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THE

CASTAWIIS:

By FRANK- RICHARDS,

The Sleeping Beauty.

HERE’S that blithering
Boche ? 7 growled
Ginger Rawlinson.
** Shirking, as per

usual ! ”

Fritz Splitz was not
to be seen on the
of Castaway 1
That was not surp
Fritz was always missing
when there was work to
be done.

Jim Dainty and Dick Dawson, Ginger and
Bacon and Bean, had been gathering tropical
produce under the direction of their headmaster,
Dr. Samuel Sparshott. There was an immeonso
stack of coconuts, and bunches of bananas and
plantains, and a heap of glowing oranges. That
cargo had to be carried down the beach to the
boat, and packed on board.

“The lazy lump of lard!” grunted Jim
Dainty. “ No good calling him—he would make
it a point not to hear. Cet going.”

Heavy-laden, the juniors tramped down from
the palm-grove, across the burning beach, to
the margin of the wide bay that fronted the
Atlantic. There floated the boat that had been
captured from Ezra Sarson, the rascal who had
scuttled the Spindrift. It floated close in to the
shore, moored to a palm-pole planted in the sand.

Splashing the shallow water with their bare
feet, and their trousers tucked up, the juniors
carried their loads to the boat. Boots and shoes
were reserved for special oceasions—there was
no renewing the supply of those useful articles
on a solitary island inhabited only by the
Grimslade castaways.

That morning Sammy Sparshott was going to
run the boat across to the little rocky islet five
miles out to sea, where Kzra Sarson had been
marooned out of harm’s way. What grew on
that speck of rock and sand was barely sufficient
to support life, and there was no doubt that
Ezra had a hard time of it. But he could not
be trusted on Castaway Island, and he had got
what he had asked for!

Dr. Sparshott, however, occasionally made a
trip to the rock with a boat-load of supplies,
receiving only black and savage looks from the
ruffian by way of thanks. Black looks did not
affect Sammy in the least, only he was always
careful to stick a loaded revolver in his belt when
he started for Sarson’s rock. He had leit ¥zra
various tools and utensils that could be spared,
and he was well aware that Ezra would have been
glad of a chance to * get ” him with a spade or
a saucepan.

“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Jim Dainty
suddenly, as the juniors came to the boaf.
‘ Listen to the band!”

Snore !

Fritz was discoversd !

From the interior of the boat came the snore
of the fat German. Evidently Fatty Fritz had
hidden himself in the boat to keep out of his
share of the work, and that snore indicated that
he had gone to sleep there.

“ My pgiddy goloshes!” growled Ginger.
“I'll wake him up with a coconut on his fat
head ! ”

“Hold on!” said Streaky Bacon. “ Don’t
ral 1e slecping beauty ! Shove the stuff on
t him wake up on his own and find

ied.”

* chuckled Jim Dainty.
ha!” roared Ginger.

“Good !

Ginger’s roar would have awakened any fellow
ut Fritz Splitz! But Fritz, when he was once
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Sarson let oul a ycll of triumph as the carth gave way beneath Sammy’s
feet and he shot downwards,

asleep, was not easy to wake! He snored on
regardless.

He was lying amidships, where the juniors
had to stack the cargo. They proceeded to
stack it. Cently they laid huge bunches of
bananas and plantains over the sleeping beauty,
1§llhthe rotund form of Fritz disappeared from
sight.

Jim Dainty, grinning, up-ended a large basket
over the fat face, to give Fritz space to breathe—
he did not want to suffocate Fritz. Over the

WHEN THE HEAD LOST HIS
FEET!

E‘I’\/\/\AN\/\/WV\/\)\M/V\N\/\/V\H

basket more and more Dbunches were piled.
Buried in plantaing and bananas, with coconuts
and oranges piled round him, Fritz was invisible,
and even his snore was muffled by his coverings,

“ That’s the lot!” chortled Ginger. My
giddy goloshes! What a surprise for jolly old
Fritz when he wakes up ! ”

“Hd, ha, ha!l?

