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ARE YOU IN OUR NEW COLLECTING SCHEME?
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This is what to do: Every week in MAGNET we are giving " Footer-Stamps ""—pictures of six different actions

on the football field. The object of this great stamp-game being to scorc as many " goals ™ as possible in time for the
first prize-giving next week, when the first 250 footballs are to be awarded.

*TU SCORE A" GOAL"™ you must collact a complete sef of six stamps (they're numbered 1 to 6) made
up of the fellowing movements : KfCK—GFF-—DRfﬁELE‘—TACKLE——HEyA DER—SHOT—GOAL.

Easy, isntit? The mere slamps you coblect the more ™ goals ™ you can score. {MNote that the ** goal " stamp by itself does
NOT count as a “goal ™ ; you must get a set of the stamps | to 6 sach ti me,)

We give ten more stamps this week. Cut them out and try to ™ score a goal,” then keep all your stamps until you get some
more in our next 1ssue.

-*.‘-H you want lo score some other quick " goals™ to swell your total, remember that ™ Footer-Siamps ™' are
also appearing in Gem " and " Madern Boy " each week.

Keep at it, pals, because the f'itllgus'f confest '.-.'ii] close next week, and we shall then ask yvou how many " goals " you have
scored.  Up to 230 of the FREE cothballs are going to be awarded then—Tfor readers scoring the highest number of ™ goals "
with ** Footer-Stamps * for the month. More footballs will be given in the next manth, and so on.

Don't send any stamps until we tell you how and where next week, when the closing date will be announced.

RULES: Up te 250 Foothalls will be awarded in the August contest to readers declaring and sending in the largest number of " goals ™ secred
with ™ i-:.:n;h.-r-ﬂta mps. | he Editor may extend ar amend the prize list in cose of too many ties,

Esch “goal *' must consist of a act o Footer-Stampa " Mes. | 1e 6, inclusive. Al elaims for prizes to be made on the proper coupen o be

given later.} Mo allowance made for any coupen or stamps mutilated or lost or d:!aﬁed in the post or stherwise, Mo correapordenic ! No one
conpected with this paper may enler, and the Editor’s Jecisnion witl be hnzl and iuzﬂgﬁbmqu throaphaut,
1

{N.B.—" Fooler-Stamp lao be cellected fram the followi : GEM, MODERN BOY, BOY'S CINEMA, LETECTIVE
WEEELY, TRIUMPH, WILD WEST WEEKLY, THRILLER, SPORTS BUDGET, and CHAMPION )

OVERSEAS READERS ! l:!'nu pals who are far awav—vou're in this great scheme also, snd special awards will ke
given for the hest " seares “from overseas renders.  There will be a specinl closing date for you ns well, of course |
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MYSTERIOUS DISAPPEARANCE OF SCHOOLBOY MILLIONAIRE ! In a dungeon beneath the
ruins of an old femple on Kalua Island in the far-distani Southern Seas, the exisience of which
is not suspected by his schoolfellows, is Lord Mauleverer, the schoolboy millionaire, a prisoner

in the hands of a ruthless enemy !
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my lord ! ** he said, with a sneering, sardoni¢ grin,
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The heacheomber set the lantern down, and stood looking at Lord Mauleverer. ** You’ve come fo,

* Twice I should have got away with you

If I"d knocked you senseless—and twice I lost you ! This {ime I made sure ol you! "

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bump For Bunter!

UMP !
B Billy Bunter velled.
Harry Wharton & Co, staved.

It was quite startling.

The chums of the Greyfriars Remove
bad had some surprises since they had
arrived at the island of Kalua-alua-
lalua, in the Souih Seaa ]}ut they had
never been quite so surprised as now.

It was sunset-on Kaluna., The junicrs
had just come up from the beach, The
deep, wide verandas in front of the
manager's bungalow was cool and
dusky after the red glare of the sunzet.

Billy Bunter, az he rolled in, gave
one blink round through his big spec-
tacles, and headed for the neavest chair,
Bunter had walked more than a hun-
dred vards, so he was, naturvally, tirved.

Bunter plumped down.

Then the surprising thing happened.

Mr. McTab, the manager of Kalua,
was in the veranda, sitting in the shade,
And as Bunter plumped into the deep
cane <hair, Mr, McTab reached hLur-
riedly towards it, grasped its’back, and
jerked it backwards, out of Bunter's
reach.

Bunter sat down, just missing the
chaiv |

Naturally, he sat down on the wooden
planks of the veranda. Fle sat with a
terrific buomp. The veranda was guiie
strongly built, but it fairly shook under
the shock.

Bunter sat and velled.

The Famons Five, and Lord ;t'Iaule-
verer, regarded DMy McTab in the
grealest astonishmerit.

The Beoteh gentleman whe managed
Lord Manleverer's island was guite a
grave and serious gentlerman. Nobody
would ever,have suspected him of play-
ing practical jokes, especially such an
absolutely idistic joke as pulling & chair
away when a fellow was gowng (o sk
down on 1.

But thiat was what he had done!
B Y
Full - of - Thrills Schoolboy
Heliday-Adventure Yarn,
featuring the World-Famous;
HARRY WHARTON & CO.,

the Cheery Chums of
GREYFRIARS.

“0h, begad !" ejaculated Lord Maule-
verer, gazing blankly ab hiz manager.

The Famous Five slaved, hardly be-
lieving their eyes. It was reallv amag-
ing, and made them suspect that Me.

BIcTab must have been along to the
Planters' Club and taken one “wee
drappie ™ too many with his [rienda
theve,

“Oh ! roared Buntee. “Ow! Wow!

I say, you fellows——  Oh .criker!
Oooooh 1

Bunter seemed hurt.

“Well, my only hat!"” ejaculated Hoh

Cherry.

“What the dickens!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton.

“Beast!” roaved Bunier. Bl sit-
ling on the palmwood planks, the fat
Ol of the Remove glared up at M
WeTab, his very spectacles gleaming
with indignant furv, *“DBeast! Wharrer

vou up to, you silly old ass?”
“Shut  up, Bunter!” said Frank
MNugeni haslily. 3
“Shan't1” roared Bunter, “Ow, I'm

hurt, you fathead! That slly old
gepger—'*

“ Quict, fathead!” hissed Jobhnny
Bull.

Mr. McTab's aclion was surprising.
startling, amazing. It seemed really
unaceountable, Still, & middle-aged
Scoteh ntleman could not be called
a silly old ass and & silly old geezey.

But Billy Bunter was enraged. It
had to be admitted that Bunter had
cause for complaint. He was the fellow
to complain, with or withont cause, but
he had, undoubtedly, cause this fime.
He had banged on the planks with a
terrific bang. He had had & fearful
jolt. He saw no reasen whatever for
not telling Mr. McTab what he thoughs
of him.

“You silly old _goat!” he roared.
Tue Macxer Lippapy.—No. 1,582,
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“Ay sateemed PBunter!” gasped
Hurree Jamszet Ram Singh.

“¥ou potty old chump!” roared

Bunter. *Larking with a fellow at your
time of lifel You blithering® old
dunderhead | i

Mr, MeTab  stepped towavrds Rilly
Bunter.  Whether he deserved these
eptthets or not, he did not seem to like
them, He stooped and took a fat ear
between & finger and thumb that seemed
to Bunter like a steel vice,

“Yarooh ! roared DBunter.
my ear, you beast 1*

‘Ye must learn respect for your
elders, laddie I said Mr. McTab; and
by way of instruction he gave the fak
car a terrific twist which eclicited a
frantic yell from the unfortimate Owl
of the Bemove. That vell woke the
ochoes of the bungalow, the beach, and
the bush,

" ¥oooo-hooop I

Releasing the fat ear, Mr., McTab
stepped back, Bunter rubbed the fat
2ar, and velled and yelled.

“I'm vairy sorry,” went on AMr. Jle-
Tab, “that ye had o foll, but there was
no other way to stop ye in time from
sitting in the chair. Why didn't ye look
in the chair before ye salbi”

“Ow! DBeast!. Owl”

“Oh!"” exclaimed Harry Wharten.
Mr. McTab's question revealed the
CAUse his apparently unaccountable
action. There wos something in that
chair into which Billy Bunter had heen
plumping when it was jerked away.

Bunter had not seen it, whatever it
was, For one thing, it was dusky in
the veranda, after the glare of the sun;
for another thing, the fat Owl was

i LEEE'D

short-sighted, Moreover, he had not
even thought of locking into the
madeira chair before he sat down. He

was in & burey to sib down, Bunter was
never in & hurry to get up, but he was
ﬂznerally in great haste to =it down.
@ had bad & narrow escape from
sitting with a heavy plump on whatever

1t was in that chair.
Bob

“But
Cherry.

The juniors stepped towards the
madoira cheir and loocked into it. Then
they saw what it contained—a green-
and-blue parrot, with a red neck, was
squatting there.

The juniors had seen that parrot
before. It belonged to Bomoo, the head
houseboy in the manager's bungalow.
Once or twice they had tried to tempt
it, with lumps of sugar, to talk, But
its conversational powers were limnited
to an unmelodious squawking.

“Oh, my hat '’ said Bob., “If Bunier
had plumped down on that poor old
bird, he would have turned it into a
pancake [*

“Owi*” roared Bunter. “Look here,
Mauly, f you think 1I'm geing 1o be
treated lika this—"

“There's a parrot sittin® in the chair,
old bean!™ gasped Lord Mauleverer.
“You'd have sat on it if My, McTab
hadn’t pulled it back in time.2

“Blow tha parrvot!"™ roarced Bunter.
“Bless the parrot! Think I'm going
to bang down like a ton of coke because
of & beastly parrot? Owl™”

“¥ou'd have squashed the parrot, old
fat bean——"

“Bothrr the parrot!” howled Bunter.
“What would it matter if it was
squashed ! ‘There's Plenty more on the
island, ain't there?’

“0Oh, gad] The parrot wouldn't bave
liked it, you know!"

“Ow!l Wow! Bumping a tellow on
the Hoor because of o putnid parcot |™

Tre Maicwer LIERaRY.—No. 1,582,
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“As if it would have
"Tain't as if I

howled Bunter.
hurt the parrot, too!

was & heavy chap! As if my weight
would have hurt it1”
“Oh gad ™

“Ha, ha, hal®

The juniors yelled, Even Mr. Me-
Tab's sericus face relaxed into a grin.

EBilly DBunter's weight, according to
himself, was nine stones; .according to
other fellows in the Greyfriars Remove
it was nine hundred stone. Probably
the truth was somewhere between the
two extremes |

Anvhow, - there was no doubt that
Bomoo’s parrot had had s fearfully
narrow escape | Bunter's weight, what-
ever it was, plumping down on that
haplezs bird, would have caused it 1o
“go Bnish,” a3 Bemaoo would have ex-
pressed i, * close up 17

“Blessed if I see anything te cackle
at [” hooted Bunter. “I'm not going
to stand this, Mauly [ You beg a fellow
to come with you to your rotten island
for the holidays, and this is how you

treat him, I'd jolly well take the
sbeamer home if—if there was a
steainer! Look here——*

“You look here, you fat ass,” said
Johnny Bull, “you'd have squashed that
bird if you'd squatied on it, and Me
MoTalb only saved it in time. You
ought to be jolly glad!”

“Tha gladfulnesa mtght to be terrific,
my esteemed Bunter,” prinned Hurree
Jamset Bam Singh.

“* Beast [ ;

"Cheer up, old wmwen! We're just
going to have tea,” said Bob.

“¥Yah!"

Bunter heaved himself to hiz feet. He

va the manager of Kalua a devasiat-
ing blink through his speciacles. Ke
.?r!ured round at the grinning juniors.

hey all sympathised with the fat Owl
on account of that heavy bump, but
evidently they considered that NMr. Me-
Tabh had done the right thing in saving
ithat parrot's life! T¢ was just like
the beasts, of course—as if a mouldy old
parrot mattered In comparison -with
Williem George Bunter.

Even the arrival of Bomoo and the
other houseboys with tea did not cause
Billy Bunter’s fat, frowning brow to
relax. He had been bumped—and his
fat ear had been twisted! He was
going to pay that Beotch beasgt ount
SOTNENGW.

Almost far the first time® in history
Billy Bunter did not devote his whole
and =ole attention to the foodstuffs!
Like Timotheous of old, he meditated
revenge—and the Greyfriars ventrilo-
guist had his ewn way of petting back
on the obiect of his dire wrath,

ey

THE SECOND CHAFTER.
A Wonderful Parrot]

QUAWK!

That was the parrot’s first
remark. It was, in fact, the
only remark that Bomoo's parrot

could make, and he made it to indicats
that he would like a chunk of sugar.
The parrot was perched on the veranda
rail now, :

Billy Bunter gave a fat little congh,
la gave it unheeded. The Famous
Five were disecussing with Mr. MeTab
a trip that was planned for the morrow
—into tho bush on Kalua.

Tar awny from the beach, in the heart
of tho densze bush, they had learned
that there werps relics of the ancient
inhabitants of Kalua—stranga old idols
carved in rock, buried for centuries in
the bush. Naturelly, the juniors were

very keen to zee these relicz of ancient
days, mand they were listening to the
manager’s deseription with keen atten-
tion.

Bobh Chervy, howaver, heeded the
Egrmt’q. squawk, and presented the old
ird with a chunk sugar—much to
Polly's satisfaction. The juniors called
that parrot “Polly *—Bomoo's native
nama for it had at least seven syllables.

“Thanks ! said ths parrot, when
Bob handed over the sugar.

Bob Cherry fairly jumped.

A dozen times, at least, he had tried
to persuade Bomoo's parrot to talk.
He had never soceceded once. Now it
not only talked, but made quite an
appropriats remark.

Bob’s attention being at the moment
fixed on the parrot, he did not think of
Bunter. Tt did not cetnr to him that
that remark cume from the Greyfriars
ventrilognist, i

Bunter conld do these thinga! Tf he
could do nothing else, he could do
ventriloguism.

“Well, my hat!” exclaimed the
astonished Bob., " Did you fellows hear
that?"

“Whach 77 asked Johnny Bull, locking
round.

*That jolly old rfﬁi'ml: can speak,
after all!” exclaimed Bob. *He's just
spoken to me, when I gave him the
augar I

Was it the parrot said °Thank '™
asked Harry, _

“¥es, asz plain as anything ¥

Billy Bunter grinm:d over his seventh
cake. But the juniors wero not looking
at Bunter; they were all looking at the
parrot, which had spoken for the first

time., |
The parmg, perched on the veranda
rail, disposed of the sugar, and sat

hlin}kirig golemnly with its round eyes.

“Aly gudeness!” said Mr, McTab.
“Tve never heard that parrot speakl
Are ye sure, Cherry "

“Yes,, ra er; it was quite plain®
answered Bob. “'¥ou told us this parrot
couldn’t talk, Bomoo !*

“No talk, sar!” answered the house-
bcn{ “That feller parrot no talk, mouth
belong ham, sar.”

“Well, I've just heard him!” said
Bob. “Go it, Polly I he added en-
couragingly. “Say something more |*

“Bonething more ¥ said the parror
HOh crumbs !

“ (ireat pip [t

The juniorz all jumped up
attention to that wonderful
Mr. McTab joined them. Only Billy
Bunter remained sitting at the tea-
table—his face irradiated by a wide
grin. Bemoco, greatly  astonished,
blinked at his parrot.

“Ale no zavvy [” he exelaimed. * Mo
no hear that feller parrot talk, ear
belong me, sar, any time before., Me
no tinkes he talkee”

“You no tinkes any time, you fool
nigger ¥ came ' from the parrvot. * Brain
i}e%t}ng you no walk about.”

Bomoo almost staggered. His eyes

ogpled from his brown face at the
ﬁir on the veranda rail.

“Him talk !™ he %fisped', “Him talk
plenty top much! Ae no savvy what
name that feller parrot talk!™

“1 canna make this out!” said ﬁr._
M¢Tab, gazing at the parrot. “The
bird's never spoken before. Now it's
not only speaking, but making guite
sensible remarks '

“More than you can do, you snuffy
old Beotsman!” said the parrot.

Mr. MceTab jumped.

“Did yo hear that?” be gasped.

“By gad, that's some parrot!” said
Lord Mauleverer, in wonder. "Now

to give
parrot.



it'e learned to speal, it had better learn
manners, too!*

“Learn manners yourself,
boobhy [ came from the parro:

“0Oh gad!” gasped Mauly,

Squawk! ecame from the parrot.
This was the first genuine remark
that came from the wonderful bird, an
it meant that he wanted another chunk
of sugar,

“Polly want suzrar?” ashed Bab.

“Yes, you ass! QGet & move on!"
said the parrot; or, at all events,
seemed to sav. “DMake vourself useful 1
Yuu?ﬁlﬂn’t fancy vou're orpamental, do
vou ?

“Oh  crikes I
CVarcorme,

He had heard parrots talk before
this, but he had never heard a parrot
talk like Bomoo's parrot. This was
something quite new in pavrot conver-
satromn.

“Pally wants sugar!” went on the
voice from the solemn-loaking bird on
the rail. “Don’t let old McTab seo vou
pinching the sugar! Hea's mean with
the sugar—mean as they make 'em|
Scotch, you know ™

Mr. MeTab's face became purpla.

“My gudeness I” he gaspadl.)

“Shut up, McTab!™ said the parrot.
“What you want, vou old Scots fossil,
is another taste of Bannockburn [

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob.

Billy Bunier grinned over his eighth
eake!l The Grevirinrs ventriloquist con-
gidercd this quite a shrewd Lnock at
Anguz MeTab—like mentioning Water-
loo to & Frenchman! Billy Bunter had
had the battle of Bannockburn in the
history eclass at Greviviars. Unfortun-
ately, the fat wventriloguist's memeory
was not so good as his ventriloguism |

Bannockburn, as My, MeTab and
every other Beotsman in the wide world

vou

gasped Bob, almost

conld have told him, was a Scottish
victory.! Bunter forgot that part!
"My gudeness!” said Mr. MeTab, in

dizey astonishment, “I'm asking ye
how that bird on Kalua ever hearrrd
of the battle of Bannockburn, I'm

thinhing that I'm dreaming this!”
“You're drunk!” said the parvot,
“"You push back at the

100 marﬁf‘
Planters’ Club, you dis
Scotsman !’

“Rlercy save us!” gosped Alr, Me-
Tab. “The bird must be bLewitched!
Who ever hearrrd a parvot talk like that
before £V

“Aa no savvve 1™ stuttered Bomoo.
"Ale no savvy too much aliogether.
Tinkee gitoo siop along that parrot
belong me ™

“Don’t be a silly nigger [ said the
parrof.

Bomoo's eves almost rolled out of his
head in his amazement.

“Well, this takes the cake!™ said
Harry Wharton Llanklv., “Blessed if I
make this cut!”

“It’s vairy odd,” said Mr. MeTab.
“It's vairy odd indeed! I dow't under-
stand 1t !

“You don't understand ang.-t'lziug. Vol
aold goat!" said the parrot. *How
coild you, with a brain like yours?®

“My [fuﬂen['ss I* gasped Mr. MeTab.
“*You feller Bommoo, you take that feller
parrobt away from this place!™

*Yessar I* gurgled Bomoo.

“Yes, let's go!” ecame from the
parrot. “I'm fed np with that snuffy
old Hcots fossil! here did you get
that face, McTab? Do vou call it a
face? Looks like a gas-mask to me |¥

“Take it gway 1” gasped Mr. MoTab.

Bomoo cluiched the parrot from the
rall and wallked it off across the veranda
to e doorway.

The wvoice Hoated back from the

parrot as it went:
“Yah! Snuffy old Scotsmani

reputable old
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saw you counting the lumps of sugar!
Sonuffy old—yaroooooooh '

The Greyiriars venirilogquist broke off
with a loud yell,

Bob Cherry had tumbled to it sud-
denly. The remarks from that parrot
were altogether (oo remarkable—and
Bob, eatehing the grin on Billy Bunter's
fat face, guessed!

And as be realised that Bunter was
making the parrot the veliicle for
Elmls;n Mr. McTab, he stepped to-
wards the table and jammed tho biggest
foot in the Greytriars Rewnove on
Bunter's.

Bunter roared,

The parrot disappeared with Bomoo,
without making any mnore remarks!
Billy Bunter was making the remarks
now 1n his own natural veice; and his
remarks were:

“Yow-ow-ow! Beast!
You've sgquashed my tut-tuttoe! O,
wow [M.

“What the dickens—" exclaimed
Harry Wharton, Then he, too, caught

Yow-ow.ow !

on suddenly. * Bunter, you fat villain,
you—

“Owl DMy {ub-iuttoel Wow!”
roared Bunter.

Mr, McTaly stood with quite a dizzy
expression ¢f amazement on his face.
Unaware that there was a fat venirifo-
quist on the spot, he was simply
astounded by those insulting remarks
from Bomoo's parret.

But the Famous Five were na longer
surprised, and they gave the fat Owl
warning glares, There was up more
ventrileguism ! Billy Bunter was too
usy nursing his toe to bother about
ventriloguism !

— e w—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Wormy Turns !

1 opoo ™
Popoo, the Touga boy, did
not heed hiz master’s voice.

With every pessing day that
Tonga boy, whom Billy Bunter had
taken into his service, and whom he
deseribed as his “faithful nigger,” had
grown more and more regardlezs of the
fat squeal of his far white master.

P:?hnpﬂ Popoo considered that, after
two or threg weeks, it was high time
that wages were featured in the pro-
granune. No wages had beon, as vet,
fortheoming.

Bunter was always readv to give his
faithful nigzer a spot of lawyer-cane to
bring him up in the way he should go,
but there had not, so far, been the
smallest spot of cash.

“Popoo i” roared Buuter,
veranda

Popoo still turned a deaf ear—in fact,
twol

Popoo was busy !
life!] Mis brown, taticoed face was
glowing with happy  =abisfaction.
Wanakas' faces were generally cheerful,
but Popoo’s at that moment, simply
beamed. Rea! happiness had cowme
Fopoo's way.

Hae wai scated under a palin, below
the veranda. On his bare brown knees
was a clock. Popoo had earned a pound
by handling eargo for Blr. McTab. That

und he had expended at Joshua

ack's store on Kalua, He had spent
it on a “tick-tock.”

Any ticlk-tock would have been a
souirea of delight to Popoo. He conld
not have told the time by it, having not
the remotest notion of the meaning of
the figures on the dial, or the motion of
the hands, PBut he had only to put it
to a brown ear, to hear it ticking ! It
otilly needed winding onee a day, to keep

from- the

He was enjoving

3

up that delightful for

twenty-four hours

And that was not allt This was no
comaiion tick-tock ! Plenty of Kanakas
had tick-locks that would go on ticking
delightfully. But Popoo's clock was
able to produes sounds over and sbove.

l;]j.'. winding it in another place, and
pushing & Littla pointer,. Popoo could
make it go off, any minute, with a loud
buzzing gound |

It was, in fact, an alarm clock. Popoo
hed no use for an alarm clock, es such !
He did not need to be awakened in tha
morning. But he liked to et the alatm
going and listen to it till it ran down '

It was not & melodious sound! Bur
to Popoo's brown ears it was like unto
the music of the spheres,
~Apain and agoin, hundreds of times
in fact, Popoo wound the alarm, set it
going, and listened to it buzzing with
beatific satisfaction on his simple brown
face. Occasionally, by way of variety.
ha lifted the clock to his ear, and
listened to the ticking !

Popoe had been thus engaged for a
happy hour when Billy Bunter squenked
down to him over the rail, He was not
tired of his new toy vet, He was pre-
pared to go on for hours and hours—
enjoying life to the full! The sum of
human happiness was, at that montent,
in Popoo's brown hands. He was not
likely to heed his fat master’s squeak at
that inoment |

“Popoo " roared Bunler, in great
wrath,

The otller fellows had gone out, after
tea, for & run on the lagoon in the whale-
boat. Bunter had been left still paclk:
ing away ‘j:-rm"nsmns, Now, however,
he was loaded up to the limsoll line,
and a little beyond: and he was going
out in a canoce with lius faithful mgges.

At least, that was his intention. But
never had that faithful nigger been so
unfaithful.

Popoo did not even look round. With
bent fuzzy head, he listened to the
merry buzz of the alarm clock, and
passed by his fat master’s squeak like
the idle wind which he regavded not,

Billy Bunter glared down at him. Then
he looked round for a missile. Bomoo
and the other hanse-boys were clearing
away the remnants of tea. But a dish
of cranges remained. Bunter elutehed

performance

up an orange in a fat hand, and
returned to the ratl.

“ Popoo ™ he roared.

Buzz! went the alarm clock: and

Popoo remained enwrapped in the same.

Bunier took aim!

He took deadly aim at Popoo's head !

The grange whizzed! As Popoo was
more than a dozen feet away, it was
rather good for Bunter to miss his head
by less ithan & yard.

Crash |

Missing Popoo, the orange crashed on
the alarm clock, and knocked it out of
the Tonga boy's hands.

It dropped on the earth, and its
rancous buzzing ceased.

From Popoo came & loud howl of
woe and lamentation,

“Feller tick-tock '™ ho gasped.

He pounced on the cloek, and grabhed
it up. He jammed it to a brown sar’
To. his jor and relief, it still ticked!
But the alarm-bhnzs hné conzed | Bome-
thing seemed to be ont of order in that
d#.:?ariment,
 "Popoo ™ velled Bunter. “You hear
rie, catr belong you?! You go along
guay, got canoe ready along this feller
white master.”

If Popoo had not heeded before, he
was less lilkely than ever to heed now.
He was shaking the 'elock in the hope
of re-starting the alarm after the inter-
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vall All his altention was concen-
trated on the damaged tick-tock |

Billy Bunter breathed wrath.

This was the sort of thing that no
white master could stand—especially a
haughty and sristocratic white master
like William George Bunter |

He glared round him for his lawyer-
cane, grabbed it up, and rolled down
the steps from the veranda. His little
round .eyes glittered behind his big
round spectaclesi The faithless nigger
was for 1 nowl

Buzzzz |

Shaking the clock worked the oracle !
The bursz re-started! FPopos's brown
face heamed once mora: and he did not
even see his angry white master bear-
ing down on bim with the lawyer-cane.

