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TIJ[ GRIMSI.AD[

CRUSO[

FRANK §
RICHARDS

Straudedun atropical luland with thelr hmdmaster.“ Sammy " Epa.rshntt.

Jim Dainty & Co., of Grimslade, are Ii
ami facing perils and adventures galore.
they’re on the trail of a vast treasure. ;

the lives of modern Crusoes
theymind? Notabit...

GHAPTER 1,
The Humted Rebell

' yIM DAINTY sat up suddenly in the

] dusky shade of the tropical forest

on Castaway Island and listened
intently.

Jim was ong of the party of six
juniors from Grimslade School, in York-
shire, who had been wrecked whenon a
cruise, and cast away on_a tropical

angry with Dainty for having defled
his orders by swimming in the lagoon,
in consequence of which piece of dis-
obedience Jim Dainty had nearly lost
his life at the jaws of a shark. The
boy's subsequent desertion of the cast-
aways’ camip had only added fuel to the
flame of Dr. Sparshott's wrath, There
was no doubt thai Jim Dainty was
booked for a warm time at the hands of
when he was caught.

1sland with their h ter,
Dr. Samuel Sparshott,

After many adventures in thelr com-
pany, Jim Dainty had voluntmlly cut
himself off from his mpanions—a
rebel against the authorlty of Dr.

Sparshott.
“Bammy” Sparshott was deeply

But Jim did not mean to be caughtl
He was sitting at the foot of an im-
mense ceiba-tree. The great trunk was
more than fifteen feet in width, and it
was quite a good walk round it. Not
that it would have been easy to walk

round it, for other trees grew close,

{AN rights reserved, and reprod
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mingling their branches with those of
the big ceiba, and thick lianas hung
like tangled ropes from the boughs.

. It was scarcely possible to see ten feet
ih any direction, so luxuriant were the
tropical undergrowths. But it was pos-
gible to hear, and to Jim Dainty's ears
came a gound of rustling and brushing,
that told of someone unseen forcing
a way threugh the wood.

The rebel of Grimslade sat up and
listened, with a glint in his eyes and
o grim squaring of his jaw. Deep in the
wood on the western side of the solitary
island, Jim had fancied that he was safe
from search and recapture—but he had
not felt quite sure! In dealing with a
man like Dr. Samuel Sparshott, the
headmaster of Grimslade, you never

could tell!
* “My giddy goloshes!” It was the
panting voice of Ginger Rawlinson.
“It's thick here, sir!”

“And hot!” came Streaky Boacon's
gasping tones,

“Both!"” agreed the cool, quiet voice
of Sammy Sparshott,

On the hottest day—and it was always
hot on Cestaway Island—Sammy Spar-
ghott seemed as cool as & cucumber,

“Dainty can’t have come this way,|of

gir!” It was Sandy Bean who spoke,
and Jim grinned as he heard the words,
“That was & monkey we saw a few
minutes ago!”

“Rather like Dainty, to look at—but
not Dainty!” sald Ginger. And there
was a breathless laugh,

“Dainty came this way!” answered
Dr. Sparshott’s cool voice. *“I have
picked up several traces of him. I fancy
we are close on him, too! Keep your
eyes open! The young rascal must be
caught this time and taken home!”

Jim Dainty rose to his feet. In the
sllence of the wood, silent save for the
chattering of parrots and monkeys, the
words came quite eclearly to him—the
speakers were not six tX]ﬂr«is away.

Flight was futile; the sound of fust-
ling- would have guided the pursuers to

him at once. And the rebel of Grim- | th

slade was as determined as ever not to

be taken back to the castaways’ hut on
the eastern side of the island,

Many days had passed sinee he had
fled from the litle community of ships
wrecked Grimsladers; he was still free,
and he was going to remain free.

Jim stepped close to the gnarled,
irregular trunk of the huge ceiba and
climbed. There was hiding-space for an
army almost, in the forest of branches
above him. He swarmed swiftly up the
massive trunk, and reached a spot ten
or twelve feet up, where scveral mighty
branches jutted out In various direc-
tioné, with a kind of rugged floor in the
centre.

It was deeply dusky under the thick
foliage. Bwiltly Jim Dainly clambered
into the centre of the jutting branches
—and then, with a sudden gasp, he felt
hlnwekll! falling,

“oh1”

Thut sharp gasp left his lips as he
fell into utler darkness. It had not
occurred to him that the ancient tree
was hollow. Bub It was, and he had
clambered over the hollow and pitched
headlong in. Before he knew what was
happening he was shooting down into ™
the dense, dusky darkness of the interior

the tree-trunk, .

Bump!
He landed heavily, sprawling and
panting. He had not fallen far—seven
or eight feet perhaps—but the sudden
shock was slmost stunning, . It was
fortunate for him that he fell on
mouldering wood and a thick bed of old
leaves that had collected in the hollow.

“QOh, my hat!” gurgled Jim, as he
struggled to hisfeet—which sank several
inches into the mouldering mass of old
leaves that had softened his fall.

But as he pulled himself together and
collected his scattered wits he grinned
in the darkness of the hollow tree, In-
advertently he had tumbled iulo n very
safe hiding-place, ;

Keen as Sammy Sparsholt's oyes were,
they could not penetrate the thick trunk
and spot him Inside, Hollow nn Ll was,
e outer case of tho blg Limnk was
probably atill two or throe feet {hick—



THE SCHOOLBOYS’

it was like a massive wooden wall round

him,

Jim listened intently. Through the
thick tfunk no sound was audible, but
the opening at the top let in sound.
He heard a rustling and & murmur of
voices, Suddenly he became aware of
a pair of bright eyes staring down at
hiln in the hollow tree, and gave &
violent start.

The next moment he chuckled silently
a.: he saw that it was a monkey staring
at_him.

Peering
tered with excitement, and the school-
boy below watched it hang on by its
tail and swing down to investigate.

At any other time the monkey's
curiosity would have amused him, But
it occurred to him now that the crea-
ture’s antics might draw the attention
of the searchers to the spot,

With that thought in his mind, he
was careful to make no movement to
startle the ape and send it scutiling
away in alarm, He stood quite still,
watching animal as it swung down
—and then, with a sudden thought, he
took s nut from his pocket,

The monkey, swinging on his tall,
blinked at him, and seemed a little
alarmed by the sight of him at close
quarters. But, perceiving the nut, he
grabbed it in a paw and prom
transferred it to his jaws. Having dis-
posed of it, he hung there, watching
. the junior, apparently in happy expecta-
tion of another nut!

Jim grinned, and took a handful
from his pocket, which the monkey
took one after another, cracking them
with cheerful contentment.

““Here, I think!™” e a deep voice
startlingly close at hand. And Jim
started as he realised that only the
thickneas of the surrounding ftrunk
separated him from Sammy Sparshott.

The decp voice startled the monkey,
and he swung upward and Scampered
into the branches above, There was a
yell from Rawlinson below.

“There he gocs—in the tree!™

“Fathead!” Il was Dick Dawson's

ptly | Dainty drew a deep breath.
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voice. “That's that dashed monkey
again!”

“Mein gootness!” came a fat, gasping
voice, “I llke not tose monkeys! I tink
tat perhaps tat peastly prute of a
monk’gy trow down te nuts on mein

“Nothing in your head to damage, old
Boche bloater!” said Ginger. :

“Peastly prute—"

“Dainty has been hers!" It was Dr.
Sparshott's deep volce again. “There
are signs of & camp. There ate banana-

down st Jim, the ape chat-|skins here—

5

“Ach ! Himmel ! Yarooooop ! "
roared Fritz Splitz.

There was the sound of a heavy

bump! Evidently Fritz Splitz had found
one of the banana-skins—by treading
on it!

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Within the hollow tree Jim Dainty
was grinning, He made no sound.

“You should not be so clumsy,
splitz!” came Lk, Sparshott’s deep
volce, *“Silence, please! Dainty has
been here—this is his camp! He cannot
be far away! Ii s nearly noon, and we
shall camp here for lunch!”

“Good egg!" gasped Ginger, “I can
do with a rest!” All the castaway
schoolboys were tired from the struggle
through the dense, tropical forest. Jim
He had
intended to keep doggo in the interior
of the ceiba till the hunters passed on.
But they were not passing on; they
were camping under the mighty
pranches, and the rebel of Grimslade
was a prisoner in the hollow tree.

COHAPTER 1.

Tree'al
R. SAMUEL SPARSHOTT, his tat-
tered mortar-hoard tilted over his
eyes, sat leaning against the
trunk of the ceiba, frowning.

Ginger and Bacon and Bean and
Dick Dawson lay in the thick herbage,
resting and dozing. Fritz Splitz, ex-
tended on his back, with his eyes shut
and his mouth wide epen, was snoring.
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They had eaten their midday meal,
but until the flerce heat of the tropical
day had passed, they were not resuming
their way,

Sammy's brows were knitted under

my
his mortar-board. He was deeply and | thum;

intensely angry with the rebel of Grim-
slade, who was glving him all this
trouble; and every day that passed only
made him more determined to bring the
rebel to book,

Sammy was keen and wary; but it
did not occur to him, as he sat there
thinking it over, Ghat the rebellious
junior was watching him from above.

For a long hour or more, Jim had
remained in the mterlor of the tree,
after which, fed up with his imprison-
ment, he climbed silently up the rugged
inner side of the hollow trunk to the
open space above, There, hidden by
branches, he peered down at the camp
under the tree.

He had hoped to find the campers
asleep, and to get a chance of slealing
softly away, So far as the boys were
concerned, he coyld have done s0; but a
glance showed him that Sammy was
awake, and would spot a retreating
moveniens at once.

Fritz was directly below him, his

capacious mouth wide open, and the |y,

temptation to drop something into that
wl e mouth was almost too strong for

He grinned at the idea. The rucsack
was on his back, and he had supplies
of food in it, gathered in the forest.
tc!:_netly, he drew out a large, fat plan-
bain,

Holding it directly above Fritz' wide-
open moutlh, he hesitated. But he was
fed up with inaction and waiting and
watching, Suddenly he let the plnntajn
fall! It dropped fairly inio the wide
receptacle below!

A horrible gurgle came from Fritz
Splitz as he woke suddenly, He started
up, gurgling, gaspmg an¢ spluttering
franti Instantly Jim Dainty
drapped back into the hotlow trunk.

“Urrrrggh!  Gurrggh! gh!”
came in gurgles from Friedrich von

Splitz. “Ach! Himmel! T vas joked
mit meinsolf in mein troat after! I vas
Joking! Mein gootness! I have no
more te breff! Urrrgh!”

“My giddy goloshes! What the
ump—" Ginger jumped up, and the
other fellows sat up and stared, Dr.
Sparghott turned a frown on the fat,
gurgling German.

“Splitz! What—-" he barked.

“Gurrgh! I joke In mein troat!”
gurgled Fritz. “Somcting trop in mein
mout’ vile that I slecp mit meinself
after! Grugggh!”

Dr. Sparshott starcd al the fat plan-
tain which had fallen from Frilz’ mouth
as he started up. He stared atl it keonly.
Sammy did not need telling that plan-
tains did not grow on cciba-lrees!’ It
was no accidental fall of fruit that had
happened. He rose to his feet, and
stared up grimly into the vast branches
overhead. His eyes glinted.

“Ach! Urrgh! I tink lat peastly
prute of a monkey trow tat peastly ting
at me!” gasped Frilz Splitz.

"That is a plantain,” said Dr, Spar-
shott, “and there are no plantains
growing near here, It has been carrled
from a distance.”

“But it trop in mein mout’ pe-
Tt

“Monkeys,” said Dr. Sparshott, * will
pelt people with anything near at hand!
But I have never heard of & monkey
carrying missiles from a distance.”

“It couldn’t have dropped from the
tree, sir!” said Ginger.

, my gl

21 thmk,” said Dr. Sparshott calmly,

“'that Dainty is not far away! We have
found his eamp; and I have no doubt
that he was here and heard us comirg 1]
Dainty is in that treel”

Ginger W]

Every word came to the junior in the
hollow. trink, Jim set his lips, rather.
of that lttle jest on the!

ping Rl er. He had !mrd!g.n
ei:lrpe!cted Sammy to jump fo it like
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“Then we've jolly well goi ihie silly
young ass!" said Slreaky Bacon. “He’s
given himself awayl"”

Sammy slood with his head thrown
hack, m\rmg up into the vast mass of

. branchc.; and folinze. Ginger & Co.
were quile ready (o clamber into the
tree ot a word from Saminy, and search
for the rebel there, But the gigantic
tree, almost a forest in itself, woul
need a lot of searching—some of the
branches extending as far as eighty
feet from the parent trunk. And Dainty,
if found, was mnot likely to come
quietly! Sammy had no wish to risk
lives and limbs.
barked out:

“Dainty! I know that you are there,
and I know that you can hear me! 1
order you to come down from that tree.”

Jim Dainty certainly heard. But he
gave no heed, Dr. Sparshott paused,

like Brutus, for a reply. Like Brutus,
“he paused in vain,
“Cheeky young ass!” muttered

Cinger.

“Very well, Dainty!” said Dr, Spar-
shott guietly. * You rafuse to obey your
headmaster! But this time, I think,
you will not be eble to elude me. I
shall remain here until you descend
and give yourself up. My boys, we
are going to camp here for the night!

His voice suddenly | fro
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make an attempt at escape. If he
quitted the refuge of the tree he would
be pounced upon at once.

His teeth shut hard. All his resolu-
tion, all his obstinacy were roused now.
Somehow, he was going o beat them,

A few minutes passed,and then Jim
Dainty crawled along a wide-cxiended
branch, peering down through the twigs

d | and leaves as he went. A giimpse of &

mortar-board below sent him crawling
back to the trunk,

He selected a branch m the opposite
side of the tree and crawled out again.
On that side he was, at least, secure
m Sammy's keen eyes. At a distance
of forty feet from the f{runk he

stoppad, as a well-known rumbling
sound reached his ears from below.

Friedrich von 8plitz, set to watch like
the rest, had gone to sleep at his post!?
There he lay, half-hidden in tree-ferns,
fast asleep and snoring.

Jim's eyes gleame: This was a
chance! To drop from the tree with-
out awakening the fat German, and
creep away on tiptoe—

He swung himself down the branch on
his hends and dropped lightly. He was
oniy 5 _couple of yards from the sleep-
ing ¥ritz; but the saucer-eyés did not
open. Fritz was far away in the land
of dreams, revelling in visions of the
fat 9',nd juicy sausages of his native

Probably that rebellious young rascal|jgng

will be tired of staying up in the tree
‘before sunset.”

“QOh, crumbs!” murmured Jim
Dainty. It was many, many long hours
to sumset, and the prospect of remain-
ing m‘mrlscmed in the hollow tree
through the long, hot hours of the
tropical day was dismaying.

But he was not thinking of surrender.
It wns a contest now between him and
Sammy, and he was not going to be
heaten!

He heard Sammy barking out orders
to the juniors. A sound of rustling in
the underwoods followed. He knew
what was bappening, The five juniors
were being posted round the great ceiba
at various spots Lo watch for him to

Breathing hard, the rebel of Grim-
slade made a step—but he did not make
snother. A red head showed through
the thickets, and there was a yell.

“My ghidy goloshes! Got him!"”

The next instant Ginger Rawlinson
had jumped on him,

“Oh, you red-headed rotter!” panted
Jim, as he struggled flercely. He had
been trapped—trapped like a rabbit!
Ginger was grinning as he grasped him.

“Got you, you tick!™ gasped Ginger.
“Canght you out, you cheeky worm!
1 fancied you'd hear that Boche bloater
snoring, think it was a safe way
to cut. And I was jolly well watching

Jim had guessed that already. He
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struggled desperately to throw off the
red-headed junior, #s he heard the
sound of calling volces, tmmpung foot-
steps, and brushing in the thickets.
Through the tall tree 1ems 2 lattered
showed.

Ginger was yelling,
Urcghl Whoop!
Oh, my giddy goloshes!”

A sudden uppercut sent Glz\ger stag-
gering. Jim Dainty tore free. For an
instant he stood panting for breath—
then, with a desperate spring, he was
clambering into the ceiba again. The
grasp of Dr. Sparshott’s hand missed
his foot by barely an inch, as he went

“Dainty!” roared Sammy. You
young rascall”

“Jim, you fool!” panted Dawson.

But Jim Dainty was gone, He had
escaped by the skin of his teeth; but he
had escaped. Panting for hreath he
rolled back into the dusty, dark hollow

of the tree-trunk. Ginger, nursing his
jaw. mumbled with wrath,

Sparshott set his lips In a tight line,

“T will break a bamboo on that young
rascal when I catch him!” he said.
“Take your plncee-&nd keep watchl
He cannot escapel”

CHAPTER 8,
A Wild-Goose Chasel

RUSTLE in the thick foliage and
the glitter of two bright, red-
rimmed eyee. From above the

junior imprisoned in the trunk of the
hollow ceiba, the monkey lnnked down,
grinning amicably.

Jim Dainty, squatting mcmuforts.bly
in the hollow tree, grinned faintly up at
his visitor. For a moment he
fancied it was one of the Grimsladers
clambering Into the ceiba, and it was
& rellef to see again the black, hairy
face of the ape t6 whom he had given
the nuts.

Apparently the monkey remembered
that™ gift, and, having got over the
alarm caused by the arrival of the
Grimslade crowd, had come back for

-more.  But Jim hbd no more to give

him—for he was at the end of all his
supplies.

For long, hot hours he hoad heen a
prisoner now. Dr. Sparshott, knowing
nothing of the hollow trunk, supposed
that he was lodged somcwherc in the
vast branches. Whercver he was, there
was no escape for him—the great tree
was watched vigilently on all sides.

Jim had finished the supply of food
in his rucsack long ago; and, worse still,
not & drop of water remained in the
bottle slung to-his belt, And it was
hot—terribly hot and terribly stuflfy
inside the muulderi trunk of the
ceibs—and thirst had tnrment.ed him for
a long tlme

There was no help for it—he had to
endure it or surrender—and surrender
was as far from his thoughts as cver.

At the back of his mind was a des-
perate scheme of escape—by clamber-
ing from the tree to the next, and so
on from tree to tree, like 'a onkey,
without descending to the earth at all;
but he would be heard and seen and
followed. They would not fail to keep
track of him, That scheme Lad to be
left till nightfall, when it offered a
chance of good luck. In the wmean-
time, hungry, nnd tormented by thirst;
be had to wait.

The big monkey clambered down into
the hollow, evidently having no fear of
the fellow who had fed him. He even
pawed Jim's sleeve and muzzled with his
flat, flabby nose. He wanted move nuts;
and Jim, searching through his pockets,
found one that he had overlcoked—
which his new friend cracked, and ate
with great pleasure, .

Jim's eyes were so used hy this time to

had | the dusky interior of the tree that he

could see about him fairly well; and he
watched the grimaces of the ape with
& grinning face.

Suddenly the monkey made a snatch
at Jim's hat, and placed it on his own
head. Jim chuckled, He reached out
to take the hat back, but the monkey
jumped away, chattering and grimacing.

With Jim's hat on his head. the ape
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clambered swiftly up from the hollow
trunk, and sat above, out of Jim's reach.
There was a sudden shout from below
the tree.

‘l"l'here he is!"™ It was Sandy Bean’s
volee,

“Where?” came the deep tones of
Dr Sparshott.,

“I an see his hat—— Oh, he's gone
now

Btarl:led by ‘the volces, the monkey
dropped back Into the hollow trunk

beslde Jim.

“Keep watch!” said the headmaster
of Grimslade. “I have no doubt that
that young rascal will tire of his rebel-
lious folly before much longer.”

Bammy Sparshott was right there;
the rebellious young rascal was tired,
more than tired, already. It was atill
long bhours to dark, and Jim wondered
desperately whether he 'would be able
to stick it out much longer.

He did not want his hat in the hcllow
tree, and he allowed the monkey to
refein it. Suddenly a gleam came
into his eyes as a thought¢ flashed into
his mind—caused by what he had heard
from Sandy Bean. Sandy had seen the

hat on the monkey’s head among the
leaver, and supposed that it was on
Jim’s,

“My only Aunt Jemima !’ murmured
Jim breathlessly.

He opened his rucsack. In that he
had packed a change of clothes before
geiting away from the castaways' hut
on the other side of the island, He
sarted out a pair of cotton shorts and
a shirt, Immediately, his companion

~eyed the new articles with inquisitive
interest, and stretched out to paw them.

“Yours, old bean!"” murmured Jim.

He made soothing, trlendly gestures
but they were hardly needed, The
monkey grinned with delight at having
the shirt slipped on him, and chattered

way with great plee. Then Jim slipped
the coiton shoris over the halry legs
and secured them,

In the.Gusk of the hollow tree anyone
mlght have taken the monkey for &
human being, clad as he was.
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*Now get out, old monkey-nut!” whis
pered Jim.

He gave the ape a shove and a push
without avail, then he bestowed a
smack, and the monkey, with a startled
and indignant squeal, whipped out of
the hollow tree into the branches

above.

Jim listened, with beafing heart, Was
it going to work?

It wa

'I‘here was & shout from Gmger Raw-
linson :

“There he goes! After him!”

Shout after shout answered. ‘The
menkey, in shirt and shorts and hat,
scmmb!ing in 'I:he fnllage, was seen cm.ly
in glim g)&e& a fellow who
glimpsed him had the slightest doubt
that it was Jim Dainty, making at last
8 desperate attempt at escape!

Startled and alarmed by the clamour,
the monkey scuttled along & branch,
leaped in the next tree, and scuttled
through it to another. Te Was &
trampling of feet and a cracking of the
underwoods, The deep voice of Sammy
Sparshott shouted:

“This way! Follow on!"

Jim Dainty chuckled breathlessiy. His
trick had succeeded—even the wary
Sammy had no doubl: that it was the
elusive rebel whom he glimpsed from
moment to moment ci.ambenng high in
the branches from tree fo tree.

Voices and tramy rootsteps grew
fainter in the d There_was
silence at last in the forest round the
greal ceiba—hunters and hunted were
gone!

Jim Dainty clambered up, and
dropped from the tree to the earth, glad
enough to get into the open air again.
With a ch»eer% on his face, he
started through the orest in a direc-
tion opposite from that taken by the
monkey and his pursuers. Ten minutes
later he was kneeling at the woodland
stream, drinking deep.

Meanwhile, the pursuit was going on,
through the thick forest, far away from
the rebel of Grimslade, Tbec monkey,
in a state of wild alarin, was flecing
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Eazt, but the pursuers kept pace, break-
throu thickets and tree-ferns,

¥ wresthng ugh tangled Hanas, pant-
ing for breath, but. never stopping a
moment, onty Fritz Splitz panting far

in_the rear.

Sammy Sparshott kept ahead, watch-
ful. of the fugitive to drop from a free,
marvelling at the activity with wblch
the supposed junior swung from one
high branch to another. His lkeen ears
followed the rustling and brushing in
the folisge overhead; his keen eyes
caught, from moment to mongent, a
glimpse of a hat or shirt, or cotton
shorts. Nob & doubt entered his mind

till the chase had gone on for more
than half a mile.

Then a more open space in the forest
was reached; and the fugitive either
had to turn back or to descend—or to
take the risk of @ long leap from one
tree to another, which no human being
oould hava made in safety. And then

ﬂammy Sparshott

staggered In
amazein

For the Iug!thre, coming out into full
view, swung to & branch a long tail
—which Jim Dainfy eertainly could
never have done!

“What—" gurgled the Head of
Grlinslade, tronsfixed.

“My giddy goloshes!” howled Ginger,
staring.

For a_long moment they had sight
of the figure in shirt and shorts and
hat swinging by 13 taill Then, with a
long swing, it shot to a distant tree,
caught hold, and clambe There
was a stirring and a rustling in the
branches as it fled on.

But the Grimsladers no longer
pursued. ‘They stood transfixed. The
expression on Sammy Sparshott’s face
vms extraordinary.
 A—ef—8—8 mo‘nkeyl" stuttered
Streaky Bsmn. “That—that—that’s a
monkey! t—it—it’'s got Dainty’s
clobber ,.9“‘ but it—it—it's

“Done!” gasped Ginger.
sammy Sparshott stared, speechless,
after the vanished monkey, Then, with-

a4 m-m-

otit a word, he swung round and started
back through the forest at a rapid rimn.
He knew now—and he covered the
ground hack to the giant ceiba at a pace
that left the juniors ho%elessly behind.

But he had litile hope that Jim
Dainty would still be there. Obviously,
the Grimslade rebel had played that
extraordinary trick on his hunters to
get a chance to clear—and when
Sammy reached the big ceiba, he had
cleared!

Where, Sammy was left guessing.

Deep in a bed of leaves, rolled in a
tattered blanket, Jim Dainty slept
gsoundly under the midnight stars, his
head resting on his rucsack. He
awakened drowsily al a stirring in the
leaves beside hlm. Hig eyes opened, and
his heart jumped.

Something fouched him in the dark-
ness and for a moment he fancied that
Sammy had run him down. Then, in
the deep gloom, he had a glimpse of &
grinning black face, of red-rimmed eyes
winking under an old hat!

“QOh, crumbs!” gasped Jim.

Itwas the monkey; and, with a squeal
of satisfaction, he snugg!ed down in the
bed of leaves beside the junior. Jim gave
a sleepy chuckle. Evidently the ape
had taken a fancy to him, and had
looked for him and found him again.
Apparently he was going to stick to his
human pal.

“Good old bean!” chuckled Jlm.
“I'm going to he Robinson Crusoe, and

you're going to be my Man Friday.
Good -night, Friday.”

And when Jim awoke in the morning
Friday was still there, sitting up in the
gied of leaves, cracking nuts and grin-

ng.

CHAPTER &
Friday Takséa a Handl
HUCK ‘em down!” chuckled Jim

‘Whiz, whiz, whiz!
Jim looked upward. laughing
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Castaway Island lay scorching under
the tropical sunshine. Jim Dainty stood
under a tall palm on the western side
of the lonely island, There were
elusters of coconuts on the :pa]m and
coconuts were dropping
Grimslade junior.

Clinging to the palm by his tail, Fri-
day grinned and chattered gleefully as
he tossed down nuis to his master.

“Go it, old bean!’” chuckled Jim.
*Chuck ’em down! Youre not pretty

flgl.hak at, Friday, but you're jolly use- | yagp

For several days Friday had been
Jim's only companion. He was free to
go if he liked, b‘llt he did not like. He
had taken s fancy to the Grimslade
Junior and stuck to him.

During those days Jim had seen and
heard nothing of the other castaways—
Dr, Sparshott, his headmaster, Ginger
& Co., Dick Dawson, and Fritz Splitz.
He was as determined as ever not to
go back and submit, and he wondered
whether Sammy Sparshott had decided,
at long last, to glve up searching for
him, and leave him to his own devices.

But he was not fhinking of Sammy
at the present moment. He waliched
the anties of the monkey in the tall
palm, laughing as the falling cooonuts
plopped round him,.

He did not hear a faint rl;stle at a
little distance, and as he did not look
round he did not see a tattered mortar-
board that showed over a clump of
mimosa. And he-did not know thas
the sbeely-grey eyes .of Dr. Samuel

shott, of Grimslad
School, were fixed on him.

S:muﬁ'y smiled grimly.

He had run down the fugitive at last,
and caught him napping For o few
moments Dr, t stood looking
at the rebel of Grimslade. Then he
strode forward. Jim Dainty spun round
with a startled exclamation as & heavy
hand dropped on his shoulder.

“Sammy!"” gasped Jim.

He gave a wrench to free his shoulder,
but he might as wel have wrenched
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at a steel vice, Sammy’'s sinewy grip
e ”‘“’ﬁyﬁ*‘“ﬁr"“f;é“‘m Sparshot
" draw] arshott.

“I'm not_coming ba

‘Your mistake!” .sald Dr. Sparshott,
“I think you are, Dainty!”

Jim panted.

“I'll run away again. You don't want
me back, YouTe all down on me; you
don't want me."”

+ ealmly,
“You are & trouble and responsibility,
Dainty; but on this lonely island, where
we are shipwrecked, it is my duty to
keep you in my charge. Even at Grim-
s‘ade"—sa.mmy smiled whimsically—

‘we never sack a man, as you re-
meinber.”

“I won't come!” muttered Jim des-
perately.

He made a sudden clutch at the glim
trunk of the: palm, Heclnspedmsarms
round it and held on. Sammy gave a
jerk, and another jerk, but the rebel of
Grumiadc held desperately to the palan.
He was not going back to the hut on
East Bay if he could help it

Sammy, never relaxing his erip,
looked at him thoughtfully, Friday had
ceased to throw down coconuts, and
was staring curiously at the scene from
the top of the palm, aware that some-
thing was going on, but not under-
standing it. Dr. Sparshott gave the
monkey no heed. His eyes were fixed
grimly on Jim Dainty.

“I am going to give you,” he said
quietly, “the whopping of your life,
Dainty, for your disobedience and re-
bellion. Apparently you desire me to
nge it to you before we return to the

it 1 shall oblige you.”

Dr. Sparshott had a thick ﬂex:ble
bamboo under one sped
Dainty’s collar with m.s letb hand anrl
s;lg;;lpt?d the bamboo down intu his
1

“Let go that treel” he barked.
“I won't!” answered Dainty, between
his teeth.
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Whack! The crack of the bamboo
rang like o pistol-shot through the
tropical Dainty gave a yell

Whack! . Whack! There was no
doubt that Sammy was deeply, intensely | &
angry, though he was not in the least
excited. Sammy never got excited.
But he was grimly resolved to deal with
the rebel of Grimslade—drastically.

Whack! Whack! Every cut rang
Ioud and hard, and it was going on till
the rebel let go the palm and came
away. Whack, whack!

There was an excited chattering-from
tho monkey in the palm, unheeded by
either the schoolboy or the school-
master. Whack, whack, whack! Fri-
day stared and chattered his red-
rimmed eyes gleaming f.rom his black,
hairy face. Suddenly he grasped an-
other coconut from the palm.

Whiz! Crash!

“Qh!” gasped Dr. Sparshoti.

He relaxed his grasp on Dainty and
staggered back as the coconut crashed
on his head from sbove. The impact
cracked the nut, and came near crack-
insSammysown “nut.” Dazed for the

ent, hardly knowing what had hit
hlm the headmaster of Grimslade stag-
gewd kack., Jim, panting. tore himself
loose,

“What——" panted Sammy dizzily.

Jim Dainty leaped away. Another
second and the headmaster of Grim-
slade was leaping after him. His grasp
would have closed on the rebel before
he could get clear. But, whiz, w:
came 8 couple of coconuts from above,

'ashing on head, and Sammy
pltchsd forward and fell on -his knees.

That was all the chance that Jim
wanted. He darted away through the
palms like a hunted deer. Dr. Spar-
shott stageered to his feet, his head
spinning

“Stop!” he roared.

Dainty vanisned among the trunks.
Sammy made a stride in pursuit, and
then stopped, clasping his hands to his
aching head. He stared up ab the ape,
who jabbered and chattered defiance at
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ng: m hurled Loeeglxlﬁdagmn as

disappeared, swung
himgelf away into znother tree, and
vanished also. Dr. Sparshott Dblinked
after him,

“My hat!” ejaculated Sammy.

A mile away, deep in the tropical
forest, the fleeing rebel stopped at last,
and threw himself down to rest, pant-
ing, in the shade of a tree. He grinned
while he panted.

“What =a jolly old surprise for
Sammy! He didn’t know I had s pall
Good old Man Friday, though I suppose
T've lost him now.”

There was a rustle In the thickets,
and 8 queer e in shorts had
dropped beside Jim. He had not Jost
his Man Friday., Friday did not mean
to be lost.

GHAPTER 5.
The Men from the Skyl

UZZZZZZ!
B It was & sound like a million
bees close af hand. Jim Dainty,

half asleep in the tropical heat, had
heard 1t for some time without heeding
l&. But at last he sat up in his ham-
mock and took notice.

The Grimslade rebel was in his camp.

hammock, made of thick Hanas -
'plaited together, swung in the branches
of a great ceiba-tree. At twenty fest
from the ground it was invisible from
below, screened by the lower branches
and the rebel hunters might have
passed under the tree a dozen times
without dreaming that the fugilive
schoolboy was camped there,

The gigantic frunk of the ceiba was
hollow, and In the interior Jim parked
his camping outfit and his provisions
and a can of water. It was a safe
refuge and hiding-place if the hunt
came cluse. -
all dwellers near the Equator,
the Grimslade castaways found it

necessary to take the "sieata. * or mid-
day rest, in the tropical heat of the
day. Jim was dozing in his hammock
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and Friday had cleared off on some
husiness of his own, when that steady
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though it made his face siream with
perzpi;tatmn, Jim Dainty ran his
est.

drone far above reached his ears, and | har

at last drew his aitention.

Sitting up in the hammock, Jim
Ustened, with a perplexed frown on his
brow. Above him the thick branches
shut out the sky, save for a thin gleam
of blue here and there. He could see
nothing but folinge as he looked up.

That continuous buzzing came from
over the treetops, like millions of bees
or billions of mosquitoes, But it could
not be either. Familiar as the sound
was at home in Fngland, it took Jim
some time to realise that it was—what
it must be!

“A plane!” he hreathed.

It was the purring of an engine—it
could be no else! . Jim Dainty's
eyes danced as he realised it.

Castaway Island was far off the map
—no vessel ever passed within sight of
it. Since the Grimsladers had been
shipwrecked only one craft had touched
at the solitary island—the schooner of
Captain Luz, the treasure-seeker from
Martinique, and that was long since.

That schooner had gone down in a
hurricane, and the survivors, enemies of
the castaways, had not been likely to

them help. The Grimslade

send 2,
Crusoes still hoped to see & sail—but | ¥

the hope was growing faint.
Probably it had never oceurred to any
. of them to hope for an aeroplane, But
it was # plane that was buzzing over
the island now, and Jim.knew it! If
it was possible to signal— °

He rolled out of the hammock and
slambered down to the earth, For the
moment he forgot that he was In re-
hellion against his headmaster, and on
terms of warfare with his old comrades.
If it was possible to signal the plane
it meant rescue—that was sll that he
was thinking of now.

From the thick tropical forest he
could not see even the sky, let alone
the plane, and he tore away through
the trees, ng for the open beach.

Ereathless, excited, heedless of the heat,

He came out of the forest at last, in
sight of the sea on the western shore,
and gazed up. ‘The buzz of the engine
was still in his ears. Against the blue
of the sky flashed a shape, fiying low.
It had been cireling over the forest, but
now it had turned seaward again and
was over the water.

Jim ran down the sand towards the
sea. He shouted, in his excitement,
oblivious of the fact that his voice
could not possibly reach the men in
plane. Were they going—believing

they had only sighted an unin-
habited island?

He had to draw their attention some-
how. It was not likely that the cast-
aways on the other side of the island
had seen or heard it, with the high hill
in between. All depended on Jim.
Almost on the margin of the sea he
atglp;d. waved his hat, and shouted
w

The plane zoomed on, circling. It
was over the shore agaln now, fying so
low that Jim could make out every de-
tail of the structure and glimpse the
two men in the cockpits. It struck him
that the airmen were looking for a land-
ing-place—impossible in the wooded in-
erior of the island.

The e had come from the west
—that is from one of the West Indian
iglands—Jamaica, perhaps, or Martin-
igue or Cuba or Trinidad. Whoever they
were, wherever they came from, surely
they would be glad to give help to ship-
wrecked castaways—at least, to take
news of them so that a ship might be
sent to take them off.

Jim waved and shouted till he was
tired; but he could see now that the
flying-men were going to land—they,
were picking out a level stretch of beach
for the landing.

“Oh, good!” gasped Jim, as the plane
swooped dowIL

_It landed on level sand 3 quarter of
a mile from where he stood, and taxied
slong the sand ag if on the tarmac.
Instantly Jim Dainty started running
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towards it. If only his friends—they
were friends

again now, in his thoughts
—had been there to see it!

But he would soon carry them the
news. Sammy would forgive him when
he brought the news of rescue! Pani-
ing for breath, Jim raced towards the
halted plane.

It had stopped, and the twe airmen
had got down., They had seen him,
and were standing beside the plane,
watching him curiously as he came.
Tire island, unknown and remote, was
to all appearance uninhabited, and as
they had landed on the western side
they could have seen nothing of the
little settlement on Eas; Bay.

Vet it struck Jim that they were not
surprised to sea him. They walched
him keel and curiousiy as he raced
towards m over the sand; but
nothing in their manner indicated sur-
prise at the sight of an English face
?s? tgat lonely, deserted West Indian

The pilot of the plane, a short,
man with a face like tanned !eather.
lignted a cigarette as he watched Jim.
The other man, taller and slimmer,
after a long and curious stare at the
running schoolboy, turned away and
stood looking inland towards the forest,
s0- that Jim could not see his face as
he came.

Jim noticed that the squst pilot spoke
to the taller man, who nodded, and then

the pilot, standing squarely with his|

stocky legs wide apart, watched the
schoolboy come up.

There was & faint grin on his hard,
tanned face, not wholly pleasant. Jim,
gasping for breath, stood unable te
speak for a moment or two, and the
man who had piloted the aerﬁplam!
addressed him.

“1 guess you're in scme hurry, boy!”

“¥es,” gasped Jim, finding his voice.
“We're castaways on this island—we've
been here for months, Thank goedness
youw've come! I was afrnld you were
going on—till I saw you landing.”

“1 guess you needn't have woirried a
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lot?" grinned the {anned man. “We
was syre looking for this island.”

“Looking for it?” panted Jim.

“Sure! I guess I've been here afore,
and savvy e lie of the land, too.
Though I reckon I gol no rum along
this trip.”

Jim stared at him. Now that he was
close at hand he could see timt the
airman looked a tough customer. He
remembered that Dr. Sparshoit Lad
said that if Castaway Island was ever
visited it would only be by rum-runners
—liquor smugglers of the American
coast. Jim g from him to the
taller man; but the latter still had his
face turned away.

“Who—who are you?" gasped Jin.

“Jevver hear of Slim Stack?” asked
the tanned man.

“Never!” answered Jim.

“Then I guess you're hearing of him
now,” said the squat man, with a grin
that showed a set of {eeth discoloured
by chewing tobacco. “If you've been a
long time on this here island maybe

uab you ain't heard that Old Man Pro-

hibition is dead and buried, and rum-
running gettin' to be one of the lost
arts! But I guess there may be some-
thing on this here island lo pay for 8

trip, if Luz has got it right.”
Ly i

Jim caught his breath. Was il from
Captain Lug, the half-oreed treasure-
hunter from Martinigue, that these men
had heard of the leand? Captain Luz’s
schooner had gone down in the hurri-
cane that had driven him and his crew
away from Umawa{hlsland The cast-
aways had seen nothing of him since.

“1 guess you know the name somei”
grinned Slim Stack. “¥Youre one of
the schoolmaster’s bunch
Where's the schoolm! '

“On the other aide of the island.”

“And the rest?”

“They're with him."

The tanned man gave him a sharp,
suspicious

“Whatll yn'u be doing on this side
all on your lonesome¢ own, then?" he
rapped.

I reckon!
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“I—T've left my friends—there was &
row,” faltered Jim. *
you're going to help—"* He falt

Already it had dawned on his dis-
mayed mind that the castaways could
expect no help from these slrangers
who had come from the sky.

