“THE GREYFRIARS CASTAWAYS!”

This week’s amazing story of Harry Wharton & Co. in Southern Seas.
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RAMMING THE CANNIBALS CANOE'!

(A thrilling incident in the long complete story of Harry Whurton & Co.—inside.)



“ TELL YOUR PALS ABOUT THIS NEW FOOTER FEATURE, BOYS!
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ANY of the honours of foothail

have driblbled continuously

past the Middlesbrough club.

For instance, they have never

won the championship of the First

Drivision, and they have never got as

far as the Final Tie for the Cup. But

they jumped right into the limelight

Last scason with no end of a leap. Often

there is difference of opinion as to which

team should be labelled the side of the

season, but everybody agreed last torm.

Middlesbrough were it—all of it, and

then some in addition. Theze men who

played for the Tees-side elub just picked

up existing records one by one and

smashed them 1o smithereens without
the slightest compunction.

In the first place, they scored 122 goals
in League games alone, which was
nearly 20 more than had ever previously
been scored by any onoe club in one
season. Then they got 62 points, a
total which had only once previously
been exceeded in a single season;
they had in Goorge Camsell an indi-
vidual player who got 59 goals off his

in thes tens

own boot—that being
better than the previous best. As theﬁ
say in America, these Middlesbrpug

boye went it some.

In doing these things, of course, they
just walked off with the championship
of the Second BDivision—won 1t n a
canter, as it were, with the rest very
much “also rans.” Perhaps it will be
zaid that the performance of the
Migddlesbrough team was not so out-
-tanding berause they ' were in  the
Second ivi;inm But j:elim:::t me, the
fghting in that section 15 pretty severe.
IE i‘aTE it is the hardest football of wll,
and the other clubs al tiumea
showed desperate aoxiety to
take a riza out of the top-
notchers. And don't forget. my
lads, that in winning the cham-
pionship of the Second Divi-
sion, Middlesbrough played
real foothall. There wasn't
anything of the mere biff and
bang stuff about them, T hey
were scientists—playing with
intensive and apphed science
behind them,

As & fitting reward Middles-
brough are now

In the Top Class

and they have already shown
that they can hold their own in
Company MNo. 1. Let us just
lock what sort of fellows these
are who Wear the coolourz of
the Middlesbrough clul.

We simply must start with
Camsell, because he was the
record-maker who sot the I'ces
alight. A strange experignes
he had last season, too. At the
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in the first team. He was plaving in
the reserves, with MeClelland as frst
team  centreforward.  “Then, after
Middlesbrough had lost three matchoes
by wey of o start, McClelland was hurt,
George of the blue eves was brought in.
From that moment te the end of the
scasen  Middlesbroungh only lost threa
makches, and the figures 5, 6, and 7 ap-
peured 1n their goals seored per match
quite {requently.

But, of course, Camsel]l doesn’t even
want to take credit for the score of 59
League goals in that season all to him-
self.  He's much too modest for that.

“I pol my goals because they wers
niade for me by the other fellows.” he
:IU!d me, when I msked him how it was

one.

On his immediate left he had Jucky
Carr—seventeen seasons in  first-class
football, a member of a famous family
but stitl going strong and the brains o
the side. On his immediate right he
had William Birrell, skipper of the side,
and a4 worker nearly 2s canny as Carr,

These two fellows formed the bottom
gﬂ.rt of the “W " formation in the

liddlesbrough attack, which was a dis-
tinctive feature of their tactics. And 1
would have you note that "W * is. the
first letter i winfing. At outside-right
there is Billy Pease, who certainly gave
opponents no peace. In fact, he makes
them [eel much more like pease-pudding
before he has  finished with  them.
Pease swings the ball over perfectly
when he seea his cenfre-forward with a
chance; but he also cuts in and geis
goals—23 of them last scazon, That is

another record—more goals than any
gutside wing man has cver seored in a

MEN WHO MADE MIDDLESBROUGH !

MIDDLESBROUGH

Second Division League
Champions of 1526-7
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seasont before. MNo wonder he got caps
before the end of last season!

At outside-deft there is Owen
Willtarms, You will remember him as
an International when he played with
Clapton Orieut. And when Owen can’t
play  there 18 another mian named
Williatng—Josse. A scheming reserve
iside forward i3 Jock McKay., Yen,
you are quite right. e is Scoteh—all
of him,

The Middlesbrough hali-backs are,
perhaps, not so brilliant as the forwards;
but they are workers—

Terriera Every One.

Miller came [rom Aberdare; Bob
Ferguson, the centre-half, was pre-
viously with Sunderland; and Ashman,
the left-half, is a North Country lad,
who hasn’t plaved for any ocher hrsk-
class side. But he iz Orst-class now.

The defensive work of the Middles-
brough team falls mainly an three full-
backs, but Twine and. Smith are the
first choice, Twine played for the club
a5 an amateur part of last season while
e was 1n the Army—a sergeant—and
he drills them well He bGnished his
Army career at midnight on March 25th
last vear. At five mmute: past twelve

he had signed a “pro” form for
Middlesbrough. Jock Bmith went to
Tees-side frorm Ayr., where Scotland

and

gave lhm  an ]nterpa.tinnal cap;
leg Vreeman previously saw service
with Oldham Athletic.

Yot another Seat ts in the defence—
Mathieson—a  stx-feet-and-a-bic al-
keeper, who can punch "em ouot, throw

(Continued on page 28.)

start, this North. Country lad
—he was only twenty-two years
of agv: then—was not considered
pood enough for o place

Loft to right (back row):
to Right (middle row) :

R.
B. Ashman, J. MoClelland, ®nd the trainar.

F. Twine, JJ. Mathieson, J. Smith, R. V. Freeman. Lelt
@G. Ferguson, J. MeKay, J. Miller, W. Birrall {Captain),
Lot to Right {(front) : W. Peass, G. H.

Camaell, J. Carr, and ©. Williams.



CRIT TELLS ! Alone on the vast Pacific in an open Donat, with the drcad of a forluring deallh frem hunger ond Hhirst
constantly in their miinds, Harey Wharien & Co. sUHl manege to keep smiling.  dAnd their checrfulncss ond grif
pells thene through !

An amazing story of Harry
Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars,
telling of their adventures in

Southern Seas in search of
Black Peter’s cache of pearls.

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
The Alarm 1

ILLY BUNTER awoke.

B Bunter had been taking a nap
in the leat of the tropical
day.

A canvas awning sheltered the deck
of the schooner Aloha from the bloze of
the sun, and under the awning awung a
hammock, and in the hammaock reposed
the fat person of William George
Dunter of the Grepfriars Remove.

Somewhere ashore, on the island of
Cace, woere Harry Wharton & Co., seek-
ing treasure. Bunter was rather keen
on the treasure, but he was not keen
on tramping over lavae rocks in the heat
of the sun. DBunter had had gquite a
happy day while the chums of the
Remove were ashore. A late and very
large breakfast had been followed by o
nap. The nap had been followed by a
Elleltil-ﬂ.l'lt-'l-ﬂ.] snack, and another nap.
Thon came lunch, which was quite an
extensive affair. Afer lunch the Owl
of the Iemove disposed himsell in the
hammock [or & third nap.

Thiz was, in Duanter’s apinion, some-
thing like life!

For the first time he was really enjoy-
iog his holiday in the South Scas.

Bunter was propaved fo lead this
happy existence indefnitely, He was
ngt  at all anxious to  return o
Crreviriars. The fact that the new term
waz now  beginning et Greyfriars
Schoo!, made him anxious to stay
i the Pacific as long as he possibly
could, Mr. Queleh and the Form-room
had ne atlractions for him whatever.
So long as the search for the treasurs
ﬂ{':‘nFiq:-d Harry Wharton & €o. on the
lonely Pacific island, Bunter was pre-
pared to spend his happy days on the
schooner, eating and sleeping and
snoring. 1t was settled that the Grey-
friars party would not leave the island
till the treasure was found. So Dunter
haped that it would be a long, long
time before the juniors unearthed the
pearls buried on Caca bv Black Petor.

T e e
Bunter had slept most of the alter-

noon, and he had intended to sleep till

gunset. But he awoke suddenly.

Something had awakened him.

He raised his head peevishly, jammed
his big spectacles on his fat little nose,
and li:alin!:nd round him. Ide was
annoved. It was hard lines if a fcllow
conldn’t have hiz nap out in peace—only
his third nap that day. . .

There was a jabber of excited voices
an the deck of the Aloha.

The Ikanaks crew, whom Bunter had
last secn lolling idly in the sunshine,
were all on their {eet, starming out io
sea towards the coral reefs that shuet in
the lagoon, jabbering and gesticulaling
excitedly.,  Somcthing, evidently, hacd
happened, to startle the native crew oub
of their accustomed idle indifference.
Ben Danee, the wooden-legged scaman,
was staring in the ssme direction, with
& deep cloud on his malogany face.

Bunter sat up.

So far as he could see—which was
not very far--everything was the samae
ns u:il.uﬁ. The Pacilic rollers ercamoed
on the coral reefs, gleaming in tha
tropical sun.  The lagoon, calm and
shining, strefehed peacefully shoreward
to the dazzling Leach of white zand and
coral.  The tall coconut palms swaved
and nodded beyvond the beach. The
column of smoke rose from Lhe volcano
at the south-western extremily of the
island, spreading out fanlike against the
dazzling blue of the sky. Nothing had
changed iu the aspect of Caca, since the
Aloha  had dropped anchor in the
shining lagoon,

But something, cvidenily, was going
on. Billy Bunter blinked about him
peevishly.

“Dance!™ he called out.

Ben Dance did not answer or heed.
He had raised the binoculars to his
eves, and was staring scaward throogh
the glasses.

“Dance!” roarcd Buanter.

The wooden-legged scaman did not
turn his head.

“Checky Dbeast! murmured Bunter.

IHe blinked round at the Kanaka

erow. It was their excited jabbering
that kad awakened him. Talupa, the
Tonga Island cook, was near at hand,
and Bunter called to him.

“Here, you feller Talupa!”

Even the Tonga cook did not heed.

“You feller Talupa!™ howled DBunter
angrily. It was rcally too thick for his
companding voice to be unheeded |:J-]|' n
black cool.

Talupa, staring seaward, no doult
heard, but he heeded not.  Billy
Bunter’'s eyes gleamed behind  his

spectacles, and he blinked round for a
missile, to attract the Tonge Islander’s
attention. Uetling out of the hammock
was much too much trouble. Fortu-
nately, he hed a bunch of bananas at
hand.

Whiet

Talupa gave & howl as the bunch of

bananas bumped on the back of his
kinky head. He spun round.
“¥ou cheeky black beast!” roared

Bunter. “Do you want me to kvock

seven bells out of you?

“What name you trow banana ab
head belong me?” growled ’i'a!ugm.

He rubbed bhis kinky head and
scowled.

“Da you want mo to got out of Lhis
hammock and kick »you!” domarded
Bunier wrathiolly,

“Fat feller no kick any more,” said
Talupa. “Fat feller him make kai-kai
along black man.”

“What "

Talupa grinned and pointed to the
soa.

“Black feller he eome in canos.
ﬁ%agﬂﬂ kai-kai of fat feller Dunter. Me
glad.™
“Why, wyou—you—you checky, un-
grateful heast!” gasped Bunter.

If Dunter had expected to inspire
attachment in the black cook by kick-
mg end enfling him, he was doomed to
disappointment. Talupas was obviously
ungrateiul,

he Owl of the Remove rolled out of
the hammock, He was slarmed now.

e did nobt cven pause to pick up &
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hatmboo and knoek ** seven bells™ out
af the checky cook., He rolled across
the deck to Dance, wilo was staring at
the reefs through the binovulars, with o
erim face. The news that blacks were
voming in vanocs was very disturbing
to William George Bunter.  He blinked
seaward, but could see nothing but the
long lines of coral veefs, with the
Pacific rollevs creaming over them. e
jerked the wooden-legged  seaman by
the arn.

“What's up. Dance®” he snapped.

Boen Dance lowered the glasses.
Phey're coming ' he answered.
“Whe are coming i goasped Bunter.,

“The blacks.”

“What blacks” hooted Bunter.
“We haven't sccn any natives on the

island so far”

“They're from the other side”
answered Dance, “That  sea-lawyer
Soanies must have taken them word, as
ho threatened.  They  kmow  the
gchooner’s  here  now, and they're
coming—a crowd of them in  four
canpes. YWo're in a tight corner now,
and vou can lay to that.,”

“0Oh dear” gasped Bunter,

From an opening of the coral reefs
four long, low, dark shapes glided into
wiow.

Four long canoes, packed with black
savages, slipped into the lagoon, the sun
gleaming on wild, rolling eyes and
rlusters of spears.  DBunter could see
them now, and he biinked at them in
harraor,

“eccanmibals i he stutiered,

Dance nodded,

"You can lay te ihal,” he answered.

e N
Dance
kanakas.

“Yon feller Kanakas, you lay hold
belaying-pins, you stand ready Lknock
govenl beils outer them feller cannibals.”

“I1—1 say, we'd better get ashore!™®
stuttered Bunter,  “We can gel away
in the whalcboat before they come up.”

Ben Danee did not heed him.

He drew the revolver froam his belt
and fired threo chots into the air in
quick suceession. It was the signal
agreed upon with the juniors on shore
fo tcll them 1hat the schooner was in
danger.

“I—I say—-—"" babbled Bunter.

“Get hold of something, sir, and stand
readdy to lend a hand ! snapped Dance.
“If thoze demons get on board, it's the
vooking-oven for cvery soul on the
svhooner 1™

o Oy 177

Rilly Bunter tottered awav.

He did not return to his hammock:
neither did he seck & weapon to join
in the impending conflict, e tottered
down the companion to hide his fat
person in the deepest, darkest recess of
the schoouer that he could find.

turned o the  jalbering

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Attack on the Schooney !

il ALLGQ, hallo, halle!™
“Yook 7
“The cannibals!"

. High up on the lava-crusted
hillside, far from the shore of the
island lagoon, Harry Wharton & Co.
stood and stared across the mtervening
space.

Fainutly, but clearly, the three rapid
shotz had reached their ears as they
sought the cache in the island hills,
warning them that 1t was time to re-
turn. With the buried sea-chest of the
ahl South Sca desperado lyving at their

Tue Magxer Linpnany.—~Na, 1,086,

feet, the juniors had turned avway [rom
tne discovered treasure, without opening
the old chest, without another look at it,
after the signal had reached their cars.
The Algha, at anchor in the lagoon,
was  their only link with the outer
world; and danger to the Aloha meapt
danger of heing maroconed on ihie soli-
tavy isle ol the Pacific.

On the high hillzide, the Famous Five
and Vernon-Smith and Tom Redwing
stood pnd stared down at the distant
lagoon. Smail in the distance, the
Aloha rode at anchor; smaller still, like
busy ants, moved the alarmed figures on
her deck., And away across the wide
lagoon, in the divection of the ercaming
coral-reefs, crept the four long cances—
war-canoos of the South Sea Islanders,
crammed with fighting-men, Tiny, ant-
like as the black warriors looked in the
distance, the juniors could see that they
were hlr'awn%; men, with fierce black
faces, hmki air, great muscular limbs,
armed with long spears, and probably
other weapons thab could not be seen.

Dozens of dles flashed in the red
sunlight of late alternoon. The sun
was sinking behind the juniors; the
quest of Black Peter's treasure had
taken up the long tropic day. Behind
them, as they stared down at the lagoon,
the round red sun almost touched the
hills and thraw their shadows before
them = gigantic, immense, like the
shadows of giants,

“The cannibals!™ repeated Harry
Wharton, between his teeth. | “They
know thay we nre here st last!™

“Boames I muttered Verndn-Smith.

“I cannot szec a white man &mong
ther,” said Tom Redwing,

“He is there—at least, thiz 15 his
work 1" said the Bounder savagely.
“He threatenod that he would bring the
m;wihals down on us, and he has done
it

Wharlon nodded.

He had little doubt that the attack
was due to Boames, the desperate seas
lawyer, who had been defeated by the
Greyfriars parby in the long struggle
for the buried pearls.

During the long days that the juniors
had been at the treasure island they
had hitherte scen and Lieard nething of
tlie black {iribes that inhabifed the
western side of the i1sland. From north
to south of Claca ran the line of hills
like a great backbone, the towering
peak st the northern end, the smoking
voleano at the southern.

Heldom or never the inhabitants of
fthe western side came round the island
to the uninhabited eastern shore; there
was nothing to indues them to undertake
& long and dangerous navigation among
the coralreefs. Only the news that a
white man's ship was in the lagoon was
certain to draw them to the spot. Duk
since the old days when the lawless
“Plackbirders ¥ had cleared off the
population of the castern side, seldom
or never had a vessel touched at that
solitary isle, far out of the track of
trade and shipping, lonely amid the
boundless spaces of the Pacific. But tho
news had evidently rcached the savages
at last—and the juniors did not doubt
that it had reached them through
Soames.

It was the sea-lawver's laat bid for
the buried treasure of Caca Island. He
had taken his life in hic hand in pene-
trating into the territory of the cannibal
tribes.

Eager enough as tho savages would
be toe be led to the plunder of a white
man’s ship, they were likely to turn
upon their ally at any moment To
the zavage, treachery wos as natural as
the air f& breathed,

——

Soames did nob doubi thai he Lad
brought destruction upon the treasu:c.
seekers; but he could not be suve that
e had not alse brought destricticr
upon himsclf. He was almost a¢ wnrch
in danger of ihe cooking-oven n: Lia
cuetnios.

" One—two—three—four cance: 1™ il
Frank Nugent, counting, ** And ut lerst
twe:}ﬂy men in each.”

“Long cdds!™ said Bob Clery-.

“The oddfulness is tervifie,” re
marked Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh,

“Weo are up egainst it, my esteemed
chums 1

:J;h& Bounder gritted his teeth.

. But for Soames—" Le muttered.

_lfl"t::rma-ﬂ-:u:t‘!"T said Harry Wharton
quietly, “They've got a long pull 1o
reach the schooner from the reef:, ani
we shall get there first, But we've pet
ne thune to lose ™

. The juniors hurried down the hill
tte the zreen and fertile valloy of the
stream that flowed into the lngoon.
There was no hesitation among  tho
Greviriars rby, though they kuew
well enough that the sitwation WAy
desperate now,

When Mr., Vernon-Smith had fitte
out tke Aloha at Nuka-Hivs, in ..ﬁg
Marquesas, for the schoolboy freasmye.
hunters, there had scemed little or no
danger in the eruise. But tha treachers
of Soames had changed all that. Cap-
tain and mate and boatswain had rone
down in the Pacifie, and the caw of
qﬂes had been dropped averboard., Tha
Ureyfriars fellows were “on their cun @
now, with only Dance to lielp: for the
Kanakas, unarmned, were of Jittle vse.
A revolver, the automatic taken fram
Seames, and the magazine rifle capivred
from Bilvio, the half-caste, were all
the firearms in the party, There wore
plenty of cartridges, but only the three
fircarms to use them, Had the Aloka
siill been as she had been when she
satled out of Tailo-hae at Nuka-Iiva, the
crew of savages in the cances wouri
have had littlo chance of suceess, Eat
now——

Breathless with haste, Harry Wharton
& Co. rcached the dazzling besch of
white sand and coral,

The deep voice of Ben Dance hailed
them frem the schooner:; he had watcehed
their arvival, with one ¢ye on the ad-
vaneing canoes scaward.

* Ahoy, the shore!”

“Ahoy! Bend the
shouted Wharton.

“Coming, sir!” :

Tha whaleboat was dropping intc the
water, and six Kanakas bent fo the
Oa s,

"The schooner was anchored only ffty
feet out, and almost in & fwinkling the
whaleboat was grounding on the sand,

Havry Wharton & Co, crowded nie
thie boat.

“You feller Kanaka., waoshy-washy
pl-:mti? uick!"” panted Wharton.

“Hallo, halle, hallo! Where are you
going " roared Bob Cherry.

The Eanakas, instead of pulling for
the schooner, wera trampling out ol
the whalebost upon the sand. Almost
before the juniors knew what was hap-
pening, they were left alone in the beat.

“Btop ! shouted Wharton. .

One of the seamen turned back. With
volling eyes, he pointed io the cances
arross the lagoon.

“{aca man he make
Kanaka!" he gasped.

And he rushed on up the beach aftcr
the othors,

The Bounder lilted
with a savamo face.

“Stop  that, Smithy!™

whaleboat

kai-koi  wm
the ancmeiin,

cuk

ranyod
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Billy Bunter’s eyes gleamed behind his spoctacles,
and he blinked round for a missile to attract the
Forlunately
a bunch of bananas at hand, Whiz !
gave a howl as the bunch of bananas bumped on his

Tenga Islander’s atientlon.

kinky head. (See Chapier 1.)
Wharton, “No good wasting a shot.
Get at the oars, you fellowst™

“They wouldn't be any use in the
soerap, anyhow,” said Bob Cherry, as
be prasped an oar.

“Fve way=—guick !

The whaleboat shet out towards the
schooner, the juniors pulling, The
Heoing boat's erew were already vanish-
ing into the palms beyond the beach.
The desertion mattered little, so far as
the impending conflict was concerned;
ilte tervified Kanakas would have been
of little uze,

The juniors, pulling hard, made the
whaleboat faiely fly.

It bumped against the hull of the
Aloha. and Dance was ready with rope.

A few moments more and arry
VWharion & Co. were on board. Den
Dance shouted to the Kanakas—of
whone there were still eight on the
selponor—io swing the boat up to the
davils.

1t the native seamen, generally
nlicdient on the indiant to the voice of a
“white  marster,” had lost  their
abiedienee now, They erowded the side
in iorror, ovidently with the intention
of soizing the boat and feesing to the
sore, to seek safety from the enemy in
the woods.

*Pack, wou Dblack =zeum!” voared
Dance. : S
“(faca man him makee kai-kai'”

pated Kalasht.

“Get back!?

Danee elublbied his revolver and rushed
in awoeng the Kanakas, hitting out
rigl‘lllt and left. IKalashti went over,
half-stunned ; Talupa, the Tonga Island
cooky dropped on the deck velling; and

— e

he had
Talupa

the rost retreated forward, jabbering
and gesticulating. Harry Wharton &
Co. swung up the hoat, and swung it
inboard.

“Fat lot of use they will be in a
serap [ prowled the Bounder.

“We can’t spare the boat, though,”
said Bob. “And they’ll fight rather
than go to the cocking-pot.”

“You feller Kanaka!"™ roared Dance.
“You get belaving-pin, vou crack um
head Cace man, you no want make kai-
kei along of Caca cooking-oven, you
savvee.”

Harry Wharton crossed the deck and
stood looking at the advancing canocs,
rifle in hand. Thev were close now,
and every man in them could be dis-
tinctly seen—hig, brawny men, dressed
in loin-cloths, with coral necklaces, and
grotesque ornaments fastened in ears
and mnoses. TFour abreast, the canoes
paddled on towards the schooner, Lvery
dusky face was eager with savage
anticipation.

Wharton lifted the rifle over the rail
of the Algha. In a cool, clear voice he
hailed the savages. There was little
doubt that some of them, at least.
understood the * heche-de-mer ® English
of the Bouth Seas.

“Yon feller black man, you stop
washy-washy plenty quick! You no
come white man's ship or plenty shoot.”

A wvell answered him, and the canoes
came on without pause. One of them,
larger than the rest, surged a little
ahead., In that canoe a tall savage
stood up, evidently a chief. He wore
the tapa loin-cloth like the others, but
his decorations were more distinclive—
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necklaces of coral and spent caviridge-
clips, which supported an earthenware
jug, a tobacco box and a human thigh
bone. In his nose was a brass-bound
match box so large it was amazing that
the cartilage could support it; and in
his great ears hung strings of cartridge
clips. It was evidenk, from those rare
and tasteful decorations, that he was
“some ™ chief.

