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Tricked !
e ——=\RI'I'Z SPLITZ grinned.

Bright morning shone
on Castaway Island,
After the hurricane of
the previous dayy all
was fair and smiling.
It was going to be a
busy morning for the

r-hl]n\'n:ckc'(l Grim-
sladers,

Dr.  Samuel Spar-
shott, with his feld-

over his

lung
srarted 10 @3¢ .
iland hill, to scan the cea for a sign of the

; shoulder, had already
glasees 7

end to the highest point of the

whooner  that had been swept away in the
hurricane.  Jim Dainty & Co. had another,
nd to them a more atiractive, occupation.

[fhey were going treasure hunting. ek
snd Fritz Splitz, as he heard the five juniors

laying their plans and making their propara-

fions, grinned-—a w ide grin, that extended

serase bis fat face from one extensive ecar to

he other.

U"\m: seo,” Jim Dainty was saying, “that
came in the gchooner to hunt for the

irensure, buried here long ago by order of a
jolly old black King of Hayti. Sammy's given
ws leave to hunt for it—and we're going to
tnd it—if it"s here.”

IO murmured
sonplical,

“No ‘if? about it said Dieck Dawson
stoatly.  “1 jolly well believe it's here; and
that skeleton we found in the cave up the
ravine 18 o clue to "

“Might be tons of meoney!” said Streaky
Bacon, ““Pieces of eight—whatever picces of
vight are—and jolly ald doubloons,”

‘My giddy goloshes!” chuckled Ginger
Rawlingon.  “ Faney going back to Grimslade
tacked with Spanish doubloons.™
“Share and share alike, if we find it " said
Jim Dainty. “ You coming, Fritz?”

[Fritz Splitz, still grinning, shook his head.
‘Nemn! I vas not guming | he answered,
|"riul|r-‘ I gum anodder dime! But 1 tink

erow

Sandy Bean. Sandy was

two dimes pefore T share and share alike
after ! If 1 vind me tat drensure, 1 tells you
tut tat deonsure pelong to me, nieht warl”
“You footling, frowsy, fAabby Boche!”

fonred Gingor Rawlinson,

Aok |

hoaded

“Bit down!”

Whooop I roared Fritz, as the red-
junior (,J Redmayes House at Grim-
tlade School wp-ended him, and he sat=—hard;

o the sandy beach of Castaway Teland.
Penst and a” prute!  Ach I
Ha, ha, hal*

‘J‘m Dainty & Co. started for the ravine,
tovng Friedreich von Splits gitting on the
nloglaring after them with his saueer-oves,
Protal pounders [ yoared Fritz.

il tat deeagure, T giflf you not van touploon

vun I
|

I
"

Grimeade juniors clambered up the
ravine on the hillside, heedloss of Lh&
of the falling water. When they ha

THE CAV

ER
N ON CASTAWAY ISLAND | THRILLING ! AMAZING !

Featuring Jim Dainty & Co., of Grimslade

disappeared from sight, ¥ritz itz pi
himself up, and rolled slowly uftg?]ﬂ:f:m[.)lc'llt’ﬁi
podgy grin reappeared on Fritz's face. Deep
thoughts were working in the depths of the
fu’t Rhinelander’s podgy brain.

Tramping up the shelf of rock beside the
tumbling stream, the castaway echaolboys
reached the opening of the cave. All wus
guiet and peaceful there now; very different
rom the day when they had been attacked
there by Captain Luz and the black crew of
the scheoner. They were going to make a
day of it; and Jim Dainty carried a bag of
provigions, Dick Dawson a lantern, and the
other fellows cans for water, which they filled
at the stream.

Deep in the dark cave lay the skeleton thev
had discovered, that of one of the blacks who
had buried the treasure—as they believed, at
least.  According to what they had heard, a
black nobleman of Hayfi, bearing the weird
title of the “Marquis of Marmalade,” had
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OTHER EERIE, THRILLING

ADVENTURE ON CASTAWAY
ISLAND,
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buried the treasure on that lonely island, by
order of Kini;~ Christophe, to save it from his
enemies the French,

More than a hundred years had passed since
then, But it seemed likely that the buried
trensure was still there, the island being so
lonely and unknown, far from the track of
ghips and trade. The schoolboys who were
cast away on it did not know whers it was,
except that it was in West Indian seas,

“Herve we are!” said Dick Dawson, lighting
the lantern, and flashing the light into the
dark opening of the cave.