! I'm going to help myself!”
sald Slim Stack, grinning. ‘“Some!
That's the feller I generally helpl ¥ou
can let the guy see your face, Luz—
he's alone here, and I guess he ain't
taking the news to the schoolmaster—
we've got him."

The taller man turned round—and
Jim gave a cry as he recognised the
dark, swarthy features and black eyes
of Captain Luz. It was the half-breed
treasure-seeker himselfi who had re-
turned to the island by air, in company
with the American rum-runner.

Jim Dginty felt the gangster's power-
ful grip on his should He realised
that he had fallen into a trap—or,
rather, that he had run at full speed

. into one. There was a sour and mock-
ing grin on the face of the man from
Martinique.

With that grinding grip on his
shoulder, the gangster walked Jim.to
the nearest {ree and slammed him
against the trunk., Then Luz drew his
knife and cut lengths of the wiry
lianas,

etk was I
Dainty had to submit while
bound to the tree trunk, Luz the
binding, and he did it with thorough-
ness.

Length after length of the wity liana
was bound round the schoolboy and the
trunk, till he was unable to stir a finger,
let alone a hand or a foot. Slm Stack
stood watching the operation, and gave
# nod of satisfaction when it was
complete. .

“I guess that lets you out, boy!” he
remar] *You surely won’t get loose
Yol botp sate I X got setar schoor
you e ti 5 -
mnaster cinched.”

With that, he turned and walked

and Jim
he was
did

I—I say, you— | th
ered.

OWN LIBRARY 13

away, followed by Luz. The momaont

eir backs were turmed, Jim Dainty
began to struggle with his bonds, It
took him only a few minutes to realise
that struggling was futile, The lianas,
strongly knotted, held him like rope, or
rather, like strong wire.

He was a helpless prisoner, as the
adventurers well knew when they left
him. The boy groaned aloud in mizery.
If only he could have escaped to carry
warning to Sammy—but it was hopeless
to think of it.

He watécnhed the two adventurers. They
the

various things from the rear cockpit.

He saw them sit on the shady side of

the plane and eat a meal, after which

Luz smoked cigarettes and Sim chewed

tobacco.

Every now and then the American
glanced at the sky, and the sun was
Iow in the west when he rose at last
and ceme up the beach with his com-
panion. They were going towards the
wood, and they passed a hurkired yards
from the spot where Jim stood bound
to the tree, hardly glancing at him, be-
fore they disappeared into the forest.

Feintly, a rustling came back, and
then all was silent. Jim Dainty groaned.
They were starting to cross the island—
towards the little settlement on the east
side. The fact that they had waited
s0 long indicated that they meant to .
arrive after sunset. Even Sammy Spar-
shoté, wary as he was, would have no
inkling of danger., Unsuspecting, prob-
ably asleep, the castaways would be
taken utterly by surprise.

If only Jim could get loose and warn
Sammy—

But he could not! Again and again
he tried his strength on his bonds—in
vain!—while the sun sank lower and
dipped into the western sea. It was
almost dark when Jim heard a rustling
in the forest behind him, and won-
dered whether it was one of the
ruffians returning. He gave A gasp as a
strange, hairy figure in trousers, shirt,
and hat skipped into view.

“Triday!” he gasped
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It was his monkey pall

The monkey gave a squeal of delight
as he spotted him. Evidenily Man
Friday had missed Jim from his camp
and had him since. He
danced round the bound schoolboy,
chattering and grinning with glee. But
he wag puzled by Jim’s motionless
posture, and he passed a paw over
his face, and then over the binding
lianas.

A sudden hope bea$ in Jim Dalnty's
;131;& If the ape could only under-

“Friday, old man!” gasped Jim.
“CGet me loose—oh, get me loose, old
cimp! Oh, if he could only catch on

He struggled, wrenching ms.dly at
the binding l.lanas Pnd;y blinked at

perplexed. Then suddenly int
flashed info thé monkey’s e]pes.
understood !

He started clawing at the lianas|p
blinking at Jim's face in the deepening |,
dusk, a.s if for approval. Jim's face

it!” he

ce
He

1t,, old bean—go

And Friday “went” it—undersiand-
ing now what was wanted. Knot after
knot of the wiry creeper was torn ang
clawed away, till Jim felt his bonds
loosening. He had an arm loose at
last, and was able {0 help Friday in
the work, Looser and looser, till at
last, panting with relief, the Grimslade
junior staggered free.

The sun dipped into the western sea,
and all was dark on Castawsy Island.

nm. Jim Dainty was freel Thanks to

his monkey pal, he was free—and it
migh$ not yet be too latel

He stayed only to take one deep
drink from his water-bottle, and then
glrunged into. the tropical Inrest, with

iduy chattering along at his heels—

ping, running, scrambling, push-
mg on without a pause, to rejoin once
more the Grimslade castaways, and—
gtlmtever their fate might be—to share
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GHAPTER 6.
A Surprise Attack!
b TICK 'em upl”
Dr. Samuel Sparshott, head-,
master of Grimslade School,

fairly jumped. Had Dr. Sparshott been
in his study at Grimslade, instead of
sitting by a camp fire on bhe beach of
a West Indian island, he could hardly
have been more taken by surprise than
he was at this moment.

‘The starry, tropic night was dusky
over Castaway Island ‘The wocded,
Island hill, the palm groves, and the
jungle were lost in shadow. Where. t.he
sandy beach sloped from the bay to
the hut the Grimslade Castaways had
built, backing against a high rock, a
camp fire blazed and flamed. casting
lights and shadows.

Round jt gat the shipwrecked school-
boys and their headmaster, finishing
supper. Fritz Splitz was nodding
sleepily over his last morsel; Ginger,

Bacon, Bean, and Dick Dawson Were
talking in low tones; Sammy Spar-
shott, sitting on a ]ng with an empty
plpe lnhiamout-h was gazing at the
fire and i

Doubtless he was thinking of Jim

had cleared off on his
own,

is
bring him back., But all thought of
the rebel of Grimslade was driven
from his mind ag that cool, quiet, but
mena voice came out of the
velvety adows of bhe tropical night.
start  anything,  school-
asberl” came the voice as Dr. Spar-
shott jumped. “I guess my guns look-
ing at you! 8tick 'em up!”

“My gtddy goloshes!”  breathed
Ginger Rawlinson.

And Fritz von snlitz, wide awake all
at once, stared with his saucer-eyes
distended.

Dr. Sparshott did not “start” any-
thing! He glanced round over his
ghoulder, quietly, calmly.

In the circle of the firelight a figure
stood squat figure, with a hard,
tanned face under a peaked cap A
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revolver was levelled at the headmaster
of Grl 8 finger on the trigger,
and an eye, at,eady a8 steel and cold
as ice, glanced along the barrel.

There was a revolver in Sammy’s
own belt, but he did not attempt to
touch it. His Jife hung on s thread,

and , ool and determined as he
was, was not the man to ask for more
trouble than he could handle.

He gazed guletly at the gangster.
Who he was, where he had sprung
from, were mysteries to Sammy, The
castaways on the beach of East Bay
had seen and heard nothing of the
aeroplane that had landed on the
western side of the island that after-
ncon, The gudden appearance of a
new enemy on the lonely isiand had
taken them completely by surprise.

“I reckon I said stick 'em up, school-
master!” said the squat man, in a dan-
gerous tone. “You asking for it?”

*Not at all, my good man,” said Dr.
Sparshott calmly, and he put up his
hands over his tattered moriar-board,
“M:r boys, sit where you arc!” he

'I‘he juniors were stirring, and Ginger
Rawlinson had dropped a hand on. &
palm-wood cudgel.

The man ‘with the gun grinned and
stepped nearer, keeping the headmaster
of Grimslade carefully covered. Behind
him another figure came out of the
shadows—a swarthy French half-breed.
The castaways, looking at him. recog-
Elsed him as their old enemy, Captain

There was’ s,.lmiie In the half-breed’s
dusky hand, and the look on his face
told that he was keen to use it. The
sguat man, still keeping his ice-cold
eyes on Sammy, spoke to Luz over his
d shoulder:
“ Keep that sticke:r away, ho! I guess
I'm running this
“Morbleu!” snmled the half-breed.
“X tell you, Stack, that that man, t.hat.
schoolmaster, defeated me and
whole crew!
defeat you also?”

mnyuu]etmmhveto his
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“I guess I'm a bigger man than you
and your crew all lumped together, lﬂd—
timer!” answered the gangster coolly,
“1 got the schoolmaster where I want

., and take
a mpe to him!
or you won't know what hit youl”

Luz, gritting bhis teeth, obeyed.
knife was sheathed, and the hal!whreea
unwound a coil of cord his arm.

Sparshott -was ccol, but there was
a deac!l.v glint in his eyes.

“One moment, my friend!” he said.
“May I ask who you are, and what you
want here, where you have no busi-
ness

“¥Yep! I guess you can caJl me Slim
Stack, and I'll say I've had business on
this here island when I was a rum-
runner,” answered the American, with
“Rum-running ain’t the lay
now, though. I guess we've dropped
down from the sky to give you the once-
over, I got from Luz that there's
treasure on this island, and you've
raised it, If there’s more'n I can carry
away in my ’'plane, I'll leave you the
leavings, schoolmaster——"

Bang!

'th revolver was suddenly deflected

owards Ginger Rawlinson, and it
mared with startling  su
awakening a thousand echoes on the
island. report rolling back like
thunder from the wooded hill.
Cinger gave a yell. He had grasped
ﬁ tﬂmghel{hwit,h theteirntentitg: Ofdhzlﬂ-
at thé gangster’s head, and giv-
ing Sammy a chance. But, though the
icy eyes were watching Dr. Sparshott,
Slim evidently saw the action from the
corner of his eye. Instantly the smok-
on
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ing revolver was bea the head-
master again. Sammy half rose.
“ Keep 'em up!” drawled Slim.

“The young guy ain't hurt. Jest a
lesson fo him not to get too fresh!"”

QGinger was rubbing his right arm,
numbed by the shock. The bullet had
crashed on the cudgel, knocking it from
hand. Evidently Slim Stack was ~
“no glouch ” with the revolver.
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G;‘Cm, my giddy goloshes!” breathed
n
“Kindl sit still, as I have told you,
my boys, s said Dr. Spershott sharply.
“'Leave this to me! Mr. Stack, you
have the upper hand, and I am not a
man o run my hend sgaingt a stone
wall. But if harm is intended to the
hoys under my charge, I shal] take my
chance against your gun!”

“Tll say you're a cocl guy, allowing
that my gun is lookin’ you in the ¢ e"’
gridned Slim, “Bup I guess the
ain't coming to no harm—unless™I do
first. I kinder reckon that if that
black-jowled half-breed Is left cock of
the walk, he will feed "em to the sharks
before you could say ‘ No sugar in mine.”
But mg, T'm the kindest guy you ever
struck.”

Dr. Sparahott gave him & hard,

searching look. Then he nodded curtlv
The half-breed stepped towards him,

cord in hand, and the Grimslade hesd-
master made no resistance. It wWas
sudden death to reaist.

Luz bound the headmaster's wrists
together, knotting the cord hard and
tight. Plainly enough, he would rather
have usged his lmil’e but he dared not
cross the will of the cool, cold-eyed
gangster.

“Now the boys!” rapped Slim.

“Mein gootness!” groaned Fritz
Splitz. “Tab i3 so bad as nefer vas
pefore. Ivish tat I vas pack in Cher-
many!”

Ginger & Co. and Dick Dawson were
bound, thelr hands behind their backs,

“Leave out the Dutchman!” said

Slim. “I we want somel
walt on us, and he don’t look a lot
dangero

“Ach! I vas not dangerous vun

leetle biece, and I vaits on you mit
bleasures!” gasped Fritz Splitz. “I
tinks two f.imes pefore I giffs you any
droubles after.”

“J figured that from the look of you,
Dutchman!” grunted Slim. *“¥oud give
any trouble, and you won't live long
eno‘ush to tell any guy about it. Now

e got the whole bag, old-timer.” He
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put ithe revolver back into his belb.
“Say, schoolmaster, I guess I want to
know where you've parked the treasure
that King Christo; of Hayti, sent ta
this here island a hundred years ago.”
“You are In error,” said Dr, Spar-
shott quietly. “We have found no
treasure on this island.”
hicapmln Luz's black eyes flashed at

m,
“It is a lie—you have found the trea-
sure.” His hand flew to his knife.

“Let wup, you doggoned breed!”
suapped Slim. I guess if they've lifted
the treasure, we’ll spot where they've
parked it! We got the whole bunch
now, as safe ag that young guy we left
tied on the other side of the island,
It’s our say-so!”

Dr, Sparshott started.

“PDainty! You have seen—* he

began,

“Did you figure he might hump
along and let you loose?” grinned Slim.
“PForget it! We cinched him first, and
left him safe. I guess he won't get
loose afare I go back to-morrow and call
for him.”

Dr. Sparshott set his lips.

a thought had been in his mind that
the rebel of Grimslade, free on the
island, might learn what had happened
and attempt to help.

Perhaps

“They have the treasure,” mut.terad
L\m savagely. “I tell you—-
“1 the schoolmaster will tell

us where fo pick it up, bo, when I ask
him,” smiled Slim. “He is sure & cool
guy, but there's ways of makin’ a guy
talk! I reckon he can chew on it till

to | morning. We've sure arrived just in

that fat guy is
gasped Fritz

time for supper, and
hand 1t
Ja  wohll”

The fdt Rhinelander proceeded to get
Bupper for the two ra.sca]s, and wait on
them hand and foot, dance from
elther bemg sufficlent; ﬁo strike terror to
his podgy heart.

Sammy 8] t and the other
prisoners lay in the sand with bound
hands, leoking on in grim silence.
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GHAPTER 7.
Up to Jim Dainty!

IM DAINTY halted ir the shasdow of
the palm grove, and looked ‘ow!
the ruddy glow of firelight in front

of ‘the castawsys’ hut. FPriday, the
monkey, halted when his master halted,
picked up a nut, and cracked it. Fri-
day, in his hat and cotton trousers,
made n gueer figure. He had followed

Jim across the island, hi noticed
;:y t.he hurrying, anxious imslade
unfor

No'w. paniing, breathless, with a

beating heart, Jim watched the camp
from behind a palm_trunk, and won-
dered what he should do. Friday had
saved him; but whether he could help
his friends was another matter.

He wns unarmed save for a stick,
and he had two armed and desperate
men to deal with. If he could but have
escaped in time to warn Sammy! But
one glance at the camp showed that he
was too late for that.

Watching the scene in the ﬂre]igm.
he made out the ial]
Sparshott, and the figures of
Juniors, evident! bound prisoners,
from their attit Slim Stack and
Captain Luz sat nn logs by the fire,
smoking after their supper. Fritz
Splitz, the only one of the castaways
left fres, moved to and fro, his terrified
saucer-eyes turning continually on the
two ruffians.

For long, 16ng minutes, Jim Dainty
watched, his heart heavy, but his mind

made up. P

Headstrong, obstinate, wilful, un-
grateful, he had rebelled against his
headmaster, his friend and protector.
He was going t.o make up for that, if
it- cost hlm his life W, he was
going to help Sa.mmy. But how? For
t.he t:me belng he could only watch and
wait.

soon the hali-breed was dragging.
Dr. 8p t in at the doorway of the
hut, and, having pushed him in, he
sbepped back and drove in the other
prisoners.

They were allowed fto go to their

sleep, if they could. Fritz 8]
Ll like the rest,
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bunks, but the suspicious hali-breed
made & careful examination of their
honds before they were left in peace to
itz was
now heund 3

“I guess, schoolmaster, that I'm
cinching that hammoek,” drawled
Slim. “If you can’t sleep on the foor,
you can sure spend the time thinkin’
what will happen te you if you don't
cough up the treasure at sun-up. I'm
a good-tempered guy, but I'm surely
here on business! You get me?”

“We have found no treasure on this
islan answ Dr. Sparshott
quletly

“You'l guess again, I reckon, when
my partner Luz lights a slow fire under
your feet!” grinned N

The headmaster of Grimslade made
no answer to that. Slim Stack barred
the door of the hut.

The dull red glow of the fire died
slowly away. Jim Dainty, in cover
under the palms, watched and
watched.

ANl was silent at the hut, and the
camp fire was dying out. The hour was
late, and he knew the two rascals from
the “plane had camped in the hut with
the prisoners. They were most likely
sleeping by that time. But the
prisoners were not likely to be sleep-
ing any more than Jim Dainty was.

Sure at last that the ruffians would
be asleep, Jim moved out from the
palms. If he was going to help his
friends, it had to be while he had a
chance of taking the enemy off thelr
guard. On the morrow would
learn that he had escaped, and would
be on the watch for him,

He crept forward silently, and there
was a scuttling sound behind him that
made him turn swiftly. Friday, the
monkey, was following him. Jim wa.ved
him back.

“gtick there, old bean,” he whis—
perad, pushing Friday back and patting
and stroking him.

The monkey understood, if not the
words, the actions, and squatted down
again obediently. Jim left him in the
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shadow of the palms and crept towards
the hut.

Standing close by the window, he

listened. The :hutters were slatted for

could see not.hlns

itehy dark.

was nothing to keep
:But. the others-—aurely
sleep—especially

Sammy!
Jim made up his mind at last to|g

risk & whisper. He put his lips close
to one of the slits In the palm-wood
shutters.

“Dr, Sparshott! Are you awake?”

It was a scarcely audible whisper.
But it reached the keen esrs of a
bound man slumped against the wall
inside. ‘There was the faintest move-
ment. Then came a whisper:

“Is that ynu, Dainty?"

“Yes, gir”
“My giddy gu]o.shasl" Jim heard a

whisper from Ginger. He had been

right—the prisoners were not asleep.

“gilence!” breathed Dr. Sparshott.

Softly and silently Sammy shifted his
position till his head was close to the
Wwindow.

“Dainty! It is you! Take care—
they are asleep, bub may awaken at a

“I understand, sir! Can I help
you?” Jim breathed the words through
the narrow slit. “Oh, air, 1l for-
give me for having heen a fool— | h

such a rotter] If I can only help you
NOW——"
“Never mind that! Have you a
knife?"” -
“Yes, yest”

. _"If you can get & hand through the
shufter and get at these cords—my
hands are huumt behind me!”

“I try, sir.

Dr. Epsrs‘nott. moved again, with the
greatest caution. Slim Stack, in the
hammock, was asleep; the hal:-bree¢
on a pileof blankets, snored. So far,

ttg:igainﬂ whispel’ins had not disturbed

shumber:
Jim Dalmy. listening with intent

be little doubt, were thump.l.ng
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ears, caught the faintest of sounds and
knew that S8ammy Sparshott was stand-
ing by the window-shutter, his bound
wrists as close as he coukl get them
to the- slit, Jim drew the knife from
the sheath in his bell, his heart
, but his hand steady, his
head caol.

e squeezed his wrist through the
s]il:mtheshntte‘r It was a close fit,
but he got it through, His fingers

uched the bound wrists of his head-
master and, guided by the touch, Jim
slid his knife between them. The cord
was thick and strong, and trebly
knotted. ‘The keen edge of the knife
sawed ab it

The juniors in the hut, silent as
death, waited with beating hearts.
Pritz snored on. If only the ruffians
did not awaken—

There was faini sound as the
knife sawed at the knotted cord.

No sound Sammy's set lips
as it scraped his skin. Sammy
Sparshott was still and sllent

par:
as & statue, though his heart beat fast.
A minute—a couple

once his handa were free——
where to lay his hand on a bludgeon,
and then—

“Won’t be a moment now,
breathed Jim Dainty.

There was & cresking as the ham-
mock stirred. The whispering, faint as
it was, had reached the wary cars of the

human wolf who slept there; Slim
Stack was stirring! . He was awake!

Sammy felt his heart sink. Bui he
did not stir. There was a chance yet.
Was the gangster suspicious? He could
see nothing in the dark.

Suspicion was second nature to Slim,
Dr. Sparshott heard him heave his
weight from the hammock. A match
scratched, and in its flicker the gang-
ster looked round the hut. The half
breed’s eyes opened, and he stared at
him from his bed of blankets SHm’s
eyes were fixed on Dr. Sparshott, stand-
{:‘}g with his back to the window-

utter.
“Say, what the deep pit!" snapped

sy
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'Slim, He put the match to a candle
on ihe table and stepped towards the
headmaster of Grimslade,

“Have I disturbed you‘?" he drawled.
“Really, I am sorTy, but I have been
unable to sleep.”

+ 'There was nothing in Sammy’s atti-
tude as he leaned on the window-
shutter to betray the fact that a knife,
held by the junior outside, had been
sawing at his bonds a second ago, Jim
Dainty, as he heard the voices within,
‘ceased to saw and was silent and still,
Sammy’'s manner was ool and car
—ithere was a smile on his face, Cap-
_tain Luz gave & yawn.

© “Morblen!" he muttered sleepily.

“What 1s if, mon ami? They are safe?”

“T guess ¥'m goln’ 1o be sure of that,”
grunted Slm.

He laid a rough hand on the head-
master’s shoulder and pushed him
aside. He stared at the window. Jim’s
‘knife had disappeared—the junior out-
side was still as a mouse,

' Sllm examined the bars that
fastened the shutters, evidently with
.a suspicion in his d that the head-
master had been endeavouring to shift
them with his bound hands. But the

ieold, hard eyes turned on Dr. Spar-
shotl again. Slim was suspicious, but
he was puzzled,

“Morbleu! Get to sleep!”
tered Luz. “We have work to do to-
morrow.”

The gangster nodded.

; “I guess it’s OK,” he sald “But I
iain’t trusting this
|who}e lot, bo!

Dr Sparshott shub his teeth hard,
ruffian, but Slim's
and the

gnngstg_r stax'ed at his bonds in the

A ing
tion of mge broke from him as he dis-
cemed the fact, plain enough now, that
the cords round Sammy's Wrists were
‘cut half-through hy a knife,

mut- |
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“Jumping Jehoshaphat!” roared
Slim. He hurled Dr, Sparshott head-

n long away and spun round towards the

window, *
made one flerce, desperate
eﬂmmch apart the cord at his

par|
wrist, But it was in’vain—the knife
had not bitten deep enough for that.
He was still a er,

As the gangster, with a face of alarm
and fuary, dragged at the window-bars
with one hand, his revolver in the
other t.he Head of Grimslade shouted :

ve yourself, Daintyl Run for
your lifel”

An oath spluttered from Slim. He
dragged open the shutters and leaned
out, throwing up his revolver for a shot.
Jim Dainty, at hls headmaster’s word,
w]?;l runulgin gshmduwy thi thgldtbed.
glimpse of a figyre tha
in the dim glimmer of the stars.

echoes
beach. Spurts of sand spattered over

Jim Dainty as he ran, d stety But
he was stm running, an the re-
volver roared again and ngain he van-

ished into the darkness of the palms.
yoiccs

CHAPTER 3.
Seeking the Treasure!

“ CH, himmel!” yelled Fritz
A Splitz.

Fritz was the only one of

the castaways who was a.sleep when

morming dawned on the lonely island.

And Fritz was suddenly awakened by a
kick in his fat ribs. He yelled and sat

schoolmaster guy a | up-
I guess I see he's|,

I pegs you te
pardon!” added Fritz, in a great hurry,
“Tank you for vaking me up—"

“Turn out, you fat Dutchman "
Lsnarllgd Slim, t his fing loose,
uz!”

As soon as his hands were loose.
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Fritz rubbed his sleepy eyes. Then an-
other kick reminded him that he was
expected to make himself useful. The
fat slacker of Grimslade developed
energy al once. Anyone who had
observed Fritz Splitz cooking breakfast
for the two invaders of Castaway
Island, might have supposed that he
was an extremely industrious fellow,
and fond of work.

Dr. Samuel Sparshott, Ginger, and
Bacon, and Bean, and Dick Dawson,
were- left, tied up. Fritz, exhi
none of his usual clumsiness and azi-
ness, built a fire outside the hut, cooked
the brenkfast, and waited hand and
foot on his masters—rewarding himself
with an occasional snack as he did so.

Slim was in & savage temper that
morning.

As he sat on a log by the fire, eal-
Ing, his eyes turned every now and
#4hen on the hut, and glinted at Dr.
Sparshott, In the gangster's present
frame of mind, Sammy had no tender
treatment to expect from him. But
Sammy was feeling pleased, all the
Jim Dalnty was still free!l
Slim Stack rose from the log at last,
jammed a black cheroot into his
mouth, Hghted it, and signed to Luz
The half-breed led the headmaster of
Grimslade out of the hut.

“Now,” sald Slim. “I reckon you
know why we made this here island in
the ‘plane, schoolmaster. We're after
the freasure. You beat off Luz and
his crew when they came in the
gchooner; but I guess I got you, and
¥ say I'm a bigger proposition than a
durned ‘breed and a whole “crew of
niggers. Youw've raised the treasure
that the black king of Hayti cached on
this island a I years 2go. You'll
tell me where you've put it, and you'll
tell me quick.”

“T have already told you that we have
raised no treasure here,” answered Dr.

ott. “We should have alldwed
C Luz and his crew to search for
1t in peace, If they had left us alone.
‘We beat them off to defend our jives.”
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“Morbleu! A lie!” snaried the half-
breed. "I tell you, Btack—"

“Aw! Can it!" snapped the gang-
ster, © “T'm this here show,
Luz! Il give you a chance, school-
master! If -you ain't raised the
treasure, you know where to lay hands
on it. You ain't stayed on this here
island, knowing it was there, without
looking for It, T guess.”

“That is irue,” assented Dr. Spar-
shott, “and I am prepared t¢ tell you
all I know. There i3 a cavern up the
ravine, as Luz knows, Skeletons have
been found in it—no doubt those of the
men who came here a h years
ago with the treasure from Hayti.”

“I guess T've heard that much from
Luz!" grunted Slim.

“We found a walled-up fissure in the
cave-wall,” went on Dr, Sparshott. “Ii
led to & deep pit, at the bottom of
which was water, connected by some
subterranesn inlet with the sea. My
belief is that the treasure was sunk
there—but it is only an opinion. I
have seen nothing of it.”

Sim Stack watched his face with
glinting eyes.

“And you ain’t been down after it?”
he sneered.

“1 have—and had a narrow escape of
my life!” aenswered Dr, Sparshott
quietly. "“There is an ectopus—the
largest and most fearful sea-devil I
have ever seen—in the salt pool at the
bottom of the pit. No man can descend
there—and live.”

Slim Stack grinned, and the half-
breed burst into a laugh,

“Morblen! Are we to be frightened
away by a story of an octopus?’’ he ex-
claimed. “If it is a8 you say, guide
us to the spot.”

“That I am willing to do,” anawered
Dr. Sparshott.

It went sorely against the grain with
Sammy to make any terms with the
two raseals. But he was thinking of
the boys; and for their sakes the head-
master of Grimslade put his pride in
his pocket.
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For the sake of the boys, he would
have bezn glad to see the two ruffians
raise the treasure of King Chii
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he jeered. “Tll guess we’ll pull you
t.hruugh .sumehuw ¥
his rope and knotted an

stack it in the seroplane they had left
on the western side of the d, and
fly away; he woukl have refoiced to see
%he last of them and of the treasure,

“Rope them tagebhcr, Luz!" grunted
the gangsier. “I guess we're taking
the whole bunch, or that kid will be
moseying along s.nd letting them lcose
while our backs are turned.”

Luz tapped the knife in his belt.

“There is an easler and quicker way
of keeping them safe—" he muttered.

“vou doggoned scum of Martinique,
cen it!” snarled Slim, with a savage
glare at his swarthy confederate, I
guess you're too with that
sticker of yourn. Doh't I know you'd
put it in my back, soon's we've raised
the treasuve, if you knew how to handle
the ‘plane and get off the island?
You're here to jump to orders, you
scum! Rope 'em upl”

The hali-breed gave him a look
hate, and sullenly and stlently did as
he was bid, The headmaster and the
five juniors were roped in a line, Luz
knotting the cords savagely. Btut.e

and ruffian as the American gangster | mit

was, the castaways could not help feel-
ing glad that they were in his hands
and 110: in the dusky hands of Captain
Luz,  In the latter case, thelr llves
would have been worth little.

“Now get on with it!” growled Slim,
and the party started.

‘They passed through the palm grove
to the stream, and Dr. Sparshott led
the way, wading knee-deep in the water,
the juniors behind him, Slim and
Luz followed them, each with a ten-
fathomed coil of rope. taken from the
hut, over arm. Dr. Sparshott
stopped when he reached the waterfall.

“We cannot climb this with our
hands bound,” he sald quietly.

Slim grinned,

. *I guess you ain’t getting your hands
looze so ensy as all that, schoolmaster!”

of | ravine to the cavern.

eru:l round the headmaster of Grim-
slade, Then the two rufiians clambered
up through the falling water, On the
ledge above they dragged on the rope.

“My giddy goloshasl” gasped Gin-
ger Rawlinson, “Urrrrggh!” He splut-
tex;ed as he was dragged into the cas-
cads,

“Ach himmel! Ve vas all trowned
aftert” gurgled Fritz Splitz.

Somekow the Grimsladers scrambled
and clambered up the rocks, helped by
the drag on the rope above. Half-
drowned by the falling water,

and dripping, they got
through the cascade and sprawled
gasping and panting on the rocky ledge
above. Buat they were allowed no time
to rest. A savage kick from the half-
breed helped Dr. Sparshott to his feet,
Sammy’s eyes were burning as he
scrambled up. But he said nothing.

In a dripping, draggled line, the
Grimsladers tramped up the -rocky

“My gld goloshes!
breathed Cinger R,awunsan

He jerked his head towards a tall
rock, high up thi;{mm' On t‘;i(tj;,s'J sg{n—

, watching party, s m
Dainty, with a queer halry figure in
trousers and hat by his side All eyes

Dainty!"

turned on him, and the half-breed
clutched at the knife in his belt, Slim
at a revolver.

“Dainty! Take carel” shouted Dr.
Sparshott.

Dainty waved his hand. He disap-
peared behind the rock, with his
monkey pal, as Slim's revolver roared.
Sammy Sparshott staggered as Luz
struck him across the mouth with the
back of his di hand.

* Silence, you!” snarled Luz.

Sammy’s eyes were like fire for a
second, But he ghut his teeth hard.

“Get on!” snapped Slim Stack.

The headmaster of Grimslade
tramped on and led the way into the
gloomy cpening of the cave.
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OHAPTER 9.
The Grip of the Sea-Devil!
HE Hght of a hurricane-lamp in
T Sim Stack’s hand gleamed and
gimmered on walls of basaltic

'me American gangster stared about
him curiously as he advanced into the
cavern, More than once, in past days
a5 a rum-runner, he had landed on the
solitary island; but he had never pene-
trated into the ravine above the water-
fall, énd knew nothing of the cavern in
the hill save what he had heard irom

tain Luz. But it was nol new
eal-:s ALO,
had pursued the s through
that cavern at the head of lns black
Crew.

The half-breed uttered s sudden ex-
clamation as there was a glimmer of
white in the lantern-light, from the dark
floor of the cavern. It was the
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the string of prisoners following him,
and Luz bringing up the rear. The in-
terior was black as midnight, shadowy
and eerie in the gleam of the lamp,

The juniors walked in silence, save
for Fritz Splita, who grunied and
groaned ab every step. They reached
the end ox the fissure, where the deep
chasm yawned, and the space was
wider on the edge. There the prisoners
stood in & group.

Luz caught up a stone and dropped
it into the gulf. Faintly from below
came the sound of a

“Water there, I reckon,” gaid Slim.
"I guess there’s an inlet from the sea,
a5 the schoolmater allowed. It be
sea-level.” He looked round at Dr.
Sparshott. “What's the depth here,
schoolmaster? You allow that you've
been down.”

“The water is about sixty-six feet
below,” Dr. shott,

for which he had been looking—that of
one of the hapless Haytian blacks who
had sailed & century ago, from Port-
au-Prince, with King Christophe’s
trea.su.re to hide. It sml 1a; where i1

been discovered Grim-

s!ad
“Voila' The skeleton!™ exclaimed

"I gne.ss that looks like the goods!™
sald Slim, staring at the grisly bones.

“I say that this is a likely spot, old- | his dark brow
er,”
“The treasure is here—or was herel” |

gnarled Luz. “The schoolmaster - has
found it, whether he has raised it or
not! That I know.”

“Y guess he’s talking tuwkey!” an-
swered Slim, “He knows where it lies, I
reckon, but he ain't got the sand to go
after it. Or mebbe he’s leaving it
safe there till he got a chance of get-
ting it off the island. I say we're
going to save him that trouble.”

Dr. Sparshott led the way to the
fissure where a wall of rock had been
displaced, the opening be-
yond. The fissure was narrow, and
Slim Stack marched ahead with the
hurricane lamp, Dr. Sparshott and

m":t[ guess we got to splice ropes for
A
The half hreed nodded, and started
al: once to fasten the two long ropes
ther. Having secured them,
rl.:,l‘li knotted one end round a jut-
ting on the edge of the chasm. The
other end he dropped into the gulf.
There was again & sp!ash. as it struck
the water far helow.

Luz’s black eyes were glittering under

vs. It was evident that
he believed that he was close to the
reasure,  That, indeed, the Grim-
sladers fully believed.

But they knew—what the two greedy
adventurers refused fo belleve—that a
terrible guardian kept watch and ward
over the treeasure pool,

More than once,- when Slim's eyes
were not on the half-breed, they saw
Luz's glance glitter at him, and
thought they could read what was In
his treacherous mind. Ruined by the
loss of his schooner, the dusky rascal
had told his tale to the rum-runner,
and enlisted his aild in searching for
the ireasure; but, once the gold was
lifted, he did not mean to share it if
he could help it.
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Slim Stack threw himself down,
lowered the huwrricane-lamp the length
of his arm into the pit, and stared
low. As If by instinct, the half-breed
made a movemeni towards him,
hand on the hafl of his knife.

“My giddy goloshes!” Ginger Raw-
Iinson gasped. “Look out, Mr. sf;nck-»
for goodness’ sake, look round!”

The gangster, cool as ice, looked
round, buf without taking the trouble
0 rise. His ice-cold eyes fixed on the
half-breed, and he grinned

“Wash it out, Luz!” he said.
couldn’t handle the 'plane, bo!
it out till we’re off the island.”

And he resumed staring into the
black gulf, regardless of the half-breed.
Luz’s dusky hand released the knife.
He stood staring af the sprawling
American with gllnting eyes, till Slim
rose from his inspection. Little as they
had reason to like the man, the Grim-

“¥ou
‘Wash

sladers were glad to see him out of [d

thab perilous position.

They knew, as evidently Slim himself
Imew, that only the fact that Luz could
not pilot the 'plane, saved him from a
treacherous knife-thrust.

“I guess we've hit the spot,” said
SHim coolly. “I guess the schoolmaster
spotted the right place”
his brows. “I reckon job wants
a swimmer! I'll sail a rum-running
tramp, or pilot & ‘'plane, with any man
between Noo Yark and ’!"rlseu. but T'm
sure no swimmer!"

“I will go!" grunted the hn.!j-hreed
“Morbleu! I swim like a fish.”

Slim's icy eyes fixed on him.

“I ‘guess you better tell me the
frozen truth when you come up, Luz!”
he sald. “If the ’plane quits this here
island without the treasure, 1!: quits
without you, s0 chew on that|™

Luz gave a sullen nod, and took &
grasp on the Tope ovm'ha.ngmg the pit.
Slim the p t0
the end of a long curd to lower it after
him and light the way down.

Dr. Sparshott made a step forward,
Only too well the headmaster of
Grimslade remembered his fearfully
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narrow escape from the sea-devil of the
pit. Savage and pitiless enemy as the

be- | half-breed was, not see
d | him go into .such terrible peril without
hiis | ano word of warning,
“8top!” barked Sammy. “I have
told you—*

Luz released one hand from the rcpe,
and struck him fiercely in the face,
Sammy Sparshott sl back.

“That for your Hes!™ snarled the
half-breed. “Do you fancy you will
frighten me away fmm the treasure
with your lying tales'

He lfted his clenched hand again,
but Slim Int

“I guess that’s the lot, bo!” ha
snapped, “Get on with 11"

The hali-breed swung down the rope
Sammy Sparshott leaned back against
the WQEEd rock, his face white, his Hp
bleeding from the ruffian's brutal blow,
He did not utter another word, and the

usky head of the half-breed disap-
peared over the rock edge.

SHm, his brawny chest on the edge
of the rock, paid out his cord, lowering
the lantern’as the half-breed descended
the rope. Lower and lower went the
active, dusky man from Martinique,
the lowered hurricane -lamp ‘keeping
pace with his descent. Slim watched
him keenly, upparently forgetful of the
prisoners behind

Dr, -Elparshott moved forward,
dropped on his knees, and th lay
down beside Slim the

edge as the gangster was aaing. But,
at a gesture from him, the juniors kept
back. Sammy did not want them
see what he feared to see himself.

As the hurricane-lamp -went lower
and lower, those were wrapped
in darlmesa—tlwy had no other light,
In the thickening blackness the Grim-
slade juniors stood with beating hearts,

Lower and lower Luz swung himself
with a sailor's activity on the rope. His
feet touched the surface of the black
pool below at last, into which rope
chpped Coolly, he let go the rope and

ed swimming about the pool ‘Shm
pa.id out his cord till the hurricane-
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lamp was only & few feet above the
water, giimmering there like a spot of
light in the darkness from above,
The dark head of the man from Mar-
tinique was seen moving in the radius
“of light, but passed heyond it into the
blackness of the seapool It came

strangely hollow from the deep chasm,
the voice of the half-breed boomed,

“Crest iel! It is here! I have
dived, and touched a chest under the
water ! There are others—many
others!”

Dr. Sparshott's nerve was of iron, but
he felt a shudder run along his spine.
The man from Martinique had dived—

_into the deep den where the sea-devil
lay. Was the piant octopus no longer
there? Had It gone by the passage to
the sea?

Sammy's lp was bleeding from the
half-breed’s brutal blow; but from the
bottom of his heart he hoped that it
was so—that the desperado was not (o
feel the grip of the sea-devil’s tentacles
ag he had felt them. Bat if the octopus
was there the half-breed’s diving had
probably disturbed it

Captain Luz's shrill voice came echo-

ing up again.

“Stand by to pull, mon vieux! I
shall dive sgain, and fasten the rope
——> His volez broke off suddenly as
something touched him in the water,
and he stared ro

A wild yell followed, and Luz sud-
denly disappeared from the radius of
the lantern light.

“What’s got the guy?” breathed Slim.
“What in thunder—" 2

“The ogctopus!” breathed Dr. Spar-
shott.

“Aw! Canit! I guess—"

slim Stack ceased to speak &s some-
thing long and sinuous flashed into the
lantern light from the water. He
stared down, dumb. It was the ten-
tacle of an octopus! -

4 wild sound of splashing, of hoarse
sereaming, rolled up from the poo!
Suddenly the dusky face of the half-
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breed came into the light again. It
was drained of colour, distorted with
terror, the hlack eyes almest hulging
from their sockets,

Two dusky hands clutched at the
hanging rope, and grasped it; head and
shoulders of the half-breed came out of
the water as he strove madly to climb.
Inarticulate shrieks pealed from his
colourless lips. For a long moment he
hung to the rope, ghastly in the lamp-
Eﬁ, straining every nerve to keep his

But a long tentacle was whipped
round his waist, thickening as it
tightened. Another was Tound
legs. The pull was one that an elephant
could hardly have resisted. Yet for &
long, long moment the half-breed clung
on desperately, frantically, shrieking.
Then he was torn from his grip, and
splashed back into the water. Slim,
staring down, seemed frozen.

