The copper-faced man had escaped
injury in the overturning car, and had
leaped from the wreck and fled—the
man with the bela in pursnit. The
fugitive had kept to the road; hiz pur-
suer had cut meross the dark common,
and got him with the bols, and, but
for the lucky arrival of the GIEFEHH.I:H
crowd, he would have carried out his
intention—whatever it was,

Undoubtedly it looked ss if the Girey-
friars fellows had butted into some
desperate feud, between two men from
a land where the tropic sun made
tempers hot and passionate.

“Well, there's no harm done here,
except to the car,” eaid Harry Whar-
ton. “Thank goodness for thatl
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“Father I

“ Herbert 1™ exclaimed the »ollion-
aire in astonishment, staring at his
son. “What the dickens are vou doing
out of gates? DBresking a-:hun{ bounds |
What-—what "

" Not oxactly,” grioned the Boupder.
“There's &n ent, and we
trotted along to help. About =&
quarter of a mile up the road ngcru’ﬂ

d & stunned man with some our
feﬂ;:;\:ra with bhim. Will you pieck him

" Eh—what? Of course X will
grunted the millicnaire. *'Drive on!”

The taxi shot onward again.

Harry Wharton and Redwing and
Emi(:}? started to walk after it. The
rear light winked out of sight across
the dark common. The three juniors
were far behind when the taxi stopped

I:Hl

“ Look ! ** panted Bob Cherry. The foreigner from the wreoked car was not ten yards from
moved in the bush beside the read. Next moment,an arm was swung, and a 1o

%

sir, I think. He's had a fearful clump
on the crumpet!™

“What ?”

*“1 mean, & knock on the head, He
wants a dootor—quick-——"

“1 can peo that. I will take him
along with me to Greyiriars. No
doubt the headmaster will allow him
toe bo taken in, in the circumstapces.”

“0f course he will, sir.”

*“Lift him in|"

The insensible man was earefully

and gﬂnﬂg}r lifted into the taxi. Ho
sagged helplessly in the seat, and the
millionaire kel

arm.

him with a plump
“Can you manage, sir ?"” asked Bob.
“Quite! Get om, driver ™
he tezi-driver got into swift motion,
and the taxi raced awsy towards the
echool, It vanished in a few moments,

o s’.ll":.. ""‘—-...___

er Wharton & Co. when
with an Iron ball on

tha end of it, snaked through the alr, encireled the running man, and brought him crashing down. ‘?%umje on, you fellows 1"

Hallo! Here comes a car! We'd
better flag i’

Headlights glezamed on the dark road
from the direction of the town of
Courtfeld. It was now quite dark—
past lock-up at the school. But the
juniors were not thinking of that for

moment.

hey stood in the road and waved
their hands st the car coming slong
from CourtBeld. Thera was a grindiog
of brakes, and the car stopped.

“It's & taxi from the station,” said
Bmithy, “WVery likely my pater this
time.’

A plump and portly face looked from
the taxi.

“What the dickens——" came the
well-known  voice of Mr. Samuel
Verncn-Smith. Evidently it was the
Bounder's pater.

Bmithy ran to the taxi.

panted Wharton,

again, its headlights gleaming on the
group by the roadside.

* Hallo, hallo, hallo !’ roared Bob
Cherry. “Iz that Mr. Vernon-Smith?
You'll give this chap a lift, sir?"

“*Certainly | Laft ]ilim in 1*

The four Removites liftad the in-
sensible man from the road, Hao
showed mno sign ¥ot of returning
CONSClONENRES,

The millionaire stared at him.

“Who—what—how " ho ejaculated.

“"He was running from his car, when
some sportsman got bim wilth this™
explained Dob, lifting up the bola.

“Good gad!”™ Mr. Vernon-8mith
stared blankly at the strange weapon
from the far-off pampas. Then he
stared at tho insensible man again,

“ A foraigner——"
“Some johnny from South America,

“Well, this iz o bit of a thrill, and
no mistake!"”" remarked Bob Cherry.
He swung the bola in his hand. “I
wish that sportsman who handled this
thing would show up. I'd like to try
it on him. I fanoy I could handle it
Look here, Johnny! You etand there,
sec, and see 1f I can get you."

“¥You blithering idiot |* was Johnoy
Bull's answer.

“Well, vou, Inky—""

“Not thiz evening, my csteemcd
idiotic DBob,” grinned the Nabolb of
Bhanipur.

“¥on, Franky—"

“No fear!” chuckled Nugent.

None of the juniors scemed keen on
gecing Bob display hiz skill with =
weapon hie had never handled before.
The state of the insensible man with

Tue Maicxer Lisnany.—No. 1,461,



6

the copper face was a sullicient proof
of what the bola could do.

“Hallo, hallo, hallol Here they
come ! said Bob, as Wharton and his
companions  errived. “Any more
casualties ¥ )

“QOnly the car,”’ said Harry.

“Like to stand in the road there, and
ses whether 1 can snafle you with this
jolls old bola®”

“No, assl” ;

" What about you, Smithy "

#1diot i

“ You, Reddy?”

% Fathead 1 .

Bob chuckled, and the juniors walked
on to QGreyfriars, Bob swinging the
bola in his hand. The-i:ra]keﬂ uickly—
o get in belore the bell rang for call-
over—if they could.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter On The Warpath !
£ HEEKY cad!”
q “What 7"

“I'l make him sit up ¥
“What 1"

repeated FPeter
Tedd. i

“Turning a fellow over and smacking
himm 1" said Billy Bunter, in deep wrath.
“I'll ix the rotter!”

“Ha, hs, ha ! Whe did?"

“That cad Smithy 1” 1

“Good manl” said Peter cheerily.
“If you take my tip, old fat man, you'll
loave it at that, and not ask for any
moro.”

Snort from Bunter.

The fat Owl of the Remove, appar-
ently, was not prepared to leave it at
that. Billy Bunter was wrathy.

He had asked for hss “whack.” He
had got a whock—unexpected and
unpleasant ! Had Bunter been a fight-

THE MAGNET

ing man, ha would have trailed down
the Bounder, and given him the licking
of his life. . o

But Bunter, except in hia imagination,
wat no scrapper. (Mten and oftem ke
told the Remove fellows of fierce scraps
he bad had—in the holidays. Big
bargees, according to Buntor, had gone
down before him and bﬂg‘%&& for merey.

But none of thess terribic scraps ever
happened at Greyiriars, or anywhere
near the old school. argees on the
Sark were quite sale from Bunter,
whatever might—er might pot—have
happened to bargees in partz unkmowm.

(fiving the Bounder the licking of his
life was not a practical %:ﬂ{.‘.lﬂﬂl‘t—lﬂm
Bui there were more ways than one of
killing a cat. _

Peotor Todd, coming into Study Neo. 7,
found Bunter busy—with a rather
remarkable business, He had a large
biscunit-tin on the table. Imto it he was
pouring all the ink available in the

study—red and black.

To the ink he added water and a
ghovelful of scot from the eludy
chimney. He mixed the lot with a
ruler.

Peter Todd gazed at him, He gazed
at the biscuit tin snd the mixture ik
coptained. He gazed at Bunter agom.

“Ia that for ithy 7’ he ejaculated.

o Just that!” said Bunter darkly. “1
fancy he'll be sorry for smacking a chap
on the bags, when he gets this lot in
the chivvy, what?®

“0Oh scissers!” gasped Toddy. *1
fancy you’ll be sorrier very soon after-
wards,”

“Yahi” i

“ You potty porpoisel”

¥ Baast ™

“Wash it out, old man!™ wrged
Toddy.
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“Rats I*

Bunter, evidently, was on tha war-
path, Liake the Alpine gentleman in the
poem, his braw was set, his eye beneath
Hashed like a falchion from its sheath |
Indeed, his very spectacles scemed to
glitter with wrath. That hefty sm
on his tight trousers seemed to ﬂua gob
Bunter's goat, as Fisher T. Fish would
hava deseribed it

“But,” gasped Toddy, "Bmithy will
break you up into gmal] pieces, M you
even go near him with that tin of

ouck I?
“*I'm not poing to tell him what I'm
going to do!” gaid Bunter sarcastically.

“1 shall take him by surprise. I say,
is Hedwing about? T want to catch
Em lhrute when Redwing 18 not with
im "

. "Redwing went down to the gates a

little whila baek,” grinned Peter. 1

don't know where Smithy is.”

“Well, I'll jolly well ind him as soon
a3 I pet this ready!” said Bunter
darkly. “I shall spot him in his study,
if I can—rush in, and mop it at him
hr:f::qf:: he knows what’s happening,
Bu&'ﬁ

“Mada your will?” asked Toddy.
“Den’t forget what will happen very
poon afterwards.™
_“1 shall expect a pal to stand by me,
if Bmithy cuts up rusty I said Bunter,
with dignity.

“1i1” gasped Toddy.

“] ghall let him have it, and clear |
eaid Bunter. “I don’t want a row with
tho fellow ! But if he thinks he's going
to smack mea—-"

“You'd better—"

“Yah1*

Having hnished prepariog his miz-
ture, Bunter laid down the ruler, and
lafted the tin from the table. Ha rolled
out of Stud{ No. 7, with the tin of fluid
in his fat hands, leaving Peter Todd
chorthing.

Bunter stopped at Study No. 4—
Smithy's study. ere was & light
under the door, which showed that the
study wus occupied. Either Smithy, or
Redwing, or beoth. Bunter, of course,
knew nothing about the-exciting happen-
ings on the Courtfield road, and had no
idea whatever that 3mithy and Hed-
wing were out of gates with the Famous
Five. He had seen none of them since
receiving hia whack—having been too
buzy planning vengeance, and prepar-
mg to carry out the same.

Io listencd.

There was a sound in the study—a
squeak of castors, which showed that
somnebody was sitting in Smithy’s arm-
chair. Lord Mauleverer came up 'the
passage, and pau to give the fat Owl
a surprised stare. )

“1 say, Mauly, has Redwing come
back*”  asked Bunier anxiously.
“Toddy said he saw him go down to the
gates.”

““INo; he hasn't ¢ome in,” answered
Mauleverer. 'I've been at the door. 1
sheuld bave seen him. You frabjous
ass. vou haven't got that muck for Red-

wing, have youi"
gﬁ‘n, want to be sure he's

i nol Onl
not ini” s=pid Bunter. “N¥ou eee, I
shall have to be pretty quick, and I
don't want to bung it at the wrong man.
mithy."”

I've got thias for

“Oh, gad!” gasped Lord Mauleverer.
He chuckled, and went on up the
Hemove passage. ‘

Skinner came up ifrem the staircase.
He, like Mauly, stared at the fat Owl
Bunter, at the n:i::mg of Btudy No. 4, waa
just going to begin,  Evidently Red-
wing was not in—eo the cccupant of the
shudy could only be Herbert Vernon-
dmith—alone, just a3 Bunter wanted



him. Fate seemed to be
the hands of the vengeful :
E;}ﬂ?{hat the thump—" ejaculated

ner. 3
Bunter blinked round hastily.

c;;la yving into
wl

“ Quiet I he breathed. #Don't lot
him hear youl I'm going to take the
beast by surprise!”

“Who t" Fasped Bkinner.

* Bmithy ¥ 1

“8mithy ¥ repeated Bkinger,

“Bmithy hasn’t come in yet, has het
His }Emtar got here, but—"

%“He's in all right—in the study now 1”
whispered Bunter. —“You can see the
light's on—and I heard him move in
the arinchair. He will look a pretty
sight for his pater to see, when he gets
this lot over him | What?"

Skinner gasped.

Ile opened his lips—and closed them
again! Any other fellow in the
Remove, who had known what Skinner
knew, would have tipped the fat Owll
But not Bkinner! Skioner was not
going to speil this tremendouns joke,

Bkinner happened to be aware of the
fact that Mr. Vernon-Smith had arrived
already, and, as the Bounder had not
vet come in, the millionsaire had g;::na
up to his son’s etudy to wait for bum
there ! .

Bunter had not the remotest suspicion
of that little circumstance. Bkinner,
quite interested to see how this would
ture  out, said nothing. He only
chuckled. £ 3 :

“Quiet " whispered Bunter. “Don't
warn him, you aszsl I'm going to take
him by surprise " _

“Oh  erumbs!” gasped Skinner,
“You'll surprise him all right, if you're

to chuck that at him.” Bkinner
?Blt likﬁ suffocating.  Assuredly Mr,
Bemuel Vernon-Smiuth would be sur-
prised—greatly surprised—if he received
that borrible mixture from the tin in
Bunter's fat hands. i

“I mean, if I give him & chanee, ho
might grab the tin and tip it over me I”
suid Bunter astutely, “Just the thing
Smithy would do, you know.”

“Oh, just!” gasped Skinner. .

“Open the door for me, old chap, will
geul” whispered Bunter. “Just chuﬂg
it wide open, so that I can rush m——

“Oh, soissors " i

“ And let him have it, see?”

£k HE, hﬂ1 h“- !’l

_ “Quiet ! hissed Bunter. “Open the
dcor, old chap ! _ _

“No jolly fear!” grinned Skinner.
1f the City gentleman in Bindy No. 4
wae going to get that mixiure, Harold
Skinner did not want to have a hand
in the proceedings. The conseguences
wers likely to be much too serious for
Skinner to want to share in them.

Chuckling, Skinner went on up

ASIARE.

"Eeaatt!;dhimd Buntier, p—

He waited a moment longer, listening
at the door. He heard a sound of feet
on a fender. His eyes glittered through
his spectacles, . ‘

Nothing could have suited him betier.
His victim, evidently, was sitting in the
armchair, his feat to the fire, his back
to the door | Before he could even turn
his head Dunter would have that
mizture over him. Heoftly Bunter
turned the door-handle and threw the
study door wida open, )

Then, with the tin grasped in bolh
fat hends, he roshed in. As he had
expected, the back of the armchair was
towards him. He had a glimpss of the
crown of & head beyond. He did not
delay to lock at it | A glimpse was more
than enough. Up went the tin of inky
mixture, and it was instantly overturned
on the head of the sitter in the arm-

L
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Swoosh [

Splash ! ;

A wild, gurgliog howl come from the
mm%mnt.

“Urrrrggh 1
; g IHE. he, hel” gasped Bunter breath-
casly,

Diropping the tin with a clatter, he
bounded back to the door. Instant
flight was Bunter's cue, now that he
had delivered the goods. He reached
the door with a bound; ancther bound
took him out inito the passage. DBut
before he could make a third bound, the
wild howl of his victim penetrated his
fat intelligence and apprised him that he
had made a mistake,

“Urrrgh! Good agadl What—what—

ad ! Urrght”

what—— Good g

Bunter spun round. g

He stared into the study, his little
round eves almost popping through his
big, round spectacles. . )

An a.la.rmm% figure had risen into
view beyond the back of the armchair.
It was not 8mithy's. That would have
been alarming encugh. But this was
ever so moch more alarming! It was
& plump and portly figure of & middle-
agad gentleman. The face, streaming
with mixed inks, was utterly unrecog-

i

friendly, but energetic, eliciling a gasp
from Gosling. 1
“Qocogh I” said Gosling. _
“Dear old beant!” gaid Bob affection-
ately, "“Kept the gates open especially
for us, like a good I?'ii;tlna man—what
“Urrerh ! said Gosling. “Dan’t you .
a man in the ribs, Master Cherry !
rrgh! Pretty goings hon, I says!
sort of folks brought 'ere in taxicabs
as if there wasn't any orspitals, I says”
“My father's %nt in, with that foreign
johnny, Gosling " asked the Bounder,
“Which he ’ave, Master Vernon-
Smith,” grunted Gosling. * Foreign-
looking bloke, with o bump on his ‘ead,
which I 'ope he sin't & burglar 1”
“Where 1s he now "' asked Harry.
Another grunt from Gosling. |
“I s'pose he's in the sannytorium, as
I ’Elpeg to carry him in with my own
*ands !” he answered. * Doctor coming,
and all that! Which I 'ope he ain’t one
of thess 'ere motor bandits!” Gosling
grunted. " Blooming furriner, any-
how 1" . .
Evidently Gosling had a suspicious
eye on all the inhabitants of the globo
who had the misfortune to dwell outside
the British Islcs. Gosling had no uso
for foreigners of auy description,

Free!

will

i
LT R TR

nizable; but the portly figure and the
voice betrayed tho identity of Bunter's
hapless victim.

Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter, over-

come with horror,

“Gurrgh! Good gad! Gurr %ih 1

Mr. Vernon-S8mith dabbed and dashed
mixture from his face and eyes. He
whiﬂped round the armechair and rushed
to the door.

Bunter, till then, had s ralysed,
But he woke to action as the portly
millionaire rushed doorwards. A Hash
of lightning had nothing on Bunter as
he went down the Remove passage to
the stairs.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Inky !

OSLING grunted. ]
G * Pratty ings on!” said

Gosling. “Wot I saya is this
ere!  Prefty goings hon, I
says 17 ]

Whereat  Harry Wharton & Co.
grinned. It was past the time for the
school gates to be closed and locked,
but they still etood open when the
juniors arrived there. Gosling stood 11
tho gateway, appareotly waiting for
them. Bob Cherry gave the ancient
gentlemar a friendly dig in the ribs—

contain
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“ And the 'Ead says, saxs he, keep the

ate open, Goaling, savs he, and let in
them young rips when they come along,
says he”

‘Yes, I think I ean hear Dr. Locke

utting it like that!” chuckled Bob

herry,  “8Bure he didn’t say, them
blooming voung rips, Gosay?"

“Ha, hs, ha!”?

“Come on|” said Harr:.i. “1 can't
hear the joliy old bell don't think
we're late for call-over, after all I

“Wasted opporbuniiy ™ said Dob.
“We could have been late, without
getiing into a row, for once.”

The juniors tramped in, and Gosling,
grunting, closed the gates. Gosling did
not seem to approve of a damaged

motorist being brought into Greyiriars
and put to bed in tho achool sanatorium,
while o medical man was sent for. But
the headmaster of Greyfriars evidently
had more benevolent views.

Harry Wharton & Co. were glad that
the unfortunate man was in good hands
and good care. were feeling
rather plessed with their own share in
that strange adventure. Whoever the
copper-faced man was, he had been the
victim of a dastardly attack, and they
had saved him from Eia pursuer,

They tramped cheerily scross the dark
quad to the lighted doorway of the
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House. In the circurnstances, thers was
no doubt that Mr. Quelch would bave
cxcused them, had they been late for
calling-over; still, it was just as well
not to put that fo the test, if it could
be helped. As it happened, the had
got back in time for roll-call, though
not in time for gates, which were closed
some time befora the roll was called in
Hall, They spreed that it had becn
wite thoughtful of the Head to tell
asling to keep the gate open for them.
Evidently, Mr. Vernon-Smith had told
Dr, Locke of the happening on the road
over the common, and the part they bad

played. i

%oy came into the house in o cheery
bunch, and Vernon-Smiith called to the
first fellow he saw—Ogilvy of the
Iemove.

“Seer my peter, Qggyt”

®"Yes; ho was with the Head, but he
went up to vour study afterwards, and
I thick be’s waiting for you there,”
awwered Ogilvy,

“ Right-he 1™ g

The Bounder eut acrozs to the stairs.

“Callover in & few minutes,
Smithy I called out Hazeldene.

“Time to see my pater frst,” answered
the Bounder. .

He ran up the stairs,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry. “ Look out1”

ut the warning cama too late! As

the Bounder ran up, o fab figure came
bolting down., TThere was o ternbio
erach as they et

The Bounder reeled aver, clutched at
the banistors, missed them, and rolled
downl After him rolled Billy Bunter.

Bump, bump, bump, bump !

“Ow! Oh! Owl™

“Yaroooch 1V

“0Oh, my hat 1" gasped Harry Whar-
ten, “That mad porpoise—"

“What the thump——~"

There was a rush to the foot of tho
staircase. Vernon-Smith and Bunter
srrived there mixed

A dozen pairs of hands sorted them
ont. Harry Wharton and Redwing
lifted up the breathless, dizzy Bounder.
Five or six fellows dragged the splutter-
ing Owl to his fect.

Oonoogh I gasped Bunter.  Ooo-cr !
Legepol 1 say, vou fehivws, T never did
¢! CGrooghl It wasn't mel Oh, dearl
I thought it was Smithy in the study !
Ob, lor'l I say, leggo!l The old beast
ia after me—ooogh 1"

“What on earth's happened 7" ex-
claimed YWharton,

“Leggo | shricked DBunter, strmg-
gling wildly.

“What 1?::1'.'-:: yvou domne, you potty
Owl

“Owi Nothing! I tell you I thenght
it was Smithy in his study ! Desides, I
nover did it1 I haven't touched a tin
of ink to-day. Wou can ask Toddy. Heo
saw me nixing it [ Oh erikey | Leggo!”

Billy Bunter fairly wrenched himself
away from the juniors and ran.
Trotter, the Iouse page, had come
along to close the big door. But it was
still open, at the moment; and at that
moment Billy Buntor was yearning for
ithe open spaees| To his terrified, fat
mind, 3Mr. Vernon-Smith, smothered
with 1nk, was jJust belind him.
Bunter few,

He shot out of the door into ihe dusky

quad like an arrow from a bow. Trotter
stared after him blankly.
“What on enrth—" gasped Frank

Nugent.
“What the merry thomp—"
"What has tho blithering idiot done "
The Bounder gasped for breath,
“He's jolly well winded me, and given
THE MaoNET LIBRARY.=—No. 1,461
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me about a dozen bumps! T'Il smash
him into a dozen lumps of snet—"

“But what—-"

“Look 1" shriskad Bob Cherry.

An extraordinary figure apponred
from above, on the stairs. All eyes were
fixed on it.  Up to tho neck, it was Mr.
Hamuel Yernon-Smith, millionaire
financier. Above the neck, it appeared
to be a Hottentot. Black as the ace of

ades, Bmithy's father came tottering

awmn,

The Greyfriars fellows gazed at him
spellbound., They could guess the cause
of Bunter's frantic flight, now.

“Oh crumbs I gasped Bob Cherry.

" Is—iz—is that you, fatheri” stut-
tered Smithy. i

He forgot his own bumps and bruises
as he stared at the extraordinary Hgure
an the stairs.

breathed

“That ass Bunter—"
Wharton.

“That blithering idiot Bunter—"

" Urrrqgh 1” came from Mr. Vernon-
Smith. “Gurrgh! That bhoy Bunter—
that dangerous lunatic Bunter—that—
that—— Gurrggh ¥

Mr. Quelch came rustling up.

