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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

When the Stormy Winds Do Blow !

“ H 1" gasped Harry Wharton.
0 He awoke swidenly.
And he awoke with a jump.
All was dark! In the lower
berth in No. 17 State-room, on D deck
of the steamer Comet, Harry Whartor
had been sleeping as soundly as in the
ald dormitory at Greyiriars School.

Far from Greyiriars now, the chums
of the Remove were rolling down to
Rio.

Billy Bunter, in the
was not sleeping soundly.

uppor  berth,

Bilty Bunter, o3 a rule, was pretty

rood at sleeping. It came second on
1im list of the joys of life; earing came
First.

But on this particular night slumber
deserted Bunter. The Comet had struck
u rough patch of weather in the South
Atlantic. Big ship as she was, sho
vocked and rt:ﬁl&d

Billy Dunter was not sea-sick.
had. got his zea-legs by that time,
he was alarmed.

Every time a big wave smote the
Comet, the fat junier jumped in his
berth, and wondered whether the
<teamer was goiog down.

Throe or four times he had ecalled to
Wharton without reeviving a  reply.
He had called to Bob Cherry and
Johnny Bull, who were in the next
state-room, with a communicating door
that was left open. Neither from them
had he received mny reply.

With the selfishness to which DBilly
Bunier was sorrowfully sccustomed, they
slept on. heedless of the [at junior's
state of funk.

But Harry Wharton was awake now
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It was not Bunter's fat squeak from
above that had awakened him. It was
somethine jamming into his neck.

"He sat up with a gasp.

“idh! \’E'hut the thump—""

“Are you awake now, you beast?”
inguired the voice of Billy Bunter from
the darkness. ,

“"Yes, vou ass! Did vou wake mel
Something bunged into my nechi—"'

YTt woas this umbrellpa—="*
“What 1"

“You see, I called you about twenty
times, and you didn't wake up Then
I remembered I'd left the umbrella
hoolkied on the bunk. Lucky, wnsn't it?
S0 I poked you with ite—'

“You fat owl!™ roarcd Whartot.

Ha rubbed his neck. Bunter, h}aninﬁ;
over from the ugper berth, had poke
him there with tho umbrella to awaken
him. It had been quite an eflicacious
tnethod. Rip van Winkle himself would
[él‘ﬂh-ﬂ.b]}' have awakened, with the

usiness-end of an umbrella jabbing
into hiz neck.

“T say, old clap—-—»"

“"You potty ass!” howled Wharton,
“You've nearly punctured my neck!
What the thump do you mean by
jabbing me in the neck

"1 didn’t know it was your neck!
{ was just jabbing to wake you! How
was L to know you'd get it in the neck?
It might bhave.gone in your eye—"

¥ You—you—"" gasped Wharton. "I
have a jolly good mind to turn out and
rive wou six  with your fatheaded
wmnhbrells 1

“(h, really, Wharton—*

“Bhut up, and let a fellow go o
sleep, fatheoad IV

“I—I =ay, old chap, don't go to
sleep | It’s a bit awkward leaning over
and poking you—I might pitch out—"

L

" You [;c-lm mg again,’’ said the
captain of .the Greyiriars Remove, in
concentrated tones, “and there will bo
a dend porpoise |;‘;'11'IE' about tnis cabin
soon afterwards.”’

.1 say, old feilow, iz the ship going
down 7"

*Is that what you've wolte me up to
sk ' yelled Wharton.

“Yes, old chap! I say, think we'd
hﬂttnrlgct out and get to tho life-belts?
I-—I—1 think the ship’s going down.”

Harry Wharton did not answear that.
He hed been awakened, after midnight,
by the sharp ferrule of an umbrella
jahbing into hiz neck, becausp Bil
Bunter fancied that the steamer coul
not rock and roll a little without heing
in (Inni.:,cr of going down. )

Words  were  madequate, Action
appealed to the ceptain of the Remove
more thap words.

Ho sat up in the darkness, groped
outside his bunk, and got & grip on the
umbrella in the fat hand above.

Having gripped it, he jerked at it
sucdddenly and hacd.

The umbrella had a erook handle, and
Bunter was holding 1t by the crook.
But that sharp and sudden jerk
wrenched it from his fat paw,

“Ow ! gasped Bunter, very nearl
tumbling ﬂ-tglt :!f tha bunk. * Whatu—;‘t

Swisla !

Crack

The wmmbrella, in the hand from tha
lower bunk, swished through the air

The crook handle landed on a fat head
leaning out of the upper bunk.

“Yaroooh 1" voared DBunter.

Ha forgot that the ship was going
down, for the moment! He closped n
fat hand to a fat head and roared,

Crack !
The umbrella smote again, but this
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time it landed only on woedwork,
Bunter’s head had popped back out of
reach, ltke that of a tortoise into its

shell.

H“Ow!l” roarcd Bunter. “Wow!
Wharrer you up to, you silly ass? Ow!
My napper! ou've nearly knocked

my branz out! Owl”

“Never knew you had any—-"

“ Beast |

“Lean over again, can't you”

“Ih! What for i@

“I want to give you snother swipe "

Yah! DBoast!" Dunter did not lean
T Wel, I've got the broll g

“Well, I've po w bro now
said Wharton, *“I'll keep it.—-arfd if you
wake me up again, loock out for it!
Go to sleep, you fat ass!?

“1 say, old chap—="

“Shut up 1"

“We're 1n danger—"

“Will you let me go to sleep

I believe the ship's poing down=—

“If you say anothor word I'll get out
to you and bust the brolly over your fat
head !** roared Wharton,

Billy Bunter was silent !

He did not even retort * Beast!?
Wharton's voice sounded as if he meant
what he said; snd the Owl of the
Remove did not want the brolly
“busted” over his head.

Wharton settled down to slumber
again. Bunter, quite unsettled, listened
to the roar of the sea, the roar of the
wind, and swayed to the swaying of
the rocking steamer.

. How Wharton could sleep in the
imminence of such fearful danger was
a mystery to Bunter. The answer to
that one was that Wharton was not In
a stato of funk, and did not believe that
thore was any danger.

But to Bunter, danger was imminent.
Bunter knew that if a ship rolled on its
beam beyond a certoin ongle, it was
bound to turn over. The exact danger
point ho did not know : but every time
the Comct rolled to o mighty Atlantic
billow, he dreaded that danger-point
wae reached, and passed—and that the

steamer was about to turn turtle,
Encompassed by such fearful perils,

Bunter was not likely to sleep: or to

let anyone else sleep if he could help it.

For five minutes or so DBunter
repressed his terrors—the danger of
the umbrella being nearer than the
dangoer of gpoing down! DBut a might
roll of the Comet made him clugsh hol
and equeak, For a long, awful moment,
the fat Owl of the Remove quaked in
terror of the fatal rush of watey,
swamping the steamer fors and aff.
‘There was no rush—and he breathed
again. But he had no doubt that it
was nearly the fnish.

He leaned over and selled:

L

“Wharten! I say, Wharton, 3ou
beast, you gerrup and get ‘me s lifs-
belt, sce? ma out to the

ou hu'l‘?
boats—do you hear? I'm not n
to ba drownod to please you! ﬂ’ﬁ
jolly well like me to bs drowned, I
know that! Wake up, you beast!”

No answer.

" Will you wake up ! howled Bunter.

Wharton remained asIeaiia.

Bunter felt bitterly the losz of the
umbrella. With that, he could have
awalkened the beast in the lower bunk.
He had to wake him someshow. He was
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not goingz to stay in that bunk, fo be
drowned like a rat in & trap when the
ship went down. And with the steamer
rulf}ing and pitching, he did not feel
equal to cIimEin down unaided.

Heo remembered that he had parked a
tin of toffee under his pillow—a prudent
precauition against pﬂsmhh{ waking up
hungry in the night. In his terror of
descending to the watery realm of Davy
Jones, Bunter was not, for once, think.
ing of eating. He had anothor use for
the tin of toffee.

He proped for it, found it, and hung
over t?te edge of the bunk. It was not
ensy to take aim in such difficult cireum-
stances, but luck favoured Bunter, The
toffee-tin flew from his hand and landed
on the heed of the sleepor below.

Crack |

£ Whﬂﬂp 17

Harry Wharton jumped out of
slumber again,

“Ow! What—"

“I say, old chap—" sagqucaked
Eunter. .

“Ts that you again?” shricked
Wharton.

“ Yea, :}Iﬂ_ fallow ! I say, EE‘.ITLI%, old
chap, and help moe out of this bunk,

and get me to the life-belts. ¥You can
g0 ]iiuck to bed afterwards. I don't
mind if you get drowned, old chap!
Hcli] me out [

4f YF !!!‘

li help you out ! pasped YWharton.

Harry Wharton & Co. are fast
nearing Brazil, where they are
to meet Jim Valentine, once
their pal in the Greyfriars
Remove. Bul at every step
they are menaced by the relemt-
less cunning of O Lobo—the
WOLF of BRAZIL !

=l ——n

He grasped the umbrella by the fer-
rule end and reached up with the crook,

Tho crook hocked over tho fat of
the fat Owl, leaning above.
“Ow 1* gasped Bunter. “What——"

He jumped as contact was established.

VWharton tugged.

“ Yavooop 1™

Bunter had asked to be helped out
of his bunk. Ho was helped out—
hooked out by the umbrella! There was
a bump on the floor of No. 1T State-
rooin, on D deck of tha steamer Comet
—a bump that nearly shook the steamor.
It was succeeded by a roar that nearly
drowned the bellow of the sea.

“Yoop! Whoopt! Wow! Beast!
Oh erikey! Yarecoooh!”
“"Now shut up!” said Harry, “I've

helped son out, and you can go to the
boarts, or go to Jericho, but if yon wake
up again I'll sealp you 1™
And Lec laid his head on the pillow
again.
illy Bunter staggered up, clutching
hold of the dressing-table, which was
fortunately fixed in its place. For a
long minute or two the tat Owl clun
there, while the Comet rocked a.ng

rolled, then, clutching at the bulkhead
for support as he went,
WaY tﬂ

he groped his
rough the open communicating

3
deorway into the next state-room.
Giving up Harry Wharton as a bad

job. the Owl of the Remove went farther
i search of help in the awful danger
that threatened.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Going Down Fast |

0B CHERRY, in No. 18, was fast
B aaleop.

He wos dreaming that he was

back at OGreyfriars, on the

football field, and charging Smithy off

tho ball. Ho was startled out of that

agreeable vision of slumber by a fat

hand elawing over his face in l:!::n dark.

" Ogoogh I gasped Bob.

"I eay, old chap—" came a gas
mE voige. ““Is that you, Bob, or the
other boast §*

“ Bunter, you blithering Owl—*

“Oh, it's you, old fellow! I say, get
up abt once! The ship's going down 1”
g‘aﬂ}é&ﬂ Bunter.

“(G-g-going down!” stuttered Dob,

“May go any minute] I say, I want
to get a life-belt on—and get into &
boat, They're leaving us behind ¥

“ Oh crikey1”

“It's the captain’s duty to look aftor
the passc.-nglers first, you know, but he'a
forgotten all abous us—"

“Come & bit nearcr, Bunter! T can't
get you with this pillow where you are.”

cast [ howled Bunter,

He groped at the other bunk, Johnny

Bull awakened suddenly gss the bed-
clothes wero dregged off him.

“Ohl Ah! Ocoogh! What the
thump—— Is that you larking, Bob,

you silly ass?” hooted Johnny.

“It's o mad porpoise got inte the
eabin,” answered Bob.

“1 eay, you fellowg—"

“Bunter! What are you up tol?”
roared Johnny Buall

“The ship’s going down, old chap.”

“Is it? Well, whether it is or not,
you are!” said Johomy Bull, and he
swiped with a pillow.

The steamer did not go down. But
RBilly Bunter did! Ile went down with
a bump and a roar.

“Now wait & minute,” said Johnny
Bull. “Wait till I get out! I'm going
to kick you back to your own reom.”

Thera was a sound of rapid move-
ment in: the darkness. Bill Igunl.uar did
not wait for Johnny Bull, squirmed
away to another communicating door-
way, on_ the other side of the cabin,
which led to No. 19, occupied by Frank
Nugent and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Thera, as ho stnggﬂred in the dark
and clutched sbout for support, hiz hand
come in contact with an eclcctric light
switch. He pressed it at once, and
fNashed on tho light.
“1 say, you fellows!” howled Bunter.
Two startled foccs locked at him
from the bunks,
“What the
Frank Nugcent.
“What the terrific thump—" cx.
claimed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“1 eay, vou fellows, the ship's going
down! I—I came in to warn you, not
because I want you to help me out to
the boata |” gasped Bunter, I say, gei
up at oncel There's not a sccond to

spare—"

dickens——=" exelaimed

I_ —— .
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“Youn howling ass—-—

“¥ou preposterous fathead

21 tell you we're in fearful danger|”
howled Bunter “I want you to help
me to the boats—vou know I'm short-
sighted, you beast! I say, vou fellows,
get up and lend a fellow a hand—*

“"If I got up 'l lend you a footf,
vou fabby funk!* roared Nugcent.

Shut up, and go back to bed I

“"Ow " gnﬂpu Bunter, as the steamer
rolled, and he lost his footing and sat
dowrL.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“PDwl Oh crikey! Help!™

“Hallo, halle, hallo?” Beb Clerry's
faco looked up through the doorway,
“Has Bunter h?fmd you that the ship’s

ing downt o's right—she's going
own fast ™
“Whet?™” pmasped Nugent and the

nabob together,

"To Rio!” added Bob, in a lower
volge, that did not reach Bunier,

“ {1k, you ass ™

“"Buck up, Dunter!” roared Bob.
“Get & move on, old {at man! Like me
to help you? You can’t shift all that
fat by yourself. I’'ll help you!”

“Ow ! Help me up—wow——"

“I'va got you, cold chap 1™

wrry hed pot Bunter—by a
fat earl He pulled, and the Owl of the
Remove came to his lect, with a yell.

“Owt You silly ase!] Don't pull my
ear off I” yelled Bunter.

“What does your silly enr matter ot
a time like this?” cxeclaimed Bob.
“Come oni You know the ship's going
down, den’t vou?

“Ow! Yes Help!”

*Come onl” .

Nugent and the nabob, entering into
Bob's litlle joke. jumped out of their
bunks and followed on, to No 10
Jobhuny Bull joined them on the way,
Harry Wharton, just dropping off to
sleep again, started wp as the light
flashed on in No. 17, and stared blankly
at the Co.

“What the dickens——" he exclaimed.
"Buck up!” roarcd Bob.  “There's
time to geb to the boats befare the ship
sinks—"

. "1 suppose there is, fathead, as she
't sinking.”

“My dear chap, she’s going down!
This way, Bunter | Bob threw open
ithe door of No. 17, ond the cold
Atlantic wind blew in. * Get the purser,
pliuter—r:.rau know the way, Run for
it!”

He helped Bunter out on to the sway-
ing deck, The fat Owl blinked round
him in wild alarm. The deck slanted,
and the buffeting of the waters was
loud end continugus. To DBuntor's
terrified mind, the Comet was about to
turn turtle in o choos of wild waters.
There seemed to be no sign of alarm
on the ship—which was curious, to say
the least, if she was in danger of sink-
ing But Bunter felt enc-ugﬁ alarm for
a whole ship’s company.

“1 sav. hold me ! he gasped. “I say.
don't leggo! I say, hﬁ%p me along to
the purser’s room and make him get
me a place in the boat—>"

“This way—"
Bob hooked DBunter along to the
door of the purser’s room. Bunter

hung on that door and banged: and
Baob, leavin him  to  it, scedded
hack to o. 17. ile did not
want Lo interview the purscy personally.
He was willing to leave that to Bunter
on his own.

Bunter banged. and banged.

The door shid open, and an astonished

purser stared out. Bunter staggered in
at the doorway as the ship rolled,
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clutched at tho purser, and hung on
to him.

“Help!” he gasped.

“What the blanky-blank 1" gosped
the purser. “Boa-sick ] Want o steward

Or—-
LT ] Eﬂal& EH]
“Wha-a-t 1
“Help me to the boatg—-*
“ Bub-bub-bub-boats 1 stuttered the

[rarser,

“Owl! Yes! Helpl Where's the
captain? Help! Get me a place in a
boat I” yelled Bunter. “I'm not going
to be left behind 1™

“¥You can’t go off in a boat!” gaspad
the amazed purser. “Do you think we
have boat trips at this time of night?”

“"You eilly foal—="

“Wha-a-t "

“The shi{)’s going down ! shricked
Bunter. “Help me to the boats! I'm
jolly well going in the boats1 I'm not
poing to be drowned. ™

“My eve !” said the purser,

“Help 1

“The ship ain't going down I yeHed
the purser., “Do you ihink the pas-
sengers wouldn't be called if the shi

was going down? Go back to bed,
vou voung idict 1M

“I won't! I—DI'm not going to bed,
when S

“Well, I am!” said the purser. And
he unhooked Bunter's frantic clasp,
pushed him out of the deorway, and
shut the deor on him.

“Ow " gasped Bunter, Another roll
of the stcamer caught him, and he sat
down,

He did not get up i}gnin_. He crawled
along on his fat bhands and knces back
to Ne. 17, Clearly there was no help
to be had from the purser. Bunter
would have hunted out the captain if
he had known where to find him,  As
it was, he crawled back to his state.
FOGH.

The door was open, and the light

leamed cut. Billy Bunter blinked in,
through his big spectacles, at five fellows
in pyjamas, who were ya]iinfg with
laughter. At the sight of his fat face
and his eyes popping through his big
spectacles the yellz reduubleg,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Bunter
gomo back to save our lives!” roared
Bob Cherry. "Bavo us, Bunter! The
ship's going down !

“Ha, ha, hal”

Bunter blinked ! The purser’s conduct
was really extraordinary, if the ship
veally was going down. Bunter was
smitten with doubt. And the sight of
the fellows in Neo. 17 confirmed that
doubt. Ewven Billy Bunter realised that
the Famous Five of the Hemove would
not have been howling with leughter on
the verge of taking the final plunge
down to Davy Jones® locker |

“I say, you fellows1” he gasped.

"Ha, ha, ha!”

“I—1 don't believe the ship's
down at all!” gasped Bunter,
said it was, Cherry, you beast [

“ 8o it is!” answered DBob,

“The purser soid it wasn't 1* hooted
Bunter

“Then the captsin can't have told
him our destination,” answered Bob.
“We've all paid our fares to go
down—="

Tc Eh ?.‘!

“To Riol~

“ Wha-at 7"

“And we're going down—"

o B(.‘[I.Et !u

"To Riol”

i I.I.Iﬂ"' h.ﬂ hnl. IJ‘J-

Billy Bunter., hanging on to his
bunk, glared at the hilarious five, with
8 glare that almost cracked his spec-
t It was clear, even to the funky

oing
ﬁY{:—u

fat Owl, by this time, that the steamer
was not going down to the hottom of
the sen. She was eerteinly going down
to Rio—but there was nothing alarm-
mg in that!l

* Beasts I¥ roared Bunter,

“You're not going back to bed I ex-

clatmed Johuny Bull  “We're going
down fast—to Rio ™

“Ha, ha, hal”

[T ?E-ii IJI

il Bunter rolled into his bunk.
The Famous Five, chuckling, went back
to bed. There were no more alarms

that storrny night. Satisfied at last that
the Comet was not going down, Bill
Bunter closed his eyes, slept, an
snoredt; the fat Owl ceased . from
troubling, and the weary were at rest.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Does Not Go Ashoro !

i AND
“* Yag |
L “Beast I said Bunter.

It was the following day,
and alter a rough night, the skies, a
smiling blue, beamed down on the Grey-
friara vovagers, aod the swell left on
the sea did not bother them. Bunter,
coming up &fter lunch, found the
Famous Five standing at the rail, lock-
ing at & blur that rose out of the blue
sca, Dom Joao Frule, the planter from
Brazil, was pointing it out to them.
Billy Bunter rolled up and joined tho
group. He turned his eyes, and his
spectacles, on the dark mass that showed
over the sea, and inguired whether it
waa land—to which Harry Wharton
replied in the affirmative. Bunter's re-
joinder rather surprised the captain of
the Romove.

From Billy Bunter’s point of view,
all tho E}m_!,'griam fellows wera more or
less “beasts,”  8till, Wharton could not
see anything particularly beastly in the
statement that land was land.

“What's biting you bpow, fatty?i"
azked Bob Cherry.

“"You told me Teneriffe was the last
alop,” said Bunter, with an accusing
blink at ihe Famous Five. “1I jolly
well know your gamel Yon want to
Lu:la.p1 me from going ashore at the next

I‘t hd

“You silly ass !

“Yah! I say, what's that land
called 1™

“Cape Verde Islands™

“Well, I'm pgoing ashore at
Verde!” said Bunter. “¥You can jolly
well try to pull my le;;r, if you like:
but you j-‘.}]li' well won't get by with
it. Sea? When do we go sshore?”

“Fathead ! roared Eob Cherry.
“You're not going sashore at Cape
Verde, because——->"

“Because you don't want me?”
sneered Bunter. *“Well, I don't want
vou, if you come to that! Stick on the
steamer, if you ltke.”

“The stickfulness will be terrifio,”
grinned Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.

“Mean to say you're not geth A
run ashore, emnanded
Bunter,

* No; beecanso——"'

" Well, please yourselves, I'm going.
Arec you going, Mr. Frulo®” Eilf?
Buntor blinked at the Brazilian gentle-
man, who was staring at him.

Dom Joao Frulo aever scomed quite
able to understand William George
Bunter. ‘The man from Brazil had a
wida and varied experience of places
and people, but the fat Owl of Grey-
frigra secmed to be a new one to him,
He was now staring at Bunter with a
?uzﬂed expression on his coppery
ace,

Capo

vou fellowsi”



“Nao, nao!” he replied. Flsse e
im‘PGEEITﬂ.I"—"” ]
I wish you'd speak Englishi®

grunted DBunter. “Can't you talk plain
English, instcad of that idiotie lingo 1"
r. Frulo gave him a fized look.
He wos o goodwnatured and  kind-
hearted maon, as the juniors had scon
learned during their trip with him out
to Brazil to join Jim Valentine. And
he was polite, like almost all glenpla of
Portuguese race. But both his kind
heart and his politeness scemed to fail
hirn sometines in dealing with W. G.
Bunter.
Now, instead of answering Bunter's
uestion, he turned and walked slong
e deck, leaving a blue trail of smoke
behind him from the cigar.
Bunter blinked after Liim.
“Has that chap gone deaf?” he in.
quired,
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; Yeou're jolly woll not 1™ grinned Bob
erry.

“I'li jolly well show youl” said
Bunter., *1'm going to my cabin now
to get ready, and as soon as tho ship
stops, I'm going ashore, and you jolly
well won't stop me, secf I'm my own
master, I hope.”

“"Wot guite. You see—"

“Yah 1" retoried Bunter.

And he rolled away to No, 17, to pet
ready for the trip ashore. Ho was quiio
determined that he was going. IHis
mind was irrevocably made up on that
point.

He left the other fellows grlnninffn

On the voyagme out, the steamer had
stopped in  sueecession at  Lishon,
Madeira, and Teneriffe, and the junicrs
had had a run ashore. DBut it was not
stopping at the Cape Verdoe Islands—
which rose out of the sea, only to sink

-
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faded into the sca. They would hava
been glad of 4 nearer view, but that
was impossible. And, anyhow, they
were lkeen to met on to Brazil, and
to the plantation up-country, where
they were to meet Jim Valentine, onca
iltcar pal in the Remove ot Greyiviars.

Bunter having left them, Mr. Fruls
etrolled back and rejoined the juniors.
He was teliing  them about  the
“fazenda ™ or plantation, where Jim
Valentine lived with his Unele Peter.
on the Rie Rexo, far from the city of
Rio de Janeiro, whore they were fo
land, when Bunter reappearcd on
deck.

Billy Bunter was, in his ewn opinion,
at least, o thing of beauty, and a joy
for ever, in his shore-poing rig.

Cortainly he was better dressed than
usual.

Wharton's best trousers were, perhaps.

¢ "Il help you out of your bunk with pleasure, old fat man,” said Harry Wharton. He grasped the umbrella by the ferrule end

and reached up

“Perhaps he doesn't like to hear hia
rative language described as an idiotic
lingo ! suggosted Johnny Bull sarcastic-

alls.

“Well, that's what it is, sin't itP”
spid Bunter. *“The way these foreigners
cackle to one another in their silly
languapes makes me tired. I've never
made out how they understand one
another. It's just the same on the wire-
less—you turn on a foreign station, and
hear them jabbering in some silly lingo
vou can't understand. Lot of dummies,
1if you msk me. If I turn on Radio
Paris, I always get a lot of idiotic
French—"

“What do vou expect them fo E,Fank
in Paris?™ asked Bob., " Chinesa?

“Oh, don't be an ess! Look here, if
vou fellows stick on board, I ecan
gshore on my own—in fact, 1'd prefer
it. I'm poing, anyheswe”

with the crook., The crook hooked over the fai neck above.
Whoop ! Bunter had asked to be helped out, and he was helped out—by the umbrella !

again therein as the Comet churned
onward. Teneriffe, in the Canarics, had
been the last of the Old World at which
tho Comeb touched., 0Of the Cape Verds
Islanda they had only 2 distant glimpse
1N passing,
hat was why the chums of the

Remove were not going ashore! Billy
Bunter, unaware of that ecireumstance,
proceeded to prepare for landing.

Bunter liked to be rather a nut when
he wont ashore. He dressed himself
wiith unusual care for the occasion.
Hizs own wardrobe being rather
limited, he made a genecrous selection
from five others. So for the next half-
hour he was very busy in State-rooms
Nos 17, 18, and 19, wandering from
one to another, like a lion secking
what he might devour.

Harry Wharton & Co, coniinued fo
wateh the Cape Verdo Islands as -they

& nwlji

gasped Bunter, as Wharton tugged.

a little tight: and Johnny Bull’s jacket
pinched a little; but Nugent's waist-
epat had been made to fit by slitting
the back. Hurree Singh's panoma hat
looked nice; so did Bob Cherry's neck-
tie, tied on ono of Wharton's vlean
collars. And Nugent's tan shoes [ftted
Bunter pretty well.  Thus arrayed,
and feeling rathor like Solomon in all
Lis gln;f' the fat Owl rolled up to the

group of juniors. N
“Haven't we stopped yet? Lo
tdlemanded.

