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LISTEN BUDDIES. THERE'S A SHIPMENT | (‘GOSH: THATS THE WAGGON,
OF GOLP CROSSING THE PRAIRIE TaDaY L\T# GOING TOMEET fODﬂ‘J
AN' T'VE HEARD TELL IT'LL BE CARRIED ) 264
IN A COVERED WAGGON— JUST TO y— S
FOOL GUYS LIKE LS e

WHoops!

THATS TORN IT./ NOW,

Now Shorty is a Sheriff’s mate—
The lawman of a Wild West state.

A SNOOPER ! HE HEARDUS!
HE KNOWS TOO MUCH

One day he was right on the spot,
To hear the hatching of a plot.

They knew of gold—he heard them tell,
And soon they knew of him as well!

So swiftly Shorty had to scoot,

Pursued by showers of pistol-fruit!

TO THE ARAIRIE, HOSS 'SHERIFF'S COUNTIN

| ON US TOBRING THAT GOLD IN s;_:ﬁ_j-‘

THARSHEGQES, ) =&
HOSS

" STAND BY T0 FROTECT
YOUR CARGO, OLD TIMER.
THE RAIRIE GANG ARE
ON THE RAMPAGE !

IMHERE TO
HELP YoUu '
T'LLHIDE IN
THE WAGGON

But Shorty had been strictly told,
To keep his eye on that there gold.

So when a waggon came in view,

He sprang aboard the

waggon which

Then Shorty said his presence spelled,
‘‘Safe trip” for what the waggon held.

TON'T WORRY, FARD) GEE' THAT'S /|
MIGHTY

FRIENDLY OF YUH,

STRANGER

TOTING GOLD N A PIE-WAGGON .

THINKIN' O KIDUS

HERE THEY COME' /7

WELL THAT LITTLE GUY GOT AWAY, PARDS .
- BUT,SAY ' LOOKITTHAT / GUESS THAT'S
WHAT WE'RE AFTER ! VERYCRAFTY —

Old Shorty cried: ““I’ll die or do!”’

Was pulled by one large cow called Tich.

\O.K. BEARDY ! WE KNOW WHATS IN N ,
YOUR FHONEY WAGGON - ET'S MAVE IT !
= = (7

) S

Hem! Hen!
HERE
T

Comes’

: Up came the bandits at the trot,
Dead keen to grab what could be got!

So saucily they cried: ‘“‘Come come!
We want what’s in the waggon, chum!”

Inside the waggon, Shorty made
His plans to fire a fusillade!

Out came the pie-ses, one, two, three—
And all were bulls-eyes, as.you see!

YOUYE GOT A NERVE
WASTING MY BEAUTIFUL

“HLSEAE, ) GOLD?

SO THERE YOU ARE,SHORTY | VERY SMART OF You

TODRAW THE BANDITS AWAY FROM THE REAL

(- LiKE THIS , SHERIFF -
WITH FIPPLES \

LATER!

YOU AND SHORTY WILL SHARE THAT
REWARD FOR CAPTURING THAT GANG,
OLD TIMER / HEH'HEH! g==

CART'S FULL OF

&

ad

- But Waggoneer got very wild,

And said things that were far from mild.

‘ s i)

F/ESI YOU LITTLE MUTT f; ( 7, - GOLD WAGGON. How DiD YOL( o
COME QUT OF THERE WHILE f‘/ ‘ TAINTGOT ANy | JEE0TURE THESE Gdvs 2
T GUVE You WHAT FoR /(" ‘ 7 GOLD' THAT AT NS

GOODOLP
SHORTY ({1
2.

’j’i]i‘lf f-:

penEil

He started acting rough and mean, |
‘When Sheriff came upon the scene.

Though gold was safe, it didn’t cheer

That irate nieman-wa

oponeer!

But as you see, there is no doubt,
All2c eovialli¢Rot anddotsiain Kiaccr At




A SMASHING,

TIT FOR TAT!

ARRY WHARTON started out of
H slumber with a wild yell. A shower
of ice water had descended. on him,

and the shock woke him instantly.
He yelled and gasped and choked and sat
up in bed, hitting out blindly. y

“Ow!” gasped Alonzo Todd.

