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THE TREASURE AT LAST!

Harcy Wharton & Co.'s stnsational discovery of a hiddea treasure on Caca Island ! (See this week's fin: stery of the Grewfriar. Jhams,)



2

ONE of you remember when
Woolwich Arsenal first started
as a foothall club. It is teo long
ago. 'They were the first London

side to join the Football League. They
plaved at Woolwich then—the place
where guns are made. Now, of course,
they play at Highbury ; but they are still
gunoers. o

One funny thiog is that no sooner had
these gunners decided to move from one
part of London to the other than the
Big War broke out. Now, of course, the
Woolwich part of the title has been
dropped. But doo’t refer to them as
“The Arsenal” They are not.  The
name of the club is Arsenal without any
“the ” ju front. There i3 a reason for
this which few people know. When any
alphabetical list of foolball clubs is pub-
Iis?ned, Arsenal always come first

The club hasn't come first in any com-
petition recently, but they have heen
Yery seconds. In the year boefors
last they were second to Huddersficld
Town in the League championship race.
Last season they fnished second to
Cardiff City in the Football Association
Cup fight, beaten at the last lap. That
was hard lick, They ought te have
won., Manager Horbert Chapman is at
the head of them: as 'cute a fellow as
you ever came acrozs,. It is neeessary to
get ug very early in the morning to catch
Mr. Chapman asleep. He has gathered
round him a fine set of gunners, many
young, but some experienced lo show the
others the target.

TELL YOUR CHUMS ABOUT THIS NEW FOOTER FEATURE!
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=] An Interesting and

Informative Article

about

ARSENAL

The Brains of the Team!

Charlie Buchan is the star turn—and
what a star! Can anything new be said
of Arsengel’s captain? I doubt it. Ha
15 one of the game's greatest thmkers.
Manager Chapman and Charlie Buchan
always put their heads together before a
mateh. The manager has ideas as to
what shall he done. He 1z the guide off
the feld, and Charlic is the guide on the
field.

Strangely, the first thing of importance
which Mr. Chapman did when he got to
Highbury was to sign on Buchan, and
the terms of the fransfer of this player
were unigue—so  rmmuch  down, and a
hundred pounds to Sunderland for overy
goal scored by Buchan during his fHirst
season with Arsenal. Tn that zeasoen
(Charhe scored mmeteen ngl.m. E‘ﬂﬂ.ls,
and s0 many hundred pounds had to be
sent to the Sunderland elub; but Charlic
was  worth every penny.  What the
amounnt would have been if Arsenal had
had to pay a hundred pounds for every
goal maneuvred by Duchan is altogether
different—the club would probably have
gone bankrupt !

What busy bee: they have in the
Arsenal side! DBucivan s the busiestk of
all.  Then i the centre they have a
Brain, and a very real punner, too,
(zozh, he ecan shoot when in the mood!?
[Te is still guite young, but he came near
to playing for England at centre-forward
‘st seazon, und may yeob have g “Cap™
for his wardrobe.

KENNEDY, COPE, JOHN and BLYTH.

Runners-up in the
F.A. Cup Competition
Last Season.
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Then there is a doubly huzy bee in
Billy Blyth, the jmside-lett. Billy is the
opiimist of the party. It doesn't matter
by how many goals Arsenal are beaten,
you wili always see Billy smiling a
cheery smile. One day last =eason
Arsenal were five goals to the kad, and
only & quarter of an hour remained for
play. As the ball was being kicked off
from the centre after the fifth goal had
been scored against them, Dilly made
this remark: *Come on, lads; we only
want six to win!” That's the spirit.

Men of Valour!

Though these bres do the inside
forward work, Arsenal have outside log-
wards of noie, too. Take Joo Huline,
the outside-right—played for Fugland
against Scotland last season,  See him
flying down the wing; see him outting
in; and zee the goalkeeper shiver in Lis
shoes as Hulime takes the final shot. Joo
ecamee from Blackburn Hovers.

It is not only in the forward line that
Arsenal have busy bees, both by nanic

and nature, There is  centre-half
Rutler. They call him "T:Iiattﬁ'nf
Butler.”  That isn’t his name, but it 1%

a good one. I have heard opponents say
that Butler has the longest logs of auy
Living laothaller. He looks hke that on
the field ; regular telescope affairs.  One
rmimite he 1s up with the forwards, some-
times heading & dramatic winning goal,

ARSENAL’S TEAM OF TALENT!
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{Continucd on page 21.)

......

i g

el

Right o leTt ;—EUCHAN {capiain}, HOAR, BERAIN, HULME, BAKER, EDTLEH, SEPDON, LEWIS, PARKER,



SOAMES' LAST CARD[ Having successfully overcome the dargers which have beael them of every step in their
gqucst of the treasuve of Caco Isiand. Harry Wharion & Ceo. at last have the safisfaction of uwncarthing Rieck
Peler's wondrous treasure.
into play !

But stll arvother sctback awaits fhem, for the wily Soames brings his lrump card

A Magnificent School Story of Harry Wharton & Co., dealing with their Thrilling
Treasure-seeking Adventures in Southern Seas. By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Veles of the Volcano !

" ALLO, hallo, hallo! Is that
thunder ]

A deep, rumbling sound

cchood over the island of

Caca, and over the shining waters of
the lagoon.

The morning was fine and sunny:
the sun a polden ball in a sky of un-
clouded blue.

From the deck of the schooner Aloha,
riding at her anchor in the lagoon, the
wholas island was spread before the eyes
of the Greyfriars juniors, as far as the
line of hills that barred the horizon
from north to south of the Pacific isle.

The Kanaka seamen were lowering
the whaleboat, to take Harry Wharton
& Co. ashore, when that strange rumb-
ling sound broke dully on the guiet of
the solitary island,

The lagoon, which had looked as
smooth as a mirror a few moments
before, was stirred to its depths, “The
fish-sharks, groping alon he rcoral
for their prey. Ashore, the chorus of
the wild birds, innumerable in the coco-
nut woods, cessed as if by magie. The
Kanaka seemen halted in the lowering of
the boat, and stood staring towards the
island with startled faces.

“What the dickens—"
Harry Wharton.

He glaneed at the sky. It was clond-
less Iﬁlm. with nover a sign of bad
weather.

The rumble died away, echoing in ten
thouzand echoes from the hills.

“That was not thunder,” said Harry,

“But what the thump—" said Bob
Cherry.

*Harry Wharton called to one of the
Ianakas, who stood grasping a rope,
pbout to lower the whalchoat.

“Kalashti."

The anaka looked vonnd.

“What namo tkat feller noise um
istand 7"  nsked Wharton, in the

excialmed

hoche-de-mer English of the South
Heas. )
“"Hum fro-mountain;
bimeby,"” said ILalashiti.
“The voleans P exclaimed Bob.
Tho juniors turned their gaze uwpon
the volcano at the south-western end of

the izland.

Fver since they had reached the
treasure istand they had seen the thin
column of smoke that rose from the
volcano, which showed that the “fhre
mountain,” though inactive, was by no
means extinct. They had become vsed
:p it, and ceazed {0 gave 1t any atten-
ign.

Now they observed that the smoks,
which had been thin and bluish, was
thicker and blacker than they had
noticed it before. : ;

“Him wake up. sar,” said Kalashti.

“0Oh, my hat!” said DBob. :

The juniors stood staring ab the dis-
tant volcano. Through the Thlack
smoke that rose in & column against the
sky, they could detect & glimmer here
and there of red. There was fire in the
heart of the mountain; once aclive, as
the juniors knew, from the masses of
lava and tufa they had seen on the
island. In past davs. floods of burn-
ing lava had rolled down the slopes,
burning up coconut woods snd bush and
grass. It was a startling thought, that
an cruption might oeccur again, cover-
ing the fertile island with ashes and
desalation.

They listened ; but the rumble was not
repéated, From the island burst ount
again the chorus of wild birds' notes
from the woods. The disturbance in
the lagoon died away, and the ripples
faded out on the coral beach.

It was as if the fire-mountain had
given warning of what might come, and
then had fallen silent again—silent but
menacing.

The Kanakas, for a moment spell-
bound and awed recovered their light
spirits immediately: Nothing could

him wake up

impress the child-like minds of the
wlanders for long., Ikalashti grinned.

“Him go sleep again,” he said
“Him sleepy, and him noe wake.”

“My hat! I hope the jollr old méun-
tamn will kecp dozing while we're hore,”
said Bob Cherry., “ It would be ne joke
to have a piddy eruption while we'ro
cxploring the izland.”

“The jokefulness would not he terri:
fie,” agreod Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh,
Ben Dance, the wooden-legged sea-
man, was staring at the mountain with
anxiety in his mshogany face.

“I reckon the sooner we u
and get away the better it wiﬁ
all hands,” he said.

“An eruption wouldn't hurt us on
the schooner,” said Johnny Bull,

“Like enough to get a tidal wave
along with the erupfion,” answered
Dance. *I'va zeen a whole island
washed bare in my time, and vessels
larger than this carried and landed in
the middle of a forest.”

Harry Wharton gave a slight shrug
of the shoulders.

“We came here for the treasure, and
wirre not gaing without it,"” he smid.
“And, more important than that, we've
got to find DBunter and Smithy—erup-
tion or no oeruption. You feller Kanaka
lower um boat.™

anchor
be for

The whaleboat dropped into  the
water,
“You'll stav on board and keep

uvard, Dance,” said Harrv. 9 I'll send

ack the whaleboat—we can't rizl
leaving it on the beach, now that wo
know that that villain Soames i3 hang-
ing about. He's not likely to show up
hete, I think; but if he does, you've got
a revalver, and };c'.-url-muw what to do.

“Av, av. sir!” said Dance.

The Famous Five of the Groviriars
Remove, and Tom Redwing, stepped
into the whalehoat.

The lagoon was as smooth as glass
as the KWanakes rowed them ashore.

THE Macrer Lisrary.—No. 1,025,

[Copyright la the Unifed States of America.]



* LONG GOMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. EVERY WEEK!

But the echo of that deep, terrible
rumble from the burning mountan
seomed still to linger in the ears of
the Greyiriars juniors, and they
watched the voleano as the whaleboat
witg pulled to the dazzling white beach.

Against the blue sky the column of
smioke from the mountain rese  black
and threatening, spreading out fan-hke
high up in the heavens. Dut there
came no sound, and the gleam of flame
in the midst of the smoke had died
A : . <

“The old jokor's snoozing again,
said Bob chearily.  “ After all, he's
been aslecp for doukeys’ years—very
likely half & century since there was
an eruption. No reason why he should
wake up now. I dare say he was
only gruntiug in  his sleep, like
Bunter.”

The juniors laughed.

But they wore glad that there was
no  further seund from the voleano.
An eruption, if one was coming, was nob
likely to come without s warning; and
the mountain was silent.

The whaleboat grounded on the
white beach. Harry Wharten & Co.
stepped ashore on the treasure island.

“You feller Kanaka washy-washy
back to ship,” said Harry.

And the Kanakas rowed the whale-
boat hack te the schooner, leaving the
Greyirisvs juniors on the island.

— iy

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Prisoners of the Cave !

i H dear!™
Billy Bunier groancd.
1 wish [ was at home !
Groan
T wizsh I was at Greviriars!®
Groan!
I wish
“0Oh, shut up!” s=napped Herbert
Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Grey-
friara.
“Oh, really, Snuthy—"

“Shut upt”

Billy Bunter blinked at Herbert
Vernon-3mith., If blinks could have
slain, the Bounder of Greyfriars would
have been in sevious danger at that

moment. Fortunately, blinkz ecouldn’t.

Vernon-Smith was scowling savapgely,
and he seemecd in no mood to listen to
the plaints of William George Bunter,
Bunter, as wusual, found vrelief in
grouging ; but grousing was of no use
to the Bouuder,

“ Beast ! groaned Bunter.

“ Fool 1Y

“It'e all your fault!™

“Bhut up!”

"Shan't " roared Bunier, “Tt's all
your fault, and you know it: Bringing
a fellew to these filthy South Seas for
a holiday—precious holiday T've had,
laven't I¥ I'd rather be at howe with
Bessie and Sammy; though Dessie's a
cat, and Sammy's a little bheast! Nige
time I've had! I'm hungry.”

“Good " said the Bounder,

“Siarving " said Bunter,

“(ilad to hear it!”

“Ravenous!” moaned Dunter,

“Fine!”

“{0h, you beast!”

unter groaned in anguish of spiril.
He waos hungry: and when Bunter wag
hungry, things were serious. INothing
else that was going on in the wide
nniverse was of shy conscquence, in cou-
parison.

“You should have stayed at Dunter
Court,” seid Vernon-Swith serdonieally,
“MNaobody azked wvon to stow your fat

THE D-f.mﬂm' Lipiary.—No. 1,025

acht. I'd

carcase away on my father's
nown, "

have kicked you off it il T'd

“ Beast !

" Mobody asked you to come on the
Aloha; you could have stayed at Nuka-
Hiva wiﬂn we were looking for the
pearls. You had to butt in. Serve you
jolly well right!™

" Beast "' proancd Bunter,

“Mow shut up !

Herbert Vernon-Smith turned his back
on the groaning Owl of the Remove, and
stared away from the cave, deep in the
basaltic cliffs, across the lapping water,
A narrgw "hAnger V' of the lagoon pene-
trated the steep, dark cliffs, and ended
at the mouth of the vave. At the other
end of the finger of glimmering water
the open lagoon could be seen, shining
in the blaze of the tropical sun.  The
Bounder, a splendid swinuer, could
have reached the open lagoon casily
enough, and left behind him  the
shadowy cave that was his prison and
Bunter's, Put he did not think of
mwakiig the attempt. Gliding in the
water he could see, from where
stoad, the hideous forms of the "tiger
sharks, waiting and watching for their
srey. From the rocky edge where the

under stood scowling, there was a
depth of fifty feet., And he could have
tossed a pebble upon the nearest of the
gliding sharks.

Stone walls do not a prison make; but
the sharks buarved off the prisoners of
tho cave from any attempt at escape.
Tronn bars could not have imprisoned
them so cfectually.

“1 say, Smithy—"

“Shut up ™ .

“How are we going to get out of
this 7 groaned Dunter,

The Bounder laughed sardonically,

“That  question’s  easily  answered.
We'rg not.”

“"Wea can't stay heore.”

“Can’t we? Try swimming, then,”
said Vernon-Bmith savagely, ” It will
put an end te your grousmg, at any
rate.”

* Peast 1™ i

There was the plash of & paddle in
the water. Through the nacrow channel
i the shadow of the high basaltic elifls
a canoe glided. It was a Jong canoe,
guch as iz used in the Pacific for a crew
of a dozen men. But a single man sat
in it, a puddle in cither hand, handling
the long cance with masterly skill.

The Bounder's eyes blazed at Soames,

Thiz man, whe had been his father's
valet, who had made a desperato bid fo
seize the Aloha and failed; this man
was now his captor aud gaoler, The
Bounder's hands elenched hard, and his
tecth pritted. He was po mateh for
Boamesz, and he knew it. But he was
dotermined to spring at the man as =oon
g3 he set foot in the cave, and rizk all
in a desperate struggle. He furned back
to Bunter, and spoke 1In a low, temse
voice,

“ Bunter, yvou fat fool—"

“0h, really, Smithy——-:",

“Hoames i3 coming back.”

Bunter’s fal face brightened.

“T hope he's brought us some grub ¥
he exclaimed breathlessty. ** After all,
even that beast can’t want us to starve.”

“You—you—->" The Bounder looked
far a mement as if he would have struck
the fat junier, and Dunter jumped away
in alarm. " You fat wdiot ! Never mand
grul now——"

“Neover mnnd 1t repeated Buanter,
plinking at him through his big spee-
tacles. “ Have you gone potty, Smithy?
I'm hungry”

The Bounder suppressed his rage.

“Ha will be hers in 2 minnte or two,”
he pattered. " Weo've rob lo collnr him

and down him somebow, Do you under-
stand? You're not much good in &
ecrap, but you can help. See!”

*I—]——" stammered Buntcr,

“Get hold of a lump of coral!” hissed
the Bounder. “I'm going te collar him
as soon as he lands. Back me up, snd
we've got a chance,”

Bunter blinked at him, and then
blinked at the canoe gliding between the
basaltic cliffs. His fat knees knocked
together.

he bave thought of a struggle with
tie desperate sea-lawver made Billy
Bunter shudder, He was not made of
the same stuff as the Bounder.

*You—you mad idiot, Smithy,” he
stammered. “ Why, he might throw us
to the sharks if we made him waxy.
You koow he shot the captain and nate

and bosun of the Aleha. Ualch e
touching him I
“Oh, you ruotterr funk!” hissed the

Bounder. “Can't you geb it inte your
thick head that we're done for if wa
can’'t get tht wpper hand of that
villain? We may be left here to starve,
Do you think the other follows will ever
find us in this hole? Back me up, and
it's a chance at least.”

“Bhut up, or he'll hear you!” gasped
Bunter.

The Bounder turiied savagely away
frony himi. There was no help to be exe
E)-_acfed from DBunter; but Herbort
Vernon-Smith was game. He grasped
it his hand a rugged lump of coral to
use ai & weapon, and waited, with beat-
ing heart and ghttering eyes, for the
canoe to reach the cave.

Hoames cama paddling on ealmly.

In the cange were piled great bunches
of bananas and plantains, and a stack
of eoconuts. Apparently the sea-lawyer
was bringing food for his prisoners. The
food provided by Nature on the fortila
island was all that he could give them,
but there was plenty of that. )

Dunter’s eyes fixed on the pile of
fruits, while the Bounder's gleaming
gaze was on Soames.

The zea-lawver ceased bo paddle when
the canoe was six or seven yards from
the sheer edge of rock.

““MNot this time, Master Herbert,” he
=aid smoothly; as smoothly as he had
addressed thie millionaire’s szon in the
ald days when he was the obsequicus
valet of Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith.

The Bounder panted. The cance,
mofionless- on the placid water, was out
of his reach. He was templed to make
s desperafe spring; but & push of ihe
paddle, he knew, would send him into
the water, and then—the sharks, With
his hands clenched in passionate die-
appointment, the Bounder stood cyeing
hiz encmy almost wollishly.

Soames smiled.

“Keep vour temper, Master Herbert,™
bhe said. " Your temper has always been
vour enemy. It made trouble between
you and your friends on the yacht; it
was the cause of your leaving them last

night, and placing yoursell in my
wwer, A waste of energy, Master
]Heri,u:rtr.“

“You hound " muttered the Bounder,

“I advize vou, for your own sake, to
measare  vour  words,™ eand Hoames
calimly. “If 1 landed in the cave and
i(-ﬂu laicd hands on e, Mastor Hevbert,

should toss you to the sharks. Renem-
ber that vou and your compenion would
perish of hunger in the cave if I did pot
bring you food. You are a thankloss
young raecal, Magter Herbert.”

The Bountder gritted his teeth.

“How long arc you going to keep me
here, you villain?” he muttered.

“Tntil the gamea iz Elayed out for
Black Peter's treasure,” said Soames,
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I you den’t get Into the canoe,”” said Soames, * I shall fhrow you fo the sharks ! " As Hurree Singh hesitated, a grim

dogzed, savage look came over Soames’ face, and he pointed to the water.

**Look I ™ he cried,

in the deep wafter, clear

as glass, a hideous form moved. Hurre¢ Singh drew in a deep breath, as he recognised 1t to be that of a shark.

* Unial
vou here, and I am onee more mastor
of the Alaha, When I sail away [rom
Claca in tho schooner with the treasure,
1 shall leave you the canoe, and you
will have the whole island to choose from
tor a residence—a permanent residence.
Until then, vou must be content with
the cave.”

“You fool!” hissed the Bounder. “ Do
you think vou will get the upper hand
of Wharton and the rest

Haoames nodded,

“I hope sa, ab least,”™ he answered
ooolly. “Two of you are in my hands,
and there remein six—zchoolboya "

“They are armed, and they will shoot
you like a deog.”

“You wore armed, Master Herbert,
et you fell inte my hands,” zaid
oarnes, unmoved. “ Unfortunately,
your revolver dropped into the river
when I afruck it from your hand, or the
contest would be settled much more
speedily. But I am not without hope. T
may tell vou that it will bo better for
you, and better for your friends, if I
ain the upper hand, as I propose doing.
for, a3 & lask resource, if all else fails,
I shall call in the aid of the cannibal
tribes on the other side of the island. I
am known to some of them—ihere aro
chiefs on Cmsca who have not vet for-
gotten ¢ Ailoo,’ as they called me in the
ald days. But that is a last rosource;
Houth Sea cannibals are very unreliable

(See Chapter 4.}

vour companions have joined allies, and I have ne desire to run lhe

risk of the cocking-oven. We shall
e,

He stood up in the cance, and tossed
armfals of bananas and coconuts to the
cave. The fruit fell round the enraged
Bounder unbeeded, but not unheeded by

Wiliiam Georgd Bunter.

In o moment Bunter was busy with a
bunch of ripe bananas, and they disap-
neared under his attack as if by magic.
iﬁ?g}antes smiled slightly as he glanced at

ut.

“Follow wyour fat friend's example,
and make the best of it, Master
Herbert,” ho said. " You will find waler
it pools back in the cavern—the rains
poercalate throngh fissures in the basalt,
Hag, drink, and be as merrv as you can.
If vou are lonely, you will soon have
more company—at loast, so I trust.™

The paddle plashed in the water again.

The Bounder, breathing hard, stood
ond watched the man in the canoe. He
was templed to hurl the fragment of
coral grasped in his hand; but it was
futtle, The canoe glided away down tha
long sinuous “finger ¥ of the sea, but
it did not go as far as the open lagoon.

The Bounder watched it turn and dis-
appear into o narrow opening of the
high basaltic cliffs. He could guess that
from the little gully there was some path
te the island shore, and that Soames
left the cance hidden there when he
ventured upon the island. Fifteen or

twenky yvards of glimmering waler; but
it might as well have been a thousand
miles, for the sharks wore between. The
Bounder turncd back into the cave, grit-
ting his teeth. DBunter was guzzling

bananas at a terrific rate and did not
heed him.

And the Dounder, seating himself on
the rock, followed the fat Owl's example.
He was hungry, and needed food. But
3 he ale and the heat of the sea-cave

rew more intense he was thinking—
thinking, with knitted brows and glint-
ing eves. What was happening on tho
Treasure Island while he was a helploss
IT‘IiI;CrIWr in the eave amid the bosaltie
clitks ¥

— — —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Search !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
tramped up the beach, over
dazzling white zand and

] powdered eoral. It was not for
seeliing Lthe treasure of Black Poter that
the churms of Greviriars had landed that
morning. [t was of the two missing
members of the party that they wers
thinking.

Somewhere on  the island  lurked
Soames—a disarmed fugitive, but stil
dangerous, ag he had proved. And they
were certain that the Bounder had

Tueg Micrer Lisrary.—No. 1,025,
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fallon into Soames’ hands. Somewhere
in the wild recesses of Caca, Herbert
Vernon-Bmith wos a prisoner, along
with Billy Bunter—but where? BSilvio
Xerp, the helf-caste, the bitter enemy
of the treasure-seekers, had gone to Lis
account. DBut the juniors knew that they
had & more dangerous enemy to deal
with in the man who had once been the
obsequious valet of Smithy's father.
They could guess easily enough what
was the game of the defeated sea-lawyer
—to walch and wait and spy, taking auil-
vantage of his thorough knowledge of
the island, and deal with the Greyinars
party one at a time when his chance
came. That was evidently Soames’ plan,
and so far he had scored a success.