Y What—" ho began,

Ho broke off at the sight of Mr.
Vernon-Smith His eyes sccmed to start
from his face at the sight of the
millionaire.

* Who—who—what—" stuttered the
Remove master.

“ It's father, sir!” gasped the
Bounder., Snmchudj—mmiﬁm ¥y hag—
liggeem—m*

“Mr. Vernon-Smith 17

“ Look at me, sir 1 roared the million-
aire. "Look !™

Really, it was unnecessary for Mr.
Yernon-Bimith to bid the beholders lock.
They were all locking, staring—in fact,
gaping [ Mr. Vernon-S8mith was the
i-;twlmtsin-ﬂ af all eyes. He had the spot-
1FEn

% What — what — what—" stuttered
Queleh.

“Look at me ™ roared Mr. Vernon-
Smith. “1 am smothered with ink, sirl
T.ook at me! That boy Bunter—that
young idiot Bunter—that young scoun-
drel and ruffian Bunter—the fat boy,
sir; I think his name is Bunter—that
insano young villain—"

“Has—has Bunter done this " gasped
Ar. Queleh. " Upon my word | I:fe: shall
be flogged, sir—severely flog I Upon
my word | roy come with me, str—
rome with me! A wash, sir—sa wash-—

i Lt

Mr. Quelch led the inky millionaire
away for a much-neecded wash. Mr.
Vernon-8mith gasped and %urgled, and
dripped ink &3 he went. here was a
subdued chuckle. It struck some of the
fellows as funny. DBut the Bounder's
face was pale with ruga. -

“Where's DBunter? he breathed.
"I"}:Fherg’s that fat fool got te? I'll—

“He cut into the quad I said Harry
Wharton. “He will get enough from
Queleh for thiz, Smithy.”

“I'll amash him [**

“ Hallo, hallo, halla!
bell 1” said Bob Cherry.

The Greyfriars fellows trooped away
to Hall for calling-over  Smithy's
%‘lenming eyes watched for Bunier.
ivery fellow had to turn up for ecall-
over; so the fat Owl was naturally
expected to join the ranks of the
Remove, =

But Bunter did not turn up.

Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth,
called the nammes. But no (&t squeak
from the Remove answered “ Adsum ¥
when Bunter's name waa called.

Evidently, the terrified Owl waa cut-
ting call-over. Prout marked him
absent, which was serigus; but there was

There's the

no doubt that the Bounder would have
marked him still more seriously had he
not becn absent | ﬂ.ﬂf‘hGW, he did neot
turn up, and after roll-call he was nod
seen in the House. Just at present Billy
Bunter, like Brer Fox, was lying low |

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Something Like A Windfail !

i OME up to the study, you
d Lfi:llﬂw:ﬂ“

_ Harry Wharton & Co. were

in_the Rag, after calling-
over, when Tom Redwing looked in and
called to them. i

Most of the fellows, with grinnin
faces, were discussing I&i.'t_]y_ﬂunh:r afi
his anties. Bunter was missing from the
House. e

Mr Quelch had been inquiring for
him. BSeveral prefects of the Sixth
been locking for him. He had not been
found. - :

Clearly the fat Owl was in no hurry
to be found.

Perhaps he was waiting for Mr.
Vernon-Smith to go before he showed
up. Perhaps he was simply postponing
the evil hour, teo unnerved to face the
consequences of what he had done, till
he could no lenger help it The junicra
wondered whether he wounld turn 133 for
Bre:]:!;, or stay out of the House till dorm.

robably Dunter was pot enjoying a
cold, misty February evening out of
doors. Still, it was doubtless more
enjoyable than an interview with Mr.
Samuel Vernon-8mith—in the circums-
stancea |

The Famous Five joined Redwinf.
Mr. Vernon-S8mith, cleaned snd newly
garnished, had gone up to his son's
study with the Bounder, and Redwing
had come to call the other [ellows.
They had rather wondered whether the
millionaire would want to zea them,
and it appeared that he did. This
looked as if the Pelpelly affair was on
the carpet—which was rather hard Dines
on Bunter, who had been so deeply con-
cerned about his “whack.” But not
€ven to secure bis whack would the fat
Owl have nterviewed Mr. Veroon-
Smith just then

The chums of the Remove went up
with Redwing, and found the million-
sire in Suuly Ne. 4. Mr. Vernon-Smith
was still looking a little flustered; but
he greeted the juniors very kindly and
cheerfully, There was & grin on
Smithy's face. from which they guessed
that he knew what his father had to say.

The millionsire, having greeted the
his watch. Bill

Eniam; glanced at
unter's misdirected vengeance h
taken up a great deal of the time he
had to spare; and Mr. Vernon-Smith's
time, of course, was of tremendous
value. He had a train to catch, end
trains, like time and tide, wait for mo
man.

The juniors would have liked to ask
him =n qguestion about the injured
fﬂreigﬁurque had brought to the school
in hie taxi, but there was no time for
that. The millionaire, probably, had
already forgotten that wunimpertant
incident.

“Now,” he said, “I've only a few
minutea] My taxi’s waiting, and I've
got a train to catch at Courtheld. Have
on boys thought snything about that

panish treasure that was discovered in

my old place at Polpelly in the
Chiristmas holidays " . .
“We hadn't forgotien ik,  =ir,"

answered Harry Wharton

“¥ou didn't think I had, I hope,”
said Mr. Vernon-Smith. *Well, the
doubloons have been valued and  dis-
posed of; the proper proportion ef the



“Urigh ! Good gad ! What—-—what——whﬁgﬂ%d gad! UrrghI*

his little ronnd eyes almost pop thre
the millionaire, had risen into view. *

procecds paid over to the Government
official concerned, esnd the remainder
loft in my hands, as the owner of the
property. i
r. Vernon-Smith %auscd at that.

Had Billy Bunter been present, un-
doubtedly = protesting equeak would
bave been heard in the pause.

Fortunately, Bunter was not present.

The Famous Five, not knowing what
to expect, wero silent. They really did
consider that a whack all round would
not be amiss, But certainly they had
no idea of putting in a claim.

Mr., Vernon-8mith, smiling a plump
amile, resumed : :

‘1t spems to me only fair play for a
certain proportion of the procceds to Le
divided among all the boys who had a
hand in the dizcovery. The actual dis-
covery, I believe, was mado by Bull”
B"‘IF'rahky was with me,” sald Johnny

uil.

“But you spotted it,” said Nugent.

“Oh rot!” said Johnny Bull. *Any-
how, neither of us would have got away
with a singlo bit of it if the other
fellaws hadn't found us and got us out
of the scrape wea were in.”

“That's right as rain !" agreed Frank.

“Chiefly  Smithy,” said Harry
Wharton.

“0h, spare my bhlushes !
Bounder.
together ¥

“That is the idea |" zaid Mr. Vernon-
Smith, " Even that idiotic boy Bunter—
ke had little to do with it. I think, but
ke was a member of the party, and my
gon hasz told me that even Bunter came

rinned the
“We're all standing in this

in useful on occasion. Are you boys
agreeable to share  egually with
Buanter 1"

“Certainly, wir 1"
"“0f gourse I*

EVERY SATURDAY

Oh erikey ! ** gasped Bunter, realis

PETSDL,

“ After what bhappeped in this study
an hour ago,” sai r. Vernon-Binith,
rather grimly, “1 was & little inclined
to change my mind about Bunter. How-
ever, aa he is going to receive & flogging
for his folly, we will let it go at that.
Bhare and share alike |

“Right as rain |® sald Harry. ;

“There are nine dpursunﬁ_ togsliare, in.
¢luding my son snd Redwing's father,”
went on  Mr. Vernon-Smith, *IFive
hundred pounds cach—"

[ Eh?!!

“What 1" _

Thoe Famous Five fairly blinked at
AMr. Vernon-Smith. What the value of
the Polpelly treasure muight have been
they did not preeisely kpow. Bub the
idea of receiving such a sum ss five
hundred pounds cach rather took their
breath away. . i

“Yeu're not scrions, sir?™ exclaimed
Harry Wharton.

17 uim ‘!H

“Five hundred pounds!™ gasped the
captaim of the Hemove.

“Precisely that!” )

“ Bunter will bnarst 1 gaid Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha 1" ]

 Naturally,” sald Mr. Vernon-Bmitl,
*T cannot place such & sum in the hands
of schoolboys.™

“Hardly 1” grinned Bob. *“Quelch
would have eomething to say about a
Remove chap having Eve hundred quids
in his pockets.” ;

“The sayfulness would be terrific1”

“Probably your parentz will advise
you how to dispose of ih,"™ said the
millionaire. “The Faster holidays are
not very far off, and vou may elect to
gpend it on a holiday—a trip abread, or
somothing of the kind.”

“Wo could get farther than Margate

on five hundred pounds!” remarked
Bob.
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Riily Bunter spun round, and stared into the study,
round speciacles. The plump and punﬁf
only too

ﬂg::m of Mr. Vernon-Smith,

well that he had inked the wrong

“But that is your affair,” said Mr.
Vernon-Bmith. “The money will
yours, to do exactly as you like with
subject to vour parents’ approval, o
course. In the meantime, I have fianed.
it with your headmaster, Dr. Locke. It
will bo safe in his hands until you have
communicated with your homes. Is that
satisfactory to you?”

“Quite, sir |®

*“Yes, rathor!”

“You're awlully good, sir' said
Hegrry., "0 course, wo landed on the
stuff at Polpelly; but vou're not
bound—"

Mr. Veroon-Smith waved a plump
Land. . .

“Fair play's a jewel !” he said. “Mr,
Redwing bas already received his share,
and Tom has asked me to place his
ghere in hiz father's keeping, which I
ghell do My gon's share I have banked
for him, 8ix shares, bulcrnfmg to you
five boys and Bunter, are lodged with
Dr. Locke ™ Bre. Vernon-Smith glanced
at  bhis walch again.  “Hatislied,
hope 7

“ More than that, sip!®

“Ilurrah !

Mr. Vernon-Smith smiled.

“Mow I must go¥ he sald
“llerbert, you may coma down to the
taxi with me. Good-bye, my boys!”

Ho shook hands very cordially all
round with the Fainous Five, and lefc
the study with the Bounder and Red-
wing. Left o 8tudy No. 4, the chums
of the Remove gazed at one anaother.

“Fiva hundred pounds!" said Bab,
with & whistle. “1I say, I suppose wea
ain't dreaming this ™

“The dreamfulness s nob prepos-
torous [ chuckled the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

Tae Mioxer LIBRARY.—No. 1.451.
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*Five—hurrah !—=hundred — hurrah 1—
quids! Hurrah{ Hip-hip hurrah!”
roared Dob Cherry, in tones that woke
most of the echoes of the Remove pas-

B0

ffarr]- Wharton laughed.

“1t's ripping!” he said,
ping I*

"%:‘hﬁ topfulness is—"

“Terrific and preposterous |” roared
Bob, grabbing the Nabob of Bhanipur,
ﬂ.nl;:ll waltzing him round Smithy’s study
tabla.

“Ow! TLegpo! My esteemed idiotic
Bob—" gasped Hurrea Jamsct Ram
Singh.

“ Hip-hip——  Yarocooh |  roared
Baob, as he slipped in a pool of ink and
went over, dragging the nabob down
with a erash to the floor.

“ ¥oo-hoop 1"

“Ha, ha, hal"

Skinner locked into the Siud{;

“What on earth’s the row I” he asked.
“You fellowi come into a fortune”

* Just that,"" said Nugent, laughing.

“(Id Smith tipped you fve bob
each 1" asked Skinner.

“Fiva hundred pounds
chuckled Johony Bull.

“Wha-a-t?"

“Tive hundred pounds—""

* Five hundred ratsi” said Skinner
“Tell that to somebody who will believe
it 1

And Bkinner walked away, laughing.

But Skinner’'s unbelief did not worry
the Famous Five, When they went
slong to thew studies to prep, they went
rejoloing.

Fellows wera not suppesed to talk to
ono another in prep; but that evening
g pood many fellows in the Remove
rlicfo Beforo prep was over, all the
Remove knew of the Famous Five's
windfall. All but Bunter—who was still
missing. Dunter had not heard yet.
Somewhere out in the February mist the
hapless Owl of the Removo remained in
ignorance oven of his own windfall.

£ TDP .

each 1"

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Dodging In The Dark!

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H found Mr. Quelch at the door
when they came dowu after

prep.

The Remove master had his coat on,
and was, apparently, going out. The
wondered whether he was going to loo
for Billy Bunter. The captain of the
Romove stopped to speak to his Vorm-
master. .

“If you ]pha.ae, gir—" ha hepan.

BMr. Quelch glanced round.

“What is it, Whartont"'

His manner was very gracious. The
Remove master was pleaszed with the

art the boys of his Form had taken in
Ealping the ipjured foreigner, now
under modieal eare in the school sana-
torium, Who the man was, and why ha
had been attacked, nobody knew; but
it waa certain that the Bemovites had
gaved him from his mystorious assailant,

“That foreign chap, s=ir!” said
Harry ' I=—I wondered if wa might ba
allowed to sce him, sir. We'ra rather
sorry for him—"

“Th: sorrowfulnesa is
honoured  sahib [*
Jumset Ram Singh,

Br. Queleh smiled. :

“1 am about to 1;3::3' him a  wvisit
myzelf,’” be gaid. “ ¥You may come with
me if you wmien. I hope we may find
that tha poor fellow has recovered con-
goiousnees by this time.”

Tre MAGKET LIERARY.—Nn. 1.46L

terrific,
remarked Hurreas
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The Famous IFive were qute pleased
to walk out with their Form-master to
pay that visit. They were ourious about
the copper-faced man, and they were
interested and sympathetic.  They put
on coats and caps, for the school sana-
torium wsas detached from the other
buildings, and the night was cold and
misty. :

With a hope that they would find the
vietim of the ““bola® on the way to
recovery, thoy followed Mr. Quelch.

“"You have seen nothing of Bunter,
Wharton 1" asked the Remove master,
as thev crossed the corner of the quad
towards the Head's garden.

“"No, #ir,” eaid rey. "I donm't
think flu came in for prep.”

“The utterly foolizh boy seems to be
terrified at what he has done,” said
Mr. Queleh. " He has reason, of course,
o2 undoubtedly ho will be flogged by his
headmaster  The most severe flog-

11 ____JJ

“Ow 1" came a squeak from the dark-
neEs,

Mr. Quelch jumped

“ Who—what—is that Bunter "

Oh ler' I

There was a patter of running feet.

The chums of the Remove exchanged
Evidently the fat

grinning  glancos.
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Owl had been lurking near the House,
and he had been within hearing of Mr.

Gueleh’s voiea,
“Bunter! Stop1”

Quelch. “8top at once!

you to your headmaster 1”7

Tf Bunter was stil]l within hearing of
Mr Queleh’s voice, he was petting out
of it as fast as ki fet little legs would
carry him. Tho patter of Hying fect
diced away in tho gloom.

Mr. Quelch breathed hard and deep.

“The utterly stupid boy ¥ he mut-
tered.

e walked on to the gate of the
Ilead’'s garden, on tho other side of
which was the sanatorium, 1t was very
dark at the gate, and a3 the Eemove
master reached it, he gave a sudden
jump a8 & shadow stirred.

“Bunter! Is that you Bunter?"

“0h erikey 1™

Evidently it was Bunter!

“Sepure that stupid boy at once ™
rapped Mr, Queleh.

But that was easier sald than done.
There was a wild scrambling in the
gloom, which hinted that the fugitive
fat Ow!l was scrambling over the gate
Bob Cherry made a dive for the sound,
and grabbed=—and staggered back with
a wild yell:

13 'W'ﬂw I.H

He clasped a hand fto an anguished
noga.  Someth.ng had smitten that
nose hard—apparently Buntor's boot, as
he scrambled over the gate and fed
inte the Head's garden.

“Cherry I"* rapped Mr. Quelch,

“YVow-ow!l Owl Waow|l”

“Why aro vou uttering those ridicu-

thundered Mr.
I shall take

lous noises, Cherry 1" thundered the
Remove maste-,

“Ow! My nose! COwl My bokol
Wow |” gasped Bob. “I've got & bang
on the boko—wow |l Ow "

“0Oh! That ridiculous boy! Bunter!
Bunter! BUNTER ™

Quelch's voice was lifted in wralh.
But answer thers camo none! Bill
Bunter had wvanished into the dnri
shrubberies.

Breathing very bard and very deep,
Mr. Quelch opened the gate, and the
juniors followed him into the shadowy

arden—Bob with a red-spotted hand-

rchief pressed to hia nosel

They followed the path to “sanny.”
Under the lealess branches, amid thick
shrubberies, it was very gloomy.

A sudden shadow crossed the Remove
master’s path, darting away.

" Bunter I'"* he hooted.

No anawer,

“ Was that Bunter, eir 1" asked Harry.
“It seemed to me bigger than Bunter.”

He pecred after the vapished shadow.

“Who else could be lurking in this
garden. at this hour, Wharton 1"
enipped Mre. Quelch. “ Certainly it was
that foolish boyl BUNTER I

But thers came no m[ﬁr, gnd the
shadow had vanished. r. Quelcl,
compressing bis lips, stalked on again,
followed by the juniors

Billy Bunter was postponing the evil
hour; but he certainly was not im-
proving matters by so doing. My,
Queleh’s wrath, like wine, lmproved
with keeping |

A light gleamed from & window of
“sanny *' over the dark garden. The
window was only partly curtained, and
a5 the room was on the ground floor, the
juniors could see Mra., Kebble, the
matron, moving within. That room,
they supposed, was occupied by the
copper-faced man. They werse quite
anxtous to ges him, and seo bow he was
progressing.

They followed Mr. Quelch into the
building and down & passage. A door
opened, and Mr. Quelch spoke to Mys

ebble in a low wvoice, the juniors
respectiully waifing.

The Remove master turned round to
them at last.

“It appears that the unfecrfunate man
has not yet recovered consciousness,”
he said. *“You may, if you desire, sce
him, but tread softly.”

“Yos, sirl” ; X

The juniors Eaa&ed in, on tiptoa.

A shaded light burned, glimmering on
the copper-complexioned face of the
foreigner who had been rﬂged in by
the **bola” on the Courtfeld Road, s
few hours ago. Tho black-haired head
was bandaged: the eyes closed. Dut
tha copper-faced man stirred and mut-
tered. In the silence, the juniors caught
a muttering of for¢ign words from his
hipa.
“ Poor chap ! muttered Dob.

That erack of hizs head on the fmag
road had evidently hit the man hard,
The stirring and muttering seemed io
hint that consciousness was strugglin
back, but the eyes had not yet opened.
Mr. Quelch listened intently. He knew
many languages; and ‘l:i picking up a
word or two, he ho to traco the
nationality of the sufferer, "

“ Naa toque! Corpo de Nao
toque " came guite clearly.

“J¥3 that Spenish?¥ muttered Dob.

“La forenda—" cames the mutter.

Hnn;ir Wharton gave a start as he
listenexd. _

“Portuguese 1" he said.

Mr. Quelch gave his head boy a sur-
prised stare, Portuguess was quito ap
upknown tongue at Greyfriars scheol.

Deos !



Mr. Quelch had already realized that a
tongue which sounded like Spanish, but
had a nasal intonation, was no doubt
Yortuguese; but he certainly had notb
cxpected any boy in his Form to be
acquainted with that circumstence.

" Sim, sim, senbor I ¢ame the mutter,
snd then it suddenly changed to English,
“Greyiriars school—in & county of Kent
in Inglatorra—sim, sim, I shall go to
find it—sim, sim !

“Bless my soul!” breathed M.
Quelch. Iz it possible that that un-
fortunate man was coming to this very

place when ho was sttacked IV :
The juniors stood amazed, The
copper-faced man had been  coming

down tho road from Courtfield in his
car towards the school, when the atteck
and the disaster had happened. But
they had pever droamed that ho could
hu%na&iﬂ for Greyfriars ilsclf. Yet,
to jud yy his mutterings, Greviriars
sohool had been hii destinstion,

Mr. Quelch signed te the juniers to
follow him, and they went out inte the
passage. The matron closed the door
on em, shutting off the strango
mutterings of tho man from the tropics.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Night Out !
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W “Yeu, mir [”
“You suppose the man to

be a Portugucso ¥

“From what ho said, sir——"'

"uite so " sald Mr. Quelch, eyeing
his head boy. “But surely vou arc not
sequainted  with the Portuguess lun-
guage, my boy?"” ]

Harry Wharton smiled. All the
IPortugucse words he knew might have
keen counted on his fingers. -BUll, as
it bappencd, ho did know ecnough to
recognize the languagn when it was
spoken—having a pood memory.

“Oh, no, sir!" he answerad., " Bat 1
picked up & few words from a chap who
used to be in the Remove here—"

“There has never been a Portugnesc
hoy at Groyviriars to my knowledge,
Wharton 1" said tho astonished Remove
masker.

“No, sir, but
Yalenting——"

“Valentine " repeated JMr. Quelch.

“Jim Valentine, sir, who waz hero
some time age. Ho had an uncle 1n
Brazil, and at one time he hoped to
o out and join him, and studied
Yortugueso for that reason, You retnom-
ber he was in our study, Nugent—--"
“Yes, rather!” answered Nugent.
“Valontine used to talk about his
uncle in Brazil sometimes, sir,” ¢x-
plained Harry. “You remembor, sir,
that when he left Greoylriars, it was

you  roinember

when his uncle came for him, and he
went beek to Drazmil  with B
Valenting——" .

“I remember, certainly,” assenied
Alr. Quelch. A

“Jim—I mean, Valentine—spouted

Uortuguese in the study somctimes,
said klarry. “Ie kept it up beocanse
he always hoped to hear from his unclo
in Brazil, whers they spealk that lan-
guage. LThat's how I happen to know
a few words, sir.”

i

*1 remoember the word ' fazends,"”
said Harry. " They call a coffee plan-
tation a fazenda in Bra=il.™

“Indeed 1" said Mr. Quelch.

“And ‘Corpo de Deos' is what the
Portuguese say when they mean *my
hat* or ‘By Jovel' ¥

Mr. Queolch emiled.

“It's just like Bpanish, of course,

EVERY SATURDAY

sit 1" sald Harry. *But there's a dif-
fereace in the wvowels, and I remember
Velentine telling me sbout it. His
uncle was used to sptaking Porluguese
in Brazil, and hp said once or twice
*Corpo do Deos!’ and Valentine told
us——"

“1 understand, Wharton !” zaid M,
Quelch, with an approviog nod. *“You
have a retenlive memory, my boy—a
very useful thing. There cam be no
doubt that this wunfortunate man is
Portuguese, whether TBuropean or
Brazilian; and this may help us to trace

his friends, if nccessary.”
Tha juniors followed their Form-
master back to the House. On the way,

Mr. Quelch kept a keen eye open for a

sign of Billy Bunter. But thero was

Eeit}imr sign nor sound of the fatuous fat
wl.