“Release me!” Dr, Sparshott panted
in his ear. “Release me, and T will
iry to help him! Give me a knife, and
let me go down the rope! I will try

«I guess it’s too late!” The gangster's
voice was cracked and husky. '‘I guess
nobody can help him now. If & guy
had a chance of a shot—"

He bhad changed the cord to his left
hand; his six-shooter was in his right.
In the circle of lamplight far down, the
water was churned into foam by the
throes of a fearful shapeless form with
two huge eyes that glimmered like
plates; and Slim's revolver roared with
a sound like thunder in the narrow
space.

The shot told, for Sammy could see
that one of the great eyes vanished like
& candle that was extinguished,

The water was still more wildly
agitated. The shapeless figure disap-
peared from sight, but several times &
thrashing tentacle appeared, and van-
ished again. But the dusky face of
the half-breed was not seen; and his
cries ha¢ ceased, Dr, Sparshott and

1 | the gangater still watched; but the

agitatiory in the sea pool deep below
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calmed down, the ruffled water
smoothed, and all was still again,

Sick abt heart the headmaster of
Grimslade moved back from the edge
of the pit. Slowly Sim drew up the
lantern, and when the light once more
gleamed on his face it showed him pale,
with drops of sweat on his brow.

He gave the headmaster one look,
and then {urned away from the pit of
death, in silence. The rope by which
Luz hod descended to his doom was left
hanging.

In silence the gangster framped away
by the flssure, and in the shuddering
silence the Grimsladers followed him.
Not a word was spoken as they went.
In the same silence of horror they
tm!inped kack through the cave to the
ravine.

Even from the hard, ruthless mind
of the gangster all thought of the
treasure seemed te have heen obliter-
ated by the terrible tragedy he had
witnessed. And ‘the Grimsladers
panied with relief when they emerged
a} last into the open air, and felt the
sunshine on their faces again.

CHAPTER 10.
Up to Sammy!
a2 INGER!"
i Ginger Rawlinson started vio-
en

The last thing he expected at that
moment was to hear the voice of Jim
Dainty,

It was a strange scene in the rocky
ravine on Castaway Island. Five
Grimslade fellows sat on the rugged
rocks by the stream, their hands bound

- behind them, & knotted rope connect-
ing the five in a string. Dr. Samuel
Sparshott, also bound, lay at a little
distance from. the schoolhoy castaways.

Blim Stack, the American gangster,
stood with his back to his prisoners,
staring into the gloomy opening of.the
cavern, chewing an unlighted cheroot.
His knitted brows showed that he was
thinking hard. Slim had a problem
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to think out, for he knew now that the
treasure he sought on Castaway Island

lay at the bottom of the deep pool in

the cavern, guarded by the giant octo-
us.

P
He was master of Castaway Island;
but the treasure was out of his reach.

Ginger & Co. sat in dismal silence on
the rocks, waiting. Of all the Grimslade
castaways, only Jim Dainty was free;
and he had had to flee from the spat-
tering bullets of the gangster's revol-
ver,

How this was going to end they could
not guess; but Ginger and Bacon and
Bean and Dick Dawson kept a stiff
ypper bip and were silent. Only Fritz
Splitz expressed his feelings in an occa-
sional grunt or groan. But Ginger's
heart beat fast as he heard the whis-
germ% volce behind the rock on which

e sat,

He was ahout to turn his head, but
he remembered himself in time, He
sat still, his heart thumping, and whis-
pered back: .

“That you, Dainty?”

“¥Yes! Keep quiet!*

Ginger was at the end of the string
of prisoners, a few feet from the others.
S0 faint was Dainty’s whisper that it
did not reach other ears. Ginger's
whispered reply, however, drew their
eyes upg: the red-headed junior of

Grimsla

“8it tight, you men!” breathed
Ginger. “Don't get that villain look-
ing round! Not a sound,”

And the Grimsladers, realising that
something was on, sat tight and made
no sound, was a faint splash-
ing in the water of the stream helow
the rocks. Jim Dainty was there, with_
the water o his waist, crouching out
of sight below the bank. Ginger
was the only fellow he could reach
without revealing himself, and he had
whispered to warn him of what was
coming,

“My giddy goloshes!” murmured
Ginger Rawlinson, as he fel; 8 knife
sawing at the knotted rope on his wrists
behind him.



‘His heart beat almost to suffocation,
The knife was sharp and held in a
steady hand, Heazdly a minute was
needed to free him. But if the gang-
ster looked round—if he came across
from the cave—-

Bui Sim Stack did not stir. He
knew that his prisoners could not free
themselves, and he had no suspiclon
that Jim Dainty had crept up the
stream, neck-deep in water, out of

sight: His thoughts were concen-
- trated on the treasure of King
Christol of Hayti, sunk & hundred

years g0 in the sea-pool in the cavern,
and the problem of raising it.

Ginger felt a thrill as the cub cords
dropped from his wrists and he knew
that he was free. Into one of his hands
he felt the handle of the knife thrust
by the junior crouching behind the
rock and his fingers closed on it. His
eyes jmet those of Dick Dawson who
was nexs on the string.

Hiolding his hands behind him as if
they were still bound he sbifted his
position to get neaver to Dawson, It
Slim Slack noted the movement, there
was nothing in it to make him sus-
piclous. He stood still, staring into the
O B o st haalde the nEas

ger ose beside the n
fellow so that he was able to extend an
army behind him unseen—the knife in
his hand. Stowly, carefully, with great
eaution he felt for the knotted cord on
Dawson's wrists, and sawed at it with
ihe knife,

Streaky Bacon and Sandv Bean sat
tight, their hearts throbbing. Even
Fritz Splitz forgot to grunt and groan.
Bammy Sparshott, from where he lay at
a little distance, could not see what
was happening.

If only the gangster remained un-

observant for a few minutes more the | mas|

whole bunch would be free. Then there
would be a chance of either tackling
Slim by surprise, before he could use his
revolver, or of getting Sammy looss to
tackle him.

Suddenly the gangster moved. He
turned from the cavern-mouth, and in-
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stantly the Grimsladers sat motionless.
The cold, hard eyes glanced over them,
but it was only a cursory glance. Slim
Stack stepped towards Dr. Sparshott
and stood looking down al him.

Jim Dainty crouched low under the
rocky bank of the stream. He was
hardly ten feet from the gangster, little
as Sam suspected that he was there.

Dr, Sparshott, helpless in his bonds,
looked up quietly and steadily into the
hard, tanned face down on him.
He knew that the man who had. come
to Castaway Island in the ‘'plane had
arrived st some decision now, and won-

Slim In his cold, hard
ain’t nary s doubt that
in that pesky pool—Luz dlived and
touched the sunken chests and called
up to me afore the big squid got him. I
teckon the gold’s there—and according
te the story there’s a cool five million
dollars of it. I ain't leaving this here
island without it.”

“you are welcome to lift it and carry
it off in your 'plane so far as we are
concerned,” answered Dr, Sparshott
quietly. “I have told you that we
should not sttempt to interfere, and
you would be perfectly safe in setting-us
free. I would give you my word to
stand clear and leave you to ecarry on.”
guess I ain't a trusting sort of
guy,” said Blim, with a grin.  “With
chests of gold bars lyin’ around loose I
wouldn’t .bank on you keeping your
word, schoolmaster, Bub I got to let
you loose to raise that dust. I guess I
ain't no switnmer, or I'd do the job my-
seli—though sure the big squid got Luz,
who was as good a & as any guy
in the West Indlan seas. Buf youre a
better man that Luz ever was, school-

ter.”

“T hope so!’ sald Dr. obt.

“¥ou're going down the rope after
the gold,” said Slim.

Dr. Sparshott stared at him.

I am going to do nothing of the
kind!” he answered curtly. “Do you
fancy for one moment that I will face



THE SCHOOLEOYS' OQOWN LIBRARY

the fearful fate of your confederate to
gratify your greed for gold?”

“¥epl I'm going to set you loose
and give you a knife and an axe—I
guess a gun wouldn't be no use in the
water, nor I sure wouldn't trust you
with one, neither. ¥ou're going after
the gold—or——" The gangster broke
off and grinned mockingly.

“Or what?" breathed Sammy.

“Or I'm going to throw the boys
down into the pool for the big squid,
said Slim. “You can chew on that and
take your choice, schoolmaster.”

CHAPTER 11,
Gingor for Pluck!
DR SPARSHOTT lay. on his elbow,

silent, his face a little pale, star- | the

ing up at the gangster. He did

for he knew that it was

Iutile He knew that Slim meant eve

word he uttered, and that the ruthless

was no more to be twrned from

his purpose than a stream from its
course.

The junjors listened in utter horror.
Ginger Rawlinson clenched his hands
behind him in silent fury. Those hands
were free now. To attack the ruffian
meant sudden death under his revolver,
But Ginger was ready for it before

should face such a fate as that
of Captain Luz.

‘But for the present he made no stir.
The ice-cold eyes were on him. He had
no chance now, but a might
come. He slipped the knife into his
trousers pocket and wound the cut rope
round his wrists to give it an appear-
ance of being still secure if the
gangster should look at it,

For a full minute there was silence,
then Dr, Sparshott spoke.

“I am in your hands, and my boys
are in your hands! Get on with it!”
Slim nodded and

“I reckoned you'd play 'lm,
gented. “You got to if you don’t want
the young guys to go where the breed
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went.” He jerked Sammy to his feet.
“Get back into the cave. You guys
follow on!”

His icy eyes glittered at the school
boys, and they rose to their feet.

Not till the whole party had gone into
the cavern, and the hurricane lamp car-
ried by Slim winked in the distant dark-
ness like a firefly, did Jim Dainty ven-
ture to erawl out of the stream. He
shook the water from him like a dog
after a swim, and cauticusly aj
proached the cave mouth., Once insi
in the dezp gloom there was little
denger of being spotted, and he had
orily to keep the distant light in sight.

Ginger wondered whether he might
be following, but he could see and hear
nothing of him. Slim did not give a
thought to Damty His mind was

sunken treasure, and he bad mr-
gotten the junior who was free. With .
the hurricane lamp in one hand, his

Ty | other grasping Dr. Sparshott's arm, the

gangster strode up the cavern, the
schoolboys stumbling on before him.

They reached the fissure that led to
the death-pit, where the great octopus
had his den. A gesture from
drove the bhoys ahead by the narrow
way, and he followed with Sammy.
the fissure opened wider, on the
edge of the chasm, they came to a halt,
and Slim set down the hurricane lamp
on a spur of rock.

‘The rope by which Captain Luz

descended still hung over the edghﬂ

the pit. Sixty or seventy feet below was
salt water

was full of horror to the Grimsladers.

They remembered the terrible fata of
the hal! breed, and it seemed to t
that in the eerie silence they could hear
the cries of the doomed m-etnh dragged
down by the octopus. And that wag
the fearml fate that Sammy was called
upon to face to save them,

Sammy was quiet and eool.  Slim's
knife cut through the rope that
fastened his strong wrists, and he stood
free. He rubbed his chafed, numbed
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wrists, and while he did so, regarded the
gangster in the glimmer of the lamp
with a cool and calculating. eye,

a8 he read his thoughts, grinned sourly
and jerked & six-ghooter from his belt.

“Cut it out, schoolmaster!” he said.
“You ain't got an earthly. You may as
well try your luck with the sguid as put
it up fo me to Iet daylight through
you!*

“Quite,” said Sammy calmly.

Slim Stack took the end of the rope
that was fastened to the juniors and
Imotted it to a high point of roek, well
back from the chasm. That kept them
safe while he was occu with
Sammy's descent into the den of the
glant squid.

Sammy, standing as firm as a rock on
the edge of the pit, chafed his wrists,
stiff from their bonds, and looked below
into the blackness, where death in its
most terrible shape lurked hidden.

How slim his chance of life was he

well knew, but he was cool and calm. it

‘The boys were in his charge as their
headmaster, and it was up to him to
save them, even at the cost of his life,
But if coolness and courage could pull
:ﬂm through, they would not he wani

ng.

The gangster, as he knotted one end
of the long rope, did not dream that
Ginger at the other end waa no longer
secured. Ginger kept the rope in posi-
tion and played up with a cool head.

Leaving the schoolhoys a dozen feet
hack from the edge, the gangster ap-
proached Dr. Sparshott. There was a
grim approval in his hard face, as if he
had some appreciation of the head-
master’s guiet courage and resolution.
There was, too, perhaps a slight trace
of remorse,

“1 guess there ain't Lo other way
about lt schoolmaster,” said Sam.
“and Tl say that if T was a swimmer
like that guy Luz I'd try to do the job

myself. I reckon he was some bone-
hea,d to let the big squid get him that
easy. If he'd been wise to it he'd have
had a helter chance. I guess youll pull |soon
it off, schoolmaster,”

t- | master of Grimslads
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“I shall try,” said Dr, Sparshott
quietly,

“Luz allowed that he could fasten the
end of the rope to the chests under
the waler if the squid hadn't got him.
You'll have to dive to do it. I guess if
we lift one of the chests to-day we'll
give the big squid time to settle agin
afore we come after the next. I71l say
I'm making 1t as easy for you as I can,
schoolmaster.

Dr. Sparshott. gave him a glance of
contempt.

» You are throwing away & life more
valuable than your own from sheer
rascally greed!” he said. “But if the
boys are saved I am content. Bub if T
perish in that hideous den you will leave
the island without the treasure, You
cannof carry a erew in your 'plane, bub
you can give word on mainland
where the boys are to be found and
rescued. That is all I ask of you.”
I“"b"m‘e!" said Slim, “Get on with

Dr. Sparshott grasped the hanging
rope to swing himself over the edge. ‘
Ginger’s heart thumped. If the head-

e had been always
admired and beloved by his bays, he'
had never been more so than now

—now that he was giving his life for

away—io save him. Bul Slim was
standing full in the light of the hurrl-
cane lamp, his revolver in his hand.
It was death—and without saving
Sammy !

Ginger, with an almost bursting
heart, watched, It was sixty or seventy
feet down, and descent would be slow. -
His chance would come before the head-
master of Grimslade was within the
sweep of the sea.—devils i:entacleq So
long as Sammy was at hand the
gangster was watchful, wary as a wolf,
ready for a desperate attempt to turm
the table on him, But soon— Ginger
ime'.*:l that there would be a chance

Very slowly, cautiously, Dr, Spar-
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shott's read disappeared below the edge
of rock, almost as & shelf, Then
the gangster thrust the revolver back
into his belt, relieved of any danger of
ah attack from Sammy. He leaned
over the edge and handed a knife and
an axe to the schoolmaster. Hanging
by one hand over the giddy de

Sammy Sparshott took them and put
them in his helt. Then, d under
hand, firmly, he went down

the rope, and the gangster, lying at full
length on the edge, lowered the lamp on
8 cord to keep pace with him as he had |,
done when his confederate descended.

‘As the lamp sank below the edge the
gloom above thickened, and Slim,

as he went, had no
eyes for the juniors., Ginger Rawlinson
dropped the cut cord from his wrists
and stepped forward. .Streaky Bacon,
Sandy Bean, Dick Dawson watched him
eagerly, and Fritz Splitz’ saucer-eyes
were wide open and staring like a cod-
fish’s, Jim's knife was in Ginger’s
pocket, but there was no time to release
his friends—every second was precious
gowmthat Sammy was going down to his

eal

But as he stepped noiselessly behind
the sprawling ruffian, Ginger hesltated.
The man lay before him—at his
mercy, in a sense. Bui at a touch he
would turn like a liger, and Ginger had
'no chance whatever in a struggle with
him. He would be as helpless as a baby
in that muscular grip.

There was only one way, and Ginger
knew it. He shuddered at the thaught
but pulled himself together with the
knowledge that it was to save his head-
‘magter. It was Slim’s life or Sammy's,
and a Grimslade man was not likely to
pesitate long in making his choice.
Already the giant octopus might be atir-
ring, the eel-like tentacles winding over
the dark waters in quest of prey.

Ginger Rawlinson shut his teeth hard,
Btooped, and suddenly the
:gangster by the ankles, and tilted him
‘headlong over the rocky ledge.

Swift as the action was, glving the
Tuffian no chance, Ginger was barely
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successful, for Slim was agile as a cat.
He gave a startled gasp ss he was
pitched over the precipice, , drop-
ping the lamp-cord, he clutohed at the
rock to save himself, and somehow
grasped hold with one hand,

Precarious as the hold was, he might
have climbed back into safety, but
Ginger was not likely to give him a
chance. ~He stamped flercely on the
grasping hand, and Slm gave a yell of
agony and let go, He shot away inta
space, and Ginger, white as a sheet withi;

the horror of what he had done, stood
gasping for breath, the sweat pouring
down his face. -

“Mein gootness!" came from Fritz'
chattering teeth. “Tat peast and a
pmsxt.elavaa a tead man after.

p]

The light vanished, and all was black«
ness as the sound of the gangster’s fall
in the water floated up from below.

—_—

GHAPTER 12.
The Upper Hand!

ALF-WAY down, between tha
H edge and the deep, dark
pool below, Sammy Sparshott

hung on the knotted rope.

The headmaster of Grimslade had
ceased his descent as the falling hurri-
cane lamp shot away, followed by the
plunging body from above. What had
happened Sammy did not know—hut
the crashing splash of a heavy body in
the water told him that the gangater
must have fallen; and he heard, too &
faint gurgling cry.

Hanging to the thick knots on the
rope, Sammy stared below him, a prayer
of deep thankfulness in his heart. The
iron-nerved gangster was the last man
he would have expected to fall from a
preciplee—yet it was clear that he had
done. so, and it meant life to Bammy
31):1‘5!10% safety to his schoolboy

TEES.
Deep below him came the glimmer of
the lamp, Above was the blackest dark-
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ness; but the cord on which the huwri-
cane lamp was strung was fastened to
the rock, and it was a ten-fathom cord.
The lamp, falling, brought up with a
sharp jerk a few feet above the water,
- and swung to and fro at the end of its
cord, not extinguished by its rapid flight
thro! the air, as an ordihary lamp
would have been. Its rays glimmered
over the dark, sullen surface of the sea-
pool, wildly ruffied by the crash of the
falling gan A N
“Sammy!” Ginger's “voice came
shouting in panting tones from the
blackness above. “Sammy!”

wildly excited as he was, remembered
himself the next moment. *Dr. Spar-
Hold on, sir, for goodness’

That villain's gone, sir!”

Sammy’s first thought was for the
boy’s safety on the terrible edge in the

“T'm all right, sir! I'm lying down—
on—right as rain! Come up,
.m—«;&. come up while you can! - He's

He began to get a glimmering of what
had happened.

“Yes, sir—Dainty cut nie loose before
we got into the cavern. He was out of

t—that villain never knew—I pre-
tended I was tied, and then "—Ginger’s
volce cracked—‘‘I pitched him over—to
save you, sir] Thank goodness you
hadn't gone all the way down. Come
up, sir—come up!"”

“JI gm quite safe, Rawlinson! Keep
back from the edgel!” Sammy shouted
back, and then he fixed his eyes again
on the sullen pool below. -

He temembered that Slim had said
that he was no swimmer. He seemed to
have gone down like a plummet as soon
as he struck the water; bub, swimmer
or not, he would rise. If he had risen,
he was out of the radius of light.

Dr, Sparshoft searched the water with
anxious eyes, so far as the hurricane
lamp glimmered. It was like Sammy to
think of his enemy now that the tables
were turned and he had the upper hand.
He would not have left a worse enemy
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than Slim to the clutches of a giant
octopus if he could have helped it.

He gave a ory of relief as s head
appeared over the water, and he felt &
drag on the knotted rope where the end
slithered beneath the surface to the
bottom of the pool. It could not have
been design—it must have been sheer
luck—that Siim had grabbed the rope
railing in the water, But he had
grabbed it with the tenacious grip of &
drowning man, and he was clutching it
as his face emerged into the light, with
two eyes wildly staring.

Man of ice and iron, hardly capable
of fear, Slim was in_the throes of
hideous terror mow. His plunge had
taken him to the bottom of the sea-pool,
where he had struck on one of the
heavy chests sunk there long ago by the

er

thing
and slimy and flabby, which he did not
need telling was the loathsome carcass
of the octopus.

The fearful guardian of the black
kimi's treasure was sprawling among the
sunl chests, which were embraced by
his eel-like tentacles as he lay in re-
pose—but the impact of the gangster
had stirred him.

Slim's hard, tanned face was like
chalk, his hard, cold eyes staring from
it in fixed horror and fear as he desper-
ately grasped the rope and scrambled.
The water below was agitated as the
monster stirred; already one long, lash-
ing tentacle was in the alr, winding,
creeping, feeling for its prey. Madly
thy gangster clambered up the rope,
clutching with both , his feet
against the wall of rock. .

The eel-like arm of the piant octopus
lashed to and fro below him; but the
monster itself was rising now, the shapi

less ing in the light
tentacle reached after and
caught him round the waist, He tore

madly, but in vain, for release.
De. Sparshott seb his teeth as he saw,
Hg slithered down the rope,
Qinger, from above, saw him as he
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came into the lamplight below. He held
his breath, He saw Sammy holding on
to the rope by a leg and an arm, his free
hand grasping the axe from his belt.
The clear, sharp steel gleamed in the
light a3 he struck. It was a swift and
forceful blow, and the keen edge cut
clear through the gripping tentacle. The
hideous thing dropped loose, and for the
moment the gangster was free,
“Quick, man!"” yelled Sammy.

He clambered up out of the ruffian’s
way. Slim followed him up the rope.
The cut tentacle sank wriggling into the
water, where the mass of the monster
thrashed and rolled wildly. Two or
three long tentacles wound upward,
seeking; bui before they ccmld get a grip
both Dr. S and the gangster

parshott
were high beyond thelr r N
soloahesl“ breathed

Gmger, wiping the dripping sweat from

his b
"Is B safe?” came Streaky’s
husky voice m the darkness behind
“Safe as houses!” answered Ginger.
“ Good—oh, good | panted Dick Daw-

somn. >

Ginger pulled on the lamp cord, wind-
ing it in, to keep the light level with
Sammy a3 he climbed up the rope.

Up the rope came Sammy Sparshott,
till he was close to Ginger on the edge.
The red-headed junior of Grimslade
reached out and grasped him, and Dr.
Sparshott joined him on the rock she!f

Sammy lifted the lamp and hooked it
on a point of rock. Then he turned, to
face Slim Stack, as the gangster would
have followed him up. ‘The head:
master's hand stopped him,

“Not so fast, my friend ™ said
Sparshott calmly. “Hang on while I
have the pleasure of a little conversation
with you. In the meantime, Raw!
you may release the other boys.”

Ginger, grinning, went back to the
others and began to cut them loose with
Jim Dainty's knife. Sum, Jhanging on
thetope at the edge of the Tock, looked

Dr. Sparshott in the eyes. He was far
out of danger from the octopus; but he

)
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could not climb out of the pit unless
Sammy chose, And Sammy did not
choose yeb.

“You gol: me, er!” sald
Slim. “And Il say I'm powerful
obliged to you—the big squid would
have had me. ¥You ain't letting a guy

drop back to that?”
He shivered.
“Not in the least!” answered D
Sparshoth “But, as you hnve 0 mtelli-
realised, I have Tha

gently t you.
tables are turned, Mr. Stack, what?"”

“You've said it!" muttered Slim.

“I will trouble you to hand over your
gun,” said Sammy. "I am taking no
chances—hand it to me by the barrel.
1 advise you strongly not to play tricks
;our friend below probably feels

For a long moment Slim eyed him.
Then, releasing one hand from the rope,
he drew the revolver from his belt and
handed the butt to Dr. Sparshott.

“Now the others,” saild Sammy cheer-

fully,

The two revolvers SHm had captured
from the castaways were in his pockets,
packed there for safety.

In grim silence he groped them out,
and handed them up. Then he made &
movement to climb; but the headmaster
of Grimslade pently thrust him back,
with & kind smile.

“f think,” remarked Sammy, *that
there was a knife! I have mot failed
to note the details of your arsenal, my
friend!”
you won't never be caught

school-

“You may now,” he said, b ouf,
Mr, Stack. Need I say that at the first
sign of hostility I shall blow your
scoundrelly brains out with your owm

gun? No, I am sure that I need not
point out such obvious things to & man
of your intelligence. May I trnuhle you
for your camlgge-caae? Thanks | ”

Sammy picked up the hurricane tamn

-
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with his left hand, holding & revolver in
his right by the barrel, ready—and will~
ing—{o crack the gangster’s skull with
the heavy buth if he gave a hint of
trouble.  Slim, in the circumstances,
was not the man to give trouble. He
knew when he was beaten.

Dr. Bparshott glanced round. The
juniors were sll freed now, and in the
‘%ht of the lamp their faces glowed
‘with joyful satisfaction.
anod towards
I “Rawlinson, will you seclre
Stack’s hands behind him?” .

“Won't I just!” grinned Ginger.

And he did.

“And now,” said Sammy, “we will
1ose no time in getting out of this dis-
agreeable place. 1 am very anxlous to
sée Dainty, to whom we all owe our
‘safety. Dainty has been a rebeliious
voung rascal—but this, I think, is a time
o forget and forgive. Come!>

And with Saminy leading the way,
lamp in hand, the Grimsladers gladly
turned their backs on that den of
horror. ‘They left the fissure, and as
the lamplight wrinkled in the great
cavern there was a shout, and Jim
Dainty came running into the light.

1t seemed to Jim that he was dream-
ing as he saw his friends free and the
gangster a sullen, bound prisoner, His
eyes danced as he came x'umﬂngl up.

Al s‘a'!e, old bean'l »  chirruped

. e :

Ginger. to ¥
Jim looked at his headmaster.
smiled

“Qh, sirl” gasped Jim
s.m. " ga L
Sammy was holding out his hand,
smiling—and Jim took it, and his head-
master gave him s grip that made him
Sump. .

. There was no need for words—with
that grip all past offences passed into
oblivion.

Tt was the rebel of Grimslade who had
saved the headmaster and his school.
fellows—and the Crimslade castaways
were once more a happy and united
family as they marched out of the
le?g;wem into the brilliant tropical sun-

Sammy gave
the resnnants of the cord.

CHAPTER 13.
Fritz as Usuall

“ (YPLITZ!"
S No reply.
“Where is Splitz?”

Still no reply.

Dr. Samuel Sparshott frowned.
Dainty & Co, grinned. As there
work to be done, it was not surprising
that Pritz von Splitz had disappeared
from sight.

It would have been surprising if he

Jim
was

MY | hadnt!

It was a hot morning on Castaway
Tsland. The tropical sun blazed down
on the white beach and the green, dark
jungle. The tide was going out in the
bay, and the hoat rocked on the water
at the end of the painter, tugged at by
the receding tide.

From where the Grimslade castaways
stood in front of their hui the boat
looked empty. It did not cccur to them
that a fat and podgy figure was crouch-

in it under the gunwale. Fritz

tz, safe out of sight of Sammy Spar«
shott’s keen eves, grinned as he heard
his headmaster's voice. He heard i,
but he heeded it not.

There was hoeing and weeding to be
done that morning in the cultlvated
patch by the hut. Neither hoeing nor
weeding had any. appeal for Fritz von
Splitz. He disliked work in any shape
or form. Fritz von Sphitz, like Brer Fox
in the tale, *lay low and said” nufin’.”

“gplitz!” roared Sammy, Bub only
echo answered, and Sammy gave an
angry gruni. “Dainty!”

«Yes, sirl” said Jim Dainty cheer-
fully. .

«T ghall be absent most of the morn-
ing. You will work in the garden till
noon. But first find Splitz, and give
him six with a bamboo and see that he
does his share.”

Ginger and Bacon pr
a,lonrl g the beach looking for the elusive
Fritz,
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Dr. Sparshott gave a last frowning
glance round, and then walked into Lhe
hut. A short, squat man, with a hard,
tanned face and ice-cold eyes, sat there,
his arms bound bebind his back.

Slim Stack, the gangster, was a
prisoner in the hands of the castaways,
but he was taking the turning of the
tables with his usual coolness, Chew-
ing tobacco, he was squirting the julce
round him on the floor of the hut, while
he walted to learn what his fate was to
be. He stared up at the tall figure of
the headmaster of e as it

“ 111 say you've got me, schoolmaster,”
drawled Slim. “What's 1t golng to be?
You ain’t the guy to knock me on the
head, I guess.
to talk turkey. ¥ou let me rip, and I'll
sure mosey across the island to where
I léft my 'plane. Il light out, and
yowll see the last of me. That's what
you want, ain't 1£?” P

“Not quite, Mr, Stack!” said the
headmaster of Grimslade. “In the

. first place, as you came here after the
-treasure of the island I've no doubt you
would return if I let you go—and bring
with you enough rascals of your own
stamp to give you the upper hand here.”

The gangster grinned,

“1'11 say that you won’t ever be caught
aslecp with both eyes shut, school-
master!” he said.

“In the second place,” went on Dr.
Sparshott, “I am fortunately able to
pilot @ ‘plane. I am going to borrow
yours, Mr. Stack.”

“T guess you won't get all your erowd
on that 'plane, schoolmaster.”

“Not at alll My intention is to take
your, 'plane, get away to an inhabited
islnild, and return in a ship for the boys
under my charge.”

“Leaving me here?”

© «“Hgardly!” Dr. Sparshott pointed
from the doorwsy to the sea, and the

.gangster, following the direction of the
pointing finger, discerned s speck far
out on the Atlantie. *“Onthat rock Mr,
Stack, I have marooned a scoundrel
named Ezra Sarson, who seuttled the

Say, I reckon I'm ready’
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ship we sailed in, and caused us o be
cast away here, I've no doubt he will
be glad of your company.”

Slim shut his teeth hard, and his icy
eyes gleamed at the headmaster of
Grimslade.

“You figure oh marconing me there?”
he muttered.

“Exactly! You will be out of harm’s
way, and will find sufficient food to sup-
port life till you can be taken off—with
the other rascal. That will be when I
return in a vessel to take the boys.”

“ Ang, the treasure?” muttered Stack.
. “And the treasure!” said Dr. Spar-
shott calmly., “If it is possible to raise
it from the pool where the great
octopus guards it, I shall certainly take
away the treasure also—quite regardless
of your wishes and views on the subject.
Now kindly get on your feet, We are
going out on the tide—the boat is
ready.”

Slowly the squat ruffian picked hime
gelf up. He gave a last squirt of
tobacco-juice and set his h, His
muscles almost cracked as he made a
flerce and desperate effort to brezk the
cords that secured his powerful arms
behind his back. The sweat stood out
on his forehead with the effort. But it
was in vain; he was too securely bound,
Dr, Sparshott watched him, with a
faint smile, his hand near the butt of
the revolver in his belt.

Siim relaxed at last, and stood pant-
ing. He was e helpless prisoner, and
there was no chance of getting loose.
Dr. Sparshott sl%ned to him to follow,
and strode from the hut. The gangster
tramped after him with a black and
bitter face. He could hardly have
hoped to be allowed to leave the island
free in the aeroplane in which he had
come—hut he had not expected this.

Marooned on the lonely rock far out

hel; with
nothing to do but to wait and watch
during the weary days, all hope lost of
ever laying hands on the treasure of
Castaway Island. A desperate light was
in his hard. cold eyes. He was ready to
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take the mos despemte of chances,
even if it cnst him hi

Jim Dainty & Go.werea.hnghhe
beach, hallooing to one another as they
hunted for Fatty Fritz among the paims
and the rocks by the stream, Frits, in
the boat, lay low and grinned as he
heard thelir distant shouting.

80 long as they did not think of

down to boat and looking

into it, Fritz was satisfed. He was
not aware that Dr. Sparshott was
taking out the boat that morning—or
certainly he would not have selected it
as & hiding-place. And he started and
pricked up his fat ears at the sound of
tramping footsteps on the sand, coming
down to the sea

“Mein gcmnessl” murmured Fritz in

dismay. “Is tat tat peast and a prute
gaml Vy for he gum tis vay, plow

He crouched low in the rocking boat.
It rocked at the end of a long rope that
was_fastened to a peg driven in the

sand. Fritz= had waded out throw h
shallow water when he got into
boat. l{:‘w he heard the volce of Dr

“Get int*”

Whom he wes addressing Fritz did |2
not know for o moment. ‘Then he
heard a muttered curse, and there was
4 gplashing as Slim tramped through
the shallows. The squat, stocky figure
of the gangster appeared beside the
boat, and Fritz' saucer eyes blinked up
at him in alarm.

Slim was not looking at him, how-
ever. He, like Sammy, supposed the
boat to be empty, He turned as he
reached it, standing knee-deep in the
sea, and looked back at Dr, Sparshott.
Sammy hsad stooped, and releascd the

., Cotling

he came towards the
boat, which bobbed and tugged under
the pull of the ti

Slim's eyes glmered. A sudden

desperate shove at the boat would have | “

torn the rope from Dr. Sparshott; he
could have hurled himself into it, and
the running tide would have whirled
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him away out of reach. Had his hends
n free——

Bub to float out to sea with his hands
bound was to condemn himseif to a
lingering death of hunger and thirst.
Desperate as he was, he was not desper-
ate enough for that. He dismissed the
thought and turned to the hoat to
scramble in—and his eyes fell in amaze-
Eent on the fat German crouching

For a single instant the gangster.
stared. His active brain worked swiftly.
Fritz blinked up at bhim dism
Discovery was inevitable now, and it
meant a wha frem Bammy Little
dld the fat.

took not only Fritz, but Dr.
shott by surprise.

enly, sharply, Slim hurled his

whole heavy welght on the boat,

h\;gged by the tide. The sudden’

Jerk tore the rope from: Dr.:

Sparshntt’s hands and it slithered into

at sudden shove, added to

tihe tus ot the tlde sent the boat shoot-

a crash, and rolled over Fritz Splitz,
from whom there came s suffocated
. The impact added to the boat's
way, and it fairly shot seaward. 5

Dr. Sparshott gfsped swiftly after
the escaping rope. It whisked away
far from his reach. The boat, rocking
wildly and shipping water, rolled and
plunged away on the tide.

“¥You madman!* ro! Sammy.
“Will you go to your death?” He stood
for & moment or two anxiously watch-

en he plunged into the sea,
ming swiftly after the receding boah
CHAPTER 14
Hand to Hand!
CH! Mein gootness, I vas vun
tead Cherman|” groaned Fntz
von Splita.

Pritz hardly knew what was haps)e\l—l

!
; J,J!_
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ing. But he knew thal most of the
breath had been knocked out of his fat
careass, and that he was crushed in the
bottom of the boat by a heavy weight,
and that salt water was washi over
him. So wildly did the boat roll and
pitch, that it threatened every second
to plunge gunwale under, and the sea
washed in fore and aft,

Bul the weight was removed from
Fritz as the ganhgster rolled off him and
gained his knees. One swift glance Slim
gave back at the beach—he saw Dr.
Sparshott Sxmnge In and swim—and
farther up the beach he saw Jim Dainty
& Co. start running down to the water.
But e had time to act—to carry out the
desperate plan that had flashed into his
mind at the sight of the fat German in
the boat.

Dr, Sparshott was swimming strongly;
but the tide ran hard, and carried the
boat fast seaward. It was likely to be
minutes, at least, before the swimmer
overhauled him, And one minute, Slim
reckoned, would be enough for him.

e gained his knees in the rocking
boat, gave that one swift glance back,

- and then fixed his gleaming, icy eyes on
the terrified face of Fritz. Before the
fat Germen could even think of stirring,
a sinewy knee was planted on his fat
eqllla;l;ur. pinning him down, gurgling
wildly.

“Ach! Gesroff 1" gurgled Fritz.
have no more te breffl! Mein gootness!
Itink that I tie! Gurrrrrggh!”

“Shut that bully-beef trap of yours,
you fat guy!” BSlm bit off the words.

“Get me loose—hear me? You gof a
Lnife or something—get me loose! I
puess you want to be quick!”

“I tink tat I gannot—yurrrgehhh|”
anguish,

gasped Fritz, - in as the
gangstel’s knee  ground into
stomach. “Urrrgh! hi”

“I can’t use my hands, you fat geck!”
hissed Slim. “But I guess I can use
my feet, and Tl sure tramp the life

outer you if I ain't loose in two shakes | the

of a 'possum’s tail!  You get me?”
“Trrrgh| Mein gootness! Wurrggh!”
gurgied the hapless Pritz,

ST | pis
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‘The knee was removed from
the gangster stood up, heedless of the
wild rocking of t.h?a boat. He pave

Sammy another gl
hard, but yet at a distance,

There was g gasping howl from Fritz,

“You gettin' me loose?” snarled the
gangster.

“Ach! Ja! Ja wohl!” ed Fritz.
“Kick me not after—urrgeh!—I vill cut
you loose so quick as neffer vas pefore!
e T you

o , you fat guy, ess you wal
to be kicked over tho side!” hissed 8lim.

Fatty Fritz groaned, gathered himself
up on his fat knees, and groped for his
Imife. He could not have stood on his
feet in the rocking boat, though it gave
Slim no trouble. With trembling hands
the fat German opened Lis knife to
carry out the gangster's orders. For his
fat life he dared not disobey. He was
utterly at the ruffian’s mercy.

Any other of the Grimsladers would
have put up a fight and held the
gangster long enough for Sammy to
come up. Bub Fritz would have laid
hands on an alligator in the swamps of
Castaway Island as soon as upon Slim
Stack. The ruffian would have trampled .
him down without mercy, and Fatty
Frite was not the fellow to face that, or
to take the risk of it.

Gegglxg the lknife open as guickly as

bling fngers sllowed, Fritz
began to saw at the cord that fastened
Slim’s hands together.

As his hands were secured hehind
him, Slim had to turn his baek for the
fat German to free him. That would
have given Fritz Splitz a chance, had
his nerve been equal to taking advan-
tage of it. But it did not even occur to
Fritz to resist; his terror of the des-

his | perado was top deep for that.

He cut and sawed at the cord, the
shaking of his fat hands causing him to
cut the bound wrists also, gashing the
hairy skin in two or three places. But
pain seemed nothing to the
gangster. His snarling voice breathed
savage threats, urging Fritz fc hurry.
There was a shout from the juniors
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They could see Fritz

on the beach.
s:ﬂits in the boat now, and though the | h

distance was inereasing, they could see
how he was occupied, Gi Rawlin-
son ahuuk & fist at him, and Jim Dainty

yelled:
“Fritzl You rotter! Chuck it!”
Fritz did not even hear. He cut aud
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gunwale that the crash hmdcd‘uSmmny
ad slipped deep in the water in time.
So heavy was the blow that the impact
jerked the oar from the ruflian's hand,
and it dropped. He staggered as the
boat rocked wildly. The next moment
a hand was on the gunwale again, and
DE. Sparshott was scrambling over the

sawed, and sawed and cut, and the |side.

strands of the cord parted under the
knife.

