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THE FIRST CEHAPTER,
Dubble-00" Gee in Dilliculiies !

JAY, you fellows I

It came in a loud howl.

Jim Valentine chuckled.
“That's jolly old Bunter ! he

HI
said, ; )

It sounded as if Billy Bunter waz i
trouble |

The steamer Comet was berthed by
the quay in the harbour of Ric de
Janeire, Harry Wharton & Co., of the
Greyfriars  Remove, having “rolled
down to Rio,” had arrived at last at
that famous city. -

Rio was round them, blazing in the
tropical sunshine. Quags and docks
swarmed with a black end white, brown
and yellow population. Officials of
every shade of dusky complesion were
as thick as mosquitoes.

The Famous Five had got ashore at
the earbicst possible moment to meet
their old pal, Jim Valentine, who was
waiting on the quay to greet them, Sad
to relate, they had forgotten Bunter!

Now they were reminded of him.

Bunter, still on the steamer, had been
stopped at the gangway. Other passen-
rers, having complied with the multi-
arious and innumerable regulations
connected with landing in Brazil, had
heen allowed to pass freely. But an arm
was placed across Bunter's way—and he
litinked through his big spectacles at an
vhstructive official with angry indigna-
tiomn.

Dom Joazo Frulo, under whose charge
the schoolboys had voyaged out to
Brazil, had disappeared to look after
the baggage. The other fellows were on
the guay. Bunter was on his own. In
vain he gabbled English at an official
who jabbered back in Portuguess.

Neither eould understand the other.
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Hence Dunter’s yell to the fellows on
the quay.

The Owl of the Remove was getting
alarmed. The official was getting ex-
citedd. The Comet was going on to
Buenos Ailres, sfter a stay of only
twenty-four hours at Rio. unter was
anxious to get off.

South America is a leisurely country;
but even a Brazilian official was not
likely to spin out a conversation to the
length  of  twenty-four hours,  3till,
Bunter was alarined. He wanted to got
after the other fellows—and he counldn't,
The official prm barred his way.

“That ass 1" growled Johnny Bull

“1 say, vou fellows!” wellad Bunter.

“Why the dickens don’t they let him
comie ¥’ said Bob Cherry. “All the
papers are in order—Mr. Frulo saw us
through that—"

“Trust Bunter to
some sort ! remarke

Harey Wharton
steamer.

“ Beast "' roarad Bunter, a3 he saw
him coming, no doubt by way of thanks,
“Leaving & chap- behind—"

“Why didn't you come with us, you
silly ass#" demanded the captain of the
Remove. ) ]

“1 had to get this bag from my cabin,
vour fathead ! Now this blithering idiot
won't let me pass!” _ ) )

Bunter had & small suifcase in his
hand. s

It was quite amall, though it com-
tained all Bunter’s outfit for the long
journey from the Old World-to the New.
iaunter. as usual, was travelling light.
Anvthing he wanted, ho borrewed from
the other fellows' outfits. So that was
all right.

On the suitcase appeared Buonter's
name in_capital letters: “WILLIAM
GEORGE BUNTER.” The Rio official
was pointing with a dusky fnger, at
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that nome. [t scemed to be the root of
the trouble. i

“{) pome do sernhor ¥ said the official,
for the tenth time.

Bunter knew that much Portuguese.
He had heard it a good many times &8s
the Comet came into Rio Harbour, He
knew that the dusky gentleman was ask-
ing his name

“VW. . Bunter ¥ hooted the fat Owl,
also for the tenth fime.

“Nag ! said the official, shaking his
head.

“The beast won't believe that that's
my name ! howled Bunter. *Tho other
beasts have been over the passports, and
they jolly well know it's my name ! But
this beast makes out that it jsn't! Per-
haps ho thinks ['ve pinched this suit-
case, blow him 1" -

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Most hikely 1” he remarked. In fact,
Bunter’s suitcase did not look as if it
waz worth “ pinching.™

“Blessed if I can see anything to
cackle at! The rotter’s keeping me on
the ship—I shall be going on to Boones
Airs at this rate! all the blithering
idiot to let me pass.”

It wa3s rather fortunate for Bunter,
in one way, that the Brazilian did not
understand English. Had he compre-
heniled Bunter's description of him, it
was probable that he would have taken
olfence.

Harry Wharton, collecting somae of the
Portuguese he had learned from Mz,
Frulo, addreszed the man in uniform.

“Que ha?"” he asked, asking what the
matter was.

“) nome ! hooted the dusky one.

“That's my name!”™ roared Dunter.
“\W. G. Bunter, sea? That's my nomey,
as you call it in your silly languagel
Nomey, W. G. Bunter.”

“MNaol Dubble-oo Gee—nao! Nool"
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snorted the dusky oflicial. *Boonter—
gim, sim ! Dubble-co Gee—nao !l Nao "

“The man's mad I” said Bunter. “I
say, Wharton, you barge him over, old
chap, while I ni across.™

Wharton chuckled.

What might have happened, had he
“ba over " a port official at Rio
de Janeiro, he could hardly imagine.
Certainly he was not going to try it on.
SBuch a shock to officialism might have
esused the Republic of Brazil to guiver,
from the Prezsident of the Rapublic down

to the blackest porter on the quay.

“It's your fault, you fat ass!” he
asid. “Why can’t you tell tho man your
name T

“I've told him a dozen times!"

The official waved Bunter back. Obvi-
ously he was not going to let & nger
off the ship when the name of William
G_ﬁﬂ'i’gﬁ Bunter was plainly painted on
his bag, and he gave the name of
Dubble-oo Gee Bunter. To the official
mind, there was something very doubt-
ful and suspicious in this.

All sorts of dubious characters arrived
at the port of Rio. The port officials
were very keen and watchiul and wary,
especially—hke all port officials—in
dealmg with travellers who were quite
above suspicion.

Clearly, to the official mind, there was
something wrong; for there was no re-
semblance whatever between tho name
William George and the name
Dubble-co Gee t

“Por ali] Entende vossa merce? De
pressa 1" gabbled the official, pushing
the Owl of the Remove back, “Diga-
me; o nome [M

“What does the idiot mean, Whaor-
ton 7%

*He's telling you to got back, and to
tell him your name, you blithering fat
ass [

“I've told him!" shricked Bunter,
And he roared at the official, *“My
name's W. (. Bunter! Secel Can't you
see it on the bag "

Bunter roared his loudest, Like many
cther people, he seemed to have an idea
that foreigners could be made to under-
stand English, somehow, by shouting it.

But the officia] did not understand;
and he was growing more and more sus-
picious. He pushed Bunter back.

It was well for Buntor that Wharton
had come back for him. Otherwise
there was little doubt thet he would
have been detzined on the Comet, on
passed from official to official, t:1ll he
atrived at one whe understood English.
And by that time he might have become
an object of such suspicion that he
might not have been allowed to land in
Hio at all

But Wharton, having grasped the
difficulty, weighed in with the necessary
explanation, )

" Excuse me—desculpe me ™ he said,
ramm¥; his hat wvery politely to the
official gentleman—remembering that in
Brazil, as in all Portuguese countries,
Enhtenau cornes before everything, even

efore washing, “0O nome e William
Georpe Bunter——"

“Dubble-oo Ges Bunter——"'

“What does the fathead mean by
Dubble-oo gee?'” howled the Owl of the
Eemove,

o~
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“You silly ass, you've given him your
initials, and he thinks vour imitisls are
your nampe "

“0Oh crikey "

Wharton's Poriuguese failed him. To
explain that absurd mistake in the
native tongue was beyond his powers,

But the language of signs 15 under-
stood in sll lands. e pointed to the
first letter of the name William on the
bag—then to the first letter of the name
George,

“W1T” he said. “G 17

The Brazilian stared at him, then at
the name, and then at Bunter.
goinprehension slowly dawned on the
officia! mind. Really, there was some
excuse for the misapprehension, as the
“W?" had no existence in his own
Elphaheh and was quite a new one to

im.

But he comprehended ot last.

His frowning foce relaxed into a grin
—which Wharton was very glad to see,
for there was no telling what might
have happened swwhen officialisin was once
ronzed. _ i

# Entendo [ he said, which meant that
e understood. His barring arm was

Harry Wharton & Co., of
Greyfriars, have had a most
thrilling time {ravelling across
half the world fo meet Jim
Valeniine, Bui what they have
passed through is nothing in
comparison with the exeifing
times ahead of them!!

withdrawn from Bunter's path. *“Va so
embora 1” he added.

“YWhat does the "1dict mean,
Wharton *"*

“He means go awoy "

“Oht Good ™

Bunter was glad that he had got some
gense out of the man at lastl He did
oot wait for the official to say “va se
embora ¥ twice! He scudded. .

Harry Wharton was more ceremonious
about it. Being in & ceremonious
country, he played up mccording to the
rules. He raized his hat and bowed.
The official bowed with great politeness,

d Wharton bowed again, and the official

bowed again. en, considering that
he had done enough, even for a FPor-
tuguese country, the captain of the
Removo followed Bunter to the quay.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.,

Bunter Doesn’'t Like If1

b OM 1 said Mr. Frule.
Which meant good.
His coppery face beamed
with satisfaction.

The dusk of evening had fallen on
Rio, and the city and the islands in the
bay twinkled with lights. :

(’gn the veranda of the Hotel Cloria,
facing the bay, the Greviriars fellows
gat over their cofiee, and every [ace
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expressed  contentment—ezcept  Dilly
Bunter's.

Bunter seemed peeved.

Nobody, however, seemed to chserva
that important fact. The chums of the
BRemove were giving all their attention
to Jim Valentine, and once morc Bunter
was forgotten.

_ They had dined well, and were feel-
ing good. Bunter, who had dined mora
than well, was not feeling so good,

Mr, Frulo hed just rejoined the perty.
He had been busy in the Customs—
always rather an arduous .business at
io. The age had not yet come on
to the hotel, IE was not likely to arkive
till to-morrow—perhaps the day after.
“Order and Progress” is the national
motte of modern Brazil. But the
natives of that great country fake their
order and progress in a leisurely way.

MNobody hurries—except the drivers of
cars. who whiz,

“Bom!” repoated Alr. Frulo,
beaming.

He was glad to see the party safely
arrived, at last, at their destination, in
company with the young Benhor Valen-
tine, whom they had come so far to see.

The woyage out to Brazil had b
accompanied by unexpected perils—
through which the Greyfriars fellows
had safely passed. It was a great
reiﬂlf to Joeo Frulo that it had eifded
well.

“What does that old ass mean by
bong 1" Billy Bunter inguired of Harry
Wharton, in a voice that was not, ﬁ-
haps, intended to reach the ears of Mr.
Frulo, biit which did reach them.

“Rhut up " muttered Harry,

“ (Oh, really, Wharton—"

#*Bom means ‘good, like the French
“bon. Now dry up!” .

*Shan't! Blessed if T see anything
good here !” grunted Bunier. “ Rotten
country, if you ask me |”

5 Nobody asked you, sir, she said,” ™
sang Bob Cherry,

13 n_h !“

Jim Valentine raized his eycbrows a
little as he glanced at Willlam George
Bunier. .

Valentine, browned by tropieal suns,
handsome and cheery a3 when the
juniors had known bhim in the Grey-
riars Remaove, and he had shared Study
No. 1 with Wharton and Nugent, was
very glad to ses his old friends agam.

Possibly, during his long_absence, ho
had rather ‘fﬂl‘ﬁﬂﬂl‘.’n what Billy Bunter
was like. Ho had said, in his latter to
Wharton, that Billy Bunter could come
along if he liked. Bunter had liked—
and he had come! A few hours of
Bunter, it wes very probable, had made
Valentine rather wish that he had lefd
that bit out of his letter to Groyiriars.

Bunter was feeling the heat. It was
hot in Rie, even in tha dusk of the even-
ing. Bunter stated that there were flies,
There wera| Bunter had more thon hia
share of them, because he was generally
rather sticky, and the small winged
inhabitants of Brazil seemed to have
taken a fancy to him. i

Moreover, there had been red wine on
the table at dinner. Bunter, disregard-
ing advice, had sampled it, iuat to show
that he could do what he jolly well liked
when he was away from school. It had
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not Agresd with Bunter.,  Altogether,
there was no doubt that Bunter weas not
at his bonniest.

Mr. Frulo gave Bunter a lock.

On board the steamer coming out from
England, Mr, Frulo had fallen into the
habit of strolling along the deck when-
ever Billy Bunter bad anything to say.
Thus he was able to elude the tempta-
tion to take the fat junior by his podgy
neck and shake him.  This resourco
came fo his aid now,

“It needs,” said Mr. Frulo, “to see
onco more about a baggage. Yes!”
And with a polite bow to the juniors, ho
disappeared down the steps of the
veranda.

Fivo saparate and distinet glares wera
turned on William Georgo Bunter.

Bunter did not mind.

*I say, Valentine——" he bogan.

TYea? gaid Jim.

@1 advise you to sack that man !

[ Eh r.ﬂ

“1 don’t like him,” explained Bunter.

“Unsolicited  testimonial in  IMr,
I'rule's favour 1? temarked Bob Cherry.

“You shut up, Cherryl For good-
ness’ sake give a fellow a chance to
speak ] Yon are like a sheep's
head—all jaw ! fellow can't get in o
word edgewaysl I say, Valenting—"

“What about & walk round Rio?™
asked Valentine.

“Good cgg!” said the Famouz Five
ell together.

“I'm speaking !* hooted Bunter.

“You generally are,” sighed Bob.

“Tho speakfuiness of the esteemed
Bunter,” remarked Hurres Jamset Bam
Singh, *is like the absurd brook in the
;il::]mulﬂus poem, which went on ever-

it :.l'."

Jim Valentine chuckled. It was long
since : he hed heard the Nabeb of
Bhanipur talk Englizh, and he evidently
enjoyed it. ] i

N Good old Inky ! he said. *It’s rip-
ving to ses you again, and all you
ellowa. 1 like Brazil; but L've never
forgotten Grevfriars.™

il 3 E:-u don’t want fo hear me—*
said  Billy  Bunter, with crushing
l]lgl'lll-‘j’.

[ |

Who possibly could?” acked Bob.

“¥Yah!

“Run on, old man ™ said Jim Valen-
tine. Bunter was his guest in Brazil,
and could not be kicked, 28 he could
have been in the Hemove passage at
Groviriars, in for-off England. “What's
the troubla I

“ About that man Frule,” said Bunter,
frowning. “Heo was checky to me &
good mauny times on the steamer.”

“Perhaps he didn’t quite realise what
an important fellow you are, old man ¥
suggested Valentine gravely.

iots of times,” said Bunter, unheed-
inr, *“ho never even answered when 1
spoke to himy, Only yesterday, I asked
him whether Braziliana ever washed,
and he had the cheek to turn Ins back
on ma

“0h1® gazped Valentine.

“The best thing you can do,” said
Bunter, “is to sack him| That's my
advice 1o you, YValentine™

“Thanks,” said Valentine,. "But as
Frulo iz cmployed by my Uncle Feter
to manage the fazenda on the Rexeo,
you'd betler speak te Peler. I've no
doubt he will beo grateful for your
advice”

This was sarcasm; but a sheer waste
on Bally Bunter.

“Well, I'll mention it, then!” said
the fat Owl  “Iz he going to travel
with us to your uncle’s plantation?”

“No; he's got a lob of business on
hand in Rio aud Sao Paule. You're

Tog Macxer Lisnary.—XNo. 1,464,
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coming up-country under my convoy,”
answered Jun, ““Frule's staving here
after wa leave for a few days.”™

“When do we start?”
HDay afier to-morrow.™

“Why npot ab oncet” demanded
Bunter. ;
“Well, don't vou wank to have a

squint at Rio?” asked Jim. * Beaides,
the baggage won't be through the Cus-
toms. That takes time in Brazil.”

“What a rotten country!” remarked
Bunter,

“MNot so bad when you get to know
it,” said the boy planter cheerily, "*and,
if you don’t mind my mentiun{nioﬂ:,
Bunter, lots of these )Er;uplﬂ sitling about
hare understand English.”

“Let ‘em!” said Bunter, “They're
welcome to hear my opimon. oy
uncle must have been rather wn 235 to
settle in Drazil, Valentine.™

£E Gh !H-

“1 remember sceing him, when he
came to Greviriars, I thought then
that he looked a bit of an a=s.”

[ 1Y Gh 1]1

“ Ara vou going to ehut up, Bunteri”
asked Bob Cherry. i )

“MNal Aretherec any mosquitocs in the
Rexo, Valentine ¥

“Tons 1*

“Oh -cri'[-:t-[y'i T've beon hitten by
mosquitoes already ! I ean sce now that
I was an ass to come !”

“Why did you come, old {fat man, if
you don't like the place?” asked
Valentine,

“Well, we pet out of lessons”™ ex-
plained Bunter. *'If we can hang it
out till the Easter hols we cut
practically half a term’s lessons.”

“Oh, my hat ™

“That's all very well, though,” went
on Bunter. **But if a chap's going to
be bitten by mosquitoes, scorched by the
sun, chewed up by jaguars and pumas,
stun by  poisonous enakes, and
mur-ﬁ&re& by bandita, I can jolly well
tell you that I'd prefer old Quelch and
hig cane at school.”

Jim Valentine laughed.

“ Luckily tho Comet hasn't pulled out
vet,” he said. “If you're fed-up with
Drazil already, Bunter, nothing's easier
than to go back on the steamer to
England—she goes home after touching
at Buenoa Airea. We'll all come Jdown
to sce you off, old chap.”

“ Yes, rather | szaid Bob.

*“Pleasure I'* said Nugent.

“The pleasurcfulness will be torrific.™

Billy Bunter blinked round at the
Famous Five. and then fixed his eyes
and his speetocles on Jim Valenbino
with an accusing blink,

" Is that what you eall hospitality, try-
g to get shut of a fellow after you've
only seen lnm a few hoursy™ he asked.
“T dare say | might have expected it—I
remmember what  you  were ke &t
Greyfriars ! )

arry Wharton rose from lus chair,

“Let's got out on that walk ! he said.
“Come on, you menl! You coming,
Bunteri”

*“If yvou think I'm going to fag up and
down those rotten long streets when I'm
tired out, Wharton—"

Wit where vou are, then !

“1f you think I'm going o stay in o
beastly foreipn hotel all by nyselfe——"

*“*0Oh doar 1™

Jim Valentine and the Famous Five
went down the ateps. Billy Bunter
heaved hiz weight out of his deep cana
chair to follow. Bunter was tired, Ha
had been born tired, and had never got
over it. DBut he was not going to be
left on hizs own.

“I'm ecoming " he squeaked. “Wait
for ma [

¥ Buck up, thenl”

“Bhan't!”

Thera was at least one cuzfom in
Brazil that appealed fo Billy Bunter.
That was the custom of taking time
about everything and pmmcdinf:, 11 all
cirgumstances, i an extremely leisurely
manuer, A snail had nething on
Bunter as he rolled after the Grexfviars
fellows.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Shadowed in Rio!

i IIIS 15 the Rio Branco!” eaid
Jim Valentine.
“Eh? I thought a rio was
a river [ said Bob Cherry.

dim laughed.

“H50 it sl 1 mean, this is the
Avenida Rio Branco—White River
Avenue, if you like that better! SHome

sirect, wlat #

The juniors admitted that it was!
More than a mila long, mora than a
hundred feet wide, the avenue ran, with
great trees down its centro ancd itz sides
lined with wvast buildings. Tt was a
great artery of traffic in Rio, and cars
and crowds were numberless,

After 50 long a time on the steamer
the schoolboys were glad to strotel their
legs on land.  They were prepared to
enjoy every minute of their first ramble
round  fhoe  great  South  American
capital.  All things wers new and
strange to them, In a dozen paces
they saw a dozon different shades of
complexion and heard a dozen different
languages. And they were struck by
the strange contrast botween  the
leisureliness of the general population
ancd the tervifie hurry of the drivers of
cars. Lvery chauffeur they saw zcemed
te be fearfully pressed for time, whiz-
zing like an arrow, as if it were a
matter of life or death to arrive somie-
where swiftly., Why there wasn't an
accident cvery two or throe minules
they could mnot guess: but  fortune
seemed to favour the reckless.

Jﬂﬁt!inf; Anpnumerable pedestrians,
Jim Valenting and lus friends keps
together mora or less, DBally Bunier
trailed belind.

U'mwilling to lose the fat junior in z
strango city, Harry Wharton & U
lngked zowd for him every now and
then and called to him.

Bunter did net trouble to answer,

If the beasts did not choose to slacken

ace and accommodate their walk to

unter's snail-like rate of progress, they
could faney he was lost if they ltked |

But, 85 a matter of fact, when they
looked back they always caught the
glgam of Bunter’s big spectacles in the
right lights, and hknew that e was

keeping the party in sight. Bunter,
certainly, had no intention of gettmdy
lozst in Rio de Janeiro if he could

help it

Sa they eccasced, at lazt, to DLether
ahout the fat and fatuous Owl and gavn
all their attention te Jim Valentine as
he peinted out endless objects of intere:c
to sightseers.

Buauter, grunting, raolled on astern,

Iivery now and then he lost-sight of
the party, but it was easy enough to
pick uF a buneh of eix fellows again.
and whenever they gobt ton far ahead
tho fat Owl accelerated a littla.

It was through this that the Owl of
tha Remove became aware of another
person who was following the Greviviars
party.

Inmumerabla podestrians passed and
re-pagsed bhetweon him and the group
ashead, but Bunter noticed, at last, that
one figure, which became familiar to kLis
eves, continually recurred.

1t was that of a rather burly man



with an 1mmense shady hat which
locked as if he had come in fresh from
the “sertao "—the back country.

That big hat bobbed incezzantly
behind the Greyfriars fellows and in
front of Billy Bunter. Every time
Buntor blinked about him to make sure
that the beasts were not getting out of
sight that big grass-hat bobbed into his
view.

Billy Bunter grinned a sour grin.

Unaware that one of the party was
trailing behind, watching him, the man
in the grass-hat shadowed the school-
boys slong the Avenida Riec Braneo,
never thinking of locking backwards.

And Bunter had spotted him !

Bunter had heard sll sorts of tales of
Rio; which was not, in fact, a =afe
place for strangers to wander in, unless
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hard, swarthy face with its jetty ayes

and  black, pointed beard an
maoustache.

Bunter knew that face !

It waz the face of O Lobo, the

Brazilian brave. The man who had
followed BAlr. I'rule to England, and
followed the Greyfriars party back to
Brazil. The man from whom Harry
Wharton had narrowly escaped on the
1sland of Teneriffe, and Bunter himself
at Pornambueo.

“(Oh erikey " breathed Billy Bunter.

{ Lolw had jumped from the steamer
az the Comet came into the harbour of
Rio do Janeire. He had not been seen
again,

Whetler he had been picked up by
one of the swarming boats in the bay,
or whetler be had pgone down to his

3

" 0Oh lo" ! murmured the fal Owl, in
dismary.

Hea realised that it would be wisest to
put on speed and join up with the party
ahead,

To do that, however, it was nccessary
to pass O Lobo—which Bunter dared
not do! He shivered at the thought of
Egnm jelty, glittering eyes falling on

i

In a state of deep trepidation, tho fat
Owl plugged on behind O Lobo, as O
Lobo followed on behind the juniors,

From the Avenida Rio Branco, Jim
Valentine and his friends turned into
the Rua Ouvidor, the " Begont Street
of Rio.

In that crowded and busy street the
peculiar procession went on; Harry
Wharton & Co., thinking only of the

“ 0 nome do senmhor ¢ * said the Rio official, pointing with a dusky finger at the capitai letters on Bunter’s sultcase. “* W.G.
Bunter ! ' hooted the fat Qwl

they kept to the lighted streets. He
uessed that some desperate character
iad marked out this bunch of schoolboy
visitors as his prey, and was shadowin
them in the hope that they woul
wandar into some more obscure quarter,
where ha could carry out his intentions
—whatever they were! It could hardly
e with friendly intentions that he was
tracking them.
Paszing &8 building with huge plate.
lass windows, Harry Wharton glanced
¢k to catch the gleam of the fat
Owl’s spectacles agaimn.

As he did so the man in the grass-hat
turned gside and stood gazing into the
shop window, thua _keapmf; his face
away from the Greifrmra fellows ahead.

Bunter, behind him, blinked at his
reflection in the window, ;

Then the fat junior gave a convulsive
jump.

It was only for & wmoment that he
saw the reflaction; then the man was
following the juniors sgain.

But s glimpse was enough of the

death, ihe chumsz of the Remove did not
know—Dbut Bunter knew now,

Evidently the bravo had {-scaﬁmd with
his life, and now he had picked up the
trail of the Greyiriars party agmin in
the busy streets of the city.

Bunter's fat heart quaked.

Hiz fear of O Lobo, the Wolf, was
deep. He slowed down, bis first thought
being to get off the scene and out of
the neighbourhood of O Lobo as fast as
ke possibly could.

