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BUNTER’S DESPERATE BID FOR SAFETY!

(A thrilling incident from this week’s grand story of the Chums of Greyfriars.)
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ANY years.ago the heart of a

M growing la named Arthur

Grimsdell  throbbed more

guickly than usual., The news

was b it ta him in his bome at Wat-

ford that :he bad been chosen to play for

the schoolboys of England against the

sehoolboys of Wales at his faveorite
pame—loothall.

Since then Arthur Grimsdell bas
travelled far—even to the very limits—
slong the pathway to feotball Fame, but
he has told me more than once that
never since haz he felt quite the same
as ho did that day when he stepped on
the Held to ;leu:,' for the lads of England
agamst the lads of Wales.

A Good Capture!

The career of Grimsdell has een full
of interest. Until 1912 he had not
played for any Lesgue team outside his
native Watfordd. One day, however, an
nfficial of the Tottenbam Hotspur Club
saw him, and thought him 20 ﬁuod that
lie there and then made the club an offer
for Girimsdell’s services and signed him

O

Aetually, that official of Tottenham
Hotspur exceeded the powers given to
himsg-}' the other directors. There was
& Fow
on without the ather directors being eon-
sulted. And it is even whispered that
when these othor directors saw Grimedell
pday for the brat time they felt they
were justificd in bavieg made a row.
He did not seem to them to be worth the
1H00eY.

But this selfsame Archur Grimsdell
rose quickly up the ladder of fame. He
captained  Epgland in  International
pames against Scotland, was captain of
Tottenham Hotspur when they won the
v hampionship of the Second Division in
1920, and was also captaie of the Spuvs
wheo they won the Cup 1n 1521

Thirteen Stone!

It woulidd be an cxaggeration to say of
Arthur Grimsdell to-day that he is the
greatest wing lalf-back in the game.
But I have put him in my series of
inasters anmd their methods because he
has certainly becn the greatest wing
half-hack in the game we bhave pro-
fuced in recont years. He iz not now
«0 young as he used to be, but he is still
a great player, and here I propose to
tell wyou some of the things which
made him great—which enabled him to
rise to the very top of the tree.

In the first place, he is well built for
ihe half-back’s job. You know that the
hhalf-back must do some grim tackling,
amd i3 also better equipped if he can
adiminister a shoulder charge.
Almost through his career Grimsdell haa
weighed semething like thirteen stone,
and that weight has enabled him to shift
wany opponents with those g, square
Shonlders of his, )
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the secrefs of Avihur Grimisdell’s
success— Grimsdell, as most of gon

krnow, being the fomous Tollenham
English International

because Grimsdell had been signed
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Hetspror and Hcrlont

Buf though Grimsdell has bowled
many & man over, I have never seeh
him guilty of an vnfaic charge. I have
scen  him nalised, because not all
referees will permit the fair charge—
more’s the pity. And 1 have also seen a
most pained expression come over the
face of Grimsdell when a free kick has
heen given against him for no other
offence than that of a good shoulder
charge. Charging a man off the ball is
one poiit of Grimsdell’s strength,

He also believes that it is the wing
hall-back's duty to feed the men in front
of himm properly. [ don't know whether
he has ever put this thought into words,
but he certainly plays as if he believes
that it 13 better to run the risk of pot
making a pass at all than to make a
hurried and bad pass.

Dancing as an Aid to Footer!

I once asked him what he thought the
weakness in modern play. is was his
reply : “The tendeney to place faith in
shock tactics and kick-and-ren football,
which iz neither pretty nor effective.”

Grimsdell has certainly tried his best,
throughout his career, to remedy this
defect in modern half-back play, He
gets the hall down to his tees, and pro-

............

ARTHUR GRIMSDELL, of Spurs famae,
the greatest wing half-back produced in
recent years.

gresses with it towards goal until he is
in a position to make a good pass, or
until & colleague is in & good pesition
to_receive the ball, which js the same
thing.

He, of all the half-backs 1 have ever
seen, remembers, too, that a half-back

should be a half-forward. He is a great
believer in the dribble through by a
half-back and the surprise shot at goal.

In a victory Intermational between
England and Scotland, just after the
War, he scoved two goals, though he was
playing at left-half. That's the sort of
fellow is—unarthedox, originzl, ot
bound by ordinary rules. When he geis
the ball defenders ean't afford to wart
for him to . They have to go to
him, otherwize he will run through and
be taking a shot at geal before they can
stop lnm.

Thiz means, of course, that when at
his best he is ane of the game's Bwest
close dribblers. With his shoulderz he
keeps off his opponents, and with s
feet he keeps the ball zo close that they
baven't a chance to get to it. TFor a
man 30 heavy he is wonderfully nippy
o his feet, and I am going to tell you
the secret of this nippiness; he believes
in dancing as an aid to foothall.’

Don't- misunderstand me., Grimsdell
deesn’t dance away the early hours of
the morning, when all athletes should be
ssleep. But he danees often in the early
honrs of the evening. Between man
dancing movements and football there is
rhiz difference only—that at {ootball you
have a ball at your feet.

Avoiding the Crowd!

The honours which have come Grims
dell’s way are borne modestly, and here
is another proof of resl greatness. Some-
times I have come back to London with
the players of Tottenham Hotspur, after
ihe team has won a notable victory.
There have been hundreds of people
waiting #o welcome the conguering
heroes.  But not that sort of stuff for
Grimsdell. T have seen him speaking
out of a London station by the back way,
his coat-callar turned up and the brim
of his hat turned down, fearful all the
time that he weould be spotted by the
waiting crowd.

w Other games interest this captain of

the Spurs, who hopes to help the side
back ﬂl the First Divisionr again. Al
through the summer be plays cricket.
As bateman and wicket-keeper for Hert-
ford he has done notable things.

If Grimsdell has not been the greatest
half-back since the War, we can truth-
fully say this of him—he would have

‘been the greatest wing-half of all time if

he had been capable of living right np
{0 his ideals of the game as it should bn

played.



PUN! MYSTERY!
schooner Castile.

ADVENTURE !

THRILLS !

stch o mystery as Harry Wharton & Co. have never before encountered!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter™s Blufl '

OTER I

Harry Wharton gazed out of
the windew in Study No. 1 in
the Remove, and made that
gjaculation.

“Too hot!™

“The hotfulness
weather 15 terrifie!”

Frank Nugent and Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh were unanimous in their
opinion, even if the quaint English of
the latier left & lot to be desired. And
Johnny Bull and Bob Cherry, having
glanced out of the window at the guad,
bathed in all the glory of a late summer
sun, remarked with emphasis:

“Much too hot!*

Harry Whearton grinned, As a matter
of fact he was in full accordance with

of the esteemed

his chums' opinion of the weather, 1t
was much foo hot for footer. DBut, as
captain  of the Greyfriars Remove

Eleven, it was his duty to keep his
players in practice. It was Wednesday,
and it waa a half-holiday, and as Kin

Cricket had long since depar an

football had taken its place, it really
was the duty of the Remove players to
turn out for practice. DBut duty is not
always & pleasant thing. Certainly duty
in the form of chasing the leather about
on Little Side under the sweltering raye
of the sun seemed a little too strenuous.

“Call it off [or to-day, old scout,” said
Bob Cherry. -

And the rest of the Famous Five
with the exception of Wharton, nodded
vigorously.

“It's all very well,” said the captain
of the Remove slﬂwlf, ““hut what about
the 8t. Jim's mateh "™

“0Oh, we'll send the Saints home with
their tails between their leps!" said
Nugent confidently. “No need to put
im & practice to-day to do that.”

“But Tom Merry's crowd are hot
stuff 1" said Harry Wharton. “Look at
the way they licked the Rookwood chaps
in their second match of the season !

 “They'll find us a different proposi-
tion on Saturday,” ventu Bob
Cherry.

“Ratheor 1™

Harry Wharton's chums looked at
hiin appealingly. All of them wera keen,
very keen on fooler, but there were
limnits to their keenness. Footer on a
day like this was anything but an iu-
viting prospect. From the study window
Harry Wharton & Co. could see a con
glant stream of juniors sauntering out
of gates, bound for the river for a
prenic in the woods. Apparently, foot-
ball in such glorious weather had been
given a back seat, so to speak, so far os
they were concernmod.

“Well, I'm not kecn on practice my-
galf,” remarked Wharton, at length,

::Tllen call it off 1"

'Hum!”
The captain of the Remove was
weakening, He glanced at kis chums.

and then his handsome face broke into
& amile.

“Right, we'll eall it off," he sail.
“But 1f we don't lick Tom Merry & Co,
?ul Saturday, you chaps will hear about
itl"

“Oh, we'll lick "em !" said Bob Cherry
confidently.

“The next item on the apenda,” eaid
Nugent, with & smile, *is what are we
going to do this afternoonit”

“A boat out on the river!™ suggested
Johnny Bull.

“A picnic in the woods!” said Bob
Cherry.

“A apin
Nugent.

But it was Hurree Jamsot Ram Singh's
suggestion that caught on.

"What about a pull over to RBlask
Rock Island, my worthy chums?" »e
said. * We will take the estcemed tuck-
basket, and—"

“Good man, Inky!” osaid Harry
Wharton, giving his dusky chum a slap
on the back. “That's a jolly good idea.
Are you chaps on”

“ Rather I"

EThe onfulness is terrific!”

f..l‘ﬂ{'a idea was adopted unanimously,
A pull over to Black Rock Island, & di
in the briny, and then tea on the island,
seemed an 1deal way of spending that
glorious afterncon.

““S8hell out, you men!" said Wharton

on our bikes!”™ wventured

A Magnificent New Long Complete School
Story of Harry Wharton & Co., the World-
Famous Chums of Greyfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

Drifting aimlesaly into Keni walers comes the dilapidete!
No sigm iz there of life aboard her ; her ballered sails bespeak tragedy and an cevie mystery

briskly. “Franky and Bob will cut
down to the tuckshop and lay in
supplies.”

The Famous Five shelled out. They
pooled their resources, and a few
minutes later Bob Cherry and Frank
Nugent were scudding down to DMrs.
Mimble's little shop and ordering
delicacies on a lavish scale.

They came back to Study Neo. 1
loaded, and dumped their parcels on the
table.

“¥You've been uick,” remarked
Wharton. “Bhove the grub into that
cricket-bag, Fraonky."

“What-ho!"”

And Nugent proceeded to pack the
ericket-bag, with great enthusiasm,

“I say, you feilowge—"

A fat face, adorned with a pair of
glimmering spectacles, Eudden% ap-
Eeared round the door of the study. ft

elonged to William George Bunter, the
Owl of the Remove. DBunter's eyes
glistened as he saw the tempting array
of tuck, and his mouth watered. There
were two things that mattored most in
Bunter's Iifﬁ—slmging sud .eating, In
the latter line he had no equal at Grey-
friars. Where Bunter managed to put
all the food he consumed was & marvel,
yeb there scemed to be no limit to the
fat Ijuninr*s pargantuan appetite,

“1 say, you [ellows-—*

€0 B'I,Iﬂa'. ﬂﬁl"

“Skedaddle "

“Run away, old fat man!”

e Vllmaw&l”

Apparently Bunter's room was pre-
ferred to his company, judging by the
emphatic remarks that greeted his entry.
But William George Bunter was not a
sensitive fellow. Indeed, he had s hido
that would not have disgraced a
rhinoceros.  Instead of departing from
Study No. 1 Bunter came in and closed
the door behind him, oblivious of the
deadly glares bestowed uwpon him Ly
Harry Wharton & Co.

*1 say, you fellows—"

“xot out, you fat barrel!” exclaimed
Wharton.

“0Oh, really, Wharton, old chap——"
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“If you call me ‘old chap' I'll skin
vou!"” eaid Harry Wharton.

Billy Bunter blinked, and then his
podegy face broke into g smile.

“Ha, he, he!" he chuckled,
inke o joke!™

“You ean?" asked Bob Cherry.

“ Certainly, old fellow!” said Bunler,
with one eye. on the tuck.

“Then take it outside!”
Bob.

“FEh? What do you mean?”

"¥You're the joke,” said Bob. * Now
run sway, old fat man, and take 1t
with you b’

“Oh, really, Cherry!” said Bunter,
*“I say, those tarta look good, Nugent!”

And Bunter reached forward a podgy
liand to sample one of Mres. Mimble's
[veshly-made tarts. Really, that was
mjudicions of Bunter, for Johnny Bull
liad picked up a cricket-stump, and as
Bunter reached for a tart Johnny Bull
reached out with the stump.

Whack !

¥ ooooooooop [

Bunter had not got the tart, but
certainly he had got the stump. And,
judging by the noise he made and the
way he sucked at his damaged knuckles,
Johnny Bull's aim had been dead on the
bullseye.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The Famous Five roared with laughter
85 Billy Bunter danced up and down
the study sucking at his knuckles and
howling at the top of his voice.
{}";:‘:’hﬂmnp! You beast, Bull! Wow!

W

“Bhova that [at idiet oubside!™
grunted Johnny Bull, * That awful row
gels on my nervesl"

“Qutside, Bunter!™

Bob Cherry seized one of Bunter's fat
ears and Harry Wharton fastened a grip
on the other. Then they urged the fat
junior towards the door. Bunter didn't

ﬁI can

growled

want to go. The idea of leaving all that
tiick gave him & heart-ache. But,
roally, there was no option. With

Wharton pulling on one ear and Bob
Clierry the other, resistance was hope-
less and certainly pamful.

Bunter went, a gentle kick from
Johnny Bull speeding him on his way.

The study deoor slammed to, and
Bunter slammed in a heap on the cold,
hard, unsympathetic passage with a
bump and o roar.

“¥Yarooooh! Beasts]”

Hed Bunter been a fighting-man he
would have rushed into Study No. 1 and
wiped up the floor with Harry Wharton
& Co. But Bunter was not a fighting-
man. Indeed, it was rumnurﬁg that
Dicky MNugent of the Second Forin had
yulled Billy Bunter's fat nose, and " got
away with 1t." 3tll, there were other
ways and means of sguaring accounts
with Harry Wharton & Co.

Bunter locked up and down the pas-
rage. 'I'hore was no ong in sight. Then
he conghed—a little preliminary to one
of his ventriloquial efforts,

Havry Wharton & Co., meantime, werg
continuing their packing, all thoughta
of William George Bunter having passed
from their minds., But they jumped as
the well-known tones of Mr. Quelch
broke in upon them,

“ Wharton, Nugent, Bull,” snapped
the master of the Remove, ¥ Cherry, and
Hurree Singh, follow me to my study
at once!™

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at cach
other blankly. There was no mistaking
the voice. It belonged to Mr. Quelch,
their Form master. Why he should
command them to go to his study was a
puzzle. Fmeh of the juniors wondered
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what fresh sin of omission or commig-
sion had come to light.

“0Oh, lor'! I mean, ves, sl pasped
Wharton.

e fact that Mr. Quelch had not
troubled to open the door of Study No. 1
did not oxcite any suspicion, Harry
Wharton & Uo. having been swept off
their feet, as it were, by the sudden-
ness and unexpectedness of  that
HUINMOns,

There was the sound of footsteps re-
treating slong the Bemove passage a3
Harry g\'r'ha.rtan turned the handle of
the study door and gazed out, but there
was no sign of Mr. Henry Samuel
Quelch,

The passage was descricd.

“He must have gone on,” said
Wharton. * Wonder what he's got up
against us?”

“Blessed if I know ! said Bob Cherry.
“But he zounded in a royal wax.”

“Perhaps Loder has reported the
boohy-trap we fixed uﬁ for him,"” said
Nugent, “although how the rotter
found out that we were mixed up in it
beats me.” '

Wharton nodded gloomily. If Loder
the unpopular prefect of the Sixth, ha
reported the incident of the hmb}r-trﬁ‘.:{)
& licking, at least, was to be expected.
Added to which Mr. Quelch would pro-
bably gate them for the half-holiday.

“(th crumbs |” murmured Wharton.
“This wili mean that the picnic on
Black Rock Island is off.”

“Yery much off 1"

“The off-fulness of the esteemed and
ridiculous pienic will be terrific!” added
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh gloomily.

The Famous Five halted at the door
of Mr. Quelch’s stwdy. Wharton tapped
on the panels.

“Come in "

There was a note of irritation in Mr,
Queleh’s voice as he issued that invita
tion which caused Harry Wharion &
Co.'s spirits to sink to zero. And with

chastened expressions, as if butter
wouldn't melt in their mouths, they
filed in.

il r——

THE SECOWD CHAPTER.
“ Open Confession——*

" HAT—what "
Mr. Qpelch’s lean features
wore an expression of 1rrita-
tion mingled with amaze-
ment as five juniors trooped into his
study. The master of the Remove had
been deep in the works of Bophocles, the
half-holiday premnﬁng an opportunity
not ta be nusted of becoming more

c!m!f acquainted with the works of
that learned and very verbose gentle-
man. It wasn't often that Mr. Quelch

allowed himeelf such indulgence, his
time being prineipally taken up with
instructing the Remove in the way they
should go.

But a half-holiday was diffcrent. Far
aver an hour Mr. duelch had sacrificed
hiz leisure time to correcting the Latin

apers of his pupils, having done which
EL‘: naturally considered that the rest of
the afternoon was his—to do with what
he liked, 2o to speak. Really, to ke in-
terrupted in this fashion when deep in
the enjoyment of Sophocles was enough
to send a spasm of irritation through
the most meck and passive of gentlemen.

Harry Wharton & Co. stood before
him in uncomfortable silence. As Mr.

uelch had ordered them te his study,
they naturally expected that the first
word would emanate from him. But for
at least thres minutes there was dead
silence in the study. It was Mr. Henry
Samuel Quelch who broke it, however,
and his first words hardly pave the
Famous Five a * pointer.”

“Well, are you all stricken dumb?”
Then Harry Wharton found his voice.
" '!ft:ﬂl see, sir, I—that is—we—I mean

“Most lucid, I'm sure !" snapped Mr.
Quelch.

.Frank Nugent came to the rescue.

“¥our see, sir, I—we—us—] mean
Loder——"

Mr. %unlch pussad a hand over his
forehead. '

“Bless my soul! he gasped. “Are
you #ll gone mad "

Johnny Bull, in his blunt way, teok
up the tale.

“'We're all in it, sir !” he said stoutly.
“That rotter Loder

“Loder ! said Mre, Quelch faintly

“Yes, sir.,” went on Johnny, “He
fairly asked for that booby-trap, so we

“That's it, sir!'” echimed in Bob
Cherry, ﬁdﬁeting on his rather big feet.
“ It was only flour and soot—"

“Only f-Bour and soot !* stuttered Mr.
Quelch dazedly.

“And a little ink and pum,” added
Wharion helpfully.

“A little ink and gum ! gasped Mr.
Quelch, wondering whether he was
dreaming.

What all these incoherent statements
meant he was for the moment at a loss
to underatand.

“ But we think we were justified, sir,”
said Wharton. *“ Without going into
details, Loder of the Sixth fairly asked
for it. Didn’t he, you chaps?"

“ Rather "

There was no doubt in the minds of
the Famous Five that Gerald L.oder had
“ asked for it.” But they little dreamed
that they themselves were asking for it

A peculiar expression scttled on Mr.
gugluh'a face 45 he surveyed the five

elinquents before him. The master of
the Remove was beginning to piece the
story together, although why five juniors
should suddenly burst into his study to
confess to*the offence of “swamping ' a
prefect was beyond his cemprehension.

He rose to i;is feet, and the Famous
Five, with many misgivings, saw him
reach for a cane,

“Am I to understand that E.I'!:ru boys
huve had the unparalleled audacity to
prepara a—ahem—a booby-trap for a
prefect of the Sixth#”

Harry Wharton & Co. jumiped. They
realised then that t.l'u;{I had been a little
hasty in jumﬁling to the conclusion that
Mr. Quelch a rea.d:y knew of this affair.

“1 am amazed,” went on Mr. Quoleh
in thundercus tones, " that boys of my
Form should be guilty of such a heinous
offence! But may I ask why you saw
fit to come here and acquaint me with
the facts?”

“You see, gir,” said Wharton lamely,
“when you orderod us to come hore,
we—:"

“What—what ! snapped Mr. Quelch.
“1 was not aware that I had summoned
you here.”

Harry Wharton looked astonished.

“But I—we all distinctly heard you,
gir, tell us*to come to your gtudy at
once a few moments ago.

Mr. Quelch scemed as if he were on
the verge of an apoplectic fit.

“What !" he gasped. "I ordered you
to come here?”

*Yos, sir,” answered Wharton, won-
dering whether the sun had affected Mr.
Quelci's bramn.

“Are you out of your mind, boyi)
thundered the master of the Removo.

" MNunno, sir! But we all heard you I"
stammered Wharton. “Didn't we, you
fallows #"

[N YES ]"

It was a regular chorus,

Mr. Quelch's brow grew grim.

“1 don't profess to uncﬁ.‘rsmhd why
you should present yourselves here,"” he

*
o

_gave it to him!"
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As Billy Bunter reached for the tart, Johnny Bull reached out with the ericket-stump. Whack I “ Yarcooocop !* The

Owl of the Remove did not get the fart, bui he certainly got the stump. !
his damaged knnckles, Johnny Bull’s aim had been dead on the iarget.

said acidly, “because I certainly did not
order you to come. But since you are
here, this matter of assaulting a prefect
must be dealt with 1™

And Mr. Quelch swished the cane
ominously. Really, it was too bad, he
considered, that juniors should “butt:"
into kis leisure moments like thiz: and
the fact that Harry Wharton & Co. per-
sisted in the story that he had orderod
them to prewut'tiamqelves at his study
did not improve his temper. He cast a
longing ﬁlanm at Sophocles, as if de-
ploring the waste of precious moments
the “correction” of these junigrs
demanded, then beckoned to Harry
Wharton.

“Tauch your toes!"” commanded Mr.
Quelch sternly.

Wharton did so.

“Since you confessed of your own
accord, I will make your punishment
lenient than 1 “woul

moro 1 otherwise
have done.” said Mr. Quelch.
“Thank wou, sir!"” sgaid Harry

Wharton demurcly.

Bwish, swish, swish, swish!

The master of the Hemove was not an
athletic gentleman, but he possossed an
arm that was not la:ﬂ:in% in strength
and wvigour. Certainly Wharton con-
sidered, when Mr. Quelech had finished,
that he had been anything but lenient.

The captain of the Reéemove suffored
the castigation without =& murmur,
although flis face was pale when Mr.
guel{:h passed on from him to Frank

ugont. )

And for the next five minutes the
gsounds of steady swishing was all that
could be heard in the Bemove master’s
study.

Mr. Quelch was breathing a trifle
heavily when he finished, but he felt
that duty had been done.

“You may go!” he said coldly. * And
should you ever have the temerity to

indulge in such an iniguitous practice
again your punishment will be doubly
severa !

At the moment none of the Famoua
Five entertained further prospects of
swamping & prefect, not even such an
unpnrular and tyrannical prefect as
Gerald Loder They crawled from their
Form master's study szadder and wiser
juniors, and, with dismal faces, wended
their way towards Study No. 1.

“Oh. dear!" murmured Wharion.
"l‘.gue!ch;r laid it on hard '™
Ow I’

“ Groocooough "

Once outside Mr. Quelch's study a
little of the fortitude they had displayed
inside that apartment deserted them.
Nugent turned on Johnny Bull, whose
face was creasod in pain. :

“¥ou burblingidict !’ hissed Nugent.
It was all your fault ™

“Eh?" demanded Johnny Bull, with
a ferocious glare.

