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Hard Lines for Fritz Splitz,

B SAMUEBL BPAR-
BHOTT, hesdmaster of
Grimaslade Behool,

gringsed,
A less homorous
thinn Bammy
hizve grinned.
it
Castawny Jdand.
the shade of
fronds, five
in the sand—Jim Deinty,
Dickaliwwson, Gloger, Bascon, and Boug, 1ot
Frivz wvon Bplitz, was not present.  And Dr.
Hpmreheit. Wl gone to ook for Fri Bplitz.
Froen bebiind s bush quite close ot baad, there
came & deep, resonant, !,rr,l:,yngul wtsore —whoreat
Ie, Bpaeshioth gritis A, Jim Deinty snd Co.,
whe heard it froan a (urther diglance, grinne A aheo.
Fritz Bplity. was out of might, nov disovernbie to
But hig propence was reveslod Lo 1he

on
Under
the pal
JuTnors wal

was ' wehoo]

the oys.
enr !

nore !

My puldy
Rawlinaon

gologhex 1 murmured _Ginger

Wateh Bsmmy !
The grinting jonion watehed Spamy. With &
stick in hix hand, the headmaster of Grimslade
was slepping round tho bush, jrom bohind whieh
Carne ,f,,, snore of  Fritz Sphtz.  Evidently
Vrindrieh von Bplitz. was going to have & sudden
awakermog !

Hinee the Crimslsde wahooiboys had boen cnst
headmnater, on that lonsly

nway, with their
there had pot been

slmnse) i West Indian seds,
mich in the way of lessons There hal boen
plenty of work on hiwnd--building  the  hut,
exploring the island, atid wll morte of weeful snd
piterenling oeCupRlIGns,

Then had comes the visiv of the schooner
Conrlin, bringing Captain Loz and his villainous
urew Loy Castawny felugdd ; And pllm?y of excile.
ment, (il the shoonor waa driven awsy n the
by iosne bat #d Orirnslade Behoo), (ar saway on
thia norihetn moore 10 England, tho pew term wss

poing oy and Basoiry ves pot ke man to Jet

b brerym wlisae, 2
Kovery morning, therafore, Bammy had insti-
tited & olmes lnating one hour, which lie con
widdered Yarig onotigh, in the poeulisr cirgumétancos
of the caes, and which the Jonkors agracd 0
vemsidering too lang hy exaetly sixty mnualed,
Thers had beon lessonn on the holiday erise,
bt i, wae, as Ginger Fawlinson rernackoed, »
sheor stroks of hick that all she school-beoks
hued yonm down in the wroek of the Bpindriflt,
Muck morn weeful things had been staoked on
the raft on which the costewsys had escaped
from Ve wiscl, HBpacs had Deon limited, and
on & dewert lland, & hox of mstchies was worth
mmnre than all the sducationsl works in existence,
Ounly ons book, In point of fact, remuained
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Samnmy’s own pecket edition of
«d 28 o #chool-book,
ecd that they wished
ith the rest.

p! Whooop!™

the bush.

et i
Hi
sudden roar from beh
had awaskened !

Extended om hie podgy back, with his sancer-
eyes whut, and his wide mouth open, Fritz had
bwen eajoying 8 nap ; dreaming that he was back
in his happy Fatheriand scoffing German sausages.
From that vision of bliss, he was startled by a
shgrp “whop” from Sammy's stick., Fritz
bounded out of slumber with a roar.

“Ach! Peast and a prute!"” rosred Fritz.
“Tat you papg me not mit tat stick peiore!
Tainty, you peast -

* Bplity 1 "
at ance,

“ Mein zooiness ! Fritz blinked ai his head-
master. > Ach !t I did not know tat it vas you,
gir, 1 link tat it vas some odder peast | ”

|

barked Bammy. “ Go into class

dsAns AT SIS AININAAANNAANAAAT

LESSOAS, LICKINGS, LINES—AS
USUAL, ON CASTAWAY ISLAND!