“Not yet,” grinned Bob.

& Hqu lnngg before we stop, then?”

“Threa or four days."

“Oh, don't talk rot " howled Bunter.
“IWith land in sight, 1t ean't be moro
than a matter of hours. You can'd
:ituff me. Y:::;: can ia(léa thigﬂ_ ir.-.:ém me—

'm poing ashore at Cape TVorde.

' F':I'HEEM&GHET menp‘.ir'.-—ﬁn. 1,463,
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“"Ha, ha, ha ™

“ Blessed if I sco anything to
at1* snorted Bunter, “I'll jolly well
show wou whether I can't do as I jolly
well likel I s=ay, you fellowsl
Where's that land got to? I can'’t sce
it now.” .

“Ha, ha, ha|” yelled the juniors,

As the Cape VYerde Islands wero
sinking astern to the north-east, it
was not surprising that Dunter eould
not see them, by blinking ahead to
the south-west. Even with the aid of
hiz big spectacles, he couldn't.

“Oh, eackle!” snorted Bunter. “I'm
going ashore, all the same. You'd like
to pull my leg, snd leave me on the
gteamer. Yah! FI'll show you !

“Ha. ha, hal” :

Billy Bunter grunted angrily, and
rolled away. He did not go back to
hiz cabin. They were boasts enough to
leave him there, without telling him
when it was time to go ashore. 0
walked the deck, and kept a wary ﬂig
open. But the warieat of eyes, and t
biggest of spectacles, failed to pick up
islands that had now faded out of view
Bitern.

Bunter bagged = steward at last, to
obtain information. He grabbed the
man’s arm as he passed slong the deck.

“1 say! When do we stop " he de-
manded. “How long before we put
in_at Cape Verdel”

The steward blinked at him. _

“We don't put in at Cape VYerde,
sir,” he answered.

“What ?" gasped Bunter.

“Next stop Pernambuco—last stop
before Rio,” eaid the steward; snd he
went on bis way, leaving Bunter

blinking.
“Ha, ha, ha!l” welled the Famocus

cackle

Tive: and Mr. Frule grinned.

THE MAGNET

“ Beagts 1" rogred Bunter,

And he rolled aw&fy to State-room
No. 17, to_get out_of his shoro-going
clobber, arry YWharton's trousers
and Johnny Bull's jacket certainly
looked nicer than Bunter's own, but
they were rather tight, and Bunter did
not want to keep them on till the
Comot reached Bouth America,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER

Plucky !

FHAT vou want, old chap, i3
' a little pluck.”

What 7"
“Pluck 1" said DBunter,
firmly and calmly. .
Harry Wharton looked at William

Feﬂrgﬂ Bunter, with a very expressive
aak.

Under & suncet of btnﬁni purple and
old, the Comet was churning the
tlantic, southward for Brazil. They
wera passing the Equator now, and ib
little more than another day they ex-
gﬁcmd to see the vast continent of

uth. America rising from the oceam.
Hitting in deck-chairs under the golden
gunset, the chums of the Remove were
talking of their adventures during the
trip ashoroe at Teneriffe, where thay
had clambered up the famous peak.

Billy Bunter hada't done any
clambering, If there was 3 mountain
to be climbed, Bunter preferred to do

his hit by sitting down at the foot

thereof.

On Teneriffe, Harry Wharton had
had a narrow escape from O Lobo,
the Brazilian bravo, and had had to
run for hiz life. It had been a thrill-

ing adventure—rather too thrilling for

Horatio Hayweed
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the captain of the Remove to wish it
to be repeated. The juniors were
debating whether it was possible that
O Lobo, the Wolf, could have got ahead
of them to Permambuco, the next stop.
But it seemed unlikely. Billy Bunter
listaned to the talk with an expression
of scorn on his fat faco,

_ "¥ think pot,” said Mr. Frule, shak-
ing bis head. *'That very bad man
0 Lobo, follow me to Inglaterra, and
soek that I take not my young master’s
letter to his friemds at s school. Yes.
He do not want that the young sen-
hores po to come to meet the young
Senhor Valentine at Boa Vista. Nao,
But he is leave behind st Teneriffe,
and now he can do what sou call, in

Engiish, nix,” : -

“But we left bim behind at
Boulogne, sir,” eaid Harry, “and he
%E}t ahead of us at Lisbon. We left
im behind there apgain, but he cut
ahead at Teneriffe.”

“That was because we make s stop
at Terceriffe, and he have time to go
to come to s Teneriffe,” said ;
Frulo. " But from Teneriffc we go to
come to Pernambuco, and thers 1s mo
5o mow ho is what you
call a behmind-hand.”

“That's right,” &aid Bob.
“We'vd reslly dropped the brute this
time, unless he nips across by air,
which ian’t probable.”

“He's 8 sticker,” said Harry. “We
found out at Boulogne that he had
taken mm&aﬂm this very stesamer.
And g ern knows what would have
happened if woe hadn't spotted him.
I shouldn’t be surprised if he turned
up at Pernmambuco. He's pot some
desperata resson for wanting to keep
uz away from the Valentine plantation,
and he's shown that he won't stick at
much. I sheuld have been a goner on
Teneriffe, if Herr Blitz hadn’t turned
up aod driven the rotter off,”

It was then that Billy DBunter
weighed into the conversation.

Jenrn had been growing more and
moaore expressive on Bunter's fot faco.
And now he put it into words,

Wharton's fixed stare did not discon-
cert the fat Owl. He blinked st the
captain of the Remove through his big
epectacles, and smiffed.

“"Pluck,” he repeated—*that’'s what
vou want! That Brazilian fellow,

bo, has got you all in a tremble”

“You fat idiot!” enid Harry.

*Bo a man 1” advised Buuter. "I'm
not afraid of the fellow. Do I look as
if I were afraid of him, like yvou, old
chap

“Who's afraid of him?"
Wharton.

“Fou are, sin’t you?" said Bunter.
“Why, my dear chap, I haven’t given
him a thought since we left Tenerifie 1™

“¥ou'll pive him plenty of thoughts
if we run up aghinst him st Pernam-
hclﬂm, vou fat blitherer!” said Bgb

Arry.
“I'd ba jolly églad to,'" said Bunter
calmly. "If he'd had me to deal with
on Tencriffe, he wouldn't have gok
away o casily. Wharton ran away
from him. I dom't want to be rough
on a chap who happens to be a bit of
& funk. But, r » ¥ou can't say it
was Greyfriars style—running away
from a rotten foreigner.”

Harry Wharton sat stlent, his cheeks
red with vexation. Had Bunter been
anybody but the fat and Babby ass he
was, he would probably have been the
recipient of & punch on his fat nose
But the fat and fatuous Owl was not
warth punching. The captain of thg
Remove did not speak, Mr, Frule
rose from his deck-chair, snd stru]l&gu
along the deck, ss he generally did

roared
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when Tanler added nis culeor tones to the Melo at Teneriffe, when we camo

the conversation.

“¥ou Dblithering, blathering ass!”
eald TFrank Nugent. 0O Lobo had o
knife when he got after Wharton”

“I dare say Wharton imagined lhe
knife,” said Bunter calmly. * Fellows
in & funk will fancy anything.”

“livan that a ship is going down,
ﬂhﬁn it rolls a bit,” sugpgested Jolhinny

Ltil,

“¥ah. Besides, suppose he did have
A knife?" zaid Bunter scornfully. * Do
you know what I should have done?
I should have knocked
and taken the knifo away from
Why didn't you, Wharton 7"

Wharton made no reply to that. It
was easy enough fo explain why an
unarmoed schoolboy had not knocked
down n lefty roffian armed wifth &
knife. Put Wharton disdained to
answar.

Bunter sniggored. At the moment,
with hundreds of miles of Atlantie be-
tween him ond the PBrazilian bandit,
Rilly Bunfer was not afraid of O Lobo.
Euonter wns elwars as brave as a lion,
while danger was far away. When
danger drew nigh, e more closely re-
sembled o rabbit, At the moment it
was far away. So for courage, a lion
had nothine on Bunter.

“Pity I wasn't there,"” he remarked.
“If vou fellows had itreated mo de-
cently, 1 should have gone up the Peak
of Tencriffic with you, and then I
should have bhoen on the spot to protoct
vou, Wharton. Keep with me at Per-
nambuco. old chap. I'll =eo you
thirough.”

Havry VWharton roso from his chain
and walked awav zfter Mr. Frule.

Billy Bunter blinked after him.

“1 zay, you fellows, iz Wharton shirty
anont anything " ho asked.

] wonder!™ said Iob Cherry sar-

him.

enslically.
“That chap’s got a rotten tempor,”
raldd Bunter, shaking his head.

H3essed if I know how yon stand him
in the study at Greyiriars, Frankv."

“{h, shut up, you fat ass ™

“Oh, really, Nugent! If Wharton's
shufly because I can’t stand o fellow
heing funky, I'm sorrv—hut there it isl
What he wants 15 8 hittle pluck, as I
{old him! an you fellows see mn
running away from a rotten foreignor ¥

“Can't sec you doing anything else 1Y
anicdd Bol,

“Tho runfulness would be tertifie.”

“Well, I only hope we shall run into
the man again i” said Bunter valorously.
“I'll jolly well show you! I'd just hike
o chianeo at him! I'd let him see that
we're not nll funks at Greyfriars1”

“0h, kick him! growled Jolinny

Bull.

“If Wharton had had my pluck,” said
Dianter, “that blighter, Lobe, would
hiave been bagped ab Teperiffe, and you
fellows wouldn't be so jolly nervoms
ahout meeting him in South America.
What a pity I wasn't on the spot !

“¥oun may have a chanco yer 1™ said
Dob. *0 Lobo had taken a ticket on
this vory steamer, and he sheered off
hecause he was spotted.  Buppose he got
oo board at Tencrifie without our spot-
ting him?®"* -

Bunter started. '

Tho bare iden of the Brasilian bravo
having boarded the Uemet wnsecn, and
sailed in the stcamer, was enough to
deprive Bunter, for the moment, of all
his lion-like courage. And that, 1t was
known, had been the bandit’s original
intention,

Dut tho fat junior cini-:kijr recovered.

“Rot!” he said. “I heard Wharton
sny fhal he saw the brute standing on

him spinning, .

i

off in the launch, He couldn’t have got

on the steamer, The faet i3, I wish he
had! I only wish he'd show up this
very minute | I'd kpock him down fast
enough, and hold him till he could bo
handed over to the eaptain and put in
irons. Fis knife, iip he's got one,
wouldn't frighten me,” added Bunter
sarcastically.

Johnny Bull rose to his fcot.

“I'm going to kick him,” he said.
“No fellow can bo cxpected to stand
Bunter, without kicking him onco a day
et least | Jim Valentine must have for-

otten what ho was like when he asked
Hm to como out to Drazil with us—not
that he really asked him. He only said
the fat freak could come if he tiked, and
he lind to barge in1 I'm going to kick
hism. Get ont of that chair, Bunter M

“ Shan't 1" rotorted Bunler.
1t‘t:l'hen I'll jolly well tip you out of
it!

Bunter got out of the chair with 'a
bound. ut he did not stay to be
kicked. Ile bolted along the deci.

At a safe distonee he turned to hoot :

“Yah! Funksl”

Then he vanished to another deck o
Lasie.

Harry Wharton came back when ho
was gone, and dropped into his chair.
His face was o little set in expression,
and Frank Nugent touched his arm,

“You don't mind that blithering apss’
blether, surcly, H::.rl.‘;.'," ho said.

“Well, no, bat—"
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“Bunter’s blether is going to stop !
said Bob Cherry., I faney his eourage
will peter out a bit when he sces O
Lobo on the steamer.”

Wharton stared.

f‘li} Lobo isn't on the steamer,” lLe
saicl. i

“Not at present,” agreed Bob, “But
he's coming to-night.” ,
“FHeow can he, fathead, when wo're

kundreds of miles from land " ;

“Quite cosily—if I haven't forgotton
whet old Wibley taught me about malk-
ing up as & bandit, in our jolly old
theatricals ab  Greyfriars,” answered
Bob.  “When Bunter sces O Lobo, 1
don't think ho'll step te look ot bhim
very closely,™

Tho Oo. stared at Dob for & moment,
and then thore was o roar of laughter.
Mr., Frulo, ecoming aleng the deck,
stopped and smiled

“You have one small joke along with
vourzelves, little sonhores?" ho ashked.

“Yes, rather!” answered Bob. And
the little joke wes told to Mr. Frulo,
wha chuckled as ho listened.

Lilly Bunter, at dinner that cvening,
noticed that the Co. secmed to be in a
smiling mood. He even suspeeted that
there might be some little joke on, But
he did not suspeet what it was, And
that night he rolled inte his bunk, with-
ot remotest anticipation of the
awful cvents that wero to eventuate
during the dark hours.

]
THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
An Alarm In the Might!
HE night was warm. Warmer

and warmer latitudes grecicd

thy Comet as she churned on

w¥ed eouthward., The Atlantic
rolled calm vwwder the stars. Doors wero
slid wide open to admit the breeze from
the sca into the stuffy state-roome.

Billy Bunter, in No. 17, rlept and
snoted. Harry Wharton, in tho lower
bunk, did not slecp—he smiled. He waa
wide awake, but displayed no sign of
alarm when & dark-cloaked figura
glipped into the cabin from the adjoin-
ing room.

The gleam of o fash-lamp shot
through the dark.

Bunter’s snore suddenly eeased,

He had awakened.

The dark-cloeked figure had caught
up a cushion, and tossed it into the far
Owl's bunk. The sudden bump jerked
Billy Bunter out of the land of dresms.
The light was shut off.

“Urerggh ! grunted Bunter.
that? Wurrghl
up! Gurrgh!”

“Risel” eamo a deep, husky voice
from the dark.

Bunter jumpod.

He had been shout to close his eyes
again. Now he _pmpfed them wide
open, and peered into tho gloom.

“Who—-who-whoe's thati”
stuttared.

“Corpo do Deos!” came tho husky
voice. “ Do you not know

“(Oh crikey I*

“Get out of that bunk, Senhor
Buntor.”

“*I—I say, [—=I— Oh lor’| Whar-
ton! I say, Wharton, you beast, wakn
upl I say, there's somobody in tho
cabin ¥ howled Buntor.

No reply from Wharton, He did not
wake, 8s he was not asleep. But be
gﬂl-'ﬂ N 313‘!1.

“Bilerce " eame the deep voice.
“One cry for help, and you die tho
death of & dorg—I mecan, o dog !

“Who—who—who is it?"” stammered
Bunter, peering into the darkness of the
stato-room wilh torrified eyes,

" Have you ever heard of O Lobo ™

“0Oh erikey I"

“Rise, or my knife—"

" Yaroooh |

“Your life hangs on a thread! ITal
Did you know that I was at hand when
You I,EJEi.d that you did not fear O Lobo

#0Oh lor't I—I say, i—if vou want
Wharton, ho's in the other bunk! I--k
say, you lomme alone! Ow!”

“1 want vou!"” came tha desp volco.
“"Get up!” The Aash-lamp pleamed
again on Bunter's fat, terrified face.

In the glimmer of the light, Bunter
had & glimpse of & dark, cloaked figure,
witﬂ:thﬂ face wholly hidden by a glﬂ-t}k
IV A5 E,

Through the eye-heles cut in the black
oloth of which tho mask was manufae-
tured, two cyes gleamed.

“Wharton! I say, you fellows! Bob!

*What'a
What beast woke mo

Lia

Johnny! Wake up!” yelled Bunter.
;‘jlli’s i’p Iiohot He's on tho ehipl
e

“Bilence, on vour life ™

Holding the flash-lamp in one hand,
tho cloaked intruder grasped the fat
Owl of the Remove with tho other.
Bunter was rolled out of the bunk.

Ho made a wild grab at the fellow in
tha lower bunk to awaken him. Billy
Bunter did not fear O Lobo, or a dozen
of him, while he was on the sen ond
{} Lobo on the land. But when (O Lobo

TiE MagNeT Lisnary.—No. 1,463,
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was on the steamer, and in his stafe.
room, it was quite o dilferent proposi-
tion. Tho fat junior was in dire terror
now

“Ow 1" gasped Wharton, as a groping
fat band clutched his bair. “Wow!
Leppo IV

“Wake up!” pasped Bunter. “It's
Lobo—here——"

“ Rot 1" said Ha:‘rg‘. .

“1 tell you heo's here—he's got held
of my arm 1” howled Bunter,

“Well, knoek him down. That’s what
You Were geing to do, if you met him,
wasn't it?

“Ow! Hae's got a knife, you idiot ¥

“Take it away from him, as yon wera
E‘aing‘ to do, if you met him on

enerifie,” suggested Wharton.

“YVou silly idiot, get up!* chrieked
Bunter. )

WNo fear! If he doesn’t want me,
why should 1 get up? 1f ke wants you,
he's weleome to you™

W Beast "' yelped Bunter.

“Turn on the light, and let me see
you koock him down and take his knife
sway. Bunter I’ suggested the captain
of the Remove.

“Owl Oh lor’! Help!

“Bilence, senhor!” came the decp
voice. * Ay knife—"

“Yaroooh I’ roared Billy Bunter, aa
the tip of a fountain-pen was pressed to
s fat rib., “Ow! Stop! Ded-d-don’t!
I—I say, I—I'l} do anything you likel
Tick-tuck-take that knife saway! Owi"

“Hal This trusty blade will drink
J‘ﬂ;‘l;ll!‘ hlgud_hn

“Unless yvou swear—"

[ 1] D‘h lﬂr'l' I.ili' ;

“When the boy Wharton was in my
hands,” came the deep voice, “I pro-
mised him life if he would give up the
journcy to PBrazil, and return to
England without seeing Jim Valentine.
e refused! Will you swear to do soi"

“Oh! ¥Yeal Yes, rather!” _

“0Or dio the death of a porpoise—l
mean, & d 43

“Fest! TI—=I don't want to
Brazil I wailed Bunter. 1 den’t want
to seo Jimn Valemtine! I—I don't like
the chapl rather go back to
Ingland! I—1 would, really! I—Id
like to get bock to school! I want to
ot back to my lessons, you know !

8ay, gerraway ™

“You swear to turn back at Per-
nambueo, if 1 spare your life?”

“Owl Yesi”

“Take a =olemn oath befora 1
this pen—] mean, this deadly knife—
into your layers of fot! Swear by the
beard of your grandfather, and the

go to

="

Ianga

whiskers of Aunt Tabitha’s tabby
cat—"
“(h dear

There was a sound from the adjeining
cabin., Had Bunter been o little less
terrified, he would have noticed it, and
wondered who was chuckling  Bwt the
clonked, masked figure in the glimmer
of lighe, the sharp point pressed on the
sloeeve of his pyjama i& ot and prick-
ing his fat arin, scared the Owl of thoe
Remove almost gut of his fat wits. He
was conscious of nothing but blue funk.

~ Y'Will you swear? camo the threaten-
ing deep voloo,
Ow! Yes! Anything you like ™

b Gﬂrlpn de bacey-pipe | %waarl”

* I—I-] swear 1" gasped Bunter

“By the beard o our grand-
father——" hissed the eloaked fgure.

“Bub-by the bub-bib-beard of my
wog-gig-grandfather—"

* And the whiskers of Aunt Tabitha’s
tabby eat—"

*And the woo-woo-whiskers of Aunt
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Tobitha's tut-tut-tabby Kik-kik-catee—"
stuttered Bunter,

“Can I trust you?™ hissed the clonked
one.

“Owl Yeal Wow! Oh lor')”

The masked man stepped back. He
threw the light of hiz Bash-lamp full on
Bunter, revealing the fat junior nearly
bursting out of blue-striped pyjamas,
Llinking in terror as he hung on to the
bunk. As if by chance he moved so
a3 to leave Bunter a clear space to the
daor.

The door stood wide open, as Bunter
was thankful to see. He cast a longing
bhink at the doorway.

“¥ou have sworn ! said the cloaked,
masked man. “But can I trust you?
No! I mean, noa! Better, Perl_lapa. to
plunge this deadly blade—

Bunter did not see the deadly blade in
the gloom behind the gleaming fash-
lamp. Had he known T.Ezr.t it was only
the nib of o fountain-pen, no doubt it
would have relieved him of his terrors.
But Billy Bunter was unaware of that.

He pave a sudden gasp as he received
& poke in the fat back from the junior
in the lower bunk.

0w 17

“Go for him, Bunter!” snid Harry.
“Knock him down——>"

“Bhut up, you idiot I¥ gasped Bunter.

“Take hiz knife away U’

“(h dear "

*“Hold him till he can be handed over
to the captain and put in irons ¥

“Oh lor’ 1*

“Where's my trusty automatic ™ mut-
tered the masked man, fumbling under
his eloak. *It will be safer to blow his
brains out—if any! A bullet through
the brain-box—*

Bunter made a bound.

He reached the open doorway, and
headed for D Deck like 8 kangaroo.

“Btop 1" came the deep woice.

“Hold on, Bunter I¥ gelled Wharton.
“Don’t leave me to it! [ want you to
protect me |™

Bunter heeded neither voice. Ho
Emmdud out of No. 17 State-room, and
8w,

“{h. my hat 1" gasped YWharton.

“Hsa. ha, hat”

There was a yell of laughter. Theo
electrie light flashed on. and Nugent,
Johnny Bull, and Hurree Singh came
out of the adjoining cabin. “0 Lobo ™
peeled off the mazk and eloak, and
revealed Bob Cherry.

“Ha. ha, hat”

“Now, I wonder whether Bunter will
keep that jolly old oath?” remarked
Bobk  “ He's sworn by the beard of his
grandfather sand the whiskera of his
sunt's tabby ca %

“Ha, ha, ha I" yelled the juniars.

“Gaod thing for us if he does! 1
dan’t think should grieve a lot if
Bunter turned back »t Pernambuco 1™

“Not & lot " chuckled Johnny Bull.

Bob stepped to the cabin door, and
lovbked out ioto the dusky starlight

“"Hallo, hallo, halla!™ he roared.
“You can come back. Bunter! O Lobo
won't sheéd your fat this time I

“Ha. ha, hal”

“Where the dickens has he got to?
I ean’t see him 1" exclaimed Bob,

“Ha, ha, ha!” shricked the juniors,

That little jape had been planned to
ive Lilly Bunrer 8 much-needed legsan.

ut the japers had not caleulated on
Bunter fecing forth inte the night, in
the hight and airv garb of pyjainas. and
vanishing from sight. ut that was
what the fat Owl had done. Ho was
gone, vanishing like a ghost at cock-
crow, and was not scen agoin,

The Famous Five, almost
with merriment, waited for

weeping
him to

return.  But DBilly Bunter d4id neot
return.
I}EHB was, apparently, making a night
itl
So they went back to bed at last,
lesving the fit snd fatuous Owl te his
own devices.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Won*t Belleve It !

NORE !}
§ William Jones, steward on
board the steamer Comet, had the

surprise of his life soon ofter
dawn the following morning.

Passing along the boot-deck, Mr.
Jones was ustonished to hear a whirr-
g, rumbling sound from one of tho
boats

It came from under the tarpaulin
cover of the boat, and sounded as if o
roll of thunder had somehow got im-
prisoned there.

That, of course, was impossible! It
geemed  eqgually  improbable that o«
i’:!'ampusu had got on board and tucked
imself away under the boat-cover.
What it was, was a myitery to M.
Jones—a mystery that he proeceded at
once to elucidate, by turning back the
tarpaulin and peering into the interigr
of the boat.

Then Mr. Jonea alniost fell down in
his amazement.

Extended in the boat was o fat figure
in blue-striped pyjamas, with a fat Eem:l
resting on & fat arm, snoring! What
Mr Jones had heard was not a stray
roll of thander, or the sporting of &
grampus. [t was the spore of Billy
Bunter, fast asleep and going strong.

“Coo!™ ejaculated the amazed Mr.
Jones.

For a long moment he stared at the
slwp:’:g beauty Then he called another
steward. and the other steward etared,
too. Two or three hands came u!nn:l;.
and they stared also. One or two early
passengers arrived, and contributed
starcs Bunter was getting an audience.

Snora

Bunter did not wake. It was in
fact, at & very late hour that he had
fallen asleep, and he had some lcoway
to make up.

In his wild flight the night before,
Bunter had got on the bowrt-deck wnd
bumped inta 8 boat! In the full belief
that ) Lobo was after him with a knife,
Bunter's fat wite had worked guickly
for onea. It was exactly the huling-
place he wanted ! He had jerked the
cover unfastened, erowled into the boaat,
and drawn the tarpaulin over him.

There Bunrer had lain palpitating,
listeming in terror for the [ootsteps of
the Brazilian bravo

He had heard footstoiz! They wern

those of one of the watch, who had
heard something. and stepped zlong to
ere what it was.  After that, there was
silenee.  Only the wash of the zes, the
throb of the engines, came to Billy
Bunter's straoining cars. At last he had
fallen aslecp

Onece asleep, he stayed aslecp—and
enored . which led to his discovery by
Mr lones ip the sunny mornming !

Why Bunter was there, and what he
fancied he was up to, was a mystery to
Jouez and the asther persons whe arrived
on the spot

They <rared at the snormg fas Owl,
quite astomshed to sce him there.

“It brats me” =said Mr Jones
“Anvhow, he ean't stay here ™ And
Mr Jones grabbed the slocping beauty
by %udgy shoulder and shon

“Urrrgeh ! gurgled Bunter.

“'Ere, you wake up " saird Mz, Jones,

“Urrgh! Lemme alonel *Tain't
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The angry black gentleman made a knee for Billy Bunter, and twisted the fat junior across it. Then his right hand rose

in the air and came down on Bunter’s trousers like a flail. Smack !

shot,
riging-bell,  you  beast1!”  wurmured
Bunter, “I'm not gotling up yet!
Urrgeh I

Shake, shake, shakel

Bunter awoke. He blinked at Mr.
Joncs:; nnd, suddenly remembering,
pave o fearful yoll.

“YVarooolk! Keer off!  Keep that
knifo awav! Help!”

