HARRY WHARTON & CO. ARE TREASURE-SEEKING

IN SOUTHERN SEAS—JOIN 'EM, BOYS!
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THE “SEA-LAWYER” HOLDS THE WHIP-HAND!

A dvamalic incident in His week’s vemarkable stovy of Havry Wharton A Co.—-inside.)
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It's remarkable what & stimulating effect a rope's
end has upon Wiliam George Bunter; bhe works
ms be has pever worked before But he likes
ncither the rope’s end nor the work, and his fat wits
seek a way out of his troubles that bhas an extraor-

divary and totally unexpocted effect upon the
fortunes of bis companions, Hurry Wharton & Co
Mind you read

“THE TREASURE
ISLAND !”

pext week's grand story of the Grayiriars Chums

Order Your MAGNET To-day-
Saoves Disappointment !
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READERS' LETTERS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME!

*..:L-H-'.

Address all letters : The Editor, The ' Magnet* Library, The
Fleatway Hewse, Farvingdon Street, London, E.C.d. Write ma :
vou can be rore of an anmwer in retorm.

FOR THE FIRST TIME !

T is surprising, since the first of our Free Gifts appeared,
hlﬂw meany readers bave written to me for the first
time in their lives. And such letters of eppreciation
and praise that I have actua.ly blushed.  so [ can's

be an " ancient, wrinkled, and E.ﬂurv“f'md old fossil.” as om
charming correspondent was pleased to describe me a few
months ago. But enough of him. These new chums, fom
most of tgm “first-timers ¥ are cew chums, are Jdelightec
with Frank Richards and his stories of Harry Wharton &
Co. In the majority of cases they declare that from now
on the MaGNET is going to be their paper, Good lads! [t
just shows that guality will tell in tha long run. ‘True Hiese
new Mapgnetites were attracted in the Erst place Ly our
novel Frae Gifts—meost of my correspondents admit that
honestly enough—but it was the high quality of the stories
that amazed and fascinated them. Of course, they will go
on reading the Magxer now. One can't have too mucl of a
good thing! And in response to the promises of these new
readers, Frank Richards and I promwise to keep that high
quality which appealed to them on o consistent level, That's

a go!
MANY THANKS !

Acknowledgments for their excellent lotters go to Harey
Scott, Knock, Belfast; L. Stone, Cromer; Williem Planner
Jun., Battersea; W. Barlow, A. Jullien, G. Fowler, Spark-

hill; L. Cavalier, Tottenham: Wilfred Eurlin% Birming-
ham; Claud Wileman, Colwyn Bay: Harold F Codwin,
‘Bath: Andrew Proctor, South 3Shields; R Bromley,
Leicester; Archie Shapiro, Johannesburg: °‘I' Smithers,
Cape Town.

THE BEST IN THE WORLD !

My Chat this week would be incomplete without a refer-
ence to those famous Annuals the “Greyfriars Holiday
Apnual ¥ and " Every DBoy's Hobby Annual,” which, ea
most of you must know, are pow on sale at all the book-
stalls throughout the kingdom. The * Holiday Annual " is
just as bnght and as cheery as ever, Ii it you will find
some spanking stories of Harry Wharton & Co.—not forget.
ting the one and only Billy Bunte:, of course—"I'om Merry
& Lo, of 3t Jim's, end Jimmy Silver & Co., the cheer
chums of Rookwood. Those of you who like sporting an
adventure stories will not be dizappointed, either, for the
H.A. containg them. In shorct, the " Haliday Annual " iz &
book that any boy or girl would be proud to possess. Have
& look mt it when you are passing by your newsgpent next
time. The “ Hobby Annual "' has been comnpiled [or the
special benefit of the boy with a hobby. It's & regular
treasure-house of information and well worth its modest
price of six shillings. You fellows with a hobby should
make a point of seeing it. After that you'll want to buy
it, take 1t from me.

Next Saturday’s Programme :

“THE TREASURE ISLAND[”
By Frank Richards.

The next story in the %:.:,-ﬁuinr series of holiday adventure
yvarns, featuring Harry arton & Co.

“GOLD FOR THE GEITING ! ¥

Anothér long instaiment of this grand tale of a gold-rush
to the land of the Midright Sun,

«THE HEAD'S PERSECUTION ! ¥

Dicky Nugent's latest *“shocker ™ will provide the laugh
of the week
“THE RACE FOR THE SCHNEIDER CUP[ "™

b.ook out for an interesting arficle on the amazing
machines Britain has entered for this great aerial race.
Don’t miss this bumper treat. Order your MAoRET enrly.
Cheerio. chums ! YOUR EPITOR,




"HE REAL'SOAMES! For gears now, Soames, the sleelk, obseqiions manservant, patient and watchinl as o col,
' Ehmr been tpaiting his Wyfm"i? ﬂ; o get ri.:prh qufek‘”f At last opporlunity plays frtfa hiz hands, ond with iis
arrival comcs a startling change in the character of Soames, the * ddeal monservant !’
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Ap Amazing Story of Peril and Adventure in Southern Seas, featuring the weorld-famous

characters, Harry Wharton & Co., the Chums of Greyfriars,

By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

“Ja maomao ka Lani,
Ua kahasa Luna.”

MELLIFLUOUS voice sang the

words to the twang of a ukulele.

Bob. Cherry glanced round,

with his coffee-cup suspended in
mid-air, like Mohammed’'s coffin,

“Hallo, halle, hallo!” he ejaculated.

L]

“Homebody giving us a serenade !

Harry Wharton & Co., of the Grrey-
friarz: Remove, were hreakfasting on the
deck of the yacht Golden Arrow.

Mr. Vernon-Smith's yacht lay i the
harbour of Taiohsai, at Nuka-Hiva, the
largest island in the Marquesas group.

It was guite early in the morning, but
the sun was already hot, and the juniors
were plad of the awning stretched over
their heads. .

Outside the bay, the wvast Paofic
glowed under the sun, the great rollers
creaming over the isles at the enirance
of the harbour.

Asghore, the French ﬂ;ﬁg stirred in a-
faint brecze over the Residency, and
black men and brown moved on the
dazsling beach; beyond, the great hills
rose to the sky.

Two or three other vessels lay in the
harbour as well as the Golden Arrow;
and innumerable canves glided over the
shining waters.

From one of the canoes came the
singing which reached the ears of the
Greyfriars juniors on the yacht. )

A Hawatian sailorman sat in 1t
twanging hiz ukulele, and singing from
sheer Iightness of heark:

"17a pipl ka maka,

0 ka hokun.”

The mellifuows voice sang on, as the
canoe glided over the bay, aud the voice
died away in the disiance.

“1 suppose that means something,"” re-
marked Bob, *but it's got me beat.
suppose you can construe, Bunter.”

Biliy Bunter did nof take the trouble
to answer.

He waz busy with lus breaklast. So
far he had disposed of eniy enough for
threé, so the keen edge ot his appetite
was not vet taken off,

Most of the other fellows were giving
as ‘much attention to their swrroundings
as to their breakfast, for the yacht was
anchored in what was a good deal like
an earthly paradise,

But William Geeorge Bunter had no
eye for scenery.

The shining waters, the ghiding canoes.
the gleaming beach, the great preen hills
rising to the fleecy clouds, had no atirac-
tion for Bunfter., There was one thing
about Nuka-Hiva that pleased him, The
grub woas good. Lesser matters did not
tronble him.

“Ti's a real jollv South Sea izland, and
no mistake!™ said Bob Cherry, who was
in great spirits that morning—as on all
other mornings.  * This is some vacation,
vou fellows!™

“Popping!” said Harry Wharton.

“The topfulness 1s terrific,” concurred
Hurree Jamset Ram SBingh, “and the
esteomed warmth of the sun iz grateful
and comfortful. It reminds me of my
own esteemned country.”

Billy Bunler found time, botween two
mouthfuls, to make a remark.

“It's hot " he grunted. .

" Nothing to what it will be!” said
Bob cheerily. * Wait for noonday before
you grouse. old fat bean! You'll be
melting then.™

Lrrumet ! ;

The prospect of melting at noontide
did not seem to cheer Bunter,

“ Anybody know what the chan in the
canon was singing?” asked DBob. “Ik
sounded as mysterions to me as your
lingo, Inky, though not so much like

eracking nule. Do you savey whal it
meant T

Hurree Jamscet Ram Singh Erimmd B
dusty grin, and shook his head.

“The esteemed lingo of the South Scas
does not rezemble the honourable speech
of my country,” he answered.

““] dare say Soames could teli us,” said
Mr, Vernon Smith, who sat plump and
vortly and perspiring at the table.

He glanced vound.

Ydgames !

James Soames, the sleek, silent-footed

-valet, was at lus elbow in & moment.

S8l

“You've been in these seas?” said Mr.
Yernon-Smith.

*Yea, zir, before T had the advantage
of entering your service, pir,”  said
Soames, in his soft, sleck voice.

“Thd you understand that sailor?™

“Yes, sir.”

“My hat, Soatncs will have to be our
giddy interpreter here ! said Bob, * Do
they speak thiat lingo in the Marguesas,
BORILea ¥

Somines shook his head.

“Na, =ir! It wnas Hawaian., That
saitor Dbelongs bo some vessel from Hono-
lulu,™ he answered. “"The song was about
the fair wide sky and the eyes of thoe
stars,™

“Jolly pockical!” said Johnny DBull
“Ys Honolulu far from hete?” .

. “}f"l.].lﬂllt three or founr thousand miles,
SIF.

O, py hat 1"

“The l*acific’s a big place !” grinned
Bab Cherry. “What language do they
speak here in Nuka-Hiva, Soames?"

* A Polynesian dialect, sir, which T
think you would find somewhat difficult
to understand. But most of the natives
speak iwhat is called DLeche-de-mer, or
prdgin English.”™

“Boames knows nearly cverything.™
said Herbort Vernon-Smith, as the sheok
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manservant stepped  respectiuliy  back.
“He's wortle his weight in geold, 'k
ke, dag ¥

The millhonaire noedded.

* He is tnvaluable,” lie said. 1 shall
miss hime while he is away with you
boys on your jreasure-huont.”

Harry Wharton & Co.
glanees,

They [ully appreciated the sacrifiee tho
millionaire was making, in assigning his
wivalvable and trusty mansevvant to take
vire of the schoolboy party, when the
sgarch for Cace leland aud the treasure
comineneod,

But, a5 a matter of fact, they would
have preferred noi to be taken care of
by Boames or anvone clse.

The chums of the Greyinars Remove
were fully perseaded that they were
guite able to take cave of themsclves.

“It's vather a shame to take Soanmes,”
remarked Bob Cheery. "I afraid
you'll mizs bim an awful lot, siv.”

1 shall ¥ aswented the millionaire.

“I1t's not what vou'd really call neces-
gary, is it?”" said Nogent. " We should
take jolly pood cart of ourselves”

“VWe should [ pisented the avinder.

Mr., Vernon-Smith soailed,

“I have no doult van think =0," he
gaid. “PBut I am responsible to your
parentz, aud I could not think of allow-
g you to wander about the South Scas
on veslr ouwn,  FHoames will take ex-
eellent care of you, Besides, he wnder-
stands the native languages, and knows
the manners and customs of the islands,
He is even acquainted, lic tells me, with
ihe island of Caea, for which you will be
searching., I cen-lrost Seanles to see
that no mushap oveurs,”

“But 1t's rather rough on Soames,
't b, s Y purmured Joehnpy DBoll
*Rather a bother to himn—"hem ¥

vusnnes made the offer hineself,” said
Mr. NVernon-Snuth.

*But——" mormmired the Bounder.

““Flere are no buts in the wmatber,
Hevbert, I cannot allow you boys to
v aevessary risks."

Tom Redwing glanced at thee million-
aire, and then al Scames.

Bt Le did not speak.

Lingering in the mind of the sailor.
man's son was the distrost apd suspicion
e had felt towards the sleel, slent,
almost stealthy Soames. But it was not
a suspicion he could untter. especially in
ithe presence. of Alr.  Vernon-Z2mith,
whose frust in the man was absolote.

Mr. Vernon-8mith, having finizhed his
breakfast, rose, and looked ot his watel,

] go ashore in half an hour, to call
ou the governor,” he said. “ ¥You boys
mey eomio iF vou like for a run ashorve.”

Yoz, rathor, sipl”

" What he!” ]

And the nulhionaire went down lo s
state-room, to prepare for his call on
the Govertior of the Marqueses, whose
official residence was at Nuka.-Hiva.
ﬁoal:nea disappeared silently from the

exchanged

T eay, vou fellows!

“1allo, hallo. halle?
Duntor

“Yes; it's goo

“Then the voyage is a success!™ eaid
Noh pravely.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

"I's quite good.” said the (vl of
the Remove, Minking 2t the juniors
throngh his big spectacles. ™ Not like
what T'm1  accostomed to at Bunter
Pourt, of course—if you don’t mind my
mentianing it, Smithy ™

Mol at all” sard 1the Bounder
politelv.  “Why should T mind von
gassing here any noré than ai Grey-
frinra ™

“I¥a, ha, ha?!”
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T.ike the grub,

Ili:l-

*Oh, really, Smithy! That isu't the
way I talk to a guest at Bunter Court,”
said Dunter, blinking severely at the
Hounder.

“1t's the way I talk to a fat chump.
If you don’t like 1I—7

“Well, 1 don't!”

“Then you can lump it!" suggested
Smvithy.

*h, really, you know——"

“The lumpfulness is ihe proper
caper, my esteomed Bunter,” remarked
Hurrea,?ﬁugil, “the cheerfubness 15 also
a good jdea !

“Shot up, Inky, old chap—you talk
too muech,” said Bunter. =1 say, yon
fetlows, what sboul cannibals?

“Cannibals?” repeated Wharton,

“Yes. Before 1 go ashore with you
I want to know whether there are any
cannibals about,” said Bunter,

*Lots ! waid Bob, at once.

“The lotfulness is. tervifie.”

“The place s fairly crawling with
them,” declared Nugent.

“If you weren't =0 short-sighted,
Bunter,” said Johnny Bull, * you could
set & chap on-the beach yonder, cook-
ing s grandfather.”

YOh ™ gasped Bunter. “ Look here,
I'm not coming ashore.”

(b, dot gazped Dob Cherry.

“1 won't! Not that I'm afraid of
cannibals, of course,” said TBunter.
“Iron't yon run away with that idea!
Any fellow ‘who knows me knows ihat
'y as brave as a—a——"

YA rabbit?  snggested Bob.

“1a, ha, ha!™

“Beast! As a lion,” hooted Bonter
"8 1'm not going ta be wolfed hy &
cannibal o plesse vou!™

“Dan’t bo selfish, Bunter. Think of
the cammibol ™

* Beast ™ roared DBunter.

“"Ha, ha, ha!™
T jolly well weon't come! T you
land anto any trouble. it's your own
look out. I refuse to enmne!”

“Well, you wouldn’t he finished
brookfast, apyway '™ said Beb., * We're
going in hall an hour.”

“Hg, ha, ha "

Awd Harry Wharton & Ca, went to
iheir state.rooms to prepare for the
trip ashore, |eaving Dunter still at
ht‘nal-.'lfaﬁt-—n-‘_\h having yet satizshed an
appetifc that might have excited fhe
envy of the most cannihalisiie cannibel
in the South Seas.

— e

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter's Way !

1 QAMES "
g Billy Bunley rapped out the
nene, and M. Vernon-

Smith's man came on deck to
order thoe bhoat far his master,

Bunter's tone was not pleasant; the
Owl of ihe Remove never spake fo a
servant without a tincture of wnpleas-
ghtness  creeping i, There was a
peculiar stramn of snobbery in William
George Boanter, which made everybody,
and especially servants, feel disposed to
Lick him.

But SBoames turned abt onee, with his
mast  defereniial sivr.  If he did not
like Bunter's tone, his =mooth, sletk
face did not betray the fact,

“8ir " said Soames.

Bunter had finished breakfast. He
was toying with a few oranges as a
wind-up when Soimes ceme from below.
Bunter's systermn of ealing an orange
was 1o half-hury his fat face in it, and
chew.  So there was a considersble
anmtount of orange on his fat features,
as he blinked at Mr. Verhon-Smith's
man.

HARRY WHARTON & CO. EVERY WEEK!

Hiva,” zanl 2oames.

- — o —

“¥You've been here before, I under-
sland? said Dunter.

“Quite 50, sir!”

“Jally odd thing, for a man in your
ﬁﬁltlﬂﬂ io have mmade vovages lo tho
Houth Beas,” remarked Dunler.  Wild
!mrsesl ﬂﬂu!{ill]ﬂt beve zostrained Buntee
fI'Ir::m mmpertinence, DBut perhaps Bunter
did not consider it possible to he
impertinent to a sarvant, His own
skin was thiek; and no doubt he con-

sidered thal a servant’s zlin  was
thicker.
CBat Beames only  smiled  depreca-
tm‘glf,

] waz nol always B man-zervant,
sirl” he answered,

“Oh!™ Bunter sneered. “You're
ong of those fellows who have come
down in the world, what*"

“Not oat  all, sir?”  said Soames
smoothly, 1 am very fortunate {o have
secured ny present position, sir, and I

refer it very much 1o & rough sea-
aring life.”

“Blessod if you look much like s
sailor,” swid Bunter. “But if you've
heen here before, 1 suppose you know
that island-—Nuky-somelhing 7~

“Nuka-Hiva, sirl Yes, T am well
acquainted with it !

“Then yon know wheiher there are
any cannibals there®?

_Bunter  hlinked inquivingly ot
Soames, It had dawned on his fat
brain that perhaps the chums of the
Remave had exaggerated the cannibals
& little. ¥t was bharcly possible that
they sopposed that they would enjoy
the walk ashore & little more, il the
Owl of ihe Remwove rensained on hoard
the Golden Arrow,

M1 believe there are very many,
sir,” said Sosmes,  “ Hut lhﬂ_:.' o not
praciise ecannibalism now, sir, nndor
I'rench rule!”

“Oh! Then it"s safe to go ashore?
Soames ralsed his evebrows.

“Quite, sipl?

“I knew those beast= were pulling

iy leg,” said Bunter, ““Siill, ta nicke
all safe, you can take your pistal,
S-c-anwff.-”‘

. “;!t 15 nob my cnstom to carry arms,
r.

“Gammon M sand  Bunter. OV

jolly well know thet T saw wou with
an automatic pistol ene dsy, when you
were packing a bag.”

For an instant & gleam came inio
Soames' sharp eves

“You remember?” demanded Bunter.

“1 recall the ecircnmstance, sir, now

fthat you mention it ezaild Scgmes
smoothly.

“Well, then, vou can take that
avliomalic, or lend it to me,"” said
Bunter.

“T fear, sir. that the French

anthorities weuld not be pleased if one
carned deadly weapons about Nuba-
“The place 13 nn
safe as Drighton or Worthing, =ir
This iz not one of the savage islands:
it has been & vory long time under
French Government. There 1s no ocea-
sion whatever for alarm, sir!™

That was cxactly what Billy Bunfer
wanted to know. But now that he
knew 1t, it was not his way to render
thanks for the information.

“Alprm ! he repeated. 1 hope you

don’t think T'm alarmed, Roames.
What the themp da you mean

“I beg your pardon, sir!  said
Soames.

“1 should jolly well Think s0,” said
Dunter warmiy. " Alarm! Cheek! A
fellow can’t speak civily 1o a dashed
servant  wiihont  being  cheeked n
refurn.”

“*Oh, sir ¥ murmured Soamea.
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“ Nuka-Hiva 5 not one ol the savage Islands, sir,*” sald Scames in
whatever for alarm 1 ** *° Alarm ! *' repeated Bunter warmly.
well complain to Mr. Vernon-Smith. Nota word ! Shutup! ™

“ Alarm [

punsig; Bunhrm#?ﬂun.
more ¢ rom j’ﬂﬂg.m
And he waved a fat hand in dismissal. (See Chapter 2.)

“* Thers |3 no ovcasion
and I"I jolly

“Bhut up'” snapped Bunter. " An
more cheek from you, Soames, and I'll
jolly well ecomplain to Mr. Varnon-
%mith.. My opinion is, that he goes too
am!_-,f’ with you. Nol a word!  Shut
up!’ .

Bunter waved & fat hand
missal,

Soames looked at him rather oddly
for a moment, and then guietly retired.
Tf Boames had any feelings, probably
Bunter had wounded: thermn, Perhaps he
hadn't—Bunter certainly seemed to
assume that he hadn't.

The Owl of the Remove rolled away
ta the companion, and went down
below. He blinked in at the door of
Smithy's state-room,

“1 ‘say, Smithy 3 ]

“Hook it!” said the Boundor, with-
out turning round. ) i

“If you call thal civil, Smithy!”
roared Bunter,

“] don’t!"

“Look here-—

“I'va said hook it, and I mean hook

in dis-

ik

it,” said the Bounder, and to make his.

mesnin elearer, if possible, he
slammed fthe cdoor on Bunter’s nose.
The Owl of the Remove jumped back
just in time to save that feature.

Bunter rolled along the alley-way,
breathing wrath.

Bmithy’'s manners o his guest-—this
particular puest—could not be callod
polished. Smithy had agreed to allow
the stowaway of the CGoiden Arrow »o

become a membor of the pariy, but he
had not undertaken to waste any polite-
ness on him,  Certainly, any politoness
bestowed on Bunter would have boen o
wasto.

The fat junior rolled along 10
Wharton’s reom. Wharion and Nugent
were there, getling ready for the shore.
"1 say, vou fellows,” Bunter blinkad
in, “I'm coming ashore with you."

What about the cannibals?”™ grinned
Nugent.

“Hlow the canuibelz--1 mean, that's
why I'm coming to proteel  you

follows i

“Leave 0s to fake our chance,” saul
Wharton.

“Can't be done” said Bunter, “I
camo along on (hizs vovage for your
sakes, and I'm not going to let yvou got
imte trouble. You needn’t be alarmed
about going ashore. I shall be there”

“ Mobody was alarmed, {athead, except
yourself "

“Don't got ratty, Wharton, because
yoir re. nervous of the cannibals.™

“Why, you cheaky ass—-"

“To come to the point,” interrupted
Bunter, * I'm gomng ashore with you. I
suppose we shall go to the governor's
houze with old Smith.” :

“Da you mean Mr. Voernon-3mith?”
askod the caplain of the Greyfriars
Hemove, rather grimly.

“Yeos, ass!™ .

“'fhen you'd better call him that, and

don't be a cheeky, impudent little st

pige!
“(h, really, Wharton—"
“Now shut up and roll away.”

“ Abaut c¢lothes,” said Bupter. “You
know I came on board with only what
T stood up in, You fellows have lent
me o few things since, DBut 1 shall
have to dress decently to call on tho

governor. Uan ave your best
tronsers, Wharton #”
+k ND.”

“What about yours, Nugent "

“Nothing about mine,” said Frank,
faughing.

“After ail, I shouldn't care to wesr
your trousers,” said Bunter, ™ Ko room
in them for a chap whose legs are pro-
porty developed. remember I burst
the last paic vou lent me, Nugent. Bui
1 can wear vour waistcoars, Wharton.”

“You can't,”

“1 can if 1 alit them up the back. 1t
won't be noticed under Smiihy’s jacket.™

“¥ou can setile with Smithy about
his  jacket.,” said Wharton, langhing;
“*but if vou burgle my waistcoats, you'll
gt <etiled yoursell.”

