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THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Pulling Bunter”s Leg !

i QING to bedi®

G Even Harr

knew Billy
was surprisad,

DBod was an sattractive place to Billy
Bunter, the fat Owl of Greyfriars. He
seldom left it of his own accord. Remove
fellows at Greviriars said that Billy
Bunter, left undisturbed, would have
slept the clock round,

Still, it was surprizing to sec_ oven
Billy Buntar elembering mto bed in the
middlo of & bright apring morning.

At school, certainly, Buntor could not
have done it. At that hour he wounld
have becn in Form-room with Mr.
Queleh—-now bappily left behind. But
in State-room No. 17, on D Deck of the
stoamer Compt. Billy Bunter could
do ns he liked—and what he liked,
apparently, was to turn in.

Tho first important function of the
dey—breskfast—wns over. The second
important function-—lunch—was not yet
due! Harry Wharton & Co. were keen
to roam over the big steamer, which was
~to be their home for a fortnight or
more, oand sce what was to bo scen.
. Bunter, it scemed, wasn’t. Binter, pro-
bably, would have prefcrved to wake
tho voyage fo Brazil with his cyes shut
all the way, had that been practicable.

Bunter blinked round ot the captain
of ithe Remove through Lis big

Wharton, who
unter so wall,

pectacles,

“I'm having the upper hunk,” ho
said. I think you'd like the lower one,
Wharton 1”

“Any old thing ! agreed Havry., He
was sharing Statc-room No. 1T with
Billy Buater, and was preparcd to let
the fat Owl take which berth he liked.
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“You see, a follow might be seasick,”
said Bunter, “and tho chap in the lower
berth might cop it.%

“*0h, my hat ("

" Not that I shall be seasick, of course

—I'm & good sailor! Not like you
fellows! Still, a chap can't be too care-
ful.. You might give me & bunk up.”

“*Hallo, halle, hallo!? Bob Cherry
locked mm from D Deck. *"You fellows
coming to look round the jolly ald
packet? We're just off.”

Map showing route taken by the
chums of Greyfriars.
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:‘i Igm ?ut ™ said ?mﬁeg,' e
unter’s going to bed ! sai arr

Wl‘:!Ertﬂn; iau%’{ﬁﬂg. 1

“Lreat pip i

“The plpfulncﬁ is tervific!” ejaculated

rree Jamset Bam SBingh, looking in

over Bob's shoulder, “Aly csteemed and
absurd Bunter—"

“I'm not .going to bed!” hooted
Buater., “I'm gomg to lis down and
talze a nap till we'vo across the Channel.
A fellow might be seasick—I bet yon
fellows will By haqging over the rail
soon. Not so likely if you're lying down
—sea? I prefer lying—m—==*

“You're pretty good at lying, old
%mﬂ” came Johnny Bull's voice from

“¥ah 1 retorted Bunter. Give me a
bunk up, Wharten |

Bunter sprawled in the upper berth,
Somebody had told Bunter that sersick-
ness was best avoided by lying ‘down at
the beginning of a *m}*a%h having
parked three or four breakfasts that
morning, one after another, Bunter did
not want to lose any of them. They
were lost to sight, but fo memory dear!

“1 say, wvou fellows—-" sgueaked
Buunter. _

** Sleep, Laby, sleep ™ chuckled Frank
Nugent

"1 say, don't all go away!¥ said
Bunter. “I might want something! I
think one of you mught stay in the

-cabin.”

“*Think again I chuckled Bob Cherry.
“Weo hear enough of your jolly old snore
in the dorm st Greviviaers, old fat
brean 1 :

“Don't be an asz, Bob Cherry ! sanl
Buntar peavishly, dou't snore! I
remmember I staved awake one night to
listen whethor I did or not, and I jolly
well dido’t—*

“Ia, ha, hal?
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“Blessed if 1 see auything to cackle
at! T say, 1it's moro than an hour since
wo had brekker, and I could do with a
gnack. Ono of you fellows fetch me
something. You fetch me a cake, Bull I
= Bow-bow [" said Johnny Bull, and
he strolled away along D Dech.

“I say, Nugent, you cut along and get
me something. A box of tangerme
oranges ".'l-‘ﬂlll.lf do! Mot one of the small
&

Frank Nugent, prinning, followed
Johnny Bull.
“I say, Wharton—"

“You fat cormorant!™ said Harey
Wharton *If you eat any more you
may be ecasick, though it's as calm as a
summer da.;.*, Chuck 1"

" Beast [’

Wharton laughed, and went outb of the
stato-room.

* Bob, old chap—-"

Bob Cherry chuckled and disappeared.

“I say. Inky!” welled Bunter. “1
eay, old chap, you're not a lazy
slacker like those beasts, old fellow!
You cut along and get me zomething
—a few bunches of grapes will do, o
a box of dates——"

“Dates 1" relﬂaatﬂd Hurree Jamsct
Ram Singh thoughtfully. “I have
some dates in my state-room, my
esteerned fat Bunfer——"

“Got them for me, old fellow!” said
Bunter. “I could just do with some
dates. always sleep better after
taking a snack, eold chapl I say,
have you got a lot?” .

“Three hundred and sixty-six,”
answercd the Nabob of Bhanipur.

Bunter blinked st him.

“Blessed if I see how you know
exactly how many there are in the
box,” he said. *Are they in a box™

“Neo; in paper.”

“Well, cut along and get
anyhow.” 5 g 3

Turree Jamset Ram Emg! abligiogly
eut along to pet them. illy Bunter
laid his head on hia pillow—but did
not close his little round eves behind
hiz spectacles. An hour after a meal,
Bunter was always ready for a snack
to see him through the interval till
the next. And & packet of luscious
dates was the very thing.

Tha Nabob of Bhanipur went into his
state-room, and emerged with an
article in his hand that even Billy
Bunter would hardly have thought
catable. . !

It wns & large-size colendar, with a
pagoe for every day of the year. It
was perforated, for a leaf to be torn
off with each passing dary.

Hurree Singh had intended to keep
it in his eabin, to reel off a page day
by {h{] during the voyage. Now, how-
ever, he was sacrificing it to his little
jest on Bunter,

' Hallo, halle, hallo! What have
you got there? asked Bob Cherry, as
the dusky junier came out on Db Deck
with the calendar in his hand.

“The esteemed Bunter desires some-
thinﬁ to eat.”’

“Eh? What?! Even Bunter's not
going to eat that, is he? asked Bob,
in astonishment,

T Presumefully the

themn,

ga,”  answered
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nabob gravely. “He asked me to take
him some dates—"

* Drates ?"

“And I om taking him three hundred
and sixty-six—this being a leap year!”
exgla.med Hurreo Bingh.

ob stared for & moment, and then
roared :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I say, buck up, Inky!” came an

impatient squeak from Stale-room
No. 17.

Hurree Singh  re-entered  Bunter's
state-room. ith a face as serious as

if it had becn cast in bronze, he handed
the calendar to the fat junior in the
upper berth. Bunter took 1, and
stared ab it. '

“What's that ¥ he demanded.

“ Drates,™

“Dates " howled Bunter.

“Dates,” assented Hurrea Singh
gravely. “0On tho top page 1s the
f&tﬂﬁﬂnt o8 tecemed dato—Fobroary

“¥You silly ass!” yelled Bunter,
“On  the next

page s another
date—"

*“*You howling idiot 1

“And on the next—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” came & yell outside
the stare-room door.

Harry Wharton & Co. look for-

ward to the long irip fto Rio as

a great adventure, Before long

they find that deadly danger is

relentlessly tracking their foot-

steps—in the form of O Lobo, the
Woll of Brazil !

Lilly Bunter sat up. Evidently he
was not going to get any dates—excopt
those 1n the calendar, which even
Bunter could not eat. He grasped the
celendar in a fat hend and huried it

Bang |

“Ow!” gasped Hurres Jamset Ham
Singh, -as he sat down suddenly. It
was rather a bulky and h‘*”ﬁ' article,
and it smote o dusky nose hard and
heag+
“Ha, ha, ha 1" rosred Bob.

“Ha, ho, he!” cackled Bunter,

Owl Wow|" ﬁaﬁmd Hurree Jamset
Bam &ingh. He had not forescen that
outcome of his little joke on Bunter!
“Ow! Fou blithering and preposter-
ous fathead! Ow!™

He, ho, hel™

Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh serambled
to hiz feet; with one dusky hand he
rubbed a damaged dusky nose, with the
other he grabbed up the calendar. The
next moment that ealendar banged on &
fat chin and dropped in the bunk beside
Bunter.

Billy Bunter’s fat giggle was changed
quite suddenly into n terrific yell,

“Yarceooh ™

He rubbed the fat chin and clutched
at the calender to hurl it back; but
Hurres Jamset Bam Eﬁﬂﬁh did not wait
for it, he stepped quickly out of the
etate-room. With the missile clutched

3
'n n fat hand, and a vengoful gleam
spectacles, Bunter blinked

behind his b1
at the open cgwrwn :

“1 say, Inky, old chap, come lere &
minute I he sgueaked. “I say, I ain't
going to chuck this at you if you put
vour head in! Nothing of the kind!
1 5&13' old fellow——"

“}la, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, don't cackle! I say, como back
a mnute, old fellow! Just look in =
tick, will vou, old chap?"” . !
1EIE:I: [Hurrjpd Ju{ﬂset BRam ﬁﬂungh'a
dusky face did not reappear. Appar-
ently he was dizsinclived to follow the
example of the fly that walked into the
spider’s parlour. A clwekle was heard,
then receding footsteps.

“PBeast I roared Bunter. )

And he laid his lhiead on the pillow.
There was & roaring of sirens, a tramp-
ling of feet, and a buzz of voices, but
they did not intcrest Bunter. He was
going to sleep till the Comet steamed
into Boulogne, the first stop on the long
vovage to South America, A life on
the ocean wave had no attraction for
William Gﬂ-::urgle Bunter; he only wished
that he could have slept till the steamer
moored in the harbour at [Rio do
Janeiro.  He couldn't quite—even
Bunicr—but Le was going to do his best.
And the hefty snore of the Owl of the
Remove mingled with the buzz of the
enginea as the Comet slid out to sea.

P mam

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

A Nice Cake |
. TROVAO!™ ejaculated Jono
0 Frulo.
“RKh?* ejaculated  the
Tamous Five of the Remove,
They were on Declkk with the

Brazilian gentleman in whose company
they were travelling ocut to Brazil to
visit their old pal Jim Valentine, once
of the Greyfriars Remove, .

Senhor Frulo stared at the sky, which
was calm and blue. The weather was
gll that the clivms of the Remove could
have desired for the beginning of their
vovage, It was o February day, but
calmn and sunny and spring-like. The
sea was almost ns smooth as a pond;
there was no danger of the dreaded
mal de mer—even for Billy DBunter
after hia many breakiasts. 1

Mr. Fruloe generally spoke Inglish
when he was  with  the Greyfriars
fellows, but in moments of surprisc he
dropped into kis native FPortuguese.
Harry Wharton & Co. knew s few
words of that language, which they had

icked up from Jim Valentine in his

avs at Greyfriars School. Valentine
had studied Portuguese, in the hope of

oing out to join his uncle in Brazil
g]-ut () trovao ¥ was a now one to the
chums of the Remove .

% What vou cal! tunder!” said Mr
TFrulo. 2

“Pander 1 repeated Harvry Wharton,
puzzled. i

“In vour beautiful Fuglish language—
tunder,” said Mr. Frulo.

He had the Famous Five beaten for
a moment. Their acquaintance with
the beantiful English language was
fairly extensive, but they had never
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heard of “tunder." Then Frank Nugent
guesacd it,

“*Oh—thunder 1* ha said,

“8Bim, siml Yes, wyes!" mid M
Frule. “It is one dpuzzling ting! The
wezzer shall be good, yet I hear o trovao
—tunder.”

Whereat the Famous Five prinned.

They were standing near the open
doorway of No. 17. From within pro-
ceoded the deep and heavy rumble of
Billy Bunter’s snore, Ividently it was
that rumble which the Brazilian mistook
for the roll of distant thunder,

“Only Bunter, Mr. Frula,” said Harry
Wharton, laughing. “Look n! No
charge to see the sleeping beauty

Joao Frulo looked into the state-room.
Billy Bunter, with his eyes shut and his
wmouth open, was snoring as if in rivalry
with the drono of the engines. Joao
Frulo stared at him in surprise, and
then his coppery countenance relaxed
into a %rin.

Bob Cherry picked up a eake of soap
which Wharton had unpecked from his
cabin trunk. Bob was in ﬁwz&.t spirits
that morning—as he generelly was—and
the sea air added 1o his exuberance, He
thought that Hurree Singh’s little joke
with the * dates ™ was worth developing.

“Halle, halle, halle! Wake up,
Bunter | he roared.
Snore |

Bob tapped the fat Owl on the tip of
hig fat little nose; then Billy Bunter's
eyes opened behind his spectacles.

“Beast ! he murmured. “Lemma
alone! '"Tain’t rising-bell 1™ Evidently
in the mists and sh&cﬁ:}ws of sleap Buntar
had forgotten that he was now ]flm* from
school.

“Like a cake?” bawled Bab, i

Bunter’s eyves openced wider. He did

not went to wake up. but the word
“oako " was a magic word.

“Well, sit up, old fat man!” said
Beb, “Yve got & cake here—a nice
httIe" cake—just about a mouthful for
you.

But Billy Bunter did not lift his fat
head from the pillow. He wanted a
cake—DBunter always wanted a cake, if
obtainable—but he. waz too lazy to move
if he could help it  AMorveover, after hia
disappointment about the dates, he wns
not eure of the cake,

‘_'dIf you've really got a cake—" he
said.

“One of those nice little cakes,” said
Bob. “It's Wharton's really, but ho
doesnt want to eat it—"

“Not at all1” said Harry.
can have it.,"

“Well, if it's only & mouthful
can put it into mouth,” gald the fat
Dwl. "No ne or mo to sit up.”’

*Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob. He was
juite willing to oblige. Laziness had
aoften had unpleasant results for Bunter.
Now it was going to have somea more!

The other fellows at the doorway
watched, with grinning faces, My,
Frulo stared quite biankly. He bad not

ad time yet to gﬁ‘qw accustomed to the
playful ways of tho Greyfriars Remove,

Bob peeled the wrappings off the cake
of soap and approached the fat junior
axtended in the upper berth., Bunter's
capacious mouth was wide apen, ready
for the recoption of the cake.

Bob shoved it in.

“There you are. old fat mani” he
spid. " Nice littla cake—"

* Groooooogh ¥

" Like it?"

“Terrrggh 1™

It looked as if Bunier did not like it
it sounded also as if he didn’tt A
moment ago he bad been too lazy to sit
up: now he sab up quite suddenly.

“Urerrggh ' spntterad unter,
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“Gurrgh |

Gurrgh 1 Deast!

“Ha, ha, ha

“It's & cake, old fat bean! I teld
you it was a cake! What sort of a cake
did you think it was?™

“Lzurrrrggh IV

“Wharton gave
eake—01um

« Untggh | Beast! Wurrggh! R

“Urrpgh | Beaat! Wurr | Rotter!
Be&st!'gg -

“Dash it ell ™ eaid Bob. “ Aome
fellows are ungratefull Inky brings
him dates, and I bring him a cale, and
all he can do is to call us names 1

“He, ha, hal” Eeﬂﬂﬂ the juniors,

Mr. Frulo chuckled explosively. The
expression on Billy Bunter's fat face
was ecnough, at that moment, to mako
a stone image smile,

They erowded out rather hastily, as
Bunter grabbed the cake of soap and
took oim; it dropped on the deck
behind them,

“ Beasts " roared Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha *
“Bring me &
my mouth [
steward |
beast—"

Harry Wharton stepped into the
state-room and kindly provided the fat
Owl] with a glase of water, Tt was quite
& nice little cake that Bob had jammed
mto Bunter’s mouth, and reblly, teken
externally, it would have been useful to
Bunter; taken internally, however, he
did not secmr to find it wice, or to care
for the flavour,

He glared ot the captain of the He-
move over the glass of water with a
ﬁ;]m‘u that almost eracked his spectacles.
No doubt that was Bunter's way of ex-
pressing thanks for Being waited on,

“Don't go " he snapped. " Wait and
tako the glass! Do you want me to
drop it on the floor? You'd like me to
tread oo bits of broken glass, wouldn't

ou v

“Well, buck up 1” said Harry., *“Why
not turn out, old fat man? It's ripping
on deck, and the sea’s as calm 88 a
pond.”

E ?ﬂh E:I:

“Like me to wak
get to Rio?" asked

L L8 Yah [1]

Wharton picked up
which lay n the berth.

“Not going to +at theze dates?” he
mguired. “Then I’ take it back to
Inkv's room.”

“You jolly well won't!™ declared
Bunter. “As Inksy's given me that
calendar. I'in keeping ! Stick it up
there for me where I can see 1t. Tak-
g off & page every day will make thia
rotten vovage seem shorter. See?”

“It will be short enough,” said Harry.
“We get to Hio on the 25th.”

“Call that short!"™ grunted Bunter.

* Fifteen days—"
If vou don't like the

It'ss s-s-s0opl

sixpence for that

lass of water to wash
howled Bunter. *“Call the
Look here—— YWharton, you

you up when we
aIrY.

the calendar

“You fat Owl!

vovage, why did you come "

ell, we got out of lessons!™ ssid
Bunter. *I'd rather go to Brazil to zce
that chap Valentine than have leszons
with Quelch ®

“Valentine would be flattered !” said
Wharton sarcastically.

“Oh. don’t jaw 1™ said Bunter. “¥Yonu
fellows are all jaw, like a shecp's head.
Take thia beastly glassl BStick up that
calendar where 1 can seo it without
getting up.”

Harry Wharton fastened uwp the
calendar by the berth, so that the fat
Owl had it in view. Dunter closed hia
eyes agsin behind his spectaclea.

“Mind you wake up on the 25th,” saigd
Hearry, laughing.

£ “h!:ﬂ‘

“If you're still asleep at Rio——"

Girunt!

“The etcamer goee on to Buenos
Alrgs—"

Bnore |

YWharton chuckled, and left the cabin.
Billy Bunter often overslept himself—
indeed, he always did, when there waa
no rising-bell to awsken him, snd no
friendly hand to jam a wat sponge oh
his fat face., But even Billy Bunter was
not likély to snooze on till Rio was
reached. .

Banter snored, and was content, while
the Famous Five walked the deck with
Mr Frulo, and enjoyed the sunshine and
the sea-wind, and Mr. Frulo told them
about the * fazenda "—the plantation in
Brazil where Jim Valentine lived with
his Uncle Peter.

They were never tired of hearing
about DBrazil, which they were soon to
see. The Channel was calm and smooth
—nobody was seasick, and the Comet
glided into the harbour at Boulogne,
where mors passengers were to be taken
on board—with ne time to disembark,
Then Johnny Bull locked inte SBtate-
rocm No. 17.

“ Bunter 1™

Snore |

Johnny leoked at him. Then he looked
at the hig calendar pinned up over the
berih. en he prinned.

He stepped in, and tore off & number
of leaves, till he came to the 25th.
Crumpling the torn leaves in his pocket,
he went back to the deck—leaving the
rather startling date of February 25th to
ELELE Billy Bunter in the face when he
woke.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Some Sleop |
L UNTER !
B * Bunty 1"
“Bunt "
“Estcemed and idiotio
DBunter—»
“"Wake up, gzampua1*
“Hallo, lfluiﬁa. hallol  Wake, Baby,
waka 1"

Billy Bunter opened his eyes.  He did
not awake In & ﬁuu-d temiper. He had
been dreaming that he bad arrived ar
Rio, and found a shortage of food there.
It was an awiu! dream.

Bunter had been doubtful, from the
heginning, what the food would be like
in Brazil. Jim Valentine, in his letter
te his old friends at Greyfriars, had
mentioned quite & lot of things, but he
Liad not mentioned thoe food. That,
in Bunter's opinion, was the kind of
silly ass ho was—leaving unmentioned
the only thing that really mattered.

A doubt like this naturally weighed &
good deal on Bunter’s mind., It came
cut streng in his dreams—an awful
nightmare-vision of & place whero there
was not enough to cat!

%0 he awoke peevish.

Fiva faces were cramumed in the door-
way of State-room No. 17. Five voices
shonted at Billy Bunter. He blinked
and snorted.

“ Wharrer you waking me up for?"” he
demanded.

“Deon't you want to get out at Rie?"
demanded Bob Cherry.

“Rio 1Y paspcd Buanter,

“Do you want to go on to Buencs
Aires 7" ashed Nugent.

“ Wha-a-t 1" _
“Who'd have thought it srid
Johuny Bull. *Even Bunter's never

slept & fortnight on end before”

A fuf-fuf-fuf-fortnight ! stuttered
Bunter.

“It's the sea air that's done it, per-
haps,” suggested Dob Cherry. " Anjy-
buw, Bunter will bave to wake up now,”

“You silly asses !"” roared Bunter. “1I



haven't had forly winks yet!
anywhere near Rio!*

‘Can’t you see the ship's stopped?™
askr:d Harry Wharton.

“Has 1t?" gasped Bunter. He was
conscious now that the Comet was neo
Inn er in mﬂl::cm

as it?” repeated Bob. “Fancy
even Bunter slee through & vovage
) the Atlantie, you fellows.”

I haven't I velled Bunter.

“Bhows what he could do at Grey-
friars, if there wasn™t a rising-bell ¥
mmarke& Joh Bull.

Bunter, afler

rﬁnl; ungry,
Fuur ‘Eaep : o “i-::-d MNugent.
“Eh?% Yﬂal I'm hungry—foarfully
hunf’r But I haven't—-"
-;{ never have believed that Bunter
go a couplo of wecks without
fum:il " gaid Bob.

We ain't

ﬁ i f-;ﬂ -
-' f
m‘ .n.F.-" -"".5: ‘..'i

EVERY SATURDAY

been u.alecp & fortnight, you rotters—we
haven't pot to Rio, you tmkﬂ—_mu ro
trying to pull my leg, you ceds—*

Gﬂud -bye "
“Buck up, for goodness' sakel!”
shouted Bok, “There goes the siren!”

A long-drawn howl from a rusty-
throated siren made day hidcous for &
long moment. It came from one of the
three or four steamers in the harbour of
Boulogne.  Bunter, however, was un-
:El'.l'll‘ﬂ of that little eircumstance. The
l juniors rushed off helter-skeltor,
:h'.e

ollows who had Do more time to

“ Gh crikey I gasped Bunter.
you fellows! I say—— Beasts!”

He zat and blinked.

Bunter knew that he was a pgood
sleaper. There were many things that
Bunter fancied that he could

"1 say,

o, and

3

He blinked—and blinked again. With

every passing day a page was sup need
to be torn from that calendar.
Bunter really have slept on and m:,
while the fellow in the other borth re-
moved, every morning, & page from that
calendar? It loocked like it!

“Fehruary Zoth " gurgled Bunter.
“Oh lor' 1

He rolled out of the berth.

Ho blinked out of the door intoe tho
sunshine. The Famous Five were nut
to be seen. Neither was Mr. Prulo. As
a matter of fact, the chuma of the Re-
move had walked the Brazilian gentle-
man away to B deck, where they wero
all out of Bunter's su;ht

But although Buntor could not seo tha
Greyiriars party, he could tea plenty of
other people coming and Eﬂ Thera
was & gangway run to the quu}, atud

#!.'! '!ul ar J
q. H
J “J.. !hu I

" l ,.L.
_'_'” |

”’l ﬂr

! :. ﬂ [

'
| !
I
r .
1 ]
i
n 1

“Urrgh ! Mein Gott ! Urrgh ! ** gasped the German gauﬂﬂrmtn, as he received Billy Bunier’s uhargﬂ on & large walsicoat.

Then he went over backwards, his suli-case, rug, umbrella, and guide-book scatiering in all directions.

“I tell you I haven't—-"

“Fancy Bunter snoring away, day
a{ter day—=-"

“Only fancy 1™

“I haven't I'" shricked Bunter.

“But he's got to turn out now [ said
Bob., “Turn out, Bunter!™

“Shan't " hooted Bunter,

“Well, please yourszelf,” said Harry
Wharton, “ After all, vou men, Bunter
would be a horrid nuisance on the trip
up-country to Valentine's plantation.
Let him stay on the steamer.”

“Not 2 bad idea !" said Johnny Bull.
“ After all, Bunter can make any trip a
SUCCess, i:-:, kce ?mg out of it.”

“Hear, hear! .

“LCome on, then; we've no time to
!DE‘EE E'Ti?h muatn}"it gnss Mr. i'ruh:r,"

1l ere's the agg‘agnr—

“ And the Customs—-

“"Como onl Good-bye, Bunter ™

“Good-bye, old chap! Pleasant

v 1™
ﬂr‘]lf!%emta 1” howled Bunter. I haven't

couldn’t. But when it came to sleeping,
he had all the rest of Greyfriars School
easily beaten. He had never really put
it to the test, how long he could sleep if
left undisturbed. Buf it seemed really
impossible that he ocould have slept a
couple of wecks, He had heard of such
things happening, but he had never ex.
ﬂﬂ{:tﬂd anything of the sort to happen to

But the Famous Five had rushed off,
like fellows in haste to get ashore before
the stcamer re-started. And Bunter
was fearfully hungey. Hao felt, at least,
a8 if he had eaton nothing for & very
long time, 8Still, he eould not quite be.
lieve: that he had really slept through
the voyage to Rio do Janeiro |

Then his eyes fell on the calendar over
hia berth. His 'ayu &lmﬂﬁt popped
through his big sﬁ

The date on the calendar had been
Fobruary 10th when ho went to eleep.
It was now February 25th.

“(Oh crikey I gasped Bunter.

passengers and porters were-coming on
board. Bunter, 2till with a lingering
doubt in his fat mind, rushed up to a
stoward and caught him by his sleave.

“I euy, have we got there?” Lo
gasped.

The steward blinked at him.

¥ Looks Like it, don’t 187" ho answered,
and he jerked his zleeve away and went

The steward, naturally, supposed that
thoe fat young gent was aszkin hun
whether they had got to DEoulogne!
Ho waz not likely to guess thet Dunter
wanted io know whether they had
arrived st Rio do Janeiro, a few hour:
after gliding down the estuary of the
Thames !