“Wa've got to keep together,” said
Harry. “Remcmber that, you fellows.
Scamcs may be watching us at tiha
minute, from the wood or among ihose
ridges of lava. If one fellow gels out
of sight of the rest he will be in danger.
Ilﬂsﬁare not tackle us in o bunch, now
we are armed, but if he catches one
fellow by himself, as he did Smithy,
there will be another missing!”

“He won't get another chance!™ said
Johnny Bull. **Smithy asked for il, and
got it. 1t was his own [anlt!” _

“Wa've got to find Smithy!™ said
Tom Redwing abruptly. .

“We'll find him all right!” said Bob
Cherry cheerily.  “First of all, we've
got to find the place whore Soames
collared him last night. We can’t find
it in the dark, but we'll find it all righs
now." 2

Bob Cherry was right; as the Juniors
moved -up the bank of the sandy stream
they soon found the spot where Vernon-
Sumth had strugpied with Enoames.

There were plonty of traces left on
the margin of the stream where the
struggle had taken place. ]

The Bounder, who had left his com-
raclos 1n an drritable  lemper,  had
fairly walll-:-n:-d mto the hands of the lurk-
g sca-lawyer.

rﬁﬂmil..h_f had a poppun,” said Dob
Cherry. 1 fancy Soames never got
hold of it, theugh.”

CWhy ¥ us.l-:uﬁ Nugent. .

“Pecanse we should have hearmd 1 pop
before this,” answered Uob, “I dow't
think Soames would be dodging us if
he were armed.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“ That is s0,” he said. *Tt was dark
when Soames got him, and Smithy may
have dropped the revolver in the
struggle, or thrown it out of reach. If
Scames had had it, I don't think we
should have got clear last uight without
& scrap.  Lot's look for it™

The juniors searched uwp and down the
bank.

In the thick grass they picked up
easily enough the fracks of the sca-
lawyer, deeply imprinted, where he had
rarricd tho Bounder down io the beach.
But there was no sigh of the revolver,

“In the water, most likely,” szaid
Wharton at last. * SBoames would not
have missed it if he could have helped
it. He got Smithy on the edge of the
stream, and the revolver inust have gone
into the water. It must have sunk into
the sand in the stream bed:; we shall
never find 1t. It doesn't matfer much,
so long as that scoundrel never got hold
of it. But Smithy-——"

For some distance the juniors were
able to follow where Soame: had goue
wlgan he had taken the Bounder away o
prisoner. From the grassy bank of the
stream the track led down to the beach,
end here and there in the sand and

wdered coral they were able te pick
t up again. All it told the juniors wes
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that Scames had gone on the water, and
the lapping sce bad no trace for them to
follow,

“It's clear enough what happened,”
said Harry., “We know that Soames
had the canoe in which 2'lvic came io
the island. He got Snmithy away 1o the
canoc. But wherae 7

“ Echo answers where ?” said Bob.

“The wherefulness is terrvific!” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
staring along the coral shore of the
lagoon.

“He can't have left the island,”™ said
Redwing. **'We know that. There's no
other land for hundreds of miles. He's
hidden somoewhere on Caca.”’

“He went off in the canoe, and fanded
somowhere else, of course,” said Nugenut.
“Wa've got to find where he landed.™

"Some job,” said Bob Cherry. " Bul,
after all, the island 15 only a few miles
round. Wea're going to find him, Follow
the shore of the lagoon, and sooner or
later——"

“Rather later than sooner, I think,”
obscrved Johnny Bull, “We don’t even
know which way to start. But it's no
eood wasting time; let's get going, and
keep that gun handy, Wharton.™

“You bot!™

Harry Wharton, who was acknow-
ledged to be the best shot in the Grey-
friavs party, earried the magazine rille
that had been. taken from Silvio. Tom
Redwing had the antomatic, The other
fallows had bush-knives; there were no
more firearms in the party. The juniors
followed the shore of the legoon, keeping
thoir eyes well about them. Somewhere
or other Soammes must have landed, they
knew that, and they hoped to pick 1p
footprints in the soft sand to guide them.

DBut at a distance of a mile from the
mouth of the stream, north of the
lagoon, the sand failed. The shore at
this point was of hard rock, with great
cliffs of black basalt stending ont in the
gea,  The rocky shore was wild and
broken, rocks and houlders piled in vast
irrepulor masses, ovidently the result of
ancient veleanic action, In that wilder-
ness of rock it was hopeless to think of
picking up a trace of the man they
sought.

Harry Wharton & Co. had started the
search with high hopes; but they felt
their hope die away now. Small as the
island was, it held a ithousand., or ten
thousand recesses, any one of which
might have been a secure hiding-place.
Among the basaltic eliffs there were a
hundred sea-caves, in which they could
hear the hellew booming of the waters.
It was possible that Scemes and Lis

isoners were still in the canoe, hidden
rom sight somowhere among the preat
cliffs that jutted from the water. It was
possible that he had not fled in thig
dircetion at all, but had gone throngh
the channel among the reefs to the
north, or round te Shark Bay en the
south.

The hours were passing as the juniors
searched along the broken shore, and
the sun rose higher and higher in a
clondlezs sky., Caca Island, only a fow
degrees from the Egquator, was hot at
all times of the year, and it seemod
to the Greyfriars fellows hke an oven
now. Even Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
wiped the perspiratien from his dusky
brow, and admitted that the warmful-
ness was terrific.

Armong the rocks and ecliffs, broken
up in narrow ravines angd gullies, the
juniors could hardly avoid separating
at times, but they called to one another
continually, incessantly on their guard
against a lurking foe,

Harry Wharton stopped at last, It
was high noon, and time to take & rest.

“Chuck it for a bit, you fellows!” he
called out, *We want a rest. I think
we'd better get back and get the whale-
boat out, snd follow the shore by
water, We've got no chance here,”

“True, O king ! said Bob,

Wharton sct down on a boulder, and
opened his wallet for his lunch of ship's
bread and bully beef. Bob Cherry and
Johnny Bull joined him, and Tom Red-
wing came reluctantly to a halt. Al
the juniors were keen on thoe soarch,
but the sailorman’s son was keenest of
all. He seemed tireless in tho quest of
his chum, Nugent and Hurree Jamsect
Ram Bingh were out of sight at the
moment among the rugged rocks,

“Hallp, halle, halla!” bawled Iob

Cherry, “Franky! Inky! We're
taking 2 rest. All hands roll vp for
iunch !

“"Right-ho!™ ecalled hack Nugent's
voiee, and he came scrambling out of
i Eufli and joined hia comrades.

*Inky !" roared Bob,

The nabob's voice did not answer.

' Hurree Singh !’ shouted Wharton.

But there was no answer,

Wharton leaped to his feet with
sudden anxiety. Not onc of the party
had gone out of hearing of the rest, he
was sure of that. Why did not Hurree
Singh call back?

“Inky ! yelled Johnny Bull.

Nugent caught his breath,

“Burely nulhin¥ can have happencd
—" he began. "I saw Inky not threo
minutes ago vonder by thap cliff.™

Wharton gritted -his teoth.

“Come on!” he muitered.

Lunch was forgotten and fatigue.
The juniors serambled away to the spot
whera Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had
last been seen. They searched for him
among the wild rocks and boulders,

““Hailo, halle, hallp!™

Bolh Cherry picked up a squashed
bunch of bananas. They remembered
that Hurrce Singh had ecarried the
bananas for hiz lunch, But of the
nabob therc was no sign, and the iron-
hard rocks gave no trace. Harry
Wharton & Co. looked at one another,
breathing hard, the same convietion
forcing 1tself into cvery mind. They
were on the track of the sea-lawyer
He had heen there, hidden among the
rocks, and he had feund his chance and
taken 1t. One more of the Grevfriars
party had fallen into the hands of the
sea-lawyer,

B e ——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
The Secret of the Cliffs !

URREE JAMSET RAM
BSINGH'S black eyes  were
burning, but he made no
sound, he made mo struggle.

A gag was thrust inte his mouth, his
hands were bound, and the sinewy
prip of the sea-lawver held him fast.
Searce a dozen feet away the nabob
could hear the voices of his chums,
calling, calling. He could not answer.
He could only bite on the gag in help-
less rage,

“Inky!” came Bob Cherry's powerful
voice. “Hurree Bingh, old chap!
Inky !

Bob's voice echoed throupgh the nollaw
of the rock, where the nngol:: lay helpe
less in Socames’ grip.

It died away.

A murmuring followed, the murmur
of the Greviriars jumiors’ tronbled
voiees close at hand,

Hurrce 8ingh quivered with rage.
Ona word would have called his com-
rades to his rescue, one ery would have
saved him, And he could utter no
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sound. The sea-lawyer had taken care
of thak.

The attack had happened so  sud-
dcnl{: so unsxpectedly, that Hurrce
Hingh ecould scarcely blame himself for
having been taken by surprise.  He
had explored a gully in the cliffs, gcarce
a dozen yards from the other fellows;
but for the moment he had been omt
of their sight among {he -:u,lggnd rocks,
The gully ended in a wall of black
basalt, spriokled with boulders, and
the nabob, seeing no way farther, had
turned back. And then he had felt the

rasp of the enemy upon him from

ehind, Sturdy schoolboy as he was,
hé was an infant in Soames’ powerful
grip. In a moment, or little more he
had been crushed dewn, the gag driven
into his mouth, hiz hands draggad
together and tied. And Soames had
dragged him into a narrow fissure of
the basalt, scaercely wide enough to
allow a passage for a body, a lissure
which the nabob had gLancech at & few
minutes carlier and passed. But deeper
in the cliff the fissure widenod to
several feet, and Soames had thrown
the helpless junior to the ground and
rolled a large, loose rock across. Now,
anyone locking in from without could
only soo0 a flissure closed rock,
Hurres Jamset Bam Singh lknew that
chance had directed the stops of the
searchers fairly to the threshold of the
sea-lawyer’s hiding-place, but it wes a
hiding-place so well concealed that no
eva was lLikely to discover it

The rock closed the fissure, but not

entirely, Through tiny openings that
wers left, light glimmered into  the
hollow cliff, and the wvoices of the

searchers came. Harry Wharton & Co.
had stopped not six or seven feet fromn
the fissure in the basalt, little dreaming
how close at hand was their lost cham,

“The hound has got him [”

It was Johopy Bull's voice, plain to
Hurcee Singh, plain to Soames. In the
gloom Hurrce Singh saw a mocking
smile glide over Soames' face. At the
same moment the sealawyer's grip
tightened on him, A movement might
have betrayed them.

“Inky !" came Bob Cherry's shout
again.

The nabob’s cyes burned, Soames
grasped the heavy bush-knife he had
taken from Hurree Singh with his frec
hand. 1f the chums of the Gireviriars
Bemove found him, they would find a
dangerous enemy. But they were not
likely to find him. )

“How could the villain get him
away !"” ecame Harry Wharton's voice.
“We must have seen him——"

“There's some hiding-place
rocks,” said Nugent,

“We've got to find it!" said Tom
Bedwing, “The place is honeveombed
with Desures, and any one of them may
hide Beoames.”

The footsteps of the juniors were
heard as they scarched awmong the
rocks  IMurres Singh, with beating
heart, hesrd a sound in the fissure
theouglt which Socames had dragped
him. One of the juniors was groping
there. Soames’ eyes plinted, and the
bush-knife was pressed to the throat of
the mabob, the keed cdge almost cut-
ting his skin.  Soames’ look  said
“HBilence ! but he did not venture fo
whisper, The nabob lay sitll,

Hurree Singh heard a hand groping
over the rvock that closed the fissuve.
But the great rock did net stir., It
had taxed the stremgth of Soames to
roll it where it Jay, and it was not
likely to shift under a schoolboy’s hand.

“Anything  there, Bob?" called

harton’s voice,

i the

Obyiously, it was Dob Cherry who
was searching the fissure,

“No.” Hizs volce was almost in
Hurree Singh's ears. “It's only a hole
in the elif, stopped up by rocks,
Nothing hors.”

“Come on 1V

. Bob's footsteps were heard retreat-
1T,

%iurmﬂ Singh heard the sea-lowwer
pant for breath., The strain upon
Soames had been greas. Had the
juniors suspeefed  how  matters  lay
their united strength would have shifted
the rock, and they would have come to
cloze quarters.  But the fssure was
only one of hundreds that piereed the
masses of basalt, and ended in solid
rock., The jumiors passed on without
dreaming lrow ncar they had been to
him they sought,

The footsteps died away among the
eliffs.

Thers was silence.  But for long
minutes Soames did not move, and the
keen edge of the bush.knife still
touched- the skin of the nabob’s throat,
But the sca-lawyer stirred at last, rosc
to his feet, and thrust the knife into
his bels,

“You havo had a narrew escape,

Hurree Singh,” he said quictly, “As
narrow a3 mine,  Had they found
me—=""

He broke off, and tapped the bush-
knife,

Hurree Jamset Ram  Singh's  eves

E]eamnd at him, but he could not speak.
cames lifted him to his feet.

¥ Come!" he said briefly.

His grip on the nabob's shoulder
guided the junigr.

Through the heart of the basalt oliff
fthe fissure extended, how wide by
several yards, pow so narrow that two
could not walk abreast. SBome ancient
voleanic shock had split the great cliff,
leaving that passage through the bazalt.
Onwarvds and downwards the fissure
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ran. One¢ Hurree Singh had to stoop,
with the basalé close over him; and
again, tl:-e tﬁ? of the irregular fissure
was 50 high that it was beyond his ken,
Decper and deeper into the olif Soares
forced him on. yet all the way the air
was fresh, showing thet the Gssure had
an opening abk both ends.

Light came to the nabol's eyes at
last. That strange passage through
the cliff opened into a rocky gully shut
in on all sides by steep cliffs, ppcd%ﬁ'
a “finger” of the lagoon. The sky was
over hiz head once again, the Llaze of
the tropic sunshine on his face. Hurree
Jamset Ham SBingh blinked round him
in the light with dazzled eyes, At the
bottom of the rocky gully lay a sance
moored $o a rock. Soames untied his
urms now, and removed the gag from
his mouth.

“You may shout here if you like,"
he said. “The caves are full of noises,
and one more voice will make no differ-
cnce, Btruggle, toe, il you choose—and
in that case I shall throw vou to the
zharks. ™

“You esteemed and execrable scoun-
drel " gasped Ilurree Singh.

“{Zot into the cange.”

The nabob hesitated for a moment,

A grim, dogged. savape look cama
over Soames’ face, and his narrow eyes
glinted. He pointed to the water.

“Look!"” he =aid.

In the deep water. cloar as glass, a

“dozen feet below the surface a8 hideous

form moved. Hurree Singh drew in his
breath. A glimpse of the watehful

shark was enough for him. He stepped
inte the canoce,

Soatnes followed him in and picked
up a paddle. .
he narrow strip of water between
the high rocks ran into o broader strip,
but still narrow. Hurree Singh looked
round him as the ecanoe was paddled
E'mmr.i 4 water-worn chif into the outer
“linger.,” He caught a glimpse of the
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lagoon at the end of the channel. Dut
it was in the other direction that the
canoe turned, and Soames paddled up
the narrow strip to the end, hidden
among overhanmng cliffs, where a cave
apened in tha basalt, Hurrce Jamset
Ram Bingh knew that the scevet den of
the sea-lawyer was reached at last, and
he eould puess that he was about to sce
the other prisoners,

The canoe stopped three feet off the
shelf of rock at the opening of the sea.
cave.

“*Jump ! said Soames.

Again the nabob hesitated, and zgain
it was only for a moment. He jumped
from the cange into the cave, and
Soames paddled away instantly, and the
cance vanished among the windings of
the clifls.

_— T

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Held by the Enemy !

is TINEY !

I From the shadows of the sea-
cave a bgure came running as
Hurree Jamset Ram  Bingh

tanded in the cave,

"My esteomed Smithy !

Vernon-Suiith's face was bright az he

ran towards the nabob. DBub it clouded
again at once as he saw Spoames in the
eanoe paddling awey., Tor the woment
the Bounder had fancied that it was
rescue, but he quickly realised his mis-
take.

“He's got you!” exclaimed Smithy.

“The pgottulness is  terrilie,” sald
Hurree Singh rvefully. “I1 am an
esteemed and fut-beaded prisoncr like
your excellent self, myv worthy Smidthy.”

The Bounder gritted his teeth,

“] thought—when T saw you—"
He broke off : “ Where arc the others?”

“Bearching for me on the other side
of those esteemed and detestable oliffz,”
said Hurree Singh, “The execrable
Soames caught me napfully.”

“They might be near ¢nough to-hear
us shout,” said the Dounder hopefully.
Hurree Singh shook his dusky head.

“Y qhink notfully, or the excerable
Soames wounld not leave us the possi-
bility of shonting,™ he said. * But while
there is lifefulness there is hopefulness.™

“Yon must have been a silly ass to let
him catch you napping,” growled the
Bounder.

Hurree Singh smiled,

“The samefulness applies to you, my
weorthy and ridiculows Smithy, Is the
csteemed and Indicrous Bunter hevo?

“Can’t voun hear him?  growled
Smithy.

From the interior of the cave came a
rumbling sound, which had been fami-
liar enough in the Remove dormitory
at Creviviare, It was the shore of
William Geovge Bunter,

The Owl of the Remave was ecurled
up in oo corner in peaceful slumber.
Having eaten as much as he could eon-
tain of bananas and coconuts, Billy
Bunter had gone to sleep in the heat of
the dav., The Bounder, reaming about
the cuve like o caged liger, thinking
incessantly of escape, almost tempted
to risk the sharks rather than remain
a prisoncr, had given himself no rest.
William George DBunler was taking it
out 1n sleep.

“It looks as if that sconndrel is going
to score after all,” said the Bounder
between his teeth, “He's got you and
me now, and if he gets the others he
will get the schooner. too, The Kanakas
will knuekle under fast enough. Looks
to me as if we're done.”

“The donefulness will not arrive
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before the finish, my esteemed Smithy.

We are not done yet.”

Iturree Singh staved into the shadowy
depths of the sea-cave

“ Nothing doing  there,” growled
Vernon-Smith. “I've searched every
imch of the place, while Bunter’s been
snortng. There are cracks in the rock,
where the rain comes in when 1t's rainy,
but nothing hiz enough for a bird to
got thruugﬁ. We might a5 well be in a
cell. I've a jolly good mind to swim
and chance the sharks.”

Tt would not be a chanee, Smithy.
it would be a certainty—Ifor ile sharks, "
sared the nabob,

“T'm npot geoing fo stand thiz much
longer,” muttered the Bounder desper-
ately.

‘i‘k’hat camnol be endured must go
longest Lo the well, like a stitech in
time, as the proverb savs,” answered
Huarvee Singh.

“You stlly ass!"

YAy esteemed SBmithy—

“How did that hound get you here
without the other fellows seeing? Are
they waiking aboul with their oyes
shut®” snarled the Bounder.

Hurrer Singh told him of the hidden
Gssure through the heait of the basaltic
oliffi.  Vernon-Smith listened, with a
savage face.

“He knows this island hike a beook,”™
he =aid. * He was here before, of conrse,
I wish the cannibals had got him when
he was here. Wa thonght all the danger
would be from that rascally half-caste,
and all the while—— I suppose you got
Silvio safe?”

The nabob's dusky face clouded a
little.

“There 13 no more danger from
Bilvig, my esteemed Smithy,” he said.
“He got loose on the schoober last
night, and Ben Dance shot him,™
THEGA exclaimed the Bounder.

“The csteemed half-caste will not
tronble us again.” said the nabob. *“Dut
—tlie oxecrahle Boamezs i3 a tougher
proposition.  Tint T have noe doubt that
our friends will handle him terrifically.™

A deep and prolonged yawn echoed
throngh the sea-cave. DBilly Bunter had
awakened.

The Owl of the Remove sat up, and
jamuned hiz spectacles on lns fat Jitzle
noze, and blinked at Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

“That you, Inkvy™ he exclaimed.

“ My estcemed self,” sard the nabol.

“Oh, good!" DBuonter scrambled up.
“Where are the oiher fellows? Have
they got the boat? Let's get out of this.
T'm hungry. ™

# My esteemed Bunter——

“Where are they ' exclaimed Buouter,
Blinking ronnd peevishly through his
spectactes, T can tell rou I'm jolly
hungry. I've had nothing but coronuts
and bananas—all very well for dessert,
but T want & meal. 1 feel asif T haven't
caten anyvthing solid for wecks., Dretty
thick, T call if, lcavineg me here all thi=
time: I really think wvoun might have
found me a it sooner than this. But
some fellows are so selfish. Where's the
boat "

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grinmed.

“1 am a prisoner. like your cstcomed.
and ridienlons self."” be answered.

Bunter stared at hine.

“ A—n—a prizsofcr ™ he stuttored.

“ TExactfullv."

“Yon haven't come here to get me
AWAY i

“The sorrowfulaess 15 lerrifie, hat the
answer is in the esteemed negative.™

“Well, you silly idiot !

“ Aly esteemed fatheaded DBunter—"

“You burbling chump [

11
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William George Bunter seemed in-
cdignant.
M You fﬂﬂt!in% fathead ! ho roared.
‘Mean to say I've got to stick heref
What are the fellows deing? Don't
they hknow that I'm famished? What
do they think I've got to cat here ¥

“It s tervifically probable that they
have not thought about that at all, my
estecrmed adiotiz Bunier,” chuckled the
nabob.

“Kick him ! grunted the Bounder.

“Oh, really, Smithy it

“Well, shut up, or Tll kick you my-
solf 1" gald Vernon-Smith,

“¥ah! FLook here, Inky, have you
got anything to eat about you 7"

“Nothing.”

" Mot even a bit of chocolate #

Hurree Singh grinned and shook his
Mo '

“Well, of all the blinking idiots!”
said Bunter, in disgust. “ Ygu go and
let yourself be caught, like a footling
dummy, and you haven't even any grub
about you, Yah!”

And Bunter, finding that the pabob’s
presence did not mean rescue, and that
there was ne grub about, settled down
to sleep again, Fortunately, he was s
pood sleeper,

Hurree Jumset Ram Singh sat down
and ate bananas. With iis Oriental
cahinness, he took the situation much
more philosophically than the enraged
Lounder. IIc had faith in his chums
and i their efforts to find him, and so
long as there was nathing doing, he was
prepared to do nothing quietlv. Not so
the Bounder. He seomed unable to rest
for & moment.  If he sat down, he jumped
up again at once. Alrcady he had ex-
glured every .recess of the deep sca-cave,
ut he explored every recess apgain.
Many times the nabob saw him pause at
the mouth of the cave and scan the
waters with a desperate expression on
his face, But even the reckless Bounder
was not desperate enough to plunge in
among Lthe sharks. He groped round
the rocks at the cave mouth—but they
were steep, almost perpendicular, and
worn smiooth by lapping tides; there
was no {oothold for anything without
wings. The long, hot day wore wearily
away, while Bunter alternately yvawned
and snored, and the nabob sat and
rested, and the infuriated PRounder
roamed about like a caged animal,
wasting lis energy in unavailing rage.

It was late in the hot afterncon, when
the plash of a paddle was heard in
the narrow strip of waier among the
chifs, Hurree Jamset Ham Singh was
alert at once, the Bounder stopped his
restless roving, and steod with gleaming
eyes and clenched hands., Soames was
returning to the sea-cave again.

“If he comes in our reach * the
Bounder whispered.

Hurree Singh nodded, with a #itter
in his black eves. Cool and quict as the
nzbob was, he was prepared to take
atv desperate chance.

But the sea-lawyer did
within reach.

The juniors watched the cauoce glid-
ing among the perpendicnlar eliffz, that
rose from the water like walls of rock,
Hoames was not alone in it. A figure
was huddled at the bottom of the canoe,
Beveral fect from the Janding-place
Scames stopped, A guiver ran through
the Bounder’s Limbs, but Hurree Singh
orasped his arm. Boames stood ready
with the paddle, and a desperate spring

t the canoe only meant a blow and a
all into the water—and death in the
jaws of the sharks.