“lowk here, I suppose I've got lo
look decent to eall on the governor,”™
hooted Bunter. * What am 1 to do?”

“Wash,” suggosted Wharlon., " It's
not the thing to cail on B governor, or
anvbody else, with grub smeared all
over your face’

Tur MacuwT LisRakY.—No. 1,022,
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“You check
“1 mean—-—="

chump!” roared Bunter.

“MNever mind what you mean. Buzz
ol 1”

* Beast!” _

Bunter rolled alonp io Bob Cherry's
+o0m,

“I say, Bob, old chap, can you lend
me & sutt of clothes?™

“Only a boot,” said Bob Cherry.

"Fve got shoes. But I wmant——"

“A boot "

" MNaol™ roaved Bunter, .

“Yeu can have it, all the same,” said
Bob, and he bestowed it on Bunter, with
considerable itmpact, and the Owl of
the Remove.roared and departed.

He rolled to the raom he shared with
Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh. He blinked
in at the Nabob of Bhanipur with »
sulky blink.

“Protty state of affairs,” snorvted
Bonter. “1 shall bhave to borrow soume
of your things, Inky.”

“My esteemed fat Bunter——" ;

“Can't say 1 like wearing o mgger's
things, but what is & [lellow to doi”
demanded Bunter murﬂsuli,-.

*“Without ! sugpested the nabob,

“0Oh, don't be an ass!” shid Bunter
peevishly,  *“Blessed if I know how 1
shall get your things on; you're the
shinniest of the lot!”

* Do vou mean slimmest, my esteemed
Bunter ¥ )

“No, I don't; 1 mean skinniest, scrag-
giest, boniest,” awplified Bunter. 1w
the only fellow in the party with a

figure. Lackily, your I’anama hat fits
me. [l have that, and 1 zay——-
Yarooooh 1

Bunter reached for the hat, but before
he could grasp 1t the nabob's foot
reached him.

Bunter sat down in the deorway.

“Yow-ow-ow!  You checky mnigger!
'l jolly wel mop up the room with
vou!” he roercd.

*Progeed with the moplulpness, wy
esteemed idiotic Bunter!”

“Yah! You're not worth & chap soil-
mg his hands on, 1 refuse lo wear your
hat now—ean't wear a nigger's thing.
Lo and cat coke ™

“¥ou young {ellows ready®” eame
Mr. Yernon Swuih’s portly voice, boom
ing from the foot of the companion,

“* Yes, sir™

“ Al ready.™

“1 shall have to come as I am,” said
Bunter. “Unluckily, my extensivae
wardrobe 1s all at Bunter’'s Courd.™

The millionaire looked at bim.

“You certdinly canunot come as you
ave, Bunter,” he =aid.

HOh, really, sir! The fellows tefuse
to lend me——"

" There is no need for your friends to
lend you soap. An ample supply is in
the bath-room.”

“Boap ! ejaculated Bunter.

“ Yes, soap,” satd Mr. Vernon-Bmith,
“If you are coming ashore with me,
Bunter, go and wash your face.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Billy Bunter, with feelings too decp
for words, rolled away to wash his face.
My, Vernou-Sinith went on deck, and
the grinning juniors followed hum, The
hoat was ready, and the sleek Boames
sfood preparcd to assist his portly em-
ployer into it. The Famous Five of the
Remove, and Smithy and Tom Redwing
followed the millionaire into the boat,
and then DBunter appeared. His wash
bad not teken him song.  Bunters
ablutions never were very lengthy or
extensive.

“1 sav, vou fellows, wait for wme”

Bunter plumped into the boat,

He: Blinked réund at the juniors a3
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the seaman pulled for the pier of Taio-

hae. He blinked specially at Tom Red-
wWIng.

“Redwing's  coming  ashore™  he
asked.

"“Looks like it,” said Bob.

“1 say, isn't it a bit thick, taking
Redwing when we're going to call en
the governort™ asked Bunter.

* What 7"

“You don't mind -my mentioning it,
Redwing,” sald the Owl of the Remove,
“but it will hardly do, will 1t ?”

The sailorman’s son Jooked at Bunter,
but made na reply. erbert Vernon-
Smith answered for him, not in words,
but in actions. He reached out and
caught Bunter by the collar and shook
him forcibly,

“Groogh!” gasped Bunter. *“Leggo!
Wharrer you uﬁahing mo for, you hegnst?
Don't you make wmy-—-grooghl—specs
fall off. Qocooch! I can’t got new spees
in the—groogh !—South Seas! Yaroooh!
Leggo!”

“Good gad!” Mr. Vernon-Smith
losked round.  “What ever are you
deing, Herbert

“Shaking a fatpigl”

* LArooogh 17

“Geod ﬁﬂd I” yepeated the millionaive.

“Ooooch! Leggo!”

Vernon-Smith let po at last.

“Look here——" hooted DBunter as
soon a3 he recovered his breath,

*“ Another word, and I'll roll you over
the gunwale into the bay!” said the
Bounder savagely,

And William George Bunter, wisely,
did not utter anothor word.  He sup-
preszed his wrath and indipoation, and
was silent tl“. the boat pulled m, and
the Greyfriars party Janded on the pier
of Taio-hae.

THE THIRD OBAPTER.

An Isle of the Pacific!

R, YERNON-SMITH procecded
to the Residency of Nuka-
Hiva, amd Harnry Wharton &

Co. strolled along the beach.

Bunter’'s misgivings wera without foun-

dation, as the willionaire was not
faking the juriors to call on the
governar. They were to have a walk

ashove while Mr. VernonSmith was see-
ing hiz Excelleney, and .making =zoma
calls on various business'men sn the little
community., -Mr. Vornon-Bmith was in
the Houth Seas on business coupected
withh the copra trade, in which the
millronaire was deeply interested, and
with a_project of cotton-growing in the
Honth Sea iﬁlﬂn{t&_—-ﬂ. projeet which, if it
cauld be made specessful at all, comld
only be cayricd through by a man of
Mr. Vernon-Sniith's unlimited energy
and great fnancial resources. Az the
gredat rubber industty was built up in
the East by British capital and enter-
prise, so the millionaire hoped to sec
a cotton indostry planted in the Pacifie,
to render the mifls of Lanceshire inde-
pendent of the American monopoly
and of price manipulations by Aniérican
speculators. 1t was a great idea, and
Mr., Yernon-Bmith had given a great
deal of bhis valuable time to it, includ-
ing this voyage lo the South Seas
which, happily, coincided with the long
summer holiday at Greyfriars School.
ITarry Wharton & Co.  wished
Swnithy's pater the best of luck in the
attempt to plant a great new industry
in the Poacific Islands, most of them
under the Brilish flag; but their own
theughts were rather more given to their
own special project—tho seeking of the
buried pearls on Caca TIsland, the

treasure of Black Peter, which, if dis
covered, was to make Tom Redwing a
rich man,

Soames walked behind the juniors as
they strolled. along the beach. Mr.
Vernon-Smith had  assigned him the
task of keeping an.eyve on the juniors,
and Boames, with his vespectiul manncrs
and obliging ways, made himseli quite
agreeable.  His manner indicated that
looking after the juniors was both a
pleasure and ap honour. ‘Lhere was,
indeed, rather too much smooth defer-
ence about Soames to please the Grey-
friars fellows, but they considered that
he meant well, and were wvery kind
zccordingly.

Only Tem -Redwing hardly ever
addressed the myan: somchow or other,
Tom’s distrust of mm was growing, and
sometimes 1t secemed to him  that
Soames’ eye lingered on him, as if the
man sensed his mistrusé soinehow. Yet
sometimes Tom took himself to task for
that distrust, and sirove to dismizs it
from hiz mind as a thing without
foundation or reason.

“I gay, you fellows, we can get coco-
nuts here I’ zaid Billy Bunter,

“Hallo, halle, halle! Hungry again
already 1

“Well, T could do witl a foew coco
nuis,” sard Bunier, "1 suppose we cam
knock them off the trees if we ke ™
. “ Better ask the owners of the trees

rat. "™

“0Oh, robt!" szaid PBunter. " Azk
Soames. He knows, 1 suppose. Where's
Soames? Where's that dashed man-

servantg ¥

“ Here, sir ! sald Soames, at Bunter’s
clbow.

“What about those coconuis® asked
Bunter. “Can't we shy pebbles at
them and knock them down*”

“1 think, sir, that {hey are privale
praperty,” said SBoames.  “Thexy are
grown for the copra, sir.”

“What the thamp's -;;-:Tra s

“The white lining of the coconut, sir..
It is exported for the oil”

“You know all about it, of course!”
sreered  Bunter.  “Sert of walking
encyclopedia of the Soullh Scas—what =7

“Yas, sir! Thank you, s=ie!"” zaid
=0aines.

“*¥You can kick Bunier, 1f vou like,
Soames ! sard the Bounder.

“Oh, really, Smithy——"

“(Oh, sir,”-said Soeames deprecatingly.
“1 should not think of taking such a
liberty, sic!”

1 should jolly well think not!”
bawled Bunter. * Don't vou leach a ser-
vant te he cheeky, Sinithy ! Leook here,
Soames, I want some coconuts ! What's
the good of having a confounded
servant following us about if he can't
get us what we want?”

“Tro kick him, Boames!"” urged Bob
Cherry.

“Oh, sir!"

“¥ou shut up, Cherry 1 eaid Bunier,
“SBosmes knows his place I

“I trust so, sir.” esaid Soamez. “It
will be easy to pet some coconuts, sir.
Many of the natives sell them.”

Soames signed to a native, clad in a
seanty loin-cloth and a coral necklace,
who had a basket of coconuts—the
voung nuts which are uzed for drinking.
The Marguesan came up at once.

“Qolling these " asked Bunter, blink-
ing at the coconuts,

“ Plenty sell feller coconut ! said the
native.

“How much 7

“ Hundred franes.” said the native.

“What ! roared Bunter, ]

“The natives are rather given to 1m-
posing  upon unwary strangers, sir.”
said Soames. And he addressed the
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brown genileman. ““You sell plenty
good coconut one {ranc.”
The native grinned. ;
“CUpeonut one feller fvang!™ he said
cheerily. ; H
“That's better I said DBunter. " Do
they use francs here, you Eeil-:-wrs.? I
suppose  that's because the isiand
belengs to France.” .
“What a brain!” said Bob

admiringly.

Cherry

iy E_In. 3* ha !:r .

“Oh, don't cackle!” said Bunter.
“Took here, I've only got ILnglish
money. suppose you ve gobt some

francs, Soames " -

“ English feller mouey plenty good !
said Lhe native.

“(hange some of your hundeed-pound
notes, Bunter 1" suggoested Johnny Bull.

“1 haven't any hundred-pound notes,
Hul!"ﬂl” Uy 2"

“ Not really?

*No; and only a few for fifty pounds,
You see, I left most of my moncy at
home.™

“{, my hat!” "

“Pay the man a lew [rancs, Boames |
said Bunter laflily.

“Certainly, sir!”

Soames produced [rancs, and Bunter
solected coconuts. ‘The juniors left him
sitting uunder a palm-tree very busy
when they walked on.

“Non't losa me,” Bunler bawled alter
them—"1 mean, don’t lose yourselves!
I jolly well shan't take the trouble o
look for youl"

“ Fathead !" s

“ Any sights to see lhere, Soamest”
asked the Bounder.

“f'he eonviet prison is generaliy con-
sidered interesting by visuiors, sir,
answered Soames,

“Conviets here?”  excluimed Bob
Clierry. -

“ Numbers of them, sir. i

“Tet's have a look at them,” said
Bob—“that 15 of course, if ihey
wouldn't mind? Shoulda’t like to hurt
even a conviet's fcelings.’

Hoames smiled. ] .

“The convicts are natives, sir, and
they would not mind in the least. It
i3 this war, sic 1" :

Harry Wharton & Uo. walked on with
Soantes, feeling considerable interest in
the “sight ”* they were going to sce. In
that carthly paradize of the Pacific they
bad not cxpecied (o hear of much in
the way of crime, and they were sur-

rised to hear that there were ™ num-

ers " of conviels. The simple diet of

the natives was obiained with scarcely
any labour; the laziest and happiest
people in the world had only to tickle
the soil to induce it lo turn oui in
aburdance all they noeded, and 1n every
bay fish swarmed for the taking, Yet,
as Scames told them, it was . mostly
for theft that the convicia weére con-
vieted. It was luxuriea thoy wanted in
the way of tobacco and spirits,

The calaboose of Nuka-FHiva slood on
a promontory, and the juniors were sur-
prised. as they drew near il, Lo seo ali
the doors and windows wide open 1o the
soa-hrepze. i

“That isn’l the prison?" exclaimed
Wharton.

"Yes, siv. It is called the calabioose,
from a Bpanish word.”

“But I should thivk it jolly casy Lo
escape from,” said Wharlon, puzzled.

“Yery easy indeed, if the prisoncrs
desired to escape, sir,™

" And don't they '™ asked Dob Cherry,
in aslonishment.

“Very zeldom, sir.”

“Oh, my hat !" said Bob., “This must
he a jolly island, whore thoe prisons are
g0 jolly that a f{ellow doesn’t wank to
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bolt! Not much like Dartmoor
Portland at home."

“VYery different, sir,” said Soames.
" A prisoner here s assured of his keep,
very light labour being exacted n
exchange. Outside the prison he would

ave to work harder.”

The juniors could not help laughing
at the idea, Convicet life on Nuka-Hiva
seemed to them fo be run rather on
comig-opera lines,

They reached the building and entered
the courtyard by an open gateway. The
building, with all the windows wide,
was abviously untenanted; bnt in the
courtyard, amid a mass of bright
flowers, a Frenchman sat in a Lbamboo
chair.

“That is the gacler gentlemen ! enid
Soames. And he addressed the official
in French, “0Oun sont Jes prisonniers,
monsieur ¥

Evidanily
spoke French,

The gacler rose, and lifted his hat
palitely, The juniors returned the
salute with the same politeness, remem-
bering that wherever the French Hag
Nlies good manners are “*de rigueur.”

“ Monsieur veut veir les prisonniers ¥
asked the gacler regrotfuliy,

“ Mais 5i,” said Soames.

or

the

inimitable SBoamos

“Ja  suis desole!™ said the pmite
Frenchman. “ Mais anjourdhbui, ils sent

im

alles!

Harry Wharton & Co. rememberad
enough of Mongieur Charpentier’s in-
structions at Grexfriars io comprelend
that dialogue, Boawnes had asked wheve
the prisoners were, and the gaoler had
replied that he was desolated, but all
the prisoneres had gone out.

Y0Oh, my Let!” said Deb Cherry.
“Do they let the convietz: go for 4 walk
whenever they like®”

The gaoler siniled.

“(Vest jour de fele, monsiear,” he
saic,  And he went on in Tnglizh:
“They are gon 0 make Loliday, fso™t
it? Pourquoi pas?”

“But will they come back?" asked
Wharton.

“Au soir, owl—they come back when
sun sets.”

“My word!” said Johnny Bull. I
rather think I should like to be a giddy
convict an Nuka-Hiva, Tt seems an
onsy life,”

o

“The easiness iz terrific,” remarked
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh. ' Perhapa
the prison system in %‘Tuka-Hiv& in
betier than in esteemed England. It
must be much nicer to be a convict
here."

“I am sorry that you cannot sce the
convicts, pentlemen,” said Soames.
“But probably we shall see some of
them as we return.”

And the juniora did. As they walked
hack {o the town, they sighted =»
datcing group of happy patives.

“Bome of the conviets, gentlemen,™
sald Boames.

“0Oh, my hat!™

“We've seen some of them, after all,
them,” said Harry Wharton.  “Thoey
lock as if they ihrive on it. ¥ should
say that the natives of the )rench
islands  find the French very casy
mastors.”

The juniors walked back inte Taio-
hae, pwking up Billy Bunter on the
way. William George Bunter announced
that ho was lLired. No doubt ho had
become fatigued by sitting under the
palmstres cating  coconnts. Hiz fat
jaws, at least, had been given plenty
OF exErcise,

“Let's get back on board,” he said.
CMuostn't be late for tiflin, you koow.
That's umportant. I oldl—" Bunter
broke off as he was about fo mention
My, Vernon-SBmith, and blinked round
to see if the Bounder was within hear-
meg. “If eld Bmith isn't through yet,
we can go back without him. 1 say,
vou fellows, where's Smithy—and that
fellow Redwing ¥

Vernon-3mirlh and Tom Redwing
had dropped owt of the party as they
walked back. Soumes glanced towa

the palms ihe juniors had passed
througl.

“Exeuse me,  gentlemen,” lhe said
smoothly.  “With your poermission, I

will go back and ecall Master Hoerbort.
Mr. Vernon-Smith was very particular
that ne member of the party should
wander away,"”

“Right-ho!” said Wharton, with a
smile.

And the juniors sauntered on towards
itha pier, while Soamezs hurried Dback
1o look for the Tounder. And a8
Boames went his sleek face hardened,
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gnd a glint came into his cyes which
would have startled the chums of Grey-
friars, had they seen his face just then.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Nothing In It!

b HAT name this feller game?”

W ssked the Bounder, with a

rin, speaking in the beche-

EE& mor of which the Grey-

friars fellows had already heard a good
deal.

Redwing stared for & moment and
then smiled. 1

“Or, in common or garden Lnglish,
what's the game? asked Smithy.
“You've jerked me wsway frem the
party, and rounded me up among thess
palms., You've got something to say
ou don't want the others to hear.

lessed if I ean make you out, Reddy.
You're the last chap in the world to be
socretive or mysterious—ioo much the
other way, in faet. In thd name of
goodnezz, what's the game?”

'The Bounder did not speak impa-
tionstly, but he wan very curious, and a
little restive.  He simply could not
inagine “why Redwing had drawn him
away from the Groyiriars party, though
with hiz vsual quickness on the uptake,
he had discerned al the first sign that
Redwing desived o speek te him un:
heard Lj" other ears,

“1I've Dbeen thinking and thinking
about 1, Smithy,” said the sailorman’s
son. ““And I think 1'd better speak out
~to vou, at least. You can wnse your
judgment about speaking of it to the
other cheps. Dut, specially, 1 wanted
to speak to you without Soames heayr-
Iﬂg..”

" Hoanmes!” exclaimed the Dounder in
purprise.

"Yea"

“I've thought several times that won
had something up apgainst Soames,
Reddy. I fancy it's struck him, too.”

:; ﬂﬂij" if ha hos a gui}i‘}‘ cotseienee, |
think,” said Redwing quietly.

“My het! What on earth has Soames
done?”’  exclaimed the  astonished
Bounder,

: CLEAN, WH

“I can't say that be's done any-
thing. I’'ve a misgiving—a very deep
misgiving. I shouldn't have spoken of
it had not your father erranged to send
Soames with us in search of the treasure
island.  We start in a few days from
Nuka-Hiva—with Scames.”

Rodwing's face was thoughtful and
troubled.

“Smithy, you know all about what
happened on the yacht coming out here
from England. After we got aboard
we woere done with Silvie Xero, the
haif-caste, and we thought it was all
plain sailing. Instead of that, someone
unknown attacked me and got the
chart.”

“1 know.™ i )

“Owing to Bunter having slowed him-
self away on board, he found it where
the thief hid it in the dark, in the
baggege-cabin. I geve 1t to you to
niing—and you were attacked later—the
mwian nearly got it frem you. The man,
whoever he was, must have spied on us
when I handed it to you.”

“Theat's so.”

* After that it was locked up in your
fathor's safe, and one night your father
was drugged, and the key of the safe
taken—the rotter whoe waz after the
chart wasz only defeated by chance—
Dunter ha 1peuiu%m.turn gut at night
te get a drink, Now yeour father bolis
his state-room door of a night.”

“Well v™ said the Bounder, rather im-
patiently.

“Nobady knows wha the man 1g"
sald Redwing., “It's still o mystery;
but it's certain that he's zill on the
(iolden Arrow, as no one has left the
vesgel.  Smithy, suppose it is thal very
mwan that vour fathee haz picrked oot to
ro with us to the treasure slapd.”

“HBoames P’ exclained {he Donoder,

* Spames Y said Rodwing.

Hoerbert Vernon-Smith sbared at Red-
wing as if he theught that bz chum
barl faken lodve of [:i:t AEHECE,

“Yon think Soances was the man? Re
asked ineredulously.

“No, no! How can I think o with-
aul any evidenco? But # was some
man on board the Goldes Arrow, and
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sughicion resis wpon one man as much
a5 gnother.™

“In a way, yes; but that would apply
to the lot of us—oursclves, and my
father, and Uapmin Greene. and the
mate,” said Suomthy,

"L've said there’s no evidence,” went
on Redwing, unhceding the Bounder's
answer., *But there are little things,
Soames has sailed in the South Seas
before, and knows the Islands—and that
may make him take the treasure story
move seriously. Your father laughs at
it, and so de the captain and the mate,™

"I fancy BSoames does, too, only he's
such & Lcrli:.r polished manservant that
he laughs only in his sleeve,” said
Smithy, laughing.

“1t iz scarcely possible that the un-
known ihief can be ono of the crew,
Smithy. Both of us were attacked aft,
by & man who watched for a chance.

crew are gpencrally for’ard, 'Then
—the man know 1 had given you the
chart for safe-kecping. We were aft of
the cabin skylight when I gave it you.
No man from the forecastle wuuld} ke
likely to bo banging about there to spy
on us, Then—the drugging of your
father—no wian for'ard could have got
at  his  drink. And then—Soames
offered your father to sccompany us on
the trip to Caca Island. Your father
was glad of tho offer; but very likely
he would not have sent Soames Ead not
the man offered. It all seems to it
in logether,”

“Rot!” said the Dounder tersely.

Rodwing was silent and troubled.

“You figure it out that the woknown
AN Was cs—and that he's after
ilie chart, and after the treasure! A
mansérvant—the man who lays out my
father’s clothes and brushes his coats?”
he Bounder langhed. * Not quite the
character for a SBouth Ses desperado,
Reddy.™

" ¥You really think there is nothing in
i, Bmithy " ashed Redwing earncstly,
"I know it’s all vague; but we know
there was somebody. And it secms to
me that what evidence there is points

to Soamces.”

“ Utter rot! Take the giddy evidence,
as you call it—suppose 1t was & man
aft who was after the chart! Captain
and mate ave aft, as well as Soames!
The steward s amidships—but he hos
the run aft, and he iz the man who
could drug my father easiest of all,
Ihen there's the steward’s man.  The
engineer, (oo, can get aft as much as
he likes.  Hame with the second
engineer,  And each time an attack way
made it was in the dark at night—when
a man might have evept from for'ard
without being noticed. It's all moon-
shing, Heddy !

“There was somcbody, Smithy—some-
body after the chart, who was propared
lo stop at very little”

“1 know. Not Soemes.”

“You feel sure of that?”

“ Absolately,” said the Bounder, with
vonviction.

“You see my poind, Smithy? Your
father believes  that in_ leaving  the
ialden Arrow behind af Nuka-Hiva we
shall leave behimd the unkonown man
who attacked us for the ehart. Yet, if
it was Soamnes, he is sending that very
mian with ns ™

* Quite. _{]!:]% it was not Soaines.”

