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YHE GREAT ADVENTURE! . Thousands of miles away from Greyfriars are Harry Wharton & Co., laving the holiday

of Hoea, gud beni on discovering Inln ni_ﬂum,fnrnmcrihlgtnnﬂwtin their posacasion, & forlune Hea
idden there, «

. @ fortune left o their school chum, Tom Redwing !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter Asks For It !

6 g SAY, you fellows——"

I Billy Bunter addressed Harry
Wherton & Co. at the break-
fast-table on board the Golden

Arrow yacht.

Bunter had been =milent
minutes.

This was pot only due to the fact
that his plump jaws had been busily
engaged upon the excellent provender
provided by Mr. Vernon-Smith for his
guests on the Golden Arraw.

Bunter had been thinking.

To judge by their expressions, Harry
Wharton & Co. were thinking also, and

for several

npot very agreeable thoughis. The
chums of the Greyftiars Remove were
breakfasting almeost in slence, each

fellow busy with his own reflections.

Perhape that was why no one heeded
Bunter's remark. )

Having made his remark, Billy Bunier
blinked round through his big spec-
tacles, as if expecting a general move-
ment of ioterest. )

Instead of which the Famous Five and
Zmithy z2nd Tom Redwing continued
their breakfast, as if they were deaf or
as if William CGeorge Bunter bad not
spoken.

Bunter {rowned.

“1 say, you fellows!” he repeated,
more emphatioally.

“Dan’t bother!” said Dob Cherry
laconically.

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Shut up, old bean!™ said Harry
Wharton.

*Look here—"

“The talkfulness of the esteemed
Punter is somewhat ferrifie,™ mur-
mured Hurree Jameet Rani Singh.

“I'va got an idea!” hooted Bunter.

“Boil 11" suggested Johrnr Bull.

“You silly ama!”™

Give uz a rest,

Yernon-Smith.
Tee Macyer Liprary.—No. 1,021

Buntert™ eaid

“Jf that's what you call politeness
to a guest, Emithy "

“0h, rats !’

Billy Bunter bhinked indignantly at
the Bounder of Greyfriars, and epened
his mouth for a wrathful reply. Then
he remembered his brealkfast and filled
his-capacious mouth instead of deliver-
mg en indigoant speech. i

For some minutes Bunter's jJaws were
too b for » n,kinii The other fellowa
were sient. From Mr. Vernon-Smith's
state-room the millionaire’s voice eould
be heard, talking to hiz man Soames.
Mr. Vernod-Smith's voice was loud and
angry, and Soames’ answers were in a
saft, deferential murmur. Mr., Vernon-
Smith was evidently in a bad temper
that morning. and his man Soames was
getting  the benefit of it  James
Soames’ position as valet and confi-
dential servant to a millionaire had its
advantages, but it appcared to have
its drawbacks also.

“1 say, you fellows—"

Buanter restarted after the interval.

No reply.

“Y say, Swmithy, your pater seems to
be in rather a bate thizs mormpg'"”
grinned Bunter.

The Bounder did not answer.

“"He's giving it to Soames—what ™

“Mind your own business ! said
¥ernon-3mith.

“Oh, really, Smithy it

“an't you dry up? demanded the
Bounder,

“I've got an idea!" bhooted Bunter.
“] want to put it to wvou, Smithy.
Now, this voyage looks Jike being
mucked up, doesn't it?"”

“Well?"” snapped the Bounder,

“It’s all Redwing's fault i

“}ine? exclaimed Tom Redwing,
staring across the table at the Owl of
the Eemove.

“¥Yes, yours!”

“How do you make that out, fat-

headt” inquired Bohb Cherrﬁ. .
“It's that blinking chart,” said
Buuter. “Redwing's got a chart that

Ao Enthralling Story ef Harry
Wharton & Ceo., the Chums of
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dealing with their

his uncle or his grandfather, or some-
body, sent hi fram somewhers or
other, and somebody or other i=z afier
the blessed thing! There's a man on
this vacht who is after it. You all
know that "

*No need for you to tell us what we
know !" remarked Frank Nugent.

“First of all, the fellow, whoever he
iz, collared Redwing one night,” pur-
sued Bunter., “It's rather =z pity he
didn't collar me—1 could have handled
him. Redwing couldn't——"

“ Asst!"” said Jobnny Ball.

“PBeast!” retorted Bunter cheerfully.
“Next, the fellow collars Vernon-
Smith, and if 1 hadn't happened to be
on board, poodness knows what would
ha;e happened! I saved Smithy's life
an

‘“Rats!"—from Zmithy.

“1 don't expect gratitude. But facts
are facts, The fellow had Smithy by
the neck last night on deck., end if T
hadn't Tushed to the'rescue, what would
have happened?™

“You didn't rush to the rescue”
said Bob Cherry. “ You just yelled like
a cat with its tail trodden on!”

“TI ecalled for help!” said Bunter,
with dignity. “Hmithy would have
got it in the neck if help hadr’t come.
You fellows were snoring in your banks.
T'm rmd:ulha chap to talk about what

o G

.l'l ﬂ'h. n}r hﬂt-r" .

“Nothing of the kind!” roared
Bunter. “PBut, as I said, facts are
facts, I stood by Smithy in the hour
of—of fearful peril, and shaved hie

wife—I mean saved his life! Saved the
chert, too, as Redwing had given if to
Smithy to mind for him. Much better

hand it to me—I could have taken earo
of it. Still, T saved Smithy’s life—-"
“ Are vou wound up?’ asked Smithy,
“There's such a thing as gratitude,
Smithy, though you don’t seem to hava
heard of it,” said Bunter scornfully,
“I've let you stick on the voyage,
after you stowed yourself awey on the

[(Copyright in the United States of America.}
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vacht,” =aid WVernonSmith.  “That
makez us quits. I meant lo kick you

ouk at PPort Said. Now shut up!”

“But according to what vour pater
says, Llhere isn't going to he any
voyage,” snorted Bunter. “He said to
the eaptain that unless the man who
atfacked you was found, he wouldn't
tai::ri the vacht on to the SBouth Seas at
oli 1"

“I know that, ass grunted the
Bounder.

“Well, that muecks it up,” said
Bunter. “ Now, I've got an idea. That

chart of Redwing's i1s all rubbish, of
course. I dare say there 1sn't any Caca
Island at all—anywar, there aren't
any poarls buried there; and if thero
are, vou fellows could never find them.
My idea is. chuck up the whole thing."

&E Fﬂthﬂﬂd!”

“We're in the Medilerranean now,"
continued Bunter, “The weather's
good, and we can have a good time
liere, cruising about. I suggest chuck-
ing that rotten chart overboard—-"

“What?” : o

“Then the man who iz after 1t will
chuck up, you see—there won't be any-
thing for him to go for," said Bunler.
“Tha thing's no use, as I've explained
to vou, so it won't be any loss. We'll
have a Mediterrancan cruise, and putb in
at Aonta Cerlo and try our luck at
the tables, and all that—in fact, I
think I could have & very good time.”

“ Which is all that matters?” ingnired
Bob Cherry, with deep sarcasm,

Harcasm was wasted on Bunter,

“Exactly!” he assented. *I1 came
out here to have a good time, you know.
I don't want to waste the summer holi-
days. I turned down a lot of invita.
tions L come on this yacht, and 1t’s up
to Smithy to see that I don’t wasfe

my time, You see that, Smithy ™
“Idiot 1™
“ ook here " roarced DBunter.
“My only hat!” exclaimed Bob

Cherry. “ Aren’t you finished yet?"

“No!" hooted Bunter. " After saving
Smithy's life—"

“If you hadn't been & fat funk you'd
have got hold of that willaim who
collared me,” growled the Bounder. *If
you hadn't been a blind owl you'd have

otted who he was, at least, and we
:ﬁuuid have been able to lay him by the
heals, It's all your fault that he isn't
in irons now.” _

“Well, I like that!™” gasped Bunter,

“ Now cheesa it!”

* But what about my idea?” demanded
Bunter. “We should enjoy a ermise in
the Mediterranean. The South Seas are
all rot—let 'em rip. I'll look after you
fellows, and show you the sights and all
that. We can rely on getting good food
here; and how do you know what we
ghall get in the Bouth Seas? I dare sa
you haven't thought about that at all ¥
added Bunter crushingly.

“Ha, hia, ha!”

“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle at.
1 suppose you wouldnt mind chucking
that silly chart overboard, Redwing!”

“Well, just a little, I think,” said Tom
Redwing, laughing.

“T've told you it's no good,” sald
Bunter impatiently. “Your uncle—
Was it vour uncle?™

“Yes, it waz my uncle”

“Well, then, your uncle was, I under-
stand. only a common seafaring fellow,
jus:-i:. like you ave yourseli. IEsn't that
right "

pdwing looked at the Owl of the
Remove.

“That’s right,” he eaid quistly.

“ Well, then, my belief ia that he had
been drinking in one of those South Sea
ports, and simply fancied it all about

S
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the pearls, and all that. Don't you
think it's likely?”

Redwing did not answer that.

“It's just a boozy seaman's yarn, that's
ail,” sald Buntee. “Can’t you see that,
Bedwing ™

ﬂqunﬁﬁ!

An erpr whizzed seross tho table from
[Herbert Vernon-Smith, and squashed on
Bunter's fat little nose,

There was & roar from Bunter.

Bunter liked eggs, and had already
diaposed of four or five during breakfast,
But hs did not like them taken ex-
ternally. He rosrcd and spluttered.

“Groooogh! Oocooch ! Beast! QOoooch!”

“0Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob Cherry.
" Well, you asked for it, Dunter. ¥You're
always asking for it." )

“Doooch! You cheeky beasi, Bmithy
roared Bunter, mopping his eggy face
with a handkerchief, © ff you call that a
joke—— Cocch 1"’

The Bounder glared scross the table at
William Georgé Bunter.

“ Do vou want another? he snapped.
“Ow! Ooooch! Neoi*
*“Then shut up!™
And Billy Bunter, at long
up. He mggped hiz fat, indignant face,
and devoted himself to breakfast in
wrathful silence. Bince the service he

last, shut
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had rendered Vernon-8mith, the stow-
away of the Golden Arrow had been
allowed to count himself a guest on
board tne vacht. But evidently Vernon-
Smith did not regard him as he regarded
his other pguests.  William George
Bunter tried the patience of all the
Greviriara fellows sorely:; and the
Bounder, at least, seemed to have little
patience to wasts gn him,

Breakfsst 6Gnished in  silence, and
Harry Wharion & Co. left the fable—
leaving Billy Bunter there, still going
strong. DBunter's opinion of Herbert
Yernon-Bmith as a host could hardly
have been expressed 1n words; but fortu-
nately the under’s manners did not
affect his appetite.  That would have
been the most serious of calamities; but
Iuckily it was & calamity that was never
likely’ to happen to William George
DBunter.

— e

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Mr, Vernon-Smith Settles It !

i ONSENSE!™
Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith
fﬂ.‘ﬂ? b:&_rnrlrltyled._ s pl i
e millionaire’s plump face
‘f undI;

was rad, and his eyes sparkle r his
knitted brows. )
There was no doubt that Smithy's

pater was angry; and, like the prophet
of old, he considered that he did well 1o
be angry.

Certainly the recent oceurrences on
board the Golden Arrow were enough to
make any man Angry.

Mr, Vernop-Smilh was combining a
business trip to the Far Last witg A
holiday eruise for his son and his son’s
gchool fricnds, Money was nothing to
Mr, Vernon-Smith; it was spent like
water to make the trip a success. Cer-
tamlg, Mr. Vernon-Smith's business deals
8t Singapore and in tho Marquesas
Islands were likely to bring back his
exponditure threefold or fourfald. All
should have beon calm and bright on |
board the handsome steam-yacht, gliding
on ils way over Lthe sunny waters of the
Mediterranean, heading “for the Sues
Canal on its southward journey. In-
stoad of which, une:?ecta tmulgle lrad
ﬂrﬁc{ipﬁd up—troubls of the most amazing
and extraordinary kind.

Mr. Vornon-8mith attached no import-
ance whatever to the South Sea clinrt in
Tom Redwing’s possession. The idea of
hunting for treasure in the South Scas
seemed fo him just & romantic schoolboy
idea—merely that, and nothing more.

B0 it was surprising and disconcerting
to him to learn that there was some un-
known person on the Golden Arrow who
regarded the chart as being so valuable
az to be worth both risk and crime.

Who the unknown person was was a
mystery,

‘Thero was not & man on the vaclt
whom both the millionaire and his cap-
tain had not known for years.

Yot some unknown individual had
attacked Herbert Vernon-Smith in tho
dark and hali choked him, to obtain
Redwing's chart from him.

After the attack on Redwing, Smithy
had taken the chart into his keeping for
safety.  Bomchow, the mysterious un-
known had become awasre of it. Red.
wing had been lefi alone ; the attack lLad
been mada on the Bounder.,

. But for Billy Bunter's unexpected
intervention, it would have been
suceassful,

. The man had to be found and put in
irons; on that point, Captain Greeno
fully agreed with the millionaire.

The trouble was that the man could

not be found.
, Captain Greene had searched and
investigated tirelessly; and now he made
his report to the millionaire; and his
report was that there was sbsolutely no
clue to the unknown enemy.

“ Nonsemse !" puffed Mr. Vernon-Bmith
two or three times, with prowing
emphasis. “ Utter nonsense!”

There is no clue whatever, sir,” said
the worried skipper. “No reason at nll
for suspecting one man more than
snother.”

“My son was attacked!” boomed the
millionaire.

“] am aware of if, sir.”

“He has the marks of the scoundrel's
hands still on him.”

“Quite so. DBut—*

** And you tell me that the man cannot
ba found.”

“He cannot.”

Mr. Vernon-Bmith was purple with
wrath,

“What? What? Am I to understand
thot this state of affairs is to continuc!
Iz not mv own son to be safe from mur-
derous attacks on board my own yacht!
Good zad! A prefiy state of affairs!”

“I understand your feelings, sir.
vou can suggest anything that can be
done——"

“The man must be found !

Captain Greene was silent. He was aq

erplexed and mystified as any man on
Enard. He was deeply enxious fo lay
hold of the unknown scoundrel who had
altacked Herbert Vernon-8mith in the

Tre Maoxer Lisrary.—No. 1,021,
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dark. But he could not effect impossi-
bilities.

There was no clue, ;

The Bounder, seized from behind, had
not even caught a glimpse of ks
assailant. Bunter had had a glimpse of
hir ; but-in the dark, and the wl of the
Bemove wos short-sighted, too. Dunter
could only say that he had seen what
seamed to him like a black shadow.
That vaguse description might have
ap{?iied to any man on the fvac:hh "

Well, _lninc:w what I shall do!
enapped Mz, Vernon-Smith. “I the
anan is not found before we reach Port
Said, I shall leave the yacht there and
proceed by liner to the East. My son
shall not be exposed to murderous
attacks on his holidays.” ]

*Tt is inexplicable,” said the skipper.
“] ean answer for every map in the
crew.”

“ Nouzense !

“Really, sir—"

“‘T repeat, sir, nonsense !"” boomed the
millionaire. “Of course, the man 15 0ne
of the craw.”

“Jt seems impossible that he could
be ona of the afterguard,” admitted the
captei®, “Buf I have known every man
forrard for vears."”

“The man must be found.”

*“J have done my best, sir.”

" Nonsense 1 .

Captain Greene retired with & red
face. He made allowance for his em-
ployer's- anger end exasperation, both
very natural. But he was not to be
hl?ed to like Soames,

Mr. Vernon-Smith snorted as he went.

“Boames!”

HRir !

The, sleek manservant appeared in-
stantly and silently, as was his wont.

“Vou will pack my baggage, Soames,
1 shall leave the yacht at Port Said.”

“Very good, sirt"

And Mr. Vernon-Smith went on deck
to tramp to and fro with a very ruffle
brow and console himself with a cigar.
He called to the Bounder, who was on
deck with his friends,

“Herberg1"”

Yoz, dadi™

The Bounder came across to him.

“You and your friends had better be
getting ready to leave the yacht. We
thall proceed by liner.”

Amithy's face fell.

“T am sorry, my boy, but we cannot
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keep on in these cireumstances,” said
the millionaire. “Buch a state of affairs
is intolerable. There is a man on board
whom we cannot discover, but who
seems to be some sort of a dangerous
lunatic, I cannot have you exposed io
such risks,*

“Very well, dad,” said the Bounder.
“1 suppose you know best,”

“Thera's nothing else to be done. We
eannot ship a fresh crew in a foreign
port, and we cannot sail with a danger-
ous maniac on board. And that is what
the man must be. Two murderous
attacks have been made, for no reason
whatever, that [ can think of. The man
must he mad.™

“It was the chart, fother——"

" Nonscnse !

“But it was, father,” persisted the
Bounder, “The man got it off Redwing
when he attacked him, and Bunter found
it where it was hidden away. Then 1
took charge of it, and I was attacked
next. The man was after the chart.”

The millionaire grunted.

“If that is true, Herbert, 1t demon-
strates that he must be mad to believe
that the nonsensical thing ia of any
value,”

And Mr. Vernon-Smith, much ruffled,
walked on, and the Bounder rejoined the
Greyfriars juniors.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Wanted—Fifty Quid !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. gave
H the Bounder inguiring looks
a2 he came back to them. His

frce was dark and grim.

“Tt's all up with the voyage," he said.
“I'm sorry, you fellows! It's not my
fault, The ‘glamr thinks we can’'t po
o in the yacht with that scoundrel on
board undiscovered.”

“Well, he's right,” said Ilarry
Wharton. “It's a peculizr state of
affairs, and it couldn’t very well go on.™

“Tt's all my fault,” said Redwing rue-
fully. “It’s the chart, of course! I've
spoiled the ecruise for you fellows.”

“RBogh!” snid Bob Cherry. *“I think
Mz, Vernen-3mith is right; but I wish
we were keeping on the yacht, all the
same. I'd like to find out who that
villain iz before we quit.”

“Yes, rather,” said Nugent. " But
I don't quite see how we're to find him
out. There isn't the shadow of a clue,
If wa leave the yacht behind we shall
leave him behind, at any rate.”

“That's certain,” said the Dounder.
“The pater is taking Soames on with
hirn, of course, but nobody else on board
the yacht.”

“Soames " repeated Hedwing.

“¥ez: he will want hiz man on the
steamer going east. The pater’s valet
iz above suspicion, of course,” added
Vernon-Smith, with a slight smile.

“I suppose so.
] 'Ii‘{hn é‘ﬂuﬂdur gave his chum a quick
OOH.

“My hat! VYou haven't thought of
Soames in  connectlon with that un-
known villain, have you, Reddy 1"

The chume of the Remove smiled at
the idea.

The sleek, deferential manservant was
about tho last man on board they would
have thought of in such a connection.

Redwing coloured a little.

Deep in his heart was a vague dis-
trust and suspicion of James Soames,
Yot even to himself he admiited that
the suspicion seemed absurd.

“Well, yon see, suspicion is upon one
man as much as upon another, zo leng
'11]:5 we know nothing for certain,” said

GIn.,

The Bounder laughed.

1 rJ.'I'mllf:.'s true, but I think we can safely
count Soames out. Wheever is after tho
chart 13 & seaman, I fancy, who knows
something about the Scuth Seas, and
knows it iz possible that a cache of
pearls exists on the island. Lock here,
you chaps, it’s rather rotten having the
voyage ¢ulb short like this, but we shall
get where we want to go, and that, efter
all, is the chief thing.”

“That's s0,” assented Wharton,

“My esteemed chums——"
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“Go it, Inky!” said Bob Cherry en
couragingly, *“What have you got in
your ¢ld neddle now ™

“If I may make a
remark—"

“If you mean a sugppestion, {ethead,
go ahead !

“The esteemed and exccrable rotter
who mopped up Smithy was after the
chart,” said t.]I:e nabob of Bhanipur.
“That is the certain and foregone con-
elusion, is 1t noti”

& Tllatis ﬂq'lﬁ

_“If the chart was out of his reach his
ridiculons and dasterdly game would be
u_I:'.:u
“Eh? Are you suggesting that Reddy
should chuck it overboard?” asked Dob.
“That was Bunter's big idea.”

*1 sey, you fcllows, 1t's a jolly good
idea,” chimed in the Owl of the
Bemove., 1 think—-"

“*Shut up, Bunter !

“Look here—"

“Bhut up 1

“T was not suggesting the chuckfulncss
of the esteemed chart into the sea,' said
the nabob. * But in Mr. Vernon-Smith’s
cabin there is a safe, which is terrifically
strong.  'The esicemed and unknown
rotter who iz after the chart could not
open the zafe. Smithy's worthy pater
has many valuables there, which are not
in danger. Suppose the chart was locked
up in the safe—"

“Oh, good!"” exclaimed the Dounder.

“Then the disgusting rascal may
remain unknown, without doing any
harm,” said the nabob. “He is alter
ihe chart, and the chart will be out of
his reach. If the esteemed Redwing will
request Bmithy's pater to lock the chart
in the safe everything on the yacht will
be lovely.” .

“That's & jolly good idea!™ Harry
Wharton. “'The {fellow won't bother
anybody, except to get at the chart, We
Lknow well enough that that is what he
15 after.”

“Only Smithy's pater doesn’t believe
the chart is of any value,” said Nugent.
“He thinks it's some lunatic that
nobbled Smithy last night.”

“1'1l put it to him, though,” said the
Bounder, brightening. “We know that
it would make tho.matter all right, and
T'!l try to make the pater think szo. I
—— What is it, Soames?"

The silent-footed Soames was at his
elbow,

“Excuse me,
hiz soft voieo. _ ;
some assistance to you in packing——

“T'm not sure, after all, that we shall
have to pack,” said Vernon-Smith,

Soames raised hiz eyebrows slightly.

“Mr. Vernon-Smith has decided to
leave the yacht at Port Said, =ir,” he
answered, “In the very sirange eud
unuzual circumstances, sir, I am sure
yvou young gentlemen sce how necessary
it 1. "

Redwing fixed his eyes on the man,

e was surc that SBoames had hoard
the discussion among the juniors, and
the thought forced itself into his mind
that Soames desired the millionaire to
keep to his decision to leave the yacht

hegan

suggestive

¥

sir,” sald Soames, in
“ Perhaps 1 can be of

L)
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“ Dear me ! * he said.

Bunter blinked into the room and saw Soames with a large automatic im his hand, which he was examining belore he packed
it. The man stared round at Bunier, and a gleam of fury blazed In his eyes. The next moment he was his suave sell again.
“* You startled me, Master Eunter.”

(See Chapier 3.)

I the chart was locked up in the great
wron safe In the millionaire's state-room
it would be safe from thievish hands.
Was that Soames’ motive !

