“THE TREASURE ISLAND!”

This week's novel story of Harry Wharton & Co.’s adventures in SBouthern Seas.
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A ROPE'S-END FOR BUNTER, THE COOK’'S BOY!

Billy Bunfer's done a good many Jobs in his time, but his latest, tha! of cook's boy to 8 Tonga lalandsr, ia the mosat
remarkable of the lot. (See thaw week's gromd story of Uhe Uhiwme of Gregfriars.)
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HE truly tcrrific speed of 3 miles an hour—a speed
which neve; vet has been reached by man—is con-
fidently believed to be “bottled up ™ io at least one
of the three secretly constructed machines which

pilots of the Royal Air Foree are cager to steer to victory in
next Sunday's {September 25th] international seaplane raco
for the Schneider {!;up at the Lido, Venice. :

If one of those marvellous little “ fiying bullets ™ doos
succeed in getting back the Cup for Brifain in this 200 miies
race—we last won in 1922—it will be something moro
than a notable victory. Our seaplane constructors and
gallant R.AF. pilots will heve shown the world that the
mastery of the mir really is Great Dritain's after all. And
it is high time that happened, for ]ﬂsb}lat present there 1sn'$
even one solitary air record which we hold!

Out lor Scalpa!l

Ttaly at the moment holds the coveted Cup, which repre-
sents the blue ribbon of the air. She won it, with the help
of the pilot, Major Bernardi, last year fromn America, af an
average spoed of a trifle under 247 miles per hour. Thera
was no British 'plane teking part in the race. Our Aar
Ministry is out for nc-n}fr:- with all the mote determination
next Sunday because of lask year's absenteeism.

It will be the frst occasion on which R.AF. officers have
representad Britain in this vearly Cup contest. The final
solpetion of three pilots will be made from the Dritish
Rohneider Cup team, which has been trained most
strenuously by Squadron-Leader Blatzer specially for. this
iramendons event. Only one of the finally selected ptlots
can win, of course, but all the runnersup for the immenso
honour of taking control of one of the threo “hush-hush
scaplanes—the three mest promising machines out of the
soven that have been built in seerct—are undergoing the

same gruelling training.
Riak of Being Strangled.

¥For the Cup will go to the 'plane that shows supreme all-
round proficiency i addition

Some of the placky
pilots who have mm-
dergone a wigorous
course of traising for
this great event.

3

The Supermarine-Napier 55 monoplane, one of the
cufrants, coloured blue and white, is sxpeeted to prove itself
to be one of the fastest in exmistence. [Its starboard float
carries all the fuel, and so narrow is the pilot’s ecckpit that
when the gentleman has wormed his way aboard it will just
about fit gfa waist! That's what one might call making a
‘plane to measure! Its racing engine is & twelveeylinder
Napier Lion,

Pilots Al .ﬂ.ﬂqﬂi?t Te

Then there is the C'rusader, which also ia expected te smash
gll previads air records. The first thing naticeable about it
t9 its almost sbsurdly small body. Its metal propeller is
made of & secrot alloy, and it has the distinction of being
the first seaplane with air-cooled engine to be entered for
the Schoetder Cup race. The engine of its brother com-
petitor, the Bupermarine-MNapter 85, is cooled by the wing
surface radiators,

The Gloster-Napior I'V. biplane, a third enirant, s bl
and gold, with a twelve-cylinder Napier Lion engine, and
its removable petrol tanks ave carried in the fuselage.

~Of the seven machines specially built in this country for
Sundsy’s thrilling race, of different types, and all of which.
have undergone severe tests under condifions of the wvery
greatest seerecy—an avined guard has heen doing sentry-go
around the sheds housing them by day and night—threo
monoplanes and two biplanea are wvodergoing the final
seloctive tests in Italy. Two must drep out, for only three
of the seleeted five can start in the race,

‘The prospective pilats are all a-quiver as to whom the fates
will be kind. For the name of one of them mavy go down in
history as tho zaviour of DBritsin's great name m the zir
and the first man on earth o cleave the skies at the appaliing
speed of 300 miles per hour !

to racing speed. Navigebility, LS
taxying, and mooring tesis il Sy

come fArst, then the grend clhimax i

of the lightning whizz over the
200-mile course. To add to the
difficulties, the course 13 not a
straight one, but takes the form
of & triangle. The strain that
the small British machincs will
have to bear as they shoot
around the ecorners with searer
perceptible slackening of speed 12

nothing  compared with -1l
ordeal of the pilot at ihose
Lturns.

The rush of air siriking the
pilot from a fresh angle as the
ecorner i taken might easily
sirengle hini. But that possi
bility, though it will be fresh in
the minds of each of the seven
R.AF. officers png tweniy-seven
mechames wino will help Britain
e some way to get back for us
iwe hope!} the coveted cup on
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Sunday, esuses ne  anxious
frowms on the faccs of the
computitors. however much it Bl to Reltain th seted

may periurk ithe golookers.

Will this monstar of the air, named the " Orusader,’’ be the maans of bringl
ghove Is shown the Bristew-Bhorti-

ng
Emown as the Schnelider Cup T In the photo
rixtol Y Crugader '""with sngino running. Mote

how many men ard required on the streamlined flcats to prevent the 'plane from
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turning turtls while the engine Is being raced.



FHE GOAL IN SIGHT ! Out of the sea mist vize the blue mowntains and tull, waving palins of Caca Island, upon rohick
iz buried the vast treasure of Black Pelor, and the sight of it sends o thrill to the hearts of Harry Whorton & Co.,
glithiowglh they are nowe prisoners of the man whoe was once their servant!
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FRANK RICHARDS.

An Amazing Story of Peril and Adventure in Southern Seas,
featuring Harry Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Masier of the Alohal

13 HARTOXN ™
W Harry Wharton
round,

He was leaning on the
polished teak rail of the Aloha schooner,
gliding before the krade-wind over the
sunny waters of the Pacibic.

The sun was sinking in the wesk ; the
long, hot diay was drawing to its close.
But the heat was still great. Below, the
little schooner was stifling, and on deck
tha breath of the trade-wind was almost
like the breath of an oven.

Harry Wharton & Co. were all on
deck, a3 indeed was every soul on
hoard the Aloha, excepting DBilly
Bunter and the Tonga Island cook.

The juniors, clad in little more than
snirt and trousers, sat in canvas chailrs
or loafed about the deck, gotting what
shade they could [rom the big mainsail.
Of all the Greyfriars party, only Hurree
Jamsct Ram  Singh  tolerated  the
tropical heat with equanimity. And
even Hurree Singh looked as if it was
quite hot enough for him, if not a little
too much o,

Forward, the Kanaka crew Ioafed and
lolled, save when an order was rapped
out, when they turned to gbey prompily
enougl.

Ben Dance, the wondenlegged sea-
man, was ak the whesl, hiz mahogany
faco dewed with perspiration.

Only one man on board the schoonoer
looked cool.

That was the man who had
slepped from the deck-lhouse
addressed Warry Wharteon,

It waz Soames—James
fow davs before the sleek, obsequious
valet of Mr. Vernon-SBmith, the

laoled

just
and

Soames—a

N W X

millionaire; now the iron-handed com-
mander of the schooner he had seized.

The change in Soames was striking.

He had discarded the mneat, dark
clothas of the valet, and was dressed in
white ducks that had belonged to
Captain Lennox, of the Aloha. Hound
his shim waist was a belb sl:%pnrting a
helster, from which peeped the butt of
the automatic pistol which had madae
him master of tha schooner. Once the
erow of the Aloha had scen that auto-
matic uzed, when the mate had fallen to
the bullet, and the XKanaka crew, af
least, were not likely to tempt Soames
to use 1k agan.

Wilh the valet's clothes, Boames had
disearded also the walet's manner and
bearing. The soft, =leek wvoice ihe
juniors knew so well was gone: his tones
rapped out sharply, commandingly.
The once sleek ard obsequious tga.m
looked as hard as iron.

The eloak of hyproerisy had dropped
from the man, revealing him now as
what he was—a resolute and desperato
seoundrel,

Villain as the man was, there was
samething to ba admired in his courage
and his iron nerve.  In zeizing the
schooner. Bnames had faken his life in
hiz hands. There were seven Greylriers
fellows on board, and Tom Redwing,
and Ben Dange, all cager and keen to
seize & chance of turning the tables on
nim. The possession of the only lirearm
on board, and hiz skill and ruthlessnoss
in the use of 1t made hun master of the
Aloha., But a moment’s carelessness, a
few seconds off his gusrd, would have
been his undeing., Once the juniors had
senn Jacky, the Ranaka boalswain,
grasp & belaving-pin when Boames’ back
was turned. But Soames had turned
instantly, as if he had eyes in tho back
of his head, and Jacky had shecpishly

slid his weapon into the pin-rail. But
the night was coming, and if theo sea-
lawyer slept in the hours of darkness——

The incessant peril of his position did
not seem to affect Soamoz in the least.

It was scarcely possible to believo that
this was the same man who had been
the obseguious meanservant—the wvaled
who had brushed the clothes of Smithy’s
father, who had seemed to have ho
thought in his mind but to make himself
lmmgly useful and obliging—on the
vacht which had brought the Ureviriars
fellows out to the Pacific. Certainly,
Soeames had played his gnma well until
the time had come to throw off the
mask,

It was thrown off now.

Captain Lennox had gone over the
side the previous night, and the juniors
knew by whose hand e had gone.
Yarkins, the mate, had been shob down
before their eyes. Siuce then, Soames’
authority on the schooner had been un-
disputed. The Fanaka scamen oheyed
him without question, Jacky, the boat-
swaln, almest fawned upon him, though
his submissive, smiling face hid thoughta
of which Sonmes wpns perhaps not
aware; the juniors submiited to tha
inevitable, because they could, not help
themselves.

Yei the adventurer's authority hung
on a thread, that might hreak at any
moment; only constant vigilanee could
save him,

“Wharton !" hie rapped out.

“Well 77 satd the captain of the Grey-
friers Remove, eyeing him.

His life was at the seoundrel’s mercy,
a5 Wharton well knew. But he could
not stoop his pride to the submissivencss
of the Kanakas.

Still harder was it for Herbert
Vernon-Bmith, the Bounder of Grey.
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{riars, to submit to the man who had
been his father’s valet, who had been
sent with the juniors on the schooncr to
make himself uzeful and to watch over
the safety of the treasure-seehers, Mr,
Vernon-Smith, in his yacht at Nuka-
Hiva, little dreamed of what hed hap-
wenad on tha schooner.

v Mr. Vernon-Smith was not hkely to
imagine that Boames, who had seemed
to live only to be useful to him, who had
socmed to delight in deferenee and sub-
servience, hid a  desperate and
dangerous character under his zleck
obscquiousness. The millionaire prided
himself upon heing a judge of men, but
his valet had taken him in like an
infant.

“You will go below ! said Boamaes,
his eyes glinting for a moment at the
Greyiriars junior,

“Tt's hot below,” said Harry.

“That iz unforiunate,” snid Soames,
with & sneer; “hut I think I need not
remind you that I am master here.”

“No," said Harry, with quiet scorn.
“You have made that plain enough,
Soames,” ]

“You will go below, and remamn
below till dawn,” said Seames. “1 shall

ive you a hail when you may come on
ﬁﬂﬁk again, Sunset is swift in theso
latitudes, and T cannot trust you on
deck after dark.”

Wharton compressed his lips.

TIn the minds of all the Greyfriars
party there had lingered a hope of
turning the tables on the sea-lawyer
under cover of darkness. The deadly
automatic would not be so terribly
deadly in the dark—there would have
heen a chanee, at least, and the Grey-
friars fellows were prepared to take the
moast desperate chance.

Evidently Boames had foreseen aa
much.

The finvoluntary expression on the
junior’s face brought an irenical smile
to his lips.

“I have read vour thoughts, my boy,”
he #aid. ™It was easy enough, Uncp
more, let me warn you not to attempt
to play any tricks. I shall be sorry to
hava to use my weapon, but I shall use
it without scruple if T am driven to it
You know what happened to the captain
and the mate.”

“T know,” said Wharton quietly.

9T have no wizh to ill-use you, or any
of vour friends,” went on Soames, in a
more coneiliatory tone. " You treated
ma decently when T was Mr. Vernon-
Smith’s valet, and I forget a favour no
sooner than an injury. 1 had nothing
but kindness from any one of yon, ex-
cepting that fat rascal Bunter, whom I
have handed over to the cook to make
himself useful: but even Bunter shall
not suffer more then that. Yet, as you
most bo aware, it would be safer for me
to order the Kanakas to throw yeu o
the sharks. Do you think they would
disobey the ovder ™

Wharton was silent.

“Bear that in mind,” said Socames,
" After what haz happened on this craft,
T camnct affard to let any of you return
home. You will be marooned on Caca
Island when I have found Black Peter's
treasure.  Yeu will have your lives, at
least. TIf vou wish to preserve them, do
not drive me to desperate measures.
That iz all, EGo below.”

Wharton turned and went down tha
companion.

Boli Chorry followed him, and Frank
Nugent, and Johnoy Buoll, and Hurree
Jamset Bam Singh, and Tom Bedwing.
Vernon-Smith hesitated a moment, his
eyos gloaming at the man who had been,
glmost asz long as he could remember, a
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suave and softspoken servant to lus
father. Soames met his glance and
tappod the sutomatic in iho holsler as
his belt. The Dounder gritted his tecth
and went below,

THE SECORD CHAPTER.
The Cook*s Boy !

L l "':u‘aT E}ler belong me where he
0y
The Tonga Islander who was
cook on
Aloha was wrathy.
He was in the ouddy of the Aloha
when Harry Wharton & Co, came. down
from the deck,
,His black foce gleamed with perspira-
tion and wrath, and his greasy peaw
grasped a knotted rope’s-end.
Ha was Jooking {or Bunter.
William George Bunter, the fattest
and laziest fellow at Greyiriars, had had
a high old time that day

Bunter was the {ellow to be impudent
and unpleasant when he had the upper
hand of anyhody. He had snubbed and
siapped ot the millionzire’s valet in &
manner which, as he fondiy believed,
demonstrated that he was accustomed to
dealing with a horde of memals at
Bunter Court. And he had had his
reward,

Boszmes was top dog now; and he had
handed Bunter over to the cook to make
himself uscful as ship's boy, cook’s hoy,
and general slave and factotun,

It was rough on Bunter; but the
juniors did not sympathize with him
vory much. It was cortain that he had
asked for it; in fact, as Johnny Bull
put it, he had hEEgﬂd and prayed for
it. And nobody but Bunfer saw any
reason why the fat junior should not put
in a little work,

To the other fellows, Soames was as
civil as the strange cireumstances per-
mitted. He had served them as a ser-
vant, and they had treated him deﬂ_entl;.r.
D’l‘-{ﬁﬂﬂrﬂ-tﬂ‘ﬂnd ruthless as he was, in
gaining hiz own ends, 1 was obvigus
that he did not desire to hurt the Grey-
friars party beyond what his own inter-
esta required. Dut he had not forgotten
Bunter's fat insolence, and the Owl of
the Remove was going through it now.
Soames personzlly toclk no notica of
him: but the Tonpa Islander could be
trusted to make Billy Bunter feel that
life was not worth living.

It was sheer delight to the black man
to have & “ white marster ™ under his
arders. To be allowed to kick and cuff
a “white marster ™ was an  endlessg
pleasure to him.

In his new rale as cook’s boy, Bunter
bagged more kicks than halipenee. Tho
cook's feet were bhare. like most feet on
board the Aloha; but Bunter had found
them hard and heavy.

Mow, apparently, the Owl of Grey-
friars was fed-up. and he had deserted
the hot, stufiy galley; and the cook was
locking for him.

“What name faf felier he no come "
demanded the Tonge Islander, as ile
Juniors eame into the cuddy.

The Groyfriars fellows did not answer.

The cook could bully Bunter as much
as he liked: but the other fellows had
no idea at al]l of taking check from him,

“Wour white fellers, what name you
no speak ¥

“Oh, go and cabt coke!™
Johnny DBull,

The cook glared at him,

He was angry with Bunter for desert-
ing hiz post, and his ebtuse native brain
did not grasp the fact that he ecould not
afford to treat the other fellows as he
treaied Bunter. Captain Lennox was
gone, and Soomes reigned in his swead

oard the schooner

growled

cn board the Alcha; and the cook knew,
as all the Kanaka crew I-:nawi that
Soames  was  keeping  the  “white
marstera " in subjection by the threat
of death. Telupa, the cook, was back-
ing up Soames, &z he would have
backed up any white man with a
weapon in his hand to enforce authority.
He took it for granted that he could
kick anvone who was down.

_ Ho brandished the rope's-end at the
juniors.

“My word! Mo mad with you [ellers
any amount,” he declared. “You run
findeo fat fallor Bunter plenty quick, or
me knock seven bells and a dog-watch
outer you !
h_’lﬂamﬁn-ﬁmith made a step towards

1. :
The Bounder's syes glittered.

To be coommanded and ordered about
by the man who had been his father's
valet was galling eénough to the proud
sparit of the Bounder of Greyfriars. To
be bullied by & black cook was a little
too much.

Get

“¥ou black hound!
{Pu say get out?™

snapped Smithy.

';emmt TAIne
reared Talupa. “ You talk to me plenty
teo much, you low white feller 1™

“Get out!™ snapped the Bounder,

Instend of getting out, the Tonga
Yslander made a slash at the Bounder
with the rope’s-end.

Vernon-Smith made a quick spring
backwards and avoided the rope. The
next instant he was springing forward,
and his clenched fist dashed into the
angry black faco,

rash |

Thera was & roar from the black
cook as he went heels over head slong
the planks.

“Well hit!" chuckled IZob Cherry.

The Tonga Islander sat up dizzily.

“Now get out, you greasy hound '™
snarled the Bounder.

“Dy golly!” pasped Talupa, scram-
bling up, and he fairly hurled himself
at the Bounder of Greviviars,

Bmithy stood up to him grimly:
though the Greyfriars junior was not of
much use in 4 grapple with the power-
ful black man. But the other fellows
rushed in at once.

The Tonga man was grasped on ull
sides, and, powerful as he was, he cama
down on the fleor of the cuddy with a
craskr.

He gave a roar as he landed on the
planks,

“Bump him 1" zaid Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Bump |

It was a new experience to the Tonga
Islander and not a J)Iﬂﬂ.ﬂﬂnt experience,
to ‘judgtr by hizs wild roars.

“Now roll him out |

Yelbng and gasping, the black cook
wes rolled along, bumping on the floor,
to the doorw on the lower deck
where he was rolled oub of the cuddy.

He sprawled there, panting.

soames looked down from the little
after-deck, hiz brows hknitting.

“YWhat's that row?” he snapped out,
_ The Tenga Islander sat up, splutter-
ing, agginst the marmnast. His eyes
in? led wildly, Soames hixed his eyes on

i,

“¥You feller cook, you talk too plenty
much alogg white feller marster 1™ he

out 1"

snapped. Y You mind your eve along
whljt::u feller  marster, Fat feller

Bunier him belong you, while marster
no belong, savvee?™

That was enough for the Tonga
Izlander ; the distinetion was made clear
now to hig fuzzy mind.

“Savves plenty much,” he pasped.

Harry arton & Co. went back into
the cuddy. From one of the bunks, a
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The Tonga man was grasped on all sides, and powerful as he was, he came down on the floor of the cuddy with a crash., * Bump

him ! * said Bob Cherry.

** Ha, ha, ha ! ** roared the Greylriars juniors.

Bump !

It was a new experlence to the Tonza

Islander, and not a pleasant experience, to judge by his wild roars I (Ses Chapter 2.)

fat, perzpiring face and a large pair of
spectacles glimmeréd at them.
“1 zay, vou fellows——"

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Bunter 1

exclaimad Bob Cherry,
“I say, vou keep that Llack beast
away, you fellows!” gasped Bunter.
“Get back to your job, Bunter.”
“0Oh, really, Cherr 4 ;
“You'd better get gﬂﬂk, Bunter,™ said
Harcy Wharton, “We're all under
Soames’ orders now, and he has given
you to the cook te work for him. ¥You
ssked for it, and now you've got it !V

“0h, ]'l':ﬂ-lijf, Wharton "
“Get out of itl" growled the
Bounder.

“0h, really, Smithy—2"

"You're asking for mare trouble, yon
fat idiot!" said I'rank Nugent. “You
got Boames’ back up by insulting him
when you had the chance, and now
vou've pgob to squirm for 1, and it
serves you right!*

“0Oh, really, Nugen

“We cannot protect vou, Euanter,”
sald Harry Wharton quietly. “ There's
ng reason abt all why you shouldn't
work."

“Tsn't there?™

3

demanded Bunter
hotly, “Think I came on thiz rotten
schooner to work? I can see now that
I was an ass to accopt Smithy's invita-
tion ! WNiee vacation we're getting, ain't
WB?"

And Bunter gave a dizmal groan.
Thiz was not exactly the vacation he
hed anticipated, when he had stowed
himself away on Mr. Vernon-Smith's
vacht, and planted himself on the
treasure-seekers,

“If Boames comes down for vou,
you'll have to go,” said Johony Bull.

“1 say, you fellows, you collar him
if he comes down,” urged DBunter,
“Never mind his pistol.”

“TFathoed ™

“Don't be funky, you krow. He
can’t shoot the lot of vou.”

“_t‘ll..Eﬂ !:Il

“OF all the bleased funks——"' sncored
Bunter.

“0Oh, shut up!” snapped Bob Cherry.

“Boames won't come down here,” zaid
the Bounder., *“He dare not leave the
deck. There's more than one man on
deck who would brain him as he camao
up the ladder again, if he had half a
chance. DBen Dance—and 1 believe that
fellow Jack, the bos’un—*"

“Please white fellor marster
humble voice.

It was the Tonga Islander again.

But he was not bullying now. A
word from Scames had been enough for
him. He was ¢ringing.

™ zaid a

“What do vou want?"” snapped
Wharton.

*Want fat fellow Dunter belong
me.”

“Ieep him off, von feliows!™ yelled
Bunter.

“Whita marster Soames he zav fat
follow belong me!™ said the cook.

From the deck Boames’ sharp voica
came down the companion into the tiny
cuddy of the Aloha.

“Wharton, send Dunter back to his
work at once, or I will send in some
ﬂ:fdtl'i'f Kanakas to throw him over the
side.

