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What Semmy Saw !

AINTY !

Splitz t

Dr. Samuel Sparshott
barked out the names.
Black clouds banked
over the hill-top of
Castaway Island. The
wind came from the
west with a deepening
roar, shaking the
branches of the great
ceiba-trees,  scattering
coconuts like hail from the tossing palms. It was
one of the sudden squalls of the West Indian seas.

The headmaster of Grimslade had been cutting
sugar-cane, a mile from the hut on the beach,
and with him had been Sandy Bean and Streaky
Bacon and Dick Dawson. They had tramped
home with their bundles of canes, dodging falling
coconuts as they tramped, expecting to find the
other castaways at the hut.

But the hut was empty ; and no answer came
to Sammy’s call. He stared into the hut, and
then turned and glanced along the beach, where
the sand was rising in clouds like spray under the
roaring wind. But nothing was to be seen
of Jim Dainty or Ginger Rawlinson or TFritz
Splitz, or of Friday, the monkey. Dr. Sparshott
wrinkled his brows.

“ The boat ! ” he exclaimed.

He ran swiftly down the beach. Before he
reached the spot where the boat had lain in the
sand, he could see that it was gone. The three
juniors followed him, with startled faces.

“ Dainty was going out fishing, sir ! ** said Dick
Dawson. “ You told him——""

“ Dainty has sense enough to run in, at the
signs of bad weather ! ”” barked Sammy.

He stood on the margin of the water, staring
grimly seaward. Kast Bay, which fronted the
wide Atlantic, had been as calm as a pond, half
an hour ago. Now it was tossing in wild confusion.
Between the rocky headlands at the mouth of the
bay the waves ran high, breaking on the rocks
with a deep roar.

Sammy Sparshott’s eyes were keen as those
of a hawk. But in all the wide space of the bay
he could pick up no sign of the boat. Beyond
the headlands, the sea was a wilderness of rolling
billows and whipping spray. It seemed to Sammy
that he caught a distant glimpse of something
that glanced and tossed like a fluttering sea-
bird. His jaw set.

Leaving the juniors on the beach, the head-
master of Grimslade clambered to the summit
of the cliff behind the hut. There, wedged in a
crevice of the rock, he clamped his binoculars
to his eyes, and focused the glasses on that speck
far out to sea. Under the powerful glasses it
rushed into nearer and clearer view.

It was the boat! Far out on the Atlantic it
tossed and surged on the wild billows. Sammy

Rawlinson !

could make out Jim Dainty at the tiller ; Ginger
Rawlinson with the sail in his grasp ; Fatty Fritz
sprawling at the boftom of the boat, obviously
in a state of blue funk; and Friday, the monkey,
in his cotton trousers, clutching hold of the mast.
The wind, blowing off the island, was directly
against the boat’s crew ; but they were running
for land on the starboard tack. Sammy breathed
hard and deep.

‘“ Heaven help them ! ” he whispered.

In spite of the fierce wind and the tossing sea,
the two juniors were handling the boat well.
They were tacking for the island, to get back to
the bay. Sammy watched. He knew that if
they kept on the starboard tack they would shoot
past the northern shere of Castaway Island ;
and he waited and watched to see the hoat’s bow
swing round on the other tack.

“ Good men !’ breathed Sammy, as the prow
came into the wind, and fell off to port. On the
port tack, the Grimsladers were making the bay ;
and Dr. Sparshott watched, with his heart almost
in his mouth. Well as they handled the boat,

ONAANANANNNNANNNANNANNNANNNNAN T

THE EVER-HUNGRY FAT BOY
WHO WENT ON HUNGER-STRIKE !

TINANNANANNNNANNNANANNNANNNANNN [T

cool as they evidently were in those moments
of dire peril, it seemed impossible that the little
craft could live in such & sea and such a wind.

A cry broke from Sammy, suddenly, and his
tanned face went white. The sail had been hlown
out of the ropes by a terrific gust.

Sammy groaned.

He saw the boat spin to the wind, driving help-
lessly out to sea now that the canvas was gone.

