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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Perif of the Night !

T HUCE ! mumbled
‘ Cherry.
Bum

!
- Etlﬁf ass! Chuek it!™

Bobr mumbled sleepily as another
m came against the low-siung ham-

Bobh was tired and ke was
sleepy; and it was no time, in his
opiniom, for latrking. And he supposed

at cne of the ot fellows, with a
misdirected sense of humour, was bump-
ing him in the hammosk,

¥t waa deep, datk night, in the camp
by the mountain streem, In the wild
back-country of Brazil, Harry Wharton
& Co., %erlm.pﬂ, were dreaming of Grey-
friars; but they were thousands of miles
from the old school. And they were
forty or fifty from the plantation on
the Riaz Hexo, where they had been
spending the holiday with their old pal

im Valentine. BSeldom had a human
foot trodden where the chuma of the
Greyfriars Remove were camped,

The hut stood against the cliffs that
shut in the ravine. It was merely a
slanting roof on four mrner-g)aats. - The
cliff made a wall ai the back—threa
sides were open to the sir.

Hammocks were slung under the roof.
The juniors slept in them as soundly as
in the old Remnove dormitory at Grey-
friaxrs Bchool. Mora soundly, perhaps,
for their days at the diamond diggings
in tha "Montanha Tria” were very
strenuous. Every day they helped Jim’s
Uncle Peter in digging the " cascalho,”
the gravel in which the precious stones
were found; and in washing out the
diamonds—zand under & burning sun, it
was hard work.
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Bob Cherry, the most strenuous mem-
ber of the Famous Five, was in no mood
for "larking * when he turned in. Ile
wondered that any other fellow was,
But somebody was bumping his ham-
mock, and it had awelened him.

Bump | came again.

The hammoek was slung low, hardly
moro than a foot from the earth. Some
gilly aze must have stoeped low to get
under it and bump it from below. Bob
sat up and rubbed his eyes. He was a
good-tempered fellow, but he considered
that this was too thick, when a fellow
was tired and sleepy.

He stared from t?;e hammoclk.

Outside the hut & camp-fire was burn-
ing, littlée more than a ruddy gleam.
Beside the fira the fipure of Chice, the
Indian hunter, was huddled in & poncho.
Nights in the tropics were cold, though
the days were hot. Bob’s glance fell on
the Indian for a maoment, and then
turned round at the hammocks slung
close by him.

"“What the dickens——" he grunted.

The light from the fire was dim; but
by it he could make out that the other
hammocks were cecopied. Next to him,
an one side was Harry Wharton—on
the other Frank Nugent, Cloze at hand
were Johony Bull and Hurree Jamset
Ram Bingh. Next to them slept Jim
Valentine, Farther off, but revealed by
the ruddy glimmer of firelight, was
FPeter WValentine’s hammock, bulging
with the stalwart form of the planter.
Bob blinked at them ona after another
in surprize. Everybody was in his place,
and fast asleep; yet somebody, or some-
thing, was bumping under Bob.

It was not ona of the fellows larking,

83 he had supposed. Clearly, it was not
that. But what—
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Bump! ecame again, as something
Lrushed the hammoek -under him. Bob
cuuﬁht hiz breath, and his heart beat,

The thought of “ O Lobo,” the bandit
of Brazil, came into his mind. Was it
possible that, while the Greyfriars party
slept, their enemy had tracked them to
that remole and hidden recess in the
mountaing? The thought of the hlack-
bearded, ferocious brave lurking in the
shadows made Bob's heart jumg.

But it could not be that! Lobo
knew nothing of the camp in the * Cold
Mountain ¥—he had failed to track the
diamond-seekers there. Neither could
he, cunning and stealthy as he was, have
approached the camp, up the rocky
ravine, without giving the alarm to tha
wary Indian, Bgut who—what—was it?

Semething was brushing and bumping
against the hammoek ! Bob leaned over
and stared down on the shadowy earth.

He pave a faint gasp.

The flesh almost erept on his bones at
what he saw.

Dim, but catching glimmers from the
camp-fire, a sinvous, stealthy, spotted
form was ereeping across the flooy of the
hut. It emerged from under Bob's ham-
mock as he stared.

His eyes almost started from their
sockets as the spotted head turned, and
two giuwmg greenish eyes met his,
Fetrified, he sat in the hammoek, starin
at & jeguar within two or three feet o
him.

From the other hammocks came a
sound of steady breathing. No one elze
had awakened—mno one was conscious of
the fearful danger but Bob—and he onk:
becansa the oreeping jaguar had brushe
against his hammock as it crept. Thae
Indian, whether asleep or awake, =at
maotionless by the red embers of the fire,

(Copyright in the United Btates of America, All rights rezerved, and reproduction without permission strictly forbhidden.)



Even Clico's keen ear had not caught a
sound as the stealthy great cat crept
down from some cranny in the clifls into
the sleeping camp.

{'roniching, the jaguar slared at Bol,

He saw a quiver run through the
great, spotted body, and knew what was
coming. And he woke to sudden life.
Oine snap of those terriblo jaws, one
Llow from the powerful paw, and it was
thie end of all things! He rolled blindly
out on the other side of the hammock
as the jaguar sprang. He crashed
ngainst Marry Wharton's hamroock as
he went, awakening the eaptain of the
Remove at onee,

Wharton started out of slumber.

“What the thamp—" he cjaculated,

TIe did not need to finlal the question.
Neither was Bob's husky cvy of warning
neccled. There was a terrible growl, as
the claws of the jagusr clutched at
Bob's hammeck, & split second after he
Lad rolled cut of reach,

* Look out!” shricked Bob,
~oli, look out [

Thero was & rending sound as the
hammock went into ehreds under the
jiguar's claws,

The Indian by the fire leaped to hia
feet. His poncho dropped to the ground
as his dusky hand grasped his spear.

With a single leap E!?'Iim was 1n the
hiut, spear in hand,

T'eter Valentine, out of his hammork
nt the first sound, was grasping his rifle,
Jim was groping for his automatic.
Wilarton, Nugent, Johnny Bull, Hurrec
Pingh, stared wide-eyed in the sudden
alarm. Bob Cherry had cscaped the
taguar's  elutch —but  only for the
mowment. Leaving the hammock rent in
fragments, the fierce brute, growling,
turned after him—and in a moment
more, before any of hiy fricnds eould
Lave Lifted a hand to help him, he would
Liave been dragged down.

Iiut 1n that moment a thrusting spear
tlrevn at the jaguar’s neck—bharelv in
tie w0 save Bob from a lashing elaw,

Llhat lash missed him hardly by
inches as the jaguar, prowling horribly,
turned on the Indian. Bob staggered
aratnst a post, white as chalk.

The spotted body was launching itself
at the Carava Indian. Chico, the
hunter, stoed like a rock; his red-bronze
face sot hard, his eyes like flints: the
siarp spear steady in his sinewy hand.
In a Mash, as it seemed, the leaping
iaguar was on him—and on the spear,
which sank deep into the savage throat,
_ Deep as the thrust was, spilling the
jaguar’'s blood in a torrent, it did not
slop the leap. The heavy body crashed
on the Indian, and he staggered back,
tiig spear wrenched from bis hands b
the shock.,. He staggered and fell, unﬁ
over him tolled the jaguar,

But it was dead as it rolled. The
Creyfriars juniors were tumbling out
of ihcir hammocks == Peter leaping
forward with lifted rifle. But the
Caraya shook himsclf free and rose to
Wiz feet, grasped the spear, and drow it
from the jaguar's throat. A quiver ran
thirongh the spotted body, but that was
all, and then it lay still.

“ Morto ! said the Carava. He stirred
ilie fire, and a flame lcaped up; and
Tlarry Wharton & Co., scarcely belioving
that they had Es:ca}imd that fearful pertl,
stood gazing in almost stunued silence
at the dead jaguar.

“ Jaguar

THE SECOND CHAFTER.
Smacks for Bunter!

ILLY BUNTER stood in the
B voranda at Boa Vista and

blinked through his big spec-
tacles meross the gardens, the
crange-trens, and the coffee-ficlds of the
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fazenda. Over his spectacles the fat
brows of the Owl of the Remove were
Lemiiied,

It was sumny—it was always sunny at
Boa ¥ista. Ii was hot—it generally was
hat,  Seores of men were at work on
the plantations—Italians and negroes,
superintended by Mre.  Frule, tho
manager. At the landing-stage on the
Nio Hexo a long bataloa was being
loaded with produce, to send down the
river. In the house the voices of the
biack servants could be heard, some of
them singing. It was a bright and
cheerful  seene — but  Billy  Bunter
Tfrowned.

Bunier was -not satished,

That was nothing new; in the hap-
picst eircumstances DBilly Bunter nﬁu{:l
always find something at which
Eronse,

Bunter wasz feeling fed-up.

For two whole weeks Harry Wharton
& Co. had been absent from the planta-
tion on the trip to the Cold Mountain,
far away mcross the forests to the west,

Billy Bunter had started with them on
that trip, found the poing rovgh, and
turned back—glad enough to pet back
to case and comfort at Boa Vista,

=0 e was left on his own,

It was, as the fat Owl bitterly re-
flocted, just like those beasts to go off
aned leave o fellow on his own!

o was getting rather tired of his own
company—charming as it was| FReally
lifc at the fazenda suited Bunter, Ho
ate aud slept and lazed and slacked.
And what more eould o fellow want—
at least, o fellow like Bunter? Ilven

to

0 LOBO'S LAST CARD!

With Billy Bunter —one of
Peter Valentine’s guests from

Greyiriars-—in his hands, O
Lobo, the ruthless Brazilian
bandit, plans to trade his

prisoner’s life for a fortune !

the fat Owl realised that he was lucky
when he thought of Greyfriars anl
fellows going into the Form-room for
leszona with Mr. Quelch.

Getting out of lessons  was, alone,
enongh to make life worth the trouble
of hivine.

Seill, Bunter was not satisfied, He
ﬂmuzﬂ‘;t that very likely the chums of
the Remove had forgotten all sbout
him. Probably he was right.

“Beasts ' said Bunter, as ho blindod
acrass the fazendn at the dark foresta
which Lavred the view to the west,

“ Beasts ! squawkad a voice at his
elliow,

Donito, the maeaw, was perched on
thie rail, his bright ecolouring of blue
and gold gleaming in the sunshine, hiz
round zolernn ovesz Axed ot Bunter.

“0Oh, shut up ! said Buntor erosely.

“Shut up ™ rfﬂae&tcd the parrot.

Dunter grunted.

He had made a pet of Bonito, who
had taken a fancy to him, Bonito liked
Bunicr.  There was, as Johuny Buall
had remarked, ne accounting for tastes,
They wore quite inzeparable, If Banter
took o wollk the macaw would perch on
his shoulder; if he took a rest—as he
didd oftoner—Bontto would pereh on tha
back of his chair, or anyvthing near at
hand, and watch him with sclemn eyes,
Perhaps the fact that Bunter's peckets
were always well supplicd with food-
stuffs helped to account for the parrot’s
attachmeont.

Bonite tilled incessantly. e picked

3

up remarks from Bunter and repealod
thein, amd was learning quite a luk of
exbremely  uncomnplimentary E]u-us!::-_a,
e was making a habit of i, and
Bunier could hardly epen his mourh
without the talkative parrot giving o
seeond edition of what he said,

“Leaving a fellow on his_own for
weeks ! growled Bunter,  “ Rotters '™

“Roilers ! said DBonito  cheerfully.
“I say, you fellows! Lot of rotters!
Lot of beasts! Ha, ha!”

“Nobody here to talk to but that old
fool Frulo!” growled Bunter.

“That old fool Frulo!” agreed the
macaw, nodding his head just az if he
understood. I say, you fellows! That
elil fool Fralo ™

“A dashed old nigger!™ snorted
Bunter,

“Dashed  old  nigger!™  chuckled
Baonite. *““1Ia, ha " i

“Blow him !” said Bunter,

: : ‘Ijiinw lfmm ™ gnid Hmu;z.fr.

5 n shut wp, you cacklivg, squawk-
ing brute !” 5i.lmp:'1r:-e{l Bunlch g

“Bauawking  brute!1”  welled the
parrot. “Ha, hal T say, you fellows,
squawking brute! Oh erikey !

My, Frulo came up the path from the
river and crossed the pavden to the steps
of tho veranda. Buntor blinked at him
moroscly.

; Dom Joao I'rule’s ecopper-coloured
face bLeamed with perspiration and
oocd humour. He raized his immense
nat in polite salute to the fat, frowning
}u_umr as he ecame into the veranda.
dke many inhabitants of Brazil—a
couniry where there is no colour bar—
Mr. Feulo had a dash of the uegro in
him, and felt none the worse for it. Ile
was so kind and good humoured that
ﬁuithﬂ I'amous Five liked him. Bunter
cdn’t.

“You like o come on a river 7 askod
My, Fralo, “I go in a boat, and por-
leaps (ke little senhor like to go to comng
in a boat also.”

It was slicer kindness on Mr. Frulo's
part, fur certainly he did not like
Dunler's company. He was rewarded
Lv a snort.

TN watch 6! said Bunter. “I'm
not going out while that beast Lobo is
hawging about ¥

“It 15 all safe as one house,'” said Mr.
Frulo. “I take one rifle, and if O Lobo
shall show one nose——  Tuff] Bang!
I shoot him through o lhead, and he iz
one completely dead person. There is
uo cause to go to be atraid of O Lobo”

“Who's afraid of him?" snorted
Bunter. “I'm not afraid of any rotten,
colfec-colonred Brazilian, 1 hope !”

Az Mr. Frulo was a Brazilian this
spreech eould not bie called exactly polite.
Dut when DBunier was irritated he had
no  politeness to waste on  dashed
forcigners, especiaily 1hose with a touch
of the tar-brush. Bome of the cheery
good humour faded out of Mr. rule's
coppery faco,

ITow Mr. Frule refrained from smack-
ing Bunter's head was a continual

mystery to Ilarry Wharton & Ce. It
must have put a steain on him.
“Bom!” seid the menager of the

fazenda. “You do not like?"

“No " prunted Dunter.,

“That old fool T'rulo ! weighed in
the macaw., “Ha, ha! 1 say, vou
fnllows, that old feol Frulo! ]}!l.:i-ilt'lfl
ald nigger! Yah! Dashed old nigger!
Oh crilkey 1"

Mr. Frulo jumped.

He staved at tha bird, and then his
Llack eyes turned on DBunter. All 1he
aod humour was gone from his coppery
aca Now,

"Wossa senhora!™ exclaimed IDom
Jozo.  “You teach a parrol to talk
guch of me] Yea? You teach a pavrot

THe Maoxer Linnany —No. 1467,
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to say one old fool Frula! You teach
& parrot to say dashed nigger 1

HEmack !

It was the first time that Mr, Frule's

temiper had failed him in dealing with

Billy Bunter—but i failed him this
fime,
“Yaroolh ' roared Bunier, as he

rocked under the smack that landed on
the side of hia bullet hoad.

He nearly pitched over.

Smack | !

A socond smack, on fhe other side,
vighted him ug;niu..

“ Yoo-hoop !

“You have one cheek to say old fool
and nigger ¥ roared Mr. Frule, I
smack you one head! I smack you one
head once more—"

“Keep off 17 {ellﬂd Bunter, jumping
away. " You cheeky beast, keep off |
Yargpoh! Oh crikey ! I szay, keep offi—

blow youl™
The fat junior dodged round the
onifo, in great

chatrs uvn the veranda.
rleo, squawked and cackled.

“Keep off I he velled, “Oh crikey !
I sav, you fellows, oh erikey! Ha, hal”
“You are onc cheeky person of bad
manners ! exclaimed Mr. Frule, and he
turned and strode away from the
veranda, much to Billy Bunter's relief.
The fat Owl rubbed his fat ears.
0w 1t

“ Oh
Ow 1™

“0Oh erikey ! chuckled Bonito.

“"Wow! My ears—"

“Wow! My ears!" =aid the macaw.

“It's all your fault, you silly beast!”
howled Bunter, and he grabbed up a
cushion from & chair and swiped at
Bonito,

Squawking, the parrot whipped out
af the way., Bunter made a dash after
him, and the parrot fluttered away. He
perched on the rail beside the steps and
cackled in great glee, apparently re-
garding this a3 a game.

The exssperated Owl dashed after
hirm, mizscd his step, and rolled down
to the lawn below; he landed on the
grass wilth a bump and a roar.

“(Jw 1 Oh ertkey 1” howled Bunter.

“Oh erikey ! yelled Bonite.  * Ha,
ha! Oh crikey”

Billy Bunter picked himself up. He
ﬁgnre Bonito a ‘? are that almost eracked

is big spectacles. Ile rrawled back to
the veranda, grunting, He sat and
vulibed his fat ears—and Bonito sat and
preened his feathers.

"¥au cackling beast 1 za1d Dunter,

“Cackling beast !’ agreed Bonito.

*Bhut up ¥ yelled Bunter,

“Bhut up ™ cackled Bonito.

Bunter blinked round for ancther
missile to hurl. Deomingo, the black
steward, appeared in the doorway,

“0 Jantar esta prompto*
Dominga.

Buniter had
P-::rtu%uﬂﬁe to know
that dinner was ready.
faded from his fat brow,
mora. was worth living.

“0h, good ! said Bunter,

He rolled in to dinner—and all was
¢alm and bright.

he gasped. crikey !

sl

learncd cnotgh

that that meant
The frown
Life, onee

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
On the Track !

L AL wruba ! said O Lobo,

O Lobeg, the “Walf,” stood
on & lava ridge on the Mon-
tanha Fria—the “Cold Moun-

fain.”  His dark, black-bearded face
was tilted upwn.nf as he watched a
black spot dropping from the cloudless,
blue sky. It was a vulture—an “urubu,”
in O Lobo's language, And his black
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eyes glittered under his black brows as
he watched it drop from the sky and
dizappear into the rugged hilfn—u.nd
walched other wrubus gathering from
all (Luartm's towards the same spob.
Blick wulture after wvulture dropped
and disappeared.

Tn the lava rocks of the Cold Moun-
tain, O Lobo, the bandit of Brazil, had
camped that night, as he had camped
many nights, and turned out at sunrise,
Standing on the high ridge, he scanned
the expanse of rock and e i!:f, forest and
jungle, and wild ravine, Ho ate his
meagre breekfast as he stood, chewin
al a lump of “earne seca ¥—dried beef,
tourh as leather.

Round him stretehed the rugged rocks
and ridges of the Montanha Fria,
clothed here and there with forest or
jungle, in other places barren and bare.

Somewhere in  that wilderness of
mingled reck and tangled wvegetation
were the diamond-seekers. It was in
the Montanha Fria—the Cold Mountain
—that Peter Valentine had struck
diamonds. It was to that lonely moun-
tein, circled by the untrodden forests
of the “sertac ™—the unpeopled back-
country of Brazil—that O Lobe had
tracked the party from the plantation.

The planter was there with his
nephew, and his nephew’s old friends
from school, diggpimg and washing
diamonds. But where?

The trackless rocks gave no sign, and
O Lobo had hunted and searched in
YVAall.

A week had passed sinee he had fallen
in with two of the jumiors at the foot
of the mountain, and they had saved
him, bitter enemy as he was, from the
crushing coils of the anaconda.

Even the ruthless bandit, perhaps,
was not guite forgetful of that; but it
made no difference to his plans or to
his fierce, greedy determination to lay
his hands on the diamonds of the
Montanhs Fria,

Fe was disarmed, haggard, desperate,
but 43 savagely determined as the brute
whose name he bore. Wharton and Bob
Cherry had saved him fram the
anaconda, and he had gone back to the
forest, driven off under the muszzle of
his own rifle. But he had lingered and
lurked in the forest, waiting {or another
chance. Through ¢ Iﬂng}'l hot days he
hunted the recesses of the Monfanha
¥ria, but in vain. Now he stood on one
of the highest points of the mountain,
watching the black vultures drop, one
after another, into a dark ravine.

And the sight renewed hope in his
breast.

“Um urubu!” he repeated; and ho
grinned, and showed his gleaming teeth
through his black beard.

Whoere wvultures swooped there was
dead meat—perhaps only the carcass of
somae beast of the jungle that had fallen
and perished. Mare likely, offul from
a camp.

If it meant & camp, O Lobo had found
the elue he sought; for there was likely
to be no camp in that rocky solitude
but that of the dismond-seckers from
Boa Vista,

With glittering cyes, he watched.,

From the high ridge where he stood
he could mark hundreds of gullies and
ravines; a dozen arroyos, or water-
courses, with nething to distinguish one
from another—nothing to give him a
clue till the cim::ling sultures gathered
and dropped, one by one, into one of
the arroyas. Carrion was there, or the
carrion hirds would not be swooping !

Was it luck at last? It lcoked like
a chance, at least, and the slightest
chance was enough to spur on the des-
perate bandit.

DOnece he located the camp of the
diamond-secleers, ha knew what he

would do. It was more than a day's
march back to the banks of the Rexo,
even for the hardy bandit; but he would
make it, he wounld return with a
crew of desperate ruffians of his own
kidney. There were no eyes to see whas
happened in the lonely mountain—only
those of the black vultures! There was
a feast coming for the wurubus, if
0 Lobo had good fortune—if this was
indeed a clue to the diamond-seckers.

Leaving the lava ridge, the bandit
tramped away across the rugged rocks,
climbing and clambering over jutﬁn%
cliffs, scrambling through fanglec
jungle, eeratched and torn, breathle:s
and muttering oaths, but without a
pause. It was yet early, but the sun
was g];.»:pwmg hot; the sweat trickled
down his dark face.

But he kept on, and stood at last on
the rugged ecliffs that barred in the
water-course. Below him noew lay the
arroye 1nte which he had seen the
uribus swoap.

Far below he had a glimpse of a
trickling stream, rippling over its rocky
bed. It was not easy to find 8 way
down the premgxtnue clifis that walled
in the arrove; but by cleft and crevice
he clambered down, slowly, stealthily,
watchful as & jaguar creeping on its
Erey. Only too well he knew that, if
¢ was seen, Peter Valentine’s rifle or
the whizzing arrows of the Carava
would be his grecting.

He stopped at last, crouching in a
crovice twenty feet over the bank of the
inountain siream, watching. He could
sce the ecamp of the dipgmond-seekers
now, and from below voices came to lis
€ars,

Close under the ¢liff stood a hut with
a slanting roof; he could have tossed
a pebble on it from where he crouched.
At g little distance from the hut Pcter
Valentine was handling a spade, and
the grind of the spade on the gravol
came up through the hot air. La
watched.

Unseen, unsgscrectmil, he watched—like
8 lurking wild, beast of his native
jungle. He could see the planter at
work early, digging the “ cascalho "—tha
gravel in which diamonds were found—
shovelling it into & truck, to be rolled
down to the stream for washing. He
could see none of the others, I@Emt; he
could hear voices; they came clearly to
his ears.

The dropping urubus had guided him
aright. The bandit of the Rexo was
looking down on the camp of the
diamond-seckers.

L b= =

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Too Lafe !

L ED-UP 1 asked Jim Valentine,
with & grin.
“No fear ! answered Dob
Cherry sturdily.

“"The no-fearfulness is ternific, my
esteemed and absurd Valentine 1" de-
clared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

It was a sunny morping, and &m Grey-
iriars fellpws were at breakfast at the
camp in the arroyo.

Chico had dragged away tho carcass
of the slain jaguar and thrown 1t into
a thicket at o little distance up the
ravine out of sight.

But the juniors had not foreoften it.

The Famous Five of Greyiriars Lad
plenty of pluck, but the adventure of
the night hngered in their thoughts,
Jim Valentine and his Uncle Peter had
slept apain as if nothing had happened,
but the chums of the Bemove had been
very glad to see the sun rize., They
were not quite so used to jaguars as
Jim and Deter. And a jaguar bumping



on a fellow's hammeoek in the night was
a rather startling experience.

“1 won't say it was nice, old bean,”
went on Beb, “but we're not scared.”

"Moot in the least!” said Farry
Wharton, with a smile.

“The =carefulness is not terrifie!”
said the Nabob of Bhanipur.

Jim Valentine was brewing “mate,”
the native tea, over the camp-fire.
Peter was already et work, the strokes
of his spade ringing along the ravine.
On a rock in the stream Chico, tho
Caraya, eat, netting fish and keeping
watel

From the thicket up the ravine eame
a8 sound of scuttling, croaking, and
Br.mp-[imﬁ. ¥rom all over the mountain
the black vultures had gathered, to drop
into the bush where thie carcass of the
jaguar had been thrown.
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worre, Yalentine.
trip.*”

* ¥Yez rather!” agreed Frank Nugent.

" The ¢njoyiunlness 13—

"Terrific and preposterous ! chuckled
Bob.

Jim Valentine langhed.

“Well, we chall be through in a
couple of dayvs more,” he zaid. ™ Petor's
worlked ihr-:m]gh that patch of easecallio
with vour he You've had a spot of
hard worl—

“A spot of havd work doesn’t hurt
anvbeody " remarked Johnony Bull.

“A bit tougher than pgrinding Latin
grammar with Queleh in the Form-room
at Greyiriars—what?” smiled Valen-
ting.

“Well, ves; but wo're jolly glad to be
of some use after vour uncle’s been so
decent to us,” said Nugoent.

We're enjoying this

¥

Smack !

nearly pltched over. Smack ! A second smack, on the other side, righted him again,
fool ! ** roared Mr, Frule,

The juniors had seen urubu  after
vrubu come winging from the blue, to
drop into the arroyo, drawn to the feast
of carrion.

They did not guess that other erves
had seen the ecarrion birds from . the
summit of the Montanha Fria, and
followed them as a guide. Living, tho
jaguar had done no damage: dead, he
had guided O Lobo to the hidden camp.
But the Greyfriars fellows were nob
thinking of the Wolf; .they had almost
forgotten him.

“We're eticking it out for ao couple
of dayz more!” went on Jim, as E;m
poured the mate into the tin cups. *“If
you follows aren't keen to got back to
the Fazenda——"

“Rot* said Johony Bull. *A
jngunr’s &ll in the day’s work 1

“The night's, anyhow 1" grinned Bob.
*“1 thought it was one of you fatheads
larking when my hammock was
bumped, and I can tell you it made
me jump when I found it was & jaguar
locking for his supper ! But don’t you

“You've been a lot of use. Peter
couldn't bring any of the men here from
the fazenda; tho less sald about a dis-
covery of diamonds the better. We've
had trouble encugh through that scoun-
elrel O Lobo getting wind of it Only
old Frule knows: and he's wanted at
the plantation, of course, to carry on
wihitle Peter's away. So you f-:&?lmr.i
have been tremendously useful.™

“As well as ornamental—good I said
Bob.