Hwipe | .

The swipe of the lawyer-cane on hbis
bara brown shoulders apprized him of
Bunter's arrival, i !

Bunter put his beef into that swipel
It was time, Bunter considered, for
‘severe measures., Bunter was not going
to b checked by a nigger | Not Bunter |
The lawyer-cane rang likd a pistol shob
az it landed. ,

Popoo bounded clear of the earth with
8 frantic howl. Omunce more the alarm
clock went to the ground.

“There " gasped Bunter, * Now—"

“¥ou .plenty bad feller too much |
yselled Popoo. “What name you kll
this ‘feller . Popoo al-unef' lawyer-cane ?
What name you kill feller tick-tock
belong 1ne #¥

Jwipe |

Popoo xelled aggin, as the second
swipe landed on & brown shoulder.

The next moment the unexpected
happened.

Fopoo had grown meore and more of
a faithless nigger every day, but never,
until' mow, had he ventured to lift &
hand against his exacting white master.
But the damnﬁe to his precious tick-
tock put the lid on.

He made a jump at Bunter, grobbed
the lawyev-cane, and whizzed it away.
Then, with & swing of his powerful
brown arm he sat Bunter down on the
earth, with a heavy bump.

“Uovooooooe I gasped Bunigr.

He blinked ﬂiltl'lf' at Popoo over the
spectacles that had slid down his fat
i:_'_c*l;liz:I nase. o -

“Urrerpe & gurgled.

The w-ufm had turnm:f t
Popoo glared at the gasping fat Owl |
# qu bad feller altopether too much I
he roared. “You make feller orange
stop along clock belong me! Me makee
feller orange stop along neck belong
you, my word.”

Popoo grabbed up the orange that
Bunter had hurled. With his leit hand,
he gripped Bunter's collar. With his
right, he erammed the crango down the
back of Bunter’s fat neck, squeezing it
as he crammed it

“Prrrrgeh I gurgled Bunter, as the
orange burst down his back, and the
juice trickled. " Gurrggh! You cheeky
black beast—yurrregghl™

Popoo preked up his tiek-foek, and
geattied out of the garden—a hittlo
slarmed, perhaps, at what he had done.
It was no light matter for a Keanaka to
handle a “feller white master —even
if e asked for it.

* Grooogh ! gasped Bunter, wriggling
as the orange squeezed horribly down
his back. '*%Jrrgghl Why, the cheeky
beast—I’ll whop him—1']
1'Nl— Gurrrrrrrggh [”

The fat Owl tottered to his fect. That
rich, ripe orange, down hiz back, fclt
abaolutely horrible,

Ha did not pursue Popoo, to ad-
minister the swiping that faithless
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nigger =o richly deserved. He was no
longer thinking of & tri? in a canca on
the lagoon. Ho headed for the veranda,
and lis room—and a change and a wash'|
With orange juice squeerzed all over
him, he needed it. Washing was mnot
mugi’r. in Billy Bunter’s line—but even
Bunter realised that he wanted a wash
RO,

Popoo, at a safe distance on the beach,
sat_down in the shade of a coral roek,
and resumed operations on the tick-tock;

The slarm wus a little out of order—
but, to his joy and relief, it buzzed. It
buzsed rather jerkily, and seemed a little
uncertain whether to go on buzzing or
not, Still, it buzzed; and Popoo, hap!:_%
once maore, listened to the delightiu
eound, and forgot all about his exasper-
ated white master.

o

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
To Go Or Not To Go!

i ENTART at six[” =aid Bob Cherry,
when the Greyfiriavs fellows
wera going to their rooms in the
manager's bungalow that night,

“ At what?” yapped Billy Bunter.

“Bix1”

William George Bunter stopped, and
fixed his eyes and his spectacles on Bob
Cherry, with a withering glare,

“Did you say six 1" he gasped,

o Erlw.g, gix 1" said Bob., *“1I'll give
vou & call at half-past five, old faf
bean™

“¥You ¢all me at half-past Bve,” said
Billy Bunter, in tones of concentrated
indignation, “and I'll jolly well heave
a chair at your headl Bee?" ;

“Please yourself,” =aid, Bob cheerily.
“If you don't want to come, old fat
man, sll serene. You fellows think we
could survive & day without Bunter?”

#*The surviveFulness would be terrifie.”

“I say, vou fellows, I'in coming, of
course! I you think you're going to
leave me out, you're jolly well mistaken.
But I'm not getting up at hali—;&azt
five; I'm nob stacting at six! Make
it eleven '

“Make it any time you like, old fat
man,” said Harry Wharton. “We're
starting at six] You start at sixtcen,
if vou like™

“If you think you're going lo lcave

me behind——"

“Well, look here—if Bunter doesn’t
want to start at six in the morning, we
might make it a bit later,” said Bob
Cherey thoughtiully.

“ Bosh 1" said Frank Nugent. “ We've

t & long way to go, Bob, and it will
Eg slow work in the bush. And it gets
fearfully hot towards midday.
pose yvou've noticed that”

“Yes: bup—"

“The esteemed MceTab will be ready
at six,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
“We cannot keep the absuwrd AMclab
waiting, Bob.”

“No; but——"

“Wall, then, start at six, as we've
arrapged I grunted Johnuny Bull,

“¥aas, I really think we ought to
start at six, old chap, after arran ins
it with Mr. McTab,” murmured Lor
Maunleverer.

“But if Bunter doesn’t want to start
w0 early, wa nnﬁht- make it a trifle
later,” urged Bo

“T should jolly well think s20l” ex-

claimed Billy Bupier. “1I can icll you,
guite pleinly, that I'm not starting at

2 pax

I sup-

“Maka it & bit later, just to please
Bunter,” urged Bob. " Ain't Bunter the
most important chap in the party?

‘Bunter.

Ain't he the only weally important
chap? Docs anybody or anything®else
really metter? Have s little scnse, you
know! Ain't it Bunter first, and every-
body and everything else ngwhere®”

Billy Bunter blinked vrather sus-
piciously at Bob Cherry.,  Bob was
stating the facts, from g!umur’a point
of view. But it was rather unusual for
othier fellows to see the facts as Bunter
saw them. ' ‘

“ What are you getting at, you asa?”

asked Johuny Dull, "1 tell you we're
starfing at six ¥ ; ’
“And I tell you that we've going to

make it a hit later, if Bunter makes

a point of it,”" said Bob, fixmly. Do

you, Bunter?* .
“¥es, rather " said Bunier émphatie-

ally.

“That doesz it,” said Bob. “We can

alter the time fo please Bunter. We'll
mal-.:l; -hit six}:une."

- a-a-t i

“One minuta past six,” <aid Bob

affably. “Mr. McTab won't mind watl
ing one minute—he's a panent man,
really. And we can manage it! Six-
one, Bunter |- That sit you all right?”
“Hg, ha, hal” welled the juniors,
quite entertained by the fat Owl's face.
“ ¥ou—you—you silly idiet[” yelled
Bunter. * You—you funny ass! You
blithering fathead! You chump !

Bob's . concession  did mnot seem  to
satisly Bunter. i
“Well, that's the best we can do,
raid Bob. “0Ope minute past aix,
You'll have time for at least

one extra snorsl”

“ Beast 1"

“Now, do you want to be called or
nob ™

“No, you beast I howled Bunler, “I1f
vou want me- to come, you'll have to
make it later | What about teni”

“ Nothing about ten,” gald Bob., "“We
shall be doing the jolly old idols in the
Lbush Lefore ten. Bix-one——"

“Well, look here—half-past nine!”
said Bunter, with the air of a fellow
making a big concession.

“ Bow-wow I

“MNow, understand this,” said Bunier
—“1 won't come earlicr than half-past
nine—that's settled! If you go carviier
r];i:m that, you go without me, that's
a !Jl!

*Unsay those cruel wordsi”
Bob Cherry.

“Hao, ha, ha

“Yah ¥

Billy Bunter volled along the verande
to his room. The other fellows, grin-
ning, went off to bed.

1t was necessary to start in the cool
of the early morning for a long and
arduous trip in the bush. Heally, the
party eould not be expected io tou
through the bush under the blazing heat
of a tropic sun becanze Billy Bunter
did not like early rising. :
Such copsiderations made no differs
ence to Buntor. In term-time at Grey-
frinrs he had to turn out early. In
holiday-time he didn't have to—and he
jolly well wasn't going to, either.
Billy Bunter was quite detcrmined on
that as he rolled into his room. But
seeond thoughis—proverbially the best—
supervencd., Iustead of turning-in im-
medistely, the fat junior sat on the edge
of his bed, to think it out. :
Those beasts, of covrse, onught to waik
till Bunter was ready. But would they?
Bunter felt that they wouldn't r
It would gerve them right to let them
off alone, and deprive them ef the
hencfit and advantage of his company
during the day. On the other hand,
Bunter did not want to be left behind,
He did not want to spend s long

gasped

EJ‘J



* Yooooo-hooooop ! ** wailed Bunter, rubbing his injuries.

“ I’'m vairy sorry that ye had a fall,’” said Mr, McTab, ** but thers was no other way to stop ye Irom siuin_é in the chair,”
““ Oh, my hat | * said Bob Cherry. ** If Bunter had plumped
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down on that poor old parrot, he would have turned it into A pancake | *

dar all by himself, while evershody else
was off on an exenrsion.

All the more, he did not want to
stay behind because he had s turking
suspicion that it wounld add te the
general satisfaction if he did!

He was going |

But if he went, he had to go early.
Much against the grain, Billy Bunter
made up his fat mind to that

Which meant another difficulty, for
he had told the other fellows, most
emphatically, not Lo call him. If he was
not called, he was not hikely o wake.
Only too well the fat Ow] of the Re-
move was aware of that, Once his eves
had closed in balmy slumber they were
not lilkely to open again till nine in the
worning, at least. By which time the
(ireyfriars party would be miles ou their
way into the interior of Kalua.

“Beasts 1" breathed Bunter.

He war not poing to tell the beasts
that he had chang‘eﬁ his mind, and ask
them to call him, after all—thot was
heneatl a fellow's dignity, But he was
going to turn out on time—and it would
ba & consolation to turn up just when
the awfnl cotters were thinking thad
they were going to start without him !

What he wanted was an alarm-clock,
to wake him at o guavter to six! That
was easv enough. Bunter had ne alarn-
clock, but his faithinl nmigeger had one!

NDunter rolled out ngain.

The rooms occupied by the Greyiriars
follows all opened on the veranda, which
rati the length of the bungalow, with
latticed doors for ventilation.

The other fellows had all pone into
their rooms, and the veranda was silens
gnd doserted.

Bunter tolled along to the end, where
it turned the cormer of the building.
Pound that corner, Popoo had his sleep-
ing guarters—hiz guarters consizling
wholly of a tapa sleeping-mat.

At bed-time Popoo laid down the
sleaping-mat on the planks, laid him-
self upon it, and went to sleep! That
was all thatfthae Tonga boy needed in
the way of accommaodation.

It was deeply duzslky in the weranda,
and Bunler, though he knew that Popoo
was there, did not see him 4ll he
stumbled on him,

“Oooli I came & gasp from Popoo, as
he awokened.

He sat up on his moet and blinked at
Bunter.

He prepared to jump for it, his Aret
impreszsion being that his fat white
master had come along to carery on with
that interrupted whopping.  But that
wias not Bunter's intention.

“Where's that alavm-clock, Popoo®”
he vapped. .
“WNo savvy  alarmeclock, sar,” an-

swered Popoo.

“You silly nigger! I want lo borrow
vour alarm-clock!” snapped Bunter
irritably. “Me wantee borrow tick-tock
helong vou ! he added, pulling 1t 1n
the “beche-de-mer ™ language eof tha
Pacific. )

Popoo cluiched hiz alarm-clock, That
precious treasure loy on his sleeping-
mat beside him.

“0Oh, sar, me wantee tick-tock!” he
gaid, “This feller Popoo  wantee
keepee tick-tock belong him, Me likee
that fellar tick-lock too much, sar™

“You silly black chump, I only want

it. for tonight!” grusted Bunter.
“Think I want to keep your cotten
clock, wou idiot? You takee back

feller tick-tock along morning he come.™

* Yessar 1" mumbled Popoo, unwill-
ingly but chediently,
Reluctantly he handed over the

treasure, and Dille Bunier rolled away
with it.
In his

room again, Billy Bunter

grinned as he set the alarm on for a
gquarter to sIX.

Thosa heasts, of course, would think
he wasn't going! They would be jollyv
lad not to call him, and to clear oif
eavinng him in bed. That Scots beast
would be glad, ten: for Mr. Digab,
for some reason unlnown to the fag
Owl, did not like Bunter| It would be
disaigreeable to turn out early—but it
wonld be very agreeable, on the other
hand, to watch their faces when he did

Agurn out!

Wherefore did Billy Bunter grin
cheerily as he put the alarm clock at
his bed-head and turned in.

A minute after his fat head touched
tha pillow, a deep and rumbling snote
miingled with the drone of the surf on
the barrier reef of Kalua.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Man From The Bush!

DAEI{ night lay on IKalva-alua.

fatua,
The bungalows of white
traders—the palm huts of brown
natives=—were dark and silept. BMid.
pight had passed, add long befora that
hour ali eres were accustomed to close
an Inalua.

The white béach glimmered in the
stars, ihe lagoon lapping on the sand
with a low, faint murmur. From the
barrier teef, & mile out, cams the
coasoless drone of the surf, ns the
Pacific rollers broke on the coral
Back of the beach, tall slanting palma
nodded, dim and shadowy. On the
slopes of the hill, bevond the planta-
tions, the bush lay  black—tropical
forest, almost as wild and vnirodden as
in the old davs before white men came
to the Polwmesian islands.
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It woas from the black shadows of the
bush that a dark figure came crepping
and alinking an hour after midnight—
silent-foo ir the gloom.

By dim rynways in the bush—by
shadowy paths among plantations of
sugar-cane and yam and tarc—it lurked
and slunk, like a wild animnal abroad in
the hours of darkness seeking its prey.

Near the sleeping native village the
howl of a restless dog startled the wman
who crept, and he hurried his sleps,
fearful of an alarm.

He stopped at last in the shadow of
dim palms, near a small square build-
ng, sl;andmg gpart from all others.

That building was the island gaol,
with in it, at the moment, onoe tenant—
the Dutel freebooter, Van Dink.

The Dutchman was held a prisoner
there till Mr., McTab could transfer
him to Suva, in the Fiji Islands; and
he had to wait till there was a ship for
Suva, Van Dink had been in the island
gaol a good many days now,

The man who had erept from the
bush watched and listened. There was
no seund from the palm-pole gool; the
Duotchman, no dovobt, was zleeping.
But there was & sound from outside the
bmldm% by the locked door.

. Two Kanskas were there—one leaning
cn the well, the other sitting on the
carth, both chewing betel-nnt and
occasionally speaking in a Jow murmur,

It was the murmur of a voice that
reached the cars of the man who
watched. and listened, and he gritted his
tenrth with rome,

If he had been thinking of making
an attempt to release the Duichman, he
had to give up the ides now.

One watchman he might have over-
eome by a sudden attack in silence, but
he could nmot hope to deal with two
without giviog the alarm.
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For several long minutes he remained
where he was, listening, then he glided
EWRY BZaimn.

Again he stopped, near the stepa that
led up jnto -the veranda of Mr. Me-
Tab’s bungalow.

The manager's bungalow was dark
and silent. Tho manager of Kalua, his
schoolboy guests, and the native house-
bovs, were all fast asleep long age.
For long, long minutes the man from
the bush listened, and then he crept up
the stepsz on tiptae,

For the moment, the starlight re-
vealed him—a tattered fgure in ald
duck trousers cut short at the knee, a
ragged shirt, a tattered hat. His face,
bureed dark by tropic suns, was stubbly
with unshaven’ beard. His lips wers
set, his eves glittering uvnder knitted
bushy brows. _

He stepped softly into the veranda,
and the darkness seailowed him again,
The roof shut off the light of the stars,
and all was black. .

With the stealthy step of a prowling
wildcat, he moved slowly along the
length of the verands, stopping at door
after door. X )

Many doors opened in that extensiva
length., They were of a wide, open
lattice-work, which allowed the air fo
circulate freely within. when they wero
clogsed. But 1t was a_ hobt night, and
many of the doors had been lelt wide
open for air.

There was no Jdonger on Kalua;

hars and bolts were almost unkoown.

Twenty miles awny to the west was the
savage island of Baloo, but the savages
of Bi?la-n never ventured near Kalua,
On Lord Mauleverer's island law dnd
order reigned—under ihe rule of Mr.
MeTab., Petty thieving by the
Kanakas and an occasional outburst
from some pative who had drunk too
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much kava were the only crimes with
which Mr., McTab had to deal, ans
magistrate of Kalua,

On all the island there was, so far - as
was known at least, only one dangerous
character—the Dutchmen who was safe
in the palm-pole gaol, with watch and
ward: kept by two members of Mr.
MeTab's native police foree. It was
days since Ysabel Dick, the beach-
comber, had been deported, and if ha
had returned to Kalua, no one on the
15land was aware of it.

The tattered man lurkl in  tha
dusky veranda listened at door aflsr
door. Evidently, he was in search.of
some particular room, but was uncertain
how to locate it.

From one doorway, as ha listened,
cama the sound of o rezonant snore.
From the others there wa: no sound,
but the occasional stirring of a sleeper.

For o long, long time the man in the
veranda hesitated, after listeming at
each door in turn.

Then, at length, he ventured fo enter
an open doorway, and as silently as ho
could, struck a match.

He needed only & momoent's flicker of
tha flamo fo tell him what he wanted
to know, A glimpse of the dusky face
of Hurree Jamset Itam ESingh on the
white pillow under the mosquito-net
was enotigh. The match was instantly
extinguished, and he stepped silently
out. Evidently, it was not the Nabob
of Bhanipur that he wanted.

A’ minute more and the light of &
flickering match glimmored on the face
of Ha Wherton in the ndjmnm
T QAT r?g{tin the man from tha bus
stepped out; it was not the captain of
the Greyviriars Remove that he wanted.

For o third time, a match flickered
in & dark room. This time it Bickered
on the sleeping foce of Lord Maule-
verer,

The match went out, but the man
from the bush remained where he was.
It was the schoclboy earl of Greyiriara
be was seeking. .

One glance round in the glimmer of
ihe match had given him his bearings.
In tho dark, he stepped eoftly to the
bedsida, 4

He lifted the mosquito-net aside, and
light as his movement was, it caused the
sleeper to stir, )

But Lord Mauleverer did not awsken.

When he woke, it was suddenly, with
a hard and heavy hand pressing over
liiz mouth !

He started into wakefulpess, But for
the grip of the silencing hand over his
mouth, he would have uitered a startled
ery, As it was, only the frintest of
MUrmurs came, . . ,

“Silence I” A hoarse voice hissed in
his ear. *Silence, wsnd keep stilll
Ona movement—one cry—and will
erack your skull as a nmigger cracks s
coconut | Silence—for your lifel™

Lord Mauleverer lay still

Something hard touched his forehead
as he lay, and he knew that it was @
weapon in the hand of the man who
had geized him. _

For & moment or two his heart
thurmped wildly, But he was cool again
at onee] Ie imew that he was in the
grasp of the mysterious kidnapper who
once plready, since he had hbeen on
Kalua, had seized him. )

Mr. McTab believed that the kid.
napper was Ysabel Dick, the beach-
comber; Harry Wharton & Co. believed
the same. Actual proof to hand the
man over to the law was wanting, but
suspicion was strong enﬂug}i‘& for Mr.
McTab to deport him from Kalus,
he had not been seen gince. No one
on Kalua ever expected to sce or hear
of him again, and the juniors
elmost forgotten his existemce,



But whether the unknown kidnapper
was tsabel Dick or not, there was no
doubt that the kidnapper was on Kalua
now—for Lord Mauleverer, in the dark-
ness, lay helpless in his grasp.

The husky woice in his ear went on:

“8Silence |l I care little whether I take
you unharmed, or whether I stun you
and carry %t‘:-u on my back like a sack
of copra. The choice iz youral Make
A movement to resist or ery out, and I
erack your zkull the next second I

There was no doubting tha hissing
earnestness of the voice that eame from

the derkness.
Mauleverer made no tnotion. A short,
thick eud of hard teak was in the

desperate hand lifted over him, and it
necded only one crashing blow to knock
him senseless. 'There was no doubt
that that blow would fall if the school-
boy earl moved—and he did not move.

The unseen man waited & moment or
two. Then the gripping band was
moved from Mauleverer's mouth and a
gag of tapa forced in. e was jerked
to & sitting posture, his hands dragged
behind him, a loop of cord passed round
his wrists, and deawn fast. A fow
moments more, and his ankles werse

bound, ‘The wunseen hands worked
swiftly.
Qilent, helpless, Mauleverer was

jerked off the bed. Bound as he was,

a would have fallen, but for the grasp
of the unseen hand.

The man from the bush canght up a
dressing-gown, from a chair beside the
bed, wrapped it roughly round the
echonlboy. Then, lifting him, throwing
the elim Ggure over his shoulder like a
sack, he :tepged to the doorway, and
put into the dark verands.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Very Early Rising |

UZZZZL !
B Billy Bunter jumped.
Bunter was not casy to weke!l

But, aware of the circumstance,
ha had placed Popoo’s alarm clock at
his bed head, within little more than
a foot of his fat head ! That sudden,
raucous, jarring buzz would probably
have awakened iﬁ Van Winkle, or the
Seven Bleepers of Ephesus, It awakened
Billy Bunter, jerking him out of a
happy dream of a spread in Smithy's
study st Greyiriara,

“Uooh 1Y gasped Bunter,

Buzzzzzzzz |

For a moment or two the fat Owl
wondered what was happening. He had
a fecling of being suddenly bombed.

Then he remembered the alarm clock.

Buzzzz | \ '

He clutched at it! Tt was still dark—
densely dark. "But the jarring buzz of
Popoo's clock guided the fat band, and
Bunter grabbed it, and -turned off the
alarm. He wanted to be awakened at
the appointed time: but a little of that
hideous buzz went a long wagy.

Blessed silence followed.

Bunter zat up in bed, blinking round
him. He groped for his gpectacles, and
tammed them on his fat little nose and

linked again. )
¢ “Bensts |’ he breathed in concentrated
ury. ‘

It was not yet light| Bunter's room
was donsely dark, and the doorway
only & shade less dark. Xt -had pot
occurred to Bunter's fat brain, over
night, that those unspeakable beasts had
planned to start before sunrise. Now
that fact dawned on him. .

Bunter did not koow what time the
sun rose on Kalus. NNot once, since he
had been on Lord Mauleverer's Pacifio
island, had he been up with the sun—

thing
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of anywhere near it! But, when Bob
announced that they were starting at
6ix, he had taken it for granted that it
would be, at least, light |

And it was black as & hat 1

The fat Owl was strongly tempted to
Iay ‘his head on the pillow again, sink
back into slumber, and wash the whola
out. Had he not _been so
thoroughly awakened, he might bhave
done so. But Popoo's clock had dona
its work quite thoroughly; Bunter was
wide awakle.

“Beasts 1" hissed Bunter again.

They would be jolly glad if he never
furned out. TEarly rising was horribla:
but he was not going to be leff behind.
He bundled into his eclothes, in the
dark. Not expecting to turn out before
daylight, he had placed no matches at
hand. His wrath and md1lg:t_a,t.lgn grew
every moment | Still, early rising bad
ona consolation: it was an excuse, 0
far ms Billy Bunter needed one, for
cutting out a wash |

He was goon dressed, and he groped
out into the darkness of the veranda.
He fully expected to hear sounds of the
other fellows stirring. He had timed
the alarm for a quarter to six: and they
were to start at six: 80 he had no doubt
that he would find them all up, and
lights glimmering.

nstead of which, he heard no sound
but the distant murmur of the sucf, and
there was no light to be seen..

As Billy Bunter realised that he was,
after all, the first man up, he fairly
gurgled with wrath.

They had told him six! It could onl
wanb & few minutes to six now! An
not & fellow waa stirring! They wero
still fast asleep in bed, the whole lot
of them, while Bunter, the only man in
the bungalow to wake up, had turned
out, all on his lonely own.

It was enough to exasperate any
fellow 1

But he.was up: and if he was up, they
were jolly we gcm% to get up, too!
Bhunter was going to lose no time about
that !

Boh Cherry's room was next to his.
He rolled along to the doorway, which
Bob had left wide opemn. like most of
the other fellows. .

Billy Bunter's eye: gleamed behind
his spectacles, as he etepped in! Ho
was going to wake Bob, and be was not
going to use any ceremony about it,
gither !

He tolled across to the bed.

The sound of steady breathing told
that Bob was still asleep!

Bunter groped for his pillow | Having
%rasped it, he gerkecl it out suddeniy
rom under his head.

There was a startled gasp from the

QOTI.
¥ Bob Cherry, coming out of slumber
at & bound, started up, and tapgled his
head in the mosquito-net. The next
moment, Billy Bunter swiped with the
pullow. 2

Bob rolled over, mosquito-net and all.

“He, he, hel” %urglud Bunter.

“Dh ecrumbs! What—how—who—"
gasped Bob, struggling with mosquito-
net and bedclothes,

“He, he, he 1”

“Ys that you, Bunter?” gasped Bob
Cherry, disentangling himself, and
glaringtinte the gloom. He could see
nothing but & dim shadow, but he couid
recognise that cachinnation.

“He, he! Yes E:-u lazi slacker!
I've woke youn up! e, he, he [

“¥ou blithering, blethering, blather-
ing Owl, what have you woke me tip in
gle‘t; middle of the pight for?"” hissed

':. L . -

“Aren't you starting at aixi” grinnéd
Bunter.