But he gave up that idea, If he lost
sight of the Famous Five he was haope-
lessly lost; he had not the fainfest idea
of how to get back to the hotel on his
cwn, bMorecover, suppose O Loba spotted
him, as he certainly would if he gave
onc glance round to his back? Bunter
was a fellow who, once seen, wes not
lilkely to be forgotten. He was sware
that he was rather a distinguished-look-
ing fellow, though he was not aware
that that was chiefly due to s
circumference.

sights of the city, unconscious of tho
bravo shadewing them; O Lobo, hali-
hidden under the big grass-hat, keep-
ing therm in sight; Dunter trailing
behind the bandit

Then they walked on to the sea-
front, the vast promenade that faces
the bay, lined with white willas and
tall, waving paims. Here there were
open-air cafes; and  Bunter was
relieved, ab last, to see the party como
to & halt, and sit down round & table

that commanded a wida view of the
great bay
A desky  waiter brought them

refreshments, and the man in the grass-
hat, on whomn Billy Bunter's eyes and
spectacios were glued, glided away to a
massive palm-tree at a Little distance
from #he table, and was almost blotted
from view behind the soaring trunk.
There, leaning on the tree and smoking
cigarettes, O Lobo waited for the Grey-
friars party to get on the move again.
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And Bunter, !'eelinﬁ it safe to get on
a: last, made & dash for it and
arrived breathless at the table where

the juniors zat.

e, —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.,

Danger 1
i HAY., vou fellowal” pasped
E DBunter.
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob
Cherry.
“What are you cackling ak you

silly ass? demanded Bunter.

“1 knew the foodstuffs would do it!"
chuckled BRob. " You've been orawling
behind us for jolly old miles, old fat
man—but I knew vou'd rush in as soon
as you saw food ™

“Ha. ha, hal™

“ Beast 1"

“Look " said Bob, pointing to a
eake on the table. "™ We're only having
wced drinks, but we've ordered s cake
fn_::-fr l;i;uu. Bunter! Tuck in and enjoy
ife

“0h, really, Cherry—"

The juniors chuckled. They had neo
doubt that it was the sight of refresh-
ments, liguid and solid, that had in-
duced the fat Owl to aceelerate and
bestow the fascinalions of his society
upon them once more.

But, as it happened, they were mis-
taken; Billy Bunter, for once, was not
thinking of food. He was thinking of
the dark figure blotted behind the palm
8 dozen paces away

“Pile i, old man!" said Jim Valen-
tine, laughing. “I hops you haven't

left your appetite behind you at Grey-
friars, old bean i*?
“0Oh, really, Valentine——:*
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BOYS FRIEND

N°513

THE MAGNET

“ Anything the matter I asked Harry
Wharton.

In the light of the coloured lanterns,
hung n ths branches over the table,
he noticed that Bunter's face was pala,
instead of its ususl red, and that his
little round eyes were almost popping
through his big round spectacles.

“Oh! Nol” said Bunter sarcastie-
ally. “Nothing! Only Pm looking
after you, as usual, as L did all the
way out from England! Saving your
lives again, as I've done before!”

“Any danger I grinned Bob.

“The dangerfulness does not seem to
be terrific!” remarked Hurrea Jamset
Ram Singh. *Otherwise, the scootful-
ness of the esteemed Bunter would also

groat.”

“Oh, really, Ink o

“Well, what's the trouble®” asked
Frank Nugent. “Has some desperate
character of Rio spotted your rolled-
gold watch, Bunter?”

* It's all right, Buanter,” said Jim
Valentine. "%‘m‘mliers in Rio aren't
in any dangoer, unless they go round
looking for 1it.’”

“That's all you kuow sneered
Bunter. “ Perhaps you don't know that
I saved wll these fellows' lives on the
way out ¥

“Nobody knows that ! grinned Bob.

“That's what vou call gratitude, I
suppose ''  sneered DBunter. “Who
saved you from being mopped up by O
Lobo on the steamer?®™

Jimm Valentine gave a start. IIe had
heard nothing, so far, of tho adven-
tures of his friends on their way out to
Brazil

“0 Lobeo 1™ ho repeated.

IIJ

“Oh! You've heard of himi?? =ajd
Bunter.
“¥Yes; but I can't guess how Fou
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have,” said Jim, puzzled. *“O Lobeo is
& railier fough character on the Rio
Rexo, upscountry--pretty well known
to do business in the bandit line. What
tha dickens can you fellows know mbout
him 1

“We've been gninﬁ‘ to tell you,” said
Harry Wharton. " But we haven't had
tinie for talking wet. O Lobo followed
Mr. Frulo to England, and tried to get
tne letter off him that he delivered to
us at Greyfriars.”

“He did!” ejaculated Valentine, in
astonishment.

“He wanted to stop that letter, if he
could, to keep us from coming out to
join you. And he followed us all the
way here ™

“My hat!™

“He attacked us zeveral times,” went
an the captain of the Remove. '""He
pearly got me when we went ashore at
Lisbon, and again at Teneriffe. He
tried at first lo make uas turn back by
threats, and after that he came down to
brasz tacks.™

Valentine whistled,

“That means that he knows some
thing sbout the dismonds,” he said.

“1 eould have told you that ono|”
said Harry, with a smile, *IIe men-
tioned 'os diamantes’ to me, o I
pucssed what it was your Uncle Peter
wasz after. I can't guess why he's so
keen to keep us away from your place
up-country, but it’s quite plain that he's
fearfully keen on it.™

“No doubt about that,” said Bob.
“He got on the steamer as a passenger
at ernambuco without our secing him,
and only Bunter's funk saved us from
what he intended to do™

“"Beast ! roarsd Bunter,

“Bunter was too funky to sleep, and
E0———""

' That's gr&ﬂtude 1" eaid Bunter
bitterly. *“You'd hardl believe,
Valenting, that I stayed awake to watch
over Lhese fellows’ safety, giving up my
night's rest, and absclutely recklezi of
danger—-="

“Hardly 1" apgreed Valentine,

“Ha, ha, ha *

“Why you beast—" gasped Bunter.

" After he was spotted O Lobo hid in
tha eoal bunkers, and jumped over-
board as he eame inte the harbour”™
zaid Harry. “That's the last wa saw
of him, and we don't know whether he
cver ¢came up again”

“1 do ! =aid Bunter,

“Fathead !”

“(h, really, Wharton g

" Nobady's seen him sinee,”  =aid
ITarry. " Whether he was drowned or
not, 1 hope wo've seen the Iast of him,"™

“1’ve zeen him ¥ grunted Bupter.

“ Bow-wow 1™

“ Look here, you beast——"

"Wall, if you've seen him, where 1s
he ™ grunted Johnony Ball.

u E-lf.‘l.ndiuj; behind that palm-tree
yonder, and watching us at this blessed
urinute £ the Owl of the
Remove.

“Wha-a-at "

“"That's what I came to {ell you!™
saegred Bunter., “I never know you
had a cake. Btill as yvouw've got if, I'll
have some.”’

And Bunter had some !

IHarry Wharton & Co. stared at the
fat junior; then they stared at the tall,
massive palm towards which he had
jerked his head. They could make out
that a man wes leening on the other
side of it, though they could see véry
little of him.

“Can't vou see him I jecred Bunter.

“ Bomebody's there,” said Harry, “bot
1 don't supposs it's O Lobo. You seo
O Lebo in every shadow, old fat man.”

“He's been following vou nearly aull

snorted



the war vou've come, and I had an eye
on him  all the ftime,” said Bunter
“Bome fellows would have left you to
it after vour rotten ingratitude. Not
me | I saw his face reflected in &
window and knew him at once. See?”

“ Rot ¥ grunh:d Johnny Bull.

“ Beast !

Jim Valentine's
ECrIOus,

“Better make sure whether Bunter's
right,” he remarked. *If that wvillain
O Lobo is in Rio and watching us, we
want to know. Ile can't do us any
harm here, but we shall hit same pretty
tough and =olitary spots on our way up
ID the fazenda on the Hexo. Let's
o R

“Come on, Bunter!” grinned Bob, as
Ie rose from his chair.  “If it's that
jolly eld bandit, we shall want you to
do the life-saving act 1"

“Yah!"

Billy Bunicr devoted himself to the

sunburnt face was

cake., It was a nice cake—much nicer
than a PBrazilian bandit at close
quarkters !

Jim Valentioe slid his hand into his
pocket, as if to make sure that somec-
thing was there, “The Famous Five gave
him rather stavtled looks. They realised
that the Loy planter was armed. On
the Rio Bexo, it Brazil, manncers and
customs were very diffevent from those
of the Remove at Greviriars,

But Valentine did not scem In &
hurey to maove. Ilis face grew more
ﬂlid More Seriona,

“Hold or & minute or twa, you fzl-
lows,” he sail quietly. “We'd better
think this out. I told you in my letter,
Wharton, that my Uncle Peter was on
to & good thing. And you scemed fo
have picked up from O Lobo that ik
hias to do with a discovery of diamonds.
I couldn't put too much in a letter;
but it's true that there are dismonds
in the case, and that the Wolf and his

ang have got scent of them. And e

o paused.

“And what?®'* asked Iarry.

“1 nover dreamed that O Lobo
knew so much, or that he was so
desperately  determined  about  the
matter. Uncle Peter's on his guard
against him—so am I. But we had no
tdea of this—what vou've just told me.
I'm rather afraid that I'm dragging
vou into danger that I never foresaw.
It's pretty rough and tough on the
banks of the Roxo, and—=" He
pauvsed again.

“Think we've zot cold feet®” asked
Boh, with a grin.

“I know you haven't, old chap.
But if O Lobo tried zo hard to keep
vou away from the fazenda at Boa
Vista—if he made a trip acress half
thie world to stop my friends from com-
g out—it's eclear that he won't stick
at much in dealing with you. I can’t
quite sce his game; but it's plain that
he's in deep carnest esbout it, from
what he's done. And I don't want you
fcllows to get a "faga® in yvour backs,
or & bola round yvour necks, I—I think
vou'd better think it over.”

The Famous Five gazed at Jim
Valenting. Bunter gobbled cake.

“Let's have it clear!"” said the cap-
tain of the Remove. " If we'ro going
to be a bother fo you up on the Rexo,
Valentine, we'ra ready to step on the
steamer befora she pulls out of Rio.
But if you mean that there's danger
ahead, that will only make us keener
to stick to you so long as it lasts. Put
vour cards on the table, old chap. Weo
shan't be offended.”

Valentine smiled.

“I'm thinking wholly and solely of
the danger vou mav be running into,

EVERY SATURDAY

now that O Lobo 15 on your track,” he
satd.
“Then wash it out 1™

“We're not funky, old bean,” said
Bob. “And we mav be some use at the
fazenda, if you have troubla with
O Lobo's gang.™

Jim Valentine nodded.

“ Dona, then 1" Lig gaid. 1 thought 1
ought to warn you., Mow wo'll go and
spot the sportsman on the other side
of that palm. If it's O Lobo, there’s
moro than encugh against him for him
to be collared, and handed over to the
police. That will keep him safe fill
we join up with Unele Peter at the
fazenda. n swaggers about, a free
man, on the Rexo; but in Rio, if he
wers recognised, the police would be
very glad to lay hands on him."

And thoe chums of the Remove fol-
lowed Jim Valentine towards tho tall
palm, Valentine's hand in the pocket
wliere, as hiz comrades now knew, he
carried an subtomatic pistol.  And
though they doubted whether Bunter
was right, and whether the man under
the palm was the bandit of the Rexo,
the juniors felt their hearts beat faster
as they approached him. Billy Bunter
remained alone at the table under the

i T IJ
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coloured lanterns.  He blinked after
them through his big spectacles, still
robbling cake.

THE FIFTH CHAFTER.
The Bandit's Escape !
LOBO drew a decep, hissing

O breath.
Leaning on the palm, his
big grass-lhat over hia eyes,
he did not expect the Grexfriars fellows
to recognise him, even if they glanced
in his direction.

Hundreds, if not thousands, of
penflo. were passing up and down the
endless promenade that fronted the bay
of Rio de Janeiro, or lounging about
singly and in groups, and every cafa
was erowded within and without, The
roadway buzzed with incessant ecars
Amid such swarming crowds the bandit
did not expect to draw any particular
attention—capectally as the Greyfriars
party had last scen him disappearing
under the waters of the bay., And, in
fact, they would not have given him
any attention, but for Billy Bunter's
WaATnIng.

Now, however, as the whole party
left their table, and ecame directly to-
wards the palm-tres against which he
loupged, O Lobo knew that he was
known. He stepped quickly away from
the palm towards the roadway, with
the intention of mingling with the
crowds, and disappearing.

Bu$ that movement had the effect of
convincing the juniors that Buonter's
warning was well-founded. They made

7

a sudden rush, and surrounded tho
brave before he could get awar.

In the bright lights of the esplanade
they glimpsed the dark, black-bearded
face under the slouched brim of the
grass-hat, and knew him at once.

“0 Loha!" exclaimed Wharton.,

“Pare, stop !” rapg&d Jim Valentine,

The brave leaped back, as hands
were relsed to seize him.

He bocked desperately apainst the
palm, his dusk;lf right h,mg slipping
to the back of his belt for & knife.

Jim Valentine fhxed his eves on the
dark, desperate face,

“1 know you, O Lobo," he said
quictly. “You watched my TUncle
Peter on the sierra at the Rexo, and
now It seems you have tracked my
fricnds out from England. If you draw
that knife, I will shoot you where ¥ou
stand 1"

Valentine's hand whipped from his
pocket, with an automatic 1 it
Harry Wharton & Co. hardly knew
their old chum of the Remove af that
moment. Jim Velentine’s sunburnt
face was sct and grim and hard as
iron, his eyes gleamed like cold stecl.

There was o buzz of mnmazed voices
round the group. Promenaders stopped
to stare on at the scene. Several cars,
passing along at the usnal whizzing
spead, slowed down, the drivers staring
at the group on the pavement. Im-
mediately, as it seemed, the Grayiriars
follows and the bandit wers the eentro
of aftraction for hundreds of eves.

O Lobo's voice came hissing thirough
his black beard.

“Tome cuidado! What deo you want
with me, young Senhor Valentine?"

“1 want vou " said Jim Valentine
erimly. “You're going to be arvested,
 Lobeo, and put where you will do ne
harm. Leave that knife where it is"

Thera was a flash of sharp steel in
tho electric lights. TFrom the eircling
crowd came a buzz of startled volces.
(3 Lobo, knife in h+anc'l, rushed straight
gt tho juniors, his foce ablaze with
fury.

Caution was thrown to the winds
now. Rio was not the Rexo; and once
in the hands of the police, 1t was un-

likely that the bandit would ever tread

again the wilds of the sertao. 0 Lobo
was utterly desperate.

Grack !

The Greyfriars junilors, unarmed,

could have done nothing against the
fMlashing knife wielded in a sinewy
hand. But Jim Vealentine, automatic
in hand, was watching the bandit like
& cat, ready for that desperate move,
and he fired as the bandit sprang.

Thera was a fearful yell from O
Loba.

Ile staggered back from the shot.

With thwnping hearts the juniors
fearcd, for a moment, that Valentine
had shot him down—an aet justifiable
enough, but for which they certainly
were not preparcd.

But the next moment they saw that
0 Lobo’s dusgg right hand was stream-
ing with blood, and the knife clatter-
ing on the ground. Valentine had
shot the knife from his grasp, and a
strip of skin along with it. That sav-
a right hand was disabled, but,
otherwise, the bandit was not hurt

He recovered himself in 2 moment.
Stooping swiftly, he pgrabbed up the
knife with his left hand, and spram
away. ‘This time he bhounded roun
the palm-tree, and ran in the opposite
dircetion.

The erowd on the promeonade surged
and roared.

Jim Valentine shouted in Portuguesze

THE Macxer LI1BRARY.—No. 1,464,



8

as he ruthed afier (O I.ﬂhﬂ'.‘ihﬂ auto-
matic in his hand, Aficr him rushed
the juniora.

Hands wern lifted io stop the flecing
ruffian; but the flashing knife, the
fieree face, canzed them i{o fall again,
He twisted through the crowd and
gained fhe cpen roadwoy.

“Stop ! shouled Valentine.

He fived again, knocking up a clound
of brown dust at the feet of the bandit.
Ha conld have shot the man down with
caze; bufy anxious as they were to
seenre g0 deadly an enemy, the juniors
wera glad that Valentine did not think
of domg so.

And ) Lobe's escape scemed lmpos-
sibla. Word was passed from mouth
to moull that a bandit from the sertau
wag cvading capture. And there were
a hundred porsuers, as well as the
juniors. Several police officers appeared
on the sconn. Cars roared and honked
wildly as the bandit and the pursuing
crowd surged in tho erowded roadway.

(b Lobo cast a wild, desperate stara
round him. HHe had taken chances in
shadowing thoe Croyfriars party in the
city of Rio—and he had taken one
chanen oo many.

With o desperate bound he leaped on
the ronning-beard of a passing car.

The chauffeur gave him a startled
stare, swerved, and almost erashed into
another car, Barely avoiding a col-
lision, he would have braked; but !:hﬁ
brave was on him, bending over him,
hizs right hand 5treu.mingi eTimson on
the man's collar, his left thrusting with
the knife,

“1e presza ™ hissed O Loba.

With the bandit, knife in  hand,
crouching over him like a jaguar of his
native forezt, the driver raced on, and
1the car flew like lighining.

In an instant O Lobo was [ar out of
reach of hiz pursuers—his desperate
device had succceded.

“{h, my hat I gasped Bob Cherry.

Jim Valentine gritted his testh.

“Ha's gone 1” he hreathod.

Threo or four cars, one of them com-
mandeorid by police, raced in  pue-
suit of the bandit, They passed almost
in 3 fash out of the sight of the Groy-
friavs juniors. A wild roar died away
down the long promenade, and the
crowds, surging in the same direction,
feft the juniors almost alone,

YValentine, with a shrug of the
shoulders, shipped the automatie back
into his pocket. )

“Let's got back to the hotel I he said,

They collected Bunter from the table;
he had finished the cake and was ready

0 Eo.

"ii)id vou let him get away ?” asked
Bunter. “I must zay it's just like you
fellows! If you'd waited for me, I'd
have had him all right ”

“How long should we have had to
wait 1 azked Jolmny Bull sarcastically.

“The waitfulness would have been
terrifie ¥ grinned Hurree Singh.

“Yah ™ was Bunter's E%:gnnt ro-
joinder,

And tho juniors walked back to their
hotel; Billy Bunter, this time, taking
raro not to trail behind, O Lebo cer-
tainly was not likely to have any
leisure wt present for k]’E':un{'tn*: but thea
fat Owl was taking no chances.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Hats Q!

ARRY WHARTON & CO,

H spept the noxt day in Rio,

nder the charge of Dom Joso

Frulo, they walked and drove

about the great city, seeing the sights,

and ascended the Sugar-Loaf Maountain
Tee Alacxer LieRiry.=No. 1,464
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by the aerial railway, and wisited the
sunnnit of Corcovado, and made a trip
on a motor-boat swong the islands 1n
the hay.

In those happy cxcursions they did
not have the company of William
George Bunter, who preferred to under-
study the shy violef, and remain un-
seen.  With () Lobo at large in Rio, the
lounge or tho wverandan of the Hotel
Glorie seemed, to Bunter, as much of
the sights of Rio as he wanted fo see.
Moreover, the food at the Gloria was
good, and Bunter ate a8 good many
meals between meals, and found com-
fort therein. And the other fellows did
not mourn over the loss of Bunter's
company. (Great a3 that loss un-
doubtedly was, they really scemed io
thrive on it

But they mizsed Jim Valentine durin
the morning. The affair of O Lobo lmﬁ
made rothey a sensation, and Valentine
had police interviews to go through.
Officialism, always long-winded 1in Latin
countries, wound its red tape round him,
s0 to speak, and he was almost glad that
O Lobo had escaped ; for had the bandit
been captured, there ceally was no tell-
g when the party might have got out
of Rio—if ever they got ont !

But O Lebo had got clear,

It transpired that he had forced tha
driver of the ecar, at the point of the
kunife, to dyive him inte the hills behind
the town, where he had juinped oub
and wvanished in darkness.

He was gone, and it was pretty cer-
tein that he would not dare to put in
an appearance in Rio again, and the
juniors were relieved of him. It was
understood that & search was going on
for him; but the chums of the Remove
had alrcady seen enough of Brazil to
gucss that moszt of the work was done
with the chin !

Velenting rejoined his friends later 1n
the day; and in the evening they
visited the Municipal Theatre, where
they saw an opera of which they under-
stood not & word, but which they en-
{';::rl}'(*d all the same. When they cama
back to the hotel, Dunter was already
in bed, and, to judgo by the deep
rumbling that reschod their esrs as
they passed his door, fast asleep.

Dom Joao was staying behind at Rio,
and the juniors were sorry te part with
the l-:inr_l-huurtnd, coppor-complexianed
gentleman—except Bunter ! Billy gave
him a stevn blink through his spectacles
when Alr. Frule saw the party off at the
rivilway station.

But as IDom Joao seemed to have for-
gotien Bunter's existence, that blink
did not diseoncert him o much as it
cught to have done. Mr. Frule szaid
farewell to the Famous Five at least a
dozen timesz over, but quite amitted Bun-
tor from his effusive farewells,

The good Mr. Fruloe would doubtless
have gone on saying good-bye, and ex-
pressing  his undying  esteem for the
Greviriars fellows, for the remainder of
the day, had not the train pulled out
of the station.

Harry Wharton & Co. waved their
honds in afectionate farewell as they
went; and Dom Joazo, hat in hand,
bowed and bowed, and was still bowing,
like & mechanical Bgure that had becen
wound up, when he was lost to sight.

Billy Bunter grunted, and settled
down comfortably in o corner,

“ How long do we stop in this Leastly
trein, Valentine I he inguired.

“AL day!” answered Jim, with &
emile.

“Oh erikey " zaid Dunter.

And ke went to sleep.

The other fellows found plenty of
interasting things to keep them awake.

to Hio a good many times while staying
with his uncle at the fazends on the
Bexo, knew the route like a book; but
it was all now and exciting to the school-
boys from the old country.

They gazed at the scenery, talked
about the old days at Greyfriars, and
wers cheery and contented; whset time
Billy Bunter's snore mingled with the
rumble of the train.

When Billy Bunter awakened, it was
to draw supplies from a *.mliapan::l-:ed
lunch basket, devour the same, and go
to slecp again.

But later in the day, when the shades
of evening wera falling. Billy Bunter
was effectually awakened from his sixth
or seventh nap.

The train had como to a haltk in &
statlon—-a stop of ten minutes, Jim
Valentine told the other fellows.

After twenty minotes had elapsed they
were beginning to thionk that that was
%uuel & good ten minutes, even for

razil.

But the train did not move on.

A great many people on the platform
were talking rather excitedly to one
nnother; but that was nothing new.
Chin-wag, the juniors had observed, was
one of the chief products of South
America.

Suddenly there was a terrific blare of
FNSie,

The juniors stared from the windows.
There was no sign of & band to be seen,
and they were puzzled for & few
moments, to discover whenee that blare
proceeclod.

“It's a loudspeaker ™ said Jim
Valentine.

“(h, the jolly old wireless I* said Beb
Cherey.

= Hats off 1" exclaimed Jim,

He whipped his hat from his head.
The other fellows, without understand-
ing the reason, followed his exsmple.

They were not familiar with the
strains  of the DBrazilian National
Anthem. Jim leaned over Bupter and
shook him.

*Ooogh ™ mumbled Bunter,

“Wake up, old mman ™

“Gurrrgh {7

Shake, shake, shake!

Bunter opened his eyes bebind Lia
spectacles and glared.

“Aro we there ¥ he snorted,

“We're here!” gaid Jim., (et up
and take off your hat, ald man! They're
playing the National Anthemn I*

“What rot!”

“They're rather particular about =uch
things here,” said Jim. " For goodness’
zake be civil, Bunter [*

] Eﬂ'ih tlil

In his own country, even Bunter had
the grace to acknowledgoe the National
Anthewn by rising and taking off his
hat. But foreign nationzl anthems were
nothing to Bunter, and he was too lozy
to got up for nothing.

However, if he peeded help, he had
it] The chums of the Hemove did not
want to draw disapproving atiention to
themselves by the rudencss of one of the
party.

Bob Cherry chearfully knocked Bun-
ter's hat off, and, as the fat junior gave
an angry howl, Johnny Bull and Frank
Nugent seized him by his fat ears,

“Getting up T asked Johnny.

“MNo " roared Bunter.

“Your cars are " said Nugent.

“Yarooch IV

Bunter's ears did—and, nat.ura'ﬁlf,
Bunter did also|l He had to follow s
ears, which were in a firm grip. A
parting would hawe been paintul |

“Ow! Beasta! Wow I howled Bun-
ter. “Leggo, you rotters! Blow that
rotten row—call it & tunse! Yah!