“ Nightmare, 1 g'pose!™ said tho
puzeled Mr. Jones. “'Ere, you wake
np! Where do you belong to? What's
the number of your cabin? I'll see you
there.”’

“0On 1" pasped Dunter, Ho realized
that this man was not O Liobo. “0Oh! |
say, is—is—is ho here? Where 1s he?”

*Who?” gasped Mr. Joncs.

“Lolo 1™ fusped Bunter,

“Palmy, I s'pose!” said Mr. Jones,
*“Here, you bo guict! There sin’t any
lobby 'ere—you're on the bost decl!
You get out of that boat, see?”

Bunter szt up and blinked to and fro.
He saw & number of astonished and
grinning faces; but ho saw no sign of
) Lobo. He realised, too, that it was
broad daylight, and that he must havo
slept for some hours under the boat-
cover.

O he gasped.
mao last night—" .

“You'll have somobody after you, if
you walk about the ship in pyjamas”™
said Mr, Jones. *““Hcere, you get back to
vour cabin before the ladies are about.”

He heaved Bunter out of the boat.

“VWhera's your cabin?" he demanded.

“No. 17, I} deck!" gasped Bunter.
“But, I say, I'm not poing back there!
That +illain may bo there—iie’s mur-
dered them all——"

“He was after

“Ehi"

“I'm not quing there—"

“You are |” satd the steward. “Comae
on ! you're balmy, it's for your

friends to look after you, 1 ain't o

Louder still rang the yell of Billy Bunier.

blooming lunalic attendant.
This way ! :

“Better met the declor to him,
steward,” said one of the passengers.
“The poor boy seems to be insane™

**Mad as a ‘atter, sir, if you ask me!”
saiil Mr. Jones, and he took a very firm
grip on o podgy shoulder, to lead
Bunter back to No. 17 on I deck.

I'ive juniors, already up and ovt, werc
grmlﬁed on D deck when the fat Owl of
the Remove arrived therce.

Bob Di:.-‘;rr,%.+

“*Hallo, hall

“1 say, you fallows——

“Ha, hz, ha "

“You know this [cller, sir?" asked
Mr. Jones. "I believe I've seen him
about the ship—he's a passenger. If
yvou know hinp—="

“The knowfulnesa 15  terrific!”
chuokled Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh.

“It's all right, stoward," said Harry
Wharton, laughing. “You can leave
him withh us—wa'll lock after him.™

“Well, if he's Lolmy—" said Mr.
Jones doubtfully. " Sounded like it to
moe. Ho was talking about a lobby on
the boat deck, and a knife! What was
it—nightmaro? I found him asleep in

asylum

Fave & roar.

i, hallo | Hﬁrr_-‘s Bunier "

& bont."
“Sheer  fatheadedness ! sawd  Dob
Cherry. “It's all right, Bunter ism't

mad—only a harmloss 1diwot [

“Well, all right!” said Mr. Jones,
and he departed, casting a doubtful
backward giuncﬂ or two as he went,

“I say, you fellows " gasped Bunter.
“Y zay, was ho caught?"

"Who?" msked Harry.

“That beast Lobo—did you get um "

“ Nat quite "

“Mean to say you let him got away ?"
cxclaimed Buntcr, “Then he's still on
tihe ship? Have you told the captain?”

“Ha, hal No"

“Why haven't yo™*'* gelled Buntor.

** Yarocoh ! **

The smack rang out like a pistol-

" They've got to glct. liold of Lim at onee.
At once, do you hear? He's got to bo
seized, beforo hin sticks that kmfe into
the lot of us! He necarly stuek it into
me last night—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What are you cackling alt” yelled
Bunter. * You jolly well know hn did—
yvou wero awake, Wharton ! Skulking in

our buonk, and never turning out to
wlp a fellow! ¥Me bad a kpife—"

“Didn't you take it away fromn Lifm
chortled Johnny Bull

“I—1 was going to, but—but—"'

“Didn't yon knock him downi®
howled Nugent.

“0Oh, shut up! Look here, the cap-
tain's got to know, at once, They've got
to search the ship for him!” yelled
Buntor. “I tell you, Jwbo's on the
steamer ! You now he 15, Wharton—""

“I know lhp izn't!" chuckled Harry.

“¥ou saw him ! shricked Buuter,

“1 don't remember seetng him Y

“Why, you—you—you idiot ! pasped
Bunter. * You know ho was there! He
had & knife—if you'd had the pluck of
a mouse you'd have grabbed 1k away
from him when ho wes sticking it into
my arm—--" o

“Why?" asked Bob. “Wharton
didn’t want i, he’s got a feuntain-pen
of his own ™ .

““Ha, ha, ha " yelled the juniora,

“A  fuf-fuf-fuf-founiein-pen?”  stut-
tered Bunter. * Wharrer vou wnean ™

“Just what 1 say!” snswered BSb.
He drew from his ﬁ]:lm]mt tho deadly
weapon that so terrified thoe fac Owl the
night before, and held it up.
blinked at the fountain-pen.
the jolly old knife, fatty.”

“Ha, ha, ha!t”

“¥You soe, () Lobo last nighl was really
a ¢hap named Cherry. got up in o mask,
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to puncture your swank!” explained
Beob " He punctured it all nght.”
“Ha, ha, hal" 1
Billy Bunter blinked at the yelling
juniors, He blinked round at Mr.
Frulo, who waa chuckling explosively.
“Youl" gasped Bunter. :
“Little me!” agreed Bob. *“ And if
i-nu badn’t been & shivering funk, you
at freak, you wouldn't have been taken
in for a minute.” _
“J—1 don't believe it! You eant
pull my leg! It was that villain Lebo,
rnd you've got to tell the captain—
“Ha, ha, hal” ]
“Dan’t you understand onr lives are
all in danger, with that *-:j.]l&.in on the
ship1” shrieked Bunter. “ He's got to

be ecized—" B
“QOh crikey1” gasped Bob. You
blithering fat idiot, it wasn't O Lobo—
he was %ﬂft behind at Teneriffe, you
blitherer—it waa me—-="
“It wasn't! Think you could have
taken me in? As soon as I'm dressed

I'm going to find the captain and tell
hi.
u“Hn, ha, hal** shricked the Famous
Five.

Bunter 1olled in to Cabin No. 17. He
left the chums of the Remove almost in
hysterics. Bunter had been i‘a.ped as
a punitshment for his fat swank, but it
had not cecurred to them for a moment
that he would not believe that it had
been a jape, when it was explained to
him. DBut he didn't|

The fat Ow!l of the Remove either
could not, or would not, belicve that he
had been seared out of his fat wits by

a Remove fellow with & black cloth over
his face and & fountain-pen in his hand !
Bunter was convinced that O Loba
was, samehow, on board the Comet; and
he went In fear and trembling of the
black-bearded Brarilian brave popping
out from behind every ecorner.

VWhich, in the opinion of the Famous
Five, was the creamn of the joke, and it
made them howl,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Sitting on Bunter!
i+ ERNAMBUCCO!1™  said  Joao
P Frule, with a wave of his black
cigar, trailing =smoke in the
hot atmosphere.

“Zouth America, at last!” said Dob.

The chums of the Remove gazed with
the most intense interest., It wasz their
first view of the vast continent of Bouth
America—s land full of the strangest
romance to their minds.

Where the Comnet now churned and
thirobbed and left smoke against the sky,
Spanizh galloona had sailed in the old
days, _&_IKF stout ships from English ports
had sailed, too, and battered the lordly
masters of the Spanish Main, Portu
guese caravels had rolled before the
wind, and slave ships from the coast o
CGuinea had brought their ecargoes o
human sulffering to the hard-fisted
planters, oa-the waters that swelled and
rolled round the schoolboys, standing
high on the great steanmer.

Blavery had long been a thing of the
past in Brazil, though Mr. Frulo, whose
grandfather had been an overseer on
2 slave []:!antatmn, had told the juniors
many tales of that hormble institution.
dut it had left a heritage behind in a
gwarming black population.

Black faces, and faces of every shade
from black to white, met the eyes of the
Greyfriars juniors as the steamer ranged
up to the quay. White men and black,
mulatioes, quadroons, and octoroons,
half-breed half-Indians; azll sorts and
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conditions of mixod races sccmed to be
thera.

“1 say, you fellows, when do wo ;et
gshore 7' asked Bunter, blinking at the
qus “They look a serubby lot, eo far
as | can see. [ dare say every one of
thens has & knife sbout him—"

“Or a fork 1" suggested Bob.

“Oh, don't be an ass! Look here, you
fellows, I've been thinking this out,”
said Bunter. ™1 don't see staying on
this steamer to go on to Rio, now that
wg' ve reached South America. Why not
wake the rest of the trip by land 1™

“Like to walk it?” asked Bob. “It's
only & little over a thousand miles, 1
believe.”

“I've hoard that there are railways in
Brazil—="

“0Oh erikey! You're accumulating a
fearful lot u? knowledge " gasped Bob.
“ Listen, you men! Bunter's heard that
thera are railways in Brazil! He'll tell
us next that there are houses and roads
and streets! And trams!”

“1 don’t know whether there's a rail-
road gll the way,” went on Bunter.
“But if not, we can rida! You fellows
know how I ride, and you can manage
to stick on somehow—"'

“We know how you rode the mule at
Teneriffe,” said Johnny Bull, *On and
off —generally off 1
"Don't waste time mow with vour
silly jealousy, Bull, because I ecan ride
and you can’t!' said Bunter peevishly.
“Look here, we're poing to Emah the
trip on land. [’m not staying on the
gteamer to be murdesed [

“Ha, ha, hal”

“That - villain Lobo is on board, as
I've told you—s"

“Give us a rest!” implored Bob
Cherry. “We've told wou, a dozen
tinmies, that Lobo was little me with &
fountain-pen for & deadly daggor—*

“¥ou can tell me all the whoppers
you like, but I shan't believe them!”
retorted DBunter. “1 know what I
know! And 1 ean jolly well tell you
that I"m Bnishing this trip by land !

The Famous Five chuckled. How
long it might nave taken to travel by
land down the coast of Brazil, from
Pernambuco to Rio de Janciro, they
did not know—but they had no idea
of putting it to the test. It was thiee
days in the steamer, the distance being
over a thousand miles. Brazil was o
bigger country than it looked to
Bunter from the deck of the Comet |

Moreover, they would have been
much more hkely to run inte O Lobo
on shore than on the sea. Bunter per-
sisted in believing that it was the Wolf
who had turned wp that night in No. 17
—but the other fellows were uct likely
to think a0

Bunter had told his tole of horror on
the Comet, and been rewarded only by
stares and chuckles. He could not get
the purser, or the stewards, or aty man
on board, to helieve that a Brazilian
bravoe had attacked him in his bunk in
the small houras. All Bunter suceeceded

in doing was to spread the story of tho

jape among tha passengers, and afford
them s good laugh.

To the fat Owl, howover, it was not
a leughing matter.

He took the. preatest precautions
when he went to bed. He left the
electric light burning at night in the
cabin. e fastened the door. And,
first-rate sleeper as He was, he woke and
woke and woke, listening for the creep-
ing footsteps of the bandit. Which
caused great hilarity among the other
fellovs It was in vain that Bob
showed him the black cloak and black
mask, obvioualy of s.nateur manufac-
ture, that the dread vi=itant of ihe

night had worn. Billy Buoter refused
to_be convinced.

Even in broad daylight, on deck the
far Owl would back his deckchair
against a door or & bulkhead. so that
he couid not be attacked from behind!
There was an end, at ail events, of
Bunter's swank oo the subject Not
only was he terribly afraid of Q Lobo,
but ‘he forget to make any attempt to
rlns'gl._uaa the faet.

is latest idea made the juniors
chortle

It was an alarinng and wearing life,
from Bupter's point of view; and ha
wanted to get off the Comet, and get
off %uick.

EI+I ou can cackle!” he soid wrath-
i 2

“;l'.‘hu.nku. we willl” agreed Bob.
“Ha, ha, hal”

“¥You'd cackle en the other side of
your mouths f that brute Lobo turned
up and tackled you, ss he did mal”
said Bunter darkly. " Ile nearly had
me—

“Ha, ha, hal"

*Hu's on this ship—"'

“You howling n::=!" exclaimed
Harry Wharton., “He isn’t on the
ship. and never was! Can't you get
that into your fat head?™

“He had a ticket for this boat, end
he was comnng on at Boulogne, only 1
spotted him ! eaid Bunter. “'Well, be
got on u* Tenerufe—"

“"We saw hun left behind |

“You couldn’t have, as he's on board.
Goodness krows what tame be’s going
by—it's no good looking at the pas-
senger list Lobo 1sn't & name—it's a
nickname, and means *Wolf.” He
must have some name or other on hia
paszport, and we don't even know what
it is. Bc we can’t spot him, so lmn;
a5 he Lkeeps out of sight—and that's
casy enough, with hundreds of pecpls
on the steamer He's waiting Ear

another chanco at ps—'" |

“I've no doubt that that was what
he intended, if he nadn’t been spotted
at the start,™ said Harry., " But—=""

“Weil. that's what he's deno 1?

“ Fathead I'"

“1 eay, you feilows, do have a little
sense ! urged Bunter, " Once wo got
ashore, we're all right! We can dodge
that old ass Frulo—we don't want him.
He's a silly old ass, anyhow 1

“ Agradeco-lbo ™  said & volca at
Bunter's clbow. *“Thank you!"

The fat junior blinked round at Mr.
Frulo Tha copper-complexioned

lanter took off his bat and made the
at Owl a bow.

“Kick hin. AMr. Frulo! sugpested
Johony Bull. * Bunter's asking to be
kicked, and it's a pity to dizappeint
him when he's so earnest about it

But Do Jeao on grinued, and
walked on Five fellows looked &t
Fillf Bunter os if they could have eaten
Yirm.

“Well, that old ass knows what I
think of him now 1" remarked Bunter.
“After oll, he's only an employee—a
manager or something on the Valentine
plantation. 1 believe in keeping these
underlings in their }i:lla;ce. Checky cads
ought to be sat on I

“¥ou really think s07" psked Boh

Cherry.
“Yes, I do!” retorted Bunter defi-
antly. “A cheeky ead ought to be

jolly well sat on; and hut's my opinion
1if you ask mal”

“Well, it ha%pﬂm to be my opinion,
too "' said Bob Cherry. He glanced
round at the other [Eﬁ::)"-‘-'ﬂ. “Do you
fellows agree that o choeky cad ought
to be sat on1”

“¥Yes, rathert” .

w=l]



1o ratherfulness 1s territie 1™

“Hear, hear ™

“Well, I'm glad to hear you talking
scuse for oneo!” said Bunter, in sur-
prise. " You don't often agree with
me, But what I ea Yaroooh 1

Fivo pairs of hands scized Billy
Bunter and swept him off his feet. Heo
plumped down on the deck, and roared
a3 he plumped.

"Yowl say, you fellows—
Yaroocoh! Gerroff 1 ghricked Billy
Bunter, as Bob sat on his podgy chest.
“Wharrer you vp to, you idiot?"

“Bitting on a cheeky cad ! answered

L1

“You silly fathead! Gerrolf, Bull,
you beast! WWhat do you fancy you'ro
doing, yon dummny "

“Bitking o o cheeky cad ™ answerod
Johnny DBull.
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of sunshine. amid crowds whose com-
plexions  varied, from deep black,
through brown to pale yollow and
white, the chums of Greviriars had
their first view of a South American
ciby—and they liked ils look.

Bunter, rolling on, grunting, declared
that it was hot No doubt 1t was.
But the juniors had not come to an
Eqiulaf.{:rm.l country expecting to find it
COddl.

One cireomstance struck the school-
Loys immediately, oand that was that
blacks and wlites, browns and yellows,
seemed to be on an equal footing in
that country.

Having already pald a visit to the
United States of North America, the
juniors eould not help being struck by
thoe differcnec.

A pentloman with a complexion like
thet of the ace of spades, but expen-
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: % Panama hat, jostled against Bob

H KEEP YOUR MA‘GIC = Cherry accidentally in the crowd. Im-

H S c,l - Lnedis&mly hF Hmiacdd HEI Eanglnm‘u,

= s bowed pracefully, and apologised

: pecta €s £ voluble Portuguese,  Bonhor Frulo

= H ANDY g 3 replied in the same language, with an
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Ancd he sat!

“Ow ! Gerroff ' shrieked Dunter.

Tho Famous Five did not get off.
They get on. They all sat on Bunter,
angd the fat Owl almost disappeared
from sight.

From under tho five, as they sat,
camo A series of agonised squeaks and
gaspa and purgles. They did not heed.
Punter had asked for 1t—in  fact,
hegged for it—and that for which Le
had asked was bestowed upon him

Mr. T'rulo. coming back along the
dock with his cigar, stopped to gaze at
the strange scene.

“Quo ha! What vou do?" he
inquired,  *Is this olse one small
joke B

“"Bunler asked for this!” explained
Hab,

“He asked that vou sit upon him 1"
cjaculated the Brazilian planter, in
sUTpPriso.

“Yeos; beppged for it!”

“The begfulness was tervifie !

“E possivel 1" cjaculated Mr Frualo.
" ¥ossn merce suprendemo!’

And he walked on, quite puzzled by
Runter having asked for that strange
treatment.

“"Will you gorvoff ' shricked DBunter.

“Charged syour mind ¥ asked DBob.
“Don't you think that a cheeky cod
ought to be sat on?”

"Beast! Gerroff "'

But the Famouz Tive did nat
“rerroff.” If Bunter asked to boe snt
upon, there waz no reason, so far as
thoey could ses, why he should not have
that for which he asked. So they sat
tight.

Not till the Comet came to her moor-
inga did they riso from their fat sofa—
and a red and breathless Bunter
wriggled te his feet  And the fat Owl
had not even the solace of telling them
what he thought of them, being too
Lreatiless to do anything but gasp.

THE EIGHTH CHAFPTER.
Black and White !

1 RAZIL'S jolly ! remarked Bob
B Churry.
Ilis comrades agreed.
: Walking down o wide
“avenida,” shaded by big trees, with
electric cars roaring by uander a blazo

NEXT WEEK’'S
Free

Magic
Pictures

are

BETTER THAN EVER!

[TEROATEEQ PRI PERJELR PR LT LENELE S 1YL Y]

FEENE R AR E RS AR EAA A SRR AN F A

Nhsidigiiidasiisidssiiiadanneninidi iR Ed R ERESBAE

ogual flow of politeness; and the
juniors, remembering that in a DPortu-
rucsn country  politoness came beforo
everything, all raised their hats—excepl
Bunter. Bunter grunted.

The black gentleman and the Groy-
friars party, after four or five minutes
of elogueoee, parted  with  mutual
csiecm.

“Is it liko that all over Brazil, Mr.
Frulo I asked Franlk Nugent.

“Like what?” asked the planter,

“1 mean, arc the darkies and tho
white men always civil to one another 1™

Mr. Frule grinned. _

“Brazil is o republic,” he explained.
“Hera thore 19 no colour bar; wo are all
Brazilitans."”

“It's o bhit different in the United
States,” remarked Bob Cherry.

Mr. Frulo looked puzzled.

“Tha United States?” he repeatod.
“I do not sce. What is it you mean,
little senhior? Ifere wo are in tho
United States.™

1] EIL ?.‘J‘

The juniors blinked at Mr. Frulo,
failing to understand, in  their turn,
The “ United States,™ to their monds, as
to mwpst Dinropeans, meant the United
Atates of North Amcrica, where dweltb
the EIItEl‘pl‘iSiﬂ% Yankee. But the term
had a wvory difforent meaning to o
Brazilian nnnd.

“1 mean America—" snid Bob.

“But thiz is Americal" said tho
puzzled Mr. Frulo. i
3 "hY:m Leoland,” further clucidated
11

1

“Oh! Now I come to undersiand [
saidd Mr, Frulo, smiling “But this 13
the United States, of Brazil There i3
alio a United Btates of North Amnericn
—ves| Sim, sim! Everveonue has Leard
of the United Btates of North America.
It is a great country, though not so

reat as %ﬂ-rﬂzil. But ’hl:ru the Uaited

tates i3 Brazil 1

Thoe juniors know, of course, that
Brazil wns a federation of great self-
governing  States,  like the North
American TUnion. But it was rather o
new one to them that in Mre. Frule's
couniry the term “United States”
meant Brazil.

“¥es,” went on Mr, Frulo; “it is
different in North America of the
Yankees. There the black man has also
been freed from slavery, but he is what
vou eall under-dog; the whito men look
down the nose ot him. Yes. Not so in
Brazil, senhores! Brazil is a republic.”

“But the United States of Nerth
America i3 a republic, too,” said Beb.

“Bim, sim. DBut DBrazil 15 a real
republic 1" explained My, Frula. = With
the Yankees it 158 what you ecall, in
English, spocf ! Here it 15 veal 1™

Eertniu'g it seemed real onough, from
what the Greyfriars fellows could seo 1n
the streets of Pernambuco. No doubt
there were, in Brazil, old familics who
rided themselves ot their pure white
ortuguese descent. But the mass of
the population was mixed—generally
very much mixed, and nobody mindccf

t}l

Only Bunter |
Bunter eniffed, and  sniffed, and
sniffed agein  Bunter's aristocratic

prejudices seemed ruffed.

“BRot, 1 call it1” he romarked.

“It’s an hour since wo sat on Bunter,”
observed Johnny Bull  thougphtfully.
“What about kiti:ing him 7"

“The kickfulness is the proper caper,”
agreed Hurree Jamset. Bam Singh.

“WFah 1" retorted Bunter. “I wonder
what Fishy would say if he were here?
Why, Fisher T. Fish says that m his
country they won't let niggers travel in
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ihe same ears with white men!
look at them here.”

“ Fishy wants kicking as much az vou
do, old bean!” said Bob.

“Well, I don’t beliove in it I declared
Bunter. “1I beliove in keeping niggers
in their place I

Mr. Frulo looked at Williame George
Dunter, with & touch of red through tiwe
copper of his cheeks.

“Little senbor, I also have one dash
of the nigger—what you call in English
touch of the tar-brush,” hLe said quictly.

“You look it1” said Bunter.

Mr, Frulo drew a deep, decp breath.
But he did not epeak again, walking
on with the juniors with Bunter rolling
on behind. Bunter was one of the in-
vited guests of his master at the Valen-
tine plantation, and that was enough to
securs him from Mr. Frule's indigna-
tion. But how his temper stood the
strain of Billy Bunter was a mystery to
the Mamous Five.

1 say, you fellows—-"

“Shut up, DBunter!” ssid Ilarry
Wharton quietly. “If ﬁnu speak ngain,
I'll bang your silly head on one of theso
frees
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Bunter frunt.e&, and wos silent. But
silence did not agree with Bunter, and
lie was in a bad temper On one of the
bridges, which connect the three parts
of the ecity of Pernambueco, Mr. Frulo
stopped to ask directions from a
passer-by—another black  gentleman
I'he planter, accustomed to the manners
of his own country, did not uotice, of

care about, the man’s complexion.
Bunter did. ,
“I eay, you fellows, come onl

rrunted DBunter peevishly "1 don't
want to stand about here talking to a
rotten nigger 1™

he black man’s dark eyes shot round
at Bunter.

He was & hig, brawny man, dressed
in red-striped cotion trougers, cotton
shirt, and an immense hat. Even
Bunter might not have made that
remark had it occurred to him that the
vdark gentleman understood English,
Evidently, from the look that came over
his face, the dark gentleman did,

Cutting off his talk with Mr. Frulo,
the black man turned to Bunter,

“¥ou sav 1 he asked.

The chums of the Remove coloured
with vexation. Even had they shared
the Yankee prejudice against colour,
they would have considered it only
decent to keep it dark in & country
where 1t was out of place, Dut, apart
from the discomfort caused by Bunter’s
bad manners, it was plein that there
was trouble in the air.

The first black gentleman they had
encountered had been a model of flow-
ing courtesy. But this black gentleman
wnas rather a rougher sort, and it was
clear that ho was very angry In point
of faet, the best-munnered ran might
have been annoyed by henrmg himszelf
deseribed as a “rotten nigger.

Bunter backed away, rather alarmed.

“I—1 say—"" he stammered. “You
keep off 1 Den't wvou touch wme, you
black beast!”

“"You say rotten nigger and black
beast 1 said the Ternambueo man,
goming closer to Bunter as he backed.

“I—I say, you fellows—" gasped
tlfirern'[a.rnm Owl. *“I say, keep him
ﬂ |

“Keep him off, yourself " said
Johnny Bull. *1f ever a fatheaded tick
asked to have his head smacked, wou
have {#

“ Oh, rcally, Boll—"

Mr. Frulo locked distressed. For hia
own part, he tolerated Bunter’s bad
tanners with almost wunvaried polite-
ness.  But the same toleration eould not
be exveected from all the inhabitants of
Brazil

Harry Whartan raized his hat to the
black gentleman, hoping that a soft
answer might turn away wrath.

“We apologise, sir I he said. “Don’t
wmind that fat fool |

But the dark gontleman
armoyed to heed.

“Am I rotten nigger ¥ he said. “Am
1 black beast? A foreigner come to my
country to insult me! I will beat him IV

“Go shead I said Johony Bull
cheerily. “ Nobody's going to stop you !
A few emacks will do him good 1

“1 pay. you fellowsw=—" golled Bunter,

A black hand. that was very sinowy
and powerful, was laid on Bunter He
erumpled and velled in its grip.

The juniers gathered round rather
anxiously. They had no objection what-
ever to the native smacking Bunter's
head for his insolence. But there was
no telling to what length s hot Bouth
American temper might go The
prospect of a rough-and-tumble with an
infuriated black man was not pleasant;
but they could net stand by and see
Bunter really damaged
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was foo

THE MAGNET

Fortunately. the bleck pentleman,
angry as he was, did not think of treat-
ing a schoolboy as very probably he
mrght have treated a grown-up man.

unter was saved hy that circmmsiance
from the rough handling he would have
received had he been older. But he got
his Eumshmcnt.

The black hand twisted him over,
selling  The black man made a knee
for him, and twisted Bunter across it

Then the other black hand rose in the
air, ond came down on Bunter's tight
trousers like & flail

mmack 1

“"Yarocooh ! .

