we: ' THE MYSTERY OF THE SILVER SCUD!”

A Long and Breathlessly Excltmg Cump‘lete Story of the Schoolboy Yachtsmen!

Yol. XXI1.

WITH WHICH IS INCORPORATED

'THE “GREYFRIARS HERALD.” [
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BILLY BUNTER LANDS IN FRANCE! NO ESCAPE FOR THE “BILKER " DF GRETFRIARS'

(A humorous incident from the leng complete tale in this Issue.)
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“FTHE BOYS' FRIEND" Every
1 Monday

“THE MAGNET" Every Monday
“THE POPULAR"™ Every Tuesday
‘““THE GEM"” Every Wednesday
“CHUCKLES ™ Every Thursday

*THE ‘HOLIDAY ANNUAL"
Puoblished Yearly
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NEXT MONDAY'S PROGRAMME.

For next Mondav, the outstanding [eature
is umdoubtedly the thrilling Jong complefe
story of Harry Wharton & Co., the chams
of (reyiriars., Personally, although 1 have,
of enurse, read every story ever published in
the * Magnet ” Library, 1 think that onr next
story is the finest and most thrilling of all.

A baffling mystery surrounds those aboard
the Silver Scud, the vacht uwpon which Lord
Manleverer 1= entertaining his friends, Harry
Whartoen S Co.—and one who is net exaetly
a feiend, William George Bunter!

Mauleverer and the others are persistently
alarmed by the attentions of Gideom Gaunt,
a man whom they hiave 2¢en hut have never
beenn able to eateh. He bas become the
terror o0 their lives. And mext week's story
15 entitled :

“THE TERROR TRACKED DOWN!"
By Frank Richards.

NIRRT AR TR LR LA LAY

TR TR ERE TR TR

a1

Harry  Wharfon  is  attaeked hy  the
mysterions foe, and even that foils to deter
Wharton from fighting against the man they
emtiot find. He *“earries on,” despite his
danger and the warning the attoes implics,
aud, tn the end, e snceeeds in tracking down
the man eesponsible for all the trouble.

The fact that he nearly boses his Jife in
sg doing will telt you that the adventare is
a thriller.

For shecr excitement, the story of “The
Terror Traeked Down ™ will atand for n long
time as one not likely to bo heaten. It

Address vour letters to: The Editor, THE }§
MAGNET LIBRARY, The Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, Londen, E.C.4,
always pleased to hear from my chyms,
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I am

aurpazses every other story ever written—and
A =2tory nas to be very gond to surpags even

oune of these published in the “Magoet "
Library.

I do ot want o zsingle  reader of the
“Magnot U Library to miss this 2tory. I wimt

#verTy one of you reading this notice to fell
every oné of your [feiends that if they really
witt to resd o megniicent, eclean, thrilinge
school story, they cannot do  better than
order a1 copy of next Monday's “Magnet”
Libhrary.

I have already writfen to Mr. Frank
Richards fo compliment bim upon the splen-
did vurn he hus sent for publication in next

Mondayv's “Maonet,” and [ shall he very
prlegsod el to tell bim what vou think of
it, =0, whil=t vou jook forwarnl to resding

the story, 1 shall be lookiog [orward Lo hear-
ing from yvou—and 1 have to walt a ftew more
day=s than have vou!

ANOTHER SPECIAL SUPPLEMENT.

in the centre of next week’s issue of the
“Mapnet " Library there will appear another
specin]l supplement—derald Loder’s Number
af the “Greviriars Herald.”

Gerald Loder, as you kpnow, is a prefect,
who has very peculiar ideas, He thinks that
the best way to make himsell popular 15 by
bullying those smalier than himeell. He also
thinks that Harry Wharton & €o. of the

Remove have very little respect for prefects,

He iz gquite wrong in hoth those ileas, at
least.  Harry Wharton & Ce. huve o very
great respeet for sveh prefects as George
Winzate, head prefect and captain of Grey-

frinrs, ond Tem North, Gwynne, and
Hammersley, For Loder’s gort they bave no
respect.  Bullles nover will gain roepect, what

evey else they zeenrs fhroupgh their leeties.

Loder’'s peculiar  idend, therefere, gave
Harey Whuarton reason to think that his
“Herald” weuld be very interesting if con-
tratled, for one week only, by Oerahl Loder
himself,

Resnit—Gerald Loder took on the iobh, just
to nir his views, a8 ho ;Jtlh it, nned yon will
zee it next Mooday o the " Magonet”
Library. ;

" BEST Boys’

Books on the

Markret.

THE
BOYS’
FRIEND
LIBRARY

Eandal i,
No.626.—IN QUEET

No g2, —YOUNG YARDLEY. .
A splendbd yarn of the Australlan crickelers in Epgland. By Richard

OF A
A mwaenificent story of the hoxing ring.

No. 627T.—THE BOY WITH FIFTY MILLIONS. f
= A prand tale af arhoolboy fun and adventure.

No. 628 —THF RED RAFPIERS.
A powerful romance of the Middle Ages,

WCRLD CHAMPION.
By Walter Edwards.

By Yictor Nelson. }

By Morlion Pike.

varn of life and adverfure in the Xavy. By Géoffrey and

introducing GRAXITE

Fourpence
Per Yolume Wo.820. -CHUMS AFLOAT!
A satirrin
Andrew Gray,
No.243.—THE CRIMSON DOMIND.
A tale of Sexion Blake, Tinker, and Pedra.
THE GRANT (the King's Spy) and MADEMOISELLE JULIE.

No. 244 —-THE HOUSE OF
fnerinuting tals of mystery and adventure in Tondon and the
By the author of “The Gnat,™ eto,, eto,

SEXTON
BLAKE

Lake Discrict.

GHOSTS.

No. 245 —THE LAMA'S SECRET.

A romance of London and Tibet—the Forbidden Land.

LIBRARY |

Fourpenta
Per Yolume

By the author of < The

No. 247.—-THE

THE M GNED LIBEARY,— N0, 758,

CAEE OF THE VANISHED
A tale of thrilling adventure and clever detective work.
Aulbor of “The Case of the Deserted Wife,"™ elo.

Now on Sale., Buy Your Copies TO-DAY !

No. 246.—THE WERE-WOLF OF DLPHINSTONE.
A wonpderful story of baffling myatery, introducing DB, FERRARD.
Diamond Fload, '™ oto.

HUSBAND.
By tha

1 fact that,

The arly thing which upset Loder was thd
unbeknown to him, once or fTwo
articles not compiled at his direction got inbos .
the supplement! '

THE FIRST OF SEPTEMBER.

It would not he fair if I did not again warn
every reader of this paper that the " Holiday
Annual ™ will be on sale on the First of
septembor,

Towards the end of the year, yon know,
fathers, hig brotherz, and unele: hegin to
think about Christmas, Christimas means
prezentsa,  And Love anpd mirls want presents
which please them. That bs why s0 many big
hrothers, Fathers, amd uneles Keep a lecked
drawer at home in which to hide copies of
thie “Holiday Anpual.”

But nof every reader of the “Magnet ™
Library haz uncles-or big brothers who want
to make them o present of the “Holiday
Annual.” They have to get it for themeelves.
It iz hecanse I Enow this that I warn every
by amd  gziel reader of the “Magnet ™
Libirary that theré is going to Le record rush
for thiz year's ssue of the “ Holiday Annual,”
and the only wav te make certain of a copy
of this magnificent volume is. by ordering it
in advance st vour mewsagent's,

Some of you, perhaps, hive never seen &
copy of the “Holiday Anmmel.” It is &
velume of well aver three homdred and Afty
pazcs, packed froem cover to cover withy
grand stories of Greyfriars, Rookwood, and-
. Jim's:; adventure stories, sports storiegd
drticles and poems, sketebes, and colonredd
plates, tricks, and pozzles—everything that!
the modern bov and girl wants.

And the “ Holiday Annuwal ” appears onea
n year, amd the First of September is the
date for the publication of this year's izsue,

DON'T FORGET 1T!

NOTICES.

Correspondence.

A. Thomas, 20, Quarella Road, Rridgend,
wighes to correspond with * Magnet " readers
interested in bieyeles, .

Juck Bell, 40, Reld Road, Sth. DPunedir,
New  Zealand, wishes fo  correspond withe
readers of the Companion Papers. Age 12.

W. (. Davies, 82, Woodlands Park Road,
K. Gréenwich, Lomdon, wishes fo correspond
with readers in France, to improve his know-
ledee of Freneh.

. A, Fnulkiner, 81, High Street, Womdside,
Dudley., Worcestershire, would like readers for
hiz amateur magazine, the *“ Journalists’
Review " oan he obtained « post free, two-
pence, irom the above address.

R. Spinks, 13 Platoon, D Co., 4th Battalion
K.RR.C., Quetta, Baluchistan, Inidiu,
N.W.F., wishes to correspond with readers
atywhere,

your €ditor.

No Goals — No
Entrance Fee.
Scottish and Irish
Resaders may
enter. For [ull
particulars see
this week's

ANSWERS

Price 2d.

- MUST
BE

WON

Now on Sale i
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By

A Magnificent Long Complete
Tale of the Holiday Adventures
of Harry Wharton & Co. and
Lord Mauleverer of Greylriars,
on board the Ilatter's yacht.

RICHARDS.

(Author of the Famous Greyfriars Stories appearing in the ‘“ POPULAR.")

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Bath !

gt OLL out, Bunter!”
snore !
“Brekker in ten minutes !”

Snore !

Billy Bunter, rechning at his eaze in
his bunk on board the Siver Beud,
snored determinedly.

He must have heard Bob Cherry's
voice—everybody on Lord Mauleverer’s
yacht could hear it, for that matter,

But Billy Bunter snored on regardless.

Bunter did not see any reason for
turning out. It was bad enough to
turn out of bed during term at Grey-
friars. But at school there was no
choice about the matter. On holiday,
Bunter preferred to loaf in bed till about
half-past nine. _

But loafing was a difficult matter when
Bob Cherry was o member of the party.
Bob himself was bursting with energy,
and he had no mercy on slackers,

“Do you hear, Bunter?” roared Bob.

Bnore !

Bob Cherry strode across the state-
room and grasped Bunter's bedclothes,
They came off in a bunch, and there was
a howl instead of a snore from William
Creorge DBunter.

“Yow! Wharrer you up to? Lemme
me alone, you beast!”

“Hallo, hallo, halle! Are you awake
now 7"

* Beaat [™

“Barely time to bathe before
brekker!” said Bob Cherry severely.

“Yah! I'm not going to bathe ! 'T'his
is a holiday, isn't 1t?”" howled Bunter,
“ Besides, L don't need all the washing
you do! I'm clean!” )

“The cleanfulness i1s not terrific, my
esteemed Bunter,” said Hurree Jamsct
Ram Singh, looking in at the door.

“Yah! Gimme my blankets, Bob
Cherry !” ]

“ Aren't you turning out?” asked Bob
persuasively. . ‘

“No!" roared Bunter,

“Sure?"” asked Bob.

“Yes" )

# Your mistake,” said Bob cheerfully;

20€

“you are! Lend a hand with the fat
bounder, Inky.”

“With pleasure, my esteemed chum.”

Billy Bunler came out on the floor
with a bump and a yell. There were
footsteps outside, and Ilarry Wharton
and Nugenft and Johnny Bull looked in,
grinning.

“Pig-killing ?"" asked Wharton,

“Yarooooh '™

“Only lending Bunier a hand,” ex-
plained Bob. “He thought he didn’t
want to turn out—mnow he's changed his
mind. Haven't you, Bunter?”

“ Beast 1"

“He thinks he doesn't want a bath,™
continued Bob Cherry. * But he's going
to change his mind about that, too.
Aren't you, Bunfer?”

“Yah!"

“ All hands to the mill,” chuckled Bob.
““He’s not a feather-weight. You take
his legs, lnky and Nugent.”

““IHa, ha, ha!” -

“You other fellows take his arms.”

‘l]'_..Eggn 1!1

Wharton and Johnny DBull captured
a fat arm each.

“Now I'l take his cars!”

“Yooop 1"

“Now, all together!” gasped DBob.
“This way, Bunter! Dash it all, we

J really need the capstan for this job!™

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

In the grasp of the Famous Five,
Billy Bunter was whirled out of his
cabin, roaring, tangled in his pyjamas,
which, as they were the property of
Lord Mauleverer,” were much too long
for him, though hardly wide enough.

He came out in the midst of the
juniors with a rush, and there was a
sudden collision in the passage. Mr,
Poynings, the mate of the Silver Scud,
was coming along, and the merry juniors
did not see him in time. They crashed
right imto the young man and sent him
spinning. and siaggering back from the
EEE::.}I-:, they let Bunter roll,

“Wha-a-t—what  the
spluttered Poynings.

“Yaroooh !’

“0Oh dear! gasped Beb Cherry,

thunder——"

staggering against the bulkhead. * Oh,
my hat! BSorry!”

“The sorrowfulness is terrific!”

“ Awlully sorry!” gasped Wharton.

Poynings sat on the polished planks,
quite knocked out, for the moment, by
the ecollision. Bunter sat up a few feet
from him, and blinked at himn and yelled.

“Ow! My neck's broken! Yooop!
Both my legs are dislocated! Ow, wow !
Beasts! Help !

“Good gad, what's the matier?” ex-
claimed Lord Mauleverer, arriving on
iﬁhn spot from the saloon., * .:‘.nﬁ.lﬂd}r
urt ¥’

“Ow! Yes! TI'm hurt! Yarooch!”

Harry Wharton gave Mr. Poynings a
hand up. The young mate’s rather
handsome face was dark with anger—
somebody’s elbow had jammed on his
well-shaped Greek nose, and hurt ii.
But his looks cleared in a moment, and
he contrived to smile.

“You should be a bit more careful
with your larking,” he said, and went
on his way.

“Now for Bunter!” said Bob Cherry.
“Come on, Bunter!"”

‘‘ Beast !

“QOpen the bath-room door, Franky!"

“Yah! Leggo!”

Billy Bunter struggled wildly in the
grasp of the merry Hemovites. But his
struggles were in vain. He was borne
on mto the bath-room, where Nugent
had turned on the taps.

“Oh, you awful rotters!” howled
Bunter, “I tell you I don't want a
bath! I don't need a bath! I'm not
going to have a bath! Help!”

Splash ! :

Billy Bunter sat in the bath, pyjamas
and all. He gave a horrified yell as the
water swirled round him,

“Grooogh! Yooop! Beasta! Fire!
Help !

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow " _

The Famous Five crowded out, leaving
Billy Bunter to enjoy his bath. It was
his first since he had come aboard the
Silver Scud, and certainly he ought to

Tne Magsxer Lisrary.—-No. 738

Copyright in ihe United States of America.
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Lave enjoyed it. Bul judging by the
comnds that followed the Famous Five
as they retreated, the Owl of the Remove
was not enjoving it at all,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Hidden Enemy !

11 ALLO, hallo, hallo! What's
H up, Mauly g
Lord Mauleverer, the dandy

of the Remove, was standing
in the pastage where the Famous Five
hads left him. There was a startled ex-
pression on his lordship’s face. IHe held
in his hand a slip of cardboard, and he
was staring at it blankly, almaost davedly.

“ Anything  up?”  asked  Harry
W harton.

“Yaas." .

“Well. what's the merry row?” in-

quired Bob.

“Look at that!” .

Lord Mauleverer held up the eard-
Loard slip. The faces of the FFamous
Five became grave at once. A brief
message was written on the slip, in
capital letters. It ran:

THE LAST WARNING! )
THE RANSOM, OR DEATH IN
24 HOURR.—G. G.

The Greviviars juniors looked at the
Jip, and at one another, with sturtled
faces. That hrief message brought back
to their minds the haunting mystery of
the yacht—the strange. baffling mystery
that™ had already cast & deep shadow
over their holiday trip.

wideon CGaunt sgain!” said Nugent,
with a quick, startled look round, as
if he half-expected to see the man with
the black beard and the misshapen nose
standing at his elbow,

“Vaas!"” muttered Lord Mauleverer.

“Where did you get that, Mauly?”
asked Harry Wharton quietly.

“Picked 1t up—just here.” ‘

“Tn the passage?” exclaimed Whar-
{ Ot

“Yaas; a minite ago.”

Wharton wrinkled his brows.

“ Tt wasn't there when we came along
to Bunter's voom,’ he =aid. “I'm quite
ciire of that! We should have seen it.”

“Quite sure!” said Johnny Bull

“Well, I saw it lyin’ there after you
fellows passed along,” said Lord Maule-
verer. ‘' It's jolly queer, what? ‘That
fellow with the boko is still en hoard the
Silver Seud, somehow. I'd better show
this to uncle Brooke."

“It bedats me hollow,” :aid Bob
Cherry, as the juniors followed Lord
Mauleverer, in a very grave and seripus
ool Tiow, “Wa Ill]ﬂ'u.' jﬂ“}* “‘ﬁ” thﬁt-
that blackmailing villain 1:sn’t on bhoard
- -the yacht’s been searched from end to
end and top to boHtomn. How did he get
the message here?”

