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HUNTED DOWN!

(1 breallless incident from the grand school and adventure story of Harey Wharton & Co, of Greyfriars.)
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THE THIRD ARTICLE IN THIS
AST week we had arrived—in this story of the
ﬁ . miracle ¥ which enables you to buy the Magwer
for {wopence ounly—at the stage where the
wood-pulp, made from giant trecs cut down in the
Canadian forests, had been flattened by machinery into
cardboard-like sheets, bundled into huge bales, and
shipped to the vast paper mills ip Eent.

Now all that coarse cFuIF iz gtored at the mills, which
cover acrcs of ground. It is a long way yet from
being paper fit for printing Miexer stories on. It has
all got to be broken up again and put through cleans-
ing and other processes, at the end of which it will
be ready for our use.

From the big stacks at the mill the bales of p;?
are hauled by great cranes to where they are wanted.
To make transport from one part of the paper-mill
to another easy, something like three miles of private
railway-lines have been laid down, with fircless, high-
pressure steam locomotives to draw the trucks without
endangering all that valuable material with the possi-
bility of stray sparks starting a devastating fire!

Two Thousand Tons of Paper Per Weehk!

Bales of pulp, taken from the stacks, are heaten and
broken up by machinery, the shreds then going into vast
tanks filled with water. All the impurities have to be
washed out, and eventually they disappear with the
dirty water as this is drained away.

Now the cleaned wood-pulp is looking rather like
porridge—like anrthing on carth but paper. But it s
not going to remain like that for lomg. Into other
oreat tanks it goes, for bleaching, chemicals guickly
turning it white.

A  monster machine now waita to receive it—iwo
hundred feet of machine which finally converts all this
troublesome pulp into printing paper, making a ton
of paper every hour! everal of these machines are
at work, so
mills in Kent to turn out about two thousand tous of
finished paper cvery week of the year.

Into the machine the material goes, thin and watery,
To keep the pulp quite moiet, so that it Hows eapily
through, water is sprayed on to it. The. stream of
water carries all the cleamed fibres through a series
of moat intricate operations, the material at last being
drained of all ita water and the fibres so matted together
ns to form a contimnous and tight-knit network of
real paper.

Now comea the “mangling.” That new paper is seized
between immense rollers, and is pressed and dried and
finished. There will be about five miles of tparper in
that roll when the machine has done with if, and it
is them ready for use—except for being cut up into
handy widths.

That also is done wizard-like machine ]
which the paper hurtles at a great rate, the cutting
being done with almost incredible rapidity. The
original width of the paper may be as much as two
Iundred and ten inches, buf when the last machine
has handled it the paper is all ready to have prinfed on
it the MaaNET stories which your Editor has prepared.
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SERIES TELLS YOU HOW THE ACTUAL

MADE.

A Hive of Industry!

He lhas been very far from idle whilst these paper-
making operations are in progress. Thei; 0 on simul-
taneonsly with his work and that o editorial
sssistants. Your Editor's chief anxiety is to get the
right stories to Fleetway Housc, where the MagNeT
is born each week. And the iet.fmgiﬂf those storics
means much labour and thought. .

Suitable plots have to be hatched, for stories of the
Maioner standard do not come by themselves. There
is no machine to turn them out ready for us¢ as there
is for transforming the Canadian timber-trees into the
paper they are printed on. Close co-operation between

ur Editor sm&l the author of the story each weck
13 absclutely necessary.

The idea for the story forms itself during a chat,
perhaps, or a briefly-told incident in the day’s news-
gﬁ:er may gest just the very theme which the
Maoner author's fertile brain can seize upon, grapple
with, and transform in due course into just the
reading-matter which delights every ome of you.

The Editor may ask the author to gend him a brief
synopsis—a potted version of the proposed story. This
ia pome over most carefully, further suggestions are
m&cﬂ, the theme may be altered slightly, or other items
introduced to improve the yarn-to-be-born. Not until
the Editor is thoroughly satisfied that his readers also
will be satisfied is the word “Go!" conveyed to the
author,

Pity the Poor * Sub."”

Thus the story ia born, and the morning comes when
a fat bundle of mneatly-typed MS is brought to the
Editor’s desk. Then comes the ordeal of "au‘i}hiﬂg.”
The story is read with a hard and searching eye, for
even the cleverest authors are not so far removed
from the reast of us that they may not occasionally
trip up.

hePE&itﬂriul blue pencil is not spared. Small
additiona are made, hits are deleted, and out of the
welter of labour there presemtly emerges a story that
is word-perfect and as full of “meat "—otherwise
incident and interest, as combined human intelleet ecan
make it.

Readers of the Maawer are acknowledged to be as
smart as mustard. The slightest slip in “subbing * the
“copy ” of a story—an error in an illustration allowed
to pase—and very many hawk-like eyes spot it imme-
dintely the number ia aut. The easors of those hawk-
like eyes sit themselves down with glee and indite to
the Editor letters acquainting him with the sad lapec!

Well, the fact that we give readers so very fow
o unities for chiding us is a proud boast with the
editorial staff of the Masner ! _ .

The Editor’s part in the production of the story is
not done in and guiet, by any means. There is
no such thing as ility in an editorial office.
But with the trials and troubles inseparable from it
all, with the choosing of incidents for illustrations,
selecting the coloured-cover incident, sending to the
artists, and many other matters of editorial routine,
we must deal next week.

(A nother of these intevesting articles will appear in next
week’s Maaxer. Don't miss it, chums.)



THE VANISHED SCHOOLBOYS ! Christmas in a cold and cheerlers cave—prisoners in the honds of an unscrupulous
rufflan—wcould appear fo be the unhappy fate of Tom Redwing and Vernon-Smith.
corie Horry Wharlton & Co. to the rescue of their chimns !
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A complete
story of
Harry Wharton
& Co., the
Chums of
Greyfriars,
with a
Christmasy
atmosphere that
will appeal
to all.

INEFEREFE NN NEFEERRNNEE

.Iu-llllllnlllllll:rlll--lli-tlI|-l-l-llllllllnll-il'lll
.IIIIIIIIIIIII EEEEdENERANAAENESTERRp e EdERiRRRE Bl nuy

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter Objects !

i UNTER !*
B Znore !
“ Bunter !

Cherry.

Snore |

It was a rough morning on the coast.
The December wind howled and wailed
round the cottages of Hawkseliff, the
sea thundering with & sullen roar at
the foot of the chalk cliffs. The dawn
was grey and stormy.

In Tom Redwing's cabin at Hawks-
cliff Harry Wharton & Co. wero astir
at the first peep of day. Not so William
George Bunter.
fortably while the Famous Five of Grey-
friars were getting their breakfast in
the room below, and he was still snor-
ing when they had finished and were
ready to start. He snored on, regard-
less, when they came up to call him.

Billy Bunter did not believe in early
rising at any time. At Greyfriars the
rising-bell made life m:ar-:a]%l worth
living, in Bunter's opinion. olidays
had many advantages, and the greatest
of all was the fact that there was na
rising-bell.  Bunter had no intention of
turning out before ten o'clock at the
earliest, and he only senored more
emphatically as the chums of the
Remove shouted to him,

“ Bunter [ yelled Bob.

Snore !

“Wake up, you fat ass!"

Snore ! !

“There's a jug of water here—" said
Harry Wharton.

“Good! Hand it over!”

“ Keep off, you beasts!” wyelled Billy
Bunter, waking up very suddenly and

roared Bob

sitting up in bed. “Yarooh! Keep
'l:iE[”

“0Oh, wyou're awake!" said Boeb
Cherry.

* Beast I . i
"The awakefulness 15 terrific!”

chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

Bunter snored on com- .

Billy Bunter groped for his spectacles,
jammed them on his fat little nose, and
blinked wrathfully at the Famous Five.

“Get out ! he bawled. “If you think
I'm getting up, you're mistaken! ¥ou

can call me again at ten. Then I'll get
up, if you've got brekker ready—not
otherwise "

“Look here, Bunter—"

“Shan't 1"

“You fat duffer—"

“(Go and eat ecoke! Spoiling a
fellow’s sleep ! growled Bunter. * Lﬂght
as well be at Greyfriars, with that beast
(Gosling ringing the I:rea.stIF rising-bell !

I get up at ten in the holidays! Now
shut up !*

“We're starting now " zaid Harry
Whartou. “Bowline's got the boat
ready in the cove—"

“Blow Bowline! Blow the boat!

I'm not coming '™

“You fat chump, nobody wants you
to  come!” growled Johnny Bull
“Wouldn't have you at any price!™

“ Boast 1™

“You can go to sleep again after
we've started, and sleep all day, if you
like, Bunter,” said Harry Wharton.
“But befora we go——-"

“Shut up !™

“You can sleep all round the jolly
old clock,” said Bob Cherry. We're
not likely to be back early.”

“Ring off I

“Listen to me, you fat ass!”
elaimed Harry Wharton impatiently.

il'Eh;ant !H

“Bring that jug of water here—m'

“"Keop off, you beasts!” howled
Bunter. “I'm listening !

“We're starting 1n Bowline's boat to
ma down to the sea-cave at Pegg,™ said
Harry. “We're going to look there for
Redwing and Smithy. We think we may
find them there, and the kidnappoer,
tm_ﬂ

“You wouldn't have thought of it
but for me!” snapped Bunter. “¥You
hadun't Lrains enough, the lot of you!

oX-

¥

But af the elerenth Rowr

RICHARDS

(The rost
successful boys'
author of the

year.)
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If you hadn't consulted me, you'd never
have thought of the smugglers’ cave!™
“Will you listen, you ass? If we find
the kidnapper there, we may be going
into danger——*
cnoert ! from Bunter.

“h, don't be Iunk’;.' 1" he said.
B"lii"-nu silly ass!"” roared Johnny
ull.

Bunter blinked the
Famous Five.

“Leave it till later, and I'll come
with you!” he said. “T'll protect you,
same as I did that time we had a trip
in the South Seas! If there’s any
danger, it's not much good you fellows
going withoot mo ™

“Fathead ! Last time you were in the
sea-cave you thought you saw a ghost
nr:gl{aﬂnrtnd ¥ snapped Frank Nugent.

ah ™

scornfully  at

atay here, Bunter,” said
¥. “"You wouldn't be any use!
But if we are not back by dark——"
“You'll have to bo back before
dark!” said Bunter warmly. “I've
stayed one day at this rotten place, snd
I can tell you I'm fed-up with it!
We've got to cateh a train. Think T'm
going to stay here all through the
Christmas vac? Don't be an ass!”

“ We're staying here till we've found
dwing and Smithy i
“Rot! Blow Redwing and Smithv!
What about me " demanded Bunter in-
dignantly. “If two silly asses go and
get themselves kidnapped, blow "em !
Let the bobbies lock for them! What
are bobbies for? I came along with
you fellows on the understanding—the
distinet understanding—that we wera
%ﬂng to Wharton Lodge for Christmas,
ou'ra spoiling my holidays! Blessed
if I ever heard of such selfishness ! You
don't seem to think about me at all.!”
“Kill him, somebody !” said Bob.
“Beast! Nice sort of o holiday I'm
getting,” said Bunter warmly, “sticking
in this dashed cottage, in thiz dashed
windy place, fooling about looking for
Tae MacNer Lismary.—No, 1,089.
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1wo sil]{‘ aszes that go and get them-
1

selves dna}'}ped! Blow Redwing!
Blow Smithy ! What about me? That’s
what 1 want to know—what about

ma T
“Is that 2 conundrum ¥ asked Bob.
“Can't even let a fellow sleep I” said

Bunter. “I'm used to you Ifellows’
selfishness. But this really is the limit !
To kear you talk, anybody would think

that I didn't matier at all "

“Right on the wicket! You don’t!”
sairfl Bob. ] 1

“%he don't-fulness is terrific!”

“Listen, you fat idiot!” roared
Wharton. “ ¥You know where we're
golng and what we're going for. If
we're not back Ly dark, you'll know
that something has happened to us, and
you'll get to Greylriars as quick as you
cam and tell Mr. Quelch. Quelchy 1s
staying at the school eines break-up on
account of Redwing and Smithy being
missing——""

“'Then he's as big an ass as you are !”
said Bunter. “Lot of rot, 1 call it!
As for getting to Greyfriars, how am
I to get ten miles? I shouldn’t wonder

if you think T could walk it! You're
selfish encugh!”
“That's all,” said Harry. “We shall

be back before dark, if all goes well,
If not, let Quelch know, and he will
know what te do. Now you can go o
sleep 1™

“I say, you fellows—"

The Famous Five tramped down the
stairs.

ﬂ'I EEF,
Bunter.

But tho fellows were gone.

“Beasts ! murmured Bunter. ]

And he settled down to sleep again.
By the time Harry Wharton & Co.
quitted the cottage Billy Bunter's deep
and resonant snore Was once more
awakening the echoes.

you fellows—=" yelled

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bound for the Haunted Cave ]

ARRY WHARTON & CO. came
H out into the windy morping
and tramped down the steep

ath to the cove below the

cliffs. ¢ sea rolled heavily on the
beach, line after line of white foam
marking the waste of waters till they
wers lost in the mist that hung over

| ALL ABOUT

THE
CUP-TIES

ALL SPORTS will tell you &l
about the Cup-ties to be played in
n fortnight’s tdme—the F:rrm and
chances of the clubs eoncerned, all
sbout the players, ALL SPORTS
will keep you well informed on all
matters of Football, I rou are
kren on the game you should read
it cegularly, David Jack writes an
article in every issue,

ALL SPORTS
Mmuaﬂm 2d.
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the North SBea. It was a wild winter's
morning, and the rolling sca did not
look inviting. But in the sheltered
eove under the chiffs it was calmer, and
there Mr. Bowline, the ancient mariner
of Hawkseliflf, was waiting, sitting on
the boat and smoking an f-'l'l[‘.ijl' pipe. He
rose and touched bis hat as the Famous
Fix‘&} caipe tramping across the heaped
EAN.

“Rough!” he remarked sententiously.

“We can get to seal®” asked Harry.

“Ay, ay! Run you across to Holland
if you like,” answered Bowline cheer-

fully. “We'll make the cave at Pegg
casy enougn. I dessay you'll be sick,”
he added.

Harry Wharton smiled.

“We'll chance that,’" he said.

“But look ‘ere,” said Mr. Bowlne,
toking his pipe from his mouth, “John
Redwing's an old messmate of mine, and
T've known },‘Duni Tom- since he was a
little nipper so high. If some land
sharp has got hold of young Tom, I'm
ready to ﬁ]ﬂ, geeing asz his father's
away atesea, too. But look ’ere, you
want fo steer a course for the séa cave
under the Shoulder at Pegg ™

“That's so," said Harry.

There scemed to be a certain unwill-
ingness about Mr. Bowline. Hitherto,
he had been very keen to help in the
gearch for Tom wing and Herbert

Vernon-Smith, the two Greyfriars
juniors who had disappeared =0
mysteriously.

“71 ain't afraid of re man,”” he said
slowly. *“T've took all the risks of a
sailorman’s life—and I've had some
rough times, too, and you can lay on
that. Shiver my timbers! I ain't afraid
of nothing on the sea. But p'r'aps you
young gents ain't heard thot that there
cave 18 haunted 1"

Mr. Bowline looked rather anxiously
at the juniors.

“There's folks ashore don’t believe in
them things,” he said. *'But I've been
on & haunted ship, and I know!"

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured Bcb.

“Things have been seen in that there
cave,” said Mr. Bowline 1mpremw:§.
“ A 'underd years ago there was bl
shed there—Revenue officers and the
smugglers. Some of them was killed.
Any man along this coast will tell you
that that cave's haunted. Mind, in this
weather there’s a lot of danger 1n get-
ting near it in a boat—and there pin't
no other way of gettm%’hnear it. I don't
care about that. But them ghosts——"

He pauszed and shook his head.

“All serene if we find nothing more
dangerous than ghosts," said Nugent.

“Things 'ave been seen,” said Mr.
Bowline—""movin’ lights and things!
And fishermen have heard voices and
wailings. Tt's well known that the cave
is haunted. IYﬂu ranhkun t-émt that_Il.l:ld*
napping sea-lawyer has got young Tom
mfrlc:‘;. B‘Il; dﬂn’tlr:eem likely to me that
any man would be there if he could
help it. Cause why! There ain't a
man along the coast would stay a night
in that cave for a skipper's wages.”

“That makes it all the more likely
that the kidnapper is there,” said
Harry. “He would want to Em:k a
place Wwhere nobody is likely to go.”

Mr. Bowline shook his head again.

“PBut we've gob & reason for think-
ing they may be there,” went on
Wharton. * Bunter—that fat fellow up
at the coitage—drifted into the cave
one day a week or two ago in & boat,
and was seared out of his wits by seeing
what he took to be a ghost—"

“He gecd it?” exclaimed Mr. Bow-
line, startled. i

“He saw something, and took it for

a ghost—a ighnstijr face, or something
of the sort.’

“That's 1t!" said Mr. Bowline, with
a nod. “That was SBmuggler Bill!
It's well known ihat his sperrit haunts
tha cave.”
~ “Well, we think it more likely that
it was somebody pla’ging host to
frighten people away,”” said Harry;
“and that's just what the kidnapper
would do_if he has put up there.”

Agl-nm Mr. Bowline shaok his head.

Billy Bunter's story of the ghost he
had seen in the sea-cave had caused only
merriment at Greyfriars, But it would
evidently have found a believer had he
related 1t to Sam Bowline.

“Well, we're going, anyhow!"” said
Harry, *“If you don't like to come into
the cave, you can stay with the boat.
Let's get _guing.”

“It ain't lucky to disturb spocks,”
muttered Mr. owline. * Anything
might "appen to s man after seeing a
?:ra . But if you reckon that youn

om might be there—though I don't
'old with it—I'm ready to run you
along.”

And, with the help of the juniors,
Bowline shoved his boat into the water
and they crowded aboard.

The sca wind caught the boat as it
ran from the shelter of the cove, and it
danced and tossed Like a cork on the
millgh waters, ; .

arry Wharton sat at the tiller, while
Bowline handled the sail. Tha boat
shot out to sea almost like a gull,

Bowline's face was very grave, with a
shade of anxiety. Only a good sailor-
man could have handled a boat in such
a sca; but that was not what troubled
the ancient mariner, The thought of
the ghost of the sea-cave was in his
mind, and it troubled him deeply. Of
hizs own accord ba would never have
sailed within a dozen fathoms of the
haunted cave.

But his very reluctance to approach the
spot added, in the minds of the Grey-
friars fellows, to the probability that
the kidnapper had chesen the sea-cave
for bis hiding-place. Who the lﬂ:idnapgmr
was they had not the faintest idea: but,
whoever he was, there was no doubt
that he was n cool and determined
scoundrel, and quite unlikely to share
the superstitions fears of the fishermen
and longshoremen. The sea-cave's

riﬂ]'f: reputation made it a safe place
or him.

The boat tossed wildly on the waters.
But the chums of Greyfriars were accus-
tomed to the sea, and not likely to bo
sick, as Mr. Bowline bad suggested.

The chalk cliffis sunk to & low line
against the sky, Bowline making a wide
sweep from the shore before he ran into

egg Bay, five miles down the coast
from Hawkscliff.

“The Shoulder!” exclaimed Bob
suddenly.
The great ¢lif at the northern ex-

tromity of Pegg Bay loomed up from
the aﬂi mists. iqfhuaa;ligh summ?t was
shrouded in mist. At the foot of the
cliff huge chalk rocks and ledges and
spurs jutted out into the sea, and the
water broke over them with a deep
roar, and incessant foaming and splash.
ing. The faces of the juniors grew a
little anxious, FEwen in calm weather
the boiling currents at the base of tho
Shoulder made boating difficult and
dangerous, and on a rough day there
were fow who would have cared to ap-
proach that malstrom of foam and tor-
mentod waters.

But they did not falter.

The rough weather might last for
days, and the chums of Greyfriars bad
no idea of allowing days to pass idiy
school-fellows remamed

whila their
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Billy Bunter was tossed on the bed, and with twisted sirips of a sheet Soames tied his wrists and ankles to the four posis

“ You are sale now,”” sald Soames, his eyes glittering at the Owl of the Remove.

prisoners in the hands of some unknown
scoundrel. The risk had to be taken.
Mr. Bowline handled the boat skil-
fully, the juniors helping him as much
as they could. But it was no easy task
to ‘approach the rocky shore in the wild
sea and the gusty wind without going
aground. acking in that wild and
veering wind was a task of great diffi-
culty. Hour followed hour, with the
reat cliff still looming out of the mists,
rdly nearer than when it bhad been
first sighted. And s the boat battled

with wind and wave, making slow head-
way, Harry Wharton & . did not
ucss what eyes were fixed on them
rom the shadowy depths of the sea-cave
under the rocks of the fowering
Shoulder.
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Price of Life !

& EDDY 1"
R “¥Yes, old chap?”
“We've got to do some-

thing.” ) ]
Herbert Vernon-Smith spoke in tones

of intense exasperation.  His brows
were knitted, his teeth set,
Tom smiled faintly. He had been

longer a prisoner in the cave than the
Bounder, but his nature was more
patient.

“What can we do, 8mithy?"’

The Bounder grunted. It-was difficult
to answer that question.

In the gallery that opened off the
great sea-cave at a distance from the
sea Tom Redwing was seated on a

(See Chapter b.)

bench, while Vernon-8mith paced rest-
lossly to and fro, like a tiger in & cage.

No gleam of daylight penetrated
there. A hurricane lamp slung on the
wall shed a dim light, and there was &
glow from the paraffin-stove. The rocky
roof was far out of sight in the gloom.

The gallery communicated with the
main cave by & narrow fissure, not more
than two or three feet wide. Nothing
was there to bar the egress of the two
kidnapped schoolboys. But each of
them had a steel chain locked to his
leg, fastened to a staple in the wall,
which allowed them the freedom of the
gallery, but made 1t impossible for them
to get out into the great cave.

“We ecan't stand it much longer,”
muttered the Bounder. “We've got to
beat that wvillain somehow, Reddy!
Christmas—here "

Tom made no reply.

They had discussed every possible and
impossible plan, over and over again.
And there seemed nothing to be done.
The steel chains held them helpless
prisoners in the gallery.

“"Bomeone must be searching for us,
Smithy," gaid Tom at last,

It was the only hope that remained.

The Bounder grunted angrily,

“They'll never secarch here. 'This
cave is five miles from the place where
wo were taken,”

“I suppose it's not likely,” said Red-
wing, with a sigh.

“ Greyiriars has broken up for Christ-
mas now,” went on Herbert Vernon-
Bmith., *The fellows are all gone.”

I know,"

** Wait there—till I return, you fat fool ! **

“That means that our friends won't
be hunting for us."

“The police must be looking for us,
Bmithy. The Head must have scen to
that—and your father, too.”

“They won't find us,™

“I'm afraid not.”

“We can’t stand this!" hissed the
Bounder. “Look here, Reddy. That
scoundrel has got the key of these locks
on him. If we could get hold of him

when he comes in next——"

“ Better not, Master Herbert,"” said a
smooth, silky veice from the opening of
the gallery.

The Bounder swung round, his chain
clinking as he moved. Soames, cool and
smiling, stood looking at the prisoners.
Vernon-3mith clenched his hands, and
his ayes glittored.  But Soames was
standing boyond the length of the chain.

“¥You hound!" hissed the Bounder.

“Hard words, Master Herbert!”
smiled Soames, *What is the uee of
them. But I remember that when I
was your honoured father's wvalet you
were always unruly. Perhaps you will
learn better here.’

“How long do wyou think you are
grﬁnF to keep us here, you scoundrel §"
snarled the Bounder.

Soames leaned ageinst the rock and
regarded the two juniors thqughtfulif,
but with & smile still on his smooth,
clear-cut face.

“That depends,” he said.

“We shall ba found sooner or later,”
said Tom Redwing, quietly.

71 think not,” smiled Boames. ™1

Tueg MacNer Liseawy.—No. 1,089,
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prm——"

think not, my young friend. ¥You may
be intercsted to hear that the police sre
\‘eﬁ active—"

e Bounder’s cyes gleamed.

“ At Lantham,” added Soames,

“ Lantham? repeated Smithy.

“Exactly! Wharton and hia friends
gave them a description of a man m
a large beard and horn-rimmed spec-
tacles—a disguise that I have now -dis-
carded,” smiled Soames. “ Such & man
was seen in Lentham—in fact, he made
himself somewhat conspicuous, secking
to hire o closed ocar in & manner that
could not fail to raise suspicion, and
leaving footprints of his sea-boots in
8 mugdy yard, in order to help the
excellent policadn their investigations.”

“Youl” ssid Redwing.

Soames nodded, i

“Precisely. The police sre now comb-
ing Lantham and its neighbourhood,
uncertain whether I am hiding in that
locality or whether I have obtained
a car and carried you to a distance.”

“Oh!” said Tom, with a sinking
heart.

“So far as I have observed, they have
not come in this direction at all,” said
Boamas an . " Neither, I )
are they likely to do so. No doubt you
ars aware that your school has now
broken up for the Christmas holidays,
and that your friends are gone, I think
you may a8 well ahandunﬁ:pa of being
found here.” :

Redwing was silent. The Bounder
gritted his teeth.

“It is time,” went on Hoames, “that
we came to business, have made
myself seoure here, but I have no in-
tention of reroaiming in such dismal
gquarters through the festive season, I
intend to spend my Christmas elsewhere,
in much more congenial surroundings.
I should be sorry to leave, and leave
you here—permanently.”

The sea-lawyer’s tones was smooth and
silky, but ¢ was & threat in his
words.

“You understand,” he said. “If I
leave, I leave with my companion, w
ﬂuu have oot yet soen, sod will not see,

ut who keeps & very efficient waich in
the sen-cave in my absence. I leave

ou here. I do not regard it as my
usiness to supply you with foed. For
that you must depend on your own
fortune, Do you get mel”

“You mean that you will leave us
here to starve?”™ asked Redwing
quietly.

