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THE CHART'!

The only clue to its whereabouts, is a disc of teak tpon which is inscribed o cride map.
ﬂmﬂm of a Gregiriers junior |
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THE TREASURE (HAD‘I‘! |

*T'is said that in a lonely isle in the mighty Pocific there iz buvied o treasure worth a king's ransom.

And that olue is in the

A Magnificent, New Long Complete Story of the chums of Greyfriars, featuring Herbert
Vernon-Smith and his long-absent chum, Tom Redwing. By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Islander at Greyiriars !

i ALLD, hallo, helle!™
Baob Cherry, of the Remove
Form at Greyfriers, uttered
that exclamation in tones of
uiter amazement.

It wa: Monday mornmg, and the
(rreyiriers fellows bad come out of the
Form-rooms for morning “ break.”

Harry Wharton & Co. of the Remove,
were strolling in the quad, when Bob
snddenly halted with that stariled
elaculation.

“ What——" began Wharton.

“ Lok 17

Bob pointed in the direction of the
rates.

Gosling, the school porier, was stand
ing there, in argument with a man who
wag cvidently demanding admission,
and whotn éﬂ&ilﬂﬁ waz equally evi-
dently unwilling to admit.

“My only hat!” execlaimed Harry
Wharton. *“It’s the half-caste.”

The man at the gates was a shim,
slight, olive-skinned fellow, dressed as
4 scamen, with & FPanames hat, and
rold car-rings in his ecers. Under his
hat showed the edge of a bandage,
where his head was bound up.

A doren or more Greviriars fellows
had collected round, to lock curiowsly
at the stranger. The man with the ear-
rings was 4 very unusual sort of visitor
for Grevirviars School,

“He's come haere!” said Johnny Bull,
in amazement. “What a neek! What
tdoes he want here?"

The Famouz Five joined the erowd
at the school gates. Gosling held the
half-open gate, shaking his head.

“You can't come in 'ere,’ he snid,
“Look ‘ere, my man, what I says is this
CT == You -::.uk i1

Thoe olive-skinned man's black eves
rlinted at him.

“This place Greyfriars?” he said.

[EY ?Eﬂ,
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“I come in, speak to chpef.”

“Cl'uci” said Gosling blankly, “Ol,
my eye! Do vou mean the ‘ead-
master 1>’

The hali-caste nodded quickiy.

“"Yes, yes, all same.”

“You can't szee the ‘eadmaster,”

argucd Gosling. “Do you think the
‘egdmaster of this "ere schesl can speak
to a blinking foreign sailorman off a
blinking foreign ship? You jest 'ook
! You ain’t no business "ere! You
jest ‘gok it—see ¥

“Something belong me here”
sisted the hali-caste,
Must see chief I

"'Ow can there be anything belong-
ing to you ’ere?” demanded Gosling.
“You're tipsy, that's what wyou are!
¥ou 'ook i, my man!”

“No savvy ookit,” said the halfl-
caste. Iis knowledge of English was a
little lLimited, and Gosling's varicty of
that Ianguagn was too much for him.
“I come in speak to chiel”

“Rubbish 1" spnapped Gosling.

Wingate of the Sixth came along.
He glanced very curlgusly at the man
with the ear-rings.

“What's the trouble,
asked.

“This ‘ere tipsy sailorman wants lo
see  the ‘Ead, sir,” said Gosling.
“Thinks something belonging to 'im 1s
‘ere. Must 'ave been drinking.”

“Ho looks sober enough,” said the
captein of Greyfriars, eyeing the hali-

caste. “Tell me what you want, my
man."

The half-caste turned hia attention
from Gosling to the Sixth-Former.

“&omething belong me here, taken
f{l:;fn me,” he said. “I come take
I

“Who are yoni" gsked Wingate.

“Name Bilvio Xero, I come all way
from Pacific. Boy take wm chart from
me; I find out boy beleng Greyfrairs.
I come take um back—savvy 7"

“My hat! TIt's impossible that any

per-
“I come take it

Gosling i ke

Groyfriars fellow can have taken any-
thing from him,” said Wi ingate.
“When did it Imppen my man?’

“Two day go.”

“I sulppuac he can see the Head, if he
really complaint to make,” said
the captain of Emz.ffrmrﬁ. “Ti's all
right, Gosling, you can leave it to me.
Follow me, my man!”

Gosling grunted and stood aside, and
the half-caste ontered. His black eyes
flashed round at the gathering of Groy-
friars fellows who were looking at hm
curiously. As Lis glance fell en the
Famous Five he started, and his eyes
flashed.

“Find um!”" he exclaimed, and le
make a quick stride towards Harry
Wharton & Co. “You take um charé
from me!”

The half-caste looked for the momont
as if he would spring at the Temove
fellows like o tiger.

Wingate hastily mtnrpﬁm}d

“Btand back!™ he rapped out,
“Wharton, do vou know anything of
this man?®"”

“Yeos, ' zaid Harry.

“‘E"ﬁu ve not taken anything from
him, I o

“Yes, %nrnethmg that he stole that -
hﬂI{:rngH to Tom Redwing, up et Hawks-
cliff,” said Herry Wharton, with a con-
tﬁmptunus gtare at the man from the
HBouth Seas. “He robbed Redwing's
cntt.u.ge and we got the thmg back. I

can’t understand his check in -E‘D'IJ".I:IIFE
hore. We told Mr. Quelech about it on
Saturday, and he reported it at ﬂ:a
polica station.”

“Oh!” said Wingate.

“Chart belong me," said Bilvio Xere,
*1 como take um. You give chart!”

"MNot likely,” =aid Harry.

“You got um7?"” asked the half-caste,
his black eyes snapping at the captain
of the Remove.

“"Yes, I've got 1, and I'm
it safe.”

“You szav the thing, whatever it 13,
hﬂiung% to Redwing, who left Grey-
friars last term 7" asked Wingate,

keeping
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“Why haven't you handed 1t to lum,
then "

“I haven't seen him yet. I'm keep-
ing it zafe till I sce him,” caplained
Wharton.

“1 see. The Head had better deal
with the matter,” sald Wingate, " You
kids corhe to the Ilouse.”

“ Bight-ho ' . ]

“Follow me, my man!"” zaid Win-
gate to the hali-caste. *If anything
here belongs to vou, the headmasier
will order 1t to be given you.”

Bilvio Xero and the chums of the
Remove followed Wingate to  the
house. A crowd of curicus fellows
followed on.

“You'd belter come, Smithy " called

out Frank Nugent to Herbert Vernon-
Smith of the Remove, * You were with
uz on Saturday.”

“No alfair of mine!"” pgranted the
Bounder.

Wingate looked round.

“Were vou with these fellows when
the chart, or whatever it is, was takon
from that man, Vernon-Smith?”

“Yes, I was there”

the Tiead.

“Then come along fto Teas
Apy other fellows concerned in iy,
Wharton " .

“No* said Harry. “Only Swmithy
and us." )

The Bounder lounged sulkily after
the Famous Five into the Housc. The
whole party proceeded. to Dr. Locke's
study, leaving a enrious and rather
exeited crowd discussing the strange
affair.

“] sav, vou fellows, I've scen ihat
weer-looking  foreigner before.” said
Billy Bunter. “He's been hanging
about the neighbourhood. I saw him
yvesterday.” j :
“] saw him on Saturday,” said

Skinner of the Remove,  “lle stopped
me in Friardale Lane 1o ask the way
to Hawkscliff. Ho said he was looking
for a seaman with a wooden leg. 1
thought he was some potty forcigner.
He had a knife,”

“Looks as if he mighl nse one, too,”
remarked Sauiff, the Australian Juoior,
“T've scen his sort before, on the other
side of the world., He belongs to the

Tslanuds, .
What island=?" asked Wlly

YT !
Buhter.

“The Tacific  Islands, failicad!
Might be from Taumotus. or fthe
Marguesas," said Squifi. “If he isn't
a canntbal, most likely hiz father was.
Don't let him see you, Dunter.™

“Eh, why ot *” demanded the Owl of
the Remove, .

“You're so cxactly like the little fat
pigs they cat in the Isfands—"

“What *"

“He might take vou for one of ihem,
and——"

* Beast

“Ha, ha. hat”

“Trotty thick. though, isn't it, Whar-
ton and his friends pinching something
fram & foreign sailorman 77 remarked
shinner.

Squift looked at ham,

“You heard what
Shinner ¥

“Oh, ves: but I don’t believe all I
hear ™ sneered  Skinner. “The man
sars Wharlon™s got something helong-
g to him, and he's come here to claim
i, I think the Head ought to mako
Wharton give it back to him.”

“Yes, rather,” said Snoop. with =
ned.  “It's rather rotten pinching it
from the man.”

“Hourrid rotten,” said Skinner. “ Don't
you think so, Squiff "

Squiff did not state what he thought,

Wharton said,

He made a sudden grasp at Skiner and
Snoop, grabbed their collars, and
brought their heads together with a
I'EE{Il.lhrilltg CONCISE10T.

Crack!

" Ow ¥

“Yow "

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“That's what I think.” remarked
Squiff, poshing back his cuffs, as

Skinner and SBnoop glared nt o
“Have some morg!”

But Skinner and SBnoop only scowled
and rubbed their heads, not, apparently,
wanting any more.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
KEnife In Hand !

R, LOCKE adjusted his glasses
and Dblinked benignantly, bug
pc:‘]plux&dly, at_thoe Famous Five

~and Silvio Xero, as Wingate

explained what had brought the forcign
scaman to Greyiviars School.

" Bless my sonl ! said the Head.

“I thonght it better to let the man
500 you, =i, ” said Wingate.,  Accord-
mg to what Wharton says, this man has
been reported to the police, and if you
think it bettor, he can be detained here
for inquiry."”

“Quite so, Wingale.  Wharton, voun
had better cxplain the matter,” said
the Head. “What is this article that
the man claims from yout”

“A chart. sir, carvedl on a picee of
teak wood.” zaid Harry.

“Tt i in vour possession now IV

“Yes, sic”

* Let me see it

From an inside pocket Wharion drew
a little goatskin bag, to which & thin
gold chain was attached. Mo handed
tt to the headimaster.

Bilvio Xero's coyes snapped  at the
sight of it, and he made & move
forward.

Wingale interposed at onee.

“"Reep back ™ he ra poed out.

The half-caste eved him Gereolv; but
he stopped. Di. Locke glanced at the
oliveskinned Islander over his glasses.

“If you prove that this article bolongs
to you, my man, it will be handed to
vou,"” he said.  “Otherwise, you will
not be allowed to take it. You must
not think of violenee hore ™

“Mine!” snarled the half-caste, %1
tako  wm—if T kill ton—twenty—
thirky——*

“Rilenep !

Even the savage half-caste scemed a
little awed by the dignificd headmasicor,
Ha relapsed into sullen silence, but his
black eyes were glinting, his long sinewy
fingers twitching., It was evident that
he eould scarcely restrain himself from
springing forward and clutehing at the
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prize. Dut he doubtless realised thar
violence wonld not serve him., There
were enough  fellows round ki to
handle hiim with ease, savage as he was,
v, Locke opened the goatskin bag
and took ont a circular picee of polished
teak, the surface of which was engraved
with strange lines.  I'he wood, the
hardest known in the Xast, was almost
like iron, "The Head gazod at it curi
ously.  He could sco that it was o
chart, carciully and patiently cavved
upon the hard surfute of the wooden
dize,
, After glancing at it, he roplaced it
ur the goatskin bag.

“Tell me how this came into your
possession, W harton,*

"It was on Saturday, sir, whon we
went up to Hawkseliff to see Tom Red-
wing 8t his cottage. Redwing, for some
reason_was absent, and wo did not see
him, But we found a man nained Bon
Danee—a seaman with a woeoden leg—
who told us that he had brought this
chart from the South Scas to give Red-
wing, from Tom's uncle, who had died
there. He deseribed it to us, and told
us that SBilvio Xero had robbed him of
i,  We got after this man on our
bicyeles, and gos it back from him.”

Dr. Locke nodded thonghtiully,

Karlier in the afterncon, sir, we had
seen this man attacking Dance with a
kmife, and saved the man [rown him,*
added Harry, “He wos afler the ehart
when lie attacked Danece; we heard him
dememding 1t from bim. 8o there was
noe doubt about it.”

VU Bless my soul ! said the Head,

“And the brute threw a koife at
Smithy when we ran him down,” said
Bob Cherry. “Smithy's gol o cul on
his head now.”

:‘ A scrateh,” said the Bounder,

F¥Wernon-Smith  might  have  beow
killed,” said I‘fﬂ.ﬂ'}‘ Wharlon. * Afier
we pot back to CGrovfriars, sir, we
reported the matter to Mr. Quelch, and
he telephoned fo the police-station at
Conrtlicld. The police are looking for
thiz man now, sir, and if they knew
where to find him he would Ve taken
into custody,”

" Bless my sonl!®

“No tako Silvie Xero!™ muttered the

half-caste, “* Rill tonn = 1t —
T PR woanfy
“Bilence 1™ said the Head,  “Can

thiz man Dance bhe found., Wharton *
“He left the chart with me, sir, for
safc keeping.” said the captain of the
Remove. “He was in fear of his lifo,
and he thought it would be safer with
me.  OF conrse, T am keoping it to pive
to Redwing as soon as I ecan sece him
Dance eleared off as soon as he got rid
of it, as he could not find Tom Redwing
at Hawkselilf."
“Thr matter
snid the Head,
He fixed his eves #n the half-raste,
“1do you deny that vou tock this
arbicle from the seaman, Dapce, by
foree ¥ ha asked. )
“1 take wn—TI follow fram the
Islands fo take um!'™ snarled the hali-

appears guite elear,™

easte.  “Chart belong him who can
lake."

“Bless my  soul!  ejaculated tho
Head.

- Evidently Bilvio Xero was a helicver
in:

"The pood ald law, the simple plan,
That they should fake wlo have
the power,
And they should keep who can!™

That, ceriainly, was the cnstom of the
Islands; but it waa not & custom likely
THe Magrer Ligrany.—No, 1,018,
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to recommend itself to the Head of
Greyfriars. He fixed & very stern look
on the man with the ear-rings.

“Wharten! ‘TFoake thiz thing, and
pive it to Redwing at the ﬁrs[, opport-
nity,” he said. ~Obvieusly, it belongs
te Redwing. As for this man, T shall
detain him here for ingquiry.”

“No give chart?™ asked Silvio Xero,

“ertainly not.  You have nob tho
slightest fitla to it, whether it s any
welue or not.”™

“Redwing go Caca Island it um
pearls ¥ said  Silvio, his black  oyes
glittering. " Here vou beat ine; but in
um Islands the pearls go to him who
have the loogest knile. XNo finish yet.”

He made a ctep back. :

* Detain that men, Wingate.” said the
Head, "'These juniors will assist you if
necessary.” )

*Yes, vather I grinned Bob Cherry.

“The assistiviiness will be terrihic”
sad Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

Wmgate matde & siride towards tho
half-easte,

There was & snarl from the man with
the ear-rings, and his hand flew behind
Liin, and plucked oput a long knifo
from the back of his trovsers. It was
the Malaita knife which the juniors had
weken from him in the strugglo on the
eliffe, and thrown into a crvovice of the
rocks. Evidently the half<aste had
eearched for 16 and vecovered it. The
flash of the clear steel starcled all in the
situy,

*Look out!” panted Nugent.

MTake eare’” cxelaimed the Head,
pisang {o s fect, " The man is armed
—he 15 a desperate ruffian——"

Wingaie wade a plunge towards the
flve-grate, and prasped a heavy brass
porcr.  He turned on the half-caste
sgrain almost in & twinkling.

But o moment was enough for the
man from the Soath Beas,

For an mztant, indead, he had scemad
sbont to ruzh en the Greyirviavs fellows,
knife in hand, and take all vitks in a
desperate attempt to get at the chart.

Dot armed as he was, he had no
chance, and he knew it. He loaped
from the thady into the corridor, only
barely escaping a blow fromn the heavy
polker in Wingate's hand as he wen.

He fled down the corridor like o deer.

“ Affer him!” shouted Bob Cherry.

There was a vell of alarm from the
fellows who had gatheved at the and of
the passage  az the halfcaste, with
savage [fpce and phittering eyes, kpife
in hand, came racing along from the
study.

They scaitered promptly.

Stivio Xero bounded away lo tho hig
open «Joor of the House, and 1n &
moment pore was in the guadrangle.

From the big doorway, & crowd paured
the next moment in pursiid, shouiing
and whooping.

Thevre was shouting on all sides, as the
desperate man raced lov the gates,

“Brop him1?

Coker, of the Fifth, rvshed into the
half-caste’s way—but he jumped oub
again very quickly, as the Malaita knife
circled in the air,

“0Oh crumbs i gasped Coker.

Silvie Xero raced 1o the gates.
Gosling had a chance to stop hini: but
William Uosling woas not looking for
chances like that. _At the sight of the
flashing knife, Gosling bolted inte his
ledge and zslamimmed the deor, and furned
the key in the lock.

In the gateway, Silvie Xero stopped
for o moment and twrned, panting,
towards the shouting mob of pursuers.
He brandished the Enife in the air,
Hashing in  the July sunshine, and
shouted somathing incomprehensible n
the dialect of thu Islands. Then he
raced away up the read and vanished,

[TES PSS

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Falr Offer From Bunter!

R. QUELCH found his Form in
a rather excited state, when ha

came info tho Remove-roam Lo

take them for ibird lesson.
The vistt of the man from the Soulh
Seas, and his drammilic exit, had caused
something Hke a sensation in the school,
Tha ]:li'LTi-c&":.i-l:l had 1:-51,'11,[1-r_-.t|, anil :I'ﬁ":_i|.1-'r:,1
Wharton & Co. were all a litile puzzled
to understand why he had come ta Grey-
friavs at all. Tt was hardly likely thai
he had expected the chart to be handed
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over to nim; and not al all likely that
he had hoped to be able to zeize it by
fovee 1 the erowded school,

Aftev third lesson, Harry Wharien &

Co. disenssed the matter, The captain
of the Remove was anxions 1o hand over
tire chart to its righiful owner, Tom
Redwing ; and he expected to hear from
the sailorman's son at Hawhsclift.
21 can’ make it out,” said Wharton,
"It looks as il Redwing is gone for good
from Ilawkscliff: he wasn't there on
Saturday when we went up, and all we
could find out was that he had had a
telegram before we arrived. Wea Jeft
2 note for him in the cottage, and if
ne came back he was bound to find it,
and surely he would have written.”

“If he's gone for good, it's odd that
he should go without a word, especially
without & word to Smnithy,” zaid Boh.

"Yes, that's jolly queer, as Smithy
was his pal, and 1t was Bmithy who took
us zlong to sec him on Saturday, Can't
make it gut,” '

"I I may make a enggesiive
remark———1" murmured the nabob of
Bhanipur.

The juniora chuckled,

“II you mean a suggestion, zo ahesd
with it, Inky,” said Bob Cherry.

suggestion which is made re-
markfully 13 surely o suggestive remark,
my esteerned Cherry.”

“Not quite, fathcad; they didn't
know all thers was to be known sbout
the English language in Bhanipur, when
you learncd it from the giddy old
meonzhee,” chuckled Dob. “Buar cough
it up, anyhow,™

“ It oceurs to me, my esteemed chume,
that Redwing may have communicated
with the excellent Smitly.”

“Bmithy would have wold us™ =aid
Frank Nugent,

The nabob shook his dusky liead.

“Bmithy has his esteemed back up
now with the Judicrous Redwing, He
was terrifically infuriated at not finding
Ri':lwinpj at bome on Baturday, and he
regacds him as having wurned us down-
fully. When the esteemed Smithy's
ridienlons back 1z up, one never knows.”

Harry Wharton frowned.

* It would be rathier rotten if Veornon-
Bmith has taken offcoce, and left vs in
the dark because his silly hack is vp,”
he exclaimed,

*Hasy enough {o ask bim, anvhow,”
said Bob.

“I sav, you fellows i
~ "“Halle,  balio, hallo!
Smithy, Bunter™

Gilly Dunter bhinked at the Famons
Fivae through hiz big spectacles.

Y Blow Smithy,” he answered. “J =zay,
yvon fetlows, I want to see that chast.”

Yo on wanting, old fag bean.”

“Oh, really, Chorry-——*

“YWiat do you know about Lhe chavi ™
ilemanded Johnny Bull

“1 heavd what the cannibal izlander
said ot the gates, and I heard Fou
Fellows  talking about 1, explained
Bunter, " course, 1 don't helieve
that il's & chart to a lreasure island-
vour fellows know that I'm net an
tnaparsimve chap,  SEill, 'l see it”

“You won't,” said Wharton, =t
polongs to Roedwing, and nobody haz a
right to see it without his permilssion.”

b, really, Wharton—""

“Roll away, barvel.”

“1 was going to 5ug%ﬂ5 S sard Bunter,
with digmity, **that if there’s anything
in it, I'd take the matter in hand,”

* Eh i

“ The summer vacation's just on,” said
Dunter. "I haven't decided yet what
to do in the vaee.”

“Whom to do, do you meani"” ashed
Johnny Bull,

W here's
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As the half-caste’s glance fell on the Famous Filve, he started, and his eyes flashed. * Find *um ! ** he exclalmed, E:Illl-

he made a quick stride towards Harry Wharton & Co.
as if he would spring at the Remove fellows like a tiger.

out, (See Chapler 1.)

* You take "um chart from me."”
Wingate, however, hastily interposed.

The hali-caste looked, for a moment
“ Stand hack ! °* he rnppmi

““Ha, ha, ha'!”

“"Oh, really, Bull! ¥ I were treaied
decently,™ satd Dunter, T should be
prepared to ask one of my titled
vélations to lend us a steam vacht for o
cruize in the South Spage——"

“{reat pip!™

“Bee? said Dunter. “That's ihe
idoa. I've no doubt—no doubt at all--
that I could pet 4 yacht from one of
my wealthy conpections, to wso for the
vac, If it fell through—"

“If!” grinned Dol Chorry.

“I1F it" fell through, then I'd como
along with you feilows, instead of you
coming  along  with me”  explained
Bunter. “8hall we fix it at that? If
L can get the vaecht, I takzs yvou for a
cruise—if not, vou fake me home—-——*"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I can zee anything to
caclle at. I logk om thabt as a good
offer,” said Bunier warmly.

“Now Dunter's told ws his funny
story., let's po and look for Smnithy,”
sigrested Bob Cherry; and the chums
of the Remove went.

“1 say, you fellows.” The Owl of the
Remove rolled after them. “J want to
see that chart—"

“ Rals 1™

“Look here, Wharton —"

* Bow-wow,™

And the Famous Five accelerated and
lefi Bunter puffing and bLlowing. The
Owl of the Remove shook a fat fist after
thene.  DBunter had explained that he

was not curtous or inguisitive: but
undoubtedly he wanted very much to
see the mysterious chart. Ic did not
coneern him in the very least, bat that,
perhaps, was. why he wanted to Dbutt
in.

“Been Bmithy, Zkinner ¥ called out
Boly Cherry, after the IFamous Five
had looked round the quad in vain for
the DBounder.

" ¥eos," answered Skinner,

"Well, where is he®

“Better Jook in the Cloisters,” said
mkinner, and he strolied awaxy.