Arrived at the House, Mr. Quelch
went to the Head's study, perhaps to
ﬂ-]ppl'l‘.-'.ﬂ him that it had transpired that
the unconscious man in “sanuy” was of
Portuguese nationality. The juniors
went into the Rag, wondering whether
Bunter had como in during their
absence.

But the fat figure and big spectacles
of William George Bunter did not meet
their view.

“ Hasn't that blithering owl come mn 7
asked Bob Charry.

“Not yet? pgrinned Peler Todd.
“The dear boy's going to make a night
of it, it scems !

““Heo dodged into the Head's gardon,™
said Harry., "“Surcly the Lowling nss
will have senze cnough to come in, in
timo for dorm.™

“Has he ever had any scnse?” de-
manded Peter.

“Well, no, but—-= .

“He's got it coming 1o him ! grunted
Johnny Bull. “If ho had the sense of
a bunny rabbit, he would come in and
gek it over,”

“Alas1” said Toddy., "Ilo hasn't!”

It looked as if Toddy was right; for
when half-past nine came, the bedtime
for the Remove, Bunter was still
mi=sing.

The Lower Fourth marvched off to

their dormitory: s good many grinmng ©Q

faces among them. )

Billy Bunter was well-known in his
Form, to be innumerable sorts of an
ass, But Dunter's latest really seemed
the limit! It was true that a fogging
awaited him when he turned up.  No
follow could be expected te be anxious

every other moment, to hear the dormi-
tory door open, and to sce the fat Owl
marched in. _

But the door did not open; Bunter
was not marched in, Fellows dropped
off to sleep ome by one, Tt was o very
late hour, and tho juniors were asleep,
when Harry Wharton started out of a
doze, at tho sound of a loud crack!

Ile sat up in bed in astonishment,

“What the thum " he ejaculafed.

¢ That’s the window 1" -exclaimed Bob
Cherry, also awakcned.

Crack !

Another loud, aha.rg erack came, and
fragments of glass dropped inside the
dormitory. .

“Bome potty ass chucking stones!™
E'E.E]EEd Bob, “At thiz time of night,
oo L]

“ Bunter " exclaimed Wharton,

Heo jumped out, of bed, and ran to
tho window. There was a ripple of
merriment in the darkoess. Sﬂmehﬂdﬁ
was throwing up stones from the qua
outside, and ewidently it could cnly be
tha fat Owl, trying to atiract the at-
tention of his Form-fellows., One pane
was cracked, and one was broken.
Wharton jerked open the high window,
and ﬁtarevj out. . .

There was a glimmer of starlight
through the Tebruary gloom., It
gleamed on a large pair of spectacles,
upturned.

Bunter was below—far below.

Apparently he saw Wharton's head
projected from the window, for he
geased to hurl slones,

“1 say, iz that you, Toddy?"” came
a breathless squeak irom below.

“You potty ass!” howled Wharton.
“You howling lunatie—"

“Oh, réally, Wharton—"

‘f‘ﬂ}f‘nu’vn !.'ﬂl-iiﬁn the window,

ifling porpoise |
P ngv.! 1'..}:[:_!- window! I believe I've
broken two or threc—some of the stones
fell G}mrt—-——"

“(Jh scissors

“I had to make you hear. I've been
chucking up stones for & guarter of an
hour, you boast ! howled Bunier,

“(3o and knock at the door, fathoad!

weleh will let you in!”

“T'Il watch it!" gasped Bunter,

“You unspeakable idiot—"

“ Boast ! say, old chap, 13 Quelch

waxy 7" sgueaked Buater. “I mean,

hasn't he got over i yot? Think he's

still waxy 7"
(Continued on next PRGE)
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“5till waxy ! gasped Wharton,

He stared down at the fat figure, an
snxious fat face below. Apparently
Bunter had been nourishing a hope that,
with the passuie of time, Mr. 5uel¢h‘3
wrath might abate! It did not seem
probable to Harry Wharton! Far from
it! Rather was the Remove master’s
wrath likely to intensify, till it reached
boiling point.

“Yos, old fellow. Think the brute's
got over his tentrums yet?" inquired
Bunter anxiously,

“Hardly ! gasped Wharton,

i-l_l:!h I{'rl 1!]‘

“Look here, vou fat chump, koock at
the deor—" . L

“No fear! Not if Quelch is still
waxy |l I zay, you come out and bring
me some blankets——"

“B-b-blankets [ stuttored Wharton.

“And & pillow—"

“ Pip-pip-pillow—"

“And  some grub--Iin  fearfully
hungry——"*
“Gruab

“¥eos, old chap., It's up to you to
stand by a fellow, after all I've done
for you. You can risk breaking bounds,
vou know, for a pal. I =say, I can camp
in the summer-house in the Head's
garden, if I have some blankets and a
pillow, and some grub—mind you don’t
forget the grub.”

Dunter broke off suddenly. ;

A door opened, and a flood of light
streamed out into the darkness of the
quadrangle. Two or thres figures ap-
peared in the light. .

Bunter's stono-throwing exploits, and
the sound of voices, had evidently drawn
attention. The fat junior spun round in
dizmay. ;

“Bunter ! camie a deep voloo,

“0h evikey I

* Bunter—sto &

Bunter vanished.

Harry Wharton popped back from the
window., He did not want to be zeen
there if Mr. Quelch looked np.

Keeping back, he could see flash-
lamps moving about in the gloom, like
will-of-the-wisps. Evidently the Re-
move master and some of the prefects
were looking for Dunter.

“YWhat did the howling ass want?”
asked Bob Cherry, as the captain of the
Eemoeve groped back o his bed.

“Only %lm:keta and things for camp-
ing out,” answered Harry.

*h crumba ™

““Ha, ha, ha "

“*Dear old Bunter | ehuckled Toddy.
“Isn't he a ladi”

“I1a, ha, hal”

“They're after him " said Harry, "1
dare =zay they'll be marching him in in
a few minutea now.”

But they did not march Bunter in. If
he had scuttled back to the Head's
garden they were not likely to search
that shadowy expanse for him. The
dormitory door did not open; Bunter
did not come marching home. Evidently
t}lgﬂ' tficrnﬁed fat Ohwl was making a night
of i

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Man At The Window.
i H lor' 1” groaned Billy Bunter,

Bunter was fealing bad.

A dozen times, at least, the
., fat Owl had been tempted to
give it up. and his foofsteps had been
turned in the direction of the House.
But every lime the awiful gm.ﬁpen!:
before him drove him back. The fat
Owl of the Remove never, perhaps, had
much in the wai.v of sense, and now he
was scarcd fairly out of his fab wits
such as Lthey were.
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He was going to be flogged when
found—that was a cert! The only re-
source was, not to be found! But how
long Billy Bunter could keep up thie
extraordinary game was a problem tfo
which he had no idea of finding an
ANSWEr.

IIc had a hope—a faint one, certainly
—that Quelch might relont—and get over
hiz temper. The just wrath of a schosl-
master was, to Billy Bunter, merely
temper.  Merely that and nothing more.

And if it was merely temper, a man
might get over it—given time. Bunter
was gaving Quelch plenty of time,

But even the fat and fatheaded Owl of
the Remove realizsed that this was a very
frail rerd to lean upon. Even Bunter
had o glimmering of the fact that a
fellow whoe dodged punishment was
rather more likely to exasperate s besk
than to pacify him,

Btill, ho was getting out of the fog-
ging—so far! That, after all, was the
important point. If only he had had
somothing to eat, Bunier would have
considered that, so far, he had handled
the situation pretty well. Billy Bunter’s
fat intelleet moved in mysterious ways,
its wonders toe perform.

Quelch's heart, he hoped, might be
touched, by a fellow staying out of doors
on o cold and clammy night. Hoe might
get anxious about Bunter—and perhaps
anxicty might banish wrath,

On the other band, it might intensify
it. You never could tell. Bunter could
only hope for the best.

In the meantime the hour was late;
Bunter was cold, ho was sleepy, and he
was hungry. DBut he was too eold to
sleep, generally his resource when he
had nothing else on hand. He might
have forgotten the empty space within,
in slumber. But he could not forget the
cold. It kept him awake.

He had tried to sleep, stretched on tha
beneh 1n the summer-house. But in
February, that little building seemed
cruelly misnamed. Tt was a winter-
housze, not & summer-house now, Heneo
Bunter’s desperate attempt to get help
from the Remove fellows. If ungljr thoso
unfeeling beasts would have supplied
him with blankets, he ecould have
managed.

Instead of which the captain of the
Remaovae had only ealled him names from
the window, and cracking panes had
grven the alarm, and the fat Owl had
had another narrow escape.

Bunter groaned dismally.

He tramped on the damp and clammy
pailis in the Head's garden—wherse he
was safe from capture, though not from
cold and hunger. And these began to
seem to Bunter almost worse than cap-
turo, as the night grew older. I-Ea.
hauntad the vicinity of the glimmering
window of the sanatorium building.
That light, burning through the dark
night, was some sort of company for the
lonely and solitary Owl,

Bunter knew nothing about the
foreign meotorist who had been brought
It e had been busily occupied at the

timo in his study.

He was rather surprized to see a Light
burning so late in the sanatorimn; he
was awara that no Greyiriars fellow was
on the sick list,

Blinking in at the half-curtained
window, he spotted Mrs. Kebble several
timez; but after & late hbur the
matrgn  Was seen no  more,  Some-
body was occupying the room, but
n serean was in the way, and Bunter
ROV m;uthing of the copper-faced man.
But tha light showed that the room was
ocoupied-—a  shaded
through the night.

Tho desperate idea oven came into
Bunter's mind of getling in at that

light burning

lighted window, and curling up in some
eorner where it would be warm, at least.
It would have been easy enocugh, for
the window was on the ground floor, and
it was open at the fop. Bunter could
have %s ed up the lower sash and got
in. ut he did not dare wmake the
venfure, .
“Beasts " groaned Bunter, alluding
to Harry Wharton & Co., Smithy, and
his father, the Head snd his statf, and
the world generally. :
Onee more he almost made up his fat
mind to surrender. He wasg dismally de-
bating it, when a sound_in the silent
garden made him jump. It was a rustle
in the shrubbery, a by somecnna
coming guietly towards the open space
where Bunter stood, blinking at the
glimmering window.
_ That sound, hinting of capture, bau.
ished the idea of surrender at once.
Bunter made one bound to escape.

He bolted into the nearest rhedoden-
drons, caught his foof, stumbled, and
fell. As he lay panting, he heara a foot-
fall, and dared not rizo again. Someons
was close at hand, and 1f e rose, the
limmer from the window would reveal
Eirm He lay and palpitated, his fat
heart pounding.

ueleh, of course, hunting for himn.
hat was a certainty to his terrified
mind. In sheer terror he listened as ho

lay.

;i'-::- his mmtense relief the foolfalls did
not approach him, He had not been
BOEM.

A long, long minute passed. There
wps silence. %‘he footfalls had ceoscd.
Had the beast gone {

Bunter ventured to lift his head at
last, and blink round through his bipg
spectacles. He popped back, as he saw
a dark figure standing in the glimmer-
ing light of the window.

The man, whoever he was, was not a
dozen feet away. But it dawned on
Bunter that the man's back was 1o himn,
and that 1t was not Mr. Quelch. Cauti-
ouszly, be raised his head again, and
blinked.

It was a thick-set, stocky man who
stood at the window, peering in throuch
thae space left by the ecurtoin,  The
light from within showed his face--
brown ss o berrv, with an aquiline
nose—a nose rather like a beak, Bunter
haed e glimpse of a short, pointed
black besvrd and jetly ecyelashes. Cer-
tainly it was not Quelch—it was nothiue
like Quelch! It was nobody Bunter had
over seen before—the man was a com-
plete stranger to him, and evidentiy a
forcigner of southern race.

Bunter blinked at him, petrificd with
astonishment.

What was that foreigmer—that dazo
—doing there? Anywhere else mn tho
school precinets at that hour ha would
hoave supposed that an intruder was a
burgler. But the most enterprising
burglar could hardly have set out to
burgle & school sanatorium. The fellow
was not a tramp, looking for a sur-
reptitious night's lodging. He looked
gquite well-dreszed—hiz ., overcoat was
good, so was the foreign-locking haot
elonched over his dark face. YWho waos
he? And what did he want?

Whoever he was, and whatever he
wanted, he wes up to no good, thot
was certain,. If  Bunter would have
been terrified by the appearance of
Mr. Qualeh, he was doubly and trebly
terrified by the appearance of that
dark, foreign-looking man. He orouched
in the shrubbery, not daring to make
a sound, hiz eyes and his spectacles
glued on the swarthy profile of tha Ince
ot the window.

The dark man pressed that dark face



oy
b T
e e
A
e
==

e
o,

Lo T
A
R,

-,
i
i gl

s b

.._‘.._.._.--..-_
e m Bt ST e

o i

too late.

clozo to tho glazs, peering into the
lighted room. A mutiered word camoe
from him, catching Bunler’s straining
Cars.

“ Bom !

Bunter knew as much Porluguese as
he knew of the language of the man
in the moon., But he knew what that
sjaculation meant; tho pronunciation
being very much like the French word
“bon.” And Bunter knew as much
French as Monsieur Uharpentier had
been able te drive info his head. It
was not much, certainly: but he knew
that bon meant ¥ Good.” He concluded
that the man at the window was o
IF'renchiman, and that he was satishied
with what he saw in the hghted room—
whatever it was.,  Harry Wharten
could have told him that “bom,” with
a nasal intonation, was a l'ortuguese
word ; remembering that he hed heard
it from Valentine of the Remove long
axo. But to Billy Bunter it was
French!

The dark man ecased to peer in at
the window. He groped and fumbled,
and quietly raised the lower zash.

Bunter blinked at the stocky figure
clambering in at the window. It
dropped silently inside the room, and
vanished.

“Oh erikey ! gasped Bunler.

The window waa left wide open.
From within came a starlled exclama-
tion that reached Bunter's fat ears—in
another wvoico he had never heard

before.
0 lebo! I possival 1™

D lobo!

This was Porlugucse, but it was
Greek to Bunter. He might have
guessad—had he thought—that *lobo "
meant “ wolf "—but he could not have
guessed that “o” was the definite
article in Portuguese, and meant * the.”

The man- in the bed—evidently con-

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo ! ** roared Bob Cherry, as Vernon-Smith ran up the stalrs.
As the Bounder ran up, Bunter came bolling down.
both rolled down the stairs fogether.
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“ Look out ! But the warning came
There was a terrific crash as the two junlors met, and they
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Bump, bump, bump! “Ow! Oh! Ow!* * Yaroooh!!*
seious now—was cxclaiming, in slartled and followed euit. It was not pleazant
tones : ~on a raw and clammy February night !
“The wolfl! The wolf! Is 1t And it was rather a serious matter to

possible

Y 8im, sim, Joan Frulo!” came the
hissing aanswer. 0 lobe, de veras!
A earla—a carta—-"

W Nao!™ masped the man in the bed.
“INunca I"

“ A carla—de presso—="

Billy Bunter heard that exchange of
words, without giving them any atten-
tion, however. He heard them over
his fat shoulder as he beolied. Now
that the dark-faced men was out of his
sight, it was a chance for Dunter to
—and he went. Scrambling out of the
rhodedendrons, gasping for  breatly
Bunter bolted down the dark a3
fast as his fat little legs could go. And
there was & sudden crash, and he
equeaked with lerror as hands seized
hurm 1 the darkness.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
0Ouf of Bounds!

é OT ¥ gaid Johnny Bull.

R “The rotfulness is terrific!”
yawned the Nabob of Bhani-
ur.

TWell, Ull go! sald Harry Wharton.

“Fathead 1" said Bob Cherry. But

Lo turned out of bed.
“Thia means & row!” remarked
Nugent. as he pulled on his trousers.

“Well, look here, I'il go, but you

fellows=——"

“Don’t be an asz, old chap!”

“Sink or swim together!” said Tdob

Cherry. “If you're golng to ask for a
licking from Qucich, we'll all say the
same 1"

Harry Wharton was already dressing

in the dark. His comrades turned out,

break bound: at midnight. It meant
scverea trouble, in case of discovery—
especially with Mr. Quelch slready in
a perturbed and cxasperated frame of
mind, on account of Bunter's anties.

“Look here, we shall mansge it all
right!” said Harryv. “Thsat fat idiot,
from what he =zaid, is in the Head's
garden—most likely in the summer-
house there, We shall find him all
right 1™

“Ho waon't como in!” said Jolhnny.

“He will if we take him by the ears.”

“ Bomething in that!™ agreed Bob,
with a chuockle. "Lunkiﬁ.x they're
large, and there will be pleniy of room
for gll of us to hold ont®

“Wo coan’t leave that howling ass
out all night if we can hook him in,”
said the captain of the Remove.
“They'll ind him in the morning—and
they may as well find him in bed as
out of it!™

*Quite as well,” agreed Bob, “ Bunter
would understend that if he could
understand anything.”

“Going after Buoter?” yawned
Skinner, “If you can’t find him, T'Il
tell vou how to wangle 1tl”

“How's that?” asked Harry.

“Make & noise like & jam tart!
Buniler will come ruoning!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You silly ass!?

Thors was & chortle from the fellows
awake in the Removse dapditory. The
Famous Five dressed quickly in the
darlc.

Now that he knew where to look for
the fat and fatuous Owl, the captain
of the Remove was disinclined to go
back to bed and leave the hapless

{Continued on page 16.)
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(Continwed from page L'fr.'f

Bunter out in the cold. Obviously, it
was better for Bunter to be_ found
inside the House in the morning in-
stead of outside it. It was likely to
lessen hiz punishment if he did not,
after all, have & night out. And it was
very likely that he would catch a bad
ecold if he stayed out—and it was clear
by this time that the combined efiect
-u? funk and folly would not let him
gome in.

Once he was collared, he would  not
have any choice about that. Wharton
was prepared to pull him along by a
fat ear, if necessary; and it was cer-
tain that wherever DBunter's fat ear
went, Bunter would follow!

Quietly, the Famous Five went to
the door, sl.eipe:d out of the dormitory
into the dark passage, and closed the
door softly behind them.

They trod away on tiptoe
stairs. . :

As they descended with great caution
to the Remove passage, they could seo
a glimmer of light ot the foot of the
mein sfairease. ate as 1t was, every-
body had not vet gone to bed. 'They
had no doubt that Mr. Quelch was
remnaining up on mecount of the fat
Owl, and they could guess his frame of
mind-—they conld guess it so accurately
that they wers extremely anxious that
Quelch should not discover them out of
thetr dormitory.

In deep darkness, they trod down
the Hemove passage to the box-room at
the end. ' :

From the box-room window it was
casy for active fellows to drop to the
leads outside and clamber to the
ground.

In a few minutes mora the chums of
the Remove were under the faink
glimmer of stars from a misty sky.

When they emerged inte the guad-
rangle, they looked towards the window
of BMr. Quelch’s study, and saw that a
light was still burming there. Evidently,
the Remove master was still up.

ta the

“Lucky he's mnot still  huntiog
Bunter !” murmured Bob. “He might
find unexpected game |

“Quiet [ breathed Wharton.

*What—"

"Quiet! Look!™ ;

A tiny winking light appeared in the
darkness of the quadrangle. It was
evidently that of an electric flash-
larap. The junlors t:uu:{g‘llt their breath.

“@guelch ™ breathed Trank Nugent.

“Who else?” muttered Wharton.
“Quiet, for goodness’ sake!”

t had not occurred to the Famous
Five that Quelch milght be etill rooting
after the elusive Owl at that late hour.
But as the winking light passed st a
diztance, they had a ghmpse of a tall,
angular form and & grim set faco. It
was Quelch—and they were omly too
glad to see him, and his light, disap-
pear beyond the elma,

“A night out for Quelch, as well as
Buoter [ murmured PBob. “I sup-
Tre Magrer Liprany.—No. 1,461,
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pose the prefecta have gone to bed—
but' poor old Quelch—

A voice came from the darkness.

“Have you seen soything of bim,
Wingate "

“MNo, sir!” came. back the veice of
thoe captain of Greyiriars.

The juniors, blotted in & dark corner
of the wall, made no sound or move-
ment.  Their hearts wera beating.
Quelch, evidently, felt that it was his
duty to keep up the search for the
missing Owl, But it was wvery doubt-
ful whether he would have regarded ‘it
a3 the duty of members of his Form.

The Remove master's wvoice came
again.

* Porhaps you had beiter po to bed,
Wingate. The others have gone. It is
my duty to find that foolish boy. He
may catch a serious cold. But you—""

I stick 1t aa long as yvou do, sir.”

A winking éjight glimmered again,
and disappearcd. Master and prefect
were gone, and the Removites breathed
moro freely. ;

“Come on 1" whispered Harry.

The risk of the expedition waa in-
creased by  the discovery that a
master and a SBixth Form prefect were
cut of the House, secarching for
Bunter. As he had been spotted near
the House, when he called up to Whar-
fton &t the dormitory window, prob-
ably Mr. Queleh suspected that he was
still noar at hand, secking another
cpportunity to communicate with his
‘orm-fellows. Anyvhow, it was in the
qued that Quelch and Wingate were
searching, while Wharton had no doubt
that the fat Owl had scuttled back to
tho safe darkness of the Ilead’s gar-
den, and was probably to be found in
the summer-house there.

Quickly the juniors reached the
atden gate, and clambered over it
‘hey were rather glad to have that
gato boetween them and Mr. Quelch,

“This way " breathed Wharton.

He flashed on an clectric torel in
the summer-bouse, but the beam of

light revealed at once that it was
empty.

“Not here,” muttered Bob.
“Bother the fat idiot!” ”grl.mtﬂd

Johnny Bull. *Where is he?

“The wherefulness is terrifie

They emerged from the summer-
house, Wharton shutting off the torch.
The light might have been spotted from
the quad on the open path. Ahecad of
the juniors, glimmering through the
misty night, was the lighted window
of the room occupied by the injured
Portuguese in “sanny.”

Bob uttered a startled exclamation.