There was a vell of terror from thoe
Owl of the Bomove. Heo rolled out of
the bunk as if he had been clectrified
by Soames' voice.

“I'm going!” he yelled., “It's all
right! I'm willing! I—I want to
work! I'm keen on it! I'm goingl
Oh dear!"

“You come along me!” grinned
Talupa.

And DBunter rolled away after his
masior,

¥rom the little galley forward the
sound of a rope was scon heard,
smiting, accompanied by frantic yells
from Billy Bunter. The cock was tai;ing
it out of his “ beoy™

“You no wanty work for me!” roared

the Tonga Islander, as the rope
descended.  “You run away along of
white marster. By gollyl I knock

seven bolls and a starboard wateh outer
you plenty soon ™

“¥ aroaoh I

“Now you wash um dithes quick, you
foller hoy !

Ow! Wow!  Yos! All

Yaroooh!™

And the hapless Owl of the Hemove
washed dishes, while the cook slanged
kim incessantly, and gave point to his
remarks with an oceasional kick or a
lick of the rope. William Georpe
Bunter had stowed himself awny on the
millionaire's vacht in antieipation of &
glorious time in the South Scas. And
this was the glorious time he was got-
ting—and the fact that ho deserved it
was ne comfort to him whatever,
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THE THIRD CHAPTEHR.
For Life or Death!

IGHT on tho Pacific.
N The night was calm, the trade-
wind steady. Under mainsail,

topsail, and foresail,  the
schooner glided on through the dark
ecas, her headlights gleaming out red
and green,
Fm!?wn.rn:l, the Ianakas lolled =and

sprawled, &ll of them in the open air
t.Ec- iwateh  below P sleeping on
deck, the stuffy little forccastle emply.
Aft. Jacky the boatswain was at the
wheel, and Ben Dance was sleeping
under the lee of the cabin skylight.
Sonmes paced the deck. The usurper of
authority on beard the Aloha had taken
possession of  the little  deckhouse,
formerly occupicd by the captain and
mate: hut he was not thinking of turn-
ing in. The master of the Aloha dared
noet close his eyea. s

Tn the cuddy below the Groyiviars
sunigrs had ternced into their bunks—

ut not to sleep, They were still hoping
that the darkness of the night might
offer them some chanee of reversing tho
position on the schooner. But the
attempt to gain the upper hand of the
armer]{ and ressluie man on decle was
cortain to be a desperafe one, and fhey
did not intend to throw their lives
AWRY.

From somewhera in the darkness
Billy Bunter's snore could be heard.
e was off duty at last, becanze the
cook himself was sleeping, 2o long as
Talipa was awake there was no rest
for the cook's “ boy.” :

Soames paced the deck, his face guict
and composed, giving little c¢lue to his

thoughts.

Yet his thoughts must have been
busy.

His position was a sirangoe and

teirible one, calling for incossant watch.
fulness, resouree, and 1ron nerve,

He could not fail to know that the
Groyiriars party would selze the first
opportunity of dealing with him. Ho
knew that Ben Iance, the wooden-
legged seaman, would back them up.
He doubted Jacky the boatswain, fawn-
ing as Jacky was and prompt in obedi-
ence.  He could not be sure of the
Kanaka erew. They had turned over
from one master to another without a
word; vet if he slept, if he placed him-
sclf at their mercy, &8 change might
conie. Only the deadly weapen in his
helt, and his determination to use it
without merey, saved him. There was
vo sleep that night for the desperate
man who had secized the schooner,
single-handed, against a crowd,

And the treasure-chart, for which he
had run such desperate risks, was gone,
Tom Redwing had dropped it into the
zea fo save it from the sca-lawyer, and
it was gone for ever. Scmewhere an
tha vast Pacific the chart, engraved an
the disc of teak by Black I'eter, floated,
tossed to and fro on the boundiess
ocean—gone for ever from the adven-
turer's grecdy grasp. He had counted
upon it as a certainty when he scized
the schooner—and it was gone. Tat
Tom Redwing remained-—and Soames
know that the sailorman’s son knew the
chart by heart,

Black Pcter's chart was gone; hut
Redwing remained to serve as his guide
to the buried pearlz on Caca Island.
Janres Soames’ nalure was not harsh or
cruel; the sleck sofiness he had assumed
as a manservant  was not  wholly
assumed.  But hiz natore was  ime-
placably ruthlezz and determined. Red-
wing was to guide lam lo the treasure,
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and if ho refuzed he wasz fo be put to
the toriure. Alrcady Hoamics  was
ravolving in his mind the memories of
tho hideous tortures he had seen in his
earlier days smong the savages of the
Pacifie.

Mis face, calm and ecomposed, gave no
elue to the terrible thoughts tn his rutn.
less mind.

He stopped his pacing at last where
Len Dance lay slecping by thee ca!qnn
skylight, and shoved the seaman with
hiz boot.

Danco awoeke at once.

“Your trick at the
Sonmes,

“..EJ'LF. 'E-F!”

Ben Danee rose at once and shool
himself. TFor an instant hiz look
lingered on Socames, and then he went
quictly to the wheel to relicve the boat-
SWaln. .

Jacky's black eyes glimmered af him.

“White feller marster no sleep?” he
miurrmured.

Dance shook his head.

“Plaps he sleep bimeby.”

ot likely”

“Him nmst sleep sometime=—all feller
sleop somotimes,” murmured Jacky, and
he gave the wheel 1o Dance.

Hoames’ voice rang out from
shadaws.

“Belay chin-wag there
vou feller Jacky!”

“¥es, sar.”

The Kanaka hoatswaimn's veoice was
humble and chedient. Ho plided away,
stlent, with his barae fect.

Ben Dance, a2t the wheel, stared after
him curiously. Jacky the boatswain had
been devoted te Captain Lennox, the
skipper of the Aloha. Yeob he had sub-
mitted without a murmur to the
usurper who had put the skipper over
ihe side and taken his place. But
Dance, at least, knew that the Kanaka
was only 1:-:1::1511[%l his time, and watehing
for a chance. ‘Yhether it was the same
with the crow Dance could not puess,

With the unthinking childishness of
the South Sca native, they scemed to
have forgotien already that there ever
had been any other captain bot Soames
on the Aloha. With Jacky it was differ-
ent, ewing only to his personal atiach-
ment to the skipper, who had been a
kind master to him. But for that per-
sonal feeling Jacky would bave accepted
the new state of affairs as unthinkingly
asz the rest,

Soamoes’ glance, too, followed Jacky,
with a deadly intentness.

The boatswain curled himself np at
the foot of the mainmast, and slept, or
scemed to sleep.

”}i}ancc l’lJ rapped out Soames,

I'I'.. },? a}‘ -]‘.1

Not for his life would Den Dance
have answered “ Ay, av, sir ! az he had
been accustomed to answer his com-
mander. }le had to ohey orders, or be
shot down, and he did not resist the
inevitable., But his tongue balked at
addressing Soames as he had addressed
Captain Lennox.

Soames never appearcd to notice the
omission, Tt was a trifle that did not
matter in the least to him. 8o long as
his orders were oheved, he cared nothing
for the thoughts of those who obheyed
them.

wheel,”  gaid

the
et forrard,

“Keep her before the wind!™ zaid
Soames,
LR -'IJI",!lrp ﬂ-:ir [”

“LCell me, if neeessary. Dok it looks
like a calm night.”
1] ’i}rh E'I.-:." ['lil
Soames wenb into the deckhouse.
Dance's eyes gleamed,

If the man was reckless enough,

futuous enough, to sleep, with bLitter
encinies on all sides of him——

But the seaman shook his head at
the thought. The sea-lawyer was not
the man to give such a chance to his
foos,

Ben Dance stood like a statue at the
wheel. From the tiny deckhouse came
ne sound till, in the stillness of the
night, it scemed to Dance that he de-
teeted the faint, regular sound of the
steady breathing of the skipper. Burt
he shock his hicad again.
shadow woved on the shadowy
deck.

The helmsman gave a stight start.

A dim figure was moving, creeping
silently. He discerned it by the corner
of the deckhouse, and, though he could
not make it out distinctly, he knew
that it was tho Kanaks boatswain.

Dance felt his heart throb.

The Kanaka was crecping like a ser-
pent, and between his white teellr was
s bare knife,

The door of the deckhouse was wide
open in the heat of the tropic might.
If Boames were sleeping, there was
nothing to save him.

Pance felt a sense of repugnance; the
ﬁ.tea.lth_y creeping of the Kanaka, with
the knife in his teeth and murder in his
heart, made him shiver. But he did not
think of warning the intended victin.
Soames had hurled the skipper into the
sea, and had shobt down the mate on
the deck. Ilis life was forfeit for his
crimes, and Dance, repugnant as he felt,
wished the black boatswain good fertune
in his attempt on the sca-lawyer.

He made no sound, but watched with
breathless inlentness as he stood grasp-
ing the wheel.

jﬂﬂkﬁ', the boatswain, Was moving
slowly; he secmed scarcely to miove at
all.  But inch by inch, in deadly
stlence, the creeping figure approached
the open doorway of the deckhouse.

He reached it at last.

There he paused for several long
minutes that seemed interminable to the
watching helmsman,

Frgm the deckhouse came no sound.
The interior was as black as pitch. But
the Kanaka was evidently setisfied that
Soames was in his bunk there asleep,
for he stirred again, ereeping into the
interior, and the lknife was now in his
hand., Do Dance felt his beart beating
almost to suffocation. If Soames were
sleeping—

Bang !

The sudden report of the pisto] came
through the silence with the offect of &
clap of thunder,

A wild yell rang in the darkness of
the deckhouse, and the Kanaka
bhoatswain rolled out, writhing, his
knife clattering on the deck. From
forward came a startled shouting from
the crew. One yell the boatswain gave,
followed by a groan, and then he lay
gtill on the deecl.

Soames had not been sleeping.

[ Y

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
In Sight of the Treasure Island !

OAMES stepped from the deck-
houze, the automatic in his hand,
% 5!1¥E:Li}r snecring smile on his
cool face.

From the shadows of the deck a
dozen startied brown faces stared at him
with relling black eyes. DBen Dance, his
grip on the wheel, made no motion and
spoke no word. There was a clatter on
the companion ladder,

Harry Wharton & Co. had not been
slecping; but had they slept, the shod
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and the wild cry of the boatswain would
have awnkened them. Instinctively
they crowded up the cabin stairs. 1f
the erew had turned on the sea-lawyer
—if there was a struggle—

But there was no struggle.

The shot, the cry, and the fall were
all; nothing followed., But they heard
the cool, menscing voice of Boames.

“Below, there! I shall shoot the first
whe steps on deck 1

And the juniors stopped,

“Nol good encugh!” mutiered the
Bounder savagely, between his teeth.

“But what has happened?” breathed
Nugent.

SBoames glanced carelessly at the form
of the black boatswain, stretched on the
deck terribly still. Dot he hardly
needed to glance. He knew that ho
could demnﬁ on his aim.

Jacky, the Kanaka bo'sun, did not
gtir. He was never to stir apain of
hiz own volition.

“Keep below, vou lads!”
Soames gutetly.

“What has happened?’ called out
Wharton.

Soames laughed softly,

“Nothing of any consequence. The
boatswain thought that I was asleep,
and I was awake! A triflet”

“Oh!" mutiered Wharton,

Soames’ sharp voice called to the
gtaring scamen.

“¥You feller Kanaka, you take throw
feller Jacky 1in um water, plenty guick !
Make kai-kai alonp um shark '

Two or three of the Kanakas picked up
the boatawain and dropped the body
over the raii.

There was a splash elongside the
gliding schooner.

It struck terribly on the ears of the
Greylfriars juniors below, In the dark-
ness of the cuddy they stood, with beat-
ing hearts and pale faces.

“Good heavens ¥ breathed Nugent.
His teeth were chattering.  That—that
was Jacky ! The boatswain's—gone !

“He must have tried—" muttered
Bab.

*“And failed !” said the Bounder.

“Zo back to vour bunks!" Tt was
Soames’ voice down the companion.
“Take care, if you would not follow
that fool to the sharks !

The juniors did not answer.

But they realised that it would be
wise to heed the warning. Socames was
sleepless that niﬁht, and so long as he
was sleepless he was invulnerable.

re was nothing to be done.

“Better get some sleep, if we cap !*
muttered Johnny Bull. * We can't touch
that villain !

“At all events, he will not dare to
plecp,” said Wharton. *And to-
mﬂ[%ow__m_u

CLo-morrow we may get a chance,”
said Redwing, « 'ﬁre.'rugnﬂt. at {lar':a
Island yet, and even that demon must
tire at last! Let's get some sleep; we
need it for to-morrow.”

The juniors turned into their bunks,

It was not easy to sleep after the
tercible happening of the might, and in
their strange situation, so full of uncer-
tainty and peril.

But they slept at last,

Soames did not f:-hink of sleeping, IHa
paced the deck with hLis noiseless tread,
wary and watchiul as a cat or a
ﬁﬂmtlmr. The rolling black eyes of the

anakas peered at him sometimes with
dread and awe. Had any of the crew
thought of turning on the new master
of the Aloha, the fate of the boatswain
would have been warning cnough, Aftor
what had happened to Jacky, Soames
had nothing to {ear from the Kanakas,
He stopped to speak to Ben Dance,

went on

“Fou will keep the wheel till morn-
ing, Dance.”

“Ay, ay " mufttered the seaman.

“I will pick out a man to relieve vou
at eight bells. You knew that Jacky
was trying to gob me ™

Soames’ narrow eyes glinted at tho
wooden-legged seaman,

Dance made no reply.

“Let it be 8 warning fo you!" said
Hoames. " Bleeping or woking, I am
master of this schooner! U Lre
useful to me, my man; but you may
count your life by eeconds if you dare
to raise a finger against me !

He turned away, leaving the wooden-
legged seaman breath:ngr%ard. Danco
knew that Soames had distrusted the
boatswain, and had affected slumber to
trick him inte showing his hand if he
meditated an attack. Jacky had paid
for it with his life. And Dance sus-

ected that Scames would have shot

im also had he not needed his ser-
vices. The night was hot, but the sweat

not tell; but he did not look weary. The
man seemed made of iron,
His glance turned on the Kanakas.
They met hia look with slavish awe
and respect. Soames had terrorized the
native ¢rew into absolute obedionce.
“You feller Kalashti!” he called owt
to the Kanaka who had been the boat

gwaln's mate.

“Yes, sar?” said the trembling
Kalashti. * White marster no shoob
Kalashti; him good Kanaka boy.”

“You feller Kanaka 'bey order plenty
quick, no shoot,” said Soames. “Give
um Kanaka plenty stick tobacco. You
fellor Kalashti take um wheel.”

“ Yes, sar!"

Kalashti relieved Ben Dance at the
wheel, The wooden-legged seaman
stumped away, Soamos' eyes following
him with a glint in them. Dance was
glad enough -te get out of sight of the
sea-lawyer. IXis dread of SBoames was
almost as great as his dread of the half
caste, Bilvio Xero. Indeed, of the two,
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rac cold down Dance’s face as he
realized upon how glender a thread his
life had hung. To him, as to the
Kanakas, the terrible episode had been
8 lesson. He was no longer thinking
of an attempt to take the sea-liwyer
off his guard.

Seames wenk inte  the deck-house
again, and all was silent. If he ven-
tured to sleep no one knew; the black-
ness had swallowed him., Sleeping or
waking, he was too dangerous to
approach,

The tropical night wore away,

The dimming of the stars, the faint
flush in the eastern sky, heralded the
dawn of ancther day,

The sun leaped up from the sea,

Soames emcrged from the deck-house
=oon  after dawn. Dance, who was
fatigued and almost haggard, stared at
him in wonder.

IHis face, alwavs a little pale, was
cool, and calm, and ecleansghaven, his
dress as fastidiously neat 2s over. He
was as cool and collected as if he had
turned out that merning, as of old, to
take Liz' master his morning coffce,
Whether he hiad slept or not Dance could

Soames was the more dangerous char-
ncter. His guiet, cool ruthlessnoss waa

more terrible than the savage ferocit
of the half.caste. 8 ¥

In the ecuddy helow Harry Whartan
& Co. turned out of their bunks, Their
breakfast was brought in by the couk's
boy—Dilly Bunter.

The wretched Owl of the Remoye
blinked at them pathetically as he set
down the tray on the table.

“I say, you fellows, this is goitin
awlul!” he mumbled. “That blac
beast routed me out with a rope. I've
had hardly any sleep, I'm hungry, too,
and be won't let me feed till T've fed
evervhody else ™

“Rather a change for yon. Bunter,"
said Dlob, with a faint grin. “You
gencrally come on first in the grub
seenes, "

cheast 1™ groaned Dunler,

l.Fa,I:e a snack of this," said Dob.
o “You fat feller Bunter,” came the
Tonga Islander's growling voice. “ What
name vou stop talk Jong of whits
tnarster "

Bunter made one jump out of the
eud
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He did not even stop for & snack of
the juniors’ breakfast, The cook’s boy
had lesrned his lesson.

A little later Soames hailed the Grey-
friars fellows from above and told them
they could go on deck, They were glad
Mddgh to get out of the closeness of the
ik H -

In :Ft-hc: bright sunshine, they looked
across the wide, blue waters. That day,
they knew, Soames expected to sight
Caca Islami, the lonely isle in the waste
of waters, seldom or never visited b
a white man's ship, where Tom Red-
wing's uncle had buried the pearls. But
there was no sign yet of the island,
Before the trade-wind the Aloha glided
swiftly eating up the miles that lay
between the treasurcseekers and the
treasure-island. .

A Kanaka was aloft on the mainmast,
evidently posted there by Scames to
watch for land. i

It was towards noon that a hail came
from tho look-out.

&F Imd !‘I‘I

The juniors saw Soames start and
draw in his breath quickly., He turned
the binoculars that had belonged to Cup:
tain Lennox in the direction mdicated

the look-out.
hFHis eyes were blazing as he lowered
the glasses. .
“Cacal!™” the juniora heard um
mutter.

They watched anxiously, with beat-
ing hearts. Blowly from thoe sca rose
a bluc line, which they Lknew was the
line of the hills on Caca Istand, marked
on the chart which Redwing
dropped into the sea.

It was the treasure island at last!

Often and often had the Greyfriars
juniors, in their minds, pictured their
srrival ai the treasure island, bub never
had they dreamed of picturing it like
this—in the power of a ruthless sea-
lawyer who was bent on gras;ﬁmg the
trepsure from them. They had ex-

ed, or half e:tf_:z::t-::d, & struggle with
ilvio Xero, the half-caste, for the pos
gession of Black Peter's cache of pearls,
and they had fallen into the hands of
a more dangerous enemy, and it was
as prisoners they were approaching, at
tast, the island of the treasure. eir
faces wore dark as they stared ecross the
bluo waters and watched the graceful,
nodding palms arising from the ses.

had

——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Stivie’s Luek !

ILVIO XERO, the half-caste, raizsed
his head from the mat on which
he was résting in the long cance.
starad across the sea, and scowled

at the half-dozen black, kinky-haired
Solomon  Islanders whe manned the
canoe. In the heat of the tropical day
the half-caste had been dezing, though
he dozed with one eye open. A re-
volver and a knife were belted round
his waist, and & rifie lay under hiz armn.
His crew were unarmed, but Silvio
knew hetter than to trust them. Every
Malaita “'boy " in the cance was a
savage, and a camnibal. They ook
SBilvio's pay, in shell money and sticks
of tobacco, but they would have made
“kei-kat ”’ of the half-caste without hesi-
tition had a chance come their way.

“Y¥ou feller boy wash-washy plenty
quick,” snarled Silvio,

And the Solomon Islanders, who had
slacked down when the master’s eye was
nod upon them, resumed paddling with
vigour.

Many a long mile from land, the canoa
glided through the rolling waters of the
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Pacifie, a cockleshell on the mighty
oeean.

Silvie sat up, scowling, end staved
over the sea, while he chewed betel-nut.

Fortune had been against the half-
caste, but le was still on the guest
of Black Peter's pearls,

The long Malaita knife at his belt had
dealt out death to Black Peter, but it
had brought him no nearer to what he
soudght.

Len Danee, the wooden-legged sea-
man, bad taken Black Peter's chart to
far-off England, to hand it to Pater
Bruce's nephew, Tom Redwing., Half
round the world the half-caste had
tracked him, only to be defeated at last.
e had no hope now of recovering the
treasure-chart—the disc of teak that had
once been in his hands for a short time,
only to be lost again, But he weas a3
resolved as ever to lift the buried pearls
of Caca, '

0OF a white man's faith the half-caste
had no idea, and he did not believe that
Ben Dance had taken the chart to his
old skipper’s nephew without reading
its secret, Yith ihe help of his savapge
crew he had kidnapped Dance on the
beach in the Marquesas, to forece him
to act as & pulde to the treasure island,
and then had followed the unexpected
meeting with lhe millionaire’s yacht n
the Pacifie, and the reseuc of the wooden-
legged seaman by the Greyiriars party.

Since then, Silvio had lurked among
the patives of the Nuka-Hiva, and he
had spied out the Alocha and learned
that the copra schooner wasz to carry
the schoolboy treasure-seekers to Caca,
And once more he had put to sea in
his cance, with his Solomon Island erew,
to reach the treasure island before the
sohooner, and to wait thers and watch
for his chance. Of what had happened
on the schooner he had not the faintest
knowledge; he fully expected to find an
armed and numerous party seeking the
cached pearls on DBlack Peter’s island,
But at least, he wounld be there to
watch, and to seize his chanee, if 1t
CRING.

But his thoughts were black and bitter
gz ho sat scowling over the sea, chew-
ing betel-nut, while his black crew’s
paddles fashed in the sun,

His chance might come, but he knew
how slight was the chance now. He was
ready for any dezperate deed, to risk life
and to take life, but it was more likely
that he would 1i;u: forced to watch the
lifting of the pearls from a safe dis
tance, and to wateh helplessly while the
treasure wes faken away in the schooner.

The black paddlers glanced curionsly
sometimes at his dark and savage face,

Of Silvie's object in making this
ﬁﬂ}ratgﬂ they knew nothing—he had been
careful to keep it secret that he was
secking pearls.  Buat, with the usual n-
diference of the notive, they thought
nothing and cared mothing about what
his abject might be. So long as he paid
them—in the shell money and sticks of
iobaceo current in their izslands—thoy
wero  satisfied, unless an opportunity
came of taking him off his geard, eat-
ing him, and =ewzing all he had without
working for if.

