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OODK ! This s your final opportunity of winning a Prize in our Great ' Armaments ** Race. We are now going to giveaway the
remaining ** Hercules " Blcycles and at least 2,000 of the other Super Prizes—they are walting to be sent off to the regders
who bave collected the highest number of two kinds of a:ampa—'FANHS and BATTLESHIPS.

So, lose oo time ! Get out adi the stamps you have been collecting each week, and add to them those given in this issue (twelve
on this page, and four more on FPage 21). Sort t?mh-nut cur:ifuil;}' and then count up how many TANK and BATTLESHIP Stamps
vou have altogether. No other stampe are wonted this month. ;

Having found vour total, write it clearly In ink on the coupon given here, remembering that no allowance will be made for
incorrect totals. Add your name and full address also, and fll In at the foot of the coupon which of the following Prizes you would

like in the event of your being & second-prize winner— Mt s -The * Magnet " ;i
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When you have completed (he cou in full, pin or ¢lip your Batileship and Tank stamips of

dtamps only together, and attach them to the coupon. Paost, in a properly
stamnped eavelopse, 10!

MAGNET *' Armaments *' (July), 1, Tallis House, London, E.C.4 (Comp.).

This Moath's Closing Date for Home Readers (s TUESDAY, AUGUST 9th, 1938,

OVERSEAS READERS ! Remember that you, too, are Included in thls scheme,
and 1al awards are to be given for the h!’dhﬂit collections from oversers readers.
Send in your stamps according to the directions for home readers, but note that in
your case, the ;:Ins.ﬁ:i date Is extended to Wednesday, November 16th, 1938,

MN.B.—Aas you koow, this t scheme I also appearing in other hoys' papers
ke - Hndarjll‘. Boy " and * &ﬂ'*ﬁa you will find m?:lga ﬂ'tﬂ.linﬁ in thern.

And here"s a Bnnd " —this week's MODERN BOY (Issue dated July 30th)
coataine FOUR B 8 Battleship Stamps, making nty stamps ia all.
RULES.—Flve First Prizes of £4 T3, 8, * Hereples " Cycles and at least 2,000 other prires
will e awarded I order of mserit as jn previous mounths of the contest, Le., to the readera
declaring and sending the largest collections of the stamps called for. Cash value of aay
of the fret prizes may be divi in ease of & tie or tics for such prizes. Tles for any other
prizes will be decided by the Rditon
Al clafms for priges to be sent on the proper coupon {as given here) ; no nllmt'n‘r}m mado
for any coupon or stamps mutilated or lost or delayed In the post or otherwise, “o coree-
spondence | Mo ona connected with this paper may cnter, and the Editor's dectsion will bo
tinal and legally binding throughout.
N.B—You can also colleet or awap * Armaments' Btamys with pals who read ™ Gem,”
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SOUTHWARD BOUND ! Miies away from Greyfriars, Harry Wharton & Co. are en route for the
South Seas-—with Lord Mauleverer, the schoolboy millionaire—where danger is awalting them. But
the Greyfriars chums are prepared to meet it with smiling faces!

Sounl ggns ADVENTURERS |
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Cra-a-a-ack ! **I—I say, stop !

Bunter,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Waliters !

i HAT about a ginger-pop,
Bunter "
“ Thanks, no.”

“Like some jam-tarts ¥

L 18 h“ [IJ

“Or some crearm-pufls

E L \.: rih

Thoza mpln:-s. from Billy Bunter of
the Greyfriars Removo, were most un-
nsual.  They were, in fact, asionizh-
ing,

Never before, in all his fat carcern,
had Filly DBunter beens known to
tlecline the offer of ginger-pop, jam-
tartz, or cream-pufls!

MNeither, aa a rule, did the Tamous
Five of iho Remove gather  round
Bunter, crowding him  with these
generous and hospitable inviiations.

But cirenmstances, like corpenters,
alter cases !

It was hreang; up day at Greyiriars.

Q¥

Fverybody had packed; some fellows
werg gone already. All were ready 1o
ga.

Il'nrr:.r Wharton & Co. Lhad an eve on
the school bus. They did not want 1o
miisa thot bus and go in the nexi
Nevertheloss, while that bus filled they
had gathered round Bunter. Regard-
less—or almost regardless—of buses and
eatching trains, they gave the fat Owl
of the Removo ‘their very special atton-
fion.

Fellowa seldom did, on Dbreaking-up
day. In foet, they never did. When
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Stop that nigeger, you fellows !

as the rickshaw collapsed under his

ihe “hols ¥ were at hand, follows wete
mare likely to deodge round covners at
the sight of Bunter than to gather round
him. Bunter, at such time:, was sticky,
and hard to get unstuck. For the first
time tn history, on such an oecasion,
Billy Bunier zeemed to be in request,
The Famons Five secraed to have only
one  wish, at tha moment, and tho
dearest wish of their hearts was to gob
Punier to walk across to the school shop
and there to dispose of ginger-pop, jam-
tarts, and cream-puffs at their expense,

At any other time 1t wonld have been .
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Opening Yarn of a Thrilling
New Holiday Series, Starring
HARRY WHARTON & CO,,
the World-Famous Chums of
GREYFRIARS.
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the easicst of tasks. Wow it was not
easy, It was, in fact, impossible.
Bunter, grinning, stayed whero he

was, heedless of the voice of the
charmer.

Harey Wharton offered gmger-pﬁ]i
Bob Cherry sogpested jam-tarts. Fra
Nugent mentioned eream-puffs.  Johnny
Bull referred to meringues. Eurres

Jamset Ram Singh muvtoured eoconut-
108,
But it

woas in vain!  Billy Bunter

FR.ANK. Racn-wws A E

I —I—yaroooooh 1™
weight.
grinned a negative to every tempting

suggestion.
“Room for vou fellows ' selled Peter

% 1

roared Bllly

Todd from ilie bus.
But the Famous Five did not heed.

Vernon-8mith came out of the House.
A handsome ear was waiting for ham.

“You men like to pm‘:l. in for the
station 1" asked Smithy.

“TPThanks, old man, no.’

“1 sav, vou fel!mvs, wiw nnt ot off i
squeaked Billy Bunter. “Nothing for
you to wait h:rr ia there "

Apparently there was, for the chums
of the Remove waited, and the Bounder
rolled off in his handsome car and left
them with Bunter. : :

A siill handsomer eab was stil] wait-
ing., Upon that car, Billy Bunter's eyes
—and  spectacles—were  fixed. A
Iiveried chaufleur stood like a statue by
that car. He had been w mtmg for somo
time—and was still waiting. Thers waa
baggage on the car—Lord Mauleverer's
baggage. But Mauly himself had not
vet appeared to take his seat. Bo the
chanffeur was still waiting—and o was
Billy Bunter [

Bunter was going in that car—with
Mauly!

That was why he resisted the blandish-
ments of the Famous Five. That, as he
jolly well knew, was why they wanted
imm té walk smcross te the tuckshop.
Ma.km?‘ out, Jike the beasis thai were
that old ‘&I’auly did not want hia
in that*car!

If that was the belief of the qum
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Five, they had grounds for it. For
twice Lord Maulaverer had looked out
of the doorway, and at sight of Billy
Bunter watching the car, had dis-
gppeared into the Houszoe again.

Bunter, walching the car, did not
observe him—having, of course, no eyes
mm the back of his head, and those 'in
front not being particularly d. ones.
But the Famous Five did. Buntor wes
waiting for Mauly to come—and Maul
was waiting for Burter to go! Bot
of them, in the pcculiar circumstances,
ecemad booked for a long waltl For
which reason the Famous Five, nobly
missing their bus, were doing their best
for old Mauly. .

“YI say, you fellows, your bus is
zoing !"' said Bunter.

“Oh, that’s all right, we'll ﬁﬁt the
noxt " zaid Bob Cherry cheeriully.

“¥ou'll lose your traini”

“Lote of traing to-day " said Bob.

“Well, look here, one of you cut 1nto
the House and tell Mauly lhus man's
waiting !'" suggesied Bunter. *The
silly asz seems to have forgotten all
ahount it."

“¥ou cut in," suggested Nugent,

“I'm waiting {or Mauly. I don't wish
o risk missing him. He might come out
at another door—" '

“Very likely, with you waiting at
this one 1" remarked Johnny Bull

“¥Yah!" retorted Bunter. *“I say, I
with be’d come!. I never did my lines
for Quelch, and it would be just like
m to nab me et the lass minute I
don't want to see Quelch before T go.”

“My dear cbap, you'll have to sa
Eﬁﬂd-h}'& to your Fouvm-master [V sal

ab, hopefully.

“1'1l watch it1” said Bunter.

“Better cut in and see Quelch,
Bunter | urged Harry Wharton.

“¥ah|®

Billy Bunter blinked round irritably
at the big doorway. He did not want te
see AMr, Ezuc'rch; he did not want to sea
Lord Mauleverer. As it happened,
Mauly glanced out, for the third time,
as Bunter blinked in; and this time the
fat Owl spotted himl

1 say, Mauly=——""he sgueaked.

Lord Mauleverer disappeared lika a
ghost at cock-crow.

" Mauly I roared Bunter.

But answer there cema none! Lord
Maulaverer was suddenly busy else-
where. Billy Bunter snorted.

“What the dickens is the matter with
the chapi” he grunted. *“Keeping me
bhanging on like this, when tliat old as»

ueich, may spot me at any minute, anli
jaw me shout those lines. Nice way to
treat a fellow he's asked to spend the
vhapatmn wilh"him. rl'ﬂlchuck the whulﬁ
thing up, rea an can't very we
log f'lgiaui} {!ﬁ“'.'l{’” d i

“Think Mauly would mind?” azked
Johony Bull.

Bunter blinked at him.

“Well, bhe wouldn't mind if .you
fellows let bim down,” he said. *In
fact, I fancy he would be rather glad!
I mean to say, he can't actually want
you fellows to go on that trip to the
South Beas with him. How could he§™

“You fot nss—-"

“¥on can call a fellow names 1 said
Bunter dizdainfully. “You've hoaked
oh to Mauly for these hols—not the sert
of thing I would do. Some fellows ave
parlicular about such things, Mauly
begged me to go, almost with téars in
his eyes! I said I would.”

“How on earth Jid you wangle it?”
asked Bob.

“¥Yah "

“Wall, look here, what about a bit of
a feed beforo we start?” msked Harry
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Wharton. A real sprepd. Won't you
foin us, DBunter ™
“No, I won't!™

“ Jam-tt%rts, da.n!i meringies anjd
crepm-pults, and ginger- . ang]—-—=
“0Oh, shut up 1” hﬂwlecf%ﬁmmr. That

tempting list made his mouth water
“Jf you think you're going to make me
miss Mauly, you're jolly well mistaken
F_E_EE-'I'II'F

Evidently, there was nothing doing.

Bunter was a fxture there—walting
for Mauly to come ! Mauly was gnother
fixture elsewhere, waiting for Bunter to
gol plt was like the old story of the
irresistible force brought to bear on the
immovablo object |

Mauly had asked Bunter for the vae.
Bunter, somehow, had wangled it—he
was & wonderful wangler in  such
matters. The Famous Five were joining
Mauly later for the trip, after o few
days at home. Bunter wasn't! Bunter
wes going home with Mauly in that car!

Ferhaps he 'did not want Mauly to
escape his eyes until they started on that
trip to the Bouth Seas. Perhaps he pre-
ferred Mauleverer Towers to Bunter
Court. Anyway, when Mauly left the
school, DBunter was leaving the school
—with Mauly!

And, a3 Mauly actually had asked him
for tho heliday trip to the Bouth Heas,
Bunter felt that he eould hardly refuse.

Mauly, no doubt, felt the same. He
hated refusing anybody anything., Lle
did not want to refuse Bunter. All he

wanted was to Esret away without him,
“1 say, you fellows, do go in and call
Mauly 1" said the fat Owl peevishly.
“1I can’t stand here for ever !
“"Come over to the tuckshop and wait
there,” suggested Bob,
“Bhut np!"” roared Bunter.

The chaufficur was still standing like
a statue. Bunter was not—he was
wriggling with impatience.

“Will that fathead never come?™ he
yapped. *1I say, you fellows, do call
him! That silly old ass Quelch may
spot me any minute, and yon know what
ha iz—he would jaw a fellow on break-
up day as soon as lock at him—>"

“Bhut up, ass!® breathed Dob Cherry,
ns an angular figure appeared in the
doorway, and Mr. eleh glanced out
inte the quad.

Tt would

" Shan't I enorted Bunter.
be just like ?ua!{{h to make me do my
lines to-day, if he s%n}leq me—you know
what a blithering, blinking old goat he
as—a'l:-sﬁlutui;' savage old brule—"

“Bunter |

“h .:ril:p;?r L

" Bunter |

Billy Bunter revolved on lis axis, his
cves almost popping through his spee-
tacles &t the Remove master in  the
doorway. Mr. Quelch looked at him as
if he could have bitten him.

"0Oh lor' I asped Bunter. " I—1 say,
zair, I—I wasn't saying—och crikey!™
"Follow me te my study, Bunter

Ll
+

sald Mr, Quelch, in a voice lilie that of
the Great Huge Dear.
S I=]=-I'm wailing for a—sa chap,
sir.”
“Follow me this instant, Bunter 1™
“Qh ler' I?

Billy Bunter rolled dizmally into the
House, and followed his Farm-rnaster.
Ten seconds after he had dizappeared,
an elegant ﬁggme emerged from the
House. Lord Mauleverer, seldom in a
hurry, scemed 1n haste now. He popped
into the car.

*3es you men &t Croydon !” he called
out; and the Famous Five, grinning,
waved good-bye as the car rolled away
to the gates,

Then they went for & bus!

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Bunter In Luck !

o g MPOSSIBLE ' said Mr. Bunter,
“Qh, really, dad—"
“With income fax at five
chillings and mxprnee in the
ound,” said Mr. Bunter =overely,
"%zire impossible [M
illy Bunter grunted.

He was not interested in inceme fax,

ITe was still at the happy age when
such thimgs did not worry.
., But _he had heard a good deal about
1t, umnterested as he was, since Grey-
friars had broken up for the holidays.
Really, it seemed to be Mr. Bunter's
favourite topic.

Buanter hardly knew that that anerous
payment was due on the first of July.
Mr. Bunter did—only too welll Even
if he had forgotten it, the Inspector of
Taxes would have reminded him, before
the ¢nd of the month, The Inspector of
T'axes had an awlully geod memoryl

“But I mean to say, I'm going away
for the whole vacation—*" cxplained
Bunter. “A tenner—"

“With income tox—m-"

“Well, a fiver |

“ At five ghillings and sixpence—*

“What about a couple of quid!”

“In the poundi”

; “]Tﬂn bob, then 1" said Dunter despair-
ingly.

*1 should be very pleased——"

“{th, good !

“If it should ever pleaze the Chan-
cellor of the Exchequer——"

“Eh?” .

“To draw in o jittle less money to b
spent here, there and everywhere,” said

Mr. Bunter, with ferocious =avcasm.
“ But until then—"
“Oh lor' 1.

“Until then, William, you must be
satished with vour allowance. Now I
must  catch my  train. Caod-bye,
William 1 I hope you will have a very
pleasant holiday with your friends
ebhroad.” :

And Mr. Bunter was gono.

The old Ferd grunted, as he went.
did Bunter.

Bunter grunted even more emphatie-
olly than the Fard,

t waa o bit thick, Bunier considerad.
Here he was, about to start cn o long
trip abroad—tropical regions, tonl A
fellow hed to have a few things for
tropieal ru?mns. He had no doubt {hat
the other fellows had been doing a lot
of shopping, ready for ihe vovage.
Bunter hed not bothered about that
much, however., He hoped that they
had done enough for him also! He
would have to borrow a few things from
hiz pals, and he only hu;ﬁrzd that they
wouldn’t be too tight for him.

Owing to Lord Mauleverer’s happy
escape on breaking-up day, Bunter had

So

had to roll home to Bunter Court,
instead of hestowing his fascinating
society on  BMauly, at Mauleverer

Towers.

Bunter Court, judging hy Dunter's
ﬂescriﬁcﬁana of it at Greviriars, shonld
lianve been guite o pleasant spot to roll
home to.

But—elose nt  hand—Dunter Conrt
diminished to Bunter Villa; the Rolls
to & Ford; the vast wealth {o a smali
ingome which, aceording to Mr. Bunter,
had chiefly to go in income tox |

“Bropeperer 1Y grunted Bunter.

Bammy Bunter, hiz minor i the
Hecond Form, home for the holidays,
looked in, with a cheery grin.

“Did you get by with it, Dilly?" he

esked,
“ No!" grunted Dunter.
He blinked at his minor.
“I eay, Bammy, I'm gowng to-day—you



know my pal Mauly, in the Remaove,
asked me to go on thet tnip with him to
an island in the Pacific—I couldn't very
well refuse, you know, when he made
sueh o point of it—"*

"Hﬂ, hEp h'E! __.u .

“What are you cackling af, you fat
tmage ?”

“Fat!” said Sammy. “I like that I”

“Well, look here, & fellow doosn't like
to turn up stony, and if you can lend
me—where are you going, Sammy ?*

Sammy did not answer that question.

He went.

Billy Bunter breathed hard. Ie
rolled out inte the garden—which at
(ireyfriarg became the vast grounds of
Bumter Court !—where he found Sister
Eessie eating an apple.

“1 say, Bessie, I'm going to-day,” he
said. " Can yon—"

Miss Bunter blinked at him.

“Don't forget that half-crown befove
you go,* she said,

“Eh! What half-crown?”

“The one I lenk you—*

Bunter rolled away! He had as good
as forgotten that half-crown, but
Eliznketh Bunter secemed to have as
good & memory as an Inspector of
I'axeal

Bunter rolled in again.

“ Aren’t you going to pack, William #"
asked Mrs. Bunter.

The frown left Billy Bunter’s fat face.
o gave his mother an affectionate
blink. :

“ Mo, that's all right,” he sald. * My
friends will see me through. say,
mums, I'm going to bring you back
seome corgls and things from the South
Sea Islends. I'll send you some picture
posteards, if they've got any at Kalua-
waolly—what-do-you-call-it.”

*And von will want a littls extra o
Mrs. Bunter began to open her purse.

“No, mums!” answered Dunter
heroically. “That's all right—that's
quite all right! Quita! I'm expecting
a postal order—I—I—I mean, that's
qimta all right I Dou't you worry abour
that!”

“Well, if you would like a cake to eat
in the traip——"

“What-ho!” said Bunter.

There was a little bundle under Billy
Bunter's arm when he started for the
station. But it was nob sti]l under his
arm when he arrived there. Bunter had
had only one breakfast that morning.
The e¢ake was an inside passenger
before Bunter sighted the station.

Perhaps that was the reason why he
loct his train. Anyhow, i1i was going
out when he rolled into the station.

Bunter was booked for London that
morning. He had his railway fare, At
Waterloo he was to join up with the
rest of the party; after that, financial
matters wounld in other hands.
Mauly’s unecle, Sir Reginald, was
making sll the arrangements for the
trip, &nd was fo see the pariy off ot
Croydon. The frst “lap ™ of that long
journey wes to be made by plane, as far
gs: oingapore, wlere a sieamer was to
corry the party on to the Pacific Islands:.

Fow fellows would have thought of
starfing on a trip to the Pacific Ocean
with nothing but what they stood up
in, and their cash limited fo the railway
fare as far as Waterloo Station, Bunter
was one of the few.

Had Bunter caught that train, Punter
woenld Lave been all right., But he had
to wait half an hour, at the litile Burrey
station, for the next. That did it!
Exaclly liow it came about that his rail-
way fare waz expended on grub instead
of & ticket, Bunter hardly knew. These
things bhappened to Bunter! The eake,
perhaps, had whetted his  oppetite.
Aunyhow, 1t went; and with lns last

EVERY SATURDAY

penny, the fat Owl provided himself
with a platform ticket.

Few fellows, again, would have gone
en & platform to start a journey, armed
only with & platform ticket| Again,
Bunter was one of the few, Y

It was possible that his frionds might
b2 in the very train he was going to
catch, as they had the same Hestination.

If so, they would see him through. If
not, Bunicr—sad to relate—was pre-
pared to make a desperate attempt to

“Dilk * the railway company! Bunter
wai one of thoze misguided fellows who
take the view that railway companies
pre fair game! This view had landed
Bunter in & lot of trouble at various
timez, and he really hoped that he would
spot familiar facea in the train when it
came in. Even Bunter preferred not to
bilk, if it could be helped.

IIis fat face beamed as the train
came 1.

From a first-class carringe descended
an elegant youth and a portly, middle-
aged gentleman, The first was Lord
Mauleverer, of the Greyfriars Remove,
the zecond was Sir Reginald DBrooke,
hiz mnele and guardian.

Why they were ‘fettmg out at that
station, Bunter digd not know—but it
was & tremendous stroke of luek for
Liim.

He rolled along to give
cordial grecting. )

Bauly and ﬁi: uncle, not obeerving
hir, erossed the platform and sat down
ont one of the seats, under the window
of the refvesbment-room. Dunter, in
Manly's place, would have sat down
inside “that room, not outside! They
seemed to be going to wailt for some-

them =&

¥.

Bunter rolled uﬂé

He heard Bir Reginald's voice as he
arrived.

“We have half an hour to walt for
vour friends, Herbert. There 13 a
matter I intended to mention to vou—
but I hesitated to do so——"

“ Carry on, nunky 1" said Mauleverer.

“With regard to this trip te Kalua-
alua-lalua~-dear me, who 1§ this?”

# Ale, sir!1” said Billy Bunter briEhtly.
“How do you do, sir! How's things,
Mauly, old man? Jolly meeting yon
like this, what " ‘

Lord Aauleverer did not seem
think it fearfully joily.
did his uncle,

"Wha is this, Harbert?" he ashed.

Y Bunter, sir—don't vou remember
hime—™

“Oitl Bunter! Yes, quite! But was
rol Bunter to be at Waterloo 3"

A Then Rl

*Then how—w Ly

“Bunter always turns up like a bad
penny, sir! Den’t you, Bunter?”

“0hy, really, Mauly! The fact is, I
lost my train,” spid Bunier. * Worse
than that, I've lost my tlicket, tool 1
liad it in my hand one minute, and the
next mindte it wasn't there! You know
how these things happenlt I suppoze
vou' |l—"

“Oh! Yaas!”

“3Waiting for the orher fellows here ¥V
nsked Bunier breezily, *“I'll wait with
vou, old chap!”

Bunter zat down. _

Sir Reginald's eye glinted ot him.

] Lo
Still less so

ITe had been about te speak to his
nephew on private matters, a: Bunter
vory well knew., DMauleverer hastily
iorposed.

“1 believe thiz buffet’s open, Bunter,”
e said.

“¥Yes! But I lefi my purse &t home,”
gaid Bunter regretfully. " Bit awkward,

vou know., The pater stood me a
tenner, sinciuﬂy, and Sammy and
Bessie both insisted on lending me a

few qunids, in the circumstances, you
know—and then I go and leave my
uree on the radiogram in my den at
unter Court——" Ho blinked at
Mauly, “If you'd lend me half-a-crown,
old chap—I'll let you have it back out
of a postal order I'm expecting—"
Billy Bunter rolled inta the refresh-
ment-roomy with half-s-crown in his fat
aw; and Mauly and his uwncle were
eft at liberty to get on with that
private conversation—which was not
destined, liowever, to be guite o private
as Lhey supposed !

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Bad Hat!

ILLY BUNTER grinned.

He zat at a little table in

ihe refreshment-room  in  that

little Burrey station, just by the

window which looked on the platiorm.

That window was a few inches :En.

As the seat on which sat Lord

Mauleverer and his uncle was Just

outside the window, their voices werae
audible 1o a pair of fat ears within,

Bunter ate jam-tarts and cakes, and
seoffed ginger-pop—and grinoed.

INaot that unter, of course, was
glaying the eavesdropper! He would

ave scorned the imputation! He just
zat there, and if they talked within his
hearing, how was Bunter to help it?

Curiesity was Bunter’s besetting sin.
But he did not admit to himself that
he was a Paul Pry and a Peeping Tom !
It just happened that he hed selected
that takle among a dozen thers in an
empty buffet. Punter had a wonderful
way of believing what he chose to
believe.

Anyvhow, there he was; and the rather
thin, high-pitched voice of Sir Reginald
Brooke came clearly to his fat ears
But e ceased fo grin as he listensd.
It is well said that ﬁstenam seldom hear
good of themeelves,

“I do npot like that boy Bunter,

Herbere! He appeonrs to me & very
inguisitive boy. am sure he knew
that we wero speaking on  private

matters, vet he sat down here just the
gnine, ;
13 Yﬂﬂl-"
“ Beast 17
jam-tart.
“Iz he a friend of vours at school,
Hevbert 7
“Well, he savs he i5 sir,” murmured
Maunly., "I suppose he knows.”

41 am afraid, Herbert, that you are
pastlvy imposed upoen, in some waysl”
said the old gentlemean.

“TE-&S !u

“Your other friends — Wharton,
Wugent, Bull, Cherry, and tha Indian
boy—1 am very Iglnd that thay are going
with you, But I really do not qéugia Bee,
Herbert, why vou are taking this—this
Bunter—-" pir v

“The other fellows wanted him, eir.

Eillv Bunter grinned again, Bunter
knew, if Mauly did not, exactly how
mauch the  other fellows wanted him!
But, a3 the old baronet had said, Mauly
was rather eazily imposed upon,

“(th! Very well1” snid Sir Reginald.
“The Leor appears to mo to
inquisitive, bot after all—" ]

“He ain't a bad chap, sir,” said
Aaunleverer, Maulr never colld regard
anv chap 8s a bad chap. “He's got his

ond points]l I—I can't guite remem-

er what they ave, but I'm sure he's

t ‘i‘:l_n...ll‘

“Well, well, never mind Dunter,™
snid Siv Heginald. * This may be my
last oppertunity of speaking fo you 1n

THe Macxer Lirany.—XNo. 1539,
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private, Herbert, before you start. Now,
my boy, I s very glaj that you like
the idea of this vovage to the Pacifie,
and that you take an interest in your
property there—some day you miush
take charge of your possessions, and it
will be greatly to your benefit to be the
better acquainted with them. The
island of Kalua-alua-lalua i3 a very
valuable property, and it has greatly
increazed in value, under thoe care of
Mr. MeTab.”