But to the startled fat Owl, his reply
was convine Bunter spluttered
with wrath. [he beasts had gone
ashore, and left him on board. Tha
was cettain now, to Bunier, They were
going to get off to the Valentine f]anta

Tue Magxer Lisrany.—No.
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tion, leaving him on the steamer to go
down to Buenoa Aires, and then
to England—and lessons at school. Nob
if Bunter knew it!

Bunter made & rush for it!

He did not even think of baggage—
hiee hadn't much, anyhow. 15 OWn
fixed idea was that he wasn’t going
to be left on the steamer! They were
not going to get rid of Bunter so casily on
ag all that!

rushed,

As there was no disembarkation at
Boulogne, and the stop was enly mada
to take fresh passengers on board,
Bunter's proceedings excited surpriso.

It was anavway traﬁ"m on the gang-
lank to the and the excited
Eyutu Owl barg mtu tho passengers
coming on board, to their surprise and
BILNOY BNCE.

Two or three stewards shouted to him,
o scamen shoved him, a porter lmrged
him, and an excited French passenger
screamed at him. Bunter heeded nok.
He barged along the gangway like an
escoped hippopotamus. A stout German,
with & suitcaze in each hand, a rug
over one shoulder, an umbrella under
the other, armed with a red-covered
guide-b barred Bunter's way, fillin
all the avatlable space. DBut Bunter ha
io get by, and he did!

‘1%1 German gentleman received his
ﬂh”% on & large waistecoat, He gave
one horrid

“Urrght gMem Gott! Urrgh1”
Then he went over backwards,
Suiteases, rug, umbrells, snd guide-

hook, were strewn around the German

ganr.l'.eman a8 he lay on a podgy back,
and clasped two large hands in a.ngmsh

to his extensive waistcoat. He had a
pain under that walstcoat, to whmh
another pain was added as Bunter tred
on it..

RBunter had to get by; and if a
L L]

=,
¥

, s-i;-;a
EE—?
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German gentleman sprawled in Bunter's
k way, Bunter had to tresd on him—and
he did! Trodden on, the plump

German gasped and rgled more
ibmrlnbiy :ﬁanphefnra BE:] Bunter woas
IHnw he had a clear path. The stout
German was at the tail of the line of
passengers coming aboard:. He rushed

In another moment, Bunter would
have been on the quay, and chargiog
into Boulognesur-Mer, under the im-

pression that it was Rio de Jansiro.
Eut 8 late-comer auddenlgl rushed for
the gangw dark ack-bearded

man with a si ched hat. Ho met Billy
Bunter in full career, and both of them
went sprawling headlong on the quay,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
“The Woll I ®
i H, m %hat!"
O “That blitherin ass i*
“Bunter! Stopl
From a drstamrz-, Hnrﬂg
Wharton & Co. spotted the wild
weird proceedings of the Owl of the
Remove with dismay.

They had played that little joke on
Bunter, to turn him out of his berth—
never dreaming that he would {ail to
discover the facts when he got out on
deck, especially as they had scen him
speak to a steward.

That the fat Owl, with a French ses-
port staring him in the face, would
imegine that he had got to Seuth
America, had not occurred to them!
They wers as surpnued as overy other
observer, by the fat Owl's dramatio
dash to get ashore in France.

“Bunter !” they roared in chorus,
but the fat Owl did not even hear.
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“Que ha? Do qgue se tratat™
¢jaculated "tiri Frulo. “What is? What
12 & matter i

porpoisa———"

“That gﬂftj'

Y“That blithering bandersnatch—"

" After him " gasped Bob Cherry.
“If he im lost in France—-"

“The m'-'lmg aas |

“"The frabjous jabberwock !*

Leaving Senhor Frulo stariog blankly
the chums of the Remove senttled nwuﬁ
after Bunter, But the fat junior ha
too good o start., They were nowhera
near him, when he barged across the
gangway, leaving a havocked German

ntleman sprawling and epluttering

ehind him.

“Stop!” shouted a wvoice. * Nobody
goes ashore here! Stop 17

But the Famous Five did not heed!
They had to recapture Bunter, They
z-c'uttied on the gnngwﬂ.:,r

The plump German was sitting up
by that tuna. In a bewildered state,
he was ’\fm' ling, “an Gote] Was
den ? em Gott 1 grﬂpmg for
suitcases and rug und guide-book and
umbrella,

Even in their haste to recapturo
Bunter, the Greyiriars fellows did not
feel entitled to tread cm him, as the
fat Owl had done. Cherry and
Johnny Bull grasped hun by the arms,
and heaved bim to his feet. Wharton
and Nugent end Hurrce Singh wound
round him, and rushed on afrer Bunter.

Voices shouted from the steamer—

raors voices from the quay ! An oxeited
French crowd gnﬂmr round, ex-
On the

claiming and ticulating.
quay ﬁpra“led %eantnr. and near him
sprawled the dark, black-bearded man,

whom he had brought down with a
charge as deadly as any ever secn on
i,hﬂ tootball field.

“ Bupter ! g'a.spad Wharton.

He grabbed the fat Owl, and keaved
him up. PBunter dgrabhed at his spec-
tacles, which hbad slid down his fat
Iltﬁ]ﬁ mfs and l.ﬂ;ﬂt&.ﬂ::m 5tgalght

w i 13 that ynu you
beast Tﬂug?gily well th:::u;al;l was
going on in the steamer—yah ¥

“¥ou howling ass, get onm board”
roared Wharton. “This is Boulogne,
you blithering idiot, not Riol”

“Yah "

“Da you want to land i France?™
shrigked Nupgent.

"“"Pain't France—it's South Amarica

“Oh, you bhowling fathead—"

' Beast 1

“"Take the blithering idiot bac

anted Harry. “He seems to hnvﬁ

amaged I;ha.t ‘dago—get him on the
steamer [

" Look hese, leggo!” howled Dunier,
as MNugent an urree Bin erke:

Mugent and 8i h ked
him back to the gangway. all you,
I'm not stopping on the E.tﬁnmmr—l
ain't going on to Boonos Airs—ice!
I'm getting out at Rio with you
followg—m"

“Come on, you burbling chump !

“Come on, you terrific asa [

“J sny, vou fellows—ow! Don't lug
me about like that, you beasts—ow]
Wow ! Leggo my cnr nky, you rotter |
I'm comipng, am't I

And Bunter came

Harry Wharton bent over the black-
bearded man who had been Hoored by
Bunter.

The man was leaning op his elbow
now, gasping for mntﬁ ]1:5 dark face
burning with ra Mharton's intention
was to help him up and tender an
apnlugy on Bunter's account. Bubt as
hﬂ lpoked at the dark, savage, swarthy

ave a cry of astonishment.

“[} LﬂE
It was l:lm Wﬂlf—-ihe Brazilian bravo



who had followed Mr. Frulo from South
America and ziriven to intercept Jim
Valentine's lotter to hiz chums st
Grayfriars !

Wharton stared at him blankly.

“He had seen nothing of tho brave
since the day the juniors had left the
school to join Br., Irule in London,
and prepare for the voyage.

Evidently, WAS TOoW going
back to his native land; and had taken
his passage on the same steamer as the
Greyfriars party; with the difference
that he was joining it at a French port.

“You—you scoundrel ' cxelaimead
Wharton, his eyes flaching at the
swarthy rascal.

0 Lr.‘-:'k'm stared up at him, and gave a
start. Elis black eyes glittered at the
Eimgfria,rs junior.

“Bo you are still following us!" ex-
claimed Wharton. “And we should
never have seen wou, but for that ass
barging vou over! You dare fo set a
foot on this steamer, and zex what will
hujp&!-:!n. to you, you rascal!”

" Nossa Senhora ! panted O Lobo.

Wharton turned his hack on  the

ruffian, and ran wp the gangway after
his friends. Billy Bunter, still pro-
testing, was led back to D deck. he

fat Owl was still not sure that this was
not a trick to send him on to Duenos
Aires, while the other fellows got off

at Rio!

“Quo ha? Qua ha? What has?
What to do?” exclaimed Mr. Frulo,
in his 1m[;erfml: English.

“0 Lobo—that man Dunter floored
on the quay 15 O Lobo,"” gasped Harry.
“Ha was coming on this steamer !

“Corpo de Deos I

“Ho is wanted by the police for
attacking you st Greyiriars, Mr. Frule,
when he was after Jim Yalentine's
letter. IF he comes on board, you hawve
only to speak to the captain, and he will
be put under arrest.”

“Sim, sim !* assentad Mr. Frulo. “0
Eobo, he i3 onp bad man—he mean
mischief—he does not want that my
voung master's friends go to come o
the fazenda in Brazil! Nao!l”

From D deck, the Gre_-‘rv.!‘riars party
kept & keen walch on the gangway.
Bjﬁ:,' Bunter, unheeded, rolled back to
his state-room, in the worst temper of
hizs fat career. But the dark-featured,
Lblack-bearded brave from Rio Rexo
did not cross the plank from the quay.
Plainly, it had been his intention to
gail for Rio in the same steamer with
the Greyiviars party. On a crowded
steamer, it wonld have hegn Basy
enough for a passenger, travelling in a
different class. to keep out of sight.

But now that he had been scen and
recognisod, it was clear that O Lobo
had given up the idea. He had dis-
appeared in the crowd on the quay, and
he was not sean again.

The juniors watched till the gangway
was taken in, and the Comet got under
way. DBut they saw nothing moro of
the Woll. And svhen the Comet
churned out to sea again, O Lobo was
left behind in Fraoce.

—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
In The Bay Of Biseay, Oh !

£ HE grub's good.”

E Billy Bunter made that
announcement the following
day after lunch., DBunter was

sitting in a deck-chatr, leaning back,
with his thumbs in the armheles of his
walsteoat—an attitude that a novelist
might have described as one of un-
affected grace.

He had been looking thoughtful.

EVERY SATURDAY

Thoe other fellows were sitting about,
listening to Senhor Frulo, who was tell-
ing them about Brazil, and tho
fazonda he managed for Jim Voilen-
tine's unecle. Bunter's thoughtful ox-
rmﬁﬁiun seemed to hint that he was
istening to tho Brazilian planter with
attention. Az a matter of fact, ho
wasn't. His thoughts were on more
important things,

Bob Cherry asked Mr. Frulo wheilier
he lhad ever seen an armadille dillow-
ing in hiz armour—z gquestion that
rather puzzled the man from DBrazil.
However, he loaunched into & deserip-
tion of the manners and customs of
that interesting ereature, the armacdille,

only to be nterrupted by Bunber's
remark.
“Deon’t jaw, old fat man!™ said Dob.
“Oh, really, Cherry 14

“Take a nap,” suggested Nugent.
“The napiulness is the proper caper,

my esteemmed fat  DBunter,” agrecd
Hurree Jamset Bam Bingh.

“I wish you fellows would give a
chap a chance to speak,” said Bunter

peevishly., 1 was saying the grub's

good.”

“Well, vou ought to know,” sald
Johnny Bull, “You've sampled more
than the rest of us put together”

“And then some,”” remarked Bob.

“I think I shall like this trip all
right, after all,’ said the fat Owl.
“"Tha grub certainly iz good on thesc
steamers., And if the grub's all right,
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everything's all wiglt. We've had a
good Junch.’™

“¥ou mean vou've goad
many " asked Bob.

“"NWo, I don't,” hooted Dunter. 1
don't ﬂ'link I had more than four Lielp-
ings of anything, and there weren't
more than six or seven things to chooso
from. If vou fellows will stop talking,
I think I ecould slecp a lat.,”

A nap after limch suited Bunier, Ho
needed a rest after his performances at
table. Five separate and distinet glares
wera fized on the fat Owl. Mr. Frulo
blinked at him curiously as he had done
many times before, The copper-com-
plexioned gentleman from Brazil liked
the Famouz Five, and they got on with
him famously; but he never scemed
quite able to understand Bunter, Billy
Bunter's manners often failed to make
a good impression on strangoers.

*“Mr. Frulo's telling us about Brazil, ™
saidd Bob. :

This was a hint to Bunfer to be a
little more ecivil fo the sonhor.

“Well, T don’t want to hear about
Brazii,” gruntefl Buanter. “I shall sec
Enmlgfl of the rotten place when I
got there,™

“ Agradeco-lhe,” murmured My, Trule,
with pelite sarcasm.

The Famous Five knew that he was
saying “"Thaok you!” in his own
tongue. Bunter didn't know, and
didn't want to. But the chums of the
Itomove, who had rather more regard

lhigd a
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for manners thanp Bunter had, plared
at the fat Owl.

Mr. Frulo rose from his chair.

“T will walk one walk, and smoko
onc smoke,” he remarked; and with a
nod to the juniors, he sauntercd along
the deck, with a black chercot going
sirong.

“Thank goodneoss that chap's left off
talking !" remarked Bunter, %1:—:1.11][&55 of
glares. "1 =ay, you fellows, that was
& IJ'D“.F good pie at lunch! I-—I sayl
What's the mutter with the shup ™

The steamer pave o liltle roll.
Bunter sat up. Mitherto, the weather
had been wonderfully calm for tha
time of year., On a sea as calm as tho
Serpentine, Billy Bunter was n good
sailor. On a sea less ecalm than the
Serpentine, he was a very bad one;
having, in fact, too much curge oun
board.

“ Nothing the matter with the ship,
futhioad " said Harry, “But four orf
fivo helpings of six or seven differcnt
things may causs trouble on the Bay
of Biseay.”

“Oh erikey 1™ safd Bunter, blinking
anxiously round the horizon. “I ewny,
is thero going to be a storm? I say,
look at that cloud I

“That isu't a clowd, ass; that's a
monta 1™

“Oh, don't tplk robt!’ grunted
Bunter. “Think I'in going to believe
that therc’'s & mountain sticking up
out of the sea?”

“It’s in Spain, ass! It's a long way
off, but it's a mountain in Spain.’

“Rot 1" said Bunter. “I say! Is
thiz roally the Bay of Discay? Tt
doesn’t look like a bay to me. Nothing

like Pegwoll Bav.”

“Oh, my hat! It's a bit bigger thap
Pogwell Bay. The sea Lotween Franeo
and Spain is called the Bay of Biscay,
fathead, from Biscay on the Epanish
coast.”

"Pue it on!” seid Bunter, with a fat
wink, “I know more nbout geography
than you do. There ain’t any sca be-
tween France and Bpain; they're
joined by land. The meountains of
something-or-othier.  Let's sece—nob tho
Himalayas——"

*“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Blessed if I see anyihing to cackle
atl I know it ain't the Iiimalayas;
they're in China."

RS

“Ha, ha, ha ! yelled the juniors.

“I mean in India, or—or somewhere.
It's tho Alps between Jrance asod
Spuin. Or 15 16 the Apennines ' asked
Bunter.

“BMake it the I'sreneces,” suggested

MNugent.

“Well, # might be,”™ conceded
Bunter. “Anvhow, it ain't the s&ca,
and you can't pull my leg—sce ™

“Botwoen the west coast of rance,
and the north cosst of Bpain 1

“(h, blow the coast of Irance and
Spain!” said Bunter, “You ean’t
teach me anything about geography.
And you're jolly well not going to
make me believe that the sca hers is
a bay, becauso I know it isn"t. And 1
can jolly well say Groogh 1™

“What ara yon 'grooghing’ fori”

“Urrghl Naothing! I didn't feel
g qgualm, or anything. I wish this
putrid ship wouldn’t roll, fhough.”

“Bhips do roll in the Bay of Bis-
cay,’”’ gonned Bob Cherry. " You'll
lose your last lunch, Bunter.”

“Beast | Shut up, and let a follow
go to slesp | Dilly Bunier clesed his
eves behind his spectacles.

The weather was still guite good,
though there were clouds in the dirce-
tion of tho Bpanish coazt. But thors
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was, undoubtedly, 8 roll on the sea,
and thoe steamor rocked to it a little.
It did not trouble the Famous Five at
all. They had had only one lunch each.
Dut there wers ma lunches parked
within Billy Bunter's fat circumference,
and a little rocking seemed to him a

lot, Bome of those lunches seemed to
s tting on bad terms with one
another, The rocking of tha Comet

was pob caleulated to rock Buntor to
sleep.

“There's & song about the Bay of
Biscay,” saud Bob Cherry. “It goes
rather like this.® And Bob sang:

“Loud snored the dreadful Bumter,
Who prub in tons devours,
The fattest farmyard grunter
Has no such parking powers,”

“ s, ha, hal” 4 g

Bunter's ¢yes opened Lebind  his
spectacles,

“Heast " he murmured.

The steamer gavo o littlo lurch.
Bunter sat upright again, A sudden
palencss came over his fat face,

“Wrrgh 1" bo remarked.

“Hungry 7** asked Bob.

“Ow] Nol” S :

MI'I get you something, if you like
What about a nice cut of fat pork®”

* Oooco-ar 1

b Pr a good deep drink of cod-liver

“Grooogh |” .

“8hut up, Bob, old manl” said
Harry, laughing. * Bunter's got 1t com-
ing. Shall I call & steward, old fat

man 7"

“MNo, you beast!” gasped DBunter.
“I'm not seasick ! I never am scasick !
Fm a flmd sailor; not like you fel
lows] If you're maoking out that I
look sick, 1 can jolly
Ooogh—coogghh—ooer 1"

Bunter gasped, gurgled, and groaned.
His many lunches were now, not merely
on bad terms with one another, but on
fighting terms. What seemed to
Bunter like a voleanic ecruption, was
going on under his cxtensive waisteoat.

But he was not going to admit il—
not Bunter. Mo sat very still, hoping
ﬂ;iatr if he did not move it would pass
(4118
“1'Il get you a glass of water,’
MNugent.

“Who wanls a glass of water? You'd
better got ane for yourself. You're look-
ing rafher green, Fropl Nugent.”

“Ten't he nice, and isn't it a pleasure
to leok after him,” remarked Bob
Cherry. “How they must love him at
home! And how 1 wish they had him
thera 1"

“Urrgh! Beast! Wurrgghi I'm not
feeling s-s-sick t” gurgled Bunter. *'If
you make out that I'm |-l-looking
g-s-sick, it's only your roften jig-jig-
jealousy becanse I'm a gu%-?‘u -good
sailor—groogh ! I've never felt better
in my—urrggh—life—— Oooch

Anothar rock of the steamer, and
Bunter felt what could only be deseribed
03 & wave of horror pass over him.
Thosa lunches were gotting rebellious.
The fat junior's jaw dropped, and his

well say——

' said

ll)

eves had 8 glassy look behind his big
sgemaclem HaF seemed  hardly to
breathe,

“Let's walk him along the deck,”
said Johnny Bull, “It may pull him
round.’’

“D-d-don’t
Bunter.

“Like to ba lhelped to your borth,
Hm:.'l;“ ch 1 G h 17

“1f you touch me, I'll— Gurrggh V"

“You'll whatter?™

“Gurrggh—urrggh—wurrggh | Wow !
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I—I sny, you fellows, go and tell the
captain to keep the ship from rolling
about like thial The ecompany ought
to sack him for it! Urrggh! I've never
been s-g-sea-sick in my life, and I'm
not going to begin now—— Urrgghl
Burrggh 17

“Poor old Bunter |" said Bob.

“You can shut up, Bob Cherry!
There's nothing the matter with me—
nothing at glll I never felt bub-bib-
better ! Urrrreegh I*

Thers was another roll, and Billy
Bunter suddenly collapsed. For a
follow who had never felt better in his
life, he looked fearfully sick. The
other fellows gathered round him sym-
patnetically, and piloted him to his
room, and heaved him inte his berth.
DBunter lay there and gur led and

roaned, and longed for death to end

15 nisery.

The sounds that came from the fat
Crwl might have moved a heart of stone.
Really, the steamer rocked very little
on the swell of the Bay of Biscay, and
nobody else seemed worreied. But it
scemed to William George Bunter that
he was passing through the valley of the
shadow of death| Lunch after lunch
was lost, till he felt as empty as & drum
and still he gurgled and guggled, amci
groancd and meaned.  Another roll of
the steamer drew & faint, dnguished
squeak from the upper berth in Btate-
room Mo, 1T.
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“I—I—I ss-ay, you fellows, i1a the
ship going down "

*No, ald chap | )

“Ow 1" grosned Buonter. “I wish it
was [

“Buck up, old man—"

Groan |

“It will pass off—"
Moaoan |

“¥ou'll bo better soon—-""
Gurgle 1

“ Poor old Bunter !

“1—I eay, you fellows, g-g-go0 and
tell the captain I want to go ashore at
once | groaned DBunter. “At once,
mind 1" ;

“QOh, my hag!”

“Tell him I wish his Dbeastly ship
would sink, and that I think he ought to
be hanged I” groaned Bunter.

“Whe's taking that messago to the
skipper " murmured Bob Cherry,

“Don't stand griening there, you
beasts | Go and tell that villain of a
captain to got his putrid ship into port,
and let mo get off! Do you hear? 1
only want to got off this filthy ship |
Just thet! I can stand anything if I
can only get off this rotten, beastl
ship I'"' groaned Bunter. "“Don't stig
there, you silly idiots, go—""

The *“silly idiots™” went—though not
to ecarry Bunter's complimentary
messages to the commander of the
LComet ! Billy Bunter, left to himsaelf,
proancd and moaned, and moaned and

oaned. He did oot crawl out of his

unk till the Comet was steaming dewn

the eoast of Portugal, and tho Bay of
Bizeny was left for behind., But the
leszon was not lost on Bunter | Break-
fast was his nozt meal—and at break-
fast, he kept himself well in hand, and
ato only enough for four!

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Doesn't Like Earthquakes !

& ISBON " asked Billy Bunter.
E “Yes I
“Don't think much of it 1"
ik FathE&d jar
“Well, T mean, compare it with Mar-
gate " argued Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co., looking ot the
capital of Portugal, as _ the Comet
steasined up the estuary of the Tagus,
did not think eof comparing it with
Margate |

The terraced city, rising on her seven
hills, was » magmficent sight in the
warm afternoon sunshine.

“How long do we stop here?” asked
Bunter,

“Passonpors get a rtun ashore fer
about three hours,” answered Harry.

“That won't be long enough for me,”
said Bunter decidedly. *1 suppose tha
steamer can wait, if we're not back "

Yes; I can see the skipper waiting,
when he has a date to ki::l: at
“ Bottor

Madeira,” grinned Bol Cherey

and hﬂ? him before we go ashore,
EJ.; may agree to hang on for you, old
fat man! On the other hand, he may
not ! The betting iz on the not ™

Sniff from Bunter.

“We've paid a jolly lot of money for
this trip I'" he said. “I don’t see hurry-
ing back in two or three hours, to please
a dashed steamer skipper. In fact, 1
shan't do anything of the kind.”

“Then you'd betler not go ashore |
said Harry.

"I jolly well shall1” retorted Bunter,
“T'm going to send some picture post-
cards home. If a fellow takes the
trouble to go to a place, he may as well
let people know he's Leen there! I've
heard of o place called Cintra, and
another place called Belem, near Lisbon,
and I'm going to both—"

“There won't be time "

“There will have to bo time ™ said
Bunter calmly.

“ You howling ass—"'

“0Oh, pive him his head 1” grunted
Johnny Bull, “If he gews left ind,
all the bewter. We werc asses not to
let him rip at Boulogne."

** Beast 1™ . .

“Mr. Frulo ia c¢oming ashore with
ug, " said Nugent, " He's EOIDE to show
us round the city. Ha's been here
before, from Brazil"

“Better get o guide who speaks the
langudage ! said Bunter.

“0Oh, my hat| The language is Portu-
uese in Portugal, the same as in Brazil,
litherer ! Braziliapns spcak Portuguese,

fathead 1"
“8illy asses, then ™ retorted Bunter.

“1 nmever could understand why
foreigners speak that silly L Why
thoy ecan't talk plain English beats me,

Listening to that old ass Frulo is like
listeming to & monkey cracking nuts |
“8hut up!” hwissed Bob. Benhor
Frulo was standing at a little distante
on the deck, watching the seven-hilled
city rise to view, and mmoking his
eternal Black cipar. Ho did not secin to
hear Bunter; but it was very probable
that he did, all the same.
“Shan't!” saud Bunter. “Look
here, I'd rather leave that mpfcr-facml
old bounder behind. I don't like him.
Several times, when ['ve spoken to him,
he hasn't even answered me. Only this
morning, I asked him whether they ever
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“ What Is left of you will be plcked up at the foot of these batflements ! ' said O Lobo, gripping Wharton In his sirong arms.
Kicking wildly, the Greyfriars junior landed a foot under the bearded chin. The ruffian gave a howl and staggered, his grasp

wash in Brazil, and he pretended not
to hear me, and just walked away."”

“Portugol,” said Bob Cherry, imi-
tating the instructive wolce of Mr.
Quelch in the Form-room at Greyfriars,
“is the ancient ally of England; and
there has always been peace and friend-
ship and mutual esteem between the two
countries. Visitors to Portugal should
be eareful to imitate the invarisble
politeness and obliging affability of the
inhabitants! Do you fellows think
Bunter can be trusted to keep the jolly
old friendly alliance going strong "

“Hardly I grinned Nugent,

“A fow visits from a few DBunters
would soon make an end of it,"” eaid
Bob., *1 think Bunter had better stop
aboard-—for political reasons.”

" Hear, hear 1"

“¥ah!” said Bunter. “I'm going
ashore, and if yon think I'vo got a log
of politeness to waste on a lot of un-
waoshed dagoes, you're jolly well mis-
takcﬂ,”EEH? I'm jolly well going to

Bump !

Bunter did not see who hooked his fat
leg. But he knew that somebody had
hoaked 1%, because ho sat down on the
deck of the Comet with startling sud-
denness, and a bump that nearly shook
the stenmer.

“*Yarooh!" roared Bunter.

Ho sat and roared. Harry Wharton &
Co. moved along the deek, and left him
to sit and rear. :

Beven-hilled like Ronle, Lisbon rose
terrace upon terrace, magnificent to the
view., The Comet moored at the Alcan-
tara Quay. Senhor Frulo, who had
made many trips from Rio to Lisbon
and knew the capital of the “old
country ' well, pointed out objects of
interest to the juniors, Then he wont
to his state:room to make some prepara-
tions for the trip ashore,

relaxing.

““Help I ™ shrieked Wharton.