LI AAAAANASAANANANIANASNANANNANANSTT

“Ga! " harked Bammy, and he added a lick
from the stick which made Fritz Bplitz start in o

burry.

Tha fal German rolled along to the group under
the palms, followed by the headmaster. He
grosned as he sat down. "

Tat Bominy is & st {7 he mumbled.

Y Vat i te use of Jessons on 1is peastly izland,
tat perhaps ve nefler Jeai 7 Also 1 ves dired,
and 1 vent 14 go to sleep mit meitmsell after 1 ™
For ones, the Grimsladers rather agreed with
Fritz. They wonld rather have been exploring
the tropical wland, or hunting for the Lreasure
ol King Christophe of Hayt, which the rascally
Captain Luz bebeved to be hidden there.
lflu there wes no sarguing with Sammy.
Bammy's. word was law, Withoit their head-
master, it was very doubtiukwhether the echool-

moment, whether Sammy had forgeiten that
was a castaway on a desert island, and fe
that he was back at Grimslade Scheol.

“ Mein geotness! ' ejaculated Fritz, %
vas I to write tem lines pefore 1 ™ ,
“ I will tell you later, Splitz! We shg
proceed ! said Dr. Sparshett,” opening

volume of Virgil.

And they proceeded. Siiting under the
with the glistening beach stretching before
down to the bay, and the blue Atlantic
beyond to the horizon, it was nol casy for
juniors to fix their attention on Latin.
hard, it had to ba done however ; and they
For a blackboard, the ingenious Sammy u
big sandstone houlder. x

(Class was over at Jast.

“ Dismiss ! barked Sammy.

Fritz would have sidled away as the
went. But the eagle eye of Dr. Samucl &
was on him.

“ Splitz 1" .
Jo, wein Herr!” m

“Ach himnmel !
Fritz.

“You have lwenly lines fo wrile!
ink nor paper can be wasted. Fo

Take this s
ile ;m!l

there are other means.
sharpen it to a peint.”
Fritz obeyed wonderingly, whi
and Co. looked on, also wondering. i
* Now,” said Dr. Sparshott. ** Here is ol
stretch of esand, smooth as a billiard he
Here is Virgil ! You will trace the lig
sand, Splitz 1"
“Mein  gootness ! gasped Frilz.
gannot, sir! Neffer gan I do tob ting
“ 1 will show you,” said Dr. Sp
taking the stick from Fritz, he traced int/
gand, with swiit stroked— !
Arma virumque cano, Trojae qui
It was slow work, even in Samn
hands, It was likely to be much
Fritz's. e -
“1 ghall expoct the lines (o be d
dinner,” said Dr. Sparshott. )
“ But it vas not bossible afler—~"
“ Otherwise you will have ne dinner
" AMein gootnesa ! 7 o,
Dr. Sparshott walked away, leaving
his task,

hays woukd bave pulled through so many deadly
perils, They would nob liave been without
Hammy for worlde. Still, they rather wished o
thet Hammy would forget that he wae a school-
master,

“ Yon are ten minutes late for olass, Splitz | "
paid De. Bpershott. * You will take twenty

The Demon of the D
R. BPARSHOTT o‘m;bn“ ne

the rool;z n the
renched the rock sheli
to (he mouth of the eave.

linda."
" Lines | " murmured Jim Dainty, And the he could hoar the wmerry voices
juniors stared. ; T wore n axy
bieen wer Rawlingon hinted one

A emall quantity of writing materials had

ng lines
waa unthinkable, The juniors

by aocide
, for & own nut, Sammy
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He did not want any of the
him in his present undertaking ;
all busily employed at a distance.
the cavern, Sammy lighted a lantern.
arm hung & coil of stout, strong cord,
e . the raft from the wreeked Spindrift,
; :\‘;15 going to explore. Holding up the
\ Jhe tramped along the rugged floor of the
*and reached the fissure m the rocky wall
he juniors had discovered in their treasure

caverns
oh t

whi
hv”‘l'{ﬂ,m{ng {he narrow fissure, hg }'eached the
\l—l‘. which ppcnwl at the end of it; a sheer
abys itous drop of unknown depth. He flashed
licht into the space below. 1t was a
ilous qmr:' and after :}m juniors had reported
. discovery, Dr. Sparshott had strictly
Flnhii“ut‘d them from visiting it again. He was
v o0 thankful that none of them had tumbled
;.]]Kx:\ that fearful gulf during their exploration of
the mountain cave. : ;