“¥You see, the strike 1:1't very exten-
sive, though 1t's proved rather rich”
said Valentine. “I dare say therce's lots
maore of the cascalhio under the rocks;
but that's & mining preposition wiih
machinery, not quite practicabls 1in the
eertao. That pateh was exposed donkeys
vears ago, when there was an earti-
quake or something of the sort in this
region. We've as good as cleared it ont
now, DBlany hands make light worl.
Peter reckon: on winding up to-day.”

“And then we get back to the
fazenda?” msked Harry.

5

“Yes—we're moing to break up hern
to-morrow, or the dav afier, st the
latest. If O Lobe is still hunting for
us, he's weleome to what he finds here—
after wo've gone.”

The juniors laughed.

“Yon think that villain iz still aftor
nsi™ asked IFrank,

“I shouldn't wondee=he's a sticker!
Tiut he's not likely to track us here—and
if he came up the arrove, Chico is
watehing for ﬁim—:im first thing ho
would see of us, would be Chica's arrow

sticking in him. We needu’t worry
about O Lobo,” eaid Jun carelossly, ©
fancr we're done with him. Whoen he

finds out that the diamonds have all
been Difted, and sent away to Rio, he
will know that his game is up.”

From the thicket wp the ravine, the

" R ﬁ\‘l

““ Yarooh ! ** roared Billy Bunter, as he rocked under the smack that landed on ihe side of his bullet-head and

““You have one cheek 1o say old

*' 1 smack you one head 1 "

urubus were rising on the wing, searing
away to the sky, leaving only the
skeleton of the jagnar in the  hush.
Harry Wharton & Co. finished iheir
breakfast, and went along to the pateh
of cascallio, where Peter was at work.

Thoe planter, resting on hiz spade,
gave thom a smile.

“Ready for another spot of hard
labour " he asked.

“Ready and willing,” answered DBeb
cheerily.,

“We pot through todday o fo-
morrow,” said Peler. “Wo shau't bo

leaving much here, though T mav wuake
another trip another time.  Bat T fancw
it will be pretty ithoreughly worked
ont.”

The juniors sot to work, digeing,
shovelling, trundling the trucks, amld
washing out the gravel.

From his evrie. iu the ervevice high
up the eliff, O Lobo watched.

Dut the savago salisiaction lind died
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out of the swarthy face. O Lobo’s black
eyes were gleaming, his teeth gritiing,
with rage and disappointment.

Bvery word uttered by the Greyviriars
follows had reached the ears of the
hidden bandit lurking above on the eliff.

Ile had found the diamond eamp-—
and found, wpet sueeess, but another
bitter disappointment.

Iliz plan had been eut and dried—to
get back to the Bexo, gather a erew of
taw liss hravoes, and fall on the diamond-
seckers at thetr camp. But that plan
was futile now Ile had discovered them,
only to learn that their stay in the
Mentanba Fria was coinming to an end,

Long before he could return to the
spot with a gang of his associates, they
would be gone; the camp would be
deserted.

Days and nights of weary trailing and
hardship had gone for nothing; he was
defeated again, as he had been defeated
befare.

The bandit's black-bearded face was
convulsed with rage.,

Long he erouched there unscen, o prey
to bitter fury and disappeintment, while
the sounds of the diameond diggers at
work floated up to hiz ears.

But he crepr away at last.

Hiz game was up in the Montanha
IFria. That was clear to O Lobo:; and
he had to make up his savage mind to
ik

Dut the desperade had vet one card
fo play—his lagt] For two more davs
the diemond-seekers would remain at
the Cold Mountain—he could reach the
Rexo tn that space of time before then.

On the Rexo was his last chanco—at
the fazenda. O Lobo, gritting his teeth,
serambled away ever the rocks; and a
few hours later he was gone from the
Montanha  Fria — tramping  away
through the tropical forest.

|I?".‘u's Jﬁow rfﬁﬂﬂ'ﬂ“‘ dsscili-b .f:.“
e can bé—fe find a -
BOYS QWN™ Mawn is him on
the March breeze—Buni don’t you
wait for such colossel luck ; now
pou have " wind T of Lhiz good
thing=go get if, before it s foo fate |

THE BOY WITHOUT
ANAME

THE MAGNET

In the arroyo, Harry Wharton & Co.
worled on cheerily tlsnrruugh tha long,
hat day, digging and washing diamonds.
It was hard work, but they wera not
slackers, and they were glad to make
themselves useful to the planter, who
had shown them boundless haozpitalit
during their holiday in Braszil Stilﬁ
they were not sorry at the prospect of
getting back fo the fasends on the
Hexo.,

The following morning the last of the
cascalhe was washed out, and the
f]lggmtgh came to an end. That after-
noon the diamond-seekers rested, and
made their prfépara.tmns for breaking
camp, and at dawn the next morning
they started down the arroyo, home-
“'H.-Td h‘ﬂ‘“nd!

“And te-morrow,” said Bob Cherry,
when they started, “we shall see jﬂlﬂ'
old Bunter again. Think of that, and
rejoice, my beloved 'earers b?

And tha juniors chuckled,

They did not dream, at the meament,
of the stertling news that was to greet
them when they arrived at the planta-
tion on the Rico Rexo. If they thought
of O Lobo, they thought of him still
wearily hunting and trailing on the sun-
scorched mountain, not .even awaro that
they had departed. But they were soon
to learn that O Lobo had not been idle.

THE FIFTH CHAFPTER.
The Shot from the Forest !

= 0TS 1™ zaid Bonito.
: “Here you are ! said Billy
Bunter.

Heo cracked Brazil nuts, and
threw them to the macaw,

It was a hot afternoon. Billv Bunter
had packed away his usual extenszive
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Iuneh, rolled out inte the verands, snd
ensconced himsolf in o deep cane-chair,
to take his happy case.

The next item on the programme was
& nap, If there was one South
American eustom of which Billy Bunter
whole-hcartedly approved, it was the
midday “siesta,” Inhabilants of
tropical countries always rested in the
heat of the day, and Bilily Dunter con-
sidered it & jolly good idea. And ho
improved upon the custom by starting
his rest carly, and finishing it late.

Before settling down to  happy
slumber, however, Billy Bunter pro-
cecded to deal with a pocketful of nuts.
There waa just a little space available
insicle  his  extensive circumference,
Bunter was not the man to leave it
vacant. And he liked Brazil nuts—one
of the few good things he had found in
Brazil,

Bonito, the maeaw, shared that liking.
It was through helping the macaw to
get Tid of a nut. in the hard shell of
which his curved beat weas stuek, that
Bunter had first made Bonito’s
acquaintanoe.

Now Bunter was taking the trouble
to crack the nuts for Bonito, Certainly,
he was cracking more for himself. He
parked at least six to the macaw's one.

Bonito hopped about the veranda after
ihe nuts, and was happy, squawking
with safizfaction. Bunter sat in the
comfortable chair, and was happy, too—
luscious nut following out on the down-
ward path.

The beasts had not yet returned from
the Montanha Fria—Billy Bunter was
still on his own. Btill, he was having
quite 2 good time. Lazing Eultﬂg
Bunter.

Far a week or more, he had not
slirred beyond the steps of the veranda.
Before that, he had taken his walks in
the gardens, and his naps in the ham-
mock under the mrangﬁ-trnea, But ong
glimpse of O Lobo, lurking in the {rees,
had been enough for Bunter. That was
more than a weelk ago; but the Owl of
the Remove was taking ne chances,
Anvhow, be was not fearfully keen eon
exereise.,  The veranda was extensive
enough for all the walking that Dunter
wanted to do.

E%uuwk, squawlk |

“Nuts ! cackled Bonito.
tayv, vou fellows, nuts|”

“0Oh, don't hother 1™ grunted Bunter.
“¥ou're a troublesome brute 1™

“Tronblesome  brufe 1™ agﬂ:ﬂd the
nmacaw gleefully. “Nutal Nuts! Lots
of rotters! Rotters all round! I say,
vou fellows, nuts [*

Bunter threw the parrot anocther nut,
and Bonite hopped after it. Then the
fat junior leaned back, slig his straw
hat over his eyes, and closed them, to
glida into contented slumber.

Bang!

Bunter jumped, and sat up.

“ Wha-a-t wag that!™ he ejaculaled.
‘He knew what it was—a rifle-shel,
ringing from the direction of the river,
The report rolled, with a thousant
echoes, over the coffea-Gelds.

A shot was not an uncommon sourd
on the bhanks of the Rexo. Mr. Frulo
might have fired at an alligator or an
wrubu.

But Bunter was easitly elarmed. He
heaved his weight out of the chair,
rolled to the ratl in front of the
veranda, and stood staring acrosa the
gardens and the coffee-fields, through
his big spectacles,

Bonito hopped on the rail by his =ide,
attd from the rail to Bunter's shoulder.
That fat shoulder was his favourite
sont.

A loud buzz of voices came from tho
direction of the river. Bunter's fat face

¥Nptal I



rew anxious as he listened. Something

gd happened, )

A black man came running up the
path from the Rexo. He was shouting
in Portuguese, of which Bunter under-
stood nothing; but he could read the
alarm and excitement in the black face.

He felt a tremor of uneasiness.

Domingo, the black steward, came
running out from the house. There wasza
rapid firn of Portuguese between the
two blacks. Then Domingo came run-
ning 1n again,

“1 say, what's happenedi” shouted
Bunter.

Pomingo did not heed, if he heard.
He rushed into the house, and bis voico
was heard calling. Then he rashed out
again, with fve or six black servants at
s heels.

“What the thump—"

Dunter.

W Thump ™ eackled the maecaw in hia
ear. “Thump, fthump! 1 say, you
fellows, nuts ] Nuts] I sax, nuts|”

But Bunter did not heed bhim.  IHe
blinked anxiously along the path to the
river. He did not intend to leave the
gafety of the house to lcarn what had
happened. DBut he was getling very
anxious.

Domingo and the black servants reap-
peared, coming up the path.  Bunter
saw that they were carrying semething
—it looked ﬁhe & hammock slong on
poles, with somebody in it.

fle goon saw who that somebody was.
It was Dom Joao Frulo, with a ghastly
pallor in his coppery face.

Buntsr blinked at him, in alarm and
horror. Ha did not like Mr Frulo—
less than ever since the exaspernted
manager had smacked his head. But he
could sco that something serions must
have happened, and he had heard the
rifle-shot,

Wilh & chattering of excited voices the
bizcks carvied Mr Frolo into the

rasped

veranda. Bunter {lmnpcd to hin.
“Whot's up?” he exclaimed byeath-
leasly.

A spasm of pain twisted the
Brozilian's coppery face.

“¥You heor one shot?” he panted.
“Yesa? I amn shot in a leg. I have ono
very bad hurt in one leg! ¥Yes! Sim,
gim, senhor Y

“Dut who ™ gasped Bunter.

“Nao face idea!™ groaned Mr. Fralo.
*1 know not o thing! I stand bezside a
river, and from ancther banl, from a
tree, coma o shot. which shall go to
come to hit n leg Perhaps it is that
bandit. O Lobo, that wateh for me and
shoot me in a leg. Now I have one leg
that is what you call in English a
game "

Ho signed to the blacks, and they
carried him into the house.

“0Oh crikey 1” gasped Bunter.

*Oh criliev 1" said Bonito in his eara.
“Nuts !

“0h, shut up 1" hissed Bunter.

“Bhut up 1" said the macaw. *Nuts 1"

Buntor did niot heed the parrot. He
rollad back tc the rail and stood blink-
ing acros: the sunny gardens and coffec-
fields.

Mr. Frulo was being put in hia bed in
the house. Billﬂ Bunter was, pﬂl‘hﬂm,
concerned for the coffee manager, dis-
abled by & shot treachercusly bBred from
the cover of the forest. But he was very
much more concerned about himself.

hwgm could have fired that treacherons
shot

The kind-hearted manager was
nﬁplar with all the men, blacks and
talians and Indians, employed on the
fazenda, and with the natives in the
villagee along the river. It was not one
of them who had lain in ambuzh for him

and shot him down. Bunter knew—at
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Ieast, he was sure—that it was O Lobo
the Wolf, or one of his gang.

But why?

Ths fat junior felt that he could FUeEs
only too easily wihy. TFor BMr. IFruolo
hiraself the bandit cared nothing, Dut
it was Mr. Frulo who was Bunter's pro-
tector at the fazendan. There was nho
other white man at Bos Vista, while
Peter Valentine and Jim were away
with the Groyiriars fellows.

Bunter shivered.

Onee  already during  the planter’s
abzence O Lobo had made an aitempt
to got hold of him, and had been driven
off under the raining bullets of Joao
Frulo's rifle.  Now, if he came, Mr.
Frule would not stand in his way ! The
fat Owl realized only Loo elearly why
that shot had been fived from the forest.

“Oh lor' 1" breathed DBunter.

There were plenly of men on the

lantation, but they did not live near the
wuse; they had their quarters in huts
along the viver. Bunter could zce a good
many of them now—Dblack negroes and
swarthy Italians, in groups in the coffeo-
fields, talking excitedly—evidently dis-
enzsing whal had happened. He knew
that there was no help mm them. They
werg peaceful labourers, lidtle hikely to
lift a hand against an armed and des-
poerate bandit i he came.

Bunter had heard many tales of O
Taoobo sinee bhe had been at the fazenda.
The bandit who would have been seized
at once 1n o or Sac Paule, swaggered
g free man on the Rexeo, cyed with fear
by the viliagers when they =aw him.
Now that Mr Frule was disabled and
helpless, was he coming to the fazenda?
He would net have dared had MMr
Valentine and Jim been there, but ho
ktew that they were away.

“h lor" " repeated Bunter.

He was not t};inking of a nap now!
He wae thinking that he wished he had
wone witin the party to the Monlanha
I'rin, rough zs the poing was. They
bolieved that he was safe at the fazenda,
under the goard of Jooo Frulo. Dt
with Mr. Frule laid low by a treacherous
shot, Bunter doubted very much whether
the black servants would dare to opposc
the bandi* if he came,

From the {FTEI!F:-'.‘-TEGE by the lawn,
emerging suddenly into the sunlight,
came o dark, black-bearded fgure.
Buider’s eves and spectacles fixed on 1t
in terror With swift strides O TLobo
erossed  the sunny grass towards the
steps of the veranda. Billy Bunter gave
hitn one terrified blink, turned, and
bolted into the house, i such a hurry
that DBonitoe waz dislodged from his
shoulder anc fluttered to the floor.

Bunter forgot Bonite. Breathless he
rushed inta the house, seuttled into his
room, &nd dodged under the hed. In
that hiding-place he hstemed, in palpi-
tating terror to the heavy tread of the
banddit.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Bandit’'s Raid !

LOBU tramped heavily across
O the veranda. The bandit's face
was grim and desperate,
Domingo, looking out of the
doorway. saw lum, and his black face
fell, his jaw dropping with fear. He
Emm:i a3 ilf transfixed under the des-
perado’s gleaming eyes.

The band:t strode towards him, his
hand on the knife at his belt.

“{nde estro senhor Inglez? he
gnarled.

“Beast!” came a squawking voice
from the veranda, and the bandit spun
round in surprise.

the back of

Bonite, perched on
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Bunter's empty chair, blinked at him
0 Liobe stared at the macaw.

“Nuts " said Bonito. "“Yal! Beast!
Rotter [ Lot of rotters! I say, you
fellows, lot of rotters! Leaving a chap
on his ewn  Ha. hat™

The bandn turned awar again with o
grunt of impaticnce. lle grasped tho
trembling Dromingo with his left Laud.
With his right he half-dvew the long,
glittering “faea * from Lis belt.

0 senhor Inglez,™ he said, in o low
tone of savage menace.

“Bim, senhor ! stammerved Domingo.

The bandit followed him. Two or
threo of the black servauts saw him as
he entered, and scuttled away, panting
with foar. .

“0 guarte do senhor Inglez!™ hissed
O Lobo, between his tecth; and the
trembling Domningo led him to Bunter’s
TOOM.

From an adjoining room came o
sound of lov groaning. O Lobo did not
heed that egound of pain from Joao
Frulo, ]i.'ing there bandaged and help-
less. Wheother his treacherous shot had
wounded or killed the manager of the
fazencla, the desperate ruflian cared
little. He knew that Dom Joao could
not stand in his way, and that was
cinongh for him.

His fierce black cyes roved round the
room in search of the Owl of Greyinars.

Bunter wer not to be seen.

It was a large room, with a number
of hammocks slung, and only one bhed-
stead.  The Famous Five, when they
woero at the {azenda, slept in e hame-
mocks, but Billy Buopter preferred o
bed, and had & bed. Bunter spent a
goord deai of his time in that bed-—now,
for a change, he was spending a little
time underneath it .

Fromm under the bed the fat junior
could sce O fabe's mosquito-boots. The
rest of the bandit was out of his view.
Itk the trembling Owl saw encugh of
Lim, and did not want to see any more.

He hardly breathed.

() Lobo swepr the room with his fieree
glance, and then turncd to the black
steward, his knife out of itz sheath.

“0 senher Inglez !” ho hissed. ' Diga-
me, onida esta o senhor Inglez?™

Banter knew enough DPortuguese to
rueces that the bandit was demonding
“Where is the English senhor?*

But Domingo. who did not know,
could only stammer helplessly that he
know nothing_of Bunter's whereabouts.

“Corpe de Deos " ejaculaied O Lobo
suddenly.

Leaving the Lr&mhlin\%: Domingo at the
door, he strodo towards the bod, bent,
and glanced under it .

A sava grin wrinkled his dark
face nt the sight of o terrificd fat
countenance. and o large  pair  of
spectacles. blinking at him owlishly.

“0 rapaz gordo! privned O Lobo
“The fat boy [ Bom ™

“Oh erikey !V

“Lattle senhor—"

“Qw! I'm not here!” gasped Bunter.
“J—I—I mean, g-g-go avway ! I—I say,
I—I—I—ow "

“Yenha ' enapped O Taohe,

He reachsd under the bed, grasped o
fat leg, ans drew DBilly Buuter out,
squeaking

The fat junior's eyes almest popped
through his spectacles, EHe gave a blink
at Domingo. but Domingo was alrecady

fading our o the piclure.
o gripped & fat armn.
“Venha!l he repeated. “Comne I

“I—1 say ! stubtercd Dunier,
He brek: off ai & flash of the long

knife.
"E]w 1| Keep that away!" howled
Bunter. "I—I—I'm coming! I—I—I
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want to come! I—I'm coming like any-
thing | Oh crumbs ™

And he came.

Btumbling, with O Lobe's iron

. rasp
on his fat arm, the fat Owl tobtere

out

into the veranda. )

HiNuts1¥ eackled Bonite. “I say
nuts I

“0Oh lor'1” groancd DBunter.

“Oh lor* 1” said Bonito, "“Nutst"

O Lobo cast a swifs g‘lance round
him from the wveranda. Desperate and
reckless as ho was, he knew he was
running risks. He was in haste to gify

“Venha ' he snapped, ond Q
jerked the fat junior to the steps.

“Oh erikey!¥ grosned Bunter.

He dar nobt  attempt rosistance.
Onee, sinee he had been at the fazenda,
Billy Bunter had displayed pluck—when
he had saved Chico, the Caraya, from
the alligator. But what pluck Billy
Bunter possessed oozed out at his fat
finger-tips mow. The grasp of the
bandit chilled him to the very marrow
of his bones with fcar. ;

Ho stumbled down the steps in the
handit’'s grip.

There was a_squawk and a flutter of
wings, and Bonite landed on his
shoulder.

“Uerrgeh!  Gerraway [*  mumbled
Bunler.
Bquawl !
He gener-

Bonito did not ﬁl}t AWAY.
ally perched on Bunter's fat shoulder
when the Owl of the Bemove went out
intg the gardens; and now he fastened
on his usual perch,

The bandit paid no heed to the
parrok

VWith his iron grasp on a fob arm, he
cut across the gardens at a run,
Eiuntm- stumbling and tottering after

m.

A voice was heard shouting in the
distance as they disappeared into the
orange-trees,  Some of the plantation
hands had seen thom.

O Lobo hurried on

It was not likely that any of the
labourers in tho coffce-fields wounld ven-
turec to tackle the burly, ferociona
bandit. But, given time, they might
gather in num%@rs and pursue. ha
bandit lost no time.

Through the orange-grove, he hur-
ried away towards the river, leading,
or rather dragping, the Owl of the
Bemove after him

Bunter had a glimpse of hope. He
knew that Mr. Frule had been direct-
ing the loading of o bataloa at the
landing-stage, and he could hear n
sound of voices from the direction of
the desembarcadouro. Some of the
boatmen carried weapons, and if they
gaw him——

EBut they did not see him, and that
glimpse of hope vanished. Lobo kept
carciully clear of the landing-stage,
wnere o crowd had gathered. Keep-
ing to the cover of the trecs, he struck
across to a point on the river at a dis-
tonce from tho desembarcadouro.

Thera was no eye at hand to ses him
when he emerged from the trees. And
he did not linger.

Under the bank a canoe was tied up.
With & swing of his sinewy arm, the
bandit threw Bunter into the cance,
and it rocked as the fut junior sprawled
there. DBonito, elinging to his shoulder,
cickled wildly.

Lobo stepped in ewiftly, cast off,
and seized the paddles. The cance shot
out into the Rexo.

Bunter sat up, gasping.

Lobo was paddling the cance up
tha river with swift satrokes. 'Thea
current was against him: but it weas
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sélnw and sluggish, and the canoe almost
B,

Bunter’s last hope died in his breast.
He had had some faint, Lingering hagu
of dedping away from o captor in the
forest. Bub it was not on foot, by the
forest paths, that O Lobo was taking
himn. There was no escape from the
canoo=—imless Bunter threw himself
overboard., Aad if that thought had
entered hiz mind, it would have been
banished by the sight of an allipator’s
snout lifting from the mud.

Bunter sat gasping, while O Lobo,
giving him wuno attention, plied the
paddles with swift, skilled hands. The
cance shot up the Hexo. Downstream,
other craft might have been passed—
and thera were native villages on the
banks. But the Valentine fazendn was
the last settloment on the Rexo;
farther up the river was the untrodden
wilderness. As the canoe skimmed the
glimmeri water, Bunter Lnew thal
ha was ing carried off nto the
sertao—tha desert—by o path that left
ng trace.

The fazenda wvanished behind him.

Dark forest closed the view on either
side of the river. Monkeys grinned at
Bunter from the br:a.m:ieg ;  parroks
cackled in the foliage. But there was

no human n;{p to fall on him, as mile
after mile glided post under the swift
paddles.

“Nuls ! eackled s voice in Bunter's
BAT.

But Bunter did not heed. He
sgrawleq in the canoe and groaned, as
tho rapid miles slid by, and he was
carried deeper and deeper into the un-
trodden wilderness.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Island in the Rexo!

i OY agumi 1 muttered the bravo,
P through his black beard.
The eanoce had stopped.
How many miles it had
covered on the winding Roxo Bunter
did not know, and could not guess;
but he knew that it must be plenty,
More than one island, thickly wooded
and jungly to the water’s edge, had
been passed—and pmow it waz at  an
1zland in the river that the bandit had
come to a halt, and, it scemed, to his
destination.
It was a small 1sland—not more than
a hundred feet in its widest extent. It
was covered with vegetatlon over every
inch of its surface. Thick treca grew
close togpether, but, close as they were,
smaller trees prew among them, and the
inter-wound trunks were tvangled with

lianas  and pendant  masses  of
Spaniard’s-beard.
Looking at 1t from the caznoe, it

seemed s solid wall of green, with
hardly an interstice by which o rabbit
might penetrate. Bunter blinked at if,
wondering how he was to land.

The bandit turned the cance in from
ihe current, and. etanding up, liited a
vast mass of lianas that hung between
two trunks. Then Bunter saw that a
tiny ereek jutted in bhetween the two
trees, hitherto hidden by the sprawling
oreepery.

Holding up the sereen of creepers,
O Lobo pushed the cance into the creelk,
hardly wide ciough to admit 1t. It was
morely & ditch, with a foot of water
on the mud.

Bunter gave a grunt as s tangle of
lianas caught him round the neck, and
jerked off his hat and the parrot from
hizg shoulder. He had not ducked in
time as the canoa foated under.

0 Lobo glanced at him and gave a
scoffing laugh. Towards the other
Creyfriars fellows the Wolf had
displayed feelings of bitter animosity.
But he did not seem to consider the
fat and fatuous Owl worthy of hia hate,
For Bunter, his feeling was only one of
contemptizous scorn

Bunter did not mind. He was not
worried about what this desperado of
the sertac thought of nim. O Lobo’a
seorn was not so dangerous as his
hatred.

He sgqueaked and grabbed at the
lianas as they clutched him, Bomito
squawked indignantly. Bunter did not
heed the parrot—he had not heeded it
all the way up the Rexo—DBunter’s fat
thoughts were concentrated wholly on
W. (. Bunfer.

He scrambled through the clinging
ereepers, graboed up his hat, leaving
Bomto to take care of itgelf, which,
hnv::rluven the macaw was quite able
to do.

0 Lobo shoved the cance up the
narrow, shallow creek, and the lianas
dropped wnto place behind, The ereck
extended hardly a dozen fect into the
shore; but it was a perfectly zafe
hiding-place for the cance.

Once the lianas were in place again,
hanging from the boughs to the water,
no eye could have followed the canoa
—the keenest searcher might hoeve
paszed the river-island, and never
guezsed thet any craft was there.

DBunter realised that; his fat wits
woere very much alive now. He could

uess that this was a hidinp-place well-

nown to the bandit of the Rexe. 0O

Loba defied the law—of which there
was little enough in that outlying
region

But he had been husted more than
once by “soldados,’”” sent in pursuit of
him, and on such occasions he had lain
in hiding till the soldiers gave up the
SBATCH

Probably the bandit had a dozen
different lairs in different parts of the
wildernoss. The one he had chosen for
his prisoner was as sccure as o hiding-
place could be.

On either side of the island the river
rolled—walled in by almost impene-
trable forest. On the muddy banks,
where  thers  were  shallows, luge
eayamans, as they were called, waddled
in the mud—allipators whose fearful
jawa made Billy Bunter feel faint, even
to see them at a distance. Ahove and
below the island alligators floated—the
canoe had almost brushed some of the
river monstors.

Fven had Bunter been left at large
oa the island, he would hardiy have
thought of attempting to leave it by
swimming, or Aoating saway on a log.

Lut he scon saw that he was not
going to have the chance, little hikely
a3 he would have been to teke advan-
tage of ik

Leaving the eance, O Lohe ategpnd
ashore, pushing a way through thick,
clinging underwood, under the thick
trees. e made a sign to DBunter to
follow, and the fat Owl dragged him-
self dismally out of the canoce.