“He must be on board,” said Harry,

“PBaut he can’t be! Where could he
b 77

Wharton shook his head.

That mystery was ioo deep for him,
and he gave it up. From the hour the
yvacht had left England, it had been
haunted by the unscen presence of the
man  with {he misshapen nose. The
closest search had failed to reveal any
sign of a stowaway hidden on board—
and yet, unless the man possessed super-
natural powers, he was there! He ]I-':(z‘xd
heen seen—he had been touched—Frank
Nugent still bove the signs of his
struggle in the dark with the ruthless
rascal.

NEXT
MONDAY !

Tue Magser Lierary.—No. T58.

““THE TERROR TRACKED DOWN!"

|17

“Unless he's a giddy phantom ! mut-
tered Bob. *“ Dash it all, it really looks
as if the ship's haunted!”

“Some of the crew think so,” =saud
Nugent, in a low voice, “But that's
rotT But—what does it mean?”’

There was no answer possible to that
guesiion.  But the faces of the Grey-
friars juniors were clonded by the mys-
Lery, and the sense of hidden danger,
brought home 1o their minds once more
Ly the threatening message Lord Maule-
verer held i his hand.

Sir Reginaid Brooke was at the break-
fast table, and thers was a slightly worn
look upon his kind old face. Mauly's
uncle and guardian felt the anxiety of
the strange situation more keenly than
the light-hearted juniors—much more
keenly than Lord Mauleverer himself.
Danger, though it was very real and
near, made no perceptible difference to
Lord Mauleverer’s easy, placid cheerful-
ness,

“What is that, Herbert?" asked the
old baronet, as Mauly laid the card on
tha table beside him.

** Another billet-doux from our giddy
friend the enemy, uncle,” answered the
schoolboy earl,

Hundreds of
Pages of Fun
and Adventure.

Magnificent
Coloured Plates
IN THE THRT

HOLIDAY
ANNUAL!

Sir Reginald glanced at the card, and
started, and bit his lip. It was not the
first time, by more than one, that he
had read a threatening message from
Lord Mauleverer’s mysterious enemy.

His face paled a little.

“Where did you pet this, Herbert?"
he asked, in a faltering voice.

“T picked it up near the bath-room,
nncle. It was lyin’ on the floor. Left
up there for us to see, 1 suppose.”

“Or dropped,” said Harry Wharton.

“Yaas, 1t might have been dropped—
only if that merchant with the boko had
<hown up in the daylighi, dear boy, we'd
have seen him—unless he's a jolly old
hodiless phantom.™

“ Blessed if it doesn’t look as if he 1s,”
saifl Baob.

The juniors turned to their break-
fasts: the incident, startling as it was,
had not impaired their appetites, ren-
dered all ihe more healthy by the keen
zen air, But Sir Reginald g]‘ﬂﬂkﬂ did
not eat. The worn and troubled look
settled more deeply upon his face. He
was silent for a long time, and when he
spoke, his voice was faltering.

“This passes comprehension,” he said.
““There i1s no way of explaining it—but
this scoundrel, Gideon Gaunt, has access
to the yacht—though it is far from land.
I cannot understand it—but there it is!

Herbert, my boy, you are not safe from
the villain on the Silver Scud.”

“ All serene, uncle,” =zaid Lord Maule-
verer carelessly. )

“We'll look after Mauly, sir!” saud
Dob Cherry.

“You were not able to look after
Herbert when he was attacked on the
last occasion,” said the old baronet.
“ And even now, this message has been
dropped almost at hizs feet, and none of
you eaw the man. Herbert, it seems
to me that it would be wiser, and safer,
to turn the yacht back to England,
where vou will, at least, have the pro-
tection of the police.”

“And run away from that skulkin’

blackguard, uncle?” exclaimed Lord
Mauleverer. “ Not unless you order me
lo, sir.”

“I am your guardian. my boy, and
responsible for your safety,” said Sir
Reginald. "1 cannot protect you from
this ruffian.”™

“T'm not afraid. sir,” said Mauleverer
cheerfully. “If ihe rascal shows him-
self, we'll handle him all right. He
can't get at any of us without showin’
up. I lock my door at night now an’
keep my light burnin’, as you told me—
I'm safe enough. Nothin' happened
lust night, you see. Tha rascal’s tryin’
to frighten us into shellin’ out black-
mail.”

““He ia clearly a desperate scoundrel,”
said the old gentleman, with a worried
brow. ‘““He has powers that I cannot
understand. In a former threatening
message he directed us to fly the white
ensign half-mast as a signal that the ran-
som for your safety would be paid—"

“You're not thinking of doing that,
sirf”  exclaimed Lord  Mauleverer
ruickly.

The old baronet did not reply. Dut it
was clear from his look that he was
thinking of it. The mysterious presence
of the haunting enemy, who ecould not
be discovered, but who seemed to come
and go as he chose, while the yacht was
at sea, was beginning to tell on the old
gentleman’s nerves. !

“Tt couldn’t be done, =ir," said Lord
Mauleverer quielly, '*Why, if the rascal
neited ten thousand pounds by threat-
enin’ us hike this, wﬁat’ﬁ to stop him
from goin’ on? When he wanted more
money he would begin again—and
what's to stop him, when he seems to
have the power of hauntin’ us like a
ghost? No surrender, sir.”

Sir Reginald nodded.

“You are right, Herbert. But—if
anything should happen to you on this
voyage, I could never forgive myself.”

““You wouldn’t be to blame, uncle. It
would be rotten to give in to that
scoundrel—better face anythin’ than
knuckle under to threats, You'vre not
eatin' vour brekker, sir.”

The subject dropped; the old barenet
remaining silent, and the jumiors con-
versing in subdued tones. When they
went on deck later—leaving Billy Bun-
ter alone to a late but ample breakfast—
they saw Sir Reginald in consultation
with Captain Hawke and Mr. Poynings
in the chart-house. Evidently the old
baronet was consulting the two officers
on the subject of the latest threat from
the hidden enemy,

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Not Bunter !
“I
“your bath, Bunter?”
“ Beast " .
Harry Whartan & Co. were leaning on

8AY, wvou fellows i
““Hallo, hallo, hallo!

Got aver

A SPLENDID TALE OF HARRY WHARTON & CO'S
HOLIDAY ADYENTURES. :: By FRANK RICHARDS.



Further Adventures of the Chums of Greyfriars in the *‘ Popular '’ Every Week!

the deck-rail, watching the cliffa of
¥France growing nearer aml neaver over
the blue sea. The holt August

the French coast.
dizmizsed from their minde, for the pre-
sent, at leazt, itha mysterious
from Gideon Gaunt—and Lord Maule-
verer, siretched at ease in a canvas deck-

«<haiwr, certainly looked ag if he had not
a trouble in the world upon s noble

rhoulders, .

Billy Bynter, fortified with a subhstan-
fial hrnal-#a.:-;t-, had apparently recovered
from his involuntary bath., His fat face
was - quite bright and cheerful as he
jeined the jumiors on deck,

He turned ks spectacles upon the
white eliffs that seemed to rise from the
sea, and®blinked at them.

“Is that England?” he asked.

“ France, fathead!”

“Rot!" gaid Bunter. *“The white
clifi= of old England—1 know all about
it. You can’t pull iny leg!”
“England basn’t a monopoly of white
cliffs 1" said Harry Wharton, laughing.
“Ours are the best, of eourse—-"

“Hear, hear!”

“But that litile lot belougs to Johnny
Crapaud,” said the captain of the
Remove., “We're p:ninf: to get a run
ashore In France to-day.”

“Good!”  said Bunter, “If
France you'll be lucky to have me with
you. A fellow who ean speak splendid
I'rench—-"'

“T'm afraid you won’t be able to come
ashore, Bunter,” said Harry.

“Why not?" demanded
warmly.

“You've got ne passport.”

“Rot! Passports ought 1o have been
aliolished long ago ! growled Bunter.
“Like the Goverument’s cheeck, I think,
to keep un that rot. years after the war.
Just to keep on officials, T suppose.”

“They ought to be abolished, but
they're not,” said Harry; “and as the
matter stands, 1 don’t think you'd he
allowed to land.”

“T jolly well shall land roared
LBunter. “I'm not going to be left on
this blessed old tub while you fellows
run ashore. You can lend me your pass-

Bunter

r!'l

port, Wharton."
“Your name's noi Wharton, you
mlﬁ!

*1 can say ir ig, can't 17" demandad
Bunter—evidently not of - the same
opinion as the late lamented Ceorge
Washington, who could not tell g lie—
perhaps,

“The photograph's on it, fathead ' I
suppose they wouldn't be likely to take
my photograph for vours, even if you
pitched them a whole string of whop-

pers.”

“That's all right,” said Bunter,
“Ther'd simply suppose I'd grown a lot
better-looking since the photograph was
taken.”

“ Wha-a-at?"” ejaculated Wharton.

“Ha, ha, hat” .

“Bo that's settled.’” said Dunter
cheerfully,  “1 say, vou fellows, what's
th: name of that place? There's a town
or something. I can mske ont houses.”

The juniors chuckled. The houses Lad
been visible to them for a considerable
time, buot they had only just dawned

upon the shortsighted Owl of the
Remove.
“Blest if T can see anvthing to

cackle at!"” said Bunter. “1I tell you
there's a8 town there, or a  village, or

something. I say, Poynings, what is
that placa called '-.‘”;r
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him, *“*Groooh! Beasts ! Fire!

Billy Bunter struggled wildly in the grasp of the merry
struggles were in vain, He was borne on into the bath-roomi. Splash !
Bunter sat in the bath, and he gave ;g[mrﬁﬁa& yvell as the water swirled round

elp
Famous Five ; and they left him to enjoy his bath.

Removites, But his

““Ha, ha, ha ! * roared the
(Yee Chapter 1.)

The mate of the Silver Send was near
the juniors, and he glanced round,

“Le Bosquet!" he answered,

“Is 1t a port?" asked Dunter.

“No,; a 'rench beliday resort.”

“What's that Ing white bulding with
the trees round it ¥ asked Buuter, blink-
tng  at Le Bosquet through his big
glasses.

*The casino,’
walked away.

- Bunter's eyes glistened through his big
i,flq.ﬂst:a. Bunter prided himself upon
eing a sportsman, though his sportin
proclivities did not resemble those o
Harry Wharton & Co.

“I say. vou fellows, that’s ripping '™
he exclaimed. *That’s the place where
they gamble, you know—the casino. |
say, what a ripping chance for a little
Hutter!"

“Fathead !”

“Of course, you feilows ain't sport-
ing,” said Bunter disdainfully. *“You'rc
tame—very tame! But, 1 sav, when 1
came on board at Margate, 1 didn'y
bring my luggage, as vou know. T left
all my banknotes locksd up in a trunk."”

““Must have been a tremendous big

* said Poynings. and he

trunk, to hold them all!” remarked
Johnuy Bull sarcastically.
“Ha, La, ha!” .

“Oh, really, Bull—"

“¥You won't want any money, Bunter,
as you can't go ashore,” said Bob.

“I'm going ashore, of course. How
ean I have a flutier at the casino with-
out guing ashore? And I shall want
some tin.'

“Then it’s safer locked up in the big

trunk at Margate,” said Harry Whar
ton, with a laugh.

“1 say, you fellows, T suppnse you
can shell out on an occasion like this.
You're not going to leave a guest stony-
broke, are you, Mauly ?”

-i-l-‘:'m"i.:.ﬁﬂ

“Now, look here, Mauyly ——~
ZDry up, Bunter,” saii Wharton.
“Yon're not going ashore, and if veu
did, you wouldn't be allowed into the
easing.

“Who'd stop me, I'd jolly well like to
know " exclaimed Bunter.

“Guardian wouldn't allow it!” said
Mauleverer.

Finding it useless to argue with the
Famous Five, Billy Bunter walked dis-
concolately off in search of a little snack,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Trip Ashore !
5 IX for the boat!" said Lord
Mauleverer, after lunch,
The 8ilver Seud was  at

anchor in the blue bay of Le
Bosquet. Three or four other craft lay
there, and nnumerable boats wers
glhiding over the calm waters. From the
trees on the cliff the white casino looked
oul seaward, dazzling in the * sunshine.
Harry Wharton & Co. were keenly anti-
cipating a run ashore in a foreign land
—though the green tables at the casino
did not enter into their Imaginations at
all. Bunter was the only member of the
party for whom that shady folly had any
attraction.
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“1 =say, Mauly, I'm coming!"” eaid
sunter, hotly aud indignantly,

Lord Ma.uﬁ;w:rnr lookent perplexed.

“Unele says that a - passpert 1s
vwanted,” he answered.

“Oh, T can wedge in with the rest!”
wrged Bunter,

“Well, ask nunkv.” said Lord Maule-
verer,  1t's for hum to settle. What
he says o

Billy

oes, dear boy
unter rolled away to scek Sir
Heginald,  The old baronet was not
going ashore himself; Mr, Poynings,
the mate, was going, and he had con-
siented to take charge of the party of
juniors,  Not that they needed taking
charge of, in their own opinion; but Sir
Hemnald did not see eye to eye with the
Groyfriars juniors in all matters.

Bunter was fairly thick-skinned, but

esenn he felt a little abashed as he
approached the old baronet. Sir
Reginald greeted him with a rather

steely glance.

*T wanl to go ashore with Lhe fellows,
air,” snid Bunter.

*“¥Yau have no passport *"”

“ Left it at Margate with my luggage.™
enid Bunter,

“Well, T understand that foreigners are
nol allowed lo land without passports,”™
saul S Reginald,

* Dute——"

“I am afraid thai closes the maliler,
Punter.™ :

Sir Reginald resumed his paper; and
Bunter, baffed, rolled away in a state of
great wraih. lle found the Greyfriars
party going down the gangway into the
boat.

“1 ¢ay, you fellowsg——-"

“Ta-ta, Bunter!”

* Beasts 1"

The boat pushed off, DBilly Bunier
walching it row away wilh a morose eye.
Mr. Poynings was steeving. Harry
Wharton & Co. felt a little sorry even for
Bunter; but in the circumstances i could
pol be helped. Bunter shook a fat fAst
after the boat.

It glided swiftly over the blue walers,
and was lost among the other gliding
boats. Buuter enorted angrily and dis-
cantentedly, and rolled disconsolately
along the deck. He sguatted m Lord
Mauleverer's favourite comfortable chair
for a ume: bul he was restless, He
wanted to go ashore. Especially he
wanted not to miss that chance of a life-
time—a futter at the white casino on the
hillside. e began toe “mooch ™ about
the trim yacht, as it swung at anchor,
like an animal in a cage,

Without the juniors the Silver Scud
swamed very silent and deserted. Captamn

ifawke was cccupied in the chart-room ;-

Sir Reginald Brooke had fallen asleep
over his mewspaper in the smoke-room.
There was a musical tinkle of ¢rockery

from the galley, and a drowsy murmur of

voices from lwo or three seamen on deck.
Billy Bunter felt immensely bored. If this
was vachting, he might as well have
«aved on in Margate, he reflected in-
dignantly. Cheeky bensls to go ashore
and leave a fellow hehind!

Soveral pleasure-boats, pulling across
the bay. passed quite near Lhe anchorad
vacht, their occupants curious to look at
the handsome English crafl.  Bally
Fonter eyed them, and the idea came into
his fat mind of begging a passage ashore
i one of thein. But none of them came
near enough for Bunter to geb his rather
difficuli French into operation,

But a rusty looking boat, with a rusty-
looking bearded man in it, came rowing
closer at last,  The rusty-locking man
rested on his oars under the yachi's
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counter, tending off with one oar as his
boat washed too near, and looking up at
Bunter's face over ihe rail with an
inviting grin.
“ You wanter go ashore !” he called ap.
“Dix francs. Ye:! Good—whati"
Bunter's eyes glistened.
- e knew ithat “dix franes " was len
[rancs, which represented about four
shillings at the modern rate of exchange.
Unluckily, Bunter's cash supplies were

limited to a threepenuy-piece and a
penny. Ile hesitated.

“You wanter go 'shore!” repealed ihe
boatman. *“Fine! Yea! What! Me
take! Moi! Fine boat! Yes! Ihx
francs! Low cheap price!”

“Too much,” said DBunter. “Trop,

you know." ;
“ Huit francs!” said the boatman.
“One franc,” said Dunter.

“Hein! Oh, mensieur !” said lhe boat-

nian reproachfully. *‘One franc! No!
Non! Pas possible! Joke? Yes! lHa,
ha! I row you 'shore—yes! You say

sept francs.” .

“Saven france!” murmured Bunter.
“1—1 wonder whether he would take a
threepenny-bit for seven francs.  After
all. 1t's worth no end of their rotten
foreign money. lle ought o be glad to

I?

?2 ? ?2 ?

Have You Ordered
Your Copy of the

HOLIDAY
ANNUAL

Yet?

zet it. DBesides, I may meet the chaps
ashore, and they can pay him, and give
hi[?]'l a good tip, too. I-—I think I'll risk
it.”

