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2 A JOLLY CHRISTMAS WEER ISSUE OF THE MAGNET NEXT WEEK !

Christmas present-time s nearly here,
and if you want to make sure of a gift
that uirifj never i':}: i;‘li:c :'.mmrﬁ

musl chaose one fecerd
volumes. All are strong bm col-
pured covers and packed with splendid

Jeatures. Mﬂ%ﬁ your choice here and
now,. and you re sure fo be satisfed.

N e ol st s S A ol L S

The MODERN BOY'S Annual 6/-
BETTER THAN EVER. Stories and -articles about

wonderful inventions and adventures—subjects that boys
:  maost ddliht in—by the world’s best writers, illustrated with
photographs., drawings end two magnificent Colour Plates.

The HOLIDAY Annual 3/-

The lamous schoolboy Annual which has been 2 prime
favourite for so many years. No boy or girl can resist the
fascination of its cheery stories of Harry Wharton & Co.
gnd many another famous schoolboy charactar; its poems
and its many humorous features. Four fine coloured plates.

The Modern Boy's
New Book of AIRCRAFT §6/-

Flying in all its forms, the ull story of the conquest of the
pir, presented in story and picture. Scores of photographs
of !‘;ndp!amﬂ. seaplanes, fying-boats, airships, aircraft-
carriers—and a fine colour plate by a famous sirman-artist.

The POPULAR BOOK of
BOY'S STORIES 2/6

Packed with stories of thrilling adventure, this Annual s
eplendid value, Its hundred and ninety pages’ of specially
selected fiction provide many hours of wholesome entertain

ment for the healthy boy of to-day b On soli & oll Newsogents
" % and Booksellers
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GRIPPING SCHOOL-ADVENTURE YARN BY THE MOST POPULAR AUTHOR OF BOYS® FICTION--

Clwlsls  of /e FIREFLY !

Greyfriars, accepted Valentine
Compton’s invitation to spend
Christmas aboard the Firefly, they

didn’t realise that the steam yacht

was bound for Spanish waters on
an unlawful mission I

R AR AR RO R RO S

THE FIRST CHAFPTER.
All Hands !

HRISTMAS at sea—"
“Jolly 1
“No e-n:i jolly 1"
“Topping 1

“"The topiulness is terrific !

Every member of the Famous Five nf
the Greyfriars Remove scemed to be in
high spirits.  With coat-collars furned
up, caps pulled down, and the keen sen
wind lashing their faces, breathing deep
the salty air, they were feeling as 6t s
fiddles, A wild, wintry wind howled
down the C‘—'Imnnei dark eclouds were
blotting out the mnkmg Decomber sun
g grey sea surged and tumbled and
boomed. The steam yacht Firclly, ﬂ{:d
ship a3 she was, vecked to the rockin
BAA, E:Em rift spun over the rail, an
lashed fiva cheery faces, unheeded.

Harry Wharton & Co. had been to
tea before; thgy were good sailors; they
ware in good condition, and windy
weather in the Channel had no terrosrs
for them.

Of the half-dozen Grevfriara juniors
on board the F'irefly only one did not
soem to be enjoying life.

That one sat, or, rather, sprawled on
a deckchair, A sudden pitch of the
vesse] had caused th&-t. deckchair Lo rock
and collapse. But Billy Bunter did not
get out of it. He did not attempt to set
it up again, He did not move. He
sprawled on the deckehair in its col-
lapsed state. Something scemed to be
tho matter with Bunter,

His fat face, which was gu:*.:rm:mm.ll:rr
ruddier_than the cherry, had a pallid
look. From the colour of r:hal]{ it was
graduslly assuming a greenizh tinge.

“] sy, you follows!” equesked
Bunter, ] .

Butkﬁhe wind carried away that feehle

e

“By gum1” said Bob Cherry, breath-
mng (fa “This makes a fellow feeol
md—w at 1

“It does I agreed Johnny Bull.
do I¥

| :aay—-- moancd Bunter.

But in the how! of the wind the chims

Lk [

When Harry Wharton & Co., of

of the Remove did not hear that

a.n vished moan.
mmg at Bunter,
u.i: sea and sky—more attractive, ss a
view, than Wiiliam George Bunter.
Indeed, it was barely poasible that they
had forgotten the fat existence of the
Owl of the Remove. Important fellow
ns Bunter waes, it was a fact that other
fellows did forget him sometimes.
“We're going to enjoy this Christmas
cruise I remarked Ha.rr:," Wharton.
“*What-ho 1 said Frank Nugent,

“The enjovfulness will be terrific!”
declared Hurres Jamset Ham Singh,
“though far from the old blokes at
home, as the esteemed song remarks.”

"H-ﬂl hﬂq ha I

“Qooogh 1" murmured Bunter. #1
say—— Oooghl I say, you fellows——
Wooogh 1"

And still he was unheard and ubn-
heeded.

Captain Compton, on the bridge,
glanced dnwn at him. perhaps wonder-
ing why he wes sg&whng on & col-
lapsed i:]aciachmr. ut the skipper of
the Firefly gave him only one glance;
ha did not seem interested in Bunter.
Valentine Compton of the Fifth Form
at, Greyfriars Spchml was on the bridge
with hm unela, and ho gave Bunter a
second glance, and smiled. Then he
called out:

““Wharton I

“Hallo!® Harry YWharton looked
round.

“Ja Punter in trouble?” ecalled out

And they were not

Compton,

“(Oh, mef hat |

Five fellows looked round at Bill
Bunter. He gazed up at them throug

They were looking

his big spectacles with the gaze of an

expiring codfish,
‘Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
l:.'hﬂrrj' "En}]uymg life, old fot man?®”
“Ooooogh " moaned Bunter,
“Poor old Bunter "
“He's gob it [
Grunt from Johnny Bull.
*Whet the dickens did he
stackin away the grub in tons 7 I on't
believe he's left off eaf.mg' till now since
he'a been on the Firefly.”
“Ooooh | Beast!" murmured Bunter.
“I'va eaten hardly anything "

“You don't call a whole goose any-
thmﬁ"” asked Joh nny.
rrgh! I didn't have half the
Elfnw!h“ you jally well know—not more
en half, anyhow! And nothing else
at all, except some beef and ham ﬂ-ﬂd a
ie and some pudding. Ooogh! "And a
aw mince ples—not more than six;
%a'r-'en or e:gﬂﬁ: at the most !h !Ph dear.
sa O owg— (oogh I
gl:uﬁ get you a glass of water, old
fat lmnn r" ﬂ-&kﬂd Harry.
“I d-d-don’t want & gig- ﬁ'f‘%‘“’ of
water ¥ moaned Bunter. don’t
X8E ik
wanb anything except—except to get off
this Glthy a‘h;p! Oooogh 1M
“Well, there's nothing to prevent you
from germ i off, if you come to that!™
said Bob Cherry, “But it's a bit wet
ouisida "

snid Nugent.

ect,

“Thae wetfulnesa is terrificc, my
csteemed Bunter.”
“Ooogh! Beastsl OQOooogh!”

Haorry Wharton & Co. gazed down at

Bunter. They were sympathetic. Bym-

athy was due to any fellow in the

cadly grip of mal-de-mer, 8till, there
AGNET Lisrany.—No. 1,506,

(Copyright In the United States of Amerles. ALl rights reserved, and reproduction without permission striotly forbidden.)



4

was no doubt that Bunter had asked for
it—begged for it, in fact. .
efors ‘coming on board the Firefly

for that Christmas cruize Bunter ha
been s little anxious about the grub.
It was _an mportant  matter, and
he gave it the deep thought that befitted
its 1mportance. as the grub geing to
h? g-:;nd? Was there going to be plenty
of it

Both these questions were answored in

the affirmative. The grub was un-
commonly good. And it was more than
ample., Compton of the Fifth, it was

clear, was gomg to “deo” that Christ-
maa party well 1n the grub line. His
nnele, skipper and owner of the Firefly,
had clearly made hospitable prepara-
tions when he was apprised that Comp-
ion of the Fifth was bnnging a party
of Groyfriars fellows. Bunter's doubts
were relieved! Evervthing was of the
very best—and there was lots and lots !

In such ciccumstances it was natural
and inevitable for Billy Bunter to dis-
regard the Plimsoll line in taking cargo
abnard t

His capacity was extenzive. But thero
w3 o doubt that he had loaded beyond
copacity, N—

ow he was suffering for his sins.

The pgoose seemed to be en hostile
terms with the beef, The beef did not
seem to be pulling well with the ham,
The ham scemed to be on Highting terms
with the pudding. All of them were in
disagreement with the mince pies. Safo
ﬂnwrﬁmra they might have svitled down,
if not in peace, at least in o truce. DBuf
the surges of the Channel shook them

.
I:)Buntﬂr moaned.
* Anything we can do, old bean i

335:&{]. ":lI.'q.nk.
oan -
“What about a bit of fat bacon?

askad J uhx;_lnl:fl Bull,

£ UJ:'I!'EE :
“Shut up, Johnny, ol map{!” spid
Harry Wharton, laughing. “Tou'll

feel better presently, Bunter——""
“Beast ! I'm not sea-sick!” moaned
Bunter. “I pever was sea-sick! I'm a
better sailor than you are any day and
chanca it | Urrggh I o
“¥ou look it I agreed the captain of
the Greyfriars Remove.

“Beast! I =iy, you fellows, I—I've
changed my mind about this trip
mimnud Bunter, **I'm not going, after
eil.*”

“Bit of & ewim back!” said Bob,
shaking his head,

“*Ha, ha, ha " M

“Go and speak to that beast—=

“Dht What beast "

“Captain Compton! Tell the brute

to put me ashore at oncel! Tell him
to turn this filthy ship round aud go
straight back.”

erikey 1 : ;g

“1 can sgort of eco him doing it
remarked Bob,

“Tell that rotter Compton of the
Fifth that I'm sorry I sccepted his
rotben invitation, and I only want to
see the lagt of him and hia beastly uncle
and his beastly yacht I moaned Bunter.
“That's all I want! Go and tell both
the beasts at once and make thein go
ptraight back”

The Famous Five chuckled. Comption
of the Fifth wes a kind and hespitable
host, and his unele, though s man of
few words, and. those rather curt,

him up in the hospitable line,
But as the Firefly was outward bound
it was extromely unlikely that either of
themy would think of tnrninig tha prow
back to the white cliffs of old England.
Tt wasg still less likely that any member
of %adFamuus Five would request them
&0 o,
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‘“THE MAN FROM THE

“'Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at I moaned Bunter. “Of courvse,you
like to sce a fellow suffer! That's you
all over, after all I've done for you
Will you go and tell those heasts I want
to go straight back ##

“Hapdly

“I tell vou 1 want to get olf this
ship I howled Bunter.

“Well, if you're really keen on it—"
sald Boh.

“Ooogh! Yezs! Qwl”

“We'll give you a heave over the
rai—"

“Beast 1¥

“EBut you'll find 1t jolly damp—""

“Yah! Rotter! Ooooghl I say, yon
fellows, help me down to mey bunk !
say, pip-pip-pip—"

:'%I'ﬁ”' h I [ it off

ip-pip-perhaps I can sleep it o
I{'if:i-t-kigi:{-'kick—”

“What 7

" Kick-kick-kick-earry me down Y

“Carry you! Have they got a steam
dBc]iliiﬂk on this packet 7' psked Johinny

ull.

“Bib-hib-beast | Kick-kick-cariy me
down 1o my bunkl Will you kick-
kiele—"

“T'I kick you with pleasure, il you
think that will do any good 1”

® UrlL‘ig hl DBeast! Iviek-kick-carry
me dud-dud-down——  Urrgigh 17

“All hands on deck I’ said DBob
Cherry, and the Famous Five stooped
over the sad sufferer, grasped him, and
heaved him up.

The chums of the Remove were strong
and sturdy fellows, buf their strength
and their sturdiness were put fo the test
now, -

Billy Bunter was not a liﬁ:ht-weighh
Ha was of the heavy-weights heavy !
And as he made no offort to help him-
zelf, the whole of hiz tremendons weight
hung on the gasping- juniors. They
braced themselves to the task.

A fat arm passed round Wharton's
neclt, another round Bob's., DBunter
hung en them, and they almost collapsed
like ihe deckchair. . But the other
fellows came to the rescue, lending sup-
porting hands. Slowly but surely the
fat Owl was navigated towards the com.
panion door.

“Hold on!” gasped Bob, ns the
Firefly gave s pitch and & heave when
they arrived at the top of the stops.

“ Look out [”

“(h erikey 17

The whole bunch rocked and
staggered. Bunter velped wildly. Ikis
fat arms elutched eonvulsively.

M Ow L?{Lﬁd Beob., *You're break-
ing my nec

¥ Deast |

“*Look out [

“Oh erumbs ™

“ ¥argph 1

There was a E-]ip‘pilﬁg and a stumblin
and a wild rolling. Eilly Bunter roll
down the steps. His convulsive gras
on the necks of Wharton sud Bo

E}mrr;f dragged them headlong afier
i,

Bump, bump, bump |

“"Whooop IV

“Leggo 1P

“Yaroooop I

Johnny Bull, Frank Nugent, and
Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh were strewn

on the stairs; but Buntér relled to the
bhottom, with his tweo hapless vietims in
hizs octopus-like clutch. They rolled,
bumping and ecrashing, into the saloon,
where an astonished steward stared at
them blankly.

“Urrrrggh I gurgled Bunter. *I'm
hurt | m hkilled! Oooogh! I’ve

broken my neck! Urrggh! I've broken
wy back—ow |—in three places| Wow

SEA!I”" IS THE TITLE OF

Deasts!  Rottersl You did that on
1:|t-'rr¥ami' Yarooh I

“Leggo my neck!” came a mufilea
howl from Beb Cherry. “I'll biff yun
1 the bread basket if you don'i lepgo
wy neck 1

“Ow !l Deast! Owi®

The sleward came fo the rescue.
Marry Wharton and Bob Clierry wero
disentangled from the fab octopus, They
slaggered away, gasping [or breaib.
Boly Cherry ruhhec? hiz neck, which frlt
as if it was dislecated. IHarry Wharion
felt his head, to make sure thab he ztill
had it on,

“Urrggh! Beasts! Are vou going io
lcave me here on the floor?” howled
Bunter. "Carry me to my bunk, you
beasts 1

But the Famous Five had had enough
of ecarrying Bunter. They scrambled
back o the deck. Billy Bunter found
thﬁ-f-.]m could erawl to his bunk, willi a
helping hand from the steward. Ie col-
lapsed therein, and for a long, . long
iime the moans of Billy Bunter mingled
wilh the murmur of the sad sea waves

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
In the Night!

NORE
S “ (b, histen to the band 17
Snore |

“Gratters, old bean!” chuckhvd
Bob Cherry.

Harry YWharton made a grimace. It
had fallen to hizs happy lot to share a
state-room with Billy Bunter on board
the Firefly, When he looked in, at
bed-time, the deép and sonorous snors
of William Georgo was going strong.

In the Remove dormitory at €iroy-
friara Bchigol the juniors were moens-
toned to that sound of revelry by night.

They had never regarded it as equal
to the music of the apheres. But in the
confingd space of & state-room on &
vacht quarters were clozer than in ile
Cireyiriars d-:-rmit-:.-?, and that whirring
boom, cloze ab hand, was neither graie-
ful nor comferting. A

Billy Bunter hag forgotten his woes in
sleep. Wilh his eyes shut, and his mouth
opety, he slept and he snored. The bodm
of the surges on the windy Channel hacd
nothing on Billy Bunter's snore.

= snovefulness s terrific!” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“But =0 long as the snorefulness lasts
there will be no talkfulness or grouse-
fulness, which is a boonful blessing.”

“Bomething in that, Inky!” eaid
Harry Wharton, langhing.  And he
went into the state-room, and the other
fellows went along to their queariers.

In spite of the musical effects that
floated up from the lower bunk, the éan-
tain of the Greyfriars Remove was soon
asleep. The wash of the waves, the
throbbing of the engines, footsteps on
the decl, and creaking of tackle and
timber, did not disturb the healthy
elumber of youth, nor sounds that camue
oceastonally from the adjoining saloon.
Wharton would probably have slept
without once openin i3 eyes, till
Rawlings, the steward, ta%pe on the
door in the morning, had Billy Bunter
remaizied safe in  the
Morphous. )

Which, oz a rule, Billy Bunter conld
be relied upon to do once his eyelids
had closed in slumber, At Greyiriare,
gven the rising-bell did not alwaye
awaken the Owl of the Eemove,

But circumstances alter cases. It was
ahout midnight that Harry Wharton
came suddenly out of slumber, feeling
extremely mls{ : : )

He opencd his eyes, and blinked in

embrace of
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deep davkness, wondering what made
him so extremcly chilly,

Thoe nexr moment, however, he
realised that his bedelothes were gone.
Pyismas were hardly sullicient to keep
him warm on a winter's night at soa.

“Are you awake, you beast?” came a

voico from the gloom.
(0, what the dickens——" cgaspe-d
Wharton. “Have you pull my

blankets off, you fat frump ¥

“1 ealled you five or six times, you
beast 1 ¢ame the voice from below,
theilling with indignation. ¥ I think you
might have woke up, ond looked after
:_ail El]aw g bit when o fellow’s fearfully
ill.

“Yon podgy porker I hissed
Wharton

“I'm too i1 to get up!™ hooted
Dunter. * I might never have woke vou

m

ol
|

'r”i kMg g
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As Rawlings reached Bunter with the {ray, his foot slipped, and he pitched forward.
Bunter. Biscults showered on him, and a cup of steaming hot coffee swamped over him.
junior yelled, roared and bounded.

i

qul--rll'llrun:-'

was true that he had packed foodstuffs
into every available inch of cargo space.
But sea-sickness had supervened since
then, end that cargo had shifted.

Billy Bunter bad woke up as empty
as & dyum!l

“I say, old chap, po and scrounge
me something to eat, will you? came
Bunter’'s squeak- from the darkoess.
“I'm rovenous! 1 feel as if I hadn't
caten & mouthful since we broke up &t
Greyfriara I say—"

“Qo and scrounge it yourself, you fat

ecoundrel 1*

“I'm top ill to move! I had hardly
the strength to lug your bedelothes off 17
said Bunter reproachiunlly. ™I say, go
and wake up the steward, and tell him
to bring me a snack. Nothing much—a
cold chicken would da.’

- = - § e
R : iy — -
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ot all if T hadn't thought of reaching up
and pulling your bedelothes off. Lucky
1 thought of that, wasn't it 1%

“Was it T gasped Wharion., * Shoveo
those blankets back, wou fat villain 1™

“They're on the floor if you want
them. suppose you don't expoect me to
ot out ung pick up vour hodelothes?
Blesides, von're going to get up, any-
haw., I eav, I'm hungry 1

“What ™

“Hungry.™

“You've woke me up in the middle of
the night to tell me you're hungryt”
howled Wharton.

“Well, you eouldn’t get mo zome grub
unless I woke you up, could yont Dan't
be an ass, Wharten!? I =say, old chap,
I'm feacfully hungry ! IFamished !

ITarry Wharton sat in the upper bunk,

breathing hard. It was not surprising,
perhaps, that Bunter was hungry, It

"Dao vou want to be sea-sick apain,
vou carmorant T

“I'm aell right now, The beastly ship
isn’t plunging about a3 it was, and
thoso robtbn engines aren’t rattling like
kettloedrums now I say, a cold chicken
and a few sandwiches, and—"

“By pgum!” ejaculated Wharton.
MNow that his sattention was drown to
tha faet, he noticed that the throb of
tho engines was silont, and the motion
of the yocht seemed rather that of rock-
ing to the surge of the zea than plung-
ing onward through the rolling waves.

Tt seemed that the Firefly had hove-to,
Wharton wondered wheiher that meant
tlint some accident hind ocourred. Pos-
stbly it meant that fog had descendod
en  the Channel, and that Captain
Uompton considered it judicious not to
Lerp his vossel under way,

“f sav, Wharton—"

" Dh, sir | gasped Rawlings,

“0Oh, ehut up,
wonder what’s up "

“Eh? Is anything up?" equeaked
Dunter.

“We've stopped |” said Harry, “The
yacht's not moving.*

“Oh lor’! I—1-—1 say, is the beastly
ship sinking?” gasped DBunter, “I1—T
5oy, get me a lifebelt! T say, d-d-don't
vou leave mo to drown——"

“You howling ass, the ship’s all

you fat frog! I

right! We've stopped for something,
that's alll” answered Harry, “May
some other eraft in trouble! I'm going
to see.” '
“Burg the ship's eafe?” asked Bunter
anxiously.
“Yeas, asz|”

“Then don’t meke & fuss about mo-
thing | Go and get me something to esat,
I say, they've got no end of stuff in the

e

—_— i

. axm

The contents of the tray shot over
“ Yarooonoooh I The fat

refrigerator—prime ! T had & squint at
it, vou know! Ask Rawlings—"
“Fathead 1

Harry Wharton put a leg over tha
side of his bunk, to step down. Thero
was ¢ sudden howl, as his foot knocked
on something.

Eoast ]

“Ow! Wowl
kicking me on the noso for? B
Bunter’s

Wharton chuclled. i+ hoad
popped back, like that of & torteise mio
s shell. The captain of the Remove
etepped down, groped for the electric
light switch, pnd pressed it. There was
g click, but no light. :

“Ow! Mg nose!” eame a wail from
the lower bunk. “Beast! Kicking o
chap on the nose in the dark! Turn
the light on, you rotterl QOw!”

“Y can't!” snid Harry. * Something

Tae Macrer Ligragy.—No. 1.506,

“ Sorry, sir I "

Wharrer yvou
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soems to be wrons with 1t
to seq if thero's anything up.”
“Bring ma u cu{d clncken—
“ Br-r-rer 1
“ And o cake——" .
Heedless of the fat voice from the
nes L
fﬁ;};wfmd a coat, and got into them.
Then ha groped for tho door. Al was
darkness without, s he elid the door

I'm going

L2 ]

opon. e
“] sgay, oro you_ goingl!” came
Bupter's equeak.  “I say, I know

they've got cold chicken, and you jolly
well make that steward get me one
pid—"

Wharton stopped ont and shut  the
door on the squeak. All was dense
darkness, and he could orly cenclude
that something wa: amiss with the
engines, and that the electrie light had
gone off. That it had been shut olf
intentionally, naturally did not occur to
him: he could have imagined no reason
for it. i

He groeped his way to the deck.

A pust of wind struck him as he pud
hig head out. HMe caught his Lreath,
and; holding on with one hand, turned
up his coat collar with the other. Dark
as pitch lowered the wintry sky, and
almost as dark was the deck of the
Kirefly. Not a single light was burn-
ing on the yaeht. Such a breach of sea.
laws and rogulations could mean only
ana thing, to Wharton's mind—an acct.
dent of szome kind, He thought
calling his chuma—but if, after all,
there was no eause for alarm, he did not
want to disturb them. He groped out
an deck, feeling his way, and his out:
stretehed hand touched a shadowy figure
that passed in the pgleem. A sharp
vaice snappoed @

“You're .not wanled, Rawlings, rou
fooll Keep below! Keep an cye peeled

AR A A R R RN
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Tarry Wharton groped for )

Bee.

‘MORE CHRISTMAS FUN AND JOLLITY IN—

for the schoolboys—some of them wnight
walop. ™

The shadow was gone the next instant.
Wharton had not scen who it was—bub
he knew the voice: that of Captain
Compton. The Greyfriara junior stood
widing on lo the companion doorway,
slaring.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Mystery !

ARRY WHARTON stood silent,
H wandering. peering into Lhe
darkness.
His brain was in a wlarl.
The fact that the lights were off, that
the vacht Firefly wes s spot of black-
ness on o black sea, indicatod some
aceident—but there was no sound of
alarm, mne coenfusion, no rapping of
orders, It was not an aceideni—
Wharton realized that—Dbut what did it
mean ?

Something was going on on board the
vacht in the darkness—but -what?
Captain Compton, in the gloom, bhad
supposed that he wes the steward
coming on deck. He had disappeared
before the schoolboy could speak. Why
was Rawlings to ™ fge.cp an eyve peeled ®
for the schoolboys, in case any of them
swakened ? Tt was scarcely possible that
anything could be heppeming on the

acht that Valentine Compton’s school-

v guecsts were not to be permitied to
Vhat did it macan?

The wind came with howling pusts.
But other sounds eame to the Greyfriars
junior—trampling of fect, creaking of
tackle. A bunch of dark figures Toomed

shadowy in the gloom. He realised that
t boat was being lowered.

Bo far a3 ho knew, the Firefl
out at sea,

was far

ot lber way down the

et Mo study feeds—longer

Elessons-more Aoggings!
p8 Such are a few of the
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Channel, far from the coast of eilher
England or France.

Had the yacht clesed in nearer ile
shora sinee dark? Wharton was utterly
puzzled and a little alarmed.

A plimmer of light came out of the
gloom. 1t came from & hurricane lamp
afi o distance from him.

It was held in the hand of Mr. Swain,
ha mato of the Firefly—a red-facad,
taciturn man with whom the Greviriara
followa had had hardly 8 word since
they had been on boord. Indeed, the
way Ar. Bwain had stared at them
when they first arvived had  rother
given them the impression that the mato
of the IFirefly was not greatly pleased
to ste than there at all.

Bwain's red faco showed in the glow
of the hurricane Jamp. It shone on
Captain Compton’s havd, bronzed foce,
standmg noar him. It shone on ihe
men whe were swinging oub the bonk

from the davite. And, to Wharton's
surprise, it shone on the hand=omno
face of Valentine Compton, under o

gou’-wester. None of them saw the
Greyfriars junior, or even looked round
in his direction. His eyes fixed on the
strange  glimmering scene in  amaze-
ment, What it could possibly mean was
past his fatliomin

"It be i'uupﬁ
heard  the curt
Comipton.

“That's all right !

“Look here, T'II leave Swain
charge, and go-——"

*Leava it to me!l Do you think 1'm
afraid of a windy sca?®

"“It's & good hour's pull 1* said Swain.
“You'll have to burn a flare to help us
back, sir !

(11 A}.: Er:?} .

The mote and Valentine Compton
slipped down into the boat. Two men
were alrcady in it, fending it off from
the yacht's side. The light disappeared
—hut Wharton's eyes pifﬁmd it up again
at & diztance on the sea. The hurricane-
lamp was in the bows of the boat that
pulled away into the blackness through
thix lashing spindrift.

Harry Wharton gazed, dumbfounded.