He could not help. Since the day when the
Spindrift had gene down, and the Grimsladers
had been stranded on Castaway Island, he had
brought the junmiors through a hundred perils.
But he could not help them now.

He could only watch, with white face and
aching heart, while the boat and the boat’s crew,
smaller and smaller in the distance, ran out before
the gale into the boundiess Atlantic. High on a
surging billow, deep down in the trough of the
sea, it appeared and disappeared, from moment
to moment ; ‘till even to the powerful glasses it
was but a speck—and then it vanished altogether.
The wild Atlantic had swallowed Jim Dainty
and his comrades from the headmaster’s sight.

Sammy Sparshott’s face was pale and set hard
when he descended from the cliff. Dawson and
Bacon and Bean locked at him in anxious silence.

“ They are blown out.to sea!” said Sammy
quietly.

“ Then——"" muttered Dawson.

By FRANK
RICHARDS

“ While there’s life, there’s hope,” said Sammy.
“* Grimslade never says die ! ”

He spoke with a quiet cheerfulness he did not
feel. The juniors drew encouragemont from their
headmaster, as they were accustomed to do. But
at the bottom of his heart Sarnmy knew how little
hope there was.

Lost On the Atlantic!

“ CH! I vas vun tead Cherman!?
groaned Fritz Splitz,

Fatty Fritz lay sprawling in the

water that swamped the boat in spite

of incessant baling. Every now and then he
grunted and groaned and mumbled.

Jim Dainty and Ginger Rawlinson had no time
for groaning or mumbling. They baled and baled,
wet and weary and worn, but keeping up their
courage ; still, when all hope seemed to be gone,
hoping on.

Friday, the monkey, crouched in the bottom
of the boat, drenched with salt water, in a state of -
terror almost as intense as Fatty Fritz’s.

Long since, Castaway Island had vanished
from sight. Where they were, whither they were
driving, the juniors did not know; but they
knew that they had been driven many miles from
the island that had been their Crusce home.
They had little leisure to think of it, as they baled
at the swamping water, expecting, from moment
to moment, to be overwhelmed by the waves,
and tossed to death in the wild Atlantic.

The wind had shifted a few points to the north.
ward, and the boat ran to the south-east. The
first fierce force of the gale was spent now, and
the wind dropped more and more ; but the sea
still rolled in hills and valleys of green water.
It seemed & miracle that the boat yet lived :
but still it floated.

A burst of red sunlight came through the ba
of clouds. The sun was setting—far away to
west over Castaway Islond. ILong before this,
they knew, their friends must have missed them,
and no doubt given them up for lost; thougt
they did not know that Saminy had watched
last struggle to get back to the island.

“My giddy goloshes!” Ginger Rawlin
spoke at last. “ Are we going to pwll throm
Dainty ?

“ Looks like a chance ! ” answered Jim.

Silence again, and baling, baling, baling!
Almost dizzy with fatigue, the juniors struggled
with the water that swamped them continuallr.
Ginger reached out with his foot at last, and gave
“Friedrich von Splitz a kick in his fat ribs.

“ Tumble up, and take your turn, you fat

1.

booby ! ? growled Ginger. ‘ Take this can and
bale ! »
“Ach! TLeaf me alone pefore!” groaned

Fritz. “ Mein gootness! I vish tat I vas pa
Chermany ! Peasts and prutes, vy for you pr
me out to sea in tis peastly poat after ¥ 2
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*“ Kick him, Dainty ! *

“Ach! Whoop!” roared Fritz, forgetting
even his terrors for a moment. ‘ Peast and a
prate, kick mo not on mein trousers after!
Yaroooh ! ”

*“ Take your turn at baling, you podgy porker,”
growled Jim.

Fatty Tritz sat up. But as his saucer-eyes
blinked at the wild seas rolling round the boat,
he gave a squeal of terror, and crouched below
the gumwale again., Like an ostrich hiding its
head in tho sand, Fatty Fritz preferred not to
look on the foarful perils that threatened him.
He lay shuddering. (inger tossed the ‘can to
him, and it landed on his bullet head with a loud
crack. But Fritz did
dared not sit up again.

