


THRILLS ARD ADVENTURES IN BRAZIL FOR THE GREYFRIARS CHUMS !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

A Lively Log!
L UTRID I* said Billy Bunter.
P It wasn’t nice.
Even the cheerbest member
of the Famouns Fiva of the
Greyfriars Remove did not think it
i fls o
But it was, as Bob Cherry remarked,
all in the day’s work.

The chums of the Remove had not
come out to Brarl expecting every-
thing to go like clackwerk.

Bunter apparently had ! ;

Nobody liked sinking to the knees in
soft, sticky, slimy, smelly mud. Least
of &ll did Billy Bunter! This meant
washing, when he got in. One wash a
day wea enough for the Owl of the

Remove. Extra waehes had no appeal
for him.
Bunter, being the shortest of the

party, sank deepest. Being the clum-
siest, he gathered more mud. His
fat hands were covered with it; Ius
fat face smeared and spotted. Wherd
his podgy oountenance was not yellow
with mud, it was crimson with exer-
tion. Mud a foot deep was hard
ZOIng.

“ Rotten ! groaned Bunter.

“Buck up, old man!” said Bob.

“ Boast "

“Your own fault !’ gronted Johuny
Bull. “Wea ought to have taken the
path. We should have taken the
path, if you hado’t been too lazy. It
was vour idea t) take a short cut across
that cresk.”

Jnort—{rom Dunter.

The fact that i1t was his own fault
seemed to be no consolation to him.
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“I'm muddy ¥ he snorted.
“Aren't we?' asked Harry Wharton

mildly.
“Oh, den’t talk rot!” senapped
Bunter.
Obvicusly, the muddiness of the

Famous Five was a matter of very little
consequUence.

Squeleh, squeleh, squeleh !

“0Oh lor’' I mumbled Bunter.

It -was a glorious day—the bot sun
of South America blazing down from
a sky of cloudless blue. March. on
the Ric Rexo, in the back-country of
Brazil, was rather difforent rom
AMarch. at Greviciars, in faroff Eng-
land. Pellows' hats would be blowing
off. in the old quad at Greyiriars, while
Harry Wharton & Co. perspired under
brilliaut sunshine.

The chums of the Remove had. been
some little time at Boa Vista, the.yla.n-
tation helonging. to Mr, Petér Valen-
Eine.

Pefor was a busy man, though he
gavoe 25 much time a3 he could to hiz
nepliew’s guests, Jim Valentine, their
old pal at school, was ususlly the
juniors’ guide, philosopher, and friend
i their exeursions up and down and
vound about the fazenda.

But Jim was not with tham now.
Had he becn, they would never have
taken that short cut across one of the
innumerable creeks of the Rie Bexo.

They had gone for ,a walk on Ltheir
own. This was the result! Coming
back from the forest. they counld sce
Boa Vista in the distance—the white.
walled houze, surrounded .on three sides
Ly o deep, shady veranda, half-hidden
by trecs and shrubs and rgeous
flowers. In tho clear sunlight of
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Braz)l it looked quite near—but it was
farther off than it looked.

Bunter, of course, was tired. Tha
shallow cresk lay in the way. Follow-
ing the path meant another half-mile,
at leamst. Bunter propesed to wade the
creck, taking a zhort cut,

They w it! Oo the hither side
they had stepped off from a praia—a
smooth sandbank. The going looked
good. But on the farther mde there
was no praia. There was mud! There
was lote of mud! It looked at a dis-
tance firm to the tread. But appear-
AnCes, a8 tha% so often are, were decep-
tive. Only the upper erust, hardened
by the hot sun, was firm. It cracked
likewthin jce under the tread—and let
the juniors down !

They squelched onward up to tha
knces. The mod was thick, it was soft,
i was clinging, and it smelt like any-
thing but attar of wvoses! Strange,
weird seents arose from it All sorts
of scents—none of them nice!l

Butterflicz, six or seven inches broad,
brilliant in hue, hummed over that
wide mundbank and eover the squelch-
ing schoolboys. Under them, the mud-
bank humined. in the slangy sense of
that word.

“It's thick, and no mistakel”
remarked Frank Nugent.
“The thickfulness,” said Hurreo

Jamszer Bam Singh, “ia terrific! And
tha smellfulness 15 also preat |

“T zay, you fellows—"

“Oh, come on, Bunter 1

“What abont taking me pick-a-
back ¥""  suggested DBunter. " That
wonld keep me out of the mud.”

Heo blinked inguiringly at tho chums
af the Bronove through hiz big spee-

tacles. They gazed at him.
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Thiz scemed quite & pood ddea fo
Billy Bunter. But it did not seem to
ovolka any enthusiassm on the park of
tiin Famous Five .

“After all, I don't weigh much!”
argued Bunter.

You don't weigh much!® goasped
Bob Cherry.

“No! It jsn't as though I had fcct
like yours, old chap!"

“Why, you fat owl—"

:ﬂh. really, Elmrl':.‘—d" 5 o

ne on, vyou podgy porpoise!
sgaid Harry Wharton, lau 'h[i:'ngp o
carry you with pleasure, 1f—-"'

“If what "

“If I were a two-ton lorry—

“You silly nss!” roarcd Bunter,

Ho came to a halt. He was tired.
All the party were tired, if it camc fo
that. But the Famous Five wanted to
get on, and get out of the mud.

Bunter wanted a rest.

Ho blinked round for a suitable
spot.

Tired as he was, and lazy as ho was,
even Bunter did not want fo sit down
i mud that came over his fabt knees.
He did not want that mud to come over
his fat neck!

“Are you comiog?” hooted Jobnny
Bull.

“No,” snorted Bunfer, “I'm not!
You've landed me in this, and mnow
you can walt while I take a rest, sce?
That trea-trunk will suit me.*

At & little distance, just showing over
the mud, was a dark object that looked
like s log. Bunter squelched towards
it. A fallen tree was exactly what he
wanted to st on  As the top showed
over the mud, it seemed secure enough
as a resting-place.

“Look here, you blithering ass
we're not sticking in this smelly mud
to wait for you ! bawled Johnny Bull

“ Beast I''

Bunter squelched on.

“Prod him " suggested Bob.

Each of the juniors carried a stout
stick. Bob’s suggestion caught on ak
once, and they squelched after Bunter
to prod him.

ey couid not very well go on and
leave him on his own in the swamp.
They were not disposed to stand about
knee-deep in mud, and nose-desp in
scents, while Bunter sat on that log
and rested. 8o prodding secemed to be
the only resource.

They had seen how the Brazilian ox-
drivers prodded their oxen onward. It
scemed quite a good idea to apply the
samo method to Bunter.

Splashing mud, they tramped after
the fat Owl

Bunter reacned the log. Mo sat on
it. Bitting on it, in great relief after
his exertions, the fat Owl of the
Hemove blinked back at the pursuing
juniors through his big spectacles.

“I say, you fellows you look reunnd
for a log io sit onl” he said “I'm
not going on yet!  About half an
hour—'

*Get off that log!” reoaved Johnny
Bull.

“ Shan't 1™

“You're going to be

“The prodfulness will

H{"‘mt up!:!

rodded—-""
& terrifie 1"

“Come on ™
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Rilly Bunter sat tight. He was not
going to get off that sunken log. At
all events, he was determined that he
wasn't. But suddenly, to his great sor-
prise, the log stirred and heaved under
him.

“Ow 1" gasped Bunier, "I say, von
fellows———va Yaroooh | Oh  erikey !
It’s an ecarthquake |"

He clutched hold, wildly.

“Why—what-—what—"" gaspcd
Cherry.

Lhe juniors, sbout to prod Bunter,
stopped, dumblounded.  Certainly, it
was not an earthguake—nothing else
was stirring round them, except that
log. Buk ﬁm log was stirving in the
most extraordinary manner.

How 2 mass of dead wood, sunken
in soft muod, could lift itself, of its own
volition, without any visible means of
support, was a startling and amazing
mystery to the chums of Greyfriars,
And that was what the log was deing |

But the mystery was gquickly eluet-
dated.

Thoe log, asz it lifted, disclosed an
immense tail at one end, and an im-
mense head at the other,

It was not a Io%. It was an alligator,
sleeping  peacefully in the mud till
Bunter’s weight on its back disturbed
it.

What Bunter had taken for rﬂu%g
bavk, smothered with mud, was i

Bob

Off the beaten track in the
tangled forest hordering Jim
Valentine’s home lurks Harry
Wharton & Co.’s deadly enemy,
O Lobo—defeated, but, as they
know only too well, desperate
and determined, and counting
life very cheap !

scaly back of the river monster. Up
went the alligator's back, and off 1t
went Bunter—spinning |

Bplash ! Bquelch !

“Yarcoh 1"

Bunter sat io moud—he sat in it up
to the neck! And as he sat hiz eyes
almozt popped through his spectacles
sl the glinting red eyes, and gigantic
jaws of an enormous alligator, vawning
wide epen just in front of him.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,

Trouble With An Alligator !

ARRY WHARTON & Co.

H stopped dead, spellbound with
horror.

They, like Bunter, had sup-
posed 1hat the maess half-submerged in
the mud was & rough log; and they
wera as much taken by surprise as the
Owl] of the Remove, when it suddenly
turned into an alligator.

It was o huge beast, more than
twenty feet long; and the gigantic
mouth, armed with fearful rows of
tecth, gpened like s yawning cavern.

Bunter gazed at those yawning jaws,
potrified.
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Luckily tho alligator was as sur
prised as the juniors. Floundering in
tho mud, it blinked at Billy Bunter,
who blinked back with sturting oyes.

IHarry Wharton was the first to re-
cover from the spell of amazement, and
horror. He pllﬂ:ﬁ&ﬂ forward, eplashing
miuel; gripped the fat jumior by the
bock of the collar, and dragged ot him.

Eilly Bunter rolled backwards
through mud, spluttaring,

The alligator made a movemeni—
whether to attack or not the juniors
did not know. DBut DBob Cherry
plunged desperately between Bunter
and the terrible reptile, whirling up
his stick.

With all the strength of his sturdy
arm, he brought the stick down on tho
beast’s snout, The force of the blow
wrenched the stick from his hand, and
it flew into the mud. The great jaws
snapped shut with o horrid sound., The
blow, hefty as 16 was, probably did not
hurt the alligator much. DBut it discon:
certed the beast. It floundered and
waddled wildly. And Johnny DBull,
springing after Bob, deaslt the brute &
blow under the ribs.

The allipator swung round, and, to the
intense relief of the juniors, started
waddling and eplashing through the
mud towards the creck.

In the woter it would have been
much more dsngerous; but ashoro it
was heavy and clumsy, which was [or-
tunate for the Greyiriars follows, They
dodged it easily as it floundored away,
oinly too glad to see its {ail instead of
its jaws, Those jaws could have bitten
any of them into twoe at & snap.

*0Oh erumbs ! gasped Bob.

i [ %::li:lg’ [ panted MNugent.

“Thank goodness!™

Waddling and sguolching, the alli-
pator floundered down the bank, and,
with a hesvy plunge, disappeared into
the waters of tho cresk.

The juniors gazed ot the spreading
ripples on the water where it had
Hunged, their hearts almost in their
mouths. They could hardly believe
that the fearful brute was really gone.
“Urrrrggh!” came from Bunter,
YWharten, in his hasto and excite-
maont, had drngged the fat Owl over an

his back, an dragﬁad him six or
seven vards through tho mud before he
stopped.

Bunter sank in mud, which camo
over his fat face. Bpluttering wﬂdlir,
he scrambled up, and stood unsteadily
on his podgy legs.

“Urrgh! Grooogh!” Bunter spat
out mud. “Urrgh! 1 say, ryou fel-
lows |l Keep it off ! Help! urrgh !
Rescue ! Wurrggh! Opoer! Ooogh "

“It's gone " panted Wharton.

“Urrrgggh '

Billy Bunter debbed flowing mud
froon  his face, and blinked wildly
through muddy spectacles. Tha vision
of those terrible jaws was still beforo
his horrified eyes.

“Ow!l  Run for it!
tered Bunter.

He started at o squelching run,
spattering mud on all sides. With the
mud on his spectacles obscuring  his
vision, he mistook lhis direction, and
plunged off towards the ereek—on the
track of the allizatar.

Ielp 1 splut-
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Frank Nugent squelched over te him,
and grasped him by a fat arm.

“Hold oo, Bunter!” he gasped.

“Owl Leggol” rna.reg Bunter.
“Leggo!l Runl Don’t stop mel
Yaroch 1"

”Ell.t:;:_r}!" gasped MNugent ™1 tell

Unaware that he was heading for
ithe ecreek, and in the full belief that
the fearful jaws were about to sna
on him, DBunter was desperate, He
Eurned on Frank, and smote with a fat
&t.

“Ooooop I* gasped Nuogent, as hao
caught that unexpected swipe with his

chin; lost his footing. a sat down.
Mud closed round him up to  the
shoulders as he sat.

He lost his hold on Buntar. Released,

Lhe fat junior Houndered frantically omn.

“Bunter " yelled Bob.

“You fat chumpl” shricked Johnny
Tull. ;

Unheeding, Billy Bunter foundered
ihrough the mud as fast as he could
flounder. Had he been left to hiz own
dlevices, undoubtedly he would have
toppled inte the creek where the alli-
gator had plunged in; and he certainl
would not have cscaped from s sccon
cicounter so luckily as from the first,

Byt the juniors plunged after him,
and Bob Cherry, grabbing, caught a
fat ear in a firm grip.

Bunter had 1o stop, then,
He yelled and howled as he was
tugged to a halt.  Wharton and

Johnny Bull and Hurrce Jamset Ram
Smgh hastily shoved in between him
and the creek, and barred hiz way.

“Leggo!™ howled Bunter. *1 say,
vou  fellows—-~  Yarooh! Help ¢
Legge!  Keep it off! Bave me!
Yoop [

“You fat 1diot1” shrieked Johnny
Bull. *“The brute's gone, and you'ro
woing after 1t 1

“Eh?" gasped Buntler.

“It's all right new !” gasped Whar-
fon. “Safe as houses, you fat frump !**

“Oh!” gasped Bunter.

Frank Nugent struggled to his feet.
He streamed with slimy mud—as
muddy as Bunter.

Billy Bunter grabbed out a hand-
kerchief, rubbed mua from his spec-
tacles, and set them on his fat little
noze again, He blinked round him
with bulging eyes, and was relieved to
seo only the mud fats glimmering in
the sun, and the shallow creck shining.

“Oh ¥ ho gasped. ¥ It—it—it's
gone 1™

“¥es, you assl” growled Johuny
Eﬁgll. “Do you want to dive in after
lt.”‘

“ Beast I

*Lucky Bunter was with us,” said
Bob Cherry. “It was you who fright-
encd it oft, Bunter. Our faces would
never have done it.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Beast! 1 say, you fellows!
ot out of this!” gasped Bunter.
all muddy! Look at mel”

“And look at me!” roared Nugent,

“0Oh, don’t jawl Let's get out of
it howled Bunter. “I'm not goin
to stay here to be chewed up by alli-
 gators to please youw.”

“Don't you want a rest?” asked
Johnny DBull sarcastically, “There's
another log over there. Of course, it
may be an alligator—-="

“Yaroooh !

Bunter started for Boa Vista at a
squelching run.

The Famous Five tramped after him,
splashing. The Owl of the Remove
seemed to have forgotten that he was
tired. Clearly he did not want to take
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another rest on another log in the muod-
bank, Afrer what had happened, Billy
Bunter was likely to regard all logs
with a very doubting apd suspicious
Gy,

For onee the fat junior did not need
urging on the way. lle set the pace—
and it was quite a good pace. Crim-
son and breathless, panting and gasp-
ing, he floundered on, splashing and
shatiering liguid mud right and left,
the Co. grinning as they followed.

They were out of the mud at [ast,
though they carried a considerable
quantity of the mudbank with them
when they got out of it—especially
Billy Bunter and Frank Nugent.
There was tall grass farther on, and
they gathered handfuls of it to brush
off as much of the mud as they could.

But 16 was a very muddy party that
tramped on the way to the fazenda,
and arrived at last at the ver
steps of Boa Vista.

im Valentine was in the verands,
and he jumped at the sight of them.

“What the dickens—" heo ex-
claimed. He stared at the bedraggled
Junters with amazement in his band-
some sunburnt face,

Harry Wharton laughed ruefully.

“We've been collecting most ﬂg the
mud im Brazil, I think,” ho said.
“Buntor found & short cut scross s
creek,”’

Jim chuckled,

“* A short cut is sometimes the longest
way round—oespecially in Drazil,” he re-
marked. “VYou pught have barged
inte an alligator, too——""

“We did; but Bunter frightened it
off 1 said Bob Cherry.

“Bunter did 1" exclammed Valentine in
astonishment.

“Yes; his face is his fortune.”

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“ Raast '

“What w> want now iz a wash and a
change,” said Bob. " Even Dunter
wants ¢ wash. He washed the day we
left Greyiriars, and i10’s made that one
do till now, but he will have to have
auother after this.”

Billy Bunter snorted and rolled in,
A wash and a chan restored £l
Famous Iive to eleanliness and cheer-
fulness, but they resiored Billy Bunter
ta neither. There were plenty of traces
of mud about Bunter s hair and esdrs
when he turned up to lunch, and his

frowning fat brow revealed the im-
portant fact that Bunter was not
pleased.

But everybody elsa was in cheory
spirits, and did not .ecin even to notice
that ﬁujltcr was displeased, If they
nioticed 1t they did not mind-—-which, az
Bunter sardonical'y  reflected, was

exactly what he might have expected of
thein.

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
Just Like Bunfer !
Wy UZZZZZ !
=, “(h groaned Billy
Bunter.

It was a hot aflernoon, Billy
Bunter had remarked several times in
an accusing sort of voice that it was hot
—as if 1t was somebody’s fault.

But the other fellows did not need
telling that it was hot; the warmth of
midday io Brazil made itsclf felt: it
could not be ignored,

The wide, deep veranda of Boa Vista
was shady and as cool as it was possible
to be; there were deep cane chaira
very comfortable to sit in while the hot
hours passed.

Strenuvous fellows as the Famops Five
of Greyfriars were, they gave in to the
custom of the tropics of taking a rest

lox® 1™

in the heat of the day. They did not
sleep—as Bunter did when he could—but
theE-; satb it out,

ven Peter Valentine—the lean,
ha.rdﬁ, healthy planter—sat in the shade
for the period of the “siesta,” when all
activity ceased. He sat in the veranda,
smoking & black cheroot, making fow
remarks. Jim's uncle was s man of
few words; he was & young man, #nd
Jim always called him “Peter,” The
uniors liked him very much, but
unter was rathes {l-:rul:-t%'u'! about him.
More than once Bunter had fancied he
detected disapproval in the clear, quiet
cyes of the young planter when they
vested on him; perhaps it was not
whaolly i‘amﬂ' on Bunter’s paut.

Now, as Bunter yapped at the buzz of
the mosquitoes, BiL Velontine's guiet
ﬁianqﬂ turned on him for & moment, but

@ did not speak; he seldom spoke to
Bunter, unless in gnswer to the fat Owl.

Smack !

Billy Bunter slew five or six mos
quitoes, drew his net over his fat face
again, and tried to compose himself to
slumber,

Even at home Bunter liked an after-
dinner nap when he could get ono; he
liked it still mere in the tropics,

But there were mosquitocs.  Bunter
did not like mosquitoes, but they seemed
to like Bunter.

Perhaps the cause was the chunk of
rapidura that Bunter held in a fat
hand. Bunter disliked most things ho
found in Brazil, but rapidura had his
wholehearted approbation. It was o
kind of toffee, very eweet and ver
sticky, The rupply waas unlimited,
which suited Bunter. He found a lot
of comfort in rapidura; so, it scemed,
did the mozquitoes and fAies.

Eirer% time Bunter chewed st that
chunk he disarranged the mosquito net
over his fat face, and the mmosaguitoes
and flies did not lozse the chanece; they
clung to Dunter &s if they loved him
like a brothoer.

_“Oh lor’ 1” said Bunter, for the tenth
time-—1f not for th: twentieth, 1 =ay,
yvou follows, I wish you'd brush thesa
beastly flies away! They don't seem to
be worrying you like they do me,”

“We're not sticky all over,” remarked
Jobinny Bull.

“Yow're attracting them, aold fat
bean 1" zaid Bob Cherry, “You're such
an altragtivoe chap I*

“The allvaclivencss is terrific,” mur-
inured Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh, with
u dusky grin.

“It's a li‘J-’-tI‘id country 1”  pgrunted
Bunter., * I'lics and snakes and bandits
m'}uli wild beasts and mosquitoes and
alligators!  How the dickens do you
stand it, Valentina 1™

Jim  did not answer that pelite
questiat.
Harry Wharton & Co. looked at
unter,

Looking at Bunter, however, produced
no effect on him whatever., Runter was
ﬁgeved, and when Bunter was peeved

13 manners—such as they were—quite
forled him,

Qu:f.zr.z ! . |

uile & big mosguito came sailing in
from the sunlight with a buzz n.lfmst
as loud as a humming top; it headed
at once for Bunier's fat face.

Bunter had arranged o gauze netting
over that fat face to bar off insect
visitors; but as he had pushed it out of

lace to convey o chunk of rapidura to
1is mouth the enterprising mosquito
found an opening: it settled on a fat
chin, and Bunter gave a howl.

He brushed it off before it could
sting; then it settled on & fat nose, and
agaglhalfnt !':ﬂ.nd bTEShBEd it off.

o or’ 1" gaspe unter. “I za
you chutvsJ’ v i



Hﬁlli:.;’i"l'ﬂ us 6 rest!” yawned Johnoy
ull.

“Beast !  Bunter struggled oot of
Liz chair,

“There's & beastlg‘quuiw
cn me, and it's just going to bito [

FHe clawed wildly ond drove the
masgquite off. But it was clear that
Bunter's fat face had an irresistible
altraction for that small inhabitant of
Drazil; it buzzed round Bunter’s head,
epparenﬂé' looking for a landing place.
Bunter's fet hands swept the sir, fo an
ae&mn_ii,uaniment of incessant I.'u.n:zil:aug~

“Will you fellowe drive it off " he
roared.

“0Oh dear!” Bob Chorry heaved him-
sclf cut of his chair. * Anything for a
quict lifol| Thers it is, on your ear,
vou fathead 1™

"S?unsh it 1™ howled Buntor,

“0h, all right I”

smack |

* You—you—you

*Yaroooooh 1™

The mesquito was squashed. There
vwaz no doubt about that! Bob Cherry’s
hefty smeck squashed it at once. Ik
scemed to have produced the samo effeck
on Bunter's ear.

That mosquito was slain! To judge
by DBunter’s gt—ﬂl. he was veory ncarly
0. He roarad.

“Ow! You silly idict! Wowl
Wharrer you smecking my head for,
vou beast] Ow! Wow[®

“Ha, ha, hat”

“ You've nearly cracked my napper [
chricked Bunter

My dear chap," expostulated Boly,

" yvou asked me to squash that mesguito,
and—"

* Beast 1"

" And I've squashed it 1"

“ila, ba, hal”

“"Well, some fellows are never satis-
fed I said Bob, as Le sat down again.
“¥You can squash your own mosuitoes
aftcr this, Bunty [

EVERY SATURDAY

Tally Durder rubbed a l.:umi.uﬁ Car;
hiz little round eyes gleamed through
his big round zpectacles at six smiling
fuces, The Famous Five were amused,
and Peter Valentive seemed amysed—
though Billy Bunter utterly failed to sco
anvthitir amesing ir the incident,
“You can ¢ackle 1 he roared,
“Thark:1" sawnad Johnny DBull
“We willl Ha, ha, hat”
“1la, ba, ha 1 echaed hiz comrades.
Liilly Bunter gave them o withering
glave, which did noi have the effect of
withering the Pamouss Five; rather, it
seemed to incresse theiv merriment.
Breathing hard, the Owl of the ERe-
move turucd end rolled away to the
steps of the varanda.,

t the top of the steps he turned, the
chunl: of rapidurs in his hand. Bunter
had ehewed off quite a lot of that toffec,
buk there wasz still a big chunl left, Llis

fat haid rose in the air, and he gave
Bob Cherey's grinning {ace, across the
shady voranda, & deadly blink.

“Thery, you beast!™ gasped Bunter.
“Take Lhat "

Ilis fat arm swept through the air,
and the missle flew,

That chunk of rvapidura weigheod
about a yoartor of a pound, and was as
hard n= a brick. Had it smitten DBob’s
faco ii certainly would have damaged
ib; bul Bob erry saw it coming,
dodred hia head, snd escaped the
cnung, which whizzed by a foot from
him. Peter Valentine, who was silting
a little farther back in the shade, was
not so luckey,

Every bullet has its billek,. The same
rale applied to that chunk of rapidura.
Missing Bob Cherry, it landed on the
planter’s nose with & startling and un-
cxpected shock.

There was & roar from Peter.

He bounded to his feet, the chunlk
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falling at his fcet, his hand geing to
hLis nose, which spurted red.

“Oh!  Ab?  Ow!” splottered the

laater, ¥ What—— Oh! Ow! Oocogh'!

on mad young ass—— (ogogh I

Tiwe clavet ran through his fingers as
ho pressed bis hand to lus demaged
NOEE.

*Oh erikey ' gasped Bunter,

e blinked ot tho planter, horvificd
at what he had done. The Famous
Five 1JlllﬂIJL'f.1 out of their chairs,

“Uh cronbs 1Y gospog Boh.

“That blithering idiot—" stuttored
Nugent.

“Collar him ™ vonyed Johnmy Ball,
“ Buinp bl Bquash him!  Burst
hirn 1V

“Berag hinn I

Billy Bunier turned amd made one
frantic jump te the Lottom of the
ttops, Then he flew!

t 17 gasped Bunter, realising, at long last, the nature of the mosqguito thai had been troubling his
repose. He reached dut, and made an infurlated smite at Bob Cherry’s grinning counienance. Bob backed away, the
hammock swung, and Bunier overbalanced !