“¥Yaas! ]

I regret that my age makes it
mmpossible for me to accompany you,
Herbert; but I have, of course, mads
every arrangement for you and your
friends to be properly looked after. The
plane will carry you as far as Singapore,
where the stecamer will be waiting 1o
take you to the Fiji Islands, and there
another vessel will be in readiness for
Kalua-alus-lalua, But we have already
gone into all thig—"

ik &ﬂi-”

“But, my boy——" the old genilenian
besitated. _

“ Anythin' worryin’ you, sirl¥

“Not exaclly,” said Sir Reginald.
“But—I have not referred to this
before, Herbert, but I feel that I must
do eo before you leave.”

“Carry on, sin” :

“VYou are going for a holiday, and
to inspeet your property in the Bouth
Seaz—an excellent idea. But—have you
any other object, Herbert?”

rd Mapleverer did mot reply.

Billy Bunter, on the inner side of the
window, pricked up his fat ears.

For a fellow who was mnot eaves-
dropping, he was hearing a guod deal;
and he was going to hear morel

Billy’ Bunter was, in fact, very
curious about that i{rip to the Beoulh
Seas. ) .

Lord Mauleverer had inherited a
South Sea island, among innumerable
other possessions, but he had hardly
remembered its existence till just lately.
He had zome special geason for recalling
it to mind, and for plannmg thus long
trip, Bunter was sure of that, And, ns
it did not concern Bunter in the very
least, he wanted to know all about it

“You need, of course, tell me nothing,
Herbert,” said the ofd geuotleman, a
little stiffiy. " Buot—"

“ My dear zir,” said Lord Mauleverer
at once. YI've pob ancther idea in my
mind—no secret about it even if I were
ass enough to keep sccrets from you,
gir. I fancied yow'd take it for
granted.”

“Vou mean—Brian}?

“Yags !

Billy Bunter almost swallowed a jam-
tart whole in his excitement. He wde
hearing something now |
Bunter had hoard of Mauly's scape-
race coustn, Brian Mauleverer, E—la
ﬁmi, in faet, met that reckless youug
man once, on & visitk to Maulevever
Towers, He knew that Brian
Mauleverer was a very "bad hat.”

Certainly it had never orccurred to
Bunter that this trip to the South Seas
could have any connection with tha
“bad hat? of the Mauleverer family,
whe had left his country for his
country’s good,

“I thought so, Hevbert,” said the old
baronet. *It ia zince a letter was
received from Brian, from the South
Seas, that vou began to take an interest
in Kalua-slua-lalun, But—"

“Blood is thicker than water, iz
said Eord Mauleverer quietly. * Brian'a
s bad hat, and his letter showed plainly
enﬁu%]h that he's going down decp. But
aps a helpin’ hapd-—" -
*I fear, Herbert, that Brian Moul-
Tue Maicuer Lignany.—Neo. 1,599
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evorer is past redemption, :ald Sir
Heginald gravely. *“His conduct in
England was wild and reckless and un-
ecrupulous—and in that distant part of
the world, I fear that he has gone from
bad te worse., Im fact, what he satd
himself, in his letter, [eaves no doubt
on that p%int.”

“1 know! Buat—"

*“He asked for money—he would not
have written for a.u,:.rthing cleg—-"

“Yaast But—"

“I could not consent to place a large
sum in such hands, Herbert, unless I
was assured that it was infended to be
used for an bonourable purpoze, He
could give no such assuranco, He re-
ferred to ap opening he had in view—
but I cannot help thinking that it was
more likely 10 be some wild and lawless
project than anything else.”

“T'm afraid so, sir! Bul—if I came
across him—I might look into it,” said
Mauleverer, "If old Brian's fryin’ to
make & fresh start, I'd like to zive him
a leg up, sir!l I'd let you know—and
you could trust my werd, if not Brian’s.™

“Y hardly like you coming iuto con-
tact with hip.

‘“"He won't do me any damage, sir!
You don't fancy he w_:?i teach me to
play poker with a whisky-and-soda at
ey elbow " Lord Mauleverer chuckled.

“1 can trust you, Ieibert! I can
trust your friends! But—-"

“Tt will be all right, sir! I mayn's
find him~—he's left precious little clue to
finding him. But if I do, I could =ce
wheiher anythin’s to be done to set him
on hiz fect again. Ten to one he's tryin’
to turn over & new leaf—I hope eo, any-
how, ™

“Well, well, T will not eoppose you,
Herbert, though I fear that hittle good
will come of it!" said the baronet
slowly. You may be right, rr.ll:,' boy,
though 1 fear that Brian AMMauleverer
will never he anything but what he has
always been., If vou find him at all, 1
fear that vou will find him a worthless
loaler—a beacheomber, as it is called
there. But we will hepe for the best—
and, in any case, I can rely upon you
not to fall nnder his influence.”

“That's all rizht, sir 1™

There was a shriek of a whistle,

“Here comes the train, nunky! I'd
better call Bunter! When he's eatin’
he forgets everythin® elsa.”

Billy Bunter hastily bolted the last
jam-tart, and rolled out of the reiresh-
ment-room, wiping & sticky mouth with
the back of a sticky band.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Off For The South Seas!

b ALLO, hallo, halle ™
Bob Cherry.
A garriage door was hurled
open, and five cheoery faces
looked out aa Beb Cherry's roar woke
the echoes of the railway,

The TFamous Five waved to Lord
Mauleverer and his uncle, who came up
te the carrviage.

“Hop in, Mauly !" =aid Bob.

“"Room for you, eir!” =ajd Harry
Whartou, * One of us will stand.”™

There were five in the cﬂr!'iag_f. which
left one seat vacant. But Sir Reginald
smiled, and shook hia heatl

“I will po into the next,” he said.
“You pgo in with vour {riends,
Herbert, ™ -

“Jump in, my esteemed Aanly ' said
IMurree Jamset Ram Siugh.

“I eav, you Fellows—->™"

“ Hallo, hallo, hallol Tz that Bun-
ter " exclaimed Bob Cherry, staring at

roared

a fal and sticky Owl. “Woren't you
gﬂinlg to Waterloo, Fatty i

“1 lost my ticket—"

“Why didn’t you lose yourzelf along
with it fatheadﬁy"

“Yah 1

Sir Reginald went to his carriage.
Billy Bunter roelled in with the Famous
Five, and Lord Mauleverser hesitated.

Gut Bob Cherry grabbed him, and
dragged him in, and a porter slamme:d
tha door,

The train rolled on for London.

“Here we sre, hers we are, here we
are again!” sang Bob Cherry. Bob
eeemed to be in exuberant spivitse, " Bit
down, Mauly I

“0Oh, I'l stand!™ said Mauleverer
placidly,

“No, yon won't! Bunter——*"

“Tf you think I'm poing to stand, Bob
Cherry—" roared Buuter,

“1 was going to say that you could
have my seat, porpoize I

“Oh, all right | You =1t down, AMauly,
old chapt Bob can stand all right! ?f
vou'd hang one of your feet out of the
window, Bob, it would make a lot more
room. ?Ha, he, he I

Dunter eat down in a comner seat,
Bunter liked a corner seat. What any-
body else liked did not, of courze,
nratter,

“RBguat down, 3Mauly [¥ bawled Dob.

“Mo, loock here—yarooch!” yelled
Lord Mauleverer, as Bob gave him a
playiul shove on his noble cﬁeat, and he
sat down quite suddenly.

“I say, don’t be such a hippopotamus,
Boh I* chided Bunter. “You're travel-
ling with me now! Might heve & spot
of manners.”

“Isn't he nice " said Bob., “ Ain't it

orgeous to be travelling with Dunter?
%’hﬂ'd care for a holiday without him?¥"

“Boot him 1" suggested Johuny Bull.

* Beast 1" . )

“ Jolly to see you fellows amain,” said
Lord Maulevercr. “ We——"

“Did you arrangé to meet these
fellows at this station, Mauly " aecked
Dunter, with a severe blink through lis
h[.:'; ‘z’peﬁtﬂ.c]ns,

“Yaas.” .

“Then why dide’t you let me know?
If T—I hadn't lost wmy train—I mean,
my ticket—I should be waiing at
Waterloo [™

“RBut I didn't know you were on Lhe
sama line, old fat bean,” said Lord
Aauleverer mild]

“Couldn’t.yon

“Yaas”

“Well, was it too much trouble to
write F¥

L]
Emru wriiton "

Y aas™ :

“Oh, really, Mauly—" .

“ls wour bhagraze on  the train,
Dunter?” asked Harry Wharton, *1
dudn't see—="

“Eh? Ohl Yes, I suppose so!”
angwered Bunter cavelessly. 1 badn't

much, as we're going by plane—a couple
of suiteases, and my silver-mounted
dressing-caze, and a gun-case or two, I
expect the poriera have eeen to them,"”

“The expoctfulness is torrvifie ! mue-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

Johnny Ball snorted, 1

“If that fat spocfor fancica that he's
going to bag my shivts and sccks, sanie
as he did last time~——" he began,

“I dare say Mauly will lend me a few
things if my hngg‘ﬂ(gﬂ doesn’t turn up 1"
gaid Bunter, with dignity. " You won's
mind, will you, Maulyi”

W ?1.1.” sr:|.:

“Deast! I mean, look here, old chap,
it will mean a lot of delay if I have to
root round Waterloe hunting for my
hng;lgn r—it may take a jolly long time
1a fin 1

—
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** Look at that guy ! " sald Bunter.

“A frientfully long time, I fancw!™
rematled Frank Nugent. “SBay a
hndred rears—"

“And then some 1 said Bob Cherry.

“Well, if we loge the plane at Croy-
don, it won't be my fault ! said Buntei.
1 say, Mauly, i haope it's a decent
plang, If I'd been standing this tvip,
I should have chartered a special plane,
flave vou done that, Mauly "

“Fih?t No!"

“Well, I really think—" said Bun-
tev warmliy,

“Buat nunky has—" '

“(Oht Then we're having a plane all
io ourselves ™

“Yoaas! Couple of
steward, if you
anter.™

“ b, veally, Alaulx "

“Did von charier & special weighing.
machine for Buater, before he goes on
board ¥ asked Boeb Cherry,

“ln? MNeol”

“Then the game's up !’ An ordinary
one won't stand the strain !

“RBeast 1 roared DBunlet,

“Iia, ha, E

atidd &
that,

pilots,
don't  mind

hat
Tt was @ bright and merry party that
furned ont of the train at Waterloo.

Sir Reginald rejoined the party there,
and shephevided them fo the ecac that
was in waiting. Billy Bunter did not
detay to make any inquiry about his
haggage. The Greyfriars party rvolled
utf for Croydon. )

Ther looked with preat interest at
the giant plane that was to carry them
on the first lap of the long trip across
Furope and a-good part of Asia,

All the juniors had been “up " before,
wil were delighied at the prospect of
roing Yup ™ again—with one exception.
i3illy  Bunter eved the plane rather
dubiously through his big spectacles,

*First hop, Pariz!” remarked Bob

* Fancy an old ass dressing up like that
do you know he doesn’t understand English ¥ **

stately halt and bowing.
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Clerry. “Yon won't be seasick in the
Channel this time, Bunter,™

Hir Heginnld saw ihe party safe on
board,

Billy Buuier sat down and cluiched
at his scat. The plane was not moving
ver, but Bunter's idea scemed to be
“safety first”

Manlv's uncle ghool: bands all round
with the party, excoepting Bunter—whose
fat hands were clutching, and not at
liberty for hand-shakes—so Sir Reginald
mizzod @ jammy pasw. .

The door ¢losed. The engines roared.
Billy Bunier ‘held on like a limpet to a
rock., . The plane began to taxi on the
asphall.

“I—I sav, vou [ellows—" gasped
Bunter. )

“ How many brekkers have vou had,
old fab mwan?" ashed Bob, “If vou've
had more than six, vou'll lose one or
two now !V _

“Beast ! T sav, Maulr—"" squeaked
Bunter.

“Yans,"

11 think I=I'd rather go by
etenimer, after all! Apd—and train—
T—I think T—I'd rather get out.”

The plane took off. The juniors,
laoking down. from the window, saw
Sir Reginold waving his hand, and
waved back., . Bar Sir Reginaeld and
the landing-place rapidly diminizhed.
DBunter did not loak out. He held
on, atd blinked wildly at Mauly.

“Deaf?™ he roared.

“Th? Yaas—I mean, no.  What's
the troubie, old man®”
“I'm going io get outl” roared

Bunter.

“Oh gadi”

HOpen that  door, Bob Chr:rr;.-! Do
you hear me, you beast? We're just
going to start, I believe——

“1}[a, ha, ha!"

L T >
o w1
il

* Shut up ! ™ hissed Bob Cherry.
* Thank you, young sir ! ** said the Chinaman, coming to a siow and

T S

““ How

“Bleszed if I see anviling le cackle

at! Open that door!” roared Bunter,
He tottered to his feet. “I'm geiling
out, seet™

“Bit of a step down,”” pgrinned Bob
Cherey. “Anybody eeo the altimeter?
How high are we now '

“Thousand feet,”  satd
“MNo: two thousand '™

“0Oh crikey ™

“ Btepping out, Dunter?”

“ Beast 1" - :

Bunter gave up the idea of stepping
outs

FNugent.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Day In Singapora!
TS hot,” said Billy Bunter, fan-
I ning himself with his hat.
“Hot?" repeated Bob Cherry,
“Did
Bunter ?"

“Yes, I did.” _ )

o N, wonder,” said Bob medi-
tatively, “why they allowed Bingapora
to be hot, when DBunter was connng
alongd  They couldu’t have known
he was coming.'’

-HHa? ha’ !“} !ﬂl .

“0h ecackle!” said Bunter bitterly,
“Fat lot you ecarel™

“Wea're rathor warm ourzelves, old
fat  man! murmured Lord Maul
CVOTET.

Snort! from Bunter,

SBingapore was hot.  There waz no
doubt about that—it was hotl But.
whether the other fellows felt the heat
or not was, of course, a matter of very
srtall mooment.  What wattered was
that Bunter did.

Hu:gtgr was red az a turkﬂ'*ﬂﬂﬂk: aid

crspiring.
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Tnder I:ME sun-helmet his fat face
glowed like 2 poony, and his big =pee-
taclos flashed.in the tromaal =sunshine,

After a series of "heps,” the plane
had landed the Greyfriars pariy at
Bingapore, and they were through with
sky-travelling mnow.  Thousands of
miles had passcd under them at won-
derful speed.  Even the long suminer
holiday weuld have been short for a
trip to the South Seas, but for that
swift lift on the leng journev.

Bunter was not sorry lo say good-
bye to the plane. He had got used
to it, but the law of gravitation
always haunted his fat mimd when ho
was “up.” He wos glad te be
“down ¥ again for good.

At Singaporo the party had been
met by a fricnd of Bir Reginald's,
who owned a rubbar plantation near
the city. He had landed *them in the
Eastern Hotel, and was looling after
them till they passed into the charge
:}li the capiain of the steamer next

¥.

Meanwlule, they were taking s walk
about Singapore on their own, makin
the miost. of & day in that wonderfu
city of the East.

But it was hot.

Judging by Billy Bunter's remarks
it might have been supposed that the
authoritiee in Singapore had nefari-
ously turned the heat on, just to annoy
Bunter. PBuat they hadn’t It was
generally like that

‘Bunter had declined to siay in the
shady veranda of the heotel. He was
not going 1o be left out, On the other
hand, walking did not appeal to him—
cspecially 1n tropical hear.

The ofher fellows found endless
interest in the bustling streets of
Singapore, where they jostled white

S
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nten and black and brown and wellow
—planter, Malaya, Tamils, Chinese,
Siameze, all sorts and conditions of
men of all colours, and talking a won-
derful vartety of languages,

Bunter was chiefly occupied with the
fact that it was hot, and, so far as he
noticed the people at all, it was with
contempiuous  indifference,
niggers, was Bunter's opinion of them.

i k at that guy!” said Bunter,
with a nod towards a Chineze gentle-
man, it hisa native ecostome, who was
walking with slow and stately steps in
his  voluminous silken  garments,
“Fancy an old ass drcssing up like
that, just as if he was in a musical
comedy.”’ :

“Zhut up, as:!” hissed Dob Cherry.
“How do yvou know he doesn’t under-
stand Enghlish 1"

“{Oh, these foreipners ave an
ignorant Jot ! zaid Bunler disdain-
fully. *Look how they cackle in their
silly languages—sounds like erackin
mats to me, 'l bet that old sket
don’t understand & word of any
civilized language. Fancy o man with
a fan! He, he, he!”

“Dry up, fathead”

“"Bhan't! Silly, old ass!'™ said
Bunter, blinking at the Chinaman,
who came to o slow and stately halt,
and bowed to ham.

“Thank you, young sic! said the
Chinaman; and he passed on, with
flowing garments, [leaving Bunter
blinking, and the other fellows crimson
with vexatlion.

“ He—he—

“0Oh?' gasped Bunter.
he understood mel Oh [

“"The Chinesze,” said Bob, "are the
politest people on earth. Otherwise,
that chap would have kicked you all
over Bingapore.”
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" Oh, rezlly, Cherry——"

"But I''m not =0 ;Emlife as « China-
man,” went on Bod. “8So U'm jolly
well going to. kick you—-"

“Logk here——  Yaroooh ! roared
Bunter. “1 say, you {ellows—wow!
Slop kicking me, you beast, or Fll—
whoo-hoooop |

Billy Bunter dedged wildly,

He was hotter than ever, after bis
exertions, when the Grevfriars fellows
resumed their walk round Singapore.

“Rickshaw, sar—rickshaw 1’

“I say, wyou fellows, licld on!t”
squeaked Bunter. “Here's a  rick-
shaw ! I'm going to toke a rickshaw 1"
“0h, come on!” said Johiny Dull
impatiently.

“Tm fived I heooted Duntee. “*li's
hot! I'm poing to take a rickshaw.

?au?lend”nm some money, Mauly."”
* Yaas.

" Here, my man ! howled Bunter.

The rickshaw coolie came to a halt
There were plenty of rickshaws, or
jinrikshas, te be seen in Singapere—
little light carrviages, drawn by &
coolie running between the shafta

T'his particular coolic was eager for
eistam, but he seemed smitten with a
doubt as hp looked at Bunter,

The rickshaw was lhight and flimsy
Bunier wasn't.  Perhapa the coolie
doubted whether i1t would stand ihe
strainn, It hardly looked asz if it would
., But Bunter did not doubt. Aeccord
ing to Bunter, he weighed eight stone.
In the Greyfriars Remove they put it
at cighteen, or perhaps twenty-cight.

“¥eou wantee rickshaw, sar?" asked
the coolie, not wery enthusiastically.
“Yesear |  (Oh, vessar!'”

“T say, you. fellows, vou might help
a fellow in 1" hooted Bunter. * Beastly
awkward thing to get into. Will you
help a fellow in, or won't you help a
fellow in?"

“Wait {ifl wo get o tho colebrated
new dock, DBunier,” advized DBob.

“ Bh—why ™

“Thev've got a steam erane there”

“ Beast ! roared Bunter. "1 say,
gimme s bunk, Mauly !

Three or four hands helped Billy
Bunter into the rickshaw, There wa-
justk about encugh reom for him -
side. Ho sat down with a gasp of
relief, and the littla wehicle creaked
aminously as he landed.

Cree-o-c-eak |

“I say, you fellows, kerp me in
sight I'* said Bunter, blinking out of
tha ritckshaw. “I don't want to get
lost in this beastly town. Here, my
man, getb on with it v

“Yeszar 1" gasped 1he coolie.

Ho took the handles and stavied.
There was a louder creale fromn the
fimsy vwehicle, followed by a louder
crack. Something zecmed to bo going !

“1 say, you fellows, mind you don’t
Ipse  sight of mel” roared Bunier,
“What are you grinning ab, you fat-
hoads

“We shan't Jose sight of you, old fat
man,” chuckled Bab Cherry. "I don't
think you'll go very far in that rick-
shaw."

"I'm jolly well staying in this wick-
shaw all the time!"” declared Dunier.
“T've had encugh tramping abeut in
this beastly sun! I'm going to =it
down, see? I'm going to stick to this
rickshaw till—="

Crack !

“I—I say, what's that "

Cra-a-a-ack! .

"I—I say, stop! Stop that nigger,
vou fellows! I—I—yaroooh " roared
Dilly Bunter, with a roar that woke
most of tho echoes of Singapore, if not



of the mainland. “Ow! Help!
is it an earthguake? Yarcoop!”

Crash ! )

The coolie had had his doubts! Those
doubts were justified. SBome rickshaws
would have stood Bunter's meht. That
one didn't! Exactly what happened
Bunter did not know! He suddenly
found Hhimself sitting in the road,
surrounded by the wreck of the rick-
chaw, liko Marius of old sitting in the
vuins of Carthage.

“Yoo-hoop | 1 say, you fcllows, help!
I'tn killed ["' yelled Bunter., *I mean,
nearly  killed! I'm  smashed uwp—
emashed to pieces——" .

“Ha, ha, hal!” yelled the juniors.

“1 say — help—oh criksy — what's
happened—rvaroooh I” roared Bunter.
“1 say—vooo-hoop |

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

*“Rickshaw all gone! pgasped the
coolie; * Him break along plenty piecee !
Ton much heavy white feller.”

“Yarooh! Help!"”

Billy Bunter, as a rule, liked the lime-
light. He was getting it now. A crowd
white and brown and black, and all
shades between, survounded him, and all
were langhing, Coolies chuckled, Chiness
grinned, even grave Malays siniled, The
Greviviars fellows yelled.

But they rushed to the rescue. They
gribbed Bunter, and dragged him out
of the wreele of the rickshaw,

he coolis waved brown hands and
howled ;

“Plenty niceey rickshaw, all goet
along plenty piecee! White feller pay
along rickshaw all break along too much
piecee. "’

Lord Dauleverer slipped a handful of
silver into the brown hand, and the
coolie calmed down, and grinned with
satisfaction, DBut Billy Bunter did
veither, Dunter howled, and gasped,
and splutered, apd Eurg‘ied,

“Coming on?” asked Bob Cherry.

“Ow! Beast! Owl”

“We've got half Singapore round us
Eﬂnﬁ:l Are vou wailing for the other

a ?il

“Urrgzht Beast [

“Bhall I call another rickshaw?®"”
chuckled Bob.

“¥ah! HRoller! OQwi”

Bunter did not want ancther rickshaw,
One was enough, if not one too many,
Hea rolled on, at last, with the Grey-
friars fellows, snorting. Sin%apum was
still hot, and Bunter was still tired, not
to mention lazy; but he finished that
excursion on lus fat little legs—he was
not going to trust himself in a rickshaw
again,

I aay,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Spot Of Ventriloquism !
(13 IE. that Australia?' asked Billy

Bunter.
The steamer Boanderbund was
throbbing through blue waters,
under a sky of clondless blue,

Billy Bunter gave a blink over the
rail to port, and asked whether 1t was
Aunstralia that he saw 1 the distauce in
that dircetion.

At which the other fellows chuckled.

“Not guite!” answered Bob Cherry,
“That's Borneo, old fat bean 1™

L“0Oh, is that Australia on the other
side—I believe there's something—o7"

“Hardly ! That will be Java.”

“Well, look heve, tell me if we pass
New Zealand !"” said Banter. *I'd like
to have a squint at New Zealand, where
old Browney comes from, vou know."

“Ha, ha, a "'

Five juniors, in deckehaira on the
Sunderbund, chortled. Even Tord
Mauleverer ; opened  his  eyes,  and
grinned. and shut them again.
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Az the steamer was passing the strait
between Java and Boarneo, it was highly
improbable that New Zealand would bo
sighted, as Australia had not yet heen
reached, N. Z. was a long way on the
further side thereof.

But Billy Bunter's 1deas of geography
were rather vague.

“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at,” grunted Bunter.
Brown I'd have a squint at New
Zealand on the wav te IFFiji, and ho
cackled, just as you fellows are doing.
Look here, you'll tell me when we pass
New Zealand.” ]

“Right-ho | said Bob, cheerily.
“¥You'll want some jJolly good specs,
though, to sco New Zealand when we
pass 1t., You see, we shan't pass within
a thousand miles or so. But I'll point
it out if I see 1t.”

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Yah!" grunted Bunter. “I say,
vou fellows, it's as hot here as it was
im Singapore. I say, can you sce the
steward? I want & lemon-squash.”

The steward was no more visible than
New Zealand; though no doubt he was
not so far away, The Bunderbund was
o cargo steamer, but carried passengers;
all the passenger accommedation having
been booked for the Greviriars party.
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The Remove fellows did not expect to
find an Atlantic liner on a far Eastern
trade route, neither did they. They
Wera m:it-'diagi:ised te grumble, however
—with the distinguished exception of

Billy Bunter! Bunter grumbled encugh
for the whole party. There was one
steward-—a  eoloured man—on  the

Sunderbund—and Bunter could have
kept one steward busy all day, entirely
an his own,

“Can't see him ! said Nugent,

“Well, eall hin !

“He might be busy !

“Oh, really, NMugent!
of a ci‘tangr_‘ after Bunter Court ! said
Bunter birterly, * After being waited
on hand and foot by menials all day
long—and what are you sniggering at
now ¥

*The menials all day long !" answered
Bob, *“Carry on!”

"M course, vou're noi accustomed to
much in the way of stvle, in your poor
little home, Cnevey! You don't know
what it iz to have foolmen at souw
beck and.call.”

“No more than vou do, eld bean.”

“Yali! Will vou call that nigger?”

“You call him!™

“He doesn’s come when I call him !”

He did the first day,
and since then he's got cheeky., He
pretends not to hear.”

“Then I'IL ted you what,” suggested
Beb., *“Go . and get vour lemon-squash
vourself.™

HMI'm tived 1 said Bunter, with dig-
niky.