T give v, Sonthy! You know the
man beitter than T do. But I felt that
II Fmt}’ fo put it io you before it was too
gk,

*That’s vight enough, of course,” =aid
the Bounder, with a nod. * You'd never
seen Soames before you came on the
vacht. But he's been with my [ather

b
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boatswaln at the wheel,

There was a glimmer of the binnacle lamp as Tom Redwing crept on deck, and Tom made out vaguely the figure of the Kanaks
His black eyes and white teeth fashed a smile as the saliorman’s son came near.
captain 7 ** asked Redwing in a low volce,

* Where ks the

(Hee Chapler 8.)

since I was a kid, and the pater trusls
him absolutely.™

“With large sums of money "

Smichy laughed.

“The pater wouldn't trust soy man
with large sums of money. He trasts
E-ln::mrgles more than he trusts anybody
else.

“I give in, as I said. But think cf
it a little. If the man was Soames, and
he came with us—-""

“Well, what could he do, even then ¥
asked Smithy, * The pater ia going to
charter a vessel for us {o play about in
treasure-hunting., Captain and mate
will be in his pay, and the crow will be
reliahble, Even if Soames was that middy
desperado what could he do ™

Redwing was silent,

It had seemed to (he keoh, olservant,
thoughtiul satlorman’s sen that he had
seen mote in James Soames than anvoue
else had dreamed of seeing—that behind
the smooth, sleek, deferential exteriov
he had had some glimpse of a hard,
dangerous, ruthless character. It was
rather by instinet than by reason that he
folt a3 ho did; but Tem was experienced
enough to know that instinct 15 a safer
guide than reason,

But ko realiscd that it was useless to
explain such vegue, nebulous uusFl vings
tor tho hard-headed Bounder. ndeed,
his feolings were difficult fo explain in
woris.

Yot it out of your mind. old fellow,”
said Bmithy., “I'm glad vou told me, if
it's bean worrying you. DBk I pive von
my word that there's nothiog in it and
you know I'm ne foof.” ]

“I leave it to you, thon, Smithy,” said
Redwing. "I feal & biil casier if you

think yon oan snswer for Soames alter
what I've said.”
“Right up to the Ialt, eld hean”
“Let it go at that, thew. We'll say
no  more  about it," said Redwing.
“Let's go after the others.'

The iwo jnniors walked on towards
the town, the Bounder smiling, and Red-
wrln% still a little troubled, though cer-
tainly hiz chum's faith 'n Boames had
reassaced hum very much.

“Hallo, here's ourt bird himself " ex-
claimed the Bounder, ss they came sud-
denly on Bcamra among the palms.

“Pray excuze me, sir!” said Boames.
“1 cmme back to look for you, as Mr.
Vernon-Smith iz particularly anxious
that no one should wander from the
i]:art3+ I trust you will excuse the
iherty, =ic!™

“*All serene ! zaid the DNounder,

Redwing compressed s lips, e
could not help thinking that Soames had
missed them and had come back to
watelh or spy—that perhaps he had
lurked among the palms and overheard
the talk there. Yot there was abso-
lutely nothing in Soames’ manner to
give colour to such a suspicion.  He
dropped respectfully behind the juniors
as thoey walked on, and once or twico
when Redwing glanced round Boames
fece waz as exprossionless as ever, as if
ne thoughtz of any kind moved in his
sleek brain. Ewen that, however, some-
how mode Redwing more distrustiunl, for
wasg it possible for any man to be the
machine that Scames appearved to be?
And if hidden thoughts worked behind
that steek, impassive face what were the
thonghts. Ij}e[::p, and dark, and
dangorons?

But Redwing had teld lias chum Lhat

he wonld give in, and he rosolutely dis-
missed the misgiviog from his mind. Tt
wad destined to return later—but too
late !

——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
Bunter is Not Satisfied !

1 EAUTIFUL ™
B Tt was a couple of days
later.
Tom BRedwing whrered that

exclamation, bis face bright, and his
cyes dancing.

He was standing on the deck of the
Golden  Arrow, wutr.-hmg s little
schooner lacking into the bay of Taio
has from the Pacific.

Tom had been bred to the sea, and
his love of the sea and ships was a kind
of ruling passion with him. Some of
kis happicst days had been spent ab
(ireviviars, as & junior in the Kemove,
but he would not have been so happy
there had not the school been within
sound of the sca. And on a half-heli-
day it had been Tom's keenmest enjoy-
ment to go out on the salt water in any
kind of craft. Young as he was, Tom
had a sailormaon's eve for a ship; he
could tell the quality of a cralt at a
glance, And as he watched the little
South Sea schooner tacking into the
bay his sunburnt face lighted up with
sheer pleasure at the beauty of the
vossel.

““I{allo, hallo, hallo!
szked DBob Cherry.

“Took ! answered Redwing.

“A trader, 1 soppose,” said 1ob,
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What's up?”™
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glaneing at the schooner. “Looks a
precty little thing,”
“Beautiful " said Tom. “Losk ab

her lines ! Look at the way she answors
her helm! Look how she facks! 1
should zay she could almost tack into
the teeth of the wind., Give me &
schooner like that and you can keecp all
vour steamers!”

Bob chuckled. ] )
“ Utility before beauty in these jolly
old days,” ho sand., **

ow lmlg. would
it take you to get here from ki
mn a sailing-ship?"

“3ix months, I suppose,” said Harry
Wharton., *“ Not to be done in the
longest vacation. All the same, that's
a pretty little vessal. -

The juniors watched the schooner with
interest,

A strong wind was blowing off the
hilla, as was often the case at Nuka-
Hiva, and the schooner had to enter
the bay on a series of tmcks. Captain
and mate could be seen alt—the former
dressed in white ducks with & peaked
cap; the latter wearing little more than
a bathing costume, 'The crew appesared
te bo all Kanakas, clad only in a single
garment, not of much extent. Thewr
bronze skins glistened in the sun as they
handled the sheels, and some of them
were  singing, with  the usual light-
heartedness of Kanakas.

“Like the craft, my bovs—whati"”
asked the fruity voice of Mr. Vernon-
HBmith as he joined the group of juniors
at tho rail.

“Bhe’s a beauty, sir,” said Redwing.

“The charmfulness 1s terrific!™ de-
clared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“Like to sail in her?” asked the mil-
lionaire.

* What-ho 1"

“Well, that's the Aloha,” =said Mr.
Vernon-B8mith with a smile. * Bhe was
at Iliva-ca, and I sent a message to
bring her round here. That’s tho craft
you're going btreasure-hunting on.’

Tom Bedwing's eyes danced.

“That will be glorious!”
claimed.

“Tip-top I" zaid Nugent.

“Is that one of your ships, father!”
asked the Bounder.

“Yes, my boy; she iz in the copra
trade, ameong the islands,” explained
Mr. Vernon-Bmith. “I'm taking het
off the business for a month while vou
voung fellows are amusing yourselves
hunting for treasure.” Mr, Vernon
Smith smiled, as he generally did at
the menticn of Black Peter's treasure,
“"Her captain, William Iennox, i3 a
o I know, and can trust; and with
Joptain  Leonox in command and
Boames Lo look after you when you go
ashore, I don’t think that even a crowd
of schoolboys will be able to get into
muith troulde.”

“It*s jolly good of you, dad !™ said the
DBounder gratefully.

“Not at all, my boy! I want you and
vour friends io have a hime on your
holiday ; and you ought {o have a- jolly
good time roaming among the islands,
whether you ftind a treasure or nolt.”

“¥Yes, rather!” said Bob Cherry, his
eyes glistening, “It’s a thing I've
dreamed about lots of times, but never
expected the dream to come true.”™

“Same here!” said Johuny Ball

‘The Aloha glided into the bay and
dropped her anchior at a little distance
from the Golden Arrow. Her captain
saluted Mr. Yernon-Binith-as his vessel
passed, evidently recognising the portly
millionaire at a distenee,  The mate
dived below, and was sten to emerge
again clad in the trousers of civilisation.

A few hours later Captain Lennox
camds on board the yacht
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Harry Wharton & Co. were presented
to thte skipper, with whom'they were to
sail in quest of Black Peter's pearls.

Lennox was a stocky little mamn,
burnt almost to the hue of copper
by tropical suns. He wsas, as his

name implied, of Seottish descent, and
obviously, at tho first glance, & man of
mtegnity and steady character.  The
milhonaire, with the responsibility of
the juniors on his hands, had becn care-
ful in _hig scleetion of the skipper who
was to take them in charge. The
skipper, & man of few words, was civil;
though the probability was that he was
not overjoved at being given charge of
a party of holiday-making schoolboys.
Heo told them, however, that he would
do his best to make them comfortable
on hoard the Aloha, and would take his
satling directions from Vernon-SBmith
during the period assigned for the
criise in the Pacific. And at the men-
tion of Uaca, ho added that he knew
the island, having touched there for
wator on One OCcaRIon.

| s it inhabited 77 the Bounder asked
Hm.

¥ One side of the island is inhabited,
but the natives are cut off by a range
of hills,” said the skipper. *They
seldom or never come across the island
to the ecastern side.”

“That agrees with the charf,” said
Bob.

Captuin Lennox stared.

Mr. Vernon-B8mith, with a jovial grin,
proceeded to explain to him about the
chart.

For the first time, Capiain Lennox
st iled.,

“Well, if the pearls are there, the
voung gcntlemen shall find them,” hae
sald. **Wa can reach «Caca in three or
four davs. I will take care that the
coast is clear before anyone lands on
the island. Probably you will see no
oune, though there are traces of some-
onte having livel there as sowe time or
other. I romember szeeing the remains
of a pac-pac-hae,™
_ There was o general start among the
juniors,

“Qhat’s marked on the chart!” ex.
claimed the Bounder.

“Do you know what a pae-pae-hae is,
zir 1" asked Nugont.

The skipper blinked at Lim.

“Naturally,” he answered.

“Then what?” asked Johnny
cagerly,

“1f vou've heen ashore here in Taoil-
hae, w»ou mwust have seen plenty of
them,” said the skipper. * A pae.pae-hac
15 the high foundation the natives build
their grass hovses. upon 1 the Mar-
quesas. A hae is a house. I’ae-;:a@hnn
is & house on & high foundation ™

“Oh! Eimgle enough when you kpow
it." said Bob Cherry. " But a lellow
has to learn these things. We don’
gobt Bouth Sea liwgo at Greyfriarvs,”

“I'he pronunciation i3 a bit of a
corker,” sald Nugent. "I called the
thing a pay-pay-hey when I saw it on
ihe chart. But it seems to be a pah-as-
pah-ay-hah-ay.”

“You proncunce every giddy syllable,
it seems, in these lingoes,” said Bob,
Hand there are lots and lots of them,
nearly all vowels,  Jolly musical to
listm; in, hut a Int of & catch to under-
sfand.

“Did vou ever hear of Peter Bruce,
sir*"” asked Redwing.

“I don't remember—

“Hae was sometimes
Péter.”

Captain Lennox started. :

“PThat desperade?”  he exclaimed.
“"Hea was killed on the beach by some
other cut-throat. You don't mean to

Bull

LR ]

called Black

e e

say that this chart you speak of co
from Black I"e:tneri”'II 5 e

Redwing coloured deeply.

*He was my uncle!™ he said,

“Ob, I beg your pardon!” said Cap-
tain Lepnox, “I—I dare say he was
not so black as he was painted. May
I ask how the chart reached you?”

“Ben Dance, a wooden-legged seaman,
brought it fo England. H%a 18 nOW on
board this yacht,” said Redwing. *He
15 coming with us to search for the
pearls. ™

ﬂa?tain Lennox nodded.

“I've seen the man—an honest sailor-

man, as the o in the South Scas,
Mr. Vernon- m?th.“' He turned to the
millionaire,

“If the chart was nctually
made by Black Peter and sent to this
lad, there is very little doubt that it
15 genuine.  Black Peter wasz weall known
to have a collection of pearls of great
value, and it is fairly certain that he
was killed by someone who was after
them. He iz said to have been stabbed
by a half-casto named SBilvio Xero.”

“That's the  man!” exclaimed
Wharton.

When Captain Lennox returned to the
schooner there was an eager dizcussion
among itho Greylriars fellows, Thoy
had learnod something from the skipper,
and cven Mr. Vernon-8mith seemed a
little opressed at last, His skipper of
the copra schooner was & man who had
sailed the Pacific for thirty years, and
knew what he was talking about. And
1t was clear that Dlack Peter and his
treasire of pearis had been & general
topic in the islands.

. T say, you fellows,” DBunter buited
:nto the dizevssion ' 've heen locking
at. ithat ship.”

“Go  and
Johnny Bull,

“I can’t see any sign of the engines,"
saltd Bunler.

“The wlhat?"

“Engines! ‘There are no funnels.™

“Funnels §

* Looks to e a= if 3's o sailing ship,™
zaid Bunier, with a wise shake of the
head.

The juniors looked at Bunter.

“¥You—you think that sehooner is a
sailing ship?" pasped Bob Cherry, at
last.

“Well, it looks hike 1t to me,” said
Bunter,

“Oh, my hat!™

“The powers of observalion of the
estecnwsel  Bonter are terrific,” mur-
mured Hurree Singh, * Have any of yon
follows notied that the schooner is a
sailing shap ™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Mean to say you knew?” demanded
Bunter,

The juniors yelled. The schooner had
tacked indlo the bay with bellying canvas
amdd rattling boom, and it should have
Leen shvions, even to the Owl of the
Remove, ithat the Aloho was a szailing
ship. But apparently thet discovery
had onfy just downed on William
George Dunier. )

“Plessed I 1 zee anything to cackle
at.” grunted Bunter. “Look here, I'm
not satisfied.”

“i{Oh dear!”™ sand Bob Cherry,
“Bunter isn't satishied. This is where
we put on sacheloth and ashes.™

“(¥h, really, Cherry! I suppose we're
not going fooling about in a railing
ship?” sand Bunter warmly. “The least
that Smithy's pater can do iz to stand
us & steamer, I consider.™

“ Fathead ™ o

“Well, thal's my opinton,” snorted
Bunter. e

“Faorfunately, your opinion doesn's
maticor,” remarked Nugent. “Isn't that
turky, Bunter 7"

leok again,” sugpested
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“Ha, ha, ha!"

“It's a Dblinking
grimted Bunter, :

“A which " ingquired Frank.

A windjammer—seamon call a sail-
ing ship a windjammer. 'm not satis
fied with anything of the kind. Look

windjammer [

here, you fellows had better suggest to
Mr. Vernon-Smith that we take the
vacht.”

“Mr., Vernon-Smith is using the yachi
for business trips among the islands
while we're gone,” said Harry.

““1 suppose he can put that off 7"

L1 EII -I:I-?J

"Or take one of the island steamers,
or somothing "

““Dear old Bunter!"” said Bob.

“I think you'd better put it to
Smithy's pater, Wharton. Put it to
him plainly, you know.”

“I think you'd better put it to him
yoursclf, Bunter,” said Wharton, laugh-
ing. ““Here's Smithy—put it to him."

The Dounder came up and joined the
group. IHHe glanced inguiringly. at the
laughing faces of the Famous Five and
the frowning countenance of William
Georgo Dunter.

Y Anything up?” he asked.

“Lots,” said DBeb. “Bunter isn't
satisficd. . That being the case, we're
rather afvaid that the jolly old world
will stop revolving on its axis and the
skies will fall. Which would be a
ealamity.”

The Bounder grirned.

4
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“What's tho trouble, Bunler?™ he
asked.
“Nothing," said Dunter promptly.

Tiis tenurc as a ' guest ”' of the Bounder
of Greyfriars was rather precarious, and
e did not like the look in Bmithy’'s eye.
1 was just saying how ripping it was
of wour pater to stand us that splendid
schooner for our trip, and how—hlow
lucky it was that wo weren't going in a
bﬁaff]}—, smoky, smelly steamer! That's
all.

“0h, erumbs [V gaspod Bob.

“Bure you're satisficd 7" asked the
Bounder genially.

“Oh, gquite!"

“Berause, if you're nof—"

“But I am,” said Bunter, in a great
hurry, “more than satished, in fact.™

“"Beeanse 1b i3 quite easy to take a
passage home from licre.”

id Ell?lﬂ

“And I'll ask my father o pay vour
fare like a shot, if you're keen on’ get-
ting back to Bunter Court!”

Billy Bunter's [ace was & study for a
moiment.

“Just say the word!" said the
Bounder.
Bunter had no mtention of saving that

word. Bunter Clourt, with all its glories,
did not attract him in the least,

“* o it, Bunter old wan!" said Johnony
Bull. “Take Bmuthy's offer while it's
open. It will be top late when we've
started on the windjammer,"

“0Oh, really, Bull *

e
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“Thionk ol the crowtls of the nobility
and geniry at Bunter Court, and how
they miss your chierubie face—pechaps!”
urged Dob.

“0Oh, reatly, Cherey——"'

“We'll all see you off—wiih plea-
sure ! sard YWharton.

“Thie pleasurcfulness will be torrific
~#8hall I speak to the pater?” asked
tire Bounder.

“Munnol!” gasped Bunter.

“Bure?’” persisted Smithy.

“0Oh, quite, old man! I wouldu't
desert you for anything, Why, vou luay
e going into danger—you'll necd me!™
gasped Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Rely on me, old chap,” said the Owl
of the Remove., *“I'm sticking to you.
Rely on me."

And Bunter rolled away, to put an end
to the discussion, leaving the chums of
the Hemove grinming.  Bunter rolled
down the companion just as SBoames was
coming upn here was & collision on
the stairs, and ns Soames stood as firm
as g rock it was Bunter who sat down,
He sat down hard.

“Ow ™ he gasped.

Sosmes looked at ham.

“Horry, sir!” he said soltly. " You
came down so very guickly. sir, I did not
see you. I trust you are not hurt, sic?”

Bunter glared at him,

He was scared of the Bounder, but he
was not acared of Soames. To a man-
.I'a_t.ﬂ:xflmt, at lcast, he could say what he
iked.

i

i

** Here, you Jacky ! *” rapped out Scames.
““ You search that feller, furn ouf um pockets ! * Redwing
submitted quietly to the search. Jacky, the boatswaln,
soon turned out his pockets. Buf the lreasure-chart was'
not there. (See Chapler 11.)

“ Yes, sar? ™
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“¥You checky beast ' he gasped.

“Oh, sir!” said Soames deprecalingly.

“How dare you get in my way!”
hooted Bunter. “Don't you know that
8 servant should stand out of a gentle
man's way !’ ;

“Pray excuse me, sir——

“Holl your tongue!™ snorted Bunter.

For one instant there came a glint into
Spames’ eoves,  But it was only for an
mstant.  Willlam George Dunter never
knew what a narrow escape he had Just
their of beimg kicked down the comn-
paRion-way. .

“T am truly sorry, sir!” said Soamcs
smoathly, “1I trust, sir, that you \'qull
realise that I was not to blame for the
collision, as you rushed into me.”

“(3et out of the way!™

“Certainky, sir!” ]

Soames bhacked down the stairs re.
spectiully, snd Bunter rolled on his way.
The Owl of the Remove derived some
satisfaction from haviog, as he regarded
it, put Soamecsz in Ie place, Had
Wilham George Bunter been sble to see
s little further into the future he would
have felt anything but satisfaction. For-
tunately, he couldn't

e

el srm——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Under Way !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. spent
a busy and happy day making
their preparations en board the
Alaha.

They explored the little schooner, and
expecially their own quarters on board,
with great inferest and delight.

There was no doubt that qguarters
would be close on the little vessel; she
waz not o commedious as the Golden
Arrow. And the copre trader, of
vourse, lucked all the modern gadgets
with which Mr. '_‘.-"em-:m-smxth‘a priceless
yacht was [urnished. On the Golden
Arrow was electric light and a refripera-
t_ﬂr- -“rﬂrked h.:,l lhE_ Fﬂuht:‘ﬂ- Elﬂﬂh’lﬂﬂ}j‘.
and a balh-room with constant qupplmg
of water, hot and ¢old, casy-chairs and
writing-tables, bookeases and books—
everything, in fact, that money could
buy to add to ease and comfort. On the
Aloha all these things were conspiou-
ously lacking. )

But no one in the party was likely to
mis¢ them much, excepting Bunter. The
junipes, in poind of fact, preflerred the
island schooner to o yacht that was
rather like & fAoating hotel. They had
come to the South Seas for ¢hange.and
adventure, and to se¢c things sz ihey
reaxlly were, and they were mot keen
on briuging all the latest padgets of
eivilised comfort along with them.

White Win%s appealed more to the
imagination than a steam-engine, and
they were glad that the schooner was a
“windjammer.” They were In no
hurry—in fact, they were glad io get
away from hurry into the easy-gomg
ways of the Souih. The Aloha—unlike
very many South Sea traders—was
scrupulously clean; her Scottish skipper
saw to that.,  And that was the eunly
point upon which the Greviriars fellows
were really pacticular. They had not
reached the age when ease and comfort
were necessities of life.,

Tnstead of the spaecious zaloon of the

acht, they found a lLittle cuddy, with
ockers and bunks ranged round it

Bunter declared that they would ke
packed like sardines, but nobedy minded
Bunter. Captain and mate had trans-
ferred their guariers to the little deck-
house, leaving the space below for the
sevenn juniors and Buuter.  Even so,
there wasg not toe much room-—much too
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little, according 1o Bunter. Care had lo
be taken to keep down the baggage as
much as possible,

Bunter declared that there was no
room for a fellow's things. As Bunter
had no baggage whatever, excepting
what he had borrowed or sunexed from
the other fellows, that need not have
worried him very much, But it did
worry him, apparently. The delight of
the Remove fellows had an mcessant ac-
companiment of grl:iuain%- from William
George DBunfer. But Harry Wharton
& Co. were accustomed to that, and *'1.“33
l:t it pass them hé' like the 1dle win
which they regarded not,

Everything on the schooner delighted
the juniors—even the fact that it was a
schooner ! What could be more delight-
ful than sailing among the isles of the
Facific in a schooner? Bob Cherry asked
his eomrades.  And they agreed that
nothing could.

When a fellow was in a hurry steam
was all very well ; when a fellow was on
8 heliday hurry was out of place and
spoiled the pictyre. Long, leisurely
days bowling before the trade-winds,
the rattle of spars and the clanking of
the boom, white canvas banging over
their heads as the happy Kanakas
handled the sheets—it was a debightful
prospect. - The Kanaka crew were
another attraction—it was “real South
Hea ™ sailing, with a ecrew of grinning,
hrnwu-fﬂ.ﬂﬂﬂg men, who spoke a sirange,
melodiouns language among themselves,
and pidgin English when they addressed
the whites,

The cook was n Tonga Islander; thera
was no steward, but Scames was taking
ont & steward's duties, [t scemed to be
Soames’ one object in e to make him-
self of use—to his employer first of all;
next, 1o his employer's zon; and after
that, to the friends of his employer's
son. Even Bunter received inexhaust-
ible courtdsy from Seames. And Red-
wing felt ashamed of fig lngering dis-
trust, when he found that he was the
recipient of many little acts of thought-
ful attentfon from Boames, who was as
unvaryingly courteous to the =zatlorman’s
son a3 to the milhonaire's son.

With quiet, unobtrusive thpughtful-
ness Soames did so much to make the
juniors’ quarters on the Aloha more
comfortable, that they could net help
feoling grateful, and they came to the
concluzsion that it was rather a good
thing, after all, that Soames was coming
with them.

Possibly that was the conclusion to
which Scames wished them to come.