He called back to Wharton. ‘

“(Cmea man he takee ship, all things
belong Cace man. White marster him
no shoot, Caca man he no kill.”

“He's lying, sirl” said Ben Dance
hastily. “If they once get on board
they won’t leave a soul alive I”

Horry Wharton did not necd welling
that. The treachery of the SAVAZE WAS
too transperent to have taken 1n an
infant.

“ Keep back 1™ shouted Wharton, “Tf
%'uu come nearer we shall fire!  You
eller black man washy-washy other
way debblish gquick!™

For answer, & spear flew from one of
the canoes, and Wharton dodged below
the rail just in time. The spear
dropped on the deck and stood guiver-
ing in tha wood.

¥"Fira1” breathed Ben Danco.

The canoes came swiftly on. Harey
Wharton & Co. hesitated no longer. Tt
was for lile or death now. The captain
of the Remove lifted the rifle and fired,
and the chief in the leading cance
reclod and fell over the side, headlong
into the water.

A terrible vell rang out from the
savages, and the cmnces shet on.

“Fire!™ shonted Wharton.

Tee Macwer Limrary.—No. 1,026
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THANKS !

Crack, crack, crack, crack!

Bonnd the canoes rose tha hideous
snoiits and black fing of the “tiger”
shacks, already szconting their prey.
The wounded chief, struggling in the
water, was sheared limb from limh as
the cances dashed on, aud bullets
pumped from the Aloha into the yelling
54 VAEFES.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Boarded by Cannibals !

RACIK, crack, eragk!
Wild yell upen yell answered

the firing.

Wharton rained bullets from
the magezine-rifle, and at the closs
rangs it was scarcely possible to miss.
‘The hot lead tore through the savages
in the leading canoe, and they recled
vight and left, some falling into the
canae, others rolling over the side into
the water, and into the shearipg jews
aof the tigerssharks. The Bounder was
firing into the next canoe, and Een
Dance into the third, as fast as they
cauld pull trigger.

The fourth cance separated from the
others, paddling round the schooner to
atback on the other side, Bob Cheorry
and Johnny Ball, Nugent and Huorree
Singh and Tom Redwing lined the rail
with belaying-pins in their grip, and
ficree blows rang on thick skulls as the
gavagaes clambered up like monkevs.
Suvage after savage on  that side
dropped back into the canoe or into the
lagoon, and ne man who fell into the
water had a moment more to live.
[lound the schooner the sharks were
now almost in & shoal.

The Kanaka seamen had fled into tha
forecastle in terror. The fo'c’sle would
not have sheltered them long had the
rannibals gained possession of the
Aloha. Butb the fghting was loft to the
“white marsters,”

Forfunately, they were equal to it

It seemed like some terrible night-
mare to the Greyfriars fellows, as they
firedd and struck, and struck and fired,
aimd welling savages rolled into the
water under theie blows and bullets,

Wharton had emptied the mapazine-
rifle into the nearest cance, and with
half its erew disabled or overboard the
rance drifted past the schooner, and
waz out of the combat for the time.
Bt two canoes bumped apainst the port
sie of the Aloba, and one against the
darboard side, and desperate savages
clambered up, active as  monkeys.
savage as sharks, seemingly indifferent
io ddeath.

Had the mob of cannibals gained a
fooiinr nothing could have saved the
handinl of whites froin the overwhelm-
img odda. But the firing at such close
range topk terrible toll of the islanders,
an:l as fask a3 a savage, escaping the
bratlets, clambered up, a ecrashing
belayine-pin or a ihrasting bush-knife
hurled him off into the sea.

Under the crimson blaze of the
tropical sunset the struggle went on,
wildly, desperately,

The Tlooga Island eook—the only
native on board who joined in the fight-
ing--cane panting from below with a
heavy pig of lead in his sinewy black
hands. Tt erashed over the rail into
oné of the cances close alongside and
stovae a  hole through the bottom
instantly. In a moment the canoe was
filling, and its crew sirnggling in the
water.

“(h, good man !

Talupa grinned.
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panted the Bounder,

“Plenty kai-kai um shark!”

he
Faspod.

The juniers had ne fime to regard
what was happening to the crew of the
sunken canoe, and it was as well The
tiger-sharks were gliding among them,
shearing right and left with their huge
jaws, Round the Alohe the sea gleamed
red, and moroe and more of the monsters
of the deep were speeding wp from all
sidea,

" Look outl” reared Bob Cherry sad-
denly.,

A brawny savage had leaped and
caught hold, and was clambering over
the taffrail. He landed on the deck
and rushed on, his spear whirling aloft.
Ho was the first of the enemy to gain a
footing on the Aloha.

Harry Whartlon turned at Bob's
shout, and found the thrusting spear
almost upon him. More by good for-
tune than design, ha &arrim‘] the throst
with the barrel of the rifle, but the
next instant the rush of the savage bhore
hini to the deck, and he was down under
the brawny izlander.

MNugent came across the deck with a
spring, and a heavy bush-knife rose
and feoll like an axe.

_ Wharton  found  himself
froad.

He Ieallmd to his feet, panting. The
islander lay where Nugent had struck
him down. He did not stir again.

The next moment Wharton was firing
over the poct side again, and Frank was
at the starboard side, slashing at
another clambering islander.

As fast as they could load Wharton and
the Bounder and Ben Dance pumped out
buellets, Tk scemsed to all the juniors
that the fearful scepe had lazted for
hours, yvet it was barcly ton minutes
that had elapsed, when the attack sud-
denly ceased., The fierce resiztance of
the Aloha's defenders had been too
much for the savages, of whom more
ihan hall were killed or wounded. One
of the canoes suddenly detached itself

suddenly

from  the side of the schooner and
paddled away, unreasoning {ferocity
saddenly  changing  to  unreasoning

panic, as 15 the way of savages. And as
one gave the example of flight, the
other two followed,

The change was startling;, at one
moment the Aloha had been servonnded
Ly velling, clambering savages, desper-
ate and reckless—the next, the yells
were silent, the enemy were pone, tho
canoes woere paddling away desperately
for the channel through the recfe,

“h 1Y gasped Bob E'herr:.r. *They'ra
golng 1

“ ’ﬁwy’r{! gone I panted Nagent,

Ben Dance hurviedly shoved frosh
cartfidges into hiz vevelver, and fired
steadily ot the retreating cenncs,  The
wooden-logged scaman was a pood shot,
and paddier after paddler dropped his
paddle and rolled over among his asso-
rrates.

“Dance ¥ shouted Wharton, * Stop,
now they're going.”
"Let him  alote!”  snapped  the

Bounder, and he started with the auto-
matic again, blazing away fiereely at
the flecing enemuy.

Danco did not heed.

He emplied his vevolver at the re-
treatin savages, and  almost  overy
bullet ﬁrﬂpped a cannibal in one of the
CANOCE.

“Detter give "em a lesson, sir, while
we've gob the chanee,” said the wooden-
Ie%ged seaman grimly.

he three canoes were quickly out of
cffective range, howaver.

Harry Wharton glanced aver the red-
dened sea, and shuddered. A terrible
iell had been taken of the islanders:

—r

but it was searcely possible to feel pity
for the wretches who had destined their
mtended victims for the cosking-oven.

Tob Cherry wiped his streaming brow,

" Sume serap ! he murmured.

“Thank goodness they'ro gone!” said
Frank Nugent. "My hat! If thisis the
way of the Pacific, give mo Greyfriarg.”

" We have beaten off tha estecmed and
disgusting villains,” said Hurrce Jamset
Ramm Bingh. " But the touch-and-goful.
ness was terrifie, my worthy and ridieu-
lous chums.”

All the juniors knew that it had heen
“touch-and-go® Only one savage had
gained tho deck, and he lay where he
had been struck down; but the escape
of the Greyfriars party had been
narrow, Had the islanders pushed the
atlack to a resolute finish, they woull
have lost heavily, but they eould searcsly
have failed to rush the schooner, The
fate of cvery man on board had hunge
in the balanes for those terrible minutes,

Ben Dance dragred the desd EAVAEE
to the side and hurled the body into
the waler, Thero was a snapping of
jaws balow the rail,

The retreating canoes had disappeared
now boyvond the coral reefs. Whether
they were paddling back te their aws
side of the island, or whether they were
lurking among the reefs, the juniors
could not tell.  Bome of the rocks rose
hich enaugh from the water fo conceol
the low eraft from view.

The red zun plunged behind the hills
of Caca. Darkness rolled over ilie sea
and the islond,

el —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Alter the Fight !

{3 BAY, you fellows!™
Billy Bunter put a fal face and
a palr of glimmering spectacles
out of the companion wnd hlinked
round fim.

The juniors bardly glaveed at him.

They had forgolten Dunter’s esist-
CTICe.

Spent and cxhausted by the struggle,
the defenders of the Aloha sat aliont the
deck, resting, as the stars came oub in
the dark blue, velvety shy.  After the
heat of the day, a cool brecze came off
fratn the hills on the island. The Aloha
rocked pently at her cable: all was
guict and peaceful round the schooncr
now, save that the water was alive with
shavks, scoking for further prey.

Buntes blinked out, and saw that all
was quiet, and rolled out on Lthe deck.
He blinked at the juniors. In hiz hid-
ing-place below, the Owl of the Remaove
had heard the din of the conflict, and
lain quaking; and long after the din
had ceased, he had lain and quaked.
But it dawned upon his fat braoin at
last that the enemy must have beep
driven off, and he crawled out and came
on «deck, :

“1 say, you fellows, 15 it all right
he asked cantiously.

Nobody troubled to answer.,

“Deaf ** hogted Bunter.

“Fathead 1" grunted Johwny  Bull.
“Can't you see 1it's all right? You'd
have been stuck like a fat pig by this
time if we hadn't driven the bruies off.
Shut up and go hack to your funk-
holes!™

“Oh, really, Bull 2

“Whera have you been hitling, e
fat funk?” growled the Bounder.

“0h, really, Bmithy-—"

“Thev're gone, Bunter,” said Nugent.
“MNothing to b2 afraid of now.”

“If wou think I was afeatd
Nugent——"

“Oh, my hat!

Frank

Weren't you
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« Nothing of the kind, of course,” said
Bunter. “I went down to look for—for
s gun or something: I—I couldn't find
one. 1 say, you fellows, you look hike a
Iri:_nlt of moulting fowls, sitting around like
that !™

“Do we?” asked Johnny DBull, in &
deep, growling voice, not unlike that of
the Great Huge Bear.

“You do,’ said Bunter.
ness' =ake, pull yourselves
Don't slack about!”

“ Dear old Bunter [ said Bob Cherry,

“You've had a bit of a zcrap.” said
Bunter. “Well, we didn't expect to
root about the South Seas withoul a bit
of & serap now and then. It was only
to be expected. Don’t let it knock you
out like this. Pull yourselves together!
Eo men, yvou know!™

The juniors gazed at Bunter. But
they were too tired to get up and kick
him. 8o the fat Owl of the Remove
rattled cheerily on.

“They're gone now, you
Nothing to be nervy about.
atiff upper lip. I say, I'm hungry '™

Bunier blinked round at the silent
juniors, as if expecting that important
announcement to excite a general move-
ment of aectivity, But it did not pro-
duce that effect. Harry Wharion & Co.
only gazed at him,

“Like a lot of moulting fowls!" said
Bunter, in disgust. “Fat lot of good
you fellows will be if any real danger
comes along [  Luekily you've got me
with wvou. Where's that black beast
Talupa? I'm not going to wait for my
supper, I can tell you, while you fellows
git around mooning! For goodness
salke, buek up! ‘The niggers are gone.”

“If we hadn't known that, we shouid
hava known it when you showed upl”
satd Beb, with sarcasm.

“1 disdain to answer that, Cherry!
Where's, that black beast of a cook?
You feller Talupsa !

“Lalupa!™ calied out the Bounder.

“Yes, sarl”

“"You kick that feller Bunter plenty
hard.”

"Yes, sarl®

“Oh, really, Smithy! Oh—ow—yow—
keep off, vou black beast ! roared Billy
Bunter, as the Tonga Islahder bore
down on him,

“Ricky good and pleoty ! grinned
Bob Cherry.

“Yes, sar!"

William George Bunter plunged back
into the companion, forgetting oven thot
he was hungry. Talupa’s foot caught
him as he went, and it caught lhim
hard. There was o sound of rolling on
the stairs, and a bump at the foot. and
a roar. Bunter had reached the cuddy
in & hurry,

*“Yarooooh I

"“Ha, ha, ha!®

“PBeasts " roared Punter. © Look here,
vou rotters, vou order that black brute
tc hand out my supper!™

“Don't you worry about supper. Bun-
ter,” chuckled Bob, “The niggers will
ke coming back soon, and they'll want
you for supper ™

“Yha-a-at "

Billy Bunter crawled up the com.
panion stairs again and blinked out on
deck.

“I—I zay, you fellows, d.d-do wvou
think the canntbala will be coming here
again ™ he gasped.

“HBure to,” answerad Bob.

“The surefulness is terrifie”
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Oh crikey!” ;

“{laca mean soon comoe makey kat-kal
of fat feller Bunter!" grinned Talupa.

“1 say, vou fellows, we've gol to get

“For pood-
together !

know.
Keep o

said

out of this[” gasped Bunter, in great
alarm.

“How are we to pet out of it, fat-
head?” asked Bob Glmrr{. “If you can
show us a way out we'll be abliged [

“Up anchor at once and get to sea!™
howled Bunter., “We're not going to
stay here for that rotten treasure! I
don’t helisve there’s o treasure, any-
how—and we're not staying for it af
there is! We're not going to be wolfed
by a lot of hungry canmbals to please
¥ou, Hedwing!” .

Tom Bedwing looked at hiny, but did

nob answar.
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“What are you sitting around for,
doing nothing®” yvoared Bunder, in great
pxasperation.  ““There may not be &
moment to loze. Danee, you wooden-
legged dummy, tell the Kanakas to get
the anchor up!™

Dance turned his quid in his cheek
and did not answer.

“Hoist the sails, you idieis!” went
on Buonter, “What are we hanging
about here for, when the niggers may
come back any minute?”

Bunter glared round angrily.

“Talupa!™ said Harry Wharton.

“Yes, sart"

“Fat feller Dunier speak any more
yvou kicky down o cuddy !

“Veoz, sar!"

“ Looak here, vou fellows——"" roared
Bunter. *Look here, I Yaroooh !
Yooop! Whoooop 1™

For the second time, William George
Bunter descended the companion ladder
in a great hurry, helped by the hefty
faot of the Tonga Islander.

After which Bunter did not return to
the deck.

Alarmed as he was, he had had
enough of Talupa's hupe and heavy
foot—and perhaps it dawned, too, upon
his fat brain that the schooner could
not get to sea until daylight, even if

- the chums of the Remove thought of

abandoning the treasure quest. unter
comforted himzelf with provisions—of
which, fortunately, there were plenty,
ITis snore showld naturally have fol-
lowed ; but, for onee, Billy DBunter
could not plunge into immediate balmy
glumber after a Gargantuan meal. ’I:hB
thought of crowded canoes swarming
mto the lagoon to attack the schooner,
the bare idea of what would follow in
caze of defeat, sufficed to keep even
William George Bunter awake.

o

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Sea-Lawyer’s Last Word !

E ARERY WHARTON & CO.
munched their supper on deck
in the starlight while they
rested, and after supper they

dizscussed the situation. Sinco Ben
Dance had given the signal of danger,
and the juniors had rushed back from
the island to defend the schooner, thov
had had no time for thinking unptil the
conflict wes over; they had had to figlt
for their lives, and the desperaic
struggle had tired them out. MNow,
however, they discussed the new situa-
tipn—new and full of terrible peril for
them.

Hitherto they had had nothing to
fear from the natives of Caca, shut off
oy the barvier of hills that divided the
island, amd by the dangerous reefs that
ran out into the sca from the shores.
Had not the natives learned that a
white man's ship had come to the lagoon
on the eastern side, doubtless nothing
would have been seen of them at all
But now they know; Soames had take:
word to them in hiz last desperate bid
for the treasure of DBlack Peter. The
sitnation was now completely altered,
antd every moment that tha treasure-
seekors  lingored on the islapd was
franght with fearful peril.

The Caca canuibals had been defeated
and driven off; but that they would
return  with  swarming reinforcements
was a certainty, The plunder of a
vessel like the Aloha was inestimable
wealth to the savage islanders. Morc
than one tribe dwelt on the westorn
side of Caca, at war with one anothey
probably there were five or six hundred
of the savages allogether, if not a thou-
sand or moare. Soames had taken the
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news to the tribe he knew, and where
ha had old acquaintances; but the news
was sure Lo spread, bringing every
savage on I‘“Im island to the lagoon 1n
the hope of loot.

Euchpudda ag would be brought sconer
or later could not possibly be resisted
by the handful of whites; it was certain
death to keep the Aloha anchored in
the lagoon. The only guestion was
whether the savage: would return that
night or on the moarrow. That they
would return, and in much greater
numbers, was assured, At any moment
tho lagoon might be swarming with ten,
twenty, or thirly war-canoes packed
with ferocious cannibals. )

To abandon the treasure, which the
Greyiriars fellows had already dis-
covered, and which anly remained to be
litted from its hiding-place, was hardly
to he thought of. MNeither was it pos-
sible to take the schooner out to sed.
The passage through the reels was
NArCow nnLt'l tortucus. Soames, who
knew the channel, had brought the
gchooner in: but all on board knew how
dangerous the paszsage had been, with &
gkilled navigator in command of &
numerous crew and in the hrq&d day-
light. To take the schooner into the
channel amaong the reefs after dark was
o invite shipwreck. Until the sun rose
agein the Aloha could net stir from her
anchorage. Of all the slpart:r,'. only Ben
Dance had visited the island before, and
he knew little of the channel through
tho recfs. The mahogany face of the
scaman was dark with l!mu%h#: and the
juniors could see that he had little hope

of ever finding himself on the open sea
again,
EEle see, s=ir,” said Dance, ' that

Eﬂﬁmt‘.‘-’ﬂ- iE-' & E'E‘ﬂ-'lﬂ-“'?er an:j a 'F\.Ilill.‘k, huti
ho knows how to sail a ship.  He knows
the channel like a book. But it was
dangerons work getling throu h, all the
same. 1 reckon that we should tow the
schooner out with the whaleboat; but
even in the dayhght it would be dan-
ﬂ"‘:rﬂ“ﬁ '1,1,'.[_1[']{, I[ A E"Et- E.-ﬁ'lm-l-g tlllﬂ:':“
recfs in the dark we're done for—it's
the schooner for the rocks, and us for
the sharks. We can't stiv till sun-up.”

The juniors were already sware of
that.

“And there's the tremsure,”” said
Vernon-Smith. “We're pot leaving
that hehind, even if we could clear
pow 1"

IDanece gruanted.

“The treasure won't bLe much use,
siv, when two or three hundred of them
niggers are swarming round ue”

“Never mind the treasuve, Smithy,”
said Tom Redwing quietly “Lives
rome befare that.”

“Weo've beaten ithiem off.," went on
the wooden-legred scaman; *but they'il
vome back, that's certain, and they'll
bring swarms with them."”

“You koow theze seas botfor than we
do, Dance,” said Ifarrv. “To you
think it likely that thex'll return before
moining ¥’

“In some of the islands, sir, the
niggers wouldn't dream of making a
unight atteck; they're feared of devils
in the dark—aitoos, as they call them.
Bat it ain't the rame in all the islands,
and I can't =ay ahout Caca. But I
reckon it's most likely we shan't szee
themm till morning.”

“Anyhow, we can’t shift till meorn-
ing, even i we want te.” said Harrey.

YAy, ay, sir!”

“We've loeated Black Poter's trea-
sure now,” said ithe eaptain of the
Greyfriars Remove., “It's only a ques-
tion of getting 1t on board. We ecan
do that easily enough belore morning.
Then, as soon az it's daylight, wo can
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try getting the schoomer out to sea.
We get the ancher up at the first gleam
of dawn.”

“That’s all we ecan do,” said Bob.

“What about the Xanakas who
seuttled ashore—the boat’'s crewi™
asked Nugent.

Ben Dance gave an angry snort,

“We can't hang about for desoriers-—
it will be touch and go, anyhow. They
will have to take their chance.”

“That cannot be helped,” eaid Whar-
ton. * But hark!"

There was a plash of a paddle on the
lagoon.

In an instant the jumniors were on
their feet, prasping their woapons and
looking out aver the starlit waters. The
moon was not vet up, and the wide
lagoon was dim in the starlight. In
the distance a single small conoe could
be seen gliding on the water. A tall
bamboo was fixed upright 1n the cance,
and from its top fluttered a white cloth,

“Js that & flag of truce?” asked
Johnny Bull.

“Tt's a trick, if it is!" grunted Ben
Dance. “Fire on the canoe if it comes
near enoughl” o

Wharton rested the magazine-rifle on
the rail.

“There'z only one cance, and only
one man in it,” be satd. “*Hiz life 13
in our hands; wo can let him speak.”

“Kﬁ-e[: him covered, then, siv.”

“That’'s all right.” _

The cance floated clozer. Evidently
the white cloth was ¢ Hag of truee,
and the juniors guested that the man
in the canoe was Secames. They were
soon assired of it, as a volee hailed
them from the dusky lagoon

“ Ahoy, aboard these!™

“Goames !" =aid the Bounider between
hiz teeth. He gripped the automatic.

“ Respect the white HAag, Smithy,”
said Wharton quietly; and he called
back to the sea-lawver: *“Ahoy, the
canoe !’ i

“1s that Master Wharton "'

The voice of Scames was az sleek and
soft and deferential as ever it had been
when, on the millionaire’s yvachi, he had
been the obsequious valet of Mr. SBamauel
Vernon-Smith.

* Ves." : s

“ A word with voun, sir. Will yon pro-
mise not to fire if I come nearer?™

“Yes, if you try no tricks,”

“Thank you, sir!"

The paddle plashed again, and the
littlo canoe glided nearer to the Aloba.
The juniors could =ec Soames clearly
now, and they gave him grim looks. Yet
they counld not help admiring the man’s
nerve, He knew what their feelin
must be towards the mutineer, the
traitor, the enemy who had brought the
swarm of canmibals down upon them.
But ho paddled within casy point-blank
range with perfect coolness. He ecased
to paddle only a fow vards from the
schooner’s side, and hiz pale, cleav-eut,
impassive face expressed no =ign of un-
ensiness a5 he looked up at the grim
faces lining the rail

“TI thought 1 ecould trost you, =sir™
said Soames smoothis,

“More than we !
scoundrel!” said the Dounder. “If
there's any trickery, look out for a
bullet through vour head!™

“No trickery i3 intended, Mastor
Herbert,” answered Soames ealmly.
“It iz for yvour sakes that I have come.™

“Liar!"” said the Bounder.

“VWe need not bandy words"™  zaid
Soamoes. T will zay what I have come
te =ay to vou, Master Wharton,”

“You can go abead!” said Harry,
with the muzzle of the rifle beaving full
upon the man in the cance. “Duot af

(il O, FOon

your cannibal fricnds show up while sou
are here, I warn you that I ehall sheot
you dead!™

Soames smiled [aintly,

" Yon will not see them till the sun
rises, Master Wharton; they are more
afraid of & night aitack than you can
ba. If I could induce them to artack in
the dark they would be here now.®

“And why do you tell us s0%" asked
Harry suspiciously,

“Because T know that you cannot get
the schooner through the channel after
nightfall,” answered Soambs. “I doubt
whether you can get the vessel safely
out to gaa at all without assistance; hut
in any case, to attempt it in the dark
13 suicide. You will ngt be fools enough
for that! T should be very glad to make
terms with you '™

“ What terms "

"We're not making lerms with that
scoundrel I growled the Bounder.

“Let him speak.”

“*There is no harm in hearin my
tm:ms at anv rate, Master Herﬁert,
zaid mes.

