FREE

PHOTOGRAVURE PLATES!

(Important announcement inside.)

A

No. 872, ¥ol. XXVI. Week Ending Ociober 251h, 1824.

a

sans B rrad pedsEaEEI ALY

ibr ? ry | v
Complete” School Stories.

= "R

BILLi% BUNTER'S UNEXPECTED ENTRY!

(A dramatic inzidgnt from this week's magnificenl long complele story of Harry Wharton & Co. af Grayir ars, insidg.)

’ L]
i r W
Published by Howard Baker Press Ltd, 27a Arterberry Road, Wimbledon, London, S. W. 20, :; L
1 L
Y

A



OUR FIGHTING FLEET !

HIS week I am able to get-down
to brass tacks concerning the
wonderful offer of FREE

PHOTOGRAVURE PLATES, of
which I have made mention in the chat
columns of previous issues of this paper.
Already hosts of queries have poured
into my office—my loyal chums are
curious. Their ecuriosity is pardonable
in the- circumstances, for' never in the
whole history of the FREE GIFT has
such a wonderful collection of FINE
ART PLATES been put before readers
of any publication. . Ypur Editor has
been ;at great pains to give his loyal
chuing something really worth having,
and with pardonable pride I have no
hesitation in saying the bullseye has
been hit. Thijs ]!‘R.ﬁE GIFT scheme is
spread over a period of twelve weeks,
In other words, for twelve weeks every
Magnetite will be presented with a
beautiful photegravure plate of the
latest types of ships at present in com-
mission in the Roval Navy. And each
art plate measures

NINE AND A HALF INCHES BY
SIX AND A HALF INCHES!

- Gee! The size of them alone is an
achievement! Wait until vyou get
number one before you. You'll agree
with'me when I say that every picture
is well” worth framing. From the col.
lector’s point of view, nothing has heen
omitted—every plate depicts a type of
vessel that is the latest of its class,
Battle-cruisers, destroyers, bhattleships,
aircraft-carriers, monitors, mine layers,
patrol boats, cte.—allare represented in
this wonderful series, making as fine a
rollection in all as it is possible te con-
ceive. ~ And—what you are all dying to
know—the first one of these gorgeous
art platés will be given away FREE
with every copy of the MagxeT

NEXT WEEK !

Hurrah ! 'Fhe cheer is bound to conie,
for no class of reader is more apprecia-
tive of his Kditor's efforts than the good
old MAGNET chums., Remember, boys,

next week's MAGNET will be accompanied | [

by Ne. 1 of these ripping photogravure
plates, There’s bound to be a serum at
t he newsagents’ to secure  this
MAGNIFICENT FREE GIFT, o my
regular readers would be well advised
ta place their order for next week's
MackeET AT ONCE. Look out for

H.M.S. HOOD ( Battle-cruiser),

which launches our Presentation Plate
Series, and put-it by vou until the whole
set has been collected, 'Nuff =aid.

“THE TRIALS OF STORRYDENE
VILLA !
By Walter Edwards.
That is the title of the next grand

footer treat in store for Magnetitee, Tt
Tre MacNer Lisnary.—No. 872,

|

friars Remove, and Wally Bunter is a
victim of circumstance. He has a real
rough time of it, but Wally, sportsman
that he is, takes everything in good part.
To say more at this juncture would be
tantamount to spoiling a good treat, so
I will leave you to fathom ‘**Both
Bunters ” at vour own leisure,

e B T

“ HEROES! **

The world boasts plenty of such
i characters, which is all to the good, and
takes the form of a series of long com- | it is not surprising, therefore, to find
plete stories deseribing the misfortunes | nyore than. one here at good old Grey-
of a League club over which a certain | frigras, Harry Wharton & Co. dig them
newly-created baronet holds eway. This up in true “ Herald * fashion. Heroes
titled gentleman has a habit of bringing plucked, dressed, and served up before
his fist down upon the Board table and you in the * Herald’s "' inimitable style.
saying “black is white,” as it were. You will enjoy this coming supplement,
And his weak-minded fellow directors { chams—den't on any acconnt misz it
also have a habit of nodding their heads :
in assent. But there comes a startling S
ghnng?i in %’“il management 1:;5 ltha

torrvdene illa, and Mr, Talter
Edwards handles the situation in a style AN £8 BIKE FOR THREE WORDS !
that is both convincing and interesting. Several Magnetites have already been

Make sure you read number one of | successful  in winning these ripping
this sparkling series, which is entitled Royal Enfield Bicyeles, which are ﬁeing
ruﬁﬂmtl every week. All I would say is
“THE DICTATOR! ** that there ave plenty more bieveles wait-
: 2 mg to be won. Why don't vou go in
and when you have finished, drop me A}and win this week, chum? There's a
postcard stating vour opinion, boys, coupon ' waiting to be filled up on

page 15

T .

“BOTH BUNTERS! *’
By Frank Richards, THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL !

Once again your favourite author bas This world-famous annual is now on
a story tﬁ unfold in which the fat and | 52l2 at all newsagents, How long it is
fabiiruic Ol o th Greyfiriars Hemove | £2'0& to_ remain on sale is another

= ;e gt : i port shects before
appears in the limelight. This time My, | Matter. From the report s :
Richards  revives ¥ that  interesting | ¢ the newsagents appear to be doing

. W a roaring business—copies are zelling
T}I;::Tt:rlf iﬂirﬁiﬂ?ﬁ%ﬁﬂrﬂmﬁfﬂuu?ﬂwﬁ'igJ like hot cakes. Make sure of your copy,

greedy -cousin so far as face and form. chum, before it's foo late. Take the tip

are concerned, but who, in other direc- | 'M time!
trons, 15 as unlike William George as

chalk is from cheese. The extraordinary
likeness, however, leads to a lot of mis- our or
understanding on the part of the Grey- o

BRIXTON READER WINS AN £8
“ROYAL ENFIELD” BICYCLE.

| Result of MAGNET Characters Competition

i (Horace Coker).

N

In this competition the prize of a Gent’s Bicycle has been
awarded to:

i FRANK WEBB,
; 92, Rattray Rcad,
Brixton, S.W.,

for the following line :
| “Accidents carefully executed.”

| ANOTHER £8 * ROYAL ENFIELD" BICYCLE OFFERED
AGAIN THIS WEEK, CHUMS. TRY YOUR SKILL!

YOU'LL FIND THE COUPON ON PACE 19.
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THE WINNING SNAPSHOT !

Dick Penfold’s photograph of a derelict vessel which has been piled up on the sand

dunes for many yeors, and which, by the way, takes o first prize in a photegraphic competition, starts a most
aemaring series of adventures for Hurry Wharton & Co. and the amateur photographer of the Remorve.
is the secret of ——-

THE FIRST CHAPTER.,
Pen's Photo !

6" SAY, vou fellows, Pen's tenner's
come !’

Billy Bunter made that

announcement as he entered

Study. No. 1 after dinner one Wednes-
day afterncon,

Bunter was looking excited; appar-
ently the fact that Pen’s **tenner ” had
come was of great interest to DBilly
Bunter.

The news did not appear unduly to
excite the occupants of Study No. 1,
however, They merely glared at
Bunter; though possibly the fact that
Bunter had entered witgm:t knockin
a little habit of Bunter’s—accounted for
the glares,

Harry Wharton & Co. were in the
study in full muster, They were
dressed in Norfolks, and they were deep
in discussion as to the best route to
take for a cyvcling spin that alfternoon.

It was a bright, sunny afternoon—
quite mild for early winter—and they
intended to spend it on the open road.

They certainly intended to waste no
precious time listening to DBunter's
ohatter.

3o when tHat fat youth interrupted

tke proceedings they greeted him with
glares, and five pointing fingers indica-
ted the door,

“(et out, Bunter!” remarked Frank
Nugent, “We're busy!"

“But not too busy to boot you out, if
you dom't get out!” added Bob Cherry
pleasantly.  “Shove off, or be shoved
off, old fat lard tub!™

“Oh, really you know,” said DBunter
warmly, “I think you fellows ought to
take an interest in a matter that
affects the Remove. It's only patri-
otic 1"

“Eh? How the thump docs it affect
the Remove?!” demanded Harry Whar-
ton, staring. *“0Old Penfold's won a
tenner—and good luck to him. DBut it
doesn’t concern us, Bunter. Sheer off
—do "

“But it does affect the Remove—of
course it does!" insisted Bunter, blink-
ing -earncstly through his big glasses at
the juniors. *It's not like a blessed

| remittance
1 fairly covered himself—and the Re-

from home. Old Pen's
move, mind you—with glory in the eyes
of the world!”

“"Oh, my hat!”

