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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Cry frem the Seal

4 HUT up & minute, Bunter!”

S “0Oh, really, Wharton—"

“ Quiet 1
Billy Bunter snoried.

He had been talking for not more
than a quarter of an hour, and he saw
no reason for shutting up.

Bunter was full of supper; and he
was not yet ready for 5 nator-
ally he was falking. When a fellow
was neither eating nor sleeping, what
else was there for a fellow to do?

Darkness lay like a velvety cloak on
the wide waters of the Indian Ocean.

Harry Wharton & Co., on board the
yacht Silver Biar, were homeward
bound from Chins.

China, the land where they had had
s0 many strange adventures, lay mpny
& long hundred miles behind them now.

With her red and tﬁzee:n lights gleam-
ing shead throngh dark night, the

vacht was orossing the wvast watery

ga of the Indian Ocean, not to
touch land again till Aden was
reached.

The night was dark, but fine and
warm, &nd the Greyfriars juniors were
on deck taking their ease in deck-
chairs, and enjoving—more or less—the
conversation o illiam George
Bunter., Bunter's conversation rather
resembled the little brogk in the poem
—it went on for ever.

Harry Wharton’s head waz bent, as
if in intent bistening: and Bunter had
beenn rather flattered by this unusual
attention, till the captam of the Grey-
{riary’ Remove suddenly requested him
to shut up.

Wharton certainly was listening in-
tently, but apparently {o something
other than Billy Bunter's dulect tones.
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His
curiously.

He was listening to something, but
what, was rather a mystery to the other

chums looked at him rather

juniors. They were so zccustomed to
the steady throb of the engines that it
sepmed hardly to break tha silence.
Mr. Green, the mate, was walking to
and fro, his footsteps cama faintly
through the deep dusk. But Wharton
could hardly hava bean listening to
that. There was no other sound audible
gave the wash of the sea and an
pocasional -equawl from a parrot Mr.
Green had picked up at Singapore on
the way home.

But Harry Wharton's face was seb
and tense,

“Lock here——"
Bunter.

Wharton made an impatient gesture.

“Z2hut vp, ass 1"

He rose from his chair and steppod
to the rail, and stood leaning on it,
staring out over the dark sca, staring
hard as if to penebrate the cloak of
darkness that lay round the throbbing
vacht, and straining his ears to listen.

“T =ay, you fellows '"" Bunter was
ns dithicult to shut up as a cheap
pocket-knife,

“Cheese 181" growled Bob Cherry.

“Oh, really, Cherry—-="

Wharton turned from the rail.

“1 heard somothing,” he said. “I'm
ecertain of it—it was a cry! There's
something—or gomcbody—out there on
the sea.™

“Rot!"" said Bunter.

“Quick, you ass!"
Mugent. *Lasten !™

“ Rubbish '

Bunter had heard no sound from the
sca, and he was intensely inlerested in
hiz own conversation. He saw no reason
whatever for shulting up.

Hurrea Jamsct Ram Singh clapped a
dusky hand over the fat junior's mouth.

recommenced

sald  Frank

“The shut-upfulness 1i1s the proper
caper, my esteemed juwlul Bunler,” ho
gald.

“Groogh !’

Bunter being reduced to silence, the
Famous Five of the Greyviriars Remove
listened intently.

Faiotly from the deeply-shadowed sea
came 2 sound. It might have been the
cry of a sea bird, but to the cars of the
juniors it seemed to have a homen note,
B"lllt'a somebody I' whispered Johnoy

'I.I +

“I'm sure of tt,” said Harry; and he
hurried away towards Mr. Green. The
mate evidently had heard nothing,

“But what the thump——'" said Bob,
staring across the dark waters. ** We're
some hundreds of miles from land-—
there can’t be a hﬂaﬁ'-—-ll—:: :

“Eli]hgf;;ﬁﬂk’ perhaps "' said Mugent.

Again the cry came, mora clearly
than before. This time there could be
no doubt of 1t—it was a human cry.
The juniors felt a thrill at their hearts.

There were no lights to be scen, there
was no ship on the dark ccean. The ery
came from some shipwrecked man—
cither in a boat, or swimming in the
black waters. ] o

But the Greyfriars juniors could sce
nothing. They strained their eyea in
vain in the darkness of the sca.

“I say, vou fellows.” The dusky hand
was withdrawn from Bunter's large
moutl, =o natorally the Owl of Lhe
Remove restarted after the interval, <1
say, 1t was only & seagull or something
ur\u—_l?

‘ Fathead V'

“h, really, Boll—"

“Shut up, fathead, and listen ! said
Bob Cherry,

Mr. Green, evidently, had paid hesd

to Wharton. Ile had signalied to the
engine-ropin, and the yacht showed
down.

Again came the ery through the night.

“It's ahead of ws!™ said Bob.

“ And an the starboard side !’ added
Sugent.

“T zav, you fcllows——"

"3t up, Bunter !

“all Mr. Locke,” they heard the
wate suy., and Horey Wharton ran
quickly below.

Ferrers Locke wase faking his walch
below, and was sleeping in ins ecaban,
but he aweke instanily at Wharton's
light tap on the door.
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“What is it1” His cool, clear voice
came immediately,

Whearton opened the door. .

“Mr, Green sent me to ocall you, sirl
There's ecither & boat or a swimmeér on
the sea—calling for help."

“J will bo on deck in & moment.'

Forrers Locke was almost at
Wharton's heels as the junior returned
to.the deck of the Silver Btar.

The course of the yacht had already
been changed, and she was heading in
‘the direction of the cry, so near as it
could be ascertained,

Locke joined Mr. Green, who was
staring into the glow of the lights ahead
of the gliding yacht. : :

“It's & shipwrecked man, sir!" said
the mate. “In & beat, I rechon—a
swimmer wouldn’t last loong in these
waters. Mr. Wharton heard him first
—there it is again.”’ i

Louder and clearer came the ory. This
time the Greyiriars fellows could hear
that there were words, though they
could not understand them. oever
was calling, was calling in some foreign
Ianguage unknown to their ears.

But they saw Ferrers Locke nod.

* A Dutchman ! he said.

#1 reckon so, sir!" ascented Mr.
(Green.

There was no doubt of the direction
now, and the yacht glided on towards
the sound of the oalling voice.

The junmiors watched intently to pick
up the sight of the shipwrecked men as
soon B3 he came within the zadius of
the yacht's lights. Fwven Billy Bunter
was silont et last. All tho Greyifriers
juniors were on <ock, except

ittle Wun Lung, the hince,
who had gone to bed eorly.
Eogerly they watched for the
aigﬁt of o boat or a swimror.
And there was a shout from
Bob Cherry as the dim_ﬁhaga
of o boat loomed up in the

gloom: .

“ Hallo, hello, hallat There ha is!™

A  boat—a  small
ahead of the Silver 8tar. Had not the
ery of the shipwrecked man reached
VWharton's ears, thers wasg no doubt that
tho yaclit would have passed the lone
boat, at & distance, for the dinghy had
not been directly in her original course,
And the juniors could imagine the feel-
ings of t.lhu wrecked man in the boat,
when he had seen the ii&htﬂ of the
yacht bearing down towards him, and
realised that sho would pass him unseen
i the darkness. They could i ine
how Lo had put all his atrength into
the desperate cry for help that bhe had
gent across the shadowed sea.

“Thank gﬂﬂ&ness we've got him ™
murmured Frank Nugent

“The thankfuvlness is terrifie.”

The light fell elearly on the dinghy
pow. A man was standing uwp in the
boat—s man of burly and muscular
frams, dressed in dirty cotton shirt and
sherts—a man with 8 heavy Dutch face,
aud 'Ehl?e? _eyes that gleamed and
seintill in the light, under thick,
bushy brows. He was wavi wildly
to the yacht, and shouting. The words
wers in Duteh, and the juniors under-
stood nothing of them; but as if the
shipwreecked man guessed that it was »
British vessel beating down on him, he
siddenly changed into English.

“Helpl SBave me!™

The shout came clearls.

“Hcelp! Haast u wat!
Save me ™

Ferrers Locke called back, and the
Silver Star ran down to the boat. The
engines ceased fo throb, and ms the

dinghy rocked nlnnfﬁiﬂa. Ferrers Locko
lea down lightly into it.

Save mel

dinghy—floated Bob

THE SECOND CHAFPITER.

The Survivor of the Sundabund [

ARRY WHARTON & CO. lined
H the rail, staring down -into the
rocking boat. Locke, almost

in a moment, made faszt o hne.

Save for the Dutchman who had
shouted to the vacht, the boat had no
other occupant—the man had been alone,

f provisions, food or water, the juniors
could sec nothing. And tho haggard
look on tho face that glimmered in the
light from the yacht, showed that the
Dutchman had been through privations.
The juniors remembered how the fierce
soutlern sun had burned and blazed tho

revipus day; and the man in the
ginghy must havo been d to its
rays, unsheltered, thirsting. He did
not look a plensant customor; but their
sympathy was deep. Even Billy Bunfer
ave him a compassionate blink through
is big epectacles. Bunter could under-
stand how awful it was to miss meals,

“¥ou aro alone, thent” asked Ferrera
[mifta, his eyesz on the Dutchman in the

at.

“Ja, mynheer! As you seol”
answered the castaway, staring at the
Baker Btrcet detective, as if surprised
by the question.

The juniors stared also. It was
obvious, now they were close at hand
and could seo into-the boat in the light,
that the Dutchman was alone.

"Where iz the other onel"™ asked
Locke.

“The—the other, mynheer?”

“Yes—where is the other?”

Thousands of miles to Greyiriars, Hundreds
of thrills on the way.
Wharton & Co, on their eveniful journey home

Join up with
from China !

“What murmured

tho dickeng——"
Cherry, in amazement.

“Thers 13 no other,” said the Dutch-
mga;?.  “IL sm glone here, sir! lli;"m;
will give me a possage on your ship?
For two duays f have bungered and
thirsted—since the Sundabund woent
down—"

“1 shnildgn'ﬁ 0N 3 passagd on my
vacht,” said Locke. “How long have
you been alone in the boat?”

The Dutchman did not reply for a
moment,

Under his beetling brows, his keen
eyes were fastened on the calm, clear-
cut face of the detective, It scomed
that he was uncertnin how to answer.

Balb Cherey pressed Wharton's arm,

“There's been another man in the
boat,” he whispered. *Look, there's a
hat lying in  the bottora—and that
Lﬂhﬁﬂf has his tile on his head. Unless

e got into the boat with (wo hats,
there's been another man.”

“Loclko noticed that at
coursa,” remarked Nugent.

“You bet!” chuckled Boh.

Thes Dutchman'’s eyes fell on the hat
that lay in the bottom of the bost, and
ke - started.  Doubtless he had not
obterved it in the darkncss, before the
lights of the Bilver Star shone into the
dinghy,

“Ja, mynheer™ ko said  slowly
“Yes, theve were two of us in the bost
—all that survived of the Sundabund!
It was at sunset that Captain Durie
went mad with thirst, and leaped into
the sen. Ho had drunk sen-water,
mynheer, and that, as you Lknow, sends
a man mad,”

Ferrers Loeks nodded.

I lnow 1 he assented.
“Myohcer, I am dring of thizt~I

onee, of

am starving—it is twg terrible da
gince the Bundabund went down in the
Indian Ocean-—"

*And there were no other survivors ™

asked Locke.

“None—only Captain  Duorie, and
myself, Jan Vanderpeck—I was. mate
of the schooner. Mymheer, I afo thirst-
ing—starving—-=>" ]

“Enough, for the presentl” said
Locke, and the Duichman wis heiped
on bpard the Silver Bter. That the
man hed gone through severe privations
was evident; but they did not seam to
have impaired his strength to an at
extent,  Ha acoepted Locke's help i
ascénding the accommodation ladder;
but he jumped guite actively to the
deck,

“ Rawson |

The steward bustled forward.

“Take Mr. Vanderpeck to the spare
state-room,” said Ferrers Looke, (et
him at once ull that he needs.”

“Yes, air "

“What ebout the boat, sir?” asked
Mr. Green, as the steward was taking
the Dutchman away. **Not worth: tek.
ing in tow 7"

“Quite worth it, Mr. Green”
anawered the detoctive skipper of the
Silver Star. " Keep 1t safe”

The Dutchman turned his bhead
quickly. _ _

“This way, sir!” said the steward,

But the Dutchman did not heed him.
He ml:eipud back quickly towards
Ferrers Locke.

“Mynheer! Do not trouble yourself
about the boat!"” he ex-
claimed. “It is worthless—
and you are many hundred
mailes from land. Let it be
cast adrift."

Locke's eyes rested on him
for a moment.

& ve that matter in oy
hands, Mr. Vanderpeck,” he
answered. Y Ploase below with the
steward. You need foed and drink,™

Vanderpeck hesitated for a second,
then he followed Rawson, and dis-

appoeared below.

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged
glances of wonder. Why Ferrers Locke
insisted on taking in tow an almost
worthless old dinghy, especially after
n‘hgt the tmate of the El;rmdubuud Lad
slid, Was a4 mystery to thom.

Ferrers Locke, no doubt, had his
reasens; but s face expriossed nothing,
Hs gave the departing Dutchman one
strange, scarching look, as the man fol-
lowed Rawson below.

Then the detective went to the side
again, BMr. Green's eyes following him
in surprise.

“We're going on, sit?" asked the
mata of the Hilver Btar, in wonder.

“Not yet.” answered Ferrers Locke.
“Wea are in no hurey, CGreen, and for
the present, the wvaeht can lia to”

“Ar, av, sirt" said Mr. CGreen,
though ko was evidently lost in astenish-
ment, as, indeed, wero the Grevfridrs

Harry

juniors.
_Ferrers Locke descended into  the
dinghy agnin. Mr. CGreen and .the

Gireylviars fellows walched him, with
creasing  wonder.

Tie Baker Btreet delestive, with an
eiectre torch in his hand. proceeded to
&a];& a thorough examination of the

ak.

“Br gpum!” the juniors heard Mr.
Green murmur. “By gum! What, is
ho looking for? What docs he expeok
to find?  What's the game, anyhow?
By gus ™

Harry Wharton & Co. counld pot have

answered thoss questions had Mr. Green
addressed them to the juniors, They



were as nonplussed as the mate of the
Silver Star.

Locke’s intercst in the boat was in-
expiloa et 1t was obviously deep,
plicable. ¥ obviously d
for he gearched the craft from stcm to

and from stern to stem agam,
leaving hardly an inch of its interior
surface unexamined.

Before be came back to the yacht, he
looked to the line that held the boat, to
mako sure that it was seoure. Then he
came on deck again, his face wvery
grave, . _

""Are we going on now, siri” asked
Mr. Green, 1n a tone of exaggerated
patience, ‘There was, as a matter of
jagt, no great hurry on the homeward
VOFEEO q% the Bilver Star; but Mr.
Green, like all sailormen, hated to
waste time on a voyage, And he could
tee no reason whetever for this delay
in the darkness of the Indian Ocecan,

Ferrers Locke shook his head,

“No; we shall lie to till rqnmln%',”
he answered. “In the meantime, leb
the syrcn_be sounded, and keep it going
at short intervals.”

Mr. Green's eyes slmost bulged Irom
his heed in his astonishment.

“Might—might I ssk why, sir? he
EAas '

“Certainly,” snswered Locke. “1
think i1t may pmibi; be the means of
geaving another life.’

“ Another lifo, Bil:?”

“¥Yes, Green,” said the Boker Strcet
detective calmly, “if only we can be in
time."

“But the man was alone in the
dinghy, sir—" :

“When we found him, yes.”

“1 mean if the other man went over
the side at sunset vesterday he's gone
to Davy Jones' locker lnng;‘ ago.”

“1 think Mr. Vanderpeck may have
heen mistaken as to the timo his com-
panion in misfortuns went over the
sidel” answered Ferrers Locke. " Huwmr
ger and thirst and exposure to the sun
play strange tricks on s man’s bran,
1f he was mistaken, the man he calls
Captain Durie may be still floating or
swimming in these dark waters—"

“Oh' gasped Cherry. “Ii
that's passible—" .

“] think 1t quite possible, Cherry!”
gnid Farrers Locke, glancing at him.

“But—but—" stuttered the mate of
tho Silver Star. “The man isn't
mad=—he must know—"

“ Nevertheless, we must not loze n
chance of saving a life, Alr. Green,”
gaid Ferrers Locke “We must not
neglect even a remote chance. The
man may be still afloat—especially as
ho probably has an oar to cling te.”

*An oar?' repeated Mr. Green.

*“Thera is only one in the dinghy,”
said Locke, “and m‘:rtninlf thera must
have been two. But we shall see”

Mr. Green wes too welltrained a
mate to shrug his shoulders in the

resence of his owner and skipper. Bug

ia look betrayed that he had to make
an effort not to do so, and Ferrers
Locke smiled faintly.

“Tt's for you to arder, sirl” almost

gasped the mata of the Silver Btar.

"Quite so!" agreed Ferrers Locke.

The vacht was still. SBhe lay to the
wash of the waves of the Indian Ocenn,
angd through the darkness went the
screeching of the syren—a message of
hope to ang shipwrecked man who
maight have been {louting within hear-
ing of the rancous sound.

But if the serecching fell upon human
ears, thicre came no ery in  answer,
Darkness and silence surrounded tho
vacht—silence broken ooly by the
screech of the syren.
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THE THIRD CHAPTEK,
Bunter Asks for It !

i wr BAY, you fellowal”
I “Hallo, hallo, hallo!?
“I'm slespy|”

Billy Bunter made that an-
nouncement as if he expected it to be
of general interest.

Judging by its recoption on the part
of the Famous Five, it wasn't!
B“‘H\“-‘hat about 1w yawned Johony

ull,
i:l-e‘:i ‘;Eﬂﬂ,” said Bunter. “I'm poing to

“{.}Wd l.l‘l

The Famous Five were still on deck
though the hour was growing very late.
Ferrers Locke's suggestion that some
hapless costawey mupght be floating on
the dark waters round the yacht ban-
ished the desire for slecp for the

resent. They watched tho sea, and

tween blasts of the syrenm, listened
for some sound in reply—in vain,

B | say, you [fellows——" insisted

Bunter.

“Well, go to bed, fathead,” said
Harry Wharton, " Nobody wants you
to stey up, I suppose”

““Quite the contrary, in fact,” re-
marked Bob Cherry.

“0h, rcally, Wharton—"

“Buzz off to bed and shut up!®
suggested Johuny Bull

“How's & [lellow to sleep with that
fearful row poiag on?" demanded Bun-
ter indignantly. * What are they keep-
ing it up for, I'd like to know?™

‘"}'ﬂ-u heard what My, Leocke said,

“Well, Locke's a fathead,” explained
Bunter. *You heard that Dutchman
say the other rman went over ihe side
of the boat yesterdey. I suppose he
knows, if anybody does. Bo we may
az well got going and leave off kicking
up this fearful row. A fellow gets used
te the engines; but that rotten syrem
would Lkecp anybody awake.”

“Try to think it's a saxophone in
a jazz band!" sugpgested Bob.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“You sii!y ass! Look here, 1 can't
go to sleep in that awful din. You
fallows go and tell Locke s0."

“Jt isn't exactly musical,” agreed
Frank Nugent. “Not quite like the
jolly old sirens that Ulysses listened to,
But you'll drown it when you hegin to
gnore, old fat bean®™

“ Beast 1™ :

“ Anvhow, it's going on all night”
gaid Johnny Bullk Y350 you may as
well shut up, Bunter.”

“I'm sleepy!” hooted DBunter in-
dignantly., “ILook here, you fellows
go and tell Locke it's all rot and ask
him to ring off. It's no good my ask-
ing him—the man's hardly civil (o me,
as it iz You'd hardly think that I
came out to China specially to protect
you fellows, and that I'm bringing you
gafe home, from the way that lellow
Locke speaks to me™

“ Hardly ! chuckled Bob.

“well, look here, you go and tell
Locke it's all rot and that he's a foot-
ling ass, and—-"

“Bhurrup ! hissed Bob, as the tall
fipuro of the DBaker Btreet detective
loomed behind Bunter.

“Shan’t! If wou fellows don't tell
him, I'll jolly well go and tell him
myself ¥ hooted DBunter. *I've stood
a lot of rot from Locke—about as much
as I'm going to stand. e doesn’t seem
to remember that he's mr,r.re:i;r & de-
tective, and that I'm a public sehool
man. Thesa common peo want keep-
ing in their places, and I've a jolly
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good mind to go to him this minute
and say—— Yaroooooh "

Billy Bunter broke off with a wild
yell as a finger and thumb that secmed
made of steel closed on his fat ear,

“Owl Leggo! Yaroocogh!™

“Ha, ha, hal™

“1 think it is time you went to bed,
Bunter 1" said Ferrers Locke tranguilly ;
and he Jed the Owl of the Remaove to
wards the cabin stairs—still with that
steel-like grip on his ear,

" Yow-ow-ow-ow " wailed Bunter.

" Good-night, Bunter,”

“Owl Beast!"

L1 Whﬂt -TH

S Yow-ow-ow |
night, air!”

And Bunter, his fat ear released at
last, rolled balow guoping, Ferrers
Locke returned to the group of juniors.

“¥You boys had better turn 1n,” he
said. *““There is only the barest chance
that & man may be picked up, and you
must not lose your night's rest. If
anyone ia to be found we are morve
_!1I:al‘? to pick him up after sunrise.”

“Very well, Mr. Locke,” answered
Wharton,

And the juniorz went below.

They found Billy Bunter in the

I—I mean, good-

saloon, rubbing a crimson, fat ear. He
blinked at them through his big =
tacles with feelings ost  too pr
for words,

“1 say, you fellowa—

“Cheese 15, old fat man!” eaid Bob
Cherry. “¥You asked for what you
got; and if I'd been Locke, I'd have
kicked you down the stairs into tho
bargain.

“1'd like to sae an?h-ndy kick mae ™
hooted Bunter defiantly.

“Mean that?” asked Bob.

“¥Yes, rather, you beastl”

“Well, hore goes, then.”

“¥aroogh!’ roared Bunter as Bob's
foot established contact with his tight

trousera. “Owl Whoop! Leave off}
Oh orikey |
And unter fHed for the state-

room, leaving the Famous Five chuck-
ling. As Harry Wharton & Co. went
zlong to their rooms, they noticed that
the light was still burning in the state-
room &asigned to the Dutch castawasy.
Tho deor was half-open; and the man
looked out at the sound of [ootsieps.

His face looked much less bhoaggard
and gaunt than when they had seen
him in the dinghy. Plenty to ecat and
drink, and the assurance of safvty had
done him good. He was dressed in a
suit of pyjamas supplied by the
steward and had slippers on his feet,
Liate as tho hour was, he did not seem
to be thinking of turning into his bunk;
though it might have been supposad
that after his experience in the open
boat, he would have felt the need of
rest and sleep.

His oyes, sharp and piercing under
hia hesvy, bectling brows, searched tho
iuninﬂ.k ﬂfw it Baemedd tlhﬂ]tl'tti& W“E‘}ht:.d
to speak, t stoppe olitely.
||:J-|.'a1.|t5m;jl not feslgth&b they fiked tho mﬂﬂ;'
but they had s compassionate ntercst
in the castaway who had been saved
from the sea.

“The ship ia stopping!” said Vander-
pEaE;E “Is it notd WWe are not going
on

“That is so,"” assented Harry.

T Waarom 7" ezclaimed Vanderpeck,

“Wha-a-t1"
“] mean, why? Why do we stop

here? Has the captain so much time
to waste that he heaves his ship to at
night ™

rry Wharton smiled. .
“No; but Mr. Locke thinks it may



EVERY SATURDAY

ba possible to sava tho man who was in
the boat with you,” he explained,
The Dutchman gtarted and stared ab
him hard.

“But he is mad, then,” he snapped.
“Have I not told him that Diurie, the
skipper of the Sundabund, went mad
with drinking sea-water, and fell over
the side at sunset? Many, many hours
ago. He i3 dead—dead—the sharks of
the Indian Ocean have devoured him
long agol®

The men's manner was passionately,
almoat savagely, earnest. The juniors
stared ot him in astonishment.

“But if there is a chance——" gzaid

Bob GhErry.

“Thers 18 no chance! Tt iz
nonsensal  Thiz Locke, your
captain—he must be out of his
sonsas |

“You had better not tcll him
eo,” said Harry Wharton dryly.
“T don't quite understand you,
Mr. Vanderpeck. I suppose
you are anxious for your
sk:gjger to be saved if there is
a chance for him
yot 1"

Tha DPutchmen
drew a quick, his-
ping breath.

“Yos—oh, yesl
Ja, mynheer! Van
ganscher harto | But
thers is no chance—
it is waste of time.
This Ceptain Locke
ig delaying for
nothing, s it for
that thot the syren
is screeching, keep-
ing a man awakel"

"Yeos" eaid
Harry.

“Durie will not
hear," itaid the -
Dutchman sullenly.
“But your captain,
he is master of his
own ship; he must
waste his time if he

please.  But  he
waste time—there

is no man to be
found on the seal
(ioeden nacht!® he
added, and stepped
back into his room
and  closed  the
door, hardly wait-
ing for ths juniors’
ENEWEring good-
night |

“A queer cus- ’
tomer,” remarkod
Bob, as the jumiora
went on their way.

