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THRILLS AND PERILS ON CASTAWAY ISLAND ! MEET JIM DAINTY & CO !
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By FRANK RICHARDS.

The Unseen Foe.

EATEN |” muttered
Sammy Sparshott,

Dr, BSamuel Spar-
shott's square jaw set
grimly, The  head-
master of Grimslade

was not a man to be

beaten ; he was the man

ta enatch victory from

the jaws of defeat. And

yoi—

" The mystery of Cast-
away Island baffled him. Jim Dainty & Co.
had disappeared, and he did not know how,

or where, or why !
The more he tried to think it out, the more
hopeless it seomed. Bwingiog to the slanting

trunk of a palm-tree, sixty feet from the
ground, with the activity of a monkey or a
schoolboy, Sammy Sparshott scanned the
igland, north and south, east and west, in

search of a sign of the missing schoolboys.

Eastward lay the wide bay and the rolling,
endless  Atlantic; southward, long lines of
rocks mnd reefs stretching into the seas
northward, the swamp; westward, the great
Lill that filled the centre of the island.

Sea and sky, woods and jungle, chattering
parrots and clambering monkeys, met Dr,
Sparshott's searching, scanning eyes in the
bhright sunlight. But not a sign of the six
schoolboys who were shipwrecked with him on
that lonely West Indian island.

Where were they? What had become of
Jim Dainty & Co.?

Iirst of all, Fritz Splitz had vanished, then
Jim Dainty and Dick Dawson, finally Ginger
and Bacon and Bean! They were gone,
leaving no trace behind, except here and there
a footprint on the beach,

Hunging to the high palm,
wind, Dr. Sparshott searched with keen
eyes, and found no sign, and wondered, If
thero had been some enemy on the island

But there was no enemy. The Grimslade
castawnys had the rolitary island to them
selvos, It was long weeks sinece their enemy,
lizra Sarson, the man who had scuttled the
Hpindrift, had gone, He might have returned,
drawn by the legend of the treasure hidden on
the island, but nothing had been seen or heard
of him=by Dr, Sparshott, at least,

But a conviction was growing in Sammy's
mind that there must be an enemy of some
kind on Castaway Island; in no other way was
it possible to account for the disappearance
of the schoolbovs, Yet what unknown and un-
soen enemy !

“Beaten !
hig teeth,

He scanned the sea.

n sail; no sign of a ship,
his crew had come back, and Barson with
them, they would have come in a vessel, and
a vessel would have been seen. There was no
anchorage, save in the Bast Bay, in sight of
the eastaway's hut.

A small boat might have run in along the
rocks on the south shore, and hidden there.
But who could have sailed endless miles across
those lnm-l\ waters in a boat? But it was in
Sammy's mind that Fritz 8plitz had declared
that he had seen a sail, which nobody else
had seen, and nobody believed,

Was it possible that the fat German had
been right, and that an enemy had run in
secretly, unknown to the castaways?

If that was it, all the bovs had fallen into
hig hands—dead or alive! Dy, Sparshott alone
was left, and it was easy to guess why the

sway mrx in the
in

muttered Bammy again, between

There was no sign of
If Captain Luz and

ASTAMIIS.

had
he was
and he was to be
Sammy =et his teeth hard.
He had to solve the mystery of the school

left him lo the last. Kven
n dangerous man to tackle,
tackled alone, unaided.

unknown foe
unarmed,

boys' disappearance. He had to find the hidden
enemy—if there was an enemy—and deal with
him. From the tall palm he could see nothing
that gave him a clue. Bolitude, silence save
for the chattering of the monkeys and the
boom of the eternal surf on the rocks. It
seemed to the headmaster of Grimslade, as he
clung there, that he was alone in an unpeopled
universe,
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THE GUNMAN WHO BUMPED
OFF A DUMMY !
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Something brushed by his cheek.

For a fraction of a second he fancied that it
was an insect, stinging as it passed, Then,
from the silence of the hill, came the echoing
crack of w firecarm,

Crack-ack-ack !