“By pum! That window's wide
open "

“Open ! ropeated Wharion,  * Has
Bunter—""

L

* Has cven that footling ass——

“Looks like it. Come on(”

They could see that the lower sash
of the window was pushed right up;
the curtains fluttered in  the night
wind, Obviously BMrs. Kebblo counld
not have left it so, ond the juniors
could only conclude that the fatuous
Owl]l haod climbed in for warmth and
shelter—as, indeed, he had thought of
dﬂmgl . 4

“The blitherin azz I'"  breathed
Harry. “Wea shall have to hook him
out of that., Buck yp "

They rushed up the dark path.
There was a sudden crash ne they
rushed into & running figure bolting te-
wards them. The juniors staggored
right and left under the unexpected
shock.

“*Dw I* startled

came & squeak,

“Ow! Wow! OQoogh! Logpo!
olf ! Oh crikey!”

* Bunter !’ gasped. Bob.

Frank Nugent and the nabob ware
?.vrawlin_ : but Wharton, Bob, and

ohnny Bull grasped the fat Owl at
anee.

Why he was rushing at headlong
speed down a dark path they conld not
begin to guess. Bub 1f waz Bunter;
and they had got him | They grasped

Keop

him hard. :

Bunter struggled wildly.

“Ow! Leggo! It wasn't me! 1
mecant it for %miﬂw. too, Besides, I
never did 8! I haven’t been wncar

Smithy's study, and I mever—".

“You howling ass!"

“Oh cerikey! I say, you fellows, I
thought it was Quelch! I say, leggo!

say, have you brought me some
blankets? What about the grubf?"’
Bunter ceased to struggle. "1 say.
vou fellows, don't go near that win-
dowl That willain's there! fancy
he's got a konife ™

“Wha-at!™

“That Frenclman!” gasped Bunter.

The juniors gazéd at him.

“Frenchman ¥  repeated Wharion
blankly.

“Yes; he was speaking French, at
least. I say, I believe he heard me.
He must have heard me !l He will boe
after me! Run for it, you fellows!
Oh crikey! Thera he iz! Suppose
he's pot a knife | 'L%gul Oh lor' ¢

Bunter blinked back at the lighted
window. HMHarry Wharton & Co. stared
at it in utter amazement. Bunter had
fonred that the dark-faced man might
have heard his hurried flight; and he
was right. Somo sopnd of the scram-
bling Owl bad reached kcen cars, and
given the =alarm. Framed in the

window was & Btmki Ggure, suv-
rmounted by a slouched hat.
The junicrs gazed at it, zpellbound.

Hidden in the deep darkness they
were invisible to the men at the win-
dow. But they saw him clearly in the
light—the stocky figure, the slouched
hat, the swarthy face with itz beaks
nose and pointed black beard.  As
they gazed, petrified, the man, appar-
ently =satisfied by the silence, turned

from the window, and disappeared
from their sight.

L gay, vou fellows!” splultered
Bunter. “Run for itl He's a bur-

glar, or somcthing !
he's got a koife? )

Ilarry Wharton & Co. ran—but not
from rﬁm lighted window. They ran

I szay, suppose
I saw, run—run

towards it.  Bome  stranger (had
entered by the window—the room
where the injured Portuguesa Iay.

And they hardly needed telling that
it was most likely the unknown man
who had attacked him on the Court.
field road. In a breathless bunch the
juniors, leaving Bunter to his own de-
vices, raced for tho open window, and
the fat Ow), staggering and gasping,
blinked after them.
“Oh lor' ! gasped Bunter.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Removites To The Rescue !

s AQ—nao—nunea I repealed
N the copper-faced man, sitting
up in bed, his face desperate,
his eyes gleaming under tho
bandages. * Nao—apae I
A carta—a carta!" snaried O Lcobo
savagely. With a savage look on his
swarthy face he whipped a knife from
under his overcoat. =~ There was a
flash of bare steel in the light. *Nao
8 moxa—a carta [



The panting juniors heard the words
as they roached the window.,  The
stocky man was demanding a leifor
from the man in the hed; and they
caught the flash of stecl.

Harry Wharton put his hands on the
sill, and wvaulted into the room—a
single jump which ho could hardly
have made ot any oither time. But he
Jdid it, and landed on his feet within.
Ile staggered and strai{ai_htened up as
the stocky man turned from the bed-
sidde with a panting ery of rage.

The bandaged man, as surprised as
liis assailant, stared.

“Corpo de Deos!™” he gusped.

The Co. wera serambling headlong mn
at the window, Harry Wharlon was
leaping at ibe midnmight intruder; buk
he jumped back as the knife wenb up
in & dusky hand.

Bob, as lie scrambled in, stumbled
over a haszock. Ho grabbed it up as
lie leaped 1o his feoot.

The stocky man, whom the other
called by the strange name of " O
Lobo,” faced the juniors, his dark face
ahlaze with rage and alarm., ;

“Tome cuidado ! came gasping from
the man in the bed; which Wharton,
at least. knew to mean “"Take care |

Whiz ! 3

The hassock few from Dob Cherry'a
hauda, O Loho’s znapping, black eyes
werg an Wharton when the hassock
came, with all the forco Bob's strong
arms could put behind it

It struck him full on his aquiline
nose, aigdl le staggered, bumped on
;lhu bedside, and stumbled aver on the

oo,

As he sprawled Wharton leaped for-
ward again instantly, and kicked the
knifo from the dusky hand.

The steel flashed as it whizzed across
ilie room, and dropped in a corner.

“Bag him1"" panted Wharton.

With the activity of a panther, or
of the weolf after wlhich he was named,
0 Lobo sprang to his feot.

IIr gave one infuriated glare round
for lhis weapon, but be had no chance
of reaching it.

The five juniors were springing at
harga.  He was barved off {rom the open
windew by which he had entered,
Backing, panting with rage, he made
4 desperate bound for the door.

Before tho juniors could seize him,
ihough their finger-tips were almost on
him, ha had thrown tho door open,
and darvted inlo the passage.

" After him "' panted DBob.

The juniors rushed out of the room
i pursuit. There was a evash of glass
from a bresking window.

A moment more, and they steod af
ihe passage window, staring at the
smashed pglaze, Outside, in the dark-
ness, paltering footsteps of a mman
wildly flecing died away into silence.

“Oh erumbs !? gasped Bob.

“He's gone M

“Let's ges back {o that chap,” said
Wharten hurriedly.

The junigrz ran back te tha liglied
FOiEl.

‘Lhe copper-faced man, sitlin
hed, pazed at them  with
Idack cves as they came back.

i tha
ulging,

Bo

{lierry ran fo pick up the knife
dropped by O Lobo. Wharton ran io
thoe bedsida.

“All safo now, =irt® he pasped.

"The brute’s gone! It's all safe ™

“Corpo de Deos! Muito abrigado,
senhor 1™ gasped Jeao Irulo, elagpin
a hand to his bandaged head. * Much
to oblige, littla scphor,”

“\Wharton 1"

It was a deep, stern voice ab the
windoew, The juniors spun round, to
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sce the grim face of Mr. Queleh lock-
ing in,

The astonizhed face of Wingate of the
Sixth stared in at his shoulder.

Evidently the disturbance had drawn
the Bunter-hunters to the spot. Under
the level of the window, unseen by the
juniors within—but nudible to them—
Bunter wriggled. His fat and breath-
less squeak ﬁﬂatt‘!ﬂ on the night air.

“Ow! Leggo, Wingatel Owi*

“Hilence, Bunteri!’” |lhooted
Queleh over his shoulder. .

“Owl ¥Yes, =zir! I ain't going io
dodga, sir! I say—— Grrrrggh!l®™

Billy Bunter gurgled into silence as
Wingata shook him by the collar.

“Wharton ! Mr. Quelch’s eyea glit-
tered in at the open window., Seldom
lad those hopeful members of his Farm

M.

seen him look so intenzely angry.
“Wharton ! You—you ara herel
You—and the others—— What docs

this mean? Have you ventured to dis-
turb an injured man—the headmaster’s
uost——""

“Oht No, sir " gasped Wharlon.

"I see,” rumbled Alr. Quelch, *thai
ho is awake!  Obviously, yon have
ewakened hinpg—-"
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Hawker Haris, of the Royal Air Fores,
fiying in formation.
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“Oh, na't
rr]ﬂlrﬂ_u

“¥oun are herg! What are youm
doing out of your dormitory—oub of
vour Iouse? The severest punish-
ment——"

“But, sir—" gazped Bob Cherry.

“Wo—wo came out fo catch Buntor,
sir!” stammered Wharton, ¥ We—uwe
thouzht we'd get him back to ihe
Ilouse, in—in oase he cauvght cold, or—
ﬂr_”

“Beast Y floated in at the window.

“Bilence, Bunter! You should have
done nothing of the kind, Wharton, as
vou know very wellt Luckily, Wingato
and I  beard you struggling with
Bunter, I presume, and came this way
and found him on the path—"*

“Oh lor' I®

“Will you be silent, Bunter | Tortun-
Ilnfﬂ]f, the foolish and troublesome
oy 1a now caughti” said Mr. Quelch.
“ But you—you appear to have left him
and enterod at thiz window—-""

" Yes, sir. i
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No, sir ! stulbered Iarry,

We—wo—-

“Bunter told us—" gasped Bob.

“ A—a man—"" stuttered Nugent.

“ Explain yourselves I hooted M.
Queleh, apparently unaware that he was
not giving the Bemovites a chance to
explain. " This outragecus act—"

“ But, sir, Bunter told us——3

“And we saw-—""
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*The man—"

“Outrageous—unheard  of—unprece.
dented ! I am amazed—"

The bandaged man in the bed was
staring at the Form-master in the
window, The sdreen had gone over in
the rush and scramble of O Lobo and
the Farmnous Fiva,

Joao Frulo ent in

* Benhor | Be mo faz favor!” ho

asped. “Do me one favour to hear!
‘These young ones save me a life! U
Loho—he come—he ehall have one
knife—he demand a carta—a lebter—
Yez, sir! One life the young ones shall
gava to ma[*'

“Wh-a-o-at ! gasped Mr. Quelch,

" Favour me to hear, senhor! Yes!
I sleep—I wake—I sce with an eye, 0
Lobe, whe demand of me a letter—one

letter that 1 carry to deliver to a
ieq.’r;m an‘llﬁh-—f]ﬁ gshall have ono
ntfe—=>"

Bob Cherry held up the kmie he hed
picked From the Aoor. .
Mr. Quelch gazed at it with sfarling

eyes,
¥*A—a—a deadly weapon!®  [bin
gasped. * Who——what—has anvone

beon here, Wharton 1

“Yes, sir!” gasped ITarry, glad ta
gob 3t explained at Jast. * Bunter
warned us that & man had gol in Ly
the window e

“Bless my soul [

“And wo saw him, sir—a dark-faced
man, with a black beard—and wo heapd
iﬂim threatening this gentleman in the

“Upon my word !

“We got in to handle him, sir. We
~—we thought you'd approve, in the—
the eiroumstances I” added Wharton

tactfully.
“Dear me!™ said Mre. Quelch. “1
had no idea—not the faintest! Ts it

possible that fhis gentleman has been
attacked again—doubtless the =ame
ruffian who wrecked his car——'°

"B8im, sim, senhor! © Leobe,” cut in
the foreign gemtleman, “cllo  tem
quizilha contra ming—"

o -Eh 'i:”

“He owe me—what won say ?—one
grudge—one  vengeance! lle i3 one
wicked man! e want to take one
lotter—a carta——which I shall carry to
deliver—he make me to perish with o
large knife—yez—"

“Bless my soul ! said Mre. Quelch
Faintly. “My dear, dear bovs, vou
have acted wery bravely—you have
acted very bru‘-‘u{y imrdeed ! A ruffiar,
with a deadly weapon in his band!
You might have—might havo——="

“Bob got him with a hassock, sir, and

he di't:r]:-lljt::d the kmife,” =aid Havry,
“He's broken out of the passage
window 2

“Well, my hat ! murmured Wingaie
of the Sixth.

His glance dwelt very euriously an
tha flushed, cxcited faces of  tho
Removites.

“I will call Mra. Kebble” said the
Remove master, “and watch shall be
kept for the remainder of the night.
'erhaps  you, Wingate, will remain
here for the moment, till other arvarge-
ments can be made. I will telephone
at onee for o eonstable to be sent.”

“Certainly, sirl’"

“You juniors will retwn fa your
dormitory at once.  You certainly
shonld not have left it: but in the

circumstances L shall, of course, exeuse
voul I am thankful that you were hore
to prevent harm being done. But you
must go back to bed ab once”
*Very weil, sirl|”
Wingate remained with the bandaged
EE MacNET LIBRARY. —No. 1,461
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man, while Mr. Quelch marched the
juniors back to the House. Ho
marched with an iron ri{: on Billy
Bunter’s collar. The wriggling fat Owl
had no chanes of wriggling loose
Now that he was caught his Form-
inaster took care of that .

They reached the Remove dormitory.

here was & buzz of voices in  that
Epnrtmenl: as Mr. Quelch opened the

0OT.

“Here they come!” came Skinner's
voice. * Bet you Quelch nobbled themn |
He's a downy old bird, Quelch iz, snd
I'll bet he's sent them back with a
flea in their ear! BSeen anything of the
old bag of bones, you men?"’

“Are you speaking of your Form-
master, Skinner ?** ssked Mr. %uﬁlch. in
a_grinding veice, aa he groped for the
]""i‘: ting switch. :

‘Oh  crikey 1” f:spgd Skinner, thas
apprised of the alarming fact that Mr.
Quelch was there.

The Remove master switched on the
light. He gave Harold Bkinner & look
that made that youth wriggle with
apprehension. However, he tock no
Further note of Skinner’s unguarded
remarks.

o B“ nt{:r lu

“Ohl  Yes, sir!™ groaned PBunter.
“It wasn’t me. sir! never went to
Hmithy’s etudy at all—and how was I to
know that it was old Smith sitting in
the armchair, sir, sand not Smithy?
Mot that I did it sir! I haven't
tonched any ink to-day of any kind—"

“You will go to bed, Bunter—*

“Yes, gir! I—I want to go to bed,
wirl M-m-may I have some supper
Hirst, sir?”

“You may not, Bunter "

“Dh lor' ¥

“I shall deal with you in the morn-
ing, Bunter! If you venturo to leave
this dermitory——"

“Oh! Nea, sirl I—I'm nat thinking

of dodgwng oub as soon as your back is
turned, sirl It never entered my
head——"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Bilence, Bunter, ¥you incredibly
stupid boy—"

“QOh, really, sir—"

“Go to bed at once! 1 shall lock
tho door and take away the key 1

“Oh crikey I

It was A doleful and dismal fat Owl
that rolled into bod and heard the key
click in the outside of tha lock. Billy
Bunter's night out had been ent szud-
denly short—hia wanderings were over |
There was an alarming prospect before
him in the morning—and Bunter
eroaned as he thought of it

But he was wvery sleepy—and thera
was ecomfort in a2 warm bed!

Fir about & minute Bunter groaned
in the depths of woe, then his groan
changed to a rumbling snore, and the
deptha of woe changed for the depths of
slumber. And that deep snore rumbled
on without a break, till it was inter-
rupted by the rising-bell in the winter
morning.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Windlalls and Woes !

1 IVE hundred pounds{”
F “Yen M

“Oh crikey ¥
_Bunter's eyes almost popped

through his spectacles

The fat Owl waz unwilling to turn
out that morning. He had lost a lot of
sleap m*ermcghht.

‘But Bob Cherry kindly rendered fivst-
nid, rolling him out in a tangle of bed-
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clothes, s kindly act which elicited no
ﬂx];masiun of gratitude whatever from
Billy Bunter.

Bunter was woeful as ho gave him-
gelf the dab that morming which he
called a wash He had ?urgutten his
woes in slumber; but he bad to remem-
ber them in waking.

By way of comfort, the chums of the
Remove gave him the news of his wind-
fall—the first Bunter had heard of Mr.
Vornon-8mith's munificence. That glad
news banished, for & moment, the
thought of what was coming to him.

“Five hundred guids!” repeated
Bunter, his eyes dancing behind his
spectacles.  "Oh. my tr I naf
Bmithy, your pater isn't a bad u(i
bean! 1 wish vou'd pgot that ink
instead of him—I do really, old chap !

“Ha, bha, hal” )

The Bounder gave Bunter a grim
look,

“I'd mop up the dorm wiih you, you
fat freak, but you've got enough
coming to you!” ho said. *Flogging
or the sack—or both

Bunter gave s yelp. Mo forgot the
windiall for a moment as he was re-
minded of his woes,

“1—1 say, you fellows, d-d-do you
think Quolch will bp still waxy this
morning ?* he squeaked. *Think be
hasn't gob over 1£3"

“Ha, ha, ha!” chortled Bob Cherry.

“ Not t{uite, I fancy !
_“Well, I mean, even a crusty old bean
like Quelch might have got over ik hi'_ir
this time ¥ groaned Bunter, *'Tain't
ag if he had the ink ! If I'd mopped the
ink over him, of course, I could under-
stand the old bean being & bit waxy!
But it was only old Smith got it, and
I don't see that he matters—
Yaroooh! You kick me sgain, Smithy,
you beast, and I'll— Whooooop "

Herbert Vernon-Smith apparently
thought that his pater did matter; an
mads the same clear unto Bunter with
his foot!

Bunter finished dressing, in a peculiar
mixture of high and low spirits. When
he thought of the five hundered pounds,
Lie grinned with happy glec; and when
that thought was succeeded by the
thought of what was cominz to him, ho
groancd dismally. It was really inter-
esting to watch the alternation of cloud
and sunshine on his [at face, like an
April sky i

The dormitory deor was unlocked by

Wingate of the Bixth. If Billy Bunter .

had been contemplating another desper-
ate bolt—as probably was the case—ho
had to give up the idea at the sight of
the stalwart gixth I'orm man waiting
in the passage. e could puess for
whom Wingate wasz wailing.

“Come with me, Bunter I called out
the prefect. i

“Oh! Yes! Wait a tick, Wingate 1
gasped Bunter, popping . hack into the
dormitory. *“I say, you fellows, don't
po for a minute, it's rather important.
1 say, do listen to & chap!” = =

“Say on, old fat man !” grinned Bob,

“1 say,” whizpered Bunter, “that
beast Wingate is in the passage; he's
%‘t]iﬂ to tako mo to Q)ﬂﬂ’l{!h, or the
fead [ I say, you fellowg, barge him
over——" :

“What 7" i

“And grab hold of him—"

“Grap hold of -Wingate!” gasped
Har§y Vharton.

“Yes; up-end him in the passage, yon
BB it d Nugent, auito
e crumbs ! gas wugent, qui
overcome at the ideEcnf grabhingq the
captain of tha scheel and up-chding
him- in the passage. “Anything clsc?”

“Yes—sit on him [™

*3it on him 1¥ gasped Bob. “Yea. Is
that the lot!1” ] ]

“And keep him safe while I eut!l"
breathed Bunter. “8ec? Never mind
if you hurt him—I'm not particular
ebout that["

“Wingate. might bel?

Nugent.

*“Ha, ha, hal”

“0h, don't cackle—yvou'ro wasting
time! Old Quelch may como up next!
I say, you fellows, you sil on that
beast while I cut—see? You can stuff
something in your pockets at brekker.
and give it to me afterwards——"

F_"Hm ha, bal” roared the Famous
ive,

Bunter, it seemed, was prepared to
begin his wandering career again that
morning ! The Famous Five wore not
prepared to hel ot to the extent of
up-ending the Greyiriara captain and
mtgmﬁ on him in the passage! Not
quito

“Blessed if 1 see anythin
at!” hissed Bunter. *Loo

ls, after all I've done for vout

ollar that beast Wingate! If I don’t
go out, he may step in and bag me any
minufp——="

“ Ha, ha, ha!” ghrieked the five.

Wingate, at that momcent, was step-
png in, unseen by the fat Owl as he
urged the chuma of the Hemove to
desporate deeds.
 “Look here, you beasts, stop cack-
ling I howled Bunter. *That rotten
beast Wingate may barge in  any
minute aod grab me by the neck—"

“Quita I" said a voico behind Bunter.

“Oh lor' ¥ gasped the hapless Qwl,
squirming round with Wingate's grasp
on his collar. *I=I say— Oh
crikey |

“Dil you call me a beast?” inguired
Wingate.

“Oh, nol Not at alll” spluttered
Bunter “I—I was speaking of eome-
body ecl:e, Wingatel I wouldn't call
vou a beast! I—I never say what I
think of a prefect[”

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“I—I say, Wingats, legzo my collart
I—-I—T1 won't dodge away, you Lnow.
I won't cut off, or—or anvthing—"

“You won't!” agrecd Wingale.
“Coma on I

And Billy Bunter was led away by tha
collar.

The rest of the Remove followed thein
dowi, grinning. On the staircase, Billy
Bunter's fat squeak was heard.

“1 say, Wingate! Leggo 2 minuls
while I tie my shoelace, will you?”

“No ¥

“I say, I've left my notecaze in thn
dorm, Wingate—it's got all my money
in it! Can I eut back o minute #*

nNﬂ -[:u

“0Oh lor'

Thera was no escapa for the aritful
dodger. Bunter was led away to the
Head's study.

He groaned as he went. Quelch would
have been bad enough—especially beforn
breakfast! But the Head was worse!
When a culprit wes teken to the Head,
it was je&r?ullg scrious. Obviously, ik
was going to be a flogring | It might
even beo the sackl

Tiven the fat and frabjous Dwl eould
realiza that his antics had a eericua
aspect in the oyes of authority. It
was no light matter to cut prep and
dorm, stay out of the Housc till mid-
night, and keep & Form-master up late
hunting for him—not to mention his
original and dire offence of mopping
ink over a distinguished wvisitor to
the sehool. Billy Buntor was led into
Dr. Locke’s etudy in the lowest of
spirile,

suggested

to cackle
here, be



He had one gleam of relief. Wingate
had to unlock the door to enter the
study. That meant the Head was pot

ct there. Dr, Locke seldom came there
{refﬂrp breakfast. On this particular
morning, apparently, he was coming
specially on Bunter’s account. ]

“Wait here, you young assl” said
Wingate, pushin unter in. ““The
Head won't be ?u:ag; he told me to
hﬂnl_g ou here”

“I=I say, Wingate, d-d-don't lock the
door I rasped Bunter. “I say, you can
trust me to wait for the Head. I—I
want to see him, you know ! I—I-like
a—a talk with the Head—"

The door shut, and Wingate turned
ithe key again on the outside. He did
not seem to believe that Bunter was
keen to sea the Head!

“Beast 1" groaned Bunter.

And he waited dismally.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Luck !
BILL‘:? BUNTER quaked.

Thero were footsteps in the

corridor,

With the footsteps came a
sound of voices—tho Head's woico and
Queleh’s. Both of them were coming—
g3 if one wasn't bad emough!