“You can't deny that!” said Bunier
firmly, *“Now, this ia how the matter
stands. Dick Penfold’'s won a prize of
ten quid in a photographic magazine for
the C1:'13.'551: snapshot sent in. Well, he
deserves it—his snap was a jolly good
one. It was published in the maga-
zine only last week, with Pen's name
and address; I've seen it. And Pen got
his tenner this morning; I*ve =een that,
too. Well, the question is, what's to be
done about it?"

“You fat burbler—-"

““Itts no good wyou chaps being
jealous, wyou know,” said Bunter,
shaking his head. *“ Pen’s a jolly clever
chap, and we ought to show our ap-
preciation of his cleverness—honour
him, you know, Now, my idea is to
have a bumper celebration—a whacking
great feed to the whole Remove.”

There was a echuckle at that; but

to Penfold

Bunter ignored it.

“I've suggested it
already,” went on Bunter grumblingly.
“The beast kicked me out of the study.
He's a low, mean beast, you know.
But I don't bear malice. That's not
my stvle.”

“Isn't it?"

“No; I forgive him. I'm as keen as
ever to carrv out my idea and honour
him. Dut the beast won't let me, vou
know."

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, don't cackle, for qﬂndness’
sake !” said Bunter irritably. *This is
serious.  Look here, Wharton, as skip-
per of the Remove, vou ought to
take the matter up—make Penfold be
honoured. He'll listen to you. Faney
a fellow not wanting to be horoured!”

“Just fancy!" agreed Harry Whar-
ton, laughing. ““And who's gﬂing to
pay for the feed, Bunter? You?’

“Eh? DMe—of course not!” sniffed
Bunter. “Pen will stand the feed—oul
of his tenner, you know!”

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“You cackling idiots 1"  hooted
Bunter. “Can’'t you be serious? This

HWhat

A Magnificent New
Long Complete
Story of Harry
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is not the time for being funny!

Yah!"

“It ismn't, Billy,” agreed Dob Cherry,
becoming serious. “'It's the time for
action. Now, out you go, you fat
ass!"

Gripping one of DBunter's fat ears
'twixt finger and thumb, Bob ran the
fat junior through the doorway, and
dumped him down in the passage.

Leaving Bunter seated on the floor,
roaring, b re-entercd the room, and
closed the door. He had scarcely done
so when the door opened again, -reveal-
ing Bunter's fat, angry face.

“Yah! DBeasts!" he roared. * Mean
beasts! You're only——"

Bunter's wrathful face vanished
abruptly, and the door slammed as Bob
Cherry picked up a cushion. Bob
chuckled, and was about to fling the
cushion down again when there
sounded a scufle in the passage, and
once again the door opened.

“ “Hallo, hallo! Here he is again!"
said Bob.

Whiz !

The cushion left Bob's hand with ter-
rific force, and slammed full in the
face of the junior who cntered.

Billy

Unfortunately, it was not
Bunter.

It was Dick Penfold, of the Remove,
and behind him was Monty Newland,
his chum.

“Yow! What the thump—"

“Yarrough !

Dick Penfold's startled gasp was
instantly followed by a fiendish howl

from Monty Newland, as the force of
the cushion in his face sent Penfold
staggering back, and the back of . his
head came in violent contact with New-
land’s rather prominent nasal organ.

The luckless Monty Newland danced
about wilaly.

The Famous Five could not help
laughing.
“Owl Oh, my dose'!” gasped Monty

Mewland, clutching his damaged nasal

organ frantically. “Ow! Oh crumbs!
E;uu— you raving madman, Chetry!
wl”

“Ha, ha! Sorry!” laughed Bob,

though he looked anything but sorry.
Tue Maexer Lisrany.—No. 872
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“I meant the cushion for that fat ass

Bunier ! It was your own fault,
though. Tf you'd knocked before
coming in we should bhave known it

gouldn't be Bunter.”

“ B-r-yer 1™

Monty Newland growled; but he was
a good-tempered junior, and he was
soon grinmng ruefully as the pain left
his nose. Pen kicked the door shut

and chuckled.

“We were too busy kicking Bunter
out of the way to knock,” explained
Dick Penfold, grinning. * You fellows
got anything special on this after-
noon ¥

*Only a eycle spin!" said Harry.

“Good! You chaps have heard that
my tenner’s come 7

“Bunter told us,” grinned Bob
Cherry. “He's got a great scheme for
a celebration; wants to honour you,
Pen—at vour expense,”

Penfold chuckled.

“He tried the game on with me,”
he said, colouring slightly. * But—but
—well, you chaps know how things are.
I can’t afford to stand the whole Re-
move a feed.”

" Nobody expects vou to, of course,”
smiled Harry Wharton, “That {at
toad ought to be squashed for suggest-
ing 1it, Pen.”

“I'm giving the pater nine quid
of it,” said Dick Penfold. “ He needs it.
And I'm keeping a quid for myself—
Just to stand my own pals a feed.”

““And are we your dear pals?” in-
qumd Bob Cherry Pﬁthefiﬂﬂﬁ . Now,
den’t say no.”

“That's just what I'm
grinned Dick Penfold. *
ask vou fellows to a little
five, Monty, and myself !

“Good man!

“Count_us in, old chap!” chuckled
Bob. “Wkc're all practically stony,”

“As a matter of fact,” went on Dick
Penfold, laughing, “I'm not sure that 1
ought not to hand over half of the tenner
to Wharton. He suggested the old
wreck in Crow’s Foot Creck as a sitbject
when I first talked of entering the com-
petition. And I'm jolly glad I took his
advice now I*

“What rot!” grinned Harry. “Tt was
your zkilful treatment of the subject
that won the tenner, Pen. Anyhow,
we'll come to the feed like a shot. What
time is it to be?”

" That's what I waut to talk about,”
said Pen, “Monty and I were thinking
of biking over to Crow's Foot Creek
algmn, 1 want to take a few more snap-
shots of that old wreck, and it struck
nme it wouldn't be a bad idea to have a
sort of picnic there—that's if you chaps
aren't ing anywhere special. We
could take the grub, and there's a fisher-
man's cabin near wliere we could get hot
water for tea.”

“Good wheeze, by Jove!”

“ Ripping 1"

" We'll come like a shot, old man!”
sald Hary. “Ii's mild enough for tea
out-of-doors, and, come to that, we could
have tea on the giddy wreck !

“That's good cnough then,” said Pen-
fold. “We'll trot off to ihe tuckzhop
now. You fellows can come and help
sclect and carry the grub, if you like.”

“ What-ho!”

The Famous Five snatched their caps
cagerly enough, and their faces were
cheery as they followed Penfold and his
chum out of the study, The guestion of
the route for their eyeling spin was
settled now—in a very satisfactory
manner. As they trooped out into the
passage a fat leg, encased in tight,

THE MAGRET LiBRARY.—No, 872

here for!”
I was going to
feed—just vou

i

loudly-striped trousers, vanished round
the corner ahead with suspicious haste.

The jumiors did not sce it, however.
Had they done so they would have known
that the fat leg belonged to Billy
Bunter, and that the fat junior had beon
engaged in his favourite occupation—-
listening at the keyhole.

—_—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunier's Dodge !

o ALLO, hallo, ballo! Bunter!”
H The Famouns Five, with
Ihick Penfold and Monty

Newland were making thetr
way towards the cycle-shed, loaded up
with parcels, when Bob Cherry made
that boisterous remark.

Standing outside the cyvele-shed, lean-
ing negligently on his bicycle—an
ancient “ croek,” rusty and dilapidated—
was DBilly Bunter.

“Looks as if he’s waiting for some-
onc,” grinned Johnny Bull, “Now, I
wonder whe's ass cnough to take
Bunter for a spin?"”

As the juniors approached him Billy
Bunter made a movement, and looked at
them. .

“Buck up, you fellows!” he said.
“I'm just about fed-up with waiting for
lrnujll

“0Oh, my hat!™

It was pretty obvious who Bunter was
watting for.

“Well, the cheeky owl!" breathed
Harry Wharton, glaring at Bunter. “ He
must think he's coming with us, vou
cliaps !

" What a delusion!” said Bob Cherry.
“I suppose the fat frog was listening at
the keyhole when we were discussing
thiz trip. Just hold this parcel, Inky,
and I'll disillusionise him!"

“Oh, really, you fellows,” said Bunter,
keeping a wary eve on Bob Cherry, “I'm
coming, you know! I see you've got
your camera, Dicky, old man!”

" Oh, cheese it, and clear!” snapped
Dick Penfold.

“You can sivap it on my carrier, if
you like,” went on Bunter, unheeding.
“T'll take care of it, Dicky. I'm rather
glad vou've brought vour camera. TI'll
be able to give you a few tips on—on
davlight exposuires and all that.”