He discerned now that thera was a
kind of path through the thicket It
had been hacked with an axe. Dut the
jungle encroached on either side, and it
was necessary to put branches and twigs
out of the way to advance.

It was & short path, leading into the
centrs of the little island. O Lobo
tramnped om, without turning his head,
Bunter limping at his heels. Bonito
was on the fat shoulder again now,
squawking, From the tress around cams
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As the Greyfriars t{m:.iur&a paddled in pursuit of the bandit’s eanoe Harry Wharton took aim with his rifle. Bang !

expecte

answering squawls=—they were alive with
parrols.

Bunter gave them no attention; but
he could not help noticing them. The
island was aliva with macaws.

They were nob like Bonito to look at,
however., DBonite was blus and 1d,
and the macaws on the river island
wera of the erimson variety, and
looked like fickering flames as they
darted in the dusk of the branches.

Squawking end cackling rose on all
gides as the parrots were disturbed.
O Lobo came to a halt where a hut
stood under a towering tree.

Huis in the back-country of Brazil,
so far as Bunter had seen, generﬂl{
consisted of a roof on poles, ouen at all
sides to the air. But the hut on the

river island was & more careful
construction.

It had four walls, built of poles cut
in the thicket, and planted in the earth.

The roof was also of poles laid across,
pnd thatched with leaves, The door, of
plaited canes, was thick and strong,
hung on leathor hinges. There was no
window—but DBunter saw that several
apertures wera left in the walls—either
for ventilation, or for use as loopholes,
in cass of attack—nso doubt serving
both purposes. !

The fat junior blinked at the hut in
dismay. This, he could see, was to be
his prison. _

¥1—T1 say—" he stammecred,

O Loba threw the door open, and
made him & sign to enter. As Bunter

nused,. a ferocious look come aver the

andit’s face, and he made & motion
towards the knife in his belt.

That was mmuih for Bunter, He
bolted into that hut like a fat rabbit
into a burrow.

0 Lobo grinned and followed him in.

Over the trees the sun was blazing
with burning brilliance. But under the

thick branches 1t was dusky in the
shade. Inside the hut tha dusk was
deeper still, and Bunter could hardly
sce his surroundmgs until his eves be-
came accustomed to the gloom.

The bandit sat om & wooden bench
near the narrow doorway, and rolled
e cigarette, and lighted 1k, He watched
the fat junior with a kind of con-
temptuous amusement.

Bunter blinked round the hut. A
dirty hammock hung in tho corner,
There were a few rough utensils, and
a large tin pan with o lid, used for
koeping food away from the ants. The
only scat was the beneh on which O
Lobo now sat—and Billy DBunter had
to_stand. i

He stood and blinked at the bandit.

He shivered at the thought of being
left alone in that desolate and solitary
spot. But even solitude was prefer-
able to the company of O Lobo.

“ A thousand welcomes to my home,
little senhor!® said O Lobo, with mock-
ing politeness. “All that I have I
offer you.”

*Oh lor' 1" said Bumnter. .

Such polite speeches were common In
Brazil, but from O Lkebo 1t came with
sardonic mockery,

“Your friends, I think, will not find
vou here,” grinned the bandit.

#Nunno 1" mumbled DBunter.

“¥You may, if it pleases you, call
out,” said the Weolf. " Your voica will
bring you answers from a thousand
crimson macaws—but no other.”

“0Ok dear!”

“I do not think wou will escape.
Naol Bat perha_;{:s. Little senhor, your
imprisonment will not be long. I
depends on the Senhor Valentine."

“Blow him!” groaned Bunter. “I
wizsh I'd never coine to Brazil. I wish
I was back at Greyfriars. Oh lor’|"

*Tt was my wish to loy hands on

The Co.

to see O Lobo fall, But the bullet only graged the bandit, for he paddled as swiftly as before !

one of the others whom, as I Lknow,

the SHenhor Valentino values tmore
highly,” said O Lobo. *DBut the young
Valentino iz too wary for me. And the

boy Wharton escaped when I had my

grasp on him. 1 had no choice, littlo

genhor. But let us hope, for your

sake, that the Senhor Valentine values

the life of even such o guest az you™
Bunter shivered.

“If he values your life, little senhor,
vou will like to return to your country
of Inghilterra. Bot he must value it
gt & high price—the diamonds of the
Montanha If'ria.”

* =1 say—"

“The senhor will receive word from
me when ho returns to his fazenda,”
said O Lobe. “Let him pay for your
Life with the diamonds he has dug out
of the casealho 1n the Montanha Fria;
and I wash my hands of yon. If not,
vou find a grave in the jaws of the
alligotors, and lock for another
chanee.”

Hi—T say—»>"

“I leave you, little senhor. In the
iron pan there iz farjna bread, and
rapidura ond earne seca; not much,
but enough to keep you alive. Nossa
genhora ! You will look oy short com-
mons here.  There 15 water in the can.
I’o not wasie i, for I may not boe here
to refill it from the river.” I Lid von a
thousand adieux, little senhor. In my
absenea my dwelling iz yours.”

Rising from the bench the bandit
mada %untnr a mocking bow, and
stepped ont of the hut.

“Oh erikey 1" groaned Dunter.

The door elosed on him. e heard
O Lobo fumbling euatside for o fow
minutes, doubtless seenring the door.
Then there was a hrushing and a rusé-
ling as the bandit tramped away back
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to the canoe, Loudly eame the squawk-
ing of the swarming macaws. Ib el
down, and Bunter knew that the bandit
was gone from the island.,

He sat down on the beneh, his fat
knces feeling weak under him. A
pleam of blue and gold in the dusk
vanght his eyea. It wes Bonito. IHe
Imrlg{;uite forgotten the macaw. In the
terrible solitude the company of Bonito
was & rolief, and Bunter’s dizmal fat
face brightened a little as he blinked
at him.

“0Oh, vou!” he said. .

“{h, youl” cackled Bonito, cockin
hia hemf ot Bunter. “Beast! Lot o
rotters | I say, you fellows, nuts!”

Thus reminded that he still had a
cargo of Brazil nuts in his tpcbc:ket Billy
Bunter groped for a handtul. onito
eackled glecfully at the sight of them.
"Thera was comfort in foodstuffs, dismal
ns Bunter's prospects were. He cracked
nuia and nte them, and Bonito sorted
among cracked shells for outty frag-
ments. Then Bonilo, apparently tired
of the close space of the hut, fluttered
about looking for an outlet. Dut the
loopholes wero too small for the macaw
to pass, small as he wasz, and ho flut-
tored back to Bunter, and perched on
a fat choulder.

Runter blinked at him.

“Oh lox* 1 he said.

The macaw bhlinked back.

“0Oh lor’ 1” he agroed.

And there was silence.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Bad News !
‘O

MOCHO DBRAVO! panted
Cherry.

tha Caraya.
“Hallo, halls, hallo ! Some-
iking’s wup?l’”  said DBob

In the dnsky aisle of the forest the
CGreviriare fellows eame to a halt. It
wag the second day of the march, and
they had almozt reached the river, on
which the last stage of the journey
was fo be dona by boat, down the Rexo
ta (ke fazenda.

(‘hico had bheen sent ahead of the
party.,  Alone, the swift and hardy
(faraya could travel twize as fast as
tha. rest. ("hico was to reach Boa
Vista woil ahead of the others, and
bring the mountaric up the river to
tha spot where they were to embark,

They did not expect to sea him again
ill they reached the Rexo, where he
was to wait for them with the boat
and paddlers ot o spot still fifteen or
iwenty miles  distant freom  the
plantation. ;

But the Rexo was not vet in sight
when they saw the Caraya. Evidently
e had sighted them {rom a distance
and was coming to meet them: and
the leak on lis brooze foce showed that
It had had naws,

Peter Valentine's face set grim and
dark as the Caraya came panting up.
The juniors did not understand ¢
Portnpuese in which he zpoke, in low,
hurried tones to the planter, But they
knew whe he meant by *“0 Mocho
Erave.™

“Q Mocho? meant the Owl. It was
(Chico who added _the adjective
“hravoe ™ to it. Billy Buntor had been
called the “Owl ™ often enough hy the
Civeyfriars  fellows, Dbut never the
" frave Owl ™

Chico hsd a grateful romembrance of
thio fact that Bunter had saved him
when O Lobo had capitured him, and
ticil him %0 a =tump in the mud by the
Rexo, and left him to the alligators.
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All the juniors :Lgreed that Bunter had
done a Eluaky ing on that oceasiom,
though he had, as Johnny Bull ex-
pressed ik, done =uch a “song and
dance’” on the subject that they had
become more than fed-up with Bunter's
heroism.

But the Caraya had not heard, or,
at all events, understood, the fat Owl's
boasting. Ta Chico’s simple Indian
mind the fat junier was a hero, and
he had treated DBunter with & deep
respeet that made the other fellows

smile. ] ‘
They liked the Indian for it; but
they did not share hiz admiration for

the fat Owl. It was rather a new ox-
werience for the Famous Five to bnd
illy Buntor set far above them in any
ono's esbhimation, But to Chico, the
Caraya, Billy Bunter was the * goods,
without a rvival, The Famous Co. wera
merely “alzo rans " in comparison.

" Mocha Brave!” ecamo conbtinually
in the Indian's panted speech, and the

lanter's face grew darker as ha
istened, and Jim Valentine's brow set.
The chums of the Remove exchanged
unocasy plances.

Chico had been to the fazenda to
bring the boat up the river, snd he
had brought bed news. ‘They could
tee that. And he was speaking of
Bunter, It looked as if somcthing had
happeped to Bunter in their absence.

ut what could have happened?

Bunter had refused to share the toils
and perils of the trip to tho Montanha
Fria, and undoubtedly the other fellows
had been relieved to leave him at the
fazenda. Thera they had not doubted
that he would be safe—under the care
of Mr. Frulo and the black scrvants.

The surrounding forests were full of
perils; but Bunter was not the fellow to
wander in the tropical forests and leok
for trouble. He was anything but that
kind of fellow |

They had pictured him, when they
bhought of him at all, lazing away the
sunny days, cating gargantuan meals,
and sleeping in the hammock under the
orange-trees or in 8 deep chair in the
shady veranda.

That, indeed, was how DBonter had
passed his tine, and he had found much
zatisfaction thercin,

“What the thump can have hap-
pened 1 mutterved Bob Cherry uneasily.
‘Old Chico’s handing out bad news of
some sovrt.*

() Lobo——" muttered Harry.

“0 Lobo's at the Cold Mountain—he
was hunting us there—we dropped on
him the day we killed the anaconda [®
answered Bob, * We've left him behind
there, still hunting for us and the jeoliy
old diamonda.”

“1 supposc
i Eut_____.u-

“Bunter hasn't tun into o jeaguar or
a8 puma—he would take jolly good care
of that 1¥ gaid Johney Bull

“A  smake-bite, perhaps—
Frank Nugent. ;

The mere suggeslion was enough to
make the juniers change colour.
FPowizonous reptiles were the most deadly
dn.nﬁer of the South American forests,

The Coarava ceased to zpeak. Peter
Vilentine turned to the anxions juniors,
his foce dark.

“ Bunter——" began Harry,

Peter nodded.

“¥eo, it's bad news [ That scoundvel,
0 Lobo, has got him ™

“0 Lobo /" exclaimed Bob., “But
we'va left him behind ot tho Montanhs
Fria—"

The planter bit his lip.

“ 50 we believed,” he said. “That he
was there, hunting for us, we know—but
he must hawve given it up and tried his

20 1% assenled Harry,

¥

sa1cd

luck st Boa Vista. This time he has got
away with it."

“¥ou mean that ke bLas
Bunter 1

**That’s 3¢ 1

“But Mr Frulo——*

Frank,

“Frulo was knocked over by a bullet
fired from cover, and has heen on his
back ever sincal” said Mr., Valentine.

“Oh I" gasped the juniors

“ When 7 asked Harry,

2 ”'Dnlé' yesterday 1™ said the planter.
‘If we'd left & day earlier—" Ho
§ritted his testh. *“But who could have
oreseen this? Bunter waes safer at the
fazends than at the Montanhs Fria—
Joao Prulo was ready to shoot that
scoundrel down if he appeared, and
there were plenty of the blacks to help
him, But with Dom Joao wounded and
dizabled, the bandit secms to bave put
the wind up the whole show—and he
wilked Bunter off under their epes——="

“Tha desperate  villain 1 muttered
Harry. * Then—poor ¢ld Bunter is a
prisoner somcwhero in the hands of that
econnd 2

taken

exclaimed

role———

“There's no doubt that it
Leba 1% asked Johnny Ball,

“Neone! He was zeen by four or five
servants at Boa Vista, hieo got the
news when he arrived there to fetch the
boat for uwa, Dominge told lim that
Bunter was hidden in Eiﬁs rooin, &nd the
bandit rooted him out and teok him
away. He must have made quick work
of it. As gsoon a3 Joso Frule heard,
wounded as he was, he took measures af
ance, but () Lobo was gone, and Bunter
gone with him. ™

Tha juniora stood overwhelmed with
the news, All Billy Bunter's faults and
littla faibles were forgotten now. They
remembered only that he was their
schoolfellow, and that he was in the
hands of the ruthless desperado of the
Eortac.

“Weo're going to find him I raid Bob
Cherry. " And we'll make that scoundrel
lLiobo yay for what he's done I

“UChica will find him, if he can he
found,” =aid the planter quietly. “Io
owes Bunter his life, and an Indian
docs not forget. Bunter did s very
Mucky thing when he saved the C,'ﬂ.ra.i;a.
%r-:-m the giligators—and in doing o he
made a friend of the man who can do
most te help him now.” Ha broke off.
“T.et us got on—the sooner wa get to
Boa Vista the better.”.

The Carava was already trampling
hack towards the river. The planter
followed him, and the Famous Five
tramped an.

Jim Valentine's face was deeply di--
tressed.  He had had his trials wiih
Punter as a guest at Boa Vista, bur,
like the other fellows, he forgot all the
fat Owl’s faults now,

* Bunter's life isn't in dangﬂr—ﬂu far
at any rate, you fellows™ said Jim
guietly, “We know what C Lobeo's

ame is—he let it out the time ha got
ﬁnld of vou, Wharton. If he could have
trailed us down at the Montanha Frin
1t would have comn to esrapping—and
that’s what he was keenest on. But he
had & second string fo his bow—tho
dastardly villain] With one of Peter's
guests in his hands, his gama is to trade
his priscner's life for the diamonds.”

“ But——"" said Harry.

“Don't have any fear for Bunter!
Bunter's my uncle’'s guest at Boa Vista
—and if he cannot be found, and
rescued, Peter will come to terms with
the bandit—any terms that O Lobo
chooses  to  dictate!” said the boy
planter, It will be a tough pill to
awallow—but Peter will get it down,
you can bank on that.”

The juniors were silent.

was 0O



They did not deubt that the planter
of Boa Vista would malke any sacrifice
to save the life of o schoolboy who was
iti his charge. On that the Wolf had
caleulated, and they felt that he had
coleulated well, ]

But it was bitter to think of the

desperado triumpling; of gattinF the
Lest, ot long last, in the struggle for
the DMontanha Iria, and by such

treacherous and desperate means.

Befors it eame to that cvery effort
would be made to find the captured
schoolboy and rescue him, Buk what
chance was there? Hidden mn some
remote recesz of the trackless tropical
forest, {0 Lobo could snap his fingers
even at the Caraya hunter,

Theicr hearvis were heavy
tramped on to the river, They reached
the bank of the Rexo, and found the
montaria waiting there, manned by
tlack paddlers from the fazenda. They
packed into it, and the blacks paddled
ciown the strean.

The Caraya sat with a dark, grim
face, :ztlont. Little was said as the
mionfavia flosicd down the stream, be-
tween the walls of tropical forest, pass-
ing many woolded 1slands. Un one of
the islands troops of red macaws could
be seen as they passed, like :Iantins
fames 1w the breilliant sunlight, auo
there waz a loud squawking  and
cackhng ot the boat as it pmldfod Ly,
Tho juniorz glaneed at them 1 passing.

o ’l']fml ixland’'s & favourite nesling-
place of the redd macaws,”™ said Jim
Valewline,  “IHundreds of them there—
1i noh thow=ands! They're hardly ever
disturbed—a canee hardly ever comes
as far wp the river as this”

The montavia relled on. rapidly
packlled  down the current, and  the
sipaswliing of the mocows dued away
behind,  The  joniovs, with  other
tnnehis o their nonds, soon forgot the
tdamd” of the red macaws—Iliitle drenms-
ing of [he soerek it held or how near
they had passed Lo the prisoner of O
Lo,

ns  they

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunter [

&l H lor' " said Billy Bunter for

O the umpteenth time.

“Oh lor’ " repeated Bonito
almost as disina lﬁn

Bunter was plunged in the depths of
dole. And the high apirits of the happy
macaw seemed to have departed.

A night had pessed in the hut on the
viver island; a new day was blazing
over the South American forests and
CRIMPOoS, _ ]

Bunter had slept in  the dingy
hommaeck. He did not like hammocks—
Lk he had been glad of it, as there was
no alternative but the floor. And the
floor was of earth, damp from the river,
and ers were ants in it

Twao or three dingy old ponchoes and
a dirty blanket were all the covering
he had—and the night was cold. Bunter
hiad not slept as soundly as wsual, and
his deep snore had becn interrupted
many times. x

He was glad when day came again.
Rut day was dismal enough., He sorted
out food from the can—stalo bread of
farina, and “‘carne sececa”—dried beef
hard as leather and with a musty scent
to it. After the boundless fare of Boa
Viata it was awiul for Buntcr.

There was rapidura also—the hard
toffce of native make., It was hard as
a brick; but he chewed it and found a
littla comfort in it. The meagre meal
was washed down with tepid water.

The supply of nuts in his pockets had
been finished long ago. Bunter had fo
be content with the hard tack lefb by
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the bandit; but even Billy Bunter's
aﬁgmtitu was not equal to dealing with
the carno saca. His fat jaws ached after
& long, hard chew, and he gavoe it up.
The rapidura, hard as it was, was, ab
least, sweet and sticky, and he sucked
&t & chunk of it—and groaned.

During the night he had grumbled at
}-lhu cold. Now he was grumbling at tho

eat.

Tha tropical dayv was hot an thoe river;
hot on the thickly wooded island, The
hut was a good deal like an oven.

Bonito shared his dismal mood. The
parrot, as & rule, was a happy little
ereature, oackling with glee, }g:st it was
accustomed to freedom, and it hopped
and fluttered about the insztde criP the
hut, continually sceking & way ont and
failing to find it

Bonito had never known the inside
of 2 eage. Iic was one of tha half-tame
parrots that swarmed about the DBoa
Vista, often flocking under the veranda
to focd on Imndfuﬁ of farina thrown
to them. Sinee he had attached him-
seli to Bunter the macaw had perched
in the veranda, whero he was free fo
come and as he liked. This wag lis
first experience of being shut up, and
it was clear that Bonilo did not like 1t.

He zeemed puzzled and wovried by
being enclosed within impassable walls,
He flattered continually round the
wallz and noszed about the door, Many
times he got his beak and his little
head through one of the loopholes in
the wooden walls, bt he could get Do
farther, and had to retreat, squawking
with angoer and disappointment.

Billy Bunter saw lis offorts to escapo
with o moross oye.

There waz no doubt that Bonito was
attached to Bunter. DBut thoro was
cqually no doubt that he would have got
away from the imprisonment in the
hut on the istand if he could. Bunier,
huwm.'c-r. was E'IE.{E ﬂl:&t t-h-l_‘.l mpuuw
counld not got away. In the solitude,
Bonita's compeny was s boon and a
bloseing. It was something to hear tho
parrot tall, when he was =0 far from
the sound of a humaon voice.

The fat junior would have heen alimost
glad to see O Lobo's ovil facc again.
Yot he trembled at the thought of tho
bandit's return. Only too well ha knew
that his fat Jife hung on a thread, in
the hands of the Wolf of Brazil

HMe hardly hoped for rescue. Ilis

friends, so far as he kuew, were slil
absent at tho

it
“Oh lor’ 1" sald Donile, “Nuls! I
Emi;. yvou fellows, nuts!” 1
uk there were no nuls for Donilo,

The macaw hopped round Bunter und
sguawked 1m:d[_§ and insistently, and
indignantly. t was the first time
Bunter had been unprovided with food
of some kind sines Bonito had made
his sequaintance,

At Boa Vista there was always somoe-
thing fo cat in Bunter's pockets. Dantes
liked meals between meals. There had
always bocn mmeﬂunig for Idonito.
Bunter was liberal with supplics that
could be remewed without limit.  Jut
now there was nothing, and Donito was
puzzled, and disappointed, and annoyed,

“MNuts I'* he cackled, “Nutz! T sy,
vou fellows! DBeast! Rollier! 1 sy,
nuks 1™

“QOh, shut up!” howled Tunier
exasperated.

“ Shut up " said Bonito, “XNui:!"”

He hopped on a fat knee, squawking.

“Gerreut ! gnorted Runter.

“Gerrout!”  retorted the
“Nuts! I say, nuts!” :

Bunter pushed him off, and Bouito
Iopped on tho earth, cackling angrily.
{nce more ha made a dive at one of the
loopholes, Ho wedged hia neck inlo
the little orifico and stuck, aod
squawked froutically,

Squawls, squawk, squawlk!

Squawl:, squawk, squawk! unm‘.‘ﬁll‘ﬂd
hundreds of macawa in  the (hick
trees round the hut. Thoy prew so closo
that the trunks touched tho walls, aud
the branches covered the roof, Every
branch was alive with parroisz.

At tha Icast alarm thera was an ond-
break of squawking from innunerable
parrats that was almost deafening.

Bunter knew that it was but seldom
that o montaria or a canoo came B
far up the Hexo. But ho had thoonght
of shouting, in the hopo of Leing heard
on some coraft that might happen to
pass. It was futile, for the firsi call
started a thousand parrols squawking.
drowning every other sound. 1t dawned
on his fat brain that O Lobo was well
gware of that eircumstance. The cune
ning bandit forgot nothing.

“ Beast ! roared Bunter at the macaw
as ho esquawked with his head in the
loophole and a terrific hullabaloe of
squawking responded from outside,

That endlesa squawking of the pacrois
was getting on Bunter's nerves,  Honw-
times there was silence on the island

(Centinusd on néxt pagé.)

T,

Montanha ¥Wria,
diamond - digging,
with Peter Valen-
tine, But even if
they returnad to the
fazenda, what conld
thay da?
MNothing! The
kcencst tracker—
ovan Chico, the
Carayae  cacatdor—
could never trace
him to that hidden
lair. He knew
thera was no chance
of it. Had there
been, O Lobo would
never have hidden
him thore. In this
desperate game the
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Wolf was playing
his last card, and
takiric no Ehmfm?',
““Oh lor’ 1" I wriTE TO-DAY FOR

graanecd Bunter
again, sitting on the
hench and blinking
at Bonito as he dis-
mally chewed brick-
hard toffes
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nnd the silence was heavy and oppres-
sive.  Dnt the most trivial incident
would start the parrots eackling and
=quavwking, and then the noize was
th-afening.

Now, with Bonilo going off like fire-
works, and piore and more macaws
spugwking back from the trees, the up-
FOAE TWAS UNLeITing,

"Biop i, o hitle beast 1™ roared
Bunter,

dquavl, sonawk ! ecame back from
Bomito as Le sleugeled, and shed tail
frathors.

Bunter snarted angrily, roso from the
beneh, and greabbed the maecaw and
!m!}'l{:d him oul of his predicament.

"0k lor' i snid Bonito, when he was
rolnasod,

[In did not drv his Juck with the
loophalrs agsin.  He seemed to be fed-
up with thers, e hopped about the
hit, and Bunter satb down again on the
boneh, while 1 upronr outside slowly
faded away.

“"You ungratefol litile heast ¥ zaid
Bunter, glarving at Bonito through his
hig speciacles.  “ You'd jolly well elear
oft, if vou conhll, afler all I've done
for voun, Rotten litile heagt 1™

“Hotten bitle beasi ! =aid Boniio,
perching on the end of the beneh and
gazirg at Bunfer with solomn oyes,

“Yen Leep guick, sen?” said Buntoer.
“It's rotten enongh  here, without a
miillion parrots equawking ! Millions of
tha noisy brofes 1™

" Milliems of the noisy Lrutes !™ said
Bonito, with lis head cocked on one
i, eatchinge Bunter's words,
CBnuawking ! Squawking!  Ha, hal
b gay, vou icllows, millions of the noisy
bentes,®

“Thas Oliliy island seemin fo 2warm
with thew I groaved Bunter,

“1 eav, vau Tellows, thig filthy island
vioms 1o swarne with themn I repeateod
fonito,

Uil dear ' proanad DBunter,

“0e dleur!” <aid Bonito. “XNuts!™

“1 jolly well wizh I had some Breazil
nut= 17 groanod DBuntor,

"MNuiz! Nuisl Alilligns of the noisy
bBates 1 cuid Bonito. “I =av, Tou
fetlows, this filthy island seens to swarin
with them!  Nuts ¥

“T've pot 1o get oub of fhis some-
how 1" zaid Bunter desperately.

“Bomehow 77 agrecd Bonito.

Billy Burder rose from the bench
sgain  and approached the leophole
througlh wineh Bonito had failed o
force a waxy, Tle blinked through the
Liny opetuibiy, and saw only trees, thick
Branches, and foliage, and Ramfing red
varrglz,  The thought was in his mind
that he might possibly enlarge the
opening  somciow, and make a way
through the wall. If he could once pot
emt of the hnt there was a remete
chanee nf spolting some native on the
banks of the river who might take him
off in a eanop,

It il oot serm o hopelul proposition,
for the poles of which the Waﬁl]ﬁ wora
built were steong, though not thick. Byt
Bumler was getting mio a state of
desperation, and prepared to exert him-
setf, 1T exertion wonld de any good.