Wharton'’s fist caught him on the chest
and he staggered back and flopped on

Nugent’s * bed. Their heads crashed
together.

““Oh!” shrieked Nugent.

““Ah!” gasped Alonzo.

“Todd!” roared Wharton. ‘‘Did you

throw this water over me?”’

““Yes, I squeezed the spongé over you,”
replied the Duffer.

Wharton did not say any more. He
scrambled out of bed, found the sponge,
collared Alonzo, and proceeded to squeeze
cold water over him. Alonzo gasped and
gasped, but he could not escape the icy
shower of water.

““There!” gasped Wharton at last, when
Todd was thoroughly wet all over. ‘‘That
will teach you to play practical jokes in the
middle of the night.”

““Oh!” groaned Alonzo. ‘‘Ow, oph!
I wasn’t playing practical jokes—Ow!”

““You nitwit!” roared Wharton. ‘‘Did
_you think it would please me to be drenched
in cold water?”

“Ow! Yes!” stammered the unfortunate
Todd.

“My Hat!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“Toddy has awfully funny ideas about
pleasing people.”

“Weﬁ Wharton wanted to be woke up,”
groaned Alonzo, ‘‘and he prefers being
awakened in that manner. I thought it very
odd, and I told Bunter so, butit’s Wharton’s
own business, I suppose, if he prefers it.”

‘““You unspeakable chump,” gasped
Harry Wharton. ‘Do you mean to say
ﬂ]’i’\’l Bunter told you that and you believed
it?

“My dear Wharton—" began Toddy.
but Harry was no longer listening.

Wharton had seized a water-jug and
was now striding towards Bunter’s bed.

Splash! ;

The contents of the water-jug swooped
down upon Billy Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove gave a fearful

yell.

““Oh! Ow! Whatisit?” he gurgled.

“‘How do you likeit yourself?”” demanded
Wharton. x

Bunter could only gasp in reply, and the
rest of the Remove, all fully awakened by
the rumpus, roared with laughter.

Wharton went back to his own bed and
towelled his head and face. Bunter grabbed
‘a towel and did the same. But Bunter was
the wetter of the two and his bed was
drenched. It was impossible to sleep in it
again that night.

““Oh dear,” said Alonzo. ‘I feel very wet.
I’'m afraid I'm catching a cold, too.
Ah-Ah-Atchoo!”

He crept back into bed and tucked the
clothes round him. : S

Bunter felt his bed, but it was swimming
with water. :

““Look here, you chaps,” he wailed. “‘I
can’t sleep in that. I’ll catch my death of
cold!” :

““You should have thought of that before,
Bunty,” Harry Wharton laughed as he
settled back comfortably in his own bed
once again.

Bunter snorted, and rolled away to
Snoop’s bed. A

I suppose P’ll have to come in with you,
Snoop,” he said. : :

“I suppose you won’t,”’ said Snoop
promptly. *‘I’m not going to have a fat
porpoise in my bed if I know it.”

B.;]‘But 1 must sleep somewhere,” moaned
illy. -
*““Why?” asked Snoop. ‘‘Go for a nice

long walk instead.” And he promptly

turned over and prepared to sleep.

“I say, Skinner,” Billy said to the

FULL-OF-FUN GREYFRIARS STORY—By FRANK RICHARDS

BILLY BUNTER

The contents of the water-jug swooped down upon Billy Bunter

occupant of the next bed. ‘I think I’ll come
in with you.”

““‘Something wrong with your thinker,
then,” remarked Skinner cheerfully. ‘‘Good
night, Bunter!”

““Oh dear!” groaned Bunter. ‘I suppose
I shall have to turn in with you, Todd—
and ”risk catching a frightful cold from

““I don’t like the idea,” said Alonzo
““You are very fat and very selfish and will
probably take all the bedclothes——*

Bunter grunted and got in.

42 TCHOQ! Choo-oo0!”
That was Alonzo’s first remark in
the morning as he sat up in bed.

Todd sat and sneezed and sneezed and
sneezed.