Complon of the Iifth had gone in the
Loat with the mate and fwo seamen at
reidnight.  Obviously, they were pulling
ashore—which meant that the coast,
aither of England or France, was hidden
in the darkness, but not far away, In
the name of all that was mysterious,
why was Captain James Compton send-
ing his nephew ashore at midnight—
with gll dights off the yacht, at the risk
of o colliston at sea? It waz not by
neeident that the lights were off—Harry
Wiharton conld sea that mow. In .two
hours, the boat would return and Hares
would he lighted a3 a2 guide—in the
meanwhile, the Firefly rocked on the
dark sea in darkness.

Harry Wharton felt his lLeart beat
unleazanily,

There was something strange, mys-
terious, and—he could not help realising
il—surreptitious in these proceedings
in the dork,

Unknown to the schoslboy passengers,
the yacht had approached s shore—what
ehiore, he did not know, From what
Captain  Compton had  seid—to  the
sieward, as he supposed—the schoolboys
were not wanted on the scene—not
wanted to sce anything of it.

That waa an uncomfortable reflection
for Harry Wharton, Tt was certainly
not from any desire to pry into Captain
Compton's zecrets, whatever they might
be, that he Lad come up to the deck.

He hardly kuow what to do. As it
wae clear now that there was no aocci-
dent, or troulle of any kind, he decided
to relurn to his state-room.  He had

1, Valentine!” He
fones of Capiunin

in
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not boon seen, and cvidently he was not
wantad thore. ]

. He turned to grope down the stalrs
in the darkness. Below all was as black
us the inside of a hat. But he heard a
movemnent,

The next moment he Lumped into an
nnseen form at the foot of the stair.
There was an exclamation, in the voieco
of the steward, Rawlings.

“*Who's that? That you, sir?”

“It is L* answercd Harry quictly,
In the strange cirenmstances he would
have preferred to get back to his state-
room unseen. DBut he certainly did not
think of dedging observation.

“Who—what—"

A flash lamp turned suddenly on.
Tho beam of light flashed into Harry
VWharton's lace, almost blinding him.

Behind the beam he saw the plump
face of the steward—with an expression
he had not hitherto secn an that plump
fage. It was hard set, and the eyes
glinted wnder kuitted brows. Holding
the flash-lamp in ene hund, dazzling the
’:mmr with the Light, Rawlings gra:::!;i-:!
i by the shoulder with the other. i%
orp  was look
threatening,
alarm.

*You—you're young Wharton! What
have you been spring into?” came
Bawlings' voice, Letween his teeth,

Wharton's eves flashed.

"Take your hand from my shoulder t*
he said quietly. “I've been spying into
nothing, Rawlings—if theve’s anything
to Eﬁj" into 1" ] ]

The grasp on s shoulder did net
relax; 16 tightened.  The man's g'lintjlﬂg
eyes searched his face in the dazzhing
beam of the flashlamp.

“You've been on decl '™

“Yes 1™

“Why

“You scem to forget vourself, my
man ¥ said Wharton contemptuously.
“¥eou have no right to azk me ques-
tions 1"

“Fou'll answer me, all the same.
Why did you go on deck 7%

Wharton pavsed a8 moment,
answored ¢

“Bunter woke me up, I found that
the engines had stopped, and that no
lights were on. I thought something
st have happened ™

“Is that all?"

Harry Wharton breathed hard.

“I've answered you, Rawlings, though
you've no right to question me. Take
vour hand from my shoulder, or I'll
Lknock you down !

For a momcnt more ﬂ}r ANETY, 5U%-
Eiciﬂus face looked at him; then the

and drepped from  the Jjunior's
shioulder, )

“Barry, sir!” Dawlings' plump voice
was as civil as formerly new. " You
rather startled me, siv. Shall T show
vou a light back to your reom? There's
somoething wrong with the current; the
engineer savs it will be on again
shortly. T'Il hight you—=-="

“You necd not trouble!” answered
Whartan 1ecily.

“ No trouble at all, sir,” said Rawlings
civilly.

Wharton went back to his state-room
without making any rejoinder, lighted
on his way by the stoward’s flashlamyp.
Parplexed as he was by the whoelo busi-
ness, Wharton was ne fool, and he knew
perfectly well that Rawlings wanted io
secn him gafo back in his quartess for
liis own satisfaction

“I say "—Billy Bunter blinkod at the
heam of the flashlamp in the steward's
hand—""I say, have you got the prub ™

"Go and eat eake ! snapped Wharton.

And he threw his bedclothes back into
his bunk and clambered in.

“PBeast! Steward! I say, steward,

hard and

meenaes

fast—his

mingled

with

But he

Bring me something to

“Certainly, sir 1 soid Rawhings.

A few minutes more, and Billy Bunter
was happy. The cbliging Eawlings Jeft
him the flashlamp to gobble by its light,
leaving him to it, and shutting the door.

Once more Bunter took in cargo,
while Harry Wharton laid his head on
the pillow in the upper bunk, though
not to sleep.

. Birange and troubling thoughts were
in the mind of the eaptain of the Grey-
friars Hemove, and it was long before
his eyes closed mgain. Before they
¢losed, he heard the throbbing of the
engines, and knew that the Firefly was
under way—wiich meant that Valentine
Compton had returned from his mys-
torious boat trip to an unseen shove.
Billy Bunter had finished gobbling, and
his snore was oner more rivalling the
hlﬂﬂ-lgl of the sea hefore Harry Wharton
Elept,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Very Hot !

£d OVELY merning !™ roared Bob

L Cherry.

He tramped down from the

windy deeck, his mop of hair

rather like o imsby, hiz checks red as

gpples, and g few snowflakes spatiered
over him,

There was a flurry of snow over the
Channel. The cabin skylight had a coat-
ing of it, through which the December
sunshine glimmered. The Firefly
churned on through & grey, tumbling
504,

“The loveliness iz not terrific, my
esteemed and idiotic Bob ! remarked
Hurrea Jamsct Ram Bingh, with a
shiver,

. Decemnber at sea felt a trifle chilly to
the dusky junier from India's coral
strand.

" {h, ripping !” said Bob. “The jolly
old wind goes through you like a jolly
old knife through cheesel Tt ]gwes you
a jelly old appetite—what? lessed if
I dom’t feel I could cat nearly half as
much as Bunter 1"

The saloon of the Firefly was well
warmed and cosy. Breakfast was on the
table, and Rawlings hovered, plump and
polite and attentive.

Harry Wharton, looking at him,
found it difficult to believe that he was
the same man who had giripped his
shoulder in o grip of iron the previons
night at the foot of the companion stair,
and glared at him in the light of the
flashlamp, with a scowling facc, hali-
alarmed and half-threatening.

Rawlings appeared to have forgotten
the incident. It was not so easy for
Harry Wharton to forget it. His comn-
rades had not awakened in the night,
gnd they were merry and bright in the
morning. No one but Harry Wharton
knew anything of the strange incident.
He did not feel disposed to mention it
to them. If there was something of a
mysterions and sceret nature going on
on board the Firefly, 1t was no concern
of the Christmas guests. 1

Valentine Compton breakiasted with
the jumors.

Two or three times Ilarry Wharton
glanced at the handsome Fiith Former
of Greyiriars, wondering. :

Compton chatted cheerily with the
juniors. At Greviriars there was rather
g gulf botween a IFifth Form man and
juniora in the Lower Iourth., Away
rom the school, however, that gulf was
bridged by Compten’s good nature. He
secined to forget that he wns a senior
among juniors. Ho talked freely enough,
but he made noe allusion to that boat

!:riri of the night. It was not, appar
ently, s matter he wanted to mention.

Bunter did not turn out to breakiast.
Rawlings took his breakfast in to bis
alate-rooi.

Nobody missed the fat Ohwl's sopiety
very sorcly, however, Every now and
then the bell rang from Bunter's room
indicating that further supplics o
foodstufis were required. Heedless of
the lesson of the previous day, Billy

Bunter was disregarding tho I'limsoll
line again.
. Mr. Bwain breakfasted with the

juniors and Compton, but ho left long
befora the others had finished, and went
on deck. No doubt he went to take
cha:-‘fﬂ of the bridge, for eoon after-
wards Captain Compton came dewn and
drﬁpgad into a vacant sont at the table,
and Rawlings hurried to supply him.

He greeted tho juniors with a sort
of curt cordiality. His keen, close-set
eyes lingered, as Marry Wharton
noticed, on the captain of the Remove
with & brief but penetrating look.

Wharton affected not to observe it.
Eut he did observe it, and guessed that
Rawlings had reported the incident of
the night to the captain. He wondered
whether the akiﬁ)per was wondering
exactly how much he might have seen
when he had gone np to the deck at
midnight.

What did it matter what he might
have seent? Why had Rawlings used the
word “spying '*? What was thero to
spy into? A feeling of doubt and mis-
giving was rising in Harry Wharton's
breast.

In gpite of himself, there come back
to his mind what Smithy of tho Remoro
had told him at Greyfriars. }o had dis-
regarded, and almost forgotten, what
Iferbert Vernon-8mith had declared-—
that the Firefly, ostensibly a plessure
yacht, was in reality a smuggling craft:
that Captain Compton, ostensibly »
wealthy man of leisure and a. keen
yachtsman, was in reality a smuggler—a
dealer in contraband against the law.
B0 Bmithy had declared; and that
Compton of the Iifth was hand-in-glove

Wharton had not believed it. He did
not believe it now. DBut the stra
episode of the night had undoubtedhy
given him a jolt.

He could not help being 2 lLittle silent
and thoughtful at breakfast. But he did
not want to ba & wet blanket, and after
breakfast he made an offort to dismiss
the matter fram his mind.

Bob Cherry tramped to Bunter's door,
and roared in rather like & megaphone :

“Hallo, halle, hallol Roll out,
Bunter [

Bunter was taking an extra nap aiter
hrekker. His eyes were shut, and his
mouth was cpen. Beob picked up a
coffee-cup from the tray beside the bunk,
and playfully trickled =& remnant of
coffee into the open mouth of the fat
Ol !

Bunter woke up.

“Urrregh 1 he gurgled  “Wuorrggh!
Coocoogh [ Ow!  Uooogh!  Beast!
Wharrer vou up to? Cooocoogogh ¥

“Waking vou up, ald faf man ¥

“ Beast 1" rmlarti Bur;tcr,tr" I'm t::jryt
getting up yet ‘m not getting up this
wmorning atalll T'm ill1 Get oug ¥

* Lovely morning " urged Bob.

“ Beast 1Y

“There's senow on deek ™ zaudl Dob
tcﬂmptfngl;-;.

“I'll roll you ont, if you like, ald fat
rhinoceros | )

“Keep off, vou silly dummy ! howled
Bunter. “I say, yvou fellows, conwo and
take this dangerous maninc away!"

T Magxer Liprang.~No. 1,506,
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*“Ha, ha, ha ¥

The Famouz Five went on deck and
Bunter was left to snore. Snowllakes
Hutterced on the rolling waves round the

acht as the churned on down the

hannel, heading for the broad Atlantic.
The Firefly was en roote for a sunnier
clime, but the Greyfriars Cheistinas
party were at present gelting real
Christmas weather,

Strenwonz and hardy vouihs like the
Famous Five were prepared to enjoy the
same, lmt Billy Bunter preferred bed.
He did not appear doring the morning,
and, to tell the whela teuth, was not
mizsed.  BHlewever, a little before lunch
the chviz of the Remove went o give
him a look-in, Hilly Bunicr was sit-
ing up, awake, and he pgreeled them
with an indignant glare. .

“You didn't hear me calling youl!”
ho demanded, with withering sarcasm,
“1 Lknow yeu jolly well did, and you
were too jolly lazy to come 1™ :

“We didu't hiear you, old fat man,
and shouldn't have come if we had !
said Bob Cherry cheerily. " But if you
want help to get out of that bunl,
we'll all give you a heave. Lay hold,
you men

“Beast ! Keep ofl 17 roared Bunter.
“1 say, I've rung and rung for that
beastly steward, and he pretends not
te hear.”

The Yamous TFive <¢huckled. They
thought 1L was probable that Rawlings
had got vired of walking to and {ro in
answer to Bunter’s bell, They had seen
him at it six or seven times. DPossibly
the steward thonglit 1hat six or seven
times was enough for one morning.

“Then I called you fellows!™ said
Bunter aceusingly. I say, you fellows,
if you're gpoing to he a sct of selfish
rottors=——="

“Turn out, you fat slacker!” growled
Johnny Bull. “It's lunel in a quarter

to lunch

of an hour."

“I'm going bed,™
mPla.ineu:I Dunter, “I'ma il 17

HF Mot too ill to lunch ¥ asked MNugent.

“0Oh! Not! T ean't eat much, of
course, but I'm gong to try to taoke =
hittle nowrishment. I want a snack
now, that's why I called vou fellows, but
you never came ! sald Bunter bitterly.
“Now vou're here, go and get me——>*"

“GFood-bye, Bunipr ¥

“Baasts 1 roarcd Bunter.  “Don’t
walk awav bhefore I've told you what I
want! I say, you fellows, I can do with
gome ooffee and bizcuits, it’s lunch in
a quarter of an hour. Tell that beast
Rawlings to bring me some—— Beasts!
Ratters ] Cads !

The Famous Five were gone again.
Billy Bunler =at in Jus bunk and
frowned with indignant wrath. The
steward eithier did not hear, or did nob
want to hear, the bell: and the
Romovites did not seem to yearn to
wait on o fabt slacker who was too lazy
to get out of bed. Thiz was the sort of
solfishnoss that Billy Bunter felt thab
he might really hava expected of them,
knowing them as he did.

A fow minutes later, however, there
was a footstep at hiz door, and he
tlinked round throngh his big spectacles
with & devastating blink,

“0Ob, vou've come, you rotter, have
vou? Oh, I dido’t know it was von,

ompton! I thought it was one of the
other rottors!"

Valentine Clomnpion laughed.

“Aren’t you turning out, Bunter?’
he asked. “I thought I'd look in and
tell vou lunch will soon be on”

“'m ilL Y

n{]h 1#

“I'm lunching n bed.”
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“Oh 1M

“Bend the steward with some coffee
and biscuita, will you? ‘Lhat will last
me till luneh.”

E‘nmi)t::-n gave lom a look, and
nodded,

“Right-lio 1" ho said,

"alind the cofice’s hob,”  added
Bunter, as the IFifth Former of Grey-
friars turned away., “The last lot
Rawilings brought e waz hall eold, and
sa was tho lot before that”

“¥ou seem to be keeping Rawlings
busy.™

“IKht COh, yves! T helieve in making
‘o work P oauid Buanier.

Hidh "

“On my pater's yacht {heve's half a
dozen stewards 1o wait on me hand
and foot I said Bunter. * Dit different
from this]®

£l ":Hi !!l:l

Y{M course, I can rough it Still, if
a fellow wants lis cofflee hob, he wants
1t hot 1" said Dunter. © You see that®”

“Odh, quite! I'll speak to Rawlings.”

"DBuack up ! sand Buntes,

At Groviriars School, 8 Lower Fourth

Ll!'l‘:i{:rl‘ whe bade o Fifth orm man
nek  up, would have sampled that
Fifth Term man’s boot promptly. Tut
the fat ornament of the Greyviriars
Remove was Compton's guest now,
which made all the difference. Bunter
wits the man to take the fullest advan-
tuge of that difference,

Compton smiled, and walked away.

Lvidently he spoke to Rawlings; for
o few minutes  later  the  stoward
appeared in  the stateroom.  FHe
carried a tray, on which wus a plate
of biscuits, and a large cup of stenming
not coffec,

The expression on Rawlings” face was
somewhat peeuliar, A suspicious fellow
might have fanciced that Lie did not
like taking o lot of trouble for o guest
like Williem George Buntor., erhaps
Rawlings considered that he had taken
cnough trouble already ;and porhaps
ho «id not realise what an honour it
was to walt hand and foot on William
Cloorge.  Anyhow, there was a per-
ceptible lack of enthusigsm in Rawlings'
look.

That mattered nothing to Bunter. Ie
gave an appreciative smiff at the coffes.

It was lot, as DBunter liked it.
Compton  bad  conveyed — Bunter's
mstructions, and Rawlings had coarried
thom eout. It was steaming hot,

“You can put the tray on my knees,
Rawlings 1" said DBunter.. “3lind you
den’t upaet 1t

In the chops of the Chamnel, a veszel
waz bound to pitely and roll to some
extent. l'erhaps it was the pitching of
the Firefly that caused Rawlings' foot
io slip, as ho reached Dunter with the
tray 1 DIerhaps it wasn't!

Anyhow, his foot did slip !

Ie pitehed forward. The contents of
the tray shot over Bunter. Discuits
showered on bim. DBunter did not heed
the bisenits. DBuk he heeded the colfrea.
It was a large cup, Bunter liked lavge
{mg . There was a good half-pint of
coffes in it: and it was stcaming hot,
not ta sav beiling hot! And it swamped
ol over Bunter!

“ Yaronooooh 1M

The yell that camae frem Thlly Bunter
woke every rcho of the Firefly, from
gbem to storn.

Ile selled, he roared, and he bounded.
U Oh, siv!” gasped Rawlings.  © Sorry
By

“¥arrreerrrroooooooh 1

“My foot slipped—-—~="

“HBeast! Yooo-hoop!

I'm burned,
scalded, yarooooh |

Owl Wow |

Yarooooooop 1

Yooop! Ol crikc%]'g 3 Seageo 1
, you beas W

shricked Bunter, ©
Wow! Whoop!”?

Rawlings faded out of the state-room.
Harry Wharton & Co., coming glong to
see what the terrific row was about,
epatted a grin on his face az he passed
them. They locked in on Bunter.

“What—"

“ Yaroooocoh |7 Bunter roared,
squirming wildly in hizs bunk, “ 0w
Phat willain, wow, chucking hot coffce
at a chap, {ﬁuup] I'm burned, scalded,
yow-ow-ow ! I say, yoooop e

“Ha, ha, hal
“Peasts! Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow-ow !
The Famous Five chortled ol

deparied, leaving Bunter to yell wud
squirm  Bil unter had beoen wvery
?snrf.,icu!a.r to have that coffee hot, Tt
ar the next ten minutes or so, Iy
Bunter wished that he had not been

quite 50 particular.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Going Down !

ic TURN out, Bunfer!”
E “Shan't ¥
*You fat frowstop—"

“Beast !™

Y Look here—?"

“Um ill ™

"You fat frump Y execlaimed Harry
Wharton. *You'll be really ill if you
stick in bed all day, gorging like o
hungry shark.”

The wintry sun was setting in banks
of clouds, on & wild and tumbling sea.
Bunter was not up vet.

Having breakfasted in bed, and
lunched i bed, the fat Owl of tie
Remove seemed to have decided to dine
in bed also. Anyvhow, there he was.

He turngd his spectacles on the faces
looking in at his door, with indignant
disdain, Sea-sickness was not troublin
Dunter now. His breakfast bhad follow
the example of his previous day's cargo
and shifted. But his lunch had Etﬂ:{&d
put, so to speak. So had his tea! And
he was looking forward to dinner with
confidence. And he had no intention of
getting up.

He gtated that he was 11l The other
fellows had no doubs that his only com-
plaint was slacking and laziness, Still,
if he was not ill, he was going the right
way to C?:et il A trot in the {rosty
air on deck would have done Bunter
worlds of good. Instead of which, he
preferred blankets, and a happy alter-
nation of naps and snacks.

“Take hold of his ears and lug lum
out!” suggested Johnny Bull. “You
take one car, Bob, and I'll take thoe
other—-»"

“That's the sort of sympathy I
oxpeeted from vou fellows, after all T'veo
done for you!” saul Bunter bitterly.
“T've told you I'm illt I don’t belicve
I cculd turn out of this bunk if the ship
was going down. I've got pains, fearful
pains] I’'m nobt the fellow to slack, T
hope! Dot when a fellow'sz ill, he's i1l
This putrid ecld weather has given ma
a tonch of plumbags—"

U0f what ™ gasped Hoarry Wharton.

“Plumbago! 1 belicve I've got o
touch of prneumonia; too! I can hardly
move my legs [

“Pneumonia in your legs.” howled
Boly Cherry.

“"F¥eg!  IE runs
explained Bunter.
wasz lame with it."

HDh crikey ™

“¥ou fellows clear off, and let a
fellow got a little sleep ! =aid Bunter,
“Eleep may do me geod! Mind you

in our furl:lilj:‘l”
“My grandfataer



wako me up for dinner, though! That's
important {*

“Look here, you frowsy frowster——"
*Yah ' _
~"You'll make yourself ill, frowsting
in bed all day, and gorging like a boa-

constrictor ¥ reared Johnny Bull

“ Beast [

“ Bunter, you frowsy slacker—"

“Rotter ! I tell you I can't get upi”
hooted Bunter. “And I'm jolly well
not going to, see!  Besides, I can't,
being so 11! Shut up, and let & follow
go to sleep I*

And Billy Bunter olosed his little
round eyes behind his big round spec-
tocles, for his umpteenth nap that day.

“Hallo, halle, hallo ! exclaimed Beb
Cherry sudderly, “What's that they're
calling out on deck?”

SUPPOSE you will think it odd
E that 1 should write an ariicle
in this paper, but I happened
to fake a walk down the chimney
of Study No. 1 in the Remove the other
evening, and I heard Wharton say he'd
like to know what Santa Claus would
bring the Greylriars fellows this year.
He said it with a laugh, as though he
didn’t believe in Santa Claus, 50 1 am
sendlng this articie to prove that I am
very much alive.

I am also sending him a bill for a new
pair of trousers. He lit the fire belore
1 aould get out of the chimney.

It Is my intention this year to give the

%
;

EL]

“Th? I never heard—" began
Horry; but he stopped as Bob closed
one eye ab him. :

* Better go and see,” said Bob, *1If
there's danger—"

“It's a bit foggy—" said Nugent,
taking his cue from Pob,

Y Lots of collisions in the fc-:g, on the
Channel ! romarked Johnny Bull

“ Cut off, my estcomed Bob, and zee ™

Dok Cherry rushed away. i )

Biily Bunter's eyes opened behind his
spectacles. He gave four fellows at the
doorway an alarmed blink,

“1 sav, you fellows,” he gasped. 1

E“:Lr—l—l-
“EHark 1"
“What's that®"
Bol Cherry's voice came in & roar:
“Look out, vou fellows! Bhe's going
down [
b (b crumbs 1"

Every Saturday

"8he's going down fast!” yelled Bob.
“Hurry up! Never mu Bunter—
don’t bother about Bunter—hurry up 1™

"} say, you fellowsl” shrisked
Bunter, as four faces disappeared from
his doorway, like ghostz at cock-crow.

“I say—help! I say, stop for me, you
beasts | Ipaa.r, where's my trousersa?
Oh lor" ™™

A minute ago Bunter had stated that
he couldn't get up. Now he found, sud-
denly, that he could. Not only could he
get up, but he was able to get up guite
swiftly. He bounced out of his bunk
like a fat indiarubber ball.

Ha velled frantically ss he bounced :

“1 say, you fellows! THelpl! Save
me, you beasts! Get me a lifebelt | Oh
lor' | I knew thia beastly ship wasn't
safal Harry, old chap—Franky, old

This article is apparently contributed by Santa Claus, who seems
to have written it in the handwriting of Harold Skinner, of

the Remove,

Greylriars fellows exacily what each
one of them nbeods most. Coker of the
Fifth, for instance, has asked for a
racing-car, but he can hit people gquite
hard enough with his motor-blke. Hs
will therelore get a plush-lined, solid
silver muzzle, which would be an orna-
ment to any fellow’s jaw. I'm surs
he'll look charming in If.

Bunfer ol the Remove has asked me
for & large cake. I shall glve him one—
a large cake of soap I He needs it hadly.
1 shall slso give bhim a high-powered
telescope fhrough which he will ba able
to ses how [ar his postal order has
progressed.

fellow—1I say, Inky, stop for me! Oh
crikey I i

Haorry Wharton came speeding back,

“Quick ™ he shouted. i

“]—I—1 say, is—is she really going
down?” gasped Bunter. *“I-—I sny, are
vou sure she's going down?”

“Yes, yes, yes! Bhe's poing down
fast! Bhe was going down before we
came fo your cabin, but nobady told us !
Quick 1

“Oh orikey! Help! Iind my
trousers I velled Bunter, “ Where's
my bags! I say, old fellow—dear old
fallows—wait for me—lend me & hand—
I can't find my trousevs! Oh erikey 1”

“Never mund your trousers, you faf

chump! Quick!” yelled Wharton, and
he rushed swayv. “ Bhe's going down!
Buclk up ¥

“Oh lor'l Oh dear! Help!™®
The fat Owl plunged inta Harry

would eertalnly break if.
foro, giving him a new-styla hat, with a
large hole for talking through.
a suitable lid for a big potf.

usual.

the school, but
field Common. It consists ol & pair
ol boots big enough for his feet. s

which will repeat the English language
until Inky learns if.
giving him the birdfnlness.

?

Wharton's dressing-gown, and bolted
cut of the state-room.
Rawlings stared at him, open-

Enauthed with surprise, as bhe whisked
¥.

. It was windy on deck, and the dross-
- ing-gown blew oug round Bunter, rather
like a sail flling with wind. It wus
rather unfortunate that the fat Owl
had borrowed pyjamas belonging to
Harry Wharton, and that they were
about a foot too long for him.
tongled -round his feet as he flaw, an
he smote the deck and rolled over,
TOaring :

“Yaroooh! Help! Bave me! I say,
where's the boats? Put me 1n a boat !
Gimme & lifebelt! Yaroooh 1™

Every eye on the deck of tha Firofly
was fxed on Bunter in blank amaze- -
ment. Captain Compton and 3Mr.

¥ am presanting Bolsover major with §
a handsome leather gas-mask. This js W
not {o profect him from gas, but 1o
protect the Remowe [rom his feafures,
which worry them conslderably.

What Loder needs more than anything
alse 15 boiling in oil. My patent poriable x
oil-boiler will solve this problem for him. &
It consists of a folding eauldron, com- @
fortably fifted with & oushioned seat,

a barrel of oil, and & crucible [urnaee, 1

am sure Loder will enjoy i

Temple of the Fourth made 2 modest
request for a television set, Hls fage W
1 am, there- g

This Is

Vernon-Smith will receive a block of
wood and a haichet, in the bope that
be will go and chop chips.