Then, as he scanned the respectiul,
sleel, deferential face, Redwing almost
gmiled at his own misgiving. any
man on the Golden Arrow was nbove
suspicion, surely this sleck manservank
was?

“If I may make & remark, sic——
went on Soames deprecatingly,

"wﬂlll}?f

“Mr. Vernon-Smith is very much dis-
turbed and put out, sir, by whal has
happened,” sald Scames. “He has
resolved to leave the yacht at Port Zaid,
and at present, sir, opposition may
annoy him very much, I trust, sir, that

u will excuse the liberty 1 am taking
in making the observabtion.”

The Bounder gave him a rather grim
Iook.

“(lertainly,” he said, “I1 suppose wou
mean well, Soames. But I am going
to make my father alter his mind, if I
can.”

“You know best, of course, sir,” said
Soames.

“] hope so," grunted the Bounder,

His look and tone indicated that le
considered it impertinence on the part
of James Boames to offer him advice.
Baames mov quictly away, hiz face
expressionless, and went below fo pro.
cecd with the packing of his master’s
pxicnsive bagpage and s own.

Billy Bunter blinked at the chums of
the Remove when Soames was gone,

“1 say. you fellows—"

“Dan’t!” suggested Bub Cherry.

“Eh? Don't what?"

-

“Don’t say! Take m bight on your
jawing tackle, old fat man.

“ About my packing—" said Bunfer.

“Your packfulness will not be terrific,
as you have no esteemed haggnﬁﬁ”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“That’s just it," said Bunfer. %I
came on board with what I stand up in.

f we're going on & liner from Buez, I
shall have to have some things. You
fetlows see that. New, what about 1#7”

“ Nothing about it,” said Bob.

"I suppose I chall have to change my
shirt some time before weo get to the
South Seas!” bawled Bunter.

“You should have thought of that
when you stowed yourscli away,”
chuckled Bob., “Btill, you can do some
5hup}§mg at Port 3aid.”

“If you fellows will lend me Affty
pounds—-"

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Bay twenty,” said Bunter. modera-
ting his transports, so to speak.

“HBay what vou like,” aprecd Bob.

“If you fellows are gowing {0 be mean
1 1=,Iwuau|i’r not be able to get an outhit at
Pork Baid. I left my money at home."

It won't take up much room there,”
grunted Johnny Bull,

“Yah! Neow my idea 15, vou feilows
make confributions &il round,” =aid
Bunter. * A shirt here, and a collar
there, and so on. I can wear your
callars, Nugent——"

“Can your” said Trank, rather
eritly, i ]
“Neoz, I've borrewed them at Crey-

friacs, vou know.” - .
“1 know; and [ know I've kicked von

for it. 1f vou want to be kicked again
you've only got to start borrowing my
collars.”

“Your waistcoats will do for me,
Wharton. I should have to slit them
at the back. You wouldn't mind that.”

“I think I should,” said the captain
of the Remove,

“Don't be sellish, Wharton., It's
setiled that you fellows hand out some
of your things all round: it's the only
wav,” said Bunter. “But I shall have
to have & trunk. Can you lend ma a
trunk, Smithy

(13 .Hﬂ."

“Who can lend me a truok

“Echo answers that the who-fuineas
i3 terrific,” remarked HMHurres Jamset
Ram Singh.

“ MNow Tuul: here, you fellows——'

“Go and ask Soames, and give us a
rest !” snapped the Bounder, “ Soames
will be able to find you something., Tell
him I told you™

DBunter pgrunted and rolled away to
tne companion and went below. Ha
looked into the millionaire’s state-room,
but Scames was not there. He locked
next into Soames’ room, which adjoined
the millionaire’s. Bunter did nok
trouble to knock at the deor before apen-
ing 1t; he had no good manners to wasla
on a valet. He pushed the door open
end blinked in.

“You here, Soames? Oh, my hat!"

Soames wﬂraé‘mckmg a suitease, and as
DBunter blinked in he had a largo auto-
matie pistol in his hand, which he was
examining before he packed . o
started round as Bunter spoke, and a
gleam of fury blazed in hiz eves. Hus
hand, as if unconsciously, closed on tho
butt aof the automatic. and for tho
moment Dunter felt quite alarmed:
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But the next moment the manservant
was his suave self again,

“Dear ma! You startled me, Master
Bunter,” he said. . .

“What are you doing with that
pistol 7  demanded Bunter., " You
mkde me jump—gripping it like that!”

“¥ pmi sorry, sir,” said Soames, “ Yon
startled me, a2 I said. The pistol is not
loaded, sir.” :

“ Jotly queer thing for you to be pack-
Iin;g & pistol,” said Bunter, blinking at
Vi,

“We are going to a dangerous
rquarter of the wnrﬁ:’l.+sir," said Soames
gently., “1 took the liberty, sir, of pack-
ing & firearm for that ressen” He
placed the autoraatic in the sultcase.
“Tid you wish lo speak to me, sir 7"

“Yes, I 4&id,” pgrunted Bunter.
“Qmithy says you're to find me a trunk

for my baggage.” _
“Tt will be a pleasure, sir,” said
Soames. 1 shall certainly be able to
find you a trunk, Master gunter, and I
will Ea so immediately.  Is there any-
thing else I ean do, sir ™ i
"‘ﬁmnk no,” said Bunter, quite pla-
cated by Scames’ respectful deference,
“'That's all right.”
And he rolled awey. Soames closed
the deor after himm with a glitter in his
Cyes. .
ot *he fat fool ! he muttered. “But ib
matters little, even if he babbles.”
And Soames resumed his packing.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Al Serene !
M R. SAMURL VERNON-EMITH

sat in his deck-chair, with a
frown on his plump face,
watching the curls of smoke
from his cigar ﬁ!ﬂt away meross the
whité deck. The millionaire was still
gngry end disturbed. He was intensely
irritated by the mysterious happenings
on board the Golden Arrow, and still
more exasperated by the skipper'a
failure to discover the culprit among the
crew. That the unknown enemy was &
member of the crew he had no doubt
whatever, and, 20 far as he could reason
the maiter out, the man’s conduct was
that of a lunatic. ®
Having stated his opinion that Red-
wing's chart was nonsense, Mr. Vernon-
Smith did not see fit to change his
opinion, and ¢id not think it worth while
to look into the matter more closely.
Ag he tcoffed st the treasuro story him-
self, he took it for granted that every-
one else would, or should do so—eoxcopt-
ing, of course, a set of schoolboys, whose
romantic ideas he was willing to regard
with indulgence. 8o he locked upon the
attack on the Bounder as motiveless,
and therefore the act of & lunatie, It
was disturbing to think that some man
on board was dangerously out of hia
right. senses, and the millionaire did not
liko it at all.

“Iave you done your packing,
Herbert 2 he asked, as the bmmdur
joined him.

“Not yet, dad. T want to talk to you
first,” zaid the Bounder, dropping into
a chair heside his father,

“Wael] 2

“I want {o tell you abent the chart,
father.”

* Stuff and nonsense ™

“Let me tell you, all the zame,” zaid
Smithy, “You know I'm neo foal, dad,
snd T really believe that the chart is
genuine, and gives the clue to a cache
of pearls on n Pacifio island.”

“Rubbizh!” said Mz, Vernon-Smith.
“¥ou may tell me what you like, but it
Tee Maagsxer Lisrary.— No. 1,021,

is all nonsensa! Where did the chart
come from 7

“Hedwing's wncle was a seaman in
the South HBegs, He was killed some-
where in the isiands, and sent the chart
to his nephew by a shipmale. A sea-
man named Ben Dance—a man with a
wooden leg—brought it half vound the
world to give it to Redwing.”

A foolish waste of time,” commented
Mr. Vernon-Sniith.

“He was followed all the way from
the South Seas by tho half-caste, Silvio
Zero, who tried to kill him to get the
chart, more than once, from what he
told us™

 Stuff 1+

“HBut he really did get hold of the
chart, dad, and we got it away from
him. He threw a knife at me, and I
had a jolly narrow cscape,” said Smithy.
“1 told you shaut that. The hali-caste
ran & lot of risk to get hold of the chart,
Would he have done that without be-
lieving in it?"

“Home ignorant hall-savage.” =a1d
Mr., YVernon-8mith, “No doubt he be-
licved in the treasure™

“And some man on board thiz vacht
has heard tho talk about it, and believes
in it, too,” said B3mithy. “‘Reddy wasg
attacked, and I was attacked, simply
to get at the South Hea chart. It
roally isn't somé irresponsible lunatic,
dad. It's some cunning raseal who be-
lieves in the treasure and wants to get
hold of the clue to it. Bome man who
may have known Redwing's uncle In
ihe South Beas, perhaps.”

The milltonaire grunted.

“It's possible,” ho soid gredgingly.
“From what you say, a2 nomber of fools
seem to have beheved in the treasure—
and there may be one more fool on the
Golden Arrow to add to the number.”

“More rogue than foul, I think,” said
Smithy. *“But the long and the short
aof it is, dad, that the chart is at the
bottorn  of all the trouble. Hurree
Singh has suggested locking it up n
vour safe. Onece it is in a safe place,
the man whe is after it will chuck up
tha game. At least, he will let us alone.
I suppose the safe’s secure enough 1™

“RBecure enough, even against a pro-
fessional eracksman,” said the million-
are.

“Then that would seltle the matter,”
urged the Bounder, “Tock up the
chart, and let's keop on the veyage in
the yacht.”

Grunt—from Mr. Vernon-Smith.
“If the matter iz asz you
Herhbert, that would seftle it. But of
those attocks were made by some
lunatic—=—""ITe paused. *"Boames ia
a sensible fellow, and he thinks so—in
fact, he made the suggestion fo me to

account for what has happened.™

The Bounder knitied his brows,

“He might have minded hizs own
business ! he grunted. *“Nothing has
happened to Soames, anvhow, and he
has nothing to be afraid of.”

“He has as much to fear as anyone 1f
there is an irresponzible lunatic among
the ecrew,” said Mr. Vernon-Srmath.
“&till, I admit that there may be some-
ibing in your view, Horbert. I am very
relnetant fo zive up the voyage if it can
Le helped. ?If, es yvou think, the chart
is the couse of the trouble——"

“T'm certain of that, father! And all
ithe fellows think the some.™

Another grunt from the millionaire,
Obvigusly, Mr. Samuvel Vernon-Smith
did not attach much importance to the
opinion of 2 set of schoolboys.

“QGive it n chance, anyhow,”™ urged
the Bounder. "We shall 21l be on our
guard after what has happened, any-
way. If there’s any more teouble after
the chart is locked wp we can chuek the

ilinlk,

voyage ab any  point—Aden,
example. Give the idea a4 trial.”

The millionaire was silent for some
maoments; but he nodded at last,

“Very well, Herbert. I am going
below now. Tell Redwing to bring me
the chart, and I will lock it in the
safe™

“Good!"” exclaimed the Rounder.

Five minutes later the portly million.
alre entered his cabin, the Greyiriara
parfy following him as far as the door,
"oames wad in the state-room, packings
FPhe millionaire glanced at him,

“ Boames 1

" Siri?

“You need not pack: I have decided
not {o leave the wvacht.™

“Indeed, sic?!™

Mr. Vernon-8mith
key on hiz watchehain,

“Now give me that chart, or whats
ever it 15, he said.

He glanced rather curiously at the
disc of teak as it was hended to him,
But hiz interest in it was not deep, 1o
unlocked the iron door of the safe,
which was let into the wall of the state-
room, and placed Black Peter's chart
within, Then the deoor was closed and
locked again, and the key returned to
the millionsire’s watchehain,

“Bafe now, if it has ony value!” he
grunted, “I will hand it to you, Red-
1.-;mﬁ;. when we reach the Marquesas,”™

“Thank vou, sir¥ said Tem.

“¥You really believe that that piece
of wood contains a clue to a treasure in
the Pacific?” asked Mr. Vernon-Smith,
eyeing the sailorman’s son euriously.

“Yes, sir,” smid Tom. “My uncle
would not have sent it to me for
nothing. He must have believed in it
and he has spent almost all s life in
the South Seas., )le must have known
whether the pearls were there or not”

*If they are there, how did he goeb
hold of them in the first place?™ ashed
Mr. Vernon-8mith.

“1 don't know, sir,™

for

selecled & small

“What sort of & man was your
uncla 1"
“I hardly remember him, sir. e

was a big, powerful man with & black
beard. He was called Black Peter. lle
had been away move than ten vears
when he met gtiﬁ death in the South
Beas. He may have worked ameng the
pear] fisheries, or—or——"

“Or lifted tho pearls, what?™ eaid
Mr. Vernon-Bmith, with a grim smile.

Redwing flushed,

“L think not, sir—=I am sure not.
But he may have found them—"

““Tt is possible that there is something
in the SLﬂI‘?’,” said Mr. Vernon-Smith.
“No harm in yon young fellows putting
it to tha ilest while I am engaged on
business at the Marquesas, It will keep
you atmused during your holidays, at all
eventa, But I shall have to take carn
that yon are carelully looked after; 1
must place some responsible person i
charge of you. That we can seltle later.
however. "The chart 12 zafe now: and
when vou leave the vacht at the Mar-
guesas you will leave behind anyone
who may have designs on it.”

And the juniors returned to the deck,
guite satished in their minds Mr.
Vernon-3mith, perhaps, was not quite
so satisfied; it was Jdifficult for him 1o
believe that any sane man en the Golden
Arrow believed in the chart to such an
extent a8 to be prepathd to commit
crime to ahtain possession of it

But az the subsequent days pasecd
the millionaire had te admit that it
looked like it., For the nnknown enemy,
whose identity was stid unknown and
unsuspected, zeemed to have vanizhed
inta Lhin air. The wvacht threaded the
Suez Canal and glided through the
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glowing waters of the Red Sea, day Wreseesssszssrsssssssnssntsscssstvs ssstsnnsdsnsssnssss isusssissvansnsnssssnsnansoensnnnnannradn i

tollowin duy of Lluzing heat and so-
ghine, aud (here weore no wore mysteri
ous happeuings on the Golden Arrow,

For some cays the Groviviars fellous
were wakchful and on theoir Fu:in'!, Lautf
nothine happened, aud gradoatly  they
dishrissed  the mysterious affzir from
ther mnds,

It was cléar to all of themw that the
treusure chark had been the mysternions
enciny &= object; and wow that it was
not to possession of auy of the juniors
they were safe from the  unbkoown
rascal’s attempts.

Even Mr. Vernon-8mith came to taks
that view at lasl. :

The mystery was unsolved, but it no
lenger troubled the minds of the Grey-
friaes fellows,

Under the blazing Southern sun the
Goldon Arrow glided throngh the straits
of Dab.el-Mandeh, and Ler prow cut the
glistening waters of the I'ndian Ocean.

Day followed day of burning sunshine
gs the Golden Arrow glicled ever and
ever to the south and east, .

“What did I tell you, dodi™ the
Bounder asked one hot, moonlight even-
ing on deck, with Ceylon in view on the
port zide. )

“Th, what?" said Mr. Vernon-Smnith.

“ About the chart——" .

“Eh? Bother the chart!™ said Mr.
YL i Pl v W

‘*Hasnt it a on plam sailing sinee
it was locked up in Ebth-: safe, dad?®”
grinned the Bounder. .

“FWhy, yes,” said Mr. Vernon-Smith,
“Tt secms that you were right, Herbert,
Certiinly there has heen mno trowble
since. But, by gad, I should like to find
ont who the raseal was!”

“Whoever he was, he's still on tho
yacht,” said Smithy. **You don't want
to give him a chance to get hold of the
key of the safe, father.”

Me. Vernon-8mith chuekled—a  fat
chuckle. ;
“There are more viloable  things

than the chart in the safe, Herbert.
Depend upon it the key never goes out
of my sight. I sleep with it under my

pillow.” _
“Hafe a3  houses!" agreed the
Tounder. “But I wish you'd leck your

state-room door at night.”

s and nonsense!™
_milhm‘nmre.

But Mr. Verpon-BSmith was destined
to discover that it was not stuff and
nonscnse, as he expressed it

snid the

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
In the Dead of Night!
nl T'8 hot "

William George Bunter made
that statement. ,

He made it in peevish tones
at about midnight, and Im_ made it to
sleeping ears that heeded it not.

Now that the stowaway of the Golden
Arrow had become a passenger on the
acht, he had been assigned the spare
iunk in Hurrea Jameget Ram Singh's
state-room. Bunter was not wholly
satisied with the arrangement, On a
millionaire’s yacht, he did not see why
he should not have & state-room all to
himself, 1% was true that the other
fellows went two to a room. DBut the
other fellows, of course, did not mnatter
go much as Dunter,

Atill, there it was. Bunter had a
bunk in Hurree Bingh’zs room, and had
to make the best of it. He groused
considerably, while Hurree Singh, wha
really had much more reason for
gmu&ing. accepted the Owl of the
Bemova's company without complaint.

Once again this world-famous
Annual takes pride of place on
the bookstalls, for it constitutes
an amazing value-for-money
bargain. Full of delightful school,
sporting, and adventure stories,
written by the best boys’ authors
of the day, this issue of the
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beats its own high-water mark
of quality.
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When Dunter slept soundly, as he
generaliy did, he snored, When he
could not sleep, he talked. Bleeping wur
waking, Williatn George Bunter had his
drawhbacks.

On thiz particular night it was very
hot. DBunter did not know very much
about the world he lived in, having a
rooted objection to the acguirement of
knowledge of any sort. But even
Bunter must have known before he
started that it would be hot in the
Indian Ocean. But, to judge by his
remarks, the heat he found off the
shores of India was the owtcome of
some conspiracy on the part of /the
powers of Nature, just to make him
uncomiortable

He did not like it, and he was peeved.
He seemed to regard it as & personal
grievanece.

“Tt's hot!” repcated Bunter, in =
louder key

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh, in the
lower bunk, made no reply. He was
fast asleep, probably dreaming of
Bhanipur and the ancient palace in the
shadow of the Himalavas which was his
home. Bunter had claimed the upper
bunk, which Hurree S8ingh had occupled
befora the stowaway was discovered,
The nahob bad politely yielded the
point. The polished politeness of the
Indian junior was almost inexhaustible,
and he needed it all in dealing with
Wililam George Bunter.

“1 say, Inky!” ;

Only guiet, regular breatlung came
from the bunk below.

Bunter snorted indignantly.

“Sleeping like a blinking top!” he
ecrunted. “I dare say the dashed nigger
likes this heat ! Beast! I say, Inky!"

Bunter could not sleep. When DBunter
eould not sleep, there was no necessity
for anvbody else to sleep, 30 far as
Bunter could zce.

“Inky " he hooted.

Seill no reply from Hurree Singh.

“ Beast !" murmured Bunter. “ Fat
lot he cares whether I can get to sleep
or not! FHe doesn't care a straw if &

fellow's thirsty ! A fellow might perish

af thirst, and he wouid go on snoozing?!

I think he's about the most selfish of

%hli‘l{ I-:::’s;; though they'ra all selfish beasts!
kv !

Bunter reached down and groped for
tha nabob's shoulder to shake him into
wakelulness.

It was the nabob's nose that his fat
fingers encountered in the dark, but as
that answered the purpose Bunter did
not grope farther. He fastened a grip
on Hurree Singh's nose, and shook,

There was & sudden howl from the
nabob. He was awake now—there was
no doubt about that.

“ Whoooogooh ! Oocoopoch! What—"

“0Oh, vou're awake, are youl™
grunted Bunter,
“"¥ou fat and frabjous dummy!"

ejaculated Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“Why have you awakened me "

“It's hot!"

* What "

“Hot " roared Bunter,

“Have you wakened me to te]l me
that it iz hot, you esteemed idiot?"
demanded Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.

“I'm thirsty !"

“I trust that you are suffering terri-
fically !" answered Hurres Singh.

He secmed to be at the end of his
politeness for once.

“Look here, Inky, you might get a
chap something to drink ! said Bunter.
“(xo and wake up the steward, and tell
him I want s lemon-squash !™

“The esteemed stewsrd might throw
a boot at me, fathead! Certainfully 1
should deserve 1t !"

“I dén't suppose he would, old chap,
gnd if he did you couid dodge, you
know! Go and see!™

“And why cannot you go yourself,
my estecmed fatheaded Bunter 1

“0Oh, really, Inky, I don't want to
turn out 1n the middle of the night-!"

“Oh ! gasped the nabob,

" Buek up, old fellow ! said Bunter,
“1'm f[rightfully thirsty! Lock here,
il wou can't get me a {emun-munsh, a
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glazs of water will do! 1 never was &
shap te give trouble I

Bunter paused for a reply, but no
reply came. Hurres Jamset HRam
dingh had. settled down to sleep again.

Apparently hb did not see why
Bunter should npot turn out in the
middle of the night. There were many
reasons, all of them good te Bunter,
but Iuky did not seem fo see them.

“Inky! My hat, he's gone to sleep
again! Nigpers can sleep in  this
hovrid heat! Makes & fellow almost
wish he was a nigger!” groaned
Bunter. “T say, Ink§! Inky! Inky!”

“Will vou let o fellow get some sleep-
filness 7* hissed the nabob from below,

“Don’t be such a slacker, old chap!
What about that lemon-squash " asked
Bunter. *“ Loak here, if you're afraid
to tackle the steward, go and wake up
that man Soames! He's only a man-
servant, and be wouldn't have the cheek
fo sa anything i

“The esteerned Soames 15 entitled to

athead ™
izn't he?®"

& night's rest, 3
Ie's paid,

" Rubbizh ! i :
snarled Bunter. "I don't believe in
coddling =ervants! Go and call him,
and tell him to bring me a lemon-
squash, there's a good chap !

“Will vou thut up, you esteemed and
execrable fatiicad 77

* Beazt [

It was obvious that Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh did not intend to turn out
If anvbody was o turn out on Bunter's
asccount, apparently it had to be Billy
Bunter himself, Bunter did not want
to turn out. He was sleepless, which
was unusnal; but he was lazy, which
was usual But he made up his fat
pund to it at last,

Ha rolled gver and lowered his fat
legs from the bunk., There was a sudden
yveil from the nabab,

“Ow'! Yaroch!™

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. “You fat-
head ! You stortled me! What are you
howling about, you dummy 7"

“Keep yonr idiotic toes out of my
eye " gasped Hurree Birgh.

" Bother your eyel”

Bump!

L3 ﬂ‘v !.:lj

A dusky hand smote in the darkness,
and Bunter landed on the floor of the
state-room with a heavy concussion,

“You cliceky nigger 1V fasped the fat
junier. “ I've a jolly good mind to hava
you out of that bunk and mop up the
room with you !