“With a thousand rats, "’ aa@d
Soames. “But undoubtedly that will
be the cutcome if you should contioue
unreasonable.”

“¥ou will get nothing out of us!”

snarled the Bounder,
“ From you, Master Herbort, I expect
nothing, m wing I expect
tho treasure of Black Peter, for which
we fought in the Bonth Seas. I failed
then, fshﬂ]] not fail now." ;

Redwing was silent.

“1 am not a grasping man,” pursued
Soames. “I am not, 1 trust, unreascn-
ebla. But I have come back from the
South Hems for the fortune of Black
Patar. I do not ask it all; I do not,
desire to leave you a beggar. I shall
be satisfied wifg
sand pounds. ™

He paused for a reply, but Redwing
did not speak.

“1 am aware," Socames pursued, “that
the treasure no longer exists in ita
original form. It has been turned into
money and banked. That is quite im-
material, however, Tt is money I want,
But for the want of it, my young friend,

ou would have seen me sooner. Eut
had to make money by warious ways
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the sum of ten thou-

and means before I could return to
England and carry out this little schems,
have staked alf I have on this ven-
ture. This country is closed to me, I
dare not appear 1n publie, ex in
some cunning disguise, I I fail in
this 1 shall have no resouree but to get
away from England as a seaman before
the mast. I do not think I shell fail,
howover. I ]ia‘itr you both if I fail.”

break-up day with the Famous Five, in
the belief that they were going home
to Wharton Lodge. He fﬂunﬁi_ﬂﬂ"
Janded at & cabin in a wind-swept villa
on the olifs—and left there while the
chums of the Remove hunted for the
kidnapped lboys—a hunt which
Bunter regarded as mere rot—simp
Elnjina: the goat. As he had zaid W

Hter |mr;]iﬁrunu.t'.;inzm1 they seemed to be

His eyes glittered for s moment. thinking all the time of Redwing and
“In tho th Seas you and your Smithy; and not at all of "i!'ﬁlljam
friends beat me,"” he said quietly. “But George Bunter.

I am not a man ecaamly beaten. I have
come back for my share of Black Peter's
fartune. The money is under your con-
trol, Tom Redwing. I have mapped out
the arr ents by which it may be
handed over to me, if you consent.”

“1 will never consent,” said Tom.

“! Never 12 & long word,” said Boames.
“Without wyou, of course, I can do
nothing. Think it over further, ¥You
have until Christmas Day to think—
and to livel”

“"To hive?"” repeated Tom.

“(Christmas is close at hand now,”
said Soames, “a few days, more or
less, are immaterial to me. I give :lp;ou
until Christmes. If you decide, !? that
data, to do as I require, you and your
friend will be released ma early as is
compatible with my safety, If
decide otherwise, you will have lost your
lact chance. 1 shall leave the #ea-cave
—for ever—and wou will take your
chanca bhere.”

“¥ou villain I" bresthed the Bounder,

Soames shrugged his shoulders.

“Raflect,” he said.

He turned and walked out of the
gallery. Beyond the opening fissure the
juniors heard hiz voice for » few
moments, speaking in & low tone to his
unknown associate. Then there was
silence,

Vernon-Smith fixed his eyes on Red-

) it, Reddy,” ho said

T mﬁ?u it, Reddy,” he said.

“¥You won't give in.”

““Not on my account, But—m-~"

“ Mor n*{'lI miﬁa," said th?! Bounder
fiercely. tall vou, you shan’t give
in to that mnunﬂrg;, it L both die here.
Nevar "

Hedwing did not answer. To save
himself he would never have yislded.
But to sava his chu wWes &
different matter. Unless help came,
unless rescue came, Tom Redwing knew
that he would yield to tho mea-lawyer’s
demand, te ransom his chum's life. And
the game would be won by the sea-
lawyer from the far Pacific,

o — —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunier has a Vishior !

ILLY BUNTER grunted.
t“!‘.I.-E;is grunt exprossed discon-
L.
As a matier of fact, Billy
Bunter was not satisfied. He was not
by any means satisfied.

He was gatt«mg his breakiast now. It
was barely ten o'clock; but Bunter was
hungry. Hupger had banished sleep;
and Bunter had turned out. Fortu-
nately, his ablutions did not delay him
long.  Bunter was not the fellow to
waste s lot of time on w m%’- _

There was ample of the best for break-
fast; Hﬂﬁr: m]a.rtn? & Co, hed lﬁid
in & an of provisions, when
the efmpad in ‘Fum Redwing's cotiage
at Hawksclif. But preparing his own
mesals did not appesl to Bunter. It was
the most agrecable form of exertion
imaginable, no doukt: =still, it was a
form of exertion. Bunter grunted dis-
contentedsy. He had left Greyiriars on

Indeed, their disregard for Dunter's
comfort was quite ruthless. If the
wanted to go hunting. for kidoa
fellows, one at least of them might have
utﬁgnﬂﬂm mkall th:h me Euﬂterhtm-
sidered. aili hat, they t to
have epoked a ]nlg supply, anﬁft it

to warm in the ovem for Bunter.
And ¥ hadn'tl

However, there was comfort in & solid
meal. Iooumerable rashers of bacon,

countless Bil:s'ﬂ. and other things, made
Bunter feel that life was worth living,
even in a selfish world where the only
reelly nice iphabitant was William
CGeorge Bunter.

But having taken in provisions in
bulk, Bunter rolled to the cottage door,
and stood blinking out into the irregular
street, through his big spectscles, and
grunted again.

He was left on his own. Sleeping and
cating were enjoyable, no doubt—but
Bunter had slept enough, and eaten.till
he had no room for more. Now he
nglg‘ f}w mn Indhtq t:ika %'F *q;:‘:.i to

station, a traan for rton
Lodge. And those beasts had left him
on his ¢wn; with absolutely na resource
to pass his time. There was not even
& picture-show at Hawkscliff—or within
two miles of Hawksclif. ‘There was
nothing—unlezs Bunter cared to roll
along the street, and talk to three or
four priszzled old sailormen in sea-boots
and Aaraayn—whif:h he did not care to
do. And the beasts expected him to stay
there ai] day, in order to carry the nows
to Mr. Quelch at Greyfriars if anything
hnl:igen to them, on their expedition
to the sea-cave. And the worst of it waa
that Bunter had to remain there,
becauso there was no means of ting
away except by walking; and when it
was 8 question of walking miles, Bun-
t&r’ﬁ laziness stood lika & lion 1n the
pat

80 he grunted, blinked down the
villa atreet, blinked at the gray,
tumbhing sea and the sea-mists, and
turned back into the cottage and
grunted again.

Reading was & resource, if thera had

anything to read. Buot there were
few books in the Redwing mtttfe, and
such as there were, were all of a
solid character—a work on scamanshi
belonging to Mr. Redwing, some schoo
books of Tom Redwing's, and the *Pil-
%ﬁm‘n Prograss.” t preat work
unter had no use for; his tastes were
rather more hrid in fitm-aﬁtm. and a
blink through an's work
showed that there were no murders in
it, upon which Bunter slammed it ghut
in disgust.

“Well, this is rotten, and no mistake1!”
said Bunter.

He sorted out & cake, and began to
munch it. But aven a cake did not com-
fort him much, a8 he was already
loaded beyond the Plimsoll line.

A step in the doorway made him blink
round. He was glad to hear it—even
if it was only & Hawksoliff native who
had locked in. The sound of hjz own
voice was always entertaining to
Bunter; and if a Hawkscliff man was
prepared to listen to him, Bunter was
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prepared to talk so long as the victim's  “And where do they propose to look, THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
patience lasted. for the man?” Awlul for Bunter !

But it was not a Hawksclif man who  Bunter blinked at the stranger.
looked in. Bunter blinked inquisitively Talkative as he was, even Bunter [LENCE " ‘
at the man in the doorway, apparently & realised that it might be injudicious to Ths man hissed oubt the
stranger in the place. talk too much to a stranger. Certainly word,

He was & rather slim, but well-built the man in plus fours scemed rather Billy Bunter's mouth had
man, dressed in plus fours end a rain- inﬂuiaiﬁre. opencd for a g'aﬂ for help. But the
coat. His complexion was so dark that Oh, round about, you know,” yell died in his throat. He shrank

d him to be a foreigner,
and & black moustache curled on his
upper lip, and his brows were thick and
black. A soft hat shaded his face.
“Excuse me!” said the newcomer. “Is
not this Mr. Redwing's cottagef
“That's it |” answered Bunier,
“Ia Mr. Redwing at bome!”

Bunter sup

Bunter grinned.

“No fear I" he answered, “ He hasn't
come back from sea.”

The mau in plus-fours eyed Bunter
curiously.

“You are Mr. Haedwing’s son!” he
asked.

Bunter slniﬂ'ed.l"

" Certaihly nob

“Ploase ej:r:cusa my mistake. But find-
inE you here—"

I'm a QGreyfriars man!” grunted
Bunter. “Do 1 lock as if I were the
gon of A common seaman " ]

“You certainly do mnot,” suid the
stranger politely. “But Goding you in
Mr. Redwing's cottage, you see——"’

The man entered the cottage as he
spoke,

“You do not mind if I sit down for
a few minutes?” he asked. “I have
walked & great distance.”

“8it down if you like,” answered
Bunter. “You can shut that beastly
door first. This wind i& a corker |

he man in plus fours shut the door,
and szt down between the door and
Bunter. His eyes, which were very
keen, roved round the room. Bunter

continued his operationz on the cake.

*Vau are alone here?” asked the ndw-
comer.

Bunter grunted.

“ Yes—till the fellows come back.”

“Y sea—a party of young Redwing’s
friends staving here, I ﬂupggaa‘? A
somewhat solitary place for the Christ.
mas holidays.”

Bnort from Bunter.

“Catch me spending the Christmas
holidaya here,” he said. "“I'm only wait-
ing till those silly chuinps are ready to
go. I'm sorry now that I agreed to

nd the vao with fhem at all. But
E‘g were 80 keen on it I couldn't
He blinked curiously at the
“You know Redwing's

refusa.”™
siranger.
father i .

“QOh, quite! I have heard & sturi_lm
the village that his son has been ki
napped, or something of the sort,” ssid
the man ir plus fours, looking at
Bunter. .

“Somebody's bagged him!” assented
Bunter. “And SBmithy, too! Nobod
knows who it was—but they've got his
deseription ™

i —what was he like?”
®Beafaring man with & big besrd and
horn-rimmed spectacles,” said Bunter.

“1 hear that he was zeen at Lantham

last, and the police are hunting for him h

there, He tried to get a car to take
the ﬂh&Pﬂ away,” Bunter grioned. “I
shouldn’t wonder if he's not so far away
as Lantham, though.”

The man in plus fours made a slight
movemeant.

#You have some idea where he is to
be looked for 1™ he asked.

“That's telling I said Bunter.

" And your friends—"

“They've gone to look for him now,”
said Buntar,

* Sshoolfellows of yours?” asked the
men in plus fours.

“0Oh, yesl®

-

suswered Bunter ugr'ueir.

“Who are your friends, who have
gono out to far the kidnapper!”
azked the man guietly.

Bunter gave him & stare.

“You're asking a jolly lot of ques-
tions,” he said. .

“You will be kind enough to answer
me, my boy 1

I doa’t see why I ghould.”

“1 think I shall be able to make you
see,” The man in plus fours rose fgom
his chair, and came towards En i
with a gleam in his eyes that made the
Owl of the Remove jump. He towered
over the fat junior, who blinked up at
him in slarm. “Now answer my ques-
tions at once, before I break every bone
i your 44

“0Oh, lor' I¥ gasped Bunter.

“Sha.r}] I” rapped out the man in plus
fours. “Who 1s ntal;ring at this cottage
as well as yourself !

BT don't mind telling ou *
untar. .1V el
Elﬂmir names "

“Wharton, Bob Cherry, and—"

“That will do—I can guess the rest!

are they here?”

""h'lﬁ:if’ra staying here to look for
Redwing,” stammered Bunter, his eyes
fixed in fear on the threatemning face
that glared down st him, he fat
junior was quaking with dread now.
Obtuse as was, Bunter had to
realise that the man who was question-
ing him was no nrdu:mri mnguisitive
stranger. The thought that he was,
perhaps, in the presence of the kid-
* of Redwing and Smithy, sent a
cold chill down Bunter’s back.

His little round eyes grew wide with
terror as be bli:{*&d at the dark,
threatening face. :

“They are secarching the coast for

wiuq?”
" ' Bunter, :
“ Although they knew that the kid-
napper was last seen st Lantham?®”

o8,
"“Where are they gone nowi”
“In—in—in & boat—" stuttered

Bunter.

“Where t* i

As Bunter did not reply immediately,
the man in plus fours grasped him by
the shoulder. His grip waa like a vice,

and the Owl of the Remove gave a

alp of pain.
T Fow 1 Leggo!”
*Where are thﬁ gong?”
“0h, dear! ey—thay're gone to

the cave at Pegg!" gas nter.
Tlf:laff:;t of thuli:‘_ginfngmnpﬁ%n on the

man in plus fours was startling. He
released Bunter, and staggered back a
pace. There was rage in his face,

and mingled with the rage was fear.
“The sea-cave at Pegg " he repeated

carsely.

*“0Oh, dear! Yes I—I say—"
“Bilence I :

The man io plus fours turned to the
door, and shot the bolt. Then he came
back towards Bunter, with an expres-
sion on his face that made the fat
junior shiver with terror.

Start the New Year well by
getting your newsagent to

reserveyou a copy of the
“MAGNET" every week!l

never

"doubtless the same man w

back in his chair, his eyes fized n
}:qrrm on the man who stood before

im,

“Utter one nrir, and it will be your
last, you fat fool! ¥ou say that
Wharton and his friends have gone to
the sea-cave at Pegg, thinking to find
Tom Redwing gnd Vernon-Smith
therat” -

" Yes,” breathed Bunter.

He I-mcwl ::l;tgw l:]:t{?t he wlaHil:t tha
presence o e kidnapper. o Was
nothing like the desprl’:pptiun that the
Famous Five had givén of the man
they had s2en. But his actions and
words left nu room for doubt. Either
he had been in disguise then, or he was
in disguise now—perhaps on both oc-
casions. Obviously, he had come 1o
Hawksclif ss & epy, to learn what he
?nuldh ufél&a m;.;d rtuz!l]]lt 1E::: gmnj; ﬂ:]
or the nap o0 8, AN L]
liad been startled and alsrmed to learn

that the cliums of Greylfriars were
at.n;fu ‘there to search the coast, and
he been more than etartled to learn

that they were gone to the sea-cave.
There was unmistakably fear i:l[l:is
logks when Bunter had given him that
information.

_ But, ip spite of the fury that glittered
in his eyes, he was quite cool and self-
controlled. His voice was quiet as he
spoke again.

“The sea-cave iz nearly ten rniles
from here—it is five miles from the

lace where Redwing was taken. What

as put it inte Wharton's head to search
there 1"

" I-I—1—" stammered Bunier.

*If you are Iying to me, take care!”
The man thrust his hand into a pocket,

and showed, for a moment, the butt of
an_sutomatic

istol,
Bupter gquaked. -
“You—you see, it—it was because—
because—oh loz’ =1 hadn't anythiog to
do with it, you know.”
_#lYuu?ll
“] waen't in the sea-cave, you know,”
ntut-tErelﬂ 'B“ﬂtﬂrh;:mt ‘;{1—1 ne-re;- lﬂ:l ?
man playing g ere, and—an
d the fellows anything about
i they've

“Teake cara!™

it, and—and that. isn't why
gone there,” :

The man gritted his teeth.

“Youl” he repeated mevagely. “You,
a fet fool, a brainless idiot, to derange
all my plans!”

“I never——" DBunter's voice died
away. It waes borne in upon his mind
that, if this was the kidnapper, it was
had been
hidden in the darkness of the sea-cave
at the time of the Owls involuntary
visit, and who had frightened him out
of his fat wits, It was plain that theo
man knew him, and Harry Wharton &
Co.

*Ho they are gone, in & boat, to the
sea-cave,” said the man quietly. "A
dangerous task, in this wild weather,
for schoolboys. They are as likely as
not to be wrecked, and drowned smong.
the rocks.” He broke off. *'Did they
go by themselves, or——"

"ﬂey*va got a seaman with them—
8 Hawkscliff man, n . Bowline—"

man compressed his ]ﬁ&

“Then they may make the cave—
Esalulu'ulule alone there—beaten again
—beaten by a mob of schoolboys, as
befors!” was spesking to himself,
" Par Maovwer Lipnany.—No. 1,089.
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in low, savage tones. “ But—there is
still time——"

“0Oh, lor’!” gasped Bunter.

His eyes grew wider in utter dread,
and he crouched back in the chalr,
trembling from head to foot. In spite
of the dark stain on the face, the
black moustache, and the thickened and
dyed eyebrows, recognition leaped into
Bunter's cyes, The ghostly face he had
seen in tha cave had had a vague
familinrity to him—and it was the same
face that he was staving at now, though
changed by its disguise. And now
Bunter knew what 1t was that was
familiar—those muttered words had
given him the clue.

" Soames ! he whispered.

The man in plus fours did not heed
him.

He moved a little away from Bunter,
his brows knitted, in an effort of
thought. Bunter did not stir.

The man in plus fours stepped to the
window and stared out into the street.
‘'he Redwing cottage waas at a little
distance from the other buildinga
scattered along the irregular stre
and there was no one at hand. In the
distance, a man in sea-boots and jertey
could be eeen, leam:!:i{pn 8 post, watch-
ing the sea, and emoking a pipe. That
wasa all. Boames drew the curtain across
the window and turned back to Bunter.

e B“nd u II‘J

Bunter ffﬂg himself from the
chair, his fat knees almost erumpling
under him,

“Listen to me,” said Soames, in a
low, savage voice. ' You know me—IL
am a desperate man, I would twist your
fat neck for having ruined my plans—if
that would serve me! Give me any
trouble, and you will not live to regret

your folly."
“1—I—" gtammerad Bunter.
“Hilence! I shall leave you locked

in this cottage—if all goes well with
me, I shall return for you after dark—

the sccret may yet be kept! I would
crack your stupid skull like sp egg,
but it would more dangerous for
mae for you to be found dead here, than

to5 bs found s prisoner, if you are found

ut all. Bnt take care—your life hangs
on # thread. Go up the stairs!”
*“1—I1 say—"" faltered Bunter.
“Go!” snarled Boames.
Bunter cquaked, and weni. He

dragged his trembling fat limbs up the
litile staircase. ) :

Boames followed him up.

In the bed-room, he curtained the
window, and then turned to Bunter.
Ha tore a sheet from the bed into
strips, twisted them, and bound the fat
junior hand and foot. Then a gag was
astuffed into Bunter's mou and
fastened there with a strip wound round
kis head.

Then the fat junior was tossed on the
boed and, with twisted strips of sheet,
Snames tied his wrists and ankles to
the four bed-posts.

“Vou are safo now.” he said, his eyes
glittering at the Owl of the Remove.
“Wait there—till I return. If Wharton
and his friends do not leave the sea-
cave alive, you will not carry the news,
you fat fool! Lia there—and wait!”

Bunter could not speak, he could
only blink in helpless terror at the
man from the Pacific.

Soames left him, closing the door, and
Bunter heard his hurried steps descend-
ing tha stairs,

o heard the front door of the cotta
cloze ; he heard the Ley turn in the lock.
He hoard the footsteps of the sea-lawyer
on the cobblea outside; in a few
momenta they died away.

Bunter lay still.

Ha could not move a limb; he could
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not utter s sound. The cottage was
locked up; there was no hope of help
or rescue, wline was the only man
at Hawkscliff who was likely to come to
the cottage at eny time:; and he was
one to the sea-cave with the juniors.
There was no help for Bunter. But it
wase, at least, a comfort to him to hear
the footsteps of the desperate man from
the South BSeas die away into silence.
Soames was gone—and in his terrible
fear of the man, that was a relief.

For a long time Bunter lay, blinking
dismally at the ceiling, his fat heart
Fa]pit«nﬁng. Then his eyes closed at
ast and he went to sleap. Fortunately,
discomiort did not bar him from slum-
ber. He slept and forgot his troubles;
and onca more his reverberating snore
awoke the echoes of the cottapge.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Kalalu-"ululo !

UD, thud, thud! Clang, clang!
I The sound of heavy blows B

echoed in the dim gallery. From

the gallery it echoed through the
narrow fissure into the outer cave. The
hollows under the mighty clif were
filled with rumbling sound.

“It's no use, Smithy, old man,” said
Tom Redwing quistly.

The Bounder gave a growl.

* Bette? than deing nothmg!"

Thud, thud, thud, thudl Ulang!

The Bounder had loosened & heavy
lump of rock, and using it as a hammer,
was beating on the steol chain in the
hard floor. He wielded the rock with
both hands, crashing it on the chain
with all his strength, the perspiration
starting out on his forehead.

It was almost a hopeless attempt.
Slim as the chain was, it was too strong
to be broken by such means.
tha links flattened, and that was all.
They held as firmly as before.

But Vernon-Smith continued thud-
ding the rock on the steel. Inaction
was driving him to fury; and even
futile action was a relief. He paused
now and then to rest; but resumed his
task, and the heavy hammering sent in-
cessant ramblings t%nmugh the cave. For
half an hour or more i1t had gone on,
and then, as the Bounder paused once
more, Tom Redwing suddenly pricked
up his ears to listen. There was o sound
from the fissure connecting with the
main cave—a soft footfall.

Vernon-Smith heard it, too, and his
eyes nglittewd. He knew that the din
he had been making had drawn Soames’
unknown associate to the iﬁut.

Whao this associate was, the kidnapped
schoolboys had no idea. They had not
seen him, and had not heard his voice,
Onece or twice they had heard his move-
ments in the cuter cave; several times
they had heard Socames speaking to him
in low tones, but that was all. It was
clear that whoever and whataver he
was, he had orders from Soames to keep
himself out of sight; but during the
absences of the sea-lawyer, they could
guess that he was incessantly on the
watch in the outer cave.

The Bounder bent towards Redwing,
and whispered. 3

“Heo's coming—he thinks we're break-
ing loose—if he comes within reach,
collar him——"

Redwing nodded. ;

“Ha may have the key on him,"”
breathed the Bounder, *“‘or zome tool
that wo can usze to break the chain. If
wo get hold of him——" .

“It's a chance,” whispered Redwing.

They said no more, but hstened, The
ﬁ.ten]t]{y gounds in the fissure had ceased,

Someo of

but in the deep silence they fancied they
could hear a subdued breathing. The
unknown watcher was listening. Evi-
dently the crashing had alarmed him,
and roused his suspicion that the
prisoners wero breaking loose. But he
had not shown himself.

The Bounder picked up the rock
again, and crashed it heavily on the
links of the chain.

“Nearly 1” he exclaimed, in a loud
volce. “A few more knocks, and it will
break.”

Redwing stared,at him; he knew that
the chain would never break under
Smithy's blows. But he understood tha
next moment. The Bounder's words
were intended to reach the listening
ears i the fissure, and to draw the un-
known watcher into the gallery.

'I:ha strategem succeeded perfectly.

There was a hurried footstep, and a
figure leaped into view in tge inner
(-’-[L'ln"ﬂa

“You feller boy, you sto lent
quick ! exclaimed the newmml:;r.p i

“Great Scott!” ejaculated the
ounder, staring at him blankly. Tom

dwing opened hi i :
ﬂatm:tinhmena it o

The watcher, who had leaped into
view in the gu]'[ary,‘was a boy of about
their own age. His skin was s decp
bronzs in colour; his eyes large and
dark. In hia brown €ars Wera ear-rings
of coral and the hole in the cartilage of
the nose showed that he had once worn
a nose-ring. He was dressod in a thick
overcoat and cap, with a thick woollen
scarf round his neck, as if he felt the
cold keenly, as doubtless he did, for
at the first glance it was plain that he
belonged to a hot clime. The handsome

bronze features were those of a Poly-
nesian.

In their summer cruise in the South
Beas, Smithy and Redwing had seen
many natives of the Pacific, and they
knew at once that the boy was a
rEa.nn.L:u" They stared at him blankly.
I'hey had wondered and surmised a
great deal as to who and what Soames’
unknown associate might be; but they
had mever gucssed that it was a boy,
and o native of the South Scas,

“A Kanaka!” ejaculated Redwi
breaking the astonished silence. -

“My hat!" said Vernon-Smith.

The amazement in their faces seemed
to amuse the brown-skinned lad. He
grinned at them with a flash of white
teeth,

*“Who are you?” exclaimed Redwing.

“Me Kalulu-ululo ™

“Oh, my hat!” repeated the Bounder,
breathing hard.

His eyes met Redwing's, reading
there the hope that was in his own.
They had taken 1t for granted that
Soames’ nssociate was some unscrupu-
loug rascal like the sea-lawyer himself.
But the sight of the brown, good-
humoured, grinning face bauished that
belief at once. Hope leaped up i their
hearts as thc?' looked at him, :

“Kalulu-'ululo ! repecated Redwing,

The young Kanaka nodded.

“ Feller white master ho say no comey
here; your no see, eye ]}ﬂlﬂﬂ%}’}'ﬂu,” he
gaid, in the quaint dialect of the Pacific.
“ Watchee—watchee allea same, along

big cave. DBut you makee get away,
ma comey Tlent quick. You feller hoy
you stop along here,

ggu savyy.”
“"You came with ames from the
Pacific?"” asked Bedwing.

The Kanaka nodded.

His kecn black eyea were fixed on the
chain at which Vernon-S3mith had been
hammering. He could seo that it was
still unbroken, though some of the links
were fattened. Put now that he bad
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shown himself he did oot seem indis-
posed to remain. Undoubtedly he had
found his watch in the outer cave lonaly

enough.