!?juntar blinked wildly round the
study.

He had already thought of escape by
the window. Dut it was high from the
ground, and Bunter was no acrobat.
Now it was too late to think of it again.
But as the footsteps approached the
study door, terror supervéened] There
was caly cone resource—a hapless
vighim who could not escape might
hide! The fat Owl did net stop to
think ! He seldom did|

Ho made a nose-dive under the
Head's writing-table. It was rather a
Isrge table, and it sereened the hapless
Owl from cbzervation. It was a case of
any port in a storm !

gq:ml;ting close by s wastepaper-
backet that stood under the table, tha
(wl of the Remove stilled his terrified
Lreathing as the key turned in the lock
and the door swung open. The head-
master and the Remotve master entered,
and Mr. Quelch closed the door.

“Bunter does not seem to be here,
Mr. Quelch,” said Dr. Locke, glancing
round the room.

*“Ie does not, sir 1 said Mr. Quelch.

“1 instructed Wingate to bring him
here m3 soon a3 your Form came down
from their dormitory. Possibly they
are not down wyet.” )

“No doubt Wingate will bring him in
& few minutes, siri”

“No doubt!” assented the Head.
“ Pray bo seated, Mr. Quelch I

So far, so good | Evidently neither of
the mustera bad a suspicion that a fat
Owl was squatting under the table.

Bunter hoped that they would remain
in that heappy state of ignorance. If
the Head went, and left the door un-
logked when he went, it was all right
for Bunter, All ho had to do was to
wait till the coast was clear, and nip

out |
What wonld be the outeome if ha
resumed his  Ulysees-like wanderings
Bunter did not think-~thinking was not
his long suit, anyhow. There was room
for only one idea at & time in his fat
brein—and at _the present moment his
fat mind was fixed on the fogging, and
the fact that he didn't want it1 Very
much indeed he didn’t want it 1
r. Locke eat down at his writing-
téble, in his seccustomed chair, and,
naturally, put his feet under the table.

EVERY SATURDAY

One of them struck agdinst something
that moved—and very nearly squeaked;

though, fortunately, not quitel
“Bless my s=oull” seid the Head,
startled “What—"

“What " repeated Mr. Quelch.
“Thera amppears to be somethin
under the table | said the puzzled hoad-
master. “I am sure my foot struck

something—I am sure—"

B0 was Bunter] As it was his fat,
little noze that had heen struck, he was
as sure as the Head—or more surel

“I will see,” said Mr. Quelch, about
to stoop.

Bunter had a brain-wave!

His fat wits scldom worked quickly.
Indeed, there were fellows in the
Removae who believed that they did not
work at alll But terror sharpens the
facultics. Bunter overturned the waste-
paper-basket, and sent it rolling out
grat.m under the table, at Mr. Quelch’s

ge

“Oh ! said Mr. Quelch,
paper-basket I

“A waste-
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“Dear me!" said the Head.

“ Apparently, sir, you knocked it over
with your fopt—->"

“No doubt | said the Head,

Mr, Quelch righted the wastepaper-
basket and pushed it under the table
again, right end up. He stooped to do
so—but his head did not come below the
lavel of the table-top; he did not spot
Bunter.

_ He sl:ra;fhtu_‘:ne.d up again, to Bunter's
intense relief,

“Dear mel” said the Head, after a
few moments’ silence, I trust that
we shall not ba kept waiting lunq for
that foolish and troublesome bow.’

“The Remove are certainly down,"
said Mr. Queleh, glancing at the
window, “I ¢an sce some of my beys
in the gquadrangle,. Wharton, Wilmot—
several of them——*

“If that foolish Loy has eluded
Wingate—-=" d

“Upon my word, sir! If he hasg—"
Bunter quaked, and bardiy bresthed.
(Continued on next page))

(1)
This week I have to interview
¢hap whom Bunter calls a Jew,
Which hﬂﬁpﬁn& to be strictly true—

Deny It if you can !
But .** Shesnay,"” ' S5hylock | ¥—names
like thess
Which Bunter calls him, do net please
Good-natured Montague—tor he's
A Jewlsh gentloman.

(3)

For Moniy's Uncle Isazc Keaps
A kindly heart which dever sleeps,
And also money-bags in heaps,

To Monty’s grafitude I
Sp Bunter {ries, and tries in vain,
To grab a share of Monfy's gain,
As Monty makes it very plain

That he's extremely shrewd !

(5}

They boih looked
“ Buzz off !

hat |
I wouldn't spend
that 1"

“Secat |

(6}

** How listen, Monty. I want you
To give a liftle interview,
So kindly eease that pastime, do,

And chuck that silly rot 1"
8aid Newland : ** I've noiime to-night I ™
And then Dick Penfold played his Knlght,
And Monty, chuckling with delight,

Removed It on the spot !

My eibow kKnocked

Apnd landed two
blows

They took no notice of my eough,
But when 1 started in to seoff,

Wea're busy, can't you see ? " '
1 laughed and answered them : ** My .

Apnd Monty Newland
Sajid I : * You’re telling ma 1

{8)

FLC;:;:';} Said l‘llﬂ:; l;;??ﬁ play your Queen
3 e l
o _ _.__ I moved it for him, and—my hat |

An accident, you betcha !
Then {why, I cannot say) fhey rose,

Upon my long and tender nose |
1 laft upon a siretcher !

Specially For New Readeral

A novel way of " putting over " & " Who's
Who at Grtgl:riin. " The following verses l
by our lang-haired paet introduce

MONTY NEWLAND,
the Jewish junior of the Remove,

{2)

But Bunier only calls him names
When Monty smilingly proclaims
That he knows Bunter's littlo games,

And won"t cash his P.0.
For Monty is extremely rich,
A faect well known to Bunier, which
1z why his grubby fngers Itch

To collar Monty's ** dough ** !

(&) t
I found old Monty playing chess
With Penfold, and I must confess
He plays It well ; lor you may guess
braln is sharp and keen !
And Penfold wore & worried look
As Moniy Newland calmly tonk
His lasi and most Important Rook,
And bottled up his Queen !

up and sald ;

my time like
shouted ;

(T

“* That’s one more gone 1 *' 1 gally oried,
And : ** Wil you shift?* they both
roplied.
Then Penfold moaved & Pawn aslde,
And Newland, with a grin,
Brought up his Rook and chuckled :
& Hﬂtﬂ 1 [}
And Penlold, In a worrled siats,
Sald : **Dash it | I ean’t concentrats
While this ass wags his chin [ ™

the pieces fat—

mule-kick-like
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He wondered dizzily what the two beaks
wotild have thought if they had guessed
that he was in hearing of their voices-—
almost  tbuching the headmaster’s
majestio feet! Evidently they had no
auspicion of it. Not having found
Bunter in the study, they concluded
naturally that the head prefect had not
vet deélivered the goods. .

“The etupid boy deserves punish-
ment—" :

“Undoubtedly, sig—"

%] have, however, reflocted on what
vou have told me, Mr. Queleh, Un-
thinking and absurd and exasperating
as that stupid boy Bunter 15, it appears
that he was inadvertently the cause of
preventing what might have been
sctually & tragedy last might—"

"That is the case, sir] I had a con-
versation with the Brazilian gentleman,
and it appears that he fearcd for his
life, if tho man he ealls O Lobo had not
been interrupted.”

“Those boys of your Form acted very
courageously, Mr, Quelch.”

“I agree, sivl” i

“But for that fatuous, foolish boy
Bunter, they would not have been on
the spot, and, indeed, I understand that
he warncd them that the man was
there.” y

“MThat i3 the case, sir."?

“In these circumstances, Mr. Quelch,
I think that we might decide to—
Bless my soul !

“ What—"

“My {foot struck something!" ex-
claimed the puzaled Head, who had
shifted his majestic legs under tho table,
and thus caused another collision.

“The wastepaper-basket, sir—"

“(Oh, guite—quite—no doubt—— 1
will push it out of the way!? said Dir.
Locke, &5 he pushed with his foot at the
unseen object under the table.

“ Yaroooh ™

The Head jumped. Mr. Quelch
bounded. Obviously, it was not a waste-
paper-basket that the Head's foot had
pushed ! No wastepaper-basket, pushed
over so hard, had ever been knowwn to
maka verbal protest!

“What——" gasped the Head.

“What—" stuttered Mr, Quelch.
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‘“THE LAW OF THE
FORGOTTEN MEN?”

Speed and dangerous thrills on the motor
race track, with a background of mystery
and .plotting that will enthrall you.

The PIL

THE MAGNET

Bump !

y ‘ﬁf fat figure rolled out from under tho
able.

Bunter had been squatting on his heels
—safe enough 1o that position, as long
as he was nob pushed! He was not
expecting to be pushed | But it was the
unexpeeted that happened! The push
from the Hoad's foot caught him in his
fat ribs and semt him rolling! Hao
squeaked and rolled.

“Upon my word!” gasped Mr.
Queleh, as a fat figure rolled fﬂ.iﬂf' at
his feet. *It is—iz—is Bub-bub-bub-
Bunter—="

“QOw! 'Tain't me, sir!” howled
Bunter. "“I'm not here, sir—I1 mean—
wow "

“B-b-buntor 1" stuttered the Ilead.

“Oh lor'! Oh ecrikey! Ow!l”

Mr. Queleh, with a brow of thunder,
stooped, grasped the fat jumior by the
collar, and jerked him to his fect. Dr.
Locke, half-rising from his chair, peered
at him over his glasses, in wonder.

“That—that—that is—is Bunter ! ho
stuttered. ]

“That 15 DBunter, sir!] He was,
apparcntly, hiding under your table!
Wingate must heve left him here——"

“* Bunter 1*

“0Oh crikey !™ .

“You were biding under my writing-
table—"

“0Oh! No, sirl”®
“1—1 wasn't there, sir——

“What "

#]—I mean, it—it was only a lark!”

“A—a—alark " repeated the Iead,

gasprd  Buntor.

ir

patrified.
“Ow! Ves, sir! I-—I thought—I
thought it might--might amuso you,

sir ! groaned Bunter.

“Bless my scul!” eaid the Head,
staring at Bunter. * Iz this boy of vour
Form gquite in his right senses, Mr.
Quelch ¥ ;

"I sometimes fear not, sir!” gasped
Mr. Quelch. * Buch crass stupidit y——""

“8uch extraordinary slupidity—-"
said the Head. I

“Such emazing obiuscness—" said
Mr. Queleh,

i B g it e e B L L L e T T

grip Adventure Lovers!

““SON OF KANG!”

The most sensational animal stery
ever written! The thrilling adven-
tures of an almost human ape and
its white-men companions n an
ancient Aztec Citv, hidden deep in
the South American jungles . . .
don’t miss this!

- - y ; ‘I ;I r I: II-'- = ¥
P 4 . Every
ot .i" A ) f ) X F‘l‘ﬁiﬂﬂ' “f ﬂlll-
'. r Newsagents

2d

“8uch remarkable obtuseness—"
gaid the Head.

It was quite a chorus-strophe and anti-

stropha! Howover, the ITcad broke off
the chorus.

* Buntar 1"

“Ow! Ves, sir! May—may—mar 1

gig-gig-go, sirt™ . )

“Y was just discussing with
Form-master, Bunter—-=="

“J-—I mnever did it, sir! 1 never
toughed the ink! I never went lo
Smithy's study at alll I never Lknew
his pater had come! 1 thought it was
Smithy when I mopped the ink over

your

him, =ir! nevor—-"
“Bilence, Bunter!" rasped Me
Quelch.

“¥es, but—but I think I ought to
tell the Head that I never did it, end
I only did it because—""

“That will do, Bunter,” =aid the
Head. *“I1 was discussing with your
Form-master the idea of pardoning
_}'ﬂll':ll'E ﬁ‘.;t.rﬂ.ﬂ-rdi]lar]r conduct-—"

“In view of the unexpeeted, but
happy 'result, of your foolish and reck-
unter—"

LIS
lcs‘gﬂ}irfﬁecd g3,

“But if anything of the kind should
ocour again——" said the Hcad, In =
terrifving voice.

“Oh, yes, sir, certainly-—"

“What I

“Y—I mean, oh, no, sir,
not ¥ gasped Bunter.
g, siritt

“If you agree with me, Mr. Quelch,
that this stupid boy may be forgiven, 1n
view of the circumstances—"

“As you decide, sir!”

“Very good! You may go, Bunler!"

“ O erikey !” gasped Bunter.

He went! He could scarcely believe
his fat ears—and he did not give the
Head time to change his miond! e
flew !

He burst into the quad, merry and
bright. Harr{] Wharton & Co. ran up—
prepared to be sympathetic.

“ Flogging °* asked Harry.

Bunter blinked at him,

cerfainle
“M-m-m-may

“Flogging 1" he repeated. “What
rot |V

“Caned 7 asked Dob.

HHﬂrdIF-l:H )

“Got off with linez?" cxclaimed
Nugent. “*Mean to say the llcad gave
yvou lines?’’

“Wo fear!™

“Then what—" )

“Oh, we had a bit of a chal ™ sald
Bunter airily.

“A—a—what?” ejaculated
astonished five, in chorus.

“A chat! T had a bit of a ¢lat wilh
ihe Head,'* said Bunter., ‘“‘Ic’s rather
a chatty old sportsman, you know. and
ha scems to ]ige a few wordz with me,
now and then, In fact, we had quite &
pleazant chat [

And Billy Bunter rolled away, leaving
tlic Famous Five staring.

ihe

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Letter From Jlm Valentine !

&l REYFRIARS School 1™
G “ Certainly !

“E possivelT”  ejacolated
the copper-faced man. *“De
verast'?

Mr, Qualch smiled.

The copper-coloured gentleman, whose
nama, as it transpired, was Joao Frulo,
looked much better that morning. "Hia
head was still bandaged, but he had
turned out of bed, and was breakfasting
at a table by the sunny window whep



Mr, Quelch ealled to inguire how he
was progressicg. And the news that he
was an inmate of the walls of Greylriars
luf‘priued hipr. ;

E poseivel 7" he repeated. "“You
shall see, sepor, that it is to Greyiriars
Bchool that I come from South America.
I go to arrive when this so terrible
procident he happen along with me.
Now I find myeelf where I do gol
Muito contente! Yes, I sm surprme,
and I am contentl Oh, yes|”

Mr. Quelch was already aware, from
the man’s mutleringa in unconsciousness
the evening before, that he had been
keading for Greyiriars. Why, was
eather a mystery to the Remove master.

“That one bad man, 0 Lobe, ke
follow and watch!” said Seanhor Frulo,
*He is one bad man—badder than the
wolf whose name he takel! Yes! He
shall oot wish rae to deliver a carta—a
letter—— Nol Oh! Ne! But the
letter iz safe, and I go to deliver him |
Yes! Thers is in this place ona boy
who shall eall bimsclf by a nameo of
Wharton 1*

Quelch

¥ Whartﬂn e
blankly. s

Why s Brazilian had como from South
America to & school in Eent was a
mystery. But it was more surprising
stili to hear that he had come on
sccount of a Junior in the Lower
Fourth,

“*¥ou shall know such a name?” naked
Joao Frule anxiously, ‘““He shall be
along with himself in this place?™

“Oht! Yes, certainly I gasped Mr.
qluﬂich‘ “There is a boy in my Form of
that name—in fact, one of the boys who
aided you last night.”

“Bom| Is it that I shall see him to
epoak

“Certainly, if sou wish! said the
amazed Hemove master. “I will send
him to you, Mr. Fruolo.”

“ Agadeco-lho ! said Senhor Frule,
bc:wing his black mop over his coffec-
cup. 1 thank your nobleness! ¥Yes|”

Mr. Qualch, in a state of great sur-
prise, walked back to the House. It
was time for him to take his class. and
he found the Hemgve already gathered
et the door of their Forme-room. He
was, in fact, s few minutes late for
onee, and Bob Cherry, in thoe passage,
was filling up the time and improving
the shining hour using a Latin
grammar &z & football. It dropped at
Mr., Quelch’s feet as he arrivug}ﬁn

1 alded

Ilob jumped and coloured as he
tha volume.

“Wharton,” said Mr. Quelch, *'will
vou go ot onece to Br. Fruloa? He
desires to speak to you.”

*¥es, sir I snswered Harry.

And he want, followed by some rather
envious %Ianm from the Remove. Most
of the fellows were rather curious about
tha men from South America—and a
chat with a traveller from a far-off

tropic land was much more attractive
than Latin with Mr. Quelch.

“I—1 say, sir, does—does the chap
want to see me, toot” asked Billy
Bunter,

“He does not, Bunier ! answered Mr,
Quelch grimly.

“J—I mean, sit, as I =aved his life
and—>=" ]

“"You did nothing of tha Eind,
Bunter |
CH0h, really, sie!
that—"

“GFo mto the Form-room at ance,
Bunter I* : -

**1—1 mean, sir, as I shaved his wife
—1 mean, saved his life—"

“"Take fifty lines, Bunter |V

“Oh lox’ 1" :
. Bunter went in with the Remove. His
ides was that the foreign gentleman

Tepeated Afr.
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desired to render thanks for services
received, and his idea also was that he,
W. G. ‘hu_utr:r, was the proper person
to receive those thanks. He waz not,
perhaps, so keen on the thanks as on
getting out of first lesson. But there
wa3s no getting out for Bunter.

- Harry Wharton walked away cheerily
iy the frosty sunshine. He supposed
that he was wanted to listen fo some
voluble and flowing foreign expressions
of thanks, though he did not quite see
why he was singled ont for the same.
However, he was very pleased to go,
and he went,

He arrived in Mr. Frule’s room, and
the Brazilian gentleman, who had now
finished hrenkgast, and was lighting &
thiek, black ecigar, rosa to greet him,
with a graceful bow, His coppery face
was mot handsome, but 1t was very

leasant and good-humoured, and Harry
Yharton 1i!~mﬁo his locks. He shook &
dusky hand which was extended to him,
getting at the same time a pungenk
whiff from the cigar that made him
choke g little,

Sitting down again, Senhor Irule
gave him & beaming grin.

“Little scnhor, vyou are Wharton?" he
asked.

“ ¥es, sir!” answered Harry, with a
smile, Junior schoolboy as ke was, he
was as iall as the t'ﬂrei%ln gentleman
who ealled him “little senhor.”

“This one, he is Joao Frulo!” said
the Brazilian, **'With much surprise I
find myself where I go to come, which
13 very singular. es " Mr. Frulo
could speak English, though not exactl
a3 spoken by the natives of tha island,
Still, 1t was no doubt better than any
Portuguese that was spoken at Groy-
friars | .

“1I am glad to zes you looking so
well, sir, after your aceident!” said
YWharton politely.

“Yos | l; receive with myself ona very
hard knock on what you ezll in your
language & crumpet!” satd Mr, Frulo.
He rubbed his head, * But he is very
hard, that crumpet, and he go to come
all right. He iz one tough old nut!
Yea! But is it not one large surprise
that I go to come to see cne Wharten,
and this Wharton zave me a lifa from
0 Lobot”

“You came to sce me!
YWharton in astonizhment.

“8im, sim! VWes! Yes!

cartg—" )
repeated Harty mis-

' pxoliaimed

I have a

“A carter?™
understanding.

“Which is wrote by iy master—
conktinued Mr. Frolo.

“Oht A letter [¥ ; ;

“Buch do you call her in English
sssented Mr. Frule. “0 Lobo desire
very much thet my young master's
friends shall not receive one carta—
Ietterr. Yes! That is because ho attack
ma.’

“Because—" stammered Wharton,
Then he grasped it that the Portu-
guafﬁ gentleman meant “why.” “0h, 1
EE8

““Here,” paid Mr, Frulo, groping in a
packet, *is a letter, which, as you will
see with half an eye, as the English zay,
13 of your addresa! Pleasze to take”

He held out the letter to the captain
of the Remove., In utter astonishment,
Wharton took it, and glanced at the
superscription. In a clear and beautiful
caligraphy, which seemed familiar to
his eyes, was written his name and the
address of Greviriars School, Kent.

“Vou shall read!” said Mr. Irulo,
with a wave of his cigar, which gave
Wharton another whif of pungent
smnke.

The astonished junior slit open the
envelope and drew ocut the folded gheet
within, Unfolding it, he read:

IJ!‘
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*“Boa Vista,

“Rio Rexo,

_“ Bragil.?
“Dear Wharton,—I've written to you
ance since I've been here; but no doubt
ou'll be surprized te geb this leiter by
snd, Mr. Frule, uncle’zs coffes
manager. ia in HEogland on trade
business, so it was a chance not to be
mizsed. This is no end of a country—
gorgeous, old chap! You should =ee
the trees—and tj]m rivers—and the

alligators! That's what I want you to
do! BSeel
“You remember that when I left

Greyiriars so suddenly it was mentioned
that you and your friends might find a
chance of paying me a visit in the hols.
Weall, what about getting leave to start
”';'&1 Easter holidays a bit Eurli_:' and
coming back to Brazil with Mr. Frule?
He will see you safe through the voyage
and land you here, at Boa Vista, this
side up with care! Get me?

“¥You apd your friends—my friends,
too, I hopa, still! Yeou ean roll Bunter
along if you like—after being sway
from Greyiriars so long I should be glad
te zee oven that fat bounder’s podgy
fage, Thers are salligators hero that
remind me a lot of Bunter,

‘“It's a pretty expensive trip out, I
know; but, as it happens, that's all
right. My uncle wants to eec to that
bit. To give you a hint of something,
my Unele Valentine—the man that
ever breathed—is on to a jolly good
thing that I will tall you about when I
spo you—it's hardly =afe to shove it in
a letter, even a letter like this, with
cartain tough characters rooting ebout
with their eyes too wide open on other
people’s business, But it’s all righs
about the dibs—Frule is empowered to
see to that! Seef

*And you can bet that I shall be glad
to geo you if you can wangle it—you,
and Franky, and Johnny, and old Lob,
and the great and glorions Jampot!
What-ho !

“Wea've everything here to make

life worth wmﬁ'—nﬂigatﬂm and pythons
and pumas, Hed Indians .emdp black
niggers, bolas, poisoned arrows, snakea
in the beds—even bandits| Doesn't that
make your mouth water?

* Now, 1f you can wangle it, tip Frule
to tip me a cable and como! The Head
18 such a jolly old sport that F'm sure
s will give you leave You seq, he's
great on educafion, and a trip to Brazil
iz an eduocation in itself. I shall wait
for that cablet '

“Your old pal,

“ T Varextive™

—

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Glorious Prospects!

ARRY WHARTON'S eyes
H danced over that letter.