They did not respect the yellow man
like a " white marster ' but they had
a wholesomoe fear of him and his
ferority, and were not likely to turn on
him so long as he was wary.

That their yellow master was savage
and angry they knew; his dark faco
showed as much. Of the cause of his
anger they knew nothing and cared as
much for it, so long as it was not
direcled against them.

Bilvio was thinking of the treasure
and of the slight chance that remained

s

to him of handling it, and his. breast
wa2 full of malice and bitterness.

He saw, without heeding, & tiny
object that floated on the surfnce of the
sed, bobbing with the motion of the
waves, conlinually submerged, but as
continually reappearing,

It caught sometimes the blaze of the
sun, and reflected it, thus catehing the
eye of the half-caste several times.

He did not heed it.

There was much flotsam and jetsam
on the wide surface of the Pacific, frag-
ments  foating  from  innumerable
"Bt th

u & course of the gliding cance
brought him neaver to thf Iittlg object
that danced on the waves, and his at-
tention became idly fixed upon it.

It was polished, and shonme when it
caught the sun-rays, but he knew that
it could net be metal, as it was Hoating,
Tt was a frapment of wood, and almost
exactly cireular in form, and five inches
in diamenter.

A strange c¢xpression came over (he
lmi‘ Frfust;:'s Ifacﬂ.

That little wooden dise, dancing on
the boundless Pacific, was the ai:egn.nd
shape of the chart, engraved on teak,
which was guiding the treasure-seckers
to Black Peter's eache of pearls.

It was impossible—impossible! But
Silvio Xero felt his heart give a wild
bound.

If, by chance, Redwing had dropped
the chart—if it had Iaﬁlﬁn nfgrbcraﬁl—
there were millions of chaneea to one
that ne human eye would ever rest
upon il agawn,

And yet—

It was impossible! Fortune could not

lm:ﬂ pluyed so strange a freak. And
yet—-

“You feller boy stop washy-
waghy !

The half-caste’s voice was husky with
exeitement, It was impossible that the
floating disc conld be the chart of Blark
Peter’s island; yet the thought was in
his mind that it was the impossible that
was happening.

Redwing, the nephew and heir of the
old Bouth Sea rufian whoe had drawn
the chart on the dise of teak, could nos
have been careless enough, mad cnough,
to drep overboard the clue to the
treasure; and had he dropped it, by
what strauﬁ-e: froak of chance could it
have floated in the course of the half-
caste’s canoe? And yet it wes the im-
possible that was happening.

“Stop washy-washy!” enarled the
hal-caste, a3z the Solomon Islanders
stared at him in astonishment.

The blacks drew in their paddles
obediently.

There was enough way on the canoe
fc float it on to the bobbing dise, now
close at hand.

Silvio watched it throbbing
heart.

He was sure now., Impossible as it
secmed, he was sure that that tiny
object floating on-the boundless surface
of the Facific was Black Peter's chart,
witich he had last seen in far-off
England, when he had stolen it from
Fen Pance, only to lose it again Lo the
Groyfriars jumiors. 1t was the chart
of Black Peter's treasure,

The =Holomon Islanders followed his

with

fixed, almost ravenous satare with
wonder, and exchanged significant
glances. Their thought was that the

half-casto was mad. He must be mad
te fix his attention o wolfishly on &
floating fragment of wood.

Heedless of them, forgetlul of their
exiztenca for the moment, Silvio
wafched the bobbing dise with dilated
eyes a3 the cance glided closer to ik
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Il grabbed at it as the cance glided
by, and it was safe in his grasp.

He knew that it was the chart, and
even veb he could not believe it.  But
all doubts vaniched as he wiped it with
his slecve and stared at if in the
blazing sunlight.

Only a glance Lad he taken at the
cliart when he had stolen it at Fawks-
cliff, on the coast of Kent; it had been
recaptured before he could exammne 1t
at leisure. But he knoew it—he knew it
at ence. MNow that he saw it again, the
lines on the teak wood, engraved theve
by the knife of the dead-and-gone South
Sea desperado, were familiar to his
eyes. Silvio gave a shout of joy that
rang and echoed ncross the sea,

It was the chark, and his eyes
devenred it. The map of Caca Island,
the line of the hills, tha mlcan?. the
indication of the *pae-pae-hae,” the
word “eache ™ sprawling across the
chart, with the dotted crosses above
each letter. His dilated eyes devoured
it all. The secret was in his hand.

Foitune had been against him ever
ginea the dark might wﬁm Black Peter
had fallen on the lonely beach under
hiz knife, only to play him this strange
trick at last. The chart of the treasure
island was in his hand; its secrct was
his, to bo traced out and revealed as
gpon as his feet trod the shores of the
island. -

The half-cazte’s black cyes blazed with
jor.

“Mine—feller chart he mine now!”
he grinned.

Thon he caught the stare of the
Bolomon Islanders. The chart disap-
peared into his pocket at once.

“You feller hor, von washy-washy
plenty quick!"” he rapped out. * ¥You
make um island quick time, you savvee,
or, my word, you makee kai-kai um
shark "

And the paddles flashed again, and
the canoc fled on over the shining
waters towards the treasure island, the
Solomon Islanders labouring and sweat-
ing under the fierce eyes and threats of
the half-caste. Blue hills and graceful
palms rose out of the distant sea; Caca
was in sight. But something else rose
out of the sea between the canoce and
the island-—something that made Silvio
Xeoro catech his breath and click his
teeth, with & look on hizs eyes like a
hunted wolf. He snarled an order to
the Solomon Islanders, and the canoe's
course was changed, to elude the sail
that glanced in the sunlight on the
Pacific.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Through the Coral Reefs !

OAMES stood staring fowards the
S treasure island as it rose from the
gshining blue waters, nearer and
clearer. For & moment or two
hiz oeyes had blazed and hizs breath came
thick and fast. DBuf he was very soon
his c¢ool, impassive self again. He
glanced at the Greyfriars juniors, who
werg watching the island rise into view,
and smiled %aintly. Then he moved
away to the man at the wheel.

Dance had token the wheel again,and
the sca-lawyer eved him, evidently in
dounbt.

“You know the 1sland, Dance?" he
azked.

o -"-j-'-fr'.- 3}'!”

“Fouve landed there?™

Dance nodded.

“Ther you know the channel ™

“I reckon I could take the schooner
ioto the lagoon if the Kanakas are
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Tom Redwing looked down steadily at Soames over the rail of the Aloha. * Have

you reflected yvet?

Soames”® voice was ironleal.

“ I regret that I cannot give

you longer—onece I am out of hall of your volce, it will be too 1ate to save thess
friends of yours from the cannibals [ *"{See Chapter T.)

handy with the sheets. It mcans plenty
guick tacking,” said Dance.

“1 know.”

Scames turned away and stared to-
wards the island. He did not think of
scanning the sea in other directions just
then, or he might have discern &
large ecance, through his binoculars,
thet had changed itz course and was
Aeeing. Little did Soames dream that
the Treasure Chart hagd been within a
mile of him, in the hands of Silvio
Xero, That was a wild chanee upon
which the most cunning asd cantious
brain could never have counied.

Claca was still at a distance—only the
hills and the nodding tall palms could
be seen. Bub there was a hint of a
white line on the sea where the Pacific
creamed over the great coral reef.
Through the coral reefs, hard as irom,
sharp as steel, lay the way of the
schooner inte the haven of the lagoon,
by a narrow and tortuouws channel which
Spames knew, but which was known to
few men in the South Seas, the_ island
itself being almost unknown, not even
marked on the charis.

Harry Wharton glanced rather euri-
ously at Boames.

o thought he could understand the
perplexity of the desperate adventurer
at that moment.

Soames could have taken the wheel,
and steered the schooner in the coral
channel, at the same time giving the
Kannka seamen the necessary orders for
handling the sheets, a3 the winding of

the dangerous channel made rapid tack-
ing essential, But with his hands on
the wheel he could not have handled the
avtomatic—and the instant that he could
not handle the automatic he would be
solzed,

Ben Danca was able to steer the
schooner in; but & black snspicion was in
Soames’ mind that he might run her on
the rocks.

That thought, indeed, was in Dance's
mind, and had inng been in his mind.

It was Soames' intention, after secur-
mng the treasure, to sail away in the
schooner, leaving the Greyfriars party
and Ben Danceé marooned on Caca.

The Alcha, therafore, was lost to them
i any case; and i1t was Dance's fixed
intention to lose the schooner for Spames
also if he could.

The juniors knew nothing of that: but
they would have approvéd heartily had
they puessed the wooden-legged seaman's
thoughts. Deiter wreck the schooner,
and maroon Soames along with them-
gelves, than leave him the wvessel in
which to cscape with the pearls,

But the sea-lawyer was on his guard.

He was loth to trast o native with tha
helm, m & parrow and  dangerous
channel; but there was no help for it.
He had to keep his own hands free, and
he dared not trust Dance with an appor-
tunity of wrecking the Aloha.

He called to Kalashti, and the Kanaka
came up. Boames pointed towards the
distant 1sland.

Tee Macyer Liprany.—No. 1,023,



LONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & €0. EVERY WEEK!

“You feller boy, know um island?” be
asked, :

Kalashti shock his head.

“No Kanska feller
enswered. *‘Nebber see.” _

Spames dismissed him with an 1m-
patient gesture, and stood staring
moodily towards the island.

Nearer and nearer, clearer and clearer,
rose the isle of tne Pacific, and the
juniors could see now the long lines of
the coral reefs where the rollers broke
and ereamed, And they knew, too, that
under the surface were the sharp tecth
of reefs that did net show, and that were
not marked by breaking [oam—teeth
that would have torn through the hull
of tho Aloha like a shark’s teeth through
the limbs of a swimmer. Round that
lonely izle the coral insect had been
busy for centuries, piling up mighty bar-
rierz. The juniors remembered the line
of reefs marked in the Treasure Chart,
hareing the way from tho open sea to
the sheltered lagoon.

Captain Lennox had known the pas-
sage, and could have taken the schooner
in zafely, DBut Soames was navigating
the Aloha under greater difiicullies—
surrounded by focs and with his life 1n
his kand. One moment's carclessndss, Or
dizstraction of attention, would mean the
grinding ¢f the hull on razor-edges of
roral, and destruction for the schoone..
And the passengers of the schooner wonld
have weleonied a wreck, or anything else
that weuld have deprived the sea-lawyer
of the whip-hand.

The creaming reefs were closer now,
the white lines of breaking foam glisten-
ing in the sun. More and mere tho
island opened up to the eager eyes of
the juniors. Beyond the barrier of the
reafs they discerned the shining lagoon,
and beyond that the stream that rippled
down from the hills and empticd into the

lagoon. i
%n the bank they could pick out a
cshape, which they fancied was the " pae-
pae-hac'’ that had been marked in B ach
Poter's chart. South of the stream was
s tall, rocky knoll, cddly shaped like &
hesd and shoulders, and that, lht:!;,' could
guess, was the “Kanaka's Head ™ on the
chart. Bevond all rose the line of the
hills that barred off the western side of
the island, beyend which, according lo
Black Peter's chart, were the canmbals
that dwelt on Caca. At the southern
end of the line of hills a blur of smoke
rose agamnst the brilliant blue of the sky.
Bob Cherry pointed it out, ,
#The voleano!" he said ina low voice.
The voleano on Caca Island was smok-
ing, but there was no zound irom it, no

know,” he

gleam of Oame, It was not active,
perhaps had not been active for cen-
turies. DPut it was not extinct; and the

thonght came into the juniors’ minds
that at any time it might wake to life
apain, and flood the coconut woods and
the shining coral beach with burnin
java. Closer and cleser the Aloha glhided,
till they could pick out each individual
palm tree, and the scarlet blossoms of
the hibiscus. Soames called to Kalashti
again. 1 .

H¥en feller Kalashti take um wheel,

His lip eurled in a sneer, as he noted
the leoit with which Ben Dance :e-
linquished the wheel to the Kanaka.

“Taol ! he said, contemptuously, Do
vou think I do not read you like an open
hook? Doubly fool—if the schooner 15
wrecked here, not & living thing will
swim ashere. The gea is alive with
eharks.”

Dance did nct answer. .
“Keop clear of the boom, vou lads,
added Seames, quictly and eooliy. I
suy fellow shonld be swept overboard, he

goes for good,™
Toe Macxer LiEnanry.—No. 1,023

Ha stood beside Kalashti at the wheel,
muttering  instructions to the Kanaka,
The crew stood ready to obey the
slightest order, almost to anticipate i,
Une glance at the sea was enough fo
reveal blaek fins gliding.  If the schooner
went on the reefs ik waz very doubtiul
whether there weuld be time fa crowd
into the whaleboat before she went down.,
And even the Kanakas, who swam like
fizhes, were aunxious not to take their
chance among the * tiger™ sharks waiting
for their prey.

“That zea-lawyer’s too sharp for me,”
Ben Dance muiiered to the juniors, “I1'd
have run her en the reefs and chanced
it. I reckon I conld have piled her up
%ust outzide the lagoon, with a chance
or everybody to get to the beach. But
he ain't taking chances like that, durn
]"lil'ﬂ.”

Soames rapped out o word to the crew.

The mon stood ready at halyards and
shools,

_ The schooner was close on the cream-
ing recls now, and the juniors, watching
intently, could see no opening for the
pazsage; it seemed to them that the
Alcha wasz gliding on destruetion. And
when they looked down, and saw shapes
in the clear water below, they could not
help heping that Seames would take the
schooner safoly in, A wreel outside the
reef ureant destruction, with little hope
for anvone on board. Scames was watch-
g intently, with fixed gaze and set face.
The helinsman mechanically -u::ba:i;cd aach
muttered word as it dropped lrom his
lips. And now the juniors could detect
a space—a  terribly  marrow  spacae it
seomed to their eves—where the foam
did not break, and where evidently thero
wag an opening 1 the coral reell

Under mainsail and jib, the schooner
lided into the passage of the resfs. The
juniors felt their heavts leap into their
wmouths as there appeared, directly ahead
af the Aloha, a line of churning foam,
with the teeth of cruel rocks gleaming
throngh. But Scames’ voice rang out

]

in command, and the rattle of the blocks
1:15’:&1‘4#5{ followed as the NKanakas
dragged on halyvard and sheet, and the

boont swung and ithe great stretch of
canvas overhead rolled and banged. The
Aloha swept round with her starboard
bow looming over the rocks, and the
foarmn broke under her guarter as she
glided on in safety.

Boh Cherry canght his breath,

“My hat! I—I thought—"

“Look!” muttored Wharton tensely.

Again the reefs gieamed and foamed
fairly under the bowsprit, and again ihe
Aloha swung to safety, SBoames’ voico
rapping out staccato orders to the watch.
ful Kanakas, Then the schooner glided
on, with the reefs on her port side, the
island on the starboard, gliding down to
the lagoon. Onee the juntors felt a shock
and a thrill in the whole fabric of the
veszel as sha scraped apainst a hidden
rock—but it was only a serape, and the
Aloha was clear again instantly.

As tho schooner glided into the safe
haven of the lapoon the CGreyliriars
fcllows looked at SBoames. They could
uot help admiring the man in that
mament. It was long vears sfnce he had
zailedd the south seas, long vears since
he had seen that lonely isle; vet he had
taken the schooner in safcly through a
dangervous passage, at which many an
expericnced South Sca skipper wouild
have baulked., Flis face was still coel and
cahin; but ihere were beads of porspira-
tion on his brow; the strain had told
even on the sealawyer, whe seemed to
e made of 1ee and stecl.

In the lagoon, ffly yards from the

shelving heach of dazzling sand and
coral, the anchor was dropped, and the

Alcha rode in safety in water as smooth
a3 & pond.

ar—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Redwing’s Answer !

{ ND now—" murmured Dob
Cherry.
The j

llunic-rs watched Soames.
; . The Alcha was at anchor now
in the island lageon, and the juniors
were intensely interested in the next pro-
ceadings of the man who had scized the
sehiooner and plaoned to scize the trea-
sure of Redwing's seafaring uncle, 'The
time had come now for Redwing o el
what he knew of the lost churt.

That Tom Redwing could have drawn
i copy of the chart from memory, with
little  likelihood of a mistake, the
Jjuniors knew; and they suspected Lhat
Soames knew i, too. It was clear that
he was depending absolutely on Red-
wing's knowledge to lift Black Poter's
pearls.  Iedwing, at the scoundrel's
merey, could seareely refuse to obey his
comrmand, All the fellows knew whas
would happen if lio refused. But there
was a grim, dogged expression on Tom
Redwing's face that boded no good for
Soames’ plans,

Soames had ordered the whalchoat fo
be lowered, and it was floating heside
the zehooner, et the end of the palnter,
searcely moving o the placid water,
Soames  evidently  intended to go
ashore; wnd onee ho was off lﬁe
schooner, the juniors felt that there was
R chance, at least, of keeping him off.
The Kanakas, terrorised by the des-
perate man, were slavishly at his orders.

There was nothing to bo cxpected {rom
them.

But if the sea-lawyer left the Aloha,
Den Dance was capable of getting the
vessel away from its anchorage, and
the risk of wreek was ono that all tho
party were prepared to take. Yet they
wnow it was little likely that Soames
would give them such & chance. Diffi-
cult and periious as his position was,
single-handed among so many encmics,
he seemed to be able to guard himself
at all points. They watched him almost
breathlessly as he stood staring towards
the island beach, where there was no
sign that a human foot had ever trod.

o turnad at last.

“Dance !

Ay, ay!”

“You were

') A}. &y B

“Ind you go ashore with him

Dance shook his head.

“He trusted vou, I think™ said
Spames, his glittering  eves on  the
wooden-legged senman. Y 1t was to you
he gave the chart when he lay dying on
the beach: ho trusted vou with the
chart. Tell me the truth, if you value
vour life. You woere here with Peter
Pruce when he buried the pearls on the
island.™

(£ .1 3'.’ ﬂ:n." !

“Ha dig not go ashore alone ™

“Hea tgok five black bovz with him,
in a canoe,” answered Dance: “the rost
of us stayed on the keteh.” He pave
Spames a bitter look. “You hi?:lrtf ma
tell these young genilemen 5o on hoard
the vacht when I was picked up. afore
wo knowed vou was a sea-lawyer.”

Soames smiled faintly.

“Y heard you,” he assented. "1 do
not believe all I hear, however, llave
vou ever sof foot on (faca B

ey 17

“ Andd the hlack bioy: who went ashore
with DPeter Droce 3™

runted the seaman.
1ere with Dlack Petor ¥
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“They never came back.” .

“¥You mean that Black Peter killed
them on the island, to keep the secret
of the cacho®"

“We reckoned so, on board the ketch.
Leastways, they was never secn ogall,
answered Dance. *He was the man for
it, Black Peter was. But ho saved my
life ouce from Malaita csnnibals, and I
slways served him faithful. He never
reckoned much of a black boy's life.
wanted to go ashore with Peter, but he
wouldn't have it, and I knew arler
wards why. You can lay to it that I
ghouldn’t fnm-e come back to the kotch
alive, and he didn’'t want to leave me a8
he left the black boys” )

“That was Black Peter,” assented
Boames—" Black Peter as 1 remember
him. 1 think you are telling me the
truth, which i3 just as well for you. You
are an honest man, though you have
sorved the blackest scoundiel that ever
sailed the Pacific.” <

“He was my skipper, and "he sAve
my life,” answered Dance. A black
hﬂi} more of less wouldn't make a lot of
difference.”

“And Silvio got him at last,” mut-
tered Soames, “that dog of =& half-
caste! But he did not get the pearls,
which is all that matiers, You know
nothing of the cache ¥

Dance made & gesture towards the
island. ~
Y It's there,” he said. "Thats all I

ver knowed.”
= “Youn had the chart in yﬂur‘:ilﬂ]‘jﬂ’:E
for weeks—months, It was Bilvios
belief, I think, that you had -:mmcr]_ it
and Itam&r what it told. That was why
he seized yow'™ ; x

“X ncve&r looked at it,” said Dance.
“Rlack Peter made me swear on ithe
Good Book to earri it safe to his sister's
sonn, not that I'd have broke my word
to my old skipper, and him dyiong
under Silvio's knife. I never looked at
the chart.”

Soames nodded.

“You are useless to me, then. Red-
wing!"” )
‘Tom Redwing drew a deep breath.

There was & movement among the
Greviriars juniors. Thewr hearts were
beafing fast. It was “sick or swim
together for Iarry Wharlon & Co.
The fate of ono was the fate of all
Spames’ hand rested on the aulomatic
at his belt, and the lives of all were his
for the taking, and they knew it. Dut
every Icllow there was determined to
stand by Redwing to the last

“Redwing, I am going ashore now,
and taking your friends with me™ said

Soames quictly,  “While I am gono
you will draw up a copy of the chart.”

“ [ shall do nothing of the kind,” seid
Redwiog.

“ You refuse !

*Yes"

“With vour life at stake?®™

“Yes,” snid Redwing steadily.

Boames smiled, :

“You are a plucky lad” he said.
“Pelicve me, I adnure l;lm;k, and shall
bo sorty to harm you. Buat the treasuve
is to be mine, I have sct my life on a
cast, and you should know by this time
that 1 shall stop nt nothing.”

“I know,” said Bedwing quicily.

“Look  overside,” said  Soames.
“Taok! In this cloar water you can
see sixty fect to the coral at the bottom.
Look, and see the crabs crawling over
tha coral, waiting for their meal!”

Redwing did not stir.

“Look,” said Soamcs, “and see the
tirer sharks—Iour—five—siz of them—
ready to rend you limb from limb!™

“You villain!” said Redwing. “Do
a3 your will, I will not tell you one word
to help you to rob me.”

“1 bave sailed in the South Seas™

said Soames in the same guiet, smooth
voree, “Do yvou know what I have
seen in Malaita? I have seen the
Malaite boys handle & prisoner. I have
seen (hem break him joink by joint till
he was a mass of blekding flesh without
power ‘or motion. - I have scen them
gink hium, thus broken, inle waler up
to the neck, in a blazing sun, This was
done, not simply to torture the prisoner,
but to make ihe meat tender for & can-
nibal feast. Dance, have you nob stcn
the same ™

“It was that that Black Peter saved
me from,” muttered Dance, the
perspiration thick on his mahogany [aco,
“I lost a leg there”

“¥ou hear me, Redwing "

“1 hear vou,” answered Tom.