“The mopfulness will be a boot on the
other leg if you do not shut up,
fathead !

“ Beast 17

Billy Bunter sorted himself out,
grunting, and groped round for clothes.
Then he remembered the electric-light
awitch, and groped for it and turned it
on. The state-room waz flooded with
light, and Bunter blinked in it like an
owl. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh glared
at him. He wanted to sleep—which did
net maiter 2t &ll to Bunter, but mat-
terad somewhat to the nabob himself.

“Turn the light off, you fat duffer !
he snapped.

“Bhan't 1" i

There was a switch beside the bunks,
and Hurre« 5ingh promptly turned it
off. The state-room was dark again.

" Beast I

Bunter turned it on again at the door.
Hurree Singh promptly turned it off

ain &t the other switeh. Agsin the
Owl of the Remove switched it on, and
again the nabob switched it off.

Then the fat junior gave up the con-
test. Ile had found bis trousers, and he
plunged into them, and put en a pair
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of slippers, Then he opened the door of
the state-room and stepped out into the
alley-way. This opened inte the saloon,
where a light burned . all night. Bunter
rolled along, blinking round him, All
was silent and still, The captain and
mate hiad their berths in the charthouse
above, and the steward's quarters wero
shut off by a door at the end of the
alley-way.  In the various stale-rooms
Harry Wharton & Co, and the Bounder
and Tom Redwing, were sleeping the
sleep of healthy youth, in spite of the
heat. Pr{.&bnhir Bunter would have
been slecping alse had he not taken so
many naps during the day.

DBunter hod requested the nabob fo
knock up the steward, but he did not
venture to do so himself., Neither did
he think of waking up Soamcs, dashed
manservant as he was. e knew whera
there was a locker containing supplics
of lemonade, lime-juice, and soda-
water, and he rolled to it. He was
thirsty, and a cooling drink that hot
night would be prateful and comforting.
But as he reached the locker, Bunter

aused, his ‘round eyes opening wider

ehind his spectacles, The state-rcom

accupied by the millionaire opened off
the saloon itsel!, not off the alley-way.
Bunter was only & few feet from ihe
door, and he observed—he could not
help observing—that .a light gleamed
under it. Apparenily Mr, Vernon-
Smith had not yet gone to bed.

Bunter blinked st the glimmer under
the door.

_ There was something so odd about
it, that his curiosity was aroused at
Qe

1f the millionaire had a light on in
his ﬂi_!:.hil:t, it would natorally bhe the
clectric light. But the light that glim-
mered under thé door was not steady
and clear. It moved, with alternations
of light and shade. Obviously, it was
not the electric light that waes burming;
it was an electiric torch carried in the
hand, and moving as the man who held
it moved.

Bunter blinked.

In his surprise and curiosity, he even
forgot that he was thirsty. A slight
feeling of alarm rose in his breast also.

It was impossible to suppose that
Mr, Samuel Vernon-Smith was lighting
himself about his siate.-room with an
electric torch, when he had the electric
hght switch at hand. Tt was not the
millionaire wiho was holding that light.

Bunter's fat heart began to heat
faster.

Someone was in the millionaire’s
state-room, who did not care to turn on
the electric light to illuminate the
TOOI. If that was the casge, it was
someone who did not want to risk his

presence there becoming known. Mr,
Yornon-Emith, doubtless, was fast
asleop. Bunter—who seldom remem-

bered or thought of anything uncon-
nected with his important self—had
forgotten about the chart Jocked up in
the safe. He remembered it now, with
a sudden, terrified start.

The chart!

The unknown who had attacked Red-
wing, who had attacked the Bounder—
it was he who was In the millionaire’s
cabin in this dead hour of the night—
stealing the kew of the safe from under
thF millionaire’'s pillow—unlocking the
safe—

Bunter gasped. |

From the millionaire’s room came &
faint sound—s sound that Bunier knew
was made by n key being inserted into
a lock.

“ Oth, hat?’ gasped Bunter.

He made a stop towards the juniors
state-rooms, te call them. hen he
paused. Suvppose be was mistaken

L=

afior all—suppose it was the millionaire
who was unlocking his safe, for some
reason, in the middle of the night—
sUppose—

Bunter hesitated, and then he crossed
to  Mr, Vernon-Bmith's door. and

ta?]'.h v

1t it was the millionaire who was up,
ne would answer the tap. I it was
the unknown thief, he was not likely
to speal, The tap scunded loudiy,
sharply, in the silence. Bunter heard a
sudden, startled gasp in the stete-room,
and every vestige of light vanished at
onee.  That was encugh for Bunter.
Any other fellow in the Greyiriars
party would have torn open ths door,
glad of o chance to get at the unknown
marauder and discover his identity.
The thought of doing so did not even
cross Dunter's mind, He had no use
for dangerous characters &t close
quarters,

He jumped away from the door—so
far from thinking of opening it him-
self, he was ternmfied to think of the
unknown opening it from within. Ho
turned and rushed frantically hack into
tha alley-way, ond burst inte the
EBounder’s room.

“Help! IIe's here—wake up—help—
murder! Fire!” roared Bunter.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A False Alarm!

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH
started out of sleep. In a
twinkling he had swilched on
the electric light.

Bunter, in his excitement, clutched
him by the arm.

FQuick! I eay, Smithy—help!
him '*

“What the thump—"

“ What 15 it, Bunter?” exclaimed Tom
Redwing.

“It's him!™ gasped Bunter breath-
lesgly and ungrammatically. “He's in
the room—oeld Smith's reomn-—-»>"

Vernon-Smith was out of his bunk
with a bound. At any other time, he
would have paused to kick DBunter for
alluding to Mr. Vernon-Smith as "old
Smith.” Now he was gone, as :Ewil'lfi?
as an arrow from a bow. Tom Red-
wing was afier him rapidly, but the
Bounder’s movements were like light-
ning. Incoherent as DBunter’s words
had been, Smithy had caught his mean-
ing at once, and the thought of danger
ta his [ather was in his mind., On {he
mstant he was wide awake, and his
face was set and fierce as bhe darfed
out of his reom, and raced across ihe
saloon to his frr.timr's dogr,

He tore it open,

* Father "

There wes no answer from ihe room,
and it was completely dark, Smithy
felt for the light switch. ;

In a moment, the millionaire’s state-
room was fAooded with light.

“ Father ™ panted the Bounder,

There was still no rep[_r; but now that
the state-room was lighted, he could
sea Mr, Vernon-Bmith in bed.

The millionaire scemed to be sleeping
calmly encugh, and his son’a sharp,
anxious voice had not disturbed him,

Vernon-Smith threw almost a sobbing
breath of relief.

“Is he all right panted Tom, at
his shoulder.

“T-EE !u

1t's

“Thenk goodness for that. But
what——" ;

The Bounder snapped his tecth,

“That fool Bunter—{rightened al

nothing, I suppose—the fat funk ie

scared of a shadow ™
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Harry Wharton & Co. stared blankly at the litile steel key, in tha lock of the safe.

safd Harry
oot wake.

Wharton, in a low volce.

{See Chapler 7.)

¢ There"s somsathing jolly wrong here,”

* Father ! ** Vernon-Smith shook his father by the shoulder, bui the miliionzire did
** What can be the matter with him ? ** exclaimed the Bounder hoarsely.

** He—he can'i have been drugged I '

The Bounder’s anxiety had changed
to anger. His hoart was still throb-
bing, [rom the sudden excitement and
fear for his father. Now that he saw
the millionaire sleeping peacefully, and
nothing apparently wrong in the room,
his irritation was intenss. He had
not the slightest doubt that the Owl
of the Remove had piven a false alarm.

“Hazllo, halle, halo!" It waz Bob
Cherry's woice. "What's the rumpus,
Brithy

“ Nothing 1"

“ Bunter says—"

“Tho fat fool!™

“A faize alarm? asked Harr
ton. All the Famous Five ha
out at once when DBunter
alarm,

“Yes,”" snapped Emithy.

“Juat like that fat funk! growled
Jolinny Bull.

“The likefulness is terrific,” remarked
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.  * Where
are vou, vou fak and frabjous fatheadi”

“Oh, really, Inky—"

“"Come here, vou fat idiet!"” prowled
the Bounder. * Now tell us what you
mean, you dummy.”

“0Oh, really, Bmithy——"

“What did vou mean®” hissed the
Bounder. “Don’t make a row—no nced
to wako up my father™

He turned off the hpht in the
millionaire’s room, and drew the door
goftly shut. Mr. Vernon-8mith had
not stirred. : _

“Well, I like this! said Bunter,
with deep indignation, “I run the
risk of being collared by that mur.
dorous villain. and this iz how vyou
thank & chap. Ilac he got awayl”

Whar-
turned
gave the

“Haus demanded
Nugent,

“That man."

“What man, fathead?"”

“The man who was in sld—n Mr,
Vernon-8Smith's room,” said Bunter,
hastily correcting himself, as be caught
s dangerous ghitter in the DBounder's
ayes,

“Tool!™ spapped the DBounder.
“Have you been dreaming? What were
you doing out of bed? Walking in
your sleep?”

"Oh, really, Smithy, I he's dg:}ne,
I'va frightened him awav,” said the
Owl of the Remove. * You see, T tapped
at the door to make sure, before 1
called you fellows."

who got away?"”

“There was nobody there!™ growled
the Bounder.

“There jolly well was.”

£ ,ﬁEﬁ '!!J

“Hold on a minute, Smithy,” said

Harry Wharton. *“ II Bunter was out of
iz room, he can't have been asleep and
dreamed it. What do vou think you
saw, Bunter?”

“1 don't think—I koow! And if this
is what Smithy calls gratitude—" said
Dunter bitterly, .

“Oh, cub it short! scapped Bmithy.

The door of Boames’ rovnn opened and
the valet came out, half-dressed, He
stared at the juniors with an expression
of astonishinent.

“Has anything
gentlermen ™ he inquired. © 1 heard FOUr
voices, and i

“ Nothing,” said the Bounder. “Only
Dunter frichtened by some shadow.”

Boames smiled [atntiy.

happened, ryoung

“ Nothin of the Lind!” howled
Bunter. "1 tell youo—" -

“If yvou will excuse me interrupting
vou, sir,” said Scames smoothly: * you
may awaken Mr. Vernon-Smith, talking
so near his door. He would ba very
much displeased.”

“Let's get back to bed,” grunted
Vernon-Smith, “Soames is right; the
pater would be waxy, being woke up lor
nothing at this hour.”

“You're sure he's all right, Smithy ™
asked Bob Cherry.

“Yes. I looked at him; fast asleep.”

“There's been row encugh to wake
him,” =said Bobh., “But if you're sure
Lie's all right.”

“1 tell you I looked at him.”

“Mr. Vernon-Smith sleeps very
soundly,” said Soames. “DBut so much
talking near his door—" Soames
paused with a deprecating gesture.

Bedwing eyed him keenly for a
moment. No doubt a devoted servant
would be anxious that his master should
not be awakencd at such an untimmely
hour. But Bodwing's old mispivings
came into his mind.

“Let's hear what Bunter has fo say,”
gaid Redwing.

“I say, you fellowg—ou>"

“Oh, rot!” said Yernon-Smith angrily.
“The fat fool fancied something.”

“Let's hear it, all the saote,”
Wharton. :

“{io it, Bunter!” said Jobnnye Bull.

Billy Bunter, with an indignant glare
at the Beunder, explained what he had
secn, Bmithy listened with & snort of
contemptuous dishelief. Soames’ smooth
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face wore & respectiully incredulous
BX Presslodl. y . »
“ Bunter can’t have imagined all ihat,
said Dob, i . o
“Tha fat idiot can imagine ml:.-t.hmf.’.
szid Vernon-Swmith, “He nearly startled
me out of my skin, and all for nothing.
“Let's look in your father’s room,
Smithy,” said Tom %edwing quietly.
“Rot "
“YWe ¢an’t be oo sure, old fellow. Wo
know that that unkrown villain is still
on hoard the yacht,”

“1 know that., But I tell you my
fatl:er was fast asleep, and looked guate
undisturbed. He will be waxy if we

wake him up for nnt.hingf

“ Bunter esys he beard & key——*

“ Bunter's a fat fool I” ]

“Look hers, Bmithy,” said Harry
Wharton. “Redwing's right. TLet's
make absolutely certain that nothing has
happened in your father’s room. The
scoundrel may have sneaked the key
without awakening him.” ]

“That's impossible. He would wake if
anybody tried to get his bunch of keys
from under his il?ﬂw.”

“I am sure of that, sir,” said Scames.

am sure that Mr. Vernon-Smith
would be very cross, sir, if he were dis-
turbod now. Please be guided in this
metter by Master Vernon-Smith, young
gentlemen, ™

*And let's-get back to bed,” said the
Boaunder grufily.

Redwing shook hiz head. 3

“I"m not satisfied if you are, Smithy,”
ke =aid,

*“Then you're an ase™

Tonr.zmled faintly.

" Never mind  that
father's room-—->"

“Rot ™ ’

Well, that is for you to scttle,” said
Tem. I you refuse, Smithy, that ends
Lhul .ﬂmtter‘ But I shall not go back to

[P

" What the thump do you mean?”’

"I mean that I shall stay here, at your
father's door, for the rest of the might,”
eaid the sailorman’s son quietly, “If
Bunfer is correct, he interrupted the
thief taking the chart from the safe. I
sholl keep wateh here until your father
wakes™

“You'ra a silly ass, Reddy!"”

“Possibly. But I mean it.”

“And I shall stay with wyou, Red-
wing,” said Harry Wharton. "“I'm
certain that even that ass Bunter “can’t
have fancied all he's told us. I'm not
at all satisfied that all is well.”

“ My dear young gentlemen—" urged
Soames,

"You mneedn't stay out of bed,
Soames,” said Harry. *“Nothing for vou
te worry about.”

“You young gentlemen sare losing
your sleep for nﬂ-t,ging—*—”

" Never mind that,” said Wharton, re-
fraining from telling the man to mind
hi= own business, as he was strongly
tempted to do,

E'hﬁ Bounder gave an angry grunt.

I tell you it's nothing, and it's only
n false alarm,” he said. " But if you're
not satisfied we'll look in my father's
room. I've looked once, and he was all
right. Look again if you choose.” |

He opened the millionaire’s door, with
a frowning brow, and switched on the
light. Al the juniovs looked in, and
they could see Mr. Vernon-Smith sleep-
ing calmly, But Tom Redwing’s keen
eye fastened at once on the door of the
ron safe let into the wall close by the
head of the bunk.

“The key's in the safe ! he said.

“What?" ejaculaled the Bounder,

" Lagpk 17

Look in your

There was the little steel key in the

lock of the safe. Vernon-Smith stared
at it blankly, His father was [ast
asleep: yet ro was the key in the
safe door. Obvicuely, Mr. Vernon-
Smith could not have placed it there in
his sleep, And it was borne in upon the
Bounder’'s mind that Bunter had net,
after all, given a falee alarm; and that
he had given s much-needed alorm only
iust in time to save the treasure chart
"L pased the Bovad
" gas ¢ Bounder.

He strode inte the room and touched
the sleaping millioneire on the shoulder.

“Father, wake up ™

But'Mr., Vernon-8mith did not wake.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Drugged !

4 ATHER |#
Herbert Vernon-Srith shook

hig father by the shovlder. He
shook him again and apain.

But the millionaire did not wake, He
was sleeping heavily, and he comtinued
to sleep, hiz eyelids never stirring.

There was anxiety in the face of the
Bounder now. 'The heaviest sleeper, in
s natural sleep, should have awakenecd
under that vigorous shaking. The
millionaire’s sleep was net natural.

“Father 1" exclaimed the Bounder
huskily.

Again he shook the millionaire. Buk
the result was the same; Mr. Vernon-
Smith remained in deep slumber.

" There's something jolly wrong here,”
sald Harry Wharton in a low voico,

“What on earth * muttered
Nugent,

“ What can be the matter with him ¥
exclatined the Bounder hoarsely. “He
can't have been drugged I

The same thought was in the minds of
all the juniors, It was the onlv possible
explanation of the millionaire’s sleep.
There was no sign of injufy about hin;
he had not been hurt by any abtack.
Yet he remsined stenily unconscious.
His breathing was regular, his face had
a healthy colour; but he was plunged in
a deep sleep from which it was im-
possible to awaken him,

“Good _heavens!"  breathed  the
Bounder. His hard face was white and
tense now.

“It is the drugfulness,” eaid Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh quietly. “That is
terrifically certajn.”

" Impossible, sir,” said Soames. " Mr.
Vernon-Smith sometimes sleeps  very
soundly—very soundly indeced.”

“ That 1s not a natural sleep, Soanes,”
said Harry Wharton rather sharply; * he
would not wake if the yacht were poing
down! He has been drugged.”

The Bounder set his teeth.

“He's been drugged, and by the
"FI.HH.IE who was after the chart,” he
gaid, “"The kﬂ}l' could never have been
taken unless my father had been put out
of action first. He's been drugged.”

“But who, sir—" murmured
Soames.

“That's what we've got to find out.
Call the captain.™

Soames hesitated.

“Do you think, sir, that Mr, Vernon-
Smith would care for a fuss to be made

on such slight grounds—*

“(7all the ecaptain!” repeated ihe
Bounder fGercely. “Are wyou giving
orders to me, confound you #*

s ]_f"a,'ny excuse me, sit, I was only sug-

ostin i

“iell, don’t! Call Captain Greens
instantly !™ snapped the Bounder,

“Very good, sir!”

Soarmes glided away.

“What abont the chait?* asked Bob

Cherry, "It looks as if Dunter inter-
rapted the scoundrel before hoe could
open the rafe; but—"

“I'll' eoon see about that!™

Vernon-Smith turned the key in the
safe, end opened the iron door. The
treasure-chart lay within, as the juniors
had seen it placed by the millionaire
lf:mg ago, KEvidently Bunter's interrup-
tion had come in time,

“It's all right.”

“Good epgg 1™

Vernon-Smith closed the safe apain,
locked it, and took out the key. 1e
secured the key on his own walchchain,
for safety, till his father should be in a
state to take charge of it again, Ilis
face was 'm:g grim and serious now,
He realised clearly that the Scuth Sea
chart had had another narrow escape,
the narrowest of sll,

But, for Billy Bunter having turned
out that nigh&l the charf would have
been taken, the key returned to its
place, and the matter would have re-
meained an utter mystery, For M7
Vernon-8mith was not likely to suspect
in the morning that he had been
drugged. Chance—and Billy Bunler—
had favoured the schoolboy treasure-
seckers once more,

“I say, you fellows, it was rather
lucky I turned out, what?" grinned the
Owl of the Remove. “Do you helieve
that it was a false alarm now, Smithy "

" No " growled the Bounder,

Vernon-S8mith coloured a little. His
hasty and irritable temper had very
nearly been hiz undoing again., But for
Tom Redwing's insistence, the way
would have been left open for the un-
known thief to return and complete his
E’ﬁék after the juniors had gone back to

Odl,

“I—I'm sorry, Bunter,” added Lhe
Bounder, with an effort. ™It was lucky,
as you say.”

“Come to think of it, Bunter's stowing
himself away on board has turned out
rather & pood thing, in some wayg™
remarked Bob,

“¥es, rather.”

Bunter smirked.

“Didn't I tell you fellows from the
very beginning, that you couldn't
manage without me?” he demandea.

“Perhaps you believe me now.”
. Hallo, hallo, hallo®  Here's the
skipper !’

Captain Greene came into ithe state-
rpom with & frowning brow. Evidently
the message he had received from
Soamesy hag not pleased him.

“What 1s all this disturbance?" he
grunted,

Vernon-Smith explained. The ecap-
tain's brow grew derker and darker as
he listened, The mystery of the Golden
Arrow was & very sora point with him.
He felt that it wasz & reflection npon
him, that a series of outrages had been
committed on the vessel he commanded,
with the perpetrator still unknown and
nat brought to justice. And he had a
well-grounded upFrehnnsinn* too, of
what Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith was
likely to say whern he came to himself,

The earlier incidents had exasperafed
the millionaire; but when he learned
that ho himself had been drugpged, and
the key of hiz safe taken during his un-
consclousness, his wrath was certamn to
be unbounded. For that reason, as
much as any other. the skipper was
rather keen to pooh-pooh the suggestion
that the millhionaive was drugged at all.
But he could not dount the evidence of
his eyes. He made an attempt to
awaken Mr. Vernon-Smith, but he made
it in wvain, It was obvious that a
thunderclap would not have awakened
the millionaire.
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“I think you need not Le alarmed
about your father, Master Vernon-
Smith,” he said gruffly. “He has beer
given sowe opiate, 1 imagine. How 1t
was administered, cannot be said at
prosent,  Wothing can be done until Mre,
Vernon-S8mith recovars consciousness,”

The Bounder sat down by his father’s
bunk as Captain Greene returned to the
deek,  Whe other fellows returned to
their rooms to finish dressing—they did
not intend to sleep again. Only Billy
Bunter went back to bed.  Soames
hovered about the millionaire's cabin as
the Bounder sat there in silence, with a
moody, thoughtiul brow.

“You inlend to sit up, Master Her-
bert 8 he asked, ]

“ Yos,” gaid Vernon-8mith laconically.

“If you would prefer to return to bed
I shall be very pleased to walch over
vour father, sir.”

“Thank yo1. I'm staying here.”

“Mr., Vernon-Smith would hardly
wish—"

“That will do, Soames. Leave the
door wide opeti. Leavoe the light full
on, You'd better go back to bed.”

Soamoes seemed to hesitabe.

T'om Redwing came back to the room.
Heo had dressed very quickly.

“Vou'd lika me to stay with you,
Sithy 37

“ Yeos, rather, old man [”

“ Right "'

Soames refirca from the state-room.
Bmithy and Redwing in the state.room,
and Harry Wharton & Co. in the saloon
adjoining, remained wids awake and on
tho wateh, till dawn came over the
Indian Ccean. But at dawn Mr,
Vernon-Smita was still sleeping; and it
was not till past nine o'clock that he
opened his eyes ab last, and_h!mked_ln
surpriso at kis son sitting quictly beside
the bunk.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Wrathy !
o ERBERT! What——"

Mr, Vernon-Smith sal up,
and stared at his szon In
astonishment.

# What's the matter, Herbert? What

arc vou doing here "

“erl-:inF after you, dad.” answered
Qmithy. “ Feeling all rightt” ‘

“Ely, what? Yes! Dy gad, it's nine
o'clock 1 said tho millionaire, glancing
at his watel. “IUs late! Why has not
Soames brought my coffec and called
e, &3 usual What does all this

mean

“Your coffee, sir” ‘ ]

Soames appeared as il by magie with
his master's morning colfec on a {ray.
Mr. Vernon-Bmith, who secmed to have
awakened in an irritable mmood, drank
his coffce before asking [urlher ques.
tions. Tom Redw.ng quietly left tho
state-room.