“One would almost
think ho wasn't anxious for the other
ii;ihﬂ‘]j:,r to be saved.”
Vell, I sup
chouto of it," eaid
we're wasting time.
:ight, to mako suroe™

‘Yes, rather.” -

The junicrs went to their rooms and
turned in. Sleep did not come very
easily; their thoughts were with the
castaway, who, perhaps, was floating on
tha dark watars, perhaps hearing the
blasts of the yacht's syren, unable to
answer. And the din of the syren did
not conduce to slumber.

But from Bunter’s rnom there scon
proceeded a pargantuan snore, which
showed that the aé'ren waos not, as the fat
junior had feared, keeping him awako.

unter was safe in tho arms of Mor-
pheus, snd eignifying the samo in the

there isn't much
Harey. “Ten to one
But Br. Locke is

“Help [ ** cried {he Dutch~
man, standing up in the boal
and waving wildly. * Save
me " Harry Wharton &
Co. peered anxiously over
the rall of the Sliver Star.

_—

" o~
usual way.
last, )
reopen their eyes until the morning sun

was ghining in at the portheles, and a
new, burning doy had dawned on the

And the Famous Five, at
dropped off to slecp and did not

Indian Qeean.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Talking Parrot !

¢ =g, HIP ahoy I”
g Cackle, cackle!
“Jolly aailoar! All aboard ™
Cackle, cacklal
“ Blow the bird | That pie-faced Malay
did me out of seven dollars!” growled
Mr. Green.
Cackle, cackle, cackle!
Harry Wharton & Co, smiled as they
came into the saloon for breakfast. Mr,

-

Green was  thera,
telking to his
parrot. ver ginos
the Bilver Star had
steorned out  of
Singapore on  the
homeward o

ﬂm_ mate had n
trying to tonch that
purrot to talk,

Mr. Green had
not a lot of leisore,
but nearly all he
hod was spent on the education
of Baldwin, the parrot. Why
Mr., Green had named him

Daldwin the juniors did not
knbtw.

Green was  a  first-olass
sailorman, but not deeply read
in history, s he oould
scarcely have nomed him after
the ancient Count of Flanders
of that name. Possibly he had
named him after & modern
statestnan, porhaps porceiving
some  rescrublance between
political eratory and the incos-
sant oackle of parrot,
Anyhow, Eglltdwiu was his
NAame, an 0 groen pareob
would blink his rod eyes when he was
called by it. But he would not talk.

The Malay at Bingapors who had sold
him to Me, CGreon for scven dollara had
representéd him os o parrot that needed
only the slighteat instruction to beoome
8 %rc&t conversationalist, But that
Malay had taken advantage of the
sailormon’s innocence. Baldwin cackled

and cackled and cackled, but talk he
would not.

Potiently Mr. Green talked to him,
and waited for his words to be repeated.
But Baldwin would not even say “ship
shoy 1™ or “pipe of baccy.” He
do nothing but cacklo.

“ Bother the bird I" eaid Mr. Green;
end as the juniors came in he aban-
doned his task and went on deecl.

Baldwin was allowed tho fresdom of
the snloon.  Generally he would sit
Em‘chcd, gazing with colemn eyes. He

ad hours of silence, and hours of

cackling and screeching. Often the
juniors ;umed n the gama of trying to
teach him to talk. t holped to kill
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time on the long wsﬁa. But they had
10 more sucoses than Mr. Green.

“ Any news, Mr. Green1* asked Harry
Wharton, as the mate wes going up,

“No,"” aopswered Mr. Green.

" ﬂnimdj picked up in the nighti”

L] h ﬂ.:'

Mr. Green grunted out that answer,
and disappeared.

It was guite easy to ses that Mr.
(ireen's opinion was _that of the Dutch-
man—that Ferrers Loocke was wasting
his Yime useclessly in hanging about that
particular spot in the Indian Ocean look-
ing for the other man who had been
m_the dinghy.

ke, however, was evidently keeping
to his idea, for the Silver Btar was not
under way. The yacht lay idle on the
waves, like a painted ehip on a painted
gconn, 02 Bob Cherry remarked, quoting
from the " Anment Mariner.”

“How's the jolly old cestaway, Raw-
sen 1" Bob asked the steward,

“Right as rain, sir,” answered Raw-
son. “He was on deck at dawn—and
he’s still there. He don’t seem much the
worsze [or what he's been through.”

“J dare say he's anxious for the other
men to be picked up, if possible,”
remarked Nugent.

“1 dessay, air.”

Wun Lung, the Chineso junior, was at
breakfast with the Famous Five. He
had ﬁﬂnﬁ to bed early the previous night
and had not awakened when the dinghy
was picked up, so what had happened
in the night was news to him.

The chums of the Remove were almast
ﬁﬂll]i}ldﬂd. breakfast when Billy Bunter
ra it

“1 say, you fcllowseme?
“Hallo, hallo, hallo] Did you sleep
sfter all, Bunter 1”

“Haordly s wink,” grunted Bunter.

YT AR NN IS PR SN A N AN A R AR RS RN NP

“Oh, my hat!t Do you snors while
you're awakel*

“The snorefulness of the esteemed
Bunter was terrifie,” grinned Hurreo
Jamsct Ram Singh.

“(h, really, you fellows! [ =ay,
I'm hungry, Steward] Blow that
steward ]| Where's that beastly steward?
Where—"

“ Here, gir,” said & voice at Bunter's
elbow,

“(h, here you arel Look here,
where's my brekker

* Here, sir,”

“QOh, all r:'ght 1* Bunter grunted and
gat down. *I1 say, you fellows, the

yacht isn't moving. Are we still hang-
ing about looking for that blinking man

who was in that blinking boat !
"Looks like it,” said Harry.
“"What awlul rot!” said Bunter.

“Locke's an ass, as I told you before.
What's the good of hanging about here
like a whited sepulchre on a painted
oCoan, AS Tenngsun gays.”

“Hga, ha, ha1*

“Blessed if I see imjthinlg to cackle
at,” grunted Bunter. “If it wam't
E“:{?nﬂmn, it was Shakespeare, or some-

“"Make it Coleridge,” chuckled DBob,
"and last time I heard it it wss a
paintad ship on a painted ocezn.

“"Rot!"” said PBunter. “You don't
know much about poetry, Gher:i;. I'm
rather a whalo on that sort of thing.
It's a whited sepulchre on & painted
oceah—or a painted sepulchre on a
whited ocean—I forget which, I

B3 b
Clackls; ondki; sioklet
Bunter stared round.
““Oh, that hoastl
thing ! Always kickin
man (Green was a =i

parrot | Blow the
up a row ! That
azq to be done
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over that parrot! He oan’t teach him
to talkl jolly well could I*

“1s there anything you can't do?"
inquired Bob sarcastically.

“Well, I dare szay there are a fow
things, though I can't remember ‘cm at
the moment. I'll bet you I could meke
that parrot talk, and I would, Loo, if
Green would give him to me. I'm nos
gowng to teach another man's bird to
talk. I say, you fellows, where are you
gomng "

“OUn deck, old bean.”

*You pught stay with a fellow while
he has his brekker. 1 want to talk to
somebody,”

“Buntee talkee plenty too muchos |”
remarked Wun Lung.

“Don't you be a cheeky heathen,” said
Bunter. "1 say, you iellowg—"

“Talk to the other parrot!” suggested
Bob Cherry; and the juniors went up
to the deck, leaving Bunter to foed
alone,

The Owl ot the Remove grunted dis-
contentadly Ho bad turned out of
bed late, but he did not like being left
alone at brekker. '[he Famous Five
hl:l‘n*av_er. were disinclined to et r-‘.:umi
watching Bunter while he fed, Be-
sldes, Bunter's breakfost was a lengthy
operation. He was not satisficd with
one; he packed away several, one after
another.

Rawson was hovering round. Rawson
wanted to get the saloom clear; bug
Billy Bunter was quite uncencerned
about that, It was very seldom that
William George Bunter was concerned
about others.

“ Finigshed, eir?” asked Rawson, at
last.

“I'll have =zome more coffes,” said
Bunter, "and I think I could do with
a cake." '

Rawson grunted distinctly.

When Bunter was first on board the
Silver Star, Rawson had been rather
intorested in his gastronomioc perform-
ances, wondering where the fat junior
put it +aﬂ. But that entertainment had
long since palled on Rawson,

Bunter scoffed coffee and cake con-
tentedly. He was feeling better, after
saveral breakfasts. Ho blinked thought-
fully at Baldwin, as he scoffed. There
was a grin on Buntor’as fat face

Nobody on board the Silver Star had
yet been able to make Baldwin talk.
But Billy Bunter wes convinced that
he could do so. And, having finished
his coffee and cake, Bunter cleared his
throat with a fat little cough. Had
the Greyfriara fellows been present they
would recognise that fat little cough—
always the preliminary to Bunter's
ventrilogquial efforts. 1t was what Bob
called his * atmospherics.” If Billy
Bunter could do nothing else, ho could
ventriloquizse; and & ventriloguist could
make a parrot talk, if nobody else

could.

“Hallo, Pollyl Pretty Polly 1" said
Bunter, blinking at the parrot.

Cackla! Cackla!

Rawson hovered.

“If you've finighed, sir——*

“Oh, yes!" said Bunter., “Like to
hear that parrot talk, Rawsonf?"

“Hea won't talk, sir.”

“FBet you a dollar I muke him talk”
said Bunter.

Rawson coughed.

“Mr. Locke woull object to my
betting with the young gentlemen, sir,”
he answerad. “Elthurwmg——"

"0k, blow Mr. Locke!” said Bunter.
“¥You needn't tell him, I suppose.
Afraid of losing o dollart™

Rawson, like most other memben of
the ship's company, had often desired
to kick Bunter., Now that desire was
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atrong upon him apain, He conld nob
very w&ﬁ kick Bunter, however; but
the desire to tako the fat junior down a
peg made bhim stretch & point in
matter of batti with the young
gentlernen. For ho was quite con-
vinced that Bunter could not make the
parrob talk.

He laid n silver dollar on the table.

“ Very well, sir; just for thia opce,”
gaid Rawaon.

Bunter grinned,

“* Naow, %&ldwin, you've got to talk,”
ke said.

Cackle! Cackle! came from the
parrot, 28 he blinked a2t Dbunter with
poleran red eyes.

Rawson grinned, too.

“Io won't talk, sirl”

“He will,” ypid Bunter. “I've got a
ot of infiuence over birds and things—
mar of the eye, you konow. I'll make

im spoak.”

Bawzon shrugged his shoulders.

Buntor fixed his eyes, and his
spectacles, on the parrot. Baldwin
blinked back at him solemnly.

“Mow, Beldwini Say *Steward!’”
said Bunter.

“ateward I’ camea—or seemed to come
from the groen parrot,

Rawson jumped.

£ cye | he ejaculated.

“What did I tell youi”
Bunter.

“Well, he ain't never zpoke beforel”
said Rawson, staring at the parrot in

amazeimoent,

“Speak again, Baldwin!”  said
Bunter. “Toll the steward what you
think of him!"’

“He, hel DPic-face!” came from the
blinking parrot. “Ugly mugl Red
nose!  Whose whisky bhave you been
mopping up? e, he!"

Rawson fairly staggered.

“Good 'evinga!” he ejaculated.

He stared hbiankly at the uncanny
bird. DNot only was the parrot talking
at lnat but he secmed to have a wrys-
teriouz knowledge of Rawson's purely
privats and personol affairs!

“Ha, he, he!” chortled Bunter.

f\Well, this boats it !” gasped Rawson.

Cackle, cackle! came from the
parrot, “Take yonr face away! It
makea me ill1  Let the whisky alona!
It makes your nose red! He, he (™

“1()ly smoke I’ gasped the steward.

“What a facel” went on the parrot.
“Who's been  treading on your
fentures, stoward? Ide, hel”

Rawson could only stare blankly.
Bunter had taught the bird to speak,
though mrtmnif ho had pot taught him
to speak politely.

Bunter picked up the dollar.

“1 told you so!” he remarked; and
with much satisfaction the Owl of the
Remore slipped the dollar into his
pocket and rolled on deck, leaving
Rasvzon still staring blankly at Baldwin
—who uttered not anoiher word after
the Greyfriars ventrileguist was gone.

grinned

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Saved from 1he Sea!

i E'RE moving ™ remarked
‘W Bob Cherry.
The Silver Star was in

motion at last.

anini; the dinghy astern, the wvacht
glided slowly through the water.

Obviously she was not resumung hor
ran to distant Aden.  Almost at a
gnail’s poace the vacht cireled round in
tho sea.

Ferrers Locke, with a pair of power-
ful bincculare to his cyes, was watching

the wide waters, Harry Woatfon ¥
Co. were watching, too, anxiouns, il
they could, to pick up sight of tho
man whom the Baker Street detective
supposed might be cfloat in the vicimity
of the wacht,

Vanderpeck, tha Dutchman, was
watching the sea still more cagerly.
The previous night it had scemed to the
juniors that Vanderpeck was indiflerent
to the fato of his companion in mis-
fortune. But there was rno indifference
about him now. Keen anriety could be
traced in his hard and heavy face as he
seanned the bine, heaving waters.

Only discipline prevented Mr. (Green
from betraying his impatience at this
wasto of time, as he conzidered it. Tho
Dutchman had said plainly that it was
at sunszet the previous day that his
companion had disappeared from the
dinghy. That settled the matter for
Mr. Green. It was absurd to suppose
that a castaway could have remained
afloat and alive =0 long in a sea in-
fested with sharks.

But Ferrers Locke’s word was Jaw on
board the Silver Star:; he was both

—
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owner and skipper. And the Baker
Strect detective was determined—or,
rather, in the mate’s apinion, obstinate,
Hiz supposition that the Dutchman
might kav? bcen mistaken about the
time when his companion slipped inte
the eea scemed merely nonsenso to Mr.
(ireen. Vanderpeek bad been through
a bard timme: but he clearly had all his
wits about him,

[.ocke lowered the glasses at last.

He glanced at the mate with a {aint
amnile.

““I'nke the glazses, Greenl”™ he said.
“1 thiok § have picked up something
afloat, on the starboard bow.”

“Ay, ay, sivl”

Mr. Green took thoe giasses, and bent
them in the direction indicated by the
detective.

“Floating scaweed, sir "' ho seid.
“You think sol”
”i dﬂ.”

“Well, we cannnt make too sure in
guch 8 matter,” said Locke. “Let us
run dovwn that floating seaweed, Green,
and get a closer view of it."

The wacht’'s direction changed, and
the engines throbbed. The Dutchman,
gripping tre rail with . grip so hard
that bhis knuckles showed white, stared
across the curling blue waters.

7
Harry Wharton & Co. watched
eagerly.

Something—a tiny BGpating aobjet—
came into view at last, scarcely pee-
ceptible on the hearing ocean.

*That's it!"" breathed Frank Nugent.
Y1 eay, you follows!”™ Billy Bunter
joined the Famous Five. * What are
you staring atf ‘That bit of drift-
wood I

“hFathEa.d! It's a man!” exclaimed

“Rot!" said Buntar,

Harry Wharton glanced at the mate.
An extraordinary change hed come
over Mr. Greon's face, He looked ex-
cessively sheepish,

“You're right, sir " He lowered the
glasses. *“It's & man—hanging on to a
broken spar, or something,”

“An oar, I thiok,” said Lacke.

" ¥Yes, that's it! It must be the man
Ehath wont over the side from the

1nghy.

“ Little doubt of that*

“By gum! If he went over st sunset
yesterday I'd never have believed that

he conld keep alive till now ! muttesed
the mate, -

“I think be went ovor much later
than sunset,” said Looke tranquilly. “I
think it wos not long before we sighted
the dinghy.”

“1 don't zoe why,” said Mr. Green.

“1 have my reasons,”
The floating man was clearly visible
now tu tho naked evo, as the yachd

rushed down swiftly towards him, All
eyes were fized on him.

He made no sign to the approachi
yacht, uttered no ory, Hﬁlgated ﬁ
the gently heaving wuter like a log, su
orted by the oar to which he heig
t seemed to the observers on tho vacht
that he must be unconscious; yet he
kept to the oar, upon which his hoad
appeared to rest. Aa they drew nearer
it could be scen that he was tied to the
onr-—strips  torn from his olothing,
knotted togsther to make a rope
fastened him to his sole support, and

kopt him afoat.
“Poor chap! breathed Bob.

“I—1 say, you fellows, it—it's reslly
a man!” ejaculated Bil Bunter,
“Rather lucky we stopped, after all,”

" Yes, rathor.” '

"The luckfulness ia terrifie.”
~ Within a cable's longth of the fomt-
ing, sensales: figure ?n tha sea the
yvacht's boat dm]]:ped. Farrers Locke
entered it, and the boat’s crew pulled
swiltly to the castaway.

From th.: yacht Harry Wharten & Co.
watched Locke free him from the float-
ing oar, and lift bim inta the boat,

The man was evidently unconscious.
Ha lay inert in the strong arms of the
Baker Street dofective as he was lifted
in.

i h:}gn he's gtill elive!” muttersd
Johnny Bull

(1] Aﬂ IJ'l

It was a guttural exclamation from
the Dutchman, who was watching the
rascne with starting evea,

The junic:s glanced at him,

Vanderpeek’s grip on the rail was
almost convulsive. Whatever emotion
it was that stirred him, it was evidently
poverful.  His hard faco was almost
deveid of colour as he stared at the
Eﬂa.t pulling ewiftly back to the Silver

lar.

Willing bande helped the resened man
on deck. He was insensible but still
living. Vanderpeck came forward, the
swaat thick on his brow.

“He lives1” he breathad.

“He lives!” answered Faerrers Locke,
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with a searching look at the Dutchman's
tormeonted face.

“Ach] But he i3 very far gonel”
muttered Vaoderpeck

“He is far gone—but I think we shall
seve him ! said Locke. *“This is the
man who was with you in the dinghy?"

Vanderpeck hezitated & moment be-
fore he answered.

“Ja, mynheer I

“The skipper of the Sundabund 1

“Ja, ial"” muttered the Dutchman.

“"He ‘]:lqs had a kboock, sir!” said
Gmn,ﬂgmnﬁng to & bruised cut on the
forehead of the insensible man. " How
the dickens did he get that knock 17

“He knock his head, I think, falling
out of tha boat, sir I muttered Vander-
peck. “He was mad from drinking the
gea-water,'”

" Possibly 1V said Ferrers Locke,

The intensible man waa carried below.
The yacht's boat was swung up again,
&nd the Silver 3tar at last resumed her
interrupted run to distant Aden.

Vanderpeck touched the arm of the
Baker Strect detective,

“He is my shipmate
gaid i:mskil;. " You wi!i let him be put
in my cabinl 1 will care for him—"

“He will be placed in my own cabin [”
gaid Locke. “ Fortunately 1 have some
surgical skill, and he needs it all.”

Durie was carried into Ferrers Locka's
cabin, and placed in the detective's own
berth. There he was left to Locke's
care. 'The rest left the eabin, but Vander-
peck lingered behind. That the Dutch-
man was anxious was clear, whother
or not his anxiety was {or the man who
haed been his shipmate on tho
Sundabund.

Locke glanced round at him.

“T.oave the cabin, please!™ he said.

“ But, mynhear—'"

“T.eave the cabin I

Locke's voice was authoritative, and
there was nothing for the Dutchman to
do but to obey. Blowly and reluctantly
ha left the cabin, and the door was
closod on tha detective and the
castaway.

mynheer,” ha

—_—— e

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Wun Lung is Susplcious !

E6 A weg, Chink "

G Tha Dutchiman, coming on
deck, shoved roughly apgainst
little Wun Lung, and sent

thé Chinese junior staggering.

Wun Lung brought up against Harry
Wharton, Without & worg of apology
YVanderpeck tramped on.

Wharton's ¢yes fashed.

To the Dutchman Wun Lung was
merely a "“Chink,"” & native of the
Orient to whom he fancied that he
could be s insolent as he chose. That
was not Harry Wharton's idea at sll.

Ho stepped quickly in the Dutchman's

ay.

“You had better mend your mannaors,
Mz, Vanderpeck I he exclaimed. * You
are not allowed to shove or abuse
passeénpers on this yacht."’

Vanderpeck glared at him.

It was evident that the Dutchman was
in a savage and bitter temper, though
the cauze of 1t was not clear. Whatever
the causo, Wharton's ides was that he
had to keep it to himself.

““A passenger !" jeered Vanderpeck.
“That Chink s passenger! Ach! Does

our M;'nheer Locke give passapgs to

inks 1"

“Wun Lung is a
bolongs to our school at home,” said
Harry. *But if he were a stewardy
boy, you would still have to treat him
civilly, Mr, Yanderpeck. ¥You are not
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azsenger, and he

on & Dutch East India island new,
where you can bully natives as much as
you like,"
* Hear, hear " said Bob {:hﬁrrf._
“¥You illlmannered bruta " exclaimed

Frank Mugent indignantly,
Vanderpech glared at the juniora. His
look showed that ho wcul:i have been

glad to rush at them, hitting out right
and left.

Had he yielded to that impulse the
Famous Five would not have been sorry.
They were quite prepared to mop up
the deck of the Silver Star with Vander-
peck, big and muscular as he was.

But the Dutchman controlled himself.
ITe was accustomed to handling a native
crew on the schooner that bad gone
down, using feet and fsts indiscrimin-
ately in dealing with them. DBut he-
realised that he could not use either
fists or feet in dealing with the school-
boy passengers on the yacht.

He grunted something in guttursl
Itutch, and swung away.

“Pig 1" remarked Johnny Bull.

“The pigfulness ia terrific!” said
Hurrce Jamset Ram  Singh. “The
punchiulpess of his esteemed and
ludierous nose would be the proper
caper.”

*He will get it punched if he doesn’t
behave himself 1" said Wharton, frown-
ing. "“Did the brute hurt you, Wun
Lung 7'

The Chinese junicr grinned cheerily.

“Na hultee,” he said. " Allec light!
He no likee Chinese, that Dussman, Me
no likeo that Dussman plenty too much,
either. Ile plenty bad epg.™

The little Chinee's slauting eyea were
following the Dutchman curiously.
Vanderpeck took no further heed of
Iitn. o him, Wun Lung was only a
Chink, like ony other Chink. But
Harry Wharton & Co., to their surpriza,
saw that there waa recognition in Wun
Lung's look at the surviver of the
Bundabund.

“¥ou've scen that sportsman before,
kid?"” azked Bob Cherry.

* Me tinkee,”

2 !'rl;.' hat! Where have you =zeen
him 7" asked Nugent.

“*Me tinkee sce that fellee along
China, before me comey along Gley-
flicls, long ago,’’ said Wun Lung. “He
plenty bad toad. He no savvy this
Chines, but me savvy that Dussman
pleniy too muchee,’

The little Chinese sa1d no more; but
the juntors noticed that hiz eves turned
frequently on the sullen- faced
Dutchman.

Whatever it was Wun Lung knew of
Vandarpeck, they could guess that it
was not to the Dutchman's eredit.

Wun Lunpg had missed the scene the
night before, and this was the first time
he had observed the Dutchman. As the
juniors sat in the deckchairs under the
awning, waiting for Ierrera Locke to
come on deck, the little Chinee asked
questions, and they gave him a full
account of the finding of the dinghy with

Vanderpeck in it.
Wun Lupg listened with keen
attention.

“Fellers Locke plenty cleves!" he
remarked.

“That's no news™ said Harry
Wharton, with a smile. * But what
have you got in vour noddle now, Lid#*

Wun Lung smiled.

“Me tinkee Fellers Locke tinkea foul
play along that dinghy!” he answered.

Wharton started.

“Foul play ¥ ho repeated.

“My hatl” ejaculated Bob Cherry,
and the juniors looked at one another.
It was a new idea Lo them,

“Elessed if I zee it said Johany
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Bull. “Wbky should one castaway in a
boat want to hurt the other 1"

“Me no savvy! That Dussman plenty
bad egg,” said Wun Lung. “Ms no
tlust that Dussman one copper cashl
Ma tinkee Fellers Locke tinkee foul
play along the dinghy. That why he
no believe what Dussaran say; that why
he stop along sea, lookee fol othel man,
What you tinkee i

The juniors were silent,

They koew the statement that the
Dutchman had made, and which bad
been duly entered in the log of the
Silver Star. According to him, the
schooner Sundabund, a trader of
islands, had struck an unknown reef in
the night, and pone down in the Indian
QOcoan. The native crew of Malays and
Konakas and Chinks had panicked,
seized the larger hoat, and fed, whether
surviving or not, Venderpeck hed no
knowledge. He and the skipper had
escaped in the dinghy, and had been
without food and water for two daym
At sunset on the sccond day Captain
Durie, mad with thirst, had drunk sea-
water, lost his senses, and tumbled oub
of the dinghy, and Vanderpeck had seen
no more of him.

That was the gist of the Dutchman's
statement, and the juniors saw nothing
to doubt in it.

