Great New “Footer-Stamps” Competition Starts in This Issuel
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SEPTEMBER CONTEST KICKS-OFF THIS WEEK!

. Fooler-Stamnps * collectors. ) ) ‘ .
* Footer-Stemps " are being printed every week in Macxer. They consist of pictures of six different actions on the football

(1]

Lm‘g up for the kick-off of the September Fmter.ﬂtamps! * Contest in which 300 more of our Super Footballs are to be won by

fleld, and the object of this great competition stamp-game [8 Lo score ag many “goals " as pessible by the end of September,

TO SCORE A “GOAL " you must colleet a complete set of six stamps (they'ré numbered 1 to 8), made up of the
following movements: KICK-0OFF—DRIBBLE—TACKLE-HEADER—SHOT—GOAL.

The more stamps you collect the morg “goals ™ You ¢an score. (Note that the “goal™ stamp by itzelf does XOT count as a
# goal,”™ you muak get & set of the stamps 1 to & each time.)

Thers are ten more stamps here to atart you off for this month's competition. Cut them out and try to score a goal with them;
then keep them until you get some more goal-scoring stamps in next week's issue, If you have any odd stamps left over from the
August competition they can be [ncluded, too.

1 you want 1o stere some other tuick "goals” remember thai " Footer.-Stamps ' are also appearing in "GEM "
and “ MODERN BOY." Thera are more " goals ¥ waiting in those papers!

“rFooter-Stamps  §s all the rage—see that you're in it, so that we can send you a foothall very soon, mayve! LUp to 300 more of
the 1,000 foothalls offereéd are going to be awarded in the September competition for the readers scoring the highest number of
“goala " with " Footer-Stamps ™ for the month. 3

. Don't send any stamps yet, walt until we tell you how and where at the emd of the month. There's nothing to pay, remember,

BEULES: Tp to 500 Fm-t'r“"' will ko awarded Jo the September coptest do the readers declaring and zending io the krgest number of *goalas®

soored with " Fooler-Btamps. The Editor may extend or amend tha Enm list in cage of Ltoo many ties.
“goal * mont coneist of & et of Footer-Stamps " Nes. 1 to 6, Ionclusive—and all claimy for prizes to be made on the proper coupen (te

be glven Ister). Mo %I_L-n'wanca made for auy coupen or etamp maotilated or losk or delayed in the gt or otherwise, Xo corfespondence |
Mo ong connected with t paper may enter, and the Editor'as decision will be fipal ood legally binding throeughont.

C(N.B.—" Footer-Stampz ¥ may also be collected from the [following papers: “GEM.,” "MODERN BOY,” "BOY'S CINEMA
# BETECTIVE WEBKLY,” “THIUMPH,” “WILD WEST WEEKLY,” "THRILLER,” "SPORTS BUDGET " and "CHAMFION.")

OVERSEAS READEBRS! You pals who are far away--you're in this great scheme aliao, and special awards will be given for
the best scores from oversess readers. There will be a special ¢losing date for you as well, of course!
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TEN MORE

"FOOTER-STAMPS "
TO SAVE!
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Lost on a raft in the wastes of the Pacific with neither food nor water—battered by storms and
scorched by the flerce tropic sun—what chance have Harry Wharton & Co. of ever seeing land again 2
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“* Ses anything ? >’ asked Wharton anxiously.
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Perched on a keg, a chest, and a couple of sulfcases,

Bob Cherry scanned the horizon. He saw nothing—nothing but sea and sky. The castaways on the

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Adrift !

i EF anything "
13 SI‘.‘::";H I
:: An:-'ﬂung elsp 27

Sea.

Bob Cherry scanned fhe wide walers
of the blue Pacific,

The raft drifted on a calm, almost
smooth sea. The casks roped under the
corners raized it well above the level
of the water, but it was too close to the
ocean for the fellows on it to get a very
exieusive view.

Bob had piled up a chest, a couple of
suilcases, set a keg on top, and perched
himself on top of the keg.

From that vantage point he was able
to pet & muech wider view than the other
feiiows, though what he saw was just
the same—sea and sky, stretehing
pway tec meet on the circle of the far
horizon.

It was a glorious morning so far as
weather went, A few fleecy white
clouds sailed in & tky of deopest blue.
The sunshine gleamed on the long,
eweeping rollers, that kept up an end-
less procession on the limitless ocean.

In other rezpeets the situation was far
from glorious. Beven Greviriars fellows
were packed on the raft, lost in the
immensity of the Pacific Ocean,

{Of their position they lkunew nothing,
exoept that they were hundreds of miles
from Italua, the Pacific izland where
they wers passing the holidavs, pro-
bably as far from any other land, and
far out of the track of ships and trade.

But most of tha pariy were tn.l-;,in; the
situation cheerily and Liopefully. Thev

raft were alone on the Pacific.

knew that they had been lucky not to go
down with the schooner I'lamingo, Deep
under the blue waters lay the wreck of
the scuttled schooner;-but the Grey-
friars fellows were afloat on a well-
found raft, with plenty of food and
plenty of avater, In calm and smiling
weather. The Famous Five of (Greyv-
friars were more disposed ro be thank-
ful for wha* they had than to grouse
about what they hadn’t.

Besides, if grousing were any use,
Billy Bunter did enough for the whole
party. Billy Bunter could always be

Another magnificent story of

Harry Wharton & Co. and

Lord Mauleverer in the South
Seas,

relied upon to hoond out all the com-
plaints that were reguired, and a few
OVET,

“Bky ana seal!” s.id DBob, scanning
the horizon. “Lovely eky and besuti-
ful sea. if that's any comfort. The
sconery’s all right—the very best. After
all, we came to the Pacific these hols to
see tho seencry. It's quite good | Jump
up, Bunier, and take a squint at the
sconery,”

11 Y‘uh 1!]‘

Bunter, 1t seemed, did not care for
the scenery.

Billy Bunter was sitting on & heap of
folded blank-.s, his podgy back resting

against & box. That box was stacked
with cans of beef. The thought of it
was a comfort to Bunter. Things were
bad enough but even the fat Owl of the
Remove realised that they might have
been worse, Thers might have been a
shortage of grub. Bunter was spared
that last and most awful of calamities.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent,
Johnny Bull ard Hurree Singh, were
standing on the raft, looking at Boh.
They were wondering, not so much
whether he would spot a sail, as whether
he would come tumbling down off his
precarious perch. They were ready to
catch him before he rolled off into the
Pacific, if he did !

Lord Mauleverer sat on a Lkeg, the

busiest man on the raft. He was
attending, with great care, fo his finger-
nails. auly bad worked as hard as

any fellow in building and packindg tha
raft before the Flamingoe went down.
His noble hands had sulfered consider-
ably from that unaccustomed labour,
Now he was repairing damages, so far
as he could. This was rather an urgent
matter to hir lordship, and he gave it

all hiz atiertion.

“Wothing l:ke a spil?" asked Frank
Nugeut, 23 Bob scanned the blue
harizon.

“Well, yes,™ answered Bob.

“A =21l ¥” exclaimed Harry Wharlon,

“No; something like e¢ne. But it's a
gen-bird 1"’

“You silly ass!” roared Johnny Bull.

“Well Franky asked me if there was
anything like a sai]l—"

“ Fathead 1" said Nugent.

" Can't you see any smoke?" asked

THE ifﬁﬂﬂﬂ? LapRARY.—No. 1,504,
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Billy Bunter, blinking up through his
big spectacles. "“I'd rather see smoke
than a sail. I'd much rather be picked
up by a steamer.” '

The Famous Five chuckled. Really,
the Greyiriars castaways could not
afford to be particular about the vessel
that picked them up—if the}y wera

icked up at alll They would have

et glad to sco oven Barney Hall's
dirty old lugger, crawling with eock-
roaches as 1 was, )

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at 1" grupted Bunter. I wish we could
see some smoke. I'd be jolly glad to
sce some smoke. "

“¥ou should have gone to London for

the hols, instead of coming to the
Pacific,” said Bob, “Lots of smoke
there 1"

“You silly ass ' hooted Bunter.

“Now, if we'd got & telescope or some-
thing,” said Bob Cherry. “We ought
to have thought of bagging the captamn's
binoculars before we left the sehooner.”

“1 did think of it, fathead !” answered
Ha‘ri-{‘ Wharton.

“Then why didn't rou bag them,

it ;

“Bacause those blighters Van Dink
and Ysabel Dick took them away in the
boat.” ,

“(h1 That's rather rotten! We've
got nothing in the way of 1:353:&5_ ex-
cept Bunter's specs, Mauly's Hheld-

lasses would come in useful, if anybody
ﬁnd thought of them. I suppose you
never thought of slinging on your ficld
glasses, Mauly i

£ Yl-ﬂ.ﬂ.“

“Why, you fathead, mean ioc say
you'vo got your field-glasses?” rvoared
Bob, staring down at Mauleverer,

[ Yﬂﬂﬂ.” )

“ Then hand them over, you howling

chump! Might pick up a sail with the
glasses, nz:ru:fJ them o©ver, ¥ou
blitherer 1™

Lm& Mauleverer opened a leather
case that was sinng over his shoulders,
and extracted a handsome pair of silver-
mounted field-glasses. Harry Wharton
passed them up to Bob, who clamped
them to his eyes and obtained a much
wider view nf the surrounding ocean,
thnuzii: it was still only & view of sea
and sky. :

“Anythinf like & sail nowi™ asked
Johnny Bull.

“Ves: but it's a cloud,” answered
Eob regretfully.

“You funny atws!” hooted Johnny.

“Look out, esteemed Boh!” ex-
claimed Hurree Jamset Ram Hingh, -as
the raft tilted a little on a long voller,
and Bob's perch wobbled,

squeaked

g | B, you fellows,™
Bunter, “ make that silly ass get down!
He might falt1"

"hI*m all right, fathead!” answered

“TLook here, you might fall, I tell
ou—"
T Well, even if T did it's not far o
fall,” answered Bob. “I shan’t get
hurt. old faf man.”

:E% i” I mean yoa might fall on me.”
&i HE-, hﬂ! hﬂ- 1:11 .
“You blithering bloater I exclaimed
Beb, “Put  your head this way,

Bunter.”
“Eht What fort®

“ 8o that I can have something soft to
fall on_ *

“Yah 1™

All the fellows were eyeing Bob
rather uneasily—hizs chums alarmed for
Bob, and Bunter alarmed for hifmzelf.
Every time the ratt dipped or tilted,
Bob’s perch wobbled. Really ha'senmad

to be asking for in
Tre Magrer Lisrary.—No. 1,504
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Bunter was nowilling fo move. He
had & lot of weight to shift, and he
never liked shifting it; but he made the
necessary cifort. ]gl-u did not want Bob
to come walloping down on him i his
perch tumbled over, asz it looked like
doing every mirute.

The fat Owl heaved himself up and
rolled towards the forward end of the
raft, There he plumped down again.

That did it}

Other fellows could move about that
raft without disturbing its balance
atill, they trod with care when they did
sa. Billy Bunter plumped down his
weight on the end of the raft as if he
Lad been plumping it into an armchair,

Lok oub 1 yelled Harry Wharton.

The raft gave & deep tilt. A wash of
water came over Billy Bunter’s fat legs,
and he howled with ealarm. Bob
Cherry’s perch collapsed on the instant.
Two suitcases shot off in two directions,
End the keg in a third. Bob Cherry

L

“ Ooooogh V' he pasped as ha went,

Probably 1t was due to the well-
known law of gravitation that Bob few
down the siant of the dripping raft.

Anvhow, he did.

He fow, and he crashed—on Bunier !

Bump !

Bob's full was broken. It sounded
as if Bunter was broken, teo! The
vell that came from underneath Bob
Cherry as he sprawled echoed far and
wide over the Pacific Ocean.

“Yaroooh ™

“Oh crikey I’ gasped Bob.
“Yoo-hoop! I'm sguashed! I'm
killed! ¥Yoo-woch! Ow!l Gerroff,
vau beast]! Wharrer you jumping on
me fori"

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled the crew of
the Greyiriars raft.

Bob Cherry picked himself up! He

glared down at a gasping, squirming
Bunter.

“You slly Owll” he roared. “You
did it—"

“Urrrrggh 1M

“Pve a jolly, good mind—"

“Owl  Beastl Groooogh! I'm
winded! Wow "

“Oasghy Owi T hed! T

i 1 w m squiashe It
all wetl Owl I jolly well knew that

silly idiot weould fall downl ©Oooohl

I sav, you fellows—ow |V

“Ha, ha, hal"

“You can cackle ' yelled Bunter,
B*tﬂThanks, we will 1" chuckled Johnny

mia.

And they did—loud and long, while
Billy Bunler gurgied and snorted.
Anyone who could have secn and
heard the Greviriars crew at that
moment might have fancied that the
schoolboys found it no end of a lark
te be adrift on the FPacificl

—— ==

THE SECOND CHAFPTER.

Port [
13 HERE are wai”
W “Echo answers wherel”
“Echo,’* szaid  Hurree

Jamszat Ram Bingh,
“answers that the wherefulness is
terrific I

Tha Grevfriars castaways wers- in
consuliation. Whether they could work
out their position, even approximately,
they did not know, A little knowledge
of it would have come in useful,

The raft wus in slow but steady
motion, Therea was B mast, frmly
clamped among the planks, and on the
mast was spread & =zail. Motion was
slow, but still the raft moved through

the water before the wind that came
out of the south-west Dircction, at
least, they could tell, not only by the
sun, but by the cempass. They knew
that they were heading north-cast; but
what lay in that direetion they had
ngo idea,

If they could have steered the raft
into the track of ships there would
have heen a healthy chance of gelting
picked up.  But for all they knew,
they might be turning their backs on
1escue,

“Look here, we've got to work it out
somehow 1™ deelared !gnh Cherry. *We
know, for instance, that we sailed
south in the schooner when we left
Kalua on that trip to Suva. We must
have been pretty near the Fijy Islands
when  those villaing got loose and
bagged the schooner.”

“That's sol” agreed Iavvy. " Butl
after they got possession they covered
a tremendous distance—" i

“Running before’ the wind,” said
Johnny Bull, “and the wind hasn't
changed since, so they must have run
north-cast.”” i

“True, O king!"” said Bob., " That
means tlat we're an unknown distance
north-eazt of some unkoown spot
between Kalua and the Fiji Islands

“Oh, my bat! That's s bit vague.”

“Well, if we keep on far enough, we
ghall hit America somewhere,” said
Bob. * But as that must be some thou.
sands of miles off we peedn't worry
about it just yet. Anybody know whal's
nearer than America "

“Honolulu is spotted about some-
where,” said Nugent.

*Hamoa must be somewhere,”’ re-
marked Johnn +Eu1!-
“No end of islands somowhere or

other,” angreed Bob. *The Pacific's

thick with them. If we knew——"'
“Unfortunately, we don't!" said
Harry. *“All wé can do is i{o keep

moving and trust to luck. What do you
think, Mauly?"

“I think I left my nailbrush on the
sehooner—-=""

{9 Eh?}}

“T ean’t find it, anyhow.”

“¥ou howling ess!” roared Bob
Cherry. *“Never mind your lilywhite
fingers now—" . -

“They ain't lilywhite, old bean,” said
Lord Maulaverer sadly. “Far from
it1 I simply can’t get 'em clean! They
look almost like Bunter's 1

“0h, reslly, Manly—"

“Kick him|"” said Bob. “AMauly,
you ass, we're trying to find out where

we are, and whers we're going
We've got the sail up. Did youn notice
that 7"

*Vaas™

“Notica that we're moving "

“Yang [ -

“1 dare say wo'ro doing about a mile
an hour—about as fast as Bunter, when
he sprints[® =zaid Bob., “But every
little helps, if we're guing in the right
dfﬂ:ﬁﬂﬁ:ﬂ. - Dut are wel’

The Famous Five all gazed at Lord
Mauleverer.  They did not expect
brilliant intellectual contributions from
his lordship. Btill, in & case of doubk,
every opinion was worlh hearing.,

Mauly, apparently, hod an opinien,
Now, being asked, he uttered it

Bob geve a grunt. It had heen
rather hard work getting that zail up
and pgetting it to draw. There had
been general satisfaction when it was

ot going and the raft began to glide
gzmugh the water instead of drifting
aiinlessly on the current:. Really, the
Famous Five hoped that they wero
moving in & uscful direction.



"*“You know all about it, Mauly !
remarked Bob, with a touch of sapcasm,

“Yaas"
“Wedl, unlock the stores of know-
ledge !  esaid DBeb, still sarcastic.

“Tell us exactly where we are, the
nearest land to us, and where we can
pick up a ship! Bunter would prefer a
steamer, so never mind about any old
windjammers."”

The Co. chuckled, and Lord Maule.
verer smiled placidly.

“Well, you see,”” he remarked, “tha{
putrid beachecomber, ¥sabel Dick, and
that dirty Dutchman, Van Dink, furned
off the course to Fiji as soon as they
got control, Ther let uws know that
they were going to maroon us on a
lonely islani to get shut of us, so it
stands to reazon they were heading for
the loneliest waters they could reach.
They had possession of the Flamingo
long enough to get clear of the islands.
Well, they got clear.”

“We'd guessed that one,” said Bob,
“ But there're islands spotted all over

the shop.” : .
“Not  north-east, after  you've
dropped the main groups. There's

some, of course—scattered spots.’”
“How do you know?’ roarcd Bob.
]lrI"’IEhh? Lnukiﬂf ot & EHIEE.P ME:*

¢Tab's got a big map o apifie
in _hi:;;j bungalow on Kalua. I looked
at 1t

“Oh!1" said Bob. |

* Another thinf," vawned his lord-
ship, “as those blighters headed north-
cast from Fiji, we know it suited
them, If it suited them, it don’t suit
us. What?”’ _
“0h1"” said Bob again. “Fanoy old
Mauly talking sense! So you think
there’s mno islands in front of us,
Mauly 7" ’

“Just a few spotted about. Neothing
big till you hit the Hawaiian Islands—
Honolulu, and all that! T don't fnow
an many thousands of miles that may
‘:‘._____.!!

The Famous Five exchanged
and Bob Cherry rose from the
was sitting on.

1 '
feeg bs

“We've got to tack,” he said. “No
good runming before the wind and
getting nowhere. We shall have io

put in & lot of tacks.”
“What rot!” said Bunter.
Bob glared at him.
*“Oh, you think it'a rot, do you, you

image ?”" he snorted. .
“ Utter rot!"* said Bunter, staring
at him. “What's the good of tacks

on a raft like this? The planks are

two inches thick!™ Ee g
“What's that got to do with ik, fat.
adl?ﬂl‘

“i,‘:'ell, I don't see any sense in
puktin in tacks,” sald Bunter.
** Besides, you've put in plenty of nails,

if you come to that. DMauly put in a
lots of screws, too, Tacks are no good
—no good at all”’

“0Oh crikey !” gasped Bob.

“ Bozides, have you got anv tackst®™
persisted Bunter,

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I see anvthing to cackle
gt ! I know Bob Cherry fancies him-
self as & carpenter, but if he thinks
it's any good putting in tacks——""

“Tacks !” yelled Bob, * Tacks, not
tacks! I'm net talking =sbout car-
penter’s tacks, or the Income-tax!
We've got to tack! When vou shift
a zail to get nearer to the wind, fat-
head, it's called tacking.”

“lz 1t%"" smid Bunter, *“0Oht Still.
I don't sep how you're going to get
nearer the wind! We're as near as we
can get, I suppoge, when it's blowing
in our facesl

EVERY SATURDAY

“Ok crumbs! It's ecalled qe!ﬁng
nearer the wind when you don’t run
straight in front of it!” shrieked Baob.
“Bhut up, and gét up and lend a hand
Wl'ﬁh;.hﬂh sheets.™ s "

e haven't got any shepts——

“What ¢

“We only brought blankets—="

*'Fhe ropes!” roared Bob. “Tha
ropes used to shift a sail are called
sheats. Now then, all hands on deek 1”

It was not easy to tack with the raft,
Getting nearer the wind with o eraft
that had no keel waz a difficult ﬁ\mpuai-
tion. Btill, after many efforts Bob was
satisfied that the Greyfriars raft was
bearing off to the left. He sat with a
sheet in his hand, trying his hardest to
believe that he was pailing the raft
successiully,

“It's aIij right1” he declared at lest.
“We're getting to port.”

Bill unter sat up.  Bunter had
sprawled down to rest on the blankets;
he had not intended to move till the next
meal-time, but that announcement from
Bob made him sit up quite suddenly.

Oh, good ! he sjaculated. “I say,
you fellows, that's finel I didn't want
another night on this beastly raft!™

Bunter heaved himself to his feet and
blicked round through his big
spectacles. ’

::i_can’t. ae:: it | l;le tsnappe%.l .

ou can't see what, you blitherin
bandersnatch dernaudeg Bob. 8

“The port—""

" What port

“You ally ass, you said we wera got-
ting to porbl” roared Bunter. “Look
here, if you think it’s funny to pull a
fellow's leg when we're adrift on the
beastly sea, I don™! Where's the port,
you fathead "

. Ha, ha, ha!”

" You ean cackle!” roared Bunfer in-
dignantly., *I think it’s rotten to make
fatheaded jokes at a time like this!
That silly ass said we were getting to
port: vou all heard him—=>

“Ha, ha, ha " shrieked the juniora

" Port, not port |” bawled Bab. “You
howling blitherer, we're turning to the
left, and you have to turn to the left to
get to port——"

“I don’t believe we're turning st gll,
but even if wa arg, I can't sce any port
—or harbour, either! Where is it??

“Port is left—"' yelled Bob.

“Eh? I know that! Port was left
when we sailed away from Kalus”
answered Bunter. *“And I jolly well
m‘,:,]:j ]1::'&;:'1 lne:x;ar Ieéi-d p-:ﬁ‘::ﬂl]"

, help ! gas .

“Ha, ha,pha. p

"1 say, wou fellows, I think it's a
pl"E;IIt-j" rotten trick, making out that
were getting to port when we're
nowhere near land at all—-*

“Port's left, and starboard’s right1”

bawled Bob. *Got that, fathead? Left
and right are port and starboard at
sem, "

“Yah I snorted Bunter.

And he sprawled on the. blankets
again. The Greyfriars raft certainly
was not getting to port in Bunter's
sanse of the word-—neither did it seem
to be %etl.iug much to port in Bob's
sense of the word., 8till, as Bob was
satisfied that he was tacking, his friends
considerately did not argue the point,
but left him in that happy belief,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
_ When Rogues Fall Out !

SABEL DICK, the beachcomber
of Kalua, stood up in the
dinghy, one hand resting on the
mast, &nd stared across the

aunny sen,

5

His companien in the boat—the fat,
brawny Dutchinan—gave him a sneor-
ing grin.

o F!apﬂn%c’s dinghy was ut lenst
seventy miles from the spot where the
schooner had gone down, but it was in
that direction that the beachcomber was
staring with haunted eyes,

The Dutchman sprawled with his left
arm over ‘the tiller and his vight hang
on o sheet. The boat was moving fairly
fast, though not so near the wind as
Van Dink would have liked, but ha was
meking sall the southing he could.
Every now and then he cursed in Dutch,

The boat was small, and it wds well
laden with stores, and rather deep in
the water. It had beecn a matter of
choice with the two desperadoes who
had seized the schooner whether to fake
the wheleboat or the dinghy. The
Dutchman would have taken the whale.
boat, and left the crew to crowd the
best they could into the dinghy, careless
1f they went overloaded to death in the
deep sea; but Yzabel Dick had decided
otherwise—with a revolver in his hand,

“Fool I" he said, as Ysabel Dick stoad
scanning the sea with & dark &and
glanmgﬁ raw. “Are you thinking of tho
schoolboys who went down in  the
gchooner?  They are food for fishes
long mgo!”

e beacheomber turned his head and

MI::& his associate & black and bitter
OO,

“It was not my deed,” he sajd, * At
the last moment 1 would have saved
them.™

"It was well for you that I stopp
you,” grinned the Dutchman. “If they
had surrendered they would have been
marconed on Spanish Reef, but thev
are safer at the bottom of the Pacific.
Forget 1t 17

It was easy for the frechooter to dis-
miss & crime—the latest of a long list—
from his mind; it was not so casy for
thae heacheomber,

Of what had happened on the
schooner after it had been abandoned
neither of theur had any suspicion; that
the Flamingo had gone down ‘with the
schoolboys they did not doubt for a
moment,

The vessel had been scuttled in several
places. The Dutchman had pulled his
hardest to get clear to avoid the danger
of being sucked down in the vortex
when the Flamingo sank. That the
shifting of the ecargo in the water-
logged hold had blocked the gaps in the
timbers, delayed the sinking, and given
the schoolboys time to bwld a raft,
netther of them suspected.

