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AOT IFANTED ! Nobody in Vernon-Smith's party exactly pinea for the society of Willism George RBunter on Lhe trip
to the South Seas, But shaking off Billy Bunter, fat and fatuous as he s, s about as difficult as parting a hungry

doyg frour a bone !
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A Rousing Story of Harry Wharton & Co. and the Bounder of Greyfriars, dealing with
their Holiday Adventures en route for the South Seas.

THE FIRST CHAFTER.
A Bad Beginning !

i OY8 will be boys, T suppose.™
Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith

mada that remark at the break-
fast table on the Golden Arrow
vacht.

He did not make it good-humonredly.

He looked cross.

Haryy Wharton & Co. sat up and took
notice, as it were.

As the chumz of the Greyviviara Re-
move woere Hevbert Vernon-Smith's
guesis on board the millionaire's yachi
they were bound to give Smithy's pater
their polite attention, even when ho was
L L

Smithy himself was looking rathor
glam,

Jomething, apparently, bad annoyed
the Bounder of Greoyfrinrs, and it was
clear that something had annoyed Ins
father,

“Bovsz," repeated Mr. Vernon-Smith,
““will be bhowys! [ supposc you young
fellows are accustomed to all sorts of
larks at school—what ¥"

“Well, sometimes, sir,” said Harry
Wharton, bardly knowing what to say.
He was guite in the dark as to the cause
of the millionaire’s irritation.

“The Jarkfulness i3 sometimes terrific
in the esteemod Remove passage at ouy
honourable and rvidieulous school!™ re-
marked Hurree Jam:et Ram Singh.

Mr. Vernon-Smith stared for a
moment.
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He was not so accustorned jo Hurree
Singh's wonderful variety of the English
language as the Greyfriars fellows were,

“Well, ~there's o limit!” he zaid, or,
rather, snapped.

Harry Wharton & Co. and Tom Red-
wing, looked at Mr, Vernon-Bmith in-
quiringly. Smithy kept hic eyez on his
plate, but his brows were kniiited, and
there was a glint in his oyes.

Something, obvicusly, was the matter.

Six guests at the Ereahfast-tablﬂ on
the (lolden Arrow had not the [ainiest
idea what the trouble was. .

S0 far as they could see, cverythiag
was going well,

It was a sunny zummer's morning, and
the Golden Arrow was gliding swiftly
through the Atiantiec waters. The ses
was as smooth almost az & pond, and all
wae ecalm and bright—excepting  DMe.
Yernon-Smith and his son.

There was an uncomfortable silence
at the breakfast-table for zome momentsa.

“Is anylhing up?" asked Bob Cherry
ot last,

Yes."”

“YWhy not give it a name, sir " asked
Dol cheevfully, * Nobody's been larking

hora that I know of.  What's hap-
pened "

“You don't Enow?” granted 3r.
Vernon-Smith.

“Not a at.”

“Tha Lknowfulness iz not  great,
csteomed  salil,™  =aid Hwree Singh
mildly. “*But it i3 distressing fo zee the

smile of henevolenco chased away hy the

frown of grouvsefulness. The explana
tion of thu%‘udi{:mm circumstances i3 the
proper caper.'’

“1 know all about ragging st school,”
grunted Mr. Vernon-Smith; “but at my
age ragging is unweleome, I think any
sensible lad might know that., Playing
practical jokes in my slate-room is over
the limit., T don't want to say any more
nl:nr?:lt it, but let ithore be no more of
it!

0Oh, my hat!” sald Frank Nugent
bLlankly. = ¥Yen can't suppose that we
have been larking in vour cabin, sir.”

“F.‘t?rta[u!y we've done nothing of the
kind ' grunted Johmny Ball, "1 hope
woe hknow onr wmannerz a  little hetter
than that:!"

The Bounder looked up from  his
plate, and spoke for the first time.

“It's top thick!”" he said sollenly,
“"Larks are 2ll very well among our-
selves, and you can rag my cabin if
vou like; but a fellow likes his father to
be vespocted.  You jolly well know that
larks on my father ought to be barred !”

Harvy Wharton's face set.

“We know that az well aszs you do,
Smitthy,” hoe said. “If any fellow here
has been ragping your father's state-
room, it's news to me!”

“And te me!” said Nugent.

“And me!” said Bob.

“Tha newsfuloess iz ternific fo my
csteomed =elf ! said Hurreo Jamset Ram,
Singh.

“And T den't care fa e seensied of

[Copyright in the United States of America.]
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gucli rotten bad manncrs and volten bad
taste, either ! grunted Johouy Bull,

“1 hope I needn't say that I know
nething about 6" said Tom Redwing.

“I know that, Reddy,” zaud the
Bounder, *“ Buat it was somebody, I sap-
puse,  The room didn't vag itself.™

“Let ik drop.” suid Me. -Yernon-
Swith, weore placidly.  “Boys will he
bovs, as I've smid; and I dare say 1t was
anfy a hittle thoughtlessness, 'éut ¥ L
-E‘JH:I'L expeet & anan of my age to like
il.”

“Coertainly mot!”  =id  Wharton.
“But you mwmust take our word for i,
sir, that we have not been inside your
cabin since we came on the yacht. Mo
fellow lere would dream of plaviug
tricks on you."

“It  bappened!™
Smith tartly.

“What happened "' demanded Whar

said Mr.

Y ornion-

ton, " You haven't zaid yet what has
liappencd ¥
“The blankeiz were taken off my

bunk, and the bed left in disorder.
When I turned in last mght I had 1o
get the steward to find fresh blankots
and make the bed over again. Some-
body must have come out of his cabin
and upset m?; trunk while I waz on
deck, The blankets are gone., The
steward hasn't found them, and it looks
as if they must have been dropped ount
of the port-hele.”
“Well, my hat!”" exelaimed Wharten,
in utter astonishment.
Tho Bounder stared at the juniors,
“Mean to say you know notlung
about it, veu fellows?" lLie demandedd.
“0Of course we don't!”  exclaimed
Wharton sharply. “Deo vou think we're
a mob of hooligans?™
“Then, who did it?"
- “That's not for us to say,
it was oot one of us!”
“Goog gad!™ exclaimed Mr. Yernon-
Smitlh. *If I've jumped (o a wrong
conclusion, T'm sorev.  Bul who did it,
T want fo know? The bed was made
properly—my man must have seon to
tiat.” HHe glanced round, “Soames!”
“ St :
Soames, the millionaire’s valet, ame
peared ot onee with his soft tread and
deferential manuer.

Certainly

"You saw _to my state-voomn last
wight, SoamesT"

"Quite so, sir.”

“You left it in readiness for mee

winle I was smoliang a oigar on deck "

“T1 did, sir.”

“The bed was in order?®”

“Quite in order, sir, when I left it,”

“Aund what was it like when I called
vou. when I came down to turn in 7"

“It was disarranged, sir, aml the
llankets had been token away”
answered Soames, in hiz gquiet, soft,
smoath volce,

“They have not been found sinee®”

"I have spoken fo the steward aboat
it this morning, sir, and nothing has
been seen of the Dlankets, ™  said
Soames,

“That settles the matter,” said Mr.
Vernon-Smith, turning to the juniors
again, while Boames noisclessly receded.
“Bomebody was larking in my state-
]r-"m:;m. As 1 said, boys will be boys;

Hf—

"1t was not one of us, sir,” said
Harry Wharton gquietly, T lhope you
will accept our word on that”

The millioraire did nolt reply for a

mamoent. '
“Oh, certainly ! lie said, at last.
“ But ii"s very odd, as nonc of the crew
could have dene it, and I supposc the
steward 1s not given to larking. Let the
malter drop.”
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And the matior dropped, and the Qs
breakfast on board the Golden Avrow
limished in uncombfortable silence.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
High Words !
HJ’!.HRT_’ WHARTON & Co. went

on deck as soon as they could.

Tom Redwing went with

. thet, but Herbert Veruon-
Bimth romained below.

The Bounder was in one of his

irritable tempers; but for once tho
juniors admitted that Smithy had a rvight
to be annoyed. No fellow could be ex-
wieled 1o hke disrespect shown towards
s father, and rogging the cabin of a
ponderous middle-aped- gentleman  was
not a lavk: it was =nuply an act of dis-
respect.  The juniors did not biame the
Bonpder for being ansoyed; but eer-
tainly they blamed him for believing
that some member of the Co. had been
the ragger.

“We're beginning well ™ said Tiob
Cherry rather dismally, as the juniors
stood by the polished rail looking out
over the sunny Atlantie.

Wharton compresscd his lips.

“1 wondered how it would turn out,
chummiing with Smithy for the vac,” he
said. "1 suppose 1t was a mistake.”

BOYS!
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See That You Get It !

But whoe could have done it said
hu;?unl.

The captain of the Remove shook lus
head.

“I don't know; but it's not ouar busi-
ness to find out. Somcbody did it, T
suppose, but we did not,™

“it's jolly queer,” said Johnny Bull.
“Can't inaging the stoeward, or that nan
Soames, larking with his governor.™

“"Not likely.”

“Or the captain, or the mafe”

' I{F‘t !_Il:

“ Well, then, who—"

1t seems to be a giddy mystery,” said
Wiharton. " But we've said that we
know nm.hin%af it, and that ought to be
enough for Bmithy and his pater. I'm
stare it wasn't any of vou fellows ™ he
added, glancing round,

“MNot little me,” said Dob.

“The notfulness 15 terrifie.”

Johnny Bull and Nugent shook their
heads,

“Certainly not you, Bedwing ¥ added
Wharion,

N0, said Tom
troubled look. " You fellows inusin®i
blame Smithy., He thinks that bis
father has been treated with disrespeoct.
‘That's enough to put any fellow's back
up™

“ Not towards fellows who had nothing
to do with i1t, I suppose,” said Wharton
rather tartly.

“ Well, no,” said Tom slowly.

Wharton looked at him fixedly.

“Does that mean, Redwing, that yvou
fancy one of us rageed Smithy's pater?
Can't you take our word

Redwing, with a
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“I take your word, of course,” said
Redwing guietly,  “If you put it ke
that, there's nething moue to be said,”

“Well, we do put it like thab™
prunted Johuny Bulll.

Hedwing was silent.  Ile could not
doulit the word of ithe Famous Five, but
he was evidently puzzicd snd perplexed
by the strange cecurronee.

“Iialle, halle, lalle! the
Bounder,” murmured lob.

Veornon-Bmith came on deck al last.

He glanced at the group of juniors by
the rail, but did not approach them. He
watked deliberately to the other side.

LThe juniors exchanged looks,

Wharton's face was almost pale with
angaer,

_ With many doubls in their winds the
juniors ha aucuiptcd Vernon-Smith's
ivitation to join the cruise to the Soutlis

Hero's

Sews, They were keen enough to join
Tom Redwing in hizs quest of 1w
treasure of Cacn Island,  And  the

Bounder, wndil this morning, had been
50 cordial, so genial, so evidently plessed
to have them on the yeelt, that their
doubts had been set at rest,

Now Bmithy’s suspicious and sulky
temper was in the ascendanl apgain, and
j'-’ltu sitowed o desire whatever to conceal
1%.

And it was too late for his pucsis to
draw back., Once the Golden Arrow was
out at sen they were comumitted to the
vojage; a long, long voyage, which was
beginning  with  bitter blood between
them and their host. That situation
was absolutely intolerable: and vet theve
was no remedy, shut up together as they
wiere on the little cralt 10 the midst of
the boundless sea.

“We're having this out ! said Wh-
ton, with set lips; aud he walked across
the deck to the Bounder.

Smithy, _leaning on the rail and
slaring moodily af the distant amoke of
a steamor, did not look gl him, or scem
aware of hiz approsch,

“ Bwmithy ¥

Wharton's voice was almost (rembling
with anger,

“ Well¥”

The Bounder answered without locking
round.

“This won't do, Smithy.”

The Dounder shrugged his shonlders.

“We're your guesis hoere,” said Harry,
*1 -dare say we were fools to come.  DBut
we're your guests now, and it can't be
helped, I think you ought io rememnber
that we're not st Greyigiars now, where
a [ellow can leave yvou alone when you
get into your tantrums,™

Vernon-Smith looked round at that.
His fuce wos set, and it was cleay that
hie was as angry us Wharton,

“What do yaou expect? e snecred.
“If ' to remember that ypu've my
guests, ecan't you rememfrer that my
father iz vour host? You can call it a
lark if you like; but if 1 trealed Colonel
Wharton like that when 1 came to your
house you'd have your back up [us
onougl.™

“I I esked a fellow {o Wharton
Lodge, and he trealed my uncle 1o silly
practical jokes, e would leave at onee,
and 1 should never speak to him again,”
sald Harvy, “We can't leave vouw, us
we're at sea. Would your father {urn
hack to Soutlramplon if we asked him "

The Dounder laughed involuntarily.

Ay father would not turn the yachi
back foi  any reason  whalever,” he
answered. **His time is of value. Thia
i3 8 yachling trip lo us; but it’s a
business voyage to him.”

“Well, then, we must manage to pull
together somehow., I you can’t take
our word, Smithy, you ought never to
have asked us here.™

VurE Macrer Lispany.—No., 1,020,
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“What's the good of ct'!ﬁﬂwag?” oxN-
claimed the Bounder irritably. “My
father’s ,a City millionaire. 1 dare say
you look on him as & rank outsider coni-

ared with CUolonel Wharton and Major

therry. He's a man who.made his own
money, instead of a foezling, bungling
military man living on -the taxes, No
end of a difference in class there! You
can think what you like, but he's my
father, awd I've no civilily o wasic on
feilows who can't treak hum  with
tespect.”

harton's lips were opened for an
angry rejoinder, but ho did not utter it
[le could sympathise with the I'r_‘elmfﬂ-
of a'fellow who bitjerly .and passionately
resented a snpposed slight to his father.

“Yeou ean call it g lark,” said the
Bounder savagely. “It's not a lark, and
vou know it! I caine to Wharton Lodge
ence~—cdo you think I'd haveé dreamed
of playing larks on Colouel Wlartoni I
may be a bounder, as the Greyfriars
fellows nicknamed me, but I'm not
capable of that. And do vou think I'm
going to allow wy father to be treated
as you wouldn't allow yvour uncle to be
treated! Confeind your impudence !”

The Bounder's eves hklazed, and he
clenched hiz hands.

“We've all told wou that we know
nothing whatever about whai happened
in your father's eabin  last  night,
Smithy.”

Smithy [aughed sfﬂfﬁnglif-

“What's the good of telling ine that?

I dave say vou're ashamed of what
vou've done.”

11 exclauned Wharton, his  eyes
flashing,

“I don't =ay il was you. LI was one
of you.”

It waz nong of us”

“Thon who was it growled the

Bounder. ** Are you telling me that my
father's valet rogged his bunk? Don't
talk vot! Op was it the steward, or the
steward's bov? You know il wasn't !

“1 kuow that il was none of us”

“Rot ¥
rt:*'l"hcu vou refuse {o tuke our word on
} IJJ

“O coyrse I do, when what you say
15 nuposzible.”

Wharton drew a deep hreath.

“We can't go on like thas, Sueuthy, We
want to go to the Douth Seas with
Redwing, and help hin i seavcling for
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the treasure, But we can’c go on like
thiz, You must ask yvour faiher to pit
in somewhere and put ws ashove, so that
we can gob back.”

“That's impossible, and vou know it,
My father's responsible for you to vour
people, and he could not land you mn a
foreign country o look after yourselves,
You know it well enough.”

“Then what's to be done!” exclaimed
Wharton hotly,

" Nothing.”

“And we're to go on like {his?™

“As you've made your hed wvou'll
have to lic on it. Nebody asked you to
insult my father.”

“You dare to say that Pvoe tnsulied
vour father, when I'm his guest!” ex-
claimed Wharton,

“Either you ar oue of your [riends,
or the lot of you.?

“1It's false,”

" It's true, and you koew 107

~ Wharton cleached his hands  hard.
I'he Boundey staved at him with sar-
donic mockery.
. "Like to make a serap of it?" he
jeered. " You won't have to ask twice.
I'm jolly mear knecking you flying
across tha deck as if 1517

Wharton controlled his temper with a
great cffort.

“IH you've no sense of decency,
I hope I have a little,” he said. “ We're

nol m the Hemove passage now. If we
werp——7"  He b{]ﬂkﬂ off, " There's
nothing mare to bo said.  The first

chance that comes along we shall get off
thiz yacht. Until then, I suppose we
shall have to put up with mettors as
they stand.™

And witlk that Wbharton turned his
back oy the Bounder and walked across
the deck, folfowed by a black and unre-
lenting  =cowl from Herbert Vernou-
Smith.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
By Whose Hand ?
Iunch  that  dawy, Mr.

FI'ER |
Vernon-Sinith,  in & spacious
deck.chair, reclined at his case,

with a  plump, good-humoured
face. The nulhonaire had recovered
from his annoyance of the morning, and
hrad am‘;rcnty Forpotten  the episode,
Harry Wharton & Co. conld not forget
it, in view of the attitude the Bounder
had taken ap. I'he sca was cabn, the

sky blue and I:L]EImSt cloudless.  The
Golden Arrow glided swiftly on  her
way, churning the waters of the

Atlaniic, heading for the Bay of Biseay.
The hapdszome, well-rquipped yacht was
a2 pleasurve to the sight, and the chums
of the Remove would bhave heen enjoy-
ing their trip to the full. but for the
ineident thrat hod cast a cloud over thie
TOyae.

The Bounder did not come near the
group of deck-chairs where the FPawous
Five sat.  He loungoed away by humself,
stlfene ami uneomwpromising. His father
had forgiven the episode, bug  the
Dounder could not forgive it, HRedwing
waz  fecling  @as  uncomforiable  as
any.  Ceetainly the Bounder accepted
his word that he had had nothing to
do with the raggmg of the millionaire’s
eabin, and was not offerded with him.
Hul evidently he expected Tom to take
his  side in The  dispute; while the
Famons Five certainly would have been
offended bad Tom raken the view, as
Sl did, thai they bad been guiliy
of bad form and Hed aboud it. DBelween
the two parifes Redwing’s position was
one of rreat dweomfort,

Toremain with the Faness Five was
(o aqusveel with the Bowder— 1o vemain
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with the Bounder was fo give the (g,
the imprescion that he was taking sides
with him, which he certainly was not,
So Tom kept o good deal to himself,
and wished he was anywhere Lut on
board the millionaire’s handsome and
capensive yacht, He could have found
good company forward among the crew;
but, as the millionaire's goest, he had
to forget that he was a sailoriman Dim-
self, and to keep in mind that ho was
a member of the “afterguard,” with no
buziness forratd,

vﬂt‘ﬂpn-ﬂlll%:ih after staring idly over
the rail at the white wake behind the
churning yacht for a loug time, wem
down the companion, with the intention
'l::t' smioking a cigarctte in his state-room.
The Bounder carcd litHe for appear-
ances, but in his father's presence he
could not very well smoke on deck.

But Smithy did nol remain below very
long.,

He came up in & few minntes, his
face red with passion, sud strode acro:s
to the group of juniors.

¥ 5o d)'ﬁlf‘-'f} been ab it agam ™ he ex-
claimed,

Wharton gave him a cold. hard leok.
“\What do you mean?’ he asked
quietly.

“¥ou know what I mesn—some of
you do, st any rate. Who's been rag-
ging in my state-room !

The Famous Five starcd at Lim in
blank amazement.

That question took them utterly by
SL.I.I‘PI‘ISE.

“ Bomebody’s been ragging in your
cabin ™ asked Bob Clivrry at Jast.

“Yes," zaid the Bounder betweon his
teeth,  “And I want to know whick
one of you it was™

“MNobady here!” said YWharvlon covtls,

“That's a lis I

Wharton compressed his lips.

“T can't knock rou down en your
father's deck, Vervon-Smith,” e said,
“¥ou'd belter say no more.™

“The silence is  polden, while tha
speccle 15 the ill-weed that grows apace,
my  e=teemed  Smithy,”  murmuored
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Which of yvou was it?" hissed the
Bounder.

“T've answered that,” said Harvw.

Bob Cherry rose from his deck-ehair,

“Let's go and seo the damage,” ho
said. “I ecan't gpet om to this. It's
beginning to get on my nerves.”

The juniors went down io the siate
roots, the angry Bounder following
themn,  Vernon-Bnuth's state-room  was
in great diserder.  Bverything scemcd
to have been pulled out of its place. His
handsome  leather  suwitease was wide
open, the contents jumbled over the
foor; and Tom Hedwing’s possossrons—
much mere simple and mueh loss expen-
sive—had been jumbled about in the
same way, mixed with the Bounder's

Iarry Wharten & Co. stared into the
rooin in astonishment.

“Wha on carth did that 7 exclaimed
Nugent, .

‘Mot one of vou, of course!” spid the
Bounder, with bitier saveasin, *“You
want me to believe that one of the crew
sueaked aft without hbeing =cen, and
ragged the roonmi—what 1™

“¥ou can Dbelieve what won  like™
growled Johony Ball. * None of us had
anvthing to do with it.”

“Who did, rthen¥”

“How the tdounp shonld I know”

“Some of my 1]1il1:{.‘1 are  gone”
enarled the Bounder, “ Whoever ragged
Ty cahin fhust have choucked them oot
of the porthole, Theve's a hair-brush:
T can't soo it anywhere, | know s
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Tom: Redwing looked up Irom the teak chart suddenly ; he had heard no one approach, but he was aware that someone was

looking over his shoulder.

* Excuse me, sir ' V'
the chart inte his pocket.

It was the soft, siiky volce of Soames, and instinetively Tom Redwing shoved
(See Chapler 4.)

swank, in your opinion, to have silver-
backed brushes that cost pounds: but it's
gone,”

“Arc yon ecalling your guests thieves
now " said Johnny Bull, in a rumbhng
volce.

“1 ¢on't think the thing has been
stolen, but if it hasn't been stolen it's
been chucked into the sea. Guests! Is
that the way guests behave in the slum
you were brought up in?”

*I tell you we know nothing of it,"”
saidd Harry.

“¥ou can tell me that till vou're
lMack in the face, sud I shan't believe
it. Bome of my shirts are gone, and 2
pair of slippers, and some other things.”

“Who on earth can have done 1t ?*™
said Wharton blankty,

“1 say, let’s look in our room,"” said
Mugent. “The practical joker may
bave been there, too.”

“That's possible.”

Mot likely, I think"
Boundoer,

But the Bounder's look changed as
Wharton opened the door of the room
Lie shared with Wugent., The state-room
had been ivrned out from end to end,
in tha same way as Smithy's.

O ejaeunlated the Bounder,

He starcd blankly at the havee

8o we've beon given our turn.” said

sneered the

IHarry, compreszing his Jips, “ Do you
snppose that we did this ourselves,
Vernon-Smith ¥

“Hardly. That letz out wvon and

Nugent.” satd Smithy. “One of the
other three did it, of course.”

“We haven't looked into our rooms
yet,” said Bob.

The next room belonged io Johnny
Bull anpd Bob Cherry. As thoe jumors
hali.oxpeeted by this time, it was 1 a
state of niter disorder.

“That lets out you two, I suppose™
taid YVernon-Smith, and he fixed a grim
losk on the Nabob of Bhamipur.,

“ My esteemed Smithy-—" murmurcd
Hurree Singh. .

“Let's look in vour room, Inky,” said

ob.

“Cortainfully”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was the
only one of the party who had a state-
room: io himsell. He opened the door,
and, somewhat to the surprise of the
juitiors, the room was quite in order.
The unknown ragger had not  becn
there.

“The esteemod and ecxecrable rofter
has left my room alone,” remarked
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

“ Vo left it alone  yourself,
mean ! snarled the Bounder.

