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THE FIRST CHAFPTER.
Noi Mles for Sklnger |

ARRY WHARTON came aion
H the Remcove pRssage, 4o
stoppod at Study No. 4.
he door was half épen, and
the captain of the Remove glanced in,

He frowned involuntarily.

Prep was on in the Remove, and
Vernon-Smith and Skinney were hoth 1n
No. 4, They were not st pecp, however,

Bkinper was sitting on the side of the
table, his hands in his ‘.}m::lmta sWinging
his s.  Herbert Vernon-8mith, the
Eﬂmﬁr of Greyfriars, sprawled in the
armchiir, with a cigarette between his
lips.

* Bmithy 1Y "

The Bounder started a little, and
mide g movement ae if to remove the
cigarette fram his mouth and throw it
away, But second thoughis came
quicﬁly* and instead of doing o0, he blew
put & cloud of smoke,

Bkinner grinped.

“You're shocking Wharton, Bmithy,”
he said, " You're asking for a lecturo.
Wharton's just poing to begin, I know
the look in his eye.”

“Let him!" said the PBounder in-
differantly. : _
“Go it, Wharton ! said Skinner on-

couragingly. “Lef Bmithy have it in
your woll-known seventhly manner. 1'm
afraid it won't do either of s any good ;
but it will be entertaining.”

“1 leoked in to speak to you, Bmithy,”
enid the captnin of the Remove, taking
no heed of Skinner.

“Here hegimneth the fArst lessonl”
murmured Skinnes.

The Bounder laughed,

Harry Wharton coloured with anget.

“1 suppose | was an ass ta come herg I
he snapped.

“No supposing about it—you were!”
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agreed Bkipner. " ¥ou've no [riends in
this study, Wharton, and you kuow 1t.
Shut the dear alter you, Whe the
dickens gre you to butt into & may's
study gnd lecture huyn ¥ )

" Eocho answers whoe Y drawled the
Bounder,

Wharton made a movement lo go, but
he stopped agein. He had been trying,
of fate, to get op better terms with the
Bounder, but he kpew thet he would not
succeed if Bkinner could help it

“I wanted to speak 1o you
Redwmg, Smithy,"” ho said.

Vernon-Bmith's manner changed ab
2nca,

He sat up, and threw the stump of his
cigarctte into the greate.

" Redwing ?° he repeated,

¥ Yes

“SBorry, old bean, T thought you'd
come to jaw me,” said the PBounder.
“Trot in, Shut up, Bkinner, will you "

Slinner bit has Lip.  He had been guite
well aware that Wharton had looked n
with friendly indentions, and he had
charitably desired to nip those friendly
intentions in the bud. It was not gener-
ally difficult to stir up trouble betwcen
a proud nature like Wherton's, and an
arrogant one like the Bounder's.

“Come im, Whartaon!" Smithy’s
manncy was quite cordial. * Nothing to
get vour back up abgut, old chap.”

Wharton entered the study,

* Look here, Bmlth;‘. if you've going to
jaw with Wharton, 1'd better cut,” said
Bkinner sulkily,

“Quite a good 1dea,”_said the BDounder
mu]!g;.l “Tactiul in fact., Cut, by all
means !

Skinner scowled., But e did not cut.
He remained where he was, and osten-
tatiouzly lighted a cigareife.

“Take a pew, old bean.” zaid the
Nounder, pushing &8 chair towards
Wharton with his feot., * Chuck that
[liing away, Skinner,”

ahout
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The Opening Story of a Bril-

liant Mew Segries dealing with

the Adventures of Harry

Wharton and Co., the Chums
of Grayfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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"1 suppose I can smoke if I like!™
sparled Bkinner. "I you're afraid of
Whartan, I'tn not 1™

“Oh, cheese it!” snapped Vernon-
Emith. " Do you think I'm a mug io
have iy leg pulled as easily as all that?
If you're staving, shur up, for poodness’
sake ! Go ghead, Wharton I

“ About Redwipg,” sgid the captain of
the Remove. “ He was your pal when
he was at Greyinars, Bmithy, but most
of the fellows were his frieu{is* and we
all liked him——"

“7 never did ' tnterjected Skinner,

“You wouldn't ' ssid Harry., *So
far as I ever'noticed there was nothing
whatover rotten about Redwing, so
neturelly you wouldp't care for him.”

The Bounder chuckled.

“Right on the wicket,” he agreed.

“¥ou know that Tom Redwing has
comw back from th» sea, Wharton!

He's up at Hawkseliff now,”

“That's what 1 wanted to speak to
vou about,” seid the captain of the
Remoaove, *“Most likely he's not home
for long, and we'd like to sec bhim while
there’s & chance.”

“Good man,”

“He would be jolly welcome if he gava
us a ook in at Greyiriars,” went on the
captain of the Remove., I dare say he
would like to fea in ¢ Greyfviars study
apain, Smithy. Wiat do you think ¥*

*Good man again ™ said the Bounder,
“I've thoupht of that. I'm going up to
Hawkschif to see him on Satuvday afler-
noon. Like io come ™

“¥es, rather ™

“ And your friends?”

“They'd be glad to come, too.” =aid
Harry. His face wds very cheerful now,
“We all liked Redwing, and were sorry
when he left, Let's make a party of it
for Saturday?”

£l Dme Iﬁ!

“T heagd that that longshoreman whs
back at his hovel in Ilawhkseliff,” said
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Skinner, with a sneer, "1 havdly
thouglt you'd be taking up with lhom
aguin, Swuithy.™ _

*You'd hardly think anything decent

of anvbody, would you?” szaid the
Bounder agreeably.

Harry Wharton langhed,

Skinner’s  mischief-making dul  not

saom to, be progressing very favourabiy.

“If you want to know, there was o
guestion of my taking him up again”
addod the Bounder, “ The gquestion was
whother he would take me up agein
after the rotten way 1 treated hom when
lie was here. DBut he's a good cliap, und
he's lot bygones be bygones.™

"You've seen hin, then?” asked
Skinner, comproessing his thin lips,

"“Yes, I've seen him.”

“J heard from Dunter that yeu'd bhad
a letter from him.” :

“Ior once, Bunter was telling ihe
tratl. 1 had.”

Skinner's lip curled

“And you cam't &0
game P he specred.

"What game¥” ‘

“1 den't think t needs mneh Jooking
for, when a lomgshoreman, a fellow down
an Dis Juck, sucks up to a willionaire’'s
son ! jeered Skinner. “He's jolly well
aot gomg Lo let vou go il he can help ir,
1t pay: him te Lkeep in with xou, of
course | 1 faney he's got some idea of

the fellow's

petting back to Greyfriarvs, if he can
work 1t, That’'s what le wants, of
course [

“Thot's what 1 want,” said the

Bonnder, *and I'm jolly well going to
work it somehow ! You're a clever
chap, Skinner, perhaps you could help,
if vou put your mind to it.”

Iarey Wharton burst into & laugh at
the expression on Skinner's face,

skinner of the lemove was not likely
Lo iwlp Tom Redwing to ger back 1o
Groyiriars. :

“Why, you—rou—you checky idiot 17
stultored Skinper, ™ The fellow ought
never to hiave been let into the school at
all, It was & jolly good thing when he
went, The son of a common seaman—:3
rank oulsider ! Ilis being lLere at all

war & disgrace to Greyfriars, 1 think
The Bounder's eves glinted, .
“Never  mind  what  you  tlank,

Skinner,” ho interrupted, "Il teil you
what I think. I think you'd better not
sey anything more against Hedwing, ov
vou'll go out of this study so guick you
won't know what hit you. Got thalt”

“I'lt zay what like I shoutoed
Skinuer, too exasperated to rememnber
his usual eauwtion, *That rotten out-
sidlor—that tramp—that beggar——"

“] warped yon!™ said the Dounder
giriilulg.r} and he jumped vp from the arm-
chair.

“Hands off, you cad I yelled Bkinner,

Skinner jumped off the table, and
~made  anotlher jump  to  the  door.
Vernon-3mith was coming at him wilh
& black brow and gleaming eyes, and his
fist+ elenched hard.

“You cad!” panted Skinner. “You
chocky cad———"

He made o backward jurup theough
the doorway, just in time fo cseape a
blowe,

“Te pad, T'IL e

Slam !

The door of the study slammed after
Skinner, as the Bounder kicked it shut,

Skinner did not reopen 1t He did nnt
wank to see anything more of his “pal ¥
in his pal's present mooad, Vernon.-Smith

iurned back to the captain of il
Removo.
“Now let’s settle  about  eecing

Redwiog on Saturday,” he eaid,
And the {wo juniors dizenssed that

PiiGe 3
TWOPENCE.

arvangement amicably, while ITarold
Skinner tramped away to Btudy No. 5,
to pour hiz iale of prievance inte the
sympathetic cavs of Snoop and Stoit.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Turned Down !

ERRBERT VERNON - SMITH

H looked very cheery when he

cume into the Remove-room Lhe
following morning.

There had beeh a8 change in 1he
Dounder durine the inst few days, and
all the Bemove had nobiced it,

Undoubtediy it had made a dilfercnca
to him, that his old chum, Tom
Redwing, had returned to Hawhksclill
from the sea, and had been willing,
indeed anxious, to be on the old Tricidiy
footing with Bmithy.

Yernon-Bimnith had broken detention,
at very consmderable risk, to visit his
former chum and study-mate at Hawks-
cliff, ten miles up the coast from Groy.
friags, He had found the former
Groyiriors' juntor as friendly as of old,
forgetful of all offences.  The Bounder
intended to visit HawkselillT again on
SBaturday, but this fime he meant to
be wery caveful net te be detuined
Bince hiz meeting with Tom Redwiug,
e had dropped a great deal of his
rebellions insolence in class, and no
longer secemcd to be hanting for troubile
with his Form mastoer,

But 1t was only that he wanied to
avord detentions. Redwineg  lewl  re-
suined, to some extent, his ald inflienen
ovor the Donuder’s wayward spirit, and
smithy was ne Jonger i o trowble-
bunting momd,  Thinking of his friend
;l}stnad of himself, had been good for
im.

Certainly, Mr. Cueleh biad no fanlt
to Ond with him now.

Tlis prep had been earefully done, las
constrae was thoe best i the Remove:
andd there wasz po “ragging ™ o Form,

for which the Bownder had bLeen dis-
tinguished  all  throwgh  the  summer
¢,

The chanpe was dua to Ton Redwing,
hut it eaine at o fortunate time for
Smithy, for the Remove muster was
assarcdly “fed up ¥ with hiz rebellions.
ness atdd  insubordination, and inclined
to take very drastic measures with hiwm.

Harry Wharton & Co. were glad
cnotgh to sec the change in Snnthy.
It had a different effect on Skinner,

When Redwing had been at Grey-
friars, on the schelarship that had been
foumded by Bmithy's father, his influence
had kept Sinithy almost enfirely away
from Bkinner and his shady sct.  Afer
Redwing had  left, Smithy had pone
downhill with dizzy rapidity; he had
taken Skioner in lo Study No. § ns his
study-mate, and had heen the blackest
of the black sheep in the Form. That
was o state of affairs that snited Skinner
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admivabl:. A wealthy pal willh shady
proclivities hike his own was very wselul
to Bkinner.

Certaindy, he Lhad no personal likine
for the Bounder, but he resented biliesly
the fact that Bmithy was reasly to throw
i astde at any moment, for the sake
of his old clm., He had disliked
Redwing when the latter was al Girey-
friars, and his dislike was as keen a=
over now  that the sailorman’s son
geemed to Le vesuming hiz old influenece
over Herbert Vernon-8mith, The change
for tho botter in the Bounder was, in
Skinner’s £yes, a ¢change very much for
the worse,

“That longshore cod is  petting
Smithy under his thumb again,” was the
way Akinner expressed 1t to Bnoop.

" Looks liko it," agriod Snoop. Dl
what does it matter? The oursider will
bo gone to sea again next weok,”

“Don't you believe it sneered
SBkmner. " He won't go back to zea i
he can wedge Into Greyiriars agam.
He's trying to work it fo get back here
soinehow on Bmithy's money.™

“ I shonldn't wonder,” aszented Snoop.

“Hnithy's wide enough in  dealin’
with anvbody else, but that lonpshore
ead could alwavs twist hom ronnd s
finger. 1Ie's made Smithy believe in
hiv imadependenee. Lot of independence
about a common longshare loul wio
malies friends with a millienaire's =on.
OF course, his game is to loot Bmithy.”

“Well, 1t would be, I suppese,” said
SEnaop.

“But I'm going to put A spole in
the wheel, somehow,” said Skinner.
Letween hisg Leeth, " Smithy can't take
p follow up and turn bim down josl
nz he fancies, without smmarting for .,
'l polly well sce that that longshor
pad doesn’t wangle himsell back into the
sehool, if 1 can help it. 1I'm not ibe
fellow to see o pal bamboozled and
done. "’

Siudney James Snoon chuekled,

“You mean that HBmithy's teo jolly
valuable to lose?” he asked

“liock at him now!” said Skinner,

scowling, and without answering e
qQueston.
The Romove had eome out aller

morning class, and Vernon-Smilh had
jotned the Fomous Five in the gquad
o e,

1le was ¢halting checrily with Ilnvey
Wharion & Co, oblivious of  (he
existeneo of Skinner.

“Only a few weeks ago he was af
daggers drava with Wharlon and his
crow,” sard Skinner, “now ook  at
tivenmi™

*You never ecan rely on a {etlow hike
Smithy,” said Bnoop.

“It's all Redwing's doing—and 1 ran
teld you, Bnoopey, that if tﬁm longrshore
caed vomes back, woe shan't see much
more of Smithy., Ie will give us the
marblo  eye, ac he did before when
Redwing was heve, We came jolly
near serapping vesterday, bocause I told
Bitm whot [ thwught of the cad.™

“Bettor nat tell him again, old bean ™
grinted Snoop. Y Emithy's got o heloy
punch,”

Yernan-Bmith left the FPamons Five
and strolled under the clims with has
hands 1n his peckeis.  Skinner joinged
It there.

The DBonnder’s  leok  was  pot
woelroming, but he pave Skinner a2 nod.

“What about fororcow alternoon,
Smithy 77 asked Skinner, in as amicable
a tone as if fhere had never beon a hint
of trouble. " We wore thinking of & v
up io the Three Frhers, von know™

“That"s washed out."”

“Fe lilke to po™

Tooe Maonwer Lonnany —-TWa, LOLT,
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" Wall, I shan’t stop you,” said the
Dounder. “ I'm going up to IJawkschif
myself, as vou hunow.” &>

“VWell, look horve, V'll come (00, siid
Skinper, “I'd like to seo Redwing
again, if you come to ihat”

I'ie Bounder looked him in the Ince.

“You wouldn't,” he answered curtly.

" tedwing wouldn't care to see you,
eillier,” .

“1 suppose he'd be civil to & pal of
yourst”

“Very likely; but I don't want you
to come,” saud Vernon-Smith blunt]y. .
“Yhat’s plain English, at all events,

said Skinner, biting his hp.

“ What's the good of beatin® about the
bush® said the Bounder impatiently.
“You hate the chap, and you'd nm?ke
irouble 1f you could. Do you think I'm
g fool? Forget it.” -

And the Bounder walked on, leaving
Slkinner with a black look on his face.

Whon  the dinner-bell  rang, the
Bounder walked inte the House with
Harry Wharton, evidently on amicable
terms with the capiain ol the Hemove
1t cervininly looked as if the old trouble
between, Bmithy and his Form captain
vas ab an end.

Skinner eved the Bounder at the
dinnertable, but Smithy did not catch
lis eye. It was only too clear that tho
eoiirache ol his I;hut]_'q" CRUETAIONS hiael
quite dropped  oat of the Dounder’s
thoughts: Slkinner was nothing or loss
than notiung to him.  1Te was, as he
bitterly reflocied, a fellow to D mado
nse of when Smithy wanted him, and
el uneceremeoniously  when  Smithy
did not want him. Az Skinner’s friend-
hip with the Downder was  founded
entively oo the Doumder’s usefalness to
hig, ho really had no causs for com-
plaint, but he did not look at it in that
tight., His grudge was decp and bitter

After dinner, Skinner lotteved about
the paszages, till he was assured that no
eye was upon him, and then he slipped
mto the Remove Povm-room,

He wias oceapied in that Form-room
for aboul a quarter of an hour, and then
e slippedt out as guictly  as he  had
enlered.

Hiee siralled inta the gnad, with a dis-
agrecahie smile on his' ?i'l.'.'t'.‘.

When the bell rang for class and the
emove fellows went in BDob Cherry
Fepped the Bouwnder on the shoulder n
the FFarm-ropn passaga.

*No larks to.day, Bmithy!” he sand
“AMind you don’t get detention lor fo-
marrow, old bean”

The Ronnder zmiled,

“No jolly fear!” he soid.

“The detainfulness woulld speil the in-
fencded angd excellent exenrsion to visit
e lidicronts Hedwing.”  vemavked
Fhren Jamaet Ram Singh.,  * Remome-
Ler that the stiich in fime saves nipe-
ke, niv estecmed Smithy”

skinner looked after the juniors, with
aosgnr grin, as they went .

“No detentionz!’ he murmured fo
Lineell, = Perbaps you won’s have any
vhiodee about that, my dear Smithy.

And Bkinner followed the Remavitea
inte  the Form-room, with pleasant
anticipeiions for che aflfernoon.

R

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
Rough on the Bounder!

i ALLDO,  halla.  halle!™ mur-
H muresl Bob Cherry under hia
Breath.  “Quelehy’s got ‘o
again i
Baol's remark waz audible anly 1o the
juniers wear him, 1t wounld not have
bcen jrdicions to allow Mr. Queleh o
lheay it
Trr AMsoxer Lsramy,—MNo, 1017,
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Something's up!” whispered Peter
Toddd.

“The vpfulness 15 terrific.”

“1 suy, you follows, somehody’s lorv
ik gigeled  Billy Bunter., *Has
Smithy been up to something again®”

Al eyes in the Bemove were lixed on
Mr. Quaoleh.

That gentleman had come info tho
Form-room in guite & good humour.
But he did not laok good-humoured as
he raised the lid of his desk to tako out
soune papers that were necded for the
losson.

A thunderous frown came over M.
Queleh’s countenance, and all the clazs
wondered what was “up.”  Obviously,
Mr. Queleh had seen something in his
;jrzﬁk beside the papers he was looking
Or.

Mr. Quelch raised his o<yes to  his
clasz, and the gling in them caused the
whispering to die away all of a sudden,

The Remove sat on tenterhooks.

“Homeone has been to my desk sinco
MG elusz 1™ gaid the Eemove master
mn a deep voleo. “The bhoy who  has
been to my desk will stand forward at
once [

No one in the Remove stivved.

 Mr, Queleh’s gimslot-oyes surveyed the
clasz. They lingered for & mwoment or
twe on the Doundor.

Vernon-Smith breathed rather hard as
he observed it Obviouwsly =eme trick
had been played on ihe Rémove master;
cqually obvionsly, Mr. Quelch’s  sus-
otetons turned on him at anee. The
Boundey had his own conduct  all
through the term to thank for that.

“Eomeone,” went on Mr. Quelch,
“has placed a paper in my desk with an
tnsuliing mwssage writien upon i, I
ovder the perpetrator to stand forward
at onee !’

Mr. Quelch ordered in vain. His ex-
pression certainly did not encourage the
perpetrator {o stand ferward,

The Remove muaster probably did nok
expeet the unknown delinguent to (o
s [le packed the offending paper from
his desk and held it up to the view of
his clazs, his face almost pale with
DINECT.

I'be Removites gasped as they saw it,

It was a small sheet, evidently a blank
leaf torn from a school book. On it was
written-—or, rather, priptod—in large
capital letters:

“WHO CARES FOR OLD QUELCH??®

ic [}h,
Bull.

The juniors stared blankly at ihe
paper.  Whoever had placed i in tha
Remove master's desk was booked for
severe tronble if he was discovered. Bug
the capital letters gave no clie to the
hand of the writer.

“Who has written thisi”
Mr. Quelch,

Dead silence.

“Eome momber of this class bas done
thiz,” zuid the Remove master.  *Thax
boy will be severely caned snd defained
for all half-holidays for the remaionder
of the tern. I order him io stand out
of the class!™

There were no lakers, @0 2a speak,

"The Removites sat as 1f {rozen to thew
[arms.

“Phera 1z one boy in this clas=" re-
sumed tho Bemove master, ' whose con-
duct 2l through this terin has been
tarked by insolence and rebellionsness—
onae boy who, 1 wn assured, iz capable
af thiz act of disrespect.  Vernon-
Sonth ™

“ Vs, sir?” said Smithy quistly.

“Ind you place this paper in my
thack 7

my  hat ! murpiaved  Johnny

demandea:d

— e

“Na, sir,™

“Iio you know apyihing about it

“}'IEI, S.i.l:';”

“*Unlortunately, I cannot take your
word,” said Mr. Quelch, * You have
deceived me too often for that. I shall.
however, endeavour to be just. If you
deny your guilt the matter will be care-
fully mvestigated.” i
71 know nothing whatever abeut it
sir,” aaid Vernon-Smith.,

*1 trust that that iz the case. Havo
you entered the Form-room at all since
¢lasses were dismissed this' morning
" Not till T eame in just now, sir, with
tne rest of the Form.™

“Very well, we shall see.  This
paper,” said the Remove muster, hold.
mg 1k wp, “i15 a fy-deaf torn from a
school book., There is nothing to indi-
cate from which ook it was taken, amd
the ‘l\'rltmg on it offers no clue. No
doubt the boy who placed it 1n iy desk
supposed that it would be impossibie
for me {fo trace him by means of this
papiear.

There wos ¢ pause.

S far az the Reomoviics could see,
there was no elue to the identity of the
“porpetralor,” Mpeo Quelch, however,
evideotly thought otherwize.

“For the last time, I vall upen rthe boy
to stand forward 1™ said the Romove
master,  “I have no doube whatever at
discovering him, bot I offer him a lass
opportunity fo confess.”

“Blufing I whispered
niajor.

That was the general impression in

thoe Ramove,
Evory [ellow sat tight.  3r. Quelen

paused, like DBrutuws, for a reply; and,

Doalsoves

like Brutus, he paused in vam, Ther:
wias ng reply,
“Very welll™  sajd Me. Queleh

between his tightened lips, =The poy-
peirator refuses to confess. Ile iz hens
vpon wasting my time and the iime of
the class in addition to his offence. This
page 15 torn from one of the baoks used
it third lesson—thes English history.
Each hoy will place hiz= English history
on his desk before him.”

There was a gencral movement asg the
hooks were sorted ont and placed on the
deskis.

Evidently, from the size and texture
of the fly-leaf, Mr. Queleh had discerncd
from which of the sehool hooks it had
beeny torn. That was a beginning.

The Form master came towards hiz
class and proceeded to  examine 1ho
hooks, ‘The juniors knew now that he
was i gquest of a volume from whech a
fiy-leaf had heen toru, ;

Most of them expected him to begin
with the Bounder. 5 7

But Mr, Quelch, whatever his privato
opinion, was too just to jump o a con-
clusion. [e started with Wharton, who
was head of the Form.