But there was an unexpected helping hand.
Triday, the monkey, grabbed the can and started
baling. It was Friday’s way to imitate every-
thing that his master did; buat his trick of
imitation had never come in so useful. Jim
and Ginger stared at him, and then, in spite of
fatigue and peril, they burst into a roar of
laughter.

“ Ha, ha, ha!®

“ Good old monk!” chuckled Ginger.
i, Friday ! ”

Splash, splash, splash, went Friday with great
energy. =

“Thank goodness the wind’s fallen!” said
Jim Dainty. “ I believe the sea’s going down a
bit, Ginger. We're shipping less water now.
We shall pull out of this, old bean.”

“Vo vas all tead!” moaned Fritz Splitz
dismally.

The red sunset faded into night. There was
still a wind, more and more from the north ;
but it was only a breeze now, and the seca was
falling calmer.  While Friday baled industriously,
Jim and Ginger were able to take a much-needed
rest.

Thero was little doubt now that the boat would
live. The gale had blown itself out. But now
that they were able to think over their situation,
the juniors realised that it was one that might
have daunted the stoutest heart.

There was neither food nor water in the boat.
They had taken it out to fish in the bay, not
intending to be out more than a couple of hours.
The attack of the giant ray had forced them to
run before the wind, and then the gale had caught
them. It was almost a miracle that they had
lived through the gale ; but what was to happen
now ?

Darkness enshrouded the sea. As the boat
ran more steadily, -and ceased at last to ship
water, I'ritz Splitz sat up once more and blinked
dismally round him.

“ Mein gootness! It vas tark!” he ejacu-
lated. “Peastly prutes, you geep me avay from
land after tark! "I vas all vet and cold! Also
I am ferry hungry. Mein gootness! How 1
vant mein supper ! ”

“Ring for the waiter!” suggested Ginger
Rawlinson sarcastically. “ Mine’s turtle soup,
when you give the order.”

*“ Peastly pounder!” groaned Fritz. Im-
mediate danger being over, Fatty Fritz forgot
his terrors in the recollection that he was
hungry t He could not help remembering that !
There was an aching void inside Fritz von Splitz.
“Ach! I vas so hungry as neffer vas pefore !
Vat is tere to eat in tis poat 7

*“ Nothing,” replied Ginger briefly ; whereupon
Tritz groaned, and groaned again.

Jim and Ginger were also hungry. They had
time to think of it now, and they found that they
were very hungry indeed. But there was nothing
for it but to tighten their belts and endure in
silence. There was nothing else for Fritz, either—
but ke did not endure in silence.

The hot tropical day was followed by a cold
night.  Soaked to the skin, wet and shivering,
the juniors snatched moments of sleep from sheer
weariness. Every now and then Fritz’s snore
rumbled through the boat ; but cold and hunger
kept even the fat Rhinelander from sound slumber
for once; and his snore was frequently changed
into moaning and groaning.

Light at last gleamed on the rolling Atlantic.
Fritz Splitz, sprawling on a wet boat-cloak,
snored. Jim Dainty and Ginger moved their
cramped limbs, and stood watching the curling
waves, in the gleam of the rising sun. In the
dawn, the sea was almost calm, and the boat
drifted with an even keel.

Water, water everywhere, far as the eye could
reach. No sign of land—no sign of a sail or a

“Go

not heed. He simply”

steamer’s smoke—the Grimsladers seemed alone
in a universe of sky and water.

“ Bit warmer, anyhow ! > said Ginger.

“I hopo it won’t get too warm!” said Jim.
Alrcady - there was warrath in the sun’s rays;
the tropical heat was coming.

“My giddy goloshes! I'm bungry.”

“ Same here ! ”

As if the word had reached him, through the
raists and shadows of sleep, Fritz von Splitz
ceased to snore, and sat up, rubbing his saucer-
eyes with podgy knuckles.

*“ Mein gootness ! Vero vas I 7> he ejaculated.
Then, as he blinked round at sea and sky, he
remembered. “Ach! I vas hungry! Neffer
vas I so derribly hungry as now I vas!”