Siim pan.ted. His eyes were on the
dark head astern of the boat, where
Sammy Sparshott was coming on with
long, swift strokes. Sammy had seen
Fritz. and he knew now why the
gnngster had taken that desperate

WiLh get teabh and glinting eyes, the
headmaster of Grimslade put every
ounce of strength into his stro to
reach the boat before the miﬂan
his hands free. Closer end closer he
came, sweeping down on the drifting,
roc boat; and Slim knew that it
would be touch and go, If he was not
free when Sammy came, he would not
have ancther chance.
He wrenched at the cord. It wascut

ad | the advantage of

Slim spat out an oath and plunged at
him. He had no time to catch up the
oar again and sim & . Sammy was
clambering in like a cat, and needed
only a second, a split second! He had
a leg over the gunwale as the gangster
plunged on him and grasped him.

Sammy returned grip for grip, and
mey stmggmed fiercely. Sinewy and

gangster was. a mass of
muscle and sinew, Sammy was as
strong or stronger. But Slim Stack had
poaition, Sammy, half
over the gunwale, struggled fiercely fo
get in, but he could make no headway.

The punwale dipped, and the water
rushed in in a flcod; and Fritz Splitz
gurgled hon;go)y ag it washed over him.
He scramblell to his feet, holding on,
gasping for breath, and spitéing out salt

half through, and it cracked and parted | water.

under that desperate wrench, The frag-
ments of the cord fell away, and the
gangster was free. A backward smack
from his hand sent Fritz spinning help-
lessly. The fat German sprawled there,
gasping and greaning, unheeded further
by Blim.

The ruffian scrambled for an oar. As
he grasped it, Sammy reached the boat |
.and gripped at the gunwale.

Up went the oar in both Slim's
sinewy hands, shed in the air
over Dr, Spushntt’s head.

“My giddy goloshes!" panted Ginger,
watching from the beach. “ESammy!”
to the juniors that their
hearts had stopped beating as they
watched their headmaster’s peril.

Crash!

The oar came down, aund for a
second hoth the gangster and ihe
watching juniors fancied that the blow
had told. But it was only on the

“Splita!” panted Sammy. “Lend a
hand here! Splitzl™

“grrggh! Mein gootness!” gurgled

“Back up, OGrimslade!” yelled
Samny,

Even Fatty I"ritn was not deaf to Lhat
appeal. The of the hoat
tumbled him over on his podey knees in

the flooding water. But he realised that
both Slim's hendg were busy, holding
Sammy, and he blinked round wildly
for a weapon. He spotied the boathook,
scrambled at it, and grasped it. Then,
screwing up hig courage to the sticking
point, Patty Fritz, plunged at the
gangster, lunging with the hook,

There was a fearful yell from Slim as
the boathook jabbed in his hack. He
would have torn himself free from
Sammy and turned on Fritz, but Dr,
Sp: ars‘mtt's grip was like a vice—he
could not get loase.

G
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Fatty Fritz lifted the boathook and
brought it down on the back of Slim's
head, answered by another fiendish
howl from the gangster. Then Slim
kicked cut suddenly backwards, catch-
ing a fat shin, and Pritz von Splitz went
sprawling. He crashed on the gunwale,
and plunged helplessly overboard.

[

CHAPTER 15
Esoaps!
A'ﬂéll\'ltg SPARSHOTT gritted his
ecth,

He had a footing in the boat
now, and in spite of Sl.'lm’s flerce resist-
ance, he wag gaining the upper hand.
Fiercely, sa {the
gangster exerted all his st.rength. but
the = headmaster of Grimslade was
tm&:}mg him back, galning inch

_ If the boai did not capsize, it was
tairly certain that Sammy would soon
overpower Slim Btack. But to his ears,
from the running sea, came the wild
shriek of Fritz spmz. cut off in a
glg)wnmg gurgle as the tide washed over
a

Feitz could swim—at Grimglade all
{lhe fellows had,d f%o leam to Bmmt. But
¢ was as goo at swimming as at any-

i keeping himself afloat
pooi was very different

from battling for his life in a fast-run-

ning tide,

Fritz ;;gnt und;r. axéd g{snt ul:&er
again, pping behin drifting
boat where his headmaster was fighting
with the gangster. And Sammy knew
what he had to do. Fritz Splitz was
drowning—and his headmaster could

not leave him to drown.

He gritted his teeth. I! Slim captured
the boat and hoisted mast and sail
could run round the island’ and reach
the western shore, where the aeroplane
1];1 before the castaways could cross by

That was Sim's inbenkion if he. got
the upper hand-there could he no
doubt about that, And Sammy had to

after | &t hand.

he | borrow my plnne youll
.burn the wind.

37
give him the upper hand to save the
helpless fat duffer who was shrieking
and gurgling in the tide. It was a bitter
pill to swallow, but had to get it
down, His grasp on the ruffian in the
boat relaxed.

Slim did not know what was in his
mind, but he knew that the iron grasp
had loosened—ihat Sammy was no
lcnger forcing him back. He freed a

, clenched his fist to drive it in the
face of the Grimslade headmaster, But
the blow, as he gave it, met with no
resistance, as Sammy sl\p d back into
the sea and the gangster almost toppled

. “Doggone my cats!” he gasped.

Sammy, unheeding the drifting boat,
was striking out for Fritz. A fat
was thrown up from the water—the last
sign of Fritz Splitz if help had not been

The gangster stared, under-
standing now why Sammy had given
up the struggle. Even hig great strength
had been exhausted, and he half-
crouched in the boat, panting for
breath, watching Dr. Sparshott as ,he
reached the fat German, grasped
and dragged him up to life.

Fatty Fritz, half-senseless, hung a
dead weight on Sammy. His saucer-
eyes were closed, and he gurgled
faintly. Holding his head above water,
Dr. Sparshott stared round grimly at
the boat. -

Slim grinned at him breathlessly from
the boat, scrambled up, and seized the
cars. They rattled inbo the rowlocks,
The water washed round his knees as
he sat to the oars. The boat had
shipped so much that it floated deep.
But jt floated, and Slim did not lose
time in baling. He dipped the oars.

“Good-bye, schoolmaster!” roared
the pangster. ‘“Say, if {ou’re going to

sure have to

The boat gl.id.ed. away, Sammy Spar-
shott made no reply to the gangster's
taunt. He was a good half-mile from
the shore, with the tide running
strongly out of the bay—and if he was
to save Fritz and save himself he had
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all his work cut out. With a bitter dis-.

appointment that was too deep for
words—if he had had the breath to
waste uttering them, Dr. Spasshott
turned shoreward, leaving the gangster
to his own devices.

Not till he was at a distance of two
or three cables’ length did Slim venture

to put in his oars and start baling the | Qui

waterlogged boat. Then he stepped the
mast, ran up the sail, and steered out
to sea, to clear the rocks at the mouth
of the bay before he tacked to the west-
ward to run round Castaway “Island.
The sail, glancing in the sun, vanished
seaward.

The strong and sinewy headmaster to

was almost at the end of his tether,
when he felt the sand under his feet
and dragges 1f and gurgling
burden ashore, Ut exhausted, the
headmaster of Gl de sank down
on the sand, and did not stir till he
heard the sound of running feet.
Jim Dainty & Co. were runnin
along the curving shore of the bay, to
meet him when he landed, bui they
had & great distance to cover to reach
him. Sammy had recovered a litfle
by the time they arrived. He sat up,
passed his hand over his eyes, and
blinked at them. Fritz Splitz, lying on
the soft sand, did not stir. Fritz was
sure yet whether he was dead
ve.
“youwre all right, sir?” gasped Jim
* Dainty, the first #® arrive, breathlessly.
Sammy smiled faintly. E
“ Quite,” he said. He rose, slowly
and rather infully, to his feet.
“Stack
that
Splital
slshme',_ to get back to his plane.

or

incredibly stupid blockhead,
He will make ror the westAexM?

Sammy shut his teeth. He was
weary to the bone, and in no state for
& desperate race across woods and
jungles to the other side of Cdstaway
Island. Jim broke out eagerly:

"I:et us go, sir! We've got a chance
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Dr. Sparshott considered quietly for
a moment or two wibh knitled brows.
‘' He's unarmed, sir, and there's five
of us If we get there in time,” urged
Ginger Rawlinson. “We can handle
him, tough as he is.”
Dr, Sparshott took the revolver from
as soaked

his belt. It wi from the sea.
etly, h:le he considered, he re-
loaded it with cartridges from his

waterproof case. The juniors watched
him eagerly, The Head of Greyiriars
nnd%_ed A try,” h id. “I will

“You may . he gal “1 wil
follow as fast as I can. I shall trust
you with the revolver, Dainty—you can
handle it well, I know. De not hesitate

shoot if you meet with {hat
scoundrel.”

“Trust me, sir,” said Jim.

He put the reyolver in his belt and
started at once, the other fellows fol-
lowing. More slowly, breathing hard
and deep as he went, Dr., Sparshott
followed on. Fritz Splltz sat up on the

¢ | sand and blinked after them. 2

Jim Dainty and Ginger Rawlinson’
were in the lead, racing over the sand,
leaping from rock to rock so Jong-as the
way lay by the shore, then pressing on
without a pause h  the thick
jungle and the tangled woods. The
other fellows were deing their best, but
gradually tailing off.

If Slim escaped in the plane it meant
the end of the hope of escape for the
castaways from the lonely island. And
they knew z.hat. the

no

hast.a!;entheboat owing to | tropical forest.

were spread before their gi
And to their ear.s came 8 sound that
was famillar in far-off England—the
humy buzz of an engine! Ginger
gave & panting y
“My giddy goloshes' Look!"
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The aeroplane, which had landed on
a lovel .stretch of firm sand,

in motion. Jim Dsinby mpgaxi
ti;th at the .sight the plazua -in!
along sands,

tance he saw the boat, bobblng in t.he
shal!ows, \',here Slim had left it when
he The had

won the race!

the pilot's seat. Jim Dainty burst into
4 desperate race, rushed
after him. The revolver was In Jim's

hand now.

Crack! Crack! Crack! He pulled
the trigger as he ran. He saw the pilot
in the plane start and flinch for a
second. One bullet had whipped by
Slim’s head, grazing him as it fiew.
:dnnthe.r and another tore through the

ngE.
Crack!

Crack! Bub even as the
shots rang along the shore the plane
took off, rising grai as & swallow.
Jim Dainty, halti up the
barrel and fired his shot atter the

plane as it flew, It seemed to him that
he heard a yell through the roar of the
engine and the rush of the planse, but
he could not be sure. The plane rose
and rose, heading seaward.

“on, often 1uckl" groaned Ginger.

“Gone!” sald Jim Dainty, between
his teeth.

Higher and higher rose the plane,
gleaming in the sun, amaking away
over the sea. Dawson and
and Sandy came panting along as the
two juniors s watching it. Tt
d]i;mé;i‘shed to a mere speck In the fleecy
clou

“We've gob-the boat back, anyhow
said Ginger at last, And the juniors
went down the beach to secure the
boat. They dragged it up the sand and
sat on it, watchi the speck that
gleamed in the deep blue of the sky,
still visible, But they rose as Dr, Spar-
shott emerged from the forest, and
came tramping down the sand _—

‘Jusf

“Gone, slr1” said Jim Dainty.
He pointed to the glancing speck in

»

too late]”
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the plue. Dr. Sparshott ﬁxed his eyes
on it, and it vanished as he looked.

Slim Stack was gone from Ca,stawav
Island!

CHAPTER 15,

Going Fishing!

UDGE!” grunted Ginger Rawlin-
BOIL

B ' Pogh1” retorted Fritz Splitz.
“1 vill not pudge!”
Fatty Fr!bz was feeling too comfort-
able to “budge.”
He was sprawling on the sandy beach
shady side

sheltered him n.ice'ly from the tropleal
sun that blazed down from a sky of
cloudless blue. Fritz' bullet head rested
against the timbers, His fat limbs sank
luxzuriously into the soft sand. In one
nd he had a stick of sugar-
which he lazily chewed. He
linked indignantly at the red-headed
junior of Grimslade.
“Go and eat gokel” sald Fritz. “I
vas derribly dired, and I vill not pudge
mit meinself pefore.”

“*You blithering, bloated Boche!” said
Jim Dginty. *“We're taking the boat
out.”

It was a busy m on Castaway
Island—for everybody but Friiz von
Splitz. Dr. Sammy Sparshott had gone
bo cut sugar-cane, taking with him

m and Bacon and Bean. Jim
Dainty and Ginger and Fritz had been
left to hoe the garden by the hut,
where weeds sprang up with. tropical
luxuriance. This was how Fritz did his
share of the work! . :

Having put in a couple of hours with
the too-luxuriant weeda Jim and
Ginger were going out ﬂshlmg For that
purpose they wanted the boat. Which
was annoying o Fritz von Splitz, who
did not want to budge.

Ginger, whose metheds with slackers
were rather rough-and-ready, settled
the point by grasping Fritz by his fat
ankles. With a podgy ankle in elther
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hand, G'nger jerked at the fat

Ach! Peast and a prutel” roared
Fritz. “Ach! Mein kopf!” Fritz' head,
suddenly leaving its resting-y]ace
against the timbers of the boat, rapped
on the sand, with an emphatiu T8D, a5
Ginger jerked him away.

“Ha, ha, hal”

you peastly pounder!”
But Ginger, having got possession of

the fat legs, retalned possession of
thém. Handling them as if were
the handles of a barrow, he ched

furrow in the sand, and his fat hands
clutched wildly, as he roared at the top
of his voice,
“Mein gootness! Vill you led go?”
shrieked Fritz. “Vy for you trag me
Dy te legs, peast and s prutal pounder?
Mein gootness! I vill peat you till you
pellow like a pulll Achl I have no
more te breff! Urrrggh!”
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Jim Dainty.
Having dragged the fat Rhinelander
about & dozen yards along the sand,
Ginger released him, leaving him in &
gasping heap. Then he walked back to
the boat and helped Dainty shove it
down the shelving beach to the water.
A halry figure in cotion trousers and
a ragged hat came skipping up, and
joined in shoving at the boat. It was
Jim Dainty’s monkey friend, Friday.
Friday had a way of imitating every-
thing that his master did. Ginger
chuckled as the monkey clawed at the
“Your young brother likes to make
himself useful, Dainty!” he remarked.
“Fathéad!” was Dainty's reply. It
was a standing joke among the ship-
wrecked QGrimsladers that Jim had
found a long-lost relation on Castaway
Island. Ginger & Co. affected to
discern & close personal resemblance
between them.
The boat ran into the water. Da!nty
and Ginger jumped in, and Friday
Jumped in after them.
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“Is your minor coming, Dainty?"”
grinned Ginger,

“I'm taking a red-headed monkey—
why not a black-headed one, too?”
answered Jim, who was getting tired
of the joke sooner than the other
fellows.

“Why, you cheeky ass!” exclaimed

.

Ginger. .

“Shut up, and shove off!”

Fritz von Splitz had picked himsell
up. Fritz was wrathy. Frilz was not,
as & rule, much of a fighting-man; but
Ginger's rough handling had roused the
fighting-blood of the Von Splitzes—such
as il was! Fritz grabbed up a thick
the beach
The bo

oving

waddled in the water to bis knees, and
landed the bamboo on Ginger with &
terrific swipe.

“Take tat, peast and a prute!”
roared Fritz, “I tink tat you ti two
times, pefore you trag me along py te
legs after.” -

“¥arooooh!” roared Ginger, as he
took it. He dropped the car he was
shoving against the sand, staggered,
and sat down. The boat rocked Wiidly
and collided with Fatty Fritz, the gun-
wale catching him just where he had
parked a large breakfast.

“Ach!" gasped Fritz, as he collapsed
over the gunwale, head and shoulders
in the boat, and Tat legs in the water.

Jim Dainty, grinning, shoved hard,
and the boat shot out into the bay.
Fatty Fritz clung on to the gunwale
for dear life. a moment he was in
deep water, and he dared not let go.

“Peast!” he gasped, “Go pack—go
pack! I sha]] be trowmd pefore, if you
go mnot pack af

““No loss if you are. old Boche bean!”
answered Jim cheerily, “If 're not
going to sleep there, Ginser get up and
lend me & hand with the

‘Ginger scrambled up. Hls Iace was as
red as his hair with wrath.

“TI burst that blithering Bache!”
he gasped.
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“Ach! Go pack mit you!" yelled
Pritz. -

The boat slid .out to ses, with the fat
German hanging on to the gunwale.
Jim Dainty slipped a pair of oars into
the water, and pulled, regardless of
Fritz prodicament. Ginger’s glare of
wrath changed into a grin, and he

chuekled.

“Hang on, old Boche barrel!” he
sald, “¥You can come, if you like.”

“But I vant not to guml” gasped
Fritz. “I vant to go pack. I vas all
vet mit meinself perfore! Go pack o
ie peach!”

“Likely!” grinned Ginger.

Fritz spluftered with wrath, He
blinked back at the beach with his
saucer-eyes, but it was already receding
to a distance. Fritz was not disposed
to swim for it. He clung on, and tried
to scramble into the. boat. Ginger

planted the toe of a boot on a fat

pimple of a nose. Fritz gurgled,

“ Peastly pounder, if you vill not go
pack, help me into te boat!”

“You're all right where you are!”
answered Ginger. “‘Stick on there! I
say, Dainty, is that a shark yonder?”

There was a fearful yell from Fritz.
Probakly there was no shark within a
mile or two; but the mere mention of
one was enough for Frita von Splitz.

“Mein gootness! I vas vun tead
Cherman!” he yelled. *“Help me into
te poat, peast and a prute! Mein legs
vill be pitten off peforel. Vill you not
trag me into tat poat, peastly prute
znd pounder?”

-“Ha, ha, ha! He's Just behind you!”
roared Ginger. *Good-bye, Fritz—
gorry to lose you like this!”

“Ach himmel! Help! I vas tead mit
meinself after!” shrieked Friiz, and as
Ginger doubled u%: with laughter, Fritz
made a clutch at his red head, got a
grip on his hair, and dragged himself
desperately into the boat. Ginger
ceased to laugh quite suddenly. He
rolled into the bottom of the boat wiik

Fritz, feeling as if his red mop had been | lu

pulled out by the roots.
. dy goloshes!

gid T'll pulverise
him!” gasped Ginger.
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“Ach! Mein gootness! Bunch me
not pefore!” gurgled Fritz. “I have a
bain in mein bread-pasket! Groco-

ooogh!”

Leaving Fritz for dead, as it were,
Ginger Rawlinson lent Jim Dainty a
hand in stepping the mast and holsti
the snil. With Ginger at the tiller, a
Jim ng the sheets, the boat ran
out in the wide bay.

CHAPTER 17,
The Fight with the Ray!

UMP]

B “Peast!” mummured Iritz
Splitz drowsily.

“What the dickens—" said Jim

Dainty, staring round.

The boat had run out almost to the
mouth of East Bay fronting the wide
Atlantic. There 1 Grimsladers
dropped the sail, and glded on the
current, with a net trailing in the water,
Fish were thick in the waters round
the lonely West Indian island. There
was already a good catch.

While Jim and Ginger watched the
net and managed the boat, Fritz Splite
settled down to the repose Wi had
been interrupted by his unexpected
coming out a-fishing. Fritz Splitz could
sleep anywhere; and he was soon snor-
ing, with his hat shading his fat face
from the sun. Friday, the monkey,
climbed to the top of the mast, and
clung there, surveylng sea and sky
contentedly.

A sudden heavy bump under the keel
made the boat jump, and rock violently
from side to side, rousing Fritz from
his nap, and startling the other two
fellows. .

The sea was calm within the bay,
though cutside the headlands it was
ruffled by the breeze. By Sammy Spar-
shott’s orders, the juniors never went
outside the bay, except when their

ea er was with them. :
could handle the boat well ecnough, but
there were sudden squalls and currents
that made it too dangerous, and the



42

tisk of being carrled out into the open
ocean was not to be lightly incurred.
In calm, shining waters, it was
difficult to guess what had bumped the
bost so suddenly and sharply from be-
low. The juniors were quite certain
that tlf:ey had not run en a hidden rock
or reef.
Bump! It came again, rocking the
boat so vlo]ently that it shipped a sea,
and Fritz, startled by a sudden wash of
salz water, start,ed up with a howl.
pounders! W for you vet
me mit vatter after?” he roared.
“My giddy goloshes!” gasped Gimger.
#Hold onl!”
In amazement and alarm, the juniors
held on, Jim Dainty to the tiller,

grasped
His grasp closed on Fritz fat ear, the
nearest part of Fritz that came to hand,
and he dragged him back, to the accom-
paniment of flendish howls from Fritz,
*Yarooch! Led go m ein ear pefore!”
shrieked Fritz. “Vill y pul:l tat ear
off mein kopf, nsﬂy clkhead ?"”
_“Hold on, ym: fat ldiotl“ gasped
Jim, and Fritz got hold of a thwart,
and -’chmg. “Ginger, what the dooce

M“[«mk!” yelled Ginger, in consterna-
on.

He pointed to a sirange shape rising
beside the boat. Loose ropes slithered
where the net had been—net and fish
had been torn away by sharp, snapping
Jaws Jim Dainty's eyes almost started

rom his hend, as he stared at the

eous thing that bumped under the

boat from helow and was now rising
under the g

At the first zlance it might have
been taken for a section of rubber fioor-
ing, afloat in the water, or a huge,
thick mat. But there was a head to it,
and a tall—the former with grasping
jaws and savage eyes, the latter with
the fatal sting of the sting-ray. .He
. had never seen such a beast before, but
he knew what it was—the giant sting-
ray of troplcal seas.
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Jim's heart almost died in his breast
at the sight of it. He had time for only
one horrified stare, before the head of
the great ray crashed on the boat and
sent it spinning and shipping water.

“Vat is it?” gasped Fritz Spllta “Is
tat 3 shark? Ach himmel!”

“Worse!"” gasped Ginger, his face
white, “Keep where you are, fathead,
and hold on i'ur your life! We've got

to pull, Dainty.”

‘The lhoys had lost their catch
and their net as well. But they were
not thinking of that. The giant ray
was aitacking the boat, and they had
to think of escape—which was not lkely
to be easy.

Fritz, spluttering with terror, lay in
& state of collapse in the bottom of the
hoat, but the other two were glad to
have him out of the way there, Friday
was squealing wildly as he now huddled
heside Fritz. Jim and Ginger, ke
their balance in the rocking boat some-
how, grasped the oars and pulled, only
gnxious to get away from the next
crash, which might capsize the boat.

The ray rushed again, but the swift
motion of the boat eluded him. . He
missed, the boat dancing on his wash
as he shot by. So close by was his
wash, however, that it whipped nws.Y
Jim’s oar from his hand. And al
;;l;cﬂf. distance, the ray turned to cumt,

‘“The sail!* panted Jim.

That they could not escape by rowing
was clear, after the first moment or two..
Whether they had a chance of shaking
out the sail they could not tell, but they

to try. Luckily, they had left the
canvas ready for hoisting,

Was back with a rush, and Jim
Dainty, leaving Ginger to securé the
sail, caught up a fish-spear from the
t.hwarts and faced the terrible enemy.
Ginger caught the loose 5heeb, and helﬂ
it in his teeth while he hand
halyards. Jim Dainty drove t.he
spear tight at the leous head tha!;
charged the boat.

It sank deep into one of the glaring,
buiging eves of the giant ray., The next
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Instant it was torn away from his hand,
-sticking in the ray’s head. The wound
seemed to check the brute, for he
passed under the boat, reappearing at a
little distance on the other side. There
he thrashed and flurried wildly in a
nwunta!n of foam.
“Quick]” pant.ed Jim,

He sprang to help Ginger m(h the
canvas. The ray, for the moment,
seemed to be checked, but Jim had no
hope that the fight was over., And he
knew, from what Dr. Sparshott had told
him, that the giant ray could leap
aboard, and crash the boat under its
gﬁla'ht. That would be the finish for

But the sail was up now, and filling
w:m The wind came. off r.he
shore, from the west. The school
could have tacked home e ensily

after the trip, but they were not think-
ing of tacking e now. There was
one chance, and one chance only. of
escaping the fearful enemy a!ongslde,
and that was by running free, and get-
ting every ounce of speed out of the
heavy boat. That they were running
out 1o sea could not be helped—as
Sammy Sparshott would have agreed.

The sall filled, and the hoat shot
away, even as the giant ray, mad
with pain and rage, came ing
again.

As the boai fled seaward before the
wind, the ray was directly astern. But
it came with almost incredible swift-
ness, and-it seemed to the Grimsladers
that they would be overtaken before
they counid gather speed. Suddenly the
shapeless mass shot from the water,
Ieapiiln: clear into the air, right at the

Jim Dnlnl:y d:agged over the tiller
barel“gdm time, and as ati‘heunb‘e?gt.
B away, surging gunwale r.
the giant ray landed on the water
;vel}era the craff had been a few.seconds

Hai
Janded on the boat 1t would have been
driven down in splinters. The Grim:
‘sladers had escaped by hardly twn

OWN ~LIBRARY 43

fathoms' length, and waler fell in
showers on them from the spout made
by the ray as it fell behind,

“ My gi goloshes!” panted Ginger,
through his chattering teeth.

“Stand on!” breathed Jim.

“Mein gootness!” moaned Fritz
Splitz, “Vabt vas tat ting in te vatfer
after? Safe me! Ve vag all tead
pefore! Ach, safe mel”

The boat stood on before the wind,
She was already outside the bay, and
in rougher water. In the bay, sheltered
by the thick woods and the island hill,
the wind had seemed light, but outside
the headlands, it blew a stiff bree

Jim, at the tiller, swung
few points from the wind, without
'S | lessening her speed. Astern, the giang
’“‘;h, was caming on sgain with a savage

get us?”? muttered Ginger.
seemed as if he would, for the
speed with which the ck m-usylooking
monster moved was amazing. But the
hoat was going faster now—faster and
faster. The wind drove her hard, and
Castaway Island was sinking in the
west, &é' the wooded hill still visible
above sea. Faster and faster—till
Jim Dainty panted at last:
“We're beating him!”

They had beaten him! Dropping be-
hind in the chase, the giant ray plunged
and disappeared. ‘They had bea
in the race for life and death, and they

gasped with relief when the sea rolled
over him, at long last, and he was lost
to sight.
[——
CHABYER 18
Blown Out to Eeal

it ¥ _giddy goloshes!” Ginger
M Rawlinson wiped the sweat
Irom his brow, and breathed

“We've done it,

“Looks like it!” gasped Jim.
Fritz Sp]ltz sat up dizzily. Fatt.% Fntz
had been so terrified that
knew what had been happening. He
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was soaked Lo the skin with the water
that had been shipped, and he sat up
in several inches of it.
breath, and blinked at Jim and Gloger
-with bulging, saucer-eyes.

“Mein gootness!” gurgled Fritz. *'Is
tat ting gone? Himmel!
all ofer--vet to te skin! Peasts and
prutes, vy you make me all vet?” Fritz
drageed himself up, and blinked round
for the land, He jumped. “Oh,
crumbs! Vere vag ve? Vere was te
island pefore?” ; .

He stared over thé rolling sea.” Jim
Dainty pointed to a dark speck far
astern of the boat,

“There’s the lsland, fathead!" he
answered. ‘At any rate, there's the
hill—the top of ii! We're miles out.”

“Tal you vas vun peast!” roared
Britz. “Sammy say tat you go not out
to sea in te poat! You disobey Sammy,
you peast!”

“You bloated, blithering, blethering

Boche!” growled Ginger. “If we hadn't
run out to ses, that big ray would he
chewing you up sbout this time. Not
that that would matter—but he would
be chewing us up slong with you.”

“Which matters a lot!" grinned Jim
Dainty.

Jim stood up, shading his eyes with

his hand from the glare of the blazing

sun, ‘With the wind right off the
Island, and blowing hard, it was no
easy matter to tack home; and it wes
likely to be many weary hours, at the
hest, before the schoolboys set foot on
the golden sands again. Butb that was
not the worst of it.

_Over the speck that marked the hill-
top of Castaway Island—the only guide
they had homeward—a dark cloud was
blotting the blue. Had they been still
fishing in the bay the schoolboys would
have run in at once at that sign of foul
weather, But were miles out of
Lt;edhay now, Jim’s face set rather

T

“Looks like a blow!” he said quietly.
“Looks likke it!” sald Ginger. *We've
got to get back, old man! Chance that
dashed ray showing up again. This old

He gasped for | 501

I vas all vet | gng
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liooker won't sail yery near the wind,
either! But we've got to manage it
mehow.”

Since the Grimslade castaways had
captured Ezra Sarson’s boat they had
had plenty of practice in salling her,
plenty of instruction from Dr.
Sammy Sparshott, who was a skilful

chtsman., It stood them in good
stead now, v

They brought the heavy craft round
into the wind, and in their keenness to
reach the island made the natural mis-
4ake of trying to sall too close to the
wind, wl emptied the sail and
;Ir];]fbecl bhe?h to leeward. Letting hﬁr

all away, they made progress again,
but it was clear thaf they had to tack
wide and large, at the risk of losing
sight of the island altogether. It could
not be helped, and they carried on,
while the darlk cloud over the island hill
thickened and darkened, and the wind -
came harder and harder, with a roar.

“Luff!” yelled Ginger suddenly.

A sharp squall came so suddenly that
Jim had barely time to put the helm
down abt Ginger's yell. 'The hboat,
thrown suddenly into the wing,
irembled and shook like o frightened
animal; but she met the squall with
her bows, over which the sea broke in
a torrent. Had that sea struck her
broadside, nothing could have saved
her, As it was, she was fooded fore
and aft, but her nose surged out of the
billows, and she still rode.

Fritz Splitz, gurgled wildly as the
water washed over him in a flood; and
Friday squealed and clambered on the -
mast again. For a second or two, both
Jim and Ginger believed that she was
filling under their feet; but she still
rode, though deep and wallowing,

w : » .

My giddy goloshes!” gasped Ginger.
“That was & close shave, old bean!
Fritz, squeaking German sausage,
get hold of the baler!”

Through the spattering spray and
spindrift Jim stared hard to windward,

pleking up the clouded hill of Cast-

away Island—now far away on the port
1
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how, as the boat was running on the
sba.rboa.rd tack, To can'y on hwther

shooting past the island and
mlssmg it altogether. Jim put the helm
down, while Ginger slacked the fore
sheet, and the boat came round into
the wind. And as it swung, Jim Dainty
jammed down the helm with all his
trmghb.

“Look out, Fritz, you fool!” shrieked
Ginger, as the le swung over, and
Fritz Bgﬂtz dodged just in time and
sprawled, spluttering.

The canvas filled on the new tack,
and the boat shot onward. Once more
the isiand hill loomed more clearly, now
to starboard. Jim wondered whether
Sammy Sparshott and Dawson and
‘Bacon and Bean had yet returned to
the hut, and missed them and the boat.
If so0, Ne could imagine how anxiously
they were watching the sea for a sign
of them. ~ "

But all thought of that was dashed
from his mind by a rending, shattering
howl of rent canvas and cracking ropes.
A terrific gust had torn away the sall.
For an instant or two it was visible,
ﬂ,vlng like a bird, before it vanished

the bhillows, Ieaving o few rags
ﬂutbul:ng from the

“Oh, my glady goloshes!” Hg heard
(:ingera breal:hless shout. “That’s
dished us, Dainty!

*Dished and dene!” breathed Jim,

The boat Jost way immediately. Fritz
howled and squea!ed and b:ﬂ as the
water washed inboard. :

“Let her run!” roared Ginger.-

There was nothing else to be done.
With the sail blown out of the ropes,
“there was ng chance of making the
island—not the remotest chance of
keeping anywhere near the wind. Onrs
were useless in such a sea. All that the
castaways could do was to run before
the wind and hope for the best, and at
all events keep the seas from breaking
abeam.

“That tears it!” said Ginger Rawlin-
son; and he sat down and started bal-
ing with an empty can. “Xow much
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gl;lil!d 's;ou give for our chances now,
“ While there’s life there's hope,”

said Jim. “Keep a stiff upper lip, old

man] QCrimslade never says die!”

CHAPTER 19,
Lost on the Atlantic]
I vas vun tead Chermanli®
groaned Fritz Splite.

Fatty Splitz lay sprawling in
the water that swamped the bcat in
spite of incessant baling. Every now
and then he grunted and groened and
mumbled. F

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,

hopmg on.

Friday, the monkey, crouched in the
hottom or the boat, drenched with salt
‘water, in a state of terror almost as
intense as Fatty Frite'.

Long since, Castaway Island had
vanished from sight. ‘Where they were,
whither they were driving, the juniors
did not kmow; but they knew that they
had been driven many miles from the
island that had been their Crusoe home,
‘They had little leisure to think of it, as
they baled abt the swamping water, ex-
pecting every movement to be over-
whelmed by the waves, and tossed to
death in the wild Atlantic.

The wind had shifted a few points to
ile rorthward, 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 ihe sea
still rolled in hilis and valle:ys of green
water. It seemed a miracle that the
boat yet lwed' but st.ill it doated.

A burst of rec! sunlight ceme tirough
the banks of cloud. The sun was set-
ting—iar away to the west over Cast-
away Island. Long before this, they
knew, their friends must bave missed
}heén' and no doubt given them up for
osf
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L. i goloshes!” Ginger Rawlin-

mﬁﬂdﬂ;’m& “ Are wé going t.owpull
through, Dainty?"

-“Yooks llke s chancel” answered
Jim,

Bilence
ingt
juniors siruggled with the water that
swamped them continually, Ginger
reached out with his foot at last, and
ig::eu!:ieﬂrim von Splitz a kick in

“Tumble up and take your {urn, you
fat booby!™ grow’led Ginger. “Take
l'.his can and bale!”

« Ach, leaf me alone pefore!"” groaned
Fritz, “Meln gootness, I vish tat I vas
pack in Chermany! Peasts and prutes,
vyroryouprmgmeoutboseamna
peastly poat after?”

"'K[ck him, Dainty!”

" roared Pritz, for-
getting ‘even his terrors for a moment.

Peast and a prute.klckmennton
mein trousers after! Yaroooh!”

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

Fatty Fritz 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 gunwale
again, Like an ostrich hiding its head
in the sand, Fatty Fritz preferred not
to look on the fearful perils that threat-
ened him. He lay shuddering. Ginger
tossed the can to him, and it landed on
his bullet head with a loud crack. Buft
Fritz did not heed. He simply dared
not sit up again,

But there was on helping

tate ‘that
master did; but his trick of Imitation
had never come in so useful. Jim and
Ginger stared at him, and then, in apite
of fatigue and peril, they burst into a
ma.r of la.ughber
ha, ha!”

*Good old monk!” chuckled Ginger
“Go it,

i
wi

Friday!”
splash, splash went Fndav
Ereat enm“

THE GRIMSLADE CRUSOES!

“Thank goodness the wind’s fallen!”
sald Jim Dainty. “I believe the sea's
going down a bit, Ginger. We're ship-

ping less water nnw We shall pull out
of this, old b

“Ve vas t.ea.dl" moaned Fritz
Splitz dismlly

The red sunset faded into night.
There was still a wind, more and more

his | from the north; but it was only a breeze
calmer. While

now, and the sen was
Friday baled industriously, Jim and
Ginget were able to take a much-needed

There 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 mirecle
that they had lived through the gale,
but what was to happen now.

Darkness enshrouded the sea. As the
boet ran more steadily, and ceased at
last to ship water, Fritz Splitz sat up
once more .and blinked dismally round
him.

“Mein tness, it vas tark!" he

gool
ejaculated. “Peastly prutes, you geep
Also I am ferry

me avay from land after tark!
all vet and cold.

hungry, Mein goothess, how I van{
mein supper!”

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

‘Peastly pounder!” groaned Fritz.
Immediate danger being over, Fatty .
Fritz forgot his terrors in the rewnee-
tion that he was hungry. There was
mhing vold inside Fritz von Eplitz.

“ Ach, T vas so hungry as neffer vas pe-
fore! WVat is tere to eat in tis poat?”

“Nothing," replied Ginger briefly;
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whereupon Fritz groaned, and groaned
agah,

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
Pritz, either—but he 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’ snore
rumbled through the boat; but cold and
hunger kept even the fai Rhinelander
fyom sound slumber for once, and his
more was frequently chapged into
moaning and groaning.

Light at last gleamed on the rolling
Atlantic, Pritz Splitz, sprawling on 8
wet boat-cloak, snored. Jim Dainty and
Ginger moved their cramped limbs, and
stood watching the qurling.waves in the

leam of the risihg sun. In the dawn

e sen 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 steamer’s snoke—the
Grimsladers seemed alone in a universe
of sky and water,

“RBit warmer, anyhow!"” sald Ginger.

“¥ hope it won't get too warm!" said
Jim, there was warmth. in the
sun's rays; the tropjcal heat was com-

“My glddy goloshes, I'm hungry!”

“Same here!™

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

“Mein gootness, vere vas I?” he ejacu-|

lated. Then, as he blinked round at sea

and sky, he remembered. “Ach, I vas

. hungry! Neffer vas I so demibly
hungry as now I vas!®

~»  Jim Dainty stooped

“1 wond
to the little locker in the stern:
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“Nothing there!’ sald Ginger. “We
never brought, g
. But Jim opened the locker and looked
inside. There was a remote chance that

might have been left over
from Sammy’s last trip in the boat. He
gave a shout and picked up a coconut.

“ph, my giddy goloshes;, what luck!"
exclaimed Ginger, his eyes dancing. A
single coconut was not much
three fellows and a monkey. Bubit was
something between them and actual
; %, 1154 ped PFri lit:

“Ach, goo itz Splitz.
" Giff me tat gokes:fla, Tainty!"

“Whacks round!” sald Ginger Raw-
linsen.

“Peast and a prutel” roared Pritz.
“You pring me here, and I vas 8o
hungry as neffer vas pefore, and you
vas 50 greedy tat you giff me not tat
gokernut. Mein gootness, I tink tat you
vas vun peast, Chinger.,”

Jim looked at him. Ginger fooked at
him. Fritz was frantic with excitement,
end there was no doubt that he was

the hungriest of the three. They ex-
changadd e d'ginm:es. and Ginger nodded his
e 1

i
and devouring it to the last morsel,

CHAPTER 20,
On the Bandbank]

+ ~EE anything?*
S “1 think so!”

It was nearly noon. The blaze
of the 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 edded to
hunger, and it was worse than hunger.
Fritz Splitz, half asleep, lay sprawled
against the bare mast, dry enough now,
raumbling and grunting as he dozed.

From time to time Jim or Ginger rose
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and scanned the sea—and now, in the
haze of noon, Jim ' 'Dainty’s eyes were
fixed on a dark blur, As he snswered
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've nowhere near our island?!
—it’s land of some sorf—if only a sand-

Get hold of the oars!”

o few es broug]

in line with it, and they continued to
pull, going with the current.

The dark blur grew darker, mm

sandbank—]

waters. As they drew closer they could
see that at its highest part it did not
rise more than six or seven feet sbove
the tide. Not a single tree nodded
there, but there were thick patches of
some brambly bush. Seagulls circled
round and over it, their cries reaching
the ears of the juniors,

Jim Dainty suppressed a groan.
had hoped for the sight of land when
he picked up the blur on the sea. Alow
sandbank was litfle better than the
drifting boat. But he pulled himself to-
gether. It was possible that water
might be found in some hollow—that
berries of some sort might be picked up
on the bushes. A6 the worst there was
some shelter from the sun, and a chance
.of stretching their legs.