The Co. turned rather startled looks
on Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, It was
odd, to say the least, that the nabel’s
room was the only one that had becu
left untouched. g

“ My esteemned chums,” he said gently,
“1 hopefully think I need not say that
T am not the execrable ragger.”

“We know that, Inky,” eald Beb at
once, “It's queer that the brute has
left vour room alone and ragged the
others, but we know it's only just as it
happened. I dare sav he was inler-
rupted baefore he eould rap the lot.”

¥oul

“Yes, that explains 1t,” sad
Wharton,
“Does 10! sneered the Tounder.

“The thing's quite clear to wmy mind!
It was Ilurree Singh, of course !

“Y assure you, my estecemed Sinithy,
that——""

“We can take Inky's word, if you
can't, Smithy !" said Beb.

“Doesn't the thing speak for itself ¥
said the Bounder passionately. " Some-
body has ragged the place right and
left, and only Hurree Singh's room has
been left alone. I thought you were all
in it. I admit T was mistaken, It was
Hurree Bingh first and laszt 1

“Do you think Inky would rag his
OWIL pafs and tell lies about 1t%¥" de-
manded Nogent.

“I know he has, beeause T ean believe
my own eyes! And it's got to stopl”
said the Dounder, with glittering oyus,
“You're taking a rotten advantage.
Hurree Singh, of being a guest on this
vacht! DBut I tell you plainly that, if
there's any more of your tricks, you'll
suffer for it! I'm not the fellow to

stand it, and I tell you so!
And the Bounder tramped angrily
away to lus own room. Harry Wharton
& Co, looked at one another. They
wera utterly mystified and nonplussed,
“It beatzs me!” zaid DBob Cherry.
“ There's some poity practical joker on
this yacht, that's clear! But who tha

dickens—""
aoodness knows 1™
“Wa'td beltor et {le rooins  to
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rights,” said Wharton, * and after that,
you fellows, we'll find out who has done
this, somehow.”

“ The findfulness is thé proper caper,”
said Hurrec Jamset Ram Singh, .

The juniors prececded to tidy their
slate-rooms, and all of them discovered
that several artivles were missing.
Most of them were articles of [itile
value, and it was scarcely possible to
suppose that they had been stolen. It
seemed fairly clear that the missing
things had been dropped out of the
portheles by the mysterious ragpger;
indeed, thal appeared fo be the only
way of #ccounting for the [fact that
they were missing, The Co. were in an
cxasperated frame of mind by the tune
they returncd to the deck.

Inguiry into the mysterious oceur-
rence was futile. The steward and his
assistant appeared to know nothing of
it. and Soames only raised his eye-
brows when he was questioned, and did
not take the irouble to conceal his
opinion that one or more of the school-
bovs was guilty of the ragging. It was
scarcely possible fo suspect the capiain
or the mate, and it was obvicusly im-
possible for any member of the crew
to have come aft and goune down the
companion withowt being observed.
Tha matter seemed an absolute mystery,
but it was a mystery that the chums of
the Remove were determined lo solve,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Black Pefer's Chari!

OM REDWIN(G sat on the edge
of the vabin skylight with the
treasurn chart in his  hands
Onee miore the sallorman’s son

was examining the chart, so sirangely
sent him by his uncle from the [uy
Bouth Secas, which held the c<lue to a
cacha of pearls on Caca Island 1 the
Houth Pacthie. )

The sun was setting in the west; a
ploriousz summer’s day was drawing to
1ts close, Tom read ihe chart over, as
he had read it many times before; he
knew the map by heart now., Yet so
far it had not given up its seeret to
Bim, The word “cache,” in large
lotters, undoubtedly told of the placge
where the pearls were buried, but the
word sprawled across the map of the
1sland, indicated mno particular spot.
(Jver cach Jetter was marked a cross,
and Tom pguessed that the series of
erosses formed a clue to the cache, but
what they meant precizely he could not
tefl, 'That remained 1o be discovered
when the treasure-seckers rcached the
island—long thouzands of miles dislant
a3z yef,

Redwing's sunburnt face was nol
bright as he scanned the chart of the
UDlack-bearded  sailorman  who  had
perished in the South Seas, Black
Peter had sent him the chart, entrust-
ing 1t to & shipmate in his last hours,
and Ben Dance, the wooden-legyed
seaman, liad fulfifled the trust. Me.
Vernon-8mith, who laughed at the story
of a treasure island, had not even had
the euriosity to glance at the chart
carved on the dise of teak. Dut Red-
wing amd his friends believed in it;
they belioved that the treasure was
there, io be had for the lifting. They
had slarted on the quest with high
hopes and cheery hearts, Tom cheeriesi
of all, for the discovery of the hidden
pearls would inean that he would be
thie lo return to Greyfriars and take
his ald place in the Remove.
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But the strange happenings on the
first day out had clouded the bright
prospects of the voyage. Tom wished
from the bottom of his heart that he
had carried out his firstk intention of
working his way to the South Scasz on
some trader belore tha mast.

Yot Smithy's offer had been a munifi.
cent one. It was pleasant to Tom to
think of spending the vacation with his
chum and with the other fellows he
liked. It was pléasant wo think of the
happy crowd joinipg in the treasure-
hunt together. The eruise had started
cheerily enough. Now all was changed.
From where he sal on the cabin sky-
light Tom could see the Famous Five
in a group discussing something-—appar-
cotly the mystery of the raggiogs. In
ancther dircetion he could see the
Bounder lounging by himself, with a
zullen and resentful face. e sighed,
and dropped his eyes to the chart
uprazn,

But hie looked up suddenly.

He had heard no one approach, but
he was aware that someone was logking
over his showlder,

Insiinetively he shoved the teak-
wood chart inte his inside pocket as
Ie locked up.

" Exeuse nie, sir !

T was the soflt, silhy volce of Scamoes,
the millionaire’s *man,™

Redwing frowned.

He did noi hike Soames, from some
instmetive fecling, thoogit certainly the
man had never given the least offence.
He was as urbanely courteons and re-
spectful to the sailorman’s son as to any
other  member of the party. But
1o Redwing there seemind something
stealthy, something watehinl and eat-
ltke about the wan, Aud at the prosent
moment he knew that Soames had been
tnoking at ihe che g over hiy ehoulder.

The chart was Redwing's secret, con-
fided only to -his chums Certainly it
did not scemn to amatter very mmuch if
the sleek manservant should see it. But
his peering at 1t surreptitiously was not
sgrecable, all the same,

*Weall £ said Redwing curtly.

“1 hope you will not think I am
taking a liberty, sir.” said Soames, in
his smooth volee. [ have heard von
and the other young gentlemen talking
of your expedition, sir. I have not
iended to listen, of course, but you
somerimes talk very freely.”

= It doesn’t matter,” eaid Tom. “No
havm in your hearing that I know of.”

* I nentioned the cirenmstance, sir,
as an explanation why I know of the
existence of yvour chari,” said Soamos.
“IE I am not mistakei, sir, you were
examining it at this moment ¥

“Yes" ;

“That iz why T have taken the liberty
of addressing you, gir. It may not have
oceurred to vou, but I have some
svguaintance with the South Seas.™

Tom stared at him.

This =leck manservant, always care-
fully  dressed, alwavs suave and re.
spectful,  almost machine-like in  his
preciseness, was abont the last man in
the world whom Tom would have
assoviated in iz mind with the South
Seas. e had not thought about the
man at all. but had he theught of him
e would have supposed thal Seames
had =peat his whole life in cities,

“Youve beentlo seai” asked Tom,
with some inlevest.

“In earlier days, sir, before T had the
good fortune to enfer the servieo of
Meo Vernon-Bmith,” said Soames, *1
was not always so fortunately placed as
ab present, sir.” e coughed apolo-
petically, “I had many vears in the
South Beas and among the islands. For

this reason, siv, it has occurred lo me
that I might be of somec servive to
you ™

“I don't sea—0

“¥ou and the other young gentlemen
have spoken of Caca Island,” erid
Soames, ' Many years ago I touched at
that island in a vessel on which I was
then engaged.”

“You've seen the island I excluimed
Tom.

“Yes, sir. [ Have a great deal of
knowledge of those waters from the
Sclomon Islands to the Marquesas”
sarl Boames, with & deprecating smile.
MIE 1 can be of any assistance to you,
sir, 1n making out the chart, believe me,
I should be most happy.”

“Thank you,” ﬁaitf %.rﬂm.

"I you eared to show mo the chart,
8ir, 15 very probable that I might be
able to make clear anything that may
puzzle you,” suggested Soames, I am
sure you will not think that I am for-
getting my place sir, in making the
suggestion,™

“Not al all,” said Tom.

But he did not offer to show the chart,

Soames waited a few moments,

“Ef at any time, sir, you should care
to show ma the chart, any knowledge 1
possess will ba absolutely ot vour ser
vice," he said smoothly, and aftor linger-
ing another moment or two, he- glided
away, with hrs usaal noiseless footsteps.

Redwing glanced after lim curiously.

The‘ man was courteons, obliping, de-
ferential —too deferential for Redwing's
tazte. Tom was o kind-hearted fellow,
and would not willingly have snubbed
any human being. He was the only
member of the party whe would have
sulnnitted cheerfully to. Billy Bunter of
the Greyiriars Remove, joining the ex-
pedition, as the Owl of the Remove had
planned. e did not like Bowmes, but
he wondered whether he might net,
after all, bave shown him the chart, as
the wman so evidently desived to be
obliping.

And yet, somehow, from deep instinet,
he was glad that he had not shown
Soames the chart,

ITe vose from the eabin skylight, and
strolled along the deck, and joined the
Boundor,

“ Bumithy, old man——*

i "“Ir“"?ﬂ

“ Are you keeping this up—not speak-
ing to the other fellows " asked Tom, in
a low voice,

“Yen,”
“How
Swmithy ™
The Bounder shrugged his shoulders,

“Better ask them ! They came on this
yaehl &s guesss, and they've behaved
iike blackguards.”

“T can't think so, old chap.”

“It was Hurree Singh who played
those rotten tricks, and they stand by
him, instead of owning up,” s=aid the
Bounder sullenly. “I shouldn't wonder
tf they ragred their esbinz themselves,
to mive coloar to it. T made a mistake
in asking them. I thought that our old
troubles at Greyiriars had blown over,
and we'd become friends. This shows
how much they wmeant it. They've set
out deliberately to show disrespect to
my father, and disregard to me and my
wishes. A set of rotten cads!”

“It's ampossible, Smithy! T can't
make it all out, but I know that those
chaps are as puzzled as we are by what's
h[ﬂ}pﬁned.”

j 2

f]

can wo go on hke this

“This 15 = rotten state of affsirs,
Smithy, We're bottled up on the yacht
at present, but the party will have to
break up at the earliest possible moment
if this goes on”



EVYERY
BATURDAY.

“THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRIOE
TWOPENCE.

7

R — Y e

“T'ho sooner the better, as far as I'm
concerncd ! said the Bounder bitterly.
“1 don't want them " , "

“You're hound to take their word.

“Don't be a silly ass!” snapped the
Dounder. " Am I to believe what's im-
poszible, because they tell me so If
thev, or one of them, didn't do the rag-
gings, you did ! ;

1" exclaimed Eedwing.

“Or do you want me to think that ihe
flashed asmht. is haunted ! demanded
Wernon-Smith.

“1 ean't understand ib, Smithy; but I
know this mnuch, that those chaps have
told the exact truth, and vou're to blame
for not taking their word.”

Vaornon-Smith scowled,

“That's enough, Eedwing.
take the side of those cads,
alono ™

“RAmithy, old chap——"

“Oh, cheese it I 2

The Bound:r walked away angrily.

That evening the Bounder did nol
speak to 1o ﬁcﬂwing Again, Any more
than to the Famouws Five.

The situation was growing intolerable
jor all concernced: vet, with the yacht
well out in the Atlantie. there was no
votedy, It had to continue.

When Redwing went to bis stale-room
to. turn in, the Bounder id not eowe
down, He remained in & deck-chair on
the deck, under the summer stavs, nurs-
ing lis reseniment, and Tom wondered
whether it was because Smithy did not
mean to share the gabin with him any
longer.

Tt wes with a leavy heart that the
sailorman’s son went to bed, and it was
long before he slept. DBul be slept at
last, falling info a deep slumber which
was tn have a strange awnkening.

If you
let mae

el

THE FIFTH CHAFTER.
The Stowaway !

ILLY BUNTER groancd dismally.
B But he did not groan loudly,
He dared not, .
Any  injudicious  sound  mighi
have given Danter away. Safely badden
as hw was, Lie was not very tar from the
Greeviriara fellows; indeed, he oflen
hrard footsteps within a dozen Teet of
him.  Dunter was excreising unusual
caution, )

IHow long he had been stowed away
on board thr Golden Arrow, Dunter
hardly knew. It secmeod Bike apges—
centurices at least

Ceortainly 1% was more than
founr houwrs,

Sleep was his only solace,

Fortunately be slept well.  Next to
enling  and talking, sleeping was his
strong point.  He could have calen a
pie, or talked about Bunter Court, or
stept like & top, during the crack of
doomnn,

&till, a fellow couldn’'t sleep slways,
and there was hitile else for o stownway
to do. DBunter pondered and pondered
wiiether it w::mlt?n"t Lo safe e show
That dependes upon whether the Golden
Arrow hoad proceeded sufficiently far on
ey voyage Lo make it nmpessible for
himi to be sent back or landed somne-
where, Movre and more his impwiszon-
ment in the bapzage-room bored and
bothered him, still he sagely put it off.
e was pot taking chances if he could
help 1t

Stowing limsell away on board My,
Yerpon-Smith's yackt was Bunter's last
card. If it failed. the ecrumise to the
Bouth Seas wos off—guite off. 8o,
disnal as be feit, he endured nobly, and

fwenly-
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when he proaned, he groancd in a low,
suppressod key,

Mot a soul on board the Golden
Arrow creamned that Dunter was on
board. 5

The Owl of the Bemove had sorprised
the Groeviviars party by coming downp to
southampion to see them off, In an ap-

arent hugry to cateh his train lone, e
gad askvd Hedwing to say good-lye {0
the fellows for him—having chosen a
woment when Harey Wharton & Co.
were otherwise occupicd. e bad
slipped below to recover a handkerehiet
he had dropped there—or had not
dropped-—and Redwing bad - forgotien
himy, only remeinbering him a litdle later
to convey duly his farewells to the party,
which DBuntor—as it was supposed-—haidl
not had time to deliver persopally, as
hie had suddonly remembered his wrain,

The Owl of the Remove prided him-
.L:urj-_:‘f upon hiz astuteness in bringing it
b

Clertainly it was so astounding a
scheme, that no fellow en the vacht was
likelv to suspeet it, or to deeats of it
By its very audacity it had suecceeded.

The stowaway of the Golden Arrow
was safe. He had learned from Whar-
ton that this particular room was used
only to stors bagpapo that wonld not be
required till later in the vovage., That
made 1t clear for Willizin George
Barrrler,

Fortune favoured him in every way.
Ilad ' sea been rough, Bunter must

-
=i o

have Loon driven to betray himsell, for
e was not a good sailor, DBut the sea
was us smooth as & pond.  MKven Bunter
felt no ill-effects frow the change oft the
land on fo the water. No donbt
he was helped by the fact that he was
on short commen=, Had he had the run
of the liberal table kept by the million.
tire, probably even & calm sen would
not have saved him {rom mal-de-moer.

But Bunter was on very frugal fave
now.

e had stuled lis pockets before
leaving home, with whatever he could
lay his fat hands en. Ile had Tagged
sandwiches and a cake, and a bag of
foffee belonging to bis brother Bamny,
and o bag of anisced balls ht-!nngmgi to
his sister Bessic. 'This light fare had
not  lasted Bunter long—aml he  was
hungry. DBunter had never been knowy

to bear hunver—greatest  of sl
calamitics—pationily. DBuat even hungoer
he bore mow, vather than risk n

profatere dizeovery ol his presence o
hoard the Golden Arrow,

For the first few hours, he had lain
palpitating behind a collection of trunk-
bags, and other lnmber, in the baggage
room, fearing overy moment that he
might be suspected, sewrched for, or

found by neendent,

But the vachl had pui to sea amd he
waz still safe, and he grew more
confident.
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At night he had heard the Remove
fellows exchanging goodmights at therr
cabin doors, suppressing his breathing
as he stood listening inside his own
door. ]

They had gone te bed without a
suspicion that he was on board, and he
chuckled silently as he realised it.

Then ecame the question of hiz own
boed, The room he was in was furnished
only with boxes, trunks, and odds and
ends of things. There was nothing to
be made into a bed, ]

Sleeping on hard |l;lu|nlm did not
appesl to Bunter. He had not foreseen
that—he never foresaw anything.

Ag long Jast, waiting ull all was quiet,
lie bad stolen forth in search of blankets.
He knew that the juniors were in thelr
bunks, and he could not raid them. He
found the cabin déserted, and paid a
hurried visit to Mr. Vernon-Bmith’s
vroorn, while that plump gentleman was
smoking & cigar on deck with ihe
capizin.

Had the juniors known there was
a slowaway on board, they would not
have been puezied to guess who was
responsible for the ragging of the
. millionaire's roan,

Bunter certainly bad nol intended to
“pag ™ the roont. Ile¢ bad simply

itched things right and left till he
ound what ﬁﬂ wanted, and erept buck
to his lair with his plunder.

What the fellows would think, what
the fellows would -do, Dunter never
considered at all. Ile was tired and
aleepy, and nothing else mattered. So
leng as he gob comfortably to eleep
when he was sleepy, how could anything
else matter?

With Mr, Vernon 3mith's biankets
and pillow, Bunter passed the first night
auite comfortally, in a corner of the
room hehind the teunks which he had
pulled round as & sort of screen.

In the morning he fimished hiz pro-
visions, and by noon he was hungry
again, and very thirsty.

Hence his sccond raid in the after-
noon, while all the yacht's company
were on dock.

After listening long and anxiously,
the Owl of the Remove had ventured
out. Ie found nothing to eat; but in
the bath-room he found water to quench
his thirst. Then he searched the various
state-rooms, and borrowed a  hair
brush here, e shirt there, a pair of
sl:;ppem, and other articles that he con-
sidered he neceded. Having to work
Eurmﬁtitiuusly like this annoyed him ;
and he did not deal gently with tho
state-rooms. In fact, he found some
consolation in flinging the things about,
fo give those beasizs az much trouble as
he could., What they would think of thae
ragging he did not know and did not
care. If they suspoeted one another,
and quarrelled about it, 30 mueh the
better, from Bunter's point of view. It
was all their fault that he was cooped up
in the baggage-room, in trepidation and
concealment, instcad of taking an
honoured place at the nillieneire’s
festive hoard. Nothing counld be foo
bad for the beasts who had pot William
George Bunter o all this trouble.

He found many things that were use-
ful to him; bui he found no food, the
most serious thing of all.

He was desperately debating whethor
to risk a further search in the hope of
discovering provender, when a footstep
sent him sr.'utti"lnf back tn his den apain.

After that, he lay low for a long Linwe,
almost forgetting that he was hunpgry
in_his fear of discovery.

But ho was not discovered.

Amazed as Harry Wharion &
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were by the strange happenings on board
the Golden Arrow, it did not even cross
their minds that there was an unknown
and nuseen passenger on the yacht,

Bunter, really, was running very hittle
visk., Unless he was actually scen when
he erept out of his quarters, his presence
was not likely to be suspected,

When the eecond might came on,
Bunter lay on his improvised bed and
tricd to supprezs his groans.

He wasz hungry.

He was not merely hungry., but
e was ferociously hunpry. He began
bo understand the horrid stories he had
red of wretches in open boots at sea.
Ile could have eaten anvthing: and
there was nothing to eat.

Was it safe to show up yet?
 Bunter’s knowledge of geography was
admited to the very minimum  which
enabled him to escape Mr. Quelch’s cane
in the Form-room at Greylriars.
Whether the Golden Arrow was yet out
of stght of land he did not know. &he
might be churning through the mighty
ocean, or she might be gliding past an
English or a French port; Bunter Jid
not know. DBut what he knew, heyond
the shadow of a doubt, was that the
Dounder would have kicked him aszhore,
hiad he found him on the yacht, and had
ithero been & zhore to kick him upon.
On that point, there was 1o shadow of
lonbt.

34 Bupter bore even hunger, and
resolved to put in at least one more
night in his hiding-place.

It was awful to be hungry; but it
would be still more awful, if 1t should
turn out that he had gome through so
mtch hunger {or nothing !

“Beasts " murmured Bunter, for the
thousandth time.

ITe snuggled down inio hiz blankets
and slepi,

But sleep, formerly his safe resource,
failed him new. For ene thing, he had
slept a great deal during the day, and
even Buntor could not sicep the clock
round, For another, he was ravenously
hungry. Close upon midnight he woke,
aud groaned.

The thing had got bevond endurance
now. He had got to get food. All that
tdlay he had eaten nothing since noon;
and before noon, he had eaten only
enough for two or three fellows., Ti was
Crowing excruciating.

He left his blankets, and moved to
ihe door, groping lhis way. He listenad
there, opening the door a few inches.

All was silent and stifl.

Probably evervone was in bed: it was
safe enough to venture out. PBut if he
ventured out, could he find food ¥ That
was.more doubitinl. Ritterly did Bunter
repent that he had not paid a httle
attention, at Greyiviars, to My, Queleh’s
instructions, on the subjeet of peography
at least. . If he had only known where
the yachi was—if he had only known
whether it was, or was not, too late to
put him ashore! But he did not know.

At last he resolved to risk it; but
cven a5 he was about te step (rth, Le
started back, ke a ralbbit info a
burrow, ab the soft sound of a cantious
foolstep. The cabin waz siiil lighied,
and he had an instant's glimp:e of the
neat, sleck form of Mr. Secamics, the
millionaire's man. Bunter. irembling
in every fat lumb, eclosad his  door
silently, and crept back to hiz biankets.
One beast, at least, was still p and
moving. There was no chance of a
scarch for food without discovery,

Bunter lay and suppressed his croans.

He could not sleep apain.

He lay in misery, tormented by
recollections of the tnck-shop at Grey-
friars, of Mrs, Mimble's pies and Llarta

Billy Bunter had succeeded in stowing
himself away on the Golden Arrow: he
was fairly booked for a voyage now,
though he was not yet aware of it. Dut
he was ﬁ:m:,rmg dearly for his success,
and as he lay hungry and helpless, he
wondered dismally whether the pame
was worth the candle.

e o wm

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Unknown Enemy !

EDWING awoke suddenly.

It was pitchy dark in his state
racnt; not a glimmer came from
the portdiole windew, Bo dark,

that it was clear that the glas< had besn
goverad by the dark curtain within, and
Redwing knew that he had not covered
il. He had left it uncovered and a3
wide open as possible for air that warm
suntmer’s night.

He lay in_the upper bunk, half.aslcep,
but aware that someone had come into
the cabin.

He was not alarmed. He supposed, s
a matler of course, that it was Smithy
who had come down to bed, though he
wondered drowsily why Smithy did not
put on a light.

here was a faint stirving near him,

Redwing did not speak, but he turncd
on his sile and pecred into the impone-
trable darknoss,

He could sece nething; but he could
hear faint, stealthy sounds, and he
realised snddenly that it was not Smithy
who was in the reom. Smithy would
not be fumbling about stealthily in the
dark,

Somebody—unseen and unknewn—was
shifting his elothes, which he had loft
folded up; he knew that.,  And the
thought of the unknown ragger came at
onee into hiz mind, starthng him inte
wide wakefulness,

His face set grimly in the darkness.

Whoever it was was in bis eabin now,
within a foot or two of him, almost
within his reach.