“0Oh, got on with it!™

“1T was very reluctant to call in the
savages to my aid,” went on Soames.
"I eould have done so earlier, as you
!{Fuw_; but I tried other methods first.
Lhose methods failed, and I was driven
to my last resource, Your destruction
15 now certein, unless I savo you, I am
willing, indeed eager, to szave vou. I
may be all that you think me, but I am
& white man, and unwilling to hand you
over to man-eating savages. Agree to
my terms, and I will come on board,
trusting to your word of honcur, and T

guarantes that I will take the schooner
out in safety to zea.’
“And your terms?" asked Harry,

eveing the man very curiously.

“The treasure of Black Peter,” an-
swered Soames briefly.

“Is thai all " sneered the Bounder,

“¥You heve found the {reasure—the
pearls that Black 1*eter Bruce buried on
Caca long ago,” said Soames; “I am
assured of that!"

“That's true "’ aszented Wharton.

He saw tho sea-lawyer’s eyes glint 1n
the slarlight.

“The pearls will be of little use to
you when you are m the cocking-
i x
gvens,” saud Boames.

“We are not there vet,” said Nugent.

“I fear that it is inevitable, if you
refuse my terms, ™ said Boames. “The
blacks will not attack in the dark: bus
at the first gleam of dawn you will ses
ibeir canocs swarming among the reefs,
You will have hundreds of enemies to
face. If you remain in the lagoon, they
will surround youn and attack in swarms,
If you enter the channel, they will
attack you there. If yvou attempt to tow
out the schooner with the whaleboat, the
whaleboat will be overwhelmed at onea
by the =avages. You will have to
depend upon the sails; and you will re-
member that it was a difficult passage
when I broughi the schooner in, How
will you make il, with swarms of savages
attacking wyoun on all sides? 1a
schoonar will go on thoe reefs, and thoso
of you who ecscape the sharks will go to
the cooking-ovens.™

The juniors did not onswer.

They realised very <clearly that
Qoames spoke the trnth., The passago
of the reef:, narrow and tortueons, difli-
cult enough at the best of times, weas
hopeless when the war-canoes swarmed
there, manned Ly hundreds of savages,
Missiles would rain upgn the schooner,
striking down the crew as they hanled
at rope and sheet; and a momeni's losa



EYERY
SATURDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

e R f:_g:"'-'fﬁ.-‘*'-&-'.'

; e o b s el
S
P .'EE‘?"'%“

; o

| ! li'i'{'Li ~

|
F
ik 1imaLgay

e

PRICE
TWOPENCE.

Harry Wharton & Co. lined the rail with belaying-pins in their grip, and flerce blows rang on thick black skulls as the savager

clambered up, active as monkeys, savage as sharks, and seemingly indifferent to death. It seemed like a terrible n

tmare to

the Greyfriars fellows as they fired and struck, and yelling savages rolled Into the water under thelr blows and bullets.

of control would be enough lo send the
Aloha grinding on the rocks.

Soames sat silent in the canoe for
rome moments, as if te lot tho offect of
his words sink. in,

“Well,” szaid Wharton at last, *is
that all **

“Is not that enough?” asked Soames.
“Your esca is cut off; you arc
doomed to leave your bones on the
treasure island, as s¢ many others have
done, and your heads will be smoked
by the devil-dectors. Iet me come
aboard, and I will undertake to get the
schooner out to ses a5 scon as the moan
rises. It will be @ great risk, but T will
take the rizk with you. All I ask is your
promise to land me afterwards whoere 1
chnoza, with tho pearls that Black Peter
buried on the island. The treasure is
uscless to youm, as mattera stand; let it
scrve as @ ransom for your lives™

He paused again,

* Master Redwing!”

“Well?"” said Tom Redwing quictly.

“The treasurs is yours. I am aware
that vour comrades take no share in it
Will you zacrifice their lives to save ig¥"™

“1 would throw the treasure into the
gra to save any one of them from the
slightest injury,” answered Tom. *But
I will make no terms with a pirate and
a murderer!™

“Hear, hear!” said Bob Cherry.

“Wharton iz our eaptain here,” weni
on Tom Redwing. “I leave it to him
to deeide, The freasure does not
matter bne straw. If Wharton will trust

(Jee Chapter 3.}

you and accept your offer, I shall not
say a word.™

“ That's soon answeved,” said Harry.
“1 do not trust vou, Soames, and I will
make no terms with you”

Soames set his lips.

“Your lives will pay for 1! he said.
“At the moment 1 can save you—lot
this moment pass, and it will be out of
my power!"”

“Wo can save oursclves, I _}mFﬂiﬂ
said Harry contemptuously. * We have
nothing to say te you. Go while you
are zafel”

“For the last time-——""

“Get out!™

“Your blood be on your own heads!
said Boames, as he took vp the paddle
again.

The canoe glhided away, and vanished
into the dusk of the reefs,

—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Night !

i ARK 17
A deep, echoing, threaten-
ing rumble, like the growl of

distant thunder, came¢ cerily
through the night, as the juniors stoo
staring after the vanishing canoc.
“The voleano!” exclaimed Bob.
Forgetting Soames, the Greyfriars fel-
lows spun round, staring across the
lagoon to the island, to the voleano at
the south-westorn extromity of Caca.,

Several times before had that deep,

warning growl been heard from the Bre-

mountain, each time accompanicd by
the glimmer of flame amid the smoko
that rose from the old crater.

"Ha's going it to-night ' murmurad
Bob Cherry.

Against the dark, velvety sky thero
was a blaze of flame. Flame leaped up
from the wolcano in a himdmﬁ shets.,
and for & few seconds the dark island
was irradiasted with & strange and eerie
illumination,

The flame died down, and darknoss
cnweapped the treasure-island agaim.
But still, amid the thick black smncko
that poured from the volcano, tongucs
of Hame darted and twined without
CedsIng.

Again the rumble was
miore  faintlv. It was
silence.

“The old joker's wakine up,’ said
Johnny Ball. “1 don’t think I shall be
sorry to say good-bye to Uaca—if we gel
a chance of saying good-bye.”

“Bame here,” said Nugent,

“The samefulness is  terrific,™ ro-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram  Singl,
“But the esteemed voleano haos gone lo
gleep again.”

The voleano was silent now, only the
darfing tongues of Hame amid the enoke
giving evidence of unusual activity in ils
kery depths. i

“Him grumble,” said Kalashti. *“ Him

rumble plenty, but him no wake

Menty slopp.”
Tur Macwer Lingany.—No. 1,086

heard, but
followed by
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And the Kanakas, who had been
staring at the wvolcano in momentary
terror, gave it no further attention.

“Thers's an eription coming alore
long, sir,” said Ben Dance, shaking his
head. “ But that ain't what we've gob
to be fearod of. Look!™

The woon was coming up over the sca.

Silvery light glimmered on the wide
lagoon, and on the beach of white sand
and powdered coral,

The wooden-legged
towards the beach.

In the distance, the juniors made out
dim, moving forms—twenty or thirty of
them, on the beach, between the sea and
the palm-trees.

Wharton drew a deep breath.

“The cannibals "

“They'vae landed, then,” said Nugent.

“A erowd of them has, sir,” zaid
Dance.  “You can put that down to
Soames. He knows yow've found Black
Peter's cache, but he don't know
whether you've got it on board. Tf you
atn't, he den’t mean to give you &
chance to get it ont the Aloba, and sink
it when the schooner goes down on the
recfs. You're cut off from the island
now, sir.’

Wharton set his lips.

The plan of getting the buried treasure
on board during the houra of darkness
had to be ft-hamimwl now. )

It was impossible to land on the island
with the shadowy beach swarming with
the cannpibals,

“The hound !* muttered the Dounder.

“He wasn't named Aitoo, which means
devil, by the naiives for nothing,™ said
Dance. “MHe's more dangerous than
ever Silvio, the half-caste, was.”

The juniors stood looking in silence
towards the beach.

Evidently a crowd of the savages had
landed from the canoes, farther along
the lagoon, and tramped along the shore
to a spot opposite the anchorage of the
Aloha.

HWa pan't land,” said Bob al last.
“No good thinking of going back for
the treasure now.” ]

“No good at all,” said Tom Redwing
guietly, “The treasure ean  wait,
Sopames will not find 1t in & hurry, Wa
uncovered DBlack Peter’s chest; but it 1s
buried in a niche of the rocks at the end
of a steep ravine, and he has no clue
to the place. Without the chart he may
hunt for it for weeks without a chance
ol finding it. We must try to get out
to ser at dawn, and if we succead—"

“We must suceeed,” said Harry.

“Well, if we succeed, we can stand out
to =ea and return fo the island after a
few days to lift the treasure,” eaid Tom.
“We noed not return to this lagoon at
all. Now that we know exactly where
to pick up Black Peter’s chesk, a tnip
ashore in the whaleboat will do it, tho
schooner sztanding out to sea. This
lagoon is the onl anclmruﬁc for ships;
but on & calm day the whaleboat can
land us at half a dozen different points.
Onee we get out to sea we can snap our
lingers at Boames and the savages.™

*Av, ay, =ir!” smd Dance. )

“We'll try it at dawn, then,” said
Harry; “and now we'd better try fo get
somie sleep.” o

The juniors were in little mood for
sleep, but they were fatigued, and they
realized how necessary it was te ohtain
rest while they could. At dawn their
fate was to be put to the tesf.

Billy Bunter had succecded in com-
posing himsalf to slumber at Jast. His
deep snore could be heard rumbling
below in the cuddy. :

The chums of the Romove follewed his
example, taking turns at watching
through the hot, tropical mght.

Tue Macxer Liprary.—No. 1,026,
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It was an anxious night. In spite of
whalt Soames had said, the juniors were
prepared for a night attack; and a
careful watch was kept. But there was
no alarm.

The long hours wore away, withoul a
sign or a sound from the savages. But
on the shore they knew that a mob of
the blacks were camped; and that the
canoes were lurking among the torfuous
channels of the coral reefs. And they
could guess that more and more canocs
were coming round the island under the
moon, to join in the attack that was to
take place whon a new day dawned on
the Pacific,

When the frst glimmer of dawn
showed in the sky, the juniors turned
out. Their faces were wvery grave.
Their lives depended on the next hour.
If they sueceeded in  runnin the
schooner out (o sea, all was plain sail-
ing. It would be easy to remain at zea
for a week, out of reach of the cannibals,
and to land a party in the whaleboat at
some distant point along the shore when
opporiunity served, and get the treasurg
on board, and then sail away from the
treasure islend for ever. But they knew
that the chances were against a safe

asgape of the channel througl the rects.
t was the last throw of the dice for the
treasure-seckers, and the dice wore
weighted against them, But they were
cool and steady, and there was no sign
of funk in the Greviriars party till
Billy Bunter came up. The clniter of
the cable awakened the fat junior. and
he rolled on deck, his little round cves
wide with apprehonsion behind his big
glasses,

“1 sav, you fellows——®

“ D't bother now, Bunter,”
Harry Wharton quietly.

“Oh, really, Wharton——"

Ben Dance was shouting orders to the
Kanika seamen. Only tiﬂ topsail and
foresail were set. A light breeze was
blowing off shore, favourable 1o the
passage, so far as that went. The
schooner was short-handed now, owing
to the desertion of the boat’s crew the
day bhefore: but the juniors were ready
to pull and haul with the seamen.

“I—I say, you fellows, the
moving ' stuttered Dunter.

“Uo bon!” said Dob Cherry,

“Are we going®” gasped the Ow) of
the Remove.

said

ship's

“ Yoz assl”

“I—I say, vou fellows, don’t yom
think it would be safer to get ashore and
—anil hide somewhere!™ stutterea
Buuter,

“Look at the shore and zee for rour.
self,” answoered Wharbon.,

Billy Bunter blinked shoreward.

In the glimmering light of dawn, even
the short-sighted Owl of the Remove
could see twenty or thirtv savages con
the beach, all wide awake now, watel-
ing the zchooner.

TOh " gasped Bunter.

“Buck up, old fat bean!” sad Bcob
Cherry cheerfully, “ We've got a chance
vet; while there's life there's hope.”

“The hopefulness is  terrific,
esteemed fat Bonter.”

“(Oh dear! You awful beasts to bring
me to a place like this!” groaned
Bunter, * Nice sort of a vacation I'm
having! I'd rather be doing irregular
verla with Quelchy in the Form-room at
Greyfriars! Oh dear!™ .

“I think we'd all rather be deing
irregular verbs, Bunier,” said Harry
Wharton, with a faint smile. “ But
keep ﬁﬂur peiker up”

*Oh dear!”

“Shut up,
Bounder.

“ Beast 1"

The schooner was under way now.

Ry

anyvhow ™  growled the

The brown canvazs filled out uwnder the
breeze off shore, and Ben Dance was
at the helm. The Kanakaz and the
juniors stood by the sheets, ready to
obey orders in an instant. All hearts
wera heating fast as the schooner glided
through the glimering waters of the
lagoon in the rays of the rising sun, and
entered the rocky channel.

1
THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Neck or Nothing !

b HERE they are!™ 3
Harry Wharten stood n the
bows of the little schooner, the
magazine rifle in hiz hands,
ready do fire.

Hiz face was grim,

Ahead of the Aloha, seven large war-
canoes occupied the channel, crowded
with fuezy-haired blacks. The sun
rleamed on the points of innumerable
SpEATE,

The tide was low, and many of the
lg:_reat coral reefs that were covered at
gh water were now two or three feet
out of the eea. In several places it
would have been possible to reach the
island dry-shod, across the reefs. A yeil
from the savages grected the sight of
the schooner threading the channel, and
georee of paddles flashed immediately
into aetivity,

Crack, crack, crack, crack!

Wharton, with a stoady hand, fired
into the cances.

Awmong the crowded savages every
bullet told, and wild yells answered the
shots,

Crunch !

A shiver ran through the Alcha from
stem to stern,

For a second
bonrd stood still,

tha hearts of all on
The schooner was

seraping on & hidden reef.
But she glided on,
On the port side & great shell of

coral rose Ifrom the water, left high by
the tide. On the starboard side, hali-
hidden reefs stretched endlessly out into
the oceéan,

“Feller ship him  sink!™  yelled
Kalashti. i
And he sbandoned his rope and

leaped from the schooner’s side to the
reef to port.

Hiz example was followed by
oiher Kanakas.

Al'most in an instant the native crew
hat abandoned the schooner, and were
fleeing wildly across the reef on the
prort side towards the island.

Ben Dance ground his teeth.

“'That does it ! he mutterad,

Rilly Bunter blinked after the run-
ning Kanakas,

“T zay, vou fellows,” he gasped, " we

the

can pet ashore here! Let's run for
it 1"
“Stay where you are, you fooll!™

snapped Redwing,

L-ng}ing‘ fmmgmuk to rock, acroes
broken guliles and channels in  the
great recf, the Kanakas fled towards
the shors, The grinding of the Aloha’s
hull on & sunken rock, and the array of
war-canoes waiting ahead, had been too
ﬂuch c}‘lur t'rter.tg, and the ltm_f taken

eir chance of escape. ut it was a
remote chance. Along the shore of tho
lagoon a crowd of cannibals wers fol-
lowing the course of the schooner, and
a score or more of them rushed to in-
tercept the fugitives on the reef,

The schooner glided on,

Harry Wharton ceased to fire, and
slung the rifle over his shoulder, Every
hend was wanted at the ropes now o
the schooner was not to go helplessly
on the rocks.
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In the twists and turns of the tor-
tuous channe! the sehaoner had to twist
and turn, and on cvery side razor-edged
rocks waited for her,

Crunch !

The schooner scroped again, but again
she glided on, and came into the
broader channel where the war-canoes
were gathered.

A moment more and the canoes were
round her.

Still another moment and the Aloha
wollld have been sssailed by swarming
savages on both sides, 1n & swarming
overwhelming attack that the handful
of defenders could never have hoped to
drive off, ;

Ben Dance gritted his testh, and put
the schooner fore the wind. It was
neck or nothing now.

The Alpha rushed on, and the nearest
cange was crunched under her bows,
sinking and leaving the oocupants in
tho water, Fearful eries came from the
savages struggling in the sea. The
tiger sharks were already among thom,

“It's touch and go now 1™ =aid the
Hiounder, betweea his teeth, his eyes
gleaming with wild exeitement. * MNeck
or nothing [

e T e T T T T T TR T T e e e T T R T U T TR
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It seemed certain to the juniors now
that the game was up. On {. by eceep-
ing cautiously through the channel had
they hoped to reach the open ses, and
now the Aloha was speeding on with
the wind full in the sails. Xt had been
the o way to elede the swarmin
sttack from the cances, which were leit
behind now, paddiing vainly in pursut.
But it was taking the most desperate of
chances.

Crunch !

A terrible shock ran
schobner.

Crunch ! s

“I say, you fellows, we're sinking!"
shirieked Bunter.

MNo one heeded him.

The schooner tore off the resf and
rushed on. Ben Dance stood like a
graven ima at the wheel, his
mahogany gee  set  like pgranite,
though he expected at every moment
to feel the schooner sinking under his
feet.

The dangerous channel, through
which Soames had tocled the schooner
50 cantiously when she arvived at th
island, was taken at a rush. Tt sceme
s miracle to the juniors that the Aloha
did not pile up on the Feefs af every
yard of tl;u: way,

It was that or falling inte the hands
of the cannibals, and the Greyfriars

through the

follows were willing to take the chance,
But at every moment they were look-
m& doath in the face.

runch, crunch !

Crash !

The foremast snapped like a siick
and trailed overboard by the rigring,
the sail wallowing in the sea.

The schoonoer lost way at once.

Harry Wharton glanced back:

The war.canocs were out of sight
among the intricacies of the reefs. And
the reecfs were falling behind.,  Ahead

of the schooner lay the open ocean.
There was a sound below - which the
juniors knew was water pouring into
the hold, But the reefs were ﬁehind
now, and the Aloha, with her main
topsail still drawing, dragging the
wreck of the foremast and foresail,
surged on into the open Pacifie.

“We're clear I said Bob Cherry, his
face white as chalk, “Clear of the
reefs, clonr of the cannibals !

“But the Aloha~—" muitered Whar-
ton,

The schooner lurched drunkenly in
the sea.

*Bhe's sinking '™

Ben Dance, with the sweat running

Make up your mind
NOW to buy these two
wonderful

ANNUALS!

They are selling like hot
cakes, and soon there
won't be any left!
SO TAKE THE TIP!}

| = OR BOTH! e

.'ﬁﬂil R T TR TR TR T AT

dn;m his flatb, left the;i wheel. Tharf.'al;em
o 2 schooner was dipping perifously.
“Bhe's sinking, sir!" .saiiu.-i:r Dance,
“We had to take the chanee, sir; but
the schooner’s going down, and I reckon

she ain't ten minates to live. Get out
the whaleboat.”

I —

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Castaways !

1 INKING ™
S It was 2 dismaying word,
Tho handsome little achooner,

the home for many days of the
treasure-seckers, graceful as a  swan,
light on the waves as a seabird—sink-
ing, almost water-logged already; sink-
mf) under the feet of her crew!
nly the whaleboat stood between the
juniors and following the schooner to
er last home at the bottom of the
Pacific.

The trim little vessel which had been
their securo home was sbout to dis
appesr from their sight. A few minutes
mote and the vast rollers of the Pacific
would be passing over her maost-hea
and strange fish would be swimming in
her cuddy and about her deck.

But repining was useless,  Indeed,
the juniors kpew well that they had
escapcd cheaply. 'The passage of thae

reefs had wrecked the schooner, coral
rock after rock had torn her hull lika

‘tha teeth of giant beasts. But to loso

the schooner and save their lives was
mors than the treasurescekers eould
have hoped. Had the Aloha piled up
on a rock im the tortmous channel
nathing could have saved them. Tho
savages and the sharks would havo
known of the fate of the Greyfriars

party, the cutside world never. But
tho gallant little echooner had still
floated, still driven before the wind

till she was well out into the open
ocean. The juniors had time to man
the boat and a free sea to sail her in.
The cannibals, 1f they were in pursuik
of the Alohs, were not yet in ﬁiﬁ;ht.
The rapid sweep of the schocner had
left the eanoces hopelessly behind.

“Man the whalchoat ™
Nat a moment was lost.

Wenapons first, and then provisions,
were stacked in the boat. It was noces:
sary to get clear before the Aloha
made her final plunge, and the moment
was fast drawing near. Not a man of
{ho native erew was now on board fo
help, and the juniors fairly slaved at

AT T e A FO TR T T

the task as rapid minute followed
minute,

Johnny Bull and Bob Gherg stood in
the boat floating slongside the Aloha,
and received the goods passed down to
them by the other fellows. Billy
Bunter, however, was first in the boaf.
He rolled in burriedly and stowed bhim-
self there as comfortably as possible,
It did not seem to occur to his fat
mind to lend & hand. But no one
heeded Bunter, The seven follows
worked hard, and Ben Dance worked
with them, and provisions were broken
out and handed into the boat at & grea
rabe,

Not till the deck of the sinking
schooner was on a level with the boal
alongside did the juniors desert her.

1t was high time. As the last of the
juniprs scrambled into the boat =
Pacific roller washed right across the
Aloha, and the schooner rolled almost
on her beam-ends.

* Push off "' panted Dance.

He drove an oar against the reeling
hull of the Aloha, and the whaleboat
floated off.

“ive way 1"

The juniors bent to the oars.

Bix  sturdy fellows, pulling hard
drove the whalebodt aecross the rolling

Taz Macser Lisrary.—No. 1,026
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waler, away from the lurching dog's chance if they once spof us. A an easy task, but the Greyfriars fellows
schoonoer. canoo with twenty paddlers can  go accomplished it

Another proller washed across the threc lengths to our one, at Jeast.”™ Harry Wharton had mentally placed
Aloha. himself, so far as ho was able, in

Bob Cherry gave an exclamation.

“ Bhe's going 1

And tﬁe oarsmen rested
moment, on their oars, to look. The
stern of the schooner was below the
Pacific now, and the bows heaved high
into the air for a moment, and then
the Aloha shot downward, stern fore-
most. A long, sullen plunge, and the
schooner was gone,

But the whaleboat was far cnough
away now to ha safe from the suction
of the sinking scheooncr.

The water closed over the Alocha, and
a fow spars and gratings, toszsing on the
sea. alono remained to tell that a
vesael had sunk there.

Harry Wharton drew a deep breath.

“E]"I-lfs E‘ﬂ'ﬂﬂ!n

MNever had the coean zecomed so vast,
so blank to the eves of the juniors, as
now, with onily a boat betwoen them
and destruction, a tiny speck on the
ﬂu;l{hty waste of waters,

To the west the hills of Caca rose
against the sky: further away, now the
juniors looked in that direction, than

n

they had deemed.
But there was a comiort seeln
land, tlml.u%'h it was only the iala.ng
where the hungry cannibals swarmed,
the island now of peril and terror.
There had not been & second to spare
far discussion or consideration ; but now
that the Aloha was gone, now that they
were alone on the wide sea in  the
whalehoat, the Greyfriars fellows had to
decide npon their course of action.

So far, there was no sign of the war-
canoes in pursuit; but they had little
douht that the cannibals would follow
the Aloha out to sea, in the hope of
vet -capturing her, probably in the
expectation of finding her piled up
somewhere among the reefs.

If the erowd of eanoca came in sight

of the whaleboat all was lost: the fight
against such odds would be over almost
before it was begun.
“What's the order, skipper?” asked
Bob  Cherry, resting on his oar.
Y"Whatever we're gomng to do, we'd
better do it quick !

Wharton knitted his brows in anxions
thought. :

“Wo'd beltor make the island,” he
said.

There was o howl from Billy Bunter.

“1 say, you [ellows—"
“ Bhut vp, Bunter!”

“Shan't! roared DBunter. “Look
here, we've got to get to land, Welve
got to get back to Nuka-hiva, where
we left Mr. Vernon-Bmith and the
vacht, We've got to get into the track
of ships, and be picked up. Blow the
island! Blow the treasure! I'm not

ing to be gobbled wp by cannibals,

can tell you!®

“Shut up!” roared the Bounder.