Ben Dance, the wooden-legged sea-
man, messed amidships with Soames, and
he, too, received many polite sttentions
from Mr. Vernon-Hmith’s man. He re-
garded the neat, sleeck manservant with
something like respectful awe. Ile had
talked to Scames =zometimes, and dis-
covered that the man had a thorough
knowledge of seamanship and naviga-
tion, and was capable of sailling ’ﬁm
veszel himself, Yei, with all his gifig—
which seemied really innamerable—
Hoames was 50 unassuming that no one
would have suspected that he possessed
such pgifis.

It was not withoul some misgiving
that Dance had joined the crew of the
schooner., He was convinced that the
pearls would not be Jifted without a
strupgle  with  Bilvie Xere, the half-
caste ; and there wns a nole of dread in
his voire whenever he mentioned the
mian with the earrings. Ile was a brave
man, &8 the juniors knew; but the fero-
cious  hali-caste terriffied him. The
desperade who had “pgot " Black Poter
was & man to be feared, though the

Greylriars  follows him little
thought,

“What about arms? Billy Bunler
wanted to know, when the juniors had
patked their possessions in the lockers,

" Which?"” asked Bob Cherry.

\"There're cannibals on Caca Island,™
said Bunter. “And wo may rum inlo
that half-caste villain again. We shall

want arms.”
“Never mind arms” saill Bob
cheerily. "You rely on your legs iu

the hour of danger, you know.”

gave

“Beasgt! I had better have a revolver,
at least.”
“Impossible! The “Daily Mail’

doesn’t circulate in the South Sea
1'61{&111:151.” enswered Bob.

*BEh! What's the * Daily Mail ' got
to do with it

“We should want to sign the Insur-
ance Coupon, if you had & revolver,”
explained Bob.

"Ha, he, ha'”
“You silly ass!”
“Look here, I'm ot
cannibale wnarined ¥

"If you went unlegged, it would be
serious,” said Bob. “But what good
would srms be lo you when you were
running i

"I believe you want me lo be cooked
and eaten by cannibalzs?”  hooted
Bunter.

““No fear! 1 wouldn’'t give even a
cannibal such & nasty morsel !”

“TERV right, B

s all 11 unter,™ said Harr
Wharton iaughit:ig. “Whatever :rm::;
are necessary will be on board, Captain
iﬁ:iﬂj{:}: knows how to take care of his
zhip.

“Not so well g3 Bunter does,” said
Johnny Bull. “Bumer could give him
a lot of tips.™

"L daresay I could,” sueercd Bunter.
“I don’t think much of the skipper, or
the mate either. As for the ecrew,
they're a lot of mniggers, like Hurree
Singh.™

“ My esteemod Bunter—"

“Very likely cannibals, the lot of
them,” said the Owl of the Remove.

roarcd  Bunter.
EOINg slong

“Stl, T suppose Soames is bringing
his sutomatie.”
“*Not likely 1 eaid Nugent,

“Boame: doesn't strike me as & man
lo carry firearms™

“That's all you know. I saw him
one day packing a revolver.”

H'Ratajlj

“T saw him!™ roared DBunter.

" Bow-wow "

“You zilly chumps, T tell

“Dry up, old fat bean!”

“You can ask him,” said Bunter. I
5&157, Soames! Confound that servant~
where is he! Soames!”

“Here, sir!” said a sleek voice,

Fﬂu—-—.—.”

";I‘hesl:: fellows don’™  believe that
¥you'se got an  automatic pistol,
guame:ﬁ,” said Bunler.

“Quite so, sir!™

“Why, 1 saw you packing it, on the
vacht, one day ! hooted Bunfer.

“T have left it
Spames smoothly, “I1t wil not he
noeded om this schooner. The eaptain
and mate are armed; and they &re
fully capable of protecting us!”

“1 naresay vyou want to be proe
teeted—I dan’t 1™ said Bunter, wiiz a
snoer. " But, of course, a valet wouldn's
understand that.”

“ Mo, sir. 1 beg your pardom, sir.
Is there anything more, sie?”

“No; get -gui !

Boames got out,

“What beats me,” said Dob Cherry,
in a tone of wonder, “is why Scamus
has never kicked Duntor.”

“The kickfulness 13 the

there, sir,” sald

proper
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caper,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, “as the osteemea and obse-
gquious Soames does not kick him, I
suggest that we bestow the necessary
kickfulness.”

“Grood cgg " exclaimed Bob heartily.

“1 say,. you fellows—ysaroooch!”
roared Bunter, as he received what
waa coniing to him.

*Now shut up,” said Bob., " And if
you check Soames again, vou'll get
ancther. Be civil to the man, you fat
outsider "

“Cheek & servant!”, gasped Bunter.
“You silly idiot, you can’t check a
servant. You'd know that, if vou were
accustomed to a horde of menials as I
am at home.”

“Kick him again!”

“Yaroooh !

And Bunter ceased {rown {reubling,
and the weary were at rest—f{or a little
while,

All was ready at last; and one bright
morning, Mr. Vernon-Smith bade fare-
well. to the treasure-seekers, and went
back to his yacht and his husinoss
cuterprises; and the Aloba weighed
anchor and stood ocut to sea.

The Greyfriars fellows lined the rail,
logking back at Nuka-Hiva as the
schooner bowled out to sea. The town
of Taio-hae sank from sight, and slowly
the great hills sunk inte the waves,

“We're really off at last ! said DBob
Cherry, with a deep breath. “ ot the
chart safe, Reddy™

Redwing  smiled,
pocket.

“Bale as houses ™ he said.

“Nuobody here to try to get it off
vou,” samd Bob. “Whoever that
mysterious johnny was who tried to
get- hold- of 1, we've left him behind
on board the Golden Arrow.”

Redwing nodded, without replying.
His' distrust of Socames had faded a
good deal, but it was not quite for-
gotken, At all cventzs, he waz on his
guard, and if the mysterious Etmmf‘
was, indeed, now on the schooner with
the Greviriars party. Redwing  was
determined that he should obtain no
opportunity of getting at DBlack Peter's
chark.

The Bounder leoked at Redwing,
smiling  slightly, as he remembered
what the sallorman’s son had said in
the palin grove om Nuka-Hiva.

“All serene, Reddy,” he said. “All
plain sailing now—unless we hit up
against Silvie Xero once more.”

“This craft is & beauty for sailing,”
said Redwing, “We're doing eight
knots now. It's a ripping craft.”

““The ripfulness is terrific.”

Under. the blazing sun, with brown
canvas fhiled by the trade-wind, the
Aloha glided gracefully and swiitly on
her way,and the summits of Nuka-Hiva
aank below the waves, The wvast
Pacific, trackless, boundless, lay round
the Greyfriars treasure-seskers—the
next land they were to see was the
Ysland of Caca, where lay Black Peter's
treasure. It was a thrilling thought to
Harry Wharton & Co.; and they little
dreamod, at that moment, of what was

and tapped his

to happen beforc they sighted the
treasure 1sland.
THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
More Mystery !

" SHFE:DPEE_I:"I: .
“Too hot for supposing!”
satd Bob Cherry. .
“But suppose——*

“TFhe hotfulness 13 gratetul and com-
fortful,” remarked Hurree Jameet Dam
Hingh.

“Suppose—r

“Have you been oiling your sup
poscr, . Bunter!"” inquired Bob. s ?f
you're keen on supposing suppose you
leave off grousing ¥

“I'm only supposing——*
! Bow-wow !”

It was the second day out of Nuka.
Hiva, and undoubtedly it was hot. The
juniors had canvas chairs on the deck
of the Aloha, on the shady side of the
big. mainsail, They had already
learned. to _keep an eye open when the
boowmi swung over, Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh basked in the heat. Bob Cherry
fanned himself with a pelm leaf. It
was hot, thers was no mistake about
that; but, as Bob remarked with un-
diminished cheerfulness, fellows didn't
come to the Equvator to keap cook

“But  suppose,” persisted Bunier,
“Suppose we get becalmed !

“ Why. suppose anything of the kind?”
yawned Bob, “There's plenty of wind
at present, though it feels rather as if
it i3 blowing out of a baker's oven.
But it's making us move !

“Hailing ships do get becalmed !
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here, Dunter, I'll tell you what! It
the water runz out and we perish of
thirst, you'll have to diy up. Supposa
you dry up now!”

“{rood idea,” zaid Nugent.

“Well, don't say I didn’t warn you!”
eaid Bunter. “I told you plainly not to
como on this teip in a sailing-shap. My
idea was to have a steamer!”

“But suppose the engines blew up?™
asked Bob,

ii'&?’l,

“Suppose we broke the propeller, and
the engineer died of measles, and the
Kanakas ate the coal—what should we
do then on a steamer?"

“You silly ass!"”

“You'd be jolly glagd for a wind-
jammer to cofne along (o the rescus,™
said Bob, shaking his head.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Well, T warned vou,” said Bunter,
R you'd put it to old Smith——"

“To whom!"” asked the Bounder

Lh? I didn’t see you Smithy, old
chap !

the Ogean
Waye!™

“THE GREYFRIARS

SAILORS!”
By Frank Richards,

on Land and Ses, in

Price 44d.
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urged. Bunter.  “We had it in some
poem or olher ib a lesson at Grey-
friars, when Quelchy was  bungiog
English Jliterature at ws. Somcthing
shout being as lazy as a painled idol
o & painted ship.™

“Ha, ha, hal”

It was hot, bt .not {00 ot to Jaugh.
Bunter's rendering of Caleridge would
have made the figure-head of the Aloba
amile, could the ligure-liead have heard
1t.

"o vou mean as idle as a painted
rﬂ{n » upon & patnted occant chuckled

ob.

HMxu I don't! reterted Bunier. "1
megn a: laky as o painted idol on a
painted ship.  You don't knoew much

poctry.”

“"Ha, ha, ha!*

“¥Fou van cackle,” said Bunter.
“But you won't cackle if we get

becalmed, and the water runs out and
we perish of thirst, and—"

“Oh, comne " said Bob., *1f we perish
of thirst that will be the end of our
troubles, There won’t be anvy ‘aond’
after that!™

Y And suppose—"" went on Bunter.

“My hat! Still supposing! Look

“There's nowhere to kick you fo,
DBunter,” said the Bounder. 1 can'i
very  well  kick even you ilnto  the
Pacific!"

“Oh, really, Smithy——"
“But I can kick yon down the com

panton,” said the Bounder thoueltfully,
“so  von had better mind your
manpcrs‘.”

““T like that!”™ sncered Bunter.

“Mavners! You've got the manners
of a Hun, Smithy, and T'm sorry I ever
aceepted your invitation for this trip!™

‘The Dounder looked at him. As the
schoomer was s day out from the
Mamuesas, it was, of course, too late
to put Bunkter ashore to be sent home
in & homeward-bound vessel, For that
reasoh thie Owl of the Remove felt en-
titled to spread himself s little.

“Look what I've given up to coma
with vou!” pursued Bunter warmily.
“My old pal, D'Arcy, of 8t Jim's,
wanted me io go out to Canada with
him (his vaec!™

i Hlﬂ.t-ﬁ [l]

“Mauly begged me almost with teare

{Continued on page 16.)
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{Continwed from page 13.)

in his oyes to go home to Mauleverer
Towers with him.t"”

“Can it!"

“If that's the way vou talk {o a guest,
Smithy, I can only say vou're a bounder
and a rank outsider, as all Greyfriars
thinks of wou!™

Bob Chervy winked at the Bounder.

“We're not pressed for time, you
fellows,” hesaid, “ ®Bmithy gives the sail-
i orders on the Aloha. Smithy can tell
the skipper to turn back to Nuka-Hivo
if he likes. What about it?"

“Good idea!"” spid Wharton. *If
Daunter's sorry he came—"

“His sorrowfuloess iz only egualled
by ours,” remarked Hurree Singh.
“'The fturn-backiulness is the proper
capar."

“We only lose a couple of days,” said
Johnny Bull, entoring inkto the game.
as it were. ““Wo can afford thit—we
are not pressed for time. Anrthing to
oblige Buntor.”

"%ie#r, hear 1™

“Good )" zaid the Bouander, with a
crin. ' I'Ml speak 'to Captain Lennox
atb onee

Billy Bunter's jaw dropped as he
loak at the yuniors. It had not oe-
curred to his fat, mind that he moight
bo taken at his word like this. As a
matter of fact, nothing would have in-
duced the treasure-seekers to turn back
before reaching  the treasure island.
But Bunter was not aware of thai.

“I—I =ay, you fellows—"

“Tt's 2 go!” =zaid the Dounder.

“He, he, he!” .

“Hallo, ballo, hallat! Wha's eot an
alarm-clock Bbout him?" asked Bob,
UCherry, glanciug rovnd.

“He, he, he!” cackled Bunter feebly,

“0h, it's Bunter! What on earth arc
vou making that weird row for,
Bonter

“Hé, he, he! T say, vou fellows, T
waz only joking. of ecourse,” smd
Bunter. “I wouldn't think of deserting
tiy old pals. You needn't speak to the
skipper, Smithy! I'm not going back!™

“¥ou jolly well would if there were
any way of getting vou baek!™ said the
Dounder, * But there isw’tf™

*““Ha,.ha, ha!™ )

Billy Bunfer bhinked at the juniors,
It dawned upon him that his fat leg
had been pulled.

“Look here—"" roaced the Owl of
the Remove.

“Bhut up!” said Vernon-Smith, “ We
wonldn't lose time by turning back
with you, but there's still the cabin
stairs to kick you down, Take a ‘iip
from me and don’t talk too much!™

“Yah " snorted Bunter.  But he took
the tip and way silent—for soine
rapnubes:

“Warm, aiid no mistake,” vawned
Bob Cherry. “T think if I lived in
the SBouth Seas T should tske a tip from
the Kanakas in the watter of clothes.
A little iz a - lot too much.™

Hiz. aycs rested on the mate of the
schooner as he spoke. The mate. once

Taeg Macker Lisnanr.—No. 1,022,
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2 oul of port, was again clad in the sparse

attire of a short pair of linen trouters
and a hat. Captain Leonox had dis-

: carded jacket and shirt, and sported a

thin cotton vest, and his feet ‘were bare

= in his shoes, the mate's feet being en:
{7 tirely bare.

As for the Kanaka créw,
all they wore was a cotlon strip, and

‘not much of that.

Soamecs came oh deck, in His usual
silent way. Soatries was still clad in His
respectable clothes, and his steek, elean-
ciut face showed little sign of feelin
the hoat. Bunter sighted him, an
bawled :

““HBoames "

“ Sir M

“Bring .me a lemon-squash,”

“Cortainly, sic!”

“And look sharpt"

*Yes, sirl’” .

".I}::m't- talk so much—just get about
it

“VYery well, sir!"

Bunter blinked triumphantly at the
juniors as Soames glided noiselessly away,
To Sozmes; at least, he could talk as ho
liked—at least, sc he believed, The
Bounder. had aleeady told Soames that
he, was not under Bunter's orders. and
added that he could kick Bunter if he
liked. . But Soames seemed quife -
capable of entertaining such a disre-
spectful sugpestion.

The silent-footed manservant brought
the lemon-squash, and DBunter sipped it
wvith - satisfaction. He did not trouble
to say “Thank you " to Zoames. So
much politencss to & servant would bave
been a sheer waste, in Bunter’s opinion,

“] say, is there a row going on?" Te-
marked Bunter, blinking round at the
captain and tho mate,

The latier seemed = littie excited. He
had como on deck with a flushed face,
and his tones were angry as he ad-
dressed Captain Lennox.

“You mwst have miglaid
juniors heard the captain say,

“Na, sir: I keep that revolver under
the pillew in my bunk,” said the mate.
“I've looked below; but I knew it was
nob there. It's been taken out. of my
bunk, sict™ _

“If wou're sure, that's serions,” said
the skipper. * It must have been ono
of the Kanakas.”™

“1t couldn’t have been anybedy else.”

“You'd better inguire—and zearch, if
necessary. '’

The mate went forward, and there was
a jabbering among the Kanaka seamen
as he questioned them.  Apparently,
none knew apything of the missing re-
volver: but the mate was not satisfied
with * their denizls, and he went into
the fo'c'sle to search.

He came back again, looking hotter
and angrier than before. He reported
his ill-success to- the skipper, who
shrugged his shoulders. Then he came
ovier fo the group of juniors.

“1 suppose you Young gentlemen
haven't been larking with my re-
volver?” he asked.

“No fear!” said Bob.

“Tt's heen taken out of my bunk by
somebody,” grunted the mate, “Must
have been one of the Kanaka boys, I
suppose—though I ecan't find it any-
where, It's dashed queer!™
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And the mate went away 1o look
again for the. missing firearm. Tha
juniors exchanged rather corious
glances.

“My hat!" murinured Bob, “Js thero
going to be a giddy mystery on board
this schooner, as there was on the
Fa'ﬁlt?ll

EEdIWiﬂT drew a deop breath, and his
eyes involuntarily met the Bounder's.
OFf ail the ship's company on the Golden
Arrow, only Soames. was with the Grey-
friars party on the Aloha. Was it pos-
sible; after all, that the secret enciny
had not been Jeft  behind at Nuka-
Hiva?

The Bounder knitted his braws,

_";:E_im't, bo an ass, Reddy ! he said
abruptly. “Oqe of the black boys has
sncaked the pistol, of course.”

“Oouldn't have been anybody else.”
said Bob

“The man whe was alter the chart
wouldn't want to pinch a thirty-bob re-
volver, I suppose!” said the Dounder
tarily,

M Whoever he was, wo've left him Le-
hind at Nuka-Hiva,” said Bob, “He
can’'t have stowed himself away on the
schooner, as Dunter did on the yaeht.”

Redwing did not speak, but his face
was dark., That incident renewed Ina
strange misgivings and forebodings. OUn
the Aloha, tha captain and the male
were armed with revelvers: and, thera
was 3 case of rifles, with cartridges, in
the deck-houze, The Kanakas of
course, were not allowed weapons; but
whoen in dangerous waters, rifles were
served out to sclecied members of the
crew. At other tumes the case was kopt
locked, and the key never left the cap-
tain's possession.  Of the two armed
white men on board the schooner, ouly
one was now armed.

Tow glanced at the skipper.

UCapiain Lennox carried his revelver,
when at sea, slung in a holster to his
Lelt, It was impossible for anyone to
get at it without his knowledge, and the
skipper would have beéen a tough nut for
anyonc to crack, And yet—Rodwing
remembered Bunter's story of having
seen Soames packing an  avtomatic:
Soames had stated that he had left that
weapon on the yacht; ‘bot if Soames
was the secret ceemy, his statoment whs
worth nothing.

In"the inecident of the nrysierious loss
of the matc's revolver, it scemed to Red-
wing that he had a glimpse of terrible
possibilities. If his misgiving was well-
founded-=1f Soamebs was the man who
had attempted to steal the chart—whaot
then ? The juniors wore not on boara
the Golden Arrow now, manned by Eng-
lish searmmen, They were on the Aloha,
where the Kanake crew were absoluicly
certain to take otders from any white
man_ with a pistol in his hand.

Redwing drew a decp breath,

As in a pglass dackly, he seemed to
eatch a glimpse of terriblo possibilitics
on board the copra schooncr. And yet
it was so wild and visionarv that he
could not believe it.

But he made it a point; later, to ask
thoe mate, Parkins, *~whether he hao
found the revolver. Parkins had now
found it: be had only mscertained, by
rigorous search, that it was not to pe
found.  One of the Kanakas had pur.
loined it and dropped'it overboard, in
his opinion, perhaps in resentment of
gome rough word from the mate,

Redwing was very thoughtiul when ho

went to bed that night. He went lo
bed, but he .did not sleap.
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

What Happened In the Night !

PLASH!

Redwing heard the sound from
thn sea swiltly flowing along the
side of the schooner, as ho lay

sleepless in the dark.

He started.

It was past midnight, and the cap-
lain's watch on deck.

The mate was asleep in his bunk in the
little deck-house; Captain Lennox - was
in charge of the schooner. For'ard, Lthe
Kanaka crew were sleeping on deck,
except those on the watch, In the bunks
ranged round the cuddy of the Aloba,
Harry Wharton & Co. were asleep, and
threugh the darkness rumbled the sound
of Billy DBunter's decp and resomant
EROTA,

Redwing lay with beating heart,

That sudden, heavy splash had come
from the sea astern of the schooner, A
splash way not an unusual sound. It
might have been made by the tail of
some great fish disturbed by the passege
of the schooner; it might have been
some loose block that had dropped into
the sca; it might have been garbage
thrown overboard by the cook—if the
cogk was still up.

But to Redwing's ¢ars'it had a sinister
sound.

Ho told himself that it was nerves—
that nothing could have happened.
What could have happened? If a man
had gone overboard, there would have
been an alarm—et least a cry.

But Redwing was too decply disturbed
to calm his musgivings. The purloining
of the mate's revolver had fixed his
vapue suspicions, and brought the
matter to & head in his mind.

He turned out of his bunk at last,
and hurried on his clothes, There was
po light in the cuddy, and Eedwinig did
not think of lighting the swinging lamp.
He dressed in the dark, and groped his
way to the companion. His mind was
filled with forebodings, aud yet he could
scarcely believe 1hat anything was
wrong on board the gquict schooner, ghd-
ing peacefully through the calm, hot,
tropic night.

What was it, he asked himself, that
he feared? Had & mean fallen over-
board there would be an alarm. Had a
nian been pushed overboard, secretly, in
the darkness, no doubt it might have
passed unseen by the drowsy Kanakes
forward, and the man at the wheel
But that was murder, and Tom’s
thoughts baulked at the terrible word.

But he crept up the companion to the
deck, determined to see for himself that
all was well.

The night was dark; ithere was no
moon, and few stars glimmered in the
sky. Velvety blackness wrapped the
ocean and the gliding schooner,  Ahead
of the Aloha, the head-lights gleamed
out red and green across vast darkness,
There was & glimmer of the binnacle-
lamp, and Tom made out vaguely the
figure of the Kanaka boatswain at the
wheel, The boatswain, whose name was
unpronounceable by white mich, was
called Jacky on board the Aloha—a big,
burly, good-tempered man, devoted to
the “white feller eaptain.” His black
eyes and white teeth flashed a smile to
Rodwing, as the sailorman’s son came
noar.

“Where is the captain?” asked Red-
wing in a low voice,

T aptain  feller
watch.”

“Js he on deck?”

“Captamn feller always on hiun deck
in watch.”

If anything had happened, obviously
the boatswain bad seen nothing of 1k

him  keep feller

Redwing moved away.

The deck-house stood wide open In
tho hot night. Rﬂdwi;]ﬁ; glanced mto 1t,
and he could dimly make out the sleeper
in the mate's bunk. The other bunk
was empty. Not that it wes possible to
inagine that the Ekip;ljer had turned in
while the mate was asleep,

But nowhere aft could Redwing find
the skipper,

The darkness wes baffling; but he
searched every inch of space, and Cap-
tain Lennox waz not there.

Hodwing went forward, and two or
three sleepy Kanakas looked at him
curicusly, Among them was the Tonga
Island cook, who slept in the open, as
the seamen did.

F"ﬂn.pt.nin feller, he this way?” Red-
wing asked,

“Wo, sar,” said the Tonge Islander,
evidently surprised by the guestion.
“What neme you tink captain feller he
forrard? Find um ceptain feller him
place.”

“You don't say it’s ecight bells, sirl”
he exclaimed. Evidently he supposed
that the skipper had called him.

“It's T—Redwing,” #aid Tom. “I
can't help thinking that somecthing has
happened, Mr. Parkins. The captain 18
not on deck.”