The smack rang acrass Lhe bridge and
the avenida adjoining like a pistol-shot.
Louder still rang the yell of DBilly
Bunter.

Smack |

" Yooooop I”

Smack 1

“Yarcoh! Ielp!” roared DBunter,
wr!gkg]mg like an eel on the sincwy
bBlack knee over which he sprawled. ™1
suy, vou fellows—— Whaoop ™

“Ha, ha, ha "

BSo long as the angry native contented
himself with that mode of punishment,
the Famous Five did not fecl called to
intervene  Indeed. they hoped it wounld
do Bunter good

SBrnack, smack, smaock |

" Yow.ow-0w-ow | ﬁ’hﬂﬂﬂ{) g

The smacks and the wells rang faor
and wide A erowd began to gather at
onee, staring at the scene, grinoing and
laughing

Bmack, smack !

“Wow! Help! Ow1 Help1 Yarcoh ™
roarcd Bunter. .

It was awful for DBunter. *8ix™
from Mr Quelch’s cane &t Grevfriars
WS nnthms to this  The black gentle-
man scemned to fancy that he was beat-
ing carpet by the way he laid on the
smacks.

But ha eeaserd at last. rolled Bunter
efl his knee. egnd left him roanng.
Thern, rather to the surprizse of the
junigrs, hke raised his hat politely to
the rest of the party and went on his
way,

“Vamaonos 1 said Mr. Frule bastily,
anxious to get out of the grinning
erowd.

“Owl Yow! Wow!”

“Come on. Bunter "

“Yow.ow-ow 1V

The Greviviars party wenb on, over
the bridge. Billy Bunier wriggled on
after them He wriggled and he wroithed,
and his fat voice was heard in con-
tinuous plaint.

Bunter was not enjoying that walk
ashore in Pernembuco. DBut that smack:
ing. as the juniors noped. had done him
good  Billy Bunter was very careful
indeed to give no mare offence to the
descendants of Ham, who swarmed in
Perpambuco. His aristoeratie projudices
ware carpfully bottled up. to remain
bottled so long as he sojournad in Brazil.

ORT -

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Peril ai Pernambuco !

OM JOAQ looked at his watch.
D “There will be one just time
for to come and to ol he ro
marked
By which Mr. Frulo meant that there
was just time. The trip ashore from the
Comet was brief and if the Greyiviars
party were not on board m time, the
steamer would pull out and go on to
Rie without them.  But there waz just
time to take the electric tram to Ulinda,
the sesside resort of Pernambueo, and
et back: and the junmors were very
cen to pack in all they could during
their brief visit to the fainous port.

“Keep with us, Bunter |* said Harry
Wharton sharply, as Mr. Frulo led hus
flock o the tram.

Bunter was hanging back. !

There was a ely gleamn in the little
round eyes behind the big, round spec-
tacles. )

This, his
chance | i

He hiad made up his fat mind to stay
ashore at Pernambuco, and fimah the
ourney somehow on land, in his fixed

clief that O Lobo was somewhere
lurking on board the Comet. Nobody
would opgree to that idea, but Bunter
sagely caleulated that the other {ellows,
beasts s they undoubtedly were, would
not be beastly enough to go on to Rio
without him, if he got lost, and leave
him strancled. If the steamer was lost
they had to stay in Pernombuco, with
Bunter, and either go by rail or wais
for the next steamer Either of which
vourses would havo suited Bunter ]

And it was only neeessary fo sulb
Bunter; nobody else mattered | Ba the
fat Owl had his plans cut and dried,
and the seamper for the fram goave him
hiz chance

There was a erowd for the tram, and
i]n thm.:;j trgenlt_ti;c {Elm'} ﬂl.t; the R.emavg
drop und, dodged away, an
sendded.

Arrived at the tram.
missed Bunter.

Whether they visited OQlinda or not
without him, Bunter did not care.  He
knew that they would npot take the
steamer without him, and that was
enough .

But he knew that when they missed
him they were more likely to hunmt for
him than to go on the tram, and he
made haste to get out of sight.

At a little distance from the tram-
way he had noticed a small. dusky wine
shop. Once out of sight of the other
fellows. he headed for it

In that little. dusky retreat he could
remain dogge while the beasta looked
for hin—t they did look for bim.

It soemed quite z masterly schemo to
the fat Owl.

He rinned  breathlessly as  ho
stutnbled down & worn wooden step into
the dark little shop. He was prepared
to inake & purchase there as an excuse
for remeining in the shop. He waa

oing ta stay there, anyhow. as long as
ﬁn enuld, The other fellows could hunt
up and down the hot streetz: of Pernam-
buco in the blazing sun—and gerve them
jelly well nght!

The sudden changa from bnlliant sun
to the dusky interior of the shop almost
blinded Bunter.

He blinked round him through his
hig epcetacles. Thers were only two
men in the little shop, which reeked of
the fumes of wine. ®no. in a leather
Apron, WAas ﬂljpﬂ.rl!lll‘-tr the wina bseller.
T?m other. who had his back to Bunter,
scemoed to be a customer. e was drink-
ing red wine, and talking to the wine
shop koeper

unter hlinked st them. As Lis eyes
beoanme accustomed to the dusky gloom
be saw that the customer ip the wine-
gho,s had turned me head, ang was
regarding hiru with o fixed stare from a
pait of jetty black eyes,

That dark face. with its beaky nose
pnd black pointed beard, and jetty
moustache. struck Bunter as famibar.

He saw a derisive grin pass over the
dark face The black brarded man
spoke a few words 1o Portuguese to tho
wing shop keeper. who dizappeared
through & back door

‘Then he stepped towards Bunter, who
blinked at him ip growing surprise and
terror. . ] i

* Degejo-lhe muito bons dins, senhor I*

Bunter considercd, was

the juniora



“ What are you-up to, young feller-me-lad ? ** gasped the steward, helding Bunter by the lapels of his jacket.

do you mean by shouting fre 7 *

sald O Lobo, with mocking politeness,
“I wish you @& goodmormng, my
young friend ! :

Billy Bunter's fat heart almost dicd
within himn.

Ho knew thie man now !

It was O Lobo, the Wolf of Brazil
The bandit who had followed Mr. Frulo
to England, and had followed the Grey-
{riars party on. their voyage out to
Brazil—tho desperadoe from whom Harry
Wharton had so nacrowly escaeped on
thae island of Toneriffol

Bunter had fancicd that the brave
was on the Comet. Now, by sheer
chance, ho had run into Lim, in the
wine-shop at Pernambuce.

Mr. Frulo was satisfied thal the Waelf,
left behind at the Cenaries, could nob
possibly have got ahead of thoe steamer
to Pornambuco, but here he was|

Torror froze Bunter to the floor, The
brave quickly placed himself botween
tho terrified fat Owl and the low door-
way

“You ™ breathed Bunlor at last.
crikey 1™

“You have not forgotten O Lobol”
rrinned the bravo, with s flash of whito
tceth theough black moustache and
beard. “Bom! And ihe others—wlhero

aro t'lmf- o

Il{'}h ur! IIH

“Where are they i ropeated (0 Lobo,
with a savage snap in_his voice that
made Bunter crimgs with terror,

“Oh dear! They're gonse on the tram
to Olindo!"” pgroaned Bunter., “I—I
stayed behind! Oh erikey I”

“How fortunate for me,” grinnod
0 Lobo. "This is a pleasant meeting,
little senhor! X would rather that it
had been ono of the others. T think you
are of little secount.. But you will
serve my turn ™

“0Oh

EVERY SATURDAY

emerged, hopping on one leg.

Bunter's eves dilated behind his spec-
tacles.

Ho Lknew why the bandit had trapped
Harry Wharton on Teneriffe,  Tho
enptein of the Remove had barely
cspaped death at his ruthless hands.
For some reason, which the jpumors
belicved tc bo connected with a  dis-
covery of diamonda by Jim Valentine's
uncle, O Lobo was desperately resolved
to prevent the Greyfrinrs parly from
reaching the WValentine plantation on

the Rexo. Threats having failed, he
had resorted o more n:'l-:'.l;g-(srﬂtr:
MEeasnIes. Now, a3 he said, Bunter

would serve his turn, though ha would
have been glad to lay his hand: on a
moro important member of the party.

Billy Bunter had schemed to stay
behind at Pernambuce. He know now,
with horror, that he would stay there
—for cver—unless he cscaped the mero-
lesz clutches of thoe bandit.

And thero was no cscape! Tl
shop  keeper, ovidently a friend of
8] I?nhu' ad disappeatred. No ono clse
was in the shop. QOutside was brilliant
sunshine, and passing crowds, Surely
thie bandit would not dare—

0 Lobo himself, for a moment or two,
was in perplexity, Whatever his scerct
plans, thia meclting was entirely acol-
dental—and a shop on a hus{ strcet wos
not the spot whore ha would have chosen
to gpet one of the Greyiriars party nto
Lis hands. O Lobo would have preferred
n lonely, shaded road, outside the city.

But he could seo that Bunter was so

ctrified with fear that there was not
{;lmI:.r to be any difficulty with him.

Thers was an alley beside the wine-

The wine-

shop that led into dim back streets,
dark and obscuro. T'ive minutes' wallk
would be cnough to convey the fat

junior to a spot wiere O Lobo could
eal with him as lLie cliose, and cscopo

13

“ What

“ Loggo, you beast ! ** shrieked Bunter, as the cabin door opened and a fat Frenchman

afterwards without difficulty, The
bravo's mind was quickly made up.

“Venha 1” he said curtly, taking the
'Iatrilu-im by the armn. " Come "

- ]-—1 say—="" gtammered the wretched
Owl,

“Vamonos—let us gol” pgrinned
O lobo. “Look!” IIe hali-drew a
lnife from 1he back of his trouscrs.
“You see? Keep in mind, little senhor,
that if you eall—if you resist—if you try
to run, that knifo finds your heart the
ramo moment.” Ile glid the ™ faca ¥ out
of gight again. “"Now comoel Weo go
for o livtle walk—as small promenade.
I show vou zome sights of this famous
city.”

Io grinned hideously as ho spoke.
With o steel-like gop v Bunlor’s fal
arma, lo drew him awsy to the door-
ey,

“T—I say, I—1 don't wani to go!”
proaned Duniew .

“Para mim o tuwle o mesmol’
grinned O Lobo, “To me that is oll
tho same! Yoo cowse quictly, or my
leni fo—-"

Bunter lottered out of the shop by
the side of the musculer brave. Ilis
fat scnses wore swinuning,

It was hardly n dozen paces from the
wine-shop door to the opening of the
dusky alley towards which O Lobo led
Bunter—the alloy that was to bo the
pathway to death for the wretched Owl.
It was well for Billy Dunter that he
never reached it . .

He had takon cover in the wine-shop
in caso tho Famous ¥ive hunted for him
inateard of taking the tram to Olinda.
Now lLe was out of his cover—and &
sndden roar voached his cars.

* Bunter [V .

“[Tallo, halls, hallol There he is1”

(Coniinued on prge 16.)
Tie Masker Lipnany.—No. 1,463,



16
_%‘Wou of Mﬂll!‘%n.m
: ¥ A Wyl g

o

(Continued from page 13.)

Thera was o rush as the Famous Five
eamo up. Having missed Bunter at the
tram, ther were looking for him; but
certainly, they never would have found
l‘:glt':l hnd he remained insido the wine-
BROF.

Now, however, he emerged inte the
brilliant sunshine, full in their viow.
And they came up with o rush,

The next moment they saw who his
COMpPAanion Wwas. _ ‘

Bunter gave an inarticulato shripk—
(0 Lobo uttered a fierco oath in his own
tongue. From what DBuntor had told
Lim in_ the wineshop he had never
dreamed that the fat jumior’s friends
woitld be at hand.

“ 0 Lobol” gasped ITarry Wharton.

*“That wvillain!” yelled Bob Cherry.
“ollar him "

(} Lobo released his egrip on Dunter
instantly. Ilp leaped baock, snarling like
a wild beast.

“Get him 1" shouted Johnny Bull.

But the bravoe was already leaping
into the dusky alley into which he had
intended to lead Bunter. In a crowdod
strect, with poliee within eall and sight,
ha dared not draw his knife, though lus
dusky fingers iitched to do so. Ho
bounded into the alley and ran like 2

CeT.
Boh Cherry was s?lrinp;ing aftor him,
when Wharton caught him by the arm
aond dragred him back,

“*&tep, vou ass ! panted Horry.

# Look he

“IDo you want to be stabbed at the
noxt corner, fathead ! Stop {¥

Bob halted., A moment’s reflection
was enough, Pursuit of tho brave into
that notwork of dusky alleys mesnt o
thrust frem O Lobo's knife.

“Righkt, old man!” said DBob.
“We've pot Buoter, anyhow! Tiot, I
eay, O Lobo must have got ahead of us,
after all —must havo crossed by nirl
Tlow the thump did he pget. hold of
DBuntor:”

UL e’ 1 groancd Buntor,
vou fellows—— Oh log™ ¥ ;

“What were vou doing in that wine-
ehop, you [at ass?

“Oh dear! I didn’t dodge in there
to get mway from you fellows— Uh
crikey!{ I—I was just taking a rest out
of the—the sunt h erumbs! I never
kregw  that  beast waz  theral  Oh
geigsors]  I—I say, you fellows, you
stick to ma—sdon't yvou let e get lost
againl (b log" {7

The juntors walked DBunter back io
Mr. L'ruls, and they boarded a tram for
Olinda.  Billy Bunter was no longoer
thinking of earrying ont his masterly
scheme for keeping the party back at
Pornambuoea, He was not dreaming
naw of dudging away from the other
follows ' Not Banter! That brief buot
 terrifying cncounter with the Erazilion
hrave had been enough for Buntor—and
during tho remamder of their trip
ashore they were in no danger of losing
gight of him  Until they went back to
the Comet, Billy Bunter clung closger
than & brotherl
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Nlght of Terror !

WEEPING out in a wide loop
§ from the South American coast,
the Comet churned tho Atlantio

once more, southward for Rio

On that great and wonderful city of

the West the thoughts of the Cﬁ,{t}niqrs
ware  fxed. Bob Cherry cheerily
chanted “ Rolling Down to Rie,” un-
deterred by the fact that he did net
remember a lot of the words and had
forgotten & lot of the tune. That did
not matter much, for when Bob remoms-
Lered a tune he seldom kept very near
it when he sang, ha»ym% a way of in-
wdvertently putting in lttle things of
his own and wandering about in all
sorts of keys And if his friends did not
oxactly en‘,lir.‘-y his singing, they wore
ﬁ.ﬂ:ﬂ'ﬂyﬂ glad, at least, to hear hum leave
u L ]
Glovious sunshing streamed down on
the zea and the steamer as the Groy-
friars voyvagors ran over southward, It
was hot, and grew hotter. But nobody
complained—except Bunter; and even
Bunter's dulest tones weoro raized in
complaint less than usual. For Bunfer
Lhod & worry on his fat mind much more
sorious than even tha tropieal warmth.

() Loho haunted Bunter's fat mind.

Having found the black-bearded brave
in Persambuco, Mr. Frule and the
juntors hod no doubt thet he had
crossed by air to get rhead of them.
At all events, he certainly had lLeweten
them: to 1t. But that explanation was
of no use to Bunter. ) .

The meeting had convineed him of
what he liod not doubted before—that
O Lobo had been on the Comet all the
timo! And Bunter believed that he was
still on the Comot when the steamer
pulled out of Pernambuco and throbbed
wway to Rio.

“You're a lot of silly idiots I Bunter
told the chums of the Remove, when the
shades of night wers falling and the
steamer's hights pleamed over the starlit
sen.  Lhe approach of night rencwed
thoe fat Owls terrors. “I tell you, O
Liobo vwas on the steamer oll the way
from Teneriffe—"

“Tell us a new onc!” suggested Db
Cherry

“Yoe, do 1™ urged Jolmny Bull, **You
Enow we've beard that one 1

1 tell you—" roared Bunler.
“Tell von what” ﬁug‘ga‘:ﬁh-dp Beob
Clierry, “tell ns you're expeciing a

postal order! Wo haven't heard {hat
ono sinee woe left CGroyfriars.”

“11a. ka, ha!"

Eilly DBunter breathed hard throngh
his fat little noso. With O Lobo’s dark,
cvil face looking ot him from every
shadew and round every corner it was
cxasperating to have to deal with five
doubting Thomasez like thiz !

“1 tell you,” he howled, “ha was on
tho steamear! [le followed us ashore at
Perpambueo and pearly gpot mo——-="

“You asked for it,” said Harry, “and
if we'd let you have your way and stop
ashore he’d get you to a certamnty. Dut
you're oll cight Lere, fathead! O Lobo
wasn't, sad couldn’t have becn, on the
steamer, because we saw him left bebind
in thﬂ”{.‘-annrms. Bat bo got abead of
Ug——

“ Mo crossed with us——"

“{h, give us o restl”

“And be's got back on the sieamer,
ani—-"

“Clan it 1"

" And ho's here pow-—"

“Ring off 1"

“Phe spme as he was before, and
watehing for a chance to gob st us—rmo
most of all—"

“YWhy you most of all?” asked Bob.

“3Well, " the awfal brote means to pot

ong of us, tn frighten the rest into poing
back to Iingland; he told Wharton so ot
Tencriffol  Naturally he would pick
out the most imporfant chap in the
party—-—"

[ U'h Wihﬂ}' B

“He's ap awiul villain, but he's ro
fool I" said Bunter. "1 dare lm{l he
knows that you foellows wouldn't havo
the norve to keep oo without me”

“Has, ha, ha "
“Blessed if 1 see anything to cackle
at] Do you want that awlul villain (o

creep into the cabin with & kaife, same
23 ho did last timg=———"

“That was me, and it was o founiain-
pen ' shricked Bob,

“It wasn't] You can't pnmmon me !
snorted Bunter. “ Don't talk rot "

“My dear voung friend—"
mured dMr. Frule seothingly.

“Don't vou talk rot, either I snagpped
Bunter.

“You fat porker!” roarcd Jolinny
Bull. “Kick him, My, IFrule! Why
the dickens haver't you eover kicked
him ?H‘

Myr. Frulo emiled., shrugeed Nis
shoulders almost over his cars, awd left
tha fruup of juniors,

“1I say, you fellows——"

“Bay another word,” said Johnny Bull
in concentrated tones, “and 'l bang
vour head on that rail!  Just ono
word 1” .

Billy Dunter gave him an infurnated
blink threugh his big mgleﬂacles. and
rofled inte Stato-room No. 17, He
switched op the light thero and blinked
round the stato-room  with scarching
eyves and spectacles.

On poard the Comet the state-reoms
wera fairly ample—considering toat
they were on ship-beard; but certainly
thers was no space in any of them for a
man to bo concealed—espenially a burly
man like the Wolll

But Billy Bunter left nothinzg 1o
chance. Ie blinked into overy cranny
that could have concealed a rabbii, or
eVEn 3 mosgiaito.

Satisfied, at last, that O Loba was not
in State-room No. 17, he relled through
the communicating doorways  and
searehicd State-rooms Nos. 18 and 10.
Both were drawn blank; and, having
rolled back to State-room No, 17, he
searched State-room Ne. 17 again.

Not till then did Bunter turn in, and
ho carefully fastened both tho com-
mnnicating door and tho outer door
boefore doing so.

Fyen then he did not sleep.

If ho hod doubted, beforn the Chornet
put in at Pernambuco, that the Wolf
was on board, he had no doult now.
ITo was absolutely certain that O Lolo
was among the almost Innumerable
passengers of the Comet, onder somo
name that the junices had never heard.
Cortainly he woz not likely 1o travel
under such a name g5 O Lebo.

Whether any passengers had come
aboard at Pernambuco the Grerfriers
party id not know; they had only
roturned in {imo lo jump on the
stoamer before she cast off. ‘They qrite
expected to sco O Lobo again when they
reachied Rio; but cortainly they had no
expectation of sceing him before then.
As for his having come, a3 Buntor be-
lioved, in Lhe steamer from Tencriffc,
thev knew that that was himpossible.

MNobody bnt Bunter was uneasy—buk
the fat Owl was vneasy enough for the
whole party, and a little over.

When the Famons Five came to turn
in, Wharton [ound himself shut out of
Heate-room No. 17, and he banged on
fhe door. ]

Qw17 &ns;md Bunter from his bunk.
“Wow ! Who—who—whe's that?”

“ I, you silly fathead! Let me wl®

TR



“0Oh, you! spluttered the fat Owl
“T—1 say, I'd rather not open the door.
That beast Lobo may ba waiting for o
chance to pop in—"

“¥ou howling aes, do you think I'm
poing to stay ali night on deck?”
voared the captain of the Remove,

“Well, it's & nice, warm night, old

chap-——-"

" l;‘i’ill vou open this door, you potty
pnrguim?" : ‘

“I—I sav, you can turn in with one
of the other chaps, Wharton. You can
go two to & bunk, skinny specimers like
QU i
T If you don't open this door I'll call
the purser to open it, and bang your
silly head on your bunk !”

4B Eﬂ'-ﬂﬁtl IJ‘J

Billy Bunter crawled out, and un.
r.-iIli.rlgl%" opened tho door. As soon as
Harry Wharton had stepped in, he slid
it shut again and clamped it fast

“Weo'ro loaving the door open, you
uss I'" growled Wharton. “We want
what air we can get”

“We're not!” shrieked Bunter. ® You
ran be jolly well m-m-murdered if vou
like, but I'm not going to be, sce?”

“0Oh, you fat chump! Do you think
(O Lobo ecan jump aeross a bundred
miles of water and land in this cabin!”

“* He's on the shipl”

* Blitherer 1

Wharton yiclded the point, however,
and the deor remained fastened. He
opened the communicating door into the
neEt state-rooi.

“ __wep that shut!” shrieked Bunter.

Wharton looked at him.  The fat
junior was in such n state of jumping

nerves that it looked like hysteries
coning on.  Instead of krchn}% him,
therefore, the captain of the Hemovo

replied soothingly. .

“Bafer all together, fatty, if there's
any danger! Seo? If Lobo does that
hundred-mile jump, wo shall want the
other fellows en hand.”

“1¥ell, that's all right,” said Bunter.
“1f the others will kecp their doors
locked—"

“0Oh dear! It's pretty stulf

“You can sct the eleotric

Tr
an going,

I'm not going to be shot and stabbed
wrd murdercd and assassinated
sind——"

“Oh, my hat] The little man would
have a busy night if he put ail that into
the programme.”

ik gcaﬂt' !.H'

ﬁgwu'mr, the other fellows agreed to
keep the doora fastened, to relieve the
fot Owl's terror. Then they turned in,
and fve of the party were scon fast
asleep. But Billy Bunter, who, in that
Line, could generally give any fellow
any amcunt of odds, and beat him, did
not slecp.

If he closed his eyes, and dozed, he
soon woke again. With the light stull
burning, he could sce that all was safe;
but 1t booted not—after his eyes had
closed a few minutes, Dunter had to
open them, aod blink about him like a
far rabbit. _

[t was not £il) after midnight that his
snore was hesrd. And that snore, in-
stead of being an unending melody, as
wsual, eadne in spasma.  Erery now and
then it was cut off, as Bunter woke
agein to blink suspiciously from his
bunk.

Harry \Wharton was in  sound
glumber, dreaming that he was on the
football Beld at Greyfriars, with O Loho
gnd Jim Valentine charging bhim off the
ball. when he was suddenly awakened.
A groping hand was clutching at his
face, and a grasp on hi: nose awakened
hiin instantly and eBeciually.

“Oh!" be gasped. " What—"

“ Listen I breathed DBunter. The [at
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junior was out of his bunk, ehivering
in his blue-striped pyjamas, warm s
the tropic night was, .

“¥ou unspeakable wdiot!” hisscd
Wharton. Do you think the ship is
going down again, or whati"

“ Liasten 1 moanced Bunter,

The wash of tho seca witlhout, the
whirr of the clectric fan within, made
a good deal of sound. But Wharton, aa
he listened. heard another sound-—that
of & groping and fumbling outsida tha
door.

Ha =tarted a little.

Someone was attempting to enter tho
cabin from without. That was a eor-
tainty. It made him start; but only
for o moment.

“"You hear him?" broathod Dunter,

" Some dpussenger mistaken  his
cabin ! aaid Harry. “Go back to bed,
fathend 1

“It's him!” gaid DBunter, fearfully
and ungrammatically.

“0Oh dear! Well, if it'a 2 * hing,” T'I}
gee who "him " 81" greaned YWharton.

He jumped out.

“"Don't open the door!™ shrieked
Bunter.

“ My dear idict, I'm going to see who
*him?* ia )"

“Htop 1" yelled Bunter.

He grabbed Wharton, and dragged
hitn back. in the desperation of funk.
Wharton gave a yell as his foot slipped
and he stumbled backwards, over
Bunter. Bunter %ﬂ-?ﬂ a louder vell as
he sprawled on the floor, and the cap-
tain of the Remove sprawled over him.

“¥Yaroooh! Yoocop! Oooop!”

“Oh, you silly pss——"

“Ow! Gerroff! Beast! Wow ™

Wharton scrambled up.  Bunter,
panting for breath, bounded to his feet
and clutched hiz arm.

“Eee? that door shut!” Lo howled.
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Wharton, when he turned out in the
morning, grinted ab a pasty, hollow
face peoring {rom the upper bunlk.
Bunter's might of terrer did not seem
to have agreed with hiun.

To Whartou's miud there was not the
slightest doabt that tho uunsecn porson

who had fumbied at No. 1T was
a passenger who hod mistaken his
cabin, discovercd his  mistake, and
gona. To Bunter, it was absolutely

certain that the midmght visitor was
the Wolf of Brazil. ;
The Famous Five, at breaicfast,
chuckled over the fat Owl's night of
tarror. But they would not have
chuckled, had they seem the dark, evil
face of the man who had erept away
from the state-room door in the night.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter on the Track!
" L{JDE hére, Don!" grunted Billy

Bunter. :
Dom Josp Frule did not
*look there”

He did not, as e maiter of fact,
renlize that Bunter was addressing him.
especially as he was speaking at the
moment ta Harry Wharten.

Bunter, being one of those fellows who
knew everything without being told,
had no use for mstruction, and he was
quite in the dark about modes of
address in the Portuguese language. He
knew that Spaniards were called
“Dan,” and the Portuguese * Dom.’
Reing somewhat similar, Bunter lumped
them together.