Fisher T. Fish will be given 8 mangle
with which to wring his heart, It's the
cnly thing that ever will ] :

Quelch will be given six, Lef's e K
how ha likes it ! -

Prout will be given a wide berth, as

‘Bob Cherry’s gift Is oo big to get into
& will ind it on Couri-

Hurree Singh will recelve a parrol
This Is one way ol

Harry Wharton himsall will ba glven

& beautiful tin pedestal, specially de- i
signed for little tin gods, b

{And a funny ass named Skinner will
be given a thick ear, long before Christ-
mas.—HARRY WHARTON.)

' o ¥

Qwain were both on the bridge, the
former looking at the horizon, the latter
at the binnacle, But horizon and bin-
nacla were both forgotten as they saw
Bunter. They gazed at him. It-
ting Compton stared at hima, The watch
on deek stared at him, Dunter had the
spot-light,

“* What
Clomnpton. )

“Ys that boy mad?” oxclaimed his
uncle,

“Ha, ha, hal” welled the IMamous
Five.

“Yarcoh! 1 say, you fellows, help [”
Bunter rolled and roaved. With a
pitching deck under him, tangled in
pyjamas and dressing-gown, Bunter was
on his beam ends, and seomed unable to
get off them.  “1 say, old fellows—
beasts! I say, dear old chaps—oh, you
rotters! I say, dear old rotters—

THe Maener Laprany.—No. 1,506
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#“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ow! Help! Wow "

With the aressing-pown illowing in
the wind, Bunter sprawled, and kicked
up two little fat legs. There was a howl
u? laughter all over the Virefly. Lwven
Captain Compton's hard-bronzed face
melted Into & grin.

Valentine Compton rushed along to
tho fut Owl, grasped him by a podgy
shoulder, and jerked him to his fect.

“Save me!” gasped Dunter. 1 say,
TIl get 1 the beoat first—that's
important!  Where's the boat? I
Bay—"

T¥ou voung ass? roared Conipton.
“What's this gane? Are you potty "

“ DBeast ! Help 1™

“What's the matter with vou?™ roared
the Fifth Former. “Why have you
come on ¢eck in your pyjamas, you
blithering little idiot 17

“Ho hasn’'t ! chuckled Bob Cherry.
“ They're Wharton's ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ 1 faney Buuler thinks there's danger
of some sort!” smid Havry, langhing.
“1s that it, Bunter?”

HE-I-—1-1 sav!”
Compton,  “1—1 say, isn't the ship
ﬁﬂ;-mg down? Il dawned upon even

illy Bumer’s powerful intellect, that if
the ship was going down, 1t was rather
unusual, to say thae least, for tho ship’s
company to be standing about roaring
with laughter,

“oing down?” gasped Compion.
“You utter voung ass, what on carth
put that inte vour silly head7”

“Ha, ha, hat”

SOk gasped Bunter. * I—I thought
=—[—I—thosa beasts zaild the ship was
ﬁuIng down! Yeu did, Chevry, you

east, you jolly well know you did 1”

“That's right 1" said Bob. “And so
it is! Coing down the Channel 1"

“ What?” yelled Bunter.

Bunter <lung o

“Down the Channel!” explained
Wharton, " CGot it now?”
“Why, ron—vou—vrou——-" purgled

Bunter. “ Did—did you mean that the
beastly ship was going down the beastly

Channel? 1 knew that the ship was
oing down the Channel, you silly
wdiots ! I thought you meant—"*

“1Ta, ha, ha !

“You young ass!” samd Compton.
lapghing, “ ¥You'd better go down and
dress yourself,”

" Beast 17

“Ha, hz, ha ™

Relioved of his dire alarm tho
news that tie Wireflv, though undoubt-
cdly pf-m'ng‘ down, was only going down
the Channel, Bunter gathered his dross-
ing-gown arcund Iis fat limbs, and
plunged into the companion. A bump
and & ¥ell that followed scemed to
indieate that the pyjamas had tangled
again. Then DBunter's duleet tones
fHoated up:

“Bteward ! Can't vou help a fellow
up, you silly idiot? Ow! Don’t drag
ma about by my ear, you beast—rou'ro

wlling my ear off, vou fool! Leggol

on’'t grab hold of wy hair, vou
dummw ! O |

“I'm helping you, sir!™

“Owl Beast! Leggo!l I'll jolly well
punch you if you dan’t leggo 1™

Dunter pot back to his state-room
without further help from Rawlings,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Little Ventriloquism !

ILLY BUNTER coughed — a
B fittle, fat cough.
Dinner was over. Being up,
Dunter had stayed up, and
graced thie festive board with his fasei-
Tne Macrer Fannary.=-No. 1,506,
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nating presence. But he wasz not in the
bost of tempera

Hisg fat leg had been pulled. He had
collected several bumps. Rawlings had
been checky. Not only had he failed to
disregard all other duties, and give
Bunter his special attention all through
the day—as, of course, he ought to have
done, But he had spilt hot coffes on
Bunter; he had turned a deaf ear to
Bunter’s bell; he had helped him wp
when he rolled down the companion,
first by his ear, and then by his hair,
Bunter would have been glad to boot
Rawlings. Booting Rawlings was not
practical politics; but there were other
ways of making a cheeky and imper-
tinent person sit up.

Hence that fat little cough from the
fat Owl—which the Removites knew as
8 gign that the Greyfriars ventriloguist
was clearing for action, so to speak. It
was what Bob Cherry h called
Bunter's atmospheries. As Billy Bunter
gavo that little fat cough, five fellows
logked round at him.

Rawlings was serving coffes in the
saloon.  Except for the steward, the
Greyfriars fellows had it to themselves,
Uaptain Compton was in his cabin; Mr.,
Swain in charge of the bridge, and
Valentine Compton on the bridge with
the mate. Harry Wharton sat at the
manc. The juniors were going to have
a sing-song.  Billy Bunter had other
ideas 1in his fat head.

At Grevirars School, Billy Bunter's
weird ventriloguial gifts were fairly well
known. Mysterious voices in the Remove
paszare, sudden barking or growling in
iunlm‘ studies, did not mystify Hemove
cllows, but often led to booting for
Bunter. But on board the Firefly, of
course, nobody knew that tha fat Owl
waa a ventriloguoist, except the Famous
Five. Compton of the Fifth had never
lhward of it; and to the rest of the ship's
vompany Bunter was s stranger. And
vertainly nobody, loocking at Bunter,
would have suspected him of being in
ppl;-stsesmm of unuzual or remarkable
gifts,

Rawlings had a tray of coffee-cups.
The Fivefly was pitching a little, but the
motion of the vessel was nothing to a
man accustomed to lhe sea. His foot
was not likely to slip—except, perhaps,
in dealing with Bunter, wlings,
totally unaware of Billy Bunter's won-
derful ventrilogquinl gifts, did not heed
the fat ventriloquist's fat cough.

Harry Wharten & Co. exchanged a
grin as they heard it. If Billy Dunter
wanted to weigh in with his ventrilo-
quisi, they were not averse to a litHe
entertainment in that lhine. Wharton,

who was runmng hizs fingers over the

kevs, stopped.

“ Colfer, siv ™ said Rawlings.

e moved across towards Wharton,
soutecd on the piano stool; the next
moement he gave a jump.

Y Ererer-r-r-r-r ' came a deep, hideous,
savago growl just behind his legs.

Hmﬂinﬁ; did not know that there was
a dog on board the Firelly. As o matter
of fact, there wasn't. )

But that =zavage, ferocious growl just
behind him naturally made lpm seppose
that there was—and a particularly
EAVALE ONe.

¥ (oooh 17 g}g:ped the starlled steward.

ITe gave a hound.

Crash | Smash! Clatter! Crashit

MRawlings lept hold of the iray even
as he bounded, bul the colfce-cups shot
vight and leit.

They showered on the floor, crashing
and =mashing.

U Iy he, e !V ogurgled Danider.

"0, my hat ! gasped Dob Cherry.

Rawlings snon round, surrounded by
svet-hed crackory.

L L
!

Had that horrible growl proceeded
from a penuine dog, there was litile
doubt that a bite would have been tho
next item on the programme. Rawlings
gripped thy tray by one end, apparcnily
to use as a weapon of defence.

Put as ho stared round for the dog
and failed to spot the ferocious animal
the expression on hia face was extra-

ordinary.

"I say—- IHg, he, he! Apythingihe
matter, Rawlings?” squeaked Lilly
Bunter,

The steward gazed round him in
bewilderment.

* Did—did you young gentlemen
sce that dogi” he stammercd,
suppose you heard him §7

“Sort of,” grinned Bob,
saw him, though.”

*The scefulness was not terrific,'” mur-
mured the Nabob of Bhanipur.

" Where's that dog?” snapped Raw-
lings, *“Look here. if you've brought a
dog on this packet vou've done it with-
out permission. You're not going to
have a savage dog running looso here, I
can tell you ™

Harey Wharton & Co. looked at him.
The plump peolitencss of the Firefly
stoward had completely vanished.

The previous night Harry Wharton
had realised vaguely that the steward on
the Firefly was not on the ordinsry foot-
g of a steward on board s private
-acht, The muttered words of Captain
Compton, and the steward's own action
in gripping him by the shoulder and
E.ﬂﬂuﬂln% him of spying were a pufficient
proof of that,

Naw oll the Greyfriars fellows realised
the same thing. In hiz angry alarm
Rawlings' civil steward manner left him
like a ¢loak that he had dropped off. Tt
was as if he had been playing a part,
and his real self had suddenly pecprd
out. The expression on his angry face
was aggressive, almost bullylng,

The juniors exchanged glances.

They were not fellows—like Buntor—=
to put on any sort of “side ¥ in dealing
with a servant. Billy Bunter's systern
was to throw hie fat weight ahout in
dealing with anyone who was not in a
position to answer back. But there was
a limit,

The apinion of the Famaouz Five up to
that moment had boen that it was rather
a rotten trick to make the man jump
and smash his crockery, But as Raw-
lings yapped ot them they gave up the
idea at once of putling a =ziopper on
Bunter's ventriloguizl performances.

“Do you hear me?” hooted Rewlings,
]n§ the juniors did not trouble to answer
IITI1.

“We're not deaf,
marked Bub Cherry.

“The deaf-fulness is not terrifie, my
c:teemed Hawlings,™

“Where's that dog 7"

“Puzzle—find tha dag!t™
Johnuy Dull

“Er-revererr 1Y eamo  suddenly  frem
hehind Rawlings, us he glared at 1he
ot where the dog ought to have been,
btk wasn't.

Rawlings bounded again.

So savage s growl just behind was
enough te malke any man jump. Tiess
time he bounded round the talde a:ud
stopped on the other side,

“Drive that dog out ! he roared.

“Ha, ha, ha 1’

* Do you think you're going to have a
savage dog loose herei” shouted Raw-
lings. **¥You checky young rascals 1

“Oh, my hat!”

" Draw i mild, old bean

“You'd better chuck that, Rawlhings
saidd Harry Wharton quictly. *That's
unt Lhe way to speak te your maszter's

EQQ -
‘1=—1

“1 never

Rawlngs ! re-

grinnod



~THE GRAND ISSUE OF THE “ HOLIDAY ANNUAL ** NOW ON SALE !

guests, and you know it. Leave the
saloon.™ _

A door in the aft bulkhead opened,
and Captein Compton atepgad into the
saloon.  Evidently he had heard the
steward's excited woice. His hard,
tanped face was frowning, and his eyes
glinted st the steward.

“Whot's this 1* he snapped curtly.

“Those young swa 2

“What "

“They've poet . dog here! I was
nearly bitten ' howled Rawlings. “1ell
them to turn the brate out

“He, he, he 1"

“If my nephew's guests have brought
a dog on board, Rawlings, it is no con-
vern of yours!" said the captain. “You
forget yvourself, 1 think.”

“I'm not goivg to bo bitten—="

“ Bilence |

“Look here, Jim Compton—>~"

The captain made a stride at Raw-
lings, grasped him by a shoulder, and
sent him spinning out of the room. He
lfqllﬁtﬁ'ﬂd him out, shutting the door after

i1mn.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one
another in uncomfortable silence. Tho
silenca wns broken by a cackle from
Billy Bunter.

“He, he, he1*

" 3hut u][i. vou [t asst” growled
* Jobnny Bull, :

# 0O, really, Bull! I'd jolly well sack
that man if I were old Compton I'* said
Bonter, “We don’t allow servants to
answer back like that at Bunter Court,
I can tell you!”

“Shut up, fathead!™

The juniors excnanged & long look;
then Tlarry Wharton turned to  the
piano sgein and ran his fingers over
the keys.

It was very elear that a steward who
hooted “ Lock here, Jim Compton ! at
his captain was not on the ordinary
footing of o steward on a yacht.

According  to aplpcaranms, James
{Fompton was a weslthy man, running
an expensive yacht fer pleasure. Ap-
pearances - are  proverbially deceptive—
and the Christmas guests on the Firvefly
could hardly doubt that there was some-
ihing behind the appearances here.

Ten minutes later the sing-song was
going strong, and Rawlings came 1n
quietly to clear up the broken crocks
and epilt coffes;. hiz manner was
deferential enough now

“Please excuse me. young gentlemen,”
he said. *1 was alarmed, and rather
fnrgﬁt my plece I hope you will over-
leok it."

“That's all right.

Bob cheerily.

“You were checky!” gaid Dunter,
blinking at him. “Don't be checky
agaln, my man.”

“Bhut u;i, Bunter 1™

“Oh, really, Bull—-"'

Rawlings gave Bunter a look, but
made no rejoinder and left the saloon
as uietly as he had entered. Perhaps
it was a consolation to him to hear
Rilly Bunter yell as he went. The
TFamouns Five all kicked Bunter to-
gether; they felt that it was their duty,
and they did. Bunter had not been
Jiicked for two or three days, and it wos
Lhigh timo.

Rawlings,” said

e =

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Wrong Billet !

i OV
S “The snowiuloess iz terrifie.”

“Jollv, isn't it?" ssid Beb

Cherry. . )
It required ewuberant spirits like
Bob’s to deseribe that morning as
“jolly.” Bomewhere the sun was shin-

ing, perhaps—but, if 80, no gleam of
its' rays reached the grey, tumbling
waters under the blanket of mist.

The chums of the Remove had heard
Mr. 8wain remark that the visibility
was nob good. It certainly waa not.
Half a cable's length from the yacht
the mist shut down on the grey sca.
From the mist above flurrying snow
whirled on the wind. At intervals the
long, mournful hoots of the =siren
sounded, warning other unseen craft,
and every now and then an answering
wail cams back from the mist.

The weaich on deck were in oilskins,
Captain Compton, on the bridge, peered
into the mist, his hand near the engine-
room telegraph. The Firefly was at
half speed. The snow came on the wind
from & hidden shore.

But if it had rained cats and snowed
dogs Bob Cherry would probably have
declared that it was jolly.

“One for you, Johnny1” said Bob.

“Eh? What is it— Yurrrooogh!”
gurgled Johnny, discovering what it
wad, as & snowball equashed on his nose.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Thera was not a lot of space for a
snowball game; but there was plenty
of snow; 1t was coming thick and fast.
The Famous Five were soon going
strong, Valentine Compton, coming on
deck, joined in the game with a cheery
grin, - Billy Bunter was still below,
packing in lvzsia third breakfast.

Pitching  snowballs,

slipping and

' Wi
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stumbling and lsughing, the Greyfriars

fellows were merry and bright.

BEob went to the companion, and
bawled down, It seemed rather 2 shame
to Bob that Bunter was missing this |

“ Hallo, halle, hallo ! Bunter ! Bunty !
Bunt ! roared Bob. “Tumble up!
Show & leg 1 : .

No reply from Bunter. He was deep
in foodstuffs, and wind and mist end &
flurry of snow Lad no attractions for

him. _
p Bob gathered a snowball and tramped

oy L.

“(lome on, Bunter!” he
“Tumble up, old fat man 1™

“Rats " from Bunter.

“It's simply ripping 1"

L3 Fﬂ.thﬂﬁ. -[I'J

“(Give you an appetite for lunch——"

“J haven't finished brekker yet !

“0Oh, my hat! Don't bo a frowsy
slacker, old fat mani Tumblc up

“ Baast 7

Whiz [

The snowball flew from Bob's hand
acrozs the saloon. It landed micely on
Bunter’s fat littlo nose.

There was a horrible gurgle from
Bunter. He was dealing with his
cleventh rasher, and the sudden shock
seemed to cause something to go down
the wrong way.

roared.

“Urrrrcfgh ? gurgled Bunter, Hoe
spluttered and epluttered w lldlﬁ'
*Urrggh!l Qoooogh! I'm chook-chook-
choking | (irooogoogh 1™

*Poor old chap! I'll pat you on the
back I*

“Urrrregeh 1Y

Patting on the back was useful
assistance. But Bob, in the cheery

exuberance of his epirits, put o lot of

[}
energy into it--perhaps more than was
wired.
hop, whaop, whop!
“Urrrggh!  Oocogh! Ow!” roared

Bunter. “ Keep off, you beast ! Wharrer
you hittinﬂ- me for, you rotter?
Yaroaaoch !

“Dnly patting your back, old man I

“Ow!l Beast! Wowl!l Btoppit!®
shrieked Bunter.

“ Better now, old bean

“Owl No! Worse!”

“T'Hl give you soma more, then—"

“Beast | Stoppit! I'm better! I'm
all right! Leave off I" yelled Bunter.

“I'm quite all right—right as rainl
Stoppit ™

Bob Cherry chuckled and went back to
tha deck. : '

Billy Bunter glared after him with an
infuriated glare, what time he gurgled
and aspe:f Then Billy Bunter clam-
bered on deck, with a vengeful glare
behind his big spectacles,

Bunter "had not intended to go on
deck.. But snowballing on the nose and
patting on the back had roused Bunter's
wrath. Ha was going to give Bob a
siiowball back again,

He emerged into the wind and the
whirling flakes, and blinked round him
st scurrying figures. Fe grabbed up
snow, and kneaded a big round snow-
ball, and watched for his chance,

It came |

Bob Cherry, dodging whizzing snow-
balls from Johnny 51-3’11.‘31. pasted just in
front of him, st a distance of mix feet
or so. Up went Billy Bunter’s fat arm,
snd his missile Hew, with all Bunter's
weight behind the whiz.

At a range of six feet even Billy
Bunter might have been expected to hib
the target. But hia snowball missed
Bob's cheery head by about a feot! It
whizzed on, wasted so far as Bob was
concernad.

But every ‘bullet has a billetl Mr.

% Swain was emerging from the companion

at that moment. Bunter did not sco that
he was in the line of fire—did nof, in
fact, eeo him at all. Had Bob stopped
that snowball, according to plan, it
would have been all right., As it was,
Mr. Swain stopped it ]

He stopped it with his aye. _

‘The mate of the Firefly had j)mbnh]g
mat with plenty of surprises during a
life on the ocean wave, But this sudden
surprise tock him aback, oll standing, as
he might have éxpressed it in his own
nautical language.

He atagggqed-bmkwards under that
sudden and unexpected bang in the eye,
and dissppeared down the companion !
H-:::k t'ilid the steps in one—chiefly on his
n

“Oh crikey ! gasped Bunter, blinking
blankly at that awiul catdstrophe.

There was a bump below, and & roar.
The next moment thers were hurriod
steps, snd a red end enraged face ap-
paared in view. '

Mr. Swain seemed annoved. That was
not, pechaps, surprisibg, in the eircum-
stences. Ho made a rush at Bunter. -

“J—1 say—" gasped Bunter.

Mr. Bwain probably had the impres-
sion that Bunter had knocked him back-
wards down the steps on purpose.
Really it looked like it. Bunter had
bunged thet snowball fairly in his qye
as ho put his head out into the cold and

frosty morning. Bunter could have ox-
plained—if Mr. Swain had given him
time. But ho could see that the mate

of the Firefly was not going to give him
time. He squeaked an§ dodged.
“1 say, yvou fellows—-"
“Ha, i'm, ha [*
Smack |
A heavy hand landed on Bunter as he
Tie Macrer Lisrany.—No. 1,506,
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flew. Hé roared. Smack!l Bunter
yelled. Smack, smack

L
“Hald on, Swain !” shouted ‘Valentine

G?'mménh o

.Billy Bunter® flew round the Fifth
Former and ‘bolied into -the companion
like a fat rabbit into a burrow. Swain
rushed after him; but Compton caught
him by tho arm and whirled him round,
roaring with laughter a3 he did so.

“Hold on ' he gasped.
the goat! Hold on!¥
“Look at my eye!” roared the mate.
“T'} break him upt I'IIT'101—
Billy Bunter heard that angry roaf,
and scuttled. The terrified fat Owl
hunted cover. :

In' expectation of the mate’s heavy
tread beljind him, and of heavy smacks
descending again on his fat head, Billy
Bunter was only thinking of performing
the vanishing trick. Swain jerked him-
self away from Compton, and his heavy
tramp rang on the stairs,

o E erikey 1 gasped Bunter. i
Ho bolted h ong inta Captain
n's gabin. He shut the door,
-and listened,
was on tho bri

gﬂ!pitatiqm The captain
, Bnd it was safo cover,
if the mate did not look for him there.
“Where's that fat swabi” camo a
TOAT. ; ; .
Evidently Swam was Jooking for himn |
“Qh lor' " gasped Bunter. ,
He gave a wild blink round him
ﬂamugg his hig spectacles, It was a
spacious apariment for & yacht. There
was & roll-top desk clamped by the for-
ward bulkhead, with a revolving cheir
clamped in place in front of it, Under
the. desk, between the two tiers of
drawers, was ample knee-spaca. It was
the ouly svatlable liding-placa. )
Bunter squeczed round the ewivel-
chair, and packed himself into the avail-
able space, like & sardine in a tin!

Sauatted there, as far back as he
could sgueese, with his fat knees drawn
up to his fat chin, Billy Bunter pal-
pitated, and suppressed his breathing.
Meanwhile,  Valentine  Complon,
laughing, Lad followed Mr. Swain,
grasped him by the arm, snd led him
gently, but firmly, away, not letting go
till he was on the bridge.

Unaware that the coast was now clear,
Billy Bunter, packed like a fat sardine,
squaited and palpitated !

A E——

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
What Bunter Heard !
BILL'E’ BUNTER listencd

YOry
snxiously.
Faintly, from afar, the mourn-
ful note of the siren came to his
fat ears. He could hear the wash of
the sea. And be thought he could hear
footsteps—whose, naturally, he did not
Tenow.

But he had little doubt that they were
Swain's—searching for him with glint-
ing eyve and Ima_vr' hand.

@ uatted closer in his narrow
.’rtidiﬁg-g{am—-nnrmw for Bunter '—and
tried to suppress his breathing. g

He did not want to ba found until
Mr. Swain had had time to calm down,
Ile looked, to Bunter, rather an ill-
tempered beast at the best of times;
and there was no doubt whatever that a
snowball in his eye, snd a tumble back-
wards down tho cabin stairs had dona
nothing whatever to improve his
tumjplzr.

There was a sound of a door. Bunter
had been about o quarter of an hour in
cover, and was feeling rather cramped.

But, eramped ag he was, he did not
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think of stirring as he heard the door,
Somebody was coming in.

a swivel chair, in front of
Bunter's. refuge, blocked up most of
hiz view. But he saw & pair of shoe
and the lower part & pair of
trousers, advancing. Whether "it was
Awain or not he did not know: but the
swlful apprehension smote him that the
beast was going to sit down at the desk,
in which case, of course, he wonld
shove his legs into the knee-space be-
low, and inevilably establish contack
with the fat Owl of Greyfriars,

MNearer and nearer camea the feeb, and
Bunter, in an agony of apprehension,
barely . breathed. )

Then he saw the swivel chair re-
volve, as it was twirled by & hand
above, The newcomer sat down in 1t,
but with his back to the desk, &nd, in
consequence, to Billy Bunter,

That was a rehef; but who the
man was puzzled Bunter. Swain, if he
was still hunting him, was not ]i!-mig
to come into the captain's cabin an
sit down there. If it was the captain
himself, it was odd that he should turn
that chair round from the desk to sit
in it, when there was his own armchsir
available. ~ Then something familiar
about the back view of the man in the
chair struck Bunter, and he wondered
if 1t was Rawlings.

But it seem ineredible that the
steward—cheeky as Bunter had found
him—would have the check to stroll
into the captain’s cabin and sit down
mnn this cool way.

A. match scratched, and there was the
scont of a cigarette. The man in the
gwivel chair, whoever he was, wWwas
smoking.

Rawlings undoubtedly had rather
frec-and-easy ways, considering  his
: the Firefly. But
surely he could not have come there
to smoke cigarettes in the captain’s
absenco.

Was it Bwain, after all—or who the
dickens was 1817 In that state of
doubt Bunter sat tight. TIf it was
Rawlings, taking it easy in his master's
-:uuartar? he was i-:-lti:r likely to be
“eopped,” 1t Bunter’s opimion; for
ss Mr. Swain had been going up te the
bridge, it was doubtlezs to reliove
Captain ﬂum?hm. wha, in that case,
would very likely be coming down.
Bunter would not have been sorry to
seo that cheeky steward “copped ' by
his employer.

But he would not have liked Cap-
tain Compton to diseover him hidden
in the cabin. There was a certamn
hardness in the captain's face, a cer-
tain iev glint in his eyes that made
Bunter rather quake at the thought of
the captain finding him hidden there.

Unceriain what he had hetter do,
the fat Owl did nothing. And two or
three minutes later there was ancther
tread—heavier and harder,

“Oh, you're herel” came a curt
TOICE,

It was the voice of Valenline Comp-
ton’s uncle, the 3Li?p¢r of the Firefly.

4 Bort of,” drawled the man in the
swivel chair. )

And Bunter knew, as he heard the
voice, that it was, after all, Rawlings.

Ar. Swain evidently was in charge
of the bridge. Captain Compton had
come down, and from his remark
apparently expected to find the steward
there. There was no indication that
he was surprised, or annoyed, by find-
ing thc man seated in his cabin smok-
ing & cigarette. Billy Bunter was lest
in astonishment. :

“8hut the door, Valentine " )

Those curt words from the captain,
apprised, Bunter that Cempton of the

Fifth had followed his uncle in. Ile
heard the door shut.

“The boys are all on deck—what "
asked Rawlings.

He spoke in the easy tone of an
equal, as the amazed Uwl could not
fail to observe.

“V¥es,” snswered Compton, "all ex-
cept Bunter. I think that fat young
ass' has parked himself in his state-
room. Swain smacked his head—and
he seems to think that S8wain wants to
go ot smacking it."" _

“The more the better,” grunted Raw-
lings. “Fve come near booting iho
young. swab, and so I tell you.”