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

“Yat vas tat?”’ mumbled Frita,

Bump, bump! Punting with the oars,
Jim and Ginger pulled the boat to the
sandbank, and it ran ashore, They

scuttled out and skipped away to the
bushes in search of food. Fritz sat and
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blinked. ¥or a moment he had hoped
that it was land, and the sight of the
dreary, sunbaked sendbank made him

BrOan.

“@et ou}, 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 Friiz. “I
vas too veak mit hunger to move mit
meinself after. I tink—yarooooh!” A
lunge from the boathook convinced Fritz
that he could move, and he skipped out
of the boat almest as actively as Fridey.

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 &
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 ape was
drinking was sufficlent evidence that it
was fresh water, left by the rain of the

last squall,

“Oh, good egg!” gasped Jim Dalnty.
Ginger threw himself down and plunged
his face into the water.
Brackish as it was, it tasted to him like
nectar. Jim shouted to Fritz von

He | gplita

“ritz, this way”

“Peastly prute!”

“Water, you fathead!” yelled Jim.

“«Ach, vas tat vatbter? . I gum—
I gum/” gasped Fritz, and he came,

He came quickly, He might imagine
he was dying of hunger; but thirst con-
quered hunger, and Fritz therefore
showed remarkable energy. The Ger-
msn junior galloped through the bushes |,
like a charging elephant.

But Fritz' 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 Pritz found himself falling

forward.
" Ach, safe me! I foll mit meinseif

With hands outstretched Fritz sailed
through the air groundwards. His right
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Ceptain Lux hung on to the rops, ghastly In the tamplight, straining every

nerve to keep his hold. A writhing tentacle was whipped round his walst.

For a long, long moment the half-bresd olung on desperately, frantioally,
shrieking !
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hand jabbed Ginger astern. his left ; start
hand did likewise to J:

Both Jim and Glnge-r were bending
<lown over the pool in the hollow, drink-
ingthejrﬂn But now they drabk more
than their fill. Pushed from the rear,
they both toppled face-first into {he

"‘U?rrrm’rghl" apluttered Jim,
“@Grooooooooh!” gasped Ginger.
“Ooooooooohhl" yelled Fritz, os he
ouseing half . teet, w163
lonsming teeth, and he lay
there, moaning and groaning.

Jimd and Gﬂ:ser. gasmng and spiutm-
ing, scrambl their feet. They
glared down s.t the sprawling Fritz.

“You big, blithering, clumsy, idiot1"
howled Jim,

“You clumsy, blithering, big idict!”
roared Ginger.

Fritz still lay there, all the breath
kmocked out of his body, hovering on
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ed exploring again—Pritz, revived
by the water, joining up.
busily among the

FPriday was se:nmng
bushes in the interior of the sandy isle,
but the jfuniors kept on the open shore.
They soon had evidence that they were
not the first visitors tq that lenely sand-
bank Half-sunk in the sand was a

's topmost with some of the gear

hanging to it, and at a little dls—
tametheycameonaboabsunwmd
geveral planks from @ stove-in boat.
Other lay about the sand—
some of {t half-buried.

's been & wreck here!™ sald

Ginger,

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

“If any grub got ashore——" sald

i Ginger,
%vgr}g:geme taool‘s but too winded to bon much Tuck{”
“I vas tead]” he gasped feebly. «1| 'Mein gootness tat vas bossible!” ex-
vag—yaroooop!” claimed Pritz Splitz; and from that

But Ginger soon proved that Fritz
was far from dead. A hefty kick in the
CGerman junior's pants made Splitz
scramble to his feet. Another kick in | more
the same spot sent him tottering for-
ward—and- this time it was Fritz who
did a nose-dive into the pool

Fritz von Splitz forgot all his aches
and pains then. Thirstﬂy he drank the
preclous water; and Jim and Ginger,
their ruffled temperﬂ %iuﬁkly subsiding,
bent down again
dlgped their fawa mto the pool.

! Mein gootness, fat is
goot!” gurgled Fritz.

“My glddy goloshes—jolly good!”
agreed Ginger, with a cheery grin on his

dripping face ag he raised it. “Feel
better. Fatt.y?”
“Ach, I vas petter! But now tat I

have no more te t'irst, I have te hunger
mere tan neffer vas pefore! I tink tat I
ue of hunger!” groaned Fritz,

find something to eat,” said
Jl.m Dainty hopefully. And they

moment, Fatty Fritz became the most
ea.gerol‘the searchers.

The three juniors separated, to cover

more ground in the search. The bank

was about half a mile in length, its

width nowhere more than a hundred

yards. But iis sandy surface was un-

al, broken into

overgrown with the wiry bush, a king of
hay-cedar for the most pait; and so the
g&lﬁg were soon out of each other's
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 ocean.

For long and weary hours, Jim and
Ginger rooted up and down and round
abou, but nn.ly ald shattered timbers
rewarded they came back o
the boat at ]n.st, wncm and weary. ¥



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

‘“Oh, let him rip!” mumbled Ginger.

“Gone bo sleep in t.he shade, I suppose— | had

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 if,
he clambered in, sand groped in the
locker for the axe that was kept there.

Jim Dainty stared round at him.

“What’s the game, Fritz ” hé asked
in astonishment.

“Ach! Nottingst” said PFritz hur-
riedly. “I tink tat I chops up some of
te t.l;.’iftwond, Tainty, to make vun fire

“Isu’t it warm enough, you ass?"
“I mean,.to make vun fire after tark,
ven tat it vill be so0 cold as neffer vas!”
explained Fritz. ‘‘Leaf it to me—tat is
all right! You Xas dired mit yourselves
e,

—leaf it to m
Shouldering the axe. Fritz Splitz
marched off into the b Jim and
Ginger stared after h.lm It was s0
utterly unlike Friedrich von Splitz to
take any labour on himself, however
necessary it might be, that b.'nay were
amazed. But npnarently fat Ger-
man was in earnest, for a uttle 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 hizs unusual
exemons, at all events, he was no
longer w! ldingtheaxe But he did not
return to the boat.

ny, ihe monkey, came scubtling
out of the thickets, and Jim stretched
oub & hand to glve him a pat. It was
thirty-six hours or more since food had
passed the lips of the juniors, and they
were growing weak with hunger,
grimaced and chaitered, and Ginger
suddenly sat up and tock notice,

v giddy goloshes! What.'s the jolly
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old me-:k got?” he exclaim
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“Nuts!” gasped Jim.

‘The monkey's paw was full of anmll
nuts; of what kind the schoolboys di
not know—buu it was clear that Friday
found them in the thickets, had
eaten some himself, and had broughl:
some for his master, Grimacin| ing and
grinning, Friday held them out, and
thankfully the juniors grabbed them,
They almost hugged the monkey, It
was 8 meal of sorts, and unsatisfying
as it was, it made the castaways feel
? v;ho]e lot better. Ginger rose to his
eet.

“IV’s getting a bit cooler,” he said.
“Let's make the monk show us where
he nosed out the nuts and tell that fat-
head Fritz. Come on.”

Friday was an intelligent monkey.
He understood at once what was re-
quired of him, and he grinned and
skipped away, guiding the juniors to a
thicket in the centre of the sandy isle
where the nuts grew. They shouted to
Fritz, but received no answer.

Haying gathered enough of the nuts
to fill their pockets, they started to
search for the fat German, wondering
uneasily whether he had fallen down in
o state of exhaustion. Again and again
they called to him, but there was no
answer. Suddenly Ginger uttered an
exclamation,

“Listen!"

“The fat blighter!” exciaimed Jim,
anxiety changing to  annoyance. “Past
asleep and snoring!"

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

They stared down at him. Fritz had
had r.he coconut in the boat, while the
other fellows had nothing. but he had
an enormous appetite at the best of
times, mditseemedtothemamaﬁng
that he could sleep so pi in such
a state of famine. But he slept serenely,
as if in the hut on Castaway
orrin the old dormitory at Grimslade
Scheel.
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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 g it out. Fritz's
sauoer-eyes opened, and he blinked up

t them,
"Vat is tat? vy for you vake me
oop?” he grunted, “Is it a ship?”

“No, fathead! We 've got some nuts,” | —

said Jim, "Frlday und them, Here
you are, old f: 1” He held
out & handful of the little nuts. To his
surprise Fritz gave a smort of angry

SCOrf.
“You vake me up for tat, pcast and a
pmt.e!“ grunted the fat German.
“'Take avay tat ruppish, pother you,
aug }eat me to slumper. Go and eat
okel”
“You silly ass!"” gasped Jim, wonder-
ing whether Fritz’ fat brain was wan-
dering.

5 "They‘re good to eat. Betler
thon nothingt”
“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
'wha.t.ﬂ He can’t have found anything to
eat.

“May have found some nuts for hin-
self,” sald Jim. “Leave the fat brute
alone, gnyhow.”

And leaving Fritz to snore, the two
juniors resumed exploring the sandy
islet in the setting sun. had a
faint hope of finding a turtle on ane
beach, but they found nothing but tiny | n
crabs In the sand.

As the brief twilight deepened to dark
they filled their pockets again with nutg
and went back to the boat. - Already,
nOW that the sun was gone, the wind

from the sea was chil)

Fatty Fritz ]oomed up 'in the shadows

ag they reached the boat. He was
them flrst this time. But, strange to
relate, he was not complaining of

hunger.
“I tink tat ve pelter have yun gamp-

fire,” he sald. “It vill be ferry cold
after! If you have some matches mit
you—>=
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“I've got maltches!"” said Ginger.
“Where’s the driftwood you chopped?”
I vas too dired o chop him

pefore.

“Mlght have guessed that one!”
growled Ginger. “Where's the axe, fat-
head? Have you left it in the bush?”

".!a' Ja wohl! I leaf him pehind

Tlmt means fetclﬂng it, you blither-
ing, 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 ﬂge axe he had left in the bush.

But der jumped up
in a hurry.
“Tat is all. I fetches him!™ he
ped. And he scuttled away before

gas]
the nstonished juniors could speak.

It was ten minutes or more before
Fritz came back with the axe, - Mean-
while, Jim and Ginger had gathered
driftwood. Under the glimmering stars
they chopped up wood and built & fire,
By that time it was quite eold. They
were glad of the warmth and the cheer-
ful blazs of the camp-fire on the sands;
and they had a faint, faint hope that
the flare might reach waichful cyes on
glaa;g some ship that passed in the

g

There was brackish water to drink,
hard and tasteless nuts to chew for

r. Fritz took his share of the
water, but to the renewed surprise of
the t;wo Juniors he refused to chew the

nuf

Their cwn hunger was so keen that
they could almost have chewed leather,
and the nuts discovered by Friday, hard
and tasteless as they were, were a god-
send to them. They wondered whether ~
Fritz Splitz was losing his senses, and

“Posh!” grtmted Frilz. “Ruppisn!
Tose peastly nuts vas no'goot to me!
Leaf me in beace, I vas not vun
hungry peast lke you fellm..s' Leaf me
to go to sleep mit meinself,”

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

But Fatty Fritz did not waken. It
was amazing—and’ they almost won-
dered whether the fat German was get-
ting sustenance from his own fat like
a polar bear in his winter sleep. Y,
it seemed to be the only possible ex-
planation; for Fatty Fritz certainly was
no longer hungry.

Whatever the explanation was—and
the castaways were far from gi
the truth—Fatty Frite slept and snored
in happy contentment, while Jim ané
Ginger, between fitful cat-naps, longed
for ‘morning.

» OHAPTER 2f.
Lost to the World!

IM DAINTY stood on the low sand-
bank, with the rising sun behind
him, and stared with longing eyes

into the west. Ginger Rawlinson sat in
the sand, rubbing his drowsy eyes.
Friday, tha monkey, perched on ihe
bows of the beached boat, solemnly
scratched himself. Sprawled on the
sand, Fritz von Splitz snoved,

Dawn brightened the vast Atlantic,
gleaming on the rolling waters, on the
low-lying sandbank that jutted .from
them, on the tangled bush that covered
most of its extent, on the fragments of
wreckage that lay strewn on the shore,
How far away was Castaway Island,
‘where Dr, Samuel Sparshott and the
rest of the shipwrecked Grimsladers
{nutst have given up the boat’s crew as
oS

Many, many & Jong mile westward,
helow the sea-line, lay the fertile island
which had been their Crusos home—
how matiy miles, neither Jim nor Glhger
could even guess, for they had hardly
the faintest idea how far the gale had
blewn them out Into the ocean.

Not a sign of the gale remained. . In
endless procession the Atlantic rollers
passed {he sandbank. For long, long
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minutes Jim stared into the west, and
turned at last to his companion.
“We've got to make it somehow,
Ginger!” he said.
we're drowned in the gale, We've got to

get back.”

“If we had a 1ag of sail—"" grunted
Ginger,

“Ye haven't! We've gob the cars.”

Ginger Rawlinson rose from the sand,
with another grunt,

“Fathead]” he said. “If we knew the
Gistgnce, and could pull it, we've got ho
grub.”

“Preclous little here,” said Jim.

“We can dig crabs out of the sand,
and therg’s still some of those beastly
nuts that Friday found in the bush.
And there's water in the rain-pools. We
can keep alive here—we couldn't in the
boat. Let's scout for brekker instead
of talking rot. Hi, wake up, Fritz!"”

Qinger planted the toe of his hoot in
Fritz Splitz’ fat ribs,

“Ach! Vatvastat?” yelled Fritz. He
sat up and rubbed his saucer-eyes.
“Peastly prute, vy for you vake me up
ven I tream tat I vas pack in Chermany,
and tat I eat lofely Cherman
sausages?”’

“Tumble up, you Boche bloater!™
growled Ginger. “If you wanft any
brekker lend s hand hunting for it1”

“Peast and a prute! Leaf me to
slumper!” answered Fritz Splitz. “I
vas not vun hungry peast like you
fellows! Go and eat goke!®

And Fatty Fritz settled down to
slumber again. Ginger Rawlinson gave
a snort, and tramped awsy. Jim fol-
lowed hlm They were both desperately
hungry and felt as if they could have
eafen almost anything. It was amag.
ing that Friiz Splltz. generally the
hungriest, was not even more keen on
brekker. Butf it was plain that his un-
earthly appetite, for once, was not
worrying him, and he had slept soundly
all night, while the other fellows had
been kept awake most of the time by a
gnawing vacancy inside.

An hour was spent digging crabs, and,
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‘then Jim and Ginger, with their hats
full, returned to ihe boat, Fritz Splitz
was Taking no heed of
the fat German, they stirred up the
camp-fire, fed it with splinters of drift-
wood, and filled a can from the rain-

. As If the scent of cooking had a
magleal effect, Fritz Splitz awoke, and
sat up, yawning. He sniffed.

“yat vas tabt you gook?” he asked.
He gob up and blinked into the steam-
ing ¢an., “Mein gootness, I like not tat
to eat mit meinself!” ¥

“You jolly well won't have any,
either!” growled Ginger. *If you want
grub you can root after it like your
betters, you fat frogt”

«poghl” gaid Fritz, “Ruppishl You
can geep all tat—T tink tat I goes and
1laoks for some nuts after mit meinself.”

And Fritz Bplite rolled away along the
shore, turned into the thickets in the
interior of the islet, and disappeared

from sight,

“If's hot so jolly bad!” said Ginger,
as he tasted the mess in the can.
“Better than those dashed nuts, any-
how. What's the matter with that fat
freak? 1 thought he would want to wolf
the lot.”

“game here,” said Jim, puzzled.

The meal finished, Jim set himself to

ering drifiwood for the night's
_camp-fire, while Ginger fished. For the
umpteenth time Jim hunted among the
wreckage in the faint hope of finding
gomething in the way of stores that
might have been washed ashore from
some sunken ship. But he found
of that kind; there was plenty

of wood, and that was all.

Having piled up a sufficiency of weod
for the night, Jim went through' the
buzh to gather some of the small nuts,
which were now diminishing in number,
The voice of Fritz von Splitz came to
his ears—singing! Frits, it seemed, was
in good spirits—which was not only
strange but unaccountable, unless the
fat’German was getting lightheaded.

Jim pushed through the brambly bush
and came on him suddenly. Fritz was
moving along the edge of a deep gully
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which was choked with tangled bush.
He seemed to be looking for a place to
descend into it; but as he heard the
rustle of Jim Dainty coming up, he spun
round, with a startled expression on
his fat face, his singing stopping of &
sudden. Jim looked at him in sheer
wonder, If ever there was guil written
in & human countenance it was written
in Patty Pritz’. He looked as he had
sometimes looked when caught pilfering
the tuck from the study cupboard at
Grimslade School. But why, was a

mystery.

“Achl Vas tat you?" gasped Frilz,
nis saucer-eyes popping at Jim. “Peast
and a prute, vy for you vatch me apottt
mit yourself after?”

“Whe's watching you, you bloated
bloater?” growled Jim.

“Ten go avay mit yourself!™ said
Fritz. "I like not your gompany!”

“If you want your cheeky head
punched—"

“Peastly prute, you geep offi” ex-
claimed Fritz, jumping back.

He forgot, in his alarm, that he was
standing on the edge of the gully. Miss-
ing his footing as he jumped back, he
plunged backwards into the gully, and
there was a tearing and rending sound
a8 he crashed through the tangled mass

of bush.
“Oh, my hat!™ gasped Jim Dainty.
“Ha, ha, hal”

Penst and o prute!” yelled
Fritz from the bottom of the gully. “I
was scratched mit, t'orns pefore—I vas

bains! pounder!”

Jim ran forward and stared down the
gully. Fritz’ fat carcass had torn a
passage through the bush that filled it,
and he was sprawling nine or ten feet
down, almost hidden by bush. His fat
face glared up at Jim.

# 1 I vas fearfully tamaged!”
#I vas tamaged all
ofert”

“T'11 help you out, fathead!” said Jim
Dainty, and he made a movement to
clamber down after the fat Rhinelander.
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“Achl Go packl” roared Fritz. “I
vant not your help, peast and a prute!”
Jim stared

ai him,

“¥ou blithering, bloated Boche!” he
roared. *“Help yourself out, then, and
be blowed to you! Go and eat coke!”

And leaving Fatty Pritz wriggllng and
grunting at the bottom of the gully, Jim
Dainty strode away. He returned to
the boat, 1o find Ginger there. The red-
headed junior had met with no luck;
not one solitary fish had he caught.

So once again crabs figured on the
menu of the midday meal. PFritz put
in an asppearance, but turned up his
nose as he saw Jhn and Ginger eating
the cooked crabs.

“Look here, Fritz, aren’t you hun-
gry?” asked Jim quit.e gently.” “You're | firs
a lazy slacker, but you can take your
whack if you like”

“I gdnnot eat tat Deastly stuff,
Tainty!”

“Well, if you like the huts better—-"
said .nm amazed,

“Te nuts?” Fritz grioned for a
moment. “Jal Ja wohl! Taf is it,
Talnty—I like te nuts mooch petter!”

And Fritz rolled away into the
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the mon! had laid nbas of ship’s
biscuit on his knees!

He stared at it dazedly for long
moments vefore he s Friday,
grinning, jerked & biscuit from the bag,
and transferred it to his mouth. He
seemed to like 16, Jim, still in a sort of
trance, did the same. It was ship’s
biscuit. It scemed to melt in his mouth,

H saspg%lm 1d pall Where did
ol
find that?” ga&ped Jim Dainty. ¥
He. leaped to his feet. His first
thought was for Ginger. the
bag in his hand, he ran down to the
waler and waded out, waving the other

thand excitedly.

Ginger Rawlinson stared at hlm. his
hnpressinn being that Jim had gone
“patty ¥ from the sun. But as Jim
clambered on the shoal and held out the
hag of ship’s biscuit, he jumped.

“My glddy goloshes!” he yelled.

He fairly grabbed at it. Hungry as he
was, he had not realised how hungry til]
he saw good food before him,

“How did you get it?” gasped Ginget
at last, his mouth full,

“The jolly old monk picked it up

! We fancied that there

hickets again and d ed.

CHAPTER 22,
Fritz’ Seoret!

RIDAY, the monkey, came scuttling

. out.ufthebush,andgr!nnedand

grimaced before his master, with
something under his halry arm.

Jim Dainty did not heed him. He sat
on the sand, leaning back against the
boat, 100! seaward, towards Ginger,
who was on the shoal again with his
fishing-tackle, There was some
like despair in Jim’s heart. Seaand

—eky and sea—met his weary eyes
wherever he twned ¢

But the persistent monkey drew his
attention at last, Jim turned—and then
starled violently with amazement. He
could net believe that it was real—that

8ky | rage

e!
might be grub washed ashore with the
other stuff, but we never found any.
Friday's found it! Must be deep in the
bush somewhere—the sea rolls right.
over this sandbank, you know, a
storm.” Jim Dainty chuckled. * Let'
go and Jook for Fritz—that fat bloater
will chortle for joy when he sees this!"

“'Fritz!"” repeated Ginger. He gave a
sudden start. “My giddy goloshes|
That’s it1”

“Ehl What’s that?” asked Jim.

Ginger Rawlinson clenched his fists,
and punched at the air, as if he saw o
fat face therel His face was red with

“T'll smash him!” he gasped.

“What the thump—-"

“I'll pulverise him into little pleces!
Can’t you see?” howled Ginger. “Fritz
never wanfed any crabs—he never
wanted any nuis—he's been living on
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gir—1 don't think! Can't you see, you
fathead! Fritz has found this—"

“Wha-a-al?"

“That’s whyl” panted Ginger.
“That's why he disappears into the
bush—that’s why be doesn't want any
of our prog! I’ll bet you the monk has
seen him gorging in the bush and gob
hold of that bag! IN bet you there's
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“'yargooh! Mein pootness! Ach!"
yelled Fritz wildly, as he sprawled. “I
vas grushed a bancake—I have no
more te brefi—u i

Jim and Ginger pic! themselves up.
Fritz sprawled and gurgled, all the wind
knocked out of his fat carcass, Under
the thick bushes was a sort of sheltered
hollow, where evidently the fat Gerinan
had made his camp.

lots of it, and that fat scoundrel spotted
it the first day on the dbank—and
he's kept it dark!”

““Gome on,” said Jim Dainty, between
his teeth. “The fat brute’s in the bush
now. I fancy I know where to look for
him, too—I can guess why he didn't
want me to go down into that gully
to help him out! Cotne on, old fellow!”™

with grim faces the two juniors
waded ashore from the shoal. Friday
skipped after them as they made for
the bush. Jim Dainty led the way
directly towards the sandy gully into
which Fritz Splitz had tumbled earlier
on, He had no douht that the secret
lay there. Possibly the clumsy Fritz
had tumbled into it on the first day on
the istand, and so made the discovery.
whispered Jim, as they

Stepping softly, they approached the
deep gully In the middle of the islet.
There was no sign of Fritz Splitz to be
seen. But as they stopped and peered
down at the thick masses of bush, a fat
chuckle reached them from below.

“Mein gootness! Tat peef is goot!
It s ferry goot! It is not so goot as a
German sausage, but it is ferry goot!”
Chuckle again. *And tat biscult, he is
ferry goot also!
monkey steal vun pag of biscuit, plow
him, but bresently I giff him vun goot
kick, wen de fellows vas not looking!"

Tie thick bush hid Fatty Fritz from
sight in the gully. But there was a
break In it where Fritz had gone down,
and Jim Dainty jumped into the open-
ing, followed by Ginger. They erashed
through cracking bushes, and there was
a fearful yell as they landed, one after
snother, cn something fat and soft. It
was Fritz Splitz!

Tat peastly prute of a | the;

A wooden case, packed full of cans of
peef, lay open—ihey remembhered how
Fritz had taken the axe into the bush,
under pretence of chopping firewood—
which he had never chopped! Another
case, packed with bags of ship’s biscuif,
was also open.

‘There was a crumpied mass of canvas,
part of a torn sail, on which Fritz had
been sitling, and a tangle of ropes.
Probably encugh, the bush hid mere
remnants of the wreck jn the recesses
of the gully. But the castaways had
found enough for the moment.

“What did I tell you?” gasped Ginger.

“The bloated blighter!” panted Jim
Dainty. “Collar him!*

How many thumps, and punches, and
bangs, and kicks, Fatty Fritz collected
during the next heetic ten minutes he
never knew. It was a wrecked and bat-
tered Fritz who escaped at last seram-
bling away frantically smong thorny
]tjmckzts, yelling and gasping and gurg-

ng.,

Teaving it at that, Jim, Dainty and
Ginger loaded themselyes with bags of
‘biscuit and cans of beef, and made their
way back to camp. For the first time
since they had been on the sandbank,
v made & wonderful meal—pausing
every now and then to pet the monkey,
who had rooted out Fritz’ seeret, and
was really to be regarded as the founder
of the feast.

4 giddy goloshes!" said Ginger.
“This is good] And lots of it, old man
—lots and luts and lots! Lots to stack
in the boat—and we can try to make
that trip now—what?”

“What-ho!" said Jim Dainty, “Hallo,
there's Fritz!”

He nicked up a chunk of rock.
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Fatty Fritz, hovering in the distance,
blinked at them. The rocky chunk flew
and just missed a fal pimple of a nose.

There was a fiendish yell from Fritz
Splitz, and he disappeared into the bush
again—and the two jnniurs chuckled
and resumed the happy feast.

CHAPTER 25.
Short Commons]

“ HAT ripping luck ! sald Ginger

N B ropping!” q  Jim
“Topping agree

Dain

ty.

It was the rollowing moming Jim
and Ginger, having had a hearty sup)
the previous night, had slept soundly.
But not se Fritz. As a punishment for
his ‘trickery, he had been denied any
grub at all—which, to Fritz, was a pun-
ishment indeed.

For 8 change, it was the German
junior who had spent a sleepless night.
He had hoped Jim and Ginger would
relent when the new day dawned. But
they had not relented; and Fritz had
not partaken of breakfast!

Now Jim and Ginger were investigat-
ing the hoard which had been so un-
expectedly revealed.

Fatty Pritz’ discovery was more ex-
tensive than Fritz had dreamed. Fritz
had been satisfied to find the stores;
hua Dainty and Ginger hunted further,

the Atlantic had swept right over the
low sandbank, filling that gully, now
dry as tinder, with raging water. Some
hapless vessel come to grief there,
shattered and smashed to fragments.
Much of the wreck had been washed
away in the storm that had caused if;
but much remained, embedded in the
sand or tangled in the bushes. Every-
thing that remained was deeply hidden
by the bush; the juniors rooted out
one thing atter annther

There were cages packed with canned
heef, and beans, and other things; cases
of b‘lsemt—hass, all sorts of utensils,
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masses of torth canvas and ropes, an
anehor, a shaffered boat, all sorts of
tackle and broken tlmbers.
H—most of it—was useless to the casta-~
ways. But much of it was exaetly what
they needed.

They had lost the hoat's sail in the
storm, but here was ample canvas {o re-
place it; it only meant work! And Jim
and Ginger were more than ready to
put in all the work required. The mere
thought. of getting back to Castaway
Islnnd. to Dr. Sparshott, and Dawson
and Streaky and Sandy spurred them
on.

It was & busy morning. It was as
busy for the hungry Fritz as for the

per | other fellows. They made him work!

Trip after trip was made, from the

hushy gully to the boat, and at every
trip the three juniors were heavy-laden.

Fatby Frilz staggered and groaned and
perspirved under his loads. The sun was
haot—blazing down from & cloudless sky.
What Fritz wanted was & big feed, and
& snooze in the shade afterwards—while
the other fellows did the work!

What he got was painfully unlike
what he wanted! Ginger playfully told
him that the work would give him an
appetite—at Whie‘h Fritz groanéd dis-
mally.

But [n the torrid heat of noon, even
Jim and Ginger had to stop for a rest.
They sat down in what shade they
could find, -and made a gorgeous meal
from their new supplies. Ceriainly they
did not prize grub as Fritz did; but
there was no doubt that good food, and
plenty of it, made them feel much more
hopeful and happy.

Fatty Fritz eyed them wolfishly as
they sat down to dinner, and Jim Dainty
was disposed to relent. But Ginger was

a.daman

“What about letting the fat brute
off now, Ginger?” asked Jim, and Fatty
Fritz’ longing face brightened with

“What about not talking silly rot?”
was Ginger's reply, and Fritz' fat face
was overcast again. ' He kept us with-|
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out grub for dasr: while he was guzzling!

We ought to keep him just as long, to
be fair! But well let him off lightly.
He can pile in at brekker to-morrow—
if he works well for the rest of to-day!™

Groan!
“Shut  up!” murmured Ginger.
sleepily.
“Pensh and prute!”
“If I turn out—" s :
e sounds of

‘out and deal with him. Ginger had a
heavy hand Fatty Fritz was silent,
+and Ginger Rawlinson went to sleep

Jim Dainty had not awakened.
out the two

But Fritz could not sleep, Frita with-

out food all day, was too hungry to
sleop. .
He sat up on the soft sand, a2nd

b!in!ced drea.rlly round him. The full,
moon salled over the Atlantic,
an.d the bushy sandbank; it was almost
ag light as by day. But It was hours
yeb to day; and how he was to endure
s state of famine till morning, was a
mystery to Friedrich von Splitz.

He blinked at the boat. It was at
high-water mark, and the painter
pegged to the sand. The tide was full
past the sandbank, and

gazed at it longingly. Stacks of
food in the boat and Fritz ravenous!
But he dared not raid the provisions!
if Ginger heard him and woke—
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He grinned. He gave the boat & shove
and bundled headlong into it, and it
rocked away from the shore. There was
a sharp, startled squesl, Friday was
sleeping in the boat, and the fal Ger-
shm had hmnded oonr; him. wl %nd

arp rang monkey’s squeal, and a
halry paw clawed at Fritz.

"Peast of a monkey!” gasped Fritz

He scrambled up and prasped the
oar.sﬁy A ghdgm fgﬂ |n'om the shgre
B Bl £0! What—

“The boat!” yelled Jim Dainty

+ “Ach himmel!” g
as the two startled j
down to the shore. He clattered the
cars into the rowlocks and
frantieally. Jim and Ginger remhed
the water's edge, but Faity Frilz was

already out of reach. In the bright
moonlight the boat rtocked a dozen
vards from the beach.

"I-Ie’s got the boat!” gasped Gmger
“Why, you blithering Boche—you
potty porpois that boat back!”
“Peast and a prutel” yelled back
Fritz. I vill gum pack ven I have had
mein SUpper; hut pefore tat T vill not

gum pack! ¥Yah

“My only hatr"’ gasped Jim Dalnty,

Grinning at the two exasperated
juniors on the sandbank, I"ntn pul]ed

hard. It had not occurred to Pritz
fat brain that some whirl of the cur-
rents, dying round the sandbank,
mlght shoot him past the end of the
bank and start him on an unintentional
voyage across the Atlantic!

“After him!” panted Jim, plunging
desperately into the water and swim-

But under the spur of his unearthly mlng

appetite Frite’ fat brain worked at
double pressure. Slowly an ides came
into that fat brain. He blinked round
cautiously at the two sleepers, and rose
silently to his feet. Stepping on tip-
toe, making no on the soft sand,
he reached the boat, One tug at the
peg, and the painter was free. Enee-
deep In water beside the boat, holding
on tp the gunwale, Fritz blinked round
at sleepers farther up the shore.
They were not stirring.

My glddy goloshes!” gasped Ginger.

He ma]sserl like Jim, that the boat, was -
their only hope, It was packed ready
to make sail in the morning; all was
ready to make the attempt to get back
to Castaway Island. If.it was lost—
i H:h plunged in affer Jim, and swam
or

“Peasts and prutes!” gasped Fritz
Splitz.

He bent to the oars, with the per-
spiration running down his fat face.
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Exerting all his strengih, his cyes
fized on the two dark heads dotting
the water astern, he pulled and pulled,
and did not even notice that the low
sandbank was gliding away from him,
and that the cuwirent was the
boat past the end of it

But Jim and Ginger could see.
They knew, if Fritz did not, that it
was no longer possible for him to make
the sandbank again—doubtful if they
could make it themselves by swimming!

It was for life itself that they were
swimming now, their own lives and
Fritz'.

‘With desperate efforts, the two swim-
mers reached within a few fathoms of
the boat. But they could gain no
farther. Fritz kept his distance; and
as he saw thai they could not overtake
him, he grinned, o breathless grin of
daﬂance and derision,

“Go pack!” yelled Fritz. “Go pack
mit yourself pefore, peasts and prutes
and pounders! I gum pack after that
I have had mein supper, you peastly
plighters!”

“Priday!"” yelled Jim Dainty frantic-
ally. The monkey was capering in
boah a queer figure In the moonlight,
in his cotton trousers and shirt, in a
state of wild excitement. Friday was
an intelligent animal, as he had proved
more than once. It was clear
Friday that his master wanted to-get
to the boat, and that Fritz Splitz was
preventing him,  Jim's desperate vell
reached his ears, and Friday sent back
an answering uea,l

“We're done!” groaned Ginger.

Fritz Splitz was pulling on, nothing
doubting that- when he had dropped
the pursuit, he could pull in to the
shore as soon as he liked! He had
forgotten the monkey in the boat. He
was reminded of him now.

Priday's intelligent brain grasped the
fact that Fritz was keeping his master
out of the boat! As soon as Friday
guite understood that, Priday began tn
bahe hand in the proceedings.

ed behind Fritz 8plitz, and sud—
denly clawed hold of his neck from

to | nent danger.

5
behind and dragged him over back-
wards.

“ Ach himmell” squealed Fritz Splitz.
Up went Fritz' fat legs in the air!
Head and sghoulders banged on the
bottom of the boat. The oars, dragged
in as he rolled over backwards, clat-
tered from his hands,
Peast of a monkey!” howled

Fr
He struggled frantieally up. Friday,
squealing and hnw]ing clung to him
and clawed. boat, t;umms broad-
side to the current now that Fritz was
not pulling, and rolled, and
aimost plunged gunwale under. Fritz
rolied over, wildly mixed up with the
monkey. Jim Dainty and Ginger,
exerting every ounce of their stres
came cleaving the water. Now that
the boat had lost way, they fairly shot
fown to it and clambered aboard.
Fritz, at last, had succeeded in hur-
ling Friday off, and was on his fat
knees when the two drenched and
dripping juniors came bundling head-
long in. They crashed on him, and
flattened him down in the bottom. of

the | the boat again,

“Urrrrrggh!” gurgled Fritz, as he
collapsed.

Ginger. scrambled along to the tiller,
Broadside on, the boat was in immi-
inger grasped the tiller
and brought It round to the current.
The boat steadied at once. Jim Dainty
staggered to his feet. He stared across
the tumbling water. In fhe bright

moonlight, the sandbank they had
left was a mere blur on the ses, fast
fading away inte the distance. The
current w! them on.

1 " led Fritz Splitz.
“Peasts and prutes! I tell you tat
I vill have mein supper, I vas s0
hungry. Ten I vill go pack—"

Jim Dainty grasped him by a fab
ear and forcibly turned his pos face

tion of the disappearing
sandback.

“Look, you fat fooll” he hissed.
“Look, you blithering idiot!
you plefaced, piffling porker!
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think “iclm could get back? None of
Uus_co! get back! If we hadn’t got
hold of the beat, you'd have gone to
sea on your own, and we should hhve
‘been drowned!”
“yat!” gasped Fritzz. He blinked
across the moonlit water. “Mein
is tat sandpank?
himmel}” :

He blinked ab the blur on the water
in utter consternation. For the first

in the boat! His teeth chattered.
“PFriday’s saved our lives—yours as
well as ours, you blthering, benighted
bloater—"
“Ach, bub I neffer tink—I have not

Al

“Take the Dainty!” said
Ginger quietly. got something
to say to Prital”

Jim grinned and took the tiller.
Ginger stooped In the boat and
fumbled. Fritz Spliz blinked at him.
He cyed Ginger hopefully, apparenlly
under the impression that the red-
headed junior was sorting out pro-
vigions for him. 'That was guite a mis-
take on Frite’ part! Ginger was sort-

“Tve

ing out something .
#1 vill have -some peef, Chinger,”
said the hopeful Fritz. “Also I vill

have some peans
some biscuit,
“You're golng to have beans,” said
Ginger . “¥You're not going to
have beaf, and you're not going to have
biscuit; but you're going to have beans
—lots of them—lots and lois!”
Ginger rose, with what he had been
looking for in his hand. With the
rope’s-end in his right hand, he grabbed
Fritz fat neck with his left, and
twisted him over a thwart, There was
a howl of apprehension from Fatty
ed what kind of
beans' he was going to get.
Whack, whack, whack, whack!
*Ach! Leaf off to pang me on mein
trousers!” yelled Fritz, strugeling
wildly. “Mein gootness! 1 have vun

And I vill have
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colossal bain—~yaroooh! Poast and a
prute, tat you leaf off!”

Whack, whack, whack! rang the
rope’s-end, and louder sbili rang the
wild yells of Fritz Splitz, Ginger did
not leave off till he was tired. By
that time, Fritz was more than tired!

For quite s long fime Faity Fritz
forgot even his desire for beef and

biscult after that liberal helping of
“heans."
CHAPTER 2.
saved from ths Sea!
& MOI! A meil” :
A Jim Dainty wonderad
whether he was dreaming.

He sat in the stern of the surging
boat, his arm flung over the_tiller, his
hand on the gail, Ginger Rawlinson
and Fritz Splitz lay fast asleep, rolled
in canvas, amidships; y, the
monkey, lay beside his master.

Dawn was just breaking, and the
darkness of night was lifting ag the
sun rose slowly over the herizon to
herald a new tropical day. A lght
breeze the surface of the sea.
filling the boat’s sail from moment Lo
%:]ument and then leaving it flapping

y.

In the silence and the vast solitude
of the Atlantic Jim found himself nod-
ding from time to time. But it was his
“wateh on deck,” and he resolutely
kept himself awake, Several times, 1t
had seemed to him, he heard a sound
from the sea, and now suddenly it
came—a humsan voice that was calling
in the French language.

Quite wide awake now, Jim half rose,
staring over the waters, Only the
endless surges of the Atlantie, reflect-
ing the rising sun, met his eyes. It
seemed to him that he must have
nodded and dreamed. How could a
voice have called in that solitude of
waters?

A day and a night had passed since
the three juniors had put out in the
boat from the sandbank in the attempt

=3
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to get back to Castaway Island. Ii
was a week sinece they had been hlown
away to gem, and they knew that Dr.
Sparshott and their friends on Cast-
away Island must have given them up
as lost.

But the discovery of the stores in
the wreck on the sandbank _enabled
them to make the attempt, and all day
they had watched the western horizon
in the hope of seeing the hilltop they
knew so well And it had seemed to
Jim that in the last glimmer of the
sunset he had sighted a blur on the
western sea; but the darkness had shut
down, and it was lost again.

1f it was Castaway Island it was
still riany & long mile distant, and the
wind had fallen to lght pufis, the boat
mnaking hardly a knot.

Jim had been thinking, as he sat half
nedding at the tiller, whether he would
see the green, wooded hill and the shore
of golden sands when the sun came up.
Byt that strange cry from the sea drove
the thought even of the island from
his mind. .