Valantine, who had been up and down Leggo |2



** I say, you fellows ! ** gasped Bunier, seaiing himself at the fable whers the Greylriars party sat.
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* Well, il you've seen him, where is he ? ** grunted Johnny Bull. ** Behind that
minute [ ** snorfed Bunter. Harry Wharion & Co. sta
“Brand uwp, then, you fab tick ™ caper!” remarked IMurvee Jamset Ram

gronled Johnuny Bull “Yon zic down
again before they're through, and 1l
Lang veour silly head !

" Beast 1V

However, Bunter stond up, grinbing.

The scenc on the station was worlh
watching, though William George Bun-
ter was not iuterested in it The train
remained ab a standstill, and evervbody
o1 board was on his feel, hat in hand.
Everybody on the statton lhad his hat
off. From the lowdspeaker came i1he
roar of stivring music.

Soldiers, merchants, ‘tattered half-
Lreeds, poviers as black as the ace of
spades, all stood at rezpectful attention,
Patriotism is a passion in Brazil, the
cmotional Seuth American letiing him-
self go full lenglh on that subjeet.

So far, the scone was natural enongh,
though the juntiers conbd not understand
wlhy the patriotic mnzie was furnced on
at =uch s time and in such o place.
But when 1t was over, and there was o
moment of blezsed silenee, and they put
cn their hats again, the Natienal
Anthem re-started  ufter tho  brief
interval, ]

Crash ! came the roar of music from
the lowdspeaker—that scemed fo have
the power and volume of five hundreed
negaphones. : .

Trom what wireless station, and
where, the musie eame, the juniors did
not know, but wherever 1t was, it was
obrviously a verv patriotic spot. With
a thunderons roar, the anthem boored
out again, and the whole erowd in their
aight, black and white and all shades
between, stood at attertion once more,
with serious and zolemn faces.

“Play up!"” said Hurry Wharton, aml
ne hooked off his hat again.

“The play-upinlaess is e proper

Singh.

Hatz off, the juniorz sloml al atten.
tion, while the mazie blared Chirongh
the hot tropieal aiv.

It drow fo a elose again.

It was rather a relief to e alde to
sit down once more. Bukb as the chuams
of Greyfriara put on ftheir hatls, and saf
down, the Natienal Anthem burat forih
from the londspeaker ovee more, al full
blast.

i jomped the juniors, hats off again,

“Oh crumbz ™ murmared Bob, ¢ 1
sav, 15 thiz going on for cver? Fellow
wantz to boe eivil, but i=n't there a
limit 7

Jimt Valeniine prinned.

“No limibk {o patriotizin in Drawl ™
L answored, “But I faney thers's
somothing a bit ouk of the conunon
poing on—I don’t know what! Some
coelobiration of zome jollv nld anniver
sary, or something. Thevre alwars
eclohrating in Deazil, Stiek it oul I'7

S 0Oh, vos, rathep!”

“Look here, I'm going fo sib down !”
howled Buniler. “Lhink 'm goimg o
stand up for hours and honrs ana hoors,
while they kick vp that row "

“&it down, and I'll banz yonr head
fast enough I growled Jolmny DBull.

“ Look herg—-—"

“ Zhutk up !

Harry Wharton & Co. stoad respect-
fully hat in hand, whila the authem
roared out for the third time.

By thas time, even the patriohe black,
white, and vellow population of the
platforms seemed to be feeling the,strain
a little. Tats wore replaced, and a
bnrzz of volces started.

‘I'hen, to the amazement of the iuniors,
came the roar of the anthem 1or the
fourth time. O went hals again, faces

“I've seen 0 Lobo I
m tree, and watching us at this blessed
in amazement.

became  grave and  sevions.  fignres
stifencd up nigidly, and ihe whele
andience played up as one man,
_Tho Gregiriars fellows plaved up,
like ihe natives, but they had Lo suppress
a strong  inclination  to augh,
Pairiotism was all very well, but they
conlil not lelp feeling that tlis was
overdoing it a little. It was possible to
have too much of & gond thing !
Mereifully, the wircless eeased aftor
the fourth repetition. Bilence, which is
saidd to be golden, had never seemed an
golden fo the juniorz, as it did when
that londspeaker ceased from (roubling.
Buzzing  voices followed: animated
groups tail-:inf; and gestignlating, But
the frain, at last, went on its way; the
jnniars wondering what was the cause
of that terrific ouwfbuest of patriolizm,

“Rilly assos 1™ pranied Bamter, * Thia
counktry iz like & thealre, and ell the
people 1n 1% zeem £0 think they're taking
parts in a plav.”  Amnd Doander went to
sleop again.

And, for onee, the chamz of the
Hemove wore rather inclined to coneny
in Bunter’s opmnion. There was un-
doaibitedly a {onel of the operalic in life
iy Borazil,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Only a Revolution !

ANG. bang. bang!
B Billy Bunter woke up.
Harry Wharlon & ('o., having
looked nt scenery, and lalked
sbout old times with Jim Valenfine,
and passed the long honrs on the rail-
way cheerfully enough, were feeling o
litlle tired. The train boomed on west-
ward through the darkness, under the
Tre Macker LiBranv.~—XNo. 1,404,
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littering ztars ot the south; and a long

ay of it made the most strenuons fellow
look ferward with anticipation to halt
and bed. But the chums of the Bemove,
thongh they woera getting sleepy, sat up
and took notice at the sudden burst of
explosions from the gloom, proceeding
apparently from a road that ron under
the troes near the railway frack.

“Hallg, hallo, hallo! ‘hat's that?”
cxelaimed Bob Cherry.

B“]i&iutur back-firing I'* yawned Johnny
ull.

“More like shooting !™ said Nugent.

Jim Valentine stared from the
window, The juniors crowded round
him, staving, .too.

But in the gloom they could make out
little or nothing. Through big branches
of trees there was a glimpse of shadowy
moving fgures and a twinkling of
]ig}hta; and that was all.

HBang, bang, bang! sonnded more
faintly nz the train ran on. It was
evidently rifle-fire; why, was rather a

puzzle.
“Hunting,  perhaps!” remarked
Nugent. "I suppose we're far cnough

now from Rio, Valentine, to be among
the jaguars an@dpun?u.r. and things.”

“Quite ! said Jim, with a smile,
“We're over three hundred miles from
Rio now, and that's a good step, even
in Brazil. DBut I don’t Iency that that
was a hunting party.”

“i¥hat's up, then?™ asked Bob.

Valentine zhook his head,

“(toodness knows! Might be just a
colebration—they're always eclebrating.
I dave say you ve moticed rockets gomg
up, on and off? Rockets are aiwnys
going up in Draz] !

“No civil war going on at present?’
ssked Harry, laughing.

“1 believe not, at tho moment! But
vou nover can tell in South Ameriea!
feve, you look out of your window in
{lio morning to zce whether there’s o
revolution, the same as you do in
England to see if it's raining.”

“Ha, ha, ha " ’

The tramm boomed on, leaving the
seene of the mysterious outburst of firing
far behind. guntcl‘. aslecp once mord,
snored. -

The lights of a station flashed at last,
and the train boomed in. Late as the
Lour was, there se¢med to be & great
many people about, and most of them
soemied exeited.  Jim's eyes fixed on an
object mounted outside the station-
master's office, and the juniors, follow-
ing his glance, were rather startled to
gcc that it was o machnm—guy.

As it was partly wrapped i straw,
and stowd in the midst of straw packing
that lad been stripped from it, it did
not, however, strike them as very
dangerous or threatening. On  ihe
portion of straw packing that had been
siripped from the gun, a soldier lay
atleep, with his rifle aeross his legs. If
he was a sentry mounting guard over
the gun, it looked as if he was taking
his Euty on very easy lines,

“Something’s up |7 said Johony Dull
“But whati"”

“T'll step out and zeol” zaid Jim
Valentine. Tt was clear that maiters
were not quite as usual along the rail-
road. Sonte sort of exaitement was in
the air.

But as Jim Valentine stepped ont
of the frain, a cavalry officer come
clanking acrcss and waved him barck.
He waved him emphatically, and Jim
ehrugged his shoulders and stepped
back again. The oflicer was polite, but
very firm.

“Nobody’s allowed off tho train
Liere I'* said Valentine. “Coodnoss

Toe AMacxer Lisrany,—No. 1.464.
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knows why! It's a regular stopping.
place | T hope you fellows aren’s getting
alarmed. 1t's all right—right as rain!

Soldiers wora to bo zeen on all zides.

I‘i:hl,n:..r+ of themr were asleep; others
lounging in groups and emoking
cigarettos, One man <ould bo scen

engaged in a warm atrgument with an
officer. Thore was no doubt that Brazil
was a democratic country !

Although nobody was allowed off the
train, the wait m tho station was long,
and scemed interminable. No passen-

ers gof off, none got on; but for more
than an hour the train stood there, for
reasons unknown., Then, at last, 1t
relled on its way again into the night!

Harry Wharton & Co. were not feel-
ing sleepy now. The excitoment in the
atmosphere had eommanicated itself to
them.

Something was poing on, that was
¢lear, and they wondered whether war

might have broken out, and tried tov

remember which South American states
hordercd on Brazil, and how near they
waEre,

Only recently, they recalled, there had
heen a war, lasting for years, between
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Paragnay amd Dolivia, for the posees-
sion of tho dreary desert of the Gran
Chaco, There had been thousands of
slain—according to reporis in the noews-
papers! On the spot, probably, the
numbars of casualties wero much fower,
The South American has a rich and
vivid imagination, magnifying every
skirmish into something like the battle
of tha Somme.

The train boomed on, in deep velvety
darkness,

There was a sudden elanking hals.

It camo =0 swddenly that Billy Bunter
was awakened again, piteching forward
out of his seat, and landing with a
bump.

*Yaroooh I roared Bunter.

The train clanked and rattled, and
rang to a standstill. There were mno
lights to be scen. It was not a station—
no town was at hand. Open country,
thick with trees, stretched on either
sida of the track.

Bunter sat up.

“Beasts 1" he roared.
pitch me over for?
Cherry, you beast ™

“ Mot guilty, my lord ¥ grinned Doh.

“1 say, you fellows——"

“What the dickens iz the matter 7
cxelaimed Harry Wharton.

Bunter scrambled up. Ile set his
spectacles straight on his fat little nose,
and blinked round him angrily.

“The train’s stapped ! he exclaimed.

“Wharrer
Was it you,

SO
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“Go hon 1?

“Well, it has!™ enapped Bunter.
“Are wo there, Valentine 7 'Ts this rotten
Jolting journey over? 1 can tell you
I'm fedup with it! I wouldn't have
come if I'd known it was going to be
like this! I'm sorry I camo.

“The sorrowfulness of our esteemed
zelves is also great !” remarked Flurrce
Jamset Ram Singh.

“Oh, shut up! Do we get out hera,
Valentine 1

A

“Then what are we stopping fori”

Valentine shook his hﬂaé’.p *

“I don't know 1*

i You don’t know1” repeated Bunter.
You silly ass, you ought to know 1%
Valentine laughed,

*Can’t you ask somebody ?” haoted
Bunter. “You ecan talk their rotten,
silly lings. If there's enything the
matter, ask somcbody—see i

I will, a3 soon as 1 s¢e somebody 1*

Bunter snorted, and sat down again.
Jim WValentine leaned from the train,
watching the track ahead in the dark-
ness.  There was a trampling of hoofs
and a ringing of stirrups and bridles.
It sounded as if a body of horsemen
wera erossing the traeck,

A figure loomed up in the gloom, and
Jim Valentine called out, in Portuguese,
The half-seen bgure answered in tho
same tongue.

Valentine whistled,

Harry Wharton & Co. regarded him
euriously. They had heard both question

and asnswer, without understanding
cither. But they knew that the boy
planter had now learned what was
1.1'."p.Jl

With a jolt and a jar, the train moved
on ﬁgnm. It rumbled on into the starry
nigat.

"“'r'&]_i?” sald the Famous Five, wilh
ONe Yo1oo.

Valentine was looking back from the

window. Ile turnod to the juniors with
& simile on his face.

*It'as all sereno 1™ ho zaid.

| “Tt's only
a revolution I”

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Stranded !
i % REVOLUTIOXN |”
“¥Yaroooh 1" roared Buntep,
He jumped up. His eves
alimost popped through his spectacles.
this | 1 sa ;
“Bit down, old chap !” said Valentine
soothingly. “It's all right—>"
Bunter blinked at the boy planter in
amazement and horror. ha  word
“revolution ¥ had & terrifying sound
friars, had had to learn some history—
against the grain. Revolutions, in his
fat mind, were asscciated with blood-
nothing of the South American variety.
Hanc}y Wharton & Co. wera rather
startled.

“h erumbs "

“I—1 eay, yvou fellows, let's get out of
“You slly idiot!” gasped Bunter.
Bunter, in the history class at Grey.
ehed and reckless slaughter. Ho Lknew
“Really—a revolution ¥ asked Harry.

“Yeel That's why we had the
National Anthem four times over
way back to-day,” said Valentine.

“Patriotism going strong. I don’t know
which side was putting it up—it really
doesn’t matter which! Both sides are
bursting  with patriotism in & South
American revohlation. You remember
what Dr. Johnson zaid .

“Who's Dr. Johnzon?” demanded
Bunter. "I haven't seen him since weo
tn::}; heral I never heard him say any-

ing.”




“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Famous
Five.

Whether the revolution was a tragic
matler aor o comic one, they forgot il
for tle moment as Billy Bunter made
that remark.

“Blessed if I sea anyibine fo cackle

at 1" howled the alarmed Owl. “Blow
Dir, Jobnzon, whoevey he 12! laook
here——"

“Wen fat asz ) roared Jobnny Ball
“TIr. Jolinson lived in the eightcenil
century, in London, so vou'ere uot likely
fo have seen him here !”

“And he said,” went on Valentine,
“rhat patriotism was the last rtlui@::r
of o raseal! In Draml it 15 also the
last refuge of o silly azz! They chew
patrietisin in this country Like a kud
chewing toffee. You can't geb away from
it anywhere—it's a sort of diseaso. It's
only negessary for some fafhead to wap
a ai; and shont for liberty, for a lot
of other fatheads to gather round him
ang roar. The ohief advantage of i
1= that 1t interrupds work==Sonth
Awmericans don't like work.”

(" ejaculated Bob Cheryy.
I soe! Sort of comie apera

“That's it " assented Valentine.

“Iut whera docs patriotism eoine
" peanted Johnny Bull, A real
patriot wauld want to get on with las
job, and keep the countey going.”

“That's only your Yorkshive cammon-
somse ' mniled Valeotine, “They dow'r
look at it like that in Brazil ! They like
cxcifement and shouting, amnd wagging
flaps, and letting off rockets and fiving
off puns. It's the emotional Latin
epbure,  Bpanish-American  countrices
arc tho =zame, only more sn. Biraznil
really is the pick of the buuch, and 1t's
a great country when you get lo know
tt. But the prople are rallice kids,
from the Anglo-Baxon point of view.”

“Then it's all pas?"” asked Bol,

“Mostly gas,” assented  Valentine,
“People get killed sometimas—chicHy
by accident. But that's all in the game,
I don't think & Bouth American revolu-
tion has ever produced so  many
casualties as the motor-cars in the
London streets in a week.”

i?]’_

1) Gh [:!
“I say, you fellows—"
“It's really all right. Duntert!”

azsured Valentine. “It's safer to b in
a Sonth American revoluiion than to
cross Piccadilly Cireus !

Bunter sat down again.

He was not guite at ease, in spite of
Valentine's assurance of fthe comic-
operatic pnature of revolubions in the
happy land of Brazil. Stll, it was evi-
deontly impossible to peb out of it.

The train was procecding slowly—
but it was procecding., Nobody could
get off the frain. Bunter was in dread
of shells bursting over the roof, or
bullets ecrashing in at the windows,

EVERY SATURDAY

seattering broken glass, DBut there were
o shells and no bullets. Bo fav, the
state of revelulion had had ne effect
but to slow down the train

“Bat, loaok here,” said Dob, as {hwe
juniors resumed iheir sealz. ™ Fven in
Brazil a revolution must be aloul sonwe-
thing ! What 15 it abont 7

“Anv old thing!” ensweeed Valen-
tine.  “DPerhaps some general who was
pushedd ont at the Jast revolution wants
to barge in agan, Perlaps some big
gun who is in 13 afraid of being pushed
oub at the next elections. PPevhaps the
State of Sao Paunlo is dissatisfiod with
the way things arve done by the confral
government at Rio, Derhaps the Btale
af Minas Geraes don't like tie way they
do theie back haiv in the Sinie of
Parana.™

The junmiors chinckled,

" Bnt—link I-=[ sax." gasped Billy
Bunter, “Suppose they hegin guillofin
ing—IL've heard about guillotines in
revolutons

Buntor had some vagne recalloction of
the French Revolution, from listory
elass at Cireyiriavs. Ile bad a horrud
vizion of heads dropping off under the
el lotine.

“Me dear ase. the Drazilianz are
muach loo polite to hoel one anolier,™
answered YValondine.

“Ila, ha, ha 1"

“They have not seiiled down xel o
fthe ploviona state of demacracy.” ox-
plained Valonfine,  “Bome day it will
te dlone v ehie-wagging at elechions,
aa gl lione,  1lere they preefer o give
the game an operaiic firn, now ol
then,  Afier all, #Ws more intervesting
anel picturesque, and 2 & good exeuse
far 2 man o leave hiz job and wvase his
chin instend of hiz hands-—not 1lint HH‘}'
teed  pch exense for fthat in Houth
America. O ecovpze, therve's just o spot
of reality at the botrom of the whole
pane,” R

“And what's that®” asked ol

Valentine langhed,

“Boang as in all olher countries,” he
answered, “TFellowzs whoe don't Iike
work like to have the spending of the
taxes i their hands,  Any mnan in
Brazil woull rather be a patriot than
hoe on o coffee plantation.  Jven i one
own country, I believe, a lot of fellons
would retber sit in the 1lonse of
Commons than posh a fruck or drive »
train,”

“No doubt1” said Ilarry, laughing.
“1 suppose polilics comes easier than a
job of work! But I think I prefer the
British tongneswagzing meihod. At
home, other fellows ean get on wilh
thieir jobs while the politicians are wag-
ging their chins. DBut here—"

“tHere thoe whole counbry turns ouk
to wage ifts chin! The rate we're going
at now, ‘is o sample. I only hope the
train won't stop altogether [

1

“Oh, mr lat!

I fhat likele ¥
“Runile likels,

I'm  afeaid 1™ eaid
Valentine rucfully, “You see, buziness
of national importanee comes fivet,  1f
they want to move troopa. the railvoada
wil] be commandecred.  Dlus fram may
be taken over.,”

“Oh [or" ! said Bunier.

“ But we'll got there sooner or laler—
naturally, & bit later, in a sgtate ol
revolution,” said Valentine eheerily:
“and youw'll have the advantage of
gelling a glimpse of A South American
revolution, You might have mizsed at-—
for there may not be another for weeks,
ar oven manthe"

“I say, you fellows——"' -

HBaele up, Donter! I all vight.”

G 1ink, I sav, there might be a fond
shovliege in a civil warl 1 say, snpposo
the food runs shorp=—-"

“1a, ha, hat™

“lossod if I see anyihing to cackle
at! X jolly well with 1 was buex at
Gieevirines 17 proancd Buater,

“i\What a ecoinecidence 1" remarked
I3ah, “I wish you were, tool”

“ Beast ¥ :

The train jolted on throngh tha night.
Fovery now and then, siveaming in the
velvety sky, rockels shot thromgh the
heavens,  Several times,  Dbugsts  of
stivring musie, from unscen performers,
reached the ears of the passengers. Two
or Throe 1imes shots cchoed in the night.

Buddenly, with a jarring and a clank-
ing. the {rain drew to & halk.  Jim
Valenline peerad rather anxiously from
the window. Ilis chief coneern was to
arrive in a station in some big town
where ofher means of transport might
be obtained, before anything happened.
Bat it was clear 1lat somelhing was
going to happen now. ]

There wrs no sign of a stalion or a
fown. ©On either side of the line
stretehed the open, shadewy “campo.”

Lighis iwinkled here and there from
lanterns; and ab & distance was the
ruddy blaze of a eamp-five. Dark figures
appeared, disappeared, and reappeared
in the gloom. Soldiers, with figed
havoneis, passed along either side of the
halted train, much to Billy Bunters
alarn. .

Voices shouied in the shadowz. Valen.
tine made a grimace, N

“ What's up now I asked Nugent.

1

“Wo pcb ont  here” answerod
Valonbine. 4 s
“Y gav, I ecan't sco a station’

exclaimed Bonter, witle an anxious blink
through his big spectacles,

GWao're ten malea at least from a
sialion,” answered Valentine.

“Then what ate we golting out for?”
demanded the fat Owl.

“ Bocanse we've no choiee, old fat
man! Can't you hear them shouling:”

(Continued on next prge.}
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“I ean't understand their idiotie
lingo. What are they saying?” asked
Bunter peevishly. )

“All passangers .ahghl: here,”
answercd Valentine, “There's a brid
ahead, blocked by sandbags, to stop the
rebels, if they advance” .

“Oh crikey! Are they coming?”
gasped Bunter, ]

“Possibly ! More likely they're two
hundred miles aweay, and it'a a falso
alarm! PBut ihe bridge has been
blocked, o3 =& precaution, snd vory
likely it will ba blown up before morn-
ing. Anyhow, we ean’t go on”

“Let’s sit in the train, then!” sug-
gosted Bunter.

“¥ou can’t do that, unless—"

“Tnlezs what ¥ sndrted Bunter, ,

“Unless you're preparad to fight this
detachment of Government troops.
beliove there’s abont eight thousand of
them." :

“That lets you out, Bunter,” grinned
Bob Cherry. “¥You couldn't fight more
than seven thousand.™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I'm vot getting out P roared Duntor,
“I'm tired and ﬁﬁepji'l If I can't go
to bed, I'm jolly well going to sleep
here,  See? And you can tell the
Government troops to ga to Jerichol
We've paid our fare ¥

“I'm afraid they wouldn't go, if I
told them ! said Valentine. *Other-
wise, I'd tell them fast enough.”

“Well, I'm sticking here |” grunted
Bunter.

“¥You fat ass—" began Boh.

“¥Yah! IHave a little pluck [ snorted
Bunter. *Show theze dashed dagoes
that you ain't afraid of them!”

And Bunter sat tight.

“Oh, all right!” said Bob. “Como
on, you men—we'll leave Dunter to
declare war on the Republic of Brazil
It's too big a job for us to handle, but
Bunter may be able to take it on.”

And the Famous Five, picking up
their bags and rugs, descended from the
train, as all the other numerous pas-
sengers were doing. Billy Bunter was
left on his own—to declare war on the
Republie of Brazil, if he liked! It was
probable that he would not like |

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Doesn't Like Bayonets !

HE ruddy flemn of a camp-fire at

E a little distance from the rail-

road track, shone red thmugh

the night. The danecing, ruddy
glare, vising and falling, cast strange
II%I'I‘H and shadows.

nnumerable moving figures could bo
seen, and there was an incessant glitter
of bayonets. The jumiors noticed that a
Fnud many of the bayonets were rusty.
Lhey noticed, too, an air about the
whole affair, as if the actors in it were
hali-conscious that they were playing a
comedy.

Many of the soldiers were smokin
cigarcites, A nguﬂ‘ of officers, highly
decorated, stood talking and gesticulnt-
ing like excited schoolboys. And close
at hand a military man had stood his
riflo sgainst o stack of lugpage, and
was sucking a stick of sugarcans. From
tha rapt exprozsion on his dusky face, s
he eucked the succenlent cane, it was
clear that he was givinghmunh deeper
attention to it than to the faio of the
natigngl Government, no doubt trem-
bling in the balanca.

Still, bayonets were bayonets, and a
rusty one rather more dangerous than
a clean one. Civilians had to toe the
line, and they toed it
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Harry Wharton & Ca., a3 o matter of
fact, wers not sorry that this had hop-
pened. It meant delay on the journey
to the Valentine fazenda; but it was
oxoiting.

They gathered in o group by the
track, as other passengers were doing.
Baggage was heing burled forth and

In a very fow

stacked by tha line.
minutes only cne passenger remained on
the train-—Billy Bunter, snorting with
mingled indignation and apprehension.
in the circumstanees, the juniors
naturally expected to hear an outburst
of angry irritation from the passengers,
whose journey had been so suddenly cut
short. A similar scene in England, if
they could have imagined it, would havo
been accompanied by a very large allow-
anca of angry grumbling, But they
heard nothing of the kind.

The Brazihian passengers took it all
as if it were in the day's work.

Somo of then, at least, must have had
serions business to attend to—some must
have had urgent reasons for making the
i_'a.llway journey. But nobody made a

g5,

Indeed, it was clear that the civilians,
as well as the malitary, felt that they
had thcir part to play in this peeuliar

game.  They played up almost as if
they were members of a theatrical
COmMPAny-

Talk, of course, was ineessant, like the
EI.;IJ-ut_c of a Highland sircam. In no

atin country can anything happen
without the spilling of oceana of talk.
Every chin waa going strong.