STl the cans, you men” eaid Ginger
Rawlinson. “We shall want sll the water weo
can carry, before we come out of that jolly
old cavern”

“Hallo, Fritz hins changed his mind!” ex-
claimed Jim, as the jumors were about fo
enter the eave. Fatty Fritz. red with exer.
tion, came clamboring up the ravine, panting
for breath,

“Ach1 Tat you stop! Tat you gumn pack "
Fritz squealed from a distance,

“Buck up, old bloated Bochie, if you're com-
ingl" shouted Ginger, t

“Ach!l Vait!” yelled Fritz, and he came
panting breathlessly \nta. "Tat poor Sammy
~—poor old SBammy—ach !’

“‘Bammy 1"

lmp enod to Sammy !
“He fall from van elifi—"
“What " yelled the juniors in dismay,

exclaimed Jim.

“ Nothing's

School. By FRANK RICHARDS.

“T tink tat he preak him te neck !
“My giddy goloshes! Wheret” yelled

Ginger. *Come on, you fellows—we know the
way he went!”

Treasure-hunting was instantly forgotten.
Lantern and provision-bag, cans of water,
were dropped where the juniors stood, n_nd
they raced awny down the ravine. Plunging
recklessly through the falling water, scram-
bling and tumbling over stones and i)oululers.
they went in breatbless haste, thinking only
of the brave, true-hearted headmaster who
had saved them from so many perils.

They emerged from the lower end of the
ravine, and started for the route De. Samuel
Sparshott had taken up the hill, at some dis
tance from the stream. He was not to be
geen on the hillside; but a thousand jutting
rocks and trees might have hidden him.

“Better shout!” exclaimed Ginger. “Poor
old Sammy! e might be lying among any
of these dashed rocks!”

“(Go it1” said Jim.

And the five juniors, lifting up their voices
together, roared :

“Dr. Sparshott! Sammy! Sammy !

“Hallo, Grimslade!” came a distant shout
from among the rocks. To their intense re-
lief, it was an answering hail from their head-
master, and his tall, athletic figure leaped
into view on a high rock.

“He's not hurt!” gasped Dick Dawson.

“What the thump!” exclaimed Jim Daintv.

The juniors hurried on. Dr. Sparshott sure-
veyod them with a smile, as they came pant-
ing up,

“Tired of treasure-hunting, or what?” he
asked.

“Aren't you hurt, sir?” gasped Ginger.

Sammy raised his eyebrows.

“That fat idiot Fritz came after ve, yellin
that he'd seen you fall!” exclaimed Die
Dawson,

“The young raseal !" oxclaimed Sammy, his

brawa darkening. His face softened ns he
looked at the juniors, breathless, panting,
seratehed  and  bruised by their

: hurried
clamber up the hill. “ My dear boye, so that's

why wou came!l Splitz was deoeivinr you—1
suppose thet was his idea of a joke!”

“Bpoofed 1" gasped Ginger.

“When I see ¥ritz ;g’uin ” waid Dr. Spar-
shiott quietly, “T will give him hnt
will warn him not to play such tricks. 1 am
very sorry you have been noedlosly alarnmued,
my boys,”

Wi(b a kindly nod lo the juniors, the Head
of Grimalade resumed his way. Jim Dainty
& Co. looked at one another.

“That Boche blonter I hissed Ginger. "My
gdtly goloshes, we'll serag him Lald headed 1

Vo'll mop, him up! Wae'll—oh, come on. and
let’'s get hold of him!”

And ths joniors tramped back down ihe hill,
and reached the ravine once more—with inten-

tions towards Fricdrich von Splita that were
absolutely ferocious,



256

TELL YOUR PALS ABOUT THIS WONDERFUL PAPER.

Fritz in a Funk!
s LOCKHEADS ! chuckled Fritz Splitz.
Fritz had not followed Jim Dainty
& Co. from the ravine, Having
. spoofed the Grimslade juniors into
hirrying off on a fool’s errand, Fritz von

Splitz >1nng the provision-bag over a podgy
shoulder, picked up one of the water-cans, and
the l:lx_llnru, which wag still burning. Then,
chuckling over the sucecess of his stratagem, the

fat Rhinelander marched into the cavern.

" Plockheads and dummbopfs!” chuckled

Fatty Fritz,

Like the other follows, he firmly believed
that the skeleton in the cave was 2 clue to the
lnll-m(‘l‘l.“(‘xl.’-li}‘o‘% of King Christophe of Hayti.
And Fatly Fritz was going, to unearth that
treasure before the other fellows had a chance,
and if he found it he was going to claim the
lot, by right of discovery.