“Y¥ou let on about Loder and the
booby-trap,” said Nugent, “you thump-
ing 1diot !

“I like that!” snorted Johnny Bull.
“Why, 1t was you in the first place——-?7"

“Rats!” exclaimed Nupgent.

“Why, I'll smash you!”
Johmny Bull ferociously.

And for the moment it looked as if
two members of the Famous Five would
come to blows,

“Lot not the wrathfulness execod the
wistlom of my esteemed and ridiculous
chimns!™  said Inky, coming hetwoen
Johnny Bull and his wietim. Lot me
make a sugpestive remark.™ ]

“If vou mean o sugpestion, say so!”
j:'w:m-]ni‘l Wharton, who was not fecling
in tho best of tempers. “But I'm not
in the mood to lisien to [atheaded
siwerestions: 1 i
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh smiled a
dusky smile. With all the fatalism of

roared

And judging by the noise hs made as he sucked at

(See Chapter 1.)
the East, he had taken his punishment
and forgotten all about it. But-he had

not lost sight of {the fact that Mr.
Quelch had denied ordering them to his
study. Yet the summons they had
obeyed had been voiced in Mr. Quelch's
tones, not one of the juniors was in
doubt about that,

“Bunter!" said Inky, as if mention
of that name cleared up the whols
mnatter.

The Co. stared at him orossly.

“What the thump do you meanl?”
demanded Wharton.

Hurree SBingh smiled.

“We all know the ridiculous Bunter
possesses the execrable gift of imitating
other people’s voices,” ﬁq explained.

Harry Wharton & Co. started, and
for the moment forgot their aches and
paing.

Fe Dh!l.“

“The st rotter|™

“The spoofor!"

* Bunter!”

It dawned upon the minds of the Co.
that once again Bunter's uliar gift of
ventriloquism had brought trouble  on
their devoted heads. Mr. Quelch had
stated positively that he had not ordered
them to his study. It was not to be
thought of for one moment that Mr.
Enajnh would descend to telling false-

o008,

Yet the fact remained that Harry
Wharton & Co. had been firmly con-
vinced that they had obeyed his orders
when Mr. Q;:e'lch's voice had reached
them through the thickness of the door
of Study No. 1. There was only one
fellow at Greviriars whe could imitate
Mr. Quelch's wveice well enough to
deccive anyone, and that was William
George Bunter,

“Tha fat cad!” exclaimed Whartos
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furiously. “It was Bunter right enough.
That was why we found no one in the
WHE;E? when wo came out of the
soudy,’

“I'll burst him [ roared Bob Cherry,
whose wusually sunny face was now
flouded with wrath,

“Come on!” snapped the captain of
the Remove, “That was a dodge of
Bunter's to get us out of the way,
and—"

“The tuck!” quntcd MNugent.

“Qh, my hat!" - 2

“1f that fat worm has pinched it T'll
pulyerise him P’ exclaimed Bob Cherry.

In an excited stream the five juniors
raced towards Study No. 1.  Bob's
large feet banged the deor open.

‘T'he study was deserted, and a glance
into it rovealed the fact that the cricket
bag full of tuck had vanished.

“Gone}” roared Harry Wharton,
“Bunter's boned it ¥

“0Oh, my hatl”

Five dismayed juniors looked at each
other, and tyl'lan on the study table
where the cricket bag had reposed, as if
cxpecting it to materialise again before
their eyes. But there was no doubt
about it—the cricket bag containing the
tuck had dizappeared.

“(Oh, I'll skin the fat rotter when I
gﬂt”my hands on him|” growled Johnny
Bull

“ The fat rotter ! breathed Nugent.

“Come on, you chaps!™ said arton
suddenly. “Ho can’t be very far away.
Search the studies and the box-rooms.™

“Good egg 1"

With warlike expressions on their
faces, the Famous Five dashed outfof
the study, and began a frantie secarch
of the studies and the box-rooms. It
boded ill for Willlam George Bunter
when he fell into their hands. Bui
Harry Wharton & Co. had reckoned
without the wily resource of that fat
junior, for the moment they had gone
the tablecloth covering the study table
rustled. A moment later a fat leg
came into view, to be followed by =
fat face and an unwieldy carcase, that
answered to the name of William
George Bunter, so to speak. And fol-
lowing ‘the Owl of the Remove was the
missing cricket bag laden with tuck!

“Beasts " muttered Bunier. “They
thought they were going to leave me
out, did they? Stingy beasts! I'll
teach the roiters o lesson

Tha lesson commenced. It took the
formm of first locki the door of
Htudy No. 1 on the inside, then an
investigation of the good things the
cricket bag contained—an investigation
that lasted but a few seconds. A
moment more, and Billy Bunter's fat
jaws wero working at full pressure.

“This iz prime!” muttered the fat
junior ; and thereafter the only sound
that broke the silence was the steady
munching of his jaws.

iy =

THE THIRD CHAFTER.,
Billy Bunter Bargains !

il UUNTER! DBunter! Bunter!®
Bob Cherry's stentorian tones
rang out through the old guad.
He and the rest of the Co. had
made a thorough search of the studies
of the box-rooms and the Form-.-rooms,
but sign of William Geurgﬁ Bunter
there was not.  William George had
vanished as completely as if the earth
had opened and swallowed him up.
MNow the Famous Five were in the gquad,
hot and exasperated after their fruitless
scarch.
“Bunter 1" bawled Bob Chorry for the
fourth time.
Toe Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,077,

“ Fathead |” grunted Johnny Bull.
“What's the good of calling him?
That'll eonly give him warning that
we're on his track.”

lI:-_‘..'I_’i["-

Which was reasonable enough, C
tainly the Owl of the RBemove, in view
of all the circumstances, was not likely
to emerge  from his hiding-place at
sound of Bob Cherry's voice. But DBob
Cherry refused to see 1t, for he
bellowed afresh:

“ Bunter I”

“(Oh, where, oh, where can he be #*

It was Harold Skinner's voice. In
company with Snoop and Stott, his
study-mates, the cad of the Remove had
just reached the top
House & The sight of Bob Cherry,
with hands raised o his mouth, foghorn
fashion, yelling for Bunter, struck
Harold Skinner as something decidedly
funny. Skinner could always sce the
humour in other people’s misfortunes,
and in the present case he knew all
about the purloined sack of tuck, for the
Famous Five in their search for Bunter
had called at Study No. 1L

Skinner, Snoop, and Stott sauntered
towards the Famous Five, The cads of
the Hemove were setting out for a quiet
smoke and a game of banker in
Friardale Woods, which to Skinner &
Co, was an ideal way of spending a
half-holiday.  They were not the
slightest bit interested in Wharton's
tuck, exeept perhaps to wish that Bunter
“got away with it,” which would be one
up against “his  magnificence,” as
Eﬁinm}r was wont to call the captain of
the Remove, .

“What's that dingy rotter cackling
abott?” growled Johnny Bull as
Skinner approached, wi & super-
cilious smile on his crafty features.

Johnny Bul was dying to hit some-
oue, and Skinner's face tempted him.

“ Funny, isn't it, you men?” said
Skinner, as ks came within earshot of
the Co. * His Magniicence has lost a
bag of tuck. Fancy our high and mighty
skipper being concerned about the loss
of u little geub] Shockin’, ain't it—
Y ooocoocooop I

Hurcld Skinner had not meant to
itclude that ejsculation in his remark;
but really ha had no chance to stifle it.
Johnny Bull's boot was a hefty one, and
it had caught Skinmer on the seat of
his trousers as he passed. ‘The super-
cilipus swile faded from Skinper's faco
on the instant.

“Have  another, yvou cackling
dumimny 7" asked Johony Bull,

But Skinner had had enough. He
walked on with his cronmies at an
inervased pace,

In & state of great wrath, the Famous
Five returned to their study, Alrcady
half an hour of the afternoon had been
wasted.

Wharton made to swing the door open
a3 he turned the handle, but although
the handle maved, the door itself
remained firmly wedged, with the
result that Wharton scraped his mnose
on the panels.

“Yowp!” ho gasped, caressin is
da.umg&é nasal organ. *The he:ﬁ:d
door's jammed "

“He, he, hol”

Harry Wharton &  Co. started as
that familiar cachinnation reached their
ears.

“ Bunter !

“*He's boen here all the time!”

“He, he, he!” cackled Dunter, safe
on the other side of the door.

“Vou fut rotter!™ roared Wharton.
“Open this door I” e

“We'll skin you, you fat willainl”
hissed Johnny Bull.

e o e R e —
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“I'll sltughter youl* exclaimed Bob
Cherry ferociously.

“Open the door [¥
_In view of those threatening remarks
it was not surprising that William
George DBunter l;11:;-.‘] not the door
of Study Ne. 1. Thea 1 of the
Remove was several sortas of an idiot,
but really ho was not guite foolish
enough to admit five wrathful juniors
whose one aim in life at that moment
was to be within punching distance of
him, Bunter cackled n.fraﬁn_

“:];‘huught. vou'd leave me out of the
Ficnm, did you? Mean, I call it! You
ellows are sorry now, ffnnesr 3

“¥You. awful rotter!” said Wharton.

“¥ou shut up, Wharton!” said
Bunter. “For two pins I'd come out
andE}vipe up the floor with you!”

[Ed I?.’li

“I'vea just sbout had encugh of you
and your airs and graces,” continued
Bunter, who was conrage itself behind
a locked door. “You swank too
much I

“Why——" began the captain of the
Hemove, almost overcome.

“And as for that milk-sop, Nugent,”
continued Bunter, with refreshing
eandour, “he augﬁt to be at & girl's
schiool I

Frank Nugent crimsoned with rape.

“I'l skin the hide. off you!" he
spluttered.

“Like to see you do it, you blessed
funk ! said Bunter scornfu y- . “Why,
I could lick you with one hand tied
behind my back !

Words failed

“You—you—you—-=>
Nugent.

“Ia that szoft idiot, Bull, there?”
inguired Bunter.

There was a snort of wrath from
Johnay Bull.

“Oh, you're there, aro you?" said
Bunter, “I say, why don’t you get
Eﬂmeﬂling dona to your face—"

“There'll be something done to your
faco when I get within hitting distance
of you, you fat barrel of lard!*

“That’s enough of that, Bull! ex-
claimed Bunter, who was thoroughly
enjoying himself.  “If T had a face
like yours I'd wear a mask."”

“Breerrr "

“Bust the door in!" growled Bob

Cherry.

“You keep quiet, Cherry.!” said
Bunter." “ A fellow with feet like an
elephant’s ought to be seen, and not
heard.”

Bob Cherry blushed in eonfusion. He
was well aware that his pedal
rous side,
but to he nhi?per! about them by a fat
freak like Billy Bunter waa the limit.

iz burst you, you fat clam!” hissed
Boh,

But as the door between Bunter and
the Famous Five still remained locked
that threat passed Bunter by like the
idle wind.

“I will getiully get 8 crowbar from
the esteemed and ridienlous Gosling,”
sgaid Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. *Then
the proper caper will be to force the
ridiculous deorfulness,*

“Yah!"” snorted Bunter, "You're
only & blessed nigger! Why they ever
let you into Greyfriars beats me. Go
back to your own hall-witted pals in
India!"

MMurree Singh's dusky face did not
erimson, naturally, but it Huoshed at
Bunter's insulting words.

“Don’t take any notice of the silly
idiot!" said Wharton., “He's only
talking out of the back of his neck.”

“¥ah'!” roared Bunter.

“Open  the door!” bawled DBob
Cherry.
“Go and fry your facel” was



ENERY
BATURDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE 7
TWOPENGE.

Lo

Bunter's cheeky retort.

tarts are good!”

The Famous Five could have groaned.
‘:I."I'n:\'t'lr;'l were within arm's length, almost,
of their tuck, and wyet they were h':;lf-
less to touch it. And inside the study
Billy Bunter was goin strong.
Already he had consumed half a dozen
eclairs, a sponge cake, three bars of
chocolate, and eight jam tarts. Unless
tomething was done, that ericket-bag
full of tuck would be a thing of the
past.

- “Bust the door in!" advised Nugent.
Wharton shook hiz head.
“Can’t be did,” he said. *“You

fellows™ remember the leeture Quelchy
ave us last week about the studics
ing damaged? He'd be extra hot if

he got to know that we'd busted the lock
of ours.” !

“What's to be done, then?"

“Blessed if I know,"”

William Georgpe Bunter had heard
theso remarks, and his fat wits had been
working. He knew that he was in for
the regging of his life once he fell into
the hands of the enraged juniors, True,
the prospect was not an immediate one,
but 1t was in the very near future. Now
that Bunter had had his money's worth,
os it were, he was fecling apprehensive
as to the consequences.

* %] say, vou fellows—"'

“What do you want?” .

“I toll wvou what I'll do,” said
Bunter. “I'm a generous chap. T'll
overlook everything if you'll promise
te take mo with wou on tha picnic.
There 1"

It was uttered in such 2 magnanimous
fashion that Harry Wharton & Co.,
degpite their anger, felt almost inelined
to laugh.

“(7an it, Bunter!” growled Johany
Bull. “Open thiz door!"

“Only on condition that you make it
pax and promise to take me with you
on the pienic,’ sald DBunter. “If you
don’t I'm not going to open this blesscd
door. Why shonld T, anyway? There's
enough grub here to keep me pgoing
until bed-time."

Really, 1t was an astute way out that
the Owl of tha Remove had hit upon
Bomething like thirty shillings had been
ecxpended on the provisions the Co. had
laid in for the picnic on Black Rock
Island. To part with that sumptucus
sproad without pufting uwp o fair fight
for it did not appesl to Harry Wharton
& Co. ?ﬁm #hat could they do?
Bunter held ke whip hand. Either the
Famous IMive ga¥e in to his demanda
nnd shared the grab or stood outside
the study whilst William George
Tunter consumed it.

Hurree Singh drow Wharton on one
side. There was a pgloam in Inky's
dusky face.

“What is it. old sout? asked the
captain of the Romove,

‘Agree to what the esteemed and
ridicilonsa Puanfer says,”  whispered
Inky.

“{‘n?ﬂt-?" asked Wharton in surprise.
" MNot likely! [—"

But Hurree Singh whispered a few
words in Lhe ear of the captain of the
Roemove which had the effect of bring-

“1 say, these

ing a smile to his face.

o for wou, Inky!" he said
guictly,

“I'm waiting for your answer!™

DBunter's duleet tones reached the Co.
again. “If T open the door will you
promise not to rag me for pinching—I
mean, having a snack from the bag
“We promi:e ! said Wharton steadily,

whereat  surprised glanees  were
bestowed upon” him by Nugent, Bob
Cherry, and Johnny Bull.  But tho

of the

leader

Famous Five pmked

knowingly, and his chums waited for
the next move.

“Honour bright?” asked Bunter.

¥ Honour bright!"

“Oby, good ! I mean, you know which
side yvour bread is buttered,"” squoaked
Buater. *You also promise to take
me with you to the pienic?” i

“We promise,” repliecd 1he captain
of the Remove., * Honour Lright!”

“Oh, good!™ Buuter felt a wave of
relief sweep over him. He was about
to open the study door when he called
to mind all the charitable things he
had said about Wharton and his
chums.

! Look sharp, Bunter ! said Wharton
impatiently, “ We don’t want to wasto
all the afterncon hanging about here.”

say, Wharton,” said Bunter,

rather anxiously. . * You promise not

to rag me for—for ealling you names?
mean for speaking my mind "'

“1 promign!"

“Anid you're not going
ruaty, arc vou, MNugent?”

At a sign from Wharton and Inky,
Nugent agreed that he was not going to
ek up rusty.

“And that applies to Johnny Bull,
Cherey, and that rotter—I mean, old
Iuky " added William George Bunier
cantiously.

“We promise," said theose juniors,
although it went apainzt the grain to
do s0.

“Right!"” said Bunter, in great relief,
and he rolled across the study. turned
the key in the lock, and scuttled back
from the door.

Despite their assurances to the con-
trary, Bunter was airaid that the
Famons Five might fall upon him
and smite him hip and thigh. Roeally,
it was surprising how Bunter's courage
evaporated, once the key had been
turned in the lock.

They

The Famous Five swarmed in.
wero tempted to gnre Bunter tho rag-
gl'mg of his life, but they remembered
their promise in time, and safisfied the
earning to punch him by bestowing
reczing glances on his podgy face. The
Owl of the Remove did not mind that,
howaver ; freezing looks had about as
much ecfect upon Bunter as water on
a duck's back.

to cut up

“ Expeet the fat worm's eaten half the
tuck,” said Bob Cherry.

“0Oh, really Cherry—"  began
Bunter.

“Bhut up!” hiszed Bob. “We've

promised not to punch you for calling
us names and for bagging this tuck, but
I didn’t promise not to touch you for
ha'g Lnﬁ:me four from Quelchy I’

Bunter jumped back. He had quite
forgotten how he had lured the chumas
of tlio Remove away in order to raid
ithe tuck, but apparently his victims
hadn't—at  least, now that Bob
had reminded them. They. closed round
in a warlike group, and the Owl of the

Hemovoe [airly wilted before their
wrath.

“Chaek iR vou fellows!™  saild
Wharton. No tigw for ragging
Bunter now. I want to get off for tho
afternoon,”’

It was fortanate indecd for William
George Bunter that nearly an hour had
been wasted of that glorions afternoon,
for any further delay would run the
excursion to Rlack Rock Tiland. Cer-
tainly, the pleasant task of piving
Bunter u record rapging eould keep,

“Grab hold of. that bag, Franky!™
gaid Wharton. “I'll take the ofler
handle, Ready? OF we go. then!”

The Famous Five moved off.  Dunler,
feciinx quite eafe now, rolled after

them, puffing like &
grnmpus.
“1 say, you fellows”™ he panted, aa

the juniors strode ount along the oliff

and blowing

path tc Pegg, “don't walk so fast,
You're leaving me behind !™

“Jolly pgood job!" grunted Bob
Cherry.

The Co. quickened their pace. They
had agreed to take Bunter with them
on the picnie, but, after all, it was up
to Bunter to keep pace with them. And
the Owl of the Remove was perspiring
profusely when Pegg Harbour came in
sight. ft. was only the thooght of the
glorious feed that was to come that
stimulated Bunter's physical efforts,
and when the Co. dumped the bag down
by the water's eodge and arton
arranged with a boatman to hire a
boat, William George Bunter was only
a2 dozen yards hcﬁﬂnd them., Billy
Buntor hug made his bargain, and he
meant fo stick by it, but there was an
unattractive side to his bargain which
the fat and fatucus junior had over
looked in his greed and eagerness.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Poeiic Justice |

i UMP in, Fatty!™
“rrooough ™
The Famous Five were in the
boat, and Wharton and Nugent
were getting out the oars, but Billy
Bunter was still on the shore. Waturally,
the members of the Co. had taken their
places first. And it seemed the only
available spot for Bunter to disport his
parcase was in the narrow bows of the
boat.
“] ean't sit there!"™ howled Bunter

peevishly.
“3it on the shore, then,"” said Bob
Cherry. “ And wave -f:-ya to us."
“Beast!” hooted Bunter., "If you

were & decent chap, Cherry, you'd give
me your seat.'

“Well, I'm not a decent chap,”™
grinned Bob. At any rate, I'm keepr
g my scat.”

“What about you, Inky?"

“Nothing about me, my ridiculous
Bunter.”

*1 say, Johnny, old chap, you might
oblige a fellow,"” said Bunter, blinking
at Johnny Bull.

“I'll oblige vou with the business cnd
of this boathook if you call me * Johnny,
old ¢hap ' "

i El}ﬂ.ﬂtlu

Bunter glarced through hia spectacles
at the grinning faces of the Co. Really,
it was surprising, he considered, how
solfish some people were. DBut there was
no help for it. Tf Bunter wanted to
accompany the juniors to Black Rosck
Island, the only place in tho boat for
himi was up in the bows., in company
with the wet and slimy kedge anchor
that reposed there.

“ Aro you coming or not?" demanded
Wharteon.

“I'm cowing, old chap.”

And Bunter came. His movementz al
any time were more representative of a
baby elophant than of a ballet dancer.
Yet in this instance he tried at least o
emulate the latter. Poised on one foo',
and that amongst a mass of wet rope
enrled up in the bow, DBunter wobbiled
and rocked like an acrobat, the difler-
ence  being  that  Bunter's  evelutious
were unintentional.

“Tut the other foot down, you fat
dammy " proaved Bob Cherry. © You're
lTH"'l-;i.HR' {he boat.™

“(irpoough! I'm falling!™

“steady. you clumsy idiot!™ baw'ed

Tne MAcsET Liseiny.—No0, 1,077,



8

SIX-SHILLING ANNUALS FREE—SEE THE "' POPULAR™!

Jﬂhnn;r Bull. “¥You'll capsize the

boat |’

Qomehow or other Bunter managed to
drag his other foot into the boat, and
then he collapsed in the bows like a
newly-landed hsh.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roarcd Harry Wharton

Co.

“Don't fall in, old lard ]Jn.rre],"
grinned Bob Cherry, “or there'll be a
tidal waye!” \

“Ha, ha, hal’

“ Beasts!” .

Billy Bunter, looking very uncomfort-
sble, wedged in the bows of the beat,
glared savagely at his grinning com-
panions, But Bunter's glares had little
effcet upon Harcy Wharton & Co.  The
old boatman, who was enjoying the joke,
signalled Lo the captain of the Remove,
and then he ran the boat out into deeper
water, a movement which made Bunter
double up like a penknife.

“Beast!” he hooted.
pitched me out!”

“Shut up, Bunter!”

“You rotters—7""

“@hut up, Bunter,” roared -Tﬂ};:lﬂ.’t'l]'
Bull, “or 'l piteh you overboard!™

And there was such a grim expression
on the face of Johnny Bull that Billy
Banter wiszely shut up.

“Give way!” sang out Wharton at
the oars. . 1

“ Ay, ay, skipper!™ chuckled Nugent,
and =z moment later the boat was
moving out to sea, pulled by two pairs
of lusty arms.

The sn glinted and sparkled on the
heaving waters of DPepg Bay, and a
cloudless sky foretold the good weather
that was to come., Away to starboard
rose the sharp rocks that marked Black
Point, o danger spot that had lured
many & veszcl to its doom. But Wharton
and MNugent, at the oars, gave those
treacherous, jutting rocks a clear berth.
To the cast of Black Point was Black
Rock Island, rising out of the sea with
increasing clearness as the Greyfriars
boat neared it. A headland of rock
from which the island gained its name
loomed up, grey and majestic in the
afterncon’s sun, Over the headland a
number of seagulls squawked and
frolicked, whilst stunted trees reared
their heads b®avenwards as an  occa-
sional ftful breeze stirred their foliage.

*Topping, ian’t it?"” said Wharton,
pausing for a moment to take in the
BUCIETY.

“ Top-hole I

“Spiffing !"

DBunter merely grunted.

The Owl of the Remove had no eye
for the beauties of Nature. The object
that demanded all his attention was
cricket bag laden with tuck.

“Put some beef into it, Wharton,”
called out the fat junior peevishly.
“We'te hardly moving.”

“We're running into a cross-current
heve,” said Wharton. *“ That's why the
pace has slackened down.”

“Rot!” sniffed Buanter.
vou're tired—played out!"

“¥You'll be thrown cut, my fat pip-
pin, if you don't stop that chinwag,”
said Bob Cherry nminnnslim

And once again William George
Bunter relapsed into silence.