“Poor old Hunter'!’ said Johnny
Bull, *He walked nearly round the
geck:}tesrerday. MMust be worn out to-

av.’

S Arven't yvou tired, Bull?™

“Not fearfully.™

“Well. . then yvou go and get me a
lemon-sguash * ™

This is a bit

snorted Bunter.

“T told Tom.

* Bats 1¥

“Beast | I say. Mayly—"

“Yaas?" Lord Maulevcerer opened his
eves again. It was a sultry afterncon,
and Maunly was drowsy.

“Will you go and get me a lemon.
squash, old cﬁlap? ou den't .mind
gmng and getting it off the steward,

o yout"

a fﬂﬂ?."

“Are you going to be a lazy, selfish
beast like the others, Mauly?”

“Yang”

Billy Bunter snorfed. Six fellows wera
seat round him, and noét one of
them was going to fetch Bunter a lemon-
squash, though he had told them he was
thivsty, This was the sort of selfishness
that Bunter was accustomed to.

Certainly, the other fellows saw no
reason why Bunter should not wait on
himself, if he required waiting on, But
Bunter saw lots of reasons. It was hot:
and he was lazy.

“1 say, Inky——"

There was no reply from Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. The Nsebob of
Bhanipur was probably the only member
of the party who enjoved the tropical
heat of the East Indies. It reminded
him of hiz own sunny Jand, He was
stretched in & deckchair, with the blaze
of the sun on his dusky faere, and his
eyes closed, If He was not aaleag, he
looked as if he was: and he did not
answer Bunter,

“Inky! Deaf?" hoolted Bunter
“Look here, vou black beast—"

No reply.

“It's hot,” remarked Bob Cherry.
“ But it's not too kot to get up and boot
3‘01.1&"41]1‘.:115 the deck, Bunter! 5S¢ shut
u

Eii{ah FI : :

Bunter shut up for a little while, The
LultEuta watched the blue sca, and the

lue sky-and chatted. Bunter, lemon-
squashless, grunted, i

Then he coughed. Had the juniors
noticed that fat little cough, they might
have guessed that the Greyfriars ven-
triloguist was just going to begin. But
as they were not heeding Bunter, they
did not notice 1t.

“ Are vou going for that lemon-squash,
Cherry 1 asked Bunter.

“No, ass; shut up!” )

“My esteemed Bol, came & voice
that was either Hurrce Jamset Ram
Singh’s, or a twin to it. * Do not be
a lazy pig!" .

Beb Cherry almost jumped ont of his
deckehair.

“What ' he gasped.

All the Co. stared at the Nabob of
Bhanipur. :

Inky, strelched lazily in his deckchair,
did not stir.

His eyes were shaded by his tilted
hat, so it was not noticeable that they
were shut, As they had heard his voice,
the other fellows nsturally supposed
that he was awake, It dhid not occur
to them that the fact that Hurres
Jamset Ram Singh had dropped into
slumber, had given the {fat ventriloguist
g chance,

“Inky, old man!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton, staring.

“YWhat did vou call me, Inky *™ asked
Boly Cherry, with a glint in his hlwa
CYes.

“ A terrifically lazv pig!” answered
the voice that ought to have belonged
to the Nabob of Bhanipur. :

#You sillyv, cheeky ass—"" exclaimed
Bob., “What the thump ds you meén,
Inky ? Do yvou want me to mop you out
of t{mt deckehair?"

“You conldn',
fathead !

“Couldu't T

Bob Cherry jumped up
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He demonstrated the next moment
that he could. He grabbed Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh end whirled him out
of the deckchaiy, which collapsed as the
uwabob was dragged headlong out of it

Bump |
. Hurree Jainset Ram Singh bumped
on the collapsed chair and roared, It
was quite & sudden and startling awak-
ening for the Nabob of Bhanipur.

i e ™

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Lemon-Squash For Bunter!

i HE, he, he!” cackled Bunter.

Bunter was amused.
Tha other fellows were not,
however. Bob Cherry stond
glaring at the nabob, who sat dizzily
ont the fattened deckchair, blinking u{l
at him in amazement. The others, all
on their fcet now, stood round in
dismay.

“Rows " in the happy circle of the
Famous Five were quite uncominon.
There were spota of trouble at times,
but they blew over and nobody remem-
bered them ; but thia locked like being
& royal row.

“My desar chaps—"" remonstrated
Lord i[nulewrer_, most dismayed of all.
Hiz lordship had been drowsy, but he
was wide awake now., “My dear
fellows—"

“What the idictic thump—" gasped
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “You
potty fathead, what are you up to?”

“Tike some more?” roared Bob, red
with wrath.

“Bhut unp, ass!” exelaimed Harry
Wharion. “You've not going to row
with Inky 1™ : .

“Think 1I'm going to be called a pig?™
roared Baob.

“Inky, you sss——" said Nugent.

Inky tottered to his feer. He blinked
iri astonishment at lus friends, but his
dark eoyes glittered as they fixed on
Bab

“Js that what you eall the jokeful-
neéss, you 2551 he demanded. “{Or
have you gone off your idiotic rocker?
Do you want me to bang your stlly head
on that absurd deck?”

“¥es, il you can do it|" retorted
Bob. “Get on with 1t 1°

“¥ou terrific ass!”

“You checky rotter

That was enough for the Nabob of
Bhanipur. He hurled himself at Bob
Cherry.

Lord Mauleverer jumped between.

“Hold on!” he gasped. *“ You—
Oh gad! Oh crikey! ¥Yarcooh!”

A punch intended for Bob landed on
Mauly's ear. Heo staggered against
Bob and stopped o punch intended for
Inky with his other ear. It waz quite
painful for the peacemaker.

“He, he, he I"" gurgled Punter.

Bunter was enjoying this It was
really better than the lemon-squash
which was the cause of all the trouble.

“I say——  Oh pad!” gazped Lord
Maulevever, clapping his hands to his
eare. "I sayv—— Yoo-hoop!®

Wharten and Nugent grabbed Bob
Cherry, Jolinny Bull grasped the nabob,
and they were dragged back,  Lovd
Mauleverer stood between them, rub-
birlg his damaged ears. Bunter, in his
deckchair, giggled. Really he had
hardly expected a spot of ventriloguism
to caunse all this!

“ Btop it " exclaimed Harry Wharton.
* Btop it, you ass, Bob ¥

“Chuck it, Inky!"” hooted Johnuny

Bull.
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%1 will not allow that terrific ass to
call me & rotter I gasped the nabeb:

“Well, you called him s pig, jon
fothead—" ] ] ]

“Who called him a pig?” ejaculated
Hurree Singh.

“¥ou did before he grabbed you out
of that chair, you-ass! We all heard
vou, fathead! So shut up !

“But I did not!" yelled the astounded
nabob. *“How could I call the terrific
asa & pig when I was asleep?”

“Talking in your sleep, perhapsal”
snorted Johnny Bull  sarcastically.
“ Anyhow, you did—"

“1 did not1” howled the nabob. "1
was fast asleep when that blitherful
chump woke me up, banging me over
on the idiotic deck!

“(h, don't be an ass**

** Look here, you preposterous fathead,
I tell you—"

“Oh rats! I heard vou—"

““I will punch your idiotic nose if you
gay vou heard me——"

“Well, I did—and so did the other
fetlows——"

“Hold on I"”* gasped Lord Mauleverer.
“QChuck it! That villain Bunter——"

" Bunter?” . —_—

“That potty porpoise Bunter playin’
his tricks agafn o

e ﬂh !J‘J

“] =zay, you fellows, it waen't me!”
exclaimed Billy Bunter in alarm, as the
whole party turned to glare at him.
“Don’t you be a beast, Mauly, making
out that it was me ! I never knew Inky
was az_lleepi and es for imitating his
voice, I can't do 1t—I've quite forgotien

how to ventriloguise! I never——"

“ Bunier I” g[aaped Bob Cherry. " 0Oh,
my hat! 'd forgotten that {fat
scoundrel and his pdtty ventriloguism !
Inky, old man, sorry—" :
“Bunter ¥ said Johnny Bull in a
deep, growling veice. “I'd forgbtten
his potty tricks! Boot him round the

deck 1
“1 say, f;:;:u fellows—"'
“RBump him !

“ Burst him 1" : .

“T—I say, 1 keep on telling you it
wasn't me!” howled Bunter, as the
juniors, enlightened now, gathered
round him, and he blinked Li_f in alarm
from his deckehair. “ Begides, 1
shouldn't have done it 1f Bob had
fotched - me that lemon-squash, aa 1
asked him. Not that I did it, you
know ! I wouldn't! It was only a joke,
too! Just 2 spot of ventriloguism to—
to amnuse you! Can’t you take a joke?
1 say, Mauly, keep them off! If this
is how you allow a guest to be
treated~—— I tell you it was only =&
joke—and I never did it, either 1*

“You terrific toad—"

“You fat foogler—"

“ Burst him 7

“Hold an!” execlaimed Bob Cherry.
Tle pushed his comrades back, much to
Billy Bunter's relief. “Leave him to
me] Do you still want that lemon-
squash, Bunter "

“Th1 PBunter blinked, " Yesl"”

“Then I'll feteh it for you.”

“0Oh ! gasped Bunter., “0h crikey [*

“What—" gaszped Johnny Bull,

“*Aly esteemed Bob——"

“Bob, you asg—""

“My dear chaps,” said Bob Cherry,
“leave it to me! Bunter played that
rotten trick beecause I wouldn't fetch
him a lemon-squash. I'm jolly well
going to fetch him cue! Leave it at
that 1”

“ (b, all right I said Harry Wharton.

Bob Cherry went for the lomon-
siuash. His friends eyed Bunter ag if
they could have eaten him; but, as Bob

had reguested, they left it at that. They
had rather an-idea that Duuter was not
going to enjoy that lemon-squash when
he pot if.
at idea did net occur to Bunter.
Hea sank back in his deckchair in great
relief and satisfaction
Bunter had not known—or cared—how
the affair was going to end, but he had
never dreamed that it was going to end
hke this Bunter was feeling very
satlished.

Bob Chorry reappeared on deck with
B larfe, brimming glass in his hand.

Billy Buoter eyed it with happy
anticipation,

He was, as he had said, thirsty. 1e
waa alwaéys hungry; and now that ho
was in & tropical {?Tinm'rﬂ he was always
thiraty, too.
locked delicious. :

“Iere vyou are, Bunter,’” said Bob.
“Take your hat off,”

“Eh? I don't want to take my hat
off to drink a lemon-squashi” said
Bunter, blinking at him. “1 say—
Wharrer you u;l) to, you nss?” added
Bunter in & howl, as Bob jerked his hat
f,

“1 don't want to pour it on your hat,”
explained Bob.

“Wha-a-at 1™ gasped Bunter, It sud-
denly dawned on him how he was going
to get thet lemon-zquash. "I say, kee
off | Don't you chuck that on mal
ang, rou heast— Groocooovooogh i

plash [

That long, cool drink

It was a large glass; it was full, Bob
upended it over a fat head. It swamped.

“¥Yoooooooch !" spluttered Bunter, as
lemon-squash drenched his hair and ran
down behind his fat ears and down his
fat neck. “I say—— Gooooocoogh 1™

“Tla, ha, ha!”

“Urrrrrggh | Beast | Currrrgghl”

Bunter bounded up, streaming bemon-
squash, He clawed at o Streaiming face
dabbed at a soaked head, and clutched
at a drenched-collar, Lemon-squash was
running all over him; he was of the
lemon-squash, lemon-squashy. Lemon-
squash fuken Internally was grateful
and comforting; taken extcrnally, it
was not nice | ;

“ Groooogh 1" gurgled Bunter. "Oh,
you beast ! I'm all wet—->=

uHa' hﬂ, llﬂ-!”

"T'm all sticky 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“T chall have to go and change!®
shrieked Bunter., ™I shall have to

wagh | _
“a, ha, hat®? ]
“Urrrgh! Im all wet and sticky 1”

“Let’s have another spot of ventrilo-
quism,” said Bob Cherry. “ Every time
you give us.a spot of ventriloquism I'm
going to glve you a spot of lemoun-
sh, CGet on with it 1”
“ Hd, ha, hal” o

Billy Bunter was not_ thinking of
handing out any more venfriloguiszia
He rolled away, gurgling. Bunler was
likely to give the Greyiriars fellows a
long rest before ho treated them teo
auother spot of ventriloguizin |

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
“The Man At Port Moreshy !

& APUA—" said Bob Cherry.
P “Oilerwise New Guineal™
said MNugent.
“ And the town's called—what

the dickens is it called ¥

“The whatfulness is terrifie.”

“0h, I know!” said Billy DBunier.
“Sydney 1¥ _

“Sydney's in Australia, you fat ass ™

“Js 17 I mean, I know it isf Yow



can't teach me anvihing about geo-
graphy, Bob Chewry! 1 meant to say
Adelaide.”

“Ha, he, hal”

Captoin Hawson,
friars group on the
ovar thoir shoulders.

M Port Moresbhy [V

" Thanks!” said DBob.
you men! That's Port Moreshy ™

The Java Sea, the DBanda Sea, and
Torres Btraits, were left bohind, and the
steamer was ranging along the British
end of New Guinea. She was to put in
ai Port Moreshy, where there was goin
to be time for a run ashore—to whie
all the juniors were looking keenly for-
ward, It was not often that a chance
came & fellow’s way of getiing a look
at Papun, and they were jumping at
this chance.

They watched the harbour, and ita
surropnding hills, and the tin roofs
ashore, as the Sunderbund throbbed in.
Eilly Bunter eyed the wharf, and the
crowd thereon, a litile uneasily through
hiz big spectacles. Bunter’s iden of the
Bouth Sea Islands was chiefly aszsoeciated
with eannibals; end any of the dark
gentlemen now 1n view of his spactacles
might have been a4 cannibal, for all
Bunter know.

“1 say, you fellows, are they all

assing  the Grey-
eck, threw & word

“That's it

niggers here?” he asked.
“If you mean negroes, no, fathead!”
enid Bob. “They're Papuana.™

“They look jolly black,” =aid Bunter.
¥ Much blacker than you, Inky|®

“Yon terrifio idiot——"

“The Papuans belong to the dark, or
Melanestan race ! said Harry Wharton,
“But there aren’t any negroes in this
part of the world, fathead!™

“Rot!*” said Bunter. *South Sea
[zlanders are ealled Polynesians. T've
read that in a bools,™
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" Polynesians are the brown. ones!

Melanesian: ave the black onea! But
they're not gquite blacl.”
“Blacker =~ than  Inky — varoooh!
Wharrer you kicking me for, Inky, you
beast 1" yelled Bunter. “You're blacker
than thay arc—much blacker—yah !

Billy Bunter hurtled below, after that.
He was only in time to eseape another
lunge from the nabob’s boot.

He was still in his cabin when the
Sunderbund berthed ot the wharf, nnd
winches began to rattle, and the juniors
to prepare for a wallk ashore.

Bob Cherry gave him & roar.

* Coming, Bunter I

“Yah!”

“VWe're going ashorve, fathead, if you
want to come ™

I dom't want fo &ece
nigzers! I gee  enough
howled bacl: Bunter.
coke IV i

‘LThe shore-gaing Party wera not fear-
fully apxiows for the company of Billy
Bunter., A walk round Port Moreshy
was not likely to be improved by in-
cessant complsints that 16 was hot. But
Hob was all good-neture, and he thought
it rather rotten for Bunter to miss the
chanee of a life-time. He banged on tho
fat Owl's cabin door.

“"Look here, come along, fathead I Le
called ou

" Shan'
enoiugh for Bunter!
he wasn't gain%

“Ass 1™ gaid Bab.

And feeling that he had done enough,
he rejoined hs friends, and they walked
ﬂﬁeer%u'llj down the slanting gangwav.

There was not, perhaps, a great deal
to be seen at the little Papuan seaport,
but i1t was all new and strange to the
schoolbovs, and ther wanted to see it
all ; and every fuzzy-headed, long-legped

ANY  THOre
of Inky!”
“Oo and eat

¥ retorted Bunter. That was
If he was wanted,

Papuan was an intgresting object to
their eyes,

They strolled along the wharf, looking
about them. There were several sailing-
crefy in the harbour, but the Sunder-
bund was the only steamer there. They
stopped to look at a schooner, on the
deck of which brown Tonga boys were
E:}ungm% when & voice called behind
them, naware that they wers bein
addressed, the jumors did not loo
round,

“Yerstaat giy mijl” came the voice
again, in r&:ﬁﬂt.‘f and rather angry tones.

Then Bob Cherry glanced round.

At a hittle distance, a man was sitting
on a cask, sm-:rking a long black cherpot.
It was he who had called, in a langudge
uttknown to the Greviriars fellows. ‘

But apparently he was addressing
them, for he waved a large fat hand at
Bob Cherry as the junior glanced round,

He was o big man, or rather, an im-
mensze man—not so muel vertically as
horizontally, Billy Bunter would have
lopked almost slitn beside the plump
Duatchman who was siking on the cask.

His fat face was dark almost as &
native's, from bn;ninz- tropical suns.
EFlis eyes were a light-blue, 1n startling
contrast to his exiremely dark skin.

Heoe waved his hand impatiently to
Bob.

From his looks, he was a sea-going
man—probably b skipper, aceustomed to
rapping out orders.  Bob Cherry was
not much disposed to take orders from
a foreigner and & stranger; however, he
was alwars civil, and as the Dutchman
evidently wanted to speak, he walked
over to ham.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” =aid Bob
cheerily. " Want anything®”
“Ach! You are Englizh |* said the

big Dutchman.
(Continued on next page.)
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“Right in cne 1" agreed Boh.

“You come from that steamer i The
Dutchman, -evidently, could =peak
_Eng!ish, tﬁnugh he had hailed the party
it his own tongue.

“Eh? Yesl” answered Bob.

“Wers zoo good mij te zeggen—

“I don"t speak Duateh '™ =aid Bob
politely, He guessed that it was Dutch.

“MNeen, neen ! grunted the big man.
“Bb so good to tell me, where does that

Eleammer o
i Fiji !Eﬁ

answered Bob.

“Fiji 1" The big man seem-}d‘ pleqsed
to hear it, why, Bob could not imagine.
“Bhe go to IMjit”

“Yes!™ anawered Bob,

“SBhe iz m cargo ship, but shg take
..gdsmngers 1* said the Dutchman, with a

i ]

“0Oh!” Bob understood then, that the
Dutchmen wanted a passage to the Fiji
Islands. “I'm afraid there's no accom-
modation on the Sunderbund. All the
cabing are taken, and it's rather a crowd
already.”

The Dutchmamn stared at him.

“Ga weg!™” he grunted.

was unaware that “ga weg®
nreankt *go awarv.” He stood where he
wag, his friends jeining him.

“Thizs chap’s asking sbout passenger
accommedation on the BSunderbund,”
explained Eob. “ MNothing doing,
Mauleverar T

“"Fraid not " answered Lord Maule-
varer. " Borry, sir, but it happens that
the cabin scc ation has all been
booked for this party.” )

Thae Putchman stared at him. )

A sudden glitter had shot into his
light blue EEE& Those eyes, which
seemed very keen, scanned the face of
the schoolboy earl, with the sharpest
serutiny.

“ Mauleverer ¥ ha repested. “Did
you say Mawmeverer ¥ The name seemed
‘to have struck him.

“Eh? Yes|” said Bob.

“That is my name * said Mauly, in
some surprise. He had not expected to
come across & seafaring Dutchman in
New Guinea, who was scquainted wilh
his name.

“Mauleverer ! repeated the Dutch-
man, still scanning him clesely. * .Ach!
Your name is Mauleverer! That is not
8 commoit nmame.™

Lord Mauleverer started a littla, It
wag true that it was net a common
name; it was & Yery uncommon one.
But there was, at least, one man in the
Bouth Seas who bore that name—DBrian
Mauleverer, the scapegrace whom
Mauly hoped to find during his holiday

trip to the Pacific.
Mauly had =aid

e his friends,
nothing on that subject. It was not one
that he liked to discusa. They knew
nothing of his intended quest, and he
was unaware that Billy Bunter knew,

“You know the name? he asked very
quietly.

“ Ja, myheer, ja.M

“Got any ml]atinns in these parts,
Aauly ?”Lgrinnﬂd Bob.

“Yaasl’

"Eh? You've never said so!™

“Nao ¥

The Famous TFive Jlooked &t
Mauleverer rather curiously. His lord-

ship coloured faintly.

“Least said zoonest mended!” he ex-
plained.

“Oh, gnite 1" satd Harry, in astonish-
ment, "No bizney of ours, old bean,
Come over and look at that ketch, you
fellows.”

Harry Wharton was quick on the up-
take., It was news to him that Lord
Mauleverer had any relative in that
part of the world., But he divined that
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Mauly wanted to speak to the Dutch-
mean unheard. In such circumstances,
Billy Bunter would have glued himself
to the spot! But the Co. followed
Wharton acrosz the wharf, to look ot a
ketch in the harbour—all of them sur-
prised, but not inquisitive,

Lord Mauleverer glanced after them
as they moved off, and then leoked ab
the Dutchman’s heavy dark face.

“"Excuss me,” he said politely, “but
would you mind telling me if you've
met & man named Mauleverer in those
parts i

“ Perhaps I
coolly.

“ Most likely a relalive of mine,” ex-
plained Mauleverer. * If his other name
was Brian, he's the man, and T'd like
to know where to zee him,™

The Dutchman shrugged his podgy
shoulders,

“It is a year—two years, perhaps—
that I have seen him,” he answered. *
can fell you nothing.” His light cyes
wera  still keenly on Mauly'as face,
“You are the Lord—the young Lord
Mauleverer 1

*Yaas "

“Ach! I can tell you nothing.”

“I can see that it's Brian you hava
metl, or you would never have heard of
me,”" said Lord Mauleverer quietly.
“Are you quite sure that You cannot
tell me where to find him "

“1 know nothing.”

Lord Mauleverer breathed hard.

“Whera did you see him? he ashed.

“I do not remember,”

Mauleverey compressed his Iips. Why
the Dutchman was Iying, he did not
know, but he knew theat he was lying.
The Dutch :zkipper had -met Brian
Mauleverer, and did not choose to say
where and when,

“Was he a friend of yours$"” asked
Mauly. He hoped that the answer
would be in the negative. He was far
from liking the Dutchman’s looks,

The Dutchman grinned.

“Ja, mynheer, jal A very good
friend—we have sailed together—ija,

T

Lord Mauleverer looked at him, gave
him & eurt nod, and welked on to re-
join: tha Famous Five.

The Dutchman stared after him, grin-
ning as he went.

Mauly's face was very thoughtful as
he walked on into the town with his
fricnds. He made no reference to his
talk with the Dutchman, and they asked
him no questions; but they could not
help wondering a little as they strolled
about Fort Moresby in the brilliang
sunshine.

answered the Dutchman

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Asks For It!

i SAY, yon fellows ™
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Enjoy-
ing life?” resred Bob. Cherry,
“Juzt like you fellows to
vlear off and leave a fellow on hiz own 1"
sneered Bunter., “The sort of thing I
expect from vou”

“You fat asge—"

“¥ah! I szay, yvou fellows, there's
another passenger on board 1 zaid Billy
Bunter. “Blessed if I know whero
they’'re going to stick him |”

“* Another passenger?” repeated Bob.
He remembered tbe Dutchman on the
wharf., “What’s he like ™

Billy Bunter grinned.

“Fat!” he answered. “You should
sea him! Fat Jack of the Bonehouse !
He, he, hel”

Billy Bunter was on dock, when the
juniors came back from their {rp
schore. They had had guite a cheery
day, and so had Bunter. Bunter had
been sitting down all the iime, and
eating most of the time; =o the day had
passed agreeably enough to the fat QOwl
of the Remove.

“Foreign chap?” asked Harry.

“German, I think,” eaid Bunler.
“He called the ecaptain *mynhecr '—
that's Germian, isn't it i

" Dutch, fathead [

“I think it's German ! said Bunuer
calmly, “¥ou don’t know much ahout
forcign languages, Wharton! T say,
hig name’s Van Dink! Weird, ain't it?
He, he, he! Faney Van Dink boing s

name'! He, hHel German name, of
course.”

“Duteh, ass!™

“And, I say, he's fac!" piggled

Bounter. "I fiean to sav, I like a chap
to have a bit of a figure—Iike mine, you
know—I shouldn't like td be a skinng
searecrow like vou fellows! But that
man—he—he—a regular fat porpoise.
He, he, e 1"

“Must be the same man!® aaid
Nugent. “I suppoze Captain Rawson's
found room for him somewhere. Can't
often bo a steamer to be picked up at
Port Moresby for the Fiji Islands
Lucky for him we put in"”

“1 say, Mauly, you've & right to
object | said Bunter, “Wa bogked all
the accommodation on this steamer—
not that there’s much. I'm not uszed
to such a poky little cabin when I
travel, I can tell you. Are you going
to let the capteain land a fat Cerman
porpoise on us, Mauly "

“Yaas "

“(Oh, you're soft 1" said Bunter, #I'd
go straight to the captain and say—
wharrer you making faces at me for,
Bob Cherry "

There was a heavy tread, and a fat
figure cmerged on deck., It was that
of the seafaring Dutchman the juniors
had met on the wharf early in the day.

Evidently he was the now passenger
on the Sunderbund.

“Shut up, assl”
“Here he comes

“0Oh1” DBunter blinked round at the
Dutchman.

Van Dink—which appeared to be his
name—glanced at the schoolboys with
hig little light-blue eyes, but took no
other notice of them. He went to the
rail and stood looking mecross at ihe
town.

Biily Bunter blinked after him, and
then.blinked round &t the juniors, and
chuckled.