IBut as he Blinked through itha loop-
Lole there wes o sudden terrific out
hrealk of squawking, and a wild flutter-
g of the maeaws in the branches.
Fromething had alarmed the inmumer-
aisla parrots again,

A whirring, rattling sound eamo to
Bunter's ears,  Something long and
sinnona was winding oever a branch closo
v the hud,

He blinked at it and saw—and heard
swhat had alzrmed the macaws this
time ! For un icstant he blinked at the
ratilesnake, hardly a foot away from
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him, and then bounced back from the
wa.ﬂli with a velp of {error,

“Ow ¥ gazped Bunter. *Oh crikey 1

“0Oh crikey |” said Bonito,

Bunter sank down on the bench again,
white and gasping,

Ha no luug-ﬁrnﬁesired to get out of
the hut | One glimpse of the rattlesnake
at close guarters was more than enough
for Bunter., He did not even look out
again, and the slow day drageged by,
till another night came, and he crawled
into the hammeck and forget his woes
11 slumber.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
0 Lobo Makes Terms !

s ¥ I° a fellow could do anything——"
muttered Bob Cherry.
T WNoathing ' said Iarry.
“Chico's on lhe hung 1™ said
Frank Nugent hopefully. *1f anybody
can get on the track of that villain, the
Indian ean”

Iarry Wharton looked from the
voranda of Doa Vista at the forest in
the distanee—vast, trackless, stretching
away, mile on mile, to the Montanha
¥ria, far to the west, Hiz face was
darkly elouded. i

Eren the Indian could do nothing,
and he realised it. Chico was a keen
and experienced hunter; he was
deveted to the * Mocho brave ™ who had
saved him from the alligator. Kcen,
hardy, tireless, Chico had taken to the
forest at once, after the return to Boa
Vista, All that could be dong in_seck-
ing for traees of the bandit’s prizoner
e could and wonld do; but unless
chanee favoured bim whot hope was
there? Little or none, as the junicrs
knew. . B e

It made them chafe to remain idle;
vet, for a party of schoolboys to plungo
into the tr.tm'l-:f’ﬁﬂﬁ wilderiress in scarch
of the cunning bandit was too hopeless
o think of. .

They had ane comfort—such as it was.
Bunter was a prisoncr in the Wolf's
hands, hidden in some remots recess of
the South American wilderness.  Dut
hiz life was not in danger—for the pre-
sont, at least. ) .

Bunter was a pawn in the bandit's

ame.
3 If the planter eame to O Lobo’s terms,
Bunter would be saved. TFerocious

ruffian as he was, O Lobo had no object
in harming the fat junior, =o long as
Bunter seeved his turn.  Indeed, if Mr.
Valentine eame to biz terms he would

not do so  without stipulating for
punranters of Bunter's safety. But the
terms  would be hard cnough—the

diamonds of the Montanha Fris in ex-
change for the bandit’s prisoner.

If that ransom was not paid Bunter
would never be seen alive ggain, That
was a certainty. DBut it would be paid,
if there was no other resource.

It looked as if O Tobo had won his
long and desperate game—banking on
the planter's concern for a schoolboy
for whom he was responsible.

The juntors hardly needid Jim's asur-
ance on the point, They folt sure that
Peter would play up, if there was no
other way. Dub it was a hard and bitter
alternative.

No word had come from the bandit, so
far. O Lobo himsclf was not likely to
appear &l Doa Viste. Buot if he was to
make terins, some sort of & messenger
would be sent. The juniors wondered
when he would come.

“"We're bound to hear frem the brute
hefore long ! rewmarked Johnny Ball.
“And that will mean a messenger.
What about baggping the man when he
comes, and making him point out where
Bunter 157"

Jim Valenfine smiled faintly,

" MNothing in it!" he said, “0 Lobo
will send somcone with his message—
but the man will not know where Bunter
is=-or even wheye O Lobo is. The Walf
15 too cunning for that”

“Oh ¥ said Johnnoy.

“And I shouldn’t wonder if this is tho
man M added Jim, as a fipure appearcd
on the path up from the river.

The Famous Five stepped to the rail
and looked at the man as he cama. Ho
was a nhegra, dressed in red-striped
cobfon trowsers and a big straw hat.

One glance at him was enough to show
that he was not ene of the desperate
ruffians with whoem O Lobo consorted.

The Hack came up to tho steps, and
Jim made hiun 3 sipn to enter tho
veramda.  From a pocket of his cotron
trousers the negrve produced a crumpled
paper,

“0 senbor YValentine ! he said. * Uina
carta.”

YA letier '™ said Pob.

Peter  Valentine came on to the
veranda from the liouse.  The black
saluted bim, wnd banded over the
"oarta.”

It was wrilten on ecoarse paper, with-
out an cnvelope, folded., In silence the

lanter unfolded it. Tt was written in
Jortugucse.

Guietly Peter read it through. Thao

chums of the Remove watched him in
caper silence,  For a few minutes ho
falked fo the black in Portuguese, the
juniors listening without understanding.
Then the planter furned 1o then.
- “Ib1s from O Lobo '™ he said quietly.
“He tells me what 1 ]inew—-thatchnnter
12 i hig hands, hidden where we shall
never find him. Aond-—" Ile paused,
with a deep breath.

" And—" gaid Jim.

“Tha price of his life 15 the diamonda
of the Montanha Fria ! said Mr. Valen-
e, "More than enough to make 0O
Lobo rieh for life.” e amiled bitterly.
"0 Lobo was not always an outcast of
the sertan. He had a position once, in
Rio, and lost it by gambling and other
rascalities, He has seen the world, ouwl-
gide the borders of Brazil-—he knows
Europe, and would be glad to return
there, and leave his history of erime
behind him, if he made his fortune!
And my discovery of diamonds at the
Cold Mountain 15 to be the means |®

He breathed hard.

“ Do not doubt me™ he added. “If
there is no other means of zavin
DBunter, I shall not hesitate. DBut

have hope in the Caraya.”

The juniors knew that the diamonds
dug at the Montanha IFFria were worth
many thousands of pounds; an glmost
uncountable sum in Brazilian milreis.
That sum, O Loboe could not
know; but he knew thab it was large,
Unlesa the ransom satisfied his greed,
the negotiations would come to nothing.

*Bo long as there's a chance of finding
DBunter——* said Harry.

“There 13 little—but there ja ‘a
chance,” zaid Peter, "0 Lobo gives mo,
in this letter, threa days in which to
hand him the diemonds—and names o
suni—a very large sum—of which they
mnet robt fall short., If I aceede to his
demand, I am to reply by thiz moes-
senger, and he will communicate later,
fo tell moe how the diamonds are to bao
handed over—without danger to lhim.*

“And if not—=" breathed Bob.

“If not,” said Peter, “ wa shall never
seee Bunter again™

There was o grim silence.

“Nothing can be learned from this
man,” added Pefer., in reply to tha
juntors’ unspoken thoughts. “He ia
siimply a bostman of the Rexo—he has
brought the bandit's letter, because ha
dared not refuse an order given him by



The struggling figures rolled near the doorway of the hut.
gaze, the strugeling figures—the dark, evil face of O Lobo and the red-bronze face of Chico,

0 Loba—it would be a2 much as his life
vwas worth.” L

“But he will have to see the villain,
to hand over your answer,” said Dob.
And then—" .

The planter shook his head.

“ () Lobo will choose Ins moment,” he
answered. “Thoe man has no appoint-
ment to sce him—he is fo carry my
answer till O Lobe appears and claims
3 R

The juniors werae silent apnin. It was
clear that the cunning YWolf was ¢over-
ing his tracks in every postible way.

The negro stood waiting, hat in hand.
There was & long pause, then the planter
laid O Loho's lotter on a table, took out
a fountain-pen, and wrote on the back
of the letter in Portuguese.

TFolding it, he handed it to the black
man, who tucked it into his pocket, and
went down the steps, dsappearing
through the orange-trees. )

Petor smiled faintly at the anxious
looks of the Greviriars fellows.

“1 have writlen my answer !” he said.
“Y have agreed to the villain's terms—
I could do nothing else. To-night or
ta-morrow, my answer will be in O
T.obo’s hends, and he will know that on
the third day from now, the diamonds
of the Montanha Fria will be his—un-
legg—=" ‘

#Upless Chico gets on tho track,
hefora the time is up!” said Harry
Wharton, with a deep breath.

“Exactly | There is etill a remote
chance—and wo must hope for the best.”

With & nod to the junievs, the planter
went down tho steps, "The work of the

lantation claimed him. Mr. Frulo was
f:r,ring bandaged in his room, and it was
likely to be wecks before the manager of
the fozenda was about again.

“There’s still a chance!” said Bob
Cherry hopefully. “Everrthing de-
pends on Chico naw.”

EVERY SATURDAY
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gasped Bunter.

The chums of the Bomove weore anxi-
ous to sce the Indian hunter again. Ho
had becn absent & night and a day, and
they knew that he would be unresting
on the hunt.

But when the sun_sank westward
behiind the Montanha IFria, the Caraya
was geen returning—weary aul worn
down, and one look at his elonded
bronze face told that he had had we
SUCCes3,

Even the keen, devoied Carava had
failed—and they all know that thevo
was no more hope—iha gameo was up,
and the Wolf of Brazil had won it

P —————

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Hard Tack !

i HAT beast!” groaned Dilly
E Bunter. '

It was morning on the Rio

Rexo, and glimmering shafts

;:E sunshine penetrated into the dusky
k.

Bunter was almost glad to hear a foot-
step outside the hut on the island,
though he Lnew that it could only be
that of O Loho.

Bunter was hungry.

For once, the fat Owl had turned out
early, of his own accord. The previous
day he had finished every scrap of food
that his eaptor had left for him.

There was an aching void inside
Bunter. Ho turned early onk of the
hammook, facod by the dismal prospect
of no breakfest—unless O Lobo caine
with a fresh supply,

It had been enongh already, 1m-
prisoned in the hut on the island of the
red meeaws. It was going to be worse,
if there was o shoriage of food.

It was scarcely possible that O Lobo
intended to starve his prisoner. Bunter

AL
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A silvery gleam of the rising moon revealed, fo Bunier's terriflad

the Indian. ** Oh crikey 1"

was too valualde to him for thal. Dut
anylhing might happen fo the lawless
outcast and provent his return.

So it was a relief to tho {af junior to
hear the bandit's foofstop: liftle as he
wanted to see O Lobo personally,

“That beast!™ repeated (he macnw.
“1 sar. vou fellows, that beast? Nuts 1™

Bomito was guite as fed-up with the
hut az Liis raaster.  Thera waa a shorbag:e
of food for the macaw, ns well as for
Bunter.

Pounito’s eackle no Ionger had itz glee-
ful sound. He squawlked amd croaked
dismally.

There was a fumbling st tho door of

tha Lut. © Lobo had left it earefully
soenrad.
Bonito, perched or the hammock,

fixed his little round eyes on the door,
as he heard the sounds without.
Bonito knew that the door was going to
‘open—and he know what he was paing
to o as soon as ho saw egress.

Runter did not heed the parrot.

Ila blinked at tha door apprehen-
sively, dreading to sro tho dark, evil
fnce of tha bandit, yet longing for the
supply of food that he hoped his eaptor
had brought.

“0Oh ertkey ! I'm homnpre IV proaned
Dunter. The hardest clumlk of mandioca
bread, the toughest cale of rapidura,
wauld have beon weleome (o him. And
a cromb wonld have been weleome to
ihe hungry macaw.

“ Llungry I repeated Bonilo. “T sax,
vou fellows, hungry ! Blillions of tho

noisy bemtes! Mo, ha! This Glithy
ixland  seems (o swarm  with - them !
MNuts M

The door openad. . .
Sunlight streamed in, ghmmering
Jdown thirough tha branches, The burly
fizure of O Labo blocked the doorway.
(Continued on page 10.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

His black eves gleamed in at Bunler,
The fat junior’s heart gquaked as he saw
the black look on the bandit’'s face.
0 Lobo looked inf an evil mood.

Heo tramped into the hut.

There was a swift futter of blue-and-
gold feathers, as the macaw shot towards
tha doorway.

Lobo, with a muttered oath, struck
at the bird as it fluttered by him. But
Bonito easily dodged the lazhing hand,
and flew out of the dovrway. _

Like a flash of gold he vanished into
the trees. 3

Bunter, heedless of the macaw, blinked
at the evil face of the bandit, his eyes
dilated with terror behind hiz big
epectacles. The leck the bandit gave
Biim was dark and threatening. The fat
Owl almost forgot that he was hungry.

That the desperata outeast, if it suited
Lim, would crush him as ruthlessly as a
maosquite, Bunter knew only too well
Hiz life depended on whether O Lobo
conld put him to use. If the bandit’s
plans failed, Bunter was a lost man.

He hardly breathed as Lo blinked at
{ Lobo.

The bandit pulled the bench to the
doorway, and sat there. From a bag
slung over his shoulder, he took a roug
loaf of mandicca, end & lump of carne
pecn, and threw them te Bunter.

“Eat ™ he snarled.

“{*h 1" gpasped Bunfer. i

Whatever had  caused the bitter,
savage, evil mood of the bandit, he had
brought his prisener food—of a kind.
Bunter picked up the food thrown to
him, and tough as it was, began to chew
at once.

O L-nhg, seated on the bench, lenncd
on the doorpost amd lighted a black
cheroot. He smoked in sullen silence.

Bunter realised that the bandit had
come there to stay.

Disagreeable as the solifude had becn,
Bunter would have preferred it to this
terrifring company.

It was a relief to have the door gpen.
The hut was less dusl&f: and stuffy. Buk
the bandit's burly form blocked the
doorway a3 he sat, as if he doubted
whether hiz prisoner might not make
apme desperate attempt o escape.
Bunter was hardly the man for that;
but O Lobo was taking no chanees.

Bunter finished his dismal meal. As
O Lobo had the only seat, he ecrawled
into the hammock and sat thero. The
floor was not inviting—there were too
many ants about.

O Lobo smoked cheroot after cheroot,
geowling. At the same time, Bunter
could see that he was watching and
listening. It dawned on him that the
ruffinn was in dread of pursuib.

Mo doubt hiz friends at the fazenda
were doing what they could for him, if
they had returned from the Cold
Mountain. ~ Thera was some hope of
roseue, if the Caraya was searching for
him. At all events, it was plain that
O Lobo was uneasy, and that he was re-
meining in bhiding.
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l “I—I say—" DBunter ventured at
ek,

h_'ff!le bandit’s black erves turncd on
i,

__"I sar, are my friends back at Doz
Visla 7 asked Bunter.

F8um 1 snopped O Lobo. Hae showed
his teeth through his black beard.
“Bim! And the Carova is hunting for
vou—and for me! Hope that he will
nob find you, little senhor [ His dusky
hand touched the haft of the knife in his
belt, and the glitter that shot into his
exes made the fat junior’s blood run
almost cold. “Corpo de Deos! 1f you
are found, you will not be found alive!
I will drive my knifie to yvour heart at
the first sign of the Carayas.”

Bunter shuddered.

There was no doubt that O Lobe meant
every savage word he uttered. The
faint hope of rescuc died 1in Bunter's
breast.

“Hope, too, that the senhor Inglez
will write a favourable answer to the
message I have sent him ! added
) Lobo. “Tha diamonds of the
Montanha Fria are the price of your
life, little senhor. I have sent a carta~——
a letter—to the planter, by the hand of
a negro. What will he repiy ¥

o stared at the shivering fat junior
savagely.

“The Caraya is hunting me,” he went
or. “Others are hunting—the Englizh
planter has offered rewarcs of thousands
of milreis for news of vou. I min hunted
like a jaguar. Bui ther will not find
e here—here I am hidden and safe,
little semhor—and at night I shall sce
the black,” and get from him the
planter’s answer. Hope, little senhor,
that it is favourable, for if it is other-
Wise ¥ou go to the alligators.”

“Oh lor" 1” gasped Bunter,

“If it had becn one of the others, I
should have felt more sure ! muttered
O Lobo. “His nephew—or one of his
frienda. DBut you, what are you—a fat
fool, of no account! Yol to save your
life—"

e fell into moody =ilence, which
Buniler did not venture to interrupt
grarn, The fat junior lay in the ham-
mock, in dismal moad.

It was clear that the Wolf was hunted
hard: but Bunter had no hope that he
would be hunted down. In any of lLis
usual hoaunts, the huniers would have
found him: but hidden in the interior
of the weooded island on the Rexo, ho
was snfe from discovery. That the Lunt
had been hard, O Lobo’s evil mood re-
voaled ; Dot he had eseaped it, and heve
he was safe.

Billy Bunter could only hope that e
would reccive the answer he expected
from the planter at Boa Visla. He
dared not let his thoughts dwell on the
alternative.

Not till long after darkness had fallen,
at a late hour of tho nizht, did the
handit gquit the hut on the river island.
It was clear that in the light he dared
not venture abroad, even info the forest.
Ho fearced the Caraya, if he did not {ear
the others.

When, at last, he went, Bunter was
left with a dry ehunk of mandioca, and
a can of tepid water, to last him till the
bandit should return. The door was
fastencd on him, and he listoned to the
squawking of the disturbed macaws, as
the bravo went back to his cance. It
died away. o

He was alone again, in darkness and
silence. ¥le had no longer the company
even of Bomito.

“0h lor’ I groaned Bunter,

It was not easy for even Billy Bunier
te sleop that night. Only at mntervals
did his snore reverberate through tho
lonely hut on the Rexo.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

The River at Midnlght !
T ED ™ gehed Fraok Nugent.

Harry Wharten shook his
head.
In a troubled group, the

Famous Five stood in the veranda of
Bioa Vista, looking out over the moonlik
gardens, and the crangetrees glimmer-
ing in the silvery light. In the distance
gleamed the rolling waters of the Rexo.

There was no news of the missing
junior. Chico had reported failure; but
after & brief rest he had gone on the

trail again, and Peter and Jim
Valentine had gone with him.
The Famows IFive would have been

rlad enough to go alse; but in the
dark forest they would have been rather
2 hindranes than a help, and they knew
it. But they were not content {o remain
ot Boa Vista and do nothing.

“Look here,” sald Harry abraptlr.
“Weo shouldn't be much use in  the
forest, and we know it. DBut we'ro not
gticking here deoing nothing. You fel-
lows gampo to get ont a boat and geo up
the river?” - .

“Ves, rather ! zaid Bob Chierry, at
o,

“The ratherfulness is terrific!” agreed
ITuvrce Jamset Ram Singh.

“Retter do anything than nothing 1
said Johnny Bull, with & pod.  “We
can’t stick here while poor old Dunter's
in that villain's hands.”

“0 Lobo's hidden pretty deep, I sup-
pose,” said the captain of the Remove
slowly, "But wherever he is, he will
have to get out to get his answer from
that bla.:‘i::. And—I've got an idea.”

“Cowgh it up !* said Beb.

“Tlie day he got hold of me he had &
canco on the Rexo—he was getting me
awav to if, when I got sway!” said
Harrv, “I think very likely that'z how
he got Bunter away, He seems to have
got away preliy quick—and Bunter's no
walleer,  It's fen to one that he went in
a canoe on the Rexo”

“That washes ent the last chance of
trailing him !” zaid Bob glumly. “XNo
trail on tha water, old bean.™

“ITe must have landed somewhere,”
answered Harry., “No doubt he's a
gand distanes away, but he must be near
cnough to keep in touch.  And the
farther off he is, tho more likely he is
(o be using o cange—it's slow going on
land liere.™

“That's s0. But—"

“Iight bave gone up or down Lhe
river 1" said Johnny Bull, “There's no

telling—"
“I think there 8! said Ilarry
auictly. “Down the rviver thero are

villages on the bank, and passing craft
—hataleas and montarias, coming -and
going to the fazenda.  Up the river
ihere 18 only forest. 0 Lobo's a reckless
and desperale man—but he wouldn’t
want to bo spotted getting his prisoncr
sway, i ho could help it. If he went
by the Rexo, he went up the river.”

“Right on the wicket I agreed Bob,
with & nod. And the rest of the Co.
nodded assent to Wharton’s argument,

“But up the river thera's thick forest
on both sides,” said Frank, *We've
beenn up twenty miles, on that trip to
the ﬂuli:l Mountain. And there’s s log
of islands in th» xiver, oo, It's a big
order, old chap.” . )

“I kuow that! All T say is, that it's
better than deing nothing," answered
Farry. **We can take the rifles, and
talie care of ourselves. And we Lknow
how to paddle a canoe.™

“We're on!” said Bob.

“The onfulness is propostarons I' de-
clarod Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

And, having made up their mimla



the Famous Five made their prepara-
tions to stavt.

That it wounld very likely prove a
wild-goose chase, they wers only too
well aware. The bandic had bafled the
keen Carayn hunter; and the planter
snd hiz nephew, who wero accustomed
to the ways of the forest. Where they
failed, the chums of the Remove could
not entertain much hope of sucecess,

But it was better than idleness; it
was something, at least, to feel that they
were doing ail they could.

And, hopeless as the chaneca looked,
they wers not without heope of luck.
Wharton belicved, and hiz comrades
agreed that 1t was  probable, that
0 Lobe's lair was somewhere up the
Hexo—and it was clear that, at times,
he would have to venture out of it, if
enly to carry on hiz plan of extortin
Bunter’s ransom from the planter. An
hea was likeliest o venture out under
cover of night. 'here was, at least, a
sporting chanee,

With their rifles under their arms, the
juniors left Boa Vista, Wharton leaving
a message with Dominpo for the plantor
when he returned.

It was, perhaps, a little doubtful
whether Mpr., Valentine would have
approved of the expedition; but the
juniors wers too anxions abeut Bunter
to let that deter them. They could
imagine the feelings of the hapless Owl,
shut up in some hidden den in the
wilderness, in the power of the merciless
bandit—every hour, every mnuic a
torror ta him.

There wera canoces tied up at the
desembarexdoura; and  the juniors
picked one out, carried the paddies into
it, and pushed of from the landing-
stape,

They fAoated aunt into the Rexo, under
the plimmering moon.  The river lay
like a sheet of silver, barred with deep
!f:rlﬁck where the shadows of branches
ell.

The huts of the plantation workers
were dark and silent when the canoe
Hoated past them; all of the workers
were in their hammocks and sleeping.
At Dioa Vista, only Donringo was awake.
The hour was late.

Four of the juniors landled the
paddles.  Harry Wharton sat with hisz
riflo serosz his knees, Leeping a keen
look-gut.

At o little distance from the fazenda,
nrimeval forest shut in the river and
the gliding canoe, Looking about them,

the Greyiriars fellows might have
fancied that they were in the heart
of the South American  wildernoess,

hundreds of miles from the nearest
white man's settlement,

From the forest came the sounds of
the n;ght. rustling of wild beasts
stealthily ereeping.  Alligators lay like
logs in the muddy shallows. Ripples,
flashing in the moonlight, ran from the
wdddles as they dipped. High over the
orest the moon soarcd, like a bowl of
zilvor,

The juniors had gone twenty miles up
the Rexo by boat in making the trip to
the Montanha Friz. Then they had
gone in o moniaria, paddled by brawny
black men. DBut the heht canos moved
ewiltly as they padidled, hardly im-
peded by the slow and sluggish current.

Wharton, as he ".1'&?1:‘]11:‘5 the shadowy
hanks, and the davk wooded islands in
the river, realised, more clearly than
hefore, how littla there was to hope. At
any point on the banks, on any of the
little islands, O Loko might have landed
with his prizoner—if, indeed, he had
gone by cance at all. Nevertheless, all
the junicrs were glad that they had
started. They felt that they could not
turn in and ajlraep at Boa Vista if there
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was the remotest chance of helping tha
fat Owl.

“Hark 1"
guddenly. )

From the distance, through the silence
of the river, came a sudden loud
iqtﬁwking and cackling of disturbed

irdls.

Bob pointed to a dark mass in the
glimmering water, ahead of the canoce.

“Bomething’s woke up the jolly old
macaws ! he remarked. *“That’s the
island we passed, you romember—Jim
fold us it was a nesting-place of the
rod mucaws, ™

"I remember ! said Harry.

He sat and stared at the dark mass
of the island abead,

“1 remember something else, too!”
he added quietly, “The macaws
cackled at us as we passed-—a passing
eraft is snongh to set them pgoing.”

“ Marve likely & snake, or something,”

said Johnny Bull. “ Snakes eat parrots,

lieve! We're not near enough Lo
disturh them."”

exclaimed Bob  Cherry
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“ESomebody else might be!” szaid
Harry.
“Qh 1"

“Tf there's a craft ahead of us on the
river,” muttered the ecaptain of fhe
Remove. *“Jim said that & cance hardly
evar comes 50 far up the Rexo—and it's
late now, too ] Keep your eyes open for
a ¢canoe or a montaria."

" What-ho 1" murmured Boh.

The sguawking and cackling rang
loudly and sharply from the island. It
died away, and there was silence again,

Had a craft passed the island and dis-
turbed the macaws? More likely than
not, it was gome crecping snake in the
troes that had caused the alarm. But
the juniors watched the moonlit river
ahead with keen eves. And Harry
Wharton uttercd o sudden, low exclama-
tion wunder hiz breath,

* Look I

Bob caught his breath.

A canco [

“Look ont?’ muttered Wharton.

(Continued on next poge.)

{1}
When I eonsidered how to frame
My interview with Poiter,
The only rhyme upon his name
That I could uze was ** rotier.”?
That'’s rather an unhappy cholce,
A3 you'll agres with hearfy volce.

(2)
For every readsr knows the truth,
That stch a word Is not a
Correct deseription of this youth,
For Pofter's nol a rotier,

(I've used another rhyme, I see ;
Now how did that oceur 1o me ¥)

(3)
The Fiith Form fellows sympathise

With poor old Greens and Poifer,
Especlaliy when Coker frles

His cunning as a ploiter !
He lands them with the dirly work.
If they refuse, he zoes berserk !

{T)
S0 when I held the other day
My Inferview with Pofter,
To get the Coker-bird away
i bribed the page-boy, Treiler,
To tell the ass to gzo to Prout,
And walted il he wandersd out.

{10)
Saild I « * Live and let live, you know !
That's always besn my matter !
Talk qulckiy, then, and I will go [ **
“ 0Oh, travel | ** came [rom Potior.
Then Coker entered, Iuill of rage,
And in his elutch hé held the page.

{4}
“With Coker as a study-mats’
Lite isn't jam for Potter,

o A zrizzly bear when in a bate
g Would scarcely make things hotter !
% Ha.roars and howls and wags his chin,
§ And 0ills the study with his din.

(9}

I znswered them, *' I've come bere for
An Interview with Potter.”’

And he replled, ** You sea that door ?
Well, use it ; for I've got &
Confounded lot of prep to do
And have no time to

Our long-haired poct is still going great guns.
In the following snappy werses he brings
befare yaur notice

GEORGE POTTER,
Coker's study-mate in the Fifth Form.

{3)
Now I the ** o1 ** In Polter’s name
Wera fastened on to Stoft, a3
Deseriplion would he easy gama,
Far Stott’s an awlul rofter !

But that's the way the world around,
No ** easy money ™ jobs are found.

He shatters over Gresney's head
A vase of terra-ootla,
Then calmly leaving him for dead,
He turns and starts on Potler,
He then goss out with wrathful stride
And leaves them lying side by side.