Leaving the fat German buried, the grinning
juniors carried the empty baskets up the beach.
Dr. Sparshott was in the hut, loading the revolver
he intended to take with him. The juniors’
work being over, they rambled away up the
stream, to catch fish for lunch,

It was later that Jim Dainty, glancing down
to the beach, beheld a brown-patched sail
dancing on the bay. Sitting astern in the boat,
Dr. Sparshott had the sheet in his hand and one
arm over the tiller. Sammy had started on his
trip to the rock out at sea. Jim Dainty dropped
his net and stood staring.

“ Oh, my hat ! ”” he exclaimed.

“ What'’s up ? 7 asked Dick Dawson.

* Sammy’s gone !

“ Well, we knew he was going, fathead!”

“ But Fritz ” gasped Jim.

“ Oh, crikey ! ”

There was no sign of Fritz on the sunlit beach !
It had not even occurred to the playful juniors
that Fatty Iritz would remain asleep under the
pile of tropical fruits when Sammy went aboard
and ran the boat out into the bay. It occurred
to them now ! 2

“ My giddy goloshes ! yelled Ginger. * Frit=
has gone for a sail with Sammy—without knowin 2
i (Y

“ And Sammy doesn’t know, either | ” gasped
Sandy Bean. “My hat! Sammy will be
waxy ! ”’

“ Let’s hail Sammy ! said Jim Dainty, an
he started running down to the beach. Ti=
other fellows dashed after him at top speed.

The juniors stood on the margin of the sea
waved their hands, and shouted. But thers
was nothing doing! The wind from the s=s
blew their shouting back, and not a sound of i
reached Sammy. He saw them waving, for he
roleased a hand and waved back for a momen:
doubtless supposing that the juniors were wavinz
good-bye. The boat danced on and became s
speck on the blue, sunny waters.

Trapped !

1 Y the great horned toad!” muttere
Ezra Sarson, between his clenche
tobacco-stained teeth.

. Standing on the shore of the lit::
rocky Islet the Frisco ruffian watched a sail th:
danced and glanced on the sunlit sea. H:
stubbly, bearded face expressed savage hostilit-
though he knew that Dr. Sparshott was comir:
with kind intent.

Life was hard enough on the rock for the
ruffian who had been marooned there, but it ha
only served to increase his hatred of Samm:-
ivery day he watched the dark mass of Castaws
Island_ in the distance to the west, and shoc
his brawny fist and muttered oaths. Yet whe
Sammy came, all his desperate schemes fads
away—he dared not look the headmaster
Grimslade in the face, let alone tackle him.

But long weeks of scheming had had the:
result. This time he had laid a trap agains
Sammy’s next visit, and hope and fear mingle
in his look as he watched the approaching box
from behind a cluster of rugged rocks.

As usual, Sammy Sparshott came along in th-
boat. At all events he was alone so far
Sarson could see. Hidden every now and the
by the brown sail, then coming into view agair
he could see the stalwart figure of the Grimslac
headmaster, Nothing else was to be seen i
the boat, save the great stack of tropical produe
that Sammy was bringing with him.

Sarson was not likely to guess—what Samrn:
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did not even suspect—that a fat German school-
boy lay fast asleep under that fruity stack, his
&nore drowned by the wash of the waves and the
creaking of mast and rope.

Dr. Sparshott ran the boat in to the sand at
the foot of the rocks. He dropped the sail and
stood looking for the marcon. Generally Ezra
was in sight when Sammy came. This time he
was not to be seen.

“ Ahoy! Sarson! Ahoy!”

Ouly the echo of his shout answered Sammy.
He stepped on a high rock and glanced about
fim. Lower the hidden ruffian crouched in his
cover, his heart thrébbing. He was well hidden,
and the Grimslade headmaster’s keen eyes did
not pick him out.

Dr. Sparshott jumped down and strode up
the path to the hut which Sarson had built in
the centre of the islet. He noticed the sand that
was strewn thickly on the path, a new thing since
his last visit. That looked as if the idling outeast
was beginning to bestir himself a little, and
Sammy took it as a good sign.