He progressed  along  the  forme,
examining book after beok, and stopped
at Squilf; Sampson Quincy liiley Ficld
lonkad startfed. )

“J—I caw, sir, that—that Hfy-leal's
been missing for weeks ! he stanmunered.
“T—I was short of paper ta light tha
study five, sir, and—"

“YVon should not Le carecless and
slovenly with schoal beoks, Field. Bus
T can see quite well that the tear is an
old ane,” said Mr. Quelch.

And Squiff breathed more fresly as
the Form master passed on. L

Tho next stop was at Wisher T. Fish’s
desk, and the Transatlantic junior almost
squitimed with apprehension.  There was
a fly-Jeaf missing from his history, and
it wasz not an old tear. Fisher T. Fish
had wsed it only a day or two befora
for the purpose of making some of his
aliatvwse nancial caloulations,
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Mr. Quelch picked up the offending paper and held it up to the view of his class, his lace almost pale with anger. There wa.s.
8 gasp from the Removites as they stared blankly at the paper.

** Some member of this class has done this,*” said the Remove
master, ** and I order him to stand out at onee ! **

(See Chapler §.)

asped
cdnes-

“I puess I never did it, sirl”
Fish, “1 had that leaf out on
dav, sip—"

“You need not speak, Fish.™

Mr. Quelch compared the torn edgo
of the fly-leaf in his hand with the
ragged cdge where Fishy's leaf had been
torn out.

The edges were quite different; and
he passed on, leaving Iishy in a state
of peespiration.

some of the Removites were grinming.
It was probable that a good wany fly-
Ieaves wore missing among the books m
the Romove. Greyiriars follows were
“enjoined to be very careful with their
bocks, but there were many—a great
many—whe passed sach injunctionz by
like the idle wind which they regarded
not.

Mr, Quelch stopped again with the
Bonnder’s book in his hand.

He fixed his eves on Vernon-Smith,
with a plint in them.

“Ihero is a fly-leaf missing from vour
history, Vernon-3mith ! he =aid,

“1 was not aware of it, sie!”

“Indred! We shall sec!™

Mr. Quelede very carefully eompared
the torn ed~  of the loose leaf, with
the fors edye m the Bounder's hook.

The two edees fitted perfectiy.

The Bounder, and all the fellows
silling  near  lim, could see that.
Smiihy diew @ deep, hard breath,

The paper that had been found ir
Mr. Queich’s desk, had been torn from

the Dounder's lustory., There was no
doubt on that point.

As a matter of faect, fow of the
Reimove had doubted all the while that
the delinguent was Iderbert Vernon-
smith. Now it was proved, to them as
well as to the Forme-master.

Mr. Quelch fixed his cyes on the
Dounder again.

“Tt was vou, Vernon-Smith! T sus-
pected 1t from the lirst, but T wouold not
vondemnts  youn without investigation.
This page waz: torn from your book.
You have denied it, speaking falsely as

vou have done so often before, Stand
out Lefore the cless.”
“T denv 1 now, sr,” said the

Bounder steadily., “I never tore that
page from my bheok. T never wrote on
it, and T never placed it 10 vour dezk”

Mr. Quelch’s lip curled bitterly.

“You do not cxpect me to belisve
that statement. 1 peesume, Vernon-
Smith ¥ he said contemptuousiy.

“It°s true, sir!”

“¥You add to vour puilt by such reck-
]l"ﬁ.‘i“fa]ﬂ*hﬂﬂdﬁ, Vernon-8tith,  Btand
out.

The Bounder stood out, with o black
and bitter look on his face. Afr. Quelch
picked & canc from his desk,

" Bend over that chae™

“Taof me speak, sie,” said the Boundo
thickly., I give vou my word, sir, that
I know nothing about a1, Whoever put
that paper in yvour Jde=k ook it {rom
my book, to keep himself =zafe.”

“ Nonscnse

“Any fellow could have got at my
book——"'

“No doubt. But there is not, I
believe, any other boy in the Bemove
s0 isolent and disrespectful as  your-
self, Vernon-Smith, This ackt 15 of o
piece with all your conduet during this
term.  You did not suppose that T could
frace the owner of tFle fls-leaf-—it did
not oceur to you that I should cxamine
thie books and compare the forn edges,
Your gujlt is perfectly elear, and only
vourr habilual elfronfery ecauses you Lo
deny it.”

“*§ assure you, sir—"

“Bend over that chatre 1

The Bounder colonched his  hand=
{l.'lri':ﬁﬂﬁE}'- Mr. Quelel’s eves glinted at
BN,

“If you do not obhey me imnrediately,
Vernon-Smith, I shall take you to the
Head to be flogged.”

“I give vou v word, sir,” panted
the Dounder, “I've a vight to cxpect
my word to be taken. You'd take
Wharton's or Nugent's——"

“That iz correct. They are boys [
pan trust. You are a bov who has lLied
again and again, to my knowledge, and
I cannot 1rust a word vou sav.  Dend
over that chair immediaie]x !

r

There was fievee  rebelhion in ihe
Bovnder's look., Int he realiced |hat
resistance  was futile. Wilh a Lillaw

face, he bent ouver the chair
Frue Macser Lismaey,—~No. 1017,
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[ke Hermoviles looked on in silence
chitle the cane rose and fell,

Six euts were administered, and each
e of them was a belty one, M.
Llecleh evidently Jdid not think that 1t
was i time for sparing the vad.

But not a cry came from the Bounder.
Sovere as the infliction was, he bore 1v
wiih his nsnal bardihood, :

My, Queleh laid the cane en his desk
R RIT, :

“(3o bhack to youi place, Vernon-
Zmith, You are detained for all hali-
holidays for the remainder of the teri.
Not & word—go!” :

And the Bounder went to his place

with a brow of thunder.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton Takes a Hand !

“I SAY, you fellows, Bmithy's an

ass " . :

That was Billy Dunters
opition.

Buntey's opinion was shared by most
of e fellows. )

More or less, the Remove admired
rlie Bounder for the nerve he displayed
in defiavee to his Formemaster, to the
Sixth-Form  prefects, and authority
renerally, Even fellows who did not
approve by any incans, could not help
inking what a “‘nerve ™ the Dounder
lrad. = o

Buf Smithy's latest was, as  Squifi
remarked, the limit. Cheeking  AMr.
Uneleh in such a way conld not be
valled & jest; it was sheer impudence.
And  gerting  punished on the spot
furned the Inu?fll, if auy, against the
Boueder Bimesell, .

The term was drawing nearv ils endl ;
Eut  there were several more half-
holidavs; and the Bounder had for-
felled them all. 8o the Remwove agreeld
that Simithy was an ass. .

Abber elass, the Bounder went to his
simdy with a savage face and a black
|rs 0. Skinner did net  follow him
there, He went to tea with Bnoop and
Stott i No, 2. Harey Wharten & Co.
vea’d in Study No. 1, and they discossed
vhie maiter. All arrangements had been
made for the Famons Five to accon-
pany Smithy to Hawkschff on the
morrow, to vigit Tom Redwing therc.
Now that the Bounder was detained
lor all hali-bolidays, that BSaturday
afternoon, of course, was included in
1he rest; the Dounder eould not go.
The Famous Five had to decide what
wis to Do done.

“*Wo want to see old Redwing,”
Bob {herry remarvked. “He was oor
el as well az SBmithy's—though, of
codrse, Smithy’'s miore than ours I
o't see gpiving b up because. Smithy's
ot himszelf detained again.”

“I think he would like to seo usz,’
saidl Frank MNugent,

“I'm :ore of that,” assented Whar-
100,

But he looked dubious. :

“After  all, he was Smitin's pal
chiefte,” he said; *T hardly hike ihe
wlen of poing withont Smithy. Anyhow
[ thivk T’ speak io Smithy aboat it;
i he's got any objection he can say
g0. Hu's so jolly touchy.”

“The touehfulness 1s lerpifie,™ agropd
Mogree Janset Bam Bingh. “Bat I
~honld Jike to behold onee more the
esicemed and serene countenance of the
Yisicrous Redwing.”

“Sunthy will bolt,” prinfed Johnny
Hull.  *He bolted out of detention last
Wadnescday, and he'll bolt again to-
motrow,”

TRE Maoser Lismany.—No. 1,017,
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“That's his style.” zaid Bab, shaking
Iis bwead, "o get hunself detained Jor
nothing, and run a lot of risk by bolt-
g, Blessed if 1 ever beapd of such a
howling ass.”

Wharton kunitted his brows. Like his
comirades, he very much wanted to sec
agair the junior who had had to leave
Lireyiriars at the end of the provious
ierm. But as ::'a"l‘.ntsr.in of the Hemove,
head boy of the Form, he could scareely
go In company with a fellow who
“ bolted " out of detention. Neither
did  he sympathise in the slightest
degree with 'gmit]:y. A fellow who
asked for trouble so insistently ovught to
put up with 1t when it came along.

After tea, he went to Siwdy No.o .
The matter was o rather delicate one,
ax Redwing was, after all, Smithy's pal,
and Smithy's temper was suspicious and
toucky.

He found the Bounder in his blackest
mood.

“Well 7 prunted Vernon-Smith,
Wharton came in,

“About {o-mnorrow
Smithy—"

" Well?” repeated the Bounder.

“You're booked now,” said Harry.
“We'd like to sce Hedwing all the
sanwe.  Any objection to our going on

our own®'

“None at all; Redwing would be
glad to see yvou. DBesides, I've written
’.'ha‘E‘.- we're coming and he will expect
s,

“That's all right, then” sald ITarry
relipved,

“Oh, guite!” The Tounder smiled
carcaslically. "“I'm going afl the sanwe;
i that makez any differenee o you”

Wharton's [aee beeame very grave.

“You had a narrow escape Jast Wed-
nesday, Smithy——"

*1 know that.”

“Yon won't lave
fwice, "

“I'm chaicing 17" The ‘Hm:tull:l'
rritted his teetin.  Da you tiink I'in
going to stick in the Torm-room for
sothing

" ¥Yeou asked for it, Smithy. In fact,
vou begwed for it.  What the thunp did
vou expect Quelchy to do, when you
msnlted him in such a votten cheeky
way ? exclaimed the captain of the
Remowve wermly.

*Fool!™

11 WHT ?1.'

“Foolt® .

Wharton lealed at lim.

a5

afternoon,

the =auwe luck

clacilated Wharton.

“That will do!” ha said ewrtly, 1
didn't come here to row with you,
Smithy., That's cnough.’

He torned to the door.

“Iold on!™ exclaimed the Bounder.
“T1 called vyou a fogl, and you wre a
fool—if vou think I played that idiotic
trick on Quelehy to-day. Can’t you give
e ereddit for a little common-scuse?
Fve been mindin® my ‘p's’ and ‘q's’
ever sinee Woednesday, so that Quelehy
waould have no exenze for keepin® e in
Now this happens, and I'm debained.
Can’t you see that Iim not such a howl-
ing ass as to have done 1Y

“Ay hat! .You—you deny it?”

“ida’t yvou hear me deny it to
Queleby ¥ oxelaimed the Bounder
savagely.

“Hem! Yes! Bot——7

Thoe Bounder langhed harvshiy.

“ You thought I was lying.”

“Well, it's no good mincing matiers,”
zaikl Harry, “You tell Quelchy  lins
often enough, Smithy.”

“1 told him the rruth this afiernoon.”

Harry Wharion looked long and hard
at the Dounder. Soithy's statonont
teol: lim quite by anrprise. IHe had not
the <dighieit donlt on the subject.

—m

* You—vou that #"
clatmed gt lasi,

O course T do!™ 'The Beoundor
scowled  angrily. “Seme  silly  ass
played that silly trick, and took the
leal out of wmy book 1o keop himself
safe if Quelely staricd iovestigating.”

: Bt who v excelaimed Wharton,

“IIow should T know? Some cad—
very likely some ecad who wanted Lo
landd me in trouble. U've got morve
enemies Lhan friends in the Remove.”

“That's zo, cortainly. But—--"

“¥ou don’t believe me ™ sucercd the

Boundaer,
Wharton

nean e  ox-.

“Well,
hesitatod,

“Fool, then! I'd fized it to go to
I-%'awksdz!:!{ to-morrow, and do you think
1'd get myseli detained if I could help
it? Not that Pm going to stick in
detention.  1'm going to Hawkseliff, all
the same,™ =

“It may mean the sack,”

* Let it.”

Wharton locked very thoughtful., e
knew very well thai the Bounder would
have ve scruple in telling falschoods to
the Remove master. But it was very
unlike the Bounder to tell falsehoods in
the Form. He seemed to regard all
methods as fair in bis warfare against
authority, DBut among the juniors le
was considered “square ™ enough. 1o
his denial in the Form-room Wharton
attached no importance whatever; buc
s present denial waz o diffevent
matier, and Wharton believed it.

“If it's as you say, Bmithy, the fellow
was an awlul ead not to own up!” Lo
satd slowly,

“Iie dido't want six and a gating !

you  seo——"

sievied Al Bovnder.  *To was  some
carl with n gridge  against me, cof
course.  He knew that Quelehy  woold

jump on me to begin with, and the leat
belongin® to my bhook elinched it

“Bmithy, you give me voinr word, as
one follow to anclher, that vou dide't
patt that paper in Quelchy’s desk 3"

am &"l":‘t.’.

“That coes it then,™ sald ITarrs.
“I'm going to speak (o Moo Queilih
about it. JXle's boond to give me a
heavowe, as head of the Vorm,™

“What wood will that do?™ ashed the
Dounder.

" Lots, pevbape. The fack iz Smiihy,
youve ot Quelehy’s back up, and yon
can't cxpecd bine to bebeve a word you
sy, Diutk he's just a man——"

“ Raubbish I

“Well, I'm going to see vlied can Lo
clone,

“You needo’t! T'm nob askin' any
favonrs of Quelehy ™ said the Bounder
savagely,  “Let it rest.”

Wharton shook his head and left the
study., Ho o believed now  thar the
matier was as the Bounder stated, and
he was well aware that Mre. Quelel oid
nat desire to be unjust, even {o the
robel of the Remove., Without heeding
the Nounder’'s angry injunction, Whar-
ton wanb down the Femove staircase
and headed for the master's passage.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Skinner !
R, QUELCH glanced up at ile

MIlI captain  of the Remove, as

Vharton presented himself in
*Come in, Wharton "

the study doorway.

Havry  entered  the  study.  AMre
Queleh™s mamer was guite kind; and
he drew encovvagenment thorofrom,

“What 15 i, my boy!" asked tha
Fovm master,

“*If you'll excuse me, =sir, I'd like to
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speak to yon about Smithy—I mean,
Verpon-Smitl,” said Harry.

Mr. Quelel’s {ace hardened at once.

“F ¢pust, Wharton, that you have,
not come here to ask any favours for
that disrespoetful and unruly boy.
s0, you are wasting vour time.”

“ Vornon-Smith Las told me, sir, that
he did not place that paper 1 xour
desk this afterncon.”

“ A false statement!” snapped My
Quelch. ]

“I believe him, sir.

“ Nonsense, ' "

“T'r sure of it, sir, if vou'll allow me
to say =zo0," said Harey diffidently.
“Amithy was very anxious not to ho
detained to-morrew. DPerhaps pou <id
not know., sir, iliat Bedwing 13 bome
again—"

THE WAGNET LIBRARY.

to sce Redwing to-morrow, and this has
knocked it on the head-—-I mean—-"

Mr. Quelch pursed his lips,

“The leali was lorn from Vernon-
Smith's history beok, Wharlon”

“Even that is agniust it, sir, now I've
thought it over,” szaid Harry., “If
Smithy played sach a trick he would be
more careful. He could lave used a
sheet of impot paper.” '

“Had he foresoen discovery, cor-
taindy ! said Me. Quolch dryly. * Arve
vou implying, Wharton, that some other

oy used that leaf from ‘r’ernup-ﬂnnth %
book in order to divert suspicion from
himself?"

“It looks like it to me, sir,” said
Harry. “I ecan't meniion names, of
conrse; but T know there ave zome
follows who are annoyed at Smithy

“And Vernon-Smith was to go with
vou Y

“You, siv. He will go as it is, if you
permit hine”

There was another lc:-n% pause,

“Well,” said Mr. Quelch ar last, I
am not convineed, Wharton; but I will
ive Vernon-Smith the benefit of the
aubt, on your assurance, I quite ap-
prove of his friendship with Redwing--

boy of very upright character. whose
influenee can oniy be for his good.
Vernon-Smith lbas only himsell to thank
for my very bad opinion of him: but I
should be sorry to he unjust,  You may
tell him, Wharton, that his sentence of
detention is rescinded, on your assur-
anco that he is going to Hawkscliff 1o-
morrow to visit Redwing.”

“Thank you, sir!"”
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“Redwing !
torm "

“Yos, sir, He iz back at Hlawksclilf
now, and you may remember thot e
was  Yernoo-Swith's  {riend  when e
was here”

“Crortainly. A very good boy—a [ine
character.” said Mr. Queleh. 1 was
very sorey when he left. But what has
be to do with this matter i

“*&mithy bad arranged to sce him
to-morrow, =ir; and I'm eortuin he
never would have dene anything that
would stop it,"” said Harry., *Wo all
know that bhe was being very careful
not to give any offence, zir, so as not
to risk being kopt in lo-morrow. I'min
ot defending Bmithy's  deings  all
through this term; but I'm sure that
hie never did what was done fo-day in
the Form-raom, Ile was very anxious

The boy who left last

sticking to Redwing as he docs, and

they might chip in to keep them aparl.

Redwing will be gone lo sca agein

soon, and if Smithy doesn't see bim to-

morrow. bhe may miss him altogether.™
Mr. Quelch was silenot,

Whartow waited. He had been guite
aware that Tom Redwing's name would
have an ¢ffect on the Hemove master;
Mr. Quelch had had a very high
opinion of the sailoriman’s son.

“You are sure, Wharton, that voer-
nou-Smith had planned to see Hedwing
to-morrow ¥’

*Quite, s

“He inay have dec¢ived vou."

“MNot in this case, sir, as we—m
fricnds and I—had arranged fo go wit?:
him. I was going te ask leave from
vou, sir, to ride up to Hawkselilf ig-
morrow Lo call at Hedwing’s coliage.™

“¥ou and yvour frionds have leave
to go out of schoo! bounds In-r"t!mt
purpose, You may go, Wharton!

Harry Wharton left the study, feel-
ing considerably “lbucked.”™ He went
up to the Remove passage ab once.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Dob Cherry
wet him on the Remove landing.
“Where have vou been—and whereiove
that jolly old grini™

Harry Wharton laughed, )

“F've had a heart-to-heart telk with
Quelehy, and got Smithy off," he
answoered, :

“lieod man! Let's go and tell him
the glad news.”

The two juniors wont along to Study
Mo, 4, Harold Skinner was there now,
listening to a tirade from the Dounder,
with a lurking grin on his face. Smithy
wa: speaking of Mr. Queleh in terms

Tue Migxer Lismvny.—XNo. 1.017.
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which would certainly have sarned him
ls.lﬂﬂgging had the Remove master heard
Hm.

He scowled at Wharton and Bob
Cherry as they ﬂ'.p?{'!ﬂ.['ﬂlj in the door-
WaYy. e Bounder's temper was at its
worst now,

“Been the old blighter?” he asked.

“T've scen Mr. Queleh, if that's whab
you mean,’’ answered the captain of the
Remove gquietly.

“Like your cheek to butt in, I think,”
said Bkinner. * Bmithy never asked vou
to beg favours for him, I know that.”

The Bounder's Ei'rﬂ:: glittered. Skin-
ner's words were like fuel on the flame.

“1 never asked Wharton to butt in,
and never wanted him to,” he snapped,
“MNeot that 1f was any good, anyhow,
Hang Quelchy 1

“U'va spoken fo Mr, Queleh,” said
Harry, " and—"

“Hang him, I tell you! T don't want
to hear anything about it1"

“You asked him ko let Smithy off i
exclaimed Bkinner.

Ed YES;JF

“Ha, ha, ha! I can see hin doing
it!" roarad Skinner.

“ Exactly what you will see |"" assented
the captain of the Remove.

“Wha-a-at 7"

“Bmithy's let off.”

“Let off i stammered Skiouer. IHe
eeased to laugh very suddenly.

“Just that!” prinned Bob Chervy.
“You don't look very pleased.”

“It's gammon!" exclaimed Skinner
furiously. “Quelchy would never let
him off—I Lknow he wouldn't—"

“Would you mind shutting vwp =
tninute while I speak to Smithy?" asked
Wharton pohitely. i

The Bounder was staring blankly at
Wharton. )

“Mean to say—"" he exclaimed.

“Mr. Quelch says he's giving you the
henchit of the doubt. You're let off de-
tentions on the understanding that yon
really go up to Hawkseliff to-morrow to
see Hedwing.’

“Well, my hat!”

Skinner's face was a stady.

“Quelchy thinks a lot of old Red-
wing,” said Wharton, with an amused
rlance at Skinner’s infuriated face. *

believe he's glad to hear that you're
still pally with him, Smithy. You're
free as the giddy sir to-morrow.”

The Bounder's face had cleared,

“After all he’s not & bad old bird,”
he said, “I can't blame him for being
down on me, considering.”

“I shounld j}?I]y well think not,”
grinned Bob Cherry. “Don’t gét into
any more trouble before to-morrow,
Smithy. "

“1 never got into trouble this time—
it was some cad landed it on me,” an-
swered Vernon-Bmith. “I'm jolly well
going to find out whe it was, too ™

Wharton looked hard at Skinney,

“Then youw'd better keep an eye on
fellows who would like to keep vou from
sag:lng old Bedwing agein, Smithy,” he
suid,

“What "

“That's a tip!" chuckled Bob, And
Wharton and Bob Cherry left the study.

Vernon-Smith fixed his eyes on
Skinner. There was an expression in
them that rather alarmed the ead of
the Remove,

“Was it you, Skinner?” asked the
Bounder, very quietly.

“What do you mean? Was what me,
vou dummy ?” snapped Skinner.

“¥You know very well what I mean,”
said the Bounder in the same quiet tone.
“Ihd veoun sneak inte the Form-room
before class and put that paper in
Quelchy's desk to pet me detained
to-morrow "’

“"You Eknow
Skinner.

“1 know nothing of the kind. Tt
geems to me _E:-i]y probable that you
did,"” said the Bounder. “And if I felt
certain, 1'd—" He rose to his {ect, his

hands clenched, and his eyes glittering.

Skinner left the study rather hastily.
The Bounder weas getting a little too
near the facts for Bkinner to wish to
prolong the interview., His face was
almost pale with rage as he went. His
trick had failed, owing to the captzin
of the Remove taking a hand in the
matter. DBut Skinner was not at the
end of his resources vet.

I didn't!” snarled
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Strange Man from the Sea!