Standing on the dizzy verge with periect
calmness, Sammy looked down into the blackness
pelow. Far as ‘.h.» light wl]. there was no sign
of the bottom. The other side of the guli could
not be seen—it seemed to stretch away endlessly
into the mountain, arched over by solid rock.

Sammy's brow was thoughtiul. On the edge
of the abyss, Jim Dainty had picked up a Spanish
Jdoubloon—surely an undoubted clue to the
ireasure. The skeletons found in the cave were
obviously those of men who had helped the ** Black
Marquis 7 to bring the treasure there from
Havti. And Sammy could not doubt that the
gold of King Christophe had been lowered into
that deep chasm—the safest hiding place that
the “ Marquis of Marmalade ** eeuld have found
for it.

After surveyving the abyss for long minutes,
with a thoughtful brow, Dr. Sparshott set down
the Jantern and fastened one end of the long
ropo securely to a jutting spur of rock. He
tested it several times—Sammy was a careful
man. He had the courage of a lion, but he was
not the man to take eareless risks. Then he
fastened the hurricane lamp to his belt. Taking
the rope with both strong, sinewy hands, he
lowered himself over the precipiee,

Hand under hand the active Sammy went
down the rope. He had ten fathoms of rope—
surely long enough for the:purpose ! Swinging
easily against the rugged rocky wall, he desecended,
the lantern-light gleaming on dark rock and dark
Epace.

Lower and lower—till a faint gurgling sound
came to him from below. It was the sound of
water. He wondered whether the bottom of
the chasm was in communication with the sea.
It was probable enough. The cavern i the
ravine was not a hundred feet above sea-level—
probably only seventy or eighty. But if it was
flowing water from the sea that gurgled below
Sammy, his rope was not long enough to reach it.

Swinging at the end of the sixty-foot rope he
stared downward. A gleam came up from the
water that washed about his feet as he hung.
Five feet below the extreme end of the rope it
glimmered, and Sammy hung on to the knotted
end and seauned it in the lantern light. The
water was in motion ; it was no stagnant pool,
and it was clear {hat there was some subter-
Tanean inlet from the sea.

“ Rotten ! gaid Sammy.

Another fathom of rope would have done it !
He could at least have tested the depth of the
waler if his rope had reached, As it was he
could do nothing. Onee he let go the rope there
Was no possibility of getting hold of it agaan. He
Would make another attempt later on; he knew
now what was wanted. Strong as his arms were,
the strain on them waos great, and he prepared
to climb up, 1
p“‘l:;‘ho did so there came a sudden grasp at his
N rr".";"'""‘ml a8 Sammy was, he started, shud-
wure s wnd almost let go the rope in his sudden

Prise and horror.

u What had seized him in that black depth of
a0 earth 1 Holding on convulsively he stared
Lwn. Romething huge, dark, shapeless, loomed
““ the sirfuce of the water, and round his ankle
s whip-like thong. It amazed him, and be
3 I"L‘H'-_fl wildly to release his foot. But the thin
sl like thong held fast and thickened as it
: ‘wm-\. With a rush of horror Dr. Sparshott
“allsed what it. was - the tentaele of an cetopus |
',',’h. heaven 1 " hreathed Bammy 8paeshott,
itipping  the rope, he drw frantically,
VOt for an instant had he dresmed of an enemy

nrecl]
the Jantern
per
thewr

at the bettom of the mountain chasm— and such
an enemy |

3 .~_\s I_le dregged another hideous tentacle came
whipping out of the water, groping blindly for
what the first tentacle held. Once that second
grip was on him he knew that all waslost. Madiy
he struggled fo release his foot. But he eould
not release it—and the tentaele thickened and
thickened, and dragged and dragged, with a
power that no human strength could resist.
Sammy, strong as he was, desperate as he was,
felt himself being dragged from his hold on the
rope.
_“The boys!" groaned Sammy. It was like
him to think of the boys, who needed his eare
and protection, at that fearful moment.