He ligtened intently as he stared
over the curling waters. Only the wash
of the waves came to him—and, closer
at hand, the creak of the sail and the
snore of Fritz Splitz.  Surely he had
been dreaming! .

He sat down again, and Friday,
waking up, blinked at him with his
glimmering back eyes. The hoat
surged on. Then suddenly again came
the cry, fainter than before:

“A moi! A moil”
only hat!” ejaculated the
Grimslade junlor He was wide enough
awake now, and the cry was unmis-
takable.

Someone from the surging bosom of
the szea was calling for help—in
French! There was no hoat—he would
have seen a boat had one been within
hall. It must be a swimmer—in that
lonely waste of waters—who had
sighted the Grimslade craft.

A shipwrecked man, swimming, and
crying for help! Shipwrecked him-

“w
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self, Jim Dainty was not likely to pass
such a cry unheeded.

He stretched out his foot and
awakened Ginger Rawlinson with a
kick in the ribg. ‘'There was s howl
g:a% the red-headed junior of Grim-

“Ow! My giddy goloshes! What

“Wake up, old man!” exclaimed
Jim breathlessly.

Ginger sat up and glared at him

“You howling aas! Too o
take your watch, what? I.et a f uw
sleepl!”
“Fathead! There's a shipwrecked
m?'%v i:;liilng for help—

Ginger was on his feet in a moment.
One of his feet, as he sorambled up,

landed on the fat ﬂ at his side,
and there was a d gurgle from
F‘riedﬂd'L von Spl:ltn

s Mein gnotnesal Vab was

tat?” howled Frit.a.in b’!ﬁere e;ras s:l?;.g;
ting {at pang me pread-pa:
Urrrrhl I have noe more te breff!
Wurrrggh! You prute, Chinger, tat
you gerroff mein dummy! Vy for you
tread on mein dummy pefore?*

“Bw'régnmgogphm, Taiiat tiigh
stepped, leaving
podgy youth gufrgling. Holding on to
the mast, Ginger .utared across the
water. “What do you mean, Dainty?
Whexi;e's your jolly old shipwrecked
man?”

“I haven't seen him—he called—""

Ginger scanned the sea searchingly.
The sun was climbing in the sky, and
the full light of day burst over the
Atlantic.

“Y can't see anybody,” sald Ginger,
his gaze roaming the vast expaunse of
water which stretched on all sid 23
the boat as far as the eye could see.
“Look here, you've been dreaming,
fathead—"

“A moi! A moil”

Ginger jumped as he heard that cry

El-gi.;nb’ as though coming from a
“My giddy goloshes|” he gasped.-
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“Thal's French—it's wme Froggy call-
lns !or help! How the giddy dickens

Once again Ginger's gaze swepi the
sea, and now, in the distance, he could
see a dark object bobbing in the water.

“There he Is!™ he cried.  “Some-
body swimming— Myhat"' Ginger
put his hands to his mouth, made a

eb, and roared. “Ail. - Ti|
Gommg. old bean! Stick it out!”
Jim gave the tiller a twist, and the
boat ran down towards the distant

man.  Faintly from the gleaming
waters a wild, white, haggard’ face
showed—the face of a man in the last
stage of exhaustion.

But as the boat approached, scry—
or, rather, a husky scream—burst from
the swimmer. That cry was echoed
by Jim and Ginger, for now they saw
something else in the water—something
that moved swiftly in the direction of
the exhausted man. A fin—the fin of
& shark! "

Swift as the boat ran before the
Hght breeze, the ghark moved faster.
Would the castaways be in time to
rescue the helpless
ghastly fate?

Now the boat was bearing down upon
the exhausted man. He was attemptr
ing to swim towards the craft, terror
written in his eyes. The shark was but
a few yards away from him, rising to
the surface to grab at its victim.

“Pritz!” yelled Jim. “That tin of
beef—throw 16 at the shark!"

For once Fritz’ wits worked with
reasonable quickness. He grabbed up
a can of tinned beef from the stores in
the boat and hurled it overboard—
right in the open mouth of the shark
with its rows of glittering teeth.

Meanwhile, Ginger leaned over the
gunwale, grasped at the swimmer as
the boat ran slongside him, grasped
ab-the man, and gripped the tanglad,
web hair.

‘“Got him!” panted Ginger.

He changed his grip to the man’s
shoulders and heaved him on board,

er
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éién thl;cuwins hig \:a;lgm on. the other

pping, gasping
feebly, the half—drowneli Frenchman
lay in a pool of salt water in the bottom
of the boat. Fritz Splits, his saucer-

. | eyes wide open, stared at the shark as

it vanighed beneath the surface, the

tin of beef still in its jaws.

The rescued man lay breathing
feebly, his eyes half closed. It was
plain that he had been at the end of
his tether when he sighted the boat
and cried feebly for help.

I"ull of compassion as they were, Jim
and Ginger could not help noticing
that he did not lock a pleasant custo-
mer. His brows were low and heavy
over little piggy eyes set close together
—his jaw sharp and jutting under t.he
tangled, unkempt beard. He
dressed in a tattered uniform which
somehow zeemed familiar to the
Juniors, but which they could not quite
place. Unless he had fallen overboard
from a shlp, they could not imagine
how he had come there at all—yet all
through the previous day and since
nightfall there had been no sign of a

swimmer from a |ship.

He panied and panted as he lay in
the pool that dripped from him. Jim
Dainty sorted out a fin can and filled
it with water from a keg and held it
t0 the man’s lips He drank greedilv
to the Iast drop. Evidently he had
suffered severely from thirst

“Poor chap!” murmured Ginger. He
did not like the rescued man's looks,
but he pitied him from the bottom of
his heart. “Ask him if he's hungry—
put it in French!”

“Avez vous faim?” asked Jim., And
the man nodded eagerly.

Almost in a moment Ginger had a
tin platter with canned beef, beans,
and biscuit befors the rescued man, He
sat up, leaning on a thwart, and ate
greedily, tearing the food like a wild
animal,

“De Feau!” he muttered, and Jim
ml%g the tin con again with fresh
water.
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The rescued man. ale and drank
alternately with a desperate greed that
showed that it was long since either
food or drink had passed his lips.

“Tat is all ferry well,” grunted
Pritz Splitz, “but subbose tat we find
not te island, and tat tc food Tum

O bt

*Kick him, Ginger!"

“Peagt and a prutel” roared Fritz.

‘Heving satisfied at last hoth hunger
and thirst, the rescued man leaned
back, breathing heavily. His eyes,
Llack and sharp, watched the school-
boys keenly

“Vous etes Francais?” he asked
suddenly. -

“No fear!” answered Ginger. “We
sommes _ Anglais—! mean, nous
sommes English—"

A faint grin came over the haggard
face for a moment. Ginger's French
seemed to have an enlivening effect
on the Frenchman. Then he leaned
back heavily and closed his eyes. The

.. Juniors had an impression that he was | th

, 8lad, or relieved, to learn that they
wer French. Why, they could not
imagine.

But they could see that he.was ex-
hausted, and they arranged the roil of
.canvas to make him as comfortable n
P “hed as possible. Fritz Splitz eyed that
proceeding with disapproving wrath.

“Vat ped is tere for me?” he de-
manded. A lunge from Ginger’s hoob
was the only answer to that question,
and Faity Fritz had to make up his

. mind to manage without his bed. For-
tunately, PFritz could sleep anywhere
and anyhow, and he was socon snoring
again, curled up in the bows.

Fritz slept soundly enocugh. Bub
the rescued man muttered and
mumbled wildly in his sleep. Such
words as “soif * and “faim " continu-
ally recurred, teling how he had
suffered from thirst and hunger. Once,
half-awakened, he screamed out: “Les
soldats] Voyez! Les soldats!”

Jim and Ginger exchanged startled
looks as they heard it. Who were the

o

“soldiers” of whom the man saved

from the sea had been In fear? More
ondered

and more, they w who and
what he was.

CHAPTER 25,
A Peculiar Passengerl

IM DAINTY stood up in the bows,

and stared into the western hori-

zon. The sun was rising higher
over the ocean, gilding the wide, roil-
ing waters. Bea and sky—sky and sea
—eneircled the boat.

Jim’s eyes searched for a trace of
the blur in the west that they had
picked up the prévious day. Was it a
cloud that blurred the horizon, far
away on the sealine, or was it the sum-
mit of the hill on Castaway Island,
m?f;‘e their friends mourned them as

It lay west by north, which, so far
as the juniors could calculate, was the
direction of the island which had been
eir Crusoe home. Whether it was
Castaway Island or not; it was, he was
almost certain, land of some sort, and
the boat headed for it

“Ten. to one it's our jolly old
island!”  sald Ginger confidently,
CGinger always hoped for the best. “If
it is, we make it before sundown,
even in this wind. gld 5,
shan't I be glad to see Streaky and

Sandy again—and jolly old Sammy!
What?”
“And Dick?” gald Jin Dainty.

“They mush have given us up for losb.
Some surprise for them when we come
sailing merrily home, Ginger.”

‘The Freachman was still sleeping.
‘The juniors ate their breakfast—with
the usual grumhble from Fritz. Plenty
of provisions had been packed in' the
hoat from the wreck on the sandbank;
but the three were on ratlons, for it
was impossible to tell how long the
voyage might last Rations did not
agree with Fritz von Splitz. There
was now another mouth to be fed, and
that made it still more urgent not to
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exceed the regular rations. Which
added to Fatty Frite’ indignation.
“You good -plscuits to tab
peastly monkey, and goot peef to tat
peast tat you bick: up sut of te vater,”
he grunted, “and I have vun colossal
hunger—I feel as If tere vas notting
in mein preadpasket! I tink tat you
. vas two prutes and two pounders.”
What Fatty Fritz_thought, however,
did not worry the Grimsladers. Fritz
could grouse as much as he liked, but
when he reached out for a surrep-
titious helping, Ginger Rawlihstn in-
troduced the boathook into the argu-
ment, and Fritz Splitz fled into ihe

bows, yelling.

“Quest-ce que cela?” Fritz’ howl
awakened the sleeping Frenchman,
and he sat up and stared dimly round
him, He stared at the juniors, and
his hand flew to his belt, as if for a
weapon. A gheathed knife was
buckled to his belt, and his fingers
cloged over the handle, and half-drew
the blade.

“Hold on, old bean!” gasped Ginger.
“Keep your wool onl We're friends
hete, ol tullp, you won't want your
toothpick.” E: '

The man stared, or, rather, glared
a% him. But ke seemed to remember,
and thrust back the knife info its
sheath, His haggard, bearded, swarthy
face looked less prepossessing than
ever. the first tlme it occurred
to the juniors that they might have
to be on thelr guard agalnst the man
they had saved from death in the zea.

“Do  you English?” asked
Jim Dainty quietly. He rather wished
now that he had removed the man’s
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plur was now unmistakably land of
some sort. “We think that's the
island. Owur friends are there. But

who arve you?"

Wwithout replying to the question the
Frenchman rose to his feet. I¢
seemed that food and sleep had re-
stored his strength, for he moved
nimbly and actively enough. Holding
on to the mast, he stared at the wes-
tern blur. ‘Then his sharp, rat-like
eyes scanned the sea in all directions.
Finally, he came back to the juniors,
and sat down to eal

His hunger had revived, that was
clear, for he afe almogt like a wolf
Fritz Splilz groaned aloud as he saw
the provisions going. But neither Jim
nor Ginger was disposed fto say nay
to the famished man. He would have
to go on rations, like the schoolboys;
but they wers willing te let him make
up leeway first.

At the same iime his manner was
dominating, in a way that was far
from pleasing, ag If he fancied that he
could do as he chose in a boat manned
by schoolboys. He ate, and ate, in a
way that Fatty Fritz himself could
hatdly have beaten. Then he rapped
oub sharply:

“Donnez-moi—give me to drink!™”

Quietly Jim Dainty handed him a
tin can of water. He drank it, and
tossed aside the can.

“We've picked up

ured

ng

Jim shrugged his shoulders: The
man’s manners did not matter very
much, but if he fancled that he was
cock of the walk in the Grimslade boab,
he was going to learn that that was a

A nice polite pas-
Ginger.

knife while he slept; but that thought, | mistak

naturally, had not occurred to him.

“Mgais oul, un_peu!” muttered the
Frenchman. “Yes.  Who are you?
How comes it that you, who are boys,
are in this boat?”

“We were blown out to sea from an
jgland where we had been p-
wrecked,” answered Jim Dainty.
“We're trying to get back now.” He
pointed to the west, where the dark

take.

“Will you tell me your name, mon-
gieur?” asked Jim.

The sharp, black eyes flashed round
at him.

.“Mon nmom?" He paused a second.
«Lehon— Gaston Lebon!" Both the
juniors knew that the answer was false.
They did not care two straws whether
his name was Lebon or nok, butb they
were growing very uneasy. Ib was
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fairly clear that the man was neither
5 seaman nor & passenger from a ship:
Who and what was he?

“Les autres—you have seen the
others?” he asked sharply.

“There were others with you?”
asked Jim,
“Mpis oui—yes, yes! Un bateau—a

boat—eing hommes—five men in a
boat.. You have seen?”

“Nol We saw nobody but you when
we picked you up,” answered Jim.
"Did? you fall overboard from a boat,

Instead of answering, Lebon began
to. ask questions quinkgly and eagerly.
He was anxious to /hether the
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The Frenchman came suddenly aft,
where Jim Dainty was steering, and
took the tiller from him. The boat

swung away from her course, coming

“What the thump-—" exclaimed
Jim, in angry astonishment.

“Taisez-vous!” spapped Lebon.

“Yon checky ass!” roared Ginger
Rawlinson. “Who told you %o steer?
Can't you see -you're steering away
from the island?”

Jim DPainty laid his hand on the
tiller again. The man from the sea

pped it hard, and his black eyes
gll}tered at the hc;ﬂmahde i

English boys had seen anything of a
boat with flve men in it, and whether
they had seen o ship—a gunboat.

Satisfied at last that they had seen
nothing, he asked aboul themselves,
and they told him of the wreck of
the Spindrift, and of their life on
Castaway Istand. He lstened with
the keenest attenfion, and at las,
making them s sign to be silent, he
sat plunged in deep thought. Jim
i‘o%?: Ginger exchanged rather grim

8.

The wind was freshening 'a lttle as
the morning advanced, and coming
more from the south. They noticed

that it was towards the south that|,

Tebon's restless eyes constantly turned,
and it was already growing info a sus-
vicion In their minds that he was in
fear of pursuit, and from that direc-
tlon. Jooks, his manners, every-
thing about him, hinted that it was

* somc bresker of the law who had

so strangely come to them from the
sea.

They were more anxious than ever
to make Castaway Island, and it was
a great.comfort to them to see the dark
blur in the west taking form and sub-
stance. It was & hill rising from the
sea in the far distance, and its cutline
grew more and more familiar. For-
tune had favoured them, and they were
almost ccrtain now that they were in
sight of Castaway Island.

teeth. *“Listen, you! I go not to an
island—it is useless to me! Je cherche
Amerique—the mainland—it is &
chance, and I take it.”

The juniors stared at him bla ]
The lence of the man in thus coo!
taking of their boat almost
took their breath away. And his idea
of making for the continent of America,
in an open boat over hundreds of miles
of sea, was wild and desperate.  Cer-
teinly the juniors had no ldea of
making =ny such desperate attempt.
Castaway Island was their destination,
if they could reach it
«you must be mad!” gasped Jim, at

4Why, the food in the boat
would not last us half the distance,
even if there was a chance—"

“8p miuch the worse for you, alors,”
sald Lebon, with a shrug of the

shoulders.

“Why, you dashed raseal!” roared
Ginger. “Let go that tiller!”

The man laughed. But he ceased
to laugh the next moment as Ginger
Rawlinson hurled himself at him,
grasped him with both hands, and
dragged him away from the helm.
There was & bump and a crash as they
rolled over in the bottom of the boat
together.

“Mein gootness!” gasped Fritz Splitz,
his saucer-eyes almost popping out of
Iis fat face: and there was a startl
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squeat from Friday, the monkey. Thcyjumped

boat rocked wildly.
“Look out, Ginger!" ghricked Jim
Dainty, as there was o flash of steel
_ in the sunghine, Leaving the helm to
take care of itself, Jim flung himself
on the Frenchman, grasped his arm
in fime, and dragged it back as he
struck with the knife.

. CHAPTER 2.
The Fight In the Beat! *
e ¥ giddy goloshes!" panted

M Ginger.

“you scoundrell” roared
Jim Dainty.

He dragged back the arm till the
pbone almost cracked. There was &
nowl of pain and rage from Lebon.

Amazing, nlmost unbelievable as it
wes to the Grimslade juniors, the
desperate rascal was striving to use his
gnife. Only a few hours since they
had saved him from death in the deep
sea. And this was his gratitude!

But 1t was clear to them already that
the man they had saved was some law-
less rufiian, and that it was fear of
pursult and recapture that pulb into
his desperate mind the wild scheme
of attempting to reach the mainland
of tmerica by seizing the schoolboys”

boa A

Jim Dainty twisted over the sihewy
arm, striving to make the ruffian drop
the knife. But though he howled with
pain, the man from the sea kept his
sinewy fingers laced round the handle
of the weapon and would not lot it go.
With his left hand he clawed savagely
at Cinger.

“Lend a hand, Frital” yelled Jim
Dainty. But Fatty Friiz, stublering
with terror, squatied in
watching the wild scene with popping
syes, unable to move.

With a desperate wrench, the French.
man tore himself away and leaped aft,
free of the juniors. The knmifc was
still in his hand. It fiashed in the sun
as they leaped after him, and they

the bows, | Wi
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back. ‘Thefe was & squeal
from Friday as the panting man
trampled on him, and Friday jumped
vack and lodged himself on the
rudder. With the tiller swinging loosc,
the boat yawed wildly, and a sea
waghed over the gunwale.

Standing facing the two gasping

juniors, the knife upraised, the ruffian
panted and panted for breath. Ginger
grabbed up the boathook, and Jim
Daindy an oar. ‘There was no help
from Fatty Fritz; he crouched in the
bows, gabbling with terror. But Jim
end Ginger were made of sterner
stuff, They faced the desperado with
fiashing eyes. .
“Rooutez!” Lebon panted oub his
words, “I am master here! Penscz-
vous—think you that to save your lives
I will go back to the Te du Diable?”

“Oh, my giddy goloshes!” gasped
Ginger. “Is that it? An escaped con-
vict—my only hatl™

“A convict from Devil’s Istand!”
muttered Jim Dainty.

understood now! They had
Te du Diable—the
Devil's
settlement off the coast of Guiana,
where the convicts, the of the
French criminal classes, wi guarded -
night and day by armed men. They
knew now why thelr passenger was
wearing that tattered uniform; why, in
his sleep, he had muttered “Los
soldats.”

There had been an escape from
Devil's Island—a gang of desperate men
had got away and seized a boat and
put to sea  Hundreds of miles lay
between them and the coast of Guiana,
in South-America. The wretched con-
victs must have been days, more likely
weeks, at sea, before they came into

est Indian waters; where Lebon had
fallen overboard, or more probably
had been pitched overboard by his
savage companions.

No wonder he had been famished with
hunger, ed with thirst. - No
wonder, perhaps, that he had resolved
to selze the boat that had saved him
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aEd cmry on with his desperate attempt
at esc pe

‘The iwo Grimslade juniors gtared at
him almost open-mouthed, A savage
grin came over the swarthy
face as Lebon noted the effect of his
words upon them, He made a threaten-
ing gesture with the knife.

“ Vous comprenez!” he snarled. “You
understand, yes? Ile du Diable—what
you call the Devil's Island| Do you
think to trifie with a man from the
Devil’s Island? Ecoutez!
your lives so long as there is food for
all. You shall sail the boat under my
orders! Bubt to reach Amerique the
voyage will be long and hard. Food
&l not be wasted, and the fat one
goes overboard toute de suitel”

There was a squeal of horror ﬁum
Falty Fritz. His fate, at least,
sealed if the man from Devil's Island
had the upper hand,

“Ach! Himmel! Safe me!” squealed
Fritz. “I vill not go overpoard mit
m_eilnself peforel Chinger—Chim—safe
mel”

“¥ou vile, dastardly rascal!” said
Jim Dainty between his teeth. “Put
down that knife, you villainf"

“Sharp's the word!” rapped Ginger,

The rufiian stared at them, as if not | his to

understanding. As it dawned on him
that the schoolboys did not intend to
give in, but were, in fact,

attack him, be burst into a hnrsh
savage laugh, With the knife gripped
in his hand, and his eyes glittering like
those of s, wild beast, he made & crouch-
ing step towards them.

“Pack up, Ginger!” breathed Jim
Dainty, his heart thumping hard, Two
crouching steps the rufflan made, then
ha cmne on with s sudden tdge:r-uke
spring, But the G
walbching and ready. Jim Dainty drave
the oar at him, catching him on the
chest, and he staggered; Ginger lashed
out with the boathook, I

a flerce
blow on Lhe tangled head. Lebnn wenk | th

sprawling over in the rocking boat, and
they jumpsd at him to secure him.
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But the convict was as nimble as a
cat. He was up again in the twinkling
of an eye, and a desperate leap can’led
him back to the after end of the boat.
There he turned, his arm shot up,
the knife in his lmnd. His black eyes
blazed with ferocity.

“Look out!" yelled Ginger.

The gonvict was about to hurl the
knife; in another second it would have

ot the air, and either Jim or
Ginger would have (allen. transfixed by
the fla: steel. even as the
lifted a.rm was shootlng lorward for the
throw, it was grasped from behind.

“Prlday!" yelled Jim,

The convict had not heeded the
monkey clinging to the stern. He gave
a yell of blan!: amazement and rage as
his AIrm  was goed back in the
monkey's clawing paws. Squealing with
wild excitement, Fﬂd:f clawed and tore
at him, and the conviet, taken ut.terly
by surpr.se by that un: attac

behind, stumbled over the tlnet
:md fell

The next moment he was up and
aiming a furious slash of the knife at
Friday. But the two Grimsladers were
on him, and Jim Dainty's oar drove into
his ribs, rolling him over, and the boat-
hook in Ginger’s hand came down on

usled head with a stunning crash.
As Il}g sprawled helplessly, Ginger leaped

“Hjs knife—quick!” panted Ginger.
But Jim Dainty already had the
convict’s arm in his gr
twisting 1t savagely, tll
dropped. He seized it and
the sea. Pan snarling, spitting
oaths, the ruffian strugg]ed ﬂu'luus!y in
the grasp of the two juniors.

Bu&hewnsdawmandmeykeptmm

1 Gl:ngera clenched fist
blows into the Im.lta.‘l !a.ce Jim

yelled to Fritz.
“Prita! You fool! A rope—quick!”
“Ach! I gum, I gum!” gasped Fritz.
He grabbed up a rope and lurched along
e rocking hoat. Lebon was still
struggling with desperate fury, and the
two juniors had hard work to hold him




down. But they held him, and Jim
dregged his wrists together, and the
shlvarmg Fritz passed a taup of the rope

und them and knotted if fast. Then
.‘llm and Ginger staggered up, breath-
less and panting. The corivict was safe
now

y giddy goloshes!' gasped Ginger.
# We‘ve gob him, Dainty!”
' #m Dainty, gasping, sat to the tiller
again. With the man from the Devil's
Island lying bound in the botf
boat, the Grimsladers headed once more
for caatawa:v Island, now rising nearer
and elearer from the sea.

CHAPTER 17,
Land [n Sightl

T'S QCastaway Island!” sald Jim
Datnty with o deep breath.
" Rather, what-ho!”
Girger Rawlinsen.

“Mein _gootnsss, bub tab Is goot!™
grunted Fritz Splitz, “I vish tat I vas
pack in Chermany, but tat Dcaxtly
island ig petter tan tis poati”

Under the burning tropic sun, the
boat surged on slowly, making barely a
knot in the light, uncertain breeze.

said

ndigo se:

It was hof, aching hot, in the hoat.,
exposed to the full power of the sun, on
the wide Ablantic, The iron rowlocks | than
were scorching to the touch, the timbers
blistered, the tar sticky in the seams.
Half the time the sail flapped idly,
wind aimost dying away.

But steadily, i slowly, the Grim-
sladers were drawing nearer to the
green hilltop that lifted above the sea—
near encuzhk now to be familiar to their
2yes, Soon, they hobed, they would see
the tggngle and the beach, and the hut
ou ghore where they had lived their
Crusoe life. And Jim and Ginger felt
their hearts beat faster at the certain
nOW cI treading once more the beach of
Castaway Island, seelng Sammy
Sp! ott and thelr other friends agai.

the | mutiered.
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Ii seemed ages and ages to them since
the day when the gale had blewn them
out to sea.

Friday, the monkey, clinging to the
mast, blinked at the distant fsland with
his red-rimmed eyes. Perhaps Friday
knew his home again, as the schoclboy
Crusoes did. In the bottom of the boat
lay the low-browed, bearded, swarthy
convict from Devil's Island, with his
hands bound behind his back. His black
scintillating eyes watched the juniors,
gleaming with venomous animosity. But
they did not heed him.

"“My giddy poloshes!” said Gffiger
Rawlinson. “We ought to make the
island to-night, Dainty, if even this-bit
of wind lasts! What about puiling?”

Jim shook his head. Eager as he was
ta step on Castaway Island again, it was
not much use to think of rowing the
heavy boat over miles and ‘miles of sea
under the burning heat of the sun.

“Well try if the wind deserts us,
Ginger!” he said, “But we’re ‘making
way—slow and steady does i

There came a growl from t.he bound
ruffian sprawling in the boab.

“De leaul Give me drink!” '

Jim glanced round at him, filled a tin!
can from a keg, and placed it to the
oonviet's lips. The man lumched him-
self up againsi the gunwale to drink
Cramped in his bonds, the man from
Guiam. felt the scorching heat more

the others, The sweat ran down
his harsh face in streams.

“ Alors, mion garcon, release nic!” he
‘“Pardieu! It is torture to
lic here! Will you release me?”

“Not likelyl” answered Jim Dainty
contemptuously. * ¥ou rascal, we picked
you up from the ses and saved your
life—and you tried to seize our boat,
and would have stabbed us and pitched
us into the sea! You'll stay safe as you
are till we get to Castaway Island.”

“And then?” muttered the convict

ty | from Devil’s Island.

Then our headmaster, Dz, Sparshott,
will decide what to do with you. If we’
ever gel picked up by a ship, youll re



THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIERARY

- back “herc you belong—the best place
for you!”

Lehon's black eyes blazed at him.

“Ma foi!” he muttered. *Better to
go to the sharks in the sea than back
io Devil's Island, But perhaps your
scheolmaster will not decide when we
reach the island| Perhaps my comrades
are already there!” He gritted his dis-
coloured teeth, “Five of them with
their knives—they will make short work
of your schooimaster, hein? Nous
verrons—we shall see!’

Jim turned from him in disgust, and
there was a cloud on his brow. He
stogd up and scanned the gea. Nothing
was in sight on the vast streteh of the
Atlantie, save fthat pgreep hilltop far
away standing out derk against the
blazing blue of the sky. There was no
sign of &

Yet somewhere in the waters that
washed round Castaway Island must be
the boat in which the gang of convicis
had escaped from Devil's Island far
away on the coast of French Guiana.
Lebon, as he called himself, had fallen
overboard, in some flerce brawl with
his savage companions, probably a
famished dispute for some fragment of
food. He had been exhausted, on the
point of sinking to death, when the
Juniors picked him up. Whers was the
btoﬂt with the other five desperadoes in

Had it reached Castaway Island—had
that flerce and desperate crew landed
there? t was a startling and
troubling thought to the Grimslade
Juniors.

Lebon, muttering curses in his own
Ianguage, crouched in what little shade
he could find. Fritz Splitz £ d him-
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soil. He mopped a {ace that was as red
as his hair. “It's gone, Dainty!” A last
puff of the dying wind flapped the sail,
and then it hung against the mast.
Jim Dainty stared towards the island.
He could make out the Iower slopes of
the hill now, dark with verdure. But
the shore was &till below the sea-line.
The sun was sloping down to the burn-
ing west, the heat still like that of an
oven. The juniors had been forfunate
in finding Castaway Island again, after
being blown away into the vast Atlantic,
But now that b!xey had found it, it
mocked them like & mirage.
“We've got to pull!l” said Ginger.
Jim Dainty nodded.
“Qut with the oars]”’ e
“Down with the mast and sall.”
It was hard work, killing work, in
the tropic heat. .'But the two juniors
put ont the oars, and pulled. Omnce
more the boat was under way, surging
on towards the distant island. For a
long hour
Ptz
“Oome and take your turn, you fat
slacker! Are you setting up to be B
parlour ornament, you bloated image?
‘‘Mein gootness! I vas too dired, in
tis colossal heab, to row mit oars!” ex-
claimed Fritz, alarm.. *Tat gan I
not do, chjmer i
“I fancy you can, if I begin on you
with the boathook!” growled Ginger.
“Peast and a prute!” roared Frifz.
*Gieep avay mit you, mit tat poathook!
Vy t?or tat gonvict peast not row te

sald,

Ginger exchanged a glance with Jim.
The convict was a powerful and
muscular man. He was worth the twu

ther, with Fritz thrown in,

self with the lid of a bully beef tin,
dabbed his perspiring fat face with a
grubby handkerchief, and groaned an
groused over the heat. Friday, in his
cotton (rousers and shirt, sat con-
tentedly scratching himself, Slowly the
heavy old boat surged on, the distant
green hilltop seeming to mock the long-
ing eyes of Lhe schoolboys.

“It's geing ! ™ grunted Ginger Rawlin-

d | thought also of the

when it came ’so pulling. Both of them
bad slready thought of it, but they
d,unger of letting
him loose, after their experience of his
treachery and ferocity. But an hour of
deadly exerfion in the terrible heat
made them inclined to think less of the
risk than of their aching muscles.
“ After all, why not?" said Jim. “We
can watch the brute! No need to stand
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on ceremony with him. If he gives
m‘mhle, knock him on the head!”

‘Il wateh that."' gmwled Ginger.
“I'm not th this oar l\%%ﬂe
that brute does nothlng' I'll erack his
nut for him fast enough if he gives any
trouble. Here, Froggy, up with you,
and row.”

The convict’s black eyes blazed.

““Volontiers!” he exclaimed. “As you
willt”

It.-was easy to read the treacherous
thought in his savage mind, it shewed
plainly enough in his face. All he
wanted was !reedom, and another
chance of turning on the schoolboys
who had saved h:lm and selzing their

Jim Dainty hesitated a moment. As
if to warn him, a black triangular fin
showed over the blue water for a
moment, hardly three fathoms from the
gunwale. Under the glimmering surface
Iurked & shark, visible for a fleeting
glimpse, For hours the shark had been
following the boat, as if in expectation.

But as Jim paused, Ginger laid In his
oar, bent over the convict, and began to
untie the rope that secured him, Jim
Dainty picked up the boathook, and
stood on guard. After all, the man was
now unarmed, and they were two to
one. And without his aid with the oars,
it was clearly impossible to reach the
island before dark.

As the ropes fell away from his limbs,
Lebon rose limply to his feet, and
chafed his cramped arms.
eyes, glitter:
the Grimsl
steady look.

“Take the oars s.nd pull; Lebon!” he
sald quietly. “Mind, I shall be watch-
ing you, and I'll knock yun senseless at
the first sign of trickery!”

“Same here!” sald Ginger. He took a
hatchet from a locker. ““Look out for
your cokernut, old French bean, if you
try any tricks!"”

With a ghrug of the shoulders, the
man from Devil's Island .sat to the oars
and pulled.

ers, Jim gave him a

like a snake's, watched | vigour,

CHAPTER 2.
Hand to Hand1
OOK!” yelled Ginger suddenly.
L 1t was nearly an hour later,
and the boat, under the steady
pull of Lebon's rowing, was slowly buf
surely drawing nearer to the green hill
that stood out against the blue,

Again and again the convict's black,
venomous eyes had sought the two
:lunlors. but found them watchful, on

eir guard. They were only too ‘well
aware that he was watching for a
chance to get the upper hand, and
they were ready to knock him senseless
a} the first attempt,’

Jim was steering, and he gave the
tiller a furn, to keep clear of a low sand-
bank that lay ahead.

Then Ginger
suddenly .sbart.ed to his feet, pointing to
the sandbank with a startled yell.

Jim Dainty stared. On the bank of

sand that rose hardly three or four feet -

over the sea a human figure apbeared.
It was that of a bearded, haggard;
tattered man, who stood sho.d.lng his
eyes with his hand from the sun-glare
and staring at the boat. Not a trace of
;rlegets.tam Bgrew f.h&re, audh.lc was g?lrt—

ng and amazing to ses a human figure

on that burning stretch of sand.

Lebon stared for & second, and then
t.wisbed his head round to see what they
were looking at. At the sight of the
tattered figure on the sandbank his eyes
blazed.
“Mes camarades!” he ejaculated:
And he bent to the oars with redoubled
Thé juniors hardly needed Lehon’s
exclamation to enlighten them. They
guessed that the man on the sandbank
was one of the ruffian’s comrades who
had escaped from Devil’s Island with
him. There was no sign of their boat
to be seen, afld they wondered whether
g,agés hidden on the other side of the

That that was the case they soon had
preef; for the man, after a long stare
at them, ran down the bank and dis-
appeared on the farther side. A few

L
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moments later & boat emerged inlo view
Irom behind the
“My hat!” breathed Jim Dainty.
‘There were five men in the boat—
tattered, worn, haggard, desperate—evi-
the crew of escaped convicts of
Lebon had been one. And they

the
sandbank had hidden them and their
boat from sight till now. Lebon, heed-
less of heat and fatigue, was rowing
madly to reach Jim Dainty
jamined over the tiller, and swung

away.

“\We've got to keep clear of that lot!”
panted Ginger.

The convicts' boat was already pulling
for them—four men at the oars, one
steering. Even had they known no
of that wild crew, their looks would
have warned the juniors to keep clear,

In other circumstances, they would
gladiy have shared what they had with
shipwrecked and starving men. But
from their experience with Lebon, they
knew what to expect from his comrades,
TThat the convicts were in utter and
desperate need was clear, With the
island hill in sight on the horizon, they
had stopped at the sandbank, anhd it
eould only have been in the hope of
finding there shellfish to satisfy the
cravings of hunger, or a pool of water
to quench their thirst.

“"Steer clear!™ breathed Ginger.

“¥ou bet! Lebon, vou scou
pull!” roared Jim flercely, As he
steered away from the approaching
voat, Lebon ceased to row, and laid in
the oats, He grinned st them savagely.

“My comrades come, Sarcon—yo
may count your lives in minutes now!”

He started to his feet, grasping one of
the bars. Jim and Ginger were on their
feet at once.

The case was desperate now. If the
convicts' boat reached them, they were
lost. ‘That hungry, desperate, savage
crew were not likely to spare provisions
for prisoners. The shadow of death
hung over the Grimslade boat. Life
and death were in the balance, and
Lebon evidently intended to prevent
their filght if ke could. It was no time
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to stand on ceremony, and the iwo
Juniors hurled themselves at the rufian
as he swung up the oar.

The boat rocked wildly. There was a
wild howl from Fritz Splitz, a shriil
squeal from Friday.

The oar in Lebon’s desperate hands
missed Jim Dainty by a foot as he drove

ict,  With a
yell of pain, as the sharp end jammed
est, Lebon went over back-
wards, crashing dowi.

Ginger was on him the next second,
with a blow from the hatchet.
Had the ruffian been on his feet, Ginger
would have used the edge without com-
punction, But Lebon was sprawling in
the bottom of the boat, and the red-
he junior of Grimslade- used the
back of the axe. But it was enough—
the crash came down on the convict’s
tousled head with stunning force, and
Lebon gave one faint groan and lay
senseless,

There was no time to secure him
further—he was, at all events, safe for
the moment. Hatchet and boathook
were flung down; the juniors seized the
oars and jammed _back into the
rowl They bent with desperate
energy to the pull

“Mein gootness!” stuttered Frilz
Splitz. He left off mopping his fat face,
and stared at the convict boat, his
saucer-like eyes bulging from his head.
“ye vas all tead mit ourselves pefore!
Ach! How I vish tat I vas pack in
Chermany 1™

A yell foated over ihe ses from the
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u | convicts’ boat astern. It was in flerce

purstit. .

With set teeth the two juniors pulled.
As the first glance it seemed as if they
had no chance~—two boys pulll
against four men in the other boat. Bul
Jim and Ginger were stropg and sturdy,
and they had had a rest. And the
convicts, though of strong and muscular
physique, were in no condition for a
race. ‘They were worn down with
hunger and thirst and exposure, and
tnbt‘;;h“ﬂy almost at the end of thelr
ether.
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Savagely as they pulled, their failing
muscles got little speed out of the bost,
The race was not so unequal as it
looked. Even as the convieis’ boat cams
surging in desperate pursuit, one of the
rowers sagged over in his seat from

exhaus!

“My giddy goloshes! Well beat
them!" breathed Ginger.

“Pulll" breathed Jim.

“Mein gootness! Now ve vas goin|
pack avay from tat island!” moal
Fritz. Splitz. “I tink tat ve neffer,
neffer reach tat peastly island aftem”

There was no choice in the matter
for the Grimsladers. The sandbank
that had hidden the convicts from sight
lay in their course, and the enemy were
directly between them and Castaway

There was nothing for it but to | 1

Island.

turn tail on their longed-for destination
and pull out to sea. Later, If they
cscaped, they could make the island
again, but escape from merciiess death
at the hands of the gang from Devil's
Island was the first consideration.

Amid the bubbles that fled astern
from the sweeping oars & black fin
glanced. The shark was still there,
haunting the boat, hungry for prey.
The glimmer of that fin from the sea
spurred on the schoolboys to desperate
efforts. If the pi boat overhauled
them, the shark would not have to wait
Icng for its prey!

With the sweat roihnr down, panting
for hreath, t.he‘E 1 fheir beef into
that ﬂm‘ce pul 'l‘hey were holding
their own, at least. Behind them came
. the savage crew of convicts. They had

neared while the juniors handled Lebon,

but they had not gained since then; an
interval of thirty fathoms sepnmted
their hows from the stern of the Grim-

.;!ade boat, and It had not lessened by a

And hard as the ‘work was to the
schoolhoys, it was harder to the

I’a.mished parched crew in the pursuing

boat. ‘I‘hey ulled twice as many odrs,

but they had not- the beef to put into
the pnlling. ng in the
west, flooded the sen wua; c:rimsnn bat
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the heat was not yet abated. It: Jneis
to the two juniors that they must faint
at the oars if they kept on. But they
kept on. It was death to give in,

Bump—bump! The Grimsiage boat
rocked and jarred on some sandy shoal
lLidden by the blue waters. The keel
scraped over the sunken sand, and the
boat lost way. Luckily, the water was
deep enough over the shoal to prevent
them from going aground. Bat they
lost way, and as they desperately
pushed off into deeper water, the
oolslg_!c!s' boat cante up with a sweeping
T

The bows crashed on the star-
board gunwale of the Grimslade boat,
with a shock that made Jim and Ginger
veel, and sent Fritz Splitz rolling over
ike a barrel on the insensible Lehon.
A hairy, bony hand clawed at the
gunwale and held on. The two boats
rocked together, and the wild crew came
scrambling to the attack. Jim Dainty
was_on his feef, an oar In his hands.
Madly he swung it round, and one of
the convicts went staggering back, fall-
ing among his comrades.