ARRY WHARTON & CO, came
cheerily out of the. Form-raom

after class the next morning,

That morning, Smithy had
been a model pupil in the Remove-
room; he was runoing no more risks.
Mr, Quelch apparently convinced at last
that the rebel of the Form was on his
best behaviour, had had no faulé tg find
with him. Morning ctasses ended with-
out trouble; rathet to the relief of the
Famous Five. It was “all clear ¥ now,
a5 Bob Cherry expressed it, and there
was nothing to prevent the juniors from
starting for Hawkscliff on t.imiu‘* bicycles
after dinner,

The chums of the Remove gave no
thought to Skinner, and the Bounder,
cerbainly, was not thinking of him. But
Skinner was thinking of the Boundor,
Immediately he was free of the Form-
room, Skinner slipped out of gates and
started for Friardale. ‘There was one
more shot in Bkinner's locker, so to
speak. He could do nothing more to
prevent the visit to Hawkscliff. But ho
could intervene very effectively, all the
same, to make the visit a “{rost.” If
Tom dwing was not there when the
party arrived—if they found the cabin
locked up, and Redwing pone—-——0

Skinner chuckled at that thought,
Harry Wharton & Co. waould hardly
know what to think of such a reception ;
but they wers likely enough to take a
charitabla view. It was not so with tho
Bounder. It was very probable that his
irritable and touchy temper would he
roused at ance by such a slight, and that
he would take bitter offence. The
Bounder prided himself on his keenness,
but, 83 a matter of fact, his readiness to
take offence made him an vasy prey to
a8 mischiel-maker,

Half-way from the school ta the
village, Skinner drew & paper from hLis
pocket and looked at it, after a glanco
round. He would not have liked any
Greyfriars fellow to see that paper. Ha
stepped aside from the lane, under the
trees of Friardale Wood, to read it
Twill,

It was & telegraph form, and the
message on 1l was:

"REDWING, IHAWKSCLIFT.
SORRY UNABLE T0 COME TO
HAWEBCLIFF BUT MUST B(EE
YOU. MEET ME AT LANTHAM
STATION FOUR O'CLOCK. —
SMITHY.™

Skinmer grinned over that messege.

Tom Redwing would receive that tele-
gram ¢arly in the sfternogn. He would
naturally have wot the slightest doubs
that it came {rom E'.mith_w._-. He wouid
go to Lantham to mect his friend, and
would arrive at Lantham about the tima
that Harry Wharten & Co. arrived at
Hﬂ,"ﬁ'kdﬂlig

If Redwing heeded that telegrani—as
was fairly certain—he could not possibly
meet the Greviriars party that day. Ha
would not find Smithy at Lantham-—be
would suppose that Smithy had turned
him down in the most eynical way.
Smithy would not find Redwing ot
Hawkseliff, and would hup{mm that he
had  heen  deliberately  shighted  a.il
neglected.,  There 1\'011?{] be nobody at
the Redwing cabin to explain; Skinner
knew that Teom's father wasz away on o
deep-zea voyage.

IE 2, :‘ewamqm days, Tem would ke
gone 1o see himself. It was unlikely
that there wonld ba another meeting amnl
an eoxplanation between the friends.
Skinner felt that thiz was a master-
stroke. He had always disliked Red
wing, and Smithy had turncd him down,
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* Yah !

Beasts 1 ** roared Bunter.
& minute,” he said. ** Certainly !** The Bounder ran quickily back to the bike-shed. Bunter,
short suddenly the flow of his eloguence and jumped to flee. The Bounder’s foot Janded behind him, however, as he fled !
{See Chapler 7.)

** Redwing’s a rank outsider ! ** Vernon-Smith turned to Wharlon.

** Hold my bike
as he saw him coming, cut

and now he was killing two birds with
one stone. He did not see much risk in
the transaciion. Who was to know or
guess, that he had sent the telegram,
even if the Bounder ever heard that a
telegram  had been sent?  Skinner
chuckled aloud as he read over his
precious IMessage.

A rustle in the trees startled him, and
he lLastily thrust the paper into his
pocket and looked round hurriedly.and
guiltily.

A man came through the brees towards
him—& man of so unusual an aspeet in
that neighbourhood that Skinner stared
at him in surprise.

He was a slightly-built man, with a
deep olive complexion, and black eyes
a3 keen as a hawk's. His clothes were
theso of & seaman, but he wore a
Panams hat, and in his brown ears were
a pair of pold ear-rings.

Skigner stared at him, wondering who
and what he was, He coneluded that
he was & foreign seaman off some vessel
that had put in at Pegg, a few miles
from Greviriars, and who had wandered
inland. Obviously he was not English,
and his complexion showed that the
blood of some darker race flowed 1n his
TS,

He looked as if he had been running.
He breathed 1n short, quick gasps as he
eamie through the trees to the roadside.
Passing Skinner. e went guickly ont
into the middle of the lane, staring first
in the dircetion of Friardale, and then

towards the school. Then he turned
back to the Greyiriars junior.

“You see him pass?” he asked, in a
low voicc, soft and musical though
breathless.

“Him? Who?" asked Skinner.

“Man with 8 wooden leg.”

viNe"

“He come thiz way "

“1 haven't scen any johnny with &
wooden lop,” said Skinner ecarelessly.
"Haven't seen anybody but yvou about
at all.”

The half-caste's
searched his face.

Again he looked up and down the
road ; and Skinner made a movement to
go on his way.

The man made a.quick gesture to
him.

“You stop.”

IF-I: Eh?”

”Etﬂ[h“

keen black oves

going to Friardale” said
Skinner, ;:uuﬂad and annoyed. *Why
the dickens shonld 1 stop ™

“1 tell yvou to stop™

“Well, of all the cheek
Skinner, puzzled and annoved.
the dickens should I siop?”

“I tell you to etop.”

“Weoll, of all the cheok ™ said Skinner
in  amazement.  “Cateh me takin
orders fram a deck-hand of some dashe:
foreign craft! Are you crazyT”

And Skinner tramped info the lane

snidd

TWhy

1

from the trecs, regardless of the foreign
SCELTIRATL.

The next moment he jumped back
again with a yell of alarm.

he olive-skinned seaman had plucked

a long, thin-bladed knifo from the back
of his trouscrs, and thoe sight of the
glittering steel almost scared Skinner
ont of his wits.

'The man's face was dark and evil as
he looked at the Greyfriars junior; his
brown, sinewy fingers fastened round
the handle of the knife, with the gri
of & man accustomed to handling such
weapons.

“¥ou stop!” he snarled.

Skinner staggered against a free, his
face white. A more courageous fellow
than Skinner might have been scared
by that long, thin blade, and the evil,
dark face of the half-caste.

“I—I—I'll stop if you like!” stam.
mered  Skinner. “Weep—hkeep that
away! What do you want?”

The half-caste gave another searching
glance round him, and then came
clozer to Skinner. The knife disap-
pearcd apain into its hiding-place; bub
it had had its effeet on Skinner,

“You gay you not see himi"

“I'va scen nobody.”

“Yho are you—what you do here®”
The half-caste was evidently suspicious.

“I'm a schoolboy—I belong to Grey:
friars—E'm Emng to the post-office!”
stammered Skinner. I haven't seen the

Tre Aacwer Lapmary.—No. 1,017,
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man you're logking for—I give you my
wordt? I'd tell youw if I'd seen him.
Why shouldn't T37

“ Your name Redwingi”

Skinner jnmped. ] )

‘Phe offect of tho question cbyiously
roused the half-casto’s suspiaons agaia,
His hand went to his knife.

“Tell me tho truth,” he said, show-
ing white tecth in o snarl like a wild
animal. " What you think your life 1s
worth 7 In the izslands there are ten—
twenty—thirty who bhave fallen under
nty knife! Tell me truth!”

“AMy name's Skinner—it's the t!‘lltli!
[—I—-" stuttered the scaved junior,

“You know name Redwing?”

“Ves, I know a fellow of that name
—he was at my school onee. That's all,
On my word——"

“Where 13 he?
“Hawkschitf —that's up
nearly ten miles from here™ )
‘Fhe man's hawkish cyes searched hia
face.  Obviously, bad the junior been
named Neoedwing, the half-caste would
have supposed that he knew something
of  the  wooden-legged  man—whg,
skinner could not even begmm to gucss
What connection there conld be bolweon
Tom Wedwing and this half-savage from

tho coast,

the South SHeas was & wystery fo
=kmner.

“* Mawkseltl 1" repeated  the lhali-
easte, as  if  memorising  the word,

“Non sure Hedwing al HawksehIi ¥

Yo, ves! panted Skinneor.

H His howse—what noame?™

“It's a cabin—the firat in the villace
elrect when you get Lhere from this
side™

“You tell me way ™

Skinner hurriedly explained the way
np o Hawkself fvom Pegp. That tlos
strange man was no friend of Redwing's
was pretty clear, and it was probablo
that lie was o dangerous visitor 1o send
te the satlorman’s cottage Dot Skinnov
did not give a thought to that, He was
only too desperately anxious to send the
man on his way, and see the last of
. The bali-caste listencd, his eves
on  Skinner's  face. The  wretehed
fellow’s terror was plain cnouph, and
probably convineed the man from the
South SBeas that he was speaking  the
truth.

“Lrood!™ zaid the holl-easte ot last.
“But hear—if [ lind you lie I como
hack, and I cut vou to ribbons—twenty,
thirlty pleces=——you savvy

He made o gesture towards the knifa

tueked away aat the back of  his
}mltsm-s. Skinner felt almost sick with
Ll

“I've told you the truth—von can
ask anyonc in Pegg the way up to
Hawkselif by the chifs—and lots of
people know where Redwing's cottago

+h

IB=—

The half-caste nodded and vanished
mnmta the trees agoin.

Skinner heard hion brushing  tha
foliage as he ran swiltly in the direetion
of I'vgr and tho sca.

YO gasped Bkinner.

He started for Friavdale at a rapid
run, anxtous fo place a safe distance
netween himself and the strapge man
from the sca,
~ Mot nll he was in the village did
Skinner feel quite zafe.

The strange alfatr amazed bim.  The
half-caste was in scarch of & man with
a woolden leg, and apparentiy expeeted
to find him if he fonnd Redwing, 1t
way puzzhng enough to Skinner.  Bat
now that he was safe, and his terror had
passed, he wonderod whether the man
was, after all. some half-erazy foreigner,
antd not fo be heeded serionsly.
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It seemed likely enough. But Skinner
dic not feel wholly at case in his mind
about hiz action in giving the man aid
to find Redwing’s cottage.  Still, tho
half-coste could have obfained the in-
formation casily enough at the Anchor
at FPegz., And Bkinner remembered,
too, that his telegram would take Red-
wing awey from Hawkscliff, for the
afternoon; he would not be there if the
foreign scaman reached the place. It
was not one of Skinner's customs to
think much about others; and he dis-
missed the matter from lis mind as he
went to the villago poest-oflice, where the
telogram was duly dispatched.

Skinner walked back to Grevfriars,
koo mlg 8 keen ecye open for the man
with the gold car-rings,

But therd was no sign o be secon of
]'_llll'l: &-'[!l:[ Hkinner dismissed the affair
from s mind once more as he reached
the school.

He was in time for dinner with the
Removo, and he went in with a smiling

face,  After -dinner the Famous TFive
and  Vernon-Smith  went for  iheir
ey
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bicveles, and Skinper grinned as he
watehed them go.  His lirst scheme had
failedd ; but his second was certain to be
suceessful ; and he wished themn joy of a
ten-mile ride for nothing.

— rr——

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Not Bunier !

ILLY BUNTER rolled inte the
doorway of the bike-shed, and
turned his big spegtacles on the
six  juniors who were taking

down their machines.  Six fellows were
going  up to Haowkseliff; but William
Leorge  Bunter's wdea  was  that  the
number should be seven,

Dunter was at a loose end that after-
noot,  Deing .a gregarions voull, he
was dizzatislicd with hiz own company—
az most other fellows were, as a matter
of fact. But quite a lot of Bemove
fellows that afternoon had shown a
strong disinclination to be the victims of
Bunler's gregarionsness,

Lord Mauleverer had locked his study
door at the sound of Bunter's fairy
footsteps. He had offered to go over to

-

Clff House with Hazeldene, and Hazel
had levehed as if at a pood joke, He
had been prepared to join Skinner & Co.
on a shady cxeursion to some forbidden
f:l;tutlt;_a.nd Skinner & Co., instead of
displaying & proper appreciation of the
honour, had up-ended him in the quad,
and left him to sort himself gut,

MHﬂ:ng_ found his fascinating socioty

discobnt in  other dircetions
Epmtﬂr IPIEIMI dﬂl.‘.‘fdt'd upon the Famous
ve, ence his appearance in the
bike-shed

C when tho juniors were pre-
paring their mu.chin-:-sj for the ride. pre
e ”5?1}'. :'i'mill fellowg—-*'
#ilo, ha ! .
L o, hallo! Is that a blue
“0Oh, really, Cherry——
::Uh! It's Dunter ™
}le, he, he! I say, you f[cllows,
roure gomg to see old Redwing, what 7
Bplendid chap i
B O PR A
The Famous Five stared at Bunter.
Fhey were all of opinion that Tom
Hedwing was a splendid chap.  DBut
Bunter had never expressed that epinicn
before,  Bunter had always taken the
view that tho sailorman's son was a rank
outsider,  lle was poor—which was a
perfeetly disgraceful thing in Bunter’s

eves. He worked for his daily bread-—
which was even more shocking, if pos.
sihle.  Buch a chavacter was really

scarcely worthy for Bunter to wipe his
aristocratic boots on, A kiel. {rom
Bunter wouid have been an honour 1o
him; a punchi on the nose from the Qwli
of the Remove would heve been o dis-
tinetion.  LUertainly Dunter had never
ventured to bonour and distinguish Tomn
Redwing in that mauner when he was at
Creylriars,  Btill, that was his opinion,
and he made no sceret of i,

Ho his sudden conversion to s better
view was quite a surprise.

“Iine fellow, what?" zaid Bunter,

“The linefulness of the  ostecimod
fellow 15 terrifie,” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, *“But the worthy and

mk
snabbash Banter has never seen it before-

fualle, ™

“Oh, really, Inky——"

“What are yoa gelting at, you fat
fool ¥ asked Vernon-Bmith,

“0Oh, really, Smithy—"

“Shut up, anyhow, and clear!™
the Bounder.

“1 don't think yvou ought to slang o
chap because he thinks a lot of old Red-
wing.” said Dunter, blinking at the
Dounder. *“Who cares for his buing &
common fellow? I don't. I'm no snob!
I took notice of him sometimes when he
was at Greyfriers. I'm ready to take
notice of him again.™

“He wounld no end bucked if he
heard that,” said Frank Nugent
gravely.

“The buckfulness would he—

lorrific 1™ chuckled 13ob.

“SBay what vou like, he's a splendid
chap,” said DBunter. “T1 always liked
him and—and admired him.”

“Well, oy hat!” satd Jobnny Dull
Y Do vou want us o give him vour kind
regards, Dunter, and tell him  that
you've trying not to be such a silly,
snobhish worm as you were when he was
here ¥

“He, ha, ha!l”

*Oh,e really, Bull! You fellows are

g to sce him tius afternoon,” said
unter. M I suppose you'll have tea up
at Hawkseliff 7"

“The supposefulness 13 correct.”

“He's poor, of course,” said Bunter.
“TBut I suppose he earned something
when he went to sea. I suppose he will
be able to stand you somecthing decent
for tea, what?"

i youre worrying about our tes,

satd
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fatty, you can chuck it,” said Bob. * It's

no business of yours, for one thing."

“The fact iz, I want to sec old Red-
wing again,” sald Dunter. " Deing one
of his friends and—and admirers, I'm
very keen on seeing him, and—and
giving him the right hand of fellowship
und—and all that, you know. As for
the trouble of getting up to Hawks-
cliff, that's nothing. I'm prepared to
stand a taxi, for the sake ol seeing old
Redwing and cheering him up. You
know how it bucks the. lower classes to
be taken notice of by a gentleman.”

“{Oh, my hat!”

“Ha, ha, hal" )

“Blessed if 1 see anything to cackle
at. Look here, I'll come ! said Buiter.
“T'Il go in now and telephone for a
laxi and foot the bill myself. T really
want to see old Redwing again, and
cxpense iz no object,” .

“You fat idiot!” said Vernon-Smith.

“0Oh, really, Smithy—"

“Ready, you fellows?” said Dob.
“Gerrout of the way, Dunter, or there
will be a eollision between a bike and
B porpoise.’’

‘Look bere, you fellows don’t want
to fag ten miles on bikes, Come with
me in my taxi—"

“And pay the taxi-man when we got
to Hawkseliff, what?" chuekled DBob.
“We know how you stand a  taxy
Bunter. We've been there before,”

“Weo have—we has " grinned Nugent.

“{h, really, you fellows——"

“Shift I said Veornon-Smith, wheel-
ing his bike to the doorway.

Bunter did not shift, apparently not
being finished yet. Dut the front wheel
of Smithy’s bike shifted him, and he sat
down with a roar.

“Yarcooh !V .

“Tata, old fat bean!™ =aid DBob, as
he wheeled his' machine out alter the
Bounder., “Come up to Hawkschiff in
a taxi in solitary state, and we'll be
glad to see you.” ;

“Thoe gladiulness will be terrific!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Deasts ! ] ]

The six juniors wheeled their machines
awiy, and Billy Bunter sat and blinked
after them 1n great wrath and indigna.
tion. His sudden conversion to the view
that Redwing was a splendid fellow was
guite cxplained; he was thinking of a
spread 8t Redwing's cabin,  No doéubt
the zailorman’s son would do the best
he eould for his guests; and-it was quite
likely to be o good feed, in DBunter’s
opinion—and he was perfectly prepared
to take the lion's share of it. But it was
quite eertain  that - Bunter would not
gtand himself & taxi to go to Hawks-
ciiffl. Bunter never stood a taxi without
at least one fellow-passenger who could
ha left ta deal with the tazi-man after
the drive.

“"Yoah! DBeasls!” roared Dunter, as
the Removites departed. * Rotters!
Tell that ead  Redwing he's a rank out-
sider! Tell him that from me.”

“Ha, ba, ha!l”

“You'll-get a measly tea, anvhow, in
that hovel!™ wvelled DBunter. “Yah!
FPublic School chaps, going to tea with
a longshoreman! You ought to be jolly
well ashamed of yourselvea! Yah!”

“Hold my bike a minute, Wharton,”
gaid the Bounder,

" Certainly |

Vernon-Smith ran quickl¥ back to ‘the
bike shed. Dunter, sz he zaw lim
coming, cut shoet suddenly the flow of
his cloguence, MHe jumiped. up to flee,
and the Bounder's foot landed behind
him as he Hed.

There was s terrific roar from Dinter,

The Owl of the Remove was strewn
on the cold, unsympathetie -earth, roar-

e e

ing. Leaving him roaring, the chums of
the Remove mounted their machines
and rode away cheerily for Hawkseliff.

THE EIGHTH CHAFTER,
Tricked !

OM REDWING glanced round the

little living-room .in his cottage.

There were signs of preparation

. for company in the little room,
Tom's sunburnt face was bright and
cheery., That afternoon he was to sce

Smithy again, the old pal from whom he

had been -estranged; and with Smithy
were coming the fellows he had liked
best when he bad been at Greyfriars,

It was a long ricde up to Hawkscliff,
and it was certain that the Nemovites
wouwid be ready for deing justice to a
substantial tea, and Tom had dene his
best, Quite early in the afterncon all
was ready, ‘The little cabin consisted
only of one living-room downsksirs, with
a tiny kitchen attached, and twe bed-
rooms, up a narrow, dark steircase, Such
as 1t was, it was tidy and serupulously
clean. Tt had been deserted for months
while Tom was away ab sea with his
father, bunt immediately on his return
he had set to work to clear it of dust
and cobwebs, and the place was spick
and span now.

For some days Redwing had been
living alohie at the cabin, fending for
himself. His father was gone to sea
again, on & deep-sca voyage, and Tem
did not expeet to see him again for the
best part of a year. In his Inst coasting
trip "l‘nm had earned enough to save for
a week or two of rest before he sailed
again, and ho was glad to put in a few

that could net be got in_ the little strag-
gltlt_lig-ﬁshmg village on the elifls.

o strolled out of the doorway into
the bright August sunshine and looked
down the irregular street dotted with
cebins, meny of them with nets hang-
ing out to dry. It was fwo o'clock,
and he knew that the Greyiriars fellows
could not reach Hawkscliff for & coupla
of ipurs yet. But his glance dwelt on
the rugged road by which they would
GG,

A cyelist came in sight, pushing his
Like up a stecp section of the road—a
iman in uniform.

Redwing glanced
curiously.

It was the postman who Dbrought
letters once a2 day—in tlhie morning. In
the afternoon hiz coming could only
moan n telegram for some inhabitani
of Hawkscliff.

Telograms at Hawksclifi were fow and
far between; indeed, letters were som-
what rare. Tom wondered whether the
m&n was bringing & telegram for -him,
in which case it could only be from
Smithy.

Tom's cheery face clonded a hittle.

If Briithy could not come, if the litila
party was off, it was a deep disappoinl-
ment for the sailorman’s son. ¢ could
not remain idly at Hawkseliff for many
days, Woednesday was the next half-
holiday at Greyfriars, and before Wed-
nesday he had intended te be on the
waler again. ) .

The postman remounted his machine
in the village street and came pedalling
o1i.

Redwing hoped to see him pass.

But he did not pass; he junped off
the bicvele opposite the cabin.

(Cantinued on next page)

at him rather

days at his old
home, among the
rough and friendly
assockates  of  his
hbeyhood, and,
above all, within
touch of Greyfriars,
Now that he had
found that Smithy
was cager to réenew
the n!g friendship,
Redwing had
nothing more  to
ask.

What he would
have lhked—to re-
turn to Greviriars
School himself—
was  unpossible, if
he did not choose
to accept charity
from Mr., Samuel
Vernon Bmith,
Tom had put that
quite out of his
mind, in spite of
the urging of the
Bounder. Bub next
Lest, was Lo see
Smithy again, and
find him a faithful
friend. And next
best to that was to
o the | friendly
faces and hear the
cheety  voices  of
Iarry Wharton &
Co.

Redwing  looked
round  the little
room and smiled,
It would be a good
deal like tea 1n ‘a
Groyfriars sty
and he had walked
three miles  fhat
morning lo lay in | k..
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“Homething  tor me?” asked Red-
Wik,

“it's a telegram, Tom."

“Oh1"

Redwing slit open the buff envelope.

His face clouded more deeply as he
read. Not for an instant did it cross
his mind that the telegram was a trick;
how could it? e had almost for-
gotten the existence of Skinner and the
enmity of the cad of the Remove, Even
if e had remembered him he would
noet have thought of him now.

Smithy could not come. o

There was no mention of his friends,
but evidently they were wob coming as
Smithy was not, since Smithy asked him
to go over to Lantham to mect Inm
tivere, .

It was a decp disappointment, but not
g0 deep as it might have been. He was
Eoing to sce Smithy, after all.

“Any answer, Tom "

Ho" said Redwing.

And the postman
osgain and disappeared.