“Come on, you nien,” said Dob,

“The wmore hastefulness,  the  less
speedfulness, my  esteemed  Cherry,”
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “The
efitch in time saves ninepence,  The
worthy  and  untrothful  Bkinner s
pulling our esteemed leps.”

“Oh " said Bob, stopping again.

“Anvbody  scen  Smsthy ¥ Harry
Wharton called out to half a dozen
fellows in the doorwav of the Iouse,

*He went up to the studies afice third
lesson,™ answered Todd.

“ Good 1"
The Famous Five went in, and up the
Romove staircaze.  They found the

Bounder in Study Neo. 4 in the Remove,
He glanced at them rather surlily,
“Want anything ¥ he grunted.

“ Aboutr Redwing——""

“"Hang Redwing !

“Wha-a-at "™

“I'm fed-up with Redwing 1 suapped

the Bounder. “Don't talk to me abouwl
lim! 8hut the door after you !”

And the Bounder of Greyfriars turned
Iz back on the Famous Five, and
lighted a cigarette, apparently under the
illlgl‘ll'es:iﬂn that the nterview was ab an
eI,

e,

THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
The Bounder Has His Back Up!
H.ﬁﬁﬂ‘f WIHARTON knitted hia

brows. His comrades looked
ratlher grim, They Jdid wot
g leave the study, Bob Cherry
kicked the door shut, but the chums of
the Rcmove remained wside the roowm.

“That won't de,” sand Dob.

The Bounder did not answer or turn
his head. Ile did not even seem to hear.
It was obvious that he was in one of his
blackest tempers.

“Look here, Smithy-—" bogan the
ecaptain of the Remove.

“Rats '

“You checky rotter ! bawled Johnny
Daull. “De you want us to mop up the
study with vous

The Bounder swung round at that.

“You ecan trvy it on as soon as you
fike I" ho snaPpEi “Gzo and eat coko,
the lot of you! Isu't a fcllow’s study his
o

“We wane this a bit ¢learer, Smithy,”
said Whartoys, pushing back Johiiny

THE Magxer Lisnary.—No. 1,018,
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Boll, who was strongly inclined to take
the Bounder at his word., " OUnly last
Haturdaey vou ook us up to Hawkschil
to sec Redwing  So far as I could make
out, vou'd made uwp your quarrel with
him. If you've turned him down again,
it’s your own Dbizney, and 1 needn’t tell
vou what I think of it, but we're not
doing the same, by long chalks.” :

“You can do asz you jolly well like,
so long as you leave me out of it!”
snaried the DBonnder, * As for tarmng
him down, that's alt rot, and you know
it., Mo turned me down—and you
fellows, too. We fagged on a ten-mile
iouiney to see him on SBaturday; he
kriew we were coming, and he didn’t
take the trouble to stay in to sce us, Or
even to leave a note for us. He let us
fag up to Hawkscliff, wait for him all
the afterncon, and then fap back ngain.
1f that isn't enough for you fellows, 1t's
enough for me, and I'm fed-up I

“Redwing may be able to explain why
he turned us down,” said Nugent,

“What ie there to explaini” snarled
Vernon-Smith. " We found that he'd
had a telegram. If he had to leave in a
hurry, couldn't he have left & message?
Any Hawkeclif man or woman would
have taken the message for us, or he
could have left & note. He just turned
us down for nething, And it's plain
that he didn't wardt us, That's that |”

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“1 ecan't think that,” he said,

“Then wyou're 8 fool!” growied the
Dounder,

“I muy be a fool, but T'd rvalhor be &
fool than a suspicious, touchy ass always
looking for offences,” said the captain of
the Romove sharply., * You jump to
conclusions because you jolly well like to
take offencs, in my opinion.”

*Keep your opinion till a chap asks
for it. And leave me alone !

“T'll lepave you slone fast enough!®
sald Wharton angrily. " You're not &
fellow that it's pleasant to speak to. But
I want to know whether you've heard
from Redwing since Saturday. If he's
loft Hawkscliffi for good, wo can't sce
him for goodness knows how long—any-
how, not till after the holidays. Dut if
he came back to the cottage, he must
have found the note I left for him, and
a2 you were his pal here, it’s most likely
you he'd send word to, Has he?”

‘Tho Bounder's face was dark and
sullen.

“Ho rang me up on Quelchy’s phono
on Saturday night,” he grunied.

#* You never told us that.”

“It wasn't your business, that I know
of,”" sucered the Bounder,

Wharton compressed his lips.

“It was our business, as wa visited
Redwing and never found him at home,"”
he satd.  * And you know I've gob some-
thing that belongs to him. What did he
tell you on the phonei”

“ Nothing 1"

“Oh, rot! e didn't ring you up on
& Form master's telephone to tell you
nothing 1"

“1 cut off,” =aid the Bounder coolly.
“1 tokd him 1 was fed-up with him, and
eut off.  Anything more you want to
know ?" _

Harey Wharton & Co. looked at him
expressivelv,  Well as ithev knew the
Bounder's headstrong, irrvitable temper,
which made it impossible {or any fellow
to heep friendly with him for long, tins
was @ surprise  fo them.  For the
Eounder, if tm was capablo of friendship
at all, certainly was the friend of Teoin
Redwing. ]

True, it was owing to Smithy that
Tom had had to leave Groyfriars, awnd
go back to the sea. But Smithy had
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been delighted when the sailorman's son
had returned to Hawksehiff alicr 2 eoast.
ing- voyage, I[lo had broken defention
lo po and see him there, and he h.ad
been very keen to take the Famous Five
b visib fim on Saturday, Apparently
that revival ot the old friendship had
been only a flash in the pan.  That kind
of thing did not appeal to the chuoms of
the Hemove 1in the very least,

“"Well, my hat!” exciaimed Bob
Cherry. “Do you call that decent,
Smithy 1"

“Yes, I do!’

“Well, I don't! Redwing must bave
rang you up to explain why he was away
on Saturday atternoon.”

"1 don't choose to hear his explana-
trons,” sncered the Bounder, *1ve
baen treated rottenly, and insulied, and
that’s enough for me. He knew we were
coming—all was arranged and fixed,
atvd there was no possibility of any musz-
take. I was going to ask him to join
me for the vacation before be went back
to sea. My father’s taking me for a
oruisg in his yacht, and I wanted Red-
wing to come. And be couldn’t stay n
to sece me, after meking the arrange-
ment—couldn’t even leave a word. e
can go his own way, after that, and I'll
Fo mitne 17

The Bounder's face was angry and
sulky ; but it was clear that he had been
deeply wounded asz well as offiended,
Indeed, it was probably his genuine
affection for his chum which had made
{qm feel zo0 sofo at Redwing's slighting
P

“I admit that it locks queer,™ sald
Wharton slowly., I 1 thought that
Redwing had deliberately goe out and
left us to & I should be jolly well
offonded, oo Dur I'd rainer make
sore”

“Well, he did.”

“Well, even if he did, I've got this
chart that belonzs €6 him, and I shall
have to give it to him,” said the captain
of the Rommove, " Do vou know whether
he is at Hawkscliff now
1 know nething about him, and want
know nothing !
“You've had no letter? He's had
time to write if he wanted to.”

The .Bounder pointed 10 a little heap
of charred paper in the otherwise empty
grate of the study.

“T've had a letter,” he answered; 1
got it in break this merning. Thera it
is, if you wani it

“You read it belore vou burned if, I
suppose ¥

“1 didn’t open it
Redwing.™”

“You utter ass!”

“Thanks ! sneered the Dounder. "1
that’s all you've got to say, you can
travel,”

“¥ou're very likely making some
idiotic mistake ;™ snapped the captain of
the Remove, “In fact, I'in sure you
are! Redwing's not the fellow to slight
anybody., He was always a decent chap
when he was here.  Anvhow, I've zot to
see him, And your getting =2 letter
sliows {hat ho went back to llawkscliff,
anyhow. That's enough.”

The Bounder looked at
smouldering eyves, ]

“You've no right to keep on with
Redwing,”” he said. “Fe was wy chun
liere, not yours., 1l I turn him down,
vouw've no right to take him up. Can’t
vou mind your own business ¥

“That's rot, and you know it Any-
Fow, you can take what view you like,
bnt I'm going to see Redwing as soon as
1 possibly can ! snapped Wharton. * I
you don’t like it, you can hump it ¥

8o that's that I zaid Bob Cherry.

The study door opined, and Harold

to

' doue with

him  with

e g —

Skinner came 1. e gave thetFamous
five a sarcastic, sneoring glance.
“Hollo! Quite & meeting!” he =ard
in his most pleasant tone. 1 didn't
know you had compony, Smiihy, Seae
you later.”
“¥ou needn't go; these fellows ave

catng. 1 never asked them heve, and
don’s  want  them!” growled ihe
Rouwmder.

Hirry Wharton & Co, left the study,
leaving the  Bounder  scowling  wud

skinner langhing.

—_—— A

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Bright Idez.

UHREE JAMSET RAM SINGH
canmg along the Remove pas-
sage alter prep and looked in
at the door of Btudy Neo. 1.

Wharton and Nugent gave the dusky
junior o welcoming grin.

“The esteermed prep is completefully
finished " asked the nabob.
“Just "' said Wharton.

Hurree Bingh frotied in.

*1 have been thinkfully reflecting, my
esteemed chums,” he remarked, as he
mgi: a seat on the corner of the study
table,

“Any vosults™ asked Nugent, with a
emile.

“The vesultfulness iz terrific. The
ridiculous chart belonging to Redwing
is ®m your esteemed  possession,
Wharton ¥

“I've got it in an inside pocket,” said
Havry, tapping his jacket. *1It's =ale
enough till I see Redwipg.”

“Hut whenfully M

“ Wednesday, 1 hope. I've writicn to
Redwing, as Hewkschiff, to ask him to
come here,’ said Harry, “1 don't like
trusting the thing te the post, or I could
have sent it on. Bul, aceording to that
wooden-leggped johnny, Ben Dance, it's
a thing of enormous value, and I pro-
mised him to keep it till I counld hand
it to Redwing. And if Redwing's gone,
of course, the pecket wouldn't reach
him if I sent it."

“It is saler to keop it in your honovy.
shle possession and hand it over by
waord of mouth,” agreed the naboh,

“Ha, ha, ha!" . .
~ “But 1 have been thinkfully consider-
ing  the esteemed and yascally  half-
caste,” went on Hurree Jamsel Ramn
Singh. ** He buited into the school this
morning cheekfully; but I am surc he
did not expect tliet the chart would bLe
handed to him."”

“1 hardly think s0,” said Iarry.

“Then why do you think he came, my
esteemed chum?”

“Blessed if I quite make ont! He
simply couldn’t have expected the chart
Lo given to him; but, otherwise, he
was suuply running risks and wasting
his time.” .

“Inky's got an idea in his head,
saidl Mugent, " Cough it up, Inkyt”

“Tt appears to me,” said the naboh,
“that the esteemed scoundrel had an
ohject in coming here.”

* And what was it?"

““TTe kngw that the echart had been
taken from hima by onc of us on Satur-
day. It is true that you gave it back
te Ben Dance, my estecmoed Wharton,
and that Dance handed it to you alfter-
wards for safe keopling. But the werthy
villain Silvio did not know alt that. No
doubt he supposed that the fellow who
taok it frown him kept it

“ And, as it tuened out, T did,” said
Farry. * But what then, Inky?"” 1

*Ie has been making esteemed in-
guiries, and learned that we belonged
to Grrevfriars,” resumed the naboh.

“Prot in b
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“That was easy enough, of course; he
had only to describe us and mention tho
school colonrs. He came here, not hop-
ing to recover the chart, huk hoping to
discover which person held it in his
possession.”

“Oh ! said Wharton.

HThere were half & dozen of us on
Saturday, and he could not know whicl:
had the chart. He could not bhe even
certain that it had been brought te the
school, By his visit here ihis mornine
he had found out that it 1s here, and
that it is in vour keeping.”

iE ..':‘.I.ﬂd TG T

“MNow that he knows where to look
for it, my honourable idea iz that he

in mzking & nocturnal attempt to pos-
sosa himself of the treasurve chark.

“You've hit it, Inky " said Whartan,
with econvietion. *The rascal means to
rob after the charl, and his visit hers
this morming was sinply scouting.”

“That's it agreed Nugont,

“Wa shall be on our csteemed guard,”
raid Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a
dusky grin.  “TFeore-warned is fore-
leggod, as the English proverb says.”

“Make it [fore-armmed,” chuckled
Nugent.  “DBut, I soy, that giddy
islander wouldn't find 1t easy to pick
out the Remove dormitory in tho dark
if he came after Wharton at night.”

“Jolly difficelt ! said Harry.

“Ile may not expect to find it casy,

¥ About ten minutes,"” said Nugent.

“Eh? I didn't mean how long, you
gilly nss."

“1 did.™

“0h, really, WNugent! Took here,
Wharton, you haven’s shown mo that
chart yet,” said Dunter, blinking at tho
captain of the Remove.

“*Fathoad ™ _

1 think you mi;i;ht trust a pal!” said
Dunter reproachfully.

“8o 1 wonld!™ said Wharton.

“If you mean thut I'm not o pal,
Wharton, I can only say that T'in dis-
gusted at your ingretitude. Who stood
by you like a brick when you first cane
to  Greviriars?"  demanded  DBunter
warmly,
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will look " said Ilurree S8ingh. *1 ob-
servefully noticed that the razeal looked
about him like a cat watching a mouse
when he was adwitted to the llouse.
Ile was taking his bearings, as o sailor-
mau would say. My osteomed belicf is
that niow be knows so miwch woe may
expect another viasit from him—not i
the dayvight opoualy,™

Frank Nogent whistled, and the cap-
fain of the Hemove looked very serious,

Both the juniors realised at once that
IIurree Eing%l was probably right. They
had been parzeled by the half-cazte's visit
te the school, but the nabob had potnted
out an excellent reason for it. SBilvio
Xero knew now fhat the chart was in
Hoarvy Wharton's possession ot Grey-
frears, and he had gained some kpow-
ledge, at least, of the interior of the
House, which would be useful fo him

my esteemed chums; it caonot have
Leen easy for him to follow MBen Dance
from the South Seas. But, casy or nof,
he will try it onfully, becanse it 13 has
last chance of getting hold of the chart,
Lie will soon Le nabfully nailed by the
police if he lingers in this salubrious
neighbonrhood woeh lopger.”

““Vhat's %0,"" said  llarry. " More
likely than not he will try burghing the
IMouse; if he failz he's no worse off,
anmd hie bas a chance of suecess. We're
jolly well poing 1o be on ol guard
l_l:]--lri[.’;ll' L L

T RAY, VO Forllormy s e

Billy  Bunter relled inte the study
doorwony.

Fie DLlinked suspiciously at the threee
Roemoyites,

“What are vour fellows confubling
about ™ he inquired,

EH

“Franky, here,” answercd the eaptain
of the Hemove.

“And what abont me?”" demanded
Bunter.  “Dido’t T stand you a spread
before you had been & week in tho
school 1

1arry Wharton laughed.

“And dide't 1 have to settle for it at
the tuckshop?” he asked.

“It's like vou to rake up sordid de-
tails ltke that!' =aid the Owl of iha
Hemove dizdainfully. " I've often won-
doered whether T may not grow sordid
mvsell in sneh surroundings, you kinow,
But to come down to business—I want
to =co that chart.™

“Keep on wanting, old fat man?”

“1I've got a proposition o wake,” said
Bunter. * According to what 1've heard
you fellows say, that chart =hows where

THe Macrer Lisrany.—No. 1,018,
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n lob of pearla aro buried on a South
Seg Itland, Now, pearls are valuable.”

“How does Bunter acquire all this
shatruse knowledge!”  asked Frank
Hlii'gent.

Ha, ha, ha!t”

“0h, really, Nugent! Now, I want
to sea that chart, and see whﬂfmer there
is anything in it,” said Bunter. “You

fellows would hardly be able to judge.

It needs intelligence and so on. Well,
if I decide that therc’s somoething in if,
we'll make up a party to get hold of

those rla.  Bmithy's %qing for a
cruise in his father's yacht this vac, and
we might meke an arrangement to give
him a whack in the pearls if he'll take
wa to the island. See? I should not
object to coming, so long as the yacht
was comfortable, and you were careful
about the grub and all that, If there's
any pearls, and if they can be found,
I'fl Bnd em—Ileave that to me! Seel”

“And what about Redwing? asked
Wharten, with a laugh, “You seem to
have imi%-::ttep that the chart belongs
to Tom Redwing.”

Bunter paused for a moment. Ap-
parently he had forgotten that littlo
circumstance—or perhaps he regarded it
88 unpimportant.

“Well, that’s all rvot!” he sad.
“Never mind Redwing. He's only a
common fellow, snd scarcely entitled to
consideration among gentlemen.”

“0Ob, my hat!"” ejaculated Wharton.
uF  gentlemen steal from common
fellows, in the best circles P

“Ha, na, ha'"

“Wall, wo could give him a whack
in the treasure. I'd be willing to let
Lhim have something,” said DBunter
Fenaruua]ju “It docsn't do to give the
lower classes much money; they waste
it In reckless extravagance, you know.
It’s not right to—to corrupt them like
that. We could stand Redwing a fiver
il we find the treasure—dash 1t all, &
tenner ! said DBunter, in & burst of
generosity,

"Redwing’s gratitude would he
terrific if he were stod & tenner ot
of hig own esteemed money ! remearked
Hurree Jemset Ham Singh.

“Ha, ha ha!”

“But, first of all, let me =ce the
chart,” said Bunter. *“I shall have tao
judge whethor thore's anvithing in it,
of course. Hand it over, Wharton!™

“Hallo, hallo, halla!” Bob Cherry
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arrived in the doorway
Bull and Bquiff.  “Turn ent, you
slackers! Have you forgotten that
we're boxing the Fourth Form chaps in
the Rug after prep?™

“Don't interropt now, Cherry!® said
Bunter.
“Do!” said Wharton, langhing.

“0h, reallv, Wharlap—-"°

“E’fmt's on " asked Squiff.

“Bunter'ds pulting up & proposition
that wo slmu}?d ston] Rudwiﬁg‘gmeimrt,
and find the treasure, if any, and give
him a tennmer for bimself out of the
loot.™

“Oh, my hat!™

“You've got the biggest foct, Bob.
It's np to you to kick Bunter.”

with Johnny

j'{\ﬁ.-'imt-ha:}.'" said Bob.
Yaroooh!” roared DBunfer, as He
spun into the study. “ Whoop! Keep

off, you beast! I was only jj-joking!

?un&p!”
“Ha, ha, ha!"

And Harry Wharton & Co, walked
away to the Remove staircase, laughing,
lcaving William George PBunter glar-
ing after them with a glare that almost
cracked hiz spectacles.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Bunter's Prize !

ILLY BUNTER rolled inio the
Rag a little later, with a frown-
mﬁ and discontented face.

unter was annoyed.

. Had he seen the South Sea chart,
it was probable that his obtuse brain
would have failed to understand it in

very least. But that was not his
own opimion. He wanted to see i,
chiofly because it did not concern him,
and he wanted to see it all the more
because he was not allowed to do so.

The chart, if of value, waa probahly
of great value. The information it con-
tained was a secrot belonging to Red-
wing alono.  No eye but Redwing's
had a right tn read the seerets it told,
That was Harry Wharton's idea, and
his chums had agreed with him, Un-
dounbtedly, the Fumons Five themselves
were vory curious indeed about  the
South Sea chart, but knowing quite well
that they had no right to examine it,
they refrained from doing so. It was
not likely that the captain of the
Remove would relax  the rale  in

Bunter's favour and not in s own.

That econsideration, however, did noi
appeal to William George Bunter. He
wanted to pry inte ithe chart, as he

wanted to pry inte mast things, and he
was fecling extromely injured and iil-
s,

~ Nobody  heeded Bunter's  cutrance
mto the Rag. He came in unrvegarded,
nist oas 3t he were a fellow of ne 1t
portance. There was boxing pgoing on
in the Rag. ‘lemple, Dabney, Fry, and
Scott of the Fourth had the gloves on
with Four Remove men—Wharton,
Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull, and Squalf,
The rest of the fellows in the yaom made
a ring round the boxers, aud nobody
heedod Bunter, nxeopt that Bolsover
major gave him a jab with his elbow
when he shoved forward.

Bunter graated and backed off again.
There , was a ennning gleam in his
little rovnd eves behind hitz spectacles.

The eight juniors who were boxing
had, naturally, taken their jackets off,
Eight jackets lay sprawling uwpon the
big lable in the Rag.

Billy Bunter sat on the table near
the dizscarded jackets,

e knew that Wharton kept the gpoat-
skin hag, containing the chard, in an
mside pocket of lus jacket. It was a

chanee for
curiosily,
oxpectod,

He blinked cauvtionsly round him.

Eight boxers were poing strong, and
all the other fellows had their attention
concentrated on the hoxing.

Bunter grinned.

spotted Wharlon's jacket among
the others and slyly slid his fat hand
mta 1t, and into the inside pocket.

The goatskin bag met his fat Bngers.
., A4 moment more, and he had taken
it out. Anolher moment and he had
opened it and drawn out the circular
cize of teal:,

It was the chart, but Bunter could
not exarune the chart where he was.
That was too risky, He slipped it into
his pocket.

Then he grinned azain.  He would
have chortled aloud, %uﬁ for the neees-
s:lg of escaping attention.

In the table was o large inkstand,
which -hed a cirenlar metal lid, thick
and heavy. That lid had originally
moved on a _hinge, but, like many
things in the Rag, it was no longer in
the stato as Bu{lplmd hy tha makers.
Ihe hingo had long agoe gone “ West,"
and the lid was oftencr off the inkpot
than on it. The hinge was ‘gone; tha
little metal handle that had ones been
serewed into the top of the lid was
gone; only the disc of thick metal
remained.

Bunter annexed it and slipped it into

the goatskin bag, in the place of the
wooden chart.

It was almost as large as the chart
and rl;mte 83 heavy. Unless Wharton
actually opened the goatskin bag he
was not likely to discover the change.
And Bunter knew that he was not likel
te open the bag, remembering his
ridiculous delicaey on the subject of
prying into another fellow's business.

Bunter drew the neck ef the bhag
shut and knotted the string that sur-
rounded it, aa & further precaution
against discovery.

Then he slipped the goatskin bag
hack inte the mside pochet of Whar-
ton's jacket.

The Owl of the Remove was finished
now, and he blinked round at the
crowd of juniors surrounding the boxers,

* Bravo, Wharton!"

Temple of the Fourth hacd
give “hest ™ to the captain of the
Hemove, Cocll Reginald Temple, with
a rather wry face, peeled off the gloves,
But the aother thres pairs were still
“gommpg ik,

Panter  rvolled off ihe {able, and
became inlerested in the boxing.,  From
his own pecubiar point of view, William
George Bunier was Tully justitied in his
late procecdings. But he did not oxpedt
any other fellow to share his point of
view. He was accustomed to being
misunderstood and  misjudged,.  Ha
aquite realized that it was necessary to
be etrenmapoct.

He blinked casunally st the boxers,
while Wharron and Temple erosscd over
io the table for their jackets, and put
thaarr on.

Chil of the corner of hia oye Bunler
oheerved the ecapiain of the Romove
slip his hamd into his inzide pocket,
evidently to assure himself that the
goaigkin bag conlaining the chart was
safe,

For a moment Bunter iclt a twinge of
WNORFINESS, But the captain of the
Remove was evidently satisfied. Ha
slipped on his jacket and joined the
ring of spectators, to waktch the finish
of the boxing.