Yet now that the acute Chinese junior
made the suggestion, they could see that
it was probable that Ferrers Locke
doubted.

Certainly he had not trusted to
Vanderpeck’s information as to the time
when Idurie had gone over from the
boat. Had he beheved it, it was not
likely that he would have lingered on
the spot in the hopo of picking up
Captain Durie.

“1 wonder ! said Bob at last. " Very
likely Ferrers Locke saw something in
the dinghy that we didn’t notice. The
jollv eld Dutchman never knew that he
was poing to [all in with the keencst
deteetive in the wide world,”

“Well, we've got the other man now,*
gaid Nugent. "“There’s no doubt that
he had a had knoek on the head.™

“That's certain,” said ‘YWharton
thaughtfully.

“Ho will tell us what happened as
soon 45 he comoes to,” =zaid Johnny Bull;
“and if there was foul play weo've got
that Dutchman safe”

“Perhaps that's what's worrying the
fellow,” pgrinned Bob Cherry. "He
seentz to be in a frightful tempor.™

Ferrers Locke came on deck at last.
The Putchman, who had been staring
sillenly at the sea, drew near to bhear
him as be spoke to the juniora.

“*Has the man come to, sir?” asked
Harry.

Locke shook his head.

“No. He has sulfered extremely, and
he is stil]l unconscious. The blow on the
head was severe, and he had a long 1me-
mersion 1n the sca. The poor fellow
lost consciousness in the water: but he
had his wits about him, evidently, when
he was first in the sea, for he tied him-
solf to the oar to keep afloat. Had we
not picked him up he could scarcely
have survived many hours longer; but
now I have every hope of saving him.”

“He will live?” said Bob.

“1 think s0.”

“And when he comes to——" Bob
broke off and glanced at the Dutchs
man’s face. The sweat was trickling
down it

“ He has not spoken yet, mynheer ™
nchod Vanderpeck, and his rough voice
had & peculiar quiver in it

“MNot yet,” rpswered Locke.

“But you think—how long—%
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Vanderpeck’s eyes were anxiously on the
Baker Strect detective’s face.
“That I cannot say, but I do not

expect him to recover consciousness
to-day,” said Locke., *To-morrow, no
doubt—"

Vanderpeck drew & deep broath,

* e is my shipraate,” he said. “For
many years | have sailed and troded
among the islands with Captain Durie,
You will let me take care of my ship-
mate and watch by him.” .

Locke's look was indefinable as it
dwelt on the Dutchman’s eager [ace.
Ha shook his hord.

#71 hardly think you would make a
ge:md nurse, Mr. Vanderpeck,” he said.
‘Your skipper is in good hands, ond
ke will not be left alone.”

“But he iz my shipmate, mynheer,
and I wish—" p ;

* You must leave it to mo to decide,
Mr. Vanderpeck.” .

Ferrers Locke turned away with that,
th!'::.a F:}utlchmu's eyes [ollowing him

weringly.

Vanderpeck lounged away; and Wun
Luong grinned at the juniors, and winked
cne slanting eya.

® Dussman wantee muchee watches
wick man,” ho remarked. " No vr;janl;ee
sick man wakee talkee. mo tinkee.

* (Oh, draw it mild 1" exclaimead 'th
Cherry. startled. “You surely don't
think—" Ho broke off. Thn thought
seemed too terrible to put into words.

Wun Tung shrugged his shoulders.

“Mea tinkes he no wantee aick man
talkoo 1” he snid. “ Me tinkee he plenty
glad sposea sick man no talkee
altogether any more. Fellors Locke
savvy plenty: he no httue*ﬂuuma:i put
pillow over faceo belong sick man.”

The juniors shuddered. The suspicion
seemed to them too fearful to be enter-
teiped for & moment. Vet they could
not help thinking that some such sus

jcion must be in the mind of Ferrers
]D..ocko. for why otherwise should he
rofuse & sailorman leave to watch by
his sick shipmate? And they wondercd
what tragedv might have been happen
ing in the driftine dinghy when in the
dark night the lights of the Silver Star
came to the eyes of the castaways on the
lonely waters of the Indian Ocean.

THE BEEVENTH CHAPTER.
Buntar’s Parrot !

H RAT the bird!”
D Green,
Cackle, cacklel

The Greyiriarz fallows

said Mr.

amiled.

In the hot afterncon Br. Green had
bix parrot on deck. and was once more
endeavouring to teach him to talk.

The mmate of the Hilver Star had
almost given up hope of success, and
almost made up his mind that that
saven dollars at Singapors was a dead
lpss, when he received from the stoward
ke surprising information that Beldwin
tad talked Lhat morning.

It was delightful news to Mr. Ggeen,
and it greatly encouraged him.

But if Daldwin had talked once he
gecmed disinelined to talk again. In
vain Mr. Green gave him lumps of
sugar and talked to him in persuasive
tonea. The parret refuzed to acknow-
ledge a single remark, except by 2 most
unmusieal cackle. Of eackle he had an
unlitvited supply, but of words none.

“Tother the bird!” zaid Mr. Greon.
“rTain't as if he hasn't talked at all
He'a talked ance, and the steward heard
him. Why can't he talk again? That's
what I want to kopow.”

Billy Bunter grioned.

“Tike mo to teach him ¥’ he asked.

Mr. Green grunted. He had the
lowest possible opinion of Bunter and
all his works. Yet he had to admit that,
according to Rawson, it was Bunter who
had induced the parrot to talk on the
solitary occasion when Baldwin had
given voico.

“Ay, ay! See what you can do,
then.” he said. :

“T'd make him talk fast enough if he
was mine,” said Bunter. “Look here,
Mr. Green, he's no use to you, You
rive him to me, and I'll meke him
talk.”

T-FI
parrat,
Malay at
teach.”

Y Thﬂrt

ave sgeven dollars for that
runted Wlr. Green. *That
ingapore said he was easy to

Malay must have Dbeen

. -fl: l.f‘:..r.
e g ;r?:}" Py

)

“ Tall the steward what you think ot him, Baldwin,” sald Bunter.

Pieface | ** ecame—or seemed to come—Iirom the

knew that DBilly Dunter
ventriloguist.

Bunter remained on deck, heedless of
tesa.

Mr, Green shook a stubby forednger
at the perrot, who, gerc cd on the
enbin skylight, blinked back at him
with solemn red eyes. Baldwin was
quite a tame parrot, and & good-tem-
percd bird.  His only drawback wa3s
that he wouldn't talk, and that all his
ownar's eficrts to induce him to 4o so
were in vain.

“Talk' you brute!” growled Mr,
Gireen. "yl‘u!k‘ you bally sen-lawyer!
I’'ve & thumping good mind to wring
your bally neck, if you don't talk t"

“Leave him to me,” said Dunter.
“You'll never make him talk in & month
of Sundays. I've got a lot of power
over birds and animals—the power of

waw a

** He, he !

rof, **Ugly mug! Red

nose | Whose whisky have you been mopping up? He, he 1™

descended from Ananias, or George
Washington,” chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Well, look here, I'll buy him from
vou, and pay up when wa reach
England,” suggested Bunter. “['m
rather short of funds now, owing fto
being with a lot of ungrateful fellowa
who can't trust a friend with & loan;
but I'm expecting some postal orders
when we get home—"

Grunt from Mr, Green, He did not
know so much about Bunter's celebrated
postal orders as the Gueyliriarg fellows
Lknew, but he had learned a good deal
about Bunter imself on the Silver Star.
He appeared dizsinclhined to trust to the
fat junior’s promise of future payment.

“I'd bike that parrob,” said DBunter.
“1 could sell him at a gpood figure, ab
home, after teaching bhim to talk.”

Wr. Green grunted again.

“ Halla, hallo, hallo! ‘I'here's tea!™
gnid Pob Cherry, and the Famous Five
and Wun Lung went below.

For once, Billy Bunter did not seom
te be in & hurry for a mcal. He waos,
in fact, rather glad to sce the other
follows clear off. 1If that parrot was
going to talk, it was better for him not
to do so in the presonco of fellows who

the eye, you know, I just fix my eye
on them—"

“All four? asked Mr.
castically.

Bunter snorted. This was cheak from
e mate, and Bunter WI{ nearly told
him so. But not quite. Thore was no
telling what Mr. Green might have
done, had Bunter told him what he
thought of him.

“Talk, you brute!" mapﬁnad Mr.
CGreen. “Talk, you swab! Tally, you
red-eved lubbher! Yah ¥

Baldwin remained unmoved.

“That swab Rawson was dreaming I
growled Mr. Green. *“The brute never
talked at all! He can't talk "

“T'll make him talk, if you'll give
him to me!” said Bunter,

Groen sar-

“You!"” said Mr. Green, whose
tempur had suffered from Baldwin,
“You! Why, you can’'t talk sense
yourself I

“ Look hera [ hooted Buntor.

“Well, T'll tall you whatt” said the
exasperuted Mr. Green. “You try your
luck, and if you make him talk I'll give
him to you, and if you dom't, I'll kick
you down the hatchway.”
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" Done I" said Bunter ax once.

Mr. Green looked at him darkly.

“Mind, I mean it 1" he said.

“8o0 do I!” grinned Bunter.

“I'm a man of my word |” said Mr.
Grecn. “Make him talk, and he's
Yourn. Dut if he don't tﬁEk‘, you get
my boot, hard I”

It’s & gol” said Buntor. ,

“Well, heave ahead, then!” said Mr.
Grecn, and hbe swung back his foot a
ittle, a3 if in preparation for fulfilling
the bargain.

Bunter gave a fat little cough.

“Telk away, DBaldwin!” he said.
“Tell Mr, Green whal you think of his

“Is it & face?” came from the parrot.

Mr. Green almost fell on the deck.

“Holy smoko! He's talking!” he
gasped. lle stared blankly at the re-
markable bird that had so suddenly
become endowed with the power of
speech, _

#1 told you Y'd make him talk,” said
Bunter. “(Go on, Baldwin ™

“Oh, give us a rest!” came from the
solemn-oyad parrot, “I'm fed-up with

man Green. He's a silly ass!”

“"Hea, he, he " coniributed Bunter.

Mr. QGreen slaggered away a few
paces, his eim fixed vn tho parrot in
something like horror.

“M]y word | he pasped. “My
Wﬂfﬂ 3

Heveral of the vacht's erew drow nosr,
staring on in amazement. Most of them
bad heard talking parrote before; bub
they had never heard a parrot talking
like this.

Now that Baldwin had begun to talk,
he went on with it.

“Call yoursell a sailor?” he said.
“How many ships have you piled up in
%nur time? You oupght to be mate of a

hames barge! hat'a your mark,

Green.”
tornadoes | gazped Mr.

“ Great
Green.
*Take your fmce awny!” said Bald.
. “It worries me! it u face, or
o figure-head off & wreck !

There was a chuclle from the scamen,
and Mr. Green glared round at them.
Tha% faded out of the picture instantly.

"Well, my word!” said Mr. Green,
staring at the parrot again. “The
brute can talk if he likea! It's um-
canny. I've heard hundreds of talking
parrots, but I never heard one talk like
‘ﬂi;’f before, I'd never have believed

“Oh, you'ro a silly owl!” came from
Baldwin., “You're no esnilor! You on
a steam-yacht! You ought to be before
the mast on &8 wind-jemmer! Yeh!*

Mr. Green erimsoned with weath.
Had o humap being addressed that
deadly insult to him, Mr. Green would
have replied with his knuckles, had the
speaker been his owner. But he could
not very well punch s parrot. He had
wanted Baldwin to talk. Baldwin was
telking pow, with a vengeance. Mr.
{ireen glared at the unconscious parrob
in min:gfad wrath and amazement,

Billy Bunter chuckled.

“That's my parrot
remarked.

“0Oh 1* gaspad Mr. Green.

A bhargain's a bargain!™ said
Bunter. “ You said I could have him if
I made him talk! Well, I've made
him tall, haven't I

Mr. Green could not deny it.

“He's yours!” he gasped. “"Tuke
bim away! You've made him talk;
but if he talks to me like that any
more, 111 wring his bally neck. Take
him awayI®

Billy Bunter picked up the parrot
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and lodged him on a fat shoulder. The

arrot, who had often =at on Mr.
reen's shoulder, seemed contented
there. The fat junior rolled helow with

him, and Mr. Groen shook a fist after
the exasperating bird as he went.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What are you
doing with Green’s parroti” egc]mmed
Bob Cherry, &s Bunter rolled into the
salooq.
“My parrot!”

mlmnliy. . .

i r}' hat! Haa Green given him to
you

“Yea; I made him talk.”

“Gammon [

“You can esk Green ™ said Bunter,
with dignity.

“Well, make him talk again, snd let
us hear him 1™ said Bab suspicionsly.

Bunter shook his head.

“He's not uzed to it yet,” he explained,
“T don't want to tire him. I'm alwayas
conesiderate, as you know. 1 hope you
fellows haven't scoffed all the cake,™

And Bunter sat down to tea. He was
late for a meal, for onco in his fat
career: but, i the circumstances,
Bunter considered that it was worth 1t.

answered  DBunter

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
At Midnlght ]

ERRERS LOCKE lifted his head.
A low moan came from the
man who lay in the bunk in the
. eabin of the detective-skipper of
tho Bilver Star.

It was the frst sign of returning
consciousness,

Locke was stretched on the seitee in
the cabin. Ha had given up his berth
to the sick man, and he took his watch
below on the eciten. Eight bells had
lately struck. It was past wmidnight.

In their state-rooms, Harry Wharton
& Co. were sound asleep. Mr, Green
was taking his watch on deck. Under
the glimmering stars tho yocht throbbed
her way across the shadowed waters of
the Indian Ocean.

Ferrers Locke was resting, but he was
nat sloeping. Ever since the gick man
had been placed in berth hoe had
never been left alone. During the day,
various perzons had taken turns to
watoh by him, though Locke had re-
fused fo allow Vanderpeck to take u
turn, ;

Az the low, faint moan came, Ferrers
Locke listened, and then stepped irom
the settoe.

Tha electric light was burning in the
cabin, and the face of the man in the
berth showed white in it,

His eyca were open now, staring up
wildly at the detective. But there was
na eonsciousnesa in them, The man had
awakened from his long lethargy, but
not in his sonses,

His white lips moved, and Locke bont
to catch the wards.

“Tha belt ¥

The words came faintly but distinctly.
Tho fecble hand of the sick man grup&g.
as if in search of the article he named.

“The belt! Hands

Looke

off] Ah1®

The eyes ¢loacd once more.
bent over the man. He wa: unconsoioua
again; but his breathing was regular,
und thore was o faipt flush of colour in
the whito face,

Ferrars Locke returned to the settes,
and stretolicd himsellf upon it agsin,
Thore wts a thoughifal frown on his
brow. Thoso faint words, uttered un-
consciously by the sk mau, had given
him a cine, . i

Ho lay silent, his head resting on o
cushion, thinking. There was s [aint

The money-belt !
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sound ot the door, and it opened soltly.
For a second a grim smile crossed the
faco of Ferrers Locke, Then his face
becawe cxpressionless, and he closod his
eyes, a3 if in slumber. OUnly the merest
elit of one eye remained opsn. Ferrers
Locke appeared to be sleeping, but he
wnis wtltch:iﬂg. P i

n the doprway efoo e lgnre o
?andﬁrﬁank‘ d

The Dutchman stood there, motion
less, quiet, His sharp eyes, under the
hf.-athng brows, ssarched the room.
Thoy rested on Ferrers Locke, and he
waited & full mivute, walching and
listening,

Then, softly, he stepped [arither in,
and closed the door,

Again ke stopped and listened. DBus
from the Baker Street detective there
came no sound or movement. To all
appearance he was sunk in a deep

umber,

A grin Bickered over the face of the
Dutchman,

Stlently he stepped towards the berth,
and stood looking down on the man

who had been hiz skipper and ship-
mate.

He locked round over kis shoulder at
the settce; Ferrors Locke had rot
stirred. Vander drew closor to tho
berth, and his hand hovercd over the
sick man. A focw moments more and
it would have been pressed over the

mouth of the unconseious mwan, shuttia
off the fooble breath. .

“Etﬂp 1!?

It was a quiet, slmost whispering
voice; but it etortled the Duichman
like a clap of thunder.

He uttered a pgasping exclamation,
and spun round.

Ferrers Locke—with po sign of
slumber about hitn now—waa sitting up
on the settec; and an automatic in his
hand was bearm% directly on the Dutch-
man. Over the lovelled barrel his eyes
gleamad,

“Bland sway from the berth”

“Ach!" gasped Vanderpeck.

Ha obayed the order et onco. The
levelled revolver, and the cool, clear

i it, enfor 0 1enco.
eyes hohind it, enforeed obed
. He moved towards the door, his burn-
g eyes on the Baker Street defective,
his muscular hands elenched.

“Btop there " said Looke.

Vanderpeck stopped.

“What do you want hera?”

The Dutechman breathed hard.

“1 came to—to logk at him. I was
anxious—he iy my shipmate—I wished
to ssp—"

*“And that is all?”
“That is, all I
Locke smiled contemptuousiy.

“] have been cxpecting this,” Hhe
said. “Biand whkere you are, Jan
Vanderpeek; lift a hand, and I will
shont you down like a dog!"

“Mynheer—""  stammered the
Dutchman.

“You came hera, to make sure that
Captain Durie would naver speak, to
tell what happened in the dinghy,” seid
Loske, in a low. level wvoice. “You
have been watching for an opportunity
all day, and 1 have taken care that you
found pone. Now you have taken the
rizsk, beoause you dared not let him live
til to-morrow, when he will recover
hin scnses and speak. You scoundrel,
1 have known your game all along 1"

The Dutchman did not speak.
hate and rage that burned in his eyes
told of biz {eelings; but no word cama
fron his set lips.

*“T suspected you from the first,” went
on the Daker Strcot detective, in the
spime low, level tone. *1 knew there

{Coniinued on page 12.)



GATHER ROUND, YOU SOCCER FANS, FOR ANOTHER INTERESTING—

]

rogard to the gome of football is becauss the rules of

the game, as given officially, do not always mean what

they say. Take ss 8 typical exomple 8 point which ia

raised this week by a young player of a junior side in Bristol.

He has been reading through the rules and regulations—

& tourss which I commend to all young players—and has

stumbled across this phrase, “ No player may leave the field

of play during the course of a match, or return to it, withount
the permission of the referce.”

This reader points out that this iz a rule which is broken
dozens of time in practically every mateh. For example, every
time & player over the touehline to throw the ball in he has
acinally laft the feld of play. When a player takes a corner
kick he stepa outside the plaving ares, and the same thin
ho when the goalkeeper g&s to get the ball from behin
the net when it has been kicked past the goal.

What the ruls really means—and this is what it should say—
is that
wrhen ¢ player for anyg reasomn definitely retives
Jrom the game jor o spell, and olzso legves tha

arena—that {8, goes fo the dreasing-room—he

must veqgquest the permission of the veferee before
doing 8o,

OHE of the reasons why so many questions crop up in

and must also acquaint the referes with his intention to come
back when he is again ready.

Thia idesa of getting the pormission of the referes to * go off
doesn't even apply to the player who is taken over the touch-
line while a temporary injury receives attention, In this cass
the permission to leave the Asld is presumed to have besn given,
baosuse in most cases the referce tells the trainer to take the
player off so thal the game may be continued, BMoreover,
arcording to my intorpretation of the “ leaving the fisld " ruls,
& player who io this way doea go beyond touchline for
wh‘ﬂ ean return to the field at any moment he thinks fit

thout acguainting the referee or asking his permission.

CTUALLY, this point has already cropped up in the

A course of play this season. B]mkpooF ware playing

EBlackburn Rowvers in & Lancashire Cup-tie., Imrie,

a Blackburn player, was hurt in the course of the

s, and went beyond the touchline for s few moments

while the trainer gave him a rub down. Just az Imrie was

about fit sigsin. the play suddenly became garious fvom the point

of viow of the Blackburn club, and without any warming the

injured player dashed on to the field and repelled the attack.
Was Imrie justified in this action }

My roply is that the injured player was not sctine contrary
to the spirit of the rules. I remerober a similar, and in some
woys an amusing incident connected with the Cup Finsl of 1912
when Harngla al Weost Bromwich Albion. Tho game wos
bein rﬂg‘:la.;.rccf'm- Braroall Lane ground. Glendinning, » Barns-
ley hall-back, whe later went to play for Dolton \Wandercrs,
was hurt, and he rotired beyond the touchiine so that & damaged
foot could be given the attention of the trainer,

In order that this could be done, Glendinning had to talke
off his boot. The play veered against his sido,

wnd the player nolicing thiz, suddenly dashed
on to Mte ficld—withc only ohe bootl an, The
afher boot teas left in the hands of the trainer.

The onlookers laughed—or st least those of thom who ware not
pnnoyed laughed, for this muat surely have boon the onl
cecasion on which a man has takon any part in a Cup Finsl wit
one foot only coverod by s stoclmg.

The iocvident raised a lot of talk owing to the fact thal the
refores on that occasion didn't say & word to Glendinming,

Th test authority on foold-

al 2o vWiho is7 “Oid
Ret! " Ha'll solve gll your [scocosr
problems for you, it you'll let himl

The sotion—or should I say insction '—of the referee wai
upheld, it boing decided that the player had & right to corae on
just when he chosa to do 8o,

ericket during the summer, and the two gamos are
to get a bit confused from time to time, ite recently,
on the Armenal pround st Highbury, I witnessed a
incidemt. Tho ball waa kicked Eigh seroes the Geld to
Joo Hulme, the Arsenal outside-right, who plays oriclet for
Middlescx during tho summer. Hulme was standing well insids
the line—that is, on the field of Ela.y—-nnd whether he forgot
that he was playing football and not cricket I don't Lnow.
Anyway, the player ceught the {ootball in hiz hands perfoctly,
and, of course, the referce gave s free kick for ** hands ' against
him,
The probable explanation of Hulme's conduct wae that hs
thought the ball was over the line, and his idea was to catch it
and throw it in quickly. But

ax he cought the leather before if toent out of
play, there was nothing for the wveferee fo do
bul fo award a free Rick.

The coniusion of cricket and football waa illustrated the
other day in s different way. Fulham have on their books a
player named Hammond, for whose services seversl clubs have
aogled, as it is believed that he might develop into a second
Charlie Buchan.

One alub which was interested in Hammond sent & spout to
watch him play. In due ecourse the secout reported on Ham.
mond's ability as a footballer and woond up with this semtence,
* 1 should thinlk that the centuries which Hammond has made
for England st ¢riocket have kept him vory fit. He logked in
the pink of condition." What had hnﬁpanad, of course, waa
that this particular scout had confused Hammond, the Fu'iham
ioothaller and Susaox oricketer, with Walter Hammond, the
Engiand batsman who played in the recont series of Teat
matches against Australia. Walter Hammond plays for
(Zloucester st cricket, and is Do |ﬁ}1§01" a footballer, though it
may be added that at ona tims Walter Hammond was a pro-
fonsional footballer on the books of the Bristol Rovers Club.

T}{EF_E are plonty of professional footballers who play

funn

HERE comes frora Glasgow a time-keeping guestion

ﬁ which is apropos: of an insident in a recent matoh

botwoen i}aﬁiu and Queen's Park. The reforee signalled

for time ; the players went off the field, and the speq-
tatora began to go home, On reaching the dressing-room,
howewvor, the referce had his attention drawn to the fact that
he hed played two minates short. The man with the whistle,
cxamining his watch agsin, sgresd ihat this was so, and he
ordered the players to turn oub agaio for the two minutes which
had besn played short.

In the two minates, Queen's Park scored s goal, and the Celiio
followera thought that this waa hord luck, as the gopl scored
when play wes resumed mesnt the loss of a point, Howover,
the referse was within bis rights in taking tho players back to
finish the proper time., Indeed, he would have been wm:g
not to take the pluyers baclk when he discovered that he b
made s mistske. &3 the rules say

that ¢ game sholl consist of threc-guarlers of
an lhour each way.

I remember an oocasion some time agoe when the roferse
discovered that he had played short time. He asked the men
to turn oul ogein, but some of them were alresdy in the h‘ﬂﬂi!
and they refused to do so. " All right," said the referes, ™ if
yvou don't turn out we shall play the extra minutes without
vou,” 'That convinced the players of the necessity of geiting
back into their football tops as quickly as poasible,

“ LD REPF.”
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SAVED FROM THE SEA!

(Continucd from yage 10.)

bad been foul play when I stepped inio
tho dinghy last night.”

Yanderpeck started.

“You did not know, when you hurled
your companion from the boat at sight
of a ship's lights bearing down on you,
that you would have to deaxl with o
detcetive ! sald Locke. " No doubt any
cther skipper would bave picked yau up
and accepted your tale without doubl;
and you would have been safe. Un-
fortunawely for you, i1t was not an
ordinary skippor you had to deal with,

but o detective |

‘I'he Dutchman clenched his bhands
harder. 1t scomed, for a moment, that
ho would spring on tho Baker Street
detective, risking tho revolver. Dut he
checked ilimsulf, and stood still

“You wouald have denied that there
had been another man in the boat,”
went on Locke. " DBuat in the darkness
biz bat had fallen, and you had not
noticed it. Then you told me that he
had gone mad with thirst, and fallen
mto tho sea atb sunset., 1 know 1t was
a liel”

Ho smiled faintly.