“Look at him ! be said, in & stage
whisper. “Fat—what? Jevver zee such
a Lalliputian—"

“Such a what?"” gasped Johnny Bull,

“Lilliputian I said Bunter. ™ Those
big people, you know, in Gulliver's
Travela—-"

“The Lilliputians were tha little
people, fathead—the Brobdingnagians
were the big ones——"

“Rot! You don't know much about
literature, Eah—i'ﬂu’ra rather ignorant,
old chap, if you don't mind my mention-

muttered Bob.

ing it. I say, he's as broad as he is long,
ain’t he? e, he, hel"
“Would wyou mind shuttin® up,

Bunter " asked Lord Mauleverer.

e oty mood iden, It 7 1 ]

“Jao idea, if it were only pds-
siblo1” mghed Bob Cherry. Bt
Bunter never shuts up [

“Oh, really, Cherry ™




|

A quick, puﬁaﬂu} grasp was lald on Lord Mauleverer {rom b-nhi.nﬂ,'anﬁ
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before he knew what was happening, he was jerked

[rom his footing and pliched over the boat’s rail. Only by instinei, the schoolboy millionalre’s hand closed in a desperate

“That chap doesn’'t look very pood-
tempered, Bunter,” said Nugent. " 1f
he hesrd you giggling at him, he might
wallop you ™

“Yah!” retorted Bunter. “He can't
hear me from here! I say, vou fellows,
did you ever see such a porpoisa as
that chap? If he's a Dutehman, he ain’t
a Flying Dutchman—he, he, ha! He
would sizk a plane! He, he, hel”

And Bunter chorlled spasmodigally,

Ile ceased to chortle the next moment.
The Dutchman seemed gifted with very
keen hearing—neither was  Bunter's
voige 50 subducd as would have heen
judicious. The fat man turned round
fromn the reil and came with & heavy
stride across the deck.

He grabbed Billy Bunter by the
eollar] IFFat az: he was, he had immensa
strength., Bunier, who was no light-
weight, spun like an infant in his grip.

“Yarcooh ! roared Bunter., “1I say,
Fou——="

Bang, bang, bang |

“Owl Help! Rescus!
yelied Bunter.

“Here, stop that!” exclaimed BEob
Cherry.

The juniors could hardly blame the
man for being annoyed, and for giving

Oh erikey [

Bunter what he deserved for his
impudence, Had bhe smacked that fat
Owl, and smacked him hard, they

would not have felt called upon to inley-
vene—Punter had asked for it, moszt
emphatically.

But he wes banging the hapless fat
junior with a heavy fist, and Bunter
yelled and howled in anguish. Thres
heavy bange had fallen, and a [ourth
wose on its way when Bob Cherry jumped
forward and grabbed held of the fat,
but muscular arvin, and stopped the bang
in transit.

“Ga weg " roared Van Diok, shaking

grip on the rall!

Ei! arm, a3 if to shake Bob off hke a
y“Etnp it 1* snapped Bob, hanging on
with all his strength.

“Ow!l Boppim! 1 say, you fellows—
yvarooooh [V

“Ga weg!” yelled the Dutchman
savagely, and as Bob did not let go, he
roleased Bunter's eollar and aimed the
other hand, clenched, at Bob.

That savage blow, had 1t landed, -

wonld probably have :tretched Bob
half-senseless on The deck, But 1t did
not land. Harry Wharton and Johnn

Bull had hold of the ruffian in & scoon A
and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
grasped him a second later. FPower-
ful as he was, the Dutchman staggered
and tottered in the grasp of so many
hands.

His hard, bronzed face was red with
rage. Ee wrenched at his arms to free
themn, with the obvious intention of
hitting out right and left—as, doubtless,
he was accustomed to do with a native
crew on his own deck. That the man
was & savage-tempered, hard-fisted
raffian, wasz oaly ioo clear at that
moment. )

Ho struggled with the four, stagger-
ing to and fro, splutiering with rage,
and Nugent and Lovrd Mauleverer lent
a hand at grasping him. Even the hali-
dozen of them did not find ihe enraged
ruflian easy to hold. .

Billy Bunter totfered away, yvelling.

Three or four of the crew gathered
round, staring. The captain was on
the wharf; but the uprear drew him to
the spat. He came_ striding up the

angway; and, ab sight of him, the
%umhnmu seemed to make an effort
and control his fury.

He ceased to wrench and slruggle—
and the juniovs, glad enough that the
tussle was over, released him, and stood
back, panting.

Van Dink gave them & glave of fury,

and tramped, spluttering, down into the
cuddy., ke was goune as the captain
steP +d on deel.

“What " began Captain Bawson,
staring at the Hushed and pantiug
juniors.

“Our Dutch friend pgot a little

excited ! drawled Lord Mauleverar,
“I'm afraid it was Bunter's fault, 1o
hegin with. Neo harm done, sir.”

“Ow! I eay, von fellows—"

“8hut up, you fat chump!™

“Beast! Owl Wow! Ow!” groanad
Bunter. *1 never knew the beast could
hear me eall him a porpoise—ow! I
gay—wow |’

The captain gove tha [at Owl a loak,
and went back te the wiharf, 'The
juniers, all a little breathless after that
unexpected tussle, fanmed themselves,
It had been bricf, but warm work!

“Savage brute !” =aid Bob. *“ Bunter
ought to have had Lis cheeky head
smacked -

*“(Oh, really, Cheryy——"

“But pitching into the fat idiot like
that—"

*“Tha Pitnitfuliless was altogelher too
terrific b’

Johnny Bull rubbed his nose, It had
had rather a8 Lneck from Van Dink’s
elbow in the strugele.

“What about booiing the fat azgi™
he asked.

“ Beast !
E]_;ﬂ"""""
‘I’ mve you  anciher!™ growled

Johony, “Let's boot hum round the
deck and back again. Uhat will show
the Dutchman that we're
offensive pigs like Buntepe.”

“Let's apreed I agreed Bob,

Billy Bunrer did not seem o like the
idea, however! He rolled off inte his
cabin, and banged the door shut,

(Canfivued on pirge 10.)
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Hiis Baeck !

ARRY WHARTON & Co. eyed
the Dutchman a little warily
when they saw him on deck the
next day, when the Sunderbund

waz steaming onward into the Pacific.
' They were rather relieved to find
that ¥Van Dink took no notice of them.

As he was to ke their fellow passenger
for some days, it was both awkward
and unpleasant to have started with a
“ghindv.” Certainly, he was not a
man with whom they could have been
on friendly terms; but civility, at least,
was possible—but for Bunier's antics,

It was rather a relief te fnd that
he was not disposed to carry the trotible
further, however, Ho far as he heeded
the Greviriars fellows at all, he scowled
at them—though every now and then,
during ihe pext day or two, some of
thent noticed his eyes fixed on Lord
Mauleverer, with a peculiar intentness
of gaze.

That ho took some personal interest
in Mauly, was easy to see; though why,
it was not easy to guoess. But his
intercst, whatever it was, did not lead
him to speal to the =zchoolboy earl: he
had no more to do with Bblauly than
the rest of the party.

Billy Bunter kept as far away from
the Dutchman as he could—eyeing him
very uneasily through his big spectacles
whenaver he saw him,

For davs after leaving Port Moresby,
Bunter had still three distinet aches
whera three hefty bangs had landed
from the Dutchman’s heavy fist.  FHa
did not want a fourth—and he was not
likely to maﬁa any more offending
remarks in the fat mwan's hearing.

At the same time, Bunter was feelin
sore—in a double sense! Bunter dig
uot like being banged! e had asked
for it, but, like many people, Bunter
‘“ﬁ Eﬂt like getting that for which he
asked.

Indeed, ha confided te the other
fellows that he had "a jolly good
mind ¥ to knock the cheeky brute

down, for having laid hands on him—
which made the other fellows chaortle.

As the whole party had found it
rather difficult to hold Van Dink, it
did not seern probable that Bunter
would have much luck in knocking him
dewn—not that Bunter was likely to
attempt to auit the action to the words,

“Well, I'li jolly well make him sit
up, you sec!” said Bunter darkly.
“I'm not going to be punched by a
Duatchman,”

“Give lum  a  wide berth, wyom
blithering owl!” said Harry, *“Wa
shall see” the last of him at Suva. Steer
clear, and don't play the goat I

“You wait!” said DBunfer, mye-
teriously. ot
But if Bunter was thinking of

retaliation on the big Duktchman, he

was not in & burry to pet on wich it

Cme glare from Van Dink was enough
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to make Bunter roll away across the
deck. DBut when the efects of those
three bangs had worn off, the Greviriars
ventriloguist got going, at last. Bunter
—on second tlmuﬁhts, perhaps—had
decided not to knock the big Dutchman
down!  But ventriloguismn  seemed
rather a safe method of getting his own
back—for certainly Van Dink could
never have suspected that the fat junior
was a ventriloguist, if he had ever
heard of ventriloguism at all

One hot afternoon, the Sunderbuud
was steaming in sight of en island,
which the juniors had learned was
Santa Cruz, when the Duichman came
tramping heavily on deck. Ile planted
himseelf at the rail, at a little distance,
taking no notice of the Greyfriars
party, as usual. ‘ .

Bunter sat up in hizs deckehair and
blinked at hini. Then he gave a fat
little cough.

Bolh Cherry looked round. He koew
that fat little congh !

“Want another
Bunter 7" he asked.

“Oh, really, Cherry

“That's a 1up, you fat ass!”

“Yah!” ]

The Dutehman was staring across the
biue sea, with a scowling brow, a long,
black cheroot sticking out of the corner
of his extensive mouth, Ilis back was

artly turned to the Greyiriars fellows
i the deckehaive. ]

“Ga wegl” snapped a sudden voice
behind lin

Van Dink faicly jumped. ‘

He spun round [rom the rail, glaring.
Ho was surprised at being addressed 1n
his own language, on a ship where
there were no other Dutchmen. And
the words were the reverse of polite.

Billy Bunter had picked up those
wordz fromn the Dutchman himself, and
learned  thelr meaning. Buntoer's
acquaintance with the Dutch language
wa3 limited to those two words. But
they were enough for bis purpose, No
man could like being told to “go
away " i a snappish volce,

“Ach!” ejaculated the Dutchman, in
angry astonishment, as he saw that
there was no ong near humn.

Harry Wharton & Ce. glanced round
towards him. They had caught the
words, and supposed, for the moment,
that it was Van Dink himself speaking.

But the astonishment and bewilder-
ment in his face, and the fat grin on
Bunter’s, enlightened them.

“You podgy piffler ! hiszed Bob, as
he realised that the Creyfriars ventrile-

wist was at work agamm. “Will you
ghuck ke

“He, he, hel”

“Was that Bunter?” hreathed Lord
Mauleverer. * Bunier, you ass—"

“He, he, het"

The Dutchman stared along at the
juniors suspiciously.

But he conld not suppose that one of
them had spoken. He stared round the
deck, stared up at the captain on tha
bridee, and finally turned te the rail
again and leaned his Elum elbows on
it. Perhaps he concluded that his ears
had deceived him.

“a weg 1” . )

The voice rapped bebhind him again.

Again _he spun vound. The amaze-
ment and bewildermens in his face were
ludicrons as he saw no one at hand.

It was_difficult for the juniors to
avoid grinniopg—Dbut they kept their
faces serious. The irritated Duichman
was obviously in a mood to guarrel at
g word or & look; and they did not
want another scrap on the deck of the
Sunderbund.

Breathing hard, his coppery face
purple, the Dutehman stood staring.

lemon-sgquash,

(i

No doubt he realised that szome trick
was being plaved. though he could not
understand it. At length, however, ha
f;nva it up, as a ]iuzaie, and once mora
caned on the rail.

A few moments later the mate of the
Sunderbund passed along. As he
passed, the sharp voice rapped again:

“Ga weg ™

With = zplutter of wrath the Dutch-
man spun round; and this time his
oves fized on tha mate. Ile stepped
towards him, snd shook a brawny st
in his startled face.

“¥ou speak to me!"™ he roared. "It
is you that speak! ¥You tell me to go
‘way | What is it that you mean, pig "

The mate backed away from the
brawny fist, staring at him blankly.

“What's bifing you, Dutchy?” he
asked. *“1 mnever spoke to youl”
“You say ‘ga weg'!” roared Van

Dink. “You say to e, it is thrce
times, "ga weg " ;

“3pot of the sun, I reckon,” said the
mate of the Sunderbund. *“1 don’s
speak wour lingo, Dutchy, and never
£d. But keeép that paw to yoursalf,
sca? I’ve got no use for it.”

IPor the moment the juniors expected
to see the enraged Duichman hurl him-
gelf at the mate. )

He had no doubt that it was the maia
who had addressed those disagrecable
words to him, and ha was evidently an
the very verge of giving way fo his
savage temper, ‘

The juniors rose to their feet uneasily,
If the Bouth Sea ruffian’s savage
temper broke out agsin .Lh?' were ready
to lend & hand, if required, though far
from eager for another shindy.

Billy Bunter sat and grinned.

“ Fool—pig !” sparled the Dutchman.
a4 "fuu ¥ )

“Belay it!” said the mate. “That's
enough from you, Dutchy "

The Dutchman made a step towards
him, hiz brawny fists clenched. The
mate eyed him coclly. e was
astonished, and getling angry; and he
did not budge a siep.

Billy Bunter chuckled breathlessly.
What would happen if the Dutchman
started scrapping with the mate of the
Sunderbund, he did not know; but he
had ne doubt that the cutcome would
be unpleasant for the Dutchman.

Luckily, the ruffian restrained his
gavage temper-—with an effort, for 1t
was very clear that he was not accus-
tomed to restraining it. But the cap-
tain's eves were on him  from
the bridge, and he realised that he
could not carry on on the steamer’s deck
as he was used to do on the deck of a
trading schooner. He choked back his
rage and siamped away below—rather
to Billy Bunter's disappointinent,
though to the relief of the rest of the
party. Bunter would have preferred
to sce a saindy, so long as his own fat
person was left safely outside it.

The mate shrugged his shoulders, and
went on his way. And from Billy
Bunter came a fat giggle:

““ He, he, ha!"

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Mauly Makes A Discovery !

ORD MAULEVERER fxed his
eyes on Billy Bunter’s fat, grin-
mng face.

lfu mede oo rematk, [o- the
moment. Five other fellows were
making remarks, all at once.
“You fat lj;gt_-” _
“You dangdrous maniac——'
“YVou troublesome, terrific toad—"

“ Look here, boot him "
“Boot him all over the deck!”

k]



“Ie, he, he! 1 szay, vou fellows—
he, he, he! I iold you I'd make that
béast sit' up! Xe, he, he!™ chortled
Bunter, "1 say, I thought he was goin
to pitch into the mate! What woul
the ecaptain have done to him, do you
think? He, he, he!"

Bunter, evidently, wasz entertained.

“You piflin rmicions porker ™
qaid Yool Manleverer. hrealing his
silence. Do you think it's funuy to
sfart & scrap?’

“"He, he, he '™ .

“T'll go and get a lemon-squash!
eald Bob.

“L.ook here, you beast—"'

“Hold on!” said Lord Mauleverer.
“That fat chump ought to be hanged,
drawn, and guariered—""

“0Oh, really, Mauly—"
“ And hooted, and bumped, and
burst ! went on Lord auleverer.

“&ull, you fellows knew what a per-
nicious piffler he was when you hiked
him along, you know, Grio and bear if,

old beansl You wanted him.  Well,
now you ve got him."”
The Famous Five, who had been

glaring at Bunter, now turned their
gare on Mauleverer in astonmishment,

“IWhat do you mean by that, Mauly,
you assi” asimi. Frank Nugent.

“Only what I say, old Dbean,”
answered his lordship amiably. “You
wanted Bunter, vou've got him—so it's
gp E_l:r you to make the best of him!

EE ; LE

“Whe wanted him " roared Johnny
Bull,

“Yeu did, old man!”

“Alad 1" asked Johnny. .

“Well, Wharton said he had talked
it .over with his pals when he asked me
to put Bunter on the list, so I suppose
h&____ﬂ‘

“Wharton didi"”

“Yaas,”

“Sunstroke, I suppose,” said the
naptain of the Remove, gazmpg at Lord
\auleverer. *“Or are you wandering
in your mind, Maunly 3"

“Eh? Don't you remember?’ asked
Lord ﬂau‘lew:-mr, in surprise. " Bunier
told me you fellows were fearlully keen
on his joining up, so I told him he
could jom up if you wanted him, and
if you told me se.™

“1 know that,” =aid Harry Wharton.
i But "'n‘-'l':'hEI.- !‘.I-

HWEHQJQH did want Lim, I suppose,
BS YOu od me——"

T did nothing of the kind, fathead "

“ My dear chap—" murmured Lord
Mauleverer.

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Shut up, Bunter!" ]

“1 ray, fet’s talk ahout something
clse,” eaid Bunfer, He seemed quite
uneasy, for some reason known only to
himzelf. *I say——"

“8Bhut up "' roared Wharton, * Look
hicre, Mauly, what are you burbling
about? TYou told that fat ass you'd
put him on the list if we wanied him,
us ho made out, but you jolly well
knew we shouldn't land him en you——"*

“Qh, really, Wharton——"

“Shut up! I never zaid a word to
you on the subject, Mauly. What on
carth’s put that fatlicaded idea into
your head " demanded Wharton hotly.
“Think I'd have taken it on myzelf to
land that fat Owl on you 1"

“That was all right. I said he could
come if you fellows wanted him, as he
?.?‘d you did. 8o when you asked me
j —

“1 did not ! roared Wharton.

"Login’ your memorw, old bean?i”
asked Lord Mauleverer, gazing at
Wharton in great asionishment, * Don’t
vou remember conun’ along to my stud
and tellin’ me you'd talked it over wit

“hrain,

EVERY SATURDAY

your pals, and they'd all like Bunter
to come 7’ ) .

*I never said anything of the kind."”

“0Oh, begad!”

“I say, wou fellows—" squeaked
Bunter anxtously “I say, lock at that
thip over there! I say, is it a ship or
8 sea-bird 7"

“If you don't shut up, you fat Owl,
%‘H .hgnt you | Now, lock here, Mauly,

“My dear chap, it's all right " said
Tord Mauleverer. *“ Sorry 1 mentioned
it, if you've forgotten.””

“ It never happened, you ass—"

“Oh, all right! My mistake, I dare
say | Let it drop |"” said Lord Maule-
verer placidly, and he leaned back in
his deckchair. *“What's the good ef
arguin’?  It's too jolly hot for
arguin’.”

“I want to know what you mean, you
fathead ! snapped the captain of the
Remove. “Sounds to me as if you've
gone batchy. You say 1 came into
your study at Greyfriars and—"

“You didu't come in, as I was sportin
my oak!” explained Lord Mauleverar.
“¥ou just called through the door in
passin’.”

I did not I howled Wharfon.

“All serene—forget all about it!”
said Lord Mauleverer.  *“ Perhaps I
went to sleep on the sofa and dreamed
iy

“You must have dreamed it, unless
vou're trying to pull my leg” said
Harry sharply. “I never spoke to you
on the subject. I—"

“1 say, you fellows, look mt that
fiy ing-figlp———*

* Bhut up, you fat chump ! i

“* Beast ! ]:_:EH.T'EI Mauly alone,"” said
Bunter wermly. *Mauly doesn’t want
to argue -abeut it. Do you, Mauly?
You shut up, Wharton 1"

* Look here, Mauly, tell me what the
thump you mean !” exclaimed Wharton.
“Has that fat blitherer been pulling

our silly leg? I rather wondered how
ﬁa had wangled it."

“Oh, really, Wharton |” .

“ Bunter had nothing to do with 1t,”
said Lord Mauleverer. “Don’t be an
sge, Wharton, old man! I'd locked my
study door that efternoon, to keep him
off, and he gabbled thmuﬁh the key-
hole and went away; and then you
came along—"

“1 say, you fellows,
elond —="

“Bhut up, Buonter!”

“Beast] I =zay—think it's going to
rain ?"

“1 came along and called in through
door, did Ii" exclaimed Harry
Wharton. ,

“Yaasz™

““And asked you to put Bunter on
itho list ™

"Yaas"

“And told vou we wanted himi*

“Yaas"

“¥You howling ass !"" roared Wharton.
*“I did nothing of the kind! But I can
jolly well jiuﬂsa who did! Bunter was

lookk at that

about, was hei"

kn Yansl.ﬂ‘

“Bunter, you fat scoundrol—-™"
roared the captain of the Remove,

It had not occurred to Mauly's nobla
bat 1t occurred to Harry
Wharton’s. As he certainly had not
spolken the supposed words through the
door of Lm'g Mauleverer’s study ab
Greyiriars, and as Bunter® had been at
hand, it was really not very difficult to
guess that the fot ventriloguist had done

it.

"0l really, Wharton! If you think
it was e, you're jolly well mistaken,”
exclaimed Bunter m alarm. "I wasn’t
there! As for imitating your veice, I
couldn't do it! Besides, Mauly asked

¥

who it was at the dogr, dicdn't you,
Mauly 7"

- “Oh gad " gasped Lord Mauleverer,

He sat bolt upright, and stared at
Bunter.

“1 was nowhere near tha Remove
passage when I did i, went oh
Bunter. “1 ecouldnt leve done it
cither, if Mauly hadn't locked his
door, to keep a fellow out. You know
that, Mauly."

“Oh gadl'

“Begides, Mauly kept on shilly-
shallying, as you jolly well know!"”
said Bunter warmly., *“Ia never
knows hiz own mind, Not that I did
it, vou know, The idea never crossed
my mind at all, Mpguly would have
seen who it was all right, if he hadn't
been too lezy to get up’and unlock the
door. Not that 1t was me, you know.
I was out of gatea at the time."

“Well, my only hat!” seid Bob
Cherry. *If thet ass Mauly had men-
tioned it, we should have guessed at
conce that b was that ventriloquising
hMadder of lard 1"

“8So0 you pulled my leg, Bunter,”
sald Lord Mauleverer quietly, I
suppose I was rather an ass to bhe
taken in—m:"

“You always were a bit of a fool,
old chap,” said Bunter cheerfully. “I1
didn’t do it, you know. I've told you
ep, Still, if I hadn’t dome it I
shouldn't be here now with you So
I suppose vou're glad.

“"Not so glad as I shall be when we
put in at Suva,” said Lord Maule-

verer, in the same quiet tone. *I
don’t like bein' tsken in, Bunter.
There’s a limit. I'll fix you up at

Suva to go back on the steamer.”

“Whea-a-t 1"

Billy Bunter’s eyves popped through
his glasses at Lord Mauleverer,

“I—I say, are you joking, Mauly?”
he gasped.

“Not at all.’

“But I mean to say, you can't go
on to the island without me, old chap.
I mean, what will become of you,
without mo to look after you?" gasped
the fat Owl. “I'm not going to turn
vou down, Mauly.”

“Wou are ! said Mauly grimly,

“¥You cheeky ass!” hooted Bunter.
“You silly, cheecky ass—"'

Lord Mauleverer rose from the deck-
chair, and etrolled away along the
deck. Billy Bunter blinked after him,
with an slarmed blink through lus big
spectacles,

His long-suffering lordship seemed to
have his noble back .up at last, Tlos
was rather & new experience from the
easy-going Mauly.

“I say, Meuly——"" howled Bunter.

Lord -{;-Iaulﬂverer walked on,

“Beast 1" roarved Bunter.

He blinked round at the TFamous
Five, :

“"Well, you've done it now!"” eaid
Bunter. “That -silly fool’s got his
back up, and it locks to me as if
you're going to loze me. Don’t Llame
me. It's your own fault—your own
fault entirely 1™

And that was that!l

THE TWELFTH CHAFTER.
Bunter's Problem !

ILLY DBUNTER had bern look-
img forward {o arriving at
Buva, in the Fiji Ialanda, which
was the last stop before Kalua-
alua-lalua,
Now he was not.
Tee Macxer Lisrany.—No. 1,589
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At Suva, the voyage of the Sunder
bund ended; another wvessel was to
carry the party én to Lord Maule-
verer's island, The steamer was going
back with carge, dand, unless Mauly re-
lented, with Bunter, :

Mauly did not look like relenting.

His noble mind seemed to be made

up. _
Mauly did not like hEinE taken in.
Mazuly had that unmistakable char-
acteristic of aristocratic descent—an
infinite capacity for being taken 1n.
But he did not like the process. :
The way DBunter had wangled him.
self into the South Seas trip, bad
seemed . to Bunter a very clever stroke
—really, a stroke of genius, Mauly,
tired of :aying no, had left it to the
other fellows to decide. 8o Billy
Bunter's ventriloguism had decided
thoe matier. It had not cccurred to
hiz fat Dbrain that if the party ever
compared notes on the subject the
facts would come to light. Bunter
never foresaw anything; but things
happened, whether he foresaw them
or not. Now Mauly knew how his lEE
had been pulled, and he had his bac
up. _
It was quite dismaying to Bunter.

_Of course, he wasn't going back.
That was not to be thought of. From
Buva, in Fiji, he was going on to
Maulr's izland in the brig, Mindanao,
with the rest of the party. Somehow,
that had to be wangled. " But, in view
of Mauly’s attitude, Bunier did not
guite sea how. :

“I say, you fellows, are you going
to speak to Mauly shout it1” he asked
the Famous Five that evening, when
they ecame on deck.

“Yez, if you like,”” said Bobh Cherry.
“We'll keep him up to the mark, if
he changes his mind.”

“1 dorw't mean that,
chump " hooted Bunter,

“I do,* answered Bob,

“1 say, Wharton, old chap——"

“Oh, go and eat coke !” said Harr,.
“If you weren't going back from Buva,
Bunter, I'd boot you all over ihe
steamer "

“"Beast " ,

Bvidently there was nolbing deing,
an far as the IMamous Five were con-
berjed. They seemed as fed-up as
Maxly. . :

Bily Bunter zat in & deckehair, and
veflected. It had to be wangled, some-
how. But, wonderful wangler as he
was, he could not see how.

Lord Mauleverer came on deck and
leaned on the rail, gazing over the
sea. ‘The night had fallen daik and
cloddy, and for once there werd fow
stars to be seen in the eky.

Bunter blinked at the shedowy higure
by the rail
ﬁ-l gay,
ueked.

O TEPIT.

“Deaf?” hooted Dunler,

Lovd Maunleverer seemed deaf—or, ot
least, dumb. He conbinued to gaze
over the shadowy sca, regardless of
the worried fat Owl,

Bunter heaved bhimself from his

rolled along to join

vou silly

is that wou, DIauly?" he

déckehair, and
liim at the rail.