‘?ﬁﬂ comey #iong white master,” he
answerad.

" Soames is your master?”

“ Plonty good feller master," said the
Eanaks.

““Whera is he now?"” asked Redwing.
He knew that the zea-lawyer must be
absent from the cave.

Kalulu'ululo shook his dark head.

“Mo no savvy,” he answered. * Feller
white master he go along 'nother place.
No tall Kalulu*ululo. Tell lulu-
'ululo watchee.” :

“Took here, kid,” said Redwing
gently. “Do you kpow that your
master is keeping us prisoners here
against the law?" -

“No savry law,” said Ealulu'ululo.

“Killy big fellor shark, along Laluln,
along knife. Fellow Soames, ho no killy
shark; feller shark, he makee kai-kai
along me. You savvy?! He good feller
master.”

Redwing's brief hope deserted him.
That the Eanaka was not a rascal like
his white master & glance had told him.
But the brown-skinned boy was devoted
to Soames, who had saved his life. That
devotion was likely to be proof against
anything that the prisoners might urge.

“He good feller,” said Ealulu’ululo,
as if he would have liked to convince
the prisoners by repetition that Soames
was not & “bad feller "—"plenty good
fellor. He makes fliend along Kanaka
boy. 8'pose me stop along 1sland
lalulu, me makee kai-kai.”

“What 1" .

“Lalulu feller makee kai-kai along
me,” explained Kalulu'ululo. “Along

: ""!I]III

iff
Ly

T ol

him hack to his island would only have
been zending him back to the cooking-
ovens he had narrowly Eml]g-ed.

“Hea nty good feller,” repeated
Kalulu'ululo—" plenty good feller along
me. B'pose white master, he =ay
Ealulu'ululoe he no stop any more alto-
gether, me no stop.”

The odd English puzzled Redwing for
a moment, u.ng then he understood. The
Eansks mcant to say that if Boames
acked his life of himm, he would not
refuse. .

“¥You won't help us out of this?™
growlad the Bounder.

“No tinkee I" grinned Kaluluw’ululo.

“You savvy money I

“Me savvy money plenty.”

“I'll give you as much money as you
can fill your pockets with, plenty good
gilver money, you Lelp us out.”

The Kanaka's lip curled.

Vernon-Smith litted the stone, but he did not resume his beating on the steel chaln. With a sudden movement, unlooked-for
by the Kanaka, he hurled it with all his force. There was a yell from the Kanaka as the heavy rock struck him on the chest,

and he fell headlong to the rocky foor.

Redwing strove to recall the beche-de-
mer Engﬁ?uh ho had heard spoken in the
South Feas. -

“ Foller S3oames he plenty bad fellor,
ho said. : “Nog good feller makeo

i cave.”

Pr':‘sﬁunerpﬁeﬂ? good feller,” answered
tho Kanaka. _

“Plenty bad feller along us,” said

Redwing.
Ealulu'ululo grinned.
o Plt::lst” hﬁsxfmntn&. “Good feller

ma, "

1 z
a?‘r.%nu good fellez boy?" said Red-

wing.

'?glantj ood feller,” assented the
Kanaka. ‘‘All Papalagi say Kalulu-
‘ululo he first-class good feller.”

“(Ciood feller boy he no serve bad

fall ter,” said Redwing.
E“%h?tf ;:aﬂtar he good nle;ar,“ anid
Kaluluw'ulule, “He saves life along

mo, killee follar shark wantec makee
kal-kai a me."” ]
“My hat!” said Redwing. *“Soames
saved your life by killing a shark?”
Kalulu'vlulo nodded. ’
*He plonty fine feller,” he said.

me

Lalulu, ali feller eatee long-pig. What
ou call feller cannibal. Me run along
agoon, noe wantee cooking-oven along
me, Feller shark, he stop slong lagoon,
S'pose white master, he no comey; me
stop_along feller shark; walk about
inside af:-n him.” The Eanaks
grinned, DE: wantes walk about inside
along feller shark !”

“(h I” gasped Redwing.

In this strange dialect the Kanaka
had told his story. Selected as a victim
for a cannibal feast on his native island,
he had fled and jumped into the lagoon,
only to perish in the jaws of a shark
had not Soames saved him.

“ Feller white master, he takea mo
along ship,” went on the Kanaka. *“All
father nlnnﬁ Ealulu'ululoe. He
lon d feller.

! R:ﬁmﬂ was not wholly surprised by
the story, He knew that Soames, villain
as he undoubtedly was, had iron nerves
and unbounded conrage, and was quite
likely to risk his life to save a swimmer
from a shark., And having rescued the
fugitive, apparontly Boames had taken
him under his protection, as sending

(See Chapler 6.)

“Me good boy along white master !”
he answared scornfully.

“That's no good, Smithy, old chap I
muttered Redwing. “But if the kid
could be made to understand that that
scoundrel is breaking the law, and will
be taken to prison if he is can -

“I don’'t think wo can make him
understand that much, Reddy,” said the

Bounder. .
try, Redwing

“Let’a
muttered.

The Bounder did not heed. Thers
was 8 desperate gleam in his eyes. He
picked up the heavy stonc again, as if
to rosume his beating on steel
chain. . ] .

Ealulu'ululo, watching him, grinned.

“No can break,” he said.

The Bounder lifted the stone, but he
did not crash it down on the chain.
With a sudden movement, unlocked for
by the Kanaka, he hurled it at
Kalulu'ulule with all his force. There
was & yell from the Kanaka as
heavy rock struck him on the chest, and
he fﬁl headlong to the recky foor.

Tag MacseT Lispary.—No. 1,083
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- THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Escapa |
1 L UICK !” panted the Bounder,
He plunged towards the
sprawlitg I%‘mm.k!; to the full

length of his chain.
Redwing stood quile still, taken
aback, almeost stunned by the sudden
happening.

n the circumstances, the Bounder's
desperate action was justified; but
somehow it went sorely apgainst ihe
grain with Tom,

But the Bounder was desperate and
rothless. Liberty was at stake, and the
sea-lawyer's threata showed that life
itself might be at stake. The Kanaka,
though ionoecent himself, was on the side
of the enemy, and had to be treated
a3 an enemy.

Ealulu'ululo had fallen beyond Lthe
length of the prisoner’s chain; but the
Bounder, sprawling out from ihe end
of it, succeeded in clutching hold of his
overcoat with his hands.

Ha dragged the gasping Eanaka
clozer.

“Quick !"” he yelled.
fool, bear a hand 1™

111 Em it-h?_"_"”

“Vou fool, quick!” yelled Vernon-
Smith.

The shock had knocked the Kanaka
cut for some moments, but he was guick
to recover. :

The grin was gone from his face now,
his features seb in a savage look and his
white teeih were elenched, his black
eyes gleaming. He gave the Bounder
grip for grip and struggled with him
fiorcely.

Alone, the Bounder would have been
overcome; tho Kanaka boy's limbs
seemed to be of irom, his muscles of
eteel. Dut Tom Redwing rushed
forward and grasped Eelulu'vlulo. His
heart misgave him a little, but he had
to stand by his comrade.

Still struggling furiously, the Kanaka
was overcome by the united efforts of
the twa schoolboys.

But it was not for tem wild and
breathless minutes that he gave in, and
then only when his strength was ex-
hausted by the fierce resistance. Then
ho lay panting, in great sobbing gasps,
on the rocky floor, with Redwing hold-
ing his wrists and Vernon-Smith kneel-
ing on his chest. _

We've got him ! said the Bounder,
between his teeth. “Keep him safe ™

“ Gently, old chap,” =aid Redwing.
“There's no harm in the kid !

“He's keeping us here!” snarled the
Bounder. “% f]gn-n’t want to hort him,
but it's hint or us! Keep him safe”

"Redwing, you

“We've got him safe.”
Kalulu'ululo's black eyes rolled
wildly.

“"¥You plenty bad feller ' he gasped.

“We're not going to hurt you, kid,"
said Redwing. “But we've got to get
out of this.”

“And before that scoundrel Boames
comes back!™ hissed the DBounder.
“Thia kid may have the keys about

Hr——
“No got feller key along me!”
panted Ifaluiu"ululm

Hold him 1

“T'm going to see,

While Redwing held the Kanaka
Vernon-Smith groped through  his
pockets. He had little real hope of
finding the key to the felters; it was
more likely to be in Scames’ Lkeeping.
And he did not find it. Many articles
ware turned out of the pockets, among
them &  large  sailor’s  clasp-knife,
Kalulu'ulnla's black eyes dilated as
Vernon-Smmth grasped the knife snd
opened the blade.

THE Magser Lisrany.—No. 1,089.

“You no killy feller Kdlulu'nlulo?”
he panted.

Vernon-Smith grinned breathlessly.
He was not likely to kill the Kanaka
boy; but Kalulu'ulule was more accus-
tomed to the ways of his own island of
Lalulu than to those of the island in
tha North Sea whera he now found
himself.

“Make him safe, Reddy, and we've
gobt a chance ! panted the Bounder.

Kalulu'ulule was relled over and his
hands bound behind his back with his
aown scarf, Vernon-Smith hacked a
length off the long scarf and tied his
ankles with it.

“That does it! Keep an eye on him,
though 1

“But what——"

“We've pot a chance, I tell you, if
that scoundrel Soames doesn't come
back too soon !?

“¥You can't break the chain with that
knife. ™

*1 know. But the staple—7"

“Oh 1" gasped Redwing.

The staple to which the chaing were
locked was driven deep into the chalk
rock that formed the wall of the cave.
Tt was driven too deep for thae
prisoners to hope to drag it out, though
they had exerted their full strength on
it more than once. Knife in hand, the
Bourider began te hack at the chalk
surrounding the staple,

It was hard almost as stone.  But
chips of chalk flew under the knife as
the Bounder hacked.

Redwing's face flushed with hope.

The prisoners could not get loose from
the chains, but onca the staple was out
they would be able to leave the gﬂ—llnrf',
taking the chains with them. If only
the ryeturn of the sca-lawyer was
suffictently delayed !

“Go it 1" breathed Redwing,

Kalulvw'ululo stared wp at  the
Bounder. Ha wriggled in his bonds,
but the prisoners had made sure of him.

“Feller white master, ho plonty mad,
suppose you no stop ' he said,

The juniors were not likely to heed
that warning. They could afford to
laugh at the rage of S‘i’uamcs if once they
succeeded in getting free.

The DBounder haecked and haecked,
breathless with exertion, the perspira-
tion pouring down his face,

“Let me take a turn, Bmithy,” said
Tom.

The Bounder handed him the knife.

With & stronger hand than the
Bounder's, the sailorman's son hacked
at the slowly-vielding chalk.

Slowly but surely an excavation was
opening round the decply-driven staple.

“ Now pull}” he =said.

The two juniors grasped the chains
and dragged with all their strength,
With & sharp jerk the iron staple came
out of the rocky wall, the audden give
sending them sprawling.

The Bounder picked himseli up,
chuckling breathlessly.

“We've done 1t1”

“You plenty bad [eller !” muttered
Kealulu'ulnlo. “Feller white master, he
altogethicr too much mad slong you 1"

“Get a move on!" panted Vernon-
E;ﬂci::h. !:‘If that willain shounld come

Tha juniors gathored up the chains,
winding them about their waists to get
clear of them., The weight was pot
great, and incommoded their movements
vOry little. Leaving Kalulu'ululo Ij’il’;ﬁ
on the floor, gezing after them wi

wide, dismayed eyes, the prisonors
hurried out of the gallrcry, through the
narrow fssure, into the great sea-cove.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
At the Last Moment |

LACKNES3, as of the blackest
night, surrounded Tom Redwing
and Vernon-Smith as they
. ﬁm&r%lud into the sea-cave. Tha
light of the hurricane-lamp in the gal-
lery did not extend beyond the fisaure.
But through the blackness, as they
stared round them, came a gleam of
light, and they moved towards it—
slowly, and feeling every step. In the
wall of the ecave, at a Iittf:a distanco
from the fissurc they had left behind
was & large cavity, in which & Jamp
burned. On the foor lay a pile of
blanketa and rugs, with mnﬁing utensils
and a fireplace, built of loose stones,
They could guess that this had been
the quarters of the ¥anaka.
Vernon-Smith picked up the lamp.

“Come on " he said.

. Holding up the lamp, he stepped ont

inta the great cave again. erE WAaS

no gleam of daylight to be seen, though

thgé knew that it was daji, end it waa
lo

evident that they were a long distance
from the sea.

" Which way, Reddy?”
“The wind will guida us, old chap,”
said Redwing, “8So¢ long as it blows

in our faces we shall be making for the
Saa.

::That'a ag, ™
It must be rough weather oulside,”

gaid Tom. “There's plenty of wind
here.”

“Rough or smooth, we're taking our
chance when we get to the mouth of
the cave,” said the Bounder,

113 Whﬂ..t-hﬂ !H'

Wind io sharp gusts blew along the
vast cave, and the juniors kept it in
their faces as they tramped along,
Smithy holding the lamp., The rocky
floor of the sea-<cave was rough and
irregular, and here and there were deep
fissures and chasms. It was dangerous
treading, but the light of the lamp
showed the perils of the way. A deep
murmur that eame to their ears at last
told them that they were nearing the

sea.

* Daylight | exclaimed Redwing sud-
denly.

Dimly, afar, appeared a dull glimmer,
It was the glimmer of day at the mouth
of the sea-cave,

They hurried on.

. Nearer the sea a dim twilight reigned
in the great cave, and Vernon-Smith
gct down the lamp at last It was no
longer needed. At 2 run now, the twa
juntore hurried on, the boom of the
gea ever louder in their cars, the paich
of daglight at the mouth of the cave
growing broader and brighter.

Thay stop at last where the hoom-
ing waters broke at tho mouth of the
cave, streams of white foam brogking
round their feet.

Tha rﬁckg arch of the cavern was still
over their heads, For a distance of tan
yarda or more from the opening the
cave waz focded by the sea.

Beyond the opening extended high
cliffs of chalk, enclosing & chaonnel of
tossing waters—cliffs that continued the
sides of the cave, though po longer
arched above.

Farther boeyond they had s glimpse
of a narrow strip of the sea, wildly
tossing in the winter wind.

Vernon-8mith gritted his tecth.

On & calm day good swimmers might
have hoped to swim out, gain a fnm.u‘;g
on the rocks, and climb over the aliffs
that shut in the cave. But on a stormy
day the attempt waa hopeless.  The
strongest swimmer would have been
tossed about on those wild waters aa
helplessly as a bunch of seaweed,
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“We've got to do it somebhow !” said
the Bounder, between his teeth., * We
can't wait here—for Boames.”

Redwing caught his arm.

*Look!” he breathed.
S Wh i

Redwin Eointed to the distant sea,
far beyond the cliffs. On the wild surge

of the waters a boat leaped into view,
tossing and plunging. A mahogany-
faced scaman was handling the sheots,
a8 Groyiriars junior sat at the tiller;
four other juniors were in the boat.
Distant as they wero, and lost to sight
the next minute in the trough of tho
sea, Vernon-3mith recognised the boat's
crew, and he gasped with smazement
and relief.

rfwt.iarm__._!-}

“Our friends!” panted Redwing.
"That's Sam Bowline with thom.
They've got Dowline's boat from
Hawkscliff.”

The aurge of the wild watars hid the

boat. But thoe brown, patched aail
shot into view again against & leaden

December sky. Once more the eyes
of the prizoners of the cave [nstam_:{i
on the Famous Five of Greyfriars till

asnother foaming surge hid the boat.
“They're coming here!” breathed

the Bounder. )
Redwing nodded, his eyves gleaming.
““But the school's broken up! 1T

thought they were gone home, with the

other fellows,” gaid Vernon-Smith
blankly,

“They must have stayed on—to search
for us, Smithy—"

“ And they're coming here !” breathed
tha Bounder. "“Oh, good luck! Good
pals, if you like !" ]

“Yes, rather!” Redwing's oyes were
dancing, “‘It's a dangerous sea, and
a dangeroug shore. DBut they'll make
it! wline knows how to handle a
boat in any ser. 'Thank goodoess
they've got him with them.”

“Bhout!” said the Bounder,

“They couldn’t hear, in this sea, at
half the distance." Redwing watched

the seca Eagurl:.r, “They're out of sight
now——

The tacking boat had shot away
beyond the up-euing of the cliffs and
vanished. Only the grey, tumbling,
deserted sea met the eager eyves of the
prizouers of the cave,

But their faces were brighter now,
and their hearts lighter. up was
coming. For 1t was clear that the
Hawkscliff boat was heading for the
sea-cave, though it was unable to follow
s direct imunﬂ.

“How long do you think, Reddy—""

Tom ahrmf his ieu-di 5

“There's no telling, in this wind. It
may take them hours to beat up to the
cave. DBut they're mminig."

The sight of their Groyiriars comrades
had given the priconers new life. Even
if they wore rceapturcd by the sca-
lawyer they knew now thet their friends
know—or guessed, at least—where they
wera, Resoue, if it did not come at
once, must come,

Vernon-8mith stared back into the
blackness of the cavern. Theras was no
sign or sound, as yet, of the sea-lawyer's
return.

Leaving the cave without a boat was
impossible, but Tom Redwing, with
startled eyes, wos examining the sand
that was thickly strown over the rough
rocky Hoor,

Vernon-Smith followed his intent

*What have you got in your
now, Reddy?”

“There’'s a bont—there must bo a
boat—"" breathed Redwing.

H3sames has s boat, of course; he
brought us here in one,” said Herbert
Vernon-Smith. “But he's gone from
tho cave, and he must have taken it."'

“So I was thinkin%: but—— There's
a tale told - slong the shore that the
smugglers who used this cave knew of a
secret way out on the inland side,™ said
Redwing. “Some sort of tunnel

T
ead

through the cliffs, where they carcied
out tﬁo coutraband after landing it in
the cave."

“I've heard of it, but—"

L]
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* #d Boames has found it,”" said Red-
winyy jwetly., ““He had plenty of time
here to explore_every corner of the
Elaur, big as it if; we know that he was

ere at least a wook before the kidnap-
ping, from what Bunter saw in the cave,
On & day like this he wouldn't go out
in-a boat if he could help it: it would
be dangerous work for a single ocarsman
in that tide—"

(1} But____‘ll

“Look!"” exclaimed Redwing. “You
can seg the marks in the sand where a
boat has been dragged up from the
water, but there's no mark whare it has
been run dowep again. You'ra Scout
enough to pick that up, Smiithy,"

“By gad! You mean the boat’s still
here—"

il YE:S.?I

“But whera?" :

“Hoames wouldn't leave it in sight,
of course, in case of any chence visitor
to the cave. But we shall find it protiy
cloge at hand, I think. Follow that
track in the sand."

“Dy gad!” ropeated the Bounder.

Hiz eves were blazing now. They
had taken it for granted that Scames
had left the cave in his boat, but the
track in the heaped sand told s different
tals to Redwing's kean oyes.

They hurried back into the cave, fol-
lowing the traces where a boat had been
drag‘gci In & fow minutes they came
round & mass of chalk boulders, and
there, between the rocks and the cavern

wall, lay & boat high and dry.
'I;hu under gave almost a& yell of
delight.

It was Boames’ boat—light, but
strongly built—~with two oars lying
acrogs it.

“0Oh, what luck1!”

Tom Redwing's oyves danced.

“Bear a hand, Smithy ! We're taking
our chance! You can pull & good oar;
and I was born and bred to the sea.
We shall make it1”

“Buck up, old chap!"

(Continued on next pape.)
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'lll'lu:qiI grazped the boat and dragged 1t
from the screen of boulders, end dragged
it scross the wet sand to the water.
Their hearts werg robbing now.
There was risk in 'attamPtjng ta put to
sea in o rowing-boat with a gale toss-
ing the waters to fury; but thers was
risk &8lso in  waiting, when at any
woment their enemy miﬁht‘. return and
discover their escape. They were ready
to take tho risk, and it was less for
Redwing than it would hava been for
any other Greyiriars man; stormy
waters hed no terrors for the sailorman’s
mni

A great wave ceme roaring bebweon
the chelk cliffs, to spend ita foree in
the mouth of the cave, half lifting the
boat as the juniors held it. The watex
surged and foamed round their feet.

“Now!" breathed Redwing. “Go
out with the water—"'

“ Ready [

And as the foaming wave surged back
the juniors, grasping the boat, ran it
out with the receding water, But
before they could get it afloat an eddy-
ing surge raced back lo the cave, lifted
thé boat, and dashed it back into the
CAVOTD in, the juniors stapgering
along with it, drenched and dripping.

““Better Iuck next time ! panted Red-
wing, as he dashed the salt spray from
his eyes.

There was a grinding of burried foot-
steps on the sand in cave. A hoarse,
furieus voice shouted. .

“Stop! Btop, or I swear I will ghoot
you dead!"™ /

The report of a pistol followed, flling
the hollow cavern with thundering
echoes, and & bullet whizzed over the
heads of the juniors.

Yernon-3mith spun round, with a yell
of rage.

Soames had returned.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Hunted !

& OAMES [’
S Vernon-3mith and Redwing

stared at the panting figure
that ;gnmﬂ racing from the
black depths of the cavern,

Tho automatic was in his hand; his
faco, under the dark stain that dis-
guised 1t, was white with rage; his eyes
gleamed with fury. Boames hud re-
turned—eavidently by the secret way
that led info the cave from the inland
side of the clifs—and he had returned
enly in time. Fortune, which had
fuvoured the prisoners of the sem-cave
gn far, had failed them at tho finish.
The sea-lawyer came panting up, the
automatic ﬂfmatm:ing the two juniors
as they stood, ankle-deep in foaming
water, by the stranded boat.

“Leavo that boat alone!” Scames’
voice was husky with rage and hurry.
" 8tand clear of it 1"

Tha two juniors did not move,

Bedwing clenched hiz hands hard;
Vernon-8mith stood with one hand on
the gunwale of the boat, resting on the
iron rowlock. His fingers had clesed
convulsively on the rowlock.

But the automatie, lifted in Socames'
hand, swayed from one to another of
them, threatening both; and the look
on the ses-lawyer's face told that he
was in a mood to shoot.

His cyes glitterad at them over the
pistol. His features were guiverin
with rage. For once, the cool-heade
schemer seemed to have lost all his
coolness.

Tho utter defeat of his whole care.
fully-laid scheme was threatened. From
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the cabin at Hawkselif—where ha had come.

left Bunter tied up like a turkey—he
had hurried broathlessly back to the
CAVE, t'euinﬁ to find that Harry Whar-
ton & Co. had already arrived there.
And he had found tihat the prisoners
had cscaped; and he was only in time
to prevent them from launching the
boat and cscaping. At any instant
Bowline's boat might coma glldi.ng;[‘ into
tho sea-cave from the stormy sea. Thero
was murder in thp eyes of the deaperate
man as he glared at the two juniors.
“Go back!” His voice trembled with

rage. “Back, I tell you! Stand clear
of that boat, and go back up the cave "’

Even as he was speaking his glance
swept past the juniors to the heaving
waters between the cliffs that led to
the open sea. Beyond the cliffs a
patched, brown sail tossed inte view
and he had a8 moment's glimpse of
Harry Wharton & Co. in the Hawkscliff
boat—close to the cave now, and run-
ning in. The boat vanished again in
the trough of the foaming sea; but
Soames had seen. them, and knew how
little time he had to spare.

“Come on, ®mithy!” said Tom
utetly, “We're beaten this timel
‘ome on |”

The Bounder choked with rage.

RBut the levelled outomatic, gleaming
within & few yards of them, settled the
matter. Soames was in a mood fto
riddla them with a stream of bullets.
They drew away; but the Bounder, as
he moved, drew the iron. rowleck from
the boat, his hand behind him. The
rowlock was in his hand as he moved
after Redwing up the cava.

Soames lowered the pistol.

“Hurry !"" he enarled, and he stood
asido for the two juniors to pass him.

Whiz!

It woag Soames' intention to drive the
two juniors, under the muzzle of the
revolver, back to the rocky ﬁﬂ."ﬂl‘j far
up" thea cavern and secure them thers
while he dealt with the incoming boat
and its crow from Haowkseliff. But the
Bounder was as desperate as Soames
IO,

_ As he passed the sea-lawyer his hand
erked, and the iron rowlock few
hrough the air; and before Soames
knew what was happening it crashed
imto his furious face.

ered back with a

The sea-lawyer sta

sharp ery, his foot shpped on the wet
chalk of tfua Hoor, and he fell.

“Quick, Reddy! panted the
Bounder. “Run for itI®

They dashed up the cave, and in a

moment disappearéed. The darkness of
the interior of the cave saved them; for
it was only a few seconds before Soames,
his fack bleeding, was on his knees
firing after them, shot after shot.

Bang, bang, bang!| rang and roared
through the cave,- filling the hollows
with deafening echoes. '

The two juniors, as they ran, heard
the bulletz smashing fragments of rock
about them. But the darkness swal-
lowed them up, and the shooting was
at random.

The Dounder shut his teeth hard.

“ MNeck or nothing now!* he breathed.

“ Keep togother 1" muttered Redwing.

They raced up the deep cavern,
stumbling over rocks, shpping in
fissures, picking themselves up again
and running on. Soames and hiz auto-
matic cut tﬁem from the esea, and the
chance of escapo that way: but in
the endless ramifcations of the ﬁrent
cave, thera wore a hundred hiding-
lacos, And st the back of the

under’s mind waas the thought, the
hope, of finding the secret outlet, by
which he knew that Soames must have

At least they wera fres now,
though still in their rocky prison.

The ' thunderous roar of firing behind
themy ceased; the echoes rolled away,
booming, and died into silence. Soames
had emptied the sutomatie, in hizs out-
break of fury. In the silence that fol-
lowed, the juniors heard the echoing of
distant footsteps. The sca-lawyer was
i pursuit.