Bunter grinned and rolled out of the
RRag.

Bunter to gratify his
a chanee that he had not

had fo
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Silvio Xero raced on fo the gates. Gosling had a chance to stop him, but the school
that, The sight of E,ha ﬂashiu%a was enough for him, and he bolied into his lodge ! (See Chapter 2.)

porter was not looking for chances like

The South Sce chart was in his pos-
session now. Wharton was in posscszion
of the metallid of an inkpot, end was
not likely to discover what had hap-
pened till he came to hand over the
chart to Tom Redwing.

_ Billy Bunter proceeded to his study
in_the Remove Sasaage to examine his
prize. He found his study-mate, Peter
Todd, there, Toddy had left his p-.:l;E
!':the-r iate and was hurrying to fim
-

“I say, Toddy, when are you going
down ?" asked Bunter peevishly,

“Boon, I hope—all the sconer 1_f you
don't jaw!” answered Toddy, without
looking up.

“Ok, really, Toddy, you oughtn't to

leave your prep late like this, you
know | Quelchy wouldn't like it.”
“Pry up!™

“Why not leave it!" asked Bunter,
“Ohance it with Quelchy in the morn-

ing. old chap.”
EFﬂﬂlE'ﬂ.d !E:
“Oh, really, Toddy—"
“Ring off I ;
Bunter grunied and waited. He

could not examine his prize in Toddy's
presence, ihat  waz  certain. Toddy
would not have understood in the very
least that Dunter was fully justified in
his pecaliar procecdings. He waited
impationtly.

“1 say, Toddy—"

“Bhuarrap !

“1 say, how long are yvou going to

'l'rll

Petor Todd glared at Lim.

“What the thump does it matter,
fattv? What do you want to get me out
of the study for?”

“Eh? I—I don't, old chap. Nothing
of the kind."

“Have you been raiding some fellow’s
tuck ?” demended Toddy suspiciously.
“If it's not that, what is 17"

“N-n-nothing, old chap. I—I don't
want to get you oub of the study. I
didn’'t come up here to look at anything
in private, you know, and I shouldn't
mind vou soeing it, old chap.”

“ Seeing what 1"

" Nothing.”

Bunter sidled out of the ﬂtuﬂ,&l hur-
riedly as he made that answer. Toddy
stared after him very ﬁuapicimtsli;; Lt
prep claimed his wttention, and he dis-
mias:gd thoe Owl of the Remove from his
T

The fat juiior rolled away in search
of some more solitary spot. He tried
Study MNo. 4, supposing that Smithy and
Skinner had gone down to the Rag.
But he found the Bounder there, with o
scowling face.

“YWhat do vou want?” snapped
Vernon-smith, as Punter blinked in,

“N-n-nothing, old chap.”

TGet out ™ ] o

Bunter got dgut, just 1n time to escapo
a whizzaing DLatin grammer. The
Bounder did not scem to be In a mood
for company—DBunter’s company, at all
events,

“Peast !’ gosped Bunler,

Hea rolled on to No. 11, remembering
that he had seen Snoop and Stott in the
Rag, and sure of finding that study un-
tenanted. DBut he had hardly turned on

I-,_h; light, when there were footsteps ont-
s108.

“(Oh, dear!” mumbled Bunter.

Snoop and Stott came in and stared
&t Bunter,

“What are you doing in our atudpy,
von fat fraudi?” demanded Sidney
James Snoop.

“ N-n-nothing,” stammered Duonter,
“I—I just looked in to sperk to you
chaps, you know——-"

“After our smokes?"” said Stott.

*That's it,” agreed Sooop. “Kick
him out ™

“1I say, you fellows—— VYaroocooop ™

Billy Bunter travelled ont of Study
No. 11 much faster than he had entered
it. He travelled with a roar.

Really, there seemed no rest for the
wicked., Bunter was & pregarious
fellow, and seldom desired solitude.
Mow thaet he desired it it was not to be
had, apparcntly. He debated in his et
mind whother to go up to one of the
box-rooms and exsmine his prize thore,
atid he was still debating the matter
when half-past nine chimed out, and
Bunter, with feelings too deop for
words, haod to ioin the roest of the
Ttemove and march off to the dormitory
—with his prizo etill uwnexamined.

Tie Maguer Lisrany.—No. 1,018,
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
An Alarm in the Night !

£ AMITHY, old bean!”
S Lights were out in the Remove
dormitory when Dob  Cherry

called out to the Bounder.

Vernon-Smith did not answer.

Hiz break with Tom Redwing secmed
ta have determined the DBounder to
break with the Famous Five as well.
His manner to the chums of the Remove
had beon the reverse of friendly since
the oventful Saturday when the Grey-
friars party had gone up io Hawkseliff.

Prohably he was irmtated by their
attitude in the matter. !

From Smithy's point of view Redwing
Liad treated him with a slighting neglecs
which he did well to resent bitterly. No
doubt he had expected the Co. to take
the same wiew,

Instead of which, they seemed resolved
to look on the best side instead of the
worst, and not to take offence until they
were  sure that offence had  been
intended.

The Bounder, in his suspicions mind,
was sure that offevee had been inmended,
or at the very least that it had heen
carelessly given. It irriteted him that
the Famous Five did not concur in that
opinion,

“Bmithy ! repeated Bob.

N0 Answoer.

“Gonn to
Dob Cherry.

There was an angry exclamation from
VYernon-Smith.,

“1 want to go to sleep!
shut up after hghts-out 27

Skinner grinmed in the gloom,
Metters were going exactly as Harold
Skinner, at least, desired themn to go.

“ear man,” said Bob, quite unmoved
by the Bounder's angry reply, “I'm
going to give you a tip.”

" Keep it!™

“Too good to keop,” answered Bob,
with- a chuckle. “I was going tlo
mention that if you're thinking of bhunk-
ing out of bounds on one of your
blegging excursions to-might, you'd
better think twice”

“No biznev of yours that T know of.™

“Not at all. But Gosling has let his
mastiff loose to-night, and if you walk
into that jollv old how-wow all Grey-
friars will know about it. That's =all,
old bean. Now you can go to sleep.”

The Bounder grunted, and made vo
further answer. Dut if he had had any
scheme for going out of bounds in his
mind, he gave it up. Gosling’s mastiff
was gencrally kept on the ehain, ot if
the animel was loose lbreakine bounds
was likely to be a matter of unusual
difficulty.

“What on earth has Gosling let his
mastiff loose for?” asked Tom Drown.
“He always has to keep him chained.”

“May be expecting & burglar,” said
Bob. “Anvhow, he's loose, and he's got
o had temper and a good set of tecth, If
I had thought of going down to tha
Croza Kevs tonight, I shenld chuck it,
What aliouk you, Simighy "

“Go and cat coke!™

The Remove fellows settled down to
sleep, and Harry Wharton & Co., at
least, slept all the sounder for the
knowledge that the powerful mastiff was
at liberty in the precinets of the school.

Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh's suggoes-
tion concerning the hall-caste was the
eause.  Wharton, after thinking the
matter over, had mentionnd it to Mr,
Oueleh hefare bed-time, and the Remove
masier had digected Gosling to set the
dog at liberty that night. Tf the half-
caste made any attempt to enter the

Tae Macxer [aenany.—No. 1,018,

sleop, fathead®” bLoomed

Can't yvou

school under the shadows of night, he
was nobt likely {o conter without the
alarm boing given,

The Remove were fast asleep, and all
the lights in the great buildings of Grey-
friars had Dbeen extinguished, when
twelve o'clock chimed out of the tower.
Saon after the strokes of nudmight had
died away Harry Wherton awoke sud-
denly,

The dormitory windows were apen in
the warm July night.  Throngh the
open windows, Evom the elear starlight
night, came sounds of dizturbance.

A Joud and furious barking awoeke all
the echoes of Greviviars.

Wharton stavied up i bed,

He knew the powerful noies of the
mastiff, Loud and apgry sounded rhe
barking, and when it ceased it was fol-
lowed by deep growling, Then a sharp
Cry rang out.

“Halla, hallo, hallo'”
was awake now,
bow-wow 1"

“And the half-caste, T Fancy I said
Wharton, as he sprang out ‘of hed.

The captain.of the Remove van to the
window and clambered up to lock out
into the quad.

In the elear sununer stavlight he conld
sec the butldings, and the trees, almost
as plainly as by <ax.

A dark shadow raced past his field of
vigion, and after it raced another
shadow.

Only for a few scconds e saw them,
then they vanished in the clinz.

A light fashed from the direction of
Gosling’s lodge.

Vague soundz came to Wharton’s ears
from the distance, and then the ficree
barku_:% of the dog rang and echoed in
the night agzin.

All the Remove were wide awake now,
Most of the fellows turned out of bed.

“What on earth is it#" exclaimed
Squiff. “A gpiddy burglar®”

* Bonndz like it,” zaid Bah.

" The sonndfulnes: is terrific,™

Harry Wharton left the dormitory and
hurried to the stairs, with a dozen of the
juniors after him,

Lights had Leen turned on below, and
the windows of the School House
gleamed into the night. The door was
open, and twoe or three masters, half-
dressed, and some of the SBixth, were
there, staring into the gquad. Mr, Prout
had a bhig poker in his hand, and
Wingate of the Sixth had & cricket bat,
The whole House had been awakener,

“IG(}-‘:-HIIE!"

Mr. Queleh ealled to the school porter,
who appeared at the steps, holding the
dog by the collar.

“Yosair. all right, sir; he's gone!”
came Gosling’s voice,

“There was somoong——:="

“Some blinking tramp, siv, I think”
said Gosling: “or p'raps a burglar,
sir. My dorg got him "

*Bless my soul!”

There was & husky
Gosling.

“The dorg's got a bit of trowser
cloth in his teeih, siv. He's had a biie,
sir. He's 2 pood dorg he ="

“h, good ' ejaenlated Dob Cherry.

Alv. Quelch turned and looked up the
staircase, with a frown.

“¥You boys go back
mitory af once.
for alarm.”

The Removiles

: Bolb Cherry
“That's the giddy

chuckle from

to wvour dov-
Fhere i3 no ooccasion

returned  to  their
uariers. Dut it was a long time before
they sottled down to sleep again. The
glarming cpisode kept all Greyiriars
awake for zome thne,
But there was no further alarm.
Harry Wharton & Co. had rot the
slightest doubt that fhe nocturnal

visitor had Dbeen the half-caste, in
dospervate scarch of tha South Sea
chart, But he was gone pow, aml he

did wot venture to return,  DBut the
juntors wonderod what mighe have
happened had not Hurree Jamsct Ram
Singh divined the rascal’s intention, and
30 caused the masiil 1o be loosed for the
night. An armed and desperste man
would have entered the schook and tie
outeotne might very casily have been
tragie.

It was elear that Silvio Xero was still
lurking in the vieinity of Greviriars, in
spite of the fact that the police were
searching for himm. He was gone now,
but the Famous Five did not believe
that he was gone [or good.

Danger had dogged the steps of the
wooden-legred  seamaen  Ben  Dance
across half the world, when he had
bronght the treaswre chart to Hawks.
cillf, and the same danger now theeat-
encd Harey Wharton of the Greyiriars
Hemove,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunfer on the Track !

LANG, clang! .
A The Remove turned out ta the

sunny meoruing at the clang of
the rizsing-bell.

Harry Wharten, when he  dressed,
slipped his hand under hiz  pillow,
where he 'Il:llzldulﬂi"f"(] I|1.l;,1 ooatskin beg
for safety during the night.

Billy Bunler's big spectacles turned
on him rather anziously as he did se.

But the ecaptain of the Remove did
not think of locking inte tho tskin
bag. He could fecl the cirenlar diso
inside it, and it was not likely to occur
to his mind that the teak chart had
been surreptitiously exchenged for the
metal lid of an inkpot.

Bunter grinned as the goatskin bag
was slipped  into  Wharton’s  inside
pocket.

All was safe-—for Bunter. The chark
was in his own pocket, and now thab
a new day had come, Bunter was at
liberty to examine it. Bunter, for once,
was up as carly as eny fellow in the
Remove, He was one of the fHirst down.
He rolled out into the sunny gquad be-
fore  breakfsst, sccking a secluded
spot, where he could examine his prize
ih safoty.

Harry Wharton & Co. came out into
the quad at the same time; and Bunter
blinked at them, and rolled away., He
headed for the Cloisters, where he was
likely to find complete solitude at that
parly hour, Twice he biinked cautiously
aver his fat shoulder, to make sure that
he was not followed., He was so exces
sively cautious that the Famous Five
observed it, and wondered what he was
up to. Bob Cherry stared after him
as he vanished at last into the cloistors,

"YWhat's that fat dulfer vp tol”
asked Dob., “He can’'t have been
pinching tuck so carly in the meorning.”

“Looks as if he's committed a murder
and the hody's in the Cloisters,” re-
marked Frank Nugenot. “DBat it can't
be that.™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Not  quitefully,” agreed Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. " But the upful-
ness is torerifie, and it would be a harm-
leszs and necessary jest to follow the
esteemed Buntee Chingachgookiully.”

The Remove fellows chuckled, and
walked after Bunter, tracking him inlo
the Cloisters in the manner of that cele-
brated Indian lunter Chingachgook.
IInaware of that circumstance, William
George Bunter stopped among the old
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stone pillars and drew the disc from his
pocket.

He blinked at 1t cagerly.

What he had expected to sec Bitﬁt&t"
hardly koew; but what he saw disap-
pointed him considerably,

So far as his owhish eves coulid make
out from the fine lines marked on the
hard, polished surface of teak, the chart
represented an island, but the carved
lines were so fing that the short-sighted
Owl of the Remove [ound it diffienle
to trace thewm, Lhe clearest markme
was thoe word “CACHE,” and that
word was so much Greek to Bonter.
Unless it was a miss-spelling of the
more familiar word ““cateh,” Bunter
did not know what 1t was. Had
Bunter attended more clozely to the
instructions of Monsicur Charpentier,
the French master of Greyfrines, he
might not have been so puzzled. DBut it
was not BDunter’s way to attend to any-
body's instructions.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!™ came a sudden
TOAT.

Bunter jumped.

Ho had his back to the juniers who
had tracked him into the Cloisters, and
the sudden baw! from Bob Cherry took
him quite by surprise,

He almost dropped the chart-in his
alarm; but he contrived to save it, and
he jemmed it into his pocket instantly.

“Ow!” he gasped, as he spun round.

Five grinning facos looked at him.

“Well, what's the game ! asked Bob.

{EEh ?!!

“*What on esrth have you enealad
hera for, like a burglar sneaking away
1].3:- ]?idﬂ the leott” demanded Johnny

ull.

™OR, really, Bull—*

“Possibly the estoemed Bunter was
smeking a secluded zpot to indulge in
the oplm and jovful iweditotion,” sug-
gested Hurree Singh.

“That's 1t!" pazped DBonter.
that !

“Oh, my hai!"

“1—I wasn't [poking ab anything!”
gasped Bunter, “If you [ellows thank
I came here to look at anvihing in
private, you're mistaken. Nothing of
ile sert, you know.

“Isn’t it queer how lLiabits grow on a
fellow,” =aid Dol " There's no reason
at sl why Bunter should t(ell lies now,
so far as I can see, He just does it
from force of habat.”

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“He jsn't mtinﬁ.” said Jolinny Bull
“He hasn't bagged a fellow’s tuck, and
sneaked here to devour it, like a tiger
in hiz der, I supposo he's got hold of
some  fellow’s  letter.  TIs  that it
Buniar "

“ Beast!"”

“Ho bagged a letter of Bmitha's the
other dav, and made a lot of trouble,™
sald Johnny., “He can't help reading
other feliows' letters, any more than he

" Tusk

can help listening at keyholes. Let's
F?-Drrl.d im, and zhake the leiter ouf of
mim.

“Hear, hear!”
Billy Bunter did not stay to be up-

ended. He fled back fo the guad.
leavin the chums of the Remove
chivekling.

Cortainky, it did not cros: their minds
what 1t was that Bunter had  reticed
mto the (laizters o examine, Had they
suspieted that the treasure-chart was in
iz posseszion, the Owl of the Remove
would wot bave cieaped. As it was,
thesy dismizsed Dunter from their minds,
and restvmed thele strall (D Lreakfast.

Meanwhile, Bunter had gowe back to
the House, where he looked for Mark
Linley of the Remove. e prablwd 1l

Lancashire lad by the siceve when he
found him. :

“1 say, Linley, old chap——"'

Mark shook off his fat hand; bo did
not like Bupter at close guarters. Hut
he answered with his usual cheery
eivility.

“What 15 it, Dunter?”

“You being a rotten swob
Bunter,

L1 Eh?l!

“I mean, you being a iolly clever
chap, vou know a 1ot about silly foreign
languages and things."””

“ A little.” said I‘-%Hﬂ{, langhing.

“Have vou ever heard of a word
spelt ‘e-a-ch-e 7 asked Bunter cagerly.

Mark stared at him.

“Of conrse !

“Oh! You know the word!” ex-
claimed Bunter breathlessly, *1
thought you might, you being & filthy
swot—I mean, you being so clever.”

“Wever nlind what you meaun,
Bunter,” said Mark Linley dryly.
“It's a simple word coough, and a
fellow doesn’t need to be a swot fo
know it!"”

* began
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“Is it a Sonth Bea word®”

0, erumbs!  Not quite!™ gasped
Blark. *It's a French word.”

“French " repeated Bunter. ™ Well,
1 dare say they mighi use French words
in the South Seas. Think so?” ;

“Yery likely,” satd Mark, “1I believe
a mixture of |Hit§llﬂ.g{?-‘i is spoken amon
the Bouth Sea Istands. Dut the were
feache” 1s wsed in many countries, in
Ameries. for instanee.”

“What does it meand
means something @™

“Words fﬂnnrall}r do, 1 any
language. It means a hiding-place.”

“Oh 1" exclaitmed DBunter.

“Cache, & hiding-place, from the verh
cacher, to hide,” explamed Mark, “If
von've gob it in an exercise, I'll lend
voun a hand if you like.™

Bunter had eerfainly nob got  thal
word in an exercize, He knew now the
micaning of that mysteriouns word eache,
and be had done with Taoley., Having
done with a fellow, DBuanter naturaslly
had no more politeness to waste on him.

“1 hardly think you conild help wme
wifh an exercise, Linlev,” hie answered
disdainfndly. 1 could play your heael
olf ot IFreneh and chanee it, Thon't Vi
L chesks 1Y

And DBouter rodled awar,
Mlark staving after him blankly,

1 suppose 1f

leaving

The fat junior rolled in to breakiast
that morning in & cheery mood. Cache

" meant hiding-place; so the spot on the

chart marked cache meant the spot
where the pearls were hidden. Dunter
felt that he was getting on. He was on
the track of the treasure—and he had
wholly forgotten by this time that the
treasure, it any, belonged to Tom Hed-
wing, of Hawkseliff. Little trivialities
like that were not likely to hinger long
in Williamn George Dunter’s mind

During breakfast he dreamed goldan
dreams—pearly  dreams, to be more
exact. But his dreams of tregsure did
not affect his appetite. And his waist-
coat buttons were, a3 usual, in dangec
of flying off when he rolled out after
the meal.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Diplomatie !

" MITHY, old chap!”
Vernon-S3mith did not answer,
save with a scowl.
After class that day the
Bounder had lounged away into the
quict old Cloisters by himself.

His face was dark acd clouded as he
tramped along the old stone flags with
his hands in iia pockets. )

His resentment against his one-time
chum was as deep as ever, or decpoer.
Chi Saturday he had refused te listen
to Redwing on the telephone; on Mon-
day he had burned unréad the letter
that had arrived from the sailorman’s
son. Had Tom appeared before him
now he would have turned on his heel,
eutbing him dead.

Yet his heart was heavy.

The ferm was near itz end, and soon
Grreviviars would be bresking up for the
tong  summer  holiday. mithy had
hoped that Reédwing would join him
for the holidays in a c<ruise on the
miliionsire’s yacht. He had intended
to make the proposition and diseuss it
that Saturday aftorncon when Redwing
was 50 unluekily absent from his eabin
at  Hawksehff. The DBounder was
Litterly wounnded and deeply. offended,
angry with himself for fecling pain as
well as anger; and vet he had to admit
thut he did feel pain. His arrogant
pride would not zllew him to recede an
inch from a position he had taken wp.
And -yet he knew that his heart was
zore. He waz.thinking about the matter
savagely and gloomily, when William
George Bunter butted in.  Bunfer had
evidently followed {he Bounder to the
Cloisters for a chat.

Bmithy did not leok in o bumour for
a chat. DBut that did not worry Bunter.
He was, as usual, thinking abonb him-
self and his own wishes, and not dis-
posed to waste any consideration on the
wishes of othera.

He grinned checrily st the scowling
Bounder.

" Looking for you, old bean!" he
sald,

et ont ™

“It's abont the vacation, old fellow.”

“Tnzz off, yvou fat fool 1™

“ O, really. Smithy "

Vernon-Smith walked angrily on.

Bt the Owl of the Remwove was nok
to be shaken off. Ho frotted indusiri-
ously alier ihe angry DBounder,

“"Dion't hurry, old chap!”  pasped
Tainter.  “ I« rather imporiant, vou
kuow., [ hear that your pater is taking

ol on oa ertise in his yacht for the
yae. "
™0 RISWer
“Well, T'd hike to come.” said Bunler.
The DBounder pave an  anpabient
langli, He did not need felling that.
Twue Magxer Lignanv.—No. 1,018,
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The Owl of the Remove was always busy
in such matters at the close of the
terir, Bunter Court, with all its glories,
mover attracted Billy Bunter at sach a
time., Many of the fellows discussed
what they were going to do in the vac.
Ilunter considered whom he was golug

to do.
“Try Lord Mauleverer 1” snapped the
Bounder, * Mauly's soft!”

“He's turned me down already—I
mean, U've given Mauly a sort of half-
prounse,” said Bunter cautipusly, 1
may pgo home to Mauleverer Powers,
and I may not.”

“With the probzbility on the not!”
snapped Smithy., ““Leave mo alone,
snyhow. You're not landing yoursclf
un me

“My idea is dbat it may snit both of
us, Smithy,” said Bunter. “ It depends
on where you've going for a cruisc.
vou could get your father to take you
on a - -South Sea cruise, I'd come.™

“Not if I knew it 1"

“1 might make it worth vour while,
old bean,” said Dunter. *I might be

able to find something valuable and let

you in for o share™

" Fathcad !

“Such thiogs as pearls,” said Dunter.
“Buch a thing as a cacho—if you know
}1‘]1&1: a cache 1. You're not so well up
in French- as I am, s0 I may as weil
tell you that a cache is a hiding-place.”

The Bounder stopped ond staved at
Bunter,

The Owl of the Remove was giving
himn mysterions hints; but his hints, of
coursn, did not mystify the Bounder.
He koew thai the idea of a cache of
pearls could only have entered DBunter’s
obituse mind in reference lo what he
had heard of the SBouth Sea chart.

“Has Wharton shown you Redwing’s
chart ¥ he exclaimed. “He has no
right to de anvthing of the kind ¥

“The beast refused to show it to me,”
said DBunter. * Dut—*

“But what, azs?"”