“Oh, reelly, Smithyv——  Yaroooh
velled Bunter, as the Bounder gayve him
a shove with hisz oar,

Bunter rolled in the hotiom of the
boat.

“If yow're thinking of the treazure,
Wharton, better cot it out,” =aid Tom
Redwing guistly. “We can't afford to
think of that now.™

“It's not only that,” said Har?.
“Let's look at the matter as it stands,
If we'd saved the schooner, we could
have stood out to sea, and returned to
Caca whonever we pleased. But we've
lost the schooner. In the Aloha we
could have walked away [rom the
canoes.  In the whaleboat, we haven't a
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"_dy, sy, sir!™ gaid Ilen Dance, with
a nod.

“The question is, arc they after usi”
said Harry, “I don’t think there's
e I_‘j_!lt‘ﬁhiﬂn about it. They'rve fol-
lewing.™

“That's a cert,” said Dob.

“Hpames does not know whether the
treasure was on board the Aloha or
not. He iz certain to follow, and even
without Sosmes the cannibals would be
sure t0 do zo. Once they get out of the
reefs, they will see our boat, and run
us down. That will be the finish.”

“The finishfulness would be terrifie,”
agreed Hurree Jamset Singh.

“I think, then, that the best thing
we can do—in fact, the only thing=—s
to make the i1sland as fast as we can
and lie dogge for a bit,” said Harry.
“And I think, too, that we haven't a
minute to spare.”

“Passed unanimously,” said Eob.

““Ay, ay, sirl”

"Give way, then,” said Harry.

_ Dance sat at the lines, and six sturdy
juniors tugged at the cars. No more
was said; it was obvious o all that the
island was their only refuge, and that
they would be fortunate if they made
it before the pursuing cances came
speeding mto sight,

The whaleboat fairly flew over the
water. Fast as it was, the juniers
knew that its speed was neothing like
thaet of a native canoe propelled by =

crowd of brawny paddlers.  All
depended on getting clear before the
were sighted. And if they h

remained on the open sea it was only
& guestion of time—a short time—before
the pursuers sighted them.

Botween the open sca and the island
all up the eastern shore, lay the lines of
reefs, with the Pacific creaming over
them. In the rcefs there was but the
one channel that led to the lagoon—
where, of course, the fugitive treasure-
seckers conld not refurn. But on Red-
wing's chart no reefs were marked on
the northern side of Caca: and though
there was no safe anchorage there for
& ship, it was a different matter land-
ing in a boat, which could be pulled up
high and dry from the water. With
Dance steering, the juniors rowed hard
round the northern shore, guided by a
great hlih cliff, which, on the chart,
was marked Pirate Point,

Here, where no reecfs broke the
rollers of the Pacific, the sea dashed
on the coast in lines of foam. Tt was a
rocky, barren shore, very different in
aspcet from the fertile, smiling shores
of the lagoon. ©On Pirate Point the
surf roared and thundered, dashing up
spray high into the air, and the whale-
boat waz forced to give the Point a
wide offing.

Bevond the high Point 2 bay opened
into the northern shore of the island,
and there the waler was calmer.

Leaving the rocky, dangerous Point
in & wide offing to port, t.E-E whaleboat
ran into the bay.

High' cliffs surrounded the bay, and
shut it off from the island.

They were out of sight from the open
sca now, but the boat did not pause.
The juniors rowed steadily on to the
shore of the bev, where, et its southern
extremify, a beach of shelving sand
intoervened between the water and the
high ¢liifs.

The boat grounded at last, on the soft
sand and powdered coral of the shore.

The juniors serambled ont, and
dragged the boat up eut of the water.
Heavily loaded as it was, that was not

Soomes’ place, and he had little doubt
of the sea-lawver’s course of action.
Soames  would pursne the flecing
Aloha, and discover that the schooner
nad gone down. He could not be cer-
tain whether there were any survivors
of tha wreok; but undoubtediy he would
seek to ascertain, and the whole shoro
of tho island would be searched. As
the bay under Pirate Point was the
nearest refugoe for a boat, it was likely
to be searched first. Bome time during
the day Wharten fully expected to seo
canoes SEE._I‘GhI_n% tho bay. If the whale-
boat was in sight then, all was lost. It
was necessary to get it out of sight, and
the juniors ost no time,

Eopes were rigged to the boat, and
with some of tha Lunicnrs pulling, and
others pushing, the whaleboar was
drawn up tha sandy shore.  Billy
Bunter, much to his indignation, was
compelled to lend his weight to a ropoe.
Slowly but steadily the whaleboat was
drawn up the beach, into an opening of
the eliffis, where great rocks hid her
from sight from tho bay.

Eob Cherry sank down on a boulder
and fanned his scarlet face with his hat,
5 Hﬂl;li work, skipper !’ he gasped.

5 Wo're not finished yet,” sgpid Harry.
Oh, my hat! What next 1"

“0h, really, Wharton—>

“You shut up, Bunter! Squat whero
i;-:m are, and don't bother! You [ol.
ows, we've loft a track across the sand
that a hI,md man could see from the
l:aua.4 . We've got to blot it ont”

Ay, &y, sir!” said Ben Dance.

And the juniors hurried out of the
gully in the eliffs, back to the waler's
margin,  Billy Exfnter sat and gasped
for breath after his exertiona: but the
other fellows were busy for some time,
i':::pg up thfe hawghtr&nk iil the sand,

‘ing, 5o far as they could, no si
of thefr passage. y Hen

Then they gathered in the gully
again, and sat down to rest,

The rocks hid them and the whale-
boat from the sea, and only a close
serutiny  of the sand wounld  have re-
vealed that the party had landed there.
They had done all that they could, and
could only hope for the best. Billy
Bunter, having recovered at last from
his unogmmeon exertions, sat up and
took notice again, as it were,

“1 say, you fellows—""

“Well 1" grunted Bob,

“I1 think this is all rot!" said
Bunter. *1 don't believe the niggers
were after us at all, and we ought to
have stayed on the sea and headed for
Nuka-Hiva, We're wasting time, You've
landed in & rotten place—there are no
coconuts here. You've mucked up the
whole thing. My idea is that we'd
better put to zea at onee. Got that?”

Tom Redwing was watching the baw,
keeping earcfully in ecover as he
watched. He interrupted Bunter:

“ M ysh 1™

“Bhan't!™
think-—-—"

“¥You fat fool!
breathed Redwing,

S 0h {;aﬁpﬁd unter.

The Owl of the Remaove collapsed like
a punctured bladder. Harry Wharton
& Co. joined Redwing, and peered out
of the gully throngh an opening of the
rocks, keeping 1n cover with great care
Fifty yards away, the waters lapped
on the sandy shores of the bay. 1In
the bay, gliding in from the open rea,
waz a large long ecanoe, propelled by
twenly pa d_,hgg. that flashed in the eun,

III
They're in sight!”

snorted PBunter.
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As the whaleboat moved across the rolling water and another roller washed across the Aloha, Bob Cherry gave an exclamatior
““ She's golng ! ** As the oarsmen looked, the hows heaved high into the air for a moment, and then the Aloha shot downward.
A long, sullen plunge, and the schooner was gone. (See Chapler 8.)

I the bow of the canoe stoad a fiznres
that the juniors lkpnew well--that of
Soates.

The cance paddled round ihe bavw,
following the shore, and all the fime
doames stood ercet, scanning tho sands,
his keen cyes watehful for a sien of
sirevivors of the Aloha.

Tha juniors, deep I eover, scaroely
breathed as they waiched him,

That Sonrees knew thatl 1l schooner
Bad sunk was certain. Danbiless the

sed-inwyer  had  found the [outing
weackage, But he could nob know
vaether she had gone down with the

wanaleboat and a2l bands, or whelher
survivora Dad escaped in the boat., That
was vwhat he was now seckimg to dis-
eover, The juniorz could see, even at
tha distance, that his face was dark and
hitter and nnqguiet. He knew that the
juniors had found the burted treasure.
Ha dil not know whether it had been
an board the Aloha or not: but if it
had, and if the schooner had gone down
wille all hands, the treasure was losl—
and all tha sealawrer's erimes had
been for nothing.,  Soames’ frame of
el just then could not have been
pleazant,

The Dounder sripped the automatie

YA fellow could get Lim from here!™
bie mutbered,

“And bring the ecannibals down on
ng ™ zaid Rtﬁwing. “Ion’t be an ass,
Snnbny Y

The 1uniors walched in stlence, their
hearts beating. Dot the canoe glided
an. Round the bay it went, Soames’
koen eyes scanning every foob of the
mrare, ovidently for a beached boat,

The civeuit of the bav was made at
fist, and the canoe glided out to sea
wgain o search  farther alony  the
nackloes shore.

“Cone ™ with a

decp breath.

He gave Bunter a fhump on Lizs fat
shoulder.

“ Halle, halle, hallo? Do you still
think we'd better pub o sea al onee,
fatiy® he ingunired.

“Ow! Oh dear!” groancd
“Were done for! Ow!”

Evidently the Owl of the Remove did
not still think that it was o Javowrable
moment for putting to sea.

said Bolb Cherry,

Dunter.

T

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Treasure Chest!

ABRRY WHARTON watched the
canoe out of sight, and
breathed more freely when it
was gone. The juniors had had

a Taint hope that Soames and the
savages might believe that the Aloha
had clearcd the reefs in safety and put
to sea, taking the treasure-seekers
far beyond their resch, But the hﬂEa
hiad been faint, and the sight of the
searching cance zshowed that 1t was un-
founded, It was possible that Boames
had seen the sinking of the Aloha from
the high cliffs of the island; and, m
any case, onough wreckage remained
floatine on the s=ea io indicate what
had happened, and innumerable frag-
ments were likely to be rofled on the
veefs, The meticulous search that
Boames was making of the northern
shore of the island was proof that he
had a pretty clear idea of what had
happened, and that he expected—or at
least hoped—to get on the track of
survivors of the wreek. It iwas
probable that a dozen canoes-—perhaps a
score or more—were searching the sea

and the island coasts, and, obviously,
it was impossible for the castaway: fo
put to sea while the search was going
an nnder the tropical sunshine.

“After sundown, =zir!" spid Den
Dance,

Harry Wharton nodded.

“After sundown weo'll tey onr luck,
iz gaid, *If they don’t find us before
dark, I fancy we shall be safe enough
in putting to sea.  Wa shall hove to
wallt for night. And in the niean-
time—-=" e naused.  "There's tho
treasure, Fou fellows.  We've pok to
get it Lo the boat. We're not going
i loave Cacn and leave it behind.™

“No fear!” arreed Bob,

" The nofearfulness 15 terrfic,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. % While
the esteemed and ridiculovs: cannibals
are searching the shores in their canccs
we ¢an cut seross to the hill: from
here "

“That's 1t," sald Harrv. “8o long
a5 we keep ont of sight from the
lagoon, we're not likely to be spelted
by the natives. Most of them are in
the cances, and thoss who landed are
on the shore of the lagoon. But we'd
better not all go. Three will be cnough.
Hedwing had %}ette-r go, as the trcasure
belongs to him-—and two more.” .

“Waiting for orders, skipper!” said

Wharton smiled.

“Well, I'l go with Redwing—and
vou'd betler come, Smithy., The oihers
will stay here and look after the boat
and lie dopro. Tor goodness’ sake don'e
show yourselves over the rocks.”

HThe showiulnes: will not ba ter-
rific,"” assured Hurree Jamsetb Iam
Singh,

(Continwed sn poge 168.)
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(Continued from page 13

“It's settled, then,” said Harry.

“1 sav, vou follows, I think you'd
Letler not go,” said Billy Bunter., “IE
you get spotted you'll bring the niggers
down on us again !

“Shut up, Buntor!®

“Well, look here, bring back some
banana: and coconuts, anvhow,"” said
Bunter. *“That's important !"

“Ha, ha, hal”

It was past noon now, and the island
waad in a haze of heat. The three junicrs
who were to make the expedition pre-
pared to start. In the blaze of the
noontide, exertion was not welcome;
but it was very probabla that the laz
natives would be l:.rm% in the shade till
the heat of the day had passed. which
made it all the sater for the treasure-

seekers,

VWharton had brought

Aloha's binoculars, arﬁ he swept the
shore of the bay through the glasses
before venturing out. But the bay was
solitarv, and no sign of a canoe was
to be seen. The juniors had no doubt
that Boames and his savage crew were
soarching the further inlets along the

rarthern shoare of Coca.

Harry Wharton and Tom Redwing
and the DBounder emerged from the
rocky gully in the <lifis and followed
the sandy shore till they were able to
strike inland through the chiffs.

The great peak that rose on the
northern extremity of the island was
their guide. In the lower hills, on the
eastern slope of the peak, lay the ravine
whero the juniora had discovered the
seqa-cliest, buried by Black Peter so long
ago,

Beyond the cliffs, high bush Tay
before them—a cover that screened
them from sll possible cbservation, but
which made the finding of their way
somewhat difficult.

Tom Redwing was their guide, and he
led them, compass in hand.

Hitherto, all the juniors’ excursious on
the treasure-island had been made from
the lagoon, on the eastern side, and so
they wero in entirely new couniry now.

It was after three hours' weary tramp
in the oven-like heat of the high bush,
guided only by Redwing’s compass and
by ?Iimpses of the peak. that they sud-
denly sighfed a pleam of water ahead
in the sunshine.

“The river 1" said Redwing.

All was plain satling now., The sandy
strearn was  beforn them, that was
familiar emough to their eves.  The
high bush was left behind them, and
they passed on through open coconut
woods to the bank of the stream, They
followed the course of the stream inte
ine hiilz that lay on the eastern side
of the peak, treading in their uwn foot-
steps of the day before. But now they
were no longer secking for signs on the
path to the treasure as on their pre.
vious cxpedition into the hille  The
treasure had been found, and it re-
mained only to Lift it,

 Weery, but not thinking of a rest,
tne three juniors tramped up the rocky,
Tue MioNET L1BRARY.—No. 1,026,
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sun-baked ravine, where Black Peter so
long, ago had left the skeleton marking
tha cache. They reached the upper end
of the ravine, where they had stood the
Frmrinua day when Ben Dance’s signal
1ad ealled them back to the defence of
the schooner.

Eagerly they looked inte the fissnre
between two great rocks, where the
ekeleton sipn had indicated the burial

lace of the treasure, All was as they

ad left it—the opon cavity dug in the
lava, the pick and spade on the ses-
¢chest half revealsd by the excavation.

“All serene!” said the Bounder, with
a breath of relief. *“*Soames has not
been here yet.”

“He would not be likely to find the
place without the chart,” said Wharton.
“I faney he believes, too, that we had
the treasure on the Aloha. He knows
that we had found it.”

The Bounder picked up the spade,

“We'll soon have it out now.”

Clink, elink, elink!

The loose lava was rapidly shovelled
away, and the entire lid of the old
iron-bound oak chest revealed,

“No need to lift out the chest,” said
Harry, “We ¢ould not ¢hrry it to the
boat, anyhow, Get off the Iid.™

The Isva, packed and tramped down
over the chest, had preserved the wood.
But the lock wes eaten by rust, and
broke under & blow of the pick. The
punder stepped out of the excavation,
*You open it, Reddy 1"

Redwing smiled _end bent over the
great chest and raised the heavy lid

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Pearls of Price !

HE three juniors starcd eagerly
into the chest.

Many & long year had passed
since Black Pefer had burled
the chest in that remote recess of Caca,
and sinco the prim old South Sea rover
had elain the hapless blacks whe had
gone ashoro with him and left their
whitening bonez as a clue to the
treasure. For long years the chest had
lain hidden from aif eyes, never again
to be beheld by the eves of Black Pater
himself, On a distant heach Black
Peter had fallen under the knife of
Silvio, the half-caste, and Silvio, in his
turn, had perished at the treasure
island. Boames, the mutineer and sea-
lawyer, had come near to success in his
bid for the treasure, but, at long last,
it was Tom Redwing, the nephow of
the old rover, and his friends who were
destined to “lift ™ it. With eager eyes

the juniors examined their prize.

According toe what Ben Dancs had
told them, who had had it from the lips
of Black Peter himself, the treasure
consisted of pearls, the collestion of a
long and lawless lifs in the South Beas,
Tihe pearls, doubtless, had becn come by
honestly, for Black Peter had been a
trader and a pearler, as well ns a
“black-birder " and many other things.
But from what they knew of the old

esperado, the juniors would not have
wen surprised to learn that he had
been a pirate as well, And they had
little doubt, when they looked into the
chest, that Black Peter had, at least,
dabbled in piracy when he was not
trading or pearling or kidnapping
blacks for the island plantations,

The chest, large as it was, was
ecrammed to the lid, and the contents
werc many and various. The juniors
turned oub the contentz on the rocks.
There were many South Sca curiosities,
which, no doubt, Black Peter had in-
tended to take home with him when he

IF NOT—WHY NOT?

S — L

zailed for his netive land had he lived,
There weres sirings of old beads,
strangely woven, much prized by the
South Sea natives; strange and curious
shells, corals of all colours end shapes,
many of them valuable, as the juniors
could see, though they did not know
the value. There were curious weapons
from widely-separated islands of the
Pacific, carved ivory oarnaments that
must have come from China, a pair of
old Spanish pistols richly inlaid, and a
number of gold and silver ormaments
which it was scarcely possible that Black
Peter had obtained in the way of trade.

Tom Redwing’'s face set as he handled
them. It was to him that his grim old
uncle had left the tressure, remember-
ing, in his lasgt moments, the nephow
whom he had not seen since Tom waa
an infant. And Tom thought kindly
of him for that kindly thonght. Dut
the sailorman’s son had no intention of
touching valuables which plainly kad
never balonged to Black Peter. What
he could honestly take he wounld take,
and no more. Wharton read that in
his face and gave a nod of approval,
and the Bounder, if he thought differ-
ently, =aid nothing.

It was almost at the bottem of the
Fﬂﬂked1ﬂhﬁ$t that Tom turned out at
ast a liftle sandalwood box.

It had a sliding lid, and he slid back
the lid. The hox was packed with
softest down, and in the down gleamed
and glimmered more than fifty pearls.

The junicrs caught their gl‘l’."ﬂﬂi as
fthey looked at them.

the price of FDEI‘]E ther know
little, but they couvid see that these
were wonderful specimens, and evidently
of great value.

“My hat ! murmured the Bounder,
" He picked out the largest pearl and
lifted it to the sunlight, and ecxamined
it closely,

He drew in & deep breath as he did
50.
“Do vou know, Reddy, that this
pearl alone must be worth more than
five hundred pounds?" he said.

“2o much as that*"” said Tom. with
a smile,

“As much, or move !

“We're in luck.” said Tem.

“You're in luck, vou mean.”™ said s
Bounder, with emphasis. “It's scttled
long ago that nobedy elze touches the
treasure.’”

“Quite settled I said Harry, ' Ouca
we get this stuff sale away, Redwing,
vou'll be a rich man. And voun'll cowe
ack to Greyfriars.”

Tom Redwing's cyer daneced.

To return to Grexfriars School, lo
share g study with the Bounder as of
old, to be once move a Grevfriars man
—that hiad been hiz dream. He had
not allowed himself to hope too much,
bat 1t had been a hamf:ﬁ' thought to bim
all through the perilouz vovaging of
the treasure-seckers. And now it wna
to be realised.

"It seemns too jolly good fo be true,™
he said,

“The truefulness is lerrific, as Tnky
would sar,” answered Harry Wharton,
with a smile. “If Smithy is right about
the valup—"

“It's worth more than that, that one
pearl!”  said Vernon-Smith, “And
there are & dozen mearly as good, and
the others are all valuable, ¥You're pro-
vided for life, Reddy. ¥You'll be able
fo stand your own fees at Grevfriars
without missing the money.”

“I'd rather all the fellows fonk a
share,” said Tom,

“ Rubbigh 1"

“Rot 1"

“My pater will get the stulf sold for
you. It's in his hine,”™ said the Bounder.

¥
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“My hat!
when he sees this lot.
pounds, old chap, and all yours!”
“Not all mine,” said Tem. ‘"The
Aloha has been lost, and it was lost in
finding the treasure. I shall insist on
your father taking the value of the
schooner, Smithy.’

The Bounder nodded,

“Well, that’s fair,” he apreed. * The
ater will see that, as a business man,
ut the rest—-=

““And T shall provide for Ben Dance,
I owe it all to his good faith,” said
Redwing.

“That’s so, too. But there will be
enough ieft to make you pich.”

The Bounder replaced the pear! in
the box and clozed it. He handed the
sandatwood box to DRedwing, who
slipped it into his wallet. The most
valuabhle part of the contents of the
great sea-chest was easily carried.

“And the rest?” zaid Wharton.

“We can take a few of the corals as
curiosities,” said Redwing. *“But the
other stuff must be left. We can’t
carry 1t. Aa for those gold and silver
things we couldn’t toueh them.” Hae
flushed. **How my uncle came by them
I can’t say, and 1 think I'd rather not
know, But I cannot touwch them.”

“I think you're right,” said Harry
quietly.

The Bounder opened his lips to speak,
but closed them again, Tom Redwing
heaped the contents back inte the chest
and dropped the heavy lid.

The loose lava was packed back into
the cavity, and stamped down. Little
remained to indicate that the cacho had
ever heen opened, or that it was there
at all. If Soames sought the treasure,
what remained of it in the chest was
never likely to reward him.

The Greyfriars treasure - seekers
turned away from the spot. They had
been successful—the pearls had boen
lifted. It remained only to escape from
the island and return to civilisation.
They tramped away cheerfully down the
raocky ravine, under the slanting rays ot
the westering sun, leaving behind them
for ever the treasure-chest of Black
Peter, hidden for all time smong the
lava rocks,

He will open his eves wide
Thousands of

TO AND FROM
YOUR EDITOR !
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A SMALL METAL EBADGE.

L. writes {from South Croydon
to say that he would like every
supporter of tho MacxeT to wear
a metal button to show to the
world that he read the famous paper.
This is the MagrE? League idea again.

A, L’s “guggestive remark ™ iz that
readers should send in a small sum in
stamps to pay for the badge. But I do
not want to run my chums inte expense,
Iz 1t not enough that iellows appreciate
the Mag¥er? Once they get together the
fact soon comes out. Many thanks, all
the same.

—— —

ROBERT DONALD OGILVY.

R. R, of Bparkhill, has read the
Macxer for years, and he iz disap-
pointed at the scant notice taken of
Ogilvy., Cannot this Removite have a
vare to himself ¥ 1 am turning the sug-
gestion over {0 Mr, Frauk Richards,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
In the High Bush !

"OM REEDWING halted, and held
up his hand for silence.
Harry Wharton and the
Bounder stopped in their tracks.
Hedwing, compass in hand, was the
guide through the high bush that lay
between the sandy stream and the bay
under Pirate Point. In the high busk
the shadows were thickening as ihe
juniors tramped back towards the
northern shore.

On their left the preat Peak was a
blaze of gold and purple in the sunsct;
of other landmarks they could sce
nothing—the bush  hid  evervthing.
Weary as they were, the ihree juniors

tramped on resolutely, anxious to get
out of the bush before nightiall. DBut
Redwing’s comrades halted at onee

when he gave the sign.

The sailorman’s 2on had bent his heed
to listen., Some sound had come to bis
ears through the bush; and a moment
or two later it reached the cars of his
conpanions. It was the sound of & man
running.

“Cover ! breathed Redwing.

The zound eame rapidly nearer—ihe
gsound of a desperate man running hard
in the bush, trampling down the under-
growth, tearing through thick lanss,
stumbling, and rising again—a man run-
ning for his lLife!

The three juniors backed among the
thickets, wary and watchful, The run-
ning fect were behind themy, as if the
man, whoever he was, had found their
track through the tangled bush, and
was taking advantage of 1t for his
flight, In the high bush the light was
dim; but hidden from sight, the juniors
saw the runner at last, staggering now
with fatigue, but still running on.  They
recognised Talupa, the Tonga Island
cook of the Aloha.