“ Better not,” said Compton gquictly.

There wos a hint of menace in lis
tone, and Bunter heard a grunt from
the stoward.

“Never mind that!” snapped ihe
enrt . voiee of Captain amplon,
“Woa're here to talk business. You're
dusting the eabin, Rawlings, 1f one of
;h:;*-'m colboys should happen to look
1.

“None of the schoolboys will -happen

to look in, unele,” said Valentine
Compton. “They’re decent kids
cuough, and not at all inguisitive!™

He paused. ‘'‘Except, perhaps, that
fat young ass, Bunter. But he's hidimg
gway somewhere from Swain”
“And what about Wharton?'
sneared Rawlings. .
“Wharton is as straight as a die.”
“ That's your opinion.” 1 4
“(h, don’t be & fool, Rawlings!
Grrunt again,- from the stoward.
Under the roll-top Billy DBunter
listened to all this, with his fat head

‘almost turriing round in amazement,

As Mr. S8wain was not in the offing,

" # "had occurred to Bunter to emergoe

from cover; but he dresded to face

the hard stare of the captain.

Now, however, all thought of reveal-

il‘l%{hﬁ presence left him, .

¢ was perfectly safe from discovery
—the steward, sitting in the swivel
chair, completely screened him from
possibla view.

Evidently none of the three had the
remotest suspicion that he was in the
cabin. )

Bunter sat tight. . L.

Bunter's besetting sin was mguisi-
tivencss. And there was something so
extraordinary in this consultation—
evidently a secret consultation—between
the captain and_ his nephew, and tho
ship's steward, that it might have ex-
cited the curiosity of a less inquisitive
fellow than Billy Bunter.

But, to do Bunter justice, that was
not liis only motive for remaining m
concealment. He was afraid to show
himself.

Even the good-tempered Compton
was likely to be angry, if bhe showed
up there. The hard-faced capiain was
quite certain to bae angry, and the
stewnrd might very likely yield to his
desire to boot him. If they were sfo
particular—as  evidently they were—
that the Greyfriars juniors should know
nothing of this, it was evidently not
judicious for Bumter to announce that
e was there. )

Even the obtuse Owl realised that,
thore was a secret of some eork on
board the TFirefly, carefully hidden
from the scheolboy party. He won-
dered dizzily what it could possibly

he. And he sat tight, hardly
breathing. .
“1 tell you—Ruwlings was spealk-

ing—"I--caught the boy Wharton spy-
iug_the ::t.hcf night. T'va told yon so.”

“ And I've told you you are a fool”
said Compton contemptuously. % Tla
boy explained quite frankly why he
came up on deck that night.,”
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Up went Billy Bunter's fat arm, and the missile Aew, with all the fat junior’s welght behind the whiz. But the snowball

missed Bob Cherry’s head and caught Mr. Swain in the eye, The
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“You trost him, Valentine?" asked
the captain, :
1] trust Wharton, and any of his
fricnds, with my life without o second
thought,” answered Compton.  They're
erfectly straight. If it had been
%unter—hut it was not Bunter.”

“Even you don’t trust Bunter!™
*“ﬁ%ﬂﬂ, Rawlings. ; e

¢ i3 8 prying young sweep I'* sai
Compton. “ But guc'i:i?:f he is too
gtupid to be dangerous in any way.”

“ According to what the captain’s
gaid, thore's =zome boy at Greyfriars
who has spotted wyou there,” sneercd
Rowlings. “Is that one of crowi(l
you've brought on the Firefly 1™

L1 Nﬁu:”

“You are sure of that, Valentine "
eame tho captain’s voice.

He was seated in the armchair, and’

Bunter had a glimpse of his boots.

“T'm szare of it,"" answered Compton.
“1 shonld not have been fool encugh
fo ask them here, if there was any
doubt about that.”

“Why ask them at all?” snarled
Rawlingz, “A crowd of inguisitive
gehoolbovs nosing ieto what does not
concern them—""

“They are mnol Jnguisitive, and
nothing would induce them to nose mnto
wlhat does nob comcern them, I had
reascna for asking them. The bov
Bunter, fool as he is, helped me when
1 waoa hung on the cliff the day I swam
from the sea-cave, I do not believe I
should have got thr-:}ui{h alive, but for
his help. It was little enough in
return to stand him a Christrons cruise.
The others are all decent lads, and I
like them here. In their company I
can forget some things that I prafer
not Cto remember,” added Compion,
in o tone of inlense bLilterness, Tt

I put it up to my uncle, and he agreed,
Indeed, he seemed to like the idea.”

“1 don't see why.”

“That's because, as Valentine has
said, yow're a fool, Rawlings” said
the eaptain curtly. (
mora absolutely above suspicien than
a holiday party of schoolboys on the
vacht i"

“That's true,’ admitted Rawlings,

“Nothing eould look better in tho
way of comonflage,” =aid Captain
Compton., “The boys are wuseful in
that way, and may be useful in other
ways."

There was a shavp exclamation from
Valentine Compton.

“TUnecle, you do not mean——"'

“By gum!” said Rawlings. “I pass
it up to von, captair, That's good!
A E-:.E-:m]h-::y going ashore with a packet
of sandwiches, or lent & c¢oat with
something sewn in the linimg.”

“Never 1" snid Valentine Compton.
“If you were.thinking of anvthing of
that Lind,” Unele James, when you
jumped at the idea of the boys coming.
vou can wash it ont right on the spot.
Never 1

“Az the circumstancez have not
arigsen, and may never arise, wo need
not disenss that now, Valentine,” szaidl
the captain’s ccld wvoice. Y Lheave 1t
that the bovs are vour guesis, and that,
for the rest, their presence on the
vacht iz useful in fhe way of keeping
up EIIE[:IE‘ETII-II{!EE. Thex arve decent lads,
and I like them, and am glad to sco
them abont. You, Bawlings, will be
carciul to remember thai, so far ns
they are concerned, vou ave smmply
steward on this vacht, and that appear-
ances have to be constdered.t

“Av, ar!” gprunted Rawlings,

# XNow, to comn down 1o brass-tacks™

“IWhat -l.':t]:l.!![{l lock b

mate staggered backwards from the shoek |

went on the captaimn eurtly. " Bander-
son cannot fail io be in the offing to-day.
The mist may cause delay—but at the
samo time, it serves our turn, as it cor-
taiuly prevents our passengers [from
emmg aware Lhat we ave shill i touch
with the English copst. 1f we do not
see SBanderson’s motor-boat before the
boys turn in to-night, well aml good!
But if we do—"

“If we do,” said Rawlings, " and they
see us shifting carvgo at sca, we tnay ms
well tell them the whole sltory, from
slart fo fimsh !

*They must see nothing., I they are
on decle, I will send them Lelow with an
cxense of foul weather™

“One prying eye—"" grunted Raw-

inges,
“Nonsense ! interrapted  Valentine
Compton. “A lunt of foul weather wili

be more ithan enough to Lkeep Bunler
bBelow: and the others will not prv.™

I shall order them, as captoin, to
stay below ! said the skipper of the
Fivefly, “That will be sufficient. Valen.
tine apswers for thoem; snd we must
leave it ab that, (o back 1o the bridge.
my bov, and keep your cyes open tor
Sanderson’s eeafr,?

The door closed
Compton.

A momend or two of silence [ollowed
Lus depariave,

It was Capiain Compten who broke if,
speaking in a low voice:

"Wa ean take no chances, Bawlingsz !

I reckon not.”

“I believe that Valenting iz right—it
was by chanee that ihe boy Whartoo
vwent on deck, the mght we sent Al
haat to the French coast for the stufl
But we can take no chavees. 1le (T

(Continued on page 16.)
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cnly have seen the boat go—he eeriainly
did not see it roturn—he knows noihing.
Bul—=-="

*Dul—-" prunted Rowlings,

“As I've spid, we'vre taking no
chanees, I any of them make any
uitemipt Lo go on deek  after I'vo ovdered
them below, you will have to stop
them,”” _
T“Lu::m:: that to mel” growled Baw-
ings.

“Keep an eye on them! Keep your
feraper, and don'k play the feol | Dut
#o leng a3 Sanderson is in the offing, nok
a head is {0 be put above decks—even
if wou hiave fo ik it haed 1M

Captain Compton rose from the arm-
chaar, ' :

“I'd better get back to the bridge—
and yvou'd better get back {o your dutios,
Ltawlings.” he said, ;

A minute more, and Billy Bunler was
atone. Ilo did not stit., He could only
sguatl, wedged in under the roll-top, in
dizey and  breathlesa bewildermont  at
what he had heard, Tt wasz a quarior of
an hour, ov more, before Billy Bunte
vepiteed fo emerge from hia hiding-
place, and ereep cautiously awar,

gy,

THE NINTH CHAFTER.
Billy Bunter is Mysterious !

£ BE“Q!F}?} old bean—"
chh¥™
* Lioat vour appetite,” asked

Bioly Cherry sympathetically,
“op are vou saving 1t up for Christmas
Day ¥ '
“Oh, really, Cherry—"' .
hear,”  said Boeb impressivels,
““that there's going to be a turkey, nnd
a Christmas pudding, just the samo as
if we were at Bunter Court, old fat man,
Rawhngs has let out some of the sccrets
af the refrigerator, Dut the turkey 1an’t
in the ofling yet, old fat bean, YWhy this
delicate - toying  with  your  food?
You haven't ecaten more {han {wice as
umech as I have I’

“II again®” aslked Johnny Dall.

“The 1l-faloess must be terrifie ! re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

Really, it was o mattor for concern.
Flarry YWharton & Co. had eome down
tor  lmmeh  with  excellent  appoetiles,
sharponed by the Ditter wind.,  Bunier
hail bean frowsting somewhera below,
cince s misadventore with Mr, Swain,
Bt they natuwrally expeciod him to put
up & gastronoinic  performance,  as
wstial. equal Lo theic combined efforia,

And he didn't !

Lieneratly, i oo mealtime, Bille Boo-
tor's weal waz only limited by the
waetnt  of food:tntks  available,  On
haard ithe Fivetly, the food was ool enly
good, bud it was nnlimiied.  Ponter, at

every meal, dacked i do the limit,
vegatdless of the danger of shilling
CaRE

Now he loyved with las fomd, az Bob
desersbed o, Aazing 1o relade, e ot
hardly more than any {wo of the ofhers
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IL looked as if somelhing woz worry-
ing Danter, and spoiling his appetite.
A= a maller of fact, eomething was.

Dier was puzeled, bewildered, and
considerably frightencd by what he had
overheard in the captain’s cabin,

Bomeihing—ho, conlkl not begin to
imagine what-—was poing on on board
that handsome ond expensive Facht:
something that was being kepk a dead
seeret from the Greviriars gpuests.

Bunter had not  learned what the
seeret was, Dot he had learned thak
there was o sceretl,

Mr. 8wain had come down to lunch—
taking no further notice of Bunter, Ile
was rolicved of his fears of BMr. Bwain,
Ttut he was fecling a deep dread of Cap-
tain Compton, and a still decper one of
the man Rawlings. Every time the
stoward's eyes turned on him, Bunier
folt o gualm, in dread of the man puess.
ing somehow that he had overheard that
talk in the captain’s cabin,

Rawlings, certainly, was not likely to
gudss that; unless Dunter gave himself
awny, Bub what would he do, if he
did ¥

To Bunter's oves, when he first eame
on board the Fivelly, Rawlings had beon
on’ ordinary stoward—rerely that, and
nothing more. Bince then he had found
that he was a checky ‘stownrd; and
obviously in no foar of heing *sacked ™
by hiz employer, whatever e might do
or say. And since then, again, Bunter
Had learned that, in ?rimic-, he was on
terms of ezj,ualil:}; with e captain, and
the captain’s nephew, and shared sonie
mystartous seeret with tham, .

mething wasz to happen that day n
connection with a motor-boat run oub
from the English coast by a man named
Sanderson, which the Greyiriars fellows
were not to see, It was conneeted some-
how with & boat having been sent ashoro
1o France one night under cover of
darkness,

The juniors were to boe kept below
under a pretence of foul weather, If
they attempted to go on deck against
orders, Rawlings was 1o go to the length,
if necessary, of using violenco to E-!t‘.;_%}
fhem. Ho was in the captnin’s con
denee to that amazing extent |

What could it all mean?

Rowlinga had shown the cloven hoof
alrcady on the occasion of the alarm of
ihe ventriloguial dog. Under the vencer
of a steward’s civil marnera he had a
fierce wnd intractable temper, barely
lkept in check. He was, in point of [ack,
in the game, whatever it was, with Cap-
iain Copapton, and rather impatient of
the part he had to play o keep up
BPPERTANCTS,

Now that Billy DBuuter's cves were
opened, bhe could read in Rawlings'
plump faee, what the othey follows never
thought of reading there. There was o
hard set to the plump lips—a cold, hard
glint in the eyes—which DBunter ob-
served now.  Tnstinctively, he know that
Hawlings was o dangerous man.

e was econscwouns of o decp Iear of
Rawlings, 1l knew ihat the agoressive
bnlly was veady to leap indo view from
Loehingd the steward's anazk of evility.
Tle was reads to hit, and hit hacd, if
reguired—and Bunier had a sironpg mis-
giving that be was capable of dacker
deeds,

Retween iz Teavz and his bewilder-
went, Danber was not in a happy frame
of mind.

e the pudiling, old man ! urged
Tob Cherry. “You'll fade awar at fhis
rate I Blean to wug wouw're giving the
pudding a miza?"

SO, ne! Yes ! slammerod Bunler,

Mot hungey  wo-dav, kid¥®” asked
Valenline Complon, with a smile, Tt
wiad the fiest thme that Boanter haad not

-

been fearfully hunory since the Firclly
hod steamed out of Dover.

“(h, yes | Nol” eaid Bunter, “I-—I
thint{: ’I il try the pudding! It looks
good 17

Ha tried the podding, and [urther
astonished the juniora by having only
one helping. e left the table when tho
other fellows did.

Valentine Compton went en  deck
unmediately after lunch, and joined his
unicle and Mr. Swain on the bridge.

Bunter waited anxiously for Hawlings
to disappear,

“I say, you fellows ! he whispered.

“He's got something on his mind,
vou men ' said Bob, *'That’s the enly
way of accounting for it? What have
you done, Bunter?™

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Not pinched the turkey, I hope?™
aslked Nugent.

“(Oh, really, Nuzent=——-—="

“Let’s got out 1 enid Marry Wharton.
“Coming up, Bunter? You haven't so
much weight as uvsual to carry up, you
know."

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“0Oh, really, Wharten! I say, you
needn't go up, you'll only have to come
down again, you kuow,”

“Eh? Whyi?

“1 mean, when the captain fells yon
you're to come down because of the foul
weathep—*"

“The weather isn’t foul, fathead! It's
a bit windy and misty, ithat’'s all—npo
cven a capiul of wind, It's all right on
deel: 1

“That’s all you know ! =aid Bunter.
“Wou're jolly well going to bo scut
down, all the same.”

“What iz the fat ass burbling about
now I’ asked Bob, in wonder,

_All the Famous Five looked at Bunter
in surprised inguiry. Why he sup-
posed that Captain Cémpton was Fﬁlnpi'
to sond them below, on a plea of fou
weather, was & mystery to the chums of
Greyfriars, The weather was what a
seaman would have called *dirky,” but
that was all; neither, so far as they
could see, could Billy Bunter know any-
thing about the thoughts or intentions of
Gal_pum Compton,

What do you mean, you fat asst"
asked Harry. ;

“If you mean aoything ! grunted
Johnny Bull.

Bunter gave an nneasy and eantious
blink round himn through his big spee-
tacles.

I—I sav, vou fellows™ he breathed,
“do you think that beast Rawlings ean
hear us®”

“Rawlings
head |7

“Hea mighlt Le listening at a dooe 1
mumbled Bonler, “He could hear us,
if he was.”

1 sopposc he could, if he wanbed
to1* sgaid Harcy Wharton blankly.
“ But why should he, you fat duller ?™

"Well, he—ho might—" stammered
Bunter. “I-=I den't want him to
know——"

“To know what 2

“Dh, nothing 1¥

“Iave yon been pincling something
from the paniry "

“*You silly idiok " howled Bunter.

“Well, then, what does 16 maticr
whether Rawling: hears you or not ¥

“YWell, . 1§ does. I—I mecan ik—it
doesn’t ! I'm net scared. of conrse.”
said Bunter, blinking at the astonished
five, “You kinow my pluck ! Compton
pnly asked ws here beesuse T saved
his life that dav on the elifls, with oy
boundless plock and conrape and novve,
But—bunt if they knew——-~>"

“They—whe "

0L, nobody ™

izn't in the rooin, fat-



*And what 1™
“Oh, nothing I”

Bob Cherry tapped his forehead signi-
ficantly.
“Poor old Buntor ** he said. " How

Ieng has this
“ Beast 1™
“Woell,” said

fﬂ'tmt, o

isten to Bunter wandertng in his wmind,

if you like. I'm going up.”

And Joknny ‘went, and the other
fellows followed. But Yarry Whorton
lingered, at a squeak from Buoter, and
turned back fo e, lle was quite con-
cernid about the fat junier; and he

been coming on 1"

Johnoy Bell, with s

roolly almost thought that Bunter must 3

be wandeving in his mind a Little.

“I—I eay, d-don's leave me hera
alone I sgueaked Bunter. I say,
d-d-don’t you leave me here on my
own [

“LCome up on deck, then, fathead I

“Well, it's jolly cold,”’ said Bunter.
“Besides, we shall only be sent down
again, - :

“What on carth do you menn,
Bunter 1 asked the muexed captain of
the Bemove. " What are von blinking
over your shoulder like that for, you
frabjous owl? Do you think thers's o
Chrietmas ghost bhelund the piang, or
what "

“Well, 1f Rawlings heard—" mut-
téred Bunter. “I'm not afraid of him,
of—of courset Still, i Jo knew—"

“If he knew what, you blithering

idiot §7 .
. ¥0h, nothing! YT'm not going to tell
you anything, when he might hear. If
he just heard me mention the motor-
hmt_ﬂl'

“The motor-boat? said Harry,
glmost dazedly. " What motor-boat 7™

“The one ihat's coming out {from the
shorg—"

“You blithering ass, we're hundreds
of miles from the siore, if you mean
England—or Franee, either, for that
raatter.”

“That's all wvou know!’ mumbled
Bunter. “It's coming all right, You
can't see anything in the mist; but we
ain't out of th: Channel yel. We
haven't covered hulf the distance you
fellows think.”

“¥You know s lot about navigation !”
eaid Harry, laughing. “What on

exrth’s put that idea into your silly §

head **

“Oh, nothing?! I-—1 say *—Bunter
sunk his voice to o whisper—"1—I say,
}rhat did you see when you were pry-
ing} the other night, old chap? You
E:T tell me.”

Vharton jumped.

“You fat rascal!” he hooted.
_was prying ¥

“1 say, don’t vell!” gasped Bunter.
“Rawlings jolly well thinks you
W

"1 wasn't aware you knew anything
about it ! said Harry.
were thinking ouly of grub at the
time."'

“Ho I was, but

“But what?

“(H nothing I

“ Fathead !

Harry Wharton had had enongh of
this extroordinary kind of conversa-
tionn. le followed the other fellows on
deck.

There was a_scamper of feet after
him, and then Billy Bunter was at his
heela,

In misty, windy, slecty weather,
Billy Bunter certainly did not want to
ge on deck. But he went. Rawlings
might appear at cny moment; and
Bunter did not want to see Rawlings
—alone,  The captain might come
down; and Burnter did not want to see

TWho

XF

ithe captain—alene.
was,
mtnﬁue{l by the strange mystery of the
Fire

that
rious econversation.

out that he had listened?
ou follows ocan stay here and not know—hut he was deeply unecasy.

I thought youn -

%
L
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Every Saturday

Inguisitive as he
and deeply interested and
i:,:, Billy Bunter almost wished
¢ had rnot overheard that myste-
What would they do if they found
Bunter did

The wind howled through the mist,

1 .
R =, !

{1)

A "siately home’ s not {he name

To glve Tem Redwing's maansion,
It obviously cannot claim

Soeh grandeur ¢r expansion.
A bumble eoftage on the shore,

With boats and neis around It,
The sea s at its very doer,

Tha blllows almost pound [,

(2)

A cottage always elean and bright,
Like all good seamen's places,

John Redwing works from morn to night
To it free from iraces.

He's blulf and hearty, staunch and irue,
A real eld English seaman,

And when ihere’s any work to do
He's on it liks & demon !

%)

He helps his father mend the nels

Or gives the boat some patches,
¥ For :2%' boat out salling gets
¢ A fair amount of seratches.
* Zo with a bit of sheathing lead

He gally goos repairing
The pﬁagks and seams where they have

she
Their plich and started wearing.

{8)
Bui Marry Wharion's rather sirict
Upon his players’ falenis,
S0 Redwing isn't always picked
He's not quite up to halance.
EBuf if Diek Penlold needs a rest,
Or Ogilvy is injured,
Then Tom comes In and does his besi,
His play is smart and gingered.

Next week : THE GHOST
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and cold sleet dashed into his fub face
us ho emerged on deck—but he stayed
thers. He was poing to stay there as
long as tue other fellows did—his only
comfort ‘being that, soon, Coptain
Compton would order the whola party
below-—which Bunter knew, if the othcr
fellows did notl

(Continued on next page.)

1arery Hoves  Groyre

HAWKSCLIFF COTTAGE

-

Quite a lot has been said of Billy
Bunter’s imaginary home at
Bunter Court. But where do the
other leading lights of Greyfriars
live 7 This new series of s vl
poems by our long-haired poet}

will supply the answer.

(3}
Tom Redwing Hkes fo give a hand
To hkelp his father working,
For like his dad he cannot siand
A fellow fond of shirking,

To Hawkselif on the bus he comes
To spend an hour of lelsure.
In ways ihat few of Hadwln;'ﬁ ghums
Would lock on as & pleasire.

(5)

There's wood {o chop and brass fo rub,

For ** ship-shape ** i3 the password ;
A cup of tea, 3 bite of grub,

Then Redwing goes back classward,
One more halt-holiday has gone

With Redwing kéen and astive ;
Of eourse, il footer had been on,

He'd pfny. It's 5o atfractive I

{7}
At night, Tom's thoughtshave often flown
Far out across the geean
To where his dad is rocked alone
Upon the billows' motlon.
In starlight, storm, or summer calm
The little craft goes riding,
Let's wish him fresdom from all harm,
And a lueky star lor guiding.

OF MAULEYERER TOWERS.
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Pussengers Below |

T E'RE not breaking records [™
.W remarked Bob Cherry,

The TFircfily moved slowly

through the grey water,
Looking in any direction, the wiew
was shut off, at a certain distance, by
the clammy mist.  Owverhead, tho sky
was ban wi: the same grey vapour,
The yacht, as it floated, seemed to be
floating in a litile world of its own,
shit off from the vest of humanity.
Only an occasions echoing, lonpg-drawn
watl of a siren, muffled through the
mist, came a3 a hint that there were
other inhabitants of the globe. 'Other
craft wero at ses that misty Deceniber
dary, sounding their sirens as they evept
through tho mists. Closer at hand,
somnding  horribly  unmusical  and
mournful, the Firefly's siren howled st

resular intervals, :

“Just as well to be careful in this
weather,” remarked Johnny DBall
"‘i‘ﬂfn:: don't wa' t to run into somebody
¢l I

“Or on to a jolly old rvock!” said
Frank Nugent. “ Anyhady now
whoere we arct” .

“Must bo out of the Channel by {his
time,” saad Bob

Harry Wharton did net speak. Ile
wazs wondoring

Rilly Bunter's words wers in_ his
mind, DBuanter, of course, knew nothing
abont navigation. and could not kunow,
on his_own, whether the yacht had
passed Beachy Mead, or whether it was
potting Jdow- to the Day of Biscay.
Tut if he had no brains to speak of;
ho had a peir of large cars, which ho
was acenstomed to use, in season and
out of season Tt was quite ible
that he had heard some remark, per-
haps not intended for his fat cars, that
hac put him wise on the subjeet.

‘For, now that IHarry came fo think
af it, he was far from certain that tho
Fivefly was so advanced on her vovage
as the juniers had taken for granted.

The blinding mist was baffling; if
thero wore coast or cliffs anywhere near
at hand, nothing was to be seen of
ih ’B:,r that time the juniors sup-
posed that the Ficefly was breasting the
wide Atlantie. If was etill in the
Channel, the weather might account for
it—it was only cautious to go slow in
winter mists, .

But now that Wharton's attontion was
drawn to the mattér, he realised that
the vacht was going very slow indecod—
and he had an impression that, instead
of keeping on ler way, sho was steam-
ing—or, rather; erawling—in a wide
circle.

Captain Cempton, of ¢ourse, conld Lo
reliedd upon to know how to sail lus
Shipe. wtever line he -was following,
it was doubtless necessary. ek, 1f 1t
had been possible to suppese that the
raplain had any motive for lm%nrmg in
a cerlain area, 1t Jooked as if he was
doing just that. Wharton had an un-
comfortable recollection of the night
when the boat had gonn off, in the

midnight  daskness, with  Valenline
U'omplon.
He hod an idea, though e could

not be sure, that the boat, that might,
had gonn in the divection of the French
coast. Sa far as he had seen, it had
taken nothing away from the Firefly.
ilad it returned with something 1

He did not know, and he disliked
=pecnlating about it, but he conld nak
ot 36 quite oub of his head. Neithee
could he gquite dismiss Bmithy's strango
snspicinns of the TFirefly amd her

Tnr Maexer Lispany.—No. 1,506.

skipper. Now, as the yacht erawled
through the gr&r water, he waz in &
troubled mooc.

Had that prying fat Owl heard some-
thing ho was not intended to hear?
What did he moan by tho mention of a
molor-boat ¥ He looked round ab
Bunter. Muffled in coat snd cap,
spluttering =as the wind smote him,
grunting and snorting, the fat Owl
was evidently not enjoying himself on
deck. Why did he not stay below?
What the dickens was he afraid off

“I say, Compton,” Beb Cherry called
ouk.

Compton of the Fifth had been below,
and as e came up Bob hailed hun,

Wherton noticed the dark, thoughtiual
expression on the handsome face. But
Compton smiled cheerily as he glanced
ot Bob. '

“Enjoving the woather ™ he nsked.