“0Oh, my hat!"

“I see you've got plenty of grub, too,"”
went on Bunter. “(Good! Not that it
matters much to me, though.”

“Doesn't 16?7 gasped Dick Penfold.

"“Not a scrap! In fact, I didn't know
there was a feed when I accepted your
imvite, Dicky, old chap. You're usually
such a mean, poverty-stricken beast, you
know——"

wi *Ii.'uu__‘_s_ﬂu__ﬂ

“But I' decided to accept, for all
that,” said Buntcer generously. “You
‘s0e, I'in keen on photography, and I'm
keen to explore that wreck. I'm inter-
esied in old wrecks—"

“I ecan quite believe that, Billy.”
agreed Bob Cherry, eyeing Bunter's
rusty, dingy bicycle. “That's why wou
000000000 E000000000000RORR0RSY

LOOK!!!
A GRAND PRESENTATION PLATE

will be given away

FREE

to cvery purchaser of the “ Magnet”
Library

NEXT WEEK!

Order your *“ Maguet™ ecarly, boys !

hang on to this curious contraption, I
sippose. 1'm blessed if T can make out
whether it's a bike tied up with string,
or string tied up with pieces of bike!”
““Ha, ha, ha!”

.. Oh, really, Cherry, you shut up!”
sniffed Bunter, *“I was talking to my
pal, Dicky. Now, look here, Dicky =

“I'm looking, Bunter!” said Dick
Penfold grimly. “And after I've
counted three, I'm going to start kick-
ing, my pippn! I didn't ask you to
come, and you’'re not jolly well coming—
see! Now I'm going to count: One—
two—three! Hold him, Bob!”

But Bunter didn’'t wait for Bob to
hold him. As Dick made a rush at him
he dropped his bike with a rattling
clatter, and fairly streaked across the
Close.

Dick Penfold chased him for several
yards, and then returned, grinning,

* That’s settled Bunter!” he chuckled.
“Now, you chaps, let's get off "

“Ha, ha, ha!"

In a Jaughing crowd the juniors
entered the cycle-shed, and were soon
busy making preparations for the outing.
Parcels were strapped on ecarriers and
bikes examined, and well under five
mimutes all was in readiness,

As the juniors wheeled their bikes out
and started for the gates, Bob Cherry
chuckled,

" Bunter's not in sight,” he remarked.
‘_‘.'Ft{e’ﬁ evidently given it tip as a bad
job 1™

“Ha, ha! Yes.”

“His bike's still here—looks like it,”
agreed Harry Wharton,

But the juniors were not long in dis-
covering that they were quite wrong
there,

As they

were passing round by the
back of the chapel they were startled
by  Thearing a shout—hoarse and
appealing :

“Help! Help, Master Wharton—
Master Cherry! 'Elp! I've broken me
leg! Ow! ‘Elp!"

“My hat!”

The juniors stopped dead in alarm.
The agonised cries for aid were comin
from the old gardener's shed at the ba.cE
of the chapel, and suddenly Harry
‘é‘f;laltt}n understood—or thought he

1Q.

“That's old Mimble's voice! Oh, thy
hat!” he gasped. * He must have fallen,
or something! Come on—quick !”

With one accord the startled juniors
dropped their machines and rushed for
the cycle-shed.

The thought that old Mimble, the
school gardener, had probably hurt hin-
self seriously, banished all other thoughts
—even thoughts of Billy Bunter.

Harry Wharton reached the doorway
of the dingy shed first, but as he rushed
in his chums swarmed in at his heels,

Johnny Bull came the last, and as he
reiached the doorway Harry stopped dead
just inside, and blinked into the gloom.

“Well, I'm hanged!” he wmuttered.
“Stand out of the light, you chaps—
doesn’t appear to be anyone—"

“¥Yooough! Oh crumbs!”

Crash! Slam !

A sudden push from behind sent
Johnny sprawling on the heels of his
chums, and even as he yelled out the
door slammed, and they were in dark-
ness,

" What the thump—*

““He, he, he!”

As that well-known cackle came {rom
outside, Bob Cherry gave a yell—a vell
that brought enlightenment to all.

“Bunter! It's that -crafty
Bunter !™

“I say, you fellows—"

worm,
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There was no need to doubt that, for
just then DBunter's fat voice floated
through from without

“] sav, vou fellows, listen to me a
minute "

“You fat rotter——"

“You burbling owl—"

“Open this door, or we'll smash you!”

Thump, thump, thump!

The furious juniors answered Bunter's
chuckling request with howls of wrath
and deadly threats, the while they
thumped furiously on the rickety door.

“The crafty, thieving burglar!”
velled Bob Cherry furiously. *He's
trapped us in here so that he can collar
the grub on the bikes, My hat! Smash
the blessed door down—guick [”

Thump, thump, thump !

The door fairly rattled and shook
under a thunderous onslaught from the
enraged  juniors. They  understood
Bunter's dodge now. He was a wonder-
ful mimic and ventriloquist, and he had
obviously made good use of his abilities
in that line to trap them in the shed
while he helped himself to the grub
strapped to the bikes,

But that was evidently not gquite
Bunter's game, for when they stopped
hammering at last, from sheer breath-
lessnesz, they heard Bunter still outside
the door.

“I say, yvou fellows,” he was calling,
“ Jon't make =uch a row, you know!"”

“Row ?" breathed Bob Cherry sul-
phurously through a erack in the door.
“We'll row you for this, you fat worm!
I—I'll bumsst you! I'll break your fat
little neck, DBunter!™

“He, he, he! I say, vou fellows, are
vou very keen on that spin this after-
noon {"’

“You—you—

“1f you are,” went on Bunter calmly,
“you'd better listen to me—what?”

“You sneaking fat worm——"

“(Oh, let’s hear what the fat ass has to

n

say ! snorted Harry Wharton wrath-
fully. “We can't stop here all the
blessed afternoon. What's the game,

Bunter ?” he called, raising his voice.

“He, he, he !
was the cackling reply. *“You fellows
will have to admit that I'm a jolly good
ventriloquist now—what?"

“What’s the game, you fat idiot?”
almost shrieked Harry Wharton. ** Open
this dashed door——"

“ Presently, old chap,” =aid Bunter.
“1 say, vou chaps, you're fairly nobbled,
aren't you? What about making a
little bargain? If you'll let me come
with you, I'll let you out. How's that?”

Harry Wharton drew a deep Lreath.
He understood Bunter's game now. It
was far from pleasant to be foreed to

ive in to Bunter's demand, and vet

“YWhat shall we do, you ﬂlapa?”
whiSpered Harry, gritting his teeth.
“We don't want to spend the blessed
halli-dayv stuck in here.”

“No fear!"

“Tell him ves!"” said Bob Cherry,
with a sudden chuckle. *“We'll let him
come—if the fat barrel can keep up with
us. And letting him come doesn’t mean
we'll let him taste the grub. We'll not
let him touch a scrap, and we’ll give
hinm a warm time.”

“Good egg!”

There was a chorus of chuckles in the
darkness, and Harry grinned, and raised
hiz voice.

“All  right, Dunter!” he called.
“We'll agree to that. You can come!™
“Oh, good! Thanks, you chaps!”
chuckled  Billy  Bunter. *There's
.another little point, though. It's im-
portant. If I let you out, you'll promise

I'll soon tell you that "
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and behind him was Monty

““ Hallo, hallo, hallo ! ' roared Bob Cherry.
The cushion flew through the air and slammed full in the face of the junior who
entered the study. Unfortunately, !iilt was not Billy Bunter. It was Dick Penfold,
ewland.
““ Yaroooh !’ Penfold’s startled gasp was followed by a flendish yell from
Newland as Pen crashed into him,

“ Here he is again ! " Whiz !

““ Yow—what the thump——"
(See Chapter 1.)

not to lay a finger on me—make 1t pax,
vou know."

“Yes, we'll promise that, Bunter!”
called back Harry after a pause. " Now
open the door.”

“(Certainly, old man!"”

Dunter opened the door quickly
enough, and as a flood of daylight burst
in, ‘the juniors crowded out, and eyed
Bunter with deadly looks.

Bunter grinned at them coolly. He
knew not one of them would dream of
gaing back on Harry's word, and he felt
perfectly safe.

“ Awfully good of yon chaps to agree
to let me come,” he grinned. "I must
say -it's sensible of you., I knew you
would, though. He, he, he!”

“You fat worm——"

“(Oh, really, Cherry! 1 ought to have
stipulated that there’d be no slanging,
either,” said Bunter. “You're a beast,
Cherry. You fellows wait here while I
get my bike.”

Apparently Bunter felt quite safe in
slanging Chery—now he had their pro-
mise not to tovrch him. He grinned in
l3ob’'s wrathy face, and rolled away to
get his bike.