It rolled away in a thousand cchoes. It was
a bullet that had grazed him as he hung to the
high palm, It resolved all his doubts on the
instant. There was an enemy on Castaway
Island, and that enemy was watching him from
cover, and had fired at him,

Sammy was swilt to act.

Even ms the echoing report of the revelver
reached him he slithered down the slanting
trunk of the palm.

Crack ! came again from the depths of the
green jungle, where the sniper was hidden,
The bullet crashed on the palm a yard above
the echoolmaster's head. But for his prompt
action, it would have crashed I\Hnup{L flesh
and bone.

Like a streak of lightning he shot down the
slanting trunk, and landed volling on the
carth. Crack, crack, crack! Three swift
bullets were searching, and, swift as he was,
they went very close. A second more and he
had rolled over into a thicket, and lay panting

in_cover

“By uml 1" breathed Sammy,

He had not seen his enemy, Whether it was

Sarson, or another, he had no means of guess.

ing; but he knew that the man, whoever he
was, was armed and ruthless—~that his Jife
hung on a thread, and the lives of the boys
whose safety depended on his. The enemy
had shown his hand at last,

Bammy gritted his teeth. He was warned

now ; he knew what he had to look for. If ho'
had only been armed! If Lhe had had but a
single cartridge for his revolver! With one
shot at his disposal he would have hunted the
ruthless rascal like a wild beast in the jungle,

Even as it was he was strongly tempted to
seck lhum out and come to conclusions. But
other lives depended on his, and he shook his
head as he lay in thick cover and listened,

There was a rustling sound at a little
distance. The hidden enemy was coming
creeping like a jaguar, with wary oyes and
ready  revolver. Sammy  breathed  havd

through his nose. Tt
to rotreat,

went against the grain
but he had to retreat. It was not
for him to hunt, He was hunted. He was
hunted for his life, with sudden death his
portion if the desperado sighted him,

On hands and knees, wily as a spake, the
headmaster of (.rumludn eropt away through
the bushes. Again and again he heard a
rustle—now nearor, now more distant. Twico
he heard the ring of the revelver, as the un-
seen man fired—perhaps at random, perhaps
at some moving shadow, Dut noither bullet
went anywhere near Sammy,

For long hours that silent but terrible hunt
went on, and it was not till the hot sun of
noon was blazing down on Castaway Island,
that Dr, Sparshott’s keen ears picked up no
longer a sound of his enemy.

Hunted in the Jungle.

ZRA  SARSON pritted his tobaceo
stanined teeth. Hot and weary, stung
by mosquitoes,
still

the 'Frisco ruffian was

hunting for the man who had
eluded him in the jungle, Now that he had
ot last made known his presence on  the
hlumi he dared give Sammy no rest.

His fear of the headmaster of Grimslade was
deop. It was only fear of Sammy that had
cnused the ruthless ruffian to spare the lives of
the schoolbovs who had fallen into his hands,
Well he knew how dearly he would have to
pay for harming them, if S8ammy survived.

But he was sure now that the schoolmaster
was unarmed. Armed, Sammy Sparshott would
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never have flod before him. Even with a
loaded six-shooter in his grip, he foarad
Sammy at close quarters. l’-zle was not going
to got to olose quarters if he could help it
All he wanted was a elear sight of the head-
mastor—a chance to piteh lead at him,

Oneco he had that chance, he would be master
of the island—freo to search for the lost
troasure of King Christophe of Hayti, froe to
carry it off, when found, in the boat he had
hidden among the rocks on the south shore.

His prisoners would not trouble him, once

the headmaster had fallen; the desperate rascal

would leave them to perish in the tunnel in
the cavern wall, where he had blocked them in.

Savage ss a jaguar of the South American
wilds, and as watehful and wary, Ezra hunted
through the steaming jungle for the man who
had esonpod him,

“Dog-gone  him 1 muttered P
reckon he's this way !”