“You go?” ealled np the French boat-
man in his best English. “Oui? Say
vou shall go wiz I What? Oh, yes?”’

“Wee, wee, wee !"” answered Bunter.
“Comment 7 ejaculated the boatman.

“Eh? What's common?” asked
Bunter. **Wharrer you mean? Nomne of
your foreign cheek !V

“*Comment 7

“T'll go!” snapped Bunter. * Bring

the boat round under the gangway.
[.ucky those beasts left 1t there !

“ Monsieur dit——""

“Wee, wee, wee!” howled Bunier
angrily, afraid that the caplain might
come out of the chart-house and put a
stop to the proceedings. *Don’t you
undersiand your own dashed language?
Wee, wee ! Je go—1 mean, Jirar”

“Ah! Monsieur dit oui!"” ejaculated
the boatman, comprehending at last; and
he pgrinned -perhaps with pleasure at
hearing his own language spoken so
nicely.

“Wee, wee!” snorted BPunter.

e rolled away to the accommodation-
ladder, and the French boalman had his
rusty old craft ready there with great

speed.  Bunler zave a quick, alarmed
blink round, and scuttled down to the
boat and rolled in, narrowly escaping-a
plunge into the sea. The hoatman
grinned at him affably, fended off, and
put out his cars. And Billy Bunter, with
infinite satisfaction, lay back in the stern,
with his straw-hat on the back of his
head, and watched the white casino grow
larger and larger in the dazzling sunshine
on the hillside, while the Silver Scud
grew smaller and smaller behind.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Misadventures of a Bilk !

ROM a sirip of whiie sand a rock-
F stair led up the steep hillside to
the casino. Several boats with

gay awnings were floating there,
secured by their painters, and two: or
three holiday-makers were steppmg
ashora at the same time that Bunter
landed. Bunter's idea was that he would
be taken for a holiday-maker who had
gone out in a boat. and was returnmg
to the shore, like a crowd of others that
sunny Angust afternoon; and for 'that
reason he had pointed out the casino steps
to the boatman for a landing-place. " <

Apparently he was successful, for’no
one challenged his debarkation. :He
grinned with satisfaciion as he rolled
ashore—so satistied, that he almost forgcet
that a little matter siill had to be settled
with the boatman; thal rusty gentleman

still had (o be persuaded to accept an

English threepenny-piece as the equiva-
lent of seven French francs, unless the
Greyfriars party appeared in the offing 1n
lime. Bunter glanced to and fro, but
though he saw crovwds of holiday-makers,
endless arrays of siraw and Panama hats
and gorgeous parasols, he saw nothing of
Lord Mauleverer's party.

“Sept francs, s'il vous. plait, mon-
sienr !” said the hrown-faced, ragged-
Eearded boatman, {ouching his rag of a

at.

Bunier groped in his pocket, He pro-
duced the threepenny-piece with many
inward misgivin Now that the transit
was made he felt more doubtful than
before as to whether the boatman would
regard it as a just equivalent for seven
francs.

His misgivings were well-founded. The
boatman stared at the little silver coin,
and his polite smile was replaced by a
heavy frown, which gave his rded face
quite a startling, brigandish look,

“Sept francs " he repeated, ;

“1 haven’t any French money!"
explained Dunter,

“Comment ¥

“Jo  n'ai—n’ai
Francais ! stuttered
prenez "

“Mais oui! Payez donc! Sepl francs.
Cela !” said the boaiman, with quile a
snort at the threepenny-piece. "“Celal
Non! Non! Mille fois non!” o

“1 wonder what he means by milfaw-
nong ! murmured the hapless Owl. "Ik
can’'t be a French coin, I suppose. The
Least looks as if he's going to get
excited. I don't want to row with a
rotten foreigner. Cheating lot! T'll try
him with the other penny.”

Bunter added his last penny to the
threepenny-piece, and extended his fak
palm containing both coins towards the
French boatman temptingly. L

But the weatherbeaten longshoreman
was proof against the temptation, He
jumnped out of the boat and came closer
lo Buanter, waving two large brown hands

argent
“ Com-

pas any
Bunter.
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so axcitedly that the Owl of the Remiove
started back in apprehension of assaunlt
and battery.

“Payez donc!” shricked the boatman.
“Payez pour la course! N'est-ce-pas?”

“Blow nespar.” growled Bunter, ]
don't know what nespar means, but blow
it! Do you want the money or not ?

*Je demande zepl francs, el une franc
pour-boire,”

“Eh?"

“Bept francs,” shrieked the Loalman,
““at pour-boire !"

“What on earth ia a poor baw?"
groaned Bunter. “I don't believe he's
speaking French at all! It's some dushed
dialect, I suppose. Nothing like our
French at Greyfriars, I know that.”

“Sept francs!”

“¥Veila!” said Bunter, again extending
the threepenny-piece and the penny.
“There you are! Better than lots of

our dashed foreign money ! You can
ﬂl.‘tj" something with that! Take it or
leave 1t !"

““Payez donc!” roared the boatman,
now in a state of considerable excitement,
and his voice and gesticulations attracted
attention on all sides,

“Donk! What do you mean by
donk ?" snorted Bunler, * Look here—
YOVez ici =t

“Payez "

"Tnia it or leave it! You can't

awindle me,” said Dunter, apparently
unconscious of the fact tlmt it was not
the boatman who was the swindler of the

twa,

“Payez!” shouted the man. **Ah,
Coquin! Cochon! Payez done! N'est-
ce-pas? Ou le gendarme? Compienez-

vous maintenant ?"’

Bunter did not understand it all, hat
he knew the word * gendarme.” He
knéw that meant peliceman, and the
word sent a cold shiver down his back.

It war quile possible that a policeman,
called into the dispute, might suppose
that Bunier was trying to “bilk " the
boatman ! Awful, but quite iauaqihlu?

The Owl of the Remove glared round
hirn desperately for an avenue of escape.
IFrom the foot of {he steps in the rock
a path ran to the “plage,” which was
gwarming with holiday crowds in the
bright sunshine, Luckily for Bunter the
hoatman was also looking found him now
—for a gendarme. His Liroad back being
turned, Bunier seized the opportunity
and darted away, heading for ihe
i;P}agE.ll

Three or four excited voices from on-
lookers apprized the hoatman that the
bilk was escaping. The brown-faced man
whirled round after him, and rushed in
pursuit.

*“Oh crumbs " gasped Bunter.

Heavy footsteps behind him lent him
speed, Bunier raced as he never could
have raced on the cinder-path.

He came into the crowd with a rush,
and bumped inte a military gentleman,
with disastrons effect. A pair of red-
trousered legs went whirling in the air,
and DBunter rushed on, with the ouvi-
stretched hand of the infuriated boatman
close behind, : ;

It is said that faols rush in where angels
fear to tread. Billy Bunter was the very
reverse of a hero; but even a fellow of
iron nerve might have hesitated to land
in a foreign country in the way Bunler
had done. At the present moment
Bunter would have given all the wealth
of the casino to be safely treading the
deck of the Silver Scud once more. But
repentance came too late.

‘he boatman was close on his track,
yelling at the top of his voice. Other
voices yelled on all sides. Everybody
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seemed interestied. A French crowd is
never merely a group of orlookers,
Fvery member likes to take part in g e
proceedings that may be going. A dozen
voices adidressod Bunter and the boat-
man—all in French, of course. and tha
words might as well have been in (reelk
or Russian, for anvthing that Bunter
understood. Suddenly a strons arm was
thrown across his faf chest, barring his
way, and he came to a breathless, gasp.
g halt. In anotheér second the boatinan
was upon him, boeiling with fury and
indirnation,

A brown Eknuekly fist was shaken in
Bunter's terrified face.

“Payez!” roared the Loatman, * Sept
francs!  Ah, cochon que vous etes.
Vous mne pavez pas! Hein! Nous
verrons ! Pavez done !

“Qulest-ce que cest ™ asked three or
four voices,

The boatman explained volubly, and
half a dozen voices joined in, explaining
to Bunter that he must “payer.” Bunter
waved his hands in reply, and decided
that he had belter "not understand
French. Ile was terrified almost out of
his fat wits by this time., It was only
too clear that if the boutman did not get
his money he would proceed to vinlence,
with the sympathetic encouragement of
the thickening crowd-—and how could he
get his money when Bunter hadn't any ”
Never had a *“bilk ” so dee ly and
sincerely repented as Bunter didpal that
moment,

“Yaroooh!  Ilelp!” roared Billy
Bunter, as the exasperated boatman,
praceeding  from | words ta actions,

collared him violently,

“ Payez, ou je—"

“Yoop! Help! Rescue!™ roared
Bunter in dismay and terror. “Oh, my
bat!  Gerroff, you beast! Help!”

*Hajlo, hallo, hallo!”

That familiar exclamation fell likeo
beavenly harmeny on Billy Bunler's faf
citrs. . Never since Robkert Cherry had
teariied io speak had his voire been so
welcome fo any human ear,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Removites to the Reseye!

4 ALLO, halle, hallo 1™
H * Bunter !
Harry Wharton & Co. were

sauntering along the crowded
promenade, with the gay crowd, when
Brily  Bunter's terrified yells reached
Lhem. The chums of Greyfriars were
astounded to hear Bunier! They had
suppozed that he was safe on board the
Silver 8cud, if they had thought about
him at all. But Bunter's dulvet tonea
were not to be mistaken. They realised
that the Owl of the Remove was on
shore, that he was close at hand, and that
he was, as usual, in trouble. :

Bob Cherry pushed his way hurriedly
through the crowded circle ronnd Bunter,
s comrades following him. That Bunter
had brought his trouble, whatever it was,
tpon himself, the juniors had no doubt
whalever. But they felt that it was un to
them 1o lend a hand to a Greyfriars
fellow in distress—even Bunter.

*“Cherry, old chap!” gasped Bunier,

“What's the row ¥ demanded Bob.

The boatman gave him a glare, and

N N
il s 2
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The rusty-looking man rested on
off with ons oar as his boat
face over the rail with an inviting

out. *“* Dix Irancs. Yes! Good?™

washed too near,
grin,

his oars under the yacht’s counter, fending

and looking up at Bunter's fat
** You wanter go shere ? ** he called
““ Wee, wee, wee ! ” answered Bunter.

(See Chapter 4.)

e
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the crowd hustled all the juniors. The
better-class promenaders were giving the
scene a wide berth, as was to be expected,
and the rougher sort had gathered round.
There waz excitement on all sides, and
trouble in the air. But Harry Wharton
& Co. gathered round the hapless Bunter,
and the Owl of the Remove clutched hold
of Lord Mauleverer’s arm for protection,

“He's got a row on with a boatman,”
said Johnny Bull. “ Looks like a boat-
man! Bilking him, I dare say.”

“'The bilkfuiness is probably terrific.”

“0Oh, really, you fellows, I'm not to
Lime ! Speak to him—putb it to him in
French, Wharton! My French 18 too
good for these silly fools! They don't
understand it. Tell him he’s going to
have his money,”

“Calmez voua!” said Wharton
boatman. *On payera.”

“Tell him he's going
howled Bunter,

“] have, ass!”

“1t didn’t sound like it to me.”

te the

to be paid!”

Apparently it had sounded like it to-

the boatman, however, for he became
much less excited.

Y"Payez! Payer done!” came from a
dozen  voices round. “Clest  juste !
Payer pour la course N'est-ce-pas?
Pourquor pas? Payer done.™

“How much does he-want, Dunter ?"

“Beven francs.”

“Well, give it to him.”

“1 haven't any French money.”

“"T've got some,” said Johnny Bull,
“TI'll change some English money for
you, Bunter.”

“But I haven't any English money
either,”

[T Ei:rhut?!ﬁ

“You—yon see, I—1 offered him four-
pence, and he wouldn't tuke 1t.”

“Why should he take fourpence for
soven {rancs 7 :

“ Oh, really, Wharion %

“You mean to say you've hired a boat
ashore without any money to pay the
boatman ?"” demanded the caplain of the
Remove wrathfully,

S That's right, kick a fellow when he's
down !” said Bunter bitterly. *“Go it!
Call that sporting ¥”

Wharton controlled his feelings =with
difficulty. It was evident that Bunter
had to be pgot out of his scrape, at all
evients,

The captain of the Remove fell in his
pockets and produced a five-franc note
and two for a franc each, and tendered
them to the boatman. The horny hand
closed on them. :

“Merci, monpsieur !
sieur I

And the French boatman retreated,
and Billy Bunter was marched out of the
crowd by tha Greyiriars juniors,

“T say, you fellows, where are vou
gomng 27! nsﬁed Bunter,

“There’s a band in the gardens,” =aid
Wharton, “‘We're going to listen o it,
and have some coffes.”

“That’'s jolly tame,” said DBunter.
“Must dig np something livelier than
that if I'm going to stay with you.”

"' Well, we're not going to dig up any-
thing livelier,” said the captain of the
Remove grimly. *““Take vour choice, old
barrel.” monr

“TI'm hungry,” dis-
contentodly, ;

“Weil, you can have a cake with yor
coffee,” :

“What's a dashed cake when a fellow's
hungry 77 grunted Bunter. “If [ had
a pal with me who was stony, I'd lend
him a few pounds to get a blow-out.
There's a lot of pﬂatalrﬂrdﬁrﬂ waiting for
me in Margate !’
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Lord Mauleverer slid his hand into his
pocket. A emall loan was a light price
to pay to be relieved of Billy Bunter.

“Make it a thousand francs, old fellow,
and I'll settle as roon as we get back to
England,” said Bunier.

'“ﬂl—] _Eﬂ-d_!”
“Give him ten francs, if anything,”
said Bob. '

“You necdn't chip in when my pal
Mauly 18 making me a loan,” said
Bunter, with dignity. *“1 sav, what's
this? What the good of a hundred
francs to me?”  Bunter blinked with
great scorn at the note Mauleverer had
dropped into his fat palm,

“No good?"” asked Mauleverer,

“Cerlainly not.”

“Borry! Iland it over, then," said
Lord Mauleverer,

The hundred-franc note promptly dis-
appeared into Bunter's pocket. Tt was
apparently some good, after all,

“Now go and feed, and don’t worry,
Bunter,” said Wharton. “ When you've
fed you'll find us in the gardens. Look
for us near the bandstand. We've got
to join Mr. Poynings at the boat at
sIX,

“I'm not at all sure I shail be ready
to go on board at six,” said Bunter
calmly. “1 may be very busy.”

“Don’t be an ass. We can't keep
Paymings and the boat waiting."
~ “Why not?” said Bunter. “Poynings
i# a paid employee, isn’t he, and T sup-
pose wo can keep him waiting if we

want to.”
Lord Mauleverer looked

Bunter,

“¥You'll be ready to go on board at
six, Bunter,” he said sharply, *“and
don't speak of Mr. Pﬂyninq,'ﬂ like that
unless you want a thick ear

Bunter sniffed.

“Call that politeness
Mauly?"” he asked, :

Bob Cherry took the fat junior by the
collar and spun him round,

“Bunk " he said.

“Peast! Leggo!
Bunter, as Bob's
helped him to start.

Harry Wharton & Co. walked on into
the casino gardens, whence came the
sweet strains of the band, while Bunter
started for a building, upon the front
of which appeared, in large letters, the
magie word “RESTAURANT.” And
for the next hour William George

round at

to a guest,

Yoacop!” roared
boot landed, and

Bunter was the busiest fellow in Lo
Bosquet.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
. A Startling Meeting !

fully enjoyed their afternoon

in  the pretty seaside town.

They had rambled through the
town, and rambled on the hills outside,
aud bought souvenirs at the little shops
in the Grande Rue—which was not very
grand o look at—and picture postcards,
and had addressed and pnstec? quite a
budget of the last-named td friends in
IEngland. They had had a good tea, and
had been enjoying a stroll along the
promenade over the * plage,” when they
encountered Bunter. Now they were
resting at their ease in the carefully-
enltivated gardens that surrounded the
casino; while the band discoursed sweet
music, and gaily-dressed promenaders
passed and repassed with a ceaseless buzz
of rapid French talk. They had their
coffea and little sweet cakes at little
round tables under the. trees, feeling

HARRY WHARTON & CO. had

l\uitﬂ pleased with themselves and with
the universe generally. ;i
It did not_even cnter their mimﬁ‘é}u
investigate the interior of the dazzlifig
white building embosomed in the trees
and shrubs, The casino had no aitrae-
tion for their healthy minds, and ihey
gave it hardly a thought. The sld
baronet was well aware that he eeuld
trust them to keep out of shady condict,
though he would not have felt so sqre
about Bunter, Mr. Poynings wag in
official charge of the party; but, as a
matter of fact, Edgar Poynings had left
them a few minutes after landing,

Not that it mattered. The juniors had
no «doubt whatever of their ability to
take care of themselves. Paoynings had
mentioned that he wanted to see an old
friend who lived outside Le Bosquei—a
French comrade of the war days, the
juniors understood—and so he lef}t them
to themselves, which they liked all the
better. They had no objection to the
young man's company, but, naturally,
Lhey preferréd their ramble without the
supervision of an elder.

