GIVEN AWAY FREE INSIDE! TWO REAL PHOTOS
« OF FAMOUS FOOTBALLERS!

" . Week Ending
August 12th, 1922,

: ; ’ G. RAHKIGON,
of Everton,

B

" - F. REILLY,
of Blackburn Rovers.
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THE HAUNTED YAGHT! BILLY BUNTER GIVES THE ALARM!

- (See the extra-long complete story in this issua.)
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“THE POPULAR"
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“ THE BOLIDAY ANNUAL"
Published Yearly

IIlHﬂIIIIHIIIHIIIl.'tllIIHIIll'ilIIHlIIHtIIIIIi’IIIHI’IIHIIHII
THIS WEEK'S FREE GIFTS.

H1S week there are again many rifts
jior readers of the Companion Papers,
[ this jssue vou will have received

two fune real photographs of famous
footballers, Harrison, of Evertou, aml Heilly,
of Blackbhurn Rovers.

The “Popular,” which will be ou aale at
all mewsagents to-morrow morning, Tuesday,
will offer you another splendid coloured

engine plate. The subject of this week's
- plate iz one of the fineet Jocomotives on the
Commonweulth of Australia’'s  magnifleent
railway.

The * Gem " Library, which appears oh gala
on Wednesday morning, wili contain a special
action photo of Max Woosnam, oll€ of the
most popular fvctballers ol thie day. As you
know, “Max " plays for Munchester City, and
your collegtion of photos of famons foot-
hallers will not be complete without one of
this wondertul player.

Probably the most talked-of sport to-day ig
boxing. Our companion paper, the “ Boys'
Friend," is therefore offering you a ﬁll]ﬂrll]id
real photo of a boxer who i rapidly rising to
the front rank—Dermondsey Killy Wells. In
the opiulon of men who should know, this
young man is likely to bring hack many
of the long “lent ™ laurels of tbe Ting to our
country. .

Every hoy should make a peint of getting
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all the above papers, for besides offeting you
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etters to: The Editor, THE
MAGNET LIBRARY, The Fleetway House,

i Farringdon Street, Londen, E.C.4,
¥ always pleased to hear from my chums.
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the photos and plate, they undoubtedly con-
tain the finest stories ever penned. School,
sport, and adventure—grand complete stories
and serlals, competitions and jokes. Order
your copies of the “Gem " and the “ Popular”
uow, and obtain the “Boys' Friend ” at the
same time. You woun't be disappointed, 1
assure you. '

NEXT WEEK'S STORY.

Now we comeé to write about our next
grand, long, complete story of Harry Wharton
& Co.. at Ureyfriars, which will appear in
the Macxer Library vext Monday morn-
ing. The story is entitled:

uwTHE MYSTERY OF
scuD !
By Frank Richards.

THE SILVER

The Removites. as von know, are on board
Lord Mauleverer's vyacht, the Bilver Beud,
and they hoped they had beard and secen
the last of the inysterious Gideon Gaunt, who
has consed them so mueh trouble.  Their
hopes prove to be ill-founded, for the black-
mailer, though he does not show himaelf,
makes his presence felt im more ways than
one. The whole thing is a great mystery,
and the eoncern of the jupiors grows more
and more every day—and with their coneern
grows a resolution to defeat the blackmailer
at all costs.

This is a thrilling story, written as only
Mr. Frank Richards ean writé a story, and
every boy and girl who reads it is going to
write and tell me that even the great Mr.
Richards has surpassed himeell,

There Is going to be a great rush for next
week's MaoNgr—muke sure of your copy by
ordering it in advance.

A_nll._"":'-"HEH FINE SUPPLEMENT,
Next Monday will also gee another special
sapplement, econtributed by the Greyiriars
junlors. Harry Wharton, the editor, has

Are You Collecting the ‘‘ Popular’s ”’ Coloured Engine Plates P—

called it a Cpeeial Kitchen Number, =0 you
can guess the one and anly William George
Bunter has fomething to write about. That
i= @ subject upon which even Harpy \Wharton
will give way to Billy—for Billy knows more
about kitchens than e does about arithmetie
and spetling.

Aiter the thrilling story of the Removites
adventures aboard the Bilver 8cud, you will
enjoy n hearty laugh by reading the supple-
ment.

IT'LL SOON BE HERE NOW!

“Ttoll on, the First of September.”

Quite a hundred thousand boys und girls
are saying that to-day. Why?

Because the First of September will bring
to them something to which they leok jor-
ward for twelve long monthe. The * Holiday
Anmual ' ig in thelr minds—that wonderful
volume of stories, jokes, plates, puzeles,

pictures, articles, and poems &0 famous
throughout the world as the finest Annual
ever publizhed.

This year's Annual iz, without donbt, the
best of the lot. 1 edited it myself, and |
owght to know! Serionsly, my chums, I am
particalarly proud of the Anpnual which will
rench you on the First of September this
VeAar.

Last year, 1 remember, when 1
finished ecopy from the printers
deep sigh and remarked

“1'Hl mever beat that!
the world!"

Now I'm kicking myself, for I made a big
mistake. I have beaten even last year's won-
derful Anpual—the volume for which s0 many
bovs and girls wrote to me long, long alter
they were sold out. ;

I don't want you to write to me and tell
me you ean't obtain a copy. Nothing hurts
me more than to hear from dizsappointed
readers. 8o, with greater emphasis than ever,
1 advise every hoy and girl reader of the Com-
panion Papers to erder a copy of the “ Holis
day Anpual.”

They ion't take nearly zo long to sell as
they do to prepare, let me tell vou. 1 eould
give you the names and addresses now of
thousands and thousands of readers who will
he more or less waiting on the newsagente’
doorsteps on the First of September.

The First of September only comes round
onee a year. 2o does the * Holiday Anpual.™

firet had a
I heavad &

It's the best in

Take to heatt the Scouts’ metto, and—BR
PREPARED: b

your €ditor,

::L!III‘IHII['.IIIIIHHIIIIHIIHIIHHIIIi'IIIIIIHIIH!IIlil.1III1!|IlIHIIIHHEIIIHIIIIlHlHIHllIII'IIlHIIllilIIIIIIIItHIIlliIIIIIHIIlIl.iIIIIHIll!ﬂlIIIHIIHHIHIIHIIIHIHHIIHIIIHHIIIHHHIHHHIIIHHI"

" Two Footballers in the Limelight! HARRISON and REILLY.

All about the famous footballers who form the subjects of our Free Real Action Photos.

GEORGE HARRISON,
Quatside-Left of Everton.

T is a peculiar fact, and one ndt easy
to explain, that for some little time
past  the English International
selectors should have been worried

hy an abundance of talent for the
outside-left position,  Conseguently, the
compliment to the man chosen to play for
England im  that position is all the
greater, and George  Harrison, the
outside-left of Everton, played for his
country last season. He is a stoekily
built plaver—not tall, but weighing well
aver eleven stone, and able to carry that
weirht along the wing at a pretty good
pace.  Another ptrong point about his
play is the ability to shoot hard and true
while on the ran, aud ever sinee he joined
ihe Toffees he has scored a few goals in
each =easzon. Harrison has pot had what
can be called a3 wide expericnee of firet-
clags foathall, for Everton is only his
geeond <luh. He was born at Chureh
Gresley, and from the Gresley Eovers he
advanced to the Leicester Fosse side, for
which he rendered -good service for two
and a half scasons, During that period
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he never missed a first feam match in
which the Fosse were engaged.

His gallies along the wing and his fine
shooting attracted the attention of the
Everton direetors, and they szecured his
tramsfer from Leicester in time fer him
to start the 1013-14 seazon, Since that
time he has been a most consistent per
former, being able to bafile the back by
gpeed and cleverness, and knowing most
of the things there are to know ahout
the art of centring the ball. Sprinting
and cricket are used to keen him £t
during the cloze season. By the way. he
should pot be confused with the player of
the same Hame =0 long assopiated with |
Wolverhampton Wanderers and now with
Manchester United.

FRANK REILLY,
Centre-Half of Blackburn Rovers.

HERE are few steadier ecentre ]
halt-hacks jm the country than
the pivet of the Blackburn

Rover: team—Frank Reilly. In
many respects he is a tyvpieal Seot, which

means that he relies more on eeiencs than

dagh, but ecntre-forwards as a elass find
him extremely difficult to get round, and
the men in front of him receive many
passes of just the right kind. Reilly owes
his introduction .to big foothall to- a
strange sort of accident., At the end of
the 1912:1% season the Falkirk club went
to Perth to play a benefit mateh against
the St. Johmstone club, and there the
manager notieed that the lad at left half-
back, who was then oply nineteen years
of age, showed exceptional promise,
After the mateh the lad comsented fo
play & trial gmme for Falkirk, as i
resalt of which bhe was signed on,
he played in 34 Leagne games for Fatldri
in his very first season. In that team be
succeedod Tom Legan at centre-half—a
player mot unknown to the '
ailtguﬁera at the bome of the Cheisea
<lan.

Atter, the war. during which E@ﬁe;{
served his coumntey faithinlly and well,

Falkirk transferred him o Blackbnrg
Bovers, who have mever had cause (o
regret  the trapsaction, for Reilly iz

spoken of by the management as a moded
footballer, giving no trouble te anybody,
and never playing a had game.
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iday adventures of Harry

Wharton & Co. and Lord Mauleverer, the chums of Greyfriars, on board the Silver

Scud.

Gideon Gaunt.

Even at sea they cannot get away from the mysterious blackmailer,

By FRANK RICHARDS.

(Author of the Famous Greyfriars Stories appearing in the * POPULAR.”)

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Sudden Alarm !
BDH CHERRY'S powerful voice

rendered the following new ver-

sion of an ancient somg in sten-

torian tones that sounded from
stem to stern of the vacht Silver Scud.

“ A life on the ocean wave,
A home on the rolling deep'
Where we don’t have to behave,
And Mauly goes Lo sleep!™

Bob was in great spirits. :

When Bob Cherry was in great spirita
the fact was gencrally noticeable and
audible.

Lord Mauleverer, taking his ease in a
canvas deck-chair, with his elegant legs
stretched out, and his hands behind his
sleepy head, hizs Panama hat tilted over
his nose, smiled drowsily.

It was a hot summer’'s day. There
was a blaze of sun on the sea and on the
while decks.

Harry Wharton & Co. were taking 1b
easy, with the exception of Bob. Bob
was naturally too strenuous to take
things easv.

Wharton and Nugent and Johnny Bull
leaned in a row on the deck-rail. }iurree
Jamset Ram Singh, his dusky face full of
lazy delight, fairly basked in the sun,
which reminded him of home. It was
almost warm enough evéen for the dusky
nabob.

The stéam-vacht pulsed her way
throudh the sunlit sea vnder an almost
cloudless sky.

The chums of Greyfriars were enjoying
their holiday. By general consent, it
was ripping, and Mauly was no end of a
brick to have brought them on his yacht.
Mauly's guardian, Sir Reginald Brooke,
pacing the deck with slow and sedate
pace, glanced sometimes at the happy

2H€

group of schoolboys and smiled.
baronet liked to see happy youthful faces
roand bim.

Harry Wharlon & Co. agreed tiat a
yvachting trip on the vacation was just
it "—that Mauly was a brick, and thal
everything was ripp.ng, and that it was
simply lovely that Billy Bunter wasu't
there, That, indeed, was the best of all !

“Wake up, Mauly!" said Bob Cherry.
“ Like me to give you a shake, and liven
you up a ltitle?”

His lordship winced.,

“Begad! No, please! 1'm not dozin’.

‘Pretty hard for a fellow to doze when

vou're idotin’ that megaphone.”

“Eh? I haven't any egaphone,”
said DBob. :
“(h, gad! Was it just your voicel”

asked Mauleverer,

“Why, you silly ass——" began Bob,
while his comrades chuckled,

“The esteemed wvoice is terrific,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“It beais the honourable megaphone

hollow !
“¥You fellows musin’t slack - just
hecause we're on a holiday,” said Bob

‘therry. “ Where's young Vivian? We're
all here excepting Vivian, Hasn't he
turned up yet®’

“He was seasick last night,” said
Harry Whartor. “I think he's taking
an extra spell in bed.”™

“Poor old Jimmy!” esaid Lord
Mauleverer. ““He hasn't got his sea-
legs vet. Awful fag to be seasick. 1T
told them mnot to disiurb him this
mornin’, He wants a rest. Nothin' like
restin’ thoroughly.” ;

“You can have too much of a pood
thing,” said DBeb. “He's missed
brekker.” -

“1 fancy he won't want any brekker,”
said Harry Wharton. “He was looking
vellow and green when he furned in. But

The old .

r that isn't all.

it won't do him any good slacking in his
bunk.”

“I"m goin’ to give him a loek-in," said
Lord Mauleverer, with a deep yawn,
“after "ve resied a bit."”

“Do you think you're equal to ™
asked Bob Cherry, with sarcasm, * You'd
have to walk as far as the companicun,
you know, and go down the siairs; and
' ¥ou'd hiave to come up

again! You must take care of your -
health, Mauly I

The slacker of Greyfriars grinned
feelbiy.

“T1'It give him a look-in, if he's not up
yel,” gaid Beb. *“Dan't yoa over-
exert yourself, old man.”

“Don’'t wake him if he's asleep,” saud
Mauleverer. *““Sleepin’ 15 a good thing
when you feel queer, and I'm afraid poor
old Jirnmy's queer.”

“I'Hl whisper in at his door as =soff as a
cooing dove,” assured Bob, as he
detached himself from the group. i

“As soft as a eooin’ elephant, more
likely ! yawned Lord Mauleverer.

Bob Cherry went down the companion.
He was too full of energy that sunnv
morning to keep still, if he could help
it. In the saloon below he found M.
Poynings, the mate of the Silver Bouil
The young may gave him a nod and a
cheery good-mprmmng.

“You seem in great spiritz this morn-
ing, Master Cherry.” he remarked.

“Tiptop ! said Bob. “Been anything
of young Vivian®"

“Hir James Vivian? T think he's still
in bed,” said the mate. “ Lord -Maule-
verer told the steward nobt-to disturs
him, I think.”

“Time he was disturbed,” said Bob
cheerily. ~ *“SBlacking in bed never did

anybody any good.” ;
Ie tramped along lo the donr of S
Tar Macxer LisBary.—No. 757,
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Tinmy's slate-room, already having for-
gotten that he was o approach Vivian's
quarters as softly as a cocing dove,

Bang!

Bob Cherry’s knock on the door was
heard by the fellows on the deck above,
and they grinned.

There was no answer from the room.

“* Hallo, hallo, hallo!” called out Bob
Chervy as he shid back the door. * Arve
you awake, Vivian?"”

2 Dh, gad!” murmured Lord Maule-
verer above.  “If that's Bob's vanety
of a cooin’ dove, I hope I shall never.hear
him undersiudym’ a screamin’ eagle !™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

*Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared DIob
again, **8till snoozing, Viviani”

If Bir Jimmy Vivian, of the Grey-
friars Remove, was still snoozing after
that stentorian hail, he had snoozing
powers that excelled
Bunter limself.

But there came no reply.

“He musl have got up and cleared,”
grunted Bob Cherry, but he stepped into
the state-room to muke sure,

Then his face became grave,

There was au oecupant in. the bhunk;
he could see ihal. DBut surely S
Jimmy Vivian could not be asleep, after
that pewerful hail [rom the deor. Jimmy
had looked wvery queer the evening
before, owing io the lack of sea-legs,
The schoolboy baronet had not yet begun
lo enjoy his sea-trip. The thought
occurred to Bob that the litile fellow was
really ill, and his manner became sub-
dued at once.

He stepjped quietly to the bunk ani
bent over Vivian,

“Jhmmy, eid kid,”
enough, :

There was no answer {rom Sir Jimmy
Vivian.

But the fazce that was turned up from
the pillow was wnile, set, seemingly lile-
less,
seemed havdly 1o breathe. Bob Cherry
gave a vielent start. 1t was net sleep,
Bir Jimmy was deeply unconscious; but
it. was not healthy sleep, that was clear.
What had bappened to him? :

Tit about two seconds Bob Cherry was
out of the cabin, and his heéad roze mio
the sunlight at the top of the compamon.

* ¥You fellows——"

“What's un?’  exclaimed Hany
Wharton, startled by the expression on
Baob's face, :

“Something’s happened. Vivian's ill.
It looks  serious!” panted DBob. “He's
insensible 1™

“My hat '™

“There's a =mell in the cabin like
chloroform,” faliered Dob. ‘' Like--like
when Mauly was attacked by that ruflian
at Greyfriars on breaking-up day.”

“0Oh, gad!” exclaimed Lord Maule-
verer,

He leaped from the deck-chair as if
electrified into action,

Sir  Reginald Broeke pushed Bob
Cherry aside hurredly, and descended
the stairs. Mr., Povnings met him at the
foet of the companion with a siartied
{ace.

*There's

he said, =oftly

something wrong - with
Yivian, sir. I've just looked——""

Sir° Reginald Brooke notlded and
hurried on to the state-room. His kind
old face was almost contracted wilh
anxiety—anxicty with which fear was
pungled. On board the Silver 3cud, with
the blue sea rolling round them, the
(ireyfriars party had almost forgotten the
mysterious foe whe had dogged Lord
Vauleverer on shore, who had threatencd
that even at sea Mauleverer would not be
beyond hizs reach. It seemed impossible

NEXT
MONDAY!
Tne MaoxeT LiBRARY.—No. T97.

those of DBiliy

The eyes were cloged, and the boy

»

that liere. on the wide sea, with land
out of sight, the blow had fallen.
And vot—vot as he stepped into the ztate-
room and saw the sel, colaurless face that
staved from the bunk, fthe old baropet
knew that the blow had falien,

THE SECOND CHAPTEE.
. The Unseen Hand !
ARRY WHARTON & CO.