“ MNothing,” said DBuoter hastily.
“IWhat I'm saving hasn't anyvihing to
do with ihat chart, of course. I might
nave o clue to & cache on a South Sea
island—see?  Why shouldn't I%"

" Asg M

“If you can't be civil, Smithy—"

“Fathead !

Apparently Bmithy eouldn’t be eivil,
But Willtam HMrgﬂ Biinder could pub
iy with = great deal of 16 1.'1]i|;_1.‘ wgmn
he had an object in view,

may have a chart and T may not,”
said Dunter mystermonsly. 1 may e
able to discover o lot of valuable
pearls, and I may not. I'm vot giving
my sccrets  away.  DBab  look  here,
Smithy! If vou bhko 1o make it a

South BSea cruise in the vae, I'll come
with xou, and I'll go halves in what
we find., What about it #”

* Does that nmican that vou've pinched
the chart from Wharton sowmechow
asked the Dounder, in weonder.

Bunter started.

He could sce no reason whaiever why
the Bounder should jump fo this con-
clusion. Flis view was that he had been
cxecodingly diplematie,

“Oh, reelly, Smithy” he gasped, “of
—of conrse not! 1 lhope ' net the
fellow te piveh o chart or anvthing

elae. I—T was just puiting & case, vou
know.™

“You born idiot ! IFf vou've pinched
that chart from Wharviow i

B T

Billy  Bunter volled  Tasiily  away.

Foven hiz obtuse brain assimtlated the

fact that the discussion was growing a

little danporous,  Certainly he did not

want the Dowmuder ar anvone clse to
Tae Macxer Lisnany.—No. 1,018,

know that he had obtained surreptitious
posscssion of thoe treasure chart.

Thoe Bounder stared after him, and
shrugiod his shoulders, with a  snger.
It looked to him as if Bunter had somao-
how got hold of the chart; but he cared
nothing about that. He told. himself
that it was no business of -his. Red-
wing had slighted his friendship, and
Redwing mtﬁd look out for himself,
Wharton was sticking to Redwing, and
he could look out for himself, foo, It
did not matter to the Bounder.

And Herbert Vernon-Smith, dismiss-
ing the matter sourly from lils mind,
continaed to pace the Cloisters, in a
black and bitter mood, till ho tired of
solitude and resentful reflections, and
went to his study to tea.

ec——]

THE TENTH CHAFPTER.
In the Hands of the Half-Caste !

1 EDIYVY'S fisg!™
“Lrood
“Now wo shall see what we

shall  see,”  remarked Dob
Cherry.

Harry Wharton had comé out of the
House with a letter in bis hand, which
had been delivered at Greylriars In tho
aflernoan. .

The handwriting showod that 1t was
from Tom Redwing: and all  the
menthers of the Coo were anxious to soo
what 1t contained,

Slrange cnough as Redwing's conduet
had been the previous SBaturday, the

chums of the Remove helieved that hao.

would have some cxplanation io gite
——which he would have given already
te Vernon-Smith had ihe passionate and
headstrong Bonnder chosen to lisien 1o
it. Wharton ha¢d written to him, and
he had evidently apswered by retwn
of post:; which locked as if he did, after
all. value the opinion of the Greyiriers
follows.

“DBuck wp with it, old bean!™ said
Dob.

Wharton slit epen the envelope, and
theew out Redwing's letter. Hiz chums
stond listening while he read it aloud:

“fPrear Wharten.—I've jrst had vour
letter,  Alany thanks, I explained lo
Smithy in a letber, but T gather that he
cannot have told you, for some reason.’

"That's the letter Swmathy baned
without epening 1t vesterday,”™ ntor-
jucted Tob Cherry.

“That's 1,” sald Harry; and be read
Ofh 2

"I shall be very glad to come and
see vou fellows on Wedvesday afler-
noott, ahed fea in the stody, It will be
like old fimes,

O About Saturday, T was kept away
by a votten trick. 1 reeccived o tele-
gram signed ©Bmithy,” relling me that
e couldn’t eome to MHawkschilf, and
askine me to mect im at Lantham at
four., That telegrane was handed in oat
Triavdale 1*est Office, and there was
nothing abont it to show that it was
not fronn Smithy. I teck it for granted
that 1t came from bim, of course, amd
went to Lanthaw. Of cowse, Smithy
waz not there

I8 I hadn't found your noie left in
my cottage, T shoald vor have Lnewn
that yon fellows and Smithiy had been
up at Hawkschilt at all. and zhould not
have known what te think.

“'L am afrawd that Swithy fanciced
that I turned Lim down on Satnrday.
I've written to him esplaining how it

R e

was, and enclosed the telegiam in the
lottor, 2o I hope it will e all clear
when I come along on Wednesday aftor-
noo.
“!HKindest ropards,
“ i Toxm Repwivg.'”

“Well, my only hat!™ said DBob
Cherry, with a deep breath. “ That
beats the band. While we were wait-
ing at Hawkseliff on Saturday after-
noon Heddy was waiting at Lantham
for Smithy.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“The telegram must have been spoof,
of course,” he said. “We know that
Smithy never sent it, as he went to
Hawkselilf with us.”

“But who—and
Nugent.

Wharton knitted his brows.

“Some cad butting in and playing a
votten trick,” bLe sanl., " Skinner or
“noop most likely. They were always
up against Hedwing when he was hero
—and I know that Skinner was wild ot
Smithy  taking Redwing up agoan
when he camie back from the scal™

“What a-dirty trick! said Johnny
Bull, “"We onght te find out for corv-
tain who sent that spoof telegram to
Beddy, and serag him 1™

“We jolly well will!™ growled DBob
Cherry.  “Amd Smithy’s got his back
up  all  this while over absolutely
nothing, as we thought.”

“Emithy all over!” said Nugent., “'If
he'd read the letter instead of horn-
ing it, he would koow how the matter
astood. That spoofl wire was in it, too—
that would have proved it even to
Smiathy, Now it's burned along with
the letter.™

*Bmithy's a guick-tempered ass” said
Wharten., “But I faney he's really as
much hurt as olfonded, amd e will be
glad epongh o see Reddy to-morrow
when he comes. Luckily, Reddy isn't
the same kind of sispicions ass looking
araiimd far offences, or o would have
s back up v the same way abont
Smithy not meeting him at Lantham.
Anvhody know where Smithy 18 pow ™™

“Halloe, halla, hallo! Thanter ™
bawled ob  Cherry. "YWihera's
Smithy 3%

Duonter had heen blinking curiously at
the juniors, hanging about as near as
he could to eatelh what was read aloud
frem the letter,

“ Biow Swmithy

"Wheovre s
Yo know
coneern you, ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The votter's in the Cloisters, or ha
was when 1 o=aw him  last,” growled
Bunter, " That was half an hour ago.
Mooching about scowhng”

ST give Lhim something 1o stop abl
that.” said Harry Wharton, with &

¥

why—— said

was s answer,
he ' demanded
evoryvthing  that

Dol
docsn't

tangh. “This letter will do it. Yen
fellows got toa in the stady, and T
bring Hmithy in to tea—in a  botter

temper than he's been in for some days,
I think,™

“Right-hoe ™

Harvy Wharton started for ihe
Clotzieors, to find Vernon-Bnuath, whila
hts chums went inte the Flowse, As a
matter of fact, Herbert Vornon-Simith
had already pone in, amd was now in
hiz study, only they were not awave of
that circumstance.

Wihiarton haveted o the Clomters,

Mecording ta Famiber, Vernon-Smith
was there, and Whavton had net been
surprised ta heay that he was “raaach-
ing about seowhing.”  The Bomsder lad
done little else for some days.

Dut the ecaplain of the Remove had
no doubt that the news from Redwing
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would clear the scowl from  the EHe gave a loud cry of trivmphant happened ™ he added, sz he caught tho

Bounder's brow. Obstinate aind arvo
gant asz he was, the Bounder could not
persist in keeping up & futile grudge
when it was domonstrated to bim that
he wasz in ervor.

The silent Cloisters, the most solitary
spot within the preciocts of Greyiciars,
echoed to Wharton's rapid {footslops.

#8mithy!” he called out.

His yoice cchoed among the old stone
pillars snd arches. But there was no
other answer.

“Bmithy ! Vernon-Bmith ™ the cap-
tain of the Remove called again,

He heoard 4 movement, and turned.

cloe as the goatzkin bag came out in
hiz prasp,
“1. hnd hira! Clavt belong e ™
Wharton, half-choked by the fierce

grip on his throat, attempted to
?t—i‘ugglm The hali-caste leaped to his
got,

“Belong rae ” he panted. * Pearls on
Caca Island beleng him who can find.
Belong Silvip Xero!™

He bounded away, There
sound of approaching foobsteps.
Wharton staggered to his feet,

The half-caste was gone almest in the
twinkling of an eye. Two or three
Fourth-Formers, who had strolled into

was &
Harry

expression oo Wharlon's face,

“It's pone!” panted Harry,
charp——"

L1 whnt_____:n

“The half-caste—he was hiding in the
Cloisters—he pot it from me—I"tun eoing
fo Mr. Quelch——"

“Great pip!™

Harry Wharton hurried away to the
Remove master’s study., And Dob, with
& long face, went back to the Remove
passage with the news.

“The

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter Thinks It Funny !

" Smithy—— Oh!" the Cloisters, eame hurrying up. i HAT rotten luck:”

It was not Smithy! From a shadowsy “What's the row?” called out Temple “The rottenfulness {3
arch a lithe figure leaped, springing on of the Fourth, terrific.”
Wharton like a tigor. Wharton panted. “It'sa the piddy [imit!™

It was the hall-caste. “He's robbed me—alter him—->" ¥The police will get him,”
t‘liﬁl%rﬁih"‘hll‘“‘nﬂhlhﬂﬂmu“mhuﬁlﬁ;ﬁlmwmmm

Here We Are Again!
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Wharton had time for only that gasp-
ing cjacuiation. The next moment he
waz down on the flagstones, under the
grip of the man from the Islands,

A sinewy grip waz on lis ithroat,
choking back his attempted shout. Fe
sinred up in horror at the evil, olive-
skinned Eaca over him,

The half-caste—lurking in the day-
light within the precincts of the school !
Wharton had not even dreamed of such
a thing, Obviously, the man was there
to watch—in the vague hope of some
desperate chance lturning up--and for.
tune had favoured him, Harry Whar-
ton was in his grasp—helpless 1 his
hands, and the half-caste grinned with
savage triumph, _

The junior struggled, but his strength
was as nothing against that of the wiry
Islander.  Ilolding him quite easily,
choking back his attempted ery for
thF with one hand, the Islander groped
in his pockets with the other.

He rvushied afier the half-caste, tho
Fourith-Fermers running on his track.

They had a glimpse of the lithe
Isiander swinging himself aver & wall
at the end of the Cloisters; and then
8ilvio Xero was gone,

Wharton clambered desperaiely to the
top of the wall

Bevond was a fir plantation through
which the half-caste had vanished.
There waz no sign to be seen of him,

The captain of the Remove pgritied
his teeth.

He had failed in his frust; the chart
entrusied to him by Ben Danes for safo
Loeping, was gone.

Wharten dropped hack from the wall.
Heedless of the surprised questioning
of the Fourth-Formers, he ran back to
the House. In the doorway Bob Cherry
meot him.

""Ha]lﬂ, hallo, halle!?
hiz study, Wharton,
e teill you—

Smithy's in
I was coming out
What on earth’s

Harcy Whartou sat silent, If was a
looray party in Bivdy Neo. 1 in the
lemove.

The goat:kin bag was gone. That
it no longer contained what it had con-
tained was, of course, unknown to the
chums of the Remove. Wharton's self-
roproach was deep; and yet he had in
truth fittle with which to reproach him-
self. He had taken every carc of the
trust reposed in him by the wooden-
legged seaman, Not to him, or to any-
one else at Greyfriars, had 1t ccourred

for & moment that the desperaie half-
caste would venture within the precincts
of the school during the day. And even

80, oven with the desperaste man lurking
in the shadowy Cloisters, only a hapless
chance could have taken Wharton theras
alone, Dut the chance had nccurred;
fortune had favoured the man from the

Bouth Seas,
({Continued on page 16.)
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DON'T MISS " ST. SAM'S ON THE SPREE!™-Ni

UNLIMITED CHEEK! Not

content with kidnapping the

Head of St. Sam’s, Jerry Birchemall has the brazen

ordassity to impersonate

him!

An musing narrative from the pen of the champion
laughter merchant of the Second Form at St. Sam’s.

I‘i
“ HO—what—which—whero am
W 1% What the merry dickens
has happencd ¥

Doclor  DBirchemall, the
headmaster of 5t. Sam's, awoke In o
paunick, aud rubbed his oyes, and
gazed wildly about him. There was
darkness to right of him, and darkness
to left of him, and darkness all around
him. He was engulfed, in fact, In a
sea of opake darkness, It was so thick
that it could have been eut with a
nife.

“Really, this is too thick ! cried the
Head,  *1 remember everything now!
I am down in the school coal-scller—a

risoner in this dark and dismal dun-
jon! I have boen here =il night, with
ouly the ratts for company. ‘Lhat
skoundrelly brother of minc has kid-
napped me! Mi' hat!  Little did I
dreem that any kidnapper would cover
catch this kid napping!”

Faintly from ihe distance came the
gffled, melodious chime of the rising-
bell. Bang! Boom! Crash! Clatter!

Doctor Birchemall lept to his fect.
" He guite forgot that the scaling of the
coal-seller was only & few fect from
the floor, but he was reminded of Lhe
fack with stunning saddenncss, asz  his
bald lLead smote the scaling with a
terrifick_concussion.

“Yaroooo ! velled the Head,

Aud he sat down ~islently upon a
heap of eoal-dust, rubbing bis injurcd
nutt. -

Then the Head stavted evawhing
around on the floor of the seller; col-
lecting his scaltered wits

Everyvithing came back to him now
with  cristal  clearncss. e had
reséeved a visit, evernight, from  his
brother Jerry, one of the hbiggest
skoundrels  that  ever  skoundrelled.
Jerry was, indeed, 3 villen of the
deepest die—scarccly fit to live.  Only
yvestorday lie had cscaped from a con-
viet privon, where be had been under-
going a lifessentence for lis complissity
in the Hanky Panky Tin Mines frawds.

Jorry had come to 3t Bam’s, and
appeafed o his brother for help and
protection, for the slooths znd  Llad.
hounds were hot on s track., Ile had
hepgged for fomd, ad mwuomy, and a
change of  clothes—for  the  broad-
arrowed conviet suit which  he wore
might have made the perlice a  bit
Euspishnis,

It the Head, furions that Jorry had

Tue Macser Lasrany.—No. 1,018,

not brought any swag with him, and
still. more furious that the fair name
of Birchemall had beon sullied by s1neh
a scamp, had refused point-blank to
help him.  After & lob of argewmont,
he had grudeingly agreed io let Jerry
pass the night i the coal-seller. lut
when they reached that gloomy under-
ﬁrmm:} spot, Jerry had calinly guﬁhml

is lLirather inside, and slamnicd and
locked the door upon hiim,

And here was the Head, fuming and
fretting in his caplivily, and wonder-
ing how many weary hours would
elapse before. he again sew the day-
light, and felt the cheerful pitter-patter
ot the English sumumner.

Suddenly  the sound of footstops
yroused him from hiz roomy-nations.
The footprinis were dessending  the
goller steps, amnd the Head's hoart beat
wildly with hope. The coal-seller was a
long way from the mane bilding: but
it was jl.tst posaible thet somoe adven-

furus  junior had strayed in  this
direckshuon.
The Head crawled towards the door,

and put his lips to the kevhole

“Help!™ hie shoonied at the top of
his lungs,  “Help!  TFive!  Muorcder!
Beskew 17

The only response was 2 sinnister,
mocking larf~—a lari which mwade the
Head craw! hack hastily from the door,
and set his flesh ereeping, too.

Then a key grated in the lock; the
door  was  threwn open;  and  the
cavvernus depths of the coal-scller was
Aundded wilh light.

The IMead shrank back in terrer and
amaze. Framed in the dt:mrwﬂ-;\-‘ stoocl
his brother Jerry—a vestly different
Jurry from the hounded and hunted
convict of the night before. Por he was
attired in the Headmaster's gown and
morter-board; and what was more, he
wore a long, Howing beard which was an
cpg=act counterpart of the Head’s, Tt
was a false beard, wlich he had found
among the props of the St. Bam's
Amature Dramatick Sosicty,

Thiws attired, Jerry Birchemall was
the living image of his brother AlF
He was wlenticle in every way.

The Head's brain swam dizzily for a
moment, as he blinked at the appyrition
of hunself. It was like gazing in a
mirrer and secing his own reHeckshun,
Toven the voice of ithe introoder was
deop and hase, like his own.

“Liood-mormng,  <coal-black

FREIIn e

of mine!™ was Jerry's greeting. “I
trussed you have slept well ¥
| “You—you impudent  blaggard!

bl

choked the Head, “Not content with
kidnappimg me, you have had the
brazen cfirontery to impersonate me !

Jerry nodded coolly as he set down
a tray containin a.fpl-af.c: of stale jam-
tarts aod o boitle of jinger-pop.

“For the time being,” he zaid, "I
have assumed tho roll of headmaster of
St, Sam's, Ié should prove rather a
novel eggsperienee, I shall continue n
this roll until the hew-and-cey for me
has dicd down. Then you shall have
vour releaze, and I shall hop it”

The Head stared Ulankly at his
brothicr.

“You—you are going to inke my
Mace az headmastor?” he gasped,

Y Eggzactiy "

“You can't! You shan't! Y ou
wan't 1" The Head's voice was almost
historieal with rage. “ You will find it
impossibul to desceve Bt. Bam's! Your
disguise will be pennytrated, and vour

trua  eye-dentity - discoverad, and you
will be handed over to justiss!”

Jorry Rirchemall larfod,

“I'H risk all that” he said. " IPer-

sonally, I'm confident T shall carry the
deseption through without a hiteh.”

“You skoundrel! You jail-birvd!
You cheater of the galloes!™ spluttered
the Head.

Jerry  laried  again — that

sinnister larf of his,
“Btix and stones may brake my bones.
but words will never hurt me!™ ho
quoted. *“You can storny and rave till
vou brake a blud-vessel, Alf, but the
actk remains that I held vou firmly in
my klutchez! You are my prisonce!™

Tvon as Jorry spoke, the Head made
a sndden  desprit bid for [freedom.
Lowering his head, he charged at his
brother Jike a mad bull, with the inten-
tion of butting him ‘in the waste, and
then leaping ever his prostraie body to
frecdom.

But the Head's litile schemo eane
unstuck, Before his head could make
contact with Jerry's waste, a grip of
iron  dessended upon his collar, and a

birch-rod eurled and swished about his
sholdors,

soft,

Swish! Swish! Swish!

“Yaropski!”  howled the Head.
dancing  with  anguish,  * Chuekit !
Stoppit ! Ow.ow.ow

“Lie down, yon dog!™ hised Jerrv.
And, with a sweep of Lis arnm. ho sent
his brother spinning, to alight on 2
Beap of coal-dust, "Rou can't oo
thoze capers with me!  You are v
prisover; daml any further attommpd at
eseape will rezzialt in yonr rations heig
taken away! You will be left hore ta
burn to deth of starvation!™

“Yarooo!” yelled the Head, whe
couldn’t bhear the thonght of gcoing with-
ont his grub.  “XNot that. Jerry—not
that1”

“HRoehave yourself, then!” aid Jerry
sternly.  “I will now leave you o vour
brokfast, while I prosced to iy new
duties as headmaster of 2. Sam'=”

Bo sayving, Jerry Birchemall slammied
the door shut, and turned the kev in
the lock.  And the wnbappy Head
probed about in the darkness for a coal-
hammer, and proscoded to Lrake hie

fast,
J rangle, on his way to the Head's
stidy.

Jack Jally & Co., of the Fourih, wera
plaving leap-froge in the morning sun-
shine, and they did not dreom that the
majestick figger who stalked past them
was any other than Doctor Birchemall,
{heir  honnered and rospected  head-

IT.
ERRY BIRCHEMALL  stalked
musesiically  across  the guad-
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They pawsed in their leap-
and ecapped  him  almost

master.
{rogging,
reverently.

“Good-morning, siv!” they chanted,
In coyus. ]

* Good-morning,
the cheery reply, : 3

And ihen, to the juniors’ astonish-
mont, the Head made a back for them,
amndl took part in thelr game for a few .
sinniis. .

To see the Head flying leaps through
the air, Jike Grandpa Krooshen, was
quita a revverlation to Jack Jolly &
t'o. For the Head, although he had
oiten been scen plaving leap-trogg with
some of the masters, had never con-
dessended, until now, to join the merry
capers of the Fourth. -

With a cheery smile, and inwardly
rejoicing to konow ihat his disguise had
ot heen pennatrated, Jerry Birchemall
passed on to the Head's study,

On  reaching  that apartment, the
amile froze ou his lips, and hiz_hart
pounded wildly against his ribs. For a
privete detective and two perlice-officers
were waiting for him in the study,

Jorry DBivchomall went hot and cold
by tnrns.  But he Enew how to keep
cool in a erysis.  DBeyond the factrthat
he blushed as pink as a pony and fell
back with a ery of dismay amd stood
with his knees nocking together, he
showed no sign of cimbarrassment.  He
wne cool amd calm and collected,

The private detective rose to his fecl
and ecame towards Jerry DBirchemall
with outstreiched band,

“Doctar Birchemall, I beleove?”

“PThat's me:” merinered Jerry, in o
weak, faint veoiee,

“1 am Mr. Fervet Slooth, from Scot-
land Yard, ™ zaid the detective. “You
are  aware, 1 prosoom, that  vonr
lwother Jerry has escaped from  the
Cardemwell Conviet 1rison ™" .

Jorry nodded, licking his dry lips.

# Ife was seen to be making his way
in this dircekshun,” zaid Forret Slooth,
“Wa have reason fo beleeve that he
paid vou a visit late last night and be-
sought your brotherly aid and protee-
tion T i

“That's right,” said Jerry.

“Your brother came  heve,
gqueried the detective eagerly.

“Fo did. He said that the slooths
wore after him, and he threw himself
on my brotherly proiection. He bekged
for food and mumny and a change of
clothes, hut thera was neothing doing !
I had the vile wreich thrown eut on
his neck! T knew it was against the
iww to harber an escaped convict; aml,
besides, I was furious with him for
hringing disgrace upon the fair name
of Hirchc-mn,ﬁ. so I pave him the order
af the hoot. I trussed I did what was
right and proper, jentlomen 7

“Yon should have handed him over
to justiss, sir,” said Ferret Slooth.

“(Oh! I—I didn't think of that'l”
stammered Jerry.

*He is a very desprit and dangerus
skonndrel,  this  Jerry  Birehemall 1™
saiel the deteetive! "f hope you have
tald me the trooth, sir, and that yonr
hrather is net in hiding on these
premmises T ;

“If you doult my word,” he said,
“wvou can scarch the sehool. Search it
from end fo end; turn it upside-down
and shake 11! Burrow into every nook
and corner! Doke your ferrety nose
into every erack and crevvis. You hoave
my fool permishun to do sol®

“Thank you, Doctor DBirchemall.”
gnid  Ferret Slooth grimly.  “We will
ransack the place at once!”