“T wonder Jim Dainty stooped to the
little locker in the stern.
“ Nothing theré ! ” said Ginger. * We never

brought anything.”

But Jim opened the locker and looked inside.
There was a remote chance that something might
have been left over from Sammy’s last trip in the
boat. He gave a shout and picked up & coconut.

“Oh, my giddy gcloshes! What luck!”
exclaimed Ginger, his eyes dancing. A single
coconut was not much, among three fellows and
a monkey. But it was something between them
and actual famine.

“Ach! Goot!” gasped Fritz Splitz.
me tat gokernut, Tainty ! >

 Whaecks round ! said Ginger Rawlinson.

“Peast and a prute!” roared Fritz. * You
pring me here, and I vas so hungry as neffer
vas pefore, and you vas so greedy tat you giff
me not tat gokernut! Mein gootness! I tink
tat you vas vun colossal peast, Chinger.”

Jim looked at him. Ginger looked at him.
Fritz was frantic with excitement; and there
was no doubt that he was the hungriest of the
three. They exchanged glances, and Ginger
nodded his red head.

Quietly, Jim handed the coconut to Fritz
Splitz. And Fatty Fritz, evidently in dread that
they might change their minds, lost no time in
cracking it, and devouring it to the last morsel.

Y GfE

On the Sandbank !

% EE anything ?
“1 think so!”

It was nearly noon.

sun on shining waters that gleamed

like a polished mirror round the drifting boat,

dazzled the eye. In the burning heat the juniors

longed for the chill of night. Thirst was added

to hunger, and it was worse than hunger. Fritz

Splitz, half asleep, lay sprawled against the bare

mast, dry enough now ; mumbling and grunting
as he dozed.

From time to time, Jim or Ginger rose and
scanned the sea—and now, in the haze of noon,
Jim Dainty’s eyes were fixed on a dark blur.
As ho answered Ginger’s question, the red-headed
junior of Grimslade scrambled up.

“ Where away ?”’ he asked.

Jim pointed.

“My giddy goloshes! It’s something!
Ginger’s voice was husky but eager. * We're
nowhere near our island! DBut—it’s land of
some sort—if only a sandbank ! Get hold of the
oars.”

The current was drifting them down past
that blur on the sea; thcy would have passed
it, leaving it to port. But a few strokes of the
oars brought them in line with it, and they con-
tinued to pull, going with the current.

The dark blur grew darker; more distinet.
They made out a creamy line of foam where the
sea broke. It was a sandbank—innumerable in
West Indian waters. As they drew closer, they
could see that at its highest part it did not rise
more than six or seven feet above the tide. Not
a single tree nodded there ; but there were thick
patehes of some brambly bush.  Seagulls cireled
round and over it, their cries reaching the ears
of the juniors.

Jim Dainty ‘suppressed a groan. He had
hoped for the sight of land when he picked up the
blur on the sea. A low sandbank was little
better than the drifting hoat. But he pulled
himself together. It was possible that water
might be found in some hollow—that berries of
some sort might be picked up on the bushes.
At the worst, there was some shelter from the
sun, and a chance of stretching their legs.

Bump! The water shallowed by the sand-
bank, and the keel bumped in the shifting sand.
The shock startled Fritz Splitz, and he sat up
with a groan.

The blaze of the

“ Vat vas tat 2’ mumbled Fritz.

Bump, bump! Punting with the oars, Jim
and Ginger pulled the boat to the sandbank,
and ran it ashore. They jumped out in a foot
of water, and waited for Fritz to follow them.
Friday scuttled out, and skipped away to the
bushes in search of food. I'ritz sat and blinked.
For a moment he had hoped that it was land.
and the sight of the dreary, sunbaked sandbank
made him groan.

“ Get out, fathead ! ”” hooted Ginger. * We've
got to beach the boat—and do you think we can
drag your ton of pork along ?”