(3)
I then went In with cheerlul step,
And said, “* Hallo 1 ' to Potter,
Who was, with Greene, engaged in prep
With pen and Ink and blotter.
*“* Claar out of here ! ** the ass replied,
And **8hift ! '* the other fathead cried.

talk to youl»

(11}
Welt, after I'd been ktocked about
EF Coker, Greens and Potter,
I blindly rose and stazgersd out
As Iast as | could totlfer,
A roined wreck of rags and bones
I erawled away, dissolved in groans !
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A dark slip an the silvery surface of
tiie Rexo, a canoe shot into sight,
coming swiftly down the river, paddled
Lir & single paddler.

That that canoe and its occcupant had
cisturbed the maecaws the junmiors could
not doubt. All they could seo of the
man in it was an immense hat of plaited
straw—he might have been a Brazihanp,
a negro, or an Indian.

But their hearts beat fast as the canoe
shot towards them.

Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull laid
down their paddles and grasped their
rifles. Possibly it was szome Indian
hunter, or negro fisherman; but they
weant to know.

And they knew—suddenly !

Tor the dler in the little cance saw
them suddenly in the moonlight, lifted
his head, and stared—and they saw the
dark, evil face, with its besky nose and
black beard, clear in the shining of the
OGN,

tfﬂ_ Iﬂhﬂ 11'!'

anted Wharton,
And he fire

gz he spoke.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Hard Pressed !

b ORPO de Deos 1" hissed O Lobe,
through his gritting tecth.
The juntors’ canoe wWas
hardly & dozen yards away
from him when he suddenly saw i1t on
the moonlit Bexo,

Not till nearly midnight had the
bandit ventured to leave his lair on the
izland of tho macaws. That the tireless
Caraya was hunting him, in the
ghadowy sisles of the forest he had no
donbt, and he would not have been
surprised to see Chico in 2 canoe on the
river. But he was astonished by the
gight of the Greyiriars juniors.

For a moment, a3 he stared at the
larger ecance, he fancied that the
juniors muszt have some clue to his lair,
as e eaw them so near to the island of
the macaws. But a moment’s thought
told him that it was only by chance that
they were thoere.

As ho starod at them, the wind of a
bullet whizzing past his swarthy cheek
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made him start. The roar of the rifle
followed, waking the echoes of the Rexo
and the adjoining forest.

The bandit grasped at hiz rifle, slung
on his back. Bnt the next moment he
was plying the paddle again, and the
canoe whirled round, and dashed back
up the river,

O Loba had left his lair, to seek out
the nezro whe had Peter Valentine's
answer to his “earta.” Dut he could not
carry out his purpose now. To pass the
Greyiriars canoe was to pass undor tho
showor of bullets. With Dunter's liberty,
and perhaps his life, at stake, Harry
Wharton & Co. were not standing on
ceremony with the bandit. Fortune had
favoured them:; and the Well was not
going to escape if they conld help it.

“Btop!"  shouted Harry Wharton,
standing up in the canoe, s rifle to his
shoulder,

“Btop ! roaved Bob Cherry,

The bandit paddled like lightning. It
was not a party of vnarmed schoolboyvs
that he had to deal with new, as on
previous oecasions. It was & party of
fellows who were armed, and guite
ready to uso their weapons, if need
be, 0 Lobo sweated et t{m paddle.

“"Ho's pot to stop!™ said Harry
Wharton, 15 cyes blazed over his rifle.
“We've pot to think of Bunter. We
can't let him get away,”

“Let him have it I said Bob, hetween
his teeth,

Tho Co. were paddling again, in pir-
sutt of the bandit’'s canoe. arry
Wharton stood with the rifle at his
zshoulder.

He had fired at sizht of the bandit,
hoping to disable lom, and make a
prizsoncr of him., WNow, a3 e took aim,
he oped that the bullet, f it struck the
bandit, would only disable him. Bat
O Lobo had to take his chanco of that.

Bang !

Tho report roared over the river.

Watching, Harry saw the man in thoe
canoo ahead give a convulsive start, and
for the moment he Eﬂ;[‘u‘clﬂd to ece O
Lobe fall. DBut the bullet had only
grazed the bandit, He was paddling as
swiftly as before.

From the open moonlit river the canoo

O s
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The answer to that puzzie was
worth £300,000 to Ted Manion,
the new boy at Bellrada’s School
—and the only copy of that
amazing chart to a hidden for-
tuno wag tattoced on Ted's back !
But others knew of this secrat—
anemles who were out to gat
that fortune for themselvei—
and, with the beginning of his
schooldays, life for Ted becama 4
saries of thrilling adventures 1
Read of his exciting exploits in
the grand new story entitied—
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The PILOT

ghot inte the dark shadow of overhang-
ing trees,  Wharlon hired twice again,
bt with little hope of hitting the target.

O Lobo had paszed the macaws' island
and was flecing up the river as fast as
he could drive his canoe.

After hirn came the Greyiriars eanoe,
ns fast as the paddles could drive it.
Harry Wharton laid down his rifle and
tock a paddle to help.

The juniors, during their stay at Boa
Vista, had dono a good deal of canoeing
on the Rexo, and they could handle the

aclidles well. They made their cance
airly fy.

It was five paddles against one in the
race, but the bandit's canoce was small
and light, and his strength great. He
was keeping his distance, and above the
izland the river was narrower, and the
branclies of tho great trees on the banks
almost met averlioad.

In the dusky shadow, shooting could
e only abt random. The jumiors wero
ready {o grasp their rifles 1f the bandit
tirned at bav., Bub while he fled, they
devoted themselves to paddling; and
fast as he went, they were gaining,

At infervals, he disappeared from
view in blaclk masses of shadow. Then
they glimpsed him again, where moon-
light streameod through the openings of
the branches. And every time they
glimpsed him they were a little closer.

“We're getting him ! breathed Bob
Cherry,

“We'll get him, or run him down to
his den ! said Harry Wharton, betwecen
his tecti.

Fhat the lair of the bandit was on the
macaws' island, now left o good mile
behind them, the Famons Five had no
knowledge, So far as they kpew, O
Lobo had passed the island of the
macavs, coming down the river, as he
had possed a dozen oihers, Now that
he was in desperate flight before them,
they naturally supposed that he was
heading for his den, zomewhere in the
forest far up the Heso.

“There he is!" muttered Nugent, as
the Heeing canoe appearcd again, in a
patch of moonlight, hardly six yards
ahead.

Wharton grasped his rifle again,

Bang!

The Hecing canoe shot on into dark-
ness again., A wyell from the bandit
floated back., “The ULullet had gonoe
close.

“Go o it, you fellows ! said Hnrr'y,
His faee was sei grim and hard, %1
can get him now-—as soon as ho comes
into the light again, I can't miss at
this range. If he won't stop, he can
take what's coming to him. Put your
beel into it !

Four paddles flashed and rippled;
end the captain of the Remove stood,
rifle at sheoulder, watching. The fceing
canoe was passing under a vast over-
hanging mass of branches, but beyond
was an open fpaco and light, As soon
as O Lobo shot inte the light, Wharton
could not fail! It was point-blank
range—and he waited and watched, with
grim face and steady hand,

Cirash |

The sudden collision in the dark made
Wharton stumble. His finger was on
the trigger, and the rifle roared, sending
the bullet through the dark branches
overhend. In the dark shadow, the
cance had crashed into something,

* Whate——" panted Bob,

“ Lool ont——"

YA log ! exclaimed Nugent. There
were drifting logs on the current of
the Rexo. ut it was not & lﬁlg into
which the cance had crashed. It was

Dusky and dim as it was under the

another canoe |
shadowy trees, the juniors could make



it ouf—rocking from the shock., Tt was
O Lobo’s cance—but it was empiy. Bab
grasped st it, and dragged it alongside,

The paddle lay in it. O Lobo had
vanished.

As the juniora starad about them,
startled and puzzled, a harsh, mocking
laugh mundmf from the darkness of the
branches above them.

Then they stared up, realising what
had ha.]‘gu:-ned. O Lobo had known that
he could mot escape in the cance, and
he had caught at a low branch as he
passed bencath i, and clambered into
the tree, leaving the canoce rocking on
the water. :

Following the laugh came a ringing
shot, and a bullet splashed inte the
water. It missed by vards.

Then there was a Etushing, rustling,
scrambling. Floating in the cance under
the branches, the Famous Five %raspcd
their rifles and fired up at the shadowy
foliage overhead.

But thoy had littla hope of hittin%;
the bandit. The lead tore away through
leaves and twigs. DBut & rustle farther
up the bank told that O Lobo had elam-
hered from the tree and taken to the
forast,

Harry Wharton gritted his feeth,

“He's gone!" he muttered.

Pursuit in the black tangles of the
tropical forest was hopeless. O Lobo
had escaped. And the juniors, in bitter
disappointment, took the bandit's eance
in tow and floated down the current of
the Hexo. The sunrise was red on the
river long before they came in sight of
the distant fazenda.

R ——

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bonito Turns Up !
L SAY, you fellows !

I Harry Wharton & Co. fairly

jumped.

That familiar greeting, to
which they were so accustomed from
Billy Bunter, struck suddenly and
strangely on their ears,

Under the sunshine of early morning,
their canco floated down the glimmer-
immg river. A night oot had tired them,
and they were feeling the effects of the
hard race in pursuit of the bandit.
Luck had scemed to favour them for a
time, but it had failed them at the fimish.
O Lobo had escaped, and they were no
nearer thar before to resening the Owl
of the Remove. Fatipued and far from
cheerful, they sat in the eance, floating
down with the sluggish current, as the
stin rose  higher over the PBrazilian
forests. There was no hurry to get back
to Boa Vista, and they necded a rest.

Tn the awakening life of the forest,
birds called and sereamed in  the
branches along the river, and huge cay-
mans rolled by. More than once flutter-
ing parrots alighted on the cance from
the branches that it brushed as it floated
by, and the junicrs gave them no heed.

“But at that sudden voice, calling out
words familiar to their ears, they gave
hr:s:d—-jumging almost clear of the

canoe. ive fellows stared round
blankly.

“What the—" exclaimed Harry
TWharton.

at ‘lvh: 1

ed Bob Cherry.
“What the g?fﬁens—”

“1 say, you fellows, nuts! Lot of
noisy beasts! Millions of them! I say,
nuts! Ha, hal”

“ Bonito ¥ velled Nugent.

On the gunwale was perched a blue-
and-gold macaw,

It had dropped from a branch, as a
dozen other parrots had done, unheeded.
But now that they gave it their atten-
tion, the juniors realised that they had
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seen that bird before, and know it! Tt
was Bunter’s parrot,

“Jolly old Bonito!” pgasped Bob
Cherry.

The macaw cocked his head at the
staring juniors, and cackled gleefully.
Evidently he knew them again, and was
glad to see familiar faces.

“Nuts I? gereamed Bonite. “Lot of
rotters Deasts! That ass Wharton !
That silly fathead Cherry! Nuts! I
£ay, nutal”

The juniors could not help grinning.
Bonito picked up his language from
Billy Bunter, a.mf it was ¢lear that he
had overheard many uncomplimentary
references to the Famous Five.

“*That old fool Frule ! went on Bonito

cheerfully. “That old ass Peter
Valentine! Lot of rotters! That milk-
sop Nugent! Ha, ha!"

“Dear old Bunter!™ grioned Bob.
“He didn’t forget us while we were
away. Ye were lost to =zight, but tfo
memory dear.’

“That 1diot Bulll® went on Bonito.
“That nigger Inky! Lot of rotters!
This filthy island swarms with them!
Ha, ha!l Nuta! I say, you fellows!
Nuta "

Of nll the words uttered by the
macaw, the only one he understood
was “nuts.” But he did understand that
word. And evidently he wanted nuts!
Bob Cherry had some Brazil nuts in his
ﬁcchet, and he cracked one under his
eel and threw if to the parrot,

Bonito huEped after it ab once, and his
curved beak was quickly busy in ex-
tracting the kernel. While he was deal-
mf; with the nut he was too busy to
talk, though he squawked and cackled
a pood deal.

“Where the dickens did he come
from?*’ asked Nugent. “ He must have
dropped from one of the trees.”

“He was with Bunter,” said Haryy.
“Domingo told us that.”

The junicrs had not forgdtten Bonito
during their absence at the Montanha
Fria. They had missed the macaw
as well as Bunter, on their return, and
learned from BDomingo ‘that the parrot
had gone when Bunter went, hopping
on the fat Owl's shoulder. Whether it
had accompanied him to his placa of
imprisonment, or whether it had flown
away en route, thoy could not know,
but it had not been seon at Boa Vista
sinee Bunter had gone. Thuat looked
oz 1f it had gone to a good distance,
for, near ot hand, it would certainly
have found its wav back to the fazenda.

The junicrs watched the macaw, glad
to =ee 1t again. If Bonito, who talked
s much could only have talked in-
tclIigiblg, ha could have told them, in
all probability, what they so keenly
desired to know, But poor Bonito
could only repeat words and phrases
that he had heard, and though he re-
Ee::.t.ed them with remarkable fidelity,

e had, of course, not the remaotest
iden of their meaning.

Having finished the nut, the macaw
cocked his head at the juniors again,
Clearly he wanted more.

“Nuts !” he sguawked. "I say, you
fellowal Lot of rotters! Leaving a
fellow on his own! Nuts! After all
I've done for them! Nuts)™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Ha, ha, ha!" repeated Bonito glee-
fully. “MNowisy brutes! Ha, hal
Nuts |*

They could mnot help laughing at
Bonito's innocent revelation of %illy
Bunter's scliloguies. Bob Dhen‘% threw
more nuts to the macaw, and Bonito's
curved beak got busy again.

“1f that juﬁg old macaw could only
talk sense—"" snid Bob.

“He must have gone all the way

19

with Bunter, T think,” said Harry
Wharton thoughtfully, *“You fellows

remember how he always stuck to
Euﬂtﬂr- ak
“That's s0.” agreed Beb. "He cama

on Bunter's shoulder, when Bunty
started with ns for the Montanhs Fria.
He came sll the way Bunter did, and
went back with him. Ten to one he
stuck to DBunter all the way he went
with that brute Lobo. But he scems
to have left him, after all.”

“Bunter’s shut up somewhere, of
course; and a bird could get out, when
Bunter couldn't,’” remarked Nugent.
“If he could omly fell us where,”
sighed DBob.

“Well, he's a jolly. intelligent bivd;
but that would be asking rather a lot
of a parrot,” said Johnny Bull.

“We haven't had this night out for
nothing, at any rate,” szaid Harry.
*We should never have found Bonito
again 1f we hadn’t como up the river.
When he got loose, he was too far
from Boa Vista to get back—that's
pretty clear—or he would have come
hopping in. He knows us again, of
course. And hAnding him here proves
one thing pretty clearly—Bunter was
brought up tho Rexe by that villain
Lobg. Bonite wouldn’t be here, other-
wige,'*

“That's so,” agreed Bob,

“I1t loocked like it, falling in with
O Lobo as we did. And now I think
we can take it as certain,” said Harry,
“That's something to report to My .
Valentine, at lcast. And we've bagged
O Lobo's cance, though I suppose it
won't take him long to steal another
somewhere along the river, It's some-
thing te be sure of the direction Bunter
was taken”

“Not much; but something,” said
Bob.

The canoe fonted on, the juniors
rather cheered by the meeting with
Bonito, and the proof, or as good as
proof, that they had been on the right
track.

They reached the desembarcadouro
at the plantation at last. Peler and
Jim were on the landing-stage, evi-
dently watching for them, and their
faces lighted up at the sight of the
Famous Five,

“You got our message from
Domingo, Mr. Valentine,” said Harry,
as the juniors stepped on the desom-
barcadouro.

“Yes; but I have been very anxious
about you,” satd the planter, rather
eurtly.  “You have been in danger.
If you had happened to run into that
seoundrel O Lo

“Wa joliy well did!P”* said Bob.
“And he was glad to cut and run.
We've ba %ed his ecance.

Peter Valentine stared.

“Whati{"” he ejaculated.
whistled,

Peter listened in silence to what the
IFFamous Five had to tell him. He
smiled when they had told him.

“Vou've had more luck than we'va
had,”” he said. " Eveu the Carava has

made no discovery. Chico i3 still on
the trail: he is tireless.”

“1 say, you fellows, that old ass,

And Jim

Peter Valentine " chimed in Ronito.
“Tot of rotters! hMillions of them!
MNoisy brutes! That fathead Cherry!

Ha, hal”

Peter glanced at the macaw, He
had hopped out of the canoce cn Bob
Cherry’s  shoulder—the  wusual  fat
ghoulder not being available.

“If that bird could tell what he
knows—" gaid the planter.

“He can only tell us what Bunter

Tee Maicxer Lisnany.—No. 1,467.
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thinks of us,™ =aid Bob, with a faint
rin,

¢ “That ass Wharton !”* cackled Bonito.
“That fathead Cherry!l Millions of
the noisy bruies! What a rowl Shut
uﬁl You noizy brute, vou're starting
all the others squawking! Ha, hal
Nutst” .

“¥You bovs had better turn in, and
get & rest,” spid Peter.

The Famouz Five were almost drop-
ping with weariness. They were glad
to pet back to Boa Vista and their
hammocks. ] ]

Benito took up hizs old perch in the
veranda, gobbled nuts, and went to
gleep thero, The Famous Five and
Jirn Valentine had to get & rest; but
tha planter ordered a bataloa to be
manned to make a search up the Rexo.
The chums of the Remove had, at
least, ascertained the direction in which
to search, though, with endless miles
of impenectrable forest lining bolh
banks of the river, the search was
rather like that for & needle in a hay-
stack. Tt was late afternoon when
Peter returncd—unsuceessiul.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER.
0 Lobo’s Trinmph |

HE grinning gles in O Lobe's

T face was a relief to Billy

Bunter when his eves fell on

the bandit. He had expected

0 Lobe to return while it was yet

dark; but tho morning came, and he

was still alone in the but on the river
island. i ) )

'Ha.*;lng fnished hiz supplies over
night, Bunter was faced with the
prospect of no breakiast. But it was
not till the middle of the morning that
he heard the outbreak of squawking
from the macaws that announced &
disturbance on the island, and guessed
that it heralded the bandit's return.

The door was thrown open, and
Lobo stepped in, grinning with glee.
One hlill}fl at the bandil's face told
that matters were going well for him,
end it was 8 relief to the hapless Owl.
Whether the Wolf of Brazil got away
with the diamonds of the Montanha
Fria, or not, mattered very little to
William George Bunler, in comparison
with the safely of his own fat skin.
What mattered was whether Billy
Bunter got away from O Lobo.

“ Desejo-lhe muito bons dias!” That
polite greeting showed that the Woll
was in & cheerful temper, very different
from hiz black mood of the day belore.

Ha threw o well-filled bag on the
floor.

“0 _almoco  esta prompto!” hae
grimwed, meaping that breakfast was
ready—a phrase DBunter knew, having
heard it & good many times from
Domingo at Boa Vista.

Bunter pounced on tha bag.

It was packed with food, and the
fat junior lost no time in pgetting busy
on . 0O Lobo. sealed on the bench
by the apen dn::nrwaju smoked a black
cheroot, and watched him with & grin-
ning face.

“Eat, littla senhor!™ he said.
“Corpo de Deozl Why not, when you
are worth a fortune to me?"

Bunter did not need telling. Hoe
gobbled.

“I should have chosen one of the
others,"” said O Lobo. “But 1t iz all
the same. Fat fool as yon are, thae
senhor Inglez will not leave wvou to

dia by the knife of the Wolil Naol
Look 1"
Ho held up & erompled sheet of
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paper, and the fat Owl bLlinked at it
It was written on in Iortuguese—a
deep mystery to Euniqr, CONVeYIng no
meaning whatever {0 him.

O Lobo chuckled.

“That 13 the answer of the senhor
Inglez,” he remarkecd. “He has come
to my terme. He could do no other,
if he desired you to Jive. What do
vou think is written there, little
sonhort  Yesterday 1 gend him this
paper by o black man, to demand the
diamonds, for vour life! Here it 1s
written that ihe diamonds will be given
in exchange for you.” ;

“Oh!” gasped Buonter, his
mouth full.

Ha wae plad to hear it

“A fortune for me, and freedom for
:Iyﬂu, when the diasmonds are 1n my
iands,” grinned O Lobo. “You under-
ou—vyon are nothing to me,
you live or die, what

It

with

stand 7
whether
matters ?*
“0h1” gasped Bunter apgain,
mattercd a great deal to hio
“Hut the senhor Inglez; he does not
trust me,” grinned O Lobo. " He has
written that the diamonds shall be
mine, for your freedomy, on the third

day—that 13 fo-morrow. But it musg
be made clear that you WIE'I be re.
turned safe to Boa Vista. Nossa sen-

horal That will cost me Little. What
do I care? In the mcantime, they
hunt for me.” [le laurhed mockingly.
“Do you think they will find me here,
little senhor—even the Carava, who is
able to track the jaguar to his lair?
MNag " o

Hea lighted a fresh cheroot, grinning.
Evidently the bandit was m great
spirits at “the sight of success, now
fairly within his grasp.

“¥Yet by chance they came close,'” he
wont on. * Last night, little senhor,
when I leave vou In my canoe, 1 sea
vour friends. They scarch for me by
moonlight on the river. A chance that
might have been fatal to me. But it
is not ocasy to catch the Wolf of
Brazil."” He shrugged his shoulders.
“J take to the trees. and leave them
to stare. But they take my canoe.
have to go by the forest, and in every
shadow %thmk I zee the face of the
Caraya.”

The grin died off the bandit’s awarthy
faco, and his oyes glinted. He passed
his hand over his armm, where a bullet
had grazed.

But

Bunter blinked at him uneasily.
the grin returned to the face of the
Brazilian as he glaneed agaln at the
paper in his hand, and the message
written by the plavter of Boa Vista.

*But all goes well,” he resumed. "1
have scen my negro, and be will take
my message to the scuhor Inglez—it is
all arranged for the diamonds to be
handed over for wyou, fab one! To-
morrow they will be in my hands, and
afterwards the sertao will know me no
more |

“A rich Brazilian will live in Paris,
little senhor—0 Lobo will never be seen
again on the banks of the Rexo! One
night more in this island of the macaws,
and you will be fres, and I shall be
vich, I found them, too late, at the
Montanha Fria; but they were dj%
ging the diamonds for me—for
Lobo 1™ 2 ;

And he chuckled in trinmph.

Billy Bunter finishad hiz meal—the
first really square meal he had had
sinea he had fallen into the bandit’s
hands.

Ho felt better for it—and still better
at the prospect of getting away from
the island of the macaws.

That the success of the bandit's

cunning scheming, the loss of the for
tune he had found at the Cold Moun-
tain, would be a heavy blow to hia
hospitable host at Boas Vista, DBunter
would probably have realised, had he
iven that aspect of the matter a
thopght. But Billy Bunter's th-:-u!ghta.
as ususl, were concemtrated onm W, (.
Bunter,

If, indeed, any thought of Feter
Valentine had been in his fat mind, it
would have been banished by O Lobe's
next words.

“They have been hunting mo—sim,
sim! But it 13 well for you, little
senhor, that {hey did not trace me
here | If ihe_‘lr had found you, fat one,
they would have found you with O
Lobo's knife buried in yvour heart!"

Lunter shivered.

Even yet, if the Inglish senhor
should think of tricking me——" The
black feroeity in the bandit's face made
Bunter's flesh ereop. In the hands of
the treacherous braveo, his life hung on
s thread. But O Lobo's dark brow
cleared agamn. “But do not fear—he
will keep his word, when onee it is
given—I may trust him, i1f he will not
trust ) Lobo! You will remain within
reach of my knife till the diamonds are
in my hands—that is onough! All
goes well 17

The day passed dismally cnough for
Billy Bunter. It was to be the last
day of hiz imprizonment on Macaw
Island, according to O Lobo's words.
But not sinco he had been in the lonely
hut had 8 day secmed so long.

It was not 1ill sunset that the bandit
left the hut. He remained abaent for
some time, bu* he was not gone; the
squawking of the disturbed macaws told
Bunter that he was moving on the
island. No doubt he was watching the
river, from the thick ecover, to mahe
sure that pursuit came nowhere near his
lair.

That he had no eause for alarm
Bunter could =ce, when he returned to
tha hut He was grinning, and Bunter
heard him multer, again and agein
“Amanhal Amanha!” which the fat
junior knew to mean “To-morrow.'

he bandit was loeoking forward to tho
morrow as keenly as Bunter himself.

But much was to happen before the
morrow, if the Wolf of Brazil had only
known it !

THE SIXTEENTH CHAFPTER.
What Did Chico Know?

i OT of rotteral Lot of rotlers!

E Nolsy brutes ' came a squawk,

recting Harry Wharton &

%n. whan they came out into

the veranda, where Dominge was
serving iea. L

I'eter Valentine was drinking “ mate.”
handed by the black steward. He
lopked tired and worn.

“No luck 7 asked Jim.

The planter shook his head.

“Lot of rotters! Nuats!"' came from
the macaw. "1 say, vou fellows, nuts!
Millions of ithe noisy brutes 1™

The Caraya was thero. Hardy, iron-
limbed as he was, the incessant trail.
ing of days and nights had worn dewn
the strength of the Indian hunter.
Chieo’s bronze Jace was drawn, alnrost
haggard. ; . :

o had not spared himself, in his
gearch for * 0 Mocho Brave,” who had
reseued him from the +H."i§af.ﬂl‘. But O
Mocho Bravo had venished into the un.
known depths of the Brazilian wilder.
noss, and Chico had failed. By chance,

or luck, the juniors had come nearest to



success in the hunt for O Lobo; buk
they, too, had failed.

It was easy to road, in Mr. Valen-
tine's face, that he had no further hope.
AN that could be done, had been done;
and Bunter was still a Lidden prisoner
in the hands of the bandit. Tt remained
only to barter the diamonds of the Mon-
tanha Fria for his life and liberty.

“Lot of rottera! Nutsl™ cackled
Bonito; and he ran an, chattering tire-
lessly and meaninglessly,

Tha juniors noticed that the Caraya,
as he sat on the planks of the veranda,
had his dark eves fixed on the maecaw,
and was listening intently to the stream
of unmeaning words,

But thoze words were even more un.
meaning to the Caraya than to the
others; for he did not understand the
lan ago in which they were spokon.

t he listened, with fixed attention,
as the parrot chattered.

S you know, chums, I am always
A delighted to receive lettors from
rea abroad, so this week T am
ing to start off by answering

& letter from Allen Gibzom, who is

A HOVA S5COTIA READER.