This rather took the wind out of
Jerry Birehemall’'s sales. He had not
cggspecied  his challenge to be taken

my intants!™ +was

gir 1™

n}}}; And he quaked at the thoupght of
what would happen if the detective and
the perlice-officers pald a vizib to the
coal-scller, as they were almost scrtain
to do. They would find the real Doclor
Birchemall there, a }H.-lglt-ss prisoner,
and then the game would be up!

It was a terrifying prospect for the
impostor. DBut it was too late to sto
the search which ho himself had invited,

Ferret Blooth and his assistants went
about their work with grui‘p thm‘rugh-
negs.  They spent ihe whole of the
morning turning 3t. Sam's  inside.out
and peermng and prying into every
place, probable and iwprobable, where
the escaped conviet might lie conscaled.
Aud Jerry Birchemall, outwardly calm,
bt inwardly in a state of panniek,
accompanicd the searchers,

The dotective called a halt at last,

“No go!” he said ghanly, “Our man
ian't here. We've drown blank every-
whare !

“What aboot the coalscller?™ zaid
one of the perlice-officers suddenly. And
Jerry Birchemall conld cheerfully have
knocked tho fellow down. It was awinl
lnck., ‘Just when the scarch had looked
ke fizzlivig out in a failure, this integ-
fering perliceman had suggesied the
coal-seller !

“Ha!" cried TFerret Slooih cagerly.
“The coalseller! T never thonght of
that! It is our last hope! Come,
jentlenien !

With a sinking hart, and feeling very
woblily at the knees, Jorry Birchermall
followed the search-party to the coal-
soller,

or the consequences will bo serious and
torrible b

Jerry  DBirchemaell
startled search-party.

“Come awny, jentlemen, i you value
your lives!” he said hastily, " hat
poor creature in the coal-seller is de-
mented-—stark, raving mad! He is ono
of my masters, and ho weulb clean off
his head yosterday. He is sulioping
from the deloosion that he is Doctor
Birchemall—myself. I had him locked
it the eoul-svﬁer, pending the arrival
of the ambnlanse to take him io the
nearcst lunatick asyluim.™

“Good Evans!” gasped Ferret Slootl.
A raving madman, yvou say 7V

“"Yes, yes ! Just hark at him '™

From the interior of the coal-sellor
came Lhe most frantick and frenzid
shrocks.,

““Is—is he armed?” inquircd Ferreb
Slaoth.

“Yes, rather! He has a brace of re-
volvers and a sword and a dagger, and
goodness  knows what  beside!  Just
hark at his murderus threats!”

“*Yaroooo !

With a yelp of alarm, Ferret Slooth
turned and dashed up the siops; and
the two perlice-officers, éuﬂt as pannick-
stricken, went pelting after him., Jerry
Birchemall  ran, too—meot bekawse he
was afraid, Dut just to make his story
more eonvineing.

“ Paar fellow !” he panted, when they
wore safe in the quadrangle. "1 imx;u
the ambulanse comes Tor him soon, It
it very distressing to heer tho shrecks
of a man whao is off his nutt. Will you
stay and take lunch with me, jontle-
men 1Y .

IFerret Slooth shook his bead.

“We must be off, sir, on the track of
this skoundrelly brother of yours. Al-
ready we have waisled much vallnable
time. 'Thank you ‘I;"::rr your courtesy. in
permitting us to séarch tho school”

“Don't mench ! said Jerry DBirchem-
all, with a grin. _

Amnd it was with grate relief that ho
watched the perhice-ollicers depart.

turned to the

When they were out of sight he larfed
loud and long over the way he had
spoofed them,

To Jack Jolly & Co's, astonishment,; the Hoad made o back for them, and took
part in their gama for a foew minnits.

They were dessending the apiral stone
stairway, when suddenly the most hart-
rending shreeks came from the seller,

& Hufp! Fire! Peelice!  AMurder!
Reoskew the perishing 17
The sccrchers stopped, spellbound.

“Who ithe—what the—" gasped
Forret Slooth, in astonizhment.
“Let me ool, whoeever von are!™

esme in a wild ery from the seller. 1
am_Doctor Birchemall, the headmaster
of 3t. SBam’s! Lot mio out this instant,

Meenwile, Boctor Birchemall con-
iinned to ramp and rage in 1the dark
coal-seller—helpless in the Kidnapper's
Klutches |

THE ENT.

Now loak out for: * 8t Sam's (n The
Spree " next week's amazing amd amue-
fng e of Jack Jolly £ Ce., at S
Naw's,  Dicky Nugent hos put afl he
Laoers infa this topping story, and if it
Seriix to rivise o laugh frem heginning to
cml—ieell, yow ought to s¢é @ doctor!)
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The Islander had wanished into the
woods alter escaping from the old school

Cloisters: pursnit was hopeless  Dut
Mr. Quelch had taIe& ned to Inspector
Grimes at Courtfield, and the whole
countryside would be searched for the
lawless ruffian. Already he was being
searched for., and now the scarch would
be redoubled in intensity. If he
lingered in the neighbourhood, he could
not escape.  With the charf in his
hands, however, he would not linger.
His object would now be to escape from
the vicinity oz specdily as he could—
probably to London, where he could
take ship back to his native seas.

“It's gone for good!™ said Wharton,
at last. * How shall I tell Redwing
to-morrow 1

Ho almost greaned eloud.

"Reddy won't blame you,” said Bol.
“He can't. According to Ben Dance,
the hali-casto would have got the chart
from him for certain, if he'd kept it on
him, It was safer with you™

“INot as it turns  oub”™ muttered
Wharten. “Dut who'd have thought—
who could have thought m

“ Nobody,” said Nugent, *“You're not
to bBlame, Harey”

“1 might have locked itk up in my
desk,” muttered the ecaptain of the
Hemove misceably,

“It was safer In vour pockeli—a
bueglar could get at a desk, but not at
a pocket., It's furned oub badly, but
your did what was best.”

“1 hope Redwing will think so.”

“"He's sure to,” said Bob comfort-
inglv., “And, after all, he's never seen
the chart—never heard of it till yon
meontioned it in your leiter to him. T
sdou't suppose he will think it's a great
loss, Den Dance thought it was anfully
valualbie, but he may have besn mis-
tuken, Satlormen tell all soris of yvarns
of treasurcs in the South SBvas, but there
can’'t be anything in them, as a rule.”

Wharten smiled faintly,

“The police will nab the villain, very
likely,” said Nugent. "“We may get
pews of ham before Redwing comes here
to-morrow.”

“T hope =0." said Wharton fervently.

* All Smithy's fault,” growled Johony
Dull. *“If vou hadn't gone io the
Cloisters looking for that fathead—"

Harry shook his head.

“That reminds me,” he said. “1
snppose I'd better show Bmithy the
Jutter. T'd forgotten that.”

“I say, you fellows—"

Billy Bunter blinked into the study.

“Oh, get out!” enepped Nugent. The
liniors were in no mood te be bothered
by the Gw!l of the Remove just ilien.

“If you canll that civil, Nugent—-"'

“Buzz off, you fat wesp,” said Johnnoy
Bull.

“You look a jolly Tot,” said Bunter,
survering the troubled party through
hie hip spectacles. “Take a set of
moulting fowls, 1f you ask me. What
on carth’s the matter with you?

“Find out!” spapped Bob. Even Bob
Cherev’s sunny temper seemed to be
failing him. .

“That's why I'm asking.” said Bunter
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choerily. “You look as if you wore
going to yvour own funeral, Wharton.”

“{Oh, shub un.*

“Bhan't!”  retorted
pondent!y.

“You fat ass. Don’t worry,” snapped
the captain of the Remove. * Zome-
thing's been lost, and it's important,
so don't bother.™

Billy Bunter started,

“0h! You mean the chart—"

DBunter concluded at  once  thab
Wharton hed discovered the changing
of the contents of the poatskin bag.

“Yes, il you wish to know,” snapped
Wharton. “Now roll along and don't
bother, Bunter.”

"I dom't know anylhing about it"
exclaimed DBunter hastily, “1f wou
think I know anything about the chart,
Wharton, vou're mistaken,”

The captain of the Remove stared
at him.

"1 don't think o0, ass!™

“Oh! That's all right, then," said
Bunter, in great relisf, “Just hke you
to suspect & chap! You're suspicious,
you know,"

*“You drabjous ass, it was that
scountrel Silvio Xero who had it. He
bagged it from me in the Cloisters an
hour ago.”

“Wha-g-a-t 1" Bunter fairly jumped.
“He—hce—ha bagged it from you—in
the Cloisters—he couldn't havem—

“Well, he did. Now give us a rest.”

Billy Bunter’s little round eyes opencd
wide behind his spectacle. Ho was so
amazed by Wharton's statement, that
his mouth as well as his eyes opened
wida,

“Oh! he gasped as last. * You mean

the man collared you and got hold of
the bag—-r"

di "E:'?'.ER.JJ

“Ho, he, he!”

_ “What are you cackling at, you fat
imtage ¥ roared Deb Chevry, in great
wrath. “Ilo you thick it's a laughing
mattoer i

“He, he, e gurgled Bunter.

To the Famous Five it was far from
being a laughing matter. But to Nilly
Bunter 1t seemed inexpressibly comic.
that the half-caste had attacked
Wharton, and robbed him of the ld
of & metal inkpot! For that, as Bunier
alone knew, waz all that the goatskin
bag contained, the chact itself being
safe in William George’s own pocket.

“He, he, he!”

Buanter chuckled explosivelw.

“Why, youw—you—you—-" stutfered
Bob Cherry. "If yvou want to cackle,
you fat villain, I'll give you somethiog
clse to eackle ab.” And he jumped up
end made a rush at Bunter,

“He, he, he!” Bunter was roarnng,

Nang !

The next moment Bunter was roarving
in quite a different manner as his bullet
head came into violent contact with the
study door,

“Yarooosoooh!"

Bunter indo-

HNow deo you think it's funny ¥
Lawled Boh.
“Yoooop! Legpo! Boasli!™

Bunter, evidently, no longer thought
the matter funny. Te jumped into the
Romove passage and fed,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Skinner is not so Pleased |
4 ARTON IV

Mr. Quelch ecalled very
kindly to the captain of the
Remove. It was the follow-
ing morning, just before class. That
day Redwing was to come to the school
in tha afternocon to sea his old friends,

and Wharton, who had been looking
forward to the visit, was now almost
dreading it Certainly, he knew that
Tomm Redwing would take what had
happened  in the kindest way, and
would not bo likely to utter, or even
think, a word of reproach. But that
knowledge only made it moro bitter for
Wharton to reflect that he had failed in
his trust,

~ Mr. Queleh observed the cloud on the
junior's face, and knew the cause. Mr.
Quelch, in all probability, attached no
value whatever to the missing chart in
hiz own mind, and regavded the story
that had been told concerning it as a
satlorman's fanciful varn. Bui he knew
how & fellow of Wharton's character
must feel the losz of something, valu-

able or not, that had been entrusted to
his care,

The eaptain of the Remove came up
hopefully., He waz anxious to hear that

the police had succeeded in tracing the
half-caste,

I think I have good news for you,
Wharton,” said Mr. Quelch. “ Inspector
Grimes  informs me that the man
Silvio Xcero was seen last night, at a
late hour, by a constable engaped in
the search for him. He was seen lurk-
ing 1n the woods not far from the
school.™

“Then he hasn't gone, sir!” pox-
claimed Wharton,

* Evidently not.™

“I'm giarj’ to hear that, sir, I was
afraid he would clear off immediately
now that he's got what he wanted. ™

“He doubtless has some other motive,
then, for remaining in this neighbour-
hood,” said Mr. Queleh, “His arrest is
ractically certain, for his description
15 widely circulated, and a man of his
appearance could har-r]l;.- escape  the
most casual eye. He will be charged
with the theft when he is taken, and
also with attacking Vernon-8Smith with
2 deadly weapon last week, and no
doubt he will be sent to prison for a
considerable time, The article he tool
from you will almost eertainly be re-
covered when be is faken, I fully
eipeet to  hear to-dav that he 1s
arrosted, and as zoon as the news comes
through you shall be informed at once.”

“Thank wyou, sir!” said Wharton
gratofutly.

The captain of the Remove was o
good degal relieved in mind when he
went into class that morning.

Why the half-caste ‘was lingering in
the vicinity, instead of Reeing to safety
with his prize, was a myslery to him.
Dhunter could have explained it. Bunter
being aware of the contents of the goal-
skin bag that the islander had szeized
i the Cloisters. Wharton was mystibed
but he was aware that & man of
Bilvie's unusual appearance could not
skulk in the countryside long without
being  discovered and taken.  And
from that he drew hope theat Tom Red-
wing'z chart would be recovered, after
all, little dreaming where the chart
actually waz all the time.

In morning hbreak, when Wharlon
came ont with his friends, he was feel-
ing much more cheerful.

l{)};rn..*m-i-“';unii;h passed the chums of
the Remove in the quad, with & sullen
brow, Wharton glarced at him, and
made & movement fo speak to him.
but tlhe DBounder deliberately walked
0.

““Sulky as:!" commented Bob Cherrr.
"He hasn't seen Redwing's lotier,
Wharton 1"

*No.”

HHe ought to see it," remarked
Nugent, i . .

i [ spoke to him Tast evening about it,
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and he refused to listen to & word, or
to look at the letter.”

“"He dogsn't know—— :

“ Aned he doesn’t want to know,” said
Harry, “Let him Yulk, and be bothered
o -him, ™

“ Neverthelessfully,” ohscrved Hurree
Jamset Rgm Singh thoughtfully, “the
esteomed tlm:!wing will be desolated 3
smithy keeps his back up when our in-
ostimable friend comes this af{ternoon.
1t would be terrilically beilter to en-
lighten tha worthy and ridiculous
Bounder.”

Wharton comproessed his lisps‘

“I'll speak to him again,” he said at
last. “I'm getting fedup with
Smithy's tantrums, but I suppose one
ought to do one's best, for Redwing's
sake. ™

“ Yes, rather!” :

Wharton had no opportunity of E-Fl:alr-
ing to the DBounder till after dinner
that day. Vernon-Emith was avoiding
the Famous Five, and gave them only
black looks if he came near any of the
cheery Co. The breach bBetween themn,
which had scemed to be healed, was
wider than ever mnow, and Harcld
Skinner watched 1t with cynical sabis
faction. Skinner was, however, a little
alartrod when be heard that Tom Red-
wing was coming io the sehool that
aftornoon,  His trick with the false
telepram had boen successful—more sue-
eosstul than he had ventured to expeot.
Bt if once there was an explanation
botween the estranged fricnds, Skinner's
schome wonld come to nothing, and he
new it

Bt he need mot have heon nneasy
s0 far as ibe Bounder was eoncerncd.
=mithy hod no iotention of  moeet e
Redwing when ho came to (reyiriars.

After dinner that day Wharton was
looking for the Bounder, when Herbert
Verpon-2mith came up to him.,  The
Bounder had his most disagreeable ex-
pressian on his havd foace.

“Tast a word with you, Wharton,”
e <aid unpleasantly.

“Az many as vou ke, answered
Harrey, speaking a3z agrecably as he
conld, and taking no notice of {he
Bonnder's unpleasant fook and tone,

“Redwing's coming here to-day®"

“Yes M

“What fime "

“*Early for tea, I suppose,™

“When will he po?”

“ After tea—before
Iarry.

“Vary well. I shall get out of
pates and stay out till call-over,” sad
the Bounder. ‘I can’t prevent you
{rom having him here, but I can keep
out_of his tvay. That's all.”

He was turning away with that.

“Hold on, Smithy!” called out
Wharton.

“That's all!* repeated the Bounder.

“It isn't all. I teld you I'd had o
letter from Redwing—"

U Mo bizney of mane”

“He explaing how it wasg—"

“I don’t want to hear anything about
= ¥

lock-up,”™ said

“T tell yvou he explaing——" ]

“And I tell you I'm not interested in
his explanations. Isn't plain Englhsh
plain. enough for yout?"” soapped the
Bounder,

“Will you look, at the letter?” de-
manded Wharton, suppressing hils anger
with difficulty.

“Na, T won't!”

Amd Vernon-Smith strode away.

The ecaptain of the Hemove strode
after” him  and cavght him by the
shoulder, and stopped him forcibly.

“Look here, Sithy, don't be such o
confounded fool!” he exelaimed hotly.
S¥ou’vo mot to listene-—"'

Vernon-Smith struck Wharton's hand
from  his shoulder and  strode away
apain,  Wharton made o movement
after him, his cves blazing, DBut he
contrived to restrain hiz anger.  He
turned away, to meck A grinning look
from Skinner,  All Skinner's  doubis
wore =ob at prest now, and ho was in &
very cheery mood,

“ Nothing doing, what " he asked de-
risively., as Wharton gave him e fierco
look. *You don't seem to shine in the
role of peacemaker, old bean.”

Wharton fxed his eves on the ecad of
ihe Wemove. Ever sinee he had heard
af the false telepgram that hed cavsed so
maech trouble the previous Baturday, a
sus=picion had been growing in his mind,
He came closer to Skinmer, with a look
ot his face that made the cad of the
Remove [eel a little uneasy. ,

“ el van sond a telegram to Redwing
at Hawhkseliff last Saturday, Skinper®”
he asked very guictly,

2
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THE “FLYING SCOTSMAN.
Read what Our Expert has to say about this week’s HANDSOME
FREE GIFT.
F all the famous passenger trainsy TFrom thal we can expeet the ™ Flying
0 in the world, rhe © Flying Seots- | Scotaman’s ¥ engine measurciments 1o
man ®  is perhaps the most | be of the out-size order.  And they are.
notable. Tt has already travelled | From the top of the chimney to the
o distonee which runs well into five ! base of the wheels it measures 13 feot

fignres—and still it is only a baby of founr
vears of age. Its “eradle ® was in the
London  amd  MNerth-Bastern  Railway
Company’s works at Dancasior, and ecach
morning  sinee 16 has  roshoed out of
King's Cross Station absolutely to tine
at ren o'clock, enger to get itz 305-mile
teip to Edinburgh over and done with.

The ™ Flying Seotsman,” Pacific type
engine No. 4472, i3 one of a tvpe of
locomotives  which  are among the
Iat‘qmt. and most poweriul passenger
fnﬁ:mﬁ‘- m_ireat Dritain—capable of
palling a 80.corrictor train tipmng the
beam ol 610 tons. afl an averapge spood
af 52 miles an honr,  Averape spoed
only, mark yeu, for on a clear and
fairlv level run the Pacifie type engines
can ““whack up " to 70 miles per hour.

4 inches—more than twice the height of
a very tall man, and from front axle
it rear axle the locomotive messuros
three inches short of 36 feet. Include
tho tender, and the total length—from
tho engite’s baffer to the buffer ot the

rear of the tender—becomes o few
inches over 70 feet ! ; : -
The “Flying Scotaman's ' boiler s

19 feet bong, amwl its preatest diametor
is 6 feer 5 anches, “The length of the
firebox “=hell 7 1= 8 feet 5 inches, and
ingide, at the beottom, 1t s just o
fraction under 7 feet wide; the actoal

heating surface iz 215 square feet. To
keop thoze fwoe “fummices ' well sop-

phicd, the tender has to carry 8 tons of
con) and 5000 gallon: of waler. In
working order, the engine and the

|
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Skinner started a little; but

laughed the next moment.

“ 1 ghould be likely io scod a telogram
to that longshoreman, shoaldn't IY" he
said derisively. “ What are you gething
at "

“A telegram was sent to Redwing
signed witﬁ Smithy’s name.”

“Was it 7 yawned Bkinner. “Then I
suppose Smithy sent £ : :

"Smithy did not send it,” said
Wharton. It was sent 1o causc trouble
—to muke Redwing go off on a fool's
crrand to Lantham, and disa I-?O“]t us
all when we got up to Hawkeehft,”

“ What rot'” yawned Skinner., “ Haa
Redwhig told you that funny story "

“Yes; and it's true,” )

“Weoll, 1 know nothing about 1k-—cven
if it's true, which I den’t believe,” said
Skinner cavelessly, _

“It was sent from Friardale Iost
Office on Saturday,” said Harry, "1t's
no longer in existence, as that pss
Smithy burnt Redwing's letter to him
unrcad, and the telegrum was sent 1o
for m to see,” :

There was na mistaking the relief that
flashed into Bkinner’s face as he heard
that statemems. MNothing could have
happened better, from Skinner's point of
view, and for the instant his looks be-
trayed him.  Wharton's brow  grew
darker.

“ Vou deny having sent that telegram,
Skinner M

“Of course, i it was sent at all [”

“Will vou walh dewn to Friardale
with me "

“Eh, why?" .

“To the post-office,” said Harry,

“What on earth for?"”

@ that I can ask the postmaster, in
your presence, whether you sent a tele-
pram there on Baturday. He may not
know your name, but he will remember
vour face.” ]

Skinner starcd Llankly at the captain
af the Remove. e waes so startled that
he conld not conceal his tereor, .

“Will you eomne#? asked tho captain
of the Romove.

# Wa P—8kinner recovered himself a
Littbe—" eortainly I won’t! I've no time
to waste on any such foolery.” ]

“1f you refuse, 1 shall take it Ffor

(Continwed on mext poage.)

ho
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loaded tender together weigh 5 hun-
dredweight short of 149 tons. Of that,
the cngine itseli accounts for tons
S ewt, - L G L

I'hése things considered, the ‘Fii.'lng
Scotzman " locomotive necds sometinng
pretty substantial to run on.  Its twelve
wheel: are giants of their kind. The
four front (bogie) wheels are ecach 38
inches geross; bt they are midgets com-
paredd with the six coupled driving
wheels, which are cach 6 feet 8 inches
in diamoter, Then come the two rear
wheels—the trailing pair—which are
44 inches across,

George  Stevenson  himself noeves
dreamed of anything like this “Flying
Scotsman.”  Engine Neo. 1, christened
“locomotion,” which ha himeclf drove,
weighed 64 tons only fuearly B tons lesa
than the * Flying Seotsman ™!, and the
best poor old * Locomotion ™ eould do
waz to pull & train weighing 80 tons.
The outhit. ambled ont of the station at
a gentle jog-trot of 10 miles per hour.
Bat it set up the very first railway
speee] record when iU came Lo a down-
ward slope, when the specd soared fo
15 witles an hone, which was teerifying
for folk acenstomed to nothing swiftee
than lnmbersome stage-conches!
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granted that you sent that false telegram
i Smithy's name.”’ .

“Take anvthing you like for granted,
and go and eat coke [” retorted Skinner
sullenly, and he lounged away.

“The matter doesn’t ond here
Skinner,™ said Wharton quiectly, .

Skinner walked off without replying;
but his happy satisfaction was at an en
now. ks scheine hed been successiul—
too successful—but the cad of the He-
move was beginning to wish now that
he had never thought of that wheeze for

utting & spoke in Redwing's wheel, as

e called it. His only solace was the
sight of the Bounder tramping out .of
gates early in the afternoon, with the
evident intention of kecping clear of
Greyfriars a0 long as Redwing was
there,

THE THIRTEENTE CHAPTER.
Tom Redwing at Greyiriars !

B EDWING
R “Hallo halle, hallo ™
“Jolly glad to see you, old

chap !™

Tom Redwing smiled,

The Famous Five were all waiting af
the gates, when the sailorman’s son camp
up. His sunhurnt faco was very bright
as he shook hands with the chuins of the
Remove one aftar another. _

“It's pood to sce vou fellows sgain,”
he said cheerily.