“Eh? What? Rubbish!” said Mr.
Parkins; but he turned ouf of his bunk
gt once. He did not need to dress, His
single garment seryed him day and
night, and gt night he did net need hia
only other article of attire, his wide-
brimmed hat. He turned out quickly
enough, and his hand went under his
pillow for the revolver he ususlly kept
there, and he uttered p word &8 ho re-
membered that it was no longer there.

He brushed past Redwing to the deck.

“Ceaptain Lennox 1™

‘Ihere was no answer to his call.

* Captain Lennox !

The mate, in great surprise, shouted
the name. His voice rang easily from
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“He is not aft,” said Redwing. " No
can find captain feller him ship.” He
dropped into the beche-de-mer English
to make himself understood. " What
name no find eaptain feller "

“ No saviee what name no find white
marster,” said tho Tonga Islander in-
differently,

Redwing moved about forward, eyed
hy the Kanakas; but_ovidently the
skipper was not there. e returned aft
at last, and went inte the deck-house,
where the mate, Parkins, was still sleep-
ing soundly. No sign of the captain
was to be seen, and the splash he had
lieard seemed to ring in Tom’s ear like
a knell. The helmsman must have heard
it, but he was a Kanaka, not given to
taking heed of any happening that did
not immedistely concern himsclf or lis
duties. Redwing resolved on waking
the mate, at the risk of being considercd
a pervous foal if it turned out that all
was well.

“Mr. Parkine"

'The mate opened his eyes, and stared
from the bunk.
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end to end of the seventy-five feet of the
scliponer.

M'r.1 Parkins shared Tom's surprisc
now, if not his alarm.

“ Jacky I"" he celled to the man at the
helm,

i Sar !‘]‘l

“What name captain he no here "

“No savvee, =ar!”

“He took his watch as uscal at eight
bells—midnight 1 said Mr. Parkins to
Redwing. "He must have gone below
for s:pmething.

He shouted down the dusty companioh.

“Captain! Caplain Lennox!”

7 Only tho echo of his voico answered

1.

The mate ran forward, and called fo
the crew. ‘The watch on deck knew
nothing of the captain, and the other
watch—sleeping on deck—woke up, and
there was a babble of cxecited voices. No
one knew why the captain was not there ;
or, &3 they put it in beche-de-mer,
“what name caplain feller he not there”
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But the Tanga [sland cook volunteered a
BREEestion.

“Splashee splashice in um water, plaps
captain feller he overboard.” ™

* Rubbish ! snarled Alr. Parkins,

Twa or three of the Kanakas declared
that they had heard a splash, now that
the Tonga man momtioned it.

The mate scouted the suggestion; bub
his face was alarmed and troubled as he
went back aft, It was beginning to be
clear that Ceptain Lennox waz no longer
on board the Aloha; and if he was not
ol board, he was overboard, that was
cortain.

“There's some devil’s work on board
thiz craft ! Parkins muttercd to Red-
wing., “ My revoelver was stolen to-day-—
and now the captain is overboard, Ha
wasn’t the man to fall overboard.”

“{ heard a splash—that's why I cama
up,” said Tom, in a low voice.

The mate gritted his teeth.

“If he's over the side, he's been put
over the side—in the dark, A crack from
behind, I reckon—he wasn't the man to
fall over—and on a calm night, too.
There's some sea-lawyer aboard this
craft. I reckened it meant somie kind of
trouble when my shooter was pinched.
Now I know at’s coming, But I'd bhave
sworn to the crew—all pood Kanaks
hoys. That man Dance—"

“Ben Dance! He's as frue as steel,
I'm sure of that.”

“I can't make it out. If the Kanaka
boys mean mischief, why ain't they
started on it? They had a chance while
1 was asleep, and the skipper gone. 1t
beats mwe. But there's trouble coming,
and we want to got ready, I'll break oul
the riflea, and you can call up your
friends.” :

The mate stepped nto the deck house
to break ont ﬁﬁ case of riftes that was
kept under tie captain’s bnnk there, The
next moment Redwing heard him rap
out &n ocath,

at Thﬂy’r& E{Iﬂ{‘! lh!

l "lﬂﬂﬂﬁ " repeated Redwing breath-
caaly,

The mate swore savagely.

“I'hat szea-lawyer, whoover he is. has
got In here while I was snooring. and
taken away the case of guns. Slipped
them over side throngh a porthole, very
likely, 'They're gone!™

Tom Redwing hréathed hard.

*That means——"

*“1It means that there ain't a fivearm
left on the schooner,” said the mate,
between his teeth. “It means that. if
the man, wheever he is, has got a gun,
he's the master of the Aloha. That's
why my gun was stolen—and that's why
the skipper has been pub over the side
in the dark. Wake up vour friends—tell
them to get hold of anything that they
can—the Prince of Darkness only knows
what’s foing to happen now, but we'd
better be ready for it

Redwing, with beating heart, hurried
helow.

e

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Unknown Foe!

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
turned out.
A word from Redwing was
encugh for them.

By this time, there was a pale glimmmer
of dawn on the Pacific, a rift in the
backnesz from the East,

The chums of Greyiviars hastily
dréssed, gatlrered in the little cuddy,
with startled facez, as Redwing told
them in a few words how tlic mattcr
ftood,

"Their faces were startled, and & little
prle ;" 'lut there was no trace of Fear in
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them. Whatever the sitvation was, the

chuts of the Remove were preparcd to
face it with courage.
“DBut this is termible ' Wharton mut-

tered. " It's certain that the captain s
gone 77

“Quite ! gxid Bedwing.

“You mean that he has been
murdered,” asked Nuogent, with a
shudder.

** He. must have been—he has been put
overboard,” said BRedwing. ' The case
of rifles has been taken from the deck-
house, and either hidden or slipped mto
the sea. Theré is no fircarm left on
board the schooner—unless the man who
has done this is armed, as is pretty
cortain,” .

* But who— " hreathed Johnny Bull.

The Bounder met Eedwing's eves.

“¥ou think— " he muttered.

“I no longer think—I know ! said
Redwing, between his set lips. “*'We've

aced ourselves at his mercy now.

uwnter saw him packing an automatic on
oard the Golden Arrow., ‘That auto-
matic makes him master of the Aloha.”

" Boames ¥

i Y.L"E- aF

“Redwing !" cxelaimed Wharton, in
blank astomshment.

"I have suspected Soames for a lon
tune,” said Redwing guietly. "I tol
Smithy so beforo we left Nuka-Hiva. It
matters little now-—we shall soon know
the worst. (et hold of any kind of
weapons vou can, and let's get on deck.
Parkins thinks it may be some of the
Kanakaz—he may bo right. We shall
soon seet

“It’s a mutiny of the Kanakas," =said
the Bounder,  “Jt can't be anvthing
elzo. You're mad to think of Soames,
Rodwing. "

“*We shall soon sce!™ repeated Red-

Wing.

“Anvhow, there’s going to be
trouble,” said Bob Checry.  #I think
vou'rey dronming 1 you suspect Soames,
Reddy: but let’s wet on our guard.
Whatever the trouble iz, we've got to
back up the mate, and we may have to
fight for our Iives"

“Nobody will {ind it casy to handle
ng,” snid Johony DBull “We're not
H_:.ﬂc kids to be scared, Let’s pet out of

g

“1 say, vou fellows!" Bunter blinked
out of his bunk. *I say, what are you
tirning out for?”

“Oh, you pgo to sleep!”
Johnny Bull.

“Waking & fellow up, in the middle
of the night!” grumbled Boanter., 1
veally think you might be more con-
sidecate,™

Without answering Buntor. the junioers
went on  deck, Wach of them  had
grasped sbmething that might serve az o
wespon in an emergeney.  Billy Bunter
sniffed, and =eftled down to slecp again,
. Vornon-Smith  did net  accompany
the others. Redwing's fixed belief that
Hoamos was at the bottom of the mischief
on board the schooner staggered him, but
he simply could not believe it, He woent
to call Boames and Ben Dance, who
berthed amidships. A slidhing door from
the cuddy opened Inte theit réom.

“Boames ! he called out.

31! came a smooth, silky voice.

The customary soft toncs of James
Soames had a reassuring effect on the
Bounder. who had Legun to doubi. in
spitee of himself.

: Soates,

Turn  out,
happened.™

“Indeed, sie!” came the soft murmuor,

The Bounder started.

Soames’ soft  silky voice was  Lhe
same ;. vet it seemed to Vernon-8mith
that he could detect an yndercurrent of
mackéry in il

grunted

Something's

* Call Dance, and come on deck [ said
Sathy abruptly.

*Lertainly, sir.”

“If you have a weapon, Soames—"

“A weapon, sir P

“Yes, vou'd better bring it.  The
skipper has been shoved overboard, and
Mr. Parkins is expecting trouble with
the Kanakas,”

:‘ Oh, sit 1"

“You had an autematic on the vacht.
I think,” said Smithy, “but I think you
satd you left.it there.”

'Lhere was a faint sound in the dark-
ness, like the ghost of a chuckle. But
Seames’ voice came smooth as ever,

“That was atn orror, sir. Tortunately,
I brought the autormatic with me. It
may bo very uscful in these circum-
stances, Master Herbert.”

'I'he Bounder breathed hard and deep,

“Hand it me, Seamos.”

“To you, sirr”

“I'd better take it {o the mate, M
there's going to be trouble, he's the man
to deal with it,”

There was an  instant’s pause, and
Swmithy felt his heart beating alrost to
sulfocation. If Soames handed over the
pistol, it was a proof that Redwing's
suspreron was, after all, unfounded—
that James Soamcs was not the “sca-
lawyer ” who was plotting to pain con-
trol of the schoouer. The pause was
only for an instant, but it scemed an
sge to the Dounder before the sleek,
sitky voice replied.

. “You are right. sir, I will unpack it
inmmediately and bring it on deek. ™

“Very well. Danco!” called out the
Bounder,

Ay, ay, sir!” came the husky tones
of the wooden-legged seaman. “I'm
turning out, sir.  I'm your man if
there's trouble with the crew.”

“Get hold of a belaying-pin, or some-
thing, and get on deck,” said Vernon:
St h.

L1 .‘1&.,_ u’.!lrr Isilr:n

Herbert Yernon-8mith  went  back
thtough the cuddy to the companion
ahd asconded to the deck, Black doubt
was in his mind now. Buot Bcanics hee
satd thai ke would unpack the revolver
and bring it on deck. ‘The Bounder
clung !":". that. '

He joined the juniors.
sunrise  was strongthening. A pale,
rosy flush was in the castern sky. Round
the Aloha rolled the vast billows of the
Pacific, with no sign of land, no sign of
& sail. The crew and passengers of the
Aloha were alone on the vast ocean; to
fight oui their destiny unseen, unaided,
and how tragic that destiny might be
was demonsirated by the fate of the
captain.  Many a mile behind the
gwifily-gliding schoouer the unfortunato
captain had gone to his fate his Jast £V,
i he had uttered one, wriered only to
the deaf winds and waters,

Parkins, with a belaving-pin in his

The light of

hand, stood wncar the binnacle, his
bronzed face dark and troubled and
uneasy. Now that the skipper was

gone, he was in command of the Aloha,
and so far his command Kad not been
questiongd. The Kanakas were jubber-
g Lo one another in their own tongue,
i a state of great sarprise and’ excife-
ment, but none had offered to disputeé
the authority of the mate. Trouble, i
it wes to come, did net seem to be
coming from the Kanaka crew.  But
from where clse could it come ¥

Ben Dance came stumping on  deck:
He joined the Greviviars party and the
mate. Mr. Parkins gave him a search.
g look; but, evéen in his doubt and
uneasiness, he conld not doubit the hoyedi
face of tho wwig:!an-‘lcﬁgmi seaman, But
who?'" Even in that hoir of utter per.
plexity the mabe did hot think of the



EYERY
SATURDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

i | —

TWOFENCE. 13

%

Fid

{

[

'ﬁl\ i

il |

(h
L

metal shine.

Ellly Bunter had the pleasure—or otherwise—aof cleaning out the galley, seouring pots and pans, and making every Inch of
It seemed like an awful dream to Budier—only it was real, terribly real !
galley, and whenever he slacked down, a kick or a cuff from the cook set him going again.

He panted and sweated In the stully
(See Chapler 12.)

sleck manscrvant as & possible dan-
ECrous enony.

“Is Boames coming up, Dance® the
Bounder asked quietly.

“Ay, ay, sir. He told me to say he
was coming up in a few minutes™

“Boames has an automatic,” said the
Bounder quictly to the juniors. “He is
going to hand it to My, Parkins.”

“Good ! =zaid Bob Cherry. “But I
remember he told us he'd left it on the
yacht.”

“He seems to have brought it aboard
the Aloha, after all”

“I t-h-:-ught it would turn oul 20," sa1d
Redwing bitterly,

“It's lucky, as
Mugent.

o g it-?“

“ Reddy, old chap, you must be potiy
to think that BSoames——" began
Nugent.

“Why doesn't he come on deck?”
asked Re:;lwm%' uictly, “What is he
walting for? think I can tell you.”

“Well, what, then?” asked the
Bounder, with a snap in his voice.

“Ha. 15 waiting for the hght fo be
clear enough for sheoolting.” said the
sailorman’s son.

" Redwing ™ .

“Well, you will soou see,” said Red-
wing wearily. “I hope 1'm wrong, I'd
give Black Peter's treasure, and every-
thing ¢lse, to be wrong. But I'm afraid
'm night™

The Bounder comprezsed his lips.

“Why doesn't e come? he muttered
ravagety,

The junicrs waited anxiously.

It was an entively new idea to the
Famous Five that ames was not to
Yo trusted. They could not b«lieve it.

it happens,” said

The mere idea seemed to them prepos.
terous. Soames, the sleek scrvant, the
obsequious valet, the suave machine,
he the “sea-lawyer,” the desperate man
who had ABung the captain into the sea
in the darkness—the secrct enemy who
had striven to steal the treasure chart
on board the yacht.---the desperado who
was planming to seize the schooner—it
was impossible to believe it, And yet,
impossible as 1t was, conviciion grew n
the minds of the juniors. Tor if the un-
known sea-lawyer was not Soames, who
was he? Who had purleined the mate's
revolver, put the skipper over the side,
and abstracted the case of rifles from
the deckhouse? Wot one of the Kanakas
babbling forrard. Not one of the party

grouped about the binnacle aft.  And
there remained only Soames.
Sunrise was swift in the Pacific. Thao

rosy glow was followed by a golden
light. The sun’s rim appeared abova
the wide waters, and very quickly the
whole orb was seen. Day was bright on
the Pacific once more.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!® Bob Cherry's

voice was tense, ' Here he comes!”
James Boames stepped on deck,

——

THE TENTH CHAPTER,.
The Whip-hand !

OAMES glanced at the quiet, tense
group by the binnacle, and then

A at the Kanakas forward. His
glance came quickly back to the
group. He looked his wusual self—
qlumtlgr, neatly dressed, his clean-shaven,
clean-cut face sleek and impassive as
£Ver.
nan.

Yet t_hﬂra was a chan m the
The lines of his lace secemed to

have hardened. MHis eyes had & glint in
them that the jupiors had never <ecn
before.  The smooth, well-kept fingers
of his right band grasped the automatic.
And even his grasp upon the weapon
showed that he was & man to whom

deadly weapons were not new or
strange. James Soames had  used

weapons before in his time.

The Bounder locked at him and knew.
Before a word had been spoken he
knew, and the other fellows knew, that
Redwing had been right. James Boames
was master of the Aloha now, and tho
time had come for throwing aside all
disguise. Quietly, patiently, treacher-
ously the man had played his cunning
game, till the hour came to step out Into
the open. Now that hour had come.
The sleek manservant, in & moment,
had changed into the ruihless, resolute
sea-lawyer.

His thin, well-ent lips corved in &
smile a5 he read that knowledge in the
[aces of the Greylriars fellows.

Mr. Parkins stared st him. He did
pot undersland as the juniors undep-
stood, but he was conscious of a subtle
change m the man.

“Here, you, give me that shooter!™
he said. ]

Seames smiled,

“Hand it to Mr. Parkins, Soanmes”
sgid the Bounder, with & last effort, as
1t wore, to throw conviction aside,

“I fear that 1 cannot obey that order,
Master Herbert,” said Soames,

“What do you mean?”

T'he Bounder's veice faltered in spite
of himself, MNow that he had shown
himself in his true colours there was
something more terrifying in this quies,

Tie MacueTr LIBRARY.—No. 1.022.
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catlike man than in any loud-vowed
desperado.

“1 think wvou know what I mean,”
smed Boames. Y Befors we go and
further, I bad better wern yor all that
I am a dead shot. [ have never missed
my aimy yel, and I am not likely to
begin now., I am  master of this
scthooner—master of the life aud dealh
of every soul aboard. I am noi a man
of violetee, znd not a haic of anyone's
lead shall be harmed so long as my
orders are carrvied out withoub guesiion
or resistance. Bub at the fisst sign of
dispute or resistance I shall shoot, and
I shuil shoot to kill! I trust 1 make
myzelf clear, gontlomon ™

“ You hound!” broke out the Dounder,
while the mate Parkins staved in blank
Lbewilderment at the smoeoth-faced, silky-
voiced scoundrel.

HSoames made a deprecatory gesture.

“Better langnagoe, please, Master
Herbert ! .

“Are voun mad, Soames?” asked the
T!-l:}llt;d&r}hnatsely. “You, my father's
valet——"

“No longer so, Masier Herbert,
After this, I fear that my respecied
master, Mr. Vernon-Smith, would have
no use for my serviee. Neither shall 1
have any occasion (o rewain in service,
az the treasure of (faca Island will
make me a rich man,

“So that's your game!” hissed the
Bounder.

“That is my game, Masler Herbort 1"
assented Soames. ;

“It was you—you who tried Lo steal
the chart on the Geolden Arrow; Fou
who attacked BRedwing, atlacked me,
drugged my [athert”

The Bounder's woice was husky with
rage.

"Quite so, Master lerbert '™

There was something  indeserthably
mocking and sardonic in Hoames' still
continuing to address the millionaire's
son as * Master Herbert." It seemed as
1f his habit of =slave obregurousness
was a cloak that he could nob throw
off —that had becoms second nature to
him. ¥Yet throngh it the desperate and
determined rufhan could be seen.

Vernon-Smith clenched his hands.

*And you think you'll gol away with
thiz, vou villain?"

1 think so, Master Hecberet, other
wize I should not have made the
atiempt,” said Hoames. I am a
patient man. I have served vour father
for many years, looking for an oppor-
tunity of making my own way. I regret
to say that my object was (o enrich
myself, such boing the weakness of
human nature, and not wholly to make
myseif useful to Mr. Veroon-Rmith,
But your respected father was alwarys,
if_you will excuse the expression. foo
wide for me. He has many millions,
bt he takes remarvkably good care of
them. Believe me. during the many
vears I have been in his serviee, T have
rot succeeded in feathering myv pest io
more than the tune of a few hundred

pounds bevond my wapes, which I
grant were lihoral ™

“You seoundrel!” mulicred the
Bounder.

“DBut v chance camo when I heard
of the chart,” said Soawmes. “In my
old rough days in the Sovih Seas I
knew Black Peter; [ may cven admit
that I was econcerncd with Lim in many
proceedings that would searcely bear
fegal investigation. I was with him in
kidnapping lanakas for the plantations
and in maty other deeds which it wonld
only shock vou o meniion.  Had
Master Redwing not beou so exceedingly
wary. I should have obtained the ehar:
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on hoard the yacht, and that probably
would have been a better selution for
all concerned. I zhould have left Mr.
Vernon-Simith's seevice, with the chart
to guide mw lo a fortune. Unfortu-
nately, I was defeated, and there re-
mzined only this means. I azsure you
that I am sorry io cause you o
venience and diseomfort, but in  the
sume breath I must tell you that T will
sheot you dead if you attempt to place
tho slightest diffically in my way !

The Bounder's eves blazed.

“ You seoundrel ! You hound! I—"

Ile made a spring forward. Redwing
grasped his avm, and dragged hin back
only jost in fime. for ﬁm automatic
Hashed up to a level, and in another
second the bullet would have sped.

" Bmithy, stop "

Redwing draggped the Bounder back,
at the same time interposing hiz own
bady between his chum and the threaten-
ing pastel.  Had the bullet sped, Hed-
wing would have received it.

But SBoame: did not pull the trigger.

“1 warn you to keep your temper,
Master Herbert [ he said smoothly., 1
take my life in my hands in doing as [
do, and I cannot afford to take chances !
I will gladly spare your life and the
lives of your friends, bubt Fou must

AR R TR R R

DUKE’S SON AND
DUSTMAN’S SON!

({Continned from page 15.)

“My name is Herbert Binns, sir,
though you may call me 'Erb, or Bert,
if yomu wish, T was sent here by the
Muggleton Council 1™

“Ah! You are the dustman's son?"
said the Head, with cutting scorn.
“You have come here to reseeve your
edducation at my hands?"

“'That is so, sir:"”

Il edducate you all right-—with my
birchrod !  said Doetor Birchemall
grimly. "'l make you roo the day
you first set foot in 3t. Sam's, you
cornmon, ill-bred son of a scavenger !

_ “Bhame ! eried Jack Jolly & Co.
indiggnantly.

“Play the game, sir!”

“(Zive the new fellow a chance!™

The Head frowned.

“Zilence, vou young welps ! he thun-
dered, “If you eggspect me to show
any considderation to the son of a dust-
man, you are grately mislook ! Rinns,
you will get down from that dreadful
vehicle and proseed to my study, where
I shall have something to say to you
later—with my birchrod I”

“But—but what have I dane, sir?”
asked Herbert Binna, in dismay. :

“Don't back-answer me, you brat!”
said the Head savvidgely. “Do as I
tell you! As for wour honner "—and
ha turned fawningly to the duke’s son—
“may I request the ‘plezzure of wvour
honner’'s company at my tea-table®"

The Honnerable Algernon grinned,

“I'mm on, grandpa!” he said. “1°ll
join yer as soon as I've found an 'ome
for thiz "ere bus of mine I

* Your honner may use my garcidge 1™
saitl the Head, beanung all over his

dile.

then., with another sollum
sallaam to the duke’s son, he turned
awey, leaving Jack Jolly & Co. to dis-
cuss the eggstraordinary situation, and
to marvel at the Iead's widely different
treatment of the Duke’s Son and Dust-
man's Son |

THE ERL.
(Another Ihcky Nugent “zhocker ™
nert  weck,  ehapa,  endiffed: Y The

Howd'a Persecnlton ™)

SEEN THIS WEEK'S BUMPER ISSUE OF THE “POPULAR™?

nnderstand that if a finger is raiscl
against me 1 will shoot to kill I

Y oamithy 1 breathed Bedwing,

The Dounder shook off lns detaining
hand.

“It's all right!
muticred,

“That villain means every word hoe
says ! muitered Redwing. " For good-
nes3” sake, keep vour temper! We're at
his merey now 17

The Bounder noddod, and pritted his
tecth. He waz eool again, and he did
not mean to throw away his life.

Harey Wharton & Co stood silent.

Vhey were almost dazed by the turn
affairs had taken; but it was very clear
i their munds that they were at the
merey of this scoundrel, whose steady
hand grasped the only firearm on board
the schooner, That he would kill it
forced to do 1t they did not need telling.
The fate of the skipper proved that le
was prepared to shed blood, if neces
sary, fo gain his ends.