Not till he was gone did Billy Bunter
raiﬂ_m the Famous Five. When he came
rolling along the deck, the first remark
lie heard was from Bol Cherry, In o
loud whisper:

“Don’t tell Bunter 1

The fat junior halted.

The Famous Five, standing in a group
with their backs to him, did not, appag-
ently, know that he was therel If there
was aumethin% they were not igmng' to
tell Bunter, Bunter was the fellow to
stand behind them and listen, and find
out what it was!

“Well, if Bunter's going ashore, he
ought to know!"” said Jolkmny Bull
“He wouldn't like to be caught in
another earthquake.”

“YWas it & very bad ome®" ashed
Nugent.

“Well, pretty Lad—mo end of houses
knocked over, and sixty thousand people
killed 1

“Hers in Lisbon !

“Yes, here in Lisbon! Must have
been a fearful sight,” said Bob. *The
whole etty sliaken up and every building
rocking to its foundation.”

‘¢ Better not mention it to Dunter !
gaid Harry Wharton.

“MNo fear! After all, it's over, and
there may not be another earthquake
while we're here. Bunter can taks his
chanes wilh the rest of us.”™

“No reazon why he shouldn't ¥ said
Elarry. :

“Well, we might warn him—"
arguod Johnny ]]u?f.‘

“Not a word I” said Bob. “He would
only think we were pulling his leg.
Den't tell Bunter !

Billy Bunter blinked at the hacks of
the Famous Five with a ferocious blink.
It seemed that there had been an earth-
guake at Lisbon, the whola city rocked,
and sixty thousand people killed! And
these beasts were going to let him get

pshore without fi‘k‘iﬂg him the tip?

*“Beasts | suddenly roared Bunter.

The Famous Five spun round, with
quite & dramatic air of surprise,

*Hallo, hallo, hallo! E didn’t scc
you, Bunter!™ excleimed Bob Cherry,
Which was perfeetly true. He had not
geen Bunter; ho had only heard him
grunt as he came along.

“Bo you think you're going to et me
ashore, to be swallowed up in an carth.
quake, you rotters [ hooted Bunter. “I
can tell you that you're jolly well not!
Hopi”

“My dear old porpoise, it looks all
right to-day,” said Bob, “Ton to one
thers won't be anv more of it1 What
do vou fellows think ¥

“Well, I don’t know about ten to
one,” said Harry Wharton thoughtfully.
“Bay two to one! I'm chancing 1it,
anyhow,™

“Chap can only die once,” gaid
Ju_hnn% Bull philosophically. “8till, 1
think Bunter nu;%ht to know, as I said.”

“Well, I jolly well know now!”
howled Bunter. * You silly asses can go
mn?’ng earthquakes if you like: but ot
me 1"

* Now, look hore, Bunter,” said Iarry
Wharton, “Mr Frulo has arranped to
take the whole party round Lisbon, and
you can't very well stand out.”

'3 ?ﬂ.h |+

“It wouldn't be polite to My, Frule:”
urged Bob.

“Blow Mr. Frulo 1”

“Bunter had befter come,” said
Harry decidedly. * Unless hie locks him-
self in his state-room, we'll jolly well
bag him and hike him ashore, whether
he likes 1t or not. If there’s ancther
earthquake he can chance it with us”

“Where are you gomng, Bunfer?”
called out Bob, " Stay here with us—
we're 'igmmg in ten_minutes.” .
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*J—I'va gzot to get something from

my etate-room ! gasped Bunter., "1—
I—I'll be hack in & minuta.”

Bunter vanished.

Ten minntes loter Joao Frulo was
ready to take the party ashore. Bob

ran along to State.room Moo 17 and
banged on the door. That door was
fastened inside.

““ Bunter 1 roared Bob.

“Yan!*?

“ Come out, vou fat frop!
starting 1™

i Bﬂﬂ.ﬂt g

“YVou'll miss the earthquake—I mean,
the sights of Lishon———*

We're Just

“*Rottor |

“Will you ecome alonz, you Iab
irump?” ;

“No!™ roored Bunter. 1 jolly well
won't! Go and eat coke !

Bob Cherry rejoined hiss  fmends,
grinning.

“The fat one, he come nett” asked
MMr. Frulo.

“No; he doesn't like earthgunakes!®™
n:&lamml Bob.

r Frulo jumped.

“ Earthqguakes 1” he cjaculated.

“Yes; he heard us talking about the
great earthquake of Lizhon, when =zixty
thousand peopie were killed, Tt scems
to have put him off Lizhon 1"

“ But that was one long time agol”
gasped Mr. Frulo. “It was in cighteen
century—in 1755~

“We dida't mention the date!” said
Bob blandly, " Bunter reems to have
an idea that it wasz a8 hit more recent
than that! Anvhow, he doesn’t like
carthaquakes. and he's staying behind.”

Mr. Frulo stared for & moment, and
then grinned a dusky grin., He went
ashore with the Famows Five; what
time Billy Bunter, safely locked in his
state-room, listened for rumblings and
roarings which might announce that the
earthquake was a: it again! He heard
no such sounds, and doubtless he would
have been relieved of his fears had ha
heen aware that the great earthquake
at Lisbon had taken plece in 17551

But Billy Bunter was unaware of that
little epircumsztance; and he wondersd
whother the recltiess fellows would come
back alive. That, of eourse, did not
really matter very much so long as Billy
Bunter was all right!

Bunter was all right, safe in his state-
room, and, without Bunter's fascinating
company, the Greyiriars party were all
right; so everything was all right—a
stata of affairs that seldom obtains 1n
thie imperfect world [

Fo TN

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
In The Grip Of The Woli !
HP RACA DO COMMERCIO ™

zaid Mr. Frulo, with a wavo

of his black cigar, lcaving s

trail of blue smoke in the air,
“ What tho English call a Squere of &
Black Iorse.”

‘The juniors looked with great interest
round that famous square of the famous
eitl:,* of Lishon.

n the centre stood a great bronze
statue of King Jose I, from which the
praca, or =guare, took its foreign name,
though to tha natives it was the Squara
of Commeoerco.

“Here,” went an Mre. Prule, with
another wave of his cigar and another
trail of blue seaoke, “i1s where a king
shall be keol 1

This was, so to speak, a new one to
ibo chums of the Remove. They had to
think a little before they grasped it.

“Oh!l T see—a king was killed here 1
eaid Harry at last,
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“Sim, #im! There was then a King
of Portugal, and in this square so cele-
brated they shoot him completoly
dead '™ said Mr. Frulo cheerfully. * Now
we walk one little, and you see the
Square of the Roly-Poly 1

They walked to the Pracs de Dom
Pedro, where the pavement was laid in
curved lines of alternate black and
white—looking so irregular that the
juniors trod on it with care—and were
g}uue‘ surprised to find it perfectly fAat.
unglish sailors, Mr, Frulo explained,
hag given it the name of Roly-Poly
Square!

Then they walked down the great
Avenida das Liberdade, under the rows
of palm-trees. In that great avenne
were endlesz erowds, and innumerable
groups of people, many of them military
men m  brilliant uniforms, standing
ahout lzul-uluﬁi It rather gave the
Englizh sehoolboys an impression that in
Lisbon maost people had nothing to do
but to stand sbout and talk !

Amid the constantly passing and re-
passing crowds Harry Wharton once or
twice plimpsed a dark face with a black
beard esnd & beaky nose. Buch faces
were to be seen in hundreds, if not thou-
sands, and he did not beed it parsicu-
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larls. But ﬁudden]{'{, as he czught &
pair of jetty eyes fixed on the part
from under the brim of a shady slouche
hat, be realised whose that dark, cruel
face was.

“0 Lobot” he exclaimed suddenly.

*Eh, what? ejaculated Bob Cherry.

“7 Lobal!”™ repeated Mr. Frule.
“Mao! Tsso ¢ impossivel! Nao!®

“Wo lIeft that brute behind at
Bouvlogne, Harry I said Frank Nugent
dubiously, ""He can hardly have pot
ahoad of us to Lisbon.”

“Whero 7" asked Bob.

“He's zone now!” said Ilarry. The
brave had disappeared in the erowd.
“But I saw him! It was O Lobho”

The juniors looked round them,
startled st the idem of the Brazilian
bhravoe being at hand. But the Wolf had
gone

" You're surai” asked Johnny Bull.

“Quite 1" said Whartan positively. “I
believe he has been following us for
some time. Of course, ha knew that the
Comet would put in at the Tagus, and
he could puesa eeasily enough that wa
should want to go ashore. But what the
dickens is his gamef”

e is one very bad man * said Mr.
Frulo gravely. *'In the Rio Rexo, in
Brazil, he is one bandit—one varsra’ha.d

person! He do not want that my

{'uung master's frienda go to Senhor
glenrine’s fazenda—why, I know not.

E‘nr that he try to take one letter that I
ring.”

“1t's jolly queer,” said Harry, knit-
fing hiz hrows. “Jim Vsalentine zaid
something in his letter about his onela
having struck lucky and sbout some
lawless characters spying on him. Ik
looks to me ns if there’s something
gong on at the Valentine plantation,
and O Lobe dossn't want visitors from
England to see what it is.”

““ But he can’t be thinking of stopping
us [ sad Nugent., *"He tried to inter-
cept Valentine's letter that Mre. Frulo
brought to Greyfriars; but now we've
started he can't stop ua™

don't see how he can, certasinly,™
confessed Wharton, “But he's on our
track, and I've not the slightest doubt
that he's wafcl:ing us now.”

“Here he can do nothing! said Mr.
Frulo cheerfully. "“But the time he
Eaaa. and if we to sea tha so cele-

rated Fortress of St. George we must
come to po with some considerable
guickness.”

“Lead sn, Macduoff | said Bob.

And Mr. Frule led the way to the
celebrated old fortress that looks down
on Lishon; one, of the few ancient build-
mgs that escaped destruction in thea
averwhelming esarthquake of 1755

The juniors had had & good walk
already; and it was a long and steep
climb op the hill hehind the city to
where the old Moorish fortress stood.

Through narcow, tortuous streets, up
endless rugged steps, they went, and by
the time they arrived at the fortross
they felt that they had earned the mag-
nificent view that was to be geen from
the ancient battlements.

Mr. Frulo talked to the sergeant of
the guard, and the part zssed in,
conducted by & eoldier. Ligbon, from
the top of the fortress on the steep
hill, spread out like a map before their
eyesr—a wonderful sight.

They looked dewn on the Tagus, with
its endless shipping ; they could see tha
Comet moored at the Alecantara, where
Billy Bunter was still safe in his state-
room, listening for sounds portending
an earthquake; they could ssa the
great squares and avenues, and unend-
ing houses with white walls and red
roofe, and hers and there a building
that pleamed yellow or blue or green.

The junters separated, to wander
about different parts of the ancient
Lbuilding, somae of them interested in
the tropliies of old wars—guns taken
from the French im the Peninsular
War, when the Portuguese and the
Bartish  troops fought sido by side
agrainst Napoleon.

There were other visitors in the for-
tress, and Harry Wharton. lingerving
on the battlements after his friends
ung,” had a

had gone to “sen the
face with o

sudden glimpse of a dar
pointed black beard.

It disappeared at onca bechind a huge
buttress. But that tt was tho face of
0 Lobo, the captain of the Greyfriars
Remave felt certain., Ha made a
sudden dash after the disappearing
Brazilian, and as he passed ronnd the
buttress, he camo face to face with
0 Loba, erouching back against the
thick stone wall

“30 it 13 you you scoundre]!”
exclaimed Wharton, stopping hardly
threr feet from the man from the Rio
Rexo.

0 Lobo did not ak.

His black eyes flashed for a split
second to and fro. No one was in
sight. Xle made a sudden, tiger-hke



rh’f?.- and hiz grasp fastened on the
reyiriars junior

Almost before Wharton knew what
was happening, he was dragged down
in the corner behind the buttress, a
sinewy Enes was planted on his chest,
and & dusky hand gripped his mouth to
silence hime

He struggled wildly.

But the Wolf was more than
twice a3 strong as the Greyiriars
Junior, sturdy as he was, Wharton was
pinned helplessly, and silenced by the
“ﬂl%? grip on his mouth.

h‘D obo's jetty eyes glittered down at

im

Wharton panted and choked. Ha
had not foreseen such a desperate act
—at any moment a tourist, or one of
the citadel guard, or one of his friends,
might have come alo the battle-
ments. Even now, hnefp]ess in the
brave’s grip, he could not guess what
the ruffian intended.

“8o I have you!'' came in a hissing
whisper from the Wolf. *“You saw ma
on the Avenida, I think! Is it not sof
Silence, little sonhor! If you contrive
to call, T will twist your neck like that

a wmacaw "

Wharton could not spoak; he could
only stare up at the dark, savage face
bent over him. The grip on his mouth
changed to his threat, a hard and crucl
thumb grinding into the skin.

“You will be silent—speak r.ml;r in a
whisper (¥ muttered 0 Lobo. ™ Your
life i3 mine to take—and if you knew
ma on the Rio Rexo, you would not
teke chances with me, little sechor ™

Wharton goasped for breath.

He did not attempt to call out. The
savege thumb om windpipe would
have choked utterance instantly. He
was ufterly ab the mercy of the des-
perado from South America.

“Now spcak!” breathed O Loho.
“You go to Brazil, to the fazenda on
the Ric Mexo, to join the young
Valentine

“Yes 1 muttecred Wharton.

“He tell you zomething in a letter,
tha letter I fail to take, though I track
Joao Frulo from Rio to Inglaterra!
Yeal™

Wharton did not answer that.

The jetty eyes gleamed a savage
threat at him.

“You will answer!"” hissed O Loho.
“The boy Valeatine, he tell you—what
doea he tell youil He tell you about
o8 diamantes "

Harry Wkacton started. Jim had
told him in the letter that Peter
Valeutine was “on to o good thing”
and hinted at danger from eertain law-
less charactors on the Rio Rexo. But
he had said nothing more; and there
bad been no mention of diamonds,

o diamantes,” ha knew, meant
“the diamonds.”" That diamonds were
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mined in Brazil he, of courze, knew.
And he could guess, now, the nature
of the "pgood thing " to which Uncle
Peter Valentine was “on.”

“You will answer me!" hissed O

Jobo, "Bpeak i & whisper—but
speak 1"’

Wharton panted.

“¥Yalentine said nothing about

diamonds!” he gasped.

“It is false—false !” snarled O Lobo.
0s diamantes—you Lknow of the
diamantes—the diamonds?”

“1 know mothing "

“Then why go to Brazil 7 demanded
0 Lébo. *You are & schoolboy—you
and your friends—you were at ‘school
when Joao Frulo arrive at Greyfriars
in Inglatarra. Why is it that you leave
while others remain at school? It is
not a holiday for all—only for you—
wh;, then

“It will be the Easter holidays in a
few weels, and our headmaster allowed

us to leave soomer, to pay a visit to
Jim Valentine.”

L3

“A visit! Pah! Yon so far, to a
strange land, to wisit?" jeered O
TLaobo. “To Rio—then up-country,
hundreds of miles—to  visit—for
nothing "

“¥esa, Jim Valentine 1z our friend
—we want to see him again—"

“I do ngt. believe vou!” mutiered
the Wolf. “¥You have other reasons for
going, and the young Valentine has
other reasons for calling in his friends
—oston gerto ! Certo—certo ! But
even if it is true—--"

“It 15 true, vou rotien rascal ! said
Harry contemptuously. “If you wera
anything but a lying cur yourself, you
would know it tool”

“True—it may bo true! And the

nothing of

young Valentine said
diamonds—nothing of danger—"

“Nothing of diamionds, and little or
nothing of danger!| But"” said Harry
wictly, “if Jim Valeotine was in

anger, we'd go all the sooner, and all
the faster! at wouldn't stop usi®

Tho Wolf gave him a glare, and then
his. evil, dark face broke into a savage

rin.

¥ Behoolboy talk 1™ he said. " You do
not know the Rexo—nossa senhora!
You do not even know Ric—and in
Rio men disappearn, and no ohe knows
how or why In the Rexo life 1=
clhieap, little senhor! I who speak have
killed men, more in nmaber than my
ﬁnﬁcrs and tocal”

wooking up at the hard, dark, ruth.
less face, Harry Wharton could well
belicve it. He could .imagine what the
swarthy ruffian was like, in the forests
of the “sertao “'—the unirodden wilds
of inner Brazil

“Hearken1” breathed the Wholl.
“¥You aro nothing to me—you and your
schoolboy friends! Live to & hundred

¥

years, for nll T care! But on this side
of the Atlantic—understand me well!
In Braml you will not live, but die!”

“We'll take our chance of that |” said
Harry mll‘i‘. though his heart was
beating hard.

The jetty eyes ghitored. at him.

"You will cross the Atlantic?”

In the Comet, coriainly!”

*You will land st Rio?’

* Naturally,”

“You will go to the Valentine
fazenda 1™

“Xes, if a hundred, or a thousand, of
your eort of scoundrels stood in the
way [*' retorted Wharton.

The black beard tﬂarmd, showi B
glem;dnf whifia teaTh, ili:I a ;narlnﬁkg
a wild animal's a8 thumb presse
harder on the boy's throat.

“One more chance I give!” said O
Lobo, in a hiss like a snake. “Give
me your word, the English word of
honour, to keep off the steamer—to
return to your own country with your
friends—and you may live to a thois
sand years! That is all T aslk!®

“Too much!™ said Harry. “We're
going on ™

“There is danger at the fazenda on
the Rio Rexo—danger in the air, in the
forests, and the gquintas, in the screech
of the macaw, and the howl of the
puma—danger &l every step—"

“Do you think you can fr':ght.en me
with that?” said Harry disdainfully.
“If Jim Valentine 18 in danger, his
friends will be glad to stand by his
side 1'*

“¥ou will not turn back #”

“Nol*

“Then, littla senhor, you will not liras
to step on the stenmer one more time ™
said Lobo between his teeth. * What
is left of you will be picked up at tha
foot of these battlements'

His grip suddenly tightened on the
schoolboy’'s  throat, silencing him.
Harry Wharton was swung, in t
ruffian’s strong srms, scross from the
buttress to the battlements, and swung
acrozs the ancient time-worn stono

He resisted with all his strength.

Beyond the eld stone battlements was
a steep slope of the hill on which the
Citadel of 8t. George was built—a fall
was instant death on hard rock.
it was the bravo's intention to fling
him over, to whirl down to death! In
the rulfhan's powerful grasp, he was
almost powerless; but he gripped at
tha old rough stone, and clung—and
0 Lobo, with a curse¢ in his own lan-

usge, strove to drag him loose sand

u;l Ifim lﬂ'nll':.ﬂhl " " .

Ap much by luck as intention, the
junior, kicking wildly, fﬂﬂdeﬂ his foot
under the bearded chin, as he spiawled,
struggling, on the top of the etone

(Contfinued on néxt page.)
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parapct,. O Lobo gave a howl, and
sta ﬁd' his grasp relaxmff.

W an tore himself looze, and
serambled down, on the safe side of the
parapet, panting wildly for breath. In
an instent, O lLobo was springing at
{lirr':l again, like the puma of his native
AT

“Help I” shrieked Wharton, as the
riffian gr him again.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo " eame o roar.

Never had Bob Cherry's cheery roar
sounded so welecome in the ears of his
somrade.

i Help

“Whartoan! What——" Then Bab,
28 be saw what was happening, came
wp with a rush. He was only m time
to save his chum, crumpling in the
grasp of the sinewy brave.

A clenched fist, with all Bob Cherry’s
Lieef bshind it, crashed into the dark,
hearded face. () Lobo released
Wharton, and rolled over on the rugged
stones. In mn instant he was on his
feet again, ‘glu-rmg ‘ot the two juniors
like the wolf whose name he bore. But
there was a pattering of feet, as Johnny
Bull and Frank Nugent eame running
%P, Eirnd after them Hurreo Jamaet Ram

ngh.

For a second O Lobo stood, panting,
glaring: them he turned and ran.
Harry Wharton leaned, gasping for
breath, against the stone battlemeut,
bis friends gathering round him,

[P EE——

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
No Luck For Bunter !

i QUE—a que I’ ejaculated Mr.
Frulo, coming up breach-
lessly. “ 0O que

i It sounded as if Mr. Frulo
was saying “O.K.” But he was only
cjaculating * What, what?” in his own
rongue.

Harry Wharton, gasping for breath,
his hand pressed to a dark bruise on his
throat, where a dusky thumb Frad
gripped, tried to smile.

" All right I he panted.
He'a gone I

el - E’ﬂ'?“

tfﬂ Lﬂhﬂ ;:ul

“MNosse  senhora ' exclaimed My,
Frule. “E possivel? He atrack "

“He would have pitched me over the
%a.rapﬂt if Bob hadu't come up 1” gaszped

arry.

“Corpo de Deos! Which way he zo?
He shall be find—he shall be catch—he
shall come to go in one prison ¥
cxclaimed Jose Fruloe excitedly.
“Vamonoa "

He rushed away, calling to the soldior
who was conducting the party over the
citadel, and who was taking a little rest
in the shade of a buttress. The juniors
followed more slowly. ‘Wharton had
far from recovered from his struggle
with the bravo.

“You've had a narrow eccapo, old
chap 1™ =aid Frank, pressing his arm.
“But who could have thought—"

_ “That_rotter means to stop us from
joining Jim Valentine, if he can,” said
Beb. “Goodness knows why—but he
means business I*

“1 think 1 know why, now,” said
Harry. “He fancies that Jim has teld
us somothing sbout &  discovery of
diamonds—{rom what he said to ma. 1
don’t know what's happening at the
Valenting plantation—but I'm jolly sure
that Jim 1s in some danger thare,
There's some E@ut on, to keep his friends
away from him—and O Lobo won't
stick at mouch to get away with it*
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“Wa won't give him another chanes 1¥
spid Bob. “We'll stick ether like
oysters after this, when we trip ashore.”

The juniors descended to the gateway.
They found Mr. Frulo thersa in
animated talk with the sergeant of the
guard. Both of them were talling at
about 6} m.p.h. to en accompaniment
of the waving of dusky hands. But
there was no sign of O Lobo, and it was
clear that he had escaped.

“He come to go, my young onesl”
said Mr. Frulo, in disgust. “All that
this head of a pudding know, is that
one person pess in haste and go to
depart. He 12 one goner; and it is time
that we return back to a ship ™

The. Greylriars party descended the
hill, and an eclectric tram took them
back to the Tagus

From the rattling tram the juniors
had a wiew of one of the ancient cus-
toms of the city of Lishon, that seemed
oddly out of k-:-.r:}ping_ with anything so
modern as an electric trom. A Cow
lumbered down the street, stopped at a
door, and was milked on the spot fer
the customer. Mr. Frulo informed
them that, in the early morning, they
might have secn  inoumerable cows,
cgven in the busiest streets, driven slong
and milked at the doors—:hat being the
system of delivering milk.

A ziren was hooting when they
reached the Comet.

They bad had a busy few hours
ashore in Lisbon, and had enjoved 1t;
but after his adventure in the old

Moorish fortress, Wharton was not sorry
to find himself beck on D deck on the
steamer. Neither, was ho sorry to zeo
the Tagus, and the innumerable wharves
and guays, ships and fishing eraft, sink
out of sipht astern, aa the Comet
churned out to the Atlantic—leaving
O Lobeo behind |

The door of No. 17 state-room was
still locked when Wharton tried to open
it, as the UComot churned out lo sea.
The juniors had almost, or quite, for-
gotten Billy Bunter. Apparently he
was still locked in No. 17,

Wharton banged on the door.

“ Bunter, you fat a=s, let me in ! he
shoutod,

“Ow?! I-1 say, have you got baci
alive?" came a gasping squeak from
within, 1 say, is the ship sinking 1"

“Binliing ¥ pasped Wharton.

“] ean fecl it mowing! I say, I
thought a fellow would be safe from an
earthquako on a shipl Are wo going
down ¥

“He, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
Apparently Buuter had mistaken the
motion of the steamer getting under
way, for the effects of an earthquake
shock !

“Beast ' howled DBunter.
going dowp®”

TATE we

“Ves, ratiier ! roared back Bob.
“WWeo're going down fast 1"

“Oh lor'1”

“But we'ro only going down the
Tagus—"

“Whn-a-t?"

“We have to go down the 'Fagus to
got to the sea!” explained Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha "

% Beagt " volled Buntor.

The door of No. 1T opened, and the
fat Owl of the Remove blinked out
through his big spectacles. He blinked
round him uneasily; but the sight of the
banks of the Tagus gliding by reassured
him.

“0Oh! There hesn’t been another
shock 7' ha asked.

“Yes, I've had a shock!” answered

"t:}h lor’t A bad onei®
“Fearful I

“ Wheve did it happen ¥

“ Here—when you opened the dJoor
and I saw your face!”

“You silly idiot I” velled Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha V”’

“] meoan, there hasm't been another
earthguake shock, you silly aea?”

“ Not exactly I” answered Bob. “Vou
see, it's & jolly loeng tima since the last—
the one you heard us talking about—
sbout a hundred and eighty years or so.
Binee then they've used no other ¥

" Ha, ha, ha 1”

M ¥ou—you—you—you blithering
idiot I gasped Bunter. * Mcan to ray
there hasn't been an earthquake here for
a hundred and eighty years?”

“ About that—I wouldn't be particulaz
to a few months ¥

“Ha, ha, hal™

Billy Bunter gave the chuckling
juniors & glare that nlmost cracked hir
spectacles. He realized that his fat leg
had becn pulled, and that the alarming
conversation heé had overheard had been
intended for his fat ears.

“Beasts 1" ho rosred. “I've a jolly
ginud mingd to punch your head, Bob
Cherpy 1®

“ Bomehody fetch Bunter a ladder i
satd Bab.

“Hza, ha, ha !

Billy Bunter gﬂ?a & snort, and rolled
away. He decided not to punch Bob's
head—which was rather out of his reach,
anyhow. But tha fat Owl was feehng
voery wrathy; and thera was more than
one way of killing a cat. Bob Cherry
sat down in o deckchair, outside s
state-room on D deck, Billy Bunter
blinking at him morosely from o
distanca.

A gleam ecame behind Bunter's spee-
tacles. Quite a brilliant idea fpshed
into his fat brain. A pin—a good long
one—pushed throngh the canvas back cf
a deckehair, was calenlated to make &
fellow jump. It was exsctly what a
beast deserved for pulling DBunter's
podey leg !