“Now,” sard Mr. Vernon-Smnth, as be
set down his cup, “lell me what this
means, Herberl '

Bmithy quietly explained, Ilis father
starcd at him 1o surprise and incrodulity,

“Drugped? Nonsense!  Siuff and
nonsense! How could [ be drupgged?
Rubbish 1"

“We couldn't wake you, dad.”

“1 dare say § was sleeping soundly.

ard

Boames
leir -|_!'I
“Did you think I waz drugged "
“Master Herbert thought so, sir,” said
Soaines delerentially. * You wern cor-
tgrh:li:-' slagping very soundly indead,
#iI.
“Iwm oot askipg you what Masler

PRIBE
TWOPENCE.

Herbert though.. I'm azking you what
you thought '™ spapped the rmillionaire.

"It was not my place, sir, to contro-
vort the opinion ﬂF-M&:’-thr IHerbert, 1
considered, ™

“¥Yes, yos, ves! DBut now I'm asking
you a guestion, Did you think I was
drugged whoen you saw m= asleep ¥

Soames coughed,

“Well, no, sie, I hardly thought so
mysell,  But you were sleeping very
soundly indeed, sic™

1 hqd a8 wlisky-and-soda béforo I
turned in, as usual,” said Mr, Vernon-
Swnith. “I generally slecp soundly. Aa
for hmnf: drugged, ihat 13 nonsensc!
Ilow could 1 be drugged 1™

“1 cannot imagine how it could Lap-
pen, sir,” said Soames. “I seems very
unprobable to me

‘IThe DBounder gave him a dark look.
There was no doubt in his own mind
that his father bed been drugged, and
he could maot see how Soames couln
deubt, Capiain Greene had been con-
vinced of . But Mr. Vernon-8mith
was evidently disinclined to believe any-
thing of tho sort.

“Improbable?"’ snorted Mr. Vernon-
Smith. *“Impossible, you mean! Stuff
and nonsense! I slept soundly, that is
all. If the key was taken from under
my pillow, as you say., Herbert, 1t does
not imply that I was drugeped ! Rubbish!
I slept soundly. Where is the key?”

Bsmithy handed over the key.”

“Give me my dressing - gown,
Soames.”
Enveloped in a porgeous dressing-

gown, Mr. Vernon-Smith unlocked the
safe at once to investigato the interior.
# MNothing bas heen touched,” lie said,
with great relief.
“Phe man was interropted o lime,”
said the Bounder.
His father pave an angry grunt.
“This state of

A

could have had the audacilv to treat
a gentleman of his importance in such
a manner, He was angry and distaicbed
at what had happened, and all the
angrier at lhe suggestion that ho had
been drugeed on board his own yacht.
There was a strong  similarity o
character between fathor and son, as
Bmithy realiscd rather cloarly just then,
Having formed a hasty opinion, bMr,
Yernon-Smith  was disinclined to hear
ik guestioned, and argumcent had (he
effect of irritating rather than con-
vineing him. That was very like il
Boundar,

“The paler's rather in a4 bato thia
morning,” Smithy  remwarked to  the
juniors.  “He won'l believe ho was
drugged. Hoames doesn't seem to think
w0, cither.’

“Then he's a silly ass,” said Dob
Cherey. *“Soames, T mean, of coursc.
He saw that we coulda't wake up your
pater, Smithy,”

“1 suppose he thinks he's bound to
agree with him,” said Smithy. “The

ter doesn't like being argued with,

* say, this is getling rather thick,
Whatever the pater thinks, we know

that he was druzged last night. Who
could have done it?"

“1 say, vou followg—am—*

“0h, shut up, Bunier!” said the

Nounder irritably.

“(h, really, Smithy! Look here, Tou
Lirard old—hetn—you heard Mr. Vernon-
Smith sav he takes a whisky-and-soda
before going to bed—"

CWell ¥ grunled Smnithr.

“Perhaps he was too liberal with {la
whisky, and forgot lo put in the soda!"™
grinned Bunter.

“You fat wdiot ™

“Look here, you heasi—"

(Continued on nexd page.)

affairs 13  intoler-
ahlat There 18 a
thiof on Loard th e
racht. I do not
in‘sli{:ve- for a
moment that I was
drigged ; bul some-
one must have ab-
stracted e koy,
as you tell me you
found it in the lock.
Good gad! Am I
to bLe obligped to
lock my state-room
door on beard my
own vacht?  Scan-
dalous! Infamons!
Captain Greene
shall Lear of this!
Soames. 15 my bath
ready ¥7°

_ The millionaire,
i a very disturbed
and angry Irame of
mind, bustled away.
Vernon-Smith  went
hack to his own
room to finish dress
ing; e had sat
half-dressed through
the night, unwilling
to lcave his father
alone for a moment.

He rejoined th e
chums of the Re-
move with a gloomy
face. I'h ¢ episode
ol the mght was
weighing on his
mind,

s father did not
Liclicve that he had
been drupggod,
chiefly because be
did not choose (o
belicve that anyoue

il

food.

Ty 2d Marshmaliows too.
See the name ‘(adbury ' on every piece of chocolate,

All you need is 2d. to make a most thrilling
find. But this quest hangs on a request—
the four magic words “a Cadbury Turkish
please.” You say them in a swect shop
and you would'nt change places with a
pirate! O gee!
P.5. You can tell the mater that Cadbury's

Turkish Delight is practically a perfect

O glee! T1t's Cadbury's!

What luck!

o
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“T say, though, that may be 1" ex-
elaimed Nugent. *“The stuff may have
been put in the belile, Swiathy 1Y

Vernon-Brmath reflected {or p moment,
anid then nodded.

“That’s it! The pater helps himself
to a whishy-andsoda in his stateroom
before turning in, end the bottle is
kept in the locker beside his bunk. It's
not locked—anybody could get at it
Depend on it, the opiate, or whatever
it was, was shoved into the whisky.
I'll jolly well get hold of that bottle!™

The Bounder ran to his father's room,
Mr, Vernon-Smith was still in the
bath-room; but in the statc-room Smithy
found Hcames, The sleek manservant
was 1:1d3rin% the room and laying out his
mnster's clothes,

Smithy went at once to the locker
and opened it. There were glasses and
a soda siphon there, and a full botile
of whisky. As it was full, it was obvi-
ously not the one from which Mr,
Vernon-8mith had helped himself the
night before.

“ Where's the other bottle, Soames®™
asked Vernon-Smith,

Boames raised his eyebrows, as if in
nudd surprise at the guestion.

“If you nesd an empty boitle for
any purpose, Master Herbert, T can
obtain one from the steward—"

I want the bottle that was here last
et

“I am sorry, sie—"

a ‘irhera is it'::" ) —_ .
. was empty, sir, an roppe
it overboard when I replaced it I:\ﬁth
a new one,” explained Soames.

“Dh "

The Bounder bit his lip.

“You are sure it
Soames 1™

“ Very nearly so, sir, if not quite,”
taid Soames.  “Bowe small quantity
of liguor may have remained in it, sir;
but my impression was that it was
mnpt{;"

“"Oh! AN rmight.™

The Bounder left the state-room.

Hoames glanced after him, and for a
moment there was & mocking glitter in

was  empty,

ASK YOUR CHUMS TO
JOIH YOU IN A GAME.

SEE PAGES 14 & 15.

his narrow eyves, IHe sgmiled sofily o8
he vosumed his task of laying out his
master's clothes.

“Nothing doing!” gprowled the
Bounder, as he rejoined hia friends,
“The bottle was emply, and Soames
has chucked it away. If the drug was
put 11 that, we shan't find any irace
of 1t now.’

Redwing slarted a little.

“Boames threw it away?!” he asked
quickly,

“Yes. Nothing doing.”

When the millionaire returned to his
state-room his voice could be heard
through the ¢losed door, grumbling and
mumbling, while Scames was helping
him 40 dresz. At breakfast, Mr.
Vernon-Smith was in & very frowning
state.  After breakfast, his interview
with Captain Greene was extremely un-
pleasent for that officer. He pointed
out that but for an accidontal alarm his
safe would have been robbed—and
thera were valusble and important
documents in the safe, .

As for the South Sca chart, the mil-
lionaire either gdid not or would not
believe that the attempt on the safe
had been made on account of that.
That was, in his epinion, stuff and non.
sense.  His business documents and
securities had been in danger, and the
bhare idea of that was intensely ex-
asperating to the City gentleman. He
declared his intemtion of * sacking ™
every man on board. if the unknown
marauder was not discovered by the
time the yacht dropped snchor at
Singapore. )

The next night, when Mr., Vernon-
Smith turned in, he locked and bolted
his state-room door.

THE KINTH CHAPTER.
In the Eastern Seas !

INGAPORE at last!

By the time the East Indian
port was reached the effect of the
mysterious episode had worn off

the minds of the Greyfriars party.
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Mr. Vernon-Smith had long singe re.
covered hiz plump good-humour and
distiesed the matfter from s mind.
But the jumors were glad to know that
he bolted his door carefully every night.
He was not taking any meore risks with
the safe.

That simpie precantion had been too
much for the unknewn marauder:
nothing had been heard of him sinee,
The South Sea chart reposed securely
in the safe, now out of the reach of
thievish hands. The juniors eould
afford to dismiss the matter from their
minds; and they had plenty of other
matiers to think about as the yacht
pglided by strange seas and chennels
among the East Indian Islands.

Mr, Vernon-Smith seemed to have for-
gotten his angry intention of sacking
the whole ship's company at Singapore;
at all events, nolhing more was said
about it.

The millionaire’s business kept tle
vacht a fortnight at Singapore, My,
Vernon-Smiith  being deep in  rubber
business. While Mr, Vernon-Smith had
his days full of business interviews with
planters and agents and officials, the
Groyfriars fellows found the time pass
quickly ' enough, going about Singapore
and seeing its strange siphte. Al the
raced of the East were to scen there,
and every -Drmnt.al.l language was heard.
Among other sights, the Grevfriars
fellows had & look at the immense new
naval base under construction, and they
found it interesting enough; and as they
were not old enough to be taxpayers,
they did not bother about the mi]fi-nn:!-
that were bein ﬂungb{awa}f in that far
corner of the ISast, r. Vernon-Smith
explained to them that that immicnse
base was necessary for the security of
the Empire, sccording to the Thest
military and naval intelleclis available.

“You see, the next war, if it comes
at all, will be in the air,” said Mr,
Vernon-Smith, “so, naturally, they de-
vise a naval base to meet it. But, bless
you, they might have made it a cavalry
borracks! ‘'m rather surprised that
they didn't, really.”

Which the juniors understood to he
sarcasm. Mr. Vernon-8mith had the
pleasure—or otherwise—of paying away
a small fortune every year in the shapo
oi income tax; which doubtless cawsed
him to regard rsuch expensive futili-
tics with a baleful cye.

Singapore was left behind al last,
and the Golden Arrow threaded her
way amidst the East Indian Arcli-
elapo. The Alalay Poninsula was
chind now, and Java and Bumaira on
the starboard, Borneo on the port side.
The Greviriars fellows were in the
midzt of the great rubber-giowing
region—and Mes  Vernon-Smith, who
knew all about every business o which
hiz extensive fortune was invested,
gave them much valuable informelion
about that great British industry. He
told them how the first plants had been
smuggled out of Brazil, cultivated a
Kew, experimented with successfully in
the East—how finally a tremendous
indusiry had been built up by British
m:tarprim in hall a lifetime.

“Think of that when people tell yon
that the Old Country is played ont, my
Loye,” said the milionaire. “ Nine
I}E’f‘:{]lﬂ in ten don’t know that Lho
rubber plantations would never have
existed at all, but for British cnter-
prise. Those fellows made the planta-
tignz, and in doing so made the cheip
bieyele and the cheap car. But for
thein you would have to give a liver
for a hicyele tyre—and not sueh a pood
cnn at that. British enterprizse did i,
but fergot to talk shout . I e
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Americans had done it they would be
telling the world at the top of their
voices. MNow they are raising a howl
about what they call the British
monopoly of rubber. Why don't Lhey
plant rubber themselves? Nothing to
stop thom—if they care to risk their
capital as we did.” Why didn't they do
it in the brst Eluc-c-.—w iat? What was
American push-and-go doing, while
British enterprize  was getting  to
work 1" :

Ar. Vernon-Smith blew a big puff of
smoke from his ecigar.

The millionaire weas very emphatic on
this subject.

Having a large part of his fortune
invested in rubbor estates, and having
risked the loas of it, Mr. Vernon-Bmith
rather naturally desired to handle the
profits when they came along. He was
eloguent upon tfm subject of the eccle-
brated Restriction Scheme, which had
saved the rubber industry from hank-
ruptey, and from falling ruined inle
the hands of American speenlators.

Harry Wharton & Co. found his talk
intercefing enough; and they realised
that Smithy’s father was not 1‘:\\1:-“'-31;'t A
money-msker in the City, as they had
rather considered him. Withont men
of Mr. Vernon-Smith's enterprize and
breadth of wview, the great rubber
industry would never have come into
being, or grown to such an amazing
extent.

The juniors, too, were learning =
good deal about a far-off region of the
great Bmpire to which they hs:"lcnrf:ed,
s roegion of great impoitance, to which
ther had given little thought hitherto.

From these tropical lands, amid
which the Golden Arrow was now
threading itz way, rame the rubber
which made the iyres of their bicyecles
at home. Hundreds of square miles of
foticd swamps had been turned into
srniling plantations, work provided for
thousands of coolies who would cer-
tainly not have been so usciully and
harmlessly engaged  otherwise, and
work, too, for thousands of hands in
far-off England. The juniors rcalised,
and with good reason. that they had
canze to be proud of the race to which
they belonged—and that it is a lesson
that s alwoys worth while to learn.

The rubber region was left Dehind,
and the wvacht glided on L‘:ir islands
British and Dutch. They had many a
glimpse of Borneo, once the stronghold
of wild Dyak head-hunters, and after
that, of Papua, or New Guinea, now
under Australian control; and  later
thev sighted the Solomon Islands. The
vacht touched st TFiji, and then at
Qamoa, and then throbbed on over the
vast spaecs of the Dacific towards the
Marquesas.

The juniors felt their hearts beating
faster as they drew nearer and nearer
to their destination.

They were fairly in the vast Pacific
now, in the region of the Cannibal
Islands. of which they had often read,
but had hardly ever hoped to see.

Somewhere, amid the endless islands
and vast tracks of sunlit water, lay
C'aca Island, the coral i1sle upon which

Black Peter had buried his pearls,
The juniors would have been glad
notgh to begin the scarch for l[%‘:1.139.

Island at anece, but Mr. Vernon-Smith's
buziness lay at the Marquesas, and it
waz there that the vacht was to drop
anchor, There a craft was to be
chartered by the milliooaive, for the
schoolboy treasure-scekers to  explore
the sunny seas m scarch of the reasure.

Wr. Vernon-Bmith still retzined his
own view of the treasure chart. and
goiiled when the juniors spoke of it;
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on ship.”
feller come on ship belong you.*
skipper.

A tall savage stood up in the leading cance, and hailed : ** Taminabo come ship
belong you | ** Captain Greene leaned over the rail.
“ Taminaba bring coconuts sell white feller,”” sald ihe chiel.
* One feller come on ship ! ** answered ihe
s Plenty feller come, plenty gun shoot quick 17 {8ee Chapler 0.)

* Yoll come One Iﬁlﬂﬂﬁ

but he had admitted that there might
be “something ™ in it

Harry Wharton & Co. were of
opinion that there was wmore than
“enmething ” in it.  The wish was

father to the thought, perhaps, but not
one of the Greyiriars party doubted
that the cache of pearls actnaily did
exist, and that Black FPeter’s chart gave
the clue to the cache.

“You've worked out where the piddy
island is, Redwing " Bob Cherry HH]{.{H}{
one dav, after the yvacht had leit SBamoa
behind.

Redwing nodded.

“ntitude five degroes south, and
longitude » hundred and fifty west,” he

answered,  “That's marked on the
chart.”
“West ! ozaid Dob. “We're going
cast.”

“Rast and West meet, of course, if
vou go far enough,” said Redwing,
with a smile.

“ idn't some jolly old poct say that
i Tast is east, and west s west, ond
ne'er Lhe twain shall meet ' 7" said Dol

“That doesn’t apply lo geography,”
satd  Redwing, laughing, "at 18D

degrees of west longitude, you touch
the cast, of course, as it is exactly half-
way round the world, 180 degrees
east, and 180 degrees west, come to the
same thing.”

“1 suppose they do,” admitted Bob.
“1 phelieve I remember being told that
the world was round when I was a kid,
Then we'ro going so far east that we
shan’t be cast at all.”

“ Just that!” assented Redwing

“PBut it would have been a shorber
journey, in that case. to sail west to
the Marguesas,” said Bob.

“Only America would have been in
the wayv.”

“Dear me! Faney  forgetting
Amorica!” said Deb, laughing. “But
isn't there a Panama (lanal we could
have sgueczed through”

“Yee: but Mr. Vernon-Smith couldn't
have called at Singapore in that case.”
smiled Redwing.

“It's business as well as pleasdre for
the pater,” remarked the Bounder.
“He's poing to be busy at the Mar.
quesas for weeks, It was rubber at

[Continwed on page 16.)
Tee Macxer Lingary.—No. 1,081,
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singapore — it's
Marquesas,™
“What on earth is copra?” asked
Tialy.

“The inside of coconuts, used for a

CONTA at the

dashed lot of things,” said Smithy.
“That's another big industre vou
Laven't heard much about. The pates
owns & good many ships engaged in
that business, up an down  the
racifie,”

“I say, vou follows—*

“Halla, halle, halla! Bunter old

ran, let me give you a tip,” said Bob
Lherty pravely. “ We shall bo among
the cannibals scon. Have you ever
notieed that you are as broad as you
ure long?”

“0h, really, Cherry——"

“Apy cannibal sccing you, old fat
hean, simply wouldn't be able to resist
the —temptation,” said Bob. “My
sdvice is, go ¢asy on the grub, and
inin down a little, Drop & ton or two
of supgrflnous flesh, and you will have
z better chance of saving the rest when
we get among the cannibals.”

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Oh. don't be an ass, you know!™
sad  Bunter. *I zay, vou fellows,
we're close to an island, and I can see
cocanut  palms  on  shore. We've
finished the coronuts we got at Samoa.
suppose  we  stop for some more?
I'hey'te good and chesp, vou know.”
M Next stop the Marqguesas,” said
ugent.

“Yes; but that's two or three days
vet, or &8 week., or zomething, and I
want some coconuts,” explained Bunter,
. The juniors gazed at the little coral
isle which had caught Bunter's eve—
that eve having been attracted by the
sight of something catable.

It was a tiny isle, surrounded by a
coral +1'{-|::f, on shich the long, swoop-
g billows of the Paeific broke cream-
ing. Deyond the reef was a lagoon.
and beyond that a shelving beach of
white sand and coral, and, farther on,
uzroves of tall, graceful coconut palms.
Harry Wherton & Co. would have
been glad enough to stop at the isle
and explore it—every island thoy
passed had an attraction for them.

“A real, jolly old Pacific island
said Bob Cherry., “It seoms almost
loa good to ba true, vou fellows. I
can’t sce any eannibals, though.”

" Uninhabited, most likely,” said
Wharton. I beliove there are hun-
dreds, or thousands, of these coral
islands uninhabited.™

“And all those lovely coconuts run.

I:Tll% fo waste!" sand Duntor,
'l speak to the pater,” said
Vernon-Smith, *I'd like io have a

look at the place.”

117 'Gﬂ"'-}d !"

The Bounder tpoke to his father, who
smiled and nodded, and sent & moessage
lo Captein Greene. The yacht turned
feom her eourse and approgched the

litile island.
As they drew nearer to the recl the
jumiors could see an opening in it, com-

prunicaiing with tho nner fagoon. but

Tar Magwer Lineapy.~—No. 1,021

Captain Greene had no intention of risk-
ing the vacht in an unknown, uncharted
channel among coral reeis as hard as
iron and sharp as razors. The yacht
slowed down outside the reef, and in the
channel there appeared, as if by magic,
a large ecance, and it was followed by
another and another.

“Inhabited, after all!™ said Nugent.

'"Yes, rather!” . ;

“1 wonder if they're cannibals?” said
Dok,

“Rot!” said Bunter. ““There aren’t
any cannibals nowadays. All that's been

"put down long ago.”

“I hope so for your sake, old [at
man. Once a canmbal gets an eve on
you we shall lose our Bunter.”

The juniors noticed that Captain
Grecne  and the mate had slung
revolvers to their belts, and three of the
scamen had had rifles served ouk to
thera. The sight gave them a thrill. In
that lonely spot on the wide Pacilic
civilisation and barbarism met face to
face. The steam vacht, fGtted with
clectric light and wireless, with re-
frigefators run on electricity pro-
duced on  board, was the latest
thing in modern construction; but the
savages who wers coming off from the
coral isle in their canoes were just the
satne ns their forefathers had beén o
thousand years ago. It was scarcely
possible to believa that if the crew were
taken off their guard there might be a
terrible ‘massncre, and that tho yacht's
vovage would end there and then, her
fate for ever unknown, save to the brown
men of the Pacific. Yet such things had
occurred among the scattered islands.

Six large cances had come out of the
lagoon, and each of them had at least
a dozen men on board, They did not
seem to be armed, but Captain Greene,
who knew the Pacific, was well awarc
that deadly weapons were hidden within
reach of the dusky hands. ‘The plunder
of such & ‘vessel as the Golden Arrow
would have made every savage there a
rich man for lifs, and the templation
would have been too strong for the un-
tutored children of Nature had they
found the vacht in their power.

“I say, you fellows, surely they don’t
think that these nigpers might go for
us [ exelaimod Bunter.

# Looks like it,” grinned Bob.

“]—1 say, I'm not very keen on the
coconmts, after all—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“They won't be allowed an the vacht,
fathead ! said the Dounder. * We're
not taking chances like that.”

“ Buppose they jump on—"

“Then there will be some shooling.
Captain Greene knows his way about
in theso seas.” .

The yacht lay motionless on the calm,
shining waters, and the canoes drew
alongside, with a plashing of paddies,
A tull savage stmg vp in the [eading
canoe and hailed, He spoke mn the
beche-de-mer  English, which 1 the
language of the South Seas among
natives and traders.

“Taminabo come ship belong you !

Captain Greene leaned over the rail.