To the brutal freebooter the scuitling
of the Flamingo was a trifle, to for-
gotten: but sailing in lawless shi
“gombing the beach ™ on Kalua, ha
not quite deadened the conscience of
his associate.

His feelings towards Lord Mauleverer
were bitter enough. The schoolboy earl,
though he did not know it, blocked the
oufcast's way to a fortune., Vet, bitter
as he was, his hand had faltered when
ho raised & rifle to fire on the school-
boy on the lagoon at Kalua, He had
resolved to effect his purpose by kid-
napping the boy and marconing him on
a lonely isle in the Peaecific. = It was in
the attempt”to do so that he had fallen

into the grip of the law and had been
dispatched in irons on board the
Flamingo to Suva. ' Fortune had

favoured him. He had freed himself

and hiz associate; they had become

masters of the schooner and sailed her

into lonely seas to carry out their plan,

Bit, that plan could not be carried out.

The Greviriars fellows, garrisoning the
Tae Maaxner Lisrary.—No. 1,504,
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cabin with rifles in their hands, defied
him.  Secuttling the schooner, with tha,
schoolboys on Enard, had been the only
solution of the-problem—a solution that
satisfied Van Dink, but left ihe beach-
comhber fecling like & baunted man.

*Forget it " repoated the Dutchman.
“The boy is at tﬁn bottom of tho sea,
and you will be & rich man—and I shalk
share—il wa get out of this! In the
whaleboat we should have run less risk.
If & blow comes on, what will happen to
this little croafe#*"

“I cara littla!" snarled the beach-
comber, ;

“ Fool, we have hundreds of miles fo
cover 1” grunted the Dutchman. “ This
fair weather will not last. In the whale-
boat——"

“Hold your tongue ™

The Dutchmean's little pigey ef.'ea glit-
tered at the onteast of Kalva; he
clenched & brawny hand. The beach-
eomber gave him & look of loathing and
hatred.

“If I were a case-hardened scoundrel
like you, Van Dink, I could forget the
schooner and all that happened on hoard
her,” he sald bitterly; “but you may
be thankful that I am net, fool and
brute | hava done with you! Yon
are no use to me now; only & reminder
cf all that I would gladly forget—a
leach to hang on me for the rest of my
lifo] What 13 to prevent me from blow-
ing out gyour brains and getting rid of

ml?”

The Dutchiman grinned savagely.

“Do you fancy I did net think of
that 7 ho jeered. 1 knocked you sense-
lesa to vent you from returmng to
the sinking schoener. Did you think I
would leave you armed to deal with me
‘as you chose? Ach! You are a fool I”

agbel Dick started, and his hand shot
to his hip pocket. It came away again
emply.

“Vean have taken the revelver?”

#“acht Did you dream that I should
leave it to you when you lay senseless?
It was not likely I” griffmed Van Dink.
*You gave me orders—but you. will give
me no more | 1 would threw you to the
sharks for your insolence if I were not
going to share your riches when they
come. But take care; I have a heavy
band, and I have heard enough from

ot FF -

‘ “You scum ! said the beachecomber,
between his tecth. “Give me the
revolver 17

The Dutchman laughed.

“It 15 likely I he =ard. “ You were
master on the schooner, my friend, but
you are not master heve. I am master
hera | Give me no more of your lip, or
T will beat you o a jellyl Ach! I
have heard enowgh from you |

Vaabel Dick stood looking at him for
s moment or two in savuge silence, then
he stooped and grasped an oar; ha
whirled it up in both hands above his
head, his eyes bla:in;]:. ¥

“Ach| Pasop!” yelled the Dutchman,

He barely dodged the oar as it came
crashing down; it mssed his head and
struck his brawny shoulder. He yelled
with rage and pain, and, leaving sheet
and tiller to take care of themselves,
hurled himszelf at the beacheomber.

He was only just in time, for the
enraged outecast of Kalua was lifting the
oar for another blow,

But Ysabel Dick had to drop his
weapon as the Dutchman's brawny grasp
closed on him.  They struggled savagely,
the dinghy rocking wildly under their
feet and spinning round as it went
whirling into the wind.

“Fool I rosred the Dutchman. * Will
you wreck the boat ™
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“You zewm, give me the revolver ™

:l'lﬁch ! I will beat you to a jellyl I
will——t?

Ysabel Dick, staggering in the Dutch-
man'a gnﬁ-, crashed on the starboard
gunwale, already heeling over under the
sail, He dragﬁed the ponderous Dutch-
man down with him.

In an instant the gunwale was under
water and the sea rushing into the

dinghy. The boat capsized, both the
struggling rascals plunging headleng
into the Pacific.

The struggle ceased suddenly as they
went under. They crine up separately,
fathoms from the capsized boat that
floated keel npwards.
~ “Ach " panted the Dutchman. *“All
iz lost |¥

Ysabel Dick did not speak. He struck
out for the boat, and clung hold of the
hobbing keel. Tha Dutchman followed
him. n either side of the upturned
boat they clung on, mutnal rage and
hatred forgotten for the moment in the
calamity that had overwhelmned them:.

Mastk and sail, oars and stores were
gone, and the two wretches who had
gﬂultied the Flaminge were lefi cling-
ing to a capsized boat, toszing helplessly
on the sea under the burning glare of
the troplc sun.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Shark !

UMP |
“What the dickens—"
claimed Harry Wharton.
“1 say, you fellows, wea've Tun
en a rock1? yelled Billy Bunter.
" Look out ¥
The Greyfriars raft gave a sudden
shiver. BSomething had struck against
it g3 it foated over the Pacific mﬁ&rs.

The juniors wers on their feet in a
mament. Round them rolled the limit-
less Pacifie, eircled by the sky. There
was no gign of land, no sign of & reef.
But even as they stared about them in
amazement, the shoek came again, and
the raft jolted wildly. Billy Bunter
slipped, and sat down with a heavy

LLIE] E).

“Ow I* roared Bunter. " We're going
downt Help|”

" 8hut up I” roared Bob.

eX-

“Owl Helpl I say, you fellows—-
Wow !l Owl”

“What the thump—" exclaimed
Johnny Bull. *Ob, my hat! There it
15 agam "

Bumgp ]

"It's something underncath the raft |
gasped Nugent, “ Not a roch—"

T But what "‘

"Oh! Leok !

A black fin glided on the blue water
close by the reft. The juniors felt their
hearts jump slmost into their mouihs as
they saw 1k _

A shark " breathed Harry.

“QOh crikey I” gasped Bunter. “I zay,
you fellows, keep it off 1

He ceat clutching at the mast, and
blinking in terror at the black fin that
glided so elose, only a few yards away
on the water. Every heart was beatin
fast. It was a shark, and the stripas

markings on it showed that it was a.

tiger-shark. Only the raft stood between
the castaways and the shearing jaws,

“Ch g&d ™ murmured Lord Maule-
verer. Kven his placid lordship was dis-
turbed for the moment.

“Oh erikey! 1 say-—>"

“All sorene, old fat man " said Bob.
“Sharks can't climb like monkeys, old
bean! He can't get on the rafe.”

“Oh lor’' ! groaned PBunter., ™0Oh
dear| T wish I hadn't left Kalual I
wish I'd never come on this Leastly

holiday! I wish I was back at Grey-
friars! Old Quelch is better than this!
©Oh crikey I®

_ “Dear old Quelch would be Aattercd
if he Lknew that Dunter preferrcd him
to a shark 1" remarked Bob Cherey, "I
suppose, taking one consideration with
another, that our jolly old Form-masier
18 the nicer of the two 1

“Oh lexr'l Oh—"

" All serene, Bunter] He's gone I

Tho black fin disappeared. :

“By gum ! sa1d Bob Cherry, drawing
a deep breath, “By gum! Lucky we
had time to build this raft, old beans|
I should hate to meet Lhat chap at close
fuarters 1

“It's pone 1™ said Harry.

“The gonefuloess ts terrific 1™

Billy Bunter tottered up. He scanned
the sunlit sea through his hig spectacles.
There was no sign of the shark to be
seem now. Tha horrible fish  had
vanizhed.

“Qh1” breathed DBunter, "I—I say,
vou fellows, it's gone! After all, it
couldn't get at vus. No need for you
fellows to bo =cared.”

£i W-hat -?-u

“"Keep a stiff upper lip 1" said Bunter
encouragingly.

The Famous Five locked at Dunter.
Lord Alauleverer smiled. The other
fellows g]arﬂd.

Every fellow on the raft had had a
nasty jolt, but nobody had been in a
funk except Bunter. The disappearance
of the shark reassured Bunter. A lion
had nothing on Bunter for courage when
thers was no danger.

“1 mean to sey, we all knew therae
were sharks in the Pacific, I suppose,”

sald Bunter, blinking st the juniors.
“If you wera afraid of sharks, you
should have stayed at home, you know.
‘Keep a stiff upper lLip!”

" ¥ou—you—you——"" gurgled Johnny
Bull*

“Well, if you're going to show funk
every time there's a spot of danger it
will be pretty rolten!” zaid DBunter.
“Dash it all, pull yourselves together |
Standing round like a lot of moulting
owls becanse a shark happens to pass
the raft! DBe men ¥

“¥ou fat, footling, funky freak!”
L

“lh, really, Cherpy=——

“1 jolly well wish that shark would
come back—"

“Well, if it comes back, you won't
see me looking like & mnu'llrmg fowl 1™
said Bunter disdainfully. “I can face
s spot of danger, I hope, without
making a song and dance about 1t [*

“That's good,” remarked Lord Maule-
verer, "because the shark’'s coming
back !

LEY Eh?ll

“Here it comes |

" (th erikey I

“Hold on!t” exclaimed Harry
Wharton.

Buamp |

Something struck the raft under
water. It jolted and shivered from end
to end, Billy Bunter gave a fearful
how! as he c¢lutched at the mast

Luckily, the juniors had roped on their
freight, or a good many articles would
have rolled overboard under the shock.

The raft tilted wildly. A lap of water
came over one end. Billy Bunter’s voice
was heard on its top note:

“Owl We're going down 1¥

“0h, my hat|” breathed Bob. “This
is petting exciting | I say, that beastly
thing is trying to upset the raft [™ '

“(Oh crikey | -Keep it off! Oh dear!”

Again the juniora saw a black hn
shaot away on the sea. It disappeared,
But they did not suppose thiz tune that

the shark wat gone. The hungry demion



of the deep had scepled prey. The hor-
rible thing knew, as 'I.".'E*!?‘ as-the school-
hoys knew, that only the planks stood-
between it and its prey. It had attacked,
and waz going to attack again.

Bump !

“Yargoh 1™

The raft rvocked again. Whether it
was the shark's head that struck, or
whether it was striking like a whale
with its tail, the junters did not see;
but the shock was sharp and hr:urig.
The raft fairly spun, rocking and bob-
bing, and it was not easy for the school-
bovs to keep their feet as 1t tilted,
Billv Bunter certainly would have rolled
overboard had not both his fat arms
beer wound round the wast in a loving
embrace.

The danrer was not, as Bunter had
happily supposed, pazt. It was close,
and coming closer. Bunter clung to the
miast, clamped his eyves chut behind his
spectacles, and mumbled with terror.
svery other face was pale. The raft
was strongly put together, but it was
not built ‘to stand many shocks like
that, TE it went to piceces it was the
end of all things for the Greyiriars cast-
aWaYs.

Bang |

It was the sudden roar of a rifle. The
Fomous Five staved round at Louvd
Muuleveror.

His lordship had taken a rifle from
the case roped on the raft. He missed
a black fin by about a foot as Te fired.
The sharlt was retreating for anothor

riush, and the fn showed above the
water—not an easy mark ns 1f Hashed
along. But it guided AMauly's aun, and

the bullet struck the subimerged body of
the shark.

That was clear. for the bruie’s head
showed for a moment over the water as
11:_ whirled and thrashed., It had been

It. .

“Oh 1T exclaimed Bob.,  “Good old
Maule !  Get hold of rifles, you
fellows 1"

It was Mauly who had hrst thought
of hitting back at the ecoemy, but in a
few momentz the Famous Five hod
their rifles in their hands. The shark
had dissppeared again, leaving the sur-
face of the sea wildly ruffled. IE was
wounded, though probably only slight!ly,

the

and they wondered whether it was
gong.

They zoon knew!

Bump!

Unseen under water. the shark had
rushed back. The rafi secmed to life
under the feet of th}r juniors, and‘u,
splashed wildly as it settled again,
rocking and shipping -water. The
enemy was not dene with them vet.

“Watch for the brute!” breathed
Harry Wharton.

“ Loolk 1" gaszped MNugont.

Close beside the raft, hardly more
than a foot under the surface, plain
through the clear water, a hideous shape
glided. Tho rifles banged off in a
sudden wvolley. The water dellected
some of the shots—but three of the
bullets cut deep into the hideous shape,
and there was a rush of red in the
water.

“Heo's kit !"" breathed Bob

There waz a wild Hurry beside the
raft and’ it rocked and pitched. The
juniors had to hold on. But as they
clung they could see, over the edge,
the thrashing shape of the wounded
ficnd of the deep—thrashing, rolling,
and, to their immense reiief, sinking.
It disappeared from their sight in the
reddeneod water.

The raft righted and glided on before
fhe wind.

With beating Thearts the juniors
watched for another shock. Buat it did

hurt, was disabled—and

EVERY SATURDAY

The shark, if not fatally
their -hearts
grew -lighter as the raft glided on and
there ‘was no further atteck. :

Bob Cherry wiged the perspiration
from his forehead. .

““Thank goodness
him ! he murmured.

“Yes, rather!"” _

It had been a thrilling expericnce for
the crew of thoa Greyinars' raft,  But
it was over. The raft glided on,
leaving the wounded shark in the depths
far astern. It did not take the juniors
long to recover their spirits—hut the

rocess was loager with Billy Bunter!

e still eclung te the mast with his
eves shut, mumbling. .

It was some little time later that it
dawned on Buntex, that the danger was
past. IHe opened his eyes and blinked
round him. i

“I—I say, wvou fellows, is=—is—is it
pone ™ he stuttered.

“Long ago!” answered Bob.

“Qh1”

Billy Bunter crawled to his feet.
scanned the sea and blinked at  the
Famous Five. For a few minutes he
was silent,

not come.

we've done with

But it was not Bunter's way to be

silent for long. )

“Well, it's gone!” he =aid.
up, you fellows! Don't worry 17
“Who's worrying ¥ inguired Johnny
Ball in a belligerent voice,

“Well, vou're looking a bit sickly, old
chap!” said Bunter breezily. "Ieep
a =tilf upper lip, vou know! A spot
of pluck—"

i ?hﬂ.t ?J‘: 5

“A epot of pluck!” said Bunler
firmly. “What I mwean
Yaroooooooooh !

Five fellows stepped towards Bunter
as if moved by the same spring. Five
boots landed on him at the same time.

Bunter roared—and rolled ! _

Only BMauly had not kicked him!
And  Mauly, on second thoughts,
stepped to him as he rolled and kicked
him also. -

Eilly Bunicr roared. Ile roared and
roared !  Buf he said nothing further on
the subject of a stimt of pluck. Bunter
was not quick on the uptake—but it was
made clear, even 'to Bunter, that he
had better not! And he didn’t!

“Buck

f

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Canoe!

ARRY WHARTON {fixed his
H evea on the blua horizen, and
then, shading them with his
lmn-ci, stared harder. ]

It was morning. The Greyiriars cast-
aways had had anctber night on the
raft, and morning had dawned clear
and sunny. The fair weather waa last-
ing, much to their satisfaction. They
hardly ventured to think what might
happen if a “blow  came on and tossed
the raft on stormy billows. It was
realiv better not to think of .it.  The
morning wore on, fair and calm, the
heat ntensifyving towards noon—to an
accompaniment _ of mumbles  and
grumbles from Billy Bunter—who did
not like the heat!

“The sail was s=till pulling the raft
along st a snail’s pace. Bob Cherry,
happily hopeful as he was, had to admit
that he had little luck in tacking. The
direction they followed was not the one
they would have chosen.

But it was agreed on all hands that
it was better to keep moving. No sail
gend no land could be seen, but there
was B chance of sighting one or the
other 1f they moved on in any direction.
They hnpecf for a change of wind—and

He

- g mak-zail

7

i the meantime rolled on before what
wind they had.-

At frequent intervals they scanned
the horizen for the' -heped-for sail.
Billy Bunter had stated that he would
prefer & steamer, but undoubkedly he
would have been glad to spot a sail.
Now it scemed to Wharton, as he stared
hard into the west, that there was some-
thing on the sea—a moving speck—and
his heart gave a sudden jump of hope.

“Hand me the glasses, Mauly, old
bean,” he said.

“8Bee anythin’ #

“I think so0.”

There was excitement on the raft at
once as Wharton clamped the glasses to
his eves. - All the fellows admitied that
they had been lucky to get on that raft
at all, but they were quite keen to get
off it again, There was little thev
would not have. given for the sight of
a tail on the boundless sea.

Wharton focused the glasses on the
distant speck. It became clear 1o hig
eves—toy-like in the distance, but clearly
seen.  And he compressed hia lips as he
saw what it was,

A ship? breathed Nugent. %
“A cance |” answered Harry.
L1 Dh i!‘l

“Only a rotten cance I” grunted Billv

Bunter. *“8till, a canoe’s better, than
nothing. It must come from somne
island. ™

Harrr Wharton scanned the canoe
carefully, and then the glazzes passed
from hand to hand, and all the fellowa
looked at it.

It was o large canoe, with & heavy
currigger and a tell prow, and & crowd
of dark-skinned men could be seen in it
—not fewer than ten or twelve, It had
which was pulling in the
wind. It was the sail that had firse
canght Wharton's eye.  But with the
powerful glasses the cance and its evew
could -be made ont.

“1 say, vou fellows, perhaps 11’2 from
Kalus 1" said Billy Bunter hopefully.

“Kalua's hundreds of miles away
westward, , fathead "

FWell, I've heard that these niggers
po no end of distances in their canoes,”
argued Bunter,

ld?es' hut'__l.l'

Nobody but Bunter fancied that the
canos might be from Kalua. Bu* i
was a sea-going canoe, and it was true
that the islanders made long voyages in
such craft, so the sight of it wa: no
proof that the castaways were anywhere
near land.

They looked
dublous silence.

The same thought was in all minds.
Friendly natives 1n the cance wonld be
an immense help. It might mean
resone, Bute—

But a crew of savages would be a
very  different matter.  That might
mean not reseune, but a fight for lile.

Even natives whe normally were harm-
less might be .tempted to lawlessncss,
tempted to resume old manuers and
customs by the sight of a white crew
adrift on the ocean at their merey. The
Elunder of the raft's cargo would have

cen B orich prize to a gung  of
1zlanders.

“Well 7" said Bob at last.

““Blessed if T know what we'd betier
do,” smid Harry. “There's about a
dozen of them—pretty long odds if they
cut up rusty. ;ffnd ]yet—u*l

“I sav, wou fellows, hadn't wou
better signal them ™ exclaimea Billy
Bunter impatieuﬂ‘f. “They may pass
without seeing us.™

“1 fancy we shall be lucky if thes
do 1" grunted Johnny Bull. “Blessed if
1 like their looks [
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*1—1 say "—Bunter jumped in alarm
—"T—1I say, think they are hile-kik-kik-
kik-cannibals 7

“Bhouldn't wonder."

“Oh lor' | I—I say, you fellows, we'd
better steer clear of them 1 gasped
Bunter. “I—I don't suppose they
belong te Kalua! Of-—of course they
don’t I say, let's keop out of their
way "

“Shut wup, PBunter! Waiting for
orders, skipper " said Bob Cherry.

“ Well, I think we'd better steer clear,
if we can,™ said Harry, “It's not ensy
to decide, If they wora iriendly, they
could help us out of this, but if not-—"

“Oh erikey!” 3 :

“Trawn with the sail 1™ said Ha ry,
making up his mind, " If they haven't
peen us yet, they won't spot us with
the sail down. Better give them a miss,
if wa can.” . )

The sail was lowered. But it was in
the minds of all the juniors that it had
already bheen discerned by the brown
men in the canoe. Wharton had spotted
the mat-aail on the horizon, and the
islanders probably had keener sight.

But it was al' that they could de.
Flight was impessible at the rate at
which the raft moved through the water.

They eould only hope that they had
not been seenm, and that the canoce crew
would pass on their way without know-
ing that the raft was there. DBut they
sorted out the rifles, to ba ready for
trouble if it came,

The distant spegk grew larger and
elearer to their eyes. _

The cance, when Wharton first sighted
it, had been running before the wind—
that iz, to tha north-east, the same
irection in which the raft was slowly
moving. Dub as it was a good deal to
the north it would have passed them by
at & great distance if the course had
not been altered.

But the juniors could ses now that the
mat-zail had been shifted. The canoce
had swerved from its former course, and
was now running for the raft

“They've seen usl” breathed Bob,

“Not much doubt about titat!” said
Harry, hia eyes on the nearing sail.
“After all, they may be friendly
natives—-" .

“If they are we shall be jolly ﬁL&d
we mnever missed them!™ said b.
“Anvhow, we shall know preity soon
now. Keep your pecpers open.”

The juniors waited and watched.

The raft was scarcely moving, and the
canoe came-on swiftly, Before long the
juniors eould make out the faces of the
i:mwn men on board—eleven of them,
with gleaming dark eyes and tattooed
skins. Some of them were paddling to
help the sail, and they were making
direct for the raft o

] ning the brown faces, the juniors
realised that they had been wize in try-
ing to aveid a meeting, There was no
rmistaking the looks on the faces of the
brown men in the cance. Thosa who
wére not paddling already had weapons
in their hande—spears and axes. The
wera rushing down the raft az the shar
had rushed it down the previous dagy,
and with intentiona just as savage and
ferecions. Who they were, fl'ﬂFl what
island they came, the juniors ‘had no
iden; but they knew now that the cance
CIEW Came 4% enemies,

“8tand ready }” said Harry, in &
tensa wvoice.

“You bet ™

“Oh crikey I gasped Bunter. ]

Harry Wharten lifted his rifla to his
shoulder and took aim at the cange, now
within eagy hailing distance.

“Stop 1" he shouted. He went on, in
the * beche-de-meer,” which it was likely
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that some of the Kanakas szt least
understood : * You feller along canoe,
yvou stop along place belong you, along
you no wantee this feller shoot along
url.

Whether the savages wnderslood or
not, 1t made no difference. The ‘canca
came on with a rush, and a spear, whiz-
zing through the air, landed on the
raft and stock quivering in the wood.

Wharton sek his lips.

“Fire ™ he said.

And his rifle rang as he spoke.

THE SINTH CHAFTER.
Fighting For Life !
rifles

ANG, bang, bang! 'The
roared from the raft. There
were six of “them, and at the
short range every bullet was

pitched right into the cance. It was no
time to hesitate, for if the eance reached
the raft, and the savages leaped aboard,
with stabbing spear and whirling axe,
it was the fimsh for the Greyfriavs
party. Hand-to-hand they had not the
ghost of & chance. Lifo itself was at

stake now, and their fate hung on the
next few moments, They fired as fast
as they could pull trigger, and a rain
of lead tore ioto the cance.

Three of the brown men went down
in the bhottom of the canoe, howling. A
fourth tipped over the side, and even as
he clutched hold to drag himself back a
fearful cry came from him, and tho
juniors saw a gleam of white az a shark
furned to snap. The shrieking savage
diznppearved under the water,

The cance still came rushing on. But
the brows man at the steering-oar had
rolled over with a bullet in him, and tho
canoe went into the wind, rushing past
the raft. But for the outrigger it would
probably have copsized. As it was, it
went past the raft before the wind,
savage yella floating back from the
erew., 'The junior: ceased to fire as it
went.

“If thet's enough fdér them !" mut-
tered Bob. His face was a litile white,
but his hand was steady on his rifle,’

It was no light matter to the Grey-
friars fellows to fire on the canoe crew,
savages as they were. But they knew
only too well what to expect if the
brown men gained the upper hand—
maszsacre on ihe raft; perhaps the
cocking-ovens on some distant island.
They wers ready to fight to the last
Fasp if the savages came on again, but
they would hat‘eiaen deeply thankiul to
zee the cance ran on before the wind.

Thers waz wild confusion in  the
canoe. It rushed om ita way, rocking,
its crew yelling, some of them brandish-
ing their weapons at the raft. Bome of
them were wounded, and the three whe
had fallen did not rise. Of the man
who had gone overboard there was no
sign, but on the surface of the shinin
zea threa or four black fins glided.
Sharks wers gathering: in tha clear
wakar the juniors could ses the hideous
shapes winding,

ith beating hearts they watched the
cance, Seven brawny brown savages
were in it, every one s powerful man—
a match for two or thres of the school-
hoys if it came to a struggle. A whirl-
ing axe whizzed across the water, drop-
ping & yard short of the raft and plung-
g into the Pacifie.