The huddled figure in the battermn of
tha cance staggered up. Frank Nugent,
bis face white, a black bruize ou lus

not come
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The whizzing lump of coral siruck Suramas on the head, and knocked him backwards, with a yell of pain and rage, in the

Vernon-Smith's eyes fashed.
Nugent.

forehead, stared almost hegpardly at
tha two juniors in the mouth of the
cave.
“ Jump ashore!” rapped out Boames.
Mugent pui his hand te his head.
Vernon-2mith and the nebob could see
thiat he had had a cruel blow, He gave
the sea-lawver a bitier look, and
jumped from the cance to the rock.
Hurree Singh caught him as he
staggered thero, !
"M;i.' esteemed Tranky—" he mur-
mured.
“Ho he's got you, too!” said the
Bounder, with savaze rage and derision.
“{—I was knocked down from
behind,” muttered Nuogent. “A lump
of coral, I think, in that villain's hand.
I was stunned.” He sank down on a
boudder, holding his head in his hands.
The canne glided away. The Bounder
bupst inte a bitter, scofling laugh.
“The game's up [ he sawd.

canoe.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Signal !

ARRY WHARTON set his
H tecth. ;
Hot and {atigued, 1n ibe

blaze of the tropic sun, the
Greyfriars chums had searched and
searched, rooting among the gullies
and crannies of the cliffs, without pick-
ing up a trace of Hurree Jamset Ham
Singh. They were vigilant, watchful,
and every minute they called to one
another; but their wvigilance had npot
saved another member of the party

““We've got to keep him off now ! *

** Go it, you fellows !’ he grifted betwean his teeth.
(See Chapler 8.}

from falling inte the hands of their
cunning cnemy. Frank Nugent's voice
was no loager Dicard in answer to the
calling of his comrades, and when they
sought him they did not find him.
Wharton, Dob Cherry, Johnny Bull, and
Tom Redwing gathered together. with
ot faces,  Again and again they had
shouted to Nugent, and no answer had
come, ad they knew what must have
happened.

“He's got him 1" zaid Bob, between
his set lips.

Wharton gripped the magazine-riflo
and stared round. Had he caupht a
glimpse of Boamnes at that moment, the
sca-lavwyver woutld have paid dearvly for
htis villaing.
~But there was no sign of Soames.
XNot a sign of him had the juniors seen
that day: it was alinost as if a spectra
haunied the treasure island, dogping
the juniors' foolsiops. First the nabob,
and now Nugent, had been faken in an
unguardad moment, and they were
gone. ILiven at that moment, as they
getnered together with enraged faces,
the jupiors knew that their unsecen
enemy might be watching them from a
hidden lair among the rocks.

“This iz getting rather thick,” said
Johinny Ball.

“But how——-" mnttered Bol.

“These cliffs are full of fssures and
caves.” said Hedwing, “Boames knows
the place, sod we do not.  But—but we
shall find him.”

“The villain muttered Wharton.
“1f one could only catch sight of him
for & moment—"

“Let's pet on”

L
!

* Glve it him ! *" breathed

The search scemed hopeless, On the
broken  shore, ami masses  of
irregularly piled rocks, vawning gullies,
towering cliffs, there was no cluc to
guide them. It was scarcely possible to
search the crannies of the shore without
separating, but the four juniors did not
separate again. Only too well they
knew that their enemy, unseen, silent,
stealthy, was dogging them, ready to
pounce upon anyone whe sirayed from
the rest, ready to strike from behind.
Amid the rugged rocks there was cover
for & hundred enemies, and it was casy
enough for the stealthy Boames to dog
their footsteps unseen and unheard.

Tie sun was sloping in lhe west now;
over the hills of Caca the sky was a
blaze of purple gold. The long, hot
day was waning, When night came,
the juniors knew that they would have
to give up the search, and the thought
of giving it up, with their friends stall
in the hands of the encry, was bitter.

“We've got to find them,” suid Bob
Cherry desperately. “They mayn't be
more then g few hundred yards away all
the time in this daoshed wilderness of
roeks. Only—whers ¥ _

“In some hidden cave,” said Bed-

wiu%’.
“Then we've pot to find it”

Harey Wharton stopped. His eves
were fixed on the sky over th. great
basaltic eliffs that rose from the sca.
Against the sky, from the top of the
cliffs, rose o thin, bluish eloud.

It was smoke.

“What's that?” asked Bob, stopping,
and following Wharten's gaze,

Tue Magser Lisrany.—No. 1,025,
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“Bmokea ! zaid Redwing.

“Somebody camping on top of the
cliffs,” =zaid Bob, ;}uz:led. “Can't be

sg—he wouldn't want to climb up
there. He's jolly ‘well nearer to us than
that-"

The four juniors stared at the thin,
wavering colump of smoke, puzzled and
perplexed,

It was iml'i-]-:-uihla that Soames had
climbed to the top of the clifs and
there highted a camp-fire, as if to guide
his enemies.  MNeither was there any
sign of a fire to be scen. So far as the
juniors could observe, the smoke rose
from the cliff itself,

“Blessed if I ¢an make it out,” said
Bob. “Car't be another voleano heve,
Just starting in business, I suppose §"'

Wharton shook his head.

“It's not that,” bhe said. “The vol-
cano’s almost at the other end of the
island. I can't make it out,”

“May be those gidd}' Malaitas, who
came to the island with Silvio,™ =aid
Johnny Bull. “Three or four of them
wro about the island somewhere.”

Wharton did not answer.

He stood staring at tha thin column of
smoke with corrugated brows.

Eu_lnEwhera on the island were the
survivors of Silvio’s crew of Solomaon
Jslanders; the juniors had given them
no thought and no heed.,  They were
keeping out of the way of the “white
marsters.™

But it was scarcely possible that the
Bolomon Islanders had elambered to the
summit of a steep, barren eliff to make
their camp.  They were mach more
};i-z_&!ly to have campod where food was at

diid,

“Can it be a signal 7' asked Wharton
ot last,

“A signal ¥ repeated Redwing, with
a stiartil ,

“l should say, can it be anvihin
else " zaid Harry. “It's not alm:mﬁ
fire, we can see that. The fire is hidden
out of sight, and we can only sce the
smoke., It's exactly like the smoke-
signals that savages make.”

b gave a whistle.

“We've scen _nmhir:‘[.i: of the =avapes
s0 far,” he said. They're on the
other side of the 1sland, bevend the
hills, No reason to suppose they know
that anvone has arrvived here at all.”

“It’s not the natives of Caca,” said
Harry, I don't mean that. It looks
like a smoke-signal.  Can it be our
friends trying to signal to us?”

“Oh, my hat!”

“"But they're not on the cliff,” said
Johnny Bull, “Wea should he able io
gee them if they were there,”

"1 know, But—*

. Wharton fell into silence again, watch.
ing the smoke. Obvicusly it proceeded
fmmrsnmﬂ sort of a fire; but there was
ne sign to be scen of the fire. The
smoke yvose. apparently, from some
eranny in the rugged top of the oliff.
It was possible that it was due to zome
volecanic actron, that some sublerranean
fire-channel of the veleano extended as
far as the basaltic cliffs. But it was not
likely—it was very unlikely. The smoke
wag a signal—but from whom--and to
whom 7

Some savage from the other side of
the island, perhaps, might have rovnded
Caca in his canoe, and sent up the signal
as & warning to his tribesmen that
white men were on the izsland, that thero
was a white man’s chip to be atlacked
and plundered,  But that, again, was
unlikelv ; the smoke was too slight to ba
seen miles away, from the other side of
the hills,

The conviction grew in Wharton's
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mind that the signal was from his
friecnds. Tt was, at least, possible.

“Let's get to i, he sadd, "It's a
pretty stiff climb wup there, but—if
there’s the remotest chance that it's
from our friends, we want to look mnto
it..}.?‘

“1 don't see how it could be,” said
Bob soberly. “We can see that there's
nobody on the cliff. But let’s, all the
game. Any chance is better than none,

and we're doing no good rooting about
here.”

“Let's,” assented Johnny Thull, and
Redwing nodded.

And the juniors, seeking the easiest
way up the great cliffi, began 1o climu
the steep ascent. It was a wild and
rugped way, amid gullies end great
boulders, and & bard ¢limb in the Llaze
of the sun. Dut the sipnal—if mignal it
was—was still before their oyes—the
thin spiral of smoke rising from the
summit of the cliff, spreading out and
fading away in the sky far above as the
breeze drifted it out to sca.

Harry Wharton glanced back a good
many times, as the juniors tramped omn,
1If Soames was lurking among Lhe rocks
a5 hoe was assured, the signal woul
catch his eyes also, that was certain.
Wounld he follow on the track of the
juniors, or hurry back to the hidden spot
where he had left hiz prisoners? INo
sign was to be seen of the man follow-
ing. But suddenly, from & poini where
the cliff fell away sheer & hundred fect
to the water, Horry Wharton caught
sight of 2 canoe,

“Btop [ be panted,

The four juniors halted, staring down
from the chiff at the ecanoe gliding
below. Soames was in it, paddling fast,
with a paddle in either hand.

“There's the villain!” breathed Bob
Cherry.

Wharton's eves gloamed.

He threw himself down, and erawled
to the very verpe of the dizzy precipice.
A hondred feet below was a " finger ™ of
ihe lagoon, and between high walls of
rock Soames  was paddiing  rapidly,
evidently unconseions that cves had seen
him from above. Wharion lowered the
muzzle of the rifle over the edge of the
cliff, and took aim at the cance. His
comrades watched him in silence,

{ ‘rack !

The report of the rifte rang ameng the
cliffs, startling a thousand scabirds from
the crannics,

The juniors, staring down [rom the
dizzy verpe, paw Soames start, and
glance up. The bullet had gone close,
oven at the difficult range ; it had siruck
the canon a foot from Soames, and
glaneed away,

With a startled face, the sea-lawyer
stared up, and canght sipht of the four
faces staring down from the edge of the
precipiee.  Ilis ¢yes blazed at them for
a second, and then he was desperaiely
paddling again.

rack }

Wharton fired a second shot; it
dropped behind the canoe as Soames
raced onward.

A mement more, and the cance had
vanished round & bulging cfiff, and was
lost to sight.

Wharton gritted his tecth.

“He's got away. Hut it's plain
enough, wvou chaps. He's seen the
5E_,[;na , samo 43 we have, and he knows
it's from our friends, and he's hureying
back to put a stop to it.  Isn't that
clear ™

“F.ﬂﬂim like it,” said Bob,
on -|J
And the juniors, wilh reoewed hope

“Come

now, clambered fast to the summit of
the cliff, guided by the spiral of derk
smoke that rose before them,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Chance [

b Y estcemed Smithy !

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh
rése from the boulder at the
moutls of the sea-cave, whera

he had long been sitting, The nabob
had been thinking hard, while the
Bounder roamed about vestlessiy, and
Nugent sat with his bruised head resting
i hiz hanls.

Vernon-Smith his  savage
roaming, and turned to the nabob
almost with a snarl,

stopped

"I have been thinking terrifically—*"
“What's the wuse, you dummyi®

sngrled the Beunder. “Can you think
us out of this cave, you ass¥”

Nugent leoked up hopefully, Hia
head was aching from the blow he had
recelved, which had stunned him and
laced him in the hands of the sea-
awyer, and his face was white. But
there waz & tone in the nabob’s voice
that hrought hope back to his heart,

“I hope fo, my estecmed Smithy,”
said Hurree Singh gently, “We cannot
swim away because of the esteemed
sharks, and the climbfulness s impos-
sible. Dut there are more ways of kill-
ing .an excellent cat than the chokeful-
ness with cream.”

"What do you mean, i yoa mean
anything ?" grunted the Bounder. “If
you've thought of anything, get it off
your chest,”

“There are pools of water in the
cave,” said Hurree Bingh, with a nod
towards the dusky interior of the sea-
cave. “We have guenched our
esteemed thirst there, and the wator is
fresh, It is rain-water which percolates
through the basalt over our excellent
heads, Where there is a2 way in, thers
must be 2 way out.”

"Weon silly owl!™ said Vernon-Smith
savagely, “Ito vou think I haven't
thought of that long ago? I've spotted
every hole in the basalt where the water
trickles in when it raing. The largest of
them is not large enough for a rabbit to
get throngh”

Hurree Jamizet Ram Singh nedded.

“Quitefully #0,"' he apreed. “Wa
cannot  got ont dhe way the esteemcd
rain trickles in.  But where we cannot
go, sometling ¢lse may go”

“And what 7" demanded the Bounder.
“Have wou a ecarrier pigeon in your
pocket, you domimy 77

“No. But smoke——

*Hmoke 1" repeated the DBounder,
staring.

“Common or garden smoke,” said
Hurree Bingh mildly, “Smole, as you
must be aware. travels upwards, and
will find its way through the narrowest
cranny. If we light a fire in the cave,
undernealh one of the crevices where
the esteemed rain trickies mm——"

The Bounder gave a jumi.

HOh, good!” exclaimed  Frank
ugent. " There's lots of driflwood
here, and we've got matches.”

“That is the esteemed idea,” =aid
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

The Bounder's face had brightened
for a moment, but it darkencd again,
hopeolesaly.

“* Nothing it. he zaud, with a
grunt.  * Suppose we get smoke ont
through the cliff, are the fellows likely
te see it, or to undersiand what it
means, if they do see 167

b

in
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HThe certainfulness is not terrifie, but
the phancefulness is great,” said Hurree
FJamset Bam Singh. “If our esteemed
friends see the smoke they will wonder
what it means, and the thinkfulness will
follow. 1 am sure that they are search-
ing for us among the cliffs, and they
cannobt be far away. They will see the
emoke, and soonerfully or laterfully
they will guess that it is a signal.”

“MNot likely,” growled the Bounder.
“But it's a chance, anyhow, and better
than doing nothing. Let's get to it."

Nagent rose to his feet and groaned
as he did so. His héad was aching
severely. )

chui:ree Singh pushed him back to his
BOA

“YVou take a rest, my esteemod
Franky,” he said. * Emithy and Bunter
and my esteemed self can do the work.”

“Oh, really, Inky—"

“Come on, Bunter!” snapped the
Bounder. *We've got to gather up &
gtack of driftwood. Get & move on.”

“I'm tired,” answered Bunter.

“What 7"

“Tired.” :

Vernon-3mith gave him a look.

Looks had no effcet on William George

Bunter., He leaned back against a
rock and rested there peacefully. His
peaceful rest did not last long, how-
ever. 1t was interru?ted by the
Dounder’s bhoot, planted forcibly in his
fat ribs.

“Yarooooh!” roared Bunter.

“Tired now " asked Herbert Vernon-
Smith.

o ou-ony ! Ow-wooop

“ Do you wani another?”

“Yowow! T'm coming!”
Bunter. *“JI—I want to helpl

And Buonter helped. ,

Along the month of the cave was drift-
wood in great guartities, left there by
a thousand tides. In the heat of the
tropic day, the prisoners of the sea-cave
had not thought of =» cum{:-ﬁre, bt
the materialz were ample, They
gathered up armfuls of the driftwood
and carried them up the cave into the
dusky interior.

At the back of the cave, far from the
sca, therc were several pools of fresh
water in hollows of the basalt. Here
and there in the rocky arches high over
theié heads, fissures yawned in the rock,
and in one place a tiny glimpse of light
could be discerned. The opening was
scarcely enough for a bird to have found

assage through it, even if it could have
gec-n reached from below, which was
impossible without & forty-foot ladder,
But it was more than wide enough to
allow the passage of smole.

The Bounder had declared that there
was “nothing in it,” but his eyes were
gleaming now, and he worked hard at
carrving driftwood up the cave and
piling it inder the fissure in the arched
roof. Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh
worked as hard, and Billy Bunter, much
againat the grain, slaved at the task,
helped on by a drive of the Bounder's
boot whenever he slacked. As Bunter
had been resting all day, there really
peemed mo resson why he should not
exert himself a littla, The Owl of the
Remove scemed to sea plenty of reasons,
but his views were not rogarded. Ho
fagged and panted up and down the
cave, with an occasional kick to keep
him going.

A stack of dry wood was soon reared,
gnd o match was set to it. In a few
minutes the firo was crackling and
blazing.

“The smokefulness will be terrific,”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram SBingh,
with great satisfaction.

“(rooogh ! splaottered Bunter.

L

howled
Beast!"™

“What is the mablerfvlness, my
esteemed fat Dunter "
“Oooch! Atchoo !

Billy Bunter had caught some of the
smoke that cddied through the cave.
He coughed and sweczed and spluttered.
The Bounder ecame up with fresh arm-
fulzs of driftwood and tossed them on
the fire,

“Go it, Bunter!"” he snapped.

“Groogh! Atchoo! Beast!” gasped
Bunter, “I'm sn-sn-encezing ! Oooch!”

“Work while you snecze, my csteemed
lazy Bunter,” suggested the nabob,

“Oooch! I can't! Atchooh!”

“lan’t " asked the Bounder.
foot flew out,

“Yarooch! Yow-ow-ow! Groogh!
Atchooh! ©Oooch!™ Bunter sneezed,
and foind that he could work while he
snecred,

More and more fuel was tossed on the
fire, and the heat at the back of the
cave was soon great, Smoke eddied
along the rugged arches of the roof,
and crawled along the sides of the cave,
and eddied out of the cavern-mouth
over the sunny water. The juniors had
to retrcat at last from Lhe heat of the
fire and the suffocaling smoke. ey
retreated to the very edge of tho rock
lip over the deep water, and oven there
eddics of simoke curled round them and
Hoated away.

The interior of the sea-cave was thick
with it. Therc was no doubt whatever
that the smoke, rising thick and black,
searched out every cranny in the roof
of the cave, and streamed ont by every
opening, however slight. Some of it
at least, eseaped by the rain-holes in the
bhasalt and foated away .skyward, the
prisoners knew that, If Harry Wharton
& Co. saw it—if they understeod when
they saw it— ?

They were bound to see it, if they
wore anywhere near

Has
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will see it and understand ib," said
the Bounder, struck by  that  swdden

thought. " IHe knows where we are,
and so scon as he spots the smoke he
will spot that it iz just over this cave,”

Hurree Singh nnéded.

“He will come!” said Nugent.

“Let him come ™ said the Bounder,
with glinling cyes. “There are three
of us, without thet fat fwnk Bunter.
We'll have a try at handling him; he's
got o bush knife, but we shan't have
empty hands.” The Bounder picked np
a jagged lump of coral. “Get hold of
somothing, yvou fellows!™

lash, plash!

It was the sound of o paddle in the

strip of zea botweon the cliffs. The
sea-lawyer was coming!

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
For Life or Death !

QOAMES paddled towards the sea-
cave, white with rage. Only too
well the sea-lawyer had known
what the smoke-signal meant

when he saw the spiral of vapour rising
from the cliff-top against the blune sky.
He had ceased at onee to stalk the Grey-
friars party, and hurried back to his
canoe to return to the sca-cave, Twice
Wharlon's builet, from the high cliffs,
had narrowly missed him. Soames
realised very keenly how narrow his
escape had been.

He realised. too, that he had roused
a fierce and implacable spirit in his
rivals for the treasure; the captain of
the Greyiriars Remove had intended
Lboth bullets to hit, and only the diffi-
culty of the range had saved Boames.
He knew what the smoke-signal meant;

(Continued on next poge.)

t he DLasalt ¢liffs at
all: and it was cer-
tain that they were
still seeking their
lost comrades and
could not he far
awav. The only
question was, would
they wunderstand?
Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh was confident,
Frank Nugent was
hopoful, and even
the PBounder ad-
mitted that there
was a chance. As
for Bunter, he did
not offer an opinion
at  all; all  he
offered was a series
of exasperated com-
plaints, becanse some
of the smoke got
into his eves and
noae,

“Our esteemoed
friends will see it,”
said Hurree Jamsct
Ram Singh. “The
seefulness 15 certain,
and the understand-
fulpess will be
terrific. T hey will
find cut where we
arc, and if they can-
not reach us land-
fully, ther will get
the whaleboat and
reach us waterfully.
It 15 a stiteh in fime
that will save the
esteemed nine-

ence.

“Whether thev see
it or not, Soames

All you need is 2d. to make a most thrilling
find. But this quest hangs on a request—
the four magic words “a Cadbury Tuckish
please.” You say them in a sweet shop
and vou would'nt change places with a
pirate! O pee! O glee! It's Cadbury’s!

PS. You can tell the mater that Cadbury’s
Turkish Delight is practically a perfect
food,

What luck!

See the name ‘(Adbury’ on every piece of chocolate.
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he koew that Harry Wharton & Co,
guessed, or they would not _léa—m been
clambering over the ]'Ll.ﬂ.’]:l~ cliffs at all;
and his face was white with rage =3 he
paddled back to the cave. The rescue
of his prisoners meant the undoing of
all that he had done—the destruction
of all his plans, And once the Grey-
friars party located the sea-cave, rescue
was certain. Soames paddled furionsly
up the narrow channel o the cave.
'[Jlj:nere was timo yet—ample time—to
st.a.m;.ir out the fire, to stop the smoke-
signal, before Harry Wharton & Co.
reached the top of the cliffs. When they
finished their long climb they should
not find even a wisp of smoke as & clue,
if Soames could help it. And he did
nat yet doubt that he could help it.

The canpoe came fairly whizzing to-
wards the cave as Soames plied-a paddle
i o¢ither hand. He could see three
figures at the mouth of the cave—Hurreo
Singh, Nugent, and the Bounder.
Williarn George Bunter had prudently
rebired into obscurity.

Whiz! .

Soames, for once giving way to fierce
rage, had perhaps forgotten his usual
Cunning aﬂE caution, Certeinly it did
not seem to have crossed his mind that
he had resistance to expect when he
reached the cave. Three schoolboys
were there, unarmed, and in the cance
were the heavy, keen i:_ush-]-:ni'.rea' he had
taken from Nugent and Hurree Singh.
Even without weagnns the sinewy seco-
lawyer was probably a match for the
three schoolboys, but with & knife in his
hand he was not to be resisted. At
least, that had seemed certain to him—
g0 certain that he had not thought about
it. The whizzing lump of coral was
rather a startling awakening to hinm.

It came from the hand of the
Bounder, and never had the Bounder
bowled s surely on the ericket pitch at
Greyiriars. The missila struck Boames
on the head, snd knocked him. back-
wards in the cange,

The paddles flew from his hands and
Soames sprawled backwards, with a vell
of pain ‘and rage in the bottom of the
CANOE,

The Bounder’s eyes flashed.

"Go it, yvou fellowsl”™ he gritted be-
tween his teelh.

“(xive it him!" breathed Nugent.
“We've got to keep him off now!”

_Thta fAoor of the cavern was strewn
with fragments of hard coral, washed
ﬁ by many a tide. The juniors had
already gathered a heap of them, {o use
as missiles, or as weapons if the
strugglo ceme {0 closer quarters. Their
faces were set and determined.

Whiz, whiz! Crash!

Soames stroggled up, with demoniac
tage in his face. All his silky coolness
was gone now. He prabbed at the
paddles, and as he did so a chynk of
cdoral, weighing over a pound, with
rugged sharp edges, ecrashed om his
chest. He spun back again in the
capoe. Missile after missile rained at
him, and struck him on all sides,

The canoe danced and rocked, and
shipped water,

ose beside it, as it danced, & black
fin rose over the sea, and a shark
touched it as it glided by. Anothor and
another fin rose to view, more and more
gliding shapes were seen in tho clear
water, ns if the hideous creatures knew
that there was a chance of a morsel
falling into their jaws, .