Soames was master of the Alohe, and
for the present, at feast, the chums of
Greyiriars could only submit to the
ineviteble and Yde their {ime.

Mr. Parkinsg had stood in silence,
staring at Boames, and listening to him
like & man in a dream.

Even the evidence of his own eyes and
cars seemed hardly to convinee the
astounded mate that this sleck man-
servant had turned to piracy on the
high seas—that the cat had turned into
a tiger.

But he found his voice at last.

His bronzed face was almost moltled
willh rage as he glared at the cool,
sleek, seli-reliant man who was facing
such enormous odds single-handed,
relying only on his weapon and his des
perate courage.

“You—you—you sea-lawyer!™ hissed
the mate. “You durned scoundrall
You put the captain over the side!”
~ "Who can answer for what happened
in the night 7 said Soames, with a slow,
deadly smile. * Let us take it that the
skipper fell overboard, What we have
to deal with ig the situation as it now
stands! T am master of this schoonee,
My, Parking!”

“The devil you are I"* hissed the mate.

“You will take my orders, and so long
as you obey me as your captain, na
harm shall come to you, and wyou will
continue to reccive vour pay! I shall
see that you are put to no loss!”

The mate stared at him almost
wolfishly, His fingers closed on the
belayving-pin he held till the wveins of
his hand stood out.

“*Bear in mind,” said Soames guietly,
bui with deadly intenseness, “I hope to
}Jllll through this without staining my
wnds with blood. I am not a man of
violence, a3 I have said, though there
have been times in my earlier days
when I have killed. If I am driven to
use this weapon, I cannot afford to leave
any witnesses to swear my life away al
a later date! Once I am forced to
shoot. take it from me that not & soul
on this schooner will ever see home
again! Every =oul will be marooned
on ae-solitary island, to live and die
far from home and friends! Bear that
in mind!’

“You—you sea-lawver! You reckon
that I will take orders from you—after
vou've pitched my skipper over ihe
side ! The mate turned towards the
staring Kanakas. “ You faller Kanaka,
you seize that man plenfy quick !

There was & movement from the
Kanaka crew. The mate., with rage-
inflamed face, sprang at Soames.

In a second more the helaving-pio
would have crashed on the despersta

F've got sense!™ he
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man, and ihe rush of the Kanakas
would have overwhelmed him.

Bang!

The report of the pistol was followed
by & heavy fall on deck. Parkins, the
mate, fell fairly at the fect of James
Soames, the belaying-pin clattering
from his hand, The automatic swang
round at the crew. ]

“Back, you dogs!” Soames volce
rang in & savage snarl. " Back, or you
feller Kanaka make plenty kai-kai him
shark !

The Kanakas hardly needed the
order; the fall of the mate had been
enough for them. With almost ludi-
eroug haste they scrambled back, some
of them diving headlong into the fore-
eastle in their terror. o

Soames’ eyes glinted ab the junors,
They had made an instinctive move-
ment, though only for a mwoment, for
they knew there was no chance,

They stared in horrer at the mate.
Parking had not moved or uttered a
sound since he had fallen to the deck.
Soanes’ statement that he wes a dead
ghot was no idle boast.

Tho sleek facc of the manservant set
in hard lines. The last rag of disguize,
or habitual hypoerisy, was thrown aside
now. The BSouth Sea desperade, the
black-birder, the slave-trader, the sea-
Ia.th:r and sea-thief stood revealed at
azt.

“ You feller Jacky ! snarled Soames.

"Yes, zsar ! stammered the boatswain.

“You pitch feller mate to um shark
plenty quick ™

“Yes, sar!™

There was a splash under the rail of
the gliding schooner.

Soames snurled at them.

“I've been driven to this!™ he =aid.
Some rag of conseience, perhaps, made
tire villatir seek justification. ] warned
the man-—you heard me! My neck's at
stake now ! Take warning by what has
happened ! [ will spare your hives if
vou let me! You will be mareoned !
No living being on this schooner shall
ever se¢ a white man's vountry again
to put the rope round my neck ! But if
you wonld live even as maroons, iake
care! I warn you for the last thmne!™

There was silence.

“* Redwing !

“Well?" said Tom Redwing, his cyes
mecting  Soames’  snacling ook  with
guict fearlessnoss,

“The chart!™

Redwing smiled grimly,

“Tha chart!” he repeated.

“Black Peter's chart—mwine now™
said Soames, with glittering oves. “It
would be of no use to vou, if that is
any consolation, marconcd on a lonely

islo to live and die.  Qive me the
chart.” ]
“"You seoundrel! sand Redwing.

“The chart is out of your power. 1
cannot give b to you, even if T would.”
Sogmes showed his tecth in a snarl.
“Don't bandy words with e, vou
enb! Give moe the charg!™ g
"I cannot!” repeated Redwing.
“And why
“Decause T ﬂ!‘ﬂ}:{iﬂﬂ it inlo the sea

when You camo on deck,” answered Tom
Redwing steadily.

[

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Soames Takes Command !

ILENCE followed Rodwing's start-
ling words.

Soamigs stood starving at him

blankiy, as if nnable to %elicm his

cars. Harry Wharton & Co. stood

dumb.
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Nok for a moment had they doubted
that tha chart was now at the mercy
of their rivel for the treasure. Not for
a moment had Soames doubted it

Redwing’s Ii];'u curled.

Into Soames’ oyes ecame & blaze of
murderous fury, and the automatic
swung unp, pointed at the szilorman’s
SO
~"¥ou lie, you cub, you lie!” hiszed
Soames. ‘“Hand over the chart before
I scatter your brains on the deck?”

“Bhoot if you like!™ said Tom Red-
wing, without Rinching. “That will
ot bring back the chart™

“"You—vou have dared * Boatnes
ulmeost choked with rage. " You dared,
with your life in my haud, to make
away with the chart!

“1 dropped it into the sca more than
ten minutes ago,” said Redwing com:
posodly. knew you had the upper
hand, and I knew what xou wanted,
Look for it in the Peacifie!™

The automatic boro full wpon Tom
Redwing. His fate was sealed if
Soames fired; there was ne chance, no
hopo. But he never flinched. Steadily
and fearlessly he faced the sea-lawyer.
From tha beginning Tom Redwing's
gl had been made up:; he had
resolved what he would do if Boanies
iurned out to be what he suspected. if
he gained the upper hand—as he had
done. The chart—the only existing ¢lue
to Black DPeter’s buvied pearls—was
gono.

The Greylriars juniors stood
tense faces.

Every fellow there approved of what
Iledwing had done—wus glad to bhear
what he had done. This seoundrel, who
had stained his bands with bleed for
the sake of the pearis, was not, after
all, to lift the treasure of Caca Island!
There was grimy satisfaclion in  that
thought to the chums of Greyfrinrs.

And 1f Soames fired thiy stood ready
for a desperate rush, %'hey were ready
io stand by Redwing to the bitter eond,
hopeless as the contest scemed. Their
faces were palo and tense, their hoearts
beating fast,

For some moments & terrible tragedr
hung in the balance.

The rage in Soames’ face was almost
demoniae. He knew that Redwing was
speaking the truth; he knew that the
chart was gone. In revenge for the loss
he would have shot the sailorman's son
dead on the deck, without a twinge of
compunetion. But, enraged as he was,
Soutmes had not lost his cool judgment.
The chart had gone; but -::E what 1t
had told Redwing had knowledge—and
remembered.  Redwing now was his
anly hope of finding the treasure. That
circumstance alone saved Tom Red.
wing's life.

The thought came into Soames’ mind
that the chart, engraved on wood, must
have floated. He gave one glance back
in the wake of the Aloha., Somewhere
on the vast Pacific, behind the pilding
vacht, the dise of tcak was floating.
BBut he knew that it was hopeless to
ek 1t—a dise & fow inches in diameloer,
fHoating on the boundiess rollers of the
1"acific. That was hopeless; but Tom
Redwing remained.

“You cub!” zaid Scames at last, be-
tween his teoth, “You cub! You have
dared to do this—with your life in mv
hand! Do yon know whvy I do not
shoot vou dead as you stand?™

“1 know,” answered Tem eontemnptu-
ously,

“"You rememwber what was engraved
on ihe ehart-—much of it, atl least,” =aid
Soames,

“That is true.”

“You will be my guide, then,"” said

with
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Soames.” To-morrow we touch at Caca.
You will guide me—you will tell wmeo all
vou know, all you remember. If I find
the treasure, it will be well for you. If
I fail, you will die by all the tortures
known to ihe savages of the Pacific!™

He pauscd.

“But 1 do not take your word,” he
said. " Here, you Jacky!”

‘"Yes, sarl”

The Kanaka buatswain wes prompt in
obedience.  If the juniors had enter-
tainred any hope of the crow turning
on Soamcs they had very soon sbau-
doned it. The Kanakas, accustomed to
take orders fromn B white man, wero as
submissive to Soames as they had ever
been to Captain Lennox. They turned
from one masier Lo ancther like cattle.

"You search thet foller, turn out um
pockets,”

£ 1?“5:- sar.™

Redwing  submittod quiclly to  the
search. Jacky, the boatswain, soon
turned out his pockets. ‘The chart was
not there,

"Very well,” said Scames, between
his teeth. “You will repent this, you
cub! (o below, the lot of vou!™

There was a momentary pauvse, It
went bitlerly sgeinst the grain with the
junters to take orders from this wcoun-
drel and to obey them.

Soamics” eyes glittered,

“Jacky ¥

“Yos, sar™

“Kivkes them
k.

“Yos, sar.”

“Come on, vou chaps,” said Harey
Wharton quietly, though his eyes were
gleaming with anger. “We're Lelp-
less; no good making a fuse™

Jacky the hoalswain was reluctant o
obey the order. bul cvidently intended
fo do so, in s terror of Soamezs and
the automatic. Harry Wharton & Co.
went down the companion stairs,

Ben Dange made 8 movement to follow
tlem: but Soames rapped out an order.

U Btay where you are, Dance. You
will be wanled on dech.

The wooden-logged semman drow a
deep breath.

“You'll remember that I am skipper
of this craft new, and you are under
iy orders ! snarled Soanies.

“Ay, ay!” said Ben Dance, with an
effort.

“Take the helm.”

;:AF 3‘.}" !J:

Ben Dance went {o the helm. In tha
cuddy below the juniors licard Scames
rapping out orders, and the swing of
the boom, and the banging of the
canvas, The course of the schooner had
beem changed & fittle.  Soames knew
exactly where Black Peler's island lay,
and he hardly nceded to caleulato lati-
tude and lougitude. The juniors could
guess that this wae not the first time
that e had commanded a vessel. AMore
sall was shaken ouf, and the Alcha
gitded more swiltly through the waters
of the Pacilic.

“Well, this is a go!” said Bob Cherry,
breaking & long silence in the enddy.

“The godulness is lerrific!” mmr-
mured Huorree Jamset Ram  Singh.
“That estecomed scoundrel is monarch
of all he surveys—at present.”

Wharton set his lips.

“He has the upper hand now,” he
said. V" DBut our {urn may come. He
hasn't found the treasure yet.  Red-
wing s put a slopper on that, We mayn't
have & chauee on hoard the selwoner;
but on the xland when we get thore—
who knows "

CtAnd that fellow s my father's valet
b trusien]l servant whom he zent to

Tue Macuer Liekany. —No, 1,022,
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watech over our safcty!” -said the
Bounder bitterly. “Good gad! Whak
would the pater say if he knew? And

Redwing foresaw this—and I never

believed him.” i .

“He has taken us all m, saudd
MNugent. * But—but whe'd hava thought
it Who could have suspected such a

th' ?J‘J
.}Il:lgmn Bull clenchad his hands.
M We']f get a chance yet,” he mut

tered.

“My csteerged chums,” murmured

Hurrce Singh, “we must watch and
wait for & chance: but it 13 necessary
to toe the line and to keep the temper.
It would be terrifically useless to kick
against a stone wall. At present we
are under orders; and though we may
not like it, we must lump it, and bear
it grinfully! The game 18 not lost until
it is won—and the esteemed nnd"m:a
ecrable Soames had not won 1¢ yet.

“1 say, you fellows.”

Bunter rolled out of his bunk.

During the exciting scene on deck
Bunter had been snoring, and he was

unawara of the dramatic
had taken place on board
the Aloha.

He jammed his spectacles on his fat
little noso, and blinked at the serious,
troubled faces of the jumors.

alill quite
chango that

“]  say, you Ilellows, what about
brekker " 1
i Gh, blow brekker!” said Bob

Cherry. “ upl"” o

“l'r'::n huﬁgy [']’] said DBunter indig-
nantly.  “Why hasn’t that fellow
Spames turned up with brekker? You
don’t kecp your manservant in order,
Smithy. I ean tell vou that I'd manage
him better.” ]

The Bounder gave a sardonic 1arn(;;h.

" You're welcome to try,” he said.

“What sre you hanging about for,
like a Int of moulting fowls ?” demanded
Bunler peevishly. “ Look here, call
Soames, or the cook, or somebody. and
tell him I want my breakfast. Where's
Boames? I'll jolly well talk to him!”

Bunter hurried on his clothes. He
was decply indignant at the bare idea
of beinlf kopt waiting for hia breakiast,

“Tion't go on deck, Bunfer,” said
Wharton, ag the Owl of the Remove
rolled to the companion., “There's been
a change on board this vessel. Soames
is master of the schooner now.”

“0h, really, Wharton——"

“It's mubiny, you fat fooll” snapped
the Bounder. * Svames has got rid of
the eaptain and mate, and—"

“0Oh., cheese it!"” said Bunter. “Dao

ot think vou can pull my leg, Smithy?

n't he an ass!”

And Bunter rolled out on deck.

ey w—

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Change lor Bunter!

ILLY BUNTER blinked round the
schooner in the bright sunshine.
Ben Dance was ab the wheel,
and Soames was standing by the
binnacle. Most of the Kanaka scamen
were on deck, and they assuvedly did
not look as if a tragedy had happened
on the Aloha, Their brown faces were
cheery as over, and twoe ar three of
them were singing at the ropes.
~ With infantile sumplicity, the unthink-
ing children of the south had changed
from one master to apother, giving no
thought to the ¢hange. Captain feller
and mate feller hod disappeared, and a
new “white marster " trod the deck in
their place—a “ white marstor ' whom
o Kanaka thers dreaimoed of dizobew-
ing. That was all thore was to if, 1n
the infantile minds of the native zea-
THe Muacwer Lisaate.—No. 1,022,

Soarmes,

men. So lohg as their rations were
handed out, they did not dream of
making any fuss., Even without the
automatic, Soames would have suec-
ceaded In imposing his authority on the
Kanaks crew, now that the captain and
the mate were pone.

Billy Bunter blinked round. He did
not see the captain or the mate, but he
attached no importance to that cirenm-

stance. He was thinking sbout his
breakfast.

“Soames!” hooted the Owl of the
Remaove.

Soames glanced round.

Probably he had forpotten Billy

Bunter's existence, tn the pressure of
more  important matters. Buntcr
reminded him of it, rather unfortu-
natocly for himself.

A glint came into Scames’ eyes.

During his long period of patient
walting Hoamcz had never displayed a
sign of resentmefit towards the Owl of
the Hemove; all the fat junior's impi-
dence and bullying having had, appar-
ently, no more effect upon him than
water on a duck. But circumstances
had changed now, as Bunter was to
discover,

But he bad not mado the discovery
yeb, and he was still in the happy belief
that matters were unchanged on board
the Aloha.

“Boames "

He rolled up to the millionaire's
servant,

Soumes looked at him in silence, only
& slight smile a very unpleasant smile,
twisting the corners of his mouth.

“Where's my brekker?” demanded
Bunter.

. “Your breakfast, sir?” said Soames,
in _his old smooth tones.

“Yes,” hooted Bunter. ™It's late.”

“Lata? repeated Soames,

“What sort of a servant do vou call
yourself ' exclalmed Bunter. “My hat!
If you were mvy valet I'd sack vou fast
cnou h!-".

“Oh, sir!” said Soames deprecatingly,

It amused him, somehow, to assume
his old fawning manner, and pive
Bunter his head, as it weve, im]
Bunter proceeded to spread himself as
usual.

“You were sent on this ship to look
after us!” he snapped. *Your master
sent_you for that special reason.”

urfe 50, sir.”

“I haven't had to complain about the
grub so far,” said Bunter. “You're &
cheeky fellow, and you don't know vour
plece. But so far the grub has been
all right. That's got to continue.”

“Oh, sir!®

“Brekker isn’t ready now. 1 want
vou to understand, once for all, that
I'm not to be kept waiting for my

meals, Got that?”

“Certainly, sir”

TWell 't down to it!™ snappod
Bunter. ﬁi don’t want any 'IE‘II'I-;D?

tallk—1 want my breakfast, and T want

it sharp! Get a move on ™
“Iz that all, sir?™
“That's all'™  snapped

“Look sharp! T'm hungry!”

“I regret, sir,” said Soames, with
mocking deference—*""I greatly regret
that I shall be unable to prepare vour
breakfast, Master Bunter, as my time
is now taken up with other duties.”

Bunter blinked at him.

“Don't be a silly idiot!” he said.
“And don’t answer me back! I don't
like 1t. I never take back-chat from
gervants, I ecan tell you.”

“1 fear, sir. that vou will liave {o
become accustomed to it, so long ss vou
are on board this schooner,” smiled
“Jacky !

Bunter.

——— - ——
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“You get um rope and lnock seven
bells outer fat feller plenty quick!”

l-i"i.rmj EEr.J.’

Jacky the boatswain cheerfully pro-
vided himseclf with a rope's ehd. Then
he %Irasg}d Bunter by the collar.

The Ow!l of the Remove twisted his
head round to blink at the black boat.
swain in alarm and smazement,

““Hands off, you black beast!” he
yelled,

Jacky frinruad‘

He had been very unwilling to handle
Harry Wharton & Co. al Soames
orders. But he was more than willing
to handle Bunter, It wes Bunier's
happy way fo inspire in everyone ho
encountered a desire to kick him. Not
more than two or three times had he
ever spoken-to the boalswain; but each
of those times his remarks had been
unpleazant. Jacky was more than ready
to give Bunler what he had asked for.

“White marster say give um five-
ﬁvE!’: grinned Jacky,

o You black idiot!” lLowled Bunter,

That fellow ian't vour master—he's
cur servant,”

“There hes been a little change on
!mcrtrd this  schooner,” smiled E-c;‘amea.
‘You will now become aware of ir,
Mastor Bunter.” Then hia silky manner
dropped from him.  “You impudent
dog, vou will learn now who is master
here ™

“"What " stutiered Bunter,
cheeky cad-—*

:: Silence 17

1 say, you fellows!™ roared Bunter,
at-rugg'lmg with the boatswain, “Help!
Len me  a  hand,  vou fellows!
Yarooch !

ames tepped to the companion. In
the little c¢uddy the chums of the
Remove could hear every word that waa
amiﬁgl on dﬁck'

“Below there!” rapped out Soamps,
“Keep below till T li?ve you leave to
come on deck. 1 shall put a bullet

through the first head that shows up
without leave!”

There was no answor from helow
But the Removites did not i.hinhﬂni
coming on deck. Had Bunter's life
been threatened the matter would have
been different. But a thrashing for the
fat junior was not a matter calling for
desperate  measures,  In  fact,  the
goncral opinion in  the cuddy, as on
deck, was that a thrashing was just
what Bunter wanted, Tt could not ba
denied that he bad asked for it oftcy
enough,

Bunter's struggle with

Ihe powerful
Kanaka boatswain did naot aﬁil him
much. 1

He was twisted over on the

::[rrk, face 4&-:::::-@11'1I in the Kanaka's

stnewy grip, and the rope rose and fell.
“Yarooh! Help!™ Ee

Whack, whack, whaek, whack, whack!

Jacky counted five, a number that
was guite sufficient for his arithmetics)
powers. ‘Then he counted five again,

Whaek, whack, whack, whaek, whaek!

Bunter  struggled and  roarced and
bellowed.

It seemod like somine [earful night-
mare to the Owl of the HRemove,
BSoames in command of the schooner—
the boatswain obeying him as if he
wore capfain=and thrashing Bunter at
hizs order! It was like & mghtmare--
only more so; for the hefty lashes of
the knotted rope were real! They were
painfully real, and they made Dunter
wrigile and squirm and howl.

Whack, whack, whark, whack, whaok |

“You

Boamezs  looked on fri miv.  Ben
Pance, at the wheel, eyed the thrashing
of Bunter with indifference, The

Kanake scamen stared at the scens,
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E Hallo, hallo, hallo ! ** The huniors stared at Bunier as ihe Owl of the Remove carrled a tray into the cuddy, and set it on

the table. Perspiration streamed down his fai face, and he was

from head o foot.

** 1say, you fellows, isn"t it awful "

he groaned. *‘ That beast Soame€ has given nde 1o the cook for a servant.” (Sec Chapler 13.)

grinning and chuckling, obviously
entertained.  Billy Bunter's roaring
rang from end to oend of the Aloha, and
far over the shining waters of ihe

Pacific.

“¥Yaroooh! Help! T say, you fel-
lows! Yooop! Captain nnox !
Where's the captain? Yarooch!™

“Captain  feller him  kai-kai
sharks ! cxplained Jacky.

“(h, dear! Yaroooh!”

Jacky oounted five for the fourth
time, delivering a stroke for cach.
Bunter roared franticslly. But Socames’
order had been five, and for the fith
time the boatswain counted five, keeop-
ing time with the rope’s-end.

Then he looked inguiringly at the
new captain of the Alcha.

HBoames dismissed him
gesture,

Bunter struggled 1o his feet.

He set his spectacles steaight on his
fat little nose, and bhoked at Boames,
in rage and terror.

“Look heve—"" ho spluttered.

“Haven't vou had enough?” asked
Soameos. “Yisten to mo! arm
master of this schooner now. Yoo will
ho the ship's boy so long as you sail
with me. You will go to the galley
now, and repovt yoursell to the cook
for duty.”

“What!” gazpod DBunter.

“Cooky I rapped oot Soamoes.

The Tonga Islander came up al once,

“Nou take fat feller um serviant,
Fat feller no obey, vou koock soven
bells outer him., Savves

"B8avvee plenty, sar!” pgrinned the
oook,

for

with a

“T advise you, Bunter, to obey vour
master's orders,” sald Soames. " Make
yourself vseful on the schooner, and 1
will be well for you. Otherwise you
will be thrown to the sharks '™

“Ow ™ pasped Bunter,
(13 Gl-'.‘t- ﬂl!t :H

Billy Bunter limped after ihe cook.
There was no breakfast yvet for Willizam
George DBonter, That meal wgs gone
irom his gazé like a beavtiful dream.
The Tonga Islandér was not only

leazed. he was  fairly gloating, at
waving 2 “white marster” under his
orders. He made his orders elear to
Bunter, accompanying each one with a
kick or a clout. unter’s first duty
was to take up Boames’ breakfast to the
deck, and wait on him while he dis-
posed of 1. And il Billy Bunter had
ieen a born waiter he could not have
carried out biz duely mere anxiously
and sedulously.  After that, he wailed
on the crew, amid much laughter and
mockery from the Kanakas. Then he
was set to waiting on the cook himeself.
Affer which, he had the pleasurc—ar
otherwise—of cleaning out the galley,
scouring pots and pans, and making
every inch of metal shine. A few
sevaps thrown to him, and disposed of

while he laboured, constituted his
hreakfast.
Only the day belore, Bunter had

cheeked Soames as much as he liked,
and had called tho cook a elwnsy black
brute. There was a change now, with
a vongeance. Billy Bunter, like Lucifer,
Bon of the Morning, had fallen from
his high cstate, and great waa the
fall thereof.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
In Desperate Hands !