Tom  Redwing resolved that the
mystery of the ragger should remain a
mystery no longer.  He could not see
the unknown--not the faintest shadow
of him. DBut he could hear, and the
sounds, faint and stealthy as they were,
guided him.

He did not stir for some momenta,
but when he moved he moved suddenly
and swiftly,

Ha threw himself out of the bunk,
clutching at the same moment at the
spot. where the sounds told him the
intruder must be,

He was vight; in the darkness his
grasp clozed on an unseen form, and he
heard a startled gasp.

The next moment a grasp was Jaid on
him in return; a grasp so strong, so
tervibly sirong and tenacious, that Red-
wing knew beyond doubt that 1t was not
the grasp of any boy—it was the stern
grip of & muscular and powerful man.

He openced hizs mouth to shout.

But no sound came forth, for as if the
unknown had divinad his intention, one
unsecn hand gripped his throat, choking
him into silence,

To the darkness, in terrible and terrvi-
iying silence, there was a desperate
strumele,

Tom Redwing was sturdy and strong:
but he was no match—nothing like a
match—for the unzeen man in whose
grip he was held. One powerful arm
was thrown vound him, pinning his
arms down, s0 that he could not strike
# blow, Tho other hand of the unknown
gripped his throat, harder and harder,
with a strangling grip,
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Ow !

‘*“ He's behind the trunks ! ** said Vernon-Smith.
ejaculation behind the {runks In a well-known volee. ¥
gasped Vernon-Smith. ** I'll smash him ! °* A fat Bgure dodged behind Wharion as the Bounder ralsed his stlek. ** Yarooooh !
Keep him off ! ** howled Bllly Bunter.

* Smash him If he Hits a finger ! “Ow ! It was a sudden, startled
* Bunter ! ** said Wharton dazedly.

““My hat ! ** ** Bunter 1**

{See Chapter 9.)

Fear was but lLittle known fo  the
hardy sailorman's son; young as he was
he had faced many a peril on the sca,
and had taken his life in his hand, as
all men who follow the sea must do.
But something very like fear came into
lus heart then, alone in the darkness and
eilence, in the strangliag grip of an
cnemy he could not see, whose identity
he could not imagine.

With all his strength, he struggled
and fought, koowing that it was use-
less, but resisting fercely to the last.

His senses wore swimming : lhie know
that he was being choked into inzensi-
bility. Lights danced beiore his dazed
cyes, his brain swam, and his lungs
secmed bursting with the want of air.

IZut that terrible grip never relaxed,
never cased for a seeond,  And at last
Tom Redwing's strupgles coased, as Ins
sensos fled, and le Eia:..' helpless 1o the
grasp that cireled him.

The satlorman’s son crumpled up: hi=
struggle was over. In those fearful
moments, as his senses fled, le tasted
of the bLittorness of death.

What followed he did not Lnose.

When consciousness returned it came
dimly, pamnfully. Dot as his  mind
clearcd he found that he was lving in
his bundk, in the darkness, and it scemoed
to him that it was some fearfal ni?;ht-
ware that had oppressed him. T'he
porthole was uncurtained now; the
glimmer of the slars came in.  Tom
Redwing lay half-conscious {or a long

time, dizzy, wondering. But he soon

knew that it was no dream. Hia throat
was aching from the cruel %nﬁ of the
choked him

relentless fnpers that had
into inaensibﬁit:n

He stirred and gproaned.

What had happened? What did it all
mean? Was there some modman on
board the wvacht? What sane man
could have atracked him so savagely—
for wo reason?  The ragging of the
cabins might have beon some foolish
¥1~a{:ﬁ¢al joke—but thiz was no joke.
Ic had been in murderons hands,

He rolled dizzily from the bunk at
last, his brain still swimming., and
tottered to the door.

He was so weak from his ferrible
experience that for some minutes he had
to hold on te the doorpost to keep hin-
self from falling., All was slent round
lime; a subdwned light byrned in the
main cabin, but it was untenanted. He
knew that it must be long past nud-
night. Somewhere, overhead, sounded
faintly the tread of the officer on the
watech,

Redwing moved at last to the com-
panien, and slowly and fecbly mounted
io the deek, holding on fo the polished
rail, Never in his life had he fell =o
utterly weak and spent.

Harry Wharton & Co. was near at
hand, sleeping peacelullyv: but Redwing
was thinking of hiz e¢hum. It was
Bmithy he wanted,  He reached the
deck, and ahwost pitched over. He

leaned en the glistening cabin shkylight
to recover himself, and in spite of his
]s,:aif-ca:mtral, a low, fsint moan left his
L],

Dimlyr he made out the deck-chair
in which the Bounder had strelched
himself to pass the warm summer's
might. He could hear the regular
breathing of his chum ; the Bounder was
fast asleep.

“Smithy "

Redwing's volee was faint and fecble,

Faint as it was. it sufficed to arouss
the Bounder. Herbert Vernon-Smith
sat suddemly upright.

“What—who-——"

8mithy 1™ ;

Tom Redwing reached him  and
recled.  The Bounder, in uwiter amaze-
ment, caught him as he fell.

“You, Redwing! What—" ,

Redwing could not reply.  His brain
was swimming. and he groped blindly
for suppert. The Bounder's strong arm
heold him. Im that moment Vernon-
Smith forgot that he was offended, for
got his sulky temper, and his face was
pale with anxiety as he looked at Red.
Wi,

“Redwing., in Heaven's name what
has happened®*”

Dut Redwing could not speak.  Only,
with a shaking hand, he pointed to s
throat, where the Bounder, in amaze-

ment and consternation, saw the marks.
of the grip of cruel fingers.
Tur Macrer Liesary.—No. 1,020,
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
An Exciting Night for Bunter !

B ILLY BUNTER gave & sudden
start.

Ho was wide awake; there

was no more tleep for the Owl

of the Remove that night. The poet

tells us that sleep is banished by the

pangs of hopeless love; and the pangs

of hopeless hunger were still more cffica-

rious, Bunter was wide awake, and

hemoaning his fate, when he heard a

sound at the door of the baggage-roon.

He sat up, his fat heart thumping.

His first thought was that he was dis-
covered, It was long past midnight,
and who could bo coming to that un-
wsed room. at that howr, unless his
prosence  was  suspected, and he was
being looked for?

But he mado no sound,

His first thought was followed by a
spcond one, and proverbially sccond
thoughts are best. The second thought
was, that if he was being searched for,
ithe scarcher would carey a light. And
the opening door had mado no differ-
ence to the blackness around him.
Whoever was coming in, was stepping
iti stealthly in com (fctc darkness.

Billy Bunter sab tight.

Bchind his sercens of trunks and
lumber he hoped to escape ohservation,
even if a light was burned. In the
darkness thero was no risk whatever of
being scen, unless the newcomoer knew
he was thero.

That the newcorier did not know that
he was there was soon apparent. In
the dark he could see nothing, but he
zould hear. Faint as the sounds were,
he knew that the unscen man had closed
the door, and was standing just within
ik, listening—Bunter could hear his
nuick, panting breath, that told of
hurry and anxicty.
As he sat still in the shrouding dark-

]
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ness Bunter felt a cold shiver run down
his spine, warm as the night was in the
stuffy room.

BSomeone was within a fow feet of
him—someone unknown, unscen, stealthy
as a thiel in the night,

Who-—what was it?

A fecling of fear, of terrible fear,
gripped the fat junior. He felt that
there was something terrifying in this
strange stealth; hiz nerves, if not his
brain, told him that there was dangoer
near at hand. Nat for whele worlds
would Bunter have revealed has presence
gt that moment. The more -thﬂught. of
being discovered by that strange visitant
filled him with sickening apprehension.

The man stirred at last from the door,
and DBunter cowered on his blankets in
his corner,

He heard a sound of groping=—the
sound of a man fecling his way in the
darknecss among mmpedimenta,

His henrt almost died withie him as
fi‘_m soft, stealthy sounds came closer to
1pti,

Was the unseen groping towards him?
Was his presence, after all, known? If
so. what could the unknown’s intentions
he? Who, on board Mr, Vernon-Smith's
yacht, was creeping about in the dark-
ness Itke an assas=in, or like a wiid
beast? It was all that Dunter could
tla to keep beek a seream of fear,

The soft approach of the unscen
slop ped.

Bunter suppressed his breathing as he
listened, tho cold sweat running down
liis face,

The man had been groping, vet, some-
thing told Bunter that he was familiar
with his sneroundings ; he groped bocause
1t was dark, not bceaute the room was
strange to f’lir_m Bunter, too, had had
time to grow famibiar with the room
and what it contained, and he knew
where the unscen bad stopppd—in a
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Tit-bits of Information concerning

THE ** CAERPHILLY CASTLE,”

which forms the subject of this
week's wonderful Free Gift.

HE * Caerphilly Castle,” Engine
No. 4073, started its working life
on Auvgust 23rd., 1923, at Pad-
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dington Station, as Britain’s
most  powerful  express  passongoer
engine. Before it went to  work

it was placed on show at the Wembley
Exhibition, where it was scen by mil-
lions, and so 15 probably the best-known
railway engine in the world.

That proud title with which the
“Cacrphilly Castle ¥ started, however,
has since been won from it by the
Southern Railway's “Lord Nelson "—
though the Great Western, in whoso
locomaotive  works af  Swindon the
“Coaorphilly Castle ™ was buailt, has now
announcaed the birth of a wonderful new
locomotive capeble of doing 100 miles
per hour! This startling new arrival,
rhristened * I{lng Greorgo tha Fifth,” has
pone to U8 A, “on show.™

Driving In Comfori!

The " Caorphilly  has several sisteors
of almost equal fame, ineluding the
champian “ Windsor Castle,” which was
onee  driven by his Majesty King
George, and has covercd 77§ miles in
75 nnnutes (from Swindon to Padding-

TrHe Macxer Liprary.—No. 1,020.

ton), without & stop. ITEngines of the
“Castle ™ class are notable in other
respects than for speed, however, not the
least interesting of which is the pro-
vizsion of tip-up scats for the driver and
fireman in the particularly roomy “ecab”

These Great Western four-cyhinder
monsters are as honestly buailt as they
arc speedy and powerful, as witness
their running  performances  botween
visits to the overhaul and repair sheds;
120,000 miles 15 the average distanee the
express locomotives cover before they
have to be tinkered wp in the railway
hospital.

A Miracle of Engineering !

Compared with some of the carly
engines of the Great Western—the old
“North Star,” for example, which was
built by R, Stevenson & Co. in 1837—the
“Caerphilly Castle™ is a  miracle of
engincering  achievement.  As rebuild
soventeen  vears  later, the “North
Star's ™ tractive effort, or “qualificn-
tion of power,” as the railway people
have it, and on which the haulage
capability of any locomotive depends,
wos only 3,370 lh.—which is 27.885 |h.
less  than  that of the “ Cacrphilly
Castic ™ at 85 per cent. boiloy presenre,

corner of the room where 8 bag of
olf-clubs, belonging to the nallhionaire,
wng on & peg. He heard the man
fumbling over the bag, and s slight
sound o3 a cleck knocked against a
driver. Wonder mingled with the fear
that oppressed the fat junior. In the
name of all that was inexplicable, what
could anyone want with the millionaire's
golf-clubs in the middle of the night?
No oue could be supposed to wani golf-
clubs until the CGolden Arrow arrived
at Hingapore, and then only the million-
aire. B.‘L'-m'.t’r.nzr wandered almost dazedly
what it could all mean,

In tho silence he heard a faint, soft
chuekle.

Then the stealthy, groping sounds re-
commenced, and DRunter realised that
they were procceding to the door.

Softly the door opencd and closed
again.

The unknown was gone. i

Bunter sat up onee more, gasping for
Lbreath and in & state of utter amaze-
ment.

Who, of all the ship’s company, could
bave crept inte the baggage-room thus
steflthily, in the dead of might, for no
apparent object?

Buntor shivered at the thought ihat,
had he chosen (o camp on the corner
where the poif bag hung, the unseen
man would have fairly trodden on hin.
As it was, the man had come and gone,
without the slightest suspicion that the
room was occupied by a ztowaway,

What could he have wanted? What
had he done? Dunter’'s fal brain did
not work ouickly—hut it worked. [t
dawned upon him at last that no one
could have come to the ronm to steal a
golf-club, but that the bag was a very
safe place of concealment for any article
that & thief had taken elsewhere, Tt
was practically ecriain nat to be touched

(Continued on next page.)
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Its driving wheels were lagvrger than
those of the present “ Castle ” class, but
its hoiler pressure was only 80 Ih. per
square inch  as against the * Caer-
pflilly’s * 225 Ib. per sguare inch.

The weight of 3]3:1.5;‘1nf: No. 4073 and
its tonder, in working trim. is 120 tons,
and the tender earries 3,500 gallons of
water,  From the front buffer of the
locomotive to the rear buffer of the
tender the measurement 15 a little over
65 ft., the engine itsolf, from front axle
to rear axle, measuring 27 ft. 3 ins.

Kesn Rivals !

The boller barre! 1z 14 ft. 10 ins. lone.
with oubside diameter, at the widest
part, of 5 ft. % ins. The firechox is
10 ft. long by 6 ft, outside measure-
ment.  The six coupled driving whoeels—
the “ Caerphilly Castle ” and others of
its class ave the latest development of
the 4-6-0 type--are 6 ft. Bk ns. across,
the four bogic wheels cach 3 ft. 2 ins,

With its polished brass cab and taste-
fully lingd-out panels and boiler bands,
the * Cacrphilly.” designed by Mr. C. B,
Collett, the Great Western's chief
mochanical enginecr, 18 not only con-
siderably more romantic looking than
many other oxpress locomotives, but is
alzo splendidly typical of the smart
working of the Great Western Railway.

That same clever enginecr, by the
way, it also the designer of the new
100 miles per hour locomotive which the
Bwindon loco’ *shops * have produced
as & sork of trump card to beat the
Great Western's three big rivals in the
kcen and never-ending race for the
coveted blte ribbon of the British
ratlwavys,
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BUNTER, THE STOWAWAY!

(Continued from previcus page.)

till the yacht camie to land, and uyntil
then it was as safe a hiding-place for
any small article as could have been
desired.

As soon as this Lhought came into
Bupter's mind he knew why the stealthy
unknown had crept into the room. There
was a Lhief on board the yacld, who,
naturally, did not cere 1o kecp lus

plunder on his person or in  his
own cabin, 1 case of suspicion and
a search. He had reguired zome

safe hiding-place for n—and he had
found the safest hiding-place possible.
Whatever the object was, it was
to he left in tho goli bag till the matter
had blown over, and then it would be
casy enongh for the thief to recover it
when he pleased.

It was slear to Bunter at Jast, and
he grinned in the derkness. :

The thief's scheme was as cnnming as
could heve been devised, and would
have succeeded perfectly but for the un-
suspected presencs of a stowaway on
board the millionaire’s yachi. But, as
the matier stood, the stolen article,
whalever it was, was et Bunter's mercy.

The Ow!l of the Remove suppressed a
chuckle.

Obviously, the article must be one of
velue—of great value. Nobody would be
taking this risk for a trifle. It might
he a wad of banknotes belonging to the
millionaire. DBunter had forgotten his
terrors now that the danger was gone.
His feeling was one of satisfaction. Iis
knowledge of ywhere to hind the stelen
article was a means of making his peace
with the Greyiriars party. 1f Snnthy's
father had been robbed, even the
Bounder would be glad that Bunter had
stowed himself away on the vacht, when
the stolen goods were recovered.

Bunter moved at last—as zoon as he
felt sure that the unknown was gone for
ﬁmd_ He was assured that something

ad been hidden in the golf-bag, and
ha was intensely eurtons to know what
it was and to get his fat fingers on it,

He cropt to the corner where the bag
hang on the peg and felt over it It
was stacked with clubs, as he had seen
it in the day time. One by one, with
great caution, Bunter remnoved the clubs,
and when the bag was erpty of them
he groped in it eagerly for somcthing
more.

Something smooth and polished, =
dise about five 1nches in diameter, met
his fat Angers,

Bunter almest uttered an exclamation,

At Grevfriars the dise of polished
teak, on which the chart of Caca Island
was engroved, had heen in his hands.
Without seeing it, he knew what he had
found., It was Tomm Redwing's chark!

His amazement was great.

It was Redwing’s chart, that had
been stolen in the night and hidden by
the thief at the bottom of the golf-bag!

To make assurance doubly sure,
Bunter ventured to strike a match, and
in the glimmer he saw what his fat
fingers held. Beyond doubt it was the
feakwood chart—the clue to the buried
pearis, carved by the hand of Black
Poter Bruce, sent by him across half
the world in the care of the woeden-
legzad secaman, brought on board the
Golden Arvrow by Tom Redwing—and
now in Bunter's hand !

The match went ont.

“My only hat!" breathed Bunter.

For some minutes he stood undecided,

The recovery of the stolen ehart was
enough, he considerad, te make his
peace with those beasts. Without it

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

how were theay gommg ta hurt for the
cache of pearls on Claca Island? But—
There was & “hat.”  Bunter could
not help feeling £hat if a chanee still
remained of puitting him achare, the
Bounder wm:ldp be plad to avail himsclf
of it. The matter did not depend on
Tom Redwing, the owner of (he ehaxt,
or on Harry Wharton & Co. It depended
on the Dounder, and the Baunder was
a véry unreliable fellow—cspecially in
such & matter as this, )
Bunter shoved the chart inta his inside
acket. and replaced the clubs in the
ag. Then he -::Helill; back to his corner
and his blankets. Ile was still hungry—
more hungey than ever—but he was
feeling much more casy now. He was
oing to remain stowed away {ill the
atest possible moment; and in the
meantime the schoolboy treasurc-scckers
would discover thak the chart was lost,
The longer they missed it the greator
would be the boou when William Gearpe

i
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Bunter restored it.  If he was discovered
oo late to be put ashore, he was safe for
the voyage; if not, the restoration of
ilhe stolen chart might save his hacon.
S0, famished as he was, the Owl of the
Remove felt wuch easicr in his mind
as he stretched his fat person on hisz
blankets once more—so much easter, that
as dawn was crecping over the sea he
fell asleep at last, to dream coostatie
droams of rabbit-piez and cakes and
doughnuts, while his snove mumbled and
rumbled to the throb of the engines

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Mystery of the Yaeht!

1 EDDY, old ehap! What's
R happened *™
The DBounder's Yoire was
husky.

Tom Redwing lay & dead weight in
his arms, half-fainting, and Vernoa-
Smith was deeply slarmed, Never had
he seen tho sturdy sailorman’s son like
this—uiterly spent and at the cond of
his tether,
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“Redwing

Redwing tried to speak, bt his voice
cracked in his throat, ard no words
would come,

The Bounder was not only amazed and
alarpied but conscience-siricken.  The
marks of a cruel grip wero on
Redwing's throat, plain enough for him
to zeo, Someone had attacked hima
with murderous vielence. Who counlil
havo done se, on board the yacht, far
from land—far f{rom any imaginable
enemy—was & mystery. Dni the SIE T
were not to be mistaken; inexplicable
a3 it was, it had happened. And it had
happened because Tom had been alone—-
because his ehum, savagely sulking, had
spent the 1_|ight. in the deck-chair under
the stars, instead of going down to his
bunk. Redwing had paid dearly for the
Bounder's outhreak of temper.

“Reddy " whispered Vernon-Smith.

“ Anything the matter therp?”

The skipper of the Golden Arrow
came out of the little charthouse, to
relicve the mate's watceh.

“Yes," sald SBmithy. “Qoodness
knows what! Redwing's boen atlackel
by somchody——"

“ Attacked! Impossiblei™

“Look at his throst!”

“ Good heavens "

Captain Greene stared blankly, I
was 50 astounded that for some momema
he could do nothing but stare,

Redwing panted for breath.

“Don't be alarmed, Smithy 1" Io got
out the words st last. “I—I'm all
ripfjﬂ' I'm not hurt—not much—"'

‘aptain Greeno bhrought him a glas
nf water., Redwing swallowed it, and
felt better.  But lhs face was still white
as rchalk. Ovwer the shadowed sea the
carly light of dawn was creeping up
IO,

“Tell me what has happened!"” said
the eaptain tersoly.

Redwing told of the terrible incident
of the night. Captain Greene and the
Bounder liztened in amazemeont amd
horror.

But for the marks on Redwing's
throat they would have supposed that
he had been the vietim of a foarful
nightmmare. But there was no doubting
the sign of the cruel, strangling finger-.

“But  who——"" said the raplain
blankly., “When did ithis  happen,
Master Redwing "

“1 can't say. I'm sure it was long
ffﬂst midoght, but I don't know how
ong I lay alter he left me. I can't
imagine who did 16; I can't even begin

P S

to think who. It was like a heorrible
dream.”

“Bit down, old fellow!"™ said SBmiiky
softly.

He plared RHedwing in the deck-chair,
and then hurried below for a coat 1o
wrap round him. Tom was in -his
pyjamas.

Redwing sat, slill dazed, but feeling

botter overy minite, &8 tho fresh LA
bresze plaved on lis face, Littfe
colour returncd to his chieeks. He tricdd

to smile as Harry Wharton & Co. came
lmrrying on deck. The Bounder ealicl
them, and bricfly told them what had
happened, and the Famous Five come up
in a state of utter wonder. Herbert
Vernon-Smith  knoeked next at  lia
futher's door. There was no answor
frem  the millionaire: Mr. Vernoun-
Smith was a sound sleepar. Dut tho
Bounder knocked again, louder, and a
sleepy  volee came ab last fromy M,
Yernon-Bmith.

“¥s that you, Soames?"

“No. Wake up, father!"”

“Eh, what? What do you mean?
It's barely dawn."

TirE Macwer Ligranv.—No. 1,020.
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“Yomething's happened, father!”
“ Nonsense !

“It’s  sezious,  father,”  sald  the
Bounder.  “Bomchody on  board thu
yacht has attacked Redwing in lis

‘:nbin_.—- e

“Btuff and nonsense !

H¥or poodness’ sake, father, turn
ont!”’ exclaimed the Bounder., 1 tefl
you it's serious—it was very nearly
morder 1"

“Tell Soames to come, then!” grunted
the millionuire.

Vernon-Smith went along to Soamos'
door. The valot occupied a small room
noxt to the millionaire's more spacious
apartment. There was no answer from
Yeames until he had knocked loudiy
three times, and then the voice of the
valet came drowsily :

“Nhat is 161"

“My father
Hoames."

Vernon-Bmith heard Socames turning
ont of his bunk, and themw the door
opened a few inches, and a surpriscd
tror loaked at him, .

“Mr. Vernon-Smith is. not rising so
early, surely, siv?” asked Soamcs.

“¥Yos. Something's happened!”

The PBounder returnea to the deck
arul  joined the juniors, who woere
gathered round Redwing's chair. The
disagreement in the party was forgotten
now: all were too deeply concerned for
Redwing fo think about anyihing else.
‘The eaptain and mate were both there.
and  several  zeamen were  staiing
euriously aft.

Fedwing seemed almost himself again
now, but his face was still very pale,
amd the dark marks of the gripping
fingers showed wp elearly agamnst the
alkin of hizs throat, .

Bo savage apd tenacious had been ithe
prip that it had left blue bruises where
the fingers ha:l elosed.

“This beats 1t !I"" Bob Cherry was sayv-
ing. “None of us heard a zound in the
night.” )

“Nol o sound,” sanl Nugent.

“Tnt bhow was it Bmithy  Theard
nothing, when he was wn the same
rtoom?” asked Johnny Bull,

The Bounder erimaoned.

“1 nover wont down last night,” he
stammered. "It was a warm night. I
staved up here in a deck-chaie,™

“0ht" sarl Johnny, angd he said na
Mo,

He knew well enowgh what had been
the Dounder's chief reason for staying
an deck; ho did not need telling that.