“Pull round to the east of the island,™
gaid Johnny Bull. “We get a qmd
view of the Chaaonel from that side.”

“ Right-ho [™

The course of the boat was changed
a little, and the juniors at the oars
pulled afresh. After another five
minutes of rowing Johnny Bull and Bob
Cherry took Wharton’s and Nugent's
place nt the sars. Being frash, Bob and
Johuny fairly made the boat fiy.

The island was rounded, and tho boat

Tre Magser Lisrary.~—No. 1,077.

“You nearly

“Own ups

rocked to a [airly fast tide on the east
side. From here the juniors caught a
gl:l.criuus view of the Channel, although
the mainland was now shut off from
sight.

A few wisps of smoke trailing across
the sky bespoke the presence of tram
steamers, but it was not that whic
arrested the attention of the jumors as
they ran their boat in and hauvled it
high and dry on the sandy beach. It
was the approach of & sailing vessel—a
large sailing vessel—about two miles
distant.

“Don't often sea a sni]in}g craft as
hefty as that these days,” remarked
Johnny Bull, staring at the vessel.

“No fear!” said Bob Cherry, shading
his eyes with his hands. “It's a

schooner,”

“You're right, Bob,” assented
Wharton. *“ A four-masted schooner!”

“T say, vou fellows,” squeaked Bunter,
“never mind about the blessed schooner.
What about tea "

“Teat™

“Yes, tea,” “I'm
iu]f-':lf peckish 1" 1

arry Wharton laughed, and winked
at his chums,

““There's no tea for you, old fat man,"
he declared firmly.

“Eh?" Bunter's eyes nearly goggled
out of their sockets. "No tea?”

“Not for you, anyway.” i 4

Billy Bunter snorted with indigna-
tion.

“You rotters!”™ he roared. “ You pro-
miset] that you would take me with you
and let me share in with the grub,”

Whartor shook his head.

“Think again, old bean,” he re-
marked. “We promised you that we'd
take you with us on the picnie.”

“1 know. That's what I keep say-
ing:,” hooted Bunter wrathfully.

‘But we didn’t say anything shout
gsharing in the grub,"” said Wharton.
“Wao've carried out our bargain. We've
taken you with us on the pienic. You
can watch us have tea, if you like.”

“Ha, ha, hal"”

The consternation in the Owl of the
Remove's pod face drew howls of
laughter from the Removites.

“¥You awful rotterz!” shricked Bunter

snorted Bunter.

at last. “You swindling beasts! Nun-
no tea! Oh, crikey!”
Bunter could have wept at the thought

that he had accompanied the Famous
Five only to be allowed to sce them
demolish the good things the cricket bag
contained. hat was the unattractive
siddé of the bargain which, in his eager-
ness and greed, he had overlocked.

“And you spoofing rotters have
dragged me all this way for nothing!”
howled the fat junior, almost shaking
with wrath and indignation.

“Just that, old fat man,” said the
captain of the Remove, with a grin.
“¥You asked for it, you know."”

“Oh dear!”

Bunter collapsed on the sands and
gasped, and the vision of a first-class,
top-hole spread began to [ade from his
mind like a beantiful dream. The Owl
of the Remove had been hoist with his
own petard, in a manner of epeaking,
but it afforded him little consolation—a
matter over which Harry Wharion &
Co. differed, for it afforded them con-
stderable consolation and satisfaction.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Adrift !

i EASTS I
B Billy Bunter blinked and
gmwted at the Famous Five,
ut Harry Wharton & Co.

wern in no way perturbed. In fact, now
that they bhad *landed * Bunter on the

island his presence was almost forgotten.
That he would have to smuse himself
the best he could until it was time for
the party to make & return to the main-
land wag cbvious, for roughly five miles
of ‘zea lay between Black Rock Island
and Pegg village.

“Make that mooring rope fast to a
tree,” zang out Wharton. “Then who's
for a o‘ilc? in the brinyi™

H-G_ E’EE I”

The mooring rope was secured round
the trunk of & near-by tree, an operation
which Billy Bunter blinked at in great
indignation. He had not yet recovered
from the shock of the last few minutes.

“Look here, you rotteral!” he ex-
claimed peevishly. *“IH there's no tea
I'm going back!”

The Co. grinned.

“Good-bye, Bunter [

“It's a fine swim to the village®

Billy Bunter snorted.

“I'm not swimming [*

“No?t"  inquired harton sarcastie-

ally.
“No!” bawled Bunter. “You beasts
had better pull me back to Pegg!™

Harry Wharton & Co. roared.

“1 can =ea us doing that, old fat
frog,” chuckled Bob Cherry, divesting
himself of his clothes.

“Rotters | Billy Bunter serambled
to his feet and shook a podgy fist at

the grinning Removites. “I'm going
to take the boat back myself I
But Harry Wharton & Co. had no

intention of allowing Billy Bunter to
do that.

“Hands off that boat, fattyl” ex-
claimed - Wharton, as the fat junior
rolled to the tree which served as a
mooring for the boat and began
fumbling with the rope.

“0Oh, really, Wharton—="

“And the %rub.” called out Johnny
Bull, as an_ afterthought.

“Oh, really, Bull—*"

"Don't worry about the grub,” said
Nugent cheerily, “I've locked the bag,
Even Bunter couldnt open it short of
using a cold chisel,”

Bunter's fat face fell.
of his
he coul
the ba

At the back

%'y mind was tha hope that
help himself to the things
contained whilst the Removites

were disporting themselves in the sea.
But, apparently, Nugent had antici-
ated him, so to

_ z;gnk. That oricket
ag was locked, and Burder's hopes were
dashed to tha groumk

“Why don’t yol- bavé a dip, old
bean " asked Ekl’b Cherry. *“You
haven't had a wash this term." :

*“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

Billy Bunter was not particularly
enamoured of water. Indeed his ablu-
tions were of the scantiest. His face was
a pictura of wrath as he watched the
Fumous Five getting into their bathing
costumes.

* Ready " sang out Wharton.

'1:3‘“'1 Ateg, h

n & laughing, chee up the Co.
lined up fg:r '[r.hg;ir da;l? igrtﬁ ﬁm briny.

“Y say I” ejaculated Nugent snddenly,
“That schooner is bearing right down
on tho island.”

“Bo it ial”

-The four-masted schooner was much
nearer now, sailing in a direct line to-
wards the island. It carried full eail,
bﬁ't aven a? the -i-'tjistpncl:t there welu.a soIme-
thing peculiar about the eral aspect
of Lﬁe craft. i

“That boat gives me the creeps,” said
Nugent, eyein&'tha oncoming vessel with

intent gazoe. There's something eerie
about it.™
“Ehi

“Don't be a silly asdl”
Nugent crimsoned. 2
“I've got a premonition, or something
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#“ Are you coming in or not? ' demanded Harry Wharton.

wobbled and rocked like an aerobat.
the boat "

or other,” he confessed. “That schooner " Faney locking the bag.

is—welly I don't koow, queer. Why
there's 'l:':ut s sign of a living sou
sboard.”

The Co. gazed hard at the schooner
and eyen Johnny Bull, most m:eptic&i
of junlors, grunted in amazement.

" Thers's no one on deck, at any rate.”
- " Perha the skipper’s lashed the
tiller while he takes & nap,” said Bob
Cherry, with a grin.

“Look at the topsail,” said Nugent.
gmﬂpgm “Unless n.y eyes are playing

e tricks it's broken away."

“You're pight, Franky,” said Whar-
ton at length. “The topsail is adrift.'”

“Queer!” muttered Beb Cherry.
“Blessed 1f T can understand it, Blow
it. let’s have our dip,”

“ Come on, then!

The juniors ran down the sandy
beach, and, in the thrill of plunging
their healthy bodies in the cold sea-
watar, the schooner was for the nonce

orgotten.
“BHn.Ea ou to the headland,” called
out Bob Cuimrr:.', striking out with great
Yim.

“That's & go!"

A challenge was always accepted by
any member of the Famous Five, and in
a few moments the Co, swimming
gtrongly, were a hundred yards or more
AWERY grqm the spot where they had
plunged in.

Biﬁy Bunter sat with his back to a
tree, a lugubrious cxpression on his
podey face. He watched them until they
were almost out of sight. Then he rolled
to hus foot and made his way over to the
boat. His piggy little eyes glistened as
he beheld the locked ericket bag in the
stern of the vessel.

“Rotters!” he muttered savagely.

T L
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Just as if they
couldn't” trust s fellow. Suspicious
beasts ™

Ho plumped his considerable fgure
down on ono of the atern seats and eyed
the cricket bag wolfishly. Then he began
to fumble with the lock. For at least
ten minutes he wrenched and pulled
sod pulled and wrenched. But the lock
held, and in disgust the Owl of the
Remove gave it up.

“Ths is awful 1"

Bunter was suffering the torturcs of
tha damned as he eyed that bag of good
things, and with every passing minute
his wrath grew and grew until it had
almost reached boiling [Foint

Suddenly he chuckled. A brainwave
had pierced Bunter's podgy intollect. At
least, he considered it a brainwave.

“I'll take the boat back myself,” he
muttered. “I'll show the rotters.”

Having come to that decision Billy
Bunter rolled out of the boat to the tree
around which the mooring rope was
fastened. For five minutes the fat
junior's clumsy fingers were busy. At
the end of that time the mooring rope
was free. Rolling up the loose rope m
a coil, Bunter dumped it in the bows
of the boat, and then began to drag the
boat down to the water’s edge.

Bunter's amiable intention was to pull
back to the village of Pegg, and make
off with the cricket bag. That Harry
Wharton & Co. wouldn't bhe able to got
back to the mainland without their boat
never ocenrred to Bunter at the time,
Bunter scldom being concerned with
anyone ¢lse in the world but William
Cicorgo Bunter. Once on the mainland
Bunter was certain that he would fGind
a means of breaking open the lock that
batled Lim,

_.r--"‘“‘r';g ~
U

“ I'm coming, old chap I’* Poised on one foot, Bllly Bunter:
¥ Put the other foot down, you fat dummy!*’

“ Groogogh [ walled Bunter. * I'm falling !"* (See Chapter 4.}

RICE
TWOPENCE.
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roarsd Bob Cherry. You're rocking

Grunting and perspiring freely from
his exertions the fat junior shoved the
boat into deep water and clambered in;
well-nigh capsizing the craft as he did
s0. Then he seized the oars and began
to row. What Bunter didn't know about
rowing would have filled volumes. Cer-
tainly the splashing he made suggested
that there was ample toom for lius im-
provement as an ocarsman.

For five minutes Bunter lugged and
ﬂgiﬂe{l and aplashed with the cars. Then
18 fat face fell. Instead of roundin
the island and thence to the meainland,
the course Bunter was taking was send-

ing him out to sca.

“Oh crumbs!” Bunter glanced over
his shoulder and saw the long stretch of
Channel water, In front of him, half-
right, was Black Rock Island. In front
of him alzo, beyond Black Rock, was the
village of Pegg. Far from making the
village of Pegg Bunter was drifting
away from it

“Oh dear!”

The fat Owl of the Remove was thor-
oughly alarmed now. Even Black Rock
Island was over two hundred yards
distant. IHe tried to turn the boat's nose
in an endeavour to pull back to the
island, but the boat was in the grip of
cross-currents and Bunter's efforts were
abortive.

Shivering like a jelly, Bunter rested
on his cars. EBehind him locmed up the
shape of the four-masted schooner. The
big sailing vessel sccroed to be at a
standstill now, and Bunter vagucly won-
deved why it was that the sails were
atill set if the schooner was indeed at
anchor. Dut that thought was only
transitory ; Dunter was more concerned
about his own craft. He turned in hia

Tae Masxer Lisrary.—No. 1,077,
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soat, and, -shading his eyes with his
hands, blinked back towards Black Reck
Islarid. It lay three huudred yards or
moce astern. As Bunter blinked he made
but the bobbing ‘heads of Harry Whar-
ton & Co., whe were doubtless returning
from their race to the headland for a
rub down and tea,

- Y0Oh.crumba ! breathed Bunter fear-
fully; and then he gave voice to &
'piagcing how!, for while hd had been
shading his eyes with one hand an oar
had slipped its rowlocks and was foating
away on & wave well out of Bunter's
reach.

In those dsngerous.waters cnly an ex-

crienced osarsmen could heve managed

is craft, and that, of course, with two
oars, What chapce Bunter stood of con-
trolling the bost was quickly made
known to him as, with one oar, he
vaitly tried to turn the nose of the boat.
Buater’s fat heart was beating like a
stasm-hatomer against hia ribs. He was
really frighfened now, ‘Thoroughly cut
of comtral, the boat was.drifting towarda
the schogmer, absolutely at the mercy of
the, waves.

“ Help 1" shrisked Bunter,

But a ftful gust of wind caught up the
yell apd dissipated it. Certainly it
never resched the ears of Harry Whar-
ton & Co., a8 Bunter irmtended,

Nearer anid pesrsr the schooner
drifted the rowing-boat, Bunter huddled
up on his sdat, terrified out of his fat
witd, Al that mioment he wished from
the bottom of his heart that he had not
taken the boat, that he had cast out all
thoughts of the bag of tuck from his
mind, DBuf, a8 was usual with the fat
and fatuous Owl of the Rowove, re-
pontdoce cama too late.

He began to whimper, A fearful

lanée over his shoulder told him that

e boat was practically certain o
collide with the schooner.

A Hﬂlp r.il- .

Bunter's piercigg yell rang over the
watar; but it attracted the attention of
no one on board the schooner, whereat
Bunter's terror increased. He waggled
tho.gingle egr in fraotic haste, but his
puny efforts made scant difference to
the coume the boat was taking, If
anything, they served to set him in a
direct ling with the schooner.

“Help I’ In a thorough panic; Bunter
drop the remaining oar, and, with
increasing horror, saw it 'slip out of
the rowlock and drift away.

“Help!"™ Bunter eved the schooner,
only twenty yards distant now, with be-
seeching gaze. Hurely his cries had been
heard on board? Why didn't someono
appear on deck?

ut there was no sign of life on
board the schooner, Bunter could ses
that. The sails were Bapping gently in
the wind, but the hell of the schooner
did not appear to move an inch.

Then it dawned on Bunter’s fat wits
that " the schooner must have run

round. In that Billy Bunter was
right. As the small rowing-boat drew
hearer, the Ow]l of the Remove could
hear the creaking of the tackle aa the
sails, filling out to the wind, strained
end tugged. But the nose of tho
schaoner was buricd deep in a sandbank.

“Wow " gasped Bunter. His bhoat
wag only ten yards distant now. A eol-
lisiom .was inovitable; and as thab ter-
rible truth dawned in onm his mind
Bunter lost complete contral of himself.

He couldn't swim, although in the
Remove he boasted that le was the
Bnest swimmer at Greyiriare. Now he
wished that he ecould swim. But it was
too late.

Two yards away!

“Help1* shricked Bunter,

JEE Macuwey Lipmsny.—No, LOTT.

Still there was no sign. of life on
board the schooner., Another wave
would carry the rowing-boat full into
the bows of the schoomer. It was o
miatter of seconds now. Bunter shat
hiz eyes and grosned.

Crash |

The rowing-boat smashed sgainst the
huil of the . schoomer, Thera was a
splintering and rending of wood. Next
ﬂl&m_eni:-ﬁm\ter falt the cold sea water
surging in the hoat,

“Oh dear!”

Heo opencd his elym and blinked. The
rowing-boat was leaking. Two planks
had been stove in by that cellision, and
the water was pouring in at a great rate.
With wildly-beating heart, Bunter
blinked about him. He found himself
directly under the bowsprit of the
schooner. A treiling rope dangled a
foot away from him, and, with despair-

ing energy, the fat junior clutched at

the rope and held on for dear life.

. Ha was ﬁnlg jusk in time, The row-
wg-boat. filled with watér and sank
under his very feet in a gurgle of hiss-
iug water, And Bunter, fiko a fat
monkey on a stick, peered down at the
swirling water a foot below him, and
ithen at tho deck of the schooner thirty
feet above him.

'T} ﬂh d{.‘.‘-ﬂ!‘ !.u .

Bunter groaned aloud. He couldn't
remain ai the end of that friendly rope
indefinitely, ho knew. Thea only othor
altarnative was to climb. Never an
athlate, recollection of Bunter's frantie
cfforts for the next ten minutes ware
likely to stay in his fat mind for all
time. More than once his podgy fingers

lost their hold and he came withid an

mnee of falling into the sea; but his luck
held good, and at last, panting and
uffing, he curled a fat leg round the
39 of the bowsprit and wriggled on
to the deck of the schooner.
Then he collapsed in & heap, whacked
to the wide, in a faint.

il

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Missing !

1 UT a spurt on, Harry "
P Bob Cherry sang ount that
encouraging advice as the
.. Famous Five neared the head.
land. Until then Bob had held the lead,
but the pace he had set himself was too
much, and he had been compelled to
PSS Up. WWharton, ewimming sirongly
had passed him, two yards zhead o}

Hurree Jamset Ham Singh.

The dusky Nabeb of Dhanipnr was
thoroughly at home in the water, and
the rest ui’rthu Co. raw Lhat il was going
to be a tight finish between him and
the capteain of the Remove. Johnny
Bull, Magent, and Bob (Cherry were
taking it easy mow, conicut to walch
the bnish of the race.

“G@eo it, Inky ™ reared Johnny Bull

“ Btick it, Harry!” called ont Nugent,

Inky and Harry Wharton veve hoth
“poing it and “stickirg 1. The
latter put on a terrifie spoat, which
Inky tried hard to beat:; but the captain
of the Romove reached the apreed-upon
winning-post a2 clear yard alirad of his
dusky chum,

“Bravo, my esteemed chum Y pantod
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, as he frod
witer. “The ridienlons zpurifulne=s
was too terrific for me.

Wharton grinned.

"Wasn't much in it old scout,” he
sgid consohingly. “Let's take it casy
going back, and then tea.”

“The tealulness 13 the proper caper,
my worthy chum,” gaid Inky, with a
dusky smile,

The two juniora turn
Bob Cherry, Nugent, ai
HTake i
Wharton,

" What-ho I

The Famous Five, locking the picture
of health and good spirits, swam back
te their starting-place.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” bawled Bob
Cherry, as he trod on the firm send,
“Where's Bunter "

Then Wharton gave a start.

“Where's the boati”

“Oh crumbs 1" )

There was no sign of the boat, neither
was there sign of William George
Bunter. _

The Co. blinked and rubbed their
eyes. They had left the Owl of. the
Remove sitting, with his back to s tree,
a few yerda away from where they m
mogred their boat. ;

“1 suppose this iz the spot we started
from?"” said ‘Bob Cherry. e

“Df course it 154" ssid Wharton, with
8 frown.  “Therd are our clothes.”

It waa the right:spot, for & heap of
clothes belonging te the Famous Five
were still in the same place. whete the

d been dumped when the Juniors h
stripped,

“Wall, I'm blessed ™

The Famous Five clambered up the
beach in dismuny,

“Bunter " roared Wharlon; and the
rest of the Co. took up fhe shouk:
“BUNTER "

Their voicea echoed and ro-echoed
over the island, Certainly if William
George Bunter " was within earshot- ko
could not possibly bmve falill:d to heat
that stentorian _i.*ail. DBut  there came
no answering hail,

" Where's the =slly
grombled Nugent.

“Blessed if I know " prunted the cap-
tain of tha Remove. " Surely the silly
duffer hasn't tried to get back to the
mainland en his owni"

“0Oh, my hat!” _

The thought of the Owl of the Remove
trying to row back to FPegg 'gave the
juniors guite a turn, for they knew what
a clumsy and inexperienced carsman the
fat Removite waa,

“The silly chump will get drowned !
said Wharton angiounsly. " He couldn’t
row back to Pege on his own.” )

The juniord were siknt, and their
faces grew grave.

“Perhaps he's hidden the boat for a
lark,” szaid MNugent, but thers was not
much conviction In his tones.

“Let's hunt round (" said Wharton.
“I'm growing uneasy about the {at
fool 1"

The juniors scattered and began a
frantic scarch of tho island, calling out
Bunter's name at intervals. But they
camie across no gign of the fat Removite,
and they were forced to the conclusion
that he had attempted to row back to
Fogr ou lus own.

Wharton elimbed the highest trea on
ihe island and gozed towards Pegg Bay.
Soveral craft were in sight, most of
them small sailing dinghys, and the few
rowing-boats certainly did not heold a
imﬁﬁengcr who could be possibly taken
or Willlam George Dunter,

“He's not in eight!” called out the
captain of the Remove from his Jofty

and rejoined
ud Johnny Bull,
it easy going back,” said

azs got  tal™

perch. )
“Look the other way,” said Bob
Cherry. “Perhapa the cross-currents

bava taken him out to sea.™

" Oh deas!”

The juniors shivercd at Bob's words,
What would happen? What might have
happened to their fat companion if he
had drifted out to eea they shuddered
to think.
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Wharton looked out to sea. i
“There's no sign of him,” he said.
*That schooner 13 the only craft in

gight, snd she scems to have run
aground on a sandbank."

“Blow the echooner!"” growled El:llll
Cherry. “The thing is—wheres
Bunter " 4

The juniors were silerit. Where, in-

deed, was Bunter?

Harry Wharton shinned down the tres
and rejoined his chums. The captain
of the Remove was looking anxious and
alarmed. 3

“] wonder what's becoma of the silly
ass ™ he said.

His chums shook their heads gloomily.
Dread thoughts were running through
their minds, but they were reluctant to
voice them aloud.

“Let's make another search,” said
Harry Wharton, “Perhaps the silly ass
has pulled the boat into a small cove
to give uz 8 scarn.”

“T'll jolly well give him a scare if
that's the case!” growled Johnny Bull,
with scowling face. " A joke's a joke,
but this is a bit too thick!”

The juniors nodded. If Bunter was
indeed lying doggo, it was high time he
showed himself,

“Bunter "

Once again the fve juniors framped
the island, calling out for their fat com-
panion. But whep they met again not
ane of the Co. had anything to report
except fatlure.

William George Bunter and the boat
had disappeared just as thoroughly as
if the sea had swallowed them nup,
which, as applied to the boat, was the
‘exact truth

With anxious faces the Famous Five
gathered on the sandy sirip of beach
and pazed out to sea. Of their own
plight " they had ns yet not ‘given a
thonght. hat they were cast away on
an islantd fve miles away from the main-
land had not occurred to them, for their
ene concern was for tho safety of
William George Bunter.

Suddenly a cry, faiut but yet familiar,
rang across Lhe water from the diree-
tion of the schooner.

£ HEII]!"

Harry Wharton & Co. started, and
their combined gaze was fixed on the
schooner  still with all =ail set, which
tad jammed upon the sandbank.

“Help I” -

Onece again the ory rang out.

“That's Bupter's voice!™ exclaimed
Harry Whartgn excitedly. °

* Butter's for & und !
MNugeni, who was equally excited.

“Help!™

“That's Buntor's fat yelp,” said Bob
Charry confidently. “T'd know it any-
where

The juniors strained their eyes to
wards the schoomer, They could make
out a fat LGgure in the bows of the
vossel, which undoubtedly was Billy
Bunter. ‘What he was doing on board
the schooner was & mystery to them.
But that he needed help was cbvious,
for he was waving his arms and yelling
at tho top of his voiee.