The fat Owl rolled away in search of
a stewerd from whom he could borrow
a long, sharp pin.

Meanwhile, the Famous Five, oncoe
more forgetful of Bunter, watched t]m
shores of the Tapgus estuary fading
away, as the steamer churned on to sea.
Mr. Frulo came on deck, and they
joincd him, and strolled away along the
promenade with the Brazilian gentle-
man. But Beb Cherry's deckchair did
not remain long unoccupied.

A siout German passonger came along
—the plump Rhinolander whom Bunter
had Hoored at Boulogne o fow days ago.
That German ntleman had seen
Buntor eeveral times, and every time
he had seen bim_he had given him an
inimical glare. Bunter, oot liking his
laoks, had steered clear of him. Now
he was destined to estabhish contact once
e Ea.

The plump herr, sesing a deckchair
vacant, sat in it. His ample forn
filled it to capagity.

Having adjusted his German glasscs
on his German nose, he opened his
German  guide-book, and was scon
immersed in the conients—overy oow
and then glancing up at some objeot of
interest on the banks of the Tagus, and
giving & nod; bus giving much more
attention to the guide-book than to Por-
tugal, after the manner of German
tourists. )

D'I;!hmll Bunter came stealthily back to
ccle,

Keeping carefully behind Bob's deck-
chair. the stealthy Owl surveyed it
through hia big spectaeles. :

Nothing was to be seen of Wharton



The sharp end of the pin went ihrough the canvas into a
roared the hapless passenger, bounding out of the deck=chair with remarkable swiftness.

or Nugent, Hurree Singh or Johnny
Huil——whici’l was, of course, so much
the better for Bunter's vengeful purpose.
He could not sce Bob in the deck-
chair, but he could see that somebody
waa sitting in it—and who could 1t be
trut Bob, whom he had left sitting in it
ter minutes ago?

Carefully, cautionsly, warily, and
stealthily, Billy Buunter ¢rept up behind
that deckehair, & two-anch pin, with a
very sharp cnd, 1n lus {at fingers,

He scarsely breathed as he reached
it] Had Bo::t) Cherry still been seated
in that eanvas chair, there was no Joubt
that he would have been taken by =zur-
prize when Bunter got going! As it
was, 1t was the German gentieman whe
was taken by surprize |

Bunter paused a moment to seleot his
spot, and thrust with the pio!

Everything went according to plan.
The sharp end of the pin went right
through the canvas, andp about hsalf an
inch into the podgy back of the hapless
individual seated thereon| ‘The only
trouble was that it was not Bob Cherry,
but quite a different person i

A wild roar, that would have dane
eredit to the Bull of Bashan, resounded
over D deck and eeveral other decks
of the steamer Comet !

“Urrgh! Mein Gott] Donnecrwetter !
Yooooop ! roared the stout gentleman
from the banks of the Rhine,

He had a lot of weight, but he lifted
it with remarkable swiftness, Ho
hounded out of that deckchair asz if
it had become suddenly red-hot !

"He; he, bhe!” cackled Bunter.
“That's for-—— Oh crikey! ’Tain't
Cherry ! Who-=what—yarococooh {*

“Ach—ach! Donner und blitzen 1
shrieked the German gentleman, spin-
ning round at Bunter. “Pig-dog, you
poke me with pins in mein leg] Ach |

He graspad his guide-book and
leaped at Bunter.

EVERY SATURDAY

Whacek [

“Yooop !

Whack !

“NYarooh! Telp! Oh crikeyt”

Billy Bunter fled for his fat life.
After him flew the German gentleman,
crimson with wrath and smiting frantic-
ally with the guide-book!

How many swipes Bunter dodged he
never knew—indeed, he could Eimrd]y
have counted the swipes he didn't
dodge | They were many, and they wero
hard, and they elicited wild lmwf after
wild howl from tho hapless Owl of the
Eemove,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! roared Hob
Cherry, as Bunter flew by, with the
German at his hecls, smiting. “Is that
a foot-race?™

“Ha, ha, ha[”

“I say, vyou fellows. hold him!”
sivieked Bunter.  “1  sav, help!
Rescue! Btop him! Chuck him over-
board | Yaroooh 1

“What the thump—>="

The wild chase passed en, Harvry
Wharton & Co. staring after it blank]y,
Bunter had no time to stop and explain.

He flew—and the Cerman gcntli;man
flew,

Up and down one deck after another,
up and down staireases, up and down
and round about the Comet flew Bunter
and his infuriated pursuer. It was
sheer luck for Bunter that the German
gentleman, pursning him down the stair
te F' deck, slipped on the brass edge
of a stair, and did the remainder of
the steps in one! It gave the fat Qwl
& breathing space !

Bunter dodged back to D deck and
No. 17 stateroom. He stagpered in,
banged the door, and locked 6. Then
not until hunger drove him forth, did
Billy Bunter emcrge into the open
again.
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back. **Urrgh! MeinGoti ! Donnerwelter ! Yooooop [ ”

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Landing At Funchal !

11 ADEIRA next!” remavked
M Eob Cherry.

Billy Bunter zal up and

took notice.
“Madeira?™ he repeated, *Oh,
Getting inter-

poad ¥

“Hallo, hallo, halla!
ested, old bean?” asked Bob, in sup-
Brme. It was the first time that Billy

unter had displayed much interest in
the strenge scencs and sights that
interested the other fellows very keenly,

“Well, I like Madeira " snid Bunier,

“Never knew wyou'd scen if,” said
Eoh.

Billy Bunter blinked at him through
his big spectacles, He was taking a
rest 1 a deckchair after lunch on
D deck of the Comet, and had been nod-
ding off to sleep, when Bob's yemark
aroused hiu.

“"You silly ass!” said Bunter. “OF
course I've seen it—and eaten it, tool”

“Eaten it1” phrieked Bob,

I like

_t'l':?r:a—]uta of times, fathead!
1 ]

Harry Wharton & Co. pgazed at
Bunter. The Owl of the Remove had
the sppetite of an ostrich, and could
eat almost anything. Buat his statement
that he had ecaten Madeira was really
too steep. Even William George Bunter
could not have caten an island thirty-
eight miles long and fifteen miles wide,

t:l-l

with nearly twe hundred thousand
inhabitants | .
“You've eaten Maceira |™ stuttered

Bob Cherry. * Potty—or what? Only
sbout half Madeira would pack inside
your waist-line, old fat hean t*

“Hsa, ha, hal”

“Oh, don't be an ass!” said Bunter
EEEviEhly. “Look hers, where is it?
'vo _had a .f*iﬂi' %ogd lunch, but I
could eat a Little Madeira now.”

(Continued on page 16.)

Tae MagReET LiBRARY.—MNo, 1.462,



16

| 3

“Nut Madeira im't little—it's big!¥
zaid Bob. ]

*“Well, we can ent it, T sappose?

“Cut 1£7"

“Yes, assl
et a cake? Gone silly 3"

Don't you know how to

“ A—a—a cako?” gasped Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juntors,

Bunter, cvidently, was talking of
another kind of Madeira, not the island
of that name. It was Bladeira cake of
which the fat Ow] was thinking, Is
thoughts ran naturally lo cakes!

“Bleseed if I seo anuything to cackle
at1” grunted Bunter, * Look lLere, if
you've got a cuke. where i3 it ?"

“Who's talking about & cake, you
blithering ass 7" gasped Bol.

“You wera!” sald Bunter warmly.
“You said * Madeira next’ "

“*Ha, hn, hat” i

“0h erikey ! The steamer's slopping
at Madeira next—the island of Madeira,
belonging to Portugal I roarcd DBob.

“You stlly ass! Were you talking
about an island? T thought you were
falking about a calke ! Futhead ™

And Buonler leancd back in his chair
and closed lig eyes afain behind his
spectaclos, ¢ was ioteresled  in
Madeira cake, but not in Madeira
Tsland. His interest 1n the conversation
ovaporated at once,

Harry Wharton & Co., however, were
very keen to sce that wonderfu] island
in the Atlantie, where they were to
stop for a few hours, as they went
“rolling dewn to Rio.” The mountains
of Madeira were already in view. loomn-
ing ageinst the bLluest of skies. TFive
Greyiriars fellows watclied them as they
rogs nearcr and elearer—while Billy
Buater nopped, and did not wasto a
single blink on them, Bunter bad wo
usa for sconcry.

Bonter was asleep, and dreaming a
happy dream of a spread in  Lord
Mauleverer's study at Greyiriars, when
Bob tapped him on o fat shoulder.

“Funchal I” said Dob. Bob thought
that even Bunter onght not to mwiss the
magnificent sight, as the Comet steamed
into tho harboor of Foanchal in Madoira.

Bunter opencd his eyes behind  his
spectacles,

“Eh " he grunted. “VWhat 2

“Funchal " said Bob,

“ Funchal vourself, youn cheeky beast 1
said Bunter. **Wharrer yon calling mo
nawes for, blow you

The

“0Oh, my hatl” gasped Boh.
Juniors were doing sorme practice ab tho

ortuguese language, with the help of
Mr. Frulo, in readiness for erriving in
Brazil, and woere picking up a good
many useful phrasea. DBunter, appar-
ently, supposed that “funchal™ waa
some uncomplimentary word in Portu-
guesoe that Bob was applying to him 1

“"Get up, you fat slacker!” said
Johony Bull. “Don’t you want to seo
Funchal as wo go in?"”

*“Who io he ¥ acked Bunter. I don't
know anybody mamed Funohal.”
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“Oh erumbal He's the capital of
Maudeira I” pasped Bob.

“You silly ass! Have you woke me
up to lock at a rotten foreign towni”
hissed Bunter, *“ Blow Funchall Bless

Funchal! Go and cat coke!™
“0Oh, go to slesp, fathesd I grunted
Bob., * Stay asleep all the while wo're

there, for goodness’ sake!l DNext time
yvou take a holiday, you'd better travel
into the dormitory at Greyfriars, and
stay in bed therel”

¥ah1”
Bunter snoved while the Comet
steamed into Fuonchal, Unluekily, ho

was wide awake when the steamer camo
to her moorings and it was time for
paszengera to take the stipulated trip
ashore. Tho over affable Mr. Frulo was
ready to conduct them and show them
the esights, but there was little doubt
that e would have been bettor pleased
had . Bunter romained asleep on  the
steamer.

*Any carthquakes here?” remarked
Bob Cherry, as the party stood wait
ing for the launch to take them ashore.

‘He, he, ha " from Bunter. Even the
fat and fatuous Owl was not to be
caught twice with the same bait.

*“Thore's a lot of hullocks about the
strects, I believe,” suid Harry Whartoun.
“If o mad bull got after Buntor—*

“He, heo, hal”

* Exeited bullocks are dangorous,” re-
marked Johnny Bull, “and any bullock
piight get exeited if he saw Bunter!
Hiz face, I mean”

“Yah!*

“Well, lock heve, Bunter,” said tho
captain  of the Remove sericusly,
“Madeira 13 s Portuguese country,
where everybody is awfully polite, and
if vou let vz down with your rotlen bad
manners, you'll get kicked 1

“The kickfuluess will be terrific, muy
ceteenmed fat Bunter I

“Oh, don't talk rot!” grunted Bunter.
“If your manners were anyvthing like
mine, you'd do. Tz jolly well going
ashore, and I'll oat all the bullacks we
ran inte ! added Bunicr derisively.

Aud Bunter packed on the launeh with
the Groyfriars arty. Ile  had
two good reasons for wanbting to go
ashore at Madeira. ivst, ho suspected
the other fellows of wanting to leave hin
on the ship. Second, he wanted to send
off a batch of picture posteards, to let
less lucky persons at home know that
he was at Madeira, and make them
jealons  if possible. With these two
worthy objects in view, Bunter was not
likely to stay on the Comet.

However, when the launch stopped at
tho landing-steps et the stene jetty,
Bunter blinked at them rather moroscly.

“Is this where wo get out?” he de-
manded. “ Rolten sort of pluce! 'Thoso
steps are all wet and slippery.”

“That's because the sea’s wet!” ex-
plained Bob Cherry.  © Next timo yon
come, telephone abead for a dry sea fo
Lbe got ready—""

“* You silly asal Why ean't they have
4 proper guay here™ grunted Buater.

“They didn't know you were comning.
If you'd dropped the l'ertuguese
Covernment & line in tiine—-="

* Beast!™  bhowled Bunter, “Look
here, I'm not ‘“’j“ﬁ to slip on those
rotten stono steps! What about two of
you fellows earrving maf"

“"We're nob steam dervicks”

“You checky ass!®

“Oh, let's earry him 1™ said Jolinny
Bull. “Why nott Isn't the whole
giddy universs run on PBunter's
account? What aro wo here for, ax-:&’pt
to malke ourselves useful to Bunter?’

“Woll, that's sense!” said DBunter,
with an approving ned. “Tirst Line

I've heard you talk sense since we left
Greyfriars.”

Bob Cherry stared at Johnny Bull for
& moment, and thon grinned.

*“0h, all right!” he said. “Let’s!”
_ Other passengers were landing at tho
ﬂ.tf steps without trouble. But Buntér

d to be Lelped, and Bob and Johnny
helped him.  Bturdy fellows as they
wore, they had to exeri themselves to
heave up Bunter's weight.

But they heaved it up, and carricd
him. Wharton and Nugent and Hurreo
Singh looked on with grinning faces.
Bunter evidently supposad that he was
%ning to be carried safe on the jetty.

he other fellows did not suppose so.

Joao Frulo blinked at tho scene in
astonishment. Other passengoers starcd.
and grinned.  Bunter did not mind.
He was getting proper sattention at
last, from w lot of beasts who seldom
treated Lim as he was entitled 1o be
treated. IF was all right for Bunter.

But it did not continue all right! Up
the stono steps went Bob and Johnny,
with their heavy burden—ieoling, like
Cain of old, that their burdenr was
Erentar than they could bear. But they

id not bear it long., On the third sicp
they let go DBunter.

Bump |

“ Yoooooooop

“ Ha, ha, ba!” came & yell.

“Yow-oww! You clumsy asses, you'va
lot me drop! howled Bunter. “You
silly beasts, I believe you did that on
purposa 1™ S

“¥ou believe we did it on purpose®”
gasped Bob,

“Yes, you beast!” ]

“"Tancy Bunter guessing that onel
What a brain!”

“Hg, he, ha!”

“1 say, you fellows, wait for me.
I say—don't walk off while a chap's
talking. Look here—"

But the Greyfriars parly passed on
with My, Frule, and Billy Bupter had
to heave up hia own weight. He did
tho rest of the steps vnaided.  In tho
circurnstances ho did not want any more
gid from Bob Cherry and Johnny Buli,
?.Il}é] like Coriolenus, slone, unaided bLe

1d 1t.

IH‘

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

A Jolly Good Custom At Madeira,

i CARRO 1™ said Mr. Frulo.

O “Carro!”  ropeated Biliv

Buuter. *I  supposo  that
meand a carl 1 can't eco
any car!™

“Ein linha dircita, littlo senhor!®
said the patient Mr. Frulo. “That is lo
say, straighé in front of you."

Billy Bunter blinked at a sort of
sledge, drawn by a powerful bullock,
his eves alinost popping through hLis
spectacles, ]

“Weo're not going in  that!" Lo
gasped. ; :

“Wo are—we 131" said Bob Cherry.

“I'in not!" howled Bunter.

" Walk then, old fat bean—bub you'll
find tle cobblestones a bit tough,
Cobbles to right of vz, cobbles to left of
us, cobbles in front of us!™ said Bob
cheerfully. “I really think that the
chap who built Funchal 1aust have been
a cobbler!”

“T'm not poing fo walkk!” bLowled

Bunter. “Call o carl EAY, VOl
follows, ain’t there auy cars  in
Madeira #”

“Of course there ave, fathead!” said
Harry. *DBut the roads oulside the
town are too rocky for cars in most
places, and peopis get about iy these
sledges. Hop n["

(11 Ehan!t‘ !'J



“Then stand there ne an ornament to
tha landzcape I said Bob. “Jf you
won't ride and won’t walk, the only
thing is to stand still. And with all thy
faults I love thee still.”

“Ha, ha, hai”

Mr. Frolo and the juniors packed into
the sledge, which was a specially large
mid rogmy one for the party. Bunter
decided not to remain as an ornament to
thoe landscape, and wedged in after
them. The bullock heaved 1t.1alung,
and the native driver walked beside the
ariimal. . g

“Lot of asses we look, iIn this idiotic
fhing 1” grunted Bunter.

“One of us does!” admitted Bob.
“Buot it's all right, old son—nobody ex-
pects you to leok anything but what you
e,

uBth 1” ,

Bunter found the bullock-sledge quite
comfortable, after all; certainly better
than walking on the endless cobbles of
TFunchal, in stringoe winding streets that
were sometimes like ravines. A drive
round the quaint old town had [:n-llm_t{t of
interest for the Famous Five, and they
liked tho bullock-stedge for its novelty,
at least; while Bunter found that the
chief drawback was the jolting that pre-
vented him from ig{riﬂg to slecp. Billy
Bunter's idea of foreign trave! scemed
to be to look at the scenea with his eyes
shit,

* Here wa walk1” said Mr. Frulo at

length.
Thae bullock-sledge stopped on  the
steop  hill above the town. It had

crawled up grodients that looked all but
impossible, and the aphnuihnifa alighted
on a path on a precipice overlooking tho
town and roadstead. The view was
glorious, and ¢ven Billy Bunter gave it
one  blink. Madeira locked like a
dream-island of beauty sct in a blue,
blue sca.

1 sav, you fellows, Jdid you brning

anything to cat?” asked Bunter, after
hostowing a single blink on tho heautica
of Madeira.

" Eat [" repeated Bob. " There's the
bullock—-"

“Eh1*

“Didn't you say yow'd ecat all the
bullocks we ran inte?” asked Bob.
“Well, run into that one, and eat itt"®

“Can't wyou talk eense? roored
Dunter. ave you got any chocolate?
Or toffea? Or anything " _

" There’'s Madeira—you like Madeira !
Chance to eat it, now you'ra standing
on it 1™ suggested Nugent.

“ Boast 1

Bunter had come ashore with a good
many chocolates stacked in his pockets.
But he had devoured them during the
drive in the bullock-sledge. He wanted
more, HScenery was ail very well, but =
follow couldn’t cat scepery.  Bunter
grunted discontentedly as he rolled
along a lovely lane set in many-hued
flowers and shady trecs.

Suddenly he stopped. Mountains and
sea3 and brilliant flowera did not eppeal
Lo Bunter; but he had come upon s
scene which really did interest him. It
wes the sight of a pienic-party.

Soated undor a treo by the waysida
were half a dozen natives of TFunchal,
with dusky smiling { a large basket
in their midat, from which they were
extracting eatables, and disposing of
the samo 1o the usual way,

That was the sort of scenery that
William George Bunter could appre-
ciate. It went straight to his heart.

He blinked, a longing and ycarning
blink, at the bappy picnickers. The
smiling dark-skinned group looked up,
ad the party came along, exchanged
glances, nod one of them rose and eamo

(L]
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to the roadside, lifting his hat and
bowing with preat politeness.

The Portuguese bowed again, still
deoper, and waved a dusky hand to-
wards the pienic-basket. He spoke in
hia own tongue, which the foreigners
did not understand; but there was no
mistaking his meaning. He was invit-
ing the Greyfriars parly to join in the

picnic.
"“"Well. my hat]” gaid Bob Cherry.
“Do they ask strangers to join them In

a feed in this jolly old island

“Bim, sim ! said Mr. Frulo, smiling.
“It is o custom of the country!”

“Oh crikey 1" gasped Bunter., I say,
you fellows, 1 don’t think much of
foreigners, as a rule, but that strikes
ma as a jolly gpood custom

“It would [ grunted-Johnny Bull.

“In Madeira,” cxplained Mr. Frulo,
if you take one picnie, it is the custom
to offer to anyone who may pass—="
“Fina 1" said Bunter.
“It is also the custom to decline with
politeness,” added Mr. Frulo.

“What rot I’ said Bunter,

‘:] gee,” said Harry Wharton. * Then
we'd better render thanks and pass on.”

“That is most usuel I¥ essented Mr.
Trulo.

And he rendered thanks in Portu-
guese, and the jumors followed him on=—

iF
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with one exception. That exception was
Bunter |

_ The polite custom of offering a share
in & picnio to a chance passor-by struck
Bunter ns the best thing e had heard
of since leaving home. The custom of
politely declining the hoapitable offer
struek him 8s.sheer lunacy—especially
when a fellow was hungry! Bunter
could see that there wero cakes in the
big wicker basket! Bunter was not the
fellow to refuse hospitality so gener-
onsly offered! Not Bunter!

“8Bim, sim ! said Bunter. “Agradeco-
lhe " DBunter had picked up * Yes,
thank soul” n Portuguese from Mr.
Frulo. It came in useful now.

Tho native gentlemsn leoked at him
aa if slightly surprised. Probably he
had made that polite offer some
hundreds of times, and bad never had
it accepted betora. PBut Portuguese
politeness was equal to any etrain.
Aftor the first involuntary glance of
surprise, he bowed deeply and assumed
an expression of gratification, ns f
ﬁmmr had satisfied his dearest wish in
I Ei-

“¥Yes, rather,” went on Bunter, “I
mean, sim, sim, sim ! I say, those cales
lock jolly good I

Tha IFunehal gentloman bowed him
gracofully to the spot where the pie-

V7

nickers sat round the wicker basket
Momentary surprise glided over tho
sémiling. dark faces, but they caught on
at once, jumped up, and boved to
Bunter as if thae fat and fatuous youth
had been a prince, raising their hats
and making him weleome. One of them
gave him a seat, snother waved away
mosquitoes, another placed the wicker
basket in front of him; ell of them
begred. by gestures, to fall tol

Bunter did not npeed begging, He
fell to at one. Cakes and fruits,
bananes and orapges and mangoes
followed one another on the downward
path at a rate that must have astonished
the Funchal ptenickers.

Meanwhile, the other fellows had gons
on about 2 hundred vards before they
migsed Bunter, Then they locked round
for him, and missed him,

“Where's that fat. 237" asked Bob.

“Where's that blithering idict?" in-
guired Johnny Bull

“The whercfulness ie terrific !

“Can't let him get lost, and lose the
steamer.” said Harry. * Better {ry back
for him ™

“Bim, sim ¥ sssented Mr., Frulo.

The party retraced their steps, look-
ing for Bunter. They soon sighted
him, sitting under the tree, one fat
hand holding & cake to his mouth, the
other groping in the basket for a bunch
of bananas to follow it

“0Oh erumbs " gasped Boh, " There
he is! Bunter, you fat villaiu, hop out
of that, you podgy cormoranil @
along 1™

Bunter did not answer. He was too
busy for speech! He gobbled sweet,
sticky cake, and did not even blink
round at the exasperated juniors.

The native picnickers were no longer
pienicking. ey wore gazing at Bun-
tecr!  Probably they were wondering

where the fat foreigner was stocking it
all. Well filled as that big wicker
bagket was, the hungry Ow! was travels
Iinlg through it at & great rate,

t was to be hoped that the natives
had salready taken the edge off their
u]ppatitlas} for it did not look as if any-
thing would be left for them.

But the unfailing politencss of the
Paortuguese stood tho straim. The‘;r had
invited the fat stranger to join in the
feast, and ha seemed to have taken the
invitation B3 more seripus than a
customary act of formal politeness
The Elaynd up! Not one of them
touched anything further. They left it
all to Bunter! And, except for the
flasks of wine, Bunter was able fo deal
with it oll. He gobbled and gobbled !

“ Bunter I roared Bob.

“You fat villain, hop salong !* shouted
Johnny Bull

“ Bunter, you eormorant-—="

“Bunter, you fat porker——"

“ Esteemed and disgusting Buntepe—"

Biliy Bunter blinked round over his
fat shoulder. He was annoyed.

“1 =ay, vou fellows, you cut off I'" he
said. " ¥You'll ind me hero when you
come back! 1 say, this grub is jolly
good, and they scem to want me to havo
the lot | You fellows get on; I don't
want you "

“Hook him awn{ by tho neck!”
growled Johnny Bull,

But that was searcely precticebla, in
the prescnee of the polite Madeira
prople.  Bunter had te be left to it—
and thoy left him. Mr. Frulo, shrug-
gini his shoulders almost up to his cars,
walked on, and the juniors went with
him, and Bunter was lefi to gobble.
The only consolation was the pro
of kicking him hard, and kicking him
often’ when they got him back on the
steamer |
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Meanwhile, Billy Bunter thoroughly
rajored the ono jolly good custom Le
Lhad discovered in forcign paris.

T —

THE ELEVENTH CHAFPTER.
After the Feast, the Reckoning !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. came
H back along the path about an
hour later.

They would have walked
Lback to tho epot where tho bullock-
sledge waited, by & different route, to
see as muech as they could during their
brief stay in Madeira; but they could
not leave Bunter on his own, so they
camoe back thoe same way.

They found the fat Owl of the
Removo alone by that time. The
Madeira picnickers had gone, no doubt
having had—with ell their politencss—
croungh of Bunter’s fascinating company.
The wicker basket remaingd—empty !
Bunter, =itting under tho tree, had his
bacl to the trunk, his straw hat tilted
over his fat face, and was cvidently
sleeping after his uncommon exertions.
A deep and rumbling snore greeted the
Ureyiriars parky asrﬁw:r arrived.

All round Dunter wore scattored
relica of the biggest tmeal ever—crumbs
of cale, banana-skins, all sorts of frag-
snents—and round his head buzzed flies,
ro doulit attracted by the remnants left
slicking ah his fat face. Heedless of
fliez, he slept and snored,

“Wuke him upl” grunted Johnny
Bull.

“Leave it to moel” said Bob.

iie picked up the big wicker basket,
inverted it, and jammed it suddenly
down over Bunter's head.

It was quite & large basket, It came

THE MAGNET

down over Bunter's fat shoulders and
imprisoned his podgy arms. The Owl
of the Remove swoke with a start and a
sgueal.

“Ow! Wharrer marrer ¥ Oooogh 2

Bunter struggled to his feot, with tho
wicker basket on his head. Tt shut off
ihe daylight, and Billy Bunter was
bewildered darkness. A wildly alarmed
squeak came frowx the inicrior of the
besket.