“That waz rather nnfortunate, asz 1t
turns oul,” saudl Wharton,

" Yes, " mutteredd the Boander. ® The
villain, whoever he was, couldn't have
pot at Redwing if I'd been in the next
Lk, ™

“But win——" saul Whartan.

“(roodness knows !

“And why——"" said Nugent.
It beats me!” spid the Bounder.
“Lven af somebody on the yacht i3
villain enough, why should he hurl Hed-

wants you abt  onee,

wing !  Why shonld he want te?  It's
like the act of a madman!”
My esteemed chums——"" murmnred

tiie Bounder.

“What are yon ilanking of, Inky®®
asked Harry Wharton.

He ecould see that some idea
entered the nabaly's quick mincl,

“The esteemed Hedwing fells ns that
CORENNDRSRR SRR RELRRIENODE
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he heard the uinscen, excerable raacal
fumbling with his clothes before he
terned out and seized him.”

“Lhat's s0,” said Tom,

“Where was the chart?”

“The—the chart?” Tom Redwing
had not thought of the chart.
“The treasure-chark, my

Redwing,™

“It's in my jacket pocket,” said Tom,

“My hat! You think it was some-
body after the chart!” exclaimed Bob
Chervy blankly.

“T1t secems to me that that is the only
oxplanation, my esteemed chums,” suid
the nabob guictly. * It would be wisely
judicious to sec whether the chart has
been taken,”

“ Pliew

“But whoe?" said Rﬂdﬁ:‘ing. “We
know everyone whe is on thg yacht,
Mo one would want to rob me—"

“Or to wittack you, my csteemod Red-
wing; yet somncone has attacked you,”
said Hurree Singh. *Let us see if tho
chart is safe.™

Redwing half-rose.

“I°ll see,™ zaid the Bounder,
still, Reddy.”

Vernon-Smith hurried down the con-
panion again, Ho came back in less
than a minute with IRledwing's jackat.
Hedwing slipped his hand into the inner
pocket where the chart had been kept.

Hiz hand ecame out emply.

“Is gone!”

“"The chart's gone?" exclaimed Bob
Cherry.

il YEH."

“That settles 11! said Wharton.
“Whoover grabbed you i the night,
Redwing, was after the chart. And hos
got 17

“He can't get awey with it,"” sand
Johnny Bull. " We're hundreds of miles
from land now, I believe,™

“Certainly, it's still on hoard the
vacht,” =aid the Bounder, “and every
man o board ecan be searched, if
neeessary.”’

“The uselessness will be terrifie!™ re-
marked Hurree Singh, “The thief wilt
Lhink of that st of all, my cstecund
Smithy, and tho hidefulness of the chart
will e his fivst caper.”

“But it's on the wyaeht,” said Dol
“That's something! We shall got it
back, all right. Bat whe——"

Me., Vernon-8mith came puffing on
deck 1n a very irrilable lemper at betong
rouscd out of his berth at the fivst gleam
of dawn,

" Now, whal is all this nonzense 7" ho
grunted, " Bome more practical jokes -
what "

* Na, sir,’

esteemod

“Keep

5

sald Redwing. “I'm sorry
to cause ga much  disturbanee, Al
Veroon-S8mith.  Buot———"

“Great Scobt!” yelled Bob Cherry,

“* W hat——"" )

“What Mr, Vernon-Bmith just said
put 1t info my mind. These raggings
that happencd yesterday !” exelaimed
Bob oxcitedly. **Was it the same chap
who collared Bedwing

Iiﬁh L

“ Monsense ! exclaimed Mr. Vernon-
Smith  tesiily. “A lot of nonsense!
Flow can Redwing have been attacked
on nty yvacht?  Stulf and nonsense !
1“'1'11!‘”'.:3’5 no doubt about the attack,
sir,” said Captain Greene. “Look at
the boy's throat.”

Mr. YVernon;Smith glanced at the blue
lwuizes on” Redwing’s throat, and was
thumbfounded  for  some  momenis.
Trritable and scoptical as he was, he
could not doubt the evidence of his oves,

“(ood gad!" he ejaculated. “Why,
the boy  wmust have been nearly
Hin_ln:nh;c]ch Good gad! Who has done
this?™

e ———

“There's only one explanation, sir,”
said the captain, I know every mun
in my crew, Every man bas sailed witn
yvou befope, siv, and has a first-class
chavacter.  These voung gentlemen, of
caurse, are above suspicion, and that
leaves only you and your servant. It i3
plain that there 15 some other person on
boatd the Golden Arrow whom we have
net seen.”

‘Bomo other person?®” stuttered the
millionaire. *“*How—"

“You have heard of stowaways, sir#”

“Btowaways ' cjeculated Mr. Vernon-
Smith,

“¥Yes, sir. What has happened proves,
to my mund, that there is a stowaway on
board this wacht.'f

“And we never thought of that!™ ex-
claimed Harry Wharton. “That ex-
plains cverything that has happened
sinee we  gtarted. That's why Mr,
Vernou-Smith's blankets weve taken, and
the olher things. The rotter was making
himseli comfortable.”

The Bounder started.

That there was a stowaway on board
the Geolden Arrow was the most natural
explanation of the mystevious happen-
ings on boavd tho yacht, But it had not
gecurred to anyone before. Captain
Greene had had to deal with stowaways
more than ouce in his carecer on tho
sea.  Indeed, the events of the first day
out would have made hiony suspect the
existence of a4 stowaway had he net
taken the millionaire’s view that there
had Leen rageing among the schoolboy
guesis of the Golden Arrow.

The Bounder flushed.

“Fhat's it, of course!”™ he szaid.
“That's it! I--L might have gucssed.
[—I ought-—"'

e stamnmered and broke off. Ouee
more it was borne In upen Jlerbert
Vernon-Smith's nvind that his sullen and
suspicious temper had hetrayed him, 1o
had quarrelled with Harry Wharton &
Co. and refused to accept their word
that they knew nothing of the raggings.
And pow it was elear, oven to his zus-
picious mind, that they were innocent.

“But—but you suppose that a stow-
awpy hes dared—actually dared to hade
himszelf on the yoelit ! spluttered the
millionaive, In great wratl and indigna-
Lioas,

" No other explanation secms possible,
s, sabd the captain, " No one who is
known to be on hoard can be supposed
to be guilty of half murdering this boy
in the night ™

“Let the ship be searched !™ pasped
Mr. Vervon-3mith, “Good gad! I
there is a stowaway he shail finish the
voyage moirons!™

Al the captain gave eorders {or {ho
search of the Golden Arrow to begin av
olee,

THE NINTH CHAFTER.
The Stowaway Discovered !

ITERE was execitement on  the
Golden Arvow now {vom stern to
stem.  Harry Wharton & Ce,,
after a hurried cup of coffce,

began to search in their own quarter of
the yacht, and Tom Redwing wax by
this time guite sufficiently recovered to
help,  The Bounder was to the fore,
with o Dbiiter expression on his face,
which boded no good to the stowaway if
Smithy found him. XNot only the injury
to his chum, but the cauvscless gquarrel
with This ths‘iﬁ, embittered the Bounder.

Onee the tdea of a stowaway was in
his mind he did not need telling the
truth of the strange incidents that had
canscd so much trouble on the yacht the
day before. The articles taken from the
cabins, indeed, were just the things a
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“ Good gad ! ** exclaimed Mr. Vernon-Smith. *“What's the maiter with you, Soames ? ** The millionaire’s ** man * was

staring blankly at Bunter, obvlously siartled and disturbed.
—the young rascal who bagged my blankels the other night,”” explained the millonalre.

{See Chapier 11.)

“ Who—who——"* he stammered.

** This is the siowaway
“ Oh! ' gasped Soames.

stowaway would need to make himself
comiortable in  his  hiding-place—
Blankets, pillows, rugs, shirls, slippers,
and so on. "The unknown guest of the
Golden Arrow had doubtless come om
board totally unprovided for the VOyage,
and had helped himself as opportumity
offered. It was clear enou to the
Bounder now, and he could almost have
bitten out his tongue for the savage and
unjust words he had spoken. Redwing
h believed the juniors, and the
Bounder had not believed—but ho was

well awere thet he ought to have
believed.
Inexplicable as the matter had

seemed, he had had no ri%_'ht to doubt
his guests or to insult them by his
dounbts. He could scarcely expect them
to overlook the matter. The voyage to
the Bouth Seas bhad been spoiled at the
very beginning, and it was his fault,
and he konew i, But the Dounder had
bitterly resolved to make the stowaway
—if stowaway there was—pay dearly for
all of it.

“day azs well get hold of a stick,”
Ilob Cherry vemarked. * We may wake
up & dangerous customer if we find the
gii:id,-:r’ stowaway in this part of the

“Yes, rather[” said Nogent.

"Captain Greene 13 right—thers 15 a2
stowaway,” said Harry Wharton, with
convielion. **It accounts for a lot.
Hﬂt LR

“But what ?"" asked Dob. “*No doubt
about it ac all in my mind. Look at the
things the fellow tosk—hlankets the first

night, and =0 on. We ought really to
have thought of it before.”

“Yes, but I can imagme a stowaway
doing all that we took %m‘ ragging, but
not the attack on Reddy,” said %‘-’hat-
ton. *“That doesn’t seem in keeping,
somehow. Whoever attacked Redwing
in that murderous way was an absolute
villain--a hardencd eriminal, I should
say, "

“All of that, and a little mors,” said
DRob.

“Put a man of ithat character wouldn't
be likely to raid the cabins for blankets
and hair brushes, and things,” said
Harry, “He would think first of keep-
ing himself safely hidden, Ho wouldn’t
think very much of making himself com-
fortable, 1 should sav.™

“Only. he did it,” said Bol, puzzled.
“Unless,” he added, with a grin, “yon
think there's two stowaways, one a soft
ass, wanting to make himself comiy,
and the other a dnﬁpﬂ'mv vuffian.”

“Well, no; that's not likely,” sad
Wharton, smiling., “5till, it doesn’t
seem all to fit together, to my mind.
The stealing of the chart, and the way
Reddy was %Iillidlﬂd loaks as if Lhat half-
caste, Bilvie Xero, might have stowed
himself away on the yacht. DBut the rest
isn't in keeping with the character of
that sort of a man.” :

“We shall see him when wo find him, ™’
sald Johnny Bull. * Anvhow, he ecan't
keep out of sight when we search, The
Gﬂ]]:'[pn Arrow isn't =0 very big--and the
crew are searching ihe hold now. Twl'a
pet going.”

“Tot's!" assented Wharton,

Tach of the junicra armed himsell
with a stick for the scarch. If the man
they were to find was the man who had
half-strangled Redwing he was likely to
turn out g&ngnrmm at close guarters.

“ Now, where are we going to begin?
asked Nugent. “There's hardly & spol
at this ﬁngeaf the yacht that isn't under
somebody’s eyes all day long.™

" Exeept the baggage-room,' said
Harry. :

“Yes; there's that. Tegin thete,
then,”

“Come onl” .

The juniors passed the cabins, the
Bounder leading the way, his face hard
sot and bitter in look.

Smithy opened the door of the bag-
EAZE-TODM.

sound was audible when the door
was opened. It was & low rumbling
sound, and surprised the juniors, some-
thing like the breathing of some huge
animal.

“My hLat! What on eartl’s that®”
cjacilaied Dob Cherry.

The Bounder set his teeth, ]

“There's somebody, or somothing,
licwre,” he said. o

He stepped into the room, the juniors
after him, and they stared round,
Nothing but baggage met their eyes.

BBut the leboured rumbling sound con-
tinued. ;

“My word!" mutlered Nugenr. “If
wo were at Greyfriars, in the Hemove

(Continued on prae 16.)
Tug Macxer Liprary.—No. 1,020,
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{Continued from page 13.)

dormitory, I should say it was Billy
Bunter snoring.”

* Bleased if 1t doesn't sound like it !
snid Wharton.

“That's what it is—a snore!'" said
Vernon-Bdumith., “The stowaway 1s here
all right, and he's fallen aslcep and
snoring.”

The rumbling sound suddenly ceascd.

Apparently the entrance of the
juniors and their votces had awakened
the eleaper, whoever he was.

But they had already discerned the
corner from which the snoring had pro-
ceeded, and they crossed to it, gripping
thetr sticks in readiness for a rush or
an attack.

“He's behind the trunks” sala
Hmlthy.‘ TRKeep yvour eves open, and
nmaah ]lu’m if he lifis & finger "

13 w.l‘

It was a sudden startled ejaculation
behind the trunks.

hallo " wyelled Bob

“Halle, hallo,
Cherrev. "I know that voice! It—it—
it canl he—"
“Come out!"™ roared the Bounder
furiously,
“1 aaw, you fellows—"" zqueaked a
vell-known voice.
*“Bunter !" gaid Wharton dazedly.
“DBunter! My hat!”
“"The Bunterfulness is terrific!”
“Ow. I'm not ' sgueaked

here !
Bunter.
“ Bunter !  breathed the PBounder.
“T1'11 smash him! I'll—I'11—*"

Vernon-Bmith swept up his stick,

A fat figure bolted out of the corner
round the trunks, and dedged behind
Harry Wharton

“Yarocoh! Ow! Keop him off !

It was Billy Bunter!

PE————

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunier—or Another !
BILI.E’ BUNTER blinked at the

staring juniors,
They stared at him az if mes-
merised.

Harry Wharton & Co. had not known
what they might find; they would
hardly have been surprised had tho
stowaway turned out to be Silvio, the
half-easte, who had tracked Ben Dance
from the South 8eas to rob him of Black
Peter's chart. They would hardly have
been surprised at anvthing, But this
WAL
_ Not & fellow had dreamed for 2 single
instant that Billy Bunter had skaved
oni board the Golden Arrow when they
had supposed that he had gone ashore—
not for & moment had they suspected
that the Owl of the Remove, when he
came down to Bouthampton to see them
offt on the voyage, had planned to stow
himself away on the vachi.

In utter, blank amazement they stared
at the fat junior.

Tae Macxzr Linnaey.—No. 1,020.

it iunter,

good mind to!
I'll keep on with you !

“ Bunter !" balbibled Bob Cherry.
“Bunter! That terrifie idiop——-"
“That fat dummy Bunter——"

“Oh, really, you fellows!” gasped
“Look here, you keep off!
I've had a rotten time here—absolutely
rotien! It would serve you right if I

@ insisted upon having the yacht turned

! I've & jolly
But if you're decent,

breathed the

back to take me home!

“I'll smash him!"
Bounder.

“ (th, really, Smithy—'

“Then wou never went ashore at
Southampton [ exclaimed Redwing,
staring at the Owl of the Remove.

Bunter grinned for a moment.

“Not exactly ! he admitted.

“¥ou told me you had to rush off and
catech vour tratn—-"

“That—that was only & fgure of-—of
speech, you know—-=—"

“ You asked me o say good-bye to the
fellows for you, becausze you were
pressed for time—"

”I‘I'E'ﬁ, hE,- hﬂ ::I.:

“I see now!" said Redwing.
had it all eut and dried, and
pulling my leg, vou fat raseal !

“0Oh, really, dwing, if you can’t
thank a chap—"

“Thank a chap !” gasped Redwing.

“Yes, thunk a chap who's taken all
the trouble, and put up with a lot of
inconvenlence for your sake!"™ said
Bunter warmly.

“Oh, my hat!”

“Well, if you can't thank a chap, Fou
might be eivil! I don't expect grati-
tude from you of course !

:' Oh dear!” said Redwing.

‘I say, you fellows, I suppose you're
glad to sed me?” said Bunter, blinking
at the Famous Five,

“Glad M repeated Wharton,

“ After all I've done for you—"

“You fat, idiot "

“0Oh, really, Wharton——""

“The gladiulness is not terrific, my
esicemed Dunter,” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Bingh. “Do you know that the
esteomed and ridiculous Bounder has got
his absurd hair off because you raided
the cabins and he quarrelled with his
worthy and ridiculous friends, thinking
that they were the guilty parties?”

*He, he, he!”

. “Oh, that seems funny to you, does
1t 7" said the DBounder, between his
teath.

Bunter chuckled,

“Well, it is funny, isn't it?" he de-
manded. "Ain't it just like you,
Smithy, always picking a quarrel with
au_-,rhcrdﬂ if you've got half a chance ?"

The Bounder winced.

“You raided my father's state-room
the first night out?" he asked, with
ominous quietness.

“Was it yaur pater’s room?" said
Bunter. 1 didn't know whose room it
was, but there was somebody snoring in
all the others. 1 had to have some
blankets, I suppose, and a pillow, too.
If you think I'm going to sleep without
a pillow on your yacht, 8mithy, vou're
mistaken !

“It was you raided the other cabins,
except Hurree Singh's, vesterday after-
noon when we were on deck 1" went on
the Bounder, taking no heed of Bunter's
remnarks.

“I had to have some thingz, hadn't

"You
werea

17 demanded Bunter indignantly.
“And I never found so much as & stick
of toffee! I'm hungry 17

M And it was you collared Redwing in
his cabin last night, and attacked him
like a wild beast!” said the Bounder,
n-xigl‘]aghgmtertug eyes,

“Goodness gracious! That coulda't
have been Bunter ! exclaimed Frank

Nugent. osaible !
s E;;hﬁ' else I snapped the Bounder,
1]

“ Bunter picked Wharton's pockat of
the chart at Greyfriars when he was
taking care of it for Redwing!™ said
Smithy.

“I was only going to look at it!"”
howled Bunter.

" Bunter,” exclaimed Wharton, "did
you go into Redwing's cabin last
mght?”

No, you ass!™

“You did ! snarled the Bounder,
"I didn't ! howled Bunter. * I went
in yesterday afterncon, and got some
thm\g{s-—mmc of Bmithy's, I mean.”

“Never mind yesterday afternoon!”
said Wharton, “Last night, long past
midnight, Redwing was atiacked in his
cabin—"

ﬂRﬂt' !J‘J

‘;!He was hall-choked br somcbodry,
E-n l_l!

“ Rubbish "'

“That was not Bunter,” zaid Tom
Redwing quictly,

“I should jolly well say it wasn™t !
exclaimed Bunter, “What the thump
should T want to choke Redwing for?
Don't be u silly ass, Wharton !”

“ It must have been Bunter ! zaid the
Bounder. “It was because that hap.
pened that Captain Greene figured it
out that there was & stowaway on the
vacht. We've found the stowaway, and
we've found the sconndrel who nttacked
Redwing and robbed him !*

* It was not Bunter I repeated Tom.

* Look here, Redwing—"'

“I tell you it was not, because it
cannot have bean !” zaid the sailorman’s
son, “Da you think Bunter could
handle me?"

“I jolly well could if T wanted to!”
said Bunter, “I could lick you if I
likod, Redwing—easy! You needn't be
afraid, though. I'm not going to."

Redwing smiled faintly.

Whoever seized me in the dark last
night was & man, not a bov.” he said.
"I never saw & glimpse of him, but |
felt him guite enough in the struggle
to know that he was a man—and a very
strong man. T was like a child in his
hands, and you fellows know I'm not a
weakling. 1 could handle Bunter witlh
one¢ hand without exerting myself much,
But the man last night handled me more
easily than 1 eould handle Bunter,™

“Oh, really, Redwing—

“ Bhut up, vou fat fool I sndpped Bob
Cherry.

" Look hero——"

(i Ehut up !H

“You fat idiot " exclaimed Wharton.
“Whoever attacked Redwing last night
15 going to be put in irons when we find
him and handed over to the police at

1%
thE E;r“x?tllpcrl.
“Now, do von understand vou

dummy ¥ asked Johnny Bull

1 =ay, you fellows, it wasn't me'"
gasped Bumter.  “You—you know 1
cowldn’t handle Redwing—conldn't ta
save my life,” _Tim i".l_wl of the Remove
had Eh&ﬁ?‘ed his opinion on that poin
with starthing suddenness.

The juniers looked at one another,
_ Bunter's word was worth nothing; but
it was impossible to believe that the faf
and fatupus Owl of the Bemove lad
made a murderons atiack upon Redwing
or anybody elae.  And it was & physical
impossibility for him to handle the
sturdy sailorman's son and overcome his
resistance. Redwing was at least equal
in strength to any of the Greyfriara
party—and any member of the Famous
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Five was a match for {we or three
Bunters, Billy Bunter mast be believed
innocent, because it was absolotely im-
possible for him to be guilty. ;

Bui that only added to the baflling
mystery. The stowaway had been found,
and the mystery of the ragging of the
cubing was fully cxplained. But the
imystery of the attack on Redwing was
deeper mud more impenetrable than ever
wnless thoere was another stowaway on
horrd the Golden Avrow, which was
«earcely credible,

Only the Bounder swas ohstinate. In
& case of haffiing doubt it seemed neces-
zary for his suspicions mind to hidve
some definite abject for its suspicions to
fasten wpon. His unjust suspicions of
the Famous Five the day before seemed
to have given him no lesson.

“TIt was Bunter, beecause it must have
been,” ho zaid savagely.

“Tt wasn't Bunter, bocanse 1t couldn't
have been,” said Bob Cherry.

“That's rot "

“Thanks!" said Bob dryly.

The Bounder checked the angry words
an his lips. .

“Look hete, you fellows,” he said, "1
mado a fool of myself yesterday, as it
turns out. I never decamed of a stow.
away on the yacht; and you must admit
that you never did, either.”

“That's #=0,” said Wharion. )

“1 disbelieved you—and I can’t sec
auything cl=e that [ was to think," ssid
Vernon-Swith. P DBut I was wrong, and
[ alpt:u[ﬁgis.ﬂ, I believed that some of you
fellows were i]laultini wmy father—"

“You had no right to helicve any-
thing of the kind for a single weowment,”
seirl Wharton ieily.

The Bounder's cyes glinted., Dot he
bad his teinper in contral now,

“ Perhaps vou've right,” he said,
H""Ii‘:ﬂ perhiaps about it said Johnny

'l. +

Vernon-Smith breathed hard. 2

Well, let it go at that!” he said.
“T was wrong—utierly wrong—and 1
apclogise, I can’t zay more.”

“All serone,” said YWharton, hnt Lo
did not spenk very cordiallbv.  ITe could
not be cordial just then. Ao apology
was all that the Bounder coulbd offor;
but his regret for hiz mistake disd not
alter the factz—and the fact was that
e hed & hitter, sespiciovs lemper, ad
that no fellow ceuld rely vpon him or
trust hin.

“Least said sonnost mended,™  sald
Bolb Cherey vncendortablv. Bt don't
malee the same mistake again, SBmitly,
atvhow 1

*Yau're not gaing o Blame me for
not taking Banter’s woud, I suppose?”
sacered the Bounder.

“MNao: nohady who koows Banier
wonld take his waord, Dot i's a sheer
impos<ibility  that  Bunter can have
handled Redwing: mul that lets Bunter
out, so far as that is concorned.”

“Then who did i7"

“That was what yvon asked yesterday
when we told yon we hadon't ragged
vour  father's  eabin,”  said  Wharton
terily. ' It's no good propounding con-
vidrnmz that a fellow can't answer, It
was nob Bonler that handled Redwing,
whorver it 1may have been™

“ Listen to reason, Smithy,” =aid Red-
wing. “Can you suppose for a moment
that T'mv such a soft dud as te let a
fat doffor like that get the better of me,
even if he wore brate and villamm enongh
in -.]r; what was done—and we know he's
nok ¥

The Bounder sct his lips.

“If it wasn't Danter, then some other
~towaway 15 on beoard the yacht,”™ he
said. "*Wa shall see! Anyhow, that fat
rotier has shoved himself in where he
was not asked and not wanted——"

“h, really, Sunthy—"

5 Ti;mt’a 0, =zald Whartan.
i—"

“T eay, you fellows, IT'm hungry,” suid
Dunter pathetically. *You fellows ave
like a sheep's head—nearly all jaw, fﬂn
Know ! ‘hile  youw're talking I'm
starving.”