The glimmer of the lamp from the
gallery, where they had been so long
prisoners, came to their eyes—in the
opemng stood the Kanaka boy, whom
Soames had evidently released. Ho
sighted them, and made a movement as
if to intercept them, but the juniors
dashed past, and ran farther up the
cavern, into black darkness.

Vernon-8mith slackened pace at last.

“Go slow, old chap!” he gasped. “We
don't want to pitch into some hole and
break our necks. We've dodged that
scoundrel]

“It seems g0, anyway,"” said Redwing.
“1 can't hear any footsteps, can you?
We're bound to hear him if he’s follow-

m% u!' * -
hey stood listening.

The daylight at the mouth of the cave
was [ar out of sight. The blackness that
surrounded them was unbroken.

. They could no longer hear the pursu-
ing footsteps.

. The two juniors stood silent, breath-
ing deep and hard. For the present, at
least, they had dodged the sea-lawyer
and were safe.

In the vast cave, stretching far under
the mighty Shoulder, with a score of
lesser caves and galleries opening from
it, it would be no e task for the
desparata man to find them. That he
would hunt for them they know—that he
would never give up the hunt till he
had found them, was likely enough.
But rescuers were at hand—the Haw
cliff boat was coming.

“His game's up!" the Bounder whis-
pered.

* Look ! muttered Redwing.

Far in the blackness showed & gleam
of light. They knew that it was a
hurricanelamp—in the hapd of the

BER-ILWYATr.

“He's looking for us—with a light!”
breathed Redwing. “Easy enough to
hide, though1*

“Hunt cover !* gaid the Bounder.

They gyoped their way in the dark-
ness, ﬂ.l{mg & rough, rmﬁg wall, The
Bounder had matches, but he did not
venture to strike one; it was only too
likely thet a flicker of light would have
E:-;.dﬁd a bullet. They stumbled over &

p of chalk boulders, and there was
a clinking of the chains that were wound
round them.

“May as well stop here!” whispered
the Bounder. “The light's gone!’

Crouching among the voseen rocks in
the darkness, they waited and watched..
The gleam of the hurricane-lamp
carried by Soames, had vanished, It
was likely that they had turned into
BOTIG ]:rmnhing cave, and SBoames was
following the' main cave In search of
them. Once again, after long minutes,
they caught the gleam of the hurricane-
lamp in the distance, but it passed and
vanished.

The Bounder chuckled softly.

“He might as well be searching for
& needite in a bundle of Kay,” he whis-
Emr-ed. “And we've only got to wait—

elp’s not far away "™

The light had vanished, and it did
not reappear. There was no sound of a
footstep, or the echo of one. The sea-
lawyer, if he was still seeking them, did
not know where to seek, and for the
time, at least, they were safe from mun.
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Ghost of the Cave !

i T last " said Harry Wharton.

A “Here we are again!™ said

Bob Cherry cheerfully.

The Hawksclif boat had
fought its way, at last, through shift-
ing wind and stormy waters, to the
channe! in the cliffs that led to the sea-
cave. The sail dropped, and the boat
renning in on & great wave, hurupe&
on the sand that was heaped at the
mouth of the eave.

The juniors scrambled ashore, and
Bowline made the boat fast to a
jutting point of rock.

Standing in & group under the high
rocky arch, the Famous Five of Grey-
friars stared into the gloomy cavern.

The whole morning had n spont
in beating up to their landing-place;
but they had arrived at last. It was a
relief to hava their fect on frm ground
ance more,, and to bave done with the
incessant tossing and _p:ta;hin% of the
boat. But the expression on Bowline's
face did n::-pl m@atitﬂta talmil. He b:lmﬁ
vory unesasily in B apth
that lay lE:B\‘Fmrp them—peo to  his
imnagination, by the haunting niliriu*ﬁl'
the emugglors of old times.

“Well, we're here | said Nugent.

*The herefu as  terrific!™
remerked Horree Jamset Ram Singh,
““and the searchfulness ia the next step,
my eeteemed chums.”

“Look out for the giddy enemy!™
said Johnny Bull. “If Bmithy and
Reddy are here, the kidnapper’s pretty
“E,*-‘EE"'“' be bere, too!™ g

ot Fou gents  going up the
cave?” asked Bowline unensi?y.

*“Yes. rather!”

The ancient mariner grunted.

“Hold on!” said Bob errs. His
oyes were scanning the sandy floor.
“Tt's pretty plain that somebody has

n here hefore us—and lately, too!
A good many feat Biave been trampling
in thia sand.”

“Ghostees [ said Bowling, shaking
hizs head. "'Cause why, nobody ever
comes 'ere! Look here, "how long did
it take us to beat up to this 'ers cave?
Did we see any other craft on the
water? ‘Thers ain't nobody human ‘ere,
. and you can lay to that.”

“Ghosts don't leave footprints!”
grinned Bob.

“You never know, with ghostses™
maid Bowline. “You ‘;'uung ents can
Jarf, # you hike; but I've sailed on a
haunted ship, and I know! Them foot-
?ﬁn“ wasn't never made by mortal
out.”

But the Famous Five, unhpeding the
old seaman, were keenly and curously
examining the traces in the sand.

That a boat had been dragged there,
and that several pairs of feet, at least,
had trodden there, was olear. The sand
looked in a disturbed stete, ss though
somegone had atbtempted, in hasie, to
stir- up aod conooal the tracks. But if
that +was so, it had been done in too
great haste, for numbers of the foot-
prints were still clear to the eye. And
from the size of mome of them, it was

lain that two sets of tracks, at least,

longed not to men but to boys.

Harry Wharton examined the tracks,
with & deeply-perplexed face.

“There have been two fellows here,
no older than ourselves,” he said, “and
I can find only one track of & man's
boots. It looks as if Reddy and Smithy
had been here—ecan't have been anybody
alse, 1 suppose~—we're certain -that no
other boat beat up here this morning.
I think we can take it now that it's no
longer guesswork—there are two boys
in this cave somewhere, and they've
trodden here quite lately—and they

can’'t be Enybody but the chaps we are
king for.” - ol :
“"True. O King ! said Bob.
Sam Bowline shook his ancient,

grizzled head solemnly;, but the chums
of the Remove had no doubt about it.
The finding of tho tracks in that spot
was perplexing enough; but the tale
they told was not to doubted. 1'wo
boys were.in the cave—that was cer-
tzin: and theroe could be no doubt that
they were Tom Redwing and Herbert
Vernon-8mith. And the man's tracks
could only ke those of the man who was
holding - them prisoners.

“It's plain enough!™ said Frank
Nugent. *“Dut it beats me--he can't
have allowad them to wander ahout the
cave as they liked—in calm  weather
tha‘;.r'd have tried swimming onp—-="*
_"“They may have got loose!” sard
Hearry. “CGoodness knows what's hap-
pened—but we can take it as a cort
that they're here, or have boen hore
qguite lately. And that isn't all—there's
a bost here somewhere. You can see
the ridges in the sand whore it's been
dragged—and we know it never put
to sea since dawn to-day—we shonld
have seen it.”

“It's been dragged up the cave, to
he -hidden,” said gzhnny Bull, “Keep
vour ayes open, you men--the fellow
may be watching us, for all we know,”

black interior of the cave told

. ** Now, then, Smithy!™
panted Redwing, iaking
hold of the boat. ** This
tume doeg it!?* There
was & grinding of hurried
foolsteps on the sand in
the cave, and 8 hoarss,
furious wvoice shouted :
b Etnp l EIH:IP, or I swoar
1 will shoot you dead ! *,
Vernon-Smith spun round,
with a yell of rage.

{See Chapter 8.)
nothing ; but the- juniors realised that
it was quite likely that, standing

against the daylight at the -::ie_nm;,
they were in view of someone hidden
in the darkness. . Each of the juniors
had brought a stout stick with him, to
be uzed s o woapon if meeded, amd
they had no doubt that, if they came to
close quarters with the kidnapper, they
would be more than a match for him.
They kept their eyes warily about them,
as they searched for the boat. The
ridges in the sand told the way it had
beon dragged; but at a little distance,
the sand was too thinly scaltered to
show further traces, Bub it was clear
to them that the kidnapper’s boat had
been dragged up the cave, and hidden
somewhere among she rocks in the dark-

ness.

“ Hallo, halle, hallo!”

Bob Cherry suddenly stooped and
picked up an iton that lay in a little
crevice of tho floor, It was an iron
rowlock.

“PThut's from the boat ! he said.

Then he gave s sudden start.

“My hat! Look at it!” he said.

There was & mark on the iron—still
wet. It was the stain of blood. The
juniors stared st it and exchanged
startled glances.

"Th“[l} rﬂ;v'lmlgu- bean ﬂlti!ﬁjffked (11

‘oniinued on £
Tes MaoHET Lmnﬂf’-—ﬂu. 1,089,
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{Continued from page 13.)

bomebody and given him s thomping
hard koock,” said Bob, in a low voice.

Wharton kaitted his brows in per-
plexity.

“Could thoy have got loose and tried
to got Hng with the boat!” he mutr
tered. “What on earth has been
happening herei" :

“If they got lopse, he's got them
ﬁm,"‘ eaid Johnny Bull, * wise
y'd atill be here; or we should have

found them trying to get out to sca.”
“ That's m.“q o a

“Well, wa kpow they're here now,”
said Wi:prtun. “There can't be any
doubt about that. That fat duffer,
Bunter, and his ghost story, put s on
the right track, after all.”

“The rightfulness was terrific.”

‘_" Ef’ru here, and we can find them,”
said the caplain of the Remove. “Jt
will take & th:x_:}‘;]-mg long time to
search the oay wt that's the job

ahead of us,” He stepped back towards
the Hawksclif boat. “You coming,
Bowlina "

My, Bowline blinked at him.

‘1 sin't afoared of anything human,”
he answered. “But it ain’t lucky to
disturb ghostees, I don't 'old with it.”

Somebody ought to stay with the
bul: ‘ h:g;ﬂ Bq.::. “We don't dwa.ﬁ to
ri ing it smooped, an in
stranded hore.” %

Harry Wharton nodded.

“That's eo. You stay with the hoat,

liire: hand out that hurricane lan-
tern.”

Mr. Bowline grunted and handed out
the lantern. As he did so, there came
a faint walling sound the gloomy
interior of the sea-cara, 3o strange and
wild war the sound that the nfueniarﬂ
started involuntarily and stared round
them with startled eyes, The old sea-
U%¥ga ‘ear that!™ he gasped |

ou “ear ,

"The wind,” said Bob.

hm‘l‘:Pnt ;haﬂ E’m’t ﬂﬁ wind, no-

, BAl wline, noy a time
has them 'owls been "eard il:tr this 'ere
cave. It's the ghostees”

The wailing sound was repeated

+

echoing eerily from the black d&pﬂ'k!‘.l

Nothing but darkness met the eves of
:I;:er juoniors as they stared up the
.

“That wasa't wind,” eaid Nugent, in
a low veoice,

‘Wharton shook his head, compressed
his lipa

“No. It's the same trick that was
played on Bafter—it's a trick to acara
us away. It won't socceed.” |

“No fear!"

“1 dou't "old with it,"” mumbled Mr.
Bowline, his tanned face white and
troubled. " You young gents 'ad better
"elp me run this 'are t out, and get
back to Hawksodif afora there's worse

¥ mﬂ
Ib?'met I* grunted Johnny Bull,
“Shivet my timbers!" gasped the old
scaman, his eyes almost starting from
his hoad as il»o stared up the oave.
“Look! Look at that!”
From the blackness came a faint,
Tree Maoner Lisxary.—No. 1,080

“his right, the captain

‘had failed. Once or twice they t

?nla gleam of phosphorescent light.
o the midst of the dim, ghostly light,
a white face gleamed, deathly white,
with staring eyes. D'DEF for a few
seconds was the ghostly face visible: it
vanished, and a walling, eerie cry
echoed from the hollaws.

The juniors stood rooted to the rock
floor. For the moment their b:&ntﬁ
was taken away.

Bowline was the Brst to move. He
toro loose the painter, grasped the boat,
and began to showve it faverishly ko tho
water. His tanned brow waes clotied
with perspiration.

“Get out of 'ere,” he gasped. “Uet
out of 'ere, I'm telling you! One of
this 'ere party will die before the year
13 out, having seen a ghost. It's alweya
#0, and you can lay to that. Lend me
s ‘and with this "ere boat.”

“You duffer!” exclaimed Wharton,
recpvering from the momentary 1l

of horror that the strange, . Iy
n%pariﬁan had cast upon him.
where wyou are. Leave that boat
alone.”
EBob Cherry set his teeth,
“It's some rogue playing ghost,” he
“He will ﬁni tia.t he can't

spapped.
fl‘iﬁ%tﬂl} us like Bunler,”
_ Bowline was already shoving the hoat
into the water. A heavy wave dashed
it back agsin, smothering the old sea-
mat from head to foot.

“Bear a hand here, you swabs!” he
I .

“Look here—"

“Bear & hand! Don't I tell you that

one of this "ere party will die afore the
year 18 out;-having seen & ghost Ain’t
I seiled on- a haunfed ship, and don't
I know!™ epluttered Bowline, *“You're
ssking for i, you are, fouling a ghost.
Bear a hand with this boat.”

“We're staying  here” snapped
Wharton, He h%hted the hurricane
lantern, heedlese of the vociferations of

Mr. Bowline. " Come on, you fellows—
‘keep ‘your sticke handy.”
WIEEITE hhurrie;ne lantern held hiﬁh
in his left hand, hie cu grasped in
) ‘ﬁwﬂm Remove
led the way into the blackness of the
caye. The Co. followed him. Mr. Bow-
ling stared after them blankly: and
desisted frora his efforts to get the
boat afloat. Terrified as he was, to the
very' marrow of his anciant bones, the

ocld seaman would not fleo and lekve
tho schoolboys to it. But did mnot
follow them. He remai with the

boat, hik "old limbs shaking, staring
didmally after the gleam of the hurri-
gane lantern as it grew smaller and
smaller in’ the dark dmstance
Harry Wharton & Co. advanced
steadily up the eavern. That the wail-
ing cries and the ghostly face were
tricks to startle them and sesre them
away, they were guite certain. That
trick had served with Billy Bunter
when the fat junior had been stranded
in the ses-cave weeks before. But it
was not likely to serve with Harry
Wharton & Co. ' With grim, set faces,
audgels in hand, the Famous Five
advanced up the cave, ip the glow of
light from the lantern held high by the
in of the Hemaove.
ho wailing ecries had ceased: the
ghostly face was seen no more. The
uniors could guess the reason: the
{rictute: knew mnow that his tricka;ly
hought
they heard faint sounds of stealthy
movements ahead of them in the dark-
ricss. They pressed on resolutely. They
knew they were on tho right track now:
that Redwing and Veraon-Smiith were
risoners somewhera In those eeris
lg;l:m, and that the man who had
Ekidnapped them was at hand. Silence,

save for those faint, stealthy move-
ments, greeted them as they advanced
farther and farther up the cave.

Thrr:: niléence- was suddenly brf'fn‘th The
re of a pistal, ¢ in 1ka Uun.
ﬂés:ﬂ in thﬁp m)z‘s.h 8 Eam, awoke
deafening echoes: and eTe WAS &
crashing and splintering of the hurri-
cane lantern, o light suddenly went

out, and the chums of the Remove stood
in .hl\ml: darkness, .

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Colonel Wharion at Hawkseliff |

L OLONEL WHARTON ™
Mr. Quelch, muaster of the
Greyfrisrs Remove, rose to
. EBreet his wvisitor, evident
pleased to see him. He shook hands
mtdmllﬁ with the uncle of the captain
of thae Remove.

Round about the old roofs of Grey-
frinra the wild wind waa howling. B{n
Mr.. Qoeleh’s comfortable study, cosy
with its glowing fire, the boom of
the distant sea could be beard. Mr.
Quelch, overdue in another place fer
his Christmas vacation, was atill at
Greyiriars School : only master
now there. The rest of the staff, like
the boys, were scattered far and wide
over the kingdem: but Mr.. Quelch
remained, feeling that so long as two
members of his n]ﬁ:rm were mysteriously
missing, he could not go
M1 am_ glad, very gfnd. to see. you,
str,” said the Remove master, “ You
Ifn}a had a windy journey down here,

car.™
“Wind and weathor do not trouble
me much, Mr.' Quelch,” said the
Gaiqnai,[ with & smile. ™As soon as I
received your message concerning m
nephow, fdp-nidad tuﬂmme -.'lt'ﬂll.rn:n'Esar.-iﬂ::!-r
out loss of time, Herry felephoned me
on breaking-up day, and asked per-
misaion (o remain st Hawksclif on
account of the two boys who were mias-
ing, and I gave it: but—"
“Pray boe seated, siz,” esid Mr.
Quelch, as the colonel paused. *I folt
bound to communicate with you on the
subject: the boys, of course, are no
longer under my control, now that the
term is over: and it is mot, perhaps,
for me to intervens——"
“DOn the other hand, sir, T am wvar
tad you communicated with me,"” sai

lonel Wharton. “It is myintention
to procecd to Hawkechff and guestion
my nephew as to his. objects, but I
desired to speak a few words to you
first. The afiair seems a very mysterious
one, and perhaps you will tell me pre-
cisely what has happened.”

“In a few words, sic," answered the
Form master.

It needed more than a few words,
however, for Mr. Quelch to relate the
story of the nttnr‘;ﬁa dign.pgenranm of
Tom Redwing, [ollowe v that of
Eurh&rt Vernon-8mith in searching for

m.

Colonel Wharton listened attentively
without interruption,

“In the circumstances,” Mr. Quelch
concluded, “1 felt that I conld not leave
while the fate of two of my boys re-
mained in doubt, extremely inconvenient
ag it is for me to remeih on at the
school. Mr. Vernon-8mith, has already
visited me, in a state of great distress
about his son. I could only send him
on to_Inspector Grimes, at Courtfield,
who, I fear, had little to tell him that
was of comfort, Redwing's father, it
seems, is still at sea~—perbaps fortu-
nately for his peace of mind in these
pl.il:lf)l‘ll cireumstances.

“My nephew and his frionds appear
to believe that they may be suocessful
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in a search that has so far baffled the
local police,” remarked the colonel,
with a faint smile. ]

“ Apparently. OF wcourse, I quite
approve of their devotion to their miss-
ing friends,” said the Remove master.
“HBut the whole affair is absurd ool-
boys are not wanted on the scene in
such circumstances. The clues already
obtained by the police point to Lantham
as the kidnapper’s hiding-place—on that
point there 13 no reasonable doubt. In-
spector Grimes iz working in conjunc-
tion with the Lantham police, and a
discovery-is expected every day. In the
meantime, these boys may meet with
gome accident, scrambling about the
cliffs in this wild weather.”

The colonel nodded.

“While, of course,” added Mr.
?Il.mh-.h, “if by some remote chance ﬂlléy
should come into touch with the kid-
napper, they would doubtless be run-
ning into serious danger. There is no
clue of any kind to the man’s identity,
but abviously he iz a very desperate
character.”

“That admits of no doubt,” agreed
the colonel. *“There may be very real
g?ng’er in coming into contact with

m.lj

“Not that it is probable, az it is
demonstrated that his hiding-place,
wherever it may be, is far from the
sea, Nevertheless, T cannot approve of
the boys' proceedings,” said Mr. Quelch.
“That they could possibly effect any-
thing whicg could not be better done by
the police is impossible. And, in the
meantime, some mischance might befall
them.”

“It is possible.” ]

“Indeed, it is more than possible,
sir,” said Mr. Quelch. “Vernon-8mith,
as seems certain, was seized while In
search of Redwing. A similar fate may
very well fall upon the others if by
zome remote chance they should find
themselves in the proximity of the kid-
napper.”

“No doubt.™ , i

“1 leave the mattor will:r{l}ﬁly in your
hands, sir,” said Mr. Queleh. “T felt
hound to apprise you of my wiews.
Having done s0, it iz for you to deal
with the matter.”

“Quite s0,” agreed the colonel. "I
shall proceed immediately to Hawks-
cliff and see my nephew.”

“Vou will lunch here, sir?"

“Thank vou. I lunched at Lantham
on my way down, and I think I will
loze no time,” said the colonel.

And after & little further disenssion
with the Remove master, Colonel
Wharton returned to his car.

In the bleak December afterndon the
car glided away from the gates of Grey-
friars School and headed for Hawks-
clifii Wild winds from the sea swept
over the roads, lashed the hedges, and
made the leaflesz boughs groan. Sleet,
mingled with snow, was falling. The
roads were thick with sleet and mud.
Colonel Wharten sat like some bronze
statue in the ecar while the chauffeur
picked his way by road and lane,
geveral times stopping to make in-
quiries, for Hawksclif was a rather
inaeccessible spot, and not easy to find.

But Hawkscliff was reached at last,
and the colonel’s brow grew very grave
as he ecame in sight of the wild,
tumbling sca and heard the roar of the
breakers at the foot of tht chalk cliffs.
If his nephew and his friends had ven-
turad on the water that wild and wind
day, there was no doubt that Mr. Quelch
was right in supposing that they might
have gone into danger. At the foot of
the steep street of Hawkscliff the car
halted and the tall military gentleman
stepped out. Leaving ¢ car, he

walked with long strides up the rugged,
cobbled street.

Which was Redwing's cabin among
those scattered along the cliff he did not
know. But one inhabitant of the
village was out of doors, in spite of the
wild weather—a wooden-legged sailor-
man, who leaned on & t and smoked
a pipe, and watched the tumbling sea
with stolid meditativeness. Colonel
Wharton approached him.

“Can you tell me which iz Mr. Red-
wing’s cottage” he asked politely.

The old man removed his pipe {rom
his mouth, ;

“ Ay, ay. Yonder, gir.” l

He pointed with the stem of his pipe.

The cottage was close at hand, but it
looked deserted to the colonel as he
glanced at it. The windows were cur-
tained, the door shut, and no smoke
roge from the chimney. But the colonel
realized that the junmiors, if they were
putting up at the cottage to seck for
tha kidnapped fellows, were not likely
to spend much time indoors, and it was
likely that he would have to wait for
them.

“Na doubt vou have seen some boys
who are staying at the cottage?" the
colonel aslmi

“Ay, ay, sir."

“One of them iz my nephew,” ex-
plainad Ceolonel Wharton. “Can you
tell me where they are now 1"

The wooden-legged mariner pointed to
the sea with his Fipeu

“Gone in Sam's boat,” he answered,
“ jest after dawn.”

“Sam7” repeated the colonel.

“Sam Bowline,” said the wooden-
legged seaman. " Don’t you be afeared,
sir,” he added. *“She's a good boat,
and Sam he knows how to handle her.
Them young lubbers is all right.”

glance at the silent, doseried-looking
Redwing cabin.

“Ay, ay sirl He's come to anchor
there all right. I'd have seed Liim if
he'd slipped his eable.”

he colonel walked across {o the
cottage and knocked loudly on the door
iJ_md tried the handle. The door was
ast.

He knocked again and again, bub
there camo ne answer from .within save
the echo of the knocking:

Puzzled, the colonel looked up at the
little windows above, and then stepped
back from the door. The wooden-
legged man, deserting the post which
had supported him during most of the
day, came across and joined the colonel
outzide the cottage.

“Can't make him ‘ear, sir?” he
asked. 5
“There zcems to be no one in the

building,” said Colonel Wharton. “The
boy cannot be asleep at this time of
day, I suppose? And surely he would
have awakened even if asleep.”

“He's there, sir—right there he 1s,”
answered the wooden-legged seaman
positively. “I ain't been away from
that there post more'n ten minutes since
the boat went out of the cove, I ain't.
I been watching for old Bam to come
back, seeing as the spa’s so rough, and
I reckon he will want a 'and with the
bpat when he gets inta the cove. That

there fat swab ain’t gone. I seed him
standing at the door once.”
“There 48 no smoke from the

chimney.” the colonel remarked. *He
would hardly let out the fire on a bitter
day like this.”

“There was a fire this morning, sir.”
The old seaman seemed puzzled. ©
geed the fat swab off and on this morn-
ing, but T ain’t seed him egince the

(Continucd on next page.)

“Do you know where they arc gone
in the boat¥"
“I reckon they
was making Pepg
Bay, sir.”
" And you do not
know when Mr.

Bowline is likely to

bring them back
The old seaman

shook his head.

“Zam, he never
anid, sir. But
p't'aps the young

gent in the cottage
knows."

“Dh!  Thev are
not all gone, then?
exelnime the
colonel.

“Tive of them
kids went—not the
fat one.™

“The fat ona?”
repeated Colonel
Wharton.

A little fat
lubbor in specs,
sir.” said tho old
BRAMAN,

Hiz tone scemed
to indicate that he
had noticed t!:u:r
little - fat lubber in
speca, and did not
think  highly of

JTTE.
Colonel YWharton

smiled faintly. He
thought that he
could recognise
William George
Bunter by  that

description.

“"¥ou think that
the fat boy is still
in the cotkage? he
asked, with another
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furrin-looking cove come. And I tell
you, sir, 1 been standing at that post
ever since that furrin cove stood out of
Hawksoliff.”

“ A foreign-looking man came hero®”
ropeated lonel Wharton, in surprise.

‘Looked like a blooming da%c.”- said
the wooden-legged mariner. " I've seed
his sort afore, in the Mediterrancan

rta, It beats me,"” he went on, 1

now that fa: swab min't gone, 'cause
why, I'd have sced him. But why he's
settin' there, with the fire out, and
don't answer a hail, I can't tell nohow.”

The old seaman knocked on the door
again and again, loudly. But there
CAme no ANRWET. )

Colonel Wharton, greatly surprised,
and vaguely uneasy, moved round the
cottage. Fveiy window and door was
shut and fastencd. He came back to
the front, and found that the old sailor
had torn away & mnewspaper that
covered a broken pane, and was locking
intoe the sitting-room.