Soames esat up in the cance again,
breathing fury. The cance had lost
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way, sud was floating & dozen feel from
the eavern mouth, broadside on. The
sea-lawyer grasped one of the heavy
bush-knives, his old s in the
Scuth Seas, the man, who lad been
called “Aitoo,” hed learned the
Puacific savage's trick of throwing the
knife. There was murder in the sea-
lawyer's blazing ‘eyes now as his hand
jerked, and the knifc flew like a gleam
of ‘light.

A second more, end Herbert Vornm-
Bmith would have drupped, with the
knife in his heart. _

‘But & dusky hand dragged him sside
in time. Soames’ sction had been swilt
—swift almost as lightning; but the
wary -nabob had seen it, and his grasp
was on the Bounder as the knife flew.

By an inch or less the deadly missile
missed Vernon-Bmith, and few past him
and dropped In tho cave.

“Oh1” panted the Bounder.

His cyes blazed as he gmﬁﬁed another
chunk of broken. coral end burled it at
the cance, Soames barely dodged i,
and as he dodged it another jagged
lump from MNugeni struck him on the
side of the head, and it was instantly
followed by another from the nabob,
crashing on his neck, The sea-lawyer
sprawled in the bottom of the long
cance, dazed and bleeding. . The canoe
rocked dangerously, and ted, wildly
vscillating, away from the cave, sucked
away by the outgoing tide.

“Keep it up!’” panted the Bounder.

He plunged inte the smoké behind
him, groping over the floor of the cave
for the bush-knife that had so narrowly
missed him.

It was soon in his grasp, and he ro-
joined his comrades. The long, heavy
knife, almost as heavy as an axe,
glenmed 4n his hand.

“Let him come now, if he likes™
said the Bounder, between his tecth.
“T'Il be glad if he daes! Let him

come.”

The cance was floabing farther away
on the receding tide. Soomies’ head did
not show over the side till- it was a
distance too great for accurate throwing
of rocks.

Then his face was seen again, white
with rage, streaked with blood from
half a dozen cuts.

His ecyes burned at the prisoners of
the ecave,

Vernon-Smith waved the bush-knife.

“Come back, you scoundrel!™ he
shouted. “Come as soon as you like!”

Whiz, whiz! A couple of lumps of
coral dropped a few fcet short of the
CENoe.

But Soames did not paddle towards
the cave again., A well-aimed rock
might have stunned bim, and he knew
it. He shook & clenched fist at the
juniors, and then, seizing a paddle, he
tocled the canoe away among the tall
cliffs, and wvanished from their sight.

H0ur win!’" murmured the nabob.

MNugent sank almost exhausted on a
boulder. The Bounder's eyes glittored
after the sea-lawyer as he disappearcd.
He was sorry that Soames had not
sought to push matters to a conclusion.

“We can keep him off,* said Vernon-
Smith. “But this means, of course,
that he will not come again—there will
be no more food for wa. All depends
now on the fellows seeing ‘the smcke-
gignal and understanding it.”

“They will see, and they will under-
stand,” said Hurree Singh.

“Tf they don’t, we die of hungor
here,” seid the Bounder grimly. “But
I'm glad we've taken the chanece,
We've given thai hound something lo
remember ns by, at least!"

“1 say, you fellows'"—Bufiter came

out of a crevice into which he bad
crammed his fat person—" is—is—is he
gone 1

“¥es, you fat funk”

“0h, really Smithy " Buntor
blinked at the Bounder. “I—I should
have handled him, of course, if he'd
come into the cave. I—I was just ready
for him! I say; I'm hungry!™
~ "0Oh, my hat! Thet's jolly important;
isn’t it?" growled the Bounder,

“Eh! I should jolly well say it is)"
z2a1d Bunter. ““I'm getting sick of these
bananas and coconuts, I can tell you!
They're nob real food—they don’t Hli
a fellow. A bunch of bananas makes
hardly any difference to me. 1. dare
say that's why the natives are canni-
bals, you know; they've got no cattle,
and they can’t be expected to live on
bananas and yams and things, Muck!”

Bunter picked up a bunch 'of bananas,
Vernon-8mith promptly. knocked it out
of his hand,

. "Let the grub slone, you fat rotterl®
he snapped.

Bunter glared at him.

“Why, you—you—you cheeky beast!”
he gasped. “There isn’t anything but
this muck, but it just keeps a follow
going. I'm gomg to fll up on bananas,
as there isn't anything else,”

“¥ou're not going to touch & banana
or & coconut again to-dayv,” said the
Bounder coolly. “We've got 1o make
that grub last,™

-IIE ?J:I

“Do you think Boames will bring us
any mere, after the way we've handled
him? snapped Vernon-Bmith., * He
won't come near the cave again.”

Billy Bunter's eyes grew larpe and
round behind hiz spectacles.

_ “"Why, you—you—you priccloss
idiot i ho gasped., “You've driven
Soemes off, when we'ra depending on
him for foed to keep us alive!”

““Just that!" assented the Bounder.

"¥ou must be potty!™ gasped Bunter,

“Qur esteemed friends will save us,
my worthy fat Bunter,” murmured the
nabob, “The chancefulness is great.
The cesteemed Soames must |lave
thought it probable, as he came back
t2 put out the smoke-signal.”™

“Probable !” hooted Bunter. “What's
the good of that? Suppose they don't
find us¥"

“Then the esteemed game will be up
for our excellent selves,” answered the

nabob ecalmly. *“We perish hers
hungerfully.”
“¥ou— you — you potty idiots!"

fﬂﬁpﬂd Bunter. “Why couldn’t wyou
cave Soames

alone? I'm frightiully
hungry now !

“(h, shut op!” said Bmithy.

“Shan’t!” roarod Bunter. “You've
cut off supplies when wou know we
can't get eway! I'm not going to starve
to please you! 'The least you eap do,
after that, is to leave this grub to me,
what there 15 of 161"

“¥ou'll have your whack, and nothing
more,” sald the Bounder, “Not an-
otiner bite to-day, my fat tulip.”

" Beast [

“Let mo catch {nu at the grub, and
lopk out for squalla You'd better try
to make 1t last as long as you can,
When it's all gone, you may go next.”

I'I:Eh ?H‘

"You're the fattest, and the least
use,” said the Bounder sardoneally.
“It will be your turn after the grub is

e, if we don't get out of thia.

era’'s enocugh of you to last us a
week.”

Bunter blinked at the Bounder,

“Why, you—you—you beast!" he
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“Menty of you to make kai-kai,” said
the Bounder.

" (zrooogh "

Biilly Bunfer's fat litile logs seemed
to refuse to support bim, and he sank
down on & Dboulder, blinking at tho
Bounder in hovror.  The idea of mﬂ.l-:ul-ﬁ
kai-kai when the foed ran out sceme
to disconcert the fat jumeor,

“8n the longer the grub lasts, the
safer you will be, my fat tulip,” said the
Bounder. “Take that as a tip.”

“Beast ! said Bunter faintly.

The Owl of the Remove blinked at
what romained of the bananas and

coconuts, but ha did not offer to touch

them again. Vernon-Smith's grim jest
seemed to have taken even Bunter's
appetite away.

The fire was sinking now in the in-
terior of the cave, and the juniors piled
more driftwood on it, Smoke thickened
again round the rugged roof of the
bazaltic cavern. They returncd to the
cavee-mouth 1o brealhe the fresh air
there, and to watch and wait. Lower
sank the sun over the tropic island, and
in the narrow sea-channel between the
high cliffs the shadows lengthened and
darkened.,

With grim faces they watehed the fall
of night. The signal had been seen—it
must have been seéen—but had it been
understood—wouid it guide their friends
to the reseue? Upon that deponded the
lives of the prisoners in the cave. From
Boames there was nothing more to ba
expected.  'They knew that. It was
rescne, or death by hunger in the cavern
or by the jaws of the sharks, Thay had
sob their lives wpon a cast, angd had to
stand the hazard of the dia. But—with
the exception of Billy Punter--the
prisoners of the basalt cave did not re-
pent that they had taken the chauce.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
On the Track !

ABRY WHARTON and s com-
H panions were breathing hard
and deep when they reached at
last the summit of the basaitic
cliff. The distance was not great in
itself; but the way up the cliff was
broken by endless pullies and fissures,
which had to be clambered through:
heee and there by deep channels into
which fingers of the lagoon penctrated,
gnil which had to be gone round, But
at long last they stood on the summit of
the great mass of black basalt, where
the smoke signal ascended.

Unceasingly before their eves the
spiral of amoke had risen as & guide,
and they could see that it escaped from
gome cieft in the rock, and as they dreow
nearer thoy made out thinner and
slighter spirals of smoke that cscapoed
from other creviees. It was as if a fire
burned in the hollow interior of the
¢liff, every crovies in the basalt serving
as a chimnev, as was indecd the cass,
Where the thickest smoke rose, tho four
jumiors halted, breathless with their
exertions, but with hope in their faces,

That the fire was no result of voleanic
action within the cliffs they knew now
for certain, The unmistakable smell of
wood-smoke was in their nostrils as
they came up, There was no mistaking
it.

“We'ra on the riqht'- track now," said
Johuny Bull, “It's a fire in a cave
somewhere under this thumping eliff—
cither & camp-fire, or intended as a
signal.”

" Mobody's likely to want a camp-fire

on a {iaj'LliIn"._ this,” said Bob Cherry,
fanning his erimson face with his hat.

—_—

Fifty feet above the water, Soames stood, looking down at the whaleboat, his
white, set face and burning eyes ciear to the view of the Greylriars juniors below,
As the whaleboat drifted across the narrow channel, a keavy rock hurtled down.
Splash! It dropped a couple of yards away from the whaleboat. (See Chapler 100)

“It's a signal all right. The fellows aro
shut up in a cave as we supposcd, and
the eave 15 nnder this eliff, %uc of them
has thought out this dodge for letting
us know.”

“It seems clear enoush to me,”
Harry YWharton.

“We onght to be able to work out the
position of the cave from here,” Red-
wing observed guietly., It must have
an opening, and, from the position, the
opentng must be fowards the sea. We
saw Soames horrying 1o the canoe,
clearly poing back to the cave by water
to stop the signalling.  We've pot to
soarﬁh the face of the clift towards the
504,

“Bomo job " said Bob. "1 soems to
drop a3 sheer as the wall of a house.™

"Not gnite,” said Redwing, with a
smile. “I'm uszed te chiff climbing, and
you can leave it lo me”

The satlorman’s son moved towards
the verge of the great basalt eliff that
everlooked the lagoon.

Belaw the verge. the oliff bulged out
steeply, and then dropped sheer to the
water far helaw,

“Larcful, Reddy,"” called out Wharton
anxionsly.

*All serene [V

The satlormen’s =on, aceastomed 1o
the steep cliffs at Hawksellf from his
childhood. was surce-footed as a moun-
tain goat.  The other three fellows
watched him with beating hearts, as he

said

worked his way over tho steep verge of
the basalt, inding hand and foothold as
if by magic,

A fall from the cliff meant a drop of
at least seventy feet, upon hard rocks,
or intoe shark-infested waters.

But Redwing's nerve was of iron,

For twenty fect or more the basalt
bulged outwards in a stecp slope, cuttin
off the view below from t’?mse who stoo
on the summit. Redwing worked hia
way down the ru%r(ged slope, towards a
jutting spur of rock that fairly overlung
the abyss bhelow.

IIarry Wharton & ("o, watched him in
gilance, their hearts almost in  their
months.

Redwing reached the jutbing spor, and
erawled out on if, and ti‘!m:, with stendy
eve, looked down.

Beneath him, the precipice dvopped
away like a wall to the water sevenly
feet below,

It soemed searcely possible that the
satlorman’s son conld hang thore on
the dizzy veorge and look below without
his senses sw'immin§. But his sunburnt
face was colm and wndisturbed ss he
locked. And now, with o steady and
obsorvant eve, he could see the channcl
that ran from the lagoon hetwesn the
high walls of rock, ond ended at the
nwouth of the sea-cave., The eave itself
ha conld not zec, as the bazalt bulged

(Cantinued on paege 10.)
Tre: Macker Lisnanr.—No, 1,025,
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along the shore towards the stream.

o) The riding-light of the Aloha glim-

—— e 1 =

[f_”anﬁu_w:i from page .13-}

over the opening. Dut from the face of
the cliff, over the lapping whter, he
detected wisps of smoke that floated out
and eurled up rewards ham.

Redwing's cyes pleamed,

IHe knew now what he wanited to
know, ‘Those fainl wisps of smoke curl-
ing out from the face of the oliff, indi-
cated where the cave must be, in which
the prisoners had lighted the signal-fire.

fle turned back, to crawl up the bulg-
ing oliff again. 1

larry Wharton & Co. did not speak.
They watched him tensely, as he came
working hits way slowly and steadily uwp
the stecp zlope. ]

He was breathing hard with exertion
as he reached them at last, and Dob
Cherry gripped his shoulder and drew
himm up to safoty.

“You ass, Reddy!” mucmured Bob.
“I thought every minuta you were
going—-—" He shuddered,

Redwing smiled. _

“Pye climbed ¢liffs as steep az this at
home lots of times,” he answered, ©Tt
was onlv a matier ol nerve, and bemg
usoed to it. It's all right™ )

“ Al right now, anyhow,” said Bob,
“Thank goodness you've got boack safe!
See anything "

“Yas, rather!"

Redwing explained what he had seen,

and the faces of his comrades
brightened.

“Ii's clear cnough,” said Harry.
“There's a sea-cave, and we can reach
it only by water. The fellows are
there."

“Phen we've got to get back to the
Aloha as fast as we ean, and get out the
whalchoat,” said Bob,

“Thet’s it.” _

“And the sooner the betfer,” said
Johnny Bull. “We went to get ont of
this before dark. We should jolly well
break our necks scrambling among these
rocks in the dark.”

The juniors lost no time,

Thoev were aching with fatigue; but
already the rim of the blazing sun was
almost touching the hill tops to the
wost, They had made the aseent with
difficntliy enough in the light; they could
not have made the descent apain after
nightfall without incessant danger to
himb and life., Weary as they wers,
they hurricd on their way, to get out of
the wildorness of broken, rugged rocks
before the sudden tropical sunset left
them in darkness.

They had reached the sandy shore
of 1he lagoon by the Hime fhe sun had
disappeared. There they sat down to
snatech 4 few minutes’ rest. while dark-
ness thickened over the treasure island.

Dut their repose was short.

They had diseovered the lacation of
the sea-cave where their comrades were
held prisoners; they were certain on
that point now. But there was no
time to be lost; there was still Scames
1o be reckoned with. What the sca-
lawver might do. they did not know,
and econld not goess; bt they knew
that he would prevent the rescone if he
conld,  After a fow minntes rest, they
rose again from the sand, and tramped

THre BMacwrr Taerany.—No. 1.025.

mered ont on the lagoon. Bob Cherry
ut kiz hands io his month and hailed.

LER

* Ahov, the szchooner!
Ben Dance's deep volce camo back.
“ Ahoy '™

“Send the hoat.”

“ Ay, av, sir!”

A fow minutoes later the whaleboat
manned by four Kanakas, glided
through the shadows to the shore. The
sun was long gone now, and the dark-
ness Jay thiek on ihe Treasure Island.

But in the velvety sky more and more

stars were coming out, glistening like
points of fire, reflected in  the still
waters of the lagoon. The whaleboat
bumped on the soft sand, and the
juniors clambered into it

“And now for the rave,” said Red-
wing, as he fook the lings

“¥on think you can find it, in the
dark? asked Wharton doubtfiully.

“I hope =so; anvhow, we can try.
The moon will be up soon,” answered
Redwing.

“(io ahead!” said Dob Cherry, sink-
g down with a grunt of satisiactipn.
“Blessed if I think I could walk en-
other yard! VYou feller Kanakas
washy-washy plenty quick.™

The Kanakas pnt ount the oars again,
and with Redwing steering, the whale-
hoat glided northward over the starlit
lagoon, heading for the great  masses
of the basalt ¢liffs that rose against the

sky.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Rescue !

SILYER crescent of moon rose
A from the sea, and sailed among

fleecy clonds tn a sky of deep

dark blue. In the elear, bright
moontight of the South, the sea shone
like a flood of silver, and the great
¢liffz and rocks stood oui as plain as
lav day.

A mile from the anchorage of the
Aloha, the mnorthern shore of the
lagoon was a wilderness of wild, twisted
masses of basalt, rising from the water
stooply, split with a thousand fissnres
and pollies, into which *fingors” of
the lagoon flowed and murmured and
lapped. To the Greyfriars juniors, it
was an slmost trackless wilderness; but
the sailorman’s son was their guide,
and Redwing had a seaman'’s cye for
observation. He had noted every sign
that was neoded to guide him to the
narrow channel  between the high
walls of rock, that led to the sea.cave;
and as the moonlight strengthened, he
picked up every sigr that he had noted
fromn the clifi-top.

The Kanakas, surprized but ungues-
tioning, pulled at the oars, as the whale-
hoat was stoered into the rocky channcl.
Tom Redwing’s uncrring sense of diree-
tion was never once ab fault.  Harry
Wharton and Tlob amd Johnny Bull sat
in silenee, plad of the rest. and more
than willing to leave the guidance to the
satlorman's son.

“Rack water! rapped ocut Bedwing

suddenly, “Yon feller Kanakas, zlop
washy-washy. plenty quick!”
“ What " began Bob,

“ Look !

Redwing made a gesture upward,

The juntors glanced up.

High on the rocky wall that shut in
the channel, c¢lear against the moon-
Light, appeared the ligure of Soames.
Fifty feet above the water, the sea-
lnwver stood. looking down at  the
whaleboat, His whiie, sct face andd

burning oves were clear to the view;
and even as lhe whaleboat lost way,
and a turn of 1he lines twisted her
across the narrow channel, & heavy
rock hurtled down.

Splash !

The whaleboat danced, as the great
rock dropped into the water a couple
of yards awav.

“0Oh, wm¥ hat! ejaculated Bob
Cherry, gripping the gunwale.

There was a howl of alarm from the
Kanakas, as thoy stared wup at the
threatening figure outlined against the
maoonlit sky.

Wharton's eyes glinted.

His rifle was between his knees;
in an instant, he had lifted it and fired.

Crack!

It was a hasty shot, but it went very
close. The figure in the moonlight dis-
“lﬁﬁ“a”d from the edge of the high
CLLIT.

“Washy-washy quick! rapped out
Redwing.

The oars dashed info the water
again, and the whaleboat shot on-

wards, past the danger-point.

The juniors breathed hard.

They had had a terribly narrow
cscape; for had the falling rock struck
the whalecboat, it would have been
stove in instaniiy, and the whole crew
wonld have been left in the water.

What that would have meant, they
did not need to surmise; for the
zplashing  rock  had disturbed the
hidesus denizens of the lageon, and

three or four black fins had glided
into view on the water round the boat.

"“The villain!" breathed Jnhlm;l.' Bull.
“A miss is a5 pood as a mile!™ said
Boeb Cherry, but his ruddy face had
gane white.

Wharton, rifle in hand, watched the
linge of {he ehiffs for o chance of an.
ofther shot.,  DBut the black figure
against the moonlight was nol seen
again. Socames had made his attempt
—and failed,

The whaleboat, propelled by the four
sturdy Kanakas at the oars, shot along
the narrow channel.

Before the boat rose the great face
of the oliff at the end of the channel;
in which. unless Redwini was mistaken,
opened the sea-cave where were the

prisonerz. Dut Redwing was not mis-
taken.

“Iallo, halle, hallo!” sheuted Dab
Cherry.

His voice rahg and echoed with a
thousand reverberations among  tho
bazalt cliffs. It rang and echoed in
the s=ea-cave, and brought hope and
jov fo the weary watchers there.
votee shouted back

“You fellows—here we are!™

It was TFrank Nugent's vaice.

“The herefulness 13 terrific, my
esteermned and ridienlow: chums!” came
the well-known tones of the nabob of

Bhanipur.
“Pravol” reoared Deb. “Yau feller
Kanakaz, vyon washv-washy debblish

quick, washv-washy like thunder, you
savyvee

The boat shot on to the cave.

A minute more, and it bumped on
the rocky shelf at the mouth of the cave,
under the beetling brow of the eliff.
Wisps of smoke were still corling  out
of the opening. with the peneirating
smell of wood-smoke. From the gloom,
three faces looked. two white and ono
dusky, with shining eves.  IHarry
Wharion & To. clambered ot of the
lroat.

“Franky "

“Bmithy

“Inky, old boean ™

“Hurrah ™
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“"Ho wyou've found us!" exclaimed
the Bounder. “Ldd you see the smoke
eignal ™

‘Didn't we?” chuckled Bob Cherry.
“Wa did, just & few! And you didn’t
hear us treading over the roof of your
desirable residence—the roof's a bit too
thick 1*

“Well, we ought to have heard your
feet, anyhow,” said the Bounder.

“Fathead !” i ]

“Oh, Smithy!” exclaimed Hedwing,
his. eyes shining. “Smithy, old man!
You're all right? :

“Right a3 rain,” grinned the
Bounder. “Never. so jolly glad to see
1111?'_]}{:!11}’ in my life.,” .

I'm all right,” said Nugent, with a
faint smile 1o answer to Wharton's
anxious look. “Only a bump on m
napper—that beast SBoames got me wt
a rock. A bit of a headache now—
nothing 1" ]

“All eorene, and the sercnefulness 1s
terrific,” said Hurree Jamset Ram

ﬂ’:liIilliliIiIHI!IIIIIIIHIHH!IIiIIIIIIII!IH!Iilll!lillillIlI!IHIIIiI#IIIlil'illIIIIIlillllllllililtllllllIIiI'lIllH!IIIlIIIIHiIlIIIlll-ll-'lllllcilﬂllilillilll’élillﬂIIHHHIIHHHIHIEI!IIIHHIIEIHIHII-’EHIHI '

BARGAINS THAT NEVER GO BEGGING!

== A Handy Volume of Helpful

Full of School, Sporting
and Adventure Stories.

HOLIDAY

1935 AR e

R T T T T I R TH T AL AR LR G R T R LR 6

Singh joyously. “We have won the
last round, and it 15 the esteemed kunock-
out for the excellent and cxecrable
Soames. ™

“It seems almost teo jolly good to be
true,” said the Bounder. "1 feel as if
I've been hera for years. We heard
a shot—did you get that villain®

“Not quite; but bother him now,”
said Wharton. “Scames won't get
another chance to %I:ﬁ' this game.”’

“No fear!"” said nny Bull, *“ But,
I say, isn't Bunter with you?"

From the darkness of the cave came
a deep and resonant snore.

Y“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
*Good old Bunter—going strong!”

The juniors chuckled. “While three of
the prisoners had been watching and
waiting anxiously for the hoped-for
rescue, William George Bunter had
evidently not been watching. As he
pould not eat, he was sleeping.

“Then we're all together apain—
Bunter and all,”” said Harry Wharton.
“We shell be glad to see oven Bunter
again, I was afraid that villain Soames
miight have shifted you somewhere else
Ml%rﬂ we got to you."

THESE PRIME FAV

“I faney he would have, only we had
an argument about that," chuckled the
Bounder. *He came back for us, and
we shifted him by heaving rocks at him.
Heo was glad to go.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, Bunter!” roared
Bobh Cherry., He stirred a sleeping
figure with his boot.

“Grooogh!"”

“Wake up, fatty!"

dMmm! "Tain’t rising-bell!” gosped
Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!" :

“Boast! I'm not getting up yot!"
roared Bunter. “I've hardly slept a
wink! Groagh! Oh!™
and rubbed his eyes.
beasts is that? I say, you fellows,
hungry 1"

“Ha, ha, ha! Are yon ever any-
thing else " reared Beb.