““Oh dear!” he exclaimed. ‘I fear I have
caught a bad cold after the wetting last
night.”

Billy Bunter squirmed out of the bed.
Bunter was not generally among the first to
rise but he was prompt enough to get out
now.
“You blessed chump,” he roared to
Todd. ““You’ll be giving me that cold.
Keep away from me. Keep your cold to
yourself!”

Todd stepped slowly out of bed. There
was no doubt that he had a cold in his head,
and the other juniors, not wanting to
catch it, gave him a wide berth. Todd
sneezed and grunted all the time he was
dressing. .

The whole Form dressed and went
downstairs. Todd found himself isolated
and he breakfasted with empty chairs on
each side of him. No one wanted that cold.

When the time came for the juniors to
take their place in the classroom, Alonzo
was still sneezing his head off.

As Mr. Quelch entered the room Alonzo
had the desire to give an outsize sneeze,
but he fought against it in a very heroic
style.

He sat there with the desire growing
stronger, and he had to hold himself in
hard. It was impossible to speak or even
move. To give way meant confessing the
fact that he had a cold and that meant
confinement to the school sanatorium.

"n the end the sneeze won and it echoed
round the classroom like the blast of a
trumpet.

““Atchoo-0-00-000!”
““Choo-choo! Atchoo!”

roared Alonzo.

‘“Dear me, you have a cold, Todd,” said
Mr. Quelch. *“You don’t look at all well.
You had better confine yourself to bed.
Take this note to the housekeeper and she
will give you something for your cold.”

Todd toock the note and left the class-
room. The last sound heard from him as
he disappeared was:

‘‘Atchoo! Atchoo!”

ILLY BUNTER sat with a thoughtful

expression on his face. Alonzo Todd
had not been sent to the sanatorium—the
place where they stood over you to make
sure you drunk horrid medicine, and made
you chew pills by the boxful. No, he had
just been sent to bed and doubtless the
housekeeper would give him something
warm. Hot soup, most probably.

The fat junior looked more and more
thoughtful and an expression of intense
suffering crept over his face.

Nugent was the first to notice it. 4

‘“‘Bunter’s at it again,” he whispered to
Harry Wharton. ‘‘Look at him.”’

‘““What’s his little game?” chuckled
Harry.

But someone else noticed Bunter’s
expression at that moment.

“‘Bunter!”” Mr. Quelch rapped out.

‘Atchoo—atchoo!” replied Billy. “‘I
think I’ve caught Todd’s cold, sir.”

‘““When did you first feel it coming on,
Bunter?”’ asked the Remove master in a
quiet and patient tone.

““Just now, sir—I-I mean, this morning
at breakfast, sir.”

‘“Are you sure that it wasn’t while I was
telling Todd that he could leave the class?”’
asked Mr. Quelch.

The Remove grinned. They could see
Bunter’s dodge with perfect clearness and
it was evident that Mr. Quelch could, too.

“Oh, no, sir, no, sir! Atchoo!” snorted
Bunter.

‘““Very well, Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch.
““If you have a cold you certainly cannot
remain here for lessons this morning.”

Billy Bunter beamed.

““Shall I go at once, sir?”’ he asked.

‘“Yes,” replied the Form master. ‘‘Go to

- the housekeeper and tell her you are to be

kept in the sanatorium.””

Bunter stood rooted to the floor. He
hadn’t expected that.

“If—if you please, sir, I don’t think my
cold is severe enough for that,” he said
nervously. “‘I’d rather go back to bed, sir,

like Todd.”

‘“Probably you would, Bunter,” Mr.
Quelch smiled grimly. ‘‘But you will not be
allowed to have it as you wish. Kindly tell
the housekeeper what I have told you—
and add that as your cold is doubtless due
to a weak state of health through over-
gqeding you are to be kept on a very low

iet.”

t.

“‘Oh!”’ Billy ejaculated.

‘“You will also be given some healthy
physical exercises.”

“If—if you please, sir, I-I feel much
better now,” ventured Bunter. “‘I-I don’t
wish to be a slacker, sir, I’d rather stick to
work.”

‘“My hat!” murmured Bob Cherry.
‘‘Bunter the worker!”