The fat CGermsan advanced deeper and
deeper into the cavern. The spot of daylight
at the entrance disappeared hehind him. But
the hurzicane-lamp showed a bright light
round him, and Fritz marched on and on till
a glimmering of something white on the floor
caught his eyes.

He shivered a little as he halted and stared
down at the skeleton. i
men who had landed with the “Marquis of
Marmalade,” the bones had lain in the gloomy
cavern for more than a century. Had the
Black Marquis slain the man who had helped
him hide the treasure? It looked like it; and
1t was possible enough, for Kin Christoplie
of Hayti, in his day, had not placed a high
valve on human life.

Fritz shuddered and glanced round him
uneasily, rather wishing that he had not come
alone. Still, he had to come alone if he was
to forestall the other fellows and bag the whole
of the troasurc! Encouraged by the thought
of 8panish doubloons, the fat Rhinelander
blinked round for other gigns of that ancient
visit of the Black Marquis to the island
cavern,

“Ach ! he ejaculated.

In the light of the lantern he discerned
a narrow fissure that split the wall of the
cavern from rugged floor to a point higher
than his eyve mmﬂl reach. Tt wag not more than
three feet wide, o “fault” left in the rock by
rome voleanic convulsion of former times.
IFritz rolled into it and flashed the light round.
And on the foor, almost at his foet, lay
another  grisly object—a  skeleton, whoso
fghllb”j’ gkull seemed 1o grin at him in the
ight,

gl"riu‘s teeth chattered at the sight. Bul he
pulled himself together, It was a clue—he felt
that it must be a elue! And, taking his
courage—such as it was—in both hands, Frilz
Splitz marched on, blinking to and fro nery-
ously it the shadows, :

Suddenly he came to a stop. DBefore him
the fisenre ended in a wall of rock!

“Meain gootness | exclaimed Fritz in dismay.

Ilo seomed to have followed a blind alley
to its eud. Yet, if the men from Hayti had not
passed that way, how came the gkeleton lying
in the fissure? Fritz’s fat brain was spurred
to unusual exertion by the thought of treasure.
After a long, dismayed Dblink at the wall
before him, he wpproached it more closely
and shona the light upon it, scanning il care-
fully. Then he grinned.

“Timmel! I vas on te drack!” he gasped.
Claso examination showed that the rock

before him was not a solid wall, like the sides
of the fissure. It was formed of rocks stacked
up, one on another, erammed betwoon the
walls of the passage; and it was cloar that they
had been piled up by human hands.

Fritz's saucer-eyes gleamed,

He placed the hurricane-lamp on the ground,
liis bag and can beside it, and groped over
the rocky obstruction with his hands. Solid
n4 it looked, the irregular shape of the blocks
enabled him to grasp them and drag them
loose,

Rack after rock he dm%ged away, and then
thare was n erashing and a rumbling and o
shower of rocks tumbled down,

Fritz jumped back with n gasp, Something
that had been hidden in that stack of rocks,
freed by thoir fall, fell forward towards him,
It onroe falling forward, and ritz uttered a

If this was one of the-

{(r‘“l (L)II' ho;}-or s the tm}w arms touched him
wd the glimmering skull i i .
tact with his fat face, TR DS
. “Ach! HMimmel! Varooooh!” roared Fritz,
in !ltmr terror, as he bounded backwards,

The skeleton fell at his feet, with a clatte
of dry, old bones. And Fritz, catching his
foot in a fallen rock, stumbled backwards, and
fell with a bump—on the hurricanc-lamp !

The light instantly went out! Blackness
rushed on Fritz 8plitz.
“Ach! Help! Gum to me!” he roared.

“Chim, Chinger, mein goot friends, vere vas
you? . Ach, mein gootness! Mein gootness!
Whoop 1"

Fritz blinked round him in the blackness.
He could not see an_inch from his fat little
pimple of a nose. He groped for the lantern
and gave a shriek as his fat little fingers came
in contact with a skull.

He scrambled wildly . away, bumping wildly
on the rocks, stumbling and falling, picking
himself up again, panting and gasping. Some-
how he got back to the main cavern. Then
ho remembered that he had matches in his
pocket, and he grabbed out the box. Even
the slight, flickering illumination of a match
was a comfort to the terrified Fritz.