“Owl What's happened? I3 it an
E}arlhquukc? Oh -::riEc;.rI I say, helpl

w "

“Ha, ha, hLa!® yelled the juniors.
They were feeling inclined to  kick
Bunter, but the sight of the fat Owil
tottering with the basket on. his head
made them roar with laughter instead.

“Owl I say, you fellows—I say, I've
got somcthing on my head! T say—="
Bunter grabbed at the basket, dis-
covered what it was, and hooked it off.
He blinked wrathfully at the yelling
juniors. “DBeasts! Ploying rotten tricks
on & follow as soon as he closes his eyes |
What have you woko me up for?”

“Pme to get down to Funchal, [at-
head ! Come on!”

“I'm not going back yet.”

“Want to miss the steamner, ass i

“ Blow the steamer ¥

Bunter sai down again. Tle was not
sufliciently rested. yet after his exertions
with the pienic. As 2 matter of fact,
Bunter reslly did need e rest. Ho had
parked the foodstuffs not wisely, but
too well, Beldomn had even Billy Bunter
loaded up so recklessly over the Plim.
soll line. _

His weight was always a little tronble
gomo to carry alnn?: _am‘.i now Bunter
felt that it was really impossible,

But necessary as a rest was to Bun-
ter, there was no timoe for it. As he

iy, = e
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closed his eyes behind lis big apectacles,
Johnny Bull jammed the toe of a boot
ivto his fat ribs, and he opcued them

again,
“Ow!l Beast! Lemme slone !”

“Get up, vou fat frog 1" roarcd Bub.
“"Bhan’t 1 )
_"“We shall have to leave zvou bLehind
if you stick there, you frabjous owll"

exclaimed Harry Wharton.

“Do!™” grunted Bunter. “It would
be like vou! Leave ma here, after all
I'va done for you! Clear off, and be
blowed to you!”

“But you go to mis: a sleamer, little
senbor I said Mr. Frule.

“Tel] the captain to wait for me ™

“lss50 e impoasivel—"

“Don't ga.ﬁb!u that lingo at mol If
you can't talk plain English, shut up ¥

Evidently Bunter had not wakened in
a good temper. Mr. Frulo gave ono of
his tremendous shrogs, which slmost
buried hig ears in his shoulders. Ilarry
Wharton & Co. wero strongly tempted
to take the fat Owl at his word. But
they ecould hardly lcave him alone in
Madeira; eud there was another re-
BOUTC0.

“All kick {ogether!™ said Johnnz
Bull.

Tt was quite an efficacious method.
All five of the junmiors Kicked together.
and Billy Bunter bounded up hke an
indigrubber ball, IIe roored as be
bounded.

“MNow dribble Lim back lo ke go-
cart 1" said Bol.

“Ciood cgpr t”

“*Ow! Beasts! Keep off!] Yarooht
Stop  kicking e !”  yelled Bunter.
“I'm going, ain't I Owl! Beasts!
Wow IV

And Bunier weant  Afler him went
the Famous IMive, letting out a foot
veeasionally to keep him going, Joao

Frule followed. clivekling.

Bunter made quite good speed back
to the spot where the driver waited with
the bullock-sledge. Mach 48 ho despized
that wvehicle, he wos glad to reach
and plump down io it. He gas;;led for
breath and fanned himself with his hat
and grunted 3Faamudicaﬂy as tho
bulloek pulled the sledga down tho
winding ways back to Funchal.

“Like wz to carry you again?” asked
Bob Cherry, when they reached tho
stops of the jetty, whero the launch nas
woiting to fuke them out to the Comet.

“Beast 1 grunted Bunter. He did
not want to be carried. He rolled down
the steps unaided to the launch and
rolled on board .

He sat with a frovning brow as the
launch throbbed on ita way back to the
steamer. Between tho blazing sunshine
and his exertions that afterncon Bune
ter's fat face was crimson; but as the
launch buzzed on, the erimson faded owm
of his fat checks, and was slowly but
surcly replaced by a chalky hue, tinged
with green. :

“Gurrrggh ! said Bunter.

It was the only remark he made
during the trip back to the steamer.
He was beginning to wish that he had
not taken such extensive advantage of
the hospitality of the pionic party on the
hill above Funchs..  After the fosst
there was & reckoning—and the motion
of the launch warned Bunter that the
hour of reckoning was nigh.

But he felt bette when he ¢lambered
on board the steemer lying motionlesa
on & sea as smooth as wlass. He rolled
away to D Deck end snt down in 8
panvas chair; he kept very still there
hoping that all migat yet be well.

t might have been, had the Comet
remained motionless at Funchal, But
the stésmer waos aboiat to put out to sca



again to resume the veyage down to
Rio, and Buaritor's respite was brief.

The first rock of the moving stcamer
made Bunter ju ;: mp. Ile knew what was
coming. Ide had been through it once;
and now he was going through it sgain,
It was whal he had asked for and de.
served, but that consideration was of no
comfort whatever to Bunter.

“We're off I' He heard Bob Cher
rnme on the deck. " Next stop Teneri E.

Wa shall get there to-morrow, so we'd
better ]ncg Bunter now, If wo kick
him now and kick him again in the
morning and kick him 23 soon as we got
to Tencriffe he may hehave himself next
irip ashore,”

“We'll try. anvhow,”” assentled Harry

Wharton.

“Whero 15 the fat bounder ™

Groan ! ]

“Oh, there he is 1™

The TFamous TFive came round

Bunter's deckebnir and saw him. A
kicking was due—and Bunter had never
grown to like being kicked, often and
earncstly as ke osked for it. DBut he
mode no movement to escape; he sab
and gazed at the choms of the Remove

with lazsy eyes bchind his  big
gpectacloes,
“Rall out of that chair, you fat

frump ¥ growled Johnny Bull. "“We'ra
Em:ng to kick yoy to the end of the
eclt and back again.”
Groan !
“The kickfnlness is ﬁmng to be
rifie, my esteemed, fat Bunter ™
Groan i

"Tid wvou leave thosa ochaps ab
Funchal a single bite cut of their own
basket, N'rbu podgy cormorant ' asked

tor-

Frank Nugent.

“Urrgh! I wish 1 had!” groaned
Eunten “T—F think the manpoes didn’t
agres with me. I only had six. Or
was it seven? Perhaps cight. And the
oheese was rather strong. [ wish I'd
teft that cheete alone. Groogh 1

“We're wmtmg to kick you,"

"Wurrg; Perhaps 1t was the

bananas!” groaned DBunter. “T only

had sbout & dozen, but they may not
have agreed with thﬂ cheese, ar—or the
mangoss, or—or the eakes. Those cakles
were rather sticky. It can't have been
the oranges; I !lgﬂ oranges, and I only

had toen or twelve, anyhow, I wonder
if it waa the chestnuta? 1 don’t believe
it was the dried fish; that was jolly

ood, But—but—but there's something
that doesn't apres with me. Owl
Qoogh 1

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at a

reenizh, pasty face and decided not fo

ick Bunter. It was clear that the un-
E_?PPF, fat Owl had cnough comiog to

im.

“I=I say. you fellows,” moaned
Bunter, “can’t yon get the captain te
stop the ship? I shall be all right in &
fow hours. Qacoh! OQOog-er! It was

the cheese—I'm sure it was the chee:zs.
Waooogh |

It was evidently something. Whether
fhe dried fsh did not agnm with the
sticky cakes, or whether the oranges
dlsa.grr:ud with the chestnuts nrm‘h

Mangoes, ﬂl‘ whether the bananas dis-

tho cheesa, or whct‘.lmr the whale
]Gt of them were starting o free fight

inside Bunter, it wea only too clear that
Billy Bunter was booked for trouble.

Instead of kicking him, the juniors
gently helped him tﬂ his bunk in State-
room No. 17, where they left him t:n
suffer for hia sins—and, to judge b
the moans :md m.ma that echoed mit
over D Deck, v Bunter was getting
all ha de-.-mrw::’l nr-d a Jittla gver.
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(1)

W gt ‘33 g A B e SO
j"ﬂ'l] i3 i el 5 at kLl
Must ba Jm et

1 went 1+:- lntmlaw Frank Nogent (major),

For anyone leas warlike, I woilld wager.
You'd have a long and weary search to find.

(4]
Bo that iz ﬂur I “Xkinder goezsed and
retkoned
I'd have oo i-:rb to get this interview,
1 hEg; '.;Itfat Nugeot minor, of the
on
Whas prasent in his brother's stady,

{00,
Young Dick, whote brain iz ereditably
nimblas,
Was gaking for a loan of two-and-siz,
Baid he : *“I owo the lno to Mes
Mimbls .
now I’'m broke and in a beastly
ﬂ: I ¥

(3)
Baid Frank : “*I*ll pay your bill for woo
t-n-murrnw
I’m &uinz to the tackshop Yor a cake 1 ¥
Then Dvcky muiterad, in & tone of sorrow,
That possibly be'd made a slight mistake,
nfessing, in A story long aod rambling,
He dido™ owa the cash 2o her, of conurse.
And Frank. in engry fones cd:ﬁ : “You've
beenn gambling |
You've lost that money on & beastly horaa [

{5)
Thml tﬁuk said Aubrey Aungel ran a sweep-

oy
The Hokets for the draw were haif-a-crown !
And Prank declared : ** I’li give that cad a
keepaake I
I'l} blaok his eye and knook the roiter down [

And listen, Ill-':k. the nm tuner FOU are
To tell a varn, just truth‘h.'l. see P

I eimply hata fp hear a [a!rﬂlﬂl' 1!"
I want s chap to tell the truth (o

1'!!

shindy

when l:ua
‘II'I

the dust !

Row listen to the iale I'm golng to tell yom,

nom and stesl !
I thought I'd find MMIgunamar and kmﬂ.

("
And ihat, I! hate 1o say, caused al the

He didn"i seem to like the troth at all |
heard it, be coroed ratber

o Igl‘.'i, ha knocked my head npon the

walil I
Tha fellow who insolts s minor Dbdcky
YWhen Frank's around, will swiltly hile

Anﬂmga that interview proved rather
Now don’t yon (hink thal’s bomibly = ©
nnjuost P

Mext to be introduced to you by our clever
poet 18

FRANK NUGENT,

Harry Wharton » study-mata in the Remeve
Form.

(4]
Though Ffank:r gave a brother’s benedicHon

To Dicky's story of a tuokshop bill,
As goon as he discoversd it was Hun.
" Eﬁ :ﬂiaﬁ tﬁalﬂm mricu hT{hia. will,
ng & 3wWeep 38 nélm-qlr
Regarding with a glare the hapless yo
"1'd like to ssy you shenlda't have it, m
To tench you how to tell the zolid truth ]

(6}

When Dick had gone, Frank turned to ms,
inguiring :
“ Well, what d'yon think of that P "' His
tone was grim
And I remembersd- what he was irin
Thnt mimns bt the truth wnn]di do gor

ol reﬁ] : "¢ The dingy littte rotter ]
Y. snnﬂ-!ar-nnthlas little beast 1
You ought to give it to that rascal hotier !
I'd give the sweep a walloping, at least |

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
A Trip On Teneriffe !

i C,ﬁNARIEE i
b YEE [
::I ean't see them 1"

. You can't zee the Canarics 7"
ejaclated Bob Cherry.

It was the following day, and the
Comet, under brilliant sunshine, was
Ete&i:ﬂmg southward in full view of the
gim.nt Peak of Tencriffe, rising to the
clouds like somo mlghg pillar support-
ing the heavens. Ii Billy Bunter had
ever learned in the grography elass at
Greyiriars that TeneriTe was one of the
Canary Islands, and that the Canary
Tslands were called the Canaries, he
had forgotten the same. ﬂm’thmg that
Mr. Quelch, at Greyiriars, succeeded in
3ammm into Buntor’s i’ma,d waa re-
garded iy Bunter az comothing to ba
got rid of as soon as possible, Which
was not the way to acquire knowledge.

Billy Bunter ‘blinked round him, up
and down and round sbout the Comet,
gs if he expected to see the Canaries
on the deck of the steamer. They wern
not visible there, and Bunier gave a
grunt.

“Pulling my leg?” hoe grunted., “1
iwll:; well ecan’t see any canarles, any-

w1 There ain't any an the steamer,
that 1 know of.”

“On_the stcamer !” ropeated Bob,
“1 should have heard them sing——"
“Bing !" gasped Bob,
“Canarics sing I” said Dunter. “ You
den't know much. Bab Cherry, but you
ought to know that much |

*Bome Canarics dﬂn t ainz 1™ gasped
Bob. “Those we'roe l-‘.erlg Bt mow
don’t I

“Ha, ha, hat'

“ Blessed 1f I see anything to cackle
ot T Logk here, if there are any canaries
about, where are they?’ demanded
Bunter warmly.

" There 1 roared Bob, taking the fat
Owl by the back of the neck and facing
him round towards the Peak of Tene-
riffe, “8See that?”

“Owl Leggo! Thinrk I'm going to
helicve that's & bird ?” sneered Dunter,
“I may be o bit shorr sighted. but I can
see that that’s a mountain all right.”

“Oh erumbs! That's tho peak
roared Dob. *“Haven't you ever heard
of tlm poak—tha celebrated poak—"

“T've heard of Pesk Frean—*

(1] Fh -lilll‘

“They make lﬂ“j’ good bisenita—-"

“Oh erikey ! The Peak of Teneriffe I”
bawled Bob. *Teneriffe is an island,
and it's one of the Canarics. See

» {!'hhtell us some more | daid Bunter
sarcazticall “T'm h‘.-:el:.* to believa

THE MAGNET LIBRARY. —Moa. 1,462,
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that an island is a bird! Pile it on !

“Those islanda are called the Canary
Islands,” said Harry Wharton, laugh-
ing. “The Canaries for shortl oW
hava you got 1it¥"

“Oh!1" satd Bunter. Perhaps some
dim recollection of some of Mr. auuleh’s
ﬁcﬂgraphmal_ instructions rose from tho

cpths of his fat brain, sco |
Oh, ves, I koow all about the Canary
Islands{ You fellows needn’t fancy you
can teach me peography. They—they
—thay're ielands, and=—and—and they're
somewhere or ofher, and they wereo
conguered by somobody—I forget when
—and they belong to sﬂmehﬂd}_’. or EIEG
to somebody else—I forget which—'

“Listen to the oracle ! grinned Frank
Nungent. “With a stack of Lnowledge
like that, Buntor ought to be & school-
masler.”

“Well, T fancy I could teach you
fellows somothing,” said Bunter, *I'm
pretty good at geography. Quelch
doesn’t think g0, but he's rather un old
ass! T sgay, do weo go ashore at
Teneriffe 7

“We land st Santa Cruz for another
little trip.”

“Why not azked
Buntar.

“A fellow so jolly good at geography
ought to koow that Banta Cruz is the
capital and soaport of eneriffe!”
grinned Nugent

“(h, I seal” said Bunter. *Of course,
I knew that! Well, look here, you
fallows, when wo go ashore at Bandy
Crocke—did you say Bandy Crocks?—
there’s no need for that old chump
Fruloe to come with us. I've picked up
4 lot of Portuguess., and I can do the
talking. Bep?”

“Ha. ha, ha "

“What are you cackling at now?”

=t

at Teneriffe

roared Bunter.
“The Canavies happen Lo be
Spanisl,”  said  Harey, laughing.

“¥ou'd better drop that Porlupgoeso
you've picked up, and pick up some
Spanish instead.”

“{h, SEE"HEEI" arg they? said
Bunler. Well, 1 knew tim;r; _were
somothing-or-other; I was just going to
say so. You fellows can't teach me
goeography 17

Dom Joao TFrule ecame up to tho
{unfurs as the Comet churnced into the
iarbour of Banta Cruz, with a cheery
Heg looked as

ngrecable  to

grin on his Lbrown face.
if he had somelhing
impark.

“It 13 & bad and a goed news, little
senhores,”™ he said.

“That sounds rather o mix-up, sic!™
sard Harry, smiling.

“Thera 13 one trouble in a engine !
explained Dom Joso. “T'his will causo
one delay, which is bad news for a
captain! Yes! Dut it is a good news fur
my young frionds, for it will make to
go to stay onc total day at Teneritfe,
and go becauze, it will be possible to
vigit celebrated peal.”

“Oh, good!” said the Famous Five
in chorus.

They had looked for only a fow Lours
at Teneriffe, as at Lisbhon and Madeira.
Keon as they were to reach Brazil, and
their old pal Jim Valenline, they were
glad of & chance to scramble over the
Peak of Teneriffo. Excopt for touch-
in% at Pernambuce, it was tho last stop
befors Rio.

“There's the jolly old Alolot”
remarked Bob Cherry. *It's grown u
bit since Blake was liere.”

“Mole?” eaid Billy Bunter. “Are
thore moles &t Toneriffe 1

“One, b least, and that's it,"" said
Bob, pointing to the Mole, whers the

Tne Magyer Lisgany.—No. 1,458,

THE MAGNET

landing was to be made. “That’a
where Blake madae the Donzs hop”

“Wiho's Blake?” asked %unten
“Chap vou Lknowt"

Bunter's  knowledge of  Listory
scemed on a par with his acquirements
in the geographical line,

“"Well, I'd have liked to male lkis
acquaintance ™ grinned Bob., “DBut as
he pegged out somo centuries ago, there
was nothing doing, sea? Blake, you
burbler, was the iolly old admiral in
Cromwell's time, and he attacked the
Spaniards here in—in—in When
was it, somebody 1%

“Bixteen hundred and something [V
sa1d Nugoent.

“That wouldn’t do for Quelch ! sauld
Bob,  “But it will do for DBunter!
Blake banged away st the Dons herc
in - sixteen hundred and  somethiog,
Bunter, when the Malo was a miero
baby only a few yards long. Now it's
full-grown.  Homwebody else did some
banging lhere, too——"

" Nelson 1” said Harry Wharton.

“That's the chap—Nelson!
heard of Nelson, Bunter?™

“0Of course I have [” grunted Bunter.
“You fellows eaw’t teach me hislory !
Nelson won the battle of Trafalgar
Square I '

“Oh orikeyl Did be =ail up the
Sirand to do %"

“Ia, ha, hal®

“Make it Trafulgar, old fat bean!™
said Nugent.

“And what was Nelson doing here
asked Bunter.

“Danging away at the jolly dld
enemy,” angwored Bob., “You ses, it
was in the davs when people used to
fight when they woent to war—no
modern style about jolly old Nelson—
e retreats according to plan, or un-
avoidable delayvs in dgetting at the
other man—or conzolidating the jolly
old position! Nelson just wens for his
man, and knocked him out, or the
oluer mman knocked him out! 8o lLe
generally got by with 5t

“Hore, my beloved ‘eavers,  you
beheld the seene of Horatio Nelson's
onlv defeat—a  defeat worth all  the
wonderful  victories lately won  in
.'.'th_rs'ﬁiniu! This i3 where ho lost his
arm !

Fven Billy Bunfer was a little inter-
ested by the scene of *he exploits of
the wo greabest admnivals in British
naval lustory.

But the fat Owl forget Blake anrl
Nelsonr when the steam-launch came to
take tho passengers ashore,

“Are we pgoing cn & rollen laureh
ogain*? he demanded.

“II you don't like the laanch, there's
another way, old chap!" said Boh.

Ever

“MThen I'm going that wasy !  What
is it "

o E"l'l'ilﬂ 17

*PBeast ! roared Bunter; amd Lo

decided at once that he would not go
that wary.
He rolled on to the launch.

To the Tamous I'ive there was o
thrill in landing where Nelson had
landed, under hot fire, and lost his arm.
Billy Buuter, however, was thinking of
more important things,

“I hope there’s a firsi-clazs hotel
here, if we're staying the night on
shore I'" he remarked. " Know any-
thing about the grub on Teneriffe ¥

“1 know there's a fat grub  just
lended with ws=!" answered Johnny
Buli.

“Yoh "

Mr. Frulo led hLis charges on from
the Mole, and even Billy Bunler was
pleased to be satisfied at the sight of

a large and handsome motor-car, hired
by Mr. Frulo for the party.

The driver tallked Bpanish, and Mr.
Frule Portugueze; but they secmcd to
understand onc another, though the
Greyfriars fellows understood neither.
Roouny a3 the car was, it was well-filled
when tho whole party had packed in
1t; and Billy Punter sarcastically
inguired wihether Bob Cherry could not
hang one of his feet ont of the window
—which, according to Dunter, would
lhave made ample room for everybody.

It was trup that Bob's fect wers not
small; bub that was an exapgeration.
It was also truo that Billy Bunter was
doubdo-width; bo needed enough space
for tweo, and fook enough for three.
PBut Bol appeared to take tho sugges-
tien with good-humoured seriousness.

“Well, let’s sco what can be done!™
hie remarked.

And he lifted one of kis feet. Tt was
undoubtedly a good size in feett

Instead, however, of pusling it oul of

- the window, as Bunter had sarcastically

suggosted, Dob let it fall agaimn, rather
hicavily.

Perhapa it was by aeccident that it
dropped on Bunier'a foot! On the
other hand, perhaps it wasn't!

Bunter bounded.

“Yarpoooh ! hoe roared.

Me. Yrule looked wround, startled,
from his scab in fromt.
“Quo hat O gue! What iz a

matter ¥ he exclaimed.

“Only -Bunter cxergising his  voesl
cords,”  cxplained Bob. “Goo i,
Bunter 1™

“Fow-ow-ow-onw |  You clumsy ass’
Wow ! roared DBunicr.
* Encore 1" said Bol creouragingly.

“Hs, ha, ha!™

“Ow! Beast! Wow!™

“Finol Keep it up!”

“My foot’s sguasiied! Ow! Ileep
vour heofs to yourself, yovu brad!
Oaogh I

“Bravo! Li:ten {o tho band, you

follows 1™

“Ha, La, he!’

Bunter sat and nursed his foot, and
did not wmake any more sarcastic sug.

gostions  about  disposing  of Ioh
Cherry’s. Tho ear Luzxed on, leaving
Santa Cruz behind.

Passing La Lapguna, the aceient

capttal, 1t buzzew on to Orotava, a run
of twenty-five miles on & good road.
Gireat peaks, dominated by the wast
Peak of Teneriffo, rose agasinst the
Bluest of bluo skies,  Billy Bonter,
uninicrested in peaks, blinked impa-
tiently from the windowa.

“When the dickens are we gelling io
it 7" ho exclaimed peevishly at last.

“Wo're not gelting to it in the car,”
answered Harry, “We shall bave to go
on mule-baclk.”

“Oh erigey! And when?”
Buntcr.

“To-morrow morning.”

“You silly ass!™ shricked Bunter

roafcd

Do you think I can go with-
out grab tnl toanorrow ? 1Tm Liungry
already !

“Eh?  dhere's no geub on i
poale 1

“The peak! Who's talking about
peaks 7 hooted Bunler. " Blow  the
poak ! T was asking you when we got
to the hotel 1

“Ha, ha, hat"

Evidently there was a misunderzstand-
1 IFive fellows were looking for-
ward to going to the famous peak;
Bunter was looking forward fo his next
meal, upon which iis fat thoughts were
eoncentraied.

"0Oh cackle ' snorted Dunier. " Look

a3

herg——=2



“We stop the night at Orotavs,” said
Harry, laughipg. * We go up the mk
by mules, in tho morning, and k
to Santa Cruz by car, in the after-
noon. You'd better give the Ijj:nmana.la: &
mim}, Bunter. It's tough going.

“If you think you're going to leave
me out, you're jolly well mistaken!
I'm a bit better at hill-climbing than
you fellows, I hope!"”

“0Oh erumbs I

The car ran into Orotava at last, and
stopped at tho hotel selected by Idr.
Frule, much to Bunter's relief. To his
further rclief, the food was good.

Billy Bunter sat down to the largest
dinner over caten in tho icland of
Tenerife, and the smiles returned to
his fat face. Ho ate, and ate, and
wea happy. And when he rolled off
to his room and slopt and snored, the
inhabitants of Orotava might almost
have fancicd that the peak had re-
awakened to volcanie activityl

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
On and Of ]

&4 TNTER ¥
B Storo !
' Bunter !’

* Beast [

“Dh, let him snooze!” said Johnny
Bull. “He'd rather snoozo than go up
the peak! We shall find him asleep
when we get back!”

“Good! Let's®

Five voices had shouted at Bunter in
the rosy morn Getting up at daylight
was not in Bunter's line. But as the
Famous Five turned away from the
door, to leave him to it, Bunter sat up.
He wanted to go on sooring; but le
was not going to bo left behind.

“Beasts I roared Duoter., ™ Wait
for mel”

“Btart in ten minutes!™ called back
Earry Wharton over his shoulder.
“Better take it out in slecping, old fat
maen! And you can put in sny extra

time feeding 1

i Yah l:l'l

Bunter dressed in o bhurry. He did
not like peaks; he hated gelting up
early; and he loathed exertion. But
he was not goiog to be left out. Not

Bunter!

Breakfast was a2 rapid meal. DBunter
Tost no time, but he had eaten hardly
enough for two when the other fellows
went out to the car; and the fat Owl,
granting, followed them. Packed in
the car again, the Greyiriars party
m"f:d out of Orotava, heading for the
peak, ’

“1 jolly well knew you were pulling
my leg!™ pgrunted Bunter. *“1 jolly
well knew woe were poing in the carl
1'l eat gl]l the mules wo ride I'

“You haven't eaten the bullogks at
Madeira yet!™ said Bob. *“You don’t
“eep your promises, Bunter.”

“Oh, don’t be an ass! 1 say, von
fellows, I don’t mind climbing
mountains if it can bo done in & car!”

“The car goes as far as the Portille,"”
said Harry, !aug}ning. “We get the
mules there! It's as far as a car can
go, till they extend the read.™

“Gammon !** said Bunter.

However, when the cer had climbed
the steep gradients to the Portillo, even
Bunter to be convinced. The Grey-
friars fellows turmed out cheerfully,
where & guide and o group of muleteers,
or arriercs, stood with & bunch of mules,
ready saddled for the trip. Mr. Frulo
had made all arrangements overnight,
and ﬂvar:;th:mg; was rend% ) )

“ As mulag ! said Mr. Frulo, with his
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beaming dusky smile, pointing to ithe
¥ﬂulp. “Here one will take one mule!