“1 am accustomed to using my cyos,
Mr. Vanderpeck. There was a spot of
bloed near where the hat Ta;.'—and the
hat itself was smeared with it. "1'he
blood was wet and fresh. 1 knew that
only a short time could have elapsed
ginco a blow had been struck, The man
had not gone over at sunset; he had
gono over only a short time before we
reached vou. And you had struck him
down and thrown him into the sea.™

A quiver ren through the Dutch-
man's heavy frame,

“As I reconstructed tho scene in my
mind,” pursued the Baker Strect detee-
tive, “you struck him suddenly, pro-
bably with an ocar. He was holding the
other oar, and lie retained it in his

rasp—perhaps attempted  to  defend

maelf with it. Ile fell in the boat,
and you ecarried out your purpuse—
robbeyy 17

Tho Dutchman started again.

“When you left the sinking Sunda-
bund you had né time to save any of

our effects. But Captain Durio earried

is money in & belt—and you knew it §"

Lacke, watehing tha man’s whitening
face, knew that he had hit tho mark.
The inccherent mwuttering of tho sick
mon had given him the clue to tho
motive for the crime that had been
enacted in the drifting dinghy.

 “¥You tore tho belt from bhim,” con-
tinued Ferrors Locke.  “ Tho hlow an the
head had knocked him out, though it
l'm_d not stunned him. He was still con-
scions, and doubtlesz  atfempting to
resist, when you pitched him into tho
sea, for ho still kept his hold upon tho
oar. With the remaining car yon made
what way vou could, leaving him to
gink—or to tho sharks. ™

The Putehman stood as if rooted to
the floor. His eyes burned as they
were fastened on the DBaker Street
dr:}rui:*twnr fi‘l.:‘:{.':.i s

ou knpw that he had the monev-
belt. and you had [;(Iunm-ﬂ to rob hi?;i
of it,” went on Locke. “ But veu held
your hand till there was a chanco of
being picked up.  If vou wero to perish
with Duric in the open boat, the noney-

BETTER THAN EVER!

THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL
GOT YOURS YET ?
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belt was useless to you., It was when
vou saw the lights of this yacht, in bhe
night, bearing down towards you, you
mado up your mind to act, and your
treachery took the poor fellow by
surprise,”™

He paused.

“Da you deny 167" he added.

The Dutchman’s thick lips curved in a
SAVage Lneer, ‘
“Ach! WYWhat is the use, when Durie,

in the morning, will tell you the samne
tale #' he apswered. “You are very
clever, Mynheoer Locke ! I did not know
thhat I should have a detective to deal
with, Any erdinary skipper would have
been satisfied with my story.  Ach!
Durie had five hundred pounds in bank-
notes in his belt; I had nothing! I
never liked him. Many times he had
rated mo for kicking the Kanakas, and
I knew that hoe intended o cut me adriit
and get & new mate for the Sundabund.
And, sinco you know so much, Mynheer
Locke, I will tell you more, It was I
who ran the schoonoer on the reef, in
revenge on him, and for the sake of the
money-belt that I knew he always
carried, and which I should have a
chance to sccure when wo took to the
boats,” -

“Y am not surprisced to hear 1t"
said Locko quietly, “and but for the
chanco that it waz Ferrers Locke who
picked you up, you would have sue-
ceaded, and escaped scot-free. Lay the
moncy-belt on the table.”

The Dulchman hesitated a moment.
Then he unbuckled a belt from under
hiz shirt and laid it on the table, in
silemee, It was a leather belt, lined
with pockets on the inside, and the
pockets wers stuffed full.

“And now, mynhcer—" breathed
the Dutchman,

“MNow,” said Ferrers Locke—"now
that there is no further doult in the
matter, Mynheer Vanderpeck, vou will
ba put in iroms, and handed over o
the authorities when we reach Aden.”

Ha roso {from tho sobice.

“Qpen that door and walk bLefore
me,” he said, with a gesture with the
automalic.

“You are the master here!”
Vanderpeck sullenly.

“Quite! Open tho door—softly! I
do not desice the sleeping man yonder
to be disturbed.™

The Dutchman turned to the door.
His manner was one of complete sub-
mizsico s but his cves, under his beetling
hrows, were burning with desperation.
ITiz hand was on the door, when, with
the sudden swiftness of o tiger, he
whirled round and leaped at the Baker
Btroct detective.

It was seldom that Ferrers Locke was
faken by sorprize; but that sudden
tigrerish spring surprised him. He had
lowered the automatie, and the Dutch-
man was upoen him in tho {raction of a
second.

Vanderpeek was takin
death—chances that only an  utlerly
desperate man would have toaken. But
chance favoured him. His fierco grasp
closed on Ferrers Locke, and the detee-
tivo staggered back and fell. His head
struck violently on the foor of the
cabin.

Vanderpeck panted.

Even as ho sprawled over the fallen
dotective, he expected to hear the ring
of tho revolver, to feel a bullet searing
through flesh and bone, Then he
realized that chancs had favourced him,
strangely and unexpectedlr.

Terrers Locke, stunned by the crash
of his head on the cabin floor, lay
inert beneath him, and the Dutchman,
in amazement ond savazo joy. stared
down at a face from which consciousness
had fled.

said

chances with
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Wun Lung Takes & Hand [

UN LUNG listened.

W Harry Wharton & Co, in
their berths, were sleeping
soundly. From Billy Bunter's

root came a rumbling snore.

But the httle Chines was
sleeping.

Tho junior from the Flowery Land
hed not closed his slanting eyes that
night. Wun Lung had sat in the dark-
ness and watched and listened, with his
door an inch ajar,

And ho was not surprised when the
Dutchman's doer opened softly and
Vanderpeck stepped out into the alley-
way, and went a nngi;?it.h noiseless foots
Eteﬁs tﬂd.:‘?errem Locke’a eabin.

» dizappears and Wun Lung
stepped oul in g’ia turn. The little
Chinec’s slanting eyes gleamed, and in
his yellow hand he grasped o hea
Malacca stick. Silently he machg
Locke’s door and stopped there,

Locke was in the cabin, he knew that.
And he knew, too, that the Dutchman
had cntered ik

He remained at the deor and listened,

His suspicion of the Dutchman was
strong, amounting to e certainty. But
Forrers Locke was there, and Ferrers
Locke was certain fo be on hiz guard,
for Wun Lung was assured that Locke
shared his suspicion of the Dutchman,
And in a few moments he heard n mur-
mur of voices from within.

Ha could not hear the words, but he
knew the tones of Ferrers Locke's voice.
The detective was speaking softly, evis
dently not to disturb the sick man in
the herth. )

Wun Lung listened, puzzled and
dubious. He%ud not tha slightest doubt
of tho intention with which Vanderpeck
had entered the cabin. He had gone
thevo to zsilence Durie, taking the risk of
Locke being on his guard. Locke, evi-
dently, was awake, lor it was ihe mur-
mur of his voice that Wun Lung could
hear, with an oceasicnal guttural sound
from the Dutchman.

The little Chinee debated in his mind
whether to return to his state-room and
bed, for it did not seem that his inter-
veption was needed, locke was awake,
and Vanderpeck could not possibly carry
out his purpose while the detective was

nok

on his guard. DBut with the caution that
was a part of his Chinese nature, he
rosolved to remain where he was till

Vanderpeck was sefely out of the cabin,
i Eoa hisiened, and the voices ceased at
‘n-Elt‘l'

What was going on in the cabin wns
a mystery to Wun Lung. There was a
brief silence, and then—-

Hea heard the sound of a fall,

Tho Chinese junior’s heart beat,

Who had fallen—Ferrers Locke or the
Dutchman? Thero was no sound of a
strugele—silence followed the fall.

Then a muttering, guttural voice, in
tones of satisfaction, came faintly
throngh the silence.

“Achl Goedo hemel! Ach !

It was not the Dutchman who had
fallen!

Wun Lung’s right hand clesed hard on
tho Malacca. With his left ho pushed
the door softly open.

In the electric light that burned
brightly in the cakin the whole scene
was instantly clear before his eyes.

Ferrera Locke lay on his back, sense-
less, his upturned face white in the
light. The Duichman had pgrasped the
revelver thar had  fallen from the
deteetives nerveless hand. He dared
not fire 2 shot, which would have
alarmed the whola-ship. Grasping the
barrel, he swung uvp the heavy butt of
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the automaite, to bring it down with a
orash on the unconscious detective's
head. His back was to the door—his
burning eyes were fixed on the uncon-
scious face of the man who lay at his

mercy.

In those tense moments, when hes
found himself unexpectedly with the
upper hand, and Ferrers Locke at his
mercy, the villain's thoughts worked
rapidly. To rid himself of Ferrers
Looks, then to silence the sick man in
the berth—that came first. Then to
creep on deck and shoot the mate at his

t—then, with the automatio in his

and, to force the crew to provision a
boat for him—or perhaps even to seize
command of the yacht himself and steam
to some spot where he could land in
safety.

Such were the half-formed thoughts
thronging in the Du ‘s Bavego
mind as he grasped the automatic and
lifted the heavy butt to dash out the
brains of the man who lay at his feet.

Buccess and escape might have been
his,. DBut eéven as hs aimed the
murderous blow the door opened bohind
him, end Wun Lunif eyes Were upon
him, and the heavy Malacca descended.

Ciragh !

Jap Vanderpeck never knew what

pencd,

That stunning blow, erashing fairly on
bis thead, scattered his sonces,
million sparks scemed to flash before hia
dazzled oycs, and with & faint groan he
fell senseless across the man he would
have murdered,

Wun Lung had put all
his strengih into the blow.
Vanderpeck lay across
Forrers Locke like a log.

The Chinese junior gave
him one look, prepared to
repeat the blow. But it
was not needed. Vander-
peck was stunned.

Wun Lung grinned.

“No killy Fellers Locke
this timey, me tinkea!"
he murmured.

He dropped the Malacea

and dragged the heavy
Dutehman from the detec-

tive. Vanderpeck rolled
away helplessly.

Wun Lung seized a
carafe and dashed the
water into Foerrers
Locke's face.

The detective’s eyes
opened.

He s=stared round him

wildly, trying (o recover
his scattered wite, while Wun Lung
grinned down at him.

Locke cndeavoured to rise. His head
was swimming, and Wun Luog lent him
his aid. The detective gave one glance
at the sonselesr Dutchman, and with the
hoelp of the Chiness junior, staggered to
tho settes and sat down.

Hia hand went to his aching head.

“Good heavens ™ he breathed.

“ Allea light '™ satd Wun Lung. “Me
eomey, me inmlmu Dussman along head
with stick, plenty too muchee hars. He
no wantec any mole 1™

“But how—why—what—"  Locke
stared in amaznmoent at the little Chinee
a8 he pressed his hand to hiz head.

Wun Lung chuckled.

“Me savey that Dussman plenty too
much,” ho explained. ** Me no slocpee—
mo watchee eye plenty wide opee. Me
savey that plenty bad egg. Me savvy
him alen antun, plenty long time ago,
Me watchea! WWhat you tinkeo?' And
tha little Chines chuckled again.

There was a short silence. Locke's

head was aching frem the concussion
with the cabin floor, but he was very
goon himself again.

“You've saved my life, Wun Lung,”
he said quietly.

The Chinese junior nadded.

“ Moe tinkee,” he assented, " that Duss-
man knockes out blains, sposzes mo no
catches him too quick. Alles light!
Fellers Locke savee this Chines flom
Meandarin Tang Wang. Thiz Chinee
saves Fellers Locke flom that plenty bad
Dussman ! Alles light 1”

Ferrers Locke smiled fainily.

“Tha man must be sccured at once,”
he eaid. “Call Mr. Green.”

Wun Lung burried from the enbin.

Mr. Green’s face, when he came down
and learned what had happencd, was
o study.

“By pum !’ he said. "By gum [
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THE TENTH CMAPTER.
Bunier Go's Wet [

s OT 1I” said Bob Cherry.
H Ho mopped his perspiring
brow,

It was kot at Aden, there
was no doubt about that. It was not
morely hot, it was baking, Indecd, as
Hurree Jamset Rom Singh justly
remarked, the bakefulness was ternific.

The Famous I'ive were on deck, as the
Silver Btar lay in tho harbour. Billy
Bunter, in a state almost of collapse in
o deckchair, fanned himself feebly.

Harry Wharton & Co. wero watching
the boat taking lerrers Locke ashore.
With him went tho 1{wo survivors of the
Sundabund : Captain  Durie, looking
pale, but very nearly restored to health:
tho Dutchinnn, sullen and savage, with
irons on his wrists.

Vanderpeck’s flerce grasp closed on Ferrers Locke, and the deteclive staggered back, his

automatic dropping from his hand !

“Get the scoundrel away from here
and got the irons on him ' said Ferrers
Locke.

"“Ay, av, sir

Mr. Green called a couple of scamen,
and the senscless Dutehiman was carried
away. He wi  still senseless when the

[!j

irons wore locked on his wrists. It was
likely o o =& 11:3115'1‘l tima befora he
recovercd from Wun Tang's blaw.

Wun Lung, with & cheery grin on his
little yellow face. went back to his room,
this time 1o bed. Ferrers Locke
steelched himself on the settee, with
aching head. At four bells he was
sleeping, and Mr. Creen remained on
deck. The Silver Star throbbed on her
way undor the stars, and towards morn-
ing the Duteliman came to -his senses—to
find himsclf @ prisoncer and to hear the
clinking of the irons as he moved. And
Jan Vanderpeck, curzing savagely in
guttural Dutch, realised that his game
was up, and that pothing remained for
him but to foce the sontence of the law
when the yacht steamed into Aden.

The skipper of the Sundabund had
been very near to death, but Forrera
Locke had pulled him through. And
when consciousness comoe back to him,
and he hed told what had hnI_}penﬂd 10
the dinghy, 1t had confirined in almost
overy detail Locke's theory of the
tragedy of the drifting boat

The skipper of the Bundabund waved
a cheery adicu to the juniors lining the
rail, as the boot pulled away; and they
waved back as cheerily. Tho skipper
had lost his schooner; but he had the
insurance to draw, and the nestvuﬁg in
hiz money-belt was still intact, 1hanks
to Ferrcrs ke. 8o he went ashore
at aden in cheery spirits.

The dark face of Jan Vanderpeck was
n contrast. The Duotchman sat huddled
in his irons, sullen rage and bitterness
in his looks. :

He glanced up at the Greyfriaras fel-
‘awez on the wacht; and as his eyes
rested on Wun Lung, they blazed with

(Tontinued on poge 10.)
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fury, and he gricted his teeth. The
little Chinee grinned down at him, and
waved a yollow han

‘The juniors heard the Dutchman snarl
like a savage beast. Then he passed
out of hearing, and scon out of sight,
as the boat pulled ashore.

“The rotter!” said Jnhnnjéed‘ﬁull.
*“Ha's going to what he's as for,
snd I hope he'll get it strong.”

“¥es, rather!” agrecd Wharton,

“"The ratherfulness 18 termfic,” re-
marked Hurree Singh. “But for the

and ridicuious Wun Lung, he
would have cut short the excellent and
exeorable career of the absurd Locke.
The gladfulness to see the last of him is
preposterous. ™

In which all the juniors fully con-
curred, They were extremeoly glad to
eep the last of the Dutchman,

i | mr, you followsg—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Enjoying life,
old beanf” roared Bob Cherry.
"I can't stand this heat !

Bunter.
 “Well, you're not standing it—you're
sitting down |”

“You silly ass! If any of you fellows
had any decency, you wouldn't be star-
ing after that boat—you'd be getting me
a cooling drinkI” said Bunter. “I'm
lying hore parched—simpiy parchedl!
P've called that b-aaat‘lg steward three
times, and he pretends not to hear.
Which of you feilows 15 going to get me
& lemon and soda?”

“The whichfulness is terrific.”

“What's the matter with getting it
yourself 1" asked Bob,

“Uh, really, Cherry——-*'

H"I'l]?m lazy to move!” asked Johmny

i,

“ Deast [

“Throw & peony, sarl Throw a
shilling 1" came a ecackle of Arab voices
from round the anchored yacht, and the
juniors looked over the rail again.

A orowd of Arab boys were swimming
under the rail, grinning up, and gesticu-
isting with brown hsands. They were
there to dive for ooins—a favourito
game with the Arab youth of Aden.

Bob Cherry tossed = half-crown into
the sea; and four or five of the vouths
dived after it at onece,

One of them came up with the coin
gripped in his gleaming teeth.

“Good mant” seid Bo

“Throw a shilling, sar! Throw a
penny 1" eame the chorus.

Esch of the juniors tossed & coin, in
turn, which was fm::mpﬂf retrieved by
one or another of the swimmers,

Billy Bunter detached himself from
the deckehair, and rolled to the rail,
and blinked down st the swimmers in
the shining water.

B*Lﬂhuck them a dollar, Bunter,” said

ﬂ -

Bunter sniffad.

“Catch me |” he answored.

“Well, you can afford it, you know!
Think uff the Et.si.!qk of postal crders
watting for you when you got back to
Buater Court.” THE

“Ha, hs, hal”
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moaned

“Don't be mesn, old fat man ! said
INugent.

“(h, I'll throw them a dollar,” said
Bunter, remembering that he had a
bad dollar in his pocket. One of the
many bad dollars 1n China had becn
Fussm:[ on_Bunter at Canton; and he
iad kept it ever since, in the hope of
passing it on mmabofl:r elea. With a
comn  that was absolutely worthless,
Bunter felt that he could afford to be
generous for once.

Ho took the dollar between a fat
finger and thumb, and lifted it high.
Immediately all the bright black eyes
below were fastened om it. From the
zea, the Arab boys could not, of course,
seo that it was & bad dollar.

“My hat! Bunter's going to part

with a dollar ¥ exclaimed Bob ﬂhcrrﬁ,
in estonishment. “Are wvou ill,
Bunter1”

“Xahk1”

Bunter made & motion of throwing
the dollar, and there was a scuttling
among the swimmers. But he kept 1t
in his hand and grinned. This was
Bunter’s idea of & joke.

“He, he, hat"

The ewimmers, realising that the
dollar had noft been thrown, gathered
under the rail again, their black eyes
fastened on Bunter.

“Throw a shilling, sar! Throw a
dollar I
Bunter made another pretence of

throwing, and again there was a souttlo
among the swimmers. Again they were
disappointed.

“He, be, hel” cackled Bunter. He
felt that he was getting his money’s
worth, ea]i?em:.r.i ly a8 it was a bad dollar.

“You fat frump1® growled Johnny
Bull. *“Chuck the dollar, or chuek plny-
ing the goat! What are you tantalis-
ing them for, you silly fathead?”

"You mind your own bhizney [ re-
torted Bunter. *It's rather smusing to
make tho niggers hop 1"

“0h, kick him 1" said Nugent.

(1} ':i'rah IJ\.’I

Billy Bunter lifted his fat hand again,
and this time he threw the dollar, Ho
pitched it as far from the vessel as he
could, to give the swimmers a run for
it. Immediately the whole crew turned
in chase of the whizzing dollar. It
Aashed in the sunlight, and struck the
water a dozen vards away ricochetted
another dozen yards, and sank. After
it flew the enger Arabs,

5 that dollar[”

The won't et
gru'llf.edy Johnay Bull., *“What do you
want to give them all that trouble for,
vou fat freak ¥

“Yaht”

Johnny DBull was mistaken. One of
the Arabs came up, with the dollar in
hiz shining white toeth.

“Got 1t!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“Bravo 1"

“Well done 1" exclaimed Wharton.

The Arab ewam close to the yacht,
He did not scem happy at having
seeured the prize.  Immediately  his
teath held the dollar, he had discoverad
that it was a bad one. Ha tock the
coln frumm his mouth, in his dusky
fingers, and glared up at the faces along
tho rail.

““What's the matter with the ﬂhs:p?”
asked Bob Cherry, in surprise, He
doesn't seem pleased at lLoagging the
dollar.”

“"Ho, he, ha1” chortled Bunter,

“What are you cackling at, you fat
imaga "

“He, ha, hel”

Whiz |

The Arab’s hand war thrown hacl,
and the dollar came whizzing back to
its owner. Bunter jumpcd. It was just
as_well for him that he jumped, for the
coin ceme whizzing lilke a bullet, and
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Bunter ecertainly would have been hurk
had it landed on his fat visape as the
angry Arab had intended.

As it was, the whizzing dollar missed
Bunter by a couple of inches. But every
bullet has its billet. The dollar, whizz-
ing post Bunter, caught Mr. Green, who
was passing along the deck, on the ear.

There was a roar of surprise and
wrath from Mr. Green.

“ Whooooop 1”

“0Oh ertkey 1™ gasped Buonter.

The dollar dropped at Mr, Green's
feet. He rubbed Euu ear, and stared at
it. Then he picked it up,

“You young swabs!|” cjaculated Mr.
Green. “If you must throw money to
that scum, don't throw them bod money.

'ﬂu L d

“Yon fat roared Bob
Cherry,

*1 guﬁ, you fellows—"

" Might have guessed jt was a bad
dollar, if Bunter was mllm? to give it
away |” prowled Johnny Bull.

“0Oh, really, i

Mr. Green threw the coin into the
sea, and then shook an angry fist at the
Arabs, His ear was hurt, and had not
EBunter been a passenger on board the
Silver Star, thers was no doubt that
Bunter’s fat ear would have been hurt
alsa, As it was, the mate’s wrath was
expended on the Arabs.

‘Bheer off, you scum ™ he hooted.
“ Hore, some of you, get a fow chunks
of coal and sheer them off I

The Araba velled and hooted, but th
cleared off pmmrtlg under & shower

¥

villain I

H--F—

coal lumps. Billy Bunter watched the
soene with a chr.m:-ly rin, and then res
turned to his Eciﬂh&ih Buntor's
opinion was that he had extracted quite
8 lot of fun out of cne bad doller.

The other fellows did not zeom to
think it so funny. They glared at the
Owl of the Hemove as if they could
have ecaten him,

“You fat toad |” gaid Johnny Bull,

“Oh, cheese it 1" snid Bunter. *T.ook
here, I've asked vou fallows to get me
a lemon and soda! Never mind thosze

niggers| Get me something to drinkt
After all Pvo done for you, I think you
might get & fellow a drink.”

“I'l get yon a sode, fattyl” said
Boh Cherry.

;p‘l'.‘,ﬁ he wm;]t bninv:l, 3

‘I've n jolly pood mind—" gaid
Johnny BHIIJ, with a ferocious glare at
the fat figure reposing in the deck-
chair.

“(1h, cheess it asaid Bunter. I
say, how long is that ass Cherry going
to bo gelting mo A drink? Might as
wall have pone for it myself, Oh, hera
vou are, sloweoach!” he added, as Bob
camo back with & =siphon of soda-
witer,

“ITore T am ™ assented Toh.

“Whera's the lemonnde®” demanded
Bunter, "“and the sugar? T don't want
soda-water alone! And you haven't
broueght a glass—=""
, “You'ro not laving this soda-water
in o glass,™ answored Pob,

“What am I having it in, then, fal-
hend "

; ‘t‘l'in your neck !” answered Bob cheers
ully.

“Look here-1 say—varoconcoooch!”

Srjuiserrzzzavain !

Ihlly Bunter wrigpled and squirmed
az the sodawater caught him full in his
fat faco. The next moment there was an
ominous crepk, and the deck-chair
collapsed Leneath him

“Yoopop! Leave off! You boast!™
roarcd DBunter. 1 say, you f[ollows—
gurrrrrrrrerregh 1™

The stream cavght DBunter in  his
open month and cut short the How of
his cloguence guito suddenly.
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“Gr-r-r-r-rh!
tered Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“ Yurreerrregeh

“"Ha, ha, hal” yelled the juniors.

Biily Bunter strova to dodge the
ptreamr of soda-water. DBut ho sirove
in vain, HMe dodged acrosa the deck
and boek again; and Bob Cherry
followed him up, tho scde-water still
fizzing. Bunter had asked for it, and
now lie was getting it; and he was get-
ting it in the neck and zll over his fat
foatures,

CGug-gug-gug 1" splut-

“Ow!l Groogh! Gug-gug) Leave
offil O ! I'mi wet! I'm
dronched! Ooh! Whoooooop !* yelled
Bunter,

“Ha, ha, hal”
“Groogh—ow! Wow! OQogococh ™

“Go on!™ yawned Wharton.

“TForget the rest!” siched Dob.
“Look here, wo could pet up sowe
tennig——"

“Pog hot!™
“You follows feel inclined
a footer about on deck®™

"Oh, my hat! Not guite!

Bob Cherry yawned apain. There
was no doubt that time was hanging
rather heavily on the hands of the
Greyiriars fe!fmvs, homeward bound.