“Will you draw up the chart ?”

" No."

“There are cannibals on the island
yonder,” said Soomes, with & wave of
his hand towards Caca. * Beyond the
hills—which they cross somctimes—
which they wounld eross immediately to
take a prisoner handed to them for a
eanmibal feast. A smoke signal would
call them. Do you desire moe to make
that signael #*

“I havd answered you,” said Red-

wing.
*And you still refuse
“I still refuse™

Boames gave a Shr!tf of the shoulders,

“Very well,” he said lightly, * Remain
on board and reflect. You others, get
into the boat.” His hand touched the
automatic.  “You first, Dance, then
you lads, Bharp's the word

Ben Dance stumped to the side and
swang into the boat,  Harry Wharton
& Co., in silence, followed.

Their brief hope was gone, if it had
boen 8 hope, for they could not have
expacted thut Soames would Jeave them
on the schooner, free to aet against him
when he was gone,

RBedwing stood alone.

Soames  had told him to reflect;
but he did not need fo reflect. Iis
mind was lopg made up. But he
had not yet heard all. Four Kanaka
gseamen manned  the whaleboat, and

Soames stepped in after them. He zat
down and took the lines with one hand,
and his automatic was in the other, The
onrs  dashed  into the walor, But
Soames made & sign to the Kanakas to
stop, and tho scamen rested on their
OATE.

“ Redwing ! he called up. :

Tom looked down steadily at him over
the rail of the Aloha. :

“Have vou reflected yet?™ Boames
voice was ironical. 1 regret that I
cannot give you longer ! Once I am out
of hail of your voice, it will be loo
late 1™

“I lhave made
answered Hedwing. .

“AWatch the shore!” said Soames.
“In a few minutes g{ru will see the
smoke signal rise! 'a.F favewell 1o
Herbert Vernon-Smiith 1’

Redwing started.

“What—what do you mean ha
panied.

“1 mean that I shall leave Herbert
Vornon-Smith on the beach, m:rarmc:_i
and helpless, for the Cacs cannibals!”
answered Soames, with deadly guietness
of tone. “If you choose to ransom his
life before it is too late, there 18 yel
tirne ! But the seconds are passingl”

“¥ou  scoundrel ™ roared the
Bounder, hia face red wilh rage.

i Qilenee 1M

“Reddy. stick it out!” shouted the
Bounder, “Never mind me ! Stick to
it, and heat the scoundrel!™,

Redwing's face was haggard as he
looked down. '

He had no doubt of Soeames” inten-
tigns; the man was merciless, Red-
wing defied him to the end, it was not
his own life, but his friend's lifc, that
was to pay for the deliance.

Soames gave him o look.

“fiive wav, men!" he snapped.
“Washy washy [or beach plenty guick [

The oars dipped.

“Stop 1" panted Redwing huskily.

His face was white as chalk, To save
hiz friend’s life he would have given
not only the tredsures of Caca, but all

({Continued on next page.)
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the treasures of the world. Scames had
calculated well. He did not need the
torture to force the sailorman’s son to
speak,

He looked up, with a eneer.

“I will do as you ask !” panted Tom.
“1 will make & copy of the chart, you
villain ! ¥ou shall have your way!

“1 thought 2o !

¥Reddy |7 exelaimed the Bounder.

“Bilence, you!” snapped Soames.
“*You Kanaka boy, you knock um down
with oar if um talk plenty much!”

“ ¥You hound—"" hissed the Bounder.

Ha broke off with a cry as a Kanaka
oar etruck him, obedient to Boames
order, and he fell into the bottom of
the whaleboat. He scrambled up again,
erimeon with fury; but Harry Wharton
caught his arm and dragged him into
a seat. The automatic was ready, with

Soames’ cold, clear eye gleaming
over it.
“Chuck it, Smithy! Don't be a

fool " muttered Wharton.

"Good advice, Master Herberk! Act
on it 1" sneered Soames.

The Bounder, choking with rage, sat
panting, The oars dipped again, and
the whalechoat plided away from the
schooner. Soames glanced up at Red-
wing's white, tenze lace looking down
and smiled.

*1 shall expeet to zee the chart when
I refurn in an hour ! he said. -

And then the way on the boat carried
him out of reach of Redwing's volce,

But he did not need an answer. Ie
knew that the chart would be ready.
Once more the seca-lawyver had scored,
and in the breasts of his prizoners was
a feeling something like despair—a feel-
ing that this ley, iron-nerved, desperato
man was destined to score, and that
limﬁv were as helpless in his ruthless grip
as fies in the web of a spider.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Respite for Bunter !

6 ARQQOIL ¥
Tt was a dizsmal roar from

Billy Bunter as the hoat

glided away from the schooner
—Runter, whose existence was forgotten
by all.

Bunter was in trouble again.

The Teonga Island cook had given
his rope's-end plenty of exercize. Now
he was giving it some more. Talupa
delighted to see & "“white marster ™
hop and yell under the rope. Talupa
had had plenty of the rope in hiz time,
and he gloated over the chance of hand-
ing back some of what he had received
to a white man—any white man.

William Georgo Buniter weas the only
white man Talupa had at his merey, or
was ever likely to have. So Dunter was
paying for all.

With an exeuse, or without an excuse,
Talupa roped and clouted and kicked
the fat junior. Dunter, the laziest
fellow ab Greyviriars, or 1n the wide
world, had developed into the most in-
dustrious worker on board the Alocha.
He worked like a slave; he anticipaied
hizs master's wishes so far as his fat
intelleet allowed; he fawned on the
black cook; he trembled at the frown
of the Tonga Islander. And even so he
could not escape punishment, fer in the

NSWE RS

Every Saturday ..PRICE2Z®
Tee MAoGKET LIDRARY.—No. 1,023,

punishment of a “white marster ¥ the
soul of the black man delighted.

Bedwing heard the yell as he went
below, but he did not heed it. He had
his taslkto think. of.

Bitter as it was, he had to obey the
sea-lawyer. To save his own life he
would not have obeyed; his resolution
had been fixed. Bui to save his chum
from the hungry clutches of the canni-
bals—that was a differeat matier. He
had to save the Bounder, and he could
seve him only by obeying Scames. And,
with & bitter, black brow, the sailor-
man's son went below, to take pen and
ink and paper and carry out Soames’
order. He was not likely to heed the
woes of Billy Bunter in that hour of
bitterness.

Soames had won at the firrish, in spita
of the f.hrc-wingr overboard of Black
Peter's chart. The man who had been
the secret encmy on boeard the Golden
Arrow, the man who had drugged the
milliepaire, the man whose treachery
and hypoerisy had been abysmal—he
wasz the man who was to lift the pearls
and to sail away successful, leaving the
Greyiviars juniors marconcd on the
solitary island. It was bitler enough,
but it was better than leaving him to
carry cut his threat. Black Peter's
pearfs wers a light price to pay for
Smithy's life.

Redwing sat at his task, with =&
moody brow,

It was not difficult for him; 20 many
times had he conned over the chart that

every word of if, almost every line
graved by Black Feter's kmile, wag
familiar in his memory., Here and

there might he some slight error, hut
the ehart he drew would guide the sea-
lawyer to the cache as surely as the
dize of teak itself.

A stealthy footstep made him look up.

“Hush 1" bresgthed Bunier.

The Owl of the Remove had stelen in,

He was erimson with heat, perspiving
at every pore, and in many places he
bore the marks of the Tonga Islander’s
rope.

Evidentiy Talupa's slave had stolen
away from the palley and was seehing
a hiding-place again.

Rledwing frowned.

“Get back, you fat duffer ! he mut-
iered., “The man will be after vou !”

“The black beast has gone to cleep I
muttercd Bunter., " I'm going to hide
somewhere ! I say, Redwing, I'm worn
out—1 am, really! I've been working
like & nigger slave for that black
brute

“You asked for 1t!" grunted Iled-

wing., “Boames would have let you
alone if you'd treated him decently
when he was Mr. Vernon-Simith's
servant [

“(0h, really, Redwing—"

“Don't bother 1

“Poeast! Is that what you call sym.
pathy ¥ ]

Redwing turned to his task again.
His own hesrt was too heavy for
Bunter's t{ribulations to affect him
much. Indeed, he waz rather of opinion
that the Iat slacker was geiting a lesson
he needed,

“Tab feller Bunter!™” It was the
voice of the Tonga Islander. " You
show a leg, plenty guick, or me knock
seven hells euter you!l®

Bunter shuddered,

“That black beast has woke up!™ he
groaned,

Bunter blinked ronnd wildly through
his big spectacies for a hiding-place.
He zcuttled inte the companion-way
and crept up as far as the deck, and
stopped there, listening. He heard the

voice of Talupa below in the cuddy
eddressing Redwing,

“ Fat feller, where he go?”

“Find out ! snapped Redwing.

“What name you no tell me where
fat feller ho go, zar 1*

" Leave mo alone, I tell you!”

The Tonga Islander had slready had
& lesson on the subject of cheeking
“"white marsters,” and he let Redwin
alone, and proceeded to root throug
the cuddy in search of Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove slepped out
on deck, shuddering. As scon as he was
found the r::-pm%;;uutd begin; ke knew
that. He was t on pﬂstfoning the
evil hour as long as possible,

Some of the Kanaka crew saw him
and grinned. The adventures of Billy
Bunter in the cook’s galley furnished
considerable entertainment to the crew
of the Alcha.

“You feller Talupa!”  shouted
Kalashti, * Fat feller boy he come up.”™

“Deast 1" groaned Bunter.

The ‘Tonga Islander’'s footsteps
sounded on  the companion-ladder.
Bunter dived into the little deck-house,
of which the door stood wide open. Had
Boames been still on board DBunfer
would have faced the cook’s rope rather
than have ventured into the sea-
lawyer's gquarters. But he had seen
Soamecs go ashore in the whalehoat and
knew that the deck-howse was un-
tenanfed. He dived i and shut the
door behind him, and groped over it
for a fasteming. There was a bolt, and
Bunter slipped it into place just as the
Tonga Islander reached the door.

Crash !

The cook’s massive fist struck the deor
with a concussion that made the whole
Light structure shake.

“Vou feller Bunter, ¥ou come out
plenty guick " roared Talupa.

“Q0h, dear ¥ pasped DBunter.

He stood trembling with  appre-
hension,

The litile deck-house was of light

constraction, and the Tonga Islander
could have beaten in door or wall with
one of his saucepans, DBut Bunter felt
fairly sure that he would not venture
to treat in such o disrespectiul way the
guarters of the lord of life and death
on hoard the Aloha.

He was right. The Tonga I:lander
rapped  savagely on the door and
shouted blood-curdling threats, but he
did not venture to attempt to bLreak a
Way 1.

Over cach bunk in the little house was
a port-hole, wide open, and at ecach port
in turn Talupa glared in at the shiver-
ing Owl of the Remove with roliing
eyes and flashing teeth., But itherc was
not space for the zook lo squecze in

“¥You feller Bunter, you come out, or
me make kai-kai of you long of shark "
yelled Talupa.

“Deast!” groaned DBunter. ]

“You feller comey out plenty quick !™

“Qh, dear!™ 2 . i

Bunter had not the slightest intention
of coming out—at least, until Soamcs
came back to the schooner and turned
him out. JE was a respite, at least, for
the cook’s boy.

For & long time the black cook
prowled round the deck-house, breathing
threatz: but he could net enter, and
he did not dare to break a way in. He
gave it up at lask, and squattered away
with his bare feet, to curl up and sleep
in the thade of the mainmast, but with
one cyc open for Bunter to emerge,

Tho Owl of the Remove did not
emerge. He was gotiing a much-needed
rest from his task-master.

When the cook was gone Bunter zat
down on & bunk, breathing in gread
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* You feller Bunter ! ** yelled Talupa, poking his head through the porthole. ** You comee out, or me make kai-kal of you

long of shark !

gasps, streaming with perspiration all
over I1155. fat limbs., The mere cessation
of labour, and of blows, and kicks, end
abuse, was a glorions change after what
he had been through. ¢ was guite
resolved to stay where he was till
Soames came on beard. If be had to
face his master again, the later he faced
him the better,

He was hungry.

Bunter had fed on scraps and frﬂ.q;-
mentz ever since he had been cook's
boy to the Ténga Islander, without a
single square meal at ail. Many a meal
had he helped to prepare for others,
never one for himself. Now thet he had
& rest he replised that he was raven-
ously hungry, and he blinked round the
deck-house 1n scarch of provender. His
blink landed on a Box of biscuits, and in
a moment more his jaws were busy. He
found a bottle of lime-juice and a ayphon
of soda-water, and guenched hiz thirst,
and then he re-started on the biscuits
and finished them. Then, like Alexander
of old, he looked round for fresh worlds
to conquer.

. There was a leather suitcase haInng-
ing to Soames in the deck-house, but it
was locked. Bunter knew that case; he
had seen 1t in the valet's room on the
Golden Arrow on the voyage out from
Fagland.

Well the fat junior recalled having
geen James Soames packing the auto-

matic in that suitcase, one day on the
yacht.

He tried the lock, but it was fast:
Soames evidently nad the key with
him. Fut Bunter continued to blink at
the suitease, It was quite probable that
there was something bo eat in it, if
only chocolates or meat cubes,

The thought of Soames’ anger, if he

*‘ Beast ! ** groaned Billy Bunier, *¢

(See 8,

found his baggage riled when he re-
turned, made Bunter turn guita cold.

But his fat wits were hard st work
now. He was hungry—famished, in
fact. There might be food in the suit-
case; and, after sll, Soames mifrht not
know that he had dono it. The sunit-
cage had bLeen shoved under a bunk out
of the way, to save what liitle space
there was; Soames might not have any
reason for going to it that day, and
in that event the discovery would be
posiponed.  Even while he was debat-
ing the matter in his mind Dunter had
gorfed out s pocket-knife and opened
the largest blade. When SBoames found
that fhe suit-case had been burgled he
would not know that Bunter had done
it. He might think that one of the
crew had rifled it, or ene of the Grey-
friars fellows. It did not rveally matter
what he thought so long as he did not
think of Bunter! Bpurred on by hunger
and the hope of discovering eatables
in the case, Bunter made up his fat
mind at last.

I er hacked at the leather round the
ik,

It was not real leather, but an imita-
tion material, that was strong enough
i 1tz way, but affered only slight resist-
ance to & knife. Bunter hacked through
in & few minuies and gashed round the
fock till it came loose.

Then he eagerly opened the lid of the
sult-casm

It was neatly packed. Evervthing
about Soames was neat and orderly.

Bunter turned over its contents with
eager, greasv fogers leaving finger-
marks on everything he touched, without
heeding them.

Thera were folded clothes, and a
number of papers, and two or three

%ﬁm comee aut plenty quick ! *” roared Talupa. * Oh dear ! **
&r

books, all of which Bunter passed un-
heeded, There was an empty box, where
the automatic had been kept, and there
was & case of cartridges, of no use to
Bunter—he could not eat cartridges.
There were brushes and comhbs, and
other things—all uscless to Bunter for
his present purpose. There was a little
bottle, without a label, half full of &
colourless liquid, which Bunter blinked
at. He removed the stopper and sniffed
at it, and detected & faint, not un-
pleasant smell. For the moment he
forgot his quest of food as he blinked
at that little bottle,

He could guess what was in it.

He remembered how BMr., Vernon:
Brnith had been drugged on board the
Golden Arrow by tlgm thief who had
attempted to obtain the chart locked
up in the wvachi's safe.

The secret enemy’s identity was known
now. It was Soames who had drugged
the millionaire; Bunter knew that.

And he had little doubt—or, rather,
none—that the phial in his hand con-
tained the opiate of which a part had
been  administered to  Mr.  Bamuel
Vernon-Smith.

It was of no use to Bunter, and he
was abont to put i1t back when a sudden
iden. dawned in his fat mind, and he
grinned.

Mr. Vernon-Bmith had been put into
a deep sleep, lasting ten or twelve
hours, by a dose of Boames' drug. If
the rest of it. dropped into the Tonga
Islander’'s food, had the same effect on
Talupa, it would give DBunter a lpn
rest—a rest of which he felt the nee
soTe] ¥.

(Continued on page 16.)
TaeE Macxer Lisrary.—No. L0235
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into  his

Bunter slipped the phial
pocket.
If it really was the secret drug, as he

believed, the ‘l'enga Islander was
booked for a long spell of slumber, and
Lunter for o long spell of rest,

Then the fat junior resumoed his
search through the suitcase for food.
He found, at last, s little casc of com-
pressed meat tablets and a bhox of milk
chocolate, It did not take Bunter long
to dispose of them. He felt better when
they were disposed of.

‘There was nothing more of an cat-
able nature in the case, and Buntey shut
down the hid at last, and pushed 1t
under the bunk. Only the back of the
suttease ghowed to thes eve now, and
there was nothing about thet to reveal
the fect that it had been tampered with.
If Soames pulled it out from dnder the
bunk to open it, eertainly, ho would sce
at once that it had been eut open.
Bunter haped that he wouldo't.

But he realised that it would be wise
to be off the scene when Bpoames re-
torned, if Soames was not to guess that
he had been there.

He blinked from one of the port
holes.

At a littlo distance he could mako
out the Tonge Islander, sprawled
against the mainmast, asleep.

Now was his chance.

Softly he opened the door of the deck-
house and stole out, leaving it wide
open a3 he had found it.

On tiptoe he stole across to the comn-
panion,

From somewhere forward came a
cackle of laughter and a calling voiee.

“You feller T'slupa, him boy eome.”

The cook was on his feet in & second,
his black paw closing on the rope's end.
Bunter bounded into the companion;
Talupa bounded aftcr Lim.

Whack !

“Yaroooh

Bunter fled for his life, and the
Tonga Islander pursued hotly. 'Tho fat
junior was rounded up in the galley,

i

elling and roaring. The rope's-end
aivly rained on him. o
“You fat feller white marster, T

knock seven bells ouler youl!” roared
tho Tonge Islander. Y1 knock soven
bells and vwm starboard watch outer
you, golly !

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

“Yow-ow-ow-wooop 1™

Whack, whack, whack!

“ Now yvou washum plenty quick; and
ou bleak nodder dish, 1 koock stufs
l{n outer you, my word!" said
Talupa.

And Billy Bunler groaned and washed
dishes.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Exploring the Island !
THE whalebeat bumped on the

beach of dazzling white sand

and ground coral, of a dazziing

whiteness that made the eye

ache. Soames stepped ashore, his quick
Tar MAacNET LisRARY.- -No. 1,023

plance travelling up and down the
beach. There was noe sign of hweman
life—no footprint on the wide stretches
of-sand--no moving figure in the shadows

of the tall, nodding palms. The island

seemed utterly uninhabited; yet 11 was
always possible that sppearances might
be deceptive, and that ferocious head-
hunters might be Jurking and watching.
Soames was not off his guasrd ior a
second.

“Get out of the boat,” he snid,

The OGreyfriars fellows and Ben
Tance followed him ashore, then the
Kanaka oarsmen. Thoe whaleboat was
pulled up high and dry on the beach
by Soames’ order; and the juniors ex-
changed glances, .&ppurendy the sea-
lawyer knew that the thought had
flaslwed through their minds of selzing
the boat and leaving him marconed.

Soames ordered the Kanakas to cross
the beach to the palims, at some distance
from the sea, and wait there. Even the
Kanakas he did not trust with a chance
of leaving him stranded on the island.
The natives obeyed him willingly
cnough, and stretched themselves under
the palms idly, only too willing to laze.

> f’m others follow me,” said Boames.

“Lead Macduff | said DBob
Cherry.

Soames glanced at him and smiled.
Iiven the cold, hard-hearted sea-lawyer
seemed B0 have some  liking  for the
chieery Bob.

“Probably vou will be pleased to
explore the place a little,” he said. “I
must warn vou that if you attempt to
run I shall shoot on the instant. Do
not force me to do so. I may also
warn you that this island may not be
g0 peaceful as it looks, and if there ars
enetnies at hand, only my pistol can
kxve you from the cooking-pot. It will
be for your benefit to keep close.™

He walked away from the sea, headi
for the object the juniors had nntim;jef
when the schooner was approaching the
island, on the bank of the stream that
flowed into the lapoon.

They knew what it was; it was marked
“pae-pac-hae ¥ on Black Peter's chart,
and they had scen such buildings at
MNuka-Hiva,

Allhough they were in the power of
Soames, and npo  longer their own
maslers, the juniors were keen enough
to tread the treasurs izsland, and to
cxplore what they could of 1t. Soames
evidently was making a reconnaissance
now, to ascortain whethoer tho coast was
clear for the search to begin for the
cache. Only the wostern side of the
1isle, beyond the hills, was inhabited by
natives —cannibals, who seldom erossed
the island-—why, the jumors did not
know, It scemod to them that the
fortile slretch spread before their oyes
invited shabitants, Bometimes, how-
cver, the savages must have come round
the island in thoir canoes; and it waos
certain that if news of the avrivel of a
white man's ship reached them, it would
cause immenze excitement among  the
natives. The prospect of o much
plunder could mot fail to  stir them,
Soames, as the junrors could see, was
anxious to ascertain whether there were
siggns of the patives on the castern side
of the island, which would maeke o great
difference to his plans. The scarch for
the treasure would have been difficult
and dangerons, had cannibals been
watching snd lurking in the woods.

All was silent, save for the calling of
the gulls, the cries of many-coloured
parrots, and the soft lap of the sea on
the sand. Land crabs crawled among
the stones, takibg no heed of passing
fect, which seemed to the c{uniﬂrs to
indicate that no feet had trodden there

0Tt

A

of late. Soames stopped as they reached
the pac-pae-hae.

A long platform of wolcanie stona
formed.a kind of high foundation,
twenty feet or so in length, five or six
feet in height. Roughly-made steps of
the same material led up to it

This was the pae-pae, in the language
of the Marguesas,

Soames strode up the lava steps, and
the juniors followed him up, and stood
on_the rocky platform,

On the pae-pae had stood the hae,
or house, built of plaited grass and
palm-leaves, but little of the hae
remained.

The juniors could trace where tha
long, flimsy building had been, but it
had leng fallen to utter ruin, and the
remnants of 1t were thickly inhabited
by ents, spiders, caterpillars, and all
kinds of mnsacts, Little crabs crawled
among the shapeless remaing of the

Al

“Bo this was the pae-pac-hac,” seid
Nugent.

“'This was marked on the chart, I
think 1" said Scames.