“You can go on starving ! said the
Bounder grim)y. “ You've shoved your-
sclf on tﬁis yacht, and wyou'll have {o
stay on till we can shove you ashore
somewnere; but you can feed yourself
or go without. -

H Tt

You'll get nothing !
“Ow ™ gasped Bunter.
“Now come out of this, you fat {oel!™
i ‘?n“t‘ !JI
And the Bounder graspoed Bunter by
the shoulder amd dragged him out of
the bapgage-room.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Soames !

i QOD gad ! )
Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith
stared at Billy Bunter and
- uttered that cjaculation in

great astonishment.
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“Wha's this?" he snorvied.

“ DBunter, v’ said Boh.

“Who's Punter?”

“A fat tdiot who belongs to the Re-
mave at Creyiriars,” said Harry Whae-
torn, “1le wanied o come on ihe
vOoviee, mipd he secimes o have settlod the
maiter for hinself,”

“Grood pad 7

“I—1 =av, str

“Woll, f it's
fellows, Herbert——="
aire.

“I don’t want the fat ead here?”
suapped the Bounder, ¥ Fle's owned up
to having ragged our cabing yesterday;
yours the night before——-m"

“T waz only getting some thmgs I
needed,” howled Bunter. "“Jlow was a
chap to illi_"l"l!}‘ without blankets or a
pillow, T'd hke to know?™

The millionaire stared at him,

“Bo it was this—this DBunter?™ he
ejaculated. I thought it was some of
vour friends, Terbert. You thought =o,
Lo

The Bounder Anshed. .

“Mhat was a mistake, as 1t turns out,
father, It wae this fat rascal all the
tine

“Well, well!

ik

gasped Dunter,
one  of  your scheol-
satd tha million-

What a trick ™ saic 2.
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Vornon-Smitl, “If thit 1z a school

fellpw of yours, that olters tho ease,
llerbert. After all, the young ass
wantod soine  bedelothes, shppose,

Wo can send him back somehow 1f you
don't want him_*

“1 certainly den't want him 1™

“Oh, really, Simithy, be a pal, you
knowe——""

“Shut up, you fat fool !

“But thiz doesn't let in any light on
wrhat. happened to Redwing,” smid Mr.
Vernon-Smith, in perplexity. “It wasn's
this—this Bunter who attacked you, 1
suppose, my boy ? )

*Lertainly not ! said Redwing,

The Bounder seowled,

“ It must have Leen, if there's no other
stowaway on the yacht,” he said.

“That's nonsense!™  interropted  his
father., *This Loy scems a fogl—

“Oh, really, sip-———"

"“He scems a fool, but he is incapable
:’:F doing what Redwing hns deseribed.
That i35 nenscnse, ITerbert !

“1 zay, sir

“You need wot speak, Punter.
your pname Penteri™

“ Bunter, sir.”

“Very well, Bunter.
say rmofhing”

“But 1"t hvngry.

“Wha-a-gt 1"
~ “Thingrey gasped Bunter.
isheal T Starving !

Gh ™

Me. Vernon-Smith amiled sighily.-

“Well, 3 vou've hungry, you minst he
fod.” dwe zaid gond-naturedly. T had
no dlen that 4l tewaway would fLurn
ont to be a Greyfriars bov, Of conrse,

Is

You had betler

* Famn-

that alters the caser  IT you are
hungry——"

“Ravenons 1”7 groancd Bunfer.

The millionaire laoked vound,.

“ Boames M

Soatmes eane ont of iz room,

et

“Tell the stoward——  Good  gad!

What's the mwatter with you, Boamwes?
o wou think von're secing a ghost*”

exelaimed the millionaire testily,

The man was  staring blankly at
Bunter, not only astonished, as he
might  well have been at secing =

stranger on board the yacht so far out
at sea, but obviously startled and dis-
turbed also.

“Who—who-——" he stammeread,

“This 13 the stowaway-—the young
razcal who bagged ny  blankets the
other night——-—"

Y gasped Soames.

“What's the matter with you, Soames?
You knew theve was o stowaway on

board--at least, vou lheard Caplain
(ircene say beo believed so™
“Yes, zip,” maspod Spames. Y Buge

Bt T was startled. IE—it zecmed vory
wnprobable to me, s

“What wnonsense!  Thoe must be
another stowaway as well a= this boy, to
acerint for what heppened in Mazter
Rodwing's ecalin.  Tell the steward o
provide the boy with feod at once; he
seems hungrey ™

*Veory well, sir,” sabd Boames. onee
more his  calm  and  deferential self.
“ {‘ertainly, sir.”

“And buck up, for goodness’ sake.”
gasped  Bunter.  “T'm not | merely
hungry, I'm famished—-ravenous—stary-
gl

.gﬂ-ﬂ:rlll.‘ﬂ hurried away o the steward's

quarters, Dilly Bunter gave the
Bounder & trinmphant blink.  His
father was more hespitable than the
Bounder of Greyfriars bimself. At least

Bunter was going o haye a solid meal,

and that was the most important thing
in the universe at that moment,

The Beunder scowled at lom.  but
THE MacreT lasrary.--Ne. 1,020,
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Bunter did not heed the scowl. His fat
rmind revelled in the thought of food.

In a very short time an amazed
steward browglt the meal, and Bunter
sat down to it. Bunter needed other
things besides food, vﬁgeniai]y a wash.
But be did not worpy about that. Wash.
ing could wait. Bunter never had been
very particulsr about washing. Eating
couldn't wait. On that point William
George Bunter was very particniar
indeed. ;

The stoward was astonished, first of
all by the discovery of a stowaway;
socondly, by being called upon to pro-
vide that stowaway with food in the mil-
lichaire's own quarters. DBut  his
astonishment was still greater as he saw
Buntcer dispose of the food, Taking it
for pranted that & fellow who had been
hiddon away more than a whole day

would be hungey, he had brought
enough for two., It wvanished like
magie, and Bunter had barely srarted,

“Look lhere, Mr. Vernon-Smith said
I was to have something to cat,” said
Bunter. *“For goodness” sake, hand jt
out! Can't vou.see I'm hungry "

“Oh, yes!” gasfmd the steward.

And more supplies were brought, and
they vanislied at the same rate, and
more were required.

It was an amazed steward—or, rather,
a dazed one—who continued to wait on
Bunter with supplies of provisions.
Where the fab junior put it alF was n
insoluble mystery. But he must have
pat” it somewhere, for it went. He did
not, az the steward half-expected, burst
over the floor. Leong after he had
reached what onght really to have been
bursting-point, he was still poing strong.

Meanwhile, the chums of the Remove
were j-u::in:[nf in the search that was
going on all over the vacht.

Captaln and mate had come down to
look at Bunter, and both of them, while
surprised to see him, look it for granted
at ance, as Mr, Vernon-Smith had done,
that e was nob the guilty party in the
aitack on Redwing, A look at the Owl
of the Remove was enough o show that
that was really out of the question,
The unknown assailant was still un-
known, and the search for him had
flﬁ:‘idﬂi’tt-l‘lll}' revealed Dunter; that was
all,

That there conld have been two stow-
awsys on board the vacht was almost
unthinkable: vet the discovery of Bunter
linel not helped in Lhe least towards the
discavery of Redwing’s nssailant. So
1the search wenb on without pavse to
aseaver the wther stowaway, if any.

Mr. Vernon-Smith, having  break-
fasted, sat on deck smoking a big cigar
and waiting for sews, Dut evervone
clse on board the Colden Arrow was
jouming in the search, excepting Dunter
and the steward whom he was keeping
Latiay.

*“Hailo, hallo. hallo! We've done that
rooim.” Dob Cherry called out, az he
«aw Souames ehtering the baggage-room.

Hoames looked round.

“You lLave socarched
tronks, s ¥ ho asked,

“Yes. We found Dunter there ™

“ You--you found the fat boy in this

among  the

room, siv?!” asked Seoames, “with a
strange expression on his smooil, sleck
tace.

“Yes: vou'll find his camp in e

eorner,’” said Bob, laughing, “ Blankets
and pillows and things, in a corner
Lehind the trunks.”
U Dut the boy was nol conesaled in
Ltz room all the time, surely, sir?”
“¥es; I think he was there from the
wlalt.
il
= '-:J::H-.E-
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gud  dayv. sir® exclaimed

“Yoes; except when he sneaked out to
hunt for thivgs ho wanted,” answered
Bob., *8o the other giddy stowaway—
if there is one—-can't be there. Dunter
would have seen him, of course.”

“Quite so, sir,” satd Soamos.

DBut when Dob Cherry had gone, the
valet entered the hn,ggagt:-mq}m,.nfl the
same, Clertuinly he did nobt expect to
find & stowaway there. He closed the
door after him, and e¢rossed to the
corner where the nullionaire’s golf-bag
hiung,

MNow that he was out of view of any-
one else on board the yacht Soamcs'
expression had changed.,

The sleck, smooth manner was gone.
iz face was hard set and his narrow
ayes glinted; Ins lips were set in a tight
lirie. Mr., Vernon-8mith would ]mr%ii:,-
have known hiz manservant had he scen
him at that moment. Certainly he had
never seen Jamos Soames look like that.

The mwan hurriedly cleared the golf
clubs from the bag and searched it, and
the expression on his face was almost
déronisc as he found the bag empty.

For some minutes he stood as if trans-
fixed with astonishment and fury.

Then he searched the bag again,
though without hope. Had Billy Bunter
Eﬂﬂll%lim then he would have been at no
loss to giess who had crept into the room
in the darkness of the night and hidden
the stolen chart.

“Gone!” muttered Soames, hetwoen
his sef Hps. " Gone! He was there, and
I never ﬁmw—tmm}r dreamed. He was
here, and he knows!” His eves blazed
with fury. “But no, he can have scen
nothing in'the dark., Ho knows nothing.
But he muzi have taken the chart. g
miust have heard, if he did not see!™

The man gritted Lis teoth.

He replaced ther golf clubs and left
thea cabin. Outside the door he was
once more the smooth, sleek manservant.
He moved away with his soft tread.
pausing & moment or two to glance at
Bunter, whe was still eating. For that
moment or two his ¢yes burned. Then
he went on his way, his face expres-
sionless, but his brain busy behind a
face that told nothing.

The discovery of a stowaway on board
had been an utter surprise to James
Soames.  He had the best of reasons
for knowing that it was no stowaway
who had attacked Redwing. And learn-
ing that Bunter had been found .in the
baggage-room had given hun a severe
jolt.  He had hurried there to make
sure his prize weas safe, only to discover
that it was rone,

But he knew in whose possession it
wags-—-in  whose possession 1t must  be.
Bunter had said nothing of it, but only
Bunter conld have removed it {rom its
Liding-place.

And Soames had not even seen it vet,
except for a glimpse of it in Tom Red-
wing s hand. In the dark he had stolen
it—in the dark he had hidden it, not
daring to kecep it about him, or in his
room cven, for a fow minutes, knowing
that there must be a search. Soames
was playving a deep and dangerons game,
and he was canbionz, And now-——

“ Soamces!”

“Bir.

Soames savape reflections were inter-
ritpted by his master’s voiece. The mil-
lionaire was ready to dictate a message
fto be sent off hy the yachit's wircless,
M. Fﬂl‘nmbﬂmi}.‘h was not out of touch
with business in  the City, while tha
Golden Arrow glided on the Day of
Discay. Boamcs came with his writing-
pad, sleek and deferontial as ever, and
as  Mr. Vernon-Smith  dictated that
message to his broker in Throgmorton
Strect, Soames seemed to  have no
thought for anything but his mastor's

business.  Mr. Vernon-Smithe  would
have been very much surprised and di-
turbed had he known what was seething
in the cunning brain behind the smooth,
sleelk face. But Mr, Vernon-Bmith—who
prided himself upon being a judge of
men—did not know, and was not likely
to gucss.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Finding the Chart !

HE search ended at last.

I It ended in no discovery, only
the absolute cortainty that Billy
Bunter was the only stowaway on

board the Golden Arrow. _

On a vessel of the size of the vachi it
was not an cxtensive matter to explore
every eorner and recess., Once the

resence of a stowaway was suspected,
Eiﬁmmry was certain if a stowaway was
there. Bunter had becu found, but no
one else could be found.

It was quite clear that no Et.ranEE:r
on board the Golden Arrow had attacked
Redwing in the night.  Xf his assailant
was not Bunter, that assailant was a
member of the ship's company.

No one but the Bounder believed that
the assailant was Dunter, and even the
obstinate Bounder would not haye
thought so had there been any other
explanation. Improbable as it was, how-
ever, it seemed to Smithy more probable
than that the assailant was one of the
men who had sailed in the yacht., For
who could it be?

That was an utter mystery.

The bruises on Redwing's throat were
a visible proof that the attack had been
made., There was no doubt about that,
But who had attacked him? '

Harry Wharten & Co., while convinced
that it was not Bunter, were completely
at a loss, .

Tt would not have surprised them to
find the cunning half-caste. Silvio Xero.
hidden on the yaecht, Dut he was not
thiere: it was certrin now that no one
was on board the Goelden Arrow save the
ship's company and Billy Bunter.

Whose hand, then, ,had grilppfd
Redwing’s throat in the darkness of the
night—who had taken the treasurc
chart?

“It beets me hollow,” said  Bob
Cherrv, “If it wasn't for the marks on

Reddy's neck, and the chart being goue,
1 should think that Reddy had only had
a giddy nightmare. But——"

“RBut 1l was smmebody,” said Nogent.

“Yes. DBut who?"

“ Goodness knows!™

“{ne of the crew, I suppose,™ sl
Harry Wharton. " Captain Greene knows
all his men; but there's nothing else 1o
think.”

The Bounder sneered.

“Fyery man on the yacht has been in
my father's service a long time; some of
them for ten vears,” he said. “Every
man in the ¢rew is above suspicion; even
if any of them knew anything about the
chart, or would believe it was worth 2
sixpence if e did knew”

“It's a mystery, that's eertain,” cop-
fessed Wharton, " But I suppose we can
rule out the captain and the mate—-"

“0Of course,” said Bob; “and I suppose
we can rule out onrselves.”

“Yes, ass! And Soutly's pater,” said
Nugent, with a grin; “and Smitin's
pater's man.”

“Leaving only one fellow,” said the
Bounder grumly. !

“¥ou mean Bunter?”

“I mean Bunter. You know the fag
brute got hold of the chart at Grey-
friars, and he would have I“'.F'E ik of
1 hadn’t spotted him. Not Lhat it would
have been of any use to the fat fool: but
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ha was keeping it—lie had had :t- for

days when 1 got it away from hinm.”
“That's ¢o,” said Harry., “ Hl.tt—-—-
“And now he's got 1t again,” said

Vernon-Smith., * That's alb.™

“It's no pood =ugpesting that Bunter
ronkd handle Redwing, even if he was
brute enough, Swmathy., He couldn’t.”

“Redwing was half asleep, and—I
know it sowds thick, but somehow or
cthier the fat rotter did it. He must
l{-:l"i"l:;“;. because it's plain that nobody else
did,

“It was pot Dunter,” said Redwing
aquietly, “I know that it was & man who
collaved pie in my cabin. I struggloed
with him. I suppose I couldn't make a
mistake and think it was 8 man if it was
o boy. He was a head taller than I
am.”

*You dudn’t soe him,” said Smithy.

*1 couldn't in the dark. DBut I know
it was a man, When he gripped me, his
shouldher was as high as my head.™

“Y¥ou were half asleop——"

" Not when T struggled with him.”

The Dounder locked impatient.

“T (el vour it was Bunter, becavse it
must have bheen”

“¥oau told ns it was one of us ragged
vour father's cabin, because it must have
been,™ said }-::-hrmg,r Bull dryly.

“That's different. Wea've discovered
Bupter sinee then, DBut we haven't dis
coverad  anvhody to account for the
attack on Redwing”

"1 know. But it wasn't Dunter,
the same,™

“If you can suggest anybody else—"

“0 ean't! But it wasn't Bunter.”

“Rubbizh " snapped  the Boundoer
angrily. " T'm jolly well going to seareh
Buonter far the chart.”

Aud the Donnder tramped below, the
jniors following him.  All the Grey-
friars party were anmoyed by the
Bounder's obstinacy, bat he was his own
miaster.

DBunter had finished his extensive feed
at last,

all

“1 say, yvou fellows, the grob on thig

boat izn't bad,” he sad. “ Mot hke
what 1 get at Bunter Court, of aouorse.
Bt not bhad.™

“Stand up ™ snapped the Dounder,

“{h, really, Smithy—"

" SBtand up!”

“If wou're going to be a beast,
Smithy—-  Yaroooh!” reaved Bunter,
as the Bounder grasped him and jerked
him to his feet.

“Tt'a afl iht Buuter,” said DBah
Cherry.  “Hmit gob it inte his silly
head that vou handled Redwing last
vight and bagged the chart.”

“T never touched Hedwing!™ howled
Buuter.

"1 know vou didn’t, Dunter,”
Redwing. “That's all right.”

“Well, then, let a chap alone when
ha's vesting after breakfast,” snid Bunter
:nf]mrm.nlly

“T'm going through your poclets,”

eaid Vernon-Smith,

“Wha-a-t ¥

“You don't zeem to like the idea,”
gneered the Haunder.

* I-=f—"" stammered ﬂuntqn

“Don't be an ass, Bunter,” said Harry
Wharlon sharply. “I  suppose you
ha‘if!.;lr}t been pinching anything, have
ou
e Oh, really, Wlmrtnn

"%mnth_-,- thinks you've g'-u:rl: the chmt
Let him make sure that you haven’t, for
HﬂE}LIIIE'bE- zake ! gaid the captain of . the
Lireyfriare Remove.

“I—I— Oh, my hat!” gasped
Bunter, as Vernaon- Smiith, thrusting his

said

= = i, i i
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hand into the fat junior’s inside pocket,
drew gut the chart.

There was a shoul of amazement from
the Famous Five.

*“The chart!™

TGreat pip M

* Bunter had it——"

Vernon-Smith gave an angry, scornful
laugh, He held up the disc of polished
tea.}r. for all to see.

* What do you zay now?’ he ,]:-:-ernd

“I—I eay, you [fellows——" gaspe
Bunter,

“Liood heavens !’ exclaimed Harry
Wharton, utterly thnst “Is it possible
—DBunter———"

“That's the chart, T think.” sneered
[lerbert Vernon- "En:uth handing it lo
Redwing, :

Rﬂdwll'g took it dazedly.

“That's it,” he said.

He etood with the dise of teak in his
hand, staring at it blankly. It was the
chart of Caca Island, It was found
again—and in Billy Bunter’s possession!
That settled the matier in the Bounder's
mind, if doubts had lingered before. As
for the Famous Five, they could oniy
stare at Bunter dumbfounded.

“ Bunter h:.d it!” almast babhled
Bob Cherry. * Then it was Bunter, after
all! Great snalkes!®

“Tt wasn't me!” it
alarm.
“"You fat villain—"
“1 didn't—I never !” shricked Bunter.
“You had the chart ! said Wharton,

“1 thought Smathy was making one oi

yelled Bunter,

his® idiotic mistakes—as uswal—but you
had the chart! 1t was taken from Red-
wing last night, and found in your
pocket 1"

“That settles il 1" said Dob.

“The settlefulness is terrific,”

“1 never!” velled Bunter. “I didn's!
I wasn't! 1 say, you fellows, I can
explain——"

“It was you, yo1 fat rascal [ hooted
Johnny Buﬂ

“1 tell wyoax
Bunter,

Redwing broke in.

“It was not Dunter ™

“Not Bunter !" shouted the Bounder,
“I've just found the chart in his pocket,
and you say that 1t was not Dunter!
z‘;re vou mad 77

“Tt wasz not Bunter!” repcated Red-
wing quietly and firmly, * How Bunter
’-]{mld of the chart I don't know, amd

na.n'l:. imagine, DBut it was not Bunter
who handled me in the cabin last nmight.
[ know that.”

“1 zay, you fellows, let a fellow speak,
can’'t

“#peak, then, you fat rotter!
snapped Wharton,  “If you did not
take the chart from Redwing, how did
vou get hold of 677

And Bunter, in great alarm, ponred
out tho tale of the mysterious hﬂ.ppenmg
in the baggage-room, the juniers lizten-
1ng in amazement, and the Bounder with
n sneering smile on his lips.

Tue Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,020,
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTIER.
Undiscovered !

ILLY BUNTER pauscd for breath
B at last,
His tale was told, and it was a
strange enough. tale. DBut ho
pould sce, with great relief, that he was
believed, Only the Bounder sneered
mockingly.

“I zay, you fellows, that's exactly
what happened ! gasped Bunter, “I
wasn't going to keep the chart, Of
course not ™

“ Liay 1" said the Bounder tersely,

¥0Oh, really, Bmithy—-" :

*“You didn't see the man who hid it
in the goli-bag? asked Harry.

“I ecan't sen in the dark!" snorted
Bunter. “I heard him all right, I
never knew what he had dene to Red-
wing. How was I to know? I just
thought he had pinched it and hidden
it. 1 thought you fellows would be
gratoful to me for getting it back,” went
on Bunter, in an injured tonc. “You'd
never have thought of leaking there for
it, I joliy well know that. I was going
to give 1t back to you—"

“Why didn't you, then?" sneered the

nder.

“1 forgot about it I

“Forgot i

“I .was lmngry [ hooted Buuter,
¥ Think L was thinking about & rot.en
chart, when I was famished? You silly
a3s ! I was thinking about getting some-
thing to eat!"

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Yon ean cackla ! roarad Bunter in-
dignantly. “Buat if vou'd been stowed
awav without any food—""

“Wa're as far from the facts as ever,™
said Wharton. " This doesn't help us to

ot hold of the man who handled

edwing,”

“Bunter had the chart!” jeered the
Bounder.

“He's told us how he pot hald of it."
said Harry.

“He's told us lies "

“That's all rot, Smithy! I was stag-
gered for & minute when T saw you take
it from lis pocket. DBut we koow very

well that Bunter couldn’t have handled
Redwing. That's bosh !”

“1 was going to hand it over,” pro-
tosted Bunter almost tearfully. 1
thought you fellows would be grateful.
1 was only going to wait till you'd
hunted for it, and couldn’t find it."

“You fat rotter !

“0Oh, really, Cherry! I've found the
chart for you, haven't 17" demanded
Bunter warmly. “Naturally, I thonght
you'd be decent cnough to ask me to
come on the Lrip to the South Seas, after
1'd found the chart for you. A fat lot
of traasure vou're likely to find, without
me to help you !

“That depends on Smithy, not on us,”
said Wharton. “ But, personally, T must
say I think it was jolly E1:'m;-l-:;r that Bunler
wae stowed away on the yacht. 'The
chart would have been lost otherwise,”

“You believe that fat rotter 7" sneercd
the Dounder s

“ Every word ! _

“ Bunter's so truthful, I know " jecred
Smithy,

“ Wothing of the sort, only he's telling
the truth mow and I believe him, be-
cause it stands to reason,’’ answered
Wharton. “He has explained how he

ot hold of the chart; and we know that

e nevor handled Hedwing, and you'd
know it, too, i you chose to sec {acts.”

“I know that that fat rotrer is going
to bo shoved mshore at the fvst oppor-
tunity I zaid the Bounder, scowling,

“(h, really, Smithy——" i

“That's for you to scttle!” said What-
ten curtly, *“ Anyhow, the chart 1s
found, and that's the principal thing,
You want to take carve, Reddy, that the
rotter, whoever he is, doesn’t get 1t
nway frpm you again!™ .