“Vou feller come ship belong me,” he
answered, in the same * beche-de-mer ™
English, “You come one feller on
ship.” .

‘““Taminabo bring coconutz sell white
feller,” said the chief. * All feller come
on ship belong you.”

“One feller come on shi?.
the skipper. “Plenty  fo
plenty gun shoet gquick!™ .

Taminabo, the chief, eved him, and
oved the scamien with the rifles looking
over the side. Apparently he decided
that there was no chance of rushing the

" answered

ller come,

vacht with his crowd, and he assented
to the inevitalille, which was trade with
Ehc-hwirite men, instead of massacro and
PO,

“One feller, he come,” he answered.

And the chief clambered sctively on
board, his brown-skinned follower
sitting In the canoes and watching him.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Wanted !

ARRY WHARTON & (o,
lociked with great interest at
tho Bouth Sea chief as he

stepped on the deck of the

Golden Arrow.

Although capable of the most out-
rageous treachery himself, the chiof
catne on board with perfect confidence
in the good faith of the white men,
I'here was not & hint of uneasiness in
bis mannor. His brown, good-humoured
face wore a cheerful grin, and his black
eyes twinkled with keen intercst as lLe
scanned the yacht and her company.
Taminabo wore a grin—but he wore
very little else. A loin-cloth was his
only article of attire; but to make up
for the lack of clothing he had many
cdlecorations. A elay pipe was inserted
in lis nose, through & hole bored in tha
cartilage, and in his large ears he wora
car-rings which were nothing more or
less than large brass curtain-rings.
ound his neck was a string of coral
beadsz, which supported a large dinner-
plate that hung against his brawny
chest. He wors also several strings of
spent eartridge clips, which rattled as
he moved. %n his thick, kinky hair
were bwisted several feathers and searlet
blossoms of the hibiscus, with a broken
tea-cup added by way of speeial orna-
ment,

Taminabe waa evidently something of
a dandy in his own way. Frobably he
was the only chief in the Bouth Scas
who could boast a whole, unbrokenm
dinner-plate in the way of decoration.
His nose ornament was evidently a
matter of some pride also. The other
savages had nose ornaments of coral,
and pipe-stems, and rings, and all kinds
of strange odds and ends; but a clay
pips was something out of the ordinary
and extremely ' chic.”

“ My mi}?' hat!” murmured Bob
Cherry,  “That chap ia some swell, He
looks rather proud of himself.”

“The proudfulness s terrific,” re-
maried Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
“After all, ho i a king here! We aro
cnterfaining  royalty, my esteemed
fricnda. Some Buropean customs would
seem just as odd to this merchant as hia
csteemed manners and customs appear
to Europeans.”

“Oh, draw it mild,” said Nugent,
laughing.

“1 have secn & Dritish admiral, in a
cocked hat," said Hurrea Singh. “It
was interesting and remarkable to view.
This gentleman wears a tea-cup in his
hair. It is the same thing, but a liltle
differcnt.”

Taminabo glanced at the schoolboys
with a careless eye. But his glance
beenme fixed as it fell on Billy Bunter,

]]]:untﬂ arrested his attention immedi-
ately.

"]"hq;;u was an cxpression of surprize
and pleasure on his brown face as he

azerf at the Owl of the Remove, and hia
ook was undoubtedly admiring also,

Bunter began to smirk,

This fellow was a savage, but he wan
a chief—a king among hiz own people,
az the nahob had remarked. And while
he passed the other fellows carelessly
by he fized his royal attention on
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Taminaho polnied a brown fnger at Bunter, as he talked to the ﬂaﬁg.lm
'* My word, good feller kai-kai, that feller,”’ he said.

** Plenty fat

His interest in the fat junior was obviously intense.
-kal, Captain feller sell um, Taminabo give two Iathom

shell money.”* ** No (rade,’” said Captaln Greene, with a smile. *‘ Nothing doing 1 ** (See Chapler 10.)

Bunter, picking him out instantly for
special admiring regard.

That was exactly as it should have
bren, in Bunter's opinion. Bunter had
always becn persuaded that he was a
distinguished fellow, and that fellows
who knew would understand at once that
ke was o superior sort of chap. This
South Seas chief was evidently a fellow
who knew! Royal himself, in his.own
barbarous way, he had recognised
Bunter at onee as the most distinguished
lellow on the ship.

Captain Greenc addressed the savage,
tnd Taminabo answered him, but ail the
time his glance kept wandering o
Hiunter.

“ I say, you fellows, that chap's spotted
me!™ smirked Bunter. *He's taking
Nno quﬁlun at all ef you fcllows. You see
trat ¥

*“athead ™

“Well, you can see it if you're not
Litnded by jealousy,” sneered Bunter,
“It's plain enough. I shouldn’t wonder
it he thinks I'm chief here, He wouid,
judlging by a fellow's looks you knew.”

“{h, my hat '™

“You fllows never liave undersiood
me, or my value,” said Bunter loftily.
“ A Bouth Sca voyage is {eaching you a
lesson. You can see by his manner that
Lie thinks I'm an awiully impertant
fvllow on this vessel, IIe kceps on look-
g at me.”

The juniors were a litile peszled, for
what DBunter stated was gquite correct.
Faminabo scemed hardly able to tear
ais oyes away from the Owl of Grey-
{riare.

“ Hallo, halle, halla! He's talhing
abcut Bunter pow,” said Bob Cuaorey.

“Asking i he's king of the yacht,
perhaps.

Taminabo was pointing a brown
finger af DBunter, as he talked to the
captain. His interest in the fat junior
was obvicusly intense, )

Captain Greene stared a litile, and
then smiled and shiook his head. The
Islanddr spoke mwre urgently. He
raised his voice in his carnestuess, and
thgﬂ Greyfriars fellows heard what le
SR,

"My word! Good feller kai-kai, that
felier ! sald Tamipabo, " Plenty fat
kai-kai!  Captain  feller sell  wm,
Taminabo give two [athom sheil
money |

“WNo trade ! said Captain Greene,

“ Fat feller stop along me, give three
{athom shell money !

" MNothing deing !

- “"What you want give for fat feller
kat-kai ™

“What on earth does kai-kai mcan?®
murmured Frank Nugent

Bunter grinned.

A word meaning a king, or god. or
eomething, L expect,” he said, “You
can see what the chap means.”

“Blessed if I can!™ said Johnuy
Bull, " What does he mean, then ¥

“ Plain enough! He wants me {o go
with him to be his king,” said Bunter.
“He's asking the caplain to let me go
ashore with them to be chief, Kai-kai
mean: something of the sort.™

" Row-wow ¥

“0Oh, really, Bull—"

“He certainly does seem to want
Bunter,” sail Vernon-Smith, puzzled.
“ May think ho's sowe torr of an idel,
poibaps. Wkat with bis ciccunsfercuce,

and his spees, and the rest of him, the
chief may think he's our idol.”

‘Ha, ha, ha [”

“(th, really, Smithy—=" _

“Well, he can have Bunier, if he
likes I said Bob. *He's offered three
fathoms of shell money; I suppose that's
scie sort of currency here. We'll lev
Bunter go cheap if they want him for
an idel”

“Let's make him a
Bunter,"” suggesied MNMugent.

"Lood egg !

“I pxpected this envy and jealousy,”
said Bunter calmly. “They're not likeiy
to offer to make any of vou fellows king
of their island, and chanceé it! I say,
Soames, does the word kai-kai mean s
god or a king 7 .

Soames was standing back from tho
group, in his usual quiet way, looking
on at the scene.

He glanced at Bunter, with a Faint
sniile, 3

“Kai-kai?"” he repeated.

“¥Yes. 1 believe you've bheen in lho
South Seas, Soames; you told Redwing
£0. You know some of their lingo.”

“ A little, sir,” said Soames,

“Well, do you know what katkai
means !

“Certainly, sip !

“What does 1t mean, then?" askod
[Tarry Wharton.

*Food, sir.”

“"Food!™ ejaculated all the Jjuniors
topether.

“ The word is used both as a noun aud
a verb in the islands, si,” said Sownes.
“It meens ‘to eat,” and alzo that which
13 caton.”

Tue Magyer Lisnagy.—Ne. 1,L21.
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“Great pip!”

“Ha, hﬂl.:: ]im ™ ppared Bob Clerry.
“That's what the giddy savage wants
Bunter for! He wants to cat him 1"

The juniors shrieked.

Billy Bunter's fat face became almost
green. .

It was unmistakable that Taminabo
regarded him with great admiration,
Lut it had not occurred to Bunter that
the chief was looking upon him [rom
an edible point of view.

But that was the case. There was
greed as well as admivation in Tami-
nabo’s geze at the fat junior. Ha
looked upon him as a fox might look
upon a very fat rabbit.

“ The—the—the horrid beast | gasped
Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Four fathom shell money, plenty
yams, cance plenty coconut I Taminabo
was saying earnestly. “You sell fat
feller kai-kail, my word!”

“No!” said Captain Greene,

“What voy wani give?” demanded
tha chief sulkily. “ You say what price
belong fat foller 1™

“He isn't for sale !"” gaspad the cap-
tain. “MNothing doing. Taminabo!
Look hare, give beads and box make

Fag

um music for yams and coconuts |

“Plenty beads and box make um
music !” said the chief. “You make
prica belong fat feller, Taminabe pay
um! Plenty feast along fat {feller!”

“Can't be done ! )

“What does he want, Captain
Greene " asked Mr. Vernon-Smith.

The skippeor smiled.

“He wanils Master Bunter to make a
feast in his village, sir.”

“Good gad!" cjaculated the million-
aire.

Taminabo rolled his big, black eves at
Bunter again, The Owl of the Remove
backed bechind the other juniors in
alarm. ]

“Give plenty pig along vams and
coconuts I said the chicl. “Gave two-
three women for kai-kai! Nive roung
fat women make you pleniy kai-kar,
you give fat feller !

The juniors gazed at the South Sca
chief, Y

His offer for Bunter rather took ilicir
breath away. ]

“Is the beast offering women of his
tribe to be eaten?"” asked Bob Cherry,
in & low voice, .

"Yes, sir,"” said Soames. T Quiie s
common custom among these people,
sit They do not rate women very
highly.™

“The beast ought to be eliucked over-
hoard !” growled Johnoy Bull. “1If this
15 & sample of the simple savage, give
me givilisation, even in a slum !

“The simple savage iz all bunkum !"
eeid Bob. ™A savage is just a whils
man without a white man's decency "

‘Five-six f{at young women'!" per-
sisted Taminabo, raising his offer for
Bunter. “ ¥ou trade?"

“No trade !™ gaid the captzin,

“My word! Why white fellor no
irade1” demanded the chief, his black
cres gplinting with anger.

“ White feller no kat-kai man faller,”
cxplained the captain. “Man feller
taboo kai-kai!”

““T'aboo for white feller, no teboo for
island feller !" said Taminabo.

" No trade ! repeated the skipper.

“Exeuse me, sir,” sald Soames softly
to tho captain. “Tho cances are get-
ting in closer, and thoy are getting out
apears from under those piles of yams.™

Captain Greens, with & sign to the
mate to waich the chief, stepped Lo the
rail. e swuang up his revelver.
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“Plenty spear stop along bottom
canoo ! he ra;pped out. * You want sce
plenty shoot i7"

The Eayages in the canoes grinned
sheepishly., Some of them understgod
the words; all of them understood the
captain's revolver. The hidden spears
weres shoved back quickly into their
hiding-place. Ividently the weapons
had been concealed there with the idea
of making a sudden stiack, while Tami-
nabo kept the attention of the whita
men on himself. The treachery of the
islanders was almast infantile.

“Good gad !" said Mr. Vernon-Smith.
“Who'd have belisved such things in
the twentieth contury ! I suppose white
men have never been fo tii)mt 1sland,
captain?'"

“Not unless shipwrecked,” said the
captain., “It's right of tha track of
the traders. Boat I dare say this chief
has been all round the islands in his
canoe. They travel hundreds of miles
in their ecanocs, and Taminabo has
%mi:ed up pidgin English somewhere.

ut he hasn't learned that white men
don’t kai-kai one another.”

“Good gad ! repeated Mr. Vernon-
Bmith, “I ghall feel easier when that
feller is gone.”

Taminabo, realising that there was
nothing doing, gave up his attempt
to obtain possession of William George
Bunter. He came down to business, and
traded a cance-load of yams and ecoco-
nuts for a stack of coloured beads and
8 musical-box. Then he prepared to go
over the side, but his lingering glance
turned on Bunfer again.

“You dou't want to go with him,
Bunter " grinned Bob Cherry.

“I say, you fellows, keep him off !"
gaspad Bunter. “He makes me feel
quite queer !

Ha, ha, ha 1"
Taminabo had made a step towards
tha fat junior. Captain Greene

promptly headed him off, and gently
but firmly shepherded him to the side
and over the side to his cance. Billy
Runter breathed more freely when the
kinky head, with its scarlet blossoma
and teacup, sank below the rail

Yams and coconuts and bananas were
piled on the deck, but Billy Bunter did
not give them a glance. Taminabo
secmed to have taken his appetite away.
The fat junior's complexion was
greenish, and his pod kneea were
!{lmc}ung together, Taminabo stood up
in his canoe, evidently loath to go.

“Two-five fat women, threefive fat
Pig. you sell fat faller kai-kai along
me " he called out persuasively.

“Your price is going wvp, Bunfer!”
said Bob.

“Beast! Ow!®

But tho yacht was in motion again
now, and it glided away from the
canoes. The canoes remained in a
group on the calm, blue sea, the whola
crew of savages staring after the reced-
ing vessel,

They grow smaller and smaller in the
distance, and the last figure the juniors
could make out was the tall Taminabn,
still standing up in his cance and stac-
ing after the wacht.

“He's still thinking of Bunter,” zaid
Bob. “Though lost to sight, to memory
dear, vou know.™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Groovooo ! Grooogh Bunter
seemed quite ill, “1I say, you fellows,
the capiain ought to have shot that
beast while he had a chance. A filthy
cannibal 1"

“I suppose he knows no better,” said
Havrey.

“Shooting i3 too good for him: he
aught to be boiled 1 0il,” said Buuter,

!I‘J

“Thay ought to send & warship to blow
his beastly village into pieces. "They
ought to be wiped out like wermin, .
Grooogh !

And Bundcr shook a fat fist at the
canocs, now sinking out of view on the
distant. blue waters. Then he turncd
his attention, at last, to the fruits «he
SBVagos had handed on board, and
found comfort in ripe coconuts aud
bunches of rich bangnas.

[ ]

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Met on the Pacific [

“ ALLO, hallo, hallg!”
H “What 1s ik, Bob?" ashked
Wharton lazily, from the

depths of a comfortable deck-
chair.

It was a couple of days later, and the
Colden Arrow was stcaming on over &
sca a3 smooth as shining glass, under &
blee sky without a vestige of & cloud.

The heat was intense. The voyagers
wore only & few degrces off the Equator
now, * Harry Wharton & Co. were taking
it easy. in deckchairs under a shady
awning. Even Bob Cherry was not feel-
ing disposed to exert himseli.  Billy
Bunter, stretched in a long bamboo
chair, scemed scarccly to possess suff.
cient encrgy to nibble at a banana.

“Something on the sca,” said Dob.
“Looks like & boat. Castaway, I should
think. I believe we're hundreds of
miles from land.”

“Oh, my hat!” -

_Hot as 1t waa, the juniors were all on
iheir feet at once, with the exception
of Billy Bunter. Any number of cast.
aways in the offing would not nave
made the Owl of the Remove detach
himself from his comfortable chair.

Bob Cherry pointed out the speck on
the sea that had caught his atteniion,

It was little more than a dark spot on
the far-stretching blue waters, but 1t
looked like a erafl of some kind.

“Might be a giddy pecpoise,” said
Nugent. ;

“Or a whale,” said Johnny Bull.

“Looks to me like & boat of soma
sort,” said Bob. " If it is, it must mean
that thers has been s shipwreek, I
fancy. Where's your glasses, Smithy!?

The Bounder unslung bis binoculars
and handed them io Bob.

Bob Cherry ecanned the sea through
tho glasses. The distant object rushed
inte view as soon as he had the binocu-
lars focused upon it. :

“Jt'a a canoe!” he exclaimed.

“Niggors in 17" asked Bunier.

“Half & dozen men of some sort

“Look here, we don't want any more
nipgers!” execlaimed Bunicr. “lUive 1%
a miss, you fellows.™

Tha Owl of the Remove had not for-
gotten Taminabo yob, and he found it
quite unpleasant to think of himself as
“Lkai-kai ” at a cannibal feast.

“Rot!” said the Bounder. “If
they're castaways, we're going to help
thern, That cance must be a coupla of
hundred miles from fhe nearest land.”™

He glanced round at the caplain,
Captain Greene had turned his glasses
on the distant obyject, but he gave no
order to change the course of the yacht.
Apparently he intended to pass the dis-
tant cance by. That meant, of coursa,
that he did not suppose that the men
in it wers casta'nfaﬁs from o wrech.

“Tion'L you think they may be cast-
aways, sir?” asked Vernon-Smith.

The captain shook his head.

“It's & native cance,” he answered.
“The men in it are all natives or half-
castes,” )

“But thev'ro hundreds of miles from
land,” said the Bounder.

i»
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“ These South Sea Islanders make
very extensive voyages in tlheir cances,”
answercd the c¢aptain. “They are
meking no signals of distress, 8till, we
conld run clese to them, if you want to
look at them.”

“I'd like to,” saitd Vernon-Smith.

“Veory well”

And the captain rapped out an order,
and the course of the yacht changed to
bear down on the lonely canoa.

Harry Wharton & Co. watched with
keen interest as they drew nearér to the
little crait:

They had heard of the long voyages
made among the islands by the Kanakaa
in the flimsy-looking cences, but they
could hardly believe that zo slight &
craft would venture hundreds of miles
from land upon waters so treacherous as
those of the Pacifie. All was calin and
emiling now, but any hour a sudden
and terrible tropic storm might have
burst. The canoe was travelling swiftly,
propelled by six fashing paddles in
pinewy hands., Six black men wers pad-
dling, and a man sat at the stern of
the canoe who looked like a white man.
At all events, his face wss not -black,
and he was dressed in white ducks like
& South Ses trader, with a Panama hat.

“Not castaways,” said harton.
“Some (rader, I shieuld say, going to
one of the islands.”

“May as well speak to him,” said Bob
Cherey.  He can’t often meet s white
man here, and he will be glad of 2
chanee te speak to one,”™

“Yes, rather!” .

The vacht throbbed swifily om, bear-
ing down on_the lonely canoe, Billy
Bunter took the trouble to roll as far as
the rail and lean upon it, to blink at
the cance when it was near enough.
Soames, with his silent footsteps, ap-

ared on deck, standing &t a respectiul
g‘i:sta.nm, in his deferential way, while
he watched the cance.

“What do sou make of i, Joames?”
acked Vernon-Smith,

“ 2ome trader, sir,” said Spames. A
half-caste trader of the islanda.”

“ A half-caste!™ repeated Wharion.

The word brought into his mind the
momory of Silvio Xero, the ﬂcagzrntﬂ
haif-caste who had followed Ben Dance
to England, in an attempt to obtain
Black Pecter's chart. Silvio had disap-
pearcd, and the juniors had supposed
that he had gene back to the Facific.
But there were, of course, thousands—
if not tens of thousands—of half-castes
in tha world of slands.

“Not likely to be that chap Silvie”
said Bob, with a grin, as he read the
thought in Wharton's face.

“1 suppose not,” said Harry “We
ghall fall in with him again when we
get to (aca Island, I believe. But
we're not there yet.”

“] say, there seems to be something
familiar about that chap ! said Johnny
Bull. “He's pot gold emr-rings iz hia
e¢ars.”

The juniors stared at the man in the
atern of the cance. He was too far off
for recopnition, but they could catch
the Eli“t of the gold of his ear-rings in
the bright sunshine. Well they remem-
bered the gold ear-rings of the half.
easte who had pursued -the wooden-
lepped scaman,

Wharton knitted his brows.

“Tt's passible,” he =aid. " Anyhow,
we'll have a look at him. The cance
seeins to be trying to edge away.”

“They don't want to eee us!” said
Nngent.

It soon became clear that the cance
was seeking to escape & meeting. The
addlers had changed their course &
ittle, and were paddling faster than
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before. The half-caste was watching the
yacht, his clive face half-hiddefr under
the broad brim of his Panama hat.
Herbert Vernon-Smith fixed the bin-
oculars on the distant Bgure, and he
uttered a sudden sharp exclamatiofl.
#That's Silvio, you fellows!”
“Well, my hat!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry in amazement. * Fancy running
into that scoundrel heral”
“Gure, Smithy 1 asked Johnny Bull,
¥ Oisite]” said the Bounder decidedly.
#is isn't & face that one would forget
in a hurry. JIt's Silvio Xero.”

“Who's Silvio Xero?” drawled Mr.
Vernon-Smith from the dei:uﬂ'ta of his
cheir. “I never knew you lads had any
roquaintances in the South Sea.”

“I told gou about the hali-easte,
fsther,” zaid the Bouwnder. “He was
after that' wooden-legged sailorman who
brought the chart to Eﬂwmg.”

“Oh! Yes, I remember,” said Mr,
Verncn-Smith, with a smile, I remem-
ber, Herbert. The fellow who thréw a
knife at you.”

“That's the man.” _

Tl have & look at him, then,” said
Mr. Vernon-8mith, rising from his chair.
“J guppose we can't do anything to the
rascal, here in the South Seas. There
are no policemen handy to take him into
custody—what 1" ;

The canoe was still edging away, but
it had, of course, no chance of eluding
the yacht., The Golden Arrow glided
down upeon it swiftly. Why the hali-
caste rought to eclude a meeling was
rather a puzzle to the junicrs. It was
impossible that Silvic could know any-
thing about the millionaire’s yacht, or
that he tould even guess that Redwing
and the Greyfriars fellows were on
board her.

Possibly, now that the racht was
drewing near, the half-caste’s keen eyes
had recognized. the faces locking over
the rail. But the canoe bad heen
striving to dodge the yacht, long before
Silvie could possibly have seen and
recognised the juniors, For some

resson of his own, the half-caste evid-
ently desired to avoid a meeting with
any vessel.

“The rotter is ug ta something,” said
Bob Cherry, with conviction, “He
\‘antﬂ to keep clear of any white man's
ship.

“But why? said Nugent.

“Goodness knows—only he's got lots
of things on his conscience, I suppose.”

“There's something on board that
canoce,” said Vernon-Smith guietly.
“Took at that canvas—there's some-
thing under it that moves”

o -hat! A prisoner, perhaps?”