08! Tho small fat senhor will perhaps
prefer to sit in & carl®

Sport from Bunter! Hs would have
preferted to eit in the ear, eo far as that
went. Put if snybody praferred to leave
him behind, that was enough for Bunter

—ha was going [

“I'm going ! he said., " Look here,
get me & decent gee! Why can’t we
have horses instead of those rotten
mules Y .

* Do you fall off & wule quicker than
off & Lhorse?™ asked Bob.

“Qh, cheese it! I'm accustomed to
a decont mount when I ride. You
should sea me back the bunters at
Hunter Court—I mecan, the hunters at
Bunter Court 1

“I've zeen you back the donkeys at
Margatc—more off than on.”

“Horses,” said Mr. Frulo Fa,tiemlgr
“aro of the more rare in this island.
Also, the mule i3 of a considerable
superior sureness of foot——"

“ Mules are safer than horses, on paths
like the slant of & roof, you fat ass!”
said Johnny Bull

*1 dare say you fellows would worry
about that!” snecred Bunter. * What
you want is a little pluck ! Well, if I've
got to ride a mule, for goodnesy’ sake
give mo ona with a little spirit. Some-
thing with some go in it."

That was sheer swank on Bunter's
part. The only steed on which Bunter
could have sat safely, was a «clothes-
horse. But Mr. Frule nodded,

“You ride very good, littlo senhor 1"
he asked.

“I'm the only [ellow hera that can
ride—what I call riding!” answered
Bunter., “Pick out a good one for
mﬂ'r”

“8im, sim ™

Mr. Fruwo picked out a good one for
Bunter. Whether ho took the fat Owl's
swank seriously, or whether he had =
larking desive to teach him 2 lesson,
his smiling dusky face did not reveal
He picked out & good omne, and Billy
Bunter was hgisted into the rToomy
saddle by the combined efforts of a guide
and an arriere. Tho mule locked round
gt him, apparently taking DBunter's
measure. But he stood quite firm on his
legs, till Bunmter started to ride.

YWhat happened next might have been
the Great Harthquake of Lisbon over
again ] That was the impression 1t made
on Bunter,

How, and why, he departed from the
mule's back, Bunter never knew. DBut
ha knew that he did depart, after the
mule had put up & performance like o
eatherine-wheel, for he found himself
sitting down on the island of Teneriffe,
It waz unfortunate that a cactus plant
was growing where he landed. Of all
the wonders of tha vegetable world, a
cactus is thoe most unpleasant to sit
Fyelei il

“Yeroooooh I

Bunter's roar might almost have been
heard on the Comet in the harbour of
Santa Cruzl It woke thousands of
echoes in the rocky canadas surround-
ing the Peak of Teneriffe.

“Ha, ha, ha!" followed another roar,
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were already om mule-back, But Mr.
Frulo rushed to Bunter'’s help, and
dragged him up. ‘The fat Owl twisted
gnd wriggled wildly. The cactus scemed
to have had an efiect on him rather like
that of Mr. Queleh’s cane at Greyiriars.
Ile wriggled and writhed, as if he had
been leaving Quelch's Etlld)!f alter an un-
usually severe "“six.*

For scversl minutes Billy Bunter
seemed to be understudying the young
man of Hythe, who was shaved with a
scythe, anél id nothing but wriggle and
writhe.

The mule, placid again, gazed at him.
But placid as he was, there was a gleam
in his eves that told that he was ready
for another acrobstic performance.

“(Got on your giddy gee, Bunter[”
chortled Bob Cherry. *The first per-
formance was finel We're waiting for
the second house.” ]

“I'm not going on that wild beast
sgain ! howled Bunter. “I don't want
a2 mule that goes off like erackers "

“¥ou like uma mula that do not have
zo much epirit?" smiled Mr. Frulo.
“But you ask umse mula with somao
epirit, and [ t'ink—"

“ Oh, ean it 1" snapped Bunier. " Look
here, I'll jolly well walk! You'ra not
getting me on one of those rotten mules
agaln."

“¥You walk on & foot?' asked Mr
Frulo. " Ves! 'ﬁfer'{r “"“.’;? oneg coan
walk up the Peak of Tenerifte, and per-
haps vou are one of the very strong
oncs, Sim. sim!1 Vamomnos! Let us

ol"

Billy Bunter did not want to walk.
Dut still less did ho want to try his
luek on mule-back again. The party
started with a clattering of hoofs, a
shouting of the muleteora; and the fat
Owl of the Remove toddled on behind.
Looking back ten minutes later, the
Foamous Five saw Bunter at o halt.

by Cherry waved & hand at him,

“Come on, Bunter I'* he roared.

“Beast 1" came floating back.

“You can hang on my mule's tail if
vou like I”

“Yah 1™

The party rode on, and Billy Bunter
turned and walked back to the car. On
second thoughts, proverbially the best,
Bunter preferred to do his hill-elimbin
sitting 1 a halted car.
more comfortable,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

The Peril on the Peak !

i EEP with the others!”
H Harry Wharton.

The muleteer grunted,

For several houry the party
had heen ascending paths that wound
wildly, amid grest lava rocks and scaf-
tered pumice, in & sceme of such ruin
and desclation as their eyes had never
beheld before. _ )

The old voleano, in its more active
days, had smitter the surrounding
country as if with a giant’s hand, rend-
ing rocks aond hiils asunder. GITEN
canadas, a desert of glaring rocks, sur-
rounded the party as the active mules
clambered on.

Still high above them, and secmingly

{Continued on next page.)

It was muc

gail

from the juniors,
the guides, end the : ]
Arrieras.
0w H.'Elﬂ'lp! $ & @
Wow | 11'111 PUne | ing yom can have great times with & Riley ' Home ASK
tu'l:t.'d. I'm— p Billiatrd Table. 8/ DOWHN hrings immediate delivery.| paAD
Ha, ha, hal Balancs moothly. T0
“Wow ! Rescue! E. 4. RILEY, LTD., BELMONT WORKS, | WRITE
Oh crikey! DBeasts! : e ACCRINGCTON, FOR
Wow ¥ ; % or Dept. 24, 147, Aidersgate | ART
The Famous Five | Street, Lendesn, E.C.1. LIST,:




22

unattainable, rose the vast peak, coaring
to the «<louds, & height of twelve
thousand feet. Here and there, the
ruggedness of the winding route caused
the riders to separate. ‘To every mule
there was a muletesr, walking with the
animal.  And several times it struck
Harry Wharton, oddly enougl, that his
own muleteer was carclessly, or more
thaé:ll:‘l carelessly, erring from the right
path.

Each time, he called him to order, and
the man grunted, and drove the mule
hack to the others. Wharton gave him
several sharp glances. ]

{inides and muleteers on Teneriffe
were trustworthy men, bt it began to

seem to Wharton that his own par-

ticuler man was not up to the reputation
of the island. He could not help sus-
pecting, at last, that the man was
intontionally sm:-i:ing to separate him
from his friends,

That ecould only mean mischief-—per-
haps roblbery. Such s thing, so far as
he Lknew, waz unknown on Teneriffe,
and Mr. I'rule, whoe was very careful
of los young charges, certainly had no
doubts. But it began to look like it.

The muleteer did not, on close obser-
vation, leok like the others. The rest
wers ¢heery and smiling, but this man
strode along in completo silence, his eves
on the ground. The slouched hat on
his head half hid bis face, and the lower
part was covercd by a2 bandage, under
which o black beard jutied. A bandage
was nothing uncommon, and Wharton
had taken no heed of it. But between
the handag& and the slouched hat, he
could =ee littla or nothing of the man’s
face: only his manner indicating that
he was surly.

At a spot whero the path was freer,
Wharton pushed on his mule, and rode

cloze beside Frank Nugent. The
muleteer hurried after him.
“Anything up?"™ asked Frank,

noticing the frown on Wharten's face.

* Blessed if I know,”” answered Harry.

I've got an idea that that arriero, as
they call him, iz frying to got me away
from the party. Three or four times he's
nearly branched off with my mule,”

Nugent stared.

“Yhy the dickens should he?™ he
asked.

Harry Wharton eoloured a litile. Heo
disliked to secmn nervous. And it was
possible that he was mistaken,

“My dear chap,” said Frank, “if a
muletecr led his customer off into the
hills and robbed him, he couldn't live
ot Tencriffe afterwards. And what
clze could ho be up to?®

Wharton nodded; and as the path
narrowed again, dropped back. Nugent
was right, of course. And he was
vexed with himself for having displayed
an uneasiness, more in keeping with
Billy Bunter’s character than his own.
But he was not whelly easy in his mind.
And he resolved to take care that the
muleteer did not succeced, if it was in-
deed his object fo get him away from
the rest of the.party.

On a steep, winding path by the edge
of an ancient erater, the riders strung
out in single file. At this pomt the
mitleteers led the mules, with a hand
en tho bridle. And whether by acci-
dent, or design, Wharton's mule slowed
down to the tail of the party.

The guide and Mr, Frulo were out
of sight shead, round & vast mass of
lava, the otber riders following them.
There was a sharp turn in the path,
nlmost at right angles where a gigantic
mass of lava rose high.

Coming up to it at last, Wharton
was, for the moment, out of sight of
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his comrades, who had all turned thoe
angle.

Anothor moment and he would have
boen in their sight apain had thoy
glanced round. ut in that moment
the grip of hiz muleteer on the bridle
dragged the mule to o halt

Wharton caught his breath.

“Get on!'" he exclaimed sharply.

The muleteer made a  geSture,
stooped, and began to examine one of
the mule's hoofs.

On such a road it was only too likely
that the animal had picked up some
fragment of lava, and needed carc.
The man's action scemed innocent
enough; and again Harry was almost
ashamed of his doult and uneasiness.

He sob in the saddle, wainng
impatiently,

From beyvond the great lava rock, the
clattering hoofs of the mules ahead
grew famnter fo hizs ears. one
minute followed another tho sound died
gway more and more, and Wharton's
heait began to beat a  little une-
Heasantly, :

If the muleteer was merely examin-
ing thie mule's hool for o stone, to pro-
ceed when it was removed, sll was well
But if he meant treachery, he was keep-
ing Wharton back till his comrades
wera out of hearing of a shout for help.
And more and more it was borne 1n on
the Greviriars junior's mind that it was
treachery that was intended.

Yet he still doubied, for what Nugent
had seaid was reasonable enough. A
muleteer who robbed his cuostomer was
g ruined man on Tenerilfe, and the
gain could not be worth the loss.

In any case, he could not procecd
while thoe man was holding back the
mule. And the idea of shouting to his
friends to come back, for a probably
imaginary peril, did not appeal to him.
But as he waited he slipped his hand
into his pocket where he had placed a
chunk of pumice-stone, which he had
intended to take home as & souvenir
of Teneriffe. TIf fhe man meant
treachery, he had a wse for that chunk.

The muleteer tose at last. Only
echoes came back now of the party in
advanee, hidder by the lava rocks.

“Yamonos ! he said.

He dragged the mule roond, and
started back alopp the path by which
they had come. Bteep and rugged as
the path was he went at & trot, and
the mule trotted with him. i

“Stop 't shouted Wharton, dragging
on the reins.

There was no doubt now.

“ Nao!™ snapped the mulefecr.

Wharton's heart pounded. In the
Canaried a  muleteer would have
answered * No * like a Spaniard; but
the man answered “Neo” in Portu-

uese. And the sudden terrible truth

ashed into tho schoolboy mind,

“0 Lobo!1" he panted.

The man with the bandaged face
laughed—a horrible faugh, Heo gave no
other heed—leading the mule down the
path at a reckless pace.

It was in vain that Wharton draggod
at the animal. The mule went where
it was led—by a strong and sinewy
hand. Back, down the stesp, winding
path among the lava rocks, it went
clattering, Wharion pgatherad all his
strength for & mighty snout. He knew
that his comrades would be out of hear-
ing by that time; but he shouied, with
all the force of his lungs.

(£ Hﬂll} 1'!!

O Lobo lawughed again, Evidently
the Wolf of Brazil counted on his vie-
timm as being safely m his hands, and
considered no further disguize needed.
He did not fear anyone hearing Whars

ton's shout on tho lonely rock path
amid the desclate canadas of Teneriffe.

“¥ou villain, let pol” panted
Wharten. - :

O Lobo, with his frec hoand, pushed
back the slouched, Llack felt hat, re-
vealing the upper part of his dork
fuce. Then, with a jerk, he tore the
bandage away. There was no injury
under the bandape. It had been, as
Wharton knew now, used only as a dis-
guise. The strong sunlight blazed on
the dark, savage face of O Lobo—only
loo eastly recognised now.

He locked at the schoolboy in the
gaddle and grinned, with a fash of
white teeth through black beard and
moustache.

“Que pena, =enhor!’ he chuckled.
“A sad thing for vou fhat vou knew
me not sooner. You think 1 sm left
behind in Lisbon. Sim! You do not
cxpect Lo Epe ma  QUNEE  INOra ‘in
Tenerifiel But therse are  swift
steamers,  senhor—swifter  than  the
Comet. 1" He laoghed. * You stop at
Madeira, and 1 gain time to reach
Teneriffe the Hrst. Oh, yes!™

Wharton held the reins with his left;
his right hand in his pocket, gripped
the pumice block. It was the only
weapon ho had.

Elis heart was Leating thickly, but he
kept a cool head., Only too well Le
knew that his life was at stake. What
the brave had failed to do in the old
Moorish fortrezs  above Lishon, ho
planned to effect in  the desolats
canadas of Teneriffe. And there was
no help—no help. Thoe captasin of the
Crreyvirars  Llemove needed all  lus
courage,

“You are surprised te fnd mo a
muleteer,” grioned O Lobo.  “Sim—
sim! There is & muletcer in Orolava
who break his leg in an accident,
senhor, He lend his mule and his place
to an honest man, whe desire to ecarn
an honest penny—I to pay him half my
gains. He 15 one simple man.” The
bravo laughed apain. “ Senhor, it was
easy—so easy ! It is not fated that you
reach Brazil—you or your friends. You
will never seec the young Valenline,
senhor. You will never help to keep os
diamantes from the hands of O Lobol
Nao!™

Wharton did net speak., Ile was
walting his chance—a chanco to crash
the stone on thoe greasy dark head in
the black felt hat. It was the only
chance he had for his life, and he
knew it.

0 Lobo chiuckled loud and long.
Brave and rullian as he was, there was
something almest infantile in his satis-
faction at the success of his own
cunning.

“T arrive ahead: I wait,” he went
on. “I know well you trip ashove. I
think I find a chance in Santa Cruz.
Chen I find that you stay for the night;
that vou drive to Orotava, to ascend
the peak. That is good luck I had not
looked for. MNossa senhora—such good
luck for me." i

He grinned up at the silent boy in

the saddle.

“Buch good Iuck™ he repeated.
“Sim—sim ! Whila f;ml sleep in QOro-
tava the night, I follow. I find out; I
make my plans, Behold me & mule-
teer "' He chuckled., *But a muletecr
no longer. That is used ond done with.

Do yvou know wherse you go now, little

senhor? Do you think your Iriends
will sail on the Comet, and leave sour
fate undiscovered behind them at

Teneriffe 1’ ,
Wharton was silent. .
All the time the brave was mocking
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The native plenickers gazed spellbound at Bunter, wondering where the fat foreigner was stacking all the

filled as the wleker-basket was, the hangry Owl was travelling through its contents at a great rate.

him, he was leading the mule down-
ward on the staep path, windieg among
the lava masses. The distance between
the junior and his friends was lengthen-
igg. There was no hope of help from
them,

But he had a faint hope of meeting
some wayfarer, even on such a solitary
way. Hea was aware that other pas-
sengers from the met, also taking
advantage of the steamer’'s delay, were
visiting Orotava, and jt was possible
that some of them might come up the
peak, or, at least, across the canadas
at the foot of the mighty mountain.

1t was a faint hope, but it was zome-
thing, and Wharton was glad to put off
the %nal desperate struggle ss long as
he could, in the hope of secing a
human face amid the lava stacks.

The jesring voico of the bravo went
QI =

“ No; they will not sail without their
friend. You, or any of the pack, it
mattered little to me—anyone would
gerve my turn, It chances to be you,
senhor—your ill-luck. Many dayz will
paas before they find what remaine of
you, little senhor, lying at the bottom
of & elif. Nao; they will not go down
to Rio on the Comet.”

The mule trudged on. 0O Laba, whila

he spoke, glanced round as if in search
of a way he knew.
YWharton could guess that he in-

tended to take him off the main path
before he dealt with him, and he was
determined not to be taken into the
untrodden wilds of the lava desert.

As eoon as 0 Lobo turned the mule
from the path the struggle was com-
ing. Meanwhilae, he sat silent in the
gaddle, ealm—with tha calmpess of
desperation, He was perving himgelf
for a fight for his life.

“Will they go on, after they have
learned your fate?" Tha jeering voice
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munching away.

went on: ‘I think not, little senhor.
The death of one will bo a lesson for
the rest. T think they will turn back.
But I shall watch for them in Rio—be
sure of that. And if they come it will
be to find death on the soil of Bouth
America, But you—yon ecame to
Teneriffe to find & lava tomb 1"

He m?ped the mule where a path
jutted off, deep into a rocky guily. The
gnimal turned obediently st his pull.

The moment had comal

Az the mule swung round into the
shadowy gully, Harry Wharton released
hiz feet from the stirrups, and fung
himsalf from the saddle

He landed on his feet, panting. Imn-
stantly O Lobo let go the mule and
leaped at him.

He was on the watch for some s.ugh.
attempt to escape, and ready for if.
If Wharton bad tried to run, the out-
streteched hand of the brave wauld have
clutched him back before hs bad taken
two steps. He knew it, and he did not
TLiTl.

““Nao s va embora—do neot gol”
grinned O Lobo, asz he grasped the
junior by the shoulders. * Nao—"
Ho broke'off, with a yell, as Wharton's
hend Hashed from his pocket, and
struck full st the dark face with the
heavy chunk of pumice-stene,

Crashl

A blow from a fst would not have
stopped tho muscular rufian; but thae
chunk of stone was unexpected, and it
took O Lobo by surprize. The heavy
stone ersshed full in the dark, bearded
face, and there was & spurt of blood as
it crashed—and the brave went aver
backwards gs if he had been shat.

Sereaming with pain and rage, 0O
Lobo crashed on his back on the rocks,
and Harry Wharton, with the speed of
o deer, tore down the steep, rugged
path in desperate Right.

good things, Well-
“ Prime | ** said Bunter,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
For Life Or Death !
Lz

ARRY WHARTON ran
H hardest down the stesp,

rugged, winding path up which
mf!;ulm had gla urec,

It waes many long milea back to the
T*ortillo, where the ear had been left,
with Billy Bunter sitting in it. But it
wes the only way to safety. It was
uselezs to seud after his friends, now a
good deal more than & mile away: on
the steep upward path he would have
been recaptured very guickly. Down-
ward he had a chance—if & zlim one !

He ran for his life,

O Lobo, dazed by the crash of the
pumice block in his face, sprawled on
the lava, panting and eursing.

Blood was streaking his savage face
as he stoggzered to his feet.

He glared after the fleeing schoolboy,
and made & stride towards the mule as
if with the mtenticn of mounting for
pursuit. But he turned back again at
ance.  On such a peth even the sure-
footed mules of Teneriffe had to move
at o walk, and a8 mount was useless to
him. Wharton wes bounding from rock
to rock, lava ridge to lava ridge, taking
a thousand chances—on a path that was
lika the slant of a roof. he most
desperate chance was botter than what
lay behind,

Had bhe looked back he would have
sean ) Lobe bounding in pursuit, a
short, keen “faca "™ in his hand, the
keen blade of which gleamed in the sun.

He would not have needed a sccond
planes to tel]l him what was coming to
him if the pursuing bravo succeeded in
gaining ground. But he did not need a
sight of the Bashing knife to tell him.

Ha ran on desperately, and after him

came the bravo, icnﬁmag- gnd springing.

Ha.rr; Wharton had gained a full

minuvbe’s start by crashing the pumice
Tue Macyer LisRARY.—No. 1,462,
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black in the rufian's face—nnd in =
minute’s space he had cover gquite a
distance on a EEE&I}" sloping path where
progress was rather by leaping than
running. And he was keeping his
tance, for the timo at least.

A dozen times lopse stones rattled by
Lim, dislodged by the brave in pursuit.
And then suddenly a stono whizzed by
his head—so eloze that he knew that it
waa not a falling steme. The pursuer
had hurled it in the hope of bringing
him down, and only the swiftness of his
movements had saved him

Another rugged stone whizzed, and
grazed his shoulder, clattering down on
the lava, Then another, that struck his
arm and gave him a pang of ﬁam; but
did not make him pause. ather it
spurred him on.

But c¢ach time O Lobo stooped to
grasp a missile, he lost a few seconds,
and seconds counted for much in that
race for life and death.

More than a mile of wild and rugged
steeps flow under the schoolboy’s feet;
but the path, wild as it was, was well
matked, and he did not miss it. Far
away, ot moments, he had glimpses of
Orofava shining in the sun, If he could
only reach the Portillo where Bunter
sat in the car, and guides and mule-
teers would be found—ready help if
they knew his danger 1

Lnly sheer desperation enabled the
schoolboy to keep ahead, and he knew
that nmow the brave was gaining. The
Wolf knew, as well as Wharton, that
explorers might chance to come up that
lonely path, and the mearer they drew
to. the starting-place of the ascent the
more likely it was. Heo was exerting
himself to the utmost and gsining now
at every leap. )

Where the descending path turned
sharply round the base of a precipitous
cliff ﬁarrr Wharton slowed s little,
His heart was pounding as if it would
burst, and he knew that he could never
win that wild race. A half-formed
thought was in his mind of turning at
bay; with s rock for & weapon, before
his strength was guite exhausted. But
he was still running hard as he came
round the base of the jutting clifi—and
ihen suddenly came a terrific shock,

What he crashed into he did not even
goe.  Dut he erashed and hurtled over,
and went headlong down on the lava,

He lay dazed, helpless, hardly able to
stir, exhausted. But he could see and
he could hear, and what he saw was a
bucking mule with a stout German
rentleman elinging wildly to its back,
and what he heard was:

“ Ach, ach, ach! Mein Gotb!
und blitzen! Ach, ach ™

Wharton lay panting.

It was the stout German passengor of
the Comct. Wharton had erashed into
his mule and set the startled animal
bucking, and the muleteer in attondance
was dragging at the animal, taking no
heed of the sprawling schoolboy,

dig-

Donner

TAch! Was den? Ach!” splultered
the stout German.
Bump !

e rolled off the startled mule. He
landed in a sitting position, bardly o
vard from Wharton, and blinked at him
over his glasses.

“Urrgh 1" he gnspedh TAch! Vun
of tem poys—ja, jn wohl! Tat fat one,
ke knock me ofcr mit meinself at
Poulogne, afteywards he peke me mit a

pin in mein legp! Ach! Now vou knock
me ofer on a mule, alsa tat I pang on
te rocks mit meinself after! I tink tat
[ trash you, pig-dog 1"

There wan a stout stick in the hand of
the stout Gorman, and he gasped to his
feet, with the evident intention of
adlng 1t.
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Wharton could not speak—but he
raised his hand and pointed u& the path
where it wound round the cliff.

he [at German blinked at him, and
then turned his plasses in the direction
to which the boy pointed.

“Ach [ he stuttered.

Round the base of the ¢liff, bounding,
knife in hand, murder in his dark face,
cameo O Lobo,

Wharton made an effort to strupgle
up; but he sank back. The stout
German stood as if turned to stone at
the unexpected and startling sight of
the bounding brave. His pale blue eyes
widened like saucers behind his glasses.

“Mein Gott!” he Jﬁagp-ed.

At the sight of the German tourist,
and the arriero contesting with the
restive mule, O Lobeo slacked pace for a
moment or téwo. Then he came leap-
ng on. :

He gestured with the drawn knife to
the German to stand sside, afnd came
atraight at the boy now helpless at his
merey.

“Pig-dog I” roared the stout herr.
“Tat you stand pack mit yourself
after 1
: And ns O Lobo, heedless, camea rus!b
ing on, the German whirled his big
stick and lashed out with energy.

The stick crashed on the brave's arm
and sent the knife spinning. With =
howl of rage, O Lobo made a spring at
the German.

But he staggered back from another
lick from the big stick. A third lick
serit him backing, grinding his teeth
with rage.

The stout Gorman followed him up,
handing out swipes with the stick with
an activity that showed that he had
not entirely run to fat. O Lobo sprang,
and sprang again, like the wolf he was,
but cach time & oraching blow sent him
back—arid then he backed and dodged,
and fnally took fo his heels and ran.

After him barged the fat German,
brandishing his stick. But in o couple
of mionutes he wes winded, and he
halted, gurgling for lLreath, while the
agile brave vanishod inte the lava
rocks. ] ]

The arriero, having controlled the
mule, came to Wharton's help, and
raised him to his feef. Wharton stood
leaning on the muleteer's arm, panting,
when the stout gentleman came back,
pufting and blowing, but victorious.

“Thank you, sir!” %‘asp&d Herry.
“You've saved my lifel”

“Ja wohl!" sssented the stout pentle-
man. I tink so! Goot! You make
me to fall ofer mit meinself on a muls,
but I am ;g;lud tat I save you te lifel
Jao wolil? He gave the junior a
friendly grin, " You lose your friends,
isn't it? You pum along mit me, and
we find tem agsin once more after.”

And the stout gentleman, having
heaved lhimsclf on the mule apgain to
proceed on his way, Harry was glad to
go back in his company. He was safe
i the company of the German and the
arrigro, and he was anxious to rejoin
his friends. He had ne doubd that they
had missed him, and that somebody
would be coming back to look for him,

He was right; for about half a mile
up the steep path, Mr. IFrule appeared
from among the lava rocks, leading
Wharton's mule, which he had ovidently
found wandering there. The Brazilian's
coppery face beamed with relief and
satisfnciion ot the sight of the junior.

“Que felicidade para mim! hat &
happiness for me!” exclaimed Mr.
Frulo. “1 find one mula that have no
vider, I tink some aecident po to come—
but you are all serenity—yes?”

“¥es," said Harry, smiling. " All
serene now, sir! This German gentle-
man saved me from O Lobo—"

Mr. Frulo iurﬁ}ed.