H gathered in the saloon with
grave and serions faces, speaking
: iﬂ |"IHE-}I["[] ‘l'ﬂ'i.fEH.

They were waiting,

The brightness of that sunny maorning
was gone for the chums of Greyfriars;
their only feeling now was a fearful
anxiety for Jimmy Vivian.  Lord
Mauleverer—every trace of slackness
gone from him now—moved about rest-
lessly, clenching his hands, wrinkling his
brows, a prey to deep and torturing
anxiety. .

Captain Hawke had come down, Xir,
Povnings taking his place on the bridge.
The captain and Sir Reginald were in

HH*#HHHH'#'#%-#%
Keep Your Eyes
Open for the

“HOLIDAY
ANNUAL!”
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‘ For the
present the juniors were excluded,

The chums of the Remove, locking at
one another, read in each other's faces
the fear and alarm that were in every
hearl.

“Poor old Jimmy!”
MNugent soltly.

“0Oh, the rotter—the rotter!” muttered
Lord Mauleverer. He was alluding to
Jimmy Vivian's unknown assailant, for
it was certain now that there had been
an_ assaitant, It awas known Sir Jimmy
Vivian was under the influence of
choloroform, and it was elear ihat he
t had been attacked in his bunk during the
night,

By whose hand?

That was a mystery—a mystery that
baffled all speculation. '

“It couldn't be the same man,’
Bob Cherry in a low voice,
it- be? 1t's impossible!"”

“Impossible |7 agreed Harry Wharton.
“But who——""

t
?
:
:
:
:

t Vivian's room, tending him.

said  Frauk

* saud

“How eould

Lord Mauleverer glanced . at the
Famous Five with a baggard look,
“It’s the same man.” he zaid. “The

man who called himself Gideon Gaunt;
the man with the black beard and the
misshapen nose. I'm sure of it!"

*THE MYSTERY - SILVER SGUD!”

“But how could he get on board the

Fappearance of - Gideon

A SPLENDID TALE OF HARRY
HOLIDAY ADVENTURES. :: By FRANK RiCHARDS.

vacht last wnight?”
Bull, “We were miles from land.”

“I don't know. How did he get at
mio at Maulevercr Towers?" said Manly
between his teeth.  *“The house was
locked up. 'There was no sign anywhere
of an entrance being forced. But he got
at me. in the night, all the same, and
treated me as he’s treated Vivian now."

“ But it’s unpossible !”’ said Bob. ‘‘He
couldn’t i3

“He has!" said Lord Mauleverer.

“Then he must have been hiding on
the vacht ever since we left Bouthamp-
ton,” said Harry Wharton,

“That's so, I supposze.”

“Then he must be on board now!"”
exclaimed Bob,

“He must,” said Lord Mauleverer.
“ Unless he jumped inte the sea he must
be on the wacht still.” The 5c-hnmll:rn,y
ear]l clenched his hands. * Aftor Jimmy's
been seen to he shall be searched for.
And when I get face to face with
him——"" He gritied his teeth,

“We'll make him sorry for himnself if
we find  him,” said PBeb  Cherry.
“ But——-"" !

ile shook his head.

Unless the blackmailer was a mad-
man, he would not have shut him-
self up in the vacht, from which there
was no escape. Bob could not help feel-
ing that. And the black-bearded man’s
actions had not been those of & matdlman,
but of a particularly cool and deter-

exclaimea Jehnny

| mined criminal.

The mystery was utterly baflling.
Indeed, it almost led the juniors to
wonder whether Lord Mauleverex’s
enemy possessed some strange and § -
natural powers beyond their comprehen-
sion. 'There was no man -on the gacht
who was not well known to Captain
Hawke and Mr, Poynings. They were
not likely te have included any doubtiul
characters among the crew. Degides, the
iannt =awith his
rreat fnisshapen nose, was 50 striking
that he wuuf:l have been known at a
glance anywHere. Certainly the juniors
would have noticed him at once among
the crew. And the idea of a stewaway
was unconvincing; for if Gaunt had
stowed himself away on the yacht he
must have known that a rigid search
would follow his attack on a member of
the yachting party, a search that could
only result in his discovery.

Vet if that was not the explanation of
the mystery, what was the explanation?
Tliﬂ Greylriars juniors were uiterly at
a loss. R gk, e

Sir Reginald Broeke came back i_.q_g::
saloon at last, and Tlarry Whartan & Co,
looked at him eagerly. The old baronet’s
face was pale and iroubled and worn.

“How's Jimmy, uncle " asked Maule-
verer eagerly, =

“ He has recovered conseciousness,” sanl
the baronet. “But he will net ke able to
leave his bad. The same attack that was
made upon you, Hérbert, has been made
on him. Bot poor Jimmy has not your
stamina, and he has not etood it so well.
He will be ill, I fear, and it will be neces-
sary for him to go ashore.”

The juniors realized new that the
vacht's course had alveady been changed.
They had hardly noticed it belore.

“ But has he spoken, sir?" askad Harry
Wharton eagerly. “Has he told

ﬂu_'__lj ?
The old baronel nodded. i

“Yeas, He was awakened in the night
by an atlack. A chloroform pad was
pressed over his nose and mouth, exactly
as happened to Heorbert at the Towers
Ecfore we sailed.”

“Did he see—-" : :

WHARTOMN & C0O'S |
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“He saw cnough,” said Sir Reginald
cravely, “IHe has told me that the man
who attacked him had a black beard and
a large, mizzhapen nose.”

“Gideon Gaunt!”™ said Bob Cherry.

“Yes, The man made no attempt to
keap his face hidden. He turnced on an
electric torch, and Juniny saw  him

clearly. Only for a moment, but guite
clearly,” said Sir Reginald,

“Good gad!” muttered Lord Maule-
verer.

- E'n;hf if there was anv {ln'.:ll!i, ihis note
removes it,” said the cld baronet, laving
a rard on the table,

The jupiors gathered round and looked
at 1k eagerly. A message was type
written on the card. That it had been
written before the Silver Scud put to sea
was clear, for there was no typewriter dn
board the yacht. What had- happened
kad been planned before the Silver Seud
welghed anchor, and earvied out with
deadly precision. The note ran:

“Twice 1 have warned Lord Maule-
verer that the price of his life was
£10.000. The warnings have not been
headed. This iz the third warning, If
Lord Mauleverer does not value his own
life, perkaps he values those of his
friends. What has Lappened now will
happen _again if this warning is not
headed.

“Tf it 15 decided to pay the ransom,
lat the white enszign be flown half-mast
for ten minotes on board the Silver Scud.
—Hipgow Gavrne.”

“*That was written before we put to
sea,”” s=aid the old gentleman. *“ It is a
proof that the +illain hid himself on
board the yacht to carry out this das-
tardly action, He must be still on board,
The captain i= about to order a search of
the wacht. The rascal must be found,
and he will lmﬂput in irops and taken
ashore at once.’ _

“ You think ke iz on board, sir?" asked
Harry.

“There 18 no alternative to that.
must be ™

Harry did not answer, but he doubted.
It seemed impossible that the ruffian was
on board after what had happeved. And
vet, was he mad enough to place himself
within reach of easy capture—capture
casy and certain?

“He couldn’t have swumn ashore,” said
Bob Cherry slowly. “We eere too far
off the land.”

“Unless he was a jolly good swimmer,
anyhow,” said Nugent,

“That is scarcely possible,” said Sir
Reginald. “It is fairly certain the man
13- still on board, though where he is con-
cealed 1= at present a mystery.”

Mr. Poynings leoked in from the com-
panion-way.

“The search is beginning, sir!” he

and. '
_ *Very good. Two of you boys may sit
in the cabin with Jinuny,"” said the old
baronet. “Do not let him talk much,
and fasten the door in case the roscal we
are searching for should sppear. Jimmy
must not have another shock.”

Lord Mauleverer and Frank Nugent
went into Jimmy’s room. The rest of the
juniors. intended to hélp the crew in the
search now commencing, Harry Whar-
ton and Bob Cherry. Johnny Bull and
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, joined in it
eagerly and keenly-—though in their
minds was a lingering doubt of the
possibility of success,

NEXT
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Baifling Mystery !
ITEAD of the Silver Scud. no.w
A steamin rapidly, the North

Foreland rose against the horizon,
While the vacht headed sl.:—*:uiﬂ}'

for land, tha scarch for the hidden
riflian began and went on, steadily,
thoroughly, patiently.

The whole crew had boen piped to the
task, and while Captain Hawke remained
on the bridge, the mate. Poynings, took
charge of the search. The chums of the
Remove helped actively, and even the
old baronet joined in. The searchers had
strict anstructions to seize the rascal as
soon as he was found, and not to hesitate
to damage him if he showed the slightest

uhiless he had jumped overboard in the
night and found a grave at the bottom
of the North Saa.  And that was a theory
no one thought of entertaining. The
cunning plotter had not plotied to throw
away his own lLife. Ile was—he must be
—on hoard the Silver Sewd; and all
through the protracted search thex hoped
to lay hands on him.
But it was not to be.

If there was any neglected recess whers
they had forgoften to look, they couly
not call 1t to mind. So far as the
searchers could tell when they compared
notes, 'they had seanred every nook and
cranny of tha ship,

And the result was—nothing !
There was no stranger on board the

chums ol Greyfria

Hurree Singh continued to send down the balls with deadly aceuraey. ** Bravo,

darky ! ** said several of the erowd. And then, to the asto

rs, & well-known wvoice squeaked : **

Topping | 1 say, you fellows, fancy meeting you here | ”’ And Billy
rolied up to Harry Wharton & Co.! (S« Chapter 4.)

nt of the
old Inky !
Bunter

sign of resistance. Some of the sailormen

had bars or boat-stretchers ready for use:

the juniors, who had their ecricket outfit

;:lﬂ:i them, had taken cricket-stumps in
and.

They searched thoroughly and seien-
fcally from end to end of the Silver
Send. The engineer and his dusky
assistants searched their own quarters,
though there was little chance of a stow-
away being hidden ‘there. The cook's
galley and the lazarette, every cabin and
state-room were searched and scanned.
Deep down in the hold the seamen and
Mr. - Poynings ransacked and peered,
electric lamps blazing into every shadowy
recess. 'The search was long and arduous.

To most of the searchers it seemed im-
possible that it should fail in wnearthing
Vivian’s unknown assailant,

Somewhere on the ship he must be,

Silvat flomdathat:: saind ta cha 1o

dubitable faclt, astounding as it was.

Mr. Poynings gave it up at last, and
returned to the bridge to report the result
to Captain Hawke, The skipper gnawed
his old grey moustache as he listened.
Sir Reginald Brooke jomed them, with
deep anxiety in his lined face,

“It beats me, sir,” said the skipper.
“The man was on beard last night.
That's certain.  But mow——"'

“The search seems to have been
thorongh enough,” said the old baronet
despondently.

“I can answer for that.” said Tdgar
Povnings, :

The old gentleman bit his lip.

“Did the villain trust himself io the
sea, then, after the attack on Vivian?"
he said. *“Was there a chance of his
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reaching the share by swirnnung, Caplain
Hawke?” ;

- A thin chance for 2 good swimmer,”
~aid the skipper. “ A hundred to cne
against, I should say.”

“There seems no other explanation.”

“Ay, ay! DBut "—Captain Hawke
wrinkled his brows— “ you've got it in the
note from the lubber—if you agree to
pay the monecy he demawds, fly the white
enzign half-mast. That means that he
would see the signal, if the man's sane
and means anything. llow would he see
iptachiore 77

“Perhaps he may guess that we shonld
put  ashore to get wedical aid fer
Vivian—'*'

““lIe couldn’t guess where we sheould
put ashore.”

“That is true. I am utlerly :oystified.”

The old baronet glanced round him
helplessly, He seemed to feel himsell in-
volved in a network of baflling mystery.

“ Anpther  vessel—"  he hazarded,
“(‘gukl he have another vessel at hand?
e might have swum to it, and might
now be watching this yacht with a
powerful glass——"

'The caplain shook his head. 1t was a
wild guess, obviously improbable.

There were several sails in sight on the
wide walers—a barge hugging the coast,
a pleasure-boat hound for Margate ov
Hamsgate—a big steamer far cut to sea,
There was no vessel that had the remotest
anpearatce of dogging the Silver Scud.

“We changed cur course more than an
hour ago, to make the land,” said Captain
Hawke quielly. “No other vessel in
sight clianged its course to follow.”

“That seems to settle it,
remarked Poynings.

“1t does seltle 1t,"" szaid the skipper.

The old barenet nodded slowly,

“hen what does it all mean?!” he
asked heavily. . !

*The man muost have gone overboard
in the night,” said Captain ITawke, * le
may have had a craft handy te pick him
U ]+!f

lf“ﬂut the signal—the white ensign—if
we agreg——— '

'The skipper shook his grizzled head.
“*I'mr beaten!” he said. ** There's no
working 1t ont, But it seems clear
enough that the man isn't on board. If

- b i
sir !

he isn’t on hoard, he muist. have gone
over the side in the might.”

“1—1 suppose =0.”’

Harry Wharlon & Co., as utlerly

puzeled and mystified as anyone else on
board the Silver Bend, went below to see
the invalid, They were tired and dusty
from grubbing indusirviously in hidden
corners and recesses, and angry with their
failure, : _

Niugent let them inio the stale-rocm.

“1low's Jimmy 7" asked Harry.

“Detter. 1le’s taking some grub.”

il-{:lh‘ gﬂﬂd ]”

Sir Jimmy Vivian gave the juniors a
feeble grin. Ile was silting up in lis
bunk, and his face was still pale, almost
rhastly, The terrible experience he had
been through had told on the schoolboy
haronet, He had not the visgour and
wiamina of the other juniors, and it was
clear that his fearful experience had left
i rleep effect, .

“Feeling
Jaohnny DBull,

1 oaimt ! sand Sie Jwnmy frankly,
“'m feeling prelty rotten, if vou ask
me.  What wiiﬂ;J being seasick, and then—
then that—-—"  His voiwce fallered,

“ Better not think about it, kid,” =aid
Ford Mauleverer softly.

“Can’t help it,” said Sir Jinuny, *My
word! I ean still feel that brute’s fingers
NEXT
MONDAY!
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chippy—what " asked

.
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face.

on my throat! I'll dream of il to-night,
I fancy. I—I feel awful bad.”

Sir Jimmy took a spooaful of broth,
But it was evident that he had no
appetite; he was tiying to eal to please
the anxious Mauly., Phicky as the little
fellow was. it was only {co plain that he
hae been quite knocked out by the fearful
expertence of the night, and the lingering
effects of the drug.

“You ain't found
suddenly,

“TITe's not on the ship,” =aid Dob.

“Must have jumpsd overboard, then™
said Siv Junmy. “Weli, T sha'™n't be
sorry if he's gone o the bottom.”

“No such-luek, ' afraid,’ said Bab,
“Hy Jove! TI'd like {0 have the villain
in reach of my fist! You’re guite sure
it” was the merchant with :he big boko,
Jimmy "

Sir Jimmy nodded.

“Quite sure! T saw the light on his
I sha'n't forget that ngly face in
a huiry.” : ’

“1s it possible—"" begar Lord Maule-
verer, coming oubt of a deep brown
study,

“Je what possible, Mauly?®™”

“1 can’t nnagine that the rotter’s
jumped overboard. I he's not hidden
on the ship, is it possible——"  Mauly

mm ? he asked

= B -
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paused. ** He might have disguised him-
self somehow, and got among the crew
by some. trick. Made up to look
different, you know.”

“How could he?"' =zaid Harry. *“He
might shave off his beird, but how could
he disguise his nose? You remember his
nose——">"

“Yaas, I'd forgotten that,” said
Mauleverer despondently. “He might
disguise the rest, but he couldn’t dis-
guise that.”

- *“The noscfulness was too terrific to be
hidden,” remarked Hurree Singh, with a
shake of his dusky head.

S We're getting to land now,”  said
Dob Cherrvy, glanecing out of the port-
hole. * That’s the North Foreland away
to the left. The skipper must be goin
ko put in at Margate or Westgate,
think.”

“ Margate,” said Junmy, with a faiut
smitle. " Guardian _toid me. I'm to go
ashore at Margate. T'm sorry 1 sha'n’t
be able to come on the cruise, Mauly,
sld many but—but T sha’n't be sorry to
get ashore,
close my eyes again on the Silver Seud.
I—I should think——" He broke off,
with a quiver in his voice.

Mauleverer nodded.

rr

I—I don't think I could

Are Yecu Cuﬂeéting the ‘“ Populcr’s ' Coloured Engine Plales ?—

“We shall miss vou, old kid,” he said..
“DBui it’'s better for you to be where
youi e safe.”

“Hafe enough here now the man’s
gone overboard ! said Johnny Bull

Lord Mauleverer did not reply to that.
But Jimwy spoke his lordship’s un-
uttered thought,

“Has he gone overboard?'' he asked.