“He may have been stealing pigs,”
paid Bob. “ Anyhow, I think we ought
to give him a lock in®

The cance was quite close now. The
kinky-haired Bolomon Islanders who
had been paddling were resting on
their paddles now, realising the
impossibility of escaping. They sab
panting and sweating with their exer-
tions. The half-casts, sitting at the
end of tha little eraft, watched the
yacht with glittering black eyes, s
lips, drawn back from his gleaming
white teeth in a snarl

There was no doubt of his identity
now. Here in the trackless waste of
waters of the vast Pacific, the Grey-
friars fellows had met again the man
who had tracked Ben Dance to Eng-
land, and who had robbed the wooden-
legged sailorman of the chert, only to
lose it sgain to the juniors. It was
Silvie Xero, with his olive skin and
gﬁitt.en'ng pold earrings, who sat n
the canoe, watching the approach of
the yacht with hoshle eyes.

But the attention of the Greyiriars
fellows was fixed less upon the haif-
castea himself, than wupon & mass of
loose canvas that lay in the bottom: of
the ecanoe, botween him and the
paddlera,

Many times, while they had observed
it, that canvas had stirred, as if 1t hid
something living from sight.

Tae MacxeT LisRary.—No. 1,021,
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It was possible, of course, that plgs
or dogs, taken for food on the voysge,
wore sheltered from the blazing sun
urider the canvas, But it was not like
the South Bea savages to show so much
consideration to dumb animals. HEnow-
ing as they did, the lewless and fam?l-
ous character of the half-caste, the
juniora wers quite prepared fo fnd
that he had a prisouer on board the
canoa: in which case, 1% wu_na:‘.uqnl
that he should have screcned his vietim
from sight, as soon as he observed the
white man's vessel bbaring down
towards him, That, too, would account
for the canoe's asttempt to avoid =2

mecting,

“Lxeuse me, sir!” It was Scames’
soft, sleek  voice addressing the
millionaire.

Mr. Vernon-Smith glanced round.

“What is it, Scames™

“You are aware, zir, that I am
not  unacquainted with these waters,”
#aid Soames. "I think it my duty to
point out, sir, that thero is consider-
able rizk in approaching too near that

canoe. ™
“Eh! Where is the risk? asked the
millionaire,

“These zlanders, sir, excol at throw-
ing the knife,” said Soames. "It is
very likely that any man on #that canoe
could kill'a man at a vory considerabls
diztance, by throwing his knife.”

“We had & sample of what Bilvio
could do in that line,” said the
Bounder. “But ha'd better not try it
on hera.™

“The half-casto has a revolver in hi:
hand, sir,” said Soames. "“Probdbly
lie is & lawless c¢haracter who does not
desire to be questioned, I only suggost,
sir, that there may be unnceessary risk
in_approaching the cance too close.”

“Br pad, that's truc!” snid br.
Vernon-3mith. *“Tle man appears to
ba & lawless ruffian, but we do not
want Lo be forced te shoot him! If you
lads Jave seen encugh of him, we may
as well sheer off.”

“Not yet, father,” said the Bounder.
“We want to sce what he's got hidden
under that canvas®

“igs, most likekv, sir ! gaid Soames,
“There is a comsiderable trade among
the islands in pigs and othar live-
stock.™

“Very likely; but we're goin' to
make  sure.” said  Vernon-Smith.
“That man Silvie isn't a trader, but
a c¢ut-throat adventurer. I can't
imagine him trading pigs among the
islands.  Father, if he's got some
prisoner hidden there, it's up to us to
chip in.™

“Certainly, certainly ! said MMr.
Yornon-8mith. “But we don’t want to
e foreed to shoot the man in self-
defence, Herbert, and Soames thinks
1t 13 only some livestock there. Soames
knows these seas,”

T mssure you, Master Herbert——*
said Boames smoothly.

The Baunder interrupted him,

“That's all very well: but we want to
salisfy ourselves. Captain Greene will
be able to keep the scoundrel in order,
if ho dares to cut up rusty.”

“Depend on that,” =aid the skipper,
with a smile. “If you care to scarch
the canoe, sir, I will post a couple of
men with rifles to keep the half-caste
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under cover, That will put a stop to
aAny nonsensge,” :

“Good gad!” said Mr. Vernon-Smith.
“If you think it possible that that
scoundrel has some prisoner on the
canoe, captain—" ;

“I think it i1 fairly certain, sir=
those savages would not take the
trouble to screen animials from the sun.
Whatever is iunder that canvas is being
deliberately hidden from mght!"

The captain gave Boamea a rather
sharp glance.

“I1f yvou kwnow anything about these
seas, my man, you should know that”
he added. “If wou're nervous of
throwing knives, vou can go below!”

“Thank you, sir,” seid Soames
smoothly, * With Mr. Vernon-Smith's
permission, I will below.™

“Do ! gaid the millionairo ecarelessly,
and the manservant went guietly down
the companion.

He leit the juniors smiling. It was
possible that there was somie risk in
dealing with the half-caste, but the
Greyfriara  fellows gave it little
t'!lﬂug'hl:, and Soames" evident desire to
avoid contact rather entertained them.
IBut Tom Rndwh;ﬁ- did not smile, and
hiz glance followed Boemes, deubtingly,
Redwing had almost forgotten hia dis-
trust of Mr, Vernon-3mith's “man,”
but never guite. And it came into his
mind now that it was not funk that
caused SBoames to desire to keep away
from the hali-caste Silvio.

It vame into his mind that possibly
Soames and the hall-caste werse no
strangers; that Soames had known the
man in his ecarlier days in the Bouth
Seas, and did not desire that fact to
be brought to i by a meeting now.
Redwing was almost mshamed of his
suspiciona of the sleek, gﬁfaranﬁ}l
man-servant; and yet they lingered im
his mind, and conld not ba wholly dis-
missoed.,

The wvacht was towering over the
canoe now, and the engines were
stopped. Two seamen, with rifles in
their hands, looked down over the rail,
the muzzles bearing upon the canoe,
Sifvio Xero pave them a black look.
If he had thought of using his revolver,
he gave up the ides now. The rifles
would have riddled the canse with
Bullets at & word from the captain.

“Canoe shoy!™ the skipper hailed.

Silvio looked at him.

“What have vou got on board vour
canoe T

“Mo business of white feller bhelong

ship.,” answered the half-caste insd-
l-:um.]?','. .
“You'd better speak civilly, my
man,"” said Captain Greene, with a
gleam in his eyes. “T don't take back-
chat from half-castes. Give me any
more impudence and I'H swamp your
canae.  Answer my guestion !

“"Yams and sweet potatoes, trade in
umn  islands,” answered the half-caste
gullenly.

“Yams and don't
kick when under
canivas,” sald the captain  grimly.
“Anything elset™

*Little prgs!™

“Will vou trade your pigs?”

Silvia shonk hiz head.

“No trade ! he answered.

“You won't sell your pigs?™

“MNo ean scll. Pig him
master.” .

“Let us seo them, then,” said Cap-
toin Greene. " Now, then, shift that
canvas aside, and lot us gee the pigs”
Fhe half-caste’s black  ¢ves burned
like live coals,

Why captain feller he want see
pigs*" he nsked.

sweel  potatoes
thev're placed

belong

“That's my business!  Shift that
canvas plenty quick,” rapped out the
captain, and he showed Eh ravolver
over the polished rail of the yacht,

White feller mﬁtam he mind um
huﬁmﬂm," aaid the helf-caste,
order you to shift that canwvas,
you impudent yellow-faced scoundrel”
shouted Captain Greeno angrily,

The hali-caste did not stir. Bavage
ferpcity and hate burned in his eyes,
and his dusky hand gripped the butt
of hia rovolver almost convulsively.
Evidently he did not intend to obey
the I!qidﬂn I

“That settlea it, you follows,* said
Redwing. *He dare not let us Clel)
what he's got hidden there.

“Heo's going to, though,” =aid the
Bounder.

“Will you shift that canvas? roared
the captain.

The half-castc made no answer, and
did not stir,

“Eeep those rifles handy,” said Ca
tain Greena. “ Shoot the man dead if
he so much as lifts a fnger whilo I'm
boarding him 1*

“Av, ay, sir!"

And Cuptain Greone dropped from the
Hm:hj:’s side to the canoe, which was

oating alongside and touching the
larger vessel. He landed on his feet
among  the Solomon Islanders, the
sudden impact of his weight causing the

canoe to rock wildly. 'The black
Eqddler: acrambled, jabbering, out of
15 way; and Silvio Xero sprang to his

feet, wespon in hand, But the rifles
levelled from above daunted him, and
he did not raise a kand, though his
olive face was almost convulsed with
fury. TUnleeding him, the ecaptain
stooped and dragged nmside the looss
cAanvasg,

Then thera was a shout from the
crowd lining the side of the yacht,

For the drawing aside of the canvas
revealed a man lying in the bottom of
the canoe, bound hand mnd foot with
grass-ropes, with a gag in his mouth.

o man was 8 mahogany-faced seaman
with & wonden lepg.

“Ben Dance!™
Wharton.

shouted  Harry

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Rescus of Bon Dance !

EN DANCE lay in the bottom of
the canos blinking dazedly in
the sudden glare of the sun. The
rreviriarzs fellows knew him in-

stantly. It was the wooden-legged
seaman who had broupght the chart ?rum
the Bouth Seas, and had vanished after
handing it to Harry Wharton in trust
for Dlack Peter's nephew. What had
becoma of him the juniorz had mnot
known, though they had guessed that he
had gone back to the seu. Evidontly ha
had returned to the FPacific, there to
fall into the relentless clutches of the
half-caste.

Ben IMance's powerful limbs  wera
bound' with strong grass-ropes, snd he
was cruelly gagged, with grass-rops
drawn round his head tightly in his
open  jaws, Doubtless ha had been
bound ever since he had been placed, a
prisoner, in the canoe, and the half-
cazte had popgged Lim as soon as he
sighéed the vacht beaving down. io pre-
vent a call for help, The hapless sea-
man lay and blinked. his mabogany face
drawn with pain and terror,

“*Ben Dance

“Bo that's DBen Dance cxclaimed
Tom Redwing, who had not seen tha
man belore. “Iu the hands of that
scoundrel Silvia ™
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(Sec Chaptey 11.)

Unheeding Silvio Xero, Caplain Greene leaped into the canoe among the Solomon JIslanders, and dragged aside the loose canvas,
As he did so, there eame & shout from the crowd lining the side of the yacht. For the drawing aside of the eanvas revealed

the bound and gagged form of a mahogany-faced seaman with a wooden leg. ** Ben Dance [ shouted Harry Wharton.

Captain Greene stared down at tha
man. fle had expected to find a
prisener hidden under the canvos, but
hiad Lardly expected the prisoner to
prove (o be a British sailorman,

“¥You low-down half-caste scoundrel 1™
exclaimed the eaptain. “You've got a
white man here "

Silvio eved him savagely. He eyed
the captain and he eyed the many faces
looking down from the yacht, and 1t
was plain that the desperate thought
wae working in hiz mind of making a
fight for it. But it weuld have been
hopeless, and he knew it. The rifles
fromi ebove were beariug on him, and
he would have had time for no more
than one shot. As for the Bolomon
Islanders whe maunned the canoce, they
evidently had no intention of resisting.
The cance mcn were not even armed—
the half-caste could not have trusted his
life in their hands had they been
allowed to carry weapons. Hven with
his paddlers unarmed, the desperate
sian ran the rizk of being seized by sui-
prise and turned inte “kaikai " with

surh a crew,

Captain  Greene  half  raised lis
revolver,

Phrow  that pistel iote the sea,

lenty quick ! he rapped.
& Silvio did not obey.

“Yeau drop pistol belong you in water
plenty guick, er——" Captain Greene
took aim.

Splash ! -

The hali-caste’'s pistel dropped into
the water.

“That’s better!”™ said ihe captawn.
“Now release that man!”

Trembling with rage, Silvie obeyed.
Capfain CGreene was not to bo argued
with, as the half-casie realised now.

The grass-ropes were unfostencd, and
Ben Danee was free. He sat up in the
botlom of the canoe, mumbling with his
nehing jaws. His limbs were cramped
from the creel bonds, and ke was unable
to rise. ]

“Pake your time, my man,” said the
captain  kindly. “I'll have a line
vigged to get you aboard.”

“Thanky kindly, sir!” mumbled Den
Danece,

Captain Greene called up an order to
the mate, and o line was thrown to the
cance. The cuptain securcd it aboot
the seaman, ubder his brawny arms
Ben Danco was lifted, half clamberving,
up the side of the Golden Arrow, and
landed on the deck.

The half-caste watched the transfer
of his prisoner to the yacht with eyes
ghittering with rage.

Nut he was powerless to offer resist-
ance to the rescue of the woodeni-fegged
seaman.,  Ie gritted his white teeth as
Ilen Dance disappearad from lns sight,

“Now you finish! he nmnttered,
“¥ou go ship belomg you, leave camoe
belong me !

“1've more than hall a mind to take
you on and clap you in irons!™
snapped Caplain Greene.

He turned his back on the scowling
hali-caste and elimbed on ihe yacht.

In & moment Silvio had mutiered a

word toe his crew, and the paddles
flashed again. Like a frightencd bird,
the cance darted away from the Gelden
Arraw.

The engines throbbed, and the yacht
reaumaed hor course. In a few minutes
Silvio's canoe was once more & speck
on the ocean.

Meanwhile, the Greviviars juniors hind
gathered round Pen Dance,

Thie wooden-logged scamon was sore
and cram from hisz honds, but his
hronzed face was bright.  Iis rescue
from the savage half-caste in mid-ocean
when he had given up aH hope scemed
like a miracle to Him, For some time
lie coskl hardly speak, his jaws being
numbed by the grass-rope gag. Tom
Redwing brought hiir o ?a.r pannikin
of water, and he swallowed it ta the
last drop and pasped with reliel.

“Thanky, sir!"” he panted. * I reckon
1 was dry, sir. Not a drop of water nor
a bite of food have I had since that
fiend gol me on the canoa! He's
gona P

“ Almost out of sight now,” said Tom
reassuringly. “Net that he could hurt
you here.”

The zcaman shooak his head.

“You don't kvow that demon, sic!”
Le answered. **He ain’t a man; he's
jest a demon in the shapo of one! It
was him that kdled Rlack Poter for his
pravle, though he never laid hands on
them."”

“My uncle!” exclaimed Redwing.

Dance stared at him.

Tee MacyeT LipRary.—No. 1,021,
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“You young Redwing, then?” he
asked,

“ Yes"

“You pgot the chart? asked Dance
anxiously. “I knowed 1 could trust the
voung gentleraan I give it td; T kuow o
face [ con trust, and you can lay io
that, Dut yveou got it sufe?" )

“Quite safe ¥ sdid fTom, with a smile,
“Tt's on board thiz yacht now, locked
up in Mr. Vernon-Smith’s safe.”

“ Shiver me!” muttered Dance. *°Tf
Silvio had knowed that, I lay that he
wonldn't have gone away so peaceful in
iz canoe ! -

Tho juniors could not help smiling.
Evidently the wooden-legged seaman
had o deep-scated dread of the hall-
caste. They could not help smiling at
ihe idea of the half-caste making an
attempt.to seize the chart on boawd the

vacht single-handed.

“You don't know that man, young

ntlemen,” aaid Ben Dance. Y o
gﬁn’t know what he's capable of. ¥eu
won't live to lift them pearls, Tom Red-
wing, if Silvio can get near you with
his ﬁnif&! You can lay to that!”

Mr. Vernon-Smith was _c::l.remg the
wooden-legged seaman curiously.

“You n%ﬁetlm man who brought the
chart to England?” he asked.

“ Avoay, sir!” said Dance, :

“You belicve that 3t will guide this
lad to a treasure that was buried on an
island by his uncle?"’ gzhed the million-
aire, with an amused smile,

“That's so, sir,” said Dence. “A
cache of pearls—worth a big fortune,
sir. Dlack Peter, he knowed where to
iay his hands on the pearls he did, and
he knowed where, to put them safe
When he was in the -';‘I!.!E]""Llltlni; what
some folks call blackbirding, ne was
getting pearls all the time. T sailed
with him then, sir, and I knowed. I
knowed that he had his cache on Caca
Island, though I never knowed whers,
But it's all writ in the chart.”

“And you brought a ehart, which
vou believe to be worth s fortune, to
hand over to this lad#® said Mr.
Vernon-Smith. _

“] promised Peter Bruee, sir, when
he lay on his beam-ends on the beach,
arter that demon had put a Malaita
knife atween his shoulders,” said Den
Dance. *He had made his Inst voyage,
and he reckoned he was going to lLift
the pearls and sail for England; but
Silvio's knife secttled that. And then
he made me swear on the Good Book
to take the chart home to his nevvy,
so that his sister’s son would be a rich
man. And I did it, with that murder-
ing half-caste arter me all the time;
and at the finish he'd have got the chart
but for these young gentlemen.”

Tha millionaire pursed his lips
thoughtfully. It was borne in upon his
mind that the treasure chart was a
matter to be taken more seriously than
he had hitherto dreamed of taking it.

“Well, if the pearls are there, Red-
wing will have no difficulty in takin
possession of them,” he said. " He wi
sail from the Marquesas to find them,
and care will be taken that the half-
caste is not allowed to interfere. But
what was the manr's object in maoking
you & prisoner? Where was he taking
you in that cance?”

Dance shuddered.

“He got hold of me on the beach at
Nuka-hiva, sir.” he answered. * Arter
I'd got rid of the chart, I never expected
F::m see him zgain; he knowed that I
wadn’t got the chart. I came back to
the Marguesas on a r_-n%m trader, and
one night he got me on the beach. They
roped me up and got me in the canoe

Tue MaagxeT Lipeanry.—No. 1,021

andd mut ot te sea ot once. ITe was
heading for Cara when you came on
lim, sir.

“For the pearl land ™ exclaimed thie
Bounder,

Ay, av, s#r! Having Jost the chavt,
Silvie rechoned that I knowed somcthing
about where the pearls was hid; he
never believed that I'd taken the chart
to DHack Peter’s nevvy without looking
at it anfd getting the lay of it in my
mind., And ha was going to make me
guide him to the cache on Caca Island.
1 couldn't have done it, sir, but he
believed that I could; apd as econ as
we touched Caca it was to be the pearls
for him, or kai-kai for me.”

“ Kai-kai ! repeated the millionaire.

“Yes, sir. Them black villains in his
canoe, would have cooked and eaten me
on the beach at Caca,”

“Cood gad!™

“That's what vou've saved me from,
sir,” smid Bem Dance, shivering. "I'd
given myself up, sir; I knowed it was
kai-kai for me. ’'Cause why, I couldn’t
{I?\'ﬂ guided him to the cache to save my
i ul:u‘

“Ts it possible that the man has put
to sea 1n & canoe with & crew of canmi-
bals ? exelaimtd Mr. Vernon-Smith.

“Jest that, sir; snd as like as not they
may try to make kai-kai of him now
that he's lost his gun.”

“ Good gad ™

“Dut they won't get the hetter of
Silvio,"” added Ben Danca, *“He ain't a
man; he's a demon! He's killed more
men than he's pgot fingers and toes.
Even Black Peter couldn’t get the better
of him, and he pot Peter at last. And
Black Poeter was a hard man to gek, sir.
I've knowed him hold his whole crew
off, sir, when they rose agin him on his
keteh, and drive "em back to order arter
shooting threa or four and chucking
them to the sharks.”

“Oh exclaimed Tom Redwing.
"“He was the man to handle them,
sir,” sald Ben Dance. “He didn't vally
much a black man's life. What became
of the Ave men who went ashore with
him to bury the pearls on Caeca? They
never came back to the keteh, and
nobody ever dared to ask any questions.
Black Peter came back in the canoe
alone, and there was a lock on his face
that miade every man know that he'd
better not ask where the paddlers was !

“IHe left them on the island?” asked
ledwing.

" Not alive, I reckon.”

“My hat!" murmuored Bob Cherry.
“Your uncle seems to have heen rather
a hard nut to crack, Reddy.”

Redwing was silent. He hardly
remembered his uncle, but he knew that
Black Peter was said to have been a
hard man. But he had never expected
to learn details like these [rom Peter
Bruce's old shipmate.

His sunburnt face was a little pale, A
icture was in hiz mind, called up by
Yance's words, of the grim, black-
bearded man having cached the treasure
of pearls in some hidden spot, turnin
his revolver, perhaps, upon the wretehe
blacks who had assisted him, ruthlessiy
sacrificing their lives {o preserve the
seeret of the cache. The treasire of
Caca Island was already stained with
blood and crime.

The Bounder pressed his arm, under-
standing the thoughts that were passing
in the mind of the sailorman’s son.

“Don’t think about 1t, Reddy,” he
sald, *“It's the way of the South Seas.
Life is cheap in the Pacific. Uncle Peoter
seems to have been rather & corker:
but there are plenty worse among the
islands, No good thinking about what
can't be helped.”

Hedwinpg nodded, but he did not speak,
Ben Dance wos taken forward te berh
with the erew, and the satlorman’s son
rednained, Jq::lltil'lg an tho rn[], wgtt'd:il'mg
the far-stretehing bloe waters with a
thoughtful line i his forchead. What
he had learned had been a shoek to lim,
and ‘he could nob help thinking that he
would learn more now that he was in
the waters whers Black Peter, in his
time, had been a well-known chametor.
Yeb the man, hard and desperate as o
had evidently been, had had a kind
thought for his own kindred in his last
hours, and bhad striven to make hia
sister's son the heir of the treasure that
was stained with blood.

For that reuson Redwing could not
help feeling some tenderness for his
memory, though he now suspected—what
he was later to learn with certainty—
thet DBlack Peter was remembered
among the islands as one of the most
reckless and hardy desperadoes that had
ever sailed the Pacific.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFTER.
Not Halves Ior Bunter !
gk IE&Y, you [ellows!"

“Dear me! Is that Dunter
talking again?’ yawned DBob
Cherr;.r,

“I sa :

“The talkfulness is truly terrific,”
marked Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

“0h, really, Inky—"

“Land to-day,” said the DBounder.
“We shall be at the Marquesas befora
nightfall, vou fellows."”

“Lood ™ said Wharton,

“I say, vou fellows——"

“And then the giddy treasurc-hunt
Begina,” said Vernon-Bmith, rothlessly
heedless of William George Bunter.
“The pater 13 laking it & bit more
seriously now. IHe's going to take no
end of trouble, and make no end of
arrangements, fo see that we're safe
while we're looking for the pearls. Of
course, we can take care of our-
selveg—--"'

“What-ho t"

“But we shall have (o give the pater
his head,” said the Bounder, " He's
going to make a big sacrifice on our
account.”