“Yes," said Harry.

“In connection with the clue to the
cache ¥

“I don't know that.
was marked, that is

E:;;;trmm l;.]ﬂl.ldm:]l{

“Was this the only house he
Soames?"” asked Bob Cherry, o

“By no means. Tt was probably the
only pae-pac-hae, and must have been
built by Marguesans,” said Soames.
“ Probably servants of the trader who
lived here once.”

““A trader lived here’”

I know that it

L*
-+

exclaimed

4

“Not a copra trader., ‘This island
would furnish little copra if once the
coconuts were gathered in. Long a
there was a trader here, however, wﬁg
built a stockade further to the north.”

“That's on the chart,” said Bob.

“No doubt Black Peter put down
every detail,” spid Soames. “He must
have had some idea that perhaps an
encmy would get him. He had plenty
of enemies—more than any other man
in the Pacifi, I fancy. He had a hard
and heavy hand with natives, had Black
Peter, and not only with natives. Ha
made the chart ready, lest an enemy
should got hith at last—as came to
happen; and no doubt the chart was
intended for his kin at home. Who
would have dreamed that that roffian
remombered his kith and kin ™

Soames seemed to be speaking rathor
to himself than to tha juniors,

“You knew him * said Boh.

“I knew him well—once,”
Soames briefly.

He was standing on the highest poing
of the pae-pac, gezing sbout him in-
tently. No sign of life, save for the
land-crabs, stirred on the island.

“There seam to he no natives here,™
said Bob.

* Fortunately,” said Soames.

“Tut why is not thiz side of thae
island inhabited "' asked Bob curiously.
“ Do you know thatt”

“Black Peter could have told you,™
said Spames. "It would be inhabited
now, a3 it was once, but for Black Peter,
I told vou that & trader lived in a stock-
ade here for some years. He was one
of Pctes's men., That was hefore tha

said

pearls were boried here, of course. He
traded in flesh and blood. Black
Peter’'s  ketch  came  here to kid-

nap nafives for the plantations—Dance
knows,”

“0Oh!” muttered Dob.

Ben Dance did not speak. :

“] do not know how many natives
lived here-—certdinly some bundreds,”
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eaid Boames.  “DBlack Teter and his
men ¢leared them off in a few trips.
"Those who escaped inle the hills had a
worso fate than the plantations, for
they were at war with the tribe on the
other gide of the island, and they must
havoe gone to the cooking-pois. Since
that time the castern side of the island
had been uninhabited. ©On_the other
sido is no anchorage. A black-birder
cannot anchor thers on a kidnapping
expedition. The iribe on that side 13
safe—or, rather, the tribes. There are
iwo or three tribes, generally at war
with one another.” e
“What do they go to war about?
asked Bob. =
“"To capturs prisoners for the cooking-

tﬁ.” i
“My hat! A pleasant lot!” said
Bob.  “But when they have no

prisoniers, 1 suppose they are mnot

cannibals "

“Vou do not know the South Seas
yet,” soid Soames. ““When a feast
comes round they obtain long-pig, as
ithey call it. If there are mo prisoncrs
from their raiding, they find the long-

ig in their own tribe. The day of a
l[:'ca:st is & dangerous time for any
friendless man in the tribe.” .

“What awiul beastz!” sard Bob, with
a shudder, .

Boames smiled faintly.

“If you feel tompled to run, re-
member what I have told you,” he said,
“You pre zafe with me”

The juniors did not answer that,
They intended to submit to Soames
Jdictation just so long as they had no
choice in the matter, and net a second
more.

Spames deseended the lava steps of
the pac-pac, and moved along the bank
of the siream, his eves watchfully about
him, the juniors and Ben Dance follow-
ing.,  Across the stream, strange and
grisly to the view, rose the largo rock,
etrangely  shaped like head and
thoulders. Soames fized his eyes on 1t

“That was called Kanaka’s Head,” he
eaid. “*No doubt it waz marked on the
chart,” .

“Tt was marked,” said Harry.

“From the top there 15 a view of
all this side of the island, as far as the
hills,”  said Soames. 1 remember
that. Follow me.”

“But the river

“There is a ford.” :

Soames moved aleng the bank, hus
keen eyes taking in details storad years
singe n o retentive memory. At tho
ford of the shallow, =zandy stream the
junigrs were able to cross with ecase,
stepping from one stone to anotler and
hardly welling their feet. A patch of
low bush lay between them and the
head-shaped rock. 'They tramped
through the bush, stariling myriads of
insects, and reached the rock,

It was steep, and locked almost in-
accessible.  But Scames swung himeelf
to the top In o few minuies.

On the summit, clesr against the sky,
motionless as a stalue, the juniors
watched him as he swept the island
with his gaze. He seemed salisfied at
last, and came down from the Kanaka's
Head.

“The coast iz clear.” he =aid, “Al
is clear for the search for the pearls
to-morrow., We retarn now.”

Soamea was evidently in a sabtisfied
mood ; his reconnalssance of the izsland
had torned out as he had hoped. Heo
strode back 1o the whaleboat, the Crey-
friavs fellowa following.

“What price making o run {or W7
Bob Cherry whispered to his comrades,
“Plenty of cover among the bush.”™

Wharton shook his head.

“Without food—or weapons®? he said.
“And Redwing’s still on board the
schooner—and Bunter, too, if Buntcr
matters. We must wait for a hettor
chance than this.™

Soames looked round.

He could not have overheard the
whispered words, but he seemed to be
gifted with a strange intuition,

““Walk ahead of me!™ he rapped out,
hiz hand on the automatic.

Biob grinned faintly, and the juniors
went on, At a call frem Scames, the
sprawling Kanakas came loafing down
from the palms, and the whaleboat was
manned agsin and pulled back to the
schooner.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Within His Grasp !

ILLY BUNTLER blinked dismally

&t the Greyfriars feilows as they

came on board the Aloha. The
chums of the Remove were, in
DBunter’s opinien, having o much better

“Beast! I say, you fellows, it's up
to you!” mumbled Bunter. **You
brought me bkere, you know, and you
can't let thiz go on.  Why didn't you
tackle that villain Scames on the
izland i

“Why don't you tackle him on the
schooner?” asked Irank Nugent.

“You silly ass! I say, that bheast
Talupa has gone to sleep now, bhut when
ko wakes up he will piteh inlo mc again,
He's always pitching  inio me for
nothing 1™ zaid Dunter pathetically.
“Faney a fellew being knocked about

Ly a nigger!  Look here, thal beasi
Soamez seema to be  treating  you
depently, Can’t you put in a word for
mg 1

“Pat in a4 word for yoursel{!” :aid
Wharton., *“You checked Soanres, and
he's toking it out of you, Herve you
right! He may let you off if you aszk
hiny,  8till, yon robbed 18 in pretly
hard when you had a chance, so you
can't expect mueeh. ™

“Why ecan't you

do  something,
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time than the fat Owl. DBunter was not
worrying  about the chart or the
treasure. They were not hiz, zo why
should he worry? He was worrying
ahont his own iroubles, which sen;-.m:.-ﬁ
i3 him intolerable.  In point of fact,
tive life of a cook’s boy, nnder a Tonga
Island coock, was net a happy one.

Soames went into the deckhouwse, and
Bunter felt a shiver run through bis
fat limbs.

If the sea-lawyer discovered that his
sult-case had been hroken into——

At that moment Bunter repented him
of his temoerity. It was Dunier’s way
to rush inmto trouble, and repent when
it was too late,

“I asay. you fellows," mumbled
Bunter—"*I say, this iz too thick, you
know! Heow long is this geing onl"

“Where's Redwing?" asked Harry,

“Blow Redwing!” sid Bunter
}meshl:r, “YWhat does Hedwing matter?

was speaking about myself!™

“You generally are ™
Bull.

“Oh, really, Dull—="

“Has the eook been making wog
work?” asked Jobhuny  sarcastieally.
“ Must be awful to get through a liitle
work! Still, fellows who can't he
ornamental should try {o be useful”

zrunted Johinny

Smithy? You brought me here as a
guest—nreity sort of a holiday this 51"
groaned Bunter,

“REorry you stowed wyourzelf awav on
the wyacht!” grinned the Bounder.
“Well, nobody asked you io do it.™

“ Beohst 1

“It's no pood grovsing, Bunter,” said
Harrv. “We're all under Soanmes’
thninb at present, SHo long as Soanics
is top-dog wo've got to stand it

Soames came oub of the deckhouse,

“ Bunter ! he raj[‘.lped out.

The faut junior’s knees  knocked
torether.

“IE wasn't me!™ he gpasped.

“What??  Soamwes stared at him,

“What do you mean, you fat fool®”

Bunler gasped.

e had jumped to the conclusion ab
once that Soames had discovered the
state of his suit-case. Evidently that
was not o, however. Dunter had very
nearly given himsell away in his terror,

“I—=1—1 mcan——m-:"

_“"What are you doing here? snapped
Spames, " A cook's boy has no business
here,  Get back to the caboose!”

“I—1 zay——"

“That’s enough! Clear!”

Soames’ volee was quict, but there wag
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menace in it.  Billy Bunter did not
wait for more. He scuttled away like
a scared rat.

“Don't you think Bunier has hac!.
enough, Soames?” asked Harrcy
Wharton,

““I think nof,” answered Soames.
“Qs long a&s he remain: on board the
Aloha he will be cook’s boy.” He dis-
mizsed Bunter's existence with a gesture,
“Tell Redwing to bring me the map.

Redwing was below in the little cuddy.
Had Roames gone down tho companion,
he would have risked an attack from
behind—and the zea-lawyer was teking
no risks. He had not been below since
he had seized command of the schooner,

The juniors went down, and found
Tom Redwing at the table, with the
finiched copy of the chart before him.

W Wan've doue it7" asked the Bounder.

" Yes, " ;

“#and that wvillain is to bapg the
treasure to-morrow, and we'ra helpless
to stop him!'" said the DBounder grit-
ting his tecth. , P

“Porhaps,” said Redwing. "“Weo are
not sure yet that the chart will lead to
tho treasure, There arc many points
about it that we do not yet understand.
90 far as I can make out, the chark
gives no exact clue to the cache.

“ Depend upon it, that ennning hound
will work it out easily enough, once
he has the chart,” said Vernon-Smith
bitterly. *“I'd rather have taken my
chanes, Reddy, than given in to him
like this." .

Redwing smiled [aintly. N

“Never mind that now, Swmithy!
After all, Soames has not got away with
it yet, and our chance may come.’

Redwing went on deck with the map
in his hand. Soames was waiting for
him there.

A gleam came into hiz eyes a2 he
took the paper from the sailorman’s
s0M.

He scanned it cagerly.

“This is a faithful copy, so far as you
remember it 17 he asked.

Reodwing's lips curled.

“I told you I would make a copy of
it.” he zalid. “If you do not bLelieve
me, vou ecan please yourself

“1 beg your pardon!” said Soames,
eivilly enough. "I know you are a lad
of your word! Anyhow, your fate
depends on the finding of the pearls,
and the fate of your friends!”

Rodwing did not answer that, He re-
turned below, with a heavy heart, It
went bitlerly against the grain to yield
to the unserupulous sca-lawyer, but he
had had no choice. e was longing pas-
sionately for a chanee of turning the
tables on the master of the Aloha; but
he realised, with something like despair,
that that chance, if it existed at all, was
very slight—infinitesimal.  Everything
was in Soames’ hands; he was the Jord
of life and death on the schooner, To
attack him was to throw life away, and
leave matters where they =tood.

The clue to the treasure was his now.
What was still perplexing in Black
Peter's chart would soon Le clucidated
by the sea-lawyer when he searched the
island with the aid of the map. Red-
wing felt that that was certain.

And the lifting of the pearls would be
followed by the sailing of the Aloha,
leaving the Grevfriars juniors marcened
on the lonely island, To that solitary
speck in the Paeific ships seldom or
nevesr came. What hope would there be
of rezcue?

Wone: for it was clear that if any
hope of rescue existed, Soames would
not have planned to marcon his
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prisoners there, Their silence was neccs-
sary to his safety.

Bince Black Peter's kidnapping vwesscl
had been there, probably no eraft had
touched at Caeca till the Aloha came,
That lonely isle, barred by gangerons
reefs, far out of the track of trade,
not even marked on the Admiralty
charts, was as secure a hiding-place as
could have been found for them.
Indeed, from one point of view, it was
better for the juniors that it was so;
for had it not been possible to maroon
them beyvond hope of escape, what
would Soames have planned for them?
He did not desire their death, but he
would never have allowed them to
return to eivilization to denounce him.

For the Groyfriars party, it was
marooning on the solitary isle or—the
sea and the sharks!

Heedless of the sailorman’s som,

Soames went into the deckhouse to
examing the map with glosting eyes.
His woice was %E&td calling a few
minutes later:

“You feller Talupa 1"

The Tonga Island cock hurried up.

“Coffee I” snapped Soames.

“Xes, sarit

And SBoames, with glittering eyes
seanning the map, forgot everything
but the treasure that now seemed within
his grasp.

e —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Worm that Turned !

£ OU feller Bunter!”
“Oh dear!™

“You take um coffee to
white marster !
"Ow?! Yes:”

“You spill um, and me knock eight
bells ouler you ™ said Talupa.

Bunter groaned.

Talupa had been knocking seven bells
and eight bwells out of Dunter all
through the hot day. Bunter had had
more lickings as cook’s boy on the
Aloha 1o that one day fhan had ever
fallen te hiz lof in a whole ferm at
Greyviriars. The Tonga lslander ralod
in the galler with a heavy hand. To
Soates, Talupa was fawniogly submis.
sive, and he took it out of Bunter.

Mever had the Owl of the Remove
been  sunle to such depths of wee.
Whichever way he looked, the prospect
was dark and dismal.

So long as the Aloha remained at
Caca Island Bunter was cook's bhov, and
when the treasure was lilted and the
Aloha =ailed he was to be marooned
with the rest on the izland.

The prospect really was appalling.

Bunter felt bitteriy that the Grey-
friars fellows ought to have handled
Soames somehow., Certainly, he had
not the slightest idea of handling him
himself. Not for whole worlds would
he Lave thought of facing the deadly
automatie. If he had thought of it, the
fate of Jackv, the boatswain, would
have been warning enough for him.

When he wailed on Boames, carrying
his meal to the deckhouse, Dunter was
as submissive as Talupa or any of the
Lanakaz. He {rembled in the presence
of the desperate adventurer whoo he
knew, would have ghot him down
without compunection had oecasion
arisen., Life as the Tonga cook’s * boy ™
was hard t"m::-ugh, but Bunter never
dreamed of resistance.

But as Talupa handed him the tray
with the coffee, a thought was working
in Bunter's fat mind.

It was a thought that made him
tremble, and yet it remained and- grew
into a resolution,

In his pocket was the phial he had
taken from Boames' suitease—the phial
containing the drug which had doped
the millionaive long agoe on board the
Golden Arrow.

Dunter had taken it with the idea of
adininistering it to the Tonga Islander,
and getting a much-needed respite while
Talupa was sleeping off the effects of it

But another idea wasz in his brain
1w,

Doping Talupa weant a respite, huk
only a respite, But if he dropped thab
-::}h:rlurlesa liquid into Scames’ collee-=——

His fat knees knocked together at tho
thought.

Discovery meant that Socames would
have thrawn him into the sea. He know
that. He was spared becanse he wna
contemptuously regarded a3 of no
account. Soames had not even taken
the trouble to take him ashore when ha
landed on the island, as he had taken
the others. He had l-mﬁt Harry Wharton
& Co. under his e¢ve, knowing that they
wore Fﬂf}ahle of desperate measures 1if
the slightest chance offered. He knew
that Bunter was capable of nothing of
the sort, and contemptuously forgot
him. But if he learned that the fat
junior counld be dangerous, Bunter knew
what Lo expect.

If he tasted the stuff in the coffee—
Bunter’s heart failed him at the
thought.

Buk he remembered at once that Mr,
Yernon-Smith, on that occasion on the
yacht, had not tasted it—had, indeed.
refused to believe that he had been
drugged at all. The dope was tasleless,

Discovery was impossible unless he
was seen to dope the coifes, and it was
easy enough to avold that. And il
Soames slept under the infuence of the
drgg, as DMr. Vernon Smith had slept,
and——

Lunter's eyves glittered Dehind his
spectacles at the thought. Once the
deadly automatic was out of the way,
Spames power on the Alcha was
broken for ever. There were plenty of
hands to handle him when it no longer
meant instant death,

“You feller boy spill um, and me
kaock a starboard wateh outer you!”
threatened the Tonga Islander,

Dunter’'s hands were shaking as he
received the frav.

Billy Dunter made an efort to pall
himszelf together. Terrified as be was,
he knew that there was no risk unless
he betraved himself, I the dope
worked he was saved—saved from the
Tonga Islander, saved from the horrors
af the gallev, zaved from marooning on
g canuibal island. A rat 1n a corner
15 a dangerous crealure, and Bunter wan
now very like a cornered rat.

His fat mind was made up. Added
to his other urgmngs was the fear of
what might happen 1f Boames dis-
covered the damage to his suitcase—or,
rather, when he discovered it. Hvery-
thine urged Dunter to make the
attempt, but the greatest urge of all
wag the knowiedge thas it could be done
without risk

He carried awaw the tray., and the
Tonga Islander turned back to his
cooking. Out of sight of the cook,
Bunter sot down the trayv for a moment
while he groped in hiz pocket. Inside
the pocket he removed the stopper from
thr phial, keeping his thumb over the
little bottle o+ he drew 1t out. Ilis fak
hand hovered over the colfec-cup for a
moment. In that moment the contents
of the phial were emptied inlo the
coffee, 55

Bunter dropped the cmpty 1A
back inte his pocket, and pmkus up
the tray. If any of the Kanakas had
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Crash ! The haichet struck the flimsy door of ihe deckhouse with a concussion that rang fore and aft of the Aloha. The die
was cast now, With hearts that beat almost fo suffocation, the juniors waited and watched, every hand grasping a weapon of
some sort, kut there was no sound from within the deckhouse—a raging hurricane would not have awakened Soames just

obeorved L, they could only have
supposed  that he had set down the
irny, to rest for a moment, if they
thought about him at all, which was
unlikely.

He moved on, irembling.

Soames looked up az he entered the
deck-houso, Dunter's knees knocked
topether. The knowledge of what was
in the coffee gripped his heart with
terror; at that moment, he would have
undone what he bad done, had it been
poszible.

But there was no possibility of
suspicion in Soames’ mind. Bunter's
obvions terror {old him nothing, for he
was accustomed ‘o seeing the fat
junior shiver and tremble wunder his
2y e.

31‘{13 gave the Owl of the Remove only
g plance of contemptuous indifference.

“Put the tray down, and go.”

Bunter sat the tray down on the
little bamboo table in the deck-house,
and bhacked away.

Outside, the sun was blazing down
withh the heat almost of a furnace, but
Damter felt cold all over.

Ho ztood glued to the deck, blink-
ing into the liltle house as Soames
stirred the coffee.

Somre  dvrenistible power
root him there.

He saw tho sea-lawyer raize the eup
to his lips. and drink off the contents.
The sight fascinaied hin

Soames pot down 'he cup, and toox
a biscuit frem ‘he fraw, Then his
rlanco feil ca Dunter cutside the deck-
fLhidset,

lock

ST

spemed Lo

eneogh: he did not

then. (See Chapter 13.)

necd to zpeak, The fat junior seuttled
away.

Soames munched the biseuit, as he
snt conning over tho copy of the
{reasure  chart. Billy Bunter rolled
inte the companion, with the sweat
pouring down his fat face. Aching with
fiear, he groped his way down into the
cuddy.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo !

The Greyiriars fellows gathered
reund Bunter, The loock on his fat
face alarmed them. He was grey
with fear.

“What on earih’s the matler?” asked
Bohb Cherry.

Bunter did not answer.

He could not speak.

He zank down on a locker, breathing
stertorously, bis eyes plazed behind his
speetacles.  His hands were shaking
as if with the ague. There was no
E‘Eﬁ-tige of colour in his fat and fabby
ace,

“Punter ' Wharlon dropped his
hand on the fat  junior's cshoulder,
“YWhat'z the malteri™

“The matterfulness seems to be
terrifie,” said Hurree Jamsct HRam
Singh.

Dut Benter did not, and could net,
gpeLk, Bob Cherry brought him a
faze of water, but he shook hizs head,
[a leancd back on the lgeker, his
seared  eye: glimmmering through  his
spectacles, almost fainting with fear at
what he had done. Amd  James
Saames, 1 the deck-houvse above, was
nodding ever tin copied chart, drowsy,
and  growing  more drowsy  every
momend, in the' grip of his cwn drug.

THE TWELFTH CHAFPTER,

Doped !
AMES  BOAMES

J rubbed his eyes. =
Sleep was creeping on  himg
the lines of the copied chart
danced before his gaze. His head waa
heavy and sinking. He rubbed lis
eyes, striving to pull himself together.

What was the matter with him?

Sleep—he necded sleep! If his eyes
had G}iﬂSEﬂ the night before, it had
only been in cat-naps of a few minutes,
Ile needed sleep—but it was not
fatigue, it was not the nonmal desire
for slumber, that was overcoming him
now. Many & time had the cool, iron-
nerved man, strong and supple us steel,
passed  foriy-cight  hours  withous
slumber, and rctained all hiz coolness
and clearness of mind and visicn. ¥eb
now he was sinking heavily, hia head
dropping as if weighted with lead, and
witﬁ all his efforts ha could barely
keep his eves open.

IIe rose {rom
soiting his teeth.

He muszt not sleep.

IIe kncw that he must not sleep—
avenn with hiz scnses growing dreamy

started, and

his canvas chair,

and drowsy, ho knew ihat clearly
enough. o must not sleep—he dared
not  sleep, umtil infinite  precautions

were taken, The juniors locked in fhe
cuddy—I3en Dance bound hand and
foot—the deck-houso closcd and bolted
with bells 1o jangle if a hand stirreé
at dogr or port-hole—in =such cireum-
stances, in the midst of such pre-
caictiona, ho eould venture to 1ake
Turp Magrer Iasepany,--No. 1,023
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repose when ho absolutely required it
But he had not thought of requiring 1k
vet—he had not been tired or sleepy
when he returned on board alter
reconnoitring the island—and he had
taken coffee to clear his mind, and the
natural effect of coffee was to make one
walkeful, sleepless. Yet following the

drinking of the coffee, this strange
dreaminess had come upon him.