Allen says some moat complimentary
things about the good old paper, and asks
me a fow questions. The first concerna
his name. Gibson comes from the name
* Gib,” which is & contracted form of
Qilbert. In early days this.was one of the
most popular font names. Gibson, there-
fore, means * the son of Gilbert.,” The
inguiry regarding his chum's name—
EBayne—s & bit more difficult to answar.
It may have come from the word “ bay.”
in its meaning of “ reddish-brown,” thus
designating an ongioal owner who had a
tanned complexion and red hair. On the
other hand, it might be a contraction of
the word * banner,” signifying & bearer of
a banmer. As ho is of Scottish descent,
this iz most likely, as thers are several
versiona of the name in Scotland, notably
thﬂmlj‘:m'nﬂ . ?hfnﬂnﬁrman.”

en's  other que regarding the
amallezt railway int rgurld tga alao a diffi-
eult one to enswer. At one time the smallest
pasgenger-carrying roilway waa that which
ran from Dymchurch to Hythe, but it has
now been closed down, ond £ 8 are
not available to show which railway has
gince taken the * smeallest " record in its

place. If any of my other readers know
of an Emalif railways in their vicinity
will they drop me & line, and I will pass

on the mmformation.

EXT question, pleasa? George
Ealt-u. of Tonbridge, wants to
oW

WHO INVENTED SALUTING ¢

There are eoveral different wversiona to
acoount for the origin of this military
eustom. Bome say that it originated in
the East, where the hands were held

EVERY SATURDAY

“The game’s up, then, Peter I asked
Jim Valentine gquietly,

Peter nodded
“Yes, I've had ancther messe
from O Lobo, by the same negro. The
matter i3 settled now, and to-
moirow—" He broke off for s
moment. “We'va done all we can—
and I cannot let Bunter pay the
penalty as O Lobo knows well. He has

ma in a ¢left stick. That's that |™
Harry Wharton glanced at the setting
sun, which almost touched the summit
of the Montanha Fria, far away over
the forest. There was still a night
before the day of O Lobo's triumph.
If there was a chance yet
But ho shook his head. There was no

chance.

“1 say, you fellowa!” the macaw
chattered on. " Bhut up! What a row
Lot of rotters! DMillions of them! Ha,

ha 1"

W(Come Invo 5. rrice.

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers. Write to bim:
“ Magnet,”
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, Londan,
E.C4. A stamped, addressed envelope will

Editor of the
The Amalgamated Press, Lid.,

ensure a reply.

bofore the eyes o9 though the brilliance of
the man bolore him was too great for tho
eyes of an inferior. The modern method
of saluting i claimed to date from the
Borgins. They lived in fear of assassin.
ation, so whon any inferior was shown
into their presence, he had to hold up his
hands to show that no dagger was
coneealed in them.

_ No wonder the ‘Borgias—Cesars and his
pister, Lucrezip—were anxious mot to be
assaszinated. They are generally credited
with being,

THE WORLD'S GREATEST
MURDERERS,

and smazing stories are told of their
infamous activities, Cesare made himself
ruler of vast tracts of territory in Italy,
and carried on e sories of wars, He had
many enemies, and convendently disposed
of them, mostly by means of polson. It
12 said that his sister also specialised in
powmoning people she did oot like, but
there iy no confirmation of this. Cesare
had & most ingenious method of poisoning
people by means of a wine flask. Ordinary
wine could be poured out and be drunk
without ill effoet. But, by holding the
Bask in & certain way, poison mixzed with
the wine aa it was poured out. So, though
Cesare drank from the same flask as his
guests, the wine did not affect the
poisoner, but killod his vietim 1

He also posscased ri which injected

oison. into the hand of those who shook

snds with him. Other devices used were
such things as candles which pave off
polson when they were lighted, and cloth-
ing which intreduced peison into his vie-
tims. The world was well rid of Cesare
when he wes eventually * bumped off.™
Lucrezia died a natural death.

ROM a Halifax meader comes a
request that ¥ should tell him
gommething about

BRITAIN'S FIRST STREAMLINED
TRAIN.
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The Caraya lifted his head, and broke
his  long silence, speaking to Jim
Valentine, 1n o low woicey, In Portu-
guese.

Jim smiled faintly.

“What doesz he zay 1" asked Harr

It was clear that what the Caraya had
sald had some reference to the parrot's
incessant chatter.

“Chico knows hardly any English,”
explained Jim. **He has asked me to
translate to him what the parrot is
saying.”

“What on earth for?" asked Bob
Cherry

“He faneies he may learn something
frem it, I think, Hea knows that the
macaw was with Bunter, in O Loho's
hands. He seems to have some idea in
his head that we may get some sense
out of what the macaw 13 gabbling.”

(Continued on neéxt page.)

This train, which runs on the London and
North-Esstern Railway, between London
and Newcastle, iz called the * Silver
Jubilee," The engine is streamlined and
painted in several tones of grey. It ig
named “ Bilver Link." The tender has a
eorridor running through it, thus allowing
for the changing of the driver and the
fireman during the run, if necessary.
Composed of seven coaches, the train haa
been specially built for the job. Each
coach-end fita into the other; a flush
casing covers up the g between them.
This makes a surprising difforence in the
windage, too, so that the whole train rolls
along with the least disturbance of wind.
The train i8 & complete unit, with
restaurant cars, and ite weight is 220 tons,
or with passengers all on, 230 tons. The
engine, which can turn out about 2,500
horse-power, woighs something like 150
tons in working trim,

In the first-class restauront car ia am
electric speedometer, which enables tha
passengers to see exaotly at what spoed
the train is travelling. ere are soma of
the technical details:

Length of the onhgime, 70 ft. 6 in.;
weight of the engine, 165 tons; boiler
pressure, 260 lbs. squere inch ;
dismeter of driving wheela, 8 ft. 8 in. :
length of train, 392 ft. The averago speed
i over 70 milea per hour, and the train
stops only omce between London and
Newcastle—at Darlington.

And now for noxt week's tip-top bill-o’-
fare. The grand long complete yarn of
Harry Wharton & Co. is entitled :

“ THE MILLIONAIRE STOWAWAY "
By Frank Rlchards,

and is ome that 1 pm confident will gain
your interest from the very firat chapter.
All good things come to an end, and none
realise it more than Harry Wharton & Co.
Having enjoyed the h-ns‘ii.tali’by of Jim
Vaolentine’s uncle, they board ship for
home. En route they make the acquaint-
ance of Putnam Van Duck, whoe, for a
certain reason, has beolted from his
guardian. Loaded with dollars, Van Duck
15 the most remarkable stowaway that
ever stowed himself away on o ship.

“ Magnetites * are quite justified in
anticipating that this story will prove to
be extra-specially good.

You'll enjoy, too, the rib-tickling issue
of the * Greyfrinrs Herald,” the excitin
chapters of " The Lost Bguadron|™ a
the Greyfriars Bhymesater's snappy verses
written around Stephen Price, of the Fifth,

Be sure and order your copy early,
chuma.
YOUR EDITOR.
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“Lot of rotters!™ said Bonito agree-
ably. “Lot of ticksl I say. you fel-
lows, noisy brutes!”

* Chico will hear what Buonter thinks
of his fricnds, at any rate, if you give
him a construe!" said Bob.

The Caraya spoke again, and Jim
nodded. As the parrot chatiered on, he
translated the words inte Porluguese,
the Indian listeming with the deepest
attention

That some thovght was working in
the Hedskin's mind was clear, though
the juniors could hardly guess what.
Thu parrot's gabble told them nothing,
except that DBunter had uttered con-
tinual complaints—which they ccrtainly
did not need tclling; they could have
guessed that !

_ But they saw a sudden gleam come
tnto the Indian’s dark eyes. Mo started
to his fect with a guick breath.

“Outra vez—outra vez!” he exclaimed
—wiich  the juniors Lnew  mneant
“again.” Ie was asking Jim o répeat
sowe of the phrases uttered by the
NIACEW.

The boy planter sepeated them;
meaningless cnongh fo the ears of the
juniors, t]mu%h they seemed to have
startled tho Indian out of his impas-
sive calm.

“Noisy brutes! Millions of thoem, I
believe, on this rotten island! Shut up,

]

you brute! You'll start the whole lot
squawking 1"

That was what Jim repeated, .in
Portuguese, to tho listening Indian,

The Caraya’s eves flashed

“Bom! Bom " he exclaimed. “Esta
certe

The juniors slared in wonder at the
Indian. Theo Caraya had looked tired
out; but now fatigne seemed to have
dropped from him, like a eloak thrown
off. His air was alert, his eyes gleam-
mf. anrd he breathed quickly,

tle stepped to the wall, where lay
his spear and his bow and arrews.
Swiftly he caught them up.

What the thump!” -:::-::Saimml Bob,
“Is Chico poing on the trail agzain,
Jim T

“ Looks like 1£1" said Jim Valentine,
“ But—"

He called to the Carays, but Chico

d not answer. The Indian stood for
8 moment looking to the west. The sun
had dipped behind the Cold Mountain,
and shadows were extending over the
forest—the brief tropical twﬁight. 5001
to be dark. Then the Carays turned to
Peter, and spoke to him in low, rapid
tonea, ;

The juniers saw the planter start.

fore he could answer, the Caraya
ran swiftly down the steps and erossed
the garden, through the orange-trees,
at & run.
h_ln utter amazement, they stared alter

im,

They saw the Caraya reach the
desembarcadouro, leap inte a ecanoe,
and push off. With rapid strokes of the
paddle he drove the cance up tho river
in the direction the Famovs Five had
Fune the previous night. With almost
ightning swiftness the canee flew, and
vanished up the winding Rexo. The
darkness dropped, and river and forest
were hidden. In the darkness the
Carays was gone—where, and why?

L o

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
To the Rescus !

o [T AT-——
; The TFamous TFive all
gpoke together,
Amaezed by the Caraya's
unexpected i tll{E:rT they

and

sudden
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looked at Peter Valentine for informa-
tion. The astonishinent with which the
planter had listcnod to Chico's hurried
words had given place to an eager look,
Whatever 1t was that the Indian had
gaid, it made o deep impression on
Peter.,

It waa evident that the Caraya had—
or beliecved he had—a clue to the
missing junior. That was why ho had
darted away and faken the canoe. But
it was mystifying to the juniors, )

! ave ¥ said Peter. "If he is
riﬁht
113

" He breathed hard and deep.
v Jove, there's a chaneo yet [
“Cough it up, Peter! said Jun
Yalentine. “We can't make head eor
tail of 1it. Tloes Chico think he's eon
Bunter's track *™ )
“He docs: and I think he is right !
said the planter. *“He has learned
something from {lhe chatter of the
macaw that we never thought of.”
“Lot of rottevs!” eame from tho
cheery Bonito., “lIla, ha! I say, von
fellows, notsy brules—millions of them ™

Peter, listening to Donito's cackle,
nocided.

“ But what——" exclaimed Harry.

“"Bonito picks up his words from
Bunter,” sarmd Peter. *It occurred to
the Caraya that he might have picked
u]:a some phrase, giving a clue to the
place where the boy is hidden.”

“Lot of rotters! Neoisy brutes—mil-
lions of them ¥ contributed Bonito.

“Blezeed if I see any sense in thal,”
said Bob blankly.

“Chico picked out the sense from the
nonsense,” said the planter, smiling.
% Most of Bunter's remarks, 1 am afraid,
wera nonsense.  Dut there may have
been a grain of wheat in the chaff. The
allusion 1o neoisy brotes—millions of
them—might refcr to a flock of
parrots.™

“Very likely,” sald Bob.

“ Another phrase was * Millions of
themn on this rotten island.” Bunter must
have uttered those words, for the macaw
to have picked them up. If he uttered
them while i1 O Lobo's handa—-"

“Oh!” said Harey, "That might be
a tip that ¢ Lobo ha= parked him on
one of the islands in the Rexol”

“ Feaclly I

“But there are dozens of them, large
and sinall [® said Bob Cherry. “If
Chico’s gone to scarch all the islands
H}'} the miver, he's cut out s big job
of work.”

Peter laughed.

“But there is one island—Macaw
Island—that swarma wikth red parrots”™
he said. “There are parrots on all the
islands, but on that one the red macaws
have their nesting-places. and they are
there In myriads. And—"

“Bhut up " sereamed Bonito, ® ¥ou'll
start the whole lot squawking! What
a row ] Millions of them en this filthy
ialand, I Lelieve! 1 say, vou fellows,
lot of rotters | Lot of rolters [¥

“ By gum [* exclaimed Bob,

The juniors exchanged eager looks.

Now that they gave attention to the
parrot’s chatter they realised that there
might be, as Peter expressed it, a grain
of wheat in the chafl.

Nine-tenths of what the macaw uttered
was s repetition of Billy Bunter's

rousing. ut was he now tepeating

unter's peevish remarks on his sur-
roundings in_the hidden lair where O
Lobo kept him & prsoner? And was
that hidden lair on Macaw Islandf It
was evident that the Caraya thought
so, and it scemed to the juniors that it
was very hkely that the keen-witted
Indian was right.

“By gum!” repeated Bob. *If it's
possible that that jolly old parrot 1e

giving ua the elue, it was lucky we
made that lrip up the river, you men.
Wea should never have scon Bonito
again, but for that™ )

“Tho luckfulness was terrific!” said
Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh. “The
esteemed macaw 1s the stitch m time
that saves ninepence, as the English
proverb remarks.™

“Wao're going after Chico, Mr, Valen-
tine 1” exelaimed Harry Wharton.
The planter nodded.

“Yes, and at once. If there is the
remotest ehanco of laying hands ou that
eeoundrel, and reseuwing Bunter——"

“It’s more than a remote chance.”
said Jlﬂ:: Valentine. “It loocks to mo
like a jolly healthy chance®

“Lot of rotters! sereamed Bonito.
“This filthy island iz thick with them !
What a row! Oh lor'!l What a row!
A fellow can't sleep! Oh crikey [

Bolby Cherry chuckled.

“I can just hear Bunter saying all
that if he's parked on the macaws’
island,” he said. “O0ld Bonito is worth
his weight in Brazil nuts!”

“Nuts!” yelled Bonite. "I say, you
fellows, nuts [

“Get your rifles 1 said Peter,

The juniors were not long in getting
ready, They were eager to starrn
Chico, it was evident, had no doubt—or
little deubt—and the more they thought
of it the more they felt assured that
the Carava was right. The Famous
Five had elready asscertained that
Bunter had been taken up the Bexo—
in the direction of the macaws' island,
They remembered that it was near that
1gland that they bad encountered
Lobo the previous night. There was
renewed hopa in their hearts as they
tramped down the path to tha river,
with their rifles under their arma, Jeay-
ing Bonito still eackling and squawking
in the veranda.

A montaria was quickly manned by
black paddlers, and they pushed off
from tfa desembarcadoura. The moon
was not yet up, and the Rexo was pitchy
dark., 'The paddles flashed in the
sinewy hands of the negroes, and tho
montaria rushed swiftly through the
darkness,

But they did not expeet to sight the
Caraya. ¢ waos miles ahead of them
in his swift canoce. Once he had the
¢luo to the bandit's lair, the Carava had
not lost a second in specding to the
rescue of 0 Mocho Bravo.”

As the montaria glided rapidly up
the dark, murmuring Rexo the juniors
wondered what might be happening in
the darkness ahcead of them. Tt was
many long miles to the island of the
macaws, and, to their eager impaticnce,
the minutes erawled by on leaden wings.

The moon waa ‘flimmering in the east
when they sighted the macaws' islend at
Iast, and thers was a_ silver glimmer
on the thick folinge of the treca with
which it was covered to the water's
edge.

“There it i51"” breathed Dob Cherry.

" Listen [ muttered Harry.

Loud, and growing louder, came the
squawking from the island of the
niacaws. At that hoor the birds would
have been at rest, and silent. Bome-
thing had Jisturbed the innumerablo
feathered inhabitants of the island in
the Rio Hexo. :

The juniora felt their hearts bcat-
ing as tho blacks paddled on. The
Ceraya was there. What was happen-
ing in the darkness of the wooded
island? 71he montaris glided swiltly
on.
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The alligators, drawn by the scent of blood, closed in on O Lobo. Bob Cherry gave a cery. *‘ Save him ! Even that brute
—save him | ** The Greyiriars juniors -blazed away with their rifles in the hope of driving the alligators ofl.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Fight in the Hut [

id OISY brutes!” groaned Billy
N Bunter.

O Lobo, stretched in the

hammock 1n tha hut on the

1sland, was sleeping soundly. There was

only ona hammoek in the hut, and O

Lobo occupicd it, leaving the bench for
Bunter.

A hard, wooden bench was an uncom-
fortable couch. Bunter had dragged it
to the back wall of the hut, so that the
wall would keep him from rolling oif,
But it was not casy to sleep, even for
]"':illg,.r Bunter, good as he was in that
ine.

Every now and then he dropped off,
and his snmore mingled with the steady
breathing of the bandit sleeping in the
hammock. But he woke again and
again.  And several times there came
an outhreak of squawking from the
macaws, disturbed f{rom their slumbers
hy some creeping scrpent or Jaguar.

ow, once more, the squawking broke
out, fouder than ever, aud Bunter sat
up on the bench, and grunted and
groaned.

It was hard enough for a fellow to get
o little sleep, without those rotien
parrote kicking up a tervific shindy at
intervals through the night.

“ Blow 'em | groaned Bunter.

He heard a stirring in the darkness
as O Lobo moved in the hammock. But
the bandit gettled down to glumber again
and onee more Bunter could hear his
steady hreathing.

“0Oh lor' 1" groaned Dunter,

The cackling and squawking  died
away again, Billy Bunter tried to com-
pose himself to gleep. At intervals there
came & rustle or a cackle from the thick
branches outside, as if tho feathered
populetion of the island was not whelly
& case,

It seemod to the sleepleoss fat Owl that

there was a rustling and a brushing
close by tha walls of the hut—and ha
pictured a creeping jaguar, or a wind-
ing rattlesnake, and shivered.

He was glad to remember that the
walls were strong and the door, of
plaited thick canes, securely fastened.
Neither scrpent nor japuar could gain
eritrance; he knew that there was no
danger of that. But he shivered, as the
faint sounds in the darkness hinted of
gsome living ereature prowling at tha
fastened door.

He zat up again, his fat heart thump-
ing. The mterior of the hut was black
az pitch; he could see nothing bub the
dimmest outline of the hammock in
which the bandit slept.

Something—somothing living—was at

the door. e was certain of it—and it
thrilled him with terror. ke pictured
the elaws of a jaguar groping—the

ficvee eves like ballz of fire 1n the darlk.

“0Oh erilkey ! he breathed. :

He was tempted to awaken the bandit,
But he dared not. He sat in the dark-
ness, quaking,

A breath of fresher air fanned his fat
check, and he gave a violent start,
5Pita of his terrors, he had counted on
tire door romaining fast; but now ha
knew it was open—or opening.

The breath of fresher air was the wind
from the river, penetrating into the
close, stuffy interior of the hut. The
fat junior sat transhxed

Haow had the door opened ?

He knew that O Lobe had fastened
it securcly. No wild animal could have
opened 1t :misclesﬁli)'—thn tearing of a
jaguar’s claws would have made noiso
enough, and would certainly have awak-
ened O Lobo on the instant. But the
door had opencd without a sound—and
Billy Bunter realised, in terrified amaze-
ment, that it must have opened to a
human hand. Only a knife would have
cut through the strong, wiry flibres that

fastoned it—or perhaps through the
leather hinges |

It was a human being who was hidden
in the darkness at the doorway—now
O,

Bunter =at petrified. Thoughts of
savage Indiane—of desperadoes of the
game kidney as (O Loho—Hoated through
his mind. Someone had landed on thoe
lenely island in the rivoer—that was why
the macaws had squawked; it was not
this time, & snake or o creeping jaguar !
And that * someone " was now at hand—
silent, stealthy, vnscen !

The bandit still slept.

Thera had been no zound fo alarm
him—and even Bunter, with his fat cara
etraining in terror, did not hear the
gound of a footfall; but he knew that
the unseen intruder had entered the hut,

Dark as it was, the deorway was less
dark than the interior, and across it o
black shadow flitted for a moment.

Bunter did not move. Ila could not.
Clamped on the bench in the darkness,
he bardly breathed—Lhis fat heart
searcely beat,

But as 2z groping hand touched him,
it was too much for the fat Owl's nerves,
and he gave a squeak af horror,

it DW I!I

Thers was 8 quick breath. The man,
whoever he was, was close to him, toucii-
ing him. Bunter rolled off the bench,
squeaking  with terror, stumbled, and
bumped on the floor,

There was a stirring in the hammock.
The noise had awakened O Lobo. The
handit's angry veice came through the
dark.

“Quo ha " L

The words were followed by & hissing
breath from the unscon man. The
bandit’s voice guided him to the
hammock. Duanter. as he rolled, caught
the flash of a knife, and heard the figuro
in the datkness spring at the ammock,

“ Lobo 1™ he gnav:] a voice panting.
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A wild, feree yell rang through the
but.

Bunter dragped himself up. Mo knew
that a blow had been struck—that the
unseen  infruder waz  attacking  the
bandit.

Hpo hieard 8 crash as O Tobo rolled
headlong frotn the hammock, grappling
with his assailant.

A wild and desperate senflling  fol-
lowed, s despernte strugele of two
powerful men, grapphing and stroggling
in the darkness.

Billy Bunter eronched back into a
corner, as the rolling, struggling fipures
Lrushed him. He heard O Lobo's pant-
g Yoot .

“0 Chico! O Chigo 1"

Then Dunier Lknew |

It was the Cavraval

“Oht” pasped Bunler,

It was the Carava who lhad come—io
save him! It was the Cavaya who was
now struggling with the desperado in
the darkness. The Caraya had found
him—how, Bunter could not begin to
EU0sE,

The ﬁlrl1§g1ing fisures rolled at the
doorway of the hul. From the davk-
wees caine o silvery pleam of the risin
moon, penelrating the branelics. It fe
into the doorway, revealing to Bunter's
terrificd gaze the struogeling Dgures—the
dark, evil, black-bearded face of {he
bandit; Lthe red-bronze face of the
Indian, set in a grim ferocity as savage
a3 O Lobo's own, It was the rothless
raffian whe hBad tied liim up by tHhe
texo, and left him for the alligalors,
who waz in the Indian's grasp; and in
C'hice’s faece were hate and vengeance,
atd the koife in his bronze hand strack
ancd struck apain. Bunter, spellbound
with horvor, walched.

He saw O Lobo break suddenly loose,
wrenching himself from the Indian's
Frasp,

As Chlico flung himself upon him
again, the panting bandit whirled away
and fled, crashing throungh the thickets
towards the river.

After him, swift and ficrce as a

ar, darted the Indian.

soud and discordant came the squawk-
ing of the macaws, roused by the crash-
ing of the desperate fugitive and his
savage pursuer. Hundreds, thousands
of parrots sguawlied and cackled frantie-
ally as the branches swayed and erashed,
Billy Buater, holding on to the door-
posts for support, his fat legs crumpling
under him, blinked out of the hut,
his eyes almost bulging through his
spectacles. )

“0Oh crikey " gasped Buuter.

14

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
The Last of O Lobo!

00 V¥ shouted HMarry Wharton.

Tire montaria had almost

reached the island.

All eyes were fixed on the
wall of groen, glimmering silvery in the
gleam of the moon. Fron the island
came a pandemoniwn of frantic squawk-
ing anid eackling.

A mas=:s of liangs suddenly parted,
and a ﬁ%'ure. appeared on the water’s
cdge—a desperate, panting Agure, with
a wild, black-bearded face splashed with
blood—ihe figure of O Lolio !

He did not even see thie montaria and
its erew.  Close behind him, crashing
through the thickels at his very heels,
came tho Carava, kaife in hand, and
howling the war-yell of his tribe.

“ Lobo '™ breathed Peter Valentine.

He grasped his rifle.

Tor an instant the bandit stood In
view, panting, gulping for breath, knee-
deep in mod, elear in the moonlight.
Tme Micwer Lisrany.—No. 1,467,
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Then he plunged headlong into the river
and swam for the bank.

The Greyfriars juniors, shuddering,
saw the waler roddened as it flowed
past the Landit. He was wounded, but
swimming strong and hard.

A moment or two later and there was
another erash in the lignas, and the
Caraya leaped out irte sight, esplashing
into the mud,

His dark, ficree eyes flashed round for
his fleeing cncmy.

He saw the montaria and the startled
faces of the juniors. Peter called to
him, but he did not answer or heed.
Only for a scecond his eves rested on
tho boat—then they fiashed on the glim-
maring river, secking O Lobo.

The bandit, swimming desperately,
leaving a trail of blood in the water as
he went, was alveady o dozen yards from
the island.

Chico saw him, and made a movement
to spring into the Ilexo in pursuit.

But he stopped.

Standing in the mud, motionless, he
fized hiz cyes on the swimminﬁ; bandit,
angd the juniors saw a dark and terrible
smile glide over his bronze face.

“Oh, look 1" panted Dol

The next moment they saw what had
caused that look on the Caraya’s face.

Close by the desperate swimmer, a
hidecus snout rose from the water.
Another and another rose close by
0 Lobo—the allizators drawn by the
scent of blood 1

Bob gave a cry.

“Save him! Jlwven that brute—save
him I

IPeter Valentine shonted to ithe blacks,
The paddlies dashed into tho water, The
montaria swept down on the swimmer
Iaa_ul the river monsters that surrounded
ki,

The juniors blazed away with their
rifles, in  the hope of driving the
cayimans off. The distance was short
and the boat was swift—but the eayinans
were swifter,

There was a snap of jaws—one last,
loud, terrible ery froin the Wolf of
Brazil—and O lobo disappearved under
the surfaco of the Rexo.

He waa not seen again,

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed, with
white faces, at the civcling ripples on
the water, where the allizator had
plunged with itz prey.

The ripples widened and faded; the
Hexo flowed calm again, under the
gleam of the moon. O Lobo was gone—-
on the banks of the Rexo, in the foresta
and deserts of the sertan, no eve was
ever to fall again on the Wolf of Brazil,

- L] ¥ * L

“1 say. yvou fellows '™

Billy Bunter gasped with relief at the
sight of the rescuerz as they threaded
their way through the thickets, amid
the squawking of the maecaws and
reached the hut.

“Here we are, old bean ! said Bob.

“0Oh crikey!” zaid Bunley faintly.
“I—I say—— O erikey !V

“Bafe now, old chapi” =atd Jim
Valentine. “We've got o boat here;
we're going straignt back fo the
farenda. Buck up, old bean ™

“Oh erikey [ groaned Bunter. 1

1've had a fearful
I—1 sawv, 1s—is—1s that villaip

sar, vou fellows,
tine !
gone

“Heo's gone,” said Havry Wharton
very gquietly. ' An allipator got him,
Bunter; you will wvever sce U Lobo

again.’’
“Oh!” gasped Bunter.
“Come I said Mr. Valentine, and he

took the fat junior by the arm and led
him away to the boat.