9

“Yes, idiot] Yes, ass] Yeg, fathead!
Yes, chump!{ TIs that any reason for
getting up at three?” hissed Bob. .

“Three |” chuekled Bunter, *I like
that1 It's six|” :

“¥ou footling fl‘l.IIH]l:); it's light Hbre
at five| How can it be six, when . it's
not light yet?” higsed Bob Cherry,

“0h, really, Cherry——"

“¥ou blithering, bloated bloster,
what makes you think it's six, when it
ain't |igiht yet i

“1 jolly well know it's six 1" retorted
Bunter, “I zet my alarm for & quariet
to six, and it went off nearly & quarter
of an hour ago. It's six now.”

Bob Cherry breathed fury,

“¥ou pernicious porpoise, you set
your alarm wrong, or it went off wrong !
It's light long before six1 Do you think
We Were ‘ﬁﬁing to stari in the dark, you
potiy Ei er 1
“Eh? Yes, of course, as it ain't light
s Tight at blith

“It's light at five, you blitherar |*

“Well, it’s six now,” said Bunter,
“and if you think yvou're going to slack
in bad, and kEeE ma waiting, after I've
tdlien the trouble to turn out, you're
jolly well mistalen, Bob Cherry! Talk
about slacking | 'Yah! Turn out of bed,
you lazy loafer I

e T gum| J-—I—T'l-—"

“I'll jolly well give you another swipe
with this pillow, if you don't turn outl

azy, loafing slacker |”

Billy Bunter was rather enjoying this !
1t was seldom that anyone had a chance
of levelling a charge of slacking and
loafing st Bob Cherry, the most stren-
uous member of a strenucus Co, But
Bunter had him, this time | Bunter was
tha enly man up| Bunter was going

to rub this in!

“Loafing slacker! ¥Yah! Frowsting
in bed, when other fellows turn, w
bnfufe daylight! Lazy beast! Out wit
you M

There was a scratch of a match. The
light Hickered, and Bob picked up the
watch at his bedside. He held it up for
Bunter to see by the light of the match.

 Look, vou burbling bandersnaich!™
he hissed.. “Look, you potty porpoise
Look, you howling idiot ¥

Bunter looked! Then he jumped!
The walch indicated & quarier to two!
Bunter blinked at it! He -blinked
again i .

“Oh crikey !” he ejaculated.

The match went out.

“Your waibk till T get out of bed!™
breathed Bob Cherry. “I'll give you
weking me up at a gharier {o two, yoh
potty porker! T'll kick you back to
your room, and 2

“0Oh lor’ 1" gasped Bunter.

He realised.now why it was not light |
Even ihe early sunrise of Kalua-alua.
laluna did not arrive so early as a quarter
to twol

Tha. Gr&s[riara ]_:mr;}r had not, after
all, planned to start before dawn. They
had planned tfo start an hour sfter
dawn, as dawn was ab five.

Bunter realized it now. That bheastly
alarm c¢loekk he had borrowed {rom
Popoo had gone off at the wrong time !

Really, it was Bunter's own fault.
The clock that Popoo had bought at
Joshua Hack's storsa was an American
ona, and not very reliable at ‘the bast of
times.  Such relisbility as it had, had
been diseconcerted by Bunter bauﬂmg; it
out of Popoo's hand with a whizzl
orange. Probably, too, the number of
times Popoo had wound it up, and run
it down, ﬁad nat improved iti-

Anyhow, thers waz no doubt that
that alarm clock had failed to do its
duty. Instead of going off at a
quarter to six, it had gone off at half-
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past ona, 1t might really have gone
off at dny time. It just happened that
it went off et half-past one.

Bunter, who hated iurning out, even
at ning o'clock, had tnrned out at one-
vhivty. )

It was awful-to think of.

Awful gs it was, however, Bonter
bad not time- to think about it at the
momicot. Heé could lhcar Bob Cherry
getting out of bed

Bob, no
gléd, bad he over-slept himself, to be
called ab the right time. He was nbf
glad to be woke up at 4 quarter to two
with & swiping* pillow. far from
being glad, o was fearfully exasper-
ated. He was going to get hold of thag
pillow and return the swipe with in.
terest, and chase the fat nnd fatuous
Owl back to bis room‘with that pillow.

Bunter hesrd him gettirlg oyt. He
had no time to lose. ' With great pre-
sence of mind he hurled the pillow at
Bob before he bolted out ‘of the door
way Into the veranda.’
~ Even Bunter could not miss, at the
distance of a couple of feet. The
whizzing pillow landed on Bob, and
spread him over the bed. Heé gave a
howl of wrath, and struggled. up tha
next moment, grasping ihe pillow,

But Bunter had geined a moment or
two. He bolted out into the veranda.
He tiaroed'to the left, which was the
direction’ of his own room, aod then
ewiftly turned to the rightk . _

ith Bob Cherry behind him with
a  pillaw, Billy Bunter's fat brain
functioned with unusual swifiness. Bob
Cherry was going to rush after him
towards his room—he knew that. So,
mmstead of heading for hiz own roons,
the fat Owl shot along the dark veranda
in the opposite direction.

He fairly flow.

A moment more, snd Bob Cherry
charged out, the pillow in bis grasp,
and rushed, as he supposed, after
Bunter—to the left. The fat Owl'a
strategy was a brilliant success,

While Bob rushed up the veranda in
one divection, Billy Bunter bolted down
it 1t the other.

He shot past the top of the steps,
and contiopued on his rapid career, and
did not see a dim shadow that moved
in the dorkness in front of him. He
did not know {hat anyone was in the
way till he crashed.

It was a terrific crash.

Somebody, or something, was in
Bunter’s 'way, and Humgr., going like
& rupaway lorry, hit it fair and square,
It bumped over, apnd something elss
pumped with it, and Bunter bumped
over the two of them, with a wild roar
that woke every sleeper in Mr. McTab's
bungalow.

R

THE SEVERTH CHAPTER.

Mauly’s Narrow Eseape |
) ILLY BUNTER roared,
He roarced frantically.
The Bull of Bashan, famed in
ancient times for his roaring,
had not a thing on DBunter at that
moment.

He fairly bellowed.

What had happened, Bunter did not
kngw. He was too wildly confused for
that. He was sprawling over someathin
—something that wriggled and panted.
His fat elbow had banged on an object
in the dark, He did not know that it
was a nose, thomgh the owner of the
nose doubtless knew.

A bang on a fellow's funoy-bone was
enough to make him ros:, But Billy
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dmibt: would have heen

THE MAGNET

Bunter had had several other bangs
along with -that banpg. His knoes were
banged, hiz fat little nose banged—he
felt banged all over, Ie roared, and
roared, and reared.

- Bunter _had intended not to make a
sound. . He had been going, like that
sagoe animal, Brer Fox, to fm low and
sy “nuffin’ ** till BEeb Cherry went
back to bed, Instead of which he was
sprawling headlong over wriggling
objests in-the'dark, and hawling at the
top of bis voice,

-'P;?E" bungalow fairly rang and echoed
with it

Bob Cherry, of course, heard the first
roar. Ile bad. reached the door of
Bunter’s .rooyn, pillow in hand, when
he heard it It apprised him of the
fat Owl's strategy. :

Bunter had not headed for his room.
He had - headed the other way, and
fallen over.

Bob spun. round, and charged back.

In the rooms along the verands,
Harry Wharton & Co. were turning out
of bed in alarm. Mr. McTab’s startled
voice could be heard ealling from some-
where in +the darkness. House-boys
were  buzzing,  Bunter, sprawling,
roared and roared.

He wae sprawling over two cobjects.
One of them wriggled in silence, the
other, pavting, piiched Bunter aszide,
leaped up, and leaped awey in the
darkness.

He lecaped in the direction of the
veranda steps.

The man from the bush had almost
reached thoze steps with bis prizoner,
when' Bunter crashed, and sent both
of them whirling over.

He was not thinking now of the kid-
napped schoolboy ho had dropped. Ha
was thinking only of escape, and he
had barely time for it

He leaped down the steps, and dis-
appearcd into the darkness, hardly »
second before Bob Cherry came charg-
ing eleng.

Dark as it was, Bob glimpsed the
shifting shadow. in the gloom, and sup-

sed for & moment that it was Bunter.

ut the roaring of Billy Bunter gtill
wolke the echoes ahead of him, eand he
ran op

A" moment mors, and he reached
Eunter,

“Now, you fat fruinp 1" hooted Bob.

Swipe |

The pillow descended.

“Yarooh | (h! Help! Wow!”
roared Bunter. ' Oh erikey ! ¥aroop !
Bwipe |

Bunter already had reasons to roar.
Now he had more reason than ever,

Swipe, swipe | came the pillow.

There would have been another swipe,
but Eob stumbled over something that
wasd wriggling on the planks.

*What the dickens—"' gasped Bol,
ag-he realised that there was someons
#l:¢ an tha spob

“Ow! Wow!l Helpl
roared Bunter..

Lights twinkled from various doors.

Iarry Wharton was the first out of
his room. But Nugent, Johnny Bull,
and Hurree Jameet Ram Singh, were
very quickly after him.

"“What on earth’s up?’ exclaimed
Harry.

“Bunter,” answered Bob.

“Yaroooh! I say, you fellows—
Wlhooo-hooop 1™ '

Yoo-hoop

“8hut up, vyou blithering ass)
You're waking the house !’ exclaimed
Harry., “Bob, you fathead—*

“My esteamed idictic Bob——"

“Get a light, somebody !” exclaimed
Bob Cherry. *“There's somebody here !
Something’s happened |*

HWha.&-—!l
"“let a liﬁhti” : ;
Bob had dropped the pilléw now,
and was groping over fhe object on
which he hag stumbled. It amazed
him to find another person on the af-nt,
s well as Bunter. It smazed him
still more to find that that persom re-
mained silent, and only wriggled. It
was clear that something was wrong,
though he could not imagine what,
Harry Wharton ran back to his room
for & light.
“My gudenees ' came Mr. McTab's
voice., The Scotch gentleman, in a
dressing-gown, hurried on the scene.

Bomoo and thres or four startled
house-boys followed him. “ What has
ha{!‘r@en&d?" _
argooh 1

“Is that Buntert" : _

“"Yow-ow-owl Wow!l My elbow—
wow '

“Yeo foolish,. stupid boy!" roared

Mr, McTab. “What are ye doing out
of bed at this time of nighti” i

“Owl I ran inte somebody! Owl
My funny-bone! Wow |" roared
Bunter. )

“There's somebody here, sir ™
Bob Cherry. “I can't make it out.
There's somebedy. He must be hurt.'

Harry Wharton ran back with a
lighted lamp. The light gleamed on
Billy . Bunter, sitiing up and i’tlling,

on a figure enveloped looze !y‘r in a
dressing-gown, lying on the planks,

“Mauly I yelled Bob.

“Mauleverer | gosped Harry Whar-

ton,
stuttered Mr.

gasped

“The
MeTah.
EBob could see now why there had
been no word from the figure sprawling
at hiz feet. He bhent aver Maulaverer,
and removed the gag from his mouth.

Mauly gesped for breath,

“Oh gafil Thanks! Oh gad|"

“"Mauly, old man)" exclaimed
Harry Wharton.

The juniors grasped his lordship and
helped him up., Then they discovered
that bhe was bound hand and foot, and
hurriedly bepan to release him from
the knotted ecords.

“*Ig—is—is that Alauly?’ gasped
Billy Bunpter. Ile almost forgot his
sufforing funny-bone in his astonish-

wes  lord,™

ment. “W-was it you I ran into,
Maulyi”

“Yans, Much obliged!” gasped
Mauleverer. “Is the man gone, vou

fellows?'' He glanced quickly up end
down the veranda.

“The man! What man”

“Thoe sporteman who called on me
and fixed me up like thls.;]’fanﬂwﬂreci
Lord Mauleversr. His lordship seemed
the least excited fellow present, * Same
sportsman that got me before, I sup-
pote, I really thought thai he had me
for keepa this time.”

“Oh,” faspeﬂ Beob, *I—I saw some-
thing as 1 came after Bunter! I know

now! He ran down the steps—""

“Who waas it, Meuly?”’ exclaimed
Wharton. *Did you see him "
“Can't see in_the dark, old bean!
Haven't the foggiest—only I suppose it’s
the same man as last time——'
“ But—but—but——""  gasped Mr.
McTab, It was the beachcomber—it
was ¥sabel Dick, whoe kidnapped your
lordship—and he was sent away from
Kalua——" He broke off, and ragped
an order to the staring house-boys.
“¥You feller Bomoo—all you feller boy—
vou look along garden, along beach,
on findea that feller that run aleng
ark, closeup.”

“Yessar |

Bomoo and the honse-boys ran down
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the steps, to search for ihe Hcaid kidnapper. But it
was guite unlikely that he would found. He had had
minutes—and there was no doubt that he had put them
to pood use. By that time the bush had swallowed Blaule-
varer's mvaterious assailant,

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at Lord Mauleverer and
at cne another. Mr. McTab tugged his sandy beard in
perplexity,  All of them realised that Mauleverer had had
a terribly narrow escape at the hands of his'secret enemy.
Only Billy Bunter, barging  along unexpectedly in the
dark, had disconcerted his scheme—and, by a strange
chance, knocked it eomplétely on the head. But for that
Lovrd Mauleverer would have been gone, in the hands
of his enemy, and his absence would not have been
diseovered till morning.

But who was his enemv?

The juniors had believed, like Mr. MeTab, that it was
¥aabel Ihick, the beacheomber, though his motive waa a
mystery to them. But Yaabel Dick had been deporied
from Kalua, for that very reazon, The juniors had seen
hisn taken awey from the island on Barney Hall's lugger.
Had he returned, secretly and unseen, or had Mauvleverer,
afrer all, somae ofher enemyv, unknown and unsuspected,
on Kalua? It was impessible (o say.

11"1".13 lord,” said Mr. McTab, afler 2 long and troubled
silence,

not have a room alone after thiz—one or two of your
friends will' be willing——"

“You betl” said Bob. “We're not leaving you alone
afrer this, Mauly."

“And ye’ll fasten your door at nighd,"”” said Mr. McTab,
“an:d E’ﬂ have a watch kept in ihe veranda, from this
tiee forth.” . :

“Horry to give you so much itrouble, sir!” said Lowd
Maitleverer. *I'm afraid I'm rather a bother.™

“1 say, you fellows—"'

“But how did ye happen to be up, Bunter?’ exclaimed
Bbr. McTab, turning his atteniion to the fat Owl. “Ind
yve lhear the man, or what?™ :

* Bunter scems to have ran inde him, az he was geiling
rme away in the dark,® said Mauleverer. * What wolke
vou up, DBunter, old fat man?”

“That beastly alarm clock went off ab the
timp—"

{h gad!”

“71 thonght it was a quarter to =ix, vou see, and it was
gnty half-past one, and I woke up Bob, and the beast
got after me——="'

**Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Blessed if T can see anything to eackla at! T banged
my funapy-bone on something ! exclaimed Bunter indig-
pantly, “And if T hadn’t turned out—"

“Turp in again!” said Bob Cherry. “I'll let you off
the rest of the pillowing, old fat beaw.”

“ Beast 1 .

Bomoo and the house-bovs came back, after a vain
search for the man who had vanished m the dack., Who
the man was, it was unpossible to say; bub the manapger
of Walua and the Famous Fiva had litile doubt. And on

morrow Mr. McTab intended to have the island
Heombed ” from end to end to discover wihether Yaabel
Dick had retwrned secveily to Kalua.

WIOnRE

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Trusiy Rifle!

{ I*Bf lﬁatter take a rifle!™ said Billy Bunter thought-
ully, ;

It was a bright morming.

Not, after all, six o'clock—but seven! A whole
hotir in bed, over and above, had been conceded to Billy
Bunter as & reward for having butted into Lord Maule-
verer and the kidnapper in the night.

True, it had been wholly by happv chance that DBunter
had so butted; but that did not alter the fact ilmi he
had done it; and that, but for Bunter Lord Mauleverer
would have vanished from the eyes of his iriends, .
Such a reward was one that Billy Dunter could appreci-
ate ] Certainly, he would rather bave turned out at mne
than at seven. But seven was betler than six!  Anpd
when Bob Cherry called him—for Bunter did not trust
that alarm clock a second time—he woke him with a
shalke, insteand of jerking of the bedclothes or rolling
the fab Owl out, to zave time.

Everyhody was quite nice to Banbter that morning !
Foverybody was patient whila hea kept them waiting o
pack away a few extra breakfasts. But when he remarled
that he had better take a rifle, there were signs of jibbing.

. Kaluwa-alua-lalaa was as peaceful a spobt as any in
the Pacilic. Really, it was not necessary to go armed on
[Continued on next page.)

“I'l have Kalua combed for that villain—bul
in the meantime, ye've got to be kept safe. Ve  must
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Xalus. Troe, Lord Mauleverer's
mysterions assailant was loose om the
island somewhere; and thé juniors were
going to carry s stout  lawyep-cene
apiece, on the remote chance of falling
in with bim, " But seven felldws might

have been considered quite safe, even Bul

if .tha kidnapper turned up, withouk
deadly weapons, Neither would any
fellow have feli safer, bhad Bunter
carried a riflel - Every fellow would
bave felt s good deal unsafer.

Five fellowa opened their lips to call
Billy Bunter varrously an ass, & fathead,
a thm a poity mporpoise, and a
terrifio idict ! _
= But noné of thesé painful truths was
uttered, " ss they . remembered in time
that they owed it to the fat and fatuwous
Ow] and his fatheadedness that Afauly
‘was nobt nnssing,

Instead of telling Bunter what th
thought of him, therefore, they shoo
their . heads;- and  Harry harton
remarked quite gently:

“We than’t need it, old fat man.”

“¥ou don’t think soi" asked Bunter,

*Ohy not™

“Well,” ssid Bunter, “I do |I*

He spoke in a tone of finality.

That was Bunter all over! Being
trested..with such unusual and patient

consideration, the- fat Owl spread
himself.
“My dear chap——" murmured Lord
e o e WA
Slvs  for your - = b
explained Bumter. "1 saved you from

that' kidnapping blighter last mtght.. I
may . have to save you again} You
never know. I'd better take a rifle.
I may have to protect you*

“Then we shall sll want protecting,
as well as Mauly [” remarked Johnny
Bull sarcastically.

- M Oh, really, Bull—"

“MNever mind a rifle, old fat man,”
zaid Bob Cherry. “Nobody here 1s
tired of life yet! Ready?® _

“1'm going t6 tske & rifle ! said
Busatér calmly. “Vou can jaw a3 much
as you like, but mou're only wasting
time. If anythmg happens, I shall have
to protect Mauly; and I'm going to
taxe a riffe”

' You silly ass!” roared Johnny Ball,
“Chuck it, and come om ™ .

“I'll come -when I'm armed,” said
Buster. “If that awful villain turned
up while we're in the bush, you'd be
jolly glad I was on hand with a trusty
rifle——*

“But we're walking it,” said Bob.

“Eh? "What difference does that

make TV
- “1 mean, you won't be on hand!
You'll be on foot.”
. “You silly chump ! hooted Bunter.
“1 say, you fellows, are we going lo
hang dbout while that silly ass makes
rotten jokes ! Look here——-~"

“You're safer without a rusty rifle,”
sald Bob, shaking his head,

“I dlcfn"j. s&y a rusty rifle, you fat.
head—Y eaid a trusty rifle——m»

“Rusty or trusty, you're jolly well
not gomg i viay about with firesrms,
fathead | Quelch expects us all back at
Greyfriars next term.” \

. "You can jaw,"” said Bunter, "but
I'm not tahking & step until I've got
my rifla! I'll wait as long as you like.”

* Let's” stark!” snorted Johnny Bull.
“Mr. McTab's waiting down there with
the Kanakas. e om "

* oh, sl right—go without me 1™ said
Bunier bitterly. * After all I've done,
that's what expect | f anything
happens to Mauly, don’t blame me,
mmﬂ” I wash my handa of it "

“They. could do with a wash!”
remerked Jo Bull. .
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“ Yah!?

“My desr chaps,” murmured Lord
Mauleverer, “we're not goin’ without
f:ui'ﬂm Buntér! If he wants & rifle,

t him have ome,"”

“Tired of hiel” grunted Johnny

uil

“IN load it for him!" ndded
Mauleverer, closing one eve at the
juniors, unseen by the fat Owl;

“Oht Al right!™

Lord Mauleverer went into his room
to get that rifle for Bunter, .

e fat Owl cast a vaunting blink
round at the Famous Five.

He had had his way! That was &

reat satiefaction to Billy Bunter| If

¢ famous CE::. did not like ik, they
could lump it? :

Put the Famous Five did not mind.
1f Bumter chose to fag elonmg with a
rifle on his fat shoulder, it'was his own
busiriess. All they cared about was that
the rifle should not endanger lifé ‘and
lirab, . And as Lord Mauleverer was
going to lead it, they had no doubt that
it would be cafe. _

Bunter had not observed hid Jord-
ship's cheery wink, and hed not t-hﬂuﬁi:t
aboub b}ai cartridges. The other
fellows had? _

Mauly came back with the rifle.

Bunter, with  snofher triumpliant
blink at the Famous Five, pat it uidder
his ‘srm, snd: was ‘ready.

Then the, jun:ors went down into the
garden, wherg BMr. McTab was ready
with thé Kanaka bearers
Mz 'McTab was getting a little impa-
tient; the Scotch gentleman was very
punctual. : _

He stared at the sight of Bunter with
a rifle under his arm. Then he glared;

" What nonsense is this?™ he grunted.
“What are you deing with that rifle
Bunter ? cu must not handle fire-
arms—you aie too stupid and clumsy 1™

““Oh, really, yu? know—" exclaimed
Bunter indignantiy.

He turyed round to Mr. McTFab, thus
bringing the muszzle of the rifle, under
his arm directly to bear on the Scotch
gentlernan.

Mr. McTab gave quite a bound,
Angus McTab was a brave man—as
brave as William Wallace or HRobert
Bruca. Bot even Wallace or Bruce
might have been alarmed, standing just

in front of & rifie hendled by BRBilly
Buntert Alr. McTab bounded like o
kangarao.

“Turn thst thing away, ve block-
head I” he.roared.

“ Nothing to be scared about !’ said
Bunfer scornfully. “] can handle &
riﬂﬁe al I!rig‘htl I can— Oh crikey I”

ang

Bunter did not know why the rifle
went off. A firearm, handled by
Bunter, was liable to go off in the most
unexpected snd unaccountable manner,

There was a spufter of alarm from
the Kanskas, and & howl of wrath from
Mr. McTab. Bunter did not heed them.
He jumped clear of the earth, in his
surprise, as the rifle banged, and the
rifla shot -down to the earth with a
crash | That set it off again, and there
was another hang |

“0Oh ecrikey 1 gasped Bunter.

“¥Ye dangerous blockhead I roared
Mr. McTah, “lLeave that rifle alonal
My lord, how could you be so thought-
less as to trust firearms in that sill
boy’s handst
alivel Take it away at once !*

“It's all r.ighl-ﬁ gir 1" pasped Lord
Moauloverer. “ Blank eartridges, sir—
Eg{ﬁr]fﬂﬁ*t kill anybody to-day.”

“1 say, you lellows, Mauly must have
loaded that rifle jolly carelessly |®

i dinna ken how I'm still

g&ﬁ-ﬁfd_ Bunier.. *Llock how it weni
“Time wa went ofl, {ool” seid Bob
Cherry. " Are you coming?”
“Wait till I get oy rifle.”
. Bunter "picked "up the rifle—perhaps
in a rather gingerly manner. ‘Thia
time he %ut it over his shoulder, "Wiih
the muzzle pointing ‘away from him, to
tha reir, he felt safa with his ‘deadly
weapon. - 3till, it weas fortunats that it
was not so deadly ss Bunter believed it
ta ba: _
“Got some more cartridges, hauly
“Nunno: There's ptill six™in the
magazine, old bean!- ¥You won't ‘want
t0. maszacre more than six people in one

-:ln;.”

‘Ha, ha, hal“

“Yah 1"

Mr. MoTab, now that s waa aware
that Bunter's deadly wéapon had had,
g to speak, its toeth drawn, madeno
further objection to the rifle, Hé gave
Bunter a glare, and‘walked on with the
juniors, followed by the native bearers,
who'were carrying provisions and gther
things ‘necesszary for & camp in the bush,
Bunter, rifle op shoulder, rolled omn
hehing. _

" By rights the Kanskas should have
followed in the rear, with their pack-
aged. " But the Ksenakas did not koow
bow harmless -that rifie was, and not
& brown boy was going to walk behind
‘Bunter with' the muz of a ldad&ﬁ
megazine-rifle looking back over his
shoulder. Even Popoo, bis own faithiul
mgger, réfused to follow behind Bunter.

illy Bunter formed the rear gnaﬂi,
as the Greyfriars party marched into
tha bush of Kalna,

]

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter The Hunter !
acked

' WHERE'E the . bush?”
Bunter.
Bunter was getting tired,

In the early morning,
bri%ht as the sunhgl:i. was, it was still
cool on Kalua, and the breeze from
the sea delightfully fresh. °

For s while the routa lay- by paths
smong the many plantations; but it waa
no great distancs to the bush,

The way now lay uphill, as the
ancient monuments of Kslue, which the
echoolboys were to explore, were some
distanée up the island hill, hidden in
the heart of the bush that clothed the
hillside like a tangled green garment

Under thick, heavy branches that shut
off the sun, between walls of slmost
impﬂnatmbfﬂ- green  vegetation, the
party fellowed a “runway "™ cut and
cleared long ago by native knives and
BxEs.

But for that, they would have had
to hack every step of the way with
bush knives—and progress would have
been snail-like. ™ i

In that shady aisle of the tropical
forest, Billy Bunter blinked round him
again and again, with growing impa-
tience.

A little way uphill went a long way
with Bunter, @ had more to carry
than the other- fellows. He had been
told that they were going into the
bush, and he was getting 1mpatient to
arrive thera|

But his question caused the other fel-
lows to stare round at him.