He was not aware that “Don ™ and
“Dom " can be used only before the
Christian name. So, under the 1m-

{Canfinwed an nexf page.)

now ' eaid Harry.
The groping at the
door  had cemsed,
and footsteps re-
coded  amd  died
away.

“{Oh lor’ 1™ pasped
Bunter. e X
hadn't been awake
he anght have got
in. and—""

“Then he would
have found it was
the wrong eczbin.
and gone off to his
own, ¥ou howling
ass, whoever he
was "

"It was

“Well he's gone },(‘
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preasion that ke was speaking to Ble.
Frule in his own language, Bunter
squieaked *“Donl” and pgrunted with
annoyznoe when Dom Joao did not oven
turn his head.

It was after lunch, on the Comet, and
tle steamer was making good speed
under & blazing blue sky. Two dafﬂ
more, and tho Greyfriars fellows would
be at Rio—and preparing for the jour-
ney up-country to the Valentine
plantation.

It was possible that Jim Valentine
might have made the trip down to Rio
from the interior, to meet tho steamer,
having been told by cable that the
party were coming on the Comet. Tho
juniora were looking forward eagerly to
seoing their old pal of the 1OV
again,

Bunter was not thinking of Rio, or of
Jim Valentine, but of his haunting
droad of the brave, O Lobo, After a
sleppless nifht.. Bunter had spent the
morning asleep in a deck-chair. Ho
had woke up in time for lunch, and bis
torrors, fortunately, had mot affccted
his appotite; he had parked his usual
remarkable nuantity of the foodstuffs
Bub he was leoking forward with dread
to another sleepless night.

“Don!” sgueaked Bunter,

Senhor Frule went on talking. He
was telling the juniors about the Valen-
tine “fazenda,” of which he was man-
ager, and where coffee and rubber,
among other &ropical products wore
grown. On the subject of rubber, tho
planter had interesting tales to tell, to
vwhich Harry Wharton & Co. listened
with keen interest. INot so Bunterl
That product had no interest whatevor
for Buntor, except in the shape of a
hot-water bottle on a cold night.

“Look here, Don!” howled Bunter.

Bob Cherry glanced round at him.
“Can't you quict a bit, Bunter?”
he asked. * And what are you yapping

about, anyhow? Who the thump s
Don? I yvou konow anybody on the shp
named Don, po and talk to bim for
poodness’ sake.”

“I'm speaking to Doo  Frolol”
vapped Duntor.

“0h, my hat!"”

Mr. Frulo grinned.

“You honour me with romarks?” hoe

asked. “Yea! I compliment you, littlo
renhor, on  your inastery of my
languapgn.”

This was sarcasm, but it was guite
wasted on Bunter,

"“Well, T'm pretty good at languages,™
eaid Bunter. L My French iz a heﬂ h%?:er
than our French master's, at Greyfriars
I mean, I pot the true Parizian pro-
nunciation better than he does. I'm
rather & dab at that sort of thing.”

“The dabfulnesa 1a terrifict™ munr-
mured Ilurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“You blithering ass|" said Johnny
Bull. “Don is a Bpanish word. And
it can’'t be put before o surnamo, any-
.

“I foncy I know more sbout it than
vou do, Bulll You're only showing your
ignorance, old chap1 Look here, Don [
wont on Bunter, Oxing his big spectacles
on the smiling, coppery face of Dem
Jono. “What are we going to do sbout
that beast, Lobo, who is hiding on this
rship? Can't you ask the captain to
hove the steamer scarched for him?”

“MNao,” grinfied Dom Jeao. “Iszo e
impr:ln-.ssj'fei. The captain he would
augh.”

“It ain't o laughing matter ! hooted
Dunler. “We had a jolly narrow escapo
last night! Look here, I've been over
ine passcnger list, and thore's a lot
of foreign names in it. One of them
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15 the name that beast s going by—see?
Now, I've got an ides.”

*Whoso i¥ asked Bob Cherry, o

“Eh? What do you mean, you esaf

“I moan what 1 esay—whose!? You
nm'ﬂ?r have an idea of your own, have
you LT

* ¥es, I havel” roared Bunter. -

“Take it away and bury it] Take 1t
from me; it's no good!”

“I tell you I've got an ides,” hooted
Bunter. “Wo've pgot fo fnd out
whether any passengers came on board
at Teneriffe, I've iold you that Lobo's
been on the ship all the time, Ho can't
be stowing away; he's a peazenger, and
jolly well keeping out of our sight. Well,
Lo ﬁf_irt- on &t Teneriffe "

“Hao didn't, fathead |”

“He didl If we spot all the pas-
songors thet got on at Teneriffe wo shall
spot Lobo among them. See? That's
what we've pot te do. Then he can
bo ecollared.”

Harry Wharion laughed,

“Crood egp1” he sowd. “ (o and spot
themm! If you ask & steward, or the
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puezer, he will tell you! Get on with
it, Bunter !

“Well, if vou fellows are too slack to
move, I'll jolly well do it 1 said Bunter,
and ho heaved himsell out of his deck-
chair, Evidently the fat Owl was deeply
spprehensive.  [lis dread of O Lobo
overcame even his laziness,

Mo rolled awsy to make that nseful
indguuiry.  Mr. Frulo smiled, nod Johnny
Bull grunted.

“What uiter rot [ heo said, ” Weo know
that O Lobae never got on at Teneriffe,
a3 we saw him left behind there. What
do vou mean, Wharton ¥"

“1 mean that I'd rather Bunter talked
to the purser than to mo ¥ answercd
the captain of the Remove.

“(Oh

“He, o, ha!"

Bunter being now happily at a dis-
tance, Mr., Frulo resumeod his t2lk. Ho
was telling the juniors about the great
rubhor industry, cradled in Brazil

“Oie time long agoe,” =aid Mr, Fruly,
“Only Brazil could give you rubber—
yes. Akl They were great days—

great daye! I was thicn what yoi eall
um rapaz—one small boy—but I roracrmn-
ber—ves. Oaly in Brazil there was
rubber, and when the great demand
came, when thers wore motor-cars and
bieycles, did wep not roll in riches?
Yog ™

Ho woved bis cigar, trailioc bloe
smoke,

“But the Fnglish—" he sighed.

“What did they do?” aszked Liarcy
Wharton, with a =mile.

“I've always thought of rubber aa
coming from the East Indicz—Mulaya,
and so on,” said Nugent.

“"Bim, sim! DBut all from Drazil, to
begin 1” said Mr, Frelo, “ They smuggloe
—seeds of the Hevea rubber tree out of
my_country—iliey plant them ai--al-—-at
— M-_—'

“Koo!” said Dob. “In China®"

“Nao! Naot! In Inglaterra!™

“0Oh! EKew!l" said Harry.

“¥es, yes.  Koo!” said Mr Irule.
“The gardens of Kool ‘They plant—
they mrow—they make! In Malaya
thers were planters, who grow coffee;
the ¢offoe fail=—they aro in what you
call in English, the soup! They think
to go to come and try rubber in the
Flaf:-a of coffee, which iz no go. Seed-
ings from Koo—and behold, one huge,
anel greal, and wery tremendous n-
dustry grow up in British colonies, and
plantation rubber of the English knock
out Brazil rubber, which guww wild in
foreat. Yea™

AMr, Frule shook a dusky head sadly.

" Rubber we shall gather,” ho said.
“But do he pay? Bo much plantation
rubber, the price, ho is knoclk into ono
cocked hot, When I was zaﬂu—’my—
what do_a man give for rubber? Ten
of your English shillings for one pound I
What do he now give? One half of ono
shilling 1

“Bixpence ¥ said Bob.

“8ix pences,” agreed Mre. Frulo, “ AL
such prico, who will gather wild
rubber in Brazilian forests? Rubber in
Brazil, iz, sz you say in Knglish, knock
on & head with o kybosh. The riches,
thoy fly! Oneo we spend with both
hands, and the money come and go
quick and easy. Now we take a buckle
in the belt! And all because they
amuggle away onr sceda! Yeal”

Evidentlyr Mr. Frulo remembered
sadly the daya of the “rubber boom,”
before Lthe War, when money had poured
into the Amazon Valley of Brazil almost
as fast aa the waters of that mighty
river pouved out ! .

“After all, though,” said Bob, “if
rubber had etayed at ten shillings a
poutid thers wouldn't be many cars
on the roads. It had te come, Mr.
Frulo 1

*Yesa. yes,” agreod Mr. Frulo, " Now
in Brazil, woe plact rubber, like the
Enﬁsh in Malaya. 8till we gather wild
rubber, a little—but olse we plantl
But at six pences the pound, do ho

pay? Naol It ia one hard lifc1”
“But vou have coffec, too,” said
Ilarry.
“ Coffee, also, these daya, iz what you
call, in English, wonky [¥ eaid oA
Frulo. “Ile do not pay! 8o much

coffee, he id chuck away to keep Sr‘%cu
from folling through the foor. Ship-
loads of colfee are sunk in the soa.
To get rid of so much! Thon como
native persons, who swim out and dive
for coffee bags! Then we make to
spoil before wo sink! Such is coffec

- Eﬂmethinﬁ wrong with the brains
at the top when that sort of thinghgnp-
pens I epid Johnny Bull. *T've heard
of wheat being burned in the United
States, for the same reason.  Bomo
Governments want kicking ¥

Mr. Frulo grinned.



* Laock here,” said Johnnoy argumenta-
tively. “ You've got tons of coffes you
don’t want in Brazil. You want pig-
iroy and steel, In England we want
colfce, and we've got tons of pig-irom
and a;ﬂﬁl wa don't want. Why can’t wo
BWO

“ Beeausc,” grinned Mp, Frule, "the
brotns ot the top are what you call
wonky | Governing persons use the chin
instead of the brainbox. Also—"

“1 =ay, vou follows—"

3 my hat] Here's DBunter!
Spoken to the purser, Bunter
“ Yes, and-—"

“"Now go end speak to the captainl”

“Eht What forp” . _

“Beeause your conversation’s so nice
when it's addressed to somebody else.”

“You silly ossl"” roared unter,
" Look here, you fellows—"

“Can't you go and speak to the
gteward 17 demsnded Wharton,

“Do1” urged Bob. “I'll tip bim after-
wards, for standing it 1Y

“Ha, ha hal”

“Will {uu listen. to mel?” roared
Bunter. * It's a bit more important than
Don's gabble—e—'"

Mr. Frulo rosa and walked along the
deck. That wos his nsua) resource when
he felt an almost irresistible urge to
take Bunter by his fat neck.

“Now listen to mo!” hooted Bunter,
“I've found something out, A passen

or, with a foreign name, come on ot

enerifie~a man calling himeslf Pons
'That sounds French, but, of course, the
beast would very likely use a Irench
name. He's got & cabin on thia very
deck—No. 22, which was reserved for

im
“Well, ers, what about it1" 1
“He protends to be ill, and keeps in
his ecabin,” went on Bunter, The
purser says he has rhewmatism. Gam-
mon, of course—an excuso for keepn
out of sight! We've seen nothing o
him. Well, what does it look like "
The juniors gazed at DBunter.
Evidently, the fat Owl was convinced
that be had msade an important and
wlarming discovery. The Famous Five
could =ea nothing alarming in it.
“What does it look like?” repeated
Harry. It looks as if a French chap
named Pons ia keeping to hia cabin
because he's got rheumatism, What
gbout it1" _
“Well, that won't do for me!” said
Bunter. “As I krow that Lobo iz on
the ship, it's pretty colear that ma:;l"s
Lobo! He has hizs meals taken to hun
in the cabin, and has never once shown
up in the dining-room, or anywhere ¢lze,

even on deck. Makes out he's got o

gammy leg, or something. It'e pretty
plain, I think. Look at it )"

“ We're looking 1 seid Bob. “Do you
niean your face? Wo're Jooking at it |
I’s not pretty, but it’s plain ¥

“Ha, bhs, ha I““ " N 1

" You— gilly  idiot | as
Buntar. '?ﬂ’::w I'H tell vou fe!lﬂwgs w?fat
to do, Next time tho steward goes
to No. 22, and tho Qoor’s opem, you
fellows rush ip——"

“Rush in!* gasped Wharton.

“Yog; and bag him, Take himn by
surprige,- you know—-"

“Take’ o rheumatic Frenchman by
purprise I'* gurgled Bob Cherry., * Yos,
I've no doult he would be surprised |”

“The surprisefulness would be
terrifio I” : ;

“7 tell you he's Lobe, playing
ossum ! booted Bunter. “Of course
e is! Can"t even you silly duffers
spe ¥ “Taka him by eurprise and get

“Well, look here,” eaid arry, “if
you're right——="

“Of course I am, fathead!”

“Well, you rush in and collar him
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We'll wait outside to piak u
left of you, when 4ike
Frenchn .o bas £nished.”’

“Ha, bha, bal”

* Beast 1™

Bunter did nct adopt that sugges-
tion The rcushing tactics, appar-
ently, were to be left to the Famous
Five, and if they did not do the rush-
ing, there would be no rushing done.
And clearly they bad no intention of
doing any rushing.  Instead of that,
they roared with laughter; and Bob
Cherry requestea Bunter to tell them
another funny storyl Instead of
which, Bunter merely snorted.

what's
rhenmatio

THE TWELFTH CHAFPTER.
Bunter Knows How !
RED sunzet torned tha Atlantie to

s shect of erimson
Night was st hand—and with
the approach of night Billy
Bunter grew more and more uneasy.
Onece or twice—preatly daring—the fat
junior strolled past Stete-room Neo, 22
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—iwhera the mysterious Freoch pas-
gcnger was hidden from sight.

o Buanter's mand, at least, the un-
ecen  Monsieur Pon: was  miysterious,
dark, and deadly. Bunter had no doubt
that the unszeen passenger was () Lobe,
travelling under a French name. Hea
had no doubt that the rheumnatio leg
which confined Monsieur Pons o his
cabin, was meve camouflage—a protoxy
for keeping doggo.

The other fellows, glanecing at
Bunter as he peered at the closed cabin
through his spectacies, grinned.

To their minds, there was nothing
mysterious sbout & passenger keeping
‘to his eabip if he was on the sick lisi.
Morcover, the facl that that particular
&asa«&qger bhad come on the ship at

cneriffe, wos proof positive that ho
was not O Lobo—to ecverybody hut
Buntor.

Bet Bupter hod no doubts, And his
fot mind was filled with terror at the
prospect of the pretended Frenchman
creeping out of No. B2 and along to
No. 17, in the Jurk hours—as Bunter
was convinced that he had dono tha
nizht before.

(1)
With comle writers numerous
Our magazines abound,
And boa' 5 descrlbed as ** humerous ™
On evary shel are found ;
But whan you take and search "em all
1 For characters of fum,
You'll s2y that Dector Birohemall
Takes second place to none.

(2}

He has his own appliances
To kesp him ai 81. Sam"s,
He cares oot for the sclences,
Or schoo! books or exams ;

His braln is a vaculty
In ail scholastic lore,

He shows no assidaily :
In filling it, whai’s more !

And Tirchemall's

{5}
His density

No, nat 3 donce !
Is all his Wl’{lﬂwn !

It comes from his propensity
For lezving work alone |
HBe’d rather be victorious
In blacking fellows® ayes
Than stand aloft and glorious
On Speech Day, with a prize.

(7)
But Frank works hard and forcefully,
And Dick, who’s [ufl of sloth,
Persuades him most resourcefuily
To do the work of both.
If Twigg sees this dupliciy
There's trouble in the act, .
| And Frank, tor his complicity,
is sent 1o Queleh and whacked.

Well, then, | saw

For Dicky writes wilh gravily
Thesa tales of mirth and cheer,

To him is quite sincere,

Yes, that’s the word—sincerity |
For that explains at once

The murvellous dexterity
Qf one who Is—a dunce I

(9)
But you, with great feroclty,
Cry : ** Stop your drivel, do !
A truce to this verbosity,
We want that Interview 1™

And this is what he said—
And really I eonless. to-day
I'd—— (No more space lslt.—ED.)

This week our long=haired poet chooses for
his subject s character who really needs ne

intreduction,
DICKY NUGENT,

leader of the S d Form fags snd wuthor
ender e tiu é:.ngnm’: " shoe u:."

(8)
The Doctor's speclality
I5 raking in the brass!
His humorous raseality
Neo villain could mr]iass .
But though we chuckle Bitlngly,
The humour isn't meant 1
I’s all put = unwittingly,
The fun's an accident |

i4)

dapravity

{8}

Unhapplly, this tendency

At Greyirlars hardly pays,
There's lar too much depandency

On masters and their ways ]
And Mr. -Twigg's mentality

Gives Dieky Nugent pain ;
He has such partiall

To tesching—and ths cane

{3)
S0 Dicky writes maliclously
To glve the brufe a *° dig,"
Makes Birchemall act viefously
To take it out of Twigg !
This eurlons expariment
May give his feellngs eass,
It gives oor lealings merrimsnf-—
S0 ¢arry on, Dick, please !

him yesterday,

L=
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1f the other fellews would haveo
backed him up, Bunter would soon have
had that mysterious passenger hooked
out of the cebin, and shown up n his
true colours. But they wouldn't!

It was Bunter or nobody—and the fat
junior waa setting his podgy wits to
work to think out a plan, vot invelving
nny risk for his fat und important self.
And at last, it scemed, the unusual
pressure on Bunter's fat brain produced
rosults |

Ile rojoined the group on D deck, and
poked Mre. Fralo in the ribs with o fat
thumb to draw his attention.

“1 say what's the DPortugucse for
fire " he asked.

“(} foge!™ answered Dlom Joao.

“0 fogol” repeatod Dunter. “0Oh,
ves—0 mieana ‘the,’ and foge means
“fire." Is that it? What's the Portu-
guese for flame "

“ A chamma 1 answered Mr. Frulo.

“You mean o chamma®” asked
Bunter )

“Nao, neo! Chamma, the Hame, 12
of the gender feminine in Portuguese,”
explained Mr. Frulo. “Jt is, as you
ray, i Knglish, shemale!  But fogo,
the fire, 15 masculine gender.”

“What o rotten, silly lingo!” zaid
Bunter. “8o you say sometimes ‘a’
and sometimea ‘o' when you mean
‘the.,! Same silly rot in French, But
'l"::.rl;ug?ues.n ia rather more fatheaded
than Freneh, isn’t il 3

Mr. Frulo did not answer that polite
guestion

“0 fogo! A chamma!” repeated
Bunter., “Weoll, that ought fo fetch
him! But T'll sav *fire.” too, as tho
brute nnderstands English, and it would
spund tnore natural to shout * Fire!’ on
an English ship."”

The juniors siarcd blankly at
Punter.
“You're going to shout *Fire?”
gasped

“Thoat's the i1dea!™ assented Dunter.
“ Rather deep, what *"’

“Deep!™ ejaculated Wharton,
“FTou'll got into a jolly row if you
give an alarm of fire for nothing.™

“Tt ain't for nothing! It's to foteh
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that brute Lobo out of his hiding-
place I explained Bunter,

“Oh erileey 7 ]

“1 mean, what would a man do if he
suddenly heard an alarm of ‘Firgl
cutside his cabin?” argued Bunter.
“Bure to rush out at once, what!"

“Tho surefulness is terrifie !” grinned
Hurree Jamset Ram Emih.

“And pretty sure to kick the silly ass
who gave the slarm, if there was
nothing in it 1" said Johnny Bull

“1 say, you fellows, you stand round
ready to collar him!* said Bunter.
“ As soon as he pops out, bag him, see?
You'll see at once that he's O Lobo”

“We shall sec at once thot he isn’t,”
snid Nugent.

“0On, don't be an ass! 1 sav, you go
and shout *Fire! ogutside his eabin,
Bab, I—I—I'll stand hore, ready to
call for help, sce? You'll need help—
and you can leave that part to me.”

“I'll leavea the lot to wou, thanks!™
prinned Bab.

“You've got more pluck than Cherrs,
Franky, old chap! Will you go and
shout * Fire!' outside No. 7

“Not  this  evening!”  chuckled
Nugent.

“What about you, Wharton "

" Nothing about me, vou born idiol

“Bull, old man—"

“Jhut up, ass " growled Johnny Bull,

“I zay, Inky, yvou've got tons of pluck
-=move lhan all those sncaking funka
put tngeth{:r! Will yoen go and shout
‘Fire " outside Neo, 221"

“The shoutfulness of my esteomed sclf
will not be terrific ! chortled the Nabob
of Bhanipur.

Bunter gave a snort of disgust.

“Blesaed if T ever saw such a rotien
lot of funks!" he snapped. ™1 say, Mo
Frulo, will you go and shout * Fire?!
T'ut it in TPortuguese, toa! Then he's
sure o understand ! It will bring him
out., and=—*"

"MNao!” grinned Mr. I'rulo.
nopt{ Waon 1"

Another snort from Bunier.

Masterly as ihat scheme was for
foreing the unsecn occupant of No. 22

1JII

“I tink

THE
PILOT,.
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to show up, Billy Bunter seomed disin-
clined to carry it out kimself.

But it was clear that nobody else was
going to do so; and already the dusk of
night was ereeping up from iho cast.
There was po time to lose, if Bunter
was not to undergo another night of
ferror.

; The fat Owl made up his fat miod at
ast.

“I say, vou fellows, you bho recady
to bag him!"’ he breathed. * Don’t you
let mo down, you know! The minute
Lobo shows up, yvou rush at him—="

“We'll rush at O Lobe, all right, if
he shows up!” pgrinned Bob, * But if
a rheumstic Froggy hops cut on one
Ieg. we shall leave vou to it, Bunter.”

‘Ha, ha, hal”

“My dear young friend——" cxpostu-
lated Mr. I'rule. i )

Unhecding expostulations,  Billy
Bunter rolled along the deck te No. 22
With & thumping heart, but with des-
perate determination, the fat junior
approached the deor and lifted a
podgy hand to knock.

The other fellows watehed him.

“Look here, we'd better stop that!"
satd Johnny Bull, "We can’t let that
blithering idiot enrry on.”

“He won't have thae nerve to carry
on 1" answercd Bob. -

But Bob was mistaken, Extremity of
funk supplicd something like courage.
Bunter had made up his mind, and
screwed up his courage, such as il was,
to the sticking-point.

He gave a loud knock
shouted :

“Fire! Firel 0O fogat
Fire! Flames| Firot

A dozen startled exelamations weore
hieard from various directions. Two or
three stowards came running along,
and two or three seamen, and hall o
dozen passengers.

There was a sound of movement
inzide the closed cabin. FEvidently the
unseen occupant had heard.

Bunter jumped baelk.

Ho fAew!

He had roused O Lobe ont—ab gll
events he hod roused soemebody out!
And he was anxious to be out of reaeh
before that somebody pgot powng |

But a steward, racing up the deck,
caught him by the lapels of his jacket.

“What's thia?” gasped the steward.
“What are you up to, young feller-me-
ladt What do you mean by shouling
% F‘:’iE}E !‘I?”Le "

w i)

“ Look h&rl,gﬂ =

“Lepgo, you  beast!”  shrieked
Bunter, wriggling in the steward’s
grazp, in terror of O Lobo lcaping out
of Mo, 22

Forth from the cabin leaped o Ggure.

Buat it was not tho b?ack-h&&rded
brove of Brazil. It was a stout French-
man, with a length of pyjamas showing
under an ample dressing-gown, and a
nighteap on his head

Ho came out in s long hop, on one
lex—thio olher being, no doubt, the limb

Then he

A chamma !

vielimised by that poinful malady,
yhenmatiso.
“Commont! A moil A moil Clest

le feu! A moi! Help ™ spluttered the
Frenchman, sa he hopped.

“0Oh crumbs ! gasped Bob Chorry

“Ha, ha, hat™

“Lo feu! Le fen! A moil Ilelp !

“It's all right, sirl” gasped the
amared steward. “There am’t any
fire—il’s only this young idiot lark-
g ——?

“Lo fou—Ic feu—-"

“Pas de feu, monsieur !™ called out
Harry Wharton, in his best Remove
Freneh, “Tout va bienl Rien (®



“ Mais on ecoute—on crie—" :

“It's this fat kid larking, sir,” said
the steward. “ And if you have a fanoy
to gmack hia silly head for it, why, hore
he i3, and I'm holding bhim "

*“Yaroocooh |™

“Pas wrai, hein1” gasped the French
gentleman. Ho hopped on his sound leg.
“Zere ia not a fire~—2erc i3 nozzings |
Nom d'un pom’ d'un chien 1"

“1 say, wyou follows, helpi” yelied
Bunter. '

Even Bunter could see that the hop-
{}ing_Frenchman was not a DBrazilian
andit. Even Bunter realised that he
had made a little mistake, If O Lobe
was on board the Comet, he certainly
was not the cccupant of No. 22,

But Billy Bunter realised hiz mistake
too lato !

Had O Lobo shown up, all handa
would have rushed to seize him. But

nobody was going to rush to seize a
French ntleman, justly exasperated,
who had only one leg to hop on, and

who had been set hopping on it by a
false alarm,

THZH garcon—il est fou--co garcon
ﬂu___‘lw

“X say, keep off | I thoupht you wero
somehody else!” howled Bunter. I
say, it wasn't me |l I say Yarooop 1Y

e wrenched himself away from the
steward, with s desperato wrench; but
the clutch of the infuriated Frenchman
was already on him.

Bwaring on one leg, with severe pains
shooting in the other, Monsieur Pons
grabbed Bunter, and smacked hizs head
right and left. He alﬂ,ﬁp-ed and alagéped
and S:HFﬂEd’ the rafu slaps sounding
almost like the rattling of a machine-
EZun.,

Slap, slap, slap, slap |

“Yow.ow-ow-ow-ow 1"

“Ha, ha, ha”

*1 say, you fellows=——" raved Bunter.

Slap, slﬁ.’p, glap |

“Help !

Slap. slapl

“Ha. be, bal” 1

“¥Yaroch] Whoop! Ohcrikey! Drag-
gimoff | Oh lor'] I say, you fellows—
I soy, yvou beasts—— Y¥Yaroooooh I*

Slap, slap, slapl

Bunter struggled [Irantically. For-
tunately for him, the French gentleman
flipped: and, baving only one leg to
stond on, went over. unter  jerked
away 25 Monsieur Pons hit the deek, and
iled for his lifa.