Harre Wharton & Co. rushed acros:
the veranda, By the time they reached
the stops Bunter bad vanished beyond
the shrubberies, and, heedless of tho
simmering heat and the glare of the
suty, he barged cn across the fazenda, at
about sixty m.p.h.

ey i—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Ambush !

i UNTER M
B “ Bunty [
14 Bl.!t'll- !!."

Billy Bunter heard.
like the gladiator in the
heard, but he heoded not.

The Famous Five might be anxious
to find Bunter. Bunter was not anxiouy
to be found. Me was, indeed, wery
anxions not to be found.

Bunter had no desive to be bumped,
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burst, or mm%g_aﬁ! And he had no
douht that the five were looking for him
with thoso fell intentiona,

Neither did he desive to ges Poter
Valentine again till the planter had had
time to cool down.

Peter was a qnnd—tﬁmpered man, and
he was Bunter's host at Doa Vista—
still, & crash en the nose was the sort
of thing to make even a good-tempered
man a littla cross. Bunter had left
lim with his nose streaming rod, and
& very excited exprossion on his face
It was only tactful to give him plenty
of time ta recover, and to remember
what wa3 due to 5 guesh!

Billy Bunter had left the coffee ficlds
behind him and ﬁ)lunged into the forest
that bordered the fazendas, down the
river. Boa Vista was a cultiveted spot
in the midst of a wilderness that was
almost primeval. Hundreds of acres
had been cleared and plapted with
coffee, and rubber and Indian corn.
Evary year more land was cleared and

lanted wuwp. But it was only a step
rom: the cultivated fields of the fazenda
into forest or campo as untamed as In
the days when the frst Portuguese dis-
coverers landed in Brazil

Here there was plenty of cover for
Bunter—m for ten thousand Bunters,
for that matter.

He did not venture far into the wood,
The deep shedows of the forest had no
attraction for DBunter. They rather
glarmed him. Ilis fot 1magination
peapled them with jaguars, snakes, ond
handita.

Just within the wogd, Dunter was
eompletely hidden from sight. He sat
at the foor of a pigantic trec, the trunk
of which was a dozen feet in thickness.
Reope-like llianaz were suspended from
all the branches, sercening Bunter all
roand. It was hof; but it was shady—
e,
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and it waz sate! The beasts could go
on hunting nim as long ag they lik
indead. the longer they fa%’ged about in
the blazing sunshine, the better Bunter
liked it. SHerve them right! After all
he had done [or them, this was how they
were troating him! Ha charitably
hﬂ-li)ﬂd that they would get jolly hot and
jolly tived !

“ Buanter " pame g roar.

Bunter grinned, and sat tight.

Evidently, they guwessed that he had
headed for the timber. No docbt soma
of the wovkers on the fazonda—therc
were morve thay a hundred of them.
mostly Italians and negrocs—had seen
himy in his Sight, and given the news.
iﬂmyjﬂ,am the scarchers wore close at
tA G,

“Bunter! Bunty! Bunt!” came Bob
Cherry's roar.

Grinnimg, DBonter histencd,

There was another shout, bab fainter
this time! The juniors seemed to be
moving along the edge of the wood
towards the river

Bunter was glad to hear them go.

He was in vo hurry to return to ths
house. [t wasz shady under the big trec;
he was comflortable, and he was lazy;
and there was ro need fo turn up atb
Boa Vista till the next mecaltime. B
that time, Bunter hoped, Poter woul
be in o good temper

Bunter grinned. teaned his head back
against the tree, and closed his eyes
behind his spectacles. But he did net
doze off to sleep. There waz a rustle
in the hanging lhanas, and Bunter's
oyes opened suddenly and wide behind
hiz spectacles, and his fat heart jumped.

It wmight have been anviling that
caused the rustle—a parrof, a monkey,
even a lizard, Buat 16 might have been
a jaguar, a python, or cven a bandit!

Bunter sat and quaked.

LI -
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T{e mads no szound. He hardly
breathed.  Peter had told him thgt
there were no dangerous animals close
to the plantation. That was all very
weall, but the far Owl did not like that
rustie so close at hand.

It was a relief to glimpze & Lat
throngh a slit 1n the [liana screen. t
was not a jaguar mraeiﬁng on its prag,
rot & huge python billowing ifs folds
through the thickets. It was a human
being | _

But the fat jumior eat tight, without
sound or motion  Possibly it was one
of the native or Italian workers, who
had gone into the wood. Dut Bunter
wanted to be sare. It seemed to him
that there was something etealthy in the
way the wunseen man was stepping
lightly, making only & Ffaint rustle aa
he brushed foliage from his way. YWho-
ever he was, he passed within four or
five feet of Billy Bunter, totally un-
aware that he was thero

The rustle ceased

But the man was not gone. e had
only stopped TFrom the sound he had
made, Bunter knew that he had ami)ped
to the edge of the wood, nnd was look-
ing out from the treeg, across the open
spaces of the plantation. He was still
within & few yards of Bunter, From a
distance, echeing, came a shout from
one of tim juniors,

“Bunter! You ass, Bunter

Billy Bunter waa lesa likely than ever
to reply, with that unknown fguro
standing so near him. Who was it?
Why was the unseen man standing
there, &0 still and silent, watching the
plantation end the distant house?

Bunter knew that Brazil was as safe
as Kurope, so leng as a traveller kept
to the beaten tracks, But the Valentine
fazenda was far off beaten tracks It
was deep in the back country of Brazil,
more than a hondred miles from the
nearest railrond point. Only the water-
way of the Rexo river made it pos-
sible for cultivation to be carried on
there; ell its communication with the
outer world was by water, as in the
greater part of the vest intorior of
Prazil. :

And on the boundless eampos, in the
tangled forests, there were outlaws ind
outeasts—iattered and desperate men,
who counted life very cheap—many of
thom  move savage than the native
Indians, Bunter had heard, since ha
had been in Brazil, of the “canga-
ceiros,” and he did not want to sce one
of thom at close quarters—very much
indeed, Lo didn't]

But as tho minutes passed, the fat
junior stivred at lsst, rising very
cautiously to kis feet and peering
through the llianas. He wanted to
know, but he was very carcful not to
reveal his presence. : ;

Through an opening of the thick vines
and crecpera he had a back view of the
man a few vards away. He saw a
rather burly form, in leather trousers
and hoots, with a cotton shirt, end a
vast hat. There was nothing alarming
in that; but why was the man standing
there, watching, in dead silence?

As Bunter hﬁnked at that back view
the watching man moved o littls, to
lonk asross the sunlit plain beyond the
trees, and Bunter had a glimpse, for a
second, of his profile.

Hi:z fat heart jumped.

Tha: glimpse showed him a dark,
hard face, a beaky nose, and a pointed
black beard. It was a face Bunter
knew—the face of O Lobo—tho Woli !

The fat junior shrank back into decep
cover.

During the weck or more that the
Giroyfriars fellows had been at the
fazenda they had seen nathing  of
O Lobo, the man who had tracked
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thom from Fogland to Braml,  Peter
Valentine lad had the rascal hunted
for, but he had disappeared, and 1t
was concluded that he had sought safety
in flight. No doubt he had done so,
but evidently he had not gone for good,
for hero he was, only a fow yards from
Bunter! =

TOh lor’ 1Y Lrenthed the fzt Owl in-
eudibly.

Heo couid gues: now why the man was
watching. Skulking in the forest, he
had heard the ealling wvoices of the
juniors, secking for Bunter. Ho dared
mot vehture out into the sanshine, mn
the open, lest he should be seen, but
if one of fhe jumiors sirayed into tho
wood the watchful bandit was ready
for him. That Bunter was there, clearly
he had no suspicion But he had only
to change bis position a few yards,
which he might do at any moment, to
stumble on the gquaking, fat Owl

“ Buntor ! )

It was IHarry Wharton's voice, quite
OoRT.

Bunter trembled, ]

A faint rustle told him that the bandit
of the Rexo was backing a little deeper
into the irces, into deeper cover. That
looked as if he saw the captain of the
Greyiviars Remove approaching. If he
came on Bunter-—

Shaking in every fat limb, Bunter
crept to the back of the 1mmense tree,
The great trunk was between him and
the bandit now.

But if ©3 Lobo came round the tree,
as was quite likely, if ho sought dm:-ﬁer

cr

cover, Bunter Ir.ru:rw+ thaet his numbe
was up. The fat junior did not remain
there. The vast trunk was casy to

climb—it was like a slanting wall of
bark. Had it been difficult, Bunter
would have essaved to climb it, in his
terror. But it was ecasy, and he elam-
bered up swiftly into the huge branches
that spread like & roof for forty feet
round the trunk.

Ho heard & rustle below.

Had the bandit heard him? It was
probable; but, on the othor hand, it was
moszt likely that O Lobo would attributo
a rustle in the thickets to some wander-
in% amimal—z monkey or a peccary.
Billy Buntcr crawled out on s great
branch, so thicl that it was wida enough
to hide even the ample figure of tho
fat Oww) of the Romove. Lying on the
branch, he blinked down through the
masses of foliage through his spectacles.

Almoszt dircctly below him was the
crown of an immense grass-hat—on the
head of the Wolf! O Lobo was behind
the tree now, standing almost on tho
vary spot Lhat Bunter had squatted.

The fat Owl was deeply thankful that
he had got clear in time. He watched,
almost in sgony, o ece whether the
huge hat tilted for the bandit to lock up.
The branch weas not more than five or
six fcet over tho crown of the hat, If
Bunter had swung by his hands, he
could have kicked O T.obo's hat off !
With the bandit zo close, he dared not
move again. Dut to his unspeakablo
rolicf O Lobo did not look up.

Ho was watching through the creepers
intently. Tho fat Owl, over his head,
heard the bandit draw a hissing breath.
Thers was a rustle—soincone was coming
1ato the wood.

_

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
In the Enemy's Grip !

1 HE ot ass!™
I “The blithering idiot !
“Tha terrific duffer 1™

“Weo've got to find him "
gaid the captain of the Remove. “The
unspeakable asa will land in eome

EVERY SATURDAY

trouble if we leave him to wander. Tt's
pretty  elear that he went into  the
wood. '

“Theu he's lost b;,r this time " grunted
Johnny Dull, *Perhaps a night out
will do him good, and teach him a little
sense.”’

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Bunlor can't be taught sense—and
we can’t lot him have a might out.
Scatter along the wood, and kick him
a5 soon as you spot him., As soon as
wo hear him well, we shall know
he's found.”

“Good egg ! ]

The Famons Five and Jim Valentine
scattercd along the edge of the forest.

On the side towards the plantation
the forest had lLicen cut clean. The vast
mass of greencry rose like a wall. The
great trunks, mingled with smaller
trunks and wiry fangled creepers,
locked impenectrable, but at close view
thero were many openings.

It was easy cnough to enter, but it
was not so casy to get out again for
anyone incxperienced in ragilian
forests. Bunter had been prudent in
not going deep in. For even at c-n'[i
a dozen yards from the open, it woul
have been quite easy to lose oneself in
tho forest, the view on all sides being
thickly barred; and a fellow once out
of sight of the open, might have gone
wandering in the wrong dircetion—and
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might never have found his way out
That was what the juniors were

aFain.
afraid might happen to Dunter if he
was not found in timo,

It was not, as the fat Owl supposed,
with hostile intentiona that they were
hunting for him--though undoubtedly
they intended to kick him, when
found, for Lhaving given them so much
trouble. But immediately they heard
from somo of the fazenda hands that
the fat junior had scuttled inlo the
forest, thoy realised that he had to be
found without delay.

Whether he was within the sound of
calling voices or not, they had, of course,
no means of telling. In a mingled state
of anxtoty and cxasperation, they seat-
tered to hunt for the fat Owl along the
waod.

A red macaw scullling from a tree
drew Wharton's eyes, and concluding
that something had disturbed the bird,
he u}ppmacheﬁ tho spot. He shouted
Bunter's name as he ¢ame, receiving no
reply, and he etopped under the great
branches of the gigantic tree on the edge
of the forost, and shouted again.

“Bunter! You fat rss! You blither.
in.%- bloater! Bunter!”

Iis call came clearly to the ecars of
the fat junier, hunched on the branch
on the other side of the great tree.

Bunter made no sound. He dared
not, for his fat life, with the bandit
standing below him. But Bunter koew
now whom O Lobp was watehing
through the croepers. Ilarry Wharton,
utterly unconscious of hiw enomy's
presence, was walking fairly into his
hands)

7

It eame into Bunter's fut mind Lo
shout a warning. But he darved not
draw O Lobo's attention to himself.

*Bunter 1" shouted Harrv. “ Answer
if you ecan hear me, vou pifHling por-
poise! You'll get lost, you howling
ass! Do you hear?”

Heo listened for a reply, 1le heard
ne reply—but there came a rusthng
sound from round the vast trunk.

A rustle in the wood did not alarm
Harry, as it had alarmed Bunter. He
suspected at once that Bunter was there,
and that he was moving farther off.
Immediately the captain of the Remove
came scrambling through the llianas
hangm_g from the branches round the
tree—little dreaming of the trap into
which ho was falling.

EBunter, above, listened to his move-
ments in an anguish of terror,

Evidently O Lobo, understanding that
Wharton was in search of someonoe he
belisved to be at hand in the, wood, had
deliberately cavsed that rustle, to draw
the unsuspecting schoolboy.

The ruso was perfectly successiul, for
Wharton, with hardly a doubt that
Bunter was fliere, scrambled | and
plunged through the creepers round the
ﬁl:eat. trunk ; and, as he parted a mass of

ianas, ho camo into sudden contact
with a lurking fgure.

* Bunter, you asg——'

He broke off. Tt was not Bunter. A
hand that fastencd like a steel vice
gripped his showlder, two jotty eyes
glittered at him, and there was a flash
of bare steel in the dusk of the groencry.
Wharton, cntr:h:’ng‘h his breath, felt a
keen point touch his neck,

*Cala-se vossa merce ' came the hiss-
ing wvoice of the Rexo bandit, “He
silent, little senhor. One call to rour
friends, and it is your dead body that
thf% will find when they seck 1™

harton panted.

“0 Lobe!” ha breathed.

Ho starea blankly ot the bandit, In
the days on the fazenda, he had almost
forgotten the existence of the Woll of
DBrazil.

He stood quivering.

Tho steely grip on him was far beyond
his strength to unloose, sturdy as he
was. And the knifo was at his neck.

Ho did not need O Lobo's words to tell
him that his life hung on & thread., The
look in the glittering black eves waa
enough. Once thrust of the " facaon ™
in the swarthy hand, and it was the end
of all things for the caplain of the Grey-
frinrs Remove.

Ho quivercd, his lLieart jumping in
great  throbs. But his teeth came
togethor hard, and ho kept cool

“You!” ho muttered.

0O Lobo, grippiog hiw, listened., From
tha distance came a .shout in Jim
Valentine's veice.

“* Bunter I

() Lobo breathed hawd.

“ Hope, Little senhar, that yonr fricnds
will not come this way P Lie whispered.
“If they come, they will not find me—
they will find you, as dead as Vasco de
Gama! Bilenee !

At the sound of Jim'z shont, Wharten
felt, for & moment, hope. )

But it dicd away at tho bandit’s fierce
whisper. If his friends came they would
not find him living. It was almeost a
reliof to hear Jim's voice again, fainter
arrd farther off.

“Bom ! breathed O Loboe. Ho lis-
tenced like tho wolf he was,  But there
was no sound at hand. " This is my
chance, little senbor! Did you beliove
that T was gono®" _

Wharton nodded, without speaking.

With that vice-like grip on Lun, with
the knife at his neck, ho was heolpless;
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hiz [1ne was U Lobo's, to spare or to
tak}a. But he was cool, with a tense
coolness, waiting, watching, hoping for
a chaace. His friends could not hel
him, but he hoped yet to help himself

What the rufian’s intention was, he
could not begin to guess,  After his
previouz cxpericnces of O Lobo, on the
way out from England, at Lisben, and
at Teneriffe, and on the journey up-
country from Rio de Janetro, ha would
have expected instant death at the
bandit's hands. Dut that, it scemed,
was mnot the misercant’s immediate
miention.

" Ezpere ! muttered O Lobo., " Wait!
When they are gone, we shall go, little
senhor. 1 have a cance on the Rexo,
far from here., But wait!” He grinned,
a3 he whispered. “Y have been watch-
ing for days and nights for a chenee,
and now—Corpo de Deos !-—it has come |
Os dinmantes ! Has the fazendeiro told
you of the diamonds?”

“ My, Valentine has told me nothing
of his own affairs,” answered Harr;y
Wharton quietly. “Why should he?”

“But you know [ grinned O Loho.
“¥aon know that the Senhor Valemtine
made a diseovery of diamonds in the
Montanhe Fria.”

The Montanha Fria—Cold Mountain—
could be seen from the windews of Boa
Vista, far away across the foresis to
the west. It was & barren mountain,
wany long miles from the fazenda.
Harry Whartlon & Co. were aware that
Jun's unele hed discovered diamonds
samewliere along the Rio Rexo, but
they were not aware of the locality.

“ Did you not know ¥ snarled O Tobo,
* I knew-—Nossa senhora | Well T knew !
Sim, sm! And I knew that tho
Benhor sent his manager, Joao Fruloe,
10 Inghilterra, with a lefter to bring
friends here—I have many ways of
getting information, little senhor! I.
did not suit me to have a crowd of
Tonglish in this place, to tell tales of
what might happen! Naol®

Wharton's lips curled contemptuously.

0 Lobe had spied on the planter,
perhaps with assistance from some of
the erowds of natives employed on the
fazenda. Dot hiz cunning had over-
reached itself.

Apparently ha had coneluded when
Joac Frulo was despateched with the
letter Lo England, that it was in con-
neation with Peter Valentine's discovery
of dimmonds

It had not oceurred to his dark,
suspicious mind, that that letter was
merely an invitation from Jim Valen-
time, to his old friends at school, to
ask them to join hmm for a holiday in
Brazil.

The juniors would, in fact, have heard
vothing of the diamonds, had they not
ryconntered 0 Lobo: it was from tho
Wolf himself that they had heard of
Peter's discovery.

The bandit had followed Joao Frulo
across the ocean, attempting to inter-
cept the letter. e had failed : and he
had tracked the Grevfriars party back
to Brazil—doulitless surprized when he
found thet the party consisted of school-
hovs, but nevertheless determined to
heo dﬂm" away from Boa Vista, if he
could,

On the lonely upper wastes of the Ris
Rexo, many a dark deed could be done,
noe word of which would reach ihe
apter world, Bubt with a crowd of
Froghsh visitors on the spot, it was a
different proposition.

Likely enough, the Wolf might have
gathered a numerous crew ag SaAVALE
auteasts, and atrtacked the fazenda, and
massacred Poter and Jim  Valentine.
Bueh deods wore not unknown on the
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horders of the untrodden “sertuo™ of

Brazil.
But o numerous party staying with the

planter and lus m.-%ww, made such a

desp;amtu ;_:aiun difficult, if mot im-
possible. It that ferociouns scheme had
been im QO Lobo's savage mind, he

scemed to have abandoned it. -

The bandit was listening again, his
dusky ears pricked like an animal
Faint in the distance, came a shour—
tog famt and far for the voice to be
recognised. The juniors were still
seeking Dunter, along the wood—but
nowhere near the spot where Harry
Wharton stood in the grip of his enemy.

“Espere ! mutiered O Lobo. “They
are secking the fat one, iz it not so?
When they come to seck you, little
senhor, they will not find you. This
night, you will be far away—with me 1”
He showed his gleaming white teeth,
through the hlacﬁ beard, in a snarling
grin. “ My ecance waits—and in the
sertao, who will find you i

“What do you meant” muttered
Wharton. “ Why——"
“What will the Senhor Valentine

give in ransom for the life of his puest i
grinned O Lobo.

“0Oh 1 gasped Harry Wharton.

e understood now—undersiood why
the murderous knifo was withheld. The
bandit had striven hard to keep the
Greyfriars party away from the fazenda,
and he had failed. Now he had changed
his plans. If their presence prevented
him froin carrying out one schomne, it
helped him in garrying out another-—
the one he had now formed.

“¥You see!" grinned O Lobo. “8im]
Yes! With you in my hands—vou or
another, I care not—I shall make terms
with the Engilish senhor! You sce?
'z diamantes—I have sworn that they
shall be mine! It was an il day for
vou, little senhor, when the lure of the
diamonds drew you to Brazil”

“¥You fool and rascall” muttered
Wharton., “1 never knew anything
about the diamonds—it was not for that
we cameg——"

0 Lobo shrugged his shoulders.

“True or false, it matters little,” he
said. "“Para mim e fude o mesmal
You eome where vou are not wanted,
little senhor, and you nnd your friends
mre in the way: aml you take the
consequence | Did I not warn  you,
at Lisbon, to turn back—agnin at
Teneriffe ! Now it is too late [ Below
on the Hexo my canoce walts—we go
through the forest, senhor ¥

Harry Wharton drew a deep, hard
breath. The bandit's eyes blazed, and
the knife touched the schoolboy's throat.

“¥ou or another! he mutterod.
“Give me trouble, and I leave you herc

for the cocaries—and  watch for
another! Tome cuidado—take care!™
*I am in your hands?” muttered
Harry “But—"

Y Bastanre—onourh ! Vonha ™

The bandit sheathed his knife, closed
his grip yot harder on Wharton's
shoulder, and cdrew him away, As he
made the first step, to lead his prisoner
into the dark depihs of the forest, some-
thing large ond round and heavy
hurtled through the air from the branch
above. It crashed on the head of the
Brazilian bandit, and strewched hm
half-stunned on the earth.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bites for Bunter !

gy [LLY BUNTER had not infended
5 1!1

Stretchied on the thick branch,
gver tho bandit’s head, the fat
Owl of the Remova clung on, only

hoping that O Lobe would not look up
and scr him there

No doubt he was concerned for Harry
Wharton, a prisoner in the clutch ol
the desperade. But he was much more
concerned for his fat self.

Indeed, it did not even occour to his
fat mind that it was possible to help tha
bandit’s prisoner. Certainly ho would
have been of no use in a strugple: and

Lobo was armed, and wmﬁd have
used his knife without hesitation or
scruple. Bunter only thought of re-
mammg] unsecn till the bandit went,
and he longed to see him go.

He clung and huddled silent on the
thick branch—but it was not easy to
kﬂfﬂ still, or easy to keep silent, after
he had been there a few minutes. For
Billy Bunter was not the only climber
in_that trea!

Like many of the trees in_the South
American foresis, it was a harbour of
ants.  Ants swarmed on the gnarled
wood: and in_a few minutes they were
swarming on Bunter

Like gm other tropieal inseets, they
seemed to find the fat Owl to their taste.
At the fGirst nip, Billy Bunter wriggled,
and then came another nip, and another
and another! And then tinz.{-ns, i not
hundreds!

Ha

Bunter had not counted on that.
had clambered into the tree a3 2 refu
from danger, never dreaming that Eg
was disturbing a whole population there,
The amts, certainly, were better than
the bandit: but they were awful—
fesrful —horrible ] They crawled over
Bunter in battalions, in whale armies.
They nipped, ai:d ripped, and nipped.

They were bigger and fiercer than
the ants of his native land—bad enough,
if a fellow got them about him! And
they were number less,

Bunter wriggled. He tried to still his
wriggling, fearful of O Lobe catching
# sound or & movemcnt in the tree
overhead.

He would have velled, and howled,
had he dared make a sounck. He dared
not—but he had to shut his tecth hard

to keep back his howls.
It was a fearful ordesl. Bunter simply
could not keep still—he could hardly

keep silent. Mo longed for the bandit to
disappear, =0 that he could scramble
down from the nest of tiny enemies.
But the bandit, waiting ttll he was sure
that none of the other juniors were at
hand, did net go. Ten nonutes of it
made Bunter abmost frantic.

In spite of the danger of being spotted
from below, he released one fat hand,
to rub kitten places, and bruzh off cager
biters. Had O Loha glanced up, he
must ave =een i

But the bandit, never dreaming that
anyone was hitdden in the foliage over-
head, did not glance up, and if he
heard a brushing in the twigs and
leaves, took 1t for pranted that i was
made by monkey or parrot, without
giving 1t any aftention.

Bouter rabbed, and Dbrushed, and
wriggled and suppressed agonised
sgueaks: almost dizzey with the pain
of innumerable bites, and the horrible
feeling of countless inscets crawling over
Bim, Thyce or four suvage nips, coming
together, madne him wriggle so wildly
that he slipped off the branch. He had,
been in danger of it several times, and
suddenly it happered.

Forgetting rven the biting ants, as
ke =lipped oif, the fat junior made a
frantic clutch {0 save nimself.

His fat hand grasped twigs, that
broke in his grazp, and be shot down-
ward from the Lranch.

A fow momenis more, and O Lobeo
wauld no longer have been bencath him,
But Bunter fcll before the bandit had
left tha =pot.



As the canoe drifted under the drooping branch, Bunter stood up and clutched. His fat hands closed on the
i Hfﬂ'gh g m h

the cance rocked away.

The Ligh crown of the great grass-
Lint was dircctly beneath Bunter, as he
shot downward: and the fat Junior
Iended fairly on it altlﬂﬁ-hillgi_m the
high erown, snd almost smashing tho
hend it covercd.

O Loho l::run:})l(:d up, under that
gudden stunning shocl:, like o concertina

What hod happened, he had not the
faintest idea.  He spravwled on the
ground, half-stunned, and DBilly Dunter
sprawled over his face, gasping.