“Famished!” gasped Buonter. Ha
serambled to his feet and blinked at the
shadowy figures round the mouth of the
cave. It dawned upon Billy Bunter's

Buynter sat up
“Which of you
‘m
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fat intellect that help had arrived, and
that it was rescue, "I say, is that you,
Bob Cherry 1

“Yes, old fat bean!
me ! grinned Bob.

“I think you might have come
before. "

il Eh E-Jj

" Leaving a fellow here famished,”
grunted Bunter. * But you elweys were
selfish, Cherry!™

“Oh, my hat!”

"BSame with Wharton., Is he here?
I say, Wharton, have you got any grub
with youis

“Ha, ha! No."

“Well, of all the milly idiots!® said
Bunter in diegust. “Mean to  say
vou've woke me up when there’s nothing
to eat?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Plenty to eat on the schooner,”
chuckled Johnny Bull, “We're going
back to the Aloha now, Bunter. Roll
into the boat.”

“That's all ve-rg well,” grunted
Bunter. *“PBut FPm hungry—famished—
ravenous! I've had nothing here but
fruits and stuff, and that beast Smithy

Glad to =zee

kept me shert of them, Sure you fellow
haven't l%;lt- any real food about you 1

Tom Redwing laughed, and produced
a_ bully beef sandwich lelt over [rom
hig lunch., Bunter fairly clutched it, and
it performed the vanishing trick with
wonderful celerity.

“That’s good!” Bunter,
“Cot any more "

“ Horyry—no,"

“You must bo a silly idiot! T say,
vou fellows i

“Are you coming, my estoemed fak
Bunter?” asked Hurrce Jamset Ram
Singh, from the whaleboat. ' Do you
wish fo be left behindfully #*

Bunter made a jump into the boat.

The rest of the party embarked with
cheery faces. Bob, Cherry pushed off
from the rocky mauth of the cave.

“Hold on!” exclaimed Bankter ex-
citedlﬁ
“"What for, fathead?”

“You've forgotten something—left inm
the cave!” gasped Bunter.

gasped

IR

Information for the Hobbyist.
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“Well, what, ass?” demanded Bob.

“Tha bananasl There were some
bananas left and & few coconuts.™

“You howling ass!” roared Dol
“There's plenty on the Aloha.”

“¥You burbling chump!” retorled
Diunter, " we're not on the Aloha yet;
and I told you distinetly I was bungry.™

“Give way!™” rap out Wharton.
“You feller washy-washy for ship.”

“ Those bananas——" shricked Buniex.

“Fathead 1™

“ And cocoputs—4

“.A.E-H-!H
A ;; I'm hungry!"” yelled Bunter wrath-
ully,

“Go bon!1" .

“ Famished—""

“Cheese it!"

“"Beast!"

The juniors were not likely to twm

in order that Williamm George
Bunter might guzzle baoanas and cooos
nuts on his way to the schooner. -

The whaleboat glided down
narrow waterway, all the jupiors
ing & keen look-out on the high rocks om
either side for Scames. A rifle and am
ThHe Micner Lierary.—INo. 1,025
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aufomatic wore ready for him, if he
showed up agaivost the sky-line on the
sumimit of the roecky wall of the channel.
Lut he did not show up, and the boat,
with the Xanaka scamon pulling
strongly, glided out of the channel at
last into the open logoon, . _
“Now for the Aloba!"™ said the
Bounder, with deep satisfaction,

* And something to eat!" said Bunter
feclingly, “Did you fellows tell that
black beast Talupa to have something
ready ¥

“Ha, ha! No."

“Well, of all the selfish beasts——"

“Tark 1™ exclaimed DBob Cherry sud-
denly,

Crack!

It was the sound of a revelver across
the silent lagoon. :

“That’s en Dance!"” exclaimed
Wharton., “Pull, you mem,, pull!”

“Boames!"” said the Bounder between
his teeth., *Scames, at the schooner!”

" Wasliy-washy, plenty quick, debblish

wick, you feller Kanakas!™ shouted
Vharton, gripping the magazine-rifle
and staring ahead.

And the whaleboat shot across the
lagoon towards the distant schooner.

— e —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Soames® Last Throw !

LN DANCE stood on the deck of
the Alcha staring with uncasy
eyes and puckered brows into the
moonlight. He had sent the

whaleboat to the shore for the juniors,
expocting them fo come on board, but
they had not come. He had heard,
echoing " fainily from afar in the shill
night, the report of Wharton's rifle, but
of where the juniors were, or what had
Lhappened, he knew nothing. He was
deeply uneasy as he watehed the silvery
Iha n. his hand on the revolver in his

&Lk,

Sinee Ben Danece had learned that
Soames was the man who had once heen
known as ““Aitoo ™ in the South Seas,
lie had leared the worst: he knew now
that Seames was a more dangerous
enemy than even Silvio, the half-caste,
had been. In anxiety that grew more
intcnse every moment, the wooden-
legged seaman waited and watched on
the Aloha's deck, while the moon rose
higher in the fHecey heavens, shedding
clear silvery light on land and sea. Out
of the shadows of the =ea a gliding
craft emerged to his view at last, and
for a moment he fancied that it was the
whalcboat. Then he recognised the lang,
low shape of the canoe, and caught the
Aash of a paddle that touched the water
with scarcely a sound.

““Shiver me!” muttered the scaman,
setting his teoth.

He {Erlﬂ}ﬂ the revolver from his belt,

He knew who was coming: he knew
that Soames was in possession of the
long canoe that had brought Silvio and
the Malaitas to the island. It was the
sea-lawyer who was coming, either
vickorionz over the Greyfriars party,
or defeated and desperate, to make a
bid for the possession of the Aloha.
Dance could not tell which. But his
mahogany fuce set grimly and his grip
rlosed hard on the butt of the revelver.
He was there to puard the schooner, and
to defend it, even against so dangerous
an enemy a2 the man who had been
called * Aitoo,” or “Devil,” by the
natives in the old doys

The canoe glided closer on the seas-
ward side. '

. It was, though Dance did not know
1t. &8 defested and desperate man who
was in the Malaita canoce.

wateh—if he was looking

Soames had lost in his struggle with
the Greyiriars party; he knew that the
prigoners of the cave would be rescued
now, and he was powerless to prevent it
He knew that the treasurc-seckers, once
re-united, would be too many to give
him a {:i'i.?.nu«e of playing his cunning
game again; he had no hope of that
He fully expected, indeed, that the
Greyfriars pafty would become, in their
turn, the hunters, and that he wouid be
driven to fleo and hide for his liberty,
if not for his life. In his savage des-
peration he had resolved to make an
attempt upon the schooner. If fortune
favoured him, he would again be master
of the situation, with the Alsha in his
hands. It was a desperate chance, and
he knew it. But he was desperate now.

He knew that all the Greyfuinrs party
were away from the schooner—only
Dance and the Kanaka crew remained on
board. To the Kanakas he gave little
thought; if he could deal with Dance
he had little doubt of being able to deal
with the Kanakas afterwards, Desperate
as was the chance he was taking, he was
caol, collected, iron-nerved, as he ran
the canoe towards the Aloha on the sea-
ward side, If Dance was careless in his
towards the
shore instead of the seca—if he could he
caunght napping. Once on the Aloha, the
bush-knife in his belt would =eitle the
matter. If only the wooden-leggéd sea-
man was off his guard for a matter of
seconds.

But Ben Dance was not off his guard,

Feeping in the shadow of the deck-
house, the woodenlegged seaman
watched the cance creeping nearer and
nearer. The Kanakas forward, jabber-
ing and chewing hetel-nut, had no cyes
for the sea—they did not ohserve or hear
the approaching canoe. Dance scarcely
heard it, for Soames was paddling softly
with great caution: but he saw., His
mahogany face grew harder and grim-
mer as he watched, finger on triggor.
Soumes’ hope grew that he was
approaching wnobserved, that he was
cateching the wooden-legped scaman nap-
ping—while all the time Dance was
quictly waiting for him to come within
nearer aud surer range.

The canoe rocked under the rail of the
Aloha at lust,

Soames stood up, and laid down the
paddle, steadying himself in the canoc
with his hand against the hull of the
schooner. I'hers was no Jaceb's-ladder,
no loose rope, to sid his ascent, bot Le
was active as a cat—he could climb on
board. But in doing so he had to aban-
don the canoe—and once the cance was
abandoned there was no retreat. Onee
Soames had swum in the lagoon, avoid-
ing as if by a miracle the jaws of the
tiger sharks, Such luck was not likely
to be his & second fime. At that moment,
standing in the eanoe with his hand on
the schooner's hull, even the desperate
iron-narved sea-lawyer hesitated.

But he had not taken such fearful risks
to hesitate long at the finish. He set his
teeth, and e an upward spring, and
caught hold; and with the backward
drive of his foot as he sprang, the canoe
was senk rocking over the water. When
Soames’ grasp closed on the timbers of
the Aloha, the canoc was already & dozen
feet away, and floating out towards the
reefs,

A moment more, his grip was on the
rail, and then tha wuuden-]egged seaman
loomed before his eyes, and the muzzle
of a revolver wos thrust fairly into his
face as the trigger was pulled.

Crack!

That was the shot that reached the
cars of the juniors in the whaleboat, and
brought them specding towards the

feller marster in um 2oa

schiooner as fast as the brawny Kanaka
sarsmen could pull.

It seemed a miracle that the sea-
lawyer's brains were not blown out over
the schooner's rail, as Tlen Dance fully
intended.  Dut, swift and sudden as
Uance'a_mpwmeuts were, the sea-lawyer
Was as swift; his hond dodged aside as
the trigger was pulled, and the bulles
grazed along his cheek, drawing a streak
of blood as it grazed.

mes panted.

He knew that all was up now: he had
fﬁi:.trecl for his last desperate stake, and

Dance's trigger was moving for &
second shot, hiz eyes gleaming venge-
fully on the sea-lawyer; and there was
only one way of escaping that shat.
Soames letag-o his hold and dropped into
the sea, and only in time, for the bullet
tore the hat from his head as he dropped.

Splash !

Dance leaned ever the rail, revalver in
hand, finger on trtgg;r, watching for the
sea-lawyer to rise. The canoe was foat-
ing now twenty feet distant, rockin
sway on the tide fowards the reef,
Soames did not think of aftempting to
reach it. He knew that as soon as his
head showed over the water within rangs
it would be riddled with bullets, 18
fall had taken him deep: and even at
that fearful moment he did not lose his
eool judgment, thnu\ﬁh hiz very flesh was
creeping with the knowledge that the
tiger sharks were round him. He struck
out under water, swimming strongly, and
when he rose he was on the landward
side of the schooner,

His head bobbed out of the water, and
he dashed the spray from his cyes, and
stared wildly round, as he panted for
breath, his lungs alinost bursting with the
need of air.

He was safe, for the moment, from
Dance, who was watching the seaward
side of the schooner. But in the bright
moonlight he gi:mpsed the whaleboat
speeding up, and he heard the splashing
of rapid ocars. Bob Cherry's voice tang
acrosz the water.

“There he is—look I*

' Soames,” said the Bounder between
hiz teeth—"'shoot! Wharton, you fool,
fire on him 1"

Wharton stood up in the whaleboat,
the rifle in his grasp.

_He could see the bobbing head on the

silver-lit waters, ho could see the whita,
drawn face with & crimson streak aeross
it. It was Boames, the desperate
scoundrel, whose cvil-doing had brouglt
50 much' disaster in its train, the man
who had b&tr_ayed his trust, the mutineer
who had stained his hands with blood,
the plotting enemy whose presence on
the treasure island made it a place of
ceaseless peril for the schoolboy treasure-
seekers. Wharton half raised the rifle.

But he lowered the muzzle again,

He could not shoot & men struggling
for his life in the water, and he knew
that he could not.

“Pull for him, you men!” he ra
out. “Washy-washy for pick up white

quick ¥

““Shoot ' roared the Bounder.

Wharton shook hiz head.

“You feol " The Bounder gritted his
teeth, * After what he's dono—shoot, I
tell you !

“Oh, draw it mild, Smithy ! snap
Bob Cherry., * The man's a villain, but
he's down now.™

“ After what he's done to us!? hissed
the Bounder.

“Well. he ¢could have knovked you on
the hesd when he had you!™ zaid Bob.
“He made vou a prisoner instead. We'ro
not going to do worse by him.”

*One pood turn deserves o stitch in
time, my esteemed Smithy !” marmured
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when—Bang !

(e Chapter 11.)

Hurree Jamsetk Ram Singh. The Nabob
of Bhanipur was pgreat on proverbe,
thongh he generally got them a little
mized.

Hoame: waz swiniming for the shore.

From the cut across his cheek, the
blood wasz flowing,. Jt was a mere
scrateh, considered as a wound ; but the
flow wf blood stained the water, and he
knew that even i the sharks had
mizsed him otherwise, that would draw
them to him. Hiz hope of eseape was
the very faintest; but he was a man to
fight io the last. Coolly, steadily, as if
he were in a swimming-bath or 2 quiet
reach af an English river, instead of a
ghark-infested lagoon in the South Seas,
Hoames swam for the beach. After him
came the whaleboat, though =iill at a
distance.  Fire on the defencelozz man
Wharton would not and could not, but
ho had no intention of letting Soames
cacapa if he could help it. The Kanaka
oavsmen pulled hard at the oars.

From the schooner came the shouting
of the Kanakas on board the Aloha.
They lined the side in great excitement,
watchmg the strange scene in the bright
moonlignt, Dance, warned by their
shouting that the sea-lawyer was on the
landward side of the anchorage, rushed
across the deck, and stared over the
lagoon., He had no sach hesitation as
Harry Wharton felt, and he pumped out
bullets at the distant bobbing head of the
swimmer. But the range was too great
now, in the uncertain light, for a re-
volver, and the pistol-bullets missed
Zoamez by yards.

And the man swam on.

Ageinst his leg, as he swam, he felt
a rasping, and he knew that the blood
was flowing from the broken skin, from
knec to thigh. The rush of a shark
had barely missed him, and the skin of
the terrible brute, rough as sand-paper,
bad rasped along his limb, drawing

l..'i I}li Hllll .

The shark was turning over close to the swimmer for
the shearing bite that was to tear him to fragments,
Harry Wharton flred !
erashed into the threat of the hideous monster—
which rose sheer from the water, and came down
again with a thunderous splash like a gigantic fail.

|i|1r f.t

il

The builet

blood. A shudder

ran through the
swimmer, but he went on with steady
strokes, though black despair was in his
heart now,

“0Oh, Heaven!” breathed Nugent, his
face white as death.

He was not more than a dozen yards
from the beach now, and the pursnin
whaleboat was an equal distance hehinﬁ
him. But that gleam of white was the
belly of a shark, turning over close to
the swimmer for the shearing bite that
waz to tear him to fragments.

Bang !
Harry Wharton fired; but not at
Hoames. The bullet crashed into the

throat of the hideous monster of the
docp,

The sea was thrashed up as if by a
tempest ; the tail of the wounded shark
TOSH ShEEl‘_ from the water, and came
down agein with a thunderous splash
like n gigentic flail,

Five or six hideous snouts were thrust
up round Soames.

But Wharton's shot had saved him.

The sharks turned with. one accord
upon the wounded brute thrashing the
sea, teaviny great lumps from it with
their shearing jaws, In little more
than a minute the wounded shark was
torn to pieces by its fellows; and the
swimmer staggered Eanting‘ and ex-
hausted upon the beach. Ho zank down
there, breathing in great gasps, siream-
ing with water, shuddering from head
ta foot. Even the iron nerve of the sea-
lawyer had been shaken at last.

But, exhausted as he was, Soames
remained only a few seconds panting on
the sand. whale-boat was rushing
on, and it was g matter of a few minutes
before he would be seized. He rose to
his Feet, and, without even & look at the
juniors, stagpered up the beach.

The whale-boat grounded,

“After him!” snarled the Bounder.

Soames, gathering all that remained
of his stvength, rushed up the shelving
beach and disappeared intg the palms,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Justice for Two !

“ ACK to the Aloha!” gaid Harry.

B Vernon-Bmith gritted his iﬂﬂtﬁ+

“And Jet himn pebt elear?”

“He's clear already,™ answered
Wharton, * Washy-washy, you feller
Kanakas, um schooner.”

Boames had vanizhed into the dark-
ness of the coconut woods. Dangerous
a5 he might yet prove to the treasure-
seckers, there was not a fellow in the
whale-boat who was not glad that he

had escaped the sharks—even the
Bounder,
The whaleboat pulled out to the

schooner. Den Dance's grim face locked
down over the rail.

“He Eﬂt awayi"

(1] YE& ¥

“Shiver me! No wonder the miggers
called him Aitoo—he has the devil's
own luck,” growled the wooden-legged
scaman. ] gave it him Emut-b!&uk,
and he got clear, Whiv didn't yon shoot
him in the water, or let the sharks get
him ™

Wharton smiled.

“Beecause I never sailed with Black
Peter, I suppose,” he answered. ' Give
uz the ladder, Dance.”

The juniors clambered on board, and
the whaleboat was swong up. Glad
enough were the Greviriars fellows to
tread the deck of !,i& Aloha again,
Billy Bunter blinked round him, and
shouted for the Tonga Island cook.

“You foller Talupa t™

“Yes sar,’

Tre MagReT Lisriry.—No. 1,025,
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“You bring plenty grub, debblish
guick, or I koock seven bells out of vou,
you black beast.”

“Yes, sgar.”

Plenty of “grub" was specedily forth-
coming. All the juniors wero hungry,
and they made an extensive supper on
deck in the moonlight. Talupa the cock
served them with obsequious assiduity,
with a rather uneusy eve on Bunter.
Ile had never cxpected to ses the fat
junior alive again after he had gone
udrift in the schooner’s gig—and ha was
in & state of considerable alarm. Bunter,
however, seemed to have forgotten that
his wrock in the gig was partly due to
the cook; when Bunter was hungry he
remembered only that he was hungry.
Long after the other fellows had
finizhed their sapper, the Owl of the
Remove was still going strong.

But even William George Bunter was
finished at last,

In o state of fullness which was ex-
trewely satisfactory but a little uncom-
fortable, William George Bunter leaned
aguinst the cabin skylight and panted
for breath after his great cxertions. For
soing time Bunter was silent, while the
enormous cargo he had taken on board
;if.*tth:d down. DBut he found his voice at
ask.

“I say, vou fellows.”

“Hallo, hallo, halla! You're not
eating, Bunter,” said Bob Cherry, in a
tone of solicitude. * Anything wrong "

“Ha, ha, ha!"

'E"d'_.ust yvour appetite i grinned Johnny
ull.

“Poor old Bunter " said Nugent sym-
athetically. *“He's only caten enough
or a dozen fellows. Can’t you manage

another tin of heef, Bunter?”

“Oh, really, Nugont—"

“Or o few pounds of yams?' asked
“0Oh, really, Cherry——""

“Not even room for a dozen cocnnuts
ar & bunch of bananas?" asked Wharton.

“I've had enough,” said Bunter with
dignity. “I never was a fellow for
eatin "

“0Oh, my hat!”

L 13 Hﬂ., hﬂ, hﬂ-!”

“ Look here, yvou fellows, chuek up
cackling and listen to rae,” said Dunter,
“You den't know how I came to geb
adrift 1n the gip and fall into the hands
of those beasts. 1 ordered that checky
nigger Talupa to row me ashore, and
inztcad of obeying orders. he shoved
me off in the pig E}' myself, and I was
canght in the tide and wrecked."

“Berve you right,” remarked
Bounder.

“T might have bean drowned '™ roared
Bunter.

“"Pity wou weren't.”

“T might have been gobbled up he
those cannibals,” howvled Bunter. *1
might have perished of hunger in that
beastly cave. I'm.going to punish that
EI&{:]-: beast. I think we had better hang

. ™

Wil you take his place as cank if we
hang him?" asked Bob.

HiNe, I jnll;; well won't,"

“Thoen we'll cut out the hanging, old
fat man ™

“Well, perhaps hanging woenld be
rather sirong., as he's only an ignorant
brast of a nigger,” admitted Bunter.
“Perhaps a thousand lashes would meet
the caze.”

“The perhapsfulness is terrific,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“¥ou shouldn't have left the schooner,
Nunter," said Wharton, “ You asked
For trouble, and vou lost the gig for ys.
Still, if Talupa played such a trick, he

Tie Macxner Lisrany.—~No. 1,025,
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shall have a lesson. Herve, you feller
Talupa."

“Yes, sar."

The Tonga Islander came up eringing.

“What name you push off fat feller
in gig day before®” demanded the cap-
tain of the Remove, ;

“Feller Talupa no could help," said
the cook. *“Iat feller white marster
him go plenty aquick, leave Talopa
behind. ™

"Gammon![” roared Dunter. ' You
shoved the gig off with your beastly fect
and sent me adrift.’’

“Talupa plenty solly” said the cook.
“No could help,”

¥

“He's lying, you fellows,” snid
Bunter :ndignantlg,e “* My heliof is that
he wanted me to drowned,”

“And youw're such a nice chap!' said
the Bounder.
“Ha, ha, ha ™

“I datesay ho's Iying,” said Harry
Wharton; “but very likely you are
lving, too, Bunter,™

“Why, you beast—-""

** Anyhow, you ought not to have gone
ashore, and you had no right to order
the cook to row you ashore, and you're
a fat, worrying fathoad anyhow. You
can give Talipa six with & bamboo.”

“That's all right,” said Bunter.

And he serambled up from the deck.

“¥ou feller Talupa, you bend over
skylight,” he snorted, as he grasped a
thick bamboo.

“¥Yes, sar.”

The iI'n::-ng,'ah Islander bent over the
skylight obediently, and the bamboo
faiely rang on his loin-cloth. Billy
Bunter put all his beef into it. and
Talupa howled under the eastigaiion.

“That's enough,” sa1d Wharton, when
six strokes had been delivered. * Chuck
it, Bunter_ "

“ Better let him have a few more,”
panted Bunter,

“It's your turn now,™

“"Eh?

“You're going to have the same as
Talupa, for going ashore without leave
and toking the gig and getting it
wrecked. ™

“Hear, hear!"” roarad Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter glared at the captain of
the Remove with a glare that almost
cracked his spectacles.

“Why, you—vou—ryou cheeky beast!”
he stuttered.

“¥on can give Talupa a dozen if you
like: but remember that Talupa is going
to give you exactly the same number
that you give him.”

“ Look here " roared Bunter.
“Are you giving him any more?
chortled Bob.

“I—T think perhaps  he's had
ﬂmugh."

“Ila, ha, hat™

“Your turn, Talupa.” said Wharton.

“You takey bambao and give fat feller
Buuter six whacky. ™
“Yes, sar,” prinned
Islander in great glee.
“Keep him off I reared Dunter in
reat alarm. I say, you fellows, keep
that black beast ofi! Yarooooh 1™
Bunter dodged round the skylight,
“¥Yeu feller Talupa, you give Bunier
six whacky, or me knock zeven bells out
of vou.” said Wharton. *You give him
more than six, and me kunock seven bells
and a dog-watch out of you—you
savvep

the Tonga

“SBavver plenty, szar” grinned the
black cook.
And he started round the skylight

after Bunter, his black eyes rolling and

gleaming.
“¥aroooh! Help! I say, vou fel-
lows—— Whoooooop !"” roared Bunter,

a3 hoe caught the first lick of the bamboo,

“Ha, ha, hat" _

The Owl of the Remove bolted nerosa
the deck, and caught the second lick ns
he went, and roared. He dodged round
the deckhouse, and for seversl minutes
the Tonga Islander was kept busy dodg-
g round and round after him, amid
roars of laughter. With the bamboo
swishing behind  him, Billy Bunter
showed an extraordinary activity. But
Talupa settled the matter at i‘ﬂh‘t by
sprawling across the roof of the deck-
house and coming down on Dunter,

Whack, whack!