““ Nobody- there, sir,” eaid the marimer.
“That room's empty. The fat swab
must be izs. This here looks to me
like foul play. You put your "ead in that
winder, =ir, and you'll see there ain’t
no key in the door—but it’s locked. It’s
been ¥n¢k¢d and the key fook. Now, a
feller locking hisself in his berth
wouldn't want to take the key out of
the deor. Y'll lay to it that that furrin
Lloke locked the door when he went, and
topk the key. 1 eeed him shut it when
he went, I remember that."

Colonel Wharton knitted his brows.
It was surprising enough that a *' foreign
bloke " had come to the cottage at all,
but that he should have harmed Billy
Bunter was more surprising. If Bunter
waas atil! in the euttaﬁle, it was obvious
that something must have happened to
him, and the old seaman was positive
that ho was there,

“*Mebhe he robbed the fat swab, and
knocked him on the ‘ead,” the old
fellow suggested. “I've seed that sort
of cove in the Mediterrancan ports, and
they ain’t none too good for it.” .

“1 think,” said the colonel, *'that, in
the cirdumstances, ona would ba justified
in forcing the door.™

“ Fest what I wan thinking, sir,” said
the wooden-legged man, quits agog with
excitement now. *I pot a 'ammer end
chisel in my cottage, sir—you heave to
for & few munutes, agd I'll be back
‘ere.”

And, a few minutes later, heavy blows
ware ringing &t the door of the Redwing
cottage.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
To the Rescue !
BILLZ’E BUNTER squirmed on the

bed, and gurgled.
Enock, knock, knock, knock!
The bammering at the door
came clearly to his fat ears,

It brought hepe to his gy heart.
He squirmed and wriggled, and strove
to emit, at least, a squeak, but he was

5O uamf:dli gagged that ho could not
even squeak.

Bunter had slept lang. But tho dis-
comfort of his bonds had awakened him
at last. Also, he was hungg.

How long ho had lzin there, Bunter
did not know. It scemed like soveral
vears, That it was still day, he knew,
by the glimmer at the curtained window.
Iﬂ.lt he was inclined to believe that it
was another day, that at least twenty-
four hours had passed.

His fat limbs were growing cremped,
his jaws ached from the gag. His
ihﬂﬁghta wera of the most unpleasant

ina.
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He could not expect release till the
Famous Five returned. And Soames had
evidently gone to deal with them at the
pea-cave and. certainly, they might
never return if the ses-lawyer came in
contact with them. II destruction befell
the Famous Five at the sea-cave, no
doubt DBunter would mourn thbir loss
later on, when he had time to think
about them, but for the present, hia
considerations were concenttated on
himself.

Suppose Soames ]Ecla the better of
them, what was to happen to Bunter?
He knew that he was left thore tied and
gagged til]l dark when, under cover of
night, it would be possible for the kid-
napper to remove him, and place him
in & more secure hiding-place. The dark
came early in December, and when it
came, it might bring the Famous Five—
or it might bring Soames.

What did the villain intend? Perhaps
to attempt to frighten away the juniors
by playing st, a5 he had frightened
Bunter—to ﬁ;.!'hm off, while he pot
Redwing and Smithy to another hiding-
place. Or he might get their boat away
and strand them in the sea-cave—perhaps
make them prisoners. In that case,
nothing could save Bunter—Socames
would not dare to let him tell what he
knew—his  safety depended wupon
Bunter’s silence. He would come back
at night and, under cover of darkness,
the fat junior would be taken away, to
find himself & prisoner in the sea-cave,
oo

Bunter, as he squirmmed on the bed
where he was spresadeagled, had plenty
of food for thought, and all of it was
dagresable.

He hardly considered the ibilit
that the F{.m{mu Five migh'm t.h':
upper hand, and return n triug :
with the prisoners rescued. That secomed
too improbable to Bunter.

He could draw no comfort from that
possible mapect of the matter. Howso-
ever matters ?'anl‘. at the sea-cave, it
seemed to William George Bunter that
he, Bunter, was booked !

It was an swful thought. Had it
happened to somebody else it would not,
of course, have mattered very matarially.
Buot it was & terrible thing to happen to
Bunter.

And so the fat junior fairly wriggled
with relief and hope when the I:nm:Eing
came at the door of the cabin.

Somebody was there—either
beasts had returned, or somebody else
was trying to get in, It couldn't be
Boames kicking up sll that row, which
must have been heard from one end of
Hawkszliff to the osher. Scamos had the
key—and the din told that the door was
being broken 1n.

Bunter listened, and strove to howl,
and failed, and listened again, and
wriggled and squirmed.

Crash! He hoard the door below fly
open at last. There were heavy fool-
steps in the colfage.

Bunter gurgled. Hardly the faintest
whisper passed the gag that was
crammed and tied in his capacious
mouth. But he strove hard to utter a
sound, fearful that those below mlghl-
leave the cottage again without coming
upstairs.

But that [ear was soon relieved. Thera
was a heavy tread on the little staircase,
The little landing outside the room
creaked under that heavy stride, and
then the bed-room door opencd. Bunter's
ayes, a8 he twisted his heatd to look, fell
upon a tall, military figure that he
knew. The sight of Wharton's uncle
was utterly unexpected to him, as it
gmblhij would have been to Harry, had

e boen there. But it was a welcome
sight,

thosze

“Good gad!"” ejaculated the colonel.

He stared blunLéy at the fat junior
stretched and bound on the bed.
gave him an uEnniﬁm:] blink.

“Good gad!” repeated the colonel.

He strode towards the bed,

“ Bunter !”

He felt in his pocket, took out a pen-
knife and opened it, and swiftly cut
through the strips of twisted sheet that
bound the fat junior.

Bunter wriggled with relief, clutched
at the gag in his mouth, and toro it

unteg

", -
ooooococcoph !

That was his fArst remark.

2 Arg ky_nu hurt, my boy?" asked the
colonel kindly.

" Doooooch I

The colonel’s strong arm lifted him,
and sat him down on the side of the
bed, Bunter ur;lad and spluttered.

“You fouvnd “1m, sir? came the
wooden-legged man's voico up the stair-
casa,

“¥es, I have found him,” answered
the colonel quietly. “He does not
appear to be hurt, fortunately, but some-
one has tied him up.”

Tha wooden-legged seaman stumped
up the stairs, nn%:lsstund blinkin ]?Emnt

Bunter, The fat junior blinked back
at him.

“You silly idiot!” he spluttered.
Bunter had found his voica at last.

“Hey!" said the old seaman, staring.
“You dummy 1"

“*Hey!”

“Btanding out there all the time, and

lattin% that villain tie me up like this!"
Iﬂ._:.twlﬁ Bunter. “Why didn't you stop
100 £

“But I never knowed, sir !” gasped the
old seaman. “I never seed uotlfing of
what he done, and never knowed—"
“¥ou zilly chump !
‘Bunter, u owe your release to this
good man,” said the colonel severely.
You sre not yourself now, say no
more."” He turned to the old seaman
ﬂnd pressed something inte his hand.
I am very much cbliged to you—and
this boy will be grateful when he fesls
better. You may lcave him in my
hands now.”

“Ay, ay, #ir, and thanki you
kindly,"” said the old seaman and, with
a glare at Bunter, stumped away, con-
vinced—if he had doubted it before—
thail,hthﬂ fat juntor was a lubber and &
swab.

Colonel
Bunter.
The Owl of the Remove was caressing
hia fat wrists and ankles very tenderly.
They were numbed and uncomfortable.

“You zeem to have been hardly used,
Bunter,” said the colonel, eyeing him
curiously.

“Owl I've had a fearful time,"
%mﬂne& Bunter, “Lying there tied up
or days——"

“Only for a small
Bunter,” said the onel, with a faint
smile. “But no doubt time seemed very
luni!tq vou. How do you feel now?"

Wharton turned back to

rtion of one day,

“Hungry."”

“Dh l”‘ . ]

“There's : rub duw?lstmg'a, " said
Bunter. ‘T suppose tho fire's 0
out, Ow! I've frightfully mid-—

and cramped! Lucky I wasn't fright-
ened, tm!?:dﬂu-ma fe:{lnm would have
been frightened! I'll go down and got
some grub first, if you don't mind, sir.”

Evidently Bunter was not much
hurt. Wharton followed him
down the little staircase.

Bunter did not heed him. He was
hungry; and when Bunter was hungr
he would hardly have heeded the crac
of doom. The fire was cold in the
grate, but there was cold provender in
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** Shiver
Logk at that | ** From the blackness came a faint, pale gleam of phosphorescent light. In the midst of this a white face

gleamed, deathly white, with staring eyes.

lenty, and Bunter started on a ham.
gla considered that Colonel Wharton
might as well have lighted the fire—
the beast could see that a fellow was
cold—but he did not venture to suggest
it. Anvhow, the ham made him feel

r.

“As soon as vou are at leisure,
Bunter,”™ said tha colonel, with polite
sarcasm, 1 should like to know what
has happened here.™

Sarcasm was lost on William George
Bunter. There was one important
matter to be attended to. And Bunter
was attending to it as fast as his fat
jn.“_': could move, Lesser matters could
wait.

Colonel Wharton gsat down and
waited. For about ten minules there
was silance in the cottage, broken only
by the szound of ceaseless munching.
Then the colonel spoke again.

“Come, Bunter !

“M—mmmmm [

Bunter's mouth was too full for clear
articulation.

“Kindly tell me what has happened
here.”

Bunter bolted a
gasped.

“That secaman told me that a [oreign-
looking man had boen here after my
nephew and his friends leit. Was it he
that attacked you B

“Groogh! Yes,” gasped DBunter.
“He was got up like that, bui he wasn't
any foreigner, Ho was Soames."

“Boames?" repeated tho colonel.

The name conveyed nothing to him,
[la had forgotten the story of that old
~ruise in the South Seas, and the fight
for Tom Redwing's fortune.

“Boames !¥ spluttored Bunter., “The
beast who was Smithy’s father's valet

mouihiul, and

my fimbers ! ** gasped Mr. Bowline, his eyes almost starting from his head as he stared op the cave.

and turned out to be a pirate when we
were in the SBouth Seas. It's Soames
who kidnapped Redwing and Smithy,
and ho's them in the sca-cavel
Grooogh!” Ham went down the wrong
way, and Bunter spluttered. * Oooch!
Mooooch I

“1 remember the man now,” said the
colonel. * 1 remember having seen him
when .he was in Mr. Vernon-3mith’s
service, and my nephew told me of his
crimes in the SBouth SBeas. Are you sure
of what you EaY, Bunter?"

“Grooogh |

“Come, coma !” exclaimed the colonel
impatiently.

“Ooooh! Yes" g Bunter. *“I
know him. Those fellows don't. 1 dare
say they'll find out. I dare say he'll

shoot the lot of them in the sea-cave—
he's capable of it. Look what he did
toc ma! Grooogh!”

The colonel compressed s lips.

“Tell me immmediately, and in a few
words, all that has heppened, and all
that you know!™ he Enﬂ]}pﬂti.

The sharp, military wvoice made
Bunter jump. He ceazed to eram food
i?ﬂm his mouth, and splutiered out his
B 1'5"4 !

“The reckless lads!” muttered the
colonel. * But they did not, of course,
know the desperate man l’-ilﬂ-j' had to
deal with. They may not have reached
the sea-cave yet—wind and weather are
against them.” He knitted his brows in
thought. “I can get a motor-boat at
Pegg—and the police. Bunter, got your
coat and hat. 1 am going, and your
statement may be needed by the police. ™

“I haven't finished my gru 2

““(Get your coat and hat!* rapped cut
the colenel, in a volce that made
Bunter jump again,

The juniors stood rooted to the rocky floor and gasped.

* Look !
(See Chapter 10.)

“Oh!"” gasped Bunter.
I—I'm ready !

‘He had only time to cram a cake into
his pocket before the colonel hurried
him out of tho coltage. A few minutes
moro, and the car was racing away
from Hawhkscliff. At Clyffe post-office
the colonel stopped, and stepped out to
use the telephone, ringing up Inspector
Grimes, at Courtfield, with news that
made Mr. Grimes stutter in his astonish-
meant,

Then he rejoined Bunter, and the
car rushed on to Pegsg.

It was long miles to Peg
village that faced the great Shoulder
across the bay, and the ways werae
muddy, and snowy, and sleety. But the
car made pood time. It halted at last
at the Anchor Inn, where & portly,
uniformed figure came out to meet the
colonel. Inspector Grimes had already
arrived thero from Courtfield. The
colonel spoke to him for a few minutes,

and then the insgecrt.or stepped into the
car, and Billy Bunter had to tell hia
story over again.

“ All right!

z, the fishing

Mr. Grimes looked
grim, and rather savage. The informa-
tion ho was receiving was of the greatest
value, but he had to realise that he
had been befooled, and that the trail
he had followed wp s=o hopefully at
Lantham had been specially laid by the
kidnapper to draw him off the scent.
Mr. (irimes’ feclinga towards the kid-
napper were very bitter indeed.

Thera was another brief discussion,
Mr. Grimes looking out rather dubiously
across the stormy bay. But there was
a stout heart under Mr. Grimes'
uniform, as under most police uniforms,
and he was very keen to get to close
quarters with the kidnapper. The plan

Tee Maoxer Liprary.—No. 1,
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having been settled, Mr. Grimes lost no
time. A motor-boat, and thres P
sailormen, who knew svery inch of t
bay, were secured in brief time, and
while the car carried Billy Bunter on
to Greyfriars, to ¢ progress to Mr,
Quealeh, Colonel Wharton and the in-
spector and their men slid out intoe the
bay in the motor-boat and headed
through wind snd lashing waves for the
pea-cave, under the towering Shoulder.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Despetate Measures |

OAMES stood in the sca-cave, and
Ealulu'ululo watched him, trem-
bliug. The rage that worked in
the faco of the sea-lawyer

terrified the Xanaka boy. Soames

hung bhiv lamp on & jutting point of
rock, and in its ‘th 4 h?B !mhathmk-
ing—or ing to thin ut the rage
that mm him- made clear thinking
difficult. Once, when his gliniing eyes

Il on the brown, scarred face of the

anaka the look in them made
EKalulu'ululo start back & pace in fear.

Carefully, cunningly, the ses-lawyer
had made hiz plans—as cerefully and
cunningly a3 he had laid them in those
old days in the Bouth Beas. Now, as
then, care and cunning had failed him,
In the far Facific he had lost that fight
for the fortunme, and now he was again
playing a losing game, when success had
seemed to him assured.

He had hurried back to the cave from
Heawkscliff, after what he had learned
from Bunter, slarmed and enraged, but
nothing doubting that he was still
master of the situation. He had only
needed to arrive before the rescuers—
and that he had done. He had eounted
on finding the prisoners still cheined in
the gallery. To drive them inte the
remotest recesses of the cavern, to bind
and gag them, and conceal them in
some cavify, piled np at the entrance, to
screen them againet any search—to
destroy, in haste, all signs of cccupation
of the cave, easily dona by
deep crevices and fissures in the chalk,
to hide, with his companion. It was a
practicable plan, and had he been nble
to oarry it out he felt that he could have
let the Greyiriars party search the cea-
cavé to their hearts’ comtent—search till
they were tired and driven to the con.
clusion that they were on a False track,

The escape of the prisoners hed
koocked that plan to pieces

The prisoners were at large in the
ﬂ:ut oavern, hiding somewhers in the

ack recesses, and could not lay
hands on them again—at all events, not
without & long search. And the
redcuers had now arrived—Harry Whar-
ton & Co. were in the cavern.

One chanco had remained—to en-
deavour to scare the party from the

search by means of ghostly trickery. He §

had tried thet, with littls hape, and it
had failed, as he had more than hslf
expeated.

With the Greyfriara party advancing
up the cavern and prisonara loose
somewhere in the darkness, mes was
almost at the end of his resources,

Ha hgd shot the husricane lamp from
Harry Wharton's hand and left the
juniors in darkness, to gaein time.

In the blackness of the cave they had
not advanced farther, and Scames had
retreated to a distance, to wsit, and
plao, if he could.

But what could he plan?

To find tha prisoners was impossible,
end the Greyfriars party were only
temporarily :gmke
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way of the 3

To flee and escape by the secret outlet
through the clifs was easy—which
meant gnrmgl ﬁ the whole scheme,
sbandoning the object for which he had
taken the risk of returning from the
South Seas.

Boames was not thiokiog of that.

SBomehow, he would yet shape events
to his own advantage; but how?

The rescuers hndgii-ge-an stopped, by the
shooting-out of their lamp; snd Soames
was between them and #ho escaped
prisoners, who had fled into the inmost
recesses of the hollow cliff. He had
time to plan—if that would serve him,

_ More than once, as he stood think-
ing, his +hlﬂd strayed to the butt of his
sutomatic.

, Black and desperate thoughts worked
in his mind,

To round up the rescuers in the
cavern, and shoot them down if they
resisted—he was capable of that, in his
extramity. To sink the Hawhkacliff boat,
snd prevemt snyono who had entered
the sea-cave from leaving it—that was
in his power., Then, after dark, to
return to the Redwing cabin, and
remove Bunter to s sale place, and
assure his silence !

. It was a desperate plan—but st least
it would give him time. Time to find

a new and safer hidi wo for Tom
Redwing—once Rad:?;gh was in has
hands again, or—his brew grew

blacker, hiz ayes gpleamed with a savage
light. Redwing, once in his hands,
should ﬂﬂid—ﬁr torture should make

him %‘lm.

With the jupiors snd Powline
prisoners in the cave, with Bunter a
prisoner also, he would be safe for &
time—only for a short time, for the
disappearance of the Greyiriars party
would met the whole comet in & buzz of
excitement, and would bring back the
search from Lantham to the right
trail—but fime enough to bend Redwin
to his will, to grasp the prize for whic
he had schemed and sicned! In those
bitter moments, the szes-lawger's brain
could devise no better schome than this,
desperate as it was, and full of desperate
Anoes.

Eiu eyes turned savagely on Ealulu'-

0.

Had he found the prisoners still in
their chains, all would hare been plain
sailing—or he believed that it would
heve bean. The Kanaka had failed him
—the Kanaks whose life he had saved,
whorn he had saved from the cooking-
ovens of Lalulu in the far Pecific, whom
he had brooght to England with him,
as a follower upon whom he could: rely,
who would not fail him or betray him.
And the Kanaka, who had kept watch
in the cave so long and faithfully, had
failad him, and had been tricked into

aiding the escape of the prisoners.
Ealulu'ululeo shrank back from the
enraged eves of his master.

"¥You dog!"” muttered Soames, “You
ave ruined all—fool that T was to bring
vou here—fool that 1 was to save you
from the shark's jaws.”

. “Me wolly I” murmured the Eanaks,
in a trembling voice. “Me plenty too
much soliy!”

Soames snerled.

“Did 1 not order you to keep away
from the prisoners—to keep out of their
sight. vou fool 1™

“Ma tinkes feller white bovy he no
sten ™ muttered the Kanaka. “ Mo

tinkea ho get away along chain. Me
tinkeo——"

“Fool I

Ealulo'ulule was silent,

“You have Tuined everything,” =aid

Soames, gritting his teeth. “I may see
the inside of a prizon for this! am
done with you—=

“Master—" faltared Kalulu'ululo.

“Bah! Hold gour tongue!™

With the back of his hand, the ses-
lawyer struck the Kanaks scross the
face, so his reeling,
Kalulu'ululo, with & cry, fell on the

ru$ Boor.

ithout a glancs at him, Bosmes

f{:.%?d the lamp from the rock, and
away down the cavern towards

the sea.

His mind was made up now: his
g:ﬁiaaﬂta plan was resolved on. He

d not guess that, in those wery
moments, the junior he had left bound
and E;ggad in the Hawksclif cottage,
was being released; that his tale was
being told; that new enemies wera
dmﬁ in on the kidnapper.

With the lamp in his hand, the
automatic in his right, Soames strode
uvaFu!;r slong the rocky floor, holding
the lamp htqg

He came in sight of tha glimmer ot
dim mber sunlight at the mouth
o eieatiy the Groyfri had

vi a8 riars pa
aftor thot ':iitlif“hﬂ:ﬁhﬂ’ ':ﬁ:th? J
after their hight Br bt away.

Hoames, as he strode on, sighted
them—gnthered round the hoat, An-
othdr lantern had been taken from the
boat—and the Greyfriars fellows were
gathered in & group, spparently con-
“thmtie. t]ithﬂu.me ml:;r-ht ] a&a-hwg:r’:
mind that they were planning a retrea
in the boat—and his jaw shut hard.
The wind which had so long baffled their
ooming, would drive them hack across
:}:& bay swiftly to Pegg—and then—

Bl ———

Soames set down the lam
With the automatio in his hand, he
ran towards the mouth of the cave.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Upper Hand !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. had
groped their way back to the
boat, aftar the hurricane-
lantern had been shot out in

nd, ~ There was another

. uniors bad ocome well

provided for the search. But they wero
thered now in anxious consultation.
ld Bowline stared at the shattered

wreck of the hurricane-lantern, with
blinking oyes. He had heard the thun-
derous echoes of the shot swelling
through the cavern; and the sight of
the lantern, smashed by & bullet, made
even the superstitious old seaman
realizse that it waa not " ghostses ™ that
had to be deslt with. YWhather the
spirits of dead-and-gone emogglers
haunted the sea-cave or nof, there was
no doubt now that an armed and
desperate man lurked there in the dark-

Ti8a3.

“Bhiver my timberal” mumbled the

old mariner. * Bhiver my timberal

He's there, that land-shark is, and you

can lay to that. Bu'st my headlighta!

You young gents was right—he's there.”
“He's there all right,” said Bob
ﬂi:.rarry. “B

But——" said Nugent.

“The butfulness 1z terrific!” mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

Wharton set his lips.

“Wa've got a desperate man to deal
with,” he said slowly. " But we're not
backing out. We can't scarch the cave
in the dark—and the rotter can shoot
out one lantern as easily as another.
But—* ] ]

“We're not going,” said Johnny Bull
decidedly. “But what the thump are
wa going to do?" i

“g'i'a’ra staying,” said Harry. "My
wline to cut across to

idesn is, for
boat, and give information

Pegg in the
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there. We remain here. We can pre-
vent that villain g;e.t-bmﬁ away with
SBmithy and Redwing—he's cornered
here, anyhow. A hundred men will
turn out to help, as soon as the news
gets out—and we're certain now of
what we came to find, Every man in
Pegg will join up—and information will
be sent to Inspector Grimes, ‘There
are two or three motor-boats at Pegg,
and they'll cut across here quic
enough. In a couple of hours we shall
have a crowd here—"

“"And the game will be up for that
scoundrel, whoever he is,” said Bob

arry.

“The wupfulness will be  terrific,”
sgreed Hurree Jamset Bam Singh,

‘Ay, ay,” said old Bowline, “you
bear a hand getting this here boat
afloat, and I reckon I'll run her afore
the wind across the bay in & brace of
shakes. 'Arf Pegg will come ‘'ere to
lend & hand in getting a bight on that
land-shark.” :

There was & pattering of feet on the
rocky floor of the cavern.

Bob Cherry spun round.

“Hallo, hallo, halle! Look out!”

“He's coming!” breathed Nugent.

“Back up, Greyfriars!” said b.

The juntora grasped thelr cudgels,
and faced the desperate man who came
ronning from the darkness of the cave.

0ld Bowline stared at him blankly,
his gnarled hand closi on & boat-
hook. The automatic in Soames’ hand
rose to a level

“Lif# a hand, and T shoot!” he
hissed.

“Bhiver my timbers!” murmured
Bowline.

The Famous Five stared at the kid-
napper. This was the man they had
sought—and who was now, in his turn,
recking them. Sosmes' face was still
disguised by the dark stain, and there
was no recognition in the looks of the
juniore, Eut something vaguely familiar
in the features struck them—something
in the tonez of the voice.

Boames® eyes glittered
levelled pistol.
“Stand away from that boat!” he

rapped.
{?']ﬁ&rfﬂn set his tecth,
_ “Take care!” said Boames, in a hiss-
ing voice. “You are dealing with a
man who will stop at little. You
should know that, if you remember me.”

“I've seen you beforo somewhere,”
sald Wharton slowly,

Soames gave a harsh laugh. ’

“YXou have seen me in the South
Seas,” he answered. “Do you know me
now? If you do, you know that your
livea hang by a thread.”

“‘Boames!” yelled Bob Cherry, -

“Boames " answered the: sea-lawyer

rimly. “Soames, who has come back
rom the rea—for the South Hea
treasure—and who will not let a life,
or a dozen lives, stand in his way 1"

“Boames " repeated Wharton almost
dazedly.

His grip closed convulsively on his
cudgel.

“Lift a finger, and your life will pay
for it!" said Soames. Ha was cool
now, and he spoke through his gritted
teeth. “You are my Prisoners—or you
go down before this pistol! Take your
choica!  You may remember that I
never miss my aim—and I am desperate
now.”"

The r!-t_wagu glmtr in his eyes told that
ho was in deadly sarnest.

Old Bowlinn let the boathook fall with
a clatter,

“Blow m
"A reg'ler fand-ﬁhark by

“Stand away from that boat and
move up the cave, and keep together!'?

over the

topsails!” he mumbled.

rapped out Soames. “Attempd to
scatter, and I pull trigger I
The juniors breathed hard,.

“Hold on!” said Wharton quietly.
*“This won't do you any good, Soames!
We've loft word at Haw scliff ; and if
we do not return, the police will know
that we came to this cave—"

. Soames interrupted him with a scoff-
ing laugh.

“ Bunter
answered,

Wharton started.

. “I know more than you fancied!”
jeered Boames, “Bunter lies bound
and ged at the Redwing cabin, At
dark I shall remova him and bring him
here, a prisoner. The news will not
spread so fast as you suppose.”

“0Oh crumbs!” murmured Bob.