“Where is 1t 1" repeated Bob Cherry.

" Yeg—ain't it time we got theref”
asked Bunier irritably. .

“¥ou howlire ass, we're in the bush
now |"” said ;s

“Oh, don't be a silly fathead!”
grunted Burter. “This ain't bushes-
this ix & forest, and & jolly big one ™
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“Ha, ha, ha "

Bunter, apparently, had not Fob
learned that the forest wasz called the
“bush ™ in the sonthern hemisphere.

“Tie bushfulness is terrifie, my
psteemed Burdler["” azsured Hurree
Jamset Ram Smgh. *“This is the
abzurd blish 1"

“Rol1* grunted Bunfer. * Look

here, if we don't gt to the bush {bl‘&ﬂ'j’
soor;, wo'd better have a rest! Wa've
walked miles already !

“They eall this the bush here!” said
Harry Wharton, laughing. -+ “Keep
going, old fat man; we shan't be long
now. How far now, Mr. dcTab?"”

“ Aboot & mile ! said Mr. McTab.

“Oh erikey ¥ groaned Bunter. * You
sajd the bush was gquite near, Dol
Cherry—only a bit of & walk.”

“Zo it iz, fathead=this is the bush!”
hooted Bob.

“¥ah!" retorted Bunter,

The fat Owl was not, it seemed, easy
to convince that a dense, tropical forest
was the “bush.” Bush or forest
Bunter was getting tired. And the rifle
on his fat shoulder was growing heavier
and heavier—or, at all events, seemed
to ba doing s0.

Bunter emitted a series of
groans and moans and squeaks.

Look ouk for the game, old fat
bean |” said Lord Mauleverer comfort-
ingly. *“Might spot some game here.”

“oh? What game?” asked Bunter,
“How could there be any game in this
beastly forest? Mo room to play, I
ghonld thinlk, Besides, the natives don't
play cricket, if you mean cricket.”

“Oh gad! Zly doen't mean game—I
mean gamel” gasped Lord Mauleverer.
“1 mean, as you're the only man with
s gun, you may—perhaps—be able to
shoot some game for lunch—wild pig.
and all that.”

“(Oh, gamel” said Bunler. Ve,

WeATY
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Billy Bunter coniinued on his rapid mm"aﬂﬁﬂd not se a- ﬂiﬁl
he crashed. Next moment he was lying on his back and bawling al the {op ol his volce.

w that

e
e e

1]

echeed with it !

that's rather & good idea, Mauly !
keep my eyes open. 1'm a pretty good
shot, vou kpnow—I do a lob of huntin'
aod shootin® at Bunter Court.™

And Billy Bunter, watching eager!y
for game, with his trusty rifle ready to
glay the same, cheered up. Hiz eyes
and his spectacles roved from side to
side of tha runway, in search of wild
pig, or am{] other game that might turn
up to fall before hiz trusty rifle,

But no game seemed 1 & hurry o
turn up to te:t Billy Bunter's powers as
a dead shot with blank cartridges!

“I say, you fellows, it's getling jolly
hot 1" said Bunter, affier another ten
minkes.

“The sun’s gelling up, old fat bean,”

L'l

said Bob, “but we shall get to camp
before it’s really hot.”

“It's fearfully hot now! Look here,
we'd better stop for s rest,” said

Bunter. “I'm not thinking of myself
youn know—I1'm thinking of poor old
Mauly. He looks worn out. You don't
want to keep on, de you, Mauly?”

“Yaas."”

“Reast] You're jolly nearly tottering,
Nugent—you'd like to stop for a rest,
wouldn’t you ??

“TFathead [”

“tWell, look here, old McTab's pretily
old, you know—we don't want to walk
an old crock off his legs! DBelier slop,
I think ¥

BMr. MeTeb was some way 3
he had verv keen hearing. Evidently
he bheard Bunter's remark. Eqgually
evidently he was not pleased by being
reforred to as an old erock! He gave
Bunter a glare. I'or some reason un-
known to Bunter, he hardly ever looked
at him without glaring ! Now he glared
more expressively than ever. .

“Ye faf, lazy dunderhead !” satd Mr,
MeTalb., “If ve're too slack and lazv o

ahead, but

mn.;n:u;i in ue ﬁarlmas! in front of him, till

¥
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The bungalow [alrly rang and

walk a mils or two, sit down and resk,
Ye have only to follow this runway,
and aeven B blockhead could not get losy,
though I've nae doubt ye'd get lost if
yo could I" :

And Mr. McTab, with that, stalked
on ahead again. :

Billy Bunter blinked sfter him.

“] can’t say I like your manager's
manners, Mauly ! he said. *I should
advise you to sack him.”

“*Shut up, you fatf assl”

“(}h, really, Mauly—"

“Do you want,K me to boot you,
Bunfer?” .

L1] Eh r H'U:I'r i

“Then shut up!”

“ Loolk here, Mauly, if that's the way
you talk to & chap after he shaved you

—I mean saved you—-"
Lord Mauleverer ,walked on, ac-
calerasting, leaving Billy Bunter to

waste his sweetness on the desert air.

“Well, of all the ungrateful beasts!™
gasped Bunter. “Talk about an un-
grateful serpant being .sharper than a
child’s tooth ] I say—"

“ Halls, hallo, hallo! There’'s your
Eﬁly old game, Bunter |” exclaimed Bob
BIrY.
. T"E‘! Whera?” exclaimed Bunter
cagerly, and he grasped his trusty rifie.

Thera was a awift scuttling of the
Kanala bearera! But the Famous Five
stood their ground. They wera not
glarmed, though no doubt they would
have shared the general alarm had thay
not been aware of the harmless natura
of that rifle,

Bab Ghe g

ierry pointed {o an opening
of the thick hﬂsh. Betwean heavy
mazses of wild vines, ?endant from
huge branches, an animal was rooting,

{"ontinwed on page 10.)
Tug Magxer LIBRART,—No, 1,582



SPEEDWAY BIRCHEMALL!

An Anmghg d‘ﬂd Amazing' Schoolboy

Holiday-Adventure Yarn, Starring Jack

Jolly & Co., the Laughter-Merchants
of St. Sam’s,

By DICKY NUGENT

“Roll ip! Roll up tyment, on reaching the
This way for the speed- | steps leading down to the
boat !’ ' specdboat, to find them.-.

Jack Jolly & Co.

jm a, ten-conree

homich at the Hotel Posh,
&t Breezyville-on-Sea,
the chums of the: Bt.
Bam's Fourth were feel-
%Hkﬁ lords. So, natu-

, they were now
taking a stroll on the

pﬁﬂnh

:The peer wea pretly
quiet at this time of the
day, and-Jack Jolly ‘&

Co. were quite derprized | day,
tg.n * Who's for o ride in the

to learn that the spoed-
boat was running. But
what serprized them etill
more. wad to hear the
quiet, = culbchered ax.
xents of the man who

was ﬁﬂhg out about if..

I apt "Roll.up!
All thiille and no apilgl
Two bob-a trip ! i
why: for the speadbaat 1™
My bhat'! That's a
femiliar vdice 10 me|”
said Jack Jolly, nitting
his brows tfally.
“I'm sore I've heard it
before 11!
ihinking. moml, ol
m % L
" nodded, Frank
Fearless, * Let's go-and
woe who it is.”

The chums of the
Fourth walked round to
the comer of the peer
from whenee the speed-
boat merchent’s voice

wes coming.
Imagine their amaze-

selves ‘gazing at Dootor
Birchemall, their own
headmaster |
The .Head, who was
WEeATDT & cap at
the . jauntiest = possibul
angle, lowered his mega-
fone apd started vio-
lently on seeing the St.
Sam’s -fellows. But he
soon  recovered himself
suffishantly to give them
a knowing winle, =~ -
* Jolly on the sea to-
boya 1" he cried.

gpdedboat ? "
*“ Grate pip 1™
“ Iait you, gir 1"

¢ T+'s me right-dauff 1" |

lied the Head, with

his usuel faultless gram- |

“1 ex you're

This | nii

from & R .

b Wﬂ dova seom o
little weerd, sirl™ grioned
Fearless. " Are you do-

it for munny 132 -

or & moment, a gilty
expreesion flashed across
the Head’s face ; but he
quickly got rid of it.

“Munny 2 hs cried.
“ Perigch the thought!
The fact is, 1’8 an aoct
of kind-h_;_ﬂadnamh on
my part. You sea, boys,
the man who runs &m
speedboats losea a lot
of customers because he
has no essistant to rum
the bizziness whils he
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tion. But knowin
Mauleveror's gu

goea to ‘have his lunch
and & game of darta, Bo
I'm lﬂhlu'ng after it for

“*We beleeve you,
gir1 " ehuckled Joly.
“ Thousands wouldn't !
But about the spesd-
boat ; if yvou really are
in charge of it, we'll have
& trip, .won't we, wyou
follows T

* Yeu, rather ! * chor-
tled Feoarless 3nd Merry
and Bright.

Doctor Birchemall
beamed, and beld out a
somewhat gri paw.

* Hand over the dibs,”
he Baid., " Two bob
each; ten bob for the
fourt

Jolly paid for the lot,
snd they descended the

steps leading to the speed

MY MISSION AT GREYFRIARS!
By FISHER T. FISH

I wes raised in New
York. Right *way back
ps far_ as I can re-
member, my environ-
ment hss been dizzy

perd, Neon signs,

subwayd and the
clattoriog overhead
o feave it to

A4 leave you guys
to imagine what it
meant € me to leave
that lifa behind and
settle down in & one.
horse dump like Grey-
frisre I

Beliewve me, when I
first hit this place 1
could have dissolved in
tearaf "™ Popper!l
wailed, in my woe.
“ What wrong have I
dona
me t0 mie mouldering
maliﬁﬂlpux:hl L ]

eay the impression
on the ight surely
wae painful to a New

j’ntatﬁ.htr you sent

Yaorker like xoe. T had
been used to atream-
lined architeeture and
chromium fittings ; and
now I'd -gotte settle
down in a. dump that
wasd covered all over in
ivy and had not been
pulled down and rebuilt
once in 500 yeara! Oh,
boy ! ' The strain of it
during thoas first fow

days |
. But I the blood
of the Weatern pioneers
must flow in the veins of
F.T. F. I stuck it.
“Fisher!? I  said.
H¥on got & mission
right now. This dump
hag been asleep for
centuries, and that goes
for all the guys belonging
to it. Attsboy! Wake
"em up | Let 'em have
it 12
That thought, folks,
bas ingpired mé& in the

uphill battla I've been
‘:“ightning ever  aince.
hen things seem blue,
and # looke Hke I'll
never rouse this medieval
dump out of its lon
s+ 1 pictura myael%
E% a kind of hPI;E}cE
arpung  guy,
hiz way thrjémgh t?g
jungle to bring back the
enchanted palace to life
—and I plunge into the
fray, re-zipped !

Not till I ges these
entique buildings
molished and replaced
by & slick, ferro.concreta;
air-conditioned, all
electrio ekyseraper—not
till I seo dopey
Greyfriarg crowd

changed into hustling, | pa

super-charged etters
—:Hhﬂll I Eealgnnfmﬂed
with my job, -

Meanwhile, I'm all
out, I guess I got o
long way to go. But
lﬂn%nddu never daunted
F. T. F

Hear me holler—and
soe M Oreyfriars ain’t
mn my way ong time!

UNCENSORED LETTERS

No. 9 From Mr. Quelch

Dear Skinner,—It was
and finvite me to stay
s week, But I am pursled to Enow why you so
modestly refrained 4{rown sigming the invitation in

our own name, Why
imitating the signature of

I fear that my engagements would
cluded me in any ﬁmﬁg acoepti

v kind of you to write
at ﬁaﬂlﬂvmr Towere for

to the trouble of
ﬁm:lavmr’s rdiax ?
v .
thﬁ i]l‘ﬂ'%ﬁﬂ

- pting
in additiom, asa I did, that

was not resident at the

Towers at the time when the invitation was issued
‘I really should hardly bave falt enthusiastio

bility to sccept your invitation,
however, must not #top me from ressing
you for Fnl;.:';]t:"rioudly

you invited me

boat. Jolly and Fearless | speedboat chan ita; The Hed's reply was like a hero, my man," he -

g_u._rkaﬂ emselves in | course, missed the. peer| a eta. tling one, H’fir:h-:mt aaid, * But Ef course I YOUR EDITOR CALLIN G nbf.f“ %ﬂg i S Doek faea
ﬂgﬁb mﬁg‘*%ﬂ:ﬂgﬁ F&f Eﬂhﬂu mdlhamied enol aﬂ{fwrd,haprumug f_hnuld 'not ‘dream of G y

S b My o LHE. GROTL. 560 @  ell-glarter; — an orcing money on you| Howya, pals! Fisher | Not likely! If T

sat at the back. Then Deoctor Birchemal, ; before you could say | which you didn't feel |T. Fish calling again— |any pro Ehi't' thE'GrE;E ?u:;"m?a:rmﬂ;&t thalghh?lam

the Head stepped aboard | who had not even no. | nife1® the speedboat | you could mccopt.’ Editor of the * Grey- |fri erald® under ol

and sat down at the
wheal. :

. Do yﬂu‘knuﬁ how to
handle the boat, sir 1"
asked Jolly.

Doctor ‘Birchemall
larfed confidently.

“1 ghould like to
meet & man who could
make a better job of
it! .Sos me make it
leap forward ! *

o Ereaaad & cupple
of nobs and, with &
deffening roar, the speed-

boat leaped.

The only
was that instead of
leaping  forwards it
leaped backwards and
hit the peer a smashi
blow that farely shive
ite .timbers |

(Erah

wl

L i aﬂEEd
I

drawhack

kt Sﬂ
Doctor ‘hirchuma] :
mist ave put my
foot: on the back- |
confroll  Shan’t g
jiffy, boyal'

He fiddled about with
the nobs, while the
boat span round a
top. At last, either

« | by desine or accident,

he found the one he
wanted, and the hoat
raced forward with g
mitey roar—straight for
the ng-stage again |
Thtﬁﬂ Hein;-i Emn'ﬁ liad_tﬂ

4] 1A% &]mg
about with the ncohas to
trubble about steering,
and for o ouppls of
geconds it looked as
if they were in for a
smash., But Jolly saw
the danger and acted
in the mnick of time.
Beezing the steering-
wheel, he wrenched it
round violently and the

tissod the meident, took
the wheeal, prinning from
ear to ear as he did so.

** Have no fear, boya!"’
he yelled, above the
roar of +the engine.
* Rest assured that 1
have perfect control over
the boat | ™

1! MF hat 1 "

The- chums of
¥ourth found it hard
te swallow that state.
ment—though they were:
swallowing quite a lot

of the ealt water that|

was washing over them !
The impresson that Jack
Jolly & Co. received was
that they were in dire
danger of cepsizing at
an&r roinoit

ne  moment the
gpesdboat would be tear-
ing out towards the
open sea, the next it
would be racing towards
the beach. A moment
iater, it would be streak-
ing madly back to the

sar ! )

“ Enjoving it, hoys 1 1
volled \thgrl HE:HL 3

“ We don't mind, sir!*

“ Porhaps we had bet-
ter ifonrn back now '
bawled Doctor Birchems
all. " You cen't say
you haven't had your
munny's worth { X

He steered the speeds.
boat on & zigzeg course
back to the peer.

By a sheer miracle,
he mannidged to pull
up at tho landing-stage.
As Jack Jolly & Co.
scrambled off the speed-

boat, they wore met by | Hav

& man in a peaked cap,
who gava them a fero-
¢iopa glare !

* What's the mea‘ni?

of thist" he ecrie
“ Who told you to use
my speadhoat §
* ¥ The person you left
in n::harga of if, of
courss | " anawered Jack
Jolly. * That jentle-
rman with the beard."

1 never Ileft my
speedboat in charge of
nnlgone. 12! he roared.
* Faolch the perlice, some.-
body! I'll have him
run in}

““ My hat! Then the
old raskal waa diddd
us, sfter alll” g
Fearless, “"We mite
have known it}
have wyou
to this, sir 1

-

the-

got to eay| his

was roaring away from
the p once  moro |
Naturally, Jack Jolly &
Co. thopght the old
ecamp inbinded to land
sorpewhes on the beach
h and thﬂ:l 'Pl"ﬂ'ﬂﬂﬂd to do
‘the veanihing trick |

Bub a srprize was in
stora for everyone.

Some listance out at
-gogn, tla eadbont
stopped ; and the chums
of the Fourth saw the
Head leening over the
pide. ThinFearless gave
b & sbouk.

* He's gescuing some-
body. from drowning | ¥

“ ¥ou're right, old
chap: ¥ oried Jack Jolly,
exeitedhy: © It's a4 swim-
mer who has pot out
of hi¥ depth!Z

The:' kaptin of the
Foturthe apoke truly.

.Whes, five minnits
lateir, Doector Birchemall
rétummed to the peer, he
hed a:papenger shoard
—a0 } jenilemsn in a
swimming costume, who
was jmat petting over
ah . atdack of eramp
whith ha«l rendered him
horse e tombat in the
. Watar,

There wae not the
slitemt  trace of fear
Iaft in -thy Head's face,
a8 hé foced the speed-

* Don't worry aboub

our bout,: my ﬁﬂrﬂ-ﬁ

How !} ™ ha'said loftily.
* 1 shall fheist on paying

u genepously for the
i Jof.it,ua soon as I

mottled with this
jentleroan, who, I should
B Beggs, thomilionaice

' mulljnaire,

Thie way, Mr, Baggs! "

l Afr. Ea% amiled
feintly, ‘as stepped
gghara, -

R B
-Yﬂu' ; paid, #
ﬂwa;:mu* p dett that I

nevir be a.l:il;k to

in mear er.

Egjiﬂ, nhﬂil-.mwar-

ol - ou

s handsoms cash '?gr:ft

just _ma & sign of my
grat itude}

“Tott - ftutt 1 I
hardly fosl like taking
it,"* said Doetor Birchem-
all, “JTt was nothing,
pir. A mge trifle.'!

naire razed

3 signifi-
L kantlys * You have acted

* Of course, T wouldp't
dream of being so rude
a8 to-refuse it," grinned
Doctor Birchemali.** This
way, dear Mr, Baggs !’

‘And be marched the
rezeued millionaire up
the steps leading ta the
Ezarﬁleaving the speed-

at man grinnin oor-
fully, and Jack 5‘:&1 &
Co. larfing fit toe bust
over the amazing luck
that had fallen to the
lot of Speedboat Birch- |
emmell |

{¥ou can’t keep a good
man doton, ami?erminly
not Doctor * Birchemall.
He's on the itrail of
smvgglers next week, tn
anotier shallering slory
by Dicky Nugent.)

the

self

like

friare Hearald *
Waarton i3 moseyin
around

time after that if I know
anything !

oy !
muil% had the mornin
after the world hﬁﬂfﬁ

¥F. T. L.
editorial chair| What &
glad hand I got from
my  eager

T

a reader who s

[1] Eﬂ
you Editor!
What an Editor !
thera ewver
you 1
there, or will there ever
be, an Editor like you 1

C1AaTS
while } your

the GSou
for o long

in
and

earth | 2

What & fanlglowin

Burely w

bright news that

was in the ]| lous ™ ;

admirers !
g one letter from
him-
* Imcredulous * ;
they've made
Gogh !
Was
an Editor
Never! Is

fireworks
got  half

El: editorship will. be
e no other paper omn

I't say my heart
warmed to the
could write of me in thoga

to live up to
expectations,

defence I must ropeat
that I've
something of & raw deal
over this jop, I've just
got to keep on the old
contributors, whether I
like 'em or not.
tell the world you'll see

space to use in my own
awael way
Bo-long, pals |

wrhao

wordses! I
do my best
your high
* Incrodu-’
but in salf-

fame.™
been  given

But I'll

whenaver I
& column of

without the knowl
everer's guardian ;
course, that I ghould have been made very
weloome had I gone.to the Towers—even
though there wag only & carctaker present to
anﬁrbmn‘ 1&&. -

GOCurs to me, on giving the matter further
thought, that possibly y:t;lglr mtention was to
remain  wholly
peﬂmgm. in Pope's immortal wards, to * do

ood by stealth."
oubt that by thia time you * blush to find i

or consent of Maul-'
ut you felt eure, of

Rnonymous. You wished,
If that is the case, I do not

You should have remembered, Bkinper,
that Ehem arae certain habita of i
not to mention vharacteristics of
which betray an individusl
unmistakably to a keen observer.

We ghall doubtlese discuss the. matter at
length to our mutusal
roent whén we reaesemble next term.

Meanwhile—sagain—thank wyoul

expression,
nmanship,
tter-writer

joyment and enlighten.

Yours sincerely,
H, 8. QUELCH, M.A.

‘] DON'T LIKE DOING AS I LIKE!”

Removite’s Strange Holiday Moan

I was quite surprized
(writeg a "' Greyiriars Herald *
correéspondent), on  ronnin
into Dick Russell along the
El‘ﬂm at Blackpool, to find

im with a face as long as a
fiddle.

“ How mnow, Russell, old
bean 1 * I greeted, giving him
& hearty thump on the baeck.
* Enjoying yourself ? !

“(’Ih. rather ! ! meaned
Russell,

! Finding Blackpool a won-
derful place it you’rs gut for
a good time ! I chortled.

“ Bimply marvellous 1 "
sighed LKussell. ' '

“ Of course, a chap's enjoy-
ment ie restrioted a Lttle by
hia people,” I hinted cau-
tiously. " You here with
yours, old A

“Not a bit!* groanad
Russgell. “I'm here entirel
oo my own, enjoying myse
m my own way. It's the
pater's idea. I told him I
thought one’s people usually
gut- rather & astopper on a

ellow enjoying e sesside holi-

day ; =o he thought he'd let
me have one on my own. I'm
free to do exactly what I
please ! 2

“Well, of all the Iucky
bargeea! I bet you're mak-
ing whoopee | 1

“ What-ho ! ' said Russell,
:Tifh ?in?thur ufi:fhlﬂ hmmi
‘m do a @ things
like dnml;";; and I'm doing
'ertn 83 much as I've :uh#ag,m_

“wanted to do when my peoplé

were with me stop it.
For instance, the day 1
arrived, I spent an hour

in the water,! "

“The dickeng you
did !

“Pater and mater
never let me gta in
lomger than half-an-hour.
But I felt like staying in
for en hour and I did.
Bit of bad Iluck after,
though, It gave mo &
real dashed rotten cold.'

“Hard cheese, old
scout !V

“Luck of the game,
I suppose,” sdid Hussell,
smiling wanly. ' Buf, of
E]r.;ruma,ﬂlswmm' ; ]1111'_'43 wa]a?,f;"t‘-

e only . Ve
always  liked  donkey
rides. Having nobody to
gtop me, I Had about a
dozen right off the reel

“My hat! The donkey
man must have stared ]!

" "Bo did everyone eleo!
The erowd thought I was a
film star, disgorging excess
profits. I attracted so many
thas they had to fetch the

police to clear the course.
And after 1'd finished, 1 was
kept busy sipning kids® auto-
fna. h-books for over an

our ! " KHussell heaved yet
another sigh, “ Of course,
there were plenty of. other
thinge I liked doing snd did.
I went to one ropusic-hell five
nighits running. The fifth

night I developed a headache.
I've still got 1t |

** Another thing T patronised
to my heart's content wag the
scenio railway. I had eight
turns on that without tﬁ&ttmg
out. But at the ninth time

romnd I got out without
intending to do so.  Must
have been giddiness; what-
ovér it was, I pitched head-
firat out of the car when we
were rounding & bend!
Luckily, I mana 1o grab
one of the ecrossbars of the

blesged structure and eclimb
down to terrn firmg without
being dameged. But I jolly
nearly broke my neck over it,
Icen tell you 1%
“ It’'ll be something to look
back on, old sport!"™ I
inned. * You're certain]
aving & holiday you
remem Just as you
liko aill’ the fll:.'g J 2 >
“ Yes, you're right there”
moaned Hossell. ' * I've been
doing i}';:.st'- as I like—and
doing it good and plenty!
And yet 1t's queer, is
do-as-I-like holidey isn't quite
what I thought it would be | 77
"My dear old chap, you
den't say so!? | :
“ Bounds funny, I know—
but there it isl” m
Russell. *“ I can look back on
seagside holideye when Fve
been redtricted at every tum
—and yet they peem somehow
jollier than this] Is it
osgible, do you think, that I
n't like doing ag I like } "
- I gave that one vp. But T
musit add that I ran inio
Fussell two days later and
found him grnoning moat
cheerfully and chortling over
what & happy holiday he was
having. i
, bolieve it or not, hia
parents hed’ joined him, and
regtrictions were once moré 1o
full foree t ;
Eﬂar;:ln ahcutnﬁ the only
rational explanation you can
think of, ¥ suppose. :
It beats the bend, but thera
it is.
Fusasell juet doesn’t like
doing a8 be likea |




(Continued from prge 13.)

ang at the sound of fobisteps il turied
& wary hesd, snd two little -black eyes
twinkled suspiciously at the party, The
next moemernt 'the wild pig was sculthing
ko the bush.. g :
i But Buunter's frusiy rifle was at his
shoulder. He pued the rrigger.
~Baug! Bang! o
. Bunfer Gred twice, to make "surc!
Two™ blank cartridgos Ay
Then he blinked eagerly over a smoking
rifle, o e
"47 say, vou fellows, did I get-lhim?
he exélaiimed.

“Ha, ha; ha!l”

“0Oh, don’t cackle! I say, 1 faney
I got him. He can't bie far off 1" éx-
clatmied Bunter -esgerly. f a0 |
Where's my nigeer? You *ieller
Pﬂ?ﬂﬂ ll‘-l'l a1 3 :
_ “Yegsar!" gasped Popoo, eyeing his
white master very unesasily, :

“You go findee that feller pig, me
shoot along guin!” commanded Bunier

“Oh, sarl No tinkee' wou kill dead
that feller pig, sar !”