A roar of laughter followed him.
DBunter, too, was roaring—though not
with laughter.

"Ha. ha, ha "

Monsieur Pons was szqueaking pain-
fully. n= the prinning steward helped
him up, and ?l‘ElF‘Ed g]'1im baek to his

cabin. The Frenchman's exertions had
not done s "gammy ¥ leg any good.
Ho squeaked and squeaked and disap-

peared into his cabin again, still squeal-
ing.

%unmr, locked in No. 17, gpasped for
breath, robbed burnin cars, and
grunte:d and groaned. arry Wharton
& Co. laughed till they had to wips
away their tears

Billy Bunter remained convinced that
0 Lobo wgs on board the Comet. But
he made no further effort to root him
agut. Tha results of a mistake were
altogether too painful

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
In Direst Peril !
+h CO0-ER " gasped Bunter.
He leaned over the side of
hia berth and listened.
It was midnight again—
midnight deep and dark, The Comet
churned on through the tropic night,

EVERY SATURDAY

g}!eamin with lights scross the
shadowed sea. A shaded bedside electric
lamp burped in No. 1T state-room—
aothing would induce Billy Bunter to
remain tn the dark.

Wharron was asleep in the lower berth,
In the adjoining cabins, his friends were
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fast aslesp. Bunter was wide awake.
Ears on board the Comet were so acous-
tomed to the wash of the sca, the drono
of the engines, that the ecffect was of
silence, and other sounds wers heard
with distinetness. And Bunter's fat cara
(Continued on next pagel)

COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRLIS!

Yoor Editor s always plsased (o
hear from his readers. Wrlte (o
him : Editor of the MAGNET, The
Fleotway House, Farringdon Street,
London, E.C.4. A stampad, addressed
eavelops will ensure a reply.

» LLL, chwms, and what do you
think of this weck's set of
Magie Picturea ! Ahbsolutely
tapping, aren’ they ! Youn
should have six pietures all told now, as
well as the Spectacles. Dut this marvellous
seties of Free Magic Pictures is not finished
yvet, Next week’s bumper issue of the
Macxrr will contein two more pictures
to add to your growing collection, The
first is that of the erack frain on the
L. N.E.Rly.—" The Silver dJubiles "—at

full speed ; tho second, the * Commodore
Vanderbile,”” hauling thoe fastest train in
the United Stetes. Don't miss  ‘em,

whatover you do !

I strongly suspect Bert Graydon, one
of my Hornsea readers, of attempting to
“pull my leg.” He wants me to tell him
if therc i3

A SENTENCE THAT CAN'T BE WRITTEN

in the English language, and which can
%Et be spoken correotly T Yes, thero is.

ut bow can I tell him what it is if ik
ean't he written ¥ I'll have o shot at it,
anyway. The sentemee ig: * Thero are
three twos in the English language.”
Doegn’ loolk eenge, does it? And, no
matter how you spell the word * twos,' it
atill doesn’t make senge, and, furthermore,
it isn't correct, for there are not three
“twos " in the English languege. Yet
if you speak the sentence it 8 correct.
Actually, of courae, it should be written :
“There are three words in the English
langunge with the same pronunciation as
“two ™ Tho thres words are, of course,
“two,” "too,” and “to,” Neat littls
¢ateh, isn't it ¥

Whilo wo aro on thiz subjeet, hore are a
fow more curious sontonces. The LGrst
two bring in every letter of the alphabet,
and are frequently uwied a3 typewriting
exercises, or for testing typewriters :

The quick brown fox jumps over the
iuz}? dog,

sck my box with five dozen liguor

jugs.

i’cm will notiee, though, that some of
the lotters are repeated. There s,
however, a sentence woich contains ovory
lettor in the alphabet without repeating o
ingle one of them. Ik is:

. Q. Plow might vex Z. ID. Burk's faney.

There's rather an American flavour
about that sentence, isn't thera ¥ I
suppose most of you heve noticed that the
letter Y E " is

THE MOST FREGQUENT LETTER
ENGLISH.

N

It iz rather difficult to constmiet o eentence
without the letter “ E * appesring in it
This is well known to Secret Sarvice men
and others, who are ealled upon to solve
¢iphers and c¢odes, ond 8 constant
recuarence of this letter often eonablas
them to eolve a eryptogrom which would

otherwiso be incapable of aolution without
a key to the cipher. Some btimo apo,
however, an unknown poet wrote a little
verse, which runs:

A jovial ewain may rack his brain,
And tex his faney’'s plight ;

To quiz ia wain, for 'tis most plain
That what I aay is right.

The curions thing about this little jingle
is that the letter * I& ™’ never appears in it.
Consequently, if that verse is written in
cipher, it is ono of the most dificult to
cocode.

Hore ie another intercsting siphabet
paragraph. You might have heard the
EIF-I‘EEEI.EH,

“ ALPHABET PEPPER."”

Do you know what it means? Aany
vears ago thero was a Liverpool loundry.
men ¢alled Pepper. He wanted to give
hia daughter an wnusual Bome. BSo this
iz what he ealled her:

Anna Bertha Cecilia Diana Emily Fanny
Gortrudeo Hypatia Inoz Jane Kate Louise
Maud MNora Ophelia Prudonco Quinee
Robecen Barah Toresa Ulysscs Venua
Winifred Kenephon Yetty Zeno Pepper.

Thus the initials of her Christion namea
compriged ell the letters of the alphabet.
Her frends found this too much of a
mouthiul, and therefore she woe knovwn os
“ Alphabot Peppor,” for ehorh!

Now for a fow
RAPID FIRE REPLIES

to questions firod at me by various readers,

Is Ireland the Only Country that has
No Snakes ? No. There are three parta
of the world whore there are no native
snales—and they are all islands.  Ireland
13 one, and tho others pro icclond ond
Huoveaii,

What is the Heat of an Ordinary Star ?
Tho heat within a star is cstimated to be
two billion degrees Fahrenhoit,

Do Carrler Pigeons Fly at Nighi?
Yes. Carrier pigeons have recently n
trained to fly during the hours of darkmess.
They are said to Ond their way by ear.

Do Waves Travel? No. They only
move up and down. It is only the force
that travels. You can provoe this by
throwing & piceo of wood on the surface
of & pool, thus eausing the pool to ripple.
The picce of wood will remmsin’in the same
spot, rising and falling with the ripples.

And now for next week’s feast of {un
and fietion : The Greyfriars yarn, which
I have in store for you, is a real corker.
Frank Richards foirly 'eta himsclf go in:

“ SHADOWED IN SOUTH AMERICA 1™

whieh has an cqual amount of fun and
thrilla, The voyoge to Brazil has been
accompanied by unexpected perilg—
through which the Greyfriars chumsa
have eafoly passed. Dut theas are nothing
compared with the exeiting times thos
lie ahead of Harry Wharton & Co. in
South Arncrica.

Then come furthor chaptors of Geo. E.
Rochester's  first.rate  adventuro ,
o chueldeful issue of the “G [aTs
Hera!d,” and more snappy versea by the
Greyiriars Rhymester, Doe’t forget that
in this issue, you will alzo find more Free

Magic Pictures.
YOUER EDITOR.
TaRE dMacwer Linany.—No. 1,463,
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wors very much on the alert. So, faint
as the sound was at the cabin door, it
roach~d the fat junior in the upper
bertle.

Listening, with "pa]pitatin%
Bunter could hear the fumbiin
groping—the seme sound that ha
heard the previous night.

HSomeons was seeking to enter the
ephin,

There was no doubt about it: and
Bunter shivered with dread. He had
parked his umbrella in his berth, in case
it should be necessary to awaken Whar-
ton. Leaning over, he poked.

“Urrgh 1™ :

Harry Wharton came out of the land
of droams. He sad up, and, r{.-nlisms
what had awakened him, breathe
wrath. But he had no chance of grab-
bing the umbrella this time.  Bunter
jecked it back out of reach.

“1 say, old chap,” came Dunter's
quivering whisper, “are you awako?"”

“Yes 1" hizssed Wharton. “_Anrl ust
petting up to smash you into Oity
inillion small pieces.”

“Listen. old fellow 1"

1y Idiﬂt !H-

“He'g st the door " moaned Bunter,

Wharton, with one leg out of his
berth, listened; the sound at the door
was upmistakable. He could not help
giving o start.

The previous night he had supposcd
that the man at the door wa3s someonc
who had mistaken his cabip. But it was
oidd, to say the least, for the same mis-
take to occur again on the succeeding

nighl:.
Can yvou hear him?” breathed the

- terrihed Owl.

“¥Yes,” prunted Wharton, * Some

silly nog——*

“It's Lobo——"

*Fathead 1™

*1 tell you it's that awful villain—"

“And I tell you you're a blithering
owl] J=——=" harton broke off, as a
tap came st the door,

Stepping from his berth. he moved to
ths door. Bunter pave & horrified
squeak. He leaned over and made a
clutch at the ain of the Remove to
stbop him. Missing his clutch by & foot
or more, he overbalanced, tumbled
headlong out of the bunk, and dis-
tributed his fat person over the floor.

“Ooooogh 1" gasped Bunter,

Unheprding, Wharton stepped to the
door and opened it. Whoever 1t was
tapping there, he was poing to seo wheo
it wes., The probability was that &
steward had come slong for some reason.

The door elid back, and he looked
out.

Nobody was to be secn.

“Well, my hat ¥ ejaculated Wharton,
in surprise,

Had the man tapped and passed on,
or what? Buch a trick as a “runaway
Lknoek * waa hardly imaginable on
board the Comet. But ccrtainly some-
one had tnpﬂed, and there was no one to
bo seen at hand.

Puzzled ond irriteted, Wharton
stepped out and locked around him,
while Bunter gasped for Lireath on the
floor within.

From the dark shadow of & bulkhcad
an dark figpure suddenly leaped; and
before Ilarry Wharton knew whal was
happening, a grasp of iron was laid on
11m.

8o gwift, so sudden, so unexpected was
the attack, that he had not tho re-
molest chance to ory out or resist.

He was swept off his feet, dragpod
over into a patch of black shadow by the
bulkhead, and before he could collect
Lis scattered senses a scarf was knotted

Tuae Micxer LiBRary.~No. 1,463.
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round his head, covering his mouth, and
effectually gogging him.

With his senses apinnin[gﬂin his amaze-
mont, the oaptain of the Greyiriars
Remove struggled, But he was pinned
down by & heavy man, and the grasp
on him was like that of iron bands.

And then he knew 1

He did not neod the glimpse of a
dark face and a black beard, the plitter
of jetty cyes, in the dark, to tell him
that he was in the desperate clutch of
the Wolf of Brazil.

It was O Lobo |l

The desperade was, after all, on
board the Comet! Wharton Lknew that
npow—now that the murderous grip was
on him, and he was powerless to resist
it.

The swarthy foce was bent lewer over

his upturned, staring eyes. Heo had a
glimpse of white tecth gleaming
throngh black Geard, The hissing,

whispering voice of the bravo same to
his cars:

"Nossa senhoral My turn at last,
little senhor | ¥ou escaped me at Tene-
riffe—will you ¢scape me now "

Wharten choked under the gagging
searf over his mouth. His heart was
beating in great throbs.

It was O Leobo—ruthless as the brute
whose name he bere. The shadow of
death was over tho schoolboy in his
grasp.

Only too well he knew it. Only too
well, fie know now that it had bheen
1) Lobo the previous night—not a mis-
taken passenger—at the door of No. 17.

In those fearful moments he knew
what must have happened. O Lobo had
rnot, as Bunter believed, been on the
shitp from Teneriffe; but it was clear
that he had got on board at Pernam-
buco.

It had been, after all, simple enough.
The man had his ticket for the voyage,
ktis cabin reserved. 'He had [ntenufcd
to coine on board far back at Boulogne,
and lLiad been spoited 1 time, and had
fled. Since then he had tracked the
{:rc:il'riurs party on their voyage south-
ward.

Left behind at Teneriffe, he had con-
trived to get fo Pernambuco ahead of
themi. After the cnecounter at the Per-
nambuico wine-shop he had disappeared
into the allevs of the city, and tho
jnniors had supposed that he had been
left behind again when the Comet
pulled out to sea.

Instead of which, Wharton knew now,
only too well, that while the party wero
g:}nc on their cxeursion to (gl inda, the

ravo, unseen aod  undelected, had
boardoed the steamer in the harbour—as
n passenger, and had sailed in the
Comot from Parnambmeo.

He knew it now—too late.

Billy Bunter's terrors had not been
unfounded. e had been mistaken as
to how and when the brave had got on
boarcd; but bo had been right on tho
mpin point—0 Lobo was there!

He was theve—and Harry Wharton,
silenced, powerless, erumpled i1n  his
powerful grasp, unddr the shadow of
terrible death.

He sew the dark head lift again, as O

bo peered cautiously, stealthily, up
and down the deck.

A dim figure appeared—passing along
by the rail; cither a seaman or o
steward; and () Lobo erouched over his
victim, pressing & hard hand -on the
gaﬁging gearf, till the figure passed on
and disappeared. Then the deck was
solitary again. - G

Again the bravo winspered, 1n sibilant
tones of savage triumph.

“This time you do not escape me,
little senhor! Wao! You drop into the
sea—yes ! Dd I vot warn you that you

would not live to reach Brazil? Did 1
not warn you that the _-,'ﬂu.nfi; Valentine
would wait in vain for his friends
from Inglatorrat® Qs diamsntes—you
will never seo them! You would have
done better, senhor, to turn baclk at
Lisbon, a3 T warned you!*

Wharton could not speak.

He was silent—helpless—his {riends

fast asleep; so near, yet so far, Only
Bunter was awake—skulking in_  the
cabin in overpowering torror. Elarry

Wharton knew that he was lost.

The brave was only wnitingbtn mako
sure that he was unobszerved before ho
dragged him to the rail, to toss hiwm mnto
the soa.

It was a matter of minutes—porhaps
only of inoments—and the steamer
would rell on down to Rio, leaving him
to sink into the depths of the ocean
behind.

And when lin was gpone—the others!
Fast asleep—at the mercy of the
treacherous human wolf from the Rexo.
With despair in hkis hoart Wharton
strove to strugegle. DBut ho was an
infant in the powerful pgrosp of the
bravo of Brazil.

laoked

Again the brave
stealthilv, and listened.

Then ho rose and lifted the helpless
schoolboy in  his powerful arms, as
casily as a child. Io darted across to
the rail, high over the surging sce.
Resisting with all his steength, the
captain of the Remove was swung over
the rail, but Loth his hands fastened on
it in o desperate cluteh.

He heard a muttered cath from tho
hrave,  and the ruflian grasped hia
fingera to unlecsen their grip. Madly,
desperately he clung; but it was o
matter of moments now, and dark death
vawned beneath hitn as he swung over
space, over the glistening, surging sea.

round,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Hunted Woll !

= BAY, you fellows!™”

Bob Cherry's eyes opeued, oy
the light glimmered on in hia
cabin. Johnny Boll awakened

at the same moment. Both of tlem
glared at the fat figure in bluestriped
prjamas, who had como in by the com-
munieating deorway from No. 17,

But the palsicd terror in Bunter's fot
face disavimed them, e hurg on to
Bob's berth, trombling in every fat
lLimb. : :

“Help " he mumbled, in o croaking,
husky whisper, ]

“For goodness’ sake dow't be such an
ass, DBunter!” said Bob. “Go back te

bed! JIs Wharton awake ¥

"He's got himn!"” groancd Dunter,
“"He'll be after mo nezst—he's got
Wharton 1

“Crot him 1" repeated Bob Llankly.

“Yes. Oh dear! Oh loe® 1V

“Tsn't Wharton in his bunk ™ asked
Baob. '

“He's got him " moancd Dunter.
“Oh, don't be o silly assi” grunted
Johony Bull. ' -

Bob Cherry jumped out of bed. Ilo
did not believe for & momont that there
was anything but Mue funk the matter’
with DBunter. Bat he locked through
the communicating doorwny, to sco
whether Wharten waa in bed—as ho
fully expected to sco him.

*To his surprise both bunks® in
No, 17 were empty, and Wharton was
not to be scen there, And the outer

door was half-open. :
Wharton evidently had gone out of

the eabin.
“ Only this blitkering idiot in-a funk,"
rowlec Johnny ull. “Yharton's

there all right, I suppose.”
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Bob Cherry bounded across the deck towards the burly figure standing
““ Hang on, Harry !°” he gasped. Then, clenc

it trom the other side.

“Ho's not in the cabin,” answered

Baoh.

“Oh!1" Johnny DBull jumped out, and
the two juniors went in to No. 17
together.

unter was left moaning, almost in &
state of collapse.

“What the dickens—" grunted
Johony Bull. “Ic can't have gone out
for a stroll on deck without his clothes
—and here's his clobber—"

Bob Cherry stepped quickly out of the
state-room. Ha 5:{] not, and could not
believe that there was danger on the
steamer. But Billy Bunter’s panic had
somo effect on him, and he intended to
make sure. Johnny Bull, grunting,
followed him out.

A dark mass of shadew by the rail
loomed against tho sky. A faint sound,
as of scuffling, came to Bob’s cars

His heart gave a sudden leap.

He bounded across, and reached a
burly E?Em that was clamped agoinst
the rail—tearing at the hands that

ripped it from the other side—the
ﬁancﬁf of someocns hanging over the sea
—over engulfing death !

It was fortunate for Harry Wharton
that Bob, utterly amazed as he was,
was gquick on the ugtaka. Hea did not
know that the dark figure was O Lobo’s
—ha did ngt know that the hands cling-
ing on the rail were his chum's.

Ho would have guessed, had he had
time to think—but he had no time. Ko
actad instantly—grabbing at the figure,
grazping it, and dragging it back-
WAardas,

“Corpo do Deos!” came s snarling,
sgartled voice—a wvoice he knew. And
then he knew that it was the Walf.

“Harry |” panted Bob.

He had no time for more—0 Labo

EVERY SATURDAY

/ "i;-r}
ageily!
[

i

t the
with all his strength.

turned on himn like a wild beast, and
grasped him. Strong and sturdy as he
was, DBob crumpled up in that fierce
grip. He struggled madly.

Jobnny Bull was on the spot in a splik
second. He grasped at the cuffian, and
the two of them strupggled with him.

They had their hands full; neither
could go to Harry Wharton’s help. But
left to himself, the captain of the Re-
move waa able to hang on, and to
elamber back over the rail.

Ha heard the sounds of the ficree
strugelo, as he elambered. Threo dark
figures rolled and seuffled on the deck,
as Wharton climbed back te safety and
tore the gagging scarf from his mouth,

He panted for breath, and then his
voieo, in o desperate shout, rang far
and wide.

“Help! Help! Help!®

He fAung himself into the struggle.

O Lobo tore himself loose from Bob
and Johnny, leaped up, and a cold,
clear gleam of steel flashed in the
loom. The brave's knife was in his
wand now.

But it was at that moment that
Wharton joined in, and his clenched
fist crashed inio the dark, evil face, and

Lobo staggoered back, stumbled, and
fell. The knife clattered on the deck.

“Help " ghrieked Wharton.

Shouting voices and runming foot-
ttops answerod. Twenty ears at least
had heard his first shout. Five or zix
seamen, two or three stewards camo
running up, calling out as they came,

“It*s O Lobo!” yelled Bob Cherry,
-EI'H!:'I%’!J‘I ]

O Lobo staggered up panting, des-
erate. Frank Nugent and Hurreo
gﬂ.[ttﬁl}t Ram Singh came running out of
their cabin—and Mr. Frulo’s voice was

i

it
e
/ e

rall—tearing at the hands that gripped

g his fist, he struck out at Wharton’s assallant

heard ecalling. The duzky black-
bearded face of the brave from Brazil
was convulsed with fury.

His gameo was up now.

It had been his game to lic low, to
keop to his cabin, to work by trenchery
in the hours of darkness. But that gamo
was up now, with a vengeance. He
was in the midst of & shouting, alarmed
crowd., I'rom a steamer at sea there
was no escape, and he backed against a
cabin bulkhead, desperaie, mad with
rage, spitting like a cat.

“Whal's up?

“What's the row here®”

“ What—" i

A dozen voices were spesking at ance,
Sonhor Frulo, as he saw the dark, des-
prrate face, gave a howl,

“0 Lobo! The bandit1”

“Collar him ! shouted DBob Cherrey.
“®eiza that manl”

“The bandit!” yelled Mr. Trule,
"Eana de Deos! Thoe bandit! Seize

him !

“O Lobo!" gosped Nugent, “Then
that fat idiot, Bunter, was right—"

Hemmed in by the thickening erowd,
0 Lobo clenched desperate haonds. A
score of voices were demanding  what
was the trouble, and the juniors were
enswering all at once, and Mr. Frulo
way waving wildly exeited hands. The
bandit's gamo was up; buoi, fierce and
gdecperate, he made a sudden spring,
and burst through the erowd.

Five or six hands grasped him as he
lenped—but he wrenched loose, and
darted away. Scamen, stewards, pas-
sengers, stagreved right and left, from
tha Wolf's desperate rush, and he fled
from P deck like n hunted boast.

% Nao se mexa!” shouted Mr. Frulo,
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as the juniors would have rushed in
pursuit. *“{o motl! Etop yourselves
with ma "

“Right-ho, sir!*” said Bob. “They'll

ct him all raght, unless he jumps into
the sea | He can't get away from the
steamer [

“His number's up!” panted Johnny
Bull.

“The upfuluess is terrific1” ]

There was shouting and scampering
all over the Comet, under the stara. As
scon a3 the captain was informed of the
state of affairs, & regular search waa
startod. . While the dark hours lasted,
O Lobe was not  found—but nobedy
doubted that he would be rocted out as
soon _as dayhght came—unless, ndeed,
ike desperate wretch threw himezelf into
the eea to escape capture. Among the
Greyfriars parly not au eye closed again
that exciting might.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Last of O Lobo !

b AVE they got him "
H “"Not yet ™
“0Oh lor'!” groazned Billy
Bunter.

It was the following dzy, and the
Comet churned on undor brillisnt =un-
ghiue, ever southward to Rio. MNext day
the steamer was to moor at Rio da
Janei and the journey's end would
ba reached. Meanwhile, O Lobo, tho
bandit of Brazil, was still a frea man on
board the steamer—much to the discom-
fort and terror of Williain Georgoe
Bunter 1 i

By the captain's orders, scarch was

oing ott; but, so far, the dosperate man
Ead kept out of sight. In some remote
end obscure corner of the great ship, hie
was biding like a hunted animal—and
the Greyfriars fellows know why.
(' Lobo still hoped to escape from tho
trap into which he had fallen. 1If he
could remain fres till the steamer
nearcd land, he had a chaneca, if & shim
one. And, so far, he had cluded
capture,

t was known now that ho had come
oft the ship at Pernambuen. Hia cabin
had been gn:mke::'l from Boulogne, under
the name of Da Silva—which might have
been ) Lobo’s real name, or an assumed
ono. When “ Senhor da Silva ™ stepped
on board at Pernambuco, naturally he
had been given ssion of the state-
reom  that h remained so long
unoccupied.

The juniors, absent from the ship, had
seen nothing of him; end no one elso
had any reason for regarding him with
suspieton, or had, indeed, ever heard of
O Lobo. It was easy enough for him to
remain in his room, out of sight, on a
ploa of eeasickness, leaving it only at
night to attempt to carry out his
trcacherous plans.

And he had come terribly mnear to
BILCCEEE. :

The Famous Five had to admit that,
but for Bunter’s panie, their enemy
would have got at them easily on the
first night out after leaving Per-
nambuco. Indeed, at the finish, it was
the fat Owl that had saved theo situa-
tion. Had Bunter been slecping and
sporing, as usual, it was only too clear
what would have happened. Wharton's
hold on the rail would not have lasted o
miute lenger, had not his comrades
arrived on the scene. )

Far as they were from sharing Bunter's
panic, the chums of the Remove did not
feel at &ll easy in their minds, when the
dusk of night descended again, with
O Lobo still skulking in hiding some-
where on the steamer.
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Ther were as careful as Billy Bunter
himself about fastening their rooms
when they went to bed the next might.
And Mr. Frule did not go to bed at ali,
but sat uﬁa in his cabin, with an auto-
matic at hand.

It was not likely that O Lobo would
make any fresh attempt, as ho could
not emerge from his ding-place with.-
out being seized at once. Dut the Grey-
friara fellows left nothing to chance.
Least of all did Billy Bunter ! Buntoer
dul not cloze his eyes till another dawn
came flushing over the Atlantic.

Even when the new dar came, the fat
Owl declined to leave Noo 17, He
breskfasted there: and, having packed
siflicient provisions in his capacious
interior to last several fellows several
days he fastened the door, stacked a
couple of suitcases against t—and, at
lonz last, slopt and snored! He was
still poing strong when thae Comet rolled
down to Rio, and the chums of the
Remove watched tho shores of Houth
America rising from the sea.

“Rio at last!” gaid Harry Wharton,
The great city, strotched along the
shore botween the mountains and the
son, soemed like a fairy ey, backed b
mountains of the strangest--&hnpua, an
its immense bay studded with islands.

“8im, sim! Rin at last” said Mr.
Frule. He poimed with a dusky finger.
“Behold the Loaf of Sugar 1Y

“The which?” ejaculated Bob.

“The Pac de Assucar—what you eall
in English the Loaf of Sugar 1" said Mr.
Iridlo. . !

“0Oht Sugar-Loaf Mountain ! said
Harey Wharton,  And  the guniﬂra
gazed with great interest at the famous
hill that roso over the city.

There was plenty of bustle on board
the Comet now. Maoany of the paszzen-
poers wero going on to Santes, Monte
Video, or Buenos Ayres.  But for the
Gresfriars party, and a crowd of others,
it was journey's end. In the excitement
of watching Rio, as it came nearer and
¢clearer into gight, the chums of the
Remove forgot U Lobo.

Bu: they were suddenly reminded of
him as the steamer threaded s way
inkto the bay.

A loud shout rang across the decks of
the Comet, followed by a roar of voices,
end 2 pattering of feet.