Huarry Wharton was dragged half-
over by the prip on his shoulder, as
the bandit fell: but the fingers were
relaxing, and he wrenched himeself loose

He jumped clear, panting, as aston-
ished by the sudden snd amazing
occurvence, as O Lobo himself,

The next instant he recognized the
fat figure that sprawled over the bandit,

“Bunter I'" he panted.

“Ow! llelp!” shricked Bunter.

Wharton jumped at him, grasped him,
and drazped him up. Dunter was blind
and helpless with confusion and terror:
but Wharton kept his wits. O Lobo, for
the moment, was knocked out: but he
was not likely to remain so for many
moments. The captain of the Remove
wrenched Bunter to his feet. The fat
junior serambled up, planting a foot on
8 dark-bearded face as he did so.

W Qutek ' panted Wharton.

“Yow-ouw! I say—ow!”

“ Quicle 1 ] '

Wharton dragged him away by main
force. _

Bunter, with Wharton's grip on his
collar, tumbled headlong after the cap-
tain of the Remove, as he tore away
round the great tree.

To get out of the timber, to
the gpen, was Har
before the bandit eould reach him again.
He had only seconds, but the distance
wad only a fow yards,

ot into
's one thought,
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As ho plunged madly through the
hanging creepers and the tangled
undergrowth, ﬁaggmg‘ Bunter, O Lobo
began to scramble up. He was dased
from the shock, and even wet did not
realisa what had happened. But the
Wolf of Brazil was swift te pull hiself
togethor. L )

He serambled to his feet, whipping his
knife from its sheath, and planged
through the llianas after Wharton.

The ereepers swaved and tore behind
the breathless junior. Ele knew that his
enemy was close behind him, Ho conld
almost feel the knifo in his shoulders,
Madly he tore on, and burst from the
edge of the timber into the open, bril-
liant sunshine,

“Run!" he panted.

Bunter would have fallen, helplessiy,
but for Wharton’s grasp. That grasp
kept him on his fect, and he ran blindly,
with the <captain of tho Remove
dragging at him. Ooece in the open it
was easy going. ]

But behind him Wharton heard the
patter of swift fect.

There was a chance that the bandit
would not venture into the open—it
sacmed, indeed, the juniors' only
chance. But the desperate ruffian burst
from the trees in pursuit; and Wharton
knew that he was close—that he eould
not eseape. Unless help came, 1t was
the finish for him,

He released Bunter, who sagged over
and rolled helplessly en the ground, and
spun round desperately te face the

ANEOT.

Ho was already a dozen yards from
the neareat trees; but O Lobo was cross-
ing that space with swift bounds coming
straight at him, the knifa flashing in his
hand, his black eyes gleaming murder
over the knife,

It was useless to run—and ke had no
weapon.  With despair in his heart,

i TGN, .W. o
e P R N

-—— ok i | 1Tﬂll""""'-r
Z rjl.'f:r’{.a"-'f..-?-fﬂ , |" u

g . i

— - e

branch and
unter. Cluiching desperately, he siruggled and scrambled, gasping and
gurgling wildly for breath

Wharton faced him. He had ne thine ta
give even one glanee round to see
whether anyone was in sight., With
clenched hands—useless enough againsy
ke long, gleaming “facoon ™ in the

bandit’s grasp—he  faced the wreleh
rushing down on him, while Buntee

gasped and whimpered at Lis feet,

A shout rang through the hot atr.
There was o sound of running fect.

Sharp and clear, & glad sound {o
Wharton's ears in that moment of peril
and threatening death, came the erack
of a pistol.

IHe had heen seen—his friends wern
coming—and ho knew that it was Jim
Valentine's aunfomatic that barked:
nons of the Greyiriars fellows was
armied.

(O Lobo was almost upon him—bumt st
the erack of tho shot, the bandit’s spriv
was suddenly out short.  He stopped,
panting, and glaring like a wild beast;
then, as =nother shot rang, he made a
backward leap. ]

In & split second he wvanished from
Wharton's starting eyes, i1noto the wall
of grmneri'.[ he had left & few moments
before. Llianas fall in s thick screen
behind him as he disappearod.

“Oh!” panted Wharton. “O0h,
Heaven !” He stood unsteadily, almost
dizzy from his fearfully narrow eseape.

Jim Valentino was at his side the next
moment, hiz face set. the auvtomatic in
his hand. He passed Wharton, dashing
into the trees, Twice, from the forest,
sounded the sharp bark of tho auto-
matiec. From varions divections, the
regt of the Co. came running—drawn to
tha spot by the sound of firing.

Billy Bunter sat up.

He blinked round him dizzils. splut-
tering for breath. Bob Cherry reached
the spot, running like a desr.

“ What—"" he exclaimad.
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" Lobo I panted Wharton,

“That villain I

Johnny Bull, Nugent, and the nabob
came up breathlessly.  Billy Bunter
staggered to his feet, wnsghng wildly.
'Che danger was over, and Bunter was
thinking of the ants. The ants were
thinking of Bunter. His clothez were
ﬁwm‘me%l with those small buot deadl
fors, ond he wriggled, and writhed, an
squeaked, and squealed.

Jim Valentine came out of the trees,
his brow black. His lock told the
juniors that O Lobo had ecscaped; but
they hardly pecded tellmg. Onee in the
thick forest, the bandit disappezred
from sight, and searching for him would
have been like searching for a needle in
a haystack.

“He's gone!” muttered Jim, “Ie
was not hit==he's gone!  You're not
hurt, Wharton

“No " panted Harry. “But if vou
hadn’t come up—>"="

“Yowow-owl” rvoared Bunter,
wriggling wildly. “Ow! Wow 1"

“I never knew that villain was hang.
ing about the fazenda " said Jim. “He
must have beon watehing for o chance.
I saw you running out of the trees—"

“He had me! breathed Wharton,
“I was looking for Bunter, and ran info
him. Buanter was in the tree, and foll
on him.*

“Yow-ow-ow-ow 1" howled Buntor,

“Is Bunter hurt? What 22

“Owl Wow! Yow! Ants! shricked
Bunter.  “I'm smothered with 'em!
They'ro  biting me all overt Oh
crumbe ! Oh erikey! Oh lor'! T say,

vou fellows, I'm heing bitten to piccrs !
Wow [

The juniors stared at Bunter. IHe
sromed to be sulfering trow a severe
attack of 8t. Vitus'! He fairly danced.

“Ants 1" repeated Wharton,

“Ow 1l That filthy tree was swarming
with them |* howled Bunter, “They
crawled all over me—they're biting me'l
Biting me all over! Oh erikey! 1 fell
out of that beastly tree——->"

“Lucky you d1d!” gasped Wharton,
“ If the ants made you take that tumble,
I'm much obliged to the ants |

“Ow! Beast! I'm bitten! Ow !

THE MAGNET

Bunter jumped convulsively. %1 say,
you fellows—— Coooogh ! Ow l
Waow 17

* Better get back to the house and tell
Peter, vou fellows,” said Jim Valentine.
“T'1ll look after Bunter! Come aon,
Bunter, old man!®™ He caught the
howling fat junior by the arm, and
rushed%:im away towards the house.

Harry Wharton & Co. followed. As
they went, they cast many backward

lances at the wall of green forest.
Homewhere in the depths of the tropical
ferest lurked their deadly enemy—
defeated, but, as they knew only too
well, desperate and determined, and
still to be reckoned wiih,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the Invalid!
PETER VALENTINE was on the

veranda when the chums of the

Remove came out to breakfast

the next morning. Rlack zer.
vants were laying the breskfast on the
veranda, where the planter and his
gucsts had most of their meals.

Billy Bunter was not up yet. Billy
Bunter was ill—er, at nl:? events, ho
claimed to be tll,

Certainly he had been very severcly
bitten. Hundreds of ants had taken
samples of Bunter. But a native oint-
ment had been rubbed all over the fat
junior, to soothe the irritstion, and by
morning Bunter waos little the worse
for his painiul experience.

Bunter, however, was not the fellow
for a quick recovery. He chose to be
ill—and nobody chose to say him nay.
So Bunter was ill, and he was going to
stay 1n bed, and breakfast in bed, and
assume to be a great sulferer. Which,
ns 1t enabled the rest of the party to
breakfast without his fascinating com-
pany, met with general approval.

Peter was not nlone in the veranda
wihen the juniors came out in the early
freshness of the morning.

A man was standing there to whom
tha young planter was talking in Portn-
guese, mingled with some senteénces in
some Indian dialect. Harry Wharton &
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Co. looked at the stranger with soma
interest.
Ho was an Indian. They had eeen a
cod many Indians since arriving at
oa WVista, But this man was rather
different from any they had seen before.
He was tall, darkly red-bronze in com.
plexion, with a stern, impassive face,
anil black eyes that looked as keen as an
cagle's. ¢ was not dressed like an
Indiaw of the forest and the campo,
whose clothing, indeed, was chiefly con-
spicuous by its absence. He wore
leather ftrousers tucked into mosquito
boots, a shirt that had once been khaki,
and an immense hat of plaited grass—
the latter now held in a2 bronze hand
as he stood talking to the planter., On
hia dark cheeks two circles had beon cut
long years ago. They gave the Indian
# stran appearance of having an
extra pair of eyes. Which the E{uniﬂra
coitld puess was some tribal mark.
“Conto de reis 1* the E]antar WAS SBY-
in%. and the Indian bowed gravely.
The junters knew that that termn
implied a  thousand milreis. A
thousand milrels was a large sum amang
the natives of Brazil. In nglish money
it varied according to the exchange—
and they had already learned that thern
was an unotlicinl exchange on more
liberal lines than the official one fixed
by the Government. But it was, roughly
and more or less, abont twenty pounds.
“3im, senhor I said the Indian, in
goad Portuguese.

Peter Valentine glanced round at tha

juniors, and nodded and smiled. The
Indian’s dark eyes turned on them
gravely.

“ This is Chico, my boys,” said Peter,
“(Chico o cacador—Chico, the hunter—
well known from the Parana to the
Aragnaya. You are looking at a hunter
who has killed scores of jaguars in their
native hannts.”

The juniors looked at the Redskin
with great interest.

" Adeus |” added the planter to the
Indian; and Chico made a bow, aver
his immense hat, put the latter on his
head. and left the veranda.

“A hunter ¥'" asked Harry, hiz glance
following the tall, active, supple Egure
of the Medskin, as it crassed the
fazenda towards the forest.

“¥es, a Caraya Indian,” answered
Teter. “A hunter and guide by
trade. Sometimes he guides hunting-
parties from Rio. He killed off the
jaguars in this district when 1 first
made a clearing for & plantation. He
has often hunted for me—now he is
hunting again, a brute more dangerous
than a jaguar.”™

A grim smile flickered the
planter’s lean, bronzed face

“0 Lobo will not find it safe to lurk
near tha fazends, onee Chico is on his
trail "' he added.

“0Oh 1" exclaimed Bob., * You're send-
ing him to look for that hrute 77

Peter Valentine nodded.

“There iz lLittla law, up-country
here,” he said. “0 Lobo has snapped
his fingers at it, such as 1t 13, for veats,
In Rio, or B8an Paulo, he would ba
seized at once—but on the Rexo he
snaggers a free man, though he i3
known to have half a dozen murders to
his credit. But I do not think he will
threaten your safety again, while you
are here.’’

The juniors understocd now the men-
tion of the “conto do reis.” 'The
cacador was to receive a rewaerd of g
thouwsand milreis for hunting down O
Laobo.

Peter gave them no further particu-
tars; but they had e suspicion thet that-
reward was to be ped for the Wolf,

over



alive or dead. 1t was not likely,
indeed, that =0 savage and desperate a
ruffian would be tak¥n alive

After breakfast, the chums of Grey-
friars walked down to the landing-
place on the Rexo, to meet & boat
coming up the river. On that boat Mr.
Jong Frule was returning to  the
fazenda.

They had not seen Dr. Frulo, who
had brought them ocut from England,
since leaving Rio, and they were glad
to see the effusive, pgood-tempered,
copper-complexioned gentleman. agam.
Bob Cherry gave Bunter a call before
they started.

Bunter was in bed, sitting up, and
dealing with an extensive breakfast,
brought in by onec of the black servants.

Tha Famous Five slept in hammocks,
to which they had very soon become
used; but Bunter preferved a bed, and
had & bed. Theo fat Owl of the Remove
never hesitated in making his wishes
known, and hospitality at Boa Vista
was unlimited.

“Uoming, old fat man?” asked Bob.
Bunter blinked at him.
“I'm i1 he answered,

digﬂit:;r.

ab grinned. The tray on Bunter's
knces was loaded with foodstuffs, and
tho load was being reduced at consider-
able speed. If Bunter was ill, his ill-
ness did not scem to have affected his
appciite.

“Frulo’s coming back to-day,"” said
Bob, “"You remember old Frule, thet
we left behind at Bio——-"

“Blow him " said Bunter. “I1 don't
want to sce him! He was cheeky to
me on the steamer| I've advised Mr.
‘Valentine to sack him."

“You cheeky ass!™ exclaimed Bob,

“¥ah!”

“What did Peter say ™

“Heo dudn’t say anything,” answered
Bunter. “I think he must be & bit
ceaf. He just looked at me and then
walked away without answering.”

with

“1 suppose he can’t sinack your ailly

bead for your impudence, as you're a
guest here " assented Bob. " But you
shouldn't keop on asking for i, Fatty.
Look here, turn out of bed, and come
along. you fat slacker !

“ Beast 1"

Billy Bunter did not turn out, and
Bob sejoined his friends, snd they
went down fto the river with Jim
Valentina.

Billy Bunter remained in bed, and
having parked s breakfost that made
the eyes of Domingo, the black servant,
roll in his head with sstonishment, he
took another nap.

It was a couple of hours later that
the fat Owl turned out. He had almost
made up his mind to be ill all day,
and stay in bed. But he did not
recoive the sympathetic visitz that an
invalid had a natural right to expect,
and Bunter was a gregarious animal;
ho was tirod of his own company,
fascinating as it was..

£o he turned out and rolled into the
verands, which he found vacant. He
expressed his feelings in 8 seornful
enork

It was just like those brasts—lo %u
out and leave Bunter on his owal Ill
a8 he was, they scemed fo have for-
gotten his fat existence.

He leaned on the rail and blinked
through his big spectacles across the
sunlit fazenda. Far in the distance he
could see the landing-stage on the
Mexo, where black men were loading a
boat to send down the river.

In another dircction, he had =a
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glimpse of the juniors, in eompany with
Br. Frule, in the coffee-fields.

He gave another snort

Harry Wharton & Co. took a good
deal of interest in the work of the
plantation, and liked to learn about it.
It did not interest Bally Bunter in the
very least. He was not geing to join
the party if that old ass Frulo was
jawing to them about coffec-planting,
and hocing and weeding, and pruning.
atnd drring the coffee in the “terreirn,’”’
or coffee-barn, and husking the lLeans,
and the rest of it. A fellow might as
well have been listening to instruction
from Mr. Quelch, in the Form-room at
Greyfriars |

Bunter went for a walk on his own.

Half-way between the house and the
river was a shady grove of trees.
Under one of the shady trees o ham-
mock was slung from a branch,

Bunter's walk extended as far as that
hammoelk !

Having walked a ecocuple of hundred
vards, Bunter was tired. Hea clam-
bered into the hammock for a rest
Qitting there, he disposed of & coupls
of dozen Brazil nuts, which he bhad
thoughtiully stacked in his pockets
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Havi disposed of the puts, he
extended his fat person in the ham-
mock and went to 51&4::1}:[

Half an hour later, Harry Wharton
& Co, coming back to the house by
way of the grove, heard a famliar
sound—a sound familiar in the Remove
dormitory at Greyiriars!

Snore !

And they gathered round the ham-
mock, and gazed at the fat youth
therein—PBunter, extended on his back,
his eyes shut and his mouth open,
snoving away with an incessant whir
like the rumble of distant thunder,

. e ey

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Not a Mosqulio !

NORE!
S “Urrrrggh ™
Bunter stirred in Liz sleep.

Something was tickling hia
little fat nose. ) ‘
For soveral minotes interrupted
[ r 5
gsnores mingled with grunts and

gurglea. 'Then Bunter awcke.
¢ grabbed at his fat nose with a fat
paw,
“Urrgh! Those beastly mosquitoes!”
grunted Bunter.
He waved & fat hand to wave awar
the inzcet enemy.

1

If it had been a2 mosguito, that
mosquito waa gone. DBunter settled
down again, shut his eyes and opened
his mouth, and snored.

There was a suppressed chuckle under
the treecs. Five juniors were there,
logking vound the trunks of the trees
at the hammoek that bulged with the
fat figure of the slumbering Owl.

One of them—Bob Cherry—had o
long stalk of pampas grasy in bis hand.
He reached out and tickled Bunter's
nose again with the tufted end.

Agein the fat junior stirred, and
munbled and grumbled. The tickling
tuft whisked awsay, as his eyes opened
behind his big spectacles. )

The  jumiors, suppressing  their
chuckles, backed behind the surround-
ing trees again  Bunter sat up in the
hammock, snovting.

It swung to and fro as he did so, and
he clutched hold, to licep from pitch-

ing out,

"Ow !”  pasped Bunler. “Wow!
Where's that beastly mosquite? I'l
smash it! Ow! Can't pet a minute's
rest in this putrid country! Blow it!"

He glared round for the mosquite.

There was not a zingle mosquito to
be seen. Had there been any in that
fragrant grove no doubt they would
have been giving their attention to
Bunter. But, as it happencd, therc
weren't any on the spot.

Bunter blinked round for
mentor in vain

“Beasts IV grunted Bunler, unaware
that the beasts to whom he referred
were within hearing, and, in fact, only
& few feet away., "Hotters! Leaving
a fellow on his own when he's ill!
After all I've done for them, too! Anv
decent chap would sit by a fellow when
he was ill, and brush the insecks off!
Catch them doing it! KHotten lot 1™

Bunter settled down again.

This time 1t was two or three minutes
before his snore re-started after the
interval

But it re-started at last: and Bunter
sank into slumber, and & happy droam
of a spread in Bmithy's study at Greoy-
friars.

That govgeous vision was inter-
rupted | Agein came a tickling at
Bunter's fat little noase, and again hoe
woke—and sgain the tuft of pamopas
grass whisked away.

“Blow that mosquito¥' roared
Bunter. “Blow it! Bother itl I
wish I was out of this rotten country!
Urrggh 1

Ha sat up again, glaring round him
through his big spectacles. Not a
single mosquito was visible; there was
na sound of buzzing., The fat junior
glarad i vain.

Blotted from sight behind the trecs,
the Famous IFive walted for him to
settle down. But Bunter did not seitle
down mgein this time.

He was tired of being wolie up by
that troublesome mosquite. He was

hiz tor-

going to squash thq.i:. mosquitae before
ho settled down again.
Sitting up in the hammock, the Owl

of the Hemove waited and watched for
that mosquite to return, with a al
paw ready to smack the instant it re.
appearad. His little round eyes glit-
tored with wrath behind his big round
spectacles.

Bob Cherry tiptoed behind the fat
junior a3 he sat. Ho reached out again
with the long stalk of pampas grass,
gand the tufted tip tickled the back of
a fat neck.

“(Oooogh!” spluttered Bunter.

It seemed as if that wary and cun-
ning mosquito knew that Bunter was
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on the wateh, and had attacked him in
the rear. Billy Bunter spun roud
frantically to get at his enemy.

Tha hammock swung, and only n
quick cluteh at the rope snved the fat
juniar from relling out. He sprawled
and elutehed and spluttered.

“Ow ! Ooogh! Oh crikey! Wooogh I

“Ha, ha, ha!'"™

It was a suddem yell of laughter.
Harry Wharton & Co. were unable to
suppress  their feelings any longer.
They yelled.

Dunter righted himself again, and
sat up in the hammock. Ile blinked
at five laughing faces.

“1 say, you fellows!™ he gasped.

“Ha., ha, hai¥

“PBlessed if I see anyihing to eacklo
at ! roared Bunter. “1 say, there's o
hn.af't?iy mosguito keeps on settling on
me !

“Ha, ha, hia "

“Nh. cackla! eaid Bunter bitterly.
“Y cdare say vou think it's funny far
a fellow to be hitten all over by mos-
aquitoss when he's 1ll. A fellow ecan
gct malaria from mosquito bites.'

“Yon won't gat malaria from that
mosquito bite, old fat man,” chuckled
PBob  Cherry. “That mosquito was
quite harmless.”

“0h, don't be a silly ass!™” snorted
Bunter. "It was the bipgest mosquito
I've ever secn.”

“Heon ' gasped Bob.

“Yes; a big black one, buzzing all
over me. I think you fellows might
squash it for me. It's here somewhere,
It was on my nosc at first, and then
on the back of my neck. T nearly had
it bwiee, but it gol awayp.”

“Oh ertkey ! Sure you saw it

“¥es; you fathead! A great big
mosogulfo—"

“Ha, ha, ha " shrieked the juniors.

J'.' 'ﬁiii:,f Bunter blinked at them wrath-
ully.

He could gee nothing whatever to
laugh at. Ile was not aware that the
“mosquito ” was in Bob Cherry’s hand;
and that 1t was a tuft of pampss grass.
Iis statement that he had seen that
mesquite made the juniors wyell.

“Lonl here, vou cackling
I’lle<" howled Bunter.

“"Ha, ha, ha ™

“Will you catch that mosquito for
ma? bawled Dunter.

1!J

idiota,

“That's all right!” goasped Bob.
“T've caught 11"
“0Oh, good | Have you squashed it 7"

“Nunno; not oxactly. Hers it i
Boly Cherry held up the pampas grass,
“ Hero's tﬁn jelly old mesquite that
was tickling your boko, old fat beanl”

1':1_]:3“l hﬂ, hn_ E”

Billy Bunter blinked at the
%‘rass. Ho blinked at the grinning
azces surrounding the hammock., He
realised, at long last, the true natura
of the mosgaito that had been troubling
hiz repose.

* You-—~you—yvou beast!” he pasped.
i ?nu-—xﬂu ¥

“Ha, ha, hal”

Billy Bunter’s wrath boiled sver. Ha
reached out, and mode an infuriated
smite at Beob's grinning countenance
with a fat fist.

Beb Cherry backed away in time,
and the fat fst swept a foot away
from his nose. The hammock swung,
and Bunter overbalanced.

Ha pave a bresthless
rolled over the side; and
%umped forward
rom the fall,
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Bunter's thrashing arms clutehed at his
neek, and fastened thers.  DBob stag-
gered: Bunter, rolling out of the ham-
mock, threw hiz whole weight on Bob,
and hurled him backwards.

“Oooogh I” gasped Bob,

He crashed.

On him crashed Bunter.

Bob being underneath, Buanter’'s fall
was broken. To judpge by the agonised

sounds fram Beb Cherry, ho was
broken, too.
“Ow! Oh! Wow ! pasped DBunter,

He sat up blindly, unconseious, for the
moment, that it was Bob Cherey’s faco
he was sitting on, “QOoogh! "I say,
you fellows—— Ow 1™

“Urrrrgegh '’ came in a mufiled howl
from Bob., “Gorreff! Urrrggh!?

“*Ha, ha, hal"

o Urrrrg-gh Iu

Bunter, in the confusion of the
moment, did not realise that it was
Bob's features he was sitting on. Dob
did. Bob realised it very clearly,

The Ca., howling with laughter,
rushed to drag Dunter off. The fat
unior was rolled aside, disclosing Daob's

ace, erimson  with  wrath and
Euff?aa.tmn.h "

“Urreggh |¥ gurgled Dob.

“Ha, ha, hat” .

“I—I'll smash that fat idiot! I-—T'l
spiflicate him! I—I—*" Bob stag-

gered to his feet, gurgling for breath.
“Where's that blithering idiot? I'm
going to burst’ him all over South
America |

“Ha, ha, ha!”

But Billy Bunter was already in
motion. He forgot that he was tired,
and forgot that he was ill as he
sprinted for the house. The Famous
Five followed him—fouy of them laugh-
ing, and one of them gurgling and
gasping.

ortunately for Bunter, Bob had re-
covered his breath, and hie temper, by
the time they got in.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Left Behingd !

b 01 like?" asked Joag Frulo,
ﬁ his coppery face beaming with
a cheery smile.
“Wes, rather!” answercd
the Famous Five, with one voice,

“*Bom! You go along to a desem-
barcadouro,” said Mr. Frulo. * Vinto
minutos—yes.”

Mr. Frule Jifted his immense hat
with a bow, and welked away. The
polite manager of the fazenda seldom
did anything without lifting his hat

and bowing.

There was a grunt from Billy
Bunter.

“What’s a desembarca? What's its
name "

“A desembarcadouro is a landing-

place, fathead ¥ answered Bob Cherry.

“And what's o vinlto minutos?”

“Twenly minutes.*

“Well, T shan’t be ready in twenty
minutes,” deelarcd DBunter. ** You can
tell him to wait, or [ jolly well shan't
come ' '

At which the Famous Five looked at
William (George Bunter very expres-
sively.

“You're not coming, anyway,”
growled Johmny Bull, “'We're gomg
thirty miles down the river, putfing up

for the night at a place ecalled Verde,
and coming back to-morrow. You're
too lazy and too slack to do anything
of the kind."
. Billy Bunter sat wpright in his chair
in the shady veranda.

"I'm coming,” he said.

Thirty miles down the Rexo on &
hot afternoon did not appeal to
Buanter. i

Putting u? for the night in
an u?muntrﬁ- “aldein,” or village,
appealed to him etilt less, for he cauﬁ
guess only too well what the accom-
modation weuld be like. For only one
reason did Hillg Bunter make up his
fat mind that he was going. He was
certain to be such s mumsance that the
other fellows wanted him fo stay be-
hind. That was enough for Bunter.

“If you think you'ro going to lcave
me out——" he snorted.