Redwing glanced at the telegram
again, Smithy wanted to sco him at
Lantham Station at four. There was
nothing odd about that. Redwing re-
wewsbored thot Smithy's father some-
vimies came down to Lantham, and that
the Bounder had goue over to the
mearket town to meet him there on half-
holidays. Probably that had happened
to-day; and if it was so, the Bounder
could not have refused hisz father, and
cortainly l'om would not have desired
him to do so. Having to go to Lant
ha, SBmithy wanted Redwing to moeet
him there. It was natural enough,

It was & long distance from Hawkschff
to Lantham, and Tom had to go on
fopt. There was no time for him to
lose if he was not to be late for the
appointment,

He sjghed a litile, but he did not
allow his mind to dwell on his disap-
pointruent. e was going to see Swmithy,
anvhow, and that was the chief thing.

e went in for his cap and then left
the cottape, vlosing the door after him
on  the lateh. DPoors were seldom
locked in-Hawk:zeliff ; indeed, Redwing's
vortage door had no lock that eould be
locked from outside, though there was
a bolt on the inside that was seldonwor
never used, Tramps and vagrants never
came so far off thoe boaten track, and
prabably ne theft had occurred at
Hawkseliff in & hendred years, There
was, indeed, little in any of the rogged
cabins to tempt a thick

Redwing walked away down the
rugged street.  For half o mile his way
took lim in the direction of Pegg, and
there he had to branch off on a path
ever the eliffis to reach the Lantham
roa:d. )

He climbed the rough path sicadily,
without fatigue, and paused at a height
--nofl to rest, but to look back at tho
soa, Wide and blue it rolled as far
ns the eve could reach, with the smoke
of a stcamer far out, twe or three white
satts glancing nearer at hand, and
closer inshore half a dozen brown fish-
;ﬂﬁ-l}ﬂ&-t.‘t belonging to Hawkselilf,

‘ap, tap, tap!

Redwing started a little at that un-
paval and unexpected sound in  the
silence of the eliffs.

Toap, tap!

Below him was a rugged nath along
the oliffs, Tt was twonty yards down
y aetuat distance, but half & mile away
for all that, for it could only be reached
by following the higher path for a dis-
tance to a spot where a descent was
practicable, On the lower path a man
with a wooden leg was tap-tapping
along. His face, darkencd by sun and
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pedalled away

wind almost to the colour of mahogany,
was bedewed with porspiration, and as
Redwing  looked (ilr:wn at him the
wooden-legged  scaman  stopped  and
nm}.:}:ud his brow with a red bandanna
handkerchiet.

" Ahow, matey ! .

He waved a brown hand to Redwing
and hailed him, staring wp over the
rugeodd cliffs at the lad above. )

“Ahoy ™ called back Redwing, with
a smile,

“Can you give a sailorman his bear-
ings, sonny ? Will I fetelh IHawkscliff
on thizs course " .

“Right on,” ecalled back Redwing.
“RKeep on till that path ends on the
beach, and then vou'll sec Hawksclil
to starboard.”

“I'hanky, mate!”

Redwing waved his hand and resumed
his way. As he passed over the higher
¢liffs he heard for some time the tp-
tapping of the mahopany-faced man's
woaden leg tapping along  the rocky
path to Hawkseliff. DBut the sound died

-uwey, and Redwing forgot the incident

az he tramped on for the Lantham road.
He little dreamed at that moment of
the strange influence the coming of the
wooden-legged man to Hawkschif was
to have on his Jife.

It was a long and hard tramp, in the
Llazing sun, to Lantham. Buol Redwing
reached the market town at last as four
o'vlock was chiming.

He hurried through the streets fo the
rodlway stalion.

It was only a few minutes past four
when e reached the station and looked
about the entrance. The Bounder was
not thera, 'The sailorman's son scitled
down cheerfully to wait. If Smithy
was with his father, as scemed probable,
it was likely encugh that the millicnaire
would keep him late for the appoint-
ment., S

Half an hour passed, and Redwing's
cheery face clouded. An hour—an hour
and a half—and still Smithy did not
COMRe,

People hurried in and out of the
station, and Redwing scanned every
vouithful faece ihat came near him, but
the face of the DBounder of Greyfriars
nover mot his eyes. .

Redwing's dizappointment was bitter,

He was not angry; he  knew that
Smithy would never willingly have
turned him down. Semething had hap-
pened to prevent Smithy keeping the
appointment ; something, Redwing was
sire, beyond the Dounder's own contraol,
I3ut there it was—obviously the Bounder
was not coming. .

With a lingoring hope Tom Redwing
remained at the station ymtil sixo'clock.
But the Boinder did not come. and at
last he turned his steps in the direetion
of home, his brow clonded, and all the
bright cheerfulness wone from his face.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Stariling Encounter !

L ALLO, hallo. hallo!”
H Harry Wharton & Co. were
wheeling  thetr bikes up a
steep acclivity., less than a
mile from their destination, when Bob
Cherry made that ejaculation, ’
The juniors were following a path
across the chalk cliffs, which cut off o
considerable distance of the road, but
the way was too rugged and stecp for
riding. It was & lonely spot, high over
the sca, and they did not expect to
meot any living thing on their way
but the whirling seagulls,  Dut from
among Lthe chinlk rocks o man came sud-
denly  into view, tap-tapping with o
wooden leg.

He stopped in the path of the juniors,
and as the path was narrow, with the
Greyiviars fellows in single file, they
had to halt. Bob Cherry, who was 1n
the lead, hailed the neweomer genially.

The man stopped and wiped his
mahogany face with a red handkerchief,
He looked hot from exertion, but wore
uneasy than fatigued, Even as he faced
the Groyfrisrs evelists he was looking
to right and left with quick, fortive
glances, almost as if he expected to see
some grisly phantom start out of the
recesses of the rocks into the blaring
August sunshine,

“Ahoy, mateys!” he sang out, in a
deep, throaty voice.

“Ahov, old bean™ chuckled Tiob
Chorry. “Shiver 10 # {finhers, pess-
mate [

The wooden-legged man stared  at

him, and then grinned.

“"Yon're a ‘carty young swab, you
are,” he said. “¥You'll 'ava your little
joke wath apn old sailorman.” )

He wiped his perspiving brow again.
_ “The fact 15, old scout, you're block-
ing up the path,” said Bob, "'There's
hardly room to go round you. bo jou
want anything ™

“Ave, aye! Jest that!”

“Give it a name ™

“You young swabs have come up hero
over tae cliffs, ain’t you*"

“We young swabs have done jusk
that,” agreed Dab.

“Have you seen a covey wiih n face
lika coifee, and gold ear-rings in his
cars, anywheres 1o the offing

“*No,” said Dob., “We've secn nobody
sinee we Joft the road half a mile
back #*

“Sure you ain’t seen him?" asked the
wooden-legged  sailorinan anxiously.
“You'd know the cut of his jib, if you
clapped your headlights on him, I
reckon. A half-caste from the islands,
he is, with pold ear-rings in his ears,
and a Malaita knife in the back of his
trousers. Name of Silvio.”

Bob Cherry shook his head.

“Haven't scen the chap,  You fellows
haven't, of course?' he added, glancing
round,

The juniors shaok their heads.

The wooden-legged man  was  still
looking about him vocuictly, and over
his shoulder, as if he fearcd to sce the
man he described start up behimd hin.
It was casy to pereeive that the man
with the gold car-rings was no friend of
his, and that the wooden-legged man
feared him. )

“I seon him, sneaking on the cliffs”
went on the sallorman. 1 seenm him,
but I recken he never secd me. Jost
arter 1'met & young bloke who gavo
me my bearings for Hawksehff. F seen
him—and you can lay that T tacked
off my course, young genileman, to
give him a wide berth. ’Caunse why, I
ain't looking for te get a Malaita koife
in my ribs "™

“Oh, my halt ! ejaculated Dob,

“And now I veckon I've lost iny bhear-
ingz agin. ‘cavse why., I'm a stranger
here,” said the wooden-legged man.
“ Mebbe vou'll tell me whether I can
fetch Hawkacliff on this tack?”

“We're going to Hawkswlif now”
said Harry Wharton. * Follow on and
weo'll guide you there, if you like.”

“Thanks kindly, sir,”  said  the
wooden-legged man, touching his old
hat. “If you young gentlemen don't
object to an honest ssilorman in tow.”

f3lad to show you the way," said
Harry, with e smile.

“Lot's get on,” said the Bounder
abruptly., “We're rather in a buerry,
my man!”

“Aye, aye, sirl?
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Bob Cherry's eves gleamed, as he stooped, and took aim with the missile.. At every second the juniors expected to see the

long knife descend upon the helpless sallorman, and it was no time fo stand on ceremony.

panted Wharton,

(See Chapler 10.)

Whizz ! ** Oh, good shot ! ™

The jagged picce of rock struek the half-caste on the side of the head, with a feariul crash I

The wooden-lepged 1wan  lopped
aside from the path, {o allow the
juniors to pazs. Then he hopped down
fo the path again, and followed on
Lehind the file of fellows whecling their
machines.

Tap, tap. tap, sounded his wooden leg
on the rocky path, as he followed on.

The juniors glaneed back at him
soveral times, in some surprise and
curipsity. They saw his uneasy
glances searching every opening of the
cliffs near the path, and every now and
then he shoved his hand into a pocket,
as if to assure himself that sonething
was there—and once they saw him draw
out a huge clasp knife. Obviously, he
was in fear of the half-caste named
Silvio. .

“Hallo, hallo, hallo'™ exclaimed Bob
Cherry suddenly.

Ahend of the juniors, 2 man leaped
into the path from the rocks, with the
agility ﬂ[pn mountain goat.,

The juniors stared at him, recogni-
sing at once the description the wooden-
legped man had given,

1¢ newcomer was a lithe, active
fellow, with- a face of deep olive, ana
gold ear-rings in his ears, :

He paid no heed to the Greyiriars
juniors. '

His hawkish, black eves gleamed past
them, at the wooden-legged man who
waz following in their wake.

“Ben Dance!™ he shouted,

The tapming of the wooden leg

stopped.  There was a
from the wooden-legge
halted.
“I have found you!"
The half-caste came racing along the
path.

With a cry of ferror, Ben Dance
quitted the path, and went clambering
away desperately over the rugged cliif
towards the sea.

“Here, look ouk! shouted DBob
E—hun'}f angrily, as the hali-caste rushed

ﬁ'ﬂ.ﬁﬁ of alarm
naie a5 he

The man Silvip did not heed him.,

He shoved roughly by, and Dob slap-
gered with his machine, and Silvio
brushed by and shoved savagely past
the ather juniors.

Bo sudden and ferce was his rush,
that the Greyiriars fellows. were hurled
richt and feft among their clattering
machines, and in 8 few seconds the hali-
caste was past them, and clambering
vp the cliff after the wooden-legged

man.

“Well, my hat!” gasped Nugent.

“The cheeky cad?™ roared the
Bounder furionsly. “Get after him and
collar him 1™

“The terrific  roffian!”  stottered
Hurree Jomset Ram Singh, picking

himself and his bicvele up.

Harry Wharton put  his  machine
against a rork and stood looking after
ithe half-caste. His brow was darkly-
knitted, DBen Dance had vanished

among the chalk eliffs, and the hall
easte was disappearing in savage pual-
siit of him.

“We'd better chip in  here, wou
fellows,” said the eaptain of the
Remove guictly. “Thet [oreign fellow
looks as if he meauns murder! Tet's
get afler them—leave the bikes heve”

“Come on,” aid Johnny Bull, ]

Avd the =ix juniors, leaving ther
machines on the path, started ot a
run in pursuit of the hali-caste,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Handling the Half-Casta !

£ REAT pip—leok !
Wharton panted

words, : .

For a considerable distance,
the juniors had scrambled and clam-
bered over the rupged cliffs, catching
glimpses every few mnoreents of the half-
caste tearing ahead. . .

The man with the gold car-rings did
not cast a single backward glance.
Either he did not koow that he was
followed, or he did not care. Hias
attontion was concentrated on the man
he had called Jen Dance.

In spite of the wooden leg, Dance
was fleeing at a great speed, leaping
and hopping ameng ihe rocks with

{&imr’mrrd on page 16.)
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(Crontinwed from page 13)

wonderful aguitv. DBut the lLithe half-
caste had run him down at last; and
the juniors came in sight of both of
them, as Silvie leaped on the wooden-
legged man and bora bim to the ground
with a erash,

A hoarse cry of torror ezcaped DBen
Dance 23z he went down, and he
struggled  wildly, The  hali-caste
planted w knee on his brawny chest,
Bnd there was & flash like lightning.
as his long Malaita knife came out and
cireled in the air over the sailorman’s
torrified face.

“Liood heavens!” gasped DBob.

For one siwckenming moment, the
juniors belteved that murder was about
to be done, and they were too far off
to intervenc. But the flashing knife
did not descend.

“The ehart! Bilvie's voice came to
their cars, as he shouted fercely at the
siruggling man  under him. *“"The
charg ™

The sailorman still struggled.

“¥ool! The chart—give me the
chart!” hissed the half-caste. “You
want me take it from your dead body ?
That, if you do not give it! The (laca
chart—or you are dead!™

The knife Aashed before the wooden-
legged man's cves.

The juntors were still st a distance;
too far to intervene. But Bob Cherry

:,mlpnﬂ and grasped a loose piece of
roei,.

His eyes gleamed, as he stopped, and
iook aim with the missile. At everw
second the juniors expected to see tho
long knife descend upon the helpless
mon, and it was ne time to stand on
Ceromony,

VWhiz!

“Oh, good shot!" panted Wharton,

he jagged piece of roek struck the
half-caste on the side of the head, with
g foarful erash,

A vell like that of a wild animal
Lroke from the half-caste s he reeled
o:ev and {vll on the ground besida his
viedim.,

He was not stunned, but he lay dozed
for severzl  seconds—and one  sceand
world have been enongh for the wooden-
legged mah. Ben Dancé was up in o

I'ﬂ'iﬂkliuﬁ{ ated floeing far his life, his
wooden leg tap-tapping on the rocks as
ke woent.

“Collar the brute ! panted Nugent.

The juniors came on with o rush,

The hali-caste sat up dagedly. The
bnde  was' still in s long! sinewy
fingers, but the Remove fellows gave
i no cliance t6 handle it Boh
Cherry was the frst to reach hin and
e kicked fiercely at the brown hand,
and the knife went spinning awey from
the vumbed fingors, clatterivg down ad
a histance,

The holbcaste gave 3 cry and sprong
to hiz feet,  But he was hardly on his
fret when Harry Wharton's fist landed
full in his face with all the strength of
the captain of the Remiove Lohind the
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blow. The man from the islands went
downe like a log.

“Lrood man!" gpeinned DBob breatl-
[essly.

“"Lhat's the stull to
chuckled Johnny TBiull.
beast ! Give him beans!” :

The stx juniors grasped the spravwling
half-castc together., The man from the
islands strugeled wildly and savagely,
tearing and clutching like a wildeat.

He was a slightly-built man, but there
was great strength in his lithe limbs.
For some minutes the Remove [ellows
had their hands full with him.

They did not handle him gently. As
n savage hand tere the Bounder like a
elaw Smithy hit out hard and his fist
Frqshdd with stunning force in the olive
hoa.

The half-coste went down again, and
he was not given another chance to rise.

The juniors piled on him and pinned
him down,

Still wriggling and struggling, the
man with the ear-rings was pinned to
the ground, bruised and breathless,

His face was convulsed with rage, and
hig bLlack eye: gleamed like those of a
wild animal. Had a deadly weapon
been in his hand there was no doubb
that he would have used it. Put he was
disarmed and powerleazs now.

He panted out words in an unknown
tongue—words that were uiterly umin-
telligible to the Greviriars fellows, but
which they very casily guessed were
curses in some South Seas’ dialect.

“Chuck it, old bean!” esuid Bob
Cherry., "“We've got you sale now!
What vou want is 2 thumping good
hiding, you murdorous raseal !

“ Pick up the knife, one of vou chaps,"
satd Wharton, * Pub it where it will be
aafa 1™

“Wou bet!” said Nogent.

He left hiz comrades to hold the half-
caste and picked up the fallen knife.
He lookedd round and flung it into a
crevice, from which it was very unlikely

give 'cm!”
“Collar the

that the weapon would over be
recaverod.
“Let me gol™ The half-casle was

speaking in English again now. *“This
is no affair helong yvou! Leave med"”

“It's auvbody'= affair to keep you
from commitiing murder, you wild
boast '™ sard Harry Wharton.

The hall-casie’'s black eves blazed ab
him.

“No affair belong vou! he snarled.
*1 follow him from Apia, and here find
him. T And him again. ou leave me
alone. Mo affair belong you i’

Then a sodden suspicion seemed (o
flash nfo his mind.

“¥ou Redwing ™ he exclaimed.

Wharton started.

“What? Redwing? What the thump
do——"

“Youn Redwing, that why youn save
him, savvy now ! panted the half-caste.
“He come here find vou, but vou never
find Caca freasure. I, Silvie Xero, kill
sou—kill ten—twenty—thirty——"

“My hat! Thiz chap iz 4 wholesale
merchant,” said Bob Cherry.  “ Must be
a jolly part of the world where he comes
from!"

“What on carth does he mean about

Redwing ! asked TFrank Nugent, m
11.'0:1{11:: r. N B cork lnow old
Redwing. ™

It not o common name™  sad

Harry, *“He muost mean Redwing of
Hawkselilf; that wooden-legged 1_i:‘:-!:mzm'c
was going there. I suppose he's sonie
seilorman who knows Redwing, and this
brate has leard the name.”

The half-caste staved from one face to
another. ana then fixed his biack, plit-
teving eves upon Wharton again.
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“You no Redwing?™ he azked.

“No, you rotter; but Redwing is a
friend of ours, if vou mean the samo
chap—and I suppose you de.”

“You know about Caca chart belong
Redwing " snarled the half-caste.

"L heard him asking that wooden-
l‘fs;:' ed johnmie for a chart,” said Bol.

Must be something the man is taking

to Ellﬂ Redwing, and this rotter is alter

it’
:Tf:c:u net know?” exelaimod Silvio.
Nat till you told uws, old brown
bean!™ prinned Bob.
Harry Wharton looked round.

. The wooden-legged sailorman had long
since vanished. and was undoubtedly at
o Eit:ﬁtunce by that time,

suppose that man Dance is safe

enough now,” said the captain ol the
PEOY .

U Veory likely at Hawkschiff by this
time,” said the Bounder. *Look hore,
we shall be jolly late! Let's get off."

“I don't like letting this brute go!”

We can't carry bim along with us
I suppose. If that wooden-legged chayp

15 1n danger ho can go to the police,”
gaid the Bounder impatiently. “We're
vasting time,”

Wharton nodded.

A good deal of time had been lost.
and it was a long walk back to the
spot_ where the bicyeles had been left.

“Let him go!” said Harry.

The juniors released the half-caste.
He sprang away from them inm:nediately
with the activity of a cat. In a moment,
meg no further heed to the Grevfriars
cllows, he was clambering nway among
the cliffs, and in a minute or less he havl
vanished from sight.

“Come on! said Vornon-Smith.

“It’s a jolly queer business,” said Bol,
Cherry, as the juniors started to return
to their machines. * Reddy will be in-
terested to hear about this. What on
carth is the Caca chart that that putfy-
coloured johnnie was burbling about,
vou fellows?"

“I give that wuwp.” said Wharton.
“Redwing may know. It's plain enough
that it’s something that belongs to Ited-
wing, and the man Dance was taking
it to him. I dare say he's at Redwing's
cottage by this time, and he will see
Heddy before we do”

The juniors reached their bicycles at
lazst and whecled on to Hawkseliff, con-
sgiderably puzzled by the strange affair,
Much later than they had anticipated,
they arrived at the little fishing village
under the chalk e]iffs,

1 - mmrm

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,

Hand to Hand !

ki HOY, shipmate !
The deep, powerful voice
boomed  through the little

cottage, awakening every echo;

But only the echoes answered.

“Ahoy!  Aho-g-0-0y!  SBhow a leg,
there!"  boomed the moahogany-faced
seaman, as he stood in the doorway of
Redwing's cabin,

Ben Dance, the wooden-legged inan,
had reached Hawksceliff, thanks to the
intervention of the Greviriars juniors,
safe and sound. Harry Wharton & Co.
were still far away when DBen Dance
opened the cottage deor and his deep
voice beomed in.  An ancient mariner
leaning on a post at the street’s end had
pointed ent Redwing's cottage to him,
Danee betng o stranger ol Hawkseliff,
His powerful voice echoed and re-ochoed
through the. {ittle building. and he
stumpred in zb last on his wooden leg,
realising thitrnolrody was at home,
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“8hiver me!™ he grunted, asz he
dropped inte a chair and mopped his
face with the red hapdkereliicf.,  * Port
at last, and nobody here! Shiver me

For sone timme the wooden-legged man
sat vesting and mopping his damp brow
amd  grumbling to himeself, The Imig
wratp on the cliffs and his dodging an
iwisting {o escape the half-casie had
tired hnn.  Apparently he had counted
oot finding one of the Redwings at home,
at least, either the fatler or tho =on.
Joln Redwing was many o long hun-
dred miles away on the wide ocean; but
Tom Redwing would have been at home
but for Skinner's miserable trickery.

As it was, there was no one to greet
the wooden-legped man, whe had
travelled from the Souihern hemisphere
on o strange mission.

e locked round the little room, and
noted the signs of recent occupation,
The tablo was set for tea, just a3
Redwing had Jeft it when he received
the telegram and started for Lantham.
The wooden-legged zcaman drew comfort
from that circumstance. Evidently the
coltage was tenanted, and he had only
to wait for tho tenant to retuwrn.  Dut
he was plainly uncasy: and he stepped
lo the doorway, and keeping back out of
sight, peered into the rugged sfrect
The thought of the half-caste was in
his uneasy mind, What had happencd
after e had fled, leaving Silvie in the
geasp of the schoolbovs, he did not
know; but ho fearcd further pursuit.
Well he knew the savage tenacity of the
man from the islands.

Ho shut the door at Jast, groped for
the bolt, and found it, and shot it into
ihe zocket, He stumped into the littie
kitehen at the back, and found the deor
o the lateh, and belted that door also.
Then be seemed more casy.in his mind,

Tt he was still grombling andibly to
nimself. o muttered; disconnected
sentences indicated that he was anxions
io hand over what he carried, to the
rightful owner, and to po his way. His
fear of the man who had degged him
acrnss half the world was deep-scated.

panted hoarsely, az a slim, lithe figure
appearced among the cabins.

“That =sea-lawyer!™ he
huskily.

It was the half caste.

Silvio Xero was looking about hhn
with shavp, fashing eyes, ax he came up
the rugged street of Hawhkseliff,

With thumpin heart,  hardly
breathing, the 1w-o¢§en-1¢ggcd sailorman
watched him from the windaow,

Silvio evidently did not know which
was Redwing’s cottage—possibly did not
know even that he was in Ilawkscliff
at all. It was possible that he might
pass on.

Ben Dance groaned ag ha saw the half.
caste stop and speak with the old long-
shoreman who leaned, smoking his pipe,
on & post in the distance. e saw the
jongshoreman pointing with his pipe.
and he was pointing at the cottage from
the little window of which the wooden-
legped man startd with hapeard cyes,
The half-caste come on at & run.