One more wild effort he made—in vain! The
knotted end of the rope slipped from his aching
fingers. For a second he hung with his left
hand, while he tore the knife from his belt with
his right. The knife was grasped in his hand
as he dropped. »

The lantern was instently extinguished. All
was blackness. In the blackness, struggling in
the water, Sammy slashed like a madman, and
to his joy the grip of the tentacle relaxed. The
knife had slashed home and he was free.

Close to him, round him, under him, he felt
and heard the horrible tentacles thrashing, wind-
ing, seeking-—and desperately he swam. he
cared not whither, to get .beyond [their reach.
And he could have cried aloud with joy as the
thrashing and rippling grew fainter, and he knew
that he was for the moment at least out of reach
of the groping tentacles of the octopus.

he asked.

Fritz Splitz gave a groan.

“Nein! I tink tat I neffer finish pefore !
Tat Sammy is & peast and a prute ! ™’

* Buck up and come for a swim, Friiz ! "’

“Ach! It is too hot to puck up! ™ groaned
Fritz. .

The juniors ran down the sand to bathe in
the bay. Fritz Splitz was left once more to his
unfinished task. It was nearly noon now, and

N

A Surprise for Fritz!
IM DAINTY chuckled.
** Not finished yet, old Boche bloater® ™

Y
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certeinly it was hot—ii was always het on
Castaway Island. :

Fritz sat and glared at the volume of Virgil
which Sammy had left him to write his hibes
from. If that beastly book hadn’t been saved
from the wreek lines could not have heen giver
out. And a cunming gleam came into Frifz's
fish-like saucer-eyes. Suppose that volume dis-
appeared ! It would be an end of hines at sy
rate.

Friiz blinked round him cauticusly and picked
up the volume. Throwing it into the sea was his
first idea, but the juniors were swimming there,
and certainly they would have seen him. Be-
sides, the volurm> might be washed back by the
returning tide. Fritz bad to find a safer place
than that ! 7 A e

Deeply reflecting on this imporiant matter
Fritz gave a sudden chuckle. He had ihought
of s safe place—sa very safe place indeed. And
taking Virgil under his arm, Fritz Splitz rolled
away to the hut for a lantern and then clambered
up the ravine.

Fritz did not like elambering—he had s lot of
weight to Lft. But it was worth while o get
rid of P. Vergilius Maro in & spot fromywhich the
only Latin book on Castaway Island eould mot
possibly be recovered ! 3 -
- Where Dr. Sparshott was he did not kmow
or care, so long as he did not meet bim. He
lighted the lantsrn and rolled inte the eavern:
Grinning, he turned into the fissure that led to
the chasm. Holding up the light befere him,
Fritz_trod on very cautiously, peerning urecesily
to and fro in the shadews.

The loncliness and silence of the deep eavern
banished the fat grin from his face. He remem-
bered the skeletons, and did not like the thoughs
of them. But he kept on till he reached the end
of the fissure, flashing bis Light over the verge
and keeping well back from .

In his other hand he Lifted the hated velume.

“Peastly pook!” gvowled Fntz. . “1 tisk
tat vunce you go town tere you neffer gum up
again after ! I tink tat tat peastly prute Sammy
giff me no more [ines from tat prute of a S

A moment more and the volume have
been hurled into the deep chasm. X

But at that moment there came a sound from
below. Fritz was so startled that he
the book snd almost dropped the lanters.
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It 'was the booming echo of a shout far helow.