“Olr, no end!” said Bob, laughing,
“But & chap can’t see a thing. Where
do we happen to be, Compton? I sup-
pose the skipper knows.™

“Tha knowinlness of the esteemed
sliipper is probably terrific,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ham Singh.

Compton langhed.

“Yes, I think my uncle has o fairly
good idea,™ he said, “But the best
skipper has to feol his way, rather, in
thiz weather.” ;

“1 suppose we're out in the Atlantic
now ?"” asked Bob. “We might be still
in the Straits of Dover, from anything
a fellow can seco.
out of the narrow waters now.”

“We haven't made the specd we
should make in fair woather,” saild
Compton, “DBut it won't be long now
Lefora wo drop this weather behind.”

Ho wont up to tho bridge to join
hiz nnele and Ar. Swain there.

Boh Chorry winked at his chums.

“1 fancy Compton doesn't know quite
where we ave, any more than we do,”
hie remarked, *I could have told him
as much as he told. me™

It did not occcur to Bob's unsuspicions
mind that Compton's answer was
evasive, Bubt Wharton could not help
thinking of it wiilh the thoughts that
were alrcady in hiz mind, More and
more, he felt sssured that the yacht
was still betwoon the shores of Ingland
and France.

“Hallo, hallo, hialle!” exglaimed Bolb
suddenly. Ha put his hand Lo his ecar.
“Hear that, you meni"

“Only the jolly old siren,™ szaid
Johnny Bull, i

“Bomething else,” said Bob. He
listened intently. “If we were any-
whero near the coast I should jolly well
think that that was o motor-boat chug-
ring eway somewhore.”’

Elarry Wharton started violently.

* A motor-boat!” ho repeated.

“AWell, liston (™

Faintly, mufied by the mist, a sound
of throlibing was audible from the un-
goon sea. It eame, and went, and came
again, It died away, and there came
the rerocch of o whistle,  Bilence fol-
Towad. -

Tho ¥acht's siven had been wailing
at regular minute intervals. Now 1t
cmitted three sudden, sharp blasts.

Wharton felt his heart heat.  Was
it a gignal, and an answer to a signal?

Ale. Swain was seen to exchange a
waord or two with the captain, and then
he came down from the bridge.

“ Passengars below ! ha called out.

“ELhY What " exclaimed Beb
Chorry, in surprisg. _ .

“Foul weather coming on 1" explained
the mate.  “ You will be safer below.”

“Aly dear chap,” said Bob, "we're
nob alcaid of a blow, We'll roll Eunter
Jdown ond sea it through™

But I suppose we're.

YOU WANT THRILLS? THEN YOU'’LL GET PLENTY OF THEM IN—

“Captain’s ordergt” said Mr Swain

curtly.

“0Oh, that'a & horso of another
colour!” snid Bob, “All sercne—como
on, you fellows! When tho skipper

says turn we all turnl™

“1 say, vou fellows, lot’s got out of
this 1" grunted Bunter. “I say, what do
we want to stick up here fort 1 say,
come on!"

Bunter, at least, was glad enough to
roll down into shelter and warmth.

The other fellows were reluctant to
ga, but did net, of course, think for a
moment of disputing captain’s orders.
A captain at zca is an undisputed auto-
crat, and passengers as well as orow
had to jump to orders. Neither, of
course, did the Greviriars juniors want
to be a trouble to their host. If Cap-
tain” Compton considered it sdvisable
for them to go below, it was not for
them to argue—and they went at ones.

Byt Wharton compressed his hips a3
It followed liis friends.

It could not possibly ba a eoincidenco
that Bunier had stated that they would
be ordered below on & plea of
foul weather, Bunter had known—and
evidently he had heard sﬂmethini;;.

Ho far as the juniors could sec, there
was no sign of chango in the weather.
It was “dirty,” but it was not “foul.”
But they did not dream of setting up
their judgment against that of an ex-
perienced sca.captain, Wharton would
not have thought of it for & moment,
but for what he knew, But he know,
and  ecould neot doubt, that “foul
weather ¥ wos only an excuse for gﬁt*
ting the Greyiriars party below decks.
Something was going to happen which
their evez ware not to witness.

The chugging of tho motor-boat was
plainly audihle as they went down.

Mr. Swain followed them to the com-
panion, as if t4 meke sure that they
went.

“That's a jolly old motor-hoat,” said
Bob, ns he stepped in, “You can hear
it, Mr. Swain'¥

“EBonnds like it” said the mate.
“Bome tripper lost his way, 1 reckon,
and run out to ses., I dare say the
skipper will be keeping an eye open
for 1%, in case help is wanted.” :

“By gum, they may want help if
thﬂf’va lost their bearings, and run
right out into the Atlantic,” said Bob.

r. Swain gove him a rether corious
leok. .

“Obh, ay. oy!” he said, “If they
want lielp the akipf:er’a the man to give
it! Keep snug below till you get word
that you cap comeo up again”

* Right-ho 1" ]

Mr. Swain shut the companion after
them. ; shse

Bawlings was in the saloon, and Billy
Bunter eyed him uneasily, Remembor-
ing what he had heard, and the eap-
tain's instructions, he knew why tho
steward was there. Bunter nobiced
that his hard eye lingered on Harry
Wharten. . )

Heo realized that Rawlings' distrust
took that direction, net hiz own. Raw-
lings took no noties whatever of
Bunter. That was rather a relief to
the fat Owl. DBut Billy Bunter won-
dered what the other fellows would
have thought had they known that
Bawlings had orders to hit as hard
as nocessary if any of them attempted
to go on deck. The glint in the man's
eyes, and the jutting of hiz jaw, in-
dicated that he was fully prepared fo
carry out thosas orders if required.

“ Bit rotten o 'boe stuck here because

of 8 bit of a blow!”® yawned Bob
Cherry. “But I supposp the skipper
Enows best.

“It's just possible,” said Nugent,

with a grin.
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“Shall I put on the gramophone,
sit? asked Rawlings, deferentially.
Harry Wharton glaneed at  him.
Shut in the saleon, sounds from without
were deadened, but the juniors could
hear the chupgring of an engine from
the gen. Ilarry could not help wonders
ing whethier the gramophone was to
gut on to keep the Gireyfriars Faﬂj
rom lhearing as well as secing. 1f so,
it meant that Hawlings was “in ¥ what-
evar was going on. DBut be had no
donbt of that already.

O Oh, no, thanks!® gaid Beb. "I'm
listening to that jolly old motor I”

Az if deaf to his answer, Rawlings
started the gramophone, All ather
sounds were at once drowned 1n & burst
of musgic.

“My dear chap, I said no, not yes,”
gaid Dob, staring ot the steward.
“ Shut that thing off=—1 want to listen!”

Rawlings still seemed deaf, Johmny
Bull, who was near him, jerked the
needle off the record. ‘here was

silence again, and through the silence
cama the unmistakable round of =a
motor-boat ranging up to the yacht.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bumps lor Billy Bunter!

ALENTINE COMPTON came

@ down from the deck and threw

off coat and cap, damp Ifrom
ihe sleet.

He turped & smiling face to the
juniors, mmd if thers was anything
foreed in that smile, four of them, at
all ‘events, did not chserve 1t

Bob :I;awa him o cheery grin.

“Hallo, Lhallo, hallo! You ordered
Lelow decks, too?” he exclaimed.

“Sort of,” said Compion, laughing.

He sat on the piano stool and ran his
slim fingers over the keys. Thero was
& ecrash of chords. 2

“What about a sing-rong to pass
tha time?” he asked. "{live us the
CGrreyfriars School song, Cherry—I've
gob the music bere. JFyerybody join
in the chorus.*

He was
it E{mhe.

“Good egg!” said Dob cheerfully,

As a2 matter of fact, lob, like the
others, was mterested m the motor-
Loat, which had turned up far out
at sen—as the juniors believed. Bub
ho did not Ffeel disposed to H{I bis
host nay. [Raithng music and cheery
tinging were =oon going elrong.

Haerry Wharton [olt something like
g weight on his heart. The gramo-
phone had becn silenced and the sing-
song was taking its place. What was
going on—what could be going on—
o which that handseme, chevry, [rank-
looking fellow was & party?

Wilh piano snd voices, (lwere was
plenty of noise in the saloon, ut other
eolinida could e distinguished if a
tellow fga-re ear—tramping foct, creak-
ing of tackle. Wharion tried not
in listen—he did not want to give atien-
tion to what, afler all, was no concern

rattling out chorda az

of hiz. But he eould not help knowing
that ecargo of oo Lind was being
moved. Ile was sure—or nlinost sure—
that somellung was benge transferred
frem ihe yacht fo (e motor-hoat
alongside, Tt moaght have an inno-

vonk explavation—he hoped and  tried
1o believe se—hbut why ull tins seerecy,
this trickery-—=for there was no other
word for it¥

Rawlings had left ilie =aloon now—
now Lhat Compton of the Filth was
there, keeping the ablention of the
jnniors accupiced, But Wharton had an
unpression that he was not {ar away.

ba uselul nlso to Billy

“Lost your wvoice, old man?” ashked
Bob Cherry. "Join upl”

And Harr{ Wharton, teying to dismiss
other thoughts from 'hia mind, joined
in the merry chorus. After all, Lo told
himsolf, it was not his business,

That reffection might have Leon
unter. The fat
Junior was sprawling on a settee, while
the Famous Five wera gathered vound
Compton at the piano.

Billy Bunter was devoured by
curiosity.

So long as Rawlings was present, the:

fat Owl did not even think of indulging
that euriosity. But Rawlings was gone
now, and Compton and the Famous
Five were all ovcupied, and giving him
no attenbtion. There was no eyve on
Eunter, and he detached himself from
the settee and sidled away quietly.

Something was going on—something
awiully secret. Bunter, as usual,
wanted to know. Indeed, he was so
extremely curious that he wanted to
know more than usual. If that beast
Rawlings had been in the offing he
would never have dared to gratify his
euriosity, keen as it was. But now
that there was no eyo on him he was
simply longing to take one “squint*
on » and see what was going on,
and what they were all being so jolly
secret about.

“Foul weasther " certainly would have
glued Bunter belaw. But he knew that
was only spoof. There was no change
in the weather, and the yacht was not
even moving. The expected motor-boat
had turned up, with the mysterions
Sanderson, whoover Banderson was, and
something awfully sceret and mysterious
weg going on—and Bunter, if he could,
waa going to know what,

Round the piano a cheory chorus was
roaring out. Unnoticed by tha Fifth
Former or the HRemove fellows, Billy
Bunter sidled away to the eabin stairs
and tipteed up.

But Williom George DBunter's fat
head wae not destined to be put out for
o minute, or even & second, or a split
second.

. Wharton had an impression that Raw-

linga was not far away; but that had
not occurred to the fat Owl. Out of
sight was out of nund, {0 Bunter.

But he learned that Rawlingz was
not far away, but was, indeed, guite
near at hand, when he was half-way up
the atega. )

A sudden grip fastened on a fat ankle
{rom behind.

“Oagongh 1 gasped Bunter, startled.

The next momeut he roared. Thero
was & sharp jerk at that fat ankle, and
Bunter camo down with a heavy bump.

He roared wildly,

Bub ihe gﬁip waz still on lhis ankle,
dragring. ¢ had & glimpse of W
lings" face—hard, aggressive, bLullyin
—in fact, tervifyingl And the stowarnd
WL t]t::tgfing Iime back by his ankle,
bumping havd and eavy, from siep to
step.,

“Ow!] Logmo! Btoppit! Yarooh M
vorred Buntcr. “Ow! 1lelpt 1 say,
you fellows! Rescue! Yoo-hooop 1™

Bump !

Bunter was landed on his back in the
gsaloon, rearing on his top nete. He
was hurt—a fellow could not be drapged
down the eteps viclently by his ankls
without getting hurt. Frvidently RHaw-
lings did not ecave. how much ha
damaged him.

tunter sprawled and roared.

The chorus at the pilano broke off
suddenly. The amous Five spun
round, staring, just in time to sco
Bunter land. Compton of the Iifth
whirled round on the pilano =tool,
stariled,
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“You brute 1” shouted Bob Cherry.

EHo rushed across at Iawlings,
grabbed him, and wrenched him by
main foreo away from Bunter,

Rawlings gavo him a shove in return
that sent him staggering. He bumped
o bulkhead with a gasp,

L Oh! Yow! Wowl” roared Bunter.
"I say, you fellows, keep him off | I
wasn's going on deck | didn't know
he was watching me ! Ow! I say, keep
him olfl Koeep that beast off ! Ow!”

Rewlings stood breathing hard., Ile
was trying to control his savage tempor
and “keep up appearances,” as the
captain had bidden him. But Le clearly
did not find it vaay.

“What the dicﬁenﬂ do wou mean,
Rawlings ™ exelaimed Frank Nugeus
indignantly. “Have you gono mad, or
what 1™

“Captain’s orders|”
Iingﬁi.
deck,

0

LT3

snarled Ilaw-
“That young swab was going on
against orders.”
‘Uwil I wasn't! Wow [
“That’s no resson for dra E‘i“F him
like that!” snapped Nugoent

Yow! Wow! My neck’s
hroken 1" yelled Bunter, “Wowl Ay
skull's fractured! Yoo-hooop!”

* Nothing in it to damage, old man,”
said Johnny Bull,

“Ow! Beast! Wow-ow-ow ™

Valentine Compton came hastily for-
ward,

“Have a little sense, Rawlings!” lie
exelaimed. “Captain's orders dou’t
mean thet you're to lay bands on my
guests, you fool ¥

“Yarcooh 1"

“Orders ore orders|”
sullenly.

“You can go!” said Compton. “You
can leave it to me to see that the cap-
tain’s orders are carried out.”

Rawlings did not_move,

The Greyfriara Fifth Former's eyes
sparkled at him.

“Do you hear?” he ssid, in a low,
tense tone, “Are you waiting for me
}1_‘.} t.h;m? you out of this saloon, Raw-
ings i

For a moment longer the man hesis
tated; then, with a lowering, scowling
lrrow, he went up the stair to the deck.

Harry Wharton, at lenst, knew that
he was going to keep guard sbove, Lo
seo that no ono eame up.

Nuogent and Bob helped Bunter to his
[eet. They had little sympathy to waste
on & fellow who persisted on going on
deck, in defiance of the orders from the
commander of the vessel. They would
have had less had they known Bunter's
maotive, but drngglmg the fat Owl doun
by his ankle, violently, was the act of
& brute, and it was unnecessary, Bunter
certainly could have been got back by
gentler means,

“Owl  Wow!” mumbled Bunter,
“I'm bumped all over! My neck’s dis-
located ] Ow-ow-ow ™

“Your chin's all right, anyhow 1" said

Jolinny Dull
m hurt! Wow ("

“Ow I Deast!

“You shonld not have gone wup,
Bunter,”  said Compton  quictly,
“Burely you have sense encugh fo know
that a captain’s orders must be oboyved
at eea”™

"“w!] Yowl™

“What the thump did the fat climmp
waht to go up for ¥ asked Doh. " Wo
can hardly get him to erawl aut on
doeck, cven when the weather's decenty
and now we're sent below  becanse
it's going to blow | THave you gone off
your rocker, Bunteri”

“Owl Beast! Oh loe"1” gasped
TBunter. " Look here, Compton, 4hLis
isn't the way guests are treafod &k

Tue Miexer Lasrany.—No. 1,500,

eaid Rawlings
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Tiunter Court, I can jolly well tell you
Wow I _

Compton smiled. .

“Don’t be a young ass!” he said.
“Passengers, as well as erew, havé to
oboy & skipper's ovders at sea.  Hew-
lings is rather rough and rcady, but ho
was only doing his duty. You should
not have gone up.”

“How was I to know the beast was
watching me?" yapped Bunter.

Compton gave him a sharp, search-
inr look. o .

“You young ass! What's put it into
vour head that the steward was watch-
g vout” he snapped.

& ell, T jolly \*E'}cm know now that ho
was,” gasped Dunter. “He was after
yar like 2 ghot, the beast ] Dragging a
fellow about by his lega! Owl”

“ Waonsense 1 s-na.pi}ed Compton.
“Come o,  you followa, let's - get

ing again !’ )
H{}Hng aaﬁ; at the piano and sweopt his
glima fingers along the keys. The sing-
song restarted—to an accompamment of
ynoans, and groans, and grunts from

illy Bunter.
Hﬂgﬁter was damaged o little, but he
sounded as if he was damaged a lot,
and he moaned, and groancd, and
grunted, and snorted, and rubbed the
various places where the damages were
located. Br.it hetﬁf]if.]t l;:tl think hzi
making another atfemp CArn W
as “guing on.” He had had :}mu_i.;h
of Rawlings' drastic methods, and he
did not want any more!

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Doubt !
i MUGGLERS2 "
3 Valentirs Compton started
violently.
“What—what's  that?¥ le

exelaimed.

1t was & couple of days later, and
the Greyfriars fellows were on deck, on
% bright and cleay sunny morning.

Qinee thet stranee affair of the motor
Loat, the Firefly had picked up speed.
Whether she i,'lﬁl:] been out of the
Channel or not, at that time, she was
far from the Channel now. Hour after
hour the engines sang their incessant
tune, and the swift yacht slid on, ever
ail over to the south. Fogs and mists
hud dropped beh]:tld as the Eh-nyfn@rs
{hristmas party deew nearer to suniiey
vlimes. W!i}t%'n ifhu Bay of Biscay ahead
they did not expoet to have had the last
oi rough weather; but this morming, ab
all cvents, was fine and bright, and
iho Famous Five of Greyfriars were as
merry and bright as the morning.

Foﬁr of them, at least, had n:ﬁma-:’lgr
forgotten the episode of the motor-boat,
Ar. Swain had mentioned that thak
craft, which they had heard, but not
geen, had lost its bearings in the mists,
and that the couple of men aboard had
run out of food, which Captain Comp-
ton had supplied, as well as directions
enabling them to steer a safo course.
Phat accounted for the whole incident
to four members of the Co, and Llarry
Wharton tried to think that it ac-
counted for it satisfactorily. His friends
had forgotten it, and he dismissed ik 1o
the back of his mind, 1f he could not
forget .

It wns not his naiure to be deulitful
or distrustfol, and he was determnerd
not to believe, if he could help ik that
thosra was anything 1n Herbert Yernon-
Smith's euspicions of Captain Compton
and his craft.

Bright sunshine was on tho sen, and
on the gliding yacht. Bomewhere under
the hn!':tmnnia.r tho western coast of
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Franece, out of sight. Nound the Fire-
fly billowed the vast Atlantie, glimmer-
ing in the sunlight. It was warm
enough that morning to eit out in deck-
chairs. - Bob Cherry had a nmtspflpur
open on his knees—a good many doys
old—which he had brought on the
Firefly with him. He had been read-
ing some news—rather ancient news——
out to his chums, when Compion of the
Fifth came on _deck and canght a word.

He was passing them, with a nod and
a smile, when he caught that word, and
Mnmmcf dead, with a sudden exclama-
tiomn,

That word was “smugglers.”

‘Bob and Nugent, Johnny Bull and
Hurrco Singh, glanced at him. Harry
Wharton carefully did not. Bomchow
he knew that that word was a startling
ono to Compton of the Fifth.

Iut if Compton of the I'ifth was taken
aback, it was only for a second. ‘Lhe
smile had hardly i{eft. his face before it
returned.

“What's that about smugglers?” he
asked. “SBounds interesting! What
have you got there, Cherry 27

“Only 8 newspaper a week old™
answered Bob. I kept it because it's

ot an account of smugghng in it I

on't know whether you ever heard, last
term  at  Greyfriars, about smuggled
stulf being found in places necar the
secnonl, Compton 1

"1 hardly seem to remember.”

“Compton never thought about any-
thing but Soecer 1™ snid Nugent, iaugﬁ-
ing. “ But there was a lot of talk about
it, Compton.”

“Yes; I think I remember some-
thing,"” said the Fifth Former. * Didn't
Wharton pick up & lpacket or something
on the beach which turned out te be
full of smuggled stuff of some kind ¥

“That's s0,” said Dob, “He picked
it up on the beach near the Bhoulder—
the =amo beach where vou lost some-
thing or other, yvon remember, DBut that
wasn't all.  SBomebody else found
another poacket, and soent it to the
police station by parcels post; and after
that, the one and only Dunter found
anaother lot, hidden under & log on
Liourtfield Common. And then, only two
or threo days before we broke up for
Uhristmas, the village bobly at Frinre-
fdale found another lot under a laurel-
hedge in has gardon.”

“Ii's weird ! said Jehnoy Bull
“Home jolly old smuggler has been at
work somewhere near Grevicviars, and
e scems to have dropped his stuff all
over the shop for people to pick up”

“ 8o, vou sce, we got rather interested
in smmgglers and their jolly old wavs,”
ciplained Bob. “That's why I Lkept this
paper. Looks as if a let of money's
made out of it." '

“Ts that so ' said Comptlon.

“Well, from what it says here ' sald
Boh, turpiug the newspaper. “ Accord-
ing to this, you can make tons of money
ot of smoggling whisky, if you're mean
enough to sneak round the law.”

¥ Iih—oh, ves!”

“You see,” said Boly, ™the muck costs
no end of a price at home, bocause
there's a terrible tax on it. [ forget
how muel. If Carne of the Bixth were
Lhere, I'd ask him. I dare say he

knows 1™

“1la, ha, ha [

“Pwolve-and-six @
Jolmny Bull,  *“About
that is taxation.”

“Well, it's & jolly good thing to tax ™
said 13ob. “The less a man drinks, the
meore goodd 1E daes him ! But, you sce,
foreigners won't pay our faxes for us,
of course, g0 whisky is exported at the
old price—pre-War, or something like
it. Now. suppose a case of whisky 1s
sent to France at under four shillings

hottle,”  said
two-thirds of

NEXT THURSDAY’S YARN OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. WILL CREATE—

a8 bottle! It would a man to
smugglo it back, and sell it at anything
up to twelve-and-six a bottle—seo 1™

*1 sec!” said Compton, with a nod.
* And is it supposed that Em%glﬂﬂ_ﬂ.l'ﬂ
at work, :Lmup;g‘hnﬁ expor whisky
back into England?

“That's it; and it"s moro than sup-

ozition,” said Bob. " Bome people have

cen had up for it. But, accordicg to
this giddy newspaper, there's & gang at
work that haven't beem snaffled yel.
The idea seems to be that they take
on 4 boat’s load at the French coast,
nip across the Channel in the derk,
and unlond-inte o motor-hoat, or some-
thing of the sort, which runs it into
some lonely spot. Easy money—what?—
if & man could park his conscience some-
where where it wouldn't bother him 4"

“Bounds good!” said Complon,
langhing.

““It wasn't whisky they were smug-
egling round Greyiriars, though,” went
on gnb. “From what 1 heard, the
packets they found were hardly big
enough to hold a couple of bottles. But
they smuggle all sorts of things, of
course—watches, and cigars, nnd no end
of things. There's a long list in this
paper—all sorts of stufl.™

“Let's sec it,” said Compton.

Eob handed over the newspaper,
Compton leancd back against the rail
carclessly as ho Jocked at the columns
on the subject of smuggling. .

Harry Wharton watched the flight of
a zeagull winging the blue. He did
not want to have hiz cyes on Valentine
Compton just then. .

“ Here, Lml.-. ouf ! exelaimed Bob, as.
the yacht gave a roll, and Compton
slipped along the rail. .

The Fifth Fermer caught ‘%l.!ll:ﬂﬂj"ﬂ
the rail with both hands. he wind
whisked the newspaper away, and it

disappeared in a moment, blown out in
loose leaves over the sea.

“Oh!” gaspod Compton. He
straightened wp.  “Borry, kidl I'm
gebting clumsy ! The paper—*

“ All serene I¥ said Bob. As a matier
of fact, he eonld not help thinking that
Compton had been rather elumsy, and
cven a little careless. But he was not
a fellow to care about a trifling matter.
“I'd read it, anyhow. I's all right.”

“I'm really sorry '™

“Right as rain ™ said Bob. “Don’t
worry 1"

Compton nodded, and went up to the
bridge. ]

“Complon seems to have lost his sea-
legs 17 said Johnny Bull, staring after
the handzomo figure. “1've never eeen
him elumszy like that beforo. Taking &
leaf out of Bunter’s beok.”

“(Oh, roaily, Dull[”

Harry Wharton walked across the
deck, He did not want his {riends to
see his face just then.,

Why had Compton let that paper blow
away?

He was neither clumsy nor eareless,
and he had for once acted as clumsily
and carelessly as Billy Bunter. Why?
Did he desire such a2 subject as
smugeling to pass out of the juniors’
thoughts? And was he unwilling to
have anything at hand that might keep
it in their minds? Smithy's suspicion
seemed to be hauniing Harey Wharton
LW .

That newspaper which Compton had
let fly away on the wind mentioned
cargoos of exported whisky, picked up
on the Yrenclh coast, run across tho
Channel, and  transferred to motor-
boats. Wharten knew that & boat had

ulled ashiore one night; all the party
En&w that a moior-hoat had hooked on
to the I'irefly, in the misty afterncon, a
day or two later. 5 %

Was Compton afraid that the juniozs
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thought,”’ answered Compton.

might be struck by some resemblance in
the etreumstances if ihe matter re-
mained 1o their thoughts? He could
picture the Bounder's eynical grin, had
Bmithy been on board to witness that
necident.

But he drove the idea from his mind.
He had not heeded Vernon-Smith's sus-
Emmnl at Greyfriars, and he would not

ced it now. :

Anyhow, the Firefly was out of
British waters now, and drawing farther
and farther away. If—if there had been
anvthing, it waz over—and thera had
been nothing. Wharton resolutely made
up his mind that there had been
nothing—so  resolutely that it was

erhaps an indication that he felt in his

nes that there bad lbeen something.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Gets His Own Baeck!

& AWLINGS ¥
R o
“Tumble up, you fool 1™

Rawlings knitted his brows.
Harry Wharten & Co. cxchanged sur-
prised planees. Billy Bupter grinned.
Rawhngs-—once more the polite and
attentive  steward—was  sorting  out
gramaphone records in the saloon when
the voice of Mr. Bwain came suddenly
heoting down the companion.

Mr. Swain had a rather gruff voice.
Billy Bunter had compered it to the
Bling of a zaw, and there was, 1n fact,
some resemblance. Anyhow, there was
ao mistaking 1t '
" The mate of the Firefly was a taciturn
man, with Iitile fo say to anyone. But
he was generally civil. He hardly ever

“ You trust Wharton ? ** asked {‘:?th;in ,=l‘.’:-:-11;:5;;1!;1[u:-r|.ﬂ:lr
ay’'re ecily straight.
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apoke to Rawlinei'lﬂ, zo far
had seen; but if

not in this manner. And clearly
Rawlings did not like it. He steppe
to the foot of the companion and
glanced up.