* Peastly prute ! ” moaned Fritz. “I vas too
veak mit hunger to move mit meinself after. I
tink—yarocooch ! ” A lunge from the hoat-hook
convinced TFritz that he could move, and he
skipped out of the boat almost as actively as
Friday.

The boat was dragged up out of reach of the
water. Then, leaving Fritz to groan and
mumble, the two juniors set off to explore the
bank. Ginger gave a yell of delight at the sight
of a hollow among the bushes with a. foot of
brackish water in it, at which Friday was guzzling.
The fact that the apo was drinking was sufficient
evidence that it was fresh water, left by the rain
6f the late squall.

“ Oh, good egz ! gasped Jim Dainty. Ginger
threw himself down and plunged his burning
face into the water. Brackish as it was, it tasted
to him like nectar. Jim shouted to Fritz von
Splitz :

“Fritz! This way!”

“ Peastly prute ! ”’

* Water, you fathead ! ” yelled Jim.

“Ach! Vas tat vatter ¥ I gum—1I gum ! ™
gasped Fritz, and he came.

He came quickly. He might imagine he was
dying of hunger; but thirst conquered hunger,
and Fritz therefore showed remarkable energy.
The German junior galloped through' the bushes
like a charging elephant.

But Tritz’s eagerness led to disaster. The
ground round about was studded with treacherous
gullies. The foot of Fritz von Splitz found one
of those gullies—and Fritz found himself falling
forward.

“Ach! Safe me! I fall mit meinself 73

With hands outstretched, Fritz sailed through
the air groundwards. His right hand jabbed
Ginger astern ; his left hand did likewise to Jim.

Both Jim and Ginger were bending down over
the pool in the hollow, drinking their fill. But
now they drank more than their fill. Pushed
from the rear, they both toppled face-first into the
water.

* Urrrrrrrrgh ! spluttered Jim.

** Grooooooooh !’ gasped Ginger.

“ 000000000hh ! ”* “yelled Fritz, as his chin
made contact with the ground, loosening half his
teeth, and he lay there moaning and groaninz.

Jim and Ginger, gasping and splutteri 2
scrambled to their feet. They glared down at th=
sprawling Fritz.

“You big, blithering, clumsy idiot ! ** howled
Jim.
“You clumsy, blithering, big idiot ! ” roarsd
Ginger.

Fritz still lay there, all the breath knocked
out of his body, hovering on the brink of th=
pool, but too winded to move for the moment.

“I vas tead ! ” he gasped feebly. “I vas—
yaroooop !

But Ginger soon proved that Fritz was far from
dead. A hefty kick in the German junior’s pants
made Splitz scramble to his feet. Another kick
in the same spot sent him tottering forward—and
this time it was Fritz who did a nose-dive ints
the pool.

Fritz von.Splitz forgot all his aches and pains
then. Thirstily he drank the precious water -
and Jim and Ginger, their ruffled tempers quickiy
subsiding, bent down beside him and again
dipped their faces into the pool.

“ Urrrgggh ! Mein gootness, tat is goot!™
gurgled Fritz.

“My giddy goloshes—jolly good!” agreed
Ginger, with a cheery grin on his dripping face.
as he raised it. ‘“ Feel better, Fatty ?

“Ach! T vas petter! But now tat I have no
more te t’irst, I have te hunger more tan neffer
vas pefore ! I tink tat I tie of hunger ! ”” groaned
Fritz.

“ May find something to eat,” said Jim Dainty
hopefully. And they started exploring again—
Fritz, revived by the water, joining up.

Friday was scuttling busily among the bushes
in the interior of the sandy isle; but the juniors
kept on the open shore. They soon had evidencs
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that they were not the first visitors to that lonely
sandbank. Half-sunk in the sand was a ship’s
topmast, with some of the gear still hanging to
it ; and at a little distance they came on a boat’s
tiller, and several planks from a stove-in boat.
Other wreckage lay about the sand—some of it
half-buried.

“There’s been a wreck here ! said Ginger.

‘“ More than one, I fancy,” said Jim Dainty.
“ Some of this stuff is old—some looks a good
deal newer! TI'll bet that cld mast has been
there for donkey’s years—but look at these bits
of a boat—the paint’s quite fresh!”