It went out, and he struck another. He
blinked round him, trying to screw up his
courage. In his panie terror he would hardly
have been surprised if the skeleton which he
had disturbed in its century-old resting-

lace, walled-up in the rocks, had followed
him from the fissure. But gradually his panio
subsided a little.

“Ach! It vas only a peastly sgkeleton!”
gasped Fritz. “Vy for be afraid of vun
skeleton tat is tead? I vill go pack!”

And Fritz struck another match, to light
his way back to the fissure. A sudden dravght
of air blew #it out, and Fritz jumped. "The
cavern was windless; the air was fresh, as if
it had two outlets, but there was not a breath
of wind. Yet the match in his fat fingers
had heen blown out from behind him!

“Mein gootness!"” gasped Fritz,

Ho struck another match. Instantly it was
blown out over his shonlder.

This time there could be no mistake. The
match had been blown out! By whom? How?
A panic-stricken howl pealed from Fatty Fritz.
He dropped on his fat knees, yelling.

“Ach! Merey! Go avay, goot Mister Skele-
ton—go Avay mit you pefore! Ach! Mein

gootness | Merey !
1] !
“After the Boche bloater!” said
Jim Dainty savagoly.

Breathless, and boiling with wrath, Jim
Dainty & Co. arrived at the mouth of the
cave. If they had wondered why Frita Splitz
had played that scurvy trick on them, they
woul(rlmm known as soon as they saw that
the lantern, the provision bag, and the can
of water were missing. Fritz had spoofed
them into going aftéer Sammy while he helped
himself to their supplies, and forestalled them
in the hunt for the treasure.

Without hesitation, the juniors plunged into
the dark ecavern. Fritz had caleulated that
they would have to go back to the hut for
another lantern; but they did not wait for
that, They were too anxions to get after
Friedrich von Splitz!

“Keep to the wall ! called out Jim Dainty,
and, keeping to the right-hand wall of the
cavern, the five juniors tramped away into
the darkness. g ;

They expected soon to sight the glimmer of
the hurricane-lamp carried by the fat German,
That would bo a guide to them. Bu%:o
glimmer of a lamp reached their eyes, v
were unaware that Fritz had discovered the

Gold !

FTER him!” growled Ginger Raw-
linson.

fissire in the wall and dil?{m:&rd’ P into it
Bt from the cavern ﬂwﬂl of them they heard
a sound like falling rocks. It in a
thousand ugh the hollows

B
mi::akmm zunﬁ iml Trite's num.. m
voiee reached their ears. » . )

« gglniﬁﬁ! it_niw Failly Fritz!"

“But what is the faf ass doing in g
asked Streaky. “No wonder he's
he's let the lamp go outl”

“Look !"” breathed Jim Dainty,

The flickering of & match in the gaut
caught their eyes. In its glimmer theg |
glimpse of Fatty, not o dozen yards

" Quiet ! whispered Jim Daing
8till, you men! Not a sound 1” Gy

Leaving the other fellows closa
cavern wall Jim stepped towards
German, as the match weng out,
struck another, Jim Dainty circlad
When the second mateh went out J
within a few feet of Fatty Fritz,

He heard the fat Rhinelande
voice, and grinned. And when Fris
another match Jim leaned towards
blew it out over his shoulder. And
blew out the next one, in the
it was enough for Fatty Fritz

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a yell fron
Grimslade juniors as Frifz von S
full belief that the skeleton
howled and yelled for merey,

Quite unaware that the juniors we
cave, that yell of laughter gave
touch ‘to Fritz’s terror. ’I‘oin cal
was the howling laughter of
phantoms of the darkness.

“Achl Merey! Go avay!” ghy
“I vill not gum after your
goot Mister Skeleton! Ach!
go avay mit you! NMein

“ Hag ha Thait

It ‘was too much for
serambled up from his fag
Where he ran, in the dark,
till he bumped into the cave

“Yaroooh ! roared Fritz,

He scrambled frantically away,
the wall in the dark, afraid to
it was with a gurgle of relief
daylight at the mouth of the cave
staggered out on the bank
the ravine, bedewed with pers
sank down, gasping for breath.