E‘he raft was almost motionless. The
seven in the cance wers gathered In a
wildly excited, jabbering bunch. Ta
run down the raft they had te get to
windward again, and they were clearly
too enreged ard impatient for ihat. Thae
mat-sail was dropped, and every one of
the crew seized a paddle.

“They're coming " drawled Lerd
Mauleverer,

(18 l'r'i.l.,E !!."

“Oh erikey! T say. you fellows, keep
those beasis off 1 yelled Billy Bunter.

But the juntors did not heed Bunter—
they harcdly heard him.  Steadily they
fired on the cance as ik came shooting
back under the fashing paddles,

It scemed amazing that the long evafk,
with 1ts heavy, elumsy outrigger, could
move =g fast. It seemed to come bhike
&1L ACTOW.

Had the Grexfriars faliered then, had
their steady nerve faled themy it would
have been the finish., But fhey stood
hke rocks, fring steadily, sweeping the
canoc fore and aft with bullets from the
magazine riffes,

Maon after man dropped his paddle
and sprawled wvelling, Avother man
went over the side as he was strock, and
shearing jaws met ham almost before he
was in the water,

The cance lost way, Every man in
the c¢rew must have been hit, more or
teza seriously.  Only two were  still
paddhing, when it swerved away and
fled. It had penetrated the thick skulls
of the sevages that they could not rush
the raft under that steady fire. Ferocity
changing intc panie, the cance fled as
fazt a3 ihe remnesining paddles could
drive it.

“Oh good I gasped Dob. He dropped
the butt of his riffe. " Never =zo jolly
glad to see anybody’s baeck.”

“The gladiulness iz terrific [

“Keep on your guard,” =aid Harry;
“ihey've not gone,”

The juniors waiched. The canos was
already distant, but they could follow
the movements of the crew.

Several of the wounded men had
taken their paddles again. Every man,
they could see, had been hit; but some
of the wounds were probably lLittle more
than scratches, Five men were paddhing
again, though they did not venture fo
approach the raft.

At & distance the canoe came {o
a2 stop. From that distance threaton-
ing howls were heard and spears
brandished,

The savages dared not attack again,
but it -was plain that they were not
zoing., They lay at a distance, watech-
ing the raft, )

arry Wharton zent a bullet whizzing
aver the ecanoe.  Fuzzy heads ducked
down and remained down ; but the canoe
stayed where 1t was. Every now and
then a tattooed face rose to glare and
ducked down aga'n _

“Up with the mainsail ¥ said Bob.

The canoe crew, o far as the juniors
could read their intentions, intended to
stand by, walching for anether chance.
The aa.if was hoisted on the raft again,
and it began to move through the water.
But the pace was too slow to leave the
rance behind if the sovages chose to
follow.

And it was soon elear that they did.

The cance dropped astern, and tha
juniors hoped for a few minutes that the
islanders were fed-up, and willing to
leave it at that. But they were very
quickly undeceived.

The mat-sail was run up again, and
the canoe followed in the wake of the
raft. The raft’s crew were ready to fire
if 1t ran in; but the intervening distanca
did not lessen. The tattooed crew did
not ventnre to approach nearer, but
they hung on in the distance astern,

“Keeping & jolly old eye on ns " said
Bob Cherry. “Waell, let them; they
can’t do us any damage.”

“"Wa've got to keep our eyes open,”
said Harry. “If they caught us nap-
ping for a single minute——"

"q.i‘hat’a their game, I supposc! But
they jolly well won'tl uck wp,
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** Give me the revolver ! *

*“Fool I " roared Van Dink. * Wil you wreck the boat 2
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‘ | ‘/ﬁ%ﬂj ey i
4 Ysahel Dick closed with him,
Staggering in the Dufchman’s brawny grip, he crashed on fc the ganwale,

..r""-

“ You scum I** he panted.
The next instant

the dinghy had heeled over, throwing them into the water.

Bunter, old fat bean1 They haven't got
you yet. ™

“Oh erikey ! groaned Bunter. *I
say, vou fellows, nin't they gone?' The
fat Owl sat up and blinked round
through his spectacles, “I—I say, this
is—is awful, you knewl I wish I was
back at Creytriars "

“What a coincidencs!”
Bob, I wi
man "

“ Beast 1" moaned Bunter.

“What abour & spot of pluck?™
inquired Bob., " Keeping a stiff upper
lip, and all that—"

“Oh erikey i

Billy Bunter did not scem to be
bothering sbout keeping s stiff upper
lip at present, and & spot of pluck
scemed to be rather comspicuous by its
absence § ; :

He blinked in the direction of the
canoe, lurking astern of the drifting
vaft, with & deeply uneasy blink.

“I say, vou fellows, are thosa beasts
after usi” he mumbled.

“Sort of I said Bob,

“Oh lor 1™

The juniors ate their lunch that day
with watchful eyes on the pursuing
canoe, ready to grasp their rifles at the
first sign of the enemy closing in, Billy
Bunter watched it, ever more watchfully
than the other fellows. The sight of it
waorricd the fat Owl, even to the extent
of affecting his appetite. He ate hardly
ae much as any three of the other
fellows on the raft.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Luck Of The Dinghy !
YS.&BEL DICK shaded his eves

remarked
vou were, foo, old fat

with his hand, against the
burning ?‘inm of the sun, and
gtared  hopelessly  inte  the

havizon., The shifting bLiur against the

blue was, he reckoned, a sea-bird, or a
aich of cloud; he did not dare to
ancy that it was a sail. He sank back

again, and, meeting the savage glare of

the Dutchman, scowled blackly.

. The dinghy drified on the blue waters,

It had taken the two rascals hours of
labour, incessant and weary elforis, to
get the boat righted, but they had
succecded, at last, and baled it out. But
that was the limit of the extent to which
they could repair the disaster that had
befallen them. '

Lverything in the dinghy had gone,
when it capsized. Food and water, to
the last scrap and the last drop, was
gone; mast and sail were gone; the
Oars were gohe, Thei\; had the boat, to
keep them from sinking in the sea:

and that was all they had. Their own

savage and inscnsate rage had robbed
them of everything else—even hopel

T'or the rest of the day, they had
watched the sea; at night they had
sunk down, formented with hunger and
thirst: and a new day came to add to
thelr torments. :

Burning sun, from a burning sky,
streamed  down on  the unprotected
dinghy. They almost forgot hunger in
the torment of thirst, s They scanned the
sea—but with hopeless eves,

Deliberately, after the Flammpo was
in their hands, they had sailed for
lonely waters; far from the islands, far
from the track of irade., It waa fo
their own cost, as it had turned out: for
in those solitary seas, thers was littls
hope of seeing sail or smoke. 'They
were, perhaps, 8 hundred miles from tha
Greviriars raft, and so much nearer to
the hope of rescue. DBub the hops was
ioo faint to reckon on. DEven if a vessel
razo on the horizen, they wera littla
likely to be spen—they had no means ot
signalling. The drifting dinghy was the

moerest speck on the vastness of the
Dean.

The Dutchman, sprawling in the bows,
muttered Dutoh curses in the intervals
of dizmal and desﬁmirmg silence. More
than once, he had groped for the
revolver he had taken from thoe beach-
comber—the cause_of the struggle that
had - ended so disastrously—and his
piggy eyes gleamed murder at his com-
papion in crime. The beachcomber was
aft, his hand ncar the tiller—his only
weapon, if the btrutal frechooter's fury
broke out.

To reach land was impossible—all
depended on sighting a sail, which was
unlikely. Bome trader, plying among
out-lying islands, might sppear on theo
goa-rim—that was the only chance: and
even &0, they were not likely to be seen.

The dinghy rocked on the calm sea.
In the east, there was a dimnpess of
gathering clouds, portending = change
in tha fair westher that had F{asted long.
They hardly noticed it—though rough
waather, if it came, spelled destruction
io the drifting dinghy.

“You scum " The beachcomber broke
a long and weary silence. “You scum |
I was a fool not te blow out your brains
on the deck of the Flamingo! This is
the end—the end, you scum”

“Achl Tt is I who will blow out
brains if we come to that!" said the
Dutchinan, between his fecth. * But for
your folly, we should have sailed in the
whaleboat—but for your madness weo
should now be raising land! The crow
of the Flamingo have been q_lleked up by
thia time—and we—>" e finished
with a string of Dutch oaths.

“And we share the fate of the school-
hoys we left on the schooner!” said
¥sabel Diek. “It is a& judgment!
Better if you had let me back to
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their help! The boy is food for fishes
now—his fortune is mine, if I live to
claim it—and 1 shall not livel And
yon will not live, brute and scoundrel

The pigey cyes glittered at him.

“I 5]1&?1 live longer than you!"
answered the Dutchman, and there was
a dreadful threat in his gleaming oyes.

The beachcomber’s grasp ¢losed on the
killer.

“Make a movement, you hound, and
I will knock you senseless, and fing
your carcass to the sharks|” sparled the

achcomber..

“**Ach! I have the revelver—="

“It has been in the water, fool—do
vou think it will be useful to you now "
gneered the beachcomber. )

The Dutchman gave him an evil logk,
roso to s feet, and scanncd the wida
Pacifie. Vsahel Dick watched him like
a cat, his hand grasping the tiller, But
Van Dink, for the moment, was not
heeding him.

His ayes fHxed on the blur, far to
windward, that the beachcomber had
scen, and disregarded.

“1f that was a sail—" he muttered.

Ysabel Diek laughed mockingly.

“A gail—in these walers! Are you
still thinking of a chance of hmn%
picked up, and sharing the fortune o
tha boy we left fo sink in the schooner "

The Putchman stared long and hard,
Put he turned, at last, from scanning
the horizon, and threw himself down
again in the bows of the dinghy.

IS PIEEY eyes were on his companlon.
Yaahel ]gick's eyes were on him. They
watched one another like cats,

Teo the beachcomber, all that remained
was the lingering out of life, till the
inevitable end came. But he knew, he
did not need telling, the fearful thoughts
ithat passed through a mind like Van
Dink's,

THE MAGNET

The man stood to share what he had
gained by crime: and so lopg as there
was a spob of hope, he would hold his
hand. But when all hope was gone, 16
was o wild and savage beast that he had
te deal with, in {he little boat that
floated on the immensity of ses.

He took the tiller from its place, and
laid it meross his knees. Hoe was ne
match for the Dutchman, if it came to
another struggle. And the ook on the
fat, brutal, bearded face told that the
strugele would not be long postponed.

They watched cach other, as the
dinghy rocked. Neither of them looked
beyond the boat again—and they did
not sea the blur to windward grow
larger and clearer.

a Dutehman stirred at lask
Several times, nlteadMa had groped
for the revelver, but not drawn it.
Now, at last, it came out in his band.

It was doubtful whether it was of use
as a frearm. It had been in the Dutch-
man's pocket, when he was in the fea
for hours, the previous day. But if a
single cartridgs was still in pood con-
dition, he was master of life and death
on the boat.

The beacheomber, the tiller in his
hand, watched him. And, as Van Dink's
hand came out with the revoelver in it
he acted—swiftly.

His hend went up, and the tiller ghot
afong the boat, rimed at the Dutchman’s
head. Before Van Dink knew that it

wag coming, it crashed: and the Duteh.’

man, with a gasping roar, rolled over
on hia back.

With the spring of a tiger, the beach-
comber was upon him.

Before the Dutchman could rise,
Yaabel Dick’s knee waes planted on him,
pinning him down, and Ea Wai Eroping
te grasp the tiller again.
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1®.Jer his gripping knee, the brawny
frecboot® hieaved and struggled, Then
hiz right hand came up, and, with the
muzzle of the revolver touching the
beachcomber, he pulled the trigger,

Click |

MNothing but a click answered. The
revolver was useless. Had it exploded,
Ysabel Dick would have fallen on him,
shot through the body. But thers was
no shot: the beachcomber waa un-
harmed. And his grasp was on the
tiller again now, anﬁ he whirled it up
to strike.

Ancther moment, and the tiller would
have eome crashing down, stunning the
sprawling Dutchman, But even as he
simed the blow, t{he beachcomber
stopped—and his gaze becams fHxed—
oot an the Dutchman, but on the sea to
windward. Van Dink, amazed, glared
up at him, snd struggled—to his utter
amazement, the beachecomber sprang up,
releasing him, Ieaving him free.

Tha Duotchman struggled to his feet.
Ha reversed the revolver in his hand,
to use the butt as a club,

But ha did not raise it. He saw, then,
what Ysabel Dick had scen! The beach-
comber was Bh:)uiing, huzkily :

A zaill A Eail.]‘

“Ach! A eail!” breathed the Duich-
man,

He thrust the revolver into his pocket.
The tiller had dropped from the beach:
comber’s  hand. ostility, in each
savage heart, died, at the sight of the
saill that was bearing down.

“A saill” breathed Ysabel
“Life and not death—a sail 1

It waa the tall 2ail of a culter that
was bearing down, before the wind. The
Dutchman's piggy eyes danced. Cloker
and closer, that tall sail had swept down
from windward, unseen by the two
desperadoes, in their mutual suspicion
and animosnity. It was quite near at
hand, when ¥seabel Dick suddenly saw
it—and held the hand that was about

Dick.

to strike.
“Ach! 'The Bea-Cat!™ breathed the
Dutchman. *“I know that craft—it is

the 2ea-Cat of Lukwe—ach |
saved, then "

The dinghy lay almost directly in the
course of the sweeping cutter. They
could see a white man, a dapper figura
in spotless ducks, and & couple of black
boys on her deck,

Standing in the rocking dinghy, they
waved, ancd shouted, with all their
sbrength. 'They saw the black boys
stare, and the white man step to the
rail and fix his eyes on them. 'The
cutter was so near now that they could
make out every feature of tha hand-
sorna face of Peter Parsons, skipper of
the Sea-Cat, and read its expression.
And in that expression they read
indifference,

But even Dandy Peter, the sea-lawyer
of Lukwe, was not whnfl:r ihsensible to
the c'aims of hunranity,

He remained for a long minute staving
abk the drilting dinghy, and the two
desperate men who waved and shouted,
Then he made a sign to the black boat-
steerer, and the Eea-Cat ran down io
them,

We are

e sy

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
In Direst Peril !

. ILLY BUNTER breathed deep in
the cool wind. It had been a
blazing day—the sun burning
down on the Greyiriars raft hke

an oven. But towards sunset, coolnese

came; and the fat junior did not even
chserve the clouds banking up on the

borizon, indicating a coming change in



the weather that had escaped no other
eye on the raft, .
S [ sav, you fellows, ’tain't so beastly

hot !" remarked Bunter., “I've been
cooking all day! Ooooh! This ain't
g0 bod 1™

The other fellows were glad enough
to feel it cooler, They were not glad
of the signs of & coming gale. _

Fuir weather had lasted long. For
days and days, unclonded sunshine had
baked down on the Pacificc But a
change was coming now,

Tt had been an anxious day to the
Greyfrinrs fellows. Blowly, slowly, the
raft drifted on—and astern. lurked the
canoe. All through the burning day the
canoe had hung on astern, following the
raft like & hungry shark following a
ship.

I'g was still in sight, at the same dis-
tance.  All through that weary day
they had watched it; but it came no
Nearer.

And it was towards sunset that the
real purpose of the tatrooed erew
dawned on their minds. Ther dared
not face the rifles again—it was not a
sudden rush that the juniors had to look
{or. he savages were walbing for
night., When the dark came, the rush
would come.

Faces were grave, asthe sun dipped
towards the western sea, So long as the
daylight lasted, the juniors had ne
doubt of being able to defend the raft.
They had beaten off the islanders’ attack
and less than half the savage crew re-
mained in the canoe—a second attack
would have been still easier to handle,
s0 long as they were not taken off their
guard. But when darkness fell on the
sea, the matter wonld be very different.

Shooting would be +very uneertain in
the dark. The canoe ¢rew knew that, as
well as the jumors en the raft.

The canoe would close 1n unzeen till
it was fairly on them. Then would come
the savage rush of leaping demons from
the dark, spear in hand,

The Greviriars feliows understood it
now; but there was no help for it. There
WA5S N0 CSCARe.

The rafr drifted on slowlv. The
canoe was master of the siuation; it
could have salled round and round the
raft 1f the crew had chosen. There was
no shaking off the enemy: no getling
at thew to foree an issuc before night
foll; nathing but waiting till the enemy
chose to attack, And they were going
to atrack woder conditions advantageous
for themselves, hopelessly disadvantage-
ous for the erew of the raft.

It was with anxious eves that thev
waktched the deepening of the sunset, the
thickening of coming dusk,

Strange to relaie, Billy Bunler was
the only member of the caft’z crew in a
confident state of mind.

That was beeause the fat Owl did not
understand the danger.

Buanter had recovered from a rather
severe attack of funk., For hiours he had
watched the canoce astern, with seared
eves behind his spectacles. But asz the
vemnant of the savage cvew still held
off, his confidence revived. Clearly they
dared not attack., 5o long as they came
ne nearer, Dunter <id nut see anything
to worry about, He oven took a nap
during the heat of the afternoon—afer
caulioning the othergfellows to keep a
good look-out !

Now he was awake again, getting
hungry, and considervably comforied by
the reireshing coolness. TUnaware that
the change in the temperature indicated
a change in the weather, unaware that
1IZ|IE- following savages weore only wait-
tng tor the night, Bunter was feeling
guite cheerv—and a little puzzled by the
gravity of the rest of the raft’s crew.

say, vou fellows, what are vou

-or six miggers skulking
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looking like a lot of moulting owls for "
he inguired.
“Are wet"” murmurcd Bob.

M ¥es, you jolly well wre!” _said
Bunter, crossly. If you're afraid of
those, niggers you can wash it out!

They' duren’t come anvywhere near us!
Can't you see that, by this time*”

“Bort of " agreed Boh.

“T'm not frightened ! said Bunier
scornfully. “I'm as cow as a cool-
cumber—] maean, as cool as & cow-
cumber ! It would take wmore thian half.
a-doxen dirty nigpers to &righien me.”

Johnty Bull locked at him thought-

fu'llg.é:

“Shall T boot him ?” he asked.
Harry Wharton shook his head,
“What you fellows want is a little

nerve | said Bunfer. " We've driven

off that gang--and they're afraid to
come near us b 1'm not worrving about
those niggers, I can tell you.”

“Keep on not worrying, old fat
beap ! said Bob, - . '

“I've got nerve, I hope!” said Bun-
ter. *Caich me \'.‘nrryini about five

alf a mile
away ! I say, what about grub?"

“Park all the grub you want ! said
Bob. He could ot help thinking that
it would probably be for the last time,
but irritating as the fatuons fat Owl
was, he was willing to leave him all the
comfort he counld.

“Well, I think you fellows might lend
a hand at getting supper 1" said Bunter.
“Leaving all the work to me, as ustal.
I can tell you, I gel sick of it! Arc
you going to squab there watching that

cange, Mauly?"

Li L ER]

“"No need for all of you to do it! Of
course, you'd better koeep a good look-
out—they might rush us if you didn't!
But I think szome of you might get
:suprg{cr ready.

‘¥ou think that, do you?" ashed

MNugent.
“Yos, I really think that!™ said
Bunter, “DU'm not lazy, I hope—but

lr:.f.prmj_;;__l all the wm:k to me 13 Joretty
thick. Loolk here, I'll watch the nmiggers,
if you like, while some of you get

sup ! Fi
*%ﬁmt up, old chap!™ said Harrv,
“Tuck in all you like, but don't ralk so
ruch.
“That means fhat you want me to
t up, I sappose!"™ snecred Banter.
"Well, T'in used to sclfishness from you
fetlows; that's onc thing. "
And Bunier got up.
He was unwli(hn to geb up. Only for
one rcason would he have got up ! Baft
that reason was irresistible—being food.
Boly Cherry opered @ can of beef, and
4 bag of biscus, for the eupper of the
rezt. They did not feel much like catin
tn the circumstances; atd any kind o
provender that came handy was pood
epough, They watched the canoe as
they ate, and calculated thelr chauces of
dealing with a rush in the dark.
Scrounging such a scrappy supper was
not good enough for Bally Bunter, how-
over: though it was probable that even
Bunter's appetite might have been taken
away, had he realised what was coming,
Fortunately for his poace of mind, be
did not—and the other fellows wore will-
ing to leave him his peace of mitd as
long as possible. 3
There was, at all events, plenty of
food: the raft was well-stocked, and the
castaways had not thought it necessary
to go on rabons vel, 1t would have
been a crushing blow {o Bunicer; hut it
had not yet fellen. 3
Most of the food wasz in tins; still,
there was & considerable variety, if a
fellow took the trouble to sert 1t out;
and Bunter was not oo lezy to take
that kind of-trouble,

11

There was still a asupply of spivit {or
the stove, and Bunter set up the kettle
to make coffee. There was plenty of
copdensed mitk; and Bunter, -by grear
good fortune, liked his coffee suectl
o, apart from the irksome labour of
getting  supper  himself, instead of
coming to him when the other fellows
had got it ready, Bunier was fairly well
satished.

. Li(i:e some  coffee, you  fellows?"

asked the fat Owl, '

i LYEE, that's not a bad idea ! agreed
oh,

“Then vou'd betier make il."

“What *"

“I'm_ used to you fellows putting
everything on_me,” said -Bunter. “But
if vou fancy I'm going to make coffee
all reund, you're mistaken.”

Johoney Bull lifted his foof=—but sot it
down on the raft again,

“I don’t want to be unpleasant,” went
on Dunter, “but I call this sickéning!
I mean it—sickening! Ieaving every-
thing to me, and just squatting round
staving at s bunch of niggers! You had
the check to say I was funky this morn-
ing! , Who's funky now, I'd like to
now

Stitl nobody kicked Bunter!

The sun was dipping to the sca. With

the thickening dusk, the wind came
sharper, The sea was not 5o calm—ihe
ralt rocked aémd deal, az it drifted on.
Bunter sat amd ate,
_ By the time Bunter had finished cat-
ing, the sun was gone. Darkness lov on
the Pacific, and hearts were Beating
hard, .

From the gloom came an ircitated
squenk, x

“Whe's going to light the lantern?
Are vou leaving that to me, too®”

“We're net lighting the lantern,
Bunter ! answered Harry quibtly.

Snort, from DBunter!

“Well, I shan't! If yvou like to squat
round in the dark, yvou ean squar raund
in ihe dark, and be blowed! Mind, [
moean that,”

“All right, old bean,” ;

“Well, of sll the lazv slackers 1™ amid
Bunter, in tones of concentrated exas-
peration, “There's the lantern, on the
inast, and it only needs a mageh | Can't
one of you put a match to j£7°

“We doo’t want to show a light, old

chap 1™ :

“Why not!” hooted Bunter. “Cone
potty ¥ Don't we keep the light burn-
ing all night, to be scen if & beastly ship
turns up in this beastly place

" YVos—byb——="*

“Oh, let's drift about in the dark, if
vou like!” jeecrcd Bunfer. : “We mav
run on' & rock, or somcthing! Daon't
blame mo if we do! I tell you, plainly,
that I'm net going to light that lantern,”

“All right
. The junicrs had no intenlion of show-
ing a hght on the raft, to be & guide to
the Iurking canoe crew. And they wern
rlad of the drift of clouds that blotted
out the stars. In deep darkness, theren
was & possibility that the saveges mighs
miss the raft.

“Well, I'm going to sleep ! prunted
Bunter. :

“Better not 1" said Johnny Bull.

“Like me¢ to sit up?” hooted Bunter,
“Well, T jolly well won’t! I'm going to
sleep, and Iy think you fellows might
keep quiet, and not. disturb a chap.
You needn’t worry about thosze niggers !
They ¢an't cven scc us in the dark.”

Bunter was heard to plump down on
the blankets,

“ Bettor tell him 1™ gaid Johnny Bull

“No necd [ said Harry hastily. " He'
no. use—let him sleep if he can™

“Don't be an ass, old chap! He wil
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wake up fast enough when they come.
Me had better get hold of sometbing,

and keep his eyes open.” _

“I suppose you're ri!ght,” said Harry.
“ Bunter, old chap——

“ Do shut upt” said Bunter.
fold you 1 want to go te sleep !™

es, bud——"

“I think you miﬁht let & fellow go to
sleep ! You've landed me in this—stick-
ing a fellow on a ﬁlth{mfnft. goodnoss
knows where, I think the least you can
do jg to shut up and let a fellow get a
little slecp™

“The canve——" ;

“ Rlagw the cance! Are you afraid of
those nigpers, when they can't even sce
uz? Have a little nerve.”

“ Look leré, Bunter——"

“Oh, chuck it! I'm going to sleep!
¥Tm not afraid of half a dozen miggers a
mile off in the dark.”