Mauleverer walked across the deck.

Bunter relled -after him

“1 say, old chap—"

Mauleverer went below.

*Beast " hooted Bunier,

He followed Mauly down into the
cabin. It wae dark and rather windy
on declk, and Harry Wharton & Co.
came down, and Bob Cherry put on
the rather battered gramophone, Lord
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Mauvleverer was seated there, and DBilly
Bunter was addressing his remarks to
ant ear that seemed stone deaf. The
buzz of a squeaky record interrupted

im.

“1 say, xou fellows, stop that row
while I'm talking to Mauly I"" snapped
Bunter irritably. * Mauly can’t hear
me speals 1M

Can't you hear Bunter, while we'va

got the gramophone on, Mauly?”
roared Bob.

“ Na P

“Good! Then we'll keep it going 1™
And Bob  industricusly kept it
Zoing.

“1 say, Mauly, come for a stroll on
decls, and get away from that row!”
velled Bunter, inte a deaf ear. I
say, old chap—""

Lord Mauleverer's lips moved, bug
thhe gramoplone drowned his voice,

Bunter bent over eagerly.

*1 say, what did you say, old chap?
I diduw't cateh that! Will vou stop
that row a minute, Cherry, you fat-
head, and let Mauly speak?”

Bob Cherry changed a record, and
there was a momentary lull of blessed
silence,

“Mow, what did vou say, Mauly?™
azhed Butter eagerly.

“T szaid shut up!™”

e EI.L ?Ji

“Shut up 1V

“Why, vou beast—-"'

“You awfully busy with that instruo
ment of torture, Bob?”¥ asked Maul-
everer. “If you could spare & minute
to kick Bunter——"

“Pleased, old chapl
Bunter " ~ :

“You checky beast—"

Billy Bunter dodged a lunging boot.
He dodged round the table, across
which he gave Bol & devastating blink
through Jis big spectacles.

Bob starred, the gramophene again,
and a well-worn record esqueaked and

squealed,
velled Buounter,

Turn round,

“Stop that rowl”
“{'ve got something particular to say
to Mauly.” He grabbed up a cushion
from a chair. “Look here, if - you
don't stop it, I'll j}olly'wl::li buzz this
cushion at it, see?’

The gramophone roared on,

Bunter was as good az hizs word, He

lifted his  cushion, took aim, and
hurled, The cushion whizzed across
the talile.

But Dunter's aim was never good,
He missed the gramophone by a
Eﬂu%}ﬂ of feet, and linded the cushion
on Dob Cheryy’s left ear.

“Woooh ! gasped Bob, as he gpun
over.

Crash !

“He, he, hel' gasped DBunter.

Bob Cherry spread himself on ihe
cabin floor. It was quite a crash. For
a moment or two he sprawled thers,
quire dizzy.

Then he bounded wp, grasped the
cushion, and started for Bunter.

Eunter starlied for the deck.

He stared swiftly—in fact, ho flew.
After him flew Bob, brandishing the
cushion: ]

It was fortunate for Bunter that it
was an unusually davk flight. Bob,
with & spinning head, and an ache in
most of his bones from the crash on
the ecabin floor, was wrathy. - Bat
Punter had a start, and he made the
mest of it, a.i,-:ledq by the darkness. He
hoe disappeared” when Bob charged on

cek.

“Stop, you fat villain!” roared Bob!
“"Where are you going you, you gy
pifler! I'm going to burst you all over

the steamer, you footling frog! Whers
ATe You, chunk of lard 1"

But énstver there came none, Bunter,
crouching in the cover of fwo or thres
chairs that had been left on deck, hardly
breathed. Bob  tramped up, and
tramped down, and finally went below
again, still breathing wrath.

“Beagk!” hissed Bunter.

He rowe, and sat down in one of the
deckchairs. ¥ven with something par-
ticular to say to Blauly, he did not cata
to venture below again at present.

A little later, there was a heavy tread
on the steps, and then on the deck; and
the fat Owl squatted close in the dark-
nese in the deckchair. Bub that tread
was too ponderous for even Bob Cherry
—and Bunier guessed that it was the
Dutchman coming up.

He heard a heavy creak, as the bulky
man sank.down in ane of the deckehairs,

uite near him. He did not glaoce 1n

unter's direction, and evidently did
not know that he was there.

The smell of a cheroot came to
Bunier's fat little nose, and he heard
tho Dutchman grunt.

“Beast 1" murmured Bunter under his
braath.

But he did not make that remark
audibly, He did not want o attract the
Dutchman’s attention; still less his
heavy fist! He sat in silence, pondering
over his inscluble problem, while the
Dutchman grunted and smoked, and the
Sunderbund throbbed on over {he
shadowy sea, and tlie more or lesz melo-
dicts strains of the gramophone floated
up from below.

p————

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
In The Shadow Of Death !

OED MAULEVERER roze and
vawned.
Harry Wharton & Co. were
gathered round the gramophone,
in a cheery crowd, selecting records and
jatnming Ehem on.

But & good many of those recorda
wera  decidedly squenky, and Maunly's
noble ear was sensifive, He lounged
away, and awent on deck for a stroll in
the windy fresh air.

His was thinking of ha missing
cousin, Brian Manleverer, and wonder-
ing whether he wasz likely to fall in with
tho geapegrace of the falrl‘ul:ir during his
trip to tﬁe Pacificc. He glanced st o
’ufu{’k. figure in a deckchair—dimly
visible in the shadows: the strong smell
of the cheroot told him that i was the
Dutchman.

He pauscd [or a second—but moved
on again, and stopped at the rail, lean-
iig- on it, snd gazing over the dim
otean, -

Fromn what  had been said on the
wharf st Port Moresby, Mauleverer had
no--doubt that the Dutehman, had he
lilked, could have gives him news of the
scapegrace. Why khe ruffian did not
choose to do so, puzeled him, DMore
than onee, since FPapua had been left
astern, he had been tempted to speak
to Van Dinlk on the subject: but he had
not done so. But he had observed Van
Dink closely and made up hia mind as to
the ‘kind of man be waz—a hard-fisted,
unscripulonz, and lawless ruffian. He
had no doubt of the truth of Van Dinol’s
staternent that Drian Mauleverer had
sailed with him: and it was not pleasant
to thinl that this was the sort of asso-
ciate that the scapecrace had picked
up, in the Bouth Seas

Ho could picture Van Dink on the
deck of some trading schooner or Lketch,
bullying & naiive créw, backing up a
brawny fist with & vevolver: peacl
poaching or kidnappivg blacks, Waa



that the kind of life that DBrian
Mauleverer had led since he had
cleaved out of his native country! Was
it with some such object in view that
he had broken his long silencs and
writtenn to Mauleverer Towers for
money 7

It was Mauly's way to hope for the
best: but he was forced to realise thatb
he might discover the worst, if he found
Brian on some Faciic beach,

Leaning on the rail, thinking it over,
Mauly hcard a movement on the dech
behind him: and knew that tho Dutch-
man wag stirring. But he gave no heed
-~tha thought of danger did not cross
his mind for & moment. _

Danger came suddenly, swiftly
utterly unexpectedly. A quick, pﬂwe_rﬁ.:i
Erf—f was Jaid on him from behind,
an

efore he koew what was happen-

BOWLING FOR

EVERY SATURDAY

He saw the white stariled face in
the darkuess: and his hard, heavy
hands gripped at Mauleverer's, to tear
them from their hold,

A gasping cry broke [rom AMaul-
everer (]lJruwned by ihe whistling wind
and the throbbing engines,

It was a matter of seconda his fingers
were torn loose by those harvd, ruthless
hands. One hand was wrenched away
—and the other would have followed.
Ho was helpless, at the mercy of the
ruffian above—a desperate ruffian in
whose savage heart there was no more
mercy than in that of a tiger-shark.
In that awful moment, which seemed
an age, Mauly still heard the sl?uenlmg-
of the gramophone from below—his
friends gathered round it, unconscious
of his danger. And he was lost—inex-
orably doomed, at the hands of this

THE BEGINNER

Every young cricketer wants to become a Kenneth Farnes.
But, says our cricket coach, the main thing In learning to
bowl is to keep a good length.

VERY hbay, if he iz keen on his
ericket, thould learn to bowl, for
there 1s always room in County

cricket for a good bowler,

In some ways there may not be
go much glamour in bowling as batting ;
but 1t 18 just as important, lor
ofter all, the ball can rule the game
just as much as the bat.

No bey should be allowed to bowl
with a full-size ball—a smaller ball can
Le obtained. It is not fair to expect &
boy with a =mall hand to be able to
countrol the larger ball

The fivst—and mest important—
thitig a boy must leavn i1s to bowl what
iz called a * pood length™

Good length bowling, whatever the
pace, keeps the batsmen playing at the
ball without scoring many runs and
hitting usvally (o a fieldsman, Thia
eventually tries a batumnan's palience,
and he starts {o take riske, which is
what you want him te «do. It also gota
a batsman in two minds—whether to
play forward or back—and also finda

that bogy of most batsmen, their blind
Epk,

Many boys try to bowl fast, or else
endeavour to spin the ball, before the
have masterced command of length an
variation of pace, &0 persevere and
practise hard to bowl a gopd length.

Every bowler’s action and delivery is
&iﬁ'emnt!, s0 no rule can be laid down;
but don’t take a longer run up to the
wicket than is necessary, as it 13 tiring.
Also, once yon have decided the length
of your rum, always keep to it.

DECEIVING THE BATSMAN

HEERE are two ways of spimning
the ball, either from the off or
leg. It 1s advisable to concentrate

al first on ona or the other.

A bowler should learn the arbk ot
change of pace and flighting the ball.
Thia is puzzling fo a batsman, partico.
laxly if 1t iz well dizguised. Every offort
sheuld be made to deceive the batsman.
Therefore, do not alter in any way your
action or rum up to the wicket, but
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His terror of the Dutchman was’
phralvsing: bit, fortunate'v for Maul-
everer, the fat junior pulled himseli
Itlﬂgcthé;, a.sH he i&ﬁnﬂhﬁ@d }Ehat wan

3 ing. He jer imaelf up.

‘Fﬁﬁ;ﬁ’ a}lriélilf:-d Bunter. e

As ho shricked, he pitched himsel?
at the Dutchman, grabbed the back of
his collar with both hands, and dragged,
_ In ordinary circumstances, the fat
junior might as usefully have tugged at
a rooted tree, as at the burly, brawny
Dutchman. But that sudden tug on the
back of his neck took the ruffian:by
surprise and he staggered over baek-
wards, and {ell, almost falling on Bunter
—and Mauleverer was jti]l-ﬁulding .on |

Bunter jumped back, still shrieking.
o Hlﬁlpa OH, help | I say, you fellows,

2

¢ was heard—there was a calling

Eﬁﬁhﬂ}' vary the pace and flight of the
all.

If you are successful in deceiving the
batsman in this way, you will make
him mistima the hall, with tha result

?e will play his stroeke too soon or too

ate.
Always thinking how to get nl_lqe
18

batsman out, if you can, try to fn
weak spots—have your fieldsmen altered
and bowl to his weakness. Care should

be taken wover cerrectly placing your
field, and having finally settled uwpon
i, “bowl to it." L-Iun;r FUNS BTS given

away by a bowler pitching balls on
the leg side after having pleced the
majority of fieldsmen on the off, and
vice versa.
Mainly owing to the weather, the
of wickets vary, and a bowler,
after a time, learna the type of wicket
which best euwits him, But a bowler
who ia capable of keeping a good length
can, by uwsing hiz brains, command
1"'3.'*‘1?:’“ from batsmen on any type of
wicket, For instance, if & wicket is
hard and fast, and the howler is of
medium pace and can spin the ball, he
will probably find the wicket will not
vespond te his efforls to spin. It is
then an occasion when he should employ
more varviation of pace and fight of
the ball, and rhaps bowl a larger
proportion of *faster ™ ones than usual.
But to do this, i must be remembered
—length is the basis of all good bowling
—gbtain pecuracy of lengih—then do
your experimenting afterwards.

ing, he was jerked from his footing and
pitched over the rail,

The attack was so sudden, so utterly
unexpected, that he was taken com-
pletely by surprise, and had no chance
whatever of puarding against it

He was over the rail, the hull of the
Sunderbund slanting below him to the
dim waters, bofore he knew that he was
sttacked.

Only by instinet, not by th-::ugh for
he had no time for thinking, his hand
closed in a desperate grip on the rail,
and he hung,

That instinctive clutch saved him from
shooting down like a plummet into
tha sea. ]

‘He hung, with a desperate grip: and
ovey him loomed the hard, evil face of
ihe Dutchman: the piggy eyes glaring,
the discoloured teeth showing throug
tha raﬁgﬂd moustache,

“Ach!" he heard the Dutchman
grunt.

For & moment, in the gloom, the
EButchman did not seem to eee that the
gchoolboy had cauvght tha rail, and was
hanging on—he fancied that his victim
had shot down to the water,

But that was only for a moment.

burly desperado—no ane at hand, to ses
what was happening, or fo stretch out
a hand to help,

But there was one at hand, theugh
neither BMauleverer nor the Dutchman
was aware of it. Neilher of them had
acen Bunter huddled in the deckchair in
the dark. Dilly Bunter sat upright in
his deckehair, his eyes fairly bulging
through his spectacles,

He had seen, without heeding, the
Dutchman rise and step behind the
schoolboy ear]l as he leaned on the rail.
What followed transfixed Bunter with
amazemment and lerror.

He sat dumb, paralysed.

The Dutchman waz a savage-tempered
brute: but that he had, or could possibl
have, any motive for harming Maul-
everer, was incomprehensible. In utter
smezement, and deadly fear, the fat
junior stared at that scemne, only six or
seven feet from him—chained to his
gaat,

But ho woke suddenly to action.

Whatever was the ::nwte:i,nli:l%:r of it, even
Bunter’s fat and terrified bhrain could
understand thet Mauleverer was within
an ace of death—that the desperate
villain was flinging him into the sea.

voice from the bridge, and a shout from
anothér direction 1n the gloom. The
g&amﬂplmne below was suddenly shut
off.

“Halle, hallo, hallo!” came a roar.

“wlt:lal 1 ’ M !'lr—- Oh, help!®
“He ALl , help!
shrieked Bunter. *Oh, help—murder—

he%p 2
here was a rush of feet on the deck,

Bunter shricked and shrieked again,
as the bulky ﬂﬁ:ma of the Duichman
reared up from the deck, and the piggy
eyea glared round as him, scintillating
with fury.

Tt was well for Bunter that Harry
Whearton & Co. were quickly on the spot.
The Dutchman, mad witi TREEe, Was
meking a stride at him—but he changed
hig intention, and ran along the deck.

Bunter shrieked on.

“What's the row?” Harry Wharton
caught him by a fat shoulder. " Have
you gone mad, Bunteri®

“Help 1 Helpt Mauly—"

“Mauly! Where's Manly—="

“Tha Dutchman—he—— O, help [™

* Mauly I shouted Harry.

“Herel! Lend a band ™ came ..ﬁgnt—-
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ing voice: and the juniors tore to the

rail, Owver it showed the white face of
Lord Mauleverer, as Lo strove to
clamber on board.

“Mauly 1V g d Bols.

In a second, Mauleverer was grasped,
and dragged over ihe rail. Bunter
velled and yelled. Mauiy stood gasping
for breath. ] ]

“Naulv, old man 1 Wharton held his
arm. “ How—what-—""

“You fell overboard?" gasped Johnny
Bull. “Mauly, old man—"

“Help 1” yelled Bunter, )

*“Shut up, you ass, Mauly's all right

+ Ek]

no

“Help! Oh erikey! Help!”

Captain Rawson strode on the acene.
Heo stared at the jumniors, and fmaped
Bunter by a fat shoulder, and sheok
him.

“What's that row about*” he roared.
13 "1" ].]-Et_”.

“Ow! Leggo! Help!”

“Aauleverer's been overboard.,”
gasped Bob. “SBhut up, Bunter—it's all
right now [ .

*Overboard 1 IEEP-ﬂ.iEﬁ the captain
blankly. * You—- .

“1 ecaught hold of the rail!” explained
Lord Mauleverer. He was cool again at
onca. “The Dutchman pitched me over-
bodrd from behinge——"

“What 7"

“1f I hadn't grabbad the rail, I should
have gone straight dewn,” said Lord
Maunleveter quietly. “And if Bunter
hedu't given the slarm. I should have
heen gone, in another moment—the
brute was foreing my hends loose, Look
for that scoundrel, you {ellows—he's on
deck

There was the sound of a heavy splash.
The Dutchman was no longer on the
deck of the Sunderbund, e was in the
darlk Pacific aa the stcamer throbbed on,

L

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
All Right For Bunter!

ILLY BUNTER curled a fat lip.
He sneered.

Sitting in the cabin, the fat

Owl fixed his eves, and his spec

tacles, on the Greviriars fellowe, curled
his lip, and sneered.

Bunier had had the frith of lis lifo!
How he had ever found the nerve to
grab the Dutchman was rather a mys.
tery fo him now, and a shill deeper
mystery to the other fellows. But he
had done it!  And, an hour having
clapsed since the cpisode, he had re-
covered from lus fright,

The Duichman was gone. Had he
been still on board, even as & prisoner,
Bunter would not have felt quite so
easy in his mind, But he was gone.
The stesmer had been stopped, and =
beat lowered—but nothing had  been
geen of the wretch who had leaped over-
board to escape the consequences of his
attempted crime. Neither had Capfain
Rawson wasted wvery much time on a
gcarch for him.

“There was little doubt that he had
gwum to one of the islands, of which
there were many at no great distance,
But if he had-gone down in the deep
Pacific, no one was likely to waste any
regrets on the ruthless ruffian,

It was a startling and exciting occur-
rence, but still more amazing than
either. Apart from ‘the “shindy " the
day the Dutchmean had- come on bosard
at Port Moreshy, the Greyfriars fellows
had had no trouble with him—they had
lept out of his way, and he had kept
out of theirs. But even had there been
trouble, 1t would not have accounted for
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that desperate and murderows attack—
especially upon Mauly, who certainly
had given no offence. .

The man oust have had a motive, but
it wes gquite impossible to guess what
1t was,

The juniors were discussing the
strange and mysterious affair now, Lord
Mauleverer, a little pale, but quite
calm, was his usual self again—what he
had gono through had not shaken his
noble nerves. e was quite as much
perplexed as his friends.

- Bunter, blinking at them, sneered.
There he was, the chap who had saved
Aauly’s life, and the other fellows did

not even seemn to notice that he was
there! His big spectacles gleamed
with scorn, mcress the cabin. is fat

face contorted into one huge sheer!

“ Blessed if I make it out|™ said Bob
Cherry, for the umpteenth time. “I've
noticed several timea that the brate
scemed sort of watching you, Mauly.”™

“Yaas, I’ve noticed his eyes on me "

aprecd Alauleverer. “ But——"'
“DBut you've hardly spoken to
hrm—-"

“Hardly & word.”

“Then why——" said Bob blankly.

“No good askin’ me!” said Lord
Mauleverer., “Can’t saccount for it
unfess the brute had pone off his rocker
ail of a sudden.”

“It wasn't that,” said Harry Wharton,
shaking lus head. " He was a brute and
a ruffian, but he was sane enough. It
looks. from this, as if he had been
watching for a chance, and this was the
first one that came his way. Generally
wo've been together—but this time he
eaught vou on vour owp—"

" But why—" gaid Boh,

“The whyfulness is truly terrific!” re-
matrked Hutree Jamset Bam Jingh.

“ Beats me hollow ! said Mauleverer.
“Thank goodness we're done with him,
anyhow. Not likely to see the brute
again.”

“Mao; he won't turn up at SBuva, after
this ' said Harry. *“I've no doubt he's

t ashore somewherc—he knew what
2 was about when he jumped-over the
side. I wish we'd got the brute™

*And vou ean't guess what he wanted
to tip you over for, Mauly?” asked
Nugoent.

“Haven'd the foggiest!” answered
Lord Maulevercr. *Just a jolly old
mystery. It was fearfully lucky for me
that Bunter was thore. He zeemsz to
Luave grabbed the brute and pulled him
back. DBy the way, where's Bunteri”

Soaff !

That contemptuous smiff announced
where Bunter was. The juniors looked
round.

“Hallg, hallo, halle! Caught a cold,
Bunier ¥ asked Bob Cherry,

S |

“Haven't vou got a hanky:®

“0Oh, really, Cherey——"

The juniors looked ot Bunter, Thev
realised that that emphatic sniff did not
mndicate that the fat Owl had caught a
cold. It indicated profound contempt
and disdain.

Bunter, as the hero of the hour, in his
own estimation at least, had perhaps
expected o be the centre of an admiring
crowd, to the accompaniment of loud
cheers! Instead of which, the Famous
Five, in their concern for Mauly, seemed
to have im*gn‘tteu his fat existence!

“Much obliged, Bunter!” said Lord
Mauleverer.
- “Indeed ! said Bunter sarcastically.
“Really 2

it &'ﬂﬂﬂ!"

“Fancy Bunter coming in useful for
onge ¥ said Johnny Buall, “Well, a
fellow who can't be orpamentzl, ought
to be useful sometimesl”

“1'd like to know where Mauly would
he now, but for me ! said Bunter scorn-
fullv. *1 save his life, when he's 1n
fearful danger, and all you fellows ean
do is to stick round & gramephone——"

"You howling assl! If we'd
known—" .

“Well, I knew,” said Bunter. “I was
the right man in the right place, as
usunl. Mauly's treated me rottenly !
You know you have, Mauly! But I
risked myv life for him, all the same—-"

“0Oh, gad !

“That's me all over,” said DBunter.
“Kindest friend and noblest foe, and all
that 1 You fellows stick down here with
& gramophone—"

“You blithering Owle==" began Bob
Cherry. But he paused.

“Oh, eall a fellow names!” sneered
Bunter. “You stick round a gramo-
phone, and leave Mauly to it! Not that
vou'd have been much use, if you'd been
there. I fancy vou'd have thought twice
befors vou tackled that holking Duich-
man ! %Ed I stop to think?"

“ Not much use if you had I* %‘r_mﬂed
Johnny Bull. " You've got nothing to
do it with I"

“My dear chap—" murmured Lord
Mauleverer.

“¥You ncedn't speak to me, Mauly!”
said Bunter Joftily. “You've treated
me rottenly., Turning a chap down,
after he's taken the trouble to travel
half meross the world with you, entively
for your sake! - Then I see you in
danger, and spring to the rescue—="

LR h dEM !J

* But what did you do exactly ?" asked
Johnuy Bull, “We heard you vowling
like & cat on the tiles, and rushed up,
and fouud you epluttering  with
funk—"

“Why, wou beast, T wns 82 cow a4 o
cooleumber ' howled Bunter. “I mean,

us cool ms a cowcumber—that i1s, a
cucumber! I'd like to have seen you
tackle that big brutel Mauly knows!
You saw me knock him  down,
Mauly—"

“Nunno }” X

“You knocked that big Dutchman

down " gasped Nuogent.

“Like a skittle ! said Bunter firmly.
"I never grabbed him by the back of
the neck before he saw me—never
thought of such a thing. If you think
he tripped over because e was taken by
puUrprise, you're quite mistaken ! It waz
nothing like that! I stepped up to him
and hit him—my left, you know! 1
gave him my left, and he went over like
a—a ninepin!_ Right over| ‘Lie there,
vou brute!" I sald to him—just like
thet! And he lied there—Il mean, he
laid there—that i3, he lay there,
and—" . .

“And now vou're lying herel!” said
Johnny Bull.

“Ha, ha, ha'"®

“That's like vou fellows said
Bunter, with deep scorn. “You stick
round a gramophone, while I rescue s
pal at the risk of my life—and all vou
can do is to cackle! "Yah! ¥ I hadn't
got him by the back of his necl—-"

“IDHd vou get him by the back of the
weck, while vou were giving him your
left 7" asked Johnny Bull,

“T mean, 1f 1 hadn't knoclked him
down, where would Manly be now!
Lucky for Mauly that a plucky chap was
on the spot! After the wax he's treated

[IJ

me, too I Bonier sniffed. “And there
he is grinning, now! Grinning at the
chap who shaved his wife—1 mean,

saved his life. Talk sbout ingratitude
being a sharper serpent than a child's
tooth—"

“*Ha, ha, hat*

“(Oh, cackle " snorted Bunter. * Aftec
all I've done—"



" Oh, chueck it?' eaid Johnny Bull
1 suppaze even you couldn't st itheve
end sce a chap buzzed overboard. Any
frllow would have einpped m—with-
ont doing 4 song and 8 dance about it
afterwards, too I

“Hear, hear!™ grinned Dob Cherry.

" Reast ! roared Bunier. “1 can
jodly well tell you—m->"

“Aly dear chap,” interposed TLord
Mauleverer, "I'm foarfully obliged—
really and truly ! And=—-" Iis lord-
ship pauged and glanced round the
cirele of facee,  “And if you fellows
think you conld stand Bunler—"

“{My really, Alauly——"

“Like to come on to Kalua, Bunter,
inztead of turning back at Bava ¥ acked
Lard Aauleverer,

“I'mi not sure that 1 should care 1o,
thanks,” said Bunter with dignity.
“ After the way vou've lreated me—-"

**Oh, all vight, then! I’ll fix it wp
willt tho caplain to take you back-——"

“I wean to =ay Tl come with
ieasure, old chapl” =aid Bunter
hasiily, “Thai's what 1 really meant
to say. You can rely on me, Mauly.”

“Yaas, ['m afratd I can s

“YWhat ¥

“T mean Y'm sure T enw.
nld fat man ™ said Magleverer,
o ogol”

Billy Buntev's problem was golved for
hiin,  Ile was net, aficr all, going to
turn baek at Suva.

Al zerenn,
* 11's
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THE FIFTEENTH CHAFTER.
The Deserter !

ANG
Rilly Bunder ponped.
It was fearfully annoying.