“Oh, don’t be an ass, Bunter!” eaid
Harry impatiently. “You know vyou
won't like it. You'll hate.it. And it's

not fair on Mr. Frulo, either. You
ecan't be eivil to him."
“Blow him 1" said Bunter, "“I'm

coming B
“No end of mosquitoeg on the river,”
said Frank Nugent.
113 E.-ﬂ.-'tﬂ I.”
“And alligators,” said Johnny Rull,
“I'm not so much afraid of alligators

g vou fellows are,” seid Bunter
calmiy,
“A  jaguar might jump into the

boat,” sugpested :

“All nght; I'll look after wou, if
one does,” said Bunter reassutingly.

"My esteemied 1diotic Bunter—""
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

(1] "E‘a_hlﬂ'

“"¥You haven't had a nap wvet,) sald
Bob, “Yeu parked six or seven
Iunches, one after another, and you
haven't elept them off. Go to sleep,
cld fat man, and we'll wake you up
when we come back to-morrow.”

“Ha, ha, hal"

(1] HE:EB‘E l!!l

Billy Bunter, in point of fact, was
much more disposed to %a to slecp
than to wo down the Rexo in a
“bataloa " loaded with produce, and
unsheltered from the burning tropical
sun. But he was not going to sleep.
He made up hiz fat mind—ha was
going with the other fellows!

Bunter’s fat mind being made up, the
chums of the Remove resipned them-

selves to their fate. Bunter was
comng |
Mr. Frulo, at the “ desembarcadoura,”

was seeing o the preparations for the
river trip. The bataloa "—a clinker-
built river-boat thirty-fivd feet long—
was being loaded by negroes with the
E!mduca to be taken down the stream,
t was going down with o current, with
& ¢ouple of black oarsmen, and the kind-
hearted Mr. Frule directed a canvas
awmng to be put up over the stern, to
shade his passengers from the sun,

As the juniors had twenty minutes to
wait—and especially as a DBrazilian
twenty minutes was likely to last forty
or fifty minutes—they remained in the
shade of the veranda till it was time to
go. Jim Valentine and his uncle wero
gone to a distant part of the plantation
that afterncon, and the river trip with
Mr. Frulo was arranged chiefly for the
eotertainment of the visitore. Harry
Wharton & C'o. were keon enough to seo
all they could of life in Brazil, during
their stay with their old school pal at Boa
Vista. Billy Bunter was not in the least
keon, but he was very obstinate.

Leaming back in his deep cane chair,
the fat Owl watched the juniors with
suspieious eyes, through  his hag
specticles. i

They were quite capable of walking
off quietly and leaving him on his own;
just because he was a worry, and be-
cause he coulan't be civil to that old
aﬁ Frulo! Bunter was going to watch
i

It was hot.
was sleapy.

Bunter
eleep on

It was drower.
Still, he coul



‘ Senhor 1" panted Chico.
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“ Oh, senhor 1** Billy Bunier stumbled forward and, almost blindly, hacked at the cord

that fasiened the Indian fo a tree om the bank. There was a splash In the mud—the alligator was terribly close !

the bataloa—when he got there! Ho
determined to keep awake for the next
twenty minutes.

But a Gargantuan lunch, added to the
drowsy heat of the tropical day, proved
rather too much for Bunter. Idis cyes
closed behind his spectacles.

Ho opened them again. They closed
again. Then it oceurred to Bunter that
he could listen easily enough with his
cyes shut. As soon as he heard the
fellows move he would Le warned that
thoy were going, and would be able to
frustrate their %mm?isl: tricks !

S0 Bunter lizstened, with his eyes shut!l

About three minutes later a sound like
the roll of distant thunder rumbled
through Boa Vista. Bunter was asleep.

Bob Cherry glanced at him, grinning.

“0h, listen to the band ! he mur-
mured.

“The bandiulness is terrific!™ grinned
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

Harry Wharton leoked at his watch.

“Nearly time to stavt o™ he remarkedd.
* Btep lightly 1™ i

Grinning, the ;uniﬂrs roze from their
chairs, stepping lightly.

Rﬂullg;', 1t was not necessary to step
Iiﬁhtij’ to avoid waking Billy Buonter
when he was once safely in the embrace
of Morpheus. But they were not taking
risks. On their own, they weore prepared
to tolerate the troublesomne fat Owli, but
they mgreed that it was not ericket to
land him on Mr. Frule.

S0, like the Arabs who folded their
tents, the Famous IMive of Groyiriars
stole silently away.

The steps of tha veranda erenlied as
thoy went down. But that sound did pot
disturh Billy Bunter. Bob Cherry
loolked bacl, with a prinning face, from
the top slep. Bunier, g:ast aszleep,
snored,

“Safe a3 houzes!™ said Bob, as he
followed his comradez; and, with a
chuckle, they walked down the path
through the coffee fields, to the Rexo.

wenty minutes had eclapsed when

they joined Mr. Frulo en the desembar-
cadoure. But, as they had cxpected, a

od twenty minuctes remained before
tho batalos was ready fo start. Hours
count for little in Braril, and minutes
for nothing. .

Waiting on the timber landing stage,
the juniors glanced back at Boa Vista,
half-expecting to see a fab figure come
rolling in pursuit. Buat Bunter, once
asleep, stayed asleep. The bateloa was
ready at last, and the Famous Five went
on board—erowding at the stern under
the awning so thoughtfully provided by
Mr. Frulo,

The twa negro oarsmen were forward,
halb-hidden by  stacked cargo.  BMe
Frulo sat on a thwart, shaded by his
immense hat, snd smoked o black cigar,
and his coppery face shone with good-
hiumonr and perspiration.

“MThe fat one, he did not go to come {7
asked Mr. Frule. * Bom!”

And the bataloa pushed off, and relled
down the sluggish current of the Rexo.

Until the white walls of Boa Vista dis-
sppeared across the coffec fields, the
juniors looked back, but they saw
nothing of Bunter. Bunter's snore was
still rousing the echoes of the fazenda.
It was prﬂgabla that the fat Owl would
ptlit in two or three hours at the nasal
S0

No doubt Bunter would have done so,
if his old enemies, the mosgquitocs, hxd
left him alone. PBut some of those dis-
agrecable insects discovered him, and
procecded to give him attention.

Whereupon Billy Bunter wolke.

He swatted mosquitoes and blinked
round him for the other fellows. Vacant
chairs met his blink.

“ RBeasts 1" gasped Bunter.

He bounded up .

His inelination was to po to sleep again.
Seldom did Billy Bunter resist his in-
elination. But this tirne he did, Thows
unspeakable beasts had left him behind.
Bunter was not going to be left behind.

Snorting with wrath, he rolled across

to the steps and bundled down, With
an unaccustomed speed, he out down the
path to the landing stage on the Rexo.

The bataloa was gone. Bunter had
scen it there in the morning, in the pro-
cess of loading., Now it was gone. They
had started.

Heo blinked down the river with an
infuriated blink. The bataloa was not
in sight. It had, as a matter of fact,
been pone nearly an hour,

Bunter breathed wrath,

There were several cances tied up
to the landing dplace. Bunter was aware
that & loaded bataloa travelled wvery
glowly, and that s cance could travel
very quickly if 8 fellow knew how to
handle a paddle. Hiz mind was quickly
made up. The bataloa conld not be very
far abead, and he eould picture the
faccs of the beasts when he overlook
them in a canoe |

One of the cances had a double-bladed
paddle lying in it. Bunter rolled into
the cance, picked up the paddle, shoved
off, and started down the Rexo in pur-
siit. Tt was hob, and paddling was work
—-and Bunter hated work! Bub he was
cansoled by the thought of the expres-
sion on five faces when he shonld comn
whiﬂ:ing up behind the bataloa.

But the fot junior was soon saved the
trouble of paddling.

He had scen Indians and negroes
paddling on the Rexo, and had not the
slightest doubt that he could do it better
than Indians or niggers. But therc
seemad to be someathing in it that Duater
had not mestered. The cance zigzagged
into the middle of the Rexo, and then
the paddle—Bunter never knew how—
slipped from his fat hands and elid ong
of his reach.

“Oh lor' 1" gasped Bunter, §

There was no other paddle in the
eanoe, The current bore 1t onward.
Bunter sat in if, in a state of dismay,
and blinked a% the banks gliding by.

(Continued on page 16.)
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THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter and the Redskin!

i5 EL lox® [ said Billy Bunter.
0 oa Vista dropped out of

zight astern. Tho canoe

drifted slowly down-stream at
the rate of the slugpsh curront of the
Bexo. Bunter realised that, at this vate
of pningruaa, he would never overtake the
bataloa.

Slowly a3 the bataloa travelled, it
went faster than the euvrent, with fwo
brawny blacks pulling, Whether it was
near or far, Bunter did not know, but
it waz cortain that, wherever it was, 1k
was drawing farther and ferther away
from the fat pursuer.

It did not take Bunter long to make
up hiz mind te gbandon the pursuil.
Ont of ¢ight of the fazenda, he was only
anxiouz fo got ashore, and fo got back.
But getting achore soon proved as difli-
cult a matter as overtaking the batnloa.

The cance was in midstream, It
remained there, drifting. Every now
and hen some eddy drove it towards
the bank, and Bunter watched for o
chance of catching at & bush or a
Lranch, Bub overy time it wlisked away
again inte the middle of the stream, and
drifted onward,

“QOh g¢rikey I'" groancd Buntor,

It began to look as if he would have
to follow the bataloa all the way fto
Verde, whothor he wanted to or net.

But thirty miles nt his present vate of
progress seemed likely o land him
thero in tho middle of the night, if not
next morning. DBunter was nob J]l}ﬂli]l]g
for a night out.

Ho had to get ashore somchow. Al
ready the sun was zinking in the wost,
elowmg red and gold belind the sunumt
of the Mantanha rin. Bat, at last, the
fab junioy saw his chance.

Abead of him, a vast mass of branches
seemed to block the whole river. As hin
drew slowly nearver, Bunler saw that it
was an sbrupt curve of the Rexo, rofl-
ing round a jutting ltopgue of land. On
tlie extremity of that spit grew a vast
tree—ona of the giants of the South
Amcrican forests. It wasz n coiba, well
over & hundred feet high, with enormoni=
branches that jntted out on all sides
and, on the side towards the rniver,
alinost epanned the water, Billy Bunley
wntf!md it hopefully asz e deifted down
to it.

The canoe waz goipzr to drift under
the Lranclhez. One of them hung low;
low -s:-nnuHT! for n follow to cateh held,
by standing up in tho eanoe, Under
fhe slm:*f\u]'unﬁI Lranch, the water shal-
Towed to the bandk ridges of yellow mudl
showing throush it horo and theve,

Billy Bantor watched and waited. It
looled eazy cnough to grab hold of that
massive branch as hwe passed under it
and hang on.

Then it would be cazy to clamber on
the branch, erawl alonpg it, and get to
firm ground, Luckily, it was on le
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Ricnazos Lnree landed, 1
e inve fo walk back to Boa Vista,

* andd as the canoo ub last drifted

THE MAGNET

the river as the fazenda.
the fat junior would only

gatne slde of

BBt hiz fat heart beat unpleasantly as
the cance drifted nearer and nearor to
Ll ricat tree.

Thore was no help for it, however:
under
the drooping branch, Bunter stood up
awd clatohed. ) ]

The canoe rocked wildly under him as
fre did so. DBut his fat bands clesed on
e branch, which was within easy
reach.

Under his whisking feet the canco
rocleed away, and drifted on down the
Lexo. Eoeneath him now was water and
mud, especinlly mud.

“Uerrgh 1 gasped Buntey,

Ho had & safe hold on the branch.
But 1t was not zo casy as I had sup-
poscd to elamber up on 16

Most fellows would have done so
casily enough, but Billy Bunter had an
unusual amount of weight to Lift,

Clutching desperately, he stru.g%lcd
and scrambled, tinsping and purgling
wildly for breath. If he dropped, it
meant going zshoulder decp in oczy mud
and water and scrambling ashore in a
horrid state. Desperately he strove, and
at last—at lnng ast—he got his arms
u;_‘n:*y the bough and struggled on top
of 1k,

“ Dooogh ! panted Bonter,

Ho lay on the thick branch for soveral
nminutes, fettm back his breath. Thoen
he started crawling elong it towards the
paront trunk.

That was easier work.

He drew nearer and ncarer to the
huge trunk, from which numberless
branohez jutied over and round him.
Beneath lum the water shallowed maore
and more. closer to the banlk, &1l it
gave way entirely to a streteh of yellow

mud.

Suddenly Bunter stopped crawling.

He heard a rustling sound in the
thickets tangled at the back of the big
ceiba. Bomething was stirring there.

Thought= of jaguars, alligaters, and
of O Lobo rushed into the ?&t junior's
mind, Bomething was there, stizring.
What was it? Who was it?

DBunter, bhinkine in terror from the
branch, saw a great mass of llianas stir-
ring. He saw & dark hand emerge from
thoe ercepers, parting them to give place
to tle mnan s yet unseen.

e blinked at thot dark hand
terror.

The lianas perted wider, and o face
looked through—a red-bronze face, with
strange cireles cut on the cheeklbones—
the face of an Indian. The sharp black
cyes glared abt Bunier in aslonishiment.
But to tho terrified fab Owl it was &
glare of ferocity.

e gave a yelp of horror, and slipped
olf the branch.

Splash !

e 'ﬂm

Tho mud o%f that point was about a
foot deep, It would have reached to
Bunler’s fat knees had he stood in ik
Unfortunately, he sat 1n it

Liguid mwd surged and
round him.

The Indian, staring at him in great
gstonishment, pushed through the
thickets and stepped into the shallows,
gras;})ing at Bunter.

“Yaroooh ! howled Bunter, “JI—I
gay, keep off I I =ay, vou beast, you
lenime alonsl I won't be zealped!
Yaroooool 17

Unheeding, the Indian grazped the fat
Owl's collar and jerked him to his feet.
Ho drew him out of the mud, through
the thickets, into an open space on the
landward sido of the ceiba,

Bunter struggled snd  kicked and
howled as he was dragged. When the

in

[
i

splashed

Redman released him, he squatied on
the grass, roaring. ;

“QOwl_ DMerey ! Go away! Yarocooh |
Ielp! Oh lor' I ]

“{@ue ha?” exclaimed the Indian.

“Yow-ow-whoop! Gerroff | Beast )
Help 1

“Que ha?” repeated the Redman.

It downed on Billy Bunter that the
Indian was speaking in Portuguese. It
dawned on him, fuvther, that the red-
bronze face exprested, not ferocity, but
uiter astonishment, with & trace of
amuzement.  And he remembered that
Jim Valentine had told him that there
were no “wild ? Indians within some
hundreds of tniles of Boa Vista,

He realised that he was not d:.;ﬂing io
be slain and sealped. The Indian was
making reassuring gesturcs.

“Chico I he said, tapping his chest
to indicate that he was giving his own
name. “Chico o cacador ! Muito bem i
Entende vossa merce ¥

“Oh 1™ gasped Bunicr. ;

Hec had not seen the Indian before,
but he had heard the juniors speak of
the Caraya hunter whe had been dis-

atched to hunt for O Lobo, If this

wdian was Chico, the fat junior evi-
dently had nuthinpi‘ to fear. It was a
frienjl;,r hand that had dragged himn out
of the mud of the Rexo—not the grip
of & ferocious Redskin about to Hourish
a scalping-knife. :

“0Oh 1" gasped Bunter. *Chico ¥

“&im, sum. Chico I” said the Cararxa,
with a grin that wrinkled the circles
cut on his cheekbones, and made them
look more than ever like eyes.

“Oh, all right!” stuttered Bunter.
Ho staggered {o his feet, Chico was a
friend, not & foe. And now that he
understood it, Bonder was glad he had
fallen in with him., *“T say, thanks for
pulling mo out of that ﬁ!.l:l:lj-' mud| 1
say, I want to get back to the house 1”

‘gue uwer vossa meree !

“QOh, of course, you don't underatand
English I” grunted Bunter. “None of
the silly idiots in this silly ecountry seem
to understand plain Enghsh! Lot of
silly fools, if you ask me I’

“Wao entendo 1 said Chico.

“Boa Vista 1* said Bunter.
want to get back to Boa Visia!
that, blow youf”

The Indian's face lighted with com-

rechension. He did not understand the
En lish—which, perhaps, was just as
well—but the name of the fazenda was,
of course, familiar to him, Ilo under-
stood what Bunter wanted,

“Boa Vista—sim 1" he zaid. “ Venha 1”

Bunter knew that *“venha ™ meant
“eome.” Chico led the way through the
thick and tangled forest, and the fat
Owl] rolled after him. Chico stopped in
a narrow track that wound away amﬂnﬁ
tho trees, It was o forest path, thoug
eo faintly marked that Bunter would not
have recognised it as 2 path had not
the Caraya pointed it out to him,

“Por aqui,™ sald Chico, pointing.
“Em linha diveita.”

Bunter did not know that Chico was
saying: “This way!l Straight ont”
But %‘kﬁ Indian’s gesture was cnongl.
Thaukful to find that he was on a path
leading back to the fazenda, the fat
junior rolled on his way Chico stoed

azing after him till Bunter disappeared

rom sight. .

Then the Indian returned to the
thicket by the bank of the Rexo, where
he stopped, his eyes fixed on faint
marks that showsad in the earth. :

It was a footprint, thowgh so faint
that it would have been vistble only to
an Indian’s keen eyea.

Chigo had been picking up a trail
when Bunter's disaster in the canoe had
drawn his attention fo the fat junior.

“Bee? 1
(ot



Now, having disposed of Bunter, the
Indiap had returned to his task.

His dark eyes were glinting as he
soanned that faint irack: but suddenly
he stiffened, like an animal at the tread
of the hunter, and leaped up. Bft if
he had heard a sound of alarm; it was
too late; for even as the Caraya leaped
to hisg fmt. an iron ball shot through
the sir, a rope curled round the Red-
ekin, and he was dragged over, with a
etunning shock, to the ground—caught
in the “bola ¥ fung by the hand of the
man he was bunting—0O Lobo, the “Wolf
of Brazil.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Tables Turned !

il ILLY assi” growled  Billy

5 Bunter.

He came to a halt.

He blinked round him
through this big spectacles with an
angry, anxious, and uneasy blink.

*Fathead I hissed Bunter. *“ Block-
head "

He was not, a3 might have been sup-
Emed addressing those compliments to

imseld, They were addressed te the
Caraya who had set him on his way.

Bunter had already lost his way. In
that Brazilian forest that hot afterncon
there certainly was a fathead. But his
name was not Chico; his name was
William George BEunter |

True, tha track through the tropical
forest was very dimly marked. To
Chico cr any other Indian it wae &3
EHE,F to read as an open boak-—easier,
in fact, for of books the cacador knew
nothing. To the white man's eye it was
oot 0 easy; end Bunter was afflicted
with limited vision, a&nd still more
limited intelligence.

For a time Billy DBunter tramped
hopefully on. The path, narrow and
winding, passed between greab trees,
hung with llianas and Spamards’ beard,
and the visibility was never more than
8 few yards. Bunter dragged down
ereepers, smashed twigs, and feit o tradl
behind him that a blind man might
have followed. But the path ahead of
him was a different proposition. Halt-
mg at last, he hlinked round him in
despair,

Whether he was a mile, or two or
threc miles from the fazenda, he had
no idea. Whether he had missed the
forest path he could not he sure. But
if he had not missed it, it was no longer
plain enough for his eves or his spec-
tacles to read. He blinked about him
m vain, and wondered dismally which
of & dozen different openings among the
great trunks he should take.

" Idiot 1" hissed Punter.

That ass, that fathead, that blockhead,
that idiot of an Indian had told him
this was the way home! For all Bunter
knew he might already have turned his
baek on Boa Vista, and might be hend-
ing for the valley of the Amazon, or
for Bolimia, or Parsguay.

Over the forest the sun sloped west-
nard. Shadows were decpening, though
the heat wos still intense. Flies of all

gorts and sizes were innumerable, dia-
Ehymg their waual fondness for
unter's fat, i:-e-rspirin face.
The fat Owl groa
_Geing on seemed a hopelesa proposi-
tion, oing back did not seern much
easier for he had forgotten the way

he had come. If he could only get in
touch with that as: and fathead of an
Indian sgsin he would jolly well make
him guide him to the fazenda. But
could he?

Bunter’s luck was in. Turning back,
to sea if he could discover his own
route, he spofted torn creepers, and
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trampled grasses and ferns—unmistak-
sble signs of hiz own passage. ;

With a pasp of relief he started on
the back-trail.

It scemed to him that he had becn
panting for hours and hours through
that saffocating forest, but his watch
told him that 1t was not more than a
guarter of an hour since he had parted
with Chico.

He was finding the way back fairly
easily. Obviously, he could not have
covercd nruch distance.

If only that aes, that fathead, of an
Indian was still there, it would be all
right. At any rate. he would sight the
viver again, and once he sighted that
mvaluable guide he would not lose it
to sight. Booner or later a canoce or a
bataloa would be hound te pass, and
he would get a lilt back to Boa Vista
for a handful of mileeis, even if he
failed to find Chica.,.

Hot and tired, and in a fearfully
bad temper, Billy Bunter rvetraced his
steps, stopping every now and then to
blink round for traces of his own pas-
sage, and maks sgure that he was not

i7

wandering. Luckily, those traces were
ample.

rough 8 shit in the thick grecnovvy
he suddenly had a gleam of light, and
know that 1t was & ghimpse of tho Rexo,
rolling in the sunset,

He lost sight of it again as hos
trudged cn; buok that glimpse of Lin
river was encouraging. Hec knew thaf
he was close now fto the spot where he
had parted from Chico.

Suddenly the fat junior came to 2
halt, with a quick thump of the hearr
A sound came to his ears irom the diree-
tion of the river, through the thick
wood., Tt was a langh.

A laugh, generally, would have becn
a reassuring sound. But the laugh thet
Bunter heard was so hideous that it senk
a cold chill through him. It might
have heon tho lasgh of a hyena, =0
horrible did it sound to his fat eavs
But he know that it came from a human
throat.

It did not come from Chico, he know
that. The Indian did not look like &
man who laughed much, neither was
ha likely to ubter that sound, full of

(Cantinued on next page.)

(1)
So aristocraiic this iad Is
That I was afraid of rebuke
Because, as [t happens, my dad I3
Not even 2 duke !
No titla we've managed to snaffle,
The lnek seems determined to bafe
Our chance of & prize in a rafe,
For titles are won by a fluke !

(3)

Could I, & poor wreiched non-starfer,

Dars walk up to meet him, and speak ?
For I'm not a Knight of the Garter,

Mot even a Shelk 1
I did, though ! 1 went te his siudy,
And erled : ' Oh, Magnificent Buddy,
I'm Lord Bumbledoodls McMuddie,

The Grand Duke of Foozle and Freak |

78 ®)

faction,

(6}
No chap could act prompier than he did,
The table was ready for tea,
To up-end ¢(he Iot he proceeded,
It landed on me !
Pinned under the fable, and roaring,
I siruggled abont on the flooring,
Whils Paget was calmly restoring
The unbroken crocks (there wera thres).

chanted,

aye,

knowing,

golng ?
Well, well 1

“It's hard graft earning your living w;iliusr
poems,’” 2
thaugh
crat

the highly-connsctad yauth of the Third Forme

He told me to hop It, with vigour,
i Eu: 1 hliut ﬂiamﬁrde;ﬂ ﬂla% Il,.
i not well-connec was bigger
k¥t Than this little guy I
i I thought this a state of attrastion,

o} And took off my jacket for acilon. 1
| “* You'll glve me," said I, **satis-

Or I'll give you one in the eye 1™

3)
“ Now It 3-’1:4.'."]!|fr talk calmly,* he

“ With no threats of punehing my

1'll give you whaldver you wantad,
At least, I will iry.
Thers's oot much {o tell you worth

But still, if I must make a showing—
You don™ mean f¢ say thal you're

Who'd have thounghit
it? Good-byse ™

saya the Greyfriars Rhymester, © even
b your subject may be & bloated aristo-
This week he introduces

PERCIVAL SPENCER PAGET,

{2

But Paget has dukes for his eousins,
And marquisses, too, In galore 1

He reckons up viscounts by dozens,
And earls by ihe soore [

Mere barons, to whom he's related,

He looks at with scorm, so It's sfated,

And knights at his table have walted,
While baronets open the door 1

(%)

¢ An aristoerafic young goer,

My famea Is as high az the gkles |
I trace my descent baek to Noah,

I'm glaver and wise [
My trousers could do with some stifches,
But still, I have oodles of riches,
And new for an interview, whish is

The reason I'm telling these lies ! ™

i

{7
Preventing the fea [rom escaping,
By carsfully fielding the
He poured In mpmnuniz‘ which was gaping, |
he whole bally lot
1 gurgled and gonggled and splutiered,
And Paget, without a word utfered,
Then plastered some togst, newly boitered,
Right over my face I Was it bot ?
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sardonic feroeity, if he did laugh. Who
—what was it

Billy Bunter stood listening and
teemblin Ho heard another sound—
the scund of a voice—and recognised
Chico’s, L

The Caraya was spesking in Portu-
guece, of which Bunter undoerstood not
a word. But his tones were of fierce
and intense anger.

The laugh was repeated—that laugh
of savage mockery and fiereo derision.
Bunter vealised with a shock, that it
sounded only a few yards from him.
A preat mass of hanging llisnas
gercencgd him from the spot whero the
unscen man stood who laughed that
herrible laugh, :

With a chill of terror running through
hig fat lunbs, the Owl of Greyiriars
hlinked threugh a elit in the thichk
lionas aod “saw  what was  passing
beyond. .