*“Go td slecp if you like, old chap!”
esid* Harry mildly,

“I'm jolly welfv going te. I know
that.” '

“But 1 think we'a vetter tel]l you that
thosc miggers huve been only waiting for
dn‘ndrk

“We're looking for a rush every
m!f‘ﬁ 1!1

“You'd betler sit up, and get hold of
an axe or something.”

“Oh crikey 1™

Bunter sat up! e

“Ypu—you—you think they ecan find

“I've

Ll

us in the dud-dud-devk?” he gurgled.
“Yeu—you think they're ik-kik-
coming '

“Yes|”

“Oh lor' ¥

Billy Bunter did not go to sleep. Of
all things in the wida universe, sleep
was now farthest from his thoughts!

THE NINTH CHAFPTER.
For Life Or Death !
H I QOK out ¥ whispered Bob.

There was & faint splash
from the sea. It was not casy
to distinguish, among other

sounds, bBut' the juniors’ straining cars
caught it, It was the sound of & paddle.

For a lemg, long hour, that scemed
like a vear to the watching, anxious
junigrs, darkness had lain on the Pacific
ike & cloak, hiding all things, They
could scarﬂefy seo oune another's face in
the deep gloom.

Thick battalions of clouds rolled over
the sky, Juding the stars Hardly a

leam came through, The wind, which
‘had been rizing ever since the sun went
down, was blowing hard and sharp. It
was cool enough noew—there was, in fact,
& sharp odge to the wind, and rain-drops
spattered an it,

The sea, calm for so long, was ruffled ;
the raft pitched and tossed on long,
rising billows. It was moving faster
through the water, the sail bu]g}::ng, full
of wind; the mast creaking, the ropces
raitling. Thore was plenty of sound,
though the juniors thomselves were
silent enough. .

_ Rough westher was coming—a ?ﬂ.rle,
if not & heavy storm, They had’a faing
hope that the savages in the c¢anoe
might run for cover, in view of the
coming blow, On the other hand, if they
meant o attack, they were fairly cer-
tain to attack spon, before the sea
hecame much rougher. In other circum-
stapces, they would probably have left
it till & late hour, perhaps midnight;
but it was plain that before midnight
the sca would be up to such an extent
Tre Magrer Lisray.—No. 1,584
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thet it would be perilous for two craft
to a.p(}{—}runch ane another.

And so, every gnsaing minute, the
raft’s crew expected the atitack to come
—while at the same timo they hoped,
from the bottom of their hearts, that it
might not come at all. Buat that splash
of & paddle was a warning that the
cnemy were coming, and that they were
Wear,

Harry Wharlon strained his ears to
listen. He could sea nothing—hardly
the edge of the raft over the ruffled,
lapping waler.

u ?Ihc}"ra coming !” he breathed.

He could see no sign of ihe cance—he
wondered how the zavages, keen as their
cyes were, could pick out the raft. Pos-
sibly they were guided by the sounds
from it—the whipping of the canvas, the
creak of the mast. The darkness was
almost black.

“1 say, ‘vou follows!™ came a faint
sgiueak. Billy Bunter had not spoken
for an hour. Now his fat equeak was
heard.

4 ?uiet, Bunter !* whispered Harry.

1 say, they ain't come! I don't
believe they're coming | Just like you
fellows to make out that they're
coming—"

“Thay'ra coming now I*

“0Oh crikay !*

Something glimmered in the dark,
right under Harry Wharton's eves. He
Enew that 1t was the broad blade of a
SPOAT.

He fired on the inetant, guided by that
faint glimmer.

A fearful ery answered the shob!

Thero was a sound of & splash in the
sed!  The wash of water, from the
eplash, came over the raft's edge. "The
canoe waa close. But that shot had been
lucky—one of the enemy was gone!

* Guided by the splash and the cry, the
juntors fired 8 volley. They heard the
thudding of bulleta on woad, but whether
anyoue was hit, thoy counld not tell.

dim shape loomed in the gloom. It
was the canoe! There was a bump as
it stgack the raft.

A huge, dark figure, in glhimmering
loin-cloth, leaped—a spear flashed. By
luek ns much as design, Bob Cherry
trove the muzzle of his rifle against the
brawny, brown chest, and knocked the
islander backwards.

He crashed back inlo the canoe, rock-
ing it wildly : but, at the same moment,
another savage sprang, and landed on
the raft. A whirling rifle-buit ecavnght
one side of the fuzzy head, and the

|!J-

savags went over, velling,

He was up on his knees in & moment,
theusting with a spear, the schoolboys
warding it with their rifles.

Had the other three leaped on, at that
moment, the outcome would probably
have been trvagic for the raft's crew.
But at that moment, there came a howl
of wind, and the sea was wildly tossed.

Across the blackness above, a zigzap
stream of lightning flew.

For a split second, the Pacific was as
light almost as by day. In that fraction
afg time, the startled eyes of the juniors
saw the cancge wildly toszsing, herdly
morg than a fathom awey—and a man
leapirﬁ, and dropping into the sca a
vard short of the raft

’%‘I&m blackness shut down again like
s lid.

A wild well soundaed from the black-
ness, The cance was tossing away
befora the fierce wind, farther from the
raft. Overhead, the thunder rolled, as
if the very heavens were splitting.

It was the long-expected storm, and
it had swept down suddenly. The canoce
was gone, driving wildly in the black-
ness. PBut for the savage whe bhad
landed on the raft, the juniors would

‘had cea

nave been =afa from their focz. But
tho driviig cance hed left him behind
on the raft-—and he was on his {eet now,
whirvling his spear. But oven as he
whirled it, the raft tilted almost on end,
i:m the tossing sea, and all footing was
ozt

The brown man stumbled and went
over, and the Famous Five sprawled
right and left, cluiching heold. Lord
Mauleverer toppled over a sprawling
form, and knew that it was the islander
as a fierce clutch fastened on him.

The savage had dropped his spear in
his fall. But the fierce brown hands
were on Mauleverer, and he was like an
infant in that powerful grasp,

“"Help 1" panted Lord Mauleverer.

“Mauly I gasped Wharton.

The raft rocked and tilted; there
was no' footing .on it. Bunter, unseen
in the darkness, was elinging with boih
arms to the -mast. YWharten geot on his
knees, The blackness was blacker than
before; lie could ‘see nothing. . He
groped. :

Again came a glare of lightning—a
sheet of vivid brightness that turned
night into day. Then he saw Maule-
verer, strugglng in the grasp of the
iﬁlanéer, on the véry edge-of the raft.

He plunged at them,

‘His rifle waz gont—he did not know
where, He Eras?ed at the savdge with
his hands and held on to bim. With sll
hiz strength he strove to wrench his
grasp away from Mauleverer. The
bare, %reaﬁy lirabs slipped in his clutch.

“Help ¥ panted Wharton.

The water came drenching over the
edga of the raft. It swamped them as
they struggled, and the other fellows
groping in the blackness to help.  With
the weight collcoted at one spat, the
raft was tilting dangerously, ‘ﬁ'ﬁ: cdge
was under water, and Harry Wharton
felt his legs slfllp inte the gea.

Lightning flashed again, giving a
second’s light.,  In that second gBuh
Cherry flung himself at the maddened,
snarling savage, and drove his clenched
fist with all his forees into the herce,
fattooed face. At the same moment
Frank Nugent, Iying on the rali,

rasped Wharton by the collar, and

ragged at him to save him slipping off.

Then, in black darkness, the struggle
went on—three fellows grasping ﬁw
savege, who fought and struggled like
a2 wildcat. The rait’s edge dipped and
dipped, and at averfr montent there was
danger of the whele struggling bunch
slipping inte the wild waters. Dut
Frank Nugent was still holding on to
Wharton, and with his other hand to a
Tope.- -]Jahnnjr Bull was on his knees
close at hand, the only fellow who had
retained his grasp of hiz rifle in those
wild moments. But he dared not pull
trigeer in the dark; he wailed for the
next flash.

It came—a sheet of lightning that
seemed io cover the sky. It lasted a
second—which was enough for Johnny
Bull. In that second he jammed the
muzzle of the rifle to & brown body and
pulled the trigger. In the blackness that
shut down on the raft the next moment

‘there sounded a terrible ery—and the

struggle ceased.

'] ﬂid Dll"'—"

'l Mﬂ-ulf_ﬂ

“ Here—=" .

“Hold on for your lives !

The juniers did not even hear a splash
by the raft. They grabbed at ome
apother, and at anything that came to
hand, and held on for wrergf life, while
the raft rocked and tossed. The atruggle
sed—only in time to save them.
But when the lightning rived the black
sky again they saw that the islander
was no longer on the raft with them.
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Harry Wharton lifted his rifle fo his sh

Dead or alive, he had slipped into the
sea, and was gone.

The Greyiriars castaways were alone
on the rafi again.  Danger from the
canoc crew was over; the canoe, far
away in the darkness, was running
before the wild wind. DBut they forgot
that danger now; they forgot that last
desperate  struggle; they forgot all
things but holding on for their lives,
while the raft rocked and pitched and
tossed and relled, and every moment in
the rage of the stormi-tossed waters
threatened to be their last.

——

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

The Ralt Inm The Storm !

ARRY WHARTON lifted kis

H head. Laghtning streamed over
the dark heavens and showed

bim the vast sea, rolling in
wild, foam-crested billows, on all sides,
The raft, on & mountain of water, tilted
as 1t slid down inte a valley of the sea.
The rain came down in heavy sheets.
Darkness shut down agam, the thunder
;nllinﬁ like the crack of doom, deafen-
ng all ears.

That the raft could live in such a
sea scemed impossible, The sail had
blown away in tatters, but the ralt
drove on before the wind and*the waves,
flooded with water. Incessant seas broke
over 1t as it rocked and dipped. At
one moment it was high on a hill of
water, the next rushing down into the
trough of the sea. ilh every wild
plunge it seemed to the juntors t:Emt the
end had come.

Bob, holding on with one hand, un.
colled & rope with the other., Ie
shouted, but the din of wind and wave
drowned his voice. By the flashing of
the lLighinming his gestures ‘told  his
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| culder and took aim at the cance. ** Stop [* he shouted, Whether the SaVAges
understood or not, it made no difference. The canoe came on with a rush, and a spear quivered in the deck of the ralt,

object, and the juniors tied themselves
to one another in turn on the rope.

Then Bob clambered to Bunter, who
lay like & log, half-senscless, his fat
arns clutching the mast. Tho end of
the rope was knotied round Bunter and
the mast.

It was all that thev eould do; after
that there was nething but to hold on.
They could not slip off the raft now—
ar, if one slipped, the others eculd drag
Lim back.

But there was a double dread in their
hearts—that the raft might capsize, or
that it might go to pileces under the
beating of the waves.

But for the fact that the airtight
cazka were lashed under the eornora, it
was very likely that it would have
turned turtle, DBut it rode the waters,
though incessantly Hooded by the break-
INg soas.

And it still held together.

They had built it strongly—as strongly

as they could. They could only hope
that it would hold. )
The rain beat down in torrents. But

they hardly noticed the rain. They

could not get welter.

Hour after hour—century after cen-
tury, as it seemed—crawled by, and still
the raft floated. Sprawled on the
planks, elutching hold, drenched with
water, deafened by the rolling thunder,
they still floated en the sca—through the
tumbling hillows, the lashing ram, and
the blackness of the night. The night
seemed endless. ;

But there came a break at last in the
thick gloom. Bpent by the long strL:f;;]c-,
they lay dizzy on the raft, and did not
notice 1t at Ers_t; but the gleam came
clearer, and they knew that dawn was
at hand,

It was the dawn of a wild dav.

Beyond the black battalions of eclouds

the sun was shining, but ounly a dim
glimmer reached the sca.

It showed themi the ecndless, tossing
occan—wild wave after wave, billow
after billow, in endless procession to the
dark horizon.

The rain ceased with dawn. But the
wind was still blowing a gale, the sca
rolling and tumbling more wildly than
ever.  But Hacry Wharton dragped
himszelf to his feet, and, holding on to
the swaying mast with one hand, dashed
the water from his cyes with the other
and looked over the sea in the glimimer
of stormy dawn.

¥ar away 1o the wild waters & mm‘inﬁ
abject met his eyes. He looked, an
loaked again. It was a small vessel,
driving under bare poles, running before
the storm—far, far away on the sca.

“A ship ! panted Harry,

e waved his hand am;f' pointed, and
the pther fellows got on their knees; ic
was imposzible to stand, except by hold-
g an the mazt. All eves woere fixed on

the shiﬂ, tiny in the distance. It was
& kotch, and, distant as it was, it
secemed familiar 1o the eyes of the Grey-

frinrs crow.

“The Dawn P oxelaiined Bob.,

His voice could not be heard in tha
roar of the wind, But the other follows
recognised 1t now, as he did,

They had seen that keleh once before
—from & porthele on the schooner
Flamingo, when they were holding the
cabin against the desperadoes on deck.
They had heard the Dutchman name it,
and name its skipper. It was the Dawn,
zailed by the Bouth Sca trader who was
called “King of the Islands.”

Their evez fixed on it longingly, but
hopelessly.

They could sec the ketch from the
diztanee, but the keenest eyes on the
(Continued on page 16.)
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(Continwed from page 13.)

keteh eould hardly “have picked out the
raft that tossed on the billows.

There was little chance of being seen
—no chanee, as they soon realised. The
ketch was running before the gale, and
it remained in their view for only
minutes. The tall masts sank from
sight beyond the frothing seas and dis-
ARppeared.

Yet the sight of that trim little ¢éraft
was a comfort to them, It seemed to
break the solitude of the endless ocenn.

But it was gone; 1t had appeared like
& vision, and vanished like one. The
raft rocked on, and boundless, solitary
space. shut down on them once. more.

Hour after hour! Baut the raft still
lived, still floated; and at length it
gecemed. to them that the worst fury of
the storm was over. Through s ritt in
the clouds came s golden gleam of sun-
light—the noonday sun. Tt brought new
hn::pa to their hearts.

“The wind's falling ! shouted Baob.

And that it was falling was certaln,
for. his comrades could now hear his
shout: i

It was falling; and it dropped more
and more. The sea rolled as wildly as
ever: but it wns no longer lashed by
the roaring wind. Tho clouds were
drifting away to the east, and the
juniors’ eyes were f]addened by the
sight of bright blue sky.

The storm weas dying away, and tbe
Greyviriars raft had lived through it
The raft rolled on, pitching and tossing
on wild billows: but the worst was over,
and the Greyiriars cestaways knew that
they had come safcly through the wvery
valley of Lhe shadow of death]

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Disaster !

ILLY BUNTLER :at up.
B He blinked vound him dizzily
through wet spectacles.
It was sunsct.

The wind had fallen to a light brecze.
The sky everhead was blue, only a few
clouds seurrying far nway in the east.
Omnly the heavy swell on the ocean told
of the fury of the storm that had
pagsed. And the sea was going down.

The raft still rocked: but it Aoated,
at last, with an ecasy motion, and. the
other fellows were-all on their feet,
and had been long on their feet, when
Bunter at last snt up.

The fat Owl had been only half-con-
ecions during the storm. Buot for the
fact that Bob had tied him to the mast
he would have rolled off helplessly into
the sea.

“1 say, vou fellows!"” gaszped Bunter.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Enjoving life ?”
ingquired Bob Cherry. DBut his cheery
roar was not guite g0 cheery as usual.

The storm was over. The castaways
had come through the fearful peril and
vet lived—almost astonished to find
themselves still alive! Their first
thought. when they could move about
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the raft, was to examine their freight
and ascertain how much of it was left.
They rather dreaded what they were
going to discover.

Somehow or ntheru-ﬂm"f hardly knew
how—they had contrived to cling on
and save their lives, while the raft
pitched and tossed in foaming billows.
But though they were still safo on the
raft, little else was left.

They had dreaded it, and now they
found that it was a fact. Everything
that was loose, or that could work
loose, was pone.

They had been careful enough. Meost
of the cargn, of water, and
food, had been roped on. Boxes
and ecases, bags and kegs, had
been tied with knotted ropes, for

safety—or as much safety azs was pos-
sible, But ropes had been stretehed
or snapped in the tumbling of the sea
and the beating of the waves. The
wonder was that the raft itself had
not gone to pieces, and thﬂugh it had

held together,” it had suffered a good
deal damage. Of the cargo, on
which their lives * depended, little

vemadned.

One keg of water was left, That con-
tained a few gallons, Three tins of
beef were found, wedged in the raft.
The large box, packed with beef fins,
that bad beén such & comfort fo
Bunter, had been smashed to frag-
ments, and its contents were long sipee
at the bottom of the Pacific. One of
the rifles remained; the others, and the
case that held them, and the cartridges,
had disappeared. Even the one rifle
wonld not have remained, but for the
fact that Johnny Bull had slung it over
his shoulder, and it had hung there
during the stoym. Of their implements
they still had an axe; of their ntensils,
one tin mug. There were several coils
of rope, and & roll of canvas. Almost
overything else was gone.

That they had to be fthankiul that
they had not gone with the vest they
know only too well, But the discovery
of their loss was dizmaying. .

The raft had been well loaded when
it floated off from the sinking
Flamingo. It rode much more lightly
now, well above the water.

They had stout hearts; but it was a
heavy blow, and cvery face was serious.
A ‘day ago the supplies had been so
ample that it had not been necessary
to think of rations. Even the greedy
0wl had been suffered to eat as much as
he liked. Now-only the most rigid
rationing could support life, even for &
few days.

There were seven fellows on the ralf,
with less than seven gallons of water,
lezs than seven pounds of food. The
outlock might have made the stoutest
heart falter. ) )

The hot sun had already dried fheir
clothes. The bright sunshine and the
calming of the sea brought them a little
comfort. But if they did not make
land or sight a saill—

Billy Bunter blinked at them., TFor
some time he sat and blinked, gather-
mﬂ his scattered fat wits

ut he realised that the danger was
over. A blue sky siretched overhead;
the sun waz pgoing down in banks of
crimson and gold. The sea was grow-
ing calmer from minute to minute. It
was the best part of twenty-four hours
since Bunter lfmd eajen! Ha realised
that bhe was hungry—fearfully hungry!

“1 sav, vou fellows, what a%-out.
grub ¥ he asked. *“I'm fecling too
knocked up=—too thoroughly done in—
to move! You might hand a fellow
something. ™

The juniors looked at him.

What had been a heavy blow tn them

h
bag

: i:lﬁl&

was going to be a heavier one to Billy
Bunter!  They had no doubt tha
Bunter was hungry. They were hungry
themselves. But with only three two-
pound tins of beef to shere out, and no
other morsel of food on the raft at all,
twem not going to begin till they
o,

“Poor old Bunter '™ said Bob, “It's
going to be toughl”

“The toughfulness iz gomng to be
terrific " murmured Hurrece Jamset
Ram Singh.

Billy Bunter tock of his damp spee-
tacles, rubbed them, jammed them back
an his fat little nose, and blinked ar
the other fellows. He was puzzled, and
he was annoved, and he was irritated.

“Are vou fellows Boing to hand a
fellow soime grub i he asked.

* Hem 1"

“Don’t all spenk &t once
Bunter ;ar{:aﬁtir:u]!f.

The juniors did not speak at all
They just gazed at Bunter, unwilling
to tell him the overwhelming news.

Bunter heaved himself up. It was
pretty sickening thoat fellows, already
sf,am:l&i'n , could not hand him soine
provender and save him that trouble.
But he was too fearfully hungry to
delay.

"Iv suppoze one of you iz going to
make the coffee?” he said.

He could not help speaking con:
temptuously. He felt that they
deserved contempt—standing about like
g lot of graven 1mages, when they jolly
well knew that he waa hungry—and
thirsty, foo!

“The coffee’s gons, old bean,” said

Bob mildly.
{T& had a big tin! Even vou

™ aaid

“Rot !
greedy swabs can't have seoffed the lot
of it! Where has it gone ?''

“Overboard 1

“You let the coffee go overboard!
Well, of all the silly idiots——"

“We wera holding on for our lives,
Bunter,” s=aid Harry. “"We cauldn'e
hold on to the things on the raft.”

“ Any excuse is better than none!™
eneered Bunter. “ Well, I'm not a fellow
to grumble, I hope— T can do with
cocor. Where's the cocoa¥"

“Bomewhera in the Pactfic,
away !” grunted Johnny Bull.

“"Mean to say that you let the cocoa
go, as well as the coffee?” yelled
Bunter. “ Why, we had six or seven tins
of cocoa | He gave a devastating
blink round through his big spectacles.
“¥ou'll be telling me next that the
fea’s gone overboard!” he sald crush-

miles

uessed 1t in one !™ agreed Boh.

“0Oh crikey! The tea's really gone "
gasped Bunter,

“The gonefulness 1z tercific "

“Well, I think that’s the limic ! said
Bunter. *Milk and water for me—
nothing else to be hadl 3ly hai! Milk
and water—and only econdensed milk!
And every lazy swab here too lazy in
lla}']lt the spirit stove to boil the kettle 1™

“Can't light the spirit stove, sold
boan.™

“Why not &7

“It's wet,” explained Bob.

“You couldn't take care of it and kesp
it dry 1" said Bunter. “DBut if it's wet
it can be dried, I suppose, can’t it 7"

':'Hﬂt- till the jolly old Pacific dries

“0Oh crikev! You've lost the spirit
stove ! Have I got to drink milk and
water, and not even have it warm?™
roarod Bunter.

“Not at all, old bean? If vou want
the condenzed milk—"

“1 jolly well do.”

“You'll hove to dive for it.™

Eilly Bunter breathed hard and deep.

“You've lost the condenzed mmiik, a3



well as the coffee, and the cocon, and the
teq, and the spirit stove i" he asked.
** Are they all lost "

“ Not lost, but gone before,™ said Bob.
"You'd have gone after them if I
hadn’t tied you to tFe mast, if that's
any comfort to you.”

“Mean to say that I've got to wash
my grub down with water—iust cold
water ™ roared Bunter indignantly.

o }Iard‘llyl There's precious little
grub, an therc’'s precious little water.
We're up against it, old fat man.”

“What do you meani”™ chricked
Bunter in alarm. “We've got tons of
grub—simply tons! Wharrer you
mean i

“Have a little sense, Bunter,” gaid
Harry, “H?M}i everything was swept
off the raft in the storm. We're all in
the zame hoat.”

“All on the same raft, at any rate 1”
eaid Bob. " Cheerio, old fat man—we'll
epot & sail to-morrow, most likely.”

Bunter gazed at the juniors. Hae
gazed at them in horrer, His fat mind
seemod unable to fake in the extent of
the calamity. ”

“But—but we've got tons of progl”
he stuttered.  “There’'s that box,
stacked with tins of beef—more'n ffty
tins——" '

.1t was smashed to pileces——"

“Oh crikey I gasped Bunter.
tha bags of bizcuit—>

“All gone, old chap—"

“They can't be all gone!” shrieked
Bunter. “What about the potted
zalmon and the potted ham—"

“All gone |

*The bottles of limejuice—""

“Gone |

“I don’ believe
yelled Bunter.

“There's some hits of glass stickin
asbout the raft,” said Johnny Bulg
“Can’t you understand that everything
was smashed up, you fad as=s, and we're
frightfully lucky net to have been
smashed up, too?®

“ Oh erikey 1

Bunter blinked round the raft. Now
that he used his eyes, and his spectacles,
instead of his tonpue, he ecould see that
the cargo was gone. Not even 2 suit-
caze remained, though they had been
tied on by their handles. There was
not even a apot of soap left—though that
waa not a loss to worry Bunter unduly,

“Oh crikey " he repeated. “I—I say,
vour fellows, what iz there left? There
must be something? What is there?”

“Threa tins of beef and five or six
gallons of water 1" said Harry.

Bunter gave a gasp of relief, He had
dreaded to hear that there was nothing |

“0Oh! Well, one tin of bheef will ﬁu
for me,” he said. “I'm not greedy, I
hn%;. ‘_Whgra 18 it ¥"

a juniors gazed at him.  Bunter
was being very mederate—for him!
One tin of beef contained only .one
pound | But the idea of a third of the
‘total supplies on the raft going in a
single meal for Bunter did not seem to
appeal to the rest, somehow.

* Boot him ! suggested Johnny Bull

“DBut

they're gone |

“ Beast ! I say, you fellows,
where—--="

“We've pot to po on rations now,
Bunter,” said Harry, “and they're

going to be awfully thin. One tin of
Beel will have to last the lot of us o
whole day.™

id Eh i.l! .