Having arranged when they were to
meet him at the boat, Peynings had dis-
appeared, and the jumors had seen
nothing more of him. They did not
specially want to till the time came for
returning to the Silver Seud.

“Jolly here, isn't it?" Bob Cherry
remarked. “I hope Bunter’'s enjoymg
his feed! If he stuffs to the tune of a
hundred francs he ought to have a good
time, even at the present rate of ex-
change.” .

“0Oh, really, Cherry——"" zaid an un-
expecied voice behind Bob's chair.

“My hat! Talk of angels!” ejacu-
lated Bob, turning his head. “FHallo,
hallo, hallo! Any of your waisteoat
buttons gone, Bunter?® -

“I haven't had half enough,” said
Bunter peevishly, “The waiter actually
had the cheek to want a pour-boire, you
know, and as the bill came to ninety-
nine francs and ninety centimes, there
was only a penny left over for him. I
told him he could have it.”

““1 hope he thanked you an his bended
knees!” gaid Johnny Bull, with sareasm.

“Kh? He didn't thank me at all,”
sald Bunter. “He gave me the ten-
centime piece back. Didn’t seem 1o want
it! I thought it check.  Waved  his
hands at me, and said something in his

idiotic language, sounded to6 me like
fwee——""
“ T ike what e e
“Fwee!” said Bunter. “Is that a

French word? Sounds to me like the
way that chap D’Arcy, at B8t. Jun's,
speaks.”

Y Perhaps 1t was ‘fuyez,’” grinned
Wharton. “In thai case he meant yon
were to clear off.” - . :

“Like his cheek, then—a good cus-
tomer like me,” said Bunter, * Rotten,
the way they ask for tips!© Never could
stand a felow asking for money. 1 =ay,
Mauly, will you lend me another hun-
dred francs?

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

““Blest if T see anything to cackle at!
You don't want a guest to go hungry, 1
suppose, Mauly?"” said Bunter reproach-
fully. “Of course, I shall settle up every
penny in a very short time, most hlely.
I expect to have quite a lot of money
soon.” :

“Is your postal-order following vou to
France?” asked Bob Cherry.

“Don’t you butt in, Cherrs, when I'm
talking to my pal Mauly. Can you make
it a -hundred francs, Mauly, old dear?”

{ Cortinued on pape 13.)

]

A SPLENDID TALE OF HARRY WHARTON & CO'S
HOLIDAY ADVENTURES. :: By FRANK RICHARDS.
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The ﬁmmm looked int> the larder ﬂw-:iI starfed bm:b with surprise al the stran

e white nppﬂrdmn which cuufrnn!e& them. Htﬁ'

Bunter had the appearance of a snowman. During the mgﬁe‘ a sack of flour hui burst o en, and the fat junior was smothered fr#m

‘kead to fool,

* Great pip! "

ejaculated Johnny Bull "Wha

s happened ?

O0M !

B It was the HArat atroke of eleven
sounding from the school clock-tower.
In the Remove dormitory, where the
juniors were tucked up in their beds, all was
peaceful and sereme. But as soon as the last
stroke of the hour had died away there was a

rustling movement from one of the beds.

Rilly Bunter sat up, and blinked around
him in the gloom.

“Anybody awake?” he murmunred.

“Hold that catch!” shouted Boli Cherry, in
his sleep. “Don't muff it, you butterfingers '™

Billy Bunter gave a chuckle,

“The coast is elear,” he muttered. “ Now
for the raid!"” -

The fat junior threw a hlanket around him,
over his pyjamas. Then he encased his plump
fect in a pair of shippers, and rolled noizse-
lessly out of the dormitory.

Down the stairs he went, proceeding with
caution, for the night was dark. And Bunter
had no desire to take a short cut to the
hﬂﬁEﬂm of the stairs and break his valuable
IeGK.

Billy’s objective was the school kitchen. Fe
was feeling :xtremely packish, and be praved
that “he cook might have left a pie lying
about.

Cautiously he” shuffled alonz the winding
corridors, until at last he reached his desired
haven.

“Now we'll see what we can find!" he
muftered. "I won't put the light on, or
somebody may spot it!"

Supplement s.]

Billy groped his way roupnd the spacious
kitchen, hoping to find something of an edible
natore on the dresser or on the table.

He was stumbling to and fro in the dark-
ness, purauing his quest, when the sound of
approaching footsteps came to his ears.

Billy Bunter gave a gasp of alarm. Some
body was coming into the kitchen!

It wus a time for instant action.

Bunter happened to be standing in close
proximity to the larder door. He pulled it
open and popped inside. Then he closed the
door, and stepped back into the darkpess of
his hiding-place, his leart beating fast with
excitement.

The footsteps drew aearer.
come inta the Kitchen.

There was a soand of a mateh being struck,

Somebody had

and a volce—the familine voice of Mrs.
Kehble, the House dame—murmured :
“Ah! 1 2=e I have forgotten to lock tha

larder deor. I had better lock it, in case
Master Bunter comes prowling around in the
night.”

Killy Bunter drew farther back into the
larder. :

A key was inscrted in the lock of the door,
and there was a click.

The Ow of the Hemove was a prisoner!

The Lzht in the kitehen was extinguished,
and Mrs, Kebblé, satisfied that the food in
the larder was sa I‘e from maranders, tuuk her
departure

“Oh, crumbal”
Bunter,

But he was oot unduly dismayed. Aflter

muttered the captive

all, he reflected. to he leeked in the lacder
was & beautiful death.

The fat junior had matches in his pocket
He struck one. There was a stump of candle
on one of the shelves. Bunter lighted it, and
the yellow Aame threw a ghostly light upos
his surroundings

mouse =cuttled acroas the Hoor,
Billy gave & jump. He hated mice.

Bunter then explored the interior of the
iarder. He found himself in a land of plenty.
There was food in abundanece stacked upon
the shelves—pies and puddings and eakes, and
everything thut was dear to Bunter's heart.

“Here gocs!” muttered the fat junior,

‘And he commenced eperations cen a rabbit.
pie,

There were no knives or forks in the larder.
There was not even a pair of chopsticks
Bunter was compelled to use Nature's own
implements—his fingers—but he didn't seem
to mind. He made a rapid inroad into the
rabbit-pie, aod joudging by the gronts he
emitted, it was obvious that be was enjoying
his repast.

Having devoured nearly half the pie,
Bunter looked around for fresh worlda to
conguer.

There was a jam roly-poiy pudding
wrapped i oa eloth. The podding wae cold,
but Bunter was a great lover of cold pudding.
He ate a goodly portion of ik, and then
passed . on to something lizhter.

A muffled boom came to the fat junior’s
aArs.

Tug Macxer LiBrary.—No. 758,
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Midnight !

Bunter began to feel uncomfortably full. At
first, he had been strongly tempited by the
sight of the food. Now‘it.secmed to pavscate
him. He wanted to crawl back to his hed 1D
the Remove dormitory, and eleep off the
elfects of his orgy. But he was a prisoner in
the larder, and there e would hiave to remain
until the morning.

The sight of the various foodstuffs which
were stacked upen the chelves began to get
on his perves.

“1'd give anything to get away from this
place!” he groaned.

But there wis no escape for him. The
larfer would bave to serve as his sleeping
gquarters tliat night.

Stamding avanst the wall, at the far end of
the larder, was a hig and bolgiog sack of
four, Bunter tugged at the sack, and laid it
lengthwise on the Hoor. Then he lald down
on it, having first blown out the candle.

It wa< a long Lime before sleep visited the
eyes of the fat junior.

The larder was a small, staffy apartment,
and was poorly ventilated. It waz not
exactly the Black Hole of Calcutta, but 1t
ran it very cloze.

It was afmut- twa in the morning when Billy
Baater fell into a fitful slumber.

When the rising-bell rang out on the morn-
ing air, Harry YWharton & Co. at once dia-
covered that Bunter’s bed was vacant.

“Hallo, halle, halle?  ejaculated Bob
Cherry.,  “ Where's our prize porpoise?”

“Gone for an e.rly morning dip, p'r'aps,”
sugrested Nugent.

“Rate:  Cold water is Lunty's pet aver-
gion.”

“He's not usually an earl
satd Wharton. ~ Ther'
about this.”

"Illiett-er form a search-party,”
Bull.

The Famous Five hurried through - their
ablutions.  Then they went downstairs to
look for Bunter.

“Try Study No. 7 first,” said Nugent.

But Study No. T was fouid fo be deserted.

The remainder of the studies were wvisited
in turn. Buot there was no sign of Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co. seonred the building,
hut their fat schoolfellow had vauished
completely.

The juniors vislted the kitehen last—
thiough that was the place which they ought
to have thought of first.

As they trooped iu, sounds of mufted
rroaning came to their ears,

“Ow-owW-0W-ow-ow 1"

“Phere's & dog in here somewhere,”
Johany Bull

“Amd the whinefuluess of the esteemed
canine ereature is terrific!” =aid Hurree S8ingh.

“Phe round =eems to be coming from the
larder,” said Harry Wharston. * Let's investi-
i,

The door was Tound to be locked, Wharton
rapped on it sharply.

“Auybody in there?” he called.

“Yowe—yes "

Wharton fell hack in astonishment.
“My only auat!”™ nbe cjuculated.
Bunter!" :
“(Cgme out of it, you fut chump!™ exclaimed

Bob Cherry.

“(h,
when I'm locked in?”

“T suppo=¢ Mrs. Kehble has taken the key
away with her?” esaid Harry Wharton,

“How do I know! grunted Billy Bunter.
“I heard ber #ome down last night and turn
the kKey in the door, and that was all. Go

riser, either,”
s something jolly qoeer

suid Johnny

gaid

-

“It's

and ask her for it and let me out, you
rotters!” .
“AN right! Hane on a moment,” said

Johony Bull, and he dashed away to Mra,
Kehble's room for the key to the larder.

He came back a little 1.-11:!:1' with the key.

“Mrs. Kebhle's not up ye,” he said, as he
inserted the key in the lock and turned it
round. Then the door was fung open, and
the juniors crowded roumnd and peered into
the larder. 'They started hack in surprise
at the strange white appariticn which econ-
fronted them.

_Billy Bunter had the appearance of a snow-
man. During the night the sack of flour had
burst open, amd ihe fat junior was smothersd
from head to foot. There was flour on his
hair, flour on his fice, and flour on the
blanket which mvered him.

“{xreat pip!" ejaculated Johnoy Bull.
“What's happened?”
Bunter didn't stop fo reply to the guestion,

He charged through the group of juniors, and
mide tracks for the Remove dormitory.

THE MaoxeET LIBRARY.—Ne.. 758,
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* It bad been a terrible night for the kitchen.
raider. For some time afterwards BRilly
Bunter felt the effeets of his close confine-
ment in the larder and of his gluttonous argy.

It was worthy of note that Bunter ate no
breakfast that morning. He also left his
dinner antouched.

Not until the evening did Billy Bunter's
appetite revert to its normal eondition. By¥
this time he had sufliciently recevered to be
able to consume the hest part of a currant
cake whieh Peter Todd had bought.

Billy Bunter imagined that his exploits in
the larder had been overlooked by the scheol
authorities. But even whilst he was devour-
ing the cake Trotter, the page, came in with
a mesgage Trom the Head, requesting the
Pleasure of Billy Bunter's society for a lew
moments.

When Billy Bunter knocked at the door
of the Head's study, a very stern voice bhade
him enter, and, quaking with fear, the fat
Owl of the Remove eantered the dreaded
ganctum of the Head of Greylriars.

“Mrs. Kebble tells me that you had the

audacity to enter the larder last night and
conflscate a great amount of foodstuff, which
you afterwards gluttonously masticated!”
thygdered the Head.
w, nunno, sir! Not at all,

haven't been pear the larder!" stuttered
Billy Bunter. “If Mra. Kebble has told
you I have, she's not telling the truth. I
wouldn't - think of doing such a thing. Be-
sides, 1 had a terrible time, locked up in
that small Etm.:-u all the night—] mean—I
haven't—tha 25

“ Enough!” rumbled Dr. Holmes. “I do not
believe a single word von say. You have con-
tradicted yoursell in your statements—which
proves that you are telling falselioods. Hold
cut your hand !”

And in the next few moments Bunter went
through the mill. He was given three stinging
cuts oo each Dband, fﬂif wed by a severe
lectore.

Billy Bunter will nl]l:'-w a decent interval to
pass before he attempts to rald the school
larder again!

gir! |

COME TO THE

COOKHOUSE
DOOR,-BOYS!

A Ballad of the Kitchen.
By DICK PENFOLD.

“This way, you chaps!” eried Skinner.
"“"How wery slow you are!

"Tis good roast beef for dinner;
I scent it from afar. .

There's a regular treat in store, boys,
A topping treat in store.

S0 come to the cookhouse, door, boys—
Come to the cookhouse door!”

“1 sniff the Yorkshire pudden!”
Cries Bunter, mad with glee.

“Let's hope it i1s a good ’un,
And big enough for me!

I shall apply for more, boys;
I'll scream and shout for more! -

S0 come to the cookhonse door, boys—
Come to the cookhouse door1”

“There's apple-pie to follow I
Cries Johnny Bull, with rapture.

“Inside ['m feelnng hollow ;
A feed I long to capture.

That pie, it tempts e sore, boys,
I say 1t tempts me sore.

S0 come to the cookhouse door, boys—
Come to the cookhouse door !”

The dinner-gong is going,
Glad sound to great and small !

A steady etream is Howing
Towards the dining-hall.

So let us gaily roar, boys,
As in the days of yore:

“ Dh, come to the cookhouse door, boye—
Come to the cookhouse door!”
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EDITORIAL!S

B By Harr*r Wharton,
BEFBE L EBETEEEBIIH

EPE'DIAL Kitchen Number ought
really to be edited by Billy
Bunter. PBut I'm not allowing
Billy to have the handﬁng of

the HIMLD No jolly fear! Coker of

the Fifth and .L"Iuk}* Nugent of the

Second have been permitted to becomne

editors for one week, but Billy Bunter,

never !

The Greyfriars kitchem is a ver
fascinating place. It s there that all
the school meals are prepared, and it
has a pleasant aroma of itz own,

At eleven o'clock—the time of the
mid-morni break—we generally send
a fellow round to the open window of
the kitchen to smell what's for dinner.
After one or two sniff: he will come
back and say “Hmuagﬂ.ﬂ,” or *Steak and
kitlney pudding.” And we go back te
the Form-room, looking forward cagerly
to the good thmgs to come

The kitchen is a place that is full of
romance, especially to a fellow of Billy
Dunter’'s temperament. Billy would like
to live in the kitchen. He often manages
to pay it a visit late at nighi, and to
“lift ¥ a rabbit-pie or some other lusury
from the cupboard.

Mrs. Kebble is empress of the
kitchen. 8he is the House dame, who
supervises the eooking arrangements and
Eﬂ forth. Billy Bunter i1s always trymg

P-nt on the right side of he:1, but she
W]l not be a party tc bribery and cor-
ruption.

« I have no doubt Bally ‘Bunter will be

| fearfully annoyed when hé seez that we

have produced a Special Kitchen
Number. He will accuze me of queering
his pitch and bagging his brainy ideas.
But 1 don’t care a bean what Bunter
thinks, and I never did! I am just
going ulﬂng to ask him if he would care
to contribite a column to this issuc.
Much as we scorm Billy, we realisa that
no Kitchen Number would be ecomplete
without a contribution from his pen.

There will be another Special Number
next week, and it is possible that I may
vacate the editorial chair in favour of
someone else. Wait and =ee!

HARRY WHARTON.

HOW 1 SEE OTHER
FELLOWS!
By Frank Nugent.
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R.:LH Billy Bunter to earth in the tuek-
shop.
RBilly haunts the tuckshop. He never
seems to have any money to spend, hut
he perches himself on one of the high stools,
and waits till somehody come: along and
takes compassion on him.

On this occasion, the fat junier was gazing
longingly at the tub of ice-cream which stood
at Mrs. Mimble's feet.

“] say Mrz Mimble,” he pleaded, “do give
me 2 strawherry fee, just as a sample!™

The tuckshop dame pursed up her lips.

“No samples are given away in this estab-
lishment., Master Bunter,” she said, firmly.
“Cream ices may bhe purchased at sixpenee,
ninepence, or a shilling!"

“But I'm stomy——"

“Then you've ro right to be loitering in my
shop, Master Bunter.”

At this juncture 1 clamhbered on to a stool,
and zat cheek by jowl with the Owl of the
‘Hemaove,

“ Billy,” I said, producing my notebook and
peneil, “1 wish to drag a few candid con-
fezgions ont of you.™

“0h, really! You won't drag anything
P]Itr. of me until you've fed me with a shilling
ice !

“Make it a sixpenny one,” I said, “and 1
might consider it."