“If any grub got ashoxe ” said Ginger.

“Too much luck !

¢ Mein gootness, tat vas bossible ! 7 exclaimed
Fritz Splitz; and from that moment, Fatty
Fritz became the most eager of the searchers.

The three juniors separated, to cover morc
ground in the search. The bank was about
half a mile in length, its width nowhere more
than a hundred yards. But its sandy surface

was unequal, broken into gullies, most of them

overgrown with the wiry bush, a kind of hay-
cedar for the most part; and so the three wero
soon out of each other’s sight.

The heat was intense, and a myriad of insects
buzzed over the low sand and among the thickets.
Here and there, fragments of old wreckage were
found, almost in the centre of the isle—showing
that in wild weather the sea washed over it.
Now, however, all was calm, and the castaways
were safe enough from the ocecan.

For long and weary hours, Jim and Ginger
rooted up and down and round about, but only
old shattered timbers rewarded them ; and they
came back to the boat at last, worn and weary.

“ Where’s that fathead Fritz ?” asked Jim,
as he sank down on the shady side of the beached
boat to rest.

“ Oh, let him rip ! ” mumbled Ginger. ° Gone
to sleep in the shade, I suppose—if he’s found
any ! ”

“ Hallo, here he comes!”

Fatty Fritz emerged from the low thickets.
He came quite briskly down to the boat, and
without even looking at the two weary juniors
leaning on it, he clambered in, and groped in the
locker for the axe that was kept there. Jim
Dainty stared round at him.

“ What’s the game, Fritz?” he asked in

astonishment.
“Ach! Nottings!” said Fritz hurriedly. “1

tink tat I chops up some of te triftwood, Tainty,
to make vun fire- *?

“Isn’t it warm enongh, you ass ?”

“ I mean, to make vun fire after tark, ven tat
it vill be so cold as neffer vas ! explained Fritz.
“Leaf it to me—tat is all right! You vas dired
mit yourselves—Ileaf it to me.”

Shouldering the axe Fritz Splitz marched oft
into the bush. Jim and Ginger stared after him.
It was so utterly unlike Friedrich von Spiitz to
take any labour on himself, however necessary it
might be, that they were amazed. But apparently
the fat German was in earnest, for a little later,
they heard the distant blows of the axe, though
the thick bush screened the fat Rhinelander
from their sight.

But the sounds soon died away. Fritz
apparently had tired of his unusual exertions ;
at all events, he was no longer wielding the axe.
But he did not return to the hoat.

Friday, the monkey, came seuttling out of the
thickets, and Jim streteched out a hand to give
him a pat. It was thirty-six hours or more since
food bad passed the lips of the juniors, and they

were growing weak with hunger. Friday
grimaced and chattered, and Ginger suddenly
sat up and took notice.

“ My giddy goloshes!
monk got ? ”” he exclaimed.
“ Nuts ! ” gasped Jim.

The monkey’s paw was full of small nuts;

What’s the jolly old

.of what kind the schoolboys did not know—but

it was clear that Friday had found them in the
thickets, had eaten some himself, and had
brought some for his master. Grimacing .and
grinning, Friday held them out, and thankfully
the-juniocrs grabbed them. They almost hugged
the monkey. It was a meal of sorts, and un-
satisfying as it was, it made the castaways
feel a, whole lot better. Ginger rose to his feet.

“It’s getting a bit cooler,” he said. * Let’s
make the monk show vs where he nosed out the
nuts and tell that fathead Fritz. Come on.”

Friday was an intelligent monkey. He under-
stood at once what was required of him, and he
grinned and skipped away, guiding the juniors
to a thicket in the centrs of the sandy isle whero
the nuts grew. They shouted to Fritz, but
received no answer.

Having gathered evough of the nuts to fill
their pockets, they started to search for the
fat Grerman, wondering uneasily whether he had
fallen down in a state of exhaustion. Again and
again they ealled to him, but there was no answer,
ddenly Ginger uttered an exclamation.
< Listen !