Ginger shoved with his oar at the
same moment catching a desperate
rascal under the chin and hurling him
backwards, That same shove sent the
two boats rocking apart, and another
convict, in the act of leaping, was too
late to check himself and pluuged into
the sea.

There was a swirl in the water
between the hoats, the glancing of a
black fin. The swimming convict
clutched at the boat he had fallen from,
and one of his comrades dragged him in
Just as the jaws snapped behind him.
The shark had barely missed.

My giddy goloshes!” panted Ginger.

He drove his oar at the convicts’ hoat
1t surged on, but again a hairy hand
clawed and held. Jim Dainty bmught.
down the boathook with terrific f
and the convict tore away his hand wit.h
a chriek of agony. Agaln the hoats
rocked apart.

A yell of fury, fiercer and more blood-

curdling than the vell of savages, came
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from the Devil's Island crew. That
there were food and water in the Grim-
slade boat they had no doubt; they
could see that the schoolboys were not
famished and parched, like themselves.
And for a fragment of food, a drop of
water, they were ready to fight like
wolves—to add murder {0 the crimes for
;;hlch they had been sent to Devil's

land.
Wild beasts would not have been s0,

dangerous as that fearful crew, had
they succeeded in boarding the Grim-
slade boat. It was well for the juniors
that the wild crew were worn down with
hunger and thirst.

Yelling with rage, the convicis strove
to lay aboard the GCrimslade boat
again; but again the oars drove them
.off, and a desperate shove at their
gunwale sent the two boals shooting
away from one another. '

It was bubt a moment's respite, but
Jim and Gipger acted swiftly. They
jammed their oars into the rowlocks
and pulled. There was a splaghing of
. oars as the convicts followed. But two
* of them had been too hard hit to pull,
and only three oars were in the water
now. The Grimslade boat drew away.

CHAPTER 20
The Prey of the Sharks]
u Y glddy gologhes!”  Ginger
M Rawlinson wiped the stream-
ing perspiration from his
hrow. “Oh, scissorsl A miss 1s as
good as a mile!”

“We've done it]” breathed Jim.

The convicts' boat was disappearing.
They had glven up the hopeless pur-
suit and turned, to pull wearily for the
distant island.

The hilltop of Castaway Island was
very far away now, a blur on the sea.
Jim and Ginger ceased to pull as soon
as they saw the enemy's stern turned
towards them, They were utterly
spent, aching with heat and fatigue,
and felt as it they could hardly stir

a lmb.
Half-tlazed, they sat in the drifting
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boat, bLut their eyes were on the
motionless figure of Lebon, If he had
stirred they would have found energy
cnough to move.

“We're a good way off the Island
now, old thing,” said Ginger, “and
when we try for it again we'd better
go a mood wi round. My giddy
goloshes, I don’t want to run into that
gang again in a hurry!”

“We may geb the wind again at sun-
set,” said Jim, “We'll run southward
a bit, and make the island on the south
side. Oh, look!” ,

He pointed, and shuddered. A
hideous snout showed from the waler,
hardly a couple of fathoms from the
boat. ‘The patient shark was shill
haunting them.

Jim Dainty rose at last.

“Better make sure of thal scoun-
drel,” he said, with a mnod towards

hon.

Jim picked up a length of rope and
stepped towards the hunched figure in
the bows, Ginger following him. To
all appearance, Lebon was still uncon-
scious, and the juniors intended {io
secure him before he recovered his
senses, Jim Dainty bent over him,
rope in hand, and as he did so the
apparently unconscious man came sud-
denly to life. A sinewy arm was
thrown round Jim's neck, throwing
him over.

Taken by surpiise, the Crimslade
junior went over helplessly, and his
head crashed on the timbers with a
stunning shock.” In a split second the
convict: was on his feet, springing at
Ginger, and the red-headed junior had
hardly time to grapple with him as he
was grasped and borne backwards.

“My giddy goloshes!” panted Ginger.
“Qn, you villain! You rotter! Oh!™

He stumbled ards over a
thwart end went down, with the man
from Devil's Island over him.

Lebon’s eyes blazed with ferocity. In
nis sinewy clutches the red-headed
junior was dragged to the gunwale,
“Help!" yelled Ginger frantically.
“Jim! Pritz! Back upl Oh, help!”
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Jun Dalnty, with spinning hrain,
strove to rise. He crawled to his
knees, pressing his hand to his spin-
ning head. There was & splash beside
the boat ag” Ginger went Into the
water; but he was clinging and clutch-
ing desperately to the conviet, one
hand wound in his tousled hair, the
other gripping his arm. Lebon, sharl-
igg with ferocity, struck at him with a
savage, clenched fist, flercely anxious
to get rid of him hefore Jim Dainty
could rally and come to his aid.

But Ginger was not so easily gob rid
to the rufan des-

rained on him. Ginger,
in the water, felt, rather than thought
of the haunting shark, and shrieked
wildly to Jim

Jim Dainty was coming, Dazed and
dlezy as he was, he staggered towards
the convict and grasped at him.

With a snarl Lebon turned on him.

For the moment he had to turn from |sighted

Ginger, and, with the horror of the
shark in his , one moment was
enough for the red-headed jumior. A
frantic scramble, and he was in the
boat again, And hardly a second later
therc was a dull thud as a snout struck
against the timbers.

Jim Dainty was down in the boftom
of the boat, the convict on him.
Ginger grabbed the iron rowlock from
its place and brought it down with a
crash on the back of the convict's head.

A fearful yell rang from the man
from Devil's Island. He leaped to his
feet, staggering in the lurching boat.
Before he could ‘recover his- balance
the lurch of the boat sent him back-
wards over the gunwale, and he
splashed on his back in the water
Head first, he shot into the depths.

Ginger and Jim Dainty, paniing for
breath, hung on to_the boat, which
was rocking so wildly that it threai-
ened to capsize. Fritz and the monkey
werg rolling in the botfom, both of
them squealing.

The convict’s dark head appeared
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beside the boat a few moments later.
His hand clutched at the  gunwale.
But it was only for a moment. The
next, the fiendish ferocity in his
savage face vanished, to be replaced
by a look of horror and despair thab
long haunted the Grimslade juniors.

For the moment they did not under-
stand. Then they caught a gleam of
white in the water—the white belly of
the shark, turning over to.bite. One
long and ierrible scream rang in their
ears, and then the man from Devil's
Island vanished from thelr sight, never
to be seen again.

With the fall of night, as Jim Dainty
had hoped, came the breeze. Under
sail the Grimslade boat ran out to the
west, tacking wide to the southward
to avoid a possible meeting with the
convict crew. It was in the gleaming
light of a bright moon that they

ighted the island hill again, and in
the moonlight they brought the boat
round the southern shore and
landed, at long last, on Castaway
Island.

i

CHAPTER 30,
. The Men from the Beal

“ HE boat!" yelled Streaky Bacon,
I On the summit of the cliff
behind the hut on the beach of
Castaway Island, Streaky tore off his
hat, waved it round his head, yelled

and danced like a maniac,
gSandy Bean and Dick Dawson stared
up at the excited Streaky from the

It was hot afternoon on the lonely
‘West Indian island. Long, long days
had passed since Jim Dainty and Gin-
ger, Fritz Splitz and Friday, the mon-
key, had been blown away o sea in the

gale.

With every day the castaways’ hopes
of seeing them again lessened and
lessened. But every morning, in the
sunrise, every afternoon when the heat
of the tropic ¢lay had passed, one or
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other of the juniors climbed the high
cliff to scan the sen with a m]nt, llnger-
ing hope of seeing the boat
back with their lost comrades.

It was Streaky’s turn this blazing
afternoon, and he clambered to the
summit and stared seaward over the
rolling Atlantic, stretching as far as
the eye could reach round way
Island. Eastward, only the endless sea
andt.haheat.hazemehhi.sayestothe
far horizon. But as he turned his
to the southward he gave & s
jump at the sight of a dark shape on
the water that appeared in sight
beyond the rocky hea d at the end
of the bay.

It was o boat—too far off to be
picked up clearly, but a boat; Streaky
knew that it was a boat, and he waved
his hat and yelled, and fairly danced.

“They're coming ki
‘Streaky. He pointed. “Lonkl The
boat—they’re coming back!”

Sandy Bean and Dick Dawson stared

" round. From the beach down below |io

they eould not see what Streaky saw
from the cliff-top. But their faces were
bright, their eyes shining. If Streaky
Tiad seen s hoat coming in from the
sea, what could it mean but that their
friends had been spared and were
returning? What other craft was
likely, bo be seen in the solitary waters
round Castaway Island, where they
had watched go long in vain for the
sight of a sail or a steamer's smoke.
“Hurrah!” roared Sandy, and Dick
Dawson echoed his shout. Streaky
Bacon came clambering down from the
cliff in hot haste—such hot haste that
half-way down he missed his footing
and came rolling to the bottom. He

landed, bumpi g on the sand, rolled
over, 05“ up any spluttered.

“Sure lt.’s the boat, Streaky?” ex-
claimed Dawson.

“It's: a heat!” Streaky picked him-
self up, gasping. “ Not likely to be any
other boat, I fancy! It's coming round
South Point—must be Jim and Ginger
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—who else could it be? Oh, why isn't
Sammy here?"”

Dr Samuel Bparshott, the head:
master of Grimslade, was away across
the island that afternoon. The juniors
expected him back by dark, and already
the sun was setting Ievel rays glowing
crimson across the sea. They looked
round, but there was no sign of
Sammy yet, Then they ran down to
theedgeofﬂmszanndsbm!nedtheir

across the wide blue bay for a
sight 0! the boat. Sandy peinted.

“There it is! Oh, good luck! It
must be Ginger—

“It must be Jim!” exclaimed Daw-
son.,

* And Fat.ty Fritz!” s‘r].rmed Streaky.
“Jolly g even old frowsy Fritz
again, whnt? Anﬂ the jolly old
monkey !

“What-ho!” chuckled Sandy Bean.

Far off on the sea at the southern
end of the bay the shape of the beat
could be discerned. There was no sail

be seen, but there was y a
breath of wind that burning aftermoon,
and they did not expect to see the can—
vas up. The boat was in under
pars—they could catch the ripple and
the flash. But the delight died off their
faces, replaced by puzzled doubt, as the,
boat came nearer.

They could pick up figures in the
boat now—and they made out five, In

QGrimslade boal there should have
heen four—Jim Dainty, Ginger Rawlin-
son, Fritz Splitz, and Priday, the mon-
key. Here there were five; and not
one of them was a . Four were
pulling, and one was steering.

“I—1 say,” stammered Streaky at
last, “that—that's not our boat! They
—they're men in that!”

It was & crushing blow to thelr high
hopes. In that solitary spot, lost in the
wide wastes of the Atlantie, it had
seemed 10 them, that the com-
ing craft musi be the Grimslade boat
returning. They were glad enough, cer<
tainly, to see any craft, and human
faces, But they had hoped to see Jim
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and Ginger, Fatty Fritz and Friday.
‘And it was plain now that it was not
their lost frlends that came,

The boat seemed to crawl. Even with
four men pulling, it made little way.
As it drew slowly nearer to the view,
the juniors could guess the cause, The
five men in the boat were bearded,
shaggy, wild-looking, haggard, Hunger
and thirst had told bitterly upon them.
Wild, .fierce eyes gleamed from lean,
sumbitten, haggard faces, and eager
as they were to reach the land, ihey
pulled feebly at the oars with falling
muscles.

“Shipwrecked men—starving!” sald
Dick Dawson in & low volee, “They
look like skeletons—or es! 'They
seemn hardly able to get the boat along.
If we could help them—" I was a
bitter blow not to see his chum, after
the raising of his hopes, But he was
thinking of the sufferings of that hag-
gard, famished crew. “Look here, let’s
get food and water for them—that's
what’ Sammy would say if he were

€.

“Let's!” said Streaky briefly.

They could see that the oarsmen
were making efforts, but they could see,
too, that every now and then one or
another of them sagged over In his seat
as if barely able to keep going, It was
clear that the boat’s crew were at the
end of their tether, hardly able to
reach the land, near as it now was.

Leaving the beach, the Guimslade
Castaways hurried up to the hut to find
stores for the fami erew, Dawson
opened a can of bully beef; Streaky
fllled 2 bag with bananas and plantains
and coconuts; Eandy feiched a large
can of water from the rippling siream
by the palm grove, They carried the
supplies down to the margin of the sea
and waved thelr hands to the men in
the approaching boat.

The steersman was watching them
now, and the rowers twisted every-now
ang then to stare round at them, The
hoat's crew seemed surprised to see
human beings,

lonely island; and it seemed to the
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juniors that ithere was something like
alarm and suspicion in their as
if they were not sure of a friendly
reception. Bub If they had any fear of
that kind, it was overcome by the tos-
ture of hunger and thirst. And now
they could sec that the casteways had
food and drink ready for them, the
instant they made their landing, and
that gight seemed to give their weary,
enfeebled arms new vigour, and they
pulled harder and faster. ]

With compassionate eyes the three
juniors watched them as they came.
Now that they were close, it could be .
seen that they were not English; but
whatever they: were, the castaways
were ready to welcome them and give’
them what they so sorely needed.
Lower and lower sank the sctting sun,
and far in the east came a silvery
gleam of the rising moon.

The creak of the oars in the rusty
rowlocks came to the juniors’ ears now
as the dingy, leaky old boat came surg-
ing in. Desperately the exhausted erew
pulled, and the boat thudded on the
sand at last. The five men leaped from
her into the shallow water and scram- °
bled on the beéach, leaping like wild
beasts to the spot where the three
Juniors stood.

“Here you are!"” Dick Dawson held
out a wooden platter on which he had’
sliced the bully beef, Streaky held up
the big can of water, and Sahdy a
tunch of tin mugs for drinking. ¢

The first to reach the spot, a lithe,
supple fellow with black beard and
hair, tore the can from Streaky so
savagely and violently that the junior
stumbled over and fell. Putling the
can to his lips, he drank savagely,
greedily, desperately, But the nexi of
the crew snatched fiercely at it and
tore it from him before he had taken
more then two or three gulps. The
biack-haired man, with a howl of rage.
snatched a knife from his bell and
sprang at him.

Sandy Bean put out a foot just in
tinte, and the man with the knife
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stumbled over it and fell, or there
would have been murder done on the
peach in another moment. The man
leaped up again, with a furlous yell,
and turned on Sandy like a tiger, strik-
ing with the knife. A swift backward
leap saved Sandy from the savage
[0

“Oh, my hat!” he gasped. *Look
out, you fellows!”

The man with the can of water was
drinking, heedless of the danger from
his associate, But the other three were
on the spot now, akd they snatched at
ihe can together and tore it from him.
The three juniors backed away, but
the gang did not heed them. They
struggled savagely for the water, and
the can crashed on the sand, spilling
its contents.

Knives were flashing on all sides, but
.one of the ruffians sighted the gleam of
the rippling stream at a little distance

. and started for it at a desperate nm,
and the rest followed as fost as
they could go. Dawson and Sandy and
Stresky stood n a dismayed group
staring after them.

“My hat!” breathed Streaky. " What
sort of & crew—"

The juniors realised that it was no
crew of shipwrecked sailormen who
had  reached Castaway _ Island.
Famished and parched as ihey evi-
dently were, that did not account for
their  wild-beast-like ferocity. They
reached the stream and threw them-
selves headlong into the rippling water,
drinking, drinking, , 88 if their

- torturing thirst could mnever bLe
quenched.

“Cet into the hut!” muttered Sandy.
“Goodness. knows who they are and
what they are, but theyre not safe!
My hat, I wish Sammy was back!”

“Quick!” muttercd Dawson.

The three juniors ron for the hut,
while the boat’s erew were still wollow-

. ing in the stream, They hurried inside,
closed the door and the window
shutter, and jammed in the bars. A
sound of scuffiing, running feet came to
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iheir ears. The crew had guencized at
last their savage thirst, and were run-
ning back to the beach for ihe food.

From a slit in the door of the hug
the juniors watched them breathlessty,
wondering what was going to happen
after this, They saw the gang snatch
at the food and throw themselves on
the sand, tearing at it like wid
animals. The bully beef, the bananas,
and plantains vanished as if by maglc,
ample as the supply had been.

Satisfled at last, the ruffians sprawled
on the sand, but one of the gang—the
ithe, blacl-haired fellow who had
handled the knife, stared round him
curiously, spotted the hub, and came
{ramping up the path to it.

Streaky and Sandy and Dick ex-
changed glances, and their ‘hearls
beat. They were glad that a sirong,
thick door and massive bars were
between them and the desperado. The
plack-haired man groped over the door
and found it fast; then he called out:

“ Ouvrez—open!”

“No jolly fearl®” said Streaky.
“You're not coming in herel”

A laugh from the black-haired manh
was the answer—a low laugh, blood-
curdling in its ferocity and mockery:
But he said no more. Turning away
from the hut, he walked back to his
companions on the beach. Evidently
he had no doubt that the boys were
at the mercy of the a5 scon as
they chose to break into the hut.

"g&'hu—whnt are they?” muttered
Dick.

“Theyre French,” said Sandy Beam.
“ Goodness knows what else! By gum,
1 wish Sammy was backl” He sct hi
lips. *“We can't let Bammy run_into
that gang; they look a3 if they'd knife
him a8 soon ag look at him. Lucky old
Sammy fixed up a signall”

Sandy Bean stooped over lhe sea
chest in the hut and sorted out &
revolver., He placed the muzzle to the
slit in the door and fired twice into the
sand, ‘The juniors saw the five men
on the beach start and raise their
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heads and stare round at the sound of
the shots, They did not know that the
double shot was & signal—but Dr.
Samucl Sparshotf, tramping home-
ward through the jungile paths, knew.

CHAPTER 31.
Samaty Takes Controll .
AMMY  SPARSHOTT started.
S Faintly from afar, but ringing
clearly to his ears, came the
sound of the signal shots.

The headmaster of Grimslade, as he
tramped homeward under the sunset,
was not looking his accustomed cheery
He was thinking of Jim Dainty
and Ginger and Fritz, blown away to
sea in the boat, lost on the boundless
Alantic, The lost Jjuniors were seldom
out of his thoughts. He hoped and
tried to believe that somehow they had
escaped with their lives, but the hope
was faint and growing fainter.

But as he heard the warning shots
from the hut Sammy dismissed other
matters from his mind and was
instantly on the alert. That signal
meant danger. Cariridges were too
valuable, on the lonely island for the
firearms to be used for any other
1"0; & moment or I;wo Sammy
an
h:lswayatampmrun. Asheemerged
from the jungle paths and came
through the palm-grove, his eyes were
Eeeniy about him.

The sun was deep down in the west
over Castaway Island; In the east the
moon was rising over the Atlantic. The
Hght was dimming, but Satnmy’s keen
eyes picked up the scene at once. The
dingy leaky old boa} beached on the

sprawling
a lithe,
supple fellow with black hair and beard
—lounging up the sandy path towaras
And at that first glimpse of
the rough crew Sammy’s hand went
tq the revolver in his belt,
That the five Frenchmen who had

reason.
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landed on Castaway Island were a
crew of ecaped convicts from the
French penal setilement on the coast
of Gulana, Sammy could not know.
The “Ile du Diable,” or Devil's Island,
was too far away for that thought to
come into his mind at the moment,

But & glance told him that he had to
deal with a ruffianly and despera
gang, whoever and whatever they wete,
And he was glad that he never neg-
lected the precaution of going armed
ever since the vislt of Slim Stack in
his al e, Lonely and deserted as
the ialami was, da.ngar might come at
any moment, and ‘was always
ready for it. The revolver was in his

d, on the trigger, as he
strode on towards the hut.

The black-haired man reached the
door and struck on it with a clenched
ﬂst the other four, still sprawling in

the sand, were watch.ing him. Inside
the hut Streaky and Sandy and Dick
Dawson were on the alert when they
saw the black-haired man returning. -

“Open!” came the sharp voice of the
black-haired man, Sammy’s
ears as well as those in the hut.

“'Co and eat coke!” came Streaky's
answer from within,

“¥ou will open one door!” sald the
black-haired man. “You understand
me. mes enfants? Who you are I know

and care noi, but give us the hut,
and you shall be allowed to run free.
Diable! Keep me f0 wait, and I will
slit your necks like pigs—on the word
of Louis Lautrecl”

The juniors in the hut exchanged
glances. Evidently the gang had con-
sulted together and determined to take
possession of the hut for the night.
But Co. not the

Streaky
slighbest lntentlon of handing it over.
“Alors! Open the door!” éxclaimed
Lautrec “¥ou hear me to -
speak—is it not?”

impatiently.

‘“Buzz off|” answered Streaky, “I've
got & popgun here, and if you touch
the door again I shall pull trigger.”

For answer the black-haired rufian
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picked up a heavy houlder. stepped t-o
the door, and crashed tl

timber, The rest of t.he gang roue ﬁom_

the sand at the crash and came
towards him. Their knives were in
their hands now.

Bang]

Streaky was as good as his word,
From the slit in the door came the
stream of smoke from the revolver
within, and the bullet grazed the arm
of the black-haired rascal. Lautrec
gave a startled yell and sprang away,

There was a rapid patter of footstebs.
The gang sw round at the sound
and stared at the tall figure of Dr.
_Samuel Sparshott coming up at a run,
revolver in hand. There was a shout
in the hut:

“Here comes Sammy!”

“Diable!” TLautrec, taken by sur-
prise by Dr. Sparshott’s sudden appear-
ance, d,grlpped his Eknife. Like wild
animals the gang from Devil’s Island
eyed the headmaster; like wild animals
they would have leaped at him, but
the levelled revolver, with Sa.mmy’s
cool, clear cyes gleaming over it, held
them back,

“Drop those knives!” Eammys
voice came clear and sharp.
revolver in his hand seemed to single
out each of the scowling, savage

knives clanged on the ground, Lautres’s
last, The black-haired man seemed to
be the leader of the gang, and it was
easy to read in his dark, desperate face
that he was eager to lead o fierce rush
at the schoolmaster. But the revolver
held him in check, and the knife fol-
lowed the rest.

“YWho are you?’ rapped Sa.mmy

“A shipwrecked crew,
answered Lautrec, with a mocking
glitter in his black eyes. “We are
French; I alone speak English. And
you”

Sammy Sparshott scanned them,
‘That the savage crew had been
through bitter herdships he could see
edsily enough, though food and drink

monsieur,”.
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had revived them nuw Bearded,
, dirty, ferocious, they looked

like & crew of human wclve&—as,
indeed, they were, And his keen eye
detected on the leg of more than ons
of them a circle of rusty iron and a
fragment of a chair that had been filed
thro! That gave him a clue.

‘‘Convicts!” said Dr, Sparsholt
tersely.
“Vrail" aseent.ed Lautrec with cool
impudenc “You guess we are from
the Ile du Diable, monaiem? Thera
were more of us when we away
from Devil's Ialand but the others——"
He 5] his shnulders expressively,
“By we have

Ciel! nough
starve and to t.hlrst in l:he hoat.”
‘The others listened with knitted
brows and glin , Bavage eyes to the
talk they did not understand, as if try-
derstand the sirange lan-

ing to
guage,

‘The door ot the hut opened. Streaky
and Sandy and Dick stepped out—the
two former with revolvers in their
grasp, Dawson with an axe. The
juniors were ready to back up their
headmaster if it came to a tussle. The
black-haired man glanced round at
them with glittering eyes. Dr. Spar-
shott’s eyes rested grimly and thought.
fully on the Devil’s Island gang.

It was sheer ill-luck for the Grim-
slade castaways that chance had led
the escaping crew of convicts to their
island. To keep five desperate ruffians
prisoners was impossible; to shoot them
down was hardly to be thought of—and
the only other resource was to get rid
of them without delay. Sammny was
the man for rapid decisions:

“Get back to your boat!” he rapped.

“You do not offer us the hospitality
of your hut, monsieur?” sald Lautree,
in his tone of mocking impudence.

“I would as soon trust a pack of
wolves!” said Dr. Sparshott tersely.
“Listen to me! Your escape from
Devil's Island is no husiness of mine,
But you cannot remain on this island.
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¥ou shall be provided with food and
water—as much as your boat: CAan CArry.
you will go your way.”
“You send us hack to the sea,
monsieur?”

8o
“Exactly. And if you approach this

lslaud ngﬂin. I shall fire on you,” sald

Dr, Sparshott icily. “I warn you of
that, and I wam you also that I never
miss. Go back to your boat.”

The convicts drew together, mutter-
ing in French, Thelr fierce eyes lin-
gered on the knives. Sammy Sparsho
watched them like a cat. Only too well
he knew that his life and the lives of
the boys hung on a thread.

“Allons!” sald Lautrec at last, and
he started dnwnthepathtohhebeach.
foll by his At a slgn
from BSammy, Dick gathered up the
knives and carried t.hem into l;he hut.

under Sammy’s eye and Sammy’s
revolver they pushed off the crazy old
hoat and clambered into if.

Dr. Sparshot{ stood on the edge of
the sand, still covering th.e;zrld with mthe

slade
only too willing to supply their
necessitles from motives of humanity
and with the hope that in & well-pro-
visloned boat they would seek some
other refuge.
“Now go,” he sald at last, “snd a
good voyage to you! I warn ycm once

more that if you set toag?n this island | the

again I shall shoot!

The Devil's Island gang exchanged
fierce looks, Iaautrec's eyes were burn-
ing. He gri an oar, bent as if to
clrop it into the mwlouk, and then,
with & sudden movement, thrust it at
the tall figure on the water's edge.

Sammy Sparshott leaped aside from |channels

the thrust, and his revolver cracked at
the samo moment, There was a. fearful
yell from the black-haired man, snd he
staggered in the boat, his hand going
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to his ear, 'rherewssnspu:cofrsd
on his dark fingers,
enough?” asked

“Is that warning
Sammy coolly hme next bullet will

£0.
sun had disappeared behind the

th m]amihﬂl in the silvery moonlight the

boat pulled out of East Bay and
wn.!shed into the dusk of the séa.
“Qone!" said Streaky, with a deep
breath,
““For good?” said Sandy B
But that question wuld. not
answered yet,

be

CHAPTER 32
Fallen Armvong Fozsl

L OME again!” sald Jim Dainty,
H “My giddy goloshest" said

“Ach! I vas ferry sieepy mit mein-
self!"” mumbled Fritz Splitz. “Vy for
ve not .s!eepmtepoat and back
in te morning after?”

“Stick in the boat if you like!™
grmnned Ginger. “We're going.”

“Peast and prute! I sticks not here
mit meinself alone!” grunted Fatiy
Pritz.

“Come on, Friday!"" called Jim
Dalnbtgr, t'm-ul the monkey hopped out of

at.

It was midnight on Castaway Island.
‘High over the wooded hill hung the
white, round moon, shedding silvery
light on wood and jung!e, glistening
beach and rugged rock.

On the scuth side of the Island, where
the iide gurgled and splashed in the
among the reefs, Jim Dainty
and Ginger Rawlinson had made their
landing. After the fight with the con-
vict boat's crew, far out on the At-
lantic, they had waited for the wind,
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which came with sunset, and made a
wide sweep to the southward, to avoid
another ble meetlng with the
Devil’s Island g -
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of course, unaware that the Devils
Island gang had landed in the bay and
Sammy's revolver
But from the fact that the boa¢
been b the rocks of the

ay
boat into a well-known channel among
the reefs, and landed on the island that
‘was home to them.

While Ginger secured the painter,
Jim Dainty climbed to the top of a tall
rock and scanned the shore in the
glistening m ht, He
that the convicts' boat had headed for
Castawny Island, and, If so, it was
likel§ that it had pulled into the bay

many hours since, If there had been
trouble between the convicts and tae
castaways, it had happened.

But there was no sign of life on the
moanllt. s{w

“Can’t ‘see anyt.!:inz of that gang,
Gmgerl" said Ji

“They'd la.nd in the bay, i they
came at alL"” ang Ginger. “Thank
goodness we kept clear of them get-
ting here. Keep your eyes open, old
bean, and let's get going.”

Tramping over rock and reef, leav-
ing the boat at lts moorings in the
channel, the juniors reached the shore
and turned along it to the east. Jim
and Ginger walked briskly, Friday scut-
tling along gaily, evidently merry and
tright at peiting on dry land again,
Fatty Fritz rolling along in the rear,
grunting,

Onse past the big, rocky headland

. which the castaways had named South
Point, they had & view of the wide bay
on the east. side of the island.

“My giddy goloshes!” ejaculated
Ginger Rawlinson suddenly. He halted,
ceught Jim by the arm with ong
and with the other pointed to & dark
object that lay among the rocks of the
headland.

“A hoat!"” breathed Jh:u.

It was a boni—beached above reach
of the sea. That it was the convicts’
boat they could hardly doubt; but it
'waf emply—there was no sign of the
tattered crew. Jim and Ginger were,

belleved { but

headland, they could guess tha¢ the
crew had some reason for not I
on the open beach in sight of the hut.

Lautrec and his crew had put out to
sea b Sammy’s order, backed up by his
gun, but they had returned by shealth.
Of that Jim l.nd Ginger knew r.hing

they knew now that the Devil’s
Island gang must be on

“If theyre between us and the hut
—" muttered Ginger.

There was a sudden startled squeal
from Friday, who had gone-scuttling on
ahead and disappeared under a cluster
of palms near the shore, The monkey
came leaping and scrambling back.

Then there was an outbreak of
voices, a rush of shadowy forms
the palms, and five tattered figures
came leaping into the moonlight,

Savage hands grasped the Juniors.
Jim and Ginger resisted desperately.
But for the fact that SBammy Sparshott
had disarmed the convicts, their lives
would have been worth little at that
moment. But Lautrec was shou
to-his comrades to take them, and the
capture was easy cnough, in spite of
their resistance.

Friday, squealing, disappeared Into
the trees, unheeded by the convicts;
but Jim and Ginger and Fatty Fritz
were grasped and held—panting in the
midst of a circle of flerce, bearded, des-
perate faces. It was evident that the
convicis knew them again, and the
Grimsladers expected instant death.

“In the boat at sea you beat us off—
mals oui!” The black-haired man
grinned at Jim Dainty. “Here it is
another tale, n'est-ce-pas? You walk
into our hands. You belong—yes—¥you
belong here—you are some of the rest,
yes? The tall man—he with the pun—
you know him, isn't it? Yes!”

Jim and Ginger knew that he must
be referring to Sammy Sparshoit,

“Yes,” gasped Jim.  “Dr. Sparshott
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will shoot every scoundrel of you if you
harm us.” .

The black-haired man laughed softly.
“With your lives in our hands, the
tall one, he will not shoot—non! I

think not1"
He snapped an order to the crew.
One of the ruffians serambled w&éhe
a

bomnd together in a helpless bunch.
Their faces were white in the gleam
of the moon.,

The storm and the ocean had spared
them; they had found their way back
to Castaway Island—for this!

GHAPTER 23
The Dumb Messenger!

CRATCH, scratch, scratch!
Dr. SBamuel Sparshott heard the
faint sound in the silence of the
tropic night on Castaway Island.
as he heard it, he raised himself on his
elbow and listened, his hand stretching
out to the revolver that lay comveni-

ently close beside his hammock.
the adjoining room in the hus,

and Dick Dawson  But “Sammy”
Sparshott was sleeping very Hghtly
that moonlight night—in fact, he
seemed to sleep like & weasel, with
one eye open—and his quick ears
caught that sound of scratching and
shuffiing at the barred door_of the hut.

But he relinquished the butt of the
revolver, and settied back in the ham-
mock. His instant thought had been
of danger that the convict crew whoi
he had driven off the island at the
muzzle of his gun had returned  But
it was not that—whatever measures the
Devil's Island gang might have taken,
certainly none of them would have
been seratching at the door, like a losi
cat seeking admittance, The head-
mester of Grimsiade Scheol sgetiled
down to sleep again,

And | into sockets.

/
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Scrateh, scratch, scratch! It was
some animal scratching and.clawing at
the barred door. And that was strange
enough, for there were few animals on
Castaway Island—chi monkeys.
‘Whatever animal it was, it was persis-
tent. Sammy Sparshott sat up again.

Scratch, scrateh] Scuffle, scuffie!
A body was brushing and bumping on
the door, as if to attract attention from
within, What it could mean, was &
mystery, Dr. Sparshott resolved fo
discover what it meant, anyhow.

He slipped from the hammock,
hastily drew on & few clothes, grasped
his revolver, and stepped into the outer
and larger room of the hut, The three
juniors were fast ssleep, and he moved
quletly, 50 a8 not to awaken them, @3
he stepped to the door. There, with
the revolver gripped in his hand, he:
stood listening to the Incessant scrateh-
ing and scuffling outside.
was 8 sit, used as o spy-hole.
covered by & Mttle shutter that fitted
Dr. Sparshott softly slid
the shutter aside, and looked through.

Outside, the moonlight lay in n sheet
of silver on the beach, sloping down to
the broad bay that fronted the Atlantic.
In front of the hut was a strange,
startling figure, the sight of which
made Dr. Samuel Sparshott start, and
It was the figure of
a hairy monkey, oddly.clad in cotton
sidrt and trousers and & tattered hat!

For a long moment, Sammy Spar-
shott stared at that strange figure,
his heart beating Hke a hammer.
Por he knew that queer figure—he
imew Priday, the monkey, whko had
gone with Jim Dainty and Ginget
Rawlinson and Fritz Splitz, when they‘
had been blown out to sea in the gale
Priday, the ey—back on Castaway:
ﬁlﬂaﬁd—thm was no mmistake about

Sammy Sparshott almost wondered

4 he was ng this. If
Friday had survived, then the juniors
in the lost boat had survived, and the
dreas! that had lain like lead on his
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heart, that they had gone to their
death in the storm at sea, was lifted.

ot I BUCiEs et . s
door in 'S eager ung
the door wide open, and, with a squeal
of delight, the monkey hopped into the
doorway. Dick Dawson and Streaky
and Sandy started up in their bunks at
the .sudden noise. They gave a yell
at the sizht’of Friday, and bounded out
of their bunks.

“They've come back!”  yelled
Streaky. “Where’s Ginger?”

““Jimb” exclaimed Dick breathlessly.

Sammy stepped out of the hut. He
stared about him in the moonlight.
There was no living soul to be seen on
the shelving beach; no sign of a boat
on the shore or in the bay, Friday was
there, but of Jim Dainty and Ginger
. and Fatty Fritz there was nothing to
be seen.

“I's Triday, sir!" gasped Sandy
Bean, “Ib's the jolly old monkey that
went in the boat with them! They've
come bhack!"”

“It is the monkey, my hoys,” sald
Dr. Sparshott. “But he has come
alone. I cannof un it”

"“He couldn’t have come back unless
the boat came back!” exclaimed
Stresky. “The fellows must have re-
burned, but—" He ran out of the
Sk, with the other two juniors, an
stopped short in sheer astonishment.

The monkey was there, but how he
had come there was a 1

w“
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“'If old Friday could only talk!” sald
Streaky. .

Friday was doing his best! He was
chatiering, jabbering, and squealing,
hepping with excitement. Dr, Sparshott
thought hard. Jim Dainty and his
companions, as they returned, might
have sighted the convicts' boat, and
changed their course to avoid it. That
would account for their having made
their landfall at a distance, out of
sight of the hut on the bay. But i
did not account for the monkey co

e. ‘What reason was there why
the boys should not have come with
him? " If Friday could but have
spnken—sam okt

Bud my realised very qui
that if Friday's human comy had
not come back with him, it must be be-
cause they could not—something had
happened to prevent them, since they
had landed once more on Castaway
Island. And the thought of the Devil's
Island gang haunted him. He had
driven them off the island—but had
they returned in the night?

Friday was clawing at him, hopping
and capering and jabbering, and Dick
Dawson gave a sudden shout:

“He wants you to go with him, sir!™

Sammy stared at the excited monkey.
gj’rldat::r was augxbing at hém, cl:l;w;ng at

m, trying ‘ag him down path
from the hut. Dick was the first to
guess what was in the intelligent ani-
mel's mind, But the moment he had

V.

Seldom had Dr. Sparshott been so
utterly puzzled and perplexed, But his
face was bright—brighter than it had
been for many days—ever since the
castaways' boat had been blown out to
Sef.

“What does it mean?” gasped Dick
Da‘wson blank]yth. boys—that

‘It means this much, my
they are living!” said Dr. Sparshott,
“For some reason they have not landed
in the bay—but they must have re-
turned to the island, or the monkey
could not be here. Their lives have
been spared!”

L it was clear to the others.

“You are right, Dawson!” said Dr.
Sparshott quietly. ' Somethin,
happened to the boys. It is cleay that
they have succeeded in getting back,
but something has happened since they
landed.  Friday knows where they
He cannot tell me—but he can
guide me.”

“And us!™ exclalmed Streaky.

Sammy shook his head.

“You will remain to guard the hut.”
he said, “This may mean that the con-
victs have returned. Keep the door
barred when I have gone—and fire if,
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- you are attacked. I trust you to keep
watch.”

A very few minutes later, Friday,
jabbering with satisfaction, was hop-

shott, oor of the hut was
barred, the junlors within Kkeeping
walch an:

d :

Friday, loping on ahead, looked hack
every now and then with his twinkling
redrimmed eyes to make sure that
Sammy Sparshott was following. He
was so0n satisfled that the headmaster
of Grimslade understood
wanted—and scuttled on faster, Sammy
ggkmu Into a trot to keep pace with

The monkey plunged into the jungle,
following a trampled path, made by the
castaways, that led to the soulhern
shore of the island, With his revolver
gripped in his hand, Dr. Sparshott fol-
lowed, sure that the intelligeal ape was
leading him to the lost schoolboys, and
little doubting that he was being led
also to the Devil’s Island gang. For
what else have prevented the
hoys from coming back with Friday?

Had they, landing at last on Cast-
away Island, landed only to fall into
hands? ‘What had

Sammy's face was
grim, and his cyes glinting, as he
tramped on after his monkey guide.

CHAPTER 14,
In the Shadow of Death!
Y giddy goloshes!” murmured
Gms:er Rawlinson. “What a
seltl™

‘M
m;t,ﬁed his teefh.

‘The three juniors were tied Logether
in a bunch, Jimn's left arm to Ginger’s
gght, his right to Fritz’ left, and an-

er rope was knotted round the three
of them.

On the shores of Castaway Island,
which they had reached after so many
perilous adventures on the wide Atlan-
tic, this was what had awaited them!
The storm and the occan had spaved
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them, but now they had fallen into
the desperate hands of the convicts
after they had landed. Hardly a mile
away, round the circling ghore of the
bay, was the hut where their friends
were—the friends who woukl have
flown to their gid had they known. And
they were helpless prisoners, their lives
hanging on a thread.