He puaused, and seanned a footprint in the
soil, It was cloarly marked—as cloarly as if
it had been left intentionally to guide him.
A jungle spider was spinning a web across the
dopression ; it wa. somne time since the head-
master of Grimslade had trod there. Dut it
war an unmistakable sign—and the ruflian
erept on with renewed hope,

Da:k shadows fell on the steaming jungle,
and he looked ap at the branches of a groat
coiba-treo. Vast massos of folinge shut off the
blaze of the sun, and Ezra gasped with relief
from the glaro, Bul he was silent—very silent |
If the hunted man had stopped to rest, it was
likely that the shade of the eeiba might have
tompted him—he might be close at hand.
Finger on trigger, the vuffian crept on.

The jungle thinned away near the massive
trunk of the ceiban. He could now see more
than a yard or two, between the high stalks
of the great tree-ferns.  Watchful as a cat,
silent as a serpent, he erept on—till suddenly
he stopped, eatching his breath.

“ By the great horned toad I breathed Ezra,

His oyes fixed on the trunk of the ceiba—
on a figure that sat, drooping as if with utter
weariness, against the trunk.

His oyes blazed.

Well he knew that figure—the tarn cotton
shirt, the dingy duck trousers, the worn shoes,
the mortar-board vhich Dr. Simrnhott always
wore, even on Castaway Tsland. The mortar-
board, tilted on one sde, concenled the head
and face of the fig- re zitting against the trunk
‘~the hend seemed to have fallen forward on
the breast in elumber,
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Sarson.

For a full minute Ezra Sarson . crouched
motionless, watching, scarcely believing in his
good luck. Many a weary mile had the head-
master of Grimslade wound through the track-
less jungle, and then, no doubt, he had believed
that he had thrown his enemy off the track,
and had ventured to stop and rest in the
pitiless blaze of tropical noon.

But his enemy was more tireloss than he had
dreamed, Bavago cyes were on him now—aund
a rovolver was lifted, taking eareful and deadly
aim, the ruthless eyes oP the 'Frisco tough
gleaming along the barrel. He pulled the
trigger |

‘rack

At the same moment Kzra leaped to his feot,
running forward, and firing again and again

as he ran,  Bullet after bullet smashed into
tho slumbering figure under the ceiba, through
head and y and limbs, riddling it with

lead, Ezra's yell of triumph rang far through
the jungle.

“1 guess I got you, Sam Sparshott! By the
great horned toad, I guess I got you.”

Six shots in swift succession crashed into
the figure under the coiba in less than as many
seconds, Not a bullet missed, as the ruflian
ran up, pumping out lead as he came. Riddled
with bullets, torn by the whizzing lead, the
figure crumpled against the tree, and Ezra
rnnﬁllﬂd it, and shot out his foot in a brutal
kick.

But it was not a dead body that rolled over
from the kick., The mortar-board pitched off,
rovenling & stick on which it had been lodged.
The cotton ghirt and the duck trousers sagged
over, rovealing that they were stuffed with
Rross,

And at the same moment, a stalwart figure,
olad only in a singlet, leaped on Ezra Sarson,
and he went crashing to the ground, in the
sinowy grasp of Dr. Bamuel Sparshott, head-
master of Crimslade School !

The Upper Hand.
“ Y turn!” said Dr. Sparshott coolly.
A yell of mad rage broke from

Sarson,

Ho was down on the earth, the
stalwart SBammy over him, his wrist graspod,
the revolver wrenched away and thrown aside,

In rage, in amazement, in terror, he glared
up at his enemy, knowing—too late—how he
had been tricked! Knowing—too late—that
the hunted man had left sign for him, to lead
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him on, and had stuflfed his clothes with
grass and left the figure sitting ander the tree,
to meet his oyes and draw his fire, and
thon—

Sammy grinned down at him,

“My turn—what?"” he said choerily.