“Come on, you chaps " said Wharton
primly. *I don't profess to know what's
wrong, but we'd better swim out to the
schooner.”

“The swimoutfulness 13 the proper
caper,” purred Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

A moment more and the Famous Five
were splashing into the sea; the next,
and five sturdy juniors were swimming
-trongly towards the grounded schaooner,
in the bows of which Billy Buunter still
continued to wave his arms frantically
and to yell for help.

agread

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
H dear!™

Billy Bunter blinked and

then  stared round him in

he wondered whero he was as he saw

the deck of the schooner stretehing

before him, the*flapping sails overhead.

the tackle. And then in a flash recol-
lection came back.

Bunter shivered.

Scrambling to his feet, he peered over
the side of the schooner. "The waves
lapped idly against her hull, and her

A creepy sensation came over Billy
Bunter as he peered about him. The
schooner appearad to be deserted. Cer-
aboard her.

Away on the starboard quarter was
Black Rock Island., DBevond the islapd
the haze that hung like a pall over the
EEA.

“Oh dear "

Remove rolled along the deck. Then he
jumped as he saw a figure huddled
agamnst the bulwarks,

His words ¢nded in a shrick, for even
Bunter, short-sighted as he was, could
see that the figure before him was life-
bulwarks in a heap. With goggling eyea
DBunter stared fascinatnd[i,' at the pale
face, at the crimson pateh which stood

rer!b:

Bunter breathed the word in a hushed
whisper. Then he backed away from
breath roming short and fast, lis eyes
dilating.

But a fresh surprise awaiied him, for as
saw four more lifcless figurcs stretched
out in various attitudes.

flc}h ftrl [Hl
rushed to the bows of the vessel and
blinked over the side. At that momoent
the fat Removite would have given
be able to swim-—anything te get away
from that frightful scene of death and
desolation,

“The

Pedro Montana!
O
amezement. For thie moment
and heard the creaking and rattling of
He knew he must have fainted.
nose remained buried in the sandbank.
teinly not a sign of life was there
was the mainland, almost obscured in
With fast-beating heart the Owl of the
“1 say,” began Bunter, “can you——>"
less. It was propped up against the
out from under the peaked cap.
the Emﬂsnmu figure in horror, his
he moved along the deck, the fat junior
In a state of panic Billy Bunter
everything he possessed in the world {o
But PBunter couldn't swim.

thought of being lecft alone on that
tﬂrrigle deck, with its five corpses
staring at him with unsceing cyes,
nearly sent Bunter out of his senses.

[ I_I‘Eip!u

The fat junior's veice rose in a shriek
as he stood at the bows of the schooner
and frantically waved his arms in tho
direetion of the island. Dimly he
could see Harry Whar®on & Co. moving
sbout the island, but as yot they had not
heard his cries.

“Help! Help!”
“Help!™

With straining oyes he made ont the
figures of Harry Wharton & Co. stand-
ing on the beach.

Euntnr waved his arms backwards
and forwards in a frantic endeavour to
attract attention.

He saw Harry Wharton & Co. turn
and loock in his direction, saw them
spring down the beach and plunge into
1£v fea, and then for the second time
in teni- minutes William George Dunter
faintcd. _

Thore was the rattle of a sliding door
from the stern of the schooner, then aun
«vil-looking face, with oyes that glowed
like live coals, pecred over a hatchway.

roared  Bunter.

Blowly the head was raised, revealing
a tousled mop of black hair, a grimy
face with a livid scar running down one
cheek, and a mouth that parted in a
snarl over dirty, broken teeth,

Next moment, with scarcely a sound,
the full figure came into view, It was
tnat of a Spaniard, clad in dirt
dungarces and a patched blue shirt. .r{
greasy red handkerchicf swathed a lean
neck, and a long sash stained with grimo
and grease encircled the waist; and
from that sash peeped the butt of =
revolver and a long, curving knife with
an ivcry handle,

“Carambo "

Tho Spaniard hissed the word in a
wbilant whisper as he drew himself out
of the hatchway and peered cautiously
about him.

“1 heard somcthing 1"

With lips drawn k
#rarling dog, the Spaniard drew the
long knife from hiz sash &and trod
cautiously along the deck. He chuckled
evitly to himself as he came abreast of
the tour inanimate figures sprawling on
the weather-stained deck boards, and
spurned the nearest one with his foot.

“ Maledictos!” he muttered. “How
thoy sleep !

With all the cauntion of a hunted man
the Spaniard moved along the long deck
ot the schooner, his black eyes poering
to right and left.

“ Apround ! he mutterod, noting how
the tide swirled round the hull of thoe
stationary schooner, “Carambo! Armd
yvet land 15 in sight 1"

He chuckled softly and continued his
reconnoitring. Then, with a sharp in-
take of breath, he saw the huddled
figure of William George Bunter.

Tn & moment the Spaniard had dodged
as silently as a ghost behind one of tho
masts, is glittering eyes fastened on
that still form of the Remove jumor

savagely.

“Carambo! A boy! Then those
ories I heard in my sleep were not
‘magination ™

For the space of a few scconds he
stood watching the fat figure of Billy
Buuter, like o cat watching a mouse.

‘He no move! A boy!™

With an  unearthly chuckle the
Spaniard left his place of concealment
and crept towards the bows. Knifo in
hand, he reached the inanimate form
»f Billy Bunter and stood staring down
at him intently. :

“He faint!” mutiered the Spaniard,
noting Bunter's white face and also his
chest rising and falling as he breathed,
“Hea yell E:rr help ™

Taking his eyes from DBilly Bunter,
the Spaniard stared fiereely oub to sca,

like unte a

evidently to discover to whom the fat
junior had been ahn-uhng. But, keen
as his gazo was, the BSpaniard saw
nothing except Black Rock Island and

away in the distance the dim oubline of
the mainland. Cerfainly he did uvot
ahserve the bobbing hoads of the Famous
Five as they swam vigorously towards
the schooner.

“Carambo! Ah!

The Spaniard made a quick move-
ment with his knifo as Billy -Bunter's
eves flickered open. ;

The fat Removite in his waking con-
seiousncss saw that dreadful face peer-
ing into his, saw the sun glm}'ing on
the long, curved blade of the knife, and
wondered whether ho was experiencing
a nightmare.

“Carambo! You come cheat me?
Pig t*

ﬁuntr:r's cyes dilated in horror. 1t
was no nightmare, The dicky, ferocious
figure bending over him was real—
terribly real.

Tre Macwer Lipnany.—INo. 1,077,
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face of

He blinked up at the leering
with guping jaw and

the Spaniard,
horvitied eyes,

“Dedon't ! howled
kmife began o move.
Help! Help!”

"Pig of a dog! Carambo!
be cheated by a Loy @™

The knife mwoved nearer, and Bunter,
whose head was in o wlnrl, [elt that
his last mowent had come,

Crash !

A tackle block, swinging at the end
of a rope, whizzed past. 1t missed the
Spaniard by o matter of inches, but it
caught Bunter a stunning blow over the
head, The [at junior crumpled up like
a log and lay still. A big bruise already
was beginning to stand out on his podgy
forehead.

LT J:.l.h !I:I

The Spanierd chuckled evilly to him-
gelfl a3 he starcd at the uneonscious
junior, and then bhe stiffencd as a boyish
voive reached his cars:

“Bunter ! We've coming 1

"“Carambo !

The Spaniard dropped on all fours
and peered cautiously oever the bows of
the schooner. About thirty yards away
from the vessel Lo could sea five
swimmers; another few moments and
they would be aboard the schooner, for
it was obvious to the Spaniard that it
was to these swinmers that Bunter
had been calling for help.

“Carambao ¥ .

The Bpaniard wuiched the oncoming
pwimmers with & zavage face. A strange
maniacel light glowed in his black eyes,
and a cunping leer formed round his
mounth. At that moment he looked more
like & wild animal than a human being.

With scarcely a sound he dropped to
the deck and bogan lo pull the uncon-
scious junior along to the nearcst
hatchway. Arriving there, he dumped
the fat junior unceremoniously through
the hateh, followed him through, and
then with a svrprising strength lifted
Dunter as if he were o baby, and mado
his way amidships,

Below the deck the air was thick and
heavy, and & worse state of desolation
reigned. Coils of rope, buckets, and
tackle, were litlered about, and pools of
hilge  water  were  everywhere in
avidence.

Muttering fto himself, the Spaniard
cerriecd his larden through the schooner
until he reached the holds aft. Into
one of these, dark as a dungeon and
evil-smelling, he dumped Billy Bunter,
having first hastily secured ﬁis wrists
and ankles together, and wedged a
dirty handkerchief into his mouth to
serve as & gag,

Thea door of tha hold was shnt and the
Bpaniard, knife in hand, stood waiting
in the gloom for the arrival of the five
swimmers. o had not long to wait.

Bunter, as the
“H-spoare me !

Am I ta

ey o

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
In the Hands of a Madman'!

“ UNTER ™
B Harvy Wharten yelled the

name as he and his chums
swam under the topering bow-
sprit of the schooner.

“Bunter | DBunter! Wlhere are you,
falty *" roared Bob Cherry.

But the only souud that came to the
ive juniors was that of thetr own voices
srid the gentle murmur of the sea.

“Where's the silly ass got to?"" said
Wharton testily.

“Dlessed if I know,” grunted Johnny
Bull. “And where's the erew of this
schooner got to?” he added.
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“Behooner  ahoy!”  bellowed DBob
Cherry. )

But there was no sign of lifo on
board.

“Phat's  rummy,”  said  Wharton,
treading water and seanning the rakish-
looking craft critically. ** There docsn’t
scem to be & soul on board.”

“That's impossible,” said Nugent,
“Il they won't answer our hail let’s
climb aboard without waiting to
asked.™

In the circumstances that secmed o
ha the only thing to do. .

“There's a trailing rope here,” said
Wharton, indicating the repe which had
served DBunter earhier. “ Come on, you
chaps.™ _

The captain of the Remove haunled
himself out of the waler and began to
swarm up the rope like a monkey. His
chums followed him. In five minutes
2ll of them were on the deck of the
schooner. ] e

“1 say, what's wrong with this slnp?
said Nugent, staring about him uneasily.
“Where's—where's everyone I _

“ Blessed 1f I know,” grunted Johnuy
Bull. " And why is she carcying full
sail when she's run aground; that's only
serving to drivae bher deeper into tlec

sandbank.” i ) ]

“ Ak me another,” said Wharton
slowly. “Let's give & hail 1”

“Ahoy! Ahoyl”

Five lusty voices _rmllg ont in full
hlast, ard their combined volume would
have awakened the cclebrated seven
slecpers. DBut despite that, no one
appeared on deck. :

'ic juniors stared at cach olher 10
amazement. § 2

“Where's Bunter, anyway: said
Wharton, with knitted brows, » He :I‘t'lLlﬁ:L;.
be here. Why doean’t he show himself?

The chums of the Remove shook l.l'l.l“_‘lrl.'
hoads., At the moment they couldu't
make head nor tail of the whele
business. Here was a schooner, with full
sail set, hard aground. 'T'hat, in itself,
suggested that something was wrong,
But where were the crew of the vessel?
And where was Billy Dunter? _

“Thore's something fishy about this
ship,” said MNugent. *“¥ou chaps
remiember 1 told you 1 had a premont
tion that there was something wrong.

Nugent's companions nodded. Of the
whole party, Nugent was perhaps the
most sensitive and imaginative, traits
which had "earned him an amount of
good-natured chipping. Bt it secmaed
here that Nugent was right. 1

Something was  wrong, decidedly
wzﬁ::g; gilent group the five juniors
moved forward, noting with growing
wonder the state of delapidation tho
vossal was in, the loose blocks and
tackle, the dirty decks, and the gencral
air of d(;"i{ﬁ!ﬂ.ﬁﬂ-l‘l.ll :

“0Oh, Heavens \

Itﬂwns Wharton who first sighted the
dead figure propped up aguinst tha
hulwarks. He drew back, his [ace
blanched_in horror. 2

“ Look at that, you chaps! )

The juniors looked, and their [aces
paled. The man in the peak cap was
dead, there was no doubt abont it. And
following closely upon that initial dis-
covery, T3ob Cherry sighted the other
four corpses,

“Five of them,”
“What treachery
aboard thia ship?”

“ Heaven alone knows,” murmured
Nugent. “These poor chaps have been
dead zome time, too.”

Wharion nodded.

“ But how has this ship reached horo¥"
he asked. “If there's no oue aboard,
how on earth—"

muttered Wharton,
has been going on

“Must have drifted,” sald Johniy
Bull, “That's why all saill 15 scs
even ﬂmuﬁh the blessed thing’s rum
aground. No one to manage her. Might
have been driflting about the seas
woeks like this—"

“But that's rot,” said Bob Cherry,
“a ship this size wouldn't last a day
without & erew to handle her.”

Jonnny Bull smiled grimly.

* Thera's more than one oase on record
where the eutire crew of a ship has
been stricken down with scurvy and yet,
by some strange chance and freak of
nature, the ship has drifted into a port
thousands of miles away with scarcely
a.u% damage to it.”

Nugent whistled. .

‘["Ii‘hat’a a bit steep, old scout,” he sald
soltly,

“Not a bit,” replied Johnny Bull
“In Elofe_me I came across the captain’s
log told its own tale. Every member of
tive crew wasz down with scurvy, the
captain himself was also in its grip.
That was off the coast of Australia, and
yvet hiz ship drifted into a French port
tive or six months later.”

Whether that story was true or not
mattered little to the Greyfriars juniors.
Their chief concern was to find Bunter,
and then to put as much distance
between themselves and the tragic
schooner as was possible.

“Bunter! DBunter]! Where are you,
Bunter ¥

Harry Wharton & Co. awoko the
echoes with their yells. Still there was
no sign of Buntor.

] suppose the silly ass hasn't fallen
overboard?” muttered Wharton
anxiously. “This ship is beginming to
get on my nerves.''

“Qame here,” said Bob Cherry.
“There's been somme frightful business
going o,

He shuddered.

* Let's explore the cabins,” suggested
Wharton. * Perhaps the fat dulier has
fonnd & cosy spot and fallen asleep.™

“ Not likely,” said Nugent, aha.l-:mg his
head. *“Xeep together, you chaps.”

In gilence the five juniors made their
way to the companion-way. A black
void was all that grected their geze.
Wharton, who was in the lead, paused.

or

Ei]

“Carcful down these steps,” he
muttered. " Wish we'd got somae
imatches.™ '

He bepan to descend the wooden

stairs, hit heart beating rapidly, his
nerves teut. Behind him came the rest
of the Co. equally strung up. The
juniors winced as the stufiy, offensive
atmosphere of the place assailed their
nostriig, as they gingerly felt their way
along. :

Very little light perceclated the well of
the ship, for all the hatches were on and
the portholes were closed, their thick
plate glass grimed with thick layers
of salt and dirt.

“Steady,” whispered Wharton. * Wa
are in & cabin of some sort. Might find
a light here, if we're lucky.”

Slam !

Nugent, who was the last one of the
party, jumped as s movement came
from hclhind him. In the gloon he saw
the shadowy figure of a man. Next
minute the igure was blotted out as the
door of the cabin was slammod home,

“What's that #"* gasped Wharton,

Nugent licked his dry lips.

“Bomeone's locked uns in,” he said.
“J saw somebody in the darkness, and
then the door was slammed to.”

i, rat!™ eaid Johnny Bull, in an
attempt to-comfort Nugent. "1 expect
the door swung to of its own You
imagined the rest.”

“1 tell you I didn't,” =aid Nugent.

Johnny ?'Bul] moved tg him and tried
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* Carambo !

Ids waking conseiousness, the fat Removi

ambo !

to open the door orf the cabin. Bub it
resisted his efforts. Thoe door was firmly
jammed.

“Here's a go!” muttered Wharton.
“1 say, Bob, lel's see if we can get these

rtholes opon.”

“Right-ho!" i

{Un ona side of the cabin was a row of
i through

portholes, seven in number,

which a8 weak light filtered. The
moment those portholes were n:;fcmed the
cabin became flooded with the after-
noon's aunlight. The juniors were

temporarily blinded by the glare after
the darkness, but when their eyes
became accustomed 1o 1t they loeked
about them with interest.

It was a spacious cabin they wero in,
about eight feet square. In the centre
was a table bolted to the floor. On it
were two enps and saucers half filled
with somao liquor that once might have
béen tea. At the far end of the cabin
wore two bunks, but 1t was the gencral
untidiness of the cabin that struck the
juniors most. Lockera had been
emptied of their contents, for the focor
was littered with papers and nauntical
insiruments.  The panelled walls had
been ruthlessly slashed with & halchet
or similar weapon, great weals being
visible on every panel. Some of the
pancls, indeed, had been wrenched com-
pletely away,

“What a story this cabin could tell”
sald Wharton, as he peered round, *“1I
say, Boh,” he added in & note of horror,
“look at those bunks!™

“(h, Heavens ™

The juniors looked towards the bunks.
Bedelothes were tossed above over them
in untidy heaps, and under the bed-
clothes, lying still and deathlike, were
two figures. In horrified silence the
Removites gazed down at the gruesome
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Ah!* The Spaniard made a quick movement with his knife as Billy Bunter’s eyes flickered open. In
te saw that dreadful face peering into his, saw the long blade and shivered.
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“ Car-

You come cheat me ? Pig !**  (See Chapter 7.)

gight. There was no visible zipn of a
wound on either of the still forms to
suggest how thoy had come by their end.
But tho glance Wharton gave the hali-
emptied cups on the table suggesied a
possible theory of poisoning.

“ Poor beggars !" he muttered.

The juniors drew back in horrified
silonen and eyed ecach other in alarm.
Then they jumped as an unknown voico
broke in upon their thoughts.

““IHa, ha, ha! Bo you sce slecpers?
Carambo! So slecp all who cross Pedro
Montana's path 1

Harry Wharton & Co. wheeled sharply
az that foreign voico smote their ears.
Then they jumped as they saw an evil-
looking face leering at them through a
Emﬁﬁﬂ panel high up in the wall of the
camn.,

“Who are you, you scoundrel 77 said
Iarry Wharton. " What does all this
mean "

“It means that Pedro Montana be a
rich man some day,” said the Spaniard
in lisping accents.  * But you boys inter-
rupt. ou are my prisonera!”

“"Are we, vou rotter?” growled
Joahnny Dull. "We'll seo about that!
Where's Bunter

The Spaniard smiled then
chuckled horribly.

“ Beeg fat boy, yea?. Oh, he safo!”
. You amungmf'!” snapped Ilarry
Wharton. “If vou've hiarmed a hair of
hiz head you'll pay dearly Ffor it!
Where 1s he?”

“That 18 the business of Pedro
Montana,” camo the sibilant reply.
“But I waste time. You,” he added,
pointing & grimy fnger at Bob Cherry
—"you will favour me by sceuring your
friends with this rope.”

Through the paoel came whizzing

and

several picces of rope. They [ell at Bob
Chorry's feet.

“Do you think I'm g‘ﬂiug to tie up
my friends, you scoundrel?" demanded
Iiob warmly. “You think agsin, old
bean,"” 4

A nasty expression fitied across the
Spaniard's dusky face.

“I don't think, T know,” he answered.
“I give vou five minutes to secure all
your friends"

“Go and cat coke !™ saad Bob stoutly.

“You relusc?"

*“Of course " ) :

Tho Spaniard's eyes glittered with
rage. To the horror of 1lob’s chumsa the
scoundrel brought into view a revolver.

“You refuse,” he lisped. * Very well.
I will not kill you this time, but to show
you that my aim is good I will send
& bullet within an inch of your foot.”

“Btop!” called out IHarry Wharton;
but evon as he spoke the revolver rang
out.

Crack !

Bob Cherry paled as he felt the
whistle of the bullet, thon hiﬂi"glﬁ.nned at
his feet. No more than an inch from
where he stood there was a hole in the
flooring; the Spaniard had kept his
word.

“You see, my vyoung friend,” he
lisped, "I can shoot, Should you refuso
to ¢bey, then I will shoot you to death
by inches*

Bob Cherry sct his lips firmly.

“IDo  your worst, you
scoundrel 1"

Again the revolver was raised, but
Harry Wharton stepped forward and
seizod DBob by the arm.

“Ton't be a fool, Bob™ he said

(Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.}

hastily. “The rotter’s got the whip-
hand. Do as ho says.”

The Spaniard laughed harshly.

“*You advise well,” he said, *if you
would have your lives. I am waiting!™

Much against his will Bob proceeded
to bind his chums' snkles and wrists
together.

“See that they are made secure, my
young friend,” lisped the Spaniard, “ or
it will go hard with you.”

Bob Cherry did not reply. He gave
his chums appealing glances and obeyed
the Spaniard’s order.  When Nugent,
the last one of the party, had n
bound, the panel an the wall closed to
and the face of the Bpaniard dis
lecared. Three minutes later the door
of the cabin was opened and Pedro
into the room, a

imy, dushky face.

Montana peered
pavage grin on his

“You do well,” he zaid, eyei his
prisoners with a gloating smile. " You
are—— . Ah, would you, my young
friend ™

For Bob, driven to desperation,. had
launched himsclf at the man. A sting-
ing right that would have felled him to
the fHoor of the cabin bad it landed
whizzed past the Spaniard’s chin, miss
ing him by the [raction of an inch.
Next moment, to the horror of Bob's
chums, the BSBpaniard reversed his
revolver and. dealt Bob Cherry a sting-
ing blow with the buit end of it over
the head.

Without & groan Bob sank in a heap
at the man’s fest, unconscious,

*¥ou fiend!”

"“You eoward IV

The Removites struggled in their
bonds as they saw their chum struck
down, but poor Bob had done his task
too wall.

The Spaniard leered down at them.

*You koep the wise tongue,” ho said.
“Have I not told you that I am Pedro
Montana, the killer? Ha, ha, ha '™

He broke inte a At of maniacal
laughter, and Harry Wharton & Co.
shuddered as they looked at the man,
half animal, half human. As he saw
the expressions on the faces of the
Removitez the Spaniard pulled himself
up and an expression of extreme cun-
ning crossed his dusky face.

“You know not why I here?” he
asked. “I kill one three five grown
men, What for? Ha! You could not
know that aboard this accursed wvessel
there's a fortune of well nigh half a
million,™

“He's mad !” muttered Johnny Ball,

The SBpaniard caught his words.

“You eay I mad?® he chuckled.
“Mayvbe—mayba. Who would not ba
mead with diamonds worth half a million
pounds within arm’s reach somewhere—
somewhere-—somowhero 1"

He crooned the last words several

times to himself, and with a bland,
childlike expression gazed at all four
walls,
_And Harry Wharton & Co., with a
sinking of tho heart, realised that they
were prisoners in the hands of a mad-
olamn.

— ey —

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Dares !

b UMMMDM I
M Billy Bunter groaned as
effcetively  &s  the impro-

~ vised gag would allow. Tho
fat junior had just come to. There was
an ache in hizs head which he likened
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E:pb:r red-hot knives being plunged into
i,

* Mummmm ! -

The fat junior's eyes blinked into the
stuffy blackness of the hold, but they
saw nothing. Then, fofsthe first time,
Bunter became aware that his ankles
and wrists were tied, and that & piece of
rag had been wedged into his mouth as
a gap,

He started to work his jaws, and after
a painful five minutes he succeeded in
displacing the gag.

“Oh dear!"” %m muttered. “My
head! Grough!"”