“ The-—the crafty toad!"” hissed DBob.
“Never mind. We'll make him warm
resently.’”

*“Yes, rather !

“Here he comes,” said Bob. * Sounds
like a blessed milk trolley loaded with
empty cans, doesn't it?"”

‘“Ha, ha—yes!”

Dunter's old bike scarcely made as

muoh noise as that, but it made noise
enough, certainly, Everything that
could work loose on the machine seemed
to have worked loose, and the broken
mudguards alone made a terrific rattle.

The juniors greeted Bunter’'s arrival
with grins, and Bunter looked at them
suspiciously,

“I'm ready now, you fellows,” he
said, blinking at them keenly. “1I say,
you know, no larks, mind! You pro-
mised I could come.”

“We're not going to stop you coming,
Billy,” said Bob Cherry. *“If you hap-
pen to drop behind, of course, that’s
your own look-out.”

There was a chuckle, and the party
started for the gates, Bunter looking
more than suspicious now. It dawned
in upon his fat mind that he had only
got the promise to let him come, and not
to harm him—neothing else. He cer-
tainly might have made more stipula-
tions when clinching the bargain.

#1—1 say, you fellows——" he began
apprehensively, as they passed thruugh
the gates. *No larks, you know! I'm
not standing——"

“Shut up, Bunter!” said Har
Wharton, “*We've lost time enoug
through wou, old lard-tub! If you're
conging, you'd better stop gassing—you'll
need your wind for pushing.”

“ Beastd " murmured Bunter.

He was into the saddle before any of
the others, and as they started off down
the lane he kept a wary eye upon them,
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SPECIAL HUMOROUS BILLY BUNTER STORY NEXT MONDAY !

Harry Wharton's last remark was cer-
tainly significant—and Bob Cherry's
carlier remark had been more so.

To hi: great relief, however, the smil-
ing juniors made no attempt to leave
Bunter behind—yet. They cyeled along
at quite a steady pace, and Bunter's
fears and suspicions began to leave him.

They very s=oon left Greyfriars behind,

and, having crossed the ferry over the |

Sark, the juniors took the Cliff Road,
and began to increase the pace a little.

Until now they had heen guite affable
to Bunter—the juniors had chatted to
him cheerily, and Bob Cherry had even
helped the perspiring fat youth up one
or iwo trifling hills,

And then, guite abruptly, when two
miles had been covered, a change came
over the spirit of Bunter's dream, as it
were.  Lulled into a sense of security,
Bunter had almost forgotten his suspi-
vions, when, on reaching the foot of a
fairly steep hill, Bob [‘!ﬁerr}' turned in
his =addle with a chuckle,

“Gotting along all serene, Bunter?”
he aszked cheerily,

"Grough!” gasped Bunter, his [at
fare * crimson  with exertion. ** You -
fellows—slow down a bit. Grough! I
sey, I'n not pushing up this blessed hill,
yvou know.”

“Jump off then, Billy,"” said  Bob
kindly. *I say, chaps, Bunter’'s jump-
ing off here.”

“Right-ho !

Bunter jumped—or, rather, collapsed
off his bike. He naturally expected the
others to do likewise. But they didn’t.
They rode on, and Billy Bunter fairly

blinked after them. Then he gave a
howl.

“Here, T say. you fellows!” he
shouted breathlessly. . “ Whatter you

Stop—jump off, you asses,

plaving at?¥ \
Can’t you

you're leaving me behind!
seo ¥

“That's what we intend to do, Billy !
catled Bob Cherry over his shoulder.
“1t's time to say good-bye, old tulip.
Thanks for vour charming company’, but
we mist push on now. Good-bye !”

“ Beasts ! hooted Bunter.

Ho understood now, and his eyes were
glittering with wrath as he started to
rush in pursuit, poshing his rattling
machine before him,

“Wait. . fnr- e, Vol
roared. *“*Oh, crumbs !

But they did not wait. TInstead they,
pressed harder on the pedals, and shot
up the hill, leaving the fuming Bunter
far in the rear. To that luckless junior’s
cars floated back a roar:

"“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Beasts !  groaned Bunter. *“*Oh.
the awful beast=! They meant to do
this all along! Oh dear! 1'm not going
to be done, though! Beasts!®”

With eyes glittering  determinedly,
Billy Bunter pushed on, and, reaching
the' top of the hill, he mounted again.
By this time the seven juniors had
vanished from sight ahead. But Bunter
had not lost all hope. Where a feed was
soncerned Dilly Bunter had the stead-
fast determination of a hungry pike in
chase of its prev, and he by no means
gave up hope now.

He pushed on, with perspiration
streamimmg down his fat face, and as he

pushed he panted out one ‘word again
and again, and that word was “Beasts !
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beasts ! he

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Mystery ! _

e HERE :he is! Jump off, you
fellows! We'll  leave our
jiggers at this fisherman’'s
cabin here.”

“0Oh, good!”

As he dismounted from his machine,
Dick Penfold pointed beyond the low
range of cliffs on which they stood to
the gleaming sands below,

At that spot the zea ran inland over a
broad expanse of mud and sand, and
through this ran the creek, its shores
clearly marked by rank masses of sea-
weed aud reeds. And securely wedged
on its desolate shores was a derelict ship
~a black hulk that was the picture of
forlorn desolation and loneliness. Omne
mast hung drunkenly over the side, the
other was broken off at the crosstrees.
[ts shattered bulwarks gaped, and but
frayed lengths of rotted rigging re-
mained,

"“ Goodness knows why they called this
Crow’s Foot Creek; but there it 18, and
there’s the wreck,” said Penfold, staring
at the solitary hulk. *“Jove, no wonder
the folks round here say the wreck's
haunted. Tt looks ercepy, doesn’t it ?”

“Yes, vather!"

The juniors looked with interest over
the sand dunes at the grim sight that
seemed to breathe the spirit of death and
grim disaster,

Though it was little more than a five-
mile run from Greyfriars, the juniors
were far from being familiar with the
spot.  Their seaward rambles usually
took them towards Clf House and
Pegg, in the opposite direction, and only
Penfold and Newland had explored the
creck at all,

" It’s creepier still on board the giddy
wreck,” grinned Monty Newland, “ We
were Jolly glad to get off, I can tell you.
It gives one the shivers.”

“We'll explore it, anyway,” chuckled
Bob  Cherry, “Let’s get rid of the
bikes,"

The juniors started towards the fisher-
man’s cabin—all, that is, with the ex-
ception of Frank Nugent. He still stood
staring at the distant wreck, a puzzled
frown on his face,

“Come on. Franky!" ecalled Harry
Wharton. *What's the matter?”

“Nothing—only I fancied I sPotted

something move on the wreck,” said
Frank guietly.
“What rot!"” langhed Harry. “Tt's

noet getting on your blessed nerves so
soon, surely? Come on, vou ass!”

Frank smiled, and followed hiz chums
slowly.  He had unusually good eye-
sight, and he was certain he had seen
something moving on the distant dere-
lict, It was queer, but——

Deciding mnot to press the matter,
Frank said nothing more. and they were
knocking at the door of the cabin a
moment later.

An  ancient fisherman
door, and he willingly gave the juniors

permission to leave their machines in

the yvard at the vear of the cabin,
“We're just going for a ramble over
the wreck yonder—to explore it,” ex-
plained Harry.
The old fisherman looked startled.
“"You gomn' over that there wreck?’

he jgasped. 1
“Yeu,” saidd  Harry, smiling,
HThere’s something queer about it,

isn't there 1

“Queer! Queer ain’t the word for it,
young gents!” mumbled the man.
“Fen yedrs an’ more it's bin there, and
[ am’t bin over it more'n once. It were
cnough for me.”

answered the

: “What's wrong with it 7"

“I ain’'t over fond o' wrecks,” said
the fsherman, staring at the distant
black hulk on the sands. “And that
there wreck ain't an ordinary one, I
tell ye there's black work bin done on
that ship—evil work. Don’t you go near
it, young gents. It ain’t healthy.”

“We're not afraid of spooks,” smiled
Harry. “But what's wrong with it—
what's the yarn "

“It ain't nothing much—nothing as ye
can make much of,” said the man slowly.
“But it weren't ordinary that wreck
weren’t. Came in during a storm, and
never went out again. And it never
will, young gents. She’s as fast on them
sands as she ever could be.”

" Must have been a big storm to bring
her in over those sand dunes?”

“It were; but there ain't nothin'
queer about that, What was queer I'll
tell ye; that ship came in during the
night—a rare wild night it was: it came
in, an' nobody saw it come in.”