“¥aroooooooh 1

Bunter fled forward among the grin-
ning Kanakas,

Kalashtt put out a foot, and Bunfor
measureéd his  length on the deck.
Talups came wp with brandiihed
bamboo.

Whack!

Y ow-ow-0w-ow-ow-woo: onop 1

Tulupa reluctantly stopped ag the sixth
stroke. He did not want to have teven
E?“S and a dog-waich knocked out of

i,

Billy Bunter crawled back
glared ferccionsly at
juniors,

“Look here. von beasts—*

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

LI you think you can treat a fellow
like this—"

“Ha, ha, La!t”

“I've a jolly good mind to mop up the
deck with the lot of you!” roared
Dunter,

“Ha, ha, hat"

* Beasts I

“I1f vou're not satisficd, Bunter, we'll
have tha performanca over again from
the beginning,” chortled Bob Cherry.
“Here, you feller Talupa!™

i EIEE, Hll.'."

“I—I—I'm satisfied!"” hoofted Bunter.
“‘T say, you fellows, I'm satisfied—more
than satisfied.”

““Ha, ha, ha!™

And Billy Bunter, in great wrath and
indignation, rolled down the companion
te his bunk, and found solace in slumber,

aft and
the grinning

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Second Sign !

*JARBY WHARTON, sleeping
through the hot night on the
decl: of the Aloha, started into
wakefulness  suddenly, and

riubbed his eyes and looked round him.
Ben Dance, with the rille under his arm,
was pacing to and fro, keeping watch.
I'n the deep, dark sky the stars gleamed
like diamonds. Something had awakened
thhe captain of the Remove; and as hoe
sat up and listened, he knew what it was,
The silence of the tropic night was
braken by a deep, heavy rumbling sound,
like that which the jumiors had heard
once belore.  Wharton started to his
feet and stared across the lagoon towsrds
the island and the volcano,

Like a clond against the stars, the
smoke hung over the voleano, and in the
midst of the blazk paill of swoke
Wharton detected  glimmering  vellow
tongues of flame. From the deew Lirart
of the volcano that ocheing, murmurin
rumble had come, sending, as i secumg
to Wharton, a tremble through land and
sea,  The lagoon stivrea nneasily, and ho
heard a wave break on the coral shove.

Ben Dance stopped hiz pacring and
stood startng at the island. 1o shook
hiz head seriously,

“The mountain doesn’t scem to be
restful to-night, Dance,” said the captain
of the Remove, with a faint smile.

Dance shook his head again. .

““Na, sir. That's the second warning
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we'va heard, and, to my mind, it means
trouble. 1 don't like anchoring in the
olivg of that voleano, sir, and you can
lay to that.”

j]‘}‘n'ﬁ ]:ia finish here to-morrow and
sail,” sai ArLY.

“Av, ay, sir; and I tell you 1 shall he

tad when we up anchor and get the

ows of the schooner mto the deep
water.” )

Wharton stood for some time watch-
ing the distant mountain and lstening.
But, as before, the volcano was silent
after that one deep, prolonged rumble.
His comrades had not awakened, and
Wharton lay down to sleep again at last.

‘When the sun climbed over the sea
again, and another day dawned on Caca,
the chums of Greyfriars were early astir.
‘Whartan’s first glance -was towards the
voleano: but 1tha mountain was silent,
blue against .he sky, only the pall of
smoke rising from it and floating above
it seemned thicker and darker than nere-
tofore. !

After breakfast the whaleboat was
lowered, and the juniors were rowed to
the beach. Bunter was left snoring in
his bunk; but on thiz oceasion it was nol
likely that the fat junior would seek lo
leave the Aloha "on hizs own.” His
previous experience had Dbeen warning
enough even for the obtuze Owl of the
Hemove, to say nothing of the lesson he
had received from the bamboo.

The juniors landed, and the Kaonakas
were sent back to the schooner with the
whalebont.

“Now, wyou fellows,” said Wharton,
“we've pot the chart, and weo're gong
after Black Peter's pearls, and we've got
1o keep together.,  Whether Soames 1s
hanging about or not I don't know; but
we're not taking any chances, Mot @
fellow is to get out of sight of the rest
We can’t land in trouble agaie unless we
ask for it.™ _

“Tyue, O king " said Beb,

The DBounder stared up the sandy
stream, and round over the coconut
woods and the scattered bavyans and
hibizcus. .

There was no sign of an cnemy n
sight, but not one of the parly believed
that they were done with the sca-lawyer.

“T'd  better tell you,” said ihe
Bounder, * Soames told me, in the cave,
that if he failed in his scheme—as he has
fatled—he would bring the cannibals on
to uz. According to what he says, ho
has acquaintances among the tribes
across the hills, on the other side of the
island, It may have been gas, but—"

“He would be villain enough,” said
Redwing. “And it’s likely enough he
has had dealings with the savages, as
wo know he has been at the island
before. It was a long {ime ago, thongh.”

Wharton knitted his brows.

“More likely to be killed and caten,
if he goes among them,” he said. " But
there’s no doubt that the natives wounld
ecomo round the island if they knew
thers was a white man’s ship anchoved
on this side, and if they get the ncws
from Scames we shall have trouble.  All
the nore reason why we should buck up
and get clear.™

“Yes, rather™

“NWow that we have Black Potor's
chart again, it should be a clear course
to the cache,” sand Redwing.

“Come on, then; and keep your cyes
open. .

“The openfulness of the eye will be
terrific,” declared Hurree Jatnset Kam
Singh.

The jumigrg tramped up the bank of
the sandy stream, and rcached the spot
where the skeleton had been discovered
—the first “sign ™ on the path to the
treasure buried by the old South Sens
desperadocs.

According to the chart, there were five
signs in suceession that led to the cache,
marked by the five crosses on the disc of
toak, :

From the first sign the junmiors had
made further seaveh in vain, till the
treasure-hunt had boen interroptod, fivst
by the half-caste, Bilvie, and then by the
struggle with the sea-lawyor.

Xow, however, that the original chart
was ohce more in their hands, the course
waz, a§ Redwing said, clear.

The sailerman’s son teok [rom his
pocket the chart, cograved long years
since on the dise of Teak by the knife
of Black Peter Bruce,

The juniorz gathered round it, scan-
ming it eagerly.

Along the winding cowrse of the
snaky river marked on the cheare
sprawled the word “cache,” with a

cross dotted over each letter. Each
cross indicated a sign on the way, and
the juniors had already discovered what
thosa signs were, Five black men had
landed from Black Peter's ketch with
lim when the old ruffian had buried
the pearls, and not ona of them had
returned to the vessel. The first sign—
the shkeleton of a slain man, with the
hands pointing—the juniors had found.
And they had little doubt—or rather
none—thet when they found the other
signs, they would have found all that
remained of the wretched blacks who
had landed on the island with Petler
Bruce. ,

Redwing drew his forefinger across
the chart, from the Kanaka's Head to
the Peak. His finger-tip passed along
the line of crosses,

“That's the line to follow,” ho said.
“Keep your backs to the Kanaka'o
Head—that gueer-shaped knoll yonder—
and face the Peak at the north of tha
izsland. It's a straight course, and that's
what I missed & little when I made the
eopy of the chart. We sheuld have hit
nn the clues sconer or later, I think,
with patience; but now I Lelicve it is
a clear course.”

“Let's tey it, anyhow,” said Nugent.

It wasz easy enough to follow the lina
indicated by Redwing., In the north of
the island rose the great Peak, at the
end of the chaoin of hills, at the southern
end of which smoked the voleano.

Keeping the head-shaped rock—which
in the chart was named the Kanaka's
Head—directly behind them, the juniors
pressed on fowards the distant Peak.

The eowrse took them zomotimes elose
by the stream, sometimes far from if,
az the stream wound with incessant
bends and windings.

They stoppecd at a thicket of irees,
hung with lianas as thick as their nems,
with the scarlet blossoms of hibiseus
peeping oub among the foliage, Hod-
wing looked back. The Kanaka's Head
wis in a direct line behind, and ahead
roze the great Peak against the sky.

“We shall have te get through this, ™
Le said.

And the juniors hacked a was through
with their bush-knives.

“Rlop ! said Bedwing suddenly.

He dragged away masses of fallen
foliage arnd rotted vegetation. From
the eovilsmelling mass a white skull
erinned oot lLideously. The juniors
canght their breath.

It was the second “sign!"

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Third Sign—and Soames !

EEP in the thicket, buried uvnder
D legves that had  fallen, and
fallen, durving long yecars, the

Tihe  skeloton's
vie the head, point-
The

sheleton  lay.
arow were drawn ab
ing towards tho distant Peak.

juniors gazed at if, their faces growing
o little pale in spite of themselves, and
though this was what they had ex-
pected to find. Tom Redwing’s faco
was dark. The man who had buried
the pearls, the man whe had slain the
wratchoed blacks who had landed with
him and ecarried the burden ashore, was
a man of hizs own bleod, and, iron-
handed desperado as he must have been,
he had remembered Tom in his last
hours and sent him the treasure chart,

Black IPeter haid heen a strange mix-
ture of good and evil, and, as Dance
had told the juriors, be had countea
very lightly the life of & black man. To
keop the secvet of Lthe cache he had slain
the blacks who had lepnded with himg
ne doubt it was a grim afterthought,
the jest of a hardened desperade, to
leave their bones a3 a guide to the
ireasure.

In silence tho juniors hacked ont of
the thicket and resumed their way,
leaving it hehingd them. There remained
no doubt now that they were on the
right track; the fnding of the speond
Ysign " was a proof of that.

They pressed on in silence.

The way led now through a shadowy
caconut wood, amid which the stream
rippled and wandered on ils downward
way to the lagoon. The juniors kept
carefully together, and on the watch,
thinking of Soames. They had zcen
nothing, heard nothing, of the sea-
lawyer since they had lended, but they
knew it was likely enough that he was
dogging their steps, watzhing them from
o distance, patient as a caf, savage as
a tiger. watchful for hiz ehanco. DBut
Harry Wharton & Co. were not likely
to give him o chanen apain,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!™

dd \T'Fh-ﬂ.t___ b ]

“Look!"” muttered Bob.

The juniors ‘;Jaﬁﬁing throweh the coco-s
nut wood, had crossed a loop of the
winding stream, and now they came in
sight of the water again. It flowed
and rippled between shelving, sandy
banks that sloped away gently from tho
wood., White against the yellow sand.
a skeleten lay extended, the sightless
skull staring vpwirds at the blue arch
of the skv and the dascling sunshine,
And by the side of the skeleton stood—
Soamoes !

Harry Wharton & Co. stopped.

They were still among the trees, and
the mwar by the open stream bad not
vet seen Hhom,

Spames was searcely a dozen wards
away, but his back was to the juniors,
and they had only a glimpse of hisg
pralile as he =toml, hiz arms folded,
staring down at ihe skeleton with &
thoughtful brow.

It was the third “sign.™

Wharten sunuled grimly.

Soames had been walelhing, and from
hiz cover h¢ had noted the direction
taken by the Greyfrinrs party, and knew
that they werce heading for the cache,
gutded by the chart. HEvidently he had
madoe & detour and pot ahead of them.

Ko doubt some thonght was working
in hiz desperate mind of finding the
cache before they could reach if. e

had soon only a copy of the frea-
qure chari, and that ecopy had not
been  wholly  accurate. Hoew much

lie knew or surmised the juniors could
not poess, but they were gertain that
it was not in his power to trace omg
the hiding-place of the treasvre.  But
from what they could sce of his face,
and the rxpreszion on i, they know thet
he was struck by the sight of the shele-
ton on the sand boside the stream, with
its bony hands pointing to the norih.

Tne Macxer Lisrany.—Ino. 1,025,
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He knew the story of the five black
men who had landed with the old
desperado snd had never returned to
the ketch; and he had in other days
kuown Black Peter himself. Staring at
the strotched skeleton that had lain for
Ibng years bleaching in the tropical sun,
Boames was thinking hard, and no doubt
& glimmering of the meaning of the
ghostly sign flashed uwpon him, for the
juntors saw him start and nod his head,
as if in answer to some thought.

Harry Wharton lifted the magazine-
rifle to his shoulder.

He could have shot Soames down like
s rabbit, and the look of the Bounder
urged him to do so. But the captein
of tho Remove did not pull trigger.

Heo advanced quietly towards the
stream, his comrades following him in
sitence.

" Soames !

Wharton rspped out the name.

The sea-lawver started violently. :

In his keen interest in Black Poters
sign, and with thoughts of the treasure
ruaning- in his head, he had forgotten
caution.

He spun round as Wharton called and
stared at the levelled barrel of the rifle,

“You!™ he breathed.

“Vou are & prisoner, Soames!™” said
Wharton steadily. The sea-lewyer's
haud was at the bush-knife in his belt.
“Touch that knifo, and I will put a
bullet through you, you scoundrel!™

Soames breathed hard.  His hand
withdrew from tho knife.

“Mind, we're not standing on cero-
mony with you,” said Wharton coldly
and quietly. *“Burrender, and you will
be taken a prisoner to tho schooner.
But I warn you that if you resist T wili
shoot you down like a mad dog!”

Boames smiled hitterly. ]
“I am in your hands,” he said.
“Collar him, you fellows, while I keep
him covered,” said the captain of the
Romove,
The

The juniors hurried forward.
rifle at Wharton's shoulder was as steady
as a rock, and his eye gleamed along
tho barrel. He was unwilling to pull
trigrer, if he could help it; but he
meant every word he uttered, and the
sea-lawyer's life hung on a thread.

o3, standing motionless, seemed to
have accepted hiz fate. But as the
iuniors had almost reached him he made
a sudden backward spring, splashing
backwards into the river.

Bang !

The rifle rang out, but so sudden was
thie sea-lawyer's aclion that the builet
missed him by inches,

The water closed over his head.

“Fire!” velled the Bounder., ™ Shoot
him, vou fool!"

Wharton, with & knitted brow, ran to-
wards the  stream, Yernon-Smith
snatched the automatic from Tom Red-
wing's hand, and ran forward at the
same time, blazing away at the stream,
putnpm&- oub rapid bullets. The shols
splashed inte the water, dashing up
sponts of spray in the sunshine.

But when Seames rose he was a dozen
yards down the stream, and only for an
instant the juniors had a glimpse of hiz
head as he swept round a eurve of the
winding river.

The Bounder gritted his teoth.

“He's gone ! sawd Nugont.

“If Wharton had shot at sight—=""
growled the Bounder,

“h, bow-wow!" said Bob Cherryv.
“He's gone; let's get on!”

“I'm  keeping  this automatic,
Reddy !” grunted the Bounder, i we

sight him again he won't get away, L

promise you! I'm not going to leave
nE- hones on this island if I can help it,
like the men who landed with your
uncle!”

“0Oh, come onl” said Bob,

The juniors paused only a moment or
two by the skéleton on the sand. Then
they pressed on.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Treasure—and the Cannibals !

IGH against the blue sky rose
the great Peak, like & giant
sentinel keeping watch and

_ ward over the northern shore
of the Treasure Island. The juniors
had left the grassy valley and the coco-
nubt woods behind them now, and were
entering the lower slopes of the hilla.
The Eanaka's Heed had dcopped from
sight, but Redwing ecasil ept  the
course with his compass. The way lay
up a rugged valley in the rocky hills,
and the juniors were treading on a
thick crust of lava left by some ancient
putbreak of the voleano.

Through the lava-beds the stream--a

‘mere rivulet now—rippled on ity way

down. The ncontide sun was blazing
overhead, the lava upon which the

juniors trod was hot to the 4such. They
camped af last for rest and lunch in

the shadow of a great cliff that over-
hung the stream.

The fourth “sign® of the old Bouth
Sca rover had not vet been found, but
they were assured that 1t was not far
away., Lunch was disposed of, and tho
schoolboy treasure-seekers rested in the
shode, keeping watch in furns, on the
alert for Soames. But there was no
hint now that the sea lawyer was fol-
fowing on their traces.

For two hours, in the heat of the
tropic dav, the juniors rested, and then
they resumed their way., They were in
a wilderness now of narrow valleys and
ravines. with hardly a shrub growing
amid the ancient lava, and progress was
slow. Coertainly, without a cluo to the
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cache, the most determined treasupe
Eﬁﬁuﬁ would have been hopelessly
affied.

Black Peter had evidently chosen
carefully the hiding-place of the pearls.
They stopped at last at & point where
two deecp ravines were divided by a
rocky ridge. By one of them the path
lay, they were sure of that, but both led
towards the towering Peak; and it was
& matter of choice,

Bob Cherry fanned his crimson face
with lis hat.

“Which way now, Reddy " Le askéd,

‘Fhe sallorman’s son did not reply im-
mediately. He had stopped and was
looking about him.

“We've got fo take one way,” said

the Bounder. “If it's wrong we'll coma
back and try the other., No good
wasting time.™

“Hold on!" szaid Redwing.

ﬂwcn:;-u

“I think we shall find the sign we
want here; it's where it's most needed,
abk any rate.'

“That's s0,” sard Wharton,

And, instead of proceeding by either
of the ways, the juniors hunted amon

the lava rocks for tho “sign" of Blac
Peter.

There was a shout from Bob Cherry
a few minutes later:

“This way!"

He had gone a dozen wyards up the
right-hand ravine. He stopped and
called to his comrades.

They hurried on and joined him.

“ Look ™

Bob Cherry pointed into a niche of
the lava rocks, A skeleton lay there,
g‘ll{tammg white in the burning rays of
t

e sun., The bony hands were pointing
towards the Peak.

“That seitles it!" said Harry.

“Come on!" said Redwing, iz a low
voloo.

It was the fourth sign, there was no
doubt about that, and the juniors knew
now which way to follow.

They tramped up the rocks ravine.

Thoe tropic heat was intense, in the
unshaded ravine, amid the lava rocks
that reflected the bleze and heat of tha

sun. ‘The juniors panted as they
tramped doggedly on. But they never
thought of halting. They Lknesr that

they were close to the goal; the treasure
of Black Pecter, if it existed, was at
hand now. Only one “sign " remained
to be discovered, and that would locato
the cache.

Their hearis were beating fast. Tt
was sirange encugh, ecrie enough, to be
treading in the tlrack of the dead-and-
gone desperado, who had left so fearful
a trail to hiz buried treazurec.

Doubtless Black DPeler had hoped
and intended to return to Caca to lift
the treasure Damself, when his wild
voyaging was over and the lime came
for him to give up the sea and return
to his mative land. That timwe had
never come—the knife of the half-casta
had sent him to lis account, and
Silvie, the half-caste, himself had
perished in the quest of the treasure
for which he Lad slain DBlack TPeter.

Lives had becn spent like water [op
the pearls that lay hidden somewhere
in thoe recesses of the lava below thoe
Peak. The juniors could pel help the
thought coming into their minds that,
perhaps, their lives were to be spent,
also—that they might be fated to leave
their bones on that lonely isle of the
Pacific, as so many had done. Danger
dogged every slep in the quest of the
treasure of Claca,
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The ravine narrowed
and narrowed as they
followed it up. They
had left the strcam
now, whose murmur-
g had been in their
errs oll the way until
they had entered the
raving. Round them
was the hard, dry
lava, cousting the
earth, where it had
hardened and dried
after some ancient
eruption, when
almost  the  whaele
island, probably, had
heen covered by the
burning flood.

MNarroweyr, and nar-
owoer grew the way,
till 1t was & mere
passage hetween great
barren rocks, and at
last they had to lali.
It was the end of the
ravine, closed in now
by nnpassuble rocks.

B_ ob Cherry
whistled.

“Looks like the
finishi 1" he said.

“We ean’t have
made a mistnke,” said
Harry, looking about
him  with  kuitted

brows.  “The last
Blgn was plain
enough.™

' 'ﬁrs}rrﬂ on the Ilﬂ'i'lt ‘I.I'El.ﬂ'!'l:_-.h answeraed
Redwing.

“Oily we can't oot an farther. .
mmrll;ﬂdb Johnny BuEJL ¥ LA

“That means—--""

“That we have rcached the cache, I
think,” answered the sailorman's son
quietly.

“Qht”

The juniors stared about them
~eagorly, Ouly the hard lava mot their
eyes. Thero was yet the fifth “sign ™
to be found, wnd, unless they had mis-
teken the clues left by Black Peter, it
siiould havo been at hand. But it was
not to be seon.

“We've got to find it”
Bounder. * My hat, it's hot here!
wo're on the last lap now.”

“The warmfulness is truly terrific!”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
fanning his dusky face,

“Let's get to it!” said Bob Cherry
cheerily. “We ecan't have far to look,
anvhow."

And the juniors
among the lava rocks.

“Halle, hallo, halle!™

Bob Cherry, peering into a deep fis-
sure between two  preat  boulders.
uttered that exclamation, and started
hack. ¥From the shadow of the rocks a
skull grinned at him.

“Here!™ he called out.

The treasure-scekers hurried up. Be-
tween the two great rocks was a space
not more than four feet in width, and
in that narrow space lay the skeleton—
the last of the termble signs left by the
savage old soa-rover. The juniors stood
in & siloent group, staring at it

There was no doubt in their minds
HW.

Before their eyes was the last sign,
and, unless their reading of the chart
waz wholly mistaken, 1t could only
indicate the buried treasure, Beforo
themi was the very spot where Black

said the

But

scarched cagorly

Peter had cached the pearls—the
treasure gathered during & long lawless
earecr in the South Seas. Int they

hesitated to approach nearer the grisly
welic.

"We—we've got to shift i£["” mut-
tered Bob.

“We didn't come sll thizs way to be
squeamish ot the finish,” said Vernon-
Smith.

And the Bounder stepped into the
fizsure,

“Give me the spade?”

A light spade and pick had been
brought from the schoomner. Vernon-
Bmitﬁ took the spade and moved the
bones aside. Even the Bounder did not
care to touch them with his bands.

Then they gathered agan at the spob
which the skeleton had indicated. To
all appearance, the ground there was as
hard and rocky as elsewhere. But as
Wharton wielded the pick he found that
tho lava came loose in lumps. There
had been digging bhefore in that spet,
and eafterwards the lava had been
stamped down into its place by heavy
sea-hoots.

Clang! Clink! {':In,nf,iI

The pick rang on the lava, loosening
and shifting it i chunks. Harry Whar-
ton stepped back at last, panting and
perspiring from his oxertions, and the
Bounder $ook his place with the spade,

He shovelled gut the broken lava, and
the excavation grow deeper and_-;lm:i:z:ar.
The juniors looked on in breathless
silenee, their oxpectations ab the highest

pitch now.

Thud!

The spade struck wpon something
solid, with & metallic clang. With
eager face the Bounder 5h-:-\regiy and

led,
a strip of rusty iron was revealed. He
plied the spade faster and faster with
tireless hands. The rusty iron was the
cdge of an ocaken lid—evidently the lid
of a strong, iron-bound sea.-chest.

The chest was buried two feet deep,
and the closely-packed lava had pre-
served the wood; the oak was as stout
and strong as ever.

Almost  feverishly the PBoundor
shovelled away; but it was ne light
task to dig out the great chest.

“Hark!" exclaimed Bob Cherry
suddenly,

From the distance, ringing [faintly

Whack ! Whack ! * Yarooooh !' Billy Bunier was dodging round the deck-house with Talupa
hard on his heels, and the bamboo swishing behind him, when Kalashil put out a foot.
of the Remove stumbled over {f, and measured his length on the deck. (See Chapter 12.)

The Owl

acroes the island from the Jagoon, came
the sudden report of & revolver, once—
twice—thrice !

Crack., crock, erack!