“Bhiver me!” groancd DBen Dance.

K nock!

It secined hardly a moment befare the
half-caste reached the cottage door, and
knocked.

Dance wmade no movemeni or sound,

Knock!

Would the man from the Souih Scas
suppose that the collage was untenanted,
and go? It was a bare chance.

The door-handle torned; the door
shook, and shook again, Then=kneck,
knock. knock !

A shadow crossed the sunny window.
Instantly Dance ducked down, realising
that the half-caste was about to starc
in at the little panes.

A face was pressed to tha olazs: a
sharp noze was fattened there, and two
ficrce, black eves szeanned the interior
of the room.

Ben Dance crouched low, motionless,
rifent.  Heo was out of the range of
vision of the face pressed te the glass.

A mnute later the face was with-
drawn,

The wooden-legged seaman breathed
zaspingly, and wiped the sweatb from his

mubtered

door was tvied, shaken, and shaken
again.  The bolt held it fast. Then
suddenly there ecame o crash, and o
clatter of fiving fragments of glass. The
little kitchen window had been smashed
mn by o fragment of rock grasped in the
handz of the half-caste. There wns a
strugeling, scraping sound of a man
foreing  nimself through a mnarrow
aporiure,

Shaking from head to foot, Dance rose
to hiz feet, and dragged: the big clasp-
knife from his pocket, and opened it
with his tecth. The scaman was no
coward, but only too plainly he feaved
the savage half-easte: and doubtless he
knew, too, that he was no match for
the Islander in a life-or-death strugplo.
But desperalion seemed to nerve him,
and he tramped into the little kitchen,
the rclasp-knife gripped in his hand,
nerving - himself to resist the entrance
of the pursuer whe sought him.

With pantherlike agility, Eilvio
Xero plunged throvgh  the  broken
window, and landed on his foet, dodging
the desperate blow that the wonden-
leggnd seaman aimed at him. e
ﬂrrﬂ-ng away from the seaman, through
the doovway into the living-room of the
cottage, and Ben Dance, in desperation,
riushed after lim o slash again bhefore
the half-casie could draw his knife. 1la
did not know or puess that the rullian
had been  dimarmed. Silvio dodped
round the talile, and for a moment or
ftwo it scemed that the position of the
twa had been reversed, and that the
hali-caste was now the [ugitive, and
Trance the pursner. Do it was only [or
a fow moments.  Silvie canght vp =«
chair and furned on thoe wooden-legpod
man 85 he eame after hitg, and harlad
it at the satlorman’s legs. Den Dance
stutitbled over, and thoush he did not
fall, the half-caste was upon him befores
ha could recover, with the spring of a
tigor.

Crash!

Den Dance went Jdown heavily in iho
half-casic’s grasp, and the next moment
the clasp-knife was torn from lis hand
atie] flashed over his head.

_He peered again and again from the forehead. Would the man go? . The haplesz man  clozed hiz  cves
little  diamond-paned  windew fhat Rut a fow momenis later he heard a  Involuntarily, oxpecting  the instant
looked on the stroef, the spa and the =ound a2z of 2 wild animal rﬂwli]‘lg‘ slash of the steel.

beach. And suddenly ho trombled, and round the little building, The back (Crontinued on néxt page.)
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ALL ABOUT THIS WEEK'S HANDSOME FREE GIFT,
“THE LORD NELSON.”

By A Railway Expert,

IVE hundred and twenty-one tons
of metal, wond, and passcngers,
hurtling along the permanent-
way at miles  per  hour.

Sueh iz the load and speed of the
Lord Nelson, the new Southern HRail-
way locomotive which haszs the proud
distinction of being the most powerful
eXpross  passenger engine at  present
rupning m Britain.

It 13 Wo, 1 of a brand-new type of
locomotive, and all of its kind yet
to bhe built will have the lLhonour of
being known as micmbers of the
Nelson clazs,  As the ever-increasing
weight of the fast passcnger traflic on
the HBouthern Railway svstem demanda
it, 0 will more engines of this
snpremaely hefty class be turned out.

The Lord Nelsan is the product of the
clever brain of the 8., Company's
zhinf mechanical engineer, Mr. R. E. L.
Viaunsell, whaose econfidenee in las
ereation, built at the company’s East.
leigh works, was fully juctitied on the

engine’s initial frip. Without trving to
break records, the Lord Nelson came
through itz final test with flving colours,

With its 521-ton load—a record weight
on these steep gradients, the Lord
Nelson  steamwed  out of Waterloo
Station at eleven o'cleck, and steamied
into Salisbury an hour and a half
later, with a half-minute of the
scheduled time to spare, pulling 161 tons
more than the King Arthur class of
locomotives, which normally hauled the
same Atlantic Coast Express, was over
expected to altempt,

That run is dene in two stapes—
Waterloo to Balisbury (833 milez). in
A minutes normal time; from Salis-
bury to Exeter (88 miles), ineluding
some very severe chimbing, in 103
minutes normal tine., Of course, the
tremendous spesd of 83 miles per hour,
which the Lord XNelson attained at
vartous points of the journey could not
possihly e meintained over the entirs
sirefeh, for portions of tho track are

very bumpy, to sav the least. The Lord
Melson's ordinary load will he a frain
weighing 500 tons, the Southern Rail-
wav's heaviest train at present falling
short. of that by 50 tons, and the averagn
spoced  expecied of that class will be
55 miles an hour,

The engine's dimensions nre such that
any of the Nelson elas: will be able (o
run over anyv main ling of the company.
The working pressure of* the boiler is
o0 I, per shuart inch, as ﬂgﬂ,in!'-t. the
180 Ih. aof the Flving Scotsman. With
only 85 per cont of that hoiler pressare
in actman, the Lord Nelson®s trachive
effart 15 now the highest 1 the connter
—1,49% tons—hcating the King Arthur
class of the same railway by 360 Fons
angd the previens British record-holder
for tractive elfort—the Castle class
engines of the Great Western Railway—
by 84 tons.

It has two wheels less than the Flving
Seotzman, the trailing wheels Ueing
absent, That is, 1t has foor leading, oc
hogie, wherls and six driving wherls,
The six conpled driving wheels are 6 feck
T inches in diameter, The weight of
the engine is 83 tons (not quite 9 fons
less than the Flving Scotsman), engine
imd tedieler  together weighing 140 frua

cwt.

Tur Aaextry Lismany.—No. 1,017,
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A savage, taunting laugh rang fromn
the hali-caste.

“1 finil you, Den Dancel
under knife belong you!”

* Avast there!” panted the seamai.
“ Avast, you wildeat! You din’t in the
Sooih Seas now, you SCum—youre I
England, Silvie Xero, where they hang
your sort for using a knife!”

The half-caste laughed-again,

“Wiat de I fear? . I have killed fen—
fwenty—thirty—— They know  Silvio
Xero from, Valparaiso to the Solomon
Tslands, T kill you same as dog if yow
do not give the chart.”

“It ain't mine to give,” mutiered Tign
Dance hoarsely. “A shipmate handed
that chart to me, to give te lis nevey.
That chart belongs to yonng Redwing.”

His mahogany face went almost groy
as the knife touched his throat.

“Caca chart belong me when yon
killed, Ben Danec!”

Still 1he half-caste did not strike.

In his own particular quarter of tho
world, among the coral isles of the
FParcific, uvndoubtedly the savage hall-
caste would have struck without moves,
without a second thought. Bot savage
and untamed as he was, Bilvio Xero,
with tho blood of five or six races mixed
i his veins, was keen and intelligent;
cunping as a serpent.  He was well
aware thet ho was now in a land where
a stern retribution was exacted for the
shedding of blood, well awara that if he
left a dead man lying in the cottage
when he fled, his. track would be
followed hard and fast, and that it was
doubtful whether he would cicape to
reach the South Becaz again, And for
that reason he checked the savago
impulse.

The desire to kill gleamed in his fierce
eves, but he did net use the knife. Ho
Maced 1t between his sharp, white tecth,

You dio

ready for instant use if he was driven
to it. Then he grasped the seaman's
hands. and _ drew  them togeother.

Muscular as Ben Dance was, the sinewy
grip of the Izslander was too powerful
for him. His vough, hairy wrists were
gripped together, his own red bandanna
twisted round them and knotted with
cruel tightness. en the Islander,
Ienghing softly, kaelt beside him, and
began to grope through dus pockets.

With his hands bound, the seaman was
unable to resist further. The nimble
thievish fingers searched him, and the
Islandor gave & ery of triwnph as he
drew a marrow gold chain from under
the ruuf\rh shirt. The chain waz hung
round the scaman’s neck, and it held »
little bag of goatskin, Easily EIH}HEI[
the Islander guessed what that goatskin
bag contained.

He opeted it quickly, and drew out a
thin, polished sheet of teak, the smooth
surface of which was carved with
curious markings.

“The chart!”

Ben Dance pave a groan

“The «chartl: The Caca treasure
helong ane who find him ' The Islander
la:I[i'hﬂd gleefully.

The bound man shouted desperately.

“Help, help!”

The knife plittércd before his oyes.

“Yon stlent.”

Silvie' Xero stood for a moment or
two listening, his head beni. The
bound ‘man utiered no  furiher cry.
Well, he knew that it was only fear -of
the white man's law that kept the knile
from his heavt—and that way bat a
frail reed to lean wupon. At any
nroment the savage nature of the hali-
casto might take the wpper hand of his
cxution,

T Maigrrr Lispapi.—No. 1.01T.

Tho seaman’s shout had not been

heard, The  Redwing -cottage was
isolated, like most of the cabins dotted
irregularly #long the rugged, hilly
streat of Hawkseliff.

The half-caste bént over the seaman,
and drove ‘into hig maduth & gag torn
irom the window ecurtain. Then he
boeund his legs with a boat-rope.

With a savage, triumphant grin, he
held up the ﬂfgl't-'hﬁfﬂi'c the cyes of
the wooden-legged seaman.

“Belong inc now ! he chuckled.

He threast it back into the goatskin
bag, passed the chain round hiz own
neck, and sllﬂprd' the little bag out of
sight. undor his. shirt.  Then he un-
boltéed " the front door of the cottage,
stepped” out, and closed the door after
him.

On the floor the bound man lay, hn]?v
less, mumbling  through the gag. while
the half-caste fled swiftly with the
mysterious  chart for which he had
cireled half the world,

FOR NEXT WEEHK'S STUNNING FREE

GIFT OF ANOTHER METAL

EXPRESS ENGINE,
Thiz time it's
“The Flying Scotsman,”

the famous Express Engine of the
L.M.E.R,

Mo boy or girl should miss this splendid
opportunily ©of collecting a handsome,;
represaniative set of Britain's - most
famous Railway Expresses. An order to
vour newiagent TO-DAY will do the trick !
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Hot Chase !

i Y hat!” ] i
*There he is again!™
Six schoolboys, riding into

ithe rugged  strect  of
Hawksecliff on their iiﬂ&'ﬂlﬂﬂp exclaimed
in chorus, as 4hey eame on the half.
caste, Harry Wharton & Co. entered
the strect from the cliff path, just as

Silvio was leaving it; and for 8 moment

they were face to face.

The man with the ear-rings gave them
a startled, savage look, broke into a
run, and passed them.

“The giddy South Hea Islander!”
said -Bob Cherry. “"He got to Hawks-
clitft. beflore us. I wonder what he
wanted here”

“Looking for the wobden-legged
johnny, most likély,” said Vernouw-
Smith, 5taring round after the running
half-caste.  **He leooks in a hurry
now.

“Let him rip! sald Dob.

And the juniors rode on to Redwing's
cottage and dizmounted outside.

“Hallo, hallo. haHo!” roared Bob
Cherry.

He thumped on the door.

‘The juniors had rathér expected Tom
Redwing to be outside the cottage
looking for their arrival. He was not
thore; and there was no answer to the
knock on the deor., or to DBob's
exuberant hail,

Bang! Thump!

“"Redwing docsn't scem to be st
home,” said Bob, puzzled. “ITc wus
expecting us, wasn't he, Bmithy ¥

“Yes, rather. Hé must be =ome
where aboat.”

The Bounder opened the door and
stepped into the cottage,

The nuxt moment he
exclamation of amazement.

Tom Redwing was not to be seen; but
on the fHeor lay the wooden-legged son-
wan gagged and bound.

Vernon-Smith stared at him blankly.

“What the merry thump—-~>" he
exclaimed.

Ben Dance was biting savagely at the
ag in his mouth. His mahogany face
wrightened  wonderfully at the unex.-

pected sight of the schoolboys.

“It's the wooden-legged johnny!"
oxclaimed DBob, in wonder. “Whn on
carth can have done this—in Redwing s
cottage 1

" Cioodness kgows ™

The juniors gathered reund the hound
man at once, and very speedily releasea
him. Ben Dance sat up, gasping.

“Yeou seen him ¥ he panted.

Y Boeen whom 7

“8Bilvio—that demon of a half-caste!™
panted Dance. “He got the better of
me, and he's pot the chart.”

“We zaw him leaving the wvillage as

we camoe up,” said Harry Wharton.
“Where iz Eedwing ¥

“I ain't scen him—there was nobady
here when I come,” said Dance, “That
born demon followed me here, and he
beat nre in a tussle, and he's got  the
chart, I can’t git arter him with this
leg, The game's np.”

He gave a groan.

*ve brought that chart all the waw
from Taumotu,” he muttered. *Adf
round the world, and now that demon's
got 1t done my best for my old ship-
mate. He's beat me ot the fingsh--Leat
me, right here in harboue™

Wharton looked at him curiously.

"What is the chart? he asked, *1s
it something of value?”
~"It's the chart to the treasure on
Claca Island, and it belongs te Tom
Redwing, "cause why, my old shipmaic
handed it to me to bring te  |lis
nephew,” said Dance. "It's the chart
to the pearls on Caca Island—and now
it’s gone. That fiend will ba tho richest
half-caste in the Pacific when he's lifted
the pearls["

He gave another groan.

“I've done my best; I've had a knile
at my throat a dozen times, ‘tween
Taumotu and here. 1f Redwing had
been here I could have handed it over
and done with it. But he's beat me and
got 1t!"

“Wou haven't scen Redwing hore ™
exclaimed the Bounder. 'He was to
be here to meet us this afternoon.”

“MNobody was here™

“1 can’t understand it,” said Vernon-
Bmith,

“Never mind that now,” said Whar-
toh quickly. “From what this man
says that half-caste has robbed him of
something that belongs to Redwing.
We're not letting him get away with
:‘_Ll:l‘

“MNa foar ™ =aid Bob Cherry.

“%We can beat him on  the hikes,
though he's Fnt a start,” said Harry.
“Let's get atter bim st once.™ ]

He ren out of the cottage again. His

uttered an

1
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| A shadow crossed the sunny window, and then a face was pressed 1o the glass ; a sharp nose was flattened there, and two

flerce black eyes scanned the interior of the room. .
of vislon of the eruel face pressed to the glass.

Ben Dance crouched low, motionless, silent.
(See Chapler 11.)

He was out of the range

romrades followed him, and drew their
bieyeles from the wall

“What's the thing like, Danece, when
we sce 1t called out Wharten, “How
shall woe know it?®"

DPance stumped out aflter them, hia
eves blaziog with excitement.

“Look out for his knife—the demon’s
got my claspknife—"

“™Nover mind  his knilo, Tho
chayt -

“He's got it in & little goatskin bag,
slung on a gold chain round his neck,
same as I carrvicd it all tho way from
the South Seas. It's a chart cut in
with & &unife on & bit of tcakweod, six
inchies round.”

“Good! We'll have it off the rotter!™
exclaimoed Bob Cherry.

“"Yes, rather™

"The ratherfulness 13 terrific. Put it
on, iy esteemed chums™

“You wait here, Dance, and explain
te Redwing if he comes back!” called
out Harry Wharton,

“Ay, ay, sirl”

The wooden-legged man, standing in
the doorway of the cottage, woatched
the bunch of eyclists as they swept down
tho rugged street and disappeared.

Harry Wharton & Co. werea rather
fatigued with the long pull up to
Hawkseliff. Dut they did not lock
fatigucd now.

They rode out on the rug?ud cliff
F'Mh 2z if they were riding for their
1% 03,

So far as they could gather, the chart
had been sent to Tom Redwing by a
relative who had died in the South

Sens, and b was—or, at least, Dance
believed that it was—a clue to o treasure
of prarls on some remote island in the
Pacific Ocean, That alone was cnough
to fire the nuaginations of the jumors
and render thetn keen,  But whether
the chart was of value or not, it he-
louged to Tom Redwinsgl; and they were
determined not to let the halfwcasie got
away with it

In a few moments they were out of
Hawkschiit, riding on the path that they
had seen the half-casto fuflnm

The weay was mostly downhill, and the
machines fairly Aew.

In five minutes they sighled the man
they  sought, who was obviously not
expecting pursult just thon,

Silvio Xere was tramping along the
road, swiftly, but without hurrying.
But as his sharp ears caught the whirr
of the bieveles he looked round, aud
his brows blackened at the sight of the
Lroviriars jumiors.

He had known, of course, noething of
the fact that the schoolboys were going
to Hawkscliff to wvisit Redwing's cot-
tage. He had supposcd that Ben Dance
would lic for hours, perhaps longer, in
the  isolatod cottage before he was
found and veleased. Half an hour
would have been encugh for the half-
caste.

Even now, az he saw  the juniors
swoenping after him, he did not know
that they had scen Dance, and were
following him for the stolen chart,

Eut he could seo that it was pursuit,
though he did not guess the reason.

He stopped and turned, staving for a

moment at the oncoming cyelists, and
then, leaving the peth, sprang eway up
the steen chifls.

A fow seconds more, and the juniors
were on the zpot he had left, jamnnng
on their brakes.

“Thero he 131" panted Dob., ™ After
him 1"

The bikes went whirling anywhere, as
thie Greyfriars fellows jumped down and
rushed after the escaping half-easte.

“SBtop!"  shouted Ilarry Wharton.
T 8top, vou scoundrel!™

“Btop thief!”

“After hun!" sawl the DBounder, be-
tween hiz teeth,

The half-caste clambered on tiercely,
with the oclivity of a wildeat. DBuf the
chums of the Remove weoere active and
agile, and they clambered alter hin at
gquite as good & speed.

Bob Cherry gave a breathless chucklo,

"We've got lim! You can't get over
the eliffs from here. He's bound to
stop at Hawk's Head !™

“{iood ! panted Wharton.

The hall-caste, of course, was a total
stranger to the country he was in, and
knew neothing of the lic of the land.
But the Remove fellows knew, In Lom
Redwing's doys at Greyfriars the chums
of the Remove had often come up to
Hawkscliff with the savorman's son,
and climbed the great chalk cliffs over
the hshing village,

From the path the half-caste had lefg
it was possible to elimb the ¢liffs for a
distance, 1 the direction of the Hawk's
Head, a towering cliff of saolid chalk

THe Macxer Lisrany.—XNo. 1,017,
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that looked far ovt over the North Ses.
But bevond & certain point, the Hawk's
Flead roze almost as abruptly as the
wall of & house, and a cat could have

found no  footing on its precipitous
sitles, i
Bure of their gquarry now, the

juniers slackened their efforts a lLittle,
ouly keeping the fugibive in sight.

But the half-caste, as yet ignorant
that he was hecading into a trap,
clambered on at desperate speed.

He stopped at last,

The juniors saw lim trying to right
and to left in search of a further loot-
ing, and {rying in vain.

o glared back at them, his black
eves seintillating with rage. They came
on and up steadily.

The desporate man clambored swey
to the left at Jast, his way barred by
the rising rocks, but now it was only a
matter of moments. The half-caste
realised that thore was no escape for
him, and he stopped, and turned, his
lipe drawn back fromn lis white, gleam-
ing tecth, in a snarl like a wild heast.

“We've got him!™

“Look ont!”

The scaman's clasp-knife waz in the
dusky hand now. ‘I'be juniors, not a
doern paces distant, halted.

whiz!

The Bounder gave a ery, and fell on
the rocks,

—

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFPTER.
The Dise of Teak !

£ OLLAR him!™
“The wvillein!™
" Bmash him ™

The Famous
Gercely at the half-caste.

His action had taken them by sur-
prise; they had supposed that he had
seized the knife to use in struggling
with thom, knowing nothing of the
South Bea Islanders’ trick of throwin
the knife. "The Boundoer was down, an
there was Dlood oo his face., and the
sight roused the juniors to the fiercest
wrath.

They rushed on the Islander, and in a
moment more he was struggling in
their grasp.

Crash! )

Besisting like a tiger, the half-caste
was brought down on the rocks, aud
his head struck the ground with terrific
Torea,

He lay still.

The concussion with the rock had
stunned him; indeed, for the moment
the jumors thought that the injury was
more serious than that. But the sight
of Bmithy sprawling, with the blood on
his face, mado them, for the moment gi
least, utterly careless of the half-caste's
fate. They Teit him lying whers he
was, and ran back {o Vernon-Smith,

“Bmithy——"'

“Old chap——"'

The Bounder sat up dazedly.

“I—I'mv all right, I—I think!” he
gasped. “I'm eut; but not much hurt, I
think.” He put his hand to his heed,
and hiz fiugers came away crimson.

He meant it to kill me, the savage
beast, Bui in all right.”

"Thank MHeaven for that!” panted
Wharton.

They helped the Bounder to his feet.

Lhere was a eut on his hand, from
wiich the bleod fAowed freely. It was
painful enough; Tmt the juniors could

rushed

Five

see that il was not dangerous. The
clasp-knife lay on the rocks, with a
siaincd blade.  The juniors did not

realise it, Lol the Nounder owed his
Trr Maoser Lasmary,—No. 1,017,

life to the fact that Silvio Xere had
be¢en deprived of his Malaita knife, and
tnat it was the heavy, clumsy clasp-
knife that he had thrown, His own
Maluite knife, to which his hand was
accustorned, and which was designed as
much for throwing as for any other use,
would have flown like an arrow to the
target, and the DBounder of Greyiriars
would have fallen dead under the blow.
But the cumbrous clasp-knife had not
been true to the thrower’s hand, and
it had almost missed,

“I'm" all right,” The Bounder was
cool and calin. “Leook after that
scoundrel before he gels goin' again!”

The juniors hurried back to the half.
caste, while Smithy proceeded to bind
up his injury with Lis handkerchief,

Bilvie Xero had not stirred.

Now that their anxiety for the
Bounder “was relieved, the juniors
felt something like anxicty for the

ruffian who lay so still on the rocks.

Savage and tigerish as he was, they
would not have cared to be responsiblc
for his deatl.

But they soon ascertained that hwe
was only stunned, though he showed no
sign of coming to.

“The chart!” said Nugent,
Wharton knelt by the senseless man's
side, and groped for the chain of which
Liance had spoken.

He quickly found it, and drew it out
from under the half-casto’s shirt, and
after it the goatskin bag.

“Here it is!”

U Good egg!” said Johnny Bull.

Wharton hesitated a nioraent.

“It's Redwing's,” he said, “We
don't want to look at it, but we'd
better make sure of 3t."

Heo opened the goatskin bag, and took
ont the dise of feak,

“That’s the goods!” said Bob.