“Did you call me, Swain ?* he rapped.
And the juniors could not help notic-
ing that he addrezssed the mate neither

 far a3 the juniors
¢ did, it mﬂamlf Was
¢

. a5 “AMr. Bwain,” nor as *38ie.™

“Av, ay! Tumble up on deck, you
swab 1"

“ Keep 2 civil fongue, please

“Don't give me any back-chat,
Teawlings, unless yom want a clout over
the head ! Do as yvou're told !

The steward {Tamped up the stair.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one
another. .

“The Bwain bird seems to have his
rag out ¥ murmured Bob Cherry.

“He docs—he do!” gprinned Nuogent.

“He, he, hel” from Bunter,

“Ehove on a record,™ said Harry, as
therae waz an echo of an angry voice
from the deck. “ Wao don't want to hear
their little troubles.”

“0Oh, let's histen ! sad Bunder.
say—he, lie, he!”
Y“Rats!™ said Johuny Bull.

He put on & record and starited the
gramophone, The record ran its length,
and was finishing, when Rawlings came
back from the deck with an angry, rod
ard puzzled face.

*“%You heard him ! he exelaimed, ad-
dressing the juniors generally. *Did
you hear Mr. Bwain call me?”

“Yes, T heard him,” answered Harry,
wondering at the question. All the
fellows had heard that kharsh veice rap-
ping from abové.

¥
'

-HI

R L

I'd trust him, and any of his friends,

o

i

with my life, without a second

As for Bunter, he’s a prying yo sweep ! But lue
be is too stupld o be dangerous in any way !> Hidden under the roll-top desk, Buntgr{tsm to Evarr word. il

"Well, e says he didn't call me!™
growled Rawlings.

“Does he ! elaculated Nugent,

“Rawlings 1 The barkiog voice ¢came
arain. " What do you mesn by going
below without orders

“What?” yelled the stoward,

“Come on deck st once, you lazy
swab! By hﬂkﬁf. if 1 have to come
down, for you, I'll boot you up the
Iadder 1" 3

“Will you, by gum, Bill Swain?”
roared Rawlings, ™ If there's any boot-
ing on this Eackat you'll get the boot-
ing, you lubber! I'm coming 1"

He dashed out of the salgon.

“Well, my hat!” aaid Bob hlankly.
“Is that man Swain mad, of what?*
HTipsy, I should think'!™ said Frank
Nugent, in. wonder. “Wa?jolly well
know he called Rewlings, apd now—>"

*“He, he, hal"

“Blessed if I can miake the man out !
said Harry Wherton, “What the
ilickens game i3 he playing with
Rawlings, 1 wonder #*

*“The wonderfulness ia terrifie,”

Angry voices could be heard above.
Quite clearly to the ears of the
astonished junmicrs came the barking
volce of Mr, Swain—audible not only in
ihe saloon, but all over the vacht.

“Are you drunk, Rawlings? You
hlockhead, I never called youl What
do you fancy I want your ugly mug up
here for®”

“You did ecall me, twice!” came the
stoward's angry roar. ' Didn't Swain
call me, young Compton #*

Valentine Compton was on the bridge
with the mate, the captain being in his
cabin, Addressing the captain’s nephew
az “ young Compton” was another proof,
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if the Christmas party had needed ane,
that the steward of the Firefly was not
on the usual footing of a steward.

“No, you ass!” Complon's voice was
not loud, but the juniors could hear him.
“*Have you been deinking ¥" .

“You say that Bill Swajin never hailed
me from ﬂ?m deck ** roared Rawlings.

“1 did not, you swab!” came the
mate’'s loud bark. * You're {faneying
things. The other day you fancied
there was B dog on board, from what
I've heard—and I told you I'd eat all
1the dogs you could find on the Firefly.
Did you find any, you fool?”

h"‘ :’.‘Jh 17 gaspod Bob Cherry as he heard
1AL,

And Bob and the other fellows turned
heir eyes at once on the fat, grinming
feea of Billy Bunter. The mention of
tha ventriloguial dog gave them, though
ot Rawlings, the clue to the mystery !

“You fat villain [™ gasped Bob.

“He, he, he!”

* Bunter | breathed Wharton. “That
fat idiot plaving his idiotie ventriloguial
tricks 1

“He, he, he!” chortled Bunter. “I
=av, you fellows, don’t you give mo
awey, That beast Rawlings might pitch
inty me!” : s

“1 shink he jolly well might!”
growled Johuny Bull. “I know 1 jolly
well would, if you played rotten tricks
ke that ot me 1"

“Pack it up, you fat owl!” said
Nugent. -
“Shan't!” retorted Bunter. That

Least dragged me down the stairs by my
logr the other day, and I've still gof
lumps all over me. I'm jolly well going
to make him sit up. I'd jolly well thrash
him only—"

*Ha, ha, hal!” .

The ides of Billy Bunter thrashing
ihe muscular Bawlings made the juniors
roar,

The fat Owl blinked at them
dignantly. -

‘Only I wouldn't soil mif hands on the
fellow 1™ he said disdainfully. “But he's
jolly well not geing to lug me about like
a sack of coke, I can tell him ! Compton
mightn't like it if I thrashed his
sleward—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Blessed if I see anvthing to cackle
at! I've decided not to thrash him,”
said Bunter.

“I]—I—I wouldn't!” gasped Bob.

“Not without making your will first,
anyhow " said Nugent.

“Tut I'm going to get my own back !
said Bunter. “['mn not afraid of tho
fellow! I'm jolly well going to malke
liim sit upl "

i1-

on't vou fellows give me
away—I don't want to have teo knock
nim down !

“Ha, ha, hal” i

“The knockfulness down might bo a
hoot on the other leg!” chuckled Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh.

ir T’ah 111 . ]

The juniorz checked their merriment
ns Rawlings came tramping down again,

Billy -gunﬁm“s ventriloguism, like
Dilly Bunter himself, was rather super-
fluous in their opinion—still, they could

hardly give the fat trickster away.
They had had a sample or two of
Rawlings' temper, and they had little

doubt that if he learned what Bunter
was doing, the fat Owl would be boaked
for & hectic time. Moreover, there was
reason in what Bunter seid. Rawlings
hiad handled him roughly and brutally ;
and—from whatever reason—it was
quite certain that Bunter was not going
to thrash him! The fat ventriloguist
was entitled, more or less, to get his own
Laek in hia own way. ]

Rawlings almost stamped into the
snloorn.
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Hiz expression was & very clear in-
dieation of what Bunter wounld hava had
to expect had the other fellows given
away his ventriloguial trickery.

Fawlings had evidently come down
a very bad temper. 'That was hardly
surprising in the circumstances.

illy Bunter eyed him slyly through
his big spectacles. Rawlings was plainly
uzzled and angry, but equally plainly,
¢ had not the remotest susproion that
those hatls from the deck had proceeded
from a ventriloguist in the saloon. Even
the Famous Five, who knew Bunter and
his trickery so well, had been deceived
at first,. so lifelike was his imitation of
Mr. Bwain's proff bark.
“Rowlings! Rawlings, you swab
It was—or appeared to be—another

I."J

hail from the deck. -
Rawlings turned hisa head and
bawled :

“That you again, Dill Swain? Well,
I'm not coming up again! See? Go to
Davy Jones, you swab!”

“Do you want me to come down for
you, Rawlings? By hokey, I'll break
you up, if vou give me any back-chat !

“Come down and do it!” roared
Rawlinga, “I'll knock your [face
through the back of your head, as scon
as look at you, Bill Bwain "

“Tumble up, you dirty dish-washer

Rawlings almost ioamed.

“If I tumble up, I'll break you up all
aver the bridge, Bill Swain!™ he bel-
lowed., " Another word from wyou, and
up I come!™

Probably there would have heen
another word—but before the Groyfriars
ventriloguist could get going again, Bob
Cherry weighed in with a cushion.

That cushion Hew across the saloon,
and landed on Billy Bunter's fat chin,
and Bunter went over backwards as if
a cannon-ball had struck him.

Bump !

“Yaroonoooooh I

“Cioal 1" chuckled Jobhnmy Bull

0w ! Beast!” roared  Bunter.
# Doooosoooaogh !

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Rawlings, with elenehed fists, wailed
for another word from the deck=but,
fortunately, it did not come, It could
not come, while the fat Owl was
gurgling and splultering for breath.

Thoe steward tramped away to hiz own
quarters, and the Famoos I'ive were left
to chuckle, and Billy Bunter to gpurgle.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
In The Bay of Biscay O !
troutde ?”  azsked Bol

& NGINT
E Cherry.
“8o Mr. TFergusen says!™

answered Compton.

“TWell, what's the odds, so long as
you're ‘appy ¥V said Bob cheerily.

The ay of DBiseay—often B0
treacherons—was calm and sanny and
smiling, Far in the distance, the moun-
tains of Spain loomed, a dark Dblur
against a blue sky.

It was a Decomber day—but the
change from the Channel in December
was wonderful. Not that the Bay could
not be as wild and woolly as the
Channel, if it liked=—and more so! But
the famous Ba;i of Biscay was pleased
to turn the smiling side of its counten-
anco to the Greyfriars Christmas party
on the Firefly, for which they were duly
thankiul.

But if the Bay was on ils best be-
haviour, 1t seemed that the enpines of
the Firefly were not. For & whols day
and a night they had been crawling, ancd
now the yacht was at a standstill, except
that it rocked to the wash of tho zea.

iIr. Ferguson, the chief engineer, had

been ecen in talk with the eaptain twao
or threa times, and tha captain wasg look-
ing ﬁlum and unessy. Some sort of
frouble seemed to have accrued in the
cngine-room. EBilly Bunter remarkea
that that sort of thing never happened
on the Bunter family vacht, and only
snorted when Johnny Bull rejoined:
“If any!"”

“I say, Compton, how long arc they
going to be tinkering with the engines 1
asked Bunter. )

“That depends!” answerced the Fifth
Former, with a smile.

“It's all right, Bunter, weo'ro not
likely to run out of grub!® =aid Bob
Cherry rcu&auringlg, “ Nothing for you
to worry about, old fat man "

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“And we're getting a squint  at
Spain ! said Bob,

“Eh !* Billy Bunter blinked round in
alarm. “1I say, you fellows, we don't
want to geb too near Spain. The silly
idiots arc shooting one another all ovor
the shop there.”

“We're not near enough to stop a
bullet, Bunter!” said Compton,
laughing.

“Well, where's Spain?” demanded
Bunter, r[:rlinkim;-; anxiously over the rail
ag if ho expected to see the Iberian
peninsula sticking out of the sca under
the yacht's guarter.

“There. fathead!” Bob Cherry
slewed the fat Owl round with onn
hand, and pointed with the other.
“There's Bparn—due souih !

“Eh? That's & cloud,” said Bunter,
blinking at it.

“It's the top of the Spanish moun-
tains, fathead ¥

“0Oh, is 1t? said Bunter. If Spain
was only a dim blur, hardly seen
against the sky in the far distance, even
Billy Bunter realised that there was no
immediate ecanse for alarm. *0Oh, all
right ! Don't you fellows get funky {“

“What ?" roared Bob.

“We're not in danger hore.” said
Bunter reassuringly. * Becms rather s
pity not to see something of the Spanish
civil war now we're on the spot—atill.
vou fellows would hardly care for it, I
dare say."

The Famous Five glared at Bunter.

“You miHling, pernicious porpoiso
* bhegan Johnny Bull, in a deep
voico.

“ Oh, really, Bulll Don't be nervy !
said Bunter.

“Who's nervy ¥ roared Johnny Bull.

“You are, faney 1" enid Bunter.
“TNat it's all right ! ¥Youw're far enough
off from the Reds, and the rebels, and
the rest of them. They can't hurt you
here. Besides, I'm with you 1"

"You fat foozler—"

“¥ou necdn't eall a fellow names.
Bull, because he's got pluck, and you're
all in & tremble!” said Bunter scoru-
fullv. *Take my word for it that
there’s no danger. If there is, I'll sco
vou through all right.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo [* exclaimed Bob
Cherry, giving a sudden dramatie start,

and staring ab the sunny sea. “Is that
& submarine coming up?”
“Ow !:" cjaculated Bunter. “I—I

g0y —

“Buppose they take us for a Red, or &
rebel, and tﬁl‘gﬂdﬂ' us " gasped Bob.

“Yarooh! su.%, g'uu fellows, let's
get out of this!” yelled Bunter. “I say,
Compton, make that silly fool Ferguson
geb thoe engines goingl hat are we
sticking about here for to be torpedoed
and blown up? I say—-"

“Look at it, Bunter!” gasped Bob.
“Just look b -It'e either a submarine, or

_ﬂr'd-”
d Bunler.

“Or what?™ gas
“Or a fish 1” said Bob cheoriully, *On
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A s ¥

geeond thoughts, I thinkk it'a & fish.
YWhat do vou fellows think 2

“Ha, ha, hal”

" Beast 1" roared Bunter.

Compton, - laughing, went on the
bridge, to join hiz uncle and the mate
there,

Billy Buonier

ave the n:hnnlilinpi'
L

juniors a devastating blink, and rolled-

away, snorting.

Harry Wharton & Co. continued fo
watch the distant mountains of Spain,
while the Firefly rocked to the wash of
the Bay of Biscay. Judging by the
captain’s expression, he was wrritated by
the engine trouble below. It was clear,
at sll cvents, that he was irritated
about something.

Every now and then he swept the sea
with his binoenlars, in the divection of
the far-off Spanich coost. Once, when a
brown sail danced on the sea, coming
out from the distant land, he watched
it with puckered brows and intent eyes,
and Mr. Swain and Valentine Compton
glued their eves on it alse. It was a
emall schooner, and it passed near
enough for the juniors to have a
glimpee of dusky faces, staring towards
the becalmed vacht. DBut it passed on,
and vanished under the sea-rim, and
Captain Compton paced the bridge with
o knitted brow.

“Hasta manana  the juniors heard
him say to Mr. Swain, in & bitler tone;
which they knew to mean “Till to-
morrow,” and to ba descriptive of
Bpanish dilatory ways,

. That remark could hardly refer to the
time Mr. Ferguson was taking over the
engines. Harry Wharlon bad & feching
of discomfort at the thought that came
involuntarily into his mind.

The yacht was hung wp within sight
of the northern coast of Spain. Captain
and mate were watching, in the diree-
tion of that coast, with apparently little
interest in what was going on in the
engine-room.

They had shown a keen interest, how-
over, in the schooner that had appeared
and then disappeared. Now they were
walching the distant coast again.

If thera was repair work ,lsuing on in
the engioe-room, no sound of it reached
tha deck—the juniars could hear nothing
of the tinkering, if tinkering there was.
Not only the officers, but the crew—

who numbered eight, apart from ithe
engineers and tho after-gpuard—wers
incessantly staring towards the dJdim

wountains of Spain.

Rawlings camie up several fimes to
etare; and even the cook was scen on
tleck once or twice, locking in the samao
direction.

Wharton could not help thinking
that it looked like the epizode of the
Channel over apain,

Ther, tho vacht had slowed down and
marked tine till after the encounter
with the motor-boat. Now engins
irouble was keeping her idle in the Bay
of Biscay—in sight of the Spanish
mountains.

-Without being unduly suspicious, the
captain of the Greyfriars RHemove -could
not help the idea coming into his mind
that that engine troublo was a fickion—
us thers was nothing in the wealher to
Ire used as an exenso for hanging ahout.

Captain Compton was waiting—nob
for %ergusml to. get his machinery
goinp, but for some vestel to creep ount
from the Spanish coast.

The captasins remark, “Hasta
manana,” referred to Spanish slowness
in ‘keeping an appointment] It was
hardly possible for Wharton to help
thinking so, and that idea brought =
train of uncomfortable thoughts with it.

The yacht was still rocking idly to the
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cracked by
Peter Todd.

Why would ihe tgrkey be angry
if you called It a pheasant ?

Because you would be making
“gams '" of it.
! L L L

What's the difference beiwesn a
Christmas bell and a ghost story ¥

One Is telled on Chrisimas morn-
ing, the ofher is told op Chrisimas
night.

L L

What bird do you need with a
large turkey ?
A large swallow !
E ¥ »

Is it easier to spelt GOOSE or
GEESE ?

Geasa—because it Is speli with
more ease (a's),
L L] L

What’s the best {ree to visit af
Christmas ?
The pans=iry.
L * ¥

Why is a sugarplum like a
donkey ?

Because the moare you lick if, the
faster it goes.

What’s the differsence betwean a
camera and a Chrisimas gorge ?

One makes fac-simlles and he
other makes siek familles.

L o L
What’s the differsnce batween g
pauper and a pillow 7

One is hard up, the other Is solt
dowpn. ¥ . .

If a cook was blown on top of &
church sieeple with a goose, how
would he get down ?

By plocking the goose he’d get
lets of down.

L 3 3

-"When i35 the bravest heari turned
to stone ¥
When [t becomes a liitle bonlder.

E
Why iz the MAGKET like old
Gosling’s nose 7
Bacause it is “* red " Irom bagin-
ning to end.
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waves when the Groyfriars fallows went
down to luneh.

Wharton wondered whether the party
would be kept below if the expected
vessel turned up, and what exeuse would
be put wp. “Foul” weather could
Ear Iiy bo pleaded on & celm and sunny

ay

Af 8 vessel was expected, however, it
did not turn up. The sunny afterncon
passed; *“engine trouble ” apparently
not yet overcome. The juniors wers on
deck in the evening, and they went to
their state-roonis at the usual time. In
the. -cabin shared by Wharton and
Bunter, the latter did not imumediately
praceed to shut his eyes, open his mouth,
and snore.

Ho gave the captain of the Remove a
fat wink.

“They can’t pull my leg, old chap!®

; - whispered Bunter.,

“Wha-a-2t 7 ecjaculated Wharton.

Bﬂuter favoured him with aoother fat
winlk.

“Something’s on 1 he prinned.

“What do you mean,r;_l.r-nu far ass¥"
cxclaimed Harry. +

“Don’t shout, you dummy 1 breathed
Bunter. “That beast Rawlings may ba
listening. A fellow can't speak 8 wourd
on & little packet like this without being
heard.”

Wharton looked hard at the fat Owl.
_ That Bunter had heard something not
intended- for his fat ears, that day in
the Channel, he had no deubt.

But the fat junior, contrary to his

usual eustom, had not babbled it all over
the place.

Certainly, the Famous Five would not
have been willing to listen to anything
he had picked up by eavesdropping.
They were not interested in what did
not concern them, and Wharton, par-
ticularly, was unwilling to hear any-
thing that wonld have confirmed the
vague doubis and suspicions in his mind.

atill, as a rule, anything that entered
Bunter's fat ears ran off his lengthy
tﬁﬂiﬂ:&u He had some resson for not
gabbling as usual. Wharton realised
that it was fear of being spotted by
Rawlings.

“I say, think that beast could hear
us now !” breathed Bunter.

“He could if he liked, I suppose, fat-
head I Harry Wharton laughed. “You
howling ass, do you think Rawlings
spends his tima hanging about to hear
what you may happen to burble 7

“Well, he's jolly watchful, and he's
E}t an €ye on you, as well as me,” said

unter uneasily, “1I sin't gping‘ to say
an_vthm{i. But *~—he sank his fat voica
to the lowest of whispers—“T'm just
telling you that they can’t pull foy leg !
Engine trouble be blowedl Shouldn't
we hear something going on, if they
were tinkering at the machinery ™

Wharton did not gnswer that:

“They're waiting for somebody, same
as they were waiting for that motor-
boat in the Channel I” whispered Bun-
fer. “See? They can't spoof mel He,
he, hal I say, I'd like to know what
the game i, wouldn't you ?"

“"No |” growled Wharton.

“Oh, you're a fathead " said Bunter.
“It's something awfully mysterious.
They're all in it, you know—especially
Rawlings.” The fat Owl gave a sudden
start, “I—I say, did you hear some-

thmg ?l“ f e
“Only a footstep—

“Oh crikey ™

RBilly Bunter closed up like an owster
and rolled into his bunk. Evidently heo
feared  that that footstep might he
Rawlings'.

Harry Wharton turned in. He

Tie Macxer Lsrary.—No, 1,506,
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disdained to guestion Bunter—he did not
want to hear cavesdropping ab sscond-
hard. Neither did he want his vapue
sispicions  confirmed. 1t was long
Liefore he slept that night. He lay rest-
foss for hours—listening to the deep and
cohoing snore of Billy Bunter, and the
wash of the sea—but to no sound from
the engines. Through the night the
cngines wera silent, and the Firefly
rocked idly on the Bay of Biscay.

————

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Spanish Lugger!

i ALLOC, hallo, hallo !
H “1 say, you lellows—"
“Look out, Bunterl®
shouted. Bob Cherry.

Bl sape—

“Here come the giddy Spanish revo-
lutioniats 1™

“{h erikey 1

It was nearly midday again.  The
Firelly rocked on sunny waters, like a
windjanuner becalmed.  Beveral times
the juniors had secen Ga.gtam Compton
taking obsorvations, no doublb to ascer
tain the precise position of the Firefly.
{f that position, the Greyiriars fellows
only knew that it was somewhere in the
Buy of Biscay, off the northern ecoast of
Spain,

That captain and crew wers waiting,
and waiting impatiently, was only tos
clear, from the looks of sll concerned.
Boly Cherry and Nugent, Johnny Bull
and the nabob, naturally supposed that
they were waiting to hear from Mre, Fer-
guson that the trouble in the engine-
room was at an end. But even the Co,
could not help noticing that the general
interest scemed centred in the distant
coast of Bpain, and in any sail or smoke-
blur that rose on the horizon.

Now overy eve on board was fixed on
a lugzaill that had crept out from under
the distant cloudy line of mountain-
rope. It drew nearer and neaver, and
appeared to be making for the almost
motionbess  yacht. Dusky faces, eur-
mounted by red eaps, could be seen on
board the Spanish lugger. A signal
was run up to the mastnead, and an
answor was Qagged from the Firefly.
Then the lugger ran down to the yacht.

Hence Bob's playful remark to Billy
Iunter. i

So far as the juniors could see, the
Tugper was some Spanish coasting craft,
manned by Spanish fshermen.  Cer-
tzinly 1t did not look a dangerous craft
1 ANy Wy,

Hut dusky faces and red caps and the

word  “revolutionaries ”  sufficed for
i2illy Bunter. He turned bis eyes, and
«nectacles, on the approaching lugger in
great alarm.
- 41T sayr, you fellows, d-d-d-do you
think (hey're Bpanish Beds? gasped
Runter. “"Or—or Spanish rahels‘g EI
don't know t'other from which, but
they're all a lot of murderous beasts! I
Eﬂ}"'_"

“Better hunt  ecover, old manl?
grinned Bob., “Look at that chap a
the tillerl You fellows think he looka
like General Franco?”

“0Oh erumbs 1 gasped Bunter.

He made a dive for the companion,
and vanished.

“Ha, ha, ha 1¥ velled the juniors. The
tlea of General Franco, the leader of
ihe Bpanish military revolution, stand-
ing abt the tiller of a dingy coasting
crzft, made them yell. IEven Billy
Bunter might have thought it improb-
able, if he had stopped to think.

If"i'it Bunter didn't. HEL bolted.

“They're going te speak to us|” said
Boh Cherry, watching the luggor with

Tue Magner LisRary.—No. 1§g6
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interest, as it ranged alongside. #1
wonder what they want?  Onlons to
sell, perhaps.”

“They may think we're in some
trouble, hanging up here, and they've
come to lond & hand, and turn an honest
penny I said Johnny Bull.

“Might bhe going 1o offer us a tow i
said Frank Nugent, laughing.

Harry Wharton made no remark.
Neither did Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
whoso dark oyes were fixed intently on
the lugger,

Glanecing at his Indian chum's dusky
face, Wharton was suddenly struck by
the thought that Hurree Singh was not
wholly blind to something of an unusual

nature going on on board the Firefly.
The Nabob of Bhanipur was as keen as
a razor. But lns dusky face expressed
nothing.

Tho lugsail dropped, asod the Spanish
craft hooked on to the yacht. Captain
Compton was speaking in Spanish to &
fat, swarthy man standing on the
lugger’'s deck—a man in a frock-coat,
who ecrtainly looked nothing like a
fisherman, or a coasting trader, as the
crew of the lugger did.

Tha juniors could hear what was said,
but they understood nothing of ik
Some of them knew a few words of
Spanish; but they could not follow a
ginglo scntence of the rapid talk
betwesn the fat man on the lupger and
the captain of the Iirefly.

Captain  Compton turned to his
nephew, and spoke fto him n & low
tone, and the juniors saw Valentine
Jompton shake his head. The captain
frowned, and spoke to Mr. Swain, who
doscended from the bridge, and came to
whera the Greyfriars fellows stood in a
group.

Harry Wharton guessed what was
eoming. The juniors could not he szent
boelow under a pretoxt of foul weather,
on a calm sea, with a sunny bluo sky.
But he cxpected to be sent below. He
noted & curious glint in the nabob's
dark eyes, as they turned on the mate.
And he knew, then, that Hurree Bingh's
expectation was the same as his own.

“We're going to bo rather busy here
for an hour or se” jerked Mr. Swain.
"Those Spanish swabs want to do a
stroke of trade with the skipper—
oranges, ontons, and so on.” )

Harry Wharton suppressed a smile,
He knew, as well as if ll:e had been teld,
that Valontine Compton had refused to
come and tell that lie, and that Mr.
Swain had taken it on, doubtless being
lezs particular in such matters.

“It's close on lunch,” remarked the
mate.  “You young gentlemen might be
rather in the way. You wouldn't mind
stepping below 7%

“If the captain wishes us to go below,
wo'll po at once ™ said Harry Wharton
quietly,

“Well, he does! said Mr. Swain.
“Some of that crew will be coming on
board, znd they'roe a rnugg'h lot 1™

“Como on, vou fellows 1™ said Harry.

Certainly Lo hed no desire to see what
ha was not wanted to see. Bunter, for-
tunately, was already disposed of. A
hint of the captain’s wishes was enough
for the rest of the party.

They went down to the saloon.

Rawlings had come on deck to lock at
the Bpamsh lugger. He closed the com-
panion when ho followed the Grewfriars
tellows down.