"Tell vou what,” said DBab, struck
by a sudden thought. " ILet Dunier
rive ws some of his wentriloguisin.
He's always trying to shove it at us
at Greyiriars. Give us an entertain-
ment, Bunter,™

to punt
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cuspreious: and a dizpwo mizht arise
as to the rightiul ownorship of Ialkdwin,
“Go it, Bunter v sald the juniors.
At Greyiriars they pever encvaraged
Bupter’s wventrilogquism.  Indeed, he
had often boon sob upen for inlicling
it upon fcllows unrequested. Dut eir-
cumstances aller cases; and on a long
monotenons day in the Red Sea, even
Bunter's ventriloquisin was welcoma,
“J=I say, vou fellows—="

“"Obh, po it,” taid Bob. “It's the one
thing you do really well.”

“0h, rezlly, Cherry-——"

“1 mean, it's ona of the things you
tlo  remarkably well?  said DBob
golemnly. “Turn it on.

Bunter still hesitated.

But it 1s

There was a quavering gasp from the
siphon, The soda-water was exhavated,
Bunter plumped down on the deck

streaming and gasping. He scemed
exhaustod, too.

“Ow! Beast! Grooogh! Wooooh!
Oooch 1 gazped Bunter. *“You awiul
beagt— ht Mooooooooh!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Here endeth the first lessonl™
ehuckled Bob Cherry. *“Like me to

fetch another soda, Bunteri”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Bunter gosped and spluttered; but
ha mado no other reply. Apparently
he did not want another soda,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

A Litile Veniriloguism ! -1

It was o warm, almost
Erﬂ&thless afternoon in tho Iled
S0k,

From Aden, the Silver Star had
passed through the Strait of Bab-el-
Mandeb; and now she was gliding
swiftly northwards towards Sued,

The Greyiriars fellows wera drawing
near to Eurcope again at Jast. And
they were lookin ﬁ:rwar:l to England
and Greyiviars. 1Sven Billy Dunter had
had enough of tho long voyage and
was eager to tread terra firma agmin
—oven though lessons awaited him at
the old school. i

In the run across the Indian QOcean,

BGE CHERRY yawned,

tho affair of the eastaways of tha
Sundabund had broken the long mono-
tony. In the passage of the Red Sea,
the monotony was unbroken. Arab

dhows were sighted sometimes; some-
times there was o glimpse of a caravan
on a sandy shore. Dunter ate and
glopt and talked: and ate and slept and
talked again: but the other fellows
could nmaot cnjoy these resources so much
as Bunter did; and they were cager
for home.

GREYFRIARS
CORRESPONDENTS.

No. 17.

This week Fisher T.
Fish, the cute guy from
the States, comes info
our gailery of celebrities.

You’ll find his good
points—and his bad—in
this novel wverse por-
traifure by our special
~hymester.
AY, HBo—or, tn other words,
S Papper—
I guess you will think we a
FCamp,;

But T hudn't so muckh as a copper,
Aand no one woulld stump up « stamp.
89 how zould I send you o letter?
To wost it unglamped i85 @ crime;
But now Uee the dollars I'd better
Pilein and make up for lost lime.

Tharnks, Pop, for the dollars you called.
I puess I was gleeful—ol, ﬁ'ﬂga’

I do wish that you'd been enabled
To witness me juazzing with joy.

For the tuckshop I made a wild cantér
(With DBunter hot-foot in my wake),

And then T devoured, sir, tnstanter,
The whole of a whacking plum-cakef

If'g nice to be rolling in riches,
A glorious feeling—ol geel ,
The other guys turn up their snifches,
Pretending to zeorn £ 8 4.
Dut wealih—ok, Jerusalem erickets!
Makes far more appeal to my soul
Than the glory of capturing wickets,
Or kicking a ally ofd goall

I reckon it's rather a pity
You sent me to this sleepy show;
I pine for Noo Yark's lively cily,
Where people have pep, push, and
gaf
This place is the same Sleepy Hollow
Az it was in {he days of (Queen Dess;
In stoth and in sfumber they wallow—
Too lazy to live, sir, I gueassl

Sayf when do you cross the Atlantio
To snatch a respite {ram your bizf

I gucss I am jolly well frantie
To see your fomiliar phiz.

Don't charter the hack at the station,
But came in your smart lmousine;

'm dying to make @ zensaiion
..-lmiyfurn all the other guys greenlt
I've spilled a bibful, dear

FPopper,

Fee-whizl 1t's a minule fo ninel

And bed-time will now put the stopper
Upon this effusion of miné. .

As soon as you're witling and able,
And in quite & wealthy posish,

Please tend me another nice cablel
Your loving son, FISHER T. FISH.

Waal,

Bob stretched hirogelf in his deck-
chair and yawned., Hia yawn was
echoed by several other fellows.

“There's o jolly dhow over yonder!”
remarked anm with @ nod towards
a zatl on the shining sea. *“ Now if ho
was 8 jolly old pirate, there would be
gome fun! But there’s no pirates in tho
Hed Sea nowadays.'

“ Mot aven a wrock or a giddy casta-
way!” yawned MNugent. “Nothing
but ¢oa and sky and Bupter's chin-wag.”

“Oh, really, Nugent—"

“¢'Pho sky and the sea, and the sea

and the sky,
Lay like a load on my weary
eye!* ™

Beh  Cherry  fguoted  from  the

" Ancient Mariner.=

“Totter than nothing, perhaps,”
vawned Nugent.
“Is it said Johnny Bull dubiously.
“Weall, it will kill time,"” said Bob.
“{o it, Bunter!”

Billy Bunter hesitated, and blinked
round him a little uneasily. Dunter,
ns a rule, was very keen to show off
hia weird ventriloquial powers. He
was keencr to inflict than other fellows
wero to endure, as A matter of lact

But since ha had obtained possession
of Baldwin, the parrot, by making
hirm inlk, the Greyfiiars ventriloguist
wag lesz cager than usual to show off
s ventrioguism.

If Mr. Giecn learned that he was a
ventriloguizt, Mr. Green might become

well said that he who hesitates is lost.
Billy Bunter simply could not resst
the témptation to show off his wonder-
ful powers.

Mr, Green was on deck; but ho was
at & distance Miki;:f :mth Ferrers
Lochke. Bunter cleared his throat with
a fat little cough. .

“That's tho jngliv old stmosphericsl®
chuckled Bob. ~ “Go it, Bunter.” )

“You shuttes up, Chelly, you ailly
ass ! came & voice from a deckchair
in which Wun Lung was curled up.

Bolby stared round at him.

“What? he ejaculated.

“Vou shuites up! You
mucheo teo muchee™

Bob Cherry coloured with anger.

Tup Macxer Liprary.—No. 1,186,
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“Whr, you cheeky little sweep—
he cjaculated indignantly.

Wun Lung sat up, his almond eyes
wide open. He Lhad been guite aston-
ished to hear the sound of his own
voige when his own lips were closed.

“Ma no eakea!” he exclaimed.
“Me no speakee, bandsome ole Dob
Chelly! 3Me no sayce nothing alto-

¥ rJJ

“Why, you blessed little fibber—-"
“He, he, he!” came from Bunter.
Bob stared at him.

“Why, you—you——"" hea vgaaped. It
dawned upon him that Wun Lung's
yoice had proceeded from the Grey-
friars ventriloguiszt.

“He, he, he!” chortled Bunter.

Bob Cherry breathied hord and deep.

“I've & jolly good mind—" he
began.

“That's enough!™” It was Johnny
f“”.i voice, “None of your bullying
ere.

Bob swung round on Johnny RBull
with a glare of mingled astonishment
and wrath,

“You cheoky nss!” he roared.

*He, he, ho!” cackled Bunter.

“Oh!" gasped Bob. “3So that was
some moro of your ventriloguism, was
it? Sorry, Johnny, old man; I
thought—" i

“Oh, you can't think!™ came Whar-
ton's voice. And so cxact was the imi-
tation that Bob spun round towards

the captain of the RHemove.

"“Look hers, Wharton—"

“Oh. don't be & =illy ass, old uha;i-."
sild Harry Wharton, laughing. “It'a
Bunter."

“Oh!” gasped Bobh.

“He, he, he!™ Billy Bunter’s fat

face was pink with merriment. “He,
he, ho! You asked me to, you know.
e, he, he!”

“I didn't ask wyou to play rotten
tricks, you fat rxotter!” roared Bob.
T've a joliy good mind to bump you
out of that chair on your silly neck. ™

“Don't yell, you ass!” came Whar-
ton's voion,

“T'l yell.ag loud as I like,” snorted
Bob, “and I can jolly well tell you—"

“Yon ass, it's Bunter!” gasped
Wharton.

"He, he, he I™

“You asked for some ventriloguism,”
chuckled Nugent. “*Now you're getting
it.l:

“Well, Bunter's asked for something,
tos, and he's going to get it1” snapped
Bob: and he grasped the deckchair in
which the Owl of ths Bomove was
sprawling, with both hands, end up-
cnded it.

Bump !

“Yarooocogh ™

There was o loud concussion, and a
lauder roar. as William George Bunter
landed on the deck.

“Yow-ow-ow!l Yarocogh! Oh, my
hat! Whooooooop!” roared Bunter.

“Ha. ha, La ™

Bunter's ventrilognial voice was silent
now. But his natural voice was going

strong,
*¥ow-ow-ow | Reast 1 Whooop [
Yooop! Ooooop!™

[T R

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Man at Poert Said !

ORT SAID at last!
P The Red Sca was left behind,
and the Sucx Canal; and theo

Silver Star stopped at Port Said
for conl. Harry Wharton & Co. looked
at the town from the yacht's deck,
remombering  their run ashors, when
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they had stopped at that salubrious port
on their way to China, end had become
mixed up in 5 native rigt.  Bunter
blinked rather sourly at Port SBaid,
remembering his disastrous ride on a
donkey there. And when Bob Cherry
asked him if hoe remembered hiz rela-
tions at Port Said Bunter only grunted.

The yacht remained & couple of days
in the Egyptian port. On the second
day the Greyiriars fellows were allowed
to go ashore, Locke himself taking
them for a walk through the town. To
the surprise—not to say the joy—of the
other fellows, Bunter declined to go.

“What's the good of fagging about in
this beastly heat?” demandag Bunter.
“I've scon the place, and I don't think
much of it. Borry, but I'm not coming.”

Bunter spoke with firmnesa.

* And the chums of the Remove smiled,

Bunter ovidently had the impression
that he waa spoiling the excursion by
depriving the party of his fascinating
company. ‘The other fellows did not
share that impression—quite the reverse,
in fact,

“Bure you won't come, fatby?"” asked
Bob, "“You don't want to see your
relations agein?”

“¥ah!" y

And Buonter stayed behind, and the
Famous Five and un Lung went
ashore with Ferrers Locke, and walked
gbout the town and enjoyed a donkey
ride, and conirived to have a good cime.

Bunter also had » good time, accord-
ing to his own ideas. He stretched his
fat limbs in & deckchair, under an awn-
ing, and lazed, After he hed lazed for
o considerable time he went below and
packed away an cxtonsive meal. Then
he returned to the deckchair and lazed

BIn.

As ho sat blinking in the shade of the
gwning Bunter's eyes turned idly on =&
steamor thet had glided into tho basin
und taken up her anchorage al & little
diztance from the Silver Star.

It was & steamer from the East—one

of the regular boats frem India thet
stopped at Aden and Port Said on its
way to Hurope. :
. Bunter was not particularly interested
in the steamer, but he blinked at it
because there was nothing else to blink
at. And so it heppened that he was
the witness of a little scone on the
steamer. All of a sudden there was a
scuffling on her deck, an outbreak of
oxeited voices, and & man leaped over
the rail end plunged headlong into the
water.

“My hat !" cjaculated Bunter.

He jumped up from his chair and ran
to the side, staring at the man who
had leaped from the steamer.

Hoe was a man of powerful and
musenlar frame, dressed in a dingy and
tattered cotton suit, and evidently a
good swimmer, for he was striking out
with great energy for the landing-place.
From the steamer a number of deck-
hands were throwing lumps of coal after
him, but no bont was lowered.

“I say, Mr. Green,” called out Bunter,
“that’s & man overboard.”

The mate of the Bilver Star, who had
witnessed the ineident also, gave an in-
different grunt.

“Htowaway, I reckon,” he said.

“(h 1” said Bunter.

Mr. Green gave an inimical glance at
the swimmer. Ha had no love for stow-

nwags. )
“Packed himselfl away among the
cargo at Bombay or Aden!” gruntad
Mr, Green. “Thoy rooted him out, and
he's jumped overboard. They ought to
pick him up and got him sent to chokey
for stealing a passage®

And Mr, Green turned away, giving

THE MAGNET

the man in the water no further atten
tion.

Bunter, leaning on the yacht's rail,
continued to watch him.

The man was swimming strongly, and
was plainly in no denger in the water.
The steamer’s captain, apparently, did.
not think it worth while to lower & boat
and pick him up to send him to prison
for stowing himself away. But & number
of the crew, with grinning faces, pelted
kim with lumps of cosl as he Hed.

The swimmer hoaded for the yacht, to
place the Bilver Star between himself
and the steamer as a scrcen from the
volleying of coal chunks.

Bunter blinked at bim through his big
spectacles,

As the man drew nearer there scemod
to be something familiar about him to
the eyes of the Owl of the Remove.

But it was not till he waz quite olose
that the E]lﬂrt-ﬂjggltﬂd Owl recognised
thamdark, heavy, brutal face above the
water.

“ Ok crikey I” ejaculated Bunter.

His little round eyes almost started
through his spectacles as he stared at
that heavy, sullen, savage Dutch faoce.

“Him [” ejaculated Bunter.

The man swept by within a bisouit's
toss of the rail where Bunter was stand-
infra.nd staring over.

is faee wag lifted, and his sunken
eyes, under their beetlin brows,
gleamed up at tho yacht, here was
recognition in the eavage glance he
threw at the Silver Star.

“0Oh cerumbs!” gasped Bunter.

The swimmer swept on,

Billy Bunter blinked round for My,
Green.  Ho was certain that he had
recognised the swimmer—ithere was no
mistaking that heavy, harsh face, those
sunken eyes, and beetling brows.

I say, Mr. Green!” yelled Bunter,

The mate was busy and did not heed
bhim. Bunter rolled across the deck and
jerked at his sleeve.

“1 5o " he gnﬂped.

“Don’t bother I¥ grunted Mr. Creen.

“It's the Dutchman I*

“What the holy smoke do you mean1”
snapped Mr. Green. “Who's & Duich-
man "

“That swimmer—that stowawayl”
fau.aped Bunter, *It's the Dutchman we

it at Aden—Vanderpeck.”

Mr. Green stared at him.

“YWhat rot are vou talking! be
demanded.

“It's him,” said Bunter, emphatioally
and ungrammaticelly, “It's Vander-
peck, the Dutchman—*

“ Nonsense 1" answered Mr, Green.

“I tell you he jolly well 12 1™ exclaimed
Bunter. *IHe must have é;ot away &t
Aden somehow and stowed himself on
that steamer. I teoll you—"

“Oh, rot!” grunted Mr. Green.

“TLook at him then!"™ hooted Bunter.

The mate grunted again and strode to
the side and stared after the swimmer,
But the man was at & good distance now,
and Mr. Green was able to sce little
more than the back of a dark head in
the gleaming sunlight on the water of
the basin.

“Rot!"” he said; and he returned to
his business

Billy Bunter snorted and woent back to
his deckehaire The swimmer vanished
from sight among & munber of native
boats in the harbour. Ar. Green gavs
him no attention, and Bunler soon went
to EI!BE.'F and forgot him.

“Hallo, hallo, halle

Bunter awakened suddenly. Ho sat
up and blinked at the Greyiriars juniors,
The sun was setting over Port Said, and
the shore party had returned, in grent
spirits. Strange to relate, they seemed
to have enjoved the excursion, though
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doeyrived of theg
sooiety of William
George Bunter.
“Beon asleep all
dasy, old fat mani”
chuckled Bob Cherry.
“You silly aml*
hootod Bunter,
“What did you wake
me up forY! 1 was
just dreaming about
that feed we had at
aold Wun's housa at
E&F]tﬂﬂ ba "
y ha, -
“You z1lly
chump 1*
“But we're just
gninﬁ to have sup-
r1” said Harry
Vharton, lsughing.
“That's worth wak-
ing up for, ien't it*"
“Oh! Yes.
Rather !” Bunter do-
teched himeelf from
the deckohair, 1
g&y, you fellows, I've
seon that Dutechmean.”
“What Dutech-
man 7
“That man Van-
e D my b
at 1" said
Bob ff';hzgfr , staring
at him. *Mean to
EBY YOUr EpOCs CArry
all the way from
Port Haid to Aden?”
“#a, ha, ha!™
“You silly assl

_-f
s g
-‘ﬁ:w Fr

he's here!” snorted
Bunter.

“Horet” Bob
glanced round the
yacht's deck., “I
don't aeem to ace
him."”

*I mean, he's at
Port Said. He was

stowed away on that
steaner that's come
in from Aden; and he zwam ashore,
and I saw him."” .

“Were you awake at the timef”
asked Johony Bull, prinning.

“Of course 1 was, you silly assl”
hooted Bunter. *“Do yon think
dreamed it, you chumpi”, _

“Well, yes; I rather think you did,
if you're not tryinz to pull our log,”
answered Johnny. ;

“The dreamfulpess was terrific, my
esteemed Bunter,” said Hurree Bingh.
“The estimable and execrable Dutch-
man iz o prisoner in esteemed chokey.”

“Fo must have got awaoy," said
fathend

Bunter. “1 saw him! That .
Green wouldn't take any notice. Think
¥Y'd better tell Mr. Locke?"

“Better go to sleep and dream

agsin,” suggested Johnny Bull.
And the juniors chuckled and went
balow. Bunter enortad and followed

them. But to the surprise of the
Famouns PFive, Ferrers ko ave
Bunter somo sitention when he told the

detoctive what he had seen,

“Vou don’t think it's possible, slei”
asked Bab.

Ferrers Locke nodded.

“ 1t iz possible,” he said. “The man
i3 a desperate and resourceful villain,
and he niay have ezcaped and succceded
in stowing himself awsy on the steamer
at Aden You nre quite sure you
recognised him, Bunteri”

“0h, guitel” answered
“Bal that idiot 4

Bunter.
liot Green-—" .

“MNaver mind that! It iz possible
that it was the wan, and I shall leave
word with the Port S8aid police,” said
Locke. And with that the matter

i
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dropped; and the Greyfriars fellows
soon forget all about Jan Vaoderpeck,
But they were destined to be reminded
of the Dutohman before they saw the
white clifls of England.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Coce Too Olten [

ACKLE, cackle, cacklel
Baldwin, the parrot, perched
on the shylight, waa talking fo
himealf. Baldwin often talked
to himself in his own perrot-language.
But he still persisted in refusing to talk
to anyone else in any other language.

The blue Mediterrancan rolled round
the Silver Btar, sicaming on for
Marscilles. Farry Wharton & Co. were
looking out to catch a distant view of
Malta. Billy Bunter was regarding
Baldwin with u very thoughtiul look.

Flaviog obtained possession of that

arrot on cheap terins, Bunter had
ooked forward to selling Baldwin on
his arrival in lngland. But it had
lately dawned on his fat brain that
there was, %o io speak, n lion in the
path.

When they reached England there
would be the Custowns to puss; and
Bunter remembercd having heard that
thete was an embargo on the importia-
tion of parvots, owing to the outbreak
of vome diseaze with a long name that
he had forgolten. This was rather
awhkward {or Bunter, from n profiteer-

ing point of view.
“It's all rot, you know,” UDunter
remarked  irritably. "1 say, you

fcllows, do you think 1 shall be able to

9

Tha whizzing aoilar, thrown by the native bﬁq'
caught Mr. Green on the ear. * Whoooop |
There was a roar of surprise. and wrath Irom

the mate.

sneak that parret in without belog
noticed 1

“Hide him in your hat,” suggeated
Bob Cherry. “If he oackles they will
suppose it iz you talking. Your
are nwuch alika.”

“¥You silly ass!"” hooted Bunter. "I
suppose | shall have to sell him before
we get home. It's rather rotten—s
good talking parroet is valuable.”

“But he doesn’t talk,” said Bob,

Dunter grinned. Hes had no doubd
about being able to make the arech
talk when the time came to sell him,

Mr. Green was eyeing the parrot with
s somewhat suspicious eye. -

vzzled Mr. (Green wery much that
Bah,lwin bad talked once, and never
again. The mate was vagucly sos
picious on the aabject. Many times
arrot had become Bunter's

operly Mr., Green had talked to him,
E‘:I;.t he had never succeeded in eliciting
ap answer. It rcally was very ourious.

Bunter blinked at the mote.

“1f you'd like that parrot bock, Mr.
Grecn, 1'd let you have him cheap,” he
said. “‘Make it a pound, and he's
yours.” _

Mr. Green shook his head. Having
already piven seven dollars for a parrot
that would not tallk, he was not inclined
to give a pound for a parrot that talked
once, and for ever after Leld

enco.
v Well, if 1 ean’t zet him home, he's
no use tome,” said Bunter., *1'll make
it fifteen shillinge and teach him to talk
for you.” _ )
My, Green shook his head again.
Toe Macser Liepanrg.—No. 1,186
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“He won't talk,” he granted. “"He's
an dacanny bird. Talked ju.t once, and
then shut uwp like an oyswee. That
Haiar at Singapore did me over that
bird.”

And the mate swung away.

Billy Bunter grunted discontentedly.
There was no doubt that Mr. Greon
would willi have given BEfteen

ghillings for Baldwin, if Baldwin would
have talked. But in the presence of the
Famous Five the Greyfriars ventrilo-
quist could not venture to make him
talk. It would have been a littla too
£alpnbie in the presence of fellows who

new zll shout his vemrilﬂial stunts.

DBut when tea-timoe came Bunter had
his opportunity, as on tho previcue ooca-
ston. It went sorely against the grain
with Buntar to be late for a meal; but
fifteon shillings was fifteen shillings |

“Grub, fatty!” called out Bob
Cherry as the juniors went down.

“I'm not hungry,” answered DBunter.

“Wha-g-a-t 1" .

The statement was so astonishing that
all the juniors stared at William George
Bunter. 3

“Not hungry!” sald Johony Bull
dezedly.

“Home fellows aren't always t‘nin!—r.inﬁ
of eating, like gou follows 1" &ai
Buntor, with a sniff.

“0Oh, my hat!”

“¥ou go down to tea,” said Bunter.
“T'll come later. The fact is, I—I'm
admiring the scenery.”

“Holy smoke ™

The idea of Bunter remasining on deck
to pdmire the sconery, while a meal was
waiting for him down below, almost
overcame the juniors. They went ¢ own
the stairs almost dazed.

“What the thump is that fat duffor
up to?" asked Bob Cherry. *What
does he want to get shut of uas for all of
& sudden IV

“Goodoess  knows,” =aid Nugent.
“But let him rip—wa got shut of him
at the same time.”

“He's up to something.” said Rob,
pausing on the stairs. " Hark (™

From the deck, ae soon as the juniora
had disappoared, eame a fat littla
cough. Bob Cherry grinned.

“That's his jn]ﬁ}y old atmespherics,”
he whispered, “He's gpoing to turn on
the ventrilogquism and
on old Green. Let's wait and see

And the juniors, grinning, waited,
just out of sight on the stairs. lhere
was another fat little coupgh above,

play some trick

Billy Bunter blinked after the juniors, Bald

gatisfied that they had gone down fto
tea and were out of hearing. Then he
blinked at the mate.

*1 say, Mr. Green.”

The mate glanced round. .

“Just come herse a minute,” said
Bunter., * Baldwin’s just going to talk.
I ean eee it in his eye.”

“Rot!1” said Mr. Green. But he camo
avor to tho skylight.

“Rot!"  repeated Baldwin,
exactly the mate’s voice; and Mr.
Green jumped almost clear of the deck.

“(ireat tornadoes!” ejacuiated Mr.
Green. “He's talking sgain.”

He stared in amazement at the
peculiar bird. Baldwin blinked at him
with rod, solemn aves.

“You see, he's picking it up,”
explained Bunter I:;laEdIE: g “¥ou can
ERY n_ui(thmg you like to him now, and
he will repoat it.”

“My word ! said Mr. Groen,

“Myv word!" repcated Beldwin, with
the assistance of the Groyfriars ventrilo-
quist.

“Well, thie boats it1” said Mr. Green.

* Well, this beats it 1" said Baldwin.

“Blessed if I over saw such a bird 1"
excloimed the mate in astonishment.

“ Blessed if I ever saw such a bizxd {*
repeated DBaldwin,

“Great Scott "

“Groat Scottl"” came like an echo.

“Why, the blessod bird repeats every-
thing I cxelaimed the mate. “He's
picked it up at last, no mistake about

in

ithat,"

“No mistake about thatl” said
Baldwin.

“8ay ‘Ship ahoy!'* commanded
Mr. Green.

“8hip ahoy ! came obediently from
Baldwin.
“0h, good I"* gasped Mr. Green.
“0Dh, good !’ said Baldwin.

the
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" Bay * Roll me down to Rio,” went on
the mate,
“ Roll
Baldwin.

“ Kvery blessed word " pasped Mr.
Green.
“Every blessed word!”” eame from

me down to Rio!™ said

win, with Bunter's aid. “Bhip
ili].iluji*l* Oh, good! Roll me down to
o

“Fine!l' ajaculatod Mr. Green.