“1t secms bevond a  doubi,” said
Wharton., * Certainly ke is nol on the
ship now "

“He amn't an ordinary man,” =zl Sir
Jimmy slowly., “Look at the way he
ot at Mauly al home! Every door
locked and barred, but he got into
Mauly's reom. Now he's got at me
here! It's uneanny! He's got some
way of his own—"  He broke off,
shuddering.

“The anchor's going ! said Bab,

“1 shall have to help you dress now,
Jimny,” said Lord Mauleverer gently.

“Sooner the quicker, Mauly,” said Sir
Jimmy. “I hale to leave you fellows
and give up the cruise, but I do want to
put my foot ashore--:afe, 1 do!- 1 an't
a funk, but T coulda't stand anether
night on the SBilver Send.”

Harry Wharton & Co. lefl the state-
room with troubled minds. An hour later
Qir Jimmy Vivian was ashore with his
guardian, and the juniors were landed
also, the old baronet judiciously deciding
that a few hours in DNargate would
dispel from their minds the igﬂﬂl‘*ﬁ&miun :
of what had happencd in the mght.

¥

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

In Merry Margate !

‘s OLLY enough said Bob
J Cherry.

“ Looke like it!” agreed Harry
Wharton, And Hurree Janiset
Ram Singh remarked that Margate was
terrifically jolly. =~~~ ; TS
The chums of Greyfriars had lunched
at a restaurant looking on the sea, and
now they were strolling in a cheery

heire t”

wrowd along the Margate front. Tlm

eands swarmed with bathers, the premie:
nade swarmed still more thiekly,
thousands on thousands were ecmping and
gmn%, the “buzz of * cheerfui voices
mingled with the blava of more than one
hand, discoursing sweet music to the
sauntering thousands.

Harry Wharton & Co. were recovering
their spirits, dashed for the time by their
concern for fittle Sir Jiminy, :

Yivian had been taken in a car at once
to & nursing home in Cliftonville, kept
by an old acquaintance of his guardian’s.
There he was to remain, with every care
and comfort, till his health was qguite
restored. It was ounly a matter of time
before he would recover from the sheck
he had received ; but in the meiantime he
required careful attention, and, above
all, the assurance of safety and ease-of
mind. And it had been evident that, in
spite of the rigorous search niade on the
vacht, Sir Jiminy had been by no means
satisfied that the Bilver 8cud was free
of the black-bearded man.

Indeed, the Co. were by no means
satisfied of that. Every theory that was
started to account for the ruffian’s dis-
appearance from the yacht was more or
less unsatisfactory.

After pondering® over the mystery till
their heads almost ached, the chums of
Greyfriars had to admit that it was siill
a mystery to them, that they could think
of no certain clue. o

But schoolboys® spirits

. | are elastie,
especially in holiday {ime

Satishied that
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Sir Jimmy was well cared for and in
comfortable surroundings, where he felt
secure and at his ease, the chums of
Greyfriars ceased to wOrry.

As for any danger that might thrpaten
themselves on board the Silver Scud, they
did not give it a thought.

Only Lord Mauleverer remained in a
thoughtful mood,

Ile had a problem to face

The unknown blackmailer. calling him-
self Gideon Gaunt, had demanded a
“ransem ”  of ten thousand pounds.
Neither Mauly nor his guardian dreamed
of yielding to the lawiess demand. On
his own aceount Mauly would not have
entertaiped for a moment the thought of
yielding. Twice he had heen attacked
by the ruffian, and his firmness had not
been shaken. But new the attack had
fallen upon another. upon the membear
of the party least able to bear it
~But for the fact that Sir Jimmy was
now in well watehed security on shore
Mauleverer would have debated whether
or not he should have vielded tc the
blackmnailer’s demand. What he would
not have done on his own account he
might have done for the sake of another,
DUpon that it was pretty clear the black-
bearded man had caleulated,

Sir Jimmy was safe now, even if the
ruffian had some mysterious means of
access to the yacht, or some remote and
well-concealed hiding-place on  board.
That was a comfert to Mauleverer. But
was it likely that the blow would fall
next upon some other of his comrades®
And what if the ruffan, finding it im-
possible to strike terror as he un
doubtedly designed, what if he proceeded
to greater lengths, even to the length of
taking life? That he was dastard
enough Mauleverer did not doubt for a
moment, ;

And yet, how could he get at the
party at sea! Was it possible, unless Lo
had some strange, superhuman power
beyond the powers of normal men?

Such thoughts in Mauloverer’s mind
kept a clond upon his brow. though he
smiled and answered cheerily whon his
comrades spoke 4o him, As for the
FFamous Five, thev had thrown the
worry aside, and were quite their old
merry selves as they strolled along the
front at Margate. '

Finding themsclves in Marguta. thev.

procecded to “do ™ Margate with con-
siderable thoroughness. and Lord Manlo-
verer went wherever his comrades wont,

They *did " a concert on the pier for
half an hour, thev looked in at a cinema
for a guarter of an hour, they strolled
on the front, and they listened to the
band. and they bathed. With such
encrgeiie vouths that was  not nearly
sufficient to fill the afiernoon: an: they
had plenty of time befose them, as
Mauly's guardian was not Tolne  on
board the vacht agaiv till sundown, and
they were to go with him, Bob Cherry
made the discovery that there was g
jolly place where thers were sconic rail-
ways and swing-boats, and cven a eoca-
nut shy, and thitherward the chums of
Greyfriars hent their steps,

Thev * the scenic railwav twies,
thourh it: sndden wp: and downs made
Lord Mauleverer gasp. They swung
their swine-boat higher thas any other
rwing-hoat, and they tried their luck
with all sorts of contrivances for bagging
prizes—or missing them. The wav their
money went was  really marvellous,

J+ 4 *F
LRV |

though only in  threepences and six-
pences and shillings at 2 time., And

when they came to the coconiit-<hy Lord
Mauleversr innocently tendered a five.
pound note to the coconut merchant for
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change. The coconut merchant blinked
at him,

" Fathead!” remarked Bob Cherry.
“Put that away! TI've found another
half-crown. Hand 'em out, old top 1"

The “old top ™ handed out the wooden
balls to the value of half-a-crown. There
was a grin on Pob Cherry's face. Ha
intended to surprise the morchant in
coconuts, a rather stumpy gentleman,
with a red-spotted neckerchiof and a blie
chin, and perspiring features apparocnily
modelled on those of a bulldog,

“This is your stunt, Inkv.” said Pob.
“Go in and show them some Greylriars
bowhng.”

Hurree Jamset Ram  Singh  smiled.
He was the champion junior bowler at
Greyfriars, and though the wooden balls
were rather different from ericket-balls,
the nabob knew that he could surprise
the bulldog gentloman with the results,

“The bowl-fulnes: will he termifie, mv

esteemed Bob!” said the Nabob of
Bhanipur..

“Go it, Inky!” cncouraged the
juniors,

The dusky nabob went it,

He sent down the heavy balls coally,
scientifically, avd with wonderful pre-
cision. Each ball knocked down a coco-
nut, and the red-spotied gentlemun
opened his eyes wider and wider, His
assistant was kept quite busy setting up
new coconuts, and the pile of captured
nuts grew quite large,

“'Kre, this "ere won't do ' said (he red.
spotted gentleman at last, afier some VETY
visible signs of impatience. “You must
be a blooming perfessional I

T e
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—
—
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The naboly beamed on him.

“My most esteemed and
friend-—"" he began.

* Wots"

“My excellent and esteemed frien,
You may keep the coconuls.” said Inky
amiably., *“ Thisz is only a harmless ani
necessary luri_ ™

The red-spotted man's
clearnd at cnee,
amiability.

“Go a'ead, your 'Ighness, and keep il
up as long as you like,” he said heartily,
" 'Ere, you coves, keep back, and leive
room for the Injun gentleman !

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grinned,

He continued to send down the balls
with marvellous skill, and at every ball 4
coconut fell, and a crowd gathered roun«i
to watch that rather, unusual ‘exhibition.

ridiculous

bulldog features
He grinned the grin ol

The red-spotted gentleman was ST
eiftertatned by his customer's sucpess
As every shot was paid for, and the

cocoltuts were pot to change owners, i
was quite a pajing proposition for ihe
gentlemsn in the spoiteidl neckerchief,
Lesides bemng an advertisement for hi-
show, and drawing beholders from nea:
and far,

~ “DBravo. darky '™
iNng volces,

And then, to the astonishmenl of the
chums of Greyfriars, a well-known voice
squeaked ;

“Good+old Inky! Topping!
you fellows, fancy meeling you here 1
. And  six astonished and  dismaved
juniors ejaculuted:

“Bunter™

said several encourag.

I =ay,

made a movement towards the boat,
the party to embark, and Billy Bunter
clear that the Owl of the Remove

The tall figure of Sir Reginald Brooke appeared in the offing, and Bunfer coolly
Poynings brought it close in,
cheerfully jumped in.
meant to
Chapler 6.)

ready for
It was only too

join the yachting party ! (See

A SPLENDID TALE OF HARRY
HOLIDAY ADVENTURES. ::

WHARTON & CO'3
By FRANK R HARDS.
Tae MacxeT LIBRARY. - No. 757



8 Have You Ordered Your Copy of the ‘ Holiday Annual ” ?

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Bunter’s Treat !
BILLY BUMNTER rolled up *o the

chums of the Hemove, his fat face
beaming with satisfaction, blink.
ing -cheerily at them through his
biz spectactes,  Bvidently the Owl of
(yreyfriars was delighted witl: the unex-
pected meeting—a delight which wae not
shared by Harry Wharton & Co. 'They
stared quite blankly at the fat juniar,
1 say, you fellows——"
“Buanter ! exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“ Bunter!" groened Lord Maulevoerer.
“The ndiculous  and disgusting
Bunter!” exclaimed Hurree Singh, and
he siopped his wonderful exhibition of
bowling at once.

Pismay was in his dusky countenance,
L

“Fancy meeting yvou!” said Dunter,
with a fat chuckle. **1 say, you fellows,
go alwad! ['ll carry the coconuts for
you. I say. where are you off to¥ Don't
hurry away! Beasts!”
Hirry Wharton & Ca. were en rouie
at a gwood pave, But the crowd was
thick, and they could not run for .

Billy Bunter relled in hurvied pursnit.

“1 say, youw feliows, hold on!”

rogred. *"Am’t you glad to see a Grey-
friars chap again? Iold on, Mauly, old
bird! s this what you call manners?”

“Oh, gad!” groaned his lordship.

Hoe weakly allowed Bunter to join him.
Mauly hated hurting anybody’s feelings,
even Bunler's. Not that it was easy lo
get through the thick skin of William
(zeorge Bunter. A rhinoceros was con-
eiderably more sensitive,

“1 zay, vou fellows, you can get jolly

good ices here,” said Bunter, catching
Mauleverer's arm and stopping, and
drapping his !uﬂ.}ahip to a halt. “My

treat, you know ' Come in!™”
“Look here—" hu-ﬁﬂ.u Bob Cherry.
“Pash it all, let’'s have a little talk,

now we've met!" said Bunter. “I'm
rather surprised at you, Cherry! You
oughin’'t to keep up vour usual bad

manners on a hohday. All very well in
the Remove passage at Greyinars.”

“You fat owl—" -

“Bimply topping ices here,” said
Bunter. “8it down_at this table, and
have some iwces and walch the crowa,
No end amusing !
here, vou know,”

“And we've got landed with the ig-
grest of them ! =ald Nugent.

“Oh, really, Franky——"

The Greyfriars chums sat down, and
Bunter Dl‘tI!EFEd the ices with a flourish.
Evidently the Owl of the Remove was
plad of the meeting, Bunier was look-
ingin great form. He had a straw hat
on the back of his head; a necktie with
more colours i1 it than Joseph’s famons
coatb: a flawer in s jacket ; a prominent
rolled gole watchehain, and a diamond
pin. The diamond was.of tremendous
size, but evidently it had not tempted the
pickpockets; it was only too obvicusly
-net the product of a diamond-mine,
CeMainly, ~ there were plenty . of
“bounders,” az Bunier said, in the buzz-
g crowd, but undoubledly the most
t]mmugh-_g;‘t_&i:tg bounder  there  was
Williamn George Bunter, the Owl of the
Remove, _

“Isn't this just iuciu™ he said, as he
gobbled his ce.  “Shouldn't have
dreamed of meeting you fellows here!
Shouldn’t have seen” you, most likely,
only I came up to see who was knocking
down the coconuls in such style.”

Bob - Cherry repented deeply of his
playiul joke an the coconut merchant,

NEXT
MONDAY !

TAE MAGXEY Lizry=v.— No. 757.

vou know,” he said sagely.

he |

Awful lot of bounders |

“TEF MYSTERY -

“Bo you're having your holiday in
Eﬁfaﬁgate, Bunter,” remarked JGEIIIIIF
ull.

“Well, not exactly,” said Bunter. *“If
you think I've come here on a cheap trip
for the day, you're quite mistaken.
Blessed if 1 can see anyihing to cackle
at, Bob Chersv! TI'm slaying in the most
expensive hotel in Cliftonville, you
I-:ni:m'. L'd ask  you there to tea,
only-——

“Only you'te ner Aayving there!” sug-
gested Johuny Bull. |

*“Ch, really, Bull!
very well iake a
bounders inlo
lishoent 17

“ What "

“No offence, you know,"” said Bunter,
blinking at them. “1'm a plain speaker
—always was. I'l have another ice!l
They're good. But fancy vou fellows
furning up in Margate, after all. O
course, I knew it was all spoof about the
yachting trip !

“By gad!” ejaculated Mauleverer,

Bunter gave a fat wink, .

“Can’t take me in with your swank,
“lLots of
fellows talk a lot of gas about the vae
before schocol breaks up,  Bkinner was
talking about Switzerland and the Tyrol,
but I know jolly well that his people
take him 1o Southend, [ admil you
fellows almost took me in with that yarn
about a wyachting trip, but nol quite!
He, he, he!”

“You fal
Bull.

‘* No need to eall.a fellow names, Bull,
becau=e he doersn’t swallow your sw ank.
Have another e, Wharton?"

“WNa, thanks!"”

“Well, T will,” said Bunter,
had hardly a dozen to-day. Don’t yon
fellows worry. I won't give you away &t
Greyfriars neat term. He, he, he! Keep
it up aboul the vachting trip, and I’ll
back you up. He, he!”

“Well, my hat!” said Bob Chery.
“ Dear old Bunter doesn’t change, does
he? Always makes you feecl that you.
want to punch his silly nose when you
see him!’ : :

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“That will be eight-and-six, pleasze,”
interposed a wailer at this point,

I mean, 1 couldu’t
crowd of young
such a high-class estab-

rotter I prowled Johnny

i I""E

Bunter ran his hands through his
pockets, .
“By Jove! I've gol nothing smaller

than a ten-pound note ! he said.  * Setile
this, wil wyou, Mauly, old top, and T'll
square when I change my tenner.”

Lord Mauleverer :ailentﬁ' passed a five-'
pound note to the waiter. - It was Bun-
ter’s treat; but nobody expected Bunter
to pay for the refreshments.

“Time we got along,” =aid Bob
Cherry, when Miuleverer had received

his nhmﬁe.

“Oh, don’t horry !” said Bunter, "1
was just thinking whether I could take
you fellows on board my friend’s yacht.”

“Oh! You've wot a friend here with
a8 vacht?" said Bob.

“Certainly. A relation really—one of
my titled reletions that I've mentioned
to you.” sald Bunter calmly,

“Oh, mv hat !V

“ And where's the giddy yacht!” asked
Bob Cherry sarcastically. “ Not where
1t can be seen, 1 suppose?”

“Certainly; it’s anchored about half
a mile from the pier,” said Bunter
calmlv. “T can point it out to you, if
you hko—but I'm afraid, on the whole,
that I sha'n't be able to take you on
board.” .

The Famous Five loocked at Bunier,

“What’s the yachi’a name?” aszked
Harry.

SILVER SCGUD!™

“Bilver Bead !
“Great Secott!”
“You've seen it there !"” asked BPunter,
“Ha, ha! Yes.”

“It's my second

! cousin’s _ yacht,
really,” said Bunter,

“8ir Cecil Bunter,

you know—I think I've mentioned hun

gad " murmured Lord Maules
verer, zlarmg at Billy Bunter in a kind

Bunter evidently had no

io you.”
“lereat

of fascination,
suspicion thai the Greyfriars party had
landed at Margate from a yacht—above
all, from the Bilver Scud. Even Bunter
would not have laid claim to that hand-
some vessel, if he had kuown.

Bunter detached himself from his chair
with a grunt.

“Come along to the pier, and I'll
‘pownt her eut to you,” he said cheerily,
“1 can’t take you on board, because—
becanse——""

“ Because you wouldn't be allowed .on
board | suggested Bob,

“*Oh, really, Cherry———" :

“*You fat chump!” said Harry Whar-
ton, In measured tones,
the Silver Scud, is Mauly’s yacht—-"

“Ehi" : :

“ And
ago——"

“Wha-a-at?"

we landed from her a few hours

“And we're going aboard again in an

hour or two. Now, you fat speofer, what
have you got to say for younrself?”

Billy Bunter had absclutely nothing to
say for himself for a full minute. Kven
the Ananias of Greyfriars was taken
aback. But at length he burst into a
feeble giggle.