M0 Lobo! cera in Tenerifie 1" he
ejaculated. “Do that bad man turn
up like one very bad penny? What
goes to happen " :

_Wharton explained—and Mpr, Frulo
listened with many excited tures and
ejaculations. Then he volleyed thanks
in Portuguesa to the German gontle-
man;: and the stout Teuton vgliej'ed
back German and broken English; both
of them bowing all the time, like a pair
of Chinesse mandarins, whila Wharton
waited for them to get through.

Finally, he remounted his mule, and
followed Ar. Frulo up tho path,lothu
stout German plodding on more slowly
behind. . A mile farther up, they re-
oined the Creyiriars psrty, who hail
wlted to wait while Mr. Frule went
back to lock for Wharton. And never
had the captain of the Remove been ec
glad to find himself among his fricnds
again.

Billy Bunter awala,

It was & jerk in his fat car that
awakened him.

“Wow |" said Bunter, as he woke.

He was asleep in the car when the
climbing party came back to the
Portillo. Bunter had had quite a
happy morning-—alternately eating and
napping; and he was fast asleep, dream-
g of the lunch ho had packed away
when Bo Chn‘rr%f awakeéned him by the
simple process of tugging at a fat car.

“.?Beasb 1" said Bunter. “ Been to tho
lﬂp El 2

“Not quite ! grinned Bob,

“Blackers 1" gaid Bunter. “I'd have
gone to the top if I'd cared to go at
all| Vou fellows were always slack !

“The slackfulness of the esteomed
Bunter iz also terrific!” chuekled
Hurree Jamset Eam Singh.

“Yah! Don't tread on my fect, Bob
Cherry, you elumsy ass! Can't you got
into a car without treading on a fellow's

foet ¥

Apparently Bob couldn’t! At all
evonts, ho didn't! Perbaps he did not
like being called a slacker by a2 fellow
whao had sat in & car while the other
fellows were climbing steep hills !

The Greyfriars party packed into tho
car, and rolled back to Orotave. Thero
they smf;llpﬁd for tea; and then drove the
twenty-five miles back to Santa Cruz
and the Comet.

When they embarked on the launch
at the Mole, and put off to the
steamer, Harry Wharton looked back
at the crowds on the Molo—and was not
surprised to see a dark, evil, bearded
face, with a gash on the swarthy chock
where a stone had struck, watching them
as they went. O Lobo was there,
powerless fo harm them now, scowling:
as he watched the launch throb out to tho
Comet. But in a few minuotes the dark,
evil faco was lost in the crowd, and
Wharton dismissed it from his mind.
The Wolf was lefe behind, and the Grey-
friars party hoped to seo nothing moro
of him before they reached Brazil,

Under the sunset, the Comet churned
out to sea, end Harry Wharten & Co.
watched the Pealk of Teneriffe sinking 1o
the Atlantic astern, It was the last
sight of the Old World. Defore them
siretched the wast Atlantic, with no
more land till South America was
reached; and now, at last, they wero
really “ rolling down to Rio ™ |

THE E#D.

{(Xow look out for mext week's Lhrill-
tneg warin fi ikl # king fine serées:
“THE WOLF OF DBRAZIL! It will
Be the beat treat you've crver had,
ehnums. Make sure of néxt weel'’s FREE
GIFY TSSUE of the Magser by order-
itng your copy WELL IN ADVANCE/)
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THE LOST SQUADRON!

By
GEO. E. ROCHESTER.

The Derelict !

ITH a thunderous roar of high-
powered cngines o squadron
of night bombers takes off to
fly %mm Kranston Aero-

drome, on the Kent coast, to Edin-
burgh, During the flight there comes a
terraflic electric storm, accompanied by
a gale,

Aflter battling through the night over
an expanse of water, Squadron-uLeader
Akers and his youthtul navigation
officer, Flight-Lieutenant Ferris, eventu-
ally land on a desolate strewch of rock
and sand. Taking their bearings, they
make the terrible discovery that they
are on the Goodwin Sands, and that
England has been submerged beneath
the sea, and the ocean bed has risen

L

pf’mketing the bomber down, they set
out om B tour of exploration, during
which they light a fire and partake of a
meal of eoocked fish.

Throughout the afterncon they con-
tinued their exploration, and when
dusk was beginning to swathe in gre
shadow rocks, boulders, and eeaweed-
covered wreckage, Ferris suggested a
roturn to the machine,

“1 don't know,” said Akers dubicusly.
“What sbout making camp somewhero
and pushing on in the morning.”

“MNo, thanks!™ replied Ferns, with a
shudder. 1 vote we get back to the
machine and sleep in the cockmt.™

“Wea might find a cave of sorts and
build a big fire at the entrance,” sug-
gested Akers. Then suddenly he broke
off and exclaimed: “ What's that 1"

He ramsed a pointing hand, and, star-
ing in thke direction indicated, Ferria
saw, far away in the distance, a tiny
light, g‘leaminﬁ; blood-red through the
deapening dusk.

“What on carth can it be ¥ domanded
Ferria

*1 don’t know,” replied Akera. "It
looks to me like thc masthead light of
some stranded ship. If it is, it means
that there is someone elae alive, hesides
aurselves. Come on, we'll find out 1

They set off through the fading light,

icking their way between great
gc:ufdnra and traversing long, flat
strotches of sand

With the coming of dusk, the silence
of this barren land had become ecenily
intensified. The gulls, which through-
out the day had wheeled with raucous
cries sbove the pools, had now gone
to rest and nothing broke the desthly
stillnesa which brooded over desolato
land and distant sea

Mor was this solemn hush without ita
effect on Ferria The incidents of the
day, the pools, the wreckage, and the
v{hnle dreary panorama which had con-
tinuously unfolded itself, had served to
keep his mind from dwelling too much
on the terribfe catastrophe which, loss
than twenty-four "hours ago, had swept
away the world he bad known end all
those who were near and desr to him.

Now, with the dusk, there came again
realisation of the dreadfu) tragedy and
horror of the night which had passed.

and he became very silent.
Nating the change in him, Akers tried
to rally him, speculating upon what they

would find when they reached the

*

**Cut dat out, Coles ! ™ panted the burly negro, g:asping the automalic, **1I
guess you asked fo’ what you got !*

distant hght which they were steadily
approaching.

Grief-strieken, Akers himself was,
and heavier of heart than he had cver
thau.rj;zlet it possible for & man to he.
But knew that for the sake of the
outhful Ferriz he must not give way;
new that he must keep a brave heart
and a stitf upper hip until Time, the
great hcaler, had dulled in his com-
panion the first awlul despair and sad-
1ess.

But his present efforts to draw Ferris
into_conversation failed dismally, and,
coming to the conclusion that under the
eircumstances it was probably better to
leave him to his thoughts, Akers himself
relapeed into silence.

Dusk was now deepening into the cold
and shadowy luminosity of a starry
night, and as they neared the smell and
unwinking blood-red light which had
beckoned them through the dusk Akers
gaw that his fArst assumption had becn
correct, and that it was indeed the

masthead light of a stranded ship.
Dark and buik;i againat the bluc-black

sky loomed the long hull, lying st no

great angle, bridge, wheelhouse, and

alley gone, and only a stump of &
oremast left.

At the top of the rear mast hung &
lighted lantern, token that there was
life aboard. As Akers paused in the
black shadow of a rock to take careful
stack of the derelict, he decided that
ghe was a big froighter, of shout zome
four thousand tons burden.

“Come on,” said erris,
we going aboard ¥

Some nstinet, which secmed both un-
reasonable and indefinable, caused
Alkers to hesitate.

“¥os,” ho said guardedly, “but we'll
have a look round first. I'd rather
like to know who's aboard hefore wo
introduce curselves,”

Moving silently forward acrosa the
firm sand, he and Ferris circled the
great hull, discovering that it was lean-
mg against a massive boulder, which
had cruelly penetrated its warped
and twisted plates,

Not o sound came from the vessel

* Aren’t

Mothing at all to tell of anyone aboard
save & faint glimmer of light shining
through the saloon skvlight.
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Further investigation by Akers led to
the dizcovery of s rope-ladder trailing
down from the deck to the sand. Grip-
);_in_g'_nm:- of the rungs, Akers turned to

CITIZ,

“Move as gquictly as you can!” he
eaid,

Ferris nodded and followed Akers up
the short length of ladder to the
sloping  deck. Then, stealthily and
warily, they crept forward to the saloon
skylight, through which they peered.

low them, illumined by the sickly
light of a hanging oil lamp, were four
men, seated round a table, on which
was spread a large chart. One was &
big, burly fellow, -:rlaa;mrﬂghped of
head, and clad only in dirty shirt and
trousers. Another was a huge negro,
naked to the waist, and with great,
gleaming arms asprawl on the table
i front of him. The remaining two
were also big, muscular fellows, dirty
and unshaven of face, and, like the Hrst
man, clad only n shirt and trousers.

“What do you make of them ™ whis-
pered Ferris. ]

“They're certainly a tough-lookin
lot,” responded Akers. * Come on, we

down !* .

Followed by Ferris, he moved quietly
to the saloon ladder, and, descending,
stepped iuto the cabin, where the four
nen were seated, )

At sight of him and Ferris the four
stared for a moment in dumb astonish-
tnent, Then, blundering to his feet.
the one with the close-cropped head
raspad, in nasal American twang:

“Where'n thunder havo you comneg
fromt* . F

“From out there,” replied Akers, with
a backward jerk of his head  “Like
you, we lived through the upheaval”

“Yeah T soid the other, his little eyes
taking elose stock of his two visilors
“Upheaval, you ecall it?”

“What ¢lse? responded Akers.

“Waal, to us, mister,” replied the
other, “it was just onc mighty big
tidal wave, what picked uws up and
dumped us down on this blamed 1sland,
the name and location of which we ain't
figgered out yet.”

“MNor are vou likely to,” returned
Akers, gln.ncing; towards the outspread
chart. “This island, ss you call it, is
the ocean bed.”

“T don't pet you

‘“The storm during the nicht,” ex-
Mained Akers, "nnf the tidal wave
yvou meniion wero accompatied by a
great subzidence of the earth's eryst.
England has %-:-_ne submmergoed beneath
the sea, and this land we are now on
15 tho ocean bed which was foreed up
by the subsiding of the land mass”

The American stared st him for a
moment, then turned to his companions
anil tapped his head,

“He's loopy '™ he said.

“It may oppear so to you” said
Akers evenly. “But what I am tell-
ing you happens to be the truth. Have
any of you ever salled these seas

!l:l'

heforo 1

"Yealy, sure we have!” replied the
American  roughly, turning to him
again, “All of usI®

“Then have yvou ever heard of the
existence of such & land as this* in-
auired Akers. “Were vou aware, any
of you, that in English waters there
existed a vast territory of sand and
rock strewn with seaweod and wrogk-
EEE?’,

“No, we weren't retarted  the
other.  “But that don’t, alter our
opinion, mister, that this is an island

|Ij
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what we've been washed on to, and
we'll find it somewheres on the chart
afore we're through !

“I tell you, you will never find it on
the chart,” repeated Akers steadily.
“Or, at leaat, you never will until you
alter the colour of that expanse of blue
which marks the English Channel I

“Aw, shut vour mouth!"” snarled the

American. “You're mad! Where're
you from, anywayai”
“Bar, lissen, QColes!” growled ihe

negro, sitting leaning forward in his
chalr over his folded, muscular arms.
“&'pose you jest keep yo' mouth shet

for a Il whiles? I ain't so blamed
surg this {cller’s mad, an’ I'm gonna
licar jest what he's gotta say! ¥You

carrv on, bosz,” he proceeded, address-
ing Akers, “an’ don’ take no notice of
Coles! You was sayin’ that this heah
land is de ocean bed?®”

“Yes,” assented Akers, “it is. I
understood your friend CUoles "—he in-
dicated the American—"" to say that thas
vessel of yours was caught by a tidal
wave. Have you any idea what your
position was when the wave hit you?”

“All we knows for sartin, boss,™ rc-
plicd the negro, “is dat we was steam-
in' up Channel bound for London
river. Us ia stokers, yo' see, an' us
was below when de wave come |

“Which iz how we happen to bo
alive,” cut in Coles, ™ We were trapped
tlown there, and couldn’'t make the
deck like the others did!™

“Coles,” said the negro patiently,
“T've asked wou to shet yo' haid. Th'
full tale of our sufferin’s down in dem
flooded bowels of de ship will never
be knowed, so quit talkin® about dem!
Now, boss,” he went on, ™ us was steam-
ing”up Channel when de wave caught
us !

“And it deposited you on thiz land
of sand and rock,” proceeded Akers.
“Is there any island of this size in the
English Channel?”

*MNo, sah,” responded the negro
romptly. “Dere 132 not, an’ dat's a
act!"

“ Exactly,” agreed Akers. “ There-
fore, what I tell you is correct. This
13 the ocean bed, forced up by an
enormous subsidence of land. Men ™
he went on earnestly, “I kpnow it sounds
incredible, but it is only too true!¥

Impressed by his quiet, convincing
tones, the four listened in silence while
he told them of how, during the night,
the heavens had been torn and rent by
Iurid fame and crashing thunder, an
of how, when the storm had passed, he
and Ferris had found themselves cruis-
ing over a desolate waste of waters.
He told, also, of how they had landed
with the dawn and taken their bear-
ings, and, stepping to the table, he
showed them on the chart just where
those bearings had proved their land-
ing to have been made.

“It was on the Goodwin Bands,” he
satgl, “with no sign of othcer land in
gight 1™ p

“I b'lieves you, boss," znid the negro,
with finality, as Alkers concluded.
“There ain't no other explanation. De
occan bed 13 rose up for sure, an' us
is fixed firm an’ hard upon it. What

about youn, Coles? Is wyou still dis-
b'lievin" ¥
“It sounds o blamed tall yarmm te

me [* growled Coles, *but T reck’n it’s
the only one what explaing our loca-
tion ¥

The negro turned to the other two
e,

“An® you, Sam " he demanded. "' An'
yvou, Huck? Is vou satished dat whas
vou've heered 15 doa truth?”

SBam and Huck stolidly asscnted that
they were satisfied.

“So England has gone, mister, has
it 7" said Coles, turning to Akers, with
B grin,

“I have just told wou it hast"
assented Akers curtly.

“Waal,” sneered Coles, in a slow and
deliberate drawl, “maybe you gents’
views 13 different, but I'm aimin' to
say that I ain't grievin’ any. Nossir, 1
sure ain't, for if there was one country
what I always reckoned was jest plain,
low-down ornery dirf, it was that same
England—"

Bmack |

The clenched fist of Ferris shot out,
taking Coles full on the mouth and
sending him staggering back, his thin
lipa spouting ‘t:-lm:»g+

With eyes ablaze, Coles recovered
himself, withdrawing a heavy auto-
matio from the inside of his sbirt.
Before ho could bring the gun to bear
on Ferris, however, tho negro hurled
himself from his chair, and, closing
with him, wrenched the weapon from
his grasp.

“¥ou cut dat out, Coles!” he panted.
“1 guess you asked fo' what you got |

A Councll Of War !
L1 E hit me!” shouted Coles furi-
H ously. “"He hit me, the dirty

Britisher—"

“Yeah, ’eourse he hit
you 1™ assented tho negro, still holding
the strugeling man. “ Awin’t you got no
sense, tryin' to erab his country what
haa gone lost beneath the waters. Now
you quieten down, Coles, ’cos you ain’t
gettin® yo' gun back, not nohow, an’
vou ain’'t kickin’ up no rumpus heah
“till us has sat down an' decided what
is best to do fo' all of usi™

“¥Fou take your handa offiin mel”
shouted Coles. “D'gon  hear, you
nigger, you lemme gol”

“I'll lot wou go soon's ever yo're
gquict, Coles,” promised the negro, with
a grin. “Now, it ain’t no uso you
goin' on this aways, 'ecos I ain't
loosenin® you till yo're ready to behave
yo'self 1"

Strong though the burly Coles was,
the negro was the stronger, and Ferris
marrcﬁml #t the ease with which theose
mighty black arms, with their rippling
muscles, beld the cursing, struggling
T,

After a time Coles seemed to realise
the futility eof his struggles, for he
guietened down.

“All right, curse youl!” he growled.
“Take your hands ofi'n me, an' there
won't be no trouble !

“If dere is, Coles” Frﬂmmed the
black, releasing him, “T'll land you
such & bash over de haid wid dis heah
gun dat you won't never msake no
trouble no more |”

Sullerly and without a word, Coles
Aung himself into his chair, and, re-
seating himself. the negro looked at
Akers and Ferris. ]

“Now, gents,” he said, *you've told
us how we come to be heah, an’ we
B'licve you. Will you tell us now jest
what you figger us oughta dof"

“There is nothing any of us can do
except wait to be rescued,” replied
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Akers, “It can only be a mattcr of
days, or a week or two at the most,
bc'z:ll'ﬂ ships or aecroplanes come to
azcertain what has happened.”

“¥o've sure of dat i ‘

“ Absolutely sure of it,'" replied
Akers. “There ia one suggestion I
might make, however,” ha went on,
“and that iz that you establish a cam
by the edge of the sca and keep a goo
look-out during the day and & fire
going at night. The latter will attract
any ship euising along the eoast.™

“You say wo should do dat,” said
the negro slowly.
stay acound wid us, den?”

gkara lanced at the sullan Colea.

“1 thin%: it would be advisable if we
went our way, and left Fou to go
vours,” he said.

The negre leaned forward across the
table. :

“HBay, lissen, boss,” he zaid plead-
ingly.
un%‘: dieated men, an® I knows I'm
apeakin’ for Sam heah, an’ for Huek,
when 1 say dat we would take it os
real good of you if you wounld stay
around an’ sort of take command, an’
show us what ia best to do. Ain't -dat
50, Sam? Hey. Hucki”

“Bure I'" assented Sam and Huck.

‘The negro indicated the chart out-
spread on the table in front of him, and
there was something strangely pathetic
about hia gesture of hopelessness.

“All day long, boss,” he went on,
“us’ve hin porin’ over this heah chart,
tryin’ to fgger out jest where us 1s
But it ain’t bin no use. Den you show
up an’' explain everythin' jest plumb
marvellons, Btay arocund, boss, on’
take command, for dis is 2 plumb awful
jam to be 1n, an’ wo want someone wid

intellect an® sense to gui us outa ik
Coles ain't got no -sense at all. He
figgered us was caost sway on an
island 1

“Which iz what anyone clse would
have figgered ! snarled Coles.

“¥Yea, I agree with you there,”’
nodded Akers. “You could scarcely
have been expected to arrive at the
actual truth1®

“Well, boss, stay around!” pleaded
tha negro. " Coles won't shoot off no
more dumb eracks about England. An’
thero's mighty good bunks aboard an’
good grub, for we've t plenty of
stores. What about it, bosal” g

Akers glanced inqmnn%!l:r at Ferris.

“Buits me,”” said the latter, with a
shrug of the shoulders. “I'm not sleep-
ing out in the open if I cen help it!
Anddl ]cnuid .EE mrh z meal and a jolly
good sleap, ars |”

Akers nodded and turncd to
black. )

“Very well,” he said, “we'll stay
here for & day or two, ot least
During that time we will establish a
nnmcr the sea and maske everything
ready for m%lnalhng the Brst ship or
machine which we might.””

The negro lumbered to his feeb.

“That's fine, boss!"" Le grinned, his
thick lips pltla.rtmg to show a ‘gleam of
white teeth. “Now jest you =it
vo'selves down. an’ Sam_sn’ me'll git
vou soma grub.” He Thesitated,
gloncing from Coles to Ferris. "I
vou'd like Coles to apologise, sah,” he
said to Ferris, “you've jest gotta say
go 1™

“Nao, that's all right!I'* smiled Ferris.
Stepping forward, he held out his hand

tho

to Coles. “Come on, Coles, we're all
up ainst 1t, =0 we may as well be
friends and pull together.”

“T'se watching yvou, Coles!” rumbled
the black.

Thera was a menace in the words

“Ain't you gonna

“Us iz jest four iggerant an’ |

EVERY SATURDAY

which was not lost on Coles. Burlily
he took the hand of Ferris in a limp,
brief clasp.

"(Fuess ‘it's 0.E. with me, mister "
he mutiered

Hoe relapsed then into sulky silence.
While the negro and SBam went off to
the wrecked galley to prepare a mea)
for their puests, Akers seated himseli
at the table and learned from the stolid
Huck that the derelict was the s.=
Boston, bound from New York to
London with general cargo.

27

Suddenly Colea spoke.

“"How leng did you say it would be
afore ua is rescued V"' he growled.

“Not more than a few dﬁﬁ?’ I
imagine,” replied Akers shortly Then,

because there had eeemed a certain
directness in the guestion, ho added:
“Aw, nuthin’ ' grunted Coles.
was jest wonderin’, that’s all [’
Zong after Akers and Ferris and his
thres companions had turned in that

“Why do you ask? wy
(Cantinued on next page.)
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COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRIS! |

Your Editor Is alwaps pleasad to
benr from his readers. Write to
| him : Editor of the MAGNET, The

Fleelway House, Farrlngdon Street,
Lopdon, E.C.4. A stamped, addressed
envelope will ensure & reply-

chumg, this issus  contoina

another set of ** Living " Pictures

for vour Magie Spectacles, Last
weel's issue of the MacNET contained the
first strip of pictures, topether with the
Marvellonz JMagic Spectaclea. If yon
misged this DOUBLE FREE GIFT
ISSUE, vou can still get a copy by sending
threepence in slamps to cur Back Number
De(gt., Bear Alley, Farmngdon Streéat,
EC.4.

% 8 you will have already discovered,

The two froe pictures given with next
Saturday’s MAsHET are bound fo interest
evory one of you.. The first portrays
Abyssinian sharpshooters ready to engage
an Italian patrol, and the second shows
Italian war tanks in Abyesinia, advancing
through difficult country. You ean only
meake sure of adding thess nking fine
pictures to your collection ordering
next Saturdey’s Macwer well in ndvance,

. The first reader to wade in with a query
this week is Harry Thomas, of SBtockton-
on-Teea. He's heen rather puzzled by

A GOOD OLD TEASER,

and he and his chuma have been arguing
about it. This iz the guestion :

A man looked inte a photographer's
shop window, and saw a portrait there.
| Pointing to it, he said: * Sisters and
brothera I have none, but that man's
father is my father's son.” Now what
relation was the man in the portrait to
the speaker ¥ Try this on your chums. It
is rather interesting to see what difforent
answers they will give. Actually, it is
guite a simple little problem, but it ssems
to puzzle guite a lot of people. Have a
shot at it yourself, If it's got you beat,
vou'll ind the anewer at the end of this
little chat.

Here is o poragraph I came across the
other day, which way interest some of
you. It concerns

TEE MAN WITH FIVE THOUSAND
SOLDIERS !

And they're all tin seldiers! A London
business man has made a hobby of making
and collecting toy eoldiers. For thirty
vears he husgbnen at it, and now he haa
fve thouzand of them. They were shown
&b an exhibition recently, snd meade en
amazing sight. All the scldiers are
correctly modelled with proper uniforma,
badges, and equipment, and are & ed

in specinlly designed " sets." These scte
epﬁ guch historical eventa as the Charge

of the Light Brigade, the moeeti ol
We-]lingt-u;g and Blucher sfter th;.ﬂﬁ%trtla
of Waterloo, and acemea from the Great
War. Theore are aleo many modern seta,
guch ag the Trooping of the Colours, the
Changing of the Guard, and so on.

No wonder it has taken him thirty years

to get together such & wonderful collection !

re 18- -another paragraph which meay
interest you. It-concerns

THE SALMON GLOBE-TROTTER |

A g salmon was caught in & net
off Hergom, Norway. It was marked,
and then let loose. A little while
afterwards it was caught- in off the

const of BSeotland, "It h travellad
400 miles, and if it came direct it must
have avera twenty miles per day.
Sea trout irequently travel acrosa the
North Sea, whila River Tweed trout are
often caoght on the Dogger Bank, three
hundred miles away. The curious thing
ig that Scottish fish seem to travel furthor
afield than those of any other country.

Have you ever heard of
“THE FOUR-MINUTE LAKE,"

chums 1 Tom Bheldon, ona of my
Brighton readers, came scross the ex-
pression in & atory, and aska me if I can
tell him what it means. The * four-
minute lake ™ waa created n 1825, in
Wyoming, and gained its name because
it took only four minutes to form the
lake. An entire section of a mountain
fell in & tremendous landslide, and blocked
the Uros Centre wvalley to a height of
400 feet. The river which ran ugh
the valley rose at a terrific rate, ing
over the landslide and forming lake.
Eventually the lake reached a d.a};th of
220 feet, a width of & mile, and a length
of four and a half milea!

Now for next week's feast of ﬂuitl.iun—
and it's something grand, I can te 4
Frank Richirds snrte the ball rolfac
with & yarmn that is caloulated to make
you sit up and take notice. It's simply
packed with " the goods,” and ia entitled :

“*THE WOLF OF BRAZIL "

Harry Wharton & Co. are koen to get
on to Brazil, and to the plantation up-
country where they are to meet Jim
Valentine, ones their pal in the Greyfriars
Remove. But there is peril in their pathin
fh]:ah ﬂfﬂhhﬁ.thiﬂgnlf&nm i
who is deaperately resolved to preveat t
Gmyfﬁamﬁﬂ%g their Eestimﬂon.
You can look t%r something extra-good in
thia long complete echool tale. You
won't be disappointed |

Fﬂl‘i:.hﬂé‘}ﬂ'tﬂl’ﬁ, there'll ba miulins'ddnubhw
page re Herald, more
1Mﬂ-mkﬁymf‘ﬁpm of Geo, E.
lir:ﬂcheuter‘u gﬁt mthatarpim. Our npaciaﬂ}
rhymester winds up programmé Wi
another of his * Interviews."” :

The answer to the  teaser ™ above is:
The portrait was that of the speaker’s son.

YOUR EDITOR.
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night, Coles sat smoking in deep and
brooding thought. _
When eventually he flicked his final
cigarette-end away and rose to his feet
to seck his bunk, there was s peculiar
smile on lis bruised and swollen Lips.

The Second Day !