He must not sleep.

Ho gritted his teeth, as he rose,

The deck-house, the bunks, the sunlit
Eﬂr[huies, seemed to be moving about
im. Outside, the deck, cracking in
tho glare of the sun, seemed to shnit
and float. He stood unsteadily, heold-
ing to the wall with one hand, the
other grasping the copy of the chart.

What was the matter with him?
What was this drowsiness that had
como wpon him  so suddenly, &0

strengely? Had ho defied fatigue too
Igng, and had it suddenly gripped him
thus?

For the frst time, something like fear
penetrated the hard heart of the man
who had known no fear, any more then
he had known mercy or scruple.

If they kpew—if they saw lum in
this state—if they realised, they his
enemics—what then? His hand sought
the automatie, but his grasp on it was
nerveless, He knew that now he could
not shoot straight, with all things
swimming before his cves—ceven if he
got no worse. And the numbness of
irresistible  slumber was creeping on
him more and more.

What had happened?

His brain was growing confused, but
he knew that this was not natural
Had he been poisoned—had one of the
natives in the crew some deadly potion
of the South-Sea devil-doctors n his
possession—had it been given him in
hiz food? The coffee—he remembered
the coffee. Then he kpew. He was
drugged [

Who—the Tonga Tsland cook, of
course. Only glupa ecould have
deugged his drink, with some fiendish
potion konown to the natives. The man
who foresaw everything had not fore-
geen that.

The thought stirred him to action, in
apite of the numb grip on him. He

rew the pistol from iz holster. To
soek Talopa, and shoot him dead-—the
work of a minute. It would be an
example to the others, too——

But he did not leave the deck-house.
He knew that he was losing conscious-
ness, and he must not lose conscious-
ness in the open, where his enemies
could see him, and handle him.

With & last effort, the last struggﬁﬂ
of & desperate determination, he
forced himself to close the door of the
deck-house, his thands hike lead,
fumbling clumsily, his head swimming,
ks evelids weighed down  with
heaviness. He closed the doov, he shof
the bolt.  He closed the two ports,
heedless of the stuffy heat without a
breath of air from outside. Ide was
reeling ndw, overcome by sleep; but he
did not reel to a bunk. He dropped
in & sitting posture inside the door,
Bis back to the door—if he conld wake,
he would should an attempt bo made
to force the door.

It was all he could do. The copied
chart had fallen on the deck planks
unheeded and forgotten. But the auto-
matie was in hiz right hand, a3 he =at
with his head sapging on his breast.
It was in hiz hand—but his grasp on it

was nerveless. Still he struggled
against sleep—knowing all the time
that the struggle was fetile. If thew
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knew that he slept—if ther discovered
that he was unconscious

The wunfinished thought died in his
nambed brain., His ¢hin on his breast,
itho ]plstﬂl loose in his velaxed {ingers,
ha slept.

He slept in the heat snd silence, lost
now to all conseiousness of his sur-
roundings, a sleep from which nothing
was likely to wake him till the dope
bad run its course.

Outside, many e¢ye: turned on the
deck-housc.

Not & Kanaka was likely to approach
—the fate of Jacky, the Loatswain, was
too fresh in their minds. Soames had
tricked the boatswain into betraying
himself, by aflecting slumber. If he
was sleeping now, or if he was affect-
ing slumber, he was too dangerous to
approach. Den Danee, watching from
where he leaned against the taffrail,
thought of it, and shook his head.

Gladly enough he would have taken
a chance, but there was no chance.
Forcing a way into the deck-house would
awsken a steoper, and the deadly auto-
matic would do its work. Now that the
schooner was eafe in her anchorago
Soames could afford to leave the deck
unguarded. He was doubtless taking,
at last, the zleep he needed, but the risk

of waking him was too great. He would

wake— ;
Diance shook his head gloomily.

Almost cvery hope had leit him now

of ever getting the upper hand of the
sea-lawyer. Bleaping or waking, the
man was as dangerous to approach as a
tiger or shark. It was death to waken
him. And the seaman did not know—
did not dream—that Soames was in 8
sleep from which, for many hours, there
could be no waking-

Below in the cuddy, Bunter was still
sprawling on the locker, faint with fear
DE what he had done. But as the long
minutes passed the Owl of the Remove
recovered himself a- little, There had
been no alarm, no call from Soames.
Whether the dope had worked or not
Bunter was in no danger. Long minutes
had passed; it came suddenly into
Bunter's frightened mind that he had
been there ﬁa'lf an hour. It was the
voice of the T'onga Islander that startled
him into activity ab last.

“Yon feller Bunter, you here?”

Bunter zat up on the locker.

“Keep him off, you fellows!™

The cook came along, rope in hand,
Harry Wharton & Co. interposed.

“Panter’'s 1,7 said Bob. *“Let hum
alone.”

“Fat feller he belong me.”

“Yot him alone, T tell yvou !

‘hﬁnd get oui!” growled Johnny
Bull.

“Fat feller comey galley, me knockey
seven bells ocuter him,™ said the Tongs

Jelander. ** White marster he give fat
feller long of me.”

“Get out iV

The cock hesitoted. In Bunter's

present peculiar state, though they did
not puess its cause, the juniors falt
bound to stand by him. And they stood
round the fat jumor and barred off his
faslk-muaster, .

“Me speak white marster ! threat-
ened the cook.

“Get oug !

With a scowling face the black cook
pattered np the companion and went to
the deck-house.

“White marster Soames ! he called.

There was no reply,

The Tongd Islander tried the door.
It was fast. He tapped on it and
received no reply. Then he looked
round at Ben Dance.

“White feller marster, he here?” he
asked,

o -'&*"-Fp By L

“Him slec;lp mebbe,” said Talupa, and
he hesitated te awaken his terribie
master. But he called again,

White marster Soames, fat feller he
no eome to galley !

But still there was no answer, and the
Tonga Islander pattered away to his
caboose, leaving the matter over till
his white “marster ** should awaken. In
the cuddy below, DBunter had heen
stretching his fot ears to listen. Dunter,
at least, knew why there had been no
answer from Soames' guarters,

He rolled off the locker, hiz little
rownd cyes gleaming Lebind  his
speotacles,

wht g

alle, hallo, hallo! Feeltn t
old fattp ™ PRI Cioslen

“1 say, now'z wour you
chaps!” gasped Punter. * Now's your
chance to collar that scoundrel !

“Give uws a rest!” grunted Johnny
Bull. ‘

“He's fast asleep——'"

“You can wake him if you want to,”
said Nugent. “Jacky thought he was
asleep when he tackled him last night.
Don’t be an ass, Bunter!”

Bunter snorted impatiently.

" You silly ass! I tell you he's asleep,

chance,

and he won't wake up for hours. He's
doped !"

SWher

“oped ! ooted Bunter.

“ Fathead '™

“1 tell you—->" yvalled Buuter.

“How da you know, ass?™

“Because,” Bunter grinned trivmph-
antly, “because I doped him!["

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
At Last!

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
stared blankly at the Owl of
the Remove.
¥or the moment they sup-
posed that the fat junior was wandering
in his mind.

Bunter trembled with impaticnee.

“You silly chumps!” he gasped. I
fell you that this 13 your chance. Ide
won't wake up. He can't, any more
than Smithy’s pater could that time
when Soames doped him on the vacht.™

* But what-———" exclaimed Wharton,

"Y1 found the stuff and gave 1t him in
his coffee,” breathed Bunter. 1 knew
it would fiz-him, sfame as it fixed
Smithy's pater that time, only—only I
—I wasn't sure. But you heard that
black beast call him, and he didn't
answer. He's Hxed.”

“You found the stuff he used that
time he drugged my father on the
Golden Arrow!” exclaimed Veroon-
Smith, staring in amazement at Dunter.

“*Yes—yes,"

“And gave it him
siuttered Bob Cherry.

4k Y-E-!.._I*

*Great pip!”

The jumiors looked at one another.
Hope was dawning in their hearts and
determination in their faces. If if was
their chance, at last, at the usurper, the
pirate, the sea-lawyer who ruled on the
Aloha—

“By gad!” muttered the Bounder.
“Tf that's right i ;

“Don't I keep on telling youi”
hissed Bunter. “Go and coellar him
whilg vou've gobt the chance.”

“Tafl us exactly what you've done”
said Harry Wharton quietly. *This 13
rather too serions a matter for haste.”

“You're wasting time !

“We don’t want to be shot down like
a parcel of rabbits,” =aid the captain
of the Remove. “Dont be a fool,
Bunter. If he's doped the dope won's

in hiz coffea?"
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wear off in a hurry. Mr. Vernon-8mith
was unconscious for & long time when he

had it. Tell us exactiy what you've
done.™ )
Bunter gasped out his story,

The jumiors listened with breathless
attention. They listened, too, with
wonder, It seemed rather miraculous
that it should turn out to be Bunter
who saved them fromi the power of the
sea-lawyer—the only member of the
party whom the scoundrel had regerded
with contemptuous indifference, whom
he would never have dreamed of fear-
ing in any circumstances whatever.
Bunier, evidently, had been thinking

nly of himseli in what he had done;
he iud not heen thinking of saving the
chart, ¢i saving the treasure, of saving

hiz companions, only of saving his fat [

and fatuous self from discomfort and
danger. But if he had done it that
mattered little. In saving himseli he
had saved the whole Greyiriars party.

“It looks like a chance,” said Tom
Redwing quietly. *“I think we ought to
risle it.™

“here’s no risk,” grunted Bunter.
“Dan’t be funky; just go up and collar
the brute!” N

“Will vou go up and collar him?
“Iff“ld tlhc B:::un-den

“If there's no risk, why not?”

Bunter feltered. i

“There isn't any risk. Dut—but—-

“Well, shut up, then!” said the
Bounder. ‘“Hold your checky tongue
and leave it to us” :

“Oh, really, Smtly, after what I've
done—-"" .

“Hold your tengue I tell you!

And Bunter sulkily held his tongue,
while the juniors consilted together
Punter was certain of what he had told
them, but even if Soames was doped
senseless the fat  Junior dared not
appronch him. Forfunately, the other
fellows were made of sterner stuff.

“There's a rizk—a big risk,” :Emd
Tom Redwing, unheeding Bunter. ™ We
knew how the scoundrel tricked Jack
and shot him like o dog. If we fail,
if he's on his guard, the game's up for
ua, We've got to risk our lives. 'Ea.ut.
it looks like a good chance, and I'm
for taking it."”

“Bame here " )

“The samefulness is terrific!” 1

Harry Wharton lpoked round at his
comrades. .

“We're all game,” he said. Every
face was set and tense. “It's & chance
for us, at least, and it will never happen
again. Come on!”

Leaving Billy Bunter in the cuddy
the seven juniors ascended to the deck.
Their eyes fixad on the Weck-houze at
once. Lt was closed, end no sound came
from within. _

Ben Dance locked at them, puzeled by
the suppresscd excitement in their faces,

With a fow whispered words YWharton
told him how the matter stood, watch-
ing the deck-house all the time.

Bance’s eyes gleamed., )

ohiver me! We're frying it on!”
ho muttered. “Wait till I get hold of a
belaying-pin "

4 No violence, if we can secure him,”
eaid Harry.

Dance nodded.

Harry Wharton, with a deep breath,
sbepned to the door of the deck-houze.
He rapped on it with’a firm hand.

“ Hoames !

Thers was no answer.

Knock, knock!

“Boames!” called Harrv again.

Hjlence as of death. Wharton's face
was pale. Eithar the man was doped,
as Bunter believed, or ha was playing a
deadiy trick, as he had played a irck

on the boatswain. An attack on the
deck-house mcant that Boames would
shoot, if he was capable of shooting.
And a: vet the chums of Greyiriars
could net know whether an eaail victary

was within their grasp or whether they
wers facing sudden and ruthless
destruction.

The chance had to ba taken. The risk
was terrible, but they had not expected
to escape the terrible fate Sosmes
designed for them without risk,

‘Bob Cherry went below and returned

Ey DICE PENFOLD
(of the Remove).

TRETCHED out quite Hat, upen

the mat,
Lay Bunter's ample hgure;
And those around,
ground, ;
Surveyed him, with a snigger.
“Pile in!™ cried Cherry. * Llaze away !
You're poing to zcore a * bull” to-day!”

upan  the

Bursting with pride, the Owl replied,
“1 feel in form for shooting.
I'll load my gun—no nced to vun!
Why, half the chaps are smu:mg 1
They %{new that Bunter's aim, no doubt,
Was just as wild as that of Prout!

The shot waz in, and, with a grin,
The marksman cocked his rifle;
And Toddy lauglicd, and Cherry chaffed,
Their mirth they could not stifle.
The trigger then was pressed with force,
The buﬁeb sped upon s course.

A wide!
cried,
“The target's missed completely !V
The portly Owl then gave & scowl—
“Y shot both well and neatly.
I'm the best marksman in the school,
I've been and bagged a blessed * bull * 17

We laughed with glee, then went to sce
The bullet's destination ; ;
The target white was untouched gquite,
And free Irom perforation. ;
“A miss!” was Wharton's grim admis-

00,
“ A wicked waste of amniumition

A wide!"” Frank Nugent

1!!‘

Then came a shout from Mr. Prout,
A dezen vards away:
“Why, goodness me!
see | :
A shot has gone astray!”
Bunter had scored, beyond all dault,
A splendid “bull *—for Mr. Prout!

e

Boys, come and

with a hatchet in hiz hand. He looked
at Wharton, who nedded assent.
- Crash!

The hatehet struck the flimsy door of
the deck-house with a concussion 1hat
rang fore and aft of the Aloha.

The die was cast now.

With hearts that beat almozst to
sufforation, the jnniors waited and
watehed, every hand grasping a weapon
of some sort—not that their weapouns
were  likely to availl them wuch if
Boames began to fire from the deck-
house.

But the erash on the door wasg an-
swered by no sound from within, IJf
that demon in hwmnan form was tricking
them, as he had tricked -the bostswain

to hiz death, he was kecping up the
trick.

But the juniors had
for receding, if they had thought of
rcceding. The hatehet erashed egain
on the door, and again and egoin, and
tho splinters flew fast,

The Kanaka scamen, lolling and loaf-
ing forward, gathered amidships to stare
m wonder at the scene. Bub they did
not dream of interfering.

Sirife among the “white marsters ”
was no business of theirs., Their busie
ness was to ohey whichever “white
marster ” gained the upper hand in the
strife,

A fat face ond o« pair of spectacles
glimmered out of the companion.
Bunter watched breathlessly. But he
dared not venturc on deck. He was pre-
pared to scuttle below like a rabbiv if
Soames waked.

But Secamez did not wake.

A raging lurricane conld not have
awakened him then, Ifad the Alcha
gone down Beamesz would have ne
down 1n her like a stone. The crashing
of tho hatchet, the splintering of the
wood were soundicess to his ecars.

The blows of the batchet rained on the
door. 'The splinterivg wood left the
door free. and the junbors, esperate
now, grazped it and torve it opon. Even
then they half-expected to be met by
whizzing, death-dealing bullets raining
on them from the sutomatic. But
there was no sound—only & sonseless
body rolled heavily in tha doorway of
the deck-house.

Boames, the sea-lawyer, lay sonselexs
at their feot.

For o moment they stared ab lim,
scarcely believing their eyes, scarcely
believing in their good fortune. ‘Then
Harry Wharton stooped swiftly and
igrn.sé:ed the automatic from the relaxed
and.

“I say, you fellows.” Bunter rolled
out of the companion. *1 sy, what did
I teil you?™

Even the Owl of the Remove could aca
that all waz safa now.

one too far now

“We've got him!"™ Bon Dance
gripped the helnyihg-pini
Wharton pushed him back.

" Biop that!”

_ “Take the chanee while you've got
it, =i, said Dance. “ You know what
he's done—you know what he'll do if
he .gels another chance——"

“3top it, I tell you!”

“Drop him over the side, sir; it's the
only zafe way with such a sea-lawsyer!”

“Cheesa it, old bean!"” said
Cherry.  “You're not sailing with
Black Peter now !

. Spames lay motionless, unconscious.
It was steangoe enough to the juniors to
see the man who had been so dangerous,
the man who had dealt out death ruth-
lessly, lving helpless at their fect. The
tables had been tuened with a ven-
reance. Soames had played out kis
dezperate game, and he had lest. Dy
& chanee that he could not heve fore-
seen—that the most cunning brain couid
not have foreseen—he had lost, struck
down by the hand which, of ell on
hoard the Aloha, he had most despised.

He lay senscless, knowing nothing of
what passed, and Wharton, kneeling by
hiz side, searched him for weapons.

In an inside-pocket he found the
mate's revolver, fully loaded. Soames
had kept that weapon in reserve. He
hagnded it to the Bounder.

He fastened Soames' holster to his
own belt, and placed the sutomatic in
it. The sea-lawyor's teeth were drawn
NOW.

Plainly, Scames was to lie unconseions

THE MagneT L1BRARY.—No. 1,023,
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for hours. The juniors lifted him inte Xanakas forward as Talupa sprawled.  “ Where will you Le if we tell Talups
s bunk in the deck-house, and left him They found his sudden fall entertaining. that you belong to him agamn?”
there. He was to find & startling Talupa sat up, dazed. _ chuekled Nugent,
change on hoard the Alocha when ke  “Golly! What name you hit " Beast!"
catre to hiz sensea. Talupa " he gasped. “Shut up, Bunier, for pgoodness’
“Keep your place, you dog!™ sake!” eajd Wharton. “Ii's agreed,
——— answered the wooden-legged seaman. you follows—Smithy's eaptain 1
" You'd better kick him, young Bunter!  The Bounder shook his head.
THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. He will savvy that!” _ “1 vote for Redwing!” he said.
Vae Vietis | Bunter was only too willing to impress “ Reddy can sail the schooner! He's s

LU OU fat fellor Bunter!”
-l Billy Bunter's eyes gleamed

behind his big zpectacles,

the wvoice of the

It was
Tonga Island eook.

Either the cook had taken no heed
of what had happened on deck, or his
obtuse brein did not grasp the signifi-
cance of it. Thersa was & Dew regime
on board the Aloha now, but the Tonga
Islander evidently did not understand.
He was calling Bunter in his old bully-
ing tons, and he came aft locking for
him with & rope in his hand.

Bunter was a funk of the first water;
but he was not afraid of the black man
when the latter was unsupported by the
terriblo Soames. Moreover, he had tho
support of the Famous Five now, and
tho Famous Five were the masters of
the schooner. They would not have
left him at the black cook's merey once
power was in their hands; and aiier
the sorvics ho had just performed still
less would they havo done so.

Bunter's little round eyes gleamed.
Circumstances had changed onece more;
and Talupa was not yet aware of it, and
was to hg made most cmphatically aware
of it

“You lazy fat feller boy, you no
wantee work!” prowled Talupa, as he
came up fo Bantfer.

“You black pig!"” snapped Bunter.

Talupa stamﬁ at him.

This was rather new language from
his “boy." .

“What namo you call me pig?"” he
roared. “Golly! Me knock seven bells
cuter you plenty quick!™

“Stop that, Talupa!” said Dol Cherry
atmrg?. ““Bunter doesn't belong to you

“White marster he give fat feller
belong me."

“Bpames 1sn't master of the schooner
now,” grinnod Bob. *“SBoames is
nobody. He's a prisoner. You take
grders from wus, old black bean.”

“Talupa no savvee.”

“White marster he no good any
more,” explained Ben Dance. “ Young
whits marsters hosa Aloha, savvee?"

“Tat feller boy belong me allee
sames !” .

“You black pig!*” zaid Bunter. * Yon
cneeky nigger! You drop that rope, or
see what you'll get, you ﬁf'thv canmibal [

“What name vou call?” hissed
Talupa.

“Dirty eannibal!” hooted Dunter.

In all probability the Tonga Yaslander,
in his time, had joined in a feast where
ﬁ'lnngo ptﬁ " figured in the menu. Dot
the South Sea Islander is sensative on
such points, and

does not like being
called a cannibal.

His black face blacker with rage le
made a jump at Bunter.

“Keep him off 1" velled the Qwl of
the Remove, :

He dodged behind the stalwart figure
of Ben Tlancze.

Clrash!
. Dance drove his huge, knotted fist
into the face of the Tonga Islender
without ceremony.

Talupa went over like & felled ox and
erashed on the deck.

There was a cackling laugh from the

Tue Macyer Lisrary.—No. 1,023,

behave

by that means upon Talupa’s obtuse
mind the fact that circumstances had
altered.

He fairly jumped to the task.

Talupa yelled and sgquirmed and
roared as the Owl of the Remove kicked
him right and left.

Then Buater caught up the rope's-end
he had dropped.

Whack ! Whack! Whack! Whack!

The hapless Tonga Yslander squirmed
under the lashes of hiz own insirument
of punishment. Bunter put all his beef
1ato it,

Talupa squirmed away, roaring. It
was borne in upon his thick skull now
that the reign of Soames was over, and
that he was back in his old place, and
that it behoved him to treat sll white
marsters, including Bunter, with
respect,

He dodged back to his galley, and
Bunter pursued him till he was out of
breath, still lashing with the rope.

The fat junior reburned aft, gasping
i‘pr breath, but grinning with satisfac-
100,

"1 zay, youa fellows, that's the wayv to
handle niggers " he said. “You leave
it to me to }:eep niggers in order! T'Il
give that villain Soames s taste of it,
too, when he wakes up !

“"You won't!" said Harry Wharton
curtly.

i1 ﬂ'h,_ rqa]lf. Wharton——" Bunter
glared indignantly at the captain of the
Greyfriars Remove., “I've had enough
cheek from Scames—a checky munser-
vant—and I can tell you I'm going to
thrash him! Why, you cheeky ass, but
fﬁg me you'd still be cringing to him!"

Nobody cringed to him but you,
Bunter,” said Harry, “and now he's
down and out vou'll {et him alone! You
deserved nll you got, and
vourself, we'll
Talupa again [*

“What I” gasped Bunter.

* After all, Bunter made a pretty good
cook’s boy!” remarked Bob Cherry.

It's the first time in his life he's ever
done any work, but he picked it up
guite guickly ! Better keep him at it 1"

I Tli'ue betterfulness would be ter-
rific!" grinned Hurree Jamset Ram

if you don't
give you to

Singh.