* He, ﬁc—:, he! Of—of course, I—I
knew it was Mauly's yacht all the time,
rou know—I—1 was just pulling your
eg! -He, he, hel”

“And now I'll pull wours'!™ said Beob
Cherry grimly, " And he hooked his foot
in Bunter's fat leg, and jerked him, and
the Owl of the Remove sat down with a
bump and a roar, o s

By the time the “fat junior was on
his fect again, the chums of Greyfriars
had disappeared in the crowd.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
And Bunter !

HE setting sun was turning the
. estuary of the Thames nto a

sheet of gold and erimson, when

Harry Wharton & ©Co. came
down to the landing-place. The boat
fromi the Bilver Beud was there, with
Poynings in charge; but Sir Reginald
Brooke had not yei afpeued‘ But seme-
one else had appeared, and. was waiting,

““Hallo, hallo, hallo! Bunter!” ex=
claimed Bob Cherry.

The fat jumor greeted the Greyfriars
party with a fat grin. They did not grin
in response. They had been under the
impression—evidently a mistaken one—
that they had done, with Bunter. They
had kepl-a careful look-out for him dur-
ing their final stroll about Margate, and
they had not seen him, :

‘““How the thump did you get here?”
demanded Harry Wharton.

“Rasy -as falling off a form,
fellow,” said Bunter cheerily. ™ “ After
vou missed me in the crowd——"

“Dodged you, you mean,”
Johnny Bull.

“Hem! After you missed me—I'm
not talking to vou, Bull, but to my old
pal, Mauly—after you missed me, Mauly,
I remembered that vou'd have to have
a boat from the yvacht, so 1 looked round,

said

and spotted this boat when it came ing

Rather cute, what 1"
{Continued on page 13.)

“*That vacht, |

old *

A SPLENDID TALE OF HARRY WHARTON & CO'S =
HOLIDAY ADVENTURES. :: By FRANK RIGHARDS,
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of green eyes.

THE GREYFRIARS GHOST APPEARS! Holding, the lighted candle
Then a gasp of horror escaped him. Du.'.’si:?:-.. swaying in the night breeze, wa

It's a gig-gig-gig-ghost | '

before him, Gosling crossed the room to the window.
s a white apparition! It was illuminated by a pair
stuttered the Greyfriars porter, :

L
1} ATE again, Master Bunter!™ said
Gosling, peering through the bars
of the schocl gates in the deepening
dusk.

Do the other side of the gates stood the
fat aind breathless fizure of Billy Bunter.

“0Oh, really, Gos=y, it isn't my fault! ['ve
got a eorn ob my foot, and it's taken me an
hour and a half to walk in from Courtiield ™

(iosling grunted.

“Corn or no corn,” he growled, “I'1] report
yver!”

“But I've got a heastly buniop———"

“l don't care if vou're covered with 'em
from ‘ead to foot!” said Gosling, “Wot [
says is this 'cre—I'll report yer!”

“But Quelchy will he awlully waxy—-1L

“Yes, an” T "'npe ns "ow he tanps Yer!™ was
Gosling's nusympathetic comment.

The schwel porter fumbled with his keys
and unlocked the gutes, and permitted Billy
Bunter to enter.

It wna long past locking-up time, and
Bunter hiadn't a late pass,

“You come along o' me.” said Gozling.
“We'll go an’ see Mr. Quelch now.”

“Oh, really, Gnggy-——=

“You ‘enr me?" growled Gosling “Cume

along o' met”

Poor-old Bunter trembled like a
at the prospect of a licking.

"I say, Gosay,” he sajd confidentialiy, "I'1l
five you half-a-crown if you'll let me olf!”
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Gosling hesitated.

“Wihen? he demanded

“ When—when my postal-order comes.”

“That's  never!  said Gosling  con-
tempiuonsly.  “ That -thers postal-order ‘ave
been arrivin' ever since the world began ;
but it nin’t got ‘ere yet!"

“Ahem! There's a delay in the post—-—*

“So there might be. But there aiu‘t woin’
to be no delay in takin’ yun hefore Mr,
Quelch' 'This way!"

Gosling shufled away through the gloom, in
Lhe direction of the school buildiug. Rilly
Bunier rolled along in  the reur, jeading
vainly for merey,

But Gosling was deal to the voice of the
charmer, He proceeded straiecht to Mr.
Queleh'’s study, aud tapped on the duor and
entercd.

“Which Master Bunter
arrove, =ir,” he announced,

Mr. Quelch frowneil

“Come in. wretehed boy,
conduet!” he commanded.

Billy Hunter squirmed hia way loto the
sty

“I--I'm awfully sorry 1'm late, sir! Rut
as I explained to Gosling, I've got a bruise
on my aukle—-_"

"Fust you said it was a corn, an’ then a

‘ave only just

and explaiv your

busion. an' now . it's a bliokin' bruise!"
interjectéd Gosling.
“Ahem! [—I mean, T've got a wart on

my haod, sir, and it took me an hour and
a half to come in from Courtfield,”

Mr. Quelch's expression grew very stormy.

" How could a wart on your hand possibiv
hinder your prozress, Bunter?” he exclaimed,
" Besides—show me. your hands-—why, there
i3 no sifm of . wart on either of them '

“Which ‘he's a tellin® fhs, sir, like that
woman Apna Nyas!” chimed in GQosling,

“That will do, Gosling! Yon may mo. 1
will deal with this refractary boy."

Mr. Queleh then addressed Billy Bunter e
some length—not with his tongue, but with
his cane. .

It was a severe swishing, and Billy Bunter
crawled up to hed groaning with anguisly;
But the fat junior bad wo intention of going
to sleep uutil he had taken ample revenge
on Gosling the porter.

—

1.

i ILLIAM GOSLING, arise'™
Gosling came out of the land of
dreams with a start. He sat i
in bed and rubbed his eyes.

A cuckoo elock downstairs chirrnped the
honr of midpight,

“Am I still dreamin'?”
“or did I "ear 1 voice?”

“William Gosling, arise!”

“Ah, there it goes again!" muttered the
porter, quaking with apprehension. - "It nin't
no dream; it's a factt™

Uosling stepped out of bed, s weird Reure
in his tasselled mighteap.. He lit a ecandle
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murmured Goslieg,
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asd peered around the room Je expecled
to find an jotruder there, but there was po
sign of one, 4

“{ome to the window, thou scurvy knave,
for 1 would fain bhold converse with thee!™

Gosling gave a jump,

“By heye!” he ejaculated.
sperrit !

Holding the lighted camille before him, he
shuffled across to the window and looked out.
Then a gasp of terror eseaped him. -

Optside. in hizs back garden, swaying in the
night breeze, was n white appuariticn. It was
illuminated by a pair of green eyes.

Gosling shuddered.

“It's & gig-gig-ghost!” he muttered.

“&jlepce, dog!” ecnme 3 cry out of the
darkriess. “1 have come hither, Willlam
ﬂnslﬂ:ig, to visit calamity wpon thee!"”

P plll

“Verily, 1 will strew the aacient Hagstones
with thy bones!” !

Gosling shrank bzek, trembling from head
to foot. He wasz uiterly unmerved.

"Eounds like a

“RBaware, wretch!" came the uncanny
valce, *I am about te enter thy bed-
chamber !

 That was loo much for Gosling. He would
have run a mile ratler than come to close
guarters with that borrible apparition.

There was a tattered old dressing gown
hanging behiod the deoor. Gosling haslily
donned it over his nlghtzhirt, and drew the
cord tightly around his middle. Then he
slipped his feet into a puair of slippers, blew
ot the eandle, and bolted from the bed-
r oG,

“1 am coming in purswit of thee!™ came
a voice from the outer darkness.

“Ow " 1

Gosling plunged recklessly down the stairs,
1t was & wonder he did not break his neck,
Never had he pone down that flight of stairs
so quiekly before. 1t was a record.

Feverishly he unbolted his front deor and
opened it, and rushed vut Into the night,
And agaim the releutless voice sounded out
of the darkuess. &

“Take to thy heels, knave, or 1 will faste
my ghostly talops in thee!”

Gosling was not a sprioter, in the ordinary
way. Nobody would have cared to back him
to win an open handicap of a hundred yards.
But he sprinted now. Be ran as if all the
furies of the underworld were in hot pursuit,

Ever and anon he glanged back fearfully
over his shoulder. He could not diseern the
apparition whieh he believed to be pursuing
Irim. At the same time, he did not slacken
his speed.

On and on be rushed until he redched the
woodshed. He scrambled uside and slammed
the door.

“The—the thing won't he =z2ble to get in
‘ere!” he panted.  “The winder ain't big
enough."” -

For soma time Gosling waited and listened.
BBut to hia reliel there were no sounds ol
pursutt. : ' -

The porter had no ictention of returning
to hig lodge until dayiight. Wild horses
would not have dragged han there in the
darkness.

The night had grown chiily, and the wood-
shed was not a comiortable refuge.

Gozling lay down on some sacks and tried
to sleep. Bui he was haeoted all the time
by thoughts of that feariul apparition, and
slomber was denied him. :

It was a pight of terror for William Gos-
ling—by far the most unpleasant mght he
had ever spent.

At last the shades of daurkpess were dis
persed, and dawn flushed up  over the
countryside.

Kever had daybreak been so weleome to
Gosling as now.

“1 ain't afraid of spooks o broad day-
light,” he muttered. ~1'll bhe gettin' back to
my lodge now.”

{In returning to his guarters, Gosling weot
into the pgarden to investigate. And he
bebeld a sight which caused his brow to
become dark with anger,

The *“apparition ™ was still there. 1t was
perched in the apple-tree, and it econsisted
of a broom-stick with a sheet Lhrown over
it. On the sheet a couple of eyes had been
painted with phosphorus.

Gosling's face was a study.

“Spoofed!” he muttered “0Oh, lor'!”

Even now, however, he couald net aeconnt
for the mysterions wvoice he had beard  in
thoe night. He did not kwow that Billy
Bunter had been concealed in the garden,
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' Master Wharton edits,

and that the fat junior had made use of
his wonderful gift of ventriloguism.

Bnorting with fury, Gorling clutehed at the
apparition, and tore 1t down. Then he
stamped into his lodge, fuming.

“Which I've lost a night’s sleep, thanks to
ope o them young ripsl”™ he growled
gavagely.

But, fortupately for Billy Bunter, Goslin
never knew which particular "young rip
was responsible for the midnight jape!

L
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EDITORIAL!

By William Gosling
(The Greyfriars Porter).

HICH 1 coniess that I'm no hand
at this here wriling game.

A e e
What I says is this here—let the

chovinaker stick to his lasi, and

let the wmate-porter slick to his lodge.
You can't make an edilor oul of a gate-
porter, any more Lhan you can turn a
plumber into a poet.

When I went to school, nigh on sixty
yoars ago, 1 never received the education
that you young genis of the present day
get. I've taught myselfi how to =spell
correct and proper, but I'm still a bil
shaky on grammar. 1 sometimes say
“Who did 1t?” instead of “ Who done
it?” or “I am a fine chap ” instead of
“[ ig a fine chap.” If you find any
faults of this sert in my Editorial, you
must make zllowance for iny youth and
ignorance. Ho, ho, ho!

Master Wharton come a-tapping at the
door of my lodge the other day, and he
says to me, says he, “Gosling,” he 5,
“f went you to edit a number of the
GrEYFRIALRS [TERALD.™

“Me?" says L

“Yes, you!" says he.

“But it can't be done,” says L

“Rats! It can be done, and it's going
to be done!” says he. “For one week,
(Gtossy, you must convert your lodge into
an editorial sanctum, and you must pub-
lish a special nunber of the HEraLDp, Of
course, I shall pay vou for your trouble.”

And with that %—m slips & ecouple of
half-crowns into my horny palm.

Well, of course, after that I couldn’t
very well refuse.

I don't hold with this here scribbling.
It puls years on me. But I've done my
hest to carry out Master Wharton's
destructions: and although this number
ain't 20 stylish nor scholarly as them what
I'm willing to
wager that it beats Master Bunler's
“Weeakly.”

If it wasn't for the kindness of Master

Field in coming to my rescue, T should |

never have been able to produce this
number. Master Field, as you will read
later on in this issue, came into my
‘odge one day and found me snowed
up under a preat pile of manuscripts,
When he saw what a mess I was in, he
just took off his iacket, and before you
could have said “It's a nice day to-day
for n ewim in the Sark,” he had sorted
out them there destributions—or is it con-
tributions. “All the trash was put in a
sack and burnt, and the rest, which was
good stuff, as how Master Field =aid,
was kept,

Which TI'm wery grateful to Master
Field for his kind help.

Which I extends a fatherly hand of
greeting to all my readers, and I wishes
thetn every prnsﬁerity. That they may
enjoy many a hearty laugh over this
number ia the sincere wish of its editor,

WILLIAM GOSLING.

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD,

THE ANCIENT
BELL-RINGER!

By Dick Penfold.

When Goeling rings the rising bell
We shiver and we shake;

And some start up with dreadful yells,
While some are not awake.

[t’s like an awful solemn knell

Whet Gosling vings the rising bell !

There's Mauly dreaming blissful dreams,
And Bunter's fast asleep; .

But both arise with fearful scrcams,
And hed;lnlheé in a heap.

Bob Cherry rouses them full well

When Gosling rings the rising-beli !

Another toilsome day begun,
And several hours teo soon;
If only we could sleep till one,
Or lay in bed till noon!
Adigu to slumber’s pleasant spell -
When Gosling rings the rising-bell

It's no so bad in summer-timne,
Although we oft complain;

In winter-time, when there's frost and
rone

Upon the window-pane,
We tmoan and groan, we shout and yell
When Gosling ﬁnga the rising-belll

Old Gosling goes to bed at nine,
And snores and dreams and kicks;

And whether it be wet or fine,
I1e's always np at six.

And nothing can our fury quell

When Gosling rings ihe rising-hell !

HOW I SEE OTHER
FELLOWS!

‘By Frank Nugent.
| :l |lﬂ:|.-::=lﬁ||1‘!,;|~!, —
1 I'[ b i|] .

|
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HARRY MANNERS,
{St. Jim's.) P
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id OME ins Master Field,” said Gosling
wearily. -
* 1 stepped into the porter’s par-

10T,
Poor old Gossy!

Never had I seen him in
such a pickle, He was working on the GREY-
¥RIARS HERALD, and Gosling, as an editor, was
indee:d @ comical spectacle,

(josling's coat was off, and he was pufling
at @ pipe which had long since goue out. He
secmed. to be wading in a sea of manuscripts.
There were papers everywhere—on the floor,
in the fireplace, on the window-sill, and even
i the eoal-scuttle.

On Gosling's unshaven cheel were smears of
blue-hlaek ink. Pehind his right ear wis a
guill-pen.

“Which . dunno whether I'm op my ‘ead or
my ‘eels, Master Field!” he groaned. "1 wizh
I'd never undertook to tuke Master Whar-
ton's job on for a week. It's bringin’ down
my grey airs in sorrer to the grave—that's
what it's a doin’."

“Cheer up, old sport " I said encouragingly.
“Look o the bright zide of things, ¥you
Eunow !

“There ain't one,” grunted Gosling.

“Rata! Have you written your editorial
yet ¥
“Yus. [t nigh killed me, it did.”

“Have you got a good story?™

“Yus Master Cherry nrought one along.”

“Has Dick Penfold written you a poem?”

“'E ‘ave. '

“Then what the merry dickens are ¥you
crumbling about? You've got your issue all
cut and dried, it seems to me.”

Gosling waved his hands Helplessly at the
gen of manuscripts .

“Waot L says is this 'ere—wot am I goin' to
do with all this lot?"” he groaned.

“Make r bonfire of it—most of it, at any
rate.  Just let me po throungh i%, and 171l
tell you if there's anything worth publishing.”

“You're werry kind, Master Fieid.”
“Rats !

I went down op my hands and knees, and
hurrowed among the manuscripts.

C “What have we here?’ 1 murmured.
v How to live on sixpenee a weelk,' by
Donald Qgilvy. That title's all wrong. It
gught ta bhe ' How to starve on sixpence a
week.! Qet a sack, Gossy, and we'll bung all
the rejected manuszcripts into it."

(tosling shuffled out of the parlour, aod re-
turtted shortly alterwards with a spacious
sack, which he held open. Ogilyy's article
was the firgt thing to be swallowed up in it

I picked up another manuseript.

.

“+ The Komplete Kricketer,” by W,
Bunter. Open the sack wide, Uossy., Here's
another inmate for it. What's this? * How

to Cure Kippers,! by Dicky Nugent. Wish
somebody would cure young Nugent of writing
guch piffle! Here's another drivelling article.
‘The Babyhood of Taele Benjamin,” hy
Alonzo Todd. Nobady wiants to read about
Uacle Beajy's babyhood.”

Into the sack they went—those, and a score
of others

There wzre one or two things worth retain-
ing, particularly “The Diary of a Cricket
Ball,” by un unknown- gauthor. The hand-
writing looked raiher like that of Verpon-
Emith.

(iradually I began to restore order out of
chaos in Gosling’s parlour,

Gaossy was awfully grateful. He came to-
wards me once as if he intended to kizss me
on the brow, out of sheer gratitude, and I
shrank hack like a startled fawn, as a novellst
would say.

Presently all the litter was cleared up, and
the sack was Tull.

“We wil! now adjeurn to your back garden,
l‘.ﬁ}ﬂ.-j:ay." I said, “~nd have g merry old bon-

Tf' _il
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By S. Q. 1. FIELD.