The juniors spun round, [orgetting
Rio for the moment, ‘They had a
limpse of a figure, blackened from
ﬁead to foot, thick with coal-grime; »
startling figure in tho glare of the
tropical sunshine.

“ Lobo '™ wyelled Bob. “Ie's been
hiding in the coal bunkera!™

The brave did not appreoach the
juniors—he did not even gee them. A
dozon men were rushing at him from
different points, as he appeared on deck
—emerging at last from his hiding-place,
now that he knew that the steamer was
near land.

Eluding half a dozen grasping hands,
the bravo leaped upon the rail, and for
a aplit seccond he stood there, panting,
kefors he flung himself into the sea.

The juniors, from s distance, watched
him, almost zpellbound.

In a twinkling. he was gone from
their sight, diving deep. They rushed
to the side and stared over.

But they did not sce O Lobo again.

The waters had closed over the des-
perate diver: and whether he was swim-
ming under water, or whether he had
gona down to his death, no one on board
the Comet could fell. But there wers
innumerable boats and schooners and
other eraft on the bay, gliding among
the islands: and plenty of cog, to

screen the swimmer if ho camo up at
o distoneco.

The steamer throbbed to a stop. and
a boont was lowered. But in five min-
utes b was swung up to the davils
again, and tho Comet churned on. Alive
or dead, O Lobo was gone.

Harry Wharton and Co looked at
one another in silemeo, It was not
pleasant to think of even so desperate
o wretch going to his doom with such
swift suddenncss. DBut Johony Dull
ghook his head.

“Man born to be hanged car't be
drowped I he said. “That's a jolly
old proverb! He's got elear [

Harry Wharton nodded.

“I—I hepe he has,” he zaid. "I
{;uppc:aa it means moro troubls with him

(i

“He had it all ecut and dried,” snid

Johnny, *“He was hiding among the
coal till he got hiz chance—and he's
taken it! I dare say he's sqpatting in

ane of those boats astern now.”

“Moro likely tham not{” agreed
Nugent,

“1 dare say he'll chuek it now!™
remarked Bob Cherry. *Ilis game was
1o }!we-r_ent us from joining up with Jim
Valentine: aud we've dished him—he
can't stop us now. 1 hopo old Vales-
ting’s been able to come down te Rio
to mect us"

The juniors dismissed O Lobo from
their minds agnin, and watched the
swanning busy docks and quays, as the
steamer glided in to her berth. Amid
the innnmerable faces, they hoped to
soee one  they know—the face of Jim
Valentine, once of the Greyiriars
Remove.

“ Better call Bunter ! said Beb, with
n grin. “Ie eame in jolly useful with
his funk, if wisth nothing clse; and wo
can't let him po on to the Argentine.
I'll give him a call 1™

And Bob pounded at No. 17 state-
room, and roarved:

“*PBunter! DBunty] Bunt!™

Snore! rumbled from within.

“Bupter! Wake up, fathead! We're
going ashore [ roared Bob.

“Oh,” came & fat squeak, "I say,
have they got that beast yeti"

“He's gone!” answered Bob
4 Jumped overboard, old fas man—
we've left kim miles behind. Turn out,
if you want to roll down to Rio, old
barrel 1"

“Bure he's gone P sgueaked Buntes

“*Yos—and tho stcamer will be gone,
too, and you along with it, if you go
gn snoring

“ Beast 1™

Dally Bunter turned out and came on
deck, as the steamer ranged up to the

uay. Ho pgave the great city of Rio
3:: janeim one blink—and then blinked
uneasily up and down and round about
the Comet. Fvidently, he did not fecl
quite easy in his fat mind.

“1 zay, you fellows, did you see that
beast go?? he asked,

“The seefulness waos
estoemed funky Bunfer
Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh.

““Is he really pone, BIr. [rule?®

Dom Joao grinned.

“&Bim, sim! Yes! He come to go
ke answered. ¥ Perhaps he go 1o drown,
but I tink not: but he come to go."

“¥ou can wash out the funk now,
Bunter ! grunted Johnny Bull

“Who's fun]-:y?” demanded Bunter.

'Il'Eh'Ell

“7'd like to know what would hawe
happened to you fellows, but for my
pluck,” =nid the fat owl, warmly.
“ Keeping watch over you, protectivg
vou, and saving your lives—-and that’s
all you can put up in the way of

(Continued en pruge E8.)

terrific, my
1" assurod

I!"



GEQ. E. ROCHESTER’S LATEST A

ND GREATEST MASTERPIECE—

THE LOST SQUADRON!

The Explosion!
woy

FTER  battling their
A throngh a  terrific storm,
Squadron-Leader Akers  and

his youthful navigation officer,
Flight-Licutenant Ferris, fand with the
dawn to 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
visen up.

Following a tour of exploration they
mect up with four stokers from a dere-
lict fresghter—Coles, a burly American,
Jim Crow, & nregro, and two others
known as Sam and Huck., Coles very
spon  shows his dislike for the two
Britishers, and, in consequence, 1s
called to order by the negro. Leaving
Sam and Huck aboard the dereclict, the
remainder of the party set off next day
in direction of some snmoke-stacks
showing above the rocks in the distence.

To Akers and Ferria the walk was
similar to ihecir exploration of the
Erﬂuiuus day  All around them lay

arren land, with here and thers the
blackened timbers of some long-lost ship
reaving themselves gaunt and pathetie
from out the sand.

There was one difference, howevar,
which both noticed snd commented
upon.  Yesterday the ground which
they had traversed had been quito flat,
but now it was becoming gra uaH{ un-
even, sloping away in long inclines,
then rising again to formm wide dips,
quite perceptible, but too shallow toe be
called valleys,

As they progressed, this unevenness in
the contour of the ground grew steadily
more pronounced, and the yellow sanc
began to be replaced by a wet and
greyish mud.

It was towards midday, when the sun
was high in the heavens, that, topping a

long, ulder-strewn rise, Akers and
Ferris halted abruptly. For there,
below them, Ilyin? onn her side in &
great, sweeping hollow of mud and
i'pck, was the mighty hull of a big
Imer.

From whoere they were standing Alkers
and Ferris had a full view of the dread-
ful havoo abcard. Masts had gone
and bridges, boat-decks, davits, and
ventilators were one smashed and
twisted mass of debris, out of which
protruded the two black smoke-stacks
which had been visible from the Boston,

The hull itself was badly holed below
the waterline, and as Akers looked
tdown on thoe torn and riven plates he
oxpressed the view to Ferris that the
ship had either sunk or been water-
logged before being stranded.

Az they stood there, gazing at the
bhatterod wreckage of what but two davs
beforehand had been & proud ship, they
wera joined h_}r Coles and Jim.

“Thare sin’t no one alive aboard
her 1 annoanced Coles with eonviation,
after taking a long stare at the derelict,

“"Na, 1 den't think thers is," replied
Akers. " But come on, we'll ind out I

Picking their way between the rocks
and boulders, the f)qu;g descended to
where the sbip was lying.

“The s.8 Renskyl,” said Akers, gazing
n% at the mighty bows. “Any idea
what line she belonged to, Colest”

L 550
“ What's that ? ** asked Akers, as a huge and sinuous black shape huriled up

from behind the rampart,

** That ? ** cried {he madman.

s

-, _: -
o ; T

“ That's Aar Havig

—my master—the king | **

“Yeah; the Lithuanian-American
line, by her funnels,” replicd Coles.
“German owned and good-class boats™

Access to the smashed and splintered
decks was cazily gained on the port side,
and throughout the alternoon the four

men carried out a laborious and
systematic scarch of the derelict.
She was utterly and absclutely

deserted, and, judging by the soakin

condition of her internior, Coles agree

with Akers that not only had she been
hit by the tidal wave, but for some timo
had been completely under waoter,

Delow decks tho scene was one of in-
desceribable cheos and confusion, and tho
engine.-room was & mass of warped and
twisted stecl, grim token of boilers
which had burst.

Afternoon was merging into dusk
when eventurlly Akers called the search
off and suggested & return to the
Eoston.

“Thers iz nothing more woe can do
here,” he szaid, " and we aug!tt to get
back before darkness sets in”

The others agreed. While on the way
back to the ship Colea touched the
negro on the arm,

“Drop behind 8 bit, Jim,” ho
muttered, with a covert glance at Akers
and Ferris snme paces ghead “I wanna

word with you ™

a L] [} - -

Alora stirred restlessly in his bunk.
What bhad awakened lum he did net
know. Glancing at the luminons dial
of his wrist-watch ho saw that tho hour
was not vet mnidnight, snd he composcd
himself again to slumber.

Then suddenly he tensed, listening
with straining ecars. Yes, ho had not
been mistakert, Somcono Was moving
softly about on the deck above, and
thero was o stewlth in the tread.

For a fow moments Akers lay listen-
ing, then pushing back his blankets, he
rose, and, quitting the cabin, cauti-
ously ascended the ladder which led to
the deck. The moon had swung up into
a cloudless sky, bathing drear land and
stranded wreck in cold, clear light.

Poking his head through the open
hatch, Akers stared about him.

Nothing moved, nothing stirred to

break the deathly hush which brooded
Tee Maicser Lisrany.—No. 1,463
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over al!, and spiisfied that the deck was
deserted, Alors was on the point of per-
plexedly descending to his osbin again
when his gaze mddan]g fell on two
fisures moving away from the ship
across the stretch of eilvery sand.

For a long momont Akers stared, for
in the light of the moon ho had little
difficulty in recognising the burly form
of Coles, snd the massive bulk of Jim
Crow.

As Lo watched, the two men merged
with angd became swallowed up in_ the
black shadow of the boulders which
fringed the sand. Quickly descending
the ladder, Akers wakencd the slecp-
ing Ferris.

“(iet up!” be ordered.

“What the dickens for?” protested
Ferrs.

“ Never mind now,” retorted Akers
“I'll explain while you'se dressing1”

Grumblingly Ferris rose, and as he
and Akers donned their clothes, the
latter explained how he had seen Coles
and tho negroe making away from the
ship.

“Weo'tre pgoing to find out what
they're up to,” concluded Akers. ™ Coles
13 & dangoerous fellow, and there's some-
LI;irigr ﬁaﬁy about this nocturnal jaunt of

1"

“ Perhaps they've only gone for a
walk i aaid Ferris.

“Don't be an ass!” snapped Akera
" Coles is not the sort to go for a walk
at this hour of the niqjht- without somo
definite object in view.

"Yes, but what possible objent can he
have in view in a place like thia?" de-
manded Ferris irritably, as he buttoned
hia tunie. *“Which way wera they
heading

“The way we went this morning,”” an-
E“:?Tfﬂ ‘“’*E""‘E' “Townrds tthhﬁ Henskyl.”

ou don't suppose they'rs goin
back thers, do jrml:?” qxclai:ﬁnd Fﬂrriag:

“1 don’t know where thoy're going,”
responded Akers. “But I intend to find
out. Come on, if you're ready!”

A few moments later he and Forris
descended the rope ladder which hun
overside, and gamning the sand, set o
in the direction taken by Coles and the
negrao,

Are we gnin‘g to follow them?” in-
guired Ferris. “0Or do wo ecatch them
up and ask them where they're going 1

“We're following them,” replicd
Akers determinedly, “It's a distasteful
sort of thing to have to do, I know ; but
if we barge up and ask them where
i*.-}lﬂ};’m going, Coles 13 pretty sure to
et

“¥es, I agreo with you there,” said
Ferris. “But Jun's straight ooough,
don't you think?”

“Yeg, as long ne it suits him, per-
haps,” replied Akers. “Coles and he
wore very thick coming back from the
Fenskyl this afternoon, remember.”

“¥Yes, I noticed that,” responded
Forpis,. “Hallo, there they are,
yvonder "

Away ahoad, scarcely diseernible

sgainst the dark background of rocks,
were the moving fisures of their quarry.

“We've got to be careful,” said Akers.
“Wo don’t want them to spot us.”

And careful they were, so careful
indeed, that eventually their guarry led
thein to the Renskyl without appar-
ently ontertsining the slightest sus-
picion that ther were being followed.

Dawn was almost at hand when, halt-
ing in the black shadow of a great
houlder, Akers and Ferris saw the two
i‘gen vanish round the giant hull of the
iner.

THE MAGNET

“Now what do we dot"
Ferris.

“We waitl” snapped Alkers.

A peried of silence was broken by the
sudden chop, chop, chop of an axe
against woodwork. This continued for
& few minutes; then came another
silence broken suddenly by & loud and
splintoring crash. .

““What on ecarth are they doingi”
demanded Ferris.

“Hang onl” Altera

gri:’nliy. .
A further silence followed the splin-
tering erash, then without warning the
men appeared, moving hurriedly round
the mighty bull to helt in the black
shadow of the towering bows,

“Blowed if I can make head or tail
of it,” grunted Ferris,. “What tho
dickens are they lurking there for—"

Boo-o-vom |

A dull explosion from the other side
of the wreek cut iIn on his words and,
hurriedly retracing their steps round
tho bows, Coles and Jim vanished from
vIOW BEail.

“Come on!” said Akers :

Stepping from cover, he and Ferns
moved forward., As they rounded tho
giant hull, they saw their quarry bend-
ing over what oppeared to be a big
black box lying on the sand.

The soft going deadened the sound of
their ﬂpprnaﬂh, and Akers was almost
at Cloles’ elbow before he spoke.

“What's going on here?* he asked.

inguired

responded

The Break !
CGLEE straightened up  and
whirled, his face dark with
passico.

“Wou?" he rasped.

“Yes,” nodded Akers.

Recovering  hiumself, Coles
harshly.

*“Ho you've followed us here, hey?*
he jeered. *“Waal, 1f you must know
what we're doing, mister, I'll tell you.
We're helping ourselves to the contents
of the purser’s safe. Any objections i

“Plenty 1" retorted Akers.

“I kinda reckoned sou would,”
gnecrod Coles. “ That's why neither Jim
nor me was eravin® your company any.’’

langhed

"And now that I am here ¥
guestioned Akers evenly.
“MNow that you are here," retorted

Coles, " we'll have a showdown and get
ﬂlillﬁﬁ fixed so's we'll know jest how we
stand. But first I'm gonna sec what's
in here.”

Turning again to the safe, the shat-
tered door of which was hanging open,
Coles produced {EWGHETE, jowel boxes,
and ml}ﬂﬂﬁ, which he proceeded to stow
away in his trousers pockets,

MWhat did you blow it open wilh,
Jim?" asked Ferris, of the big negro.

“ Dynamite, bess,” replied Jim, Wy
had some cases of de stuff along wid our
cargo. Dat's what put do ideah into
Cloles” haid.™ ¥

% But how did vou geét the thing down
ou o the sand here ! demanded Ferris,

" Dat was easy,” grinned Jim. “Coles
spotted de safe when the four of us was
scarching de ship dis afternoon. She
was lying undah de wrechage of de
purser's cabin, and after we'd cut away
de wood with an axe what we bringed
along with us, we levered her up on’
give her a shove an' sent her erashivng
down do deck on to de zand.”

“1 see,” nodded Ferris.

He watched with intercst as, having
stuffed his pockets full of the contonts

of the zafc Coules turned again to Akers
and said trugulently : .

“T'm keeping this swag, see? Jim
and me are gonna split it, so if you've
got uuythini to say, you'd better get it
off'n vour chest right away.”

“I have only this to say,” said Akers
evenly, “That swag, as you call it, is
not yours, and you have not the slightest
rlght te it.*’

YAin't T1" jesred Coles,
has gotta right to it? You jest téll e
thaf, mister. The folks what owned it
ig drownded, and the folks what'll claim
it'll be the owners of the vessel. What
blamed right have they got to it, hey ¥*
_ “They will do their best to sec that
it is returned to the nearest of kin,’
said Akers, *Buf that is not the pont.
I am oot going to have this looting——"

“ Looting 7" cut in Coles snarlingly.
*“This ain't looting, it's salvaging, as
yvou'd blamed well know if yvou knew
anything about tho sea.”

e ‘!Ecngi that's right, boss,” seconded
Jim, “It sin't lootin', it's salvaging,
like what Coles says. Hoe talked it over
wid me las’ evenin’, an’ I'se pgotin
ndmit that I reck’'n he's right.,”

"Ho is not right,” returned Akers.
“If ho was mcm%y taking possession of
this etuff in order to hand it over to
tho proper authorities, it would be a
different matter altogether. But as he
intends keeping it for Limself, it 1s
stealing.™

“¥ooh, weal, you ecan call it what
vou like,” interposed Coles, " *it don't
matter o thing to me. You eall it
steeling, I call it enlvage, and I reckon
I've as much right to my opinion as
you've got to yours.” His voico rose
belligerently. “An' lemme tell you
something else, mister. When yoii said
the other night in the saloon of the
Boston that our rescue would only be a
matter of days, I kinda figgered things
ont in my mind, and 1 decided that
afora I was rescued I'd fill my Fuckets
full as I could off'n ships what' ve hin
cast away.”

* That's ¢'rect, salh ! chimed in Jim.
“The way Coles figgers it out is that
ho's only takin’ what belonged to
drownded folks what cain’'t nced it
ever no moroe. ‘That ain’t robbery,
Mister Akere.”

It is, Jim,” reiterated Akers.
“When wo are rescued, a  proper
authority will be set up Lo administer all
property, valuables, and earpoes found
on those wrecks.

“They can scb up what they like!"
cut in Coles roughly. *All 1 know 1,
I'm taking what I can find and sticking
to it.™

“Are Bam and Huck in on this with
you " guestioned Akers.

“No, they're not,” began Coles, ¥ and
they're not gonna be, neither !

“Yes ds:;r are, Coles.,” said Jim deter-
minedly. " Sam an' Huck's gwyno to ba
in it now, whether yvou like it or not.
You say dat bustin' open dese gafes an'
pocketin®  doa  procesds 8 salvage.
Mister Akeors =ays it's rphber;,‘. Waal,
wa're gonna have a meetin’ an’ see what
Sam an’ Huck says. We're either all
in on dis or we ain't. It's gotta be one
or de other.”

“1f vou think I'm gonna do a split
of the swag with Sam and Huek as
well a2s with you, wyou're mistook !
snapped Coles. ;

“No, I ain’t,” retorted Jim. *“Now
det deso two gonts knows what we're
doin', S8am an' Huck's gonna know, as
well, An' if 8am en' Huck comes in
wid us den dey shares de stuff wid us,

“Then who
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all fair, squars, an’ nbove board. I
knowed all alnngledat‘ ou couldn't keep
dis secretive, Co 5 liko what you was

erin’ on doin’ I )

meeting to decide the guestion as 10
whether appropriating valuables found
aboard stranded derelicts was salvage or
theit was duly beld later that wmorning
in the saloon of the Boston.

It was an extraordinary sort of meet-
ing, and one not without its humorous
side. Coles, having voted himseli into
the chair, ﬂgalm:l the proceedings with a
speech on ‘the rights of man. _

Delivered in shrill and nasal tones,
it was a speech which left Bam and
Huck gazing at him in blank surpnse.
For, wot yet being fully aware of the
avents of t‘Ee mght, S3amn and Huck were
atill emnewhat hazy as to why the meet-

inE had been called at all
aving unburdensd hiinself, Coles
game to the point, =and, with many

colourful  expletives and  forceful
phrases, demanded to know who the
taruation thunder had a better right to
gold found on dereliets than the finders
of it.

1t was not, he pointed out, ag though the
folks who had owned it wers still alive
He went farther. He demanded proof—
and hé demanded it there and then—
that any of their relatives were still
ahivee. Tor all the present company
knew to the contrary, he apined, the
whole world might have been submerged
and averybody drowned,

“Then if that is s0,” commented
Akers dryly, “ what good do you cxpect
your gol do you?”

Thia rather stumped Coles for the
moment. But only for the moment.
What ha bad meant to emphasise, he
explained, was that they had no proof
as to tho extent of the submersion an
the gold and valuables lying' about
abozard the stranded wrecks might never

be claimed. ]

Anywag. ha concluded, it didn't
matter if they weore claimed. Ha was
first on the seene, and he was going to
pocket all he could findl.: Anyome who
didn’t agree with him could just go hang
—only he didn't put it guite so politely
as that.

He sat down then, and listened with a
sneer and wany an impaticnt move-
ment as quietly Akers pointed out to the
meeting just how hopelessly off the
rails was Coles’ theory that what they
found they could keep.

When rescue came, reiterated Akers,
a proper authority would be set up to
Jdeal with the question of these derelicts,
Until then, they could cxplore as much
as they liked, and take possession of as
many valuables as they liked—but only
with o view to keeping such valuables
safe and undamaged until they could
be hoanded over o the aforementioned
authority.

“ Waal,” snid Jun, rizing when Akers
had concluded. “ we've heard what Coles
has had to say, an' we've heard what
Mister Akers has had to say. Dose who
agreea wid Coles hold up dera han'st”

Ie held up his hand, Coles raised his,
and Huck's hand also erept up.

“Pose who agree wid Mister Akers
will ‘now iaise dere han'g," said Jim,
the while Colea =at i?"Iﬂ.t'im:: at  Sam,
who waa ralsing hia hand, along with
Ferria,

“Waal. now, dat makes three for
Coles, an” three for Mr. Akers” said
Jim, giving S8am a pained sort of look.
“But I must spy 'm 2'priscdd ot Sam 1

“Ho'm 17 sanarled Coles. “Getting
;nigl}iy particlar for a stoker, aint
the t?

“1 know what's right, and [ kuow
what's wrong 1" growled Sam,

“No, Sam, it ain't dat,” said Jim
earnestlv. “Tt ain't a matter of right,

‘opinion.
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a matter of
. sah!” He turbed to
Akers. “You see how she livs. Dere’s
three for you an’ three agin you.
What's to do about it " .

“Only this,” said Akers, rising. “ Mr.
Ferris and myself will ¢arry out our
original intention, which 18 that we
leave you to go your waey, and we'll go
curs.” \

“That's fine | snbered Coles, *An
take 8am with you. 'cos if he stays
around hsah hiz views 18 li'hle to get
him his throat ent.”

“Ay. Well it wouldn’t be you what'd
do the cutting, Coles.” gmu!et:_l Sam.
He turned to Akers and Ferris, and
proceeded : **1 sin’t mever cottoned on
to this dock-rat. Coles, since we sailed
fram New York. and if you gents would
care to have me along with you, then
I'd he real glad to come.™

Furious cE face, Coles blundered to
his feet.

“What's that you called mei” he
shouted-

Fists clenohed and museles bunched,
Ham looked at him. 2

“Y ecalled you a dock-rat.” he said
calmly. “Ay, come on, I can take sll
you can give me " i

“Bay,  lissen 1™ eut in Jim wearily,
“Ain’t we got enull on our han’s widout

o follers serappin'?  8het your haid,

am! An' you, Coles, you sit down,
or, by golly, I'll crack yore blamed
haids together "

He turned to Akera.

“Lookin® at dis matter de way we
do,” he said regretfully, 1 reck’'n dere
ain't no other way dan to pert. An' i

ou- ain't got no objection, sabl, you'd

est take Sam along wid you, for seem-
ingly he ain't gonna fit in wid us. He's
a good foller, an’ will help you wid vour
storea.”

“* Btorea " repeatod Akers

“Sure ! aaid Jim, " You'll wam
stores, Mister Akers, as you'll take o
supply from de stores ubosed heal.”

“Not blamed likely !” cut in Coles
roughly. *These jaspers ain't getting
any of our stores.” _

“Coles,” said Jim patiently, " dere i2
times when you make me feel plumb
aick. Mizster Akers an’ Aister Forris
has been good fricn’s {0 us, an® although
wa've differed on s matter of opinon,
dere ain’t no reason for us not to treat
down srpuare. Dey takes deove share of
de storves. an' I hopes, Mister Akers
an’ vou. Mister IFerris, dat we part on

d terma™

“We do. az far a3 we are concerned,
Jim,” loughed Akers, taking the black’s
outsfretehed and massive hand, * We'll
take Sam along with us®

Thus 1t was arranged, and within the
hour, Akers, Toerriz, and Sam, with
packs on their backs, comtaining food
a]u_d water, were ready to leave the
ship.

“An' 'imember dia, Alisrer Akers,™ said

Jim, by way of parting., *althongh
we'va differed, yvouw've always gotia
frien’ in Jim, an® I'm right linab, sah.
if ever you wants ipe.”
"Thanks, Jim ! said Akers zaberls.
Now. don't forget o make o camp by
the sca, with a bonfire ready to light. as
a signal.  Any doy now we mav he
sighted by a reseno party in 6an poo
planc.  Good-bye 1™

an' wmn%‘] It'a just
oy

i

The Stranger!

ESTWARDS  tramped  Aker-
W and his two companions, west
warda throughnat tho day,

moving always throngh a

dead and desolate land of rock, mud,
and sand, 6
thi

Neithor Akers nor Ferria had
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alightest regret af the break which had
gome with Jing Coles, and Huck.
Rather ‘they welcomed 11, for, apart
from: being rid of the surly and impos-
atble Coles, they were now [ree to
explore this strunge and harren country
which had risen -from out the ocesn
dept hs.

Their course took them by the
Renskyl, which they paszeog during the
afternoon. From then ép the ground
becatue rougher and more uneven. wide,
ﬂmeging hollows gli\.lihg place to deep,
boulder-strewn valleys and scaweed-
covered crevasses.

{(Mten away in the distance they saw
some rusted hull, with broken masts-and
trailing gear, and alihough on every
such occasion they clambered on-to o
rock and sent a stentorizn hail echoing
across the g::j and ailrir land, nothing
ever answered, nor did they sce ony
sign of life.

am had insisted upon taking the
heaviesi pack, and as be trudged along
in stolid silence, Akers and Ferris
found him more of an acquisition than
an smbareasstient.  He was willing- to
d3 anything they asked. or fall in with
any suggertion, and,' inwardly, both of
them voted him a very decont fellow,

With the dusk they ecame to a wvast
and vock-fringed platean of sand, the
flar and dreary surface of which wna
rendered more desolate by the grey, still
waters of many poola, cold and silent n
the fading light of day.

“We'd better be thinking about
making camp.” seid Akers, coming to &
halt.  “What ahout those rocks over
thera?”