“7 shall tako care,” said Redwing.

Mr Vernon-Smith was informed at
once of the recovery of the chart, and he
raised his eyebrows as ho listened, The
millionaire attached no value whalever
to the treasurc-chart, and did not think
for & moment of believing in the exist-
once of Black Peter’s treasure, .

“Well, well, I'm glad you've found 1it,
if yvou think it is of value,” he said.
“Bat what T want to find is the person
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who attacked & guest of mine on wmy
yacht."”

The sailorman's son was not, in him-
self, a very important person in Mr.
Vernon-Bnuth's  eyes.  13ut  as  DMr,
Vernon-Smith's guest, he had sowe
importanco.

“We found the chart on Bunter,
father,” said the Bounder, “My belief
13 that it wes Dunter who bagped it
from Redwing."

“But the boy has explained how he
came by it, Herbert., You de not think
e made a murderous attack on & school-
fellow 7 MNoneensa |

Thoe Bounder bit his lip.

“Who else, then " he asked.

“That scems to be a mystery. Cap-
tain Greene cannot make any sugges-
tion, and hs knows every man on tho
vacht, and lis record. It is a very
puzzling matter,” said the millionaire,
“Certatnly it was not that fat lad,
Bunter, That is ridiculous!"

Yernon-Smith loocked obstinate, but ho
did not argue the point with las father.

“The man whoever he was, must be
found” said Mr. Vernon-Smith,
“Every vigilance must be exercised,
Somo perzan ‘who is not quite right in
his head,. ! should think, [or the attack
seems quils motiveless ™
.”It was the chart that was wanted,
sir,” sotd Wharton., “ Redwing wole
u;: and interrupted the man getting hold
of it.”

“ Possibly —possibly ! Dut no one but
a romantic schoolboy would believe that
there was any valoe in the chart, [
think. Howevor, we cannot come to any
conclusion until the man is found, Cap-
tain Greene will succced in picking him
out=

On that point the millionaire was mis-
taken.,

Captain Greene, as much puzzled as
anyone on booved, and very much dis-
turbed by the strange affair, made the
completest possible investigation, but it
led to nothing.

Amazing as it was. 1 view of what
had occcuried, there was not & man on
board whe did not scem ahove suspicion.

Cortainly Soames, the sleek, silent.
footed manservant, was abiout the last
man om the vacht whom anvene would
have thought of in connection with such
an affair, unles: Redwing thought of
him.

During the day Redwing glanced at
Soames several times, with a lingering,
perplexed expression.

It had tecurred to him that Soamoes
hiad asked to see the eharl, and that he
had not been permitted {o see it. And
it reenrrod also fo Redwing's mind that
Soames had told hint that he knew the
South Scas—that he hond  sailed the
Pacitic in earlicr days, ,

Rodwing knew, fromn Soames hiself,
that the men was acquainted with Caca
Tsland, and had heard discussions among
the schoolboys on the subject of the
buried pearls.  Undoubtedly tha man
had taken an interest in the matter, at
least, He had offered hiz help an de-
ciphering the chart—whieh scemed lo
indicate that he took the affan of “"_l"
treasure with some seriousoess; and, af
so, he was 1he only man aboearvd who did,
Rotlwing knes that My, Vernon-Smith
smitled at the iden, and that the captain
pud tle mate were much enteriained by
it, and he lLad ecavpint a grin on the
stewnrd’s face when the man had heard
the juniors talking of it. He had littlo
doubt that the erew had heard of it, and
that it was a jest forward.,  James
Snames was the m:l}' ane ondaide  tho
cirele of Lhe Greyiviars juniors who had
taken any serious heed of the lreaswve
story,
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the Famous Five. * The chart ! "

“Bunter had It [ **

*“ Smithy thinks you’ve got Redwing's chart, Bunter,’” sald Harry Wharton. ** I—I—oh, my hat I gasped Bunter, as
Vernon-Smith, thrusting his hand info the faf junlor’s pocket, drew out the chart.
3 “Great pip ! ¥
and held up the disc of polished teak for all to see.

There was a shout of amazament from

Vernon-Smith gave an angry, scornful laugh
“ What do you say now ? ** he jeered.

(See Chapler 12.)

But when that thought came, half-
consciously, into Tom Redwing's mind,
he shook hiz head, .

The quiet, sleck, deferential man-
servant—it was impossible that he wes
the desperate scoundrel who had gripped
Redwing by the throat that night, and
choked him into insensibility.

And yote=-= He found his mind run-
ning many times on the vague, half-
formed suspicion. Soames knew Caca
Island and the South SBeas—it was pos-
sible that in hiz carly days on those
wild waters he had heard something,
zeen something, of Black Peter Broce;
that would accrount for his interest In
the chart—for his belief in it ;

Vague as the suspicion  was, i1
lingored in Redwing®s mind; but it was
too vague for him to think of mention.
g it to his friends. A few trifling
cireumstaners, a vague feeling of dis-
trust towards the man, were all Red-
wing had to found his suspicion upon,
and he knew that he had ne right to
pive 1t utterance,

That night, on deck, belove turning
in, the Dounder spoke abruptly o his
chinn in 2 low {one.

“You've got the chart safe, Red-
wing #

v qll]tE|'J

“Whoether it was Bunter or nof, the
[ellow who was after i knows you've
got it back.”

“He must, of course, as evervone
knows,

“Which means that he will be afler 1t
again "’

“1 ghall be e e pnard.”

“That may not help. Let me take

care of it for wvou, for a time, until
the matter’s cleared up.  Let nobody
know that I have 1t, and it will be
safe.”

Redwing smiled.

“That's a good idea, Smithy., Ieep
it dark from everyone that you have
it, and anvone who goces through my
pockets again will be welcome to all he
can find,”

The dise of teak was slipped inte the
Dounder's pocket. A few minutes later
they went below to their banks: and
after thoy were gone a shadow moved
by the eorner of fthe charthouse
Hoames, the silent and stealthy, smiled
m the ghouner of the stars,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
What Bunter Did Neot Foresee !

ILLY PBUNTER, durving the fel-

B lowing days. was the most indig-

nant, as well as the fattest, fellow

on bhoard the Golden Arvow, or
anywhere else,

Having stowed himself away  wnsuce:
cosafully on the yacht, having deferred
the discovery of his obnoxions presence
till 1t was too late to put him ashove,
Dunter had counted on the trip to the
South Scas as a certainty,

And baving further, over and above,
as it were, recovered the chart wlach
had been abstracted by some person
unknown, Bunter had eonsiderod the
thing an absalutely sure thing,

Instead of which, ke was sospected by
(he DBounder, if by nobody else, of

having abstracted the treasure chart
himself; and it was upon the Bounder,
unfortunately,  that  his  prospecis
depended. )

The millionaire would have perj:mtted
him to join the party, not caring a
strawv  whether he joined 1t or nof.
Harry Wharton & Co. would have said
nﬁthiﬂ% against it.  Tom ndwing
would have been very willing Lo concode
the point, rcalising that it was owing
to the stowaway that his uncle's chart
was still safe. DBat it waz the Bounder
who had to decide the matter, and the
Bounder was inevorable, )

The yoacht touched st no port nntil
the Suez Canal was reached on her long
vovego: and at Suee, the frst availablo
spot, Smithy was  detefmined that
Bunter should go. .

Bunter—who never foresaw anything
~~had not foreseen that., Onee booked
for the voyage, he had supposed that he
was booked for the whele of it. It
furned ont that he was bhooked for Suez,
which was enly a step on the way to the
far Pacilic,

“You ean't pul a fellow ashore in a
savage, uneivilised country, Smithy,” he
told the Dounder.

“"There's a Cook’s Ageney at Suez,™
said  Bmithy eoolly. *You will be
handed over {o them o be sent back
to England.”

“If wou think I'm going to pay my
fare home-—"

T don’t! My father will pay it

“1 dan’t want to pot vour pater to 4
lot of cxpense,  Bmithy,”  objected
Bunfer.

THE MacxET LIBRARY.—No. 1,020
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# Probably not,” assented the Bounder.
«J shall ask him to write to your father
for the amount.” :

u‘fﬂh erumbs !” gasped Bunter.

He blinked at Smurt 1_1!; in great dismay.
He ecould jmagine what Mr. Bunter's
feelings would %E! if that little bill came
111.

“1 say, Smithy, old chap—"

“That's enpugh!”

“Put 1 say "

“8hut up!”

“ Beast !

While the yacht was crossing the DBay
of Biscay Billy Buntet did not worry
about the matter very much. He had
somet hing more serious to worry about.
*ow that he had a free run of Mr.
Vernon-Smith's  hospitable board, the
Owl of the Remove was making up for
his provious enforced abstinence—and a
little over. And in the Bay of Biscay
the vacht rolled and pitched a good
deal: and Bunter was not & good sailor.
Hiz meals were enormous, bui many
times it was a sheer waste of expensive
provender.

For some days, alter the yacht struck
rough waters, Bunter not only ceased
to care whetner he sailed to the south or
not, but longed passionafely to be put
ashere, anvwhere—even en a barren
rock—szo long as he could get hiz fat
feet on dry land, and no longer feel the
universe rocking around him.

Rough weather followed the Golden
Arrow from the Bay of Discay, through
the Straits, and into the Mediterrancan.

Harry Wharton & Co, were pood
sailors, and did mot worry; while Tom
Redwing scemed to enjoy the stress of
woather. DBat Billy Bunter found life
not worth living.

But with the return

of calm and

GAME !

sunny weather, the Owl of the Remove
was himself again.

Az the yacht grew necarer and nearer
o the Egyptian shores DBunter's fat
mind was exercized on one topie—and he
could find no solution. UEJ!-*in:m:_!.!:,r, he
could not stow himself away agoin, At
Biuez he was to be handed over to the
tourist agency for safe transport back to
England, It was useless to appeal to
the Bounder: he was adamant. He
did not want Bunter, and he was not
accustomed to putting up with what he
did not want, if he could help it. In
this casze he could help it; and that
settled the mattor. The stowaway of the
Golden Arrow was to be sent home.

In the meantime, nothing had been
found out concerning  Redwing's
mysterions assailant; and {he strange
episode had been -almost forgotien, for
obviously that assailant was still on
board the Golden Arrow, and that was
a haunting. disagrecable thought. But
the [h'{r:,'ﬁ*inrs juniors had plenty of
other matters to think of, as the sunmy
davs passed.

To Bunter the DBounder showed the
most unpleasant side of his character,
but to the other fellows he made him-
aelf as agreeable as he could—and
Sinithy could be wery agrecable when
he liked.

He was trying to make up the trouble
that had arisen, trying to make his
guesis forget his extreme unpleasant-
nose at the beginning of the voyage; and
the chumz of the Remove were not the
fcllows to keop up a grudge. At first,
they had resolved to go ashore at Port
Baid or Buez, and give up the trip, that
being the eariiest opportunity of doing
0. %.’-ul; the Bounder had sneceeded
making his peace, and Redwing helped

to hoal tho breach: and grmllla,i!i_',' the
quarrel was largotten. Certainly, Harry
VWharton & Co. were very keen to con-
tinue the voyage, and join in the search
for Black Peter’'s treasura when they
came to the Pacific. So tho guarrel, if
not guite forgotten, was at least patched
up and dismissed from mind. It was
Bunter's presence on beard that had
caused it, in the first place, and that
was one of the reasons why the Bounder
was determined that he should be
cleared out.

Bunter was indignant—almost borst-
ing with indignation. He explained to
the IF'amouns Five and Redwing that he
had come aboard whelly for their sakes
—pgiving up many pressing invitations
for the vae. He wrged them to put it
o Bmithy.

They deelined to put it to Smithy
not that that would have been of any
use. ‘The Bounder was particularle
agreeable and obliging to his guesis
now, to nake up for past shortconungs,
Lui they knew that he would not have
listencd to any plen on Bunter's behalf,

“1 say, you fellows, we shall be at
Port SBaid to-morrow '™ said DBunfer
lugubricusly, one sunny  afternoon.
“That beast Smithy makes out that '
going ashore there.”

“The sorrowiulness of the pariing will
be tereifie, my esteemed Dunter,” said
IHurree Jamset am Singh. " DBut we
will strive terrilically to hear i)™

“You fellows might put in a waord for
a pal! said Bunter reproachiully.
“ After ali I've done for you, yvou know.”

" Bow-wow 1

“1 gave up a vacation to come along
with von,™ said the Ohwl of the Hemovo
indignantly. * Lord Mauleverer begged

(Continucd on page 23.)
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YOUR EDITOR'!
. L
THE FOURTH FREE GIFT.

HIS  week's handsome mietal

l model of that world remowned
{lyer of the Great Western Rail-

way., the *“Caerphilly Castle.”
compleios the set of amazing Free Gifts
which has seot  the reading world a-
talking. And no wonder! Where clso
but in the MagxET could vou find such
untgue and lasting noveltiea a:  these
coloured, stand-up metal models?  And
apart from these topping gifts, where
olse could vou fnd such valuedor-money.,
such Al gquality stories as vour paper
has regulacly to offer? "he answer 1s
not one that will take you long to decide
upon, for there is no other paper that
can enter the lists with the Macxer.
It stands apart —all conquering. uncon-
guerable.  And cach day brings fresh,
nwnsolicited  testimony  from  delighted
new  readers, That's s fine sign.
These new chums wonder how it is that
ihey have given the Macwer a miss for
s0 long, and each of them 15 convineed
that for the future & will be his paper!
Splendid! On my part T will see to it
that these new reader chums never have
cause to regret their acguaintance with
the Maoxer,

NEXT WEEK'S GRAND FREE GAME !

CAs a fitting wind-up to the prosenta-
tion series of metal engine models, I
LHE Maexer LiBrAary.—No. 1,020,

have included a special rmilway game.
in next week's bunper issue, entitled:

“Rivals of the Iron Read.* Readors
will find the rules simple to fellow, and
there's & heap of fun to be had out of
this unigue railway game. If for no
ather reason than  this, you fellows
shionld make ecertain of bagging next
week's speeial issue. I have given this
patme a tiv-ont myvself, and, honestly, 1
found 1t vastly amusing. Just when 1
saw myscli a winner—ihe oflice-boy was
filling second place—an unexpected
hazard zent e scottling to the repair
sheds, and, according to the rules of
thizs novel game, my cfforts had cowne
te an uvntimely cnd. 1 was out of the
game,  Still, it was  preat fon, and
there were heaps of sensatiopz]l moves.
And—I must do the office-boy jusiice—
he won, two oiher sub-editors just fail

ing to reach home before he did.  So
vou fellows can lock forward to somoe
pleasant howrs when you get tihns top-
}mr;-; game.  [lon't forget—it's to be
ound in pext week's MacyeT!

TWO POPULAR ANNUALS!

Readers will be glad to know that the
new ' Groyiviars Holiday Apnuel” and
the new “ Hobby Anrval™ are now on
sale at all newsagents. Iioth these
books have a world-wide repulation ior
qgquality and gquantity, and they con-
stitute thoe hest value for money books
on the market. In the *“Greviriars
Holiday Annuval * will be found delight-
ful stories of your old favourites, Harry
Wharton and Co., Tom Meorry & Co. of
St Jim's, and Jimmy Bilver & Co., the

cheery chums of Reookwood. TIn addi-
tion, there are heaps of sporting and

adventure stories, coloured plates, inter-
osting articles—in all three hundred and
sixty pages of fun and frolic. Now for
the chap whe's got a hobby—and most
of you have— there's the " Hobby
Anmial "—a real treasure trove of in-
formation on p:acrically cvery hobby
under the sun. This work s compiled
by experts who have paid attention to
the fact that the boy wEn wants fo know
doesn’t like to run up against technical
language that sends a buzz through hi-
head at the mere sight of it. In olher
wards, every boy will be able te follow
with interest tim splendidly  prepaved

prticles, photos, and diagrams. A rave
bargain at six shillings, is this
“Hobby Annual,” and I strongly

revomimend 1k,

Next Saturday’s Programme,

“IN SOUTHERN SEAS!"
By Frank Richards.

This is he npoxt 'L'ni‘“liﬂ_g varn 10
the remarkable series of hoeliday stories
vour favourite author has written speei-
ally for the occasion., And it's a
stunner, chums  Don't miss it on any
account!

“GOLD FOR THE GETTING!™

There will be another ripping instal-
ment of this prand serial story, full of
thrills and exciting situations. It shows
Stanton Hope in good form. By the
way, on account of the Railway Gawe
being  incloded  in next week's pro-
granune, the Dicky Nugent “shocker ™
will have to stand over for a weok., Dut
I know you fellows won't mind that.

Chin, cliun, chhums,
YOUR EDITOR.
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me to go bome with him to the Towers,
I refused—for your sakes”™

“ Gammon.”

“Oh, really, Bull! And I bad a cable
from D'Arcy, of St Jim's, asking me
to joinn him tn Canada. He's having a
great time in Canada,” said Bunfer.
“But I turned him down.”

“Turn him up again,” suggested DBob
Chevry.

“And there's preat doings at Bunter
Court, too,™ suif tha fat jluni::-r. “T've
given it all up for you fellows. 1 don't
expect pratitude; but there’s a Limat,
you know.™

“*Fathead 1™

“It makes a chap remember what
Shakespeare says—how sharper than a
toathless serpent it is— forget tho
rest—=="

“ Ha, ha, hat”

* And that beast Smithy——" :

“Thanks,” said the Bounder's velce,
bohind Bunter., as he came oul of the
companion and strolled on dock.

“(h!" gasped Bunter, blinking round
at Vernon-8mith, “I—I wasn’t calling
vou a beast, old chap. I—1 was
speaking of another chap named Smath,
It's & very common name, you kpow.
Awlully comman.™

* You fat tdrot.”

“h, really, Bmithy—"

YGet oubl”

Bunter did not seem to have placaicd
the Bounder by peinting out that his
name was awiully common. Smithy up-
ended him out of the deck-chair, and he
sprawled on the planks with a roar.

“Yarcooh! Beast! If that's the way
vou treat o guesk, you no-class, purse-
proud bounder—-—""

“It isp’t,” said Vernon-8Smith., “It's
the way 1 treat an outsider who shoves
himszelf in unazked,™

i HEMtI EJI!

Bunter rolled away dismally. The
sun was setting, the Mediterrancan was
2 sca of gold. But Bunter bad no eye
for scenery. That night was to be his
last on board the yacht: the next day he
was to step ashore to be sent back to
England like a parcel of goods not
verquired for the voyape—and that was
the disastrous end to the deep scheming
of the stowaway of the Golden Arcow.
o wonder the Owl of the Remove was
dismal and indignant. Hie hlandish-
ments would have overcome the vesiat.
ance of any other fellow in the pariv:
but the Bounder was too hard a nut
for even Bunler to erack.

Wild ideas of stowing himself away in
the very bottom of the hold, among the
ballast, floated in Bunter's mind. Dut
he knew that it bootgd not—he know
that if he was not on hand when tha
vacht dropped her ancher at Port Said,
thea Dounder would have him searched
for until he was rooted out. The game
way up!

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Saves His Bacon !

i EAE'I: et
Billy DBunter did not utter
that word aloud. He said it

to himself, under his breath, as
the Bounder passed him like a shadow
in the gloom.
The night was dark,

A bank of clouds almaest hid the stars
from sight, and there was no moon.
[[arry Wharlon & Co. had gone to their

buyks,  Mr. Vernon-Smith, in the
saloon, was playving poker with the
captain. It was the mate's watch on
decle,  The engines hummed as the

p i o v —
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yacht glided on through the night, her
heoadlights streaming oul  over tho
shadowed sca.

Bunter was not thinking of sleep. The
problem on his fat mind was & pressing
one; on the morrow he was to go. I‘_1¢
did nol want to go—very much he did
not want to go. He had stowed himself
away for the voyage, and the bare idea
thot all his trouble, all his privatiots,
should go for nothing, was intensely
exasperating.  Bunter was generally
ready for sleep at bed-time, and at other
rimes, too; but on this particular night,
the worty on his fat mind banished
sleep. It was past bed-time for the
juniors, but Bunter had not gone down.
In a shadowy corner nnder the rail, he
was quite comfortzble oo scveral
cushions and o rug, and there, hidden in
the darkness, ho was still brooding over
his insoluble problem.

The Bounder did neot see him,

Vernon-Smith had selected that dark
and secluded corner to smoke a cigaretto
before turning in. He leaned on the rail
only a few yards [from DBunter,
unconscious of the fat junior’s presence,

Bunter murmured ithe word * Beast”
to himself, but he made no sovnd. The
Bounder was as likely as not to kick him
if he saw him. SBmithy’s manners, sa far
as tho stowaway was concerned, were

IF YOU WANT TO MAKE CERTAIN OF BAGGING
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really the limit, in Bunter's opinion a
least.

“Beast!” ran Billy Bunter's reflec
tione,  “HBmoky beast! El:{g.l:-:m[{ ust
because you're out of reach of Quelchy's
cane! Rotten outsider! DBeast!™

Uneonscions of Bunter and his un-
spoken comments, the Bounder legned
aon the rail and smoked his cigaretie.

e was suddenly conseious of =
stealthy movement gchind him, and he
was turning, in survprise but not in
alarn:, when a grp was laid on lam
that reduced him to utter helplessness,

A hand gripped over his mouth from
behind, an arm was thrown round him,
and in a sccond he was down on tho
deck, face down, hchl helpless in a grip
of iron, and his atiempt at a cry
choled back by the savage pgira-p
over his mouth.

Dazed and bowildered, the Bounder
lay silent and powerless in that terrtble
grasp,

But he knew in whose grip he was,
Like an illominating flash, 1t cane into
his mind, that be was in the hands of
the mran who had assailed Redwing in
his cabin—the unkoown seoundrel whao
had choked Redwinge senseless and stolen
the treasure chart, only to lose it again.
Until this moment he had believed, or
half-believed, that that assailant was

Tae Maexer Lisrary.—Na, 1,020,
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Bunter. Now that hLe felt the 1ron
tenactous grip that had been too power-
ful for Kedwing, he know that it was
no schoolboy, but a powerful man—a
man of unusual strength. He knew why
he was thus seized suddenly in the dark-
ness; he hknew that the mysterious
assailant, whoever he was, had become
aware that Medwine had entrusted him
with the chart. In those terrible
scconds, as he was erushed half-choking
to the deck, ell was elear in the
Bounder™s mind.

He struggl-d-—he attempled to cry out
—in vain. {ine hand grasped his mouth
and silenced him—the other was now at
his throat, throttling him, and a knec
was in the small of hizs back, pinning
him down. The man, whoever he wog,
was taking desperate chances in thus
altacking the DBounder—and he was
ruthlessly {aking no more chances than
he could hielp. He had chosen a thne
when the other fellows were in bed, and
the Nounder’s own  carvelessness had
given him this opportunity.

The Bounder's brain was swimming—
e was choking—what Redwing had
gone through, he waz poing through—
and when ho was senseless the chart
would be foken—end he was helploss—
helpless There wuas no one  at
hand

“I'IE[P!"

It was not the Doundder who called—
he was unable to make a sound., But
close at hand that yell rang out wildlr.

“Help, help! Murder! Help!”

Bunter was velling in terror.