T"That's 1k!"

And Wharton enclosed the teakwood
dise in the goatskin bag apain. and
thrust it, with the chain, into an inside
pochet. )

“That's the thing, right enough,” he
zald. “We've got it safe for Redwing
now=—when we see him, How do you
feel, Smithy?”

“Right as rain; a scratch doesn't
hurt me!" said the Bounder carelessly,
“Let's get hack!™

“What about that brute?" asked
Johnny Bull, with a glance at the
senseless half-caste.

“Let him lie where he is," answered
Smithy,

“This ought te be reported at the
polico station at Friardale when we
go back to Greyfriars,' said Wharkon.
“The police will find the brute easily
cnough, if they want him. A man of
his deseription will be noticed any-
where.

“Come on, then.“

And the juniors, taking no furthoer
heed of the half-caste, returned to the
path at the feot of the oliff, and
pedalled back to Hawkseliff.

They had been long out of sight when
the half-caste stirred.

He stirred, and moaned, and sat up
dizzily. As his senses returned his Land
went ab onece to his dusky neck to fecl
for the chain. e discovered 2t once
that the chain and the goatskin bag
were Wgone.  As  if  the  discovery
clectrified him, he leaped to his feot,

There was 8 great black braise under
the thick hair of the half-caste, and his
head was dizzy,  But he seemed to give
it no heed.  He  sevambled awaw
desperately down the cliff to the path
ancd stood there staving about him, with
sbaged exves, in searvels of the jupdors. He
knew by whose bands the chart st

have been taken. But of who they wero
and whither they had gone he knew
nothing,

Ho started et lazt in the direction of
Hawkselitf. Doubtless some desperate
thought was working in his dizzy brain
of recovering the chart which had so nar-
rowly escaped his thievish hands, But
a5 he moved along the rough path he
tottered and reeled like a drunken man
a4 mist swimming before his eyes, Onco
he fell, but scrambled up égain, and kepe
on, not even perceiving, in his dizzv,
bemused state, that he had missed the
path till he found himself wandering
m e wilderness of chalk and gras.
Strong and wiry as the islander was, he
had toaxed himself even hbeyond  his
savage strength, and he sank down at
last, half insensible, and lay like an
exhausted animal, with the blazo of the
setting August sun upon his brown,
haggard fnce.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Harry Whartons Trust [
can e

L HERE on earth’s Hetiwing
“Ch where and oh whers
be" :zang Dol
Cherry.

“The wherefuluess is  terrific,”  re-
marked Hurree Jamsot Ram Singh, “Ii
15 a puzele transcending the puzeleful
ness of the esteemed cross-words ™

Cevtainly, it was a puozzle,  Haery
Wharton & Co. did not in the least knon
what to rmake of it,

They had retuened to Redwing's
cotiage aiter the chase of the hali-caste
and the recovery of the chart., They
found Hen Dance, the wooden-legged
seaman, there. Dut Teom Redwing wa-
not there, and Dance had scen nothing
of him.

Two or three of the juniors went along
to the other cottages to inguire if any.
thing was known of Redwing, They
could only learn that nothing was known
of his whereabouts. 3Tost of the Hawks-
cliff men werc out at sea in the boats,
Lut the ancient mariner who adorned the
post at the end of the strect had seen
the messenger deliver a telegram at the
cottage, and, later. had zeen Tom Red-
wing leave hurriedly,

That was all the juniors could learn.

The felegram, no doubt, explained his
sudden departure. But 1t did not ex-
%!agn anything else.  Knowing that
Smithy and the juniors were coming up
to ses him, why had he lefr no mossa
for them, cither with some Hawkschif
inhabitant, or by a note pinned on the
door, or left on the table? Seribbling
a brict message would rot have delaved
him long, howsoever great his haste. It
was inexplicable that he had not donc
&0,
“Blessed if T can make i out,” said
Johnny Bull, “He knew we were
coming, all right, and he knew we had
to come a jolly long way.”

“The knowiulness was cortain, ™

“It's rather thick, clearing off like this
and leaving us to make the best of it—
if hie could help i1, grunted Johnny.

“He couldn't,” =aid Harry Wharton
quictly. “ Redwing's not the sort to et
fellows down like that. I can’t make it
out, bul-=what do vou think, Bmithy?"

"The Bounder’s face was dark, Skinner
had known him well when he had oalen-
Iated on Vernon-8mith's readiness (o
take offence,

Smithy had supposed at first that Red-
wing hed gone along the village foc
something, and would soon be back.
Ihen he had reflected that the satlor
man's son might have been called away
for some resson. and  would  roturn
kefore very long. Dut the imuors had
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waited o long time now, and Smithy
rould see no reason why his chum should
not have come back, or, at the very
least, have left o message for them.

He was deeply chagrined, and his
anger was roused,

e had come eagorly to see his chum,
and thiz was how %liﬂ chum had treated
himi. He had brought the Famous Five
with him, specially to see Tom, and Tom
Redwing had turned them down lika
this b Tnless there was some unsus-
pected explanation of Redwing's conduct
he was treating the Grexfriars party
vory badly. and Bmithy eould think of
no explanation,

“1 can’t make it out,” he snapped.
"I know that unless he can jolly well
pxplain I shan't trouble bhim with
another visit. T'm getting fed-up with
hanging about here.™ )

**q“"hat ahout tea?” sard Bob.
*Reddy wouldn’t mind our heipil:g our-
gclves, 1n the giddy circumstances. 3

All the juniors were hungry by this
time, and more than ready for a meal
They had noted that RBen Dance had
vxplored the larder and helped himself
o 5 substantial meal, which showed that
{he cottage was supplied with foad, Dut
Cherry had surmised that the telegram
Redwing had received must have con-
tained an order to join a ship, thus ex-
plaining his sudden departure, thongh
not his failure to leave o message. Hub
if the sailorman’s =on had gone without
intending to return he would scarcely
have left perishable food in Ehe cottage,
and the table set lor tea. and the keitle
of water on the grate, with sticks under
it, all ready for lighting. There was
evory sign that he intended to return,

“Let's have tea—if any!”  said
Nugent. “ Roeddy would want us lo o
be's been kept away somehow, ™

“Let's ' agreed Bol.

M. was zoon found iliat there wore
aniple supplies far tea, Calies, and bang,
and otlier good things revealed the fact
that Redwing had made preparations for
the expected little party, Cectainly he
never had suel Juxuries in the cottage
farder for his own consumption.

“Can't do better than tuck in, you
woen,” said Bob., “I only hope Hed-
wing will turn up before we have lo get
hack to Greyiriars.”™

And the juniors sat down to iea, while
Bon Dance sat and smoked a black ,iﬁe
on the bench outside the cottage. The
teak chart in the goatskin bag was in
the wooden-legged zeaman’s poszession
ngain, though he had scemed rather un-
willing to  fake it from Wharton.
Evidently the zgeaman was anxious to be
ricd of his charge, though he had faith-
fully travelled round half the zlobe to
deliver 1t to its rightful owner.

“Tea, Smithy ! cailed out Bob to the
Bounder, whe was lounging in the door-
way with a [ace growing dacker and
darker.

The Beunder hesilated, as if in his
prowing vesentment be was dhisinelined
to accept the hospitality of the chwn
who had not taken the trouble to he
prosent,  But he nodded and sat down
with thae pezf. rlmugh hoe ate litthe,

Tea over, the jumors carefully washed
BT H i the ligle Litehen amd pade iho
place fdv.  IL was deawing near time
now for the party to start on their
return, unless they were to be late for
ralling over at the school. Bab Cherry,
who rather fapeied himself os s handy
man, sorted ont zome tools and began
to repalr the kiteben windew, where the
lindf-caste had foreed an entrance,

Leaving Bob hammering away cheer-
fally, the other fellows sauntered out
into the sinny strect. Jooking about in
ihe hope of secing Redwing at last,
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Ryt hie did not come.

The chums of the Remove were decply,
perplexed, and certainly, but for their
trust in Redwing's good faith, they
would have been augry. The Bounder's
trist seemed weaker than theirs, for un-
doubtedly he was angry, and growing
angrier with every passing minute,

“ Wothing could have happened io
Raodedy, sorely,"” said Frank Nugent, at
last.

“YWhat counld have
grumted Johnny Bull,

“He might have gone, intending o
be haeck in o few ounutes and had ao
accident, ar samething.”

“Rou!™ apid the Dounder,

“Well, Redwing  isn't oxactly  iha
follow to butt inte an aceident,” said
Hfarry Wharton, * The telogram he bad
muist have had somothing to do with his
going, but that's all T can make out.”

Tho Bownder set his teeth,

“iie's et us down, with or withont
a reason,” he said bitterly., “T'im sorry
1 brought you fellows up here on a fool's
errand, 1 never loakod [or anything of
thiz kind, of course!”

“Detter not go off at the deep end,
ald hean, until see're sere abont g™
zaid Nugent mildiy, " Redwing may ba

Lappened T

albe 1o l'!I_I'!!:I:-i!'I. LES
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“Hea will tha
Dounder,

Wharton lookad at his watch,

“8ix ! he snid. “If will be a closo
thing if we get back 1o Greyfrars m
time for call-over now. It docsn't seem
any good henging on herc any longer.
Redwing mayn't bs eoming hack to-
wight at all, for all we know, No noed
to bag @ row with Quelehy for nothing. ™

“ . is time to proceeds bikefully,” saud
Hiutrree  Jameset Ham 31'11{.(}!. "'l'llm
worthy Quelehy will be otherwise ines
furtated,”

The juniors looked at one another
tILI]:Eﬂllﬁf}'. They were loth to leavo
Hawksehit withont having seen [ed-
wing, but it seemed that there was
nothing else ta e done,

 Botior g‘:}!” gr-r_:wiu:i thio Enlltlilﬂ‘:".', ;

“Wa pan leave a message for him,
said Hlarry.

“Why, when he
leave a imessage lor
Dounder sulkily.

“Wea don't know what may have hap-
pened,” said the captain of tha Remove,
“No need te get our yag ont for no-
thing., 1 suppose Danco will he slaying
here, and he can fake o message—"

Ben Dance harviedly detached hispself

Tae Aacxer Lismawy.—Na. 1007

have io," growled

H

o
1l

didin’t lrounhle

s ¥ saadd
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from tho bench outside the cabin, with
alarm in his mahogany [ace.

“I ain't staying at anchor here alone,”
he said ecmphatically. ¥ “’!1:;, that
murdering half-caste will be ‘ere agn
arter dark, vou can lay to that!
wouldn't stay ‘ere with that chart on me
for all the pearls in the Bouth S-Fasﬁ
with all the mother-6’-pearl thrown in.”

“ Leave & note pinned to the table,
said Nugent; #that's the best we can

It was all that could be done, and
Harry Wharton scribbled a few lines
and pinned the {:aper on the table.
Then the juniors left the cottage, clos-
ing the door after them.

Dien Dance was stunping to and fro,
evidently in a perturbed frame of mind.
The jumors had told him hew the hali-
caste had ULeen left, and that they in-
tended to set the police on his track.
fiut that had not lestened the wooden-
logged seaman’s fear of the islander.
The sun was sinking now towards the
yolling downs in a blaze of purple and
gold, and it was only too plain that the
senman looked forward to nightfall with
haunting wOcasiness. \

v [ ain't anclioring "ere,” he said. "1
tell vou I nin't. I've done what? I
promised my dead S-hl]‘{umlu. I've
bronght that there chart "arf across the
world, Now that Silvio’s run me down,
it's his for the teking. I tr_"]lr‘_-'l:ﬁl, 1.:;'1‘:]:
that ehart on me, wy number’s “F1'1

He tapped Wharton on the shoulder
with a horny hand. 4w ”
" yow're vounp Redwing's mate he
eaid. "I ean lrust vouwn You had the
chart in vour *ads and vou give it back
to me fotr and squave. I can trust you,
sir!” . .

“T lope 30,7 said Harry, with a smile,

“ And vou being no sailorman, but &
kid at school. vou couldn’t make no use
of it, howsmadever,” added Ben Dauce.
“You'd keep it safe and ‘ond 1t o
voung Redwing, on your solemnn word
you would,” )

“Certainly, if vou'd like me o take
it,” said the captain of the Remeve.
1Tt would be safe with e at Greyvfriars,
The half-caste would not be likely to
ecome there' ;

Ben Dance detached the chain from
his brawny neck. -

“You keep it sate and Ehﬂ it to
voung Redwing on your
word, sir,” he muttered. * You tell him
it’s o chart {o the pearls on Caca, what's
worth thousands to the man what can
lift them, if so0 be he keeps clear of
Silvio's knife. You tell him 1t’s from
his uncle, Peter Druce, what was killed
in the South Seas, and handed that
there chart to me, him a dying man, to
hl"lllg to his novyy. You tell ki theat.
You tell him he's a rich man if he lifts
the Caca pearls. But vou tell him to
watch out for that half-caste and his
knife if he goes sailing to Caca. Silvio
Xero's knifed more men than he's got
fingers and toes., and he won't make
much trouble about one more. You tell
voung Redwing that, fair_and. square.”

“Fll tell hum,” said Harry, sz he
placed the goatskin bag once more in
an inside poeket, * But vou—what arp
you going (o Jdo®"

Den Dance breathed more freely when
the chart was out of sight. Iarting
with it secmmed to have lifted a heavy
weight from his mind.

“1t's plain sailing for me now, =ir”
he said. “I've done my dooty to my old
shipmate, Peter Druce, caunse why, that
thiere chart is safer with vou than with
e, and I ain't sailed the scas for forty
vear without knowing o foce I can
trust. and you ean lay to thal. I'm for
London new and Wapping—and 1've
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got some pals in Wapping wheo'll 'andle
that half-caste fast erdough if he showed
up there. He'll find "em rough, and
he'll find *em ready. 'That's the harbour
I'm lying up in till I po o sea agin,
sir, DBut vou keep that chart safe, and
you watch out for the half-caste. Now
if you'll put me on my course for a
railway station, sir, I'll be mmingb”

And & few minutes later Ben Dance
was stumping away, peering uncasily
to right and to left as he went.

Harry Wharton & Co. mounted their
machines and rode away for Grevirizrs.
And the Bounder's face was black as
midnight as he rode.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

Helping a Viper !
A OM REDWING tramped steadily
ii a little wearily by 2 scarcely-
marked path across the chalky
_ downs towards the sea.
His sunburnt face was deeply clouded.
It was unusual for the cheery sailor-
maw's son to allow despondeney to get
the better of him. There had been
troubles conough in hizs young life, but
he had faced them with quiet fortiinde.
He wasaccustomed to taking the slings
and arrows of outrageous fortunc as
they came and keeping a stiff uppor-
lip. Dut en the present oaccasion he
cauld not help fecling heavy-heartod,
He had looked forward so keenly to
geeing Smithy and his other friends at
Greviriars apain. It was unlikely that
another epportunity would occur.  The
sca claimed him; the stern necessity of
carning his daily bread with his own
hands gave him little leisure. His next
voyage might be a long oue, and so his
next mwecting with his chum was post-
poned  inte the distant and wucertain
future, The thought.of that ¢louded his
usually cheery apnd contented face.
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Had he shared the sulky, suspicious
posttion of the Bounder, he wonld have
beon feeling resentment aiso, But that
did not oceur to his candid and honest
nature. He. did not think for one
moment that Smithy had let him down.
He took it for granted, without gues-
tion, that the Bounder had been pre-
vented from keeping the appointment
by some unknown circumstances outside
his own control.

It was only disappointment that he
felt, but his diseppointment was keen
and deep.

He was tired now, foo; for it was a
long and dusty tramp to Lanthem and
back to Hawkscliff. The sun was sink-
g behind the dowps; the blaze of the
summer day was over. Dark shadows
were lengthening ebout him, and it was
likely to be after dark when he should
arrive at his cottage, He tramped ou
steadily, but more and more slowly, his
oyes downcast and heavy thonghis in
his mind,

The sca came into sight at last far
away, glimmering in the last rays of the
sun. Tom's face unconsciously Lright-
ened as he saw it, Al his life had been
pessed by tho sca, or on the wafers:
cven at Greyfriars, sz a schoolboy, he
had not been out of sight and sound of
the sea.  The sca was as the Lreath of
life to him, and when he saw it, he
felt like the weary Grecks of old, when
they sighted the blue waters after their
long retreat and eried “Thalassa!™
Uneonsciously, his step guickened, and
he breathed move deeply and freely.

From the grassy downs he came out
ou the eliffs at last in decpening dusk.
The ways were dangerous 1n the
shadows to a stranger, but "forp Red-
wing knew the ground from childhood ;
cvery foof of 1t was familiar te him
from of old. He swung on his way
without a pause; but seddenly he
halted as & faint sound came to his ears,
It was a moan.

Ou the rough chalk a man lay, and
Tom Redwing reached his side in a
monment. The aspeet of the half-ceste
was not 5o strange to him as it had been
to the Greyiriars juniors; he had met
many strange characters on the =oa
from many far lands. He could seo 1hat
the man was & seaman of soms sort,
and his olive skin. his black, glinting
eves, the gold car-rings in his ears tnld
that he came from some far-off foreign
clime. But that mattered nothing to
Redwing; at the sight of a scaman in
izlistrﬂsﬁ his only thought was te help
im.

He dropped on his knees beside the
half-caste. He could see that thore
was & great bruise on the man’s head,
where he had reccived some terrible
blow, Little did e dream how and why
the man with the car-rings had received
hiz injury., Even Redwing's kind heart
would searcely have caused him to help
the savape 1slander had he known that
thhe rufhan's hand had been raised
against the life of his chum.

But Redwing kuew nothing of that.
He could only suppese that the half.
caste was a forcign seaman off some
ship that bad put o at Pegg who had
mot mischance ashore,

The half-caste scemed only half-con-
gcions.  Dut his Dblack eves pglinted
strangely at Redwing in the dnsﬁ.

“¥You're hurt,” sanl Tom. “Thank

oodness I came this way! Let me
telp yvou. You've had a knocok ™

Silvie nodded.

“Lose way helong me,” he said
thickly. "™ Head bad=—turn roupd when
walk. You help me, plenty money
Pﬂj.‘.”

Redwing smiled.

“Keep your money, shipmaie,™ he
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said. “I'Nl help you all I can, and if
vou're fer from home I can grve you &
bunk for the night in iy cotiage. I'm
zlone there while my father’s at sea,
and there's a bed for you, if you like.”

He helped the heali-caste to rise, and
Hibvio stood unsteadily with Redwing's
aicd. Flis senses were still dizzy and
whivling from the effects of the stun-
inine concussion on the rock. He leaned
heavily on Redwing.

“You can walk, if I help you?" asked
Tony,

“%Walk all saine vou.™

“Come on, then.™

The man legned heavily on Tom as
they went, and Liz weight was consider-
sble, slight as he was. Thut Tom Red-
wing wus sturdy and strong and he
hardly seemed to feel the burden.

Ile tramped on, accommodating s
pace to the weary limp of the half-
cazte.

Mol & word waz spoken further as
ey went, Tom neeced all his breath,
and the half-caste was in no state lor
talk. They tramped on iill, under the
stars that were coming out in a velvety
-1F-.1.“! vhey reached the village of Hawks-
chiff,

Something familiar in the irregular
street of cottages and cabins struck tho
hall-casto, wven in the Jdusk, e started
and zeemed to pull himself togethor.

“TawkselHT I he exclatmed.

T Wez: " said Tom.

“House belong von here?”

“Yes: only a little facther on "

The half-caste’s black oyes gleamed
strangely on him. Perhaps at that
mament a suspicion of Tom's identity
came into his mind. 1le said nothing,
and Redwing led him on to the cottage.

* Pelong you?" asked Silvio,

“Yes ™

“You Redwing ™

“That's my name,” soid Tom, in
snvprise. The man  was  an utber
stranger to him, and it was surprising
enough te hear his name on the lips
of the olive-skinned islander.

Filvio langhed—a strange lavzh ihat
hat a horrible ring in it. Tom instine-
tively moved a litile away from him.

“You know thiz place and you kuow
my name?” he azked,

Y Know plenty.”

. ';}Eil; on  thiz bench while I get a
- L,"

H:‘5il'¢it:i sank down on the bench and
Fom went into the cottare., He was
busy for a few minutes wilh matches
aml g lamp. Then a hight glimmeved
fram the little window, Xt glimmered
i Lhe half-caszte’s face, and showed it
keen, alert, watchlnl, and terrible. The
man was still weak, but his Eaﬁa%‘e_
Frain seomed to have cleaved suddenly
nuder the influence of the discovery he
had made.

“Come 1, now,” sand Tom, and he
came out 1o the half-caste and helped
him into the cottage.

Bilvio stood in the room where, half
# dozen hours before, he had struck
down the wooden-legged seaman and
robbed him of the teak chart. Ha stowd
facing HRedwing., his cyca gleaming and
elinting in the light.

“¥You Redwing 7" he repeated.

“Yeg," said Tom, more and more
surprised,

“You had one uncle, Peter Bruce ¥

" Yes, though 1 haven't seen him
since 1 was a little kid,” said Tom.

*1 hardly remember him. You've met
him "

“He dead in Pacific,”

“Oh!"” said Tom. *“T've often woun-
dered whether he ztill lived—welve not

e e R b e T T

THE MAGNET LIBRARY. .

i ——— A

heard from him for years and years
How did he die?”

‘The half-caste grinned.

“Malaita knife,” ho said.

Tom shuddered.

“He send his shipmate, Ben Dance,
find you,” said Silvie. *“You scen Ben
;}mluu.:-u? Himm sailorman with wooden
og.

Hn{]wing shook his head.

“MNo, I've not zcen him. I've never
heard the name even.”

“He come here to find you."

“Harae?" ropoated Tom,
coltage B

Silvio nodded, with glinting eyes. He
could see that Tom Redwing knew
nothing of the wooden-legged man or
the chart to Caca.

“Him here,” he said, his wild, dark
eyes wandering round the [ittle room.
“"Him left heie, bound. Now himn
gone. You no savey !

“I know nothing about it,” said Tomn
in astonishment, *Why did my uncle
soend his shipmate to find met”

Silvio grinned.

“Him bring chart,” he said.
oclong island of pearls. I
and takoe chars.”

“What 7" exclaimed Tonm,

“Bchoolboy take it from me. I find
nim, kill him—%ill ten—twenty—thivty |
In all the islands they kunow Silvio Xero
and fear him.  You Redwing, pearls
belong you, if you live.”

Teom stared at him, wondeving if the
ma's injury had afected his brain.
Al that the half-caste uttered scemad
to him like the wanderings of a (is-
ordered mind.

Srlvio, with the stealthy tread of a
eat, came closer to him.

“Treazure belong you, if you live!™
he said. *““They take away BSilvio's
kaife, bot leave Silvie’s hands™

And, wikth the spring of a liger, the
balf-custe burled himself at Tom Red-
wing |

“Ta tha

“Chavt
follow him

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder's Last Word [
EDWING staggored back.

The sudden spring of the half-
easte took him by surprize. The
sinowy  Jingers of the i1slander

eripped his throat and bore him back-
wards, With a crash the seilorman’s
gonn wenk to the foor the half-casic
aver him, still olutehing his throat in
a chokihg grip.