“The fat blighter!” exclaimed Jim, anxiety

changing to annoyance. * Fast asleep and
s

o deep snore of Fritz von Splitz rumbled
from a shady patch of bush. They came on him
at last, stretéhed on his podgy back in the shade,
his eyes shut and his mouth open, sound asleep.

They stared down at him. Fritz had had the
eocontit in the boat, while the other {ellows had
nothing ; but he had an enormous appetite at
the best of times, and it scemed to them amazing
that he could sleep so peacefully in such a state
of famine. But he slept serenely, as if in the
hut on Castaway Island, or in the old dormitory
at Grimslade School.

Jim bent over him and shook him. The supply
of nuts to be found on the sandy islet was limited,
but such as it was they were sharing it out.
Fritz’s saucer-eyes opened, and he blinked up
at them.

“Vat is tat ? Vy for you vake me ocop ?”
he grunted. “Is it a ship 2”7

“No, fathead! We've got some nuts,” said
Jim. “ Friday found them. Here you are, old
fat porpoise !’ He held out a handful of the
little nuts. To his surprise Fritz gave a snort
of angry scorn.

“ You vake me up for tat, peast and a prute ! ”
grunted the fat German. “Take avay tat
ruppish, pother you, and leaf me to slumper.
Go and eat goke.”

“You silly ass!”
whether Fritz’s -fat

gasped Jim, wondering
brain  was wandering.
“ They’re good to eat. Better than nothing!”

“Posh! Leaf me alone!” growled Fritz, and
he closed his eyes again and recommenced to
snore.

“ My giddy goloshes!™ Ginger stared at him
blankly. ‘‘Has he gone potty or what? He
can’t have found anything to eat.”

“ May have found some nuts for himgself,”
said Jim. ‘¢ Leave the fat brute alone, anyhow.”

And leaving Fritz to snore, the two juniors
resumed exploring the sandy islet in the setting
sun. They had a faint hope of finding a turtle

on the heach, but thy found nothing but tiny
crabs in the sand.

As the brief twilight deepened to dark they
filled their pockets again with nuts and went
back to the boat. Already, now that the sun
was gone, the wind from the sea was chilly.

Fatty Fritz loomed up in the shadows as they
reached the boat. He was there first this time.
But, strange to relate, he was not complaining of
hunger.

“1 tink tat ve petter have vun gamp-fire,” he
said. “ Tt vill be ferry cold after! Ii you have
some matches mit you 2

“I’ve got matches!” said Ginger.
the driftwood you chopped 7 *

“Ach! I vas too dired to chop him pefore.”

* Might have guessed that one!” growled
Ginger. ‘“ Where’'s the axe, fathead ? Have
you left it in the bush ?

“Ja! Ja wohl! I leaf him pehind n

“That means fetching it, you blithering,
bloated Boche. Where did you leave it?”
growled Ginger. -

It did not even occur to him that the fat and
lazy Fritz would be willing to fetch the axc he
had left in the bush. But the podgy Rhinelander
jumped up in a hurry.

“Tat is all right. I fetches him !” he gasped.
And he scuttled away before the astonished
juniors eould speak.

It was ten minutes or more before Fritz came
bagk with the axe. Meanwhile Jim and Ginger
had gathered driftwood. Under the glimmering
stars they chopped up wood and buiit a fire.
By that time it was quite cold. They were glad
of the warmth and the cheerful blaze of the camp-
fire on the sands ; and they had a faint, faint hope
that the flare might reach watchful eyes on beard
some ship that passed in the night.

There was brackish water to drink, hard and
tasteless nuts to chew for-supper. Fritz took his
share of the water, but to the renewed surprise
of the two juniors he refused to chew the nuts.

Their own hunger was so keen that they could
almost have chewed leather, and the nute dis-
covered by Friday, hard and tasteless as they
were, were a godsend to them. They wondered
whether Fritz Splitz was losing his senses, and
urged him to eat.

“Posh!” grunted Fritz. “ Ruppish! Tose
peastly nuts vas no goot to mo! Leaf me in
beaces. I vas not vun hungry peast like you
fellows ! Leaf me to go to sleep mit meinself.”