“Dog-gone you! You've double-crossed me,
you gock!” snarled Ezra hoarsely. "1
guesg——"

Ho broke off; he needed all his breath for
the struggle. Desperately, madly, he strove.
But the grip on him was like iron; strong as
he was, the headmaster of Grimslade was
stronger.  Coolly, grimly, morcilessly, Sammy
erushod him down, planting a knee on his chest,
pinning  him to the earth. Wildly and
savagely the ruflian struck at the face above

him; like a madman he struggled to tear
himeelf free.
For ten minutes and mere it went on—

struggling, panting, straining in the tropical
heat—till Fzra, exhaustod at last, lay help-
leas under the knee that ground into his chest.
Helpless, panting, streaming with perspira-
tion, he lay; and he could make no resistance
when Dr. SBparshott dragged his thick wrists
together and bonnd them with his own neck-
cloth, T'hen the Head of Grimslade, breathing
hard after his exertions, rose to his feet,
leaving the ruffian lying.

“CGrimslade wins, I think!” said Sammy

genially,
Sarson panted,
Coolly the headmaster wiped away the

stronming perspiration, shook the stulling out
of his clothes, and put them on, then placed
the shady mortar-board on his head.

Bzra watched him with butfning eyes.
Tricked==tricked and beaten—and the game
was up! There was a bullet-holo through the
crown of Dr, Sparshott's hat; there were five
bullet holes in his clothes. Not a shot had
heen wasted, had it only been Sammy Spar-
ghott that roceived the fire!

Dr. Sparshott picked up the revolver and pub
it in his belt. He unfastened Sarson's carts
ridge-belt and slung it on himsell, The ruffian
watched him in bitter silence,

“And now,” said Dr. Sparshott
“where are the boys 1"

Ezra snarled.

“You figure that they'rve alive?” he hissed.

“Yes,” Dr., Sparshott nodded,  “T think
that you would not have dared to harm them,
vou scum; for vou knew what to expect if you
did, if T gained the upper hand of you. If you

quictly,
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have hurt them, Barson, I am going to hang
i-_m;'from a branch of the tree under which you
w

The headmaster of Grimslade spoke quietly,
but his quict tone sent a shiver through the
ruffian_at his feot. IHe meant every word he
uttered; and from the bottom of his savage
heart Kzra was glad that he had not harmed
tho prisoncrs in the cave.

“They live ?”” barked Dr, Sparshott.

“Yep!" muttered Ezra,

“1 thought so—and it is
Where are they?"

“Find them!” snarled Sarson. “They're
alive, dog-gone you—and 1 guess they're
powerful hungry by this time! Find them,

|»

You M‘l‘(‘!( i

:'I will proceed to find out without delay,”’
said Bammy Sparshott,

well for you!

T

He unbuckled the ruffian’s belt and took it
olf. Czra, wondering, watched him as he
Jumped wp, canght the end of a bough of the
groat tree, and dreagged it down, Over the end
of the branch he looped the belt.

“What the toad-
tered Sarson.

Dr. Bparshott did not speak. Holding the
belt on the hranch with one hand, he stooped
and grasped Lzra’s loft ankle with the other.
Then slowly and eavefully ho thrust Kera's
ankloe into the belt, and buckled it tight and
hard to the end of the branch

Understanding was dawning on the ruffian's
mind now, and his face grew white under its
tan, but his teeth remained shut hard with
suvage obstinacy.

great horned mut-

Dr. Sparshott released the bent branch. It
thot up again, dragging the ruflian by one leg
into  the air, Ezra's body dangled some
cighteen inches nbove the ground, the branch

sagging under his weight. His left leg was
secured in_ the buckled belt, his right
erumpled, Upside dewn, he glared in mad

rage at the headmaster of Grimslade.

Dr, Sparshott stepped back and looked at
him quietly but mereilessly; then he threw
himsell into tho grass and rosted his head on
his arm,

“In tropical climates,” remarked Dr, Spar-
shott casually, " the midday sleep, or sicsta, is
not merely a luxury, but 4 necessity. And 1
have had quite a tiring morning. 1 am going
to sleep now, Sarson. When you are tired of
your present position, and have decided to
guide mo to my missing young friends, you
may give mo a call,”

The headmastor of Grimslade closed his
oyos; in less than & minute he was sound
nsleep.  As ho had said, he had had a tiring
morning, and he was in necd of a siesta.