Chico, the Indian hunter, lay in the
herbage, with o long, sinuous cord
wound round snd round him, binding
arms and legz so that he could nof stir
a limb,

It was the cord of o “bola ¥ that was
bound on ihe Indian. Bunter could
see an ivon ball at both ends of ik

The bunter wes a helpless prisoner,
But there wes no fear in the Indian’s
red-bronze face. iz snarfing lips,
Zritting tceth, and burning black cyes
cxpressed only hate as he stared at the
man who stood over him. :
~ Billy Bupter felt his fat brain almost
awim a3 Iﬂﬁ gaw who that man was.
Only the sereen of llisnas hid him from
the ficree eyez of O Lobo |

He stood stock still.  Two or three
mozquitocs settled on his fat face, o
tree spider dropped on his neck. Dunter
did not heed them; ho did not cven
Luow they wero there. Petrified with
terror, Lo blinked through the slit in
tho llianas ot the Wolf of Brazil, The
bandit was nok ten feet awny from him.

It was O Lobo who laughed; and now
he lsughed spain, as the Indian
stopped, breathless, after an sugry out-
burst of Heree words. The ferocity in
the Landit’s ¢vil face wes blood-curdling
i sce.

It was several days sineo Potor Valen.
tine had set the cacedor on tho trail
of the Rexo bandit. Evidently O Lobo
had becoine awere of the pursuit, and
had, in hus tuvn, hunted the hunter !

And it was the Wolf who had been
suceessinl. Caught by the wlirling
balls of the bola, and fung to the cartl,
tho Caraya had fallen a helpless vietim
to the bandit.  Now, with the cord
knotted about him with a nwuwber of
knots, the hunter lay helpless—et the
bandit’s wercy. That O Lobo did not
inter) v spare himn was only too plain
from his ferocious look, But he did
not touch the knife in his belk

For a long minute tho bandit slood
staring down at his captured cnemy,
while Bunter blinked in horror through
the thick llianas.

Ther: O Lobo amn;imd and grasped the
bound man by the shoulders.

He dragiged him away through the
herbage and trailing vines in the dirce
tion of the water, which murmured
cloze at hand. ; :

Burter did not move, but his terrified
eves followed the baudit's movementis.
Neanr the great ceibs, on which Bunter
had scrambled, the bandit left lus
vigtimm Iying, his feet sunk in mud, &t
the water's margin, Then he fastened
a loose end of the ropo to the frec.

Chico was not speaking new. The
fust of rage had passed, and his bronze
aee wos exprossionless, Standing over
Tae Masser Lisnany,—No, 1,465,
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him, O Lobo spoke in Portugucses, and
the hissing voice reached Bunter's ears,
1Ie could not understand the words, but
ho knew that the brave was taunting
his victim For a full minute O Leobo
taunted; the Indian’s still face ox-
pressed nothing

Then the brave snapped off a branch
fromn a tree and stepped farther out
into the muddy shallows. To Bunter’s
umazement, he began stirring  and
thrusting m the muad.

What he was doing was 2 mystery to
Bunter. It seemed to him that the
bandit had caken leave of his senses.

Tien suddenly he saw something riso
from the mud. I was & hideous, scaly
head, with little eyes tha} glinted.
1t was the head of an alligator. Bunter
heard 'the snap of the jaws as the river
reptile snapped at O Lobo, who jumped
back, easily escapmg.

The Lrute lumbered after him, wal-
fowing in the mud. With a Nthe
spring, O Lobo leaped back to the spot
where the Carsya lay bound.

Grinning down at the Caraya, with a
flash of white teeth through his black
Leard. he pointed to the alligator, now
crowling up the muddy bank.

"T'he Iu{?ian lifted his head, and
Bunter saw the firmness in his bronze
face waver for o second. Then it was
cxpressionless again O Lobo lavughed—
the horrible laugh that had already set
Bunter’s nerves on ed tepped WY,
and plunged nto the forest. The lhanas
that hid Billy Bunter swaved and
rustled as the Landit brushed by,
passing within six or seven feet of the
petrified Owl of the Remove, and dis-
appearing into the forest.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
From the Jaws of Death !

ILLY DUNTER did not stir.
Motionless, with the sweal
ronning downe hiz fat face, bie
siood, hardly able to breathe,
while the bandit's footsteps died away
in the forvest and the rustle of his move-
ments faded away into silence.
Lo wag gone.

Tor a long minute Bunler stood there
nz if mt:igud. turned to stone, after
there was silence,

He hardly dared peer through the
Hianas again. He knew only too well
witat he would Eﬂﬂ—thﬂllnaiﬂn lying
bound in ¢he mud at the river's margin,
the smout of an alligator nosing towards
lns prey.

That was the vengeance of the hunted
bendit on the man whoe had hunted him,

Buunter blinked at the Indian and saw
two great deops roll down the bronzed
face, Ohico hound as he was, waa
able to raise his head and watch his
creeping enemny, snd oven the hardy
Indian’s iron nerve was scarcely proof
under the ordeal The alligator, de-
liberately disturbed and attracted to
the spot by tho bandit, was crawling
slowly through the mud in the direc-
tion of the bound Indian, The hideous
Lrute did not seom hurried: every now
and then it stopped, as if in doubt. But
at every movement it approached ncaror
to the man who lay bound and helpless,
watehing him with glassy oyes of
liorrov.

Buntey's teeth chattered.

Nothing could save the Caraya. It
mnght be a matter of minvtes before the
alligator reached him—of a fow
minutes, or many minutes—but the end
waz inevitable; the huge jaws would
genap on hun at last. Bunter could .ce
that the Caraya was straining his
sirength to brenk his bonds—in vainl
0 Iobo had done his work too
thoroughly for his victim fo have

the remotest chance of breaking loose.
His doomn was fixed. The ruthless
bandit had left him to a torture of
suspense . 1ill the inevitable end came.
 The alligator was crawling slowly, but
it was quite possible that when it
realised that its prey was helpless a
rush would come. Bunter knew it, as
he watched, with distended eyes, behind
his spectacles. .

The mere sight of the alligator
frightencd the fat junior almost out of
his wits. Tho impuolse to take to his
heels, to dash away out of all possible

reach of those fearful jaws, was almost

irresistible  But, somehow — Bunter
never know how——he resisted that
almost irresistible impulse.

What would one of the other fellows
have done in Dunter's place? Only too
well Bunter knew what they would have
donc—at any risk, at any cost, they
would have made an attempt to save
the Carayva from the terrible fate that
threatened him. But the thought of ap-

roaching ncarer than he was to those
carful jaws, made Billy Buntor's blood
rumn c-nlti,

What could he do?

The alligator’s snout, nosing through
the Auid mud, was herdly a dozon fcet
from the bound Indian. %‘hﬂ bruto had
soen its proy—the red eyes gleamed at
the Carava. DBut, unlesa it made s
sudden rush, there was still time to help
Chico.

It was hot in tho tropical forest=—=but
Bunter felt cold. His teeth chattered.
Hardly aware of what he was doing,
he groped in his pocket, and found
himself opening his pocket-kuife, It
was & subconscious action, for Bunter
had not made up his mind fo act—
indeed, his mind was made up to no
nearcr the alligator’s teeth than he was
at present. But—

Bunter was afraid—hervibly afraid.
But there was some spark of British
pluck hidden somewhers under Billy
Bunter's layers cf fat. Scared out of
his fat wits, hardly daring to look at
the danger before him, he knew, all tho
same, that he could not furn his back
and leave & man to that awful death.
Whatever happened, he could not,

He could not=—and he did not1 Bome-
how, Billy Bunter screwed lns courage

% to the sticking-point—and 1t stuck !
ith the aopen knife in his right hand,
he parted the thick llianas with his left,

and shoved through.

The faint sound he made caught the
sharp esrs of the Indian.

Chico's lifted head twisted to look
round, the black eycs burning with
hate; his look showing that he expected
to seo O Lobo again, coming back to
gloat over his vengeance.

That look changed to one of blank
astonishment ot the sight of Bunter.

The fat junjor stumbled towards him.

His podgy legs bent under him. His
foot crught in a trailing creeper, and
hoe fell—and scrambled up egain, and
ran desperately towards the Indian,
squealing with terror as he ran.

“Senhor [¥ panted Chico. “Oh,
senhor 1

There was a splash in the mud. The
alligator wns moving more quickly.
Bunter dared not look in its direction.

Almost blindly he hacked at the coxrd
that fastened the Indian to tho tree on
the bank. It parted under frantic
hacks.

To release the Caraya from the cord
which was wound and knotted round
him was impossible—it would have
taken too much time., The surging and
splashing in the mud was too terribly
close.

Bunter grasped the Caraya, getting a



hold on the knotted cords that bound
him, and dragged. _

Fear, which iz said to lend wings,
lent Billy Bunter strength,

The Caraya was not a heavy man, but
he was not a iighbweight. At any
other timo Bunter could mnever have
dragged him along. Now, tugging
despembelglr, frantically, madly, he
dragged Caraya headlong thmugi'l the
r:lin?;mg mud—out of the mud, and on
to the dry bank.

Behind him as he dragged and tugged
and wrenched he heard a sound of
wallowing. The alligator was behind
him with open jaws.

Whether he was yards behind, or only
inches, Bunter did not know, and could
not know. But in those fearful
momenis it scemed to him  that the
hideous snout was touching him—that
the jaws were closing on him, the fear-
ful rows of teeth rending flesh and
bone., Yet he did not let go the helpless
Caraya.

Frantically, he dragged at the bound
A, drs.ggmg him on and on. They
rustled and erashed through the Hianas
from behind which Bunter had watched.
. There, utterly exhausted, the fat
}unipr pitched over, sprawling over the
ndian’s legs.

Ha zat up dizzily.

There was a sound of splashing and
wallowing For a second it gave Bunter
o shock of terror. Then he realised
that it meant that the alligator was still
in the mud. The brute had not erawled
on the dry land. Dizappoionted of its
pray, it was wallowing back to the
river.

“Doocoogh 1”7 gurpled Bunter.

He¢ sat with 2 spinning brain. Ha
could not have moved if the alligator’s

enout had come nozing through the
llianaa. i
But the alligator was gone. The

wallowing and splashing died away on
the river,

Bunter gasped and gasped for breath,
The Indian lay in the grass, his head
half-lifted, gazing at him, & strange ex-
pression on the bronze face,  Bunter
came to himself, and groped for his
knife.

He found it in his pocket, though he
was quite unconscious of having placed
it thera. Mechanically, he began to
saw at the cord on the Indian’s limbs.
Not & sound or a word came from tha
Indian as the OwlPs clumsy, shaking
hand sawed brenze skin as well as
knofted rope. _

Once the rope was cut throngh Chico
was able to unloosen the coils, and he
ghook himself frec. He rose to his feet
and gave Bunter o hand up.

The fat Owl blinked at him dazedly
through his spectacles. Then he gave
a faint sguesk and piiched over in a
dead faint. The Caraya’s strong arm
caught him as he fell

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Bunter All Over!

1M VALENTINE stared.

The boy planter was standing
among the rows of coffee-shrubs,
dirceting 8 number of Italian

labourers occupied in weeding—a neces-
sary and incessant  business on o
fazenda, where the jungle, driven from
the clearings, creeps back as fast as 1t
can.

Jim forgot the business in hand, how-
aver, os he stared at the figure emerging
from the forest in the distance—Chico
the Carava, bent almost double under
the weight of & heavy burden.

I by lli’b'hat the dickens—" he ojacu-
atod,

EVERY SATURDAY

Ho out across the fazenda by the
nearcst path, to meet the Carays ns
he came. Chico, strong man as he was,
was feeling the strain of his burden—
Billy Bunter was no light weight.

Thoe Owl of the Remove was quite un-
conseious, his eves closed behind  his
spectacles. The Caraya, bending for-
ward, carricd him like a sack of Brazil
Tiuts,

Jim came panting up.

“What has happened ¥ he exclaimed,
“Qhue ha

Without waiting for an answer, how-
ever, he gased the Indian of his burden,
and they carried the insensible Owl
between them to the hounse.

Chico panted for breath, and the
perspiration ran down his bronze face as
Bunter was borne up the steps of the
veranda. He had carried the fat
juntor three miles on his back, and ho
was almost at the end of his tether.

Bunter gave a faint prunt as he was
carried into his room and placed on s
bod. It was the first =ign of returning
consclousness. Jim Valentine pazed at
him,; mystified and puzzled. Billy Bun-
ter had been playing the part of an
invalid, but it looked now as if ho really
F.-ns. tll. It was clear that he was In &
nint.

Jim bhathed the fat forchead with cold
water, and the Owl's eyes opened,
blinking.

“Urrrggh ! grunted Bunter. :

“All right, old chap!" said Jim
spothingly.

" Where's my spees? )

Jim had taken off the fat junior's big
spectacles to bathe his face. DBunter
groped for them.

"iﬁerg they are, old fellow—safe snd
sound I :

“Took here, wharrer you Pml:hﬂd my
spees for, vou silly ass?¥ Wharrer you
mopping water over me for ¥ grumbled
Bunter. Then suddenly recollection re-
turned, and he gave o shrill squenk.
“Ow! Oh erikey ! Keep it off 1”7

“Keop whet off——"

“Qw! Helpl The alligatori” yelled
Bunter. “0Oh lor' ! Helpi”

He struggled to rise from tho bed,
blinking wildly at Jim's astonished face,
and then fell back, unconscious again.

“What the Ldiciu:ns_ can_ have hap-
pened 27 exclaimed Jim Valentine, 1n

uzzled wonder. Ho could see that
Eunter had been frightened by an
alligator, which was net, of course,

19

when the Indjan, in concise words, told
him what had happened.

He stared blankly at Chico as he
listened.

It wes diflicult to believe that Billy

Bunter had &acted s the Coaraya
described. But it wes impossibla to
doubt it. The fat funk of tha Remova

had saved the Carava’s life—saved him
from & fearful death, at the risk of
falling himzélf into the jaws of tho
elligator.

Jim listened Hke a fellow in a dream.

Whea the Indian had told his story
he departed quetly, and Jim went back
to Bunter's room. There was quite a
curious expression on his face as he
stood looking st the fat junior.

Bunter's eyes opened again. He lay
for some moments, blinking; and then
gave o sudden start and stared round
him, with lifted head, hiz fot faca full
of terror.

Jim touched him on the shoulder
gently.

“It'a all right, old chap!® ho said
softly. * You're home agaio—in bed ab
Boa Vista! Chico brought rou inl
Yon're safe now ™

“Oh1” gasped Bunter. " I—I say, he
nearly got me l”

“I know, old fellow.”

“That fearful brute!”™ Bunter

shuddered. “Oh dear!l I—I eay, it—it
was awful, you know! His jaws—"
}i’e broke off, trembling from head to
oot.

“8afo as houses now " said Jim ro-
assuringly,.  “Don’ think of it, old
'iscan. ‘-l:ﬁl'l'ﬂ ]ailkrigliﬂli_: nﬁ;:-;, and you'vo

1::?%‘:.?;'{: ¥ plucky thing

“You've made no end of a friend in
Chico,” said Jim, with & smile. “Ho
thinks you're the pluckiest kid ho's ever
heard of.”

“DOh ¥ gasped Bunter.

He lay silent for a few minutes, The
recallection of what he had been through
made him shudder and tremble. But
he realised that he was safe now, that
the danger was over and done with;
and slow 5 he pulled himself together,

: “How did I get here?™” he asked at
ash.

“Chico carried you in on his back.”

“1 don't remember,” said Bunter,
Iinking &t him doubtfully.

“¥You fainted, old chap.”

“I didn't!” =aid Bunter positively,

(Continued an nexd prrge.)

surprizing; Bunter
was a fellow to bea
frightened by a
Eampu& rablut. But
e had suffered no
harm, o far
Jim could see.
“Funk, I sup-
posal? coneluded
Jim, ]
Leaving Bunter 1n
hed, he went hack
to the veranda,
where the Indian
was waiting, Chica
was resbing, squat-
ting on the floor;
but he vose atb once
to his feet ns the
boy planter  came
cut.
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“Don’t be an ass, Valentine! T'm oot
tla fellow to faint, I Lope”

Jim smiled. DBunter, evidently. was
recovering b Ile blinked round lam.
picked up his spectacles, and jammed
them on his fat hittle nose, and gave tho
boy plavier a severg l:iin[’i-

“Look here! Don't you get making
out that I fainted ! he snid. 1 pever
did anything of the kind 1™
. %Al right, old bean.

like ! nssentod Jim.

“ Don't you get lelling the follows that
T fainted, when thoy come back I said
Bunter., “1 didn't, you know ! As if
I'd fainue !

“Not u word " sgreed Jim.,

“What was there to faint for, if you
cotne to that?* arpued Bunter.  # You
gdun't funcy I was frighiened. do you "

Clearly Lie was recovering.

“Well, any fellow might have been
geared a bit, 1n the eircumstances,”™ said
Jitn Valentine. *I'm not s funk, I
Lope, but I shouldn’t have enjoyed it.”

“Very likely,” agreed Bunter. "But
it waz just pie to me”

i Dh I.IJ

“You see, I've got pluck 1" explained
Bunter.

“ I—1 ece 1™

“You remember me at Grexviriars,
vou Lnow,” went on Bunter. “You
werg only there one term, Valentline,
but vou got to know me pretty well
You kpew I was the pluckiest chap in
ilie Remove I

““Oh1? gasped Valentine. Ha cor-
tainly did not remember Billy Buntor as
the pluckiest chap in the Greyfriars
Remove ! Far from that )

8till, there was no doubt that Bunter
had shown pluek on this occasion. All
the more, porbaps, because he had been
chriously scared out of his fat wits by
the danger. Somehow, he had foreed
himself to act courageously, while in a
state of tho bluest funk.

“Think I could loave that chap to be
chewed up by an  allipator?”  said
Buntor. “Some fellows would have—
vou might have, you know.”

“T hope not!™ ssid Valentine,

“Thut's all very well; but 1 fancr
vou wonld have been seared! 3o would
the other fellows! I wass't ™

] ,Dh 1?1"

I never turned a hair 17 eaid Bunter,
“I chouldn't, you know! I'm not the
fellow Lo brag, of course—-"

G 0h 1"

“But pluck’s my long suig ! said
Dunter. “That's how it is 1™

“Oh1* * That's—that's
how it is, 1z 1t

“That's it,” said Bunter. *Don’t vou
gl making out that I fainted! If that
Indian says I fainted, he's a boastly
fibber, I'll jolly well tell him so, too—
at least, I would if I could spesk his
silly languaﬁe. After all I've done for
him, ! Bunter grunted angrily. *1

Just ns you

]J?

gaspaﬂ* Jim.

too .
muzt say it's just like you, Valentine,
to make out that I fainted! You all
over i

Jim breathed rather hard.

“] zay, I'm hungry " said Bunter.

He sat up on the bed.

Bunter's adventure had not affected
his metzt&, it seemod. Ile rolled off
the , and, having eleaned off some of
the mnd he bad gathered on the Rexo,
he rolled out into the veranda. whero
the evening meal was taken.  Peter
Valentine was there, and ho greeted
Bunter with a friendly emile. for once
full of cordiality towards the fat Owl

“My dear boy.” exclaimed Mr. Valen-
ting, “I've heard from Jim what has
happened. ¥You bhave seted wvory
courageously.™

#Yes, rather I" agrecd Bunter.
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Mr, Valentine looked at him. That
i;,_r:'s!wcr scemed to damp his cordiality a
LLEdc,

“Lu-:-[-:!-,' for that Indian that I was
thiere, what? saxd Bunter.

U Yoe, veryM

T mean, lucky it wasn't one of the
gther {ellows!  They wouldn't have
donge what I did.”

“1 think they would, Bunier!” =aid
the planter, with a complete return of
hiz old, dry manner towards the happy
Ol

T hat’'s where vou're mistaken,” said
Bunter eslimly. “They wounldn'tl You
sun, L needed pluck 1”

YOl 1

It was vather a silent meal that even-
i, so far a#s tho planter and his
nephew were  concerned. However,
Billy Bunter talked enough for three.
His topic was W. . Bunter—a topic of
which lie never tired, though perhaps it
palled a little on his hearers.

Buanter wos in high feather., How he
lracd done what ho had doue, the fat
junior hardly koew, 8till, he had done
it: there was no getting out of that
And Buntor was the man to make the
mozt of it—forgetting the ancient pro-
vorLb  ihat  self-praize 13 no  recon-
mendation,

The fat Owl wen$ to bed thot night
it o stato of happy scif-satisfaction. In
the morning his self-satisfaction was, if
poasible, increased. He was, indeed,
alimo:t in danger of bursting with it
He was anxious to sco the bataloa come
back up the river, with the Famous
Five on board, They were going to
hear of Bunter's glory—from Bunter |

In the sunny morning Bunter posted
himsell on the desembarcadouro. to
wateh the river for the returning
juniors. And he grinned with satisfac-
tion when the bataloa eame rolling up
the Rexo, and bumped on the landing-
glope,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Doubting Thomases |
71 SAY, vou fellows [

E “ Hallo, halla, halle1”

Harry Wharton & Co. jumpaed
nshore from the bataloa. The
Tuomon: Five were in choery spirits.

Thev hod enjoyved the trip down the
river; they had helped in unloading the
boat ot Verde, and slept soundly in
hammocks slung in a eolfes barn. The
enine back from the trip merry an
briglit, and were rather surprised to see
Billv Bunter waiting for them on the
landing-stage, grinning all over his fat
face.,

‘They had, as a maiter of fact, rather
forgutten DBunter’s  existence during
thoir abscnice.  Being reminded of him
by the sight of his fat face on the land-
ingr-staga, they hardly expected to sen
him looking =0 bucked. DBunter had
been left behind the previous day, so
thoy would naturally have expected
m-gusiug blinks rather than e happy fat
reif,
¥ Youwve woke up " said Bob Cherry.

“Eht*

“Wa left you asloep, vou know.”

“Ia. ha, hal”

“(h, really, Cherer! I say, wou
fellows, I bet von won't guess what's
Lhappensd while you've been gons
grinned Buntor.

“Has anything happencd?” asked
Frank Nogent,

“Yes, rather! I've becn in fearful
dun%-r:r!” said Bunter ninpressively,

“Tired 7 asked Boh.

“Kh? Nol Whyi"

T mean, vou're not much of »
sprinter,” explained Bob, “and if there

was any danger aronidd, I suppese yau
put in some running®

“The runfulness was probahly
terrific 1" chuckled Iurece Jomset Ram
S.“'lg.hi

Billy Bunter blinked at them.

Ile blinked at them seornfully. Ha
looked them up and down. They gazed
at him. With a fat nose turned up, a
fat lip curling with scorn, Bunter
looked them up and down—with withes-
g scormt, Instead of being withered,
however, by Dunter’s scorn, the eliuns
of the Remove smiled,

“What tho dickens aroe yon making
Elﬂﬁi for, Bumter?” inguired Johnny

ull.

“You silly ass!” pasped Bunter. Ila
wag not making faces, =0 far as hn
knew; he was looking tho beasts up and
down ! It was just hke them to supposc
that he was morely making faces !

“Comoe on!" said Harry Wharton,
and the jun.ora started  aecross  the
desembarcadoure to walk up te Boa
Vista.

Bunter splattered with wrath, Thoey
did not seem to want to hiear what had
happencd.  They did not,  indecd,
hiﬂimm that anything had happened at
all.

“I say, you fellowz ! hovwled Bunter.
“I say, I was going to tell vou how I
saved that Indian from being chewed
up by an allizator—="

“What 1"

Tho Famous Iive halted and stared
at Bunter. He had succeeded, if not
in impressing them, at Jeast in astonich.
ing them.

“¥ou  whatted "  gasped Bub
Cherry

“I'm going to tell vou! snapped
Bunter. " I've been in fearful danger.

The alligator nearly pot me. His jans
suﬂ.]:‘inﬂ just behind me—not fhat 1
cared, you know, I wasn't seared as
you fellows would have been !

“You wouldn't be seared ! grinned
Bob. “Not you! 1 can sce you wallk-
ing right up to on alligator and punch-
ing him tn the ove [

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“1f you fellows cdon't want to bear
what I've denc——" vapped Buuter.

“But we do!" said ITarry, lovghing,
“It sounds oz i i's going to be one of
vour best., Go it !?

“Pile it on " said Nugent.

“ Wob too thick, though 1™ said Johnny
Bull. *You never seem to remcmboer
that there ought to be a limit.”

“ Will you let n fellow speak 1 hooted
Dunter. “After yvou sneaked off s
left ma yesterday, I followed on in o
canoa. 1 lost tho paddle somchow, and
hal to clainber ashore on o tree—?

“That zeunds true!™ remarked Beh.
“That’s the kind of clumsy ass you are,
oli man! Is that all{'

“No, it isn't, vou beast! What I
mean is, I decided not to follow you
after all, and landed—I ecan managn o
canoe all right—I landed simply be-
cause I preferred to walk back., Hees™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“If vou don't believe mo—"

“Well, which are wo¢ to believe—the
first or the sccond- ediliony”’ asked
Harry. “You might tell ws which.”

“Oh, don't be an ass®! Then I came
on that Indian chap, Cheeky—=”

“Cleeky 1™ repeated  Bob. “ 0O,
Chico I
“That's it—Checky ! saidd Dunter,

who appamnﬂﬂ: preferved his own pro-
nunciation. “ That bheast O Lobo tied
him up and
gatﬂr_____ﬂ
¥ 'Wha-a-at ¥
h'" He cleared off before I could handle
im—

left him for an alls-



“Oh crikey - ed Bob Cherry.
“Weara you Eaingg B;F handle him "’

“0f course I was I

“Let's have it clear ™ said TFrank
Nugent. “Who were you going to
handle—0 Lobo, or the Indian, or the
alligator?”’