“ Looks a3 good n place as any,” com-
mented Ferris, giving a hitch to the
straps of his pack. “Come on|”

They moved forward towards the
roks which loomed vague and shedowy
through the dusk half a mile or more
away. They bad covered about half the
distance, when, without thoe slightest
\;amillg, & deep voice spoke behind
ez

“Arcetings, strangers!” )

B0 totally unexpected was that, voice
that, with one aecord, Akers, Ferria
and Sam wheeled in their tracks to stare
m amazement at the ewner of i,

And as they stared, their amazement
deepened, for it was indeed an extra.
ordinary individual wao had thus
accasted them in the dusk.

Tall, bare-headed, and bare-footed, ho
was thin almost 1o the peint of cmacia-
tion. His elothes hung on him in rags,
the hottosms of his frayed and  ton
tronsers flapping about his spindle
shanks half-way between knee and
ankle.

It was his featurves, moro than any-
thing ¢lse, that held the gaze of Akors.
Ferrie, and Sam.  Eyes, dark. and
luminous, burned in deep sockets sur-
wonided by wispy grey oyebrowa, Thin
and weather-beaten cheeks, pitifully
sulitken, and with the skin drawn tightly
aver the high hones, bad their dreadful
hollows accentuated by a great hooked
and  beak-like nose which jutted ouw
above a thin-ipped mouth, and long.
un-haven  ehin,  Hair, grey  and
uncombod, hung down over cars and
seragey nech; and long, talon-like
fingers were clutched around the wet
vope: of o laden fish-busket carried on
showlders  which., in spite of their
apperent frodluess, wera siraight and
L1 e -

= oo ™ exelaimed Akers, reoovering
from his fivst astonishnment,  *Who on
eneth are you?™ :

The burming eyes of the extraordinary
individual were turned on him, and in
deep, deliberate fones came the reply :
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“1 am tho servant of Aar Havwig 1"

erris.

- “Aar Havig?” repeated
¥Who's het”
The gaunt -and tattered stranger

locked at him, )
© *He-is the king of this domain,” he
sriowered. in the same deep tones, ® and
I husten to nim.* For hungry ho was
wheu | left hun, and in great rage will
he bhe chould 1 delay my returic"

Akers and Ferris exchanged glances,
whilst Sam took an uneasy backward
pace. Dor there was, to say the least of
1t, something peculisr about this ndi-
vidual who had come upon them so
silently and so strangely m the dusk.

“VWhat was vour ship!" asked Akers.

"My ship? repested the man
vonderingly. .

“Yes; t{:a ship aboard which you
were cast away.”

Tho other shook his head.

“f know not of what you :gmk,“ he
snid. *I was cast away aboard no ship.
But I must go, alse sa deep will become
the dusk that Aar Havig will fail to
porcerve my return,”

“And then he'll be in & greater rage
than ever, I suppose?” said Ferris
facetiously, _

To the watching Akers it seomed that
for one fleating instant a look of mur-
derous fury blazed in the stranger's
sunken eyes as he leoked at Ferris.  But
almost inynediately it was gone, and
there was neither tremor nor emotion in
ihé man's deep tones as he made reply !

“Mwaza ar Havig wats and
watches ! : " _

# Look here1” said Ferris impatiently.
“Who are you, reslly, and who is Aar
Havig?" .

S | I%"nmr»e: told you,”.replied the other.
“Anr. Havig is . king of this bare land,
and 1 am his servant.” lle hesitated a
moment, . irresglute, ‘then said: * But
come, I will show youl” _

Ho set off then towards the fringe of
vocks, stalking barefooted l:hru:gll.‘l tha
dusk without so much as a backward
glange . to sce if the others were
follewing.

Sam grasped Akera by the arm.

Hay, mister,” he said hoarsely, *he's
mad, ain’t hal” :

“1 certainly think ho is” asaentgd
Akers grimly. “DBut, come on, we'd
better go with him 1* )

14 Tﬂ
Terris

“ Chuck it, man |" snapped Akers, and
there was that .in his tone which effeo-
tively silenced. Ferrie 1

Not that Ferriz peeded much silenc
ing, for - he wasn't™ really
humerous, and “his flippancy_had been

but an efiort 1o _equash '8 certain vague

uneasiness which-thie tall and sinister
stranger had roused in him. Who was
the fellow, sbyway, be wondered, ns,
with Akere and Sam, he followed in his
wake towards the rocks: and who was
thiz mysterious Aar Havig, whom he
ealled not only uiaster but king ? _

i Dashed if T can make head or tail
of him!” he muitered to Sam. “And
lo% at that fish basket he's carrying.
It's erafmmed full of dead fish from the

socls. - There must be a crowd of them

to eat that lot, S8am "

salute Aar Havig?” grinned |

feching
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S Av. mattered Sam, "it's queer i
"?umr,“ vodded Ferris, “is the
word ™

Nearing the dark fringe of rock, the
stranger mddénli halted, and turned to
them with hand upraized.

lu response to that uaperious gesturs,
Akers and his two companions  ulso
halted. As they did so, a faint splash-
ing of water came to their ears.

The" noise, coming from behind the

jow rampart. of rock, gmw rapidly in
volume ;until it was like that of some
gigantic boiling cauldron.  Then, with-
out waminf. a" huge and sinuous blagk
shape hurtled up into the dusk, twist-
ing and writhing in frenzied coutortion
like some immense and dreadful demon,
before it fell to dissppear behind the
rainpart in & terrific shower of fying
BpPTAY. :
_ Stunned by the sight of that hurtling,
monster- shape, Akers and his two com-
panions stood rooted to the sand. Then,
recovering himgelf, -Akers dashed for-
ward and seized the etranger by the
&I .

“What was that? he cried hoarsely.
“What was iti"” :

The strange individual laughed, and
his sunken eyes glowed like live coals
throngh - the: 'dusk.

“That " he cried, and: Ferria shud-
dered at his wvoice. ~"That was Aar
Havig—my maeter—the king!”

‘Appalled,- hie face deathly whits,
Akers shrank back.

“TForris 1" he gasped. _ )

‘But the madman heeded not his ery
for Ferris. A step forward he strode,
gripped Akers by the ‘arm with fingers
which clutched like a vice, and dragged
him towards the rampart.

“1 come, (3 Aar Havigl” he cried,
“1 ¢ome with a guest ™ .

He looked at Akers, his
diabolical 1n & fendish grin.

“Aar Havig the Evill” he eroaked.
“Aar Havig the Black!"

Auother moment and Ferrie and Sam
were upon him, tearing at his armns
pulling him down, fighting desperately
to release Akers from that vice-like
clutch, =~ 3

Whirling on them. hia vellow tecth
showing ib an aniinal snarl, the madman
fought back with a savage and herserk
ferocity. His eves were blazitig, * his
ipg fonm-fleacked, end from his throat
came the dreadful snarling growl of a
beast &t bay.

He was forced to reloase Akers, how-
ever, and az though hia very life was
at stake, he clawed and. kicked | &t
Ferriz and Sam. his yellow teeth snap-
ping ~in_ wolfish * fury " thé  while " he
?‘ruggled frenziedly to tear himself
reo,

The basket on his back, its load now
scattered on the trampled sand. seemed
not to' handicap him, fo groat waos His
maniacal strength, and, tearing  him-
self loose in a sudden desperate effort.

he turned and rushed away inté the
dusk,

{Thiz brilltont story gele more thrill.
ing wilth every chaplér. On no aerount
mizz nexd week's Free Gift Tssue of the
MaGrE?.)
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THE WOLF OF BRAZILI
(Conlinued from page 24.)

ratitude! ¥ah! What did you let
Eim jump off the shup for? Why didn’s
vou collar him?”

% Never had a chence, fathead I' said
Bab. :

“T'd have found a chatice, if I'd been
heré 1" sneered Bunter. “1 jolly well
wish I'd bten upl He wouldn’t have
got awidy.”

“ You silly wes—" roared Johnoy
ull. .
“You cen bellow at o follow |7 said
Bunter, disdainfully. '“¥ah! Lot of
funks—letting that villain ' get away,
right under your noges! Why dida’t you
call me—I'd have tackled him [ast

enough—" _ .

Hurree Jamsot Ram Bingh winked at
his comrades, stepped back, and stepped
quietiy behind Dunter. .

“] don't want to rub it in” weat
on Bunter, “but 1 must say you fellows
are & funky lot. That fellow  Loba
seems to huve you sll stiffi with funk!
1 fancy I'm the only fellow here who's
not afraid of him—and 1 can jolly well
say—urrrgh! Helpl He's got ma!
Help! " Yarcoooh!”

Bunter broke off. with a fearful howl,
ss ha was gripped from behind.

It was the dusky hand of Hurrea
Jamset Ram Singh thar gripped—but
Bunter, having no eyes in the back of
his head, was unaware of that little
eircumstanca | - That sudden grip at the
back ‘of his fat neck made the Owl of
tha Remove yell with terror.

“Ow! Help! T say, you fellows,
help! He's got me!” roared “Bunter.
#]1 pay draggimoff—help—meroy—1ik
wasn't me-—yarconooh 1"

“Ha, ha, ta!"” .

“ My estecrued Bunter—"" murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh, over & fat
shoulder.  And "he released Duntecr's
collar..

“Oh 1" gasped Bunter. " Ow! Oooogh!
You—you—you  beast, “Inky, you— you
made me jump ! You silly ass, playing
rotten tricks on a fellow—uriggh |~ 1=
I knew it was you all the time——

“(Oh, m¥ estéemed hat!”-

“ 1 pever -thought it was that beast
Lobo! I'll bet I made you fellows think
I was scared,” said Bunter. e

“8afa bet!” chuckled Bob. You -
did 1

“Ha. ha, ha!"

. *“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry, pointing to' a _handsonie, sub-
burnt face”under & Pansma hat on the
quay.” “Jelly old Valentiiie | “Hurrah |

And as the Famous Five stepped oa
the" quay, Jim .Valentine, once of
G:'*ay?ria,rs Remiove, " his face burped

‘brown by tropical suns, but es hand-

some and: pleasarl and {riondly as ever

‘tushed fo mect them.

THE END.

{And #o Ha Wharton & Co. have
arrived safe and sound in Brazil, But
what's happened to 0 Lebo? Tou'll
be _ aurprizéd whén  you.. . read:
SHADOWED IN SOUTH AMERICA!
the néxt tip-top yarn in thiz thrilling
series.. Fou'll-find it in Next Salur-
day's’ Maorer which will also ronlum

Eft. long
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PETER TODD'S SUCCESS

TIP IS—

DIVIDE UP YOUR DAY!

advice to youngsters who want to ger om is:
) Map out how you're going
to use your time well n advance !

M
Wnrﬁ to a programme !

Chape who just do things in
up by doing nothing.

Just to give you an idea

! mesn, hére’s an actual time sechedule, drown up

BACK TO EARTH!

Last Laughable |

by a Remove chap 1 know :
630 a.uan. Hisa, Cold
bath. Bun round guad.
7 am.-8.30 a.m. Greek.
8.30 o.m.-12.15 p.-1o.
Brekker and elasscs.

12.16 p.m.-1 p.m. Latin,

i pm.-4 pm. Dinner and
classes.

{4 pm.-7 pn.  Tea and

study of serious works on
acience and ghilusuphy.
i pm.-8.30 p.m.  Prep. and
atroll round guad.
830 p.m.—Bedtimo. Dis-
fussions on intellectual topics
with fellow-students.

Of course, 1 dou’t put that
ap as the ideal programme for

everybody ou have to
draw up your owno pro-
gramme and after it ae

éxperience teache: gou. Ip
the ecase of the chap I'm
queting, he altered it quite o
lot from time to time, Alter
gbout a month, his pro.
gramme was modified to the
iollowing :

.30 a.m.-Hining-bell, Stay
on i bed.  DPoo’t budge for
anybody.

iing-beil-Brekker. Wash
and dress.  Avoid cold baths
and exercise,

12,16 pom.-1 pm. Japes
and larks.

1 pm.-4 p.m. Dinner and
classes.

4 pm.-7 pm. Tea, japes

and study of comic papers.

7 pom..B.30 pom. Japes.
Cut prep. down to & minimum,

§.30 p.am..Bedtime. Rough-
house in .Ha%

The chap ['m talking abour
tells me thet his revised pro
TR i8S an immense success,
Ef coursa, it's a bit of an
effort for him to etick to it
but he manfully resists other
temptations and sticks to the
japes or rough-houses or what.
ever else huppens to be in the
time-table.

Beally, you koow, | think
dividing up the day is a jolly
sood wheeze.  What do you
chaps think of ity {Worda
fail us t—Ed.)
a— Sy

DRAUGHTEBOARD

MANUFACTURERS !

What offers Yor a couple of

airs of Bunter's trousers ?

uaranteed to provide o good
surface for about 1,000
draughtboards I Apply early |
—=MONTY NEWLAND,
Surplus Clothing Dealer, ¢fo
GEREYFRIARS HERALD.

L T g ey i L

w— e

GIVING HIM THE
“BIRD *]
sMITHY : * 1 did a para.
cliute dive off the roof of the
Bchoo! Hoyuse just for a LARE
but I don’t CROW about it,”
BEINNER : YIP . canit
BWALLOW 40 "

But the man who draws up a
fime-table i®8 bound to sucoeed. Loud cheers!

8 baphazard way end

of the kind of ching
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-
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Spasm of Dicky
Nugent's Great
Serial: “St. Sam'’s
in the Stratter-
spherel”

Doctor Alfred Birchemas
and hia six fellow-eggaplorera
from &t. Sam’s were in s
dilempmer,  Although by no
means haughty or proud, they
were all stuck up on Mars?
To make matters worse, none
of them had the siitear notion
how o gat Professor Porty'e
rocket back to the earth again
And just to put the complets
kybosh on things. the Martians
had turned oasty aod shut
themn all up in a dark and
dizmal cave |

The 8t. Bam’a cgpeplorers
wers pondering over the situa.
tion when there came an
amazing interruption.

* Good-evening, everybody!
[fefora 1 oad the news, thore
13 one apeaba  Aanpownoe-
inend | M

* Lumme : It’s o wire-
tegs ! M ejackalated ¥r. Lick
ham.

“Bo it izt™ eggaclpimed
Doetor Birchemall, * Wa
know aslready that the Mar-
vians lissen in to the wireless
Irom London. There must be
a receeving-sct in this cave | "

[ Grntrﬂ .p.i.p 1 i

The eggsplorera srere dis-
tonished. Eut. they were still
more distomished when they
heard the annowneer say:
*'The speshal mnowncemcnt
will be made by Prolessor

Potty, the sellybrated in-
ventor, whose marvellous
rocket, con-

Ltaining six
yvewman be-
ings, was fired ok
irom the earth K
last week. |
will now malke
way lor Pro
fessor Porty ! | &8

“It'e the IS
professor him
salt | M gasped 2
Frank bFEﬂ.I'* ;

B |-

Pouy's mis words wers of the
Sr. Bamn's egpsplorers *

* 0 this messaye reaches
the ears of Doctor Birchernall
and the others who were tired
with him imto tho stretter-
sphere, | want them to pay
partikular heed to what [
say."” rang out his voice across
the cave. " Iln the event of
theiy being strended on the
surliss of the moon or hanging
oo to the tall of o comet or
something without being able
0 got back again, they should
all get back into the rockot at
once. Having closed the
doors and winders, they shiould

ull the lever marked * DON'T
QUCH." "

* My bat {* breethed Jack
J D":E.
“In the grounds of St
Eam's Skool I have fised up a
powerful eleetric mognet a
million times a2 strong as any-.
thing known before,” con.
tinued the professor’s voice.
* As soon as the lever marked
*DON'T TOUCH is pulled,
the current will, I hoap, evoke
& response from the conscaled
radio magnet inside the rocket,
and bring the rocket back to
the earth. where it will be
caught in the nctg that have

e
]

February 29th, 1936

spoke up for mysalf

worm 1

don't!

been fixed up to recceve 1"

(11 F'E‘H" ! k3

" That's el for the present.,”
coneluded the  professor.
* The magnet will be switched
on in o few minates time.
Good-night, everybody 1 v

The Bt. Sam's eggsplorere
jumped to their feet.  Onpe
thought was in every mund-—
if they eould only get back to
the rovket, they could pet back
to 5t Sam'a!

" Something has por to be
dona ! " cride Doctor Dirch-
emoll.  * Wa've simpiy got to

et to FProfessor Potty's
rocket,”
* Hear, hear ! ™

¥ Let's wait till the guards
move the stons from  the
mouth of the cave and then
overpower them ! ' sujjested
Merry.

" Rates ! Anyone who
aizjjests waitiog is an cnion ! "
said Jack Jolly, sagely. * My
own idea is that it would be a
bolder meove to move the
bolder ocurselves. What do
vou eay, sir 1"

For anawer, Doctor DBirch.
emall sprang to his fect with
a ringing war-whoop. As he
did s9, he brought to light,
mmuch to the boys' eerprize. &
real oursize in birchrods !

*With this in my bhand,
boys," he said, " I can face a
mallion Martiana ! Up the
rebbela | ™

* Hurrah t ®

Followed by the cheoring
advenchorers, Doector Birch-
emall made a furious rush at
the big bolder that blocked
the entrance to the cave, only
to come to a stop with a
feendish yell as he banged hia
promuninent ogse against the
messive stone.

* Yaroooo ! Oh, by dose 1™

' Ha, ha, ha!"

" Biand aside, sir, and let's
all push together!" grinned
Jack Jolly. And, while the

=
Head rlormd o dance
round (be cevs, holding his
dammidged naal orgal, the
rest. put their thoidera to the
bolder and pmhed with all
their mite.

In a cuppe of jiifies the
atone rolled avay from the
opening. Dodor Birchemalt
promptly forgit his injuries
and took hie fane in the van

%'uard. wav 4 fus  birch
croshusly ow ' ® head as be
did so.

“This way o viktory,
boys! "™ he . end the

eggaptorers ew-pt forward.

What & fght it was that
tollowed ! The Martinn
monsters, quecly cecovorn
from their et shock o
serprize. Aun; thomaslves in
urate hordes agiinet the rebbel
captives. Dot mothing coutd
stop the oowerd rush of their
YeWINGal Snemiie.

The St. Bag's egpaplorers
rcached  Prejwesor IE-DH-}"S
rocket at iam. [t was simply
surrounded by Martiana, but
Doctor Dirchesizall and his
merry men 2l at them,
regardlesa Hiﬁﬂkﬁ'ﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂu

ang! Croat!  Wallop!
Thud !

Shreeks andralle of aggerny
rang out fromibe Martians as
Dwoctor Bircheyad) lashed out
with his birdk and his fol-

lowore with thr fiste, The
3t. Sam's warriors went
through the ramks of the

enemy lika 3 nife going
through buttr: and o mitey
cheer went us as the Hend
reached ther abjective frst

“Hurty up, boys'" bhe
gasped, as hesfoned the door.
ack Jolly & Co. noeded no
second invitaion | In a
brace of shakw they wore all
eafe aod coad inside the
rocket. immejately after.
wards, the Heal elammed and

locked the deor, then tore
over to ihe ctrole and gave

a violent wronch at the lever
marked “ DOW'T TOUCH."

And & moment fater, the
advencherers felt themselves
rising off the surfisa of the
planct Mars !

* Hip, hip, hoorayt We've

rcally got away 1™ chortled
the Head. Then he led the
rugh te the winder. Already

the Martians looked like meer
dots beneeth the rocket—and
it wasn't long before they bhad
vannished altogether |

[t was a joyous jerney back
to the ¢ Tubby cooked
B topping meal out of their
lew rémaining supplies of tuck

and the time passed very
plezzantly in teeding and
joaking.  They haerdly bhad
tirpe, in fakt, to do the

washing up before there was a
terrifick erash and the rocket
came to rest in the nets that
hiad been fixed up to receeve
it on Little Bido at St. Sam®s !

It was midday when they
landed and the entire skool
was 2000 on the sceno—not to
menshon mowvie camera-men
and newspaper editors with
fat checks for the returned
heroes ol the strattersphere !
The cheering was simply
deffening and nothing would
sattisly tho erowd but to ¢carry
thern all sholder-high round
the quad |

“Bpeech ! they yeiled,
when the cerermony had been
performed, and Doctor Birch.
emall duly obiiged.

“Jentlernen, chaps and
fallowa ! " he eride. * Let us
all adjern to the tuckshop.
There you can order gs muc
as you like entirely ot my
eggapense IV

A]:ﬂ tha;.;;f was really the
most saltislactory o i
could possibly imajine to ?tga
amazing advenchers of the 8t.
Bam's eggsplorers in the

strattersphero !
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When I Gret

on to it

hirmn

ork.

acquire

peaches ind cream with
aid of the mud-pack treat-
Try it on your friend
It's quite coay.
you need to do is to hide
behind a tree with a pailfu! of
mud all ready til he comes
along, then step out and ela
w after handful on to his

The results will be
surprising both to him and

ment,

to-day.

ban
ruy,

you l

Then there’s the yuestion of

acquiring a good figure. Bomo
fai?u il

ows ore far too broad—

b
W}Im

Bunter for instancw.
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GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

discussing
o you look

fet fike domg esuen o chap a
really good turn, wait for him
and konock him down, then
spend a minute or two jump-
ing on his chest. He may oot
appreciate it at fGrsf, bur &
time will come when he'l
wring your hand and thaok
you for it !

Now for a few answoers to
corréspondents |

LOP EARS. " Worried *
(Upper Fourth)—Tie jyour
Led-posta every

ears to the

night, old ort, and your
movementa during slecp will
soonl pull the earas into shapo.

HEIGHT. O.K.{Bemove).
—To increase youwr height,
have your legs stretehed.
Come round and seo me ; I'm
one of the best 'eg-pullera in
the Form.

It you funk the operation.
why mnot try walking on
stilta ¥

LACK OF COLOUR.
* Hazel " [(Rewmovae)—" For
gome time past 1 have looked
very pale. DBuoy a sixpenny
battle of red ink [obtainable
at any high-class stationers)
and plaster it all ovar your
tace with a shaving-brush.

EYES. “Would-be
Beauty " (Third).—" How ean
I doarken my eyes 1™  Poke
out vour tongue ab Bolsover
major and he'll darken thom
for you !

That'll bae all for this wesk,
I think. (And a good many
more weeks, too |—Id.)

You Consultee Expert!

Before you gotee own-back
on big builies and bad pre-

fects, you consultea un
Lung.  Expert on Chinese
torture I--WUN LUNG,

Study Ne. 13, Removo.

AM 1A WORYT?

Asks SIDNEY JAMES SNOQOP

No—NO—a thousand times N0/
answer to the question, Am | a Worm 1 I shoulds™
have to answor such a question, realiy.
many people seem to accuse me of beiny o worm
that it scems to me it's about time | tgroed and

That's m

Buat 3o

How the dickens can anyoue compare mo with: y-
Why, I don’t resemble a worm in any way,
Te begin with. a worm crawla,

1 may cringe and fawn

"OUR BEAUTY BUREAU !

By HAROLD SKINNER

ut up the wea
of a column of Beauty Hints
to the Kditor, he didn’t cotton
But whon I took
for a walk round the
schoo! and pointed out Coker
and Bunter and Bolsover and
a few othera, he soon saw that
it would supply a rcally tong-
felt want |
Let's start
complexions
at the lace of the averaue
Rernove chap, you're at once
remninded of & pound of pickied
Yot if only they knew
it. these same chaps could
complaxion

I'm jelly sure I
and Hattor and
bow and serape - but crawl—
never !

(Seems a jolly subtle dis
tin¢tion to us l—Ed.)

Then egain, 1 make a poing
of never sneaking. It’s trus
that | oceasionally pass on
mformation to the beoalka, ]
did last wevk, when Bulstroda
punelied me on the nose.  But
| only do thar sort of thi
from & stern aense of duty, so
you _[-‘.,_'{m't- very well call it
sucaking, can you ¥ (CAN'D
WE ':'——El::"'..d.} ’ {

A3 to the sugpestion that
Iin & ecoward, nothing eould
be further from tho truth. T
remembor a time when some.-
body velled “ Firs 1" in the
Sehool House. Do yeu think
[ was tho firat mun out of the
building ¥ Nota bitofitt [
was oy second ! The faot 1,
I"'m as brave a3 & lion when
I'm roused. T onee fought a
ferovious fag wha was a mere
#Mx .nehes shorter than [-—and
I didn’ even insist ¢n hia
having one hand cied behind
his back! That'll give you a
glight idea of tho kind of chap
Pam (It does 1—Ed.)

Another thing thoy impl
when they call ﬁﬂu ﬂ.jﬂ:vum‘.ll.j'ilr
that you're not intelligent, I
know jolly well that I'm
mtelligent enough | Why, on
one occasion, I read a whole
book. I don't remomber
j;ﬂlllnl: it iﬁa.a ﬂ.al:;i:mtr now, but I
jolly well read it, anyway!
(Phew 1  You've hnunkrﬂg tin
stuffing right out of ug —Ed.)

Worm, indesed ! What a lot
of rot !

A toad—possibly ; but &
worm—unever | That's my
onswer to ray critics |

(In fairness to Snoop, wo
eught to mention that he saya
this articlo 8 & fo =
written by someone elso. Bug
we're printing it just as weo
received it all the same—and
chanecing the law of libel 1—
Ld.)

#1ga¢. 1. a0 .aonthl he bad bit
apon 4 brigh. (des when he offered
ad any tallow’s character from
s bandwriting.
mitted his illiterate serawl. but
Fishy had (o haod # back
i mail'r

Bunter refnzed
to pay up. Fishy deduced he had
“ aharacter ™ .
Bupter Is a **aib";
Fishy “ erozs 1* 1

by poat!
gohooals |

au garmen by
B0

“lits* 1"

- — ]

BOLSOVER MAKES YOU

STRONG!

Special Training given in your own home or
Reduce
Thousands of scarcerows made into

terms for classcs and

the Bolsover Method! Ona

olmaster weites: " I hed ffty weakli
when I sent my boys to you for training,
but when they ecame baek I had fifty

Hunter sub-
on=-

whkatever |

he mad
310 {he point ¥ |

EVIDENTLY!

An Italian who asked Alonzo Todd the way
to the station
exasperated by the length of "Lonzy’s reply
that he drew a dagger.

He avidently intended ‘Lonzy to © siiol to

is said to linve become so