And - Fritz, lying alongside the boat in the
warmth of the fire, went to sleep. Tired, hungry,
and forlorn, Jim and Ginger and the monkey
huddled together by the fire. Too hungry for
sound slumber, they woke every now and then and
put fresh fuel on the blaze.

But Fatty Fritz did not waken. It was amaz-
ing—and they almost wondered whether the
fat German was getting sustenance from his own
fat like a polar bear in his winter sleep. Really,
it seemed to be the only posgible explanation, for
Fatty Fritz certainly was no longer hungry.

Whatever the explanation was—and the cast-
aways were far from guessing the truth—Fatty
Fritz slept and snored in happy contentment,
while Jim and Ginger, between fitful cat-nops,
longed for morning.

(Friday, the monkey, with the almosi
Feuoman . intelligence, solves the problem of
how the cver-hungry Fritz manages to keep
going without epparently wanting any food.
He’ll let you into the secrel in necxt week’s
recovd-breaking story.)

“Where’s

X :\

Write for my free Bargaiv
Lists of the hest ALL
BRITISH cycles. 14 DAYS
3 APPROVAL. CARRIAGE
§ PAID. Cash price £3 10s.,

)

l‘ 4 ._, or terms. All accessories

g g FREE. Value 21/-. MEEKLY:
9, = YRE DS X

b i e T

— < , 00 17 WENTRY,
Shyness,

BLUSHING! Worry Habit, Unreasonable Fears, etc.,

cured or money back! Complete Course, 8/=. Details—
L. A. STEBBING, 28, Dean Road, London, N.W.2.

Your Height increased in 14 days or Moncy
B Back. Amazing Course, 5/-, Send STAMP

NOW for frce book. —STEBBING
SYSTEM, 28, Dean Road, LONDON, N.W.2.

* Nerves,” Seli-Consciousness,

BE STRONG I promise you Robust Health,
Doubled Strength, Stamina, and
Energy in 30 days or money back! My amazing 4-in-1
Course adds 10-25 ins. to your muscular development (with
ins. on Chest and 1 in. on Arms). Brings Iron Will,
Self-control, Virile Manhood. Complete Course, 5/-.
Details—STERBRING INSTITUTE (A), 28, Dean
Road, LONDON, N.W.2.
Particulars Free.—

STAMMERING ! 2asedewichysree =

7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C.1.

INCREASED my height to 6ft. 33ins.! T. H.,
age 163, to 6ft.! T.F., age 21, from 5ft. 5 to 5ft. 10!
RossStystem is Genuine. Fee £2 2s. Parties. 23d.
stamp.—P. ROSS, Height Specialist. Scarborough.

Cure yourself as I did.

George CROSE & Co., 8, New Bridge St., London,
SPURPROOF TENTS - A 04

Made from specially Proofed
Canvas, complete with
3-Piece Jointed Poles, Guy
Lines, Pegs and Runners.
Packed in waterproof hold-
:{t;lfltwith haf,x*ldlg Siz‘e 6ft. x
. 3 X 3ft. 6, with
6-in. wall. Carr. Pd. 7/9 2 v 'QE?‘ b e
Send for Art Coloured illustraied List, Post Free

The RANGER Readers’ Favourite—GEORGE GROSE.

All applications for Advertisement Space in this publication should

be addressed
The

to

Fleetway  House,

the Advertisement Manager,
Farringdon

THE RANGER,

Street, London, E.CA4.

Printed and published every Saturday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd,, The Flectway House, Farringdon Street, London, B.C.4. Adverlisement offices:

The Fleetway House, Farringdon- Street, London
annum; 58. 6d. for six months, Sole
Saturday, April 21st, 1934.

4. Registered for transmission by Canadian Magazine Post.

., BE.C.
Agents for Australia and New Zealand: Messrs Gordon & Gotch, Ltd., and for South Africa: Central News [{\&gcnc-_\j, i

Subscription rates: Inland and abroad, 11s. p