“Thet beast ILobo, of course! Io
didn't see me—I mean, I dare say he
did see me, but he was jolly careful to
steer clear of me s

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Famous
Five. :
The idea of the ferocious bandib

taking cars to steer clear of Billy
Bunter was rather too much for them.
“¥eou can cackle I” sneered Bunter.
“Vau wounldn't have cackled if you''d
e there! Thero was that Indian
chap, tied up to a tree—bound hand
and foot—there was the alligator,
ecrawling across the mud at him, and
thera was mo—"
“In a blue funk?™ '
“MNo!*” roared Bunter. “Cool as ice!
Rushing forward I—" :
“¥ou seized the alhgator by his tail,
swung him round your head, and threw
him acrosa the river 7" asked Bob.
“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the Co.

“MNo " howled Bunter. “Of course I
couldn’t I
“My hat! Is there something you

couldn’t do?" asked Bob, in surprise.
“Why not make it a pood one while
vou're about it

“Beast! I rushed forward——="

“¥You don't mean backward ¥

“No!” gelled Bunter. “I don'tl I
rushed forward, taking no notice what-
ever of the alligator—""

“I can ses you doing it!" agreed
iob. “ Yon're not the fellow to take
any notice of a trifla like an alligator.”

“Then I cut—"

“That sounds more like 16! If there
was an alligator about, I've no doubt
that you cut!™

“I mean I cut——"

“You needn’t tell us that; we know
vou cut, if thore was any danger.”

‘Ha, ha, ha!t"

“1 cut the Indian loose ! shrieked
Bunter. “Just in time, with his jaws
snapping right at my elbow—"

“What was the Indian snapping his
jaws for?” , 3

“Not the Indian, vou silly idiot—the
alligator. e was snappiag his jaws
right at my elbow—in fact, ho tore off
g bit of my jacket—this wvery jacket
I'm wearing this minute—"

“1 don't sce a bit missing—"

“I—I mean, he nearly tore a bit off
my jackot-——" ) _

“A miss 13 as good &z o mile!"” said
Dob, “Go it

“Then I dragged Cheeky out of
danger, with the alligator after me,
snapping his jaws just behind me, like
~—liko—like billy-gh!”

“That o't ail, is it7" asked Bob, as
Bunter paused.

“Yes, you beast—isn't that enough?”
snorted DBunter

“(Oh, gquite; but I had expected some-
thing more! Ihdn't you pick up the
Indian with your left hand, and knock
t-]_::-n::J allipator head over hecls with your
right ¥

%N-}!" howled Bunter.

“Well, you might have, while you
wero about it! fean to say you laet
that alligator get away alive? asked
Bob. " That waa rather careless™

“ Look here, you beast—"

"Noxt time you spin this yarnm, old
chap, put & bit more kick into it'" sug-
gosted Bob., “Why, 1 could do better
niyself though I haven't had anything
like your practice at fibhing. Suppose

(Uontinued on next page.)
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ERE weo arc sgain, chums, with
another bumper issue of your
jolly old favourite. Of course,
you've geen this weelt's sot of

magic picturea ' Exceptionally good,
aren’t thoy ' And you'll say tiﬂ same
about next week's free magic pictures.
If you have missed sany of our previous
issues, you omn still obtain them by
writing to our Back Number Dept., Bear
Alley, Farringdon 3treet, E.C.4, anclosing
the cost of issues required plus the postagpa,

ROM R. F. F., a readoer living at
E Richrond, Surrey, comes a guery
regarding

THE LIGHTING OF LIGHTHOUSES.

Ee wanta to know if acetylene gag is uged
in lighthouses, Yea. tactically every
known method of lighting is employved in
lighthouses., Electrie light is useufin SO,
but the majority use oil, although agety-
lene has an  successfully employed.
Acetylene is largely used for light buoys,
whirh are charged up about every three
or four months, the charge being sufficient
to keep them provided with light for that
time. When examined by the spectro-
gcope, acetylene light is found to resemble
sundizht more nearly than, any other
artificial illuminant. Acetylena was dis-
covered in 1862 and brought into ecom-
nteroial use in 1888, Many hig country
houses use acetylens for lighting, and it
ie alzo largely used for dock lighting,
military searchlights, and so on.

Here's a curious, yet perfectly trne,
yarn, You would hardly believe that a
railway engine could wvanish completely
end never Dbe seen again, would you?
It happened onee.

THE VANISHING ENGINE

was builtk by & man who subsegquent!
went mad. Determined fo drive thia
particular enging, he made his way to the
shunting yard where it was kept, threw
the driver and freman out of the cab,
and set the locomative in motion. He
opened it ail out, taking no notice of signale
or stations. The engine came uncoupled
froma the four vans it was drawing, and
tore onwards at terrifie speed. From
that time it was never seen again, although
the dead body of the madman wos found
alongside the line.

Ths engine is presamed fo have plunged
down into a ravine, the bed of which was
dry sand. The railway company spent
thousands of dollars In en endeavour
to find the wvamished engine, but they
never succeeded, Thie happened in Sand
Crook, Amorica, in 1853,

**THE KIDNAPPED HEADMASTER I "

By the way, chums, I cannot lob pasa
thia opportunity of putting you on to
ancther at story. After vou have
read the MaigxzET I'm sure yvou would all
like another long school warn to read.
The one I most strongly recommend is
that which appears in our popular com-
panion paper, the “ Gem.” It i8 =&

2]

e [nvo #.(rrice,
Boys ~ann Giris/

Your Editor is aiways pleased to hear from
his readers. Write to him:
“ Magnet,”
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,
A stamped, addressed envelope will

Editor of the
The Amaigamated Press, Lid,

ensure a reply.

thrilling yarn of sonsational happonin
at 5t. Jim's—the kidonapping of the Hoad,
who is held to remsom by crooks! All
readers will revel in this yarn—as 1 did.
You can read it to-day. Ask for tho
“ Gem,” on sole now, grice 24,

Now for two
RAPID-FIRE REPLIES
to readors’ queries.

How Much Money Is Speni In Clnemas
in & Year? Ower forty million pounda
per vear is paid into cinema box offices,
of which nearly seven million 8 to the
Governmont in Entertainment Tax, Alto.
gether 037 million wvisitsa wero mado tog
the cinema last year by people in this
country !

What Is the Oildest Lighihouse In (hls
Country ? The one at Dovor Castlo,
Kent., [t was built by the Romans to
guide their vessels over the Channel.

THINK 1 have just encugh room
to answer this last query from DBob
Halden, of Greenock. @ has been
puzzled by the expression

** MOUNTAIN TIME,”

and wants to know what it means. It
is the name given to the standard of timo
used in the mountain States of the U.B.A.
and Mexico, and aolso in Connda west
of the 103rd meridion. It is seven hours
glow on Grecnwich timo. No less than
gix different zones of timo are I usos
on the Americon continent. *° Eastern
Time " (Bve hours slow on Greonwich)
i2 ugsed in the Eastern States, ** Central
Time ™ (eix hours slow) in the central
portions, " Mountain Time" in
mountain States, and * Pacifle Time ™
in the Pacific Coast distriet. Then comes
Alasika which gives us two more zones
of time.

Now o word or two sbout next week's
pregramme. Frank Richarde will be well
to the fore with a top-notch yarm of
Harry Wharton & Co. entitled :

“THE GREYFRIARS DIAMOKD-
DIGGERS 1 ™

1 bhave been highly gratified hi," the
number of letters received recently ro-
garding our presont series, and can

ABAUTE that next week's story is of
the waual high standard which you have
learned to expeet from Frank Richards,
Aware of the fact that Jim Valentine's
uncle has found a fortune, O Labo, tho
" Woll,” is desperately determined to
capture one of Jim's guesta from Grey-
frinrs and trade his lfe for tho sccret.
You'll find fun and thrills galore in this
grand yarn.

“* Bupporting this tremendous featuroe '
—as the cinems people say—will be more
stirring chapters of ' The Lost Bquedran 17
a * Greyiriars Herald ¥ supplement cal-

culated to raise rears of laughter
and aoother * loterview ™ in wverse by
the Greyinars Rhymeater. A final word :

—this issue will also ¢ontain moroe stunning
pictures for your magie spectacies !
YoUR EDITOR.
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you seized O Lobo with one hand, and
the alligator with the other, and
kta'ﬂukc& their heads together——"

‘Ha, ha, hal'’

"That would be & bit more thrilling,
and just as trua!” eaid Bob. " But I'd
leave the Imdian out of it, 1f  were
vou! You see somebody might ask the
Indian, and he might mention that it
never happened.”

“But it did happen!” shricked
Bunter. “1 tell you I shaved his wife
=—] mean, saved hiz life—and thon—m?"

“Then you woke up?”

“No, you baast! Then

" Well, if that's the best you can do,
I don't think much of it!” seid Boh,
ehaking his head.

“It's true!” yelled Bunter, almost
frantically. “You beasts! Don’t you
believe me?”

“Believe you!” gasped Bob. *Oh,
my hat! Not gquite!

"The helievefulness is not terrific |
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Come on!” said Johony Baull
“Bunter's dono his funny turn 1"

“1 say, you fellowsg——"

"“a, ha, ha "

Hur:{? Wharton & Co. walked on to
Boa Vista, laughing. Billy Bunter
etood and glared after them, with a
glare that might bave cracked his
spectacles. Ho had not, after all, 1m-
pressed the Famons Five with his tale
of derring-do! Five doubting Thomases
walked off, laughing—leaving Billy
Bunter glaring. speechless with wrath.

L3

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the Brave |

i TRUE |
L YEH’ [JI!
"Look here, Valenting——"

~ “Really and truly, true!”
rald Jim Valentine. He laughed., “1I
know it's a bit of a surprise t”

“A bit!"” repeated Bob Cherry.

*The bitfulness is preposterous I said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh

“"Rot 1™ said Johnny Bull “You
must be an Bss, Valentine, to let Bunter
pull your leg te that extent! You've
forgotten what that fat fibber is like,
since  you've been sway from Grey-
friars.”

“1 had it from Chico,”” said Jim “J
shouldn’t have believed Buster—though
I hardly like te eay so now, as it's
really trua! That awful villain, O
Lobo, got the Indian with a bola, tied
him to & tree by the Rexo, and loft him
for the alligators. Bunter got him out
ﬂf lt-,”

“¥an me ! murmured Bob.

“He did,"” said Jim. " And there was
an slligator right on the spot—Lobo
stirred him up and aumcmﬁ him io
the spot before he cleared. [ gather
that he was in rather a hurry to get
off, after stirring up the allizator. And
Bunter—"'

dohnny Bull rubbed his nose hard.

“Chico tgld you all that?” he asked.

“Yes; before Bunter started blowing
off steam,” Jim grinned.  * Burter's
bound to do = song and dance on the
subject—that’s his way—but it's trye.”

“Weonders will never ceoasel!™ said

Frank Nugent.
_ Jim Valentine, laughing, left them—
in & state of utter wonder. And
wonder was mingled with remorse.
They had laughed at Bunter's story—
taking it for granted that it was “gas ™
from start to finish. And it was trual
The fact that Bunter was ewanking
about it. did not make it lesa true.
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“Well,”" said Bob, “you never know
8 chap till you bnd him out.”

“¥ou never do,” agreed Nugent,

Y Bunter’s got a chunk of pluck in
]_:1:&1 somewhere. Who'd have thought
p |

“Nobody 1®

“I—1 wish now we'd known he was
telling the truth,”” said Bob., * But
how was a fellow to giuess that one?"”

“A fellow couldn't,” said Nugent.

“The pguessfulpess was not the
estecinod  possibility,” declared Hurree
ﬂ an'éset. Ram Bingh, shaking his dusky

ead.

“Blessed if I can quite get it down
now "' said Harry., “8till, Bunter's
done a plocky thing,™

“Well, why shouldn't he?" =aid
Johnny Bull. *Would any fellow have
turned tail, and left a man to
chewed up by an alligator?  PBunter
only did what any fellow ought to
have done.”

“Fellows don't slweys do as they
ought,” said Harry—*" especially
Bunter. And he was telling the truth,
after all.”

“Bragging,” grunted Johany Bull.

“"Well, ves; but 1t was true, and it
was  pretty  decent—especially  for
Bunter.”

“Hallo, hallo, halla! Here ha
comes I'*

Billy Bunter came up the path to the
house.

The Famous Five turned to meet him
a3 ha came, with rather mixed feelings.

Bunter had done s plucky thing. He
rather spoiled the effect by boasting
about 1it. Btill, he had dono it

They really eould not blame them-
selves for not having believed Bunter.
Nohody everr believed DBunter. Still,
ny it turned out, they were zorry they
had laughed at his startling story, and
wera willing to acknowledge the same.

The fat junior gave them & scornful
blink a8 he came up. Evidently Bunter
was wrethy and indignant,

* Bunter, old man——"" said Bob
emicably.

“You needn't talk to me™
Bunter loftily. "1 saw
Valentine. You know a
Yah!"

£ Yﬂﬂ: [I.]"!d‘—u

“If Valentine made out that I
faimted, he was telling whoppers. I
never did anything of the sort.”

13 Ehh !ii

“I'm not the fellow to faint, I hope.
You fellows might have.”

“TUm 1 Well, we've heard from Valen-
tine what vou did.”

“1 told you what I did.”

“Oh! Ah! Yes! But—"

“You doubted my word®” said
Bunter scornfully. “You needn’t deny
it! You jolly well know you did!"

The Famous Five did not deny it
Eeally, there was no denying it.

“Now you know,” resumed Bunter,
in the same fone of lofty scorn. “ Yah!
Would any of you fellows have done
what [ did? I ask you?”

“I hope eo,” said Harry mildly.

Bunter laughed. It was one of
those sardonic laughs o

it,” he

“I ecan see you
sneered.

"laook hera! You cheeky ass—"'
growled Johnny Bull.

Snort !—from Bunter,

“Go it!  Call a fellow names!” he
said. * Hotten jealousy =all round!
You've always been jealous of my pood
looks; now you're jealous of my
pluck.”’

“Oh erikey I”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Cackle!” said Bunter scornfully.
“I set you an example of pluck, snd

~ said
ou talking to
about it now,

doing

all you can do is to cackle ] Yah! Don’
talk to me! I'm done with vyout
Fellows who doubt a fellow’s word
should—="

“Hem! You see——""
' As for feinting,” said DBunier, I
edidn’t1 That chap Cheecky carried mo

home because I was—woas tired. I
mean, he never carried me home, I
walked.™

“Oh, my hatl®

“Walked overy step of the war.
Cateh me fzinting I’ said Bunter de-
risively, “I dare say you (fellows
would have. You'd have been in a
funk. Not met! I was perfecily cool
and collected. If you'd secn me facing
that alligator, wit%ohie. jaws snapping
just behind me—"

“Oh erurabs!™

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

The Famous Five wanted to be nice
to Bunter. Ho had done s plucky
thing, and they wanted to acknowledge
it. But really it was hard to keep
grave at the extraordinary description
of the fat junior facing an alligator,
whose jaws wore snapping behind him.

“Cackle |” sneered Bunter. “I'd
like to have secen you fellows facing
him as I did."”

*But, my dear chap,” HE.:.’I-[}E{]. Bob,

“if you were facing

“8o0 I was—facing him as firm s &
rock [

“With his jaws
vou,” gurgled Bob.

“Oh, I—I mean—"

“¥You mean you woers facing him with
your back?"

P ——

gnapping  behind

“No, I don't!” roared Dunter. " I==
I-I mean—"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“You cackling asses——"

“All serene, old fat man !’ eaid
Harry Wharton soothingly. * You've
done o plecky ﬂ'litt'll.gl'I unter, end 1
take back a lot of things I've thought
about you. But don't spoil it by
gassing.”

“I'm not the fellow to gas, I hope.

If a fellows happens to be as brave

az a lion—""

[ Dh 11!
"It just happens,” said Buoter.
“Pluck's my long snit, TFirm and

fearless, and all that”

“Oh ™

“The fact is, I don’t know what it
is to bo afraid,”” explained Bunter.
“Home fellows mre like that, I don’t
brag of it; it just happens. You fel-
lows would hardly undorstand it, I
dare say. You're rather s funky lot
But the fact is, I don’t think I could
foel afraid of anything if 1 tried.”

“Js that n snake you're treading
on !’ asked Bob Cherry suddenly.

““Yaroooh !

Something erumpled under Bnnter's
boot. He yelled and leaped o good
foot from the ground.

“Dwl 1 say, you fellows—1 sagl
Yarcooht"

“ All right; il’s only & bit of sugar-
cane [

“0Oh!"” gasped Bunter. *You silly
ass 1"’

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Go on, Bunter, old bean! You
were telling us you couldn’t feel afraid
if vou tried."

“ Beast 1

“You mean, you couldn't feel afraid
of anything but a hit of sugar-cano.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“¥Yah "

Bunter gave the stick of sugar-cane
& doubtful blink, snorted, and rolled
away. The Fomous Five chuckled as
they followed Lhim in to lunch.



“ Oocoph 1** gasped Bunter. The fat junior’s eyes almost hulged through his spectacles In sheer ferrar, as a huge,
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Ty,

cat=like

form leaped suddenly Into the glade. Bang ! Bunter hardly knew that he pulled irlgger. But he did I Then a wild,
screaming roar woke the echoes of the forest !

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunter !

HIiCO c¢ame up the veranda
‘ steps, his big graes-hat in his

hand.

[t was a day or ftwao later,
and the Greyfriars party had finished
breakfast in the fresh sunny morning,
and were dizcussing plans for the day.

Billy Bunter, who was still break-
fasting, was teo busy to speak, his jaws
being otherwize, and fullv, occupied.
But the fat Owl ccazsed to park the
gruvmder a8 the Carava appeamd, and
estowed a benevolent blink on  the
Indian.

Thae juntors smiled as Chico, having
galuted Mr. Valentine and Jim, turned
to Bunter, and bowed deeply over his
hat, speaking at the same time in
Portuguese. What he was saying they
did not know: but his tone was_of
profound respect. Peter and Jim
smiled as they listened; but the
Claraya was very grave and earnest.
Bunter almost purred.

The other fellows could say what
they liked, and snigger as much as
they liked: but in Chico, at least, Billy
Bunter had a convineed admirer.
Bunter had saved him from the alli-
gator. And Chico knew even better
than Bunter did what a risk ho had
ron, And being unacquainted wilh
Bunter's language, save for a few
words, Chico was unaware that the fat
Owl had filled Boa Vista from end to
end, with salf-glorification.

Harry Wharton & Co. were willing
—matre thap willing—te give Buntep
his due. But they were tired by that
time of hearing sbout Bunter’s pluck--
from Bunter. eally it was not a sub-
ject for Bunter to be eloquent upon;
and he never gave it a rest. Moreover,
Punter was not satisbed with ﬂﬂintiﬂg
out that ho wae fearfully plue %’. Ha
poinied out that the other fellows

weren't!  He persisted In regardino
them asz a feebls, funky lot, compare
with his hercie scli—which was not
pleasant,

To the Indian’s simple mind, how-
aver, Bunier really was the fcarless
fellow he fancied himself to he. His
vespectful admiration was plainly ex-
pressed in his bronze face; and it was
pia to Bunter.

“I say, you fellows]! What is he
saving ¥ asked Bunter, as the Indian
ceased to speak,

“ Construe,  Valentine ¥ said Bob,
with a grin.

Jim Valentine grinned.

“{Chico 12 saving that Bunter is as
Lrave oz the boldest warrior of the
Caraya tribe ™ he answered.

“He Lkpnows me,”" eaid Bunter coms-
placently.

“He sayvs that DBunter has more
cuurt:,Eﬂ than the puma of the forest
and the wild horse of the pampas.”
“*Good I

chap.’

it

said Bunier.  * Sensible
Efe says that on the hunting path he
would like no braver compamon than
Bunter to face the jaguar in bis lair.

“I'll jolly well go bunting with him
gome day,” said Hunter. “I'd like to
take 2 jaguar-skin home to Bunter
Court.”

“Yau'va t a chanee,” said Jim
ravely, “1 haven't told you all yet.
hico has picked up sign of a jaguar
in the foress up the Bexe, and he is

going after it, He wants to know
whether wou'd like to hop along,
Bunter.”

L T

!I;H
“J1e's spotted the jaguar's lair,” said

Jim, “If you'd like to join up, he's
read hm outde you there™
ﬂ( EJ?

The expreszion on Billy Bunter's fak
face changed conmderably. There was
no doubt that he wowd have liked to
take & jaguar-skin home with him after

his trip to SBouth America. Thera wat
equally no doubt that he would have
preferred somebody else to teko it off
the jaguar,

“By gum, wo're all on in this!” ex-
claimed i:l he.ry, as the fat Owl
remained silent. “Can we go, My
Valentine 2"

“It's & rather risky buosiness,™ said
the planter doubtfuway. *“I shall go,
and take Jim with me, but you boys
are—="=

“We're not funky, sir,"” said Harry—
¥ espemajlj.” Bunter! Bunter's as keen
A0S & razor,

“The keenfuiness is terrifie,” chuckled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“¥You can't leave us out, sir,” said
Johnny Bull. “If Jim can go, we can
Eﬂ."

“¥eos, rather 1" sald Nugent.

“JI—I Bay, you Ifellows—"
mered Bunter.

* Chance for you, old chap,” said Bal.
“Buck up! Yovu're not afraid
jaEzuars afte: the way wou've handled
albigators.™

“"Of—of course wot.  But—but it's

ing to be hot to-day, and—and I'm a

it tired snd—and—"

“Ha, ha, ha*

“Blessed if 1 see anything to cackle
at ! I'm as keen as anything, but—hut
I've }fﬂl‘- & pain—"

“Ha, ha, hal”
~ The Indian glanced from one laugh-
ing face to another, evidently Euulad.
Hiz dark eyes fxed again on Bunter's
fat, dizsmayed face.

It was clear that Chico expected the
brave one to be keen en this; indeed,
it was in prateful acknowledgment of
what Bunter had done for him that he
was giving the brave ooe this chance at
g jaguar. It was a grateful acknow-
iu:zr.lJ ent with which Billy Bunter would
willingly have dizpensed.

The Famoua Five wera all on their
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feet now, They were keen on a joguar-
kunt, whatever Billy Bunter might be
feceling like.

Bunter sat tight. He did pot want to
let himself down in the epinion of the
Caraya—the anif inhabitant of South
America who admired Bunter; bwt Le
did not want to get anywhero near that
juﬁunrr-'rary much indeed he didn't!

Bunter bhad better stay  here, 1
think,” said Mr. Valenting, smiling.
“If you boys are keen. I will order a
montatia to be got ready, and we'll start
and makae a huminr.;}party of it.”

“What-ho I gaid Bob.

The Carays went down the steps and
stopd thers walting, Mr. Valentine
called to a black servent and gave
orders for a montaria to be manned;
then he led the juniors into tho houso
to prepare for the hunting trip.
ihe Famous Five could bandle a rifle,
and had had some practice at home, and
they were keen and execited at the pro-
spect of potting the jaguar. When they
came out with the planter, Bunter was
etill sitting in the veranda.

e blinked at them.

“1—1 =8y, you fellows—" )

“(Coming, old fat men?” grinned

b,
“I-—T'd like to eome, but—but I—1I"vo
el & touch of—of malaria, or—or some-

thi

"51‘ funk ' asked Johnny DBull.

“Boast!”

The juniors, grinnipg, went down the
steps, The Carays did not follow them
ns they went down the path to the
river; he seemed puzzied. Mr, Valen-
tine, glancing round, called to lhim.

Chico ascended the steps of the
veranda again. Bill Bunter blinked &
him uneasily. The Caraya addressed
him in Portugnese. with. 8 puzzled,
carnest face. It seemed that- he could
not understand why Bunter wasz not
coming, and supposed that the fat
junipr did not understand that ho was
offered a chance at o jaguar—rare in
ilie vieinity of Vista,

Bunter did not understand the
Carava's words, but he understood his
I[]Eiﬁnltiilg‘ clearly enough—and he sat
tigiit.

hico at length took hold of his_arm
and pulled; with his other hand he
pointed to the distant forest,

Bunter breathed hard. ,

It was only too painfully clear to hiw
thot if he refused to go the Indian
could not fail to guess his reason. With
an effort the fat gunlur made up his
mind. He was a hero in the Caraya’s
eves, if in nobedy else's; he wanted o
stav o heru if he could

“All right1” he Taapad. “I'm com-
ing! Oh lor'! I—I mean I—I'm jolly
keen on i61 Oh dear!” :

Clice smiled with satisfaction ab
being understood at last. He ﬂtcpﬁ'ed
into the house, and came back with s
rifle for Bunter. The fat junior took it
in rather a Eiﬂg‘ﬂrlf manner; he had no
love for loaded fircarms. A loaded rifle
in Bunter's fat hands was likely to be
more dangerous to the hunting party
than to the gaguar“bul: Bunter's chiof
worry was that it might be dangerous
to himself.

He held that rifle very carefully as he
went down to tha bank of the river with
the Caraya.

The montaria—a clinker-built boat
smaller than the bateloa—was ready at
the landing stage with two negro

wddlers in it, one fore and one aft.

e Famous Five were already on
board, with Mr. Valenune and Jim;
they wers waiting for the Indian huntes
—and thoy stared when Bunter arrived
with himn,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Coming, after
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all 7™ exclaimed Bob Cherry, " Good
man! 1 feel safe now !’

“Yah!* . :

“Not so jolly safe with & gun in
Bunter’s pawa!” grunted Johnny Ball.
“Don't poke it into my ribs, you fat
idios I

Ed BE E.Etl ].FJ

Bunter hesitated e¢n the desembarca-
doure, but the Indian helped him into
the montaria, and there was nothing for
1t bt to go. Bunter sat down in the
Ligat, the Carays stepped i after him,
and Lhe fwo blacks paddled away up the
Rexo, )

It was quite a keen ard eager hunting
?ﬂ-rty—-‘with one exception.  Every
ellow but one was eager to get after the
jagnar. Billy Bunter, from the bottom
of his fat heart, hoped that the jaguar
would not be at home when they calicd.