“¥Well, what do you say now 1" asked
Bunter cheorfully. “A bird that talke
like that is worth fifteen bob, I should

think,"”

*1 should think s0,”” said Mr. Green.
And he added playiully to the parrot:
“Think wou'ra worth fifteen bob,
Baldwin 7"

“"What-ho!" answered Baldwin.
“Make it & pound [

Mr., Green fairly staggered.

“Jevver hear a bird talk like that "
he stutiered. ** Why that bird's worth
his weight in gold | It's uncanny, that's
what it 12! Here's your fifteen shillings,
Master Bunter, and I'm glad to have
him back at the price.'

Billy Bunter grinned, and etretched
out a fat hand [or the fiftecn shillings,
But the fat hand never touched that
surg, for at the same momoent a grip
was laid on Bunter's fat neck from
behind, and he was sat down on the
deck with a terrific concussion.

Bump!

*Yaroovoooh I"

“You fat villain!"” roared DBob
erry.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Awlal |

JILLY BUNTER had expected to
be late for tea that day. Ans ib
turned out, ho was much lster
than he had expected.

From the state-room on board the
Bilver Star yacht, occupied by Bil
Bunter, come a sound of dism
groaning.

Bunter was down on his luck.

E*mr;rh-c:di‘ scemed down on Bunter;
why, he did not know. DBut thore was
no doubt about the fact.

Mr, Green, having learned at last
how it was that Baldwin had talked,
had got quite excited on the subject,
Not only had he accused DBunter of
swindling him, but he had kicked
Bunter. Not only had he kicked him,
but he had kicked him hard. And he
had re-taken possession of the parrot;
and Bunter had lost not only Daldwin
but the ffteen shillings as woll. All
that he received from Mr. Groen was a
kicking.

From the Greyiriara juniors ha re-
ceived no sympathy. They told him he
wan & far spoofer and a podgy swindlee
and several other thinﬁ, and gave poink
t¢ their remarks by urnpm%'hlm an
the deck, after they had told himn what
they thought of him. .

Bristling with indignation, Billy
Bunter laid the matter before Ferrers
Locke. And Locke, instend of roeing
at 8 glance what a deeply injured
fellow he was, had told him that he
was an unserupulous young rascal, and
ordered him to his room: to remain
there without tea. )

Heance the present dismal state of
William Georga Bunter. He was
hungry—and the awful prospect of get-
ting nothing to eat before supper made
him hungrier. He was, of course, fesl
ing illused. If the fellows eouvldn't
admire hia claverncss in diddling Mr
Green, at least they needn’t have made
out that it was unscrupulous! Dunter
felt very sore about that. And ihak
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beast Locks tnnktin.st the sames view ag
Mr. Green and the Greyiriars fellows,
and Bunter was to mise his tea as &
punishment. .

Any other sentence Bunter might
have borne with fortitude. But now he
was [eoling, like Cain of old, that hia

nishment was more than be could

ar. Dlissing a meal might have been
gpainful to any fellow. To Billy Bunter
it was positive torture. Ho sat in his
state-room and groaned.

Thore was o step outside at last
Bunter ceased to groan and brightened
up. Perhaps it was one of the fellows
bringing Lim something to eat. After
all, it was the least they could do, after
all he had done for them !

There was & tep at tho door, and it
opened, Rawson, the steward, looked
in, There was a somewhat grim expres-
sion on Raweon's face, but Bunter, in his
eagerness, did not notice it.

“1 say, Rawson! You brought me
something 7' he exclaimed. *1 say, I'm
frightfully hungry., That beast Locke
is injuring my heslth by kceping me
without food, you kpow., I'm
frnished.”

* You must be, sir I”* zaid Rawson sar-
donically. “You didn't eat more than
enough for ten fellers at lunch.”

“Don't you be cheeky!’ enappad
Bunter. ™ [—I—1 mean, you might get
me <omething, Bawson—just o cake
would do——"" :

“ Against orders, sir!"" gaid Rawson.
“Mr. Locke says you're not to bave
anything till supper.”

“Blow Mr. Locke!"
savropgely.

“Blow him as 'ard as you like, if
he'll let you,” agrecd Rawson. “ But
what I come here for is this—""

“ Look here, you might bring a fellow
& pie or something,” said Bunter. “I'm

oing to give you & jolly good tip at

e end of the voyage, Rawson. [
glways tip servants well when they're
¢ivil, and know their place. Cutb off and

‘et mia 2 pudding or something."”

“What I come here for is this, Master
Bunter,' said Rawson stolidly,. “You
owe me a dollar.”’

" What?"' velled Bunter.

“That dollar you got off me long ago
in the Indian Ocean for making that
there parrot talk !'" said lawson darkly.
“1 know now ‘ow vou made him talk!
And ] want that dollar!”

“Why, you cheeky rotier!” roared
Bunter, in great wrath., Evidently
Rawson had come to the room not to
givo but to receive.

“¥ou handing over that dollar, sir 1"
asked Rawson. ‘' 'That dollar what you
swindled me out of, sir?"

“(Go and eat coke!"

“I'm waiting for that there dollar!”

“Get out of my cabin!" hooted
Bunter; “and I can jolly well tell you
that I jolly well won't tip you now. So
thera!™

“] dessay I chan’t be a lot the poorer
pir !'" =aid Rawson sarcastically. “ And
I ain’t asking you for tips, but for that
there dollar what you spoofed me out
of in a bet. And if you don’t "and it
over I'm going to Mr. Locke about it."’

Billy DBunter glared at the stewaird
with a glare that almest cracked his
spectacles. DBul slowly, reluctantly, ha
extracted & dollar from his pocket and
handed 1t to Rawson. He had only too
much reason to suppose that Mr. Locka
would take an unpleasant view of the
transaction if he heard of it. He might
even be deprived of supper as well as
tea !

“Take it and go!” snapped Bunter.

“Thank wou, sir,”” said Rawson,
pocketing the coin; “and if you don't
mind my mentioning it, sir, there’s a

znid PBunter

nprliﬂg that honesty is the best policy,
Bir

And Rawson left the state-room,
leaving Buntor a dollar the poorer, and
ag hungry as aver.

“th dear!" groaned Buntor.

Really, he bagan to wish that he had
not been such & remarkably elever ven-
triloquist, or, alternativelyy, as the
lawyers say, that he had not made such
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a remarkable use of his ventriloguism.
Certainly he had earned more kioks
than halfpence by hia remarkable
cleverness.

Harry Wharton & Co. were on deck,
apparently forgotful of Bunter and his
woes. There was nothing to be hoped
for from Hawson. Bunter blinked out
of his doorway at last, in the hope of

(Continued on next page.)
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“Come nto the Office, Boys!”
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HE frst letter which 1 have found

ﬁ in my post-bag this week comes

from tland, and wvoices o
205 to Glasgow readers.

CAN YOU PLAY THE SAXOPHONE?

Or the piano? Or the trumpet? Or the
violin? Or any instrument that would
be useful in a jazz band? If ¥ou can,
and you live near Springburn, will you
got into touch with Andrew Gemmell,
who is anxious to start sn omateur jass
band, and would like {ellow-Magnetites
to help bim out? Andrew's full address
13: 32, Midton Street, Springburn,
Glasgow, N., and he’'ll be pleased to
hear from anyono who is interested.
Good luck to you and your chums,
Andrew !

Have yon ever wondered where we
got the everyday expressions which we
uza? 8. I, Bexton, of Southampton,
has, and he wants to know if I can tell
him whers the phrase, “Giving the cold
shoulder ” ecama from. There are
sovoral derivations of this phrase, one
of which is that people who did not like
the company of o cerinin  person
shrugged their shoulders, as if they
wern suddenly cold. This shrug of the
shoulder hecame known as “the cold
shoulder,” and was a sign that the
person Lo whom it was given was not
wanted.

Another story is that the phrase came
as a result of the famous Klondike gold
rush, when, as you know, men were
forced to sleap out in tho open, and
many wero frozen to death. A man
awakening to find his “pard ™ frozen to
death alongeide him, would say that he
liad been given the cold shoulder.

AN vou answer this query, which
q comes from James Longdon,
of Romzey? He
know ;

WHAT IS A BARRACUDA?

He hasz heard the word in copnnection
with & tala of the Spanish Main—and
the Spanish Main i3 thoe haunt of the
Barracuda, which 1= & deecidedly
ferocious monster of the scas, more
savage, aven, than the shark., It 13 a
bony fish, which often attains a length
of five feet, and is larrely composed of
vicious teeth. A curious thing about the
Barracuda is that when it is hungry 1t
develops stripes, which vanish again as
gsoon as it has had a square meal.

Talking about monsters of the decp
reminds moe of

A VERY CURIOUS PET

which is kept by tho mombers of a swim-
ming club in Australia. This is nothing
less than 2 monster shoek which fu:.md
its way into a sea-water swimming-
bath—and has beon thers ever sinco!
The shark is & most difficult fish to keep

wants 1o

in captivity—in fact, this is the only
ane wﬁﬂht‘rﬁ:a remzained robbed of ita
freedom for so long! It has not wet
become teme, but its keeper frequently
dives into the water snd engages n &

game of “catch”™ with his uoruly
charge. 8o far he has not been
“eaught.” When he has—well, either

s now keeper or & new shark will be
required |

HERE is juast space to reE]y to

one more query, and them I

must turn my attention to the

Black Book. This query comes

from a reader who spent a holiday in

the Isle of Wight, and wants to know
something about

THE NAB TOWER.

This great tower, which i3 situated
on the eastern seaboard of the Isle of
Wight, and now serves the peaceful

urpose of a light-tower, was originally
mtended for use during the War in the
Strait of Dover, where it would have
been connceted up with the anti-sub-
marine nets which protected the Btrait,
It was not ouite hinished when the War
came to an end, and was mounted on an
enormious pontoon and towed to its

rescnt position, where, with a powerful
ight wpon 1t, it was lefs to act as a
warning beacon. Another similar tower
was dismantled, and tho Nab Tower is
now the only survivor of 2 War nrnd}mt
which has been attuned to the reguire-
ments of peace,

Black Bock forward, pleass!
Here’a a ripping yarn in store for
your noxt weelk | It's entitled :

“ PROUT’S LOVELY BLACK EYEI™

and, of course, it’a by wvour favourite

author, Frank Richards. He's got
saveral O.K. surprisesz in store for you,
ditto E.Q. surprises, too, and ere
are exciting situstions all the way

through. So B YYY—in other words,
“Bo wize "= and don’t miss it, what-
ever you do!

Need I mention the fine instalment of
our serial ¥ You'll ind John Brearley,
the author, at his best—and you know
how good he can ba! Next weck’s in-
stalment of *“Up, the Rovers!" will
grip you from the first line to the lask
—and you'll long for more!

There are plenty of chuckles for you,
too, in this bumper issue, for, in ad-
ditign to the “(Greyfriars Herald,”
there'll be limericks and jokes which
have won prizes for lucky readeors.

OFf course, we mustn't leave out “0ld
Ref's " interesting footer talk! And if
yvour gquery hasn't been answored in my
chat yet—well, look out for it, to-
pether with answers to other inter-
esting ipguiries sent in by readers.

YOUR EDITOR.
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sebing sometoo wnom ho covld cafole

inle bringing him a snack. The merest

trifle would have tided lim over till

supper—such as a couple of pounds of

biscuits or a pie. Hope dawned in his

Eiamal fat visage as he sighted Wun
ung.

The Chinesa junior grinned at him.

“HFat ola Buntee welly hungly 7" he
asked,

“Btarving !” groaned Bunter. ™1 say,
kid, bring me something to eat. An
cld thing will do. You know bow
paved your life in China—-""

“*Me no eavey,”” answered VWun Lung,
shaking his hoad.

n lﬁi 1 jolly well did, and all the
cther fellows, too,” growled Bunter. “1
never saw such an ungrateful lot. I say,
be & sport, kid, and sneak me somethiog
o cat."

f‘Ml\a,}:-!entj* solly fol pool ole Buntes,”
said un Lung. “Me tinkee plaps
gettee fshes"

*0Oh, good !"* gasped Bunter, " If you
could bag a 6sh for me—"’

“PBuntea likee solat"

“Are Lhey cooking soles?”
Bunter, his mouth wat.ermlg
proapect. I say, i1 you could
a sole, I—I'd never forget it.” |

“Plap: Buntee no likee sola?"

"My dear chap, 1 like a fried sole
hotter than any cther fizh in the eeen.
You bag it for me—"

“Plap» not flied,”

“71 don't care how it'z cooked! D2
it for me, old chap! Do!” gaspe
Bunter. *“Don’t stand there grinning
like a beastly vellow hoathen. Cut off
and bag that sole.” _

“ Buntee plenty surs Buntee likee 1

es. yos, yea!l” gasped DBunter.

“Alleo light! Buntee waitce till me
comay back.” And the little Chinee
glided away.

Bunter waited anxiously, Ho had a
doubt that Wun Lung might be pulling
hia fat leg, remembering the littie
heathen's propensity for practical jokes.
It was some time bafcre Wun Lung re-
turned, snd every minute, to Bunter,
crawled by on leaden winps

He gasped with reliof when the
Chineza guninr eame in sight again at
last, with a pares! in hia hand. Wun
Lung tiptoed to hiz deor with an air
of great caution. As Mr. Locke had
ordered Bunter to be deprived of his
tea, by way of punishment, it w9 neces-
sary fo be coutious in supplring him
with food. Perhaps that was why Wun
Lung had wrapped the =zole up so care-
fully. It was u large, well-wrapped
parcel that he handad ta Dunter.

“Hopea you likee thia® velly nicey
gole, old fat Buntea!” he said.

“You bet ! said Bunter.

Ho grabbed the parcel, and whipped
it inta his room, fearful that it might
bo seen. Wun Lung ghded away, grin-
ning: and he was still grinning when
he went on deck and joined the other
followa there.

Bunter unwrapped the parcol with
faverish ha?ta. Thari] were z?t‘ﬂra%
wrappings of paper, and & wrapping o
old I;I;ﬂﬁath. Fagerly the fat junior
tore ﬁ."i'li"ﬂf wrapping after wrapping.

The sole was revealed !

Bunter stared at it.

It was & sole. There was no doubt
ahout that! Wun Long had kept his
word, and brought him a solo.

But it woe not a fried sola. It was
not a grilled sole. It was not a sole in
the fishy sense of the word at all.

It was the sole of an old sea-boot.

Bunter gazed at if. )

Bunter could eat almost anything,
He was almost as eatholic in his tastes
as en astrich, Dul oven Bunter had his

Tue Maiguer Lisrary.—No. 1,186.

asked
at the
bag me

limits, He could not eat the ancient,
well-worn sole of a disused sea-boot !

“ Beast "+ shricked Bunter.

From the deck above came a cheery
sound.

"E!nﬂ.-f h-ﬂl. h-ﬂu !1-:

Apparently that unspeakable Chinee
wias telling the other fellows how he
had fed Buntor. They secmed to be
entertained.

“Ila, ha, ba !

“Oh lor’1” groaned Bunter.
dear! Beast! Oh erikey!”

And Wlﬂiﬂtﬂ George Dunter sank
down on his berth, and the state.room
echoed to his groaning. And his groans
did pob cease till—after reversl cen-
turies, as it scemed to Bunter—supper
was announced,

e ——

““h

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
Beastly for Bunter !
HJDLLY, ain't it?” said Bob

Cherry.

i Eﬂ_ﬂ, ;nﬂieer !”_d —
ipping ¥ san u

“The ripfulness is tarriﬁc.#nugrﬂﬂd
Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh.

The Greylriars pariy were ashore at
last. The yacht Silver Star lay in the
harbour ot Marseilles, and from that
Fronch city the party weore to take the
train home. It had been a great trip;
bitt the chuma of the Remove were glad
to set their feet on land once more.

They were staying at Marseilles for
the niihl;; and after dinner at the
hotel they walked down the brightly-
lighted Cannabiere. with Ferrers Locks,
amid jostling ecrowds of man
nationalities, under the bright stars an
claar aky of the Bouth.

MNow ther were sitting at the little
tables outside & cafe, sipping coffee, and
watehing tho varied erowds pass and re-
pasa,  Hwvery faco was pright and
cheary, with one exception. Billy
Bunter, suffering under & sense of
'ln]Lll'j". WHE INDTrose,

All through the trip to China snd
back again DBurter had never been
troated with distinction thet was his
due. Natwnally. he was rather sore
about it. He was sore also at the out-
come of hia business transactiona with
Mr. Green in the matier of parrots.
But he was sorcst of &ll over those
hours of anguish he had spent in his
stale-room waiting for supper.

Buuter was not, as a rulo, the fellow
to bear grudges:; buk that owful ezx-
perience was not casily forgotten. Like
the prophet of old, Bunter waa angry,
and falt that ho did well to be angry.

His fat thoughts turned on the task—
tho rather diffieunlt task—of making Mr.
Locke ¥sit up.” DBunter would have
liked to kick ]Il'lim; but that, obviously,
was out of the question,

Mow, as the Greyfriars lellows sat in
o cheery group at the open-air cafe on
the Cannabiers, Bunter was thinking,

Ha rose suddenly from the table.

“I'm going back to the hotel!™ he
announcod.

Bob Cherry locked round.

“Hallo, halle, hallo! Fad-up with
the jolly old Cannabisre slroady?” he
asked.

“T'm eloepy.”’

“Weall, it's bed-time at Greyiriars!"
remnarked  Wharton, looking at  his
watch. “We're all going back scon,
Bunter. HDetter stick to us, or you may
lose yourseli.”

“And think what & less that would
ba ! said Bob.

“The lossfulnes: would be tervifie 1

"1 say, you follows don't yvou hurry
back ! said Bunter. “I shan't pot
logt; I'm going to take a taxi, I
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suppose one of you fellows will lenfl me

8 few franca to pay for a texi.”

B"!IHIB worth 1t!" remarked Johnny
all.

Earrera Locke glanced at Bunter.

f you wish to go to bed, Bunter,
you had better take . taxi back to the
Lion d'0r," he said, "othorwise, you
would certainly lose yourscif, Here is
the fare.”

And a taxi rolled away with the Owl
of the Remove. An a matter of faoh
the cheery party at the cafe did not
miss him.

Dunter grinned as be rolled away
through the streets of Marseilles.

Tho Greyfriars party were not likely
to remain out much longer; but as
thoy were going to walk back to the
hotel, Bunter was vertain to arrive
there ahead of them, And Bunter had
& little scheme to carry out before
Ferrers Locke arrived. His powerful
brein” had been working &t full pres
sure; and Lo had evolved a scheme for
the discomBiture of the Baker Street
detective.

He arrived at the Hotel Lion d'Or,
dismissed the taxi, and rolled in. The
lift ocarried him up to the sleeping
quarters.

But it was not to his own room that
the Owl of the Remove procecded.
long corridor on which the bed-rooms
opened wna deserted and dusky, only a
single Il?hl burning at one end of it.
Bunter, like Mosos of old, looked this
way and that way. and saw that there
wns no man., There was no eye on
William Gemrﬁ Bunter whon he rolled
mnto Ferrers Locke’s room, and closed
the door softly behind him.

The room was unlighted, but Bunter
did not neod to turn on o i:ght. There
wans a good deal of I:fht through the
windows from the well-lit street with.
out-—plenty for Bunter's purpose.

Ho chuekled softly.

Fle turned down the coverlet on
Ferrers Lacke's bed. took the jug from
the washstand, and emptied it in the
middlo of tho bed. Then he replaced
the coverlet over the swamped bed, and
chuckled again.

“1 faney that will make the baast =it
up " murmured Bunter.

He stood with the jug in bis fat hand,
listening to the drip-drip of weater under
the bed.

He listened rather an:iuuslﬁi He did
not wank the drip-drip to be andibla
when Mr. Locks arrived in the room.
But after a couple of minutes it ceased.

He stepped back to the washstand
and replaced the jug  Then he gave a

pudden jump, and his  fat  heart
throbbed.

There was a footstep 1o the corrider
cutside.

It could not be Locke vet, That was
impossible. No doubt it waa sowe

garcon or chambermaid coming Lo the
room. .

But Bunter did not want to be caught
in Ferrers Locke's room by & garcon ar
a chambermaid—considering the state
the bed was in. e wanted to make
Mr. Locke =it up.” but he did not
want the Baker Strect detective to learp
to whom he owerd that kind attention.

Swiftly Dunter backed inte a dusky
corner, hidden from view by one of
those immense wardrobes that generally
adorn rooms in French hotels.,

He backed guietly into that hidden
corner, to walt for the garcon or
chambermaid, or whoever 1¥ wae to
g0,

A moment later tho door oponed.

1t opened softly and swiftly, und
closed ppain at onco. So swift was the
apening and  closing  that  Buonter
wondered whether ﬂtl}'gﬂd:{ had entered
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the room st all. Bub the next moment
thore was a soft footfall. .

Why & garcon or & chambermaid
should enter the room in that stealthy,
surreptitious manner was a mystery to
Bunter. And it suddenly flashed into
his fat mind that it was neither garcon
nor chambermaid who had entered. It
was much more likely to be some hotel
thief,

Billy
tremor.

He crouched still more closely in the
hidden ecorner behind the big wardrobe,
and latened.

There was no sound. Whoaver had
entered the room was standing silent,
doubtless listening.

Bunter vontured to out from
bahind a corner of the wardrobe at last.
Ho glimpsed & heavy, muscular figure
standing in the plimmer that came from
the window. ven in the gloom it
seemed to Bunter that there was some-
thing familiar about that figure.

It stirred, and Bunter’'s head popped
hack like that of & tortoise into ita shell
His heart was beating unpleasantly.

“Ach |” He heard a low, muitering
voice. “Het 12 donker! AchI?

Bunter's podgy beart almest died in
his breast.

He did not understand the words, but
he knew that they were Dutch. And
tho voice, low and muttering as it was,
was familiar to his ears. The man stand-
ing in thoe dusky room was Jan Vander-

pec

Bunter hardly breathed.

It was tho Dutch mate of the Sunda-
bund, and he was in Ferrers Locke's
room in the Hotel Lion d'Or. Bunter
could puess why.

The perspiration trickled dewn his fat

Bunter felt a disagrecable

fauce as he crouched in the dark ecorncr.
If the Dutchman discovered him—

Bunter’s blood ran eold at tho thought.
He knew why Vnndm&peck wae therc—
for revenge upon the detective who had
defeated his dastardly schemes and
hended him over to the law. Likely
engugh, Vanderpeck had reached Mar-
seillos ahead of the Silver Star,
in ono of the Mediterrancan steamers.
Probably he hed watched for the yacht
and spied on the Graiirmra party
ashore, At all events, there he was,
lurking in the shadowas of Ferrcrs
Locke’'s room, waiting for the Baker
Street detective to come in. And if
he found DBunter there—one twist of
his sincwy hand on a fat neck would
prevent any possibility of the fat junior
giving the alarm.

Bunter ¢ould have groaned aloud with
torror. But he was very careful to
keop silent.

Evidently the Dutchman had no sue-
picion that anyone else was in the reom.
Bunter heard him moving about softly,
but he stopped again. A faint rustle
of & curtain showed that he was at
the window. Bunter guessed that, keep-
ing back in the shadow of the curtain,
the ruflien was watching the strect below
for the return of Ferroera Locke and the
Greyfriars juniors,

Tho fat junior's brain was in a whirl.
When Ferrers Locke came—what then?
He knew what was in the Dutchman's
mind.

Perspiring with  terror, DBunter
crouched silent; and the man stood
motionless at the window, watching.

But he stirred at last.

Fromm his dark corner, Bunter saw &
shadow eross the room. The Dutchman
ploced himself against the wall, behind
the door, so that it would conceal him

Unaware of the fact that the Duichman was ¢oll=
cealed behind ithe door, and Eunier behind tha
wardrobe, Ferrers Locke entered the reem !
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wlhen it openel. ‘There he remalned
motionless and silent—so silent that
Bunter almost doubted whether he wos
still in the room. _ i

Thers wera footfalls in the corndor,
a spund of voices. DBanter trembled.
The Greyfriars party had returned.

Footsteps passed the door. en,
through the door, Bunter heard the
votce of Ferrers Locke clearly.

“Good-night, my boys |”

" rood-night, sirl”

Footateps passed on.

The deor opencd.

Ferrers Locke switched on the light,
entered, and closed the door. And the
next instant he was on hia back on the
floor, borne there by the herce spring
of the watching ruffian, and two savege
hands clutched at his throat and choked
his utterance.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Home Again]

ERRERS LOCKE satared up ak
F the hard, grim, savage face that
was bent over lium.
He could not spenk.

Ho could scarccly stir. The sundden,
savago attack had taken him completely
off his guard.

He was stretched on hia back, the
sinewy Dutchman over him. Each of hia
arms was pinned under a heavy,
muscular knee, pinned down helplessly
to the [loor. And the sovage grip on
his throat gilenced him.

One terrific eflort the Baker Street
detective made to throw off his assail-
ant—an cffort that made the Dutchman
rock, powerful as he was, end great as
his advantage was. But tho effort failed,
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and PFerrera Locke sank back, at the
raercy of the Dutchman.