The Bounder stopped. The firing
came from tho schooner. It was Ilen
IDance who was firing. Those threo

sudden shols were the sipnal of danger.
The Bounder gritted his tecth.
“ Boames "

“r-—"" mutterad Dal.
“The canmbals!”  said
finishing the sentenen for him.

Wharton compressed his lips. 1b was
danger—the signal meant that the
achooner was being attacked. With the
treasure under their very eyes the blow
had fallen.

Vernon-Smith threw down the spade.

Hardly a word was spaken; it was
nolt necessary to discuss. The thought
was in every mind that the sea-lawyoer
had carried out his threat—that he was
attacking the schooner with & swerm of
savage allies from the cannibal tribes
on the western side of the island, and if
that was the case not & momcnt was to
ba lost.

Heedlosz of the treasare, now within
their grasp, leaving the sea-chest of
Black Peter where it Jay, the juniors
raced down the ravine, pausing not o
monent till they reached the open hill-
side, whenece a view could be obtained
of the lagoon &nd the anchored
schooner,

Blue under the burning sun, the
shining lagoon burst upon their sight—
the Alcha riding at anchor, the sea
creaming over the coral recfs, and from
the coral chaonel four lomg canoes,
packed with =avages paddhng swiftly
towards the schooner.

THE ERD.

{The odds are agatnst Harry Wharton
£ Co, ever seeing Treyfriars aoatn, hut
they are game o the last. Sce what
show they put up against the cannibals
in nert week's thrilling story, entitlod :
“The Greyfriars Castaways ™)

Tug Magrer Lisrany.—No. 1,025,
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Up Agalnst the Woll Pack!
SKEIDKUM bared his

fangs and

vapped loudly in protest, as much

as to zay, " Why don’t von leb me

have a go at them *  ‘But sceing
that hiz human companionswere anxzions
to hit the trail, and qunickly, he put his
best foot forward, huuiinpé at the sledge
at "fﬁmd clip close behind the fast-mov-
ing Lerry.

There was little doubt now that the
wolves would not lightly be beaton off,
They had tasted blood, but their grisly
meal had not been scfficient to satisfy
their long-folt hunger. If anything, it
had proved an appetiser, and, mad-

deccd for more, they swiltly drew
nearcr their intended prey.
“On!  On!” yelled Uncle Clem,

“Keep going, boys!
another shot or two,”

_ He swung round and fired two shots
in swift succession, bringing down two
more of the pack. Searce had the
shagry bodies crumpled in the snow
than several of the other brutes were
ripping at them with their teeth. To
Unele Clends dismay, the rest of the
pack surged onwards, yapping savagely
andd temporarily heedless even of a rifle
in their hunger-madness.

Ancther shot sent the loading wolf
stumbling lifeless in its tracks, and.
with a cheking sob of relief, TUncle
Clem zaw the rest of the poack surgo
round the carcass, fighting tooth and
claw among themselves,

“Boys,” he panted, az he plodded
swiftly after the sledge. * get your rifles
loaded,  There's little hope now of
reaching Boar Creek Camp without firs
having a stand-up fight with thoso
howling brutes.”

Jack came up level with the sledge
and “Lerry dropped back, and they
reached for their rifles under the water-
proof canvas which covered them. At
that precise moment Skookum, who had
got up a fair spead going down a slope,
gave a sudden swerve to avoid an up-
jutting rock, and the sledge gave a
gharp upward lift on to one of its ateel
ruoners, shooting most of its contents
inte the snow.

“Groat Mackinaw! That's done it!"
eried Uncle Clem in dismay. *Pick up
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I'll give ’em

those rifles and the ammunition, boys,
Never mind ahout anything else!”

As though the wolves understood and
cxulted in the mishap, their howls burst
full-throated upon the iey wind, indicat-
ing only too plainly the tragedy of the
overturned sledge. When every minnte
was procions and fraught with the possi-
hilities of life and death, it was ferce
luck that Fate should have played such
n scurvy trick. This delay in the mad
race of Jack, Terry, and Tnele Clem
against the famished wolves might well

prove fatal,
“Skookum! Skookum !” howled Jack.
rey busky raced round in a

“The big,

wide semi-circle, the snow bursting up
hknr spray from the overturned sledge
behind him.  His angry barking hurled
defiance at those lean, sinister beasts
loping over the snow wastes towards the
stranded wayfarers,

Stepping among the scattored rolla of
blankets, tinned provisions, salted
salmon, and other articles in the snow,
Jack gripped the waterproof cover of the
riflez. In bis over.cagerness, however, he
dragged the cover away, and the five-
arms slipped back into the deep, soft
SNOW,
~ “More poisonous luek I he muttered
L ANNOYANee,

Terry snatched up one of the rifles and
peered into the muzele,

“Bad cess to ut!"" he granted. Y '"Tis
choked wid snow., Tt will do for a c¢lub,
though; but I wish I had a shillelagh.”

Thiz last minor accident was the
crowning picce of misfortune, for snow
was packed in the muzzles of the rifles
and adhered to the sights. breech, and
magazine, rendering the guns of both
bovs uscless for firing,

“Take these cartridpes, Jack,™ eried
Uncle Clem, “and stow ‘em in vour
pocket. Terry, nover mind about getting
anything back on to the sledge: just
smash open that box of ammunition!™

He fired his remeining cartridges
among the wolves, killing one and injur-
ing another, and again saving precious
minuntez, Jack, to handle his rifle, had
to take off his thick mitts, and the cold
steel of the weapon was curioualy like
the touch of a hot iron to his fingers.
Before he could hope to use it he had
to clear it of snow, and his hands were
%0 numb by the time he had done this

that he found Lie could not even fumbla
a mrtndf& into the breech.

Moanwhile, Terey was baving diffi-
eulting with the ammunition-hox., He
thumped his riffe-butt at the centre of
the heavy hardwood lid, which was
moeant 1o slide out, but it refused to
budge. -

In desperation Uncle Clem snatched
the remaining cartridges out of Jack's
pocket, and, with half-frozen fingers,
managed fo cram them into his maga-
zing, His rifle spoke thrice more, but
kis hands were so cold, in spite of his
excriions, that all three bullets thudded
harmlessly into the snow among the
swiftly oncoming wolves, merely causing
them to seatter and check for a brief
momert or two.

“Too late!™ gasped Uncle Clem,
“Quit trying to open that box, Terry [

Both boys [ollowed Uncle Clem's
example and faced the wolves, gripping
their rifles by the mmzzle, Skookum
dragged the sledze forward into the face
of the howling pack, his frost-rimed fur
bristling, and giving tongue as savagely
ay any of those other maddened
ereatures of the wild. His own sire
had been a wolf, and the doggy part of
Skookum’s nabure was submerged in
a ficrce, wollish lust for battle.

The dozen welves which remained of
the pack scattered and swerved as they
came loping through the soft snow. The
dire nocessity for securing the food
which the cold snap bhad lfli'lﬁﬂd them
had obliterated, for the time being, the
cowardice in their nature, It was eat or
die. and the instinct for survival so in-
graincd in the wild creatures of the
restless While North urged them o
fray which normally they would have
avoided.

A great grey wolf, almost as man
hands  high  as  Skookum  himself,
launched himself out of the snow

straight at Jack, Jack's rifle-butt came
down like a hammer between the beast's
red-gleaming  eves, and, emitting a
:'-!.t{inus cough, the wolf rolled upon its
sida,

The fangs of two of its companiops
ripped through its grey fur for the
sparse meal of Aesh on its lean, scrapey
frarme. ‘The rest, heedless of their
feader's fate, threw themselves furiously
into the fght apainet the deuniless man
and boys who confronted them,
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The next swift-moving seconds were
over afterwards like some grim night-
mare ito the pardocers. Lean, grey
shapes, like were-wolves of a dreadiul
dream, came plunging up out of the
whiteness, Madly the chums strock
again and again with their rifles among
lﬁu:: melee of black, vulpine muzzles,
gloating red oves, and snapping, yellow
fangs that dripped saliva. ;

Ug;lr:lu Clem’s fur cont was ripped from
Ataapit. Lo weist by the tearing fangs.
And ouly by crshing his  rifle-butt
straight downwards on the head of one
beast whichh had fixed his feeth in his
boot did Jack provent himself from
being dragged over into the snow.

Feookurn yapped furiously as  he
gamely struggled forward n%}umsi the
pack, though hampered by the sledge.
Jack saw his plight, and, turning from
Terry and Uncle Clem, who at that
moment were bearing the brunt of the
battle, whipped out his bunting-knife
from his belt and slashed through the
sledge traces. And, giving tongue to a
fresh oxultant battle-cry, kookum
launched brs ninety pounds of bone,
singw, and musele in the midst of the
welves, W

Uttering wild Irish warcries, Terry
swung hiz nfle with the fury of a savage
using his native club, Two wolves went
limping and yapping away under his
blows, and were sot on immediately by
stronger members of the pack. hen
another great beast sprang up bencath
Terry's uplifted arms, and its teeth
anapped to like a steel trap through
jacket of fur, underclothes, and then
mnto the bare flesh of his arm.

Vainly Terry tried to beat it off, but
alnrost insiantly he was hurled down,
hizs rifle huriling into the snow. The
hot, aerid breath of the wolf fanned his
cheek, and bis right hand vainly strove
ta grip the =hapgy grey fur of the
brute's throat as it tore at his left arm
ebove the clbow.

Insiantly other wolves leaped yapping
upon the prostrate boy, and, bellowing
with o terrible fear, Jack and Tnele
Clem, though almost breathless from
their exertions, smashed blows with fresh
vigour anong the fighting pack to drive
them off.

Amid the babel, two worde cscaped
the lips of the heroie Terry in a hoarse
gasp:

“Leave—mao !

It was the attempt of & gallant soul
belioving itsell deomed, to secure the
salvation of others, and Terry, in that
moment when grey, tearing death
scemed to have claimed him, could, with
a smile, have crossed the Great Divide
if by passing he could Have saved his
pards.

Not for a moment did the thought of
leaving Merry to the wolves enter the
minds of Jack and Uncle Clem, Doth
fought tigerishly, beating away the
snariing beasts from the prostrate body
of the Irish hoy. | ]

fray leaped Skookum again, his fangs
gleanning red, fresh from the kill of
ane of the higgost wolves of the pack.

First he flung himself at the wolf
which had dragged dovwn Terry, and was
still mauling s arm. A snap of sicel
fange, & wrench of the husky’s powerful
neck, and the welf kicked its last in the
crimsoned snow.

With lightning swiftuess the husky
next launched his drvesistible attack on
another of the serawny wolves, fixing his
long ivory fangs firmly in the beast’s
shonlder. The wolf yapped, bit furiously,
end then went rolling over and over
m a welter of snow. Skookum released
his grip to deal terrifically with three
others of the pack which were snapping

And then inte the Jack

at his flanks, and the wolf dragged itself
into the untrodden whiteness bevond the
battle arca, & red trail marking its
retreat.

But a few moments sufficed after

skookum’s full-blooded intervention in
the fray to reduce the number of the
attackers, And the sight of the magnili-
cent highting of the husky put fresh hope
into the hearts of Jack and Uncle Clem,
who beat off other animals from the
prone hody of Terry.
_The breath of Uncle Clem: was coming
like sharp jets of white steam on the jey
aiv, and hiz strength was failing. His
face was rimed with the frost of ﬁis own
frozen breath, and a hage was falling
over his ayeés,

In shecr weakness he dropped to his
knees in the yiclding spow, now torn
by the marks of many boot-prints and
the lean, frantic paws of the wolves.
But still, with the last remaining ounce
of his strength, he strove to shield
Terey's body with his own.

In 8 red mist he saw the lithe-limbed
husky somersanlting in a life-and-denth
siruggle among ¢ snarling, bitin@i'
pack. [Ile saw one savage beast hur
itzelf at Jack as the boy gave batile
with his rifle-butt, snd the welf spin
strangely in the air and drop dead in its
tracks. Simultancously, & report like
8 whip-crack cut into the chorus of
snarlings and yappings, and ocheed
and re-echoed through the Yukon ranges.

A riflo shot! There could only be one
cause for what had Im?pm:ed. ohiecno
was firing into the wolf.pack.

Ancther and yet another wolf went
bowling over in the snow, to the accom-

animent of shattering rifle reports. A

resh excifed yapping arose in crescende,

and there, coming across the snow
wastes from the direction of Bear Creck
Camp, was a temin of dogs.

Tho fur-clad driver of the team fired
three more shots in swifk succession high
into the air, and the last of the woll-
pack, beaten of their prey, scmnpered
madiy away from the denth that threat-
ened, while Skookum seampered madly
at their heels,

With a cheking sob of relief, Jack
tock one glance at that dog team and
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DAVID ORCHARD, i3 wmissing, having
apparently absconded with a bag of gold
which had been entrusted to him by an old

e suained

fri
STMPSON. In consequence of this, Jaeck iz
}'ﬁf io :tzfplyﬁ_g #I_Jgi% bﬁ{rﬂ the city he
i HHLT G O Fi
TERRY O'HARA, and later Ehe. v vieic
cliime decide Lo join in @ great gold rish up
the FYuken. On the way north they doin

forees with
CLEM HARDY, an old gmsjmﬂnr. tchom they
the

come fo eall Uncle © At times during
their rough j ; fhree have trouble
with a pair of bullies named Bull Morgan
and Lefty Sunene, ahd on one ocoasion
ack eeea a gold nugpet, shaped Iike n bear's
claw, Ranging round the neck Morgan.
He recopises i ae part of the gold hiz uncle
18 suppoeed bo Rave M.
Luck coties o the three * pardnrers,”
when ey peg out a claim al Starcation
Creek and wmake a great ** strike" The gold
they scoop amounts fo something over o
thousand pounds.

Winder drcws e eloak aver the Yulon
al fost, and one day the three " pardners '
docide to visit the towen of Datwson to deposit
their gold af the bank,

T'he brail i frozen and corered wilk gnow
when the journey iz eommenced. It Is
the boys™ Nrst winter in the Northk, and they
Jind the going very hard.

COae day, when they are nearing Pawson
they wight & pack of wolves bearing down on
then, and it s obrious that escape is out of the
gfji}::;ﬂ;‘ﬂfmﬂﬁfﬁ the pards moake a desperale

(N aovww read on,)

PRSP = P b e S —r ]

its driver, racing onwards ihrough the

gnow. Then he staggered between the
bodies of two slain wolves to where
Uncle Clem, with weak, haif-frozen

Bngers, was trying to tend Terry’s huets,

Terry's foce, except for the red, angry
scratch of a -::iaw, was the colour of old
parchment against ithe suow, and his
eyes were staring fixedly into the lead-
blue of the Yukon sky. In an agony of
dread, Jack dropped on his knoes in the
beaten snow and slipped his arius about
Terry’s neck.

At Bear Creek !

FEAO the accompaniment of much
shoutitig and wild barking, the
dog team, driven by the man
whose  rifle-shots  had  finally

beaten off the wolves, came swinging
up through the snow., Jack and Uncle
Clem, who had lifted Terry on to the
sledge, did not at first vecognise this
prospector of the mahogany face and
froat-rimed furs, who lad appearved ak
g0 opportune a time, It was Skookuni,
excited anud panting from & hard chaso
aflter the survivors of the woll-pack, wha
first knew the man, and gave longue to
breathless little yaps of grecting as he
swiltly loped back.

“By heck I ejaculated the prospector,
gazing at the crimsoning snow and the
dead bodies of the waolves, *this 13 sure
some battle-ground !”

“Why, its Jock McLemnan!"” ex-
claimed Jack, “Bkookum!| Ekookum,
come here !”

The big grey husky had swerved to
faca the madlyasnnrling dog tean, and
another royal serap maght have broken
out but for Jack calling off his dog.

The old prospector, whose lucky strike
near the Stewart River had started the
new gold rush, gave & short nod of
approval. ‘This boy, to whom he had
given Skooknm was able to do move
with the husky by a word of command
than he had ever been able to do with
the whip.

Hiz own dogs were bristling with
eagerness to tackle the strange husky,
and, incidentally, o get their teeth into
the earcassos of the wolves, and
especially that dried salmeon, which,
among other things, had been spread
upon the snow from the small sledge.

Striding to them, John McLennan
lashed the team, with & raw-hide whip,
into submission, and when they were
crouched, savage and growling, decp in
the snow, he strode back to Jack and
Unecle Clem. _

“Bay, that youngster looks in a bad
way to me,” he said, gazing down at
Terry. * Better get him to Bear Creek
Camp pretty gquick.”

Alrcady Unele Clom had roughly
bound up Terry's lelt arm, which hed
been badly torn above the elbow by the
wolf's fangs. His furs were ripped, and
even his boots, and only the thickness
of his clothes had saved hum from further
severe hurt. He was barely conscious,
but a faint smile wreathed his leaden
lips as Uncle Clem, after bandaging his
arm, rubbed his face and hands with
snow {o combat the frost-bite, which
again had attacked hin.

“Iere, take a spot o thiz, son!™
orunted Jock MeLennan, pressiig a flask
to Terey's lips. “I*ll pussonally see you
zafe to Bear Creck Camp.”

“That's real pood of you, Jock," said
Unele Clen, * I'me afraid, as we haven's
a dog team, we should take much longer,
and the boy ought to be got to a scttle-
ment quickly.  Is there wnvone ai the
creek you know of who could look after
him for the time being "
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Glad fo turn their backs on that area of snow where they had so mpearly met a gﬂfn end,

ANOTHER FULL--THRILLS INSTALMENT NEXT WEEK!

e

the exhausied Uncle Clem

and Jack batiled against the keen head wind. (Sec ihfs page.)

“I'll put him in the care o Danny
earney, who runs the general stores,”
answered MoeLennan, “He used to have
a drug store outside—in Scattle, I think
-—and he'll fix up the lad until you can
got him to hospital in Doawson,”

“Its jolly decent of yvou'!" mumbled
Jack.

And Terry, though unable to spealk,
showed his gratitude with his eyes, at
which Jock BMelennan gave & grunt
like a surly bear,

Thiz big, raw-boned, surly prospector,
with face indelibly scarred by the scar-
ing Yukon frosts, presented an exterior
tough a3 hardweod to the world. Yek
as those who knew him best were aware
there was still a soft spot in his heart,
and he was always willing, 1in las binff,
groff way, to lend a hand to the needy.

His offer to take Terry to the nearest
setitlement at DBear Creeck was big and
generous. For Jock MeLennan had been
on hiz way to one of his claims, where
several men worked for him, and he,
who disliked intensely the “mushing ”
through the snow wastes, would have at
least another day of 1t

As tenderly as a woman he helped
Jack and Uncle Clem to put Terrr on
s own sledge. The Insh Lov had
vevived somewbat, and was sulfering
sovercly., His wonderful spirit, however,
was undaunted, and his teeth were set
hard into his underlip to prevent any
cxpression of pain escaping hiin.

“Cood luck to you, Terry, old man!”
whispered Jack, as he helped to swathe
the thick Hudson Day blankets ahout
his chum. *“We'll see you soon down
at the camp.”

Terry faintly nodded, and then Jock
McLennan sent the lash of his raw-hide
whip eracking in the air about the cars
aof his huskies, and bellowed: * Mush,
¥ sops o gums, mush!™ Tt was the
order understood by every dog team of

the MNorthland—a corruption of the
French * marche.’

For a few moments Jack and Uncle
(lem stood gezing through the snow-
spray whip E‘g up by the iey wind at the
receding dog team, the sledge with
Terry on it, and old Jock MecLennan,
{Tgcking his whip and staggering along-
Blde. L

e R

* You—you think he'll pull through all
right, Uncle Clem

Jack's earncst guestion roused his
elderly partner with a start.

“He's young. and has a good fightin
chance,” was the reply, “We've all ha
a providential escape, son, and it was
the arrival of old Jock in the nick of
time ihat turned the battle,”

Both of them had sustained minor
wounds in the serap with the wolves, but
their thoughts were too [ull of Terry's
more desperate plight to heed their own
hurts,  The keen tooth of the wind
biting into these injuries was agonising,
but out of sheer necessity they began
the task of re-loading the sledge.

Hitching Skookum to it was a feat
almost bevond their powers, owing to
their half-frozen fingers, but after much
paint and diffienlty they finally put a
hitch in the cut leathern traces. At last,
when MeLennan's tcam was o good mile
ahead and travelling fast, thev got on
the move, glad to turn their backs on
that red. churned-up area of snow where
thev had so nearly met & grim end.

Ho exhausted were they that they could
searce battle against the keen head wind,
and often they were foreed fo stop and
el with the frost-bite that threatened
their noses and cheeks.

Despite the wind, which =sometimes
whipped the powdered snow in clouds
from the hillsides, it was casy enough
to  follow MecLennan's trail. It Jed
through ene of the gulches. and Unele
Clean  admitted thal probably the old
“sourdongh ¥ knew of a better route to
Bear Creck Comp than he did himself.
Yet Jack. he, and Skookum, endured
five terrible hours on the trail ere they
rame in sight of that collection of shacks
by the frozen tributary of the Klondike
River, which went by the name of Bear
Croek Camp. -

Jock, with his fast-travelling team of
huskies had got there long before, and
had told the story of the pards’ gallant
fight sgainst the wolf-pack, and had
given the injured Terry intp-the rough
and not foo capable hands of the former
druggist. Dan Kearney,

There were no women at all in the
camp. but many of the rough miners
turned out to receive Jack and Uncle

Clem, and offer them shelter, in their
big-heartod way. The two pards decided,
however, te accept the offer of Jock
McLennan himself, who owned a small
shack hera, as he did in three or fowr
other places. There they repaired witk
the sladge. and after threwing Bkookun
& feed of dried salmon, mede their way
to Dan Kearney’s general store.

The ax-druggist had done his best, bug
the attention he was able to give Terry
was necessartly rough-and-roady.

“I've been over him with iodine, and
got him bound up with good fresh lint, ™
he stated. “Of courre, I gave him a
drop of depe first—not too much—and,
even 3o, that iodine must have boen
fire to the kid., T'll tell the world,
thongh, he's a real plucked "un. He's
in my bunk, at the back, and you'd
better not go into him now, for I reckon
he's sleeping.”

B might:; kind of vou,” returned
Unele Clem. *Of course, whatever
expense there 15 to meet——"

“Hhucks!™ ejaculated Dan Kearney.
“I'm only too willing to do my bt
towards palling the youngster round."”

“Thank you, Mr. Kearney,” said Jack
quictly, *“¥eu think, then, that ho—
he'll pull round all right#™

The store-kecper shrageed his broad
shoulders.

“T' allow he's pot a pood chance,
Leing young,” he answered cautious!y.
“Really, he oughi to be in the hospital
at. Dawson, and yvou fellows will have
to take him there as soon as he can
ke moved. The lad had a fover when
he was brought here, but T reckon he's
developing a bit of bronchial troyble
ilirough exposure following his hurts.
Dheectly we can get his fever down awd
thizs durn cold snap lets wp, F6u
better hit the tratl with him."

Apain thanking Kearney for whae
he was deing, Jack and Uncle Clem
returned tired and heavy-hearted be-
tween the wind-swept rows of shacks
to the ramshackle shelter where they
had made their temporary home.

(There are more thrills in next weelk's
aramd  irstalment of this story, Doys.
Don't misz them whaterer you o)
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(Continued from page 2.)
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as he did against the Wolves in the Cup
last season, and before you have noticed
that he has moved, hiz long legs have
carried him back among the defenders.
On his right is Alf Baker, a little fe!lﬂw
—but what a big heart! He was liter-
ally patched and pacdded for the Cup
Final at Wembley last April, but nobody
who saw him play would have suspected
it. He 13 the Tom Thumb acrobat of
the side; ecan play anywhere, and is
ready to play at any time so loog as he
has one leg to stand on.