For once in a way DBunter really had
something to grean about, for on hia
forchead was a bump the size of an egg.
Bunter couldn’t see that, of course, but
he knew it to be there. He shuddered
as he recalled his unexpected meeting
with the Bpaniard; he shivered as he
pictured the ovil face of the man and
the long, curving knife. Bunter did not
know it, but he owed his lifc to the
stray tackle-block that had struck him.

" (zrogooough !

Bunter groaned alresh, and doubtless
found some comfort in it, for he con-
tinued to groan. But groaning has its

Nlimits, and the fat Owl of the Bemove

gave it up at Jast and concentrated
upon his ition. Where he was, ex-
cept that he was aboard the schooner,
Bupter hadn't the foggiest idea.

“0Oh dear!” he murmured, blinking
into the darkness, “I hope that rotter
doesn't come back. I believe hce was
gowng to kill me. Why doesn’'t Whar-
ton and his erowd come along? Mean
beasts to leave a fellow in a hole like
this !

It was in Bunter's mind to shout for
help, but he recalled the savage face of
the Spaniard, and shuddered to think
what would happen if he drew that
awarthy-looking gentleman on the
scenc. For once in & way common-
sense came to Bunter., He simply must
get free of his bonds. Bui how to set
about that task prosented a problem
which Bunter found difficult of solution,

Heo wriggled and twisted until he was
out of broath, but the cords still held
him, although he had managed to
lopzen them a trifle. At that moment
Bunter's oxtreme fatness served him
well, for a fat subject is more difficult
to bind sccurely than a healthy subject,
and Pedro Montana had not had much

time at his disposal to secure the fat

junior safely. The cords bit deep into
Bunter's podgy flesh, but they eould be
moved, although such movement
brought considerable pain to the fat
junior.

Ha rolled his wrists one upon the
ather until he had succeeded in shifting
ona loop of the cord on a level with
hia knuckles. If that one loop could -be
ali!%pnd, the rest would not be too
diffienlt.

“Oh dear! My wrists! Wow !

Bunter's fat wrists suffered severely,
but he persevered, a mental picture of
the Spaniard with the long knife serv-
ing to stimulate him te further effort
when he felt the pain more than he
could stand,

Thoe fat junior's wrists were raw b
thiz time, yot still he laboured on, and,
with a supreme effort, which entailed a
deal of pain, and drew a howl from
hirn, Bunter managed at last to shp
that one loop of cord.

“0Oh dear! Wow ™ .

Bunter rested for five minutes aftor
that; ho felt that he deserved a rest.
Then, filled with hope, bhe started
afresh. But that one loop had done the
trick; it was quite a simple matter to
shed the rest of tha cord, and, with a

DON'T TAKE RISKS—ORDER YOUR ANNUALS EARLY!

fecling of exquisite pain in his wrists,
Bunter at last worked them free.

Feverishly he started to fumble with
the cord that bound his ankles. 'This
was  knotted securely, and Bunter
Eicked at it until he had broken all his

nger-nails, A knowledge of %knota
would have helped him in that ex-
tremity ; but a knowledge of knots, like
many other things the avﬂmgﬂ-fﬂ_lnw
knew, was not possessed by William
George Dunter. Yet his persistency
met with its reward, for within' ten
minutes the fat junior had succeeded ir
frecing his ankles.

lﬂ'ﬂw 1“!

A moan escaped Bunter as he tried
to stand up, for his cicculation was re-
turning, with all jts attendant pains of
“pins and needles,” DBunter never was
a fellow to bear in guietly. He
moaned and groaned to hiz heart’s con-
tent now, until the worst of the pain
had worn off.

“This is aswful!”™ The fat junior
blinked to right and left, but all that
met his gaze was darkness. Then, of a
sudden, Bunter remembered that he
had a box of mateches in his pocket.

He struck one.

The light Hared up;
blinked, but he saw enough to get his
geographical itien, so to speak. Ha
was in a hold, or, to be more precise,
the ship’s sail “Jocker,” an apartment
about the size of  the Remove Form
room, On ecvery hand he could see
great epreads of sail and rope.
Another match fared into the dark-
ness, and the fat junior .fastened his
gaze on the door of the hold.

Cautiously he approached it.

He found the loop handle, and began
to slide it back as quietly as he could.
The runners on the sliding door were
in need of oil, for they creaked, and
Bunter's heart beat n tatioo against his
fat ribs for fear that the Spaniard
would hear him and come rushing on
the scene. '

The: door was wide open &t last, and
Bunter paused on the threshold, listen-
ing. To his ecars came the soupd of
blows, as if someone were chopping
wood.

“That must be that awlul rotter with
the knife,” mused the fat jumier. “Oh
dear! I wish I had a revolver or
somathing."

Blinking in the semi-gloom, he crept
forward until he found-a staircase. At
the top of the staircase was a vision of
blue sky and sunshine. DBunter
mounted the stairs, and trembled every
time they coreaked under his consider-
able weight. At last he was on deck—
on deck amongst those grim, silent
corpses.

For the moment the fat junior was
temmpted to plunge overbeard and
chance his luck in an effort to swim to
the island, but he know that he was in-
capable of swimming thres hundred
yvards, Three, in fact, would have been
his limit.

“Oh dear! What shall T do?”

Tha Owl of the IRemove came to &
halt near the figure of the dead man in
a peak cap propped up against the bul-
warks, and stared at it in fascinated
horror. From his uniform Bunter
imagincd that the man was a naval
official of some description, for there
was a gold band round the sleeves of
his jacket, and & curious ornamental
design on the peak ecap. Had Bunter
only known it, the uniform was that of
tho Revenue men of Spain.

It was not the uniform that attracted
the [at junior, however, it was the
sight of a shining piece of metal that

and Bunter
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protruded from one of the jacket-

pockets.

“A—n revolver!™ breathed Bunter,
his eyes blinking [uriously at his find.
“If—if only I could daro—if——"

He shut his eyes and made a frantic

grab at the wuapon, and, with a
shudder running through his fat frame,
managed to withdraw it from the

jacket-pocket, .

It turned out to be a Colt antomatiec.
Gingerly Bunter fingered it, and then
comon-scnse took command of him.
With this wua}nn, never mind whose
tingers had held it last, he would bo
able to keep the villainous Spaniard at
bay until such timo as he—DBunter—was
reseued from hiz awful predicament.
Really, it secmed that Billy Bunter's
luck was in.

Now that he was armed, Bunter's
conrage, always an uncertain quantity,
came back with refreshing vigour.

“Let that rotter touch mme,” muttered
Buntoer savagely, “and I'll deill bim 1”

Suddenly Bunter heard the pattering
of feet.

It was the Spaniard returning, with-
out a doubt. 1Ela.'.-r\e:c was & chance for

Bunter fto try out his new-found
COUTAEQ.
“Oh erumbs ! : o
With a peculiar fecling trickling
down his spine Bunter bolted for cover
az those pattering footsteps became
more pronounced, And when Pedro

Montane, knife in hand, appeared on
deck, William George Bunter, with the
automatic shaking in his tremblng
fingers, was concealed under a friendly
tarpaulin not more than five fect away.

“Carambo! ground out the
Spaniard. “I could have sworn that L
heard—— No, it must be my imagina-
tion 1" _

He scrutinised the deck and seemed
satisfied, for he went down below
again, and Bunter, as he heard his

attering footsteps grow fainter and
})ninter, %rﬂﬂ.th‘;d a huge sigh of relief,
and remained whera he was, shaking
like a fat jelly.

- o 4 L]

“Helpl" ]

Billy Bunter jumped as that wvoice,
faint and weak, smote nis cars, For the
moment he was inclined to break from

kis cover and bolt for his life. Fear of
cncountering  the Spaninrd, however,
neld him where ha was.

¥

“Help! Water! Give mec water

t was an English voice, & fact which
afforded Billy Buuter some consolation,
and it seemod to proceed from the
whealhouse, a few feot away from where
Lilly Bunter cronched. ol
It was not valour but curiosity that
prompted Bunter to crawl from his
hiding-place to the wheelhouse, With
heating heart and nerves strung to their
higliest tersion, the Owl of the Remove

liztened at the door of the wheelhouse.
*Help!” ) ; _
It was Irom within that the veiro

emanated, Softly, cautiously, Billy

Bunter turned the handle of the doar.
It gave to his touch.

Bunter peered in. .

The sight that met his gaze drew a
ery of horrer from his hips, for bound
to the big wheel was the figure of a
soaman in tha last stages of exhaustion.
A deep wound ran down the full length
of th: man’s face—a face deeply lined
with suffering and auguish.

The searman, bound as he was, was
sprawled over the wheel, evidenty
unable to keep his feet any longer. A
scarf drooped reund hiz chin, which told
Bunter that the unfortunate man had
been pagged and that he had succceded
at last in freeing himseclf of it. He

could net turn his head os Bunter crept
in, but he knew of the presenco of the
fat junior.

“What!
came!™ he 5a5ped+

“h, good Heavens!”

Billy Bunter was not in the habit of
bestowing sympathy on  his  fellow
creatures, being far too occupicd with
the welfare of William George Bunter,
but e could not restrain 5.& ery of
pity and horror as he blinked at- the
man lashed to the wheel, Next minute,
forgetiul of the Spaniard, the Owl of
thu Remove was trying to pick the knots
of the ropes that hclLF the scaman. But
thiz was a task beyond Bunter's powers,
and afller a few minutes of it he gave
it up.

The scaman, whose head was lolling
on one side, tricd to indicate that thera
was something 1n

Thank Heaven someone has

—*

whele week without o morsel of any-
thing to eat and nothing to drink was
to him sbout the worst conceivable fora
of torture. '

“0Dh, T say,"” he said sympathetically,
“You must feel awlfully peckish,”

The seaman smiled faintly, and
Bunter, whose fat wits were trying lo
visualise what a week of such lreatinent
would do for him, started to search
through his fat pockets in the hope of
finding somcthing of an edible nature
which ho could offer to the exhanited
man. DBut all Bunter discovered was a
stray piece of toffee mixed up with bits
of fluff and paper. Btill, it was ail
Bunter possessed and, to do him credit,
ha gave it to the oxhausted man
willingly. -

The man almost snatched it from

{Continued on next pege.}

his trouscrs pocket
that would serve

the purpose, and
Bunter understood
it at last.

Ho dived a fat
hand into the
pock et indicated,
and withdrew a
knife. It was the
waork of a few
moments after that
to free the unfor-
tunate man. He
collapsed in a heap
on the floor of the
wheelhouse the
moment his  bonds
were free, and
Bunter, his podgy
heart beating nine-
teen to the dozen,
stared down at him.

“Who are youi?”
asked Bunter, after
a lengthy pause,
“ And who tied you
up like this?"

It was three

niinutes or more
before the man
spoke. Propped up
against the wall of

the wheelhouse he
gave Bunter a faint
smile of gratitude.

Then ho s.;m'lm in
weaeak, aboured
acconts,

“Pedro Montana
he—*"*

Bunter fumpﬂd:

Y The c:q{g with
the long knife?” he
asked.
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The seaman

nodded.

“ Bolt the door of
the wheelhouse,”
Lie said faintly, “in
caze FPedro should
roturn,  He wonld
kill hoth of us!™

“Oh erikey

Dunter leaped to
the door of the
wheelhouse, closed
it, aud drove a long
iron  boit  home.
Then he  returned
to the seaman.

“YT have beocon
lashed to that wheel
for a week, without
food or water,” sald
the man faintly

Bunter grew more
sympathetie  than
ever. To be lashed
to & wheel for a |
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Bunter's hand and commenced to masti-
eate it feverishly. When he had finished
he smiled his thanks, and Bunter waited
for him to talk, oblivious now of his own
peril on board the schooner and the
passing of time.

“This is tho schooner Castile,” said
the seaman, “I only joined her at the
Cape, for 1 wanted to work my passage
to Spain, where she was due to unload.
Bhe's supposed to be s cargo-boat, but
I tumbled io the fact that the skipper
was more interested in cargo consistin
of dismonds than ordinary grain an
copra—"

“ Diamonds " Bunter's eyes sparkled.

The man nodded.

“ la] Reano, the skipper, had been ot
the game for years, and had made a
comfy living from illicit diamoud buy-
ing for his employers. But the revenue
men got wind of his activities off the
coast of Spain, and boarded us. There
was a Oght, and the Revenue men were
killed ; ﬁut in the scrap six of the crew
who were in the captain's confidence
wera killed also.”

Bunter shivered. ) _

“That left only the skipper and his
matoe, Pedro and myself,” went ‘on the
seaman. “But it was Pedro who turned
the tables on the captain, t:f_}r ha
poisoned both him and the mate.

“ Poizoned them ¥ quaked Bunter.

The scaman nodded. .

“ Doped their tea,” he said weakly.
““You see, Pedro knew that there was a
fortunc on board of close on half a
million quid in dismonds, streight from
the mines.”

“ Fi.-half a million!” stuttered Bunter.
“Oh, great Scott!”

The seaman laughed softly.

“But Pedro will never find them,”™ he
said. “Hear him aﬁillshm‘;;’thn cabin
in an cffort to locate them?’

Bunter listened, and guaked, for
plainly to his cars came the chopping
gound which he had heard when he had
first made his break for liberty from the
hold.

“He'll never find 'em,” muttered the
soaman, * because I've hidden 'em!”

“You have?” .

“Ay, my boy—half a million of the
best. ‘The skipper knew that he was a

onner when he drank that tea, and ho

sckoned me. Under his pillow was an
aulomatic pistol. He gave me the suto-
matic, and said that the diamonds were
in the fead-chamber of the gun. Wily
old dog was the ohptain. "lhen the old
cove cashed in his checks.”

The scaman paused, amd it was & few
maments before he resumed.

“Padro had got the killing lust,” he

¢aid, “for ho had a go at me. But 1
beat the dirty Spaniard. T hid the
blamed gun before he got me. And

gince theo 1t's been my job to steor this
accursed vessal the best I could. We're
aground, arcn't we?” ho added.

“Yeos " said Buntar, whose knowledge
of the sea was very limited. " The head
of the boat is jammed into & sandbank
off Black Reck Island.”

“Where's that,” asked the semman,
“for I've "been well nigh unconscious
for two days?” _ .

“Off the village of Pegg, in Kent,’
explained DBunter.

“Good! I feel botter now. Pegp, you
say. I know it—I know it!"”

i{{e sank back, smiled weskly
Bunter, and closed his eyes.

The Owl of the Remove grow alarmed.

“J] sav.” he babbled. ¥ you're not——"

“ Mot dyving, messmate, no,"’ camo the
reply. ”}unl: taking forty winks. Rest
easy and keep the door of the wheel-

house barred up.”
Tue MioHer immnr.—hﬂn. 1,077.
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“Bet your life!"” said Bunter.

Not for all the wealth in the kingdom
would he have wventured outside that
wheelhouse after having heard the story
of the Castile and the part Pedro
Montana had played in it .

And while the seamen sank into-a
deep slumber Billy Bunter dozed, his
imagination conjuring up afresh the
horrors of the schooner's voyage from
the Cape.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
“Swim for I¢ !

ALEDICTOS!"- )
"The Spaniard swore lustily,
and followed it up with =
string of Bpamish words with
which Harry Wharton & Co. were not
familiar.

For half an hour or more they had
watched their captor, who seemed to
bacoine more crazed with every passing
minukte.

Armed with an axe, the scoundrel
had smashed down practically all the
panelling in his savage efforts to locate
the hiddem dimmonds. But, so far, no
trace of them had he come across. The
sweat was pouring down his dirty
choeks as he paused and bestowed a bale-
ful glare on E:Ia:rrj Wharton & Co. Bob

herry, who had not yet recovered con-
sciousness, was moaning softly.

The cabin was littered with wreck-
age, proof of the Spaniard’s maniacal
energy, but_his efforts to find the
diamonds had heen fruitless,

“Half a million!” he muttered. “Ha,
ha, ha!"

The trussed juniors shivered as that
demoniacal laughter rang through the
cabin.

“Half a million,” went on Pedro
“and I cunnot find them!”

He started to rummage through the
bunk in which the dead skipper lay,
tossing the blankets aside 1n feverish
haste. o

The mate's bunk was similarly
troated, and again Pedro Montzna drew
blank. "

“Carambo, the fates are against me!
he hissed. ““ Ha, ha,'hl_ﬂ” ]
He swung the axe in a wide sweep,
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and rushed from the cabin shrieking at.

the top of his voice. ;

Harry Wharton & Co., lying there
helpless, wondeéred what fresh devilry he
was up to. i "

They soon knew, for to their nostrils
came the odour of burning wood.

“ }1o's set the ship on fire,” bvcathed
Wharton,

“(h, Heavens!™

The faces of the juniors paled. Trussed
up as they were in that wrecked cabin
their plight waz well-nigh  hopeless,
True, they might be ahle to wriggle
to the door of t%& eabin, but they would
never be able to negotiate the steps
that led to the deck, And even if
they could, what then  Desides, there
was Bob Cherry to consider. He was
still unconscious, and if the Co. were
to perish each ono cf them was deter-
mined that be would perish with his
chuma.

“HMa, ha, ha! Ho, ho. ho!”

The wild laughter of the Spaniard
from below reached the bound juniors,
and closely atop of it came the first out-
ward sign that the ship was really afire.
Smoke wes beginning to fill the cabin,
whilst below vould be heard the crack-
ling of the timber as the flames spread
to do their ghastly work.

Billy Buntar, in the wheelhouse, was
awakened from his doza by the wild
laughter of Pedro Montana. He crouched

by the door in a shivering heap and
heard the Spaniard rushing up and down
the deck, like a fiend possessed. Theon
Billy Bunter caught the smell of burn-
ing timber and he trembled afresh as
he realised that the Spaniard had fired
the schooner.

“0Oh, erumbs!” gasped Bunter.

He shook the seaman roughly, but
the poor fellow was d in slumber.
It was to be doubted !:fi?uthc-r a bowmb
wolld have awskened him in his ex-
hausted state. Bunter gave it up at
last and went back to the deor, shiverin
in every limb. To rush out of the wheel-
houss was unthinkable. There was that
crazy, murderous Spaniard! To remain
in the wheelhouse while the ship was
ablaze spelt death cither from burning
or from drowmng—or both.

“Oh, heavens” muttered Bun-
ter, licking hiy dry lips.

“Ha, ha, ha!” The Spaniard rushed
past the wheelhouse, shrieking at the
top of his voice. “Ha, ha, ha! Fare-
well, my dear Chawson. You can leave
the tiller now.”

- Bunter, in a blus funk, dragged out
the automatic with shaking fingers.
Pedro Montana locked inte the wheel-
house——

But the Spaniard did not. He raced
past, his mapniacal laughter floating out
behind him, anu stcod in the bows of
the schooner. Then he turned.

“Half a milhon! Ha, ha, ha!™

Ancther nerve-shattering shrick and
then——

Splash |

Pedro Montana had cleaved the waters
of the Channel and was striking out
for Black Rock Island.

Billy Bunter heoard -the splash and
locked out through the windows of the
wheelhouse. . Ahead of the schooner,

striking out strongly, was Pedro.

“He's gone!” g‘aﬂged Bunter, in tear-
ful relief, and he dragged at the bolt
securing the door. But he leaped back
in dismay as a great cloud of smoke
came pouring into the wheelhouse.

“(Oh, groooough!” Bunter spluttered
and eoughed and darted hither and
thither like a caged rat.

“"Haolp! Help!” ;

He jumped as he heard those cries for
help. i

“That was Wharton's voice,” muit-
tered Bunter. " Surely he can't be on
this awful schooner?" _

Tt was Wharton's wvoice, Bunter was
assured of that, and in the knowled
that Wharton might be able to help
him out of the present awlul situarion
Bunter plucked up courage and scuttled
out of the wheelhouse,

“Where aro you, Wharton®™ he
roared, heedless now of the billowing
clouds of smoke. )

“[Here!” came the answering ory.
“Quick in the main cabin.”

“I'm ecoming!” Dunter hadn't the
faintest idea where the main cubin was,
but Wharton’™s cries drew him io (he
companion way. There Bunter jibbed as
he heard the crackling of the burnin
timber and saw the rolling elouds o
black smoke that gushed up .to meet
him.

“Quick I

Bunter had been labelled & funk by

ractically everyone in the Remove at
Em}rfriarﬂ, but ha rose to the occasi
in grand style now. With courage that
surprizged even himself he dashed down
the stairs of the companionway and blun-
dered into the smoke-filled cabin.

“ Hero, Buntor " gasped Wharton, A
knife! Quick!"

Fortunately for all concerned Bunter
had pocketed the scaman's knife. I

{Continued on page 20.)
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served a useful purpose now., Hurriedly
he slashed through Wharton's bonds.

" 0Oh, good=man,” breathed Wharton.
FNow the others. Quick!™

But' the flameas and smoke were too
much for Bunter then. He shoved the
knifo - into Wharton's hands and flew
from the cabin to the deck. The cap-
tain of the Remove slashed through the
cords that held Nugent. Then he freed
Inky and Bob Cherry and Johony Bull

“Thank Heavens!"™ cried the juniors
fervently.

Then, with Bob Cherry, who had come
round, in their midst, they stampeded
for the companionway and escrambled
out on deck.

The ship was well ablaze by now.
In twenty minutes or less it would break
up, that much was certain.

I gay, you fellows,® Billy Bunter
came rushing up to the Famous Five
“hﬂ'l’: are wa going to get off this awful

t F1 ]

“Swim for it, Fatly,” replied Johnny

Ball.

Bunter broke into & howl.

"“But T can't swim from here to the
island "

“We'll look after you, old fat man,*
said Bob Cherey. “You've saved our
lives—awe'll save yours between us™

“Don't worry, Bunter I gaid Wharton,
h-lriing the fat junior by the arm. "Comse
on "

“The man in the wheelbouse,” gasped
Bunter. “We can’t leave him here—"

The Co. stopped.

“What mant”

And Bunter explained as quickly ns
ho could. Harry Wharton & Co. did
not follow much of what their fat com-
panion told them, but they gathered that
thero was a man in the wheclhouse. The
juniors went thers in a rush.

The seaman whom Pudro had called

Chawson blinked up at the juniors in 0

wondar.

“Come on,” said Wharton briskly,
“the ship’s ablaze.”

*Ablaze, messmates,” sald Chawson
Isintly. “More of Pedro's devilry. You'd
beat get off while it's safe and leave
me."

¥ Not likelf‘," aaid Wharton stoutly.
“We're not leaving you here.”

He jumped forward as he spoke and
with the aid of Johnny Bull dragged the
exhausted man to his feet en A

vickly as they could the juniors made
their way to the side of the ship. A
rope was . fastenod round Chawson's
waist and he was lowered into the water,
to be reccived by Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh. That sturdy youth, turned Chaw-
son on his back and began to pull him,
in the correct life-saving fashion, away
from the blazing ship A moment moro
pnd Johnny Bull ga,d dived in after
his chum and was giving him assistance.

Bob Cherry was the next to go. Ho
still felt dizzy from the blow on the

head, but his senses were clearing
rapidly.
‘Will you bo all right, Bob, old

tha%?_" asked Wharton anxiously.
“Right as rain,” said Bob cheerily.
*You two lock after Bunter.”

“Yos, don't leave me behind, Whar-
#on—" began Bunter

Harry Wharton smiled.