“ Mein gootness! " gasped Fritz. “ Vat vas
tat ?°
Tertor rooted him where he stood. His fab

knees Lnocked together, and his SAUCET-LYES
almost bulged from his podgy face.  Thovghts
. !

stons and ghosts brought icy shivers
3 ])xl"l\- *

o booming roar echoed and thundered again.
Tt was repeated in countless echoes in the hollows
of the mountain, and it was hard to make out
clearly. But Fritz realised that it was & human
voice that shouted, and at longth he made out
- Ul»ii M &

_Hielp! Hallo, CGrimslada !

* Oh, grambs ! gasped Frit
Tat iz Sammy ! Ach, mein gootness ! =

“ Help 1™ boomed up again. _

Fritz gazed at the black pit in herror. None
of the juniors knew where Sammy had gone that
morning. But Fritz knew—now! He was at
the boitom of that fearful gulf, and unable to
get oul ! Fritz dared not lean over the vergs ;
he dared not step within three fect of it. But he
collected his wits at last and shonted back -

* 1 hear you!
after!”

His fat squealing voice did not carry half
the distance down the chasm. Forgetful of the
boolk Iving at bis feet, Fritz turned and made his
way hurriedly back along the fissure into the
cavern. There he broke into a breathless run,
making for the moeuth of the cave.

He was streaming with perspiration when he
emerged inlo the daylight at last. Leaving the
lantern there, he scrambled and elambered down
the ravine, gurgling for breath, tottered through
the palm grove and staggered down the beach.

The chums of Grimnslade had eome out after
their swim and were dressing on the sandy beach
when they sighted Fritz. They stared ab him
in wonder. Crimson with exertion, bedewed
with perspiration, Tritz came rolling towards
them, waving his fat hands in wild excitement,

“ By giddy pgoloshes!” exelaimed Ginger.
* Has that Bocho bloater gone potty t

The juniors wonderingly ran up the beach to
moest the breathless Iritz. He tottered against a
boulder, gurgling.

“QGum | " he spluttered. “ Gum quick ! Mein
goolness ! Saminy 2

* Anything happened to Sammy ? % exclaimed
Dick Dawson.

“He fall in te pig hole in {e gave!” pasped

Help !

z, % Oh, grikey !

Fritz. ** Mein gootness! 1 tink tat it vas viun
ghost ven he shoutt Ach!™ !
“If you're pulling our legs Fritz——"" began

Ginger, suspiciously.

“Come on! " rapped Jim Duinty. The tervor
and exciternont in Fritz's fat face told that he
waa gpeaking the truth. Jim Dainty stavted ab
a run for the ravine and the other fellows rushed
after him. )

In hot haste they clambered up the ravine
and raced along the rock-ledge over the stream.
At the eavern’s mouth they found Fritz's lantern,
which he had left burning. Catehing it up, Jim
Dainty ran into the eave, the other fellows at
his heela.

They reached the fisstire at top-speed and then
proceaded more eautiously. At the end of it, on
the dizzy verge of the abyss, they crawled on
hands and kneea, Ginger gave a shout as he
spotted the rope Sammy had tied to the spur of
roclk, whieh Fritz had not gone nesr enocugh to

the chasm to observe, Jim Iﬁty, leaning over

the dizzy edgs, shouted :
| JAMES GROSE LTD. % %"
EXOIVEE
Ag:hv

“Sammy !"

FREE
LIST

Hpocially designed &

1 be used levelind

iy b ety ..’.r.:f""{..'.t'-..s'-?‘a’x i
3 (N ," . . .4 15
2&::33?,: ‘o BB BEEL PR
b C g g
-?u BED TA . |

- h
A

I will go for help mit meinself

“ Help ! ' came back an answering shout from

the hlack doptha. .
Jim Dainty fastened the lantern to his belt,

grasped the rops and swung himself down inlo_

the darlkness.

For Life or Death!

AMMY SPARSHOTT had given up hopa.
S In the black darkness at the bottom of the
chasm he had swum out of reach of the
thrashing octopus, and the sound of the
iearful brute had died away at last. Probably,
rissing its vietim, the brute had sunk again to
the bottom of the sea-pool—perhaps had left it
by the deep channel that communicated with the

sea.  Sammy eould not know !