Buanicr was setiling down fo a
comfortable mnap in a comiortable
AMadeira ¢hair under the awning on the
after-deck of the brig Mindanoo, when
that sudden bang put paid te it

Snvie May glowed with  brilliant
sunshine,

There wern many orafl in the exten-
sive harbour of the capital of the Fin
Izlands, but the Sunderbund was not
among them. 'The Greylriars parly had
found ihe Alindanao at Suva and trans-
ferred to her; but Captain Jamrack, of
the AMindanae, was waiting for a wind,
and she was =0ll 1n the havbour when
the Sunderbund steamed away.

MNobody was corry to spend a few
days at Suva—sauniering on the beach,
or sitting under the palsz, and elam-
hering over the steep hills of IFiju
Billy Bunter had had one trip ashove,
which was enough for him—tho island
of Vit Leva was 1co billy for him. At
the prezent moment all the parly were
ashore, except Bunter.  Bunter pre-
ferred to take his ecaze in a Madeira
chair under the =shade of the awning,
with a dish of tropieal froits st one
elbow, and a long glass of lemonade at
the other. With his fat little legs
stretehed out, and his fat head resting
on & cushion, Bunter closed his eyes
behind his big spectacles, and was com-
fartable and happy—and was just glid-
ing off into balmy slumber, when that
bang stackled him ivte wide wakeful-
1105

“* Beast " murmured Bunter.

He sat np and blinked round him,

Most of ihe crew of the Mindanao
hnd shore leave; there was only one
man silling on the forecastle—a fuzzy.
headed, dark Fijlan—and Captamn
Jamrack, who was leaning on the ral.
Captain Jamrack—a litile, stout, smil-
ing man, of Hurasian naticnality—was
looking towards the boach, but he
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Tanced round at the round of tha shot.

unter realised that it was a shot, and
ha rose from the Madeira chair, blink-
ing at the captain,

“I say, what's up T’ he asked.

Captain Jamrack glanced round 2t
him, his oily olive face shining with
porspivation. It was hot ab SBuva—as
Bunter had alecady told the other
fellows many times. ] ;

“A nigger shall desert a ship,” said
Coptain ﬁammﬂr, who spoke a some-
what exotic variely of Lnglish. ™A
captain shell shoot with a gun! Yes ("

“Oh crumbs!™ gasped Bunter.

I1e rolled to the side. )

At o distance from the Mindanao a
culter—a very trim and handsome little
vessel—lay. Three black faces could be
scen looking over her side, grinning.
One white face was to be seen—a hand-
come faee, that of a slim man in dapper

ducks, but dark with anger. In the
white man’s hand was a revolver,
emoking.

“Oh erumbse I” repeated Bunter.

He blinked round through hiz big
epectacles to spot the deserter. A dark,
fuzzy head showed over the water, that

FOUR MORE STAMPS!
See page 2.
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of n man desperately swimming awoey
from the cutier,

Ho was quite near the brig, and
Bunter had a glimpse of his face—a
elear brown, unlike the black faces that
wero grinning from the cutter. The
man was a Polynesian—unlike the
darker Melanesians who were watching
Iim, apparently amused by his effort
to escape.

“Oh crumbs:™ zaid Bunier, for the
third time. I say, they ain't allowed
to shoot the nigpers, are they '’

Captain Jamvack shrugged his plump
shoulders,

“That captain, he ecare Little!* he
snswered., e care for nothing—that
Captain Parsons, If that nigger do not
gswim back along his culter he shoot
in & leg—or an arm—but he care litile
if he shoot in & head! Very deplorable
bad feller, that Coptain Parsons”

Bang |

Captain Jamrack did net appear
much concerned. The Iiji “boy * on
the forecastle was mildly interested.
The three black boys on the cutter wera
amused, DBut Lilly Dunter blinked
very anxionzly at the swimmer as the
white man on the cutter fired a second
ghot,

2

_ Bunter was not much given to hothrr-
ing about any person in the wide world.
excepting W. (. Bunter, but he ¢ould
not help feeling concerned for the Inck.
less brown bey.

The bullet from the cutter dashed np
the water hardly a few inches from the
swimmer's head.

It was very plain that the man on
the cutter earcd little what damage he
did in his rage at the attempted escapo
of the deserter. Either he had fac-
gotten in his rage, or did not care, that
Fiji was a British Colony, where {here
was law and order to deal with a reck-
less handler of firearma.

He shouted after the second shot, Lis
shout reacling to the Mindanao.

“You feller boy! You feller Popoo !
You comey back along this culler, vou
no waniee me shoot head belong you,
along gun belong me ¥

e was speaking in the “heche-de
mer ¥—the l];idgm * English of the
Houth Seas. Bunter had alveady heard
some samples of thet peeuliar lengnage,
and he understood what was nreant.

The " feller Popoo™ did not heed, how.
gver. He swam desperately on; bmt,
mnstead of heading for the heach, he
headed for the brig, with the evident
mtention of placing it hotween him and
the man with the revolver.

“"¥You hear me, ear helong you?”
shouted the man on the cuiler.

The native henrd, but he did not heed,
swimming on with swilt and desperate

strokes fo gainm the cover of the
anchored brig,

Billy Bunter walched him  breath-
essly.

Bang !

It was a thivd shot, and {he cxpres
sion of concentrated evil on the hand-
some, wicked face of the cutier's skifpm-
ehowed that he meant the shot to hat.

Bunter heard a sharp howl nz the
bullet eot through the swimmer's thick
mop of hoir.

“Dh erikey ! gaTnd Bunter.

But the hullet haa not sirack: a
moment or two more and the brown boy
was swimming on the safe side of the
Mindanag.,

The hull of the Lrig was now belween
him and the ecatier, and he was shel-
tered from the revolver of Capltain
Parsons. The dappcr man in ducks
watched sevagely for him {o cmerge
past the vessel, vem]s to fire on him
as spon as he appearcd.

*I sny,; that beast ought to he slopped,
you know ¥’ gasped Bunter,

Captain Jamrack gave another shrug
of his plump shoulders,

“It is not & business of this one!” he
said. * Also, I have some very consider-
able gbjection to rows and shindies with
Dandy Peter Pacsons. He belong alon
Lukwe, where all fellers are very ba
fellers 1

Billy Bunter rolled across the deck lo
the other side to blink at the swimmer
again. He sighted tho dark heed below
the rail.

Popoo was not swimming on to the
beach; he was remaining in the shelter
cf the brig, doubtless well awara of
tvhat +was waiting for him if he
emerged from cover. He had & brown
hand on the hull of the hn?'

His dark eyes lovked u|]:; fram the wet
brown face as Bunier blinked down.
ITe seemed doubtful whether to remamn
wherc ha was; probably any white faco
scemed to tho hapless brown boy at that
moment that of an enemy.

Bunter gave him a reassuring wave
of a fat hand.

“1 gay, hold on!" he called
“You'ra safe there |” ]
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“Wossar " gusped the brown Doy
below.
- *“PRut, I sav, what have you deserted
fori” asked Bunter. ™~ You shouldn’t
desert from your ship, you know !

“No deserter, sar!". gasped Popoo.
“This feller Popoo no belong ship
belong Cap'n Parvsons._sar. That fcller
white man shanghai thiz feller, sav.”

*Oh ! said Bunter. o

He had heard of “shanghlat-ing "—
the forcible seizure of seamen by short-
Landed skippera The man on. the
eutter looked lawless blackguard enough
for that, or anything clze.

“What an awful beast!” said Bunter
indignauntly, “Look here, he's no right
o collar vou if you don't helong to his
ship, " ¥ou just hang on. See?”

“Vessar ¥ gasped Popoo, ' Me likec
plenty too much s along this place,
sayr, glong that feller Capn. 1“8:}'5&1'15
shoot along ﬂm belong him. sar.

B

“That's right 1" said Bunter.
IIe was feeling guite benevalent and
protective. * ¥You stick on rhere ! Like

his cheelc! He would be jolly well run
in if he was on shore. I'll comne and
tell you when it's safe to get away.”

Billy Dunter rolled mcross the deck
again and grinned at the cutter. Any
fellow might have felt indignant at the
high-handed ;Emeedmg of the Lukwe
skipper: and Bunter was quile }rlenﬂ:
to put a -spoke in his wheel He
chuckled as he watched the enraged
face that stared over the rail of the
Bea-Cat.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
- Bunter To The Rescue!

(1 T E, ho, he!" chuckled Bunter.

H He was quile amused.

Dandy Peter Parsons, the

depper skipper of the Sea-

Cat, seemod 'to _growing more

savagely exasperated with every passing
minute. ]

Leaning over the rail, the revolver

vipped in his hand, he watched, but

e watched in vain for the swimmer to
YeLPPEAT. 1

Popoo had started to swim for the
beach, and Dendy Peter e¢xpected him
te continue on his way. But Popoo was
sticking to the shelter he had goined,
with the hull of the Mindanao between
him and the cutter. So long 8z ho
stoved there he was safe fromm Dandy
Peter's revolver.

Bunter, grinning, waited for the
slipper of Ehe Boa-Cat o get tired of
watching for the brown boy to reappear.
Then he was going to guve Pt:rﬁem a tip
ihat it was safe to make for the beach.
Which was really very good-natured of
Bunter.

But Captain Parsons, when he tired
of watching, did not give the matter
up! He turned at last from the rail,
and snarled to the Lukwe boys on the
cutter.

A dinghy was towed astern of the
Sea-Cat. Bunter blinked at the black
boys as they drew it alongside.

areons jumped into it, with two of
the Lukws boys.

“Oh erikey ! cjaenlated Bunter. 1
sa¥, is he coming after that lliffg&l‘ g

Captain Jamrack grinned and nodded.

“In & few minutes boat haicnginf
entter will approximate,’” he answered,
“Phere will be catch of shanghaied
ngger.”

“Liook heve, it's & rotten shame ™
enid Bunter warmly., " The nigger says
ha doesn't belong to that ship! That
bruta can’t do such things under the
British flag, you know.”

“Dandy Peter cave very small
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matfers,” said Captain Jamrack, with
another shrug of his plump shoulders.
“ He comes to catch a nigger, yess. Oh,
¥ess, he will catch a nigger.”

“Cheeky cad!” said Bunter. “He
jolly well won't—sen¥™

Billy Bunter blinked round for a rope,
of which there were plenty at hand. He
rolled seross the deck again and blinked
down at Popoe.

“Here !" he called out. *Catch 17

He made fost one end of the rope to
a stanchion and threw the other down
to Popoo. It was like Bunter to land
it, with a bang, on the brown boy's nose.
Popoo gave & startled yelp.

A 0oooh! What name yeu throw
feller rope along face belong me, sah ™
he ejaculated.

“You silly fathead!"” vapped Bunter.
“That beast 13 coming after you in his

boat! Get on board here—see? He
won't know."

“(h, sar!" gasped Popoo. *You
vory good white master, sar—youn plenty

t oo gnnd along this poor feller Popoo,
sar.’

Y That's all  right ™
“ Buck up—sea?”

“MNao savvy buek up, sar "

“Climb up, you ass—quick 1" Bunier
blinked round over a fat shoulder at the
dinghy pulling from the  eutter
“They're coming! They'll see you in
anolher couple of minnies! Quick !”

The brown boy came up the rope like
n cat.

Almost in o twinkling he was over the
rail of the brig, and crouching down out
of sight there, in a pool ::-%. dripping
water.

Bunter jerked the rope up after him.

Then he grinned over the rail, quite
amused at the idea of watching Dandy
Feter's faca when he found that the
brown boy had venished.

The dingv pulled inte view round the
atern of the brig.

Bunter grinned cheerfully as i came
into sight.

He heard Captain Jamrack's startled
voice behind him. The Ilurasian was
staring at the dripping brown boy.

“But what you do?" exclaimed
Captain Jamrack. *“You make Cap'n
Parzsons along a fearful rage.”

“Ha won't know the nigger's hera 1™
explained Bunter. “ Don’t you say any-
thung, you know ! Let the rotter hunt
for him ™

“0h, my procious word I" ejaculated
Captain Jamrack. “It is very danger-
ons to make ona fool aleng Dandy
Peter.”

But he nodded assent. He was a goaod-
naturcd man, and thmlgh it was plain
that he feared Dandy Peter of Lukwe,
he evidently did not lile him. He went
boelow, to Lis cabin, Lo got off the scene.

Bunter watched and grinned as the
Sea-Cat's dinghy pulled round the brig.
Two Lukwe boys were pulling, and
Dandy Peter standing up, watching the
sen for Popoo, IHaving guessed the
hrown boy’s intention of siaying thero
in cover, he fully expected to find him
flaating under the hull of the Mindanao.
iz eves gleamed with rage az he failed
the spot the fuzzy head.

The dinghy ranged along under the
brig’s rail, f)a.ndy Poler scanning the
sea townrds the beach. But there wos
no sign of a swimmar.

He stared up at Buntet's fat face,

“EHere, you!™ he snapped. " Did you
see n migger swimming here ¥V

said Bunter.

“h, ¥es, saw him!7  answered
Bonter. *“He's gone down.”
“Gione down!" repeated Peter

Porsons, with a start.

He had fired on the shanghaied
brown boy chicfly to seare him into re-
turning, but he was well aware that his
reckless bullets might have struck. He

had no réason fo doubt Bunter's state-
ment, not, of course, being acquainted
with the habitual unveracity of the fak
Owl of Greviriars.

Perhaps  Bunter thoughi that a
“fib"” was justifiable, in the circumn-
stances, FPerhaps he did not bother
about the justihecation!  Untruthfal-
nos: was one of his little ways,

He nodded cheerfully.

“Didn’t vou expect him to go down
when yon shot him?" he asked. *1
sew voun firing at him-——"

“Ie swam round the brig!" snarled
Dandy Peter.

Reckless as lLie was, the Lukwe
skipper waz & liitle uncasy, if not re-
morseful. YViti Lovn was not Lukwe;
and there was law and order, under the
British flag ashore, to deal with a
shipper of %‘ﬂﬂd_‘r‘ Peter's calibre,

“¥ez, I saw him,” nagrecd Bunter.
*He went dewn just there—just whera
:l.'mgr boat is now. Covered with blood
and—"

Popoo, eroucling on the Lrig's deck,
was guite out of sight, " He was silent
as a mouse, his dark cyes fixed on
Bunter, as the fat junior talked to thae
man inn the boat.

Capture by the Lukwe skipper meant
nonumbered lashes of the lawyer-cano
on hiz bare, hrown back, and, probably,
irons on his limbs so long as the
Sea-Cat remained at Buva! This was
LPopoo's only chance of escape; and all
depended on Bunier. The fat and
lazy Owl's good-nafured impulse meant
much to Popoo.

“Omothercd with blood ™ went on
Bunter calmly. “Drenched with it!
I heard his last cvy as he went down!
It was awful IV

Dandy Petar gave him a scowl, swept
the sea once more with a savage glanee,
and then snarled to the Lukwe boys fo
pull back to the cutter.

Az Popoo was not to be seen, he conld
only conclude that the brown boy had
gone down, as stated.

Billy Bunter chuckled as the dinghy

ulled away round the high stern of the
Aindanao.

He bestowed a fat wink on the erouch-
ing brown boyv.

“All right 1" he said, grinming. “I'va
stulfed that beast ! Doo’t you be afrad,
darkey, I'll -lock afier you." '

Popoo gave him s look of gratitude.
Billy Bunter realised that he had done
the brown bey a good turn;: but he was
far from realising how very good a turn
lie had done him. But Popoo knew only
too well. DBut for Bunter he would have
been recaptured, and writhing under the
Iazhes of the lawver-cane, his last hope
of cseape rut off.

" White master good feller along this
oor bor, sar!” sald Popoo gratefully.
‘This feller likee plenty teo much stop

slong ship belong white master. Along
night he comey. thiz feller go along
beach.”

“That's right!” agreed DBunter.
“Btick here till dark. Do vou helong
to this island ¥

Billy Bunfer's ignorance of tho South
Seas and all appertaiming thereto, was
unlimited. ;

“0Oh, no, set ! answered Popoo. " Fiji
foller black, sar. This feller no black,
sar.  This feller belong Tonga.”

“Tonga " repeated Bunter.

He had never heard of the Tonga,

“ Yeszar | White master savey
Tonga?™
¥Oh! Um! There's not much I don't

know about geography,” answered
Bunter airily. * 1 was considered prefty
good at geography in my Forin at
Ureyfriars, vou know."

Papoo did not know what geography
was, or what a Form waz, and he had



Billy Bunter was racing for the companion-way when Popoo emerged therefrom.

astonished Popoo, as tray, jug and glass went fiying,

never heard of Greyiviars. Bot he
listened with great respect.
“Handsome  white masier

plenly toe much,” he said,

Billy Bunter gave him the
benevalent of blinks,

He rather liked being called & hand-
eonie white master It was all the
more gratifying, becauze Popoo was
ihe very Hrst person who had ever
noticed that Bunter was handsomo.

SAVVY

neost

“White feller master go along
Tonga, ship belong him, p'l'aps?
asked the brown boy, waiching
Bunier's fat face eapgerly. “8'spose
go wlong Tonga. Takee this feller
*opoo along izland belong him, sar.”

Bunter . paused {for a moment.

Popoo either believed, or affected to
believe, that the Lrig belonged to
Bunter. Instead of which Dunter waa
only a passenger thevcon—and, m faet,
iho most inconsiderable of all the pas.
sengers. Somebody would have to
wwy Popoo's fare if he sailed on the
Mindanao, Probably it would not be
a large amount, as a “nigger " could
berth with the native crew rward.
But howsoever small the amount, it
would bo too much for Billy Bunter,
whose financial resources were limited
to the mmount he could borrow from
Lord Mauleverer.

DBut that pause
moment.

A handseme white master was nob
going to lower himself in the eyes of
a nigger. DBunter nodded graciously.

“7'll manage it,™ he szaid, “That's
gll right. 1 dare say you wouldn't
be safe from the brute if you landed
here. I'll give you a lift, my man,
Veou stick on this ship.”

Billy Bunter was hapPiljr unaware
that the Tonga Islands lay routh-enst
of Fiji, white Kalua-alua-lalua lay
almost due north., In the kinduess of

was only for a
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his fat heart, he was going to give
Popoo a 1ift in the wrong direction.
But Popoo was all gratitude.

“Qh, zar!” he said. “Me tinkee
you altogother too good along this
poor boy Popoo. Me likee plenty too
much sail along white master, sar.™

“It's & po,” said Bunler graciously,
“Keep out of sight, though. If that
beast spotted yow, he might come
geross. I don't want any trouble with
him personally.™

*“ ¥essar,™

Popoo erawled along the deck fo fhe
forecastle, dived in, and disappeared,

Billy Bunter, with a cheery grin en
his face, rolled to ihe rail, and blinked
ncross ab the culter,

Mis grin expanded almost {from one
fat car to the other as he saw ihat
the Sea-Cat was in motion. Dandy
Peter was pulling out of Suva.

“He, he, he!”? chortled DBunicr.

Ho could guesa that the Lukwe
skipper waa alarmed, in the belief
that the Tonga boy had gone fo ilho

bottom of Suva Day under hiz shoot-
ing. Petor Parsons was nob waiting
ta be called to account. And Dilly
Bunter grinned from ear to car as the
Lukwe eutter slipped out to sea and
disappeared.

] -

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Under Bunter’s Protection !

1 ALLO, halle, hallo!™ roarved
Bob Cherry.
snore | i
“Good old sleeping
beauty 1

“Ha, ha, ha!* ;

“Here we are again, Bunier,
fat beanl"

Snore ]

Billy Bunter was extended, comfort-
ably, if not gracefully, in the Madeira

ald

** Yooo-hooop ! ' roared Bunter,
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Crash ! ** What——"' gasped the
** Ha, ha, ha ! ** roared Bob Cherry.

chair, uvnder the awning ou the brig,
when the thorve party ceme back.
Iis eyea were shut, and his month
was open.  Jlo slumbered, and he
snored, And  even Bob  Cherry's
cheery roar did not awaken hinn

Captain Jamrack had rgone ashewe,
and the erew wers not yeb on bwbard.
Only the native watchman sat on the
forecastle, half-asleep, in tire glow of
the sunset over the Fiji Mills. Bt
near Bunter, aft, o brown isoy squatted
an the deck.

The Greyfriavs fellows had nover
sgeenn luwm before, Dbut they supposed
that he wasz one of the erew. whe wepe
nearly all npative islanders, and gave
Iim no heed.

The Tonga boy did not stir; but he
eved the juniovs curiously as they
came on  Dboard and dismissed  the
¢unce ihat had brought them out fo
the Mindanao. " Boy.™ as hoe was, in
the language of the islands, Popoo
was nobt & Loy in vears. He wasz, atb
least, twice a3 old as any of the Grey-
friars fullows,

“Bunter I roarced Doh.

Snove !

*opoo rose to his bare, brown fect,
and stepped between the juninrs and

Bynter. ‘LThey stared at him.
“Yon no sing out  along  while
master, sar,” said Popoo.  *White

iraster likee gpo aslecp, sor™

“*Wha-a-t "' ejaculated I3ob.

e stared Haukly at IPopoo.

“White master belong me no likeo
wake, sar said Popoo. “Yuu no
ging out along him; mouth Belong
you, sar.”

“¥Wall, my hat P’ gasped Bob., " And
who the thump are you. to pvd your
oar ini*

“This
H“'; hatter 12 d T

“ Popoo—whatter gaape

‘1‘55 MAGHET Lzamnziﬂn. e L

feller  Popoo-lo-linfa-luly,
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He had azlready heard some lengihe
Kapake names, but this ene scemed to
Lim rather a *“corker.”

“ Popoo-lolinga-lule,  sar, helong
Tonga 1" answered DPopoo. “8'pose
vou friend slong white master, sar, 'tis
feller Popoo good boy along you, sar.
You no wakes white master belong
me. Ho wantee go asleep.’

“Buanter seems to have picked up
a pal in thd crew, while we've been
ashore,” remarled Johnny Bull. “You
can clear off, Mr, Popoo-linger-longer,
o whatever your name is"

Mo stop along white master belong
me, sarl” answered Popoo firmly.
“Whita master tell this foller I’opoo
stop along Lim, aloog ship belong
hirm.™

“Along which?” gasped Bol.

“0Oh gad!"” murmured Leord Maule.
verer. “Has Bunter been telling the
tale again? Opr does this ship belong
te Bunter?*

“Yessar, this feller ship belong
white master belong me," said Popoo,
“Ha tokeo this feller along island be-
long me, sar. Him plenty too good
white master along thes feller, sar.
You no walkce.”

“My only summer hat !’ said Frank
Nugent.

Harry Wharton & Co. pgazed at
Popoo tn great astonishment.  They
realised from what he said that he was
not & member of Captain Jofmrack’s
native crew. S0 what he was deing
on board the Mindanao was a mystery
to them.

“What the dickens are wyou doing
fiere 77 asked Harry Wharton,

i Stop along this feller ship, sar, all
samee white master ho eay.’”’

“But where did you come from?”

“Bwim elong sea, sar, along run
wway olong feller cutter iaﬂlnng Uue'n
Parsons,” answered Popoo. “Too
much bad feller, Cap'n DParsons.
Pilenty too much kill this poor box
along fist belong him. No likee stop
plong cutter belong Cap'n Parsons.””
“There was a8 cutter anchored
vonder,” said Dob. *“It's gone now.

THE MAGNET

Thd  wou from that culter,
Popoo TV

“Yesgar.'

“I say, you fellows!” Dilly BDunter’s
eyes opened behind his big apectacles.
“1 say, have you come back{ Leaving
a fellow on his own all this timel

Just like you! I say, I'm thirsty "

“Tike me to fetch yonu a lemon.
squash 7" asked Bob,

“Beast! You've woke me up
grunted  Buanter, “1 was dreaming
about a spread in Smithy’s study &t
Lireyiriars. eay, you fellows, do
vour remember that spread with the
Bounder, when there were three kinds
of jam, and—"

“Not so well as vou do, old fat
man,'* chuckled Dob, *Look here,
Dnnter! Whoe the dickens is  this
darkie—and where did you dig him
up

“0Oh 17 Bunter, thus reminded of
Topoon, blinked at him. “0Oh, that
chap! That's Poppy—I mean, Pippy
—no, Popoft—— 1 sny, what did vou

CoOImno

¥y
a

tell me your name was, you feller
Loy

* Popoo, sar—Topoo-lo-linga-lulo——""
“LGet me something 1o drink,
110]_.'_':”3 1r:|

‘LT.E'-EEH.['.”

o shot away.

Billy DBunter grinned complacently
at the astonished juniors,

Bunter liked giving orders. ITe did
not often have a chance. When he
had & chance, he naturally made the
most of it.

Popoo was more than willing to be
of service, Not only was he grateful,
80 h:mg as the impression lasted, for
what Bunter had done for him. But
Punter was giving him a passage on
the Mindanas back to his own island—
ot least, Popoo believed that ho was.
Between  gratitude and a desire to
keep on the right side of the fat while
master Popoo was all eager service.

“That nigger's devoted to me, you
fellows,” remarked DBunfer cavelessly,
“Ie would be, you know, as I'vo
gaved his life.”

- iy | -l /11| Ay [T 1 S () S [k S L - A - S - -l O I r-— 1 a1 —

%
g GF
tofles

and

incld

S

%

ding * *°

BIGGLES FLIES NORTH

Major Eiggleswnrth—ﬁri]gglm—tha world-fatmed air' ace in

new adventures in the

TOUGH

orth West Territories of Canada.
By Flying-Officer Jokns

SHIP

A Sea Story with a difference.
By (?.

Alse more Arma-

By Clifford Cameron
ments Race
Stamps for your ‘
ﬂﬂ”ﬂ'ﬂfﬂn. B

= MOP

ERN

pig Vel i
Eperd Saturda?

L. Dalton

NON-STOP NICK

A thrill-all-the-way motor racing yarn,

» PapeY 29

er Eﬂpﬂ Tﬂddy

=

“More life-saving stuntsi"™ asked
Bob., *Uo it, Bunter! Tell wuas the
rest of vour dresam.'’

“Ha, ha, hal” ; _

“You can cackle,” said Bunter dis-
dainfully. “But if I hadn't taken
that nigger on board, very likely he
would have gone to the bottom. hot
Licast on the cutter was shooling at
him in the water.”