“Make the best of it, old chap.
can’t be helped I¥

“ Beast "

“My esteemed Buntep—""

“I'm huugr{ﬂ

“We'te all hungry!™ remarked

‘.'H'ugantu :
“Qh, don't jaw! Lock hers, I'm
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going to  have something to eat!?”
roared Bunter. “If you fellows think
I'm going to starve to please yon,
you're jﬁﬁ],r well mistaken, see?®

Lord Mauleverer sighed.

“My fault!” he said.

. “You fathead!” said Bob. “IHow is
it your fault? You couldn’t help the
stulf going any more than wa counld. ™

“0Oh, nol! But I could have kicked
Bunter along the Remove passage at
Greyiriars, instead of leiting him hike
along !¥ said Mauleverer. “1I dare aay
he'd rather now that I had "

“Bit too late to think of that!”
chuckled Bob., “What's the orders,
skipper ! 8pet of supper, or hold out
till to-morrow 1™

Harry Wharton pansed. Rilly Bunter
was not the only fellow on the raft
who was fearfully hungry. They had
eaten nothing since the scrappy supper
nearly twenty-four hours ago.

“I think we'd better hold out as long
as wa can, before we touch anything,”
zald Horry at last. “It’'s about two
ounces of food ench—"

“Bixteen ounces to & pound!” zaid
Lord Mauleverer. “Two cach for us
and four for Bunter.”

“Oh erikey "

“Bhare and sharve alike!™ growled
Johnny Bull. " That's ericket—0™"

“Yaas, but Bunter's rather a pig,
vau know—"

" Beaat 1

“1 think we'd better hold out till
morning,” said Harry.

"Frmi hungry ™ roared Bunter.

“You'll get used to that, old fat
bhean ! said Bob. * After all, you can
live on your fat, like a palar bear, for
8 week or fwo.  That's where you
come n."’

“EEEI.‘E-ti 15;

“We've all got to stand it, Bunter,”
said Harry.

“Rotter! I'm hungry! I'm thirsty,
too "

“Nobody else thirsty 7" snorted
Johnny Bull.

id Ilm p_ar-che::l-—‘"

“0Oh, give him a mug of water, and

shut him up 1 said Johnny.

Bunter was givean a mug of the
precious  fluid—more precious to the
ﬂrﬂ{ifn;&rs castaways than all the pearls
of the Pacific—but it did not shut him
up! Far from that! :

The sun went down to the sea and
night fell on the rolling deean. And
ag the raft drifted on, it drifted to a
moro oy lesg musical aceompaniment of
groans, moans, mumbles, and equeaks
from the unhappy Owl of the Remove
—whose sufferings were so fearful that
he really had no leisure to think of any-
body alse's.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Short Commons }

ARRY WHARTON & CO. had
little sleep that night.
Even Billy had
little.

There was only one blanket left on
the raft. Billy Bunter took possession
of that as a matter of course, and no
one zaid him nay. There was not a
singla pillow—not even one for Bunter,
Bunter made shift with the roll of
canvas that fortunately remained. Thae
other fellows made shift with nothing.

Luckily, the night was mild. Neither
were tha castaways thinking much
about hardship and discomfort—with
such prospects befors them.

Every fellow waa ravenously hungry,
though only Billy Bunter found relief
in groaning about it.  Every fellow
was thirsty—though that, they knew,

Bunter
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was & mere brifle compared with what
it was going to be when the tropme sun
blazed down on them again.

Perhaps it was fortunate for Bunfer
that he thought more of his immediate
sufferings than of the dreadful prospects
ahead. The fact that he was hungry
filled Billy Bunter's fat mind frem
stemn to stern, z0 to speak. It was so
awful, that he did not even refloct that
later on he would he hungricr—indecd,
it scemed impossible for him to be
hungrier than he now was!

But the other fellows were thinking of
their prospecis—dark enough, when
they had a well-found raft stacked with
food and water in those selitary seas.
Now thﬁy had a damaged raft, though
it still floated, and hardly anything m
tha way of provender

Unless they sighted land, or a slip, it
could not last many days. Land was
hopalessly unlikely; in those seas there
wera only distant scattered islands—
spots on the 1llimitable ocean.

A ship was little more likely. Hince
they had been on the raft they had
sighted only one wvessel—s istant
glhimpse of the ketch rumming before
the gale. Tt waa a comfort to rthein to
rermember it, for it showed that those
lonely seas were not wholly deserted.
But that ketch, more likely than not,
was 3 hundred miles or more away by
this time. The chance of secing another
veszel was slim.

Sooner or later, no deoubt, they could
have hoped for land or a ship—had they
been abla to hold out for.day after day,
week after week. The storm had been
their undoing, and it had brought irre-
parable disaster.

It was & matter of brief days now—
and if, in the course of a few days at
the most, they did not find lelp or
rescue, the end was certain,

MNevertheless, when the dawn bright-
ened the Pacific again, Bob Cherry's
r:h{-.eg' “"Hallo, hallo, hallo!™ was
heard as he rose and shock himself and
then went through some physical jerks.
Bob simply could not do without exer-
ctse of some kind—and ams there was
nothing else available on tho raft, he
took it out in jerks.

Johnny Bull gave him a feebla grim,

“Trying to work up an appetite for
brekker?” he asked.

At which Bob chuckled.

Nobody needed to work up an appe-
tite that morning. ~Thea castawars were
feeling by that time almost as if they
could have chewed their boots.

Billy Bunter sat up and blinked
through his spectacles with lack-lustre
ﬂﬁ't‘:ﬂ. Thosa eyes almost popped
through hie spoctacles when Harry
Wharton took up one of the precious
cans of beef. Billy Bunter gazed at
tfiat tin of beef as Moszes of cﬁd gazod
on the Promigsed Land!

There had been several can-openers
on board; hut they wera now at the
bottom of the Pacific with most of the
other implements so ecarsfully brought
away from the scuttled schooner. But
Bob Cherry had one of those fearsome
pocket-knives which eombine all zorte of
useful tools—a can-gpener among the
others, He opened that can carelully,
Empty—as it was very quickly going to
be—it would answer the purpose of a
mugk -Which, as Bob cheecfully re-
marked, would doubla the supply of
crockery-ware |

The contents of that tin seemed fear-
fully small when turned out. In his
present hungry state, any fellow there
conld have disposed of the lot and caten
a good breakfast afterwards]

ob  Cherry carully divided the
hlock of beef with his knife into seven
Tue Maguer Liprany.—No. 1,594,



I3

portions—one double the size of  the
others, :

It was Mauly's suggestion, but all the
fellows agreed to a double allowance
for Bunter. They were all
hungry. but there could be little doubt
that Bunter was twice as hungry as any
other fellow—if not thrice or four
times ! '

That concession, however, only elicited
a groan from the hapless fat Owl, He
blinked drearily at hias chunk.

“Eat slowly,” said Bob. “ Make it
last as long as yon canl™

CGiroan !

“Yaas, that's a good idea!"” said
Lord Mauleverer. " ¥Food eaten elowly
i3 twice &= nourishin’ as food caten
fast. The less you can do with, you
krow, ihe more you save the trouble
of catin’."”

“You idiot I said Bunter,

Lad Eh ???

“You fathead !”

“My dear chap——""

“You blithering chump 1"

“Thanks!"

* Dummy 17

Gilly Bunter was generally keen on
raving - trouble, but it had -eertainly
never occurred fo his fal mind to save
the trouble of eating. That was a
trouble that Bunter was always' pre-
pared to take.

Bunter gobbled

His chunk went down almost like an
ursier.

The other [ellows ate slowly, bub the
process did not take long. And, small
as each portion was, it had an invigorat-

ing effect. Every fellow was feeling im-
mensely  belter for that very light
breakfast.

"IMNow pass the water ' sa1d Bob,

Billy Bunter looked at the tin mug,
which was passed to him Brst, half full
of water. His feclings seemed inexpres-
sible in words. He mopped up that
stuall supply in & twinkling. Then he
rcndtzr-‘:dp thanks with a deep,
longed groan.

The mug was passed from hand to
hand with great cave. The juniors
would rather have dropped dizmonds
and pearvls sbout than ene spot of that
precious water,

"0h erikey [ mezned Bunter. L5 |
say, vou fellows, I'm fearfully humgry !
I know 3xon don't ecare, but I'm
famished | I ~an't hold out till midday
on that—I ean't really v

To which there was no veply. Theve
was not fo be another meal til] the fol-
lowing morning.

“T szay, you fellows, [ shouldn't
wonder if we spot o sail to-day " zaid
P ets 1 d Bob. *Jel

“Y.et's hope g0 1™ agreed Bob.,  “Joll

cod :.-Imtmze.[—i h{:ﬁ}@.” . ¥

“Well, then, if we get picked up we
shall feel silly asses, leaving the food
over, when it won't be wanted., Sepe?”

“We're not picked up vet.”

“Well, I think—="

“Bite on the bullet. old fat man,”
said Bob. “We've got fo make this
spot of grub sece us through three days.
o Lo sleop 1

“How can 1 go to sleep uwhen T'in
Erightfully hungrs #" howled Bunfer.

“Well, lock here, give ns zome of your
ventriloguism,” said Tob  heroically.
“We can stand it—I mean, we—we'd
fike 1t ne end.”

“Da, old bean ! said Harry.

“It will be a terrifically entevtaining
entertainment, my esteemed Bunter !™
declared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“{ro it, Bunter !”

“Yans, go it, old bean ™

It was probably the first time on
recovd that the fat ventriloguist of the
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Remove had been urged to put up
ventriloguial stante, ut all the fel-
Iows were nobly prepared to stand it
to taks Bunter's fat mind off his

feariully 4 troubles.

., But there was nothing doing. In other
cirgumnstance: the fat Owl would have
been only too happy to show off his
wonderful ventriloguisma. Now he only
groaned dismally. _

Bunter was past comfort,

He zat and groaned.

Matters were seriouz enough, but ne-

ody else co the raft folt gispﬂsed to
pass the day groaning. They got busy.

The blue horizon was scanued through
the ficld-gla.ses, revealing only sky and
st#.  Lhen the spare canvas was un-
roiled and shaped into a sail, to replace
the one that had blown away in the
storm. There was little wind, and what
there was was not from the dircetion
they would have chosen: but
something to get the raft moving.

There was always o sporting chance,
at least, of sighting one of the scat-
tered isles of the Pacific. The sight of
nodding palms on the sea-rim would
have brought hope and jor to all hearvts,

From the masthead a rag fluttered in
the breeze—a signal of distress if only
there weore eyves to see if.

Repairving the domages te the raft
secupied them next.  Tool-chest and
tools, nails and serews, were all gone:
Lut there was still plenty of rope, and
loosenied planks could be lashed. And
they all realised that it was better to
keep as busy as they could,

But when the rot sun of noon blazed
down they eould do noihing but shelter
themselves ns much as possible from its

burning ravs, and wait for the heat fo’

pass, And hunger was almost forgotten
17 the thirst that dried their throats and
parched their lips. At long intervals a
spot of water was passed round—hardly
more than enough to wet their lips.
And as the rait volled slowly on, nnder
the blaze of a sun that secmed like a
furnace, even Bob Cherry's eheery voice
was silent.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPI'ER.
Drifting !

HE long. long day drew to a
close, and night lay once more
on the Pacific and the raft that
drifted under a starry chy.

Mo frace of the storm remained now,
The sea was calm. almost glassy; the
wind light., The raft rolled on with an
even mabion, making, perhaps, & koot
an hour. It was something to cscape
the deadly glare of the tropical sun—the
penetraling hest that seemed to hake
the very marrew of their bones. Yot
when darkness descended the faint hope
of rescue died. In the night a ship. if
siiip there waz, would pass them unsoen.

The lantern wasz lighted at the mast-
head, gleaming through the night. It
was the oniv signal they ecould make in
the dark hours, But there was no
further supply of oil when once it had
burned out. The oil drum had gone
with {he rest in the slornm.

If the previous night they had slept
little, they slept lues now., Hunger was
keen. and thirst was bitter,

Billy Bunter had ceased to complain,
Only ocenzional moans and groans came
from RBunter. He lay on the only
blanket, lis head nillowed on a fat arm,

and slept by fits and starts, and
awakened to moan and groan again,
Towards midnight  the lantern
expived.

he raft drifted on in  starlight,

Myrviads of bright star: glittered n a
vault of dark hiue. The Southern

it was H

Cross hung in the sky like a mass of

jewels. - |
The jumiors dozed oceasionally, ex-
changed a word every now and then,

and counted the hours, or, rather, the
minutes, to dawn,

Dawn meant ancother davy of blazing
heat and forturing thirst. vyet they
longed for the daylighs to return.

*I wonder—" said Bob Cherry,
breaking a long silence.

“Yes, old chap?" said Harry.

“T wonder if there's-just a ghost of a
chance of Mr. McTab sending in search
of us?”

“Upa 1™

“Capiain Ka and the erew went off in
the whaleboat,’ zaid Bob. *“Ten fo one
they've been picked up. They'd pas: on
the news,”

“They. knew that those villaing in-
tended . to scuttle the Flamingo,” said
arry. “Thzy could only pass on the
news that the schooner was scuttled—
with us on board. Still, there might be
a ghost of a chance—"

¥ ¥aas 1" said Lord Mauleverer's vaoice
fromm the shadows. “That jolly old
bean MceTab wouldn't leave & stone un-
turned, I'll bet you he'll bag a
sleamer az zonn as he gefs the news, to
search for ansthing that may be left of
the Flamingo.”

“But when will he get the news?”
said Harry. *The whalehoat may have
made land, or been picked up, but it
was hundreds of miles from Kalua.”

“*And how wonld thev find out where
the Flamingo was seutiled *™ muttered
Johnny Bull, “The whaleboat was lefr
at least o hundred miles astern before
those villains seutfied it.™

“And we're at least ffty or sixtw
miles from the spot, even if thev could

locate it 1™ murmured Nugent,

“Yaas, it docsn't look ‘a fearfulle
healthy  chance,”  remarked  Lord
Mau%pverer. “Not the sort of change
a fellow would put his shirt on—what *"

“While hopo,™
said Bab,

“Hope springs efernal in the human
chest, as the esteemed,pocti remarks™
murmnured Hurrce Jamsdt Ram Singh.

There was a faint chuckle,

“Make it the human breast, old
bean !” gaid Bob. I belicve thal's
how the jollv ald poct put it.”

“I zaw, vou feliows!™

“ Hallo, halle, halle! You awake, old
fat man?"

“Yea, I am! I'm toe hungry to
sleep.” moancd Bunter,

“Hard cheese, old chap !

“And too thirsty I moancd Buonier.
“I say, 1 think very likely we shall zeo
a ship in the morning! I—I think
Emrharps we'd better have a go at the
gof.’

“ Fathead 1™

* Beast ™ moaned Bunter, and he was
silent again,

Y We've got to keep a stiff upper lip 1
said Bob, afrer another long silence.
“Men have lived through this kind of
thing and lived to tell the tale. Wa
shan't be sorry it happencd. veally,
when we're talking about it in the study

at Creviriars some day——"

“ Oh, my Lhat ! murrnnred ?{ugtﬂt,
“I wish we were there, talking about
it now., I'd rather talk about *it than
go through it any Jdap.”

“I say. you fellows!” came & decp

roan. 1 say, do you remomber that
ctd in Smithy's study at the end of the
term ! Thyee kinds of jam—""

“Go to sleep and dieam about if, old
fat man,'

there’s Life 'there's

"Dont I wizh 1 could?" moaned
Bunter. .
But a snore was heard ab last, Duuter
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The tide carried the raft

tha
juniors gaggewd

bhad gone to tleep. The other fellows
nodded from time to time.

Harry Wharton's ag'ea a:}panad at the
sound of a splash by the raft. He looked
round him, rose to his feet, and scanned
the sea.

Btarlit water, gleaming with the re-
fection of the unnumbered stars in the
sky overhead, wag all that met his gaze.
Then something glided hardly a fathom
from the edge of the raft.

It was a black fin.

He caught his breath, with a shudder.

The fin dizappeared, but now he could
maks out the shape of the shark under
the water. With the remembrance of
what had happened before, he stretched
out hiz hand to tha rifle,

But the shark made po motion to
attack the raft. It was following and
keeping pace. Once, twice, the hideous
ghape sisappeam&; but it returned. It
was terrible company for the casteways,

“Bee anything, old chap?” nsked
Frank Nugent, peering up at Harry as
he stood. ] o B

“Only something in the water 1" said
Harry hastily. And be lay down apain.

Ha could no longer ses the sharlk; but
he knew that it was still following the
raft. The thought of those fearful jaws
hardly a dozen feet away hanished
siumber. It was long before hiz eyes
cloged agaim

But le must have slept, for when he
cpened them once mors it was to blink
in the brightness of the rising sun. He
sat up and stared round him,

Bob Cherry was already up, scanning
the sea with Mauly's glasses. He shut
them again, and Wharton did not need
io ssk if he had seen anything but
endless sea and endless sky.

“Hallo, hallo, hallel Nice morn-
Jﬂgl” said Bob, with an altempt ot his
old cheerfulness, _ ]

“"Fine!"” said Harry, with a faint
erin,

round Bunter,

b,

beach, and while Bob l.'ﬁl:iarry prepared lo makdult fa.st to a palm-tree, the exhausted

e
The long ordeal

He rose to his feet. It was a glorious
morning, the Paeific shiming and glisten-
ing im the bright sunrise. Such bright
mornings had dawned on the juniors
making holiday on the island of Kalua.
How far were they from Kalua and ita
white beach and nodding palms and
Mr. McTal's bungalow now ! Hundreds
of miles, at laast! How lLittle hope thera
was of ever seeing Mauly’s island or
Mauly’s manager again Whaerton knew
only too well,

He glanced at Mauleverer. It waa in
the hope of finding his mussing cousin,
Brian Mauleverer, in the Bouth Seas
that poor eld Mauly had planned that
heliday at the Pacific island. He was
never likely to find Brian now |

Indeed, if no help came to the cast-
awaya on the raft, it the end came whils
they still Hoated adrift on the Pacifie,
Brian would be Lord Mauleverer—the
“had hat* of the family would be an
earl and o millionaire, cwner of great
estates, including the i1sland of Kalua.
That would be the outcome of the
villainy of ¥sabel Dick and Van Dink |

“Poor old Maulyl” muormured
Harry.

Mauleverer’s eyes opened.

“"Have 1 been asleep?’” he yawned.
“By pum, it's mornin’l Jﬂﬁj" nice
mornin’, you men! We don’t get sun-
rizes like this at Greyfriars I

“(Give me Greyfriars, all the same,”
said Johnny Bull, "I'd change this for
a London fog, Mauly."”

Hnore |

“Dear old Bunter's asleep!™ said
Mauleverer, glancing at a fat face in
which the eyes were closed and the
mouth open. “Don’t wake him !l I dare
say he's dreamin’ of that feed in
Smathy's study.”

Bunter snored on. 8Six pairs of eyes
fixed on the can of beef that was to form
the doy’'s meal.. Never in all their young

-

ad lett the fat Ow! too weak to stand,

lives had the Greyfriars fellows been =0
faariuﬂéhhungrj._ .

Bob Cherry grinned faintly,

““ A little more of thiz and we shall all
turn into Bunter's I" he remarked, 1
say, how would you like to be walking
into the tuckshop at Greyfriars just
now 1%

“Oh, don't1” groaned Nugent,

* Lovely mornin’, anyhow !™ said Lord
Mauleverer. " And the zea like a pond,
We can get a dip, at eny rate.”

“Hold on " said Harry hastily,

“ Eh, why "

The captain of tha Grayfriars Remove
pointed. The hideons fish was still
under the lee of the raft, still following,
still keeping pace, with the deadly
patience of the shark,

“0Oh gﬁd " murmured Lord Alaunlo-
Verar, e thivered and gave up the
idea of a dip on the spotf, '

“1 say, you fellowal™ Billy Bunter
woke and éat up.. "1 say, I'm {mngr;.r."

And the can of beef was opened and
shared, and washed down with o shin
allowance of water. And then the caat-

aways, hungry and thirity, watched tho

sop, with the hope.deferred that makes
the heart sick, and the raft drifted on
fentlj' bofore tha wind, and under its
oo the shark followed.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAFPTER.
A Sall In Sight |

ORD MAULEVERER roze to his

feet 1n the blazing sunshine of

the afternoon. For o long, long

tima his lnrdshill; had been sit-

ting with his back to the keg, his eyes

on the sea, And for a long time it had

geemed to hin that there was something

oh the western horizea that might have

been a drifting cloud, and pmght have
THe Macurr Lisraay.—No. 1.594,
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been & winging albatroks, and might
have Ii:mfn-he hardly darcd to hope so—
a sail!

He would net rouse the hopes of his
comrades till hi&wu sure. Standing on
the raft, he fixed his eyes on the speck
in the blue west. The wind was still
corning out of the west by south, and
the sail, if it were a sail, was coming
down before the wind.

Mauleverer's heart beat thickly.

He gave a, glance ot his companions.
Bunter, getting all the shade he could
fromm the little sail on the raft, his hat
over his eyes, was nodding, with an
occasionz]l mumble that showed that he
was nat asleep.  Bob Cherry, whose
oleTgyY even a present circnstances
could not do more than diminish a little,
was trailing a net of plaited rope behind
the raft—in the happy hope of catchin
fish, Wharton, Nugent, Johnny, an
the nabob watched him dly, aware
exactly how much chance he had of
making any catch,

Not tnany days ago the bare thought
of eating raw fish would have made the
juniors shudder. Now they would have

n glad of ik,  Alrcady they were
chewing bits of leathev in the hope of
aceuaging the pangs of hunger.

LBut Bol.had made no catch so {far.
His chance of making one was rather
infinitesimal,

“Who's got the glasses?" asked
hMauly. :

“ Here vou are, old man!® Harry
Wharton handed them up 1o him.
“Think you can sce anything "

“ Might as well have a squint [”

Mauly focused the glasses on the glow-
ing west., The other fellows watched
him instead of watching Bob. Bat they
watched him without hope. Hope, at

last, was dving in their hearts,

Lord Mauleverer breathed hard and
deep. That “something ™ in the west
grew cleaver through the powerful
glnscos,

Was it a sail? .

He could not be sure yvet. But his
heart beat, and the g'aszes trembled in
his hand. Was 1t?

He did pot speak. It was useless to
raise hopes that might only have to be
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dashed ta the 5:*nuncl again. He
watched—and watched | ;

Harry Wharlonr rose. The -exbression
of Mauly's face made his heart throb,
Was it possible ?

“Mauly !" he breathed.

“Toke a =zguint,” said Mauleverer,
and he passed thoe field-glassea to the
caplein of the Remove. “Might be
somnethin’, Neover leb your chances like
the sunbeams pass you by, you know."” .

Wharton locked through the glasses.
Something—was it a sall —moved on
the western rim of the sea.  Yas it a
sail ¥

For long, leng minutes he watched,
Raly Cherey drew in his improvised net
—pmpty—and stepped to s
Nugent and Johnny Bull and the nabob
gathered reund him. All of them under-
stood now that there was o glean of
hope. Only Bunter still sat where he
wag, IMoaning. ;

In silence, his heart beating {oo hard
for him to speak, Harry passed the
glaszes to Bob, |

“It's a sail 1" breothed Bob.

“Think so?" murmurcd Mauleverer,

“I'm sure of it." A

“The luckfulness is terrific if it 15 &
sath" murmured Hurree Jamset Bam
Singh.

The glasses passed from hand to hand.
Every fellow watched in turn, and as
they watched the object in the west
grew clearer, and at long, lqng last
there was no doubt—it was a sail !

The juniors looked at one another
with deep feelings, It was a sail on
that lonely sea; it was a ship with
human beings on board; & spot of life
and hope in that immensity of despair.
Famished, parched, with only one tiny
meal remaining on the raft, they saw
a saill! ]

There waz no means of approaching
it; but, as if to sdd to their good for-
tune, it was bearing down on them.
Obviously it would not bhave come into
clearer view unless it was approgching.
And it was zoon =0 clear that the
glasses were not needed; they could see
the tall ship with the naked eye.

So far as they could make out it was
a gutter. Their thoughts had run at

™
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side,.

onca o the ketchn which they had

limpsed runmng before the storm that

awn that seemed to them weary weeks
ago. But it was not the ketch; it was
& vesscl coming out of the west—a vessel
with & single mast—a cutier. Whatever
vessel it was, it was o glad sight to
their weary eves,

“A sail!” said Nugent, “A saill
Oh, I-I-I'd given up hope of ever
seeing a sail again, vou fellows !