“Come in. old bean,” said Jobnny
Bull. *“Tea's ready in the study,”

“Bomething like a spread,” said
Nugent. “dt will be like old times,

Bedwing.

“The old-tunefplness will be fer-
rific!” declared Hurree Jamset IRam
Singh. " The joviulness iz great at be-
holding your esteemed and ludicrous
cotntenanee

HBame to you,-old fellow;” said Red-
wing, with a smile. “I néver thought I
should sce Greyfriars again, I ought
really to have gone back to sca to-day,
but——-~"

“ Bothoy the sea ! said Bob Cherry, as
the jumniors led their honoured guest in
at the gates. “I wish you could come
back to Greviviars for good, Reddy.”

“I wish I could,” assented Hedwing.
“But it's fipping to butt in just for an
hour or s0."

He was glancing round as he walked
towards the House with the Famous
Fite. Many fellows came up to grect
him; there were few Kemove men who
wore not glad to see the satlorman’s son
BTFAIN. ‘ellows in other Forms, too,
gave him cheery nods end welcoming

tances. Coectl Beginald Temple of the
Fourth came up specially to shake hands
with him. Coker of tha Fifth bestowed
a lofty nod. Wingate of the Sixth spoke
u cheery word of grecting. Redwing's
progress o the House was something
like a trinmphal march.

But it was plain that he missed some-
thing, pleased and touched as hoe was by
hiz kind reception.

His [riends knew what he missed—the
face of the Boundec
There wasz only one thing needed to

Gil his cup of happiness that alterncon
to the brim, and that was a welcome

from his own zpecial chum. But that
welcome wes not to be had.
The juniors arrived in the Reoemove

passage at last, where there were more

greetings,  Billy Bunter allowed himself

the privilege of turning up a fat littie

nose, which-—unfovtunately for Dunter—

was observed by Jolmny Dull, The fat

little nose was tweaked the next moment
Tue Muwxer Lipntary.~No. 1.018.

betwesn Johnny's finger and thumb, aud
Bunter, with a howl of uish, de-
parted from the scene,  Redwing was
marched inte Study Neo. 1, where the
table was laid for a spread of uncommon
magnificence,

Redwing's bright face
little, in spite of himself.

It waz clear that Vernon-Smitl was
not coming to the spread

Redwing knew that the Bounder had
had his back up; but he had supposed
that his letter fo Bmithy, coclosing the
falso telegram. had set matters right.,

Fividently matters were not right,

“8mithy's sbout somewhere, 1 sup-
pose ™ ho said at last.

There was an awkward pause for &
momant,

“The fact is, he izn't,”" said Wharton,
“He—he's gone out of gates for the
afternoon;”

4K Dh !1!

The juniors exchanged uncomforfable
glances,

“I suppose he had & letlter from me on
Monday "' asked Redwing. “ Idare zay
he- would mention it to you."”

“Yes; he mentioned it,” said Harry.

He simply could not tell Redwing that
Yernon-Smith had burned his letter un-
read. At that moment he could havo
derived pgreat satisfaction from kicking
the Bounder from one end of the Be-
move passage to the other.

Redwing glanced at the faces round
hira, and dropped the subject at once.
Only too well he knew the suspicious,
sutky mnature of the Bounder, aud he
realized that Smithy had not chosen to
meet him that dayv., It was a blow to
hirm, and & deep disappointinent, but he
was too grateful to the Co. for their kind
reception of him to allow it to cloud his
spirits, so far as appearances went. it
his heart was heavvy, at least he could
keep & cheerful face, and he resolutely
put the thought of tlie Bounder from ns
windd.

“It's good to be here aln, vou
fellows,” he said. "Tea in a Greyiriars
study 18 a bit different from grubbing in
the galley of o coaster, It's awfbally
dicent of vou chaps to ask me hore”

“Bosh, old chap! Take a pew,” said

clouded a

Nugent, “This iz a cclebreation, you
know, You're the giddy returned
prodigal ™

Redwing latighed cheerily.

The juniors sat down to {ea. In spile

of the thought of Ins cstranged chum,
which persisted in lingering at the back
of his mind, Redwing was very cheerful,
and it was evident that le was glad lo
find himself back at the old school,
though only as a bricf visitor,

It was not 11l tea was over that Whar-
ton came to the subject of the chact.

Bedwing had not mentioned it, Ho
did not seem to be thinking of it at all,
though Wharton, in his letter, had told
him all abour the trust reposed in him
by the wooden-legged scamun,

“You haven't asked me about the
chart,” said the captain of the Remove,
coming to the subjeci at last. **I toll
vou about it in my letter, you know."

Bedwing smiled.

“T'd heard of it before that,” he said.
“That half-caste rotter was at iny
cottage on Saturday.”

“You've seen Silvie Aero, theo”

Yoz I found the rotter on e cliffs,
knocked oubk, and tock hun te my

e
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of it," said Bob Cherry.

cottage,” said Redwing, “"Then he
told me about the chart and attacked
me.”’

“ My hat I"™

“I got the better of him,” said Red-
wing, with a smile. 1t was all right.
He got away, and I haven't seen him
since. From what he let out, { gathered
that my uncle, Peter Bruce, pave a wan
fiamed Bance the chart to bring fo me
from the Bouth Scas

“That's right," said Harrv., *“And as
Dance didn't find vou at Hawkaeliff, and
was in fear of hiz life from the haif-
caste, he handed it to me for safe keep.
ing. Unluckily——""

He pauszed for a moment.

“I don't know how wvou'll tale it

Bedwing. You can guess that I feei
rotten  enough about -1k,  The chart’s
gone.”

“I'm sure that's not your fault,” said
Rn:-dwm%; guictly.

“The half-caste found out that T had it

in my keeping. He tried to get into the
school at night, but Gosling’s wmaskilt
cleared him off. Boat—"

Wharton explained what had hap-
pened in the Cloisters.

Redwing listened quietly.

“Don't worry about it, old chap,” he
said. " You couldn't help it. T'm ouly
sorry that any affaic of mine should have
brought yvou into danger like that”

“It's jolly decent of you to take ‘F
like that,” said Ilarry. “But there's a
B'Iﬂpdic chance of getting it back, 1
think."

“It mav not be of value, alter all™
said Hedwipg., “I've heard too maay
yacns of treasure in the South Seas ko
believe much of them. My uncle ninst
have thought it veluable, and no doubc
Ben Dance thouglit the same; but thers
may have been nothing in it.”

“'The half.caste thinks the sonmo or
he wouldn't run sueh risks to get hold
“Buf we may
gef it back, Heddy,”™

Roedwing shodk his head.

*Not likely. Whether it's of any
value or not, Silvie Xero will bolt at
once now he's got it.”

““That’s the odd thing,” said Harrv.
I thought so; but it turns out that he
hasn't left the neighbourhood. He's
been seen again,”

“Late  last mnight,” said Nugewr.
“That must have beon at least six o¢
seven hours after he got the chart from
Wharten, 2o he couldn’t have cleaved
off with it innsediately.”

Redwing smiled.

“That doesn't look as if the chavt 1=
a ¢lue to a cache of pearls in the
Pacific,” he said. ' He would hardly b
risking staying on about here 1f ke held
the clue to a treasure in his hands™

“1 ean't account for il," confessed
Wharton.

“You are sure he got 117"
wing, puzzled,

“Yes, there's no doubt about thay.
He got the goatskin bag from my pocket
with the chart in it."”

“PBut all he wanted was the chaer,
and if he bad it he would clear at once,”
said Redwing. ““Youw're sure the chart
was still in the goatskin bag when e goe
it

“I never took it out of the bag, rou
500,
“ Might it liave slipped out®”

Wharton started. i

“Well, it migle, I sappose,”™ he zaid
slowly, “ Bt in that ease it wounld be
in my pocked, uud there's nothing i
iy pocket.”

Redwing nodded.

“Ilis hanging on in this weighbour
hood leoks ac if e hasu't got tie clav,

astked Tt -



EVERY
SATURDAY,.

S

:

A2,
£

e ll ﬁ-i‘.':-ll
UHFA

AT
T

Hhs

LRnt
=

iy P

PRICE
TWOPENCE.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

i
. e P
et ...._w_.."?-:._.-

-

l:i.

F
Y

i

&

L W g
5

......

il
5

Py Tl
by e, "l-.:

H'..-Ef;*‘ B el S o g
Lt

Ao
LS

A
i

&
f'Tn'f‘v

—
v

SR TR AL R R AT

i 58

||| — .t

** Hallo, halle, halle ! ** came a sudden roar. Billy Bunter jumpud.. He had his back to the juniors who had tracked him
into the Cloisters, and the sudden bawl from Bob Cherry fook him gulie by surprise. He almost dropped the chart, In his

alarm ; but he conirived to save it, and he jammmed it into his
five grinning faces looking at him.,

pocket instantly,

*Ow !* he gasped, as he spun round to find
(See Chapter 8.)

after all,” he said. “I can't account for
it, othertise.”

“Neither can 1." said Harey, * But
he's been secn. It's a wvstery to me:
but we still hope that he way be taken,
and the chart recovered. I shall never
forgive mysell if you lose it!”

“Put that out of your mind,” said
Redwing., *“You conidn't help it, old
chap. ur not worrying about f, and
I don't want you fellows to.”

And the sabject of the South Secas
chart was dropped. A little later Red-
wing went down to call on Mr. Quelch,
to pay his respects to his old Form
miaster,

After that he strolled gbout Grexfriars
fr= & time with his friends, and thoey
wondered whether he was hoping that
the Bounder would come in,  The
Famous Five had intended to walk par:
of the way home with Redwing if he
left carly, but they were more than will-
iitig to keep hitn a3 lomg as he liked ‘o
stay.

f Tom Redwing was hoping to see
the Bounder before he left he was
disappointed.,

It was close on time for Jock-up when
he made up his mind at Jast that
Horbert Vernon-8mith was deliberately
keeping away, and then he snid good-
bye to the Famons Five at the gates.

“We shall see you again, old chap !’
said Dol Cherry.

“I hope so—some time.” said Red
wing. “'I shall be at sca in o few days
now ; but next term, perhaps——="

“If wo got the chure back—-—"

“HKeep it for me till vou see me, ‘n
that cose,” said Redwing, with a smile.

And the sailorman’s son took his
leave, and Harry Wharton & Co. went
in  to calling-over. At calling-over
Herborti Vernon-8imith did not auswer
to his name, The Bounder was still out
of gates,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Takes a Hand !

ERBERT VERNON - SMITEI
H stopped suddenly.

Shadows wore beginning lo

lengihen in the deep, scenied

woods, but it was stull hot under the
blazing July sunset,

The Bounder had been far that after-
noon.

He had pot felt in o humour 1o visit
any of the shady resorts where he soma-
times went on o hali-holiday,  Indeed,
aince he had renewed Tom Redwing's
acguaintance that kind of thing secmed
to have dropped out of the Bounder's
thoughts. Although he was now bitierly
offended with his chum, Redwing's
influence seemed to bo lusting.

It had not heen a happy day for the
Bounder. Mile after mile he had
tramped alone with hiz own gloomy
thoughts.

iz implacable nature refused to en-
tertain even the thougnt of reconcilin-
tion with the friend who had, as he
Lelieved, slighted his friendship. I a
whisper cama into his mind that he had

been deceived, that he had deceived
himself, he would not listen to it. Ha
was implacable; and he was satisfied
with the attitude he had taken up. But
there was little happiness in arrogant
and unforgiving pride.

He missed Redwing sorely, he missod
his friendship, and he despised himsclf
for doing so. But he could not forget
that the seilorman’s son was the only
friend he had ever made in his life.

He was tired now as he tramped along
the narrow, grassy footpath through the
deep woods, late for call-aver at thao
school,. He did not care for that. Ile
had only cared to make sure that Red-
wing wonld be gono from OGreyfriars
Lbefore he returned,

And now he stopped suddenly at the
sight of a figure coming along the path
towards him, but still at a distance.

It was Redwing,

Tha Bonnder stared at him, Ile had
forgotten—though he now remembered
—that Redwing wounld naturally take
that path, which was the shortest cng
from Greyfriars to the Pegg road, by
which lay the path up the IMawkseliik,
ITe had aveided Redwing all the after-
noon, only to mect him face to faco on
his way back to the school.

But he obscrved at onece that Red-
wing had not seen him, Redwing was
walking slowly, hiz eyes on tho ground,
his face overcast, as if with saddencd
thonghts, He did not look up, and for
soma moinents the Bounder watéhed

Tne Macxer Lisnany.—No. 1,018,
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him, and then stepped aside among the
iress near the in-utgltth ]

Herbert Vernon-Smith stood behind a
mass of bawthorns by the patb, silent,
waiting for the sailorman’s son to .
In & fow minutes Redwing woul
gone, and he could resume his waﬂ:

Through the openings of the thicket
bhe watched the sailorman’s son as he
came nearer, invizible himself. HSomo
chord in his hard beart was touched by
the sxddened shade on Tom's sunburut
face. He wondered of what Redwing
was thinking. 3

Not once did Redwing raise hiz eves
from the ground as he moved on slowly,

He was almost sbreoast cf the thicket
belind- which the Bounder bad con-
cealed himself, when Vernon-Smith
made the discovery that Redwing was
not alone on the path.

Farther back, another figure appeared
irn the Bounder's sight. )

Vernon-Smith started and caught his
breath.

Wall he knew the dusky, olive-skinned
face under the Panama hat, the gold
car-rings that glistened in the dusky
€ars.

It was the half-caste—the man from
the South Seas.

Vernon-8mith breathed hard.

The man was {followivg Redwing,
crcoping after him with UE: stealth of
s mnake, his footsteps mlkinf no sound
on the grassy path, or scarcely a sound.
His black oves blazed at the unconscious
lad before him.

It came inte Vernon-Smith's mind
that the islander bad been watching
tha school from some safe lurking-
place; that he had seen Tom Redwing
arrive at Greyfriars, and watched for
him to depart. Now he was tracking
bim through the lonely wood. Why!

It was hardly nccessary to ask why.
The man's savage, concentrated look
showed that wad intending ao
attack.

Obviously, the islander had no sus-
meion, any more than Redwing, that
anyone was hidden in the thicket boside
the path. Even as Vernon-Smith
watched him, with beating heart, he
quickened his pace to & run, and closed
in on the sailor lad.

slight sound warned Redwing,
and he swung round.

As he turned the half-caste sprang on
him, and, with s startled cry, wing
wont down heavily on hLis back.

The next moment the hali-caste’s
sinewy knec pinned him down.

“You!” panted Redwing,

Silvio Xero's black eyes blazed down
at him. The Bounder, watching, stood
a8 if spellbound.

“The chart!” hissed the half-caste,

Redwing stared up at him. He was
helplessly at the man’s mercy now;
this time Silvie had the upper hand,
But there was no trace of fear in the
sunburnt face of tHe sailormen’s son.

“The chart!" he repeated. “I
would not give it to you if I had it
And you know I haven't it.”

“Do not fool with me!™ snerled the
hali-caste,  “Chart belong me now,
You go to school take um from other,
I know. Listen! I will spare your life
it you give me the chart.”

¢ gritted his white teeth.

“Me take uwm  from  other!" he
gparled.  “Think me take um. Take
goatskin bag. no chart, Something else,
no chart! DMake fool of Silvie! But
ofher give vou chart, yes. You hand
me chart, or I take um from your
body 1™

He rcleased one hand and groped at
the back of his trousers for lus kntfe.

Tue Macser LisRart.—No. 1,018,

be expect.

Redwing set his teoth for a desperate
struggle. K

The ruffian had attempted his life
bofore, in the cottage at Hawkscliff,
and he koew that he had no mercy lo
If the chart was on him he
was doomed. If it was not the hali-
easte intended to drag from him the in-
formation where to look for it, under
the threat of the koife, and to repay
the information with a death thrust. It
was oasy cnough to read the sdvage
thoughts of the islander. .

“You have chart?™ hissed Silvio.

1k Nl:l_, L
“Where um then?" g
“T daoa not know.” said Redwing

steadily, **and I would not tell soun if I
knew, you scoundrel !

There was a flash of stecl as the
Malaita knife came out. It circled in
the air over Bedwing's steadfast face.

“You tell Bilvio!” said the hall-
oaste, between his white teeth.  “ Yon
tell me, or you die!"

The DBouhder had stoeod without
motion till that moment. But at the
fAazh of the deadly steel in the sunrays
he woke to life, a3 it were,

One spring carried the Bounder to
the spot, nng before either Rodwing or
the half-caste knew that thore was a
riewcomer on the scene, Herbert
Vernon-Smith's clenched fist struck the
half-caste behind the ear. The blow
landed with all his strength behind it,
aod it was like the crash of & mallet.

Silvio gave one ga.ai and rolled over
in the grass, DBefore he could recover,
before he could -stir, the Bounder was
on him like a tiger, smashing fierce
blows in his face.

Tom Redwing bounded {o his feet.

“Smithy ! he panted, ‘

Bilvio Xero, dazed znd dizzy under
the RBounder's furious hlows, rolled
away in the grass, and scrambled fo his
feet, glaring round for the knife he had

dropped. edwing caught wp the
Malaita knife.
“Come on!” panied the Bounder,

and he rushed at the half-casie fiercely,
and Redwing followed him fast.

For an instant Silvio glared at them
like & wild beast, and then, with their
gmm almaost wpon him, turned and

arted into the trees,

"Smikh:-’!"

The half-caste could be heard crash-
ing through the thickets at a distance
in flight. But Redwing did not heed
him. He pitched the knife info the
thick branches of an enk and turned
to his chum,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Clouds Roll By !

HEMITHY !
S The Dounder wasz panting.
But he became cool—eool and

sardonic as he faced Redwing.

“T had to butt in.” he said. "1 sup-
pose the brute would have finished vou,
No hizney of mine, I admit.”

“Smithy 1Y

“Well 27

“You've saved my life!™

The Bovnder shrugged his shoulders.

“ Possibly. Nothioz to make a song
about. Good-nighti™

“Youre going—without a wordi”
aczked Redwing.

“Is there anvihing to sayp®”

“Not if rou don't choosze, Smithy,”
gatd Tom Redwing heaviiy. 1 thought
we were friends agoin.™

I thought so, too, till lazt Satur-
dav!” sucered the Bouuder. “But
I'm not exactly the fellow to Le Pir!:ed
up and let down at your fancy.’

“I explained in my letter—"2

“1 never read your letter.”

“What "

“I burned it unopened,” sald Vernon-
Smith coolly.

Bedwing stared at him blankly.

“Then sou don't know the trick that
was played on me last Saturday, that
I waa& sent off to Lantham on a fool's
errand-—"

“1 don’t know, and don't want to
know, anything!” said the Pounder
deliberately. “I know syoun slighted

and insulted me, end that's all I want
to know. [ told you [ was fed-up with
you when you phoned, apd I haven't
changed my mind since, Iz that plaint™

Redwing breathed hard,

“Quita!” he said. ""Buot rou shall
hear before woe part, I had a telegram
on Saturday signed by your name—"

“1 gent you no telepram.”™

“I know that now. but it was signed
by your neme, and how was I te know
it was falsal™

The Bounder's look chapged.

“¥You mean to say—"

“The telegram told e that you
couldn’t come to Hawkscliff, and asked
me to meet you ai Lantbam., I went
to Lantham.”

“Good  heavens!"
Bounder.

He stared at Redwing aghast, Some

muttered the

doubt had gnawed at the back of his
mind, though he would not admit it to
himself. Now he know that his hasty,

headstrong temper had betrayed him,
as it had betrayed him before.

15 that the truth?™ he exclaimed
roughly.

Redwing stepped back.

“You ask me that?" he zaid. “We'd
better say no more, Bmithy. Goodness
knows I wanted to keep friends with

you, but—"
“Hold or!"” muttered the Bounder

huskily. “I belirve wou, of course,
But—but I never dreamed of this, 1—]
supposed—""

Redwing's lip curled.

“You sup I'd let wou down
neglected you, slighted you, insiebted

your friendship—-"

“Yes," muttered Smithy.

“And what was T to think when you
didon't turn up at Lentham?" asked
Redwing, with 8 touch of scorn. "I
was disappointed, but do you think I
suspected you. and distrusted you, and

offonce " . i

The Bounder was silent, conscienco-
stricken. But he found his voice at

“T never knew 3

“You'd have known if you'd opened
my letter. I put the telegram in it for
you to see”

“ But who—who could have—" The
Bounder broke off. “Redwing. I never
knew: I've been a hot-headed fool!
I'm sorry! I—I supposertihat that war
what Wimrtmt was frying to tell me,
and I wouldn't listen. I was wild,
was sulky, but—but it Lurt me hard
when I thought you had torned me
down, HReddy.”

Redwing's face softened. -
“I might have guessed someihing!
multered the Bounder remorsefulls.
“Skinner plaved a rotten lrick {o gol
me detained last Satnrdav—Iio prevent
me Irom coming up to Hawksliff—but
Wharton =ct it viglt., I kuoew wlho sent
that telegram, Redwing—Shkinner, of
course ! It's just one of Lis dirty tricks.
I might have guessed there was somwe-

thing &

“You conldn’t old man,” said BRed-
wing. “But-—" He pauzed. "'
leaving Haowkscliff to-morrow, Sithy
I shan't see vou again, Let's part
fricnds !
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“ Friends=with my roiten temper!”
sald the Bounder., “¥You can kick moe
if you hiko!™

Redwing laughed.

“Let's wash it ouwt., and forget ail
about i#," he =zaid. “But thers ean't
be mwmech [viendship without a little
trust, Smithy, and youe ought to try to
remember that, I T'd gone off gt the
llﬂﬁ% end, as you did——"

“Dan't rab it mm!" szaid the Bounder.
“I know I've been a fool, but this will
e a lesson to mo. I had my back up.
Reddy; but it dide’t make me happy,
I ean tell you! Will you forget all
about 157"

“T've forgotten already,” said Red-
wing, smiling. * And now yow'll be late
for call-over. Smithy.”

“Iang call-over! You've not leaving
me now,’’ said the Bounder; I had a
lot io tell yvou last Saturday.”

“Like me to walk back te the school
with you, then? There's no ecall-over
st Hawkscliff, vou know,” said Red-
wing, with o antle.

“Come ont"

T'he two chnms walked along the foot-
path together towards Friardale Lane.
The clowds had rolled by ones more.
RHedwing's face had lost itz shadow, and
Smithy’s eves wore bright

“What had vou to tell me on Batur-
dar ™ asked Redwing.

" About the vae. I'm gding on a
long cruise im my father's yacht, and 1
want you {o come”

“I'm sailing this week, old chap.’

“You can put your next trip off till
uitﬁi"? the vac, and have a holiday with
e,

Redwing shook his head; but the
Bounder went on eagerly:

“There's more to it than that.
There's the chart. You can seq that
that half.-caste helieves that it's the
penuine goods, az Ben Dance did.
Suppose it should mean a fortune, Red-
wing !