“The Seville radio can be picked up
from here, if you voung gentlemen
would care to hear it,” zaid the steward
civilly.

“Jolly good idea!” said Bob Cherry.
“Might get Madrid, too, and hear
about the wonderful wvictories on both
sides. Bnove 1t on, Rawlings 1™

And Rawlings put the wireless on.

Lunch was served prompt to time that
d”ﬁa with the wireless still droning on.

illy Bunter was not secen till lunch,
having apparently hunted deesp cover.
But at the sound of plates and dizshea, he
emerged into the saloon,

“I say, you fellows, are they gonef”
asked Bunter.

“Not yet!” prinned Bob. “They're
coming aboard, some of them—so Mr.
Swain says.”

“0Oh lor' I*

T‘U'nli‘ to seil oranges and onions,™
zaid rank Nugent, laughing
“They're not going to loot the yacht, or
stick us up again:t a bulkhead for &
firing-party.™

“Hardly I"” chuckled Johnny Bull.

“"Ha, ha, ha!”

“If you've been pulling my leg. Boo
Cherry, you beast—"

“Sort of 1" chortled Bob., " Anyhow.
I don't quite think that General Franco
was on board that lugger ] Not guite ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

* Beast [ snorted Bunter.

While the junicrs sat at funch, there
were sounds from the deck, to which
most of them pave no heed. There war
tramping of feet, and calling wvoices
every now and then, in Enghsh or
=panish.

And if Harry Wharton's ears dhd not
deceive him, somo of the sounds indi
catod  that lheavy cases were being
moved—brought up from the interior of
the Firefly, and passed over the side to
the Spamsh lugger. Captain Conipton
appeared to be handing over something
gubstantial in exchange for the “oranges
and onions.™

Az Wharton was aware that a eivil
war was raging in Bpain, and both sides
eager for supplies of munitions to carr
on their murderous folly, he ecoul
hardly doubt the nature of the contents
of the cases that were being passed from
the yacht to the iugger.

Whether gun-running was an offence
ppainst the law, he did not know; but
his common sense told him that it was
guti-running that was going on.

Fle knew—he could not help knowing
—that somewhoere on board the Firefly,
some kind of munitions of war had been
secretly packed, for transfer to one or
other of the rival fOghting mobs in
unnappy Spain.

Which side he did not know, and
eould not guess; bat it was certain that
if some armed wvessel belonging to the
othor side turned up, there would be
serious trouble for the Firefly and all
on board.

IMrobably, however, thore was little
risle of that. Captain Compton would
have chosen the time and place with
care—though 1t appeared that there had
been delay in eollecting tha poods on
the Bpanish side, which might cause
some risk that he had not bargained

or.

Whether illegal or not, gun-running
was a rotten business, and he hated to
think of a fellow like Valentine Comp-
ton being mixed up in it

When the transicr of cargo was over,
Valentine Compton came down to a late
Iunch, 2nd the juniers went on deck.

In the distance, the lugger could be
seen, tacking away to the hazy Spanish
coast. And a throbbing from below told
that the engine trouble was over.

“Halle, hallo, hallo, we're moving ¥
exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“He, he, hel” from DBunter.

Wharton compressed his lips.
stared at the grinning, fat Owl.

“What are you ha-he-heiuq at, you
fat burbler?” he asked. " Nothing
funny in Ferguson getbing the engines

Bob
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A sudden grip fastened on

‘going again, is there?! He's taken
enough time about it, I fancy.”

Billy Bunter chuckled, and pave
Harry Wharton & fat wink. Wharton
frowned, and turned away hiz head.
The resumption of activity in the
engine-room coincided with tha de-
parture of the Spanish lugger; and
even Billy Bunter was not too obtuse,
knowing what he knew, to put two and
two together ! 3

“What's the joke, you blithering
Owli” asked the mystified Bob.

“He, he, hel You fellows don't =ce
anything !* chuckled Bunter. "I could
jolly well tell you something if I liked.”

H{a blitked round cauticnsly through
hia big spectacles. Rawlings stepped
out of the companion, to stare after the
vanishing lugger. The fat Owl gave

i ! JHI}]?.

“Woell, what could
liked, you  burbling
demanded Bob Cherry,

“Oh! MNothing!” gasped Dunter.
“Nothing at all, old chap! I don’t
know anything, and if I did I sheuldn't
jolly well tell you.”

And Buonter rolled away, before he
could be questioned further.

“Mad as a hatter, I suppose 1 gaid
Bob, staring after him.  “'Well, we're
going on again, my beloved ‘earers!
The Bay of Biscay has been on its
best behaviour, but I'm not sorry to get
a move on.” )

Tha Firefly was getling a move on,
now that that mysterious engine trouble
was at an end. Leaving a streaming,
white wake astern, she scudded through
the swater: a:fd ﬂEn scene  of tg?.t
mysterious transfer of cargo was rapi
h?ﬁ?@hiﬂd; J e

ou tell us, if yom
blitherer i

Y, - T
r-

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
Under Fire!

Q03 | Booooooom - .
B Far out on the Atlantic, the

sunset was red. Irom the un-

seen shores of France the early
December dusk was erceping. Through
the Kirefly, the beat of the cngines ran
like a powerful pulse. The yacht was
almost racing.

If Mr. Ferguson’s machinery had
failed him, it seemed to bo making up
now for that failure. At the present
moment, at all events, therp was
nothing omiss  with the IFirefly’s
engines: and they were throbbing at
a rate that sent a tremor through
the yacht's fabrie.

It did mot surprizse the Greyiriars
fellows that, =¢ much time having
been lost, orders had heen pgiven to
the engincers to make wp for it by
pubting on speed. There wasz, perhaps,
no special hurry on a pleasurs cruise
at Christmas: still, they were keen
enough to sea the blue Mediterrancan
instead of the grey Atlantic. And
thera was pleasure in speed, too, they
liked to feel the handsome eraft
racing  tlrough the water, and to
watch the white wake spreading fan-
like astorn. But now, as the yacht tore
on, Bob Cherry remarked that it was

omg all out, as if i a race, and

Tarry Wharton =ailently wondered
whether it actvally was one.

A prey, steely shape had come out
of the dusky distance, in the direction
in which the lugger had wanished.

Tt waa o warship, and the juniors,
locking back abt if, watched it with
interest, woodering whether it was

O R R TR O o A R O o O B O A P P T AL S

grip 1z ol Bhll;:.r Bullil:er’s E:';lt anl;!% fmﬂnﬁ bﬁnﬂ, gnﬂd he came ﬂu;ulli!y the st&gih ﬁ a Tﬂﬂ:ﬁ; b%mp.
* Oooooogh ! ** he gas as be caught a glimpse of Rawlings' face—hard, aggressive, ing. rou piano,
' the Famous Five were roaring out a cheery chorus, ’
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Apanish or French, and, if the formner,
mixed up in the civil warl

They were startled when the boom
cf heavy guns came suddenly ascross
the sea. At what the craft was firing,
they ecould not see, hut they all
thought ef the lugger. One of them,
at lcast, had a fairly accurate idea
of why the Jugger might be fired
Bpon.

“By gum
“That's guns I"

“The gunfulness is tervifie!” mur-
mured Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh,

“Yarvooooh I from Billy Bunter. “I
say, you fellowsg——"

**They're not firing on us, fathead I”
said Bob. “Think anybody would fire
on a British yacht

“Oh 1? Bi!l{ Bunter hung on ta the
rail and blinked across the- dusky sea
through lis big spectacles. 1 say, what
are they shooting at, then? Perhaps it’s
enly firing practice.”

" Perhapsfully 1 murmured
Jamset Ram Singh.

harton’s eyes met the nabob’s for o
flecting second. A faint, dusky grin
glided over Hurree Singh’s Lronze face.

Both of them know that 1t was the
Inggor—out of sight on the other side of
the warship—that was being fired on.

The lugger had dipped below the sea-

1!}

exclaimed Bob Cherry.

Hurrea

rim, under the loom of the distant
Spanish hountains. They could =co
nothing more of it; but from tho

Spanish cruiser it would ba still visible,
and the heavy guns were thundering.
In thoze very moments, Wharton won-
dered, with a shudder, wheither the
gwarthy crew were going down in deep
waters in a shattered wreck.

He ;{lnnmd up at Captain Compton.
e Macker Lisrary.—No. 1,506,
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The face of the yachtsman smuggler
was savagely, fercely set. His hand
was on the engine-room telegraph, Fast
as the Firefly was going,
more speed out of her. Throb, throb,
throb, answered the engines. ,
“Hasta manana ¥ said the captain,
spenking to Mr. Swain, with a bitter
curl of the lip. “*Dilatory fools | They'll

pay for it now [” E
Thoy've got it comingl” answered
the mate, ‘They sure did give tho

swabs in that packet plenty of timo to
walk round.”

Harry Wharton caught the words on
the wind, and hastily moved farther
awiy. If he had needed anything to
confirm what he already as pood as
knew, he had it now.

Boom, boom, boom ! ceme the echo of
the guns from the distance. Oaly Billy
Bunter fancied that it might be firing
prachice, =

“They're loosing off at somebody !*
said Johnny Bull, “Think it might be
that lugger?”

“But why " asked Nugent. :

“Coodness knows ! Jvery silly owl in
Spain is looking for some other silly owl
with & gun these days,” said Johnng.
“They like scrapping!”

“They've chucked it |” said Bob.

The boom of the guns ceased. What
might have been the cffect of the frin
nobody on board the Firefly could tell.
But if those heavy guns had.been turned
on thoe lugger, it did not seem likely
that tha latter had escaped.

“Hallo, hallo, hallol They're head-
ing this way 1" said Bob.

The grey shape in the distance swung,
the tall prow towards the yacht. Behind
it black smoke poured n volumes on
the wind. ; :

" Bet you that's a ship of the jolly old
civil war " said Bob. “Theay're coming
te atk us what weo're doing in those
waters,"”

“0Oh crikey! Are they after ua?”

asped DBunter. *'I—I—I say, you fel-

ows, 15 that & E‘eamsh onion—I mean, a
Hpanizh cruizer ™ i

“Bort of 1" said Dob cheerily. “But
they won't eat us, old fat man! Which-
ever &ide they belong to, thoy won't
chew you up, old fat bean !™

“Well, I don't frust these boastly
farciginers,” said Bunter uneasily, “I'd
rather keep clear of them.”

“{an't, fathead! We shall have to
heave to if they signal ns.”

“Looks as if the 5Ici9per agrees with
Buonter, though,” satd Nugent, laughing.
“Weo're going all out.”

* Rather & jest to gpive them s run for
their money,” remarked Bob. *But if
they want us, they'll send a shot acroess
s a5 & hint to hold on. Stand in front
of me, Bunter

“0Oh log’ I

“Chance for -you to see something of
the Spanish ecivil war while vou're on
the spot, old bean! You wanted that,
chicdn’b you ¥

“Peast I ) )

Lilly Bunter did not lock as if he
wanted it,

Boom !

“That's a tip1"” said Bob, as a
roared from the distant cruiser. "*They
wahnb us to stop and =ay good-evening.”

i

“Owl I-=1 say, you fellows, thei{—
they—they're firing ot usl” yalle
Bunter.

“Only a tip, fatheadl The skipper

will shut off the engine now, and all
will be calm and bright ! said Bob, re-
assuringly

Dob Cherry toock that for granted.

he wanted

DON'T FORGET !

The Spanish warship had fired a warn-
ing shot as the plainest of hints for the
yacht to heave to and give an account of
itself. If the Firefly did not stop, it
was fmirly certain that the next shot
would come closer. 8o far as Bob could
see, Captain Compton had no reason for
passing the warning unregarded.

BLH‘.- the yacht fied on with unabated
Bpoe

The speed increased, if anything, The
engines roared and throbbed and pulsed,
and the Iirefly toro through the water,
heading cireet into the red sunset.
Sweeping in pursuit came the long grey
CTuIsEr.

Boom | .

Yt was a shell, and it splashed into the
Atlantic hardly half a cable’s length
from the yacht.

Bob Cherry whistled.

“They mean business I” he remarked.
"EI?E&F, why docsn't the captain shut
ﬂ HE

“They dare not fire on the British

ensign (" eaid Johnny Bull, with a
grunt.

“Well, I don't know,” said BEob
thoughtiully. “There's a lot of pun-
running going on on both zides in that
Bpanish scrap. And any old -

runner could fly DBritish colours, if he
liked. They've o right to stop us and
ask us questions, I believe, in Spanish
waters."

“Like their cheek | grunted Johnny.
“They can sce that this is an English
yvacht, if they've got any eyes in their
silly heads. Da they think anybody on
this yacht would ba mixed up in gun-
ruenning

Boom |

Splash !

Billy DBunter senttled below. But
every other soul on board the Firefly
was on deck now, excepting the
enginacrs. Every man in the crew
was staring back at the Spanish eruiser
with bated breath. Rawlings had come
up, and so had the ship's cook.

Valentine Compton, on the bridge at
hiz unele’s side, glanced down at the
Greviviars juniors, amd Wharton saw
his face set. Only too well he knew
what was 1n the Fifth Former’s mind.
He was thinking of the peril to the
schoolbovs—certainly not of his own,
He had brought them into this, never
dreaming of such a ghastly chance.

Wharton knew, if hizs comrades did
not, that the yacht had had an appoint-
ment with the Bpanish lugger in the
Bay of Discay, and that the lugger's
delay, in truo épamsh style, had caused
this unexpecied outcoms,,

Hea could not bo surd, but he fancied
that the oruiser was a Government
craft, and that the cases of munitions
had been handed fo rcbels on the
lugger. It mattered little which, so
far as the yacht was concerned. It
was clear to him that the ecruiser's
commander knew what had happened;
and whether the lugger had been sunk,
or had escaped, he wasz after the craft
that had brounght the cargo of war
material. Had the lugger Lept good
time, or been only tweaty-four hours
late, ail would have been eclear. But
“hasta manana ¥ was etill the Spanish
motto, even in the throes of a civil
war All tho fat was in the fire now.

Boom ! 3

Bob Cherry tapped thoe stoward on
the elbow, as he stood rigid with fixed
stare,

Rawlings shook him off impatiently;
then, remembering himself. he pglanced
at Bob.

an the darkness.
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“What's the game, Rawlings?”
asked Bob. “Those bLeggars yonder
want us to stop, I suppose?”

“Looks like it, sir," said Rawlings,
with a faint grin.

“Well, why don't we?"” asked Bob.

“They have np right of secarch at
sea,  sir,’’ said Rawlings. “Captain
Compton isn't the man to let them
walk over the British fag."””

“Well, that's 0IK., of coursef”
agreed Bob, " They could blow ua out
of the water if thoy jolly well liked.
But I suppose they wouldn’t dare.”

“ Probably not, sir,” said Rawlings.
“Hadn't Jou young gentlemen better
go below 37

“No jolly Fear! We're seeing this
through,” answered Bob emphatically,
“That fat ass Bunter is %tr ed under
the blankets in his bunk by this time.
But what's the use? If s shell hit us,
wg may as well be on deck as below.
There's no defence.”

“Quite so, sir,"” said Rawlings,
“But I.think we shall pull out all
rt%ﬂh The light's going fast.”

oom, boom !

Shells dropped on either side of the
fleeing yacht, splashing heavily in the
water. But the Firefly did not slacken.
There was only & glimmer of the sun-
st left mow in the west, and the
Decomber dusk was deepenming fast to
darkness, And all the ship's company
~——passengers as well as crew—knew
that the hard-faced man standing on
tho bridge was banking on the night
to save him—and that 1t was the only
thing that could save him.

— i

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Light on the Sea!

ARKER and darker
D the December night.
Darlter end darker loomed

the shadowed sea.

Not o light, save the binnacls lamp
burned on the Firefly. Bresaking all
sop laws, at the risk of collision if a
vessel crossed her courge, she rushed
on into the darkening west, churning
the water inte streams of foam.

Boom, boom, boom !

The long grey ship was a shadow
now, But that she was rushing on,
in rapid pursuit, everyone knew, Boom
ofi boom came from the great guns,
And the juniors realised, with a thrill,
that the Spanish gunners were not fir-
ing warning shots now. Only the fall
of night saved the yacht from the
shells that screamed over the sea.

Harry Wharton & Co., bunched at
the taffrail, stared baek,

They wers not scared, but they were
deeply thrilled and excifed. Bill
Punter, buried deap in his bunk, pal-
pitated with funk; but the Famous
Five of the Remove were made of
sterner  stulf.  Moreover, as Bob had
remarked, there was no cover if they
had hunted it. If shells crashed into

droppoed

the "vacht, 1t would not matter much
whether a fellow was above or below
decks. It was impossible to dodge the

had wanted to, and

danger, if they
miss the

they were not going to
excitement.

“I'm sorry for this, you fellows.™
It was Compton’s voice, at their elbows,
“1 mnever foresaw
anvthing of this kind. You con guess
that.”

& 'LMF dear chap, that's all right,” said

0.

“I never drecmed of danger for yon
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—WILL BE ON SALE CHRISTMAS EVE!

fellows,” muttered Compton, with a
shake in his voice—""never for a
moment.”

“Our danger’s no more ithan yours,
is it ?” asked Harry.

“Eh? No; but—*

*Right as rain,” zaid Bob.
“Wouldn’t have missed this for worlds.
and the whole giddy universe ! Poor old
unter's missing 1t, though he was so
jolly keen on seeing something of the

panizsh civil war whils we'ro on the
spot..’:

“Is my fault,” muttcred Comipton,

“Rot!1"” said Johony Bull. “Like
their dashed cheek to worry an
English ship! I'm jolly glad tho

EI{IPFEI"E taking no notice of them., I
wouldn't, in his placé [¥
Boom {

Bomething whistled over the wacht,
gnd  plunged  intoe the sea ahead.
Compton set his lips havd.

“Cheeky rvotters!” growled Johnny
Bull. "I suppozo there’s no doubt that
that was meant for us, Compton.”

“IMavdly. TI'm glad to see that
you've got plenty of nerve,” said the
Groyiriars I'ifth Former, with a [aint
smile.

“Mot DLikely to be frightencd by a
gang of Spaniards!” grunted Johnny,

“But look here, Comptan!™ said
Bob, "1 suppose they've no right to
five on us; but it must look awiully
s!mpicinps to thom, our elepring  off
like this, They can’t mean us any
havm, i we let them come up.
Weo'va nothing to hide. That Spanish
skipper must bhe fancving that we're
mixed up in the other side, whichever
it is—and they'roe a lot of fat-headod
Jdesperadoes, on hath sides, DBlessed if
[ see why your uncle doesn’t stop and
have a friendly word with them !

Compton made no reply.

“Rot 1" said Johnny Bull agaim.
wouldn't 1 Cheeky, let 'em rip 1™

“Well, my uncle is lotting them rip,*
said Valentinoe Compton. "“I'd stop,
and chanee what happened, on aceountg
of you fellows:; but my uncle is in
command herg, and—"

“And he's right,” said Johnny Bull.
“1f it were my wacht, 1I'd rather see
it bhlown out of tha water than knuckls
lown 4™

“Good old Yorkshure I grinned Bob.
“ Anyhow, we'ro for it! But it's jolly
lucky {

II-I

: or us that they never showed up
till 1t was getting dack.””
“The luckfulness was terrific.”

Valentine Compton went back to the
bridge. The jumors continucd to stare
back. They felt, vather than saw, that
the course ‘of the yacht was changing,
now that the darkness hid her move-
nments from the pursuer. The last
ﬁhmpaa the Bpanish commander had

ad of her revealed ler ﬂcﬂing due
west. Now the course was swerving off
to the south, When the boom of a
gun camo again, it sounded fainter,
and the seream 'of the zhell was not
heard,

“Weo're dodgivg the brutes!” said
Baohb.

“That's the game!™ said Nugent.
“I believe we've got the heels of her,
[0, Il?-;.r gum, the old Fivefly iz putting
it on 1"

- Hhoing  all out!™  chuekled Dob.
“Let’s hope woe don’t run full tilt into
s tolly old Atlantie lmer™

“3hut up, ass™

The vacht seemed to tremble under
their feet, with the heavy pulsation of
the engincs. Again they realised that
the course had been changed, heading
mta tha west again. Then again tho
IMirefly swung to the south, ‘which was
ihhe true course of thoe Christmas
party.

o Ilila.d the 8paniard niisszed them in the
ari 7
They listoned in vain for & sound

of booming [&;una. Long minute followed
minute, and thero was ne sound from
the sea.

: “We've beaten them ¥ saild DBob, at
ast.

“Heaten them hollonfully 1" agreed
the nabob.

Harry Wharton drew & deep breath.
Tt looked as if the persistent pursuer
bhad been shaken off by the winding
and dodging of the fleeing yacht,

Tho gruff bark of Mr. Swain was
heard from the bridge.

“We've dono the swabs, siv "

Wharton  wondered. "He  could
scarcely doubt that the desperate Hight
of the Firefly had convineed the
Spanish commander cither that she
was a gun-runner or that she was a
Spanish  vessel under {false colours.
In cither case he was not likely to let
her eseape if he could help it.

But the sca was black as a hat round
the speeding wvacht. If the Spanizh
cruiser was anywhere in the ofling, zha
was burning no lights—f{ollowing the
example of the fupitive. Wharton pic-
tured the long, dark vesszel, with watch.-
ful eyes on boavd, proping at random
over the shadowoed soa,

Suddenly from the blacknesa came a
beam of white light.

Wharton eaught hiz Leeath.,

“The scarehlight I breathed BRob,

Tho wessel from which that leng,
scarching Beam came was absolutely in-
visible, but they knew that it was the

Spamish cruiser, Like a long, white
arin, the searchlight stabbed the black-
ness of the Decembor night. Slowly it
circled, ghostly on the sea.

“Dy gum ! breathed Bob. #8he’s
nearer than we thowght, you chapst
that light picks ws up—-> e

He did not fnish the zentence: ha
watched with suppressed breath. All
eyes wera watching.

The next fow moments were ¢horged
wilh their fate. 1f that beam of light
piclked therm up the guns wonld follow
the hight; they all knew that. It was
olear that the Spaniards were off the
traclk, for the soarehlight was torned
away from the yacht; but it cireled
slowly but surely, sweeping the sea
round the invisible cruiser.

Slowly nearver and ncarer ik came,
sweaping its cireln. The vacht, plready
f;mng‘ all out, scemed to ledap like o
wnled anemal

Would it reach them? If they were
beyond its radius, all was well; if
notr— ;

Breathlessly they watched ik derseribe
itz slow civele till it was pointing
dairectly  towards the yacht, Slowly,
with torturving slowness, it passed, A
cable's length, perhaps had saved them.
They were, at all cvents, beyond the
reach of the circling beam: and, with
beating hearts, they wakehed it cirelo
away on the blackneszs of the zea.

AN soreno, yon fellows ™ ecame tha
voica of Compton of the 1ifth from the
darkness, and they heard him laugh.

The vacht fled on eating up the sea-
milea.  DBut all on board knew that they
had escaped. and eve long the civeling
light faded from their cves In the dark
Atlantie.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,

Christmas Presence [

w47 BRRY CHRISTMAS, DBun.
MR ter!” roaved Dob Cherry.

Snora !
“Ilalla, halle, -hallat”
bawled Bob., “Wake up, DBunfer!

Merry Christmas, old fat bloater!”

2F

Snore |

Christmas or not, Billy Bunter had
no idea of turning out It was a wild
and windy morning on the sea; it was
cpld. Theve was nothing, so far a9 Billy
Bunter knew,.to turn out for, except
breaktast, and until he felt the urge of
the inner Bunter he preforred to remain
in his blanketa If it eaused trouble
for o fellow to breakfast after overy-
hody else. had finished and gono, that
did not worry Bunter; it did not frouble
Bunter, who was the only person thot
mattered,

Bo Bunter snored on.

“What obout rolhng him out hoad-
firet ¥’* asked Johnny Bull

“Beast 1¥ camoe from Dunter's bunk.

“Hallo. halle, hallp!, He's awoke P?
chortled TBe “Turn out, you fat
slacker ! It's ripping on deck; windy
as anything——"

Snore | .

Y Bunter docsn’t eeom to understand
ibat it's Christmas moerping, the time
for Christmas presents * remarked Bob,
with a wink at his friends. '

Bunter's eyes oponed.

“T say, you. fellows—"

“Come on, you menl" snid Bob.
“ Bunter’s not interested in our presence
an Christmas mornin 4

“1 say, don't go!” squeaked Bunter.
Hao sat up and groped for hia spectacles.
“T1 gay, I'm not asleep. But, I esy.
bring the presents in here, old chap! I
gay, it's jolly thoughtfu) of you! Did
vou bring them on board with vou at
Dover in your baggage? I never
know,*?

“You never know?" exclaimed Bob.
“Well, T jolly well thought you noticed
our presence whon we come on board,
Buonter '

“Never had the least idea I deelayod
Bunter. “I say, bring 'om inl I waa
going to get a lot of presents for you
chaps, but I was so pushed for time,

writing letters to my titled relations,
and all ihat, thal never got tha
chance. T'm loaving it till wo geb ta

the South of Prance, you know; sou
can get splendid things there: and soma
postal orders 1'm expecting will be for-
warded.  Detter late than never—
what 1"

“Tho lateinlness will probably be
great, and the neverfulness terrifie,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“0Oh  yeally, Inky—-*

“What the dickens do vou mean,
Bob?” asked Johnny Bull, puzzled.
“Who's got presentr for Bunter ¥

“Yoo and I and all of us—the, great,
tho short, the tall of wus!” sang Boh
cheerily DBob was v great spirits on
Chrisimas morning—as on avery other
morning in the year

Harvry Wharton laughed.

Certainly there was no differonca tn
ba detected-by the ear, but he goessed
that Bob had said * presones,” not
“presenta’  This was one 'of Bob's
little joloes.

“I don't think Bunter's fearfully
keen on our presence” he remarked;
and the other fellows, cdtching on,
chuekled.

“0Oh1” saut Jobony Pull, “T1 seel
Na, Bunter won't care on awful lot for
our  presence on Clyistmas  morming,
I'm afraid.”