“Bame here,” admitted Bob. “ But
didn't I tell wvou, while there's lifo
there's jollv old hope? Hurrah!™

“We've got to make them see ns"
zaid Harry., *“They seem to be coming
this way, but if they pass g

“They shan't!” said Boh,  “We'ya
got to signal them somehow. We can
baug off the rifle when they get neaver;
we've got a few cartridgeso—>

“If only they come near erough—"

‘breathed Nugent,

“ Looks [ike it,” said Harry, his eyes
glued to the tall sail, now clear on the
sea,  “They mightn't see the raft, but
they will see the signal we've got at the
masthead—they're sure to—0"

“And we can all wave something.™
said Johnny Bull. “Oh gum! Yen't this
ripping luck 1™

“The ripfulncss jg—"

“Terrific ! chuckled Bob Cherry. All
Bob's exuberant spirits had revived at
HH} sight of the tall sail in the west.

We're all right, old beans! Look at
the course thev're on: ther're more
_I:EI:-::}:.: tg run uz down than miss us,
lhr’r:} reé going to see us soon. DBank on
it

Every face was bright now. It was s
sudden jump from something very near
despair to happy hope. It eecmed as if
fortune was tived of persecuting  the
Greyfriars castawavs. The nearer the
eutlter came the more accurately they
could pauge its courze, and the more
certain it appeared that it would pass
within a short distance of the rafr.

They would be seen—they must be
seen ! And that meant help and rescue
—life and not death. Whatever men
were on board the cutter, they could nog
dream of imsz.i:ag' castaways on a raft
unaided. That thought did not even
oceur to the juniors. They only needed
to be scen to be saved—and they were
going to be scen! With every pasting
moment 1t was movre and more sure (hat
they would be—and must be—seen from
the cutter,

“Hallo, halla, hallea! Jump up,
Bunter "' roared Bob Cherry,
Moan !

“Get on vour hind legs, old fat man,
and vell 1™ roared Bob, “Wave some-
thing, old podgy bean! This is flag-
wagging day "

Moan |

“A saili” roared Bob. “Got thai,
Bunter? A szail! Jump up, you fat
duffer | ‘Ain't vou interested in sails?”

“Oh!" gasped Bunier.

*Borry we can't offor you a steamer,”
grinned Bob, “I know you prefer
steamers.  Buat it's a sail—and wind.
jammers have food on board, old beat.
Think of food and rejoice! Food, old
man—food I

“Ila, ha, ha'!”

“Oh crikey ! gasped Bunter.

He clambered {o his feet and furned
caper spectacles on the cutter. Ib was
now near enongh for even Billy Bunter
to see if. His eyes almost popped
through his spectacles at it. He seemed
hardly able to belicve that it was real—
ag, indeed, tha other f{fellows hardly
could! But it was real-—and Billy
Bunter fairly grinned with glee.

“I—I—1 say, you fellows, it—it—it's
a ship ¥ he gurgled..
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*It's a ecutter, apyhew,” said Bob, "I bLelieve I’ve seen
it before, too; may bave put.an at Kalua while we were
tnere.  Seems sort of familiar.™

“By gum, ves ! said Harry, his eves on the cutter, "1
den't remember & cutter conung inte the lagoon at Kalua,
but I'm sure I've seon that craft. We szaw lots on our
way out. There was a cutter in the harbour when we
stopped at Buva—"'

"By gum, that’s 1t ! exclaimed Bob., “1 koew 1'd seen
i1 When we got to Suva in the Sunderbund and changed
gver into the Mindanao that cutter was in the harbour”

“Yaas.” Lord Mauleverer nodded, “I remember it now,
It's the Sea-Cat”

*“Oh erkey 1 ejaculated Bunter. "1 zay, vou fellows, if
it's that cutter, it's the one that that nigger Popoo got
away from, and T helped him; and the captain is a beast—
a beast named Parker, or Perkins, or Farsons, or somc-
thing——"

“Never mind that now!
rive us the go-by !" szaid Bob.
man! Squesk !

“0Oh, really, Cheryy—>*

“¥eoll 1" roared Bab.

- The cutter was sweeping on, her tall canvas full of wind.
It was certain now that, unless she changed her course,
zhe would sweep within httle more than a cable’s length
of the drifting raft. Unless every man on board had his
eves shut, the signal streaming frowm the raft's masthead
must be seen—the juniors them:zelves must be zeen. There
wasg no doubt now: and the wheole party waved and shouted
end yelled—and waved still more frantically as they saw
faces looking over the cutter’s rail. It was not hope now,
it, was certainty—and the raft's erew counted themselves
eaved. And they waved and shouted, and shouted and
waved, with bright faces and light hearts,

IIe won't be beast encugh to
“Wave something, old fat

— e "

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
On The Sea~Cat !

AN DINK ctared and stared again; he passed a
podgy hand over his piggy eyes and stared once
more., EHe could not believe what the piggy eyes
told him. He looked and looked, and still %ne could

not beliave,

It was unbelievable—it was mmpossible—it was an optical
illusion | IE was anything but what it seemed, How was
he to believe that he was looking on the schoolboys who
for a weelk had been deep under the Pacific walers in the
stuttled schooner

The Dutchman had been sprawling idly against the rail
of the Bea-Cat when the Lukwe boat-steerer, staring al
the floating raft in the ofling, drew his sitention to it.
Then the Dutchman looked idly=-but that idle glance
became fixed, amazed, dumbfounded.

It was more like a spectral vision than reality. What was
lﬁiﬁﬂgﬂmng was mmpossible—unless the sea could give up its

ea

‘A raft, with a mast and sail, and a ragged signal Buiter-
ing from the masthead; and gathered on the raft six

oolboys gt:zq.]]u::lm%l and opne sitting—seven in all—tho soven
that had, in his fixed belief, gone to the bottom of the
Pacifie when the Flamingo foundered |

No wonder the frecbooter rubbed his pigey eyes and
stared, and rubbed them again and stared agein! He could
not believe what he saw.

They were waving; and ho could seo that they were
ehouting, though ibe wind ecarried back the =zocund and it
could not be heard on the cutter,

MAch1” breathed Van Dink. "Ach! Iz het mogelijk?
Neen, neenfnnmo%el: jk—onmogelijk.”

‘It was minutes before he could realise it. DBut he had
to realize that it was not “cmmogelijk "—impossible—for
there it was! And the dumbfounded amazement in his face
gave place to bitter rage.

He glanced round the cubter's deck. Suleo, the boat-
steerer, had seen the raft first—but, after staring at it, he
had said nothing. There wers two ether black Lukwe boys
on the culter, but they had not noticed the castaways yet,

Neither had Peter Parsons, the _ukipﬁar of the Sea-Cat.
Dandy Peter of Lukwe was leaning back in a madeira
air, smoking & cigar, his ie-%a crossed. Ho waaz talking
to ¥sabel Dick, who lounged by the rail also, smoking &
cigaretie,
ap Dipk and the beachcomber had been & good many
days on board the Sea-Cat. Dandy Peter bad picked them
up from the drifting dinghy; but Dendy Peter had not
the slightest ides of turning off his course to land them
snywhere, and he was sailing for lonely waters. 8o they
were still on the Sea-Cat—and likely to be on the Bea-Cat
for g long time to come,

(Continued on next page.)
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That, Lowever, did not ill-suit the
two desperadoes. .Lhey were reeay to
tnke' any chance for the sake of bemng
picked up, but certamly they did net
want to land at any island. where the
uewa of the seuttling of the' Flamingo
might have reached. :

Van Dink was an old scquaintance
of the Lukwe seslawyer; they had
poached pearls and;hdnﬂ%ped HKanakas
together in other days. FPeter Parsons
was not the man to go far out of his
way for tho sake of an old shipmate
who wasz down on his luck; but he had
picked them up, and they had their
rations on the eutter, and he had found
a change of clothes for them.

Yeabel Dick, in a suit of Dandy
Poter's well-out ducks, looked very dif-
ferent from the outcast who had combed
the beach of Kalua, )

But in the days that had passed since
the scuttling of the ¥lamingo, the beach-
comber liad not found peace of mind,
He was haunted by the mental picturs
of the last scene on the schooner—of the
Flaminge taking the final plunge, and
parrying Lord Mauleversr and his
friends into the depths of the sea,

No more than Van Dink, did he doubt
that that was what had happened—he
never thought for a moment of their
possible escape. ,

But though his conscience could not
west, he found some sort of comfort in
solling himself that it was not his deed:
that he would have undone the dastardly
worl, at all costs, but for the brutal
Dmitchmman. )

Probably, too, he found comfort in
the new prospeets opening before him—
of quittin
w!leqra he hgnd been a law-breaker and an
putcast—of blotting “ ¥sabel Dick ™ out
of exislence, and retwrning to his own
country, under his own name, & rich
man, £

The Dutchman, looking at him now,
grinned a savage, sneering grin: he
could hear what Ysabel Dick was sayving
to the skipper of the Bea-Cat still in
ignorance of the raft in the offing.

“If vou'd wake Houolulu—" the
man_ from Ysalel was saying, and
Dandy Poter langhed aver his eigareite.

WNot by a thousand miles!™ ke
answered, .

*I want to pick up a ship for home,
without going back fo the islands!”
muttered tho beachecomber, *I've got
refsons—"" )

“I'va pguessed them!" said Peter
Parsons, coolly. “ You've not told me
how you came adrift in that dinghy—
and 1t's no business of mine: but I
reckon you'd not have liked we to land
you at Suva or Samoa.”

“WNol"” mutterad the outcast of Kalua.

“T teckoned not ! No business of mine
~I'm mnot High Commissioner of the
Pacifict I'll land you anywhere on_my
course—yon've had a chance alrendy—
I put in at Lululo to shelter from the
storm—but I'm on a long trip now, and
it doesn't take me anvwhere near the
Hawsalian Jslands. I don’t go a cable's
length off my courze for any man in the
Pacific.” _

“I'd moke it worlh your whilp—*

Dandy Peter langhed again.

“1 picked you up in rags," he said.
“But I'm open to do business ! It will
cost thres hundred pounds to charter
thiz cutter for o run up to Honaluln.
ot it in the pockets of thoso trousers
I've lent you

“ I've nothing, as vou know,"” scowled
Yeabol Dick. * But ashore at Honolulu
I ean raiza the wind—there's a fortune
waiting for me at homne.”

“I'vea heard that one ! said Parsons
banteringly. -
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Vaabel Dick gave him a black look.

It was troe—at least; he believed that

it was true. But the Lukwe skipper did
not believe a word of .it. He believed
that he had iwo law-breakers on his
cutter, anxious to get clear of the
islands, : e

For thut, the lawless Lukwe skipper
cared nothing. Indeed, his svinpathies
lay rather with law-breakerz than with
honest men. But he was not the man
to be taken in by & wild tale, or to trust
to promises, :

“I'H tell vou this,” said Yeabel Duck,
and the Dutehman grinned again as he
listened. * We came off in that dinghy
from & wveszel thai went dowp—and it
carvied down with it & porson who
steod hetween me and one -::F the largest
fortunes in EnglnmL It waos: not by my
deed—it was Van Dink's—I would have
saved the bow, and lost all! But thera
it 1s—he 15 gone, and I stand 1n his
place—once 1 am out of this,”

Dandy Pefer gave him a curious,
penetrating look. Doubting and mock-
g as he was, he was a little impressed
by the beacheomber’s earnestness,

“If that's true, put it plain ™ he said.
“Prove it, and I stand by voutl I've
Iet vou stick on my packer, instead of
chucking you ashore at the first stop—
and 1t's not my custom 1o help lame
ducka. I'd ad to make romething
out of it. The %m“s name **

Ysabel Dick did not answer.

*“Your own name?™

The-beachcomber did not speak, and
Dandy Poter langhed again,

"Wash 1t out.” he said. “Do voun
take me for a fool®”

“It's true!” mubfered the beach-
comber, " But I ean tell you no move—
I'm leaving no link between the name
I now bear, and the one I shall bear at
home, It is enough that Van Dink
lnows, and will stick to me like a leech.
But I tell vou that, once landed at
Honolhalu—"

“¥ou will never see Honolulu in this
paclket,” grinued Dandy Peter. " Cards
on the table, and I will judge for my-
self. But I do not buy yams hidden in
a basket, as the Kanakas sav.®

Van Dink broke in. _

“Ach! Tell him all, you fool—and if
vou do not tell him, I will tell him, He
must know now, 1if he 13 to stand by us,
or all 1z lost. Look, fool, loock " And
the Duichiman pointed over the Bea-
Cat's low rail.

The beachcomber gave him an angry
stare, and then looked. And, aos he
looked over the shining woves, his face
became fixed,

Every vestige of eolour was drained
from tt. He put his hand on the rail
io steady himeelf, or bhe would have
fallen. . )

Dandy Peter gave him an astonished
glance, rose to his fect, and locked
across the water, Then he saw the raft
—the group of schoolboys, waving, and
shouting, Timuf_’h their voices did not
reach him. The SBea-Cat was bearing
down almost directly on the raft, and in
a few minutes more he must have seen
it, had not the Dutchman drawn his
attention to 1t - :

The see-lawver of Lukwe Lnitted his
brows.

He had two cosiawayz on his vessel,
and it was not his custom to help the
helpless.. There were seven on the raft
—a crowd for so small a vescel as the
SBea-Cat. It was in Dandy Peter’s mind
to pass on, unheeding, and leave them
to their fate.
© Bubt bard-hearted as he was, the sea-
lawver was not guite so hard-hearted as
that. He hesitated, and frowned: but
he knew that he was iﬂing to pick up
that ¢rowd of ship-wrecked schoolboys.

But hiz glunce lcit the rali,- and fixed
on Yaabel Dick, amazed. The beach-
comber, white ms chalk, staved at the
raft, with bulging cyes.

F s ghost 17 muottered the man from
Ysabel, “He has come back to haunt
me 1

“Are vou mad " asked Dandy Deter,
“Who 13 he—wlho are thev—do xou
know that crew?"”

“Ach! Pull yourzell together. weal
fool ! wnarled the Dutchman, grzﬁﬁing
Ysabel Dick by the shoulder, and shak
ing him savagelr. “The boy lives—
thevy escaped from the schooner-—=he
lives, fool, he lives! MHe lives, and all
is lost if he is taken from that raft [

“He hives!"” said the beacheomber, in
a -hollow veice. * ¥es, he lives—and |
am- glad that Lhe lives'! You dog, give
up vour dream of wealth that will nevee
eolne to me mow he lives, and be shall
be saved!"

And throwin Van Dink’s hand
roughly azide, the beacheomber leaned
aver the rail, and waved to the ¢rew ou
the raft.

= auzas @

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Abandoned !

i REAT gad!" gasped Lord
Mauleverer,
“That wvillain [
Harry Whartou.
TOLY gazped Bob.
he  waving., the shouting, in the
Grexfriars rafr, ccased abruptly. Wirh
something like horror in their faces, the
juhiors stared mt the face that looked
over the rail of the cutter.

Hitherto, they had culy seen two faces
looking—the black face of the bhoar
stecrer, and another, a fal, bearded facr,
that turned away before they recognt-od
it: but the face that now looked ar
them, from the Sea-Cat, as the currer
rushed clocer, thevy recognised, and
[z,

“ ¥aabel Dick 1 groaned Nugent,

It was their enemy—the begcheomber
of Kalua: the bitier enemy of Lowd
Mauloverer, and in consequence, of hia
friends: the man who. with Van Dink.
had lefe them to perizh on the Flamingo.

The man who had left them to perish,
was not Likelv to save them.

It was a crushing blow,

That the cutter was the Sea-Cat that
they had once seen al Suva; thail s
skipper was Peter Parsons, said to be
one of the most reclless adventurers oo
the wild island of Takwe, they knew,
already. PBut whatever he was, he could
not pass by famished castaways con a
drifting  raft—that was unthinkable.
They had never doubted for a moment
that they would be picked up by the
eutter. now that 1t was cerbain that they
must be seen. But the sight of theu
old ememy changed all that.

“We're done!” muttered Johnony
Bull, “That sconndrel—thor villaiu—
we're done.”’ _ _

They stood, for some momenis, as if
stunned. Then Lovd Mauleverer waved
ngain. Billy Bunter, who had not
vecognised the face over the side of the
entter, was still waving and squeaking.

“Wo good. Mauly, old man—with
that villain there, and the other villow,
too, vou can bank on that!" muttered
Bol,

“Begad 1" murmured Loed Maule-
verer, “I lhought for a minute it was
all up, when I saw that blighter ! Whe'd
have expected to sec him again? Dut
it ain't his ship. old beans—it ean’t be—
we kbow that it's the cutter we saw at
Quva-—wair till we catch the skippetr'a

E‘:'.-I 73 ]
“Oh 1" spid Havey.

exclaimed
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Lord Mauleverer pointed. The Famous Five gathered round, gazing in deep silence at the mark In the sand—the unmistakable
outline of & human foot, Were the inhabitants of the island friendly—or cannlbals ?

SThey must have picked up the
dinghy 1" gaid Mauleverer. Y dare say

hoth those scoundrels are on board, and

they won’t be glad to sce us—but the
matter can't be in their hands, so far
a3 I can see. They can't be anything
but passengors on that packet.”

“Oh!” repeated Harry. “By gum,
von're right, old man 1

The sight of their old encmy’s face
had had almoest a stunning effcct on the
castaways, changing hope at a hlow to
itespair, From Van Dimmk and ¥sabel
Dink they could nat aui}pﬁsa for a
mtoment that they had help to expect.
But Maunleverer was right; 16 was very
unlikely that either of the desperadoes
was in command of the Sca-Cat, and it
wad on the man who was in command
that their hopes depended.

Hope waa not dead yeb )

They waved again, and shouted. To
their amazement, the man at the cutter's
side was waving back., It was Vsabel
Dick—there wags no doubt about that,
though there was a change for the better
in his looks; it was the outcaszt of
Kalua. But he was waving, and he was
shouting, too, and they caught the words
that eame down the wind :

“Stand by to be picked up !

The wind, which drove their own
volces back, brnug:ht Yeabel Dick's to
their ears. They heard every word in
amazement. From the skipper of the
Sea-Cat they wounld have expected such
s ¢all; from the beachecomber of Kalua,
Hnever,

“INd you hiear that i pasped Bob.

“After all, that brute was not such
a scoundrel &s the other brute,” said
Bob, “It was the other brote’s deing
that we wero left fo sink an the
Fhﬁ.}mmgﬂ. His gamie was to maroon
us ¥

“That's his gane now, perhaps !¥ said
Harry. * But——*"

“Better that than what's coming to
us on this raft!™ zaid Beb in a low

voice. “And we can kick for ourselves,
old man 1®

“Yes, yesl®

“There's the Dutchman

Van Dink's fat, heavy, bearded face
was seoenn beside that of the waving
beacheomber. He grasped ¥ezabel Dick's
atin, his face red with rage.

The juniors watched, with beating
hearts, The cutter was near El'l!:l’l'lfl
now for ithem to read the looks on the
faces over the side,

They could see—it was plain encugh
now—that the beachcomber, whatever
his motive, desired to pick them up from
the 1'3{.'{, and Lthat} the Dutchman was
savagely opposing him.

2 %:ﬁ lmgc " breathed Nugent. -

They saw Yedbel Dick half-turn and
drive his fist into tha Duichman’s face.
Then lhe resumed waving as the bulky
Dutchman staggered out of sight across
the cutter’s deck.

“There's the skipper I breathed Bob.

A slim, dapper figure in ducks stood
in full sight—Dandy Peter, of Lukwe,
whom they had seen lounging on the
Sea-Cat in the harbour at Buva long
ago.

His eyes weve fixed on them.

They could read indecizion in his face.
Why he was undecided was a mystery
to the juniors. He could see their dis-
tress; he must know that their lives
ware al stake,

_Bui hope that had revived began to
sinke again.

“I say, you fellows, why don’t they
stop ¥ gasped Bunter. “They can jolly
well seo usl Why don’t they stop 7

No one answerced Bunter., The Sea-
Cat was c%mtﬁ close now; it needed only
a twist of the black man’s hand at the
tiller to bring it sweeping down to the
raft. But if 1t did not chango ita course
it would sweep on, pessing the raft at
the distance of under a cable’s length.
In a very few minutes they would know
the weorst; but they hardly dared to

think of the possibilily that the Lukwe
entter would sweep on and leave them

to their fate,

It would not—it could wot! Why
should it? Peter Parsons was skipper;
1t was for him {¢ give orderz—mnot for
the two scoundrels he had picked up
from the Flamingo's dinghy. And of
those two, anc was willing that they
should be picked up; only the Duteh-
man was as savage and rulhless as the
tiger-shark that lurked under the lee of
the raft.

They saw Van Dink again—his bulky
form towering over the dapper sea-
lawyer of Lukwe—talking, gesticulat-
ing, Dandy Peter listening to him, with
uwndecided faee. Ie was urging the
Lukwe skipper to pass the raft hy; they
could guess that much easily enough.
But what reason could he give for such
an act of inhumanity ¥ hy was the
Sea-Cat's ckipper listening to him at

all ?
“They must =zave wus!® breathed
Nugent. " They must—they must 1

But the juniors ceased to wave or to
cell. They watched the strange scena
on the gliding cutter with fixed eyes and
heavy hoarts. _

It was impossible—it was surely im-'
possible—that any man with a humsn
heart in his breast could pass them by—
leave them to. dreadful desath on tha
lonely sca, Yot from the look that was
gathering on ihe face of Dandy Peter
they dreaded ihat it was so.

They saw him at length give & eurt
nad in reply to what the Dutchman was
saymng ond step back from the rail. He
had made no sign to the steersman, anl
the cutter was ghding on, passiag by
the raft.

Then Yeabel Diok turned from 1he
rail, his eyes on Parsons. They saw
that he was speaking; they saw Dandy
Peter shake his head and shrug his
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ghoulders. Then the beacheomber turned
towards the steersman, leaped on him,
wrenched him away, and grasped the
tiller.

“{Oh ' gasped Bob, watching,

The others gazed in breathless silence.

Sulco, the boat-stecrer of the Sea-
Cat, staggered away; the beachcomber
was gripping the tiller. But before he
mulf—put it over, both Dandy Peter and
the Duichman grasped him.

He was wrenched away
spinning on the deck. :

The Dutchmkn grasped the tiller. He
kept the Sea-Cat on its course, FParsons,
with an angry, scowling face, was
shouting. They esaw Suloo grasp ihe
heachcomber as he would have seram-
bled np, and pin him down to the deck.
"Lhe cutter swept on, .

“1 say, you fellows, it's passing us
gasped Bunter. “I say, they must have
seenn us! 1 say—— Oh crikey 1

“You scoundrel | roared Bob Cherry
after the eutter, shaking his fist at the
Erit_la{n'ttiﬂ' fuce of the Dutchman looking

DR

Harry Wharton elenched his hands.

How, and why, the Dutchman had
prevailed on the skipper of the Bea-Cat
to abandon them he could not guess, but
he had. That waz plain now. The
cutter was running on before the wind,

assing & cable's ?ﬂﬂgth fromm the raft;
wr stern was now turned to the Grey-
friars castaways., They ecould see only
one face on board now—the fat, brutal
face of Van Dink, staring back over the
taffrail, and grinning as he stecred.

The Sea-Cat glided oni the Dutch-
man’s face became a blur and diz-
appeared. But the tall sails could still
be seen, running on before the wind,
sinking to the Pacific. And on the rafy
was the silence of grim despair.

and sent

—— — —

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAFPTER.
The Last Morsel!

ILENCE—dead silence—reigned on
S the raft as the Sea-Cat grew
smaller in the distance,

The juniors watched the sails
fading away—the sails they had seen,
with etnch hope, rizsing from the sea.
Even Billy Bunter did not speak.

The fat junior gave one moan of
utter misery as he realised that the pasz.
ing ship was not going to stop for them,
Then he slumped down, and sat as if
stunned.

Thea others stood wateching. Under the
le¢e of the drifting raft a black fin
glided and sank. ¢ shark wasz still in
attendance. But the juniors did not see
that dreadful companion of their vorage
—their eves were fixed on the fading
sails of the Lukwe cutter.

It wos hard fo believe that they were
ashandoned—that a white man had left
them to perish. Even yet they could
hardly believe that the gkipper of the
Sea-Cat did not intend te go abour and
pick them up.

But that delusive hope, if hope it was,
had to be given up as the cutter faded
away into the east, and finally sank to
g blur on the sea-rim. Btill they watched
it—watched the vanishing of their only
hope.

Buat it was gone at last—vanizshed
from sight. Not a frace remained to
be scen of the ship that had passed them
anid left them to their doom. Onee more
thery were left alone on the lonely sea.
and never had the solitude of the Pacific
seamed so terrible, so averwhelming, as
after the passing of the ship that might
have saved them.

Ther sat down at last, still in grim
silenice, with hearis like lead. The
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situation, almost hopeless before, seemed
doubly, trebly, hopeless pow.

“The villain!” =zaid Bob Cherry
huskily, breaking the heavy silence at
last, " Oh, the villain I i

“It was the Dutchinan!” =aid Lord
Mauleverer quietly. “The other would
i‘trnve .Fi::lmd us up—the beachcomber—
1 —

“We're done 1 muttered Nugent.