Senhor Frule watched him,

with & cheery grin on his
copper face
“Oh 1" gasped Wharton. “O0Oh, my
hat "

The chums of tha Remove had never
forgotten Jim Valentine, once an
inmate of Study No. 1 in the Remove.
They had had a letter from him, telling
of his new home in Brazil with his
uncle, Peter Valentine. But this waa
unexpected —this was pgreat and
glorious! If it could be worked——=

“You lLike—yes?™ gsked Mr. Frule.

“What-ho " chuckled Whaorton.
“Why, if we get leave now, thore will
ba lots of time for s trip even to Brazil
before the end of the Haster hols. If
the Head will let us go—"

TeE Maoxer Lismany.—No. 1,461,
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“Ha let1” said Mr. Frulo. "“If ha
say nao, I go to come to him and beg on

one kne :

“ Oh, my hat]| We'll try to work it ¥
said Harry. “ By gum, the fellows will
be glad to_hear this| Tell me about
Valentine, Mr. Frulo! I had no idea
E}u came from him=—not the fogguest!

ut why the thump did that black-
bearded bounder, Lobo, want to stop
this letter %ﬂting here T What could it
matter to him?”

Joao Frulo shook his head.

“Nao faco idea!”™ he answered.
“That I do not know 1 He de not want
E:““ master’s friends to go to arrive

s Vista, I tink, but I do not know

Nao! But he iz ong bad
mm]"f.l

Wharton could not help feelinF
uzzled. O Lobo, seemingly. had fol-
owed Ilr. Fruf—::- from l.]31%:1!, to
atternpt to prevent the delivery of that
letter. It was strange and mysterious
enough. The man was in desperate
earnest ebout it, judging by his actions.
Heo had wrecked & car, and when the
ﬂumd man was brought into the
ool, he had tracked him there, and
nttaclk&d him in the night, fo intercept
etter,

Had he succeeded, Jim Valentine's
letter would never have reached the
chums of the Remove. What Mr. Frulo
—a stranger to them—said by word of
mouth would certainly not have caused
them to voyage out to Brazil. The trip
would not have been thought of had the
letter disappesred in transit. But why
on earth shoula O Labo desire to pro-
vent Jim Valentine's old school chums
from visiting bhum in his new home?

Wharton locked et the letter, and
read again the lines roferring to the
““tough characters ™ who had their eyes
too wide open. He could puess that
0 Lobo was ona of the tough characlers
alluded to. Pessibly the reason was tho
“good thing * to which Uncle Valentine
was “on "—whatever that mysterious
“good thing ¥ could bel It was all
very perplexing !

But on one point there was no doubt
—no possible, probable shadow of
doubt1 That trip was coming off, if it
could ba worked !

With the letter in his hand, Wharton
sat and talked to Mr. Frulo for nearly
an hour, asking lhim questions about
Jim Valentine, a Vista, and Brazil!
Then ho remembered, rather late, that
though Mr. Quelch had given him leave
to visit the damaged gentleman, he had
nof excused him fromr classes!

S0 he left Joao Frule at length and
returned fo the Remove Form Room.

He was in time for second lesszon.
Mr. Quelch gave him a glance as he
game 1, but that was all.

Wharton was on tenterhooks for the
next hour He wanted to hand Jim
Valentine’s letter over to his friends
to read—which was not feasible in class,
It was not easy for him to give atien-
tion to instruction from his Torm-
master in that class—valuable as it no
doubt was! But he was very carcful to
give as much as ho could! Queleh had
a volce in the matter of leave, and in
geuch circumstances a fellow eould not
be too carcful !

When the Remove were dismissed for
break, Mr. Quelch signed to his head
boy to remain.

*You have seon Mr. Frulo, Whar-

because |

ton 1" ;
“Yes, sir! He brought me a letter
fram Jim Valentine—he's Me. Valen-

tine’s manager on the estate in Brazil.”
“Bless oy goul ¥ said Mr. Quelch.
"If wou'd eare to ees the letter,
gir—"
Trae Mucyer Lisgary.—No. 1,461,

THE MAGNET

“Unléss there is something of a
private nature in it, YWharton—" _

“Wot at all, sir! I'd like wyou to
read it, if you would.”

“1 zhould be very glad to do z0,"” said
Mr., Quelch. *I remember WValentine
with the greatest kindness, Wharton—
an cxcellent boy !

Wharton was plad to hear it. He
passed Jim's letter to hiz Form-master,
and looked as unconscious as he could
while Mr. Quelch perused it. The
Remove master smiled once or twice—
E::rha%a at the allusions to Dunter!

hen he locked wery thoughtful.

Harry watched him hopefully.

With Quelch on his side, there wounld
be little difficulty in geiting leave from
the Head, And he remembered that
Queleh had always liked Valentine. It
was, indeed, Mr. Quelch who had
generously placed the boy at school, at
his own charges, hefore the uncle from
Brazi]l turned up. And though Jim's
fricnds had had only cne letter before
this, Mr. %wlch had had several, all
breathing the g'ratituda of the boy he
had beiriended, Wharton was not
aware of that; but it was fortunste, in
the circumstances.

“Dear me!” said Mre. Quelch, wery
thoughtfully, as he handed the letter
back to his head boy. "A very agree-
able lettar, Wharton—a very pleasant
leiter. Valentine evidently has not for-
gotten his old friends here.”

“We've never forgotten him, sir!™
gaid Harry. "It would be ripping to
sen him again ™

“Um ! said Mr. Quelch gravely.
“INo doubt! No doubt! But——"

“And the educational value of a trip
io Brazil, sir—" ventured Wharton.

“The what?” ejaculated Mr. Quelch.

“The—the—"  Wharton faltered.
“Tho educational value—'hem——"

“Is that what you are thinking of
chiefly, Wharton¥" asked Mr. Quelch
dryly. . .

“Oh! Nonno! No, sir!” admitted
Wharten frankly. “I—I'n afraid not,
BIF '.' But it would be such a gorgeous
frip 1™

Mr. Quelch smiled.

“I shall consider this matter, Whar-
ton! You may be sure that I shall, if
possible, mect the wishes of a boy I
remember very kindly. I think your
headmaster will probably asccede to my
views.™

“Oh, thank vou, =ir!” gasped Harry.

1le knew what that meant; and ho
was walking on air as he left the Iorm-
room.  His chums surrounded him in
the %uad. N vaas Fok

“ Mow, what—" an Bo ITY.

ﬂLDuk '!-J'J EI % F

The Co. read the letter from Jim
Valentine all together! They grinped
with glee as they read.

“We're going 1" said Iob. ]

“The go-fuloess will be terrificl”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“1 believe Quelch is fi:rmg to work it
with the Head,” said Harry. "Ho as
good as said so 1"

“Good old Quelch!” _

“It's jolly decent of old Valentine's
uncle to offer to stand the exes,™ said
Johnny Bull. “But we're not having
that, of coursze.”

“No need!” said Nugent. “We're
rolling in 1t now., Wa were wondering

how we were going fo spend Mr,
Vernon-Smith's quids! This 13 the
way ¥

“What-ho ! zaid Harry.
it's a fearfully ox
into hundreds of pounds; and ol
Valentine foresaw there might be a
pinch in that shoe. That's why hes gut
that bit in, like the brick he is. ut

:‘Df COWTEe,
nsive frip—runnin

wo're all right for funds—owi to
Bmithy’s ‘ﬂater weighing in.” e

“Hurrah [*

“I say, you fellows.” Billy Bunter
rolled - out to the group, {:ia very
g;slectac]es gleaming with inguisitiveness,
"I say, what's the news? Is that a
letter from home? Anything in it

::.Lr;uts 1” chuckled Bab.

The lotfulness is preposterous!™

“Well, lobk here, you fellows,” said
Bunter, “My lfus-' order hasn't
come—I've looked im the rack! It's
jolly odd, as it was coming from one of
my titled relations | But, there it is—
it hasn’t! And, fancy, I've got five
hundred pounds in the Heads desk—
and nothing in my pocket! Bit fat-
headed of old Smith to park it with the
Head, wasn't itj*

“Is that the Bunter way of exprassing
gratitude 7' asked Bob.

“0Oh rats! It's mine, ain't it?"
grunted Bunter. “The Head hasn't
said anything about it so far. I say,
vou fellows, 1 hope it's safe in his
bhands 1"

“Oh crumbs (*

“Well, I'd rather have it in my own |
said Bunter, “I was thicking of askin
him for a tenner to go on with! Loo
here, if you've had a remittance, lend
me & guid, and I'll settle out of what
the Head’s got for me.”

“But we haven't1” grinned Bob.

“You said there was e lot iIn the
letter e

“8o there is—worth more {han
money! It's a letter from Valon-
fine—-

“Eh! Who's Velentine "

“¥You fat, frabjous, foozling Fathead,
don't you remember Jim Valentine, who
was in the Remove 2 roared Bob.

“¥ou needn’t yell at a fellow, Boh
Cherry | I think I remember the chap
now—rather a checky ass, wasn't he ?¥

“You blithering bandersnatch——"

“He kicked me once—more than
once—"

“Good! Let's all do the same !"” sug-
gested Bob,

““ Hear, hear!"

“Beast! I say, you fellows, have you
been grinning like s lot of monkeys
over nuts, because you've had a letter
from that ass Valentine!” exclaimad
Bunter, in disgust. *“Of all the
idiots—"

“ He mentions you in it !" szaid Bob.

“Oh, doez he?" gaid Bunter. “What
does he say about me?”

“The alligators in Brazil remind bhim
of you!”

“Ha, ha, hal!”

“Cheeky ass!" said Bunter. “Let's
see the letter, though, if I'm menticned
in it! I dare say you're tr;iri::g to pull
my ! I did a lot for that chap
Valentine when he was Lere, and he
may rernember it. Some people are

rateful—not you chaps! Let's see the
etter.”

Bunter perused the letter. It was
destined to go the round of the Re-
move, and Bunter had first shot. He
grunted over it.

“Bame checky ass that he always
was I he remarked. “5Still, I'll %nf’

“You'll gol™ repeated the Famous
Five.

“Ch, yes.
hasn't he ™

“Well, in 2 way—'

“Ile savs he would be glad to see me
Agnin. f course ho would—the only
decent chap he knew here——"

“Oh scissors 1

“I den't mean I'm fearfully keen on
soeing him, and I've no doubt that
Bmaﬁ is o rotten place; but it meana
woeks off elassee—ses ("

E] ]

Valentine’s asked me,

¥
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With a savage look on his swarthy face O Lobo turned from the man in the bed and faced Harry Wharton & Co., a gleaming

knife in his hand. Whiz ! The hassock flew from Bob Cherry's hands and struck the intruder full on his aguiline nose,

sending him staggering hackwards.

LS ﬂh lJJ

“Wancy getting off in the middle of
term, instead of waiting for the hola!”
said Bunter, his eyes glistening behind
his big spectacles. 'IF auey giﬂm? on &
steamer to Brazil, while the other fellows
Form-room with

are grinding in the 1
Quelch1 He, he, hel They have jolly

ndd grub on those steamers, ['ve
weard.”™

“Which is the important point!” re-
marked Johnny Bull sarcastically.

“Eh? Exactly! If the grub’s all
ri%ht, everything’s all right—what 1"
Billy Bunter blinked &t the letter again.
“1 say, Valentine doesn’t eay anythin
about the food in Brazil. Same ol
thoughtless ass he always was—for-
getting the important things. I
wonder what the food's like? What do
they eat in Brazil? Anyhody knowi?”

“MNuts I said Bob. “I've heard that
Brazil is where the nuts come {rom.”

“Ha, ha, hai"

“Oh, don’t be an nss! said Bunter,
“I wish the silly fathead had mentioned
it. It's a bit of a risk! 8till, we get
off elasses!  After all, we shall have
fleﬂijr of money; and when mine's gone

¢an borrow some of you fellows. 1
fancy it will be all right. We're going I”

“Tf the Head gives us leave !¥ said
Harry.

“0Oh, we'll wanglo that. I’ll get some
of my titled relarons to put it to him,
if necessary——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” ;

“Blfase:d if I see anything to cackle
atl I—"

“PBuzz off and phone your titled rela-
tions,™ said Bob., YBuzz off, anyhow I'

And until the bell rang for third
school Harry Wharton & Co, discussed
gleefully that glorious chance of a trip
to Brazil and seeing Jim Valentine
sgain, while Billy Bunter with equal

satisfaction, contemplated the glorious
prospeet of petbing out of lessons for
wooks and weeks!

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Off To Rio!

i OWPLL captain the side while
? we're away, Smithy §7
*Leavo it to me,” said the
Bounder.

“Mind you beat 5t. Jude's and St
Jim's " admonished Bob Cherry.

“My dear chap, you'll help me!”
declared Banthy.

“How can I help vou, fathesd, when
I'm on the way to Brazil?” demanded
Bob. “I shall be hundreds of miles
away by that time

“That's how!™ explained Vernon-
smith affably. .

“You silly ass!” roared Bob, while
the other fellows chuckled,

Plenty of fellows envied the Famous
Five, good-naturedly; all wished them
luck, and a good time. Luck was on
the knees of the gods, but there was no
doubt that they were ﬁomg to have &
good time! They had all made up their
minds about that—especially Bunter |

For it was scttled—they wero gomg.
The Head had been a little dubious
about so long & leave from school; Lut
MMy, Quelech had put in a word—indeed,
a good many words—and it was sol
Parenta had been informed and con-
sulted, and had given & cheerful
consent. There was plenty of cash for
a very expensive trip, owing to Mr.
Vernon-Smith's munificence ! Nothing,
indeed, could heve been more timely and
usefnl. :

The Bounder, who had been putting
on all his old form of late at Soccer,
culd be trusted with the football, which

““Bag him 1" panted Wharion.

was VWharton's chief concern. He under-
took that, in Boccer matters, everything
should go ag well as if Wharton cap-
tnined the side. In fact, a lilile better |
Alr. Frulo, informed of tha decision,
beamed all over his coppery face. Ila
hed taken a liking to the cheery chums
of the Remove—which was natursl, con-
sidering the servica they had rendered
him. a was glad to take them back
to Brazil under hiz convoy, and he
cheerily despateched the esble to Jim
Valentine, in the far-off land where tha
nuts come from, to inform the old boy
of (Grevfriara that they were coming.

The cext day Joao Frulo left Grey-
friars, mended and well, to attend to
the business that had brought him to
Erngland, and it was arranged that the
juniors should join him in London the
following week, when all arrangements
had been made. Nothing more had becn
seen or heard of the black-bearded man
with tho aquilino nose. The local polico
had looked for him, without finding
him. As he had failed, at the fimzh, to
intercopt the letter, it waa supposed that
0 Lobo had cleared offi—though why
ha had glanned to intercept that letter

remained a puzzle.

Evidently—though inexplicably—0
Lobo’s object had been to prevent Jim
Valentine's Greyiriara friends joining
him in Brazil, .-tnd he had failcd—they
were going |

But they did not waste much thought
on ) Lobo during the next few days.
Their thoughts were on the future—the
near future. The wonderful land of
Brazil, with its mighty rivers, almost
seag in themselves, rolling down to tho
ceean; ita vast forests, its white-walled
cities, burning in tropical sunshine; its
plantations of coffee and rubber; its
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diamond mines; its davk-skinned popula-
tion: its tribes of Indiens roaming
forest and plain, with arrows and bolas,
or navigatiag the vast rivers in their
cances ! LEven Dunter was interested in
vno of the productions of that mighty
land—its mnuts! Bunter liked Brazil
nuta !

When the pa left Grevfriars, on a
cold and wiﬁd;rtymnrning, Mr. Quelch
shook hands with them, and gave leave
for some of their friends to see them
off in the train at Courtfield for London,
where Mr. Frulo was wmtm% for them,
Smithy, and Redwing, and Toddy, and
Lord Msauleverer, and several more
fcllows ceme. On the platform thay
had & last "jaw,” while Billy Bunter
runted and complained of cold !
Ehtﬁ!‘ on, in Brazil, no doubt Bunter
ing to complain of the heat! Hot
or cold, William George Bunter was the
man to find something to grouse sbout.

_Hearry Wharton & Co, ed into &
carniage, the fellows secing them off
packing round the door. Just ss the
train was signalled to start, s man,
muffed in a thick coat, with a hat drawn
down over hiz brows, darted dcross the
platform and ]umpc-& into the carriage
nexk to that cecupied by the juniors

The Famous Five saw nothing of him,
atill less did Bunter, who was groping in
his cts for toffee to comfort him on
the journey. But the Bounder detached
himself from the group, moved a little
along the train, and glanced into the
carriage into which the mufied man had
jumped. ]

Ho eamo back grinning.

Gﬂ;\%'cll, g?;;rd-hg,re. vou I'I:ti:l!liil r* sgid Bc;;h
rry. “We're going rolling down to
Ttio! First change, Lantham [*

“Mind you beat Bt. Jim's and High-
cliffe, Bmthy 1* said Harry Wharton.

“Consider them beaten | eaid the
Bounder. “With Cherry helping us, as
he's going to do—"

“*You fathead 1" roared Bob.

“But hold on a tick |” The Bounder
put his head in and lowered his voica,
“T've never seen that sportsman  you
call O Lobo—what a namo I—but didn’t
yvou mention that ho had a noso like an
cazle, and a black beard#”

“Yes,” said Harry. “Whyt"

“There's a man with a beak and a
black beard in the next carringe, that's
gll” =aid the Bounder. * Good-bye!”

“0Oh, my bat! Good-bye, Smithy, old
man 1

The door slammed, the train rolled
put, and the fellows on the platform
waved their hats, Harry Wharton &
Co. looked st one another as Courtfield
dropped behind. Smithy's last words
hg.?'lp rather startled them.

“0 Lobo—on this train [ said Harrv.
“If Smithy's right, that looks as if the
brute hawn't done with us vetl e
tried to stop Valentine's letter—ean ho
have any idea of trying to stop our
going " : : i

“I1f he's on the train, he isn't on it
for nothing,” said Johnny Bull. * Keep-
ing us watched, at any rate”

VWaD

“1 say, you fellows, don't hﬂincrry ™
enid Biﬁ:f Bunter,  “I'm with you,
vou know."

"You fat owll®

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“1f he's on this train, he's after us,
that's & cert ! said MNugent.

“Rot " said Bunter. "Lota of men
with beaks and beavears! Yeou fellow:z
are getting funky about nothing. ™

“Squash that blucbottle 1" prowled
Johnny Dull.

“Beast "

“We'll keep an eye open when we
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chan at Lantham,” said Harry de-
cidedly. “Smithy’s jolly keen, and it
inay be s useful tip. If it's really

O Lobo——"

“We could give him in charge,” eaid
Nugent. *“He's wanted for wrecking
Mr. Fruloe's car.”

" Uin—yes; but that means losing the
train. It's only & few minutes to
change at Lantham, and we don't want
to miss tho express, with Mr. Frulo
wmtmg{ah the other end. There's other
ways—Remove ways " Harry Wharton
laughed. “If it's O Lobo, he isn’t
following us as far as London.”

That was settled, in the minds of the
Famous Five, as the train rolled on to
Lantham. They were by no means dis-
pleased at the prospect of bestowing
a little handling on the “Wolf,” who
was apparently sn enemy of their old
cham, Jim Valentine. During the run
to Lantham, Bunter munched toffes, and
Bob Cherry burst into merry melody—
more merriment than melody, per-

haps ]
song, * Rolling Down

“That's a ju]l
to Rio,” " said Bob., "1 believe I re-
And

L]

member a bit of it=let's sea!™
Bob roared:

“I've never sailed the Thingummy,
I've never reached Brazil,
But the Something-or-other and the
What-d'ye-call-it,
They ¢an go there when they will 1"

Bol, apparently, did not remember

a lot of the wurds—thnuggh it seemed ¥

that he remembered etill less of the

O brve: that chap jol
“Berve- that chap jolly well right!”
egnid Johinny Bull. p e ¢

“EhL? What chap?” asked Bob,
br:a-aktng' off hiz vocal efforts

“That beaky bloke in fthe next
earriage. He can hear you, unless he's
deaf | And serve him jolly well cight 1”

“¥You silly ass!™ bellowed Bob.

“Ha, ha, hal”

When the train stopped at Lantham,
the Famous Five jumped ocut quickly.
They were going to know whether the
man Smithy had spotted was O Lobo or
not,  They moved swiftly along the
train—and reached the door of the next
carriage as it opened, and the mufiled
man stepped out. Muffled up as he
was, they recognised him instantly at a
elose view—the hooked nose, the black
beard, the jetty eves. It was O Lobol

He backed, after jumping out,
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startled to find the five Greyfrisrs

fellows in fromt of him. oy bar
hiz way coolly.

iz s8ay, you fellowsl"™ aauankeﬂ
Bunter, rolling after them. I say,

it’s the othor platform for the London
express—across the bridge! I smy,
vou'll lose the train! I say, don’t you
be funky about that l:eal% beast; ha
isn't anywhere about— Oh crikey I

Bunter broke off, with a gasp, as
his eyes, and spectacles, fell on the
dark, savage face and besky nose and
black beard of the brave from Brazil

“0h lor’ 1 gasped Bunter.

He flew for the London trainl

“Stand back, if you please !” O Loba
ﬁipc:ka in Fuoglish, “ What do you want?

know you not |

*“1 fancy you remember wus, you
rascal 1 said Harry Wharten, *“Wea
remember vou, aft any rate, Mister
Lobol You've been hanging sbout the
school, watching for us, and you fal-
lowed us on this train i

“Naoo entendo—I do not wunder-
stand-—"

“We'll make you understand " said
Harry Wharton grimly., *You're pot
following us any farther, you epying
scoundrel | Bag him |V

O Lobo, backing, with glinting eyes
and snarling teeth, backed on the step
of the uarri&%u he had just left snd sat
down suddenly! As he sat. five pairs
of hands grasped him and {lruggedl.)
He rolled headlong on the platform,
elling.

“2it on him I grinned Boh.

“Ha, ha, ha "

O Lobo struggled and fought like a
tiger. DPassengers and porters stared.
But the Famcus Five were too much
for the stocky man—much too much—
and they did not heed their astonished
audience, They flattoned the Brazilian
ouf and eat on him, pinning him down.

Across the line, Billy Bunter waved
a fat hand from a door on the London
express, Bunter had got to the train,

Wharton, eitting on O Lobo's greasy
dark head, sadly crumﬁling his hat,
glanced at his wrist-wate

“One minute ¥ he said. “Cut 1"

The Famouy Five jumped up from
their human sofa—leaving the same
gasping and wriggling and spluttering,

opelessly winded—and bolted for the
bridge over the line. They raced down
the opposite platform and orammed
intp the carriage after Bunter. A
porter slammed the door on them, the
engine shrieked, and the express pulled
out.