The Famons Five followed. They
helped Bunter into the montaria, and

he sanlt down gasping. The Carays
in the ecance gave him a smile,
¥ 0 Mocho Brave!” he said,
muito contente.’
“What the dickens does he mean?”
grunted Bunter. “1Is he calling me

“MNo, you ass; he says he 12 very
glad,” said Harry Wharton.

“Dh!"” said Bunter. “Well, g0 am I;
though I can tell you he gave me a turn
when le came creeping about in the
dark.” He blinked at the Cavays, who
was speaking again in Portugueze. "1
say, vou feliows, wha$ 15 he saving now {
I can’t understand & word of fthat
wdiotic lingo I

Jim Valentine, prinning, translated.

“He's saviogp that he s happy to
have saved vou from O Lobo, becauso
you got him away {rom the alligators;
and that when you leave Brazil he will
always remember your courage.”

“Oh 1" said Bunter, “Coodl You
hear that, 1}::::1.1 fellows? That chap
knows me ! He's only a blinking Indian,
but he's got a lot of sense! Do knows
me better than you fellows do!™

“T don't think ! grinned Bob Cherry.

The Indian glided away in the cance.
The juniors packed themselves in tho
montaria to follow. Thero was o snort
from Billy Bunter.

“For goodness’ sake, give a fellow
room | %ﬁn't tread on iny feei, Dab
Cherey ! Clumsy ass!”

Ttob chuckled.

“Bame old Buater,” he remarked.

“0h, dor't be an as=!" eand Buanter,
“71 sav, did you bring anything to cab "

“I'm afraid we never fhought of
that,” said DPetor Valenting, with a
smile. “We were thinking of your
safety, Bunter.”

“Well, that's all vers well, but you
might have thought of something to
eat, too!” grunled PBunter, “I'm
hungry ! I =zay, make those niggers ger
a move on! They'ra lazy | i*d Lick
Iﬂm P

Harry Wharton & Co. chuckled,

Billy Bunter's terrifying experience as
g prizoner in the hands of the bandit
huﬁ not changed the fat Owl of the
Iiemove; he was the same old DBunter.

The montaria made good speoad down
the river. They arrived at the planta-
tion, and the Famous Five marched
Bunter up to Boe Vista, where, in the
lamplight, a blue-and-gold macaw im-
mediately flew off his pereh and landed
on o fat shoulder.

“1 say, you fellows, nuts!"” yelled
Bonito, ‘%—Iu, ha ! Lot of rotters!?
ot of beasts! Naisy brutes! That
ass Ywharton! g, ha! T say, you
fellows, nuts '™

“1 say, what about supper?” asked
DBunter,

“1 say, what about supper?”
sereeched the macaw. “ Lot of rotters!
I sav, vou fellows, what about supper #"

“Ha, ha, ha !

" LEstou

“Ha, ha, ha!” repeated Bonile.
“What a row! I say, what an awfu!
row! Ha, hat”

Bupper was immediately provided for
Billy Bunter. Harry Wharton & Co.
waited on the fat Owl like a fellow they
delighted to honour. And, to judge by
the beatific expression that overspread
Billy Bunter's [at face as he packed
away the foodstuffs, he was already for-

etting his trials and tribulations, and
%egil}ning to enjoy oneo more his holi-
day in Brazil. ppo sup

{fn néxt week's grand long varn,
Harry Wharten & Ca, bound for
Blighty, meci & new chum in Pulnom
pan  Duck--"THE MILLIONAIRE
STOWAWAY ' You'll find thrills and
Jun dn plenty $n this lopping {ule,
Broyel)
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. AND THE SURVIVORS OF—

The Lair of the Slug !

AST away on a strotch of land

é which has risen up from the bed
of the English Channel as the

result of & huge tidal wave,

Squadron-Leader Akers, Flight-
Lieutenant Ferrie, and a stoker named
Sam, dizcover that England and

Western Europe aro submerged beneath
the sca.

Reconnoitring, thei;:' pass the age-old
ruine of Camelot, where, together with
two more castaways, named Baines and
Crawiay, they decida to establish their
headeguaiters.  Trekking  southwards,
they meet Captain Anstruther and seven
more survivors, who have detected a
seam of gold in the rocks. Arranging
to meek again later, Akers and his com-
panions continuwe iheir jourpey until
rain forces them to seek shelter in a
cave. During his spell on wateh, Ferris
iz exploving the cave when there comes
to his nostrils a smell of decaymg fish.

He had gone about a dozen paces
when, by the fickering illumination of
the ecandle, be saw that anothoer cave
branched off at right angles to the onc
he was treading.

That brought him to s halt again.
Suppose something was lurking in that
branch cave? If there was, if would be
idietic for him to go on, because if the
creaturs emerged, he might find his
retreat to the main cave cub off.

#“7f 1* he muttered savagely. “It's
all *if’s’. My nerves must be in & con-
foundedly bad way !

That decided him: fo go on apgain, so,
with a sidelong and scared glance at the
inky blackness of the branch cave, he
vesimed his advance. Bubd what was
unnerving him now was the fsh-like
smell which grew stronger with every
step he took.

’F’hera waz something In the cave.
Bome evil presence. Ha couldn™ only
smell it, he could feel it Budden panio
seized him, and, with heart thumping
wildly, he was on the point of turning
to flee, when he caught a glimpse of
szomething lying a few paces ahcad of
him on the sandy floor.

Moving forward, he touched the ohject
with his foot. It was the decaying and
dismembered body of a shark.

“Bo that accounts for the small P lLe
muttered, passing the back of a trem-

bling hand
“ Phew 1 )
Ie moveed on, for if the dizcovery had
dizgusted him it had econsiderably
heavtened him. There was nothing in
the cave; nﬂl:hiri{; at all, except a dead
shark, which had obviouzly found itsclf
siranded there following the upheaval,

The cave was narrowing now, and the
ammooth, zandy floor gradveally rising.
After ha had taken another twenty
cantious paces forward, Ferriz found
fhat if he was to eon any farther, he
would have to bend his shoulders.

“Well, this looks about the end of it,”
he soliloguised, and, deciding that there
was nothing to be learncd by going on
any farther, he turned about, and com-
meneed to retrace his steps the way he
had come.

It was as he appreached the spob
where lay the dea dy of the shark
that he suddenly halted, his eyes dilat-
g in horror.

For in the dim illumimation of his
sandlo he saw, slowly issuing from out
the branch cave, the vast grey bulk of a
fearful and nightmarish ereature |

His face ghestly, and his mouth dry
with terror, Ferris backed against the
rocky wall of the cave, staring in faszcin-
ated horror at the bestial monster which
wa: moving slowly into view.

The thing was & huge grey mass,
round, and of tremendous girth. The
head, indistinguishable from the body,
posseszed two widely set protuberances,
short and thick, which were tho cves,
and g great wide slit which was the
inotth.

The only thing to which the terrified
Ferris could liken the creature was a
gigantie slug, and that impression
strengthened as the immense body of the
monster moved slowly into view.

It was a slug, o colossal molluse of the
depths, able, apparently, to live, for a
time at least, & terrestrial existence, a3
could so many of its smaller species.

The thick zkin of the moonslor was
slate grey in colour, and showed in
immense and hideous folds as it moved
slowly forward towards Ferria, who
stood rooted to the spot, incapable of
either sound or movement.

The thing was coming for him—was
poing to devour him. He was eerlain
of that, yet his paralysed limbs refused

acrpsa his damp  brow.

to function, and he could only stand
thera clutching the candle which illu-
mined that enormons bulk, thoese bestial,
protruding eyes, and tho long, rubbery
pash of a mouath,

Reaching the body of the shark, ihe
monsier paused. And  as  Ferris
watched, s=ick to hiz very szoul with
terror and repugnance, the thing oo
menced to slobbor over the putrefying
CATCALE,

Of Ferris it took no notice at all. It
was obviously to fecd off the shark that
1t had issued from out s lair, and
Yervis reslised now that when he had
firat come acros: the ecarcass 1t had been
Lialf-devoured.

Heg was beginning to pet a grip ou
Iimzelf again, and the knowledpo that
tle ereature had either not seen him, or
was eontent to wait until it had gorged
iizelf on the shark before comnencing
on him, galvanised him into action.

Keeping close againzst the wall, he
ruzhed past the monster, and, paining
the main cave, doashed towards whers
his companions lay sleeping by the fire. "

“What on  earth’s the matter?™
demanded Akers, startled out of aslum-
ber as Ferris shook him frantieally by
the ann.

“ Matter ¥ babbled Ferris. ¢ You--
you don’t know what I've seen back
vonder! Oh, my hat! I-I fecl
awful

“Try to be eoherent, for poodness
sake I advised Akers, scrambling to his
foot, “Now, what's wrong?  What
have you seen?”

Ferris told him, and Sam, Baines, and
Crawley, who had been awakened by the
conitotion he had made, listoned wide-
cved and with mouths agape fo the {2lo
of the giant slug.

“After what we've already
sxperienced,” suid Akers soversly, wien
Ferria had concluded, “nobady bubt a
fathend would have gone off exploring
an hizg own like that. ¥You ought to
think yourself lucky you're still alive”

“I do!” said Perris fervenily, v If
you eonld have seen the broto—--"

FHe lLiroke off with a shudder, and
]III:I':HI'} sed at his face with his handker-
chief.

“1I'm going to sce it1” eaid Akera
determinedly. *TFrom wyour descriplion
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¥ don’t sappose the brute ean move very
fast, nn-j” it can't Le  particularly
dangerous. unless it gels one corncred.
LComing, Sam?” :

“Yes, sir!” said Sam briskly, starling
lo fay feed. )

“If you take my advice, Akers, and
venr,  man,”  said Ferris  unsteadily,
*vou'll stay heve, The Leute's not a—
not & pretty sight 7 _

“That’s just why wo want to sco it,”
responded Akers, and bhwman nature
being whab it is, meither Baines nor
Crawley could refrain from also going
off to have a look at the reonster slug.

But they went very warily, those twe
Lkeoping well in the wake of Akors and
Sam, and all ready to do a belt at tho
Jirst sign of danger.

Fiach carrving & lighted candle, Akers
and Sam skirfed the pool at the rear of
illm cave and moved cautiously
oiwards. Then snddenly they cameo 1o
an abrupt halt, one with a sharp intake
of breath, the other with an involuntary
cxclamation. Fer there, ahead of them,
«Lill fecding on the dead shark, was tho
Lunge grer bulk of tho sea slug.

“Gozh, it—it ain't believalla?
wltered Bam, staring it amaze.  oor
Alr, Feeris, it must have give him a
turn when he see'd it !”

“ Yoo undonbtediy I agreed Aliovs.

_ Tor leng moments they stood waleh-
ing the gigautio molluse, which sccmed
quite oblivious of theiwr presence,

“D'you reckon it found that shark in
the cave, or brought it 1w bere, sie?”
ashod Sam. : !

“AMost probably it Found 1t outzide
amd dragged it in,” rveplied Alcrs,

‘“ Like that octopus tricd to drag me,”
sald the shaky voice of DBaincs behinad
i, “C'ome on, Crawdey, ' golng,
1've scen all T want to see, thanle '™

Accompanied by Crawley, ho beat a
relveat, end when Akers and Bam
voelurned to the fire they found the par
aof them getting the packs ready uwnder
the direction of Ferns.

“What's the idea?” mguired Akers

“What's the ideat” repeated Ferris,
in astonishment.  *Surely you don'y
Lava to ask that, man. We're going U™

“But it’s still raining.”

“I don’'t care what it's doing!” re-
joited Terris, “I'm not staving lere
with that brute in the cave”

“No, nor me, ncither!™ growled
Baines. “I'm beating il, quielk !

“You ean please vonrslf what vou
do ! said Akers eurtle. Dok you'ro
slaving here, Ferns!?

“But, ook beve, man” began Ferris

prolestingly,  ®“il's  obsolule  mad-
esE—" )
“I's nolhing of the kind I cub 1o

Akers, “That thing bLack there cap't
poszibly move quickly chiough {o prove
dupgerons.  We'll build up the fire,
Sam and [ will keep walch, and we'll
gtay hiere till dawn”

TAnd what if the brute comes
crawling along here for a breath of frovh
nir, or for a eonstilutional or somo-
thing " demanded Feeris,

“If that happens,”” ‘anghed Akors,
“ e afraid weo'll have to elear out and
leave limn i possession.  DBut we've gol
to hang ¢n here till davhght if we
can.  Great Scott, man, 1t's as black
as pileh out there, and raining havder
thon ever. Tt would be abselutely -
poszible for us to attempl to push on
at the moment”

“Well, =0 long as you don't sugpesk
my  twroing i, ' stay here I
eriamided Yerrize “Dut den't blame
e if we have s visitk from the brute.”
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“I's asking for trouble, thal's what
I think!" growled DBaines. ]

“Unfortunately, we're not in  the
slightest degree interested in what yau
think 1" snapped Akers. “If you and
Urawley wish to go, you're quitoe at
liberty to do so.™

Baines and CUrawley apparently pre-
ferred to share the dgbious safety of
ihe cave willk tho other three moembers
of the party, rather than face alone
thie perils of the darkness and the rain.
Anyway they madse no attempt to go,
but with many s furtive glanece towards
the black shadows at the rear of Lhe
cave, they produced ibeir blackencd
clay pipes and commenced lo smoke.

Sleep was out of tho guestion for any
of the five, and having built up the
live they proceeded to await the coming
of dawn with as much paticnce as they
could muster.

“What's poing to be the end of all
U= ¥ burst out Yerris at length. “If
we've got io stick here all our lives
I'm going o find a decent liner and
live abosrd it in eoinfort as long aos
the stores amd water last. 1" sick of
thia infornal teckking "'

. ;;Fl:r;&mri heve I agrecd Batnea.
“What I says——""
“¥You ehut up!” snapped  Ferris,

“Tm not talking te you! What about
it, Alkers? This trek back te Camelot
war an Eliolic jdea from {he start.

We'll never Le rescucd, and you know

il. !r!-
“¥You're auitc wrong,” =aid Alkers
evenly. “We will Le resened, and it

cair't e long now hefore we are”

Realising  that Ierris was feeling
jompy and nervy, Akers quielly and
reassuringly teok coromand of the con-
versation, puotting forward such simple
aml logical arpuments os to why they
nist soon be vesened, that eventually
Ferris satd somewhai shamefacedly :

“Yes, 1 know, Akers,  I'm sorry
alouk what I said just now. bt it's this
confounded place—it's geiling  on iy
nerves 1™
" Wes, and en mine az well,” ehimed
i Daipes,  “ Fair gelling e down, it
1% I wen't never be ihe same man
agaiy, nob aller {hab oclopuz pelfinge
held of me. What do you say,
Cinurley #4

Lhus appealed lo, Crawler gave it as
hiz opinion that if the octopus had got
hold of him e would have died there
ald then of heart failure. or else his
hair would have turned while as driven
B0,

The talk then beeame general, and
ab lomg length, without their having
secn any further sign of {he sea-slug,
there eame o lightening 1o the castern
gley which told that dawn was at Liand.

The Philosopher !

AM and Crawley stirred them-
g selves, and soon the odour of
frying bacon and coffee began to
vertncale the cave. Ik was still
raining, bt by e time the castaways
Ind  Dbreakfusted ilere wers wvisthla
gizns of the weather olearing.
"Come on,” satd Akers
Thia drvizale won’t hart us'
“I'll be fine in an hour,™ said
Crawley, shouldering one of the packs.
“We'll have sun as well®
I1is forecast proved quite correct, for
shorily after they had guitted the cave
tie drizzle of rain eccased and tho
vellow sun of early morning began to

"we'll go.

oise, Farrlogdon Street, lLopden, B.0Q.4.
per mRobum; Se. . 6d.

elitaraer (hrougk the fhinning clouds,
evenlually  dispersing ihem  altogeller
io balhe in golden light that world of
rock ard sand. ;

Az on the previous day the going waa
bad. and progress was laboriously slow
wutil, when, towards mid-morming, they
struck a long, flat stretch of beach,
lapped Ly the sparkling wavelets of the
boundiess sea.

For a mtle or more they trudgzed
along the fivm, yellow sand, until they
came 1o an oub-jutting of rocks aiwl
boulders which ran down almost Lo Lhe
waler.

As they approached these rocks Lhex
heard a strong and singularly swect
masculine volee raised in song on ile
olher side.

“Hallo " exclaimed Forris.
body seems happy enough.”

Clearer to their cars came the volee:

“ Bomoe-

“ Sitxt daz arme Menzchenkind
An dein Ozean der Zeilon:
Sehiopft it seiner kleinen Hand
‘Lropien aus den Ewighkelten”

tounding the rocks, his companiona
at hiz licels, Akers cume to an abrupt
ane inveluntary halt.

For, scated on an upturned box, his
broad-shouldercd back to them, was the
ginger. In front of himt was a roughly
constrocted artist's easel, and as  he
sang, Le l1:'311.':|I.-:-~|i upon a big and uneven
siquare of three-ply wood.

Y Good-morning I said Akers, slep-
ping forward.

Withh a sharp exclamation, the artist
sprang to his feet, and wheeled, disclos-
ing himzelf as a tall, muscular man
golden-haired, and with an m:trim:ne-ci
goldou beard., For the rest, hiz featurcs
were finely mmoulded, and o pair of quiz-
zical blue eyes regarded Akers and the
others in obvious astonishment,

“Laood  gracious ™ he  ejaculatod.
“Where on carth have you coino
from?®™

“We are merely castaways, the samoe
a3 vourself,” answered Akers.

O1 didn't think thero were any, cxeept
nivzelf,” interposed the other, in o voice
which cxpressed anything but pleasure.
¢ Clonfound it, butb this is rather g blow.

Avre there many more of you®"

“T know of eleven, ot least,” laughed
Akera, thinking of Jun Crow and his
two fricnds, snd the Anstruther econ-
Lingaend,

“0h lor” ! groaned the other. * Why,
tho blessed place musgt be absolutely
pvererowded., T theught I'd discavercd
Uiopia, aud all the time I've been
living in a fool's paradize.” 1le ran his
eve over Lthe party. *Margale beach.™

he observed bittecly, “AIL we want
now i3 a fow donkeyz”
“But  arcn't you a  caslaway?

demanded Ferris, in surprise.

it all depends upon what construe-
tion you put on the word castaway,”
replicd the painter. 1 was ceviainly
cast wp hero aboard the good barge
Elsle Gladyzs the night of the storm.
She's lving up there on the rocks now.
DBut after I'd mourned the passing of
her rtanzter and his erew of twoe, who
were swept overboard, and taken a leok
reund, 1 began to think myzell the
luckicst fellow in ereation.”

“OhY said Ferris blankly,

“Foar what did I find?"” went on the
other. “The very thing [or which T'vae
always ¢raved. Belitude.  Utter and
complete  solitude unbreken by the
ecnacless cnattor of the huinan voice and
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the_whir- and maddening roar of stink-
ing automobiles, trams, and buses. In
a word, Utopia. Only oncs has my
sweet sojourn been miarred. And that
was & few days sgo, when a beastly
aeroplane went bellowing past a few
miles inlapd.”

¥ That was my machine, said Akers.

 Indeed hen gnu gught to bs
ashamed of yourself. Wherse is8 it
now "

“I crashed it.”

“Splendid | Then I won't be bothered
by it ajgami‘" ,

“No,” replied Akers, “you certainly
won't. But, sericusly, do you like being
here alone?”

“Like it1” repeated the other.
“Why, man, 1 love it! When I'm not
painting, I just lie on the yellow sands
and dream. is is_the perfect exist-
ence, sought by philosophers down
through the ages, but never found until
now.'

“Then Aigu are a philosopher” com-
mented ra, -

“] am one who has realised the
futility of civilisation,” returned the

dgther.

“Do you by any chance happen io
know wﬁa.t land th{a is}" cut in ?arm,
with interest. . 1

“Na, I don’t,” replied the IPEmen
““and I don't want to know. I've had
one illusion shattered this morning b{
thiy meeting with you fellows, and
don’t want another shattered. I
thought this s land of perfect solitude,
and now 1 find it littered with a lot of
beastly trippers. A fool’'s paradise
indeed, but one in which I'll continue
to dwell until my last illusion vanishes
with the arrival of the London to Rams-
gata ferry steamer.” ]

“*# Thera ia no London, and there is no
Ramsgate,” said Akers. “England has
gona, submerged benecath the sea, and
this land is the occan bed.”

He thereupon explained what had
Imp&ﬁencd. the while the painter listened
in dreamy abstraction.

“3p, in spite of your preference for
solitude,” concluded Akers, I sug]feat.
that you join us, and come to the base
which wa intend to cstablish at the ruins
of Camelot.”

The other shook his head.

“No,” he said determinedly, 1 stay
here. I have plenty of food, and I am
—or, rather, was, until you arrived—
perfectly happy. But, merely a3 a
matter of passing interest, T'd like to
point out that the ruins you have spoken
of cannot poseibly be those of Camelot.”

“ Indeed | said Alers politely.

Tound the gom

EVERY SATURDAY

“ No I# ﬁna.p}éed the painfer. 1
won't! Push off 1”7 i

Seeing that thers was nothing elsa for
it, Akers gestured to his companions,
and they maoved on along the beach.

“ Mad, I suppose,” observed Ferria.

“MNo,” corrected Akers, * merely tem-
peramental.”

Dam, Baines, and Crawley, however,
were firmly of the opinion that the
muscular snd golden-haired artist was
mad, &nd this conviction afforded them
& topic of discussion for the rest of the

I]]‘JI‘I'.I]IIE.
By keeping to the beach, the pa
a i, e A o
good progress di eV IN& at they
reached ruins of C‘-Emﬁl-nte]'ang before
iha gun had dipped down to the western
orizon.

Conspirators !

HEY camped that evening at the
foot of the gaunt and barren hill
upon the summit of which Akers
intended to build the honfire

which would be kept going day and
night as & signal not only to other un-
fortunate cestaways, but to any rescuse
ship or aeroplane which might arrive
on the scene.

They were early astir the followin
morning, and all day they laboured, col-
lecting driftwood and erecting sleeping
tents made from sail cloth and tar-
paulins which, together with fresh stores
and water, they obtained from near-by
derelicta,

With the dusk they abandoned =ll
other work in order to carry the wood
up to the summit of the boulder-strewn
hill; and that night, three hundred feet
above the ruins of ageold Camelot, a
beacon fire glowed red through the dark-
ness which enshrouded the drear and
silent land.

In order that the fire should be kept
permanently alight, it was necessary for
someone always to be on duty up there,
and Akers nipurtinued the guard duty
auite fairly by giving slternate three-
hour spells to every member of the
party, meluding himself.

ANOTHER GREAT SCHOOL
STORY TO READ!

“* Camelot,” proceederd the painter, “if .

it ever did exist, was situated on the
River Usk, in Wales. 20 how your
yuing can be those of Camelot, I don't
know.™

#Tha expct location of Camelot has

always been a matter of dispute,” cut
in Ferris, “There are plenty of peopls
who say it was situated in Lyonnesse.
I ought to know, becanze when I was a
kid thers was no one kesner on
Arthurian legends than myszelf. And,
anyway, it doesn't matter a hoot whether
the ruins are those of Camelot or not.

Weo'va called them Camelot, and that's |

good enough for usi”

“0h, certamly !® replied the other
urbanely, “¥You ean c¢all them
(lzerleon, or Avalon, or anything you
like, for all I care. And now, if you'll
all push off, I'll get on with thiz eea-
senpe.”

H{'ith that he scated himself, and after
imperiously waving Baincs and Crawley
out of the way, he resumed his painting,
seentingly quite oblivious to the con-
tinned presence of Akers and the others,

“Look here!™ sawd Akers, * For the
last time, will vou join usl"

paper on the bookstalls,
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The wisdom of ftha sl nalf fira m%n
peesme apparent, for within forty-eight
hours of Jz‘illt- having been lighted, fifteen
castaways had drifted inte Camelot, all
with Harrowing stories of suffering and
privation undergone since the might of
the upheaval.,

At the foot of the hll, near the ruins
of the castle, an encampment of make-
shift tents soon epring up; and as
another day passed, and then another,
geven more castaways came into Camelot
which, including Akers' contingent
made a total of tweéniy-seven gathere
there. '

As might have been expected, there
wera soma rough and hard-Bitten fellows
samongst the newcomers, and one mean
in particular, a big, burly 8wede named
Hans Larsen,‘qmcid_ esrned for him-
eelf the delinite dislike of Akers and
Ferris. ;

Surly and lazy, he had not been in the
camp more than a day befors he had
gathered about him some hali-dozen
choice and kindred sprita including
Baines and Crawley. _

The first intimation which Akers had
of Larsen’s influence over the latter pair
was when they moved their tent and
pitched it beside Larsen’s on the other
gide of the encampment. The next in-
timation came that eane evening when
Baines refused point-blank to go on

duty.

'%hera'a plenty of other pe%iﬁ in tho
camp,” he informed Akers. " Why don't
some of them take a turnt”

“You know what ha;%pened to you last
time you refused to obey orders™ said

rs sternly.

“Yeou; but it won't happen this time,”
grinned Baines, "Larsen says I needn’s
go on duty.”

Akers glanced at Larsen, whe was
louriging near, thumbs hooked in his
belt, and his five newly uired and
ruffianly looking pals with him.

“Did you_ tell Baines he need not go
on duty?* demanded Akers.

“Ja, I did,” lesred Larsen.

“Then in future,” retorted Alers,
“you will oblige me bﬁ kindly minding
vour own businesa. aines, get up to

tho fire 1* ;
Larsen stepped forward and, with a
slow gweep of hiz muscular arm, thrust

Baines aside and econfronted Akers.

“I haf said that he. does not go on
duty,” he rumbled.

Crack |

Like lightning Akers’ clenched fist had
ghot out, taking the Swede full on his
bearded lips, snapping back lus head,
and zending him Houndering backwards
to fall heavily,

With an engry growl the other men
surged forward, then $tcrprped short
under the menacing threat of the squat
sutomatic which had appeaved i Akers*
hand.

“Come on " invited Akers grimly.

The men deelined the invitation, how-
ever, and Akers turned hiz attention to
Larsen, who had serambled to his feet.

“Understand this!® he said harshly.
“8o long sz we pre here I intend to
maintain discipline, and you and: your
friends—and that includes Baines and
Crawley—will obey my orders, or elee
clear gut. Get up to the fire, Baincs |

With an injured sort of loolk at
Larsen, Baines slouched away and com-
meneced the ascent of the hill towards
the fire.