“A sixpenny one!” echoed Bunter, scorn-
fully. “Why, I should swallow that without
tasting it! Dom't be a mean henst. Treat
me to & shilling ice, and I'll contess any-
thing you like.”

Reluctantly, I l\:ll#'-!-'!t"ﬂ 4 shilling across the
counter. And Rilly Bunter passed a straw-
berry ice into his eapaecions mounth. A few
luxurious licks, and the ice had disappeared.

“Wow," said i, “we will proceed. What's
your pame?"”

“W. . Bunter.”

“W. (. standas for Wonderful Gorger, 1
suppose?”

“Nothing of the sort, My Christian names
are William George.” ,

“Have yon a father?™

“Of course!™

“What is het”

* A multi-multi-muiti-millionaire I

“"Great Scott! And vet he only allows you
fourpence & week poeket money!™

“Millionaires are mean,” said Bunter. *If
they weren't, they'd never have become
millionaires."

“Where does your father live?"

“His c¢ountry seat is Buonter Court, in
Bunkumshire. His town house is Buckingham
Palace. The King and my pater take it in
tarns to live there!”

JIIH'IIIIHHIIII!I||IIHHIIIIHtIIIIIlll’elIIIIIIIIlII’IIIIEIHIIIIH'IIIIIII
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“0Oh! And does yvour pater paszess a sea-
side seat?™
“Yes, rather! He owns the whole of

Brighton and Margate, and he bought the
[sle of Wight for a mere song when property
war going cheap!”
“My hat! Ilow many relations have you
got ?*
“Over five thowzand—all titled ™
“Don’t you ever get any remittances from
them "
. “Yes. I'm expecting a cheque for a
bundred pounds at the present moment, but
there's been a delay in the post!™ .
“Don't you take any motice of his coek-and-
bull tales, Master Reporter!” ehimed in Mrs.
Mimhle. “ Master Bunter is the biggest Gbber
the world has seen sinece Apamtas!”
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CANDID

CONFESSIONS !
By Our Special

Representative.
BILLY BUNTER.
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“(h, really, Mra. Mimble. [ con-

sider that’s a rotten way to talk about
your best customer.”

TR T LR

I

“You never spemd a penny in this
shop, Master Bunter., You mt];: make
yourself a nuizance. 1 daren’t leave

the shop for a moment while yon are
sitting there. [ left it one day, and
when I came back [ found a digh of
jam-tarts had dizappeared!”

(I

i “Nothine to do with me, ma'am,”
vraowled Bunter. It must have been

the cat!™
“Nonsen=ze! My cat hasn't a sweel tooth.

But I eonldn’t say the same about you!"

Billy Bunter turned to me with a gesture
of despalr.

“8he’s a'ways aecusing me of taking her
hlessed jam-tarts!” bhe grumbled. “As if I'd
do anything of the sort. 1 simply loathe jam-
tarts !

“That's good!™ T =aid, "because 1 was just
going to treat you to a couple!”

“0Oh, crumbs! I—I mean it isn't jam-tarts
that J loathe, It's doughnuts. Treat me tlo
a couple of jam-tarts, there's a good chap,
and 1'll be your pal for life]”

Accordingly, I paid for two succulent tarts,
which Billy Bunter devounred with avidity.
Never have I seen anything disappear :o
swiftly as those jam-tarts.

“Now, Billy,” I said, *I will continue my
catechism. How old are you?”
“Fifteen summers and fourteen winters.”

“What do you weigh?”

“Fourteen stone!”

“{(h, help !

“When 1 went on the roundabouts the

-

other day, at Courtfield Fair, the horse
collapsed,” said Bunter.
“1 don't wonder at it!" I said. “Did you

go in the awing-boats?™

“Yes: and there was a further collapee. 1
came an awful cropper—dislocated my spine,
in fact—and ['m going to sue the pro-
prietor of the fair for damages!"”

“{iood! What is your favourite book?™

“ Mrs. Beeton's Cookery Book!™

“ And your favourite song?”

“*T'm for ever going doubles!™"

“What are your accomplishments?™

Billy Bunter took a deep breath, and then
began a lengthy recital, as follows:—

“1'm a clever cricketer, a fine footballer, a
ripping runner, a stunnoing swimmer, a bril-
liant boxer, an excellent editor, a champion
chess-player, an admifable uth}eﬁe—"

“ A fearful fibher, and a stuck-up swanker,”
I concluded. “You've got much too big an
opinion of yourself, Billy. If you had been a
hit more modest about your accomplishments
I'd have treated you to another ice. As it is,
I'll have one myszelf, and you can sit and
wabeh m: eat it

Billy Bunter pleaded and protested and
expostulated, but in vain. I demolished the
ice In his presence, and then, armed with the
fat junior’s candid confessions, I strolled out
of the tuckshop, leaving Billy Bunter gnash-
ing his teeth with chagrin and astonishment.
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There 1s a grand supplement

in “The Popular” every

week. It 1s edited by

William George Bunter—so

if you want a hearty laugh
get

«THE POPULAR"

Every Tuesaday.
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KING OF THE
KITCHEN!

Ey Billy Bunter.

= -

F only I were king of the kitchen—

I that is to say, in soul charge ol it
I should be in my ellement.

1 love the sights and smells that
you see and sniff in kitchens. 1 love
the sight of Bower and doe and rolling-
mns, and I love the smell of roast pork
and of sossidges and fried potatoes.

I sometimes dream that one day 1
shall be put in charge of the Greyiriars
kitchen, ab a sallery of two thowsand a
I shall wear a white sheff’s coat,
and there will be a =talf of workers
under me. When I say “Come!” they
will come. When I say ‘' Go!” they will
go~if I'm lucky!

I shall gee that the school fare is
changed for the better. Every day
there will be a fool-corse dinner, as
follows:

Ocks-tail Soop.

Skate, Place, or Whiting (or Blacking).
Shoulder of Mutton (or Thigh of Beef).
Duck and Green Pecze.

Fig Pooding.

. Strorberries and Cream.

A jolly good dinner, that, for a grow-
ing boy! And if W. G. Bunter pre-
pared it, it would, indeed, be a dimner
pa eggsellence.

What a jolly fine time I should have
if I were king of the kitchen! I should
go there first thing in the morning—if 1
didn’t sleep there all night—and prepare
myself a topping breakfast. Kippers and
sossidges and bacon and ommy-lete, and
hot rolls and coffee. Then, at about
eleven o'klock, 1 should have another
light snack—say, a rabbit-pie or half a
dozen hard-boiled eggs. In fact, I think
I should have a meal every hour,
bekawse Doctor Short, of Friardale, once
said to me: “You are one of those
people, Bunter, who want a lttle
nurrishment at frekwent intervals.”

But, alas! I don’t suppose 1 shall ever
preside over the school kitchen. The
female cooks will be retaired, and there
will be no opening for a reely first-class
mail cook like me. .

The only time I can visit the kitchen
at prezzant is during the night. 1 some-
tines creep downstares to see if there
are any berglars about, you know. T'm
a sort of night-watchman., And when I
pop into tﬁua kitchen, to make sure
werything 1s all right, 1 just help myself
to anvthing that the cook has forgotten
to lock up.

Bob Cherry declares I shall be Jocked
ap myself one of these days. But Beb
Cherry’s & beest!

I'm going to suggest to the Head that
I become %{ing of the Kitchen, but I
don't suppose he will agree to my
corronation. -

Tue Magrer Lierarv.—No. 758,
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AUTOBIOGRAPHY
OF A
PLUM-CAKE !

WAS niade behind the scenes at the
I school tuckshop
¢ _ Mrs. Minible made me. She was
. In a desperate hurry at the time,
and she used too much baking-powder.
I knew 1 should taste horrid: bul not
having a tongue I couldn't tell her so.

{aving completed me, and given me a
coating of sugar, the good dame
exhibited me in the winucw of the tuck-
shop.

I didn’t stay there long 1 saw Dick
Penfold of the Remove eveing me
enviously, Then he stepped into the
shop.

“How much is that plum-cake,

ma'am?”" he inquired, pointing at me.

“Half-a-crown, Master PPenfold, and
cheap at the piice.”

“Good! T take it

Mrs. Mimble wrapped me in a large
paper bag, and handed me over tn my
purchaser.

I was taken aloug to Penfold s =tudy,
and he cut & very tiny portion off me,
jnst to taste. Then he made a grimace.

“Ugh! What a rotten cake! It |
doesn’t taste a bit nice. 1 was thinking
of saving it for tea, but the hest thing
I can da is to get rid of it.”

Penfold went to the door and glanced
out. Bolsover major was coming along
the passage with his giant stride.

“Want to buy » plum-cake. Bol-
gover?"” asked Penfold.

“How much?”

‘.lA hﬂh._"

“Let’s have a look at it.”

The bully of the Remove seemed quite
satisfied with my size and appearance.
for he paid over the shilling at once, and
bore me proudly from the study.

Bolsover took me along to his own
den, and stowed me away in the clp-

rd.

“This cake will come in jolly usefnl.”
he murmured. “T'm giving a little tea-
party at five o'clock.®

But before five o'clock came round
Billy Bunter appeared on the scene. He
-crept cautiously into  Bolsover major's
study, and made tracks ‘or the cup.
board.

On catching sight of me Billy Bunter's
little round eyes pglistened behind his
spectacles,

“Oh, what a capture!” he exclaimod.

I was smuggled beneath the fat

junior’'s Eton jacket, and carried away to
a deserted corner of the Close.
I knew that my hour had come, that
I should be savagely devoured, and 1
resigned myself fo my fate. After all, I
reflected, better to perish noew than to
live and grow stale!

Bunter's jaws were soon busy,

“I don’t like this cake a bit ! he mut-
tered. “Rummy sort of taste about it
Still, I'va get to eat, or 1 shall waste
away to a skeleton.”

Slice by slice 1 was disposed of. unlil
not a crumb remained to tell the tale.

There was a tragic sequel.

An hour later Billy Bunter was dis-
covered by his schoolfellows rolling in
anguish on the old rustic bench. He
declared he had been poisoned, and he
was led away to the sanny, suffering
fearful torments.

“Stolen fruit tastes sweet” runs the
ancient proverb. But stolen cakes don't!

Tue MacNET Lisrary.—No. 758,
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DINING-HALL

DITTIES!

— p—— ———

By Tom Brown.

There was a young fellow named Snoop,
Who discovered a snail in his soup.
He threw it away,
And I'm sorry to say,

That “"cookie " will go through the
hoop!

A seragpy  young  scarecrow  called
Skinner, :

- Had duck and green peas for his dinner.

But each day, T

In every respect,

He’ll grow thinner and
thinner!

expect,

thinner and

A sturdy Removite named Duilon,
When asked: “ Will you have some more
mufton "
Cried ““What do vou mean,
You insultinge ald bean?
You'll be scalped if you
glutton 1"

The corpulent Bunter—* Fat Bille,™
Is starting to gorge himself stlly,
But one of these davs,
When in prison he lays,
He'll be fed on a diet of skilly !

call me a

A ravenons fellow named Russell
Exerted his brawn and his muscle
In cutting a cake
Mrs. Mimble did make,
And he managed it after a tussle’

A fellow named Bolsover major

Ate ffieen eream buns, for a WaAgEeT,
He became very ill,
He's regretting it still.

In the sanny he's quite an old stager!

A foalish young fellow named Stolt
Once bolted his porridge red-hot.
Ha jumped to his feet
With an agonized bleat,
And out of the dining-hall shot'

A merry young soul., Peter Todd,
Once sampled some cnilets of cod,
Said he “How I wish
This was Fisher T. Fish'"
Such cannibalism was odd!

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

OVERHEARD IN

 THE DINING-HALL!

By Eob Cherry.

Mr. Quelch: “Take a hundred lines,
Brown!”

Tom Brown: * What for, sir?"

Mr. Quelch: “You were talking!”

Tom Brown: *“Oh, no, sir—it v as the

cheese 1™

Mr. Prout {carving the roast beef for
the Fifth): ‘‘Pass your plate, Coker. |
have left you till last, but I think I can
get one more elice off this joint.™ .

Coker: “You must be a ripping
cricketer, sip!{"

Mr. Prout: "“Why, Caoker?”

Coker: ““Because you're making u late
cut!!

Micky Desmond: *“Shure, an’ this
mece of onion resembles Mr, Quelch
entoirely !

Mr. Quelch (sharply): “Why do yon
say that, Desmond? How can that por-
tion of onion possibly resembla me?”.

Micky: *““Because 1t's ‘in a frightful
stew,” sorr!™

Russell: “I didn't expect to zee an
acrobatic performance at the tea-table!”

Ogilvy: ““What do you mean, fal-
head? There are no acrobatics bheins
performed.”

Russell: “Of course there are! (an't
you sce the apple turn-over and ihe
jam-roll 7" :

Mr. Quelch: “Why ure you not ent-
ing, Hurrea Singh?®"

Inky:" ‘“Because, honoured -teacher
sahib, I come from India, and am, there-
fore, a martyr to India-gestion !”

Mr. Quelch: “When winter comes, we
shall want a heating apparatus in the
dining-hall, my boys." -

Peter Todd (pointing to Billy Bunter’s
mouth}: “There's an eating apparatus
hera already, air!™

Skinner: *“Why
like Bob Cherry*"”
Bolsover Major: *“ Ask me another,"
Skinner: ‘ Because it’s full of. beans !

is this vegelable-dish
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Further Adventures of the Chums of Greyfriars in i

THE MYSTERY OF THE
| SILVER SCUD! i

(Continued from page 8.)

P —

e S —

“Will you go away and not come back
till six o’clock?” asked Lord Manleverer.

“Yes. 1 know you're anly joking, old
chap, but Fll do any old thing you like.
There !”

Lovd Mauleverer flicked a cent-frane
note to the fat junior, and Billy Bunter
vanished with it at once. Harry Whar-
ton looked at his watch.

“Ten minutes to six !’ he said. * Not
much time far that fat bounder to have
another feed! We onght really to he
moving now. It's some minutes to the
landing-stage.” :

“0Oh, Bunter can do wonders with
grub in ten minutes!” said Bob Cherry.
“ Qive him ten hours, and he'd eat all
Le Dosquet out of house and home! It's
a giddy miracle where he puts it!”

“ He's not gone to grub this time!”
growled Johnny Bull.

“Eh? What's he up to, then?” asked
Lord Mauleverer,

Qnort. from Johnny.

“Didn’t you hear him say he expected
to have a :int of money soon? You re
member what he was raying on the
vacht about having - fntter? And even
Bunter couldn't eat any more if he's go.
outside a hundred francs' worth of grub.
And he headed for the casino entrance.”

Harty Wharton jumped to his feet
with a sharp exclamation. He had been
giving more attention to the band tha
to Bunter. .

“My hat! Is it possible? You silly
asg, Johnny! Why didr't you say so
before he went, if vou guessed?” Whar-
ion stood on his chair. and stared in the
direction Bunter had taken. 1 can’t
see him.”

“ Tp=ide  the by this
growled Johuny.

“1f he's inside he's iolly soon coming
outzide ! said Harry Wharten grimly.
“Mauly's guardian tru ted us to keep
clear of that muck., Bunter s bound to
play up; and if he doesn't, we'll jolly
well make him ! (et a move on!?

The juniors rose from the chairs, The
“garcon ” bustied up with his liltle nll,
which. was not realls little, hut rather
big, and the ' addition ™ was setrled, and
the Grevfriars juniors hurried after
Bunter. AN of them were feeling
exasperated, even the placid Lord M mithe-
verer. It was extremely exasperaling to
the schoolboy earl, to realise that he had
provided money for Dunter to join the
shady crew of punters round the green
baize tables in the casino. And there
wag little douabt that that was the
fatuous Owl's intention, or, rather, no
donbt whatever. \

At the casino steps a good many
poople were coming out. It was close an
the time when the game closed down
for the dinner interval ~But a few were

show time !

going in, to tempt the fickle poddess
Fortune in the last half-hour or so that
remained,

At the top of the steps, where the
pillared ¢ntrance opened into the
gaudily-decorated  vestibule, Wharton
caught sight of a fat figure. Billy

Bunter was rolling in,
“There ha is! Vejaculated Wharton.
He raced up the broad, shallow stone

steps, anxious to catch the Owl of the

Remove before he was fairly within the

building. He did not want to have a

scene with Bunter inside; bul he was

 NEXT

MONDAY !

quite resolved that the fat junior should
not enter the gaming-room. .

He brushed against two or three
people who wera coming down, and
muttered & hurried apology as he ran
past.

He reached the bip doorway, and ran
after Bunter. A man had just come
swinging out from the direction of the
caming-room, whence the dull, monoto-
nous tones of the croupier could be
heard chanting “ Faites vos jeux, mes-
sieurs!” The man's face was white, his
features set, his eyes glinting with a
hard and desperate light. Anyone at a
glance would have seen that he was a
gamester who had wooed the fickle
roddess not wisely but too well, and had
left his money on the green table, money
that he could not afford to lose, which,
perhaps, was not hiz to lose! In blind,
angry desperation, the man strode right
on, without seeing anything before him,
and collided with Wharton as he ran
past.