He paused a moment, within sight of
the juniors, breathing in great gulps and
looking back. The sound of running
fect was =till heard, boi it was from
other fcet. Pursuers were on the track
of tha Tonga Islander in the bush.

The juniors heard the black cook give
a low groan of despair. They could
guess that the wretched man had been

“THE TEN-THIRTY LIMITED."”

_'This is the title of a railway book pub-

lished by the Great Western Railway
Company, and obtainable through any
hookseller for a shilling, I advise A. C.
{Walsall] who asks where he can obtain
& book about the railway, to order a
copy. The Great Western Railway
occupies & position second to none. It
has a tremendous mileage, and its fines
cover half England, while linked up in
its history arc such men as Isambard
Brunel, and Sir Daniel Gooch.

——e

A POOR SORT OF PAL.

A  DMagnetite up north wriles of
trouble in the family. He was asked to
go on a holiday with a ehum and his
genple. What happened? Ne soconer

ad he and his ehum reached the sea
than this strange kind of pal went off
with somebody clse. Result, the fellow
who had accepted the invitation found
himsel! adrift; most of the time hie was
on his own. Downright shabby treat-
ment this. To make the thing woree,
thae dislaval ex-chum is huffy and stand.
offish. That may he hiz conscience giv.
g him a high old Gme, I15e hox

einding the hunting cannibals all the
hot day, and was exhausted, ‘They had
not expected to see again any of the
native erew of tho Aloha. It was almost
certain  that the Kanalkas, cscaping
across the reef, had been intercepted by
the natives, and speared as they fled.
Fut Talupa, evidently, bad escaped so
I8T.

He seemed at the end of his tether
now. After that brief pause he ran wun
again, but his steps were faltering and
uncertain.,  Behind him  came  tho
steady, rapid tread of active pursuers

Wharton gripped the viflo,

He hesifated.

To fire on the cannibals was to betray
the juniors to the enemy; o rifleshot
would ring far and wide, and it wouldl
be an infallible guide to Boames. The
position of the treasurc-seckers wos
already perilons enocugh; the report of
a Hhrearm, echoing over the island,
would make it immensely more perilons,

The Bounder caught his arm,

“Don't be a fool!” he breathed., Do
you want to bring those fiends down
on us?”

“No. But they will run him down in
g few nunutea!” muttered Wharton.

“Let them!” snapped the Bounder,
“The black brute deserted the schooner,
We migiht have saved the Aloha if the
crew had stuck to her. We're not

throwing our lives away for a
deserter I
Wharton did not veply. The running

feet of pursning savages were close at
hand now, and it was not sefo to speak.
Along the frampled track left by cho
Tonga man three brawny blacks camo
speeding, spear in hand, thorr harsh,
savage faces full of murderous cager-
rnoss,  Like dim spectres they flitted by
the bush that hid the juniors, and
rushed on after the fleeing Tonga man,
their spears raised in  yeadiness 1o
strike.

A wvell sounded at a little distance;
for & moment the juniors fancied that
1t wes the dea.th-‘v{-.lf of Talupa. Whar-
ton's face was white and set. He re-
pented now that he had not fired on
the cannibals now as they passed, risk
or no risk,

But a moment later there was a fresh
irampling in the high bush. Evidently

(Continued on nexé page.)
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nothing to complain about. My corre-
gponident asks what he 1s to do. 'The
advice is nothing. Just leave his formor
friend alone. No use throwing away
good friendship on one who doesn’t
appreciate at.

Next Saturday’s Programme :

“SKINNER TRIES ITON] ™
By Frank Richacds.

A novel long complete story of the
chums of Greyfriars.

“GOLD FOR THE GETTING ! *
By Stanton Hope,

Another execiting  instalment of our
popular serial.

“TURNING THE TAIBLES ! ™
By Dicky Nugent.

The laugh of the week,

*PORTSMOUTH."

An interesting article dealing with the
Portsraouth [ooter club.  Order ecarly,

ehiims,
YOUR EDITOR.
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The trampling fect came back towards
the  juniors. Talupa had  doubled
the linna-laced trees, and escaped the
thrust of the spears. The juniors could
vat  #ee lum, but they heard him
stumbling only o few wyards away.

here was another yell—thiz time une-
miztakably the trivmphant vell of the
savages who had sighted their prey
again, and were rushing down on ihe
wretehed fugiuve.

Whiarton counld stand no meore. Tho
Tonga Islander was himself little better
than a faithless savage; but to let him
be murdered almost under his aves was
too much for Wharton., He gripped the
rifte, and pushed throogh the bush,
herdless of the Bounder’s detzining
bhand. In a minuio or less he came on
Taluva; the black cook was sprawlin
helplessly, exhausted, on the gmumﬁ
and the three Caca Islanders were
speeding down on himy, theic spoars
vaized for the thrust that Talupo had no
chanee of escaping this time.

Wharton roised the rifle
shoulder.

Crack, erack!

I'wo swilt shots and two of the can-
nibals rolled over, sereaming, in the
bush. The third barcly escaped a thivd
snot a5 he turned and raced away in
panic-=tricken fight.

Telupa sat up dazedly in the grass.

¥ slared at Whartan like a man in
a cdream.

“%ou white marster!” he stuticred.

“Youwwve done it new!” szaid ihe
Bounder bitterly, as the fecing foolsteps
of the escaping cannibal died away.
“There'll be & swarmm of them hLere
soon. "

Wharton did nol answer.

Hr knew that az well ss Vernon-
Smith knew it, but he did not regret
that ho had intervened. And he could
see that Redwing, at lea:zt, approved.

“You feller Talups, you come 'long
white marster ! zaid Harry.

* Yos, zar.”

Talups staggered to hia feet.

“White marster, hin got shipi" he
asked.

" Bhip him go botiomn sea; got boat,”
said Harrvy, “You come ’long!”

“Yes, sar. Comce plenty guick !™

“We'd better put it on!” said the
Lounder sordonically. *We've got a
chance of joining the other fellows be-
fore we're found by Boames end his
gang, and we may as well all be done in
together !

“Oh, rats! Cet on!” said Harry.

The jumiors hurried on through the
bush, Talupa keeping pace with . them.
Fatigue waz almost forgotten now, with
death at their very hesls. Panting for
bireath in the oven-like heat of the bush,
streaming with perspiration, the juniors
tramped on as fast as their legs would
carry them, and they came out of tho
high bush et last, and reached the sandy
snore of the bay. They tramped along
the cliffs to the rocky gully where the
rest of the party had been left with
the whaleboat, _

**Hallo, hallo, hallo™

Dol Cherry grocted them with a
rather anxious face as they tramped
imto the gully and sank down almost
exhausted on the boulders.

“We heard & shot,” said Ben Pance,
E"ﬁim they after you?” asked Johnny

shEly

The Bounder (f;a,vr: s mocking laugh.

“YWharton had to chip in to save that
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black raseal Talups from the canni-
bals," he said. -“It will bring the whole
horde of them down on ug. The game's
up now Y

“Then Wharton did quite vight,” said
Frank Nugent guietly.

“The rightfulness was terrific!” con-
curred Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Caca man wantee make kai-kai of
Talupa,” said the black ook, “ White
marater:him shootee Caca man!”

“@ood!" said Nugent,

“It's the finish for wus,” said the
Bounder. * Spames knows now for cer-
tain that we're on the island, and those
black brutes will follow our track
through the bush easily enough. Loak
ot for the cooking-ovens.”

“0Oh, cherse t!" growled Johnny
Bull, :

“What about the treasure?'’ asked
Nugent.

“We've got the pearls,” said
Redwing.

He oponed the sandalwood box, and
there was a geweral exclamation from
the juniors as thoy gazed at the glow-
ing pearls.

“It will be dark soon,” said Harry
Wharton quietly. “Hoames will not
find ws before dark. As soon as the
sun's gone wa'll run the boat down into
the bay and take our chance.”

The last ravs of the sun lingered in
tha rcrﬂ'[-:g gully But the tropic night
came suddenly and with startling swift-
1‘:1&%!. land and sca were blotted from
sight,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
No Escape !

ARRY WHARTON stood ut the
opening of the rocky gully in
the clifiz and looked out over
the sandy rhore and the bay.

All was dark,

The sun had disappeared behind the
hills of Caca, and the few stars that
glimmered in the sky served only to
make. darkness visible,

Wharton could hear the wash of the
gea i the bay, but hardly s glimmer of
the water could be seen.

Ile turned back to his comrades.

“All seemz to be clear,” he sald.
* Anyhow, we've got to take the chance.
If we stay another day on the island
we're 5:'01;[’-5' certain to be rooted out.
You fellows agree?”

“¥es, rather!” said Bob Cherry.

“We've pot to take the chance”
growled e  Bounder. “There's
nu;t‘]:uwng else to be done. But—"

[ ]

odd grousing, anyhow " inter-
rupted ﬁ'hartc-m “You can leave thaet
to Bunter.™

“0Oh, really, Wharton!” eame the
voice of the Owl of the Remove from
the darkness, . i

“Get going!" said Tom Redwing
quietly. .

Talupa waz staring [rom the gully at
the blackness of the bay. As the
jumiprs gathered round the whaleboat
the Tonga Islander came over to thein,

“White marster him takey out boat?™
asked Talupa.

"Yes," said Harry. "“Lend a hand
with ‘it. Talupa.”™

“"White marster no sgvvee
plenty watchee,”

“What?"” exclanued Wharton.
i The Tonga man pointed towards the

ay.

“Plenty canoo walchee ¥ he said,

“0Oh, shut up, you! growlaed

CAnOE

the

Bounder. “You can’t see in the dark,
1 au¥pme?"

“Tonga man him ser  canse on
water,” said Talupa. “You wajtee

more light bimeby, you see ™

Bob Cherry whistled softly.
“We'd better make sure about that
before we run out tho boat, you
fellows,” he said. *We don't want to
run right into the hands of the niggers.
IE 1t comes to a scrap wo can put up a
bettor fight here.”

“Much better!” said Harry. “We
should have no chance at all in an n
boat with the canoes round us. OE'H
~ou sure, Talupa?'

“ Plenty savvee.”

Wharton went back to the mouth of
the gully, In the darkness that en-
wrapped soa and land he could sce
nothing, only here and there a gleam
of rippling water met hig eyes. The
Tonga man by his side pnmtmi

“Canoe him wgit,” he said.

. Wharton’s sight was quite good, but
1t was not equal to that of the islander.
He could see nothing. but he had no
doubt that the Tongs man could sce
some sign of the enemy. More and
more stars were coming out in the sky
now, and in a short time 1t would be
possible for the juniors fo ascertain
whether the bay was watched.

“Wa'd beitor wait a little and make
sure,” said Harry.

“And lose time!" grunted the
Bounder. '

';W&it!” grunted Ben Dance.
_"Halt an hour will not make much
difference,” answared YWharion,
“Boamnes must know that we landed
somewhere on the northern side of the
1sland, and unless he's 4 fool he can
gum that we shall try to make & break
or the open sea after dark. He knows
a5 well as we do that i1t's our only
thance, It would be like the cunning
villain to keep on the watch out of
sight, waiting for us to run into hia
hands. Wea've got to make zure before
wo put out the ﬁnm-,."

The juniors waited.

Az a matter of fact, not one of them
doubfed that the Tonga man was right,
and that he had discerned some sign
of the watching canee that was invisible
te their eyes. Even the Bounder did
not doubbt it, though he was reckless
enough to bavo taken the chanoce.

In tensze anmiety the juniers waited
and watched from the racks., Mare and
more stars came out, till the hesvens
were sown with gleaming poinfs of fire.
Clearer and clearer the starlight grew
on the bay and the shelving sanda.
Thoe sands, the surrounding eliffs, the
wide strétch, of water came mora
clearly into sight. And far out on the
water, under the shadow of Pirate
Point, a drifting shadow was szeen at
Iast. HEven then the juniors would not
have known that it was a cance, but
for the Tonga man's warning. But
they knew it now.

0f what HBoames had dizcovered, ar
surmised, thoe juniors kmew nothing;
but they knew now thet he, at least,
considered it likr-lghat they had taken
refuge 1o the ¥. A war-ccanoe,
crowded with savages, lay under the
shadow of Pirate Point, watching.
Had the whaleboat put to sea nothing
conld have saved the Greyiriars party.

“My hat!” murmurcd Bob Cherry.
“We should have run right inte the
brutes ™

“That's a canoe, right enough!"
aaicd Harry., “*They would have heard
our oars and closed in on us in the dirk,
and—=" He broke off.

All the fellows knew what would
have happened thon—the boarding of
the whaleboat by a rush of savages,
with thrusting speacs, defpat and mas-
socre, and tho cocking-oven far the sur-
vivors—and the treasure of Black Petor
gewarding Soames for his freachery
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Crack ! Crack ! The last shoi had been fired ; there was no time now to slip
rifle and erashed the buit upon the kinky heads that swarmed up the barricade.
finish, and that they were fighting a lost fight against overwhelming numbers.

“White marster him savvee now?"

gaid Falupa,

" ¥es,” said Harry. “I saved your
life, Talupa, and you have saved ours.
t‘W@ };ahuuld have run right into the
rap.

The Bounder was silent.  Even he
had to admit that the saving of the
black cook had been the saving of the
treasure-seckers.

“Um boat no washy-washy now?"
ﬂskeﬂ the Tonga Islander.
id 'D‘.. Lk}

It was evidently useless to attempt to
put to sea with the cannibals on the
wateh at the mouth of the bay. Even
il the juniors ¢ould have hendled the
savage crew, the first sounds of strife
would have brought swarms of others (o
the spot. PBut in & hand-to-hand fight
in an open boat the juniors would have
hiad no chance against twice or thrice
their number of blacks.

“We've got to stick it out here,” said
Harry, after a long pause. “If we've

t te fight we've got a strong position
wre, and can put up a serap. It would
bo throwing our lives away to take out
the boat now.”

The moon came up at last over Caca,

Then the bay was turned into & sheot
of molten silver, and the leng black
canoe 1n the distance was plain to ail
eyes, even to Billy Bunter as he blinked
out of the cliffs.

Every face in the Greyfriars party
Was serious now, Escape from the
island was cut off for the present, at
least. It was likely cnough that the

Caca savapges, with the impatience
natural to the savage, the irresponsi-
bility of the untutored mind, would
tire of the whole affair, and return te
their homes; but the juniors knew that
Soamea would not tire. How strong his
influence might be with the savages,
by what devices or promises he was
keeping them under his lead, they could
not tell; but so long as Soames could
help it, at all even!s, the Cacs natives
would not abandon the contest. To
ventura ont of the gylly in the cliffs
was to invite destruetion; to remain
way Lo risk being hemmed in by the
blacks. It was a choice of evils, and
the juniors chese the lesser, :
But it was s night of tense anxiety.
The treasure was in their hands which
had lured them to that lonely isle of
the Pacific; but they could not help
thinking that the treasure, which had
been zo fatal to others, seemed destined
now to he fatal to thems=zolves.
_ Blowly the night wore away. The
juniors watched and slept alternately.
They were glad to sce the sun rise on
the sea once more.

— ——

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Eruption !

. 00K out!”
The Greyiriars party had
caten their breakfust in grim
, silence, Herbert  Vernon-
8mith, lying iﬂ-mﬂln% the rocks, was
watching the sandy beach and the bay,

e

in a cariri Harry Wharton clubbed his
- The Gmy#ﬁ'rs juniors

knew that It was the
(See Thapter 13.)

lowing again in the tropical sunshine,
t was about the middle of the morning
that he called out softly.

“"{_he_f;re coming ¥ asked Wharton.

28,

“Now for the last round,” muttered
Bob Cherry.

“0Oh dear!” gasped Bunter,

“ Better get hold of a bush knife, you
fat funk!” said the Bounder. * IPut up
a fight at the finish,”

1 !}w [JI

Billy Bunter was not likely to be of
much use in the coming struggle. But
all the other fellows grasped their
weapons, including Talupa. If it came
to selling their lives, they meant to sell
them dearly,

The gully in which the juniors had
camped was merely a8 split in the great
eliffs that enclosed the bay, High cliffs
closed it in on either side, and at the
end, the only opening being to the
sands. There the ground was rugged
and broken. with scattered boulders:
and during the morning the juniors had
piled up rocks to make a barricade. Tt
was & fimey enough defence, but at
least it would stop & rush of the
Savages,

Behind the rocks they gathered with
grim faces, and waited, keeping out of
sight behind the boulders as they
watched the shore,

There were half & dozen canoes to be
scen in the bay now, but only two or
three blacks were in each; they had

Tie Macner Lierany.—No. 1,026,
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lnded their erews. More than bwenkby
savages were in sipht on the beach, and
the juniors could hear sounds of others
out of sight beyond the cliffs. It was
casy cnough to puess that their track
had becn followed through the high
bush, leading their encmies to the bay
on the northern shore of Caca-—-though
that Scames slready suzpected them to
o there was certain from the fact that
an incessant wabch had heen kept on the
bay.

The cnemy were ab hand now.

dome of the blacks were searching
slong the sands, as if for traces of foot-
prints, othoers werc staring at  ihe
circling cliffs in a way that demon-
strated that they were assured that the
“white marsters ' were hidden o some
rocky recess there.

8¢ far, nothing had heen seen of
Soames; but it was certain that he was
not far away.

The Bounder uticred a2 soddon. sup-
pressed exclamation.

T} Lﬂﬂk [u

1t was Soames! :

Round & bulging cliff the scalawier
came in sight, in the midsk of a crowd
of blacke, of whom there were now filty
or gixty to be seen.

Soames was nob thirty yards away
from the barricaded opening of the

gully, end the juniors saw hia face
clearly in the sunlight.
It was not the impassive face they

knew: it was dark and clouded. and
lined with andiefty. Soames’ posilion as
leader of & mol of cannibal szavapes
was nobt a happy one: it was probably
only by a promise of plunder thai e
had induced them to follow his lead. a
promise that he wounld find 1t diffienlt
to make good now that the Aloka ha:l
gone down. His life was in the power
of these wretehez, and no ong Lknow
better than Soames the ficklencss of the
barbarian. A defeat, even a  disap-

intment, might cause them to turn on
im, and econsign him to the ecoking.
ovenn.  The night, which had been
bitterly anxious for Harry Wharton &
Co., had probably been as anxious for
dJamos Soames.

His quidk, keon oves were searching
the clifis. He came along with the mob
of blacks, scanning cvery opening and
cranuy of the line of cliffs as he came,
Beyond- doubt he knew that the Gree-
frinra parly were close at hand. Tt was,
indeed, only a matter of minutes now
bafore  he their

caRmMe  upon rocky

rebreat.
“The rifle—qguick ! breathed the
Bounder. “Now's the chance to give

that scoundre] what he has asked for !V

Wharton pushed the rifle forward:
but he hesitated to pull trigger. Even
ab that terrible moment there was some-
thing repugnant in the idea of shoot-
mg down a man off his puard, from
Cover.

“Fool 1" muttered the Bounder.

Herbert Vernon-8mith, at all ovents,
had no such scruples. Ho sighted the
automatic carcfully through a2 ereviee
of the boulders, taking aim at Soames,
who was now guite near at hand.

The report rang suddenly, sharply,
among the eliffs.

The juniors saw Soainea start and clap
his hand to his shoulder. But he did
not fall.

For a sccond his face blazed with
fury; and then he was shouting in the
native teague. The nabives, taken by
surprise by the swudden shot,  were
staring stupidiy towards the pully: but
Soames’ shouling voice roused them 1o
action. A dozen blacks, spear in land,
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rughed into the gully, and the juniors
had no more attention to give Soames.

Crack, crack, crack!

Wharton fired steadily with the
magazine rifle, and the automatic and
the revelver rapped out rapid shots.
There were wild yells from the savages
as the bullets tore among them, sond-
ing man after man me!in% over. Of
the dozen who had rushed forward only
three reached the barrier of rocks, and
as they clambered furiounsly over they
were struck down by the defenders.

All along the ecrowded beach there
was now wild yelling and calling, and
the voive of Boames was heard above
the rest. More and more of the blacks
crowded into the narrow gully, with
savage faces  and  blazin CYLS,
clambering at the piled hﬂﬂlgiﬂ'a like
wild beasts, glaring, yolling, thrusting
with their spears.

It was o fght to a finish now.

Crack, crzck, crack, erack!

'Three of the juniors pumped out lead,
while the rest wielded bush knife or
axe. Hideous, fierce faces glared within
& fow feol of the desperate defenders as
they still made their defence good.

In the midst of the fearful din, which
secmed as if pandemonium had broken
loose on the boeach, there came from the
interigr of the island & deep and
terrible rumbling sound, unheeded,
almost unnoticed, in the fierce heat of
the conflict.

It was the voice of the voleans.

“Back up!” panted Bob Cherry, as he
slashed  with  his heavy bush knifc
across & glaring face; and the savage
dmpped back, velling.

Crack, crack!

The last shot had heen fired; theve
wag no tine now to slip in & cartridge,
Wharton elubbed the rifle, and crashed
the butt upon the kinkvy heads that
swarmed up the barricade. A brawny
savage clambered over, only to fall
under s coral rock in the hands of
Talupa, and gasp out his life on the
inner side of the defences. But all the
juniors knew that it was the finiash;
thoy were fighting a lost fight against
overwhelming numbers, and it was only
the grim tenacity of their race that kept
them fighting still,

But the burming sun blaze that had
streamed down into the rocky gully was
dimmed now; even in those wild
moments the juniors were conscious of
a black shadow that had darkened the
sun, without knowing what it was.
Deep and terrible, like the roar of
thunder, sounded the wvoice of the
volecano, From the summit of the fire-
mountain—unseonr boyond the oliffe—
poured thick masses of smoke, shot with
flatne, that darkened the heavens over
the treasure island.  And suddenly—
like the strange, shifting scone of a
dream to the dazed juniors—the athtack
ceased and melted away; and they were
awarc that the blacks were running,

Wild weclls still rang over the beach
and cchoed among the erannies of the
cliffs, but they were vells of fear.

Wharton leanad on the rifle and
panled for breath,

He could searcely believe his eves.

A minute more, and the swarm of
black: would have been pouring over
the barrier of rocks, overwhelming the
defenders with their mass.  And now
he saw them ronning, yvelling with fear,
What had happened—if it was not a
miracle?

“The voleano!”

“The voleano !’
dully.

“"Tt's the eraption.™

It was the cruption at last—long
threatened and now in full activity.

panted Tien Danee,
repeated  Wharton

Whether it was superstition, or terror

of the burning lava, the juniors could
not tell; but the eruption of the islapd
voleano had terrified the savages into
wild flight,
_ Looking from the rocky gully, the
Juniors could zeo therm streaming across
the beach at frantic speed, making fur
tho canoes.

It was like a dream: but it was real.
The savage canuibaly, only a few
moments before threatening the whole
party with destruction, werc running
as il for their lives.

" Thank heaven!” panted Nugent,

The darkness of the blackened sky
was shot with red fAames.  Beneath
their feot the juniors could feel the
solid earth trembling., The sun had
completely disappeared from sight, and
a dim twilight reigned on the island
u;icler the rolling black clouds of smoke.
The rumble and roar of the voleano
were deafening.

Wharton, with his brain almost spin-
mrng, dashed the sweat from his brow
and stared out over the hav. Canoe
after canoe was racing out to the open
sea. Bearce a dozen of the zavages were
still on the beach, save the dead and
wounded that lay round the maouth of
the gully and under the barricade.

He caught a glimpse of Soames 1o
the dimnose—the sea-lawyer was amon
the handful of savages that remaizmg
on the beach—shouting, zesticulating,
raving with rage, at this cﬁsastﬂ to all
his plans, this utterly unexpecied de-
teat at the hands of %atum.

But the blacks paid Svames no heed;
they were crowding frantically into tha
last ranoe, thinking only of flight.