“Why, rou—you checky heasts!”
gasped Bunter. “ After I've saved vou
all! After what U've done for youl I

did it a]l—"

“8hut up, old fat man!® said
Johnny Bull, “Boeames would still ba
master of the schooner, even after you
deped him, if you'd been left to deal
with him! You've been useful, but
shut up 1™

Y Why, rou—rou—you—" spluttered
Bunter.

“Dry up, Bunter!” urged Wharton.
“Now, you fellows, we've got to decide
what we're going to do. The schooner
15 in our hands now, and, with Panea's
help, we can sail her. The Aloha
Belongs to 8mithy's father, and so0 we'd
betfer appoint Smithy captain.®

“Well, I like that!” hooted Bunter.
“After what I've done, I can tell you
I expect to take command ™

““Ha, ha, hal”

“Blested if I ean oo anything to
cackle at! AWhere would vou be now
but for me?" demanded Bunter.

satlorman 1

Eﬁdwmg shook his head in his turn.

-Wharton's our leader,” he said
quietly. “ Keep to that, When it comes
to sailing the schooner I'll do my best,
Bl;:ﬁ we're not sailing vet.”

‘The treasure first ! said Bob.

“Yes, rather !

:‘That-:s settled, ther, Wharton's
ﬁknpper, * _assented the  Rounder,

Reddy will have to take command
when we get to zen, but we're not going
to sea till we've lifted the pearls. It's
}:lam-smhng now. We begin searching
or the treasure to-morrow,"

;[;Ia.rrerh&rMH nodded.
. "That's settled, then. This side of the
izsland i clear of natives; we found that
out to-day when we went athore with
soames.  Wo begin hunting for the
treasure early in the morning, But we
shall have to take jolly good care that
Soames doesn't do any moro mischief,

His testh are drawn now, but he wil
want watching 1

“We shan't stand on ceremony wit
E:ha “'i’il].ﬂ.iti " said  the Bﬂ{mdm&

Wo've gob to keep him a prisoner,
and hand him over io the Jaw when we
get away from here, 'We'll take him
ashore with us, and leave him bound to
& tree when he's out of our sight, with
a fc]!mv to wateh him."

‘I say, vou fellows——"

:: Oh, shut up, Bunter "

. can  hear that beast Soames
moving '

“Oh 1

There was a sound from the deck-
house of the slecper sticring at last,
The sun was sinking behind the hills of
Caca now, and shadows were stealing
over the lagoon,

The juniors waited for Hoames to
cmerge,

They heard him drag himself from
the bunk and mutter. A few minutes
later he was looking from the doorway
of the deckhouse, His face was pale
and his eyes were burning. The effects
of the dope had not wholly worn off
yet, and there was a dazed expression
on his face. But it was clear that he
realised something of what had hap-
pened. He had found his weapons
gone, and knew that the power had
passed from his handa.

The Greyfriars fellows eyed him
grimly.

Soames blinked at them in the red
glare of the tropical sunset, His glance
took in the automatic slung in the
holster fo Wharton's belt and the
Bounder's pocket BAEEING under the
weight of the mate's revolver. He
krew at once how matters stood.

"80 you've come to!” said Wharton
quietly.

Soames nodded.

What his feelings were the juniors
could guess, but hiz composure was un-
hroken. Indeed, there came back into
hiz manner something of the old smooth
obsequiousness of the manservant.

“1 suppose you know that vou are in
our hands now?" said Harry,

“It would appear =0, sir,”
Soames.

Wharton tappaed the automatis,

“You are a prisoncr ! Le said. =1
suppose you Lprow that w2 shall nat

sald
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Bunter canght up wne rope’s end ihe Tonga Islander had dropped. Whaek ! Whack I Whack | The hapless Talupa
squirmed under the lashes of his own insirument of punishment, and Bunter pui his beef into If. ** Ha, ha, ha ! ** chuckled

Harry Wharton &

harm you if we can help it? But if
you raise g finger to give us trouble,
you will be shot down like a mad dog!
I warn you that we shall run no risks
of letting you get the whip-hand again !

*1 should not expect you to do so,
sir,” said Soames smoothiy. I have
played for o high stake and Jost! I
have nothing to regret except that I
have failed! It is a case of vae
victis " ]

“Woe to the vanguished ! said Bob,
locking very nuri-:}u;ll}' at Soanies.

It was odd enough to hear a man-
servant, turned sea-lawyer, quote a
Letin tag.

Soames smiled faintly.

“1 was not always a manservant, sir,
and my name was not always Soames,”
he said smoothly. “"Had I eome into
possession of a fortune, as I hoped, I
should not have pushed my way into a
class to which I do not belong; I should
have resummed a position I lost long ago.
But that is & matter of no interest to
you. I quite realise that the power 1s
now in your hands, and that I am your
prisoner. May I ask what you intend
to do with me?" . "

The man’s smoothnezs did not decelve
the juniors. They knew that he was
still dangerous, and never more dan-
gerous than when he seemed to be sub-
missive and obsequious. He was not
likely to deceive them again.

“What can we do with you?" =zaid
Harvy., ““ You are a murderer, and we
must keep you & prisoner till you can
bo handed over to the law !

“1 do nobk agree! JE I have taken
life, it was m self-defence, and my con-
goience is clear ™ zaid Soames calmly.

., vastly amused.

“In Rome one must do as Rome does,
and in the South Beas the ways are
different from the ways at home., DBut
I know better than to argue with one
who has the upper hand. 1 am your ser-
vant, gentlemen !

He paused a moment.

“1 have been doped ¥ he said.

“Yes,"” said Harry,

“I did mot look for that,” said
aoames. Y We all make mistakes. May
1 ask, if it iz not taking too great a
liberty, how you contrived it ?”

Billy Bunter gave a fat clhuckle.

“You can put it down to me, you
rotiert” he said, grinning

Soames looked at him.

“It was your own dope,” said Whar-
ton contemptuousty. “We wore nob
likely to have such stuff in our posses

gion. Bunter found it, rummaging in
vour suit-case, while we were ashore
to-day.™

“And I jolly well gave it Lo vou In
vour coffee!” chuckled Bunter.

For an instant there came a ferrible
fash into Scamoes’ eyes. The grin died
off Bunter’s fat face as he zaw it, and
he backed instinetively behind the other
feliows. Wharton's grasp closed on the
automatic and Ben Dance gripped his
belaying pin. DBut 1t was only for an
instant that Soamcs: allowed his con-
suming fury to be zeen. The next he
was eplm and svave again.

“I understand,” he said. “I made
a mistake. I should have remembercd
that a brave man i3 not so dangerous
as a ecoward driven desperate.”

“Why, you cheeky cad?!” hooted
Bunter,
“I shall remember this, Masier

(See Chapler 14.)

Bunter,” said Soames. “Possibly a
change of circumstances may enable nie,
gome day, to pay you what I owe you.”

“h, shut up!” said Bunter deri-
sively. ““You just remember that
you're a manservant, end be respectful
to vour boettors. Hee? You'll be jolly
well kicked if you don't behave your-
self. ‘Got that?” i

“Shut up, Bunter!” said Bob.

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“1 stand corrected,” said Soames, un-
moved. “May I ask, gentlemen, what
are your orders to me now "

“None,” said Harry. "'We go ashore
to-morrow, and you will be taken with
us and carefully guarded. Till then
vour can keep to your old quarters and
do as you like. (gnl‘j I warn you, once
more, that if you attempt any mischief
it will be for the last time. We shall
not allow you to endanger our lives
again’ .

“I1 quite understand, sir."

And Soames was left to himself. He
toek his suit-case and his other belong-
inga from the dock-house back to his
old gquarters amidships with submissive
ohedience. His belongings had alrcady
heen scarched for concealed weapons.
Unheeding the mocking starcs of the
Wanaka seamen, Scames dropped back,
1 a moment as it were, into hiz old

osition of & defcreatial manservant,

en Danece stared after him and shook
his head. The wooden-legeod scaman
was plainly of the opinion that tho sca-
lewyer wonld be safer over the side:
but the Greylriars fellows were not
likely to act on the advice of the man
who had sailed with Black Peter.
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Whan the night came the Greyviriars
fellows were divided into Ewo watches,
to gleep and watch alternately. Not
for o moment did they intond to be off
their puard. Soames, unarmed, single-
handed, was powerless now, and the
anaks seamen bad accepted the new
change in the mastery of the schooner
without question. DBut the Greyiriars
juniers knew nhow much might depend
on their vigilance., At mudnight the
Bounder looked in on Soames; the man
was 1n his bunk, apparently peacefully
asleep.

Splash !

It was an hour after midnight when
Wharton and Nugent and Bob Cherry,
who wero the watch on deck, heard a
faint splash by the side of the anchored
schooner,

Wharton starled and stared round.

“What was that?"

“A shark, perhaps.”

Yrharton ran to the side. In the
oleam of the stars on the lagoon he
caught for an instant & glimpse of &
swimmer's head on the water. It
vanished the next moment in the direc-
tion of the beach. A black fin showed
in the starhighit, & hidecous snout was
seen for a second. Wharton, with a
shudder, ran to Soames' quarters. As
he already suspected, the bunk was
empty. The sea-lawver was gone!
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CANNIBALS ?

“THE RIVAL TREASURE-SEEKERS!”
By FRANK RICHARDS.
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ANOTHER FINE YARN OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. NEXT WEEK!

Roamoes?" exclaimed Bob, as Whar-
tan hurried back

¥ es™

“He's gone " asked Nugent.

i ?EE.”

“But the sharks—"

“He has taken his chance,”™ said
Harry., "1f he chooses to be marooned
on the island, instead of being taken
back a prisoner, let him. But the
lagoon is alive with sharks!”

Tha juniors stared across the rail,
acrosd the shadowy lageon, with tonse
faces,. No cory came to their ears.
Fither the desperate swimmer had
escaped the sharks, or he had been
dragged urnder the water without & cry.
Thoy could not tell. The sea-lawyer
was gone, and the shadows of the tropio
night hid his fato.

THE EXND.

(The treasure island lies Before the
Greéyfriars Chums, and Black Peler's
cachke of pearls i3 almost theirs for the
feking., But there are still perils to be
averconte before the schoolboys touch
the treasure they lhave braved so much
Jor. Next week's long complele story of
Harry Wharton & Ca, 12 entitled "THE
RIVAL TREASURE-SEEEERS ! and
12 full of thrills.)

THE THRILL
OF
THE WEEK !

What Bunter has
dreaded most since he
started on this treasure
quest to the Southern
Seas has happened : he's
fallen into the hands of
cannibals, who regard
thefatGreyfriars
Removite as the finest
specimen of * long pig ™
they have ever had the
luck to meet [

Wil he make a meal
for these hungry can-
nibala or will he, with
* Bunterish ' luck, escape
the stewing pot ?

See next week's grand
long story of the Grey-
friars Chums, entitled :

ax
.....

of the week!

EFES SN R FEA RN NN IR AN A NS B RN R AN NN RSN RN A R R AN llli
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YOUR EDITOR ! |

e
=

“LET IT RAIN, LET IT BLOW ! ™

HAT a time it's been for ducks!
This swinmer has out-rained
itsalf, 8o to speak, but it hasn't
damped the cheeriness of ono
of my readers, who has been on a long
tramping holiday through Dovon and
Furnwnll. T. M., of Guildford, tells me
1o has walked through miles of cloud-
bursts, and has been up to his cyes in
mud-—the good old red mud of the
Devon lanes. Tvery evening he has had
to dry his clothes before the roaring
kitchen fire of a wayside cottage, and
scrape the mud from his “eyebrows.”
That is encugh, I should think, to make
the merriest optimist foel down in the
dumps. I shouldn’t blame him feeling
80, cither. DBut not so with my cheer
correspondent. Noj; he’s been throu
it every daﬂ-z or nearly every day, with
8 smile on his wet face and a whistle on
his lips, and consequently he has re-
turned to school as fit as a fiddle.
What's the good of grousing if it rains
cais and dogs?” asks my correspondent.
That won't make it brighter, will it?"
Quite s0. No good looking for trouble
with & gloomy countenance. A bright

one will carry you through the stormiest
storm,

“Let it rain and pour, but it won't
damp my spirits,” seems to have boen
the subject of T. M.'s mnis as he yelled
them over the moors to the accompani-
ment of the rain and wind. I like that
character in a chap. He's the kind
wha'll get on in this world,

—re—

KEEFING THE POT BOILING !

. This haso't anything to do with cook-
ing. Tt's to do with Magnetites who are
always pushing their favourite com-
pamion papers to the fore om every
possible oceasion. “Bill,” of Naorwich,
says he js doing his bit for the old
MagreET in this way. There's a lot a
reader can do for his paper by mention.
ing to pals what’s going on in it. Little
references that wi%l incite curipsity in
the non-reador, and maeke him want to
know more. He'll buy the Macwer and
the deed is done. Once a reader, alwaya
a reader, Ho keep the pot a-boiling,
chaps, and don't let your pal alone until
ho has seen a copy of your paper.
You'll be doing me a good turn, and
I'm not one to forget a service.

——

LETTERS RECEIVED !

Best thanks for interesting letters
from C. Rundle, Strete, near Dart.
mouth; Leslie H. A. Ricksan, New
Kent Road; 8idney Taubin, Stoke
Newington; R. W, Froome, Margate;
J. 8hroll, Highgate; Darry, Ports-
nmrouth ; M. Cowan, Hilton Road, New
South Wales; M. Conant, Sydney;
Lawrence 3. Miller, Vancouver; Jean
Todhunter, Ongarun, New Zealand: R.

T. G. Wrathall, Derby; James Taylor,

Audenshaw: John Wright, South
Shields: R. DM ;. Bellwood, Seyen-
onks; CGertrude Kappesser, Brooklyn;

Alexander Dillon, Greenock; Harry
Lambert, Barry; A. H. Allen, Atter-

cliffe; Charles Curtis, Lurgan; W.
Glyn Protheroe, Swansea; D. P,
Henderson,  Wandsworth; F. W,

Fletcher, Lowestoft.
YOUR EDITOR.



THE BEAR'S CLAWY _Aihough the vest of ihe world condemna Dave Orchord as o thief, Tils nephew has aluays

Delizved in his innocelnos.

he sees part of the stolen gold—tile great Bear's Claw nugget !

The Stolen Nugget!

LINGING himself aside, Simeons
darted round the table, nursing
tho forearm badly bruised by
the toe of Morgan’s great boot.

A few inches lower and the zavage kick
would have broken his wrist.

“Aw, cot it out ! he yelped, terror in
his starting eyes.

Morgan hurled himsclf across the
table and grabbed his pard by the hair,
dragging him over the gold heap
towards him. The hands of Lefty clawed
feverishly like the talonz of a bear, and,
enconntering Morgan's shirt, ripped it
from his throat n.u‘tfl chest.

Un the swaying step-ladder, Jack and
Terry peered in at this scene of violence,
their every vein tingling. Then both
gave s pasp of surprise as the lantern
shone full on Morgan 23 he wrenched
himself back. There, nesting on his
bare, massive chest, was a great gold
nugget in the shape of a claw !

“ Great snakes 1" gasped Jack hoarsely,
“D'yon see it, Terry? The nugget my
uncle was supposed to have stolen—the
Bear’s Claw 1#

Jack and Terry, his Irish chum,
?tnrnd at the great golden nugeat rost-
ing on Bull Morgan's bare chost, their
eyes round as saucers,

The youngsters had come to Dawson
to make some purchases and were soon
to return to their old pard whom they
called Uncle Clem, at Starvation Cresk.
For long they had hoped te got on
the track of the great Bear's Claw
nugget which Jack's unecle, Dave
Orchard, was supposed to have stolen
in San Francizco. Dave Orchard had
disappeared, and neither Jack  nor
Terry had been able to gel any infor-
mation about him or the stolen gold.
MNow suddenly and unexpectedly, they
found themselves in the way of solving
tha whole mystery.

Standing: there on the swaying step-
ladder, the hovs peered through the
amall high windoew inte the sinoke-
laden eard-room where Bunll Morgan
and the card-sharper, Lefty Simons,
were savagely facing one another.

The scoundrels had opened up the
High Life Pool Balocn to fleece the

~

-
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hard-working Yukon miners of their
gold, They had bheen succecding
mighty well, too, but it was clear from
the conversation of the rogues thaot
this big nugget had not been acquired
recently. There was no doubt that for
some considerabls time it had been In
Bull Morgan's possession, and that it
was a bone of contention between the
unserupulous partners.

Both the rogues were panting heavily
after their fght, and werse too
engrossed to notice the eager faces of
the boys at that small window in the
partition high above 4hem. Thei
were not even aware that it was Jae
and Terry, tho youngsters they hated,
who wera taking a night's shelter in
the pool saloon out of the rain. Their
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INTRODUGTION.

JACK GRCHARD arrives et Sun Franciseo fo
find that hie uncle,

DAVID ORCHARD, dis missing, haring
apparently absconded with o bag of gold
which had been entrusted to him by an ofd
Friend named s

SIMPSON, I'n congequence of this Jack is
forced to apply for a job. In the cily Re
Jalle it wpith o cheery Trigh Loy,

TERARY O'HARA, end loter the luwo neae
chums decide to join in a grect gold rush .
the Yukon, On the way north fhey jein
forees 1ith

CLEM HARDY, an old prospector, whom fhey
eome to call Uncle Clem, AL times during
their rowgh journey the thrée are froubied
with a pair of buflier named Bull Maorgan
wnd Lefty Simons, and on one occasion
Jack fipkts Bull for o dog, whick he wing
after a strugeie.

Leek ecomnes (o the MNwee " poardners ™
wheit they pex out o elaim al Stervation
Chreel and snake o greal ' striks.”  The gold
they scoop amownts o semelhing over o
thowsand pottnds.

Ag the twinler drows near the colitems
deefde o eisit the lowan of Dawsan for
necesraey suppiica fo enrry them throuwgh
the long months of snow anid ice. Dnele Clem
repaing al the cabin, and the fwo boys gl
ol

O their first day in Dawson they are
obliged to put up for the night in the lower
part of the fowg, During the wight they are
aiakened by anrgry toices coming Srom an
adjoining room. JLooking through & small
window they ore astounded wilnesses of o
guigrerel belween their old enemies, Full
Morgan and Sumons.  Apparently these
fwe are owners of the saleon, and are
Siphting over the apoilr of the erening,

{Now réad on.}

And ot last Jack's belief iz vindicaled, for round the neck of his old enemy, Bull Morgan,

sorthe Getting/

Chinese servant had reporled thabk two
boys had wanted a doss there, and the
pariners had agreed, providing the
lads paid heavily for the privilege.

Now becanse Simons had ripped Bull
Morgan's shirt open, the youngsters
had scen the great nugget tied round
the saloon-kecper’s neclk with a rough
niece of string. If indeed this was the
Bear’s Claw—the nugget belonging to
dimpson, the prospector—the rogues
should be made to explain to the police
how they came by it.

“Ma bhoy ™ whispered Terry to Jack
beside him on the step-ladder, *d'vou
think that is indade the Bear's Claw
nugget which vouwr uncle Dave waa
aocused of lifting

“Looks like it, doesn’t it, Terry?
whispered Jack, in reply. “OF course
I've never seen it before, but I'll wager
my share in the Yellow Hovseshoe mine
agsanst o ekinned jack-rablat, ihat
there ain't bwo nuggets in the world
of that size and shape!™

“That sounds reasonable enough”
mutiered Terry. “But how comes it
that that spalpeen Morgan has got it?"

Jack gave a shrog.

" Ask me another I he snad,

own in the card-room, Bull AMorgan
nad clenched his great fists again as
though s-eri::q]:si:; ithinking of smashing
his crony, who much dishevelled, was
serambling off the green baize table.
Evidently, however, hiz cunning mind
vefleeted that Lefty Bimens was too
useful 2 man to guarrel with, and he
foreed & grulf, unmosical laugh.

“Haw, we ain’t going to fall out for
the sake o a fow maonldy nuggets,

efiy ™ he eried, “Jielp v'self 10 tho

rst hali-dozen alore we divide the
rest o' the pile wo won to-mght fvom
those bone-headed mingra”

A gloating look spread over Tefty's
avaricions face, and the share-out was
made between the iwo scoundreels. The
cunning sharper knew his value in tho
partnership, and as Morgan had given
way on ane point, he was now minded
to test him on another.

“1 guess that's satisfactory so far,"” he
said: *and now what about the olher
matter ¥

“ What
Morgan.
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“The Bear's Claw!”

The watching boys gave a start. Ho
the great nugget was actually the one
that Jack's uncle was supposed 1o have
decamped with !

The mention of the name by Lefty,
made his burly Eflard truculent again.

“Ain't I minding i$?" demanded
Morgan,

H3a here, Bull,” murmured Lefts
persuasively, “we had a shareout o
that other gold we got offen Dave
Orchard, the uncle o' that young skunk
Jack Orchard who gave you a& thun-
de‘t;ing good licking——"

Gir-r-r-rrh, never mind all that!”
interposed DMorgan savagely. b ||
smash the cub for that one o' these

dayvs. And I don't want to hear nothin’
about that other gold neither; we went
ﬁ[ti;-ﬁftf on that and the matter’s done
with.,”

A sardenic grin curled Lefty Simons’
cruel lips.

“Not altogether done with, Bull”
he said; *“there's that Bear's Claw
vou're wearin’ 1 guess I'll go and
get a hammer right now and we'll
smash 1t up and 5%{{‘. that between us.”

Morgan stilfened,

“You're crazy!” he grunted. *The
nugget will lose a full third o its value
if it's smashed up. And besides, ain't
it a luck-bringer? Ain't it brought me

Lk l:'n.'

Lefly Simons clawed Imiaﬁs]:]lly afil Bull I;Imgﬂ?n*s shirt, ripping it from hils throat and chest.
was A great gold nugge g shape of a claw. y
8 pugget my uncle was supposed to have stolen—the Bear®s Claw [ ' (8¢ page 25.)

—ut—a powerful heap o' good luck to-
night ¥

fi  Bimons flickered
sensitive fingers in the air. ]

“Aw, it was my skill that provided
to-night's gn-::d fortuns, Bull,” he
remarked, “and I guess there's plenty
more good luck coming by the same
means. We were going ffty-fifty on
all that gold we got in 'Frisco, mark
vou, and yet you've kept the best part
of it—the Dear's Claw—entirely o
vourself, Apart from it's not 'I::eing
the square thing to do with an honest
pard, il's durn dangerouws. If one o
the Redeoats was to spot thab on you,
they'd have all the” evidence that ‘ud
send yvou—and me, too—away to the
pen for years.”