“Wa're not likely to do that, old fat
man,” he said cheerfully. “Hop in,
Franky,” he added fo Nugent, “and
get ready for Bunter,”

“You're su-y I won't drown ' asked

Tue Maarer Lsrary.—No. 1,077,

the Owl of the Remove, blinking fear-
fully at the ll:a}i:in waves and the dis-
tance between ¢ a%fa:iug gship and the
shore,

* Of course you won't!” said Wharton.
“Hop down that rope. I'll follow you.”

It went against his will to trust him-
self in the sea with even such
ewimmers 88 Wharton and Nugent, but
Bunter had no alternative. It was either
that or a fearfur fate on board the
schooner Castile. ;

Shutting his eyes Buntér dropped off
the end of the rope and plumped into
th';'l Wﬂ.l"!-l'-

Bplash |

“ Grooooough ! howled Bunter. “I'm
drowning ™
~ “No, you're not,” came Nu_:irnnt's volce
in tonee of reassurance. “Just keep
still—float if you can.”

“¥arcooop 1"

“What's the matter now?™ asked
Wharton, as he swam by the side of
Bunter ready to take him over from
Nuient when that junior should tire.

“L've lost my glasses | howled Bunter.

“Never mind about your glu'a%"
said the captain of the lgemm-e. “Wo
ought to be thankful that we've escaped
with our livea.”

" But my glasses,” shricked Bunter, “7T
think :R;:’ru might go back and look for
them, Wharton.”

“Eh?’ WEkarton was taken aback by
that cool request.

"After T've saved your lives, too,”
enid Bunter peevishly. “Cetting my
glasses 1a the least you could do.”

“We'll buy you & new pair when we
get back to Greyfriars,” said Wharton,
with a grin.

“¥You mean itt?

M course.”

Billy Bunter, floatin
& fh _Ha-dfﬂr ﬂft hrcﬁ r;ﬂmtud.

g want & good pair. None
of your choap and shoddy stuff. That
Imﬂ; pair of mine cost—eost—"

en-and-sixpence?” asked Nugent.

Bunter snorted.

“Certainly not!” he sid. *“Thres
ou mean "

unds seventeen-and-six,
old fat man!” said Nugent.

“ Right-h
“You shall have 'em.”

And Bunter, feeling that he had
struck a bargain in a clever fashiom, no

Ian‘fay meurned the loss of his seven-
aAna-
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on his back like

sixpenny glasses.
In any cass, he had a spare pair in his
pocket. .

Thereafter the juniors ewam in silence
to the beach of Black Rock Island.
When Bunter landed, or, rather, when
Nugent and Wharton landed him, the
rest of tho juniors were already on the
beach attouding to the seaman
Chawson.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" exclaimed Bob
Cherry :uddanlly. “There goes the
schooner 1%
~In a silent group the Greyfriars
juniors gazed seaward. The Castile,
enveloped in flames and smoke, was
gradually settling in the water. Of a
sudden the flaming stern heaved high
in the air, then down wont the bows of
tho vessel. Came a hissing and gurg-
ling of rushing water. Then, when the
junmiors looked again, all sign of tho
schooner Castile had disappeared.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Escape !
£ ALLO, halle, hallo!” sang out
Bob Cherry. “Thero's o,

couple of motor-hoats putting
out to the spot where the

schooner was !
The swirling clouds of smoke had
evidently attracted the attontion of the

coastguards, for leaping through the
sea cama the coasiguards' bosat and the
chg_ lifeboat.

“Live 'em a hail " said Wharton.

“Boat ahoy!” yelled the Famous Five,

But for the moment the speeding
boats took no notice of the juniors on
the island.

Round and round the spot where the
schooner had sunk the two boats circled,
on the look-out for any of the vessel's
crew who had escaped from that swirl-
ing vortex. They could have saved
themselves the trouble if they had only
kouown as much as did ‘Harry Wharton
& Co. As it was, - twenty minutes
clapsé¢d before tho coastguards' launch
camo  purring over to Black Rock
Island, the Pegg lifeboat still patrolling
the spot where the Castile had broken
Lr )0

With eager faces the Famous Five
rushed down to the beach and hauled
the launch high and dry.

The two maaEa;unrds stepped out and
regarded the Greylriars juniors with
astonishment writ large in their weather-
beaten faces.

“What's the idea, young fellows?”
asked the senior officer. “ What are you
doing here? Where's your boat? I

take it you're not swimming back to
the mainland?”

The questions were rattled off like
Lullets from a machine-gun, and then
Harry Wharton explained. The coast-

guards listened to the strango story in
growing wonder and astonishinent.

“You're not trying to pull my leg,
are you, young fellow?” asked the senior
officor when Wharton had finished.

For auswer Wharton inted tao
Chawson, who was sprawled on the
bench, still in a state of semi-collapse,

“You can get the full story from.
him,” said the captain of the Remove.
“He was one of the crew of the Castile,
and unless I'm very much mistaken that
scoundrel Pedro is still lurking about
the island, for Bunter says that he was
swimming here when he last saw him.”

“Well, this beats the band!” said the
coastguard. “lllicit diamond-running,
eh? Bwab my decks!”

He moationed to his subordinate to
stand by the Jaunch, and then he nccom-

nied the junmiors to the spot whers

hawson, who was being loo alter
H William George Bunter, had been
ek,

In faltering tones Chawson told hia
story again, end this time the coaat.
guard did not doubt it .

“You say there was half-a-million in
diamonds on board?”

“Yes,” replied Chawson faintly,
“But they must have gone down wi
the schooner, for I hid them—"* -

His voice trailed 'off, for his strength
was [ailing fast.

The coastguard supported him on his
arm and pulled & brandy fask from his
pocket, The exhausted man sipped the
potent liquor and recovered somewhat,
All the juniors hung on his next words
and so intent were they that they failed
to seo the evil face that glared at them
from behind a thicket not more than
three yards away.

It was Pedro Montana !

With lips parted in a snarl like some
savage amimal he overbeard every word
that was said.

“They were in the feed chamber of

tha automatic,” said the ma.stgua.rd
officar hﬂlpfull' . “And you hid the
gun——"

Chawson pulled at the brandy-flask
again before he replied.

“I dropped the gun in the dpoc[-r.et, of
the Revenue officer as I raced by with
that villain Pedro not more than five
feet behind me.”
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“* Maledictos [ ** The Spaniard swore lustily as Harry Wharton & Co.,
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hound and helpless, watched him smash down practi-

cally all the panelling in his savage, maniacal efforts to locate the hidderrdiamonds. ** Half a miillon I ** he muttered.

“The Revenue officer? queried the
coastguard.
_Chawson nodded.

“He was a gonner,” he zald. *“Been

& gonner for & weeck or more. And
Pedro, for some reason, wouldn’t chuck
him nverboard. He propped him against
the bulwarks.”
- There was a sudden yell from William
George Bunter: That fat youth looked
as if he were on the verge of bursting
from excitement.

He jumped forward and dragged
Chawaon by the arm.

“Was the Hevenue officer in a peaked
Mj:l, gold bands on his jacket-sleeve,
&4n

Chawson nodded.
""Ho was.”

“Oh, great Scott!”

To the amazement of all present, Bill
Buntor backed away from the party an
fummbled in his pocket.

“What's this silly gameil”
Johnny Bull.

“You keep quiet, Bulll” said Bunter,
with great dignity, ™ You'ro talking to
a chap with hali-a-million of money in
hiz pockets!™

“What do you mean?"

For answer Billy Bunter drew the
automatic from hiz pocket. At that
moment he would have given anything
he possessed to have been sble to dis-
lodre the feed chamber of the gun, for,
accarding to Chawson, that chamber con-
tained diamonds worth, roughly, half-a-
mi lion pounds.

- % Here's the sutomatic!” =said Bunter
prondly. “I snatched it from thoe dead
- man's pocket to defend myself if that

hooted

“*Ha,ha,ha [ ** (See Chapter 10.)

ewful villain Pedro tried any tricks with
his blessed knife.”

“Gammon ¥ exclaimed the
Five,

Bunter held the automatic aloft.

“Tt's true, I tell you! It's— Oh,
erumbs [

The thicket behind Billy Bunfer
stirred. The evil face of Pedro Montana
fashed into view. IMNext sccond the
automatic was snatched from Bqntqr’!
pﬂdi‘j’ hands and he was hurled spinning
et

Famous

e ground.
“ Pedra Montana 1™
The Famous Five and Chawson

echoed the name simultaneously, The
whole thing had happened so swiftly and
unexpectedly that Pedro had seconds
start of them. With a maniacal laugh
he raced down the beach streight at the
man in charge of the coastguards’
launch.

* Look out, Tompkins!”

The coastguard who had been gazing
out to sea heard the pounding of
feet behind him, and turned sharply.
Toao late! There was a flash of steel as
Pedra's knife caught the sunlight, and
the coastguard sank to the beach with
d INDEN.

Crack! '

The senior cnastgiuat& pulled out his
heavy service revolver and took quick
aim. Pedro seemed oblivious of his
Aanger, for he laughed as the bullet
whined over his head, and with super-
human strength ran the boat out inte
sufficient water to float it. A moment
later and the engine broke into meotion.

Crack |

Another bullet flew from the coast-
guard’'s gun. But Pedro appeared to

have a charmed life, for it missed him
by the fraction of sn inch. Then, with
a mocking laugh, the launch was headed
out to_ sea, its powerful little engine
responding to full acceleration.

Too astonished to speak, so quichly
and unexpectedly had everything ha
pered, arton & Co. rushed towards
the wounded coastguard. He smiled up
at them,

“Caught me napping,” he said. “It's
all nght, young men; it's only a flesh
wound."”

“Thank goodness!™ breathed Wharton
huskily.

He did what he could for the wounded
coastguard, and then turned his eyos
seaward. The launch was carryving
Podro Montana farther away, with his
haul of diamonds, with every lapsing
second. Billy Bunter was inconsolable.
Heo danced up and down the beach, yell-
ing at the top of his voice _and shaking
his podgy fists at the r-aﬂe-cimg launch.

“Come back, you rotter!” he roared.
“Come back, you rotten thief! You
villain! ¥ou blackguard! Oh crikey!™

But all that floated back to William
George Bunter was the S8paniard's mock-
ing laughter. ;

I say, isn't it awful 7" said Bunter,
dragging Wharton by the arm, *Those
rotten diamonds would have fetched me
a whacking reward. And now I shan’t
got a penny. Rotten, I cal] it!"

As uvsual, Bunter was full of his own
troubles. Of the fate of the Revenue
men, of the captain of the Castile, of
Chawson, and, lastly, of the wounded
coastguard, he gave not a thought.
Buater had lost a “ whacking ® reward,

TeE Maguer Liseary.—No, 1.077.
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aud, like Rachel of old, he mourned
and would not be comforted. .

“Weo'll get him yet,” said the scnior
coastguard grimly, as he signalled to
the Pegg lifeboat to pull in to the island.
*‘1'll wiroless the Channel patrol. They'll
soon settle Mister Pedro Montana's
hash!"

He spoke confidently, but the juniors
did not share his  optimiam., They
rather fancied that Pedro Montana
would eluds all pursuit, and Chawson
shared their belief.

“The slippery cuss would get through
the eyve of a needle!"” he muttered.

While the Pegg lifeboat was speeding
towards the island, Harry Wharton &
Co. hurriedly dressed. Noene of them
felt the worse for the afterncon's tragic
expericnces, except Bob Cherry, but he
mado light of his injured head.

The liicboat pulled in, and the party
helped Chawson aboard, Then they
clambered in after him. Oneo again the
story of Pedro's treachery was told, this
timo to the lifeboatmen, who, until they
had the coastguard’'s assurance that the
story was not a fabrication, plainly
showed their disbalief.

In silence thereafter the party sped
back to FPegg Bay. Once there, Harry
Wharton & 60,. and the man Chawson,
to say nothing of Billy Bunter, made a
statement which was duly ._‘n'g:ned and for-
warded to the proper guarter., After
that there was a painful interview with
the owner of the boat which Harry
Wharton & Co. -had hired. As Bunfer
was really to blame for the loss of this
craft, it was up to him io make some
offer of compensation. But Bunter
refysed to see where he was to blame.

“If you hadn't tried to keep me out of
the mouldy feed, after having promised
o a share, I wouldn't have taken the
rotten beat—see?” he oxclaimed indig-
nantly. -

And he rolled away ns if that fApally
settled the matter, as indeed it did, so
far as he was concerncd. Certatnly
Wharton & Co. never saw & penny of
Bunter's money when the time came
:i:tmuid for compensating the boatman for

13 058,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bravo, Bunter !

M ¥ those fellows had backed me up

1 I should have bcen a wealthy

fellow now!"

. William George Bunter was
distinctly peeved. It was after prep,
and the story of Harry Wharton & Co.'s
adventures rzad spread throughout the
school, mainly duo to the loguacious-
ness of the Owl of the Remove.

Bunter liked the limelight, and he was
certainly gotting his full share of it now.
A crowd of Removites surrounded him
in the Common-room, all E?.FE:I.‘ to hear
once again the story of Billy Bunter's
misfortune. Their eagerness was doubt-
less inspired by the fact that at each re-
telling - of the afternoon’s adventures
Bunter brought his imaginative ors
inte full play. Ha had told how he had

rappled with Pedro Montana—how he

d fought for his life—how he had
saved the lives of Harry Wharton & Ca.
at groat risk to his own, with a complete
disregard of facta or truthfulpess.
Really, Bunter was convinced at the end
of each story that he had played a hero's
part—that but for Harry Wharton &
Co.'s “funkiness” he would have
bagged & substantial reward. Skinner
& Co. listened to Bunter's modest
account of his adventures with grave
faces, and the fat junior was too obtuse
:.n observe that they were pulling his
cg.

“E'n‘ }'{ﬂl
Montana — eh ?
solemnly.

Bunter's fat chest expanded. ]

“1 fought for my life," he said
valiantly. “The fearful scoundrel
throw a knife at me that passed within
—within an inch of ‘my head."

“Bure it wasn't a quarter of an inch "
asked SBnoop.

Bunter considered afrash,

“0On second thoughts, it was nearer
than that,” he said. “I actually felt the
binde touch my haic.” - '

Skinner & Co. stifled a giggle.

“ And what did you do then,
chap "

rappled with this Pedro
* inguired Skinner

old

(P TN s ]

EDITORIAL'!

Do you like a joke ?

Of course you do! But do you like to be the victim of 4 ? That
depends, of course, on circumsigneces.

But everyone al least likes reading about the efforts of a practical
joker—that's if he’s a star performer ! .
v And a star performer in the practical joke line is due lo arrive at

‘frrey

friars next Saturday, chums. He answers lo the name of

Christopher Clarence Carboy, and he's the absolule limit. Bunter and
Harry Wharton are his first victims ; even Mr. Queleh, the learned
master of the Remove, i3 not immune from the joking activities of
Christopher Clarence. But “ old Quélchy " is a downy bird, as the

new boy discovers fo his cost.

A terrific

swishing for trying lo pull

“ Quelchy's " leg doesn't deter Christopher Clarence ; life to kim is one

long, .continual round of practical joking.

I'n

“THE JAPER OF GREYFRIARS!?”

your fovourile author, Frank Richards, has

excelled himself. This

masterpiece would cure the bluest of blues ; il's so wnvigorating that
it would transform the world’s worst pessimist tnte an optimaist!
I's your treat, remember, for next Sedurday.

- The wise reader wnll take the precaution of ordering his * Magnet ™
well in advance. There’s nothing worse than missing a treal which
the mext fellow s enjoying to the full. Take the tip, then, boys, aid

give that order to-day.—EbD.

W‘M

::I [eI!IJe:i him to the ground!™

“1 grelled him to the found—I mean
I felled him to the ground,” re ]_I.Eti
Bunter. “He was a great huolking
fellow, over six feet in height. But was
[ afraid? Not likely! You chaps konow
how plucky ¥ am."

*We do!”

“Wo doesl” .

Bunter blinked at his audicnce.

“1f Wharton and his funky crowd had
played up, the rotter would never have
got away.”

“Hard lines, old fat man,"” enid

Skinner gravely. “Where were they
when you .were grappling with this
awful fellow Montana *™

“They were lying in the cabin,” said
Bunter.

“And you're lying here!" murmured
Snoop.
“What did you _ say, Snoop

demanded Bunter suspiciously.

“ M.nothing, old chap. Go on!"

“They wara lying in the cabin, like a
silly set of funks," went on Bunter.
“ And if it hadn't been for me all of
‘e would have perished !

“ Bravo, Bunter!"” exclaimed Skinner,
with well-assumed enthusiasm,

Bunter smirked.

“Yes, I fancy they wouldn't have
been here now but  for me," he
remarked.  “The ehip was an awful
blaze of smoke and—and f{lames, you
know. I rushed, down the companion,
regardleass of the #fames, and—and
rescued them.™

“But where was Montana all this
time 7" asked Skinner.

“I dodged into the wheelhouse—I
mcan, 1 sprang at him like a lion and
felled him——

“What, again!"

“I felled him with such force,'" said
Bunter gravely, “that the awful rotter
lost his balance and toppled over into
the sea. My first thought after that wes
for—="

“ Yoursclf 1" asked Skinner sweetly.

“0Oh, really, S8kinner! I hope you
daon't think that I'm that sort of chap.
My first thought waa for Wharton and
hiz crowd. The smoke was gushing out
of the companton. The fiames were

leaping high, But what did I care?
You know ey style. If there's any
danger, [——

“Usually make yourself scarce,” said
Bolsover major.

“0Oh, really, Bolsover! I'd like you
follows to have scen me there, It would
have opencd your eves'

“0h, we know how plucky you are,
old fat man!" said Snoop. " But you
want to be careful. f that chap
Montana's & weongeful fellow, he'll be
after your blood. He's the sort of chap
who wouldn't stop short of breaking into
the school and knifing you—"

“{.llﬁr !In'

Bunter's jaw dropped.

"“"INo—do—do you think so, Snoop?”

Snoop nodded gravely.

"I do. What do you think, Skinner "
lin asked.

“T think the same,” replied the cad
of the Remove, “Stll, Bunter's nrt
afraid of him, are you, Buntor 3V

Bunter gulped something in his throat.

“Nunno. of course not!”

“You've felled him once,” said
Skinner comnfortingly, giving Bolsover a
meaning nod and & wink. “Yeu'd
it again. Still, you want to keep on the
watch."”

There was a sudden commaotion in tha
doorway of the Common-room. Next
moment Dlolsover major, who a few
moments earlier had quietly withdrawn
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“ Here’s the aulomatie,” sald Bunter proudly.
awiul villain Pedro and his blessed knife.’”
“ Ti"s——oh erumbs ! ** The evil face o

was snalebed from his podgy hand,

from the group of Removites, came ruzh-
ing in. There was a terrified expression
on the burly junior’s face.

“* Look out!™ he panted, rushing up to
Billy Bunter.

“Eht"

“Montana ™

“Wow ! gasped Bunter.

" You sald he'd break into the school,
Snoop," gasped Bolsover. " Save us,
Bunter I

*Grooocough

Billy Bunter stood rocted to the floor
for the space of a few seconds. The
thought of Pedro Montana being in the
school almost paralysed him,

Skinner and gﬂﬂﬁp and Bolsover clung
to Bunter in mock terror.

“Save us, Bunter!™ they exclaimed.

“Waw! Oh dear! Keep him off 1
- Ketion suddenly returned to William
George Bunter. He tore himself [ree
grid made & frantic bolt for the table.
Shaking like a fat jelly, he crouched
onder at.

* Keop him off 17 ha yelped. " He's
dangerous! Wow! T-t-tell him that
I'm not hera! Oh erikey ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter's spectacles nearly toppled off
hiz nose as that hearty roar of laughter
rang through the Common.room. Gone
from the faces of SBkinner & Co. was the
terror that the very name of Montans
had inspired a few seconds carlier.

“ifa, ha, hal"

'fhe Removites enjoved the joke to
the full, but it took Bunter three or
four minutes before he realised that his
fat leg had been pulled.

¢ peered out cautiously from his
hiding-place.

“Is he gone, you chaps?”

““Ha, ha, ha!” reared Bolsover. * He
wasn't here, vou fat duffer! We were
palling your leg "

And, as that fact dawned in on the
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obtuse mentality of the Owl of the
Remove, the l{emnvit&s roared with
laughter at the peculiar expression that
scttled on hiz podgy face

* He, he, he!™ 5 ;
Bunter's well-known  cachinnation
swelled the roar of laughter as he

emerged from underneath the table.
Now that he knew Pedro Montana was
not at (reyfriars it was surprising how
Bunter's courage returned.

“Ha, he, he!™ he cackled, rolling
over to the Removites, albeit keeping
wary eye on the door of the Common.
room. "I knew you were only I%luking.
1 completely took you in, what? Thought
I was funky, ¢h? He, Ee, he !

But that was more than Skinner & Co.
could stand. They fell upon William
George Bunter and bumped him hard.
Even that did. not cure the ©Owl of his
boastfulness, however, And when
eventually news came through to Grey-
friars that the coastguard's launch had
been run down in mid-Channel at dead
of night, and that jts single occupant
had perished Bunter felt more courage-
ous than ever. It transpired that the
vieinity of the ecollision had been
searched for two hours, but no further
trace of Pedro Montana was found.

Despite all his black treachery, his
eunning and his ruthlessness Pedro Mon-
tana had failed, for at best he had taken
hiz ill-gotten gains with him to the
bottom of the sea, where they would
serve him little purpose except perhaps
to haunt his guilty conscience,

The affair cansed gquite a nine days’
wonder throughout the world when all
the newspapers " featured ™ it as their
especial “astory™ . or “'mn?." and the
namks of those who had played a part
in the drama of the schooner Castile
wero talked about wherever newspapers

“ T snatched it from the dead man’®s pocket to defend myself againsi that
“ Gammon ! ** exclaimed the Famous Five.
{ Pedro Montana appeared from the thicket behind Bunier, and the automatic
(See Chapter 11.)

**It’s true,** said Bunter.

eireulated. Which was poor comfort for
William George Bunter, he being in his
own private opinion & “principal”
character in the drama.

But it was a long, long time before
the Owl of the Remove gave up telling
how he haed once held a. fortune within
his grasp; how he had battled to tho
dutﬁ with a murderouz Spaniard. How
he had saved the lives of Harry Whar-
ton & Ca., and how he had almost saved
the Castile from her untimely fate. And
at cach reiteration of the story Bunter's
deeds of daring grew and grew like the
little apples in the orchard, until no
one who had read a nowspaper account
of the affair would have realised that
Bunter's account and the newspaper
account were supposed to be one and
the same.

Fellows told William George Bunter
exactly what they thought of him on this
score. But'it made no difference. When
Bunter began to roll out whoppers thera
was no stopping him. In fact, he began
to believe in them himself,

All the same for that on more
than one occasion the Owl of the
Remove's eloep was troubled by night-
meres which centred round—the avil,
savage face of Pedro Montana, and na
one was more thankful than Williaps
George Bunter when daylight broke; ok
he knew then that Pedro Montana was
at the bottom of the sea—besides which
daylight meant that breakfast waa near
at hand—a matter of far more import
ance to Bunter than anything elss in
the world !

THE END.

(Next week's ripping story of Harry
Wharton & Ca. iz entitied : *“ The Japer
of Greyfriors!™ DPhiz t2 the first of a
magnificent new serier of Greyfriars
yarns, featuring an amazing fnew boy.)

Tae Maorer Lisnany.—No. 1,007,



THE SPORTING '"TEC! People are accustomed to hailing Ferrers Locke as a fiundre® per cent. defective, and now
he gives them something to talk aboutl as o hundred per cent. Soccer player !