“Not likely, old chap!™

“Thero's a chanee, at Ipast. Your
ancle wouldn’t liave sent a  shipmate
ialf reund the world with a chart that
had ne volne. Peler Bruce made lis
vila in the South Seas, and he's left it
o you. Den’t you zee, Reddy? My
father will take me where I like for a
holiday  eraise, on  know that he
never savs no to me, What about a
eruise in the Bouth Beas—lecking for
the pearls of Caca Tsland

“ Bmithy '™ said Redwing breathlessly,

“Like the idea—what?” grinned the
Bounder. “We'll take anybody you
like—Wharton  and hiz  friends, if
thoy'd caro to come.  And i vou come
hore o rich men, Redwing—"

“IEM cnid Tom, langhing.

“II vou <o, vou come back to Grey-
friave next term, old bean, at yvour own
mxpense—what ¥

Oh, Smithy, old man!

Tom Redwing's eves danced. He
told mmself that 1% was only a dream,
hut it was & very pleasant droam. Dest
of all waz s chum's eagerness to
roalisa it

“Bat fhe charvt's lost!” he said, his
'::u.-:-r: Eﬂ.”illg. “Flat half-caste got the
roatskin bag away from Wharton.”

“¥ou heard what he said—the chart
wazn't an it, there was something else.
ile's not peot the chart—that's proved
hy ahat’'s just happened.™

" Xves, that's 50,7

“Romebody had alveady pinched the
cliart from Wharton without his kneow-
g, sald Vernon-Swmith, “T've a
pretiy clear idea who it was, too. That
fat idigt, Bunter, offered to guide mo
to a treasove island if I'd take him on a
ervige in ile SBouth Seas. I thought ot
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the time that he'd bageged the cheart,
and I know it now!”

“Oh!? exelaimed Redwing.

“We shall have the chart; it's elear,
anyhow, that the half-caste heasu't got
it. Redwing, old man, ven're coming
with mwe for the vae, and we're going to
Hit your unele's cache of pearls. You're
conung home a rieh man, and youw're
coming back to Greyiriars. Think how
Skinner will be pleased!”

Redwing laughed—a happy Iaugh. Tt
was all inprobable enough to the sailor
lad’s guiet snd steady mind, But it was
very pleazant to chink of.

“Thera's Grevfriars,” he saud:

The school was in sight pow,

*You'ye coming in,” said Vernon-
Sniiih. Do von think T'm letting you

o hack 1o that lencly coltage at
Hawkselitf, with that murderous half.
caste  afler yvon? You're staying at
Groviviars to-night.”

“Ay dear chap——

“Mr., Quelch will sey the sae wihen
T tell him what heppened in the waad.
Your life  wonldo't he  :afe  at
HMawkselitf!”

“That's all right—"

a

“Rot! I can lend yon some tinngs.
Come on!™
Redwing was still hesitativg  when

Smithy rang a loud peal at the bell,
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and Gosling came qmniing down to the
gates.  To Cosling’s surprize he had to
admit  Tom Hedwing a3 well os
Herbert Vernon-Sntith.

“Look Tere,” said the
Gosiing. *“*Wot I sayvs is thiy 'ere—

“Can it!"™ interrupted the Bounder,
And he marched Tom Redwing on to
the Honse and to the Remove master's
sludy.

astonishead

a

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Settling with Skinner !

KINNER of the Remove stared
blankly.
He could scarcely believe hia
aves, Lertainly he did not want
to helicve them.

He was loaling in the Reomove pas-
sage, trying to make up his wdle mind
1¢ go into the study for prep, when ho
siphted the Bounder coming up the Re-
mmavae stairease.  And the Bounder was
not alone,  With him ecame Tom Hod-
wing--the twe of them obviously on
the friendlicst of teorms.

Skinner stared, and his tlan hips soed
in & tight line.

What econuld 3t mean?® he wondorad
savagely., 1ie knew that Vernon-Smith

Toe AMacxer Lispany.-—XNo. 1,018,
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had stayved late out of gaeles and cut
call-over, deliberately to avoid Red-
wing. He had watehed Tom leave the
gehool, and supposed that he had scen
the last of him., Yet here was Red-
wing, back in the school after lock-up.
just as if he were a Greyiriars man
sgain, and he had come in with the
Bounder. Whatover 1t meani, it did
nobt mean well for Skinner.

Vernon-Bmith's  face bad  lost  the
dogged, sulky expression that  had
haunted it for days. He had made it
up with Redwing, and making 1t up
with Reodwing, had done bim good.
Skinner could see that.

The Bounder glanced at the cad of
the Remove, and a slightly ironical
smile erossed his face as he caught
Skinner’s expression.  But he did not
otherwize |heed  Shinnper—yot. Ho
stopped at Study No. 1, knocked at tha
door, and opencd it.

Wharton snd Nugent were there,
beginning prep.  DBut they suspended
prep et the sight of the Bounder, with
Tom Hodw{n%s sunburnt face smiling
over his shoulder. ) 3

“Reodwing 1™ exclaimed Wharton, in
surprise. ) .

“Smithy fairly draggped me 0, you
fellows,” said Tom. “¥You see—="

“More power to his elbow!™ said
Frank Nugent, laughing. *Does this
tnean that you've got over your tan-
trums, Smithy t"

The Bounder flushed. :

“Yea,” ho said guietiy, " Never
mind that. Mr, Quelech 3 Brraoging
for Redwing to stay st Greyirars a
fow davs: in fact, until that half-castu
villain is arvested.” .

“Hear, hoar!" said the two juniors
Leartily. sE o

“Smithy saved my life,” said Tom
Redwing simply, “That villain got e
as 1 was going home, and he took me
by surprise. I'm not afraid of the
brute, of course, but Smithy wanted me
ko come-—-—" o s

“I'm jolly glad!” seid Wharton, "It
will be like old times having you bhere,
Redwing [* "

“1 know all about the spoof tele-
gram nrow,” went on the Bounder.
“You necdn't tell me I was a fool nok
te know abwout it sooner—I1'm awaro of
that—and Redwing is ass cnough to
overlook my tantrums, us Nugent calls
it. I want you, Wharton, as captain of
thoe Romave, to be present while T
speak to Skinner about it

HGood ! seid Harry. _

Harold SBkinner retreated info Stody
No. § with o pale and furions face.
His heart was ht-atingi, uncomnfortably.
Bhinmer's sehremne had heen a cunning
oe, and it had sueeecoded. DBut the
best-laid schemes of mace and moen
gang aft apgley, as the poct has told
us. Skinner's scheming., at the finish,
had “ganged agploy ™ with a vongeance:
and the ead of the Remove realised that
the hiour of reckomng had come,

Vernon-Smith  and Tom Redwing
caune into Study No. 4, and Bkinnor
oveed them with bitter malice mingled
with apprehension. The captain of the
Remove followed. and Frank Nugent.
Yerpon-Bmith  fixed his  eyes  on
Hkinner, with a glint in {hem.

“I've got a guestion to put to you,
Bkinner,” he said quictly,

“Lio and eat coke!™ said Skinner,
betweon his teeth, * and turn thab long-
shore cad out of this studv. TE he's
butting inte Greviriars, he's noet hott-
ing mte my study, and I can tell him

HDid you send a felegram to Red-
wing last Saturdav® asked  the

e Maiowsr Lismary.—No. 1,018,

Rounder, if he had not heard
Skinner,

liﬂﬂ, you fﬂﬂ-l]“

“In my pame’?*

“No!" smarled Skinner,

“T think yon did.”

“Think what you like!" said Skinner
sullenly, “I zee that you've taken op
that longshore cad, Bmithy, and 1 sup-
pose that means that you're turning
down your pals. Well, you can't hally
me, anvhow; and I won't have that ond
in this study !

“You deny sending the telegram?”

“I've dented it, you rotter!”

“Yeory well: that setiles it for the
present,  Yeouw'll have a chanco of deny-
mg it to & pelice officer nexi”

skinner's pale face grow quile whife.

“A police officor!  What do you
mean, you fool# he muttered huskily.

“You don't know that it's against
the law to gend a telegram in another
man's name?!"” asked the DBounder
grimly. “You don't know that it
amounts to forgery to sign another
man's name to a telegram?® It's timo
you learned, old bean. A telegram was
sent in oy name, angd I never sent it
I am going to demand an inguiry into
the matter at the-post office,”

“A—a--an inguiry!™

Skinner almost babbled the words,

What the legal penalty of his act
might be Skinner hardly kpnew. Dot
he knew what wonld Le the result when
the matter came before his headmaster,
He knew that it meant that he would
be expelled from Grevfriars,

"YVou etill denv 0¥ asked
Bonnder.

“Yes ! breathed Skinner huoskilw.

“I you're telline the truth vou've
nothing to fear. The Friavdale post.
master will be able to identifv the
fellow who sent that telegram—if i was
not you, vou're safe. I'm going to Ay,
Queleh. now, to ask him fo take tho
matter in hand to have it cleared up.”

The DBonnder made a siep to the door.

Skipner's tereified cves followed him.
The Bounder was in grim earncst; he
could zce that, The shadow of the =ack,
the shadow of the police, hung over the
wretched schemer. He gave s scared
Cry.

“Hmithy, stop!”

“Loo late!” zaid the Dounder, and he
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went to the door. “I'm fed up with
vaur trickery, Skinner, and Greviriars
will be all the belter without you™

“Hold on, 3mithy,” said Tom Red-
wing, with a compassionate look at
Skinner’s frightened face. “Hold on,
old chap!”

“I—I own up!” gasped Bkinner.
-~it was only a joko, really,
MCA N —"

“Hold on, Smithy,” said Harr
Wharton,  **We don't want an expul-
sipn m the Hemove. If S8kinoer ovwns
up, that's enough.”

The Bounder {urned back.
turned reluetantly.

“You own up that you put Smithy's
name to a telegram, Skinner?” asked
the captain of the Remove,

“Yes," gropned Skiuner,
~ *You unspeakolile cad!” said Nugent,
i disgust.  “A dirty trick to mnake
trouble between Bmithy and Bedwing.”

Bkinnct licked hi= dry lips,

It was only a joke,” he muitered.

Smithy turned we down, and I put &
spoke i his wheel,  And it was
Smithy's fault it made trouble, as you
call it )

:‘ My fault ™ exclaimed the Bounder.
= "Yes, vours,” said Skinner savagely.

Any other fellew would ask a question
or lwo before guarrelling with a pal,
Bet 1 knew you'd take offence at “the
first excuse. and off at the deep end.
I knew the kind of suspicious, sheer-
g, distrustful cad vou are!  You
asked for jt—and you kuow you did.
You've made it up with Redwing now,
but you'll be rowing with him nest
week, ar the week after, You couldn't
Erust vour own brother, if you had one,
You can't {rust anybody. Nobody could
keep friends with you for long-—and
cvery fellow ihat knows vou knows
that !

There was bitter malice in evory
word; but the HBounder, whoe had
clenched his hands fercely as Skinner
began, nnelenched them again, Thore
was a rather curious cxpiression on his
Tuee,

“1 waz geing to give yvou the hiding
of your lite, Bkiuner.” he said quictly.
“But yvou've mude out a case for vour-
self. 1 suppose what you zav is about
right.”

" Nothing of
Redwing hotly.
Wharton and Nugent woere silent.
“Bkimmer koows me botter than ol
do, Reddy.” said the Bounder, rathor
bitterly. " He's got me down to a hair.
His rotten trick would never have made
the trouble it did if I'd been a different

sorlk of chap!”

He paused,

" IE you Fellows apree. lel the mattor
drop here” he said. “T1l make onle
one condition, Skinner. Yon were with
Snoop and Stote in Stedy Noo 11 last
term. You can go back to them.
won't have you in my study. Agree to
that, and the matier’s ended. Othor-
wise, you'll amswer for forging my
nane to a telogram.” ”

Skinner shrugged his shouldoers.

“I'l get out, and be glad!” he
sneered. YT fed up with vou and
wveur purse-provd swank! (Glad to see
the last of you!®

And Skinver swung out of the study.

[ It
I—I nover

But he

(he kind!™ evelalmed

B . i—

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
At Last!

ILLY BUNTER vawned and
pushoed back his books.
He had finished prep.

Toddy  was still  at  wovrk:

Peter Todd took his worlk a liftle more
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-H&dw}ng was almost abreast of the thicket, when Vernon-Smith made the discovery that he was not alone on the path.

Fuorther back, another figire appeared In the Bounder’'s sight.
olive-skinned lace under the Panama hat,

It was the haif-caste,

Vernon-Smith canght his breath, as he recognised the dusky,
and he was lollowing Redwing, crecping after him, with

ihe steaith of a snake. (See Chapler 14.} .

sertously than Buanter. But the Owl
of the Remove had finished.

Bunter had move serious things to
think about than prep. The chart of
the treasure island filled his fat mind.

The fat junior never had had a very
clear idea of the distinction between
vight and wrong, and between “menm
and tuom:’ On the sebject of property,
DBuanter’s ideas would not have been
mnworthy of & Belshevik. Ie had
almost forgotten, if not quite, that the
South Sea chart belonged fo Tom Red-
wing. Had sonie pickpocket deprived
Bunter of the article, he would have
been justiy indignant. Bunter’s ideas
on the subject of property scemed to be,
that whatever was his, was his, and
whatever was anyvbody else's, was his,
igo, if he could get his fat fingers
upon it. At Moscow, DBunier's ideas
wanld have been quite popular. At
(Greyiriars they had often landed him
i trouble.

Bunter was not worryving about the
ownevship of tha chart.  That was a
swettled matter, What he was worrying
about was how ho was going to mako
nsg of ik,

That beast, Smithy, had refused his
oifer to come on a Bouth Sca cruiso in
Mr. Vernon-Smith's yacht., According
o Bunteor, his  titled  relations were
accastomoed  to spreading themselves,
when  the  spirit moved  them, ‘in
worgeous yachts on all the seven seas.
But Bunter was not thinking of apply-
me to any of his titled relatives in thia
CHICYRENCY,

It was & difficult matier, If the
“cachn ™ really existod, the Eﬂ.arh wera
uely waiting to be lifted; which meant

a prospect of wnlimited tuck for Wil
liam George Bunter. But—

Bunter's cogilalions were interrupted
by ihe opening of tho study door. It
was the Bounder who came in.

Bunter blinked at him.

“Smithy, old chap! Glad to see you!”
he said c-::rdialii;. “Take a pew, old
fellow., 1 sev. Toddy, you might clear
off while I talk to Smathy, will you?”

“Wobt quite!” sand Toddy.

“0Oh, really, yon know——"

“Toddy needn’t cloar off,” said the
Bounder, eyeing Bunter grimly. “You
asked me the other day, Bunter, about
EOINg on 4 crutse in the South Seas this
vac,

“¥Yes, old chap,” said punter. “The
offer’s still open.”

“Well, I'm going on a cruise tn the
South Seas.”

*Good |

“Redwing is coming. and 2 party of
fellows—Wharton and his friends,” went
an the Boonder., "*We've fixed it up ™

1 «on't see that we want Redwing”
zgaid Bunter, frowning., “1'm net o
snob, 1 hope, but & fellow has to draw
a line, I don’t ohijecl to Wharton's
erowd—bhut I draw the line at Redwing.
I'm bound to say that.”

“Don’t worry, old fal bean—vou're
net coming

s [ %

“But I want the clhare.”

“Wha-a-t 1"

“The chart!™
calmly.

Buanter blinked at him blankly. Peter
Todd looked wp from hiz prep in sur-
prise., Put he made no remark.

zaid the Bounder

* The—tha—the
Bunter.

I.I:'E 1I1

“Oh, reslly, Smithy—"

“Hand it over.”

“I-—¥ say, don’t be an ass, von know,"™
gasped Bunter.  * That half.caste chap

ot it off Wharton, you know he

chart!”  babbled

!_d-ll-l—--

“I know he didn't! He got the goat-
skin bag, and there was something eleo
in it—mot the chart! He's siill hanging
about hunting for the chart, which is &
pratty conclusive proof that he hadi't
got 1t. Youw've pot it. Hand it over.,”

“ Look here——" stuttercd Bunter.

“Somebody got the chart out of the
goatekin bap, and shoved in sowething
alse to fool Wharlon,” said the Bounder.
“That's certain. I know 1t was you.
hecaunse vou [et it ont; like the fal [ool
you arc. Shell out™

“0Of course, T know nothing whatever
about it,” said Bunter. " Wharton
refused to show me the chart, and I've
never seen it.  As for putting something
else in the bag, that's all rot. TI ihat
hali-caste chap found the lid of an ink-
pot in the bag, serve Iim right for
being & measly thief.”

“{, my hnt!" .

* Redwing can schtle the matter with
Wharion,” =aid Bunter. " Wharton hadl
it, and he's lost it. It's no -bizney of
mine. But T'll tell you what I'll do,
Smithy. I'll come on a- cruise with you,
and go halves with the irecasure, if wo
find it, That's a fair offer.”

“And how are wa {o fAnd it ashked
the Bounder.

“Tha chart, vou know—->"

THe Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,018,
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“The chart we haven't pol?” ashed
Vernon-Smith,

“I—I mean—— " stuttered Dunter.

“Iland it over, you fat idiot.”

“T refuse to do anything of the sorl.
Dosides, T baven't pot it. Look here,
I'll let Redwing come, if you like. Dash
it all, I stood the fellow when he was at
Greyfriars, and I can siand him in the
hols.  I'lIl let lam have a whack in the
treasure,” said Bunter generoasly.
“Enough to got him a new suib of
clothes, anyhow @ he can do with them—
he, he, he! I'll be civil fo him—so
dong as he's respectful, of courze”

“¥You haven't got the chart, but you'll

usa it to find the treasuve if I take you

on the cruise? asked the Dounder.
“Yes, cxactly—that is—I mean—-"
Bunter stammered.
“That will do,” szaid Vernon-Smath.
“Hand il over.”
“Oh, really, Smithy *
_ Vernon-Snitth made a stride ab the fal
i;nmr and prasped hiunm by the collar,
unter pave a howl of alacm
“Yarooogh! Legpo!”
“Come on,” said the Bounder primly.
“I'm taking you to the Head”
Bunter gasped.

“The Head? Wha-a-a-t for 7Y

“To be sacked for Ettaliti%-”

“*Yarocoogh! You awiul beast!”
howled Bunter. I just tock the chart
to look at, because that beast Wharton
wouldn't show it to me. And that half.
casle rotter would have had it f 1
hadn’t taken 1. Besides, I never took
it. I give you my word.”

“You can explain alf that
Head, ™

“Yeow-aw-on! I'm not going to the
Head ! yelled Bunter. " He wouldn't
understand !

“¥You mean he would understand!™
grinoed Peter Todd, “Hand over what
vou've pinghed, vou fat rhot.”

*“1 never pinclied #,"” prasped Buntoer:
“1 just wanted te look at it, 1 was
really  taking care of it, because
Wharton was so careless, vou know,
this'is ali the thanks I get—"

“Oh, my Lok !

“Come on!” znapped the Bounder.

“You beazt, here it 15" pasped
Bunter. I don't believe it's worth anv
thing., and there isn’t treasure at all,
and T never took it, and I was only
minding if, and— Leggo my collar,
vou rotter! T tell you P'm not going Lo

to  the

the Head. Take the blessed thing and
be blowed to you!™

Vernon-8mith jerked the dise of teak
from the [at junior’s hand, as he drew
1t dismally from his pocket. Then lie
slung William George Dunter round
and q_l‘n.ntc-d a hoot upon his fat person,
and Williamm George fairly flew across
the study. There was a roar as Billy
Bunter was strewn on the floor of Study
Noo 7. and the Dounder grinned and
strolled away with the treasure chart.

And while Billy Bunicr grosned dis-
mally in Study No. 7, in Study No. 1
soven cager faces were gathered round
the carved dise of tcak that told of a
treasure buried afar in a loncly isle of
the Pacific,
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A REMINDER !

Of course, you all remember that the MAGYET is now publiched
on & Seturdoy—Pocket-npney Day-—so pow vou will all have sone-
thing really tip-top te read through the leisure hours of the week-end.

THE “"HOLIDAY ANNUALI"Y

Every reades of the Companion Papers will be keen to sce this
magnificent book of stories, pickures, and fascinating acticles. The
= Holiday Annual ” bhs o deservedly world-wide reputation, for it is
the brightest and happiest budget of yvarng imaginable. In the. new
volume thoero m@; splendid copmplete storkes of the cclebested schools
of Greyiriurs, ot .} im's, ond Rookwood, We et agaln such old
favourites asz Harry Wharten & Co., Tom Morry and his chams, also
Jimmy Sllver, of Hookwood, and. his tousty Do, Thers see, in
addition, lots of geand features In the way of adventure tales, colowred
pletes, and hnmorons sketehes,  Don'tuiss the new * Holiday Anngal™

“EVERY BOY'E HOBBY ANMNUAL!!"

Tt may be sabd without any gainsaying that there i5 1o finer oF More
comprehensive, book for. the hobbyist omn the market thin * Every
Iiox's Hobby Anpnual.” It will appeal Hke anything to all my chvms,
for it shows p fellow who is Keen on engineering or any other subject,

just how he can tackle it in his own workshop, and make things of
iter and inderest withont moch. expeuditure of pocket-money.  The
gpecial Mdes of the " Hobly Annual ™' I to glve the Inventor & lead.

his it dors in grand sfvle, Xf you wapt ‘to know anything abont
wirglegs or carpeutering or the making of moedel engines, or it you sre
In quest of information concerning stamps, acroplanes, photography,
or the printing of an amatcur n‘la-t;:i?.uu:!, sk consult tnds first-rate
hook, Idke the ' Hollday Anpunl’ the “-Hobly Auvnnal ' condes
out on September 1at. Both theze famous Annuals are the sanie price—
Vik, six shillings each.

THE ROYAL MAVY!

* ¥ours to a Wishbone ' asks how he is to becomng a Cadet In the
Navy. Even thowgh he ia going in for the Oxford Junior Exnu.
he will find this dlfficult. The proper course is to write to the Sceretary
of the Adwmiralty, Whitehall, London, 5.W. He snggesls acting
withoub the consent of his parents, This js N.G. His father and
mother are the people to consult,

THE PUSH BIKE!

* Chin-Chin ** asks what is the record speed for the bicyele. This
pltands at 75 miles 280 vards in one howur, & poriormance forswhich
Jean Brunoder was responsille at dMontthery, November 1st, 1925,

A REAL THIRST FOR INFORMATIONI

Of late, I have been snowed under with questions which certainly
showed the most amazing varlety. They range from such subjects
a3 sPOrta records to quaing old hiatoricel querles, the names of musical
composers, the nuber of letters in the Jilde, and details concerndng
railwavs,  Ineluded in the Hst was A guestion s to the meaning of
tote-p-tete.  That 15 siraple, and s revealed in the old thyme :

There was a voung fellow named Tate
Who dined with o frlend at 8 8,

There vou have the fete-a-tete. Butb let them all come. Little
facta tonching the home life of o spider, or the teeth of a i, or the
number of legs aported by a caterpillar, huve & special apypeal to we.

NEXT WEEK'S PROGRAMME.

Almioat as great an attmetlon ag our wonderful Model Engine will
e Frank Richards’ next great story of Harry Wharton & Co. on
their quest to the South Seas.

The title ja

“TOM REDWING'S QUEST! M

By Frank Richards,

and in it the chnme of Greyirinrs are fairty lanneled uponthat eventfl
jonrney which is golug to provide you with a record number of thrills
for the next few woeks. .

o one conlit possibly read this topping story wlthout being thrilled
through aud throngh !