KERA3 md Ferris were up early
the fﬁiluwingi morning, and,
after a cold sluice, and a shave
with razors found them by the
nerro, thiey went on deck.
. The morning was fine and warm, with
n gontle breeze, redolent with tho
tang of salt and seaweed, and iar fo
the sonth the sea shimmered golden in
the carly sun, From the wrecked
galley came the appetising odour of fry-
ing bacon. :
‘It sinells good 1” ecommented Ferris,
snifling appreciatively.
“Yes,” assented Akers, who, with
puckered eyes, was gazing westwards
over the desolate stretch of barren rock

and sand. “What do you mnke of
those things yonder, Ferrist” _
“Dunno!” grunted Forris, staring

towards where, far in the distance, the
tops of two cylindrical -objects showed
above the rocks. “They lock to me
like the smoke-stacks of a ship.™

“%es,” I think they ‘mre,” nodded
Akers. 1 wonder 'if Jim's got any
glasses I

The negro: whosa mname they had
learned was Jin Crow, was summoned
from the galley where he was- cooking
breakfast,

“Glazsea, boss? . he beanied,
rosponse to Akers’ request.  * Bure !

With that he disappdared below;”to
return with a pair ﬂ? powerful Binocu-
lars which he handed to Akers:

“It iz a ship,” said Akers, the
binocilars pressed to his cyes. A
Jarge liner, I should imaging, by the
size of the stacks.”

“Yeah, it is ‘s liner, boss,” nodded
Jim. “We looked 'et dem funnels
vesterday - through -de glasses, an' we
was all agreed on dst.” '

“You didn’'t go to her?" guestioned
Akers, handing the glasseés to Ferris

Jim shook his head.

“No, sah,” ho answered.  -“It's a
mighty long way, an’ us wasn't feeling
any too good after de plemb ewful time
us had had aboard dis heah hulk."

“Well, we'll have & look at her after
hreakfast,” said Akers.

“But ain't wo gwyne to 'stablish a
camp by the sea, 1" asked Jim.

“That will have to wait" replied
Akers. “That vessel yonder has obvi-
ously been cast away, apd thero wmay
be people aboard her injured or in need
of aszzistance."

“0.K., =ah,” nodded the black.
“Rock'n us might have thought of dat

in
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Enijtprda;- if us hadn't bin so hazed, not
ein’ able to figper out where us was.
Golly f Dere's that bacon burning I

Jim rushed off to the galley, and a
forw minutes later Akers, Ferris, Huck,
and Sam were seated at breakfast down
in tho saloon where they were joined by
Coles.

Unwashed and unshaven, Coles was
not r preposscssing sight, nor did his
sullen uncommunicativeness make him
any the more pleasant & table com-
panion. He ate in silence, washin
down his breakfast with great pulps o
coffea.. When he finished, he rose with-
out & word and lounged up on deck.

He was up there, leaning against the
stump of wrecked foremast, s shiort pipe
between his lips, when Akers and Ferris
appeared on deck. )

CUdim,” eaid Akers, inserting his head
into the wrecked galley, “make us up a
few sandwiches, will you?”

“Bure | assented Jim readily.

“What's the idea?’ growled
slouching forward, ;
“We'ra going to have a look at that
liner,” replied ~ Akers, indicating the
distant smoke-stacks.

* WhafFor #* ;

“There may be people. there in
need of assistance,” explained Akers
patiently.

!.;;:t..;;gﬂ_......
Two More
MAGIC PICTURES

FREE
NEXT WEEK |

a momaent,

Coles,
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. Coles was silent
taking his pipe from hia_]iﬁs.;grﬂmvlea:
“Jim and me'll come with you.”
“There is really no need,” began
Akers, ‘who waa far from relishing the
prospect of Coles’ company. * We will
ga back as soon as possible——"
“We're coming with
Coles roughly
-. And, accompany them he did, bring-
ing Jim along with him whilst Huc
and Bam remained aboard.
The big negro displaved an almaost

youl" cut in

child-like exuberance during the walk,:

exploring pools, vaulting over rocks,
and singing snatchés of songa. Ewven
had the submersion of England meant
anything to him, which it did not, his
wag not the mind which could take-in
one iola of the horror and tragedy of
that dreadful eatastrophe.

To him the whole thing was extra-
ordinary &and most astonishing,;
eourse, but he accopted it with the same
simple, unquestioning wonderment with
which he would have viewed Mount
Voesuvius in eruption.

Such marvels of Nature were beyond

then,

of

him, nor wos ho interested in the why
and the wherefore of them, All he
knew was that earthquakes and
voleanoes and typhoons just happened,
and now that ti:e ocean-bed had risen
up he gambolled on it as happy as a
sclioolboy on holiday. - Mot even the
surly Coles, following some distance in
the wake of Akers and Ferris, couid
lower his spirits, Shufling bis bare feet
in rhythimical daneg on the sand and
enapping “his fingers, he continued to
sing.

“Aw, con 1t 1" soarled Coles.

- “Bay,” grinned Jim, “you ain't half
got de blues, Colés! Why don' you snap
out of it?"

. With that be again lifted ep his voies
in song to the accompaniment of snap-
ping fingers and shuffling feet.

““Stop that blamed row,- will voul!"
burst out Coles furicusly. *“If you've
?mta sinﬁ. go and zing to them two
o 33

llors in nt."
Jim subsided, glancing at him
curionsly,

“¥You ain't got much use for dem two
follors, Colea?™ he said questioningly.

A Why should I rapped Coles. * I
there’s oune thing 1 hate worse’'n pizen
it's a haw-haw Britigher!"

“They ain't haw-haw!” retorted Jim.
*They've bin mighty nice an' friendly
to me an’ Bam an’ Huck. Y¥You doan’
wanna stand out on ‘em, Coles. It ain't
gonna got you nowheres,”

Joles made no rcs&;usu. _

“Yoir an’ me, Coles, “have sailed
together, for mighty near a year now,’’
went on Jim, breaking the silende whith
had fallen between them, *“an’ I ain't
never' moficed dat you was ‘partic'lar
fond of . walkin’. haffor you come
along ‘hike dis to de Liner”
= “Rock'n I just wanna have a look at
it,” sa1d Coles shortly.

ThHe negro nodded.

5 Coles,” he said deliberately, © you've
got somethin’on yo' mind. 1 ain't goin’
to ask you what it is, 'coz 1 doan'
reck'n you'd-lell me, an’ if you did
you'd most likely lie. Dut 1f yo're still
broodin' over dat emack on de mouth
what vou got from Mr. Ferris, den you
take & word of advice from me an’
forget 1t, 'coz I ain't standin’ for no
rough stuff, sce

“¥ou boss arcound here,
sneerod Coles.

“MNo, I ain't boss,” returned the black.
“Mr.r Akers is boss, ‘leoted zo by Sam
an’ Huck an’ me, an’ I ain’t gonna have
our peace’'ble relations brought lo a
sudd'n: end by you, an' doan' you
forget itt™

(1t looks as if Coles i3 going o cousc
i heap of trouble, docan't 7 Whet-
ever wou do, chums, den't fuil to reud
the next exetling inafulment of th
gripping advénture yura in nexl Soiur
day'z  MaxEr, which  will  contuin
anather sed of ptelures for your Mugie

thon "
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Bogm ! Boom ! Boom ! | He tumbled out of his T i
Jack Jolly woke up . bunk and hastily denned

with a start in his bunk in{ his trowsis, then went When the Head ronched | through our marvellous | soomably, on four lege—|ritors were just <on- WILLIAM WIBLEY lea

GREYFRIARS
MUST RE-ARM

Barks Our Military Expert

If there’s ono lesson above all others to he
earned from the recent puerrilla warfare betwean
Groyfriars snd Higheliffe. it's this: that Grey.
frinrs has simply GOT to re.arm! Having
abolished elings, pea-shooters, and water-pistols, we

_ F find oursslvea at the mercy of any Tom, Dick, or
—— = s e Harry who atarta going tor us!
At hinnd-t-u-hn.nd fight-
ing, we've no equals any.

= —

Irofessor Potty's wunder- | over to tho winder the Mortien on the tank, | receivings : vt | prvcelati i :
) ; ) setz for years? |so our two rospectiv| fmulating themselves on Then they started walking | where, But the

EI“' rocket. : ﬂf’ had db':‘el'g JAn exgstraordinary | he boughed low. Huva_nf not praktissed | styles of play could neve| yinniog Et.lleir Ireedom, ond Temple started talk-§arma of the ﬂmm;ufaﬂrr;?;

dmenu%g Dh & :111:; nr site met his gaze. Good - morning, your | speaking UEnglish mern- | be on all fours.” hen & garstly axxident veil gﬁ < - T ing. There’s only onelgllaw our chaps to got

Sy4 when 5Ne and s paa | Phowaands and thow. | Bonner 17 he eride, inq'. noon, and nite 2 " *Pah ! Little difficultics| juned things completely. sobject on which Temple | pagr enough for fighting

can talk at any lengthlae close quarters, Ono in.
and that subject is Him-|¢jdent alone will give you
gelf—and Temple, Pﬂlm""' an idea of what I mean,
ing himsell to be in thell refor to the disastrons
vesence of & deep adwirer, | attack against Higholifio
at himself go. fgrees led by Colonel Bob

E:?!d t&jﬂg lt:H t-l:ge'::lrtﬂﬂ;li, sands of the four-legged | And then he had a I don’t know,” said { like thet will soon he over{ Mr. Lickham, who
bl b 0 tg creetchers who tlived on | Shock. He hadn't antiesi- {the Heoad innersently. | come when the game gely| juin’t played footer since TEMPLE"'S

E’“ e WT?::E ““h CArth ' hlars were gliding along Eﬂtmi that his words would | * Have you t" into its stride ! * said the] Billiam tho Conkeror’s

e was. e N8 T ltowards Professor Potty’a | be undersicod by any| “I1 have! Why, only | King of Mars, * You'llliee. or thercabouts,

membered that he wasn't] 0. ; oo o : : : . o/ Tl
ket on their rolleyg, At | Martian;  in fakt, the|two nites ago I liggened play—whethor vou like tof pddenly found the ball at V EN INE o
on earth at all, but on the | 410 head of the procession | idea of & nollidge of the|in to a broadeast account | or nott If }rmf win, youl jis fwtﬁ: and gave it a J!!LL I o

] r - '
Plﬁmmimﬁ‘;ﬂm. Doom 11 728 @ Martian  bend, English Inngwidge eggs-|of your flight from the |can all have your freef ity kick without pawa- He told her how good|Cherry on  the Priory
“What the morry | oTying mewsical instru. | Isting amongst such naked | Earth ! __pdom. If yvou lose, then|im to think which way he ROMANCE U8 et Ty e mab it Nobhigg ssdid hava
dicke i ¥ | ments that looked like | S8vvidges hadn't oceurred M-m-my hat! Did{ you'll dist™ eught to kick it, And, b a populer chap he was, |stopped the gallant eclonel
u":r],;i kaotin of tho Foupsh | POMHINE  on earth,  Asg | 1o hima a8 even a bare|you?™ “* ¥ arooooooo ! ™ ﬁe&r bad Iuck, the ball .l.ch how much the Head mf \is men they been
R ];I' tus bunk and | Préeviously mentioned, the possibility. I did—and, what's| * Cheer up, gir! cride4iffed the King of Maras and Fast to & f all th and Mr. Capper liked him, allowed to get wwithin
ocoked out of the winder Martians heads  wern .Sﬂ you can just imagine [ more, I made UF my mind | Jack Jolly. ™ You ecan|iwked bim spinning ! Elﬁ Lo dusposs ol & th ?} and how euperior the |striking distance, But
* | underneeth their bodieg | bis  sorprize  when the|that if yon landed on | rely on usto ploy the game| “Oh crums!’ gasped | £98 isting  rumours a Fourth wero to the other | long before they could reach

What he saw made him|ingrenq of on top, and it | Martian roared back in|Mnrs. I'd make such an | of our lives—particularly| (b master of the Fourth, | hVe boen gaing the rounds Forms on account of hia|their nbjective. +4e superior

wisslo with distonishment. | : idge Engli e : bout Temple's Valentin i . :
as awfully commical | perfect Oxbridge English : | eggsample of you _that [as the game’s FOR our|*'Now ['ve done it!” S e ingpiring presence air tactica of the High

' Fow ! Come and have |y, goa ¢l ' *Hail, English dog ™ 3 f - o v i romance, I'm going to tell On the following alter- PIEITE PrS . . ARy

a look, vou fellows !” hel .0 them  blowing » T0g Of nobody from the Earth | lives! Never say din | And he had, too! The | 1o "0 8 ® b ont it The nocn ke Bsded hi r:aalf up He wan interrupted at |cliffians told against them.

away at their weerd instru.
menta end beating time
with their feot on wacking
grate drums just as if
they were doing it upside
daown.

would ever want to The H ol i ] o ixheli '
S s | R BTG oo woptid g | AL T T o v B | it o B o
of 6n Inglishman! | caso of Hobson's choico|llurtians, players andj, On  Valentine Doy, lalong to the tryssing- | 29 SUPPUEE AV (08 YRR | oone of trees, dropped flous
You had better pre- | in any ense, Did we bring|epetators alike, swarmed Templo recoived a good | place. Sure enough, there, t.Im{ oung lady let her- | atd soot bombs i?f!fm Caolenel
para to dis " our fooicr clobber ? ¢nito the fiold and olosed { old-fashioned  Valentine | by the lightning.riven oak, | '\ 'Tu c?iidn’t she tell | Cherry's farce was almost
For the first time “ Yes, rather, sir ! | znmd the St. Bam’s eggs- | ¢ard with pictures of hearts | was a young lady with | Ifre'u. thine or two!|wiped out, and there was
since his arrival on| “Qood egr! Then wo'll| flers, entwined, roses, and for- | golden curle, rosebud lips, § g PO, * po S vhut ahio naught left for the scat.
tho planet Mars, Doc- | play, boys, as wo've never| taack Jolly & Co. put up | £et-me-nota scattered all | pearly teeth, and all the thought of  swankers | tered remnants to do but to

eride, “* There’'s a pro-
eozsion of Martians about
a mile long cutside—uand
thay've brought o jazz
band with 'em 1 ¥

Merry and Bright and . .
Fearless and Barrell soon | Yhat took the Head’s

ok eve, however, wns an ; | A " ;
;Luihﬁﬂuﬂix:ﬂ. Pﬂﬂéﬂri;?vf important - looking Mag- tor Birchemall showed | played beforet ™ a lewrious struggle, but :]‘"“' mamﬂaﬁhnﬁd thﬂn rest of “’;I, Ehi'- amﬁr.::l :‘3 and boasters and chaps | retreat !
Joliwel Lickham. :r.hcl tian who was being drawn signs of uncezinesa, In Jess timo than it takes! gfl to no avail. The Mar. | #OPPY I:};i T d 8001 B8 ASIRHAG . APpea who epend half the day Even where our chaps
MAster ﬂf the F::lurth E-I'l:"“ Oon A I'ii.l'l.d ;)f tﬂ-l'.lk ?ﬂﬂﬂﬁﬂp ! Lemme | to 1-@“, thﬂ St. Eﬂm'a te.a_ml b E0OT n?Eththd INCOI} AN uﬂﬂl an 005 aﬂd drﬂ}_}pﬁ her ByEs IﬂﬂI{iﬂE at tlimﬂﬁﬂifﬂﬂ e haven’t trﬂub!ﬂ frﬂm t-hﬁ ﬂil.‘
uieckly followed them.|i? Ifront of the band. alone 1 he geaped. | provdly wearing their St.| them, then dragged them | 8nd  flowera  in  bloom | modestly to tho ground. § . oo © chaps who | to contend with, they have
Fliha last.named uttered o | Joctor Birchomall, with ‘*Look here, you|Sam’s cullers, were march.|sl"Y to o forbidding- |Stuck i the middle, ¢ Temple was completely tog up like tailors’ dum-|to stand up to slings and
bt of I his eves foll | hi$ uneanny instines for beastly cadds, play the | ing on to the field. The| luring cave, and forbade | Temple was not, of | eaptivated ! ; . mies—oh, end quite o lot | peashootors of much greater
gf! t!‘:& hf:;ét:ziﬂns wyeadn putting two and two Llg- gamo ! Martiang, who had ovi|tum to leave it. course, surprised. The | After introducing him- | g " range than their own and
B, ‘x‘nfmnnuu] : Help 1 | 2ether ond making five, “Half a minnit! | dently pickedupalot from| The harts of the eggs. { 00ly thing that eurprises |eelf, Cecil Reginald pro- Templo turned  pink. | Water-pistola ebout three

You've given me an | the wireless brondessts| glorers sank to zero as him  ig thob mors gire | posed 8 trip to the Faiar. red, and purple in turm, | Hmes o8 dP“WETF“E 03 tha

. LI : : 7 } i lezant £ toan. . ; f :
idea ! ™ said the Mar- | from the Farth, had altwy saw that their cap- ﬂgﬂ twiﬁgr?:mg:ls :l’jegﬂ = dals  bunshop for tea Then, losing all patience, antiquated Greyfriars

Murder ! Perlice ! Go and imm&ifﬂc!:ﬂ senged  thot
tell *em I'm Dot here, some. | the Martian on the tonk

: - tian IKing, " i g s tling- — i

body 1 | i h;utlﬁ{;: 8 big noise shenthee :Eﬂu pla?ii‘g- :;tnilt;alln;i?ﬁl dcﬂr;“ia. nﬁ; N Thay ﬂ;?ﬁ;ﬂﬁd What did take bhim aback mmeemewes | he forgot .hi.‘ﬂ g o mﬁ:a;ﬂ-nll vory wel for
fm  afraid  that©f 9 P A0S fie your lives 1 7 of scvon themselves, But| vhet was going to happens | @ lithle, though, was to Sl Pl altet ot pacifists like Alonzo Todd
wouldn * ,Pe of much| “W.ravhat do  you T “\Wha-g-at ¢ " when it came to playing, | amd the ik of thﬂp'ﬁl'ar: read o note on the back | Who Wants abul g, A0Q- pulled: eElE s Chouk tho wddk abont
sl I.f‘r e Rrauh thl"‘k 1'[3{ it all #ir?”| Doctor DBirchemall| “There aro seven of | the St. Sam's fellows soon| thue sealing the entrance | Of the card: *“ Mest mo e e ad | turning the other cheek

cariess. “ As you linow | eshed Mr. Lickham. jum&aei The rest of the | you—just enuff of you for | found that what the Mar.|-with a wacking grate | to-morrew at five by the a Footballer? The next wminute ho hac | 24 off that kind of thin
already. the Martians don’t | * Think, Lickham ? | 31, Sam’s party gasped. |a seven.n.side gamo of | tians didn’t know about|baler didn’t make their | lightoing-riven — cak in a shock. lustend of swoon- g,y “gyile  gthor gchoals
i?g“mfﬁ“& our lang. :;" "E* the (rst thought | =~ « My hat ! Doyou speak | football 1 ** eride the King | footer would have fillad| boid spirits any bolder, | ¥riardele Woods ™ The Fifth Form Football | Mg oF Eﬂ'“g t'.“m lhysterlgj continue to look on war
“Ow-wow ! I don't like L!':gt Sty h:g‘ mh*?‘ i English, then 1" asked}of Mars. * Why not 7 | volumes, Darkness foll on them | After cureﬁ:ll?’ thinking | Club are willing to transfor | '® m‘t Bth . "r;ﬁ' :']igﬁu:h o | 88 the real means of sottling
tho Jook of rem 177 oancd | homn aroy @08 O€INg Mighly | the Head, in amazement. {1 think it's a jolly good | It wam't long before Ja ans thought was |it out, Temple could |ono of their players to any | Memner, W B BRSO | inter.school difforences, it's
, AUS moriing, Why shouldn’t I speak |idea myselt 1" Jack Jolly & Co, had taken| cppermost in all minds— | only conclude that his | other club.  Namga: H. F[-L:_.l;:pia Ew-;th Dhm- brolly, | #ply potty of us to try

Mr. Lickham. “ Walte up jgrinned the Head. “ It | Eook P 0 : : e 3 - :
g ch i inglish 17 roared  the You—you mean you | the mezzure of the home| that thoy were in a dickins | fair and  anonymoue | Coker. Present position : to disarm on our own.
M” 3 ;ﬁr'::ﬁ:nﬂi‘a‘i“”ﬁ: ;’é}nﬂ:: B“ﬁ;"mﬂr o r;‘?“*- Martian, in & voice like}want us to play footer | team, and by half-time| ¢l o h:::'!a and that the | admirer had decided mnot | Loft Cut-side. Plays a E;%myﬁjh"ﬂgﬁded' h;ﬂ‘“ E&;?ﬂ:g The best thing we can
: 5 something | {hunder. Am I mnot|against a Martion team ? " | tho score waa 3—0 inf cotlock was a black one t | to allow maidenly modesty | ** sound meé==you can | . gh]uw i e ;'.rhan I do is to atart ro-nrming

thinks 1" of the sort, I'll cat my | Jp, the in . . : - i ;

3 ard Iy g of Mars ? | ergsciaimed the Head, [T f 8¢, Sam’s. Th ' the fast in- | to stand in the way of a | hear him all over the field | : ; on modern lines at on
i gi:ﬂkﬂi*flymﬂﬂ&dﬂbﬂ“g hﬂ‘gt mortal *bf‘ﬂf"d fr 2 it’.ﬂ?ﬂ 1 pot Lssened in “ﬁpuﬂﬂiblﬂ! Vo ;flﬁy :;;:; gnala WErS ﬂpﬂcd rtf; u:hml ;}? I%ix:.;:ﬂ*aa‘fwgl n?agtjng wlith her hejli-a any | —Apply: G. BLUNDELL, could. dﬁln g W t'lﬁmd mfﬁ; Wae ought to have ;I'l.igh?;:
whero the rovered end |tho Tead had 1 ¢s!to English broadeasts|on tiwo legs and you, pre- | in the second half, and thel &b neat week’s “%Hﬁkh”} loager. Fifth: Games Study.  they - du gchar:ﬁ;m and ‘.,“Eﬂif" F?fhmgd r mi
majeatick headmaster of | finished dressin started the ergp | EStD Wit ° very luics
St. Sam'z was still enoving | and was step ingIr WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT? GREVERIARS EACIS WHILEVORWAR) o cumrions and :I?:hi{ﬂtﬂii_sﬁmﬁd@*

have been buz-
zing about since!
And that, my
infanta, i8 the
beginning and
end of the sto

“Walke up, sir, weo've |Jack Jolly & Co.
got vimtorsl”™ he eride, | chuckled to ses
giving the Head’s beard o | that each step
poweriul pull carried him for-

Doctor Dirchernall, | ward about ten

—& navy capable of pro-
tecting our intercats ali
the way from Popper's
Island to the boathouse:
When we'vo got those.
other achoola will staré

without opening his eyes, | vards, It was o

gave a yell. funny thing that T 0, of Temple'a Val- . *

*Woooonop ! Go 'way | vewman beinpgs [ : = entine romance. rﬂreyt?rii;r:ga lf:iaagmf;i'laﬂ
end lsmme alone, bust | weighed muchless [ _Z In case youp .l walk ahrﬁd without
you ! Tain't rising.bell | "' | on Mors than on - 2, I Ty, it T ST R may ask how 1

"{aﬁkulg o g the Barth and, . o E Hareld  Stipn his Fisher 7. Fis] | When Ressio B fled at Bob Ch i i Emidotmy o, fear !
‘ako up, sir. We're |sonsekwently, 2 mroy FEonler ap= aro ipoer  execntes sher 1. Fish appeared in the my joria Hazeldene and the girls hen Ressie Baonter called w o erry says il ig 1 tion, I sup.
Sid it St_F'Em,ﬂ now. | walked rather e Proaches his ¢ major,”  Billy, caricatures like Lightning, When o * black tace wmake-np, and E“ﬂhﬂ House were smong the Greyfriars to collect halt-s-crawn how Loder of the BSixth always pﬂnﬁﬂll'd hattgr Discussing burglars the
Wo'o on the plance evs | Rggere in o slow. Ty %3010 MR ORE) palosioo | Sharator W (ne doneedand o Amercen g, comd wolch, heered Hoy oved ber b s ik Bl panas o 4oep 8 0%, 08 Bcition i con: |ovher day Balgover ro
b : : ' - 4. =ro0m w moments, strumming on a . n the Vernon-Sm offere Be . :

and there's a  wacking | motion flm, Tho wants to borrow sometbing. Skinner dashed off m rude cari- fed mp with ﬁah?’ani":i:mﬂgﬁdg En:mxt{ E:-:a;:&% E‘hnﬁ with the debt—and got hie face second the otber day, however, clusion that the|marked that anybody who
grate ﬂff-}‘f“-ﬂ of Martians | Law of Gravity Bunier minor rarely succesds— calure of the Freneh master on plus the * twang ™' of the banjo, a specially antographed football alapped 1 Bunter had tsken when he thought he hed backed * young lady " | took hia watch woul be in
ﬁult‘alda! was different-— though the ofher day ** W. &, B.” the ’;I}Iaukhnarﬂ. When ‘¢ Mos- Bolsover kurled a coshion, whems | [n appreciation o! his snceessful refuge in the cellar~and he a winning horse-—bui whew he in the story waa | for a rotten time.

Oh erurmas! I'd fors|ond the results 120t Wim & smart new raincoal, 00 ' saw Skinoer’s “ lightning ** at Fishy went ** blacker ** stil 1 uplsim y. Wharton crimsoped. remained ‘‘in the dark,” mot Iound it was a misprint, and he . gi..ized He.| Bolsover'a study - mate
gotten where I was ' |quite upset the DUt i tnraed cul, later, that it effort, his voice * thundered "' Bolsover had broken what might M is far happier with tho ball at knowing Bestio had gonme, until bad lost his money, his scowl was o o ®op 00 "To | Dupont confirms that it's

. P b was Johooy Bull’s raincoal ! and bhis eves ** fiashed *—bui have been the first of g ** string ™. b i i bands | a late honr. Bunter preferred worse than ever. Loder needs b 1 .

EdDﬂEtﬂI: Birchemall. vity of Jack gl ¢ showered ' his wralh on Bhieier. Dad . “haied®™ fo of HI!& Eul Hn Hltnul" hix feet than with it in his el s tg bei more © horse * §ense | be preciase,|ths rottencst timekeoper
: "t be a jiffy, Jolly 1! | Jollv & Co. 1 both Buuters | i egrth 1 ’ . for thj? novet o il Fadgered ' | ne : MYBELF ! in the Remove passage )