There wag no wercy in the hard
brutal face bent over him. Vanderpeck
glazed down at his victim, with ghnt-
g oyes under his beetling brows.

‘My turn now, nheer locke [” he
snarled.

Locke did not speak—he could not.
Apain he attcmpted to throw off the
ru%ﬁan, again he failed.

Vot his eyes, upturned, were fxed
steodily, without fear, on the murder-
ous face of the Dutchmoan.  Ferrers
Locke had faced death too often to flinch
from it now. .

Vanderpeck grinned down at him.

“Vou know me—the man you placed
in irons, the man you robbed of his

rize, and handed over to prison! You

now me, you dogl Achl They could
not hold me at Aden—I escaped. At
Marseilles I waited for you—waited for
—this |

And, hissing out the words, the Dutch-
man compressed his savago grip on the
throat of the choking dotective.

From the cormer of the wardrobe,
Billy Bunter looked, his eyes wide-
distended bohind his spectacles.

ror chained him to the s But
umﬁarmu Locke, hoipless ul:i?:'lt;r the
muscular ruffan, writhed in the grg:»
of the strangling hands, DBunter sud-
denly woke to life. _
He made a sudden spring from his

hiding-pluce, tore the door open, aud
yolled :
“Help I

“ Ach 1” panted Vanderpeck. =

Not o sugpi-::inn had crossed his mind
that anyone was in the room but him-
self and his victim. Bunter had the
door open, and was yclling in  the
corridor beforo Vanderpeck [fairly
realised that the fat junior had been
in the room at all.

“Help, holpl I say, you fellows]
Help 17 shrieked Bunter.

Tﬁmﬂ or four doors opened along the
corridor. Harry Wharton & Co. stared
out in amazement.

«“Hallo, hallo, halle! What—"

“ Burter! What—"

“Help, Lockel! The Dulchman!
Murder! Help!” shrieked Bunter,

“Good heavens!”

Harry Wharton was the first to reach
tha deor. He d DBunter, and
dashed in. Vanderpeck, spitting out
Dutch curses, leaped to his foct.

“The Dutchman!' yclled Wharton.
“Back upl” ]

He leapod at the ruffian like a hound
at & stag. He would have been dashed
aside in a moment; but Bob Choerry
was salready on the scens, and he
sprang &t Vanderpeck and grasped

him,

Ferrcrs  Locke, panting, choking,
strugpled to s silting position. His
putomatic glimmered in his hand.

Crash! Craeh! The muscular Duteh-
men, exerting his great strength,

hurled Wharton and Bob Cherry aside,
and thoy staggered away., He made a
ferce lecap for the deor—where Johnny
Bull and Nugent, Hurres Singh and
Wun Lung, hed already arrived.

The fierco rush of the Dutchman
wounld have carried him through tho
junfors, hurtling them right and loft.

t the automatie in Locke's hand was
lifted now.

Crack |

Thers was a yoll from Vanderpeck us
the bullet smashed through his knee,
He pitched hoadlong to the floor.

Locke dragged himself to his {feet.
He stooped over the disabled ruffian,
and there waa a olick of handeufls. Jap
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Yanderpeck was a prisoner again; and
this time he was not likely to escape.

By thii time the whole hotel waa
elarmed. The corridor was crowded
with excited waiters, puests, all sorts
and conditions of people. In the midst
of tho confusion the gendarmes arrived ;
and Ferrers Locke handed over the
prisoner to them, with explanations in
fluent French., And in charge of
gendarmes, Jan Vanderpeck, groaning
and muitering caths, disappeared from
the sight of the Greviriars juniors.

“I must thank you, my boys, for
vour prompt aid,” sgaid Ferrers Locke,
when he swas able to speak to the
uniors af last; *and you, Buntor, for
nwl:lg given the alarmn, But “"—he
stared hard at the fat junior—" how
wag 1t that you came to bo in my
roome so Fortunately 7

11 " stammercd Bunter,

“Well 1™

DON'T KEEP YOUR GOOD

STORIES TO YOQURSELF!

TELL 'EM TO ME AND WIN
A POCKET KNIFE

like ™ Mlzm:t Reader,” of 43,
European Asylum Lane, Calcutta,
India, who has sent in the following
amusing joke.

Count it
true that the atroets 0! London
ara paved with gold, mate 7 *

London Beggar {with mam-~

Baggar: " s

arles of many terms in
prison) : ** No, nufink of the
kind. They're paved with
copperal*®

What sbout a ribtickler from
YOU now?

“I—I was just watching over your
safety, you know,” said Bunter, blink-
at bim. “J bope you don't think I'd go
to your room to upset a jug of water
over your bed.”

“Whe-a-o-t 1"

“0Of course, I wouldo't [ said Buntor.
“If you find your bed's beon sonked
you can pubt it cdown to the garcons!
They're frightfully carcless in  these
French hotels, you know,”

Locka stared ot him, and then Dhurst
into a laugh.

“¥ou utter young donkey?!” he cx-
claimed.

“0Oh, really, Mr. Locke—""

“You deserve to have your ears
hoxed t'’

“'Dh, 1‘ say !1-: .

“Cut off to bed I said Ferrors Locke.

And Duonter cut off, glad to escapo
with his fab cars unboxed.

thoy

EVERY SATURDAY

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
Good-bye to Ferrers Locke 1
HARRY WHARTON & Co. did

not leave Marsailles so soon as
they had expected. Thore was
_ considerable delay over the
affair of the Dutchman, but at long last
the party took the train for Paris, then
for Boulogne—and the Channel boat re-
ceived them at last. And though all
the party agreed that the trip to China
had been a great trip, and that they
waonldn't have missed it for worlds,
were glad to see the white cliffs of
old England rising into view apain,
They elustered on the deck and watched
the chalk gleaming in the sun as the
steamer drew nearer and nearor.

“Jolly old country!” eaid Bob
Chorry. “You can't beat it. To-
morrow, my beloved 'earers, we'll be
back at Greyiriars.”

"Hurrahi™

“And I hope you won't forget all

I've dona for you!" gaid Billy Bunter
sevorely,

“No, you mustn't forget Bunter!”
said Bob. *“The first thing I'm going
to do-when we get into Greyfriars is to
kick Bunter slpng the Remove passage.
I think he deserves it—after all he's
done for us."

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Doast ¥

*We'll ull do the same ' said Joh
Bull heartily. oy

“The.samoefulness will be tereific)”

“1 don't expect gratitude!"" said
Bunter. *“But the least you can do,
when we geb into Gr f:inru. is to
stand me a study spread. That's the
vory least you can do, in my opinion.’

'* Ma standoe feed!” said Wun Lung,

“Oh, good!”

“Bposce likee nicey gole 1 added the
Chingae junior.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Bunter snorted,

At Folkestone the Gresfriars juniors
parted with Ferrers Locke, with mutual
regret, The famous detective saw them
off in their train, and shook hande all
round at the curriage door. As tha
door closcd Billy Bunter leaned from
the window.

“I sy, Mr. Lockel”

Ferrers Locke had stepped back; bud
he stepped forward again., The train
was beginning to move.

“Yes®' he asked. “What is
Banter

"I forgot to mention it, but—"

“¥es, yes. Bo quick, the train's
going 1"

“I'm expecting & postal erder.”

“ What "

*And if vou lond me the ten-bob I'll
lot you have the postal order as soon as
it arrives.” ) ]

The train rushed om, leaving Ferrora
Locke staring. RBilly Bunter grunted,
and sat down,

“Y saoy, you fellowsl! Which of you
is going to lend me ten-beb and take
my postel order when it comes?™

“The whichfulness i3 terrific]” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

And other answer there was nono|

THE EXD.

it,

(There'll be another topping yarn of
Harry Wharton & Co. in next week's
BUMPER ENLARGED NUMEBER of
the Maoner, enfitled: “PROUT'S
LOVELY BLACK EYE!™ It's brimful
of exeiling situglions, chums, and every
“Magnetile " should make a point of
ordering his copy EARLY /)



JOHN BREARLEY’S LATEST MASTERPIECE.

A Bilter Disaster |

SEARING pain, as though the

knifo had got home in lis IEE',

made Jimmy stogger aw

A  heavy boot, {ferocions
used, had stabbed the base of his
shin bone, and his whole right leg was
useless. lottering, he collapsed help-
lessly to the grass. Another ungovern-
eble kick erashed into his ribs, knock-
ing the breath from his body at a
stroke, and then, in @ flash, the masked
man spun on hiz heel and was away
into the gloom, the sound of his drum-
ming {cotetops growing fainter and
fainter wuntil they died =away com-
pletely.

Hali-blind with pain Jimmy scram-
bled to his feet. Pursuit was hopeless;
he could barely walk., As in a night-
mare, ho saw great forks of Hamo
dancing convulsively all over the roof
of the =ztand, amid fountains of hbril-
liank spacks n.'md groat, thick clouds of
cily smoke.

Lights had sprung up in the house
behind him. He could hear old Jeff's
voice calling him loudly. Dimly to
his ears came other sounds, too—men's
voices shouting somewhere beyond the
football ground, and suddenly drown-
ing them all, came the blood-stirring
olamour of fire-bells, growing louder
as the Railton brigade rushed towards
the scene.

Jimmy waited no longer. Hobbling
as fast a3z he could pgo, he lurched
through the trees to the Ci;!u.rden p;ute-,
flung it c-pen and stepp
cinder- 1pa the Rovers' gmund
One glance u wards brought a groan

(Opening Chepters retold on page 26.)
“Bomeone must have busted the

main

Ygatm open,” he thought dizzily;
for

eady the ground was full of
ﬁrEmen, urderl:_.f confusion, some
ragg;:mg in the hoses, others semrch-
ing for the water-hydrants set around
the cinder-path,

At their heels, swarming in despite
the police who tried to stay them,
came the folk of Railton, dedging in
and shouting as they got a full view
of the fire—already biggest the
town had ever known.

Its fury, and the speed at which the
blaza ha spread over the stand, was
m!tﬂundmg' range flames, rod Elmnna
—with an ominous blue glare beneath
them—Ilit the sky for miles. With his

lﬂ

Meet Jimmy Brennan, the lad

with a big heart and goal-scoring

shooting-boots. Meet Jimmy, the
unstoppable !

head in a whirl, Jimmy tottered to
the centre of the ground, where eager
eyes saw lim, and in o moment he was
surrounded,

Voices buzzed and shouted in his

ear. Hands tried to grip him. But
shukmg.;; them off, he % veed his way
through the press until he came to
the firemen, where the vigorous
brigede captain  stood  directing
operations.

“Can you save it?" he choked:

of dismay to lns lips. The great stand, The eaptain whirled round, startled
utmtuhmf all nlung the touchline, was by the husky voice at his shoulder.
ablaze from end to end, its roof His eyes widened at sight of Jimmy's

flaring like e torch.

A patter of hot ashes from above
sid & gust of heavy smoke wreathing
his head, told him that he was in
danger; so, muffling his face in his
jacket, he ducked and stagpered round
tha end of the building on to the play-

itoch itself, There agnin the =ight
fﬁh‘. ed him to a sharp halt,

bruised and bhaggard face, smeared
with blood f{rom the moasked man's

blows.,
“¥Ye gods, Mr. Brennan! What—"

Jimmy grasped him desperately.

“I'm all right, Captuin Sharpe.
E&lt ﬂ::ian you save the stand?” he

The fire chief’s face hardened as he

wheeled the youngster round and
pointed upwards,

“No, sir; we can't. That's no ordi-
nary fira; look at those blue Hames!
That’s spznt slight in therel It's a
clcar case of arsoni”

. " " a a

podded dumbly. Staring
round, he saw that the crowd been
forced back by a wall of blue police
uniforms, Lven as he Jock the
cordon parted, and through the open-
ing strode Inspector Bl followed
by Philip Brennan and fnnjf, their
foces fushed and excited,

“Jimmyi What the blazes—"

Inspector Blake's curt voice cut in
swiftly. He had caught Captain
Sharpe’s stern words, and his eyes
roaked the fire chief keenly.

“What's that, captain? Arsonfi"

Bharpe set lips.

“Yop, ins Petrol, I reckon;
but can't E-:lr ‘certain yet.”

The ipspector's notebook came out.
Then e, too, checked a3 he saw
Jimmy's faca,

“Hallo| What's happened, Jimmyi"

Jimmy panted.

“It—it's orson all right, inspector!”
he cried. "I was in my garden when
1 heard an explosion and saw the
stand break jnto flames, & man
CcRIO Tracing ough our gate,
tacklod him. But—he got away.”

“ Phew | You tagkled him!?
YWhere i

The questions were like bullets.

“I told you—back in my garden.
Under the trees. Hea u h::lfe
mo; and it may rHuwl

fi}lﬁlh Brﬂ:nnaffn plunged furwg:‘dh

y Heaven, Jimmy, you might heve
been killed! Come on; let's search
the garden 1™

The inspector’s arm, flashing out,
checked him as he turned away.

“"Wait here, sir, &ME&. This is a
police matter now. rgeant, take four
men and search Mr. Brennen's ground
thoroughly I

“R 3 sir 1
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The man made off, and the little
roup, LTony with his arm rmtzlhd
1 watch-

immy's shoulder, stood ﬂ-ﬂﬂnﬂi’_ :
in inferno ore them; listening
with sinking hearts to the roar of the
flames and the futile hisving of the

hose-jets. : )
Even to Jimmy's eyes it was obvious

that the great stand was completely

doomed. One by one the big supports

wore crocking and falling in, segments
of the roof aullapsin% with them, to
fall, amid spurts of flame and sparks,
into the furnace below. In & few more
minutes the fire chief had given up
hopes, snd his men were busy dronch-
ing the rest of the geats ell round the
round lest they, too, ocaught fire
?rnm fiving fragments that whirled into
the glowing sky.

It waas a terrible spectacle. Gradu-
ally the brickwerk crumbled until the
steal girders showed through, fiercely
hot; the whole pile sagged lower and
lowér into one great mass of embers.

Time went by—an etermaty 1t
scemed. By its very intensity the fre
was burning itself out, and at last the
hoscs wﬂragbruught back to the stand,
able to make headway now and quench
the fecblor flames. Little by little tho
water gained the upper hand, black,
sullan masses of steaming debris he;;nn
to app;:{r] where previously only fire
had raged.

Sitting on the turf &o rest his
damagced log, with his wncle and cousin
gtill ﬁ:aidn im, Jim watched until
the last smoulder had been quenched,
In a dim szort of way he was trying to
Bgure out just what this disaster meant
to him. One thing stood out apart
from all else; his hopes of decont
“gates ' for the season werc uttorly
ruined -now, even if he eould afford to
rebuild the stand guickly—which he
realised poignantly that he could not!
Nearly ten thousand seats had gone up

in smoke, a quarter of the ground's
capacity. And the Boancial loss would
bo terrible, e

Al sorts of wild idcos fashed

through his mind. Insurance? Ho did
not know for how much the stand was
insured, nor—and he bit his lip—if the
company would * pg;{ up” in a glaring
case of narson till  everything was
cleared.

To bhorrow the monay waes an abso-
litta im;:.mihili'?'. oney was not
plentiful in Rai mhgn]rwajr, and the

roapects of tha vers were  not
grigﬁf{ enough to atiract any local
financier.

A little groan must have been wrung
fram him, for Tony's grip on his
shoulder tightoned. .

“Buck up, old son!” he whispered.
“Look! Here comes the sorpeant and
his mon, “Perhaps they've found some-
thing ™

They had. Jimmy's jaw hardencd as
he saw, in the sargeant’s hand, the
long livid knifo with whioh the masked
man had aottacked him, That was
gomething, at loast.

There was a short, sharp conversation
between tho sorgeant and his superior—
avidently a brief report—and tho knife
changed hands, the mapeetor tucking it
boneath his tunie, although Philip
Brennon stepped forward esgerly to
examine the weapon.

The police official turned his head to
where Jimmy sat and came quickly
across, picking his way over the busy
hases.

“I shoulds't wait any longer,
Jimmy,” he said kindly; " you're nearly

all in, anyway. Captain Sharpe tells
me he's got the fire in hand now, and
it'll bo dead before morning. Also ¥—
he touched his uniform—"I've some-
thing here that may prove useful as &
clue, I'Ml sce you to-morrow, Got
glong home now !

There was senzo in his words, also a
certain ring of command, Already his
men were clearing the ground of on-
lookers., It was plain he wanted to
quieten things dowu.

Thanking him, Jimmy struggled up
and, with Tony's aid, limped through
the circle of poljce. soon as he was
outside, however, he was surrounded by
anxious friends. The Rovers were there
in force, Gleorge Harvey at their head;
Bill Nye, PFaylon, even the surly
Thomas had left his lodgings and
hurried along to ece the fire, The old
trainer gripped the lad at once and
studied him closely.

“7y gosh, bor, but you're a wreck!
Iz it a fact that ve collared tho fellow
who did—that?”* He jerked his head
towards the ruinced stand.

“¥es, Bill. I'mall right, though.”

“All right, are you!” growled big
Gearge Harvey., “I'd like to get my
mitts on tho scoundrel for five minutes,
long knife or not! Eh, lads?”

“Av1” A deep growl broke from the
Rovers, and they anrged forward.

* Is therp anything we can do, sir?”

Jimmy gulped, shaking his head.
The loyalty and sympathy in the eager
faces round him made him almost choke,

" No, thanks. I'l'—get home!”

Hea turned awav. But Harvey's voice
boomed out loudly, and the centre-half
swung round with hia arm raised high.

“Thero's ona thing we can  do,
thongh ! he cried. *“Coms on, chapa;
thros choers for the boss! And
Railton’s beat forward!™

Over and above the clatter and con-
fusion the deep hurrahs roared out
lustily. .

Jimmy stopped. his face scarlet. Tt
was the tonic he needed; he realised
that the theers were meant, that his
men were behind him, as Bill Nye had
said thoy were, His shioulders stiffened,
and somnthing like his old cheery grin
nppeared as he looked at them—his
toaim.

# Thanka—all of you " bha stammered.
" We=—wo're not licked yet, are we,
chaps 1" .

A fresh burst of cheers, as he limped
away towards the Fira, answered him.
The Rovers were not licked yet, They
told him se with the Full power of their
lungs ! ,

Ttut the wrockaze of the main stand
smouldercd still,

SalaRsEARE AN SR AR ENENEE IR YENEER A AR RANNERINARN

THE FIRST CHAPTERE BRIEFLY
RETOLD.

Netermiined fa slop the rot thal hay sel in,
Jeasmer Rrevnan, tha ponial bul ﬁ!r:.‘ifé'i':f-!ﬂ' rier
of the Raifton Rovers IO, decides o pay a
Ruge trengfer feg for an erpecisiced ronlre-
foramtrd to puf wewr ffe fi4o Kz team, Tha
deal fails to pateriafize, hewever, for Brennon
i3 robbed of kiz savings by meanz of a forge
cheque and ther altaclhsd by scine unknown
azeriinrd who derlfs Fim oo Blote fo fhe Reart
tohich proves fatal, Lefl withou! m penny fo
carrn o, JSiney f2 pondering over the sibealion
i fiie room overlooling the foollmll grovnd triei
fhe blnckress of the wight eulside 4z sndden
Fit aup by @ crimsoh Longee of flame sparing him
pbore the Rorers® smoin sling, Groppling @il
o wwrsked fowre speeding awoy from The seens
of the fire, Jimmy does kis bes! o operpoier

him.
(Xt read an,)
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A Stranger Comes to Railton

OME along, Rovers !

“'Nother one, ladst™

The Railton home-crowd,

eager for one more thrill in

the last minutes of an exciting game, let
drive @ hearty roar as Payion, the
outgide-right, trapped a protly pass
from his half-back, and went flying
downficld & foot inside the tl.'}u{lhfin{:!.
with the other forwards spreading
swiftly ahead in position.

The midweek match against Old-
chester Wanderers was drawing to a
close, with the Ravers sitting on a com-
fortable 3=1 lead; and the ground, or
&3 much of it as was left, waas filled with
chuekling supporters. Partly for the
game, and partly to cheer Young
Jimmy, playing magnificently among
Eh& forwards, Ruilton had turned out in
orce.

Already vague roporks of the disasters
the young foothaller-owner had suffgred
recently wero sproading through the
town, and although, so g{ar. the police
had failed to lay hands on the
mysterions masked man who had fircd
tho main stand threo days ago, the full
story of the terrible fire had shaken
Railton severely. Jimmy +wes as
pepular as his father had been before
him with the townsfolk, and it was &
safe bet that had the masked man been
arrested in the open streets of Railton
the police would have had a tough time
getting  him  safely  through the
infuriated throng.

OF the main stand only a few skeleton
girders and the conciete hanking
remained. The fire was out, but the
ruins were unsafe, and a few hold
apirits who had porched themaelves
among the debrie for a better view of
the game, had been promptly hauled off
by the npolice. Tike a {num dead
monster all down tho left touchline the
stand lay black and deserted.

Faw of the onlookers had eves for it
at the moment, however. Thoy wete
watching the black-end-white jerseva
swaying and weaving through thé Old-
chester defence, as Payton fouched the
! to Jimmy and the lad went
wriggling inwards to open up & gap for
Thomas' finishing shat.

It had been a great game, fast and
thrilling. A loyal, devouring spirit
seemed to have set the Rovers alight.
Headed by George Harvey, the defsnee
had formed itzelf into & brick wall,
before which the green Oldcheoster shirts
fell back like waves; whila the young
forward line, plaving with machine-like
smoothness, had run the visiting halves
off their legs,

Jimmy's shin, although still sore, had
vielded to Bill Nye's skilinl treatront,
and th rﬂtl%ﬁﬂllt the game he had swept
towards the Oldchester goal liko a
flame, chalking up two goals with shots
{hat hbrounght down the houre. Erven
Thomas, spurred by teamespirit—and &
fow pointed remarks from old Bill Nye

i

4 —had pulled his weight nobly, well sup-

ported by the dashing, hard-working
youngsters on cither side.

Now, with Jimmy in [vll ery, anothor
goal scemed certain, A tived Oldchester
man, tackling him grimly, was left
standinge by a dazrling swerve, another
failed to intercept him by yards.
Gathering  himself  together, Jimmgy
stormed gonlwards without a2 plance to
right or ﬁ:it, The crowd yelled:
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“That'a it—go yourself,
Hat-trick, lad!” ;

The thunder of the cheer roared inte
Jimmy's cars. But he kept his head.
Hat-tricks matiered nothing to him; it
was Thomas, his only decent centre-
forward, he had to feed and encourage.

Qut of the corner of his eye the young
inside-right saw the white posts tempt-
ingly near, with the scarlet-jerseyed
keeper watching him anxiously. An
Qldchester back bobbed up at his
ghoulder, and hiz pariner EW-B%!‘- desper-
ntelﬁr imte the picture, blocking the
path,
That was &ll the scheming youngster
wanted. He lad bluffed the defence,
drawing it around him. Ope hasty
glanee he gave to ses that Thomas was
“up,” and then with dainty precision
he stabbed the ball past the charging
back, a few yarda in fropt of the
Railton marksman,

At top speed Thomas raced for the
leather, hia flashing boot hitting if
solidly, A thud, & lightning brown
streak, and the g’limpse of & despairing
red arm; then the ball hissed gloriously
inta the corner of the net—a perfect
goal!

“(Eozll Goal!™

Again and again the home supporters
voiced their delight. ‘There wa3s a
confident prin on the sulky centre-
forward's Eme, and more than a touch
of swagger in his walk as he turned to
shake Jimmy’s hand,

“That's the way to finish 'em off 1” he
chuckled. And ths young owner
smiled, well content, .

A minute later the final whistle went.

Slowly the teams streamed off the

Jimmy 1

out to me!™ a eool wvaolce shnapped.
“Not jaw in publie. Good-day!”
Leaving the fustered constable red
and speechless, the young man turned
and strolled away., IHis reedy Bgure
was swallowed uwp in the busy street.

Meanwhile, Jimmy, bands in pockets,
was hurrying across the now-deserted
foothall-ground to the little gate be-
hind the stand that led to the Firs
A pinched, bleak expression clouded
his face for a moment as he looked
at the charred and blackened mass
before him, but ha turned hiz eyes
away resolutely and ran on  without

another glance, 0ld Jeff's voice
reeted him when he pattered into
a house,

“Visitor for wou, Master Jimmy.
Mr. Thurgood 1™ i

Jimmy stopped abt once, [rowning.
In the old days the manager of the
Railton Bank had been a froquent
guest at the Firs; but now—

“Maors trouble, I suppose, Jeff,” said
Jimmy, with a shrug. “I'll see him
at oncel™

Still in his fcotball Lkit, he strode
across the hall to the old-fashioned
drawing-room where Charles Thurgood
rose to meet him with his usual hearty
beam.

“Hallo, old chap!”

! Afternoon, Br. Thurgood.
waiting long i ;

“Ng, Iad. Just popped in after the
game. Wanted to sce you—alone!”

In spite of the smile on his jovial
face, Jimmy thought he detected a
faint awkwardness in the bank mans-
ger’s manner, and his suspicion that

Been
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ratefully. "It would be., You know
ww I stand about money., I'm broke
and so are the Rovers. We might

have atruggled on, but now the stand
has been burnt—" he shrugged.
“Wao're right up against it!”