The old fisherman paused and frowned
reflectively,

“Me and some of the folks round here
boarded her next mornin’,” he went on.
“We found her deserted—not a- single
livin® soul aboard, There was a fire
still burning in the galley, though: and
there were scraps of food and whatnot
about—just as if her crew 'ad left her in
a hurry. They'd just gone—vanished.
Now, why did they do that—why did the
captain and crew of that there wvessel
desert her in a hurry without a word to

no one, eh? Tell me that, voung
gents !

" Looks gqueer !

“It were queer., an' no mistake.

There’s them round these parts as sez
they seed ’em, thoug —tramping
through the dark towards the railway.
Foreigners they reckon they wevro—
darkskinned sailormen with raskils
written all over 'em. Mehhe thﬂF alid
see 'em. Likely as not they dil.’

“Must have been a erew on her, piyv-
how,” said Bob Cherry, glancing at his
chums,

The fisherman nodded.

“That’s true,” he went on. * Dut
that ain’t alll. We found mo cargo
aboard neithér—nothin’ but a few days’
supply of water and food. And there
weren’t no papers mor nothin’' in the

captain’s cabin—nothin’® as ‘ould tell
what 'ad happened. Regular mystery it
were,

“Couldn’t they find out where she
came from—her name and port?” asked
Frank Nugent,

“There was a name painted on her
bows—the Barcelona, lads,” was the
brief, significant reply. *But that were
all. The name had bin cut out off the
boats, and everywhere else, and there
wasn't trace to show where she come
from. I tell ye, lads, as that craft ain't
healthy.”

“It's a queer yarn," said BHarrv,
“But—but she isn't supposed to be
haunted just because of that?”

The old fisherman gripped Harry's
arm fiercely,

“Don’t you lads hoard her, anyway,”
he said, lowering his voice. * There's
them as sez they ve seen things. But I
myzelf ain't seen nothing—until this last
few days.”

“You—you've seen something?”

“I ’ave—queer things. I've seen
lights meving on that there wreck at
mghts—dim lights as if someone was
wandering about stealthy like. And I've
seen movements aboard in daytime, too.
[t's only bin this last few days, thongh.
That's the queer part, lads.”

“ Phew !"
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Frank Nugent. He began to wonder
if his chum’s eyesight had tricked him,
after all.

He gave a short laugh.

“ And the old hulk’s been stuck there
ever since undisturbed, 1 suppose?!” he
asked. .

“Ay, ay—that it has,"” was the grim
retort. ** It weren’'t nothing but an old
tub when she came in; and ye sees what
she i3 now. Nobody ain't likely
touch her. She’ll stay there till another
big gale comes along and smashes her
up, lads.” _ _

The juniors’ eyes were gleaming with
eager excitement now. Despite the old
fisherman's dark warnings, they were
more eager than ever to explore the ship
of mystery now.

They thanked the old man, and smil-
ingly unheeding his frantic advice, they

took the parcels of foodstuffs from the

bikes, and started out towards the
wreck, _ )

“T don't expect there's anything in
the yarn,” grinned Harry Wharton, as
they trod the hard, golden sands.
“These old fisherfolk are superstitious,
and anything out of the ordinary gquite
upsets their apple-carts.” . .

“JIt'll be a bit of a lark to pienic on n
blessed haunted derelict, any old how,”
chuckled Bob Cherry.

‘““Hear, hear!” .

“If the sppok turns up, we'll ask him
to have a jam-tart,” chuckled Bob.
“The only spook I'm afraid will turn up,
though, is Billy Bunter.”

““Ha, ha. ha!”’ o

The thought of the fat junior made
the chums laugh, and they looked
behind them. They knew the fat
vouth too well to tmagine he would have
turned back from the trail. They ex-
pected him to turn up at any moment
now, and they determined to give him
a warm, hungry time when he did
turn up. _ .

But there was no sign of Dilly
Bunter's fat form on the distant chiff
road—only the bent form of the old

fisherman, who still stood gazing after

them. .
“He'll turn up, never  fear!’
langhed Harry., “Come on! DBlow
Bunter !
The juniors tramped on over the
hard, dry sands towards the wreck.

And as they drew nearer they became
curiously quiet, and their cheery looks
faded. A wreeck is always a =ad sighi,
speaking cloquently of wrecked hopes
of unended vovages., The sheer, deso-
late loneliness of the gaunt, black,
lifeless hulk before them sent shivers
through the juniors, and they tramped
on silentlv. Somchow the fisherman’s
story seemed real, and far from fanci-
ful now. The low moaning of the dis
tant surf and the eerie sighing of the
wind through the sparse sea-grass con-
veyed a sense of weird mystery, that
added in no little measure to the grim-
ness and lonecliness of the black hulk
half buried in the ecmbrace of the
hrown sand: of the creek.

“Ugh!"” muttered Harry Wharton,
speaking at last. “It isn't exactly the
cheeriest spot for a picnie, is it, you
fellows?  Jove, it gives a fellow the
shivers!"

“I votefully suggest,” muttered

Hurree Singh, with a half-fearful look
in his brown eyes, *“that we give the

I'_"'j.t!"ﬁ_‘]"ll{_':[l ‘L\'Ti‘f‘k H Ti'i.d{.'f'.l[ ITl IS8, ll'l_:-'
chums. ™
In their own hearts the rest of the

juniors felt inclined to agree with their
more superstitions Indian chumn's sug-
gestion. But not for worlds would
tliey have =aid sn.

to |

Harrv Wharton glanced meaningly nll “We've come 1o explore the pgiddy

wreck, and we're going to carry the
programme  through!"” said Boh
Cherry. with a faint grin. * Cheer up,
Inky! No such things as spooks, you
know.”

“There may be other things on the
wreck, though,” said Frank Nugent,
speaking quietly. *“I vote we keep our
peepers open, you chaps.®

“My hat! Franky's got the wind-up,
too!” chuckled the irrc[wmﬁibi Bob.

“T don't quite like the place my-
self,” said Harry, laughing constrain-
edly. *““Anyhow, here we are! We've
forgotten about hot water for tea, you
chaps.”

“Oh crumbs, yes!”

“No good going back, though,” said
Harry. “We'll call for a drink before
starting back, Let's drop the grub
here, and explore a bit first.”

“Right-ho!"

The juniors halted in the gloomy
shadow of the wreck, and lowered the
parcels of cakes and tarts to the sands,

Harry . scanned the forbidding bulk of]

the wreck.

“We'll climb up that broken mast
easily,” he suggested. “Jove, isn’t it
a dismal sight? Come on!"”

It was a simple matter to board the
low side of the vessel with the aid of
the hanging length of broken mast, and
spon the juniors had clambered over
the bulwarks, and were standing on the
deck.

They stood in a silent group, looking
about them curiously, their hearts
thumping none too steadily. Despite

their screwed-up courage, they shivered
unconsctously,. The sand and wreck-
age-littered deck, with its broken
hatehways and smashed tiller, the utter
desolation and ruin, coupled with the
story they had heard, filled them with
a sense of eerie mystery.

“Come on!"” whispered Harry.

In silence theyv followed Harry across
the sand-covered deck towards the com-
panionway, DBut before they reached it
Harrv stopped short, and pointed to the
deck with a startled gasp.

“Look!” he muattered,
made that!”

It was the imprint of a foot—a big,
naked foot in the thin layer of sand on
the deck-planking. And it was wet—
obviously a recent imprint!

The juniors stared at 1t 1n
ment.

“My hat!" breathed Harry Whar-
ton, looking about .him a trifle ner-
vously, “This wants some explaining,
chaps. Franky thought he spotted a
movement here from the roadway; 1t
looks as if he was right. Somebody’s
been here recently—may be here now.”

“ Looks like it.”

The juniors looked about them as
Harry had done. A curious, terrifying
feeling that they were being watched
by hidden eyes took possession of them,
and they almost felt thankful when
Harry moved on to the companionway
and descended to the cabin below.

The door swung open, and

“No pghost

AMmMaze-

the

juntors followed Harry as he cautiously
entered the dark, gloomy
Little light came through

apartment.
the broken

“* Look out, Harry ! ** yelled Bob Cherry suddenly. His yell was followed instantly
by a sharp whirr of something that flew through the air. Next instant a knife

struck the bulkhead above Harry Wharton’s head with a dull thud, (See Chapter 3.)
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shylight overhiead, but the juniors
could see all they wanted to =ee.
The cabin was empty, It was

sparsely furnished and was much as it
had evidently been when the crew of
the mystery ship had left it so hastily
and wunaccountably—much as it had
been, that is, but for one significant
change,

Part of the floor-planking had been
torn up, and the panels of ocne wall had
been splintered and slashed — damage
obviously not done by the hand of
time, It liad been done recentlv, and
by human hands, for a new, shining
axe lay on the floor. Moreover, the
remaining deck-planks, deep in dust
and sand, bore clear traces of wet foot-
prints—big and recent.