“You came hera to find me,’" said
Soames, with bitter mockery. *
you have found me—and I have found
you. I can see in your eyes, Wharton,
that you are thinking of rushing cn my
weapon. Take warning! One step, and
you fall dead!”

“Hold on, Har

his ¢chum’s arm. * Don't play the goat!
Hold on!”

“GFood advice!" jeered Soames, “I
will riddle you with bullets as soon as
look &t you! You are at my mercy;
and you may remember from those
days in the Pacific whether I shall hesi-
tate to shoot when my safely s
threatened 1"

Wharton's eves gleamed at him.

“"¥our neck 15 in the rope already!"
he said scornfully. "“"You have come
back to be hanged, if you are caught!"

“1 am mnot caught yet,” said Soamas,
“But, as you truly say, my neck is in
the rope—and I should count the lives
of all of you a cheap price to pay for
keeping it out! Move on before me!”

It was a bitter pill for the Greyfriars
fellows to swallow:. But there was no
hel}a for it. Courage was useless against
a desperate man with a loaded fircarm
in his gresp.

They moved away from the boat,
old Bowline slowly following. Soames
at a couple of yards distance, out i

will tell nothing!” he

I:H-

Nugent caught

‘darkn

reach of a desperate clutch, covered the
whole fkmuf) wiih the automatic. ;
“Walk slowly up the cave towards
the lamp,” he said. * Attempt to dodge
nffﬁ, and I pull trigger on the instant '
gum [ murmured Bob Cherry.

e've caught a Tartar, you men I"?

Oanly too plainly, the rescue-party had
caught a Tartar, and they were caught
themselves, n savage silence they
moved up the cave in a group, Soames
following behind, with the automatic
levelled. They reached the spet where
the sea-lawyer had set down tﬁ: lamp.

Soames picked it up.

Holding it high in his left hand, he
made a gesture with the pistol in hias

4l

“EKeep on!" he said. * And
together I
With ed rage, the juniors

uup]ﬁau
tramped on before the menacing pistol.
They reached at last the fissure 1nto the
E%"Erfl where Vernon-Smith and Red-
wing had so long been prisoners.

A dusky face looked at them from the
shadows into the light of the lamp, and
they stared at e Kanaka hﬁnklr.
But osly for a moment was Halulu-
'ulule visible; he shrank away into the
o83 again.

“Go through that fissure!” rapped
out Soames., “There is a Place berond
which will be your prison [

::Ehllﬁ._r;ar my timbers—""

o!

“We're up against it, you men ! said

Bab. “We've got to knuckle under
now, But—"

“Hold your tongue! Gol”

Harry Wharton stared back at

Soam®s, a desperate light in hiz eyes.
But it was death to resst.

“You've got us now,” he muitered.
{l’But Ik

IIG{:.-EI'!

The juniors tramped through the
fisenro into tho rocky gallery. mes
followed them in a called to the
EKanaka.

“You feller boy "
“Yos, sar " came the trembling tones
of Ealulu-"ulule,

(Continued on fext page.)

4

5\ o
DOY LB,

A ERousin

Alr,

By FoAMNK RIOHARDH.

No. 80, — THH

THE SCHOOLBOYS’

NHo. 88, — HARRY WHARTON'SE CHEISTMAS NUME
A Magnificent Lang Complete Taro of Harry Wharten & Oo., qr](];ﬁérfm"i

GHOSTr O

> IT'S IMPOSSIBLE

tor you to find more thrills or amusement for
4d. anywhere, than in these ripping books.

THE BOYS’

169.—DARE-DEVIL | ;
A Thrilling Stary of Football and ths Films. By STANTON

FRIEND 4«

TEENT

~IBRARY.

Ho. I?E;—TE#'IEWEI;{: wwn‘rlh::t';iliwmnl
ar A
UAI{"RRGH- ille and Amaring Adventups,

BCARLET EBQTADRON!
A Qripping Biory of the Searst
Ne 17::5’!&332& nEl':c%ﬂ-ETETI?R'

- — L% THE {REY PHANTOMI

An Excitlng 8t ATy

B} J(J[-EH Egc-uﬁ-rq? of Detéctlve Adrenture mod BEafling Mynleryy

Sorvico and Perilons Adventura in the

= =
- "

OWN 4° LIBRARY.

F BT. JIM'S!
A Grpplng Complota Boak-len Brory of tha Christ A
Tom Morry & Co. By umrrﬁ%ranmnu_ mar Adventures of

THE SEXTON BLAKE 4¢

LIBRARY.

Neo. 1680.—~THE DESERTER OF THE FOREIGN LEGIONI]

Btory of & Bir
& long trall of

company—I
No. 172 ~THE

A Sensatifnal Tale of a Myaterions Murder, Clover Delective Work

Thriiling Adventure ia France apd Algeris. i amfl
Ne., 17T0.—THR Tkﬂﬁdﬁl?un?‘ﬂl!l el Toads

I Yatery, commenc B and 1 ﬂ‘ll

oxpeoted Adventures. . "
No. ITL.—=THE CASE OF THE CRIMSON JONJURERI

An Amazing Tals 18 thcg Bexton Blake and Tin
cading to many Sua
} DDLE |
A Fascinating Tale of Stratigé Myetery, Intrigus, and Qlever Detective Waork.

TALES FOR ALL TASTES

kor gquarrel aed pard
rprizing avd Diamatlo Slivaticns.
OF THE GARAQE

TeEr MacHeT Ligrary.—No. h089.



22 NEXT WEEK'S “ MAGNET' WILL BE BETTER THAN EVER!
“You get feller rope, tie um along THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. ‘"Thqt‘gjﬂutvline-‘s boat from Hawks-
foller boy.™ The Rescus | cliff, gir,"” said old Trumperi *I've

“Yes, sarl” .

“ Resist, and you know what to ex-
peck!” snarled Soames, as the Kananka
procecdad to bind the juniors.

_Under the threatening automatic, re-
sistance was futile,

With swift hands the Eanaka wound
the rope about the limbs of the juniors
Fuf the old seaman and kootted it
ast,

Spames gave them a grim look.

“ Remain thera!” he said between his
tecth, and be stnode out of the gallery,
followed by the Kanaka,

“Bhiver my timbers I"”" muttered Bow-
line. **This hero is a go! This here
lond-shark is wuss'n ghostses—and you
can lay on that!”

“But—but he can't
long 1" gasped Redwing.

“One never knows what & treacher-
ous beast like Boames will do.”

Soames, in the sea-cave, breathed hard
apd decp. Fortune hm:f favoured him
once more, tad the il was averted;
ne i;::ﬁ time gn-.v—dt:t:ga tnd a&ak tha
CRCE PrISoners an rounda them up,
howetever long the search might taka
him, He sparled an order to tha
Eanaka; and two hurricang lam
flickered and gleamed about the dark:
ness of the cave as they sought amid
rocks and cavities and orevices and
branching coves for Vernon-Smith and
Redwing.

And the two hunted juniors, lying
concealed among the boulders, watchod
the lights that moved and Hickered in
the distance, with beating hearta Tha
December day wes drawing to its closa.
How was it to ond?

leave us for

more evendful !

month of January,

Year on which we are about o embark.
it to o brief mention of next week's story.
behind him, 2020 speak.

should miss.
Cheerio, till next weel:, chuma,
YOUR EDITOR.
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ERE we are again, chums, bang in the middle of the
Christmas festivities,
A Merry Christmas end a Bright and Prosperous New

Year. 1928 has been a very eveniful year for the Maowzr

and e thousands of loyal supporiers.

Pre got o whole keap of swrprises up my alesve,

amongat them being some wnigue FREE GIFTS, and some
of these FREE @ifts are not very far away. Therefore, 4t will be well worth
your while to keep a sharp eyz open for further annountements during the

Have I made you curiousa? Good! I expect you are all impatient lo know
motre, bul you will forgive me sf I keep you in suspense o little longer, These
% FREE GIFTS of which I speak, represent in a manner of speaking, a langible [
& form of my appreciation for the splendid support you have given the old paper,
If you feel you would Like lo do me a favour, I'll not make it difficull for you.
Aregouon? Right, then,  Let every man jock of you—you girls are in this,
loo—rope in a now reader some lme during the opening mondh of this New

I have stilla short space left al my disposal, and I'll devole
in the limelight, with Harold Skinner and Gerald Loder close

* Under Bunter's Thumb /™ sswell
up o slandard, believe me, and va a yars that no * Magnelife V'

old Dave Trumper.
The motor-boat throbbed
through heaving waters in
the chanmel between the chalk cliffs and
into the tide-washed mouth of the
SEA-TAVE, _
It had been & rough run across the
bay, but it had been rapid, ‘The motor-
boat from Pegg was under the rocky
arch of the cave at last, with the mlgji:.nty
mass of the Bhoulder rising above. The
throbbing of the engine ceased, and old
Dave Trumper jumped ashore and made
the vessal g::t. Colonel Wharton fol-
lowed him, and Inspector Grimes, and
two sturdy Pegg fishermen, and three

uniformed constablea,

My, Grimes had come in strong force
to deal with the kidnapper—warned of
the desperate cheracter of the man he
had to desl with. The man who had
played the piraie in the Bouth Seas,
whosa desperate neck was at stake, was
not likely to surrender if he could help
it.  That there might be dangerous
work when he was run down wWas Cor-
tain: and the inspector’s first move
when ho had stepped ashore in the
cavern was to take a revolver from an
inner ket, and to hand ancther to
Colonel Wharton, o

“You may need ihis, eir, if this man
Soames is anything like your deseription
of him,"* he said. .
gmbﬂblg, _

64 THIE here iz tho place, sir!" said

“Yory uair,l the mlanelj

with 3 no

“The boys have been here.” Inspec-
tor Grimes glanced at the boat from
Hawkscliff, which etill lay where the
“uniors had left it. *Thab must be the

oat they came in."”

A AL W U g
b ;

Minutes wit
Your Editor!

Ouse more, then, let me wish you

1929 is going lo be

Billy Bunier's the lad

.- followed him fast.

been out fishing with Sam in that boat
many a time.”

“It was in Bowline's boat they came,
as we know,"” the colonel remarked.
"They are certainly in the cave.”

A iada of anxiety crossed bis brow.

“If they have fallen foul of the kid-
nappar—"*

. “We ghell soon know,” gmid the
in tor.

e gave his orders briefly. One of
the Pegg fishermen m&inﬁﬁ with tha
motor-boat; the othgrs, and the con-
stablea~with drawn trunc fol-
lowed the inspector and the colonel into
the sea-cave. Every ona of the party
held a lighted hurricans lamp.

They advanced up the eave, the glare

of many lamps illuminating the
darkness.
_ Nothing was seen of the Greyfriars
Juniors; no sound or gign, so far, from
the kidnapper. Colonel Wharton's
brow was growing very grim, His grip
was hard on the butt of his weapon.
TMmura were- there, that was
a But what had happened in_the
time that had elapsed since their
arrival?

Farther and farthe. up the cavern
they advancad, flashing the lights ahead,
till the daylight at the mouth of the
cave behind them was lost to view
when they looked back.

Hugl%‘m.lh_uf chalk rock, erched
rocks logt to view in the dimness over-
head, branching
surrounded them. 2

“We shruld have seen something of
the boys bhefore now,” colonel
muttered, biting his lip uneasily.
“What can have happened to them?'

“Better call to them,” asid the
in tor. "Boames, if 18 here,
will hear ws—but he will konow that we

anyhow. He must have scen
the lights.™

“Harry 1” Colonel Wharton’s deep
voice rang and echoed through the
hollows of the olif. “Harryl”

“Ahoy!” boomed Dave Trumper's
powerful voice. “ Ahoy, Sam Bowline!”

The cavern roared with the echoing
round.

“Halp*

It was a shout that came from the
darkness ahead.

“Harry's voice!” exclaimed the
colonel, his face lighting up. “Hurey!”

He strode on more rapidly, still
calling his nephew's name. The others

caver and crevices

ara here,

“Harry|l Harry! Where are voul!”
“Herael” shouted back Wharton's
voice “Help! Here! This way!”

“8hive:r my timbers] Steer a course
for this here littlsa cove,” came Bam
Bowline's wvoice. " We're here, triced
ap by a land-shark.”

“This way,” exclaimed the inspector,
and he pressed into the fissure that led
into the rocky gallery.

A few moments more and the lam
were gleaming on Harry Wharton

and Ham Bowline.

“Unole i”* exolaimed Harry,

S ¥ boy! Thank Heaven you are
safe I’

“The safefulness in €errifio, estoemed
sshib,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“And the gladfulness tg behold your
esteemed  and sidiculous countenance is
also great.”

One of the constables, with a faint
grin on his face, cut loose the prisoners,
and the juniors El:.d}r strete their
limbs. Inspector Urimee surveyed them
with i:l E!'mmﬁrdi“tﬁd' E;;;;

you fin & kidnapper, 1
33" he asked. : e
arry Wharton laughed ruefully.
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“¥Yes—and he found ns!”
. "Looks like it,” agreed the plump
ingpector. ‘' Just as well for you youn
gentlemen that the police happene
along—what 1"

“What-ho " grinned Bob Cherry.

“The just-ag-wellfulness is terrific,

Hurres Singh.
“ But how did you come here, uncle”

il

exclaimed Harry, Hin amazement. "1 |

gttty

never dreamed

“I found Bunter at Redwing's cot-
fage,” seid the colonel. “Never mind
the rest now. Tell us as quickly as
possible how matters stand here—we
have not &&t found Redwing sand
Vernon-Smith.”

Wharton told 1o brief words all that
he knew.

“Boames hzs s Kanaka boy with
him,” he concluded. * After he left us
here, 1 heard him order the Kanaka
to help him search the cave—it looks
as if Smithy and Redwing are loose
in the cavern somewhere——-"

*We shal]l find them—and him!" said
Mr. Grimes. “Come on! Forward.”

Beiniorced now by the Famous Five
and Sam Dowline, the search-party
moved on farther up the cave. Beyond
the place where tho juniors hed been
imprizoned, the great cavern narrowed,
but on both sides of it smaller caves
ond fissures branched away into the
heart of the chalk cliff. ere wero
hiding-places for a hundred fugitives
in the remote recesses. Suddenly, in
the dark distance shead, a flickering
light was seen.

“"Look out!” breathed the inspector.

*That's Scames’ lamp!” muttered
Bob Cherry.

The light vanished,

With Jamps held high and weapons
randﬂ; eyes warily scanning the shift-
ing shadows, the party sdvanced farther
avd farther. No light was seen again,
but once or twico an echo of a foot-
fall was heard, or the sound of a slip-
pmgkﬂtﬂna under & hesty tread. Clearly,
the kidnapper had eeen them, and was
retreating into the furthermost recessps
of the vast cavern.

& * Listen ! ** maid

Heddy!” Bob Cherry's
powerful wvoice awoke the echoes,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Smithy! Reddy !

“They must be hers,” said Harry
Wharton. ‘' Thay—"

“Hark 1"

There was a patiering of footsteps,
a <¢linking of steel chaing, and two
muddy figures ran into the light of the
amps,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here they are!”

“Smithy, old chap—"

“Redwing, old son—>="

“Where on corth did you lot spring
from 1" gasped the Bounder. “My hat!
I thought I must be dreaming——"

"Thank goodness you've come,” said
Tom Redwing.

Inspector Grimes planced curiously at
tha loose steel chains that trailed from
the two juniors,

“*Mister Soames seems to have done
hia work well,” he remarked. ¥ Quite
a thorough hand ot this game. You
lads have been dodging him, 1 sup-
posa

“¥Yen” gasped Redwing. “Weo've
been dodging and hiding—but he would
have had us, I'm afraid, if you hadn’t
come—his i]ﬂ-llt was gefting near
1% 8

“A miss is as good as a mile”
grinned the Bounder. *“He's gone up
the cave with the Kanakg—"

“We've got him cornered now,” said
Bowline,

“There's a secret way out,™ said
Vernon-8mith hurriedly. “I know that
Soamea has used that way to get in and
out of the cave—"

“Forward !” rapped out the inspector.
“¥ou boys keep back—thers may bae
firing! Forward."”

Hea strode on, the colonel by his side,

“ Smithy |

the constables, and the Peggp men
following,
“Keep back!” grioned Bob Cherry.

“"What do you fellows think "
“I don't think,” said Johony Bull
“The don't-thinkfulness 18 termfic,”
"Come on,” said the Bounder.

.. ,

i

Harry Wharton. There was s pattering of

1 [ootsteps, & clinking of steel chains, and two muddy fgures
ran Into the light of the lamps.

r-%\.“;;aried Bob Cherry.

_:'1.'} chap——"" ** Redwing, old sop——"

7 you've come | ** panted Red
bad us otherwise I

‘* Hallo, hallo, hallo ![:
£ Emﬂh]F u
“ Thank nﬁdnm

“ Spames WwWo have
See Chapler 108.)

And the juniors followed on, eager to
]a'aﬁ to olose quarters with the seas-
awyer from the South Seas.

“ Here they are!?”

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Last of the Sea-Lawyer |

OAMES stood staring &t the
S npprmhmg lights, the automatio
in his hand, a desperate light in

his eyes.
His face was black with rage.

. It was the finish now, and he knew
itt. The game was up! had
retreated farther and farther up the
cave, till he was now at the extremity.
Only one hope romained to him—to
escape by the secret tunnel through the
chifs, to get clear before the purmfers
could find it and follow him. To escape
—a hunted man, his scheme in ruins,
his identity known, his rescurces
exhausted, with the police searching for
him far and wide, every port watched
?:-t' hund—tha.t Was ti!::t ;nutmlilﬂ ﬂjh hi:
ong and cunniog plotting. o0

witE rage as he stared gba.a:k at the
approaching lights, and gripped his
deadly weapon convulsively.

Close at hand was a deep fissure in
the rocky wall that led to the secret
tunnel, which he had long a dis-
covered and used for ingress and. egress.
He could flao—thers was still time for
that, But in the madness of tho rage
that possessed him, he was thinking of
vengeance before he fled.

ﬂ.’f:ltlulu-u!uln stood watching him,
nt.

Already a dim glimmer of light from
the distant lampe reached the gnt, and
he could faintly see the master he had
faithfully served, and who bad re-
warded hia faithfol service with the
oruel blow that had left a mark scross
his face. But even yet the izlander was
faithiul,

“Master,” he hreathed, “foller, lLe
comey plenty gquick—plenty better we
no stop along cave.”

(Condtnued on puge 28.)
Tee Macxer Lipeary.—No. 1,088,
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When rogues fall ont honest men come by thewr owwon—and hovest inen, in the shape of

the Chevolier and his sturdy compaenion, Roger Barllell, bake full advaniage of the opporlunily presenied them

wehen their old foes fall out !
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Tella of 3 Stowaway Aboard the
Celestine !

turned in his bonds, and the
blow fell wide of its mark
There was a thud as the point
of the blade stuck deeply in the deck,
and s One-Eye, carried away by the
stroke, lurched and endeavoured to save
his footing, the blade broke off sharply.
Rl‘.’}navEra staggeréd and fell across
ger.

s luck would have it, Roger was
able to thrust out his hands and grasp
the haft of the dagger. Then slowly
mangeuvring for a position he slashed
at the ropes which held his ankles.
Thera was but encugh blade left on the
haft to do this satisfactorily—and then
Roger was free! Springing to his feet
he caught One-Eye a stingiog blow
to the point of the jaw just as he
gttempted to rise, and the ruffian
sprawled on the desk in & heap.

“Wall dona, lad! By my troth, but

LIKE an coi Hoger twisted and

ye are well able to look after yourself !™ .

Roger wheeled as he heard these
words, and he gave a glad ery as he
saw the Chevalier, his rapier-point drip-

ing blood, standing there on the deck.
F['ha Chevalier looked as immaculate as
evar, despite the fact that he had
divested himself of his embroidered
coat, and stood clad in s silken shirt
which was open at the nock. His face
was black with powder-smoke, but there
was & smile on his lips,

“3et ye aboard the Celestine, Roger
lad !* he cried. “"Twas because 1

uessed that One-Eye would be sboard
Ecm that I followed this ecraft. DBut
now I ha' got ye out of his clutches we
can retire. I ha' no more heart to risk
my men and to spill blood unneces-
sarily.” He turned and sent a hail
ringing along the deck in & voice that
transcended the din of the battle.
* Back to the schooner, lads 1™ he velled.
“Wea ha' done enocugh for the day!”

The men of the Celestine began to
retire, but in good order, The pirates,
urged on by 8lim and Sharktooth, made
a dasgh forward, but were faced with a
barrier of qumingi steel, for the
Chovalier's men had formed themselves
into & semi-circla which grew smaller
and smaller as they retreated to the bul-

warks,
Roger gared around to look for One-
TrE GNET Lisrary.—Na. 1,089,

Eye, but saw him not. Evidently the
scoundrel, who had been but shaken by
the blow which Roger had given him,
had revived and crawled away to a
sefer spot. ;

“Up wi' ye, Roger, lad ! said the
Chevalier, as they reached the bul-
warks: and he geve Roger a hand to

i i e sk drppid fight)
gar di an ropp ightly on
to the deck ﬁ the Celestine. E.FHB wash

followed almost immediately b‘i the
Chevalier and the rest of hiz band, and
then the grappling-irons which had held
the two vessels together during the en-
counter were thrown off, and the vessels
slowly drifted apart.

“Set sail ot once!” ordered the
Chevalicr; and with a rousing cheer
hizs men sprang te cbey his commands.
“1 doubt not but that we can show yon
devil's ¢raft a clean pair o' heels, And
woa betide the gallows' rata an' they
cross my path again !

The sails bellied out as the wind
caught them. The helm was put over
and the Celestine shecred :}Eg leaving
the black brigantine rolling like a log
on the waters. With her broken bow-
sprit it would be some time before the
craft was able to get into trim again
and by that time the Celestine woul
be far away, and would, doubtless, have
shaken the pirates off the track.

“Well, Roger lad,” said the Cheva-
lier, when, after a sluica down to re-
move the traces of the battle, the two
sat in the stern cabin of the schooner,
“ye did not think I would desert ye—
eh? Now, tell me what happened to
ve, and how it came that ye were miss-
mg after the schooner got clear ¢ the
lagoon 7"

Roger gave a brief account of his
adventurea from the time One-Eye had
thrown him overboard.

The Chevalier listened in silence, and
Erheé-n Roger had finished nodded his

(ki ke

“Right glad am I to know that ye
are safe and sound,"” bhe said. " Bink
me, but my heart misgave me when I
ha& trounced the scum who remained
aboard the schooner after we left the
lagoon! Then, knowing that the
pirates were still on the island, I be-
thought r If to sail for the nearest
port to pick up & new crew. Luck was
with me, for ?l‘-ﬂq’.‘l across & merchant-
man who had aboard her the crew of
& vessel which had been marconed by

i

A GRIPPING STORY OF ADVENTURE ON THE SPANISH MAIN!

pirates, This crew volunteered to sail
wi' me almost to a man, and thus I
ot my crew without delay, and came
ack to the island to eee if I could
find any trace o' ye.

“I saw the black brigantine come
out, and guessed that the gallows' rats
must ha' come to zome arrangement wi'
Sharktooth, for I knew 'twas his cralft.
I followed to ses if I could pick up in-
formation. Ye know the rest,”

“An' ’twas well for me ye attacked
when ye did,” said Roger. *Another
few moments, .an' I was like to make
the acgueintance o' the keel. What
are your plans now, monsieur "

{Our greatest task lies before us now,
lad,” was the Chevalier's erL}'. “An’
"tis made more difficult by the fact that
we know not where to scarch., First
must we find the missing son o' Sir
Richard if we must search every portk
on the Main, We must question all
wa mest, and strive to trace what be-
came 0 the lad after the Irishman left
him in Santa Domingo. To Santa
Domingo, then, must we fare, and ask
if any there knows o' a small English
lad. An' my reckoning be not wrong,
the lad should be about twelve yoars
o' age now. Surely it should not be
hard to trace one o' such tender yecars
here in the S8panish Main.”

Roger started.

“Twelve yeara!” he gasped.- * Mon-
sieur, 1 know of a lad wha can surely
be no more than that. A lad, too, who
had befriended me, and, e'en should he
not be the one we seck, one that I must
gave from the clutches o' those scum.”

To Roger's memory had come the
recollection of the powder-monkey, Jem
—the lad who had told him that he had
teen aboard the Swordfish, One-Eye's
creft, as 1 as he could remember.
What if he should be the one for whom
they sought. Quickly r related
the story of Jem to the Chevalier, and
he saw the latter's face change as he
listened in silence to what Roger had
to sav.

“ And where is the lAd now, Roger?"
he asked, when Roger had finished.

“That I know not,” answered Roger,
with & shake of his head. “1 last saw
him on the island; but whether One-
Eva brought him away with the rest
or not, I cannot say. Jem had the hope
that he might be able to slip away
from the pirates and make his way
ncrnss the island, where he trusted he
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might be picked up by some passing
nn!} _ Perchance Em cacaped in the
canfusion which followed Bharktooth's
arrival.” ' ]

The Chevalicr rose to hia feet and
brought down his fist with a bang upon
the table.

“Then, Roger lad, we sail for the
island without delay,” he cried.
“Whether this lad be the one we scek
or not, wa must do all we can to help
him, Come, lad! I will give orders
that we shape a course to the other
sida o' the island, and let us hope that
the lad has, indeed, escaped the clutches
o' the scum !

The Chevalier crossed towards the
door of the stern cabin, but, before he
could reach it, the door flew open, and
the burly figure of Tom, the boat-
swain, whom the Chevalier had shipped
aboard, stood framed in the doorway.

“By your leave, sir,” he announced.
“We ha' found & stowaway aboard, and
ﬁ;' men are bringing him now fo ye.

ill ye see him, sir

*“I ha" no time now for stowaways”
said the Chevalier. " Let him wait.”