“Just s0. MNow, what's happening
about the stand, old man?”

“Well, Fve claimed tho insurance
money ! replied Jimmy slowly. *“ And,
23 a maller of fact, I'm waiting to hear
something now, The stand was insured
with & Manchester firm and in view of
the ecircumstances, Mr. Sylvester has
gone to see them himself, specially.
Ile—he offered to go; and promised to
phone me aa goon as he got back to
Railton. That's why I've just hurried
back from the match!”

“Ah! And what is Sylvester's opinion
of the caze?” asked Thurgood keenly.
His ecves narrowed as s bleak smilo
crossed the youngster's face.

HOh—comforting as usnal!” growled
Jimmy. “He says it's a mysterious
case of arson and I haven't an earthly
of getting the cash until the polico
have caught the scum who did it, any-
way. He—he's o cheery sort of bloke
is. Mr. Sylvester—I don't think!"

A fleeting smile on the bank man-
ager's face showed that ho was inclined
to agree, but didn’t like to say so.

Instead, he pressed Jimmy's  knee
warmly.
“Well, well. Sylvester’s a funny

chap. But honestly, Jimmy, I'm afraid
he's right. Dy the time you get your
cash you'll have lost best part of the
season’s  gate-money for  the stand.
Tell me”—ha bent closer—'" what will
it cost fo put it right, d'you knowi"™

Special ENLARGED NUMBER of the MAGNET
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pitch, filing through the cheering
Railfonians. Temporary dressing-rooms
had been fived up in the George Hotel,
6 big hostelry just outside ihe ground;
but as soon as the men were in their
baths, and ke had shaken hands with
the Oldchester skipper, Jimmy slipped
an overcoat over his footer gear and
trofted away quickly to change in his

own house.
Coming out of the hotel at the
double, several hero-worshipping

rchoolboys hanging about the court-
yard for that purpose, spotted him and
raised o cheer. Ho turned to wave
a smiling hand, and in doing so,
promptly buwnped into the back of
another youngster who stood talking to
a stalwart man in blue.

The forco of the impact was not very
great. Bub it was sufficient to send the
youngster reeling. He was a slim,
poorly-dressed lad of middle height,
with g thin, pale face, out of which
two dark eves blinked rucfully as the
yvoung footballer threw out a poweriul
arm and smiled Lis apologies.

* Awiul sorry, old son! HurtI"

“MN-no, thanlks!®

Jimmy nodded and hurried on for-
reiting the ineident immediately, But
the weedy stranger turned and locked
after  him i-llll'.‘l-l.lg'h‘tfl.!]]{- A amile
ereazed the eorners of his mouth.

“That him®™ he asked soltly.

The policeaman lifted his ehin im-
pnrt:mtlp. )

“That’s him,  sic!™ he whispered,
Then confideniially.  *“Has Scotland

Y o—™

A blank stare, brief hut very effce
tive, cut him short and he found him-
self staring mte a stern fuen that had
gnddenly grovwn ten years older

“ YVour order: woere to point ilnd Ty

fresh trouble was in the wind grew
stronger. Foreing a grin, he nodded
his visitor te a chair and sat down
facing him. .

“¥ see!”™ he answered politely.
“What can I do for vou, sir?”

Thurgood started to  speak, but
bhalked, his immaculate finger-nails
seeming to claim his attention for a
while.

Jimmy waited, oddly tense

“We-ll1" his wvisitor said at lash
“Jt's more s case of—what can 1 do
far you, Jimmyi”

Thrown off his keel by a sharp wave
of relief, Jimmy stared.

“Po for me?® he echoed. *Then
it isn’t more trouble. I mean—what
d'youn mean, sir "

With an coffort Thurgeod threw off
his obvious embarrassment and leaned
forward with a smile, ‘

“Well, it's like this, Jimmy!” heo
said earnestly, * Somehow I can’t help
feeling that I'm to Dblame for all the
mess you're in. ¥es, 1 am!” he jerked
as Jimmy started to protest. I was
taken in by the—ihe fellow who—
looked like you as though 1 was a raw
junior clork. And afterwards, instead
of trying to seitle the malter gquetly,
T'va blurted everything out—and youw're
in the soup. That's a plain hint, boy!”

“7 know!” Jimmy's voice wasg biiter.
“Ji's mnot your fauwlt, thongh. You
ithink I'm square, at least—but other's
don’t ™

“Well, we wout diseusa that!®
soothed Thurgeod. “However, 1 feel
it's my fault. Your dad was a prelly
zood friend to me for years; and—well,
T've como alone to see 1f any help or
advice I can give his son will be use-
ful. Vou soct”

“Why, thanks!”™ murmured Jimmy

i1F

“ About six thousand!™ sighoed Jinmy.
“1 saw the contractor vesterday. As
far as we can tell the concrete bank-
ing's O.K., but the walls and roof will
have to ba rcbuilt, and, of course, every
single seat was destroyed!™

“ Mo chance of borrowing the ecashi”

“Not a hope!™

“Well, then, listen!” And Thur-
Fcn:d h-&rl:‘] up an eager hand. “I ecan
el vou; but don't get offended at
what I'm going to say, Why don't you
seil this honse ™

Thurgood’s Astounding Offer !

lelﬁ-ﬁl‘!" Jimmy, thunder-

struck, rose Eiﬂ‘i‘.’l’ from his
the Firs ¥

tha'r as one who cannot
beliove his ears. * 3-sell iho

“Bore. Why not? I've thought it
over, and it's my beost advice, Jimmy.
Wihat does o youngster like you want
with o thundering great rmansion and
huge grounds, o you can sell 16 and savo
the Hovers—as you want to¥ Sce my
pomt?’

Jimmy did sco il--with overwliclming
foree. It was certainly a way out, But
scl] the family place! (Gosh!

iz mind fell into a whirl of conflict-
ing thoughts. o sell the Firs had never
otetirred to him in lis wildest plans; yet
—with ne othcr prospect of eafsing
moncey in sight—it wonld put the Rovers
on their feet opuwin, DBut—rats, he
conldn't do it!

Loyalty to the club, and Jove of the
beautiful house ho had lived in all his
lile, fought a tervific baitle inside him
during the next few minutes. Ile stared
at Charles Thurgoeod, who was watching
him with o cnrions expression on his

Tne Mascxer Lienany.—No. 1,180,
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pink face and a certain bard gleam in
his smiling cyes.
“But it's such a g place!” stam-
mered the 1ad at lask,  © “ o'd buy i ¥
“I would!” was the prbmpt and
slartling mphr.
Jimmy's face flushed angrily. He
thought hc understood.
“Fou!™ he crmd “Look here, ¥r.
this isn't olarity—or some-
thing, 1s 187"
bank

Thurgood,

At the wvigorous words the
nmnager locked slightly upset, but his
gmm smile soon retumcd.

0, my son, it isn’t. And to show
vou it"s not, I'in net going to offer move
thzm five thousand for the place. Can't
afford more.  But I'll arrange a
thowsand-pound loan at the bank for
you, if wvou like, peyable within two
¥ears @t the usual interest, and there’s
vour six thousand pounds right away.
How's that for help?”

Jimmy's eyes were troubled

“ Bt you don’t want such a big house,
cither, Me, Thurgood " ho ecried.

“Why not? shrugred the bank
manager, “I'm a faivly PLOSpOraus marn
in Hailton now, Jimmy—and I've
always adinired this house. I'll take it
as it stands, with your two servants, if
you like, and give ‘em a decent howme 1

A hungry gleam appeared in ]'nmu:,.r 3
eves again, but it died swiftly as he
]urgmnd Ao his feet.

Am way, lad, there'zs the offer. I
fecl 1t’s up to nie {0 do you a good turn,
and by buyving this house I can do my-
gelf one at the same time. Fair
division, eh? Ha, ha !’

Head bowed in thonght, Jinuny paced
the room with long strides. It was a
tempting  offer—six  thousand pounds
alpoet feady an his hand. He could re-
build the stand quickly and still make
good on the scason, But—scll the Firs.
iHr:tlHLhH] to [aee the bunk manager ot
8BS
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“It's a groat offer I he said warmly.
" And }E«u o ﬂ.'ap-:rl'i‘. Mr. Thurgood,
because it's not thrﬂugh your foult thet
I'm broke. Let me think it over!”

“YWhy, of course, Jimmy "™ answered
Thurgood heartily. *“'Think it over and
let me know, You'll ind I'm vight, Yon
want gomn merdey; I should hike this
house., It'fl be a wrench for you, I
know, but——"

There came a knock at the door and
Jeff looked inm.

“Telephone, Master Jimmy !"*

“Ch, right, Jeff!” Jimmy's heart
gave » wild It.*a:p This would be Henry
Sylvester at last—with news from the
insurance comipany. Perhaps they had
retognized the claim  for llijuwgtn and
thers would be no 'need to sell the
house | Excusing himself to Thurgood,

he fairly boltad to his father's study and
grabbed the instroment.

“Jimmy Bremnman speaking.  That
you, Mr. Bylvester t"

“It is. And I'm afraid T do not bring
good news, James!” The solicitor's
vaice was as cold wnd grave as ever, and
the boy's hopes sapged at once.

“Yon mean—there's nothing doing "
he muttered dully.

“The company refuse to pay until the
criminal whé caused the firc has been
caught ! came the reply. *“And they
ore within their nghts, I fear. I am
somewhat fatigued by my long journey,
James, but if ‘you will r:ali and seec mo

tll mive you the
full details 1™ = }

“0h, but hold on!” erdered Jimmy
roughly. “That's not good enough, I
crn'l ﬂip it if some divty crook fired

my property, can I They don’t think
I did it, do they? Same as some people
think I forged dadzs cheque!™ lie
finished with I.uttd;':r emphasis.

The telephone was silent for a while,
Then :

EVERY SATURDAY

“Please don’'t be absurd, The com-
pany have every right to withheold pay-
ment until evervthing is settled. Como
and seo me later I

“But—bwz  wait!” mmorted Jimmy
again. "1 suppose this means I must
W lul: months for my mouney, what?”

“Until the criminal is mught'“ ra-
peated Sylvester stonily, “ Good-bye!”

Cllcki He rang off shoarply. Jimmny's
big fist tightened round the instrument
until hiz knuckles showed white, and o
look of icy dotermination chilled his
BYey eyes. Right—thia was the last
straw. ' To blazes with Sylvester and the
insurance ecompany, too. It was be8
enough keeping his end up against
mysterious cnermies, who were striking
at him right and left,” without watching
Railton Rovers—hie fathér's elub and
his own—sink in the mud while lawyers
and corporations fooled about with red
tape.

' Blamming down the phone, Jimmy
dived throngh the door and burst into
the drawmg room in a white heat.

“Mie.  Thurgood!™ -he shapped.
“Yeou'vo offered me five thousand
pounds for this house, and you'll lend
e another thousand from the bank. Is
that still on ¥

Flustered by the stormy entrance and
the lad's flushed face, the bank manager
nodded quickly.

“{M course, Jimmy. What—"

“Right!™ Jimmy shoved out hia
hand. “You're on! 1It'sa a choice
between the -Rovers or. this .house!

Fight or bust! And the house Joses!
I'll accept your offer—now 1™

(Finmy Brennan's delermined t-::- Pk
the Rovers on their feel agiin, . Bud
has he made o wise move in pariing

with the Fire? Look out for gnother
ripping instalment of thiz gripping
gerial sewd week, Doys.
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ALL whe wish to get rich quick sheunld
send for my new free booklet om
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CHALLENGE ———

— To Georde Blundell

1 WILL meat you behind the chapple
at two o’clock dn Batéerday afternoom,
when wa will soitle our differenses
 You sare rekwested to bring your own
fnds, and your own stretoher-barers.
. Prepare to réseevd & terribul licking.
You will get no mersy at my hands !—

GOOUu .
EDATION

November 8tn, 1930. _

HORACE COKER,

ANTI-WAIST SOCIETY FORMED | SCHOOLBOY PUG. K.0.'d

BUNTER'S BRAIN-STORM

“HAND ME YOUR TUCK "—
—AND GROW THIN

“ Mr. Bunter, T belisve 1"

W. G. Buniter, ., pregident of the newly-formed Anti-Waist
Leegue, fumpad mﬂuwsw: from the keyhole near which he had been
tying up bis ghoe aa I planted my foot behind him.
" Yarcdgoh! That's me! ..ﬂpﬁ..ﬁhu: doing 7
Interviewing you on behalf of the ‘Greyiriars Herald," sir I "
Ireplied blandly. ~** Qurreaders want to know the aims and objects

of your new ﬁ.@bﬁ?,
..wﬁﬁﬁ_ﬂnman D Srakis, Tabadt
“ K o gin, though, I should mention that I've
ooy o
" Borry, stony- said hurrisdly.
Bunter suorted. .
Beast | Well, anyway, sbout the Anti-Waist Leagpie, T've
formed it to combat fainees
En_ﬁswu&dﬁ%‘. Fellowa are
too fiabby end fal nowadays:

‘orn and mot emough Backbone,
Savvy I ¥

I prinped,
B+~ Well, when I look at you, Mr,
-~ Bubter, 1 muat EE_.,TIM.W... :

yourotter! Withont boasting, X

Mg 1t think I can that- I've got the
R, Dost figure in Remoye—-"
S “¥Yo gode ! "™ T murmured in.

volontardy.

53 , “Well, a0 I have " yoared
Fellows who 8ay I'm fat are simply jeatons—that's all |

Not many fellowes. in the

Dunter,
The fact is, I'm all bone and muscle,
FRepaove can say that, I can tell you; and that’s

! where my Anti-

cOmes in,'

g e, s
"8 wrong with ¢ ave, you ees,"” said Bunter, blinki

o me with owl-like gravity, " is that the fellows are Eﬁu.m more

grub than their constitutions demand. Result: they're flabby

uE.Em_u “__ﬁ waigtline. Once they join my Lesague, all ﬂu__._..ﬁ will be

B qﬂ._"_.ﬂE it 2" I querled,

* Howt, certamly,” maid the Owl of the Remove. * As I've tried
o powot out for some considerable time unow, gorging is very bad
for the constitation. Take Wharton, Bob Cherry, Johany Bull,
e T Sy AT R T R R

¥- ) an k anly, M
will put a stop to all this," : i .

1 began to get a glimmering of the idea, .

* The rule of the society, you see, is this : that all members hand
over half their tusl-hampers to the presidont—that's me, Foulkaow |

From that .simpls act, they'll ive amozing benetts. Thei
waisilinea will leasen, thay'll o : he n_.....w. and fﬁm

ﬂ-n_. st Lo

9 t strong and healthy agai
five to bless the day when &h_.imﬂ— in the Emmh_, i-Wail
H__n.wmnc.. priirir e Sl good old Anti-Waist
think X get it, Mr. Bunier 1" I grioped. " And what hoppens

10 the sarplus tuck they hand over

Bunter coughbed slig nﬂ_—w.
Abom | I've arranged to forward that to tho Soeiety for Sending
Tuck to Timbuctoo, Now what about you Joining, Browuny 1
.EEFmﬂ_nnw.ﬁ?ﬂﬂnunnﬁumnnﬁq

ﬂ.—.

“Thanks! But I thinic I'l}
instosd. Good-day, Mr, Bunter ! *
To 1Eﬂw_=ﬂ.? Bunter replied ungratefully i

there's t00 much waist about

“T'm not referring to myself,

1 Daa't aepire fo be a Secend Editan

BULL IN A
COAL-HOLE

RIDDLE-DIDDLES

Why is Linley uead to the sea 1
Becous he came to Greyirara
on & * pchelar-ghip,"

What's tho difference beiween
Wharton on the footer-field and a
bull in a ¢oal-hola 1 .

Ome scores gosls and the other
gores coals,

Why doesn't Bolsover play
underarm nt crioked ?
Because he invariably Bolsover.

Why does ”ﬂwaﬂﬁwummnmr Jike gay-
L1] ni L] u.H-. ]
ﬁ:&.ﬂ. qﬂ e
Becauge he's a dusky nabob.
ﬁ-ﬁ Hu-pq-. .m.ﬁu.—u-u.uw

Why should Prout look alter
the fireworks ?
- Bocause ho's in cherge of the
* Fifth.”

?
Beeause he's & ' dioky ** new
gent.  {Dicky Nugent.)

pomer like a literary

DON'T BE A MILKSOP
iR

hiro of * Evic—or Liijle by Little ™ .

Be o Man of the World, a Bold,
Bad Blade, & Smoker of Cheap
Cigarattea and a Follower of the
Jo m. Old Gea-Geea!  Professpor
H. Bkinner will show you how.
Corregpondence tuition in  the
follawing subjects -—

The Broad sod Crooked FPath—
How 1o Attaln It }

The Sclence and Art of Tosslng
Eﬂﬂ.ﬁ Playing [or Profit,

- ng for
Pipe-Smoking for Boys.

The ﬂuﬂurnmuﬁ_f

| Winner:

“Best Man Won!”
Foser :

“Best Man Lost!”
OF COURSE

The finest slogging show sesn ad
G ars for months took place

in on ﬂ@@hm&.ﬁ afber-
noon, Mww.“n Battlin Imover
met Bather Bulstrode for thsl
Vemon-Smith Belt and Braces,
Attracted, no doubt, by the
terrifying thinga these two old

privals have been promisipy esch

other for the last wesk or iwo,

8 huge erowd turned up ond
watohed the scrap d

with breathleas
interest.

stepped in with
& _terrifio per-
out and ROVEr
waa ocunted gut.
H. Yernon-Bmith,
Erq., the gemerous
promoter, decor-
atod the winoer
with hia belt and
bracos amid scenes of wild en.
thusiaam,

Here in a summary of the fight,

strode with a
Bulstrods floored Bol
punch on the mnose. Aitar a

minute’s bard slopging the twe
floored aach other um&wucwggﬁmh
t Round level.

sm on the jaw.
Bolsover with a

* Round 2, Fegan with a clinch
kb w0 screppers waltzing round
n'affectionate embrace Lord
fapiaverer, timekeeper and pef-
i m. Xech boxer then
loared - other half a dozen
imes in quick saecession and
PEM. ‘when - the ref. happened
%t.in at the wrong moment,

a4 Vhim, too. Round level,

Bound 3. Both went down
L eweral times, the hitting getting
Jomler and the counts growing
Foger each time., Finally, Bul-
akede summoned =u all  his
Labanpth end lifted Bolesover clean
cob- of the ring for the lk.o.,
Joaeking out Bunter and Squiff
aod several other spectators at

R i. Bolsover floored Bul-

Qi Emﬂmmﬂwﬂﬁﬂm intérviewed
thw principals 1o their roapeotivo
drossing-rooma
aftor the fight.
Their wviewas are
smunmarised  bes
low &

BASHER BUL.
¢ BTRODE: The

Z=" best man won, of

. course, X wae all
over him from the
firad moment of
tha esorap. My
only
that the. finish
came hefore I woa
Jbla-to give bim all I wanted to
- p* vhum,
 ATTLING BOLSOVER : The
{4t man lost, of course, I wes all
¥ him from the start. I don't
witd being knooked out—acoi-
sts happen to gny maen, My
W regret is that the finiah came
wiore I was able to give him
il T wanted to give him,

=

DOH, RAY, ME, FAH, SOH

Knﬂo& Notes

SING—AND

Congiderabls excitergent wos
caused in the Reomove musical
ﬁ,uaﬁi on mﬂﬁﬁ_ﬁuﬁuﬂuﬁ last _.,.Hrnﬂ

ingate came in "
muma-room to ingquire who waae il
It turmed out to be only Squifi,
.ﬂ-.ﬂnmmﬂﬂ 44 EHH&.-H

Recruite are wanted the
Femove Comb sud Saucepan-lid
Band., Intonding members can ba
interviewed and tried out by

for

appointment. Apply, H. Bkinper.
Eaq., Study No. 11, Importont ; §esme to the

BE 'APPY

m.\iﬂm your own oomb or satcepans

_EmE. Remove Medrigal Bociety
mide & bad misteke whem they
deeided te give a performance in
the dorm after lights out one night
laab weele,  After singing a couple
ekpadrigals they wore interrupted
by Ybe antry of _M”EFFEEE with
¢ "wo. Judging by their be-

iour after he Latl finighed with
Ham, ﬂ: ehouldn's be a bit sur-

Wriggie Bociety 1
)

_

3

regreod ial

Jhis purposa,

‘rowing a cupple

now chaoged their |

INFAVOUR OF
GUY FAWKES'
NIGHT

This Year's Effigies

BUNTER’S
“MASTER "-PIECE

Guy Forkd was a bedevolent
Bpamich jentlomen who thought
ho'd do England a good tum m_u.m_,
Enﬂﬂmdﬁﬁ the Housas of Pach-
ment, Unforchunitly he was dia-
covered hefore he had schesved
but his memory is still
Eﬂﬂmﬂh nwm_, Hﬁmﬂcﬁq tha Fifth
Ban r the burning of hon-
firog ....ﬂ-.w tha lighting of fireworks.

I am el in favour of pelly-
brating Guy Forks' Night. Any.
thing that makes hewman beings
more good-humoured has my
approvel, o fact: Thai's mal

Forks' Night cortainly doea
seem o improve
the fellowa’ :
tempers. Last
year, for egg- HEKON
sample, in one of AMRES
those moments
of scute hunger
which anybody {1 @
in likely to eggs- .-
perience, I hap. FPEGh
pened to be bor-

of larga pork pies
from Hearry
Wharton's atudy
when he came in.
Any othor night . .
the greedy besst

wanld have bom aswially annoved ;

but as it was Guy Forks' Night | 4o meet him and eggspound mors

he moorly larfed and dashed out Rk
aiizt Witk ‘the Steworks:he. had fully—at the counter ¢f the akool

como to fetch, leaving me to
sonsiame the n___.ﬂmrﬂ?;w cﬂn.__.an.mnu

s St | TEMPL S
TERRIBLE
| TROUNCING

wito likes ‘thia cheerful, good-
GOALIE SCORES

natchered atmosfere about him,
the Guy Forks' Festival makes &
etrong appesl 1

Don't imagine for a moment
that I spand all .ﬂﬂu. Forks' Hﬂ%ﬁ&
visiting the fellows’ studica while
they're out. I should gkom to
spend the entire bvening like that,
af course ; ususlly I spend &b
least five minnits at the big bonfire
in the quad, and only the remain-
der of evening in the fellows'

studisa ] H.M.Em E Cecil o Tem-
They've bheen argewing & lot < ourth, olegant
in the Remove this waﬂm abount w...:nﬂ&! have been loudly pro.

whose Effie (3. we shall burn on

the grate night, and the fellows | 9¢cor m the Beragve tesm when
u__ﬂ....mﬁ_m__bn:u. m_w_wmmhmn on burning | ¥he Fourth med them at footer
that beast Brander, who became | Well, we've met them now. and
Head of Creyfriars for & little | there certainly was s collapss,
while some montba back, Now | but it wasny on _Enpﬁv; of the
this is & grate mistake. My ideer | Removel ~Under the gloasans
is t0 guy someons who's here to | Golusion that swdalk was the anly
gee: himaelf guyed, I sujjest ag | Phing needed to win the _wssF
the most suitable kandidate thab ls and his merry men hada't
beast GQuelgh, Only yesterday | tfoubled to do much trdir

he lisked me beoawse he said 1 waa : :

“a logy, deoceotin, goud-for- 3 3,

- PEE P Fad k .—.u . .
A L S i mora abopt

Trm / F ....|n ... : % .ﬂ.g-ﬂ pEi

nothing . glutton.” Anyone who
Eﬁiumuum_....ﬂ..—_m say that on the
contrary I am the most indus- |
trious, honnerable,
%Hﬁﬂ#ﬂﬂh and
e a pabanl.]
: mnp.wa.ﬂ.m in' the
o . D Bemove. Bo let
the guy be
Quelchy ! That'll
be my dignified
! Rl answer o him |

. : I know o lot

Hu .

A" Forke' Might L..-M
R ita tradishons, but
me to tell it. If |i
any rosder is
EHFEE: E_..,.___"_E.
nollidge
.ﬂmuw_uaﬁ_umman m u_._.__.u.:_u.n_hn__mn.wn

tuckshop !
THE END.

fire |

thing to sa

DON'TS FOR THE FIFTH

DON'T hold o jumping-eracker in fron
you have ignoited it, or you'll be s jumping-cracker yourself !

DON'T fall asleep on the footer-feld, or some short-sighted
rson might mistake you for a guy and ehove you on the

DON'T forget to wash your chivvics after winding up the
celebrations on the Fifth, or the House dame will have some.
when sha sees the amoke-begrimed pillow-cases,
J Then there'll be more fireworks on the Sixth |

in front of your foce after

It's the most erashing defeat
we'va ever inflisted on the Fourth,

and T Dabney & Co.
weﬂu&ﬁmﬁ.ﬂdﬂﬁ*ﬁ%g
diminished heads eince, Wo're
thinking of giving them their

e Ty o s, ko

P o p— e —— ——

-ar hopacoteh |