Mr. Quelch smiled.

‘“Ah! You feel better, Bunter? It is
wonderful the effect that the mention of the
sanatorium and a low diet has had on you.
I’m afraid you were only pretending about
a cold, Bunter—and you have played this
lI:ind of trick before. Kindly stand out

Ere

Billy Bunter unwillingly went out before
the class. He was fairly bowled out and he
had to face his punishment.

‘“‘Hold out your hand, Bunter!”’ snapped
Mr. Quelch.

““Do you think you ought to cane a chap
with a—a bad cold, sir? It might have a
very serious effect upon my constitution,

‘“‘Bunter—I am waiting!”’

Billy held out his hand.

He returned to his place squirming, and
he did not sneeze any more that morning.

LONZO TODD remained in bed in
the dormitory for one day only. His

cold was so bad, however, that he had to
go into the school sanatorium. Bunter, on
the whole, was rather glad that Quelchy had
not fallenfor his ruse to get out of classes.
The fat junior had a horror of the school
sanatorium, with its regular spare diet,
and the enforced tidiness and cleanliness.

Bunter had other things to think about,
too. His yarn about being made captain of
the Courtfield Rovers had not been
believed by anyone in the Form—except
Alonzo Todd. The juniors were staggered
a few days later when that week’s edition’
of the local paper arrived.

It was Skinner who first hit on it.

The local paper reported all the junior
football news and it mentioned that the
Courtfield Rovers were playing Lindrop

" Athletic on the coming Saturday. The list

of the Rovers’ team and, of course, the
captain’s name was given as W. Bunter.
No one was to know that it was Walter
Bunter, one of the village lads with no
connection at all with Billy Bunter, who
was really the captain.

Billy had said that he had been elected
captain as soon as he had approached the
Rovers. Bunter’s pride would not let him
reveal that he had actually been chased out
of Walter Bunter’s house because he had
been so rude and objectionable. Bunter had
realised that the local paper would state
that W. Bunter was the captain of Court-
field Rovers, and no one, of course, had a
thought that it could be anyone but
William George Bunter—the Owl of the
Remove.

Now, when Skinner spoke, there were a
good many juniors in the commonroom,
including Bunter. Billy looked self-
conscious when Skinner sang out—he had
already read the paper and he guessed what
was coming.

‘I say, here’s news, you chaps,” said
Skinner. ‘“Listen to this.”

He read out the paragraph that had
caught his attention:

“‘On Saturday afternoon the Courtfield
Rovers play Lindrop Athletic. The list of
the home team is as follows: W. Bunter
(captain), Porter, Graham, Spicer—and
so on,” finished Skinner.

(Continued on next page)
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THE ‘COMET’
PICTURE QUIZ

(Answers at foot of next column)

NAME THE SONS OF NOAH ..

WHAT DOES A HALF PENNY
MEASURE ACROSS ?

WRY (S RIO DE JANEIRQ
SO NAMED?

WHO WROTE THE = . |
“CANTERBURY TALES™?

BILLY BUNTER
THE FOOTBALL STAR
(Continued from previous page)

The Removites stared blankly.

‘““‘What! Bunter?”’ they echoed .in
amazement.

‘“‘Impossible!”’ :

“l say, really, you fellows,”” Bunter
exclaimed indignantly.

‘“What does it mean, Bunter?”’ asked
half a dozen juniors at once.

““It means just what <t says,” replied
Bunter. *‘I did tell you, you know. Of
course, if your natures are so low that you
disbelieve everything you are told, well,

this should teach. you not to do it in

future.”

““Courtfield Rovers must be quite a good
team, too,” remarked Bob Cherry thought-
fully, ‘‘otherwise they wouldn’t be playing
Lindrop Athletic—who are pretty red-hot.”

““‘Personally,” remarked Buistrode, ‘I

_ don’t believe what the paper has printed.”

““Well, you’ll see the report of the match

in next week’s paper,” Bunter said coolly. -

“I suppose you’ll believe it then—and
anyway, I’'m not very bothered what any-
one here thinks—so there!”

And Bunter walked away.