#Don't argue with me,

vou cheeky
‘nigger | roared Bunter.

“Get after

that pig! . 1 sav, wvou fellows, what
nﬁ?mtpll'gm:t ork for lunch—what?”

e B | (ﬁ.‘rﬂ’t think wyou hit it, ?:id
fat man!"” gurgled Bob Chewry.

sort of think that pig got away, old
bean 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!" )

“Well, you can think it got awayx, 1if
on like!” sneered Bunter. " Bup I
wappen to know how I can shoot, I'm
not going on without thor pig, I cau
tell vou!”

“Ha, ha, ba'" velled the Fumous
Five, :

If they had waited till Bunter bagged
the pig ‘he had Gred at with blauk cart-

ridges it was clear that they were
hm%:eci for a long wait!
“(h, spigger!” sneered Bunter.

“Ruan & fellow down—Dbelittle every.
thing he does! It's like vou! I'opos,
look far that pig I've shot I"

“Ae no tinkeo——" X

*“Took for that pig!” roared Bunter.

“Oh! Yessar!” .

Popoo went into the busl—certainly
not to look for the wild pig, which had
vanished long agno info parls unknown.
However, he got out of Buntar's sight.

Having got out of his sight, Popoo
leaned on a {ree-trunk, disinierved betel-
aut from his mop of haiv, and chewed
the same with satisfaction.

Popoo  didn't mind stepping for a
rest. No Kanaka was ever Known to
object o taking a rest! Popoo tock a
rest while Bunter waited for him to
return wilth the game! 5

“Come on, fathead!” said Bob, as
the fat junior sat down on a log, to
rest while he waited.

“Bhan't [V

“Look heve, you ass—" .

“You can go on, if you like ! jeered
Bunter. “I'm not s{upgllrg for a rest.
I'm not in the least tived. I could walk
any of you follows off your legs, I [ancy.
But I'm not going on wilhout the game
I've ghot!™

‘e Maguer LisRanT.—No. 1,552

roarved EWAY.

‘mnecient fhuijdini.
" +Fhis waa the

THE MAGNET

The Famous Five gurgled. oo

“Well, Mclab S:B-i‘ﬁ he can’t miss the
vay, and Popoo will be with him,"” said
Harry. * Let's get on Mauly’s out of
nght.”
_And the Famous Five hurried on up
{he runway, unwilling to let Aanly ourt
of their sight. Bunter was left sitiing
on ihe log. e was going to sit on that
log till Popoo came back with the game
he had shot. _He was, at sll events,
oing to sit thera till Popoo-lo-linga-
ﬁf['n had finished chewing betel-ut
behind the tree!

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
The Ancient Temple !

i EGCAD!™ murmured Lord
o Mauleverer,
Tha Mamous Five looked, in

silenge.. _

It was an astonishing sight.

They kad reached the end of the
journey“at last, high up on the side of
the hill, where:there was a vast stretch
of - almost level ground.. Backed by the
hilltop beyond, it faced the sea acress

Lhe - lewver slopes f-bish,

O that level stood the remamns of an

e first time that the Crey-
friave- feltows" had penetrated so deep
into ‘the -interior,- and their first view
of ‘the prehistorie remains-of the island.
. Mr., MeTab's destription had 1np-
terested themn:, but they had not been
prepared for what they saw.

A vast room—or rather, hall—stood
there, built "of huge, solid blocks of
voclk, Its ledgth was, perhaps, sixty
feet, ita width nearly forcy. : >

Much of the roof had Jfallen 1n, but
part of it remained-—thin rock siabs,
overlapping like tiles, The height was
not in proportion to the extent, being
hazdly over six feet, ﬂmu%h erhaps the
centre of the roof, now fallen in, had
been higher. The only entrance was a
wide doorway facing the sea, where the
juniors now slood,

Within were a number of rock slabs

onn which stood stone images. Some of
iliem were broken, or fallen. Others
stood intact—massive figures of the

uwoper helf of ihe human form carved
1 rock. ‘

The juniors gazed in wonder.

#uch remains, on a Pacific 1sland,
were enpugh to make them wonder.
Before the white men came, with their
tools and implements of meial, the
natives had had only stone knives and
axes. Llow they had shaped those huge
blocks, and those great images, with
such implements, was a mystery. And
wlhy, was another mystery.

The present natives of Kalua lived
in huts built of palm-poles, laced with
pandanus leaves. They neither desired
nor kuew how to ereet buildings like
this,

Their remoie ancestors, or some olher
race that had preceded them, had buile
this temple—if it was s temple—long
centuries ago, possibly thousands of
vears fgo, _

The stone images, no doubt, were idols
probably worshipped with sacrifices by
ihat sueient, vanished race. ‘

But long centuries had passed since
then, and the ruins bad long been over-
grown and hidden by bush and jungle,
1ill discovered and clenved in recent
Lines,

“Wall,” sald Bolb Cherry, at lasi,
“hat tokes the eake!  T'd like to
know how they handled thosa blocks!
Why, soma of ithem are six feet long!
I'hey must weigh a fearful loe!” :

“Ii is an unco’ sivange sight!" satd
AMr. MeTalb, “But nae so strange as
whit T've seon on Easter Tsland.”

“And nothing's known about itt®
asked Harry.

‘** Naething, except that it’s here,”
enswered the manager of Kalua, "It
was forgotten centuries ago. 1
present natives know nothing about it—
neither do they care, "the loons! Ik
was found by accident, when I was first
on the island, and I had it cleared, for
it was surely a sight worth seeing. I'm
thinking that those stones were standing
just where they are now before Julius
Cesar came to Britain—ay, and before
Romwulus built .the walle of Home!l It's
an unco' strargo sight.”

“We're -jolly well going to explore
this show 1" said Bob.

“Yes, rather!”

By, MleTab smiled.

“I'm leaving ye here for the day.” he
gaid, I gan Lrust y@ not to wander
into the bush and pet lost. Ye'll take
caré of the wee lord."”

“Like the jolly old apple of our eye,”
gaicl Bob. :
The Kanakas laid down their
ackeges  inside the encient temple.

‘hey were not interested in the build-
ing,' like the strangers from afar. Ti
way something that belongéd to long
time befora,” snd the happy Keluans
were interested only in the passing hour,

Mr. MeTab was going to be busy that
day,” heading the search for the man

who  had  entered * the  bungalow
the previous ‘;th, & whom
he suspected to be Yeabel Dick. Having

en{;dgﬂfﬁd the Greyfriars party 1o the
raing, the manager left them, and the
Kanakas followed him.

With great keenness the schoolbors
roamad sbout the interior of the strange
old building, looking at the carved
iynages on the stone slabs, examining
the massive old walls. Although there
was no cement in the walls the great

blocks were so peatly cut that they
fitted together exactly.

“I've read of something like ihis on
liazter Island,” remarked Bob Cherry.
“but it's on & bigger scale there, I
wonder who this old johnny was in his
time.”

The jumiors stopped before one of the
images which seemed to be the best
preserved, It represented & man from
ithe crown to lhe waist, perched on an
immense stone slab.

Tts height was a good eight feet,
which showed that the old roof must
hiave slanted wup from the walls. Ita
weight eould not have been less than
four or five tons, and how the ancient
barbarians had ever seft it up on the
slab was a deep myvstery. But thers it
was.—%rimmqg down at the schoolboys
from Greyiviars,

The festures were rudely carved, but
had plenty of expression; the lips thick
with an upward curve that gave a soeer-
ing, disdainful expression. In the deep
eye-zoolketa were fragments of ancient
coloured shells, which gave an eeria
aspect of eyes watching. It was strange
to thinl how long that image had stood
there, grinning and sneering &t tha
centuries as they passed. The top of
{ho head was cut flat, and h&d no doubt
carvied & crowd in the old davs when
ihat wnknown race lived on Kalua.

“Jolly good wiew frem up there "
remarked %Ub;

He swung himself on the slab and
clambered wup Lhe 1umnage, standing
finally on the flat summit of lhe stone
Lead,

Thiz lifted his own head through the
space where the roof hed once been, and
he had & wide view of the lower slopea
of the hill, thick with bush, the beach
bevond, and the blue lagoon, and ‘tha
barrier reef and the wide Pacific—wiuth
& sail far out at aca.



"Room for twe,” said Dob, leoking
down. *“ Coming up, Mauly 7™

“No fear "

"Gjl-:rmu: view from here, I can toll
you,’

“T'1 take Iyﬂur word for it, old bean,”
yawned his lordship.

“ Lazybones| Stand clear—1'm going
to jump 1"

“Don’t break your neck, fathead!”
said Johnoy Bull,

The juniors cleared back to give Beob
plenty of room,

The temple was paved with stone
blocks, of the seme material &3 the
walls. One of them, directly in front of
the image, was marked with shallow
CATYINgS, d'iatingpir.hing it from the rest,
w were. quite bers. Aas it was
exmﬁi in front of him, Bob selected the
carved block to jump down on.

He jumped, and landed, with a crash
of boots, on the stone.

He gave a yell of surprise as he
landed,

" To his utter amazement, the stone
block, as be. Janded on it, moved.

To all sppearance, it was as firm,
solid, dnd immovable as the rest of the
blocks that surronnded it.

-But it stirred, and Bob, with =
gtartlod well, stumbled over and sat
down on the stone.

:g}”” h";g ed Johnny Bull

umay ' grinne nn utl,

“Ha, ha, ha 1" 4

“The jumpfulness is terrifiec, my
esteamed Bob1?  chuckled Hurree
Jamset Ram Einigh.

Bob sat and blinked,
~ The stone on which he sat was
immovable. He was. sure, sbsolutely
certain that it had shifted when he
lended on it, that was why he had
stumbled over. But it was 1mmovable

now,

“Well, my hat!” gasped Bob, “This
eats it| s this jolly old shew haunted,
or what ? Elasaaj if I make this out.”

“Can’t make out why you sat down 1"
eaid - Johnny. *“My dear chap, I
thought you would 1"

“The stona moved |” gasped Baoh.

[ 1] Eh ]-I!

“ What 1™

*“Ha, ha, ha!” _

Baob scrambled np, with a red face.

“Y tell you it shifted |” he roared.
“Think I'm the fellow to tumble over
with a jump like that?"

“Looks hike 161" grinned Hugenh

*It shifted under my fest—-"

“You slipped,” esid Harry.

“I didn’t slip 1 T tell you that beastly
stone shiffed |" roared Bob., “The floor
ooks safe enough—but it ain't safe, by
long chalks. I tell you thatb stene moved
when I came down on it.”

“You fancied it did, old man,” said
Harry. " But it couldn’t haye—-"

“It did |?

£ PHEm Il"‘

"Well, lot's see if we can shift it
egain " grinned Johnny Bull.

The juniors, grinning, gathered round
the carved stone b]nc]g. That it could
have shifted seemed impossible to them.
It looked as sclid as the rest; as solid
as the hillside itself, Its élear-cut edges
fitted to the adjoining stone blocks. As
there waa no cement, which- had been
unknown to the ancient builders, no
doubt it -was detachable: but it locked
8g if it would peed 8 very strong crow-
bar and some wvery strong muscles to
prize it ouk

Certainly the
" Bob Ch

o erry was determined to prove
that it ?auqmlﬁmdi He gropedpmrer
the carvings on it and got a hold en a
section between two shallow grooves,
d and exerted sll his strength.
e stone remained motionless.

juniors ecould not

He tug
But

EVERY SATURDAY

With & face as crimson as the blossom
of the hibiscus he gave it up at last,
Eautmg for breath, and rubbed numbed

n

pera. ; : ;

“8till  think it shifted?” asked
Johnny Bull.

Bob made no I'ﬂ]:l]f- .
. As the stone:could not be moved it
had to be admitted that it was
mmovable. If it were Immovable it
could not have moved when he jumped
down on it. That seemed clear enough.

Yet he was certain that it had, It
was & puzle. He was driven to the
conclusion that he had been mistaken—
and yet he was convinced that one end
of that stone had tilted when he landed
on it. It was exactly as if the end had
been pushed up from below—that, a
least, was the impression he had hed.

“You slipped, old chap”
Johnny,

Bob compressed his li

“You didn’t notice the stone, any of
you, when I jumped " he asked.

“Well, we were looking at you, not
at the floor,” said Harry, ' But, really,
old fellow—"

“1t shifted !”

LL] ?HEm ‘EH

" Oh, let's get on!” said Bob crossly.
“No good srguing about it, anyhow.
If it didn’t shift, I dreamed that it did |
Come on—we've seen encugh of that
grinning image |

And the junicrs resumed their ex-
plorations—one of them {rowning, t
others smiling.

said

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Caught Napping !

ORI MAULEVERER vawned.
“Leave it to you, partners"
he said.
It was very warm—D>3lauly,
as usual, was lazy,

The juniors had camped for lunch in
the doorway of the old temple. After
lunch the Famous Five wers keen to
resume their explorations of that
interesting spot. .

His lazy lordship did not share their
keenness, - R .

His interest in the prehistoric relics
of Kalua-alua-lalua had faded. BSitting
in the shade inside the old temple—the
coolest spot to be found—Mauly yawned.

“I'll wait here for Bunter,” he
euggested,

“0Oh, don't be a slacker, old man!"
urged Johnny Bull. “We've done the
interior, but thera’s lots to be seen out-
sida, ﬂ'cTab says that ancient carvings
have been picked up in the bush rHund
about.™

Yawnl! )

Mauly was ha?_?jr and comfortable in
the cocl shade. He was evidently going
to remain happy and comfortable.

“Better not stay alone, Mauly,” sug-
gested Bob. “That jolly old kidnapper
mi;i ’?Iam an eye open for you.”

keep & stick bandy,” vawned
Mauly, * n{yhuw. you fellows will see
him coming 1f he hikez along,”

“That's =0," said Harry Wharton,
“Tha ground's clear all round the
temple. Nobddy could show up without
heing seen. Come on (™

And the Famous Five scattered round
tha old building, keen on exploration,

Lord Mauleverer sat against one of
tha old slabs, facing the doorway, which
was the only entrance to the building.
It did not seem gossibla for anyone to
enter unseen by him; neither was any-
one likely to be able to approach the
spot nnseen by the other fellows, The
bush hed been cleared for a considerable
drtance all round, and the ground was
quite open.
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So Mauly was left to repose, and the
other fell’e"rw: ecaftered round the
butlding.

From where he sat Mauleverer could
sea the apening of the runway in tha
bush, "thé -way the juniors had - come.
Billy Bunter was somewhere on that
runway, not having arfived yet,

Either the fat Owl was still waiting
for Popoo to turh up with the game he
had not shot, or he wis prolonging his
vest, . As hin pocketa were stacked with
sandwiches and other comestibles, he
was probably not, for onece, in & burry
for lunch, ]

Sitting thera in the cool shade,
Mupuleverer 1dly watched the distant
bush. Qutside the old stone walls—four

or five feet thick—he caught sounds

occasionally of the explorers, rooting
round the old building.

Certainly no thought of danger
crossed his mind. -

Mauly was careless an-:mfh, but he
knew that he was in peril from the
mysterious kidnae , and l:hr.:.ugP he
felt drowsy in the tropio heat of the
afterncon, he had no idea of going to
sleep out of sight of his friends. He
did not, like Bunter, feel the urgent
need of & nap after lunch—his lunch
being a good deal less substantial than
Bunter's. ;

Look towards the runway in the
bush farther down the hill, he expected
every moment to sce 8 fat perspiring

he figurs roll into sight.

ut whet he did see all of a sudden
startled him, and made him fairly
bound | o

His stick ln{! geross his knees, read
to handle if he wanted it, though he
had no anticipation whatever of want-
g 1k "
rom behind the slab against which
ha =at a hand suddenly veached—end
grabbed away the stick.’ -

Hand £nd stick vanished like magio.

Maul? was not easily startled, but he
jumped with a gasp at-that strange and
uncanny sight,

He was—or had believed himself to
be—alone in the temple. He had heard
no sound. It seemed like a kind of
horrid magic for that mysteriops hapd
to resch suddenly past him and snatch
away his weapon.,

“(h gad ¥ gasped BMauleverer.

Hs would have. been on his feet in
ancther moment. But in that moment
8 figure emerged into. his view—a
tatterad man with stubbly face and

]ez:;ning eyes, the stick grasped in his

Bnda.

“Keep still, and keep quiet!” said a
low, menacing veoice; and Lord Maule-
verer, hfter one astonished stare, sat
etill and kept quiet. The stick was
lifted to strike him senseless.

“Youl” he said, in s murmur.

“hlel” jeered Yaabhel Dick.

It was the man from Ysabel—the

beachcomber of Kalua. His stubbly
dark face gloated over the thoy
ear] as be held the stick ready to sirtke
him down if he stirred,
At the same time he was listening,
like & wild animel, Mauleverer was at
his mercy, but there were five fellows
within call of & raised voice—and a
single sound of alarm would have
brovght them rushing to the rescue.

He made a gesture with the stick.

“Move cut of =ight from the door-
way!” he breathed., “Quick — and
wiet | I do not want to hurt you—but
will stun you with & blow if you
utter & eound! I am s desperate men,
Lord Maulevérer ™
In silence, Mauleverer moved round
the slab. He did not need telling that
the man from Ysabel was desparate.
THE Magyer Lisrany.—No. 1,502
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He knew now that Mr. MoTab waa

right—the kidnapper was the beach:
comber of Kalua, The manager had
never doubted it; Harfy Wharton &
Co. had hardly doubted it;” but Mauly
had doubted. it, for he could not
believe that a man whom he had never
harmed could seek to harm him. And
even the keen Sootsman could not
fathom what motive ¥sabel Dick could
possibly. have had.
. But there was no doubt now! For
tha first time, he saw the kidnapper in
the open sunshine: and tids was the
man—Y¥sabel Dick | )

“It was you—Ilast mighi!” breathed
Mauly. .

“You do not need telling that!”
sneered the beachcomber,

“And youn—before—"

“You know it was!” .
“Yaas, I konow—now!" said ILord
Mauleveror quietly, “I  thought it

rather hard for Mr. McTab to kick rou
off Kalua without proof—but I see now
that he was right! I could not believa
it was you! Why are you doing thia?”

“You cannot guess?” -asked the
beacheomber, his sunken, pleaming oves
fixed mockingly and sardonically on the
face of the schoolboy earl.

“Haven't the foggiest!”

“All the hetter, qerhamé Don't
think of calling out—I have heen watch-
ing your friends—they are too far off
te help vou, but they would hear a
ahout, ou will not utter a second
ona 1

Mauleverer shrugged his shoulders.

“Yon've got me!” he said calmly.
“But I don't quite get you! If kid-
napping's vour game, you can't expect
to get me awey from here. Some of
my friends will spot wou the wminute
you step outside this buildin'.”

Ysabel Dick laughed.

“I ean't make out how vou got hera
without being spotted,” went on Lord
Mauleverer. suppose vou could
have clambered over the walls and
dropped in—Dbut you can't get me out
that way, My Ysabel Dick! Have you
simply dropped in this time for a liltle
chat, and to tell me what & dashed
raceal you are !

Mauleverer was puzezled, and his por-
plexity showed in his faca.

The beachcomber laughed
Eﬂilri:n’.

“1 have a safe lding-place for you,”
he answered. " You would have found
it safe last night if ¥ had suceeeded in
getting you away. You will find it safe
enough—till T can get vou off Kalua,
Put yvour hands together—I am going to
bind them before I take wvou awary!
And remember—one _Ehuut to  your
friends, and you will never ulter
another 1¥

The stick was half-raised; the sunken
eves glared a deadly threat.

Lord Mauleverer, breathing hard, put
his hands together, and the outcast of
Kalua looped a cord over them.

again

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Blaze Away, Bunter !

i LEASTS Y breathed Billy Banter.
' He blinked round hime
through his big spectacles with

a knitred fab brow.

Bunter had arrived.

He had arrived hot, sticky, dusty,
tived, and bad-tempered. ]
_And he had srrived without either
Popoo or the “game.” Bunter had
waited a long time for his faithfui
nigger to come back with the wild pig
he fancied he had shot. Popoo had not
ma’ppem-@d.
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Hia fat white master would have been
wrathy had. he returned without the

me ! Ha could not return with it!

o Popoo had settled the problem in the
casy Kanaka way' He stayed in tho
bush end . chewed betel-nnt, and lef:s
Bunter to wait as long as he liked!

That was all very well for Popoo-lo-
linga-lule, but it was wvery irritating
and exasperating to Bunter.

The fat Owl was glad of a rest! He
was glad of a long rest! But he did
not want to sit on thet log in the run-
way for aver!

{aving disposed of several packets of
sandwiches and a few other things,
Bunter groew more and more impatient,
Heo shouted o P%pm about. a dozen
times, but if the Tonga boy hearvd, he
heeded not !

Finally, Bunter gave it up. FHe made
& mental resolution to give Popoo a
record spot of lawpercane when he
saw him again, and at last rolled on
up the runway, in the divection which
the Groyiriare party had disappeared

more than two hours ago.

It was a direet path, blocked in by
walls of thiek bush, and, as Nr. McTah
had said, even Bunter could not lose his
way, He only had, like the deep and
dark blue ocean in the poem, to roll on!

But the way was long, and hot, and
weary ! Bunier covered it at the rate
of an old and tired snail.

However, al long last, he reached the
end of the runway, where it opened
inte the wide circular clearing round
the ruived iemple on ihe hillside.

Bunter blinked at the aneient build-
ing and rolled onward under the hlaze
of the tropieal sun, heading for the
big, wide doorway which faced him.

He was not fearfully interested in the
building as a relic of the dim and
mysierious past, but e was interested
in that cool and shady doorway! It
was a shelter from the glore of the
burning  sun.  Within  the doorway
part of the ancient roof remained, and
it looked delighifully, eool and shady
to the fat junior, toiling i the sun-
blaze.

Ila had no doubt that he would find
the rest of the party there, as that
was their destination. Anyhow, he
would find the baskeits of grub. A
couple of dozen sandwiches had taken
the keen edge off his appelite; still, he
'frr'as late for lunch, and more than ready
or 1t.

He rolled thankiully into the shade,
and stood with perspirstion streaming
down hiz fat face, the rifle in the
hollow of a fat arm fairly sleaming
with warmth,

It was then {hat he murmured
“Beasis ¥ Not a fellow was in siglt!
He could see thai this was the camp—
the baskets were there, and there were
i.ilent:'; of signs that the party had
unched on the spot, But nobody was
io be seen, snd Billy Bunter had no
doult that they had all pone wander-
ing off somewhere, forgetting all about
him--which, of course, was exactly
what he might have expected of such
beasts !

FHowaver, what he chiefly wanted was
rest. and grub, and shade—and all wera
available, The fat Owl was about to
sink down and rest his weary back
against the slab near the doorway
where Lord Mauleverer had heen sit-
ting only a few minuies ago, when he
stopped suddenly with a jump.

The ancient femple had seemed to
him as silent as the tomb. It had not
oecirred to bmn that there was anvono
witlun, S0 1t was startling to hear a

voice from the other side ol the greas -

rock slab,

But the words were more startling
thay the voice.

Billy .Bunter almost wondered for &
maoment whether he was drcaming as
they reached his fat ears.

“MNow, come with. me Lord Maule-
verer ! Youw've not far to go, but {ake
warning—keep quied [

Bully Bunter stood transfixed.

His eves looked like bulging lhrough:
his spectacles.
~ He did not move; he was too aston-
ished to_move, after Lis first slartled
jump. He stood a2 if peirified.

“You won't get by with this, you
know, Mr, Ysabel Dick I came a cool,
quist, drawling * veice, “1 should
advise ¥ou to chuck it, and go while the
poing's good, ™

Bunter heard a low, mocking laugh.

*You will see, my lord !

“dy friends are not far away,” went
ot the cool, guist voice, * Vou'll get
damaged when they spot you, my friend,
That stick wor't help you much.”

“Your frisnds are too far away to
help vou,” came the other vowce—that,
as "Buunier knew from what Mauleverer
said, of ¥sabel Dick, the beachcomber.
“I have been watching them; they sre
round the:building on the other side.”

“They will see you when we get out.”

“Do you think so?” There was a
towe of mockery in the voice of the
beachcomber.

“Yaas; no doubt at all aboub 1t
Better chuck it [ sald Lord Mauleverer,
as guietly and calmly as if he were argu-
iug a wmatter of quite trivial interest,

“That will do!™ broke in the harsh
voice, T war: you ooce more—a single
call to your friends and you fall sense-
less. Now, say no more,’

#“h ecilkey 17 breathed Bunler.

William George Bunter was far from
gquick on the upiake. But even Bunter
eotld not doube the meaning of this. He
Lnew what wa: going on on the other
side of that huge rock slab.

Lord Mauleverer’s friends had left
hini there, and he had fallen inlo his
enemy's hands. ‘I'he beacheomber had
watched the Famous Vive till they were
at o distance, and he did not know that
there was another member of the parly
coming on to join them from the Eush:
his caleulations had been made guite
without regard to Bunier,

The Famous IFive were still at a
distance outride the building, Dunter,
by chance, bad arrived, and there le
Was.

His fat heart thumped.

Bauly was in the hauds of the enemy !
Punter's first natural thonght was to go
to his help; but the i1dea of facing the
savage-faced, evileyed beachicomber
made his fat heart sink almost into his
baoots.

In his terror he almost forgot the rifle
under his arm; but he remembered 1t
and grasped it. There were still several
cartridges in it, vnnzed, and there was
reassurance in possession of a fire-
arm. It was forftunate at that moment
that Bunter did not know that ihe cart
ridges were blank.

He drew a deep, deep breath, Screw-
ing his fat courage up to the stickin
point, he clamped the buit of the rifle
to his shoulder and stepped round (he
great slab of stone. )

He passed aleng the side of the huge
square slab, and came suddenly on the
seeone behiod i _ ;

Lord Mauleverer stood- there with Lis
hands bound, tne beacheomber's hand on
his shoulder, aboub to drag him away.