“Oh!" said Harry., A deserter |”

“1le said he was shanghaied,”’ said
Bunter. * 5o naturally he got away as
goon: a% he could. I stood by him.
That brute has clenred out on  his
cutter— & bit frightened of me, I
faney." ;

““A Bouth Eca skipper, with a jolly
old gun in his paw, frightened of
vou,” gurgled Bob Cherry.

“I faney so! He's cleared off, any-
how ™

“PDid he sece vour facel"

“Eh? Yeos!™ _

“Ah!  That accounts for it1”
admitted Bob, " Might have frightened
anvhody but a blind men.”

“Ha, ha, hal” ,

“Oh, really, Cherryl I gavo him a
look,"” said Bunter, *when he caine
after the n[%lger. vou know! That was
enough for hum | He sheered off I

“Taralysed, I sxpect!” . _

“Beast] I've told the nigger Il
pive him a lift back to the island,
when wo leave here!” said Bunter.
“He scems a decent sort of nigger—
respeetful, you know., I arranged it
with Captain Jamrack befora he went
ashore. I'm paying the fare, as I've
taken himt under my protection,”

“Better tell Mauly how much it
iz, then!” suggesied Johnny DBull
sarcastieally. s

“1 suppoze Mauly will be willing to
lend a pal & few pounds,” said Buuter
with dignity. “1I ghall square when we
get to Kally-plly-wally, Mauly, I've
given instructigns: for my correspon-
dence to be sent on thers, and I'm
expecting several postal orders to coms
in a buneh! That will be all right™

“(h, right as rainl” said vd
Mauleverer with a cheery grin, “'The
black chap seems to be landed on us,
and he's welcome to a lift to his own
islnn;i. if we go near it. Vvbat island
s il

“Let's see—something like Shovel,”
gaid DBunter. “I dg;zn't remember
exactly—no, not Shovel—something 1o
do with fire-irons, anyhow! That's all
vight. Jamrack’s only asked a fiver—
cheap, T eall it1 But I'll tell you what,
Mauly, make it a tenner, and I'l]l settle
the whole amount out of the postal
orders I'm expecting at Kally-alley-

bally! I say, where are you going,
Mauly 3”
Lord Maunlevercr did not explain
where he was going. He seemed
suddenly  deaf. He walked away
regardless,

“ Beast ! grunted Bunter. " Walkin
off while a chap's talking to him| g[.'
sav, you fellows, where's that nigger?
1f he fancies he’s going to keep mo
waiting—-"

HFeller lemon-zguash,
jected the voice of Popoo.

“Oht All right I Billy Bunter took
the lemon-squash and gave Fopoo a
gracions nod.  *That's rightl  Now
just hang around in case I want any-
thing else,"

“¥essar "

Bunter imbibed the lemon-sgquash.
Popoo squatted on the dock.

On his ehubby, tatooed, brown face
ihere was a cheery grin.

Eillv Buntor was not considered, by
ithe fellows who knew him, the most
attractive company; but no doubt he

gar 1™ inter-



was an afreeahlﬁ changé from Dandy
Parsons of Lukwe. Popoo, his troubles
forgotten, in the happy Keanaka way,
as toon as they were over, sguatted and
beamed on  Bunter—and  Bunier
genially, beamed on Popoo. The
obvious fact that Popoo-lo-linga-lulo
regarded him with great respect and
admiration, naturally mads Bunter
beani-——while it made the vest of the
Gireyiviara party smile |

N

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Peril On The Pacific !

i BAY, yon fellows, what's up "
”Enmething, old fat manl™
said Bob Cherry.
The Mindanao lay like a log
on & glassy sea.

Captain Jamrack had pulled ount of
Suva Bay the day after Popoo had
coma on board, WNWorth and east lay
the course of the Mindanao; and for
the frat day there was a fair wind;
and though the brig was rather a heavy
old tub, she made tairly good way. Un
the second day the wind dropped, but
the Mindanao still rolled on, towards
Kalua-alua-lalua; and then there wasa
& third day of still slower progress, On
the fourth the wind drﬂ[:(lfﬂd entirely,
leaving the brig becalmed—which was
extremely anooying to the Greyfriars
fellows who were keen to get to Mauly's
island. ]

Captain Jamrack, however, took if
with philosophic ealm; and his brown-
and-black erew lolled about, and
chewed betelnut, and did not seem to
cars when the wind came, or whether
it ever came at all.

The sun burned down fromn a cloud-
lcza eky, rTather like a furnace. The
eca was like glass, with hardly a ripple
on the shining suriace. The ship stirred
go litila that her shadow in the still
water hardly moved.

Wind-jamming, as the juniors
realized, was quite different  from
steamning. So leng as the calm lasted,
they had to wait.

MNothing was to be eeen bubt sea and
eky, unless a dim blur in the far dis-
tance might have been an island. Only
one person on board the brig was
active motion. That was Popoo. Billy
Bunter, drenched in perspiration, under
the striped awning aft, reguired con-
tinual refreshment; and at regular
intervals his fat voice sgueaked to
Popoa, and Popoo jumped to his
cammands.

Papoo was, in fact, so useful, and
Bunter enjoyed so much being waited
on, that he was rather sorry to think
that he was geing te lese the brown
boy 83 soon a3 lus native ilsland was
siphted,

ut as Popoo’s native izland had
been left farther and farther hehind
with every fathom covered by the
Mindanao, the voyagers were not likely
to pass it in a hurry i

Captain Jamrack had heen, like
Bunter, taking hiz eaze in a Madeira-
chair, his olive face glowing oilily with
heat, but his cheerful temper imper-
turbable. But later in the afternoon,
the captain’s big, black eyes turned
eeveral times on i.i!a dark-blue rim of
the sea, with keen and szearching look,
end presently he rose and stood with
hiz eyes fixed, in an intent gaze, and,
finally, sent a black boy for his
binoculars.

Now be was seanning the sea throuch
the glaszes, and tha expression on his
glive face drelv the attention of the
juniors—even Bunter's.
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All of them could see that there was
something “up.”

What 1t was, they had no idea,

They stared hard in the direction in
whichh ‘the - captein had focused -the
glasses; but aI!)l they could make ons
was a speck on the sea which might
have been an albatross, or even an
izland, or corval reef, for all they knew.

“1 say, is there poing to be a hurri-
eano or anything 7" asked Billy Bunter,
in alarm.

“Goodness kpnows ! answered Harry
Wharton.,

“MNo, sarl” put in Popoo. * Good
feller weather stop, sar.” The Kanaka
knew the weather signs, if the school-
boya did not.

“Well, what's up, then?” grunted
Bunter. *“Can you see what the
captain’s blinking at, Popoo ¥

‘Yessar! Feller cance stop along
sen,”

“A canoe!” repeailed Bob Cherry.

The juniors stared hard ot the speck.
The Famous Five had good enough eye-
eight, but they could not make out the
shape of o canoe, at tha distance.

ut they mnoticed that the. speck,
whatever it was, was a little larger,
which meant that it was nearer,
Lvidently, therefore, it was not a
fixture, such as a coral-reef—for it was
approaching the Mindanao, though still

{ar away.

“Wall, suppose 1t's a canoe!™
grunted Bupter. “What's the fuss
about?  We've passed huondreds of
canoes,

“Feller ecap'n no likee that feller

canoe, zar!” gnid Popoo, There was a

shade of anxiety on his own brown face .

as he stared across the glassy sea. The
Kanaka's keen eves could see what the
juniors could not wet make out. “ This
eller Popoo no fikee, sar., e likee
plenty too much feller wind comey.™

“What's the matter with- that beastly
cance, then!™ asked Bunter.

“Tinkee that feller ecanoe
Balco, sar.”

“Baleo! What the thump's Baloo ™
grunted Bunter ireitably.

“Baloo ! repeated Lord Mauwleverer.
“I've heard of Baloo! It's an island
not far from Kalua-alua-lalua—in the
gaine group, anvhow., Bub it's a black
island—not & brown island like Kalus.”

Popoo glanced at him. :
“'iP “Black {feller

belong

essar 1" he said. .
stop ﬂlﬂ"lf Baloo - Malkee kai-kail along
other {feller, sar, tmakee head belong
other feller smoke along cance-house,
ear] Velly bad feller stop along
Baloo.”

“What doos the idict mean by ° kai-
kai'$” demanded Bunier. “Wharrer
'aphmg-a}r:, Popoo, 'vou fathead ! What's
LRI-RA1

“Makee kai-kal, sar, along mouth
that belong that feller,” explained
Popeo. ' Long-pig, sar, step along
Baloo.”

“You mean they eat long pigs?”
acked Bunter.

1] chr;j?

“Well, why shouldn't they, if the
like ¥ asked Bunter. *1I should thin
they preferred fat pigs, but if they
like ].:mg' pigs, I suppose it's a matter
of taste. .

“Us feller lr:rng-p;g, sar,"

“What 1" yelled Bunter.

“"Ha means that they're cannibals,
fathead 1" said Bob. *“Long-pig is a
fancy name for it.™

“ gh crikey 1" Bunter bounded out of
his chair, *I say, you fellows, if that's
s mob of cannibals coming, we'd better
et out of this! 1 say, why don't that
fathead Jamrack get along, somehow ™

Y How can be get along without a
wind, assi”
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“Wa ml'ﬁ]’lt to have come in a
steamier 1" howled Bunter, “If 1 was
standing fellows & holiday trip, 1
should charter a steamer. Look herd,
we can't stay here ko be caten by
cannibals.™

“Get out and nush ! suggested Bob.

" Beast [

Captain  Jamyack  lowered the
binoculars at last. The juniors, by thia
time, could make out the shape of the
canoe, tiny in the distarce. It was
evidently eoming- rapidly nearer the
becalmed brig.” It was a long canos,
with a large outrigger, and a high,
carved brow.

“Danger, sir?” asked Lord Maul-
everer quigtly.

“1t is to whistle for one wind ! said
Captain Jamrack, "If one wind he
do not approxintate, excessively bad
black fellera come along this  brig.
This ealm 1s, as you say in English,
ona dickens of & dooce,”

He lifted the binoculars again and
scanned the surrounding sea, But he
lowered tho glasses with » gesture of
discouragement.

. "There is na sail 1" he said. “There
18 no smoke of one steamer! Altogether
there is nothing | Black fellers may be
troublesome, 10 very lonely waters,
when thera is ﬂﬂm}l?i)ﬁ-l: rsh:ﬁl seel 1
have known some thmﬁa—yaut Eut you
shall have very small fear, for there
are yiffes ™

Captain _Jamrack mado snothin
gestures with his oily olive hands, nng
then turned away to give orders to the
CIevw, .

The native seamen, by that time, bad
ceased to loll abont idly, and were
standing watching the Baleo eraft, with
very uneasy looks,

The mate, a half-caste Filipine,

hurrvied down te the caliin. He came
back with a mgle of revolvers, one of
which he handed to the captain. Then
rifles were served out to the crow: but
judging by the locks of the native boys,
ithe juniers did not conclude that they
would be likely t{o do much damags
with them.
_ Billy Bunter blinked at the approach-
g cinoe—visible now to his eyes, and
hia spectacles. Tt was crammed with
at least twenty blacks, with fuzzy heads,
gooty skins, and dark relling eyes.

Most of them were kneeling at the
paddles: but one man was standing—
a tall, broad-shouldered black man, with
ebringa of cartridge elips in his ecars,
and another string dangling from his
broad, black nese: and & polished metal
teapot adorming his thick black hair,
shining .in the sun,

“That feller IKaminengo!"
Popoo. “Me savvy that feller!
big chief along Baloo.”

“He looks rather a comic beggar in
that outhit!” remarked DBob Cherry.

eaid
Lim

i EI.IE LE ]

“They don't secmed to be armed!”
said Nugent.

Popoo grinned.

“Mo see, sar!™ ha snid. “Feller

spear, feller axe, stop along mat, along
bottom canoe! Plenty too much felier
along that canoe, my word.”

Bob Cherry whistlod,

“But they'd never dare attack a
white man’s ship,” he said. * Surely
they'd pever dare——" )

“Not as a rule, T suppoze!” eaid
Harry Wharton, slowly, “But a
savage EHE like that might jump at a
chancé hilke this—a ship becalmed, with
no other sail in sight. I don’t suppose
such o chance comea their way once in
& blue moon. But if they do—"

“Oh crikey! I==I say, you fellows

Tae Macker Liapany.—No. 1,588/



26

it—it’s rather hot ug here—I—1 think

T'll below for s bit—"

"lﬁ!d on, DBunter!” roared Bob
Cherry. "Wa wank you fo protect us,
old bean! This is where you do your
life-sovi stunta.”

Billy Bunter mads no reply to that.
Ho did not seem keen on life-saving
stunts. He ralled below and dis-
appesied, :

rd Mauleverer smiled.

“JIf they attack wms, old beans, they
wor't get by with 1t!™ heg drawled.
“Tha crow ci'm_fr.. look as if they were
bursting with pluck: but that Eurasian
echap will stand up to them—and s=o
shall we! We've got 8 ocase of guns
below—ivhat about goin' and uppackin’
it, before - thosa sportsmen barge in”

“What-ho " saig “Rab.

And the juniors foHowed Bunter below
though .with very different intentions.
Bunter was not to he geen: bot aa ne-
body wanted to see him, that did not
matter, In a few minutes, the Famous
Five_and Lord Mauleverer returned to
the deck, with rifles upder their arms,
and a supply of cartridges.

Captain Jamrack blinked at them,
grinned, and nodded approval.

The stout Eutasian was anxions sbout
what was Emng t0 happen: but ho was
quite self-possessed: and evidently
relieved to see the juniors armed, and
with determined looks,

“You ean shoot?"” he asked, “¥You
can, a3 you say in English, hit one
haystack? You are brave, like all true
BEritish. subjects—yess!  Oh, yess! We
shall give those black fellers some warm
work, and they will ind us one tough
customer. "

The dash of the paddles could be
heard now. Harry Wharton & Co.
lined the brig's rail, and watched the
cance as ib came,

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
White Against Black !

AMINENGO, standing in  the
canoe, looked wup at the faces
that f::mkz-.d down, a3 the Baloo

_ crew paddled nearer.

His big, black eyes, from his sooty
face, scanned the ship searchingly.
Some of the crew had laid in theic

addlas, and were groping under the
nats for hidden weapons., There was
savage Bercenesa in every black [ace.

Horry Wharton & Co, watched them
breathlesslw,

It was plain enough now that the
blacks meant hostility. The Greyfriars
fellows were in peril—deadly E&nL
and they realised it clearly enough.

Not once in a blue moon, as Wharton
had said, did sech a chance as this
come the way of the Baloo savages—a
ghip becalmed in lonely waters, with
no ofther sail in sight. Such a chance
was not to be lost by Kaminengo and
his crew. Likely enough, that canoe
had pulled ont of Baloo on a fshing or
trading expedition, possibly & plunder-
ing expedition among tho small atolls
peopled by native islanders. By chanee,
the blacks had sighted the Mindanan.
HMad the wind risen, tho brig would
have been in no danger. But the calmn
was unbroken—there was no breath of
wind: the Mindanao lay like a l-.:lgl:
escape  was impossible.  The only

pestion waa, whether the crow could

rive off & mob of more than a score
of armed and savage blacks.

Captain Jamrack leaned over and
waved his revolver st the advancing
CAROE,

THE MAGNET

“Yon feller Baloo boy, you stop along
gea ™ he called out. " You no comey
along this shipl You hear me, car
belong you ?"

“Ma hear, sar, ear belong me,”™
answered Kaminengo, in the ™ pidgin ™
English of the Pacifie. “This feller
comoy along ship belong youn sar! You
no shoot along gun along this feller.™

“This feller shoot along gun, plenty
too guick, #'pose You no stop &IﬂII_F

o

sea!" rapped Captein Jamrack.
waved the revolver again.

“You shoot along gun, sar, this feller
Kaminengo Lkill-dead all feller stop
along that ship!” retorted the Baloo
chiet: and the cance glided on.

Bang |

The juniors started at the sudden shot,
Ua.ﬁtain Jamrack fired, sendmgh‘ a
bullet through the Baloo's chief thiek
hair. It crashed on the teapot that was
E]ustgned thera, and knocked it from his

ead.

Kamioengo gave a startled howl, and

staggered, sitting down suddenly amon
the gara black legs of the paddlers.
The juniors could hardf; help grin-
ning, so sbsurd did the startled chief
look, as he sprawled. with the strings
of eartridpe clips flattering in his ears
and his broad black nose.

The black crew coased to
Three or four of them grabbed
engo to pick him up.

aptain Jamrack waved the smoking
TOVOIVEL,

“VYou feller Baloo boyw, you go along
sena, alonp ecance ong youl" he
shouted, “All you feller kill-dead
s'pose vou comey along this ship.™

The juniors waited—finger on trigeer.
They jwould have been only too glag if
that warning had seared off the Baloo
cannibals, E.[‘he:.r watched Kaminengo
as he scrambled to his feet.

His Dblack face was distorbed with
rage. He glared at the brig, pouring
ouf & stream of feree words in his own
Alelanesian dialect. Then he howled to
hia crew, and the cance shot onward.

“You shoot!” roared Captain Jam-
rack. “Firel - My young friends, fire

&add_le.

a1k

with considerable promptitude.”

He blazed away with his revelver, the
Filipino mate joining in: and the Grey-
friars fellows were not slow to follow
his example. )

The canoe was coming on, almost like
An arrow: it was'a maotter of moments
before  that fierco horde would  be
sérambling and elambering up the side,
with axe, spear, and knife in their
hands, and red murder in their hearvts.
It was for life or death now!

It was foriunate for the captain of the
Mindanan that the Greyfriars fellows
were on board and that they knew how
to handle firearms, and had ihe courage
to handle them.

Tho native crew blazed. away from
the deck, with wild aim, or rather no
aim at all, sending the lead yards from
the enemy: and it was gquite clear that
ithey would make no stand when the
Baloo horde boarded. Some of them
were already climbing into the rigging
in the hope of escape, leaving their
rifles on the deck. e skipper and
mate wonld have been left to stem the
rush on their own, but for the presence
of the Creyiriars ]parir. And it was
certain that a couple of revolvers would
never have stopped the rush.

But half & ﬁa:cn rifles” in_steady
hands, made a very great difference.
Harry Wharton & Co kept coeol heads,
though their hearts were beating fast
enough. . g y

They fired steadily and swiftly, into
the cance, pitching the bullets right into

the black mob, and hardly wasting =
shot.

The roar of firearms rang and echoed
acrosa the calm ses, mingled with the
fierce vells, and howls of the attacking
blacks,

Black man after man recled right and
left in the erowded ceance under the
rapid fire,

Half the erewd were sprawling, torn
by the Lot lead, when the tall prow
grashed on the hull of the Mindanao. A
moment more, and the cance was rock-
ing wunder the rail, and desperate
savages were leaping and clambering.

“Back up 1” ﬁpnd Bob Cherry.

Bang, bang, bang, bang!

The blacks clambered like cats. Fuzzy
head after fuzzy head rose over the rail:
black hands grasped and black legs
swung OVET, .

Bob Cherry clubbed his riffa as
Kaminengo got o brawny black leog
over, thrusting with his spear. The rifle-
buit erashed on a broad black chest, and

E I{amincngo went over bachwards, yell-

ing, and crashing down into the rocking
Canoe.

It was eloge work now—hand to hand
—but the juniors steed up to it man-
fullv. Had the savages gained the deek
the struggle could only hove ended one
way. Dut sharp shots and clubbed butts
drove them back as they elambered over
the rail, and savage after savage
dropped into the canoe or inte the sea.

One brawny savage, avoiding threc or
four blows aimed” at him, rolled ovor,
landed on the deck, and scrambled up
with ecat-lika activity, brandishing an
X,

Popoo-lo-linga-lulo  leaped at  him,
Lknife in hand. The Tonga bov did not
shara the ferrors of the crew of ihe
DMindanae. The black man went down
under his lunging linife, the axe erash-
ing on the deci:.

“That Baloo feller go finish [* grinned
Paopoo. '

No other of ihe Baloo horde suecocded
in gotting over the rail. Man after man
was knoocked back, and Kaminengo,
sprawling in the canoe, was hidden from
sight by wounded and yelling blacks
tumbling on him.

* Bhoot 1" velled Cuﬁmin Jamrack, hia
olive face ablaze with excitement, ond
hiz English sounding gueerer than ever.
“Bhoot along & gun with rapudity, my
young friends [” -

The canoe was pushing off,

More than half its erew were sprawl
ing in the bottom or sinking in the sca,
and of the rest herdly a man was un-
hurt. Captain Jamrock leaned over aml
pumped bullets into, the canoe as ic
retreated.

Howls and yells and groans floated
back az the Baloo cance rocked away,
follawed by whizzing lead.

But the QGreyiriavs fellows eccased
firing. ‘The enemy was in retreaf, aml
had been severely handled. The danger
was past.

“By gum!” murmured Bob Cherrr,
wiping a perspiring brow. *That was
hot while it lested, you fellews!”

“The hotfulness was terrific!” gasped
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh. ‘

Captain Jamrack blazed off his last
cartridge and turned to the juniors with
g cheery grin on his porspiring. olive
face,

“ Tt is warm work I he remarked. “ Tt
is, as you sa¥ 1n DEnglish, touch and

comel I think that you save me one
ship and one life by the lending of a
hand., That feller Kaminengo will have

consideralle regret that ho attack a
(Continued on page 28.)
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ALL ROUND GREYFRIARS.

(1)

ITere vou see the viver rvippling,
And I nced the pen of Kipling
To do justice o the scene.
Though perhaps an artist’s brushes
May poritray the nodding rushes
Under trecs of deepest greon,
My poor powers arve limdted,
Very much so--azk the 1d)

AFTER SCHOOL HOURS
Good News For Bunter

HNow, Quelchy  sald
day—

But that was all he'd time to say,

For Bunter made his hurried plea,

“ O, really, sir, it wasn't e !

If Coker says I've had hia cake,

He's simply making a mistake ;

To tell the truth, I never care

For cake! Besides, I wasn't there!

Said Quelch, now grim, “I had not
heard

That any such event oceuvred, ]

But sinee you noew have made it plain,

'l give you six slrokes of the cane,

Now, Bunier——"" Dut there came a
CLY,

“f say, I never had that Eicl

Tf Myrs, Kebble sayvs I too

A pie, she's really off her hook !

Spid Quelch, his molars grimly szhut,

“J lheavd a pie was taken, but

I did not know the culprit's name!

I'll give you :ix more of the same!

Now, Bunter—"" But again the Owl

Broke i with pencteating howl,

“Tf there i3 gam in Loder’s bed,

I've never heard of if," he said.

Said Quelch, “I've had no report

0 any happening of the sort,

But sinece you've now confessed your
tricks, .

For thiz vou'll get a fuvther six!

Now, Duuter,” Quelchy =aid at last,

{And interraptions all were past),

“¥Your uncle’s telepboned to say

He'll be in Lantham for the day.

e wishes yvou to mect him, so

You may have lvave [rom class to go,

But first——"  And Quelel took up
hiz cane, ]

And soon there came & sound of pain;

When off to Lantham Bunter went,

His voice was raized in wild lament,

And next time, when he seces a Deak,

i1e’ll wait until he's asked to speak |

Bunier,™ Qe

GREYFPRIARS GuID

The Towing-Path

2}
Many peaceful hours U've squandercd
U the towing-path, and wandered
By the river to the towm,
(i along the upper reaches,
Where the massive Popper beeches
ITane their verdaine branches down.
{(Wow ! Yon must aduit that's fine!
Lvery word i3 really mine )

(3}
Conpliicld Bridge lies down the river
Where the nodding rushes guiver,
{Oh, I've mentioued them before 1)
In the opposite diveciion,
Where the river is perfecion,
There’s an izsland we adore.
Put we must not land upon it—
See the facts in next woek's zonnet!

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET
SIDNEY JAMES SNOOP
and WILLIAM STOTT,

Skinner’s {we pals In the Remove

3 is for SNOOP and for BIDNEY,
A fellow of Skinner’s own kidney,
In fact, he's a close friend of Skinmor's,
And  helps him to pick all the

winners [%)
Tt classes, hie's chief of the duffers,
And often, ves, often, he suffors
A licking, or lines, or delention,

i & .,.‘_.fgi"-"f'-'"' :
'—ﬂ

Iliz woeas are (oo mwany to mention,

That's all I can say about Snoopery,

Bo 3 iz for STOLIT. who is loopy

1o join with those bLirds of a feather,

A that’s why 1 lump e logether.

They're  all fond of belling  and
simaking,

Tndulging in practical joking,

And the way they dodge work 15 so
C.OVer

I1i's worthy of belier endeavour.

ANSWER to PUZZLE

Put 10 matches on the table so that
ihey spell the word FIVE, Take away
the T malches forming the letters F oand
I, and IV (4} 15 left,

(LD LA LY L L L LY
]
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A WEEKLY BUDGET
OF FACT AND FUN
By
THE GREYFRIARS

RHYMESTER

i

HT1IH] EEEE

GREYFRIARS GRINS

Last weck Fisher 1. Fish was seen
going iuto the “Three ishers, Wao
chall have to call it the Four Fishers

in faiure. ;

Coker of the TFifth fought his
skipper, Blondell, in the gym last
night. Result—Cokor knocked himself

out in the 1st round. ({Leund laughter.)

Skinner fancied a horse in Wapshot
Races, which he said was s "etona
gerk.” Tt stood like stone at the
starting-post, and that’s a core!

From a newspaper: ' Most men who
make money are Scols.” ‘Lake Iisher
Maclish, for instance ! .

The one pood thing about air raida
iz that Balsover major will have to
wear a gas-inask. (Yarvoooh!) .

Me. Twigg was seen splattering with
laughter this mermning. The rumonr is
that Dicky XNugent handed huin hia
latest St. Sam’s shocker n mistake
for 100 lines,

Micky Desmond boasls that he can
“see  threugh Bumter.” I wonder
whether he npoticed my  steak-znd-
kidney pie.