I dan't know whal the varions eentributors
would have said, had they seen their stories
and articles being fed to the Hames. Hut
they didn’t see it, 30 that was all right!

“All you've pot to do now, Gossy,” I zaid,
“ja to glanee through the manuseripts we've
kept, to sce If you consider them svitable—
that's at editor's chief job, you know—and
while vou're doing it 1I'll relieve you of your
porter's dueties.”

“Which you’re a brick, Master Field!™

“"Pardon me, I'm a =choolboy!"”

1 put on one of Gosling's old tunics, and
gettled down to the dutieas of porter.

Wingat. of the Sixth came along, and
wanted a packing-cose couveved to his study,

I ssked Wingate for o tip=—and got it!

Old Wingate gave me a tapner, and |
touched my forelock in the approved Gosling
style, and toddled away.

Then | got a broom, and started sweeping
up the leaver in the Close.

Harry Wharton & Co. came along, and they
gaped at me in amazement. :

Wharton.

“Get hout!™ 1 growled. imitating Goeling's
grufll tones. “All young rips oughter be
drownded at birthi”

“Ha, ha, hal”

35l
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“ Get houtl” I growled, imitating Gos-

ling's gruff tones. “*All young rips oughier
be drownded at birth!”

“ Jeriously, Squiff, what are you doing this
for?"” asked Nugent.

“T'm relieving Gosling,” I said.
the GHEYFHIAK3 HERALD to see fo.”

“That's jolly sporting of yon,”
Wharton.

"Rata!”

“I hope SBquill confinuea to act as gate-
porter,” said Johonny Bull. “We'll come in
ahgnt midnight to-night, and he won't report
us L™

“Ha, ha, h.!"

Tut my duties soon eame fo an end. On
pépping into Gosling's parlour 1 found that
he had completed his editorial duties.

“Which I've read all these 'erc littery dis-
tribnticns,” said (Gosling—he possibly meant
“ contributions "—“an” now 1I'm goin’ to post
em off to the printers.”

“Good'” 1 said. " You've deserved well of
yonr country, Gossy. I'm sure your number
will be & great success.”

And T Imnestﬁ‘ think it is, dear reuders,
dou't you?

“He's got

said

-

1 undertcok the job, _nd when it was done |

“What's the little game, Squiff?"” excliimed

11

WOT I SAYS IS|
THIS ’ERE—

By William Gosling,

s

AIN'T no hand at this here senib-
bling, or 1 should have become a
clurk in a Government orfis long

ago !

* = E

The parlour of my lodge looks very
funny now that il's been turned into a
editorial sanctum. Thére's manuscripta
here, and manwscripls thers, and stories
and articles everywhere ! I shall have to
val myself a special pair of spectacles, so
as I can read them all!

» # »

I must admit that the young genis in
the Kemove have ralbied round fine, and
given me a helping hand with this here
edition.. If T had been left to do it all
myself [ should have got brain-cramp
and writer's fever—I wuean, brain-fever
and writer's cramp! lattery work was
never intended for a sober and respect-
able man like me. '

L ] E

You voung rips what reads this num-
ber needn't Tun -away with the idea that
William Gosling is a duffer, He ain’t!
He's what you might call a useful all-
round man. He can chop wood, carry
trunks and portmanters, light fires, ring
the rising-bell, run errands, sweep up the
leaves, beat the carpets, and do many
other important jobs, Creyfriars withent
CGosling would be like a ship without a

mast.

* W *

But T confezs that when it comes 1o
this here writing game I'm fair floored.
1 don’t hold with journalism at all. The
broom iz mightier than the fountain-pen,
in My opiniol. I'd rather sweep up
leaves any day than write a eolumn like
this. It fair makes my head ache. 1
must go and brew myself a strong cup of

fea. :
k L4 B

This is the first and last time that 1
shall edit the GreyFriAnrs Ilerarp. I'm
fed up, that’s what I am. 1f Master
Wharton asks me Lo publish another
mumher, I shall say, “Not me! | §5
ain’t in my line, You must go an’ ask
Mimble, the gardener. or Trotler, the
page, to take it on. I've ’od enough, 1
Tave 1V ~

* w* *

Cletting out this issue has put me all
behind with my reguiar work. The
Head’s heen on to me for not sweeping
out his study; and Mr. Prout tells me
that my doorstep looks as if it ain't been
swept nor whitewashed for a month!
Why, I haven't even had time to feed
the pig what I keeps in my backyard!
Things can’t go on like this. or I shall
he getting into serious ironble,

» & »
I refuse to write any more. I be a

very weary and exhausted old man, as
| ever was!

Don't Miss Our J
SPECIAL KITCHEN NUMBER
Next Week! (H.W.)
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OOD-MORNING, Gossy!” T said
cheerfully,
*A plague on  ver! prowled

Gogling. “A-worritin® - me  like

this "ere. Can't yer see I'm busy 2™

“Youre only sweeping the leaves,” 1 said—
“or, to be wmors  eorrect,  leaving  the
Eweepinza e

"Wordverwant 2 siarled {iosling.

“A beart-to-heart tulk with von, dear man!
Lead the way into vour private pariour!”

“Wot | savs is this ‘ero——»

“Cnt it shart! Um not going to stand
atd argue with you on your doorstep!  1've
20t my dignity to consider! Here's 3 aliilling

to buy some tobacco with, WAl you step
Inside now ¥"
Gosling’s manner changed at opee. He

pocketed the shilling, with a beaming amile,

“ Which thia will buy me a pint ot the
hest—ent plug!™ he said.. “Thank ‘e lindly,
sir!”

Goslivg shuffled into lija lodge, apd 1 [al-
lowed him, cetfing  out my  notebook n
readiness,

The worthy parter offered me the armehair.
anhd he Dimself et leaning  acainst  the
mantelpicce, puffines at his clay pipe. ;

“Do you wish to axe me arythin', sir?>
e inguired. ) '

“"No; I'm not a 2ihdly execuntionor.
want to pet to vou o few simple qiestiona,
Let your answers bhe brief apd to the point.”

“Werry good, =it

“What is your naomes*

" William Gosling.

“May I call von p2jlyov

“Yessir, seein® ag  Cow
shillin'!* :

" Well, Bill, and whaut is Your cocopation®”

“ Porter, sir.”

“Railway porters"

“Only wish I wast!" suid Gosling, with g
gigh. “Them there rallwiy porters is always
plekin aip tips! But | naly gets a tip once
i a hlne moon, Besides, a railway porter
draws a handsome salary, an’ I den't even
get a livin® wapee'

“Shame™ I murmured. :

“Yes, it ia a shamce!" spid (iosling, "]
drank & werry poor breakfaet this mornin’,
beeanse I conldn't afford a desent meal M

“You drank your breskfnst!" [ exclaimed,
In amazement,  * What o you mean

Gosling turped red. He wasg giving himseif
away. T could see that he had hreakfasted
in a style which Mr, Pussyfoot would not
have approved of.

“Ahem! That-—that was jesat
speech!™ he muttered,

"I see! Now, Dill. how old are yany™

" Sixty-cizght vears, as the crow Rics!"

“Dut youn are drawing an old-age pension !
I remonatrated,

Goaling winked at me very solemniy

“As far as the Pension officials are eon.
cerned. 'm seventy.one!" he said.

"Uh 11'."."

“I don't see why T shouldn't get the old.age
penzion,” said Gosline, “Mimhle, the gar-
lener, gets it, an' he's only Afty1"

“Great Seott! We'll have Lilly Bunter
applying for the old-age pension soon! We
how come €0 the next question, Bill. ¥What
I8 ypur favourite booky”

“I don't read.”

“What is your favonrite drink

“1 don’t drink_"

Tre Mauxer Liszanvy.-—-No. 757
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"Wlit is your Favonrite hobhby i
“Drmiin.»

*Dut, man alive, you asid » wmomend
TR thuat you dido't :I:-iij:_!{_."_'
“Ahem! T meant drinkigs ot
fount of knowledge!™

“But you never read: so how ern you do
that ¥

Goslimg had no reply te that gquestion
was Fhed oip in knots, us b were,

“Whio o ds oyvonr favournite master ot
Iriars%" [ asked,

“Mr. Prout.”

Ea ‘I"J'.] :r. .I:..!

“ Because he's the only master on fthe stalf
who never forgets my Lirthday, * Gosling,” |'.l[-!
says to me, the other day, *pray accept this
ten-shillin® note as a mark of myv esteem an®
regard!  An' T wish you many ‘appy returns
of the day!" he adds, Proat's the only master
who comes up to the scrateh on my hirthday.”

“Good old Prout!™ I said heartily. ™ We're
always chipping him and poking fun af him.
but there's a warm heart beating hencath his
eports eoat, What is your favourite song ?"

“'The Song My Dear Old Moiher Sang
To Me."*

“1s your mother alive, by the wayy»?

“Yessir! She's a hundred an’ one come
Michaelmas,* :

“Iiy Jove! You're a langlived framilyl”

“That's Beeanse we all icad 0 sober an® a
temperate tife, sir)”" aaid Losling.,

“Now, one more guestion, Bill. What are
vou going to he when von grow up?”

“*When I grow up!” gasped Gosling.

LT R R ER T T M AT LK

ile

G ey

[T} 'l"l"]IF.

I'm old enongh fo he vour crandfather
already!™ ey

“Are you going to remain a porter all your
ife s

" Yessir! Once a porfer. alwavs a porter,
You don't suppose T covld oot a jnh a8 an
orfis-hoy, o yon

*Hardly! * Well, Bill, I've much enjoyed
this little chat, and 'm sure the readers of
the . GRRYFRIARS HERaLD will bhe interested
in theee eandid confessions of vours, Good-
day, Bill!"

And T -staggered out of the smoke-laden
atmosphere of Gosling's parlour. '

KEEP A LOOK.OUT FOR— |

SALE SHORTLY,
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IF I WERE GOSLING! S
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By Tom Brown.
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“Oh, Gossy, Gogsy!  Did YOl say
your Christian pame wis William or
Ananigs i *

“Well, sir. {o tell von the troth, T .
I Likes o ddrop o ey ginger ale ocea-
gionally.”

the

Cobviate the carrying of luggage.

| having to

: tazk
: {:]ﬂbi‘.
| sweeper which went by clockwark.
' fact,

| necessary for the school

OOR old Gosling is always com.
F plaining He groans and grouses
E and grumbles from mormng till
! nmight.
i I'm a
!

“Which it's a8 crool shame!

porter, I am-—nol a beast of burden !
Sw-h s the nature of Gossy's lamenta-
Lior: '

I quite believe ald Gosling when ha
- declares that he finds life a drudgery,
But the dear old josser has ornilv. him-
self to blame. 1f T were in his shoes,
| shotid have an alteration somevwhere
Severgl alteralons, in fact. A

-, To begin with, T cheuld have a contrap-
tion fitted np whereby the school gates
jcould e opened and shut, or locked and
| unlocked by merely pressing a button
im=ide  the porter's lodge. At present,
CLoslieg nas to shullle out of his CORY
surlov: every might, armed with & bunch
ol "keys and a lantern. Such an alel-
fashion: d arrangement dates back to the
days ot the Drinds. Tt's no joke, having
j lo go out and brave the ciements on a
~dark and stormy winter night.

liu the second place, | should have a
| hght railway running from the porter’s
'lodge to the school building. Thiz would
All
| trunks, pertinanteaux, cte.. would simply
' be dumped into a truck and sent whiz-
| ing to their destination,
Further, T would arrange
| rising-bell to ving automatically at 4
Mfixed time each morning. I'd do it on
the alarm-clock prineiple, What conll
| be more out-of-date and anncying thaeg
1 get out of bed envly in the
morning and go and tug a bell-rope
I shocdd arrange for the Lol to ring
without human persuasion

should never stoop to the mienial
of sweeping up the leaves in the
I sheu'd have an autornatic
In
I should introduce such a Job of
labour-saving devices that it wouldn’t be
orter to do
any work at all. He would emulate the
lilies of the field, and neither toil nor

spin.
I should have

for the

- fellow would be
‘ he had

!Eimiiarly. no fellow would be permitted

With regard to tips,
the school gaies. No

a .box affixed to
allowed to pass out until
dropped sixpence into the box.

o come in again until he
in another sixpence,

You must confess that this would bhe
a really great stunt, and I should become
a giddy Rothschild in next to mo time.

had dropped

| be one grand, sweet song,

Yes! If I had Gosling’s job, life would
There would
be no drudgery, no back-aching 1tail.
All the work wauld be done automatic-
ally, and T should lay and snooze on
the sofa in the parlour.

I have brought these brilliant SHgEes-
tions tc Gosling’s notice, and he com-
plains that all these installations wonld
cost a mint of money. True! But il:en
the school governors ought to pay—not
the impoverished porter,

If Gosling retires on a pension—which
I suppore he will do when he's about a
hundred and twenty—I shall apply for
his job. And then things will hum at
Greyfriars, T can tell you. :

Thomas Brown, 'the school porter,. will
be the wealthiest man for many thiles

around. Here's to the happy day. :
[Supplement iv.



For Particulars of the Great ‘ Holiday Annual’’ See Page 21

-

| The Schnnlhny Yar.htsmenl-

{ Continued from page -EJ

- - e ———— i —————

“(h, very !” said Lord Mauleverer dis-
maily,

“"T'he fact 187
decvided not to go back to my first-class

" continued Bunter, *I've

notal —-=-"

“0Oh, dean

“I've decided lo accepd Lord Maule-
verer's invilation te his yacht.”

“Great gad'! Mine?”

“Yes, old gchap,” said Dunter affec-
tionately.

Hist]Jordship gave a groan by way of
ATLAWEr, =

*“1've spoken to that chap in the boat,”
satd Bunter, with a nod tewards the
mate, FPoynmgs, “He says old Brooke
is ashore—"’

** Are vou speaking of my unecle, Bun-
ter 77 asked l.ord Mauleverer, with un-
accustomed sternness in his. tone,

“Yes, Mauly g _

“Then wou'll speak of him more re-
spectiully, unless you-want to be soused
in the water,” said Mauly.

“My dear cld chap, of course T will,”
satd Bunler. “1 mean 8ir Heginald
Brooke, of courze. Now, I don’t mind
wailting for old—I mean. for Sir Regi-
nald. Where's Jimmy Vivian? Didn't
he come ashore?"

“Yaas.”

““He's going back with us?®”

“Us!” repeated Lord Mauleverer,

“Us!” assented Bunter firmly,

“He's not going back,” said Maule-
verer enrtly, “He's givin® up the
trip.

“Then I sha'n't be putting you to any
inconvenience in dropping in,” said Bun-
ter brightly. *You can just give me
Jimmy's eabin, You'll find me rather
better ecommpany, what?”

Lord Mauleverer blinked at Bunter.
It was settled in the fat junior’s mind

pia

that he was gﬂin% to be one of the
yachting party. le had been success-
fully eluded on breaking-up day at

Greyfriars. But he did not mean to be
eluded again, if he could help itl.

“Shall we run lum away by his neck,
aired kick him along the pier. Mauly ¥
asked Johnny Ball,

ll-'m_ﬁ_n‘} I!'!

“ Anything to obhge,” =zaad Bob, *'I
it was my party, Bunler would clear
out on his neck, sharp. But it's yours,
Mauly, and it’s for voun to give the word.
We'll kick him out, bump him, or drown
him, just as you prefer.”
© “Oh, really, Cherry o

Lord Mauleverer grinned feebly. The
tall figure of SBir Reginald Brooke ap-
peared in the offing, and Bunter coolly
made a move towards the boat. Poyn-
ings brought it.close in, ready for the
party to embark, and Billy Bunter
cheerfully jumped in. The juniors
looked at Lord Mauleverer. [t was not
for Mauly’s guests to dictate to his lord-
ship; and it was only too clear that
Mauly's easy-going facility’ was to be
taken advantage of. Mauly simply
counldn't make up his noble mind to tell
the seamen to toss Bunter out of the
boat—and clearly less emphatic measures
would not have dislodged Bunter.  Be-
fore Mauly could make up his mind,
the ald baronet was on the spot.

“1 fear T am a little late,” he said.
l'l:Eut'___l? %

* "

“ Left Jimmy all right, uncle?” asked
Mauleverer,

“Quite, He will be very comfortable

NERXT
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‘“*THE MYSTERY %= SILVER SGUD!"

and happy, I think,” said the old gentle-
man. " Now let us go on board.”

Sir Reginald did not observe Dunter
until the party were seated in ihe boat
and the seamen were pushing off. Then
he glanced very curiously at the Owl of
the Remove, whom he remembered
having seen at Greyfriars.

“A friend of yours, Herberti”™ he
aczked.

“*A—a—a Greyiriars chap, uncle,” said
Mauleverer,

Bunter chimed in cheerily,

“Ro prlad to see vou again, sir! You

remembar me?  Bunier, sir—William
George Bunter. Mauly's old schoal pal.”

“1 think T remember you, Bunter,”
swid the old gentleman, not locking very
mueh impressed or pleased.

“Mauly was kind enough to ask me to
join  his little party, sir.” ratiled on
Bunter. T wasn’t able to be in at the
start—pressinge  engagement with  some
particular friends =0 1 had to put it off
till now. Meeting old Mauly in Margate,
he was so pressing——"

“Oh gad!™

“1 couldn’t refuse.” =aid Bunter.