Bolh of them jumped at the sight of
Bunler,

“0Oh gad!” gasped Lord Mauleverer,
“Punter, old reant Great pip [®
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Ysabel Dick released Lord Mauleverer's shoulder and made & slﬁu.'.iﬂl tm;ﬂ B:ml-nr, .‘lhﬂ.ﬁﬂﬂk. grasped En his ﬁnnﬂ, mvagu
ferocity blazing frem his seamed, sun-burned face. Screwing his fai courage up to the sﬂﬁlsingﬂu!nt, Bunter clamped the butd

of his rifle to his shoulder,

:ﬁk ringing cath broke from Ysabel

ick.

He released Lord Mauleverer's
shoulder and made s rapid stride to-
watrds Bunter, the stick grasped in his
hend, savage ferocity blazing from his
seamed, sun-burned face.

Bang |

Billy Bunter hardly knew whether ha
meant to pull trigger or not. The rifle
was sagging in his fat bands, the mussle
waving. about in & circle. Whether in-
tentionally or unintentionally, his fat
finger pulled the trigger, and the rifle
roared, the report i unéering through

the silence of the old temple.
Yaabel Dick leaped hacﬁ

Bunter kad fired at him point-blank,
the muzzle hardly six feel away. Had
thera been a bullet in the rifle, even
Bunter could searcely have failed to hit
the target somewhere,

The beacheomber was a desperate
man, but it was no.wonder that he
jumped away from an exploding rifle
just in front of him.

Lord Mauleverer g’as ad,

" Bhoot, Bunter I he shouted. * Bhoot,
old man! Riddle him! Blaze away,
old bean I"

EIE'LI.!% in danger as _he was, would
hardly have called on Bunter to shoot
had he not known the harmless nature
of Bunter's cartridges. But the man
from Y:abe! did not, of course, know,
and he made & bound for cover ss
Bunter banged off the rifle again,
plazing away.

Bunter wae, in fact, so wildly excited
and scared :i:m} he hardly knew what
he was doing with the rifie. He banged
it off, and anﬁed it off again, pulling
the trigger till the cartridges were
exhausted.

. Had it been londed, Lord Mauleverer
would ceptainly have been in a3 much
denger as Ysabel Dick, As it was, he

**‘Bheot, Bunter ! ** shouted

felt quite safe, and he yelled encourage-
ment to the fat Owl

“Go it, Bunter! Shoot! Shoot!”

Bang, bang | )

Tha beachcomber was running, He
darted- away into the interior of the
temple, vanishing among the stone slabs
and carved images.

. IFrom the distance, gutside the build-
ing, came the sound of a shout. The
rear of the rifle rang far and wide, and
it bad reached tho ears of the Famous
Five, and started them running back at
tmﬁapeei

unter clicked the trigger of an empty
rifle and gaspe

ifla and gasped.

“Oh erikey ¥

“Quick 1" breathed Mauleverer. “Get
hands loose—quick, old man 1™

*Oh erumbs 1"

“ Quick, for goodness’ sake I

The beachcomber had disappeared,

but: he was still somewhers in the

temple. Mauleverer dreaded to see him

reappear before hiz friends could arrive,

and before he was free to defend

himself.

It was not like Bunter to be quick, but
he grabbed out his pocket-knife and cut
Mauleverer's hande loose.

Mauly grabbed the rifle by the barrel.
He waa ready to use. the butt as a
weapon if the geachmmbqr reappeared,

Bunter staggered against the slab,
g:}ls_i::rlmg for breath. ]

_There was a sound of running feet out-
side. Mauleverer stood watchiul, but
the beachcomber was not seen again,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
L] Whl't bk

Vanished !
‘M
“It’s that ass, Bunter——"

AULY I®
“That howling ass—""

I

* Mauly, old man—-~="

schoolboy

lionalre.

The Famous Five panted up to the
spot.  That sudden ocutbresk of rifle-

re from within the old temple had
alarmed them for Mauleverer. Bat at
the sight of Eilly Bunter they were
reassured.

“Only  that fat chumpl!® grunted
Johnny Bull, "“But what the thump
has éven that ass been blazing away
here for§"

“I &ay, geeped
Bunter, )

“You ass!” roared Bob Cherry.
“Can't you hold & rifte without letting
it go T ¥You made us think some-

thing was happening to Mauly.”

"fsa-.y-f-“‘p s rgled Bunter.

“Bump him " 'said Nugent.

“My dear chaps—" began Lord
Mauleverer.

“Tho bumpfulness is the proper
caper I declared Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, *The terrific ass made us jump
out of our idiotic wita ™

“Why, you besaste—" spluitered
Bunter,

“Haold onl” gasped Mauleverer.
“It's all right! unter was b!azing
aw&% at the kideappin’ sportsman——*

[ hﬁ-"ﬂ-"tl!J' 1 <

you fellows—"

“Ha was here, and fe got me again,”
explained Mauleverer. *I don’t think

ha could have got me a.wag. I don't eee
ad mie

how he could. But he b all right
when Bunter blew in with that jolly old
rifle and scared him off.”

“0Oh, my hat!" .
G};‘Bib-bu]i:-Euntﬂr did I gasped Bob

arry.

by Yrgs, 1 'jolly well did!” roared
Bunter, - "'i;ﬂu fﬂ wandering off and
lenving old Mauly to it, and I come
here and save his life, and all yon can
do is to slang & fellow] Yah ¥ .

“They didn’t eatch on, old l.? I
gaid Lord Mauleverer nmtiﬁngljr. *It'e

TE: Maigwer Lisrany.—No. 1.502
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all right. Bunter was the right man in
thé right place——="

“As per usuall" said Bunter.

“Oh, voas! Quite]l Blazed away
like billy-o ! grizned Lord Mauleverer.
“T fancy that bloke ia wondering how
ha mgnt, awny without being riddied with
lead."

“Then—vot'vae seen him 1™ gasped
Harry Wharton

'] f!.l:!-._"

“Jt was that beamstly bemehcomber,™
said Billy -Burter. *“I knew him all
right."

g Yeabel Dick ™ exclaimed Harry.

“Yaas" .

“Well, we jolly well knew it was, and
McTab  knew!” said Johnny Bull.
“Mean to say Bunter frightened him
off with that rifla?” .

%1t looked more dangerous than it
was!” grinned Lord Mauleverer.

“Oh, my hat ™

“ But—whera is he, then!" exclaimed
Harry. “He mever ran out—we should
have seen him] He must be here still.”

“He's dodged out of siﬁt" said: Lord
Mauloverer. “ He's still herb—unless he
can have clambered out

“Mot likely! We'll pet the bruts
this timel” said Harry Wharton, “By
Jove, Mr. McTab will be glad to lay
himﬂi:g the hesls—he oan deal with him
now—now that it can be proved that
he’s the man. He won't bo kicked off
the itland this time—he will be sent to
prison at Suva.”

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Sorre, Dunter, old bean® said
Harry Wharton, “you see—we nover
knew—neturally we thﬂught you'd been
playing the giddy ox—"

“\Why, you cheeky béast—="

“1t was fearfully plucky of Bunter!”
gaid Lord Mauleverer,

“Dh, fearfully[* said Bob. .

T Tha fearfulness was terrific!” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh solemnly.

“The {act 13, Ii‘»lu.r:l:’a my long suit, as
I've told you fellows more than once™

gaid  Bunter, with dignity. ¥ You
follows would have been scared,
fancy! Was I?

Hard!ly. Cool as a
cucumber, wasn't I, Mauly1”

“(Cooler1” said Mauly. .

“Some fellows are as hrave as lions,”
gaid Bunter. “I'm not swaunking about
it! But there it ial”

“Oh crumbs

“Of course, I should have tackled
him even if.] hadn't had the rifle,” said
‘Bunter,  “Bub it was jolly lucky I
brought that rifle, whati"
“What-ho " pgrinned Bob.
“The luckiulness was terrific.

Billy Bunter was still in happy ignor-
ance of the harmless nature of the
cartridges he had blazed nwa{; It was
fortunate that Ysabel Dick had been
equally ignorant! But the juniors.did
not think of enlightening the fat Owll

“Let's look for the brute,” gaid
Harry Wharton, “Two of us had
better guard .the doorway, and cut him
off if he triea to dodge out.”

“You'll find him easily erough,” said
Bunter. “I got him at least twice—"

iE Eh?#

“He must be badly wounded—I know
I bhit him twice—'

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Blessed if I ses anything to cackle
at,” said Bunter, in surprise. “I'm a

reity good shot—and ewen a cack-
ﬁunded nzz like you, Cherry, eould
hardly have missed at such a short
Tange
“I think I should hava missod with
that riffe 1 dhuckled Bob.

* Ha, ha, hat”

“Well, I dida’t [* yapped Bunter. "I
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got him all right! In fact, I saw him

stagper I
Oh crikey I
“Didn't you see him stagger, Muu!g-_?"'
“MNunno; I—I didn't notice him
stagger, old bean!” gasped BMauly.
“Well, I did!* declared Dunter. “I

got him all rightt I'm pretty deadly
with a rile! You'll find him lurking
about somewhere, with at least two
bullets in him! Take it from me.”

“Well, we'll find him, anghow I" said
Harry Wharton, laughing. “Come on,
you fellows.” _

Johnny Bull and Frank Nugent posted
theinselves at the doorway, to cut off the
escape of Lhe beachcomber. They were
reinforced by Billy Bunter, whose atten-
tion, however, was concentrated chiefly
on the baskets of * grub”

Harry Wharton, Dob Cherry, the
nabob, and Lord Mauleverer, ?mnﬂc}ded
to search through the old temple for the
beachcomber. . -

That he was still within tha building
geemed certain, and they had no doubt
of rooting him out in & very short time.

‘They were quite prepared to use their
cudgels, if be put up a fight. If he was
still in the old Kaluan temple, they
were going to lay him by the heels; an
it seemed impossible to doubt that he
was still thera

But, if ha was there, he was oot easy
to find.

The juniors scattered about, among
the slabs and the stone images, search-
ing every nook and crevice of the
ancient placs, but they failed to root
out the man who had fed.

It seemed alinost imposszible that he
could have clambered out of the build-
ing. The walls were not high, but along
the interior of the walls were the over-
lapping remains of the ancient roof,
which made climbing apparently im-
possible.

Yet the man was oot to be found.

For an hour the juniors hunted up
and down and round about, but they
had to give it up at last, and they
the rrljc-nrway again. The
fellows on guard there hiad seen nothin
of the beachcomber. It was & deep an
intenso disappointment, for all the party
had taken it for granted that it was im-

ossible to climb out of the bailding
rom within. Yet that, apparently, waz
what Ysabel Dick hod dons—unless he
had vanished into thin airl

“T =zay, you fallows, haven't you got
him 1 asked Billy Bunter.

(18 Nu!ﬂ

“Whr pot?"

“ Fathead 1” .

*“Well, I think voun might have ha%ged
him,” said Bunter. “Mauly won™t be
safe so long as that man's Joose | Btill,
I'Hl look after vou, Mauly.”

“Thanks, old bean|” said Lord

"1 wish

Blauleverer gravely.
"Rely on mal” said Bunter.
I'd got & few more cartridges for m
trusty rifle. I say, you fellows, couldn’t
vou trail him by the bloodstains P
“There weren't any, assi™
“Well, there rmust have been!" said

Bunter positively. “I know I got him
twice! oun fellows go abont with your
eyes shut! I expect there was blood

spotted all over the shop! You fellows
never sce anything. I'll have a look
round.”

At which the juniors chuckled, They
did not think it probable that Billy
Bunter's eyes, or spectacles, would pick
up a trail in the old Kaluan temple.
Bunter was convinced that he had
“got ™ tha kidnapper:twice; but it
seemed to the ether fellows improbable
that he had “got ” him even once—with
blank cartridges|

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Cheek !

L H!" roared Popoo.
He veared az a lawyer-cane
descended on his bars brown

back. with & really terrifio
swipe. '

It was quite late in the afternoon
when Popoo blew in. e bad been
gl.vmg himszelf an easy day. Buot he

rifted in at last, probably because ha
was getting hungry.

He found the white masters gathered
in the shade inside the old temple,
taking & rest after extemsive explors-
tions of the prehistoric relica on the
hillside. Lord Mauleverer, rather re-
luctantly, had joined his friends in thoss
explorations. Iis lazy lordship was not
keen on exertion, but the Famous Five
wera not letting him out of their sight
again.

sither Mauly had to walk round with
the ¥amous Five, or the Famous Five
had to sit in the shade with Mauly.
The latter alterpative being a sheer im-
fgmibﬂitg for such strenuous youths,

auly walked round.

Now thoy were poing to have tes, and
after tea thers was going to be more
exploration, to which Mauly was look-
ing forward with great dismay. Ha was
even wondering whether he might get
8 chance of slipping soitly away and
taking & rest while the other fellows
hunted for antiquities aod curiosities,
and so forth.

ob Cherry was boiling a kettle on a
spirit stove, and the other fellows lend-
ing & hand at geiting tea, when Popoo

lew 1n.

Dunter sat and watched them—he was
going to exert himzelf when tea was
ready, and then lLis exertions were going
to exceed all the rest! .

But at the sight of his faithful nigger,
the fat Owl woke to activity. His eyes
gleamed behind his speelacles,

If ever a faithful, or faithless, nigger
reguired a  lesson, Popoo-lodinga-lule
did, in Bunier's opinion. Ee had stayed
away most of the day, heedless of the
fact that his fat white master might
need hiz services, and now that be had
turned up, he hnd turned up withous
Bunter's “ grame |

So tha fat Owl reached for his lawyee-
cane—the special ono he kept for his
faithful nigger's behalf—and as Popoo
insinuated himself into the camp, that
lawver-cane fairly rang oo the Tongs
bov's brown skin.

Popoo roared, jumped, dodged, and
bounded awagy. !

Billy Bunter brandisked the lawyer-
cane.

“Come here!” he roared. “I haven's
finished vet, you silly nigger | ['m going
to xive you a dozen I

Popoo backed into the shady doorway
of the temple.

“No likee, ear!” he gasped.

“I say, you fellows, grab that nigger,
and bring him here, will wyou?™ ex-
claimed Bunter,

“ Chuely it, fathead 1™ answered Harry
Wharton. .

“If you think I’'m not going to keep
my Eigg‘er in order, Wharton—"

YA

“Beast ¥ 0z wo

Billy Bunter rolled after his faithful
nigger.

f*-::. oo backed farther into the temple.

“Will vou stop, you cheeky beast?®
roared Bunter.

“No likee sfick stop along back
belong me, sar 1 answered Popoo.

Bunter made & rush. Popoo dndiimi-
again. ‘There was plenty of space fbr
dodging among the stone slabs and
frmagea in the old temple. The active



Tonga boy dodged round one after
anier, with his infuriated white
master paoting in pursuit. = .
When he reached the grinning idol in

the centre of the temploe om which Bab
Cherry chm that morning,
Popoo clambered on the slab, and

whisked up to the top of the stone
image. Exertion appeared to the lazy
Kanaka no mora t.Ban it did to Billy
Bunter, and he was pretty certain that
the fat white master could never
clambor up after him. ITe had too much
weight to lift. .

S0 Popoo sat omn the flat summit of
the gigantic image, and grinned down
at his fat white master.

Bunter glared up at him in breathless
wrath.

So far from climbing up the stone
imago after Popoo, the %ﬂ..t- junior could
hardly have serambled on to the slab on
which it stood | Popoo was safe out of
hia reach.

“Will you come downi” yelled
Bunter,

“No, sar!” asswercd Popoo. “Me
likea stop along this place] Me no

likee lawyer-cane stop along back belong
me,’

“I eay, you fellows!” yelled Bunter.
“Came aund lend me & hand, you
beasts 1™ .

Qwing to the other slabs and images
in the way, the grinning idel was cut
of sight {rnm the doorway. So the
Famous Five came anlong to ses what
was happening.

Bupter pointed with the lawyer-cane
to the Tonga boy sitting on the idol's

vad,

“Feteh him down, will vouil” he
gasped,

“Ha, ba, ha "1
The juniors burst into a roar, at tha
sight of Popoo on his 1|:»er-;h. ‘

opoo grinned, displaying & gleaming
pet of teeth. o

“Oh, my hat! Fe's sitting on the
Bmiler 1” ejaculated Bob Cherry. “Ha,
ba, hat Go up after him, Bunter |

“¥ou go upl Chuck him down !
gaid Bunter. " Never mind if he comes
down whop! It will serve bim right.”

“¥ll give you a bunk up ! grinned

“I'm rather dired! I'd much rether
you went up, old chapl Are you going
or notT” demanded Bunter.

“Not 1

“I say, Inky—" .

“Lhe motfulness it terrific I” chuckled
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Wharton, old man—-"

“Fathead | Come and have a cup of
tea, and don’t play the goat |” said the
captain of the Greyfriars Remove. And
he went back to the camp in the door-
way., followed by the other fellows,
laughing. )

cbody, it eeemed, was gngnF to
limb on the .gtinning idol to dislodge

*opon from his perch,

“ Beasta | roared Bunter.

He glared up st Popool Popoo
grinned serenely. He wanied a meal,
gtill, he was sitting down, which was so
much to the good | In laziness, Bunter's
faithful nigger was very nearly bis
master's equal. He sat hnd grinned.

“You cheeky beest |” gasped Buntern
“I'll sack yout ;

“Me likee sack, sar!" said Popoo,
derisively. “Me no likes master samee

ou, ear | What you pay this poor feller
i’ﬂpﬁf}? Ms no see feller money, all
time you master slong me [*

X “’?ﬁj’,. you ungratetul heast | howled
Bunter. .

“Me tinkee you one big-feller fool,
sar I said Popoo, revealing his genuina
opinion of a3 white master, bmuga safa
out of reach. *Ugly fat face belong
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you, sar. Velly ugly fat face, my word I*

Bunter gurgled with rage.

“¥You fat, all same little feller pig I*
continued Popoo. “ 8'pose you go along
Beloo, black feller likee you plenty teo
much, makee kar-kai, samee feller pigl
You velly good along cooking pot, sar,
slong black feller I

If Billy Bunter could have lifted his
weight to wheze Popoo sat and mocked
him, the lawyer-cane would have had
soma hefty exercise ! But Billy Bunter
couldn’t, and he could ::mlg' glare and
splutter at that cheeky, faithlesa nigger |

“Velly ugly face helong youn, sari”
went on Popoo. *Little fat feller nose,
all samea pilecee pork: big-feller ‘mouth
ell samee hold belong ship: velly ugly
altogether too much, ser [

Bunter hrandishied the lawyer-cane in
nelpless fury.

“Tea’s ready, Buntet|” eame a roar
fram the distance. _

But Billy Bunter did not heed even
that magic word! He was gpeing to
whop that faithlesa ni%geri

Come down, you cheeky beast!” he
hizsed. i

“Me stop along this place, sar I¥ gaid
Popoo. “No likee step along ugly white
master 1 And he mads a long nose ot
the helpless Bunter.

“J=]=T'll——" gagped Bunter.

He glared, and Papoo grinned. Then
taking no forther notice of his enraged
white master, the Tenga boy proceeded
to wind his tick-teek, which he carried
on & tapa string round his brown peck,
and to ?ﬁten to the tig:kin% This was
a happy game at which Popoo could
have s‘:ipen!a hours without tiring, and he
seemed quite satisfied to =ik on the sum-
mit of the idel, and listen to his tick-
tock. Evidently, hé¢ was not coming
down.

Billy Bunter glared round [or =»
missile.  But there was no mussile &1
hand. He glared at Popoo again.

Fopoo did not even take the trouble
to lock at_him, or cheek him! He had
the clock Yo his ear, and was listeming
to the ticking 1| He“was quite abzorbed |

Billy Bunter bad to give it up1 Iiut
even as he was turning away, a new an
hright idea fashed into his fat brainl
And he turned back again, his eyes
gleaming behind his spectacles!

Bunter had one_ resource that was
quite unknown to Popool The Tonga
boy did not know that his fat white
master was_ a ventriloguist—and bad
indeed, never heard of 1+entrilﬂquiﬁm"t
But, like all South Sea Islanders, he was
guperstitious: and it seemed to ibe
Grevfriars ventriloquist that he bad a
card to play——a trump card |

Y —

THE FIFTEERTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Knows How !

] QU bad feller Popoo [
i The Tonga boy jumped.
He gave such a jump, that
he nearly fell off his perch.

He dropped the clock, in his startled
amazement and terror, and the tick-
tock clattered down on the slab, and
thence to the floor.

Bunter was standing at a little dis-
tance, watching him through his big
gpectacles,

But if thoze words proceeded from
Bunter, the Tenga bhoy was quite up-
aware of it . ]

The voice was quile unlike Bunier’s
fat squeakl It was a deep voice, not
in the least recognizable as Bunter's
And it proceeded—or seemed to proceed
—from tha idel on which Fopoo waa
perched |
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 That grinning image—the " Smiler,”
as Bob Cherry had named it—was EIF{-ak-
ing! At least, it seemed to the Tongo
boy that it was spesking 1

“QJodooch I gasped Popoo.

His black eyes rolled in his brown
foce, z2a if about to pop out of theur
eockets. He did not even heed the fate
of the precious tick-tock, crashing oun
the stone flogd helow.

Billy Bunter grigied,

He had expected & voice from the
stone 1de! to havé s 'atnrtlingg effect on
the Kanska: but he had hardly expected
5o siartling an effect as this.

“QOh, sgr!” gasped Popoo. " Big
feller god speakee! You hear big-feller
god speakee, ear belong youw, sari”

DBunter nodded, cheerily.

“That big-feller god plenty mad along
you, Fopoo, along you bad feller bo
along white master|” he apawered.
“S'pose you no good-feller h(?g along
white miaster, that big-feller god makes
you finish, close-up.”

*0h, sarl” dgaaped Popoo.

He sguatted on the idol's summit,
trembling. His brown eers were strainad
to listen, evidently in dreadiyl expee-
tation of further remarks from the god
of the ancient Kaluans.

The Greyfriars ventriloguist was ready
with some |

“¥ou plenty bad-feller Popoo 1Y came
tha deep voics {rom the stone image.
“Ma velly angry along you, nlang you
had-feller boy along white master,

Popoo shook like s Jeaf.

His ecyes rolled wildlg+ His [uzzy
hair stood almost on end. He secmed

hardly to breathe,

“¥You go slong white master 7 went
on ithe voice. " 8'pose you no good -fetler
boy along that feller master, me makes
you go finish! ¥on finiah elose-up,
n]unﬁ plenty too much pain stop along
oL,

“Me good feller-boy 1" groaned Popoe.
“¥ou no makee this.poor feller Popoo
go finish, this {feller good-feller boy
along that white master,”

“"¥ou go down aleng white master |V
came the veice. “Me no likee Tongs
boy it a.!-:«{:g head belong me.” ]

Paopoo made one bound off the summit
of the 1dol. He landed, panting, on the
stone foor. ; .

Then he stood looking up at the
g;mnmg, sardonic face of the stone god,

is brown knees knocking together,

From the grinning mouth came, or st
least seemed o come, the terrifying
voice of the god of the ancient Kaluana

“¥ou go along white master belong
youl You goodfeller boy along that
white master, you no finish! You bad-
fellar boy, you go finizh close-up, along
jaw -belong shark.”

Popoo backed away from the idol

i h?a good-feller 1 he gasped.
“Me too much good-feller boy!™

Billy Bunter grinmed cheerily.
There was no doubt that he hal played
8 trump card with hia weird ventrilo-

uial gift! Popoo had not the slightest

oubt that the c¢ld Ksluan god had
ai-::ken, and not the least idea of dis
obeying the gud's behests.

“Dh, sar!" he mumbled. *Ma pleniy
solly, sarl Me no tinkee you ugly face,
sar—me tinkea you velly pretiy faca,
sar] Ma mno tinkee yon big-feller fool,
sar! Mo tinkes you plenty too much
gavvy! Ma likes too much stop along
you, sar, velly good boy along you,
spose you likee.” :

* Follow me [” said Bunter haughtily.

“ Yessnr 1"

Bunter tucked the lawyer.cane under
s fat arm. The stick was not needed
now ! He had his faithiul nigger feed.
ing from his hand|
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He rolled away from the spot—
leaving the stome jyod grinning—snd
Pepoo-lodingshdo  followed in  his
master's faptsteps |

“ Hallp, hallo, halla I'" ejaculated Bob

Cherry, as theg* arrived. at the cmﬂg in
the doorway. *“How did you catch him,
Bunter " '

PNy avger weuld hardly be Iikel
“My migger wop!d ha likely
to disregard my a*h-onty. C?hqrr;ri” ha
answored loftily. T
“"He locked rather like it, sitting up
on the Smiler's napper!* grinned Bob,
“The lookfulness was terrific!”
“Naturally, he obeya my orders!”
said Bunter calmly. “I've rather a
way with the natives, you know, Yon
fellows haven't. Youlre never likely to
have a faithful niggor. They recognise
the master, you know. It's personality
does it, really ! That’s what I've got—
ersonality | [t doesu’t take me long to
ring a nigger to order.™ .

Bunter glanced round at his faithful
m‘g%ar.

"* Popoo | he rapped.

&l ?ﬂ-ﬂ-ﬂﬂr !n_

“Cor my tea ready|” .
“Yessar!” said Pepoo obediently.

Harry Wharten & Co. simply stared.
Even Lord Msuleverer sat up and.took
notice. Covsidering Popoo’s state/of
reckless munay, so short e time ago,
thiz was really astonishing.

Popoo not anly waited on Bunter—he
waited on him -hin::i and foot! He
jumnped to ks lightest orderl

Bunter sat down to enjoy a meal—all
the more enjoyable with his suthority
over that faithiul nigger so surprisingly
di;lp'[a}'ad:

‘here was go doubt that Popoo had
been reduced to: iaithful obedience.
Never had a slave waited on =&
Virginia planter 8o sedulonsly as
Popoo waited on  Williamm Georgs
Bunter, He seemned really to anticipate

his wishes. :

“Well, this baats it!* satd Bob
Cherry. “How did you do it, Bunteri®

“Personal ty, old chap,” explained
Bunter. “Soms fellpws ars born to
command you know. [ happen to bo
one of #em."