For some secands, Billy Bunter had
been absolutely deazed by the sight of
that shadowy figure c¢losing in behind
the Bounder, grasping him, forcing him
silently fo the deck. In the gloom he
could see what happened only dimly, of
Veornon-8mith's assailant. nothing but a
dark wvague form-—and for several
moments the fat junior had remained
spell-bound, without sound or motion.
where he lay sprawling on the rug
Yornon-8mith’s assailapt had nol seen
him—doubtless supposcd him to be in his
bunk like the rest—bnut it was fortunate
for the Bounder that Dunte: was there.
As soon as the Owl of che Remeve found
his voice, his wild yelling. ran over ihe
deck, heard from end to end of the
Golden Arrow,

Vernon-Smith, as his senses swam In
the strangling grip. felt himself sud-
denly relcased. He lay sprawling, face
down, on the deck. rhoked, gasping.
half-senscless, while Dunter yelled and
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yelled. The grip on his throat was
pone; hLis assailant was gone. The first
yell from DBunter had warned the
dastard that he had not a second to
lose. There was a tramp of feet a5 the
mate rushed up to the spot, and several
seamen came after him. The captain's
heavy tread was on the companion
ladder. Mr. Vernon-Smith's voice was
heard calling, in amazement and elarm.
The yacht, & moment before so silent
save for the throb of the engines, was
buzzing now with life, ringing with
startled volces.

The Bounder, breathless, half-sense-
less, sprawled on the deck., Bunter, not
even conscions that the assailant waa
gone, velled and velled, and yelled still
louder as the astonished mate grasped
him by the shoulder.

“"Reep off ! Yaroooh! Help!”

“¥You young swab! What—"

A proan from the Bounder inker-
rupted the mate, and he released
Bunter and deoppell on one knee beside
Yernon-Smith,

“What—what——" he stuttered.

Ile lifted the DBounder to his feet.
Vernon-Smith was only half-conseious,
his face white, his eyes dazed and start-
s from his head. The milhonatre put
his head out of the companion.

*YWhat is it? What has happened?”
he rapped out.

“ Bomething haz happened to your
son, sir ™

“What—what "

FPortly as he was, Mr, Vernon-Smith
bounded on deck. The Bounder stag-
gered towards him, and his father
caught him.

* Herbert, what——"

“I've been attacked ! The Bounder's
voiee was hoarse and broken. " The
samc man whe attacked Redwing! [
was being choked ! Bomeone gave tho
nlarm, and the villain let me go!
Where 15 he? Fid anyvone see him "

“Uood heavens! Captain Greene
gjsped the millionaire, “my son has

en attacked !”

“"Whera is he ?” panted the Dounder.
“Did ne one see him?  Somebody
frightened him off! I think it was
Bunter's voice !”

“ Bunter! Where iz Bunter ¥

“0Oh dear!” gaspod Bunter.
he gone® (Oh dear !V

“What happened?” demanded the
millionaire, supporting Vernon-Smith
with his arm and staring at Bunier.
“Tid you seo-——"

(Er]
.

“Is—is
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“1 saw it all gasped DBunter. "Iie
collared Smithy, and 1 zaw him, 8o
shouted for help!™

:‘ You saw him!" exclatmed the cap-
tain. "“Then you can tell us who it
was ?"

*1 don't know, It looked like a
black shadoew to me,” said Bunter--
“just like a shadow moviog! Thai's
all I could see!”

“Why did wvou not
snapped Vernon-Smith.

“I—I—1 was just going to——"

Harry Wharton & Co. were on deck

spize  lenn ¥

by this time. They gathered reund the
Hm_mder I ainaze alarm. Vernons
Smith pulled himself together. The

fearful experience of those few moments
in that desperate grip had shaken even
the Bounder's iron nerve, but he mmade
an cffort to regain hizs composure. He
stiled fainLE} at Redwing's distressed
look.

AN serenc, old ehap!™ he mutiered
huskily. = Bunter scared him off before
he had hurt me much !’

“The same villain, of course! LDat
who 7" muttered Redwing,

“We'll find out M

“Caplain Greene, that man must be
found i roarved the millionaire, in great
wrath. “You hear me, sir? He must
be found! Tf he is not put in iron:
to-night, I shall leave the vacht at Port
Baid tomerrew ! 1 will not have v
son's life risked ! Upon my word! My
son murderously attacked on beoard
own yacht! Cood gad! Soames, help

ma2  to get Master Herbert below!
Boames! Where 13 Soames? Counfound
tha man! Soames!”

“Here, sir!” said the sleek voice.

And Boames glided out of
shadows.

Between the millionaire and the valet
Yernon-Smith was taken below. He
was placed in his bunk, and Harey
Wharton & Co. remained with  him.
Even the iron-nerved Bounder did not
want to be left alone after that terrible

experience.

1 say, you fellaows '’ Bunter blinked
into the statercom. “I say, fecling
better, Smithy, old chap®”

The Bounder gave him a sarcastic
amile,

“"You've done me & good {urn.
Bunter! T know what vou want, and
I'm not the fellow to remain under an
obligation! You can stick on for the
trip to the Bouth Seas, if you like!
That makes us even !

“0Oh, really, Smithy—"

“1 mean it!" snapped the Pounder.
“If you hadn’t been a fat funk, you'd
have collared that brute whoe was
handling me! Buat never mind that,
Nobody expects vou te have the pluck
of & bunny rabbhit—"

“ Look here—- -

“That's enongh!
for the vayage I™

“1f you put 1t like that, Bmilhy—"

“T do put it hke that ™

Al serene, old top! Rely on me not
to desert an old pal, espeeially in a
time of danger!™ sald Bunter affee-
tionately. “I'll come along with wvon,
Smithy ! You can depend on me !

The Beounder's invitation could not Le
palled  gracious, but Wiiliam Georpge
Bunigr did not worry about that, Ile
was hooked for the trip to the Souil
Seas, and that was all Ehat matiered.
There was excitement and anger, and
disturbance and =uspicion, from ane ond
of the Golden Arrow to the ollier, but
one perzon on beard, at least, was in
a state of happy, fat contentinent, and
that one was Bunter the Stowaway,
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The Story of a Thrilling Gold Rush to the Land of the Midnight Sun !

Staking on Stlarvation Creek !

i AD yvou boys come up here
alone,™ gawd Uncle Clem at

supper that evening, "you

would not have been abls to
vegister for a placer-mimog claim, for
vou are both under age.”

“We heard thai on the lboat coming
up from 'Frizco, Uncle Clem,” replicd
Jack, "and we maoade np our minds to
hire ourzeives out to m‘fmr miners until
wi eould get a (rovermient perinit in
the spring.” :

A wize notion, lads” =said their
elderly partner; “but I will register,
and we'll go a third shave cach on any
claim we locate and in the pold we take
from it—if we are hucky enovgh to find
any, that is.”

“You'll think we're jolly iznorant,
Unecle Clem,” seid Jack, " but neither of
uz have the fnglgit-at- notion of what
placer-mining really 15"

Unele Clem seratched his head.

“Yery roughly speaking'™ ha
answered, " placeranining is getting the
metal from earth, sand, or gravel, It
refers to the mining of all gold not fixed
in the rock, but which can be got at by
washing instead of bLeing crushed and
hroken by mﬂlin%”

That evening Unela Clem told them
much more abont mining and the his-
tary of mining, and the boys were all
vagerness to stake their claim, :

’fhe next morning their old pard paid
s miner's rogistration-fec at the local
office.  Then, when they had buught
some extra gear they would reguire,
they broke camp and hit the trail for
the New DBonanza Creek, where Jock
MeLennan had made the first Lig strike.

Because this creck had been con-
sidered too wide by the old-timers, 1t
had been neglected for years, until, by
aceident, old Jock bad [vund signs of
pay-dirt  and  had  strack it rich.
Already clains had been ztaked for a
mile or twa  below discovery "—ihat 15
below the original claim staked by
MeLennan, the finder., Also clainis had
been stake ! az {ar as the head-waters
of the stream. e

When Uncle Clem made inquirics as
ta the prospect of newcomors, he re-
veived litlle cpough encouwragement. A
few miners were panning gold and got.
ting anything fiom five dollavs to thirty

(Introduction on page 246.)

dollars a pan. Some were mining on
bod-rock, and had struck rich wveins,
which alse bade feir to make their
fortunes.

“It scems to me, youngsters,” re-
marked Unele Clem that night, * that
the country around here iz staked to the
skyline, Newcomers are bitbing it for
other parts in the hope of making a
strike 1n virgin soil,  That, of course, is
g far greater gamble thean working a
claim 1n an area which is definitely
known io be gold-bearing. But I guess
it's about the only thing we can do.”

“Others have struck it lucky in the
ast,” cried Jack cheerfully, “and who
:nows but what we might succeed,
fog?™

“It's about one chance in a hundred,”
returned Unele Clen. “But I'm game
to light out for pastures new if you are.
At the worst, we can only lose our grub-
stake and outht, and have fo offer our-
selves far wages to some more successful
miners, ™

* Bedad,

pi%ed ‘Leyry. .

‘he trio encamped for one night ncar
the scene of the original gold strike on
this small tributery of tho SBtewart
River. MNext day they tramped the
regged frat] again in search of a likely-
looking spot where to prozpect. Later
in {ho afternoon the three comrades
arrived ab another tributary of the
Stewart River, which bore the uninvit-
ing wame of Starvation Creek. A few
elaims lad been staked along its banks,
Lut afterward: had been abandoned.
Only one man, & Swede named Jan
(lsen, was actually panning for gold.

“Any luck, pard?” inguired Uncle
Clem.

The Swede pulled & wry face.

“HBah, I could more of da dollars
make packing on da trail for green-
horns ' he announced. * To-morrow I
{eenish—1 quit !

Ii was too late for Jack, Tervy, and
Unecle Clem to go farther, and they were

we'll take the chanece!™

lad to make camp again. Their packs
ﬁu{l beon increased by the purchases at
McLennan Crossing, and had grown
wighty  hesvy.  Beside  provisions,
Llankets, a kettle, mugs, and other

utensils, lhey now owned miner's pieks,
shovels, gold pans, a hammer, some bags
of nails, twa hand-saws, and an assort.

ment of such things as musguitwwt.tiug'.
medicines, pgum-boots, and & twenty-
foot wire measuro,

At sunset they had z meal of fried
bacon and beans, washed down with a
mixture of citrie acid, lemon, snd wator,
which they took ta prevent scurvy.
Onee asleep, not one of them stirred
until dawn, sod when they arose they
found that ©Olsen, the Swede, was
alrcady hitting the trail away from this
unprofitable creek. :

“Where so many bhave failed, boys”
remnarked Uncle Clem, *“it's hardly
likely we shall hnd traces of gold in any
lerge quantities. Still, l:;-u::nl«:lE has becn
found in many an unlikely spot in the
past, when hopoe had been abandoned,
and more then once in the old days &
claim has been sold for filty dollars
which afterwards fetched es many
thousands. To me it looks likely gold-
bearing country, and before we shift, I'd
like to take & look round ncar the head
of the creek.”

All the morning Jack, Terry, and
Uncle Clem prospected near the head of
the creek, and spent part of the time
washing out some of the dirt framn the
creck-bed. Each time, on cxatmnation
of tho botiom of the pan, there was
nothing but a Ene layer of black sand
and not a sign of the precious gold-dusk
their cves longed to sce,

Suddonly, as they clambered sbhont
among the rocks and 5tuntudrshru‘5:|ﬁ,
Jack gave a cry and began dancing with
excitement.

“Come here, Uncle Clem! Here’s &
vein of %{ﬂd a foot across in this rock !

ah

“Arrah 1" yelped  Terry ju*.-‘ﬂu#li'.
“Then "tis our fortuncs we've ull made
entoirely I

He was the first on the seene, and
Unele Clem camo panting up a few
moments later. There, surely enough,
in the face of the rock, was a streak of
glittering yellow in the rough shape of
2 Fredl EII'H-E-E-I'EGEq o

he two boys could scorccly contain
their excitement, but Uncle Clein fook

one glance at that glistering vein and
shook his hoad.

“No, Jack,” he said sadly, "you
haven't made & strike fthis time,

‘Ihere’s an old saying that all i not gold
that glitters, and as a fact, gold in e
Tue Macxer Lisgany.—No. 1,020,
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virgin stabe does not really glitter at all,
There is & quartz vein in tlhiat rock, and
if wo spent a month digging the wheole
lot out, we shouldn't get more than a
couple of dollars for it—even if we eould
sell it at all.”

Jack and Terry regarded one another
rucfully, :

“1t%s @ pity there iso't some way of
being able to tell whether gold is under
the ground,” mumbled Jack, “1t seems
to me a fellew might spend months up
in this country and mever find gold in
paving quantitics, although it mught be
down under his very feet.”

“Or he might spend years up hm'ic;ef
Jack, as many an old-timer has done,
returned Uncle Clem, ** and never make
more than cnough to pay his way out for
a brief visit home. It's & cruel land,
boys, and for one who succeeds in mak-
ing a fortune, hundreds fail, Btill, I've
ward of & method of gold discovery
which isn't generally used by prospec:
tors, and I've & mind to try it wp here.

“Indade ! cxclaimed Terry, with in-
torest. : “And phwat might that be,
Unele Clem ¥

From a pocket Uncle Clem brought
ot & case, and extracted a contrivance
made of aluminium. .Jt looked rather
like an ordinary pair of cﬂmpaﬁﬁeaé CX-
eept that they were turned outwards atb
the ‘points. _

“Whatever is it 2 inguired Jack,

" A divining-rod,” replied Uncle Clem,
“You've heard low certain men can
find svater by means of a hazel twig car-
vied in -their fingers? When they come
over waler the twig twitches i their
hands, and it is zaid that some =J|3-i_¢
can even tell the depth at which the
waler is to be found. I'we thed that
piyself, and although I can’t be sure
tirat I have any special powers, I must
sav I'vo been rather lueky, a

“ Mow, thiz aluminiom divining-rod is
supposed to act in- the same way a3 2
hazel twig, and indicate the presence of
metal beside water. As a matter of
interest, I'll just give it a test”™

Bath Jack and Terry were tremnend-
ously interested. For & time Uncle
Clem walked about holding his folding
pocket divining-rod lightly between the
fingers of both hands with the ¥V part
downwards., The boys walked on either
side of him. watching the little instru-
ment closely, until the V part gave a
twitch ountwards.

“It moved!"” eried Jack.

“Poedad, it did ™ yelled Terry,

“1t certainly did.” agreed Uncle
Clem. “though really I'm not sure
whether it wasn't a nervous bwitch ef
my finrers which made it do so.”

“T'IF go and get a shovel,” evied Jack,
“and we'll see if there's any gold in the
soil here.”

The ground was faivly solt, and Jack
shovelled the carth inte one of the g
sitallow pans. Then Terry washed away
the “muck 7 in the creck, by keeping up
a circular movement of the pan, and
eagerly looked at the residue, There, as
ke tilted the pan, was a distinet though
tiny crescent of gold !

All three of them raised an exuberant

clicer. ] ]
"O0ur first strike!” cried Jack de-
lightediy. "What do vou think it's

worth, Uncle Clem

“ About Bfty conts,” replied their old
pavdner. “Btill, it"s certainly a strike,
my lads, and T'm all for slaking out a
claim at the head-waters of this crech.
I'or if we can take out only what in
nghish money would be a florin's worth

of gold to every pan, it would be guite
as good as if we worked for wages.”

‘]ﬁ'm next job was to stake the claim,
and to do this they had to spend a
couple of hours cutting down saplings,
sharpening them awd squaring them into
stakes about three feet in length., “Lhe
first of these stakes Unecle Clem cut with
his knife, marked with his name and
M. L. No. 1 (Mining location, stake
number one). The other three stakes
he also marked with his name, and the
only difference was in the numbering—
2 3 and 4,

I'he first stake he drove inlo the
ground at the north-east corner of the
claim they sclected, Afterwards he
measured the distance allowed by law to
the other three cortiers of the desired
area of ground, which included a por-
tion of the creek and a good deal of
vocky land on the west side of 1t

The job was done as the sun sank
down behind the 1‘I_.{Fg‘ﬂﬂ mounteins to
the westward, and Uncle Clem mopped
his brow and sighed with relief.

“And now there are only two things
to be done,” he said. “First, to_give
our mining claim & name, and then fo
go back to McLennan Crossing to
rogister it. Which of you” youngsters
can think of a really lucky name for 167"

“Why not call it the Yellow Horse-
shoe claim 7 exclaimed Jack., ' That
rock with the guartz in it is plump in
the centre of it, and strikes me as &
jolly good omen.™

“Topping idea ! eried Terry. “ Shure,
me bhoy, 'tis brains you have inside that
skull of yours afther all 17

The Yellow Horseshoe claim!  And
it was their very own! How would it
pan out? Would they work for davs at
bare wagez and thoen fnd, as had hap-
pened 50 often in the North, that the
gold had petered out endirely? Or
would—and the very thought szet their
veins all a-tingle—would they =ct the
Yukon afire apgain by another great
lucky strike as old Jock McLennan him-
zelf had done §

Bkookum's Reprieve !

TITHOUT delay, Jack, Terry,
and Unele Clem hit the trail
from Btarvation Creck to the
township. On their wav, they

saw the 3wede, Jan Olsen, making a
Lirch sled on the river bank.

et o ot e i e et i e e o e ol e e

WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE.
Arriving at San Franciseo
JACK ?RG‘HJRD ig amared fo fisd thel iz
wncle,
DAVID ORCHARD, 42 missing, haviyg, appia-
rently abgeonded with a eack of gold whick

had been endrusted lo hin Iy an old frinod
nigaesd
SIMPRON.  Almest doicn fo big Lazt rent Jack

applies for a job at the ' Red Red Doss-
hotrge,’" where Re folls foul of

“RULE"™ MORGAN and hiz pardnrr

"LEFTY " SIMONS, teco bad characlers, who
grrvrgile  Rime obogrd the clipper (Chinn

ueen. Jack, however, goon finds a friend
n the clipperts cabin-boy,

TERRY FHARA, with whem he escapes,
Then, joining in the grent gold rush up
m.eml wkont fiver, e fwo chilms join forces
w

CLEM HARDY, an ofd progpecior, whom they
ealf [rnele Clam.  After o ihrilling erpere-
ence in he Nine-looth Canyon, in whink
the Brio wonld Rarve losl their lives bt for
Jack's prompiness and pregence of mind,
they reach Mcolennar Crossing, the region
of the new gold discovery.

{Newr read on.)
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“Hallo, Olsen!” exclaimed Uncle
Clem.  “Have you decided to buy a
team of dogs and stay in the Yukon fov
the winter after all?”

T'he Swede looked sourly at him.

U Naw, ™ he grouted. " I've just storied
vight in to eurn da money so as 1 can
got out of it. You bet dis durn country
no good! Plenty greenhorus dis winter
go under, for already thev ask in Liaw.
son two hundreed dellar for one good
sled-dog.”

They left Olsen working for the ma
who had been more fortunate than him-
self, and marched on with their pacls
towards the straggling towunship.

A group of roughly dressed old-tinrers
and neweomers were gathered about a
giuarter of a mile on the oulskirts of
McLennan Crossing, and there was a
good deal of discussion going on. With
that curiosity which 13 such a deeply
ingratmed trait of human nature, Uncle
{:lomn and the boyvs steercd tewards the
throng.

““* Do you recognise the big fellow with
the serubby beard, Terry " demanded
Jack suddenly. “It's that scoundrel
Bull Morgan!™

“And Lefty Bimons iz with bim, me
blwy,-" returned Terry., ™ And, bedad,
it i:mks to me as i Alorgan--the
spalpeen !—has been dragged backward-
through a bramble-bush.”

Daoubtless Bull Morgan had been in
the wars. As the boys approached
closer, they saw  that lus  tough
corduroy trounsers were badly torn. A
plece was missing from the tail of his
brown leather coat, oand there were
even scratches in his tight-laced kneg.
boots,

“That's the best thing ¥ can do witl:
him. Jeck Melennan,™ Morgan was
saving. A durn savage wolf-dog like
that onghtn't to bo at large!”

There were murmwrs of a{mprmn::l
from Lefty Simons and several other
men, and tho bearded miner, who was

holding a fine-locking husky dog on a
stout  leathorn  leash, glaved con-
temptuously aboul him.

“Waal, I've said I'll shoot hiw.

haven't 17" he snapped. “I'i! allow the
dog is over-fierce, but seme of vou
checovos are like a lot o squealing
babies, and 1f vou hadn't interfered
with the deg,” he added, turning fo
Bull Morgan., “you wouldn't have been
eavaged by him 1"

Jack and Torry hurried shead ot
Unele Clem, and, loaded up with gear
though they were, aguirmed their way
through the crowd. 'The two rogucs.
Dull Morgan and Lefty Simons, recoz-
nised them at once, and bared their
ieeth in a manner that resembled the
nxprossion of tho condemned dog, The
voung comrades took no notico of them,
however, but dropped their packs anl
confronted the far-famed Jock MceLeo-
nat, whose sivike on lhe WNew Bonanza
Creek had led to this great goid rush o
the Stewart River district.

They saw him there, a big raw-boned
man, beariled, weathertanned, and in-
delibly scarred by the crnel frost of
many & ¥Yukon winfer.

The dog at the end of the sioul
leathern leash was a iypical husky of a
rather lighter grey than the usual mala-
mute of the North. Like alt his breed,
he had the wolf strain in e veing, and
the wolf, too, was discernible in his lean.
iron-muzscled legs, pointed ears, and
long black muzzle. As Jack and Terry
saw him, he looked formidable enough
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Of a sudden the loose earth slipped away beneath Terry’s leet and wilh'a yelp of surprise, he shot down about five feet into the
ground, the startled Skookum coming on top of him. (dn fncident from nexl week's grand instalment of this sfory, which affects
the fortunes of the * pardnera ™ in an extraordinery and tolally urexpecled manser.)

k] o afl

¢ be behind bars in 2 200, His shaggy
coat was o-oristle, a ribbon of mingled
hlood and saliva streaked hiz chin from
an injured mouvth, and hiz hungry rec
oyes glinted with hatred,

“You're surely not going io shooi
that dog, Mre. MeLennan?” exclaimed
Jack. i )

The old-timer looked in surprise at the
two boys wha Lad stopped a few feet 1n
front of his husky. ] '

“I guess T am, sonny,” he answered,
“though I can’t see how 1t's any con-
corn o yours, anyway,  Skookum's a
bad dopg--a bit tno much o' the wolf in
him—and last winter he was =o durn
lazy in the team that I almost had to
Aay the hide offen him. Shorty,” he
said to & man standing by, “lend me
that there gun o' yours; I'll take the
dog down to the river now., Ior the
sakr of an gunec o' lead, it ain’t waorth
having so much bad feeling over ihe
animal.””

There were murturs of approval from
two or three of the men, and both Bull
Morgan and Lefty Simons grinned with
satisTaction.

“%ay, give ftho dog another chance,
AMr. MeLennan!” pleaded Jack, M1
know this man Morgan, and he's only
& beastly brute himsclf, IE he gotb
bitten, I've no doubt that he kicked the
dog or aggravated him in some way.”

“Why ¥ cub,” growled Morgan,
iaking a step toward lum, “I'll give you
a tasig of my hoot, too, if you don't
keep that fonguc sf* yours tight between
v teeth !

“Just havk to him, Misther MeLen-
nan ' piped Terrv.  “ Bhure, 'tis con-
fossing himself he is that be kicked the
wor amimal!  Awod, anyway, wid a faco
ike he's got, it was only to be expected
that the poor baste wonld fly at him. ™

“If you don't want the deog,” Jack
gald, “eive i ta us. We'll look after

him and see that he behaves himself, 1
axpect vou've been treating him rough. ™

At this a great burst of langhter roze
from Jock MeLennan and all the old-
timers gathered there.