Crowded at the carriage window, the

azed back at the down platform an

Lobo! O Lobo was sitting up, gasp-
ing and gurgiingl:l dazed and g%ug,
Llinking across the down line at the
departing train. It was evident that
he was not going to ecateh the express!

Bob Cherry waved a cheery hand to

him.

“Good-bye, little blackbird |2 he
roared.

“Ha, ha, hal” )

0 Lobo stng%ﬂred up, still gasping for

breath, He ﬁ ared after the departing
train, and shook dusky fist. Tive
laughing faces looked _at  him,
Then Lantham Junction disappeared

behind, and with it disappeared the
man from South America; and the
oxpress roared on to London, earrying
the chums of Greyfriars on the first
stege of their journcy to far-off Braszill
THE END.

(Wateh out jor anctheér éxeiling yarn

of Harry Wherion & Co., end moré

MAGIC PICTURES in next Saturday's
MAGNETL)



OPENING CHAPTERS OF A PULSATING STORY OF DARE.DEVIL ADVENTURE |

A Summer Day !

PR:‘LWLED in & deck-chair, his
5 well-knit figure showing to
advantage 1n  whita Hannels,

Squadron-Leader Akers mopped
at lus perspiring brow.

“Confound this heat!™ he grunted.
“I've never known anything like it!™

Flight-Lieutenant Ferris, his youthiul
navigation officer, sprawled in a chair
besido him, grinned. .

“Care for s bathe?” he inguired
lazily.

- *T'd  love one,” answered Akers,
"{rl'lgi':" I can’t be bothered to get the
car.

“I'll get 16! volunteered Ferric
“We'll run down to the bathing-pool
at Cliftonville, what?®

“Excellent idea ! murmured Akers
drowsily,

Rising to hiz feet, Ferris departed,
leaving Akers gazing through hali-
closed eyes acrosa the parched and
withered grass of the aerodrome to
where the smooth and placid sea
glittered in the pitiless glare of the
ecorching sum.

Never before had such heat been
known in England.

Even night breught ne relief from
the suffocating heat of the day., Rivers,
water courses, and reservoirs were fust
w.ir}-mg up, sheep, horses, and cattle
were dying in their hundreds, and there
was not a town or city in the kingdom
which did not report a fast-mounting
death-roll through either sunstroke or
collapse.

Meteorological experta were at 2 loss
to sccount for the phenomens. The
confessed themselves baflled. Such
heat as this which was scorching the
whola of western Europs had no
precedent they said, nor could they give
any explanation of 1t.

Whila the majority of Britain panted
and perspired in town and city, hoping
and praying for rain and a cooling
brecze, the lucky minority fled te the
coast to seek, in the wearing of the
lightest of farh and continuous bathing,
gome relief from the stifling and oven-
like air.

Akers counted himself among the

Iicky ones, being stationed as he was
at Kranston Acrodrome, on the Kent

coast.  As he sat lounging in his deck-
chair waiting for Ferris to appear with
the car, he reflected how perfectly foul
it must be -under present conditions to
be stationed somewhere inland, say, &t
one of the aerodromes on Salisbury
Plain.

. He stretched out his hand for the
iced drink by his elbow, and, as he did
=0, Ferriz arrived with the old snd
battered two-seater cap which Akers
had brought with him fo Kranston,

Draining his glass, Akers heaved him-
self languidly to his feet, and a few
minutes later he and Ferris wero
whizzing along the dry and dusty road
which led to Cliftonville.

“There isn't o breath of air to he
had even in a car,” complained Akers,

P e T e

Torrential rain : : . a raging sea
illumined by a ghostly light . . .
the whole sky filled with the
erashing roar of thunder . : . and
then silence I .. England, sub.
merged beneath the sea, s no more!

- S T e

leaning forward in the driving-seat in
un atteropt to coax open the windsereen
another fraction of an inch.

_ “'There's air up there, anyway”
laughed TFerris, nodding skywards,
“and we're fOying to-mpght.”
“For which relicf muech thanks!®

grunted his companion, “ Edinburgh,
tsn't it iv

“Yes, & Jopg-distance fHight to
Edinburgh and back,” assented Ferris
“But I say—""

" Yes M

“Do you notice anything ™ Ferris
made & comprehensive gesture with hiz
hand. " Anything about the country-
gide, I maan?”

“*No, can’t say that I do,” answered
Akers, staring about him. ™ What's
wrong "

“I don't know that there's anything

wrong exactly,” replied Ferris, “1t

might merely bs my imaginalion,
Would you mind stepping a minute?"
Obediently Akers brought the car te
a standstill by the side of the hedge-
loss road.
"Well?™ he inquired,
quiringly at Ferris,
“Listen '™ said Ferria.
Akers !iattmed; and as he did so, it
became borme in upon him that the
countryside was  strangely  silent.

looking  in-

Nothing moved, nothing stirred, Over
Eu.rnhe land and sea brooded an cerio,
cathly hush.

“Look at those cows over there!™
Tho woice of Ferris broke the stillness
as ho pointed to where tho cows in o
near-by field were standing close in by
the hedge, motionless and with heads
adroop.  “And look at  Lawson's
Poultry Farm., There's not a bird to ba
seen,  They've gone to their roosts,
They know, Akers[”

“Know what " demanded Akers.

“That eomething's coming,” replied
Ferris. “We're in for a storm 1"

“Well, s0 long as it means the end
of thia confounded heat wave, I don't
mind,” eaid Akers, pressing the self-
starter. “But the barometer's high,
isn't T

“It was at lunch,” aseented Ferris.
“Ivll be felling with & run, though,
before evening, I'll bet!™

“I hope you're right,” observed
Akers, “only we dont want flying
washed out for to-night. The only
time I've been able to breathe this past
week 13 when I've got to  twelve
thousand feet.”

He let in the cluteh, and as the car
continued on towards Cliftonville he
began to agree with Ferriz that some-
thing in the nature of & storm certainly
seemed to bo coming.

The sky itself was changing, taking
on & yellowish tinge, and although the
heat was as oppressive as ever the sun
was slowly reireating bchind a thin,
opaque haze which enabled the nalked
cye to view ihe vast Saming ball with-
out hurt,

Thera were fow cars about, and fower
pedestrians.

The beach, however, wans packed
with people, but Akers could not help
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noting
majority

how wan and listless the
of them looked.

Arriving st the bathing pool, they
parked the car, and donning their
costumes, plunged gratefully into the
water, which was ecrowded with bathers,

Even the water alforded little relief
from the oppressive heat, for it was
unpleasantly warm. ki

“No, sir, I can't understand it,” said
an attendant, in response to a comment
by Akers. “The sea itself is as warm
as the pool, and, what's mors, it's get-
ting warmer at the rate of five degrees
an hoyr™

“0Oh, come, man,” laughed Akers,
“that's absurd 1" o

* Absurd or not, eir, it's true,” re-
plied the man doggedly. *You go and
ask them on the pier. They've taking
readings every twenty minutes there.”

“1 tell you, Alkers,” said Ferris, who
was staoding by, “we're in for some-

thing.”

“You're -right, sir,” agreed the
attendant, with an uneasy look at the
metallic sky. * And when it comes, it'll
coma proper 12

“Well, I'm geing in again,” said
Akers, moving away towards the diving-
board., “Come on, Ferriz; I'll race
vou to the raft, then wo'll tea and get
back to the serodrome.”

“I'm not teaing, thanks,” responded
Ferris. “A quart of iced orangeade’ll
about meet my case "

And 1ced nran%uada he and Akers
had when, their bathe over, they had
dressad end found a table on one of
tha erowded terraces overlooking the

Reflecting the colour of the ominous
sky, the sea stretched like a sheot of
burnished copper as far as the haze-
enshronded horizen, and a speedboat
close inshore left behind its dronin
length a long, boiling wake whic
spumed and bubbled like molten metal,
And over all, heavy and oppressive,
Lbrooded s deothly hush which even
the chatter on the terraces and the
straing of a pear-by orchestre could not
dispel, :

t was as if Nature herself, tense,
still, and with bated breath, was wait-
ing—waiting—for whatt

With The Night!

HF sun set that evening in a

E blood-red hoze which magnified

it into o .ﬂ_;h:-t-azsu:|1 ¢ and ferrify-

ing crimson ball.  Long after

it had gone, its reflection remained to

tinge the darkenmi sky, which slowls

deepened info the blacknezs of a star-
lesz night.

Dinner in the Kranston mess had

been over a couple of hours when
Sguadron-Leader Alkers, accompanied
rome,

b{l Ferriz, strolled on to the aer
where, in front of the wvast, illumined
langars, a sguadron of ten might-
hombers stood with twin engines ticking
over and navigation lights aglow cn
wing tips and tails.

After o word with the flight-sergeant,
Akers turned to little Hayes, the
meteorclogical officer.

“What's the latest weather report?™
ha inguired, drawing on his flying
gloves,

The diminotive Iayes proceeded fo
un'burd-en himself.

THE MAGNET

“Then why not try the felephone™
sugieatad Akere, .

“I have,” Hayes assured him, *I
got through to the Air Ministry, and
they said there's a fine weather area
over the whole of Western Europe, with
B hlth barometer.”

“What 1" exclaimed Ferris incredu-
louely. *“A fine weather area with
atmospherics like they are and & sunset
like we saw?” -

“That's what they said!” replied
Hayes, "But I must say it sounds
dashed queer to me™

“¥es, and dashed ?uﬂar to me, too ™
observed Ferns grimly.

“Well, anyway, let's get off 1" said
Akers, turning away to clamber up to
the pilot’s cockpit. “ Cheerio, Hayes!”

“*fo-long 1” replied Hayes.

The mcteorological officer lingered on.
the serodrome until, with a thunderons
roar of high-pnwcred engines, the
squadron bad swept forward into the
darkness and soared up into the night

sky.

'I‘hen. removing his hat in order to
mop ot his damp brow, for the heat
way stifling, he retraced his steps to
hiz office, where & grey.clad corporal
was seated at the blanket-covered and
paper-strewn table.

“If you want me, Jones,” said Hayes,
“1'll be in the billiards-room. 1'm pfa:.r-
ing Mr. Simpson ™

“Very good, sir!” said the corporal

It was fo tha billiards-room, there-
fore, that Corporal Jones hastened some
ftwenty minutes later.

“An urgent storm warning has just
come through by felephone from the
Air Ministry, sir,” he said, handing the
meteorological officer & slip of paper.
“All flying ia to be abandoned, and all
machines in the air are to be recalled
or instructed to land on the nearest
landing ground.”

“But the sguadron left half an hour
ago,” sald Hayes indignantly, deposit-
ing his cue against the table. *What's
the good of sending & warning now?
Iz the wireless scetion in communica-
tron i

“They are trying to establish contact
with the squadron, sir,” replied the
corporal.  **But atmospherics are so
bad that Major Graham is telephon-
ing all merodromes along tho route to
send up rockets.”

“All right I said Hayes. “I'll come
to the oftice. I'm sorry, E'“‘Ewﬂ’ but
I'll have to stand I.:?u We'll Lnish
this some other time ™

Meanwhile, flying at a height of
twelve thousand feet, the sgquadron
was thundering northwards through the
inky darkness of the night., They were
following the coast route, but g0 dense
was the blackness that Ferris, lean-
ing [ar outboards fo pecr down, cuuld

not even discern the thin and con-
tinuous line of grey which marked
where the North Bea washed the shores
of Britain.

“*Visibility's getting worse,” he said,
straightening up and resuming his seat
by the side of Akers,

“Yes; and wo're bumping 8 lot,”
replied Akers., “I don’t like it, Ferria.
Hallo, what's that?

ﬁ\x'ag to port, the blackness of the
night had been split by a sudden scar-
ing rocket, which was f{followed by
afiother and yet another.

“A reenll signel for all machines,
commercial and military 1™ said Ferris

was rent by a luzid sheet of vivid green
flame which filled the whole eky.

Next instant, audible above the
thunder of the engines, came a deafen-
ing and reverberating roar, and, as
i’:hauﬁb hurled by giant, inviasible fingers,
the bomber was swept upwards in a wild
and sickening swirl, 3

Desperately Akers fought to regain
control, His face was grim and sef, sn
there was something akin to horror in
his eyes as he stared ahead. For the
whole sky, filled with the crashing roar
of thunder, was a vivid greenish arc of
flame, weird and terrifying.

Still out of control, the bomber
dropped its nose and swooped earth-
wards, and in that moment Akers
caught & glimpse of the pallid ground
below, and a raging cauldron of boil-
ing sea illumined in that terrible green
!:gBt of the heavens. ) :

lackness shut down again, blotling
out everything for one flesting instant.
Then once more earth, sky, and ragiog
sea_wero illumined by the ghostly Light,
and so terrific was the incessant roar of
thunder that it seemed to the white-
faced Ferris as though the very heavens
themselves were being torn asunder.

Then came the rain, blinding, drench-
ing, torrential rain, apd like a leaf
before the gale, the bomber was ewept
now earthwards, now skywards, swirling
madly through the green and terrifying
light which was streaked with gigantio
forks of darting fire.

And above it all roared and crashed
the artillery of the skies like the deafen-
ingr thunder of s thousand broadsides,

Far below, finding grotesque reflection
from the bjaztng heavens, ragmﬁ 5ea,
and trembling earth, had merged into
one tumultvous and indefnable holo-

caust.

Hali-blinded by the driving sheets of
rain, his scnses stunned and numbed by
the mnerve-shattering crash of thunder,
and the nightmarish are of Hame around
him, Akers hung grimly on to the con-
trol column and rudder-bar, striving
desperately to regain control of the
wildly plunging and reeling machine.

Time end sgein, when the bomber
went hurtling earthwards in mad and
rushing dive, he thought the ¢nd had
come. But always the giant invisible
ﬁ:}ﬁera of the hurricane plucked at tho
wide wingspread and sent the machine
soaring up and up again
Haming sky.

Then, slowly, when it seemed to Akers
and the white-faced Ferris that the
had been battling for hours throug
that terrifving tumult of the heavens,
the crimson lumincsity began to fade

inte  the

and the thunder died rumblingly away
until they were fiving through inky
blackness again, low over & turhulent

2Ca.

- > = = L]
Turning westwards, Akers headed
back in search of the const. Bub there
was no coast fo be found. An hour

dragged past, and then another, and by
that time, filled with & strange uncasi-
ness, Akers was circling widely.

It might be, of course, that his com-
pass had been affected by the elocirical
upheaval. But even admitiing that, he
gshould have found land somewhere. In
desperation he turned south, fiying at a
height of one thousand feet.

And when the grey light of dawn
came creeping in from the east, he and

‘There 18 no weather report,” he sharply. “I'd better answer!™ Terris saw ahead e strange and desolate
stammered. “Atmospherics are eo bad  Rising to his feet he took o Very land of rock and sand strewn with the
that we can get nothing on the wireless pistol from its rack. DBefore ho could gaunt and seaweed-covered wreckage cf
except infernal! eracklings ™ press the trigger, however, the darkness old-time ships.
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The Wasle O] Waters I

& KERS, where are wei"
There was real alarm

the voice of Ferris,

Akers langhed grimly.

“TI was going to ask you that same
guestion,” he said, “you being the
navigating officer.” 5

Rising to his fcet, Ferris gripped the
top of the dashboard and gazed long
.and earnestly at the strange mod barren
land they were approaching. .

“If T was alone,” he said hoarsely,
turning his white, strained face to
Akers, “I'd think I'd gone mad, and
was seeing things., It is real, isn't 167"

“*Yeou, real enough ! answered. Akers
sombrely.

“But what land is it1” demanded
Torris, his voico rizing. “What's the
location of it? I never knew such =
iract of terrifory exisicd anywherei”

“Nor L” responded Akers. ' But, as
my fuel tanks are about dry, we'll land
and investigate.”

Coming in from over the sea, Akers
throttled down,. and, pushing forward
the .control column, tock the bomber
gliding down to land on a Jong flat
streteh of damp, but firm sand.

"“Well, what do you meke of it?"” he
said, staring about him, when he and
Forris had vacated the cockpit and
dropped to the sand.

“Make of it?”
““Great Scott, man, I dont know. what
to make of it | There's not a soul about.
Not a tree, not o hedge, not a building
in sight. Nothing but sand and rock,
seawecd and wreckage, It—it's un-
canny, Alkers!”

“Yes, it is very strange,” responded
Akers.  “But here comes the sun,
When it has cleared the horizon I sug-

t you take our bearing with the
instruments aboard the machine.”

The red rim of the sum was crecping
np above the distant horizon to trace
a shimmering path across the sea, and
swinging himself up to the cockpit,
Ferriz colleeted his navigation instru-
ments and rejoined Akers.

“I’m wondering what has happened
to the rest of the sguadron,” said Akers
pravely. “I doubt if many eof them
rode out the storm.”

“Ves," agreed Forvis sadly, “it came
with such terrible suddepness. I don’t
think I'm an imaginative sort of fellow,
Akers, but now that it’s over, the whole
thing seeme to ma like some ghastly
nightmare, and "—again he amg about
him at the dreary vista of sand and
m-ck.-f*I can't really believe I'm awake
ot
4 “You're awake all right,” Akers
assured him. “But we can do nothing
until we know just whers we are—until
we know what

and this 18"
“I'll try to get our bearings now,"”

saidd Ferris, unfolding his chart.

In silence, Akers watched him set to
worlke  with sextant, <chronomoeter,
dividers, and pencil. Onece, when he
‘had checked up his figures for the first
time, Farris gave a stifled gasp, then,
with trembling hands, he proceeded to
take the bearings again. e

“YWhat de you make it?"” inguired
Akora,

“0Oh, I'm wrong—hopelessly wrong !

in
and

said TFerris hoarzely.  “Don’t talk,
Akers 1™ :
Obediently, Akers relapsed into

silence again, but hizs hps tightened
into & thin, firm line as he watched
Ferris' shaking fingers manipulating
sextant, dividers, and pencil.

(ot it yeti” ho ashed. s

“No, nol!"” croaked Ferris. “I'm
making & mess of it—a hopeloss moess of
]’

repeated Ferris. .

EVERY SATURDAY

With a terrible, serabbling motion, the stricken creafure threshed backwards,
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[ts glant claws flailing the alr as it writhed In dumb agony !

He broke off to take the bearings
again, shaking as though with the ague,
Then slowly he straightened up, and, as
he turned to Akers, his face was deathly
in ita pallor,

* Akers,” he pasped, “"we're on the
Coodwin Sands ™

Akers stared at him in dumb amaze,

“"Are wvou—are you madi?” he
ejaculated, finding speech,

“No, nol"—the voice of Ferris was
shrill and hysterical. “It's the Good-
wins—the (zoodwins, Akersl”

He thrust forward the paper of
pencilled caleulations.

“Latitude 51 deg. 1T in. North and
longitude 1 deg. 32 in. Ifast,” he

stammered. * Check them—check them
for yourself1”

Like a man afraid of what he is
about to see, Akcrs slowly took the slip
of paper and lowercd his gaze to the
pencitled figures.

“TLatitude 51 deg. 17 in. Norvth,” he
repeated dully, “and longitude 1 deg.
32 in. East. And that iz the Good-
wing "

“¥es,"” answored FPerris. “ Look, bere
it i3 on the chart!™ .

Akers looked, then raised his eyves to
those of Ferris.

“There 15 no possible chance that you
are mistaken?" he ashed, and his voice
was strangely quict. .

“No chance at all!” replied Terna,
“I took three readings and all—all
were the same. Oh, Akers, what has
happened ¥

Akers did not reply. Instead, he
tarned and looked westwards towards
whera the coast of Kent showid have
heen. - But there was no coast, ne sign
of land at all, just an anbhroken waste

of water streiching as far as the eye
could see.

Leng he stood there, his hands
clenched, his fmce working strangely,
For now in his heart he knew the truth,
Blowly he turned again to Ferris.

“All night we flew,” he said, “when
the storm had passed, And we saw -no
land. Do you know why, Ferrist”

“No,” answered Ferris unsteadily.

" Because there was no land to see,”
snid Akers, in & low and broken veice.
“Englamd has gone, submerged beneath
the seal"™

The Barren Land !
recoiled, hia

FRRIS
F dilating.
*Akers '™ he eried.

“It 13 only too true,” said

eyes

Akers., “That electrioc storm pither
caused—or was ecauscd by—a  terrible
subsidence of the eartl's erust, What

other explanation can there bal?  All
night we erutzed—cruised over England
—yet what Jand did we see? None at
all. England has gone!"

“But, man, it'a impossible ¥ eried
Ferris wildly.

“Then where 13 Kent?™ osked Alkers,
and turncd with pointing hand, “If
thesn are the (Goodwins then the coast
of Kent shauld lie yonder. Where 13
it, Forris

“These are the Goadwins " reiterated
Ferris deosperately. “ But, there must
be somo other explanation—"

“There can be no othoer explanation
at all!” interposed Akers determinedly.
“Wa saw no land, Ferris. We eruised
all night and saw no land whera land

Tue Magxer Lirany.—No. 1,461,
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should have been. —Remember,
ﬂﬂI:ItmEﬂE of Atlantis was pubmer
an

“But that is legend!” cried Ferris
“You never believed it, Akers. You
never believed such m;,rths"’

“Myths or not,” replied Akers, “it is
no myth that these very sands were once
n tract of arable country nhmh
vanished in a night beneath the sea.’

“Yes,” said Ferris unsteadily. *Yes,
that is true.”

“And they have sappeared again,
high and dry above the sea,” went on
Akera, “The suhmdemn of the land
mass has forced ug the ocean bed.
wonder how far this belt of rock and
sand stretches—" ]

“What does it matter how far it
stretches 1 a’m:mted Fﬂt‘rxa passionately,
“What does EL matter if
England haa gﬂna—lf oso we knew

cf loved—but you 're wrong—you're

'nm Akerg—"
gob he dropped

With a shudderin
his face tﬂ his hands, and Akers, his
hag ard, turned

own face grey and
away to gaze ouf across that vast and
desolate expanse of water beneath
which iag the citica and towns, the
vill and hamlets of the Eng!anﬂ
whic ha knew indeed had gone.

At length, with shoulders squared,
he turned to Ferris and touched him on
the arn,

“Come, Ferris,” he said, "we've got
tu dﬂmdn what iz best to do!”
E&ntncl Ferris dully. “What

tho

AN ';'.13 dot

“Well, in the first place I suggest f
wae taxi the muchma to those rocks
vondar and picket her down,” eai
Akers. “We've still Eot s gallon or two
of petrol left, so there's mo need to
abandon hen After that we'll do some
exploring.™

g set himself then to rouse Ferria

fmm his hopeless dejection. He suc-
ceeded, after & time, in so far that
Ferris assisted him to taxi the bomber
to the nearest rocks and picket it down.