The next instalment of Stanton Hope's great now varn,
H@oLD FOR THE QETTING I

i o real winner, and will innke you all ask for more of this magnificent
adventutre tale. ;
lbinkti,' Nugent wades in ag wsual with a fearfol and wonderful yaren,

entitic
gT, 3AM'S ON THE BPREE! "

in which the most amnzing doings take place at Dr. Birchemali's
famous Academy for Young Gentlemen !

1 think I have said enough to make you all register @ vow that,
come what juay, yvou will not miss next Saturday’s MAGNET—evoU
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CARCE realising what he was doing,
Jack Orchard got his hands to the
rung of the iron Jadder leading to
the deck above, whoen in a flash

his mind becams eryvstal clear,

In that polgnant moment he realised
to the full the dastardly trick which had
been played on him. Bull Morgan and
his precious crony, Loefty Simons, were
nothing but & couple of human sharks
who preyed upon saitlormen and supplied
hands to those skippers of zailing craft
who wero short of & crew, For in theso
modern days of steam, hands are not
ecasily to be got ot low wages by sailing
slips in the Western American ports,
and Jack knew he had been drugged and
smuggeled on board the China Queen {or
& voyage acioss wne Pacifie,

He had been "shanghai'd,” ss sailor-
men call this low-down trick of the
waterside doss-house keopers, and at the
thought of the injustice of it all, the

blood fairly boiled 1n his veins,

“Get up on deck, ¥v' cub ! bellowed
the be'su: of the China Queen,
advancing,

Instantly Jazk Qreboard’s left shot oult,
conneeting full with the scaman’s mouth,
and sending hua erazhing to the deck.

Unluckily, Jack, in hiz haste {o spring
on o Lhe compenicn-ladder, slipped on
the smooth deck, and, belore he could
recover himselt, the bo'sun rose and
gripped him by the eoat.

“I'll Jarn ye!” he roared {furicusly.
“I'll take 1t out of y' hide till ye'll wish
ve'd never been born IV

He slung Jack [rom him, and dived
for a heavy piece of rope lying on Lhe
deck bencath one of the poughly furled
hamunocks,

His fighting bloed thoroughly roused,
Jack waded in and rapped home &
couple of snorting hooks o the boz'un's
riba as the big lellow whipped up the
length of rope.

Out  Bashed Lhe bo'sun's great left
hand, and gripped Jack’s shoulder as in
& vica, But before he could strike &
blow with the rope's-end, the China
3_::&%'5 cabin-boy came bounding down

steel ledder,

“Arrah! Let him alone, ¥' great,
cowardly spalpem !

Meaddened by the interruption, the

bo'sun aimed a slashing blow with the
rope &t the plucky Irish lad, but in 2
trico the youngster was under it, and
crashed home a sizzling uppereut to the
big fellow’s point, which bowled him
completely from his pins.  As he fell, the
bo'sun struck hias head against the corner
of & sca.chest, and there on the deck he
remained, as senseless as a log.

“Thanks, -old man,” said Jack to his
young rescuer. I don't know who you
are, but youw've done me a joly good
turn ™

“That's more'n the bo'sun will think
when he comes to,” grinned the snub-
nosed boy with the merry bilue eyes, "It
will e 2 good ten minutes before he
comes 1o, as sure as my name's Poery
O'Hara '™

“Well, we'd better be beating it out of
here ! exclaimed Jack, **When ts this
old packet due to sail 17

“HBure 'tis alter soilimg
now,"” meplied Terry, " Can't yon
the crew working the capstan ¥

“My aunt!” eried Jack, “Then
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* Wake yourself up, me lad /! If yot're
ot up on deck in o seconds, I'H give
wou @ tase of the ropee-end I "

(¥ow Read On.)

there’s not & moment to be last, By
hook or by crook I've gol to get ashore,
Terry, And you'd better come with me,
for your life won’t be worth living if you
stay here after what's occurred fo-myght.”

* Bedad, it won't!™ agreed Terry,
“The fact is, me bhov, I've had move
than enouvgh of it Already , aud sure Tin
willing to make & break for the shore.
Can you swim 1

“Rather ™

“Then "tizs ag easy as peeling "laters ™
returned Terry, “We'll nip out of one of
the portholes and swim off in the
darkness. ™

With hearts beating fast, ihey drapged
g couple of blankels out of a hammaock,
ticd them topether, and paid  themn
through an open port. The rope whick
the bo'sun had been going to use on
Jack's shonlders came in handy for
fastening the hlankets to a brass por-
seFew attached to the stout wooden butk-
head, as a wall or inner side of a ship is
called,

Hardly wore these preparziions ready
when Jack and Terry heard (he serape
of the bo'sun’s great boots as the butbly
begen {o regain his senses.  There eamne
fo their cars also the clatter of foet oo
the stoel ledder as a couple of members
of the China Queen’s crow came helow,

T Quick ! Out of it, Terry " multered
Jack., ""You go lirst, old chap ¥

Terry wriggled through the port frer,
slipped dewn the blankets, an:{ﬂ:]ropprwl
with scarce & splash into the water of
San Francizro’s harbour, Jack was
setting out after him when the voice of
the bo'sun rose 1in a frenzied rom s

“8iop those two young vorminds!
Bring 'em back )"

Tha seamen whe had come helow
cilattercd ecrozs ihe deck benecaih Lho
yellow light of the lanierns just in Lo
to sec Jack disappear, feet first, througn
the porthale.

Mow that il discovery of their pet-
away had been made, Jack did not
ironbla to maintein silonce like Terry
had done, but dropped into the sea with
g splash, and swam with a poweriul
crawl stroke after the Irish cabin-boy.

At first the reflection of the lighis from
the Chane Queen's ports, dancing on the
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waters, made the boys easily visible, but
after swimming balf a cable’s length
from the ship, the darkness swallowed
them from the view of those on board
the clE;rllrf1+

The skipper of a small oyster-lshing
Loat standing in for ‘the shore, picked
them up nrlg showed them a deal of
sympathy when they told their story,

“In days gone by there was more of
ihis sort of thing donec on the western
eoast than there 15 now,” he told them.
“A son of mine was shanghai'd several
vears ago from this very port, and I've
never seen him from ti‘mt day to tins.
Now go below to the cabin, lads, and
1][‘:&" :,'ﬂurﬁ.t}l‘rlzs at the Hre.” )

There was & stove in the pokr cabin,
and  long after the ovster-boat had
anchored and the China Queen had stood
out through the Gelden Gate, Jack and
Terry sat-in its warmth listening to the
varns of the old skipper.

“‘The sca has trested me none too
kindly, boys,” he said, *and now I'm
selling wp and going on a pew lay. 1f 1t
turns out well, these's & fortune for me,
‘There's gold wp North—gold, ¥ under-
stand ¥ His eyes glittered with the
light of & fanatic. " Away up there in
the Yukon a strike’s been made which
has broken all records. An old Fellow
called MeLenpan has struek rioh, and
there's proof thal he's tﬂgpnd the
greatest poldfield ever lighted upon in
the MNorth. Gold! There's gold for the
gottin', boys! Pickin’ gold out of a
creck is better'n fishing oysters oul of
the sea, and I'm selling up this ketch
and hitting the trail Nortly as soon as I
can rake together an outhit.”

Stowaways [

LITTLE later, this skipper, wiih
A the gold-fever in his veins, took
tho boys ashere in a dinghy.
There, Jack and Terry, after
thanking him, parted ecompany from
him, and walked together through the
dock district, taking care, however, notl

te o through Spanish Causeway.

One  day  Jack intended squaring
matters with those rogues, Bull Morgan
and Lefty Simons, but the immediate
necd was to find shelter for the night.
The next need aflter that, both for him-
self and Terry, was to find jobs; and
whereas it was Jack's intention to take
what means he could to find his uncie,
there was little chence of his being able
to do anything while penniless,

The down-town district was alive with
people, although the hour was so lato.
drores, usunlly shut long before, wers
open and doing big business.

Time and sgmn Jack and Terye
heard the word “gold " bandied from
Lip to bp among the crowd., Since the
great strike of gold by Jock MceLeunan
i the Yukon had been confirmed ihe
Western scaboard of Americs was aflane
with the gold-fever, whose virus scts
men's veins en fire and fills their braios
with mpdness,

(3old! Gold!

The fevered topic of the crowd buarnesd
intp the minds of Joack and Terry until
they thrilled te the excitement of rhe
nigh{u Men of all conditions of hife were
hustling in and out of the stores, secur-
ing ¢lothes, tools, and provisions neces-
sary for the journey to the Far Nortl.

For this was the beginning of the
great stampede of men fo the Stoware
River—a gold-rush to be compared anly
to that to the Klondike years ago.
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v hat!” exclaimed Jack, his oyes
51ilnrl-:liug_ “How jolly fine to go with
all those fellows! That skipper of the
ovsier-baat told us that up Norvtl there
wis gold for the getiing 1™ .

“Degorra, he did!" agreed Terry.
“And phwat's the maiter wid going
and getting some, Jack me bhoy? Sure,
the two of us together could stake a
claim and make our fortunes, bedad!”

“Chump ! laughed Jack. * How the
dickens do you suppose we can get o
passage ap to the ¥Yukon with hardly a

bean botween us®™

“Faith, there's more ways of gefbing
ont of a ship than by falling off the
bridge, mo bhov,"” retorted Terry; * and
in ke manner there's more ways of
petting aboard one than by walking up
the gangway., "Tis dead keen I am on
going ‘on this gold-hunt, and 1if you'll
come wid me, sure we'll both go down
to the docks right now and chance what
happens to us later.”

Jack gripped his hand,

“I'm game to throw in my lot with
vou, Terry," he said. *“After all, T've
nothing to stop in 'Irisco for now that
my uncle has gone away. And if T can
mnoke a fortune in the North, parhaps T
can come back and uwse some of the
monoey [or getting in touch with him.”

There was as much bustle at the docws
as in the lower part of the town, and
already two or three ships had been
chartercd to take the first batehes of
gold-seckers  to Skagway, i Alaskn,
whenee they would make the remainder
of the journey by land to the Btewart
River.

Bearded roughnecks and pink-facel
*Varsitv boys were among the excited
cronwd on the wharf, and miness.
lwmbermen, clerks, and  storckeepers,
with outfits great or small, jostled one

TERRY O'HARA,

littim Irish cabin-boy of the

tha pluck
II'{:pnr, " China Quasn.”

4

another, or chatted cxeitedly in crowds
with less fortunate applicants for berihs
ite the ship, or with friends who had
cotne to see them start on the gold-trail,

“There are too many officials down
here, Terry,” remarked Jack. “We
shall never be able to get up one of
those gangwavs and past the ticket-
holders without being spotied.”

“Sure, lcave it to me, me bhoy!™
grinned Terry confidently, “"Tis meself
will get abeard that ship, if I heve to
{ight tvery mither’s son in untform 1"

Terry's self-confidence made  Jock
laugh. and alse it made him feel more
hopeful, though bis own reason told him
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that they had hardly a chance of stow.
ing away,

They stood by one of the chartered
ships called the 5.5 Chileoot, by which
the main crowd was assembled. Thia
steamer, they discovered, was sailiug
within two hougs for Bkagway, though
as yot none of the passengers had been
allowed on board.

Presentiy, as Jack and Terey watchod,
the gangway: were pot out, and thers
was & rush of passengers on  board,
while officials of the stcamship company
checked the tickets of everyvone,
M Now's onr  chance, Jock!”
Terry., *Thiz way, me bhox!”

The youngsters dodged among -the
throng, whose attention was directed to
the tecmin attgwars, What Terry's
plan was fucﬁ did not guess at fivst;
but he became startlingly aware of it as
the Lrish boyr clambered like a monkoy
up one of the great mooring-lines at the
bow of the ship on to the deck.

Jack quickly shinned after him, and
heard someone shout for him to come
back.,  OF this he took no mnotice,
although two of the CHilcoot's erew
canw rouning aff, warned by the shouts
ashore.  The two boys hurriedly dived
dawn a comwmpanion-ladder and hid them-
selves behind some crates of machinery
abait the chain-locker,

In their hiding-place they heard §he
framp of many feet on the decks, ami
the roar of the wineches and dervicks e
cargo wis hoisted abonrd. No ooe came
near them, however, and after a looz
wait the hatches were battencd down,
and they heard the hooi ef the syron
and the plash as the mooring-lines wore
cast off.

Not, however, until the ship had pot
out to sea, as they could tell by the
Ieavy roll of the {_\‘I{"ﬂli_. cdid they come
ont and find their way up for a breath
of Teesh anr.

There were a great crowd of mold-
seekers on deck, and ne one took any
notice of the boyzs, whe staod by the rail
and saw the wyellow lights of "Frises,
like ropes of sapphires ghstening in the
niglht, roceding far astern.

“Tlooray gbn:-aﬂm:l Jack cnthusins-
tically.  *“*We've done it this tune,
Torey ! And, anyway, no one can scnd
us back " '

iz remark ended in a startled gasp
as & heavy haud fell upon his shoulder,
Swinging round, be saw a giant of 3
man glnring down at llmn,rr:mi, with
widening eves and sagping jaw. he rve-
cognised the owner of that evil, pock-
marked countenance, It was Tl
Morgan: and his pardner of the Red
Rat, Lefty Simons, was at his side!

“¥' young cub!” prowled Morgan
ominogsly. 1 thought I recognised
ve. How comes it yo re here, instead o
SCPVINE v ur ﬂpp‘[‘f_*ll_‘“t_'{“-ﬁ]'!lj_l abonrd the
Ching Queen®”

The cool assurance of Tnll Morgan
took away Jack's breath, but he quickly
recovered himself.

“et me go, vou cowardly pgreat
rotter """ he cricd angrils. “Pprha.p.t
when vou get back to "TFrisco you'll find
the police have put a spike into that
rotten business vou were running at the
Red Rat!™ r

“Phe buzsine=s has bhoon 5&1&1" T FOT-
posed Lefty Simons. with a leer. ™ Now
answer Hull's I'IL“"‘Ft o, or Wt‘r'l! take your
wp before the =kipper! I don’t supposc
cither yvou or this oiher young sweep has
paid o passage.” :

Jack and Terey exchanged quick
glances, and in doing so gave thomselves
away to the canning scoundrels.

criea
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*“ Arrah I

Let him alone, ¥* great cowardly spalpeen !** erled Terry O’Hara.
aimed a smashing blow wiih the rope at the plucky Irish lad. Terry, however, was too quick for him !

Maddened at the interruption, the bos'n

(~Hee page 25.)

“Are these [iends of vours, Jack?®”
asked Terry. “¥For if =a, hedad. 1
don’t think much of them. Come on,
let's go for'ard.”

Guessing that the boys hiad ne real
right to be in the ship, Bull Morgan
and Bimong barred their way, and the
ensuing rumpus brought some mombers
of the crew to the scene. The deck-
hands took charge of Jack and Terry;
atcd Morgan and Simons, who had m:sf!
their wretched dosshouse business to joia
in this mpd gold-rush to the Novth,
followed hard at their heels

The skipper of the Chileoot was a far-
geeing man, but, after hearing the story
which Jack told of his adventure at the
Red Rat and the plausible varn spun
by Bull Morgan, e was at a loss to
decide the rights and wronge of the
affair.

Curtly he ordered Morgan and
Simons out of his cabin, Then, when
they had gone he loosed the thunder of
his wrath at the heads of the two bovs,
informing them in plain, seaman-like
language, what were the usual
penalties for stowaways.

In the end, having given vent {o his
righteous wrath, he summoned the chict
steward, and told him to set the boys
o work peeling potatocs, or on any
otlier odd jobs which needed doing in
the gatley, and to be sure to ' boot both
the young rips ashore in Skagway.”

And, in spite of the prescnce of Bull
Morgan and Lefty Simons among the
gold-seekers in the ship, Jack and Terry
were hugging themsclves with delight
as they followed the steward oui of the
skipper's cabin. They were on their
wry to the Golden North, and, by tooth
or claw, they would fight their way
through to the wealth which lay buried
Ehmg the reaches of the far Stewart

iver!

The Jackals of the Camp!
LEEADY ithe port of Bkapway
was  becoming o hive of in-

duastry, Just as it becamo big

and populons in the days of
98, Acvcommodation was hard to get
anywhere, and many of the gald-
seckers camped out in tenls or under
tho siars, with Dlankets wrapped about
thon.

Jack and Terry, instead of being
“hooted ' aszhore, were kindly speeded
by the skipper and the chief steward
with & gmall present of money cach,
becanze they had been gnod workers
on the way up. Also Lhe bovs had heen
able to do many odd jobs and favours
for the great crowd of passengers, and
s0 had fxirly carned many other dollars.
They had kepd ount of the way of DBull
Morgan aond Lefty Simons, amd the two
rogues left the lads severely alone on
board, knowing that their parts would
be tiken by many of the other men,

IFFrom the time they landed from the
Chileoot, Jack and Terry saw nothing
of the ox-partners of the Red Rat, and
they early booked their fare on the
Whife Paszs and Yoken Railroad 1o
White Hovse.

There they went on the trail as
packers—that is, helping the well-to-do
gold-seekers with a large amount of
gear to canry their stuffl over tho rough
pack-trail=—for the boys themselves had
practically nothing, except the clothes
they stood up in,

Their pay as packers was very good,
althouglh staggering along  with big
loads on that rongh Yukon trail was
terribly hard work. With the money
they earned, Lowever, they were ablo
to pay a passage in a stern-wheeler
steamcr the lenglhy of Lake Labarge
and part of the way up the FYukon
River.

Less hardy and spirvited lads wounld

tave thrown wp the sponge across the
dreaded  Bear Pass, where many
another gold-secker dropped by the
rocky trail and turmed back to go oul
of this forbidding country.

Their boots weore tied on with bits of
buckzkin and their feet were blistered,
But they plodded gamely on, pluckily
deterimined to sce this adventure through
to the end.

They struek the Stewart River filty
miles above the gold-fields opened by
that great stnke of the oldtiner Jock
MeLennan.

Quite a camp had formed by the
river bank, and already some of the
gold-seckers  had huugﬁt boats from
the Indians at big prices. Here, for
the fArst tune since entering Lhe eountry,
the boys saw Bull Morgan and Lefty
Simons, who had bought o big open
bout and a couple of pairs of huge oars
to muke the rest of the jonrney.

Mothing was seid by the roguaes to the
chums, but if looks donld have killed
the youngstera would have  béen
“outed " as sure az many of those who
had already fallen by the way or been
drowned in the rapid: along the lower
reaches: of the Stewart.

By means of propping an old water-
Pru&f sheet on a few sticks, Jack and
Lerry made themselves n rough kind
of shelter. Crewling under at, with
their stock of provisions by ﬂ}uir sidle,
they wrapped themselves in their
blankets and chatted about their pros
pects for & few minutes belore settling
down to sleep, :

“Wea'll see it through, Terry ! sand
Jack determinedly. “After all, we've
enough provisions to carry uz a few
more days on the trail, though I vole
we «ddon't start foo ecarly to-morrow
morning. "

AL Endgad. iz slape we need!” agreed

Tue Macxer Lsrary.~No. 1.018,
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Terry. “'THs a pity, too, we can't ges

hold of some hoots, mv bhoy., Sure
me boots are litle more than laces,
bedad, and the only advantage of ‘ein

iz that thoy don't cramp the fect
entoirely,”
“When welve had a  fow  more

hardenad,™
good-mghk,
dead beat!

bliskcrs our et will met
saidd Jack cheerily. “ Now,
old nran; U'm protty nearly
Yaw.mw ™

Withie fve minutes, both the trail-
weary chnms were sound asleep in that
camp by the Stowart River. Bo sonnd
indecd were their slumbers that thes
did not hear the stealthy footsieps
whiclhh approached their Httle shelter
nor the rustle of a lean avaricious hawl
which erept under the waterproof,

Beside their improvised tent knelt
Lefty Simons, while Bull Morgan kept
watch somo yards distant lest anvy of
the other mon of the camp uppmm-imf]

Time and again the grasping hand
of Lefty Simons crept uugur fthe waler-
praoof, and en cach oceasion quietly re-
moved some of the boys' steck of pro.
visions,

Mot untyl the following morning il
the bovs discover their- loss,

“Fuith, *tis Morgan and Simons, for a
cert, lhe s=palpeons!”  gulped Terpy
O'Hara. “If I had a gon, me bhoy, I7l
go out and—=""

"No you wouldn't, Terry, mim JE T
Jack; "and it's no good going and
Lmkmg up & shindy with them. It's
the sott of rottén thing they would do.
but we've got no proof whatever that
théy were the thieves, and there's wmore
than a chance that it wes soineons elw:,
It's tough Iuc-k old chap, and I'm
afraid it's going to delay our getling
i the wpoldfields.”

They drew their belts tighler and
'I.LE-I'tt -mit. into the }-.,ﬂ:?rl l:::::r:nmg R,

L]

The camp was a-bustle, and o pumdrer
of men were interested in a big open
boat which was being pushed out on
the stream.  As though drawn by a
magnet, the rlllll]:]?. went down to that
throng by the river, end saw their
coemies, Morgan and Bimons, rowing
out on to the siream.

There was a fine stock of provizions
and other gear in the stern-shests of the

eraft, and az Bull Morgan caught sight.

of the twa boys, he kicked a hefty {oot
among the stuff as though to draw their
attention to it

“ZJo long, ¥ voung rips!™ he bel-
lowed across the water, * Mebbe we'll
see ye later in the goldiields,  Moean-
time, look alter yourselves, aml mind ye
have a good breakfast!”

This last remark sct both
arcl Simons chuckling  with

Morgan
lavghter,
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and convineed the boss th.at it was these
two who had stolen thefr - tnh-sta’.-h o

“Yau rotters!™ shouted Jack, ta the
gstonishment of the men on the river-
bank. “We'll break level with you for
thiz, you murk my words!”

The remark only wade the rogues
laugh lowder than ever, and a brouzed,
bearded man, with kindly grey eoves,
asked thom what all the treuble was
abiont,

P We had o grubestake lified last
might,” Jack told him, “and it was
those two raseals who did it, or 'l cat
my boots—if I'd got any !

“Come along to my tent, sotinics!
he invited. “After all, vou can do
nothing against those crooks now, for
they're well on their way downstream.
I gnuess T've got enough to grub-stake
you to the diggings, and, what's more,
'va & I}lLlc canoc which will ecasily
hold three.’

“Oh, that's ripping of vou, sir!™ cried
.]m:-k.

“ Bedad, 'tis reminding me of the ald
sqnire ot Ballymaintree, you are, sor!”
cried I.ﬂn-u s acee ting your in-
vitation wid pleasure we'll be if you 11
only let us work for yon on the way.

*There'll be plenky of work for you
to do,” sonled the old ]'rrm-.'pm*lm
“Now, here's my wigwam, and in it a
good stock of hacon and hran.s all ready
for frying. Wheo says grub?”

In reply two voices spoke as onc:

“Lrub! Hurrah!™

B

(Jeack wd Tervy boed at feast found a
fn'r..rrrz 1 the bearded afrenifer, Fifis
they are r-:'-c‘a‘h'urr!'w' Fear g Tot niore of
the wascaify EHH » Morvgun, amd " fids
purdner, “Lefty” Simons!  Whaetever
you do, don't wiss next week'a full-of-
thrills dnstalment of this greal adrventure
e, ehums)
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