As they stood bunched together, the
five French convicts stood in a iattered
group near them, muttering together in
their own language, In the glimmex
of the moon they looked a fearful erew
—tattered, bearded, , haggard
from their hardships in the boat in
which they had escaped from Devil's
Island, far away on the ccast of
Guiana,

As they muttered they cast evil looks
at the bound schoolboys, and it was
easy to see that four of the gang would
have disposed of them swiftly enough;
but the black-haired man, Lautrec,
held them In check. It was not from
motives of mercy, for he was as savage
end desperate as any of the crew,
though he d a more inlelligent
and. educated man than the others, The
prisoners were pawns in his game io
obtain the mastery of Castaway Island,

“Mein gootness!™ moaned Fritz
Splitz, quivering with terror umder the

threatening looks of the convicts.
“Ve vas all tead]” *

“Keep a stiff upper lip, falty!”
giunted Ginger. “My giddy goloshes!
If Sammy only knew we were here, and
how we were fixed—"

“ Sammy will save us,” mutterad Jim,
“if—if they let us Hve!”

The talk among the convicis was
growing angry and excited. The
juniors caught words here and there,
in the rapid Prench, as the rufians
gahbled together, The word “tuer”
came to their ears more than onee, and
they knew that “tuer” meant “Kkil.”
“Lg mort” (death) was snarled again
and again by one or another of the
savage gang.

Evidently the ruffians had not for-
gotten the fight out /b sea, when they
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had striven to seize the Grimsiade boat
and hnd been driven off. Some
them showed marks that they had re-
ceived in that struggle.

The black: et man was gesticulat-
ing angriiy his eyes flashing, his voice
rising shril He was the leader of
the gang, bul; he had s mutinous seb of
followers. Bui his influence and his
arguments seemed to convince the
ruffians at last, and there were sullen
grunts and growls of assent,
SRVagE. eyes, under beetling brows, still
glemmed menace at the prisoners.
Lautrec, leaving the others in a growl-
ing group, stepped towards the juniors.

Fritz Splitz almost conapsed with
terror as he approached, Jim and
Ginger stood steady, though their
hearts were beal palftully,

“Allons!  You Hve!™ said Lautrec,
with & mocking , “Mes camarades,

. they would kill, but I make them to be-
ligve that you are useful ‘to live. Com-

prenez?” 3

H‘e laughed.

“This tall' one—that Sparshoti--he
has taken from us our Khives, or, ma
fol, you are cut to pieces when we seize
you“’ he went on. *For you it Is bonne
chance that the tall one take our
knives! But couper la gorge—ihat is
not . the only way to die, mes enfants!
If you do not serve my p you
die—terribly!

“ Dainty!”

urposs,
You—your names”

“Bon! Vous venez le batean avec
nous—you come in the boat with us—
les autres—the others remain! We go
10 the hut where your schoolmaster, he
sleep.  ¥ou knock at a door—eompre-
nez? . That t2ll one, he open at your
voice, He shali not see us till we seize
him, and all is done!”

Jinx Dainty’s eyes flashed.

“¥ou shall kill me first!” he said,
between his teel

Lautrec laughed again—a low, ferc-
cious laugh that was blood-curdling to
hear.

‘“Nous verrons—we shall see! There
are the other boys, who rcmain here;
and if a single shot is fired a$ the hut,
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the man I leave wilh th.em, he kill! I
of | leave with them le petit Goujon, who
go to the Devil's I because, in

Paris, he strangle one gendarme!”

Jim Dainty was unticd from the
other two, his arms remaining bound.
Twa of the conivicts came to him, and,
taking his arms, him_roughly
down the shore to the crazy old hoat In
which the gang had come. Lautrec
followed with another. The man he

though ; calied Goujon—a thick-set ruffian, with

the face of a wolf—remained with
Ginger and Fritz.

‘The boat was dragged from the rocks
of the headland into the water, and
Jim thrown roughly into it. Lautreg
and his comrades followed him in and
pushed off.

Ginger Rawlinson, his face white as
chalk, stared after the boat as it disap-
peared in the moonlight across the
gleaming bay. The moon was sinking
now, the light not so clear, and the boat
was soon lost to sight, and the rastle of
the oars in the rusty rowlocks died
away.

Ginger’s heart was like lead in his
breast. He could have no doubt that
he had looked on Jim Dainty for the
last time in life; for he was certain
that Jim would never lend himself to
the treacherous plan the black-haired
scoundrel had formed.

Ginger gave a groan. Jim Dainty
had gone {o his death—and it was
death for those who remained behind!
The convict who remained to guard
them had his orders if a shot was fived
at the hut—orders that he was only
t00 keen to carry out. His evil, threaten-
ing face told that only too plainly.

Fritz Splitz, overcome by fear, leaned
back feebly asainst a shadowy trunk,
his fat legs hardly su

“Meln gootness|” B,ned. “Tat
Sammy vm shoot ven tey are at te hut
—and ve vas tead—ve vas bofe tead!
Mein gootness!®”

Ginger made no answer. As the long,
long minutes passed he listened with
feverishly stralned ears. Goujon,
standing & few yards from him., was



listening, foo. If a shot was fired

What was going to happen at the
hut? Ginger’s feverish thoughts fol-
‘lowed the boat as the long, long minutes
crawled bg They mu.st. have got across
the bay this anded on the
heach, gone up to ths hut, What would
happen then? The minutes seemed
like hours. Suddenly there came &
the silence,

th
‘The shot had been fired at the
Therewsss.mutter from Goujon. He
turned on two prisoners, His
savage eyes were blazing under his
had been

] P
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shore, and dark figures came up the
path from the beach—wild, tattered
long, hlack shadows in

‘the

“The conviets!” muttered Dick
“They’re coming!™

They knew now that the Deyils
Island geng hed returned. As they
peered through sli

hut, the amazed juniors dis-
cerned that only four of them were
convicts, gm\

his arms were bo and

mognljght on his !aee revealed familiar

shaggy brows, His
had told him

fired on, and Lautrec
what to dn. ‘With the spring of a tiger,
thérgocﬂ'mt leaped at the prisoners.

The fingers were already at Ginger's
throat when g shot rang out close at
hand. 'megraspoit.beconmten
from Ginger as Goujon gzered
groaned, and crashed ove and lay on
the sand with a bullet in his heart. And
Ginger Rawlinson, staring round with
wiki eyes, saw 8 monkey in tattered
trousers skipping in the moonlight, and
after him came the tall figure of Sammy
gﬁalil&ho;t, with a smeking revolver in

and.

GHAPTER 35,
Jimt Dainty's Ordeatt
DIObK DAWSON  caught

reath. .
“Theyre coming now!”
breathed.

His eye was to the spy-hole In the
door of the hut. One or another of
the schoolboys had been watching there
ever since Sammy had gone. They were

An hour had passed—more than
an hour—and the three Grimsladers in
the hut watched and listened, eager
for news of the lost juniors,

Faini through the silence there
came a sound of a boat thudding on the

his
he

“Jiml” breathed Dick Dawsoun. It
wasg his chum.

“Jim Dainty!” muttered Streaky
Bacon. ‘'And—and those brutes have
got him! Where's Ginger?”

“Get_your gun ready!” whispered
Sandy Bean.

‘The bunch of figures came without a
the path. They

halted a few yards from the hut.
Evidently they belicved that the occu-
pants were sleeping—as, indeed, they
would have been had not Friday given
Sammy Sparshott the alarm. The

three within heard a whisper from

Lautree:

“On dorme! Mais pas un mot!”

Stresky & Co, caught that whisper,
in the deep silence: *‘They sleep, but
not & wordl” What treachery was the
black-haired villain planning? He must
believe that Dr. Sparshott was there.
He could know nothing of the monkey’s
intervention,

The juniors In the hut waited breath-
lessly. Streaky and Sandy grasped
revolvers. Dick Dawson had an axe.
His heart thumped at the sight uI his
chum, bound, In the midst the
Devil’s Island gang. Why the ccmvicts
had brought their prisoner there he
could not, for the moment, guess; but
he ugi.u going to rescue his chum, if he
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“Listen!” breathed Streaky.

Lautrec was in a low
W. , to his prisoner, the other con-
viets standing sllent. The juniors

“You, Dainty!
go to a door—you tap. Yes,
oui of sight $ill a door is open. You
make the = aster to open a door
at the sound of your voice, thinking
that you come alone—yes?”

Jim Dainty did not reply His face
wu:s'wﬁntcmd that Dr m'shw%l-;
el e 5 iparsho
was In the hut, sk

knew only too well what would ha.pnen
once Sammy had opened the door. A
by the convicts, and then the og-

rush
cupn.nts of the hut, taken by surprise, | door.

would be quickly uvﬂ'powared,.
Lautrec’s grasp was on Jim, his b‘.lnck
eyes g
made & gestu‘re to his. associates, am!
they slunk into the cover of the walls
of the hut, to keep out of sight when
the door was opened.
“Vous comprenez?” Lautrec’s voice
was a faint whisper, like the hiss of a
serpent, “Your Hfe, the lives of your
friends, if you fall me. compmnm,
monh cher? I leave with them
And if he hear a shot he has his o
~you know what!”
Jim. stood silent.
Better a hundred deaths ﬂ‘mn to be-
Island

bound, helpless, watched by the ruth-
less rumau, Goujon, to be murdered
without merey if & shot was fired from
the hut. And if he gave the alarm
%Sg was no douht that shots would be

With a face like chalk, wet with pers-
piration, Jim stood silent, in a
Lautree’s grip tightened on his arm, He
whispered again.

87

‘*Allons donc! You obey, or—"

“Never!” breathed Jim. *Villain—
rascal—rotter—never! You shall kill
me firs!” 3

But his voice was subdued. He

the wall, suppressed their breathing,
waiching Lautrec and the boy
eyes that gleamed in l:he moonlight ke
the eyes of wild beas

“Your life, and the lives of the
others!” hissed Lautrec. “You tap at
the deor with your foot; you call—fake
care what{ you call mon cher! One
shot, and your friends yonder—Goujon
twist them the neck! Venezl”
He dragged Jim Dainty closer to the

Within the hut the three juniors had
strained their ears, to hear the low
wh]spm-ing without. A word or two

them. Enough, added fo
Lautrecs action, to make them under-
stand why Jim Dainty had been
brought there.

Leaving hlm standing in front of the
door, Lautrec crouched to one side, to
keep out of sight, with his Dommdes,
when the goor was opened, ready for
o | e i S mients

eny perspiration s L
his face. Ginger's sake he dared
not give the alarm, but not to save

own life inger’s he
have obeyed the orders of the convict.
Lautrec’s black eyes glittered at him.

‘Within the hut, Streaky whispered to

comrades.

There was a sudden soutid in the hut
as the bars of the door clattered down.
Even as that sound warned Jim and
the convicts that the occupants of the
hut were not asleep, but wakeful and
watching, the door flew cpen and Dick
Dawson grasped Jim and dragged him
headlong inside. With a howl of sur-
prise and rage Lautree leaped up.
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Btvek .ﬁred lank at the I
Streaky. t-blank at the leap-
ing doorway. Lautrec

figure in
bounded back, not qu.tte escaping the
bullet that gashed along his swarthy
cheek and drew a spurt of blood. The
next Instant the door was slammed and
Sandy Bean jammed a bar into the
sockets. Outside, the four convicts
howled with fury, like wolves.
“Jim1” panted Dick.

Streaky lighted a candle.  Dick
cafight up a knife and cut his chum
free. Jim Dainly staa'gered akalnst
the table, white as dee

groaned.
Ginger?”
‘“Have they got him?”
“ They left Ginger and Pritz with one
the gang, to kill them if a shot was

Oh. heavens!™

Lautrec's savage voice came In a
scream from without.

“Name of a name! Nom d'unnom!
Les autres—the others—you have given
them to death!™

The yelling voice broke off as there
came, ringing across the silent hay, the
:ound of a pistol-shot from the dis-

ance,

“Oh, my goloshesl It's
Sammy ! elled mad with de-
light. ‘-‘Gnod old 8

Friday, chattering and squealing,

two prisoners. Dr.

came up, with his long
strides. He did not waste a glance on
the figure of Goujon, sprawling motion-
Iess In the sand. He snaiched a knife
from his belt and cut Ginger Raw-
linson and Fatty Fritz free of their
bonds, Friday lmpped and skipped,
squealing loudly. He had missed his

“Where is Dainty?” rapped Sammy.
“They've got him!" panted Ginger.
“They've gone in the bost, taking Jim
with them, sirt”
He panted it all out in a few wonis.
Sammy Sparshott's face set hard as
he stared across the moonlit bay. He

ted perspiration,
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had heard the shot frem the hut, which
was followed by his own, aimed at
QGoujon, One of the despernte gang
had gone o his account, but the other
four were ot the hut—mwith Jim Dainty
in their hands. Priday had led them
to the rescue, and he had saved the
two prisoners. Buf what had been Jim
Dainty’s fate?

“Follow me!l” rapped Saimnmy.
must make for the hut!”

The dawn was breaking over Cast-
away Island, & faint, rosy flush creep-
ing over the sea. the foliage of the
woeded hill gieaming in the early rays.
Breathing in gulps, streaming with
Sammy Sparshott came
out on the beach at iast, before the hut.
In the glimmmn%'h dawn he saw the
dingy old hoat e water's edge. and
four tattered, e figures gathered

before the hut. But of Jim Dainty he
saw nothing.

Crack! Crack! Crack! rang his
revolver, pitching bullets at the bunch
of convicts as he ran. And ther
& startled yell from the Devil's Islaml
gang.

‘They spun round at Sammy—running
towards them like a deer, his revolver
spitting fire as he came. He was be-
tween them and their boat.  Their
escape o tho sea was cut off. Ome look
at him was enough for the gang. They
scattered like rabbits, racing away into
the palms, disappearing from sight al-
most in 3 moment. Sammy, panting,
ran on to the hut. The door was flung
open atd the junlors ran out.

“Dainty!” roared Sammy.

He could hardly believe his eyes as
he saw Jim with Streaky and Sandy
and Dick.

“Da&ntys herc, slrl” panted Streaky.

“But Ginger—
“Ginger!” greaned Jim Dainiy.
him—— Why what—-
Look!

“They left
Ginger Rawlinson,

“We

Oh my hat! Ginger”

his red head
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“Ginger and Fritz are safe!” said
Sammy Sparshott. “Friday guided
me to them. But thank Heaven I find
¥ou safe also, Dainty!"

Ginger came panting up. Streaky
and Sandy rushed at him and hugged
him in their gelight.

“Grimslade wins!” panted Ginger.
“ Hurrabw"

“Hurrgh}”

Sammy Sparshott’s face was bright.
The headmaster of Grimslade fairly
grinned as he looked over his flock,
happily reunited once more.

Sammy Sparshdtt had no doubt what-
ever that with three revolvers in their
possession, the Grimslade party would
have little difficuity in rounding up the
four unarmed men, who had lost even
their boat. And so it proved.

The next morning, maki
across the island, the Grimsladers came
upon the four comvicis sleeping the
sleep of exhaustion, and secured them,
under the menace of Sammy's revol-
¥ers, without a struggle.

“Now let’s rope them up to the irces
while we have a dip before grub,” said
Ginger Rawlinson. “Lend a hand here,
my hearties!” )

Ginger Rawlinson, Jim Dainty, and
Dick Dawson reped the convicts to the
trunks of the palms, and then joined
Sandy Bean and Streaky Bacon, who
were waiting for them by the water's

edge.

‘The schoolboy Orusoes enjoyed that
dip after their labours of the morning.
‘The broad Atlantic was calm and placid
beneath the heat haze, and the water
was delightfully warm.

“Raco you out to the point, Streaky!”
sang out Jim Dainty,

“Come on, then!” replied Streaky
Bacon, and began to strike out with
tremendous energy.

Jim Dainty went after him with a
rush, what tlme Dawson & Co. took
things easy and werc content to watch
the keen struggle between Jim and
Streaky. Both were first-class swim-
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mers, and as the point of the jsland
came within a dozen yards of them Jim
and Streaky put in a final spurt. Their
2rms flashed in and out of the blue
water with the precision of machinery,
and Streaky reckoned he would beat
his chum by & yard, and nothing more,
What happened next Streaky hardly
knew. Hig head was almost lost to
sight in the water, when something
struck him between the eyes, It was
Eob tx severe blow, but it made Streaky
owl.

“Yaroooh!”

“What's wrong, Streaky?”
Jim Dainty, reaching his chum,

“I biffed my face on something,”
spluttered Streaky, and I've swallowed
about apint of sea water!”

He irod water and gazed about him,
Jim did likewise. And almost in the
same moment; they saw what it was
that Streaky had encountered. A large
‘wine bottle bobbed up and down a few
yards away, and it was that, obviocusly,
which ‘Streaky had fouled.

“It’'s 8 bottle!” sald Jim Dainty,
“Corked, too!”

Both juniors swam towards the bottle,
;stnd Jim Dainty was the first to reach
“Eurekal It’s a message from some-
one! Look, Streaky!”

Streaky Bacon whooped his excite-
ment. Through the glass of the bottle
he could plainly see a rolled-up sheet
of paper, with writing on it.

“Let’s take it back to Sammy,” said
Jira Dainty, and, tuming, he started
back for the beach. x

“Boys,” said Dr. Sparshott when Jim
Dainty had handed over the bottle,
“this may prove a lucky find indeed.
Ii what is passing In my mind is at all
pogsible of accompl t, we shall
owe & vote of thanks to Bacon and
Dainty.”

“What's the message say, sir?” asked
gtrn;“Da!nty. “I¥'s In French, isni it,

“'It is,” smiled Dr. Spavshott; “so I
will translate it for you. Listen!™

panted
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In English the strange read
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“ Absolutel

Then you think

as follows:

companion and I ave stranded
on an island'—here Dr. Sparshott
broke off to explain tha{ a compass
bearing of the island's position followed
—“ ‘upon which we crashed. Both of

us are badly injured. and our seaplane
is damaged. We have supplies for
twenty days, When those twenty days
have passed we sghall starve or die of

st. In Heaven's name, the finder of
] s tem" ge please save us from such
a fate’

Dr. Sparghott broke off, 4 thoughtful
expression on his bronzed fentures.
“That's sbout the gist of it, my
boys,” he sald. “We musl: fry to get
to these unfortunate men.”
Who are they, s!r?” asked Jim

“Acnm'dms to this message, they are
two French airmen who were sent out
to locate the convicts who escaped
from Devil’s Island,” explained Sammy.
“And, what is more important, my
boys, they are within a few hours' sall
of this island. After we have eaten,
Dainty, you and I will take cut the
boat in an effort to locate these injured
girmen and their plane. Come!"”

He stowed the message inside his
shirt and strode back to the hut. Afler
& hasty meal, Dr. Sparshott loaded
the castswa;vs' hoat with a supply of
stores, and drew Ginger Rawlinson on

I'm gning to leave you

one side.
“Rav.hnann,
J.u charge of th
“Yes, sir.”
“You will st.and no nonsense from
the prisoners, you understand,” added
Dr, Sparshott. “Il' they should give
any trouble, sto]
should break don't hesitate to
sho rous men.'”

" replied Ginger.
Dr. Sparshott handed him the two
revolvers,

“I am taking Dalnty with me on this
irip to sea, andldontsuyposewe
shall be back until to-morrow. I can
devend upon you, Rawlinson?”

their rations, If they | fully.

iyl
you'll find this isln.nd. the airmen speak

" If their compass eanns isa om‘recl‘.
one, I cannot miss it, my go
case, it is our duty to try wm
these unfortunate men. Come, Dalnby!"

Jim Dainty took a grip of the gun-
wale of the boat and began to run it
down the beach into the wnber
Watcied by his envious chums, he
stepped the mast and hoisted the sal!.
Dr, Sparshott took the tiller. The boal
began to glide out of the bay as f.he
slight breeze filled the sail, and soon the
Grimslade juniors were but specks in
the distance,

Ginger Rawlinson & Co, waved their
farewells until the boat was lost to
sight, whilst Dr. Sparshutt., setting &
compass course, headed the boat across
the rolling expanse of the vast Atlantic
and hoped for the best.

CHAPTER 36
The Btranded Afrmenl
hours went Jim Dainty
scanned the uﬂgmmm blue of
the sea and sky, straining his eyes
for a sight of land,

Worried thoughts were passing
through his mind now. Supj they
lost their way? Supposing their au&plv
of food ran ouf, or worse
water? Supposing & tropical storm over:
took them?

Dr. Sparshott the unusual
gravity on Jim Dainxy.s face, and smiled
reassuringly.

“Don’t worry, my boy,” he said cheer-
‘" Grimslade will win through.
At the rate we are progressing, I reckon
we sh.ould .‘.t,rlke this igsland within the

Ir. seemed an intérminable hour to
Jim Dainty, but his heart leapt lugh
when, through the mist blanketing th
distant view or the rolling Atlantic, he
eaught sight of land,

“Land-ho, sirl” he exclaimed, stand-
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ing upright in the boat, and pointing , him

to starbosrd. “It's an island, sir!”

the glare of the sun and looked intently.

“You're rlghk, Dainty. I'll shift our
ourse a point.”

Jim Dainty was all excitement now,
Nearer and nearer to the view came the
island, rising out of the sea like 2
ghost, but no sign of life greeted the
boat as it forged on.
Jim reckoned he was within hailing dis-
tance did the siranded airmen make
their presence known. Buf it was the
island, sure enough. To the r!ght on a
long, sandy stretch of beach, Jim made
out the shape of a seaplane, high and

“Look, sir!” he exclaimed. “There’s
the seaplanel!”

Dr. Sparshott looked.

) 4, too,” he
observed. “But \vhere are the two
French airmen?”

Jim Dainty shook his head. Like
Sammy, he was wondering whether the
two men had succumbed to their
infuries,

The boat ran Inte a tiny cove and
gim jumxéed ?s‘ﬁt’uﬁ"fﬁ'f;&“ hango Dr.

ammy Sparshof e him run
the boat up on to the beach, clear of
the water, saw that the painter was
made secure, and then sirode up the

shelving beach, hands cupped to his
mouth.,
“Hallo, there!"” he bellowed. *“Hallo,

there!"”

Still came no answering shout. With
Jim Dainty at his heels, the Grimslade
headmaster entered the cluster of
palms which lay beyond the beach and
gazed about him keenly. Jim’s sharp
eyes detected the natural cave which
probably served as a shelter for the two
stranded mrmcn, and excitedly he
pointed it out.

“That looks likely, my boy!” .con-
ceded Dr. Sparshott.

He stood at the mouth of the cave,
noting with a certain amount of satis-
Taction the trampled-down creepers.

“Hallo, there'" His voice awoke the
echioes of the cave and rolled back at

Not even when | ac
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mockingly. When the echoes died
away, a faint moan filtered out of the.
cave,

‘‘Come on, my boy!” said Dr. Spar-
shott. “They are in there, and they
must.bejnabad way, or else they
would have come out to meet us.”

He entered the cave with Jim at his
heels,
outfit.

both Jim Sammy saw the men for
whom they had searched,

“Heaven be praised!” A bearded,
wan-faced man bout s age
ralsed himself on his w and croaked
the words. “Our s have been

answered, Water—water, monsieur!”
Dr. Sparshott sank on one knee and
allowed the injured man to drink spar-
ingly from his water-bottle. His com-
panion lay dreadfully still—so motion-
less that Jim Dainty, peerlng at him,
thought that he no longer Hved, But
the boy saw the stricken man’s eye-
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1ids ficker for & moment,
breathed a sigh of relief.

“He's alive, siri”

Dr. Sparshott crossed over to ihe
second airman and forced the neck of
the water-bottle between his tightly-
clenched jaws. The precious fluid began
o revive him almost immediately.

Ancther hour went by before the
stricken sirmen mede any atlempt to
answer questions or ask any. Then Dr.
Sparshott and Jim Dainty learned that
the two had been stranded
on the tropical island for nineteen days,
as far as they could gauge it, and that
their supplies of food and water had
given out.

#Well, messieurs,” said Dr. Spar-
shotf, “we at least have plenty of stores
on our own island, and the best thing
for us to do s to get 1]0!.! there as
quickly as possible. Dainty, help me
carry them out. Careful, they appear
to be badly crocked.”

In the full light of day Dr. Sparshott
was able to make & better examination

and e

of the injured men. Both had broken [P

legs and head wounds, whilst one-—the
pilot of the seaplane, so it transpired—
had fractured a rib and broken an arm.
With rough-and-ready splints Dr, Spar-
shott bound up their wounds, after
naving bathed and treated them with
an antiseptic. Then he drew Dainty on
one side.

“T'm going to look at that seaplane,”
he said.  “Just wait here, my boy.”

Dr. Sparshott was gone about half
an hour, and when he returned his face
was alight with excitement. .

“The plane as a plane is useless,”
he told Dainty, “for the wings are badly
damaged, and the propeller looks none
too reiiable.  But the floats of the
machine are sound, and, what is more
important to us, there is ample petrol
in the tanks, Dainty, I have an iden
that this plane will prove our salva-
tion.

“You mean we shall be able to leave
Castaway Island, sir?”

Dr. 8parshott grinned.

““A sporting chance, anyway, my boy.
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Now we'll make these poor fellows com-
fortable for the night, and at dawn to-
xl:;]orr%w we will set off for Castaway

and.”

. i i 3 .

Promptly at dawn the injured men
were carried, one by one, to the boat.
Thal cdone, Dr. Sparshott left Jim
Dainty to make them as comfortable
as possible whilst he ran across to
where the seaplane had crashed on the
soft sands. The floats of the plane
were a trifie buckled, but they were still
seaworthy, and Dr, Sparshott’s one con-
cern now was to shift the plane down
{o the water’s edge. The water lapped
the beach ten yards away, but those
ten yards, even with Jim Dainty to help
him drag the seaplane across the sands,
drew the perspiration in great beads
from Dr. Sparshott’s brow. But at last
the floats of the plane touched the
water, and the damaged machine
drifted out on the tide.

El Sparshott climbed into the cock-
i

“Youve pgob .your Instructions,
Dahity. When you've picked up the
rope and fixed i, take charge of the
tillez of the boat” He glanced
anxiously at the sky. “Im geing to try
to make Castaway Island at once. Later
the weather might change.”

Jim Dainty's reply was drowned in
the roar of the scaplane’s engine as
Dr. Sparshott handled the self-starter.
Previously he had “primed” the
cylinders so that the engine fired first
time. As he opened the throttle of the
engine the plane began to move for-
ward, o long rope trailing through the
water behind it.

Jim Dainty raced back to the boat,
pushed it out into the water, and sat
down al the oars. He pulled out into
the bay, what time Dr, Sparshott
turned (he plane to lessen the distance,
and soon the rope attached to the sea-
plane wos irailing within Jim Dainty’s
grasp. He seized hold of the rope,
fastened it to the prow of the boat, and
shipped his oars.
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Dr. Sparshott ¢throttled back the
engine so that his voice could be heard.

“All ready, my boy? Reekon we'lll
ina.ke Cs.staway I.sland within the
hour,”

He waved a hand to the smiling
youngster, then setlled himself at the
confrols. 'The engiue roared into life
again, the plane began to skim the swr-
iace of the sea. And in its frothy wake,
towed as if by a tug, came the boat with
Jim Dainty and the two Frenchmen.

1t was a novel experience to Jim, The
taxi-plane—as he had nicknamed it—
ate up the milcs ten times guicker than
a safling vessel could have done.

Castaway Islond lay bathed in the
splendour of a tropic morn when its
familiar oulline hove into sight, and
Jim, waving {rantically, wondered why
ihe noise of the seapiane’s engine, let
alone the sight of the taxi-ing craft
and its tow, did mot bring the Grim-
slade juniors rushing to the beach,

But a strange silence settled on Cast-
away Island. Something was amiss—
both Sammy and Jim Dainty were
aware of that when the former in-
-stinctively let the engine fade into
silence. Like Jim, Dr. Sparshott looked
hard towards the palms where the four
prisoners should have been. But there
were only three of them, Lautrec, the
swarthy savage leader, wis missing!

CHAPTER 37,
Gocd:-hye to Castaway leland!

TELL you it will work!” Ginger
Rawlinson gazed pro at his
handiwork, whilst 8 & Co.

and Fritz Splitz eyed it dublously.

On the table in the hut was a bully
heefl tin—at least, it had been a bully
heef tin once. Now it contained a very
peculiar mixture of revolver -bullets,
three or four dozen nails, broken glass
and sharp pieces 'of rock,

“ And. you call that a depth charge?”
asked Dick Dawson rather sarcastically.

“ Just thatl" admitled  Ginger
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proudly. “It’s strong encugh to put
paid to the octopus of the treasuze nit.
anyway, Dicky. ¥You see; red
on the inner side of the lid of Lms tin
I have grouped about a dozen live eart=
ridges. All I've got to do is to lower
this tin into the treasure pit on the end
of a repe, wait for the octopus to w
up, and then fire a shot into the tin
wheie the live cartri are placed.
The convicts will be safe enough for &
bit, roped up Hke that. Come on!”

He plcked up his home-made depth
charge, which had been carefully sealed

-and made watertight by spreading clay

the tin, and, with a
coil of rope over his led the way
to the ravine, In 8*breathless, excited
group the castaways entered the gloomy
cavern, Dawson holding aloft a hurri-
cane lamp, which shed an eerie glow
over the basaltie rock.

The juniors advanced, and, familiar
now as was the sight of the grisly skele
ton which marked the route to the
treasure pit, they could scarcely repress
a shudder as they passed the whitened
bones and the grinning skull. Dick
Dawson led the way {o the fissure where
a wall of rock had been displaced, re-
vealing the opening beyond. In single

e the castaways went along to the end
of the fissure, halting on the narrow
ledge and staring down into the deep,

chasm

gloomy

“ Now let's get busy!” said Ginger ex-
citedly. “Fasten one of the lanterns to
the rope, Dick. Good man! Now!"

Lowering the depth charge on the end
of the rope, Streaky heard the faint
splash as it miet the water below. Then,
with staring eyes, the :Iunlors waited
for the monster of the pit to emerge
from his subterranean hiding-place.

It seemed ages before the watlers
stirred. Something long and sinuous
flashed into the rays of the lantern
bobhing on the rope just clear of the
water—the tentacle of an octopus.

Ginger drew his revolver, and,
leaning over the rocky ledge, took care-
ful aim at the bully beef tin, He had

over the seams of
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marked in s rough circle where the live
cartridges had been placed, detonators

uppermust and he knew that one shot,
striking detonator caps fairly,
nauld be sumcienf: to loose off the full

'I‘he Grtmsladers could hardly control
themselves. Then—
Bang!

The crack of the revolver as Ginger
pulled the trigger at once magnified o
25 ke Qtpih chargs s Raed off. Hho
as the h was fire 3 0
affer echo hoomed forth from the
bottorn of the pit, followed by the
furious thrashing of the tentacles of the
monster, then an unearthly silence,

The lantern w‘tnch had been fastened
to the rope been blown to

smithereens, anrl the juniors on the
ladge could not see the ring of water.
But Dawson was quick to lower his
lantern on er rope, and as it
reached the water's edge a cheer went
up from the castaways, for Ginger Raw-
1'mmnmk 's depth charge had done the

The giant octopus was dead, floating
motionless on the surface of the pool.
“I'n going down!” exclalmed Ginger.
“We know wl the treasure chests
are. I'tm going o rope one of them.
When I yell, stand by to pull it up.”
Before his chums eould dissuade him,
Ginger began to shin down the rope.
‘They watched him disappear and heard
the soft spiash of his body striking the

“The octopus has taken the count.
I'm going to divel”

Ginger surface dived, and-his widely
staring eyes beheld several ironbound
chests below the surface, With
trembling hands he secured the rope to
one of them, and then broke surrn.cu

gain,

“Pull, my heartles!” he roared.
“Here's the giddy treasure!”

‘The juniors pulled with a will. Up
came a heavy chest, festooned with
weeds and b les. Accompanying it
come the triumphant Ginger,
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Pantmg, he clambered on the ledge.
“There are several chests down
there,” he exclaimed. “But let’s get
this one out into the light and have &
squint at it
The castaways dragged the chest
through the cavern and out into the
daylight. Sandy Bean, whe had thought-
fully brought along a crowbar, began to
force the lid. The juniors clustered
round him. But nob one of them even
in his wildest fit of imagination had
reckoned to sce such a collection of
glittering gems as was revealed when
the heavy, iron-bound lid was thrown
back. Diamonds lay haphazard side by
side with blood-red rubies, Pearls,
gleaming dully, nestled against the deep
glow of emeralds and topaz. It was a
sight the Grimsladers would never for-

get
“p king's ransom " breathed Glnger
“My giddy goloshes! My giddy—

He bmke off, and his jaw dropped, for
swveying them with a gloating,
triumphant expression on his black,
swarthy face was Lauirec!

“Look out!” Even as Ginger yellea
the warning and dived for his revolver
Lautrec sprang.

He saw at a glance that, with the ex-
ception of Ginger, the party was un-
armed. With the spring of a tiger
Lgutree landed on Ginger, sending him

back. His fingers sought for
and found the fwo revolvers, and in a
second they were in his grasp.

Then, snarling like a wild animal,
Lautrec got to his feet, the revolvers
levelled at the astonished party.

“1t is my turn now, my clever chil-
dren!” he rasped. “You did not think
that Lautrec would escape from your
ropes. Ciel, if only I had the achool-
master here now!*”

“The schoolmaster is here!”

Lautrec and the Grimsladers wheeled
sharply as thal familiar voice awoke
the echoes. Something. sprang at the
swarthy Frenchman from the shadows.
Somcthing smote him full on the chin.
Like a poleaxed ox, the Frenchman
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went down, the revolvers clattering to
the rocky floor.

Over the prostrate convict stood Dr.
Sparshott. Just bechind Sammy was|
Jim Dainty.

“My boys, I was just in thme,” said
Sammy slmply. “Thank Feaven!
‘ihat ruffian would have killed the lot
of you! Secure him!”

Long before Lautrec’s dazed senses
ret.u.med he was securely trussed up.

hen, in a procession, the castaways
ﬂled out of the ravibe, carrying between
them the precious treasure chest and
thefr cursing prisoner.

It was the following day. In the
ship's boat, loaded with provisions and
water for a long journey, sat the Grim-
siade castaways. The treasure chests—
for three of them had been recovered

from the treasure pit—were snugly |smol

siowed away aft. In the well of the
boat lay the two injured airmen, now
showing signs’of recovery.

A little distance out in the bay, float-
ing on the placid waters, lay t! e sea-
plane, with al the controls.
The engine was running smoothly, and
after a censultation with the French
aitmen Sammy decided to take a
chance. There was sufficient petrol,
reckoned, to enable {he 'plane to
taxi across the Atlantic, pulling its
human load in the ship's boat, a dis-
tance of something like five hundred
miles, - Providing no bad weather was
encountered, there was a sporting
chanice that the seaplane would strike
the regular shipping routes.

Dr. Sparshott, after much considera-~
tion, had decided to take the chance.
Up on the beach, struggling frantically
with their bandn. were the four con-
viets from Devil’'s Island. But Sammy
had purposely fixed their bonds to keep
them busy only until the castaways were
well clear of the island.

“ all'ready?” sang out Sammy.

iake you.r farewell of Caataway Ia]and
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Suddcn]y there was an excited chatter

sands canie Friday, the monk, still clad
in his eotton shorts,

“Fridhy!” gasped Dainty. “Come on,
old bean! Room for you!”

The monkey scrambled into the boat,
perchied itself next to Jim Damty, and
chattered excitably., Then the sep-
piane's. enginea broke into full song.
The floats began to move across the
waters of the bay, the rope towing the
ship’s boat tautened, and the journey
staried to the accompaniment of a com~
bined cheer from Jim Dainty & Co.

For five hours the seaplane nosed out
across the Atlantic, Dr. Bparsholt keep-
ing to a course the injured airmen had
adviged, and the hour of noon was fast
approaching when the Grimslade
juniors caught sight of a steamer's

kestack on the horizon. In half an
hour’s time the seaplane was taxi-ing
across the bows of the steamer, In an
hour the castaways and their precious
cargo had been pulled up and were
safely aboard.

‘The steamer resumed her course, the
Grimslade Crusoes clustered at the rail
and gazed across the vasi Atlantie.
Somewhere astern lay Castaway Island,
which they had never expected to leave.
Aud on Castawey Island were four
bafiled convicts, fully aware that in time
a French warship would come to piek
them up and retwrn them to Devil's
Island,

The steamer ploughed on. The s
went down, and the soft mantle of night
spread over the vasty deep. But Jim
Dainty & Co. and Sammy Sparshott
did not seek the shelter of the cabins

which had been placed at their disposal.
Elhey lined the rall, too excited even to

eep.

They were homeward bound—and
that meant eep in the
circimstances was next to impossible.

THE END.
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T don’t have to go to the South
Beas to live a Robinson Crusoe’s
life—the lonely islands off the

exile—and enjoyed the life! Alexander
Belkirk, the originai of Daniel Defoe's
great novel, “Robinson Crusoe,” was
one of these. More recently an
Austrian nobleman and his wife char-
tered a little vessel to take them to a
lonely South Sens island, where they
lived together for many years, until a
British warship, visiting their island in
the cowrse of its official *“policing "
duties, found their rotting bones
twelve years later.

Peoplad by Castaways.

‘There is one island which is to this
day peopled by & fourishing commimity
who have all descended from a cast-
away party. This is Piteairn Island,
where settled the mutineers of the good
ship Bounty over a hundred years ago,
You will be seeing their story shortly
in a film which is now being made,
“The Mutiny of the Bounty.” The
mutingers commandeered the British
warship on which they were serving
and landed at Pitcaim Island, where
they set up their homes and started a
new colony. N

Another island, once uninhabited but
now peopled by castaways, is Tristan
da Cunha, at the soutbernmost tip of
South America. Even nowa only
one chip a year calls at this, the
world's loneliest, inhabited island, and,
4s you can imagine, that day is the
mosh notable of any in the islanders’ =
year. A special mission has been
formed to send out useful stores to
them; but such is the rocky nnture of
the coast and the frequency of the
storms that often the goods have to he
floated ashore, since no small boats can
put out to greet the supply-ship, Then
the islanders have to wait till another
year for their only means of real con-
tact with the outside world, ’

Yet they are happy encugh in their
way. They have no need for money or
a government—they merely faym the-
land and exchange producé—and listen
to the squabbles of the world they never
see by means of their wireless sels!

B3
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" of more than one castaway forced to
lifvei‘;? solitude by a turn of the wheel
o e.

The Island Castaway,

Seven years ago a bird-snarer who
put in at one of these desolate islands
—the haunt of seabirds and a few
tebbits which manage to scratch a liv-
ing from the sparse grass—was aston-
ished to hear a wild cry. A man, clad
in rags and speaking some langusge
he could not understand, came rushing
down the rocks to meet the incoming
boat, and the simple Scots peasant
thought for a moment that he had en-
countered some weird genle of the
e f sign-la th

But, by means of ngusge, the

managed to explain

the him back th

mainland, where it was found that the
tan was a German, sole survivor from
& U-boat wrecked off the Scottish coast
during the Great War days. For ten
years the German sailor had been exist-
ing on birds' eggs, dead fish found
stranded on the beach, and rainwater
gathered from rock pools. His long
Sspell of solitude had turned him mad—
the poor vietim of the sea now spends
his time in an asylum swimming, ever
swimming, in imaginary seas,

. There are spme, however, who,
.despite the tales of privation told by
cpstaweys who have returned (o
clvilisation kave gone voluntarily imto
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