Wharton saw Soames, in his rage,
seize one of the blacks by the shoulder,
ag if to hold him back by force. The
man turned on him like a wild beast
and struck him down. Then the last
of the blacks crowded into the canoe and
fled across the bay to the sea. The sca-
lawi;g'r lay stretched on the beach whera

he had fallen.
THE FOURTEENTH CHAFTER.
Al Sea !

EN DANCE tapped Wharton on
the shoulder.
_ In the roar of the eruption, Gli-
. ing the air with thunder, it was
difficult to make even a shout heard.
The wooden-legged seaman put lis lips
to Wharton's car to shout:

“ Better geb out of this, sir. There'll
be heavy tmlls among the cliffy——"

"“Right!"”
_ The whole island scemed to be rock-
ing under the terrible force of the
voleanie eruption. Already loose rocks
were tumbling down the cliffs, splinter-
ing where they fell.

There was nothing further to be ap-
prehended  from fthe savages. The
canoes were already hidden from sight,
in the black pall that hung over the
bay, fleeing out to sca. Wounded
savages werce crawhing away from e
gully whimpering with fear, giving ro
heed now to tha “white marsters,™
thinking only of their own overmaster-
ing ferrors.

“PDrag the boat out, you fellows!™
shonted "Wharton.

It was dangerouz to linger in lio
rocky gully even for moments with rocka
tumbling on all sides, But the whale-
boat was the only salvation of the cast-
aways, and they could not think of
abandoning it. Myery hand was rapidly
at work. The reck barrier was torn
aside, and every fellow grosped the
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whaleboat to drag it away. Even Billy
Bunter lent a hand.

The boat was rushed over the rocks,
down to the sandy beach. ]

The waters of the bay, so shaort a tune
before as placid as a lake, wore wildly
agitated. Heavy rollers camo in from
the Pacific, and broke, roaring, in surf
on the beach. Craselessly came the
rumble and roar of the voleano and tha
sound of falling rocks and crashing
frecs,

Amid the darkness rese a glare of
wide flame from the interior of the
igland, whera the burning lava had sct
the woods on fire. From shore to shore
of Cara pandomoninm was relgoing.

“Quick with the boat, sir!” panted
Ben Dance. :

“What are you stopping for, Whae-
ton !’ reared the Bounder.

“ Soamos——""

“Hang Soames!”

Wharton did not answer.

He ran along the beach to the spot
where Soamoes had been struck down.
The surf was breaking over him, and
he did not stir. Wharton bent over the
inert form. Blood was on hiz clothes
from the bullet-wound in his shoulder,
but Wharton Lknew that he was mnot
dead. ‘The c¢rashing blow from a
brewny savage [fist had knocked him
genseless, but it could scercely have
Lilled him. _

Wharton seized him and dragged him
out of reach of the breaking surf.

Soames’ oyes were closed, his faco
white as marble; he was completely in-
gensible. He lay like @ log at the foel
of the captain of the Remove,

“Wharton ! yelled the Dounder.

Harry Wharten turned.

“VYou fcllows lend a hand!™
shouted. g

Three or four of the juniors ran up.
The Bounder's face was dark with rage.

“Let him lie! Come and launch the
boat, you fool!™ ]

The juniors looked very dubiously at
Wharton, The man was a villain;
nlmost all their disasters were duo to his
villainy and his treachery. But to leave
bim there—— It was evident that are
long the beach would be flooded by the
wilg waters rolling in.

“We cannot leave lim here,” sald
Harry. “He 15 a scoundrel, but we are
vwhite men, and we ean't do i."

The other fellowz hardly heard his
words in the roar of the rumbling
voleano, but they caught his meaning.

“Wharton's skipper,” =zaid Bob
Charry.

*¥ou shan't take him in the boat!”
shouted Vernon-Smith,

* Sland aside!™

The Ddunder eclenched his  hands
furicusly. Tom Redwing capght his
arm and pulled him aside.

Wharton and Bob Cherry and Johuny
Bull picked up the insensible man, aud
carricd him to the whaleboat.
dumuved down in the hoat, and lay thove
without meotion.

“You awn't saving that sea-lawver,
gir ?” exclaimed Ben Dance,

“Yes!" snapped Wharton.

“It's madness, sir! IIc’lE turn on us
al the first chance—---"

“We won't give him a chance.
in. Bunter **

12lly Bonter rolled into the boat.

It was no easy matter to launch the
boal. with the rollers coming into iko
bay. But the juniors got it afloat at
last, and elambered in, drenched to the
vkin. Bob Cherry, up to his neck in
water., was the last. The whaleboat
flozted ont on the tossing bay, with Ben
Pance at the lines and six of the juniors

he

fint

et the oars. Tossing and recking on the stretche

He was P
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Skinner, of the Re-
move, never a pal
of Harry Wharton's,
sees In the absence
of the captain of the
Remove a-chance to
score off him. It's
a cute dodge he em-
ploys, but it’s a cuter ¥
one the chums of the |
Remove spring on
Harold Skinner, with
what result you'll
learn from

““ SKINNER TRIES
IT ON!"”

Next Saturday's
grand complete story

By Frank Richards.

Don't miss it, what-
ever you do, boys !
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surging waters, the juniors pulled for
the open sca, past Pirate Point, which
was veiled in-clouds of smoke.

Dim twilight reigned around them,
lighted by the blaze of burning woods
on the island, and the glare of the roar-
ing velcano. On the shadowed zea not
a sign was to be seen of the savages
canoes. From the mouth of the bay the
whaleboat pulled out inte the FPacifie,
and the roar of the volecano grew
fainter behind them.

Far out on the waters they rﬁgted on
their oars and looked back, Against the
smoke-blackened sky Caeca stood oul
like an island of fire. From cnd o end
of the island the woods, dry as tinder
from the heat of the sun, had caught
fire, and were blazing like torches, till

 extingwished by the decpening tide of

lava pouring down the sides of the
voleano, Hissing steam rose In great
elonds on every heach, where the streams
of lava had already reached the sea,
and were pouring into the ocean and
into the lagoon. Smoke and steam 2nd
the pglave of fame onveloped the
treasure-island, and over all hung the
all of black smoke—a wild and terrify-
g spectacle to the eyes of the ecast-
aways in the whalcbont.

But the juniors lost litile time.
Whether the savages were likely to
return they did not know ; but they were
anxious to get clear of Coca while the
way was open.  They bent to the oars
again, and the whaleboat drew farther
and farther away from the island of
treasure and terror, beyond the radieg
of the smoke-pall. and inte the sun-
thine. The island of smoke and fire
sank lower into the sea behind the bont;
the rumble of the eruption following the
fugitives across the sea like the growl of
thunder.

A low groan startled Wharton; le
had forgotten Soames. The sea-lawyer,
- the botlom of the boat,
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raised his head, and loaked wildly round
him. He pressed his hand to his aching
brow, and drew himself up to s sitting
posture, and stared back at Caca. Then
he looked round at the juniors, and his
lagk was strange.

“You have escaped, then,”
Soames.

“Looks like if, old besn,” said Bob
Cherry cheerily, The horrors of the
last day on Caca did not seem to have
diminished Boh's cheerfulness,

“You've left the island 7"’

Soames stared back aé Cace again,

“ And the treasure®"

“"We've got the treasure, you scoun-
drel 1 sadd the Bounder, with & look
of bitter hostility,. “We've got the
troasure, and we've eseaped from your
cannitbal friends, and we're heading
for Nuka-Hiva. You've been put on
this hoat against my will, but I can
tell you this, at the fHezbk zign of
rrickery, you go over the side with a
bullet l‘.hrl:ru%h vour head first to make
sure of you! VYou're beaten all along
the ling, and if you prefer a prison to
the sharks you'll keep quiet!™

Honmes was silent for zome mamoents,

* Boaten =!l along the line ! he said
at last, repeating tho Bounder's words,
** Beaten by a mob of schoolboys ! 1o
sank back wearilv, “¥You may put that
bullet through my hekd as soon as you

said

please, Master Herbert, I care little
now. "
And Boames lay silent while the

wlialeboat surged on over the sca and
the treasure 1sland sank out of sight
below the horizon.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Adrift on the Paclic |
NOTHER day dawned on the
Pacific, and it saw the chums
of Greyfriars slone on the wido
gea, the trackless waters rolling
round them without o sign of land.
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The previous afiernoon Caca had
been dropped below the horizen, and
during the night the whalcboat had
drifted on, In the rising sunlight the
juniors searched the sca with keen
glances, hut no sign of the treasure
1island, no sign of a sail greeted thom.
They might almost have been the only
inhabitants of a world of water. If
they had’'had any lingering misgtving
regarding the cannibals of Caca, they
were relieved of it now. Caca Island
and its savapoe inhabitants, the fire
mountain, anlfl its torrents of lava
were far away.

The morning was calm and sunny.
The whaleboat, with a total crew of
vleven, and packed with provisions and
water-kegs, was well loaded, and ail on
board were glad to see that there was
no sign of rough weather., Well sup-
plied as they were, so far, with food
and water, the juuiors agreed that both
should be carefully rationed. The
Greviriars party had been so glad to
get clear of the eannibal island that
they had given little thought to the

rils of & voyage in an open boat.
ndeed, it would have been of litile use,
since there was no choice in the matter.
But now that they were far on the wide
Pacific in the whaleboat, they realised
that perils were still thick around then.
How Iong it might be before they
reached ?a.nd. or before ther were
picked up, it was impossible to say,
and they were very well aware that it
was possible that they might never
roach land and might never be picked
up.

There was only one dissenkbient volee
when the rations were decided upon,
and that was Bunter’s. Bunter was
loud and indignant on the subject. But
Bunier's remarks were not heeded. He
was handed his rations, and |his
¢loguence fell upon deaf ears.

Boames had not spoken 8 word. Red-
wing had bound up the sea-lawyer's
wound as well as-he could, Seames re.
ceiving that set of kindness in silence.
ITe was pale and weak, and evidently
plunged in gloomy despair. In his
lawlesz bid for the treasure of Black
Peter he had failed, and he had lost
all. Enthiné but a prizon awatted him
when the {Greyfriars party reached
land, if ever they. reached it

For long hours the sea-lawyer sat
silent, his chin sunk on lis breast,
plunged in gloomy thuuiht. If he felt
any ﬁratitu e for being brought off the
1sland he did not express it.  And he
could scarcely be entertaining any hope
of gaining the upper hand of the boat's
crew. Wharton had saved his life. but
he was as ready as the Bounder fo
Hing the sea-lawyer overboard if he
attempted treachery. All the juniors
were on their guard against him, armd
the Bounder and Ben Dance wakched
him incessantly, and Talupa’s eyes wore
seldom off him. The game was up. and
the defeated schemer knew it, and for
a long time he abandoned himself to
hopeless despair.

The day passed, hot and blazing.
There waz little, wind and little shelter
from the sun. The boat was not
masted. But before quitting the sink-
ing Aloha the juniors hed placed a
spar and canvas aboard to rig up a
mast and sail, This task occupied them
long. But when it was completed the
boat glided before the light breeze, and
they were saved the labour of tuzging
at the oars. All through the hot day
they glided on, slowly but steadily,
Ben Dance and Tom Hedwing consult-
ing over the course. Nuka Hiva, in the

arquesas group was, so far as they
knew, the nearest land, and it was there
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that they had left Mr. Vernon-Smith
and the millionaire’s wyacht. Glad
enough would they have been to see the
hills of Nuka-Hiva rising from the sea
and the Golden Arrow Hoating in the
bay of Taic-hae. But many long and
weary miles lay between them and the
Marguesas,

1t was probable enough that, if they
reached Nuka-Hive, they would not find
the yacht thers, for Mr, Vernon-Smith
had 1!:15[11-:_:55: among the islands, and in-
tended to make many trips in thes
Golden Arrow  while the schoolboys
were treasure hunting in the Alcha.
But at Nuka-Hiva they .could wait for
him, if only they reached the island.
The long day passed, and all through
the long hdurs the juniors watched ithe
sea for a sail. But no sail broke the
solitude of the vast ocean, and another
night came down on the Pacific, calm,
gleaming with stars.

_ If desperate thoughts were working
in HSoames’ mind, if he hoped anything
from the hours of darkness, he was dis.
appointed, The boat's crew were divided
in regular watches, and only half the
party slept at one time.

~ The foliowing day there was a change
in Soames. The wound in hiz shoulder,
though not sevious, was painful enough,
but his iron constitubion zeemed to
make light of it. He knew that he was
beaten, that ho had no chance left, but
his grim despair had passed. The ruth.
tess sea-lawyer, the savage associate of
savage cannmibals, had gone, and he was
becoming once more what the juniors
had first known him—the quiet, deforen-
tial manservant. IHe began to make
himself uvseful in the boat, the old
defercntral smnle returned to his face,
and, with obsequious humility, he joined
in the conseltations on the course, and
soon made both Ben Dance and Red-
wing understand that his knowledge on
that subject was infinitely superior to
theira, There was no doubt that, so
long as he attempted no treachery, he
was a8 valuable addition to the crew of
the whaleboat,

Whether he was seeking to make his
peace, or whether he was only natur-
ally anxious to reach land—even if in
doing so he reached a prison—the
juntors could hardly tell. But he was
not likely to succeed in making his
poace.  Hig erimes had been too many
for that, and he had to answer for the
blood he had szhed. His calm, impas-
sive face gave no clue to his thoughis;
et it could not have been with pleazant
feelings that he appreached a land
where law roigned, and where the law
wonld require him to enswer for what
he had done, :

Yet 1t was scavecly possible to aveid
being civil in  return for unfailing
civility and deferential service. Indeed,
at timez the juniors almost wondered
whether what had happened on the
Aloha and the treasure island had not
been o dream, and whethéer Soames
had not been always the civil and soft-
spoken manservant he had now become
once more. It was only with a mental
offort that they counld realise that he
was undoubtedly on the watch all the
time to possess himself of a weapon
which would make him master of the

whaleboat, and that if he succeeded the
lives of all the party were wotth
nothing. That knowledge gave the

{rreviviars fellows a feeling something
like loathing for the strange man who
had played so many parts. And yef at
times, under the influence of his unfail-
ing obsequiousness, they found them-
selves forgetting his offences.

Day after day, night after might, the
whaleboat glided over the waste of
waters,. Twice a satl was seen in the

distance, twice the smoke of & steamar,
but both wvanizshed below the horizon
hafore the boat eould draw near cnough
to bhe seen. But all the time the weather
remained placid, the breeze [avourable,
as If fortune were tired of persecuting
the voyagers, and they drew nearcr and
nearer to their hopod-for destination.

Day after day they sailed, to a steady
accompaniment of grousing from Billy
Bunter, Bunter did not like rationing;
and though when a week had pessed ?m
realised that rationing was necessary,
he still failed to see why he, William
George Bunier, should be rationed. It
was fquite o good idea for the other
fellows, DBunter admitted that., But
he desired most carnestly to make an
exception m favour of himseli, Nobody
elsa zeemed io szee it, however, and
Bunter reflected bitterly that thesec
fellows were just as selfish on the
Peacific as he had ever found them at
Greyfriars,

And when the indignant Owl of the
Remove atiempted to help himsclf to
an extra feed he was collared, regard-
leza of his indignation, and given six
with a knotted rope, wielded by the
;Izr_:[nning Talops., The Tonga TIslander
aid them on well, and Bunfor's wild
vells were audible far over the smiling
waters of the Pacific.

After which Bunter contrived to con.
tent himself with his rations, and took
if out 1n grousing.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Mr. Vernon-Smith [
ICHT on the Pacific.
The breeze had dropped; the
little sail of the whalchoat
flapped idly against the im-
provised mast. The boat drifted on her
course at almost a crawling pace.

(Overhead, the deep, dark-blue, velvety
sky was alive with stars. In the
whaleboat the steady snore of Billy
Bunter kept time to tfm washing of the
waves. Bunter was the one membeor of
the #}arly who never jolned 1n  the
watches. DBen Dance sat at the lines,
steering. Wharton and Bob Cherry and
Tom Redwing were on the watch; the
rest of the party were slecping. Whar-
ton noticed that Soames lifted himself
from where bhe lay, and, koeeling up in
the boat, watched the dark zea patiently
for a long time. Then be turned his
head, and Wharton, with a grim faee,
dropped hiz hand on the rifle at his
side. If Socames was thinking at last
of treachery, the captain of the Grey-
friars Remove was ready for him.

Seames smited faintly as he noted the
junior's movement,

“Master Wharton,” he said zoftly.

I:l“',"ﬁ]] ?1!‘

“If the weather holds good, we should
be at the Marguesas in o couple of dayvs
now.”

“T hape s50," said Harry.

“May I ask what it is your intention
to do with me when we arrive there,
sir?" asked Boames softly.

"¥ou have no necd to ask,™ said
Harry quietly. **We have no choice in
the matter. You will be handed over
to the authorities, to stand your trial
for what vou have done.”

“With vov and your friends as wit-
nezzes T’

“MNatnrally.”

“That may mean hanging, Master
Wharton.”

“We've no choice in the matter”
answered Harry mln:llﬁ; “You should
have thought of that before you stavted
as a mutincer and a pirate.”
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It was no easy matter to Iaench the boat, with the rollers coming into the bay. But Harry Wharton & Go. got it altoat at last,

and clambered in, drenched to the skin. Bob Cherry,
: the surging waters, the juniors pulled for the open sea.

“Quite 0,” said Bosmes sevavely.
“1 merely ashed the guestion, sir. I am
ta take it, then, that 1 have nothing
lo hope from you?™

“* Nothing.”

“ Nevertheless, while there ix life there
is hope,” zald SBoames, undisturbed. X
have never thanked you, sir, for taling
nre off Caea as vou did; but, believe me,
1 am grateful.’

“1 could not leave you to drown
the surf.”

“Quite so. It was humane on your
part. I trust. T should have done the
game in your place,” remarked Soames,
“Jf T had cscaped the surf and the
eruption, undoubtedly the savages would
have turned on me, and I should have

been made inio kai-kai in the Caca
eooking-ovens 1™ : :
“The fate you intended for wsi"

grunted DBob Cherry. :

“Not willingly, siv,” said Scames, in
a doprecating voice., “Only as a last
resource. But I do not seek o excuse
myself.”

“It wouldn't be migeh use ™

“Quite 30,” said Scames again, ag he
gatik hack asz if to sleep.

Tom Redwing was staring across the
flu)nm gea in the direction in which
e had noticed Soames locking before
he spoke. The eyes of the zailorman’s

son were very keen,

“Tort a litle, Danee,” bhe waid
guietly.

*Ax, ay, sir!”

“ What * legan Bob.

“There is o Hght on the wee™

Hn'h!ﬂ‘

“Boames saw i, added Redwing.
*“1 guessed as much.  And he did vot
intend to tell us, ax vou did not give
him the an=wer e wanied,”

“Quite so!"” came SHoames sleck
volce., “ You are perfectly ri{ilht, Master
Redwing., At Nuka Hiva I should have
mtore chance of escape than if T am
taken on board & vessel in mid-ocean.
Your eyes are very keen, =mir. |
fehicitale you upon 1k, 1f 1t is not taking
& liberty.”

Redwing «id not answer,

“YWake up, you fellows!"
Cherry. .

The :zlecping juniors started up at
onee, rubbing their eyes.

“ What—"" exclanned the Bounder.

A sal i

“Oh, rood !V

Even Billy Bunter awoke. There
was animation and excitement in the
whaleboat from end to end. All eyes
were fixed on the distant speck which
Sonmes had seen, and which the keen
aves of Tom Redwing hzd picked out.

“Is that =a ship's light?” asked
Nugent doubtiully.

“1 think =0,” answered Tom.

“Him light of feller ship!™ said
Talupa. *“Feller ship him comee this
way—-right on to boat belong us!"”

“Hurrah " bawled Dob Cherry.

The juniors were all on their feot
now., For long minute: yet some of
them were doubtful, Bubt at last the
lights were plain to all—the headlights,
green aud red, of e vesse] bearing
divectly towazrds the whalebeat, though
stili at a great distance,

“Saved, yon fellows!" chortied DBob.

roarcid Bob

“The savefulness is terrific!”  said
Haorree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Hurrah "

BEagerly the jeniors watched the
light=.  The strange vessel was hear-

ing down right on the boat, and could
scarcely miss her—indeed, the danger

up to his neck in the water, was the last.

Then, tossing and rocking on

(See Chapter 14.)

was rafther of the whaleboat being run
down than missed. Wharton slung the
lighted lantern to the head of the little
mast as a signal.

Nearer aufnmwr came the gleaming
lights from the dusk of the sea; and
over the intervening space the juniors
coitld now hear ithe throb of engines.
1t was a steamer.

“They're near enough to heay us
now, I think.” szid Harey Wharton at
last. “Shout all together, and put your
peef into 1Y

“You bet!"

“2hip ahoy! Help! Help! Help!”

The united voices of the Greyfriars
party roared ont fogether, with the deep
tones of Ben Danee, the howl of
Talupa, and the squeak of Billy Bunier.
. For some minuates the hearts of the
juniors were fenze with anxiety; ar
sceined to them that their shouts hadl
not been heard, that their dancing light
had nobt been seen, and that the tower-
ing bulk of the oncoming vessel would
swgmp them. Then a shouting voire
rang across the shadowed waters, amt
the red and green lights changed their
pozition. The steamer had slowed douwn
to gquarter speed.

“Ahoy!"” rang a u.hm% voice,

“Help ™ shonted ack  Wharton.
“We're in an open boat—survivors of
the schooner Aloha, of Muka-Hive.”

“What?” xelled back the volce 1u
tones of aslonishment.

“1 knew that voice!"™ gaspel iho
Bounder.  *That's Captain  Greene,
That vessel 15 the Golden Arrow.™

“What?"" siuttercd Bob Cherry.

“My father's vacht !

“0Oh, my hat!™

(Continued on page 26.)
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A SHOCK FOR JACK ORCHARD! That there's some mystery about ** Uncie Clem ™ — that he hides some secrel
from the world—has been apparent to Jack Orchard jor some time. But when Falfe solves e mmpstery young

Jack gets the shock of his life !

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

{Introduction on page]25.)

Lelly Simons Makes Gun-Play !

OCK McLENNAN was there, got.
ting a tasty stew on the boil, and
Skookum was sleeping in the lee
of the shack, having finished his

dried salmon. Melennan's own huakies,
togother with the sledge, were 1n a kind
of vorral, and also more or less contented
after o feed.

MNever was a meal more to the trail-
worn pards. Not until they had done
full justice to the stew McLennan had
preparad did they trouble to bathe their
hurts and apply iodine, which they had
gecured from Dan Kearney.

“HBy the way,” remarked Jock
McLennan, as he propared to leave the
shaek, “I ought to warn vou there's
that sliek guy ealled Lefty Simons in
the camp—the pard o' that big he-bear
Bull Morgan you fought for the life o
Skookum, Jnci.”

“Lefty Simons!” exclaimed Jack.
“I'vé & bone to pick with him! He's
the fellow who tried to ‘out’ me at
Starvation Creek, and besides——"

“You steer clear of him while wo're
here, Jack,”  advised Uncle Clem.
“1've ot & bone to pick both with hin
and his precious pard. Leave me (2
handle ‘em, my boy.” ) -

“ 1 guess they never rebuilt the High
Life Pool Saleon,” remarked Jack. “1
heard say that the place, which was
tarnt down the night Terry and I were
there, hadn't been insured.”

“™@, it sure wasn't rebmli,”  re-
turned Jock MceLennan, *I've heavd
say, thovgh, that Ball Morgan's starled
some other lay in the city, but I ain't
cerfain what it is. O course, fms
jackal Lefty Simens bhas pitched his
wigwam ab I3ear Creck to ply his usual
perfession—cyards. He's runnin’ a faro
outht nigh opposite Kearnewy's stores,
and I recken there ain’t none o thess
foo! miners hyer as can show winnings
taken offen humn.” .