There was no gleam of light in the dense darlk-
ness. Swimming cautiously, in dread of attracting
again the attention of the terrible creature, the
headmaster of Grimslade made the circuit of the
sea-pool. On every side he touched cold, web
rock, and groped over it in the faint hope of finding
some projoction by which he could climb. But
he foupd nothing but smooth, clammy rock. 16
was impossible to elimb even as far as the end of
the hanging rope, even if he could have discerned
where the rope was—which he could not.

All he could do was o keep afloat till his
strength failed—or till the octopus’ found him
cnce more ! He had not told the hoys where he
was going—there was no help! Ewven if they
missed him while he yet lived, they would never
guess where he was. And he had forbidden them
to enter the cave without his presence.
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In+that terrible hour the courage of the Head
ol (rimslade was put to a severe test. But he was
cool, ealm, steadfast as ever. He had looked on
death many times and he was not airaid of it.
His chief thought was for the boys in his charge,
who needed hima. X G

Then suddenly the blackness was broken by a
glimmer of light far above, and Sammy shouted
desperately. He did not hear the answering yell
of Fritz Splitz; the light vanished and all was
dork and silent again. And Sammy Sparshott
wondered whether it had been a fancy, whether
his cyes had deceived him.

It was hardly more than half an hour later—
but it seemed to him hours, long hours, if not
days—that a light flashed again from the dark-
ness nbove, and this time if, stayed. Faintly from
the great height. came a voice ‘calling his name.

* That is Dainty ! ™ breathed Sammy, And he
shouted back for help.

The position of the light, wi and twinkling
aver the edge high aboyve, showed | the position
of the juniors. Guided by it, he swam to
the spot where the vope hung, He moved with
caution, fearinl of the octopus. But to his intense
thankfulness there was no sign, for the moment,
of Itibe ﬁe"ibh bem. i

e heard a rustling and brushing nbove his
head in the dark. It wumﬂalg.r‘m ainty ag
he B‘:;‘m% himself down the rope. Sammy shouled :

o , g0 back ! ™

“1I'm commg, sir | ** called back Jim Dainty.

“ Go back ! " roared SBammy. ** There is danger
here— fearful ks

Jizlni‘an:oiuu came bu;l coolly : i

" now. That's w m . o *

Heedless for once of {h m‘g tmlat:i
Jim swung himseli down and down, the light
the lantern, as it neared the swimmer, ing
his descent. Ho reached the end of the :

| ing on with both b

last and, ha
kasok, woered _Below w. In the

Jim Dainty set his teet
looked like the thong 9{&
water—seeking its prey |
boy forgot the fe&m h
But he did not flinch,

“Get hold of me, sip
staceato. * You can elimb
the rope ! Quick ! >

Sammy groaned. E,

** You could never stand
—1I will not drag you to

“ I won't go buck ! Quick
tentacle dashed the water
swimming headmaster,
quick ! **

A hideous, clammy thing
Sammy. He shuddéred at

“ Dainty—go back t '

* Not: without you,
teeth.

;i Tht]ajn hold Dl!L 81.;‘9‘;1 {

Jim Dainty clamped his
end of the rope, Sammy’s
and as he hung Jim ha
of the headmaster of G
he bore it, thou
he must be torn fr

A tentacle began to
:{a.ist., fl:ij Jimdkil,:kpd‘ ;

esperately, and Sammy*
and fastened on the o
panted as he was reli

“Go up!” breathed
boy! Got™ 3

This time Jim obe:
quickly and actively
hand, and as soon as
Spershott climbed after
felt the gliding tentacle
leg and curl round it,
gim befor:ﬁ the émld.
esperate effort. ammy

£ Jim ! 1" panted B
face appeared dimly
reached out, grasped
safety. A minute
drenched, exhausted
the juniors.
Deep down in the ab
the dark waters —grim
that had been sunk the

Eya % . .
“ Splitz ! *?
“ Ach ™ 3
“ Your lines!”
“Tat pedk is lost !
know not vab pece