“YWhat's that?” asked Nugent.

“Soames is to sail with us when we
start, and keep a fatherly eve on us and
sea that we don’t get into any mischief.”

“BMy hat! But vour father will want
Soames,” said Bob Cherrv, “How will
he manago without him?®”

“That's where the sacrifice comes in,”
grinned the Bounder. “He's parting
with the invaluable Boames for our
sakes. The fact 15, we'd rather beo
excused ; but the pater means well. He
can trust Boames, you see.’”

“I'm sure he's trustworthy,” sgid
Wharton, laughing. “But we really
don’t want to be locked after.”

“That's what a fellow's pater never
ean see,” answered the Bounder,

“Butf it's rather hard lines on
Soames,” said Johnny Bull *“He can't
want to go mutin%ﬁabmt& the islands
with a lot of schoolboys.™

“One would hardly think so,” assented
tha Bounder. * But the pater says that
Soames made the offer, and he was glad
to jump ab ik."”

“Well, Scames won't worry us,” said
Harry,

“1 think it's a joliy good idea,” said
Bunter. “Soames can look aiter me.
I'm not accustomed to travelling without
& servant, like you fellows.™

“Ha, ha, ha !" ) ]

“I can see Soames doing i, grinned
the Bounder.

*1 say, you fellows———"%

Ia=
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(Continucd frem previous page.)

“"Talking again!® said Dob. " What
a lellow you are for talking, Bunter!
Why don't you try a little thinking, by
waoy of o change 1"

*Oh, really, Cheryy——-"

“ Mothing to do it with!” remarked
Johnny Bull,

“Peast! Look here, you fellows—"
“I shall be jolly glad to see land
egrin,” remarked Bob, " We may get

auother offer for Bunter at the Mar-
giarsas,™

*“Ha, ha, ha "’

* Look heore, vou fellows! Will you
Listen 7  licoted DBunter. “It's im-

rtant. We're qning after 1the pedris

mn & fow days
“Wa are—-wi i5,"” agreed Daob.
“And we haven't settled yot how the
trenzure is to be whacked out when we
find it,” said DBunter, blinking at the
chums of the Hemove through his bip
spoctacles, “That's rather important.”

“Blossed i T see 1t!” said Nob, “The
earls belong to Redwing, as they were
re!t to him by his unele, We're going to
help him find them but we're not going
to stick him for any of them, fathend !™

“You sgilly ass!” hooted Bunter in-
dignantly. ‘Do you think I'm going to
scarch for a treasure, and risk my life
among <ennibals and half-castes and
things, without getting a whack of the
siuff ¥ [ ean jolly well tell you that I
sxpect o share |

“That's all right, Yoo won't get 181"

“I'd rather make af arrangement to
whack out the treasure, if we hnd it, you
fellows,” said Tom Redwing quietly.

“Nothing doing I said the Bounder.
*We're not poing to rob you, Reddy.™

“ Mo fear!” =zaid Nugent.

“Utter rot!” said Harry Wharion.
*We've come elong to help, but the
pearls belong to you, Reddy. Vou're
coming back to Greyfriars with the loot,
if we're lucky. Wo sghall be jolly glad
to have you thers apdin, snd that is
where we come in, seei”

“The rewardiulness of =eceing the
esteemed Redwing's ancient and ludie-
rous countenance in the execrable school
will be =ufficient for our worthy selves !
declared Ilurree Jams=et Ram Singh,

“All the same———" said Redwing,
with & smile,

“Can i1 interrupted the Bounder.
*1t's settled aboul that, Redying !”

“1 say, you fellows——"

*Shut up, Bunter !

“Shan't] All very well for vou fel-
lows not to share—that's all right, for,
of course, you won't be any use; more
likely to be & hindrance. But it's
difierent with me. I shall expect ta go
halves 1Y

“DBlessed are those who don’t expect [V
yawned Bob., “They never get disap-
pointed.”

“Now, we've got to have this plain !”
said Bunter, wagging a fat forefinper
ldﬂlﬂ!liﬁhiﬂgl?’ at the juniors. * T shall
elaim halves! That's got to be sgreed
to before I consent to come at all ™

“Ha, ha, ha !"” rogred the juniors,

*T1 mean it " howled Bunter, “Tnless
that's definitely settled, T shall stay on
the yacht, and refuze to come with you
at all looking for the trcasure,”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Oh, wunpsay those ecruel words!”
gasped Bob Cherry, “We can't do
without you, Bunter. SBuppose we run
out of grub? You would last us for
wecks,”

“ Beast 1V

“Fancy not seeing Bunter all the time
we're rooting after the treasure!”
sobbed Bob. “Fany not hearing his
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One revolver on board, and that deadly weapon in the hands of an
unsctupulous ruffian who would just as scon sheot Haxry Wharton & Co.
and throw them to the sharks as look at them. That's the unenviable position
in which the Greyfriars Chums find themselves in next week's absorbing

“THE WHIP-HAND!”

Don't miss this “treat of the week” whatever you do, chums.

story entitled :

ORDER YOUR

voice all that time! Do you fellows
think you could bear 187"

“"We'd trv,” grinned Nupgent.

“We would summon all our estecmed
fortitude,” said Horrea Jamset Ram
mingh, “We might possibly survive.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You can cadkle!” roared Bunter
“But I mean it, every word! 1 shan't
come unless go halves in the
treasure [

“Good I said all the jumors together.

“Well, supposea we say & quarter!”
said Bunter, relenting. “T1 never was
a greedy ﬂjiﬂ.l’]', aa you feilows know.
Nothing mean about me.”

“{h, myv hat ¥

“Make it a quarter, and it’s a go!™
said Bunter

“Otherwise you won't come ! asked
Baob.

1] Nu.ﬂ

“That setties it. Tt won't be a
guarter—it won's be a millienth part,”
satd Bob, with a chuckle. *1 heope
you'll have a good time wailling for us
at the Marquesas, Punty. We shall have
a good time—i1f you stay there.”

“Ha, ha, ha!*
“Hear, hear !
“I proposy a vcte of thanks to

Bunter,” seid Bob Cherry.

COPY EARLY.

*71 eecond that [ seid Johnny Bull.
“ Passed unanimonsiy,”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter glarea ot the chums of
the Remove, with a glare that almost
cracked hia spectacles,

* Beasts | f? inu think you're gniqr
to leave mae behind, you've jolly well
mistaken, I'in iniiy COMITNE.
Yah !

*“Ha, bha, ha!*

There was a shout from the man on
the look-out, and the Greyfriars feilows
bounded to their feet.

“*Tand "

“The jolly old Margquesas at last!®
exclaimed Bob.

well

*Land ho !" .
And, with hentmg; hearts, Harry
Wharton & Co. stood looking across the

blue, swelling waters of the Pacilic,
watching the hills of Nuka-hiva rising
clearer and clearer {rom the waves,

THE EXD.

(What fresh adventures await Harry
Wiharton & Co. now that they have
arrived at the Marguesas—now that the
time has come for them to part company
with Mr. Fernon-Smith?  Next week's
arand story will tell you, chums, Don'y
miss (£ on any account.)
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FALLING INTO GOLD!
wellow metal bliterally head-first!

That's the experience of youmg Terry O Hova for, by a shrange chance, lie striizes the procious

/

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

{Introduction on page 25

There the right of Uncle Clem to the
Yellow Horseshoe clann was duly estab-
lished, a3 reguired by law.

At Brady's general store in McLennan
Crossing, they bought a large strip of

The Sirike !
HILE pandemonium  reigned,
‘:‘,‘ Jack, panting for breath,
ptood over Morgan with

clenched fists, waiting for him
to rise. And when, by the aid of Lefty
Himons, Bull Morgan did get to his
feet, he had no stomach left for further
firht. The hammering he had received
from those lightning, hardwood fists of
the English boy hed proved a salutary
lesson to him,

Clean-living David had conquered the
dissolute Goliath, and the wvictor was
scclaimed boisterously by the rough men
of the North as Bull Morgan and Lefty
dimons slunk back into the township.

Uncle Clem geve Jack's hand a con-
gratulatory grip, which spoke more than
words, unrz Terry noarly knocked most
of Jack's remaining breath out of his
body by hearty clumpa on the back.

"%‘i’a{l, sonny,”  grinned  Jock
MeLennan, " you're sure a hundred per
cent grit, And as that big stiff don’t
seam to be ?Eering' no more objection
to your having Skeokum, I guess the
d::-g?s yours, as I promised,”

“0Oh, thanks!” exclaimed Jack.
“He'll come in jolly useful, and when
we've worked our claim a while we'll
buy a few more to moke & sled team,”

MeLennan laughed, o

“Bay, vou're & born optimist, boy!"
he remarked. * Pussonally, 1 reckon
vou'll find S8kookum’s a white elephant,
and I ain't too sure he’ll even tolerate
those two pards o' yours., As for buying
more dogz—waal, there are a good few
fellows with money up hyer who'd jest
like ic have the chance themselves.”

. Becausze Jack did not know what to
o with Skookum, the old-timer said that
he would keep him around his cabin
until the following day. All the
savagery had died out of the wolf-dog's
cyes and he permitted Jack to give hiun
a parting pat on the head. Clearly. he
was not ab all anxious to leave hisz new
voung master to return with his former
ownor, However, Jack determined to
take the animal up to Starvation Creck
wilth him when he returned.

Itoisting his pack again, Jack accom.
{}anied his pards to the Government
wranch records office, recently cstablished
[or the convenience of prospeclors.
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canvas, a small pair of scales, and
severel appliances for wse in working
their gold claim, Of Bull Morgan and
Lefty Simons nothing was scen. .

Defore hitting the trail back to their
claim Jack, Terry, and Uncle Clem
ealled on Jock McLennan and obtained
the wolf-dog, 8kookum. In handing over
tho animal Jock cheerfully expressed
the hopo that Jack's Eardnera would not
be minus any fingers by the next time he
saw them. .

But whatever treachery was in Skoo-
kum's nature, the dog managed to
conceal it on hia way out to the claim,
Possibly his good nature was due partly
to the fact that for almost the first
time in his life he was freed from the
pangs of hunger by & liberal feed of
dried salmon which Jack bought for him
from eome Indians. Any old-timer
would have said that Jack and his pals
wera planting trouble for themselves by
s0 treating dﬁghcf this type. But evi-
dently Skookum had eome civilised kink
in his nature which made him appreci-
ative of the first real kindness he had
ever received. .

Back at Starvation Creck, the party
erected a rough shelter by the side of the
streamm  and draped it about with
mosquito netting. That day they set to
work in earnest, panning the dirc from
the river bank where they had made
their first small strike. Each time the
pan showed “ecolour ¥—that is, gold after
all the sand and gravel had been washed
away,

For hours the trio worked with only
one break for a midday meal. At lazk,
when the Yukon sky was blood-red 1n
the west at sunset, they took the pair
of scales Uncle Clem had bought and
weighed out their gold in a cigarcite:
peaper,

* How much do you think we've made,
Uncle Clem?" asked Jack eagerly.

With an appraising eye their eiderls
partner surveyed the tiny heap of gold-
dust on the strip of rice-paper.

“HRoughly nine dollars,” he =aid
“That's three dollars a day wages for
each of ua, Not mueh, considering the
long hours and tough work we've had to

pub in for it, and a deal less than the
wospeross miners are payving for foaeed
f’.l.E]p on New Bonanza. Neverthelesy,
there 13 gzold in the soil here, and I vote
we work on in the hope of getting mora
to the pon in future.”

“Indade, "tis me own idea entoicely!”
said Terry.

“Mine, ton,” apreed Jack.

On the following morning they worked
with even pgreater zest on the Yellow
Horseshoe. At midday, while Uncle
Clem put a large tin of pork and beans
to cook for dimner, Jack took a sampla
pan of the pay-dirt to test for the pro-
portion of gold. After panning it in tha
creels, he weighed the residue gold in
the small pair of scales. To his dis-
appointment thers was twenty cents'
worth in the pan. Things did not lools
oo rosv.

Meanwhile, Terey was out looking at
some snares he had eet, only to find that
the wily Yukon rabbits had failed to
oblige by tra.lzslpin themselves,

Disappointed, the Irnish boy made hia
way back towsrds fhe tenk, and cameo
upon Skookum, the hueky, scratching at
a2 hole in the ground just within the
north-east corner of the claim.

To the inexperienced Terry the hole
appeared to have been made by a badger
rathor than a rabbit. Buat for want of
gomething better to do while the beans
wers cocking, he took a sharp-pointed
miner's shovel and dug away the loose
earth, while Skookum helped by vigor-
ously seraping with his fore-paws,

Of a sudden the loose earth slipped
away beneath Terry's fect, and, with a
%’Eip of syrprise, he shot down about fiva
ect  into the pround, the startled
Skookum coming on top of him.

A squeal which might have been that
of a fox or some smaller animal—Nerry
never kncw—hroke out close beside him,
and some furry object rushed madly up
the slope of the cavein and vanishad
from view.  BSkookum leaped up and
attempted to follow it, scraping frantic-
ally at the loose ecarth and sending a
shower of dirt intoe Terry's eves and ears.

“Steadv ! Bteady. me bhov ™ bellawed
Tercy. “Go aisy, or vou'll be burving
me alpive ™

{Ciiving another preat leap, Skookem
managed to get out of the big hole, and
Terry rose and hegan shaking the divk
aut of Lis clothea
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The only real hurt he had received
was a knock on the nose from the handle
of the shovel as he fell, and, grasping
tha offending implement, he strove lo
drag it from a small meund of carth and
rocky debris, Much of this he had to
scrape away with his hands, but he
ﬁrmllly wrenched the shovel free and was
about to clamber out of the hole, hearing
Jack and Unels Clem calling his name
&3 they approached.

It was then that Terry saw a small
dull yellow object at his feet, and he
wicked it up for closer examination. It
%as a nugget of gold about an inch in
diameter, and obviously worth about a
hundred dollars! 2

Dropping on his knees, Terry exeilodly
begt\n to scrape with his hands,

“Hallo!™ camo the cheery woice o
Jack from above. “ What'a up?”

“1Mis meself that's down,” replicd
Terry breathlessly. i ]

Not for an instant did he pause in
his task of scraping away the soil from

that hole. _

“ Arrah, there's more of ut!” he
whooped wildly, “Gold! Gold! 'Tis
here—right at me feet—lashings of ut!

IIurroo, we're rich, mo bhoy—rich ae

ould Rockyfellor !
And ﬂnf;ir in the nick of time Jack
and Uncle Clem, oultside the hole,

dodged back to avoid a couple of huwul-
fuls of shimmering gelden npuggels
which Terry tossed into the air in lus
mad cxeitement !

Gold for the Getiing !

6 E'RE rich—rich a3 Rocky-
W feller 1™ siicann
Terry’svoice rose jubilantly

from that eave-in by the
bank of Starvation Creek, and went
echoing through the Yukon hills.

Up came another handinl of emall
nuggets, glinting like a litile golden
fountain in the sun. And then the
amazing truth came home to Jack and
IIncle Clem with sledge-hammer force—
Terry had made a strike!

Forgetting the beans cooking on the
primus stove, they both hurled them-
eglves into the hole in the ground and
E?agun scraping wildly, as Terry was
loing.

“By the Great Mackinaw!" roared
Unele Clem, as he let some of the pold
trickle through his fingers. “ This iz the
real red stuff, sonnies ™

Jaek thrust a couple of handfuls of
earth and nupgets into his pockets and
gave the dirt-coverad Terry a hearty
clump on the back that bowled him to
the ground. )

“¥ou're a marvel—a gLddy marvel 1V
he yelled jubilantly. “How did you
lighi;{ on this lot?”

“On me head,” replied Terry, sitting
up. “Skookum had been seraping in the
Fi‘l}uﬂﬂ wid his paws, when zuddenly the
ot caved in and down I came wid the
dog on top of me. Some furry animal
did & bunk out of here—a fox or some-
thing—and ould Skookum has ne
chasing after it. Shure it was afther-
wards that me eyes lit on this gold I

The three set to work seraping at the
earth again, and, in the height of their
excitement, Skookum returned after an
unsuccessful chase of his quarry. SBtand-
ing above the hole, he gazed at the
feverishly working partners who were
giving an excellent imitation of his own
efforts of a few short minuies apo.
Deciding in his doggy fashion that thero
must be mnother fox uwndergreund, he
gave a joyous bark and leaped in to
assist with the good work, bowling over
Uncle Clem in his eagerness.

TFor several minutes the partners were
60 wild with excitement over this un-

expected strike of gold on their claim,
that they did nothing but scrape the
biggest nuggets togethor. ‘Then, the
lirst great wave of gold-madness over,
they serambled out of the hole clutch-
ing handfuls of the precious metal.

It's esmazing—amazing ! mumbled
Clem, as though still dazed by
the momentous happening. “Can it be
that we, of all those wheo have tried this
creck, should be the ones to make a
wonderinl new strike! It—it all seems
{oo Fﬂﬂ{l to be trua!®

“To me it's like a glori i
g e glorious dream

“'Tie no dream at all, al all!” oried
Terry. “See, 'tis the real goods, me
bhoy! Gold! Gold! Just phwat we
came up here for—selid between our
ﬁu:glca-s! Shure, 'tis a fortune ™

lhe pork and beans and tea were un-
heeded while the thres took out lpose
H'-'ngats and coarse gold from the pocket
at the bottom of the cave-iin to the
approximate value of five thousand
dﬂ‘fﬂt’s.

" That's roughly a thousand pounds in
I’i:ﬁg]zgh money " exclaimed Jack, after
Uncle Clem had inade the calculation,

Uncle Clem said nothing. He was
stmrmﬁ northward toward the crest of a
regged hill; and the boys, following the
direction of his look, saw a Lkhaki-
coated horseman approaching in the
distance.

“A member of the Royal Canadian
:i':lﬂu{ﬂ;ed Police,” mumb!e&y Uncle Clem,

He's coming here, I think.”

There was pnmﬂtﬁing in his tone and
the dead white of his face that made
Ja:.:.-i.' and Terry regard him anxiously,

Why, what iz the matter, Uncle
Clem ?" cried Jack, *“Arc you afraid of

:::::ng‘?m discovery becoming known too

“P-partly that, Jack. Tl take the
nuggets into the cabin, and you two
boys must serape some carth over the
rest in that exeavation, Say nothing
about it, and don’t invite Lim
to stay. If he asks any questions, tell
him you've & pard, Clem -a.rd’y, who's
not too well and can’t he seen.’

He drew a_ hand wearily over his
brow, and, going to the cabin, put the
old in & small moose-skin bag. This
re stowed under his pillow, and after-

wanrds turned in between the blankets on
his rough bed.

Between them, Jack and Terry hastily
shovelled dirt over the rest of the gold
in that hole at the north-east corner of
the Yellow ITorseshoe elaim, and were
making inroads on the pork and beans
when the horseman rode up,
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INTRODUCT ION.

JACK ORCHARD arrives at San Francisco
DA F:?I’.bﬁ Eﬁt@lﬁgfﬁﬁ , missi
A ML, missing, having apparsaitl]
abseonded with & tag of gold Fz'{*i"i ha.;
been entrusted to him by an old friend named
SIMPSON. In conseqguence of this Juck iz
Jerced fo apply for a job at the ** Red Rat
) Lrors-house,” where ke falls foul of
“BULL"™ MORGAN kis partner,
LEFI'Y * SIMOXNS, twe bad characters, whe
smvigele him  abomrd the clipper Ching
veen. Jack, Roweser. finds a friend in the
TERRY 011 ﬁﬂbwﬁhm he
: J At m R escapes. Then
the two b&fia; Join ﬁrm with It 20
CLEM HARDY, an old prospector, whom they
call Uncle Clem, in a great gold rush up the
New Donanza {fm-:i:,, where they make their
Jivet strike.  Shortly after this Jack hears
that g fine-looking Ausky dog is abeut to ba
shot for attacking Bull Morpan. Jack
takes a liking to the dog, and offers o fight
Morgan for it, an offer which is duly
gccepted. The "m-::%a " takes pluce, and
after a gruclling len minutes Morgan is sent
crumpling i an wsguinly heap o the

grovund.
(Now read o),

The familiaz uniform of the Roya
Canadian Mounted Police, though
caleulated to strike terror into any
wrongdoer in the spaces of the Creat
Iﬂniﬂ Land, inspired only admiration in

ya.

The police-officer, who introduced him-
sell as Sergeant Curtis, was a fine figure
of o man_in his khaki tunie, bluo
trousers with yellow stripes, leathern
riding-boots, and wide-brimmed Stetson
hat. He was on his way to Dawson, it
appenred, and gladly accepted the h:;ys'
invitation to join them at their meal,

With the kindly interest of & father,

E:L :ﬁkfdithem] o th#rh came to be
claam alone, h
that they had an older pa,rtflrelr sllﬁgl‘n:::

not well, he offered to toke a loek at
him and prescribe medicine from a small
outfit he had with him. To this offer
Jack: replied that Unclo Clem had got
Eqnga l;:p:imme& ta}:ud did not wish to he
iturbed, and the sergeant ch
sul:;;mt. g anged the
mong many interesting thin Her-
geant Curtis told the bo agthat ﬁﬁen he
reached Dawson he would be giving up
h:i horse for the season.
Husky dogs are the only things of
any use up here in the -:niyd weather,
boys,” he said. “They are as NECCSSATY
to the Yukon and I{fanr]iim as camels
are to the Sahara Doesert. I sec you've
got one dog yourselves: he's not unlike
that he-wolf, Skookum, that gave old
Jock McLennan so much trouble,”

" Why, he is 3kookum ' laughed Jack,

“By heck, then, you've pgot him
tamed 1" exclaimed the sergeant. ™ Scarce
anyone dare go near the animel when
Jock had him. You'll have to get a
whole team of dogs when you can, for
they'll prove mighty useful to you: Are
you doing any good here, by the way*

“Bhure and we're not doing so badly,”
answered Terry discreetly.

“Well, I'm surprised to hear it,” said
Sergeant Curtis; “for this Starvation
Creek's got a bad name, and if vou've
been able o take anything worth while
out of these parts, you're the first who
T the ond of the homel

i e end of the homely meal ho
talked about dogs again, aurd set tho
boys aflame with wonderful tales of the
great Dog Derby of the North, which
takes place from Nome to Candls Creek
and back annually in April.

: " Well, cheerio, boys !” he said at last.
J l-fa,]};hu i you're coming to Dawson
we shall meet again, And who knows
that perhaps one day I shall see you
driving ﬁﬂur teamis in the Dog Derby 1

“My hat, wouldn't I like to!™ ‘ex-
claimed Jack.