“Oh erikeyt™

Whatever might ba the explanations
there was no doubt that Bunfer was, at
last, in unquestioned authorily over a
faithful nigger! How long i1t would
lazsk was anoither matter; for no im-
pression lasts long on the Kanaka
mind, DBut for the present, at least,
Billy Bunter wa2 the equal to Musso-
bini—so far as Poooo-lo-linga-lulo was
-:unc?rnedl Heo was the complets auto-
crat

“Popoo i” rapped Bunter, when tea
Was orer.

Y Yeazar 1" _

“Come and help me up I

“¥Yeszar [V .

Popoo heaved his fat white master to
his feet  The juniors were going ex-
ploring azain, and Bunter was going
with themr—this time with a faithiul
nig%er in alfendance

“Popeo, get & pala-leaf! I
want vou to fan mae."

“Wessar!”

“Ob gad!® murmured Lord Maule-
YETET. .

Fopoo. wita a palm-leaf in his hand,
fanned his perspiring white master,
when the juntors started. It was rather
weary work tor Popoo, but very agree-
able to Biily Bunter.

“Look hera, Popoo,” hooted Johnny
Bull. "den't play ths goat! ¥ou
needn’t fan tha.?lnz]r fat foorler, seo?™

“Him master along me, aar("
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answered PPopoo. " Ma . do all thing
that feller mester eay, sar.” ;

“You shut up, - Bulll” said Billy
Bunter warmiy. * My nigger's going to
obey. my orders”

“You fat: as!™ sgaid Bob Cherry.
*You can chuck it, Popool” ]

“Ma likes, sar, do all thing white
master sayi" . .

“Oh erumbs i

After that there was nothing to be
said, and Billy Dunter rolled on, grin
ning, attended by nis failhful migger.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Trapped At Last!

ORD MAULEVERER did not
~ know what strack him, ,

The blow came from behind,
and under it his senses wenk.

Consciousness came back, struggling.

He lifted his head, and s pang of
Eam shot through it, and he let it siok

ack apain.

He was in darkness—deep darkness

He- lay where ha was, wendering,
dizzy—alrhost believing that . he had
fallon asleep and was dreaming. .

Where was be—and how had he got
thera? If it was not some qwfpl, brain-
racking nightmare, what did 1t mean?

He recalled that he had walked with
the other fellows, after tea, exploring.
He remembered that he had looked for
a chance of dropping behind and get
ting a rest. a had done =0, and
strolled back to the old templs. Of
danger from the man who had attacked
him ecarlies in the day there seemed no
possibility—¥sakel Dick had vanished,
and Mauly had mo doubt that he was
miles away:

Anvhaw, wherever he was, ha had nat
returned to the old temple, or the
juniors would have seen him. e could

ardiy have approacked if unseen.

So there had been mo remote sus.
picion of danger in the schoolboy earl’s
mind when he stepped into the shade of
the ancient deorway and sst _down
there, Thal crash on %is head had
followed.

That was all he knew!

And sll he knew now was that he
lav in darkress, that hie bead was
aching horribly, end that bis bands
were tied behind his back. ]

He was a prisoner ! As he discovered
that his. hands wers tied, he could not
doubt that

But who—and what—and where!?
He could oot begin to understand.

T'or & long time he lay in dizzy semi-
consciousness. But ‘be stirred again at
last and sat up, peering about him in
the darkness, :

Then ha caught a glimmer of light at

a little distance. It came frem beyond
what looked like a square stons door-
TWaY.
" Where was he—whera could he be?
What building was this? There was no
building, so far as he knew, on the
whole wide hillside, except the anciens
temple of the Kaluans, And this was
not the old temple.

Probably the sound of his stirring
reached other ears.  The light in the
distance moved and approached him.
He discerned that it was a ship's
lantern, carried by someone he could not
yef see. : .

But the light showed him his sur-
roundings.

What he had taken for a doorwar was
the apening of & stone passage. Ho lay
in & room with stone wallz at the end of
that paceage. Fle was lying on & bed of
palm leaves and ferns and grasses, and
several articles lay about—evidently used

mizsed you.

for camping—dirty blankets, tin cooking
utcnsils, agt.'ew pois and pans, & can of
water, and two or three bags, probably
containing food of some kind. This
strange den in which he now found him-
self had evidently been mhabiled—no
doubt by the man whoe was now ap-
proaching him with the light.

The man set the lantern down and
stood looking avr him. Then Maunle-
verer knew ‘the stubbly, seamed foce,
the tattered clothes.

It was the beachcomber of Kalua.

“You've come to, my lord!” said
Ysabel Dick, with a sneering, sardonic
grin.

Mauleverer looked at him.

“Yaaz" nea said quietly. " You
knocked me on the hend, you curi”

“I was not taking risks againi”
enecred the man from Ysabel. " Twica
I should have got away with you if I'd
knocked vou senseless—and twice 1 lost
voul This time 1 made sure of you"

“¥ou cur!™

The outcast of Kalua shrugged his
shoulders.

““Hard womls break ne bones™ he
said, “ Be thaukful that I am dealing
with yom, and wvot Van Dink, The
Dutchman would wring your neck like
B p]rgemfﬂ if he had the handling of
youtl”

Maunleverer. sitting on the groasy bed,
leaned back against the stone wall be-
hind him, his eves on the sneering, sae-
donie, stubbly face,

“You knaw that!"™ went on Yaabel
Dick. “You know he would have
pitched vou of the steamer Sunderbund
—McTab has bhim in the island f‘ﬂu! for
that, now. and I, like & fool, spare
vour lifel FEven when I fired or vou,
one day on the lagoun, my heart {ailed
me—and I missed !

*That was youi"

"Ihd you not guess?™ gneered the
outcast., *Yes, it was I, and if my
early upbringing had not left me some
rag of eonscieuce, I should not have

Conscienca—after mmhrn%
the bLeach ! He laughed harshly., *
did not know that I was such a
foal! But there it is—you live !

Lord Mauleverer regoarded him in
silerree. The man was & rascal—a ruth.
less rascal; a plutt'm%, srheming, lawless
scoundrel : vet, clearly, there was some
gpot of decency left in him; he balked
at the last and worst of orimes
Scoundrel as he was, he was no savage
brute like the Duichman,

“If wvou had remaned stranded on
Yo'o, when I toock away the whaleboat,
it would have been well for you, Lord
Maunleverer i went on the man from
Yeabel,

“That was roul"”

“You did not guess that, either! You
do not guess why I have taken you "

Wil I"EU 1_-11 3

Yeabel Dick Taughed again.

“Or what is to be your fate?”

& Hu !l!

“A lonely
atoll—lonelier
e chaneco

island—some wunknown
than Yo'o, and with
of escapel” egaid the
beacheomber. * What 18 called marcon.
ing, if vou hdve ever heard of it. If
ou had remained there, you would
ate had the company of your friends!
Now vou will go alone.”

“You will not find it ensy to get me
off Kalua " .

“¥ shall find it perfectly easy 1" eaid
Ysabel Dick cosdly. “Only by chance
I failed before. A canoe will be ready
on the recf, under cover of darkness—
and you will be taken to it in the night
—as soon a3 all is safel Do you think
MeTab, or vour schoolboy friends, will
find you before T am ready?"” He gave



8 jeering laugh, "“"Do you even know
wheve you are yourself 17

**I can_guess now I said Lord Maule-
FeTCT qm&lgﬁ *¥ can zea that thie is
underground, We are below the old
temple. ™

“"Exactly | Will your friends guess?™

Mauleverer was zilent,

¥sabel Dick leaned on the damp stone
wall, lighted a cigarette, and stood
watching him, mu:%:ingly, gloatmgly.
There was Dtter, malevolent triumph
m every line of his seamed face.

“It was by accident I found it lon
epo,” ho sand, “I camped in that ﬂls
place when 1 had to take toe the bush
for a time., One of the stones was
marked with ¢arvings, and.I noticed
that it was diffevent from the rest—
end in an idle hour I examined it. It
lifted from its .place, and I found this
den underneath—a dungeon, I reckon,
where the priests kept their priseners
for eacrifice in the good old daysl A
thousend years ago—two thousand, per-
haFa—thera were prisoners in~this cell,
befora you ™

Lord Mauleverer knew where he was
NOW,

He remembered that carven sfone,
which Bob Cherry declared had shifted

when he EJumpE{l down on it from the

simmit ¢ the stone idol. This den was
under the lggm]t.m image that Bob had
called the “ Smiler.™

A gleam of hope came inio his eyes.

The man from Ysabel, neting ik,
laughed.

“1 found 1f, and found that it lifted,”
he said. “"But your friends will find
no such thing, Lord Mauleverer. Is
that what you are thinking 1"

“And why not ™™ azsked Mauleverer,
quietly watching him.

“The sfone lifted when I found it—
but it ' can be secured from below,”
grinned Vsabel Dick. “When I am
at home, my lord, I keep 1t fastencd.
It needs only a wedge, and it is as
immovable az the rest of the foor.
Even if your friends had a faney for
examining it, they would not be able to
maove 18° )

Mauleverer compressed his lips. He
remembered the efforts the juriors had
made to shift the stone after Bob's
declaration that it hed stirred under hia
feet, They had failed. And he knew
now that his enemy must have been
hidden below the eold temple ot that
very time—Mhirking in that secret den,
the existence of which was not suspected.

“And 1 shell not stir out again now
that I have taken you, my Jord !" weng
on the beachcomber mockingly, 1
have run risks already! Under the
stone floor 1t 13 impossible to hear
sounds above—and e\'erﬂ time 1 have
raised the stone, T have had to take the
risk of someone being in the temple.
Thiz morning, scLaeone—one of your
friends, I supﬁusu-rrsteppad on the stone
a3 I was in the very act of raising jt—
my narrowest esca e

Lord AMauleverer breathed hard.

Had Bob Cherry jumped from the top

the idel a few moments later, he
knew now, the stone trap would have
lifted under the eyes of the whole Grey-
friars party, and Ysabel Dick’s eeovet
would have been revealed |

As it was Bob's jump had werned
the hidden man that the temple above
was tenanted; and he had sremained in
hiding, and secured the stone from
below. It had beeh, as he said, his
narrowest escape.

“T have no occasion to run such risks

again!” grinned the beachcomber,
"ﬁnw that I have succeeded, my lord, I
shall remain here—yeun will remain
here! It will ba many houars before I

ventura out again—and then only at

EVERY SATURDAY

Crash ! Smash! The axe came down, with every

e . i ] .
S ‘,ﬁ'é'}uw"-"‘

ounce of Bob Cherry's

A

museular strength, and the carven stone split under the crashing blow. *“Ohl*”
gasped Bob's chums, staring at the opening which yawned at thelr feet,

night—and nob the coming night 17 He
chuckled, “Do not bank on that my
lord! 1 know they will search for you
—they may linger om the spot—ihey
may reiurn fg-morrow, or remain the
night—1 shali not be in @ hurry to show
myself [
He lighted another cigarette.

“Do you wonder why I have not
agged you?" he asked. " Bhout if you
ike—no sound will pass these solid
blacks. Ounly one stone iz thin—the

carved stone that gives admittance here
—and you are far {rom that! Exercise
your lungs if you choose, my lord.”

“Why are you doing tns?” asked

Lord Msaleverer.
“¥You do not know "
““How should T know ¥*
“You cannot puess ¥ ashed Yeahbel
Dick mnckinighr. _

“How could I guess ™

“Iew indeed!” prinned the beach-
comber. “You are a fool, and will lrave
a fool's fate! Make the beet of 32 1M

" He picked up the lantern and moved
back along the passape.

Mauleverer was Ii:—ﬁ. alone again with
aching head in the darkness,

 ——

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mauly Missing !

ik HAT agp—""
“That elacker 1™
“ Mauly 1"
“Mauly. you fathead "

“ Mauly, you chump 1” )

The Famous Five were a little exas.
perated. Attached as they were to their
noble pal, they were feeling strongly
inclined to boot him.,

They had missed Mauly, and looked
round for him, without ﬁndm_ﬁ him,
But Popoo had noticed that he had
strolled back to the old temple, so they

followed him there, :
"I MaGxET LIBRARY —No. 1,592
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Lying inside the old doorway was the
lawver-cane DMeuly had carnied. But
Mauly was not to be seen,

It did not occur to the juniors at the
monient that there was any danger—
that anyihing had happened to Manly.
Ysabel %icl-: “had eseaped; and they had
no doubt that he was lurking deep in
the bush. Anyhow, thoy would have
seen bim had he returned, so they counld
not suppose that he was at hand.

It was to ?mrd_ngamst t!:u:z. remotest
possibility of danger that they weve
determnined to keep Mauleverer under
their eves, Now, they had no doubt, Lo
was sitting in the shade somewhere and
resting.

“Mauly 1"  roared Bob _ Cherry,
waking all the echoes of the old Kalnan
temple, “ Mauly, you asa! Mauly, you
fathead ! Mauly, you silly owl "

“ Maunly ¥ shouted Harry Wharton.
Only echo replied.
*“Ie, he, hel”
Bunter. ;
“ielt that cackling ass, somebody !
growled Johnny Bull
“1 sgay, you fellows, NMauly’s had
enough of your company, you know”
vinned, Bunter. “Give hun a rest!
e, ha, hel"

contributed Billy

“Shut upl!”™ roared Bobh. “I sayw,
whertt the dickens i3 Mauly? He ouglt
to have more sense, the ass! lle must
be here somewhere " _

“Gone to sleep, perhaps!” said
Hugent, “ Botter look for him! He

can't have wandered inte the bush—he
wouldn't be ass enough to risk it 1"

“You plenty sure vou see that feller
Bauleverer, &ye 'I.-::‘Iung ¥you, fomey
along this place, Popoo?" asked Harry.

“Yessar, plenty sure too much!”
answered Popoo. g

“ e must have been here—here’s his
stick 1" said Bob. I know that stick
all right—I cut it for him! ¥le’s here
somewhere !  And he roared again:
“Alanly 1™

“IHe, he, he!" gurgled Bunter.

Billy Bunter had no doubt what was
the matter. Mauly was facl-uft with the
Tamous Five—quite & natural thing, in
Bunter's opinion. Bunter had been fed-
up with them lots of times. Bunter had
no doubt that Mauly wos sitting in the
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shade of one of the stone slabs, and
grinning. .

But the Famous Five were getling a
little alarmed now.

They had no doubt that Manly had
dropped out for a “slack ™ ; that being
his lazy way. But hed be been within
sound of their shouting, he certainly
would have answered. And if he was
anywhore at hand, he must hear.

““Nothing ¢an have happened to
hirm,” said Bob Cherry, rather dubi.
ously.

e i?':fathing!” said Harry. " Bui—"

“Put where the dickens 18 he?™

“Bettar search,” said Havey:

“That bruta can’t have pot hold of
him,” said Nugent. *He can’t be any-
where near -the place——"

“Wot unlesa Mauly went
bush.”

“He wouldn't be such a fool.”

“No; he's here somewhere. Tor
goodness” sake let’'s find him 1" ex-
cleimed the eaptain of the Eemove.
“I'm getting jolly uneasy.”

All the fellows, excepting Bunter,
were uneasy, They scattered over the
temple, senrchmg it in every nook and
cranny for Lord Mauleverer, as they
had searched it before for ¥sabel Dick.
Many times their feet passed over the
carven stone ab the foot of the grmnm
god's pedestai,. but they never dreame
of the secret it hid.

Bunter sat at the deorway and com-

into the

manded hizs faithful nigger to bring him

“voung-feller ¥ cocouuts, fo guench his
thirst with the coconut milk. ;

He was happily gurgling over it
when the Famous Five came back at
last, worried and anxious. Their search
had only proved that Lord Mauleverer
was not in the old Kaluan temple. That
he had been there waa certain, for
Popoo had seen him, and his stick had
been left there. He was nob thers now,
and it was a mystery where he was. But
all the chums of the Remove were
dreading by this time fthat in some
utterly unaceountable war he had fallen
into the hands of his enemy.

If he had ﬁ;nne into the bush that was
likely enough, Mauly was careless, per-
heps & little thoughtless, but was he
carelasa- and thoughtless enough to go

holiday!
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into the bush alona? It did not scom
possible.  Had he been seized and
dmgfrﬂl into  the bush? It seemed
hardly probable, for surely some of the
fellows wotilld have secn him. The
clearing in fronk of the old temple ex-

tended guite a distance before it met the

Lush.

It seemed a hopeless puzzle. They
would not, if they could Elf]* it, believe
that had fallen into his enempy's

hande; but they were doubting it less
and less now.

“1 say, you fellows, it's all right!®
said Eifry Bunter reassuringly.

“Idiot 1"

“1 shouldn't wonder if he's started for
home,” argued Bunter. “In fact, I
think that's very likely.”

“ Dummy 1

" Well, you can call a fellow names.”
said the fat Owl! disdainfuly. * When
old Mauly was in danger 1 weighed in
with my trusty rifle and rescued him,
You fellows never did anything. All
vouu ean do iz to call a fellow names.™

“ Mauly hasn't gone back withont us,”
sanid Eorry, trying to be patient with
the fatnous fat Owl, “He wouldn't.”

“Well, 1 think very likely he woauld,”
said Bunter. “I'm ready to go myself,
if you come to that. We're having
supper when we geb back, von know.
I dare say Dauly was thinking of
that—"

“Tathead !

“Well, I know I'm thinking about
it1" hooted Bunter. *“I've just looked,

and I find that there’s no more grub. T
can hold ous till we get boek, but T don’s
want to be ‘late for supper. That's

important.”

“Shut wp, for goodness’ sake I"

“Shan’t I” hooted DBunter. “0ld
McTab told v= to get back before dark—
vout know thal. He's a beast! Btill; I
think we ought to do as he asked us.
We can’t expect him to wait supper for
us. There's going to be chicken for
supper, tco. & krow that, because
Bomoo teld me. Chicken and—"

“Bhut up 1" shrieked Bob Cherry.

* Beast [

The Famous Five looked out of tha
doorway ir the glowing red of the
tropical sunset. Tﬁf had a faint hope
of sighting. Lord Mauleversr ambling
back from a thounghtless stroll; but
nothing was to be secu of him.

Their faces grew more and more
troubled. " Mauly might be an azs, and
he undoubtedly was a slacker; but ha
was not the fellow to cause them need.
less anxiety. He was missing, and it
could only be because he could not
reburil.

“The heachcomber must have got
him,” said Cherry at last.

“But how?"” asked Nugent.

“Goodness knows! DBMust have hung
about in the bush, I aupfmse. watching
for a chance, And Mauly—"

“Mauly néver went into the bush!™
soid Harry Wharton decidedly. " He's
no such fool ! If that bruté got him, hs

ot him here. That must be why he
ﬁmpped hias sticl, too. He wouold have
taken it with him on a walk.”

“Yes, that's so; he got him here
said Bob. “Blessed if I konow how he
got him away without any of us spot
ting himn 1"

“He must bave 1"

“Ves, I suppote he must have; but
T'in blessed if I can make it out! Any-
how, he's got him."

On that point, at least, there could be
littla further doubt. For a whole hour
now the juniore had been hunting for
Mauleverer, and it was impossible te
suppose that he had willingly remained
out of sight all that time. Mauly had
his litile faults, but want of considera.
tion for others had never been one of



fhem.  MNothing would have inducod
him to worry his friends like this, if he
could have helped it. How his enemy
had contrived to seize him and get him
away unsecn was a bafling mystery:
but the chums of the Remove could no
Iﬁnéger doubt that the man from Ysabel
had done so.

Dusk wasz settling on the deep, high
bush—the bush that, they had no doubt,
hid Mauleverer and his kidoapper,
There was not much daylight left,
though even in the daylight 1t would net
have been much use for the schoolboys
E:u I-iu]e-gm a hunt.in the tangled, pathless

a.

. Y sa.]j'._ vou fellows,” equeaked
Bunter, losing patience at last, “I'm
getbing hungry 1™

Nobody replied.

“It's getling dark—"

341l no reply. )

M Macly's gone home! That stands {o
reason. dare say he knew there was
chicken for supper. Bemoo told me,
and he may have told Mauly. See?
Look here, let's get off.”

Harry Wharton breathed hard.

“You can start as zoon as you like,
Bunter,” he said. *We've got to stay
here while Mauly's missing.”

“If you think I'm going through that
tilthy Ferest with nobody but a nigger
in the dark " roared Bunter,

“Then stay here.”

“Bhan’'t ¥

“Shut u%
Bull, =l
boot you 1*

“IM jolly well say what I like!”

anyhow ! bawled Johnn
you say another word I'll

bawled beck Bunter. 11l jolly well
tay—— Yarooop| Yoo-hoopt east
Ol erumbe] Whooooop !

After which there was o rest from
Bunter’s conversation, while the Famous
Five wafched the darkening bush and
:?mtdered dismally what was to be
[one,

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
) Tip From Bunter !

Y DIOT ! =zaid Billy Bunter.
“What "
* Doy ¥ '
The junicrs looked at Bunter.

Night had fallen. Bright stars, in a
sky of deepest, darkest blue, glimmered
down on the bush, on the eleaving round
the old temple, an the thick, stons walls
and the grim images, standing dusky on
their slaba.

Not for a moment did ithe Fam ia
Five think of returning to the marn  “s
bungelow without AMauleverer. Bul it
was clearly necessary to let Mr. McTab
know what had hapj:emd, and Popoo
had been despatched, with orders to
keep on the run all the way home, and
carry the news to the manager of Kalua,

That, so {ar as the Famous Five could
see, was all that could be done. They
could net help Mauly by remaining,
but_mest assuredly they were not going
back without him.

Which naturally stirred Billy Bunter's
deep wrath, Bunter had no doubt that
Mauly had simply started home early.
‘I'ha fact that there was chicken for
supper &t the bungalow fully acecounted
for that, to Bunter's fat mind. He was
keen to start home carly himself. So
waa Mauly. It seemed plain enough to
Bunter, T

Bunter had no idea of traversing the
bush in the dark on his own, even for
such an attractive supper. If the other
fellows stayed, Bunter was staying. But
he was growing more and more
hungry, and, in consequence, more and
more angry and impatient. ;

Sticking about bhere, in thess mouldy
old ruins, while a magnificent supper
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was spoiling three miles away, seemed
to Bunter the very limit of idioey.

“Idict 1" said Bunter, his eyes and his
spectacles g}eammg wrath in the star-
hght, “Matheadl Chumpl  Ass!
Blockhead! If yom haven't the sense
of a bunny-rabbit, Wharton, listen to a
fellow who has! See? I know where
MW here, you blinking Owl !

' ere, you blinking Owl?” growled
Bob Chetyy.

“Back at the bung, long ago!”
snorted Bunter. “T can sce now that he
jolly well knew there was chicken for
supper "

“Do wyou want me io boot you
againi” hooted Johnny Bull,

“Will you listen te a chap? howled
Bunter. "I can prove it, if you fellows
have sense enough to see it.”

“Oh, get on with it!”" said Harry
Wharton. “If you can pgive ns the
slightest remson to think that Mauly’s
gone home we'll be glad to hear it.”

“Well, look at it!" argued Bunter.
“We know Mauly walked in here.
Popoo saw him, and he.left his stick
here, too. It's about a hundred yards
fo tha bush The ground has been
eleared, and thara's no cover, Wa were
pottering about, not far away. - How
could that villain of a beacheomber have

ot at Mauly without our seeing him?
t ain’t possible 1"

The Famous Five did not answer that.
Actually, it did zeem impessible, or next
door to i, for Mauly's enemy to have
got at him, unseen, if he had remained
in the old temple.

But Mauly had ﬂisaqpﬂareﬂ : and no-
body but Bunter was likely to suppo:e
that ho had been déeply concerned ghout
SUPPEr.

_ “And then,” resnmed Bunter. " Even
if he got at him without being scen, he
had to get him away without being seen,
too! Bwven if he knocked him on the
head to keep him quiet, think he counld

have got him away to the bush without
one of us spotting him? Have a little
sense |

"It does seem impossible 1™ said Bob,
slowly, “ Oniy—3Aauly's gone 1

“Yes: gone home ¥ said Bunter. "1l
could have slipped away without our
secing him, if he wanted to: but it's
jally well impossible for a man to have
carted him off without a single eye
falling on him, and you jolly well know
it, as well as [ do.”

The juniors were silent again.

Bunter was right, =o far as that went |
It seamed impossible. Even had Mauly
slipped off, with the grealest caution,
of hiz own accord, he would most likely
have been seen. That an enemy could
have carried him off, unseen, Tergé'ed on
the impossible. Only the fact that Mauly
was missing, made the juniors helieve
that it could heve happened. Bunter,
who had hiz own wonderful theory to
account for the fact that Mauly was
mlsmui, was quite assured that it had
never happened,

“Now wou see” went on DBunter.
"Either Mauly sneaked off, and was
iﬂllj cute about it, too, or elsa he’s still

ere! Well, he ain’t etill here, i3 Le?
S0 he must have sneaked off,”

“Ha wouldn't, you ass!™ said Harry.

“That’s rot 1" said Bunter, “He did |
At this very minute, he's Sltﬂ'lﬂ% down
at supper, and Popoo will find him a$
the bung! While we're waiting here!
I dare say t,hc:%’ll keep supper warm for
us; but 1t will be as good as spoiled—"

‘Do shut up I”

*“Shan't!” howled DBunter. “I'm
hungry, you beast | If Mauly ain't gone
home, he's larking with gys——*

* Lorking ! repeated Bob.

“¥es, larking!” hooted Bunier.
“ Bticking out of sight to pull cur legl
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You jelly well know that thdt beast
never came near the place apain,
because he couldn’t bave ] Mauly's gono
homte, or else he's still here—and you
jolly well know 1t.”