“He's nothing buk o beastly shark!™
cxelaimed Jack, “And ab's pgot me
licked why men, who have to work and
enpat to got gold out of the ground,
choosc to pass it into his greasy hands
on the mere turn of & card.”

The old sourdemgh shragged
shanlders.

“There ain't a deal of amusement in
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the Yuken, Jack,” he replied, “and less
chance of it hyer at Bear Creck than
most settlements. Rye whisky, cyards,
and swapping lies jest about fll the
lis. for this place.”

Ho left the shack, saying he might
as well make one or two extra pur-
chases ready for hitting the trail on
the following dav, and suggested that
hoth the otherz should take a sleep.

Uncle Clem, who was not as vigorous
ag Jack, had suffered more severely on
the trail, and he gpratefully sought his
hlankets and slept like & deg. For
safety, he put the mooseskin bags
filled with the golden nuggets under his
pillow-—not that he feared any attempt
at heing robbed in Bear Creck Camp.
There were bandits on the trails, but
in the camps themselves the miner
could leave his pokes of gold Iving
about, and no one would touch them.
The only dishonest type were jackals
like Lefty Simons. Bub even thess
gentry preferred to take the miners’
gold by judicions cheating rather than
by bare-faced robbery, with the risk of
being shot or hung out of hand.

While Unele Clem slept Jack took
Skookum down to Dan Eearney's
stares, far more concerned about Torry
than his cwn physical disabilities.

There was no change in Terry's
condition. but Jack learnt with satis-
faction that his chum was skill asleep,
and bnroved himself up with the hope
that this was a favourable sign. For
the lLest part of an hour he sak in tho
store, chatting with Kearney and half
2 dozen miners and chewing apple-
rings from the dried fruit barrel.

When Jack took his departure from
the stores he found that Skookum,
whom he had left outside, had gone off
on his own. probably on & tour of the
shracks to see what he could pick up in
the way of food. He knew that
Skookum would return at will, and his
only worre was that the dog might get
into some fght and kill one of the
ather huskies in the camp.

Reaching McLennan's  shanty, he
faund the deor slightly ajar. Beftly he
wishied 1B wider, not wishing to disturb
Tnele Clem il he were still asleep.
Then he ztopped on the threshold of the
shasl., a2 he saw that someone was
starding Beside his old pardoer’s bunk

At first Jack thought it was the old-
timer, McLennan; but then he realised
that this man was leaner and younger.
Jack’s fists clenched and his lips sct in
a firm line as he watched the intruder.
Beneath Uncle Clem's pillow were the

olden earnings from the Yellow Horse-
shoe mine, and Jack suspected the
trespasser was after these.

The man. however, made not the
slightest effort to search for any gold
which might be about, but remamed
bending over the sleoper, apparently
engrossed in watching him. inally,
with a grunt. he rose and half turned
so that the light from the door of the
shack illuminated his profile. And
Jack zaw that it was their old enemy,
the half-breed, Lefty Simons!

“Weall, what do vou want?"

Jack's  quietly spoken  question
brought the intruder round with a
sudden gasp of alarm. If anything, he
looked leaner and more greasy than
ever, and ‘hiz eves revealed black,
hollow rings as the result of all-night
sittings at the faro table. He swallowed
hard at the sight of Jack, and as ha
recognised the boy, pulled his swarthy,
ovil face into some semblance of a dis-
arming smile.

“I guess I blew around to congratu-
late vou on a mightr fortunate escapel”
he wheezed.

“Y¥es thanks to my dog Shkookurm ™
retorted Jack. “Tt was he who pulled
me out of the creck after you'd
knocked me in with that cowardly blow
from behind.”

Lefty Simons started, and invelun-
tarily vanked down the sleeve of his
right arm lo cover the scars made by
Skookum’s fangs on thai distant day.

“ A, vouve got it all wrong!” he
bluffed. I heard tell about ﬂ!ﬂt attack
on you up at rour claim, bul it waz no

consarn of mine!”

“That's 2 lie!™ answered Jack, “I
caught a gquick sight of you and that
was cnough, :‘mg now what are vou
doing in this shack?”

“'ve told wou onee!” grunted
Simons. “ I came down to congratulale
vou on vour escape from the wolf-pack.
[ saw romcone was asleep, and looked
to see who 1t was Egﬁi I ain't dis-
turbed vour old parduer, who I poess
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wants all the rest hie can geb afler that
furrible experience on the trmil.”

Jack was not deceived by the ball
brecd’s plausible words. Knowing the
shady character of Lefty Simons, he was
eertain the fellow had come to the shack
for no good purpese. \What it was he
conld not guoss, as Bimons had made no
apparont attempt fo interfere with the
rlogper or steal anvthing, As  Lefty
Sinwons  adveneod, Jack  remaincd
barring the door. ]

“Bee here,” wheezed Lefly, changing
s expression, “if you ain's ready to
accept & Friendly call in the spirt it's
made, I reckon I may as well beat it
home.s Stand away from that deor!”

In spite of what Uncle Clem had said
about wishing to tackle both Morgan
and Bunons himself, Jack [alt his Oghe-
ing blood rising now that he was face
to face with thiz despicable ¢nemy of
theirs. His A=t clenched, but hefore ho
could make another move he found him-
self looking info a Caolt revolver which
had leaped like lightning from the half-
breed's pocket into his hand.

“Reach for the ceiling y' young cub |*
snarled Simans, Y Or you'll get a brand
of pill that’'ll cure you mighty quick of
that fightin’ fever!”

'The snimeal hatred in the smouldering
oyes behind that revolver warned of the
folly of disobedience, and with & mut-
tered remark Jack put his hands above
his head,

“Well, I gues: vou've got an ounce of
savyy in that head of yours!™ grinned
Himons.  “And if vou'll accept & small
slab of advice, it'll he to your advan-
tege.  When a {ellow wants te bury the
hatehet and smoke the pipe o peace
don't freeze him out. It ain't good for
asbody to have encemios—and most of
all up herg in this forsaken country.
aNow, if you'll be s0 kind as to stand
aside from fthat door I'll brng my
friendly little vizit fo an end and drift
along home ™

Jack stepped back. knocking the deor
wide open and disledging an aluminivm
water-scoop  which  was  hanging  u
hehind tt.  The sudden elaiter disturhng
Unele Clom, who, dog-tired, had slept
soundly through the previous conversa-
tion. The szound of his moving on the
bunk caused Lefty Simonz to glance
back over his shoulder.

Instanily Jack's left hand came down
sharply on the hall-breed’s right wrist,
and there was a crashing report as the
revolver was discharged and a hullet
thumped into the packed snow of the
roadway outside. Then, before Simons
conld recover himself and take any sort
of an aitn, Jack swung his right fist to
the rogue's mouth, depositin him
neatly on to the foor of the shacﬁ. Fhe
revolver elattered down beside him, and,
with &  lightning movement, Jack

whigpcﬂ it up.

“You ::mu}ﬂ: swab ™ hollowed Simons
furiously. “I'll kill you for this:”

Dashing a hand across his lips cut by
Jack’s knuckles, he started to get up,
Actually he reached his knees, and as he
found himself gazing inta the blaek, un.
wavertng muzele of his own revolver,
Iriz hands crept slowly alofl.

“Don't shoot! Don’t shoot!” he
whined in & sudden paroxysm: of faar.
* For the love of Mike, be careful! The
hammer of that guw's on a hair
trigger !

“Hope it dorsn’t go off too scon!®
remarked  Jack -:I]Ft;*r.-rf ully. as he
waggled his finger betwoen the trigger
and the trigger-guard. " Now, jusk kecp
polite for a few minutes and answer a
questton or bwo, and p'raps, after all,

ou wan’'t be carried out of this shack
eet first

The sound of the shot that had been
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fired had instantly aroused Bear Creck
Camp. UUncle Clem had come up from
the blanketz like a jack-in-the-box, and
he stared in wideeyed amarement at
the spectacle of Lefty Simons on the
floor and Jack stending over him.

Several miners had come out of their
shanties, and were sesking to know
what ti'la trouble was nﬁﬂut. The
majority, more cantious, remained in-
doors, not anxious to be too promwinently
on the scene during gun-play.

“By heck! What's the bobbery ™
demanded Unele Clem. Then swiftly he
ran his hands vnder his coarse pillow,
and, finding the small mooseskin bags
of gold were safe, breathed = sigh of
relief.

“I found this greaser iIn the shack,”
Jack replied. “Now, let’s have the
truth, 8tmons. What was your game ¥

He flicked the revolver, suggesting by
the gesture an imperative demand {%r a
roply, Thp effect on Lefty Simons was
to make him squeal like & whipped cur.

“D-don't do it!™ he begged. “That'll
go off in a momant, a.nf vou'll be get-
ting  vourself into trouble with the
sheriff.”

“Well, there’s no need for soun to
worry about  that,” smiled = Jack,
“‘eause you'll be safe enough from
trouble by that time. What were you
doing hcre?™

“Gosh! Why don’t you believe me?”
whined Bimons., “Tt was only a
friendly wvisit, I'll swear it!”

The doorway of the shack was dark-
E}l:ed by the "I-:Eiwhbﬁdielf i1]::#' tﬂ'ﬂ or

ree miners, and through them hareed
Jock McLennan. = ®

“That fellow would swoar snow was
black if it suited his purpose ! rumbled
MeLennan. “If he's heen prowling
around my shack 1 guess you'd better
go through his pockefs.™

Enowing full well that Lefty Simons
would be too cowed by the presence of
the men to resist, Jack dropped  tha
revolver into his own pooket and cape.
fu!{i,j." searched the hali-breed’s clothes,

Nothing doing!” he said in a comn:
what surprized tone. 2
e men seemed surprised, ol.o,
Jock MeLennan opined l%Im.#; poscilyly T}ﬂ
half-breed had not had time io siesl
anything.

“Aw, you've got & down on mer
growled Simons,  “Yon're sore ‘cause

INTRODUCTION
JACK ORCHARD arrives af San Franeiseo o
find that his unele,
i8 missing, Fharing

DAVID ORCHARD,
epparenily absconded with a bag ef gold
tohich had bdeer entruated to him by an old

riend tamed

PEON, [In consequeice of this, Jack is

Jareed to r_:}:;ﬂfy for a dob.  In the oity he

j{nm: “IIE}H:'!!‘ a cheery Drizh boy,

TERRY O'HARA, and later the two new
chums decide 89 join in a great gold rush up
the Yuken. On the way nerth they join
;ms with

CLEM HARDY, an old prospector, whomm they
come to call [Tnele Clem, At Hines during
their rough journey the three have trouhis
wih @ pair of bullies named Hill Morgan
and Lefty Stmons, and om one occasion
Jack rees @ gold nugget, shaped like o bear's
cast, hanging round the neck of Morgin,
He recognises it as part af the gofd kiz unele
1% supposed Lo have stolem,

At Iﬂﬂ[.]' last the threa ' pardners ™ male g
“atrile " at Storeation Creel: and seoop
tp gold ﬂmamm:;? o # thg. over &
thousaid pounds whick they decide fo deposit
at & bank in Dawson. En route, however,
thew are oltacked by a pack of hungry wolves
and Terry iz peve mauled. The trin
are afmost af the af their tether when
Jock MeLennan, another proapector, arrives
i tha nick of Hime., Terry is placed on his
sledge and faken fo the necres? seltlement
where ke receives necsssary treadment, snhai
fime Uncle Clem angd Jack retive to g ram-
shackle sheller which they moke their
temporary home.

(Now read om,)
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TWOPEHNCE, 25
I've made a bit at ¢ysrds here. But

Heaven knows every cent I've got has
comg honest ! Reckon I'd better hit the
trail end join my pardner back in
Diawson. "you mind if I go to my
shanty now

~ Mo ong offered the slightest objection :
indeed, Jock MeLennan assisted him out
of the shack with & couple of hefty
kicks from his heavily nailed boots.
After Jaclk had explained how that dis-
turbing shot had come to be fired, the
mmers drifted back to their own
thacks, and Jack McLennan went round
ta the corral to give a look to his doge.

“I can't understand what tho dickens
that half-breed wanted in here,” nmt-
tered Jack, when he and Unecle Clem
were alone.  “I watched him for a
minute or two, and all he seemed to be
{I:m:ig"was standing quietly beside your

1RItE,

As Uncle Clem made no suggestion
-r]"niclé: r;&sumﬁ:d:

‘I thought, maybe, by searching tha
brute, I might have f!}ﬂnd the lgaa.t"ﬂ
Claw nugget—the nugget my uncle,
Dave Orchard, was supposed to have
atu::len frém the miner Simpson.”

*You'ra sure, Jack, that was ihe

Bear's Claw you saw in the High Lifs
Saloon, &t Dawsoni” inquired Uncle
Clem, “¥You'd never sei eves on it

before, remember, ™

“No, but I know all about it,” re-
plied Jack, “That nugget which
Marg_:an wore round his neck was the
Bear's Claw., I"d wager my share in
the Yellow Horseshoo Mine against a
rasher of bacon thet it was none other.
It's _mT‘]:ir unlikely there's  ancther
mugget in the North of that size and
exact shape. ™

“And the last you saw of if was on
]3111] Morgan "' murmured his old pard,

[ That’s so. DBut Lefty Simons was
kicking up & dickens of & row about
Murga-ns unfair division of the spoils
they’d aequired, It occurred to me that
possibly the Bear’s Claw might have
passed into the hands of Simons. Even
if it has, the search I made showed mo
he hadn't got it on him.”

As LUnecle Clem did not seem inelined
for further conversation, Jack threw
himself down in a spare bunk to rest
his weary limbs, His bead hardly
touched the rough pillow when he was
sound asleep.

At about seven o'clock in the even-
ing he awakened, and partook of a
meal of tough steak fried with beans,
followed by fapjacks and tea. After-
wards he and Uncle Clem went down
te Kearney's stores and saw Terry,
who had come out of his sleep. The
Irish boy was still feverish and suffer-
ing severely, but he pulled his face into
somo semblance of a smile as he saw
his pards, and eracked a fecble joke,

*“'Tis a bad country this, me bhoys,™
he said, “and not a pateh on Ould Qire-
land. Whin first we ceme bere ’twas
mosquite bites and wolf bites. And,
bedad, now I want & bite of thosa
murphies I can smell cooking, I can't
have 'em 1™

“Iotalocs would be no good for him

at  all,” answered Dan Kearne
?rwﬂ‘?' “As long as he's pgot {his
ever I shall bave to keep him on Jow
diet—barley  water and  suchlike,

Ferhaps in three or four days he'll ha
a,h_]IFh to ftrﬁ""ﬂ. te Dawson. ™ 4 5

g follow; nornin ro t an
end to the hi?ﬁzr eold st%’ap‘ u‘%‘é’ith &
rize in temperatore there was a slight
fall of snow, but all preferred this to
the cutt:nﬂnwind of tho last few days.
Jock MeLennan hit the trail shorily
after dawn, and before going told Jack
sod Uncle Clem that they might usa
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his shack as long as they liked until his
return.

“Mind you go armed to Dawson,”
was his final word of warning. * As
vou may have heard before, there are
rome powerfol bad men on the trails
leading into the city, and there have
been several hold-ups., If you're not
anxious to get ‘rolled,’ go armed and
keep your eyes skinned.' :

They saw Mclennan and his d{rﬁ
team {ut the trail out of Bear Cree
lamp with zegret. This was made up
for in part by sceing Lefty Simons and
the team of dogs he had acquired also
hilting it in the opposite direction,
Obviously, the half-brecd was going to
IDawson, probab to rejoin  Bull
Morgan and begin anew his mean
trade of fleecing honest miners.

There followed a day of anxiety for
them concerning Terry. The Irish boy
grew less feverish, however, and the
severe wounds in his left arm remained
clean. Dan Kearney had kept them
well dressed, though he ecould not pro-
mise that more trouble would not later
ensue, and it was his own su%geat;nn
that Tergy should be got to oapital
in Dawson on the following day.

The journey from Dear Creek was
only about ten miles, and as the weather
remained comparatively good  this
would mnot present much hardship.
There were many offers from the small
miner populdce of the camp to help in
getting the boy to Dawson, but Jack
and Unele Clem said that they would
casily manage the ten miles themselves,

5o Terry was placed on the sledge,

well wrapped up In bBlankels and furs,
and Skookum hitched to it. Then, fol-
lowed by the good wishes of the rough
Yukoners, the pards and their dog
made their way out of the camp across
the frozen creek, and followed the
well-marked Dawson trail.

Only a light covering of new.fallen
snow was over the marks of the feet
and sledge-ronners which had passed
along that trail before. It was not even
necessary for one to beat down the
trail ahecad with snowshoes, and both
Jack and Uncle Clem were able to help
Skockum by pushing the sledge. Thera
was of necessity some slight jolting at
first, and painful though it was to his
wounds, Terry endured it all with a
smile. and even tried to cheer his
pardncers with an oceasional joke,

Once  across the frozen Klondike
River, they made even better propress
until they entered a small winding
canyon hetween two ranges of hills.
They had seen no one, and so it came
as something of a shock when about
half a dozen men came suddenly ints
;la_ﬁw from round the base of a small

L.

) “Great snakes!" exclaimed Jack.

‘Looks to me like an ambush, ™

Foremost in his mind was the thought
of what Jock McLennan had said about
the bandits who had been infesting the
Dawson trails to rob the miners of
their gold. From his pocket Jack
whipped out the revolver of which he
had relieved Lefty Simons, and shouted
to Bkookum to stop,

“By jinge, we'll make a fght of it "

[ ——

he eried. “Come on, Uncle Clem: got
your gun!” '
T‘tim[; ﬂLd pari:hmr had stopped a fow
Yards pack on the trail and was stari
fixedly ahecad. RERLIEE
“Dedad, i3 ut bandits?” demanded
Tﬂrx:;,ltr:l.'mg to lift his head. “T'at a
gun within reach of me fingers, Juck,
me bhoy, and ’tis drilling ivery mither's
sonn of ‘em I'll be before they lake
gur gold [

———

The Men in the Buffalo Coais !

CARCE had Terry spoken when
Jack emitted a joyous Jaugh and

thrust his gun Dack in the belt
Ailimder hh 1 turs,
1 right, Terry, old chap '™ he
cried ]&Eﬁll],‘g, ‘l:%ﬁ need to exert
vourself. It's a

arty of Mounties
and, good egp, I l:r&lll?eveb : goant
Curtis at t.’i'ngémEr cad of 'e:rfl?'g EREREIA

Terry gave a feebla “ Arral!
bless thim 1" but Uncle Clem was silent
3o blinding whits was the snow that ntb
ﬁ:;t it had been difficult to TOCOETIS0

Hiven

> party.  Moregver, the winter
uniform of the RNoyal Canadian
Mounted Police, with their short,

shaggy coats of alo fur and heavy
caps with ear-flaps, was not so weil
known to the pards ss the SUMImer
attire of the police,
“Mush, Skookum !" ericd Jack,
The relief of finding that this wae na
ambush of bandits, and the sight of

their old friend, Sergeant Curiis, sct
(Cantinued on page 27.)
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THE GREYFRIARS CASTAWAYS !

{Continucd from page 23.)

The yacht—for undoubtedly it was
{lhie Golden Arrow—loomed over the
boat. A rope was thrown, and it was
Soames who caught it and made it fast.
Captain Greene stared down in the
flare of a light.

“You young fellows,” he stuttered,
“where's 1he Alcha, then?

“At the bottom of the Pacifie,”
answored the Bounder. “ But we're all
safe.  Call my father.™

“Mr. Vernon-Smith
deck now,”

“1 say, wvou fellows, lemme get. up
iyt 1" gasped DBilly DBunter, as the
lndder was ?gwnn:-d. "I don't like ihe
way this boat is rocking !™

“Ila, ha, ha!”

Billy DBunter was passed uwp to the
tdeck of the Golden Arrow. There Mr.
Vernon-Smith, the most astonished of
ynillionaires, blinked at him.

“UHerberk 1™ he shouted.

“All serene, dad! Coming!" shouted
back the Dounder.

And he clambored u{p the side of the
Aloha, and the other fellows clambered
after him. In the excitement of the
moment Boames was forgotten by the
juniors, but they remembered him when
they were on the deck of the Golden
Avrrow,

* Boames!" exclaimed the Bounder.
“(ict that sconndrel aboard and put him
in irong!” He stared down the side.
“Where's the boat?  Great gad, the
scoundrel’s gone 1

The boat was no Iur:iger to be scen.

Bob Cherry whistled,

is comipg on

had cast off the rope, deusod the lan-
tern, and The sea-lawyer had
foupd his chance at last and acted
promptiy. With her little sail filled by
the wind, and the desperate man at the
helm, the whalehoat had shot awav
from the side of the yacht and vanished
into the darkness of the sea.

“Good pad!” gasped br.
Bmith blankly.

“Crof after him!"™ said the Bounder
between his tecth. **We can run him
down vet——"

“Let him

Vernon-

0! said Harry Wharlon
guictlv. “We're done with him now,
Smithy.,  And he's showing no light;
we should never bnd him, Let lum
take his chance—it's not much of a
chanee at the best!"”

The Bounder opencd his lips for an
angry reply, but he did not utter it.
is face cleared. and he nodded.

“Afrer all, he dare not land in any

white man’s country,” he suid.  * Let
him fake his chance—for what it s
workth |7

And Soames was dismissed from fhe
minds of the rescued juniors.  The
Golden Arrow glided on her way again
—haound on one of Mr. Vernon-Smith's
many business teips among the islands
—and the darkuess of the Pacific swal-
lowed up the desperate sca-lawyer for
cver.  Late as the hour was, there was
litile sleep for the Gresfriars juniors
ihat night—or for Mr. Verndu-3mith.
The millionaire lstened In amazement
to the strange story of Soames’
treachery, and of the wild adventures
of the schoolboy ircasure-seekers; and
he stared with amazod eves at the great
pearls in the sandal-wood box—evidence
bevond dispute of the reality of the

sleep peacefully and dream of home.
And Billy Bunter was not the only late
riser among the Greyfriars Fellows the
following morning.

- Ll L] - - -

The treasure-quest was over,

Of the vacht's run home there is liltle
need to tell, It landed the Gireyiriars
party 1n England late for the bheginning
of the Lerm at Greviriars School, but
that did not worry them to any mreat
exlent,

Mr. Verzon-Bmith kindly undertook
the zale of Hedwing’s pearls, and the
sum realised was more than enough 1o
provide for the sailorman’s son and for
his father when John Redwing came
back from sea. Mr. Vernon-8miih, os a
business man, did not decline Fedwing s
offer to indemnify hin for the loss af
the Aloha; and Ben Dance, the wooden.
legged scaman., found himeelf provided
for out of DHack Poter's tremsure; awl
Talupa. who had heen left in the Sonth
Seas, was left with a gift that made him
a great man on LTonga Island., st of
all, however, was the cireumstanco
that Tom Bedwing—once a schelarship
junior at Greviriars—was to go buack ic
the old selool “on his own,” the only
feltow at Greviriars who paid his ewn
fees! Now rthat Tom was =o well pro-
vided with that necessary ariicle—cash—
Billy Bunter generouzsly offered to take
Lhim nte s study ot Grevfriars and
make a pal of hiim—an offer which Tom
declined, with what Bunter could only
regard az black ingratifude. Tom was
Smithy's stedy-mate in Stady No. 4 in
the Remove when he went back toGroy-
friars—which he regarded as ths

My hat! Soames has bunked!” he treasurc of Black Peter. happiest possible outcome to his fight
- ejaculated, When IHarry Wharton & Co. turned far a fortune.
The juniors stared down the side. in at last in their old state-rooms an
They saw no sign of the boat. Soames board the millionaire’s yacht, 1t was to THE END.
inted an hllaked ever afnr the FProprietors, The Amelgamat roam ., The Floctw House, Farringdon Stroet, London, KA!4,
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To the amazement of Jack and Terry, Sergeant Curtls fixed his grey eyes on

the chums’ bearded pardner. **In

the name of the law," he said, “* I arrest

you, David Orchard, for the theft of the Bear's Claw and Joe Simpson’s gold
nuggets In San Francisgo ! " (See Page 26.)