EEING is believing, as a rule, but

though the fellows of Greyfriars saw -

in plain print that W. Bunter was captain
of the Courtfield Rovers they did not
believe it. But Bunter’s yarns were well
known, and the fat junior being a football
captain was soon known all over the school
as ‘“‘Bunter’s latest.”

And yet there was no getting away from
the paragraph in the local paper. The true
explanation, that a fellow of the same name
was really the captain, did not occur to
them. ;

All the juniors were looking forward to
Saturday afternoon to see if Bunter really
went. ¢ :

Billy Bunter, of course, involved in a
maze of falsehoods, had to live up to
them. He had to go over to Courtfield that
afternoon or own up that he had been
romancing. :

Therefore, after school on Saturday
Bunter prepared to go to Courtfield. He
could not hope to get a bicycle again, so
he set about borrowing the train fare. The
first person he approached was Harry
Wharton. ]

‘“Wharton, old chap,” he said hope-
fully, ‘I suppose you couldn’t lend me a

- couple of bob to get to Courtfield? I don’t

want to disappoint the Rovers:”

“So youre still keeping that up,”
laughed Harry. ‘“Very well, Bunty, I’ll lend
you two shillings.”

“Good!” said Bunter. ‘“‘Hand it over.”

““Oh, no!” chuckled Wharton. *‘I’m not
giving you two bob to blue in the tuck-
shop. I'll walk tb the village with you after
dinner and buy your ticket for you.”

Billy Bunter’s jaw dropped and Wharton
looked at him with a grin. Bunter recovered
himself quickly.

“Oh, very well!” he said, with all the
dignity he could muster. “‘If you can’t take
my word, Wharton.” And he stamped off.

After dinner, Wharton having mentioned
the matter, a good many juniors decided to
walk down to the station at Friardale to
see Billy Bunter off. They helped him pack
his football kit, and as Billy rolled to the
station he was_accompanied by seven or
eight members of the Remove.

They arrived at the station and Harry
Wharton bought Billy’s ticket. The train
came in and Bunter took his seat in the
carriage with all the dignity he could
muster.

“‘Stand back there!” came the shout, and
the train started.

““Good-bye!” roared Bob Cherry. ‘“Mind
%o;i 'let the other chaps have a kick at the

allt”’

The train steamed out of the station.
Billy Bunter was off to Courtfield, and the
Greyfriars juniors, in a puzzled frame of
mind, returned to the school.

Billy Bunter has landed himself into an
awkward spot. Don’'t miss the fun in the
next issue of the ‘‘Comet.”
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SIRE, T CAN'ST NOT WORK 7E ) o~
NEW-FANGLED BOW AND ARROW
MACHINE. WOULD'ST THOU

GIVE ME YE LOW-DOWN ?

CERTAINLY, SOLDIER !
'STAND ASIDE AND
WATCH ME CLOSELY!

| FIRSTLY, THOU WINDEST YE

STRING BACK WITH THIS
HANDLE HERE - - - -

THEN' PLAGE THY ARROW /
IN YE SLOT,AND - -- (
Sodly

— I SEE, SIRE! — GIVE YE
TRIGGER A WIGGLE AND,
HEY PRESTO, THOU HAST A —~

L
3

AH, SO THAT'S WHAT THOSE
SSIEKDV ‘THI!IJ&S WERE
N




TIcK Tock!
WHIRR!
WHIRR!

YES, POOR OLD SCAMP,
NEEDS ASPEC
DINNER 10 GET OVER
HIS NERVES! AND 1
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NO SHOOTING! YOU MIGHT HIT ZF GIAL. THEVIL GIT US, BUCK. )z =
1 WANT HER ALIVE! GET 70 YOUR [ I = [ THERE'S - ST/,

me[' oW, Honey ! -
BRONCS ! CATCH ZEM - FRONTO!