“Is Bunier coming on board the vacht,
Herbert?? asked the old baronet in
rather a stately way,

“ Looks like i, sir,” miumbied Maule-
verer, -

*But I was not aware —-"

**If you have any objection, uncle—"
began Mauleverer, brightening wp.

To his disappointment, Bir Heginald
shook his head.

“Not at all, Herbert. You know best
which of your school friends you desire
to have with you on your holiday.”

“Thank vou, uncle,” said
Mauleverer feebly.

It was not till they were on board the
Silver 8cud that Lord Mauleverer spoke

again, and then he addressed Bab Cherry.
“Kick me!” he said pathetically.

Lord

“Eh? What for?" asked Bob.

“1 feel 1 deserve 1t."

“¥You do!” agreed Bob, “You
deserve it—hard! I'll give vou a

regular goal-kick that will linger in your
giddy memory and remind yvou not to let
Bunter spool you next time. Stand
steady 1"

Bob drew back a heavy boot, and Lord
Mawmleverer, evidently changing his mind,

dodged. Bob chuckled, and followed him

BUY YOUR COPY TO-DAY
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down the companion to supper. At
eupper the fat face of William George
Bunter beamed over the fastive board.
And Bunter did justice to the supper tn
siich an extent that it was fairly eertain
there would be serious trouble ‘with the
inner Bunter as soon as the yacht was in
motion. In which case there was likely

to be a plentiful lack of sympathy for
the sufferer..

THE SEVENTH CHAFTER,
Ploiting a Flot !

1 HE cheeky worm |7
: “The cheeky wormfulness 1s

terrvific !

§an

“ Bother Liim !

growled

It was on the following day, and (he
sun was sinking over a bright and curling
sed. The schoolboy yachtsmen ought to
have been looking cheerfulness itself,
But the addition of Willlam George
Bunter to the party had wrought a
change. '

The chums of the Remove agreed that
to take notice of Bunter's “rog " was far
beneath their dignity. They were the
Famous Five, the great chiefs of the most
mmportant Form in the finest school in
the wide world, and Billy Bunter was a
fat worm and a silly owl and a nobody
and nothing. Thevefore Bunter oughtn’t
to have had the power to exasperate
them. Yet he did! \

It really was annoying, Bunter had
recovered from a spell of seasickness, and
was his happy old self, Bunter had heard
on all sides allusions to the mysterious
apparition of the man with the misshapen
nose, and he could no longer doubt that
something had happened on beard the
vacht that eventful night. But the view
Bunter took of what had happened was
intenzely exasperating.

Bunter's view wae that Sir Jimmyvy

Vivian had had a nightmare which had

frightened him, and that the other fellows
had taken it seriously because they were
nervy and funky.

That heing Bunter’s considered view of
the case, he did not trguble to keep it
a secret. Rather he enjoyed impressing
it upon the Greyfriars juniors at every
apportunity, in season and out ‘of =zeason.

“Pity 1 wasn't here then,” he
remmarked several tumes. “I'd Thave
hucked you wup! One cool, eollecied

fellow can do wonders with a [rightened
crowd '’
& Co.

Harry Wharton being  the

Irightened crowd alluded to, they did
not like Bunter's view the very least
little hit,
_ Theay agreed that it was up to them to
lgnore the opinion of so very insignificant
a personage as Dunter. S
. But Bunter was not an easy fellow to
ignare, '

Bunter, in fact, couldn’t be ignoved.

1f he was ignored, he butted in; and
whether fellows listened or not, Bunter
had alwavs plenty 1o sav.

The rough-and-ready methods of the
Remove passage at Greyfriars could not

{be applied on board the Silver Scud to

any extent.

[Inder z0 many evesz, and us the guests
of Lord Mauleverer and his grave and
sedate unele, the Famous Five felt that
they couldn’t very well * bump " Bunter
for his cheek, or duck him in the bath,
or even give him a dozen with a cricket
stump.

Bunter, too, would state his ex-
asperating views in the presence of the
olders—of FPoynings, or the shkipper, or
the ald baronet, when drastic measures
waore not to be thought of.

OF HLHHT-WHAHTI:I:H & CO'S
By FRANK RICHARDS.
Tue Macxer Liepanrv.-—No., T57.
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And having observed how excessively
- annoying hiz remarks were to the Co.,
the fat junior persisted in them and
amplified them, and gave ihe topiec no
rest,

This was, perhaps, Bunfer's way of
making himself agrveeable. Bunter was
convinced that he had a vein of canstic
humour, and he gave that caustic vein
plenty ot exercise,

“The cheeky worm '™ said Pob Cherry
to his conmades on deck. Bunter Leing
somewhere below just then, scouting for
& meal between meals, “The fat. over
fed, blubbery blichter ' Calling us funlks
—ns!  Whon the miserable snail <
frichtened at a shadow himself! T almost
wigh that beast with the boko was stjll
on board, and would rive Dunter a
turnp '™

“Joliv glad he isn'tt* yvawned Lord
Muauleverer.

“The gladfulness is torrific 1 remarked
Hurree Jomset Ram Singh, - “Tt is a
delightful reflection ihat the esteamod
villain must have mone to .the exeellant
locker of Davy Jones. Bt a wheesy
good idea has perminated in my hrain-
box, mv esteemed chems, ™ A glimmer
of fun came info the nabob’s dark eyes,
" Supoose somebody dropped into the fut
and discusting Bunter's cabin to-night "

“Ah?" said Bob Cherry, catching on at
once.

“Good !

sald Nugent,
“Heay, h

ear!” chortled Johnnv Bull

"“ﬁii'[-\ the fat rotter a seare, and make |

bim shut up.”

Harry Wharton lavched .

“Not a bad idea.” he said. “What
do you think, Mauly " :

“Eb?”  Lord Mauleverer started :ont
of a doze. “Yes, certainly! T —I've
heard all you fellows were saying. "

“"Ha, ha, ha!"

“It's as easy as falling off a form,™
said Bob. “ About_midnight—-that's eight
bells, you fellows—_*

*“Go hon!”

“Well, about eight Lells one of us turns
out and trots into Bunter's room in tha
dark, and wakes the fat beast with a tap
on the nose

“Oh. wood!” said Mauleverer.

“And says in an awful voice. " Be-
ware! ' or something to that effect.”

“Ha, ha, ha'"

oy

" Now, who's going to do it%' asked

Bob. **Not Mauly! He will be fast
asleen.  Too lazy to turn out!™
“N-n-not reallv,” protested Maul.
everer. “'I'd do it like—like a shot. But
can’t rag my guest, you know. (juests
can rag one another, Seet" :
“Leave it to me,” said Nugent. “T'l]

tackle Bunter "

“I don’t mind,” said Pob, “sa long as
the fat rotter is shut up somehow.
Hallp, hallo, hallo! ITere he comes !

Billy Bunter rolled up, grinning, and
jomed the group.

“Teeling nervy now night’s
on?"” he asked.

There was no reply (o that polite ques-
tion, Billy Bunter indulged in a fal
chuckle.

“1 say, won fellows, vyou must have
made the crew chortle at you, giving
way to vour nerves ike that! Don’t you
think so 7" '

“0Oh, shut up!” growled Johnny Bull.

“Bemng rude isn’l an answer,” said
Bunter, “The fact 15, I'm rather
ashamed of you fellows, -What would {he
Romwove chups say at Greyfriars if they
knew you'd all been frightened out of
your wits by young Vivian having the
nightmare *" '

“We weren't frightened ! hissed Bob.

““He, he, he !

“Muauly. do yon mind if T squash {hat
fat animal on your deck?" asked Bob
(“herry.

“Any old thing ! yvawned Mauleverer.

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Roll away, you fat blot on the sea-
scape,” _

““He, he, he! T can see vou're gettinﬁ

conng

La bit nervy, now night’s coming on,

said Bunter. “Dash it all, if you're
frightened, I'll let you sleep in my room,
if you ke, Bob. Then when you get
scared in the night vou can eall out to
e 1”7 '

Bob Cherry seemed {0 be choking.

“I know 1 shall slaughter him ! he
gasped.

“Ie, he, he!™

Dol rose to his feet. I1e made a fierce
grasp at the Owl of the Remove, and
collared him. There was a roar from
Bunter, as Bob tapped his head on the
planks of the deck.

BEST Boys' Books on the Market.

No.025.—YOUNG YARDLEY.

THE
BOYS’
FRIEND
LIBRARY |

Fourpence
Per Velume

Eandolph.

No. . 628.—THE

Andrew Gray.

m

No. 243.—THE CRIMSON DOMIND.
A tale of Bexion Blake. Tinker, and Pedro.
GRANT (the King's Spy) and MADEMOISELLE JULIE.

THE

A splendid yarn of the Australias cricketers in Englamd.

By Richard

Ho.626.—IN QUEST OF A WCRLD CHAMPION. -
A magnificent story of the boxing ring.

Dy Wolier Bdwnardas.,

No.627.—THE BOY WITH FIFTY MILLIONS.
A grand tale of gchoolbey fun apd advenlire,

REED RAFPIERS.
A powerful romance of the Middle Ages,

No. 629.—CHIYMS AFLOAT!
A stirring yarn of life and adventure in b Wavy.

By VYictor Nelson.
By Morton Pike.

By Geolflrey 'and

B il — =

introduring GQRANITE

No. 244 —THE HOUSE OF GHOSETE.

SEXTON
BLAKE

Lake Distriet.

[nsginating. tale of m
By the m

vetery and adveomture In Tonden and the
tthor of “The Gnat," eic.,

No.245—THE LAMA'S EECRET.

ele,

A romance of London and Tihet—the Forbidden Tand, _

LIBRARY

Fourpenne

Per Volume No. 247.—THE CASE

No. 246.—THE WERE-WOLF OF ELPHINSTONE.
A waonderful story of bamine mystery,
By the autkor of “The Diamond Flood, " ete.

oF TEB VANISHED HUSEAND.
A tale of thrilling adventure

introducing DR, FERBATO.

nd clever detective work. By the

author of “The Case of the Deserted Wife,” ete.

Are You Collecting the *“ Popu'ar’s "’ Coloured Engine Plates 7

“Yarosooop ! :

“Cherry 1 said a mild but slightly
rebuking voice.  Sir Reginald Brooke
hovered over the group.

“Yaroooh! Make him leggo !™ velled
Bunter,

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob.

He released Dunter as if that exas.
perating youth had suddenly become red-
hot. Bob's face was crimson as he looked
at the old baronet. Hir Reginald Brooke,
with a faint expression of disapproval,
passed the juniors, and stoad leaning on
| the deck-rail, «looking away towards
distant England,

Bunter =crambled up, grinning, and
dropped into Bob’s vacated chair.

“You ought to mend vour manners a
bit, old chap,” he murmured. * You're
#ot in the Remove passage now. Can'i
you behave a little less like a bear when
you're in respectable saciety, ald fellow ?
You ought to try.” . }

Bob Cherry did not answer. Ile was
quite aware that the Owl of the Remove
was trying to provoksa him inte another

ontbreak, which would cause the old
baronet to turn his head with a dis.
approving look. Bob bore Willinm
George Bunter in silence, but with

suppressed fury,

e e

-

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Deed in the Dark!

; ARRY WHARTON & CO. were
H in an anticipatory moed 1hat
evening, looking forward to the

little jape that had been planned
 for the benefit of Willinm George Bunter,
‘Billy Bunter went to bed in blissful

ignorance of what was intended for him.
Wharton and Nugent were playing
chess when he went to bed, and the other
fellows were watching the game ; and
Bunter paused by the table, not to say
good-night, but to indulge in what ke
called his caustic vein of humour, :
"Well, I'in off,”” he said. “1f wou
fellows get scared in the night you can
call me,” |
“Fathead !
Cherry,
“If you have any nightmares. or soa
any giddy ghosts, yeu Encw,” chockled
Bunter, “I'll come out and look afier

Roll off !” grunted Bob

a cool, plucky fellow——"
“Buzz off I"

Bunter gave another fat chuckle, and
rolled away. His snore was soon heard
proceeding from the state-roomn that had
been Sir Jimmy's,

The Co. went 1o bed soon afierwards,
Sir Reginald Brooke did not approve of
late hours for his youthful char o, and
he expected them to keep nezr the usual

1 schaol bed-time, which was half-past nine,

So by ten o'clock the juniors were
generdlly in bad, and the motion of {he
vacht on the North Sea did not disturh
| their healthy slumbers,

But on this especial night there was
something “on.” _

Billy Bunier was to have his lesson,
and it wae arranged for Frank Nugent
to turn out for the purpose,

It was at midnight that Nugent was ta
slep across the alley-way to Bunter's
state-room, and wake him up with a deep,
deep voice, which was certain to throw
him into a blue funk. .

Nugent intended to turn cut when the
eight bells sounded: but, as a matter of

as was only to be expected. But his
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task was on his mind, even as ke slept,
and he woke up soon afterwards.
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fact, he did not wake promptly to time.s
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Tt was nitch dark in his room, and he
groned tor his watch, and turned on the
light of a little electvictoreh to see the
L,

“*uarler past
Nugent, with a vawn.
better turn cut.”

[Te rather wished he had left the taszk
in Bob Cherry now, Turning out at mid
nicht from his comnforlable bunk was not
attractive,

However, he was in for i, and heo
rolled out, and drew on his trousers and a
loose jacket. ‘That was encugh clothing
for the plrpese. The yacht was throb-
biitg along on an even keel. The sea
was calm, and the summer night fnoe,
thangh dark,

Nugent sld back his door, and steppe:d
ouit.,

Soimewhat to his zurprise, the passage
cutside was 1 darkne:s. An eleciric
Lirner was generally kept lurned on
there throughout the night. Nugent
groped his way.
~ He knew which was Bunter’s rooin,
and to reach il he bhad to pass Lord
Mauleverer's door.

He was suided, in fact, by a deep and
resonant  snore that proceeded from
Bunter's quarters, The Owl of the
lemove was evidently deep in shaber,
and his snore was going strong.

" A sudden slight sound made Nugent
<tart, as _he was groping along in almost
impenetrable gloom.

Ilis bare fest made no sound on the
polished planks; and he was breathing
very softly. The seund did nol come
fromn himself. But he heard—he was sure
that he heard—a sound like the brushing
of clothing agamst the bulkhesd, and a
low, hwrried breathing.

The junfor was slartled, -

Bomeone as well as himseif was 1in the
dark alley-way; and for a momeoent I'rank
Nugent felt a strange thrill.
~ Whoever it was, he was moving with
slealthy ecaution, and, as Nugenl could
now guess, he had turned off the eleciric
light for concealment.,

But in a momenl it fashed into the
junior’s mind that it was one of his com-
rades, As they had heard no alarm from
Bunter, and as it was past midnight, it
was probable that one of themn, awaken-
ing, had coneluded that Nogent was still
fast asleep, and had turned out to carry
on ithe jape on Bunter,

As soon ag Nugeni thought of that, he
felt certain of it, and he smiled in the
darkness.

By a shight sound, and hy a faint black
shadow 1n the darkness, he made out that
ithe other fellow was near Lord Maule-
vere.s's door, which Nugent was about
to pass. :

Nugent wis about io whisper, when
he heard the famt scund of a door sliding
back.

It was Lord Mauleverer's door; he
knew that.” Whoever it was that had
taken bz place fo: the jape was about
io enter Mauly's cabin in mistake for
Bunter's, So it appeared, at least,

Nugeni made a quick atep forward,

“JIg that you. Bob?” he whispered.

He heul'j a quick, hurried, almost
panting breath. Then there was "dead
silence.

“That's the wrong cabin,” whispered
Nugent, still under the impression that
he was speaking to one of his comrades,
“That's Mauly's cabin——"

He broke off with a startled gasp,

Tha figure in lhe doorway of the slale-
room-—nothing but a black patch in the
darkness to his eyes—moved rapidly, and
& grip was laid on the junior,
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on the planks of the deck.

| Bob Cherry rose fo his feet and made a fierce
. him. There was a roar from the Owl of the Remove as Bob tapped his head
““ Cherry ! ** sald a mild but slightly rebuking

grasp at Bunfer, and collared

voice. Sir Reginald hovered over the group. *‘Oh, my hat !’* gasped Bob. |
(See Chapter 7.) :
Cnly that one slal'illﬂd casp escaped ; man he was—was still on board the Silver

Nugent,
Then tne grip of cruel, ruthless lingers

-on his throat zilenced him, and he wis

struggling feebly, ineffectually, in the
grasp of a powerful man.

A feeling of horror chilled the siartled
juntor to his very heart,

It was not one of his comrades, he
knew that now; it was a man's grasp on
him—a powerful grasp like an iron vice.
He strove to ¢ry out, but the grip on his
throat was strangling him.

He struggled and kicked, tryving to
make some sound that would draw his
comradea to the spaot,

(Hose alt hand—within a few yards of
him—-hiz chums were sleeping, any one
of whom would have faced death to help
himn, and he could not call them—could
not wake theti. In the hideous grip of
his unzeen enemy he struggled hopelessly,
while his comrudes slept.  Through it all
there came still to his ears the sleady
snoring of Billy Bunter.

It was like a horrible dream {o the
jinior,

Who was it—what was it—ihal " had
clutched him in the darkness—that had
been inilerrupled i stealing into Lord
Mauleverer's cabin in the dead of night ?