A savage curse -in English—was spab
out as he did so.

Wharton jumped.

“Mr., Poynings !’ he exclammed.

L Tt was the mate of the Silver Scud.

For a second they stared at one
another. a flush of crimson coming over
Povnings' white, <ct face. Shame, or
same other emotion, brought the blood

— e e
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See Page 2.

shoeked glance of the Greyfriars junior,

Then, muttering indistinctly, Poyn-
ings turned away, and hurried down the
stone s

Wharton stared after him blankly.

Poynings—the mate of the Silver Boud
—-wheo had told the juniors he was going
to visit an old comrade outside the town
—Poynings, coming out of the Casino
with thewhite, desperate face of a ruined
gambler ! It was a shock for Wharton,

But a voice in the richly-carpeted
corridor elose at hand recalled him to
“his business there.

“Ou est le jeu?"” Bunler was asking
an official in a gilt-braided uniform.
“The game,
green table, What? Where is it 1"

“Ta salle de jeu, monsieur? Mais
oul, monsiear ! gﬁivﬂ moi 1

Wharton raced forward.

“ Buanter !"

“0Oh, crumbs !’

“(Come out, you fat rascal!”

“Leggo ! roared Bunter, as Harry
Wharton grasped his eollar.

But the captain of the Remove did not
let go. With an iron grip on Bunter’s

[ building, the gold-braided cflicial holding
up fat hands in amazement as he looked
on. Down the steps went Bunter, his

fat little legs going like clockwork, what
L time his voice wds raised in infuriated

1 proteat.

‘“THE TERROR TRACKED DOWN!"

to his face as he met the astonished and

01 know—the jolly old

collar, he ran the fat junior out of the’

‘“ Popular '’ Every Week! 13

But his protests were net heeded.
Wharton did not pause till he had rushed
the fat Owl into the midst of the Grey-
friars party.

“Here he is !"” he gasped. ““Got him 17

L Lﬂ‘ggﬂ |.:|:l

“Kim on!” said Bob Cherry, hinking
an arm in Bunter’s., * Proken the bank
yet, vou blithering owl #” :

“I haven't had time to start!” wailed
Bunter. “1 expected to win thousands
of pounds! Leggo! I'm not goimg away
yet !™

“1 think you are!” grinned Dob,

“T'H help you with my boot, if you
fellows puli imi along,” said Johnny
Bull.

““Yaroooh!"

And Bunier went.

==

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Strange Susplelons !
H-'g RRY WHARTON sat very silent

in the boat, under the westerimg

sunshine on the bay of Le
Bosquet.

He was thinking —deeply.

Poynings, sitting with the lines, dud
not look at him—scemed unconscious of
hiz exielence, But it was certain that
he had not forgotlen the unexpected
meeting in the Casino vestibule, any
more than Harry Wharton had forgotten
it. Of that, Wharton had not, so far,
spoken a word to his chums. He was
not sure yet that he would speak of it.
1t was no business of his,

But it was a shock. Cerfanly, Edgar
Povnings had a right to do as he liked
on leave ashore. Most certainly it was
not for a schoolboy to set up in judgment
upon him, But— :

[f his personal tastes led him in black-
zuardly directions, it was his own afiair,
But--there was a but—— :

It was fairly certain that Captain
Hawke expected more judicious conduct
on the part of his first officer; quite cer-
tain that Sir Reginald Brooke could not
be aware that the mate of the Hilver
Scud was & desperate gamester. It was
oot merely that Poynings had drifted
into the Casino for a little “flutter,” n
the reckless style of “Jack ashore”
with his money burning a hole in his
pocket,

Wharton knew that it was not thak
Hé had not forgotten—he could not

forget-—the white, desperate face, the
glinting Ei’ﬂs, the drawn lips. He imew,
as well af if he had watched the man,

that he had spent all his time ashore at
the green table, desperately "‘Hﬂpﬂ-ﬂﬁ
foriune, and losing his money—losing al
that he had to the last franc, before he
quitted the place—quitted it becauvse

without more money he could play no
more. He knew, felt, that if the
man’'s money had lasted; he would have

been playing still at the casino, forgetful
of the waiting boat, forgetful of. the
schoolboys who were supposzed to be in
his charge, forgetiul of everything but
the waddening vice that had s hold upon
the very marrow of his bones. Wharton
had secn all that in the drawn, desperate
face—a Jozen carcless onlookers for that
matter had seen as much, Such sighis
were not uncommon in the purlieus of
the Continental gaming casinos,

In that brief meeting Wharton had
seen the man's history in his face—his
real charaecter, or want of character. -

The junior was fecling deeply uneasy.

Such pursuits were not for a man held-
ing Poyniug's position. Such a character
was the last that the old baronct would

A SPLENDID TALE OF HARRY WHARTON & CO'S
HOLIDAY ADVENTURES. :: By FRANK RICHARDS.
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have allowed on board his rephew's
yacht—if he had known.

It was not Wharton's business Lo o]l
himn. Contempt. mingled with Compas-
sion, he might feel for the man who conld
not  run  straight, but no honourable
fellow could play the part of an informer,

Bo far as Wharton personally was con.
cerned, he realised that he had better
shut the whole incident out of his mind,

If there had heen no other considera-
tions, the ecaptuin of the Remove would
have done so. But there were other con-
siderations—vagne, stranwe, kalf-formed,
bud* startling,

The discovery of Poynings® real char-
acter was like a clue—a vague, indefinable
clue. Il gave an opening to strange,
terrible suspicions, like black ghadows at
the back of the junior's mind,

He sat silent, planged in dark thought,
as the oars rhythmically beat the sunlit
water., .

The boat drew up to the riding vacht.
Wharton cast a glance al Poynings as
the latier stood up.

Poynings’ face was slill pale, and
marked with desp lines; but otherwize
he was quite himself again—the quiet,
aelf-possessed officer.

Sir Reginald Brocke mel the juniors

as they came up the side with a kind
and benevolent smile.
- “You've -enjoyed your little run
ashore ?” he asked, though the question
was needless a3 he looked at the bright
faces of the juniora.

““¥Yeaas, no end,” said Lord Mauleverer.
“Tiptop """ said Bob.

“The tiplopfulness is tem ific, honoured
sahib

“DBunter! How comes Bunter here 3"
exclaimed the old baronet. a= the Owl
of the Remove rolled off the gangway.,
"I was not aware that yon had been
ashore, Bunter. You did not go with
Mauleverer ™

“Just took a trip in a fishing boat,
sir,” onswered DBunler, and he rolled
away hasiily.

He was rather afraid that his at-
tempted exploits at the casino might be
referred to; bul the chums of the Re-
move were not likely to give him away.
It was about an hour later, when Whar-
ton was leaning on the deck-rail, watch-
ing the lights coming out in the town
ashore, that Poynings joined him.
Wharton had left his chums, in order to
think quielly—to think over the strange
disturbing ideas that had come into his
mind. Tle started a liltle as he fell a
hight touch on his shovlder, and turned
hia head to see the young officer.

Poynings was smiling genially. But
behind the smile in the eves, it seemed
to Wharton that he could see the hard
glint,

" Looking at the casino?' asked Poyn-
g,

“Yes,” said Harry shortly,

“It’s a pretty sight from here.”

£ E‘.FES; very [i4

The dusk was falling over Le Bosquet
—lights were twinkling in the narrow old
streets and along the “*plage.” and fairy
lamps were being lighted in the gardens

the first to recover.

ET

Bob !

second there was silence in the cabin. The funiors were still as statues,

the man, taken utterly by surprise,

The enemy was within reach at las

Remove made a desperate sgrln_; at the black-cloaked Agure,
* (See Chapter 9.)

stood rooted to the planks. Wharton
The captain of

““ Come on,

NEXT
MONDAY ]
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of the ecasino. Like some fairy palace
the white building looked, embosomed
it greenery, with twinkling lights like
fireilies among the trees. Like a whited
sepulchre, Wharton thoughi, a fair and .
shining exterior covering the rottenmoss
within.,

"I think T saw you there.” said Poyn.
|I|r;.‘-"_

+I'&'EEIFT

“I'm_afvaid I neglected mv duly a
little. But I took it for granted that
you would keep clear of the place.”

Wharton turned his head at that, and
}nnked the young man steadily in the
nee,

“I had a reason for running into the
place,” he said. I stayed there about
a minute. I did not dream of entering
the gaming-room—I wouldn’t be fourd
dead in such a den of fools and black-
guards. And you know it, Mr. Poyn-

Ings.

%-Iiﬂ lone was not pleasant; but he
But the young man
did not seem to notice it,

He naodded.

“Quite s0!"" he said. 1 am glad to
hear it, Master Wharton. 1 dropped in
myself for a few minutes to watch the
people, hut, of course, I had no idea
that you boys would enter such a place.”

Wharton made no reply to that. !

IHe knew that the statement was a lie,
but there was no object in calling the
man a liar. B0 he said nothing. He was
conscious that Poynings was regarding
him_with a keenly scrutinising gaze.

“I take it for granted that you ran
in, as you say, for a minute, and meant
no harm.” said Poynings. *Otherwise
[ should be. bound to mention the cik-
cumstance to Sir Reginald.”

“I have no objection at all to vour
mentioning it,” said Wharton, his cheeks
Bushing.

“Least said, soonest mended,” _said
Poynings pleasantly. ** 1t might Le mis-
understood—just as myv own visit might
be misunderstood if 1t were lalked of
aboiut the yacht.”

Wharton understoad then what Payn-
ings wanted. He wanted secrecv. The
Grroyfriars junior made no answer. :

Poynings seemed to expeclt him to
speak ; but as he did not, the mate of
tLP Silver Scud resumed :

“You see that such a thing might be
misindersiood, my boy?"”

“Or understood ! said Ilarry curtly,

“What do you mean by that "

“I think you know, Mr. Poynings™
said Harry quietly. “IU's no business
of mine what you do, and I'm not going °
to chatter about vou up and down the
Silver Beud, if that’s what you're driv-
ing at."”

Poynings drew & deep breath.

“You will nat refer to our accidental
meeting !’ he asked directly. !

No reply.

“1 should like you to answer me,
Master Wharton,” said Poynings, aflter
a long pause, and he was not smiling
now. There was a hard glint in his
eves, that were fixed on the Greyfriars
junior, :

“T can’t promise that,” said Wharlon,
at last. **1 don’t intend io chatter abiout
things that do not concern me."

“Then why not promize?"” asked
Poynings. '

“Because at some time or other 1
might have to mention it, and then 1
shouldn’t want to be bound by a
promise,”’’

Poyning’s eyes seemed to glitfer.

A SPLENDID TALE OF HARRY WHARTON & CO'S
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“Tut what possible circumstances
eould arise to make you want to talk
about matlers that are no concern of
yours at all 7" he inquired.

“I don’t know! It's mnot likely!:
Bul & promise is a promise, and can't be
broken—and you've no right to ask me
to promise anything. Tf you didn't wan!
to be seen there, yon shouldn’t have
pone there, It's your own look-out.”

There was a long silence. Then Poyn-
ings spoke again n a pleasant tone,
smmiling as he EF{}].iE:.

“We're making a mouniain out of &
molehill, my young friend. “Your own
view is gquile righi—secrecy is a bad
thing; even being misunderstood s
Letier than keeping secrets. Quite
vight, Masters Wharton.”

He turned away, Caplain Hawke
had come cut of the chart-house, and
Poynings approached him, and spoke io
hinz 1n %thrmn's hearing. Some of his
words the junior did not catch—but some
were spoken in a londer tone, obviously
intended for his ears as well as the
skipper’s.

“f looked in at the casino for a few
mimtes—can't imagine the  attrac
Lion * ;

That was all that come to Wharton's
cars. Dut he understood ; Mre, Poyn-
ings was leaving nothing to chance, and
leaving himne]F nothing to fear Iromn
the chatter of a schoolboy.

But he had not told the skipper the
truth—he had only told him enough io
disarm Wharlon, if the latter chose to
cpeak of what he had scen. lle was very
far from understanding what was in the
junior’s mind. Edgar Poyumings was
thinking of a tattling schoolboy—which
was very far from being Wharton’s cha-
racter. The thoughts, iﬁm vague unrest-
ful suspicions that were working in
Wharton's brain, would have startled
the mate of the Silver Scud, if he could
have known of them.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Problem !

i ENNY for ‘em, old bean!”

P Harry Wharton started.

Boh Cherry clapped him on
the shoulder as he spoke, stari-
ling him out of a brown siudy.

It was evening—a still and almost
breathless August evening. The moon
came out in a sky of durﬁ blue, sailing
over the Silver Seud through light and
fleecy clouds. The yacht still lay at
anchor in the bay, the lights of Le
Bosquet twinkling in the distance across
the dim moonlit waters.

It was a scene of beautiful stiliness and
peace. Through the clear air, moving
figures could be seen in the distance
upon the white steps and terrace of the
casing, i

Caplain Hawke had gone ashore, the
chief engineer and several of the crew
had gone. Mr. Poynings remained i
charge of the yacht. He was not to be
ceen, however--Wharton had abserved
only a watchman on deck, when he came
wp to lean on the rail and stare away af
the lights of Le Bosquet, and the bril-
Hant casino.  There were troubled
thoughts in Wharton's mind—thoughts
and suspicions that tormented him.

“ Wherefore  that  giddy  pensive
brow !’ inquired Bob Cherry. * Not
bagged an attack of the merry old mal-
de-mer, while we're at anchor, what Pt

Wharton shook his head.

“Then why this giddy lonely pining ™
demanded Bob. **Making up poetry?”
HEXT
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casing.

Mutlering indistinetly, Poynings tuined away and hurried down the steps of the
Wharton stared after him blankly. The
who had told the juniors he was going to visit an old comrade outside the town—
coming out of the casino with the white,

(See Chapter 7.)

mate of the Silver Scud—
desperate face of a ruined gambler !

Wharton laughed.

“Not likely I he answered.

“ Mauly's been lalking!” resumed
Bob. “Wae're geiting out to sca again
to-morrow, and our next stop is at a
show up the Picardy coast, where Mauly
knows some people. We're going to get
some cricket with French chaps. That’s
rather good.”

“Ripping |’ agreed the captain of the
Remove.

“ But you haven't told me yet whether
you'll ta.{a a penny for your thoughts,”
urged Bob. " Are you worrying over
that message from Gideon Gaunt, and
(rying to work out how he gets his
billet-doux on board the Silver Scud?
No good trying to think it out, old lop;
it’s a giddy mystery. Beats me lo 8
frazzle, as old Fishy would say in his
lingo."

Harry Wharton refiected. The strange
suspicions in his mind seemed so vu&fue,
so wild, that he had 1 ag-hesitated to
confide them to anyone. DBut he felt
that he must take counszel on the sub-
joet.

“Tya been thinking, Bob,” he said in
a low volce.

“(Giver you a pain 2" askad Bob.

“t's serious, old chap.”

“ Right ! said Bob cheerily. “I'll be
as sober as a judge, Thinking about
that bruie who is after Mauly?”

id YL}E_.’!

“Not worked out a giddy thaory to
aﬂﬁm:nt for the jolly old mystery, I sup-

ST

“Not guite,”’ =uid Harry., “But I'm
guspicious. 1 can't help it. I—I'm afraid
I'm going to make you open your eyes

A SPLENDID TALE OF HARRY
HOLIDAY ADVENTURES. ::

wide, Bob.” He glanced round him;
the deck was clear and there was no
possibility of anyone heing within hear-
ing of a low voice. * Bob, old man,
that villain who ealls himsell Gideon
@aunt is on board the Silver Scud. He
must be. He showed up while the yachi
was at sea: his message was dropped
down below. this morning, belcere we
touched land. ¥e's on board.”

“Hidden ! =aid Bob. :

“He can’'t be hidden, when every noo
and cranny of the yacht has been
soarched;, and searched again.”

“That's 0. Then he can’t be on
board.”

“Put he is, Bob—he must be.”

“Hounds like a giddy riddle without
an answer,” <aid DBob, with a wry
grimace. **What have you got on to? "

“If he's an board —and he ‘must be—-
he's not hidden, because there's nowhere
for him to hide,’”” said Harry. “To -cut
it short, he must be a member of the
ship’s company, got up so that we can's
recognise him." i

“We thought of that at the very first,”
said Bob. '

“1 know we did, and it seemed impos-
sible, " :

“Tt is impossible,” said Bob, *That
follow Gaunt, when we saw him at (irev-
frairs, had o black beard e

“PBeards can be shaved off.”

“PBut when he was secn on
he still had it, old chap.”

‘Phat’s (rue.  But it may have becn
false.” :

“1—T suppoze it may,” said Bob, rub-
bing his nose thoughifully. * Puts it
on for his Gaunt stunts, what, and then
WHARTON & CO'S
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takes it off again? But his rose, Harry
—his jolly old bokn? Man can’t take lus
nose off and on like a false heard.” Tiob
grinned. “You see, I'd know that nose
a mile off; it's so jolly big, and such a
queer shape.  If that nose ecame on
hoerd the Silver Seud, we'd all know it,
if the man was got up as a Hottentot or
- a gpiddy Eskimo.”