L A CHANCE

{ SIVER Y -~
N\ CoouR Bov! FASTER! FASTER,
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THE MYSTERYof BIDDY LOGAN

TBuck JONES MAKES A DESPERATE
ATTEMPT 10 RESCUE BIDDY FROM THE
STRONGHOLD OF JOSE GONZALEZ,
THE MEXICAN BANDIT, BUT IT LOOKS

LIKE FAILURE WHEN THEY BOTH FALL
INTO THE MOAT.ccocs s oo oo

i/ zeke ZEV 60! ”
FTER ZEM?! BUT NO SHOOT GIRL.
HURRY S

s WELL
MAKE 1T; BUCK

”gwcw, B0V, Up Yo Come!

4
HANG ON, B/0bY! ITUL BE ROUGH LN L LvES!

GOV BUT ITS THE ONLY WAV. EF
WE 6/ UP HERE WE'IL BE SHOT !

WE COr 70 HONEY ! =W yow- marck For ZE e’
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HURRY! /1L SCATTER THE & : 3 7 DON'T_ KNOW WHO THE GUY 1S,
VARMINTS FER YUH ! UP TOP. THAR, BUT HE'S JEST THE
LUCKY BREAK WF NEEDED!

HECK! | FEEL LIKE 4 FLY OF
A WALL! THEYIL GIT US EF SOMETHIN':
DOESN'T HAPPEN ALONG SOON ! i
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WHO IS THE STRANGER ?. DON'T MISS THE THRILLS IN THE NEXT “COMET”
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WIS COR/AIL ISIH/AND

WORST~~You

THE ONLY CHANCE!
ANNED by Jack Martin, Ralph
M Rover and Peterkin Gay, the
schooner beat round to the south

shore of the island of Mango.

The three apprentices had left Coral
Island for good. They were determined
now to rescue Avatea, a native girl, from
Tararo, the savage chief who ruled over the
northern part of Mango. Avatea had once
landed on Coral Island. She had arrived
with a party of natives led by Tararo who
were being pursued by a cannibal war
party which had been defeated by Jack and
his friends.

The three English boys had taken a great
liking to the girl and had only recently
learned that she had been captured some
time. previously during a raid on an island
further to the west across the Pacific.
Tararo wanted her to marry a chief friendly
to him, but she herself was betrothed to a
young man living on an island some fifty
miles away.

During his travels on the pirate schooner
beforeits skipper and crew had been killed
in a fight with natives, Ralph had learned
that the south side of Mango was inhabited
by a tribe of natives who had been con-
verted to Christianity and had given up all
savage practices such as cannibalism.

A native missionary teacher lived with
them, and Jack and his two comrades had
decided to ask for his help.

As the schooner hove-to just off the
coral reef, the three boys saw a canoe
putting off from the lagoon shore. ;

Soon a native aged about forty, dressed
in European clothes, climbed aboard the
schooner and shook hands with Jack.

““Good day, gentlemen!” he said in good
English. ‘“We are happy to see vou  at
Mango.” ;

Jack returned his greeting.

‘““You must be the native missionary
teacher we’ve been told about. You’re the
very man we want to see.”

Under instructions from the teacher, the
schooner was piloted through the passage
in the reef and brought to an anchorage in
deep water just opposite a neat village.

Avatea, the boys learned, was still living
on the island. She wanted to join the
missionary’s people, but Tararo refused
her and kept her imprisoned. She was from
the Samoan Islands, and was thinking of a
desperate attempt at escape.

The village was situated at the head of a
small bay, amongst rich vegetation which
rose to the summit of a hilly ridge, the
boundary between the tribe and their
savage neighbours.

The apprentices were welcomed at a
great feast, during which the kindly
teacher gave them much more information

COME ON, THE WHOLE TRIBE
OF YO, AND DO YOUR.

TOUCH HER, WHILE
VM ALIVE 7

SHAN'T

about the situation on the island.

‘““You don’t know the danger you run in
going among those ferocious men on the
other side of the ridge,” he said earnestly.
“‘I’'m sorry for poor Avatea, but you’re not
likely to save her and you may die in the
attempt.”

““Well,”” said Jack quietly, ‘‘we’re not
afraid to die in a good cause.”

The teacher came aboard the schooner
to act as interpreter and Jack and his
friends sailed round to the shore near the
cannibal village. They had manned the
ship with natives and now the cliffs echoed
and re-echoed to the crash of the brass gun,
which they fired by way of salute, while the
British ensign was run up to the peak.