But he was carefully on his guard as he strode

=p the path, and his hand was very near the
butt of the revolver in his belt. He would not
have been surprised to discover an ambush, or
‘o hear the whizzing of a hurling rock.
But thers was no sign of the marooned man,
crossed -Sammy’s mind that he might be ill,
lying in the hut. If that was the case,
my Sparshott was the man to do the best he
sould for him.

He tramped on and reached the door of the
vel, made of broad plantain leaves pinned on
sugh frame with thorns. Sammy lifted his
nd to push it open, and at the same moment
> earth beneath his feet gave way and he shot
lownwards !

From the distance, among tho rocks, came a
sell—a savage yell of triumph !

7 et

In the Shadow of Death!

RASH !
Sammy Sparshott struck the earth at
the bottom of the pit with his feet, and

rolled over. For a moment he lay dizzy
and breathless. Then he leaped up, his -eyes
sblaze.

He had boen trapped—trapped like a wild
pig in the bush! Now he knew, in a flagh, why
the ruffian had been out of sight, why the path
:ad been thickly sanded! The layer of sand
ud the trap ! In front of the doorway the rascal
had dug that deep pit, with the very spade that
“ammy had provided him with for cultivation ;
covered it with branches and leaves and screened
it from sight with sand. As the natives trapped
the wild pig in the bush, so had Ezra Sarson
‘rapped the headmaster of Grimslade !

Dr. Sparshott set his teeth. He heard the
irlumphant yell of the Frisco tough; he heard
the heavy footsteps running up the path. He
jerked the revolver from his belt.

He was trapped—whether he would ever get
out of that pit alive was a very doubtful question.
Fzra had the boat—he eould, if he liked, leave
Bammy marooned in his place and run across to
Castaway Island. And the jumiors, taken by
=urprise by the sudden and unexpected arrival of
their bitter foe—what would happen to them ?

“ By the great horned toad! I guess I got
vou, Sammy Sparshott!” came a yell from
above.

Dr. Sparshott uttered no sound. If the
ruffian believed that he was dead or disabled by
the fall, and looked down—that was all that
Sammy asked! His eyes burned over the
uplifted revolver. Life or death for himself

weighed little, so long as he protected the boys
in his charge from this deadly and relentless
enemy.

“ Say, you broke yeur neck, schoolmaster ? 22
roared the triumphant ruffian.

Silence !

A ragged hat came over the edge of the pit.
Crack | rang the revolver, and the bullet went
through the hat. Had Sarson’s head been in
it he would have plunged headlong after his
victim, with a bullet in his brain. But a howl of
mocking laughter told that it was only a trick to
draw the headmaster’s fire, if he was still able to
pull the trigger. The hat, lodged on a stick,
was jerked back.

Sammy Sparshott ground his teeth. There
was no chance ! The ruffian was too wary for
him. ; .

“ Say, I guess you can loose off all the lead you
want ! 7 yelled Ezra.

Dr. Sparshott had no hope now of hitting the
ruffian above. But with the wind blowing
strongly towards Castaway Island there was a
bare chance that the schoolboys might hear a
sound of the shooting, distant as the island was.
And if they heard firing on the maroon’s rock,
they would know that there was trouble, and be
put on their guard. It was the faintest of
chanees of warning them, but it was the only
chance Sammy had!

Crack, crack, crack, crack, crack! rang the
remaining five shots in the revolver, so swiltly
that the reports were blended almost into one.
Far and. wide the firing rang and echoed, wafted
far across the sea by the wind, though whether
even an echo reached Castaway Island was very
doubtful.

“Blaze away!” yelled Ezra, in- jeering
mockery.,  Lose it off, schoolmaster! I cal-
culate 1 ain’t giving you a chance to throw lead
at my cabeza, not by a jugful! Guess you're
trapped in that pit, and there you stay, doggone
you!” '

“Sarson! Listen to me!” Dr. Sparshott
spoke desperately. “I have spared your life
more than once—I came here to-day to supply
your needs! If you have any human feeling in
your breast, do not harm the boys! Leave me
to my fate—I ask nothing at your hands! But
the boys i

To savo his life a hundred times over Sammy
Sparshott would not have asked mercy. But for
the sake of the boys he could put his pride in his
pocket. But the appeal was in vain, as he knew
that it would be when he made it.