“I know—I know,” said Wharton
“It beats me there! It beats me
Lollow! 1 don’t see how a disfigure-

ment like that could be hidden.”
“Tt couldn’'t he.”

- Harry Wharion was silent for a minute
or two, while Bob Cherry whistled =oftly
to himselt, and stared at the brilliant
hights of the cesino ashore. It was un-
answerable—the misshapen nose of the
Llackmailer could not have been con-
cealed by the most cunning disguise.
Buat al] reaseming on the subject of
Mauly’s mysterions foe seemed to lead
intdo a blind alley. A gap in Wharton's
dimly-forimed theory could not be
helped—ior there were gaps in every
theory that eould he formed of the
baffling mystery.

He went on at last, still in a low voice
for Bob's ears only:

“I can't get over that, Bob. Bat,
leaving that cut—suppose there's a man
on board who turns out
desperate, hard-bilten gambler—the kind
of man who wounld put ltfe itself on the
gambling-table, if he could-—"

Bob's whistle hroke off.

“What do you mean, Harry?
only giddy
s Bunier.”

“I mean Povnings.”

“The mate? Harry "

“Listen to me, Bob,” said the captain
of the Remove quietly,

And he went on to describe what he
had scen at the casino.

Bob Cherry’s vugged face grew more
and more seriois as he listened.

“1'd never have thought it of him,”
he said. “ And you're suve, Harry, that
you saw all that—in his looks?”

“T'm auite sure. He looked like a
desperate, hunted man—or, rather, like
a hunted anunal. A man who wonld
have robhed, or worse, te get more
money to put on the gaming-table.”

“8till—-"" said Boh.

“ Another point, Bob,” said Harry.
“ You remember the written message that
Mauly picked up this morning. It
wasn't there a minute or two before he
picked it up. It wasn't therc when we
came along to rag Bunter. Bur you
remember how we butted inlo Poymings
with Bunter——"

“Yes, rather,” said Bob, with a faint
grin.

“And Mauly picked it up where Poyn-
mgs had been knocked over.”

“Gireat Scott!” ejaculated Bob.

“1 thought nothing of that at the
time,” said Harry quietly. ““But after
seeing that man 1n his real character, I
—1 thought of a lot of things; that
amongst them."

Bob Cherry leaned back on the deck-
rail, and stared straight into Wharton's
face blankly.

“Harry, you're dreaming! The mate
of the Silver Scud, trusted by the skip-
per, trusted by old Brooke, & man who's
been through the war! Ifn,rr_';, it's 1m-
possible 1

“It's impossible for Gideon Claunt to
be on board in hiding; and yet we know

The
plunger in our merry party

that he's on board =2
“But b 15 nose [ said Bob., “You saw
Gaunt—his  big, misshapen nose,

Poynings has as good-looking a nose as

onoav: “'THE TERROR
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I've ever scen—straight, a giddy Greek
boko. Harry. there's nothing in it.”

**No rescinblance at ull,” said Harry.
“I know—I know. ‘They ean't be the
same, I know they ean’t! But there's
a reckless man, in desperate need of
money, Bob, and that written message
was dropped just where Poynings was
knocked over. If he can't be the black-
mailer himnself, Bob, he may be m leagne
‘lwii'l:!l him. That would account for a
ot.

“It's too thick, Harry—too thick !™

“1s there any other way of account-
mg for what's happened on beard the
yacht 7" asked Harry. *'1f Poynings
1+ an accomplice, v may have arranged
for the search to fail to show up a hidden
man. It's barely possible. Or—or hLe
may have some way of gotting him on
hoard somehow, i don’'t pretend to
understand it all, Bob; but the mystery
15 as black as night, and that is the only
gleam of light I can see. Somebedy on
board the Bilver Scud is in league with
the blackmailer, and unless it's Poyn-
II‘EH, LR

“*Hush ! whispered Bob.

Fdgar Poynings had come on deck ; he
passed quite close to the juniors. He
did not look at them. He went into the
chart-house, apparently not observing
Harry and in the shadows; but
they caught a glimpse of his face in a
light, and saw that it was pale and set.
The two juniors remai silent, and
moved away after a little.

““Not a word to the other fellows!"
Wharton muttered, as they went down
the companion. * No need to start them
worrying and surmising; and — and
likely as rot there's nothing in it.”

“Not a word!” agreed Bob.

But the two juniors were rather con-
strained for the remainder of the even-
ing, both of them thinking. The
gramophone ground away merrily in the
saloon, sending a flood -of melody—more
or less—across the still waters of the bay
of Le Bosquet. Faintly from the shore
came strains of music that mingled with
it.  Billy Bunter entsrtained his com-
rades with a clog-dance—which Bunter
prided himself upon doing particularly
well—and undoubtedly it evoked roars
of laughter, and added very much 10 the
merriment of the schoolboy wvachtsmen.
But all the time Wharton was thinking
—and Bob Cherry, too, now had food for
thought.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Watchers of the Night !

L ATULY, old man!™
Wharton leaned idly over
the schoolboy earl’s chair,

while the gramophone roared

its loudest, and Whisperﬂd.

* Yaas, dear boy.’

“You're locking your door to-night?"

“Yans. Nunky's told me to.”

“Keep it unlocked till 1 ecome to-
night, old fellow. Don’t loock round,
don’t jump—it's a bit of a secret. I'm

cqmm]g to your cabim after bedtime—
with Bob. But it's a dead secret—
something’s on. Not a word to any-
body."”

It was not easy to surprise the placid
Mauly; but undoubtedly he was sur-

prised now.
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But he played up with his usval ealm-
ness; he did not even turn his head.
“Yaas, old bean,” he answercd tran-

aquilly.
“You ecatch on®
““Not at all. I mean, oh, quite.”

Wharton smiled, and gave his atten-
tion to the gramophone. It was the last
tune before shutting down.

It was getting towards ten o'cloek, and
tima for bed. SBir Reginald Brooke said
good-night to the juniors, and they went
io their romns. They said good-night
to one another and separated.

Ten mitiutes later their lights were
out; and five minutes after that, Billy
Bunter’s resonant snors was heard from
behind a locked door. Locking the doors
was now the custom of the juniors at
night; a simple precaution against the
unlnown, unseen enemy, whose mysteri-
ous presence haunted the yacht.

Bui a quarter of an hour later, Harry
Wharton slipped into Bob Cherry's
room, and slid the door shut behind him.
Bob had turned buack the key again
silently after noisily locking up.

" Awake, Bob?" whispered Harry.

“You bet, old nut,” came Bob’s
answering whisper, :

“U Ill

Thera was a glimmer of starlit water
at the open port. Bob Cherry was
faintly discernible, sitting on the edge
of his bunk and swinging his long legs.
B_‘LW[mra’a Poynjngs now?” whispered

ol

“In the chart-house or on deck, T be-
lieve. But his cabin’s at the end of the
allcy—he may come down to it any time.
Wao've got to keep our eyes wide open.”

Wharton moved the door an inch, and
looked out. The electric light was burn-
ing, and showed a deserted passage, with
vlosed doors, and polished bulkheads
glimmering i the light.

“Come on!” he whispered.

The two juniors stepped out, and
Wharton silently and carefully closed the
door. A few more seconds, and they
were in Lord Mauleverer's cabin. Ilis
lordship, fully dressed, was sitting in the
darkness, awaiting the expected visit
with the patient placidity that was a
part of his nature,

He did not even start as two shadows
glided in, and the door was silently
closed again.

“That you, old beans?" he murmured

“Yes. Quiet, old fellow.”

*Oh, vaas.”

Lord Mauleverer blinked in the gloom
at the two Removites, with mild
curiosity.

“Now, what's the jolly old game?” he
askad,

“We rather think the blackmailer may
show up to-night,” said Harry. “If he
comes, we want to be ready for him.”

“ But _“_h},____ﬂ

" No good talking now, Mauly; we've
got to be silent. Will you turn into your
bunk and keep awake?”

Lord Mauleverer chuckled softly.

“I'll turn in, but I can’t promise to
keep awake,” he answered. *“¥You see,
I'm jolly aluepr. Can’t you wake me up
if he comes?"’

““No, fathead!”

“All serene, ihen,” vawned Lord
Mauleverer. “No good three of us
doin’ the giddy vigil stunt. I'l take a
littla nap.”

He n}ﬁed mto his bunk, and in about
& minute was sleeping calmly, Cer-
tainly the possibility of danger did not
seem to affect his lordship’'s noble nerves
to any extent. '

Wharton and Bob Cherry were not in
the least inclined for sleep. They were

A SPLENDID TALE OF HARRY WHARTON & €O'S
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feeling a thrill of excitement, as they
waited and watched in the darkness.
i3ob Cherry placed little faith in his
chum’s theory with regard to Poynings
—Harry himself did not quite know
whether he believed in it or nok 1is
mind wavered hopelessly. It was, as he
suid, the only gleam of light in the black-
ness of a haunting mystery. For all
that, it might be an utter delusion.
Poynings, assuredly, was mnot the man
his employers believed him to be, but
it was probable enough that he was not

the man Wharton suspected him of
heing. In such a puzzling problem, 1t
was impossigle to find any tangible

ihread to follow—tihere were difficulties,
if not impossibilities, in the way of evory
theory that could be formed. But Whar-
ton's suspicion, if 1t was ill-founded,
could at least be proved to be ill-
founded. and that would be eomething
—where there was no clue, it was some-
thing to get clear of a false clue.

The juniors wailed, sleepless, dis-
inclined for sleep.

It seemed an age to them before there
was a sound outside the cabin. Only the
wash of the waves against the hull of
the Silver Scud broke the silence of the
night—and a faint, almost imperceptible
echo of musio from the shore. In ithe
stillness, a faint click sounded more
loudly than it would have sounded by
day. Wharton pressed Bob's arm, his
his heart beating. He knew that the
elactric light had been turned off outside
{he state-rpoms.

Why? It was a rule to keep that light
burning throngh the mnight, since the
presence of the blackmailer had first
heen made known on board the yacht.
lhe steward would not have turned it
off, or any of his assistants—besides, they
were gone to their quarters for the night
at that hour. The old baronet was gonc
to bed—the-captain was still ashore.

The two jupiors felt their hearts
thumping almost audibly, as the door
was tried from without,

Trone or false Wharten's startling sus-
‘picion might be—but there was no doubi
how that the mysterious enemy was ab
hand. For by no other hand could
\[auleverer's door have been tiried at
that hour, with =such stealthy care,

The door opened. Probably the un-
scon intruder had come prepared to deal
with a locked door. But it was un-
incked, and it opened at his touch,

Someone—somel hing—stood within the
cabin. in the darkness, and the door elid
<hut behind him. The watching juniors
Arained their eyes in the darkness; 2
dim shadow was all they saw—within a
fow feet of (hem—=ilent, stealthy, n-
desceribably horrible in the darkness and
the silence.

For a second or two they were spell-
Lound with the horror of it; but Whar-
ton’s hand was on the switch of the
electric light. He set his (cetb and
jerked it.

Like a sudden flood, the light blazed
through the room.

And then the juniors saw

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
; Hand to Hand !
F OR a second there was =111l silence

in the cabin—a long, long second.

It was like some strange
lableau on the stage. Wharton
and Bob Cherry—silent, tense; Lovd

Mauleverer, raised on one elbow, sud-

denly awakened, staring blankly ; and

the encmy, A man cnveloped in a black
MNEXT
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cloak, with black beard and moustache
and hair, and a huge misshapen nose—
the man they had seen at Greyiriars, al
Mauleverer Towers—the man who called
himself Gideon Caunt. It was the mys-
terious foe, stealing in the darkness to
his dastardly work—and caught in the
act. For a long second the juniors were
otill as stalues; and the man, taken
utterly by surprise, stood rooted to the
planks,

Wharton was the first lo recover. The
enemy—ihe dastard who had threatened
Lord Mauleverer's life—was within
reach al last. The captain of the Remove
made a desperate spring,

“(‘ome on, Bob!”

His grasp was on Gideon Gaunt.

“By gad!"” gasped lord Mauleverer.

He tumbled hurriedly out of the bunk.

Bob Cherry was after his chum- m a
flash.

Both of them prasped ihe black-
bearded ruffian, and for a moment he
rocked in Lheir grip, and nearly went
down,

Had he gone to the floor they would
have piled on him, and his game would
have been up. DBut he recovered him-
colf in time. He rocked, but did not
fall ; and a spasm of fury came over the
hideous black-bearded face. A crashing
blow on the chest sent Bob Cherry spin-
ning across the cabin, stumbling over
Mauleverer, and the two rolled on the
floor together. Ilarry Wharton, unheed-
ing, clung to the deperado, panting for

help.
“Help! Ilelp!”
“Hlelp!” roared Bob, as he rolled.
Two arms that seemed like iron

grasped Harry Wharton—he was in the
grip of a powerful man—a man powerful
and utterly desperate. TFis own grasp
was torn loose, as easily as a child’s, He
was raised from the Hoor, and dashed
away.

He clutched at the ruflian; his grasp
closed on the man's beard, Dut as he
was dashed aside the beard parted—it
was still in Wharton's grasp as he went
crashing on the floor,

There was a shout from somewhere—
ihe alarm was given already. But the
ruffian had the door open now ; he darted
out and shut it behind him.

Bob Cherry staggered up. He was
dazed and aching with the one fierce
blow that had felled him; be leaned an

the edge of the bunk, gasping. Lord
Mauleverer sat up dizzily. ;

t“ After him [ panted Bob.

Wharton tried lo wize, dizzily, and
«ank back again. He was half-siunned by
the crazh on the floor,

Pob Cherry staggered to the door and
tore it open, and yelled.

darkness.

“Help! Help !

Light gleameid out. The old baronet’s
door was -witde open; Sir Reginald
Brooke appeared with a revolver in his
hand.

“\Whal, what——"" he stuilered.
“Ha's here!” yelled Bob, “(Gideon
(taunt! He's here- —"
He groped along to the
and turned on the light.
“ood heavens ! :
The old barounet lifted the revolver;
he would have ficed withoutl a second’s
hesitation or a thought of mercy; but
there was nothing at which to fire. No
one was in sight but himself and Bob

passage switch

Cherry. The next moment other doors
were open—Johnny Bull and Nugent and
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh came

tumh’-inﬁ aut, while from Bunier's cabin
came a howl of terror, ‘
Harry Wharton came staggering out

Cutside was
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of Lord Maunleverer's room, The black
beard was still grip,ped in his hand,

“He's gol away | hissed BDob.

«“He eannot have gol lo the deck!”
panted the baronet. * PPoynings is there
—call to Poynings——=" ;

“@ao if Poynings is on deck, Do 12
breathed Wharton.

Bob ran up the companion,
three alarmed seamen  Wwere
down, and he stopped.

s Mr. Poynings there?” he rasped.

“Tla's below, sir.”

Wharton heard the answer, and he
dashed along to the mate’s cabin.

Now or never his suspicions were 1o be
put to the test,

“ Mr. Poynings!” he shoufed,

He would have thrown open the door,
but it was secured within, The mate’s
voice answered, ;

‘* Hallo there!”

Poynings was in his cabin.
he there? Why was his door secured
He conld not have gone to bed, with the
skipper sull absent. Wharton almost
raged outside the locked door. The
alartn was ringing through the ship—why
was Poynings still behind a locked door 7
The Greyiriars junior’s black sispicion
was almost a black certainty now. Was
{he yuffian with whom he had struggled
hidden in the mate’s cabin at that very
moment ?

“Come oul!” shouted Wharton.

“ What is the matier?”

“ Gideon Giaunt has been here.”

“Come, come! Is it a nightmare e
called back the mate, and his tone was
hantering. :

“Why do you nol come out?" shouted
Wharton,

“J am coming."”

But the door remained fast. Suddenly
there sounded a heavy splash in the sea.
There was a yell on deck,

« (jverboard ! He's gone overboard !”

The vell was followed by a rush on
deck. Wharton's brain seemed to swim.
Was that splash the proof that the mys-
{erions enemy had gained the deck, and
sprung overboard to cscape by sWwinn-
ming? Yet why did Edgar Poynings'’
Jdoor remain locked?

Three or four seamen were pointing
excitedly to the water on the shore side.

“It was there—"

“id you see him?” panted Wharton.

“WNo, sir: we heard him——"

“ Nobody saw him ¥

LT Nn.”

Wharlen siared at the water.  The
moonlight turned it to a glistening sheet
of duslky silver; there was no zign of a
cwimmer, In the uncertain light a dark
head micht have escaped notice. But
no one had seen the fugitive jump—only
the splash had warned them that he had
gone overboard, Harry Wharton set his
teeth.

“}1as he gone?"