—

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter’s Luck !
o PGR aqui !” samd Chico—which

meant, *This wey "
The montaria glided inte a
ereck several miles up tho
river from thy fazenda. The hunting
parly landed on & swampy bank, and
['higo led the way into the dusk of the
{orest, .

Peter Valentine went ahead with him,
followed by Jim, and the Famous Five
followed on, their rifles under their
arms, their heavts beating a little;
behind them trailed Bunter, :

T'rogress was slow through the thick
forest, Billy Bunter trailed more and
mave slowly behitid; there was a sly
erloan in his little round cyes behind
Lis big round spectacles.

It was eady enocugh to drop out of
sight behind in the thick tropical forest
—pasy enough for a fellow to lose the
party and wander back to the boat.

#o it seemed to Bunter—and so it
would have becen, but for the grateful
Indian's devotion to his brave rescuer |l

Chico, looking back, missed Bunter.
Immediately he turned and hurricd
Lack, spotting the fat junior in the very
ant of rotreat.

“Oh lor’ 1" gazped Bunter,
Caraya bore down on him.

He was atrungli,' tempted fo tako to
hia heels and  leave the astonished
Tndian to think what he jolly well liked
of that performancs ]

Lut even Bunter could not quite do
that. With an inward groan, he sub-
uiitted to his fate and allowed the
hunter to lead him on again and rejoin
the party, who grinned as he was
Urought u.nlp+

Bunter looked for another chance, but
he had no other chance. The Caraya,
anxious that his brave rescuer should
not miss the jaguar, kept Bunter with
him, and the fat Owl had no chance of
losing the way sgaimn., From the
Carava's point of view, the whole thin
was pol up for Bunier s benefit; to his
simple mind, Bunter was the goods.
Bunicr was very eapger to continug to
he the © goods,” s far as that went, but
it cost him an cffort. Deeper and
deeper grew his earnest longing that
that beastly jaguar would not be ab
hieme.

Chico helted at last. :

About half a mile from the river they
reached & partly open glade. Facing
them, on the ofther side, was s dark,
cavernous opening under the jutting
roots of & gigantic tree.

The Indian inted.

That deep, dark, earthy cavern was
the ja%uar‘n lair.

“J=—I—1 say, you feillows, is—is—is ho
there 1 stammered Bunter.

“3tep in and see 1™ suggested Bob. .

as the

“0Oh lor' I®
“ Bteady, the Buffs t” said Jim Valem

tine. “Ileep Four guns reaqul', you
fellows | If he's there, Chico will rouse
Lim out.”

* Readv 1” said Peter. “Cive him &
volley if vou see him 1™

Hisz rifle was to his shoulder, and the
juniors followed hiz example. Billy

unter essayed to do the same, his rifle
sagging in his shaking, fat hands.

hico stepped in advance of the party,
and fitted an arrow to his bow., They
watched him eagerly. .

Peter and Jim were cool enough; it
was not their first jaguar-hunt bﬁ many
& one. DBut it was a new and thrillin
experience to the Famous Five, an
their hearts were beating But they
held their rifles clamped Grmly to their
shoulders, ready for & volley if the
jaguar was roused out

The Indian's bow twanged, and the
arrow shot into the earthy cave. Nao
sound came from the darkness.

Poter Valentine pulled trigger, and
sent a bullet after the arrow,

They waited tensely for the roar of
the startled brute, the swift leap of tho
spotted, sinuous body. But there was
no sound, no movement.

“MNot at home!” said Bob Cherry,
breaking the tense silence.

Bunter gasped with relief,

Twico again the planter fired into the
dark den. It was clear then that the
jaguar was not in his lair, for thers
was no sound. The Caraya plunged into
the darl opening, and the hunters fol-
lowed him tp the entrance. Billy
Bunter remained where he was; that
ﬂ?ﬂf, carthy den had no attractions for

im.

The Indian's voice was heard from the
gloomy interiot.

“What's the nows " asked Harry.

“ The den's still warm ; the brute isn’t
far away, Chice thinks” said Jim
Valentine. *“Gone down to the water to
drink, very likely.” .

The juniora curious to see 8 jaguar’s
den at close quarters, bent their heads
to look in. %n the gloom they ¢ould
sep scattered gnawed bones, the remains
of the fierce brute's pre o

Billy Bunter watched them im-
patiently. The jaguar was, luckily, not
at home, and Bunter was anxious to go
before ho came bome.

“I sav, you fellows—" called out
Dunter.

He broke off suddenly.

There was a deep, horrible, gmwlimi
sound, & stirring of tho vines anc
lianas, and a huge cat-like form leaped
suddenly into the glade.

The sinucus, spotted bady landed
light as u cat, between Billy Bunter an
the hunters peering into the cave. The
jaguar had not been far aweay.

“Doogh I gasped Bunter.

The spntteg brute was not ten foot
from huin. His eyes almost bulged
t]:ng:rugh his spectacles in sheer terror.

ang |

Bunter hardly knew that he pulled
trigger.

But he pulled it, and the rifle roared,
and the whole party at the mouth of the
lair spun round, grasping their weapons
fo fire.

A wild, sereaming
eohoos of the forest.

The jaguar spun over and stretched
in the herbage. One of the ficree,
glaring cyes had been blotted out like &
candle extinguished.

Tor a moment the great brute kicked
rndd strug]giﬂd. téaring up the enrth with
lashing claws, and then lay still. There
was no need for the hunters to fire. Tho
Ja&uar was dead |

'he rifle dropped from Bunter's fat

(Continued on papge 28.)

roar woke the
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THE LOST SQUADRON!

By Geo. E. ROCHESTER.

The Log-Book !

OLLOWING an all-night flight
F through a  terriic  storm,
Bquadron Leadcr Akers and his
youthful  navigation officer,
Flight-Lieutenant Ferris, land on the

Goodwin BSands to make the terrible
discavery that England has been =sub-
merged beneath the sea and the ocean

bed has risen up.

Meeting Sam, a stoker from a derelict
freighter, they set out and discover a
loaded tanker from which they filsthe
fuel tanks of their machine., Taking off
they make a brief survey, only to. fnd
that Western Europe 13 also su{rmerged*
Returning to their baze, they hoist tha
British flag and formally claim the pew
land on bchalf of and in the name of
the British Empire.

“What I suggest -we do now,” said
Akers, when he and Ferris had returned
to the cabin, ''is use the bomber and
cxplore this land as fully as possible,
There may be gquite a number of
castaways alive on it, and if there is
it would be rather a good idea, I think,
to form owurselves into & camp, or
colony, becouse goodness knows how
long 1t'll be before we're rescued.”

“If ever wo are rescued,™ saicd Ferris
glumly. “Ye gods, Alors, just imagine
if wa've mot to spend the rest of our
lives in 8 place hike this!®

“Oh, come, man!” responded Akers
checrily. “It won't be as bad as that.
Rescue can only be s matter of weeks,
or months, at the most. And in the
meantime, as I say, I suggest we make
a thorough search of the country. It's
guite possiblo that there are people on
1t in urgent need of assistance”

“Yoz, that's true,” nodded Ferris
“Right-ho! We'll start in the moin-

g

inr}' i the morning, after giving the
machine & thorough overhanl and
pl,a.mn(?' stores and two loaded drums
proved dilficult and laborious, owing to
as thorough o scarch as possible of this
strange land which had risen up from
out of the sea.

Keeping a few miles inland, they flew
as slowly as possible at a height of five
hundred feet, and continually Ferris
swept the desolate and barren ground
helow with & pair of powerful glasses
which Sam had found abeard the
tanker.

Wreckage and develicts they sighted
in plenty, token that it would be long
hefore they would want for food., After
heing 1 the air for an hour, they saw
their first sign of life in the form of a
tattered ensipn fiving en the broken
foremast of a small and rusty-hulled
cargo boet lying wedged amongst somne
great rocks.

“What do you meke of 1£%” asked
Farriz, handing the glasscs to Akers.

Pressing the glasses to his eyes, Alkers
carnestly studied the derelict.

“There is no ono moving about,” he

sptd, “and the wvoise of our engines
should have attracted anyone down
there.  DBut that Hag must obviously

have been nailed to the mast after the
vesse] was egast away. We'd betrer in-
vestigate, ™

Pushing forward the eontrol column,
he closed the throttle and cireled down-
wards. At less than fifty feet sbove

e

.....

e
L e
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With s fearful snarl, the massive black hound hurled itself at Akers and his
companions !

the rusty hull of the small tramp he
opencd up the engines again, and, roa-
ing low over the derelict, landed the
machine on a streteh of zand a mile ov
INOre away.

The subsequent trek back to the wreck
proved difficult and laborious owing to
the broken amd uneven nature of the
boulder-strewn  ground. But  they
accomplished it at length, and as they
drew near, they saw that the name of
the vessel was the Dlack Swan.

She was of no more than one thousand
tons burden, and, [ike almost avery
other derelict they had sighted during
their sejourn on that desolate land, all
that rentained of her deck-house, bridge,
and galley was splintered wreckage.

There was no movement aboard hor—
nothing to give any token of life at all
except the tattered ensign which Happed

lazily a* the top of the broken foremast.
“It logks to me,” said Akers, "as
though she's been abandoned. But

gomeone's been moving about hore M-
he indicated footprints on the sand be-
tween the boulders—"as these tracks
very plainly show.™

The dereliet, jammed hard and fast on
the rocks, was lyving almest upright, and
mounting & rope. ladder tratling over-
gide, Akera gained the deck, followed
by Ferris anf Sam.

The wrecked and deserted galley

showed signs of recent cooking having
taken place there, and, going below,
Akers thrust open a cabin door at the
foot of the ladder.

As he stepped across the thresheld he
camg to ap abrupt halt, for scoted atb
a table. his back to the door and his
head resting on his arms asprawl on
the table, was & man in reefor jacket,
scrge trounsers, and sea-boots.

“Hallo " exclaimed Ferris, staring
over Akers’ shoulder. * Asleep, 18 he ¥”

Akers did not answor. Instead, he
stepped quuckly forward, and, placing
his hand on the man's shoulder, looled
at him for one brief instant. Then ho
turned to Ferris and Sam, and his faca
Was grim.

"He is not asleep,” he said,  * He's
dead 1*

From the table he picked up an auto-
matic lyving beside the cold and rigid
fingers of the man.

“He's shot himself ™
Ferris,

“ Apparently so.” nodded Akers.

“Well, 't not surprized, if he found
himself here alone | said Ferris, with s
shudder. " Hallo! What's that, Alterg 1"

“The ship's log-book,” replied Akers,
examining & thin volome which had
been lying open on the table. “It locks
a5 though he's been writing in it.”
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For a brief moment he studied the
closely written entry in the log-book,
then, closing the book, he placed it on
the table, and alipm the automatic
into his pocket, turned to Ferris and
Sam. .

“Thera 1a some mystery about this
shooting,” be said. ‘"But before we do
anything elsa we'd better get the poor
fellow out of here.”

Some time later, having completed
tho sad task of burying the dead man
deep in the sand, a:{asb prayer for him
being said by Akers, they returncd to
the cabin. .

“What's this you said ebout a
myetery " demanded Ferris. “ Forscn-
al{y, Iyshu;ruld have thought hiz being
alope in thiz confounded place was
sufficient to make him shoot himself.”

“He wasn't alone, that's just it
replied Akers, picking up the log. “He
appears to have had at least three com-
paniogs. Listen to this|”

TFerria and Sam listened in silence as
Akers commenced to read from the log:

“‘Although it cannot be long I, Martin
Ratler, mata of the Black Swan, have
lost all count of the days which have
passed since wo were ¢ast away on this
terrible land of silence and death. Qur
bearings show it to be the bed of the
Eﬂg]iﬂg Channel, which in itself is
cnough to send & man mad,

“t‘ How many others have lived
through that awful storm and tidal
wave I do not know, We have seen no
living creature st all except ourselves.
At frst we were buoyed up by the hopo
of rescue. But no rescue has come.
Why is avervthing so silent? Why has
a rescue pariy not sppeared?

“* Day after day it is tho same. Only
once has there been a s:gn that the out-
side world still exists, few days ago
—I have lost count just when—Mattison
said ho heard the noies of aeroplane
engines. But if he did, tho noise was
soon lost in the distance and, maybe, it
never existed except in his imagivation.

“¢ Tt was that same night that Matti.
son died. The Evil Thing got him. We
found him next morning lying on the
sand with his throat torn out. Carson
was the first to be taken by the Ewil
Thing. That was threa or four nights
—I cannot be exact—before it got
Dattison. We had heard its eries out
there in the dusk like the dreadful wail-
ing of a lost soul, and when ml:-mini;
came we found Carson on the deck with
hiz threat torn out,

** Last night, Moffat and I heard the
Thing howling agsin, and this mornin
I found Mofiat lying on the floor
hizs cabin with his throst torn out,

“FAlways it is the throat which the
Evil Thing goos for. It has got Matti-
son, Carson, and Mofat. I am tho only
cne left, and it will be my turn next;
mﬂ'- nerve is breaking. What this Evil
Thing is I do not know, but its wails
are a message of death, and here alons,
my thres companions deed, I dread
hearing the awiul sound again.

“*Perhaps if 1 had the courage to
live on, rescue would come. But I feel
m my heart that before then the Evil
Thing would me. Therefore, 1 am
taking the only way out, for [ can sce
nothing shead save death or madness.

“* Bigned,
“t Mastin Rarisg.'

“Poor devil!” exclaimed TFerris, a3
Akers concluded. " Quite mad, un-
doubted]y I

THE MAGNET

“I'm not so sure,” samid Akers. “*This
explanation as to why he decided to
shoot bimself, whilst being somewhat
digjointed, iz luecid enough.™ .

“Put, look here, man!” exclaimed
Ferris, staring. “ That reference to an
Evil Thing., Burely you don’'t belicve
that #*

Akers looked him full in the eyes.

“Have you not yet learned, Ferris,”
he said quietly, “that in this grey and
sinister land anvthing is possible 77

“Then you really think that those
three fellows, Mattison, Carson, and
Moffat, were killed as he says?”

“1 do!” affirmed Akers. “And what
iz more, it's a mystery of which I intend
to get to the bottom !

“How? demanded Ferria

“By spending at least one ﬂiﬁht
aboard here,” returned Akers, In
some shape or form an Evil Thing is
moving abroad under cover of night.
It has already killed three men and
caused the death of & fourth, and I'm
going to find out just what 1t is*

Ferrizs was silent a moment, then he
picked up the log-book and perused it.

“¥Yes, I think perhaps you're right,
Akers,” he said, after a while, * Person-
ally, 1 hate unsolved mysteries, and if
we don't investigate this ons I'll always
keep wondering if this Thing actually
existed or not ™

Having decided, therefore, to remain
at the Black Swan Akers and Sam
returned to the bomber to fix the picket
ropes and engine snd cockpit tar-
paulins.

Left alone on deck, Ferris seated him-
self on the hatch and gazed out across
the grey stretch of boulders, the
desolation of, which even the sunlight
could not dispel.

The tragio tale told in the log seemed
almost too fantastic for credence. But
Akers had been right when he had said
that anything was possible in this
sinister land of mystery and death,

Returning from | the machine with
Akers, Bam prepared a mesl, for there
was food in plenty aboard the derelict,
Then followed s period of inactivity
whilst the sun dipped slewly down
towards the distant horizon and the
coming night shrouded in grey shadow
the hushed and silent land,

It was when dusk had deepened into
night that Akers, Ferris, and Sam took
up their watch for the Evil Thing.
Seated on the deck in tho darkness,
they conversed in low and desultory
tones, But each was on the qui vive
for the slightest sound.

An  hour draﬁged by, and then
anotiter, but nothing broke the tense
and brooding stillness save thoe low

murmur of their voices.

“1 knew i, said Ferriz restlessly,
when the hour was nearing midnight.
“Wo're on & wild-goose chase, Akers,
and I vote we turn in—*

Abruptly he broke off, rigid and
motionless, as faint and from away in
the darkness came a thin, long-drown
wail. Eerily it rose on the still night
atr, then died slowly away,

“¥e gods!™ pasped Ferris, and his
face was a white blur in the darkness.

" Listen ! warned Akers, and frem
his ]in:l-n!ret he drew the automatic with
which the mate of the Black Swan had
shot himself.

A moment of tense silence followed,
Then there came agaim through the
stillness a long-drawn wail, rising in
blood-chilling cadence to die slowly and
eobbingly away.

“It ain't human,

whatever it 5"

muttered Sam, taking a fresh ﬁrip on
the makeshift cudgel which he had
fashioned for himself from a piece
wreckage.

Another period of silence was broken
by the wailing cry, so much closer now
tgnt to the ears of the three men its
timbre had deepencd into that of a
dreadful howd. .

“It's coming this way, whatever 1t
is!" exclaimed Akers. i
“¥es, and comin ]prcrttg quickly I
obsorved Ferris shakily, as he felt a
strenge stirring at his scalp as from
nesr at hand in the darkness there rose
again that awful long-drawn howl

“Can you see anything, sir?” asked
Sam hoarsely of Akers.

“* No, nothing,” muttered Akers, peer-
ing into the darkpess. * But the Thing’s
almost here.” i

“I ¢an feo! it 1" shuddered Ferria.

Akers and Sam made no response.
Put practical and unimaginative men
thnug% they were, they too, were con-
ﬁcinsa of some evil presence close at

and.

Then suddenly there came a siithud
somewhere near them on the d and
two eyes gleamed blood-red through the
darkness.

“ Look 1" screamed Ferris,

Simulteneously with a fearful enarl,
tha Thing hur{ed itselfi at the three
men. In that same split instant of
timme Akers' revolver eracked viciously,
lurid flame stabbing through the
darkness, .

The impetus of the Thing's spring
earried it on and it crashed into Akers,
gending him heavily to the deck. Sam
leapt forward and brought the heavy
cudpgel down with erushing force on the
Thing's head, smashing in the skull.

“It's & hound!” exclaimed Ferris
“A great brute of & dog!” ;

Hastily Bam produ & hurricanc
lantern and lighted it, and by itz dim
illumination they examined the dead
beast.

It was n massive black hound, but so
pitifully thin and emaciated that its
g]_:!aat. ribs showed plainly through the
BELL.

“It must have been desperate with
hunger,” sald Akers weakiy. “Poor
brute, I SUppose it cama from one of
the wrecks.”

“ And was probably mad,” commented

Ferris. " Well, thank unduasi; wa'va
killed it!” He mopped at his brow
with a bhandkerchief. “But I must

gay it's been a dashed unpleasant
experience.”

The Land of Yesteryear !

HORTLY safterwards, havin
S dumped the body of the houn
overside to be buried in the
morning, this

time sleeping on .

The trio were astic with the dawn,
and after breakfasting on a meal cooked
by Sam, they buried the hound in the
sand and t.gnnkf'uﬂj' quitted the ill-
fated Black Swan. ‘

Reaching their machina they scon
had the picket ropes untied and engine
and cﬁrﬂEpit tarpauling off. A few
moments later the stillness of early
morning was shattered by the rever-
berating roar of the powerful engines,
and after running them up on brief test
Akers took the air with Ferris aeatgé
beside him and Sam in the rear cockpit.

At a height of fve hundred fest Akera
thundered westwards the while Ferra
continually scanned the ground below.

Wreckage and dereliots could be secen

they turned in,
deck.
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in plenty, but never s sign of lifc at
all, ﬂnf it was not until they had
reached the point where the land mass
swung north that Forris touched Akers
on the arm and handed him the glasses,

“What do you mako of that down
there?” he asked.

FPressing the glassez to his eyes, Akera
focused thom, and through the power-
ful lens studied a great scattered mass
of blackened ruins on the ground below,

“It's been & town of some gort onee,’”
he said.

“ Yea, and a big town,” nodded Ferris,
"“What about investigating it 7"

“We may as well,” assented Akers,
handing back the glasses and turning
again to his controls.

Thrnttlmf; down, he pushed forward
the control column and the bomber
went gliding ecarvthwards to land on a2
flat stretch of sand. Waiting until the
machine had come to a jolting halt the
threa men vacated the cockpits and
stood for a moment looking about them.

Throughout their Hight westwardy
the ground had steadily become mora
and more rugged, and about -a mile

g.Wa.¥ a gaunt and barren hill reaved
itself some three hundred feel into the
air.

Between them and the hill lay the
scattered ruins of what hed, indeed,
at one Lime been a big town. Drawi

his chart from his pocket, Akers glanee
at it and then looked queerly at Ferris.
“Can you name it]” he asked

nodding towards the puins.

Ferriz shook his head,

“WNo,” he answered, “Can you?"

Akers poimted north-eastwards towards
the sea. 4

“Qver yonder,” he said, *lay Land's
End and the coast of gurnwu.il.
Therefore—and you will pardon my
fight of imagination—I fancy thag this
is tho country of Lyonnesse and these
the ruins of Camelot.”

“Camelot " gasped Ferris
serions, Akers?t"

“I was mever mare s0,” responded
Akers. “Both Cornish and reton
folk-lore 13 full of references to
Lyonnezze which was supposed to lie off
the const of Cornwall. Come on, let's
have a look ab these ruins. We may
e nbla to tell their periad by the
architecture.”

They moved forward and were soon
clambering over great stones blackened
with age and- l:::n% immersion in the
sea; stones which had been hewn and
fashioned by long-dead hands, )

Although in many places the ruins
were buried beneath the sand, there
were other parts of that age-old eity
where foundations and roads wore
appatrent, and once they came to the
ruins of what had obviously been &

great castle.

“Camelot, or I'm a Dutchman!™
exelaimed Ferris, seating himself at
length on & big carved stone which at
ane time had en part of a turret.

t

“Hy jove, Akers, can't you picture if:

i Are you

Wt An abbot on an ambling pad,
Qometimes a cnrly shepherd-lad,
Or long-hair’d page in erimson clad,
Toes by to tower'd Camelot;
And sometimes through the mirror
blue
The knights ecome riding two and
twﬂ_l‘ 1T

He broke off, gnzing about him, hands
clesped bet wmnghis nees,

“When T was a kid,” he went on,
“T ysed to love those verses of Tennyson,
and I couldn’t read enough yarns about
King Arthur and Sir Lancelot and the
whole of that Noble Company of the
Table Round. And there’s hobody
going to counvinge me that this isn't

EVERY SATURDAY

Camelot. - My hat, Akers, to think that
perhaps they rede past this very spot,
journeying out to seek adventure in the
tracklezs realms of Lyonnesse or returr-
ing from some foray in triumph to
Arthur's court.”

“1 understand " smiled Akers.

And iodeed he understood, for he
himgelf felt strang stirred at the
thought that perhaps o their time thesa
ruins had seen grand scenes of pageantry
and splendour: had seen fair ladies,
armoured knights, and all the golden
fum' of Camelot, uptil had comne "that
ateful day when for long:

“¢ _ .. .the noise of battle roll’d
Among the mounfaine by the winter
sea;
Until’ King Arthur’s table, man by

man, ]
Had fall'n in Lyonnesse shout their
Lord." *?

Yes, in the hushed stillness of thosao
age-old ruins it was easy to dream of
days long past. And if this was not

Camelot then what city could it he, for-

save Lyonnesse? ] .

Fascinated by their discovery, Akers
and Ferris spent the remainder of the
day exploring the rueins, and many were

hi&tﬂrg spoke of no other country here
¥
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the piecez of broken masonry they found
which were unmistakably of British
medieval times.

The greatest find of all, however, was
a rusted and hattered shield, To whom
had it belonged and what onslanghts of
sword and lance had it withstood ?
None would ever know., But after
centuries  had  passed it had  heen
delivered up by the sea to be handlad
onee again by man.

With the dusk, Sam was dispatched
ta the machine for stores, snd there
amidst the rwing of Camelot—for
Cameclot they insisted upon calling it—
Akers and Ferris dined.

They turned in at length after
arranging that Sam should take HArst
walch, Akers the second, and Ferris the
third, For by now they knew enough
of this strange and desolate land to
realize that o watch was advisable if
they were to sleep with any sense of
security from attack by some giant
crugtacean or atlack by some other
stranded denizen of the deep.

The nilght- passed uneventfully, how-
ever, and when the rim of the sun was
creeping up above the distant horizon
they feit Camelot, determined some day
to return, and filling up the tank of the
bomber from one of the petrol drums
aboard, they clambercd up into the
cockpits. :

“Unless we find another oil vessel,

n

7

said Akers, “"we'll have to turn baclk.
Ve'vo got just sbout enough juice left
m the drums to sece us %uck to the
tanker.”®

A foew minutes later they were in
the air and thundering northwards,
keeping o few miles inland and 8ying
at 8 height of five hundred feet.

As before, Ferris scanned the harren,
boulder-strewn ground below with his
glaszes, and it wos after they had been
in the air sbout an hour that he
suddenly straightened up and pointed
eastwards, towards where a thin spiral
of smoke waa rising into the still air of
morning from a spot near whera ihe
shimmering sea lapped the rocky shore.

“There's someone yonder with s fire
going !** he exclaimed.

Akers nodded, and pressing on tho
rudder bar, swung the machine east-
wards towards the pillar of smolke.

Thrusting forward the contral column
Iie lost height and a few momenty later
the bomber roared low over a camp-
fira beside which two men, clad oply
in trousers and shirts, were standing
waving frantically at the machine.

Closing down tho throttle, Akers

cireled 1n search of a landing-place,
andd selocting one of the many stretchos
of sand helow, he brought the machino
gliding down.

It was a perfect cnough landing, but
as thae tyred wheels. of the nndercarriage
towched the sand they sank deeply,
stopping all way on the swiftly moving
machine and causing her té piteh nose
fn!:«emqst inte  the sand with tail
whanging up.

Hurlef_fnrwnrli agoanst the dashboard
and contral column by the foree of the
crash, Akers and Ferriz, bruised and
shaken, struggled out of the cockpit
and jeined Bam who, with & gash acrass
his forehead, had already g{'ﬂpp&d‘tﬂ
the sand and was standing staring
dazedly at the wrecked machine,

“That's ripped it greaned Forris,
lifting first one squelching boot and
then another from cut of the wet and
vielding sand. “Even if we can level
ier “up, she'll never take off in this
confounded quicksand.”