“This is no end queer,” whispered
Harry Wharton, “‘Who on earth can
be working here, smashing this cabin
up—and wﬁ »

“Bnmahﬂu{? in bare feet,” =aid Bob
soberly. “No giddy ghost, anyway!"

“Perhaps a local fisherman after tire-
wood !’ suggested Johnny Bull, trying
to smile.

“What rot! XNobody local is likely
to come here,” said Harry. ** And they
certainly wouldn't come here for fire-
wood. Rot "

He crossed the cabin, and leaned for-
ward to examine the broken edge of
the panelling. It was newly-slashed,
obviously, though the timiber was old
and rotting. He was just about to
etep back again when something hap-
pened with startling suddenness,

From the skylight above them came
a slight sound—a shadow fell across the
gloomy cabin. Bob Cherry looked up
swiftly and gave a vell.

“Look out, Harry|”

His yell was followed insianily by
the sharp whir of something flying
through the air, and next instant some-
thing sfiruck the bulkhead above
Harry's head with a dull thud,

It was a gleaming knife, and it had
passed within an inch of Harry's head.

It stuck, quivering in the bulkhead,
and the startled juniors eved each
other with ashen faces.

———

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Marline Joe !
BGB CHERRY was the first to re-

cover himself,
“Quick !” lie yelled, “I saw
the rotter—he's on deck above!
After him "

“My hat!”

Without waiting for his chume, Bob
darted out of the cabin and thudded up
the companipnway stairs. And, after a
brief hesitation, his bewildered chums
went swarming after him.

They were all looking grim, and their
eyes gleamed angrily at the outrage.
Harry Wharton had undoubtedly had
an extremely narrow escape—or so it
seemed. And they were, like Bob,
eager to get to grips with the unknown
Enife-thrower,

They reached the deck almost to-
gether, to find Bob Cherry standing
near the skylight, staring about him
with red, furious face, Nobody else
was about; the deck was as silent and
deserted as before.

But they knew they were dealing
with flesh and blood, and what little
fear of the supernatural they had had
was gone now,

“1 saw him!™ snapped Boh. *An
ugly-looking seafaring brute he was.
I saw him clearly, and I saw him throw
the knife. He's vanished, though,”
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“That's where he's gone, though,”
snapped Harry, pointing rather shakily
to a_double row of wet footprints that
led from the skylight across the deck.
¥ .I-.}'E’s gone down Ehat hatchway, Come
on!

He was starting towards the after-
hatchway, when Dick Penfold, who
knew a lot about ships, called out a
warning.

“Don’t all go! There’s usually a way
through from the after 'tween decks to
the lazarette, and through that to the
saloon. He'll give us the slip if some-
one doesn't guard the companionway."

Harry did not question his chum's
knowledge, and a_moment later, leaving
Bob, Frank, and Inky to guard the com-
panionway, the rest of tﬂa juniors fol-
lowed Dick Penfold as that junior
lowered himself down the after-hatch
to the 'tween decks.

The door in the after bulkhead was
open, and passing through this he led
the way, keenly alert for sight or sound
of their unknown quarry. '

A few packages of E.l{i]:lﬁ' stores, rot-
ting and mouldy, were strewn about the
dingy place, and, picking a way through
these, Dick mounted a short ladder, and
they found themselves in a small apart.
ment that obviously was the ship’s
pantry. And the next moment they were
through another door into the cabin
they had recently left.

Kven as they entered ithev heard a
sudden yell in Bob Cherry's voice, for-
lowed instantly by a furious oath and
sounds of a fierce struggle.

“They've got him!” hissed
“Quick! We'll teach the
rotter to chuck knives about!”

The juniors went up the  eompanion-
way with a rush onee again, and as
they expected, they found that Bob and
the other two had, indeed, *‘got him.”

On the deck, at the top of the staire,
lay a man—a ruffanly, sinister-looking
seaman, with a swarthy, evil face, across
which ran a livid, ugly scar. He wore
rough, seaman’s clothes, and had large,
gold ear-rings in his ears, and he was
bare-footed.

He was struggling furiously with the
three juniors, and, far from young as
he undoubtedly was, he seemed to have
the strength of an ox.

"?ui:‘.:k, you chap:!" panied Bob.
“Help! Ow!”

A vicious kick from the rascal’s bare
foot sent Bob epiuning across the deck,
but the next moment Harry Wharton,
Johnny Bull, Dick Penfold, and Monty
Newland were piling in, and after that
the sailorman’s strength availed him
little.

Squirming {rantically. and breathing
hoarse and hair-raising threats, the ugly-
looking customer was held fast at last,
and Harry and Bob ran a length of rope
round his legs and wriste.

“Now, my knife-throwing merchant,”
panted Harry, when this operation was
concluded to his :atisfaction. *“*We
want an explanation from vou,”

“ You—you young swabs!”

Harry grinned at the loock of malig-
nant fury on the seafaring man’s rough
featnres,

“No good losing your little temper,
my friend,” he said calmly. “ You’ll do
as you're told, or we'll put you through
it as you jolly well deserve! You tried
to kill me——"

“Hang you, let me loosa ! hissed the
fellow. *“I warns you as I ain't the
sort © man as :tands no rvongh stuff
from whelps. Cut these 'ere ropes, or
by hokey——"

“We'll cut them after you've ex-
plained, perhaps," =aid Harry. “And I
might tell you we're not afraid of your

Harry.
dangerous

‘Harry grimly,

threats. We were doing no harm on
this wreck, but you threw a knife at
me—jolly near did for me, too. Why?
And what game are you up to here?”

“You'll get nothing outer me,” he
snnrle:{. “Marline Joe ain’t the sort
as—'

“Bo that's your name!” interrupted
“Well, that's some-
thing to know, and perhaps youw'll ex-
plain everything to the police if yeu
won't to us”

“The—the p'lice?” echoed the man
abruptly. A~ sudden look of fear
entered his fierce eyes, and he changed
his defiant tone to a humble whine with
remarkable promptness. “ You—yon
won't fetch no p'lice 'ere, guv'nor? I
ain’t doin’ no harm 'ere—jest tramping
about when I drops on this 'ere wreck,
and, thinks I, it’ll be jest the craft to
shelter me to-might. That's the truth,
young sir.”

“You've only been here to-day?”

“That's a fact, guv’nor! I'm a sailor
what’s roughed it in worse places than
this ’ere wreck.”

“And you brought that axe with you,
I suppose ?” said Harry promptly, his
lips curling. “You must have worked
jolly hard to do all that damage since
this morning."”

An ugly look came into Marline Joe's
dark eyes, but it vanished again
abruptly.

“1 knows nothin’ about no axe, and
I ain’t done no damage,” he stammered
after a moment’s confusion. “I’m jest
an honest sailorman as wants to ‘arm
nobody. ’Ere, let me go, young gents.”

“ Harm nobody, eh?” snapped Harry.
“You tried to kill me less than five
minutes ago. We'll see what the police
think of that yarn.”

“'Kre, hark to me, young gents,” sail
Marline Joe, with sudden desperatn
eagerness. I tell you I swear I never
meant to 'arm you. I throwed that
there kanife, I admits. T enly meant to
frightecn you away. ’'Ere, I'll show yoil
if you'll let me loose. Why, I can throw
a knife an’ ecut’ a orange clean in two
whai’s restin’ on a man’s head, and not
touch a hair. That's a fact. That there
knife weren’t meant to 'arm a hair oi
your 'ead, 1 swears,”

Up to then the man had obviou:ly
been lying, but he made that last state-
ment concerning the knife with
desperate and obviously sincere earnest-
ness. The juniors felt they belioved
him there, at all events,

“That may be so,” said Bob Cherry
warmly. “But why did you throw it at
all? Why should you want to frighten
us away ? Tell us that, my pippin!”

“I'll tell you nothing—sink me if I
will 1" snarled the man, his thick hps
setting hard, with sudden rage. *“Cut
these 'ere ropes an’ let moe go, or you'll
be durned sorry. 1 tell you I ain't
never scen the Heart’s Desive afore to-
day—ain’t never set foot on the bloomin’
ship.”