“That’'s where you make n mistnke,
old chap ¥ said Bunter. blinking at_him
from his bunk. “Tho fact 15, I've heen
thinking that, as it was really I whe pot
yvou thia splendid and expensiva Christ-
mas crnise with Complon, it was up in
volr fellows 1o do something of Lthe sort,

Bring ot sea,-T shan't get the stack of

magnificent presenta T usually receive
fram my titled relntiﬂns—-—”*
Tue Macyer Lirany.—No. 1,506
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“Only because vouw're at sea I grinncd
Iw nt.
es, exactly, old ¢hap! They'll be
]m t. for me at Bunter Court, of course.
%ad you fcllows thnught of this "
amd anter. * If shows vou're not such
an ungmteiu'l lot as I've eften thought
Yol
“'Dh erilk Loy 1"

“Bring ‘em inl" said Bunter. ™1
don’t. want fo get up yet, 'but I'd like
to eeq the Prcsx,uts ﬂrmg em into my
state-room.

Bob Cherry shook his head.

“Qan't be done !1” he answered.
Epace ennugh—ﬂﬂt withoul
ﬂranunm HEF ow.’

‘Billy unter afartﬂd

“Not room enough for your proesents
it this stdte-room 7 he ejaculated.

“Well, I think not,” said Boh, “What
doe you fellows 'think ! The cabins here
are fairly large for a yachi; but do you
think there’s robm for our presence "

“Hardly 1" said Wharton,

“Nﬂt (i; &1” chue-kled Nugent.

dou g presence of five
Ee]lows, u.ﬂﬂe to Buuter would” have
been rather = créwd.

Bunter's. eyes gleamed behind his big

ectacles, Jgtlll under the impression
t&t Bob was tdlking about “ presents,”
Bunter was beginning to get excited. It
was truoc that state-rooms on a yacht
were not roomy; but if the Christivias
presents were on such a scale that they
could not be got in, if was evident that
shopping kiad beon done on'an eXtensive
scale,
I——-I eny, you fellows—honest-Injun I
fBLmter “1 say, I—I1 think
I’ll get upl After all, I ean do with
gome brekker, and I cenm have & nap
E&fé’urwutda I.sa¥, what are the presents

ell, that depends,” said. Bob, mtl},

" MNol

lot  of

owllike ravity. “There are lots o
Eee-piar who wﬂuld be fearfilly buckéd
¥ our presenca.”

d Mugent.
“The luﬁﬁa 45 18 pﬂ-.p-mtemm g
"Anghow, I think T can say that our
resenee ought to make. any fellow feel
{ﬁhna'tmas is & really jolly day!”
ﬁ “What do you fellows
thml:‘i‘"

“Hear, hear I” said the Co. with one
voice.
“1 can say that I've never gcen any
t]n.t 1 like botter !” went on
fio “1 hope you w;II feel the =amc,
Bunter| Cetting up I”

Bunter rolled out of his bunk.

“1 say, you fellows, whera’s my
trousers T ‘.[Eamd me 1y socks! Been
my hmts? say, whern arg the
gremhi h.ke back n lot of things

ve thought about you fellows! You're
not & nice lot, hut you've got your
- points, gnd Fme joliy giad you're not so

grateful as I've thoughtl Where's
my tmmara?"

*We'll wm% for iﬂu in the saloon, old
fat mani” &a

“With. tha prnaantn?“ gasped Bunter.

“Well, we should hardly be hLHx i
wait i.herr.- withoutf our presence '™ said
Bob.

And the juniors chogtled.
was not likely.

Cempton of the Fifih Was f'umhmg hiz
brealiast colfee when ihe juniors eame
back from reusing Bunter. He glanced
at their grinuing faces, wilh a cheory
simile.

“Merry Chri=imas ™ he said.

“The gamcfulness to your eslveused
and idiotie self ! And may the many-
fuluass be terrifie 1 said Hurree Jase
Iam Singh.

'Ha, ha, ha "

Really, it

“Bowe joke ont asked the Fifth
S OCIIEL,.
“Bort of 1" grinned Bob. “ Bunters

just coming along to see gur C'.'hristmns
presence. He's ?ﬂﬂklﬂg forward “with
terrific anticipation to our presence:
nothing e¢lse would have rooted him our

o0 A 3 {1 44T
WHY WAS GREYFRIARS
DESERTED? Read

“* ROUGHING IT AT
GREYFRIARS!!"”
a sparkling story telllag
what bappened when Lzarry

to the school to And no
one there! It's in

The GEM
On zale now 2(1.

e

of bed before cleven o'clock. It hasn't
dawned._ on his tremendous ihtelloct yet
that por-és-en-co is a different word
from p-r-e-s-c-n-t-z, though it gounds
mirch the ghine.™
* What 7”7 ejaculated Compton,
“Biinter’s never socmed really bucked
Iw our presence up to now,” said Bob.
ow be seems o be Iuﬂl{mg forward
iu it with fearful keennoss.™
“¥a, ha, ha!l?

“1 say, you fellows!”. Billy Bunter
rolled into ‘the saloon with his pyjamas
tucked into his trousers, a sock on one
foot, and a shoo on the other. Evi-
dently he had been in too eager haste
to finish dressing. *“I sny, where are
they 1

u Buhn!d 1" gaid Baolp.
lf‘Ehi'i;“h Ell.lmter hlm{md ‘{rgum] him
through hisbig spectaocles. can't sco
them! Where are they? Bleesed if I
sce anything to cackle at, Compton! I
eqy, . ¥ou -fellows, just poiot out those
presunta_!

The Famous Five, with groat fi‘nﬂl}',
hﬂ.ﬁd their rlﬁhb hands, exten the

efingers, and pointed at-one another.

Blﬂj" Bunter blinked blankly at that
performance. _

The Mdagnet—ENCry Saturday

“Wharrer you mean ¥ he hooted. "I
senve boon pul]m my leg, you beasts—
I nican, ﬁlcar old aps !imf-e are those
prrescnls ¥

“Don’i you catch on?” roared Bob.

“You're standing ip our presence !

“1la, ha, ba !”
* Bh-~wharrer you mean? You never

gave me these trousers—"

"{}Il, iny hab 1"

“If you mean the pyjamas, Wharton
hasn't given them to me—I borrowed
them 1"

“Iia, ha, ha "

“ Wharrer you mean ¥ roared Dunter.

“You said there wasn't room for all
yvour firesents in my statercom——*

“(f course thero wasn't, when yom
were  prescend 1M sﬂld Bob. our
prescnee nearly fills any state-room
without any other fellows’ prescoce 1

“Ha, ha, ha!™

ot "ﬂ!"h , < FOU~~You—you silly idiot!™
ahrmked Billy Bunter,  ns fﬂ truth
glowly dawned on his fat brain. “Did
you mean presence, nof presenis i

“He's get:mg it {* said Beb. " What
a brainl

“Tha brainfulness

“Ha, ha, ba I .

“ You—you—you-—— * purglod Bunter.
“You've rooted me obt of bed at hardly
half-past nine to make idiotio ]qkea-
rotten puns! You Dblithering idiotl
You howling ass! You gebbling
cuckoo ! You—you—ryou———"

“iia, ha, hai”

Words failed Bunter. He grabbed the
coffec-pot from the table, and furned
on the Famous Five, spluttering with
w:&-::.!th hed for the deck, yelli

Iof rus or dec i
laughter, Jeaving Bunter ch
the, as eome of the *coffco e.wnmpt:d

over I.'II" fcet, and he fonond it bot,

® 1 [ -

15 terrifie !

But later that doy the smiles returmed
tp the fat visage of Billy Bunter—smiles
g2 expansive that they extended from
ona fat ear to the other,

It was Billy Bunter's fixod belief that,
if the grub was all right, everything was
all right. And the Christmas dinner
was, as Dunter frankly owned,
sernmptious |

Eewlings revenled ot last the long.
hidden secrets of the refrigerator.
Bunter declared that {ho turkey was es
good as any turkey he had ever bad ot
Bunter Couct. The ﬂhraﬁtmas pudding
was & dream—and probab }’ caused
Buntor other dreams larer from the
amount ho had parked of it.

Eversbody was mcerry and bright.
Captain Compton wes ecen o smile;
even Mr., Bwamn's face melted into n
crusty gprin. Compton of the Eifth was
as merry and bright as the. béroes of
the Remm'a, and whatever might bo
mm1? later, there was no doubt that

reeyfriars party had & .merry
Christmas on their Christmas ernise !
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CHRISTMAS

AT ST. SAM'S! 2%

Another Rib - tickling Instalment of
Dicky Nugent's Great Holiday Serial :

“THE HAWNTED

CHRISTMAS
MORNING!

It was Christmas Day
jn the Bkool House—but
it mite have been Income-
tacks Day, judging by the
-aBg{ggEmmmn on Doctor

irchemall’'s face !

The headmaster of St.
Sam's eat in o brown
study, looking ~deadly
white—and feeling mitey
bluo |

“. Where is my doawter? ™
he kept on multering to
}ﬁmﬂei?'. as he stroked his
vennerable beard. “* Why
duzzent she come homs
to her doting pop ? She
raite know that by this
time I've forgiven her for
dishing me up & Christmas
pooding that was as tuff
a3 a concrete poving-
block and P

“* Eggscuse me, sir—"

The Head started, aa
that wining voiee fell on
his ears. Looking up
from his desk, he saw
that Sidney Snarler, the
cadd of the Fourth, was
standing in the doorway.

*“Well, Snparler?' bhe
wm%md out.

* Epgscuse me, sir; but
could you let me have that
«Christmas pooding Mies
Molly made for you the
other day1"” wined
Snarler., “1I want it to
play a UThristmaes joak
on somebody ™

Doctor Birchemall
jumped. His beard seemed
to brisglo with rage, as he
looked at the cadd of the
Yourth.

“You wani to play a
joak on somebody with a
Christmas pooding made
lf;f" ngy dawter, Snarler !

ow dare you ! 2

“YWell, sir, overvbody
knows it was as hard as a
bhoolit, and—""

The Head glared.

“ Not another word,
Snarler! Understand this:
the pooding may have
been hard, but my hart
iz soft ! That pooding is
all I bhave to remember
Misa DMolly by  this
Christmas ; and I trezzure
it even if I can’t get my
teeth in it ! You here 17

“I, here, =ir,”" wined
Snarler.

““ Then buzz 1"

Snarler turmed on his
heel and buzzed ag quickly
ag posgibul. But he didn's
get very far.

While Dector Birchemall
had been talking, the
sound ﬂwﬁachjng foot-
prints h ome ordible
iz the Head's study ; and
when Snarler turmed to
go, ho was just in time
to come face-to-face with
a grate crowd of St. Sam's
juniors, headed by Jack

HEADMASTER "
Jolly of the Fourth and

hig pals.

“What the merry
dickens 1 ** ]gaspﬂd Snarler.
Beofore he could say

more, he fonnd himself
gwopt aside and lost in the
awarming crowd of yew-
manity that streemed after
the heroes of the Fourth !
A moment later and Jack
Jolly was ﬂmtkingﬂfaam
lessly into the ead’s
study.

" Tho condiments of the
geason, sirl”™ cried {he
kaptin of the Fourth.

Doctor Bipchemall atared
in amazement at the
teeming crowd in the,
passidge.

“Jolly! What mcans
this mtroosion ¥ "

“ It meana that we lock
like getting loft—ao we've
come to demand our
Christmas riglht! £
answered Jack Jolly, in
a wringing voice. " You'ro
determined to stop our
Christmas hollerdayas till
we find Miss Molly. Well,
then, wo're dotermined fo
stop searching for Miss
Molly till you've given us
a really ripping Christmas
Pm}r E ¥

‘ Bless my sole ! ™

“We want plenty of
turkey ond sossidges and
Christmas pooding, sir.
We want nuts and chock-
lits and Christmas erackers
and mewsick, And, above
all, we want you to pay
for them { %

Boector Birchemall
regarded the kaptin of the
Fourth in horror.

*Me pav for them ?"
he gasped. * What do
vou take me for, Jolly ?
A bloated millionairo 7™

A skornful smile

flickered acrossJackJolly's
faca.
, 2 It'at rmi ﬁﬂﬂd :Tu
Tying to plead poverty,
gir,” heo said. * We all
know for a fakt vou can
afford it. 'What have you
done with all the munny
you made ocut of the
sercuga we ran for you on
the fooier field ? ™

The Head cullered
furigusly.

* Ahem ! J—ar—
invested it all im the
Hanky-Panky Tin Mines
and they'vegone bankrupt.
Anyway, dJolly, that's
neither here nor there, and

Jif you're going to start

being unplezzant, I shall
refuse to take any note—"

* You're rofusin’ to tako
any note, air?’ unegg.
alt::e-:stedl;r.r came the volcs
of Binding the page from
the back of the crowd at
that moment. * Then, in
that case, wobt am I goin’
to do with this ‘ere
| nota T I

GREVIR
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EDITED BY HARRY WHARTON.

Lord Mauleverer iz a
bit abseni-mminded gver
some things, But I never
realisod how bad he
could be till the weelk

December 26th, 1936, before breaking-up. ¥ had
Y a date with him to go
— — - o ~ — —e Egl ghunllrl?y‘ﬂﬁh C.'cl.lurt.-
" : . » to help him with his
8o seying, the St. Sam’s | take tho Christmas pood- | with sevveralcrisp,russling SPECTRR—AND Christ ing.’
o bﬂ:;" cgma to the four, | ing bizziness lying Suwn, notes and a handfui of | #ODING SNATCHER ! LET OTHERS MAKE YOUR e Norming. Ao

carrying an unstamped
lettor on & silver salver.
The Head looked at
Binding., 'Then he locked
at theo I&tit.ﬂr. Then he
ve & of epomternent.
b 3!-:?!;1'3 hﬁgﬁgglwriting ]
It’'a a letter from my
Hooray 1 2

dawter |

THE HEAD STAXKDS

SAM 1

Amid a brethless silenece
Doctor Birchemall in-
serted n somewhat grimy
t.humgg in th]_:? flap Iand
Ti open the envelope.
Tgl;n hﬁ rozeaded to
read out Miss Molly's
letter aloud.

:_';l"

o
=
ol

N T

“ Dear Pop—Just a
Jew lines, hoaping you are
well, as this legves me af
present. I couldn't let
Xmas go by without wishing
you the condiments of the
season. But I atill think
you were horrid fo me over
that pooding, and I don't
intend fo vetwrn fo the
fambly Rarth &l you haove
solved the mistery of why
the pooding was hard, I
can ashure you 1 wasn'd
iny  faull, and I'm¢ not
eciing  back B yow'pe
discovered the culprit. In
the megniime, pop, ik
apite of you being so nasiy
over e pooding, I wish

you o merry Xmas and

Temain,
Your affeckshunate
darier,
Mornv.”

“ Fow !

It was o loung drawn-
ont wissle from the crowd,
as the Head finished,

“ It sounds as if thers’s
no need for vou to worry

our fat now, sir,” said
ack Jolly. ' Miss Molly
evvidently duzzent intend
to be found. Wherever
ghe is, she's eitting ti%htr
and standing on er
dignity.""

*“She's not going to

anyway,”’ mewsed the
Head, as he put away bhis
dawter's letter in  his
trowsis pocket ; then his
shifty eyes began to
twinkle as they hadn’t
done since Miss Molly
had wannished, and he
added : * Anyway, it's
good news, boys, and no
mistake sbout it. I feel

that it ought to be
sellybrated.”

* Jolly good ides, sir!”
grinned Jack  Jolly.
* What about a Christmaa
party ¥

Doctor Birchemall pon.
dered for some soconds. |
Then he nodded.

" Very well, then, Jolly,
u shall have your W]-,E.E.
orchunitly — hem | — I
did pot lose the entire
proceeds of the sercuss
in the Hanky-Panky Tin
AMines, I think I have
enuff left to pay for a
apiffing Christmas party,
and, by Jove, I feel like
havi cne mnowl I'H
stand Sam for the lot 1 2
* Hooray 1 ¥
How the erowd cheered!
They surged forward and
lifted the Head sholder-
high, Then they bore
him in ftviumf out of the
Skool House and across
the snowbound quad to
the tuckshop. !
The tuckshop dame had
laid in spocial supplies in
egpepectation of a big
Christmas order, and theras
wag no lack of the tuck
required to run a jolly
fine Christmas parly.
Turkeys, Christmas pood-
ings, mince.pies, nuta,
fruit, erackers and chock-
lits werethere in profusion.
In fakt, the Head's only
irubble was to decide when
to call a halt. ‘
When evenchally he did
80, the bill was simpl
atﬁggaringé“ But, althoug
Doctor irchemall felt

silver and copper without
turning a hare’!

Willing hands eorried
the tuek up to the Skaol
House, where the skuol
cook took charge of it
Then the Igitwﬂ Hfﬂ'll ftu

repari all for
Eﬁlnun:spI mfag feedig Hnli!gr._a.nd.
mmissletos were stuck on to
the walls and paper chains
were hung across the
tablea, Balloona  and

aper hats and masks and
?HJB-E noses and streemers
and sgeakers appeared
ay if by magick.

It was & marr
;:ﬂiri?itmaﬁ fe&g ;hut- fol.
owed. Everybody agreed
that the _grm was st
rate. The turkeya were
prime and the sossidges
simply marvellous.

]. The, fead waa over at
ast, a topping &
followed. Ppm%hamgﬂ
who wos by now in his
happiest mood, brought
down the house by donmng
a falze nose and Eiving an
eggshibition of tap.danc
ing on one of the tﬂ.ﬁlea.

“ Ong-core | Ong-
core ] shonted #he
fellows, as they loudly
applawded the Head's
grate solo effort.

But Doctor Birchemsall
nhnni: his head. &

“I'm sorry, my boys,
but I ehall have to be
going now,"" he said, ag he
climbed down from the
table and removed chii
false nose, 1 -
gellybreted the news that
my dawter js safe and
sound, I fecl it is up to

me now to stert solving:

themistery of that
Christmas ing. Omly
in that way can I ensam
hor early rotwn to..the
famhbly cercle. Ty
carry on the Eaﬂry during
my absence, however-—ar,
on the other hand, if
aoy of you would prefe
to help me in my investii-
gation, you are welcc.ae
to do so.!

“I hﬂ:iE 3{&1:, gir,"
volunteered Burleigh of the
Sixth. _

“Same here, =ipl?
called out Jack Jo.§.

“Me, toalll oried
sevveral others.

Anda& whiivih thoe rest
returned to their merry.
making, the Hille band of

voluntesrs followed Dontor} .

Birchemall out  of. Big
Hall — determined:. ie
solve the mistery of Miss
Molly's Christmas pooding

rather & rabbit, he parted

or perish in the attempt

“You've still got the

gheried Burleigh, aa they
tramped away [rom Big
Elell.

“Yes, rather!?”
auwered the Head., “1
hive kept it a4 & sooveneer
o! Misa Molly—though,
arangely enuff, & Fomth
Fom boy tried to deprive
rE of it this moming,”

'"Go on, sir I "

“You don't say so!"

* Falkt | * said the Head,
?d he told them skout

narler’s visit earlier in
ths day.

“Funny bizziness, that,
glz | " remanrhed Jack Jolly,
gp the Head conclooded.
“I should never have
thought Snarler was tho
eprt of chap who would
gp in for practical joaks
-1Fi-h Christmas poodings.

1| wonder——-""
"You wonder what,
"';':'“}' ! 13
“1 was just wondering
if Bparler had aonother
geon for  wanting  the
woding—if perhaps he
wg more about that
oeding than 4 ,
- “Look ! " cried Frank
Tearless, at that mornent.
All eyes were turned
towards Doctor Birchom-
all's passidge. A
of shoer amazement fol.
Inwed, Coming fourth
] the shadows of the
Jead's passidge was o
jte, shrouded shape
hich
out 8 weord, [osferesant
2ht.
¥ Yaroooo ! It's the
oats in ! " bawled the
tad. * Save me |2l
. “My hat! Do you see
st the ghost has got
‘!FE!‘ !&isﬂ arm ! 2 poped
. olly egpsitedly.
It's Misa Molly’s Christ-
1pas pooding ! 2
! “Then {for poodnoss'
i don’t let him get
prey with 16, boye [ ™
lled tho Head., " Take
awgy [rom him !

" Leave it to us, sir! ¥
!-g;mned. Burleigh. *‘ This

, lada! Charge 1 ™
- The juniors charged.
At thé same instant,

the supposed ghost turnad
ound, atill holding on
i to DMisa Molly's
igtmas  pooding, and

loped off into 1he
rkness !
apiDon't wmise the last

hable instalment of this
Laggeiling ! seriel in nert
eek's greci nunber )

phoding, of corse, sirt’

seemed to  give:

NEW YEAR RESOLUTIONS!
Advises TOM BROWN

_ The chap who makes his own New Year resolutions
is & fothead. How the dickens doea he know what he

ought to resolve 1

The only way you can tell what sort of resolutions

you cught to make is to
¥ou an

nd doesn’t mind telling you your wesknesscs,
So if you want to make a job of it, let others make

when I reminded himweowere
going to Chunkley's.
“"Chunkley's?"™ he
to somebody who knows | queried. * Qh, gad!"
“ No good saying you're
not going after all, old
sport,” T said, “I gave

your New Year resclutiong for you |

I can offer some jolly good suppestions myeelf to
chaps who might cmnaytg me i"ﬂ%gaadvien. 1

MAJOR, RESOLVED:
chellenge anybody under eleven yoars old to a slogging

one or two
BOLSOVER

contest,

GERALD LODER. RESOLVED: Not to
erooked card games with childven uniess I'm very

up.
HURREE SINGH. RESOLVED: Not to speak
discusafully vunless my grammarfulness is simply

terrifie,

_HORACE COKER. RESOLVED : That my motor-
bike shall not slaughter more then three chickens a

day. : .
gS_-I DNEY JAMES SNOOP. RESOLVED: Never
to emoke a pipe or cigars——so lohg as thers are cigoreties

about !

Of course, thess are only o few suggestions, raude at

more where they come from.
WOULD ANYONE ELSE LIKE ME TO HELP 'EM

WITIL THEIR NEW YEAR RESOLUTIONS
{ﬁgpéy ‘early, and avoid the rush!
THI —1d.)

randorp, Lhere ave plenty

of all the abseni.minded

u
%!u begin with, he'd for-

gotten all about it ! He was
ast asleep on the sofa in the
study, when I ealled him.
He looked completely blank

SIR JIMMY VIVIAN Tells You—

HOW MAULY DID HIS
XMAS SHOPPING!

faco, After a time, he told
me why.

“ Dashed if I know what

it was, dear man, but thero
was someihin' very special
I wanted to buy here to-
day."
_ Not guessing the stagger-
ing truth, I suggested all
goréis of odd thinga-—-tooth-
brush, footer kit, skates
and what not—but Mauly
just shook his head and
eontinued to look puzzled
and preoccupied.

“ Whatever ‘it is, dear
man, vou haven't hit it
yot. I'l lcave it till next
time."

_And he left it till next
time. And it wasn't (till
breaking-up day that he

up another appointment
for this, and you're jolly
well going—even if it means
giving up your alternoon’s
ﬂn?‘ﬂ:ﬂ%! L
i
2 !

o Iiimgaa;:dn 1" ¥ grinned,
yanking him up and jam-
ming on hia cap. And
Mauly come !

When we got to Chunkley’s
wo wonb from one depart-
ment to another. Bf&ul}r
made a purchase hers and
there—a tie and somo socks
and o book, for instance—
but he showed nao sign of
making a start on the
Chrisfrnns  presents  for
which he war supposed to
have come. I began to
wonder whon he'd begin.
There was n sort of puzzled,

Here are
Not to

'I *
Fard

WE DON'T

bobby whe

realised that what he’d for-
gotten was the only thing
he really wanted—-—HIS
CHRISTMAS BEHOPPING!.

THE LAW'S A HASS:

Blundell of the Fifth lhaas
juat- been fined for ** scoreli-
g on hia bike. Yet the
gave cvidence

a%:leinst him admilted that,
when stopped, Blundell waa
a3 cool as & cucumber |

THE EXPLANATION!

Yes, “ Inquirer,” it's trus
that Mr, Wiggine has ncver
%ivqn Dicky Nugent the

icking he promised him for
being so forgetful. =~ The
troublea is, he ecan never

prececupied look on  hia

remember to do it !

"~ FISHY MAKES “DOUGH”
OUT OF SNOW! L7

parted from Fishy—and had o

Says DICK PENFOLD

You can rely on Fisher T. Fish
irying to iorn anything into money,
so I wasn't exaeclly surprised to
find him at the fop of the toboggan
ron on Black Pike, standing beside
some hoisting tackle and telling the
world that anyone could have his
toboggan bauled back up the runm

for threepcnce !

“How's irade, Fishy ? " I naked,
giving him o thump on the back,
Fishy's hatchet face flattened oub

into a grin.
“ How'va, TPenfold ¥

JOovYer

Ry

anything like this 1 Say, I got every-
one beat to a frazzle with this little

outfit ! Taking

threepenees

hyoer

to-day will be jest like shelling peas

—yed, Rireal!l™
* Whera did - yon

tacklo,

" Hived it from a jpank vard—
an' horrowed thie rope ! prinned
I guess
Il let you in on tho ground floor of
1 need an

Fishy. ' Listen, Pentold !
thia little proposition.
assistant to turn the handle.
about i, hul 233

ick ik up ? "
T asked Lim, blinking ot the hoisting

How I

snorted

he can.

Fishy, who prefers to pct

someone elee to do the work when

rted with two coppers and

great

run to the bottom of the slope

fraili
from

ETHLITO

befora !

“ Well, what's the offer "
“T1 guess I'm casy,” said Fishy.
* You can have a penny out of every

machine
petein
got ol

ahillin
an oller : 3
“Thanks, but I think I'd rather
do ihe toboganmingl!™ I grinned.
" Gaing to give me a ent price snd
haul vp my sledge for tuppenee when
I reach the bottom 7 "
“(LK.,, then, Cash

of the ralic-off. Boy, what

exnct |

now ! ¥ ) gatisfy

“ Road
Fighy hau{&d, while I sat back on the
tohoggan.

But he didn't houl for long. We
hadn't covered half the distance back
before & audden sharp
sound made me look up.

I was just in time to seo the
contraption collapse, with
¥ishy tangled up in the middle of it 1
The next dinstant; I waa travelling
backwards down the slopée again——
al twice the speed I had travelled

Then I hitched on my toboggon to
the end of the

IO which waa

down the side of the slopo
ishy's hoisting machine,

1" I bawled out; and

cracking

No bonea were broken. - I landed
in o snowdrift, so that was all right.
Fishy was unhurt, too, but very
unhappy, though I'm dashed if [
know why |

True, he eouldn*t use hia hoisting

alter all. But he was

freeh air he wonldn’t have
rwige, and, anyway, he hod
made a cartain amount of dongh ont
of the snow—my tuppence, to be

Some chaps aro jolly dififeult to