The Chevalier made s motion as
though he would sweep the boatswain
aside, but even as he did so two other
seamen appeared in the doorway, each
of them with a hand gripping the
shoulders of the stowaway. And as
Roger saw the frightened, cowering
figure they held a cry came to his lips,
and he gripped the Chevalier irmly by
the arm,

“We ha' no need to alter course,
monsicur 1™ he eried. * For here is the
very one we seek! 'Tis Jem, monsieur
—erull, the powder-monkey o' One-Eye's
eraft ™

A e

Marooned !

HAT Jem was thoroughly fright-
encd was obvioas by the way his
head was dropped, for he had
not even seen bofore whom ho

had been brought,  As he heard Roger's
cry, however, he lifted his head, his
oyes lit up with hope. The next moment
he had torn himself from the grip of the
men who held him. and had run forward
to Ro

“1 SI:T' done no wrong, sirl” he

E:;s;md.- “¥Ye know I am neot one o
¢-Eyae’s band! ¥Ye will help me, will
ye not "

“Heglp yo!” repeated Roger. " Why,
Jem, we were about to set off in gearch
o' yal But how comes it that we find
yo aboard here]” .

iy & sh?’ped aboard in the thick o’ the
fighting,” explained Jem. "I knew not

at iis craft was, but I that
reim I would be safe from One-Eye and
8lim. They tock me from the island
with the rest of them, Blim caught me
as I tried to break into> the forest om
%a island, an’ I ha' been flogged for it!

e will not send me back to them "

“How could ye think it, Jem 1" asked
Roger. “Never fear, here ye shall be
one of us."”

The Chevalier made a sign to the
boatswain, who withdrew with his men,
closing the door after him. Then the
Chevalier laid a hand upon Jem’s
shoulder and led him to the table.

“Bit yo down, lad, and eat,” he eaid.
“An' I mistako not, ye are half-starved,
I ha' something to ask ye, but ’twill
k till your appetite be satisfied. Hi,
without there! Bring food and drink
for this new member of our band !

A black servant rushed to carry out

the evalier's commands, and before
long Jem found himself seatad with
fo and drink before him. The

Chevalier did not attempt to question

him until the lad had fully satished him-
self, but all the whiloe the Chevalier's
eyes were firmly fixed upon Jem's face,
save when he exchanged a glance with
Roger, who wailted silently for what
was to follow,

“Now, lad,” said the Chevalier, when
Jem wae ready to be questioned. *Tell
me who ye are and how yo come to be
aboard One-Eye's craft.

But Jem could add little to what he
had previously Roger. For as long
a5 he could remember he had been asso-
ciated with the outcasts of the sea.

The Chevalier spoke soothingly to the
frightened lad, and endcavoured to
bring out as much ot his story as he
could. He questioned him closely as to
whether he had ever known an Irish
sailor, and his eyes lit up as some vague
recollection stirred in the lad's memory,
and he seemed dimly to remember such
a man as the Chevalier deseribed.

“Roger, lad,” said the Chevalier,
turning to Roger, ““it seems, indeed,
that Fate bas %ﬂu on our side. We
will put it to the test.” He turned back
again to Jem, *Tell me, lad,” he said,
*ha'ye any recollection of a locket that
hung around your neck when ye were
but a tiny child

“A locket, sir?”’ asked the Ilad.
“Most truly have I such a locket, *Tis
of gold and has a picture within—a pie-
ture of & lady whom I ha' oft thought
must ha’ been my mother [

“And that she was, I have not the
least doubt, lad!” said the Chevalier
softly, and ho patted the lad's shoulder,
“Thank Fortune we ha' found ye, and
that part o' our quest is o'er, éame.
lad, gi' me the locket, and be assured
that we are your friends,”

But Jem made no motion to
across the locket. Instead, a troubled
look came into his face, and he shook
his head =adly, '

“Right gladly would I let ye sea the
locket an’ I could, sir,” he answered.
“But, alas! I have it not.”

. “Haye it not?” The Chevalier
jumped to his feet. *“List, lad! We
El'm E]:," ttha_ii-l locket. 2

g that will prove who ¥ 1
n]?' l‘ﬁil'i! lead u]: to htli? tr%];:ﬁfr:. t};‘gt
shou & youra ri I W then,
iu the Tockatt? | T SRS
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HOW THE ETORY BEGAN.

apurred on by the oll of the sea, BREF
Bortlel? sets oul in smr{h of b
Jeing forces with o gallant da
Chevalier,” who possesger the

hope :
the Celestine, which captured
Ei;nm and it lying at anchor in-the island
gon, Their des altempl succeeds, bul,
unknown to the Chervalier, Roger in fallz
info One-Eye's hands and is left behi
Celestine sails away. For dayr the
prisoner on the island by &
and when af last a veesel arrive,
an evil eraft commanded:
Sharkiooth.
with One-E:

appearg o 2iphl! gud gives chose, The pirale
veseal i sl umﬁmﬁdammum 147
goon evident the attockers are guiuinalrﬁ

upper hand. " Four time has come, One-Bye !
eries Roger, *' Ay, and yours, too /" returng the
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(Now read on.)

'Tis the only bekno

“'Tis.in the hands of Slim, sir!” Jem

answered,
_The lad’s reply brought an exclama.-

t:u&-. !::_l nnuu:,i;n;mdfmmh r.hﬁil Ehnvgli&r.
and his eyes bDlazed as be thum H
tnb%fwﬁi.]th i‘l?i'a’ fist. £

ki im asped the Chevalier,

“Ay, sirl" @ lad nodded his head
slowly. “I told ye that Slim caught me
when I sought to escape from the
ﬁjmtes, an’ he had me fogged for it. I

ad ke [the locket Lieﬁ around my
body, for 'twas of gold, and had one o
tho pirates seen me with it they would
bavo ta'en it. But when my shirt was
stripped from my back ere 1 was
Hogged, Slim saw the locket—ay, and
ordered extra lashes for me, for he said
that I must ha' secreted it from the
booty o' one o' the captured ships,”

The Chevalier sank back in his chair,
and his face worked convulsively, as he
tuﬁneﬂ his gaze upon Roger,

S0 we ha' been beaten, Roger, lad !”
he said slowly. “The locket that means
50 much is in the hands o' 8lim, an’ we
hn.l-#nllnwed the gallows' rat to escape
us

“Buf, monsieur, Slm ean k
naught o' the secret the locket hul:l‘: ;
gasped Roger. “Had he known, then
surely he would ha' recognised it. All

is not lost vet, monsiemny,”

“Nay, and, by Heaven, the rat shall
not .get away wi' it )" Chevalier's
eyes blazed as he jumped to his feet.

“8ink me, but I'll ri rat cross-
waya an’ he gives not the locket over to
me ! He crossed the stern cabin, Aung
open the door, and ealled out loudly:

Bout ship! ’'Bout ship at once, an'
set her on the opposite course! Rat
me, but we must find Sharktooth's
brigantine ere night falls! What a fool
I was to let the scum escape us I

The Chevalier raced out on deck, and
Roger, making a sign to Jem to remain
where he was, rushed after him.

But as he gainea the Roger's
heart sank, Night had come: withe the
suddenness of the tropics, and all about

was blackness, a blackness that
swallowed up brigantine, who, un-
upon E:r tﬁ: ﬂma?-st f theh}?r:i' E"Tiad
e secret o iding-place

of tha treasure of Blackbeard!? ey

“Ten thousand curses!”® growled the
Chevalier. “They ha' escaped us,
Roger! Who knows on what course
they he’ settled? And ere morning
dawns they may be a hundred miles
away or more] 8ink me, lad, but yon
Slim is o crafty rogue, an’ should ho see

He the latitude and longitude scratched on

the locket, he may put two and two
together 1

¥Yet, despite the darkness of the night,
he gavo orders for the vessel to put
about, and for the best part of the night
ke and Roger paced the poap, their &
constantly searching the blackness for
some glhimmer of light which would
betray the existenes of Bharktooth’s

_But the night passed without any
sight of the pirate craft.

“We can do naught but ernise around,
Roger, lad,"” said the Chevalier, who
had scarce slept during the long night
vigil. “'Tis useless to return to the
island, for Jem has told us that no men
were left there, which argues that the
Elra.tem will no longer make it their
eadqiarters.  Sharktooth is like to
show his tracks ere long, for he iz a
irate, born and bred, and though he
@ on & treasure r?ueat, yet will he not
allow that to interfere with his stopping
o' honest merchan: ships. Perhaps we
may pick up news o' hum as time goes
on.
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Day followed day, until it seemed that
the Chevilier’s h learning any-
thing about the w abouts of Shark-
tooth and his aﬂim,agna-ﬁyﬂ end 8lim,
were in vain. Not even a sail was
sighted, although they cruised around,
calling at numerous isles and cays which
might, perchance, have becn used as &
port of call by the pirates,

“ Strike me, if I don’t believe it would
almost pay us to run to Jamailca,” said
the Chevalier, after days of fruitless
searching. *' There, one is almost certain
to learn what is happening on the main,
for 'tis & mighty popular resort with
these scoundrels, and there might- be
somo who ha' heard Eﬂmﬂthinﬁ of the
movements o' Sharktooth's black brigan-
tine—for she is & craft that is well-
known amongst those who sail the
Main !™

S0 the Celestine was turned about
again, and headed for the Indies,

Sharp watch was kept continually by
day and might for passing vessels, but
paught was seen until another
days had passed. Then a small isle—
little more than a sandy reef upon which
grew three lonely palms—was sighted.

* The Celestine’s course took her near to
the island, and Boger, who was whili
away tho time on the poop of the vesse
when the land was sighted, gazed at it
through the long glass.

The isle looked bare and deserted,
and he could see plainly the s of
silver sand, broken only by the gaunt
outlines of the palms.

As he turned the glass in the direction
of the tallest palm, he gave a cry of
surprise, For there, fluttering in the

from the tog of the palm, was
something that looked like & fHag—but
which, on closer scrutiny, proved to be

& seaman's shirt, cied fast to the upper-
most branches.

Roger's ery brought the Chevalier
hurrying along the poop, and the young
adventurer handed him the long glass
mi.im. pointed in the direction of the
pa

The Chevalicr gazed for some time
without speaking, and then lowered thao
glass and turned to Roger.

“'Tis a flag of distress, Roger, lad,”
he said. *“There cen be only one reasen
for such & signal, Perchance some
mariner has been marooned there—some
pirste who has fallen out wi' his fellow
rufians, belike. We'll lower the long

boat and run ashore, for should it of the

be a pirate, who should be more like
than he to know where Shark
voyages?! The brotherhood koow each
other's ships, sy, an’ even what villainy
each o' them is engaged upon !

He gave an order, and the Celestine
veered round a point and headed closer
to tho sandy isle, while the crew swunp
out the long boat, ready to row him
ashore.

In & short space of time the schooner
was hove to off the coast of the island,
the long boat took to the water with
a gentle splash, and the Chevalier and
Roger stepped into it and were scon
being rowed ashore by lusty arms.

As the long boat grounded on the
sandy beach, er turned his eyes to
scan the isle. aught could be secn
but the billewy hummocks of sand, with
little tufts of withered grass, burit by
the hoat of the sun to a tinder-like
state. There was no shade from the
scorching sun, and neo sign of water,
and Roger could hardly repress a
shudder as he ruminated on the Lortures
that must be the lot of 2 man who was
marooned on such a barren spot.
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“Bearch ye round the hummocks,”
said the Chevsalier., * Perchance, how-
over, we Ha' come too late, and who-
ever hoisted that flag o’ distress hus
already paid the penalty o' his crimes.”

The two plodded over the sand
hummaocks, 't!lEil.' eyes searching every-
where, hoping to glean some sight of
the unfortunate who had clambered the
palm and fixed his shirt to the branches
mm the hopes of catching the eye of some
observer on a passing vcwﬁ: But it
seemed that their search was in vain,
and Roger could not help but speculate
upon the possibility of a marconed man
seeking to put an end to his tortures
by plunging inte the sea, and endin
quickly & life that had become one
unrelieved misery !

Then, just as he and the Chevalier had
come to the conclusion that further
search was hu]iuim his eyes caught
sight of somethi that was almost
];mr.:len by the sand which had been on
it.

Roger ran towards it, and a cry
cseaped his lips as he saw the object was
the body of a man, lying face down-
ward, his legs and arms extoended, his
head and the upper part of his ¥
almost covered by a pall of sand.

'Tis a man!"” ho cried, and he fell on
his knees and began hastily to brush
asido thoe covering sand.

He pressed a hand to the man's chest
and waited, breathless, feeling for the
movement of the heart, The beatin
was very faint, and he gave a cry o
relief as the Chevalier came hurrying

up.

“He lives!” cried Roger. “We wers
but in time, for his heart beats faintly,
and had we been but half an hour later,
he would have been past all help.”

The man stirred slightly, and his
groping hands gripped the sand con-
vulsiv He turned a little sidew
and the sand fell from his face, while he
ﬁ:ﬂpﬁd deeply. Rulgur saw now that one

nd held a bottle—an empty bottl
which smelled strongly of rum, He ha
been left behind with no water, but
with & bottle of rum, the drinking of
which must have greatly intensified his
rugmg thirst.

The man's parched lips moved, and
his croaking voice came in a
wh_l?r—h'u the words made Jem start
quickly as he brushed aside the remain-
ing sand which partly hid the features
& semi-conscious man. Small wonder
was it, for the cracked voice had broken
into a maundlin refrain which Roger
knew only too well:

“Where the dead man lies, hia

staring eyes
Look out to the Westward—

“Ho, Blim, ye scoundrel, an’ I can
catch yo, T'll nip out that black heart
o' yourn! Bo ye'd cross me, ¢h, Blim?
¥Ye'd go back on a pal! Rot me, Slim,
but I'll slit ye into pieces no bigger
nor a doubloon! Curses on ye, ye—"

The man made an effort as though to

ain his feet, but the offort was too much
or him, and he dropped back weakly
to the sand.

Roger and the Chevalicr exchanged
glances.

" Abednigo One-Eye!” gasped Roger.
“How comes the scoundrel to be here?”

—

Slim*s Treachery !

i BEDNIGO ONE-EYE!™ The
A Chevalier repeated the name,
and turned an inquirins
glance upon r. “An

half crazed wi' thirst and the hunt‘.‘, if
I be not mistaken. What means this?”

_ Roger could do naught but look down
into_the face of One- 3, now more re-
pulsive than ever it had been. There
were the marks of madness upon it, and

evidence of great suffering. Even aa
he loocked. One-Eye's eingle optio
opened once more, and croaked in

h;s‘ éilmnt
un, ye scoundrel, yo villain—ye
allows’ rat!” he g,rt'nznnf-.-r]muﬂ.ﬁr “I'll ha' tﬁa

eart o' ye, rip me crosswise else I

*“'Tis plain they ha' had & quarrel ®
said the Chevalicr. “This knave Is 50
erazed by his sufferings that he cannot
distinguish who we be, Roger, lad.”

“What shall we do wi' him,
monsieur §" asked Roger.

“"Twould serve him full well an’ we
left him here to the punishment he
deserves—to the end destined for him
by his fellow scoundrel,” said the

evalier, ‘'Yet, Roger, lad, in this
discovery might lie help for us. 'Tis
plain that &8lim and One-Eye hs'

quarrelled, and that Slim has sought to
put away this rogue. When rogues fall
out, Roger, they are likely to betray
each other, and what more likely than
that Elna-E’im should seck to be revenged
upon Slim ™

“Then should we save One-Eye—and
use him against Shim?"”

Ay, lad. Up wi’ hitn, and let us take
him to the long boat.” The Chevalier
bent over and gave Roger a hel lnﬁ
hand to raise One-Eye to his feet. ™ We'
guestion him when he recovers from

this fever.”
Bupporting One-Eys between them,
the avalier and retraced their

steps over the sand Eummucka in the
direction in which they had left the
long boat. One-Eye's legs dragged be-
hind him as Roger and the Chevalier,
having put their arms about his neck,
aided him as best they could. In sight
of the long boat, the Chevalier called
out to the rowers, and t came hasten-
ing up to help with the burden.

One-Eye, gradually regaining con-
sciousness and muttering imprecations,
strove to break away from tho arms of
the men who supported him, supposing
ono of them to be his fellow-rogue,
8lim. Then again did he quieten down
sing his weird chant to himself, and
go off into & torrent of meaningless
words to which the Chevalier and
Roger listened intently, striving thereb
to glean some clue as to at ha
happened.

‘They were rewarded at last, for in
his ravings One-Eye scemed to bear
upon the discovery that Blim had
plotted against him with Sharktooth,
the .rover.

The Chevalier and Ro exchanged
meaning glances when they heard the
delirious One-Eye cursing B8lim for
a traitor, and vowing that he would be
revenged upon him and Sharktooth, too.
Thon after that it seemed that One-Eye's
memory was & blank, and that he knew
no more until he had been marooned,
with but a bottle of rum for his com-
fort, Small comfort had it proved, in-
deed, for it had but added to the tor-
tures of thirst which had assailed him
on that waterless isle.

Returned to the Celestine, no time
was lost in putting One-Eye in a berth,
while' one of the crew who had some
littla knowledge of the surgeon’s craft
attended to his needs and administercd
a potion which sent him into & deep
slumber.

The Chevalier having decided that it
would, perhaps, be betier not to con-
tinue with hiz plan to sail the schooner
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to Jamaica uwntil he learned what he
could from One-Eye, dropped the
anchor, and he and Roger took turns
to watch by the bedside of the fever-
stricken pirate, lest in his dreams One-
Eve should re-live the incidents that
had led up to his marooning.

The potion, however, did its work well,
and One-Eye slept soundly, although he
turned and tossed restlessly for some
little while. :

A full night passed before his eyes
opened again, and he gazed curiously
around the cabin in which he was.

Roger, who had sat by his bunk-side
for many hours. saw his cyes open, and
crossed to him. ;

One-Ese gazed into the lad's fece,
wonderingly, and then, with a shriek,
shot out hisz fists; but Roger - dodged
nimbly aside.

“Haunt me not!"” screamed the
pirate. “Rip me, but where am I that
those phantomns come to torment e §

“Silence, One-Eye!" said Roger.
“¥Ye are alive and being well cared for,
little, though ve descrve it. We ha'
saved ye from the death that 8lim de-
signed for yo when he had ye
marooned ! .

“"Pis—"tis vou, lad, en’ i’ the fiesh ¥
gasped One-Eye, reslisation nud-:lanl}
coming to him. * How—how come
here? And whero be 177 )

“Ye are aboard the Celestine,” re-
lied Roger. “Whether ye remain
were, or whether 3o go back to the
sandy cay depends on what ye tell de.”

“Us?" queried the scoundrel.

“The Chevalier and 1,” was Roger's
BINEWET, .

“The Chevalier?” One-Eye's voice
was little more than a whisper, snd its
tones told of the dread in which the
vogie held tho Chevalier. * Roger, yo
will not let him torture me, 1ad*?‘ 1
lin' been good to ve, Roger. Twas
Slim, and not I, who would ha’ had ye
hurt. 1 ha® "elways been kind-hearted,

Hoger.”

%nt wottld yo ha had me keelhauled,
rogue 7 answered Rogoer.

“Wiwas Slim that wanted ye keel
hauled, lad—I swear it!" babbled One-
Eye. “Rip me, but I'm weak, Roger
lad, and cannot fight for myself, ¥e'll
not let the Chevalier kill me, ch, lad?
Remember 'twas I who seved ye from
Slim.. Ay, Roger, he was o rogue!
He'd even seek to cross me, the rat!”

“ Vo saved me, thinking to make me
serve your ends, One-Eye,” replied
Roger. “But make your mind easy.
The Chevalier would murder no man In
cold bleod. And if ye tell him what he
would know, then perhaps he will not
put ye back on tho cay from which we
took ye."

“Not that, lad. Ye'll not put me

back there! Ha' merey, lad ™
“"Hold that snivelling tongue o' yours,
One-Eye !” rapped out Roger. “Keep

silence, for—an’ 1 mistake not—here
comes the Chevalier now to guestion
Fi ]

ve,

The footstepa that Roger had heard
coming mlong the alley-way halted out-
side the door of the cabin, and it swung
open to reveal the figure of the Cheva.

lier, as immaculate as ever. He entered
with a grim smile apon his face, and
he toyed lightly with a lace hand-

kerchief which he carried 'ere he sat
down and surveyed One-Eye for a little
iima before spesking. Silence fell on
the scoundrel, and he gazed at the face
of the Chevalier s a hypnotised bird
might gaze ints the glittering eyes of a

mrpent.. .
“Well, One Eye, we meet again—
rogue I® said the Clievalier. “Come,
tell me how yo'd like to meet your end !
Shall it be the rope from the yerd-arm?

Or the plank? Or ha’ ye 8 mind to be
blown from the mouth o' a gun? Or
shall I leave ve to rot on the isle from
which we ha' just ta'en ya®”

“ M erey, hevalier " pleaded  the
rogite.  Ya would not murder me "

* Murder, rogue! Dare yo call it
murder to rid the zeas 0" such as yo?
AMethinks I would be failing in my duty
an' I did not do it. Yot have I &2 mind
to be merciful, gallows’ rat! If so be
it that ye are willing to tell me what I
would know——"

“ Il tell ye anything, Chevalier—any-
thing ! broke in One-Eve. .

“Then tell me how it comes that ye
wore marooned by Slin " .

A crafty look camo inte the single
eve of the rogue as he replied:

“I know not why he should do if,
Chevalier, 'Twas one night he aud-
denly fell behind. an'—" he began:
but E[‘ got no further, for the Chevalier
had rizen to hia feet.

“Call ye the long-boat away, Hoger
lad.” he said. “We ha' wasted enough
time on this lying rogue. Now, an’ he
will not take his chance, we will put
him back whers wé found him."

The Chevalier and Boger turned as
though to leave the cabin, but One-Eye,

with a shriek, called them back.
“Nay. .Chevalier, put me not back

ROQER BARTLETT.

there! I ha' suffeved the tortures o' the
damned !™

“An’ ye shall suffer more an' ye cease
not your ]}.‘Iﬂﬂ',” gald the Chevalier.
“Im your ravings have ye told us thut
ve discovered that Slim was plottin
againgt yo! Why did he? Why rshmﬂﬁ
he wish ye out o' the way, save for the
fact that he has a clue to treasure that
he will not share wi’ ye? He has por-
suaded Bharktooth to cross ye, and he
will ¢ross Sharktooth, too, an' there 1s
a chance o' him getting the treasure for
himself. Come, the whole truth, or the
ifle again! Spesk now, or ye shall rot,
and your carcase be torn to shreds by
the sea birds.”

One-Eve Hung a glance of hatred at
the Cheowalier; but well he knew that
he must have spoken more than he could
EUE“ during his delirium, and that the

hevalier would not hesitate to leave
himhnn the island if he did not tell the
truth.

Broken, he fell back on the bunk, and
his mouth twisted as he rasped out :

“HBink me, but I'm scuppered—well
and true! Right be it, then, T'll tell
vo alll What 13 it ye would know "

Tha Chevalier's words made him jomp
up from where he lay, his single-eye
fashing, his mouth working convul-
sively, for the Chevalier had asked:

“What is the latitude and longitude

‘the rat!

of DBlack Dog lsle, which #lim has
discovered

“8hm has discovered the isle's posis
tion ! eried Onec-Eye. ™ Rot me, but yo
mean not what ye say! He has dis.
covered it, say ye?"

“ For what other reason should he ha'
tricd to get yve out of the way if it bo
not to make fewer thoso who shall share
the treasure?” asked the Chevalior.

For a moment 1t looked asz though
One-Lye would bo teken with a mighty
fit; but after a while he quietened
down, and hiz yoice was ominous as ho
turned to the Chevalier and spoke.

* An''your words be true. an’ Slimn has
the latitude and longitude,” he said,
“rip me an' I do not help ye mup]!:-er.

80 he would cross me, when
‘twas I who put him first on the trock-——
I who heard the tale from the dying
lips o'- & drunken Irishman, who went
too quick to Davy Jonaz cre 1 could
héar all he knew! Chevalier, an' ye'll

ha’ me on your side, I'll hunt the seven

seas to get a grip o the rat's throst—
ay, an' choke the life out o' him, and
count myself well spared to do it! Bhip
me wi' ye, Chevalier, an’ ye'll find 1t
worth your while!” He struggled and
ut out a hand. " Here’s me hand,
‘hevalier. Bhake it, and sign me on,
and ye'll ind I'll be useful to ye!™

“Nay, I shake not wi' a murdering
rogue,”’ sald the Chevalier, flicking One-
Eye's hand aside coatemptuously with
his lace handkerchief. “DBut I'll ship ve
wi' me, One-Evye, and the devil himeelf
shall not save ye an’ ye prove not faith.
ful to me ™

ey E—

How a Trap was Laid for Slim, and

What Transpired !

¥ the end of thy day Ore-Eye had

B so far recovered himself as to

limp from his bunk. -The Celes-

tine had weighel anchor, and

had turned her prow to the westward,

for Ope-Eyo had informed the Chevalier

that he had reaso~ to believe that 8lim

and Sharktooth would make for & certain

isle in those latitudcs in order to re-
plenish her water and stores,

The story of One-Eye’s marocning was
such a one as they might have expected,
It showed to the full the treachery of
which 8lim was capabie. Onc-Eye
sboard Sharktooth's hj:aiga.ntine, ha
overheard Blim and arktootk in
earnest conversation. He had gathered
that they were planning to marcon him
and several of the crew, In order that
there should be only two to share the
treasure when it was found, but he had
not learned that 8lim bad any clue to

its discovery.