“ BAY, vou fellows!"

I “Hglla, halle, hallo!™

The juniors stared at Bunter
The Owl of the Bemove

carried & lar%ﬂ iray into the coddy.

and set 1t on the table.

Buanter was looking the picture of
WOoE. ]

Perspiration streamed down his faz
face, and he was greasy from head to
foot. And he was tired.

Work never had appealed to Bunter.
Now he was cramnung into one morn-
ing more work than %‘m had probably
done in & year before. There was no
doubt that he felt the change.

“Jz  that our brekker!” asked
Magent.

ns, " grnn.m-d Buntoet. )
“Thanks! We're getting  jolly

hungry !’ said Johnny Bull

Bunter wiped his dammp brow with
hizs damp zleeve.

*1 sav, vou fellows, isn't it awlul?
That beast Seames has given me (o the
cook for a servant.”

“8erva you jolly well
the Bounder.

“Oh, really, Bmithy—"

“You asked for it,” =aid Harry
Wharton:  “ ¥ou insulted the man a
hundred times for nothirg, You kept
on checking. him so long as vou. could.
You can’t be surprised at gerting some
of it back now that he has the upper
bhand,™

“Deast!” groaned Bunler.

“"Wo're not going. to be starved, at

(Continued on poge 28.)
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BRAVO, SEOOKUM! Jack didn't stand an earthly of getfing out of the vapids alive, for he 1eas unconscionus - vietin
of a coward's blowe.. Butl his dog weasn't anconscious, and neilher soag he ungpraleful for solat his young moasier hod

once done for lim.

And Shookum, in his own way, Ieeeifed the aecount [

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

Simons Takes Revenge !
GGING down the leit bank of the

cresk, Jack noticed the fresh
t'l:-pt]]:nntﬁ of heavy nailed boots
in the dark-coleured sand, some
broken twigs, and several signs which
clearly revealed to his alert weve that
somecne had but recently passed that
WAY.

The matter did net worry him;
except that he wondered why the
stranger had not called at the cabin,
which could easily be seen. For never
& wayfarer came by Starvation Creek
without making a call on the threc
pariners, either for a grub stake, or to
exchange news and views.

Down by the rapids Jack saw
Skookum yapping on a high flat rock.
The cause of his cxcitement was a
number of trout which leaped among
the aswirling eddies with the spray
sparkling from their silvery, crescent
bodies.

Oceasionally, the huzky flipped the
water with a forepaw, and the note of
his vapping changed to chagrin as he
failed to land any of them. But on a
rock not far away was a fine four-
pound tromt, which either he had
caught himself or which had flopped
out of the ecreek and had been pre-
vented by him from gotting back.

“Bravo!™ cried Jack, as he zaw it
“That makes fish for supper a cert!”

By further anties, Skookum plainly
showed hiz young master that he
wished to make him a present of fhe
trout. 7

“Thanks, old boy,” said Jack, “take
it back to the ecabin and Uncle Clem
can be preparing it.”

Skookum wagged his tail vigorowsly,
picked up the fish in his mouth and
bounded away with it. Lelt to himself,
Jack baited his hook and made a cast
with a grasshopper into & swirling
cddy. mmediately, a trout shot vp-
ward Tike a small torpedo, and Jack
hooked it with a dexterous backward
nick of his rod.

It was a fine fish and the youngster
played it for more than ton minutes
before ho was able to land it. IHe was
about to make another east when a
shhght, erackling sound in the bhushes
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ncar the ereek, made him glance
sharply round.

For an instant he caught sight of an
evil, gloating face in the bushes, and
then it vanished.

“Great smoke!
I'll eat my bools!™

Jack dropped his rod and hurried
among the bushes and rocks near the
creek, anxious to confirm his impression
that it was indeed Bull Morgan’s un-
serupulous pardner. Bubt & short time
before, & passing prospector had said
that Morgan and Simons were in Daw-
son; vet Jack was almost certain that
this was the half-breed himself.

In some soft, blackish sand among
the rocks, he sew foot-prints similar to
those he had seen farther up the ercek.
Certainly someone was lurking in the
neighbourhood, but why this mysterious
game of hide and secek?

Looking for the fugitive among the
rocks was an almost hopeless task, and
Joack returned to the creek.

Ag first, he kept glancing back over
his shoulder, but deciding that the
fellow had gone, ho resumed hiz fishing
and speedily hooked ancther trout, In
the excitement of playing his eateh
among the swirling rapids, he failed to
notice a figure come creeping from
the bushes to the rear of him. It was
Tefty Simons, and his swarthy face whos
twisied into an evil leer as h&-.-ﬂrﬂiﬂ'
nearer to the boy to take o dastardly
revenge, A .

The heavy handle of a miner's pick
was grasped in his right fist, and one
blow of it would be quite sufficient, n
hiz opinion, to settle his account with
Jack for good and all.

Barely five yards from the boy, who
had the fish almost beaten, Lefty
Simons pauscd and glanced nervously
round as a ;mpq;:uiﬂ%1 bark camo from
somewhere close at hand.

Lefty Bimons, or

“Come on, Skeokum, old man!”
shoutod Jack. “Come and—— Great
grnalipe ™

He suddenly caught sight of Simons,
who, baulked of the chance of getting
in hiz foul blow unsecn, hurled the pick
handle from him with all his force. 1t
struck Jack full behind the ear, and,
with a little gasp, the boy plunged
headlong from the reck into the ereek.

like a furred fory, Clookum with

bared, vellow teeth, launched himszelf ag
Lefty Simons as the roghe turned to
run, The husky's fangs tore through
cloth and flesh, and the wound in hi
right thigh set Lefty Bimons yelping
madly.

“By heck! T'll slaughter you, ¥ durm
jackal "

He whipped a gun from his belt—
the gun he had not cared to use before
for fear of attracting attention.
Skookum hurtled sideways, and, with a
twistk of his neck, got his fangs into
Lefty's right wrist.

Crack!

Simuitaneously & shot went echoing
over the creek, and then the gun clat-
tered down to the rock.

Pale as death, Lefty Simons feared
a terrible fate from the walf-like fan
of the husky, and Bkookum might well
have upheld his reputation for ferocity
had not another matter occupied the
attention of his intelligent mind.

Loaving Lefty Simons to go squeal-
ing like a wounded boar into the
bushes, the husky took a swift plun
from the rock into the swirling rapids.

His affair with the half-breed had
taken but & brief second or se, and his
keen, brown eyes mughl- a glimpse of
his young master as the boy was swept
downstream. .

Swimming strongly and shlfully
avoiding the rocks, Skookum got his
teeth 1nto his master's jacket and
battled gallanily fo drag him to the
bank. .

Once he was driven hard against =
smaeoth rock, but his grip did not relaxs
And Jack, unconscious from the fell
blow, was a dead weight, which the
husky, powerful sz he was, could only
just sustain.

A swift current swept boy and dog
nearer the bank, and, as Jack's droop-
ing legs touched sand, Skookum, though
half-dead himself by this time, made &
splendid effort and towed his master
through the shallows o

Though Jack's body was still in tha
water, his head was on' shelving sand,
and, hiz main task done, Skookum
stag%amd weakly to his feet. Bwaying
dizzily, he panted for breath and shook
himself vielently; then, throwing back
hiz handzome, wolilike head, yapp-'
feably.
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Gradually his strength  returaed to
him. His bavks prew lowder and louder
till they echoed bock and florth among
the Yukan hills.

“Bkookum!  Skookum!
you, ould bloy ¥

As Terey's voice rang out from the
distance in response, the intelligent
husky took a swift, anxious glance .at
Jack's pale face, and then, barking
lowder than ever, began to limp along
the bank of the creck.

BSoon Terry and Uncle Clem came run-
ning into view, the Irish boy well in the

Where aro

lead.

“Bodad! Ould Jock’s laid out!”
yelled Terry in distress, “ Jack! Jack!
Rouse yourself IV

Sprinting to his chum's side, he

dragged him farther up the creck bank
and examincd him,

With an anguished ery, Unecle Clem
threw himmself down on his knees by the
prosirate boy, ;

“Py heavens, he's drowned—he's
drownoed ¥ he gasped out hoarsely.

“No,” eried Terry; *“’iis just breath-
ing he is! Haul hin over on his face,
Uncle Clem ™

Thoy did so, and afterwards resorted
to vigorous methods of reviving the un-
conseious lad, It was nearly twénty
minutoes, though, befare Jack opened s
eyes, and the first person he saw was
Uncle Clem, whose face was even more
ashen than his own.

“Tnela Clem,”  said  Jack
“ And you, too, Terry boy !” ]

The wet nose of Skeokum thrust ifself
into Jack's faco, and the touch of the
faithful dog called back to hiz mind the
Mmemory ufﬁ.is fateful fishing expedition,
He raised himself on one elbow, and
threw his other arm affectionately round
the wet, powerful body of the big husky.

aving heard how Terry and Uncle
Clem had been alarmed by the shot,
and, later, atiracted down the ecreck
by the barking of Skookum, he told of
Lefty Simons’ murderous attempt on his

life.

dirty spalpecn!” muitered
Terry, gritting his testh. " And, faith,
it it hadn't been for old Skookum you'd
shuré have crossed the Grest Divide
that toime, Jack!” 3

How Lefty Simons came to be in the
neighbourhosd, ar where he had gone,
wore matters that they left for selution
at a later date. Directly Jack could
walk they took the trail up-stream, with
Skookum, who had a badly bruised leg,
Jimping at their heels.

They paused at the flat rock to collect
the trout, and then went on to the eabin,
where Jack had a brisk rub- down andd
& change into dry clothes. Fresh trout,
delicionsly fried in bacon fat, with
flapjacks and maple syrup, and a mug
of tea, which formed the evening meel,
quickly put him to rights agam. And

allant Skookum was given the fced of

1 life of his favourite dish—dried
salmon, of which they had bought a
good supply from the Indians.

The long, apple-green twilight of the
Yukon was deepening to violet as they
yarncd together in  the cabin while
Mnele Clem smoked his pipe.

Then, on the sudden, Skoockum, who
had been sleeping on some sacking in
the corner after his big fecd, rosc ercet,
with his shaggy, grey fur bristling all
over. Baring hiz teeth, he ‘looked
towards the door, aparling viciously,

Quickly Jack hitched him to a stout
buckskin leash, and Unele Clem. rising
withont & word, picked up his gun.
The same thought occurred to ell ihe

weally,

pardnors—possibly Lefty Bimons  lad
returncd and was lurking  n the
vicunty.

“Put out the light, Terry,” ordered

Uncle Clem.
any chances.”
Ferry turned down the wick of the
o1l lamp and ecrossed to the side of
Tnele Clem, who, keeping well back in
the darkness of the cabin, was peering
through the wire mosquito nctting of
the small window. As they watched a
mat stepped out from the darknoess of
& clump of firtvees uto the pale lighg
of the ecarly evening stars, wnd came
ambling drunkenly towards the cahin.

“I guess we won't take

The Lure of Dawson!

L1 ELE, it isn't that skunk Lelty
Himons,” mauttered Jack,
There was disappoittment

_in_his tone, as thongh he
hoped it might havé heen,

“Bhure, I can see it isn'te the spal-
peen,” said Terry; “and  yet theres
something. about the fellow that's surt
of familar.”

Unele Clem lowered s pun. :

" Bome. passing prospector, probably,™
he said, with relief,

They went out to meet the man wha
came staggering towards them.  His
clothes were in rags, his boota worn
through, and he carried nothing but a
roll of dirty blackets. And then Jack
and Terry recognised him. He was
none other than the American skipper
who had first inognlated the virus of the
gold fever in their veins.

“There was gold for the geiting "'
that is what the old oyster piraie had
told them in 'Frisco, aftor he had
dragged them out of the waters of the
harbour. ¥Yet he himsolf had not found
it s0. Surprised and’ pledsed to recog-
nise the twe boys, he slated quite
frankly that the North Countéy had got
him beaten, and he sighed only to get
baeck and poach oysters down the Cali-
fornian coast.

Over & hot meal i the cabip ho told
the story of hiz heavt-breaking strugglos
anid disappeintmenis.  He menlioned,
too, that now he sought only to work
for wages for the remaining days of the
fall and get out before the wanter iee
stopped the boat traffic.

When, in the course of the conyersa
tion, Jack spoke. gbopt his adventure
of the evening, and how Skookum had
saved his life, after Lefty Simons had
knocked him into the creek, the Amern-
can said:

“T heard & deal about that skunk in
o camp on the Stewart River. He went
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up with his parvd, Buell Morgan, to Daw-
son, znd opened a pool saloon; but they
started too carly to rake in ouel money,
50 I guess Shoons has been making a
living—and a wighty fat living, too—
playing cards.”

“Maybe he's hitting it baecl to Daw-
sont now,” remarked Unele Clem.  * And
if e comes this way again "—laying a
hand on the muzzle of his gun—"ha
might meet with a nasty accident.”

For & time longer they chatted
together, and then Skookum left the
cabin to keep guard for the night, while
the three partncrs and their guest curled
up. in their blankets,

As it was now Scptember, and the
frecze-up of the country ight be
expected about the middie of (ctober,
it wasg important that they should gut
as much work as possible done in the
little timo that veminined to them. Angd,
with Untle Clew's pernission. the boya
offered the old sca-skipper eight delars
n-day it wages for working on the elain,
This would mean no profit for them-
sclves fromr his labour; but, becavse of
his former kindness to  thom, they
wanted to help him out.

So the ex-skipper helped them to work
their claim wntil the first weck in
Qetober, At the end of that fime he
packed up, and they weighed out his
wages to him in gold-dust, =mall nug-
gets, and amalgam, wished him Juek,
and gave him provisions enough to last
him for several days on thetrail.  In
parting, he mentioned: that i ever they
were hard up again, and wanted s fow
tips ebout the gentle art of pyster steal-
ing, he would ke pleased to give them
soing, if they looked him up in 'Frizeo.

Next day a bitter wind eame keening
down the valley fromm the mountain: to
the north—the first warning breath of
the approach of grim winler, which
would scon have the Yukon in its irow
Erip.

“1 think,” remarked TUncle Clem,
after a chill day's work, “that at the
end of thiz week, you two boyvs had
bettor hit the trail for Dawson to lng
furs, snow-shoes, and other winter sup-
plies, for you'll be able to pet them more
readily thero than at ]'-Inil.‘nnﬁn Cross-
mg Afterwards, you tan return here,
and we can go on working our claim.”

“hot we shan't be able Yo use the
sluice-boxes in the winter,” said Jaclk.

“*No, my boy., But we can thaw the
ground, and get out & good heap of pay-
dirt, end after the thaw in rfhe spring
wash it out then.,"

“But why not come to Dawson wid
ug, Unpecle Clem?" hquired ‘Terry.
" 8hure 'tis a foine gay town. I've heard
tell, and the change would do vou good
after the work of the past fow weeks™

Their old pard shoak hiz head.

“No,” he answered gquistly; “1 will
remain right here and look nfter things
while you are away.”

He gave mo other explanation, yet
toth boys felt he had some definita
reason for not wishing to go to the big
gentre,

The boys hit the trail 2 (ew davs later,
leaving Unele Clemm hehined and
Skookum as guardian; and, afier a long
and fough journey over the L]t;ni]s and
by river steamer, camme to the big town,

The city of Daws=on was booming—-
booming as in the distant days of the
Klondike gold-rush. Indeed, many
men, {]isap;mint{-{l with the Stewart
River district, had eome farther north ta
try their luck in this other region.

The two chums werc :{Elig ted to set
foot on solid sidewalks apain, and they
felt, too, the warm satisfaction thet the
nossesdion of ample funds brings. For
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they had brought with them some of the All the cheaper seats had been taken, for a quarrel broke out among the pool
gnlg mined on their claim, neatly done and the chums had to pay a dollar-fifty players. Finally, they departed, and

up in little moose-skin bags, which they
wore under their eoarse grey shirts.
The rest of the gold had been hidden
on the claim itselt, for Uncle Clem had
not wished it to get around yet that they
had made any sort of lucky strike.
“Shure "tis good to get foot in & town
again, Jack!” eried Terry, alter
they disembarked from the boat, ° But
'tis too latc to buy any of the stuff we
want to-day, and afther we've booked at
an hotel, we'll take in & movie show, if
you're s0 minded.”
“Topping " exclaimed Jack “It
does my eyes good to sez s place like
this after the wilds, See, there's a
cinemas, and & picture of good old Harold
Lloyd in his giglamps outside, And
there's a hotel across the road. ¢ The
Last Chance! Queer sort of natne.”
In buoyant spirits, the chums joined
several other new arrivals in Dawson
who were entering the hotel,
“Nothing doing—nothing doing [ the
hotel elerk was calling. * Fuil uwp !
The would-be guests turnéd back into
the street, and then Jack and Terry
began to wear out their shoe-leather
looking for a place to lay their heads.
They tried all the hotels and rooming-
houses, and even the station of the
volunteer fire brigade. There was not
a bed to be had in Dawson. It was
dark and coming on to rain when they

wearily plodded back to the Last
Chance,
* Bay, pard,” said Jack to the clerk,

“what about giving me and my pal a
doss in the billiards-room *”

“Nothing doing. Full up!®

“The wood-shed, then?"

“Full up 1™

“The bath-room?”

*Ain't got one !”

“Faith,” moaned Terry, as he and
Jack turned away, “thin 'tis no slape
we'll be getting to-night, begorra !
“Rot, old man!” retorted Jack,
“Wea've slept out in the open many a
time, and we can do it again. I'm so
jolly tired now thas 1 could rasily
snooze, rain or no rain ™

“I have it!” criel Terry. “Let’s go
and forget our throubles by secing f{t‘u::ri
ould Harold Lloyd. At least, t’ll be
snug and warm inside the picture-
house.™

each to go inside; but they soon forgot
their woes laughing at the antics of the
great comedian. And when they had
scen that film, they slept through the
rest of the performgnee, until the
uniformed attendant woke them up and
told them to *beat it.” 3

To their dismay, it was pouring with
rain outside, and in desperation they
Eug%ested to the attendant that they
might be allowed to sleep in the picture
theatre all night.

“I guess it 'ud be more’n my job's
worth,” answered the man. “But 1
heerd someone say as therc's still a bit
o room left to loas at the Eipgh Life
Pool Saloon down on Seventh Street.
The slate-bed of a pool-table is mighty
hard, but I guess you could pot up with
it for the sake o getting a roof over
vour heads."

They thanked him, and found their
way to the High Life Saloon, a freshly
painted garish place built of wood, and
containing & dozer pool-tables of the
small American kind. The place was
not well patronised to-night, possibly be-
canse it was new and not in & central
part of the town. The score of rough-
necks distributed among the three tables
in use took no notice of the newcpmers,
but after a minute or two an unpleasant-
looking Chinaman shufled towards them
across the sawdusted floor, and, after
learning their desire for & doss, told
them to wait. ]

“Me go askee boss,” he said,

Away ho went fo the rear of the pre-
mises, and as he opened a door, Jack
and Terry caught a glimpse of a preen
table and & number of card players
through a haze of tobacco-smoke.
ecouple of miout:s later the Chinese re-
turned to say that they could have a
doss on a I-table .t the prico of five
dollars each for the night.

That was sheer robbery, of course, but
outside it was raning cats and dogs,
and, after talking things over, tha
chums decided that they would stay.
When payving, however, they took good
care not to show their pokes of gold, but
nszed dollar bills they had exchangped for
some of their gold-dust in MecLennan
Crossing.

Tired though they were, there was
little chanee of sleep till after midnight,
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the cat-footed Chinzse turned out the
lamps, and passed out of view down a
narrow passage to the side of the gam-
bling den in the rear of the premises,
The only light now was from a small,
partially screened windsv high in the
rear partition which separated the two
apartments.

In spite of the hard slate bed which
obtruded oven through their Hudson
Bay blankets, Jack and Lerry quickly
fell asleep. They were awakened oven
more suddenly by & terrific clatter of
fect and someone sprawling heavily
across the table. It was one of the
gamblers endeavouring to find his way
out of the High Life, and from the
torrent of abuse he loosed off at the

unoffending boys, he had only too
evidently been relieved of his “wad.”
The boys heard him ecrash his way

oubt into the street, and p rumble of
voices from the now half-open door ol
the gambling den. where play was still
in progross.

“iMain't sportin’ to zqueal,” rose a
gruff, familiar voice. “The skunk
wouldn’t “have tried to draw a pun if
we'tl ha' lost a poke o gold to him, I
guess, bovs.”

Jack's hand tightened spasmodically
on Terry's arm. i

“Did vou hear, Torry 2" he whispered
hoarszely. “That was Bull Morgan, or

[

I'll eat my gum-boots !

“It shure sounded like his voice”
pgreed Terry.  “And if ho and that
dirthy crony of his are running this
joint, "twould have been better if we'd
siept in the rain, ould son.™

The door shutting the rear room from
the pool saloon itself was closed, but as
the boys listened they conld hear a deal
of quarrelling.

“I think,"” murmuared Jack, “we'll try
and make sure whether that really is
Morgan and his pal in that room. If
s0, I puess p'r'aps we'd belter beat it in
the morning bhefore thev corne around, or
there'll be a row for a cort.”

Quietly he rose, and in his stocking#d
foet procurcd a ladder uscd by the
Chinaman when turning ont the lamps.
This, Jack leancd against the wooden
partition, and, mounting it, was able lo
peer through a small elear space in the
window upon the scene inside.

There were Bull Morgan and Lefty
Simons right enough! And round the
green-baize table with them were several
men of the prospector class. (Glasses
and mmgs were at the clbows of the
plavers and a good deal of liquor hed
been spilled on the green cloth. Money,
gold and nugpets, were arrayed in little
heaps hefore each player—and the
Liggest heaps were before Bull Morgan
and Lefty Simons.

“Hop up, Terry!” whispered Jack.
“It's those two rotten sharks., and you
can bet they're skinning the other chaps
with *em in their own dirty way.”

Terry crept  up  the ladder and
balaneed himself beside Jack. And by
keeping their heads close together, both
boys could see through that narrow
space of the window which was not
eovered by the blind.

Az they waftched, fthey saw Lefty
Simons. lean and greasy-looking  as
over, dexterously shuffling the cards, and
noted, too, his right wrist, which was
Ladly scarred as with a dog's fangs.

They saw DBull Morzan, bulking large
and ominous, in his chair, rake in mora
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and more gold, and the smile broaden
on his evil, pockanaiked fagce. Only
t00 plainly, the two rogues were findin

it easier to fleece the foclish miners o
their earnings than to win the gold by
the sweat of their brows from the Yuken
rocks and sandy river bars. Now and
again, the Chinaman entered the gam-
ing-room and plied the dupes with more
Jdrink, and-the liguor dulled fhe pain of
parting from their wads

The boys quietly crept back to their
pool table-bed, and scon after another
attemnpt &t & quarrel, the badly “stung ™
visitors to the High Life were ushered
ot into the unsympathetic night. Then,
with many chuckles, Bull Morgan and
Lefty Simons clattered back through the
darkened pool saleon, scaree nofieing
the two huddled forms on one of the
tables, and shut themselvee in their den.