Buziness may have been important
but patrictism came first!  Nobody
complained—nobody grumbled. Thay
talked and talked and talked. Diles of
baggage grew higher. Talk went on.
Rockets streamed across the sky from
the dark campo, for what reazon nobody
knew: very probably for no reason
whatever, except that the simple nativa
mind liked the sight of the streaming
sparks.

Quddenly thore was a ralile of shots
frony the darkness ahead of the halted
train. A bugle rang.

There was instant alarm.  Soldiers
dropped thelr cigarcites and grasped
their rifles, (Officers eeased to talk and
gosticulate, The man near the juniors
put the remnant of his sugarcane into
hiz tunie—which looked as if malters
weras serions, for it wasz clear that he
wanted to finish it Voices roared
ordcrs—men in umform vushed and ran,
scudded and shouted—and i less than a
minute the excited passengers were left
standing by the train, with havdly o
military man in sight. = All of themn had
swarmed off into the darkness phead.

“What on earth’s np now " asked
Bob.

“ Rebels advancing over the bridge, go
they say,” answered Valentine.

“(h, my hat! That means fighting 1*

T Perhﬂpﬁ [

Shots rang through ihe night. Harry
Wharton & Co. felt a deep thrill of
exoitement. From what mrar.h'rra had
told them of fighting in Flanders, they
could picture what was going on—a des-
perate strugele on the blocked bridge,
cold steel working havee, men falling or
all sides. But the lurking grin on Jim
Valentine's face made them doubt the
reality of that mental picture,

The zhots died away,

The soldiers came streaming back to
the train.  Whether there were any
dead, the juniors did not know; but
they could see ne wounded. They would
have given a great deal to understand
thae Portugucse that was spilled in such
floods round about them.

“¥ou understand them, Valentine,™

said Harry.  “Do you know what's
]:lﬂj'i]mn ed i

“Quite 1" yawned Valentine. T
Was a fafm_ alarm! The rebelz are not
at the bridge yet—and pever have
boen 1

“Then why—-""

“ A muletesr was tryving to get across,
aﬂ{!’ arguing with the guard. That's

all.

“Oh crikey ™ _

Soldiers were now packing into the
train. Harry Wharton shouted to the
fat Owl, who was siill sitiing there.

“Cet out, Bunter!”

TShan't ! retorted DBunter,

“They'll shift you!"

“ Beast |
A military _gentlemman  arvived ab
Bunpter's carriage, stared at  hiw,

rapped out an order in Portuguese, and
pointed to the track. Dunter blinked
at him.

“I've paid my fare!” he snortol.
“I'm not getting out I

Another volley of Porhuguese,

Snort-=from DBunter.

S0 long as the man only talked at
him, DBunter did not mind. But all of
a sudden the military man gripped his
rifte with hoth hands, and presented the
point of a rusty bayonet at Bunter's
podgy chest.

The jump that DBunter gave then
wonld have done credit to the most
active kangaroo that ever jumpod.

He fairly bounded,

“Yaroosoh! Keep that thing away
shricked Bunter. ) )

He wos off the train in a single
B nl.

The Brazilian staved after him, and
hurst into a roar of lapghter.  Huo
soemod to find Bunter ammnzing.

YOw! Keep him  off 1" yelled
Dunfer, barging into the bunch of
Lnni-:-rs. “1 say, you fellows, Lkeep
im off | I say, you stand in front of

me, Bob, old chap !

““Ha, ha, ha '’ yelled the juniors.

“Keoep him off 1" ghrieked Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal"

1 sav, yvou fellows—"

“He's not alter you, you fat ass!”
ga‘tﬁl[m:l Boh, *He's only laughing, you
podgy pifllor! Am't you cnough to
take & ecat lapgh ¥

“(Jh I'* pasped Bunter.

He realised that he was in no danger.
DBut he had ne further desire 1o assert
his right to remain on the irain. Ho
was tired of that train.

Packed with military men, the train
maved off. It disappeared from sight,
leaving the stranded passengers in
groups beside the line, discussing what
they were going to do with themselies
nne their baggage.

To go on was impossible, even by
walking, the bridge ahead being
blocked and guarded. The last station,
it seomed, was twenty miles back, so o
walk hack was not attractive. CGesticu-
lating groups disciessed the situation
with great edvnestness, It wag eleay
that none of the natives shared the
amusement of the Greyfriars fellows—
at the antics of the military depart-
ment.  Everything wds taken with a
great assumplbion of seriousness.

But though the rovolution and tha
military operations might be serio-
comie, it was rather a serious matter
to be stranded in the middle of ike
night beside a pile of baggapge, long
miles from cverywhere. Without Jim
Valentine, the Greyiriars party would
have been hopelessly at & loss.

“What are we going to doi?™ ashed
Fob, when the baggage had been cave.
fully stacked in a heap.

“Walk,” said Jim, with a smile,

Snort—from Bunter,
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The military man gripped his rifle with both hands, and presented the point of & rusly bayonef at Bunter's m:lgjr
** Yargooh ! ** shrieked Bunter. *° Keep th

“Thare's a town about six miles off
the railway, and we've got to walk
it,” said Valentine. “1 know evoly
inch of the way—that's all right. We
can get & car there, and send it back
for the bagrape. Pick out a few things
you'll need for night. We can
leave the rest, I'll tip & man here to
keep mn cye on it for us. The sooner
we start the better.”

“2ix miles I roared Dunter.

“ About that.”

“I'm not going to walk it."”

“Well, you can sit on the bhazgaye
here till we're able to send a car hack,
if vou like,” suggested Valentine.

“If you think you're going to leave
mo alone here, among this crew of
rotten foreigners—"' :

“Well, old chap, you must either
stay or go,” said Valeutine paticntly.
“Wa can't stick here for ever. And
it may be a week before therc's another
train available™ _

“The silly asses ought to be kicked !’
groaned Bunter

“Right as rain; but we really can'i
kick the wholo Brazilian Army,” said
Valentine, *“It's Shanks" pony, or
nothing.”’

“ 8o this is what you'va asked ws to,”
said Bunter bitterly. * Nice sort of o
holiday to invite fellows to."”

Jim Valentine had no answer to that.
Johnny Bull lifted his foot, quietly and
deliberately, and kicked Bunter. It
seemed to Johnny that Buoter needed
s reply that he conld understand.

“ Yooop I roared Bunter.

“Come on!” said Valentine; and he
led the way.

Leaving the baggage stacked, with a
lacal native who agreed to guard it
for a handful of milreis, the Greyiriars
fellows turned their backs on the rail-
way, and tramped in dusky darkness
across the wide-stretching campo.
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junlors, grouped beside the line.

THE TENTH CHAFTER.
Bucking Up Bunter!

QBODY enjoyed that walk.

N The juniors followed a grass.
grown track across the campo,

) and then among planted felds,
lighted on their way only by the stars.
it was rather rough going., And it
was long past midnight. And every-
body was firedl.  And six miles was
more than o step at the best of times.

But it had to bo done, and certainly
no member of the Famous Five thonghs
of grousing, With their legs aching
from fatigne, as if they would drop
off, they tramped on with determinoed
cheerfulness,

It was, as Ilob Cherry remarked, all
i the day’s work, or, at least, the
night's. It conldn’t be helped, and that
was that. Thea enly thing to do was to
take it philosophically.

But Billy Bunter had no wuse fov
philosopliy. Bunter  groused  aid
grinted and %rﬂﬂne-:i at every step.

Certainly ithe walk came harder fo
Bunter than to the others; Le had ever
so much more weight to carry. And,
though le had slept more than half the
day in the train, he wes sleepy. And
when Bunter was sleepy ho was apt to
be peevish,

Bunter really seemed to think that
Jim Valentine had done all this on
purpose ta make him uncomfortable.

A dozen times, ot least, he stated
that he wished he hadn’d come to
PBrazil. Quelch, in the Form-room &t
Greyfriars, was better than this, Even
a whopping from Loder of the Bixth
was better. But as breath failed him
the fat Owl ceased to complain, though
his grunts and his groans scldein censed
for more than a minute or two.

About a mile from tho railway, on
e path that ran by a coffco fazenda,
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at thing away 1" He jumped backward, lost his fooling, and fell among the

Bunter ecame to a halt. Ile zat down
an & knoll, and refused to stir.

The other follows gathered round
him. They were all tived, but that, of

course, was of no imporiance, It was
only Billy DBunter's {fatigne that
mattered,

“Clome on, PBunter!"” sand Harey

YW harton.

“Shan't !” groaned Bunter.

HGet o omove on, you fat slacker!'
erowled Johuny Dalk

“ Beash 1™

“Tho vou want to stop hore on your
own !’ demanded Bob Cherry.

“Oht, go on aml leave me!™ said
Bunter bitterly.  “Ib would be like
vou !l

“We ean't siand about here {ill
morning, old  chap,™  gald  Jdim
Yalentine.

“ Beast I

The juni.nrs waited fen minuies or
=0 to give the fat Owl a rest, But ten
minutes were of no use to Bunter. 1le
refused to stir.

“Roll him along like a bareel,” sug-
goested Bol.

Y Beast 1 roaved TRunker.

“ Better not shout, old wman!™
Jim Valentine.

Ul h—why not #Y

“Waoll, if vou allracted a jaguar to
the spot——""

“ A jag-jag-jaguar ! gasped Dunter,
He jumped up as if the grassy knoll
I'iﬂ.:j'i suddenly become re{l Lhiot, “D-d-
did rou =a ig-jagnar "

Ia h]fl]gﬂldlg;]ﬂlﬁh Ffe-urfullr info the
gloom throngh his big spectacles,

said

“Ara there any Jig-jeg-jaguars
here ¥ ho stuttered.

“You wouldn't like {o spot s
jaguor P nsked Jim.

“Owl Beast! Nol”

~ {Continued on page 10.)
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“Well, T can tell you that a jaguar's
pretty cevtain to be gpotted.”

"1 say, you fellowsl Come on!
YWhat are vou hanging about for?”
howled Banter.

And he started, almost at a run.
The juniors followed on, grinmng.
They did not suppose that there was
vaueh danger of a jaguar turming up
among the coffes plantations near the

railway. But the barve idea of a
feracious wild beast lurking in the
chadews was enough fo spur Bunter

ol

Flis romn soon dropped to a walk.
But there wers no more halis, Bunter
was now the most anxious of the party
to gel on. .

They tramped on, to an accompani-
ment of moans and groans from tho
Ol of the Bemove. .

There was a glimmer of dawn in the
skyv when the grassy track changed into
» road—of sorts—and led them into a
town. They limped on wearily into
ihe “praca,” or square, where J‘un
Valentine stopped at the door of “o
hotel um;lll knocked and knocked till 1t
wag opencd.

The “proprictario® came down hali-
dressed and rubbing his eyes, DBut he
was very courteous and hospitable, and
the juniors were immediately shown
into the “sala de jentar,” where they
sat down to a meal while rooms wero
being preparved for them. _

They were glad enough to sit down.
Punter, tired as bhe was, was not too
rired to make a good supper. While he
parked the foodstuffs the Owl of the
Remove blinked suspiciously at Jim
Valentine, _

“We never saw any jaguars!? he
zaid.

“Did you expect to see any ¥’ asked
Jim, “If vou're keen on jaguars you'll
have to go farther afield.”

“Why, veu beast,” hooted Bunter,
“you told me that a jaguar was certain
io be spotted on the way here—"

“That's vight I agreed Valentine.

“What do vou mean, you silly ass?
snapped Bunter. “ How could a jaguar
e spotted if there’s none here to spot "

“You're forgetting the natural history
vou've learned in _ the Remove, old
chap ! answered Valentine gravely.
“Jaguars are always spotted,”

L 13 Ihn_n_t?ll

“Ha, ha, ha!* yelled the Co.

“Jffuurs are always spotted!” re-
peated Bunter.  * You—you—you silly
ass! Of course I know that jaguars arae
always spotted, like leopards, you idiot !
But I thought you meant—

“You thought ™ asked Valentine.

“Yes, vou fathead, I thought—-="

“Then you've changed a lot sinea
loft Grevfriars! You never did eny
fliinkinﬁ while Isavas thers”

Billy Bunter glared at the boy planter
with a glare that might have eracked
his spectacles.

“You—you—you clicoky beast!™ he
gasped,

Billy Bunter rolled off to bed in a
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state of great indignation. On that
weary night tramp he had put his best
fooi foremeost in dread of sccing the
gliring eves of a jaguar pgleaming
through the darkness, And now he
knew that his fat leg had been pulled
just fo buck him up. )

But the fat Owl soon forgot his indig-
nation in happy slumber.

MNeither bed-rooms nor beds were fear-
fully clean; but the Greyfriars fellows
did not expect too much at an nn in a
emall town off the railway, and they
were tan tired to be ?Er% particular.

They turned in, and slept like tops.

The Famous Five were far from being
slackers like Bunter, but they did not
turn out the following morning till
nearly eleven o'clock  They had been
tlired out and they necded a rest. Wheén
they turned opt Billy Bunter was still
snoring, and they left him to snore.

They ecame into the sala de janiar
to Dbreakfast, and found that Jim
Valentine was slready uwp and out.
After breakfast they went out into the
praca, which was blazing with brilliant
sunshine.

Most of the town was built round the

raca. There were shops and stoves,
ive or six open-air cafes, and a cinemn,
and other buildings. DPlenty of psople
were about, in groups, talking ex-
citedly ; and the juniors guessed that the
revolution was the topic,

Six or scven cars were parked in the
praca, and two or three more stood out-
side a_garage, and there were a number
of soldters smoking at the little tables of
the eafes, From one of the cafes came
the roar of a loudspeaker., and a crowd

athered roond (o listen. Neo doubt the
atest news of the rebellion was coming
aver the wireless ; but as the junlorvs did
not understand a word of it they were
not enlightened.

A car dashed suddenly into the praca,
driven at the reckless speed which they
had already noted as a national custom
in Brazil. Two oflicers sat in it, who
jumped out at an official-lcoking build-
ing, into which they dashed. The whele
praca was left in a buzz of excitement.

The wildest surmises passed from
moutls to mouth. From what little
Portugnose thoy knew the juniors were
able fo pick uwp some of the rumours
that floated about. Rio had been taken
by a rebel army from Sao Paulo—Sao
Paulo had been taken by s iaﬁal army
from Rio—a desperate battle had been
fought on the Parana, with hundreds
killed=—all Minas Geraos was up m arms
and marching on the capital—Rio
Grande do Sul had deelared on the side
of the Government—or on the mde of
the rebels—anvhow, it had declared
somcthing or other!

Excitement reigned, which intensified
when the two officers came ont of tho
officiul building, leaped into their cur,
and dashed away again ab the same
reckless speed. The praca was left in a
roar of excifed voices,

Harry Wharton & Co. could not hel
having a suspicion that nothing ha
happened at all, and that it was all
more or less a sort of semi-serious
theatrical performance !

They atrolled round the 'me while
they were waiting for Jim Valeniine to
return, guessing that he had gone back
to the ratlroad for the baggage.

“Halle, hallo, hallo! Look ab this!”
exclaimed Bob Cherry, at the doorway
of o shop whare hunting equipment was
sold.

It was the head of & jaguar,
stuffed, with glass eyes, looking ox-
tremely life-like, fierce, and savage,

The juniors looked at it.

“I'd rather zee that chap stuffed than

meet him in ihe jungle while ho was a

going concern !” remarked Johnny Bull.
“LThe ratherfulness is terrifiel” re-

marked Hurree Jamset Bam Singl.

“I'm going to buy 16! said Bob., " 1f
it's not too dear, that 13.”

©My dear chap, you can’t carry that
thing around all the while we're in
Brazil 1" said Harry.

“I only want to carry it as far as the
hotel.”

“VWhat on carth for?™

* Bunter [ answered Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bob stepped into the shop, and the
dusky prepricter thereof came forward,
bowing, to inguire what he wanted,
Bab dp::umed to the stuffed head, and

asked :
Which “ How

“Quanto ™
much ?™*

“Um conto, eenhor ™ was the reply.

“Oh, my hat! What's a conto, you
fellows®" asked Bob.

“"A  thousand milreis, I belicve,”
answered Harry, laughing, “Rather
gxpensive for & joke on Bunter.”

“0Oh crikey! That's about twenty-
five pounds! Dunter isn't worih that,
lock, stock, and barrel! IHelp me out
with somo _'I"m'tuguesc linge.”

“Isso o demais!  sald Harry
Whartenr, meaning “ That is too much ™

The Brazilian shopkeeper bowed and
smiled.

“Quinhentos milreis ' he said.

“Anybody know how mucl that is?”
inguired Bob.

“Five hundred milreis!”
Ifarey.

COh, my hat! 17 we ask him often
encugh we shall pet 1l for nothing in
toe long cun !

“Worth tryving on!” grinped Nugent.

* Iss0 ¢ demais I =aid Wharton again.

Another bow and smile!

“Quartrecentos milrveis!”  said
dusky merchant.

“What's that?” asked Bob.

e {.}? our hundred milreis—ebout ten
quid,

“1 shoulda't wonder if 1t was worth
that ! But it's too much for a joke an
Bunter! I wonder if we ecould hive it
for an haur™

Hiring the jaguar’s head proved a
difficult business.

The shopkeeper had s few words of
Fnglish, the juniors a few words of
Portuguese. ut the shopkeeper’s wifo
and several other relations ecamo to
the rescue, and three or four polite
Brazilians stepped in from the praca o
lend assistance, and after about twenty
minutes the matter was elucidated; and
for the moderate sum of twenty milreis,
about nine or ten shillings, the jaguar's
hoead was hired, to be shown to a friend
at the hotel. And the Greviriars fellows
witlked off with it wrapped in a bundle.

meant

answored

the

-

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Jaguar !
o FASTS 1" murmured Billy
Bunter.

He murmured that compli-

mentary remark as he heard

the footsteps of the chums of tho
Femove outside his door.

Bunter had breakfasted in bed while
the other fellows were strolling about
the praca. A half-Indian “rmoco™ had
been kept very busy, bringing supplies,
and his jettyr cves almost iﬂppe(f from
Lis dusky countenance in his estonish-
ment at the amount the fat Owl packed
away. INow the moco had been dis-
missed, and Bunter, loaded over the
Plimsell line, was prepared to take

i il behind  his
I i

Iliz  oves eleamed
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gpectacles as he heard the juniors hotel, but Bunter's funky enough to

coming up the passage. 1f they fancied
that Bunter was geing fo get up, when
it was barely noon, they were making a
big mistake, 3

%Iunter wazsn't sufficiently rested wet.
Moreover, it was tho custom of the
country to take a rest during the mid-
day heat—a custom of which Billy
Bunter fully spproved, little as he
thought of foreign manners and customs
a3 & rule. 1

1t was not the custom, certainly, to
prolong the night's rest into the mufda:.r
“alesta **; that was an improvemcnt
that Bunter thought of for himsclf,

That, at any rate, was what Bunter
was going to do; and as the jumors
came along to his door, he laid his head
on the pillow and snored.

The door opened, and Bob Cherry
looked in.

Snore

‘* Fast asleep, as usual ! %t‘im\ed Bob.
“1 suppose Bunier could sleep twenty-
four hours & day, and a few over, if he
wain’t woke up! Don't wake him this
tune, though™

“No fear !” : .

The Yamons Five came quictly into
the room and closed the door. They
gazed at the sleeping beauty.

Bunter snored, )

Fle was, as & matter of fact, wide
awuke, though his eves were tightly
closed behind his bu:L s;{ectar:lcs.

He had heard Bob Cherry's vemarl.
1iis fivst intention had been merely to
affect slambor, because he did nob want
to gét up. Now he realised that the
juniors lhad not come to root him out,

ut for soma other purposze for which it
was desirable that he should remain
asleop. .

Bunter was not quick on the uptakes
but he scented a jape, and he wanted
to know what was on. o he kept his
eyes shut, and snored on. Bunter was
not brainy, but he conld be sly. MNow,
with great slvoess, he snored, and
listoned with all his fat ears.

“Quiet 1 murmured Nugent, as Bob
proceeded to unwrap the bundle.

“Catch him waking up!” answered
Bol. “ A thunderclap would hardly do it
when he's going strong,  Bunter's all
right.” 5 ;

Bunter contrived not to grin.

He opencd one eye very cautiously
and biinked. _ _

On o table, at a Tittle distanca from
his bed, a bundle was being unwrapped.
From the wrappings a starthng object
was taken, L

Startling as it was, it did not startle
Bunter, as he could see that the jaguar's
head had mno body attached. “Even
Bunter was not scared by s scetion of
a defunct jaguar.

Ilaving taken out the stuffied head,
Bob Cherry dropped the wrappings into
a corner and stepped towards the bed.

Bunier's eyes were ghied zhut again,
and he snored.

It was all that he cosld do ta keep
from grinning. They were going to pull
his fat leg with that stuffed section of
the mionarch of the jungle—or thoy
fancted the;.-' were, Bunter fancied that
thaoy weren't.

Bob Cherry beside the hed

and  arranged ¢ fearsome-looking
head beneath if, just peeping oub,

Had Bunter awabkened suddenly and
goen that fieree and bristling counten-
ance looking out from under the bed,
eertainly it would have startled him.
As it was, all that Bunter had to do
was to suppresa his grins.

“I =ay, though, that fat funk will be
scared cut of lus silly wits I said Frank
Nugent. "Nobody ulse would fancy
that & jaguar could have crept into the

stopped
e

faney anything.” ]

“My dear chap, Bunter's asked for it
—in fact, begged for it!1” said Eob.
“Thia is %uing to feed him up with
Brazil. It's not fair to land the fat
bounder on Valentine, is it 1"

*Well, no. But——"

“ Valentine can’t kick him here as Le
could at Greyfriars. We ought to be
kicked ourzclves for lettine him come!
If he can’t behave himself decently--
and ha can't—the hezt thing for him to
do is to beat it for home. And if he
fancies there are jagnars about, & ton
of jsm-taris wouldn't step him from
bolbing. ™

The juniors chuckled.

It was not surprising that they were
fed-up with the manners and customs of
William George Bunter. If Billy
Bunter chose to give up the trip, go
back in a car to Rio, and take the next
steamer for home, the state of affairs
was obvionsly going to be more satisfac-
tory for everybody concerned. The loss
of Billy Bunter's fascinating society was

W7

undoubtedly worth twenty milreis and
nore,

“ All ready |” said Bob., *Now we'll
wake him] Bunter|” Bob roared.
“Wake up, Bunter! Bunter! Bunty!
Bunt 1*

Snore |

“BUNTER1"” roared the Famous
Five together,

Snore |

“Oh, my hat ¥ pasped Bob. “Talk

about Rip van Winkle |”

He grasped a fat shoulder and shook.

Hnare |

Shake, shake, shake! ]

Bunter's eyes opened behind his spee-
tacles. He blinked at tha five faces at
his bedside drowsily, like & fellow
newly awakened from slumber.

“1 say, you fellows, wharrer Tou
waking me up for?” yawned Bunter.
“I'm not getting up yetI” ;

“Aren't you commg on with us?”
asked Bob., “We're starting when
Valentine's fixed u||1 about a car.”

“Tell Valentine he's a beast [V

(C'ontinued on next page.)

(1)
“ Hoots, mon ! ** I exclaimed, as I visited

Oor lad from fhe Land o! the Thistle ;
To make 'ﬁim feel fine, I began ** Auld Lang
8

In a plercing and powerinl whistle.
I'"d whistled as far as the twenty-third bae
When he landed me ons with a ruler,
Which ned my zesl, and which caused
ma kg fael
Cn the whole. undeniably cooler.

(3)
“ Talk sense !?" yelled the asa. “ QOr elsa
kaep off the grass |

Your Anglo-8cot accent is awlul ! ¥

“ Deh, Iha;ars [ #gaid I. *“ Its no pairfect,
orhye,

But I canns mak® mair of & iawinl !

U'm wantin’, ye kep, & sma’ interview, when

On the twenty-first day o! November.
I ¢annot eay more aboat that svent, for
I was rather too {auung to remember !

I knaw all the fricks of m&-hunﬂn_g at six,
At gight I conld pipe without pumping,
And rinunﬂ about ten I could ride down the
glen y
On a horse, which meant prefty high

jomping |

My lather said :
to put on
meade ming,

yellaw,
Incpired me to

(7
“ Nes doot,” I agree
great spead,
T8 guid to mak' ilka endesvour [
“ Look haﬂi.’?’ was hiz ery, *° are you Scofch,
or Am
Don’t talk like a Trog in & laver 1 ¥

taking nofes with

He sniffed and went on @ * Very so0n we
were gone

From Loch Voil, and ths mounfaing I
plodded ;
fmr present nddresz i3 not Iar from Loch
Nogsg———"
¥ I've resd of your brother,” I nodded.