Dr. Bparshott slept peacefully—while the
desperado swung on the branch, head down,
with aching limbs, steaming with heat, the
contre of o swarm of biting  mosquitoes,

Minute after minute, till the wretch—despor.
ate as ho was, hard as he was—could vm[m-u
it no longer, Ho yelled and howled for

roloase,

The headmaster’s cyes opened ; without stip-
ring ho looked at the sweating, squirming
rullian,

“Is that surrender " ho asked calmly,

“Dog-gone you, yep!" howled Kzra, 3
guess 'l make it a trade. Let up on a galoot,
durn your hide, and I'll sure do what you
want! Let up, you dog-gonca geck 1™

The Head of Grimslade yawned and rose.

“T'Il give you a chance,” ho said. * Waste
one minute after 1 free you, and | will not
give you another {2

He unbuckled the belt from the branch,
and Kzra thumped on the ground, gasping and
groaning. Dr. Sparshott swung him to his
feet.

“March " he said tersely,

One bitter look of hate the ruffian gave him,
and then he marched, With bound hands and
scowling face, be tramped away by the woeary,
hot jungle, Dr. 8parshott following him. They
roached the stream and tramped up the
shallow water to the caseade in the ravine,
By that time Dr. Sparshott guessed.

“In the cavern?” he asked.

“Sure 1" snarled Ezra,

“Lead on!”
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Rescued !
LU 1GHT 1" ’
“What 1" gasped Ginger Rawlin-
5On.
“That villain  commg back 1"

groaned Dick Dawson.

Jim Dainty clenched his hands,

“Ach!" groaned Fritz Splitz faintly. “1
vas so hungry pefore! Nefler, neffer vas I so
derribly hungry ! 1f he pring us sometings
to eat 1 forgiff him eferyting !”

In the dense darkness in the rock tunnel the
dizzy oyes of the prisoners caught a glimmor
of moving light, It eame through somo rift
where the great rock closed the mouth of the
tunnel and barred them in, Weak and hungry
us they were, they wero desperate, and ready
for the most reckless attempt if it was Sarson
commg back., There was a grinding sound as
the great rock rolled aside,

“My giddy goloshes!" gasped Ginger Raw-.
linson. “The way's open, you men! We've
got a chanco! We-—— “v’ll}‘, what—
Hark ("

A deep voice rang down the wock tunnel.

“Hallo, Grimslado 1™

It was the familiar
School | It was the
Sparshott, headmaster !

“Sammy !"" yeolled Jim Dauinty

“Bammy ! roared Gingor

“Mein gootness | It is tat Sammy!"
gurgled Fritz Splitz. “Tal Bammy has safed
us—safed our lifes! Memn gootness! 1 hope
tat he have someting to eat in his bockets 1"’

hail of Grimslade
of Dv. Samuel

old
voieo

In wild haste the juniors crawled and
sorambled along the rock tunncl, Even Fritz
Splitz was quick and active. The rock was
rolled away, the opening was free; and as they
emerged they saw Dr. Bparshott standing,
there, lantern in hand, and Ezra Sarson, scowl
ing and gritting his teeth, with his hands bound
behind his back. Dr. Sparshott’s stern face
relaxed as they came into the light.

“Al safe?" he barked.

“Yes, sir! Hurrah 1" roared Ginger,

“You've saved us, sir!"” gaspod Jim, “1
knew you would ! I told the fellows you
would 1™

“What-ho!" chuckled Dawson,

“1 am glad,”” said Dr. Sparshott, “to seco
that you had so much confidence in your head
master. 1 am glad that it has proved to be
justified. Are you hungry?”

He threw off his rucsack and opened it.

“Mein pootness! I vas so hungry tat T tink
tat I tie!” gasped Fritz Splitz, and he made
ono jump for the food.

But the other fellows were vory quick after
him. And in the shadowv cavern thoro was a
sound of champing jaws, much too busy for
spoech~—Xzra Sarson looking on with a scowl,
and Dr. Sparshott with n smilo

(Esra Sarson a prisoner—and one monace
is removed frow. the castarcays’ path., But
there is an cven bigger menace luvking on
Castareay Island, unsuspected by Jim Dainty
& Co., Reoad all about it in next week's
RANGER.)