“I3 that so? rumbled Bull Morgan,
“Well, T ain’t in no ways pariing irom
my N’ maseot, Lefty, ond that's
straight., The Bea’s Claw has bronght
us Iuek to my wav o thinkin' and I
ain't a-poin’ to fly in the face o' [ate
by breaking it up wi' no bhammer.
Now quit talkin® about it, for whatever
y' may say won't cul no ice at all”

The pair of rogues stood facing one
another beneath the vellow rays of the
lantern. Jack and Terry, gazing
intently between the blinds of that
small window, could see Lefty’s fingers
twifching as though the mere sight of

his lean,

* Great snakes ! ** gasped Jack hoarsely.

There, on his bare, massive chest
** D’you see it, Terry ? The

that great claw of gold gave him =«
irresistible impulse to acguire 1t

“Begorra, 'tis & real scrap they'n
going to have yet, me bhoy!" wha
pered Terry hopefully.

With heads together ther watched
in silence, so intent on the interior of
that gaming den and the affairs of
their old cnemiies that  they scarce
noticed the cramp which was beginning
to assail their legs due to their un-
comfortable stance on the top of the
ladder., Neither did they see a leering,
vellow face peer round the partifion
rom {he narrow passageway, nor hear
the cawtions-footed tread of the
Chinese attendant as he moved toward
the ladder.

They had completely forgotten the
Asziatic, and their first startiin
reminder of him occenrred when, wit
a vicipus fug, he drapged the step-
ladder frowm under them,

* Jehosophat

* Hivins ™

The crash of the Jadder and the
velps of the two chumsz as  they
deseended to the hardwood floor, came
like & burst of thunder on the stillness
of the bool saloon. A stream of yellow
light shone forth as the door of the
aming den was slung open, and Bull

organ, followed by Lefty Simons,
charged out.

)
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EVERY

SATURDAY.
“ Jumpin’ mackinaw ! What's
wireng i bellowed Morgan.
“Ma eatchoo hoy  take  look-sea

through window ! piped the Chinaman.
“ Allen same, me t'inkee too much dirty
spy 1™

E'J_"-::n the daor, Terry!” eried Jack,
hounding to his fect. ' INever mind
yvaur blankets

Badly bruised by their fall, the
youngsters cluded the two rogues, and,
dodgmg swift-footed between the pool
tables, attempied to drag open ihe
wooden outer doors of the salpon.

" Locked " panted Jack,

He fumbled for the key, but it had
been taken away, and then both he and
Terry flung themselves aside as 2 knife
struck quivering into the woodwork
between them.

The disappointed grunt of the mur-
derons Chinaman who had slung  the
weaport  was  swiftly followed by a
bellow from Dull Morgan, who thrust
the Asiatic vielently aside.
“What the blazes are y' dong, Wung,

fool ™ he ihundered.  “We don’t
want no killin' on respectable premises
like those—Ilcasiways, not right by the

front door!”

A3z there wos no way oul from the
front, Jack and Terry doubled back

i

PRICE
TWOPENCE.
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throupgh the saloon towards tha rear,
for tho side windows of the building
weore shuttered, Unluckily, in dodgin

Rimons, Terry tripped over the butt o
o pool cue protruding from & rack, and
went bowling to the sawdust like a shot
ralrbt,

Jock stopped and turned back to help
iz chum, and that was the undoing of
Loth the boys; for Morgan, Simons, and
the Chinaman piled upon them, and ia
spite of their viglent struggles, dragped
tgem under the oil-lantern of the
gatning-den.

Immediately o triumphant how! rose
from the giant pool-zaloon keeper.

“Heck] We've got 'em, Left £
'orn at last—those two young &kun]{;ﬁﬂ

The iron fingers of Bull Morgan
tightened like a vice on Jackls throat
till red spots daneced in bewildering
array befora the boy's dimmed eyes. As
though from afar off, he heard Terry
shouting wild Irish threats, and knew
hiz chum had his hands full with Simons
and the Chinee. He felt, too, Morgan's
great right paw tearing at his coat, and
pressed against the moose-skin pouch of
pold hitched under his shirt

“Bay, Lefty, this hﬂg'a gol a poke on
him 1" exclaimed the big willain glee:
fully. “Get that sandbag o' yours, and

afterwards we'll relieve 'em of  their
staka I

_ dack’s urgling ery as  Morgan
incrcased the pressure on his  throat
roused Terry to a fremzy. He had
managed to gooure a grip on Simons'
wriat, and this prevented Morgan's
crony {rom snetching up the sixz-shooter
which still lay on the floor.

Then, as thoe sinister Wung flung his
sinewy anns about him, the agtle Irish
lad suddenly relessed Simons and
dropped through the Chink’s grip to the
floor. With lightning dexterity, his
nﬁ:ht foot hooked behind Himens' loft
ankle, and his left foot struck Morgan's
crony a smart blow just belew the kneo,

It was a ju-jitsu trick ho had once
been taught. Simons gave a howl of
Faiﬁ and crashed full length on to his
JOCH.

Squirming over like an eel, Terry
bounced to his feet azs Wung made a
rush at him with an aplifted chair.
His left shot out like a piston-red full
to the Asiatic's leering month—and
Wung went reeling back and fell hoad-
long over the prostrete Simons.

(There are tone of thrills in mnext
week' s long instalment of thiz powerful
story of the Yukonl)

AND SEE

JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
THE WORLD.
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COMPLETE SCALE MODEL RAILWAYS
as sold by

BﬂSSETT'LUWKE = of Northampton
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Also Rails, Stations, Wagons, Carriages, Brakes, Vans, Signal Boxes, Points, Sidings, Tunnels,
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your door. Ask Daddy, and Big Brother, and Uncle Bill, and Sister Sue, and Sister's Sweetheart,
and the next-door neighbour, and every smoker you know to smoke B.D.V. Cigarettes and save
you the coupons. You can get all your friends to help you collect. In a very, very short tume
you will have sufficient to begin getting free gifts. The more coupons you collect the more
gifts you can secure. Get your chums to club with yeu if you like and run a combined railway.
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DON'T MISS “THE JAPE OF THE TERM!"—NEXT WEEK'S SCREAM OF A STORY!

15

DUEE'S SON AND DUSTMAN'S SON ! Two new boys mal:e theiy appeerance

al ST. Sam’s fogether—ihe + Honnevabie ©?

To one the Head gives a prizve feed, to the other a prize liclking !

13 OME in, fathead!” szaid Doctor
Bivchwemall cheertly, as a hefty
boot elumped on the door of
his study.

It was Alr. Lickham, the master of
the Fourth, who opened the door of the

sacred departinent. He stopped short
on the threshold, and stared. He had
eggspected the Head to be alone, but
thers were two new boys with him o
the study. One was a tall, elegant-look-
ing youth, with well-chisclled features,
mcloading & well-hammered nose, for it
was rather red and swollen., It scemed
that the elegani-locking youth was no
stranger to the noble art of self-
offence,

The other new boy was dressed very
shabbily. His Eatens were really moth-
Tiatens. He wore no collar or tie, but a
highly-eullered “ choker ™ adorned his
neck.” He was freckle-faced, and snub-
nosed, with a pair of twinkling, rogish
cyes. There was nothing haughty about
him—a fact which Mr. Lickham noted
with approval. If there was one thing
Mr. Lickham could not stand, % was
haught.

The shabby bor made & courtly bow
to the Farm master.

1312

“I wish you o good-afternoon, sir!
he said, in a culiared, robmed voice.

The elegant-looking youth also prected
Mr. Lickham, but mm a very diffcrent
Way.

“rArternoon, old covey!™ he =said.
And vou could have ent s axxent with
a knifc,

Mr. Lickham gasped. He knew that
the two new bowvs must be the duke’s
son and the dustman’s son; and his fivst
impreshun was that the elegant wvouth
was tho duke's son, and ithe shabby
vouth the dustman’s zon. DBut the way
i which they addressed him ecauszod
Mr. Lickham to ehange his mind. It
was hardly likely that & duke’s son
would dreop hiz ' aitehes,™ and eall a
IForm master an “old covey.” It was
<till lessz likely ihat a dusiman’s son
would make a courtly bow, and =prak in
the refincd, cultured tones of the Upper
Ten.

So Mr. Tackham, havine quite desided
that the shalidilyv-dreszed fellow was the
duke’s zon, and having been commanded
hy the Head to treat the latter with
enprizey and respect, promplly dropped
on ong knee before ham.

“Your Honner.,” he mormered. in
westdling toanes, © T kizs vour hand ¥

“Riop T ericd the ead, rushing for-
ward in alarm. "“What on earth are
vou doing of, Lickham? What do you
mean by provelling at the fect of a dost-

Tur Maoxer LiRRany.—No, 1.023,

the talented “ orther”

of the Second Form at
Greyfriars.

man’s son?
grimy paw?”

Mr. Lickham let go of the shabby
boy's hand as if it had suddenly become
red-hot, Then he rose to his fect, a
crimson flush confusing his cheeks.
"I—=I"m sorry, sir!” he stammered.
“T had no idea I was making chevsance
to a dustman’s son, I wasn’t guite sure
which waa which o

“Well, you know now!" snapped
Doctor ”_wpﬂnm_mﬁp:. “This tall, refined-
looking boy is the duke's son—the Hon-
neveble Algernon. It iz to him vou
should pay vour respects.”

“Not *arf!” grinned the duke’s son.

Lager to atone for his blunder, Mr,
Lickham again dropped on to one knee—
this time at the fret of the Honnerable
Algernon.

How dare you kiss his

“Welecome to St. Sam's, Your
Honner!™ he said, like a fawning
stckofant, T Kiss your hand! That iz

to say, I should like to kizs it, but it's
so—er—erubby |7

“Kisa it at onee, Lickhami '™ com-
manded the Head tartly.

Very gingerly, Mr. Lickham applied
hiz lips to the Honncrable Algernon's
grubhy paw, Then, vising to his feet, he
hastily wiped his mouth with a hangker-
cheef.

“I trust Yonr Hoenner will be very
happy at 8t. Bam’s."” said Mr. Lickham.
“Would Your Honner do me the
privilege of faking tea with me in my
study 7H

“His Honner haz just had fea with
me " intrupted the Head.

“Yus, but I could go another!™ said
the Honnerable Algernon, smacking his
lips. “The tea I "ad with vou was a
wash-out ! A plate of stale buns, and a
eup of wishyv-washy tea. That ain’t the
way to entertain a dook's son. T think
Tll go an’ 'ave lea with this old
cotdger "—indicaiing Mr.,  Lickham,
“Priaps ¢'ll be a bit more jennerus
than wot you wasz!"?

The Head gritted hiz false teeth with
rage, and for a momeni it looked az if
he would commit assault and battery on
the Honnerahle b,__.m__.hf..:a:. But with a
grate effort he conkered his anger, and
mustard a sickly smile.

“I am sorry Your Honner did not
enjov the magnifisent spread T prepared
in Your Honner’s honner,” said Ilactor
Birchemall. *'Doubtless Mr. Lickham's
tea will atome for the shortcomings of
miine.

He waved iz hand to the door., which
Mr, Lickham onened like a fawning
meenial to usher out the Honnerable
..P.ﬁ.uqzcﬂ,

“Tf you please. sir.” caid ihe dust
man'z zon, who had lieen a  silond
specked-tater of the prozecdingz,  * May
I have fea with Mr. Lickbam, too?”

Algernon and Herbert Binns.

e

|

“No, yon may not!” thundered Docior
Birchemall. * You will remain here and’
take your gruel!”

“ My=—iny gruel, sir?’

S Yes—a liberal application of my
birch-rod !” said the Head savvidgely.

You common, low-bred pauper! You
shall ﬂwm dearly for your ordassity in
coming here to mix with the sons of
jentlemen |V

Herbert Binns—for that was the now
boy’s name—Ilooked dismayed.

,“But 1 didn’t eome here from choice,
sir,” he protested. “I was sent here hy
the local Counsil, to reseeve my edduca.
tion. I had no say in the matter.”

Dactor Birchemall frowned,

“The local Counsil compelled me to
resceve you into this school as a pupil,”
he said. T was nnable to pay my rates,
and they threttened me with chokevy—I
mean, quod. So I offered to give a freo
edducation to the son of one of their
employees, by way of squaring the
matter. They nomminated you—the son
of Binns, the dustman! I regard it as
an insult! 'To think that a dustman’s
son should come here and rub sholders
with a duke's son! 1 am not a snob;
I do not make fish of one and foul of
another; but I hartily: despise a bratt
who has no breeding and no peddipree.
Your edducation, IBinns, shall
commendce fourthwith!”

So saving, the Head
selected his most formidable
cano,

“Touch your toes!” he
commanded,

* But—but why should 1 be
birched, sie?" demandixl

vyoung Bins, “I've doune
nothing wrong; I've got into
no mischeef.”

Y But you'll be getting into
mischeef before long,” said
tha Head, “so I'll give you
your punnishment in advance,
Fouch your toes, you welp!”

The dustman’s son glarcd
defyantly at Doctor Birch.
email.

“I am smarting under a
sense of injustiss—" he
began.

“And you will soan ke
smarting under my birch-
rod I the Head mocked him,
“For the last time, I com-
mand you to stoop down and
touch your peddle eggstremities |™

Young Binns obeyed. And the Head,
drawing aside his gown, swung the bireh-
rod over his sholder with a loud, hissing
noise, and prepared to administer the
first crool stroke.

But, even as the instrument of torcher
was in the act of dessending, vyoung
Binns suddenly turned a complete
summersanlt, which landed him safely
out of reach,

The birch swept the empiy air, and the
Head, thrown off his helance—for he
had put all his beef inte that stroke—
pitched headlong, and landed in a
sprawling heap on the carpet.

i Jw.--_unﬂ.u.QDnu_ﬂ-._uu

“Ha, ha, ha!" velled Binns.

Dortor Birchemall picked himself up.
His face was working convulaively, and
a mocking smile was playing on his lips.

“You young villan ! he bissed, “ You
shall yeseeve an extra duzzen strokes for
this outrage! Clome here, and touch
your toos !

Binns declined the invitashun, He
started to dodge ronnd the table, and
the Head, snorcting like an angry bull,
went charging in pursoot,

It was an eggsiting chaze, Drethleossly
they raced round and round, until the
Head grew quite dizzy. Mis head was
swimning, and he was siriking out-—
with iz birch-red.

" ¥Your
Lickham, droppln
klsae your hand!’
the Head, rushing Jorward in alarm. A

marmerad Mr.

on one knea, 1§
1 8top ! "' cried

Huonnere,'

‘* What on earth are you doing of 72"

Craszsh! Bang! Wallop !

Chairs wers overturned, and the tahle
rocked and swayed, and the Head's
papers and inkpots went flying.

oung Bions was thurroughly enjoying
the chase. But the Head wasn't! His
tung was Jolling Trom his mouth, and his
m_nmm_ came and went in grate gasps.
Fast as he flew, the eloosive Binna flew
faster,

And then, befors tha Head could
tumble te his intenshuns, the dustman’s
son darted towards the open window,
and with the agility of a munky, he lept
¢lean through into the guadrangle,

The Head, with the agility of a
Lipperpotamus, followed. But he was
not so lucky as Binns.,  That bright
youth landed on his feet, and scuttled
away to safety. But the Head, jumping
awkwardly, Tfell flaf, mezzuring his
length on the hard, unsimperthetic
flagp=stones,

“Ow, ow, ow! Grool VYarcooo!
Binns, you young villan, T'll birch you
to the bone for this!"”

The only response wag a loud peel of
larfter from the distance. For young
Binns had joined Jack Jolly & Co., of
the Fourth, and was sending them into
hisiories by his account of the birching
that never came off !

I1.

TT the birching cameé off
next morning. The
Head nuvrsed his
venjence all night, and
in the middle of morning
lessons he stalked into the
Fourth Form-room, like a
lion seeking what he might

devour, y
The Head was serprized to
observe that Binng, the dust-
man's son, was seated at the
top of the class; while the
Hennerabla Algernon, the
duke’s son, was standing in
the corner, with a dunce’s cap

on his noble head. ;
“What iz the meaning of
this, Lickham?®"” he de-
manded. ' Why have you WE,
that wretched pawper at the
top of the clazs, and made his
honner stand in the corner?”
Lickham eullered a

little.

“T am sorry to tell you, sir,” he said,
parentage, is & very brainy lad. He

nasesses a fundamental fund o' ability.

is nollidge of all subjects is profound.
Hiz honner, on the other hang, ia a
brainless booby--an empty-headed num-
ekull I

“Lickham ' eried the Head., agarst
“Remember that vou are speaking of
a dukec's san! You are fowly slandering
the son of my dearest friend, the Duke
of Stony Stratford!” :

“1 can't help 1t, sir,” sald Lickham.
“Much as I dote upon dukes and despize
dustmen, I must be fair and just. Affer
icsting the nolhidge of the two boys, 1
had no alternative but te place Dinns
at the top of ithe class, and to make
hiz honner sfand in the corner with a
cunce's cap on hits head to Iestily o his
pgnerence, ™

The Head gave a enort,

“You are all wrong, Lickham—all
wiong i he egmaclaimed. " Yeou lave
marde & greevus mistake. I will test the
nollidee of these two bovs myeeli, in a
few moments. Meanwhile, T have a
severy [lorging to administer. Binns!
Stand fourth!™

The dustman’s zon came ont before
ilie eclasg, There was no chanee of
osvape now, from the viels of the Head's

wrath, and he preparced to face the
INUSIC.

‘et over that desk ! eommanded the
Head, “Kindly hold him down,
Lickham. He iz as slippery az an eel ™

Then, taking the birchrod from under
his arm, the Head got busy.

1t wasz a terrifick fogging. The Head
had been doing dum-bell exercises that
morning to get his mussels in trim, and
he laid on the birch with grate vim and
vigger.

ack Jolly & Co. looked on, last in
admiration for the new boy’s pluck. As
a rule, tho vietim of a birching, however
brave he might be, gave a gasp ab the
tenth stroke, a u..n:.,. at the twentieth, a
vell at the thirtieth, a roar at the
fortieth, and a wild beller of angwish
at the Bitieth.

But no sound escaped the lips of
Herbert Binns, He seemed, in fact, to
be enjoying the Hogging, for as he lay
over tho desk he kept winking at the
class. And he thanked his lucky stars
that he had taken the precaution of
slipping a cushion into hizs bags before
morning lessons,

The Head grew more and more eggs-
asperated as ench stroke fell, and he was
unable to ring a moan of pane from his
vistim., Soon ho felt utterly whacked,
but Binns didn't feel whacked at all?

“Thero!"” panted the Hcead, at last.
“That'll learn wou, you young welp!
Release him, Lickham, and I will put a
few pertinent guestions to him, tn order
to test his nollidge, We will commencs
with English histery, Tell me, Binns—
who was the morark who burnt the
cakes 7

“King Alfred, sir!™ was the prompt

H._m__ﬁ_mf.-

‘Indeed !” sneered tha Head. * And
who was the monark who ordered the
waves to retreat?™

* King Canute, sir 1"

The WFE,H turnéd szkornfully to Mr.
Lickham.

“You hear him, Lickham? ¥You hear
what this iggnerent young puppy has
yast told us? He says it was Alfred
who burnt the cakes, when all tho time
it was Canute; and he savs it was
(Canute who tried to keep the waves
back, when any fool knows it was King
Alfred. I knew it myself !

“1 didn't, sir!”  confessed My
Lickham,

"No? Well, T'm net  zerprized,
Lickham. For a schoolmaster, your lack
of nollidge is appalling 1"

Doctar Birchemall then turned apgain
to Dinns, and put him through a long
cross-eggsaminalion.  The  dustman’s
son answered readily and rightly, and
was not fo be caught napping. Dut the
Head contended that all his answers

were wrong, and finally erdered him to
change places with the Honnerahle
Algernon, and to don the dunce's cap.

It was now the turn of the duke’s scn
to ba put through his paces. And the
Honnerable Algernon proved himself
to be the biggest duffer that ever duffed.
He told the Head that Shakespeer was a
famus sea.captain in the rain of Queen
Elizabeth; that Keats was a famus
killer of microbes; and that Milton was
a disinfectant. He made the class rock
with larfter, and even Mr. Lickham was
dubbled up with merryment. But tho
Head kept a perfectly sollum face, and
congrattulated the duke's som on his
wonderful nollidge,

“Your honner is indeed & brilliant
skollor 17 ha said, patting the
Honnerable Algernon eon  the back.
“¥ou will go to the top of the class!”

There was & gasp from the Fourth—
& gasp of uiter astomishment. And the
Honnerable Algernen, grinning broadly,
took his place at tho top.

Then, leaving Mr. Lickham quita
gpoeochless, the Head pgathered up hia
birch-rod and swept out of the %E,E.
'QQIT:.

After lessons, Jack Jolly & Co. punted
a football about. Ther were curious to
sée how the two pew bLoys would shape.
Young Binns proved himself quite a
penius at the game. His clever foot-
work opened the eves of his school-
fcllows, and closed the eyes of Donfor
Birchemall, who hapepned on the secn
at an unlueky mement, and slopped a
powerful drive with his face.

While the ¥ead was recovering, Jack
Jolly & Co. gave the duke's son a trial,
and they found him to be an absolute
duffer,

"“The Honnerable Algy's a wash-out 1™
said Jack Jolly. "Dut young Binns is
a peach of a player. We'll give him a
place in the eleven.

“Yes, rather!”

The Head, however, thought different,

“Binns_ 15 no good!® he cried.
“Jolly! You must give the Honunerable
Algernon a place in your cleven.”

“Buat—but he’s no footballer, sir!”
protested Jack Jolly.

The Head turned to Jack Jolly and
frowned.

“Take five bundred lines. Jollv, for
dispertinence ! Lo eried. “1 command
you to give hiz honner a place in the
Fourth Form team. As f{or that
wratched Felle Binns, he s not to be
aloud to play. Do you understand ¥

And the Head stalked awoy, lcaving
Jack Jolly & Co. furious and indignant
at the Head's unfair persecution of the
dustman’s son,

THR TEND.

Young Binns' clever footwork opened the eyes of Jack Jolly & Co., and
closed the eyes of Dr. Birchemall, who :Wﬂ_ua...u..._ on the gean at an unlucky

moment., and stopped a powe

ui drive with his face,