“Heart's Desire!” echoed Harry,
with a quick start. “This ship has the
name ‘ Bareclona ’ painted on the bov -,
You—you mean—"

“That’s the name I meant, of conree. ™
was tho hurried, strained reply. “I1- 1
was thinkin’ of a ship 1 used to be on
years ago—jest such another hooker n-
this she were, too. Of course!™

Harry Wharton met his chune
puzzled looks, and his eyes gleamed,
The man's glittering eycs, his hurric
correction of his slip—an obvious slip —
and his equally obvious fear that thev
had noticed anything wrong, filled hin:
with strange suspicions. While passing
through the lazarette he had noticel —
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On the sands before the cliffs the tide was coming in.
““ Oh dear ! "’ muttered Bunter in alarm, He stared at the rapidly rising stretch of water in horror.

was the derelict ship. “*Oh dear ! " groaned Billy Bunier again.

—— e ———

Between Billy Bunter and the shore was a shining expanse of water.

His only refuge
(Sce Chapter 6.)

idly enongh—that a strange name was
carved on the after bulkhead, and that
name was the name Marline Joe usea—
the Heart's Desire.

What did it mean? What was the
strange mystery which hung over that
eerie wreck—the wreck that bore one
name on the bows, and another name
elsewhere ? And what had Marline Joe,
the sinister sailorman with the livid scar
across his evil face, to do with the
mystery? That the man was lying was
ghvious now, to Ilarry Wharton.

“Took here, my man!” said Harry
quietly, after a pause. ‘' There's some-
thing fishy about this. You know this
chip well enough, it strikes me. Let's
explore the ship, you chaps, and we'll
decide what to do with this merchant
afterwards.”

“Good egg!”

Marline Joe muttered a husky oath,
Lhuat they ignored the fuming rascal, and
started to search the ship. They hoped
to discover some clue to the strange
mystery that surrounded it.

But the search ecame to nothing—as
Harry had feared. The cupboards and
drawers in the captain’s cabin had
obviously been ransacked—they were
empty, and the rest of the ship, includ-
ing the deserted forecastle, produced no
evidence whatever.

Disappointed, the dirty and dusty ex-
plorers returned to where they had left
the bound seaman. They got a shock
on reaching the spot.

The man from the sea had gone—
vanished. On the sandy deck were the
strands of rope—hacked to pieces—and
on the deck also was a scrap of dirty
paper with a message scrawled upon it

clearly from Marline Joe. It was
Lrief, but ominous and sinister. It
read: “Clear out of this if you value
vour hide wick !

“Well, my hat!” breathed Harry,
with a harsh laugh. " He's fairly done
s one. DBut—but I think we'd better
take his warning to heart, and clear
out. I'm about fed-up with this show.”

‘“Same here!"

“The fed-upfulness is terrific, chums,"”
muttered Hurree Singh, licking dr?‘
lipz. “Let us quickfully bunk, Harry.”

“Come  on!”  muttered Harry.
“We'll leave that rotten merchant to
his game-—whatever it is. Blow him!
I don't feel like having a feed on this
beastly =hip now, eh?”

“ Rather not!”

“We'll earry the geub back to the
cottare, and have tea there,” supggested
Harry. * Buck up—let’s get off !"”

All thoughts of ghosts—of the super-
natural —had gone now; but the juniors

were wlad enough to get off the
mysterious derelict for all that. Their
nerves were thoroughly shaken, and

Dick Penfold, who had not even unm-
strapped his camera yet, had no desire
to use 1it.

They clambered over the low side of
the wreck, and a moment later were
standing on the sands. Marline Joe
had, indeed, vanished, and the sands
and mudbanks were deserted.

“Tide's coming in,” =aid Harry, with
a shaky laugh. * Perhaps as well we
didn't stay too long, I suppose. Hallo!
Mv hat! Where on earth’s the grub?”

It was a question none of the seven
could answer. The parcels of foodstuffs
they had left on the sands, like Marline
Joe, had vanished completely. Only n
solitary cream-bun lay on the spot to
show where the stuff had been.

“Well, this beats the brass band!"™
ejaculated Johnny Bull, “Surely that
merchant wouldn't have stopped just to
pinch that grub?”

“Hardly likely!"” grunted Harry.
“He'd be far toe anxious to get clear
away for that. It's queer!”

It was queer—there was
about that.

Harry Wharton ran round the far side
of the wreck, and scanned the mudbanks
and sand. Nobodvy was there—nor was
there a sign of the parcels there. He
returned to his chums, and they eyed
ecach other blankly.

“That's stumped us for teal!”
Bob. " What are we to do now,

“Go home!” grunted Harry.
thing elze for it, you chaps.
standing gassing here,
hungry, vou fellows.”

no doubt

oaned
ﬂrl‘j.‘ |fu-
| Nn-
No good
I'm thundering

“Same here, blow it 1"
All the juniors were hungry, and the

thought of having to ride the five miles
home to appease that hunger was not
cheering.

So agitated and bewildered were they
that it never occurred to them to ex-
amine the sand: for trails of the unknown
raider. Had they done so they would
have seen significant tracks—the tracks
of eycle tyres, and they would have
guessed quickly enovgh who the un-
known ratder was,

But they had completely forgotten

Billy Bunter by this time, and they
started to troop back towards the road in
a state of disgust too deep for words.
" The fisherman was not at the cottage—
they caught a glimpse of his figure some
distance along the sands, attending to his
lobster-pots.

“No need to fetch the old chap,”
grunted Harry. *“We'll just leave him
some cash and get the bikes ourselves.”

The juniors did this, and a few
seconds later they were in the saddle,
riding towards Greyfrairs—and tea.
They had had an exciting adventure,
but ~ that fact Ffailed to appease their
healthy appetites, and they felt none
too happy. The pienic had certainly not
been quite a sueccess,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Missing !

ABRY WHARTOX & CO. rode

H hard, and for the most part in

silence, All the juniors’ minds

were filled with the afternoon’s

strange adventures, and in addition to

being puzzled by the mystery, Harry, at
least, was not a little uneasy,

It was fairly clear that Marline Joe,
the vagabond sailor, was connected in
some mysterious manner with the
derelict ship, and that he was up to no
good there. ;

He was, obviously, far from being the
harmless sailorman he claimed to be—he
was not a peaceful and respectable
member of society by any means. And
Harry wondered if they were doing
right in allowing the matier to rest

Tae Migxer Lsmary.—No. 872.
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there. Should they report to the coast
guards, or the police, that such a
ginister character was on the wreck?

Harry felt they ought to do so—and
vet he hesitated. He had no desire to
hgure as the discoverer of a mare’s
nest, and he ecertainly did net wish to
drag himself and his chnms—and Grey-
friarse—into what mmight prove a criminal
affair,

Harry had reached no decision on the
problem by the time Grevfriars came in
sight. And as they dismounted at the
gates, somocthing happened that added
iajiIl maore to the mystery of the dere-
ict.

Hovering round the school gates was
a stranger—a youth., older than them-
selves, who wore the uniform of an
apprentice in the Merecantile Marine,
He had a handbag in his hand, and a
coat over his arm. His face was tanned
brown by exposure to sun and sea, and
his eyes were keen ®nd bright, hiz jaw
square and hard,

But his face was a pleasing face,

and the juniors eyed him rather
curiously as they came up.
“Hallo! Who's this merchant®”

muttered Frank Nugent.

The youth turned on sighting the
~ juniors, and came striding up to them.

‘Excuse me,” he said, smiling, “but
isn't this Greyfriars School 7"

“It is,” replied Harry, smiling back.
"An;,fi;hing I can do for you?"

“I'm after a fellow named Penfold—
Richard Penfold,” said the stranger
breezily. “If you could put me on to
him_”

“Here he is,” said Harry, indicating

Dinl&ﬁ‘enhlﬂ, who had just come up.
di rl-‘i

The stranger gave one look at Dick's
frank, open face, and then he nodded
as if satisfied with his serutiny. Taking
a folded sheet of paper from his pocket
wallet, he held it before Penfold's eyes.

It was a page torn from a magazine,
and in a flash the juniors recognised it
On it was a reproduced photograph—a
snapshot of a stranded derelict, a black
hulk fast in the sand and mud of a
lonely ecreek with a background of sea
and low cliffs. Inderneath were the
printed words: “The Winning Snap—
sont in by Richard Penfold, Greyfriars
School, Kent, to whom has heen
awarded the first prize of ten pounds.”

“My hat!™

The juniors eved each other queerly.
Was this still more mystery ?

“*You took that snapshot, ehum?"
exclaimed the stranger eagerly.

“ Yes, T took it,” said Dick,
“Why "

The merchant apprentice folded the
paper and replaced it in his pocket.

“I've come a long way—from Bristol
—to see you about that,” he replicd
grimly. “1 wonder if you would mind
telling me where I can find that—that
wreek ! TIs it near here?”

“Certainly,” said = Dick Penfold
promptly, though, like the rest, he was
eyeing the stranger curiously, “Tt's
just along the coast—about five or more
miles away.”