It was Edgar Poynings' voice. The
mate of the Silver Scud was there—cool,
collected. handsome in his trim uniform.
Harry Wharton looked at him like ‘a
fellow in a dream. Was this handsome,
cool, sailor-like fellow the accomplice of
the  dastardly blackmailer and 28885511
who had stolen aboard like a thief in the
night? Tt seemed incredible; if 1t was
<o, then Poynings had a nerve of iron.
1iis manner was ealm, cool, normal,

“T heard a splash,” he said,

“He jumped overboard, sir " said one
of the scamen.

Poynings rapped oul sharp orders for a
boat to be lowered. ITe went in the boat
himsalf. For the next hour the boat was
pulling to and fro, searching for the sup-
posed swimmer—nol to find him. The
old baronet watched eagerly from the

Two or
running

Why was
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deck-rail, with jackered brows, But
Harry Wharton did not watch. He did

not need the boat to return to apprise
imu that the search would be unsuccess-
ul.

——————

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Is it a Clue?

SAY, you fellowsg—*"

“Br-r-r-r!"

“I[ that’s what you eall polite,
Bob Cherry——"

IIHIrI
R,

“Oh, dry up, Buniter!"” said Bob
irritably.
for once the cheery and good-

humoured Bob was irritable,

It was not Bunter’s way to dry up,
however. The Owl of the Remove was
looking very cheery that morning.

Le Bosquet was behind the yacht now ;
ithe prow of the Silver Bcud cleaved the
Mue walers of a summer sea. And
almost everyone on board had been glad
to leave the French coast behind.

Sir Reginald Brooke had looked more
at ease that mornming at breakfast than
for a long time past. The intruder of
the night had escaped—but he was gone.
Whether he had ‘succeeded in SWiLIming
ashore, or whether he had found a grave
in the waters of the bay, conld not he
known; but, at all events, he was gone
from the Silver Scud. Whether he had
been hidden on board, or whether he hud
somehow coutrived (o obtain access to
‘the yacht while she rode at anchor, was
immaterial. He was gone; and the know-
ledge of that seemed to lift a clond from
the spirits of all—or nearly all—on board.
The splash in the sea had told its own
tale. Whatever was the trath of the
strange’ mystery, the Silver Scud was
free now of the haunting, threatening
prosence, .

Even Lord Mauleverer's placid face was
a little more serepely placid. Billy
Bunter was quite reassured. During the
alarm of the night he had howled for help
in his locked eabin, and no one had taken
heed—a great grievance with the Owl of
the Remove. But now that he under-
slood that all danger was ot an end,
Bunter was quite himself again. He was
prepared to enjoy the yachting trip to the
full; and he was kind enough to note the
clonded brows of Wharton and Bob
Cherry, and to administer comfort in his
OWNn way.

“Don’t worry, you chaps,” he said.
*You look quite nervous, Wharton—-—"

“0Oh, shut up. Bunter !

“5o do you, Cherry——"

*Cheese it!"

" Who was it howling like a hvena last
hight while we were looking for the
villain?"  asked Johnny Bull, with
Sarcasm,

“Oh, really, Bull——"

“The howliulness of the esteemed
‘Bunter was terrific ™

Bunter turned a deaf ear to that
remarlk.

“Keep your courage up, you chaps!”
he said. *“The man's rone! That's a

cert!| He jumped overboard.  Let's hape
he's drowned! Anvhow, we know Eu
didn’t get on board again! He's either
at the bottom of the sea, or ashore in

France, and we're guit of him. Isn't
that so, Mauly *”

“Yans,"

“And he's left nothing but a giddv

black beard behind him,” said Frank
Nugent,

“What did he leok like without it,
Wharton 7" asked Johnny Bull,

“I only had a glimpse for a second.
But his chin was quile clean shaven—as
clean-shaven as Mr. Poynings’,” said
Harry, with a glance up at the bridge,
where the mate was standing. Bob
Cherry, with a start, followed his glance-

“Well, we're shut of him now,™
yvawned Lord Mauleverer. “Thank good-
ness for that! 1 can’t say I should be
sorty if he'd gone to Davy Jones' locker,
you know., Dashed bal character—
what "

“The thankfulness is terrific that he
has departfully cleared,” remarked the
Nabob of DBhanipur. “The esteemed
rotter was beginning to get upon my
ridiculous nerves,”

“He's still on
grinned Billy Bunter,
old man, buck up!
Like me I

“1a, ha, ha!”

“ Blessed if I can see anything to cackle
al 1" growled Bunter. “1I say, Mauly,
when are we going to gel the cricket you
were talking about ¥

“To-morrow, dear boy.™

“Good ! said Bunter. “TI'll show the
French chaps what bowiing's like. Make
‘em open their eves—what "

“By gad! Yaas! Your bowlin' would
make anybody open his eyes, Bunter!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, really, Mauly 2

Harry Wharton strolled away from the
cheery group on deck. Beb Cherry
joined him at a distance from the other
fellows.  Bob eyed his chum curiously
and a little uneasily, '

“You don’t share the general opinion,
old chap?” he asked in a low voice.

“No!" said Iarry.

“¥You don’l think we've seen the last
of him #"

Wharion's nerves,”
“1I say, Wharton,
Ba a man, vou know,
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“But there’s no doubt he went over-
board——" urged Bob.

ITarry Wharton shook his head.

“He nevér went overboard,
“Nobody went overboard.”

“But we all heard the splash——"

" A splash can be made by something
being chucked out of a porthole,” said
the captain of the Remove guietly.

Bob Cherry started,

“Harry! You don't think——"

“1 don’t think—I'm sure,” answered
Harry Wharton in the same quiet tone.
“Loock at it, Bob! How did the man get
on board—if he came on board? He
couldn’t have swum out—he was dry
when we saw him in Mauly’s cabin. No
boat could have come and hung on to
the Silver Scud without being seen by
the watch on deck. He was on board,
Bob.”

“Hidden?" aanid Bob, “But we've
already proved—there's no place——"

“ Except one.”

“What's that., then *

“Poynings’ cabin,” said Harry,

Bob.

The *‘ Holiday Annual” will be On Sale on the First of September !

* But—but——-™"

“Why was Poynings locked up in his
cabin last night when he was suppased to
be taking his watch on deck? Why
didn’t he coma out when the whole ship
was alarmed ?” said Harry. “I've asked
two or three of the crew exactly whers
they heard the splash. Nobody saw any-
one jump in, but two or three have told
me exactly where the splash was, and it
was almost wunder the porthole in
Poynmings” cabin. [t was a cunning way
of throwing us off tho scent. Bob: but
that was all it was. A bundle of some-
thing—perhaps a black cloak—"

Bob Eharr:,r whistled softly.

“But in that case the villain is still on
board the Silver 8cud, Harry, and
Poynings is hiding him.”

“*¥Yes, unless—"

“Unless what ?”

““He left a false beard in my hand after
our struggle,” said Harry Wharton.
“That was a disguise—part of a disguise,
But what good was a false beard as a
disguise to o man who would be known
by his disfigured nose anywhere—bheard
or no beard? It was a disguise. Bob,
but it was only part of cne——"

“The moustaches and the hair,” said
Bob—*"all false, I dare say. In fact,
pretty ceriain.” :

“'That's not all,”

“What else, then?”

Harry Wharton poused before he
answered. Ile glanced round. Bob
watched him with growing curiosity., It

was evidenl that a startling thought was
in Wharton's mind—a thought so strange,
so startling, that he hesitated to give it
utterance. DBut he spoke at last.

“That was only part of the disguise,
Bob! There was more than that. [
never thought of it before, and even now
it seems to startling; but I believe il,
The nose—that disfigured mose—it was a
false nose, Bob—a trick, a cunning trick !
I'm certain of it!”

Bob Cherry gasped.

“ But, Harry——"" ‘

“That's why the door was locked,” sail
Harry quietly. “That’'s why he was
below when he was supposed to be on
deck; that's why he did not ecome out
at the alarm; that’'s why Gideon Gaunt
vanished in the twinkling of an eye. He
vanished because he had only to whip
along .in the dark to the mate’s cabin.
And he went in as Gideon Gaunt, and
came out as—-""

“Poynings!” breathed Bob,

Lk YES I!I-

“Good heavens!”

“Not a word,” whispered Wharton.
"It sounds incredible, I Lnow that.
There’s no proof—nothing—only that I'm
sure of-1t!  But we're not done with
Mauly's enemy yet. And the next tims
we shall know! But not & whisper that
could put the villain on his guard!"

“1 say, you fellows——"

Billy Dunter’'s voice chimed in. But
Bob Cherry did not even hear him.
Thundersiruck, he was wondering dazedly
whether it was possible, whether Harry
Wharlon was dreaming dreams, or
whether he had indeed struck on the clue
to the mystery of the Silver Scud.

TEE EKD.

There will be another Magnificent Long Complete Story, dealing with the Holiday Adventures of Harry Wharton & Co,, -
the Chums of Greyfriars, and Lord Mauleverer, entitled :—

“THE TERROR TRACKED DOWN!*»

By FRANK RICHARDS, in next week's bumper issue, Order your copy to-day |
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PHOTOGRAPHY

Big Money Prizes to be Won in a Holiday Competition in the “ Popular ! 19

BOYS! Take up PLATE

As.a HOBBY and Win a
BIG CASH PRIZE

in the £3,000 All-British Photographic Competition

-+

Boys! If you have not taken up Photography—then you're missing a jolly good thing!
It's the most interesting and fascinating hobby a fellow could have, anci it's getting very
profitable, too. Photographic work for the Press, for instance, offers excellent prospects
of a good income—hundreds of photos are bought daily by newspapers and magazines
at a generous price. Then again, photography offers defnite prospects of a well-
paid career as a professional portrait photographer. And then there are frequent
competitions with big Cash Prizes. In this competition, for instance, £3,000 in Cash
Prizes is offered for amateur photographs—there are hundreds of PRIZES for beginners,

But start right—go in for real Photography—PLATE Photographv—the most practical
and satisfactory form of Photographic work—the form adopted by Pressmen,
Professional and all serious Amateur Photographers—in fact, the only kind of
Photographic work for those who want to take up the hobby properly and thoroughly.

THIS FREE BOOK TELLS YOU HOW
TO START AND HOW TO WIN

This free booklet is the first step on the road to success in real photography. It tells you the best
way to start and the best materials to buy in order to win one of the big Cash Prizes offcred in this
£3,000 C{)g'u]ietitinn.d [t tells d}*-::nu hm;r to take ] .
pictures and how to develop and print from your ;
own plates. Do not buy any materials at all Send this Coupﬁn TO day
until you have read this book and seen the WITH 1d. STAMP FOR POSTAGE

To Secretary, £3,000 All-British Photographic

Cameras, Plates, and Papers recommended.
Send for the bﬂuilﬂt nmf I+ is Free Competition, 4, Oxford Street, Londen, W. 1.
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Hundreds of Cash Prizes . COUPON

To Secretary, £3,000 All-British Photographic

for BEGINN ERS Competition, 4, Oxford Street, London, W.1.

I am thinking of taking up Plate Photo-
graphy and entering for the £3,000 Com- :
petition.  Please send me free booklet, 1 :

Priz=es of X100

Prizes oOof 226 enclose herewith id. stamp for postage.
Priz=es of X£10 N ' :
s P T T P T T T T PP .
Prizes of £65, & o - :
300 PFrizes of £1 B T T—

Also Prizes of £30, £15, £10, and £5
each,and 100 Prizes of 10/-forJuniors.
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WRITE IN BLOCK LETTERS.
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MODEL

§s all you pay for our No, W0 lady's
or gentleman's Mead ' Marve! *—
the finest eycles ever offered on
such exceptionallyeasy torms, Built
to stand hard wear. Brilliantly
plated ;. vichly enamelled, sxqui-E
sitely lined in two colours, Sent
packed free, cagriage paid on .

iI5 DAYS' FREE TRIAL,

Fully warranted. Promptdelivery
\ Honey refunded if dissatisfied,
Big bargains in  slightly factery
sviled motnts. . Tyres and
Accessories 334% below shop
prices. Buy direct Ffrom the
factorv and save pounds.

How 1 geven-year-old MEAD
which had traversed 75,000 miles,
heat 550 wup-to-date machines aod
broke the world's record by o WBEE
JLEB miles in B8 days is erplained in
eur art catalogue. Write TO-IAY
for free copy—brimful of ins
formation about bicycles and
containg gigantic photos
graphs of oor latest mmodels.

MEAD CVCLE €0. (Ing.)
(Dept. BGO7 )
Birmingham

ON EASY
TERMS.

Ready to wear and made to mearurs, on £y Terms,
7/8 monthly, Write for Patterms fo-day. e have
all the new shades in Tweeds, Serges. ato. FPit and
- Wear guarantesd. Our -Easy Terma allow you to dress
well by payiog o little each month. Write for Patterns
now and see what wonderfub walue we are giving.

- DMEASTEIRS, LTI
19, HOPE STORES, RYE. Esld, 1869.

N YOURS for

e This handsome full-sized Gent's Lever

- % Warch sent upon receipt of 17-.  After
approval send 1 /- move, Lthe balance may
then be pard by 6 mo . thly mstalments of
2. !fa,i:'ﬁ+ Guaranteed 5 years. l:l_mm
offcred Free with every watch. - Cash .
| returnedan E o disatisfied. Send 1/-
{ aow 1o Simpsen’s Ltd. (Depr. 2 )
94, Oueen Rd., Brighton, Sgmex

r‘ 12 '6 M;:Ith

'XMAS _CHOCOLATE CLUBS | i

Spare time Agents wanted. Good remuy-
neration. No outlay. Best makes only
supplied. Particulars Free. . .

SAMUEL DRIVER, South Market, Hunslet Lane, Leeds
DO YOU FLUSH OR GO PALE ?

o NERVOUS?
O LT >
Yon need notcontinue to go through life hludluﬂ:ped with auch wretched
disabilitles as Nervous Timidity, Bashiuvlness, Blushing, Self-conscions-
-nass, Shyness, Lack of Confidence, Insomnia, etc. . Yon cap curs your-
self in 7 daye by & very simple home method. No harmful drugs. No
aito suggestion. A genuind self-cure for either sex.  Full
will bo sent FREE privately, if you write, jnentioning The Magnet,

U.J.D., 1%, ALL SAINTS ROAD, BET. ANNE'E -ON -SEA.

p THE ¢ 7.|H.'I .

: - I A M ARV EL.—Telescope, Field, Sea,

TR ] S Wglag: i or Opera Glagses {(adjustable to gult

' - . * all sights),” Com . Mirror, Bupn-

G ' ing, Reading, an Hﬂgn_llyll:gulaﬂlﬂﬂ.

_ all "* 7-IM-1,"" Black Metal. Bize, Closed for

. Focket, 4 ins, Novelly Companion Indoors or
i B Out. Only 1/8, Poat Free. Delight or Mone

Post Fres -IH- M Back. Free List of Novellios, Ete.—PAIN-

' : PEESENTS HOUSE,Dopt. 94, Hastings.

Cinemn

MOVIES AT HOME. Froisctoy;, 2og,Real Cin

E,
DRAN CINEMA CO., 94, Draylon Avenue, Weat Ealing, LONDON, W,.13

STAMPS.—55 varielies, 6., including BAHAMAS, WAR, SURINAM.
NIGERIA. PErit. Bachuanalasd, Ecusdor, cto. Swilseriund, Hd. 100

4, atamps, &d. 20 War, 6d. 50 Goloniala, 6d. 1,000 Mounts, &d,—
JIMINEKE, 38, Bushey Hill Road, Camherwell, Eng,
DN

wrbicnlary

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

FREE,JIG SAW |
PUZZIE

o (Value 3%)
‘to users of John Knights
o - FAMILY

T
|
=

.'(cm_ ran) SOAP '

Application Forms
and full particulars
th cvery packet, of -
all Grocers, Oilmen

" and Stores,

AUTOMATIC REPEATER
- - PEA PISTOL - -

{As illustrated) 25 Bhot, -
Complate with Ammunition 26
Part Pestage, 8d. -
Smaller  Pattern, 1Y Shota 1/-, Poatage 3d.

CExtra Ammunition, §d. per box.
Hiwstrated. Catalogues - Post. Free.

QRACE & CO., B1, Wood Street, Cheapside, London, E.C.2

BE BIG.“Durim; the past tem years we have supplied our Girvas

: Betentific Treatment for increaging the height to opver
20,000 students. Less than 200 have writien to say they huﬂut secured '

all the4ncrease tlnﬂ' desired, 99 per cent. of guccessful results is a der-
ful achievement. ealth and stamipa greatly improved. If under 40 send
L for partionlars and our £100 l--f’-'- | g

LY tarantas to ENQUIRY DEPT.
17, STROUD GREEX ROAD, LONBON, N.4. ] R =

STOP STAMMERING !

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON

Lurs yourself as I did. ' Par-
ticulars Free.— FRANKE D
ROW, LEHDQH. W.C.1.

The Greatest Book of the Year !

The tinest Story Book for Boys and Girls is—

Packed with fne stories, articles, pictures, and coloured plates.

‘ON SALE ON THE FIRST OF SEPTEMBER.
Order gour copy to-day.

19-8-2%