The crew of the schooner saw a com-
motion among the natives ashore, and
presently a canoe put off from the shore
and crept cautiously towards them.

““We are friends,” the teacher said to its
wary crew. “‘Tell your chief we wish to
palaver with him.” -

The answer was long in coming. It was
that Tararo was engaged with a friendly
chief who would soon be leaving. He
invited the native teacher and his friends
to come ashore and visit him.

““Tell them we’ll go.” said Jack quietly.
““We’ll have to trust Tararo.” As they were
stepping down into the ship’s boat, he
added: “I'm not going to take any
weapons with me and I recommend that
you don’t take any, either. The most we
could do if we were attacked by those
savages would be to kill a few before we
were overpowered.”

“That’s true enough,” agreed Ralph
Rover.

Peterkin replied by silently laying down
a huge, bell-mouthed blunderbuss and a
Rair of enormous horse-pistols with which

e had meant to overawe Tararo’s
canuibals.

They rowed ashore silently and in some
suspense, but were welcomed in friendly
fashion by a group of savages, who took
them to a house where a baked pig and
many different kinds of vegetables were
ready for them. After the meal, the teacher
asked to be taken to the chief.

A man stepped forward after some
hesitation and spoke to him.

““What does he say?” asked Jack.

““He says Tararo is just going to the
temple of his god and can’t see us yet,” the
missionary explained.

“Well, if he won’t come to see me, I’ll
20 to see him,” Jack exclaimed, rising from
the mat on which he had been sitting.
““‘Besides, I'd like to see what goes on at
this temple. Will you come?”

““l cannot. I must not go to the savage
temples and see their inhuman rites.”

““Very good. I’ll go alone.”

But Ralph and Peterkin were determined
to go with their bigger comrade. They
followed him through the banana groves
to rising ground above the village on which
stood the temple, in the dark shade of a
group of ironwood trees.

As they turned into a broad path leading
towards the hill, they heard the shouts of a
crowd behind them and drew quickly into
the bushes.

It was a procession of natives, many
dancing and gesticulating frantically.
Their faces and bodies were hideous with
daubs of black, red and yellow paint.

Unseen, the three apprentices stared at
a body of men walking in the midst of this
noisy throng. They were carrying the
bodies of a dozen dead men, evidently
enemies of Tararo’s tribe who had been
killed in some bloodthirsty battle.

Jack signed to the other two apprentices,
and they crept after the howling mob of
cannibals. The temple was a tall, circular
building, open at one side, and the
ground around it was strewn with heaps of
bones and skulls. :

Inside at a table sat an old man with a
long grey beard. He was seated on a stool
and before him lay several knives made of
wood, bone and splinters of bamboo.
Nearby burned a large fire in which stones
were being heated red hot to make
ovens.

‘““Come,” said Jack hoarsely, ‘‘we’ve
seen enough—more than enough. Let’s

0.

Ralph and Peterkin followed him down
the hill, away from the scene of the grue-
some rite. They knew now what to expect
if their attempt to rescue Avatea failed.

Silently they hurried to the beacli and
told their missionary friend what they had
seen. He was greatly distressed, but they
had not been talking for long when
Tararo himself arrived, with bearers
bringing baskets of fruit and vegetables.

Through the interpreter he told the three
boys how pleased he was to see them

again.

““And what is it my friends wish to say to
me?” he asked.

“Tell him that we come to ask for
Avatea’s release,” said Jack. ‘‘Tell him also
that I think we’ve some right to ask this,
having saved not only her life but the lives
of his own people as well when they came
to our island.” :

‘Tararo frowned and spoke angrily.

““‘He will not listen to the idea,” the
teacher said presently. ‘‘He says he’s
pledged his word to his friend that the girl
shall be sent to him.”

““Tell Tararo that if he doesn’t agree it
will be the worse for him,” snapped Jack
angrily. ‘““There’s a gun aboard our
schooner that will blow his village into: the
sea if he doesn’t give up Avatea!”

““No, my friend,” said the missionary
quietly, ‘I will not tell him that. We
cannot use that way.”