Only a hoarse, mocking laugh answered him,
followed by the sound of retreating footsteps!
Ezra Sarson was gone—gone to seize the boat
and sail across to the island !

Sammy groaned !

A Narrow Escape for Fritz !

it M EIN gootness! Vat te tump ! " gasped
Fritz Splitz.

Fatty Fritz was awake !

He was not aware of what had
awakened him, though it was, as a matter of
fact, the rapid fire of Sammy’s revolver, fired in
the hope that the sound might reach Castaway
Island on the wind. It had reached, at least, the
fat ears of Friedrich von Splitz, and woke him
from slumber. And the fat German, awakening
under a pile of tropical fruits, gasped with
amazement and alarm.

He had gone to sleep in the boat, he remembered
that ! Only the blue sky had been over him then.
Now he was buried, and it seemed to the be-
wildered Fritz that he must be still dreaming!

Piles of banana bunches fell over as the terrified
fat German strove to struggle up. His head wen
into the basket that Jim Dainty had up-end
over his fat face, and he struggled and wrig
out of the stack of tropical fruits with the bs
still on his head.

He dragged it off and gasped for br
staring round with his saucer-eyes, Im
bewilderment.

“ Peasts and prutes and pounders!’
Fatty Fritz as it dawned on his poc

. what must have happened.

Fritz stared round him. Hs realised that i
playful juniors had buried him under the boa
load of fruits.

Slowly it dawned on him that this was Sarse
rock, and that the dark mass on the sea to
west was Castaway Island. He understood
he must have remained asleep while Samm;
ran the boat out and made i g

“ Mein gootness!’’ gasped Fritz.
vill be eolosally vaxy mit me!”

A dingy, tattered figure came striding down
among the rugged recks to the little pateb of
sandy beach.

At the sight of it Fritz Splitz stared in alarm

For it was not Sammy—it was Ezra Sarson whe
was striding down to the boat.

Fritz Splitz’s saucer-eyes almost popped iz
his fat face. The mere sight of the ruffian wo
have scared him, even in the presence of &
headmaster. Now Sammy was not to be see
though evidently he was on the islet. He wo
never have trusted the ruffian to come down
the boat unwatched !

Fritz Splitz knew, with a pang of deadly terr
that the marooned ruffian must semeho
got the upper hand of Sammy, and now
coming to the boat !

Frozen with hoiror and fear, Fritz
Ezra with starting eyes. He read the g
savage triumph on the stubbly, tar
But that grin vanished as Sarson sigh
schoolboy standing up in the boat, starin

For a second Ezra hardly believed
he had been absolutely certain that
come alone, and he was utterly ama
founded by the unexpected sight of Fritz
But it was only for a split second that ke
then he broke into a fierce run down the

“Mein gootness!” stuttered Fritz Sp
The sight of the desperado beunding down
beach towards him woke him to action.

He grabbed for his pocket knife and, witt
even thinking, acting only on the i
self-preservation, Fritz slashed at the painter
cut it through. Almost gabbling with term
but knowing well that his life depended on a few
seconds, the fat German grabbed up the nearess
oar and shoved frantically at the rock to whick
the boat had been moored.

Terror gave him desperate str
boat shot away from the beach, spir
across the shining water. Ezra, ru
breathless speed, reached the water’s edge
boat spinning away a dozen yards out of his

He was too late! After all his s
had captured Dr. Sparshott—hbut he I
secure possession of the boat.

Meanwhile Fritz, out on the open sea, rows
with every ounce of strength that remain
his fat limbs, Then he rolled, exhausted, m
bottom of the boat, and gave himself ap
lost !

(Sarsonr has captured Dr. Sparshoili—buw
he finds it a difficult task to hold his prisones
when Jim Dainty and Ceo. siorm to the
rescue! Don't miss next week's thrillisg
story of the Grimsiade castaways.}
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