“ You utter 1diot, do you think Mauly
wonld -alarm us ke this, for e silly
joke *” exclaimed Nugent.

“Talk senze 1" yapped Bunter. “He's
gone home—ar he's still here | You can's
get round thaf ™

The juniors looked at Bunter, and
looked at one anoiher. They had
searched every foot, almost every inch, of
the interior of the old Kaluan temple:
and it was certain that Mauleverer was
not there. DBut Billy Bunter's words
starfed a mew train of thought in
Harry Wharton’s mind.

1 suppose,” said Harry slowly, it
can’t be possible that there's any hiding-
place in this old show—any nook we
haven't spotted——

“We've been all ever it,” grunted
Johnny Bull. “Think Mauly would be
focl enough to pull our le fike that "

“No, of course not! ﬁut,—if there
was any nool out of sight—" Harry
Wharton paused. “You know haow
surprised we were, &t that brute getting
away when we hunted for him. 1 never
dreamt that he could climb fvom in-
ghil g’

“No: but he must have.”

“Well, if there Wwas some hiding-
p!ﬂﬂE“-“-“"“

“My dear chap, you're dreaming!”
sald Johnny, " Think he might have
been hiding behind one of the images,
all the time, watching for a chance to
pounce on h{auly again}? Didn't we

search 17

“¥es, every foot of the EIME!
But—-* Harry Wharton starcd into
the dim interior of the old temple.
" Buppose—=~°

“Thae supposefulness 1z terrifie ™
nrurmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Wharton knitted his brows in thought.

It was a new idea to him—and it did
not seem possible that there was any
obscure  hiding-place in the Kaluan
temple that the scarch conld have over-
lanked.

Dut then, as Bunter pointed out, it
scemed impossible that the enemy could
have reached the temple fromi the bush
unseen, and got Mauly away again un-
seen.  Really, it looked like a choice
between two impossibilities.

“It's rot, Harry !" said Frank Nuger ®,
shaking his head. “We've searched
;c-il{_ nearly every inch of the place.”
“I know! Buat—"

There was a sndden roar from Bob
Cherry. He jumped almost clear ..f the
ground, in sudden excitement.

“Feaols!” ha roared,

W h it et

“Idiots |

“1Eh ™
“Chumps ¥ roared Bob. “0Oh, my
hat!  Oh, my only Aunt Sempronial

To think of us standing here like a lot

of fools, and leaving it to that fat
footling fromp to  spot  what's
haF cned Ly

hat the thump de you meani®

"He's here!” roared Bob. *“Here—
right under our noses ! Don't T know it?
That brule from Ysabel never elimbed
cut when we were after him—don’t I
know 1it7 I know where he went] I
know where he's got Mauly| Fools!
Idiots | Fatheads! Chumps! Dummies !
And ma the hiﬁgest fool of the lot!
Sticking here like s braying ass, and
waiting for that born idiot Bunier to
Lt me wise——

ah
“Oh, really, Cherry———>»
“(Oh, kick ma ™ gasped Bob. " Kick
me, somebody 1 a all onght to he
TEE MAGRET Liprant.—No, 1,592,
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kicked ! Kicked all round, by gumt 1
knew all the time, if I'd thought of il—
and I never thought till that fatb ass
gabbled—"

“You cheeky beast—>"

“What do vou mean?” roared Johnnw
Bull. *If you're talking sense, you ass,
what the dickens do you mean?”

“T mean that Mauly's here, rhghr.
under out noses, and that scoundrel
along with him, and I mean that we're
going to root thern out ! roared Bob.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.

Smash !

ARRBY WHARTON & Co. starved
H at Bob. )

Hia face was ablaze .with

excitement. He knew: or at

least, e was certain that he knew. He
was fairly splattering with exeitement.

S He's here, is he?” grunted Johuny
Bull, not at all exeited,

“"Yes, fathead! Here!™ 3

“Point him out, old chap!” said
Johnny, sarcastically.

fﬁ Lun];‘h;_.m;;*ﬂﬁht&iiﬂymfva thoughit
ol anythin Bal Arry. ’

i | E:-n-uld kiele myself for not thinking
af it sooner!” gasped Bob. "It's as
clear as daylight—now I think of it!
And I never thought, till that blithering
owl pointed gut that Mauly must have
gone off on his own accord, or else he’s
still here! He never went off on his
own accord. and so he's still here—and
I tell vou, I know where.” ‘

“1f vou mean that gcm think there's
some hiding-place in the temple——"

“1 dor’t think so—I know [* :

“Might have mentioned it before, if
vou knew 1" remacked Johuuny Bull, still
=arcastic.

“1 mnever thought till that ass
Bunter—"

“Well, cough it up now, for goodness’
sake,” exclaimed Frank INugent.

“You're wasting time, old man, if
there's anything in it™

“1 tell you, it's a cert!” gasped Bob.
“¥ou remember when I jumped down
off Bmiler this morning--I told you the
stone I landed on moved—-"

“And I told you you slipped—¥

“Well, you're a fool, old man, same
a3z I am 1 gaid Bob. *I jolly well linew
that that stope tilted when I landed on
it—only we couldn’t move it afterwards,
50 T had to believe that I was mistaken |
But 1 jolly well know now I wasn’t]
That stone did move.”

“Rot, ald man 1"

“But we found it firm as a rock ! said
MNugent,

“1 know! I kpnow nmow! Ib wasn't

fastened when I landed on it—but the
brute fixed it fast enough.”

“ Bob, ﬂ]:i ey

“Don’t jaw!” roared Bob. I tell
you fhat stone did move—and iLhat
means that it ean be shifted? T tell
vau, there ig a hiding-place in this show,
and it's under that stone.” :

Bob was wildly excited, and gquite
convinced. He had never been able
fully to convince ' himself that that
carven stone had not shifted under his
feet when he landed on it from the
summit of the imaﬁa. Now the sug-
gecstion of & secret hiding-place in the
old femple made all eclear to him.

But hiz comrades were by no means
50 convinced as Bob. They had no
doubt that Beb had slipped and
stumbled, ma.kmﬁ that" jum‘?, an
fancied the rest. Unly Harry Wharton,
already thinking out the possibility of
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& secret hiding-place in the Kaluan
temple, logked very thoughtful. The
other three looked guite sceplical.

“You don't think so0%" hooted Bob.

“Hardly 1 said Johnny Bull. “You
see, you stumbled over——>"

“I did not!” roared Bob.,

“Lile & clumsy ass—"

“ Dummy !* )

Yt it out 1°* said Harrr Whartan.
“No good ragging! We're jolly well
going to see if there’s anvthing n it,
anvhow '

“May as well as to stand hera!™
agreed Nugent, * But—"

“We can’t move the stone,”" said
Johnny, “We're tried. We lugged
and tugged atb the beastly thing hard
enough., 8till, we'll go and lug and
tug again, if Bob likes. A bit of exer
cise won't huart us.’’

“We're not going to trv lugging and
lugging again,” said “What we
want 33 & crowbar, and, az we haven't
got one, we can use ong of the axes
We're going to got that stone up, any-
how.™

“We'll try,” said Franik,

“The tryfulness will -he preposter-
ous, agreed Hurree Jamszet Ram
Bingh.

“Come on!"" said Bob. *Don't waste
any more time! I tell you I know !

Bob, at least. dad ne deoutd. And
though the doubts of the other fellows
were strong, it was obviouszly necessary
to put the malter to the (est. No crow-
har was available, but there were a
couple of axes, and several bush-
knives. And each of the juniors
selected an implement, and they went
inte the dusky temple.

“T may, vou fellows!™
Bunicr, s they went,

But nobody heeded Bunler, and the
fat Owl, grunting, rolled after them.

The juniors stopped in front of the

rinning stone god on the slab, that
aclred even more savdonie and un-
pleasant in the starlight than in the
sunlight, - Through the open space
above, where the ancient roof
fallen, plenty of starlight came in for
their purpose.

Bob Cherry bent and examined the
carvven stone,

It was as firmn as the rest of ihe floor
when he got a hold on one of the
shallow ecarvings, and tugged. If it
was, as he believed, movable, there was
no doubt that it had been sectived from
below,

The other fellows shoolk their heads
as they looked at it. Though there was
ne cement to join the stones, they Bitted
together with wonderful accuracy. Cer-
tainly it did not look as if it moved.
Moreover, it was possible to see at the
temple doorway that the stone blocks
of the floor were over a foot thick, I
ihiz blook wes as thick as the athers,
it was not likely to be prised with the
edge of an axe.

“ Bhifted 1t7* asked Johnny Bull, as
Bob rose again. Johnny  was still
mildly sarcastic.

“ T Foing tn. "

“Good! Let's see vou do it!”

Bob, in rather gritn silence, tock an
axe. Lt reguired raiher an effort to
drive the cdge of the blade betwecs
the carven block and the next. He
harmmered it in with the back of the
ather axo.

Then, putting his weight on the long
hardwood handle; he wrenched, Again
and apgain he wrenched with all his
strengtin.

souealked

The stone did oob stir, but there was
a sudden snap. The blade of the oo
cracked off; leaving a fragment of steel
in the interstice beside the stone,

O gasped Boly,

There had been a faint hope in
Harry Wharton's face. bui it died out
oW, The thing looked hopelesa
encugh, To all appearance that block
was ag eolid as the rest. and as firmly
embedded, NWot a fraviion of an inch
had Bob's hefty wrenches shifted it.

Bob stood panting.

Harry Wharton, in silence, took the
other axe, and set to work, He jammed
in the edge of the blade with difficuliy,
and wrenched and wrenched,

The only: result was anolber snap.
Both axes were broken off short now.

“Nothing daing.”. said Havry, as be
threw the axe down., “I'm &fraid
there's | np -shifting that  stone, Bolb,
even if i1t's hollow wnderneath, as wou
think. Later on we may get togls—"

Bob gave an angry grunt. He stood
staring at the stone, under which, he
was convineed, was some secret den
or old dungeon, or someihing of .the
kind, But it was clearly impossible to
move the stome, moveble or not,

“1 say., vou fellows—""

* Shut up, Bunter I

“But I =ay, if von think that stons
moves——'

“I know it does! Shut aup ™

“Well, look- here, then, what about
busting it?*"

“Idiot 1"

“You can call a fellow names,"
Buonter, “bhut I think—"*

“How can we bust a stone a fool
thick, vou potty ass?" roared Bob.

“Ilow  de you know how thick 71t
iz?" argued Bunter. “If it's made to
move, - they wonldn’t make it =0 thick
a3 the rest. They don't make doors as
thick as walls.™

Bob Cherry fixed his eves on the fa¢
Owl. It was quite unusual for Billy
Bunter to talk sense, but he was talk.
ing uncommon senze now. . Mo doubt
hiz fat intellect was spurred on by the
thought of supper walling &t the
bungniow,

“By gam P'? said Bob.  “Br gum!
It's about (dme we made Bunfer bosa
of this show—the only fellow here with
as much sense a3 8 bunnv.-rabbit. Staud
clear, vou fellows!”

The fellows stood clear enough as
PBob Cherry grasped the axe with both
hands, and swung it round his head.

Bunter hopped back like a kangaroo,

Bob put all s beef inlo a mighiy
smfe.

The other fellows watched, fully ex-
pecting that the axe would smash when
it landed with such terrific foree on
solid stone, They were on the look-
out for flying fragpments of axe,

Crash! BSmash |

But it was not the axe that smashed.
It was the carven stone. Tt split intp
a dozen seetions under that crvashing
blow, and the axe, slipping from Bob's
grasp, shot through, and went eclatter-
mg i:-ut of sight into the depihs of the
earth.

sard

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
K.0O. And O.K.
HOH B gasped all the juniora
together.
Never had there besn such

4 surprise,
They stared, almost in stupefaction.
{(Contfinued on page 23.)
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EVERY SATURDAY 2
JOIN UP FOR A TALK AND A WALK WITH—
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ALL ROUND GREYFRIARS. Friardale Reach
1) (2)
I8 worthy of remark All the people standing round
That upen the River Sark Ak why Coker isn't drowned,
There's & decent bit of boating, It 1= not for want of trving,

*  And the craft are gay with colour,
S0 we'll watch them as they pass,
Boats of every size and class,

Most pertienlarly noting

. Sq we cheer him bravely forward,
TiH his vessel givés a Turch,
Topples Coker fron his perch,

TREFFENESLAN NN R TG EFE SRR R TN RN RO s

Horsce Colier i g sonllor Aq;ihhiz- EIQE]EJQE '.':”]I all wan ;h';, ir]lg
cnoat lebgin e struagprics :haope-
e A WEEKLY BUDCET

OF FACT AND FUN

By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER

13)
Friardale Reach t= vice and straight,
And it’s here the racing eight
Get a solid burst of vowing,
Stoking thirty to the minute,
Yee we cheerfully could stay
By the riverside all day;
But, alas, we must be going
To the wood—and now we're in

e HURRAH forthe HOLIDAYS!

(Or will be next week 1) Here is official information about
where sone of the fellows are guing for

their summer holidays.

THE GREYFRIARS . PEIER TODD.—He hopes to read

the first three volumes of Lockjawe's

ALP}_'IA.BET “Intricacies of the Law of Distraint.”

No flowers, by request.
CECIL REGINALD TEMPLE.—I
PETER TGDD going t::n- Mnnh_l-. : .Pmbah]g for hu:a!in’f
ike amateur lawyer of the Remove. shootin’, bathin', and fishin®, Any
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AN OLD BOY'S MEMORIES
Year 2,000 A.D.

T remeniber, I remember ﬁ:r&}'fria,rs i]&lic:w who happens to be
when I was a youth T - o . ef on a day tour is requested not to
I knew a boy whose f:lmra:'ctﬂr ﬁ,;s h_:'r I-GDE:_UH' hT}i?Ed‘f”Fnd‘ spcak 1o Temple, who would hardly care
i Was hﬂﬂﬂﬂf}' TI.T'II:I tl'll”']. 1 10 Etl..l.dl.'[-!ﬂ u'l-._.. ﬂ.]‘]LI tReq 0D Eﬂl!"nli to !-:ﬂn“' E:I-].'Ch ECUFT D t-hﬂt Eﬂfiet}'.
At school he never told a lie, An hour or so a day to read
Hp always passed lemplation by, An interesting riile deed ! Pl e e T P T P
And scorned to snaffle anything, NOW CTHEREFORE  the eafaresaid 32 PUZZLE PAR
particularly faod. Loddd = {nee wpon & time there wers

Ilix nasne wase Bunter, I beliove-—

iny memnory’s prefty good | three kings, One was tall, ene

-%;l?“tﬁ high, and one was thin.

1t wore  their rincipal

haobbing ¥ p #
Answer at foot of column 2.

SldglidiE Rk AEREE i S EddigaarR AR RAERRAERERER

- PERCY BOLSOVER.—He's standing
just behind me, walting for me to eay
something about his face, His slecves
are already tuwrned up! Well, Bolsy's
going on & four to Germany and Franes,
and he will be very interested 'n the
pargoyles on the old buildings—from a
swoint of view of art. T mean, of course.

ericles, it will be fine to sve sonething
uglier than—1I mean—— Here, vou keep
off | Yaroooh!

Companions of my youthiul days,
I still reeall their names,
A boy named Coker, I believe, was
very good at ganrs;
Yes, T remember when he scorcd
A century, and how we roared
To see hiz bowling knocking douwn
the Faokwond fellows ofie by
My memary ja splendid for a
man of seventy-six !

AN FENNEEFEE FRED
CLLLLI P PR gl T ELE ]

And one eepecially T reeall,

g enrly headod lad
Whoze energy and breezines

made all the fellows glacd.

1T couldn’™t bear to =lecp or vawn, Can auly be concdered odd, FISIIER I FISH. - Al etav
Jiad purapont ob s hed ot dywn, FOR  THIS INDENTURE  WIT- g {‘:}‘,}.,1,"{‘ ,,f{,] Esﬂﬁﬂ'thi{i,,‘{,j’gﬁn” ,f;
And shout: " Halle, hallo, hulle ! NESRETH he'll have will cansist of (tosling, Mrs,
2 “"lth,‘dﬂ"l’a-"‘*-"["_'if Teroe ! That lawyers waste o lot of breath Keblle, and the Aimblee, ho dﬂz-ﬁn't
Hiz name? Let's sec! His name? Al lets of natey furker folk’s) expect to make more than three or four
Why, wes, Mauleverer, of 1y yaakivg rather votten jokes hﬂE-
COUTAL ] ¢l which the nrwspapers repart HORACE  JAMES COKLR.—Is

poing to Cowes to try the new sailing
vacht Auant Juwdy's bonght him,  His
many friends '-'.'ji’! hear the news with
great regeet, for during his life he

By printing “ Langhter in the Conry ™ !
To use three words where ane wonl? do
[z lgopy, nuts, or off the screw !

One fellow was as generans
as anyone conld wieh,
This lad was an American,

his name, I thiuk, was Fish, Ju 1Whif;h I ot my Hand and Seal, cansed a lot of fun, end will be sadly
Yes, really, I have never secn Althcough my rame T stil]l conceal, misged, Rest In Pieoes |
A boy less miserly or mean, o ) _ DON OGILVY.—Gaing {0 Scotland,

For money never troubled him, where he hopes to ehoat the wild haggis

he flung it Lo and fro. W Z27LE in jts lair,
1t's strange how clear one’s memary ia ANSWER 1o Ei/ PATYL, PROTUT.--Ie will be talking

of things =0 long ago ! Taiking, Wking, ard thinhing- sce ¥ foo noweh to Lot
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at the square opening that yawnped at
their fect. Even Bob, ihnugh he had

firmly believed thn.l: that stone block
was in roality & kind of trapdoor, was
astonished at his success,

The carven ‘stohe had smashed to
picces.” That it was uot zo solid ss the
rest of the Aoor was now plain enough.
Thn fa]]mi fragments wore not, like the
other bldeks, s foot thick—such a thick-
nesa could never have been affected by
the heltmst blow,

Thm’ “'Em not more than one inch
thick. Amlm{ thick enough and strong ¥
enough fo take the heaviest tread, but
by no means thick enough, ar atmnﬁ
criough ti “withstand the terrific cras
Bob hiad landed with the gxe.

“Pieces of the stone trep flew ebout
the ﬂnur, but most of them fell thrnug‘h
mth the clnttmmg axe. The juniors
muld Bod a_ ridgé two inches down on
two sides nf t{he orifice, where the sides
of tHe -::a.rv&u smnc had rested. ‘They
could "gueds now,' easily enough, that a
wooden wedge had been driven in. as
one of the onds to keep the stone Hxad.
Thua wedged, it had been immovable
from abgve,” Probably even a crowbar
would not have stirred it. But it had
smashed under that mighty swnite, and
the. way was open.

They stared into. it.

Below, they could make out the shape
of ‘stone steps,” in.a -glimmer of light.
It was nob t a starlight from above--it
web'a t:ght from below ! There was
& light in that hidden dep under the old
Kaluan temple | Someons was there !

“By gum!™ breathed Bob Cherry.

L Look 17 gasped Nugent,

The juniors knew, now, that a hidden
man was below—and did not need telling
who [ But’ if they had doubted, they
uauld not have doubted for more than
a ' few  moments—for below, in the
ghmmer of the light, a’ startled, en-
raged,” siubbly fach stﬂrrad wp—the fuce
of Yaahel  Dick, the beachcomper of
Kalua !

The  beachcomber stared—glared—in
speechless amazement and rage.

Never for a moment had he [cared
dlscmer:r.l in that hidden den. Discovery,
in wonld -never have come bub for

Bob éherry s acrobatic performances
that moérning in the old Kaluan temple.

But it-had coma now—the way into the

ancient dungeon lay open—the outcast

of Kaliag was téapped in his own hiding-
lace, and there was no ecscape for
im.

In amazement
fury, he g'arﬂ::f
stared down.

“That © villain!”
“ And Mauly—"

“Come on!” said Bob, between his
teeth: .

in rage, in aimost mad
up at the faces thati

breathed Harry.

'lea.pe-d' an to the top step, which
Was -fmfr or five fect down. Threb more
stéep steps led dowd to the st-::ne passage
11.here the Leacheomber ﬂtnnd

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

Bobh went down them at & leaping
rush: and, as he reached the bottom,
the I'machcumbar sprang at him like a
tiger,

it Harry Wharton was only & second
after him, and after Wharton came the
rest. There was a wild, scrambling
stmggla at the foot of the stone at-a;f.
In the glimmeoer of tho ship's lantern t
five juniors mixed up with the daspc:m‘m
maddencd outcast of Kalua.

From ﬂ.h::ﬁ‘e, "Billy Bunter blinked
down, his eyes ptplng behind  his

spectaclos. It du:'l n geeur to the [at

wl to join -in, his help was not
needed, Five aturd fBlIﬂW‘H- were much
more than & match for the beachcomber,
desperate as he was.

For three or four wild minutes that
fierce struggle went on, and then Ysabel
Dick lay gasping, % ntmg, exhausted,
in-the grasp of t o Famous Five, spent
with® hia frantic efforts, and & helpless
prisoter.

Four of them held him, whila Bob
Cherry twisted hia hands ‘behind him,
and knotted his wrmta together with =
twisted handkerchief.

The beachcomber Iajr panting for
breath, and gasping out curses—un-
heeded, now that he was securod.

Bob grabbed up the laotern.

“Come on [” he gasped.

Breathless and w1ldli ruifled from the
struggle, the Famous Five did not loss
a moment. Mauleverer was not to be
mn——hut he was there, they knew that!
E::rh led lhe way alﬂng the stone passage,

the lantern. ' Hiz {riends
hurneg at'ter him,

“Mauly 1" sholited Bob.

“Hero |” camo back a

" Mauly, old man "

They saw him in 8 moment more-—
nttmg E on the bed of ferns, sl:a.ring
at them blankly as they came. . Mauly's
head was sching, and his face was pala
"—but he grinned s happy grin at the

ight of his friends,

e was cat lose in & moment.
Whnrtnu helped him to his feet.
. 35 pressed a hand to a bruise on
hls he

“*Oh gnd said Mauleverer. “You
follows—oh gud' I heard the row, and
wondered—-"

“We've got that scoundrel 1" said Bob,
“Got him all right 1~ And we've got you,
‘Mauly, you ass | BJ.- gum, if you wander
A&WAY AgALN

Lord Mauleverer chuckled.

“I've got a lump on my napper, about
big an cgg, to remind me not to
ws.nder away sgain ! be said. “ But if
vou've got hing—"
“The gotfulness Ly
esteemed BMauly 1™
“Then it's all - serene!” said Lord
Mauleverer. “ But how you fellows ever
rooted me out here is a giddy 'm atﬁryl
That blght.ﬁr banked on it as aﬂf
cuuld t help thinkin® it was O, [{ f-:}r

hllﬂ

familiar voice.

Harry

is  terrifie,

round !” chuckled Bob. “ K.0Q., instead
of O.K., what?! Coma on, Mauly, got
out of this. ﬂlm:i to get out i
aas, I can't say I liked either the
Euarﬁera or the company!” said Lord
Iauleverer.
¥sabel Dick, lying gasping on the
earth, glared up, in the lantern light,
as the Greyiriars fellows pessed him,
with Hnul&nrerar like a trapped mid

antinal. d Maul leverer gave him a
glance, &mi p: wed on. But he paused
on the st

“Leavin him there ?” he asked.

“Ves, till Mr. ‘McTab -blows in,’
answered Bob. “ He's mafe there.” -

*Leave lim the hght. then 1* said his
considerate lordshin. ¥ Nasty down here
in the dark.”

Bob grinned, and put down the
lantern. It was like Mauly to have thae
kind theught for the rrmm who was his
bitter enemy, and who now lay bound
and helpless, with prison before him.

Leaving the beachcomber gasping for
breath, and  muttering ‘curses in the
glimmer of the lantern, the juniors
clambered cut of the npemn in the floor

of the Kaluan temple. And Billy Bunter
blinked at Lord Mauleverer.

“Oh crikey 1" said Duater.  * Wera
vou there, Mauly 1™

“Yaast”

“Then you hadn't started back early
for supper 1

“Oh gad! Not quite,” gasped Lord
E‘tfau}m grer.
“Ha, ha, hal”
. " ’ o | E

Lights were gleaming from the dark
runway ‘in the bush, when the Grey-
friars fellows, returned to the doorway
of tho Kaluan temple.

Me. McTab, mth the police force of
Ealua, was arriving

Mr, MoTab arrived in & state of great
alarm ahd unessiness—which chafiged
to ﬂurﬁnsu and hagp:r sat-:sfuﬂf.mn ‘b
what the Jumarﬁ had to tell h
 Leaving Mr. b and hm pnhm
forca to take chargﬂ of the man from
Ysabel, ' the Greyfriars” fellows set out
on their hmneward way—to the acecom-
paniment  of moans, mumbles, - and
groans from lelg Buntt-r who was
tired, hungr:.-, aud peeved

But ‘moans, mumbles, nm:l groaos,
ceased, when they arrived at the
bungafuﬁ, and Bunter . sat  down to
supper—waited on hand and foob by
hiz still faithiul mg%lﬂrl

It was, as Bomoo had contided te the
fat Owl, chicken for supper. It had
not, after all, spoiled by waiting |

S0 all was ealm and bright |

THE END.

(Faabel Dick i3 mjatﬂrﬁi—bud it"s ¢
fong tway from Kalue to the prison on
Sura, dnd on the vovage mueh ean
Immrm Harry H’&m fon & C'o. find thai
out {o their cort in next week's magnifi-

cent sfori.)

Boys

- and Héw to .lnin It

_may now entEr
‘between | the - ages
I5 and 17} yeafs. | Fu!l
fvartlm.;l‘ars are contained
- the
"booklet ' The” F. al- Navy as a Career
& ¥w|1|i:h rr'lay be nbtalned
on  application .to ‘the. Recru]tlf taff
Officér, R.N. and R.M. (N), 85, Whitehall,
'Lﬂndan. SW - at any Post’ Diﬁ::n.

“Only 1t's turned out the other way

J T
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