“After all, we're not worse off than
before we sirhted that rotten cutter [
said Bob, with a dismal attempt at
chperfulness, ™ We—we—we may have a
chance of spotting ancther sail vef.”

I say, vou fellows,” came a feehls
moan from Billy Bunter—*1 say, whai
are we going to de?”

“Btick it out, old chap!” said Bob.
“We'll ir:-ﬂ;; well zpot  another ship
before long. )

“I'm so awfully hungry
Bunter,

There was no reply to be made to
that. To touch the last morsel of food,
before they were absolutely driven to it,
was oub of the question. Billy Bunter's
fat cheeks seemed to have fallen in; his
eve: were hollow behind his spectacles.
Tire other fellows were  feeling bad
cnough, but they could feel compassion
for the fat Owl, whoe lack thair
strength and courage to bear what had
to be borne.

Bunter said no more. Ile was too far
gone even for complaining. He lay in
o state of misery that might have
touched a heart of stone.

The Aaming sun went down in the
wesk, Night was a relief froem the
burning heat, the deadly glare that
dazzled the eyes. In the darkness they
floated unscen, if there had been an eye
to see—they conld not even burn a light
since the o1l was cxpended.

At was not like the Famous Five to
give in, but something very like despair
was heavy in their %murtﬁ now. 'LThe
wind freshened i the night, and the
raft moved inore quickly through the
sea.. But if they looked back, they could
make out a dim shape under the starlic
water. The shark was following—led by
its dreadful instinet for prey. They still
hoped, perhaps—yret the thought was in
their minds that the shark knew!

Hardly a word was spoken as the rafl
slid on over the shedowy waters. Dawn
came again—the brilliant sunrise of the
FPacific,

They scanned the sea—with hopeless
cyes. Blue sea, stretching on every side
till 1t met blue skv—nothing more, save
an albatross winging far away across
the blue. Mo sail—no sign of land—onliy
the infinitude of rolling waters, the in-
finitude of the heavens,

The last tin of beef was opened.

Its contents were portioned as before.
Billr Bunier did pot sit up; he lay help-
lessly on the blanket, as he gobbled his
shave, Then he closed his eyes, but not
o sleep.  Low, faint moans came from
the unhappy Owl. There was half a
mug of water each—the water was
running very low now. And the last of
the food was gone,

The Famous Five ate their little por-
tions slowly—as slowly as they econld.
Lord Mauleverer sat with his chunk in
his fingers—for several minutes, looking
at it. Then he rolled over. turning his
back on the other fellows. Ther did not
see him wrap that greasy chunk—more
precicus than a nugget of solid gold—in
a handkerchief and slip it into his
pocket.

The terrible day wore on—with
dazzling =anshine and burning heat—
hardly relieved by the wind that drove
the rafe through the water., The wind
wself seemed almost to burn.

Bob Cherry had put bis improvised

1m

moaned

net aver the side again. Now he let out
an extra length of rope, to let the net
drag lower. .
The rafi suddenly jolted, as something
brushed under one of the submerged
easks at the corners, The rope trailing
over the side was seen to stir and twirl.

“A patch!”  breathed Bob. Hae
drogged in the rope.
It twirled on the rafi—the Bet oo

longer attached to the end. Bob stared
at it blankly.

:Elh':elrflmrk " muttered Harry,

Evidently the following shark had
seen the net and snapped at it. It waa
Egone,

Bob did not trouble to make another.
It was futile, and even Bob Cherrv's
strength was failing him now, and he
WS Ei:.‘ﬂwttlg listless and slow. When
they looked at one another, the juniors
colild read in cach other’s faces the end
of hope.

No word came from Bunter now-—an«d
it would have been slmozt & relief to
hear him complain. He lay half uncon.
gcious, his eyes staring behind his spee-
tacles, He was long past complaint, and
it came oddly inte Harry Wharton's
mind that he would have been glad to
hear the querulous voice grousing. DBut
the unhappy Owl had no strength left
even to moan. He lay like a log, with
glassy eyes.

The endless day wore to an end, and
agatn thera was night—a might of
glittering stars, the BSouthern Cross
blazing from the dark blue. Endleaa
day, and endless night—and endless day
again, Once more, bright, sunny dawn !

Harry Wharton felt himself totter,
when he dragged himself to his feet to
scan the sea! He gave one long, hope-
less look, and sank down on the raft
DRI,

illy Bunter stirred. He sat up, rub-
bing his eyes, and then replacing his
spectacles, with a feeble hand that was
not so fat as of old.

“1 say, you fellows!” came {aintly
from Bunter.

“¥es, old chap!™ said Harry gently.

“I1 say, I'm hungry! Are you fellows
t-::ning in the study ¥ asked  Bunter.

“VWha-a-t?*

Bunter hlinked round at startled faces.
He Igu\'e a peevish fgrun!‘.

“1 mean to sav, i I'.'nu’re teaing in the
study, I'm ready! was gomng to ask
vou fellows to tea, but the fact is, I've

been disappointed about a  postal
order "

“Bunter, old chap!" gasped Bob, in
horror.

“Poor old kid!” murmured Lord
Mauleverer. He groped in his pocket,

where that greasy chunk was packed in
his handkerchief.

“I say, you fellows, if you've got
nothing in the study, I'll get along to
Mauly's study ! said Bunter. “1 can
tell vou, I'm jolly hungry—and thirsty,
toe. I'm not often short of money, as
vou know, but the facl is, I'm absolutely
stony at the present moment, owing to
being disappointed about a postal order.
It's a bit odd that it hasn't come, as i
wae from one of my titled relations.”

The juniors could only geze at him,
The hapless fat Owl was wandering.
Perhaps it was better for him—he was
no longer conscious that he was on the
drifting rafr, Hosting in the immensity
of the Pacific, abandoned to death. His
helpless suffering body lay there, but his
wandering mind was back at Greyfriars
School.

“71 sav, vou fellows, where are you*"
came the fat junior's feebla tones, I
think I want some new spees—I don't

F kP

gecint to see yOu ! .
“We're here. old fellow !” said Harrv.



C “Well, T can’t see you I” said Bunter
irritably. “ Playing tricks on a fellow!
I'd rather tea with you fellows—I never

et enough, really, in Study Ne. T.
‘Toddy's mean. If he tea's out, he never
thinks of a chap in the study! Look
here, what's the matter? 1 say, you
fellows, I think 1'm going to be :lI
I'm feeling jolly queer.”

“Bugk up, old chap!” said Bob
Cherry mizerably.

“YWhat I want to know 13 this—are
yon having tea in the study? I suppose
vou can tell a fellow ' mumbled Bunter.
“If not, I'll go and zes AMauly! Know
1f Mauly's in his study¥”

“I'm here, old thing!” «aid Lord
AMouleverer softly. He moved across the
raft towards Bunter, tzking somesthing
from his pocket.

The Famous Five watched him in
silenee. It was twenty-four honra since
o fragment of food had passod their lips.
They knew now that it was forty-eight
hours sinee & fragment had passed
Mauly’s, as they saw him fake the
greazy chunk of canned beef, and put 1t
to. Bunter’s mouth.

Bunter gobbled.

O, Bauly, old man!® murmured
Bob. “Mauly, yvou old ass)”

Mauvleverer grinned faintly.

“I can stand it better than Bunier!”
ha said,

Small az 1t was, that morsel of food
evidently made Bunier betier. o
cegsed to mumble wandering  wourds,
lated down on the raft, and went to sleep,
He slept—while the others, with despair-
ing eyes, watched the shining sea.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.

Land |
OB CHERRY stirred.
It was mnight again—starry
night. How they had lived

through that dreadful day, the
schoolboys hardly knew. Duat they lived
—weak with hunger, tortured with
thirst, knowing that the end was near—
thot 1t must bo near. At aunszet, the last
drop of water had been shared, scarcely
wetting their lips, The new day, when
it came, had to be faced without food or
water—and if it wog not the lnst, it maat
ba very near the last.

At night, they lay down in silence,
Billy Bunter had not spolien again—his
sleep seemed to have passed into uncon-
sciousness. It was better so, perhaps—
]m}d the other fellows could have envied
11T,

They loy about the raft, with hardly
tha strength to stir. Bob Cherry,
sturdiest fellow in Lhe Greyfriars Re-
move, had to make an effort, to drag
limzelf to o sitting posture, as he felt
the roft suddenly shake.

He thought at once of the fﬁl]ﬂwir}f
shark. For dafs and nights that dread-
ful fish had followed, tireless. Now, as
the raft shook under a sudden shock, it
geemed to Bob that the demon of tha
sea was attacking, as thoe other shark
Lhad done, long days apo, that secmod
-mj.;ltt uries ago.  His hand groped to the
rifla,

Notb that it was likely to be of much
uss; he knew that he could not have hit
a house, in his present astate, even if ha
could have kept the rifle to his shonlder.

As‘he sat,
Then he realised that 1t was from the
fore end of the raft that the shock
came; and the shark was astern—at all
avents, had been astern till now,

It was not the shack! It was some-
thing else upon which the raft had
struck—some Hoating driftwood, r-
haps, or perhaps some rock or reef of
the PaciF~

iero came another bump !

EVERY SATURDAY

Bump

For & third time thoe raft thudded
and receded. In the starhight a glim-
moer of white foam came to Bob's eyes.
It was some coral reef below the sur-
face of the sea, upon which tho raft
had bumped.

A sunken reef—thers were- thonzands

siich, Dob struggled to his knees. To
ush off from the rock, to save the ralt
roan upsetbing, was lis thoughl., Life

was workh little now; bubt the thought
of the shearing jaws that lurked in the
water was s!ii? terrible.

But hia strength was gone. Ila
ained his knees with the help of one
1and on the mast. He could not get on
his foet. The streng and sturdy limbs
were wenk as an infant’s

He gritted his tecth, to shubt back a
grgan, One of the recumbent figures on
the raft stirred.
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“Land " Wharton.
“Land I?

Bob Cherry pgave a gasp.  The
strenpth that seemed to have Jeft him
for ever ecamie back at that word. In
an instant ke was on his feet beside

panied Harry

his chum, holding on to the mast,
staring.

“"Land ! he breathed. “Harry—"

iflﬂuk I,”

Tall and dark stood the palm—dis-
tant but clear 0 outline against the

glittering stars. Bob gazed at it with
almost ineredulous eyves. llope was so
dead that it seemed jmpossible 1hat
land was sighted at last! But it was
a palm-tree, and where a palm-trea
rew was no mers tunken coral reef——
ut land! Land!
“(h 1" breathed Bob.
His head almost swam  for
(Cantinued on next page.)
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hﬂ-t You

It wes Harry
Wharton™a votiea,
little more than =a
hoarse whisper.

“¥os We're
bumping on some
rock,’ muttered
Bob. “Didn't vou
feel the bump "

“I—I think so
Yes, "

The others had
not stirred, Whare-
ton rolled aver to
look at Bob: but he
¢did not attempt to
risg,

Bump1

“"We've
shove off
how™ multered
Bob. “If we go
pver—" He shud-
deved,. “Can you
lend a hand, old
chap "

“I--T'1 try.™

Herry Wharion
gclimbod te his
knees. He grasped
tha mast with hoth
hands and zamehow
dragged himself to
his %e-at. His dizzy
cycs turned on the
linez of white foam }
that glimmiered and
glistened in the
light of the sfars,

Then, releasing
one hand from the
mast, he rubbed his
eyes  with it and
looked again., He
saw—uniezs, sa he
dreaded, it was o
vision of coming
delirium—something
heyoned thosa lines
of foam-—somethin
that stood tall an
dark and nodded
against  the starry
sky. He rubbed his
eyes again, his
heart beating
thickly, If it was
not o vizion, 1f his
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moments!  Land—and all it meant; if
they could reach itl FLand—directly in
the way of the drifting raft! T.and!

Bump !

The raft strock again, more gently,
and receded. It was only a sunken
coval reef thet it struck, but they knew
now—almost every island in the
Facific had its reef—it was no lonely
rock: it was the coral reef of a coral
izsland that the rafi had drifted on.

"~ In reugh weather the raft would have
crashed to fragments ot the caral. But
the night was calm—the sea like a lake,
anly ruffled by the light wind, It was
the carrent that was running themn on
the reef—but the contact was hght, aud
growing lighter.

" For some moments it puzzled them
—and then they understoed. Withiu
the reef .Jav the lagoon, and the tide
was going in. It was the tide that
was bumping themm on the sunken reef
—and, as it deepened, the reef was more
deeply covered, and the raft bumped
mare  Lightly, scarcely  touching the
voral.

Bump again?

This time the raft did not recede. 1t
was over fhe sunken coral, and the
cazks fastened under if were bumping
on top of the reef.

“We're poing in——"" breathed Bob.

“Dn the tide——" said Harry.

“Didn’t I say while there's life
there’s hope!"™ said Bob _ huskily.
“Wauwe up, vou fellows! Tranky—

Manlv—Joluny—Inky—Bunter, old fac
bean? Lond! LAND!"

“Land!" shouted Harry Wharton.
It seemed to him that new life had come
dnto his veins and his hmbs,  *“Land ™

He bent over Lord Maunleverer.
Jolmny  Bull, Frank Nugent, and
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh totiered to
their feet. It was as if the magie word
brounght back life aud strengih.

Mauleverer made an elfort to rise,
andd sank boack again, Wharlon grasped
himt and helped him to his feer.

“Land ' he panted. “Aauly, old

man—and "*
“0Oh,  hegad!  mmrmared Lored
Maulevorer. ““Jolly good luek, what?”

“Hald on to the mast, oldlehap—hold
an! Leok ™

Buip, bump! came from under the
rafr. ’.!l::he-. deepening tide was carrving
it over the low reef. I bllu'npn?d. o1
jutting coral as 1t went, and jolted and
tipped—but it Hoated on, the reef lower
and lower under the water beneath i,
till at last it floated clear.

“Land ' breathed Frank MNugent.

His eves seemed ta feast -on the
sirecfch of level water ahead—the lagoon
within the resf—on the white beach that
glimmered bevond, the palins  tha
nodded over the beach.

“Land !™ repoated Johnny Bull. “I
—I suppose we're not dveaming tlas?”

*Buiter old man—land !™

Bunter did not stir. But six fellows
wore on their feot—with ecager oves on
the shelving beach, to which the rafr
was drifning acress the starry lagoon.
What land it waos, whether it was in-
habired or not, they neither knew nor
cared—it waz land! Awl every leart
beat and throbbed with vew hife and
hope. Laond—land at last!

Buinp !

The raft was lmping on a shelyvin
beach of sofrest sand, The tide carried
it up the sand, and left it theve, re.

eeding,  Another wave came flooding
in and pushed it higher, The juniors
serambled  off. Thevy would have

drageed ihe raff beyond hugh waker-
mark., but their strenglh was rot equal
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to the effort. DBut Bob Cherry knotied
the end of a rope fo the mwast and cav-
ried the rope in hiz hand as he
scrambled ashore. He serambled to the
nearest palm and made the rope fast.

“ Buuter, old man !

The fat junior neither spoke nor
stirred.  Four fellows pathered, with
the water’ washing wp {o their knees,
ﬁraﬁpad him, and with a combined effort

ragged him from the rafe, up ihe
shelving beach, and landed him in the
sand.  The vovage of the Greviviars
raft was ended,

———

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
On The Island !

LOP, plop!
The castaways lay on the sofi
sand, spent Ly their last efforts,

~ HMunger and thirsl had so sapped
their strength that they hardly knew
how ther had been able to seramble off
the raft and drag Bunter after them.
Bunter lay unconscions. The other
loy exhausted. They could
hardly have reached out for food and
water, thewr direst needs, had they been
at hand.
Bob Cherry was the firsk lo stir. The
effort of making the raft fast had made
him almost ifd_r. and for leng. long

minmates he lay in the sand without

mation, But Le stivred at Iast.
Plop, plop !
ie knew {hat sound--it waz the

sound of falling coconuts, dropping iu
the wind as i1t shook the palins, ]gsu-k
of the beach, the coconut palins grew
in thick groves, nodding in the wind
from the sea, anl every few minules
there was the sound of a “plop ¥ as the
ripe nuts fell

The sturdiest fellow in the Greviriars
Remove, who had hardiv ever known
what 1t was like ta feel really tired,
struggled to his knees with incessant
effort, and erawled up the sand. Te
crawled and groped in (he starlight, aud
his hand closed on a fallen nut,

The others started a little at the
sound of a loud crack, It was the husk
of the nut cracking on a chvnk of corval,

Carefully Bob removed part of the
cracked husk, opened his pocket-knife,
and sliced the end of the nus. The
interior was full of the “mallc ” of the
niut—and he took one sip—a sip that was
sweeter than the fabled nectar of the
gods. DBut he took no more—he crawled
back to his friends, carrying the nut
with great care, every movement costing
him an effort.

“Mauly old man !™ breathed Bob.

There was enough in the nut for a
sip all round. Then Bob ceut it to pieces
with s knife, and they chewed.

“The change that one coconut made
in the whole parvty was amazing. There
were more at hand—plenty more—when
they had strength to stir—and strengih
was coming Dack.

Bob, with his mouth full of nut,
crawled agait.  He opened another
nut and erept back fo Bunter—Iving
Like a log e the sand, The fat junior
ditl not stir—his eves were shut, and
e bLreaihed [amnily, Bob lified his
head and placed the nut to his moutl.

Tnzensille as he  was, Bunfer
swillowed the juice instinetively, It
seemed to soak tnto his diry, eracked lips
and parvched mouth,

Hiz eyes opened behind his spectacles,

Ile grunteld,

It waz not a mmsical sound, Lut all
ears were glod to hear the sound that
indicated returning animation.

- T
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-Wharien esnd Johnny Bull wers
meving now,  After the hunger pnd
thirst of the raft they lay where Natare
had spread, almost st their  foet,
abundant supplies of food and drink, It
needed only an effort—and they madea
the effori.

In a few minutes more nuis wera
cracked, and every fellow had oue to his
monuth, drinking the juice.

“"Begad " murmured Lowd Maule.
verer, with a deep sigh of contentinent.
“That's good ™

“The goodiuluess 13 terrifie !
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Good ain’t the word—it's gorgeous 1"
said Bob. “It': splendacions-—in fact.
splendiferouz ! Did I mention 1o you
chaps that while there was life there
was hope ¥

They gathered nuis and sat up round
¢ pile of them. It seemed incredible to
them that they would ever be able to
satisfy their thirst. DBut it was satislied
at last. ana the rich froit of the coco.
nuts relieved the gnawing paogs of
hunger,

Colour cama  back into  haggard.
pallid faces—brightness inte sunken
eves.  Birenglth came back into limbs
1Im.t-t had felt hardly capable of move:
e mnr.

1Frir-

“1 say, vou fellows!" Bunter spoke
ab last.

“Hallo, halle, hallo! trilled BRob
~Cherry.

Y Gunme some more,'

“Here you aral”

“Ton't over-do it, Bunter. old bean *
said Lovd Mauleverer mildlv.  “ Betles
not pack too much afrer beiug enpty w6
long—"tain't good.”

Gobble, gobblel

“That's a tip.” =zaid Bob. * Better go
casy on lhe grub, at hOrst, wvou fellows,
Go easy, Bunter, old man.”

Bunter's gobbling ceased for a second,

“Idiot 1" he said,

Then he gobbled again.

Bunter, evidently, Lhad no wusze for
moderation, now that there was food on
hand. e gobibled, and gobbled, aud
gobbled,

The other fellows lay down in the
sand again, to sleep, They could sleep
now—tlurst satished, hunger satishied,
new life and new hope in their hearis.
They were all fast asleep, pillowed in
the soft sand, long before Eunter had
finished gobbling. Then, at length, a
rumhling  shore -was added to  the
stoady breathing of six sleepers.

The sun was high in the heavens.
chining down on the blue lagoen and
the rolling Pacifie, and the chorus of
wild birds in the woods going strong
when their eves opened again,

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Footprints In The Sand !
1 ALTO, halls, hallo! roared
Bob ﬂltorriy.
Five fellows sat up and
ribbed their eveas .
1t was a bright and glorious morning.
The tide was ont—the raft high and drv.
Bevond the smiling lagoon, the coral
reef over which the raft had floated, in
the night. was up te the surface. Sea-
pulls civcled and sereamed over it. The
white beach glowed in the sunshine.
Bunter was still snoring. The juntors
left him to snore, while they walked
down to the lagoon for & dip—with a
wary eve open for eharks—and then
gathered for a breakfas: of coconuts and
hananas. Now, that it was doyhght,
(Continwed on page £8.)
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DOING THE GREYFRIARS WALK WITH—
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ALL AROUND GREYFRIARS. Friardale, The Village

(1}
Friardale Village, quaint and old,
Is standing on 1its aleepy byway,
Where busy buses ne'er have rolled,

And chickens use the public highway,
The trafhic problem i3 acute,
When sheep and cows are gonged for
speeding,
And ducklings always have to hoot,
While pigs must grunt before pro-
ceading |

AFTER SCHOOL HOURS
Hazel’'s High Hopes.
Yhen Peter Hazeldene one day
Received a birihday present,
A fivor from his rich Aunt May,
He thought it very pleasant,

For he had got a little plan
About a horse named Dreamy Dan |

e -

A racing expert from the course,

Whote naps were always certain
touches,

Had =said to Hazel that the horse
Could almost win the race on

erutehoes
B¢ Hazel zought this racing man
And put five quid on Dreamy Dan !

This man of expert racing nows
Was willing to accept the money,
Which (zeeing he was bound to lose)
Might strike s normal chap as funny;
But maybe ho knew betier than
To place his shirt on Dreamy Dan |

But Hazel never had a doubt,
His spirits soared up like a rocket!
That evening he would walk about
With twenty quidlets in his pocket |
He weited eagerly to scan
The winner's name—viz.,, Dircamy Dan !

But truth obhliges me to state
That when the other horses started

One gee-gae stop to ruminate,
And stood there while the rest
departed ;

In fact, alas, the race hegan
And finished without Dreamy Dan |

The racing man with sombre look
Deplored the foclish horse's action,
But in his bulging pocket-book
Atuffed Hazel's nota with satisfaction |
And Hazél hates that Also Ran .
Who didn't run—viz., Dreamy Dan!

“Ji- GREYFRIARS GUIDE &
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Pix hundred years ago, the chuch
Was newly buoilt and dedicated,
But now you'd have to make a zearch
To find a place more anliguated.
The vicar, Mr. Lambe, is keen
On  having chats with Quelch and
Prouty;
A fine athletic man he's been,
Though now, perhaps, a trifla gouty.

(3)
Ilali-hidden by a box of cpps
{All genuwine antiques) reposes
A little tuckshop, Uncle Clegg's,
Where uncle z1ts all day and dozes.
When Bunter's hanging round the shap
He quickly wakes and turns quite
Yicious,
For unela’s home.made ginger-pop
To thirsty Dunter is delicious!

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

HERBERT TREVOR
The Lancashire Lad of the Remove.

T is for TREVOR, Herbert T.,

No limelight character is he;

Like Linley, Trevor comnes from Tancs,
But unlike Lanlew, in the hanks

He has a hefty lot of dough.

His father made it years ago

When Lancashire was full of work,
And mills weve spinning in the murk,

e
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And cotton fabrics by the mils

Were made in fine and fanltless style,
Let’s hope these days come quickly back
When mills will be no longer slack,
Like Smithy, Trevos's rather bard,
And likes to think himszelf a “eard,”
But actually ke haszs no luck,

For he's without the Bounder's plucl.

ANSWER to PUZZLE

Study No. 14, with BULL, FIELD,
and FISH.
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A WEEKLY BUDCET
OF FACT AND FUN
By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER
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GREYFRIARS GRINS

A book of maxims says: “If you know
you'll have to do snmmhingh}.‘ﬂu dislike,
foree yourself to practise it beforehand.”™
I understand that Ponsonby, of High-
cliffe, 1z painting hizs clothes with
broad arrows,
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Coker of the Fifth “hopes te play
some cricket ™ in the vac. After that,
of courze, he'll climb Mount Everest,

The summer vac is & hard time for
Mrs. Mimble, who does no business in
the tuckshop. Thiz year, however, she
18 tryving to work up & connection by
selling birdseed to hungry pigeons,

LLLLA L] L] ] L] (1]

PUZZLE FAR

Peter Todd painted a “pro-
blem picture,” showing a bullock,
while drinking at a stream which
ran through his meadow, gnaw-
ing & trout he hed caught. It is
supposed lo represent a Remove
sludy, Which 13 117

Answer at foot of column 2.
RiidEREsAaisaREdiRdiandddanisavsidranevansninms
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Loder, complaining of the hcat, said
that vesterday *the perspiration ran
down his face.” BRemove fellows also
“run down " Loder's face,

Mr. Meek, the Courlfield drapery
store owner, has just been made a
magistrate. When Coker was brought

before himm for spuedin§ on hiz motor-
bike, ha fined Coker 8/113.