The other hall-back is Robert Frederick
Jolin. 1 have put it down like that just
to emphasise that John is his last name.
At one time last season he was a full-
bick, and a very od full-back, too.
But he is betrer at half-back, and good
cuongh to play for Wales in the future,
as he has done in the past

Sound in Defence.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE
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tie in which Arsenal played last scason,
Tom Parker was in his place at right-
back. Some said he was slow. No man
is slow, though, who iz always in the
right place at the right time, and that's
Parker, yon can take it from me. Horace
Cope couldn’t play in the Final-tie, so
Andrew Kennedy stepped into the side;
g fellow who fears no foe in any sort of
armonr.

Now a word about goalkeeper Lewis.
I could Rl this issue of the " Magnet ™
with stuff about him. In the Orst place,
he is Welsh. His name is Damel, and
when you see him coming through a lot
of warrying larwards with the ball in
hiz hands you reahsc that the name was
well chosen, He it was, though, who
made the tragic mistake in the last Cup
Final, when he let a ball slip out of s
grasp and into the net. I never felt so
sorry for a fellow in my life. But the
rest of the Arsenal players were even
more sorry for him, and Manager Chap-
man paid him this tribute; ]-%u made a
mistake, bus if we had to play the Final-
tie again to-morrow, Dan would he my
gorlkeeper.”  Buvely o worthy compli-
ment to a dashing goslkeeper.

As to the tactics of the Arsenal, 1t has
heen said that they are better finishers

compliment to their trainer, Tom Whit-
faker, [ can't deseribe their training
moethaods fully; T haven't the space. B
they wers the first to adopt a4 new system
of individual practice, 1is system helps
them to be experts at trapping, to be
quick on their feet, and smart with their
heoada, And Arsenal are all that. Then
the katL}-'c-rs have to play golf twice a
weok, whether they like 1t or not. But
they like it.

Tha colour of the shirts Arsenal
glayma wear is red, and that stands for
anger. They are a dengerous side
alwayvs, and it is quite possible that in
the near future they will remove the
reproach that they have never vet wou
the championship of the First Division.

Their supporters ere justified in
believing in them, becanse they are not
only strong so far as the players who
have been mentioned in these notes are
concerned, but they are also strong in
reserve—and that tells. Last scason
the second string of the Arsenal simply
walked away with the championship of
the London Combination, and the men
in the first tecam know they have (o ploy
hard for their places because there aro
fellows ready to step into their shoos
and capable of flling them, too.

In every League match and every Cup- than starters.

That 15 true, It is also a

MNext week: MIDDLESBROUGH.
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JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

Boys are wanted for the Seaman Class (from which
nelzcﬂnna are made fur the Wireless Telegraphy
and Sigpalling Branches). Age 15} to 163 years.

MEN also are reguired for
SEAMEN (Special Service) - - -
ST[}HEHH - L] - - = - - -

GOOD PAY = =~ = = = = ALL FOUND
EXCELLENT CHANCES FOR PROMOTION

the Recratting Stafl OQmesr, .M. atd B M. :
ht:?:tti‘} Birminj’.lmm;#ﬂ!—l. Yiclorla Strect, EBrlstol ;
. Dowanitill, (Haagow 3 30, Munini: Phace,
dverpoot 3 55, Wihilehall, Tofden. E-‘I'Irl‘-'l'. 2 Dernegale,
ancheater ; 116, Hye il Newesatle-on-Tyne ; of B, UOrchard
Plare, Queen’s I'ark, Southampton.

'SAFETY REVOLVERS|

N0 LICENCE REQUIRED.

Accidents  impossilde.  For theatricals, sports, ote.

I'rotection against footpads, dogs, cte.  NEW HMODEL:S.
Blge stecl or nickel fnish,

Six chamber - = = = =

Light ,, - - i T

Ton 5 (Cowboy medd)}- - - 12/8 .
Blank Carlridges for Salcties - - - - 1/6 per 100.
L

Age I8 o 25
Agec 18 1o 25

Apply
5, Buffole 8
1 3 Crowh  Torraoe,

E.:'ﬂ poab free. |

Carrlage #d. any guantity, Catalopue free on roguoest.
AMES MANSFIELD & CO., Ltd., 71, High Holbarn, Landon, W.C.1.
e —=

CHRISTMAS CARD
AGENTS WANTED

to sell Private Cards. Up-to-datc Designs. Free Boolk,

BEST SPARE TIME AGENCY EVER OFFERED.
Valuable Prizes, Apply :—

Hirhest Commission.

FIRTH CRAHAM & CO0., Dept. F.152, ACCRINCTON.

;| i FREE.—Superbk=et Yopanese Earthsuakes, 100 different stanmps, pit,
i

|

Lalel Approvals

utonits, cte., to geouine bulers applelog for Biue La
Send stamp=, T Coryn, Y88 Yiocent,” Whitstable, Ecnt.

Mo, 1.

—— .

HOME
Machines from b5)-
to £16. Lighting
Sets, Rewinders,
Spools and all ac-
cesgoried, Filmaall 2
lengths & subjecta,
SBample Film 1/- post free.

PRICE LISTS FREE

. CALL OR WRITE :—

Fﬂﬂﬂ'ﬂiﬂum- A--P-l -'h
13, Red Lion Sq..

London, W.C. 1.
Entratce Dane Btreet,

115 MONSTER COLONIAL PACKET FREE

A fe collection of 115 different slamps, incluwding splendid varietica of tha
Lrleizh, Frenel, Pertupucss ond Dutch Einpives, The Indlan 3tates of
HYDERABAD and TRAVANCORE are included, and also the Colonics of
Ceylon, New South Walee, Fronelh Wesl Indiew, French Congs, Poriuguces
Afrvica, and of the TDUPOH EAST INDIEE (avah, All FREE. Awsk to s8¢0
WY ANPROVAls = VIGCTOR BANCROFT, MATLOCE, ENGLAND.

THE LATEST INVENTION.
CHANGES THE VOICE INTO
A MUSICAL INSTRUMENT.

@, _

The only instrument of its ¢lass that iz granted o Patent.

Sing into the Saxola and find what insirument you can imitate.

Have your own Jazz Band per return post, from the malkers,
price Bd. or 3 for 1f8. Ono dozon box B/

HANSON'S (Deat, 10), 66, King Street, Hudderstield.

HEIGHT INCREASED 5 /"' Complete ;
IN 30 DAYS. Course. _

Mo Applianges. Mo Drugs. Ko Dieting The Aelvkn Sirong Syelam

NEVER Fall8, Full pacrtieslars and Testimmonizle, stamp.—

Molvin 2trong, Lid, {Dept. 3.2, 3, Ludgawe Hill, London, Eng.
METAL TWEEZIERS

R BE
112 ETAMPS (80 DIFFTERENT) F E E L B

A ifeent offer, incleding & fine range of stamps that rFou
I rmlﬂlur?}mmr your colleetion—Eritish Coluuials, Indlan Native Sates, I
and foo Siamps. Send posteard anly requesting Approvals,

LISDUEN & TOWNSEND, LONDON ROAD, LIVERFODL.
FREE FUN ' Foveliy and List.—F. SIMPS0ON CO., 10,
® glarspnee Gadns., Llandudno, N.W.

WORTH CHEAP PHOTD MATERIAL. — Sampies
£2T(ﬂﬂu cataiopue freed 12 by 10 Enlargement, any photo, gd.—
HAC

THE “BUMPER ' DPARCEL

Vendrilogmsts' Insimpnenta glven FREE 1a
all eending Tl AP0 Tar ladeas Amuaing

T AT LU L T ER R AT E AR (AR TR LT LRI RE R IR LA REMARUR

™
All applications for Advertisement Space in this
pubfication should be addressed 1o the Adver-
vserment Manager, UNION JACK SERIES, The

Fleetway House, Farringdon St., Londen, E.C.4,

LU R UGG O iR D T T TR U ]

CUT THIS OUT

“MAGNET » FEN™ COUPON. VALUE 33

send 5 of thess coupons with only 2/8 (ind 24, stamp direet (o tho

PLEET PEMN CO0O., 112, Floct Streat, B.0.4. Ty veluen you will

rereive & bandsotmm leyer selldiling PLEET FOUNTAIN PEN wilh

golid gold #ib fipe, wedivm, or Braady uweaally 10/6.  Fleet Price 4/s,
or with 5 coupens oniy 2/8. Do Luxe Model 2/« catra.
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B LHEL THE MAGNET LIBRARY.
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This Match Football
FREE for 180 coupons
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An open letter to Captains of Junior Teams
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Send to-dayforaFree

Cift Book. There's

the general Giftt Book

containing nearly 200

hine gifts, something

for every member of
the farly.

And the train Gift F.llﬂlﬂl-:r—
fuﬂ l:lﬂt.‘l;llﬁ af BESSET ].1*
LOWEKE and BING com -
plete free model ralways.
Either book 13 free and

worth hve coupons.

Bazsett-Lowke
DUKE of YORK
Secale Madel Clockwork Loco.
260 Coupons. Tender free,
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14 LAUGH—AND THE WORLD LAUGHS WITH YOU!

e

DON'T_MISS NEXT WEEK'S TIT-BIT—" THE PRISONER OF THE COAL-HOLE!" 15

H...

1 RATE jumping crackers ! *
My, Lickham, the master of the

Fourth, made that ejackulation,
a8 he opened the door of the

Head's study, snd peered within,
Mr. Lickham bhinked through his
gpectaclea at an amazing spectacle, To
eay that he was serprized, was to put it

mildly, He was distonighed; he was
thunderstruck ; he was feirly flapper-
gasted !

Doctor Birchemall, the Headmaster of
Bt. Bam's, was neeling on the carpet.
He was bent almost dubble over a pale
of water, into which he kept planging his
Iong beard.

Ag the Head nelt thusz, with his body
pwaying backwards end forwards, he
reminded Mr. Lickham of a Faker per-
forming some mistick right.

The water splashed and swamped over
the carpet, and the Head was so im-
marsed in his immersions, that he was not
aware of Mr. Lickham's presence, until
the Form-mastor apoke again.

“ Blesz my hart and sole !
are you doing of, sic ¥ "

The Head gave an angry snort,

" Wasghing my beard, Lickham!™ he
gnarled. ™ Getting ths dis dut of it
Two nights ago, as you will remember, 1
‘wag the vietim of a dasterdly and diabol-
Iicle outrage ! A number of young rascals
peid a visit to my bed.room, and while 1
wid sleeping the sleep of tho just, they
transformed me into a Red Indian. They
peinted my fece, and stuck a band of
fethers on my pole, and died my beard.
Bince that' outrags, I have been unable
to show myself in publick, bekawse of my
appearance.’’

Mr. Lickham nodded simperthetically.

“ 1t was a shameful outrage, sir—""

* Shamefol ' cried the Head., * It
wos skandalus—unheard of—altogether
without president ! It has taken me the
better part of two daye to remove the
atains of red oaker from my face, and re.
gtare my nateheral pink.and.rose com-
plexion. By dint of much rubbing and
secrubbing, I have at last sugxeeded.
And now I am endevvering to undie my
beard ; but it 13 & very slow job, I was
told that a solution of soda would do the
trick, and T must percyvere.”

S0 saying, the Head again plunged his
beard into the brimming pale.

~ Mr, Lickham looked on, with twitching
lips and twinkling eyes. Such & spectacle
aa this was not to be seen every day.

“Ah!"” cried the Head presently.
“ The water ig beginning to turn a gingery
hew, The die is coming outi Soon my
beard will be restored to its snowy white-’
negg. What does it lock like, my dear
Lickhamn 7

Mr. Lickham gazed at the Head's beard,
and it was only with the greatest difficulty
EHWH he was able to convert a larf into a
eoff,

“Ahem! The die is certainly coming
out, eir, bukb it is causing your beard to go
& pale-greenish culler, m.u ere are pabches
of green, and patches of red, and it looks
decidedly commicle, Ha, ha, ha! Seuse
me larfing, awr ! "

The Head lept to his feet, his face livid
with rage, and with the remains of the
red oaker, which he had not whelly
removed, ad he thaught.

* Lickham ! ™ he roared. " How dare
you indulge in cashinations of mnerryment
at my expensge T

“Ha, ha, ha! I—I simply can’t help
ib, air!” rgled AMr. Lickham. “I'm
tickled to deth!"

“ Stop larfing, you rotter ! " snarled the
Heand.

And he gave Mr. Lickham a savvidge
push, which cawsed the Form-master to

Whatever

Dr. Birchemall in difficultiea!

sit down suddenly and violently in the
pale of water,

Crash ! Splash !

* ¥arooooo |

" Ha, ha, ha ! " yelled the Head. " It's
my turn to lari now, I think. He who
larfs last larfs loudest ! Ho, ho, ho I ™

Mr. Lickham staggered to his feet, with
the water streeming from his trowsis, and
trickling ‘down his lega with an icy trickle.
He glared at the Head, and never in his
hie had he come so near committing assault
and battery uwpon Doctor Birclemall.
But he restrained himself with a grate
offort, and with a choking ery, hs rughed
[rom the study, to go and change his
trowsis,

Half an hour later, Mr. Lickham was
in the Fourth Form-room, faking mourping
lessona,  He was busily mﬂmoﬂmm m teach-
ing his pupila the alfabet, and their twice-
times table, when suddenly the door
opened, and Doctor Birchemall made his
first publick appearanse for two days.

Jaclk Jolly & Co., and the rest of the
Fourth-Formers, tried hard to keep their
faces straight ; but the Head's commicle
appearanse was too much for them.

A number of bright.-red patches still
Eﬁmﬁm; on  Deetor Birchemall's dile
while his beard wasg s sipht for gods and
men and little fishes, The Head thought
he had undied it, bat he had only suxxeaded
i miking it loock more absurd than ever,
For it was red, white, and green !
*Ha, ha, ha ! "

Hrmm..uﬂ?_..uuz:.m___u_,w‘nf.ﬂ:r?ﬂ.zﬁ;
and even Mr. Lickham EMM to turn his
face in order to rmmw. it stredght,

Doctor Birchemall glared at the elaza.
“ What are you larfing at, you youn
rascals ¢ ' he demanded, sharply, * Jolly |
..k,..u_ﬂ are the head boy of the class. Answer
mig =
“Abermn ! Your beard tickled us, sir,”
said Jack Jolly.

Tas Micxer Lisrary.—No. 1,025, !

*And my birch-rod will tickle you, if

Another Sparkling

you don’t dry wp!™
Head.

Instantly & sollum hush fell upon
the elasa, TFor the Head's birch.rod,
which he carried under his arm, waa
# thing to be feared,

Doector Birchemall's shifty, ferrety
eyes were fived on the Fourth,

‘A few nights ago,” he said, “a
dasterdly outrage -waz committed
upon my eacred person ! Among other
thinga, my beard was died, and tho
boys who died it are not fit to live !
I have come hither to assertain who
the culpritta are, 30 that I may hireh
thern black and blew! I now call vpon
the delinkwents to stand fourth [

Nobody stirred.

“You here me ' " thundered the Head.

Nobody budged.

* Own up, you young skoundrels, who-
ever you are ! "

Nobody shifted.

The Heed's eyes seanncd
from head to foof, as if he
would read their very soles,

“ I am convinced,' he said,
“* that the culpritts belong
to the Fourth Form. The
Fourth is the mozt undizai-
w_w_.__mn— and unruly Form at
ft. Bam's. 1 have called
upon the orthers of this out-
rege to stand fourth, but
they won't. Very well! I
will proseed to queation cach
boy In turn ; and woe-betide
him if he fails to tell ms the
trooth, the hole trocth, and
nothing but the trooth !

It was & tense, dramatick
moment,. The Fourth-
Formers quaked in  their
seats, and cold shivera chased
each other down their gpines.

“ I will begin with Barrell,"”
gaid Doctor Birchemall.

snapped theo

the juniors

“ Barrell! Roll out before
the clags ! ™ '
Tubky Barrell obeyed.

And"the Head's peercing cyes
bared him so much that he
yawned.
Y Barrell '" eried the Head, slernly,
* Wera you one of the boys conserned in
this outrage 7 ™
* No, sir ! " gaid Tubby, promptiy,
“You swure it ¥ ¥
* Honest Injun, sir!®”

* Place your hand en your hart and
sollumly repeat after me these words:
‘ Birike me pink i

Story of Jack Jolly & Co., the
Cheery Layghter Meoechants of St. Sam’s.

* Strike me pinle—"

“ 11 I nm telling & wopper !’

Tubby sollumly repeated the
words., He added ithat lhe was asg
innogent ag & noew.born babe—and
he ¢ertainly looked it.

“ Roll back to your seat, Barrell,”
aaid tho head. I can sce that you
are not gilty. Iwil now call upon
the Honnerable Algérnon—the son of
my friend the Duke! DBut stay!
A Duke's son would never be gilty
of puch a dasterdly outrage. I fesl
sure thers is no nead for me to ¢ross-
eggeamine Your Honner %

“ Not a it of it, old covoy 1V gaid the
Honnerable Algernon. "1 don’t know
mﬁ.%ﬁ&ﬁ@#oﬂa it, an" 1 wouldn’t confess if

Ly .

That chocky reply made the class gasp.
But the Head, who kow-tewed to the
uncooth Duke’s son, and fairly licked his
boots, took it all in good part.

“1 do not need Your Honner's assur-
ance that Your Honner ijs
innogent,” he said, * Ag 1
say, & Duke's son would
never bo gilty of such a
despickable outrage. Tt is
more the sort of thing you
would mnmw__umﬂ_ irom & dust-
H.n.._.m.,—..__+m gon ! ¥

And the Head's keen,
ferrety oyos were fixed upon
Herbert Binns, the son of
the local dustman, whom the
Head regarded with scorn
and deapision.

“Binna!" thundeared

Doctor Birchemall. * Come
out befors the clasa !l ™

Mt Certpinly, eiel™  said
Binns, in refined, cultured

axxents.
And he mﬁﬁm@ﬂ fearleasly

to the four. is head was
held high, and he looked
the picture of innosense.

But the Head did not seem
to think he was innosent,

“ HSea how he comes slink-
ing out befors the claas,
Lickham ! " he cried. " Note
hia hangdog lock end his shuffling gate.
If ever gilt was wrntten m & boy's face,
you gee 1t written here, in the face of this
seavenger's son! Why, he iz simply
oozing gilt ! "

Binns halted in front of the claas,
and the Head held him with hie glitterin
eye-—and with his right hand, He gripp

jumior’s rist savvidgely.

e

Paying tha Panaliy!

* Now,” he said grimly, * we will get
at the trooth 1 "'

And the silense in the Fourth Form-
ropm wag 80 intense that you could have
heard & pear-drop.

11,
:O ONFESS 1" eried the Head, givin

_

tho riat of Horbert Binne a eroo
rench. ** Cenfess that you paid
s vigit to my bedroom st dead
of night, and painted my face, and died
my beard, and stuck fethers on my head,
and turned me into a Red Indian! (Con-
fess at onee your complissity in this out-
rage ! Silence | ™’
inns had opened his mouth to speak,
but at the Head's command he promptly
cloged it agsin.

* Will you confesd, yon young raseal "
hooted the Head, giving ancother paneful
twist to his vietim's rigt.  ** Will you own
up at once, instead of standing there like a
dumb mute ' Be silent, sir 1 ** he added,
as Binns made another effort to aspeak.

Doctor Birchemall breathed hard.

“For the last time,” he eried, = I call
apon you to confess your gilt ! Did you, or
did you not perpetrats this outrage on m
gacred person ' Anawer me! BSilence )

For the third time the unhappy Binns
gtrove to speak, but the H WE_.EE_U_.
clapped his hand over tho jumior's mouth.
Then he turned to Mr. Lickham,

“ You see, Lakham,” he said trium-
fantly, " I have bowled out the culpritt !
. By Tus very silence he has betrayed his gilt.
ﬁﬂ iz condommed out of his own mouth ! »

“ But—Dbut you didn’t give him a chance
to speak, sir!™ cried Mr, Lickham,
agarat.

And therse was a loud mermer of
* Bhame "' from the class.

" Bilence ! reared the Head, with =
foerce frown., *' I sm sattisfied that this
boy Binns s at the bottom of this busineszs,

Didn’t you bear Lhim own up by remaining

gilent * He paid & syrupstitious visit to
my bedroom 1n the night, and transformed
me o & Hed Indian: For that outrage
he shall be punnished as no boy has ever
yot been punnished | I shall have to think
ont gomething lingering, with beiling oil
n it

Suddenly there was & commotion in the
Form-room, and four juniors, their faces
taught and ferge, stepped out from their
placea. They were Hmnﬂ Jolly, and Merry,
and Bright, and Frank Fearless,

The Head glared at the guartet.

“ What the merry dickens—--" ha
began in distonishment.

" We'ra all in this, sir | " eried Jack Jolly,
“It isn't fair that Binns should have to
face the musick alone, Al of us were in
the plot, and we'ro ready to stand the
rackat.”

" Hero, hore ! ' muttered Frank Fearless.

The Head's eyes travelled over the four
enlpritts.

“" Ho, ho! " he eggaclaimed. ' We are
beginning to get at the trooth, with a
venjence ! So there were five of you in the
plot, eh ¥ But I'll bet my bottom dollar
that Binns was the Hhumympma? and that
you four boys were merely catspaws.”

* Not at all, sir * began Jack Jolly.

" Bilenes, Jolly ! So you admit that you
played this wanton and malishas prank
upon your Headmaster ¥ Very well ! I will
now proseed to give each of you a birching."

Jack Jolly, and Merry, and Bright, and
Frank Fearless went throuwgh the mill in
turn. And the Head was quite linp by
the time the execution was over.

As for " Dusty "—aas Binna had come
to be called —the Head appeorad to have
overlocked him, But he n't, really.

* Bions ! " he gaid, when he had pumped
in breth. “ I have not birched you, be-
kawsa I feel that a birching would not incet;
the case., And I cannot sack you from
St. Sam’s, bekawss I have arranged with
the local council to keep you at this achool
so long ag my rates remain unpaid. And
I zo0e no prospect of being able to pay them
for the next twenty years or so. The
manner and methad of your punnishment
is & matter that ealls for careful cogitation.
I must think it over. Have you any
suggestion to make, Lickham ¥

“Me, sir?" gaid the Form-master.
* Oh, I should say that & hundred lines
would meect the case."

“ Wh-a-at ' shouted tho Head. " A
paltry hundred lines, for an outrage which
18 without president in the histery of 5t.
Sam's ! "’

“ Well, if that does not satisly your
thirat for venjence, why not detein Binna
for the next haif-holiday, sir ¥

Doetor Birchemall gave an angcy snort.

* 1 declare, Lickham, you are geiting
goft in your old age! You have a Inmp
of butter where your hart ought to be.
Linea or detention will not meet the case—
not by long chalks! I must put on my
thinking-cap, and devise some form of
torcher, like the rack or the thumb-serog
which they used in olden days!

Come with me, you young reprobate ! ™

So saying, the Head seized ' Dusty "
Binns by the scurf of hia neck, and mearchod
him out of the Form.room.

They left & scared and startled class
behind them,

Everybody felt sorry for poor old
* Dusty,” was was an awfully decent aort ;
and overybody wondered what o8OI
and garstly fate was i store for him.

Doctor Birchemall meant business ;
there was no doubt about that, But there
was no doubt, alae, that * Dusty '" Binns,
wether he waa callod upon to face the
torchera of the rack, the thumb-scroo, or
the pillery, would meot his fate like o true
Britton ! THE END.

{(* There are lively limes in #lore for poor old
“Dusty " 1 Don’t miss next week's rib-tickler
—+ The Prisonser of the Coal Hole ! ™)