Ye'ra zae goid as to pites me & hearin’,
Sae I;iinna ook dour, y& can talk for an
OIr L
An’ I'll fak’ doon the words ye are !
apierig’!"
(1)
He starled : *° My birth happened way uop
in Perth,

(6]
AR ﬁﬁm ag thay brilt me & sporran and

1 kEnew I must act like & Bpartan,
¢ Don, it's your pride

The time-honoured Ogilvy fartan I'
Tkis aocient design, which the gods Liad

With its red. blue and black, whiie

Irs to be sfanneh and nob '
Bl¥,

It*s a very good aim lor a fellow ! ¥

This weck our merry Groyfriars Khymeeter
bringe before your notice

DONALD ROBERT OGILYY,
the Scottish junior of the Hemove.

(mn

Said he with s Irown ¢ " Yon had better

pipe down |
Hu_xfam or atrest-oriss parmitted !
And iust take that face out of hera fo & place
* Like the Too, Tor which spot it is fitéed |
¢ Whight, mon ! * 1 replied. **Can ye no

shet yoor heid P

Guid Sools like the pipes, gae they tell nx !

! ’;llkuminﬂw o 1 whustle * Lang
Foa
Az wad mak’ onny Hislandman jealons | **

{5
“7T lived as a boy in the land of Rob Roy,
The Outlaw and Chisf o! MacOregors,
I've climbsd up the Braes of Balguhidder fo
ERZE
At the hannts of those fire-eating bagzars |
I knn:z all ths talea of the mountains and
vales,
01 Eaﬁ:ﬁfﬂm and Drummonds and

And Alan Breck, {00, and of old Duscan Dhy,
And of all their a&vanin:u gnd rambles,

(8)
“ My bzother P ' said he, staring grimly at me.
I answered with cheerfal elation ;
‘" Yes, wasn't it him who's been haviog &
swim P
Or perbaps it"s some other relation P ™
Then Ogilvy rose snd he fAafiened my nose
With o punch which has pretty nigh bent it |
1 stayed for no more, 1 fung spen the door,

As I sbouled : ' Good-bye ! V—and I
meant it |

——
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“Yui san tell him that yourself, old
fat marn ! If you're not ready, you'l
left behind 1™ . _

“¥ali! Catel you going on without
e I sneered Bunter.  * Too funky, 1
fanevy 1

“What *" reared Bob

“Funky !” said Bunter. “ You {ellows
haven't much pluek T Where would yon
liave been all along without ' me? I can
te vou fellows running into danger
1L-'ithkm|t me o protect you—I don't
tinnk ™

The Famous Five gazed at Bunter.

“You Dblithering ™ fat esssl”  said
Johmny Bull. “You n .

“(h, cheese it! gaid Bunter. “I'm
tiee only fellow here with sn ounce of
pluck, and yvou know it! We might run
into a jaguar or semething ! Youw'd fecl
solly  sorry for yourselves then §f 1
wasn't there 1V

“Why, vou—yon—" gasped Bob.

Bunter waved a fac hand ;

“Choele 1617 he said. “I'm going lo
Inok after vou and protect you, same as
I've always done! You might be
wrateful, though 1 don't &x}‘mq‘: it of
von, Bot don’t jaw, and dont gas!
You're a funky lot | Luckily, I've got

Inck 1"
¥ The Tamous Five breathed hard and
deep, They had been a little dubions
whether to carry on with that jape;
now thev banished all doubts 1 Bunter's
pluck was going to be put to the test!

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ¥ roared Bob
atddenly,  “ What's that "

1le pointed to the fearsome head
peeping cut from under the bed.

With one accord, the chuns of the
Bemove jumped back, their faces ex-
prescing & startled horror that did them
ceedit as mwembers of the Remove
Diramatic Bocicty.

“A jaguar!” welled MNugent,

“ Look out 1"

“ Help *

“Have us, Buanter!™

The juniors jumped away across the
room to the window. Bunter, pecring
over the edge of the bed, was left to
teal with the jaguar.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Plucky Bunter !
ILLY BUNTER did not turn a
hair.
B He blinked over the bed at

tic fearful beast through his big
spectacles with & calmness that was
really amazing.

Across the room the
watehed him.

They expected to hear Bunter howl
with terror or see hitn bury himself
under the bedelothes, as assuredly he
would have done had he believed that
the jaguar was genuine,

He did nothing of the kind.

Instead of that, the fat junior Ijmnpeﬂ
from the bed. He was perfectly cool.
They gazed at him in duwnb astonish-
1ent.

“1 gayv, vwou fellows”™ squeaked
Bunter, “buck up ! I'll save youl Keep
whers you are ! Leave him to e "

“h crikey I gasped Bob Cherry.

“Oh crumbs 17

“Are we dreaming this? gurgled
Jolnny Bull.

It really seemed, to the amaszed
junsiors, that they were dreaming it. In
incments of danger Billy Bunter was
calenlated to display about as much
courage a3 a rabbit—a  very timid
rablbit. Now he exhibited the courage
of a hon.

Left to deal with the jaguar, Bunter
denlt with it.
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. Utterly regardless of the ﬁr;nnin
i_awa and gleaming eyes of the dreadfu
ace locking out from under the bed,
the fat Owl grabbed up & stick.
Brandishing the stick, he turned on the
jaguar.

Crazh !

The thick stick came down with a
terrific concussion on the head of the

Jaguar,
arry Wharton & Co. stood trans-
fixed, A fellow who tackled a jaguar

with a stick was, presumably, a fellow
not only with plenty of pluek, but

endovwed with unbounded and reckless
Courage,

And Bunter was doing it.

Crash, crazh ! come agam,

Bunier belaboured that fearsomne licad
with the stick with all the strengih of
his fat arm.

A stuffed head was not likely to
sustain such an attack without damage.
A live jaguar would liave torn Bunter
e pleces before he could have delivered
& sccond swipe. But a stuffed head was
a a:hfl'ermurlrm]msitiun.

Tt eracked and split, and the gloss eves
rolled out on the floor.
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Bunter whacked and whaeked.

Under the rain of blows, the head
itself rolled out from under the bed,
breaking into pieces.

Then Beb, coming to himzelf as it
were, jumped forward. That head had
been hired for nine or ten shillings, but
its price was ten pounds—and Bunter
was knocking it to pieces! i

Y Reep back ! yelled Bunter, “Il's
all right! Leave him to me! I've
knocked his head off—"

‘L&'-tnp it, you frabjous idiot !" roarcd

o,

“Keep back, I tell you! I'm saving

vour lives! I don't want any help!
can handle the brute !V
Crash !

The stick came down again !

Bob grasped the fat Owl by the
shoulder and dragged him back.
Ancther swipe from the stick landed on
the floor.

“Btop it!” howled Bob.

“Keep off, you ass! I'm poing to
finish hum ! roared Bunter, brandi:hing
the stick. Perhaps it was by acecident
that it came into contact with Bob
Cherry's head! Perhaps not |

Anvhow, it did cstablizhh contact, and
Bob velled and jumped away. Bunier
leaped at the jaguar’s head again, and
delivered anut!!mr terrific swipe.

The head went into fragments. Glass
eyes and stuffing strewed the Socor. 1o
was elear that the most eunning erafis-
man would never be able to renovate
that traphy of the chaze ! Al the king's
horses and all the king's men could
never have put that jaguar's head
together again!

Tarry Wharton & Co. grazped Bunter
onn all sides, and wrenched the stick
away from him.

“You silly ass!" gasped Harry.

“You terrific fathcad—"

Dunter jerked himself awav. set his
spectacles straight on his fat little nose,
and blinked at them disdainfully.

“Don’t be frightencd ' lic =aid re-
azzuvingle. " I've killed the bLrute!
After thiz, I hope vou won't make out
that I don't look after voul”

“You howling idiot——"

“That's pratitude, I suppose”
saccred Bonlee, “I'd like to see von
fellows tackle a jaguar with a stick!
T'd like to sce it!”
~ “You jolly well knew it wasn't a
jaguar, you spoofing ovster ! roared
Johnny Bull, " You'd have becn in a
Lblue funk—"

“0Oh, really, Bull—"

Bob Cherry stoeped and gathered up
the fragments. DBubt the ecase was
evidently hopeless.  That trophy was
done for, and soncbody had te psy ten
pounds for it

“Qet the body out from under the
bed I suggested Bunter, “ I've rather
smashed the napper, knocking it off,
but we can have the skin stuffed—"

“You jolly well know there ammt a
body, you spoofer!™ hooted Bob.

Bunter blinked at him.

“(Oh, don't be an ass, Cherry " Lo
answered. Y How could a jaguar’s head
pet here without a body

“Heo wasn't asleep!™ said Harry
Wharton, the truth dawning on his
mind. * He was only pretending to be
asteep, and he heard every word we
said, "

¥ Oly, really, Wharton—-"

“That's it, of eourse!” sald Nugent.

It 1=n't!” roarced Bunter. "I was
fast asleep all the time, and I mever
heard a word you fellows were zaying !
I never heard Bob speak when you
opened the door, and I wasn’t snoring to
make out that T was asleep—nothing of
the gort. I never knew you brought
that napper here in a bundle, and I
didn’t wateh you unwrapping it, either.™

“{h crikey I

“ You spooling porpoise I' yvelled Tob,
“You knew it waz o jape, and You
smashed up that hicad on purpose.™

“He, he, he!™” ]

© Now it will have to be patd for——"

“He, he, he!™ )

“Ten quids!” satd Bob, glarinz at
the fat Owl of the Remove as if he
could have bitten him.

“He, he, he!” cackled Bunter. I
6a¥, Tou feiimrs, vou shouldn't try to
pull my leg, you know! You haven't
the brains ﬁ:rr it! Of course, I thought
it was a live jaguar! I'm not afraid of
jaglue:r:a, if you fellows are! And I jolly
well emashed it up to pay you out! He,
he, Lie I

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at
Bonter, looked at one apother, and then
walked out—in silence. That jape on
Bunter had worked out the wrong way,
and thore was no doubl that the laugl
was on Bunter's side.

They left him chortling as be dressed.
Bunter, at least, was hugely amused by
that disastrons jepe. A bill of ten



pounds for the jaﬁﬂrs was exactly what
they deserved, in Billy Bunter's opinion.

When he came down, the Famous Five
had gone out, fo scttle the matter with
the proprietor of the jaguar’s head. Jim
Valentine was back, and a ear stood
outside, loaded with the baggage
brought in from the railroad. Jim
glanced at the fat Owl’s grinning face.

“Where are the other fellows,
Bunteri" he asked.

“0h, gone out, I think!"” answered
Bunter, “1 believe they've got rather
a hll to pay somewhere | e, he, hel
I say, Valentine, did you ever see such
a set of funks?”

“Eht

“No end of a joke!" szaid Bunter
atrily. “Some ass stuck a jaguar's head
under my bed, for a joke, you know;
and they saw it, and were [riphtened
out of their wifs. You shonld have
heard them yell! I furned cut at once
and knocked the thing to pieces! 1
really believe they’d have pone into fite
lilmm sheer funk if I hadn't! He, he,

EI”

“What rot!™ =aid Jim, staring.

*Oh, really, Valeutine—"

“Has anything happened while I've
been gone P

“Haven't I just told you?” hooted
Bunter.

“Oh, yes; but I mcean, has anything
really happened?™

“Why, ryou cheeky beasti—*?

* Hallo, halle, hallo! IIere’s Valen-
tine ! exclaimed Bob Cherry, as the
Famaous Five came in.

There was a cackle from Billy Bunter,

and the chums of the Remove gave him
a glare.

“Here they are!™ grinned Bunter.
“Got over your funk yet, vou fellows?
I've just heen telling Valentine how you
howled with funk when youn zaw that

jaguar’s napper under my bed. He, he,
ha "
“"You fat octopus!” reared Bob.

“You know wa put it there.”

“I don't know anything of the sort !
said Bunter coolly. “I know you were
ecarcd stiff when you saw it You
howled to me to save you

“You knew we were pulling your siily
leg I** slirieked Bob.

“I don't! You can’t crawl out of it
like that, Bob Cherry! You were jolly
well frightened out of your seven senses,
and you know ikl I thought you'd go
into Gtz! He, he, he!™

Bunter rolled away, still chuckling, to
sea whether lunch was ready. Jim
Valentine Jooked at the red and dis-
eomforted faces of the Famous Five.
They told him the frue story of the
jaguer's head, and, rather to their sur-
prise, he burst into a roar of laughter.

*Ha, ha, ha'!?

“Do wvou think it's fonny ?* asked
Bob, rather gruffly. *We've had to
pay that dago ten wuids——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yvelled Valeutine.

“That fat villain was pulling our leg
all the time, when we thought wo were
pulling hijg=——"

“Ha, ha, hao!l”

Bob stared at him,
broke into & grin.

“Well, I suppose it was rather funny,
in a way ! he admitted. * Bunter’s got
the laugh this time! But he will laugh
on the other side of that dumpling he
calls a face if we run across a real
jaguar!”

On which point, certainly, there was
no doubt.

Then his face

EVERY SATURDAY

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Neck or Nothing !

o ACEK in! said Jim Valentine,
P In the cool of the day, the
Creyfriars fellows prepared to
] resume  their  interrupted
journey. Outside the hotel stood a car
and a lorry. On the lorry, the bagga
was piled, and the car was to take the
party of seven—of which one member
was double-width, It was rather a
roomy car, hut it was clear that it would
ba rather packed,

Billy Bunter eyed it disapprovingly
through his big spectacles.

“Is that the only car you can get?”

ha asked.
. “The one and only ! answered Jim,
“And we're rather fll(:li]jl' to get that!
The others have been commandeered
for the military—and by to-morrow I've
no_ doubt this one would be gone, too.
I had to talk Portuguese for two hours
to bag this car and the lorry.”

“Well, there won't be room for the
lot of us!” said Bunter. “We con't all
squeeze inte that, What about one
fellow sitting on the bageage in the
lorry ?®

“ Bit maore nncomfortalile than the ear,
I should think,” suid Jim, with a smile,
“But sit on the baggage in the lorry
if you like, of course.”

Bunter blinked at him,

“I didn’t mean me, vou ass!” he

vunted. *I meant one of the other
ellows,™

“ Valentine must have forgotten what

vot're like, Bunter, or he would have
guessed that one,” grinned Bob.
. “Well, look here, I don't see squees-
ing into that rvotten car ' said Bunter
ergssly, “I think two of you might go
it the lorry, Then a fellow would have
room to streteh his legs a bit.”

“Good ef:g]” sald Bob, “Both of
vou go in tha lorry.”
“Eh? What do you mean, you nss—

Loth of me

“I mean what 1 say. As vou're
double width ‘j}'nu count as two, and
both of you had better go in the lorry.”

“Ha, ha, ha *

“You silly ass " 1oared Bunter,

Jim Valentine laughed.

* Pack in ¥ he said again.

The Faomous Five packed in. Jim
et boside the swarthy Drazilian driver.

Bunter squeezed in, grunting, after the
five; he blinked disapprovingly at the
driver. The ma ressed 1n & red-

striped cotton shirt and trouwsers, with s
big grass-hat, and a cigar in the corner
of his mouth—did not E:mk much like a
chauffeur, in Buntcr’s opinion,

The driver of tha lorry locked much
the same, except that ﬁis shirt had
yellow strvipes. Neither inspived Buntes
with eanlidence.

The bill was paid at the hotel, the
landlord came out with graceful bows
to specd the parting guests, waiters andg
other attendants backed him wp, and a
crowd of idlers gathered.

All was ready to go, and the Grey-
friars fellows supposed that they were
g];:u_ng: but they did not yet quite know
their Brazil, Bouth America 15 the land
of interminable delays.

The driver of the car had ta finish a
conversation \h‘il‘i} somehody ; when ho
he
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According to some, roads were up and
bridges broken ; according to othors, {he
rebels from Sao Paulo were advancing,
end all routes were blocked by revolu-
tionary tracps. One man averred that
the Parana was in flood and roads im-
passable. The juniors sat and waited
while volleys of Portuguese crackled an
all sides

Jim Valentino cut the confevenca shart
at last and insisted on starting. 'Uhe
drivers shrugged their shoulders almost
over their cors, as if disclaiming all re.
sponsibility for expected disasters,

But they were ready at last; and thon
the Revolution barged in—in the shape
of & military officer, who came wp with
a c]ankmfr of %aurs end volleyed Portu-
F;uesu. im Valentine answered, and
or a good ten minutes volleys went to
and fro briskly,

Tha juniors, listening, tried to under-
stand. They galhered at Jast that the
officer was 1n need of & car, and was
th:[ﬂcmﬁl of commandecring the one in
which they sal, for the servico of the
Republic—which, of course, eame before
everything else in importance.

It was a dismaying possibility, DBut
they had a lurking suspicion et the same
time that the decorated military men
was only “throwing his weight about,”
and that after a sufficient quantity of
chin-wag the affai would be arranged.

And g0 it was,

Jim Valentine had learned in South
America to bo patient as well as polite,
It is & country in whieh patience is
sorely needed. With imperturbable
good temper he argued and expostulated
and explained, and at last convineed the
military gentleman,

Then they parted, with great courtesy
and esteem—Valentine raising his hat,
the juniors following his example, the
military man saluting, the crowd huz-
zing, and the car ot long last getting
inta motion,

It rolled away, followed by the lorre,
on & road that was little better than a

rassy track and considerhbly humpr.

ut it was a great relief to the travellers
to get going at lasl.

A mile out of the town they were held
11? by a military patrol. After a spate
of Portuguese tha patrol was satisfied
that they were not rebel spies and
allowed them to pass on.

“Chin tired, old man?’ asked Bob
Cherry sympathetically, as they rolled
on their way once more.

Valentine chuckled.

“It's had a lot of exercize in this
country,” he answered.

i jawiulness in  this esteemed
country 13 fruly terrific,” remarked

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
“1 say, vou fellowsg—="

“Now Bunter's going to begin!"
sigghed Bob.

‘Beast! I szoy, tell the driver io
stop 1"

“What on ecarth for "

“Look and ceel” smorted Bunter,
pointing with a fat finger.
Ahead of the car was o stream-—ona

of the innumerabloe streams of interioy
Brazil—with little water in ik, but with
steep sides; it was crossed by a bridge.
Looking ot that bridge the juniors
(Continued an next page.)
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viould not have imapined that it was
planned for motor trathe.

It was built of long beams laid across,
with short beams resting their ends on
the long bheams.

Some of the shorter beams were de-
caved by wind and weather, and were
rather loose: meany had zpaces between
them.

Obviously they were not caleulated to
support the weight of a well-packed car
and a lorry laden wich bagpage. The
only way to get safely reross the bridge
was to drive go carefuliy that the weight
of the wheels fell on the long side
beams—and that was a feat that re
quired skilled driving, with only a few
inchies te spare oa either side, and &
du!ep rugged  watercourse  yawning
below.

“ Are we crossing that?” asked Bob.

“Yes, and lots more like it,"” answered
Valentine. “They cali it a *mule-
killer' in this country; mules often
break their legs in the gaps.”

" Put a car—"" murmured Nugent.

“A ear's t ne legs to break,
luekile,” said Bob. * But—"

“ The butfulness is terrific,” murnmured
the Nabob of Bhampur.

The IFamous Five had plenty of pluck,
it they looked rather serious as the
car ran on to the wooden bridge; they
expected the driver to slow down and
take it with care; instead of which, he
drove at the usual reckless pace, roaring
down to that dangerous cross:iug at a
great speed.

They sat tight. .

In spite of themselves, they felt their
Liearts beating: but they sat tight and
said no more. L

Mot s0 Bunter: the fat junior yelled.

He seemed hardly able to beliove at
first that the car really was going to
cross that bridge. As they rushed down
to it he yelled with alarm. ;

“Stop ! I say, you fellows, stop him !”

“It's all ri{g' t, Bunter,” said Valen-
tine =oothingly.

“ Beast 1 ghuwlm:l Bunter. "I'm nob
going to be smashed up to please you!
You'd like to sec me smashed up, you
leart | Stop the car!"

“Shut up, you fat
Johnny Bull.

asz 1" prowled

THE MAGNET

* Lemme gervcut ! yelled Bunter.

“Ay dear chap,” said Valentine, * we
shall eress all right—end we shall eross
twenty bridges like that before we
finish.™

*Yarooooh "

The car was at the bridge now. The
chauffeur did not even take the trouble
to approach it in a dirvect line; he
reached it at an angle, and it seemed to
hiz passengers that nothing could pre-
vent the car from shooting over into the
ravine,

Bunter, too terrificd even to sgueal,
clutchecd hold, gasping, and his eves
aimost popped through his spmtauius.
Harry ‘ff’lmrtun & Co. held their breath,

At the last second, as it scemed, the
driver gave the steering wheel a wronch,
and the car shot on the bridge, getting
the long beams with the wheels with an
exactness that seemed miraculous.

It shot aecross.

Lounging at the wheel, chewing his
cigar, with an expressionless face, the
Brazilian chauffeur raced across the
flimsy structure, not turning a hair eveu
when one of the transverse AIS,
shaken by the impact, .dropped away
and crashed on rocks thirty feet below.

“QOoorh ¥ purgled Bunter,

They wers neross! Glancing bacl,
they saw the lorry roaring over the
bridee at the same reckless speed.

“ gﬂ{uﬂgh!"‘ repeated Bunter.

Bolb Cherry drew a deep breath,

“ Are we still alive ¥ he asked.

“You'll get used to it,"” said Valen-
tine, laughing  “Lots of bridges like
that ahead of na.  These drivers look
reckloss, but they know the game. No
good talking te them; you'll never get
o Brazilian driver to go slow. DBul it's
all right.”

The car raced on up ‘he ineline from
the stream; after it roced the lorry.
Billy Bunter wiped the perspiration
from his fat brow.

“Oh lor’ 1 he said. : ;

It wes, as Valentine said, all right.
But it did not look all right, and it did
not feel all right. The juniors realized
that there were some things in Brazil
that wanted a lot of getting used to.
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
0 Lobo Again!

1 IPPING " san] Bob Clierry.
R “FRolten 17 s il Billy
Bunter.

The Greyfriars party spent
the night in g small village, where thero
was plenty of hospitality plenty of food,
plenty of politeness, but where washing
seemed never to have been heard of. To
the schoolboys, sccuztomed to cleanly
Fglish  life, thera  was smtm!hinpi
horrifving in the inseet population o
the bed-vooinz, Even Billy Bunter was
willing fo rize carly for once, and the
whole parly were glad to get on the
rowd sgain in the rosy morn, .

Then it was, a5 Bob declaved, rip-
ping.

In the cool of the morning, with tho
sun coming up in a bloe sky, the air as
vet cool and fresh, it was really vipping
to bowl along in the fast car, caling up
the miles, by a road—or, rather, track—
that varied almost at every mile. )

Hometimes the ear, with the lorry in
attendance, raced aecross wide steetches
of open and apparently illimitabla
“eampo.” Then it would rush by
planted fazendas, Then it would rock
over riskr bridges—to which, as Jim
had told them. the junior: soun becawne
nged—even Billy Bunier ccasing to howl
with alarm.  Then, wn other places,
streteches of pruneval forest or scrub
blotted out the landscape, ihe rich
iropical growths sometumes enercaching
on the car so closely 1hat branches
whipped at the windows and startled
parrofs screamed in the very ears of the
travellers.

Sometimes they passed ox-carts, drawl-
ing along at a snail’'s pace, strangely
in contrast with the buzzing car. Some-
times strings of mules, with muleteers,
came swinging along. and police saluta-
tions were exchangod.

Dust, and dust, and dust greeted them
almost evervwlhere: sometnnes iuches
thiek on the roads, flving in  clouds
acros3 the campo when the wind stirred.
In the forest voads fallen Dbrauvches
crackled under the wheels, some of them
thick with big, sharp ihorns; and the
juniors wondered what would happen to
the tyres—but there were no punclures,
Tt rather seomed to the Greyfriarvs
fellows that thev pot on their way by
a succession of miracles, ;

But they got on it—and the rapid
miles flew under the wheels. Jim told
his friends that wuless anything hap-
ened they would reach the Rio Rexo
Lg night. DBut it scemed to the juniors
that it was very probable that some-
thing would happen !

But they were in great spirits—not at
all displeased, on the whole, that the
revolution had interrupted the journey
by rail. In any case, the last hundred
miles would have had to be by road.
for the Rexo conniry was far from tho
railway.

It was o close fit in the ear, but
nobody grumbled except Bunter. Al
through the sunny morning they roshed
and roared on—and saw nolhing of the
revolution, and almost forgot it,

They stopped to rest and ent at
another little village, ond roared on
again in the golden afterncon. Now
the way lay through a tract of uncleared
forest, with migantio trees rising on
either side. Lranches interlacing over-
head and shutting out the sun.

A twilight reigned on the forest road.
It was hot, and mosquitoes swarmed;
but in the dim shade it was diffienlt to
believe that, above the interlocked
branches, the sun was blazing like a

furnaee.
The going was rough. If the road



bad ever been cared for, it was a long
time since. Perhaps the inhabitants
had been too busy with revolutions to
bother about roads. Even Billy Dunter
could not go to sleep with the ear
rocketing and bounding.