‘““What does my friend say!” asked the
chief, who seemed nettled by Jack’s defiant
look.

““He is displeased,” said the teacher
mildly.

Smiling contemptuously, Tararo turned
away and signed fo the bearers, who had
now emptied their baskets in one huge pile
on the beach. A couple of men appeared,
leading a voung girl between them, and
made her stand on top of the heap of fruit
and vegetables. It was the young Samoan
girl, Avatea. ;

The teacher seized Jack’s arm while
Ralph and Peterkin stood rooted to the
earth in surprise. :

““They’re going to make a sacrifice of
her—now!” ;

“‘Oh, are they!” cried Jack.

Dashing forward, he hurled aside two
natives who stood in his way, sprang upon
the heap and seized Avatea’s arm.

In another moment he had pulled her
down and swung her behind him.

Wrenching a war-club from the hand of a
savage who seemed petrified with surprise,
he whirled it.round his head threateningly.

““Come on, the whole tribe of you, and
do your worst!” he yelled, his face blazing
with fury. ‘“‘You shan’t touch her while
I'm alive!”

Before Ralph and Peterkin could move
to help him, every savage on the beach
seemed to be rushing at Jack with club and
spear. It seemed he would die there and
then under a rain of blows.

But the teacher rushed in front of the
savages and shouted:

““Stay your hands, warriors! It is for
Tararo, the chief, to say whether or not
the young man shall live or die!”

The savages paused, scowling ferociously
at Jack as he stood there defiantly with his
club ready, and Avatea crouching with
fear in her eyes behind him.

. Ralph wondered whether it was some
lingering feeling of gratitude for their help
on Coral Island that influenced Tararo—
but the chief stepped forward and signed
to his people to leave Jack alone.

- He spoke rapidly to the apprentice while
the teacher translated. -

*“You have forfeited your life and liberty
to me. Give in, because we are more
numerous than the grains of sand on the
gl.xo?re. You are only one. Why should you

ie?”

“I may die,” exclaimed Jack, ‘“‘but not
alone! I won’t submit until you promise
this girl shan’t be hurt.” =

‘“You are very bold,” said Tararo
haughtily, “‘but very foolish. Yet I will say
that Avatea shall not be sent away—at
least, for three days.”

“You’d better accept these terms,” the *

teacher whispered to Jack. ‘‘Otherwise
you’ll be killed and Avatea will be lost.
Three days are worth having.”

Jack hesitated a moment then lowered
his club and folded his arms and stared
moodily at the sand, while Tararo said he
had not forgotten their former services and
would let them go free, although the
schooner would be held until he had
considered further.

Ralph and Peterkin, standing together
-almest unneticed, saw the missionary
whisper a few words to Avatea, who replied
only with a single swift glance of her dark
eyes. Then she turned away to stare again
at the sand.

Tararo took her hand and led her away
unresistingly, while the three apprentices
and the missionary teacher returned to the
schooner in a gloomy mood. The mission-
ary tried to bring Jack out of his dejection
as he sat slumped on a couch.

““We have three days, and we must use
them to free this poor girl,” be said calmly.
‘““We must not sit in idle disappointment.
We must act: ~

“Act!” exclaimed Jack. ‘“How can we
act? We can’t fight a whole tribe of
savages!”

‘“Listen, I have a plan,” said the teacher
softly. ‘“Tararo must fulfil his promise to
his friend, who is a very powerful chief.
He has given us three days only because
the party which is to take her away won’t
be ready to leave for three days.”

“Well?”’ said Jack impatiently.

‘“My plan is dangerous, but I think you
three have the courage to carry it out.
Avatea is betrothed to the chief of an
island about fifty miles to the south of
this. Once there she would be safe. I sug-
gest that you abandon your schooner,
which will be watched during the next three
days, put Avatea in a small canoe and
paddle to this other island.” :

The three apprentices stared at one
another. Abandon the schooner! Trust
themselves to a small canoe in the open
sea, with the possibility of pursuit by one
of the great war canoes!

Could they take this risk for Avatea?

Can the chums rescue Avatea? More
thrills in the next ‘‘Comet.”
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