Even as his brain reeled and his senses
swam under the strangling grip, Nugent
realised who it was—who it must be—the
man with the misshapen noze-—the bhlack-
mailer, Gideen Gaunt—ile dastard who
had attacked Sir Jimmy Vivian! He
knew it—he realized it. The man—if

Scud, and he had stolen from his lurking-
place, wherever it was, for this! [t was
Nugent who was in his grip instiead of
his mntended wictim, Lord Mauleverer,
for Nugent had interrupted and alarmed
him as he was. aboul to carry out his
design on Lthe schoolboy earl,

Nugent’s tongue clove to the roof ol
his mouth; his eyes seemed to be starting

from their sockets, His struggles grew
[eebler.

Not {or an instant did the grip on his
throat reiax.

The wrelch, whoever he was, dared
not let the junior ulter a single ery.
Overhea. 1here was the soumd of steadily
pacing feet on  the deck.- Captlaiy
Hawke and four or five of the crew
were withic hearing of a single ery.
(Close at hand were the Greyfvars
juniors, and at the end of the alley-way
was the cebint of Edgar Poynings. One
ery moanl discovery for the ruffan.

Lights zeenied to bLe dancing hefore
IP'rank Nugent's eyes,  And then came
sudden Jdarkuess,

He krew nothimg more; but as his
senges fled, in the strangling grip of the
unseen ruffian, he felt that he was sinking
into the shadow of death—all the hitier-
ness of a terrible death was crowded into
ithal moment,

The hapless. junior hung a dead weight
upan the man who had choked him into
insensibility, - Alive or dead, Frank
Nugent knew nothing more,
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like Mauly to have wasps on his
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Prave Bunter !

5 AZYBONES!” grunted Bob

L Cherry,

Bob had awakened, and as
he-awakened lie remenherad
the jape, which evidently had not come
off. He struck a matcelh and looked al
his walch, feeling that it was long past
midnight. [t was a quarter to one, and
Bob Cherry gave a grunt.

“lazybones! Fast asleep, and Bunter
not japed!” growled Bob.  **Might ‘as
well bave teft it to me. 1 shall have to
turn out, anvhew; and I'll jolly _WEH
yank I'rankys out of bed, too, bless him !

Bob lurned out of his bunk, and threw
on a few things, and opened his door,
No light greeted his eyes, but the snove
from Bunler's rooin greeted his cars,
He grunted again.

*That fat bounder hasn't been woke
ufr yel!" he murmured. *“I'll joly soon
wake him!”

He stepped softly to Billy Bunter's
door. Then 1t oceurred to him that the
hight might have been turned off by
Nugent, if he had started out, and he
pavzed and whispered :

“You up Nugentt”

There was no answer,

Litile did Bob dream that his chum
lay within & few feet of him, outside
lord Mauleverer's doo?, still and sense-
fess. The darkness hid him, and Beb
had no suspicion.

“Btill in bed,” grunted Baob.
jolly well go and yank him out,
've done with Rurter '™

But Bunter came first.  Boh opened
the door, and Lhe deep snore of the fat
junior sounded more foudly.

. With a grin on his face, Bob stepped
o the state-room.

He gropedshis way to Bunter's bunk,
and stopped within a foot of the SMOTiNgG
jumio:s,

“Wake up!” said Bob, in a deep bass
voire, : '

Snore !

Bunter did not wake easily,

" Wake!” repeated Bob, more loudly.

Suore !

Bob could not venlure to turn on
his powerful voice to its full extent at
that hour of the night. He did not want
to bring the captain off the bridge, or
Mr. Poynings out of his eabin, or the old
baronet from the land of Nod. So he
stretched oul his hand, and felt for
Bunter's face, and gave the fat liltle nose
a iweak,

That awakened Bunter.

The snore stopped, and there was a
slartled gaso from bunk.

" Grooogh ! Mmmnmunmm!  Some-
thing woke me up ! Bunter mumbled

after

aloud, and Bob grinned in the darkness.
Juat

“Bowe beastly wasp, 1 expect!
yacht to
wake a fellow up! DBeast!” -
“Beware!” said Bob, in a deep voice.
Bunter jumped,
“Beware! The avenger is at hand1!”
went on the deep tones, in the best style
of a cinema sub-title.

“lood - geod gracious ! gasped
Bunter, “ Wha-a-a-at’s that? Who's
there? Oh, crumhbs = Helpt”

“Boware 1

“Yarooooooh " roared Bunier, Keep
olf ! I haven’t dona auything! Help!
Yooop! Murder ! Ifire ! Police !
Y oooaop ' :

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob. as
Bunte:'s terrilied howls rang through ihe
yarht.

He backed quickly out of the room,

Help!”  yelled "Bunter. “Murder!
Fire! Help!™
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In dire terror, the tal junior rolled out
of his bunk He believed in the hlack-
bearded man now. Al his mockery of
the previous day was quite forgoiten.
The bare thought of danger at haud
made the fat junior palpitate,

“Keep off ' he yellad, as he groped to
the door, *“Hands off! Help! Murder!
Thieves! Fire!™

He bumped against furniture, and
yelled away,

“Let go! Leggo! Yooop! Help!™
" He rolled somechow out of the cabin,
and, in a state of frantic panic, scudded
for the companion stairs. In the dark-
ness he bumped and volled, but he
reached the companion, and scuttled up
the stairs, still yelling with terror.

His wells had alarmed the watch on
deck, and Caprain Hawke was starting
down the companion as Bunter started
up. The light that should have been
burning was out, and all was darknoss,
They met wmidway, and the skipper
uttered a sharp exclamation, and Bunter
a shriek,

“Let go! Marder: YLet go'
'm not Lord Mauleverer!
next cabin! Yarooooh !™

The skipper grasped him. '

“What's the mattar!™” he snapped.

“Help !

Yoop !
He's in the
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“Don’t be afraid, you young lubber,
It's me—Captain Hawke ——-"? .

“Help, help! Murdar I roared
Bunter, who was not in a state to listen
to the voice of reason.

He siruggled franticaily, and the eap-
tain let go, and he bolted out bn deck
in the starlight. He made . rather a

striking figure there, in  his EOTZEOUS.

pyjamas. Dunter had borrowed some of
Mauly's things, and he had cheerfully
selected a very handsome suit of silk
pyjamas.
a drumn,

but lengthwise they hung and
flapped.

He caught his feet as he scut-

tled on deck, and rolled over and roared.

“What's the matter with the yOung
fool!” muttered the ecaptain testily.
“Wightmare, ‘I suppose  Hold your
tongue, Master Bunter !

" Yooop! Helpt”

“What is it?" came the rather thin
and agitated voice of 8ir Reginald

Brooke from below.,

* Bunter —he seems to be frightened
answered the captain.  “For goodness’
sake hgld your tongue, Bunter! VYou
are not hurt.”

" Yow-ow.-ow !
murdered—I
Yow-ow-ow !

I've been attacked and
mean, nearly murdered |

‘H

Sideways they f{itted him like.
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Captain Hawke stooped over him, and
grasped him by ® fat shoulder, and.
jerked him to his feet. Sir Reginald
Brooke put his head out on deck.

“Captain Hawke, 1s it possible that—
that——" He faltered.

“Something scems to have frightenad
the bow,"” grunted the captain. *“ But
he's not hurt."

“But my nephew-——
soe him, at all events.”

The baronet stumbled down the sleps
again,

Captain Hawke shook the fat Re-
movite. Bunter was beginning to realise
that there was no danger now, at all
events, as he recognised the skipper, and
caught sight of several grinning faces in
the starlight.

“Now, what's happenad ™ snanped the
captain. * Leave off velling, and tell me
what's the mattor!"

“I've been murdered——"

I will go and

He was interrupted by 1 loud cry
from below,

“Captain Hawke! THelp here!” Tt
was the old baronet's voice, “ Nugent

has been nttocked.
dead 1™

Bunter went reecline as the eaptain
threw him aside. and in two bounds the
skipper of the Silver Scud was down the
companion. -

e S

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Mystery of the Night !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. came
ecrowding out of their rocms,
half dressed, as the old baronet's
cry rang out. Qe '
They found the old gentleman leaning

on a bulkhead, white as death, and”

almost overcome with the horror of his
discovery.

Bir Reginald Brooke had turned on the
light as he came along towards his
nephew’s room, anxious for Mauleverer,
And the sudden flooding of the electrie-
light had revealed what had been hidden
from Bob Chercy in the dark—the figure
of Frank Nugent, huddled on the foor,
still, with a terrible stilloess, and with .
tho black marks of a cruel grip on his
throat.

“Frank!” shouted Harry Wharton.

“Franky!” pgasped Dob . Cherry
dazedly. “What--what's happenefi——"

Wharton was on his knees .by his
chum’s side in a second. His own face
was as white as Nugent’s.

“Frank !" he panted.

Two staring eves met his, without a
sign of recognition or life.. Nugent's
head, as Wharton raised it, hung heavy
on his hands. A sob of horrot shook the
captain of .the Remove. His chum~—his
oldest and best chum—was he dead® :

Lord Mauleverer hurried out of his
state-room as Mr. Poynings arrived from
one direction and Captain Hawke from
another. - A startled steward and two or
three of the erew hovered behind. Phe
alarm was general through the Silver
Scud now. :

“ Herbert,” exclaimed the old baronct,
staring, “ you are safe?”

“Yaas, uncle. But what—"

“Something’s happened,”  breathed
Johnny Bull., “ Nuogent--he's’ hurt!
He's—he's——— He ecan't be dead.”

“Leave him to me!” said the captain's
deep voice.

Wharton, almest faintirz with the
horror of the moment, relinquished his
chum to the skipper. Bob Cherry caught
hiz arm, .

“* Buck up, Harrv!"”

“Frank !" breathed Wharton.

I fear—1 fear !IE is

& CO'S
1: By EHAHH RIGHARDS.
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The caplain lookecd np grmly,

“ Nugent is nol dead,” he said quietly
“ He 1s insensible. e has been cholied.
Vhere are marks on his throat. Heaven
knows what has happened 17

“(300d heavens I multered Poynings.

“(Go on the bridge, Poynings!" said
the captain, as he heard his voice.
am wanled here.” !

“Yes gir:; but what is this?”

Poynings stooped and picked up a card
that lay by Nugeni. lle held 1t up 1o
the captain.

A dozen pair of eyes read what was
serawled on the card in large capital
letters.

& “ TS IS THE LAST WARNING.—
O € e

A hush fell on the startled group
I’oynings, handing the card tc the cap
tain, went nuietly on deck.

“ Gideon Gaunt!” said the old baronct
fuintly. *“Captain Tlawke, that man is
-still on board the Silver Scud!™

The captain stared at the card dumb-
fonnded. That evidence that the man
with the misshapen nose was on the
yacht dazed him. :

“gtill onm  board!” breathed Lord
Mauleverer, white and startled. *ln
Heaven's name, what does it mean®”

Captain Hawke pulled himsell togethoer
in a moment.

“Never mind ihat now!”
“ Thiz boy 1s our first care.
there!™

He raised the insensible junior in his
strong arns, and carried him into his
state-room, and laid him in the bunk.
Harry Wharton turned en the light, and
lingoerved.

“He will revover, my lad,” said the
captain kindly. * You need noi be afrald
of that. He was choked till he becamc
insensible, but his life is not in danger.”

“You—you are sure, sir?’ faltered
Wharton. :

“Quite! You boy: had betier keep
together in the saloon, till we have time
in look into this.”

“Yery well, sir.”

But Wharton still lingered. A weight
<ocemed to roll from his heart when Frank
Nugent stirred, and moancd faintly. His
oves moved in a wild glance and rested on
Wharten's face.

“Harry—-"

“Fraik, old man
Y harton.

“Is he—is he gone §"

“Who, Frank "

“That man—that demon—
shinddered violently.
me in ihe dark and choked me. 1-—1
was going'to Bunter’s cabin, you knew,
and—and I came on him in the dark——-"
Ite broke off, shuddering from head to
foot. *“In Mauly's doorway. lle was
after Mauly i :

“You must not talk now,
said Captain Hawke, making Wharton a
sign lo leave the cabin. * You zie safe
now—watched and aafe. Lol youn musl
keep quiet.”

Wharton, with a last look at his chum,
loft 1he state-room. His brain was in a
whirl. :
towards Bunter's room, had fallen 1n with
- the ruffian; and the spot where he had
been found, just outside Mauleverer's

he said.
Muake way,

" whispered

i

Nugent

iloor, indicated what the rufian’'s purpose

had heen. Nugent had interrupted an
intended atiack on the schoolboy earl
It was clear: but it proved that Gideon
(launt was on board the Silver Bcud--
and that was a dazing revelation. If he

was there, where was he—where was he |
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my lad,” |

It was cleay that Nugent, in going |

of the Great ** Holiday Annual’ See Page 2!

bgden ¥ There was no recess of the
vacht that had not been scarched and
searched again—there "was no remote
cormer that might have sheltered a rat
that had not been scanned,

Was the wman something more than
earthly? ITad the villain supernatural
powers at his commaend? It almost
seetned so.

The (reyfriars  junio:s  finished
dressing, and gatheved in the saloon. 3ir
Reginald Drooke, looking very worn and
old. sat huddled in a chair. Billy BDunter,
with a dressing gown over his pyjamas,
remained with the rest—no longer full of
swank and cauvstic humour! The know-
ledge that there was a mysierious Indden
enemy on board the yacht was more than
enough to take the bounce out of Bunter.

Captain Ilawke came away from
Nugent’s cabin at last, 1lis sunburni face
was very grim.

“The boy is sleeping now,” he saud, in
answer to the old buronel’s anxious look.
“1 have given him a sleeping dranght,
and & steward is watching over hum now,
He will be better in the morning. And
now 1 want to know just what happeved.
Master Bunter——"

“T—I was woke up by
hand ” hegan Bunter.

Bob Cherry coloured.

“I think T'd better explain, sir,” he
zald to the old baronet,

“You shut up, Cherry !"reaid Bunier
peevishly. " You don't ktmwn}ih]ug
about it. I was awakened-—

“Tt was I ithat woke you,®oy fat
idiot 1" grunted Bob., _,.)

“Wha-a-at ¥’ ol

“ What does this mean?" said the
caplain sternly. “T cannot imagiae why
Nugent was out ol his cabin. If you

Ly a cluiching
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know anylhing about-it, Master Cherry,
l_uu__ll ]

Hy\We know ol about that, sie,” said
Harry Wharton. * Was it you that juped
Buanfer, after all, Bob ™

“Ves!” Dob proeceded to eaplain.
“Of course, we hadn’t the remotest idea
that thar nosey villain was still on the
vacht. We meant to jupe DBuuter to lake
the silly swank out of him—"

* Beast !

“ It was arranged for Nugent to butt
inlo his room al miduight, and give him
a seare,” explained Pob.  “ And 1 woke
ap al a quarter to one; and’as there
hadn't been any hewling from Dunter, 1
\liought Nugent was still fast asleep. So
T turned out and weul to Bunier's cabin,
and woke the fool wp——"

1] Yﬂ.h !.‘I

“ Did vou see anylhing of Nugent "
asked the captain. :

“Ng! I thought he was= st:il aslecp m
hiis room.”

“You saw nothing of his assailapt®”
asked the old baronet.

Dob Cherry shook his head.

“Nothing, sir! 1ladn’t the [aintest
iden that anything bhad happened, though
poor Frank "—Iob’s voice faltered—
“poor Frank must have been lying there

‘at that very minute.”

“ Then it was you, and nobody else,
that frightened Bunter?” demanded the

zlipper. :
“ Vs " said Bob, with erimson cheeks.
“I1—1 jolly well wish now we hadn’e

thought of japing him., ‘Fhat was why
Nugent was out of the rooin, of course.’’
Captain Hawke knitted his brows,
“1 have learned from Nugent,” he
said, “‘that he found someone moving in
Lord Mauleverer’s doorway, and fancied

Cherry, dazed.

Wharton was on his knees by his chum’s side in a ;aeuml.

panted. Two staring eyes met his, w

ithout a sien of recognitien or life. A
sob of horror shook the eaptain of the Remove. *

* What—what has happened ? **  (Sec Chapler 10.)

“Frank ! "’ he

'R

ped Bn‘-h_

A SPLENDID TALE OF HARRY WHARTON & C0'S
Hnunn_nwsurunﬂ. f!

By FRANK RICHARDS,
Tae Macxer Lisrary.—No. T87.
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it was one of his friends. Then the man
seized him and choked him into insensi-
bility. It was very unfortunate for
Nugent, but eertainly he interrupted an
attack upon Lord Mauleverer that was
about to take place.”

“Good gad!” murmured Mauleverer,
* Poor old Nugent !” \

“Nugent saw nothing of him in the
dark,” resumed the captain. " But the
ceard that was found proves that it was
the same maon who attacked Sic James
Vivian; besides, no one else could have
any motive for doing =0, Ile 1s still on
beard the Silver Scud.”

* But where ¥” said the old baronet in a
faint voice. *'The ship was thoroughly
searched.”

Captain Hawke nodded,

“1 eannot understapd .Y he " said.
“Tha allack, however, shows that the
gea-lawyer is still on board, and he must
ba found ~he shall be found! Until he
is found every precaution must be taken
against another attack. Nugent will be
watched, and vou boys had better keep
togethor.”

With that, the canlain returned to the
deck, There waa o long silence, which
was broken by Lord Mauleverer,

Lord Mauleverer siopped.

The chums of the Remove read his
thoughts. To save his friends from
danger, the schoolbov ear! was willing to
do what he would never have done to
save himself. There was painful doubt
and indecision in the old baronet’s face.