Boet 1t was only for a moment thab
Redwing yielded o the savage attack.
The next he was struggling fercely.

The man he had helped, to whom he
had given oid and. shelter, had turned
on hun like a wild beast. Probably the
vuthless rufian did not suppose that he
would have much trouble with a mere
boy. DBut in that.Silvio Xero was very
much mistaken.

His black eyves blazed down on Rad-
wing, his fingers clutehed tho throal of
the sailorman’s son  and Redwing
gasped and panted for bresth. There
was a deadly purpose in the savage face
glaring down upomi him, and Tom knew
that he had to fight. for his hie. But hs
was strong and rosolute, and his courage
was unbounded.

Hoe gave grip for grip, and, by sheer
strength, rolled the half-caste off him,
and gained his knees,

Bilvio was sbll gripping his throat;
but Tem Redwing's elonched fist, hard
as iron, crashed inte the evil, dusky face,
and the grip relaxed as the half-casta foll
h:t-::kwmﬁ.{,
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Tom tore himself frec and staggered
to his lect.

The next zecend the islander was au
him again, eclutching like a wild-cat.
His weakness seomod fo have passed,
banished by his ferocity and his savage
purpose, lut Redwing met him grimly,
Ywice his fistz erashed with stununing
force into the evil face, and then ho
elosed with the man, and the half-caste,
dazed and bewildered, was borne to the
Hoor with a crash.

Bedwing’s sturdy knee was planted on
his chest, pinning him down.
“Now, youw azcoundrel I’

stilorman’s son.

The hali-caste struggled [uriousiv,
But the brief energy of ferocity pessed,
and Tom saw the savage eyes glaze, and
Bilvia Xero eollapsed in his gresp, and
ralled helplessly on the floor.

T';fm sprang to his feet.

“ You scoundrel I he said, panting for
breath. *“I don't know who ;.Ir]nu arE, or
why you are my enemy, but vou would

panted e

havo murdered me. You dog I
The half-caste sat up, panting, his
haﬁtd to his dizz l!lzal.‘]. I =
If I had knifa belong me!” he
muttered,

Ie staggered up, clutching at ihe table
for support. It was at that monient that
Tom Hedw.ng's eyes fell upon a paper
pmned to the table, and he recogniscd
Harry Wharton's handwriting., It was
his lirst intimation that the Greyfriars
fellows had been at Hawkseliff that day.
In his amazement, he canght up e
letter, heedless for the moment of the
half-caste. Silvio, his evil eyes watching
the sailorman's son, backed unsicadily to
the door. his only thought now of escape.

Tom Redwing did not heed his going.

iz eyes were gloed to Wharten's uote
in utter amazement and couslernation,
and he read:

“Dear Redwing, —We came up here
with Swithy, as arravped, but found
noboady at homwe, Lek uws have a wovd
from you.

“Yours always,
“"Hanry WitsrtoN."

Redwing stared dazedly at the letter,
The chums of the Remove had been
there, then, and they had come wiih
Bmilthy ' What, then, did the telegram
mean? He drew the crumpled telegram
froin his pocket, and read it througl,
There was no mistaking its meaning.
Clearly enouglh, Smithy had {old him to
meect him at Lantham at four, Yet ho
had come to Hawkschiff with Harry
Wharton & Co., obviously in the ke
tation of linding Redwing ihere. What
did it &ll mean?

It. cowtld only mwean that (he telegram
was a mistake, or a trick; and it camo
back into Tom's mind that he had old
cnemties at Greyfriars, who had bitterly
resented his Iriendship with the millicu-
airc’s son, There -was no mmsfaking
Harry Whartons handwriting, bbbt a
telegram might be signed by anyone
The telegram was a trick, He had been
tricked into going on a fool’s errand fo
Lantham, leaving the fellows who had
made the long journcy to Hawksclift to
think—what?

Wharton and his friends, probably,
would think the best they could--indecd,
Wharton's friendly note showed as
much. Butb the Bounder? Culy too well
Towm knew his chum’s suspicious, irvit-
able, touchy temper his quick resent-
ment and readiness to take offence.

(Continued pn page 26.)
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OPENING CHAPTERS OF AN AMAZING NEW “GOLD RUSH" STORY!

Howe would you like to be stronded in Sen Francisce without o pal in the wovrld to give you o hand ?

How wwonld yon

earn gour bread and Ecep 7 Start this fine yarn, boys, end see how Jock Orchard gels down o il ]|

The Story of a Thrilling Gold Rush to the Land of the Midnight Sun!

Alone in *Frisco !
& ARE 3" well, sonny!
best  respects 1o vour

Uncle
Dave when you mect him,”
The big brown haud of
Captain Tupper. of the four-masted

Give my

barque, Flying Sewd, gave vonng Jacl
Oreltard a peip which brouwght water
into Ue hoy's eves,

“Good-bye, Cap’'n Tupper I responded
Jack, “And I hope that woacle and I
will see you in 'Frizeo.™

“You won't do that, boy, I'm
afraid.” rveplied the tough old sca-dog,
“lor I've received a message from our
agents ashore that I've gok to weigh
for Scaitle instead of wnloading here,
Mebbe we'll moet again somewheres.
I'd like to know how wyou get on in
America, for youw've been a good lad
on the v'vage, and if the bo'sun handed
vou a fair measnre of kieks and cuffs
they were all for vour own good.”

Jack smiled.

“That’s what the bo'sun himseli fold
me zcores of times, sie,” he said cheer-
fullv,  “"However, I've got to San
Francizco, in szpitc of ‘em, which iz
more fhan I thought I should coming
roundt Cape Horn,  I'll never forget,
though, i_s'm:r kindness in giving moe &
passage lrom Lngland, ﬂllgl hope one
:_En;.; I thall be able to repay vou for
it.

" ETIIH‘L}]‘JH [ Nonsense, sonny ™
grunted the skipper of the Flving Seud,
“You fairlvy worked vour wav out here,
and I hope now yvou've come West vou'll
make vour fortune., The bestk o luck,
and don't forget fto pive my  best
rispects to vour Unele David ™

Dlesconding the gangway, Jack scttled
Frinsself and his kit-hag in a dinghy, and
was rowed across the hlue waters of
Han Francizco’s bharbour to one of the
wenereus landing stages,

For days and days he had looked for-
ward lo this sight of the skyscrapers of
1t Califormian  capital, as the old
bhieque, batrered and sea-weary, had
oiepl norihward from the Horn.  His
beart Leat quicker at the thought of
merting  his  father’s brother, David
Oreliand, the mining ongincer, whom he
had ofien heard of bar nover seon,

Tur Macxer Limgaey.—XNo, 1,017,

Suer Jack's father had died, Uncle
David waz his only living relative.
After the =ad event which had Ieft him
an orphan, Jack had stayed in Zongland
untel his dad’s alfairs had been settled
amd he had learnt that the repavement
of several big debts from the estate had
left him penniless.  Keen to tako a
fresh chanee in Hfe abroad, Jack had
perswaded that rough diamond, Caplain
Tupper, who was an old friend of his
father, to let him work hiz way to
“I'risco.

Long ago Jack had writien to lus
uncle of his intenlion to try lis luck an
California, and although he had not
heard from his wnele ot any point of
call during the vorvage, he had his
private address and the name of his
bank.

O landing in San Francisco, Jack
had to pass the Customs and go through
the usnal formalities with the Immigra-
tion Oflice.  All this done with, he paid
for a ride in a trolleyv-car—or fram—
out of the two or three dellars whieh
Captain Tupper had given Lhim, and
alighted at Fifiy-Sixth Steecot. A shiorb
walk down tins well-kept thoroughfare
brought him to the address of hiz unele
i'.-high he had received while in Ene-
a v,

His veins tingled with capernecss as
he pressed the cleetrie bell® bution and
walted unfil the door was opened by a
white-clad Japanese servant.

“Does Mr. Orchard live here,
please? Jack asked rathoer breathlessly,

The Jap shook his head.

“No here,” he replied shortly,

Jack felt a slight chill ereep into his
brlood.

“H-but this is the address T bad given
mie,”” he sonid,

“Ale no savee,” was ine curt roply.
“No Orehard gen’loman stay here”

As he spoke a licht step rounded in
the hall and a smartiy-dressed woman
appeared.

“1'm locking {for my uncle, M-
Pavid Ovchard, ma'am,” explained
-ilnck.a “He's a mining engineer in this
city.”

The lady puckered her brow.

“1 dou't know the name at 21l she
sail,  “You szer, I've only heen in
‘Irizeo for a couple of months ™

There seemed nothing more be
learnt there, and, after thanking her,
Jack walked down the streel again, his
heart bitter with disappaintment.  Sud-
denly he looked wp to see the burly,
Lbiwe-clad form of & patrolman, " or
police-ollicer, approaching and swinging
a big truncheon by a cord from  his
wrist.

Y lExewse me, sir” zpoke up Jack
poditely; “ ot de veou ha{ppen io know
anvone of the name of AMr, David
Orehard—the mining engineer "

The big patrolman locked down at
the voungster through marrowed eyes,

“Thoe thief you mean, hehi?™ he
demanded.

Startled at the policeman’s manner,
Jack stepped back a pace.

“It's my uncle I'm looking for.” he
cxplained. “I've only just arvived from
England, and—"

“Ho! Your uncle is he?"” broke in
the man in blee. “ Waal, believe me,
kiddy, yvou am't the only one who wants
io find lim, let me tell.  There's a

od many, including meself, as would
ike to lay bhands on Mister David
Orehiard—and the reward, too. Five
handred dollars 15 worth picking up, I
reckon.”

“Roward " slammered Jack, alarmed.
“Why, what has my unele done

Again the patrolman looked him wp
andd down in that gquizzical fashiow.

* Bay. vonngster.” he remarked, 7 jest
oxacily how long 15 1t since vou arrived
in town?”

Jack told him he had only just landed
and had come from home for Hie por-
posee of joining his unele.  His frank
rieply eaused the police-officer to soften
a little, and he condescended to give
what news he could, )

“Waal, sonov.” he said, "I'd bedter
put you wise te the faet that vour
prociogs uncle is o wanted man,  Bome
montlis aro o fricodd of hiz named Simp-
son enlrusied bim with a small sack o
gold nuggets which he'd bronght from
the Klondike, thinking that BAisler
(drchard was an honest man.

“Loter on, when Simpson. who had
to o to Los Angoles on business, camoe
back to town here, he fonnd that boih
his gold and vour uncle had gone. o
if vou happen to moet this unclz of

to
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yours, kiddy, jest mail a pesteard o
Patrolman Murphy, of ithe 'Frisco foree,
Ietting mo koow where T ean find him.
Five hundred dollars would be a gol-
send to moe and Mrs, Moavphy—ay, 1t
would that!™

And, with a cheery nod te the dumb-
founded boy, the burly police-officer
vesuined his beat.

Turning thoe tidings he had heard
over in his mind, Jack decided that the

hest thing for him to do was to go.io
the addresz of his uncle’s bankers.
Here, at the worst, he would but

receive a confrmation of the pakrol-
nran's strange story.

With but Fittle dificulty, he found
the bank, and although hiz rough-and.
ready elothes and his kit-bag made the
smartiy-dressed clerks smile broadly, he
was given an interview by the manager.

To this kindly gentleman, whose
name was dr. Welbeck, Jack evplained
hiz mission and received a symipethetic
heacing.

“T'w wleaid, wy boy,” Mr. Welbeck
said, " that the patroiman teld you what
was only loo  true—your anele is a
waited maen, A man called Simpson,
whe had done well out of o gold claim
in the Novth, brought into the city a
bag of nuggets, ivcluding one of the
biggest mined for a very long while—
a nugget known as the Bear’s Claw, on
account of ils cuviewsly carved shape.
Sinpson, Jtke many other simple miters
of the northlands, lived in sdread of
hold-up men and thieves, snd had an
old-fashioned distrust of banks, When
he went away he loft the gold with your
unele, and on his return both your uncloe
and the nupgeis had disappeaved.

“That's exactly what the paliceman
said, sir,” answered Jack. * But wouldn's
it have been possible for my uncle to
hiave met with fonl play ¥

*In actual fact, your uncle left a note
Lehind to that effect, my boy,” said the
bank menagor, “In 1ihiz message,
which was addressed to Simpson, he
«tated that he had been attacked and
robbed, and that he was going away
to try amnd earn enough money to male
rood the less. Needless to say, that
sty was nob believed by the authori-
ties, and so the police are still trying
lo find a elne to hiz whereabouts™

Jack rose to his Teet, his face pale and
EUL

“Well, T believe in him, sir,” he said
stamnchly. 7 My own dad was one of
the best, amnd from what I've heard hun
say about TTnele Dave I'm sure he
wasn'[ a rotter ™

‘The bank manager laid a kindly hand
on Jack’s shoulder,

*“*1I hope for vour =ake, sonny, that
vour uncle was innocent.,” he  said,
" Bhortly before he disappeared © saw
lhim, and he Jid not mention anything
of vour coniing here. Drezunably, any
letter wou may have sent did not
reach  him antil after  his—er—
denarknre, MNow, should you need =
friean] while you are hore, come and
se me. IT 1 ean do anything for von
I will. and—ahem—perhaps you could
do with o hitlg-—abem—Iloan, here and
now ¥

* o, thanks, sir,” Jack anawered. * 1
have one or two Jﬂ]]ﬂ.rs, and I can ¢ke
them out for a day or two. 1'H find a
cheap  boavding-heuse for the timo
bemg, and try to get some sort of a
nh to earn my keep”

Leaving Mr., Welbeek, the kindly
banker, Jack went down Market Street,
wne], after making inquiries, found his
way to s roomung-house, where he
hooked & bed for fifty conts {about two
shillings) far the night,

The matter of Jus sleepimy quartors
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setiled, he strolled to the wateriront
and gazed over San Franciseo's harbour
‘owards the Golden Gate: bui his heart
was sad that the old “windiammoer * in
which he had sailed round the Homn
had puat 1o sea again

Turning, he walked back up-town,
angd as he come into DMarket Strecs
again saw some loud-voiced American
newsboys dash out of a big building
with great piles of pink newspapers n
their hands,

“Speshul!l  Speshul! Reported big
strtke 0 gold on the Stewart River!”

“Bpeshul! Great Yuken gold dis-
covery

The word “gold.” as it was hurled
on to the evoning aiy by the lusty vorces
of lhe newasboys, was like clectricity.
Even Jack was ralvanised into buving a
paner, for there was something big and
advonturons in the sound of that gold
strike in the far White North.

Alas, there wias Jittle encugh about it
in the paper—juwat the bare news of a
roputed big strike of gold near the
Htewart iver by an old-timer namod
Jock Mehienpan, Not & moment did
Jack dream of what a  tremendous
adventure that discovery a  thousand
utiles to the novthward would o shortly
bring inlo his own hife!

e

The Secret of the Red Rat!

b TRROXG lad wanted for healihr,
opon-air job, Good money, with
free roof amd cats.—Apply 1134,
Spantsh Cauvseway.™

This was tho advertisoinent Jack saw
in the *8an Franeizco Fxaminer 7 a
few days after his avrvival in the coast
eity,

Although the werding was as vague
a2z 1t was strange, Jack decided o
apply, for free board and food was an
atiracltion, sinee be had come to alimost
his last ecent.  Morcover, work was
slack in San Francisco in  this, tho
antumn of the year, and, in spite of
hiz offorts, he had not yeb been able to
find auything to do.

A patrolman on point duty told him
how (o reach Bpanish Cavseway, but
looked at him curiously as thowgh won-
dering why be wanted to o there. At
the time Jack wondered what the
policeman’s look meant, and he under-
stood in 2 degree when he found the
place io be in the docks area, one of
the worst parts of the city.

A narvow, dirty street, whercin stores
which sold ropes and tackle, scoond-
hawd clothes for szailovs, and choap cat.
ing-houses, huddled togetheor with wany
old shuttercd huildings of mystevious
and sinister aspect--such  was Spanish
Canseway.

JACK OQORCHARD,

PRIGE
TWAOPENCE. 25
Several  loungers,  chewing  gun,
looked at Jack wondevingly as the boy
necked  his way  through this  foul
thoroughfare of the waterside. [t did

not scom the sort of place for a strong
lad whe wanted a *healthy, open-air
jobn,” and almost he was incliced to
turn back. Curiosity, more than any
othor roason, prmra.i!ﬁd en him to carry
en wnd loeate Wo. 1134, which he did
after considetable difficulty,

The placé was called “The Red Rat
Dosshouse,” and also it was what is
known in the United States as a * blind
pig "—that is, premises whero drinks
ay be obtained and tho Prohibition
Law defied, _ Jack, of course, knew
nothing of this second business of the
place, hut he was an astute hoy, and
%‘lmE.’-ud quickly enough that it was a

tough den.” Mora than ever he -was
(:I]:!ﬁrlﬂ;l? to find out what sort of
hoalt 1y, D[?Eﬂﬂ.ir job ¥ was  Ypin
offered here, ’ e

He pushed open  the door  aml
entered & nwrrow corridor.  There was
a door leading off on the right, and Jack
could hear gruff voices in :natches of
song, and gob a pungent whill of rank
lobaveo smoke,

Az he was aboud to enter, however,
e heard heavy foolsteps on a rvickely
stalrway at the far end of the passage,
andd, descending, thern came into view
a puir of the biggest boots and leos
ho had ever seen. A massive bady and
head appeared in the gloomi ny  the
owner of the bools eame lower on the
stairway, It was “DBull * Morgan, one
of the most notorious charactors who
had cver infesicd the "Friseo waterside,
but the eruelty in hiz coarse face was
n.mﬁhed by o smile as hie saw Jdack in
tio passego.

“Haillo, kid!” ho =aid.
anythin' for yoi®

For a moment or two Jack stood
gazing at the man, awed by his formid-
able appearance now  that ihe light
fvom tho open door illuminated him.
For Morgan was six-feet-two in height
and broad in proportion. Hiz face was
pock-marked and searred, and |
T'IE:EI.\'E, shaven 1aw, almost purple in
e,
 YI=T came to find out about this
job  that's  being  offered in the
*BExamimer, ™ stammered Jack., “Can
you tell me anything about i, sig?”

“Buare thing I” boomed tho deep voice
of ]_1111] Morgan. *‘Step right apstaivs,
011,

He torned and crashed hiz way up
the rickety stairs, and despite a sirong
inclination to dash oui into the stveet
and be clear of this sinister place, Jack
followed him.

At the top eof (ha stairs Morgan
turned into an open ddor, amgd Jack
heard semeone address him by nanns in
a wheezy voloe and ask what ba Lad
come back Tor.

Standing  aside, Morgan  beckoned
Jack to enter the roonv amd tho hov
ihid 5o to sec a fean, greasy-lnoking man
practizing false shufflez with o divty
nmack of cards at a deal fable

“This s niy navdner ‘Tofly®
Simoas,” remarked Morgan, by way of
introduction,

The other man raised hizs lean form
out of the chaiv and stood leaking hke
a vy wolf atb the visilor,

“English by the eut of hin” fe
wheezed, e dacsnu't look aver longi
to me. Ave yvon strong, my lady”

Jack snuled and satd * he thought s
M Waal, grip my mitt and sce i ye
kin hurt me,” invited Boll Morzan,

Tn show hiz metthe, Jack gripped the
]11!51‘!'! st of Lhiy pockovarked gaant ol

'k Macker LaBravy.-- Mo, 1037,

“Kin I o
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sgncezed with all his might, an clffort
wiieh made Morgan chuckle
immensely.

Then suddenly Jack felt Morgan®s huge
motiled fist tighten on his own hand
—tighter, tighter like a steel vice,
until Jack paled and bit hard into Ins
lips to prevent a cry cscaping him.

Joth Morgan and Simons watched
the youngster's face and the beads of
perzpiration bursting from 1t, as though
gloating over his intense pain.

“"Waal, docs that huret ye?"

The leering eyes of Bull Morgan
gazed full into Jack's as tho bully asked
the question. Twice the boy made vain
attenupts to reply; then at last a wild
ery lefr has lips.

-'+N':. 1

The prip of the hi% “Red Rat”

rdner relaxed, and Jack staggered

ack, feeling as though every bone mn
his right havnd had been broken,

“1 pues= you'll do anyway, boy,”
remarked Bull Morgan, geaturing Jack
into a scat. “Wou secm to be a real
plucked ‘un and jest the sort o Iad
who'd hold down the job that's geoing.
Now I'll jest give ye & leticr and ¥’
kin take it right along to the skipper
o' the China Quoen, the clipper that's
lving ont in the harbour and he'll hix ye
up with a good berth as an ordinary
goaman. And seeing that ye've gol
plenty of grit and I've taken a fancy
to ve. I'll only charge y' ten dollars
for acting as apent.”

Jack rose from his chair.

“I've just done a voyage i a wind-
jammer as =zhip's bev.,” he said, " amd
{'ve had all T want of the sea for che
tie being.”

Ball AMorgan lifted his bushy  eve-
biows,

“h., oh! So wvuo've been ta sea
afore ™ he rombled.  “Our client. the
skipper o the China Queen, will be
mighly  relicved to hear that, “cause
ve're sarely not going to turn down a

vod job like this when tngs aren't
ﬁcrmnin in 'Friseo and vouo wngld fiod
vourself on rock holtom atore long.”

I risk Fhat!” Jack retorted. ™ Yon
see, I've enly been in "Frizeo a fow
davs, and now I've got here 1'm poing
to stay awhile and chance my Juck.”

“0 course, T don't want to persuade
ve against vour will,” said the agent.
“though if ve take my advice, ve'll
hag this berth while it's going.  How-
soinever, jost write down  vour name
anc address, and if T hear of anxthing
else I'H let ve know.”

Hather unwillingly, Jack aceepted a
stul of penecil and put down hiz name
and the address of the cheap roomning-
bionse where he Was staxing an a probby
picce of paper.

Itull Morgen reached out o leg-of-
mutton fst, picked up the paper and
glanced at 1t. Immediately o strange
axpression came into his coarse face and
hi= cunming eves roved with more inter-
et to the 'Im}'.

“So ve're called Orchard, are vel”
he said. * Aoy relation io the thief o
that nane?”

The colour mounted hot inte Jack's
chooks, for now both DBull Morgan and
Lofty Sunons were regarding him with
peculiar mterest,

“My—my unele 35 supposed to have
commrmitied a robbery of some gold,” he
adhnitted, and hashily added: “Though
framt what T've always heard abhount
Thuele David in the past, T'm sure he's
the last man who'd have done anvtling
of the sort.”

“That's kind of interesting, aiv'i il

——rmer W — s . -
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now. Lefty™ murmured Morpan, wink-
g at s precious pardocer.  To Jdack,
he anid : *'Waal, T hope for vour sale,
boy, the cops don't get lam, I's
kinder unpleasant to have a moember
of the family taking a stretel in the
penitentiary.”

While Morgan was talking., Lefty
Simons tossed down  fhe cards, rose
wearily from the table and sauntered
past Jack to the door. There he
paused, his hand in ihe pocket of his

loose coat, and a sudden semse of
impending  evil flashed inte Jack':
min.