The latest gas-masks are gusaranteed
to stop the most %gwerfull gas, We'll
have to wear one while talking (o Prout.

Owing to the risk of climbing down
the ivy, Bkinner ia thinking of petition-
ing the Head to fit rope-ladders to the
dormitory windows.

A mouse ran into the Remove Form-
room one day. It left immediately,
richer by a 108 lines.
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they found bananas as plentiful as eoco-
m:.t'-l And the daylight revealed a
ripp m,*g stream of water that fowed
dowir from the interior of the island,
angd into the lagoon, hardly fifty :,rards
from the spot where they had landed.
Which was the happicst of discoveries
for the castaways,

Breakfast over, Dob, gave Bunter a
shake., The fal _qmum Was very soon
wide awake and partaking of a hearty
Lbreakfast.

“I say, vou fellaws, where are wea?”
asked Bunter, at last. “I dom’t scem
to remoember getting off the raft. Was
1 asleep?” _

YBort of 1" satd Harry., " We helped
you off, old chap.”

Y Quecr that never woke up—Imn
a rather light sleepor——"

£ EI] !"r

¥ Well, I'm jolly glad we're on shore,”
eatd Bunter, with hiz month full. “1
wns Jollv avell fed up with that puotrid
vafr, I can icll you. Where have we got

10"
A islam] of soqne El_m'{ e answm:nd
Havrrv.,  “Somwewhere in the Pacilic

Ceean, that™s all we koow, so far,”

“You can ark the people who {ive
here, I suppose ™ said Buuter, blinking
at hum,

“We linver't scen anylody, so far.”

O eviker ! You dot't mcan {e say
we're landed on a desert island 77
excluimed  Buimner, an dinmy, “How
are wo golug 1o gob off, then ™

" Tuo Jﬂ”‘u glad 1o get on, to worry
abont  getting  off,  vet ! snid  Bol
{therey, withi a thm']-.]:* “Werve had &
lot of Juck, Bumer'

el :ﬂtm': ~all very _wnl'l I said
Bunter,  “Buwt we can't stick leve for
ever, (1, Cilmmie  sotue  inoero

B HOSE,
batunas. Ilt-ah vou fellowns, I can tell
VO how 1o |1}1|.| ot whethey anl.l}ud:,'
Baes o ihis asdland:™
“Geit,” éaid Bol, " That's just what
we ward io find eut,.old i,
*You ve still  got  that uﬂgJ

* said

Buonter, “aud - there's sowe. cartridges
in it., Well, bang it off, and if there's
unvbady about, t wy'It hear, seet®

S0h, iy hat ! saud Bolh  * Ain't
Bunter =imply pnr-]::rrl with bright
wdeas” vou fellows:”

“Weil, T ihink of Huugﬁ vor know !
sd il " Bitnbor, I'ie ot brains. Lool:
Irere. 1o nu-s"l o wesbe Fipme a':mut it !
1f  there's  anvbods ]nmg on  this
islm‘ul the soaner wi kuow, the befier.

. gpood

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

This stuff iz all very well, when &
fellow's sta.r*.mg—hut what I want 1§
some food."

“That may be what the people on
this island want, if there are any,”
grinmed Bob. “We want to find out
i.}c&t what sort of sportsmen thrg are,

fore we do any publicity stunts,” .

Billy Bunier jumped.

“{]h crikey t say, you fellows,
d-d-d-do you think thiz may be & canni-
bal island? Oh crumbs! I—I—I EAY,
mind you don't let that vifle go off I

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The castaways were not likely, ny any
case, to expend their last half-dozen
carfridges in “ba.ngmg off  the rifle
to attract the attention of the inhali<
tantz of that unknown island—if any!
If there were any. inhabitants, they'
were certain to be Sonth-Sea natives,
in so vemoile a spot, and much nore
likely to prove focs t.":&n friends. Those
last few darividges might be badly
wanted, for all the castaways knew as
vet, And they cortainly did not want
to advertise their arvival until they
knew whether they had natives 1o ch*uli
with.

“Cheer up, old grampns ! said Bal,
“No sign of anvhody far, at auv
rate ! We're going along the beach o
explore.*™

nd leaving Billy Bunter packing
away the foodsinffs, sueh as they were,
tie Famous Five and Lord Manleverer
went slong the beach—anxions to dis-
cover whether thore were any signs of
habitation on  the island. arry
Whartan put the rvifle under lhis arm.
and Bob Cherry the axe on  his
shonlder. But there seemed to be no
sign of natives

They followed the beach for a con-
siderable distance, the' shining lagoon
on one hamd, ihe shady coeconut woods
on the other. For more than o mile,
they walked in a solitude, and a silenee
Lbroken ouly Ly the caling of the golls
out on the reef.

Then Lord Mauleverer came (o a
halt with a grave and thoughtful cx.
pression on his face.

“Tived, old bean?" asked Bob., *No
mvrdﬂmg if—we're not fit vet.
Looks as if we've got this jolly old
island to ourselves, vou fellows™

“ Looks like it " agreed Hurry, *“If
there's _any natives, they most be on
the other side. I think. Buot it looks as
il it's uninhabited,”

BOYS! IF YOU LIKE FOOTBALL READ THIS

YOU CAN EHJEI"I EEAL FOOTRALIL THR;I'&I-

aod rxeltemiert falore ywigh fhe

FAMOTS

“Good for ws i#f it ' remarked
Nug;‘ “¥You haven' t fﬂrgmten thoew
Blighters in the canoe.’
Hardh ' Cloming,: ?I'J:u:k, Manly "
“ Yaas, I think we'd better get back,”
said Mauleverer thoughtfully.
“Mauly's. got something - in his
noddle,” said Bob, staring at his lord-

ship. “What are you thinking about,
Maulyt"
“1 was thinkin® sbout jolly oll

Robinson ("t'-us.l:aem—
“We're in his line of busiposs now,’

said Boh, langhing. “But whit about

jolly 6ld Crusoo specially #7

"I mean, when he spotted that foot-
print jn the sand ‘on his island,” ex-
pluined Lord Mauleverer, #1I 'sort of
remembered  thal, you knew, so T've
been lookin'—"

“You den't mean——-="

“Yang 1

“Ohy, my. hat

Lord Mu.u!mmr:r pointed. The
Famous Five knew now why he had
stopped with that grave expression on
his fuce. In a deep silance they looked
al a nmark in the soft sand—the clear,
unmistakable ouniline of a naked foot [

It was only a few Fards from the
track of their ewn hootz. And now
ilat thev notieed it, they could discern
ather  similar {notpr ints—which tald
that a wan with barve fect had erossed
the Lieach from the lagoon to the wood !
Tn silence, they gazed at the tell-tale
im:r*mmh—aml thon looked vonmd them
at the solilary Leach, the silent woods.

AN was silent, all was rolitary i the
jnmiors gl have beliaved themselves
alone on that speck:of lamd, set loncly
in.the midst, of the nnending sca. But
the _feoiprints in the “sand told their
own tale.

iRy gun ! said Bob at last,

“Better get back.” muormured Maile-

verer.  “We've foumd out  what e
wanted to know — and  we've. deft
Bunter——"

“Come on '™ said Harrey.

There woere ual:irﬁ.t. on the island, they
kuew that now : whether some peaceful
tribe or some sav age horde of canni-
bals they lad vet fo learn; In silenee
thev Liarvicd bhack to the eamp.

TIIE EN1}.

(Look owt for another feast of flrilla
iho weaf werhe r.rrrf-rng vy RG
{HIEF BUNTER? You ll vole 11 o
Hﬂf tip-tupper, rhums!)
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KONDEMMED TO

Step out with Doc. Birchemall and the
chums of Si. Sam’s in another instal
menl of our Ace-high serial. _

By DICKY NUGENT

i Hw ] 1%

The cry ¢ cut weerdly across the
esve where Jack Jolly & Co. and
Doctor Birchemall were the prizonera
of the smugglers. _

It was the Head, of course, who was
begging for merey. Jack Jolly & Co.
w:ﬁd ave skhorned to ask favours of
the ruftians who had seszed them,

The amug&lam larfed gloatingly as
they heard the Head’s tearful plea.

“Ho, ho, hol ‘Meray ' eh ™
jeered one of the black-harted scoun-
dreils. * You'll’ got & fat lot of mersy
when wo get you afore the kaptin on
the skoones | ™

** Pipa down, you dog ! Thoy're not
going on the skooner | ™

It waa Mr. Lickham who rappod out
these words. The Yourth TForm-
yosster, who wag earning a little spare-
time cash ag foreman of the smugglers,
faced his followers with a feerce frown
on hia face. The smugglers stared at

“Ho, they ain't, am't they i
growled one of them. * That's just
whera you're mistaken, mate. These
*ore pwabd 'sve got to die the deth.
You eaid so yourself,™

Mr. Lickham cullered slitely in the
dim light of the ship’s lantern that
hung on the wall of the cave. Althou
be had said that'to keep on the right
gide of the smugglers, Le really h&dsnu
mtention whatever of eeeing  Doctor
Bircheraall and the Fourth Formers
slawtered.

“ Well, what of it ™ he rasped,
glaring feercely at his suspishus hench-
wmen. - ' Why waste time taking them
back to the skooner T You swabs row
bhack by vourselves and leave them to
ma‘?? .

“No fear wa don’t!” pgrowled

another of the gang. * The skipper

allus makes it a rule to do these ?mra

jobs hisself. Bring 'em along to the
oat, lads!™

“T. LL"”

M H‘utin?', ch 1 eried Mr. Lickham,
grimly. “*You had better remomber
that you're under my orders

DETH
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Howya,

the naw

TUNE IN TO UNCLE

FISHER

buddies ! Fisher T. Fish calling—

Temporary Editor of the * Greyfriars Herald ’ and,
boy, can he edit 7 Time marches. an, folka, and
termm draws noarer.
rosebude while ye may,
poats put it,

way, is thers {

Bub gather ye
as one of your well.known
No sense in meeting troubles hali-

whils you're : When t back : 1 ,

ashore,” No. 308. EDITED BY FISHER T/. E£TON FISH, September 3rd, 1938. find thntygru e Unclo ﬂia?:athﬁumm%ﬂ%}. th;mﬁ? nl;
Neot when hia time. No, sires! I'1l tell the world I thought

vou give us e _'_r r—— oG =Tl & yLs] I‘lP-I‘GBl‘inE, d}'ﬂd-iﬂ-mﬁ.wgﬂl aftunta

the wron

ordera, though, mate ! retorted one
of tha mnugglet'a, with o brutal larf.
" We're talon' theso swabs back to the
skooner—an' you're comin’, too!"

“But I've got to stay and look
after the licker ! "' hooted Alr. Lickham,

* That will 'ave to look arter itself,
mate ! Come on!?”

For s moment the Fourth Form-
mastor looked invlined to resiat, But it
was an impossibul task, and eventually
he decided Lo pretend toTall in with the
smugglers again—in the
hoap that he would get
# chance of helping the
Bk Sam's fellows later |

* Perhaps, after all,
what vou say 13 right,”
he wsaid, with a smile.
™ I'll come with you!"™

so Mrprp., Lickham -
helped his crew to carry
the prizoners along to
the boat. When they
reached the skooner
Dirty Diek, the
prisoncers® worst  fears
wore realised. They
could tell at a glance
that the kaptin was a villain - of
the deepest dye—a scoundrell who
had sgent many & man to hie deth and
would not hesitate to do it again! He
gave them s mosk (rightful leer, when
they were brought before him on the
moonlit deck.

“ Spies, eh ¥ he bellowed, with a
blud-curdling larf. ** Thay ecouldn't
have come at o better tima! We'vo
had a hungry man-eating whals
following usg aﬁmub for days. Sink me
if I don't give him the meal of his hfe
to-nite ! "

A wail of terror went up from Doctor
Birchomall.

“* Mersy, kaptin ! Don't throw mo to
the whale, please ! Throw in the boys,
if yvou like, but leave e out ! ™

Lo

EUNCENSGRED LETTERS No, 11

NEEDY JUNIOR GAINS AWARD, TAKES INVALID
SISTER TO SEA

Dear Bob,—Many thanks for your
Jetter, received by air. Ib seemed
marvellona that it should have comse
all those thousands of miles in a
mafter of days |

1 can’t help envying
vellons holidey. But I eould hardly
have come, even if Mauly had asked
me. My sistor was taken il just before
the hols., you see, and I shouldn't have
felt like going to the other mide of the
world under the circs. Thenk good-
néss she improved wonderfully after ¥
arrived home and is now almost well

fmu your mar.

L]

Money has been short at home, and
1 didn't expect that it would run to a
seaside holidsy this year, But an
unexpected stroke of Iuck came my
way. Remember, I went in for a short.
etory-writing contest in the ** Weekly

Sun™ ¥ Well, my effort won the first
prize of thirty guiness! With this
marvellons windfall, I was able to
augment the family funds, and we had
a really ripping fortnight at Blackpoal,
And I stifl have sufficient left to buy
some books I've boen wanting for a
long time, and to put by for the re-
quirements of next term. Better to
be born lueky than rich, eh, Bob ?

I hope you all have as good & fime
during the remainder of the vae. as
Vo wera hqwinﬁ when you wrote your
letter. Am looking forward keenly to
seeing you all again. You'll have
plenty of tales to tell in the autumn
evenings, this year!

Kindest regards to Mauly and all
the lads !

Your old [riend,
MARE.

“Why should I?!” rasped the
zaptin of the smugglers, with another
frjghﬁful leer.

“Well, for ons thing, Lkaptin,
because I'm sueh s tuff old jownt,”
wimpered the Head. ‘' These boys

are yung and tender; but I should
give any whale a seveer attack of
imdig-gestion !

“ Haw, haw, baw!” yelled
erew.

“Ha, ho, ho!

the

That's the rmost

commical joak T*ve heard for & month,
or my nams’s not Kaptin Boolyard 1V
roared the kaptin., * For saying that,
I'll spare you i}

“Oh! Thanks, awfully, kaptin!®

“ —Till all the rest have gone to
their doom ! finished Kaptin Bool-
vard, with a roar of eallous larfter.
* Bhow o log, mo hearties ! Throw in
the yung cuba, fivst ! "

at IJ I’ $i= ! a1 )

While the Head collapsed on the
deck, wimpoering and wining with fear,
the smugglers seezed Jack Joliy and
his chume.

Az if in antissipation of the meal
that waa approaching, the grate snout
of a whale ghowed itself out of the
water just then. It was a& site to
make the bravest blanch, but our
heroes showed no signs whatever of
pannick.

“It will be a lark if the whale
turns up its nose at ue, won't it, you
fellows 1" remarked Frank Fearless
ﬂq?ganﬂy. " Who knows? Perhaps
he’ll turn out to be a vegetarian 1 »

Kaptin Boolyard turned as red as a
beetroot at this, To soe his prisoners
standing there as cool as cucumbers
nearly drove him off his onion.

* Overboard with the yung ewaba 1 "'
he roared. * They'll soon find out
what sort of 3 meal the whale prefers ! "

** Flglf & minnit | ¥

The smugglers pawsed as Mr,
Lickham rushed forward. Kaptin
Boolyard skowled.

“ Well, what ? ** he barked.

* The knots have come untied !™
said Mr. Lickham, pointing to the
rope which was falling away from the
prisonera, * If we don’t tie them up
again, kaptin, they'll probably swim
away to safety before the whals can
gobble them up !

“Sink me! That's true!™ rasped
Haptin Boolyard, * Rops "em up
again before you throw ‘om im, you
careless gwabs ! I ;

The emugglers dro their yewman
burdens on io ﬂmm mm.lzr started
roping them up agam,

Now this was esaetly what Mr
Lickham wanted.

Unnotissed by the others, he had
been eutting the prisguers’ bonds so as
to give the emugglers something to do
while he dealt with the kaptin. -As
soon a3 they were al necling on the
deck he picked up a elaying pin and
pointed it shorewards as though some-
thing had attracted hsattention.

" Bee that Hght ave thers, kaptin 17
he hist. ** Wa're not gpotted, [ hoap ? ™

A spasm of fear crcsed the kaptin's
face. He looked iy the direction
indicated.

Wallop !

Mr. Lickham's belajing pin hit him
on the napper—haid! Kaptin Bool-
yard dropped to the deck without o
mermer—knocked gui completely !

Luckily, the crew were too bizzy to
notisa what had: happened. Quick as
lightning, Mr. Lickham bent down by
Doctor Birchemall, sashed through
his bonds, and hended him another
belaying pin.

“ Give thein what for, =sir!"™ he

wiﬁar&d*
¢ Head nodded wiggerously, a
ngw hoap in hia now., He rose
cautiously to his fest and he and Mr.
Lickham crept forward.

Bang! Crashl Clenk! Boom!

The two belaying pins lashed out
right and left, .doipg fearful damage
among the mouggles! One after
another the scoundreils pitched over
:ill the lust of them tad been put to

e

Then, and then only, did the Head
and Mr. Lickham lay ¢tide the weapons
that had served them so wall.

“Hooray ! Hip-hip-hooray ! they
checred, as they jonped hands and
performmed a triumpial danes over
their unconshus vilitu s,

“Good old Lickham!® chortled
Jack Jolly & €o. ,

Soon the chums of the Fourth were
8ll rclensed. Then the whole party
gobt mto the rowing boat and rowed
hack to the shore, and it was not very
long before they wore safely back at
Breszyville, enjoying cofiy end cakes
in the Hotel Posh !

“ Well, it certainly was a narrow
squeak that- time! " remarked the

ad, as he took a big bite out of his
Swigs roll. I thinkwe are all tb be
congratuloted on our curridge in the
faco of denger @ ™

“0Oh, grate pi ssped  Jacl
Jolly &,‘E%‘ e = {
* Btrictly spealiing, of course, those
scoundrells should &ll be brought to

justiss,’” went on the Head, “But I
realine, Lickham, that io do that would
be to embarrass v, And I don't
want fo gse you b wed in jail efter
the way you saved us, Cunsequently,
I think we will leb tlom get away—
merely warning the coastgusrds by
tellyfons of the rich-ha ¢l of contraband
that awaits them in that cave !

Mr. Lickham :]ﬂﬂkﬁd‘fl tely releeved.
“ Thanks awiully, sk 1" he grinnad.

* I must admit that this is more than
I really deserve. It was very indiscreet
of ma to take up emuggling as a
holiday sideline. OUn the other hand,
I never really meant any harm. Er—
I hoap that thia little affair, sir, is not
going to make any difference to my
position at St. Sam’a 1"’

* Not & bit, my dear follow ! ' said
the Head cheerfully. * Provided, that

is, that you go straight in the future.
You promiss 1"

‘** I promiss, sir,” said Mr. Lickham.
after that he went straight—
to the boarding-house where he was
astaying for the remainder of the
holiday ! .

You gotta hand it to this guy Nugend.
On your toes, fellas, for anoiher story
next week.
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WENT

Sguiff Says:

Squiff  feit quite bucked when
Blundell of the Fifth met him during
the vac and condescended to speak to
him.

* Feal like a stroll, kid ? ' Blundel!
aslied.

Squiffl was only too pleased.

* Thanks, Blundell. Mattor of fa:t,
I was feeling undecided what to do.
Thiz'll setile it

“ Nothing lile a stroll now and
again,’”” said Blundell, as Squiff foll in
beside him. “ A quiet stroll acroas a
peaceful stretch of country is scothing
to the nerves.”

* Quite agree, Blundell ! " gasped

Squniff,

Ha gaspect because he found
Blundeli’s pace a little swilter than he
could manage comfortably. Blundell's
idea of a stroll was a little odd. It
seemod more like a gallop than a
stroll to Squmfft

* That's what's wrong with c¢haps

you what it was,

WALKING WITH BLUNDELL

Never Again!”

nowadays,” woent on Blundell, as he

strode along, with Squiff at his side

tloing his best to keep up with him,
“Teo much rushing about all over
the place, Now. what I always say is,
why the hurry 1 ™

" Exactly I'' Squiff managed to pant.

“1t's just a bad habit—nothing
meore ! sald Blundell cheerfully.
*“ They'd be just as happy if they tock
things quietly and slowly like I do.”

Probably Blundell said quite a lot
more, but unforfunately we ecan’t tell
Squiff’a breath gawve
out ab this juncture, you see, and he
collapsed in a more or less lifeless hea
on the grass. Blundell, blissfully un-
aware of what had happencd, sped
on at o terrific pace, atiH talking of
the joys of leisurely walling,

Squiffi still appreciates the honour
Blundell did him in taking him for a
stroll, But he has firmly made up
his mind not to go next time,

that will surely make you puve si
and take nntieg: Just g farg !:jr ng
[ got a hunch, for instance, that the
ong thing Greyiriars has been waiting
for all these years is & snappy messenger
service. Jovvar think of the number
of guys at any one moment who are just
busting for a messenger to run errands
or do gome small serviee for "em T Jevver
think of the number of guys at &NV O0Ne
moment who are just crazy to earn them-
selves a few dimes or jitneys? Nope,
you surely have not. But { thought it
all out and I guess I'm gonna stort s
get-togother movement of those two
Ey..rhea, th'h_ma a8 the president and
ig-hoavted friend of the wﬁaln caboodle,
Will it be & wow 7 I'll say! Shall I
;‘Ek_{! in the greenbacks 1 I' tell & man ¢
Gep YOur pecpers open, buddi for
the F.T.F. Measonger gfmrim, an?sand
In your applications for service or jobs
right now |

Another bright notion T had is for a
Study Furniture Exch . Jevvey
think how useful it would be if you could
swap your old junk for almost anything
of equal value ? Nope, vou never did,
But you surely will do when the F.T.F.
Furmture Swapping Bhop gets going,
and you'll gladly pay the small com-
migsion charged for the benefit and con-
vendenee of this snappy new sorviee !

S0 come back to Greyfrairs next term,
pols, with glad hearte. ¥Your Uncle
Fishor's gonne meke life a whole heap
brighter than it used to be—and maoke a
whaole heap of greenbacks for himself in
the bargain! Whoopee! Attaboy |

So-long, pals | :
FISHER 1. FISH.

SENSATION AT BOURNEMOUTH!
REMOVITE TURNS BEACH-HAWKER

Vernon-Bmith and Redwing had a
shock on the beach at Bournemouth,
when the familiar fipure of Stott of thoe
Remove appeared, dressed in his
Sunday best enit and & topper—
SELLING ICE-CREAMS !

Ho had a box of icos slung round his
nock, and was loudly bawling his wares.
He looked extremely embarragged. A
curigus erowd of holidayinakers followed
him whersver he went.

Smithy and Redwing sat up in their
deck-chairs and blinked. Stott saw
them and blushed scarlet.

* Ice-cream—vanilla or strawberry !
Threepence a tub | " he chanted.

* Two vanillas, old bean ! ordored
Emithy genially. * And if you don't
mind telling wus, what's the giddy
gamei"”

' No geme at all, old chap,” replied
Bbtobt, as he opened his box and fished
out the goods " It's deadly serious,
&s a matter of fact."

_Smithy and Redwing tock him to a
nice, quiet seat on tho cliffs.

* Now, tell ug all about it, old man,"”
urged Hedwing scothingly. * If you go
on like this, you know, you'll be getting
into trouble.™

_“ ".Ter}_r ]ﬂ-us-]%l I shall,"” said Stott,
with a sigh. * The doctor said T would.

Ho wants me to get into trouble, you
seo | *

“Eh 1"
“You see, I'm consulting him af
prezent for nerves—or rather, the meater
19, on my behalf," corrected Btott
apologetically.

“* Well, be happens to
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TOP-HATTED

be one of these modern paychological
johnnies. He says that what I need
18 to break out—to do something that
will single me out from the erowd. He
says that's what I need to give me
confidence.

“ That ico-cream selling stunt was
his idea, and there's one more idea of his
I have gtill to carry out. I have to go
into the best restaurant in the town and
slart complaining about the grub till
the manager comea up. Then I have
to tip a plate of spup over his head |

Hmithy and Redwing followed Stott.
The last stage of his * cure,” they
thought, would probably be intereating.

It was. Btots duly kicked up & fuss
in the restaurant and duly tipped up a

late of soup over the manager's head.

o only drawback waas, he did it so
well that the manager lost his temper
and sent for the police., Stott promptly
dived out of the nearest windew and
ran for his life.

Thet's all there is to tell you about
Stott.

The snag we see in bia unusual ** cure **
is that any chap who can do what
Stott did has surely guite enoogh nerve
alrendy-—without developing any more !