On the Right Track !

AP! _
Samuel Bigways frowned with
annoyance as thera came a

tle knock at the ocak panecls
of his libracy door.
Fred Bulsome, seated opposite his

mansging diroctor, watched him
anxiously. For over tcl:l minutes Big-
ways had paced restlessly up and down
the expensive Turkey carpet, deep in
thoyght.

Tap!

“"Come in!" Mr. Bigways’ tone was
not pleasant as he came to a halt, his
big frame standing directly in line "with
the door of the room.

Thompson, his butler, padded
noiselessly.

*Thore's a gentleman to see you, sir!”

Bigways already ' crimson featyres
assumed a d r hue than ever. is
eyes blazed with violent wrath, No one
looking at him then would have recon-
ciled the picture with Mr. Bamuel Big-
ways, managing director of the Al;hietm
—the " asportaman’s philanthropist.”

“Did I not tell you, Thempson,” he
atormed, “that on no pretext was I
to be disturbed? Did I not give you

in

definite instructions that I was not st

home to anyonel”

Thompson coughed.

“You see, sir, this gentleman is per-
sistent.”

“Tell him to go to the devil 1" fumed
Btgwa_va.

gir 1"

"Gu ‘with him! Ugh*

Thompson bowed his  head, elightly
turned, and was about to close the door
of the library when his master’'s voice
boomed out again.

“Thompson! Who iz tho calleri™

“Mr. arrem Locke, sir ™

Both llg EL.IJ‘ and Fred Bulsome
started viclently. The latter half rose

to bis feet, his hands clenching and un-
E'Eenchln% themselvas on the brim of
the felt hat which he nursed in his lap.

Thompson stood like a statue, appar-
ently oblivious of the sonsation his words
had caused.

“Ferrers Locke?” By now Bigways
had recovered: his composure.

"Yes, sir!” He begs tha favour of an
interview [

Bigway: looked at Fr-:-,d Bulsome.
some unspokon message seemed to pass
batween them, for after a faw seconds,
B!qu}a turned to his butler,

Show him in—in two minutes|”

THe Macyer Lisrary.—No. 1,077.
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“Very good, sirl"

Tha door clozsed upon the soft-fooled
butler, and then Frad Bulsome jumped
[ ) hiﬁ fEEtt

““What in the nam» of goodness does
that meddling hound want here?” he
sald hoarsely.

His face was the picture of alarm and
it found reflection, so to speak, in the
hea I-E:n features of his director,

aven alone kuows,” muttered B
WAYS. "H& s not suspicious. You su j
weren't fool anuug;h to leave & clue of
last night's affair?

Bulsome shook his head.

“I'm certain of that,” he said. “But,
chief—I'm not stu.;rmlg hers while that
merchant’s around can’t stand those
lynx eyes of hia.”

Bq eys smiled.

n't 'Iilirunrri;I my lad,” he said re-
rasuringly. o one, not even your
own granﬂmuthar would recognise you
now, f;'srta.m y that nesey parker Locke
wouldn't."

"I-"m not so sure,

]

said Bulsome un-

g;‘wn]m fook him by the arm, and
marched him briskly to another door.

“Just hang around in this room until
I tell you to come out. No need for
Locke to know you're here.”

Bulsome disappeared from view about
as swiftly as o rabbit dnwn its burrow.
Bigways seated himself in the shodow,
first plmng & soat that commanded
the light from the windows for the
especial benefit of his visitor. A moment
or so later a I:rlﬁ Havana cigar was
glowing between his thick lips.

“Mr. Ferrers Locke, sir!”

Thnm qon stood back -respectfully to
allow the admittance of his master's
vmtnr.

Bigways rose from his chair and a
genial smile overspread his face.

“Good-morning, Mr. Locke,” hie said
caglly. “And to what do I owe the
honour of this visit®™

He wavad Locke to the chair, and
then reseated himself.

The  detective's expression  was
friendly, but for all that his keen eyes
had taken a gquick and all-embracin
survey of the room. They did not fal
to note the half-burnt cigarette that was
still smouldering in tho ash-tray; neither
did they fail to note the mmrtud folt
hat that wad on the chair in which
Bulsome had been sitting & few momenta
earlier. Tweo metal initiala pierced the
inner brim of  leather—"F, B:" But so
guick was Locko fo see th-asa things

i1l ghe
0 ague’
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A Brilliant New Footer
and Detective yarn,
leaturing Ferrers Locke,
the ’cutest *tec in the
world, and Jack Drake,
his boy assistant,

{Introduction on next page.}

—

that Bigways never observed the glance
or noticed its significance.

“] was passing this way, Mr. Bi
ways,” began Locke, "so I thou ht
cail in. Firstly to inquire about the pro-
graaa of young Harold Wentworth.” |

ays started slightly—a movement
Whlll;%w Locke did not [ail to sce.

“Secondly, I have a prupqamnn—mr,

rather, a favour to ask of you.

Mr. Bigways rubbed his big hands
;:athar.
‘A favour, Mr. Locke. Well, now,

lot me say ‘yes' to that 1mmm:f‘ ataly.
It would be & pleasure, indeed, to render
so famous & man & serviea’

Locke inclined his head gravely.

“Thank you, Mr. Bigways. Put per-
haps you won't be so eager to comply
when you have heard the nature of
it. 8till, returning to the first object

c-f m ﬂsrt how is Wentworth? 1
up Dr. Waltham of Harley
Strnut the specialist recommended by

the club doctor, and discovered he was
out of tmvm".'
“Ah, yes,” rephe:! Bigways. "1 had
to -em age another surgeon—my nwp
alist, to be precise. Wenfwort
mng a3 well as can be expected, u.t
it is essential that he should have
complete quiet. The doctor suggests,” too,
that he should be removed to a warmér
nllmal:a just as soon as his condition
permit. I'm arranging that for the
rhlnd tIn fact Eu!&:}mu :ahﬂnwn it
ul:. ampion now, oxing up - thin )
You are very good to ﬁyﬂ"
said Locke. *“ No wonder the mcrrti‘n’g
scribes refer to Fou as the * Bportsman’s
Philanthropist!
Bigways shook his head modestly.

“Newspaper talk, you know,” he zaid
modestly., “I'm Juat an ordinary man,
like my next-door neighbour.”

Locke smiked.

“I would say an extraordinary man in
many wars,” he returned. ' But seri-
ously, Mr. Bigways, do you think I'm
too old to renew my acquaintance with
Soceer ¥

ﬂl ways laughed.

ou're not serious

“ Never more serious in my hifg,” said
Locke., * Without blowing m¥%¥ own
trumpet let me say that I got my Soccer
Blue at Oxford—"

“Yes, I know that!" - interpolated
Bigways. "They still speak of you as
the fastest winger Oxford BVer fieldud:
But surely footer has long since ceassd
to interest you?"

“MNot a bit of 1t,* said the detective.

!j?‘
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“Tn fact, I'm keener than ever. In
short, I want to sigh forms as an
amateur for the Athletie.” _
For the space of a few seconds, Big-
ways sat eyeing the detective with a
penetrating scrutiny, Locke returned
it without flinching. :
“You're really serious?”
Bigways.
he detective nodded.
. Bigways rubbed his hands togaether
with great satisfaction.

smiled-

“Then it's a deal!” he exclaimed
heartily. “ Ferrers Locke, the world’s
famous detective’ playing for the
Athletic! Mr. Locke, what publicity

for the club! And the gate-moneyl
You see, I'm not the philanthropist the
sporting world thinks me. I'm com-
mercicl—commercial right down to
every opportunity.” ]

“Tt suits me,” said Locke simply.

The managing director of the Athletic
rose to his feet, o brood smile lighting
up hiz heavy features. - .

“ Tt will suit me, Mr. Locke,” he said
jovinlly, * Consider it done. ¥ou can
sign forma to-morrow, and il you care to
¢urn out for us sgainst Portsmouth on
Haturday, just say the word."”

“I should like nothing better in my
life,” said Locke earnestly.

“Then shake !" . u.

The two shook, each with a smiling
gaze fixed on the other in the manner
of two boxing champions weighing up
each other prior to a g ﬁ{!}l:.

“T'll be at the club first thing to-mor-
row morning,” said Locke, “to sign on,
and, if there’'s a practice on, te take
part in " . i ]

“Good mean!” said Bigways, with a
cheery Erin. “This is a rare stroke of
luck. T'll get my Press agent on to it
straight away.? "

He walked with Ferrers Locke o the
door, and saw him out personally. Then
his face no longer wearing s genmi
expression, ho tramped back into the
library.

“Come out of that funk hole, Fred!”

‘Bulsome came out. His face was
strained and pale.

“What did you say ‘Yes,” for?"” he
said thickly. *That man knows some-
thing. He's on the trail. And you're
letting him in on the ground floor.”

Bigwu.)l'& fixed his companion with a
savage glare.

*Bhut your mouth, you big idiot!”
ho said domineeringly. “I've done the
right thing. Anyone with half an eye
would see that. If he's suspicious, we’ll
bé able to deal with him better now that
he's signing on for the club. The boys'll
look after Mr. Ferrers Locke. Now
that Wentworth's big mouth has been
stopped, everything should be  all
right.” _

ulsome licked his dry lips.

“T don't like it,” he murmured.
"That man Locke's a fiend. He'll
tumble to our game, mark my words!™

Bigways raised his big fist as if he
would strike his companion.

"“Quict, you windy fool!” he ex-
claimed. “I tell you we've got him.
Got him in the hollow of our hands.

Mo need for any more clumsy blunders.™

“] hops you're right,” began Bul-
some, and then a cry escaped him. He
stood staring at his own hat in the arm-
chair, and the curling wreath of smoke
that wound ceilingwards from the still
smouldering cigarette.

“What on earth is the matter with
you, man?" demanded Bigways,
shaking Bulsome like a terrier shakes a
rat. ‘““What tha devil are you staring

at?”
“My hat!” babbled Bulsome. " He's
geen it—must have scen it. And my

cigarette—I was fool enough to lemve
it in the tray when you bundled me into
the other room.”

“"Well, what of it§" .

“Locke saw them for a certainty,”
gaid Bulsome huskily., "It wouldn't
take him long to put two and two
together. You told him I was down at
Southampton arranging about Went-
worth’s trip abroad, Well, there's my
hat with my initials in it. And he'd
know that that wasn’t your cigarette
‘eos you never smoke them."

Bigways started.

“What does that matter?” he said
angrily. “Those initials might stand
for anyone. And even if I had a visitor,
surely there's nothing in telling him to
make himself scarce while I interviewed
Locke?" :

“No, except for the [act that you said
I was down at Southampton,” said Dul-
somo uneasily. * You've told him a lie
and he knows it 1"

Bigways' face
savagely.

“He can never know the truth about
Wentworth,” he said hoarsely. “I'd
shoot him on sight if I thought he had
hulf & suzpicion.

“I tell vyou he knows something
already,” persisted DBulsome. “He
knows that I'm still here. He knows
that—"'

But that was more than the ungovern-
able temper of Samuel Bigways could
stand. He lunged out a bulky fist which
took Bulsome clean on the point of the
jaw, and the centre-half's words ended
iin-u. faint moan os he collapsed to the

0or.

“Take that, you windy, yellow cur
snarled Bigways. " And I wish Ferrers
Locke were beside you.” _

Had the Athlatic’s managing director
turncd his head to one of the windows
that looked out aover a small balcony
to the well-lanid lawn and gardens below,
he would have seen the brim of a felt
hat, disappoaring rapidly from view.

Forrers Locke was not so very far
from Bulsome, for the felt hat be

muscles worked

to the famous detective, and he had Drak

overheard practically the whole of the
conversation between Bamuel Bigways
and his centre-half.

As he trod quictly to a little wicket-
ate in the wall that encircled Bigways'
puse, Ferrers Locke smiled grimly to

himself. )
lad I returned,"” he reflected.

LL] Ilm
“That little eavesdropping was do-

cidedly profitable.”

~ He slipped a skeleton key in the lock
of the gate and let himseli out guietly.
Five minutes later a taxicab was speed-
ing him to his rooms in Baker Strect.

TR CET AR LA A RERA AL OERAT R A LR EREL 1A

WHAT HAS QONE BEFORE.

Barely has Ferrers Locke, the celebraled Baker
Street detective, taken on the job of rounding up a
mysterious gang of crackemen which has been
operating in the West End when a fricilless

iy made on he life, A chance clue,
Aotoezer, leads him fo neepect Clifford Morgan,
am gc-convict woho 18 emploped ax a groundeman
al the Sparadale Athletic Foolball Club,  Adccom-
nied gf.il‘ﬂﬂ; Dirake, hiz bop assisiond, Ferrerd
ke pays a vigit o the Sparedale ground {o
pridieess the Rome leam's flrture with the Areenal,
Frtring the mateh, Wentworth, the Sparsdale’s
outside-ripht 18 making (racks for the Arsenal's
gond when he suddenly collapses with & gui-shot
wornd in the chest.  Before he ean make o staie-
B e iy Diraar o] 1
Samuel Biwaps, anaging Direclor o
Athletie. Conrineed that the shol hod been fired
from the box in which the Managing Iirector hod
besst gitling with a friend, Ferrerd Locke detatlfs
Drake to shadow Bigweps., In consequence of
what the youngsler learns the Haker Street
detective decides lo get a place as a playing
menmiber with the Sparsdale team,

{(Now read on.)

Droke awaited him thera,

“What luck, guv'nor?" were Jack's
first words.

The great detective smiled,

“The best!” he replied. “We're on
the right track, my lad, to solving what
looks like a first-class case——"

“But have you signed on for the
Athletic, guv'nor?"

“I sign on to-morrow,”™ returned the
detective. "“And I turn out for the
Athletic on Saturday at Portsmonth.”

“Gee-whiz 1" ejaculated Locke's assist-
ant, in undisguised admiration.
“You're a marvel |

“Tut-tut !"” admonished Locke. * Flat-
tery is something that should be handled
discreetly."

But for all that, Drake’s youthful face
still continued to wear an expression of
hero-worship whilst his chief recounted
the events of the morning.

‘The Try Qut!

iigr N the first place,” said Locks,
I lighting up his favourite briar,
“1 took the step of inguiring at
Dr. Waltham's., 1t appears thas
he was never approached by Bigways to
attend  Wentworth.”
“8o . that's lie number one!”
Drake.

“And lie number two, my lad,” said
Locke, “came when Bigways told me
that he'd sent Bulsome down to Bouth-
ampton to arrange about Wentworth's
trip abroad. 1 saw Bulsome's hat on the
chair, and, as he admitiéd hunself, his
cigarette burning in the ashtray. That's
what made me return by the back

gate,”
what's behind all

“Jove, pguv'nor,
this?"

Forreras Locke contemplated
momaent,

“Why, one of the cleverest gangs
wa've ever struck!” he said, " Un-
tloubtedly the gang which hes been
plaguing society for months,™

“And who's at the head of 187" asked
a

seid

for a

“ Bigways, for a certainty,” replied
Locke. " And, unless I'm mistaken, the
whole Ashletic team is in it, too!”

Drake zat bolt upright in his chair.

“The Athletic—all of them "

The detective smiled grimly.

“My conclusions are only drown from
theory, practically,” he answered.
“"Bulsome's voiee is. familiar to me—
very fFamiliar, If memory serves me
right, Fred Bulsome iz 'Thrush’
Gregory, convicted of robbery, violence,
and almost every known crime in the
calendar.”

“Oh, great SBeott!™

Drake bounded to the big index and
hurriedly began to turn the pages.

" Hp:u wa are, guv'nor,” he said,
bringing a photograph of 'Fhrush
Gregory for his  clief’'s  inspection.

“That's nothing like Fred Bulsome, the
Athbetic's centre-half.” ]

Locke gave the photograph a quick
glance.

“Not now,” he said. “"But that was
taken ten years ago, and plastic surgery
was almost in its infancy then.”

“Plastic sur%ery " echoed Drake.

Locke nodded.

“Arec you suggesting that Fred
Bulsome is really Thrush Gregory; thaj
his face has been altered beyond recog-
nition by plastic treatment "

Locke nodded again.

“I most emphatically de!™ he retorted.
“Put whera Bigways appears in our
Crime Gallery I'm at present at a loss o
fathom.”

Tae Macrker Lrapr.—No. 1,077,
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“RBy Jove,” exclaimed Drake, ©thia
is o go!" g
“It i3, as you remark,” smiled Locke.

“We've get to watch our . We're
up against an organisation that works
like & machine under the gunidance of

Mr., S8amuel Bigways and the name of
tho Sparsdale Athletie.”

“My hat! What a team of toughs!"

Locke nodded grimly. :

“A team of toughs sums them up
protty aptly,” he said, “and it's our
job to round them up. How do you like
tho praspect " ;

Drake's eyes shone with enthusiasm.

“Why, it's a case that happens only
once in a lifetime, guv'nor!”™

“Not a word just yet to friend Fye-
croft,” said Ferrers Locke. *'I have
great belief in him, but he iz apt to
blurt out things if they don't coincide
with his own pet theories.”

“It's & certainty that your theory
wouldn't fit in with his," grinned Drake.
“The Sparsdale Athletic—a team of
toughs—a team of crooks! Why, I find
it hard to believe myself!”

“ Ruther shatters your faith in them
now—what 1"

“TFaith, yes,” said Dralke.
interest is doubled.”

For a few moments the detective was

“But my

silent.
“Look up the records of all surgeons,
quacks, and others interested in the art

of plastic surgery,” he said, at length.
"Tﬁut'a a job that will keep you busy
for a few hours, my lad.”

“Right-ho, guv'nor!”

Drake immediately made himsel!f
scarce, whilst Locke settled himself com-
fortably in the armchair and gave him-
self up €0 meditation.

It was three hours before Drake re-
turned. In his hands ho carried several

sheets of paper, bearing the names of
celabrities and nonentities interested in
plastic surgery. '

A Hooeling
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“That's the lot, guv'nor,” he said;
“and I fancy I've spotted the merchant
who's been working for Samuel
Bigways."

“"Good for you, my ladl”

“Charles 8t. Leger Boothroyde,” con-
tinued Drake. " Bent to prison for seven

ears 5ix months ago, for embezzlement.

amuel Bigways was the man who gave
thousands of pounds to assist him in his
studies and experiments.™

“Looks like a winner,”
Locke. “I remember the man now.
came of good family, and had a pro-
mising carcer in front of him until he
went off the rails, and the Medical
Agsociation struck him off their rolls.
After that he went down hill rapadly.
S0 that's where Bigways made use of
him—eh i The clues are coming along
splendidly 1™

“What do you propose doing now,
guv'nor " inguired Deake,

Locke pullad out a couple of matinea
tickets for the Savoy Theatre.

“We're going out to have a snack of
lunch,” he said, “and then we'll drop
in and sce the show at the Savoy.”

Drake looked surprised.

“ But the case—"'

“That can wait until to-morrow, when
I begin my amateur career with the
Athletie,” replied Ferrers Locke., “All
work and no play makes Jack a dull
boy. If you're keen to come along grab
your hat, and—" i

But Drake was already “grabbing"

his hat.
And five minutes later Locke and his

assistant were bowling up in a taxi to a
quiet restaurant in Piccadilly for lunch.

remarked
Ha

& L ¥ - L]

“Tet me introduce you to the boys,

Mr. Locke!™
Mr. Samuel Bigways carefully scanned

the official form Ferrers Locke had
R
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filled up and folded. Then he rose to
hiz feet and walked toward: the door.

It was the following day. Locke had
turned up at the club's offices as
Er:mnged. Jack Drake accompanied

1.

“You come, too, Drake,"” said Locke,
turning to his assistant. * You've
always wanted to sce the Athletic at
closs quarters—now's your chance.
Drake's just crazy about this club!”
added the detective to Bigways as they
made their way stong the passage to the
dressing-rooma,

Bigways smiled.

“Well, they're & sot of boys to be
proud pf I" he remarked. “Not another
team like them in the country! They'll
win the Cup this year for s certainty,
mark my words!”

“Glad you're so opltimisticl™ said
Locke aloud. And then to himself:
“They’ll win a ‘stone jug® apiece, or
my name's not what it 1s!"

“Hers we are!”

Bigways thrust the door of the
dressing-room and wushered in his
vigsitors. The Athletic were in various
stages of undress. One and all stared
hard at Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake,
and the latter, noting now the shift

expressions on their faces, wondere
why ha had never observed them before.
They looked a team of , BVery

man jeck of them.

_Fred Bulsome did not let his eyes
linger on the detective for long. o
turned away and bent his head over
pair of new footer boots,

“Boys,” said Bigways genially,
“allow me to introduce to you our new
team-mate, Ferrers Locke, the famous
detective, And young Drake, here, is
hizs assistant.”

There were murmured greestings
which to Locke and Drake did not ring
tmﬂi‘l d b

“Pleased te meet you, 51" gaid
Forrers Locke, *I i{:gl]l:»e waﬂfhnll BOON
get to know one another. Hallo, Bul-
some !"” he added, turning to the centre-
half. *Did you fix up things for young
.:ii’m'%twurth at Bouthampton yester

ay T8

A look of fear erossed the burly
centre-half’s face, and for B moment ha
seemed mnguu-tied.

“0Oh, yes,”" he said falteringly. *The
guv'nor's got a yacht there, and the
skipper’s signing on & full crew, ready
to take poor old Wentworth away.”

The centre-half's eyes dropped before
Locke’s cool gaze, and in & mirror on
the wall in front of him the detective
saw the scowling face of SBamuel Big-
ways reflected in 1k, That scowl was
obviously in disapproval of Bulsome's
weakness and lack of control. But as
Locke turned to Bigways again that in-
dividual registered & most benevolent
and genial expression with commend-
able swiftness,

*“ Will you change here, with the boys,
Mr. Locke?"” he asked.

“Why, of course!” said the detective.
“That i3, unless the boys have any

nbjectinn.”

‘Oh, they won't mind,” smiled Big-
ways. “Will you, boys 1™

4 Nﬂ-"

" Welcome I" _

But the replics that came from the
team were half-hearted. Each one of
them there had a rooted objection to
being within & mile of Ferrers Locke,
Iet alone sharing the eame dressing.
room with him.

Ferrers Locke apeedily changed, but
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for all that, the rest of the team had
pasied out on to the ground before he
‘had laced up his footes boots.

[rake was ahout to comment on their
unlavourable glances, but Locke seemed
to sense that, for he gestured the boy ta
keop =zilent. ‘Then, with scarcely a
sound, ha reached the door of the closed
drossing-room.

“Come on, my lad!” he called out
suddonly, at the same time pulling open
the door with mere force, perhaps, than
wias neceszary, L Oh, I'm awiully
BOTIY 1+

As the door came open a figure, hent
double, pitched into the reom and slid
along the foor in an ungainly heap.

It was Clifford Morgan, the grounds-
TAL,

Ferrers Locke helped lam up,

“Borry, Morgan!” he :-*,aig apolo-
g&:ti:rﬂ."j. b | Sidn’t know YOu  wore
coming i, 'Fraid I gave that door too
strong a tug., Not hurb?”