Before, however, he could iturn awar
from Morgan and face the human
jackal whoe had positioned himseli
between him and the door something
atruck litme with stunning forve beliind
the car.

Shanghaied !

ITHIN a fow minutes of bhis
being  knocked  out,  Jack
slowly regained hiz senses to

find himezclf propped up m a
chair and a mug pressed roughly
between lis teebl Mechanieally, he
drank from the mug, and the lLgnid,
thongh bitter, was cool and rn.=+'rushing
to hiz parched throat.

Asx in oa dream. Lie saw Bull Moargan
#of the mg on the table fo make soe
joking remark to the  jackal Lefty
Simons,  whe  was  standing  nearby
switiging o small sand-bag in his right
hand.

It dawned on Jack that e had been
sand-bagged in “The Red Rat” hy
Simons, but for what purpose he could
not reason.  The mere olfort to think
cansed his head to throlb as thouwgh a
dimirtutive steam-hammer were at wark
in=icle his skull, and avvway, instead of
fecling more aneclined for coffort, an
iag-:*rvaﬁiug drowsiness was stealing upon
110e .

With the faste of that bitter driok
still on his lips, & red st seemed to
steal over his vision, sfowlv engulling
the evil facex of Morgan and Simons
and the few appointments of this back
rooin of the disveputable dosshouse,

How long Jack slept as a resali of
the devp given to him by Dull Morgan
be never knew, but his second awaken-
e was as rude ps it owas  sockdeon,
someotte was liberally  donching  him
with bhuckets of cold sea waler.

“TFeolin® fif now. v young oab®”
growled a rongl voice.

Althouvgh his head was =il throbhing.
Jack stapgered to los feeot amd shonk
himself like o dog after a bath, Mo
hiz amazement e was no longor at
“the Red Ral,” ot in 2 place which
was tHluminated by two or three lanterns
suspended from heavy beams of wood,
from which alse several zeamen’s ham-
mocks wore slung.

A smashing kick in the ribs from a
goritla-like man in a squat peaked ecap,
senl i reeling.

“Wake vonrself up, me Ind! You're
in the fo'c'=le o the China Queen, if
that’s what youw're wondering, and [
1|:|'L'|Tp-tm to hie the bos'n of her,  And tar
me, 1f vou're not up on deck in iwo
seconds, I'll give ve a taste of the
ropes-end ! Beet™

(SlawTu, bt zwrely, Faek realiaced $hat
Fee had been “rhangheied ™ aed ot the
Firought of auek an fnjustice, hiz Wood
failed ! TWhalerer yow o, chvma, don't
wifza nexd weckts Pheilling dnstalment of
thiz moguificent odeenture sevialf)
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(Continued from pege 23.)
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Why had oot Smithy left a note {or
hime? Wharton was his friend, but
Susithy was his ebi—his bosom  pal.
Yot Wharton had taken the trouble Lo
leave those friendly lines—and Swmithy
had left no word !

Tom could pucss only too well the
reason, ad he sighed,  1at he told hie-
self that Smithy had cause to be offended
—knowing nothing of the trick that hud
been plaved. At all evenis, he would
ot Jeave Smithy in doubt o moment
longer than was unavoidable. There
was ample time vet to get to the tele-
phone, at the ralfway station o nrle
away, and get a word with Swmithy before
bed-time at Greviriars.

The half-caste was gone; but Towm.
thinuking of his friend, and of the new
clowd that tloestened his  friendshin.
bardly remembered him.  He left tle
cottage hurriedly. forgetiul of the haif-
caste, forpetful of fatipue, and framped
away through the summer night, 1o
repchicd the railway Statron at last, 2
rang up in the telephone-box, asking for
Mr. Queleh’s number at  Greviriars
Belwool,

YVeory soon the shavp voice of
Bemove master eamwe through,

“Redwing speaking, sir,” za1d Tom,

“Redwing ! Bless v soul 1™ said Me.
Queleh, in tones of astonishment,

“I hepe vou'll execuse my disturbing
vou, siv.” faltered Tom. “T1 was to lave
seen  Smuthy—I  wmean. Vernon-Boe s,
this afternoon; but owing to a—a mis-
undlerstanding, I wasn't home when he
came,  Would von be so kind, siv. a2 to
allow me a word with Vernon-Smail ¥

“Certaindy, my boy !

the

“Thank you very wueh, sie!™ said
Tom gratefolly,

“T will send for Vernon-Bmiih  atl
ance,”

Tam waited,

The Bounder's voiee came through ail
tasl, Tven in the one word he wltered
there was a mocking sardonie note, {hal
made Redwing's heart sink,

* Hallo I

“That vou, Smithy ¥

“Yos.  That's Redwing, T'm fold
Don't trouble to jaw I'm fed-up with
= 11r
wou 17 ] _

“Smithv——" exclaimed Tom, his
voice full of pain.

TBut there was no answer., e spoke

acain. and again, but the silence told
Lhima that the DBounder had rung off.
Tom Redwing pnt the recciver back at
Jazt and left  the telephone-box, this
heart heavy as Jead.

It was over. then—the friendship that
had bLeen reborn afler estrangement—it
was aver and dead! Tom Redwing
wient ont into the night apain, but the
dark sky was not so darck as the thoughis
and the troubled face of the sailorman’s
son, as he tramped lowe wearily to
Hawkscliff.

(The nert story fn this aplendid sepice!
“THE TREASURE CHARDI™ will
olid waur inleresf jmm ﬁr;}:’rrnr'ng fre
end, ehumz. Yoau ean only make sure of
wext week’a BUMPER FREE 1Y
Number of the Macxer by ordoring your
copy well in advaner )

don Sieect, Londows, E.C.4.
Ayariyer Post. Subacripilon
Apenry, I4d, Snle seants fof
nﬁl:«. Augusy 13th, 1837,
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YOUR EDITOR !

FREE GIFT NUMEBER ONE!

OW  vou f[ellows are [feeling
mighty pleased with vourselves,
I know. You've g‘::nt. vour first
Free Gift, and it's surprised
you, Isn'b it J-.ltil'r topping ! Aren't
vou glad that you're a reader of the
MacreEr? Of course yon are! By the
\'.].'n.;n, there’s a party  little In:-,m::,. of
i1he
well worth readin And in our next
issue, remember, t erels another superb
metal model of an expross given Free
with your copy of the Magxer, Most of
ou have heard uh}ut the famous
~N.ER. erack, the Flying. Scotsinun,
although there must be thousands of
vou who have never scen it at cloze
tpuartors Meext uank‘s mintature of
this crack express iz even better than
the one you were preaented with . this
wieek, Now don’t leave vour {!lt'd:;'-'r for
the Maener too late, or you will miss

Lord Nelson on page 17, and it's.
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FREE GIFT NUMBER TWO!

and that would never do.  And whils
we are about it, let me remind you that
your next Maexer will be on s.a.ia at all
newsagents  Baturday, Auvgusi 13th.
That advance r_}nte gives you fellows
an extrg chance of bagping this hend-
some  souvenir before the newsagent

-gells out—and =ell out he will, believe

e !

“THE TREASURE CHART!™
By Framk Richards.

That's the title of the next story In
the brilliant new scrics Mr. Frank
Richards has written specially for this
auspicious oceasion. And it's a topper,
chums. Tom Redwing comes into the
story .and once again he meets the
Bounder, the fellow whe, with all his
arrogance and overbearing pride, has
a soft spot for the ex-scholarship junior.
Without spoiling the story in m![l!;ann:'.{:, I
can say, too, that that wily seoundrel,
Silvie Xero, pops up again, byt he
finds Harry Wharton & Co. doughty
apponenta. You'll enjn;qr thizs yarn no
end, ehums. Don't miss ik on  any
m:munt

“GOLD FOR THE GETTING "™
By Stapion Hope.

And how do you lihe rhe ::rpenmg
chapters of our “gold rush ™ serial?

Has wuun? Jack COrchard caught on?
OF course fie Lias! Well, there are some
thrilling advﬂlnures comiing his way,
and vou'll pet 'to like him more and
more, for he’s white all through, pnd
has heaps of pluck.,  Tail your pals
about this new gerial and get them to
try it for themselves.

—-— e

“IN THE KIDRAPPER"S KLUTCHES ! "
By Dicky Nugent.

Next week’s shocker 38 distinetly
ad.  Young Dicky Nugent seems to
ave caught the spivit of the oceasion,

and he has given uz of his best. After
all. there’s nothin ]JI-:E a aod laugh,
and one simply has angh when

Dicky Nugent tries hiH ha.nd at story-
writing. ¢et ready, then, for next
Saturday’s tonic laugh. Order your
Free Gift Number well in advance.

Cheerio, chums!
YOUR EDITOR.
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What can be more interesting for you and your
friends than to have growing, week by week, a
mimature model ratlway? To sce a steadily
growing Railway system, first an engine and
tender—then rails-—a station and all the other

parts depicted in the B.D.V. Gift Book would

be a great joy to you, and give hours of excite-
ment and instructive pleasure,

Start to-day !

WHAT TO DO.

Simply collect the coupons found in every packet of
B.D.V. Cigarettes (generally at the back), hold the
coupons until you have the required number for an
engine, truck, bridge, etc., and then send them in,
when your free gift will be immediately forwarded to
vou, post or carriage paid to your door. Get your
chums to club with you if you like and run a combined
railway,

Fill up the Coupon and send for the Free B.D.V.
Gift Book NOW.

It is worth FIVE Coupons and shows everylhing you
require for a complete railway system, and how many
caupons are necessary for each part. This beautiful book
is in colours—free and post free.

PRICE
TWOPEHNCE.
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GET READY TO READ: "IN THE KIDNAPPER'S E.@..a:mmm..l NEXT WEEK'S CHAMPION TONIC LAUGH!

15

I

i A ha, ha! Ha, ko, ho!?

Dr. Birchoinall, the head-
master of Bt. Sam's, laried
loud and leng. He lacfed, in

fact, until the tears streemcd down his
elassical features,

The hour was late, and the Head was
burning the midnight oil in his study.
A cullered  commme  paper, called
“Cackles,” was spread out on the desk
in front of him; and the Head farely
vocked in his chair as he followed the
adventurcs of Smiling Eam and Dismal
H.Mﬂm.

t was very cosy aud cheery in the
Head's mr:m“m, H.ru_.ﬁ onk in :w.m prradl-
vanglo & fecvee storm rvaged, and the
wind wissled and shrocked arowd the
old turrita and towers of Bt Jim's. 1t
buffeted the winders aud banged ihe
doors and made weerd moanings and
groanings 1n the chambley, But the
Head, deeply engrossed in his studies,
heeded the storm never a wit,

Boon: !

At was the first soilum stroke of mid-
nite, sounding from the eld eloek-tower.
But it {ell upon deff ears, so far as Dr,
Birchemall was convorped, Ho was still
eackling over “Cackles,” and the tears
of merryment were still splashing down
his long nose when suddenly thers was
a zound of approaching footprints, and
Mr. Lickham, the master of the Fourth,
burst 1nto the study.

“Bless my sole!” gasped the Hoad,
starting up in a pannick. * You nearly
made me jump out of my skin, Lick-
ham! What i3 the meaning of this
itroosion? All Form masters should
be abed at this hour, sleeping the slecp
of the unjust ™

Mr. Lickham erinned rather un-
plezzantly. His face was flushed and
eggsited, and in his hand he elutched &
newspaper,

"'8euse my bubting in, sir,” he said,
£ e s "

but T have just scen samething in the
paper which way interrest you. Have
you a brother, by any chance #”

“Yes, rather ™ said the Head,

“What's his front name "

“derry,”

“Ah! Then ho would be ihe Jerry
Birchemall referred to in this parre-
graff,” said Mr. Lickham. * Birchemall
15 an uncounnon name, and direetly T
saw 1t I kanew 1t wmust be a velation of
yours."

The Head looked inferrested.

“Whaut has my brother been up to,
Lickham?” he mguived. “Has be just
Hown the Atlantick, o swum the
Channel, or _tnw.-.n__ﬂ::i.. some  dashing,
daring feet which has brought him into
the Jinelight 72

Mr. Lickham smiled mockinglv.

“"¥our brother, Dr. Birehemall, 15 o
gaolbird! He has just escaped from a
conviel prison!™

Thao Hm__:.:u..n. face turned garstly whiio.

“Impossibul " he  eriedd  Lioarsely,
“How dare you make sneh a wicked
sigtoment about a kinsman of mvne,
Lickbam ¥

For answer Mr. Lickham thrust the
newspaper under the Head' s noze.  With
o somewhat grimy fourlinger he pointod
out the parragraff, And ihiz is what
the Head saw:

“CONVICT'S DARING ESCAPE!
Hits Warder on Head and Hops It!

“This afternoon the Gardemwell Con-
viek Prison wasz the seen of a vomarkable
cseape on the part of Jerey Birchemall,
a convici, who was undergoing a life
sentenee for his pert in the Hanky
Pustky Tin Mine frawds. Tt will be
recalled  that Birchomall enllared the
sharecholders' munny and weni on the

Tue Macney Ligpany.—XNo. 1,017,
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bust. Whilst at work in the quarries
this afternoon the desprit rulBan hit &
warder on the head with a hamuer and
sealed o twenty-foot wall to frecdom.
He 15 now at large, and zlooths and
bludhounds are scouring the conntry.
The police deseription of the escaped
convict 1s as follows: Age sbout TO;
clean-shaven; bald as a hilliard-ball;
dressed 1 convietr garb, with broad
arrows; wart on nose, and siole on left
cheek. A plawsible villan  with a
cultured, skollerly woice, A hanszom
reward iz offered for his capture, dead
or alive ™

The Head blinked in horror at that
amazing pacragroff, Then he looked up
sharply, and BMre. Lickham discrectly
turnod a chuckle into a coft.

“You are gqurte wrong, Lickham!”
saidl the, Head, “This parveagraff
duzzent refer to my brother at all! Now
I come to think of i, my brother's
neme 1z Rudolph—not Jerry e 1s
abroad at present, doing noble work as
a missionary in  the Golly-Wolly
Islands. As  for this man Jerry
Birchemall—chis dubble-died skoundrel
—I assure you he is not connected with
me in any way [

Mr. Lickham =neered.

“Tell that to the Marvoons, sir!" he

said, “You can’t pull the weol over
my  eves. I remember ihat your
brother Jerry  was  the manaping-

the Hanky Panky T

HE e ]
T
'

[T

““Go back to your quarters, you

epying hound ! "' Snarting with rage,

Dr. Birchemall sent Mr. Lickham

splaning through the doorway, and

planted a boot bshind him te help
him on hila way.
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Mincs. T was one of the sharcholders
1w that shady conscrn, and all my
munny went West, Your brother was
given a hfe sentence, and serve him
jolly well right!”

The Head glared st his midnite
visitor.

“You inselt me, Lickham! FYou
dare to throw mud at the fair name
of Birchemall! T tell you this escaped
conviet 15 not my brother. He has not
the shphitest eonnection  with  our
historrick fambly. And if you dare
to doubt my word—-"

The Head pawszed. He happened to
glance towards the window, which was
being biffed and buffeted by the gale,
and ho saw a sight which froze him
stiff with horror,

Preossed to the pains was & human
face—n face the Head knew only too
well—a  face that was ezpesactly the
same as his own, eggsept thab b was
beardless, It was the face of Jerry
Birchemall, the escaped convict!

“(h, my sainted aunt!™ ericd the
Head, with & shudder.

He tried to tear his eyes away from
bhe window, bnt it was no nse.  That
evil. sinnister face which was proessed
io ihe pains secmed (o messmerizo lonn.

Mr, Tackham, foliowing the Head's
gaze, uttered a low ery of astonizh-
trren b,

And then, while the Head
speilbound,  the lower part of the
window was slowly rvaised, inch hy
inch, and a leg was thrust nto tho
stidly,  The jeg was  followed by
ancihier, and then by e rigpling bedy
earhed 1n the broad-arrow  dreess of
a convict!

It was a dramatick maoment as ihe
Head and his brother came face to
face,

AN

“lerry

The conviet held oni his hand, bul
the Hesd shrank from it with horvor
and loathing.

“Ne, no!” he eried horsely., “7 rno
longer recognise yon as my brother!
You have sullied the fair name of
Birchemall: vou have covered it with
opium and disgrace!”

“You mean *odium,” sir?” sugpesto!
Mr. Lickham.

The Head turned swilily and scered
the Form master hy the scurf of iln
neek and shook him until his teeth
rattled.

grawed

_.-.'

“Go back to your own guarters, you
spying liound ™ he hissed. ™ And mark
well iy words! IE you value your job
at this scheol, Tickham, you will
breethe no word about this meeting !
Yoo will keep as mum as an oyster!
Yvou hear?™

S Q0weow-ow ! pasped Mre. Lickham,
struggling in the Head's feerce grasp.

Snorting with vage, tht Head sent
the Forn master spinming through the
doorway, and he planted a boot behind
himi in order to :peed the parting
euest, Then, sinking limply into a
chair, he stared belplessly  at  the
appyrition  which stood hefore hun—
the appyrition of his brother Jerry, the
escaped conviet!

“ Hellup " cgried the Head. *f E#nﬂ.

are you doing of—'' Ha broke off
wildly, as Jerry pushed him from
bshind, and sant him reeling into the
inky blacknsss of the coal-seller!

I1.
" ROTHER ALF," said Jorry
Bicchemall, crvossing 1o  the

Fy

window and carefuliy drawing
the curtains, I have come to
vou for sucker ™
The Head grunted.
“The lanbs of the law are hot on my
track,” coitinued the conviet, * Ever

szince 1 oscaped from prison this after-

noon [ have been hunted and hounded

and chaszed and chivvied, until I hardly

know weather I am on my head or
iy heals ™

The Head snarted.

“You must save e, AIf™ eried
Jerry.  “ You must {find me shelier for
the night, awd in the mworning I shall

necd a _..ﬁ:.ﬂu_m:ﬁ vhanwe of clothes,
together  with  foed and munny, to
enable mo to get clear away, Don't

refuso me, Al

The escaped conviet flung out his
avms appeahingly, swecping the Head's
imkpot  from the desk. The ink
trickled in s sluggish sirecm across the
carpet.

The head darted & guick, nervus
glance towards the door; then he
turned to his brother,

“Jerry ! he said in an cager under-

tone,  ““AWhewre's the swagi”
LT um_.m.w m_u._
“The loot—speils—plunder—ceall it

what vou -will, Where i3 all the munny
vou diddied your sharcholders out of?
Produce it, brother, and we will go
halves! T will then consider how best
I can help you.”

Jorry Birchomall smiled roofully.

“There iz no swag,” he saul, It
was all tuken from me at the time of
my  arvest, I am peoniless  and

destitute.™

“"You cur!™ erted the Head in
sidden anger.  “You scorvy nave, to
bring disgrace upen  the fambiv
scuichon ! ‘ou've got a merve, and
no error, to show vonur face here! To
you imagine for ene moment that I
will brake the law by havbering under
my roof an escaped gaolbivdi®

Jerry Birchemall frowned.

Tl ¥ understand, AlfY he zaid
quictly, “that you do not intond to
help me?™”

“Tlelp vou?' almost screamed the
Head, “0Oh, Tl help you right ennif!
I'Il help vour off those premises with wmiv
boot, von blaggard! I have only to
pross this bution and the school porter
will appear. Between us, I have no
donbt we shall mavage to eject you,
and make & very neat job af !

Jorry Birchemall lavfed soltly.

“YVou dare not summon the porter,”
he zaid, “or anybhody elze, for that
matter, If you do you will he adver-
Lising the fact that xonr hrother 15 a
convict, St Sam's will ring with the
news  to-morrow marning, and  your
life won’t be worth living, You will
be taunted and teosed without mersy
by masters aid boys!”

The Head groancd. e realised that
his brotlier spoke treocly.

“I1f, vou iry io eject me single-
handed,” went on Jevry, “1 shall raise

the alarm, and wour pupils will some

along and find me here, They will see
at once that I am your brother, [or

1

™

we are as alike as fwo peas, eggsops
for the fact that you grow fuce-fungus
and I don't. MNow, look here, Alf,
you are more or less in my power, and
vou'd better make up your mind to
hielp e

‘Theve was a, long paws. The Head
tuggod feercely at his beavd—a habit
he had when in deep thought.

“1 will find you & bed for tho
night,” he said sollenly, “but beyond
that T refuse to go. I cannet give you
a change of clothes, or muuny to help
you on your way. I shall eggspect you
to clear off in the morning and not
molest me again. I am a respectablo
momber of sossicty, and have no wish
to he associated with gaolbicds ™

After that m::mrﬁ speech the IHead
pguspocted  a vielent outhurst  from
Jerry, but it didn't come, llis convict
brother grinned at him quite jenially.

“ Any odd corner will do,” he said—
“the coal-seller, if you like. After &
prison sell, Alf, that will be parradise!
[.ead the way!”

%0 the Hcead lighted a candle and
eseortod his brother to the conl-seller.
This was situated ot some distance
from the main building, and  was
approached by a long Might of spiral
stops.

_w?p.n and down they went, the Head
leading the way with the candie. It
was like dessending into tho bottomless
it.

v At last, however, the Head halied in
front of a stout door. It was pad-
locked, and the Head handed the
candle to his Lrother while he unlocked
it.

“Here are yonur slecping-guariers,
Jorry,” he said, Ainging the. door wide,
“T will leave the door unlocked, and
when ‘[ visit the place in the mormng
I shall eggspect to find you gonc.
Sorry I can’t bring you shaving-water
and an ecarly morning cup of tea; but

n gaolbird duzzent deserve  suih
juxurics. I will now bid yeu good-
night Hellup!  What are you

doing of 1

The Head broke off wildly, as he
found TDimself suddenly pushed from
behind and sent reeling into the nky
blackness of the coal-seller. He spun
round dizzily and collapsed on a heap
of conl-dust, DBefora he conlid risc the
door was slammed and the key grated
in the lock., A low, mocking larf
sounded without. :

“Ha, ha, ha! This is where I smile,
Al

“ YVon—you awful rotter I panted the
Head, serambling to his feet and hurl-
ing himself against the door., * Lemime
out 1

““at this evening. Alf; some other
evening ! was the cheory reply

“Put this 1z kidnapping!" eried the
Head, “It's a criminal offenee !

“me erime more or Iess will meake
no differcnee,” chuckled Jerry.

“71 shall holler for help!”

“Van ean holler till vou bhrake a
blud-vezsel, but nobody will here you™

“For the last {ime,” roared the
Head, “lomme ont!”  And he charged
at the door like an infuriated bull.

The onlvy response was a mocking
mivthless larf, which ekkeoed cevily
through the darkness. The Head was
canght ke & rat in & trap. and he
nashed his teeth and tore at his beavd
as he lissened to the retrecting font-
nrints of The Pest From The Past!

THE EXD.

(Xouw look out for ¥IN TIHE KID-
YAPPERS ELUTCHES! hy Dicky
Nugent, whick will appear in nerd
weel's bumper Free Gift aumber of
the AAGNET)

THe Magwer Lisripy.—XNo, 1,017,