Dt there wo2s peither doubt nor in-

decision in the faces of Harry Wharton
& Co.

“ Never ! aaid Harry, his eyes flcshing.
*“1F you want to give in on your own
aceount, Mauly, po ahead : but so far as
we'd risk

we re  concerned, run  any
rather I

“You bet!”" sawd Johnny  Bull
emphatically.

“The neverfulness 15 torific, my

esteemed Mauly " murmured the Nabob
of Bhanipur.

“Rot!" said Bob Cherry. “ Utler rot !

You've no right to give in to the scoun-

drel, Mauly."
“ Nugent will say the same, too!" said
Wharton,
There was a squeak from BDilly Bunter.
1 euy, you felions—-"
“Shut up, Bunter ™
“I dan’t agree !" howled Dunier. *1'm

not going to be throttied by a beast in

Are You Collecting the ‘‘ Popular’s ' Coloured Engine Plates ?—

There was little surprise when the search
failed to unearth Gideon Gaunt, and soma
of the seamen were heard to mutter that
the ship was haunted.

Morning found the Greylriars juniors
looking pale and tired. Frank Nugent
was able to join his comrades at break-
fast, FHis face was very white wet, and
his ¢yes had a sunken look. The eruel
linger-marks weire clearly visible on his
throat. He was very far from being
himself yet; but he was on the way to
recovery, and he was fully in agreement
with his chums to see the matter through.

Lord Mauleverer was very thoughtful
that mornimmg. His lordship zeemed to
be thinking out a problem, and at last
he unburdened himsclf.

“It's pretly rotten, you chaps, to have
our holiday cruise mucked up in this®
way,” he said. “That villain Gaunt 13
makin' a muck of it for us, an’ no
mistake. The whole crew have been
searchin’ for the beast, and they can't
find him on beard.”

“He's vanished,”
Wharton,

“Ie vanished before, after goin® for
poor little Viviam,"” said Lord Maule-
verer quietly. “No good thinkin' that

agreed Harry

Add this Magnificent Coloured E

i ¥

A Famous Monster Locomotive of the Commonwealth of Australia Railways.

Presented Free in this week’s issue of the PBPULAR! Out on Tuesday!

“If he's not found——"

“He must be found, Herbert,” said
the old barouet. “Heaven knows where
he is hiding, but he cannot escape another
search."”

“1 don't catch on to it, sir.” said
Mauleverer in a low tone. *“ It looks to
me as if there's something uncanny in it
~~aa if the villain iz able to come and
go like a phantom. Of conrse, that's
impossible, but I do not belicve he will
be found.”

The old barenet made a helpless

esture, Deep down in hiz heart he
shared his nephevw’s belef, The mwan with
the misshapen nose came and went as he
histed, like the wind on the-sea. He had
been there, and it seemed impossible that
he was not still on board; vet everyone
present felt an inward comviction that he
would not bhe discovered. It was im-
possible to believe in the supernatural,
and yet it seemed still more impossible to
dishelieve in it,

“If he's not found,” resumed Lord
Mauleverer, after a pause, ““1t's still open
to us ta accepl his termms—to Ay the white
ensign half-mast as a signal that the ran-
som will be paid. I'm ready to. give
m, i my uncie approves—1if vou fellows

think-—

the dark, T know that! II Mauly doesn't
get rid of that blighter somehow, I shall
jolly well go ashore, 1 te!l you !”
“Good ! said Lord Mauleverer,
“0Oh, really, Mauly——"

“I mean, we'll put vou ashore as =oon

as it can be arranged, Bunter,” said
Mauleverer, *That's all right.”
Fven that did not seem 1o content

William George Bunter, somehow, He
grunted discontentedly.

“ But perhaps the villain will be found
and put 1n irons!"” said the old barvonet
hopelully, afler a pause.

And the junmiors echoed hiz hope,
thouch with little expectiztion that it

would prove well-founded,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Mauly’s Bodyguard !

HERE was no more sleep on board

I the Silver Scud that semmer's
night, excepting for Billy Bunter,

That fat youth, having fortified
himself with an exira supper, dozed in
a comfortable armchair, and his snore
reverberated through the saloon and the
lounge, and, indeed, farther. The elec-
tric light was on all over the vessel
while the hidden foe was searched for.

he's jumped overboard, as we did then,
He couldn’'t come back out of Davy
Jones' locker whenever he liked. 1 don’t
profess to understand it, but thet villam
has some way of turnin’ up in the Silver
Scud whenever he chooses, and unless he's
Lqid by the heels we're not safe from

im, "

“That's so0,” satd Bob.

“ Now, what I'm_thinkin' is this: The
1otter has made a mark of me to get
hold of money,” =aid Lord Mauleverer.
“I've no right to drag you fellows
into it.” :

“Rot!™ interjected Johnny Bull. .

“The rotfulness is terrific!™

““ Nobody's safe from him on the Silver
Scud, amazin® as it is,” continued Lord
Mauleveorer. “ 8o, if you fellows agree,
I rather think we'd better put in at Daver
instead of goin’ around the French .coast,
as we intended, an’—an’ chuck up the
cruise. It’s a rotten disappointment, but
there you are!™ : :

There was a brief silence.

“PBut if you go ashore the rascal will
still be after yon,” said Harry Wharton.
“ He got at you at Greyfriars School—"

“Yaas."
{Continued on page 19.)
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THE GREYFRIARS
SCOWUT S,

CAMP-FIRE,

L1

4 \f\ wiTtn

are Srotls,

qeneralli,

HIS week Tom Brown eontinues hig
adviee concerning the construction
and building of a canvas canoe,
gitpilar to the eraft which conveyed

him on hiz exeiting journey round a West-
morland lake.

As Browny said, it is not an easy task to
build a eanoe, vet it is pot what yon might
eall diffien!t.* With care and time it can be
aecomplished  suceessfully, and it is worth
while to take a little care over such a thing.
I don’t kpow if any of my chums have ever
st themselves to fashion a cunvas canoe ; but
if you haven't, here's your chanee to learn
how it 18 doue,

In last week's artiele we published o list
of the necessary materials roquired, and
Browny described the fashioning of the bow
and stern post. This week we will deal with
the building up of the fromework of the
canoe. Having overcome the little difficulties
at tvhis stage of the work, the rest of the
building runs much easior.

Under Tom DBrown's supervision a canoe
was built on exactly the same iines as the
one deseribed below, and turned out, | am
pleased to say, very sucecasfully. The work
ran quite smoothly, and hardly any trouble
aroge, The launching of the canoe was guite
o peremony, and all of the Greviriare Bcouts
turned out to watch the gallant craft being
run down the sloping raft into the water at
the boathouse.

EITORS NOTE. -
oF twho aré inlerested
camping and A the “Great Oul-Doors
with  femd
of articles full of useful tips.—ED,

A1 my readers who
in

thiz litlle series "".:i"‘lk‘:::f_'lﬁ—: -
The two gunwales are eut from the latiice
pieces, lin, in thickness, Fig. & indicutes how
they ate screwed on to the bow and stern.
If your gunwales (“F» in diagram) ave curved
evenly ss shown, the rest of the framework
will tuke its form correctly from it. Great
care should he exercized in bending these
twa parts into an even curve, and fixing them
geeutely  into the top grooves which have
been already cut in the bow and stern posts,

Find the centre of the keel by measuring
five feet from one end, then aerew on one
of yvonr six-foot sliort rils (shown as “G " in
Fig. 3). Dend the shoit rib npwards until
the emds touch the side of the two gunwales,
then serew the two endz into place with the
emall brass screws, and you have the founda-
tions of the framework of the canoe.

After this. building up the rest of the frame-
work is not so dilicnlt, as you have some-
thing to work upon.

It iz a very good plan fo snak the short
ribe in water a few hours bhefore screwing
them into pozition.  This, you will find, will
help you tremendousiy in getting an even
bend sun them. The soaking is also a sure
prevention against the wood splitting during
the bending process.

Following on the adjustment of the gun-
wales and cenfre short rib, comes the fixing

—

of the long side ribs. These are bent round
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AVING prepared  the bow  and

BUILDINGQ A CANVAS CANOE.
stern to your satisfaction, a8 de-
geribed in last week's artiele, the

By Tom Brown.
{Continued Jrom last week.)

H next job is fixing on the gunwales,

and the eentrc short rib.

Fig.

] J
3,

the length of the capnoe in the same way
as the gupwales, but vary in length aecord-
ing to their position, To aseertain the exanet
length of these long side ribs, it is hest to
lay the lattice strips temporarily into posi-
tion, und mark off the length required Lefore
gutting.

“H " in Fig. 4 indicates the poszition of the
tirst rib, and eshow: how it is screwed Into

the second groove in the bow, just underneath

This Week! 19

the gunwale. Waving fixed the first rib {0
the how amd steru in this method. it is then
necessary Lo wark off four peints down the
centre short rib, on to which tie long ribs
are serewed in turn—thet is, with a gap of
gix inches between them,

Az vou procecd downwards, screwing on the
fong ribs, you cut them to a different length,
optiing smaller, by a fow inches, in . each
o,

Huving fixed the four ribs on {o one side
of the canoe, mark the places on the top of
the keelson for the position of the gix remain-
ing short ribs, These are fastened down ab
equal distances from one another, with a gap
measuring 1ft. 8in., between ewsch rib, Cub
cach rib to six feet in length,

QUNWALE -

TR L

Fig. 4.

Affer soaking the lattice strips, secrew them
into position in the same way as the centie
rib, bending thom earefully upwards, and
serewing the tops te the gunwale,  Thea,
working dewnwards, serew each rib on to the
long side ribs.

After this is done to one side, vou will find
that jt is neccssary to trim ofi the tops, of
the short rilis o make them come Husn with
the top side of the gunwale., This iz soon
sutisfactorily accomplished with the help of
a small hand-saw. and o sheed of glass-paper.

Thaf Gnishes off one side of the canoe. You
then proceed to build up the framework on
the other side by cutting off apd serewing
into place the four remaining long side ribg
to the Low and stern, and, in turn, to the
geven shiort ribs.

You have now arrived at ihe completion
of the framework, and that is three-guartera
of the bullding finished. At this stage i 18
advisable to give the whole of the framework
a eoat of paint. '

(Conelusion of Caves Adrticle neat week.)
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The Schoolboy Yachtsmen!

(Continued from page 18.)

“ And
Towers."”

“Yaas."

&F - ¥

Then f-::;u won't be any safer than
on board ; less so. in fact,”

“Yaas. But——"

“But you want to get us out of danger,
‘which will stick to you just the samef"
satd Harry.

Lord Mauleverer rubbed his noble nose.

“T don't exactly want to,” he said,
“hut [ think it'e - my duty. You fellows
oughtn’t to run my rieka”

“ Fathead!™

“T say, you fellows, I think Mauly’s
right,” zaid Bunter. '

“Shut up, Bunter!” Harvy Wharion
loocked round at his comrades, **We're
roing to stick to Mauly till that black-
mailing villain is bagred and put where
he can’t do any harm—what!”

in your room ab Mauleverer

““ Hear, hear |”” said the Co. heartilz.

Lord Mauleverer's thooghtful  face

brightened.

“Well, I thonght I ought to pnt it
lo vou,” dLe said. “But, of course, I
should feel a hit rotten if you left me
with that awful villain hanging about in
the offing. It's a go, then.”

“1 say, vou fellows——""
“All right for you, Bunter, you're

Billy Bunter glanced at the summer
sea and the handsome yacht and the trun
seamen, and thought of the magnificent
lunch that was thep preparing. In the
daylight and sunshipe the danger of the
night seemed remote. Lum‘i seemed
nearer anid nearer, and dinner, too, in
prospect.  Billy Bunter, on the whole,
did noi want to go ashore. After all, he
could loek his door, he could keep his
licht burning, he could take all sorts of
precantinns for his own precions safety.
And Pilly Dunter shook his liead at last,
and answered in horoic strain:

“Pon't yon worry, Mauly! 'm not
deserting vou!”
Billy Bunter blinked round at the

[-'lnrn:.ﬂ nf the RHemaove,.

“YTon see.” he remarked, 'if there's

danger, what vou scared fellows need is
a cool, collected chap with no end of
courage to pull yvou together and keep
vou from panie, and-—  Yarcoooh!™

Bump !

The patience of the Greyfriars chums
wore out quite ﬁml[lunfrg. The very yaché
seemed o guiver as Billy Bunter’s tre-
niendous weight smote the deck in a
sounding bump,

o

TIIE EXL,

.

fThere will be awvether magnifieent
long rcomplele story, dealtng with the
holiddidp adventures of Harry Wharton &
. and Lord Mauleverer gn board the
sehoalhoy earl's wunele’s steam  yachi,
entitled ** The Seeret of the Silver
Sewd ! by Frank Richarde, in wexd
week’s bumper issue. Meanwhile, go to
your newsagents to-day and order g
copy of the * Populur” owr famous
Tuesday companion paper, tn which
there will be a jurther gplendid long,
complele story of the chums of Grey-
friars, and moany other graml storics. )

Tur MacNeET LiBrary.—No. TH.
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Our Lrperl frives some nmré wseful
tips for goung athleles !

“ HINTS ON TRAINING !

By Percy Longhurst,

0% most of my readers, the only avail-

D able time for training will be the

evemiags,  This~is well enongh, pro-

= ¢ -vided the work dves not begin shertly

after a pood meal, About an tour and o
half's interval will be all right,

here ‘may be the temptation ks pel tip s

carly of mornings and pub in .4 wbie then.
For those who can do 8o -there is oo harm
in this, but it is not well to turn out en
an T;pi-r stomach. A drink of milk and a_
couple of bizcuits shoutd ba taken. The work
should not bhe strenons. A conple of 2 mile
trots, finishing with a 4% or 50 yds. sprint
will be guite suffieicnt,

Sunday afterpoona ecan e ubilised o
putting in n long walk., Walking, unless
carried to the polnt of “actual Ffaligue, is
a splendid aid tc training, no matter what
the race nitended.

Do'not omit the regular daily cxerclse.

TE you ean get o chuamw to come and lepd |

i hand in your preparation, by sl means
do so. His company, if he will pace yon,
owill be of great assistanes, Sometimes he
ean hold the wadeh and tuke youe timed,
Now and again it will be a viluable aid to

1

1 tight fitting.

-
J .

- THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

you i he ia willing to” roA with you and
Cpull you out.”  Especially. dss this qgod—:i
ny

training for anything over the ) ile,
you are rugnibg A& ) mile, and want to work
in an iocrease of pace lewards the end, Ti
he will join in the mmm when yon have
covered about 600 yvds, yon will find it a
much easier job tn find & bit of cxbra pace
towards the finish than if you were running
by vourself. ;
The following hints are worth considering,
Gedk as pood o peair of slwes as possible -
by Lthalt 1 mesn, also, a well-fitbing pair,
You nare tess likely - to suffer from foot
trouble. 1w pot wear socks.  Uae instesd

soft washlenther toecaps, to prevent chaling |

of the toey, '
Atways wear slips under Jos
drawees, . aud do nwot let the drawers

o ndt stand -about uncovered during youor
priactice. Mip on a sweater, and a coat over
that if a ch wind is blowing. :

Corks are-net a necessity, beeause in runs
ning it isnet desicable the bands be fightly
clenched, .

In sprint rubndng remember Yhat the bedy
sliould Le leaning forward slightly., e nol
throw back the thead or earry tfe chin on
the chest.
grount about 20 yda, ahead of your feet.

Army aclion 13 important in all distances.
The arms wmast work cvenly with the legs,
of Whey will hinger progress, 3o do oot allow
arms to swing in front and across the hody
—a very commoen farolt,
cthiows mny Be bent.

-there  will bo

running-
be

Let your eves be fixed on the

In aprinting, the |

R

- Do pot ecarry the hecls ap high behind; ®
is-waslc of stremgth, ’ i

Remember pever to look romad over your
shoulder.

Naver _pads n Tival ot a curve e

the frack, but do it in the "strakght,  And -

G 0o account when passing ahoot steakaht -
across his path ab as to secure the posibion -

oft the track:---Belore you attempt to do
that you must be a clear two yarda ahead of.
the fellow you have jusk passed. " Otherwise
8 collision, and yom will be.
the one to blame. A :

. Do thing mere. NWever forged that wo race
is lost unfil it i wor., There wHl be timea

when you feel yeour wind has-failed you, ™ .
fhat your -

that your legs are heavy as Jead,
feet won't come Torward, that it iy a shesr

Ampossibility for yon Lo keep going o uniH-

the tape—such an awbtul long way ahead!—
is reached, There are yivals in frost. of you
whom it.is out of the question thal you
should 2ateh up, TR U S S
Ihat_ ia =t the moment when you. wank.
to call upon every bit of resahiiion i your
make-wp—when youi will conbinue bo gob, over
the ground by sheer will-power. Those [cllowas.
ahead whom you despair_of pateling arc prob-
ably thinking much the rRame as yourself —of
the impossibility of staving even a few seconds
longer.  The runners -behind you ore Vo

bikely thinking .of you as you. are of the .

leaders. (et an inspiralion from such know.
ledge, and keep woing on. It i3 'I,ilm_ sluyer
Lo the finish who mest freguest]y wins. . And

howewser bl you are feeling, do not forget .

that the other féllows [eft in 4he race are

feeling just s bad we you ave—perhaps worace.
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