“Me, too!"” piped Terry, his eyes
daneing,

Not until the “khaki cont ™ was below
the far horizon did Unecle Clem rise from
his bed. DBoth boys were concerned to
notice that he seemeod, in & short hour
or =0, to have grown years older, but
alter a good meal he began to recover
nis health and spirits,

“There’s nothing to worry alout,
sonuies,” he said. “I--I pget these
attncks sometines, but they soon pass.
That khaki coat didn’t ask you eny—
any queer questions, did he

“Why, no, Uncle Clem,” Jack said,
surprised. *He talked about gold and
dogs—the usual topies of the country.
But why on earth 7t

“0Oh, it's nothing—nothing 1" ipter-
rupted Uncla Clem, almost  testily.
“I'm feeling quite all right again now
?.nlr!] :;u.-ﬂ’m much work to do before night-
all,

When the trio returned to the cave-in
they took with them the pouch of moose-
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skin and several empty salmon cans and
pork-and-bean tins, in which to put their
?'Di{!. Unele Clem worked silently, col-
ccting the precious rlugFe-tS, but the
two boys talked eagerly of the future.

“Faith, I'm thinking I may go back
to ODireland, Jack,” said Terry. *Shure
'l buy a foine farm end grow ’taters
that the squire himself will gnvy.”

“I'll bet you'll be richer than the
squire, too, Terry ! laughed Jack, * For
myself, 1 shall buy vp all the finest dogs
in the Klondike and run 'em in that big
race the sergeant was telling ws about.
And afterwards 1 shall buy myself a
jolly fino steam yacht and go cruising
down to the South Sea Islands.”

Hia tone boeams more serious as he
ndded :

“But before I bought thet steam
yacht, Terry, I should hire a bunch of
private "tecs to try and ferret out the
mystery of my uncle's disappearance
from San Franciseo. If that g-oapm:tar,
Simpson, gave him the big Bear Claw
nugget to look after, you can bet your
bottom dollar that my Unele Dave never
waltzed off with it. There's something
behind it all, and now we've struck it
rich and I shall have the money to make
the great effort, I'm going all out to
clear my uncle's name.”™ .

“Shpoken like an English gentle-
man ! eried Terry. * And shure you
can rely on me, Jack, to help you wid
me own wealth to find that uncle of
vours and prove him an innocent man.”
Ho turned to Uncle Clem, still scrateh-
ing about in the ground. “Now, tell
us, Uncle Clem,” he cried, "“phwat are
vou going to do wid your share of the
spoils?”

The face of their old pard was very
serious as he looked up at them.

“I'm going to stay up here, boys,"” he
seid quietly, “and perbaps make a few
more excavations like this one to sce if
thera are any more pockets of gold.”

“ Begorra,” cried Terrg. “If you do
vou'll %a able to buy up half the United
Hiates—and the whole of Oireland, too,
though, not being an Qirishman, I don't
suppoge you'd want the bother™

Uncle Clem shook his head. ’

“No, it's not mere greed, Terry,” he
said. “The fact is, boys, that I rather
fancy this t has petered out.”

“Potered out "

The voungsters gazed at him in stupe-
faction,

“I'm afraid that's the bhald truth”
muttered Uncle Clem, *“There doesn’t
seem to be another sign of gold in the
goft earth, except in just this one par-
ticular piece, and now I've secured the
last of that.”

Blank dismay was written on the [aces
of the two chums, They had imagined
themselve: becoming millionaives, but
now it scemed a3 though they had
mersly got o few hundred pounds each.
And though this would have seemed a
fortune a few hours before, they were
filled with disappointment.

Scon it became only too apparent that
T'ncle Clem was right. There was gold
to the value of about thirteen thousand
dollars, but not a sign of anvy moee,
although they dug arcund in all diree-
tions. S

“This type ot pocket iz fairly common
in the Yukon,” stated Unecle Clem.
“Probably by some movement of a

lacier at a distant age, the gold amorg

e rocks was crushed, snd a little of
it has found its wayv down here
Already we may have made the only
really lucky strike on the whole claim,

ar possibly for miles around. However,
all said and done. it's a wonderful bit
of luck, and we shall be able to buy
many things for the winter that we
couldn't have dreamed of before.”

The spirits of the boys quickly rose
agamn. They felt they had been un-
grateful to a kind Providence for not
having been more content with what was
an excellent strilke. 8o they celebrated
right royally that evening in two brim-
mmg cups of roeoo apicee,

Afterwards, they had an impromptn
concert. Jack obliged with a step-dance,
Terry sang somc Irish songs, and Uncle
Clem recited all the bate of the Yukon
poems of Hobert W. Service which he
could recollect. Tired out, they turned
i early, and the boays were soon sleep-
ing soundly.

But Unele Clem, despite the hard
day's work, remained restlessly awske
in his shallow bunk, And of the deep,
anxious thoughts that assailed has
harassed mind, his two young part-

ners knew nothing.
Skookum Repays !
T Starvation Creek. Although the
small pocket of gold had petered

HE next two or three weeks wera
out entirely, they worked manfully to

busy ones for the partners on

JACK ORCHARD.

wrest more of the preciouz metal from
the soil along the edge of the creek.

The gold they hed found they buried
under the cabin floor. Few men came
their way, and those who did were
passing to what they considered more
luerative felds. No one, therefore, sus-
pected that the partners had made a
strike, nor did anyone stake a claim
within miles of their own.

From one man they learnad that their
enemies, Bull Morgan and Lefty Simons,
had trekked to Dawson, and had opened
up a pool saloon. And they guessed
that the two rascals were up to their old
dirty game of fleccing money from their
more ium'-st and less astute fellow men.

For a time Jack, Terry, and Uncle
Clem panned the dirt from the river
bank, though each time the pan showed
“golour "—that is, gold, after zll the
sand and gravel had been washed away
—the most they got out of it was less
than a dollar’s worth. It was the custom
of Unele Clem to weigh out their daile
taking of gold in a cigarctte-paper in
a pair of scalez they d bought in
McLenngn Crossing. But the most the
partners ever made by panning the gold
in this primitive way in one day was

nine doilars’ worth ecach. On tha
averege they barely made Yukon wages,

“It would be worth while," remarked
Uncle Clem one evening, “io build our-
sclves some sluices. There's o good run
of water down the creck and plenty of
timber about here. By means of somo
sluice-boxes we could get on with the
job mch faster, thourh it'll take fimo
to make them in the first place.”

The method which Unecle C(lom
adopted on the Yellow Iorseshoe olaim
was simpla and effective. With the hel
of Jack snd Terry he cut down an
trinmed some eaplings and mada them
into the form of & long, narrow box, or
sluice, low at ono end and raized at the
other, to make a slope of about one foot
tn five. Then a number of shipa of iron
were clamped together at intervads inside
the narrow box, Some of the water of
tha creek was diverted so as to flow
through the sluice-box into which the
partners shovelled the “pav-dirt.”

Az pold is eighteen or ninetecn
times heavier than water and mors
than seven times heavier than rock, it
can easily be secn that the sand and
gravel were swept away while the
heavy gold, moving more stowly 10 the
water, collected at the iraon barriers.

Because most of the gold was very
fine, Unele Clem sometimes put mercury
about the iron “riffles,” or slats, to
attract and mingle with the tiny
particles. The mixture of c?i}td and
mercuty, called amalgam, had a value
of its own, thovgh not as much as the
gald slone.

At the end of a week's work, the
partners had what is known as a
“glean-up.”  The water was diverfed
from the slutce box. the iron rifflea
were unclamped, and the pgold col-
lected. T'o their disappointment. how-
ever, they found that ecven with the
sluice box their hard work was bringing
them in nothing more than ordipary
wages,

The following week it was worse, and
it seemed as though by sheer luck thev
had managed to take all the cream
there was on their elaim and only the
skimmed milk remained. ;

They were Iﬂa.kll'tE_ their  second
clean-up when the barking of Skeokum
rang out sharply on the clear cvening
ailr.

“1 wonder what that dog's up to?
Jack remarked.

“Shure, mavbe, he's found a hedge-
hog,” answered Terry, “He's had
prickles in his nose holf a dozen times
since he's been up here wid us"

“Anyway he can be trusicd to look
after himself,” said  Uocle Clem.
“ Now what do vou say to going aleng
and catching a few trout for supper.
FJack? Terry and I can get on with
the clean-up ™ .

“Right-ho ! eried Jack cheerily.
“1' go down to the rapids near the
mouth of the ercek and see what's
exciting Skookum at the same time.”

He obtained his fizhing tackle and
home-made rod and collected some
grasshoppers for bait—an eazy thing for
there wore o few millions of them in
the wieimity of the cabin. And away he
trampoed through the crisp, fresh air,
keen for a bit of sporf and with a
hearty appetite for the deliciously fried
trout which he hoped would follow it.

[The echyma mre involred th more
thrilling advenlures tn nexd weel's in-
gtalment af this raﬂ'cﬂ‘ui North-Western
gltary.  Tell all wour vals about this
yarn, chape!)
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A WINNER !
M.ﬁﬂHE'FlTEE will agree, unless I'm mightily mis

taken, that the railway game ncluded in this
week’s bumper issue 15 & WInner. Thera are
hours of fun and amusement to be got from i,
without & doubt. And the grown-ups can join in, too. If
i.;}u fellows don't want to speil your copies of the Macxer
¥ tearing out the centre pages, which contain the game,
VO CAm Eewa those pages where they are and still make
use of the game, for the rest of the book will sexrve as a
table and a "stiffener ™ just as well as a pilece of card-

board, Got tho idea? Good!

THE *HOLIDAY ANNUAL."”

All Magnetites should hurry up and book their orders for
the “ Holiday Annual ” at once, for this splendid book is
now on sale, and there will be a record rush. There is no
slogan quite go cxcellent as “Dao it now [ 1 recommend
its application in the case of making sure of the “ Holiday
Annual.” In the new velume, which 1z packed with prime
features, you will meet ell the old Greyiriars, St. Jim's,
and Rookwood friends. Bunter is there, as large as life.
Gussy and Tom Merry carry on in_good style, likewise
“Uncle James " of Rookwood. Besides these school
favourites, there is a rare budget of adventure varns of the
toppingest sort, and the coloured plates beat anything yet,

THE “ HOEBY ANNUAL."

Just ene word about this fine book for the hobbyist. As
I am busy answering questions all the yéar round about

. sp

. can guess,

TWOPENCE.

- - T TR S -

hobbies, I know Liow dicen Magnetiles are on 2ll manner of
purzuits, That's why 1 urge them {o get this fine book,
“Every Boy's Hobby Annual” Tt gives a deeper insight
mnte all manner of subjects which appeal to the callector,
the inventor, and the fellow who is making himself an
EJ{FE]'t_ltl wireless, or chemistry. The *“Hobby Annual " is

cndidly illustrated with pictures and diagrams, and it
shows vou how to miake boats, model engines, and useful
things about the house and parden at Lgﬁ- least expenso.
All the trained writers who deal with bobbies do so with a
keen eye on the pocket-money budget, Sec that you get a
copy of this Annual this year.

Sl e

Next Saturday’s Programme :

“THE WHIP-HAND ] **
By Frank Richards,

This is a masterpiece of a story, boys, that will send up
the reputation of Frank Richards to a dizzy height. Youw
perhaps, that the whip-hand is held by Scames—
that rascally, suave manservant. I'll =ay no more except—
![:Ead this yarn, or you'll be miszing the treat of your
ives!

“GOLD FOR THE GETTING ! "
By Stanten Hope.

There's another rattling fine instalment of this gold rush
serial in next week’s issue which everrone must read, snd
we mustn’t forget that juvenile genius Dicky Nugent, either,
for he has turned up trumps with

“DUKE'S SON AND DUSTMAN'S SON!™

8 unigue piece of work in Dicky's inimitable style. A good
programme, ¢hums, you will agree. Order your copies

carly. Chin, chin!
YOUR EDITOR.

EEENGREAT RECORD BARGAIN | |
THE NEW 1927 IMPROVED MODEL OF THE FAMOUS

“MONARGH "-.33%% CAMERA

ﬂim ';lﬂl genulne GUARANTEED MEWISOUS LENE, Reflax Viewtnder, Hickel-
»

pring Levir Ehattar, Lever Ouard, Flsxible Leathervits Handls, and
= =y s buclutaly AI‘I&HTEEB;IP AXE
i PERFE RG OTOS.
I BRITTIZH MADEand sap-
1 8tze 3% X DL tns. ptied compicte with ail
i Acceagsoriea:— Hext
Post5d. § Qoualitr Flate, Tersloping dod Printlag O T
e n s FIT with sany Inatroctions for use,  Heod F0.
% 5 to-day for comnlets Camers and DotStil Sl in
Thoashndzs | TESBTIMONIALS GALODREIL
W. J. Thomias, Es3., writes:—" Devoloped and printed
photo, and think it as good ax If takenh with & Upmera
which coxt £3" Ml E Ls Chemipent wrlie—"1I
waz Astonished to aes the resglé of mF first effort. The
igtare s argosd artbatdonebya proper photographer.”
Frite Jor MMelly Ilwetrated Catalopue, hxndreds of
Big Bargaine, apery, Jeicellery, Cutlery, Norelilos,
ato,, POST FREEEL
5l THE LEETNS BARGAIN CO. (T.4.), 31, Esndal Lans, Leeds.

HBEIGHT INCREASED Complete -
IN 50 DAYS. 5/ =  Course.

He Appllagces. ¥o Drugs. No Diatlng, The Melvin Strong System
NEVER FAIL3., ¥Ful! partiomiars and Testimoniale, stamp.-s
Malvin Birong, Lid. (Dept. 8., 10, Ludgats EHil, London, Bag.

STOP STAMMERING | ©of voutsolf as I did. Par-

tioular ¥ - — '
HUGHES, 7, SOUTHANMPTON ROW, iﬂl;ﬁ::l'ﬂi r’#.ﬁﬂﬂ: B

ACTIVE AGENTS WANTED 10 msail Privats  ORristmas  Cards.

Expertis not apeential. Bighewt Cormmiseion. Taluable Prizos, Froo Samplo
Book. nlﬁm Felection. Apply DENTON & CO0., Dept. D8, Accringten.

S50-FShot PE.A FPIsSToOoOlL:
Automstic Repenti Action. Heavy m
Model, Black Finish, Complete with Cood =
Eupply of Aramunition. As INus- 2 16

. Part postage, 3d.
28 Shot, heavy model, a5 above, 2/3.
17 Shot, light model, 1/8. .
8 Bhot, heavy model, 1/8. Postage on
sach, 3d, extra. Foreign and Celonial, 9d. extra. _
A.Herbarts {Dept. A), £7, Adys Rd., Peckham, London, 8.E.15,

FREE I—EGYPT and THE MYSTIC EAST,

My great BGYPTIAN Tacket {2 ABBOLUTELY FHER, and contains stamps

dqﬁf}nbiu ika HIGHT;E‘?‘&'YB.&HIDH,M MYSTIO SPHINX, TEMPLE PYLON

RUIME, mnd porirait of EING FUAD: also BIAM, LAT, OHINA

JAPAN, HYDERAWAD, GWALIOR, and & hoat of other !H?ﬁnss-:md

pnd FICTURESQUE ulnmﬂl. Aak to wes my Hpecial Approvals.
; YICTOR BANOCEROPT, MATILODE, ENG.

L T T T T T T T T e L T T T T T T
All applications for. Advertisement Space in this
publication should be addressed to the Adver-
tisement Manager, UNION JACK SERIES, The
Fleetway House, Farringdon 5., London, E.C.4.

TR R A AT BT TR R s e et nm k

SAFETY REVOLVERS

odk ND LICENCOE REQUIRED.
A enfta Im ible. For thuﬂh&hj !;DOl'tli ete.
Prﬂteﬁinnagai%&fmtpadu,ﬁm. ete. NEW MODELS.

ine steel oF nickel
gix c%mmber - - = & . :}'ﬂ poat frea.
Ten . (Cowboy model)- =~ = “}E o R
Plank Cartridges for Safetiea - - - 1/8 per oo,

Carrlage 9d. any quantity. Catalogue free on request.
JAMES MANSFIELD & C0., Ltd., 7%, High Helbom, London, W.0.1.

Fine Stamps and Accessories X EIXEII!

A remarkable offer, ﬂcluﬂl:f 250 Fine Blamp Hioges, Alumisiom
Watermark Fioder #ll different Btsmps inclodiog ssi 10 Over-
prioted, 20 U:md, Britiah Colonlals, &to, Bénd postcard requeating

Approvals,
LISBUREN & TOWNSEND, LONDON ROAD, LIVERFOOL.

JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

Boys are wanted for the Seaman Clazs {from which
gelections are made for the Wireless- Telegraphy
and GSigoalling Braoches). Age 15f to 16} years.

MEN also are required for
SEAMEN (Special Service) - - =

Age 18 to 25

STOKERS = = & = = = = = Apgel8to 25

GOOD PAY = = = =~ - = ALL FOUND
EXCELLENT CHANCES FOR PROMOTION

Apply by letter to the Resralting Stad Offcer.

Buffoll Bereet, Birmingham ; 121, Tiotoria

1%, Crown Terracs, Dowaphill, Glasgow ; 30, Canning Plase,

Liverpool; 65, Whitehnl!, London, ,W.1; ﬁ:?:* Deamagate,
‘. B

Mantehestor ; 118, Hye Hill, Boweast le-0p-Tryoe ; rehar
Flace, Quecn’s Park, Southampton,
£2 WORTH CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. — Samples
gatalogue free; 12 by 10 Eolargement, any piroto, 8d.—
HACKETT'S WORKS, July Road, LIYERPOOL.

N. and B M.
treat, Hriatol :

CUT THIS OUT

#MAGNET ¥ PEN COUPON. VALUE 34

ot 8.7, gt spuvps il O Blm, ong B4, dme it o S

. . A r i N

e e v gite SEAt FCRATNR, M o

B0 old n , medigm, o bro usually . -
* or with Enmupc-m only 2/9. bs Luze Ho:fal /- extra, =

e R R
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FREE™

for B & D .V Coupons

THESE STURDY “MATCH” FOOTBALLS
Only 180 Coupons.

Captains l—pick your teams now—get them all
to collect B.D.V. coupons and you can enmsily
get one of these first-class goal-scorers every two
ar threc weeks. Full size 5. Beaytifully made

stout leather cazes; sections cuf:fu'ﬂj' nmmth.

B ASSETT-LOWKE sewn with best quality extra strong waxed thread.
The bladder is made from pure Pars Rubber—best

Scale Model Railways. quality. Both case and bladder are made by leading

Save for the ™" Duke of York ™ L.M.5. Loco, as sold English Maaufacturers.
il g e e e Start Saving Your Coupons NOW!

perfect scale model and can be supplied in cither

LMS., LNER., GW.R., or SR colours and

Fill wp the coppon in this

style. Only 260 coupons—make it.the hrst item on ¢ig:fiumnfumﬂ' past jg ona

: 4 envelope {postage §d.}
your B.D.V. Railway System. Send for the free }fpﬂ,hﬁh:'f’ﬂi one Fros
gift books now. They are worth 5 coupons. Shows e Lty e i o by

everything you require for a complete Railway
Systear. As well as Iots of other beautibul free gifts,

“Duke of York"
Loco
(Clockwork Only)

260 Coupons.

Tenders Free until
Further Notice.
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20 for 111d. ‘r Plain or
10 for Gd B'D' ® Cork Tipe
CICARETTES
“— just like hand made”
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LOOK OUT FOR ANOTHER ‘‘DICKY NUGENT™ THWLLER IN THESE PAGES NEXT WEEK, CHUMS!

15
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Spofos.. TURNTABLE BACK TO

% SW\\M _— RON

RULES OF THE GAME.,

b |

Cut out the nwmbesed epkuner prineed o jone space §T i haltz at the levol croazing;
Lhe fromt cover, and poasie it ont & plece of | goine outk of aetion aitogther i switched 10
gt iff ._n.i.auan_;_._ J_...H__..n..# ISt +_w== be trimmesd | Lhe Mopadl aled4: &md s0 on,
ronrefully o oexact thagde. il e lsadreis ine wliie fale g jates all the
atbel  throngh the ccpire, and rouw has _._..‘_.Huwm.,....““__”uﬂ_w:_mf*_“__._.ﬂﬂ__.,w..u_.?.:..._.”_..ﬂ%ﬂﬁmﬂﬂhnwﬂmw 1 he
your spinner, Terminits Statlon until the player seores
the sxact number required 1o tike it in,
Thum, if 28 chgine arrives at ths gpace nexc
o the Tormimirs, 1f iy ol be movod aigain
eetil the wlaver, using the splnner o Lty
Liirn, can register tho number, onme.

Tha first enpine to balt at the Termions
Slpiion is The winner. ;

Each player im [drin has hiz #rh mority
hiz enpgine from (hie Depneiare Staticn pnég
Baltiog i In the yuled.off spnes fndieated By
the number shown by (b splnose whers 1
Fmally ¢ames 1o Peal,

Ench eugine has the sane  disia) 10
“.H...r_.m....._ e __:E A Ine ,_mnxm._m.“.__ﬂ_:_.:___..a 1w mncmk_
grfeiting the nexl &pin @ W rEEine falte) oty O :
in LTe ﬂ__m_::._" forfeiting ame from tho totsl __q._p _m___..“.—s .n._..w.w. m?_.._ nﬁ__.,._n_u mnu__-ﬂﬁw_..._.u of _:Ew_mE_Em-..
of the next epin i 1l engine Aalis in ks FebEPERnE - AR WANCA e ImRere Rve
Epars oreupicd by A ° £low © BiEnali  TelUH- &l aix o1 the dico are 1g count as T,
ing to the Departare Station if tie engenls Butlons, bong countevs, or pids, may
guts shunted inte ibe slding; going beckl-FreMrciony ke engines, §f peccesary.

LI __

R 7

DEPARTURE STATION lll

s ok R
O, ‘4 W "N
k>
%
ﬂn%w
5o
>
...\\\\\.\! "
e
_ Y M 3
o .....,,J.,,,..;.....,r;...? M
J//J. | .- :
- | n_. 4
ni TV £ H a i
,Hnm. ’ ; p‘- 3 ....... i
= ._..n_u.._..._.- ; : * . o I
L *
...m._. ﬂn__.ﬂ_wn. C b W :
.___.__._, - . i = __-.
a.,n.ﬂ A R % 1 - _ 7
&S S | : Tl
_H.F___H._....JP._ _.._.u_i r.__lln..r 1 1 ~
\ [ S - (¥
L 2
L L i
i L
1 L L R
= i - L .|4||
i r . "
LN X
el

TERMINUS

et