“She's s-gt-tliniie now,” said Akers
ﬁ:‘ll‘iﬂ}?, cyeing t -t:rumlplmi nose snd
the undercarriage wheels whichh were

already ainlcinﬁ deeper into the sand.
“All we can do i3 selvage our stores
and gear. Get the compass off the
dashboard, Ferris. Can you lend a
hand, Sam?™ j

Sam could and did, and whilst he and
Akers zalvaged the stores from the rear
cockpit, Ferris stripped the dashboard
of watch and compass and collected his
charts, navigation instruments at:nd
Very pistol from the forward cockpit.

They wera still busy when there
arrived on the scene the two castaways
whom they had sighted and 'who were
the innocont and indirect eause of the
crasiy,

The newcomers were a couple of
rough-looking and unshaven fellows.

At ¢ word from Akers they willlngly
ret to work suhafmg the stores and
gear. and at length the slowly sinking
machina was stripped of everything
that mattered. .

“Sorry you crashed, mister,” said one
of the men, when the final journey had
been made from the doomed bomber
to the rocks which fringed the sand.
“You're trom the mainland, 1
sup ose 77 \

No,” =zaid Akers, “we're not. I'll
e:v:p'lﬂ:rlri}n that in a minute. Wheo ore
SO
o We were cast away aboard the
trawler, Kvlo, after the tidal wave had
disabled ne” replied the other. My

Tue Macwer Lisaart.—No. 1,465
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name's
Crawley.”

“Weﬁ, Baines, and wou, Crawley,”
seid Akers, “I've got: some DETS
for you, I'm afraid. ¥ou asked if we
were from the mainiand. There 15 no
maioland left, if you meant England.”

"He thereupon launched into a brief
but concise account of the catastrophe
which had overwhelmed Britain and the
whole of Western Europe. ]

At first Baines spnd Crawley listened
open-mouthed, "then their incredulit

. Baines and my mate is

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

repeated bearings which he and Ferris
had taken. -

“Well, and now that you’ve crashed
your aercplane, what are you going to
do ' Bainegs growled.

“That 13 what wao
answered Akers shortly. .

And discuss it he did with Ferris and
Sam, whilst Baines and Crawley stood
listening in sullen silence, and eventuslly
it was decided to trek back to Camelot,
and there establish their headquarters.

“Wa were making the present flight,”

must disouss 1"

%Jl."gﬂ.]l_ to give way lo anger & Alkers expleined to Baines, *to try to
impatience. . " ; discover 1if there were any besides our-

“Here, chuck itl” cut in Banes golves alive on this barren land. Near
roughly. “We're not believing any of this place, Camelot, of which we have
those lies. What do you mean DY heen speaking, there is quite a high hill.
telling us that England and Scotland -Op the to of ‘this hill we'll light a bon-
and Frauce m!l,:l all them places are fro which we'll keep going day and
belaw the sea? night. Not only will such a bedcon

“They are below the seca,” returned
Akers patientiy. “I know it sounds
a bit incredible at first and takes a bit of
‘getting used to, but it's none the less
true.”

“I don't believe it I snapped Baines.
f And lat mé tell you Eﬂm&t!lil’l?. mister "
—his fists elenched menacingly. “M
mate and I have had & pretty roug
time since we were cast away, so don't
try taking & rise out of us, or there’ll
be trouble, sea? We'vo stood just about
all & man can stand, and if you're trying
to be funny—" R

“I'm not trying to be funny,”™ cut in
Akers wearily. “If you don’t believe
that Britain and Western Europe have
beeni submerged, just take a leok at us,
will you? EB& we look like a rescue
party which has just come from the
mainland 7™

Doubt and indecision crept into the
Lleodshot eyes of Baines and Crawley as
they. surveved  the lean and unshaven
faces of- Ei_e":"a, Ferris, and Sam, and
noted. the salt-rimed ficld boots and sca-
weed-stained leather flying jackets of
the two former.

Sam, also, in his rough serge trousers
and collirless shirt, dig not seem to fit
in, somehow, with ir conception of a
roscfie . party fresh from the mainland.
And it was Sam who spoke, _u:'lr't\fing
p;rudﬁutg conviction home on Baines an
L;raw Bji: that Akors had, indeed, spoken
the btruth,

“ Tisten, fellers!” said Sam.
ent, Mr. Akers, ain't I:,rin% to vou.
ou can take that from me. The main-
land's gone, and thisdand what we're on
now is $he bed of .tho Irish Sea. You
say you've had & rough timo.- Well, you
ain't had no rougher a time than what
wa have, Bhow 'em that chart of yours,
Mr, Akers.” i

Alkers did se, explaining how he had
roughly drawn it after s brief aerial
survey, and. telling of the many and

“Thia

attract any castaway who sights it, but
it will act as a signal 16 any rescue ship
or aeroplane.”

“Then you think we will be rescued
gooner or later 1 growled Baines.

“1 am sure of it,” replied Akers.

Baines nodded.

“Well, I hope it’a soon 1 he grunted.
“And as we'd bétler stick together,
Crawley and 1 will come with you to
Cameclot ¥

That Baines and Crawley were far
from being an acquisition to their party,
Akers and his two companions soon
discovered. g

Tha}*: were & pair of rough, lazi fol-
lows, for they looked askance at Akers
when he split the stores into five egual
loads and ordered them sach to shoulder
ane.

However, they said nothing then, and
the southward trek to Camelot began,
Baines and Crawley, with packs on their
shoulders, slouching along by themselves
in the wake of Akers, Ferris, and Sam,

“Confound those fellows!” execlaimed
Ferris, glancing back, " They certainly
weren't worth losing the machine for I

“1 agree with you,” said Akers. “It's
not much use kicking ourselves now,
though.*

“No,” agreed Ferris. “But somehow
or other I don’t think we're going to be
'a Earhuuh;rl;r happy party !’

nd that forecast g;'mved perfectly
correct, for ftrouble broke out when
Akers calléd a halt for the midday meal,
and ordered Baines and Crawley to find
some driftwood for the fire,

“"No, thanks!” zaid Baines, slipping
off his pack and seating himself on a

boulder. “You and your mates go and
look for some. I’'ve done enough for one
morning 1

(Buines ol Crawley look like causing
a epol of bother, what say you? Be sure
and read next week's exciting chaplers
of thiz powerful yarn boysl)

THE VENGEANCE OF THE WOLF!

(Continued from page 24.)
hands, He sagged against a tree, his

fat knees giving way under him, too
terrified to realise that his lucky shot
had, struck -home and that the danger
was past.

“"Ow, ow, ow! -Ococogh!” babbled
Bunter.

“The jaguar—*

““Bunter

“ Dead I*

Oy great pip 1

“ Bunter, ul{f Eonn—'—-—”

“ My only hat t*

It was a howl of astomishment from
the juniors. Bob Cherry rushed across
to Bunter and clapped him on & fat
shoulder,

0w 1" gasped Bunter. “ Wow | EEE.];
him off I 1 say, vou fellows—— Ouw |
Y

“"He's dead 1" roared Bob.

“Ih I-”

“Dead a3z & doornail !

* Wha-at 1"

Bunter blinked. He blinked again,
Ho blinked at the juniors; he-blinked
et the dreadful form stretched on the

earth. He gpasped.

“Did—didedid T hit him?”

“Looks as if you did, old fat man!”
said Harry Wharton, langhing.

“Jolly old miracls 1 said Hob.

*0Oh, really, Cherty—-="

The Ceraya had leaped out of the
den, knife -in hand. He stood over the
dead E!miqar, azing at it DBilly Bunter
pulled himself together. Tho jaguar
was dead—Bunter had shot it. That his
shot, fired almost at random, had struck
the brute in & vital spot by the wi
chance was & mere detail—a detail that
Bunter decided to forget 4t once.

“Morto " szid the Indian,

Bunter swaggered forward..

“ Pretty good shot—what 1 he said.

To the Indian it'looked & marvellous
shot. “The jaguar had been shot
through the brain—kiled on the spot.

“Rather lucky-I came along, you
fellows 17 said Bunter breezily.

_Billy Bunter seemed tc ba walking on
air as the huating-party went back to
the montaria. Like the young lady at
the tea-party. ho swellad visibly.

“ After this,” =said Bob Cherry,
“there’ll be no holding Bunter I

And Bob was right—there wasn'}1
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Wit and Wisdom
Sparkle in the Sixth!
Says H. VERNON-SMITH

As everybody knowa, the Sixth have all the brains
in the Bixth. When you get a number of them to-
gelher, as you do of an evening in Prefecta’ Common-
room, the wit and wisdom, to put it in Inky's
English, are simply terrifio !

For this reason I’ve always had a dizzy ambition
to get among the * big noises ” unobserved and
listen to some of their profound discourss and rapier-

RIARSH

L A el

EDITED BY HARtZ WHARTON.

R ——

like repartee
o0 " Cheek '™

I never thought that ambition
would be fulf this term. But Doctor Alfred Birchemall
made that remark, os he

it has heen, Last night, I

pummed on & pair of beetling | 8tood bending over in the
eyebrows and bared my fongs | passidge outside the Gav.
in & savage enarl in the ho vernors Room, with his eyea
glued to the kevhole and his

that I might be mistaken for
Loder. Sure enon when 1 | ears pricked to cateh the
confah from within,

atmly_arl into the Prefocts’ room,
the Sixth Form men didno't give Although he had never boon
feeteher at Madame Tus-

me & sceond glance—and I was
sauds, the headmaster of St

able to bury myself in an
armehair bebind a newspaper Sam’s was jolly waxy ! Lis.
sening in to the secret meeting

and listen aa much as L hked !
of the Bkool CGuvvernors that

And do those prefects talk 7

Does their philosophieal elo- | was gaing on inside the room,
quence flow out in a seemingly | he had heard Sir Gouty
never-ending stream ¥ Do their | (ireyheard  eggspress  the
dazzling shafts of wit leave opinion that the skool eggs.
you wondering whether light | aminations revealed epgsas-
ning 18 dancing round the room § perating 1ggnerance &Izr:]:nng

the boye. And, asg if that were

' tell the world !
not bad enaff, 8ir rederick

Just to give you a slight idea

l‘m}: of the goms T heard : that in his visw, Doctor
" Dashoc votten day ! Birchemall's methods  were
Oh, rather | all wrong !
“Mind elosing the window 1 “Of all  thse checky
“No, old top1” rotters——" muttered the
Isay, a fag poked his tongue | Tigad.
out at me H]Jm morning. He got no furiher, In his
P Elﬁ&ﬂh. preoccupation, he had failed
Ch, rother. T  clouted | to notiss that the skool coolk

him.™

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Anyons like a game of
droughts ¥

“No fear. There are quite
enough dravghis about sionce
they've taken the screen from
the door without starting more

hind  just come round the
corner of the passidge, earry-
ing a trayload of colfy for
the Guveernors. Nevertheless,
it wans so! Natcherally, it
didn't oeceur to hor that
anyone would be bending over
below her ling of vision, so

::rt‘;em 7 i she went etrnizht on till she
“Ha, b, ha ! bashed right into the Head !
My hat! What a screcam | The noxt instant the travlead
you are ! of coffy erashed on the Head’s

“ Awfully funny ! ‘ Draughta*

bead, and Doetor Birchemall®
i draughts '} Hﬂ, ha. Ia 1 irchemall’s

mutterings changed into a

3 HH’: B hﬂ' ! " howl DF EL rny |

Pretty intellectual, what § Bang ! g‘%ﬁﬂsﬁ ! Wallop !
I can tell you, by the time I &Ry :
came away I was brenthlesa Vow.ow | 1 : SRR
with admiration. i .

Or breathlese from some cause | p MLP:?' Ls;!r;i:;;usﬁirﬁﬁ 1 ;DE]T

or other, anyway | dropping a curtsey.

in Eag

pardon, gir, U'm sure !
The door of the Guvvernors?
Room  opened, Sir

( We strongly advise our readers
tn tale Smithy with a large
grain of galt I—Ep.)
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Have You Cockroaches

In Your Study?
Asks HAROLD SKINNER

kero ur study ? I have,
ond they're beginning to make th ves a dashed
It's true there are only two of them,
but I know for a fact that the moment I go out
they invite in all their pals and start wading into
m %:uh,mthﬁrami ht well be a dozen |

First Instalment of a Ten-Smiles-a-
Minute Serial by DICKY NUGENT

Frederick I"unguas looked out.
He started violently as beo
aAW TDoetor Birchemall
danecing up and down ths
passidge  with  hot eofly
streansing down him.

* Bivehemall 1 he  eride
sternly. 1 trussed that this
i3 not an absurd praktieal
joak of yours | ™

" Gironooo ! Nunno, Sir
Fredeviclk | * proaned  the
Head. *“ It was this foolish

woman, rpilling colly over
me. Ow! It's burmnt my
neck and scalded my faco t ™
“"Eggairaordinary!™
barked Sir Frederick. “ Surely
you are big enuff to be seen,
Birchemall ¢ ™
“ Ohw | Ye-es, Sir Frederick!
But you see, I was crawling
on the floor, looking for a
collarstud T  dropped ! ”
aeped the Head, Pleaso
don't think T was eaves-
dropping at 1tho keyhole. I
assure you I wouldn't stoop
g0 low ! ™
“Well, well, we will say
na mara about it ! said the
Chuirman of the Guvvernora
grufily.  “ Pick np the day-
bree, my pood woman, and
go back and make sorne more
coffy. Birchemali! 1 advise
you to posipone looking for
yvour collarstud till we have

H.E !. =¥
“Owl Yes, Sir Fredericlk !

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

Certainly, 8ir Frederick ! *
gasped the Head.

And after that he farely fled
from the seen of lhia hew.
miliation !

There was a dangerous gloem
in Doctor Birchemall’s some.
what greenish eyes, as he
tramped off to the Form-
rooms. The nollidge that the
Guvvernors were dissatisfied
with the skool had mnade him
wild to begin with; and the
hot ecofly had gmven him
grounds for feeling wilder still.

It the Guvvernors hadn’
beem on the premises, he
wonild have eeezed his birch
and made a toor of the shool,
giving out wackings gnlove !
But ho couldn't very well do
that at present, so he did the
next best thing and went
round booking up wackings
instead |

Crash !

He bust into the Sixth
Form Room like a tornayde.
Monsure Frogray, the French
master, who was taking the
Sixth in German, looked quite
alarmed.

" Doctaire Birchomall ! Vat
8 ze mattaire, izn’t it 7" he
began ; but the Head cut
himssflhﬂrr-. 2

“Bhut uppy-voo, Froggay!"
he Eﬂﬂ]’!}fﬂ'%, ia singgg iitn
Trench with skollarly ease,

L o

Then he twried to the Form

and Ehurkﬂd: - Svpatter |
“Yeeos, mprl”

Swotter. : G
“There b a blob of red ink

on your o lar. R t to

me after dizses and [ will

birch vou Hack and bluet™

Swotter srred at the Head
almost inkxdualously., Bur-
leigh, the gkasl kaptin, jumped
to hia feet [ 'gnantly.

“Hir! 4 should like to
remind you that Swotter is a
penior ond n prefeet 1™ ho
cricle, “Awat you rather
hitting bl the belt, sir 1 "

“ Cortainy. As a matter
of fakt, I intend dusting the
neat of his trowsis | " retorted
Idjh:rctﬂr Eﬂznlh;h:::mll.F “ Bit

oV, ez roFray !
Troseedy-vos with the |EEBEUIE“

And be iwept out of the
Sixth Form Roerm, leaving the
Sixth almet parrilised with
rage and stvrize,

Doctor ! ' mall was pro-
})c«ri_v,- on {f® warpath now.

n scarch of further wviktims
for hiz birch, he entered ihe
Fifth Fom" Room like o
huorryeana Hair Gugpen.
heimer, the Jerman master,
who was leliing the Fifth in
French, hutily jumped off
his atool eni boughed.

“ Hair Doctor! WVou der
roatter ia 1"

“Shut up it you, dom't
it, mino har " enap tha
Head, ewiching off into
Cierman with 'l same flucney
83 he had, [ miocusly epoken
in French.© 'hen gﬂ faced
the Fifih and roared:
“ Swankleigh 1 "

“Oht Y&, gir!" gasped

Swankleigh,

* How many inchea are
there in & foot 3 7

“ Twelve, eir 1"

“TWEL¥iZ 1™  shrecled
the Head. " You have the

ordassity to gtand thers and

tcll me there are twelve inches
inafooti®

“* Well, sir, there are, aren’t
thore 1% paaped Swankleigh.

“ How 1a it possibul to tell
before you know whose foot
I am talking about 1 ** hooted
Doctor  Birchemall. “Do
you moan to tell me that
every foot i8 the same?
That my foot, for instance,
mezzures the same number
of inches as Midgett minor's 1"

“ Nunno, sir )"

“Then you are konvikted
out of your own mouth!
Report to me after classcs,
Swaonlkleigh, apd I will en-
deavour to birch somo branes
into youl™

Apd the Head quitted the
Form.room, leaving the Fifth
gasping.

Hali-o-minnit later a yew-
man nFsInna entergd  the
Fourth Form Room, and Mr.
Lickham of the Fourth
promptly stopped hia lecture
on ji-fn;rafjr as he reckernised
the Head. This time. Doctor
Birchemall turned bhis at-
tention to the Form at onee.

“ Barrell 1 " he cride. *“ You
are hiding something wunder
your desk | Bring it to me
immmejately 1V

Tubby Barrell, wobblin
like a jelly with fear, roll
out before the class and
handed the Head a small
slab of toffy., The Head's
glare as he took it was gimply
terrif 'i¥.

“Tofivy 1™ he  roared.
“Toffy mm clazs! Are there
no limmita to what you yung
raskals will do 1 ™

He stuffed the toffy into
his own mouth with a litening.
like movement and glared
at - Tubby.

“For this offeuee thore
can be but ono punishment 1 ™
he cride. * Report to me
after clasasz, and I will birch
you till you shreck for the
mersy you will never get I ™

- Yarocooooo 1 M

Ere Tubby's wml of woe

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

ile I'm there, of course, they lie low and mti

= nuffin’ ; but even 8o, it's bad enocugh to put up wi

had died away, Doctor Bir-
chemall had bounded out
of the room-—bent on roping
in veb more viktime from the
Third, Second and First
Forma.

_But befere ho could finish
%‘ua tocor, thers come an amaz-
mg interruption. It was the
clanging of the skool ball
for & General Assemnbly |

Doctor Birchemall was stag-
pered. The only man at
St. 8am’s with the power to
order o Goneral Assembly was
himsell. Yet, in epite of tho
fakt theat he had t.giid nobody,
somecbody had told the bell !

Like n man in o drenm, tho
Head joined the erowds thet
were swarming out of the
Form-rooma. When  he
reached Big Hall, he socon
realised who had called ihe
gkool together, for on the
platform were the entire Boerd
of Guvvernors, "The Head

to Sir Fredericl

galloped u
in & stale of prate eppsitoment,

“&ir Frederick Funpgusa!
What is the moaniog of this
hm}f{ " he inguired.

“ Koo our ears open,
Birchemﬁﬂ,yand yvou'll aﬁ:ﬂn
hear 1" was Bir Frederick's
Lkryptie answer,

them, crawling sbout the
placa,
The moment I come in I

The Head kept hia ears
open—and a fow minnite later,
receeved the shock of hig life ! | can feel those ugly insccts

" Jentlemen, chaps and |giving me black looks.
fellows ! ™' cride Sir Frederick. | But they don't give mo
" What I have to say can be | half & chance to pet at

said in a very few words. |them: I onl i
THE GUVVERNORS HAVE |y foob b oo oo

DECIDED TO ABOLISH ttling fo i
ALL FORMS OF PUNISH. | As th  sooathing: thons
MENT AT ST, SAM'S 1" with words, that's utterly
" Few ! g . |impossible.  As Micky Dee-
From now on,” eride Sir | mond onee said about some.
Frederick in cinging tones, | thing elss, it's like water
“ the birch is banned and the |on & duck's back—poes in
cane is kyboshed I Lines and | one ear and out of the other 1
gatings, too, are a thing of the But I'd give a lot to

past ! The rain of crooity | pot rid of 'em, and if any
is over! Hail the new ero |of you chaps would liko
of kindpess.”

to swop 'em for a conplo
of tame rats or o brace of
worms, the deai's on !

That is, of course, as-
suming that they don't
socon make amends for
seoffing all my tuek while
I was cut the other ovonng,.
If thoy do make up for that,
then L shall be quite willing
fo go on entertaining them.

And now wyou know all
nhout the cockrosches in my
study.

Or almost all. I pear]
forgot to tell you their

For a moment the boys
were dumb with distonish-
ment. Then their joy found
eggspresgsion in a deffening
roar of cheering.

* Hooray ! ™

“ Hip, hip, hooray

Doetor Birchemall went
baclk to his study almost in a
state of collapszo.

Searcely had he sat down
before there was a thunderous
rat-tat at the door and in
walked Swotter and Swank-

leigh and Barrell, grianing
all aver their dials. “m,iﬁhm ,
3 : ; ey'ro callod Snoop and
Plense, sir, we've come | Siait |

to be birched black and blue 1"
they cride in ecorus.
Thoe Head pointed limply

te the door,
¢ Birchings are off 1™ he Answers to
mmultered. “Col?

Correspondents

. LODEL EE:ixt.h}.-—fYou
roally shouldn’t work your.
self up inte such a state
as to_start asserting that

And the treco wrent—and
ontzide the Head heard their
roar of mocking larfter echoing
away down the passidge.

“Ha, ha, ha 1 ™

A new era had dawned with .
a ?'Gngﬂnz-—ﬂlld it locked like .?:Euuﬁhmr 5. heod “ix ‘a
being an era of Skoolboy | 1t means NOTHING to us,
Dicltators ! “ CURIQUS *  (Third).

“ Is it true that Bunter witl
believe anything 8" Well,
we must say he seems {0
swallow an awful lot !

(Doctor Birchemall withowt
a hirch ! Can he survive 4 F
For the answer read next
weel's laughable tnatalment.)

(Continued from foot of column 1.)

By SQUIFF

‘The fivat thing to do when you're enter.
taining an aunt is to lay in a good supply
of tuck for tea. If you're om the rocks ancl
the other chaps in the study ean’t do the
needful, borrow all the tuck available in
studics at the other end of the passage. It
saves time and disappointment, incidentally,
if yon help wourself without asking the
ownera' pormission,

Decorata the study tastefully with Bowors
pinched from other fellowa' garden plots.

Put on your best bib and tucker hefore
meeting your aunt. If short of clobber, takeo
what you want from other chaps’ lockers.

When your sunt arrives, atick to her like

(Continued at fool of exireme wright-hand
column. )

Though slack in everythin
Lord Mauleverer is neyer
in a sgloveanly mannpar. When
Bob Cherry asked how he remem-
bered to change his bow regularly,
“ Mauly " answezed that he nsed
a fresh one every day. ** Mamly ¥
has plenty ol cash—and is ex-
tremely populsr with his tailar,
who ™ bows ' willingly to bis
behests |

—m

else,
ressed

and Hurran

Wharton, Cherry, Vernon-Smith,
Pegter Todd, Bull, Field, Brown,
. Singh are
* gight ** Remove will put out
against Highclife in the annual
race on the Sark.
crew have already done the mile
conrge in just over 4 minuntes—
g0 Frank Courténay’s men will
have {o exercise ** minnte ** care
if they hove to win |

;t iz al

the
& * hika,™

The Remove

Ways a miracle to Hary
o & Co. how Bunter ever
manages to stop on his old crock of
On a greasy sariace
in Courteld, Bunter performed
such weird tricks that P.-e. 'I'uwl‘ he came fo OGraviriars.
thought he wad holding ap th;

trafic on purpose | Tozer ordere.. cenld be heard af once, it would
Bunter to get off. Bunter did so~ be deale
landing on Tozer ]
ol tronble )

JRAITY 8

e ning.

Mr. Quelch for lying as to his
whereabouis on a hali-holidsy,
Hurold Skioner compubes he has
had sxaotly 100 ** lickingas * ginca

it all Skinner's roars

A record which
will take goms *¢ ligking, "

heavily-jewellad

roublesome cap.
cricket oap
sterling bowling

Bob

Asked whether ha p

turban

Greytriars school cap, ‘* Inky »
umped instantly for the

last sommer moze than the most

dazeling turban, Bunter would

poonsr have 8 turban—and pawn
tha jewels |,

St!r No.

the

in the Remove
assage possesses four distines

under the *¢legal ** goidance of

achoolboy lawyer, Peter
Todd I

gine, g0 that chaps won't have a chance {o
cut up rough over their borrowed belonginza,
As an extra proecaution, introduce your suut
as soon as you apot any fellow whoss property
yvou va confiscated,

The introduction, by the way, should hao
briof and informal. Just say: * Thia iz Ro-
and-s0; he'a an awful worm.” Then step
behind your aunt and make derisive faces
at the cmbarrassed fellow whoso hand she's
shaking !

Invite one or two hard eggs like Bolsover

iong—Iin Peter Todd it has the Mmajor to the tea. After yaour a}mt has gone,
osg tallest. in Alonzo Todd fhe they will then obligingly chip in when yous

Hg prizes the frailest, in Dutton the deafest, and infuriated vietims attack you.
awarded him for in Bunter the fattest fellow in the I think that's about all I can tell you jusiy
rlormances R?m??ﬁin 'im“ ;‘umh h“lﬂﬂﬂ " now, Mind wyow, I'm not recommending
BSIOINBIIARLY =~ WELL JIOWEVEL, s method of aunt-omtertaining myself. Tt's

Hazeldene’s patent. I'm merely one of {the

s !