Left behind him in the ea
& Co. chuckled lond and long.
what he deserved for his trie

“Jevver sea such a howlin
Ginger.  “But where has &.
dropp?d the lantern? Can’t be f;
or it!"” ]
Matches were struck, and the ju
the fissure where F;i&' )
“Another jolly old
Gingor coolly. we
Marquis of Plum-J
plenty of souvenirs beh
the lantern—and another s
The hurricane-lnmp, for
much damaged. Ginger relig
it up, and the juniors |
%eqn ni’t%rest." ’5'\0 wall of roc
ritz had pulled away )
demolished, and beyor J Xm
decper into the mountain,
“Come on!" suid Ginge
He pushed his way the
one podonobum ol follo
tram on by a narrow, rock:
more than t{m'lm wide,
suddenly. -
“My giddy goloshes!”

skele
hat old

“Look 1"
Crowding forward and T

the juniors saw that

yawning gulf that

o]
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Tveasuge for Frite |

the end of the treasiva hans,
Muvauis of Mavioalade, In (hoge
I) aold days, hd loweved the treasiare Inla
that abyss in tha heavl of the motilain,
(rimslagor had no moeans ol |~w|-|||||“ )i,
ould do was to veport whnt they il

Jim slipped the eotn
a Spamsh donbloon-~inte )i pockal,

th rotracad thoir stops to the davern
ani

in tho light of the hurrienn iy
own to denl with the contonts of llu"
nnd tho disenyvary (e y
Al when, aftor tho maenl, Linpoy
armpty poavo u ohortls
Ll mto Ginger's notive

wan

L e |
v LT

to Manuny

tsion \ disouny

bug, hao

calng
up stone
d thp
ching

with

from the enyorn floar
bag to the brim, the othey
ham in wondaey Having
stones, Chinger ted (he neel
with o cord, twisking i Light,
] knotting 1\ lmhl, ;
thump's that for'?
for Fritz 1™ said
that doubloon

unkad Jim,
Gingor egolly,
him 8ot and his jolly old
meination will do the rast,” z
“Ha, ha, ha "
tramped
avern thet
mer than they had oxpectad,

yellod the juniors,

buck to the mouth of
tromsurosouest hn\ln;: ondod
"Whe altornaon
burning down on Castaway Islund
chon  they emoerged into the ravinae,
oy found Fritz Splitz,
Fritz was roturn from
(hete pursuit of Boammy, nover dreaming that
they had returned long ago and followed him
ap the cove I'ritz supposed tha tho treasure
yel to begin—having no iden that it
: His saucer-oyes almost started from
Iis head ot the sight of the juniors coming out
ol Lhe
“Mein

tat you !

nowi
Thera
them to

watting lol

Junt wi

Wik OvVer

cave
gootness ™ oxclaimed Wryitz, ** Vas
have peen in tal gave anit
voursolves, whilo I tink tal you vas gone nfier
Qammy ! VPeasts and prutes, | tink (et you
pull me Le |1;'_."‘ 3 4

“Just a fow "' grioned Ginger.

“Ila, ha, hal”

Pk roared Ireitz, the frath dawning
on his fab mind, Tt vis you tat plow ont e
mnteh 1 te gove s

COob b ul Jost 1 grinned Jim Dainty,

Jim took the doubloon carelessly from
pocket, and the sun ghone on the gald,
n yell,

“Iimmel !l You have found tal dronsure?”
He grabbed at the doubloon with o [ut hand,

Y Ou

Iin
Frilz

and Jim slipped it into hig pocket  again,
‘Mein gootness ! Val you got in fnb pog,
Chinger?'

COnoss ! chnekled Clinger Rawlingon, ¥lo
heaved down the bag, “My giddy goloshes,

treasure’s all right, but i’s jolly heavy |
“Deoasure 1V yolled Pritz.  “ Main gootnass |
All tut is deonsure!  And you yus leal ma oul |
Chinger, Chim, mein goot and pelofad jume,
vou vill ghare {at dreasure mit your old gool
friend Fritz 1" 4
“No jolly fear! You refused lo share with
it

“That was vun cheoke ! “n‘-’!"ll l‘.l’i!‘l.. ".”
I vind fat dreasure, 1 share mit mein
pelofod jums ! Jal Ja wohll You vill not
b vun yr:-mly [H'Il?‘.', e H.““'- (,‘hinwn‘ you

e
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My glddy goloshes

I wjaculatod Glwger,
pont Ginger, the junlors saw that the flasurs
to un wunbivioion depth,

vill nob all e groody penste=you vill giff e
vun share of vay s In tod pog 1"

Chingor Wawlivson looked vound

“What, abont i, you men? he uekad, “Chab
blonted Bochs wouldu't have shared with ws

It we're not Boche blowtars!  Bhell we leb
him in1”