But rough as the going was, tha
Brazilian chauffeur  seldom  slacked
epeed. Speed secmed to be tho one
desire of his heart,

Suddenly, however, he braked, and
the car almost left the ground in the
gharpness of the halt. Bunter, with
a yell, plumped off his geat, and landed
among countless feet, and yvelled agrin,

“Hallo, hallo. hallo™ azked b,
staring round. *““What's up ¥

That was soon ascertained.

An ox-cart had brcken down on the
road, barring the woy. It was a buge
and heavy wooden construction, drawn
by &ix couples of oxen--now standing
idle, and probably pot sorry for a rest
Two dusky drivers were desling with
the damage in the leisurely manner of
the country, indiffercnt to the fact that
the ox-cart blocked the road to all who
camne behind,

“Can't get round that!™ remarked
Bob.

“Herdly ' said Jim Valentine, “Wa Y

shall have to wait till they get clear,™

Bunter scrambled up.

“Pell the silly idiots lo get out of the
way |7 he snorted.  “What the dickens
do they mean by blocking up the road ¥

Jim Valentine alighted and went to
gpeak fo the ox-drivers. The lorry came
to a halt bechind the car, and both
chauffenra went to join in the talk.
Mathing loth, the ox-drivers guitted
their latour, and talked instead of work-
ing. Valentine came baek with o rueful
grin on his face:

“We're hung up here for two hours,
ob least,” he sawd. " There's a good
half-hour's work in getting that cart
going ogalmn.”

The juniors laughed. Frem what they
had secn of Bragil, they kuew that they
would be lucky if they had to wait
only two hours for holf an hour's work
to pet done.

* Hotten !” ﬁruw]l:d Bunter.

“(an't be nelped,” said Valentine
“You fellows like to gpet out and stretch

vour legs a biv? Lots of thne.
T " ¥es, rather !

The jumioers deseended fromn the car.
Bunter sat where he was.

It was hardly possible to wander from
the road, for the thick forcst barred it,
like \x'aifs, on ecither side. Great trunks
grew with smallor trunks between them,
the whole interlaced by llianas like a
network., Innumerable parrots, red and
green, blinked from the brapches, Tho

juntiors  strolled  about, waiting as
patiently ws Lthey could lor the road to
be.cleared.

On that solitary road there was little
trafic; bub presently an ox-cart with
an Indian in charge came lumbering
anlong. Finding the road blocked, the
dusky driver halted his tcam and waited
with the philosophy of one to whom
such incidents were common. Later, a
plump priest came trotting aleng on &
mule. Ile saluted the travellers politely,
and they raised their hats in return, and
then the ox-drivers left off work again,
and remained in talk with the priest for
ten minutes or 2o, After which they
managed to get his mulo by for him,
and he was able to resume his trot on
the other side of the obstruction. The
Lirayfriars party still waited.

They wondered whether any more
¢ would accumulate behind them.
There was a beat of horses’ hoefs echo-
ing through the trees, and a rider camo
io sight at a gnﬂc:f,
(Continued on page 22.)
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NEED hardly ask il you're plessed
with thiaﬁwe':‘é;’sbﬂ sic:t- of magic
pictures. & absciutely topring,
aren't they 1 {Vhﬂ.t do your Eﬂ}wha

|

have not yet joined the happy band of
“ Magnetites " think of thema t I'll bet

ten 10 one in doughnuta they envy you!
Still, that’s their own look out; they
should become regular readers of the good
old Maguer! Including the fwo grand
pictures given [rea with this iasue, your
collection should now total eight. And
there are more magic pictures to come
et! In next Baturday's MigwET vou
will find pictures of the famons Cunarder,
“ Queen Maty, "' and the erack French liner,
# Normandie.” Be wise and get your copy
early !

[EERET )

HOW OLD IS THE ' MAGNET ** ¢

i3 & question ** Magnetite," of Sheftield,
asks me to answer, Twenty-cight years,
chum! And siill goimg sirong!  Tho
MacxET was frst published Febtuary 15th,
1908—and there has been an issue every
weok sines! It makea one foel really
proud to know that this paper has bheen
interesting reeders for so many yeors, And
ita longevity 13 mainly due to Frank
Richards, who has proved himaelf without
doubt the world's greatost aathor of boys’
stories., He wrote the firat MAagxET yarn,
snd has kept the flap Oying ever ginco!

P ]

ROM a DBrighton reader I have
received a letter asking me for
some inlormation concerung

THE MOST MYSTERIOUS COUNTRY IN
THE WORLD,

otherwise known as °* The TIorbidden
Land "—Tibat | Until comparatively
recent Eimes no white men had over been
allowed to set foot in thiz countiry, and
it wes nob until 1804 that a British
expedition was sent there and frendly
relationships with this country were sub-
sequently established. Would you believe
that, in Tibet, ono man out of every thres
is amonk ! Here are some [urther amazing
thinga about the country :

A Tibeton will drink as many as fifty
aor oven eighty caps of tea every day !

There are threo thousand monasteries
in the country, all built liko fortressea!

Bricks made of tea asre the wusuoal
currancy |

Hurman {ife is held so cheaply that
professional murderers are willing to dis-
pose of peopla for thres or four bricks of tea!

In soms of the monasterics monlks have
been bricked up end entombed alive. They
are given just cnough food to keep them
alive, and this is passed in through & tiny
loophole. Men are knoewn to have been
entombed in this msoner for nearly
soventy yoars!

Yat similar things have Imﬁ-pened EVEN
e Eurcpe. Have you ever heard of the
strange case of Kasper Hausor,

THE BOY WHO WAS BURIED ALIVE ?;

Exactly who he was has never been
revealed. It i3 one of the wungglved
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Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
bis readers. Write to him:
i Mﬂgﬂttrﬂ
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,
E.C4. A stamped, addressed envelope will

Editor of the
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ensure a reply.

mysteries of the world, Xaspor Hoausee
was discovered in a German town, and
ecould only speak a fow wonda, For
peventeen vears ho had been locked in w
cellar from which all light was excluded,
and he waa given only bread and water
to drink. Hgﬂ could not walk properly,
but shuffled along like o seal. How he
got out of the collar no one kneows, bat
when he did, hiz gkin waa bleached white,
and his were like those of / eat,
enabling him to see in the dark. Tnable
to give an account of himself, he was
adopted by an English peer. Strange ns it
may seem, this huly could setunlly sep the
stars shining in the day-time, zo affected
had his eyes heeome by hia life-long
imprisonment in piterh blackness, It is
eaid that he was the heir to a royal throne
and had been kidnapped by e rival. But,
a8 he was pubsequently murdered, the
trulth will never bo known.

A gimilar caze to the sbove is thae onn
concerning the fmous

MAN IR THE JRON MAsSK!

Here again was a mystorious prisoner
whoss real identity has never been
eatisfactorily cxplained. Ho was kept for
a long pevied in various French priscns,
but no one—not even his goaolers—were
allowed to sse his face. It was always
kept covered by s mesk mede of an
iron framework and covercd with black
velvet. The man was not known hy name,
but always referred to ss " lhoe old
risoner.’’ Various theorics ss {o whomn
e really was have been advanced, bue
when he died in the Bastille, in 1703, 1ha
secret waa never discovered. Likoe that
of Kasper Hanser, the mystery of ihs
Man in the Iron Mask remaeins unsolved
to this doy.

—r—— ik

Now for next weelk's feast of good things.
Topping the bill is another supevb long
complete story doaling with the Greyfriary
chuma in South Ameries, It's entitled :

**THE VENGEANCE OF THE WOLF!*

In the tropical forest bordering Jim
Valentine's quuerters lurks Harry Wharton
& Co'a deadly enemy, O Lobo—defeated,
but as they know only too well, desperate
end determmined, snd still to bo reckoned
with. Theare are more thrilla per square
inch in this yarn by Frank Richards thon
you can find in any other buia' story.

Kext in tho list comea further chaptera
of Geo. E. Rochester's powerful adventuro
story. You'll be wise if you undo o
waistcoat button befors you begin roading
the chuckleful issus of the ‘' Greyfriara
Herald," Our Greylriars Bhymesier is
bang up to ﬂtanda'ng’ with another of his
 Interviews " in verse.

If you miss this bumper issue, chyma,
you'll miss the FREE MAGIC PICTURES
—and I'm sure yvou wouldn't like that to

happen, would you ?

YOUR EDITOR.
THE MiorET LIBRART.—No. 1,404
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Harry Wharton & Co. glanced at him
83 he came. i

At & distance they could sce littlo of
him but his big, shady hat and the
poncho he wore about his shoulders, e
was riding hard and fast, and his horse
was eovered with dust. Every now and
then he scored the heaving Hanks with
the long, eruel spurs. :

It was not till ho was guuta near that
they had a glimpse of a dark face, with
a pointed black Eenrd and a beaky nose,
under the shade of the great hat.

Then Harry Wharton uttered a
startled exclamation.

“{ Lobo ™

“That villain sgain !” breathed Bob
Cherry. i

The Famous Five drew together,
breathing rather hard. In the excite-
ment of the jnum@gﬂup_fmm Rio they
had forgotten the bandit, though they
hiad no deubt that he would be heading
for the samme distriet as themselves, But
for the hadt on the forest road they
would have seen nothing of him, and the
meeting was clearly as great a surprise
to the Wolf as to themselves.

He slacked speed as he saw the halted
vehicles ahead of him on the road, and
ecowled at the group of travellers—and
then dragged in his horse, staring
blankly as he recognised them.

Sitting his horse, he gazed at them
with a glitter in his cfﬂj‘.i:;.f eyes. dJim
Yalentine slid his hand into his pocket.

“It's O Lobo!” he said. * Look out!™

“You—you  think—" muttered
N11glenh . .
“T know!” answered Jim quietly.

# e doesn't care two straws for thesc
ox-drivers and what they may see. He
hasn't forgotten what happened in Rio.
Ieep clear—I can deal with him.”

Tl‘ﬁ:u juniors could sce that O Tobo's
right hand was banda?ﬂd. But it was
clear that he was still able to use 1f,
for he prasped the bole that hung ot
his saddle. Keeping the rope short, he
whirled the iron ball reund hiz head,
and put spurs to his horse, riding
straight at the party in the road.

The juniors would have had no
chance of escaping that savage charge,
save by dodging round the car, which
would not have lasted long. But Jim
Valentine stood and faced the oncoming
horseman with steady coolnesa, his auto-
matic whipping to a level,

Crack, crack, crack, crack

The shots rang so fast that they were
hiended into one ancther. With thump-
ing hearts, and almost holding their
breath, the Famous Five watched—while
a deep, rumbling snore proceeded from
the car, where %illy Bunter had gone

to sleep, ;
With a wild clatter of thudding hoofs,
the horseman came sweeping on,

appamnﬂ{ untouched by the whizzing
bauflete, EHe was not three yards from
the juniors when the horse plunged
lieavily forward. pitched on its knees,
end rolled heavily aver,

0O Lobo was flung vielently to the
ground,

But, with the activity of a horn rider,
he landed on his feet, stumbling against
o tree.

Crack |

Jim Valentine fired sgain with o hand
as steady as steel, oha, recovering
from his stumble, was about o spring
forward, vwhen the bullet struck him.

The juniors saw him stagger back
seainst the tree, the hola dropping from
iz hand. His left hand went to his
right shoulder, where he was hit. They
saw the rage in hizs faco fade to o
dqath'[f pellor. Ha leaned on the tree,
with the blood running down from the
wound in his shoulder.

Tae Magner Lisrarr.—No. 1,464,
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Breathless, the Famous Five watched.
Their lives depended on Jim Valentine,
ond they knew it. The sutomatic was
levelled at the bandit, and Jim's face
was grim and hard over it.

As on that night in Rio, the chums
of the Remaove iardl:r knew their old
pal of Greyiriars. What he intended to
do was eastly read in his face. Two
bullets remained in the automatic, and
if 0 Tobo had made ancther Etﬁﬁ in
advance, both of them would have been
planted in his burly body. :

But the Wolf knew it, too. With a
staggering gait, his hand still pressed
te his shoulder, he backed away up the
road. He spat out curses in Portuguese
as he backed.

Jim Valentine stepped after him, the
pistol at a level. Instantly, the bandit
plunged into the wall of greenery by the
roadside, forcing his way through cling-
ing thorns and ?liunas, and disappearcd
from sight. ‘

His voice, tp&nting with rage, came
back for a few moments. The dead
horse lay where it had fallen. © Lobo’s
volee died away in the forest.

Bob Cherry wiped his forehead.

“Phaw I he murmured.

From the two chauffeurs, the two ox-
drivers, came o babble of exeited Portu-
gucse. The Indian driver of the sccond
ox-cart remained silent, impassive, un-
concerned by what had happened. Not
t0 the Brazilians. There was a torrent
of talk and gesticulation from them.

Billy Bunter blinked from the car.

“What's up?” he demanded. *Car
hn{.?:lk-ﬁrmg, gr what? Are we gpoung
on "

“ Not yet,”?

“Then I wish yvou wouldn't meke a
row and wake a fellow up!”

And Bunter went to sleep again.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Rough Golng!

ILE on mile by the forest road,

M shut in by walls of greenery,

the car t:?ﬂ“ﬂwml behind the
lumbering ox-cart.

The repairs, at long last, had been
finished ; the huge, clumsy vehicle was
under way again. It rolled on, drawn
by a dozen oxen, ahead of the ecar,
nearly filling the narrow road from side
to side.

It was impossible {o pass, and the car
could only erawl behind the ox-cart, the
lorry behind the car, and the lately
arrived ox-cart behind the lorry.

Billy Buntor, jolted into wakefulness,
grumbled, and demanded that the ox-
drivers should be told to stop the fear.
ful row their earts were making.

“Don't they ever oil their wheels?
grunted Bunter,

“Neverl”
laughing.

“Music hath charms!” said Harry
Wharton.

From the ox-cart ahead and the ox-
cart behind, came & steady grind of un-
greased axles. It was & dull, continuous
screaming, never ceasing for a moment.
For reasaons best known to themselves,
Brazilian ox-drivers never grease their
axles, and the result iz an unending
melody

At first, the juniors tried stopping
their ears to it; but they goon became
accustomed to the zound, harsh and in-
cessant as it was.

The *funeral march ” continued for
quite a long time, mile on mile; till at
Iength an embayment in the forest wall
was reached, and there was room to

pass. .

Then the chouffeur shot on, with a
sudden speed that made his passengers
rock and gasp.

answered  Valentine,

Between the Ivmbering ox-cart and
the wall of tropical greenery there was
now bare room to pass, and any driver
outside Brazil would have tooled his
car by carefully., But the Brazilian
cirauffourr shot Bt it, and roared by,

missing the ox-cart by inches, and
brushing by branches that crashed ond
shrieked aganinst the rushing car.

“Ow! Btop!” yvelled Bunter.

But the car was past by the time he
had uttered the well. It rocked ahead
of the ox-cart, and raced on. The
chauffenr compensated himself for his
enforced erawling by letting out the car
to & tremendous speed. It fairly
whizzed. The driver of the lorry, not
to be outdene, whizzed behind lun, the
stack of bogegage rockiog as hie whizzed.

The road was rugged, and fallen
branches lay here and there, that
crashed and smashed under the whiz-
zing wheels. The ecar rocked and
jolted and bumped, and every now and
then one wheel or two was off the
ground. Indeed, it seemed to  thoe
juniors &t times, that all four wheels
left the road, and that they were bound-
ing on like a kangaroo.

‘Brazil for excitement I grinned Bob
Cherry breathlessly. “ Anvybhody got any
sticking-plaster ¥ We shall want siick-
ing together by the time we get to the
end of this!”

“Ha, ha, La "

say, vou fellows—ow! 1 say—
wow ! I sav—urrrch ™ Buouier rocked
and plunged, and held on, and gasped
for breath.

It was exciting, to say the Jeast. Bot
the Greyiriars fellows, like most school-
bovs, enjoved speed, end s spice of
danger did not worry then.

On they went, whizzing, the great
ireez on cither side blending their
trunks together to the view,

Harry Wharton wondered what would
happen if they met another car coming
from the opposite direction at the same
speed | Tortunately, they didn't!

From the tract of forest the car ran
on across a plain palched with masses
of scrub.

Here the juniors were reminded of tho
revolution, which they had alinost for-
gotten. Horsomen appeared on the
plain—three or four hundred sirong,
gome of them in uniforin, others n
ponchoes and big grass-hats—dark-
skinned, wiry-looking men, splendid
riders, but not locking much like
cavalry from the European point of
view. Yrhether they were Governmoent
truui}s on the march, or a detachment of
rebela, the juniors did not know—they
were glad to pass them at a distance,
whichever they were.

From the column of riders, about a
guarter of 8 mile away, two oflicera
detached themselves, and galloped to-
wards the car and the lorry., Butl, swift
as their horses were, they were soon
dropped behind, and never got near.
For which the Greyfriars fellows were
duly thankful. They could gupas that
the military gentlemen bad designg on
the car—which they were very pleased
to put paid to, by whizzing on out of

sig]!;ti

ut ten miles or so farther on, aven
the Brazilian chauffeur slowed down at
& watercourse ahead. There had been
8 wooden bridge over the stream, bnt
it had been broken down; and on the
hither bank n group of soldiers waved
to the car to stop.

Whether the chaufeur would have
taken the river-course at full speed,
heedless of the lack of o bridge, the
juniors did not know. But he had to
stop ot the military command.

he car banged to a halt, the lorry
behind it; and both were immediately



pitched on its knees, and rolled heavily over.

surrounded by  soldicrs  with  fixed
bayonets.

“What next? murnnured Nugent.

Jim Valentino shrugged his shoulders,
Ho was resigned to the ways of Brazil.

A tall oflicer, as brown as a berry,
clanked wp to the car, and volleyed
Portuguese.

As  Valentine addressed bLim  as
“zenhor o capitae,” the juniors under-
stood that he was an army captain. Ho
seemed very polite and good-tempered,
but extremely firm; and they saw dis-
may gather in Valentine's face as the
interininable talk procecded.

Jim turned to his companions at last.

“Hop out ! he zaid ruefully.

“1 say, what are we getting out for*”
demanded Billy Bunfer.

“The car's commandeered ! answered
Valentine. “All cars in this district are
required for the comic opera—I meon,
for military purposes.”

“He can't have our car ! roared Bun-
ter indignantly.

“He thinks he can—and I'm afraid
he's right,” answered Valentine. * Btill
if you think fm can whop him, and
about fifty soldiers along with him, get
on with ik, and we'll sit in the car and
cheer.”

“ o it, Bunter 1 chuckled Bob.

“Pile in, old fat man!” said Johnny
Bull encouragingly.

Bunter did not go it! He did not pile
! He got out of the car!

The other fellows alighted, The
brown-feced ollicer, with many polito
bows, expressed his regret at tho urgent
military neccssity, which compelled him
to deprive the foreigners of their means
of transport. He was leaving them the
lorry, as they were glad to learn.

The stoutest heart might have been
dismayed at the prospect of being left
on foot, in the midst of an unpopulated
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Whirling the iron ball round his head, ® Loko rode straight at the Greyfriars parly. Suddenly, his horse plunged forwara,
The bandif of Brazil was flung violently to the ground [

campo, sixty or seventy miles from any-
whera,

The chauffeur remained with the car.
.:’i.f;)parant]y he was commandeered also.
The tell officer immediately got into it,
and drove away—no doubt eon urgent
business of great military or operatie
importance !  Harry Wharton & Co.
gathered round the lorry.

“ Do they think we ean ride in that?™
esked Billy Bunter, in tones of the
de&yfeat and most thrilling indignation.

“1 don't think they care much,” au-
swored Jim, lsughing. “But if you'd
rather wall, Bunter——"

“How far 1s b7

“ About ninety miles,”

" Beast |

Bunter did not prefer to walk.

It had been a cream in the car. It
was a closer cram in the lorry with
its stack of bagpage.

But it could not be helped, and the
vovagers took it cheerfully. Thery
clambered in, and sorted out suitcases
to sit on, and the driver drove on.

How he was going to nepotiate the
streamn without s bridge the travellers
SO0 5. Ho drove right at it
Luckily it was a shallow stream, with
pently sloping banks, and there wore
only a few inches of water. They won.
dered if he would have tried to make
the car jump 1t, had it been a deep
gorge, like some of the wator-courses
thev had erossed.

The car-driver had s=cemed to them
rather reckless, Bub the lorry-driver
easily went one better. Instead of
braking down the slope, he secmed to
regard it as a race-track.

The lorry swept town, rocking on
rocks, and sending up sprays of sand,
leaping like an animal. 10 occupants
were  astonished to land on all four
wheels in the stream.

They had to held on to avoid Leing
shot out like pips from an aorange.
Bunter clung and howled; the Famous
Five clong, and were silent.,  Across
the shallow, sandy bed of tho stream
ihe lorry roaved and crashed,

But in the middle of that saudy lnd
the driver had to give up lis BLrook-
landa style. Tha lorry stuck.

In vain the chauffeur urged on his
mettlesome steed. The wheels, sinking
in sand, refused to bhudege.

“Oh  crikey " said ob
“What next?”

All the fellows got out to push. Then
the soldiers, who were wailching the
progress of the ];larty with lazy curi-
vsity, displayed the obliging politoness
natural to the DBrazilian, Torty or
fifty men came down the slope, and
helped to shove at the lorry.

Combined efforts got” it going.
Slowly, almost like & ecork from o
bottle, the lorry was extracted, and
shoved up the opposite bank. _Afier
which Jim Valentine turned on Portu-
gucze, and distribuoted milrets,  And
the military men clapped their hands
as the party got going again,

Under the sunset the lorry rocked on.
Suiteases slid frem under fellows whe
were sitting on them. Bunier sat on
tha floar, groaning. Thers was no
doubt that 14 was reugh poing. The
fravellers had one comfort—Jim Vaicn-
tine t{old them that they were now out-
side the radius of the revolution—that
extroordinary performance was now
Ieft well hehmz_} tjmm. But there was
no hope of finishing the journey that
day. And the travellers wero so
thoroughly shaken wup that all were
glad to halt at nightfall in a lonely
village, and glad to get to bed, too
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dredd even to hsed the insect popula-
tion  that welcomed them  with
CnEnSIASI.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Fight on the Rexo!
:E TMP it 1" suggested Bob Cherry,

with & grin.

And the juniors chuckled.

It was late in the morning,
fhe following day, when the lorry
halied at the bank of a river which,
nulike most of the streams they haa
paszetd, seemed well supplied  with
waler.

There was no sign of & ford or &
Lridge, and the Greyfriars fellows won-
deved how they were gomng to cross
As the siream was not less than thirty
vards wide, and a good many fect
deep, it looked as if even the Brazilian
lorrv-driver was  beaten., Though,
really, after all their experiences, theg
would hardly have been surprised hn
he tried to make tha lorry jump it.

“ Another beastly river1” groaned
Bunter, “How are wa going across?’’

“We're not,” gaid Valentine, with a
arile,

“What do we do here, then?®”

et oot |7

“T'mt not going to walk!” roared
Nunter. *How far ig it to your beastly
fazenda now?"

“Only twenty wmiles or so. This is
the Rio Bexo,” said Jim Valentine.
“And we're going on by paddles.”

T 0h, good!™” said Harry Wharton.

The Famous Five wers not fellows fo
grouse; but they were undoubtedly
tired of bumping in that lorry. The
last thirty miles had been across wild
cumpo, hardly marked by & track. The
shining river, with branches mirroved
in its calm waters, looked refreshing
and inviting.

From un-:?er a wide-spreading tree a
large dugout cange pushed into sight,
There were four Indian paddlers in it,
and the juhlors guessed that it had
Leen waiting for them, end that Valen-
{ine had sent a message ahead during
the last night's halt.

Billy Bunter blinked suspiciously at
the Indiane. He was not quite sure
that they had no sealping-knives tucked
about them somewhere, owever, they
lovked tame and peaceable enongh.
And DBunter was very glad to get off
tiwe lorey.

With great relief the whole party
transierred themselves to the dug-out.
The baggage was piled in; the passen-
gers took their places, and the lorry-
driver was pald off. The canoe was
fairly well loaded when it pushed out
into the stream. And the four paddlers
set to work, taking it up the Rexo
against the sluggish current.

“This ain't so bad,” Billy Bunter
condescended to admit.  Stretched on
a rug, with his head reshing on a suit-
case, and & Dbunch of bananas in his
hand, the Owl of the Remove was
taking his ease at last. “I say, you
follows, vou might brush these beastly
flics awaw "

There were plenty of fies, and
Funter, as wsual, was gelting more
than his :-‘.‘hare. But nobody seemed
keen on acting sz fly-brusher to Bunter.
With bananas in one fat hand, Bunter
swatted fies with the other., The
pliding motion of the canoe was sooth-
g, after the djn-lting and jumping of
tho lorry. And, in spite of the flies,
tunter fell aslecp when he had finished
the bananas, and his deep snore echoed
along the Bio Rexa.