“Hao, ho, ho! That's o good "un, that
151" laughed the wealthy miner, 1
gitess you ain't been up in this country
long cnough, lads, to know that there's
only one way to treat a husky, and
that’s to treat him rough. Starvation
and tho whip—that’s the way fo_keep
the mastery. With this type of dog 1if
it ever happens thet yvou fail to keep "em
under, you've jest gotta lopk-out. Great
smoke! Stend back! I that dog gets
his fangs into you, he'll tear you to
pieces!™

No one with a knowledge of the huasky
would approach a strange dog of this
type, but neither Jack nor Terry under-
stood the breed. Im bhissful ignorance
Jack stepped forward to the condemned
antmal that Melennan was holding in
lensh  with all the strength of his
powerful hands,  Even nele  Clem
eried, “(ret back, Jack !” But in abso-
lute fearlessness the boy approached the
zavage wolf-dog and put out his hand.

Bﬁgll Morgan chuckled, thinking that
ithe husky's fangz would snap on the
lad's fAingers like a steel frap. Buk, to
the amazement of him and all the others
round, Skookum allowed the kindiy
Iand to rest on his shaggy head, and his
intelligent eyes rolled upwards, as
though in utter bewilderment.

“By the great mackinaw,” exclaimed
Jock MceLennan, “that's the first {ime
I've ever known Skookum to allow him-
self To be fouched by a strangor!”

“Mebbe he ain't hongry,  Jock!™
langhed the man known as Shorty.

*Like the Injuns, I always keep my
dogs half starved. on principle,™ ra-
turnad the bearded miner; “the deg's
half starved right now.™

“He 13 starved—starved of affection,”
said Jack. “ You cld-timers know a
mighty lot, I'll admit, but I dare say
vou've never got to the rock-hottom of
this husks's nature, ¥You've never beocon
understood, have you, Shkookoum, old
fellow? And now they've seen fhat
o1l can be a gentleman with a stranger,

hopo thei'ilgspam youl"”

“(osh, it's got me licked to a
frazzle!™ admitted MecLennan. He
locked round the ecirele of rough
prospectors, and faced Bull Morgan,
who wag scowling again. "1 told you
as I'd shoot this dog,” he said, “and I
never vot broke a promise to any man.
Speak the word, though, and I'll hand
the animal over to this byer boy, whae,
I guess, will be sble to keep contral
aver him bettor'n Tve ever done,™

Thus put in the position of illdﬁf, Bull

organ glowered coldly at both Jack
and Skookom. DBefore eveh he spokeo
the cruel look in his face showed that
there would be no lemiency for the
alrcady condemned prisoner.

“Shoot the durn dog,” he
brutally.

“You rotter!" eried Jack, swinging
round toward him, “Mr. McLennan is
willing to give me that dog. And, by
heck, if he wants your permission, I'll
wring 1t out of your great clumsy
careass with my two hands, if needs
hu!ﬂj

His wild words made some of the
roughnecks laugh, and most of all Bull
Morgan and Lefty Simons. Uncle Clem
grasped the excited boy's arm and whis-
pered zomething in his ear; but Jack
was in ne mood to be cautious, and he
wrenched himself free. His effort to
reach Morgan was fenstrated by Terry
(’Hara, who leaped between the pair.

“ Bteady—stcady, me bhoy!” he eried,
ralling up his sleeves. “Faith, this 13 a

THe Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,020.
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wan's work! Leb your onld pal Laye a
el at him Giest, amped aftherwards youn
ean take him on yoursells’

“Cleay ool of my way, Terey ! eried
Juek angreily. “I1'Il jolly well set about
you lirst, if you don't!”

“tlo, lie, bo!" roared the roughnecks,
"Lt vight goin’, boysz!”

The idea of a serap between the two
voungsicrs appealed to most of them as
A woerry piece of sport. But this antici-
palion was vudely =hattered by Bull
Morgan himself  gripping Terry by tho
throat and hoding lim 2 dozen yards
backwards Lo the ground.

“Now, . v yvoung skunk,"” e =aid lo
.Tm'k, “il ve're s0 |,:|:l-:']1:.' nnnting i
thedslping ' give ye one heve and now
bifare -1he s hole buaoele )™ ;

Pefore anyone coudd preveni him he
swinr dns great, mobtled {5t a2l Jack’s
hewd, bul it mel nofhing more in the
way of resmtance than the copty - ar,
Jach had léaped under it in a flazh, and
bati: his fists crashed m swilt suecession
against the great bully's conercle jaw. -

A reoabr of approval wenk up from,
several of the men. ~Fossibly no one,
with the exception of Lefty Simons,
wanted to see a mix up between the
beely Bull Morgan dnd the bov, who was
~ much shorter and  slighter thon
himself, The only reason that the fight-
was- ot imtecfered with was, that, o
{helr amazement, Jack weaved in and
hammered his  big.  mwuscle-bound
apponent almost at will for the fivst fow
cxciting seconds.

Y liood for you, yvoung "un "

*““Hammer hioi, kid!™

e ¢ out ' for. that
sonny ! :

‘Practically all the yvelling was for the
English boy, and Jock McLennan, with
his_anxictv for Jack suddenly swamped
in the thrill of this unexpecicd sport,
beHowed : ,

The dog's yours i ve down him,

right ©  bis,

sonny ! Gosh, ihat’s the way! Wire
into limm !™

As though sensing by instinet that this
epie scrap was for lus life, SBkookum,
the husky dog, pave tongue tremend-
ously, as 1if wrging on his doughty young
champion,’

In Jack's mind buined the dual de-
fermination to save Skookum from the
feic which threatencd him and to give
Bull Morgen part of the punishment he
so richly deserved for his villainens
tricks of the past. 2

The ex-dosshouse keeper was big and
hulky, but slow as a buffalo compared
with 2 leopard. Years of bad living m
'Friseo had undermined his constitulion,
and the hardships of the Yuken trail
had left hitn as broken-winded as an old
Worse. Iliz great muscles were power-
ful, but slow 1y actich, and Jack, mppy
as o chipmunk, and hardeted by tho
vough journey to the goldficlds, found
the fight ‘more equal than he bad dared
to expect. ' 1 _

“Bumsh him, pard (7 yelled Simons
savagely., ¥ What ave you wailing for "

Urged on by his fellow rogue, Bull
Morgan bore down vpon Jack, to erush
him with his two big fists, Fairy-footed,;
Jack retreated and side-stepped to avoid
the sledge-hammer [ists, that would have
stretehed- him senseless in the  dust.
Morgan's impetus carried him past the
bov, who took swift advantage by plant.
ing a neat left on his ear, which sent
the big fellow stagpering into the grow-
ing circle of interested spectators.

“(ood boy, Jack!"” came the voice of
Unele Clem, now charged with hope.
“You've gol hin beak!™

Amid il Lpfopr Bull Morgan camo
Lack at the yourgster, his eyes Haming
with the same red latred as the husky
had shown for him. Heedless of the
honourable fighting code .of the white
man, he Oung aut his great hands and
gripped Jack by the threat, at the same

timo trampling over the boy's feet with
hiz great boots. -

“Hi, play the game, you spalpeen !
sercamned Terry.

“Ay, cut 1t out!” bellowed Jock
MeLennan. X

The old prospector made a threaten-
ing move forward with Skookuwin, who
was now whining with eagerncss to get
into this fight himself. And Bull Morgan,
whe already had lind one painful experi-
ence of the woll-dog's fangs, basuly
released his grip and retreated, deemning
fair play the wisest tactics, after all.

“Ull eripple you!™ muttered Morgan
to Jack, as McLennan dragged back wne
great dog. “'I'll smash you for lifel”

Before putting the threat into cxecu-
tion, however, he strove to take a
Lreather, for hLis breath was coming g
distressed gasps, like those of a hunted
beay, Jack, bathed in perspiration, but
splendidly  fresh, saw that he had the
big fellow groggy 'on Lis pins, and with-
out giving him a ehance to lake the reit
Le needed, waded i again with Bash-
g fisks. _

Onee Morgan hurled him back head-
Jong to the ground with a mighty thump
to the chest. With the resilence of a
ruliber ball Jack bounded up again and
planted a beautiful right an inch above
the other’s belt, producing an agonised
crant.

“ Afther him, Jack!" shouted Terry
“Now's your chance, me bhoy !V .

In went Jack with both fists, Again
he got in a blow “to the mark.” ana
Morgan's head. jerked Fforward, as
though pulled by an 1nvisible string.
Promptly Jeck crashed both fists op
ward with all his force to that unshaven
javw, and Bull Morgau-crompled in au
ungaioly heap in, the dirt at'lus feet.
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ONE GOOD TURN DESERIES ANOTHER!

[ S

Hoving had such an casy time

of late, the Sicth Form at St Sapd’s feel that they cannot stand idly by while
devey Birchemoll, the umaoazing *° maskerader * fulls into ihe clutches of

the low )

= e

Picky Nuaeny,

ANOTHER ROUSING STORY OF ST.SAM'S.

I.
:O ODOL-MORNING, Yop!”

There was a heavy clump of

hobnatled boots in the corri-

 dore, and Molly Birchiemall

came tripping into the Iead's study like
a fairy.

A charming girl was Miss dMolly, She
had seen about fourleen winters and one
summer, She was a fair brunetie with
bewly spots all over her face--though
eome of her unkind critticks said they
were pimples,

“Good-morning, Pop!™ she repected,
in & voice which sounded like the mellow
notes of the rising-bell,

Jerry Dirchemall, the eseaperd conviet
—who had kidnapped his brother, the
ilcad, and locked him in the coal-seller
—gave a gasp of alarm. He was stand-
ing hefore o cracked mirror, engaged in
shaving his fizz; and the countenance he
turned to Miss Molly was covered with
lava.

“Run away, my dear!” he said
hastily. “Can’i you see I'm husy 1"

Molly pouted =, litile.

“But 1 have brought your merning
corraspotidence, 1'op——""

“Drop it inte the waist-paper baszket
and skedaddie 1"

And Jerry Bivehemall turned hack lo
“.._..n mirror and went oh slap-dashing his
L3,

But Miss Molly was not to he got rid
of s0 easily., 8he threw the morning
male on to the Head's desk, and flung
herself into a chair, and hurled & glanea
of roproach at the man she beleeved to
he her Tather,

“Pop,” said Maolly, “I can't think
what has come over you just lately. You
have been keeping out of my site for
somae  days—deliberately dodging  your
pwn davghter! And you are letting the
school go {o rack and rmin, They tell
me that yon play leapfroge with the
Sixth every maorning, instead of teach-
ing them Greck!™
“Leapfrogg is a jolly site hetter than
Greek, any day ! said the boguss Head,
warmly.

“And yon have danees, and sing-
songs, and wiresless conserls in the
Form-room ! went on Moliv. “Whn
ever heard of o headmaster doing chat
sort of thing®"

“1 have reformed, my dear,” was the
reply. I havo come to the concloosion
that T have bren too much of a broot and
a tirank in the past. Hitherto, T have
ritfed by fear; hitherforth, I shall rle
by kindness, Tt is a change for the

Tie Macxer Liprany.- No. 1,020,

betler, snd the hoys are better for the
change,”

* But—but this is so sudden, Pop!”
saicd Molly, with a frown. *“They say
that the KEthiopian cannot change his
skin, or the leapard his spots; but you
have changed utterly and compleatly !
I don't understand it at all!™

“Don't try to, my dear.”

“You are getting slack in your old
age, too, Look at vour correspondence,
You haven’t nﬁn:n% a single letter for
days; and they still come pouring in!"

S All in good time, my -preshus !" mer-

mered 1he boguss Head. “I ecan't
attend to umipteen things at once, And
I do wish you would run away. It is

impossibul to talk and shave at the same
time. I have alresdy punctured mysclf
it half a dozen places!™

Molly Birchemall sat tight, regarding
the Head's back view with a puzzled
CEEspression,

sSuddenly there was a sharp ratler-fat
nn the doeor of the study, and Mr. Lick-
ham stamped in, with Tubby Barrell
of the Fourth, Tubby's car was clutched
in a vice-hke grip between Mr. Lick-
ham’s thumb and four-finger, and he
was squecking [ike a fat rat,

Tne Head spun round impatiently,
with the lava running down his checks,

“What i1s it, H.mnrmu.n._..m_:

1 have brought this boy to you, sir,
on a wost serious charge. Wﬁ.wﬂmrw him,
st dead of night, in the act of raiding
the school kitehen 1™

“Gammon ! said the Head,

“Yes, and not only pammon, but he
took a rabbit-pic and plum-cake. These
pilferings have been going on for a long
titne, and Barrell must be seveerly pun-
nished."

“Ow-ow-ow " velped Tubby.

The Head turned to him,

“Ido I understand, Barrell, that you
consumed a guantity of gammmon, and a
rabbit-pie, and a plum cake, all at one
silting "

“Y.c-g-5, sir,” [altered Tubby,

“Has it mﬂﬂnﬂ yon that well-knoawn
complaint which 13 s0 common in the
Rast—India-gestion "

“I'm suffering torchers, =ir ! groanad
Tubby.

“Then let that be your punnishment,”
said the Head, “T& will teach you to
Lkeep your hands from picking and steal-
ing in future. Take him away, Lick-
ham "

Alr. Lickham glared at the Head,

“You—you refuze to punnish thiz boy,
zir?"” he cjackulated.

“Yos; I will leave him to his con-

thence--and  his  India-gestion.  Run

away, my dear Lickham, or I shall never
get shaved this morning 17

Mr. Licklam stamped out of the stud>,
muttering savvidge things under lus
breth. He was just as puzzled as Molly
Birchemall to know what had come over
kthe Head of late.

“ Really, Pop, you are the liout!”
crietd Molly, when Mr. Lickham's foot-
marks haed died away. “You should
have given that fat raseal a birching.”

“ Impossibul, my dear. I have scrappod
all the birches, and abolished such a
brootal and barbarrick form of punnish-
ment., ™ :

The Head went on shaving, and Molly
watched him in & puzzled silence. Bud-
denly she uttered a ery of amazement.

“Why, Pop! There's & mole on the
back of your neck!” :

The Head jumped so suddenly that e
carved off a slice of his chin,

“ A—a mole?” he cried in alarm. A
mole erawling on my neck! How on
carth did the furry creeture get into
this study "

Molly larfed.

“] don't mean that sort of a mole,

Pop. 1 mean there’'s a mole on your
skin—a flesh-mele. And you
have mnever had such a

thing in your life. How did
it got there®™
“Azk  me anothey, my

dear! T suppose it has been

growing quietly for juvars,
and has __...:___u. just come to
the surfacr. Run and feteh
me a yard of sticking-
plaster, Mally., I have
gashed my fizz all over!”
Maolly hurried away and
foichod the sticking-plaster,
and the Head proceeeded 1o
atgh wp his damaged fzz
Boon it was 20 smothered
with sticking-plaster that he
looked as if he had just been
in a prize-fight, He was still
patching himself whon there
was a nock at the daor, and
i came Mr. Justiss locking
very grave.  Behind him
came Dounder, of the Bixth,
also looking grave, though

Bounder on the spot. And now you let
him off with a hundred lines! T really
beleeve vour brane has turned !

And Miss Molly, puckering her brow
and pursing her lips, left the study at
last, in & stale of baffled perpleximent.

IL,

ACK JOLLY & CO. were puntin
a prefect's “iopper ™ in the guad-
rangle when Miss DMolly ap-
prared. Her usually sunny facc
was pail and trubbled, and the juniors
at once asked her what was wrong.

“It's my father,” eggsplained u__mEHw‘
“He is behaving so strangely lately
that I really belecve he is going off his
onion; or, as the vulgar would put it,
insana

“Matter of fact, Miss Molly, I've
been thinking the same thing myself,”
said Jack Jolly, * Never have T known
the Hcad to behave so queerly. He
used to rule us with a EM of iron, and
now he duzzent trubble to rule us at all.
Ho's lotiing St. SBam’s go to the giddy
bow-wows,"

“That's so,” agreed Frank Fearless
“0Of corse, wo hke the new
sistern nmich better than the
old. 1It's all play and ne
work, and the birch has beon
serapped, and s a go-as-
you-please, da-as-you-jolly-
well-like sort of school. But
mma mm_n:w honestly ﬁrmﬂwwmnra

ead 1z poin otty, Miss
Molly ¥ A RS

“Indeed I do! There
can be no other cggsplana-
tion of his gueer conduct of

late. I think my (father
ought to  be  carefully
watched—kept under con-

stanl obscrvation—in casc he
shonld become dangorus ™

._..-._.._H,___q. H.u.ﬂ.n._.uu

“Will you help me to
watch  him 7’ asked Molly
anxiously. “I'm so0 afraid
of what he may do next.”

“Count  on us, DMiss
Molly,” sald Jack Jolly.
“We'll dog his footsteps like

tho Head's face was not a
site for gravvity.

“What is the meaning of
this introosion? demandod

The Head's fzz ;
with sticking-pia
as H he had just

g0 . smothered
Mthat ha looked
Fin & prize fight.

A Wﬂﬁr of bludhounds ™
*¥es, rather !
“Thank vou!” szaid Molly
cratefully, *“I knew you

the Head, “Am I to get no
prece 7

I will not waist your valluable time,
sir,” said Mr, Justiss. I have brought
Bounder hefore you on a very grave
charge. Late last night I discovered
him n an in,*

“In an in?" ekkoed the bewildere.
[Tead.

way, sir.  In a low tavvern, playing
poker for m.r._._uw points, and mEEwm:m
strong Jinerale.
General  Assembly, and ™ have the
wretched boy cggspelled on the spot?”
“Oh, no; I can't be bothered,”™ said
the Head, with a yawn. *“If the boy
must be punnished make 1t & hundred
lings. ™
“What!” shopted Mr, Justiss, “A

cnarmtty ¥

The Head nodded.
“Make him write out & hhundred times

will meet the case. 1 really can't ho
bothered with eggspulsions just now,"”
Mr., Justiss scowled feercely, and
Bounder beamed hapmly, and together
they guitted the study.
“Pop,” said Molly Birchemall with

to 1s that vou are going off your rocker !
A week ago you would have eggspelied

“In a tavvern, if you prefer it thas

Will you eall a

paltry hundred lines for such an cnormus

‘There 15 a tavvern in the town.! That

a gasp, ' the only conelogsion I ean rome

o
=y

would help me. Moet me
after morning lessons, and we will start
our shaddowing. Of corse, if father's
brane has really turned, as T suspeet, he
will have to be put away in a relorma.-
tory, or a dog's home, or wherever they
put ple who are mentally efficient.”

._.ﬁﬂmﬂ lessons were over Jack Jolly
& Co. rejoined their girl chum, and the
little party proseeded to kecp the Head
under striet observation. He did not
dreem that he was being watched, for
the watchers were careful not to kick
his heals while
Nevertheless, his every movement was
being duly noted. He was seen to play
a game of marbles with Burleigh of tho
Sixth; then he indulged in a game of
leap-frogg with the fags; and aiter that
he _w:f.u the gloves on with Mr. Lickham
i the Jim, and they punched cach
other in fnendly fashun until Mr, Lick-
ham retired hurt, with a swollen nose
and a cupple of black oyes.

Sa far, the Head's movements had
been perfectly normal. None of his
recent actions suggested dottiness or
pottiness.

After the boxing bout he went along
tu the tuckshop, and was seen to emerge
with e tray of tarts and a bottle of
sThger-pop.

And now, for the first {ime, the
Head™s conduct became suspishus. He

they dogged him. |

walked stelthily away with the troy,
casting nervus glances all around him,
az if to make sure he was not belng
followed. He did not sec Miss Molly
pnd the juniors, for they were too closc
to him, and he was natcherally short-
sighted.

“Where is he taking that tray, 1
weonder " wispered Jack Jolly.

“Let's follow him and see!” breethed
Molly.

Tracking the Head with the tenassity
of slooths, the little party was astonished
to see him go in the direckshun of the
coal-seller, He disappeared down the
steps, and they crowded eagerly after
him, wondering why on carth he should
be taking & tray of*tuck to such & gqueer
place.

From the top of the steps they
watched the Head unlock the deor of
the seller. Then they distinetly heard
him say:

“Your dinner, Alf1#?

“Alf?” ekkoed Frank Fearless. “ Who
the merry dickens is AlfY And what's
he doing in the coal-seller, anyway 77

“Alf i3 my father's name!” said
Molly, with a start. * And—hark! 1
can hear my father calling !"

From the dark, cavvernus depths of
the coal-seller came an angwished voice.

“Help! TFire! Murder! Ierlice!
Reskew, 8t Sam's!”

The juniors, with Miss Molly at their
heals, wore down the steps in & twink-
ling. No soconer had they reached the
bottom than a wild-cyed figger, black
as the aco of spades, rushed out of the
seller,

“Bave me, my boys!” he panted. 1
am Dvr. Birchemall, vour headmaster!
Molly dear, I am vour long-lost father!”

8o saying, the wild-evod fgger, as
black as a nigger, Aung out his arns
and embraced Miss Blolly until she was
almost as black as himself.

“Father!” she gasped. “Are wou
veally my father? If you are, what docs
this mean ** ]

“It means, my dear,” said the Head,
relecsing his daughter and pointing a
black fourfinger at Jerry DBirchemall,
“that I have been kidnapped by this

rascally gaolbird brother of mine! For

- — =t

[“Becze him " eried the Head. “ Collar
him, whilz T go and tellyfone to Scot-
lund Yard to have him arrosted. He ia
an cscaped conviet! He shall go to the
gallows for this! Ho shall hang by the
neck until he is—"

“Keep your wool on, A" said Jerry
Birchemall, cool as a cucumber even
in this awful crysis., “The game is up!
Do your worst!”

Rather reluctantly—for they had =&
sneeking regard for Jerry—the juniors
took him prisoner; while the Head,
black with rage and coaldust, dashed
udm.ﬁ M... his study to tellyfone to Scotland

ard.

Soon 8t. SBam’s was ringing with the
news of the Head's kidnapping, and
the wﬂwﬂ_nﬁ maskerade of Jerry Birch-
craall,

Bhortly afterwards two very youthful
but stern-faced perlice officers arrived
to take Jerry Birchemall into custerdy.

They didn't take nim very far, Thoey
took him, in fact, ar far the nearest
wood. And then they took the hand-
cuffs from his ankles and releesed him
and burst out larfing. Jerry Birchemall
gaped at them in bewildered serprize.

“Off you go, Jerry, while the going’s
good 1" said one of the officers, And Jervy
recognised the voice of Burleigh of the
Sixth. * You've given us such & good
sme while you took the Head's placo
that we simply couldn't stand by and
zoe vou fall into the clutches of the law,
So we dressed up as bobbics, and passed
ourselves off as representatives of Seot-
land Yard.”

And then the “perlice officers ” tonk
off their tunicks and helmets, and stogd
revealed as Burleigh and Tallboy of tho
Sixth !

“Well,” eried Jerry Birchemall, in
wonder and rcleef, “this is _w‘.,q.m._,.E__..
decont of vou fellows.™

“MNot at all,” zaid Tellboy. “VYeu

see, you've beem awfully decent {o us,
Jeiry, and not half such an old re-
probate as your brother.”

Now, off you go, and the best of Juck!
Mind you go straight in future!”

Joerry Birchemall

rung the seniors’

Buddenly, & wild-ayed nigger, black as the moe of spades, rushed out of the

seller, *“*Bave me, my boys!'® ha

hoadmaster ! Molly, dear

anted. “ | am Doctor Birchamall-—your
I am your long-lost father ! "

five days I have langwished in the coal-
seller, while ho has taken my place as
headmaster of 3t Bam's!”

“ Grate Scott!”

“ Grato pipl”

“Grate jumping crackers

To say that the juniors and Miss
Molly were astonnished was to put it
very mildly. For a moment they could
only stamd and stare. ]

[RF)
.

hands wermly, and thenked them pro-
fusely. Then he strode away through
the wood, and kept perfectly straight—
until he was out of their sight!

(Look out for the next Dicky Nugent
shocker, boys, aml don't forget there's a
tapping DRailway Game fiven Ldway
Free with next week's MAGKET.)
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