Lot 1" suid Jim Dainty,

“Hhare and  whuro  alike " puld  Biroaky
PBuean,

“Uab dw o rightetat i as chenerous as w
Chermnn 1" bewmed ¥tz Bplivz, " "Pat s vy

I epgupoct of moln palofed jums,”

“Well, look here' suid Cinger,
“you cuwrry the g down to the hut,
whare o what's o iy
out,”

“Ta wolil 1" exelaimed Fritz engerly,

And he heaved 1he bing on n fut whoulder,
Fritg. did not ke work - but when the work
wias .nrl'/inu tronaure which he wae 1o share,
even Writz could maka wn effort,  Bot the bag
wis lavge, nnd it wae well packed with solld
ptones; and it had been n good welght fo
Ginger to enrry, I was o staggering losd (o
IMntty Kritaz,

wnd wa'l

and you ghall whaek it

grively
|

“Mein  gootness | Tat gold Is heavy "
gasped Fritz, 1 vink (st you help o enrry
tab pug, 't wg”

U No foar 1 sald Jim Daioty, " You've done
nothing so far, except tel) les and spoof g,
You'll earry that bag all the way to the
eamp, or you won't get w whaok in what's in
i,

“Haoar, hoar!”

ST oyill garrey 017 gasped ¥ritz,

And he did |

Braggering under his load, the fat Whine
ander startad,  The juniors followsd him,
grinning.  Fritz tumbled down the watorfsll,
dropping the bag; ot helow, he heaved 1t on
ngain, and thoy left the styeam, the  fab
Garman bant almost double under his burden,
EaRpng and wuniinu with axartion,

Jim Dainty & Co, strollad onsily bnck (o
onmpi but it was noy an oasy stroll for Fatty
Viita! Vo oould almost have wishod that Jess
tronanrg had loen found, so toreiflo was the
woight of that bag! Bul he staggered on

The hat wan rasched st lest, and Fatly Fritz

Yl 1 Ceandig fovionrd and peeying

ewibed An w gpimibogg gpalf Whiat wotepded

shd the Lag 1o the ground, s platipsd dewmn

bowida W, wronming with PHERgir b
" f 4
1;}.: vk pag, mein good Chinger 1" he
ward feehly

"You opun W, M oy wend a whsok o w1
answored Cingor,

i LT

Vingger ns ha was 1o sog 1ha glanin of gold,
v oo toinates bofare ¥uldy Weilz pecoyered
Trom his exartiongs sufficiently 1o goh on winh
apening the bag of “irensure.” Bt he gon
atr with i b Inst, Tlis el finpears fotibyled
with the knots, wnd hia yob them wideatie,
loosend tha cord, and opened the nedk of e
bag, Uponding 11, he poured out the oontenis
an Vhe sand,

Pha juniors watehmd him with keen Interast,

From the opened bag s sesonds of stones
potred aut Yikz von Wplive gazed &) Vhem,
e bhinked at thom, e stared st thom i

"Yatovpbvat o bt Vare Is (4 drosuret”
b gurgled,

“That's tha  drensurn, old  podyy  besn,”
noswored Ginger gonlally, " Al we've 11;0
ool Jim's doublaon,  Wheak it aus”” y

“Ha, bn, hnt"

"Bt Dbt 0 vas only siones 1 Yewlad
Frive. "“Lurn iy no gold~tora & no distonds |
Maoin gootness ! You il me fe log ¥

"Ha, ha, ha!” yolled the Jinhers,

Vrite gornd ab them, Fla had sta gored
under Wi weight of that Jie fiy |m‘(, bislinvin
that W contained trohsure, And it um!mmvﬁ
sbames, of wiieh ho conld hnve plokod up Any
numbar on the basck il s disposed |

" Pansia and ’u-ahu“’ b ganped,

“Wa, b, hnt”

“Aron't you going to whack Hoeat?” Inguired
Ginger i 1 vr«mm'l g salisliod,  you
fellows ! Wall, look hore, Filty, ') velt yorl
whnt  yer shall have vha oy 1”

“Tin, ba, hnt"

And the juniore walked away, leaving Falty
Ptz with the lot ] Bul, 14 m"m by his Joaks
ha did nod devive muoh sablisfuetion fram I

(D, ' Bapnmy ' Spavahott fn the elutohos
u‘ o glant oitapus | That's gwe of the ynang
f rlls’n In wowt weeli's groand stovy featuving
the Grimslade castaenys 1)