“We're getting home at last,” said
Jim Valentine. “Uncle Peter will be
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glad to =zee us safe and sound. We've
bent rather delayed by the revelution.
You fellows have had a tougher
jonrney than I expected."

“And enjoyed every bit of it,” said
Bob Cherry. “Wouldn't have missed
the jolly old revolution for worldst"

* Hear, hear 1? said the Co.

The cance glided on slowly, but
steadily covering the miles.  Other
¢craft passed them, floating down with
the enrrent. The juniors were aware
that much of the interior communica-
tion of Brazil was by the waterways,
the most expansive and wonderful in
tho world.  They learned from Jim
that Peter Valentine shipped the coffee
and other produce of the fazends down
the Rexo, the plantation being more
than & hundred miles from the nearest

railroad point, Loaded beats and
cances passed them at intervals as they
paddled up the stream.

They lunched on the cance; Eilly
Bunter waking up for that important
function, and then going to sleep again,
Once or twice a swift canoe passed
them going up, sometimes paddled by
Indians, sometimes by negroes. The
junior: wakched the banks, zomotimes

wooded, sometimes open, undnlating
campo. Countless monkeys and parrots
chattered in the Dbranches, and onece

they had rather a thrill as a spotted

=
“THE BOY FROM THE EASTI"

Do you read the “Gem™ T Many
MAGHNET readers will promptly
angwer * Yeg " {o that gquestion. But
there must be some who have not yet,
tridd our popular companion per.
To these readers | will aay this: I
you like the MAGHET you will uns-
doubtedly like the * Gem ** algo. Try
this all-school-ftory paper this weak
and see for yoursolves. The number
now on sale contains a thrilling long
yarn of Tom Merry & Co., the chums
of St. Jim's, entitled : *THE BOY
FROM THE EAST'!™ (In addition,
there'a a greal story of Jimmy
Sllver & Co,, of Rookwaod, and other
fine featuras, Get the ¢ Gem?* to-day,
| price 2d.—EDITOR.
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head and a pair of glaring., greenish
aves looked out of a thicket at the pass-
ing canoe. . ‘

Jim Valentine sat looking back with
an inlent expression on his face, and
the juniors saw his hand sli? into his
pocket, where, as they knew, he packed
the automatic. They zat up and took
notice at once.

“What's upi” asked Harry.

Valentine made & gesture at & canoe
that was coming up the river after
them

It was entting the water swiftly
paddled by four men who, dark an
swarthr as they were, were eovidently
white men. A filth man sat 1n the
stern, half hidden by an enormous hat,
with & revolver in his left hand, rest-
ing on his knee. His right arm was in a
sling.

o %ﬂt——” began Ilarry, startled.

“1 think so!" apswered Valentine
quietly. 0 Lobo is back in his ald
haunts now, and has fallen n with some
of his gang.”

The automaiic glistcned in  the
brilliant sunshine. Jim ra.la-p&d aut a
gharp order to the Indian paddlers, who

looked at him, and looked at the follow-
ing cance, and paddled harder than
before,

The canoe dashed on; but it had no
chance in a race against the lighter
craft astern,

The man with the slu AT WAS
standing up now, and tho Juniors saw

his face—dark, evil, beaky, black-
bearded., It was O L-:rim. and there was
a savage grin of trivmph on thet evil
face

The pursuing canoe came on hard and
fast and drew closer and closer, though
the Indians slaved at the paddles. Two
of the pursuers now gave up ﬁnddlmg
and picked up rifles, the other two
easily keeping pace with the heavily
laden dugout ahead.

*Three miles yet!" breathed Valen-
tine. His face was seb and savage.
“Duck behind the bagpage, you fellows
—they're going to fire!”

Crack, crack! came from astern, and
the bullets splashed up the waler in
spouts. Billy Bunter opened hiz eyes
belind hizs big spectacles.

“1 say, you fellows, what's that row "
hn mumbled, sitting up, *“I say, you
might let a fellow sleep I

“Keep low, Bunter ! said Valentine
hastily.

" Bhan’t ™

Crack, crack!

Billy Bunter blinked round. He gave
one terrified stare at the pursuing cance
and the two bandits standing up and
firing, and then, with a wild howl
flattencd himself down on the floor of
the dug-out.

Squealing, Buonter crouched. Grim
ond silent, Harry Wharton & Co. got
what cover they could behind the
bagrage stacked in the canoe. The
Insinns naddled with all their energy,
and the water rushed by.

Urack, crack ! came again, and again.
and the bullpts splashed the water and
smashed on the ha.gglafe.

It was & race for lite or death. And
only too well the juniors knew that they
could not win that race, that long befare
they came in sight of the fazends the
bandits would run them down, and the
bullets would search them out of their
cover. Only Valentine was armed—and
he was waiting and watching.

Suddenly his arm lifted, and be fred.

The pursuers were so close pow that
the juniors heard the yell of the man
who wasz hit. They saw him drop his
rifle and stagger and pitch over head-
lorg 1 the canoe.

“Oh erumbs I breathed Bob Cherry.

The wounded man erashed on the
paddlers, and the canoe rocked and lost
way. The Greyfriars party shot ahead.
The Indizne streamed with perspiration
as they paddled at a desperate burst of
speed to eseApe

But in a few minutes the pursuer was
coming on fast again; three mon at the
paddles, & wounded man lying in the
bottom, groaning, and O Lobo blazin
away with the revolver in his left hand.
But he was kneeling now, only his big

racs-hat to be seen, and twice Jim

“alentine s=ent & buellet through the big

crown of the hat without touching the
crouching bandit. And suddenly =&
sharp c¢ry from Valentine made theo
hearts of the juniors leap.

“Nothing 1” he said hastily, “Only a
serateh [ A strip of skin had been torn
from his arm and the blood was running
down his sleeve. He gritted his teeth.
“Clan you handle a gun, Wharton?”

“I can shoot, old chap—and I'll do
my best!” said the captain of the
Remove quictly, and he tock the auto-
matie from Valentine.

Fac'!‘:s were pale Bnd sob mow. The
pursuing ¢anoe was coming on with a
rush, and it was only & matter of
minutes before it would rush alongside
and four desperate roffians w:-ui? ba
leaping on the dugoat. O Lobo was
grinning with glee. .

A minute mere—— \Wharton gripped
thie automatic; the other fellows grasped

{Continued on page 28.)



MORE EXCITING CHAPTERS

OF OUR BIG THRILLER—

THE LOST SQUADRON!

By Geo. E. ROCHESTER. i

The Demon of the Depths!
% FTER battling all night through

& terrifioc  stoerm, Bguadron-

Leader Akers and his youthful

navigation officer, Flight-
Lieutenant Ferris, land on the Good-
win Sands, to find that England has
heen submorged beneath the zea and
the ocean-bed has risen up.

Exploring the surroundings, they
come upon four stokers from a derelict
freighter—Coles, a burly American,
Jim Crow, a negro, and two others
known as Sam and Huck.

Coles i all out for locting tho
stranded derclicts, and the party split
up in consequence, Sumn throwing in his
lot with Akers and Ferris. Tromping
on, Akers and his comparions meet o
crazy castaway stending by a pool
feeding a giant Gsh which he calls his
master. The castaway makes a mur-
derous attack upon Akers, but is eventu-
ally beaten off by Forris and Bam.

“Shall wo follow him, mister?”
panted Sam. )

“No, BSam,” said Akers huskily; *let
i go.™

“Yes, lct him go,” said Ferrvis. “Oh,
help ! I—I think I'm going to be
sick o

He sat down heavily on ihe sand,
dropping his lacerated face to  lis
handa.

“Here, drink this ! sad Akeors. tak-
ing from his pack a small flask of
hrandy with which Jim had provided
him.

The raw spirit revived Ferris, after
which all three bathed their harts at
a near-by pool, tho eold =alt water
praving as refreshing as it was healing.

“And what now?’ asked Ferris,
straightening shakily up and wringing
aut his handkerchief as ha stared about
him in the deepening dusk, “That
madman seems to have vanished com-
pletely.”

“¥Yeg, he's gone,” assented Akers.
“I think, if you're fit, we'd better have
a look behind those rocks.™

He led the way towards the low
rampart of rock, and, clambering up on
to it, the threc of them found them-
telvea gazing down at & square and
tock-girt pool, in tha depths of which
glided o long and shadowy shape.

As though attracted by their presence,
the thing came shosting up to the
rurfuce, thrusting out of the water an
cnormous, shark-like head, black, glis
tening, and with cruel tecth gleaming
the whole length of its open jaws.
Wicked bhitle eyes glared up at the
three men, and the mighty black tail
of the monster began to thrash the
walter.

Thera was soemething awe-inzpiring
antl terrifying in the impetent rage of
that huge demon of the depths, Wilder
and wilder grew its frenzy until the
water of the pool was one seething
inferno of bubbling, creaming foam.

“Look out!” wyelled Akers suddenly.
A sweep of his arms sent Ferria and
Sam backwards off the parapet to the
sand below, as, with a sudden terrifie
twisk of its sinuous body, the monster

shot up out of the pool, described a
writhing arec in the dusk, and then fell

plunging down into the waters of the pool !

inte tho
*What

with a resounding  splash
troubled waters again.

“Yo gods![” gasped Ferris.
da vou make of that?”

“The thing’s mad with hunger,”™ re-
plied Akers, who had leapt down to the
sand simultancously with the push he
had given his two compantons. “It
must have found itself imprisoned in
that pool aflter the upheaval.”

“But what is it, mister?” exclaimed
Sam. “It's far too big for a shark, and
it ain't the shape of one, neither, being
s0 long and round in the bedy.” __ _

“1 don't know what it is” replied
Akers. “It lopks to me like a giant
tope, though I've never heard of one
thirty fcet or more in length”

"It's a shocking hrute, anywar, what-
ever it 15" said Ferris. “ What about
our feeding iti"”

Akers agreed, and the three of them
gpent the next fow minutes callecting the
seatterad fsh which the madman had
been carrying in his basket, and throw-
ing them into the pool whera they
wera caught, and ravenously swallowed
by the ost cxhausted monster,

“Ti's a pity we haven't an effective
means of killing it, instead of leaving
it to starve slowly to death,” said
Akers,

“It won't starve as long as that mad-
man’'s about, and the supply of fish

holds  out,” responded TFerris. I
wonder why the fellow called the brute
Aar Havig?”

“ Goodness knows !’ replied Akers.
“Civing it a name, and ecalling it
master was just a freakish whim of
hiz unhinged mind, I suppose. Well,
what are woe going te do! Bhall we
make camp here, or shall we push
ont”

“1 vote we push on,’”' sald Terris
promptly. “I don’t fancy sticking
around hers any longer than we can
help.™

“ MNeither do L agreed Akers. “The
only thing 13, I don’t like the idea
of abandoning that poor fellow without
an effort to do something for him.”

“Ypou think he may have hiz lueid
moments T said Fereis. " Personally,
I don't think sa. 1o my mind he’s a
dangerous and murderons maniae, and
I'd feel moro comfortable if we pushed
ﬂ'np”

"What da yon say,
Akers.

%Y leave it to vou, mister,” replicd
SBam stolidly. * Either way suits me.”

“Then we'll make camp here for to-
night,”” said Akers, “"and toke it n
turn to keep watch, in ecaze he shows
upr. Mavbe we'll nover see him again.
Anyway, let's get rome driftwood col-
lected and a fire going.”
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Dusk was by this time decpening
mto night, and seea Akers and his two
compantons  were  seated round a
vheery, crackling fire over which Sam
heated tinned soup and made coffee.

The frugal meal over, the threc sat
with  pipes  aglow  discussing  their
strange mecting with the madman, and
speculating upon the story which lay
behind hizs medness. Then the talk
drifted on to their own unhappy straits,
and sgain Akers exprﬂsaedp the view
:llmt rescue could be only & maller of

aya.

During the conversation they kept a
sharp look-out for the madman, They
saw no sign of him, however, and
vventually Sam and Ferris torned in,
leaving Akers to take the first watch.

It waz one o'clock in the morning
when Akers wakened Ferris, who was
te take the second watch,

Everything’s quiet,” he gaid. “The
fellow scems to have gong for good.™

“1 hope®se,'” said Feorris.

Waiting until Akers had stretiched
bimself out on the sand beside the
dymg cmbera of the fire, he scitled
Bimself with his back agsinst a rock
and commenced his vigil,

The moon had swung up into a cloud-
less sky, bathing the drear land in cold
and silvery light. Nothing stirred,
nothing broke the intense stillness, save
s fmint lapping of water from the pool
behind the low parapet of rock.

Tiring at length of inactivity, Ferris
stirered, aud, rising to his fect, stood
izazing around the moon-bathed expanso
of r and sand. Nowhere, however,
could he detect a sign of the madman.
Turning at length, he clambered up on
to the rampart of rock In order to havo
a look at the giant fish,

Darlk and shedowy in the light of
ihe moon, the monster was slowly
cireling the pool in hopeless, but un-
ceasing offort to find a way out.

Fasvinated by the scemingly untiring
movernent of that long and sinuous
body, Ferris stood watching, Suddenly
a slight sound close at hand on the
rock made him turn his head,

As he did o his heart missed a beat,
and hiz mouth went dry with sudden
fear. Ifor, crouching within a few fcet
of him, glaring st hin with eyes
which burned in their sunken sockets,
was tho madman,

For one fleeting instant Ferris saw
that tensed and erouching form, the
dreadful face s contorted, livid blur.
Then the madman leaped at himn. As
Le did o, Ferris' clenched fist shot out,
taking the man fairly and squarcly on
his Lony chin, literally liiting him off
his feet, and sending him staggoring
back, With & scream he tried to re-
cover himself, but his foot slipped on
the seaweod-covered rock, and, as
¥erris walched with horror in his eycs,
1he poor demented creature went plung-
ing down into the waters of the pool.

Instantly there came a swirl from
the farther side of the pool, and Ferris
had a glimpse of & long and shadowy
body driving towards the doomed man.

Next moment, with a wild, uncarthly
shriek which echeed far across the
lshed and silent land, the madman
threw up his arms, and, in a bubbling
swirl of water, vanished into the depths,
dragged down by the monster ho had
befriended and called his master.
White-faced, and shaking in every
limb, Ferris stood staring into the pool.
The unfortunste man bad pone to his
doom, and help was out of the guestion |
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WARENED by that lost despair-
A ing cry of the doomed wretch,

Akers and Sam leapt to their
feet, and dashed towards the
rocks on which Ferris, white-faced and
shaken, was crouched, staring at the
How silent pool.

*What's happened, man?” demande]
Akers, clutching him by the shoulder.

Fervis explained, babblingly and in-
cobercndly, for the horror of the
tragedy had unnerved him.

“Well, come away !" said Akers, tug-
ping et his arm. “We can do nothing
now for the poor devil!”

Returning, they rekindled the fire,
and soon had a crackling blaze going
again., Sleep was out of the guestion
for them now.

“It was I who did it shuddered
Ferris. *1 knocked him into the pool-—
sent him to his death I

“Forget it!” said Akers tersely, for
he vealised that the tragedy must not
be allowed to prey on the mind of
¥erris, “¥You did the only thing pos-
sible. Jt was vour life or his ™

“ Fhat's right, Mr. Ferris,” said Sam.

“¥ou didn't have a chance. If you
hadn't got him, he’d have %‘gt you, and
that would have been a e look-out

for Mr. Akers and me!™

They fell then to Eisecqlatmg again as
to who the man could have been, from
whenee he could have come, and the
cause of his madness. But everythin

they seid, every theory they advanco«;,
wax, of necessity, the purest guesswork;
and time and again as they talked their
c¥es wandered towards the dark ram-

part of rock behind which lurked that f

dreadful
depths.

“Only one thing is certain,” said
Akers at length, “and that is that the
fellow was a castaway from some ship.
But what vessel it was, and whether his
madness was ceused through shock,
suffering, or 8 blow on the head, I don't
suppose we will ever learn.” .

“But Aar Havig?!" persisted Ferns.
“EWhy.r should he have called the brute
that

“Gooduess  knows!” replied Akers,
with o hopeless shrug of his shoulders.
“The name conveys nothing to me.”

“It's Nordie, anyway,” said Ferris.
“That might be a clue.”

" And’

“Tao what?” replied Alkers.
anywey, does it matter now

“IE don't ! said Bam, drawing away
at his pipe. It don't matter anything,
And I ain't meaning it uukind-liga
when I say that p'r'aps, after all, he's
Letter a goner than what he would have
been living around here crazy [”

There was a certain simple trith in
thiz ernde philosophy with which Akers
could not help but agree.

It was, however, with a relief which
they made no effort to disguise ghat the
three men saw at length a lightening
of the castern sky, which told that dawn
was 8t hand,

The dawn of a2 new day.

As they rose to their fect and
shouldercd their packs, there was in the
heart of cach & wondering as to what
this new day would bring. Before it
had run its course would rescue have
come, or, doomed to spjourn longer in
this l]f_‘.'ﬂtj, grey land of rock and sand,
would they encounter fresh tragedy and
further horror

They trckked on steadily, Wrecks
and derclicts they saw in plenty, but
never o sign of life. It was one of these
wrecks—a long and rusted hull far in

imprisgned demon of the
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the distance—which brought Sam fo &

sudden halt. . i
“DFyou see thut?”rhc said, ralsing

pointing finger the while he stared with

narrowed

cyCa,

“¥es. What abont it?” demanded
MT’EE' gazing in direction indi-
cated,

o . ¥on vessel's a tanker,” replied Bam,

And if she's loaded, and her tanks
mn;_l; lbusted, you gents might find her
usefil"

“By Jove!” breathed Akers. "“You
mean if she’s carrying refined EEirit, wa
could use it for the acroplane?

' Yes,” nodded Sam. “And there
ain't no reason why she shouldn't be
carrying it.”

With & new hope in their hearts, the
set off towards the tanker. If she dig
turn out to be laden with refin
petroleum, then it would mean a specdy
end to their privations, For nllpthst.
would be necessary would be to fill the
fuel tanks of their machine, teke off,
and fly castwards to cither France,
Germany, or Holland.

As they neared the tanker they saw
that she had been badly holed amid-
ships, and all that remained of her
bridge and deckhouses was splintered
wreckage,

Access to the canting deck was easily
enough gained, snd. going down to the
engine-room, ‘Bam  returned with a
Landful of sarvmaahla-]mhni BPANNETS.

Watched by the ecager Akers and
Ferris, he set to work, and within a
few minutes had the steel cover off the
port safety pump.

“Bhe's got & carge, all right!” he
said, setting to work-en the hand control
the pump. “ Here it comes 1
Next moment, as & stream of trans
parent liguid gushed from the pump,
Ferris gave vent to a triumphant and
Jovous whoop. :

" Petrol I he shouted fﬂhllﬂﬂﬂp

"That's great!” exclaimed Akers,
*Right-ho, 8am | That's enough "

Obediently Sam released the control
of the pump, cutting off the flow of
spirit. Then followed a discussion
between Akers and Ferris as to the best
thing to be done, and it was eﬁ-ntuallﬁ
decided that the pair of them shoul
return to the bomber and fily her to the
tanker.

“That stretch of send yonder,” said
Akers, indicating & flat expanse of sand
about half & mile away, “ought to make
& decent enough landing ground.
There's sufficient juice left in the tank
to pet the bus this far. We'll leave Sam
here, and he can have a look round and
see if he can find any drums or any-
thing in which we can transport the fuel
from here to the machine.”

Thus it was arranged, and within the
hour Akers and Ferris iﬂft on the hack-
ward trek to the bomber. They travelled
as light as possible, taking with them
food supplies for & day and a half only.

It was ncaring midday when they left
the tanker, but such good progress did
they make that by dusk they were
within sight of the Boston.

Only onee had they halted, and that
but for a few moments to look st the
giant fish which waa still circling the
pool at the eite of their previcus might's
campn.

Sighting the masthead light of the
Boston glowing a tiny, blood-red pin-
prick far in the distance, Ferris said :

*Hhall we make camp here, or push
on and see Jim 1"

“"We'll push on,” responded Akers.
“We'd better warn Jim that we'll be
passing overhead in the bomber, or he'il
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prebably thick we're 2 rescue machine.”

Dusk was merging into night by the
time they reached the Bosten, and
through the saloon skylight came a faing
ﬁli_mme; of light. [n responze to Akers’

ail. Jim appeared on deck., followed
by Coles and Huck. )

“For de lan's sake, if it ain’t Mister
Akers I” heamed the big negro,. locking
down over the smaszshed and twisted deck
vail, *Come right abeard, sah I®

“No, that's all right, Jium,” repled
Akera, "I just want to tell you that
we've found a tanker, end I'm flying
tho aeroplane to it in order to 8l up
with fuel®

“What's the idea of filling upi”
growled Coles, : !

Akers explained his intention of fiying
to the Continent, and, again refusin
Jim's eordial invitation {o come aboar
and spend the night on the Boston, he
and Ferris continued their trek, leaving
ihe negro and his two companions to
descend again to the saloon.

“This i3 a blamed fine
ha&:&en. ain't 167" said Coles. 3

‘hadyer mean? demanded Jim.

“Them twa jaspers fndin’ olene
for their aeroplane,” snarled Coles,

“lruesa I'm jest a plain, dumb zap-
head,” said Jim patiently, “’cos I don't
get you, Coles, pot noliow.”

M Ain't it plain enuff 7 fAared Coles.
“Didn't you hear what that feller Akers
said? He's gonna fly to the Continent.”

“YWaal, an’ what about dat?” de-
manded Jim, staring.

“ Aw, shucks, ain’t you gobt no sense "
exclaimed Coles impatiently. “If he
flies to the Continent, that means we're
gonna be rescued, an’ we don’t wanna
be rescued yek awhiles.”

“Doan' wei”

“Mo, we don't!" enapped Coles
“We wanna clean up a pile of loot from
these wrecks afore we're rescued.”

CAw-w," said Jim slowly, Y1 gets vou
now. Yes, dat iz kinds awkward,
Coles.

“I'l tell the world it's awhward!”
snapped Coles, *“What are we gonna
do about it i

“What kin we do about it?"

“We've potta do something. I ain’t
aiming to seo this racket of ours bust
by them two jaspers bringing - rescuers
here. Bome way or other we're gonnn
stop them Aying to the Continent,”

“I doan’ sen no way we can do dat”
gaid Jim dubiously. _

“We can smash their neraplane, ro-
torted Coles, “or find the tanker and
burn it.”

“1 doan' reck™n we stan” much chance
of findin’ de tanker,” responded Jim,
¥eon it 'pears to me, Coles, dat dis
heah territory’s a mighty big streteh.
An' as for smashin® de aeroplane, we
‘min't gonna do nothin’ hke dat.”

"Aw, 12 that 01’ rasped Coles,

. "Yes, sah, it 15 s0,” retorted Jim.
%] min't gonne have no trouble of dat
sort wid ]!?ﬁatar Akers an” Mister Ferris,
s0 you can put de ideab outa rore
haid 1

“Getting mighty goody, ain’t you?
sneered Coles,

“ Mebbe,” returned Jim unperturbably.
“But I ain't standin’ for no rough stuff
whera RMister Akers an’ Mister Ferris
iz coneerned, an’ dat goes. Now, vou
lock here, Colez. I agrees wid vou dat
we doan’ wanna be rescued vet awhile,
but, as I've said befo’, dis "pears to be
‘a:mighty big territory. an’ dere’s plenty
of room: for gou an’ Huek an' mo to lese
curselves in, Anyway, dere doan’ seem
to be no more wrecks aroun' heah, so
wa’d"have to bo hittin® de trail in any

thing to

“Meaning 1" questioned Coles. _
“Meanin',” went on Jimn, “dat secin’

EVERY SATURDAY

as how Mister Akers an’ Mister Ferris
i3 gponna fly to de Continent, you an’
Huck an' me'll just fade awar an’ lose
ourselves an’ clean up all de money an’
jewels an' things what we find lyin
about ahoard other wrecks. By de time
us am rescued us'll have c'lected a
mighty bi IP“E widout interfercnee
irom uohn-gm

In spite of the argumenta and pro-
testations of Coles, this was the plan
which was fnally adopted, for Jim was
adamant in his determination that there
should ba no interference with Akers
and Ferris,

When the night had passed, and dawn
had come, Coles, Jim, and .Huck left
the Boston and, with packs on their
backs, trekked away to the west

That same dawn saw Akers and Ferris
on the move again, after snatching a few
brief hours of sleep under the lee of an
overhanging rock, Throughout the day
they made such good progress that the
sun had not yet dipped down behind
the sea by the time they reached the
bomber, i

.‘%;lwkly they went to work untying the
picket ropes and removing the tarpanlin
covers from engines and cockpits, ‘Then
came the task of turning the bomber
sao that it would face the flat streteh of
sand for the take-off.

It was a hig task. bat they managed

AKERS CHART OF THE NEW LAND

L1l )

it at length. and, swinging himself up
into the cockpit, Akera switched on
whilst Ferris started up the engines.