They set off, and, d not their
strange aurmundmga been oceasioned
by such dire and dreadiul I;ragedj,
both must surely have been lost in
wonderment and amaze at the gmt&squﬁ
and fantastio land of sant and rock in
which they found themselves,

As it was, they could not hel a
feeling of :nw as first they hali
gaze upon tho blackened and harna.cle-
::umresr timbers of some wrecked shi
of yesteryear; and then stayed their
progress to view and speculate upon
ﬁﬂﬂ‘.t; rusted hull deép-bedded in the
£aN

Everywhera were pools, in many of

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

which floated dead fish, killed by the
upheaval of the ocean bﬂd
On they went, moving steadily in &
south-westerly direction, and as they
icked their way between glgmhﬁ
oulders or traversed long stretches of
sand, the gaunt and barren land &
them gradually widened until the sea
to nerth and south was lost to vmw
“I wonder how far thiz lsnd
stretch 1" eoxclaimed Akera at 1:31: th,
halting beside & massive ]F
which reared its grey bulk a full thll‘t-j'
feat above his head, *If I could get up

there; I'd be able to get a pretty good f
I view, all round 1*

With difficulty, ho manngbd the
ascent, for the boulder was smooth and
rounded, and gazed about him,

Westwards, n3 far as the eye could
ses, stretched grey and barren land,
intersected 1::‘{ yellow stretches of sand,
utterly desolafe, sinister, and forbid-
ding. Far to the north and south was
the sea, lapping the silent shores of
what but yesterday had been its bed.

Lun% and  ecarnestly Akers stared
about him, then he serambled down and
rejoined Ferris,

“Goodness knows where it ends!” he
said. “It seems to go on and on for
miles '

" Well, before I go on another yard,”
said Ferm “I'd liko to cat!”

“Wn’]l get some fish from a pool and
grl them,” essented Akers readily,
If we cai find some pisces of more or
les.s dry driftwood, we can soon get a
?'c-mg' by using one of the Very
pnta csa.rtnd,ges 2

"I wonder just how long these fish
will k fresh in the pools?" com-
mented Forris,

Akers locked at him quickly.
“Oh, & long time!™® he answered.
A near-by pool sfforded.them smplo
sustenance for the moment, however,
and whilst Akers set to wor ﬂIumssi:.r
to fillet the fish they took from it,
Ferris went in search of driftwood.
he

Returning with an  armful,
powdored one of the magnesinm ear-

tridges of tho Very pistol, and soon had F

8 fire going on an open stretoh of frm
and drying sand.
Forris sniffed appreciatively at the
appotising odour,
LAy It. s-mal 5 g-:mc'l any WE}}' ” he began,
with & su den startled

_'j"ﬂ]l “Lnnlc - Akers—look 1"

‘Dropping the fish he was holdin
the end of a sharpemed stick, A ma

leapt to his feet. As he did wo, he
caught his breath in horror,’ for coming

towards them scross the sand, moving
st » swift, but ungainly run, was a
monater, man-aatmg CTR creature
almost the height of & man and
gigantie, terrifying girth |

Taking Ferris by the arm, Akers ran
towards where two massive boulde
deeply cembedded in the sand, an
leaning  together, formed a tiny cave
little better than a crevice.

It afforded cover. however, the
cover available, and Akers and Ferris
squeezed into it, being forced to squal
uncomfortably low in order to gain its
arthermost recesses.

“Great Scott!” ejaculated Feorris
“The brute’s spotted us{™

There was no doubt at all that the
terrible, stranded denizen of the under
seas had spotted them, for at an un.
gainly scuttle it made for theis
crevice, and, folding its mighty leg:
beneath it, crouched down at £
entrance, effectively Dblocking thelr
oscape the while it glared at them with
cu-ld and balceful cyes.

Llsten, Akers [
“I can't stand this any longer.
brute's prepm'ed {0 stay there
bours, We've got to do something,

“Yeg,” murmured Akers: and frnm
the [;.I:H:Lﬂ-t. of his short leather flying
coat he cautiously drew the squat
pistal,

" Be careful I” warned Ferris,

Blowly raising the pisiol, Akers com-
menced to move forward inch by inch,
watchod by those eold, unwinking oyes.

‘Then, steadily, his ﬁng-:r pressed on
the trigger. Simultenconsly, the
blazing magnesium oartridgo a ot for.
ward, to strike the monstor feirly snd

uar&!:..r between the eyes, burning and
B‘ilﬂdlng with lurid, ﬁu:-umllﬂng flame.

With &  terrible, sorabbling rmotion,
which flung up great s};:::uta of sand,
the ntt'mkm] ereature msimd hﬂu‘k
wards, zts Eaant mppura ﬂan ing the air
as it writhed in awful agony. Then
graduuh its pace slowed, ita eofforts

ascamoe weaker and more waak and at
length it sank to the ground, qulet and
quiescent.

Quitting their refuge, Akera and
orriz returned to the fire and rebuilt it
with driftwood. But, as” they ate the
fish which thu;f cooked, ‘they kept-a
sharp look-out, for thca:r did not know
what other monsters of the depths
might be roaming this fearsome and
barren land.

(Like the yorn, chuma? I thought
you would! = Geo. B. Rochester har
no equal when f comes te wriling a
reaily powerful slory. Look oul for
heaps more thrills next weekl)
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IN THE HANDS
of the MARTIANS!

Another “Eggsciting” Instalment
of Dicky Nugent’s “Shocker '"—
“St.Sam’s in the Strattersphere!”

Bang ! Crash ! Wallop !

“ Yarooooo | "'

“ Ow.wow-ow! "

“ Gerraff my chest!”

Howla of aggerny re-
sounded through tho
interior of  Professor
I"'otty'as marvellons rocket
ns it hit the surfiss of tho

lanet Mara. Doctor
direhermall and Mr.
Lickham and the five

Fourth Formers were flung
together in a yelling heap.
It was forchunit, indeed,
that they had fixed on
their crash helmets, or
some of them mite well
have busted their topnots !

Doector Birchemall was
the first to pick himszelf
up. He promptly ran
acrges io the winder to
sco what was doing out-
side. What he saw drew o
low wisslo of distonish.
ment from him.

“ Faw ! Lickham !
Boys! Como and have a
sruing 1 "

“ Whatever is it, sir "'
gasped Mr. Lickham, as
he limped to the winder.

For answer, tho Head
started prancing up and
down by the winder with
joy—as egasitcd @8 a
second Form fag !

“Hooray | Now we've

roved what ecientists

ve been argewing the
toss over for centuries!”
he chortled, ** Marz IS
nhahited ! We've landed
right in the midst of some
of the inhahitanta ! Como
and lock, all of yout”™

There was a rush to the
winder—and a jyell of
amazement {rom the egg-
splorers at what they saw.

Crowded round the
rocket, which had landed
in the middle of a sort of
platean, wero hundreds of

the  funniest looking
objects tha St. Sam's
fellows had ever ecen.

They had round bodies,
supported hy four leps
with rollers on the ends.
Their heads, which were
underneath their bodies
instead of on top, were
ndorned with large flap-
ping carg, a big mouth
spreading from ear to
ear, and one eye in the
middle. Not one of them
scemed to possess such a
thinz as o nose |

Juck Jolly & Co. pazed
at the Martians with
faasinated interest. But
Mr. Lickham wasn't a
bit [assinated.

“I vote we got ont and
make friends cof theso
Martian ehaps!’™ said

Jack Jollv.
" Heur.Lar 1" cornssod
Merry and Bright and

Fearleas,

Mr. Lickhem and
Tubby DBarrell did not
answer.

With the majority in
favour of getting out,
Doctor Birchemall crossed
over to the door and
opened it, and the entire
party then quitted the
rorket.

The firet thing thoy
notidgsed wns that they
secemed to weigh much lesa
on Mars than they did on
the earth. Eve stop
they took carried them
about ten® yards forward
and & cupple of yvards in
the air! Jack Jolly &
Co. were quite alarmed
for & moment.

“YWhat's Lhe matter
with wus, gir?" asked
Franlkk Foarless. “We

srem to be floating about
like giddy balloons!®

“Ha, ha, ha! Don’t
let it worry you, Fearless!™
gnsped the Head, who was
nearly busting his sides
with larfter over tho
commical rite of Tubby
Barrell hopping about like
& fat frog. *"Jt'z just
beeawse Mars. iz amaller
than our earth, and there-
fore the lawa of mravity
are different! Ha, ha,
ha ! ™

“My hat! You scem
to bo breaking the laws
of gravity, sir, anywoy ! "

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled
Jack Jolly & Co.

“Well, let’'s cut the
cackle and make ourselves
pequainted  with  these
Martians,”" grinned the
Head, And he woent up
to ono of tho Martions
who was standing in front
of the rest as though he
was a leader, and held
out his hand.

“Do vou think they
speak  lnglish, sirt™
asked Jack Jolly, dew-
binusly.

*It'a quile pos=sibul,
Jolly, in these dnys of
wireloss, J eon butb lry,
anyway, Uood.
morning, my dear
sir!” econtinued

WOULD YOU BELIEVE
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mall farcly and squarely
on the face |

Bang |

“¥Yaroocooo!" roared
the Head., * He's busted
my fizz! Woooooop!t™

“Ha, ha, ha !

Tha Fourth Formers
velled. They couldn't
help it.

Mr. Lickham was tho
one who brought the
larfter to a sudden stop.
He pointed a trembling
.FD'I'E&I]:EEP at the Martians.

" Wateh out, ho
he eride horsely. " They're
cloging their roanks as il
they meoan to go for us!
The Hoad must have
offended thom somchow!"

" Oh, grate pip! "

Jack Jolly & Co.
hwrriedly got out their
Pea-shooters

* Back up, St. Sam'’s ™
cride Frank Fearless, ** If
they want a fizht, they
can have it1 We'll sell
our lives dearly, anyway !

“* Hear, hear! "™

And then,

I*l

just when

thinza began to look ugly, @

The IHead, who had
been rubbing Lis  injured
dial, started Lo rub his
oyes instead !

“ Egestraordinary " ho
gnsped. M Yeu appear lo
have saxxecded whera I
have [ailed, Jolly ! Keep
it up, my boy ! "

Jack Jolly did so, and
with such suxxess that
it was soon pretty clear
that he had reduced the
Martians to a state of
real good humour. When
at last the kaptin of the
Fourth brought his recital
to an end, tho Martiana
all broke intoe o weird
howling, which was easily
reckernisable as their way
of cheering—and it was
then that the St. Sam's
the

Earl_y realised  for
oke

ret time that they

out of a hole at the back

R i

Jack Jolly had an inspira- - %4

tion.

“ Half-a-minnit, von
chapa | ™ he egegsclaimed.
“They say that musie
has charma to soothe
the savvidge breast. Let’s

try my mouth-organ on j

'em ! "
“My hat!
good wheeza [ "

Jack Jolly drew out ¢

his mouth-organ and
applied it to his lips, and
the mnext moment the
strainsg of “Rule,
Britannia " were floating
out on the Martian air,

The effect on the Mar-
tians was amazing. Thoy
pricked l;glj their big ears
and looked at each other :
gnd then, to the delito of
the Si. Sam's adven-
cherera, they all started
dancing !

IT?

That’s a £

of their heads instead of
out of their moulhs.

“Aly hat, sir!"™ cgos.
claimed Mr, Lickham, who
was beginning to regain
hia eurridge now.  ** You
ought to get om well
with these people. They
n;tj_cml-: just lilke you—out
of the back of their
necks t

“Ha, ha, ha 1 2

E= Tubby Barrell.

thea Head. Then he
brightened wup as the
leader of the Martiana
camn up to him and
added: I do belecva
they're going to ask ua
to have a feed with {hem
now "

Dactor Birchemall’s fore-
cast proved corrcet. What
the Martian was saying
wasn't understandable, of
corse, but when he opened
his mouth and pointed
towarids it with one of his

legs, the inference waa
obvious,
“Thanka!' said the

Head, when his host had
finished eggaplaining. ** Aa
yvou ask us so nicely, we
shall be happy to stay
to dinner. =lhan’t we,
you fellows T "

** ¥es, rather!"

Tho leader of the Mar.
{ians waved his leg as
though he understood,
and in a cupple of jiflies
the St. Buam's erosplorers
were being conducted to a
big stome building which
scemed to be s sort of
restorong.

“This is =omethin
like ! "' grinned the Head,
as thoy strolled slong
with 1cen-yard sweps. 1
muat say I'm fleeling
rather peeclish, and I'm
sure I shall do justiss to

what ia sot befora ug!"

“ Hear, hoar ! " grinned

* I'ersonally, I should
be much more comf{ortable
if theso Martians worent

such weerd-looking creeb-

chers,” remarked Mre.
Lickham.
* Hero we arel’

chortled Tubby Barrell, as
they entered the building,
“ Now for the feed!®
But, sad to rolait,
Tubby's first eggsperience
of o fced on the planet
Mara fell much below his

“Fathead ! growled

Daoctor DBirahe-
emall, renching
out to grasp one
of the Martian
leaders’ four legs.
* Itrust that you
find wvourzell in
the pink ! "

The next mom-
ent, the Hoed got
& shock., Instead
of axxepting hia
profiered hand of

friendship, tho Remove forwards Temple & Co.
Martian }IJ;. ahed !ﬂﬂ_ﬂd ﬂ-_ “ hard going M'—and

. it e of their ** slips '* let Harry Wharton
out with one o & Co. in Hua il acam.

his lege and Liffed
Doctor Birehe-

An ice bkockey match betwsen
Remove and Upper Fourth drew

a huge crowd.

Winniog 8—0, REemove were too
‘ glippery ** for their opponents,

gainst the swift

= BraFlg = T
TR iy

ECT R
i el

Owing to a printer’s error, W. Q.
Bunter appeared in the School
List as being 115 years old instoad
of 15. ** Smithy " remarked that,
slthough Bunter has been telling
his story aboul a postal-order he
is expecting for & very long time,
it bardly seems quile as loog as

TEgigFon

= b Fo

that |

eggspectativna,

To begin with, instead of
b aving seats, tho Martians
had bars rumming along
under the ceiling from
which they hung by two
of their loga whila they
helped themselves to the
trek on the table with the
other two.

That wouldn't have
inattered  1much from
Tubby’s point of view,
perhaps. But what did
matter was  the tuck,
Tubby had hoaped for a
4artian edition of steak
v and sossidge-rolls and
jmn-tarts and  dosnuits.
[ostead of that, ho found
when they brought up the
ek that their staple diet

. Mars komsisted  of
swnps of rock !
The hospitable Mar.

dong scrved up enuff of
+hesa for Tubby to have
suilt o emall house with,

FL“ Of all the dud places
over struck, Mara ia the
shldest ! 7 snorted Tubby.
“Wansy eating blessed
faones 1™

*I agrea that it ia
sapther tuff,” mermered
“he Head, " But we don’t
‘vant to upzct these Mar.
+iang it wo can belp i,
a0 I vote wo all remember
ur  manncrs as  guests
and wake ab least a
aretence of eating them !
‘Wadain ! ®

And the St. Sam's

sasplorers, realising ihat
there was 2omothing to be
said for the Mead’s point
g view, }}m{'c—nded to cat
adupks of rock and enjoy
*hem—and promised them.
welves a real feed to meke
ap for it, when they got
Ymeck to Trofessor Polfy’s
roclet !

(More larks on Mars in
ver! week's instalinendt, fads!

Jon’l mriss i)

BOB CHERRY chuckles over—

Dummies’ Desperate Duel !

Chaps  who've always
maimiained that theve never
waz such a duminy as
Coker will have to revise
their apinion now. There
is such a dummy as Coker—
and whot’s more, Coker
hoas met him |

Last night, Tubb oand
Gatty and Myers rushed
ilong to Coker’s study when
he was all on his lonely
own, and announced that a
burglar had broken into
the gym. Imwediately
Coker jumped to his feot
and rushed oub of the study.

Buat Coker was in for a
rude awakening, When he
glogged out at the dark
fipure he found in a corner,
on entering the gym, he
fully expected that the first
blow would prove a knock. @
gut. For from it! Truoe,
his oppounent did fly back
when the blow landed ; but
he returned o moment 'later,
and Coker got a {earful
c:!uu:;_p on tho chin |

Of course, Coker wosn't
standing for that. He hit
oub harder, and again his
opponent vanished into the
darkness.

Then he came back once
ore, and landed o smasher
on Colter’a noso !

Coker sow red and wentb
for the chap in griro carnest.
But cach time Coler got
in & blow, his opponent
came back with a harder
blow 1

Tho end was {crrible for
Coker. He took a socl.
dolopger r‘fht on the jaw,
and faded out altopether
for about twenty ticks.

But the scquel was siill
mwore  terrible,. When he
came reund again, to find

Vo

the gym

dummy

school !

tion again,
hit

thoir lives.
are ng takera!

it.

nothing rmore
than the new dummy boxer
that has been instalied in
this wesl )
stands on a heavy basze and
always springs up to atten-
however hard
What had
knocked out Coker was not
a despcrate crook—but a
on the rchound !
So Coker is not, after gll,
the greatest duromy
2 After this notable
victory, the tutle will surely
go to the ono in the
Incidentally, to a
to injury, Tubb & Co. had
left tho  words
BEEN HAD?™
aeross the mirror in Coker’s
study when he got hacl.
They've spent ihe
twenty-four

- _?;?L :.f- ____..:_. :.:‘;5;

The new Pegg motor life-boat hes
been called out several times

| sccasion
Tom Redwing broke bounds to go
knowing the crew.j their first victim. Accnsed
RBedwing was reprimande
but in view of the asmistance h
Head overlooked was too simnned {o speak.
his act, A ‘“savieg!'grace [ ‘‘ailence?? got him let off ]

already. On the [ast

with

I =

renderad, the

Tire Courtfield police, .
manting with a8 aspecial ** noige
metor ' to meagure tha sound of
tha trafie, made Horace Coker
of he Ielt noeasy.

making foo m

a:pe k-

“ decibels **
of noize on his molor-bike, Coker

Bunfer was very keen fo go on
the *'Chair-p-plane * at the
Courtdeld Fair. When the
proprietor saw Bunter's bulk,
Not so nneasy,
however, a3 DBuniter el alter
whirling round at high speed !
For once the Owl was ﬁlaﬁ to
get out of a ** chair2! 1

His

any

Tom Redwi
evanings

“ preasure 17
Redwing ** treasares » it greatly.
It stands on the mantelsheil of
Redwing’s studs.

Wingate attending fo him
and all the lights turned on,
ho made the additional dis-
covery that the ™ burglar ™
Lbe had been attacking was

1 formidable

in tho

dd maultl

“EVER
challied

last
ours dodging
Coker and trying to insure
So far, theve

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU

WAIT !

MORGAN’'S MARVELLOUS

MOVIES!
By DICK RAKE

" Coming along to my movie-show this evening 7 !

Morgan me,
“ Thanks, awfually," I
films ¥
“Indeed, I've some
who've seen them
I went along.
looking forw
thers bang on time,
Meorgan turned out the

the other day,

gaid, " Cot some gocd

excellent ones. Fellows
pay they'ro moarvellous ]

A dozen other chaps were also
to it, apparently, for they were all

light and switched on the

projector, and o beam of light was thrown on to the

sereen. It wasn't o very

seemed to be a dickens o
But we hoped theso would vanizh

mixed upwith if.
when tho film started.

[;nwarful beam, and thero
8 lot of wobbly specks

The filmn, however, geemed to be a lomg t'ma

starting.
diffiulty. A long period
restive.
So far, all we'd scen was
jumping up and down on

“ Well, when are you
I asked.

And what do you think

Then, at last, the lights went up

Morgan secrmned fo be having a little

agsed, and we got a little
again.
a lot of blobe and specks
the screen.

going to start, Morgan ? I

Morgan angwered ?

“START ! WHAT DO YOU MEAN?! I
STARTED HALF.AN-HOUR AGO, AND I'VE

FINISHED NOW | ™

And, believe it or not, kids, he was speaking the

literal truth }

Weo'd seen a half-hour moving.picture

programume without recognising a singlo” picture !

Morgan called his * movies ™ marvellous,

Person-

ally, I consider they're almost miraculous |

Fierce Contests

at

FAGS FISHCARNIVAL

Says HARRY

WHARTON

If you haven't seen aljust at the right moment
Fog Fish Carnival, you|when they'd rcached por-

haven't Lived |

In c¢ase you're mot
alveady
should mention that a

fection |

The winner was eventu.

aware of it. 1 (8lly declared to be Sammy
% Bunter,

and he was

Fag Fish Carnival is a awarded the prize of

Herring-toasting  Com-

ten doughnuts and & pen-

petition which coneludes [Enife, amid loud rejoicings.

with a feed of herrings
cooked by the competitors.
The herrings are toasted

the ends of penholders.

The enthusiasm is amaz-me,

ing. The etewards have
wite a job to leep back
the surging erowds round
the fire, and the cheering
and yelling that go on
aa  the errings  pess
ihrough various shades of
brown, till  they
reach the fnal
staga of sooty
hlack, are con-
tinuous,

The contests
were quito exci-
Ling.
hawve a critieal eye
for a well-grillod
B herring, of course,
! you don’t appra-
ciate the finer

ag spenl tweniy-eight
making a3 miniature
seale model of a Spanish galleon,
the ship being only 3} inches long.
Thoogh it i3 too small to taka

points of the
game, But I
managed to get
nquite a kel out
of waiting for tho

board, . ious eotnpeti-

'Cm:qiv&]
wviatin

; any o
by the Form-room firs on atfending one in the near

inlesa you |F

Oh, vea ! The Fag Figh
iz well worth
But if thera are

you who intend

future, take & tip from

Wear a smeﬁl-pﬂmf
sgck over your clobber,
and pnt on & gas-mask
before you go in !

ANNUAL
OFEN DEBATE

Fourth and Remova
debate “ Which is the best
Form at Qreyiriara ! at
8 p.m. next Monday. Rell
up to the Reg in your
thousanda! Remove sup-
oriers should apply to
the Debating Seorctary for
supplics of cgge, tomatoes,
handbells, and ratiles,

INQUIRERS
PLEASE NOTE!
Wo, there isn't a new
kid in the Second. The
kid you saw was Dicky
Nugent—and the reazon
you didn't recogniss him

tors to jerk their
herrings away

i8 that he rceently washed
hia face.