When the rogues were safe inside
again, Jack and Terry once more rose,
and, ghost-footed, mounted the step-
ladder. Peering in, they saw the crooks
eropty one amall poke of pold alter
another inte the centre of the green-
baize table, roughly scattering o pack
of playing-cards to make room for more.

The voices of the two rascals in
muffled accents came through the glass
to the boys, in tones of unholy glea.

“There’s fifteen thousand dollars’
worth if a cent, Lefty,” gloated Morgan.
“By heck, the rough feel of it does me
good'! TFor the first time since we've
coma up to this forsaken land. I'm glad
we sold up the Red Rat, in 'Frisco, and
beat it North with that stampede of
booba. The poet said there was a sucker
born every minute, and by the Great
Mackinaw, a whole fldck of "em accepted
our li'l invitetion to-night! We can
sure be proud of the right amart way
we relieved "em of their pokes ”

Plunging into the swirling rapids, Skookum's
eyes caught a glimpse of his young master as
Lswept . down siream.
avolding the rﬂtks:‘ a?ﬁ husky batiled gailantly to

keen brown
the boy was
and skiiful

reach

sirongly
{See Page 24.)

“"You mean 1 did!” retgried Lefty
Simons. “1 wasn’t aware, Bull, as you
could manipulate the cyards? And if ]
hadn’t ha' dealt vou o fistful, you'd ha'
stood nowheres in that 1i'l poker game.™

Bull Meorgan was too intent upon the
gold pile to note the tone of ks crony.

The pile of Yukon geold, shimmering
red under the lantern on the green-balze
cloth seemed to hypnotise hun.  His
great wmottled hands pluoged among it,
and he lifted handfuls of the coarse gold
and wuggets aloit and laughed like a
maniac as they cataracted back on to
the heap.

Then he began roughly to divide the
pile into two halves, and Lefty Simons,
a wolfish gleam 1n his eves, amused him-
self by ta%:ing up half a stack of cards
and by clever sleight-of-hand dealing
himrelf a band whieh contained four

S,

“There ¥ are, Lefty,” =aid Bull
Morgan, at length. "There's vour
share, and here's mine.”™

Simons glowered. ‘

“Say. what do you call thia?” he
demanded. "1 guess you've teken durn
good care, Bull, to keep the best of the
nuggets in vour pile—worth more'n this
loose stuff, I guess.™

The close-set eves of Morgan reflected
the fiery gleam of SBimons’

“ Aw, cut that out!” he growled. " You
always was a greedy hawg, Lefty, and
don't you in no wise start gettin’ fresh
with me now. Fifty-fiftyv was what we
agrevd. You know mighty well that
even if ve're the eyard coniurer, ye've
got me right handy to bitt in if anyone
gtarts & rough-house. Where'd ve he if
tranthle started mand 1 weren't here to
grve v moral support. beh I

Uipon the step-ladder outsmde, Jack
and Terrv could ol repress & moment
ary amile at the wse of that werd

“moral ” by tho big soul-less rogue whe
had just holped in the robbery of half &
dozenn hard-working miners

The next words of Lefty Simens came
shrilly to their ears, for Lefty was get-
bing annoyed, He had had a few
glasses of firowafer himself and he had
sufticient Dutch courage in his composi-
tion to openly resent what he considered
the wnfairness of his pardner.

“If it's a cese o ﬁ!?;:-ni'iﬂ' . you hand
me that other pile, Bull,” he squealed.
“It ain't the first time I've noticed
that all the best nuggets stick to your
big paws! I never got me fair share on
that last big deal.”

The great hands of Bull Maorgan
sripped the sides of the card table as
he leaned toward his accomplice.

“You swah!" he exploded. “ Didn't I
warn vour afore to qeit whining about
that ?*

As he spoke, he edged round the table,
and the watching bovs saw the lean face
of Lefty Simons sssume the deed colour
of old parchment. The slick card-
sharper, who, beneath sll his bravado,
had & cringing fear of lde powerful
pard, read danger in the big fellow’s
glowering eves. On the impulse his
hand dropped into his pocket and he
leaned up, with a gun in his hand

Emitting & growl like an angry
grizzly, Bull Morgan kicked viciously at
his crony's arm. Simons, at the same
time, pressed the trigger, but the
hammer fell harmlessly on an empty
breech. and a fraction of & moment
later, the weapon went clattering down
on to the eard-strewn floor.

(A mast amuzing surprite ta in sHore
for the rwa chume . . . and what it ia
you will lewrn 0 pext werk's lorg instal-
ment of thiz powerful story of the
Y iwkon,]
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“THE WHIP-HAND !,

(f “wnd fnwed from puage 230

any rate,” said Dob, sitting down to
the table.  “Tuck inl™

Bunter leaned on the table, wiped
i~ perspiving brow, and groancd,

w1 sav, vou fellows, that awiol beast
lias pieked on me for some reason.
He's Jerring you fellows alone ™

W let him alene,, when it was-the
other wav about,” said "Holb.

“ 1o’z given me to the cook, and the
chioeky, black brute kicks me, and clouks
me. and makes me work.”
¢ o A little work may do you good!”
stigzestod Tob comfortingly.

“Teasd U7 groancd Bunier.

The voice of the Tonga Islander was
heanl calling.

“You fat feller, you show a leg, ov
I kunock seven bells and a dog-watch
onier you, plenty guitk !V

“That's the way he talks to me!”
gasped Bunter. :
“YWell. wvow've asked for it often

enourh 1" said Harry Wharton., * Berter
make the best of it!" i

“Jf anything could make me forgive
Qoamos, it's the way he's treating
Bunter ! remarked the Bounder,

“Oh, really, Smithy, you beast I

“You feller Bunier "' came the cook-s
threatening voice.

“Retter hop it, Buanter!" advised
Nugent, " Your boss is calling youl!”

“1 say, vou feliows,” gaspced Bunter,
“ihis can't go on, vou krow! That
awful villain Soames has got rid of the
canizin and ‘mate somehow and seized

‘THE MAGNET LIBRARY.
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the ship! He's a pirate! He will be
hanged if he's cangat! Look bere, you
fellows, it's up to you! HRush him some-
how and collar hing, and p

“You feller Bunter!” came the sool’s
na come when maister call you? DBy
goliy, me knock seven bells outer you !

And the Tonga Islander came into the
cuddy by the door on the lower deck,
staring round for his “ boy."

He grinned at the Greviriars fcllows,

“ Fat feller belong me ! he explained.
“ White mavster give um to me grr bay !
You Bunter comee along plenty quick !”

And the bare foot of the cook helped
Bunter out of the cuddy, and he went
with & bump and a roar.

The cock followed him, and maore
roars wore heard from the galley as
the black man impressed upon Bunter
the necessity of ocbeying orders, using
a rolling-pin for the purposze.

“ Ay hat, Bunter’s gefting all he's
asked for, and a little over ! remarked
Jt:n}i:lﬂ:,-'_'BulL'

“Serve him jolly well right 1" growled
the Dounder,

The juniorz finished their breakfast
without Bunter that day,

From the deck Soames’ voice came to
tiwey juniors.

“ Below there !

* Hallo, hallo, halle !
Bolb Cherry.

“Come on deck!”

The Bounder gritted his teeth. Tom
Redwing gave him an anxious look.

“Keep vYour temper, Smithy. old
man! We've got to knuckle under—{for
the presont !

“1 know ! muttered the
HBHI-"‘_'_”.

called back

Boundor.

=l

He broke off, the
juniors on deck. -

Boames grected them with an ironical
gmeile, The Aloka +was bowling along
with all canvas out before the trade-
wind. Ben Dance, at the wheel, gave
the juniors a rather grim look, but did
not speak. He, as well as the Grey-
friars fellows, realised that the new
commander of the Aloha had to be
obered. Soames fixed his eyves upon
Harry Wharton & Co., hiz hand resting
on the auntomatic slung in a holster at
his side.

“I think von understand by ihis time
how matiers stand ' he said, " Give
me no trouble, and 1 shall deal with
vou gently! "The first who shows a
sipn of insubordination goes over the
side ! Tomorrow we reach Caca! Till
then vou are free to do as you like!
That 1z alll”

He turned away, the juniors making
no answer., Soames went info the deck-
housze, of which he had taken possession
as his quarters, Harry Wharton & Co,,
in, silence, with feelings that were too
deep for words, leaned on the rail and
watched the sea as the swift schooner
glided on over the Pacific, ever néarer
amd nearer to the treasure island, They
were tileni, but ‘their thoughts were
busv—desperate thoughts of yet, some-
how, turning the tables on the desperate
man who held their lives at his mercy.

THL END.

(There's a theill in cvery chapler of
next week's stirving long complete story
of Harry Wharton & Coz edvenfures
in Sowthern Scus™ Pon't miss: “"The
Treazure faland ' By Frank Richards.)
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““THE HEAD'S PERSECUTION!™

.

. !

1 H, my dear _.HEEEE_: Ier-
mered Doctor DBircheniall, as
he poured over his mourning
correspondence. “What have

we here? Judging by the ducal crest

which 13 engraved on the back of the
cnvelope—three brass balls rampant—ii

15 & lettor from wy old friend, the Duke

of Stony Stratford.”

“Indecd, sir?”  vouehsafed  Mr.
Lickham.

“¥Yoo, indeed " veciferated the Head.

“I was not aware that you numberea
dukes among your acquaintances, =i’
vouchsafed Mr. Lickham.

*“Waeoll, vou aye aware of it now™
vociferated the Head., “The Duko of
Stony Stratford is a man of conzider-
ablo substance—forty-two inches round
the waste, to be precise, Ile is also =
very powerful and inflewential jentle-
men—one of the piers of the realm, in
fact,”

Mr., Lickham scomed quite impressed.
He looked on with grate interest while
the Head ripped open the ducal enve-
lope with a grubby fourlinger (his
silver paper-knife having recently been
pawned,) -

Doctor Birchemall took out the letter
and unfolded it. He raised his high-
brows and .._,.mnm_m.m his beard as he
perused the dockument.

“ Alas, my dear Lickham!” he CEps-
claimed, when he had finished reading.
“I fear that my friend the duke has
fallen om evil davs. Listen toe this!?

And Doctor Dirchemall resited the
duke’s letter:

“!'My Dear Birchemall,—Just a fow
lines hopping vou aro guite well as it
leaves me at prezzent in & very doli
cete state of wealth. Owing to the
crushing burdon of taxation which we
poor dukes have to sutTer, I Have been
obliged to sell my castls’ and earn my
keep.

“*Yon would be doing me a grate
serviss if you would take my son-—the
Hennerable Algernon—off my hands, b
admitting him te 8t. Sam's as a pupil.
I ind haim a grate inky-bus at the
moment. He i1z a noble and devoted
son, but he is always pgoing on the
razzle—you will know from personn]
ogpsperience what this  ‘Ineans!—and
his eggstravapant and waistful habits
are bringing down my ducal hares in
sorrow to the grave. T {eol that the Loy
will be in good hands if I send him to
vou to reseceve his eddification. Dut use
him kindly, and don’t flog him more
than three times a- dav. He has &
somewhat frail and. delicate insiitution.

“*T am not in 2 position to pay yon
the necessary term-fees, but as scon as
my ship comes home I will see that you
are  hansomely rewarded for your
trubbla,

:f.u...o:. I must elose, with love from
Hil.

“* Your affockshunate friond,
“¢ Zroxy STRATFORD. M

“Dear me! How very distressthg !
mermered  Ar. Lieckham. *“Taney a
duke having to scll his castle and go
and earn his keep!”

“Yos, it's most pathetick I” mntiored
the Head, dashing a sob frem his eye.
“It is very frue, Lickham, that one
half of the world duzzent know how
the other threcnuarters lives, Foor
old Stony Stratford! T can feel for him
in his eggstremitv, for I am in tha
same boat myaelf 17

“Yon will admit the duke's son to
3t. Bam’s, sir?” asked Mr. Lickham.

“Not half! Think what 1t will mean,
Lickham, having a real live duke’s zon
among my skollers! Tt will raise the
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tome of the school, having a blue-
bludded aristoerat here. I am not a
snoly, but I've no use for the common
hord—the sons of pork-butchers and
gets, and drapers and dustmen, and
walf-pay Army officers. I prefer to
kave pupils with loug and noble pedi-
grees. 1 shali weleome the Honnerable
Algernon with open arms!”

“Bul be seems to be a bit of a
scamp, sir, judging by his father’s
letter—"  _

“Tut, tut! You can forgive a duke's
soti anything. 1 shall place the boy in
your Form, Lickhanm, aud I shall egps-
pect you to treat hini with curtsey gnd
respect.  Servilily costs nothing, you
know. I will tellyfone to my friend the
duke, and tell him to pack the boy off
to Bt, Sam's as soon as he likes.™

For the next few hours the Head was
engaged on the tellyfone. Meanwhile,
Mr, Lickham, who was a Bbit nosey by
nature, opened the rest of the Head's
correEpondence,

At lest Doctor Birchemall laid down
the reseover, and turned io the master
of the Yourth.

“It's all sercne. Lickham! The
Honnerable Algernon will arrive this
afternoon. The duke’s Rolls-Rice has
not yet been pawned, 0 the boy will
arrive in that. He will drive 1t him-
self. What arve you locking so startled
abont, Lickham **

“I have bad news for you, sir,™ was
the grave reply., “On going through
yvour letters—'scuso the hiberty—1 came
aeross this!”

Mr. Lickham held up an  ominus,
offishal-looking dockument.

“Give us it!” commanded the Head
tersely. And, with trembling fingers he
took the dockumeni. It was & demand
for the payment of the Head's rates.
and the envelope was marked, “Final
Moliss, ™

“Oh, blow!" spnapped the Head
n__ﬁ__.mm_r{. “Thiz 13 about the tenth
" IFinal Notiss® I've resceved during the
last month or so. It will go the way
of all the others—into my walst-paper
basket 1"

“Stay!” ecrred Mr. Lickham. *“¥You
cannot dispose of your labilities so
easily, sir. This i3 indeed a2 final
notiss—the last warning you will
resecve. Unless vour rates are paid b
midday to-day, the local Couneil 12”._,

NEXT WEEK'S ST. $AN’S YARN IS A CORKER! DON'T MISS IT, CHUMS !

An “eggsiting naratiff ” of the boys of St. Sam’s by Dicky
Nugent, the genius of the Becond Form at Greyfriars.

have you persecuted in & Court of
Law!”

A garsily paller spread over the
Head's face. His knees nocked together,
and the inspiration stood out in beads
on his forrid. In his mind's eye, he saw
himself arranged before the magistrates,
cofering and crinjing in the dock; and
he zaw himacH lissening to the dredded
sentence of & month's hard labour for
not paying his rates. It waes a trooly
terrifying prospect !

Wild-cyed and baggerd. the Heud
turned to My, Lickham. He rung his
hands in despare,

“This iz a bom-shell, Lickham!” he
cried horsely. “"What shall I do? My

rates are m:ﬂ|._.é_.u much overdue, in
t

fact—and T haven't a penny in the
wide! Can you hglp me, Lickham?”

The Form “master shook his head.

“1 could and I should, but I can't and
I shan’t!™ he replied. “I don’t belicve
in lending munny, sir. You know what
Shakespeer  says?  f Meither o bor-
rower nor & lender be; for if you look
after the pence, the pounds will fake
care of thoemselves #

“Blow Bhakespeer!” cried the Head
irritably, “Do you dare to quote
stodgy mexims to me at & time like
this, when I am fairly done, and un-
fairly dunned? What do you advise
me to do? Quick, man! I i3 nearly
twelve o'clock, and if my rates are not
paid by then I shall be put in chokey !

Inwardly Mr: Lickham reflceted that
“chokey ” was the best possible place
for the Head. But_he did not voice his
thoughts alond. Instead, he pulled out
his thinking-cap from his pocket, and
put 18 on. Yor some minnits he was
rapped in a revvery. Doctor Birch.
emall watched him, clawing impatiently
at his beard.

“T've got it, sir!™ eried Mr. Lick-
ham at length. “Thera is only one way
out. It is hopeless to fry amd raise the
munny, im s¢ short & time. I- sugpest
that you go and interview the mn__;_
council at once, and make them on
offer.”

“How can I make them an offer,
when I haven’t twa ha'pennies for =
penny I shouted the Head in a wax

“Calm yourself, sir! I do nut mean
& munnetary offer. This i3 my ides.
Tell the Council that you will axxept
the son of vne of their employees as a
Mt. Bam’s sholler, by way of squaring
matiors,™

“Oh 1

1 bolceve they will jump at it, sir,”
said Mr, Lickham. “It will mean 2 free
edducation for the lad- they choose to
mominate. And as jour rates oply
amount to a few shillings, the Couhcil
will be getting by far the best of the
bargain.”

Instanily the Head snatched up his
morter-board and his ecilskins—for the
English summer had not yet expired
—and wisked out of the study. Mr.
Lickham, from the window, caught a
glimpse of him peddling furiously out of
getes on Burleigh's bike, which he had
calmly commandeered.

The Head was absent an hour. When
he returned his faco was flushed and
trinmfant. Mr. Lijgkham was waiting
for him in the quad, and ho almost ran
the W.EE master down in his eggsite-
ment.

““Loud cheers, Lickham!” cried the
Head. *“J] have worked the giddy
orackle! The Council jumped at my
offer, as you proffesied they would,
They have agreed to wave the payment
of the rates, on condition that Nu_.mmmmam
the son of one of their employees as a
pupil "™

“Ripping ! eried Mr. Lickham.

“The only fly in the sintment,” said
the Head, making a grimace, “is that
they have nominated the son of the
local dustman. It is paneful to think
of such a grubby little brat rubbin
shoulders with a duke's son. He will
contamminate the school by  his
presence. However, T suppose I ought
to be thankful to have got out of my
predickament so easily. m owe it all to
you, Lickham. Come and have lunch
with me.”

.m.u mwwuu:m. ﬂwmmmumr:q_mm“mﬁ.
loigh's bieycle away from him, and
linked his arm in Mr. Lickham’s, and
waltzed him away to his dining-room.

Il.
.Hw._rnmm JOLLY & CO., the herocs of

the Fourth, were playing foorbail |

with a prefect’s “toppor,” when a

. magnifisent Rolls-Rice car, pure-

ing as mewsically as a cat, came snort-
ing and honking into the quadrangle.

osail, the porter, was standing at

the schoolgates, and he touched his four-

“,___..._"_nrm respectfully as vhe car flasned past

1m.

“Look out, you fellows!” shouted
Jack Jolly, as the Rolls-Rice bore down
upon them.

The juniors setambled aszlde in the
nick of time, forming a sort of guard-
of-honner for the car to pass.

Seated at the steering-wheel was a
yvoulh who had seen about two summers
and thirfcen winters. His features were
clear-cut and classical, and there was
“elaga * written all over him.

The youth was dressed to kill—as all
true road-hoggs should be. He wore
a motoring-coat with a fur collar, a
patr of enormouns gloves, and a shining
silk topper. The lofty eggspression on
his well-chiselled face signified that he
was dignified. Anyome would have
recognised him on sight as the son of a
duke.

But Jack Joliy & Co. were not the
sort of fellows to kow-tow to the sons
of dukes. True, they made sweeping
bows, with their hands on their harts,
but this was meerly in mockery.

“ All hail, your Highness ! said Jack
Jolly meekly.

“All  hail!”  ekkoed
Bright.

“I kiss your feet!™ mermered Frank
Fearless. .

“Ha, ha, ha!?

A frown eame over the hansom, aute.
craflic feetures of the duke's son. He
spoke for the first time, and his words
and the way they were spoken quite
startled the juniors.

*“'Ere, none o’ yer blinkin’ cheek ! I'l

clip yer ‘ears for yer, if yer starts
piayin’ the giddy ox with me I*
- “M-m-my hat!” gasped Jack Jolly,
in amazement. “What choice and re-
fined Hnun.aumn_ﬂH Who and what is this
fallow, wonder? ¥e looks like the
son of a duke, but he duzzent talk like
onea !"

“You 'old ver jaw!” snapped ‘the
newcomer, glaring down at Jack Jolly.

Merry and

—

“I AM a dook’s son, d'you 'ear? I'm
the Hounerable Algernon Fitzhoodle,
the son and air of the Dook of Btony
Stratford ! An' if any covey doubt wot
I say, T'li give 'imi a dot 6n the boke!™

“(zrate Secottl”

The juniors blinked in amazemeni at
the Honnerable Algernon. And then
Jack Jolly sollumly produced a penknife
and handed it to the fellow in thé car.

“Wot's this 'ere for?” demanded the
duke’s son. ’

“To cat your axxent with!” eggs.
plained Jack Jolly.

And ‘there was a roar of larfter,
which died awey abruptly as Docter
Birchemall came stalking on Lthe seen.

“Make way, there!” commanded the
Head. *Stand back, you sons of dogs!
1 wish to -welecome his houner to
8t. Sam's " .

The juniors fell back, with wonder-
ing faces, as the Head approached the
Car,

And then Doctor Birchemall did s
remarkable thing. He swept off his
nrovter-board with a flurrish, and made
a low and sollum sallaan. Bo iow did
ha stoop that his long beard swept the
flaggstones.

“Welcome to 8t Bam's, m.‘.m;:_
honner ! eried the Held, in weedling
tones. I am rejdiced to witmess your
zafe arrival at this seat of lerning over

which I have the honner to preside!

Pray axxept my fellicitations!™

The Honnerable Algernon sneered.

“ (bt the cackle, grandpa!™ ho said
roodly. “OGive us your paw, and let's
shake! I don’t want no speechiiyin’ !®

The juniars chuckled, and they fully
eggspected the Head to Hy mto a ragel
But he did nothing of the sort. 'With
a grovelling jesture, he held oub ‘his
Band, and the duke's son took it In a
crushing grip that made the Head yelp.

“Yow-ow-pw '’

When his hand was releesed, the Head
caressed 1t tenderly with the other.
T'hen, like a fawning menial, he threw
open the door of the car, nnd invited
“his honner * to step fourth.

Jaclk, Jolly & Co. locked on with
scorn and content.

“"The artfu: old wnﬂfﬁﬂ: growled
Jack Jolly. “He's toadying up to the
new kid just bekawse he rmﬂmmuu- to bhe
a duke's son! The Head's the bhiggest
snob that ever snobbed! Now, if the
son of a dustman was to arrive at St.
Sam'g——

Almost before the words were out of
Jack m__.._:..q__um mouth thera waz & new
sengation in the gquadrangie,

The local dusteart, drawn by a very
tired-looking, bow-leggred hoarsze, came
_.=E_u=:m in at the mnﬂnn_ gates, Tt was
driven by a freckled-faced, suub-nosed
youngster in & shabby suif, with a
muffler round his neck.

Fossil, the porter, held up his hands
in pius horrer, and shouted to the
yvouthful driver of the dustcart to draw
rain. But the freckled-faced vwouth
ignared Fossil, and drove on until the
utteart halted elongside the magnifi-
sent Holls-Rice car. The contrast be-
tween the two vehicles was so commical
that the juniors roared with larfter.

“ Aftor the Lord Mayor's Show comes
the dusteart!” chuckled Jack Jolly,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Head, having assisted the duke's
son to alite from the car, glared at the
mtrooder as il he had no right to be
on the earth.

“Who are you, you course, low-down
raggermufin 7 he demanded.

The [reckled-faced youth replied in a
refined, cultured voice of eggsellens
timber.

{Tontinued on page 20.)
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