AEdErFsEEaEFragAra i EER L BFEFNAGE AN AR R RN ERANPENEE"

PUZZLE FAR

Can you put 10 matches on
the table so that there are ouly
5, and then take away 7 to
leave 47

Answer nt foot of col. 2,

LAt ERd AT AN EREFEriibEadd SRLEAREEFRAEEND

L

IR AR
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The one thing Wibley can’t make up

is his mind.
RANDOM RIDDLES.-~Why i 8
farmer {oolish?7-=Becauze he likes

“thick cars.”

Why is necessity like Peter Todd?
—PBecause it ' koows na Jaw.”

Why iz Bunter like flanmel?—They
both shrink from washing,

What's the difference belween Mark
Linley, and old Ben, the shepherd !—

Oue's stecking his mind, and the other’s
winding bia stock.
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ship! VYess! What do you think?
Yoss ™ : ]

“1 think he's feeling sovry for him-
sclf by this time ¥ grinned Bob. )

In the distance, the cance was dis-
appearing into the blue. Onece more
the Miuv.gumu lay solitary on a lonely
ECa.

' THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Beastly For Bunter!

{4 ALUA M .
It was the following dav,
The wind, for which they had

waited zo long in vain, had

come at last, and the Mindanao rolled
on her woy, making abount five knots.

'The Greyiviars fellows fixed their eyes
on the dim blur against the bloe skyline
which Captein Jamrack pointed out
with an olive finger. It was a hilltop,
jutting ont into the cloudless blue: all
that was to be scen, so far, of Lord
Mauleverer's istand, Kalua-alua-lalua.

“So that's Kalua!" said Lord
Mauleversr, lifting himself ont of a
deckehair to cast a glanee at his distant
property, and immediately sitting down
sgain. When do we got in, sir?”

“When there is a sunset we make a
lagoon,” answored Captain Jamrack.
*{n short time you will zee barrier reef,
very dangerous in tempestuous weathers,
hut in these fine weathers sale as one
house, as you say in English.” :

Harry Wharton & Co. wateled wilh
keen interest as ihe heavy old brig
thumped through the sea and bove down
on distant Kalua,

The hill, elothed with green to the

summit, grew eleaver to their cyes, and
at length thev could see the barrer
l'E'Ef"“lEE-‘ coral cirele that surrounded

fialus, on swhich the waves of the
FPacific broke and within which lay the
lagoon. Somewhere that ecivele was
broken by the reef passapge, throngh
which the DMindanao was to cnter,
though they could not yet pick it out.

“* Looks jolly 1" sarmd Bob, .

Across the veef, where the Pacific
broke in lines of creamy surl, they
glimpsed the shining lagoon and the
mlﬂms in the centre—the dazzling white
beach blazing in the sun, backed by tall,
nodding palms. Maoving specks on the
lagoon were doubtless canoes, and out-
side tho reef several canoes were more
clearly seen with brown boys in them—
cheerful-loocking Kaluans, very different
in their as from the ferce black
tribesmen of Baloo. i

“ ¥ say, vou fellows, where's Kally-
wally-woot 7" asked Billy Bunter, He
sined the juniors at the rail and
li:-lir-lmd noross the blue water. "I can't
see it. I say, is that a whale?”

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

The fat Owl fixed his spectacles on a
canoe, which was paddling along at a
Ittle distance from the brig.

The Famous Five chuckled.

“MNo, that's a canoc!” said Harry
Wharton laughing.

H“A—a—a whatt Niggers in it?"
exclaimed Bunter. “I—I—I =ay, you
{cllmrs,” if you're trying to puli my
Cg ]

“1t's a canoe, ass, with a dozen jolly
old SBouth Sea Islapders in i, sad
Johuny Bull.

Biily Bunter hlinked vevy carnestly at
the moving object on the sea.  His
viston was lunited, <ven with the aid of
his big spectacles, and he could not
clearly make it out. Dut an cxpression
of alarm wus growing on his fat face.

@ I=—I=—1I sav, vou fellows, I=—I believe
it's a kik-kik-canoo ! he stammered at
last. “T -1 say, it—it—it's kik-kik-
coming this way ! I say, tell the captain
to go guicker!™

The Famous Five looked at him and
burst inte & roav. DBunter, m:id&ut]:r,
was tlhiuking of the encounter with
Kawinengo, and ihe sight of a native
vance on the Pacific was alarmiong o
bz,

* Blessed if T zoe anyihing to cackle
at ' hooted Bunter. "I say, there's a
crowd of them —-a dozen, af least ! What
iz this beastly old fub crawling like this
for? I say—"

“Can't go any quicker, unless you get
behund and shove ! said TBob, " 8hull
I drop vou over the taflfvail ¥”

Bunfer spun away from the rail

“Where are you going, Bunter?”
roared Bob. :

“I—I—I'm poing to look for a gig:
giggun!” gasped Bunter. “I'm not
going o hide i my bunk, like I did
voesterday, I mean, I dide't, yesier-
day, I was locking for a e-p-rifle ! I—

“Here they come!” shouted Johnny
Bull. The canoe was paddling nearer
to ihe brig, and Ceptain Janrack
leaned over to exchange a hail with the
Kaluans. “Here they come! Tlold on,
Bunter, don't desert us!”

Bunter did not hold on.

Bunter flew !

Whether it was to look for a gun, or
for some other reazon, Billy Bunter shot
for the compamion like an arrow from
a bow. The Famoua Five roared as he
halted, like a fat rabbit for a burrow.
Bob Cherry gave a sudden vell of
warnng, '

“ Look out!

It was rather unfertunate that Popoog
cinerged from the companion at timt
moment with a tray, on which siood a
jug of lime-sguash and a glass, Bob's
yell of warning came too late.

Papoo, noturally, did not expect fo Le

eharged by lis fat white master as he
stepped on deck. He did not know that
Bunter was happening tifl he happened !
As for Bunter, he did not cven see the
Tonga boy until he crashed.

It was a tevrific crash ! ‘

Popoo, with a yell, spun over. Tray,
and jug, and glass, went to the deck,
smashing right and left.

Rilly Bunter staggered
shock, and sat down.

“What name——"  gasped
astonished Popoo.

* Yarvooooh '

“Ha, ha, ha!”

B ‘.'t'cm-hmnnij 1" roared Bunter.

The fat Owl reposed on tho deck for
about the billionth part of a second.
Then he bounded up, roaring, as if the
dcck was ved-hot. ;

It was hot in the sun, bt it was not
so bad as that! Bmt a fragment of the
broken jug wes ihere. DBumter had sat
on it! He seemed to have found it
vainful, He bounded, he voared, and
{]l.'.‘! velled, e forgot even the canoe
and the imaginary dapger from which
he had been flecing. He roared, he
yelled, he wriggled, and he writhed !

“Oh erikey ! Oh crumbs! Yow-ow-
ow-ow ! I say, vou fellows—ooooogh!
Ow! Oh! Yow!™ : S

“Ha, ba, ha!" shrieked the jumors

Captain Jawmrack stared rvound 1in
satwseinent.

“What is the matter?™ he cjaculated.
“Phe Fat one, he like 1o dunce, 1 these
hot weathers "

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“0h crikey ! Ow! T :ax, vou follows
—yow-ow-ow-ow " Billy Bunter looked
rather as if he were performing a horn-

from the

the

pipe. “I say=—yow-ow.ow-ow !"
“lo 11, Bunter!” chorled  Bob
Cherry.  “ Song and dance by Buntep !

Lo it, old fat man!
turms ! Keep it up ™

“Ha, ha, ha ™"

“"Ow!l Deast! Wow!l"

Billy Bunter remembeved ihe canoe.
He ceased hits song and dance and rolled
below. :

Whether he was hiding in his bunk
again, and how long he would remain
Indden there, the juniors did not know.
Thev chuckled as the Mindanao, leav-
ing the eanoe astern, rolled on towards
Kalua-alua-lalua, and they drew neaver
and nearer to the goal of their long
irip, across half the woeld—Mauly's
Pacific Island.

(hie of vour best

THE EXD.

[Ford Mawleverer and his elivms hove
fad an exciting jorrney, what? Bt
ftheir midveniures are neihing compared
fio whit's in store for them on Mouly's
ixband.  Be suwre you vewd:r “THE
OUTCAST OF KALUAM the second
stary tn thizs grond holiday series.)

booklet ' The Royal Mavy as a Car
and How ta Jein It'" which may be obtained
on application to the Recruiting Staff
Officer, R.N. and R.M. (M), 85, Whitehall,
London. 5.W.l. or at any Post Office,
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SOMETHING LIKE A

SCRAP!

Another Exciting Instalment of Our Sparkling

Serial ¢

“MUTINY AMONG THE MASTERS!”

By DICKY NUGENT

“ This way to the Jim,
vou fellows ! " eried Jaclt
Jolly, of the Fourth Form
ot Bt. Sam’s.

And Merry and Bright
and Fearless grinned.

Tt was the day after
the Branes Test—the
firat of the tests by
which the guvvernors
of 5t. Sam's were choos-
ing the new headmester.
The second teat—+to find
out the figzical strength
of the applicanta for the
job—was about to take
place in the Jimmy-
naginm,

The chums of the
Fourth did not intend
to miss this treat at any
cont |

Most of the applicants
for the headmastership
wore St. Sam’s masters.
And thope masters,
whatever their merits,
were not at all

ood at atherletticks,

ack Jolly & Co. had an
idea that this strength.
testing stunt in the Jim
was going to be rather
s commical affair. In
fact, Fearless cxpressed
the opinion that it would

be worth a whole term's
pocket-money to see.

Grionming  cheerfully,
they set off across the
quad to the Jim,

They had not gote
very far, before a shnll
wissle and tho clattering
of hob-nailed boots on
the fiagstones made them
loole round.

It was Doctor Birch-
emall—the sacked hoad-
master of St. Sam’s, who
was at present making
guch a desprit effort to
win back his lorrels in
the 'gpuvvernors' tests.
There was & somewhat
shifty grin on the Head's
face as he drew level
with them.

* Half a jiffy, boys | ¥
he panted. ** Doing any-
thing special ¥ "

“ Yes, air,” grinned
Jolly. ™ We're going
across to the Jim in the
hoap of aseing somo fun
when this strength-
testing stunt comes off,”

Doctor Birchemall's
grin faded. He frowned
slitely,

“ Surely, Jolly, wvou
don't imapgine that the

_
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like o

Guvvernors are going to
turm it into a wulgar
exhibition by ollowing
gpecktators 1

" Mot exactly, sirl"
larfed the kaptin of the
Fourth. “ But wo're
hoaping to get front-row
geats on the winder-sills.
It ought to be rather g
comrnical sile to see g;:u
and tho other old buffera
geeing who's the strong-
2 o oy e

at may &4 r 1o
the others; Fhuf Fl:[}eun
assur: you, Jolly, there
will be nothing comdical
about my periormance,’’
said Doctor Birchemell,
with a sniff. "' But to get
to birziness; I want

ou to do me another
ittle fawvour."”

* Anything for & quiet
life, =ir,”" said
chearily. ** Do you want
ug to fix you up in
another suit of armour T

A gilty look cames into
the ex-Head's face for a
morment.,

“Nunno ; nothing like

olly*

that this time,' he said,
with a hasty look over
hia shoulder to see that
nobody else was listening.
' What L want yvou to do,
Jolly, iz to come over
to the tuckshop mn a
cupple of minnits and
do something to make
evervybody larf 1 ™

i Gr&t&dpi)il a

‘** A good wheeze would
be for you to walk into
the tuckshop on ¥your
hands," went on Doctor
Birchemall thoughtlully.
*You see, 1 have pro-
mised to meet all my
rival competitors aud
treat thern to ice.cornets
all round before we go
to the Jim. And, just
to buck them up beforoe
we meet the guvvernors,
I want to show them
something to make them
larf.”

“ Then why not show
them your face, sir ¥ "

“* Ha, ha, ha ! " yelled
Merry and DBright and
Fearlesa,

“1 hoap you can

DAY OUT FOR REMOVE
AT ATHLETICS

Term Ends in Sports Day Triumph

Our Editor’s forecast
that the Remove would
elmost wipe out the
opposition 1n the school
sports has been justified
up to the hilt. Sports
Day at Greyfriars last
Wedneada: saw  the
most notable triumph in
athletics ever scored by
one Form, thue puttin
the zeal on & term o
remarkable successes in
all outdoor - times.
And Bemove chaps left
for the summer wvae.
in a blaze of glory !

A big programme of
eventa started at the
unusuaily early heur of
ten in the morning ; but
the time up to midday
was ohiefly taken up
with sorting out the
wheat from the chaff—
preliminary heats—snd
the real businese of the
day etarted after dinner,

Big Bide locked =

icture for the oceasion.

e weatlier was sunny
and not unpleasantly

warm, and a shower
overnight had nicely
freshened up the lawn
and flowerbeds. A big
refreshment FOATQUSe
near the cricket

vilion ecom-
ortahly catered
for the record
crowd of parenta
and visitors, and
a line of declk-
chairs extended
on each side
of the track for
s distence of
200-varda, whilo
seats were ar-
ranged in tiers
near the wine

ning post.
The first
cheer of the

afternoon went
up when Whar.
ton bagged the
Lower School -
220 wards’
championeldp by beat-
ing Termple of the Upper
Fourth, after an exciting
race in which the two

Form skippers were neclk
and neck most part of
the way, with the rest
of the field nowhere.
Temple waa known to
have put in & lot of
atematic training for
is event, and, being a
formidable ®sprinter at
any time, wag thought to
be invincible, Wharton
proved otherwise.

‘The loudest cheer of
the afterncon was re.
gerved for Bunter, whoeo
weight gave the Re-

move an immensgoe ad-
vantage in the tug-of-

war. The Remove won
this event apainst teams

from the BShell, Upper
Fourth, and Third
without losing a single
pull, and Bunter was
afterwards rewarded
with & record feed of
pastrics and ginger-pop,
paid for by generous
fans,

Prizes werp presented
at the cloge of the aports
by Sir Philip Angel,
and a delightful display
of fireworks concluded
a day to be long re.
membered by all those
present.

RESULTS,
Lower School 220 yds,
H. WaanTtoN (Remove).
Junior Long Jump.
R. Crerry (Remove).
Putting the Weight,
4. BrLn (Remowve).
Lower School 100 wda,
H, VERXON-SMITH

{Remove), .

Quarter Mile (Qpen).
G, WineaTe (Sixth).
Lower School Highdump,
T. Renpwing (Remove),
Hurdles {DEen}. :
C. R. TEmMrLE
iUp}mr Fourth).
LowerSehool Tearn Race.
Remove first,
Tug-of-War.
Remowve first,
Half Mile {Open).
. Buowpers (Fifth).
Sack Face,
P. BoLSOVER
( Remove).

mannidge this slite [a-
vour, Jolly,” said the
ox-headmaster of Bt,
Sam’s, digercetly i}

fgr-
‘noring Jolly’s littlo jnaf:‘

“Ta it & deal 7™

“ Oh, all right, then,
pir," chuckled the kaptin
of the Fourth. "It
gounds to me as if there's

something fishy behind
it. But I'll do it just
for a lark.”

“ Thanks, awfully ! In
a cupple of minnita, re-
roember 1Y

With these words,
Doctor Birchemall hur-
vied off to the tuckshop,
beeming all over his face
as though a grate weight
had been lified off his
mind.

His rival competitors
were waiting eagorly for
him when he arrived at
the little school shop,
and there was a loud
cheer as he appeared
11 the doorway,

* Good old Birche-
mn.‘iiﬁ"

“ Ripping of you to
stand EfEE‘uﬁn‘ all :1;11' us!"

“ Yea, rather|?

“1It’s only what you
mite expoct from &
jenoerons-harted jentle-
ImAan like myszelf,"
grinned the ex-Head.
" Tee-cornets all round,
please, ma‘am 1’

The tuckehop dame
got bizzy preparing the
wee-cornets, and in a very
short space of time a big
dishful of these sukkulent
daintice appeared on the
counter.

Just at that moment,
Jack Jolly appeared in
the doorway, ]]zerfnrming
an acrobattick feet—by
walking on his hands !

The kaptin of the
Fourth, who was an ex-
pert at tricks of this kind,
hopped and skipped
abhout in a véry com-
mical way, and the old
fogeys at the counter for-

ot all about the cormets

or & moment and nearly
busted their sides with
larfter over hun,

Now this was exactly

what the cunning old ex-
hecdmaster wanted,

As f]m:tﬂ a8 ho BaWw that
everyho WHE TRT] at
Jﬂi!;:::a lg-fubleganggks,
he whipped out of his

ocket a sinnister-logk.
ing bottle which was
labelled as follows :

Y SLEEPING
MIXTURE.
* Bprinkle a littlo over
YOUr supper tO ensure a

T
L]

%umi nite's B]E;E?. Taste-
es2 with food.’

Qu’ & o8 litening,
Docter Birchemell un-
corke. < the bottle and up-
ended it over the ice-
eornevrs—paking care nob
to touch hia vwn., He
then pud the ecmpty
bottle E&fd{ in his poclet
and breevhed & sigh of
releef.

“ Come on, you fel-
lowa!™ he grinned.
“ Why weate time watch-
g childish tricks,
when these delicious
ice-cornets are wait-
mg to be swal-
lowed 7 It's nearly
time ,to po to the
Jim, you know 1"

* By Jove! You'ro
right ! " ;

* Pusa ‘era round,
old bean I "

Doctor DBuch-
cmall’s guests turned
to the counter again
and made a proper
onalaught on tho cor-
nets, i They gobbled
them up greedily—Ilittle
dreeming dhat thoy were
falling rig it into the trap
their wily old host had
seb for them !

Whi-n Jolly found thab
his acrobettick turn was
no lenger attracting at-
tention, be rejoined his
churms oulside.

LAST WEEK AT
GREYFRIARS

Colzer decided to grow
& moustache,

Tubbk of the Third
washed his neck.

Colsar gave up growing
s moustache,

Tukb was in bed for
two davs, suffering from
& epevere ghock to the
nervous system.

Lord” Mesuleverer
peased & whole day
withov® having a nap
on the couzh iugis study,
It was Epurtﬂ Day,
and k= had it in a deck-
chair Instoad.

Bolsover mixjor,
pleasy! & winning the
Ek 'T}E‘ Bmiledf 2e-

at a group o 8.
Eav&;ml of thumpawmﬁ%d
immediatsly afterwards.

Gosli w a record
sum in tip1 from visitors.

Ho ot pregent confilned
to ks lodge with =
sovery attack of Lie.
cups.

“0ld DBuehy's be.
haviour gets more and
more misterious, as time
goes ou,’” he remarked,
a8 they turned their foot.-
steps in the direction of
the Jim onece more,
" Firat he dressea up in a
auit of armour ; and then
he buys ice-cornets for all
those old fopeys and gets
me to walk on my hands
to amuse 'ern! What's
the explanation "

* Give it

1 FF

up .

-H.I

prinned Fearless.
vote we forget it and find

a good seat f:ﬁ that
strength-testi ow!?”

Trhlgu chut':::;g of the
Fourth reached the Jim
and perched themselves
on winder-sille—two on
ane and two on ancther.

Five minnits later,
they saw Dwoctor Birch-
emall and his rivals enter

the Jim.,
The Bt. Ham’'s guv-
vernors  seated  them-

gclves round & big roped.-
off ring in the middle of
the floor and Jack Jolly
& Co. heard Sir Fred-
erick Funguss announce
how the Strength Test
was to be deeided.

* The rules nre simple,
jentlemen,’’ he cried, in
his  cultchered wvoice,
“You will all got into
the ring togethahh an'
start biftin' each othah—
ann’ the last man left on

hia feet will be the
winnah, begad ! ¥

* Groto pip!"

Some of the ocom.-

petitors did not look at
all keen on the 1dea ; but
the chairman of the guv-
vernors took no notiss of
this.

“ Are  you ready,
jentlemen ¥ ™ he asked.

“Ye.pg |

“ All into the ring,
then! TIME!2

The [ree fight started,
and in a cupple of jiffies
the old fogeys were
bizzily engaged in biffing

each other for all they
were worth.
“ My hat!” pasped

Jack Jn]!%. “ This is
oing to be something
the a pt"

Jolly's words proved
true—but net quite n
the way he had meant
them ! Almost as soon
asd the serap had etarted,
the effects of Doctor
Birchemall's sleeping
mixture began to show
i themszelves,  Firvst, Mr.

Lickham vawned, and
then Alr. Justies: then
Mr. Swishingham curled
up in the middle of the
ring and fell fgat asleep !

In less than a minnit
all the competitors, with
the exception of Doctor
Birchemall and  Mr.
Caddish, were lying down
in the ring, snoring
loudly !

“* Something like a
serap ° is  xnight!”
grinned Fearleas, ™ It'a
something like—but not
very much | "

‘“ Ha, ha, ha ! ¥

But there was one final

fore the ﬁght- fizeled out.
Mr, Caddish, as it hap-

ened, had spotted

octor Birchemall's
move 1w the wuckshop
oid ha.nil decided not to
toueh hia ice-cornet, He
and the ex-Head now
squared ug to each other
aa ti‘mug . trh-al.r rur_-a,l!:,.r
meant blzziness,

Biff 1

Wallop 1

They both hit each
other on the nose ab the
gsame tume! 'The next
moment they both col-
lapsed—mnocked out to
the wide |

So the grate Strength
Teat E-ﬂﬂ&g in everybody
being laid out, most of
the competitors being
carried AWaYy on
stretehers |

It was a comical finigh
to the affair, and Jack

flicker of excitermnent be- |

Jolly & Co. were sim
roaring with larfter as
they returned to the
#chool House.

“ It looks as if Sir
Frederick Funguss s
going to have a rare job,
picking out the man for
the job!™ said Jolly.
And the rest of the Co.
agreed,

But although they did
not know it, the problem
waaabout to besolvedina
very unexpected fashion !

{for the laugh of the
week, read the concluding
instalment of * Muting
Among the Masters ™
in next week's *' Grey-
friars Herald," )

BLAND RETORT
TO BLAND

Bland; who is in Bcot.
land, claims to be the
only Greyfriare man to
have taken a trip up the.

[ Forth.

Hia interestimg to note
that the Eemove, in the
past, have often been
able to TRIFP UFP THE
FIFTH!

YOUR EDITOR CALLING!

_Readers often ask me how Dicky Nugent writes
his stomes.

If they saw them in the condition I often recsive
them, they would be equally interesied to learn how
I read them !

'ETEI",:."
editonal sanctumn are models of neatness and legibility.
But young Nugeot's really take, the bisouit,
a distance, a page of Dicky Nugent's manuseript locks

fow of the miinuseripts that come to my

From

target for ink-pellets that has seen long

service on the blackboard in the Second Form-room |
Frequently,
cut which way up you have to hold it to read it!

I .apend geveral minutcs finding

Btill, the mein thing is the story, and I

¥ | always find it worth the troubls of deciphering

Dicky's apidery scrawl to get 10 that.  What-
over you may say about his writing and
spelling, when it comes to the story you have
to admif that young Nugent minor delivers
the goods. Many a time and oft have I held
up the work of the office with & howl of
Janghter over Dicky’s quaint quips and weird
and wonderful wisecracks.

But I started out to tell you how ho writes
them.

Usually, he does it in the Form-room. At
this time of the wyear he does sometimes
go out of doors for & ¢h , and I understand
that the best part of “ Mutiny Among the
Masters ! ™ has been written in & deckchair
near the pavilion on Big Side. But nearly
all his work is done in the Form-room.

Most authors require peace and quietude
and perhaps the scent of flowers to inapirs
them. Ducky gets none of these. Yella and
bangings are the order of the day where he
works, and the only scent ho over gets is the
seent of herrings, frying on the ends of pon-
holders at the Form-room fire! But he aske
for nothing better. In an environment like
this, he can turn out hig very best work !

Perhaps this fact explains the heetie atmo-
sphere and richly Aavoured humour of his
farnona 8t. Sam’s stories.

Well, that's all T ean tell you about Dicky
Nugent—for the present, at any rate. Onee
maore, my spaceo ia filled.

Cheerio, chuma, tiil next week !

¥ WrarTox,

ANSWER T0
CORRESPON DENT

“REMOVITE " —
“ Quelchy is what you
might call a hard epp.”

Yes, and we suffer
under his ¢ yolk * |

A report in the papera says that thers is a

sharp improvfment in the woollen cloth
trade. Wo heard Bunter had ordered a
new suik.

Peter Todd has just received a post.card
from hie cowusin Alonzo, who s now
apparontly in Palestine. It is believed that
someons must have told Alonzo to *go to

| Jericho |

R ey

UNCENSORED LETTER

No. 6. From PETER HAZELDENE

Dear Mater,——Bul-
strode has asked me
over to his place for
the first week of the
vae, He's a bit of a
beast mt  times, but
Skinner, who has been
home with him, says
it's not bad and a chep
can rely on getting a
spot of fun out of it.
So I hope you won't
mind if I go. Be a
sport and talk pater
round into sagreeing,
will you ? And f
everything & O.K.,
please get him to send
on some cash, as I

out and abeut a lot
and I ehould like to
to stend my whack
now and again.
tho more the
fork
I shall like it !

change, &8 this haa
been a jolly trying
torm for me. Quelchy
has detained me on no
lees than aix** halfers "
—nearly & record. I
am sorry I didn't do
hetter in the exams and
hope
too tragic.
fact is, 1 get rather o

right wey, he will
understand.

Giad to say that the
end of the term finds
me on pretty  good
terma with ever ﬁod
here—myself included,
If Marjorie starts erib-
bing about me before
I get home egain, tell
her to lay off till X
arrive, and then you
can hear both sides
of the queation,

Well, mater, must
close now with best
love. Please talk to
the pater like a Dutch
uncle, and perhaps it

So
ter can

out, tha more

I can do with a

my report is not
But the

am completely broke. | yow desl from Quelchy. would be as well not
o arme B thain | 1f ho didn't rag me go | *° FE% bt ShR Ieher
car, go I shall save you ymuch, I should do a|,.51v with the cash,
travelling exes. On |lot better. I am sure | if possible,

the other hand, I |if ¥you explain this | Your affectionate son,
belicve B.'s people go |to the pater in the FETER.