“YWe've just about got cnough juice
to do it,” said Akers, glancing at the
fuel gauge on the dashboard in front
of him. “Are you ready ™

*Y¥os, " responded Ferris, seating him-
zelf beside Akers

First the starboard engine, then the
port engine roared in deep. full-throated
song &5 Akers ran them up on brief, bus
scarching test.  Then their thunder
blended into one pulsating. deafening
roar which echocd far across the silent
land and lopely sea, and under the pull
of her whirling screws, the homber
commenced to move forward, gathering
impetus until the firm, hard send wae
swirling past, & yellowish blur.

The tail eame up, and as Alrers eased
back the control column the machine
sopred into the air. Turning on the
climb, Akers Aattencd out, and, ﬁi;inp:
at & imight of not more than one hun-
dred feet, headed westwards in  the
direction of the tanker.

Ferria, seated in the cockpit and lnok-
ing down on tho barren land of rock
and sand sliding away behind their tail,
found a strange comfort in being once
moare aboard the bomber, : 7

The powerful black wings bearing him
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and Akers through the air seemed to
gpeak of reality and of the world he had

Nowh.

The land below them was dead; a
nightmarish country of silence and deso-
lation. But the bomber was alive, and
the roar of its engines was a familiar
voice telling of salvation and of safety
soon to come,

_ &till HBying low—for Akers was nurs-
g every drop of his fuel—they possed
over thie Boston and both Akera and
Ferris were mildly surprised to seo no
stgn of Jim and his two companions,

ot many moments later they passzed
over ihe nskyl, and as the tanker
eama into view Akers' hand closed on
the throttle. "Next minute the roar of
the engine died away. and, with noso
down, the bomber glided carthwards, to
make o perfeet landing on the fat
stretch of sand which Akera had pre-
viously selected as his landing ground.

Sam was waiting for them, snd whon
they had vacated the cockpit he helped
them to picket down the machine for
the night.

Sam had not been idle in  their
absence, for he had found s couple of
big fin drums with which to transport
the fuel {rom the lanker to.the machine,
He had also dried and asired the bedding
of two of the cabins aboard the tanker
in readiness for Akers and Ferris, and
had restored order from out the chaos
of pots and pans and cooking utensils in
the galley,

The vessel was well stocked with stores
and water, and soon Akers and Ferris
were scated at 8 well cooked and satisfy-
ing meal served by Bam in what had
been the captain’s cabin.

Later that evening, as dusk was deep-
ening slowly inte night, the trio sat up
on deck with their pi aglow, talkin
of the morrow, when they would take o
in sparch of land,

—_—

British Territory !

KERS and Ferris and Sam were

A up with the dawn, and after

breakfasting ther filled the

drums with fuel and proceeded

to carry them to the bomber, whera this

essential life-blood of the machine went
gurgling into the.almost-dry tanks.

(il was feund in plenty in the engine.
room of the vessel, and after Akers had
given Lhe bomber's engines a thorough
overhaul they -oared into life, and the
machine was ready to take the air.

Waiting until Ferris had elambered
asbeard, and Sam had seltled himeelf in
the rear cockpit, Akers pave the engines
openn throttle, and, with a deep, full-
throated roar, the machine swept for-
ward, to rise inlo the clear air of early
morning in a long u%wurd climb,

At 200 feet Akers banked and headed
towards the south-east, climbing as he
went.

“The eoast of France should ba in
sight by now,” he said to Ferris, when
the machine had elimbed to 5,000 feot.

“1 Eknow.,” nodded Ferriz; “but 1
don't see 18" 2

Higher and higher mounted tha
bomber as it thundered on towards the
south-east. But always below it stretched
s vast and unbroken expansa of waler.
No sign of land was there at all, and
into the hearts of Akers and Ferria
thero cropt & zickening dread, which
showed in their grim, =ct faces,

When * the machine hod climbed 1o
17,000 feet, and tha land which they had
left lav one hundred miles or more
behind their tail, Akers torned to Ferris,

“*You understand 1 he azhed. .

“Yes,” answered Verriz through livid
lips. “The whole of Western Europe
has pone.” ;

‘TuE Macxer Taemry.—No. 1,464
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“The bearings we took back ronder
wore corrvect 1 .

“You know ther were,” groancd
Fervis. Y You checked them yourself.”

Without & word Akers turned agailn
to his controla. Yes, he T_-mr.rwj otr
bhearings had been eorrect; knew without
1he slightest shadow of doubt that the
lind which lay far behind them was
itmloed the bed of the Enghsh Channel,

On and on thundered the bomber over
an nnbroken waste of waters stretchin
az far as the eye could see; then sud-
denly Akers prossed on the rudder bar,
and as the control wheel turned beneath
Lz irm hendz the machine banked, and,
coming about, headed back towards the
1:arth-west. :

“VWhat's the matter?” exclaimed
Ferris, “Aran't we going oni”

Alers shook his head. .

“Our fuel’s half done now,” ho replied,
“We dare not take the risk.”

Ferris was silently aequiescent, for be
knew that to go on might mean that
eventually, with empty tanks, they
would bo foreed to come down on the
sea, and that would be the end for them,

There was a chance that by flying on
and on they might sight land,  But®it
was 4 chance they dare not take unless
they were prepared to gamble their
lives on” it

The return journey to the tanker was
accomplished without incident, although
by the” time they landed their * fuel
supply had run perilously low.

That night Akers and Ferris talked
long snd earnestly in the main cobin
of -the tanker, the while Sam sat
~talidly listening to their discussion, tho
upshot “of which. was that the follow-
ing - morning, with fuel tanks re-
plenished, the bomber again tock the
nir

This time it flew on a course which,
had land existed, would have ‘taken
them_ over England on a line of Bight
indicated approximately by a ‘lino
drawn on the map from Brighton to
Carlisle. 53

But there was no land, . Nothing but
a waste of waters, fringed, far to the
west, by & long, greyish stretch of rock
and 2and. ,

“That was once the bed of the Irish
Qea,” snid Ferris, indieating the
distant traet of flat and TDbarren
territory. “The upheaval must have
stretehed & long WHT north.”

There i3 no need to” dwell on the
details of that flight, hor on the subse-
quent flights which Akers and ~Ferris
made during the next few days. Suffice
it to say that their worst fears were
confirmed. Britain and Western Europe
had gone, submerged beneath the sea.

The submersion had been_ dreadiully
nnd devastatingly complete, and after he
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and Ferris had turned their atiention to
the new land which had risen wp from
out the sen, Akers sab down one evening
in the eabin of the tanker and drew a
roujch eliart of it, bazed on the observa-
tions which he and Ferris had taken
from the air :

“That's about i,” he seid, pushing
the chart acrosa the table to TFerrs.
“And how many miles of sea separates
us from the nearcst land, we don't
know,"”

“¥You're sure there is more land some-
where 7" said Ferris, gloomily survey-
ing the chart. “ You don't think thai
cvery continent’s been submermed ¥

“I certainly don't,” replied Akers.
“If our machine had a longer cruising
range woe would probably be able to
find more land. nyway, here we are,
and here we've got to stay until s ehip
or aaroplano arrives from some country
which has beon fortunate cnough to
escape the submersion”

He turped to Sam, who was silting
smoking.

“That broken mast that we found,
Sam,” ho said. “Have wvou fixed it

yvett”
“Yes,” replied Sam. “1I dug a hole
in the sand and erected it all ship-

shape, like what you told me”

"Good "  exclaimed Akers, rising
and taking from the table a Tnion
Jack, which he had found in a flag
locker. “In case of accidents, and to
save @& lot of possible future argument,
we'll hoist this flag, Ferris.”

“What d’vou mean, argument!” de-
manded Ferris.

"Well,” explained Akers. “actually,
this new land belongs to nobody, at the
moment. I know it has risen out of
PBritish watera, but it is virgin terri-
tory, and America or Russia, or whe-
ever arrives here first might claim i,
on the grounds of being the first to dis-
cover 1t. To save any argument, ithere-
fore, we'll hoist the British flag and
formally claim the whole of this terri.
tory in the name of the British Empire.”

“‘Bight!" exclaimed Ferriaze “Come
on "

And on the pole which SBam had
erected they hoisted the flag of their
country and stood for a moment In
rigid salute.

“I don't quite know what one says
when annexing territory,” said Akers,
“but wo've planted our flag oh it, and
we formally claim this land on behalf
of and in the vame of the British
Empire "

{TWhat motve will Akers and his com-
panions make siow?  Boys, you'll be
surprised when you read next week's
chapiers of this great yaral) . . . -

SHADOWED IN SOUTH AMERICA !

(Continued from page 24.)

what weapons they could find In the
tense oxcltement of the moment they
did not lhear, or heed, the sound of
gailﬂping_hanfs on the campo beside the
river—thoy did not see a sunburnt
horsaman whoe rode there with a
revolver in his hand.

But they heard, and heeded, when the
horseman 'drew rein on the riversa
margin and cpened fire

Crack, crack, crack, crack! rang out,
tha bullets pitching fairly mto the
purseing canoe. :

Two of the bandit paddlers rolled
Over,

The canoe swung round on the current
and drifted. From O Lobo came s yell
of rage and fury.

“ Who—what—"" gasped Bob.

All eves turned on the horseman on
the bank. Jim Valentine gave a shout
of relicf and gladness:

*Uncle Peter

Crack, crack ! 2 :

Peter Valentine was still firing at the
pursuers, O Lobo was crouching under

the punwale of the cance, shich went
drifting down-stream.  The planter
emptied his revolver at it before he cast
a elance at the dug-out.

awn the Rexa, drifting helplessly
the bandits’ canoo floated, vells and

groans drifting back from it as it went.

The Indians paddled in to the bank,
Peter  Valentine  dismounted and
ﬂtﬂp ed into the dugout.

I %umuh 1" came In a wild feﬁ from
Eilly Bunter. “Keep him off ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the Famaus
Five. They could laugh now  Peter
Valentine shook hands with the chums
of Greyfriars, ond regarded Billy
Bunter with a puzzled stare. .

“Tt's all right, Bunter !" gasped Jim.
“It's my Uncle Peter—the banditz are
gone—all sevene now, old fat man!”

“(Oh1* spluttered Bunter. “Ohl I
thought—I mean—— Oh dear! Ow!”

] 1 [ » L L]

It was all serene at last;-though Billy
Bunter did not feel all sereme till ho
was safe within the walls of Boa Vista,
There the fat Owl hoped that perils and
adventures were done with. ‘Which®
proved to be an unfounded hope, for
exeiting times lie shend of Harry
Wharton & Co. in Brazil.

THE EXD.

{@et ready for the next story in this
exciting series, I'x entitled: “THE
VEXGEANCE OF THF WOLF!
Fou'll find 4t in next Saturday's
Macyer, which will alze rontain more
lopping ]piﬂ!ur-sa fer  wyowr magic
spectacles,
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BATTLING

BIRCHEMALL!

By DICKY NUGENT

of the Bt
came gallop-

B

Jaelk Jﬂl]g
Sam's Fourt ‘
ing into the lemynamum
like & yung charger.

Burleigh of Sixth,
who was sparring with his
pal Tallboy, looked round
with a frown.

* What are you doing of,

g Jolly 1 he inkwired

in his hawty way. " How
dare you come barging into
the jim lilce thia hera 1

“ Pleass, Burleigh, it's
the Head!" gasped Jaook
Jolly. * He's gone off his
rocker! He's lelt off his
usual clobber and dressed
himself in short cullered
tights and a dressing-

W l i*

“ Ha, ha, ha 1™

“It's no larfing ratter,
1 can tell youl’ said
Jolly, as the seniors roared.
*“ He's on hia way hers
now, and you won't larf
when you sse him1 He's
rushing about like a man
demented, and whirling his
arms round and round like
the sails of & windmill L™

Just ns the kaptin of
the Fourth coneclooded,
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; — truth about it.
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at’s that ZAFpRd | erpall,  ** I'm not mad, you | going to fight somebody 1 ' | and start anecing up £n simple € ient  of
Tallboy. Ia it an nm::th- idjuts! I'm training for Doclor Birchemall | down like a daocing der- LARRY LOST LONGING‘ I:ihing hﬁﬂﬂe& and
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and flinging his arms about
in a most pekuliar fashion.

Burleigh tock in the
gituation at a glance,

** Collar hin | " he yelled.
3] H'ETE mﬂ.d ! EY |

The seniors made a rush.

t.hinkin% the Head was
Eatt.}'— uf it was just as
i a serprizeé to them to
hear that he was in training
for a big fight |

“Let'sa got this right,

"COKER WAS

——

AWFULLY BUCKED!
Chortled TOM BROWN

Strolling across the quad
the other bright and breezy
morn, I saw a sight that
made me rub my peepers
ond utter a loud yelp of
amaze. It was Coker and
Potter and Greene of the
Fifth—all dressed up in
the full glory of riding kit !

“What the thump!™ I
ejaculated.

About n hundred other
chops spotted the trio at
the same time, and in the
twinkling of an eye Coker
& Co. found themselves
gurrounded by a howling
maoh.

“What's tho big idoa 7"
was the question that was
hurled at them.

“Well, what do wvou
think the idea ie?” re.
torted Coker, with ponder-
ous wit, * Does it loock as
if wa'rs going boating

“ Ha, ha, ha | ™ langhed
Potter and Greene in duti-
ful chorus,

" Mind if we come n.km;,_z
and watch wyou, Coker 1™
I asked, politely.

“Come by all means,
kid—the more the merrier!”
soaid Coker, geniolly. * Ier-
haps you'll pick up a few
tips on bhow o manage a
borge.”

“Perhape!” 1 agreed
cheerfully, And I fell in
behind—and &  hundred
pthera fell in behind with
me. Coker on & horse was
a treat not to be missed
af any price |

Well, lads, it may sur-

prise wyou, but I learned
more  about  managing o
horao than I'd ever have
thousht poasible !

Potter and Greemo 1
ignored. They just looked
like n couple of Filth

Formers on horgeback-—1
could have watched them
for houra without picking
up a single hint. Eat
Coker | Honour bright, ho
defied description !

The crowd went into
raptures over his display.
They sighed admiring sighs
when he leaped into the
saddle and shot right over
tho horse’'s baclk. They
yelled admiring yella when
he gallantly sprang to his
feet again and climbed up
on the other side. Thoy
cheered admir.
ing cheers when
e pgave hia

image very much
cxoited !

To ecut o long story
short, dear old Coker
finished up on his own back
ina

]pudn:l & just outsids the
stables—and his steed gal-
loped off on its own and
had to be roped in by
stable hoya.

And I learncd lotz abont
managing  horses  from
Coker—BY SEEING LEX-
ACTLY HOW NOT TO

Lo IT)

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

ring under the name of
Battling Birechemall,” went

on  Dgetor  Birchemall,
cheerfully. *And if I
don't nock spota off the

Smasher, Tl cat my beat
Sunday mortar-board ! As
& matter of fakt, boys, I
came along here lo-nite
with the iden of sparring
with one or two of you,
just to make sure that the
old hand had not lost its
cunning, Would you like
to ohlige for a few minnits,
Hurleié: r

“Oh, crumal If you
like, =irl" gasped DBur-
lﬂiﬁh

{’"ery well, Lend me
your gloves, Tallboy, and
we'll get down to it ! "

Jack Jelly, who had by
thia time loat his first
impression that the Head
waa dotty, helped Tallboy
off with his gloves and tied
them on to the Head's
hony hands, and the crowd
formed o ring. Then the
Head flung aside his dress-
ing-gown  amd faced ihe
kaptin of the Sixth.

‘Reoady, sir i’ asked
Burleigh.

“ Ready, I, ready 1"

Wallop |

Burleigh tapped the

Head lighily on the pose.

The eflect was cpggsira-

“I'll gpar with you mn-
stead, Tallboy 1’ encried
Doctor Birchemall, *And
remember this, if yon laad
me go much as one fowl
blow, I shall birech you
black and blaw ! ™

“ Ok, crams t "

After that warning Tell.
boy deemed it wise not to
land o blow of any kit | »
fare or fowl! Ha dodped
ahout and fainted instead,
and the Hepnd esurvived
five minnits of wvigeeryus
aparring withoutl sustainiog
a single scratch.

Doctor Birchemall wns
grioning all over his d.al
at the finish.

“ That will be enuff frem
you, Tallboyw,”! ho esid,
* Now let's ses what vou're
made of, Bifler mejor ("
Biffer major donned tie

gloves and wisely adophed
the eame tactics aa Tal'

=
r

Biffer waa followed 1, i»_.-
Lunge and Parry and
Clinech-—and  all  thse

seniors followed suit., Thwy
weren't & bit anxious to
be birched black and bhw
on account of fowling fae
Head—eo they took jolly
good care not to touch him
at alll

By the time Doctor
Birchemall had finished lhis

b &":"m St‘- Eﬂm‘a-

and Kid Berg and Carnera
all rolled into one wouldn't
stand an carthly against
him |

The following cvenin
Doctor Birchemall stoppe
into the ring at the Muggles-
ton Circus to the tune of
a deffening cheer from the
erowd that had rolled up
Even the
gito of Smasher Smirke, &
grate, leering broot with
collyflower ears and a pro-
trooding juw, didn’t ct
the Head's konfidence in
Jdo result,

Tinkle-tinkle !

The mewsical tinkling of
the gong annownced that
the grate fight had begun !

Doctor Birchemall hurled
hameelf into the fray.

Bang |

The epecktators rubbed
their eyes and wondered

{whether they were dreem-

jog. Amazing asitseemed,
the Head had completely
vannizshed from eite !

Then a yell irom the back
of the tent cleared up the
migtery. Bmasgher Smirke
had nocked the Head right
out of the ring and sent him
flying over the heads of
the crowd, to land on top
of the speckiators in the
back row.

training in the jimmy.

Attendants carrvied bhim

Etugnglar-
ing to his feet, he did =&
high kick to balanece him.-
golf—and hiz hobnailed
boot landed with tremen-
jnua force on the Smaasher's
]aw.

Boom !

“Yarocooooo ! ™

And with that dramat-
tick blow the fight fGnished
—but not in the way the
Head had hoaped! In.
stead of awarding him the
honners the referee held
uﬁ‘e the Smasher's hand in
the sign of vikiory.

* Battling Birchemall is
disquallified for fowling!"
he yelled. *“ The winner
of this grate fight is
Smasher Smirke!"

And thus ended the
Hcead’s fond hoaps of mal-
ing mincemeat of the circus
pug and strewing him in
picces all round the ring.

“*Well, eir,”” remarkoed
Mr. Lickham of the Fourth,
gs he drove home with the
crowd in the Head’s ambu-
tance, ** you have certainly
been given what ia techni-
celly known, I beleeve, as
a raw deal.”

“ Bggsactly—and it has
cocked my goose a5 &
boxzer | ¥ sighed the Head.
“ Hencefourth, Lickham, 1
intend fo stick to Latin

and mathematticks!"™

mount a flick
and pitched
back over hig
tail in doing 8o,

But it was
when hia steed
started shying
and bucking
that their ad-

miration reach-  (YR/A G JA/CRY al g 2O/ L) W) e
€ s et .

The school medico foond fanli Looking at a 2B-foot python in A Naval career is planned fir
The way Coker  oith "Fisher T. Fish's skinny the London Zoo, Bily Eunter Johony Bull X in2,
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it Ik, would Intest ‘‘Irost” was a pafent on Toddy’s ** snake  comparison Johnny smaged hig Ty
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gchould torn out a * big noise 'l |
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4 Babs H'II. ot Clift House

- An old gipsy told Banter he would

wo chortled when we heard
that the Head bad agreed
—rather dubiously—to let
him tey vz out for an hour's
maths in the quad. Any-
thing seems better in the
chn afr than in o stuffy
old ¥oim - room — even
maths! We had a confab
over it and agreed among
ourselves to do nothing
likely to prevent the scheme
being & rattling succsass.

But as thinga turned out,
the succesa of the scheme
didn’t rest with us.

Things went wrong right
from the start. No sconer
had we sat down at the
deslis that had besn fized
up in the quad. than a
atray bull with a bad
temper wandered in Irom
the road and came charg-
ing over towards us. And
you can't do maths. very
well with a bull rushing
about pmmong the desks,
cann you?l Wo gave up
maths and did a bit of
toreador atuff instead. It
was all very exciting whilo
it lasted—Dbut 1t didn't
auger well for the future of

Larry's open-air clasa !
i&n tho

W bull had been
chased  awey  another
trouble began, About a

thousand rooks seftled in
the trees overhead and

round to the effect that the
yvoung lady at the Courtficld

DID BUN-SHOP GIRL

PROPOSE TO MAULY"?

Asks BOB CHERRY

A startling rumour went

to know all about the
yvoung lady at the bun.
ghop.”

A sort of drearny light
carme into Mauly's cyes
and o faraway look into
his face.

* Charmin® girl 1" he

to slesp again |
keted my notebook and
biecd me to Courtfield
and the bun-shop.

About thiz alleged
posal of yours to Mauly
—Lord Mauleverer, you
know 1"

dishing vou up a smal)
soda-and-milk
bath bun t "’

and a

" Yaas—I mcan,no !
“ Did she H

“* Yaw-aw-aw | "

Hia lordship had gons
I poec-

I was in luek's way.

Theres were no custorners
about, and the girl of
Mauly's dreams waa be-
hind the eounter.

Y Qood-afternoon 1M T

began cheevily. ** Would
you mind iy

“ Boda-and-milk  and

a both bun ¥ Certainly,”
said the bun.shop gil.

* But I was g’ﬂiﬂﬁ to

aslk if you'd mind telling
mc_"

“The time? With

pleasure. It's just thrco
o'clock I

“*No, not tho time.
pects

“WWill that ke enough

milk ¥ Let me fill it up

murmured.  ** Definitely | with soda-water then t™
dovastalin® 1™ 2 Thunkg_: But about
“Ah! That's the | Mauly—

talk 1" I grinned, fetch-
g out my notebook.
" Now let’'s hear sbout
this leap year proposal

Bwoooooosh !

" Yaroocooogh ! Cug.

pug-grooooogh 1 ™ I then
gald—or wordd to that

she is =aid to have | cfect.
maode 17 What do you ihink
“ Yang 1" sha'd donet Beliove it
or not, she'd sqguirfed

“Iid she propose to
yvou in ihe soft light of
the moon ¥ Or did it
happen whila ghe was

the soda-water al
ﬂ':l% ﬂiﬁESIG conntenance,
i f

gtarted kicking up such a
fearful din that we couldn’
hear & word of the lesson.

And then a breeze sprang
up and blew all our papors
across the cuad. and fin-
ally overturned the black-
board |

By the time we really got
going our hour was nearly
up. Still, Larry was game-
Iy going fo carry on—till
ho muﬁﬂed that it was

ha&innhg to rein. That
did it! In a couple of

minutes we
Wers na.rr;,ring
tho deslia bae

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

£, 2L
THdL R

Rl |
Thera is no doubt that Templs,

to the School
Houases in the
teoth of =
regular gale and
terronts of wet-
neas, And the
open - air class
broke up in
comaplete  dis-
order.

So, teking it
all round, Larry

stome a&n Treceiva soma money before the Dabney and Fry are the *° nat. -
N s snd fiy tho Atlantie week was out, and Bunter Hest ' irio ak Greyiriars. Sirolls  Lascelles is not
goln, ' Babs !* i perhaps the managed to borrow quite & lot ing in the quad the other day, likely to ask for
maat go-ahiead of the Cliff Houss on the strengih of it | His diz- they looked right through tha another open-
girla, For staunchoess, though, &ppointment when he recelved Famous Five. But alter 1:113 air class in a
Beb Cherty plumps for Marjorie a pestal-order for & shilling was Five had walked * through " hurry.  Great
Hazeldene, b's respect for great—but nmol so great as that fhem, Temple & Co. looked a ity. We wers
Marjoris is firmly reciprocated. of utﬁ:ia h&lﬁm whn;lﬁﬂ lanu'filféﬂ meﬁmmfdaﬁ!&“ihﬁ 11111!:'& Puﬂt i
i X AT '3 3 - -
They are ‘‘ good compsnions.’? cashina “n“.h: Eham ) W “ five »? won't go | L; enjoy it |

ovey

's o dog's life for us
newspapermen right
enough | Lucky wea'ro
tough, 1sn't 1t ¥

After that shower-
bath I gave it up.
And the burning
question, '‘Did the
Bun-shop Girl Propose
to Mauly 1" 8 still
unanswered up to the
time of going to
presg.

1S YOUR BATH
WATER LUKE-
WARM ¢

If 80, here'’s a simple
remedy. Raid your
Form - master's desk
for books and papera
end put them all mto
tha beiler furnace.

We positivel
guarantes that you'il
get into hot water
then !

—r————

DO YOU LOOK
TOO YOUNG ¢

If wou do, grow
whiskera the Bulstrode
wany, and compel your
Form-maater to regpect
you | Easy instalments
—poy a8 you sproutl
—% E LE3TRODES
BEARDS UN-
LIMITED, Box 49,

|« Greyfrinea Heral ”