Morgan mumbled something nmntel-
ligible, and Locke and Drake left him
dusting himself down. As they strode
aut on to the pitch the detective whis.
pered 1n his assistant’s ear, :

“Just shows vou how <¢areful we've
got to be,” he chsorved, "1 sonsed
there was someone listening at the deor,
Waea shall have to be on the alert all
the tima in this case™

“Good luck!"” exclaimed Drake en-
thusiastically for the Lenefit of Mr. Big-
wavs, who came obreast of them.  DBet

yon a cigar you don't score o 11
“You'ra very lavish wit your
cipars,” said the detective, “hut T'11
take it on !
Pheep !

Josh Blankiron, the trainer who was
acting as referee, whistled the players
to the centre.

“You'll play on the wing for the first
eleven, Mr. Locke," he sai “ Are you
reatdy, boys? Then get Lo it!1”

The ball rolled away from Ted
Warnor’s feat to the inside-left.  Jacob
Blactor. & wiry indivithial with a

H; [ ]1 ll.;‘ i'|

Somitic cast of countenance, topk it in
his stride and lofted 1t to Ins wing.
Followed a shavp tussle.-for posseision.in
wlich 1he rnight-half of the seccond
eleven neatly tricked his man and, with
a well-placed kick, shifted the play to
the other end of the pitch.

Ferrers Locke, running up and down

the touchlive, according to where the
line of play drifted, waited patienily.
At last a chanee eame his way, A
tervific kick from the [ull-back, ol
Wilking, landed the ball a couple of feet
in front of Ferrers Locke.

“Now, guv'nor!™ yelled out Drake,
fuile forgelting, in his enthusiasm for
footer, the natura of the team in which
FLocke was playing. ““Bhew ‘em what
yvoi ean do !

Fevrers was already doing that, He
wat to the ball, steadied it, made as if
1o pass to hig inside man—a trick that
deceived the opposing half—then raced
on.

Another half-back rushed at him and
attempted to eharge him off the ball,
hat the nimble-footed deteetive slipped
hiz man like an cel and raced on,

“dood man!” velled Bigways from
the tounchline. ™ Stick .fo it!™

It wazs not love of the man that
prompled the encouragement, but sport
i5 a funny thing; it scoms o bring out
the best in everybody. At that precise
moment Samuel Digways was, in all
reality, the Soccer enthusiast. Ele was
a heing transfonmed as Tocke dashed
away down the wing, Leating the fnll-
hack who rushed at him, and then his
companion, in similar fashion.

“ Shoot, man—sheoat ™

Bigways plucked at the arm of CIlif-
ford Morgan, who had joined him.

Locke, now nicely placed for a shot,
stoadiad himself lor the fraction of a
second, sighted the goal and Lhe eager
custodian, and then:

Booomph ! )
Tt was a fast, rising shot, that
traveHed goalwards like a rocket,

straight for the far corner of the net.

» = T

Boomph ! It was a Iast, rising shot that travelled goal-
wards like a rocket, straight for the corner of the net.
goalie leapt sideways in an endeavour to save, but his out-
siretched fingers missed the ball by inches. (See this paye.)

The

The goghe leaped sideways in an
cudeavour to save his citadel. His out-
stretched fingers missed the bal! by
inches, and, to his mortification, he saw
tln: leather spinning in the back of the

=l
e Goal !

“Played, guv'nor!™ sang out Drake.

“Played, Locke!"” bawled Bigways
excitedly. “That was a stupnep!”

Then, in an aside to Morgan: " Jove,

that man ean play! [He's worth his
weight in gold to ws, man!™

Cliford Morgan's unprepossessing
features broke Into a snarl.

“Guyv'nor, yoa're ronning away with
yourself. 'T'hat hound amn’t one of us,
rememboer. He's Ferrers Lacke, the

cutest tee in the world! Wot yer
shonting aboui .

“Oh "

Bigwavs' jow dropped oz it came

home to him how he stood in relatien-
ship fo his amateur outside-right,

And for the remainder of that trial
gpame his features were clouded, Not
even when Locke notched another goal—
n mora brilliant piece of work than his
first cne—did Bigways open his. mouth
to wvoice appreciation or further -en-
conTagomaeant,

For Ferrora Locke was a thorn in his
path—a man to be feared; a man to
be removed at the fhrst opportunity.
Samucl Bigways needed no further re-
minder of that fact From Clifford
Morgan!

When the players came off, aficr the
full fiwe, Mr. Samuel Bigways was
gone, Ile was speeding Lack to his
houso in Cavendish Bquare, asking him-
self repeatedly  whether he had done
right. in signing on Ferrers Locke. And
somehow, in his heart ha felt that he
had signed his own death warrant,

(Fi's & daring mone on Ferrers Locke's
part te join up with the Athletic, end
rrciling things nre going to happen
wmeiqhty shiortly. Pon't fail 1o réead next
week's gripping dnstaelment, whaterér
pon do, ehuma.)
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Dr. Birchemall’s Leggacy !

{I'Z'ammucd Iram page 15.)

g‘nnnnd tha ]awyar. © 8o ll:}ng as you
ive mo plenty of grub snd & nice com-
f ortable bed I shan't worry, believe mo 1 ™

Sl Th?n in that case please stop by all
means. ! "' H.md the  Head, assfwming an
pif of hoopitalit . that be certmnly didn't
foel. * H.hd I “venture Emfﬁﬂ}' that
in & very short time yop'll’ convinmd
that I have o hart of gold, and that [
fu!.'l:.' deserve overy penny of Aunt Betsy's
B s

g‘%a aooner had the Head said.that than
there came an interruption to the pro-
cuaﬁiamga in the form of a tap on the door.

n

- E.‘ugma in " yolled the Head,

His jaw [arcly dropped ns Jack Jolly &
Co, and Tubby Barrell entercd the study.
In" the cggesitément he had forgotten all
asbout ordering theni to return in half
ari hour to be floggéd. Obviously it was,
ﬂl.'lF of the question .to do that in the
prezzonce of the Eaglt-‘: -ayad lawyer.
do 80 would mean that he would lose his
Iaggan;r,' immejately. ;

Please, sir, wo've come to. be
w?llnpad," said Jack Jolly in trembling
aXxonts,

- Mr. Cheetem atarted violently, and
Dr. Birchemall turned a gorstly” white
for o moment. Then the latter mcnwmd.‘
his" song-froid, and pidtting. & look Df
kmcll benevvolence on his dile, sdid-

ou must be mistaken, Jolly | A.a,
you are swsare, I hrnn nover wn'llnpm:l

?'ﬂll'e- in my life!

Wha-a-at I‘ " yolled Jacl Jolly & Co.
in amazement.

* You know how kind and nice I alwayi
am to you, don’t you, boys? " asked the

Tol

Head, frantically endevvoring to make
amnula to tho juniors behind Mr. Cheetem'a
baclk.

“First time I've heard about it,"
romarked Jack Jolly, frankly. ™I always
thought you were & beastly——""

“Hugh! You mustn't be cheesky to
our good, kind skoolmaster ! ' said the

ead, wogging an admonishing four-
i'mgar Ht« the kaptin of the Fourth., **If
{nu are, I shall be eross with you, and then
shan't play with you any more [ " .

“M-m-m-my hat!" stuttered Jnuk
Jolly in utter astonishment.

“Just yow bo a gnud boy um.'l t.nlk
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nicely to your dear, kind Unecle Birch
all 1™ said the Head, with a fond ami
at the startled junior. " Do na Unclﬂ
tolls you now, - 's tupponce f-::r Fou
t0 go aod buy some sweets with ! ™
Ho handed two copper coins to the
Bkl]t:lg;lr of the Fourth.
ow run away and play, therc's good
boys ! " said Dr. Birchemall, his eggs-
pression bocoming sweoter every minnit
now. ' Here's a p&nnﬁr each for the redt
of Yyou e
“ Denr mo ! What a good, kind skool-
master you are ! " observed Br. Cheotem,
“1 can soe that you'll get the mond
without a shaddo of doubt at this rate.”’

~ Hardly knowing weather thoy wore on

| their heads or their heels,. the Fourth

Formers stagpered out of the Head's
sanktum, leaving the Head still smilipg
‘Bweetly, and Mr. Cheetem nodding with
approval,

“If's- comp at last ! said Jack Jﬂ]:lé
tapping his napper atgtufﬁcsmtly * Mad
as a hattéry
. ** Not the ahﬁeat dong’ nhuul; it ! 7" agreed
Brlghtr '

** Who cares how msd he is if, lhgr gives
mMoney away ing of flog np;s?* grinined
:['yl.ihﬂlgrr Barrell, m‘?‘"l' g%! buy some
bulls: ﬁjrm. “Tdtn, you cnaps 2o

T_U!:r s _bﬂmaad off, and Jm:k Jolly &

Eﬂﬂﬂ to” thgi} quartarﬂ, w&ndﬁnng
;;hnt ckens had “come over the

Béfore many. _hq;u_.r_s.‘hm.l sod  they
1331'& déﬂtrmed wonder T8 Ett!l‘ maore, for
etha ﬂur th%ﬂqﬂ m‘l ]md Wi nothing
:uﬁ CcOmBATisoN wha# wna to Tollow.

THE 'END,

{ﬂﬁ%m fent, ll{{r&-*ﬂhiﬁﬂ mﬂ-ﬂ?liﬁﬂ&fﬁﬂi
&
!’Jf E H‘ yor. miss 1f, chums, pou'll
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'DR. PIRCHUEMALL’

The leopard cannot change its spots, nor
Neither can Dr.
Birchemall, the tyrant, become Dr. Birch-
emall the kind and considerate Head of St.
Sam’s. Yet he tries to make the change.

the Ethiopian his skin,

L END Jolly, and Merry, and Eright
and Barrell of the Fourth to
me immejstely—and ook slippy
about it, Binding1™

* ¥Wessir | " gosped Binding, the pape,
sssewming a slippy  appesrance, and
dashing off to executy the command.

HNecdleas Lo say, it wos Dr. Birchemall,
the Headmaster of St Sam'a, who gave
the order. Judging Ly thoe brootal and
_u__uﬁ_ﬂw.mum tones 1in which it waa uttered,
the Head wos in a frightful waex, And
that improesion was strengthensed by the
leerce eggaprossion he wore on hia skol-
lerly dilo.

While he waited for the juniors to
sppear, Lo tugged savvidgely at his beard,
and noshed his teoth with rage. Un.
doubtoedly, something had happened to
disterb the ugual serenity of his demesnour.

Five minnite pogsed. Then came a
timmid, hezzitating sort of tap on the
siudy door

Crazh ! PBang! Wallop!

“"Trot in 1" roared the Head.

The door opened, and Jack Jolly & Co.,
the herces of the Fourth, walked meekly
in, followed by Tubby Barrell, the fat

w_.n_u_. of 8t. Sam’a.

' You scot for us, sir,’” said Joeck Jolly,
quictly.

“1 did!* growled Dre. Birchemall,

mmwln.m savvidgely at the four newcomers.

Probably you have guessed the reason
alreddy 1*

Jock Jolly & Co. tried to look blank,
while Tubby Barrell, who wasn't eggsactly
of the ptuff that herces are made of,
cownrd and trembled.

* Haven't you anything on
seiencea T ' thundered the He
made no EEM__..

The juniors’ hands went up instinctivel
to their consciences, then they shoo
E_mmuw..__ .am__"._uu, i :

ine's got nothing on it, anyway,’
eaid Jack Jolly., *“ How about wyou
chapa T *

"Bame hero ! corussed Merry ond
Bright.

Dr. Birchemall anorted furicusiy.

“Wrotched bowvg! DDon't soek to ox-
capa the consekwences of your erime, for
it won't come off with me., But I won't
argew the toss about it any longer. In-
stcad, L'l tell you why I've yanked you
up here on the carpet this morniog. A
cupple of hours ago, when I went to my
study eupboard for a little snack, I found
that o masasiff secd.cake which cook had
prepared for mo  wad missing.  Since
then it hos come to my cars that you
voung villana wers secen feeding  your
faces on o simmilor cake after moruing
lesgons, and I immojately puessed thot
vou four were tho marordera. 8o don't
dara to deny it now ! I know jolly well
that you took tho cake!™

* But there's no harm in E_a:m. the
eako, @ir!" protested Jock ally.
* People are often telling ma 1 take the
aplke. Why, only laet week, when I
scored 99 on the minniture ranges, someono
maodo that yvery remark ™

“1I'm liko that, too, eir [ " said :lﬂr?
“When Mr, Lickham saw my egpsamings

Tae Maicrer Liprarr.—Ivo, 1,077,

r ¢on-
» Ba they

tion paper this morning bLe

told me 1 farely took the
_Hm.wunmﬂl.l.:
" Bilenica 1 M hooted the

Head. " How dare you indulgs

in plezzantriea at my eggs-

a0 on such a gollum oceasion.
orae here, Borrell 1

Tubby Barrell, with his fat
knecs nocking together, stood
fourth.

Dr. Birchemall fixed & Inp-
nottick look on the fat junior’a
dile, sod s thumb and
fourfinger on his ear.

“*Yow.ow | " yellad Tubby in anpwish,

‘ Bilenee, Barrell ] Thia iz & meor irille
compared with what you are going to
get | Before you leave thia study 1 am
wwmum to ring a full confession from you

enials will be usolesa, Now, Barrell,
confegs the trooth I You and theso other
voung ragkils pinched my coke, didn't

ua.-u..-.-. H. u-
“No, we didn'ti® roared Tubby
Barrell. “ Yow.ow.ow!"

" You jolly well did | %2

“ Wa jolly well didn't! Yarooooooo 1"

“The trooth, Barrell, the frooth |
barled Dr. Birchemall, reaching out for
a crool-looking birch-rod, ™' It woa you
and Joack Joliy & Co. who bergled my
seed-cake, wasn't it ¥

" Yarooooooop | howled Tubly
Earrell in gerny. " Oh, E.".#mﬂ_
confess, eir. You'ra guite right. Wa're

the m:n..... parties ! ™

“Good ! grunted the Head, putiing
down his birch-rod and rubbing his hands
togather with eatislaction. "1 am wvery
glad indeed that the mistery liaa been
clearcd up a0 easily. 1 will now prosced
to flog you all black and bloo 1™

* Oh, erumbsg | ** mermercd Jack Jolly &
Co., g.m.:EE_n to look bloo alreddy.

y: kindly refrain from the use of
auch childish epggepressions as  * Oh,
crumbsg 1’ * ﬂ.n_..._m'% the Head sevearly.
“To indieate dismay, oducatsd peorsons
always say : ' Oh, my giddy aunt !*  Now,
Jolly, vou firat ! ¥

" But suppose 1 soy 1 am innosent !
eppaclaimoed  Jack Jolly,  indigpnantly.
“Am I te bs punnished on the word of
Tubby DBarrell, sir 1"

“ Undoubtedly, Jolly ! In any easg, 1
am convinced of your gilt myeell, Any.
Lody with half an eve con see that yeu
are looking seedy. It is obvious that
somo of my cale hae found its weigh into
your annstomy |

" But, zir, | haven't caten so0 much ns
a jam puff since brobdiop—-""

“Enufi!"™ eried the Head tartly.
* Bend __u._.,_ml:._ﬂ__mh.m.n.nﬁ___ and be walloped 1"

Jack Jolly, with a hopelees jesture,
bent over and woited with resignation

il

L\

fi

the birch in his
cabbinet,

"y wall,
mmn&umm
him up!™
, grunted. * You
boys will report to me in half an hour's
time to be birched till you yell for mersy.
For the prezzent you may buzz off 1 ¥

Very thankful to get the bresf respite,
the juniors buzzed off. And the Head

or  his wallop.
H..ﬁ. while his
pals looked on
with simperthy

in their harts, TP

i H .
ﬂﬂﬂ“wn _w”,_.____.u_s .“__:M_Maz Mﬂﬂ __.:,.; . eat down at his desk sgain to recceve
on their leader, and let Lig wvisitor,
them off lightly in con- . fﬁ .
solrwanco, - Mn.“n“u. -
Head, wit . .
The Head, with a 3 & i

mallishua smile hovering about his 00D morning, sir! Doctor
crool  lips, selected » fearscmo Birchomall, I presoom "
instrument of torcher, and swished

“1It i, it are 1" replied the

i Berugh the ol sprecyingly; \ o
18 Wl i ! 18 7
mermerad. " Prepare yoursall for K the Hoad's visitor, locking slitely surprised.
the HE_EE:n of your lifo, Jollv 1 ¥ %m .: HGE_EH.. on gilly Beg | * roared Dr.
o i, PR RN RRG ook \ﬂ\\nn\\ e R i o Ry
The spectators waited epggspectantly - ...._._._......... stand that better |
issipat; . ZE “Oh, of | 1 didn’t think of
antissipating that at any moment the e L, of corse 1 mk
oo voudachowith o hundeouserash.  ZZ that 1V griened the shmsomer, oo
of birch meeting trowsis, . 1 itatio 1o '
But by a mirracle it never hoppened | d my dear gicl I am o solissitor. Here
Befors tho Head eould strike a singls tr s my card.”
blew tho door opened, and Binding, the ; Dr. Birchemall glarnsed ot the egg-
page, looked in, .t stended picee of to board, and

squinting sugpishusly at it, read *
CHARLIE CHEETEM,
EOLISSITOR.
Chestern Chambers,

* Borry to interrupt, sir!® he cried,
“ A jentlernan wants to see you on urjent
bizziness "

* Oh, ratts 1" enorted Dr. Bircha-

mall, * Can't e wait ¥ Ewindle Streat, Lomdon.

* Which “Glad
he spid it to meat
wos  fear- you, Mr.
tully im- Cheatorn 1™
porsant, remarked
arl thia Head,

Dir, Lir i with o curt
chemall, g nod. “But
with afrg what the
woearysigh, maearry
replaced dickong

i
P

&
.__m f

_WHY, DICKY NUGENT—AUTHOR OF THESE AMUSING YARNS'

EGGACY /

W

bringa you to thia ancient
gkollastick eddifice, may 1
ack T Haa one of my boys
committed some fowl logal
crimne, or hoa one of the
maaters taken the wrong
’ £ lurming ¥ ™

o " Neither 1 " replied Mr.
i Cheetem, who was & cheer-
ful thaugh somewhat furtiv-
leoking jentleman. " Asa
matter of fact, sir, to got
down to bross tax, the
person I am conserned with
18 you yoursell | "
“"Mo 21 cchoed the Head, turning
enddenly pail. ** Look here, Mr, Cheetom,
if you've come here to accuse me of
forjery and erbezzlement, I can nssure
you you're mistaken. The gilty perzon
13 onoe of the othor moasters. Honost
Injun | ™

Mr. Cheatem chuekled,

" Don’t worry your fat, Doctor Birchem.
all!] I haven't ecome about anylhin
like that, My bizzincea iz of a wuch
plezzanter natcher, 1t concerns a leg-
gacy e

“A leggacy 1" repected the Head, his
beady eyes opening wide. “ You mean
that somebody has gone and left me
some epondulix or, as it is vulgarly egg-
gprogsed, somo money 10

* Eggsactly 1 1

“"Hoorny 1" welled Dr
Hnﬁm_muhm.ﬂﬁn his feet and doing 8 wild wor-
dance all round the study. " The pratest
wish of my life has come troo at lost 1
Now I ghall be rich beyond the drecms
of avvarinl Crocus will be nowhere in
it with moe! Hip-hip-lhooray 1 "

" Wait a minnit ! *' prinned Mr, Cheetem.
“You haven't got the spondulix yet!
Lot me eggaplain matters Lo you, sir.”

Dr, Birchemall ¢eased hia wild carcer
and returncd to his desk locking a liitle

e

Birehemall,

ANXioua.

“Look here, if you try to diddlo me
out of my lepgacy——" Lo Legan,
thretteningly.

gir 1 " inter-
B Teassuring
“1 may ba a scoundril of Epmu
despest dya, eggsperienced in blackmail,
E_mﬁnu_. %Mn_ #mm.._nc_muu convershun, but
I should skorn to diddle people out of
their leggacies. I was meerly going to
eggsplain that you are omnly entitled to
your leggaey il ceriain conditions are

" Bet your fears at rest,
rupted tho solimsitor, with
jostura.

fulfilled.”

“Qh!¥

“You ses, Doctor Dirchemall, it°s like
this here, '"The leggney wos leit ﬁ. your

digeascd ount, Betsy Birchemall,'

“Good old Aunt Detzy! I olways
thought I was the opple of her eye!™
mermered the Head.

“Betey  Birchemall,” continued the
goligsitor, in o thrilling whisper, " was
what is known os o hewmanitariaon, She
used to starve ler houschold and rob
tlie poor and needy, so that she could give
moncy to dosorving enuses."

“That is go!Y nodded the Ilead.
“Ehe was alweys & very chavitable old

lady, giving money to socielies for th
prevention of croolty, and so fourth.™

* Eggsactly ! That being so, you won't
be surprised to hoar that when she left
her fortuns to you she did it only on
condition that it didn't go against ler
principles in any weigh.”

* You mean 1" eried tho Head anxiously.

“I mean that she lelt the money to
you on condition that you turned out
to be & kind-horted and sweet-toempered
skoolmaster, treating your boys with
tender nflection and core on all cecasions ™

" Oh, my giddy aunt | 2 ¢jaculated D,
Birchemall.

“If you can prove that such is the
caso, all will be well, and Betsy Birchems-
all'a entire fortune will be wvoura. Dut
if, on the other hand, it turna out that
you are & beastly rotter and o boolying
ead, and that you treat the boyas with
savvidgo croolty, the monoey will ba given
to the BSociety for the PFerseculion of
Skoolmastera insted 1™

“Grate pip!" mermored the Head
faintly.

* Bo before I hoand vou over the jimmy-
a,,wmn_.n_:pm. sir," eggeplained Mr. Chectern,
* 1 ghall havo to sattisfly mysell that yon
fulfil the conditions of the will. Is that
quite clear, sir T

Now whila the solissitor had been
chewing the mop the IlHead's brain-box
hed been working furiously. He realised
immejately that it wouldn't do to give
himeelf away to Mr. Cheetem. Ho must
pretend to be pood and kind-harted, and
not a bit dismayed {o learn what woa
required of him. Conseliwently, by the
time Mr. Chootem hnd finished he hod
monnidgad to conceal his shogrin and
woa grinning all over his dile as tho the
loggacy was alreddy as good as hia.

Thanks for mmmuﬁFmE.._m the position,
Mr. Cheetom,” he said, gratefully.
* Evorything is quite clear to mo now,
and I can szsure you I shan' havoe the
gliteat difficulty in proving that I am the
kindest skoolmaszter in Grate Britain, bar
nonol 1f you'll kindly wait & minnit
I'll just call in one or two of my friends—"'

But Mr. Cheetern shook his head.

“I'm sfraid that's not coufl. Unfor-
chunitly your discaged sunt woas a some-
what distrostiul lady, and she stipulated
in her will that I should investigate your
carrickter myseli.”

*And how the thump do you proposo
to do that ? " oslked the H
. " By staying at tho skool fora few-days
and studdying your behaviour | "' pnswered
the golisaitor, without hozzitation. " With
your permiesion, sir, I will remain here
a8 wour guest and thoroughly eattisiy
myself tLat you are kind enuff to deserve
the leggocy.’

“ Oh, erikey 1 mermered the Head.

,m..._:w_w. yvou ore net afraid of the
vordict " agked Alr, Chestern with o
glite frown,

* Oh no, not ot all | aaid Dr. Birchem-
oll hostily. "I wos just thinking that
it scomed o pity for o bizzy man like-
yourseli to wasto his time pottering sboub
a giddy skool "

‘Bless you, I don't mind thot 13

(Continved an page 28.)
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