He had leaped upon the plotters, but
a8 ‘he would have run 8lim through, a
terrific blow from ‘S8harktooth on the
back of the head had rendered him un-
COnSeIons,
he had awakened with sore and bleedin
head, to find himself stretched st ful
length upon the sand of the cay where
Roger and the Chevalier had found
him. No weapons, stéras, or water had
been left him, save only & bottle of rum
which one of the rogues, with ir:m

had placed alongside him,
knowing full well that if he drank deep
of it, 1t would make his thirst the
harder to besr, And he was alone—
without even the consolation of having
others marconed with him,

At fiest One-Eye had resisted the
temptation to drink thz rum, but at
last, in tho throes of thirst, he had ernp-
tied the botile, and dropped, a raving
madman, to the sand.

“Enow yo whers Blim and Bhark«

Tue MacxeT Lisrary.—No, 1,088,
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tooth are now?" the Chevalier had
::}md, when One Eye had finishad lsis

e,

“ While they plotted againsemee, dhere
was-somo taig o' Deadman's Cay,” One-
Eyoe had answeored. “’Tis a small isle
far to the westward and hard by the
coast o' ¥ueatan ™

“I know it,” was the Chevalier's
reply. “ Methinks Stim and Sharktooth
ha' other ideas besides that o' getting
stores eand provisions. 'Tis an islo
where men could. well be marooned, and
if, as I believe, 8tim has fathomed the
seerét o the locket. which Fi‘-‘ﬁﬁ tho
latitude and longitude’o’ Black Dog
Isle, what conld one expect o' such as he
than “‘that he wouid try ' to leave as
maliy as he can o' tho crew there, and
-gnil’ the brigantine short-handed in
search of the treasure? Devil take theso
scoufidrels that cannot e'en be loyal to
their own men, but must seek to betray
them lest they claim their share o' the
baoty 1™ :

And so it was decided that the Celes-
tino should =zail for Deadmen’s Cay,
there to seize, by might or by strategy,
the  locket that meant so much.
"Through tho placid waters of the Main
sailed the schooner, a look-out perched
high in the cross-trees to give warning
of any sail that might be sighted,

Day fellowed day, but no sail ap-
cared to break the monotony. Ono-
iye had been signed wn amongst the
erew, and had his being in the fole'sle;
but he was sharply w d by both the
Chevalier and Igagﬂ'r., last the scoundrel
should prove treachorous when again
they fell in with the pirates.

And then onc day camc the hail Ter
which ‘they had so pativarély waited.

“A sail! A sail on the wind'ard
bow !” came the cry from the cross4rees,

“Up wi' ye, Ru@;ﬁr lad, and take thd
long glass wi' ye!” said the Chevalier,
handing the glass to Roger as he spoke.

“ Ay, ay, monsicur1” £ 4

Roger lost no time in scrambling down
from the poop, upon which he had been
with the Chevalier when the hail had
come. Along the deck he ran, and then
climbed swiltly up the rigging, the leng
rlass beneath his arm.  Wrapping, his
legs around the shronds to kecp. him
steady while he levellad the glass, he
razed anxionsly at the black sail that
had broken the horizon.

Nearer came the ernft to cach other,
and then Reger, balancing the long
rlass with diflienlty, glimpsed the lines
of the neweamer, gave a whistle, and
then serambled hastily down to the deck.

“ Monsieur 1 he cried, secaling the
poop-ladder to whera the Chevalicr
awnited him. “'Tis the black brigan-
tine! 'Tis the eraft o' Sharktooth !

(The roming of Shoarkicoelh =spells
further wdventure for Hoger and the
giflant Chevalier, but this fime they
hove o Toyal erew, capable of putting
up o staunch fight, at their baeks,
You'll enjoy every word of next week's
atpynaniky snstalment, boys, so don't mis
i
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“HUNTED DOWN!”
{Comlinded from pege B3}

Soemes’ savage glamce turned to him,

“You dog!” He snarled out the
wards. *“ You’ have ruined all! DBut
for you—" Rage choked the sea-
lawyer for a moment. “I am ruined—
I must run! Buat frst I'll make some
of themn pay with their lives—"

“ Better woe no stop—="

“Bah! I am dono with you, vou dog
—I will not eumber myself with you in
my fight—Ilucky if I escape alono!
Down, you dog!"

And, in his rage and fury, the ruffian
struck the Kanaka with the bnrqnl of
the pistol, and Kalulwulule, with a
sharp ery, fell at his feet.

Heedless of the fallen Eanaka, Soames
stood with hiz weapon in his hand, his
savage eves [ixed on the appruaczhing
lanterns.

They were close now.

He watched them bitterly, ruthlessly.
His finger was on the trigger. To send
a stream of bullets at his ehemies, and
then to dart into the hidden tunnel and
flee—tliak twas his deiperato intention.

“There he is[” i

“Burrender ! Inspoctor Grimes’
voice rang out, “We've got youn, my
man! Drop that weapon and sur-
render | :

Soames levelled the automatic. He
had the enemy where he wanted them
npw, and there was murder in lis
glaring cyvea. ' : -

Kalulu'ulwlo had staggered to his
foet. A stream of red ran down his
.dark face from the cut on his head
where the pistol-barrel had struck him,
and in hiz eyes was a look that had
never ‘been there before when he Iooked
at his master—if Soames had heeded it.
But Soames’ eyes were fixed on the foes
before him over the levelled antomatic,
and in a‘moment mare the bullets would
have been streaming——-

Crash!

A jagged rock in the Eanaka's hand
atruck Soames on the side of the head,
and he reeled, staggered, and fell, the
automatic fiving from his hand.

“You white trash 1" Kalulu'ululo was
hissing- out words in the wunheceding
cars of the dazed sea-lawyer sprawling
on the rocks. “You kill poor Kanaka
boy plenty too much altogether along
head belong him ! You leavee Kanaka
all alone too much. along you ryn
awny! You no moro master kelong
me ! You plently too much bad feller !

Soames serambled up, with reeling
brain. Hands were almost upon him as
he sprang desperately away.

With a tiper's spring he vanished inlo
the fissure in the rockss and the dark-
ness swallowed him.

*After him!"  roared
Grimes. " This way " ‘

And he serambled into the fissure in
furions pursunit, the constables at his
heels. Bat the flashing lamps showed
many other fissures opening in the rock
on cither side, and by which the fugi-
tive had gone no man conld tell. Aftor
a breathless search the inspector and his
“Te rptnrnr-d tn the cavern.

Inzpector

“We'll get him yet!” Mr. Grimoes
said, between his teeth. “The whole
couniry will be up; he’ll never pet
away! We'll get him yet! Back to
the boat!™

“And this hoy?® said Colorel
Wharton,

“That nigger lad—" :

“MNo - feller nigger, sar!™ zaid
Kalulu'ulule, “Kanaka, sar!”

“That kid saved some lives in thia
party,” eaid the inspeetor soboerly—
“three or four of us, T fanecy, if thyg
fellow had got that automatic going,
and—-" He broke off. “The kid
seems to have been in league with him,
but he's served us well; there wouldl
have been murder done but for him.
Bring him along to the boat, Trumper.”

Bob Cherry thumped Redwing on the
back as they made their way to the
month of the sea-cave.

“All serene now, old bean—and a
merrv Christmas, after all—what "

“What-ho ! said Redwing, with a
smile:

And it was a jovous party that sailed
across the bay to Pegg under the
stormy sunset.

L} 2 = = =

It was, az Bob Cherry said, a merry
Chrizstmas, after all.

Soames, probably, was not anju}‘i}:&
himzelf—a hpnted mun., flecing as
skulking swd hiding from incessant
pursuif,

But for Tom Redwing it was a merry
Christmas, and for hiz many friends.

Billy Bunter, of course, claimed the
credit of ihe whole thing.

According to Bunter, he had prac
tically done-it all—and but for him that
Christmastide would have told a very
different tale.

Undoubtedly William George Dunter
had come in useful, in one way amd
ancther; and as Dunfer took it for
granted that he was spending Christmas
at Whartoin Lodge with his old pals, no
once said him nav. And with the
Famons Five—no doubt more welcomo
than even W. G. Bunter—was Tom
Redwing: and with him Vernon-Smith.
And there was another and still more
uncxpeeted member of the party; and
that was a brown skinned vouth from
the South Seas.

That there was little blame attached
to Kalulu'ulule for the part he had
plared was. admitted by all, and all
knew that he had saved lives -in that
last desperate moment whdn the sea-

Jdawver had turned on  his pursuers

What was to become of the Kavaka,
stranded alone in & strange country,
was settled by Colonel Wharton, who
took him to Wharton Lodge; and while
his further fate was still a matter of
discussion. Kalnlu'ulule remained in
Harry Wharton's home, wheie he, like
the rest, found that Christmas d werry

ona. THE ENI.
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I.

TLCK-00, cuck-oa, cick-on !

Midnite boomed ont from the
antaak dfather clock in the
hall at Lickham Lodge. Christ-
maa Day—the day of plum puddinga and
turkeys and peas and goodwill—was being
mshered in. S0 waa & visitor to Lickham

Lodge. . e

It was Mr. Lickham, the mistarious
owner of Lickham Lodge, who had un.
oggepactadly arrived at the midnite hour.
And it waa another Mr. Lickham—to wit,
Mr. Lickham, the moster of the Fourth
at _.wr Bam's—who had opsned the door
to him.

The face of the latter Mr. Lickham
waa & study, as he bolted the door again
behind the wvmdtor, It changed from
paaty-white to & mottled-green, and then
to & yollowish shads, a3 he gaped sl the
naweomer. He lookad almost as though
it waa his dyeing day.

Only a few yards away from him, io
the grata library of Lickham » his
ﬁ. Jack Jolly & Co. and bhby

ll, of Bt. Bam's, were gusrding the
ghost they had just captured—the said

Eﬂ.ﬂ.ﬂ turned ont to ba a sinnistar-
NH—EMHEE, Littls did they nchﬂ”p
that ir Formm-master out in the hall

waa going through aggerpies of mind in
the mﬁhu.ﬁ ...Mm:_n men whoss tarrifick
peel on the fromt-door bell had just
waliened the echocs of Lickhem Lodge.
Little did they m t either, that their
" hoat " had onl epooling them all
the timo—that Lickham Hbaﬂa.ﬂn [=iTe
belonged to him than 8t. Bam's itesll did.

The real owner of Lickham Lodgoe, who
was & tall, arristocratioJocking jentlaman,
fized & sort of hipnottwk look on the
trembling Form-master, through hia glit-
termg monocle.

" Why the thump are you looking st
me like that, my mant he , in
cultured exxents. * Are you one of the
sarvants T

i = | " mumbled Mr. Lickhsm.

“Ay, ay ! You sound like a mailor.
Have you OIS m__m.-.—.m.i_m.n— N 306 appic
battle with the mitey ccean 1"

. ﬁmen_..m. not, gir!' gasped Mr.
HHFF-E..HFEF.EMEH:E_EUE-E

Bt. Bam's na:.EM.mE

“8Bt. Bam'y Collidge ¥ Is Et. Bamn's
Coltidge in the middle of the mitey ocean,
then 1" asked the stranger, in surprise.

:,.H.."___”.._ ot all ! 1t's some miles from the
L
“Then how the merry dickens can you
look after the buoys 1’ demanded the
pwner of Lickham Lodge, not quite
undsrstanding the jist of tha converaation.

*“0Oh, crikey | ou misunderstand me !
I don't mean floating buoys; 1 mean
schoolboyn | ¥ Mr. Lickham e lainad.

“Oh, I soa! If you'd them
young coveys, instad of baya, I mits have
nnderstood at firat 1 "' said ths other Mr.
Lickham hfully, * Bo u AN A
!#nn.!ﬁﬂ.ﬁnﬁnﬂ.rnﬂw.i thet h,...._”.ulm. what
the thump are you doing in my house t "

*“I—I'm staying here ! "' hlurted out
Mr. Lickham mirzerably.

“ And whe invited you, prey '

“I mvited mymell | '

The owner of Lickham Lodpe droo out
an- sggepensive ailkk handkerchisl and bloo
his noge viclently, then regarded kis
upimvited guast with s hite oultler.

*You iovited yoursell T" he repeated
inoredibly.

Mr. Liwkham nadded.

“It wasn't my [ault really, sir'' he
mearmered. ** You sea, Doctor Birchemall,
our hemdmaster, read in B newspapor
thet you had taken this houss, and
misteriously disappearcd. Well, as it
happens, my nams apd initials sre aggs-
n_nzpv. the same aa yours, 1 bear the name
_n__ r .-uEﬂm:Enr:r:rﬁnﬂﬁﬁmwa-
nln.r

" Grate pip ! And my oame ia I. Jasper
Tae Macrer Lisgary.—No. 1,088,

Lickhom,
That's funny,
and no mis-
tako 1" \-
clairmed m...__.ﬁ_m
octher Mr,
Lieckbham.
“But eontinun
¥our ,mnn_ﬂw..

Lor Birehomnl]
jumped to the:
concluoeion
that 1 musat
ba ths mis-
tericus ownek
of Lickham
Lodge, and
tackled me
about it. On
the spor of .
the moment, n._”.n_n him HJ.m_.m|: H
“Bid wyou, hokey ¥ B
“And " he mw_.ﬂa,pﬁ_w invited ||
himself and four of the boys to I}
w-._.-_m__ here during the veck ! ™ .
" Oh, my giddy aunt!” .
ek | Eﬂ?ﬂﬁ to tall the truth
then, air," went on Mr. Lickham,
with a sniff. "I knew that if I
diel a0, I should be skoroed
the whole school. And eo

ht them hame.'
L ...H—-—.lE ”—H.'ﬁ._._.-
“But ] felt from the start that you

would turn up in the end, though I ho
sgainat hope that you wouldn't. I've
snjoyed myself immensely Lere, sir. 1've
been s poor, downtrodden worm in the
past, and it's been simply grate to live
the life of a country jontloman for once,
But the ond hed to come, I suppose,
and now I can look forward to spendmg
Chriatmas Day in & prizzon-cell, sating
skilly ingted of plum dufil™

Unable to contain himsell any longer,
Mr. Lickham burst into tears. He was
rnot & bad egg at hart, and he had only
just begun to realise what g fowl crme
ha had commitied.

The owner of Lickham Lodge regarded
the maater of Bt, Bam's through his
littering monoele in silence for & minnt,
han ho apoke.

“ Where am your {rienda ! "' he asked.

“ Boo-hoo | "' sobbed Mr. Lickham.
** The Head's upstaios, and the boys arc
in the library!"™

* Kindly send the boya to hed, and we
will adjourn to the library to discuws this
eggstraordinary matter.”

The master of 8t. Bamn's dried his eyes
and wrung. his handkerchief out into a
handy fiower-pot, then acampered into
the hbrary, where Jack Jolly & Co. and
Tubby Barrell were atill guarding the
** ghost " end wondering what the dickens
hed heppened to their Form.mastor.

“Ah! Here wyou are, sirl" ogge-
elaimed Jack Jolly, as Mr. Ligkham
on the scems again, ' We wore just
__ulﬂub.hm to feal sloepy."”

r. Lickham nodded. 1 L

"“It's oertain tting late, Joly.
sojjest you sl h_“___.nﬂum_mﬂ.n ._m bed Hn.ﬂ_.m.q.

What shout this [orrioer, sird ™
osked HE._#.._;

** Is heo still trussed up securely, Mecry t "

ik H1i.-. —-':E_ L3

“¥Yory well. You may leave him m
my hands, then. Buzz off now, boys!"

* Right-ho, sir | A moorry Christmes ! "

Mr. Lickham smilsd s bitter smils.
Ho was afraid it was goiog to bo the
rovarse of a merry Christmas for him,
this year.

Jack Jolly & Co. trooped off to bed,
pfter which Mr. Lickham the Becond
sirode majestickally into the librery, his
monocle glittering omminously in his sye.

At Brst, he did wot notiss the priexsoer
lymg on ths Boar. Then, aa hs came

{nearer, he spotted the captured specter

of Lickhaom Lodge, and farely jumped.

| -_! ....__ *ﬁ*

The average Hnpostor
gels very short shrift
in this world. Certain-
iy he wouldn™ get the
fuek that falls to the
lot of Mr. Lickham.
But then, hs hasn’t
got Dicky Nugent,
our tame “fOrther,'*
behind him !—Edior.

“ Great Beotland Yard ! ™ he shouted.

TR B RD o

r. Lickham. larnced
indifferently at the prizzoner whe was
now cowarmg back and muttering forrin
oaths to himself,

" Blogsed if 1 can tell » mir! I've
just captured him, with help of tha
ru? e hes been ruoning round the
house for several daym, dressed up =a &
WH um&-u-

“Ghoat ! ** yelled the other Mr. Liak.
ham. " He'sm oo ghost | Do you kpowr
hiat 25y of the Barpantine Fapublck | >
chinf spy of the cke ! ¥

“My hati™ gosped Mr. Lickham,
startlad by the astonishing informatmon.
r:hr_rfﬂ_: cried EuEanm..E_. mM

ickham_Lodge, wringing the Bt. Sam
maater's hand with grate warmth. ™ You
have renderad your country signal servis
to.nits. Thia man is one England's
most danjerous enemiesa. He hasa evvi-
dently been searching the house for the
sacral ﬂnau of ihe new DBritiah aorial
tardk.

dressed up sa a ghost in order
En.u.—.ﬂﬂﬂ.q wﬂﬂnmn.—._ulrﬂﬂih”—”.
= , m i Aunt [ A
Lickheam. o nﬂﬂnﬂ_ﬂ in

th
Lickheaa Lodge, Eq...m_..___w.._»ﬁu

fucky Dav! _,.

“They aral
Lickham, I will
take you into my
~On ca. Iam
A  pocret-serviss

t of the Brit-
i CGlovernment
—hance my mis
¢ terious absences
from England
whioh you'va
read about in the
re. When I

t _u_n__ﬁm_u.. thia
houses, fOTL-
sealed the plans
of the serial tank here, little
dreeming that Dirty Dick
was already oo thoe track.
But he was, and no doubt
he wonld Lave stayed bare
until he got tha plans had
it not been for you stopping
his littlo game.'

" F-l-fancy that!" stuttered Mr. Lick-
ham, very much surprised to liear the
eggstraordinery news. “Then, as I've
dono eo well, gir, will you lot me of with
a caution this time, insted of sending
me .Hnlnm.ewu : i ke 5

. ! I'm not li to send you
ia chokoy after what uﬁ_ﬂrﬂn .ﬂﬁ_.-%._ o
chuckled the secret-serviss agent. " Lol's
dispose of Dirty Dick, and 1'll tell you
what I'll do with you."”

" What | Are you going to kill him 1"
asked Mr. Lickham, agorat.

“Ha, ha! Not to-nite. This ia Christ-
mas Day, Liekham, whon poss and good-
will rain over the sarth. Lot'a ssarch
him Grat!™

This was accordingly donme, and the
second Mr, Lickham'z eyes gleamed at
what he anh“?:”“uu of _ EEE”MM
cruisers, un airoplanes,
many other weard Fﬂuﬂ%%u- tumbled
out from evary pocket.

“ What & hawl 1 " grinned the St. Sam's
mastar.

" Morvellpua ! ™ agreed hiz namesake,
and then, turning to the forriner, he said :
“ Now, Dick, if wo let you go, will you
promiss to cateh the first boat back to
ihe Berpentine Republick ? 2

“Ar.r-r!
m_“w_H You wro lerry

DICKY NUGENT. 0
rolling hia

eyes ogga-
presaivaly, ' I
vill do it moid
grattitude 1 ™
“"Honnear
._..._E.m_un ) B
i

Honner

= bright !
....; ' Right-ho,
d 1lien ! Bling

A - h. your hook ! ™

" « With that,
. ithe grote
K, soarot - porviss
Ay

man releasad
Dirty Dick,
who aftar
wishing them
bath a merry
Christmas,
wonbk  fourth
inte the blinding enow,
never ta be heasd of 1.

Thoe ownor of Lickham

Lodge then turmed to Mr.
Lickhnm.

" Now I'll tell vau what
I'l do.”" he sawd, with a
amile. " You've dona me
& good turn, for which [ wish to Eﬂn.-.__.w.n:,
To show how grateful I am, L'l atay here
for tha reat of tha —..ch__mﬁ—h..m ag your gueat.
Apd, what's more, I won't let an to ths
others that I'm the reol Lickham of
Lickham Lodge. I'l just keep it dark,
povd it ahall mmeain for ever o secret
batwean tha two of sl

Mr. Lickham could hardly beleave his
sara for & minnit, Then he did a wild
dance of joy round tha library.

“Hoorsy | " bo cried. " Then it'a

mum_.._ru ba a merry Christmas, after all |

ip-hip-hooray !

1I.

T was Christmas Day st Lickham

~ Lodge, and the jollieat party

immajinable was sittin round

tha table in Llhs breaklsst-room.

On this ocoasion, it was reinflorced by

the addition of tha miduoite arrival, Mr,

I.. Jaaper Lickham, whom Mr. Lickham

of HBt. Ham's introduced eas a distant
rollative of hia.

Dr. Birchemall pallad on to the viesitir
from the start. With hw glitlonng
monocle and arristocratioc meen, the new-
comer struck ihe Head ma wall worth
eultivating—and he prosseded to cultivete
him, much to the amusement of Mr,
Jasper, who was grinning all over his
dile throughput tho mcal.

"By the way, Lickham, I hoar you
nabbod the giddy specter last nite! ™
Dr. Birchemall remarked towarde ths
end of his terrifie breakfeat. " What
have you dons with him 1"

Mr. Lickham's answor wos moro ingeo-
nicus than truthful,

“0Oh, I decided to let him go, alter
ell 1" ho said. " He turmad out ta ba a
practionl joker froun the villidge, and
sceing a8 how it wes Christmas-time, [
thought it would be as well to f[orgive
sl nw,.a._._,._. 1" gaaped Jack Joll

il E m 1 ﬂ
& Co. ﬁa— nw MEE_ .m__wruw eaid about n_..w
matier.

Mr. I. Jawper Lickham kept hia word to
Mr. Lickham of 8t. S3am's all right. Not
even the servanla tad for & moment
thot he waa thoir master ; they were
to be onlightened on thet point o moment
or two befgre the 5t. Baun's party were
dun to leave.

Of coreo, the ownor of Lickham Lodgo
waa treatod with defference in spite of
the jemaral laclk of oollidge his
troo position. There was something about

! | him that ingpired =

t, somehow., His
neatly-patched clothes, his glittering
moncals, hia culiured axxents, and hia
bright-cullered nose made him lock a
tippical arristocrat. Everyooe treated
him accordingly, @ be had nothing to
complain of on thad scors.

Ajter brekkor, the boya and their
elderg alike turned from feasting to the
plozzures of a real good day ndoors, for
it was snowing too hard to go out. And,
necdlesa to pay, Jack Jolly & Co. saw to
it that the day Waa o SUXXOHT,

When Dr. Birchemall sujjeated that
the morning might be profitably spent
in tho libra listoning to his ronding
sxtracta munusw __"F_Imnn__n orthera, it waa
Mr. hm.ﬂﬂ.a.. who said : *' Reita!’ When
Jack Jolly., an the other hand, sujjested
vprooting o Christmaa-tree from  the
prouitds, and dekkorati it in the ap-
proved manner, it was Mr. Jasper who
immejately cried : ' Bravvo 1™

Thore was no mistake about it—Mr.
Lickham waa one of the best.

Evantually, the Hoad geve up the idea
of & guist morming in the library, and
joined in the sctivvities with the rost.

Full of zeal, he went round with & pad
of steps, hanging up heolly, and nsdli
Christmas greetings to the walls of the
dining-room.

His activvitioa camo lo s sudden slop,
howwvar, as he was standing on the steps
near the door.

Portleigh, tha butlar, was the ocanee,
for he entered the dining-room just at the
wrong momoent. A sucosssion of crashes
followed an the stepa went Lying, and
tho Head simultaneously knocked s nail
inta his thumb, swallowed a !_.H.__m ol hally,
and landed on hig neck with a P

After that, he gave up helping, and
dirappeared for the reat of tho morming.

Noodloes to add, howaver, he was
firat to join | the frantic rsh to
the dining-ropm when the dinner-gong
soundad,

Dinner at Lickham Lodge that da
sattisfied even the eggsacting daman
of Tubby Barrell. Berved up in courses,
it began with a French dish calied Lorses-
doves, and prowssded to rich soops, and,
rare and refreghing fsh. After that,
came roast turkey, beef, and guoking.pig
chicken-and.-mushroom pie, and overy
consscyvable kind of wajjetabls. Then,
amid roara of applawe, came the crowning
glory, in the sh of an immonse plum-
pudding, surro by lughus mincs-pies.
2 For the remainder of the alterncon, H._.__ﬂ

iekham Lodge party were pretty we
Inid owt, but tea revived them, and after
that fun waxed faat and furious. CGames
wore played, musick was mupplied from
B wireleas-sot and a hone, crackera
wero pulled, indoot- orke displays were

iven, thrilling yarns were told round the
lazing log firo—in ehort, everything at
Lickham Mﬁ was merry and bright.

At the end of the evening they all
admittod that it wag the jolliest day thay
hed ever spent, and lgnd were the choers
that were given for the host—Mr. L.
Jollywell Lickham of Bi. Bam’'s.

It was o tired bué beppy party that
wont up to bod in the sarly hours of the
morning, amdl the master of the Fourth
wna tho happiest of the lot. The pinnical
of his lame as & wealthy gountry jentleman
had boen reached now. Boon, he would
bo back at Bt. Bam's in, trying to

drive nollidge into the ol his _“H__...____Mm- B
tha glories of Licltham wo bs
only a vannished dreem. Ewven thoughy

it never oceurred agein, Mr. Lickham, of
the Fourth Form at 8t. S8am’s, had had
the sattisfaction of entertaining a house-
party at a magnifficant country house.
And his guests would nover know the
real atory at tha back of that entartain-
trient.

Ewery dog has his day. Mr. Lickham
had bed his. And be felt quite satisfiad,
THE END.

Tue Magxer Lisaapy.—Neo. 1,080,