* GOLD FOR THE GETTING ! ”

(Continued from page 26).

Shkookum forward at a
fastor speed towards the azpproaching
constabulary. He brought the deg and
stedgo to o halt before he roached them,
1o enable Unele Clem, whe had dropped
hehind, to catch up, and aiso to guieten
down Skookum, who was sparling
savagely and baring his great white
fangs.

“Travelling too fast for you, Uncle
Clem #" he cried gaily.

Urcie Clem puffed breathlessly and
sank down on the side of the sledge
beside Terry, his hand raised for
support on the barrel of his rifle,

“Ay, I guess you are travelling too
fast for me, Jack!"” he said,

“I was 50 jolly excited and glad that
they weren't bandits,” answered Jach.
“Our gold, you know--—"

“Qur gold,” repeated Uncle Clem, as
though to himself, “No, these fellows
arernt after our gold.™

Sergennt  Curtis, wearing snowshoes,
amd with o carbine slung over his
shoulder, came pledding alonpg slightly
alwad of his companions.

“Halle, sonny!” he called to Jack.
“¥Your chum hurt?™

A lorn arm, :ai:rg{::unf,"

Jack urgin

answered

Jack. “We're getting him to hespital
in Dawsen., You remember Terry and
Unele Clem®"

The other Mounties came up and
steod round the sledge, and Sergeant
Curtiz, alter a kindly word to Terry.
tusned toward Tlnele Clem, who had
risen. holding his rifle.

With a gesture the sergeant indicated

the space at the sledge side next lo

Terry.
“Put that gun down,” he said
quietly. “ Looking into the muzzle of a

thirty-three izn't the sort of thing that
makes me feel the more comiortable.”

A slow smile spread over Unele
Clem's weather-tanned face

“Yeou dida't think, sergeant,” he re-
marked, “that I was threateming you
fellows with it?" He placed the gun
down beside Terry and stood erect
“When vou and your men came out
from hehind that hill we thought you
wera bandits, didn’t we, Jack?"

“Yes," laughed Jack., ““Even Terry
was trying to roll off the =zledge to fight
for hia life. You haven't seen signs of
any thieves an the trail. sergeant®™

Sergeant Curtis made a gesture, and
two rﬁ' his men unslung their earbines,
pointing thermn at Tincle Clem.

“Only one,” he answered quietly,
“and he's right here!™

Then, to the utter amazement of Jack
and Terry, he fixed his grey eyes on
their bearded pardner. who stood erect
and dignified beside the sledge.

“In the name of the law,” said Sor-
peant Curtiz, "1 arrest you, David
Crrchard, for the theft of the Bears
Claw and Joe Bimpson's golden nuggets
i Ban Franciseo ™

Had the sergeant suddenly drawn a
revolver and shot TTnela em dead,
Jack and Terry could neither have been
more surpriscd nor dismayed.

“Begorra!” cried Terry, half raising
himself from the sledge. **'Tiz crazy
you arp,  sorgeant! Phwy, David
Orchard s Jack's aaclo—the veary onoe
he looked for in 'Frisco and has been
inguiring after simee

PHIGE
FWOPENCE

The wounded Irish boy was trembling
all over, and suddenly alarmed for him,
Jack made him settle back among the
blankets and furs.

“Don't excite yourself, Terry.” he
said.  “0Of course, it's all a crazy
mistake.”"

And then, as he turned from Terry,
he saw the rigid silent figure of his aold
E&rd and the expression of despair on

13 bearded face.

“Uncle Clem!” he cried, in alarm,
“Thig—this isn't true?”

TIncle Clem saswayed slightly, but
seemed too overcome to ﬂpﬁiﬁt.

Like one in a dream, Jack felt a fur-
clad haod laid lightly on bis shoulder,
and heard the voice of the sergeant
speaking to him as though from o greas
distance.

“You went to 'Frisco to seek your
unicle, Jack,” the sergesnt said, “and
you've found him here on the Yukon
trail. I've been seeking him a mighty
long time, ton, in common with the
police of the Western Coast, from Los
Angeles to the Baring Straits. I'm real
sorry for you, lad, and for young Tercy
here—but for vou especially. It's
mighty hard to find that your old
pardner whom wyou'va learned to enll
Uncle Clem, iz none other than your
own uncle, Dave Orchard, the crook |*

{Could it possibly be frue that the man
whom Jack had come to call Unele Olem
was none other than hia reql Unele
David, a wanted man? Make suré you
read the continuation of this gripping
serial which will appéar in next week's
Bumper number of the MaGReET, chuma.)
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FAMOUS FOOTER CLUBS!

(Continued from poge L)

them out, or kick them out as ecircum-
stances domand.  Altogether, a remark-
able side, with just umugh frills to
make them look pretty, but net enough
to .prevent them from  being  really
cffeciive.

This remarkable side is managed by
fgotball's most remarkable nanager—
“Pat ¥ McWilliam—or Mr. Peter, if
vou prefer it put nlm-Iv.r. FPai only went
there last spring, and ’tis said that he
is'now paid a Cabinet Minster’s salary
for managing the club, .ﬂm -way, tho
salary of ! %hiham is wet! an the WAY
towards £2,000 & year.

And what Erildd[l:‘hrﬂhgh heve done
in the past in the way of piavrg really

T —

good football Manager McWilliam will
see: that they do in the future as wells
Also he knows the value of eflicient
reserves.  Ooe of these days Middles-
brough, wunder the Litdahm of
MceWilliom, will win that First Division
championship. You may take that as a
tip straight from the horse’s mouth, so
to speak.

The other day I ‘had a chat with
FPetor MeWilliam about thiz Middles-
brough team. That evening, they wore

playing the Spurs—the side which Me-
Wzll;mn u.-md to manage. This iz what
hoe said: I don't care whether we win
or. lpse to-night's match agi‘ ainst my old
toar,” he said, “but I do hope my lads
play 'real foothall.” That's the sort of
manager McWilliam is—with real foot-
ball being shown by his side as the chief
CONQRETL

But Manager MeWilliam doesn't find
managership cagy., In fact, he tells me
that he often sighs for the d.aw when ho
could kick the ball on the field instead
of watching other fellows kick it. Ancl
the different way in which a manager
and & player may look at a match is
shown by the following true expericnces
of Peter MceWilliam. On the day when
he was first chosen to play for Scotland
there was 8 hue.and.ery for him in ‘the
hotel where the Beottish tcam was stay-
ing. He could not be found. TFinally,
ha was discovered in a corner of an
obseure lounge, fast asleep.

To-dey, when DMeWilllam iz a
manager, he confesses that sometimes he
never gets o wink of sleep during the
night prior to a big match. He 130
nervous about the result.
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NEXT WEEK'S * SHOGKER™

IS " EXTRA,” CHUMS!

DON'Y MISS "' TURNING

THE TAIBLES!™

WHATEVER YOU. DO!

15

I

BASH! Bang!
Dr. Birchemall hastily thrust
aside the cullered commick paper

he was reading, as a gentle tap
m__.__:ﬂ%.wn on the door of his mwﬁ.&.ﬁ

“Come in, you ubby-face onn
rascal ! ho mww.aﬂ_nm% :u___muF F,mu___‘ u__.Em
Lickham, s it ¥ Sorry! I thought it
was Binding, the page.”

Mr. Lickham, the master of the Fourth,
stopped into the study.,

“ Pardon my introosion, sir,” he said,
“but 1 am wondsring if you have for-
gotten the eggsistence of Binns, ths
dustman’s son ¥ A whole week hes
o ollopacd—I mean, elapsad-—since you
confined him in tho cosl-seller, for his
complissity in a jape which was played
oit you, It seems a long time to be
Givnit up—"

“Shut up Y snapped the Head. ** And
minid your own bizney, Lickham !

* But—but vou can’t keep Binns a
m..ﬁ.mn_z.ﬁ.p. indeflinitly, sir, Yoo can’t leave

tin to langwish in angwish, without food
nnd drink. He will be parched with
lwmzer, and starved with thirst !

“ Ratts ! ™ growled Dr. Birchemall, *' 1
have seen to 1t that the young rascal is
sootably nurrished. 1 have sent him
bread and water every day this weeli—
eggsept on five or six days whon it hap-
pened to slip my memory.”

“ My hot 1 " cried Mr, Lickliam, agarst.
*The wretched boy will be fammished !
He will be waisted to a skellington, and
you will be had up for kidslaughter ! ™

But there was no fear of that happening,
If thie Head had [orgotion the cggsisience
of the prisoner, Jack Jolly & Co. hadn't.

Tha chuma of the Fourth had a grate
liking for * Dusty” Binna, and they
considered the Head had treated him
shameciully,

Severnl times a day Jack Jolly & Co.
had paid syruptitious visits to the coal-
seller, and fortyfied the imprisoned junior
with lots of tuck from the schaol shop.

Dr. Birchemall smiled ot the master
of the Fourth.

“I have desided to releese DBinns
to-day,"” he said. ** The time is now ripe
for him to be punnished for the dasterdly
jape he EF_H.EW 8t my eggrapense.’’

“ Really, sic! I should have thought
the boy had been punnished enuff. For
i whola weelk ho has been shut up in that
Black Hole of Caleuttor. T3z not that
suffishent ¥ But, anyway, I am glad to
hear Ire 15 not to hinger wau%mu in languor,”

Dr. Birchemall frowned.

“ I'ray do not spare any pity for that
low-down son of a pawper, Lickham !
Have you forgotten what he did ¥ He
pardt & wvisit to my bed-room ot dead
of night, and painted my face, and died
my beard, and transformed me into a
Hed Tndian! I only wish it was in my
power to give him o life-sentence—to lot
him langwish in angwish, as you express it
for the rest of his days! As that is
impogsible, I must punish the woung
villsin in some other way. This afternoon
he will ba releesed, and brought before a
General Assembly in Big Hall.”

“ And then ¥ " queried Mr. Lickham.

“ Then, Lickham, I shall birch him
Llack and blue—just as & sort of pre-
Iiminary canter. After the birching, I
shall order him to run the gauntlet. The
hoys will bring notted towels into Big
Hull for that purrpuss. After he has
run the gauntlet, he will roseeve a FE..MU.
ing. (il every bone in his miserable bo
ig, shaken ! And after the bumpiong——""

“"¥You will send for the ambulance,
and have him removed to hospital 7 ¥

* Yes—if thero is anything left of him !
What do you think of my idea, Lickham %7

Mr. Lickham looked horryfied,

“Why, sir, I think it is brootal to the
vorge of barbarrity ! he eggaclaimed.
* Mot eontent with keeping Binng in the

Tae Macner Liseapy.—No. 1,026,

coal-zeller for a week, and
half starving him, youn pro-
WE.@ to bring him ont, and

treh him, and malze him rn
the gauntlet, and bump him,
and goodness knows what
begides ! "

“Bah! He will be pettin
off lightly,”" said the Hm_wm:.m
“I only wish I had the power
to burn him at the steal, ro
ﬂ:& him in the pillery, or give
1im somathing lingering, with
Loiling oil in it What_ a
pity we are not living in
the good old daya!’

And the Head
wistfully.

But Mr. Lickham frowned.

I shall send for some
soap and water, sir, and whsh
my hands of this business ! ™

sighed

he deelared. 1T will sos
hawve 1t said that I woa &
party to  such  brootality,

Juast bekawse Binns happens
to be a dustimman's son, thore
is no noed to treat him
Lhlkedirt ! Youars getting
vicious and spiteful 1o
your old age, sir!”

S0 gaving, Mr.
Lickiinm turned, and
flung out of the atudy,
jusl in time to avoid
beng flnng out by the
Headmaster.

He left Dr. DBirchemall rubbing his
skinny handa together, and pgloating with
glee at the prospect of all the horrible
things that were going to happen to
“Dusty " Binns.

mﬁm%.wiu. tho Head was startled by a
lond purring noise in the guadrangle, It
was not caused by & cét; ib was the
purring of an sutomobile.

The Head jumped to his feet and
rushed to the window.

A magnifisent ear, with a duecal eroat
painted all over it, wasin the act of slowing
up. 1t was driven by a livveried shofer,
Seated in the back !was a tall, disting-
wizhod looking jentleman, with a coronet
perched on the back of hia head.

“The—the Dulke ! eried Dr. Birchemall,
in grate mmmvmmﬁmﬂmﬂ? “Tt is my dear old
friend, the Duke of Stony Stratford ! "

And he dashed out into the guadrangle,
just in tims to open the deor of the car for
the imminent personage,

As the Duke stepped out, the Head

ovelled before him like & fawning sicko.

nt.

“Your Grace ! "' ha mermered. * 1 kiag
vour hand ! Welecome to this noble seat
of learning, over which I have the honner
to preside! But enuff of formalities,
added the Head, atraightening himseld.
“ How the merry dickens are you, my
old pal

The Duke frowned.

“I was not—haw !—aware that we
wora on terma of intimmacy, Dir, Birchem-
all,” ho droawled. I do not hobnob
with headmasters. I have come hithah
to see my son—the Honnerable Algernon.™

“Ah! A fine lad!" said the Head
gushingly., ** A noble prodigy of an illus.
trions pier! The Honnerabls Algernon
i8 eggatremely wnﬁﬁ_ﬁ at St. Sam's—
in “.Em? we worship the ground he walks
on !’

The Duke’s frown deepened.

“I have grown rathah slarmed about
my &son,”’ he said. * He has not wntten
to me for & whols week., TIearing that
something was amiss, L desided to run down
m my eah.’

" Quita s80," mermered the Head.
* But Your Graco has no cause for alarm.

The Honnerable Alpernon s fit and
flurrishing, I will conduct you to his
study.”

Iir, Birchemall atiempted to hink arma

L with the Dulke, only to bo sharply rehuked

_
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by His Grace, Then the Head led his
digtinguished visitor into the gschool
building.

When they reached the Fourth Form
pasaidge, lots of faces peered ocut from
study doorways, but the Duke did not
heed them. He stalked straight on, looking
neither to right nor lefi, till the Iead
halted outside the end study.

“This way, Your Grace ! he =sid,
throwi et the door with a flurrish.

And the Duke stepped into the sumptu-
ous apartiment, which waas the most egg-
spensively furnished study at St. Sam’'s.
The floor was bestroon with hansom
Turkich carpets; tho sofa was like n
Bultan'a divan ; the pictures on the wall
were all Van Dykes and Hemmnants.

The Ilonnerable Algpernon was rechining
in & coay arm-chair when the Duke stalled
in, Hp atared at the Duke, and thoe Duke
stared at him ; but thers was no recog-
nition in their stares.

“Good gad!" ejaculated the Duke.
And he continued to stare at the Honner-
able Algornon through his monscle,

** Who—who is thiz boy, Dr. Birchemall 7"

The Head gasped.

“ Buraly yvou know your own gon, Your
Grace 1

““ This is not my son ! " cried the Duke
angrily. ‘"I have nevah seen this boy
befoah I " .

“ What, naver * " gasped the Head.

“*No, novah ! ™

* Well, this iz a rum go!" =sid Dr.
Birchemaell, in perpleximent,

As for the Honnerable Algernon, he
looked as if he would like to bolt {from the
study. Under the Duke’s scarching, angry
gare, he dropped his eyes, and lis face
fell, too.

* Oh, erikey!' gasped the Honner.
able Algernon. “‘Ia this 'ere covey the
Dook of Stony Stratford ? If 8o, the
game's up 17

The Duke did not seem to hesr that
remark. e turned fercely upon Dir,
Birchemall,

“ Whore is my son 1" he demanded,
* What have you done with him 1 ™
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For the benefit of new
readers it must be polnted
opt that these storias ore
written by Dicky Mugent, of the Second
Form, whoss own original ldeas of
spelling and construction, although,
perhaps, amusing to us, are a constant
gsource of worry to Mr. Twigg, his
Form master,—Ed.

“ Soarch mo!™ groaned the Head,
gpredding out his hands helplessly. “1
have always been under the impreshun
thiat this boy was your Grace’s gon.”

The Duke waxed more snd more waxy.

“ You will produce son at onece,
Dr. Birchemasll,"” he num«nw,..., “or T'll have
vou arrested for deduction ! .

“If Your Crace means sbdustion,
1 pssure you I am innosent of any such
erimo ! " said the Head.

“* Bah ! ** gnorted the angry Dulke.

And he stamped furiously from the
study, bawling loudly for his son, and
scanning the faces which peered out at him
irom overy doorway. :

But the one particular face which the
Dule sought was not to be seen.

II.
“HE Duko continued to ramp and
WH—V rage up snd down the IYourth
Form passidge, The Head
jollowed stelthily at his heals,
trving in vain to passify him.

" Pray be calm, Your Grace ! ™ he kept
EaVing.

“ Calm '™ hooted the Duke. ' Would
wart be ealm, sir, if your only son had been
dodneted ¥ But I will find him, if I have to
1uie this preshus kindergarten of yours
upside-down | Algernon ! Algy, my dear
Buy | Where are you "

" Your son’s in the end study, sir,”
sall Jack hﬂ._._..u__..,

* Nonscnse ! That is not my son—it
= un impostah | "

“ M-m-my hat 1"

* Could you deseribe wour son to us,
de * " asked Frank Fearless,

The Duke nedded,

“ Ho ia a very good-looking boy, with
a freckled face and brown cwly hair,
and twinkling blue eyes.”

dack Jolly & Co, exchanped looks of
blank amazement. For the only fellow
it the Fourth who fairly answered the
dulee’s description wes " Dusty ” Binns!

* My son speaks in a refined, cultured
voice, ' the Duke went on. ‘' Moreovah,
e is always getting into mischeef. He is
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a fine foothall
playah, and asplen-
did  little
altogethah !

*That's * Dusty,’
tothe life!™ gasped
Jack Jolly.

The Duks looked
at the juniors.

“ Is there a boy
heah anewering to
my description ¥V
he demanded.

“ Yeg, aic !

“ Then where is he ' Take me to him
st once!™ .

Jack Jolly glanced rather mervusly st
Daetor Birchemall before replymg.

“ Ahemn! He—hes down in the coal-
seller, sir,”” he eggsplained. * He's wnm,u
shut up there for a weeck, by the Head's
orders.™

“But that boy is not Your Grace's
gon ! " eried the Head. " He iz a boy
named Binns—the son of the local dust-
men'! He is an out-and.out reprobate,
whom I am about to punnish with tha
utmost severrity ! " . .

* Nevahtheless,” said the Duke grimly,
1 insist upon seeing this boy. Conduct
me to the coal-seller immediately ! ™

Doctor Birchemall, with s very puzzled
mean, led the woy te the coal-seller.
The Duke followed, his eyes glittering
sngrily, A big procesgion of juniors cama
crowding behind curious to see what
would happen.

** Mind how you . Your Grace!"”
warned the mmaww_ E__.Mm:m the way down
the eeller eteps. * The bottom step's the
lowest 1 7'

The Duke's next action was very brisk
and brusk. He elbowed Doctor Birche-
mall eside, and dashed down the stepa ;
but only to find that the decr of the coal-
seller was hesvily padlocked.

“ The keys ! ' panted the Duke. * Pro-
duce the keys, Doetor Birchemall, and
ynloek this door immediately.”

The Headmaster of 8t. Bem’s fumbled in
his pocket and produced an enormus
bunch of keys. Then, with the skill
end speed of 8 master-eracksman, he
unlocked the seller door and threw it wide.

What happened next came as & bomb-
shell to the Head, and to the St. Sam's
juniors who came crowding down the
geller &

From the intorior of the eonl-hole emerged
an eggstraordinary figger—Dblack as a nigger
minetrel ! He was covered with coal-dust,
from the sole of his head to the crown
of his feet. With a wild and joyful ery
he flung himself into the arms of the Duke.

“ Father! "™ he cried. "My dear old
dad !

Heedless of the grime and coal-dust
which waa transferred to his elegant
toges, the Dule embraced his son warmly.

“Found at last!” he ejackulated.
* Algernon, my desh boy, what is the
meaning of this ? How came you to be
a prisoner in this dreadful place ?*

And then, while the Head and the
juniors stood absolutely flappergasted,
the Honnerable Algernon told his story.
And it was a story that fairly took their
breath away.

**Just befors I came to St. Sam’s,
pater,” he said, 1 happened to fsll in
with Binns, the dustman’s eon. He said

|

thought it would be no end of & lark if
we swopped places, and the Duke’s son
became the dustman’s son, and wvicey
versk. Binns was all in favour, s0 we
changed clothes, and Binnz turned up
in our family car, whilst I arrived in the
local dust-cart.”

“ Good gad ! gasped the Duke,

“ Nobody tumbled to our littlo desep-
tion,” went on the Honnerable Algernon,
** But I soon felt jolly sorry that I changed
laces with Binns, I wanfed to change
mgr.. again, but he wouldn't hear of it
You sea, Doctor Birchemall, Lere, is a
frightful snob. e kow-towed to Binns,
thinking he wns the Duke’s son; and he
made my life not worth hving, thinlung
I wns the dustman’s son.”

“1 didn't—I never!” cried the Head
wildly. I am not a snob, Your Grace !
I do not make Ash of one and fowl of
another. T troat all Loya alike, weather
they are princes or pawpers,”’

“Then how comes my son to bhe shub
up in this awiul place "' demanded tha
Duke, turning feercely upon tho Head.
“*You wonld not have dared to ill-treat
Iim like this, had you hknown hoe waa my
son.! But, thinking he was meerly a
dustman’s gon, you have made hiz life
unbearable with your persecutiona! Do
not dare to deny it, sir! You havo
behaved m._“__aE_EmW_u_._ fou are not fik
to be the Headmaster of this school. X
shell malke & complaint to the guvverners.”

“ Nunno !” e¢ried the Head in grate
alarm. “Not that, Your Jrace—not
that! I admit I have behaved abomin-
ably—I confesa I am an awlul old snob—
but I will make reparation! I will see
that wyour son is treated hansomely in
future, and given the best of everything !
As for that wretched dustman’a son,
Binne, upon whom I have showered
favours in my ignerence, I shall meet out
to him the punnishment I had p red
for your son. There! I can't say fairer
than that. But don’t give mo awsy to
the guvverners, Your Grace—don’t, I
imnplore youl™

And the Head flung oubt his arms be.
seechingly.

The Duke’s lips curled with scorn and
deapision.

“You shall not be given a chance to
ireat rny eon hansomely, or otherwise,”
he gaid. ** 1 shall take him back homo
with me to-day. I am satisfied that thia
school, with such a despickable worm of
8 headmaster 8 no place for Algernon.
Ag for the boy Bions, I forbid you to
punnish him ! The deseption which ha
and my son have practised was, after all,
mm:fw & harmless one. Come, Algernon!

ou badly need o bath, and after that I
will take you home.”

And the Duke and his son mounted the
seller ateps, making their way through
& throng of amazed juniors.

Doctor Birchemall followed
clutching mnervusly at his beard.

“Your Grace!" he cried appealingly.
“ Proyamis me you won'ht report me to
the guvvernera, or I shall lose :.__w aAppoint.
ment, and that will be a terrible disap-
pointment ! V'

“YVery well," snapped the Duke, glancing
scornfully over hia shounlder, * I will let
you off this time. But let thia be a lesson
to you not to be such a beastly snob in
futura ! "

An hour later Bt, Sam's looked its last
upon the Duke's son, and Jack Jolly &
Co. were sorry to lose him. They were
wishing that Binns could have gone,
and the Honnerable Algernon remasnecd.
But it was not to be. n

Binns had to give up his luxurious study
for humbler quarters; and that evening
the sole toppick of converastion at St.
HSam’s waa davoted to the smazing affair
of Duke's son and dustman’s son !

THE EWIr.

them,

he was coming to St. Sam's, teo, so I
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