“1 don't want any trouble with you,
Larzen,” wont on Akers, " nor with any-
ong elee.  But if I have any further
interference in the running of this en-
campment, there'll be tronble.™ ;

ith that he slipped the antomatio
into his pocket and, turning on his heel,
walked away with Ferris,
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“Why don't wou
Larsen ™ prowled Crawley.

Larsen’s fists were clenched
¢yes were blazing. i

I wait until I meet him without that
gun ! he grated,

It was a sullen and mutinous Bainecs
who deseended the hill when his spell of
duiy was over. And stroight to Larsen's
tent he went with his grievance,

IT¢ found Larsen entertaining Crawley,
together with a burly American named
IKvunz, and a swarthy, dagoish-lookin
fellow who wore ear-rings and rejoice
m the name of Ramon Zangarro.

Larsen's tent was a squarish structure
of broken sparas and tarpanlin, and he
andl his three guests were seated on up-
turned boxes simoking, by the light of a
hurricane lantern.

“Well, you're a fire bloke, I must
sav 1 grumbled Baines, * You promised
Crawley and me that thore wouldu't be
any more duty for us.™

“There will not be sfter to-night.”
growled Larsen. *In the morning I kill
that Akers™

“And a fat ot of good that'll de,” re-
torred Baines. “You know as well as T
do that we're bound to be rescued sooner
or later, then vou'll be hanged, and tho
vest of us'll most likely do time. Ko, all
ron had fto do was to put him in his
place. Give him a g hiding, like.”

“xever mnndd about that just now,”™
cut in Krunz, the American.  *This
pard of yours, Crawley, has been shoot-
g a linke of talk about a secam of selid
gold way back abont thirty miles up the
coast. Lo you know anything ¥

“Da 1 know anvibhing?®™ repeated
Baincs. "I should just think I de.
There i3 a zean of gold, and what's
more, I've seen it with iy own eyves”

“A fellow ealled Captomn Anstruther's
faving <laim to if, ain't ke mquired
Krunz.

“Yes, that's righl,” assented Baines
“He's pob seven of hiz men with ham,
afnd thevy're going to share it,"

“Yeah " grinned Krunz,

Baines looked at lim sharply, a
sudden excited gleam in his oves,

“You—vou ain't thinking of—" he
stammered.

Still grinning, Rionz nhodded,

“Youve said 1n." he ent . “That's
just what we are thinking of—taking it
for ourselves and werking it.  There
ain't much about gold muning what I
cdon’t know, being Nevada born, and
hoaving done my share of prospecting
afore I took to the sea.” i i

“Buot how are you going to get ho
of the seam?"” demanded E!!3atim.=s.

" Rasr.” responded Krupz, *Theore's
vou and me and Crawley, and Larzen,
and another four fellers what we can
refv om, ©  That mwakes eight, and it
won't ‘be” haed to get ancther two or
three, . We'll eclear out of here to-
morrow night, quietly and without any
fuze. and when we reach the seam we'll
rush Anstruther’s camp and just take

after lam,

and his

posseszion.”
“What about Akers?” demanded |
Raines,
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“He waon't know nething about it,” re-
plied Krunz. “Wo ain't going to
advertise out dg[;a.rtum any, nor where
we're going, neither.X

“But what if Anstruther comes and

complaing 1o Akers, which is what he's

pretty certain to do?™ asked Crawley.

“Akers ean't do nothing,” retorted
Krunz, "There's only one law in this
land, and that’s the law of the gun and
the cudgel. If Akers comes snoopiug
round that seam, then N find e
packet of trouble, and find it mighty
quick.” :

“¥ou do not haf to worry about
Akers 1" growled Larsen menacingly, I
will settle with him,"

They fell then to plauning the details
of the attack on Anstruther’'s camp, and
it was finally decided that they would
make their party up to ten ahd clear
guietly out ‘of Camelot the following

ni%’ht.

_ It would take them two days fo do the
journey, so Baines informed them,
owing to the rough nature of ithe going.
The attack, therefore, wounld mado
under cover of darkness on the second
night after leaving Camelot.

t was late when eventually the con-
ference broke up, and, after.pledging
themselves to sccrecy, the conspirators
sought their tents and their blankets.

Northwards !

T was Larsen and Krunz who
H selected the six men who were to
mnake the party up ro ten, and the
following might, when t?hf: canm
was asleep, they shpped l.'.]tl'lttlif an
unchbtrusively out of Cameclot amd com-
meneed the march northwerds to
Anstruther’s camp. o

Each man carried a pack, consisling
of a blanket, stores, and a tin or ¢an of
drinking water. .They were unarmeed
when lﬁ-:}' started, for they possessed
no guns at all, and they had decided
to fashion cudgels for themselves on the
JOUTnCy. .

The abscner of Baines was fivst dis-
eovercd when be failed to relieve Ferris,
who was on duty at the fire. And when
morning came Larsen, Krunz, Crawley,
amul the others were also found to be
imissing.

The {irst hint as to whera they had
gone was conveved to Akers by Sam,
whe appearcd ot Akers’ tent, mecom-
panicd by a castaway named Hudson,

“Those fellers are up to something,”
said Sam. *Iludson, here, was invited
to join themw, but he wouldn't go beconse
he dide't like Krunz.”

“What did they say to you, Hudson 7"
asked Akers.

“ Nothing, cxcept that they were
going to elear out and go to a rlace
where there were some rich pickings to
be found,” replied the man.

“They didn't mention where this
place was,"” pressed Akers, “or the
nature of the pickings "

“Wo, it was Larsen who asked me to
gﬂ with them,” replied Hudson, *anil

eyond saving that we would all be rich
for lifc he would tell me nothing.”

‘Anstruther camp

A}:ers lnpk-led at Sam. 2 p

“Is it a looti expedition, de yon
think " hae uk;? “Like that upon
which Coles embarked "

Sam shook his head.

“It wouldn't want ten of them to go
on & looting éxpedition,’ he said slowly.
“No, sir, if you ask me, they're after
that geold that Cap’n Anstruther dis-
covered.”

“TBy "Jovel” exclaimed Akers. "I
wonder if you're right?”

He turned again to Hudson.

“Was nothing specific mentioned ut
all ¥’ he demandedl.) “Did Larsen ?yru
vou no hint as to the manner in which
vou were to become rich 7V

“No, sir, he told me nothing.” re-
iterated Hudson. "“AH he said was that
if I went with him and his pals I'd scon
be wealthy.”

“H’m 1" said Akers thoughtfully, “I
wonder if it is that gold seam, Bam?
Baines saw it, of course, but that dors
not necessarily mean to say that that's
where they've gone, Larsen may have
somo other idea in mind, Anywey, I'll
have a word with Mr. Ferris,”

He did have & word with Ferris, and
ilie onteome of it was that he decided
te dispateh " Ferris " and Sam te the
in order to warn
Anstruther to be on the look-out for
trouble,

Duving the past fow days, Akers’
sparc time had been spent in mending
and caulking a ship’s dinghy which he
had found on the rocks, and as the little -
craft haed proved herself thoroughly sea-
worthy, he suggested to Werris that he
and Sam should szail it up the doast to
Anstruther’s camp rather than make the
journey on fook.

“TE this breeze holds, 1 will save von
any amount of time,” he said, *and in
case Larsen and his men are making for
the gold seam you've got to get there ra
quickly as fpﬂﬁﬁlhlﬂ. Anstruther mse bo
warncd before they arrive.”

Consequently; neither Ferris nor Sam
lost any time in embarking, and within
the hour, with makesinft sail set, the
littla dinghy was daucing merrily over
the sparkling wafers on its way north.
wards to Anstruther's camip.

With a following wind, the :]ingl:iy
made such good progress that towards
midday it was opposite the camping-
place of the philosophie artist whoin
Akers and his companions had ehcoun-
tercd on their way  southwards to
Camelot.

*Look here, S8am, I've got an iden,”
said Ferris. “What about our putting
in here and getling this artist fellow
to come along to Anstruther’s camp
with us ! He's a beefv sort of chap, and
ought to be pretty usceful if it comes to o
serap with Larsen.”

“Yes, he ought,” said Sam. "B I
don't think be'll come, He didn't strike
me as being the ﬁghtm%‘ sort,

“*Well, we'll try  him, anyway,”
langhed Terris; amd, potting over the
tiller, he stowtd in towards the beach.

(Look out jor somcthing extraardinary
rn the wuy of sernps to next week's grip-
pieng chaplers, chuiis)
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A RAIN OF

Another Side-splitting Spasm of
" “The Skoolboy Dicktators!” by
the irrepressible young “‘orther”

DICKY NUGENT

Ting-aling-aling |

The zollum hour of mid-
nite boomed out from the
old elock tower at St
Sam’s, Pitch darkness sur-
rounded the skool, which
was bathed in  brilliant
moonlight. Mingling with
the hooting of owls, the
mornful waitling of cats and
the rawcous einging of
some Sixth Formers mak-
ing woopee, was & silence
13 of tho dead.

But gtay ! VWhat is that
={elthy footprint that echoes
cevily dewn Masters' Paa-
ridge ¥ Is it the foolprind
ufl & yewmen, or of some
feendish specter from sn
unsecn world ?

In a puich of moonlight
1he eawsa of the footprints
ruddenly appears, Spook
or yewman Y It i3 im.
possibul to eny ! All that
enan ba geem 18 A mnmater,
shapelesa, epeotral snlodge,
sbriding along with slow
nnul stately step.

1t slops—opens a door—
enicrs a room ! And two
tielse later Mr, I. Jolliwell
Tiekham, the master of the
Iourtly, felt o narled hand
closing over his  sholder,
rshaking Inm out of hiy
rlumbers |

" Urooooo | Cerraway 17
mntteredd  3Mr.  Lickham,

TERROR!

sleepily. “'Tain'trising.
h:ﬁ?] isitr™
Then he opened his
and eaught a
impse of hisa visitor-—
and at the site of thao
grim and garstly ghost at
hia bedside, ho lot ouf a
howl of horror,

L&)

“ ¥aroooooo ! Holp |
Murder ! Perlipe——"

Mr. Lickham's vellz
tailed off into muflled

gasps, as the eerie wvisitor
clapped a2 hand owver his
month. Tha Fourth Form
mazter sat up and hit out
despritly—then started
violently as he reckernised
a very familiar voice.

i WBGD:’JGEI Lickham,

011 A5 g

“ The Head ! " eride Mr.
Lickham in emazement.

“ Of corga itia ! " enorted
Doctor Birchemsll, throw-
i back hiz hood and
rubbing his injured jaw,
“%What'a the iden, Lack-
ham, biffing me like that
there ¢

“1 thought you were a
specter, mirl1' seid Mr
Lickham. * Serry and all
that ! Dut why have you
called on me at this un-
earthly hour, sic

* Becawse the time has
comwe for you to have the

sack 1 replied Doctor

COKER’S MOTOR-BIKE
USEFUL AT LAST!

Says H. SKINNER

Tellows ponssing the bi-
evele shed yesterday came
aero=a the unusual sight
uf g hefty-ooking negro,
=irronnded by o prize col-
Laetion of mnts, eerews,
brolts, bars, washers and
tools, nob to wnention sover.
ol witlle stretehes of canvaa,

Closer  inspection  re-
vealed that their first im.
pression about his colour
waa wrong. His negro ap-
pearanco was eansed by an
cuter coating of prime and
sreanse which had obliter-
.2ed hizs nataral pinle. Sl
clozer Inspection revealnd
ihat he was a well-known
snd highly respected Croy-

friary el izen—io wit,
Unlker 1 ]
“fWhat'as the iden,

Clolier ¥ 7 somevody nsked,

"Buzz off, you kids™
Toker  prunted. “T'm
L.ury 1"

*Te it a jig-sew puzzle,
old gport 7

Coker stopped work to
etare,

" Jig-sew purzle ! No!
I didn't know jig-saw puz-
zlea wore anything  like
this I

The crowd chorilod.

“T know ! " zaid Beuiff,
ag if he'd made a sudden
dizcovery, ' He's building
a toy puffer-train !

*“*You silly young eue-

kont®  roared — Coker,
* Thinle I'd waste my time
building toy  irains?
Pah ™

“Ayell, what i3 it
t!mn li 1

* Bheer off | ¥

was Coker's un-
gracious reply.
S50 owe were all
left guessing.
But wo were-
n't lelt guessing
long. A little
later we apotied
a emall paper-
covered bool: at
Uoker's foet,
and the title

Herbert

ly., 1t was
“How To Turn

'ifern&u-ﬂmith_ bed no
gave tho game oo vinetion in giviog Enwg
away complete-  away when Mr, Quelch suspacte

his chum, Red 5
had faken an imposition to the

No. 181.
o= e ﬁ
Birchemall, * Here wyou | midnite introosion, The, 8o saying, the He.
are, Lickham {” Lambs of St. Sam’s—that | tramped off down the pu..
And he handed the |sceret coclety of masters|sidge, and thoe -weerdly
Fourth Formn master a|which the IIead had |dressed Lambs of St. Sins.
larges c¢mpty sack contain- founded to ‘E-'E'I'l'lﬂ-l'iﬂﬂ the fﬂHgWﬂd hirn.
ing gever holes,  Mr. | kool into boughing to his| Bir Frederick Fungu'
Lickbam starcd at it in | orthority—wero about to | high-handed action in pul-
distonishment. atart their deadly work. ting his foot down pa
“What the merry| Nosooner had Mr. Lick- | punishmenta at St. Samls
dickens—"" ham donned the sack and |had kompelled  Dwelsr
“Put it on, my dear | pulled over hia head the | Birchemall to leave «hp
fecllaw, and don't argew od that wos attached to | classicka and adopt rLE_
the toss 1" said the Head. | it than there was a nock | tackticka. Without phel-

* The Lambas of 8t. Sam's
are just about to bemn
bizzinesa 1

“Oh!" gn’nned Mr.
Lickham., “Now I seo
du:.rli}%htn J:h

“*Honergt injuni”

gasped Doctor Birchemall.
“ Then we must pet bizey
without delay. The Lamba
of 8t. BSem’s carry out
their work under the cloak
of darkness, Hurry, Lick-
]'.IE'['I]. 1 1

" Right-ho, sir !
be a pffy 1™

Me..Lickham tumbled out
of bed end huarcedly
started to dress himself in
the secl,. He realized now
what lay behind the Head’s

Shan't

has taken his motor-bike
to pieces; and at the time
of going to press is buasily
engaced in turning it into
an acroplano |

Of course it won't Gy—
which is just as well for
Coker. DBut everyons who
has heard aboul tb saye
it's a jolty good idea all
the sane,

Now ihat his motor-hike
has become an acroplanc,
you see, we can all walk
about without that dread
of being biffed into olernity
that used to haunt us when
Colier’s spesding was done
on the ground !

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

edwing

on the door.

Y Duar brlﬂ';h!:i Lm;ﬂ.bs, I
egpapect, - Lickham,"” wis-
pered the Head. I told

them to meet ms here.
Come ! ™

And ha led the way to
the door.

Sure enuif, when they
ﬁﬂtr putside, it was to find
alf-a-duzzen others, all
wearing long sacka around
their bodies end hoods over
their heads. Nobody, look.
ing at thosgo epeetral figeors,
would have dreemed for a
moment that they were
Bt Bam’s masters—vyet
such was the case |

* Ready, brothers T "
ni:;ltte-red IDoetor Bircheme
all.

“ Ready, I, ready ™

“Then  dollew  your
leader 1 12
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tering once, he went straight

to ths Gixth Form FHL

aidge.

“ Now to teach the Sixia
a lesaon ! ™ ho said. grimly.
“They'rs all in Prefecl’
Room having high jink.
Liszen, brothera!™

The Lamhbs

Iia&aml i

From the distancs th
could hear the straina o/
a mouth-organ and t§>

banging of hevvy
“ What are

Mr, Lickham.

fa'ﬂ t'-!

you gri’
to do about it, sir 777 l

gl

Doctor Birchemas larfed

grimly.
“ A week ago,

with my birch-rod!

lifetime. When they had
finished, the Head put the
final touch to their handi.
work by leaving in each
room a printed eard which
bore this inseription :
“HAVE RESPECT

FOR ORTHORITY |

With tha Condiments of tha
LAMES OF
5T. SAM'S.”

* Perhaps that will bring
themm wup to scratch!™
remarked the Head, as he
led the Lambz away.

* Tho Fourth have been
very sawcey since the ban
on birching, sir,”" wven-
chered bir. Lickham.
“Can't we do something
gbout them 1

“Yea, rather ! chuck.
led the Head. " We'll fix
up & booby-trap for them.
Let's take stepz to do it
at once 1

And he took & pair of
steps from the kitchen and
cwrried them upstairs to
the passidge outside the
iFouith Form dormitory.

brothal| There the Lambs helped
I'd havs waded into ..

Al

that ia now forhidden, |
propoeg to eprinkie itehinp

owder
jamas ! "
“Ha, ha, hae ! "

insido theie

I'g}‘ !

“ Ripping idea, aic 1"

“"Here

vou
brothera | ™

went

Brs
on  th

leader of the Lambs, pn
joccing some sinnister-loc’; 1who was  who, 8o  the

mmg tins from the folds .«
“ Don't  stint

his sack.

vourgelves ! There's plenty

more if vou fun short 1¥ 1t

The Lamhba toole the ko
with alackrity and skippe

off with the eagorness of

a crowd of Second Fome

faprs.
?;1 five minnits they hac.
itehing -

sprinkled enuff
powdsr into the

pyiamas to lest them ¢

Boniom

Overhearing Skinner mention a
bottle of limejuice he had Jeit in
his study, Bill
Y hag ML

tempted to gulp down the cou-

Bunter fried fo
urprised, he atf-

Redwing
tf. In view ol the fact that Red-

When an old windjgmmer
fine spread of sail came to anchor
temporarily in Pegg Bay, Tom
cof classes to row out fo

with a

him to fix up a tremenjous
booby-trap kunsisting of
atl after pail filled with
iquid glue and agot,

Thera was still plenty
left for the Lambs to do.
Mr. Justizss wanted a little
eorrcctive applied to the
Filth and My, Chas. Tyzer
was anxious to teach the
Third what was what end

avenging Lambs tip-toed
round i these two dormi-
tories, sprinkling drawing-
ping on the floor and tip-
ping glue into the trowsis
of the sleeping gkkupants !

After leaving spessimens
of the Head'a cards every-
where, they wended their
way back to Masters® Pas-
gidge.

A little later the grinning
masters, tucked away once

Bunter Can Play Footer!
Declares PETER TODD

My firm opinion has al.
ways heen that deep down
in Bunter there are lots
of latent talenta lying un-
developed. This week one
of those latent talenta for
& brief minute came to the
aurface.

Lend me your ears and

et a load of this—DBTUN-
ER C4AN PLAY FOOT-
ER |

It happened at Compul.
gory DPractice. Ewervbody
seamed to be telling Bunter
to do something. %ﬁ"hatl;r:-n
kopt on asking " What are
you DOING, Fattyt™
Wingate, whowasin chargs,
repeatedly asked " Why
don’t you DO something,
Bunter 1 Ewen Mr, Las-
celles, who was doing e bit

more in their cktiva
beds, heard the results of
their midnite laboura.
Eirst came & rare old hulla-
baloo from tha Sizth Form

passidge.

“¥Yaroooooo! I'm itche
ing t ¥

*Wooocop! My py-
jamasz ! 7

Then the noise wolie up
the dormitoriea wupstaira.

In a fow minnits a regu-
lar pandemonium was rain-
ing in the Skool House ot
St. Sam’s—and it got worse
instead of better when the
fellows found the misteri-
oug messn that had bean
left behind by the Lambe
of 3. Sam's !

Without a shaddo of
doubt the Rain of Terror
had hee;un in topping etyle.

{Don't miss next week's
* eggsiting ' instalment of
this unigque serial.)

.-*_.:' S L o

of unoflicial coaching, ealled
out “ For goodnesa’ snbe,
Bunter, DO something ! "

Whether all these ex.
hortaticns to be up and
doing hypnotised Bunter
or not is a matter for con-
jecture. Whatever thesex-

lanation, Buntcr suddenly
DL something !

Jamming hig big plasses
on to his mose and rolling
up his slecves, he suddenly
charged inlo the fray.

The half.dozen players
in midfield were promptly
sent epinning in all diree-
tions—just a3 though an
clephant had barged into
the game. That left the
ball free. Bunter bagzed
it and trunedled it forward.
And then began the sen-
sational  dribbling  move-
ment that made the Grey-
friara {ooter world sit up
and take notice.

DBunter simply wouldn't
be denied. There was a
grimm, delermined expres-
gion on hia face, and his |

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

SCENE-SHIFTER
BECOMES STAR

IN

A NIGHT!

By PETER HAZELDENE

From ecene-shifter to
stage star in A ain%a
evening 1 This was the

romantiac fate of George I

Bulstrode of the Removo
last Tueaday | Here's the
red-hot story, just es I
ot it from him imme.
iately after the fall of
the curtain :

“Yes, gir, it's quite
true that until this even-
ing I was & mere scone-
shifter, But I'd always
had my dreams—dreams
of a day when I should be
bowing ta the plaudits
of an enraptured audience.

“I suppose it was
those dreams that maodo
me git up late at night
in my humble garret in
the Remove dormitory,
memorising the leading
actor's part, I had a
vague hopo that some
day, by some miraculous
means I should pet my
chance,

* To-night, sir, all my
dreams came true! Wib-
ley, who was due to play
the leading part in his
original play, * Crime at
the College,” failed to
turn up—kidnapped by
gangsters, they eay.

“1t took me all my
time to pluck up sufii-
cient courage to tell Stage
Manager Wharton that I
knew the part—but some-
how or other I did it in
the end ! VWharton
turned it over in his
mind and tried me over
with a few lines—and a
fow minates later I was
inside @& dressing-room,
changing from overalls
into stage props!

“How my  heart
thumped as I walked on
to the stage into the
blinding glare of the
footlightz ! It was all T
conld do to speak my

lines at first. But gradu.
ally I got control over
myself until in the end
was acting with all
the confidence of an
eatablished star

“ Didn't the audience
rigse to me? I had 'vm
shricking with laughter
one minute—and erving
the next minute [ ™

And the new star went
strutting back to his
dressing-room.

It would perhaps be
unfair to conclude with.
out mentioning that Bul-
gtrode’s enthusinam about
his meteorie rise to star.
dom ien't eghared by
everyoone, Asked what
he thooght sesbout the
scene-shifter's erform-
ance, Stage Manager
Wharton said he con-
sidered it too putrid for
words, Adrmittedly, Bul-
strode had made the
audience laugh and ery
in turns. ut they
lnughed where they should
have cricd, oand eried
where they should have
lauplhed.

Wibley, who turned up
in a very dishevelled
gtate just befora bed-
time, waz even moro
emphatic. Ho said thak
Bulstrode couldn't act
if his life depended on
it, and that he jolly well
wouldn't get another
chanes in the Removel!

But then Wibley wwas
rather prejudiced. Yom
gee, he'd found out that
the fellows who kid-
napped him were all
Bulstrode’s pals; and
furthermore, that the hid.
napping was carried ouk
on Buletrode’s own in-
struciions for the gule
purpese of giving Bul.

gtrode n chance to take
Wibley's part.

Ty p—— R Y A i Y S—— e — [T T T

eves were fixed on the
distant goal. Puffing along
at the speed of a steam-
roller, he punted
the ball down
the fleld and just

[Ty ¥ I

[

o L

b1 |
o G - gl .
frank Nugent had Study No, 1 {0
timself befors Harry Wharton
ame  to  Greyiriars, = They
“rowed ' at Hrat—owing
Wharton’s temper—bat soon be-

f0

- Stndy-—-and hapter of Mr, tenis ol the botile rapidly. wing was brought up by the sea :ame frm Irjends. Colonel
EP kur}l n:'” &ue!st;h’a £ 'En%tﬂ?runﬂfﬂ:?&ima” gplutters, when he found it con- and knew the Eﬂﬂfimm:’:.fﬁaﬂnﬂ congratulated hLis nep-
150 ZNV0 B sas missing, Smithy saw Snoop tained not limejuice but castor unptaigﬁ#ha Head excosed him, sew on his success a3 Form
Flying Flea ™ | Iaaving the study later—sand h’g m;l, wﬂﬁ terriiﬁn. n:il tlﬁl: Ekiinnufn. hﬂthu:h .3 t‘:ﬁ%ﬂr;’ I?]Em wq'il Fﬂﬂl hﬁntﬁ%un l&uu d‘.aﬂ'i“
o now  ¥you ' rd it as ** spealki ' who near a loke ave heon ¥, was o lorget w s Inen P

L know., Coker e t;ﬂgﬂgﬂr Hl:dwiu:l % a * gplutter ¥ of lnuggtaril & nesty ** jam ™ | b has meant to him |

-'Lfl.ii; -

—,
—

ueedd his  entire
weight on anyone

RN who etood in

[ L his path. One

e ], player after an-

. & other dropped

beofore his furious

onslaught till he

* v 2 ; had left quite a
R LYY . fik Al trail of bodies
There are very few ngises that Wan ZILung, the Chinee, com- haﬁfg_lml::ml his
Billy Bunter, with his peculiar siructed a sea giider, and a crowd Pl s e ¥ I
gift of ventriloquism, cannot imi- of Removites agcompanied him to reacned the goal-
tate. Bolsover major thought a Pegg Bay to watch him ‘“take mouth, He
terrific dog fight had suddenly off ¥ from a low clif. Wun kicked. Hazel-
broken out behind him In the Lung’y glider flew perlectly—till  (Jepe, in goal,
quad. He spun round to behold a sudden squall sent it nose-first  on0  1ofk gtand.
nothing but the grinning ** Owl** | into the sea ! Harry Wharton & ... .03 410 ball
Buooter ““ booted ** involontarily Co. ‘‘dived ™ to ¢ha rescne lods ko s
as ver ““few? al him. dragging Wun 1.1.113‘; oul, we odged autl-
The other Ielows (hlowled | buf unhurl, Quites **fakeoft”! fully in the far

| corner ef the net. Bunter
had seored his goal |

Now that it's all over,
I know the usual chorus
of eriticisrn  is being
reised.  Some eay that
the other side let him
get through for a lark;
others, that tho chaps
were so  helpless  with
langhter ihat they could.
n't ploy.

My own idea sbout i
ia that Bunter just showed
what he could do if he
triedd. The fact ia that

Bunter CAN ?ln:.r footer.
And now he has proved
that he can I'm going
to keep him up to it for
good I’

(If Petor stioks to hia

threat we're sorry for
Bunter—AND FPETER!

—EpD.)