“Right or left?™

“Down this lane we've come by, and
turn to the left along the Cliff Road.
and on across the ferry. "

“Any digs to be got thereabouts—
any sort will do "

“It's a lonely spot—not a honse
within a mile or two—that is excepting
a fisherman’s cabin.”

“You might get a room there,” added
Harry Wharton, “But vou'd have to

THE Micyer Liprary.—No. 872,

smiling.

rough it—the old fisherman lives alone,
anel -

“I'm used to roughing it—T'I1 try the
place,”  said the stranger briskly.
“Thanks very much, I'm very much
obliged to you. Looks like rain, so I'll
be off.”

He gave the juniors a smiling nod,
and strode away quickly. 'The juniors
gazed after him rather blankly. Harry
Wharton, at least, would have liked to
question the youth; but he had given
them no chance to do that—or to men-
tion what they knew about the wreck.
His crisp questions and brisk manner
had put them off attempting that.

“Well, that’s gueer!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry.  “Now what does that chap
want with the blessed old wreeck 7'

“Goodness knows !” muttered Harry
Wharton, wrinkling his brows. “It's
queer—no doubt about that, If—if he
goes there and falls foul of Marline
Jnﬂ ¥

“Great pip!”

“I don't like it,” said Harry, staring
after the fast disappearing figure of the
strange youth. “I—I suppose we ought
to warn him. But * :

" Looks well able to take care of him-
self,"” said Frank Nugent.

“Well, that’s so. But—but—— Oh,
hang! Let's get in to tea. I don't ex-
pect he'd thank us for asking his busi-
ness, or warning him, either. Come
on |”

The juniors were uneasy and doubt-
ful, as was Harry, but they were also
very hungry, and they dismissed their
fears and qualms, and hurried their
bikes to the cyele-shed.

“You fellows will tea with us, of
course !” spid Dick Penfold, grinning,
“T've still some of the quid left, and if
vou'll trol along and help Monty get
things ready, I'll get more stuff from
the tuck-shop.”

“0Oh, good man!”

Dick Penfold hurried acress to the
tuckshop, under the old elms, and the
rest trooped indoors, made just a little
cheerier at thoughts of a “feed,” after
all.  And ten minutes later a cheery fire
was burning in Stody No. 9, and the
seven juniors sat down to quite a
decent spread.

It proved to be anything but a jolly
meal, however. The chief topic of con-
versation were the events of the after-
noon, and all the juniors were more or
less worried and uncomfortable. They
felt, like Harry Wharton did now, that
they had blundered—that they should
have gone after the stranger, and
warned him  against the  sinister
guardian of the derelict ship.

But they felt it was too late now—all,
that is, with the exception of Harry
Wharton, When the meal ended, at
last, he got up to his feet with a deter-
mined expression on his face,

"It's no good, you fellows!"” he said
quietly.  “Wa ought to have warned
that chap—we were idiots not to do
so. He'll be there now, and goodness
knows what's happening to him. He's
a hefty chap, but—but he'll stand no
chance against a ruffian like Marline
Jﬁﬂ'.”

" Not an ecarthly!”

“If the brute was ready to tackle
seven of ug, he'll not hesitate to tackle

that chap,” said Harry grimaly. S It's
not good enough. Look here! 'y
gomg to cycle over to Crow's TFoot

e —
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Creek again—I'm going to make sure
things are all right there.”

“But, my dear man——"

“I'm going,” said Harry, in a tone
of finglity. “We didn't do the decent,
square thing in neglecting to warn that
stranger, You fellows necedn’t come
unless you want to.”

“I'm going, if you are, Harry,” sail
Frank.

“Bame here!”

It was a chorus—not one of Harry's
chums intended to let him go alone.
They felt equally responsible, and now
they =aw ﬁlarrjr’u mind was made up
they were all ready and willing
accompany him,

“We'll all go, then,” Harry went on.
“With luck, we should be back before
lock-up; but we'll have to risk that.
1t looks like turning out a wet night, so
we'd better take coats or macs. Never
mind the tea-things; let's get off |”

There was a scraping of chairs as the
juniors jumped up from the table with-
out further ado. They all felt instinet-
ively that they had scarcely played the
ga-me in not warning the stranger of

anger, and they were eager enough
now to make up for it.

But before any further move could be
made the study door opened and Peter
Todd looked in.

“You fellows got back, then?” he
said, glancing round the study. “I say,
where's that fat study-mate of mine?”

“Bunter{” exclaimed Harry Whar-
ton, with a start. “Blest if I know
where the fat chump is! Hasn't he
come back yet?”

“Loder’s after him!” grinned Toddy.
“The fat ass isn’t about the school any-
where. I thought he went out with
yon chaps, though "

“So he did; but we gave him the
slip!” chuckled Bob Cherrv. “We
haven’t the faintest idea where he is
now, Toddy.”

“Blow the fat nuizance!”
Peter Todd.

With that, Bunter's study-mate
parted, growling.

“Bunter !" breathed Harry Wharton,
a startled look on his face. *“*Well, I'm

to

snorted

de-

hanged ! It was Bunter—must have
been Bunter.”

" What the thump——

-“Can’t you see?” said Harry ex-

citedly. “It was Bunter who pinched
our grub off the sands. I'd forgotten
all about that fat ass! IHe could easily
have approached the wreck while we
were below, He pinched the grub and
bolted. ™

“ Phow I

“That's it! Oh, my hat!”

" What asses we were not to think of
that,” said Harry. “We knew he'd
follow, and we might have expectad it.
But—but it's rummy he hasn't returned
yet.”

“We'll Aay him alive when he does
return!” vowed Bob Cherry darkly.
*“The—the fat toad!™

“I'm not thinking of that, Bob,” =aid
Harry in an alarmed tone. *“If he'd
pinched the grub, and scoffed it there,
he should have been back before us, 1
don't like the look of it.”

“You—you think—"

“I'm wondering if he's fallen foul of
Marline Joe,” muttered Harry. “You
know what an idiot the fat chump js!"

“My hat! That's more than likely,
Haryy !

“Come on—let’s be off, quickly!™
snapped Harry, “That fairly settles
the matter., We must find that fat aes!
Goodness” knows what trouble he's in!
Don’t forget lamps, as it’s bound to be
dark before we get back,”

“¥Yes, rather!”
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There was a rush for caps and coats,
and within five minutez bicycles were
once more being wheeled from the
cvele-shed. hng within another five
minutes the excited juniors were once
more on the open road, racing hard for
Crow's Foot Creek—and furt!ger adven-
tures,

— ——————

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Adventures !

éi EASTS "
B Billy Bunter was, of course,
referring to Harry Wharton &

Co.

As the Famous Five had anticipated

—but afterwards forgotten — Billy
Bunter had not given up hopes of
taking part in the picnic by any means.

Though the seven juniors had .long
ago gone out of sight on the winding
cﬁﬁ' road ahead, Bunter still pedalled
away in chase with the perspiration
streaming down his fat face, and as he
pedalled he consoled himself by mur-
muring the one word, " Beasts!”

But the journey's end was reached at
last, and at sight of the wreck in the
creek Bunter jumped from his machine
with a grunt of satisfaction. ‘

He grunted again with satisfaction on
sighting the szeven bicycles stacked in
the yard at the rear of the fisherman's
cabin, and started off down the steep
path to the beach, pushing his old
machine before him.

He could see it was some distance to
the derelict, and ‘Billy Bunter was never
the fellow to walk when he could ride.

Once on the hard sands, Billy Bunter
mounted his “iron steed,” and went
rattling and bounding away towards the
wreck, zig-zagging in and out of the
hummeocks and pools.

He dismounted within fifty vards of
the wreck, and then he approached it
cautionsly. Not a sound came from the
pld hulk, or a sign of movement either,
and the utter solitude of the scene made
Billv Bunter shiver, though he had, as
vet, heard nothing of the wreck’s evil
reputation.

* Beastly show!” grunted Bunter,
slackening his footsteps unconsciously.
“Ugh! It fairly gives a chap the creeps !
Rum, too. where those beasts are! i
wonder——  Oh, good "

Billy Bunter’s eyes had fallen on the
packages of foodstuffs lying on the sand

He ceased to wonder then. He
chuckled. It was clear that Wharton
and the rest were aboard the wreck,
and it was also clear they were below

somewhere, and had not seen his ap-
proach. |
“My hat!" chortled the fat youth,

“What stunning luck !

He hesitated, and Ublinked
about him.

To linger would be fatal. he knew,
and after a Lriefl blink round he quickly
ruade up his mind what to do. Less
ihan fifty vards away the coastline
curved outwards into a rocky promontory
in the low line of cliffs, and DBunter's
eves glimpsed a black hole, low down,
evident!y a hollow or cave in the cliff.

rapidly

“(0Oh, good!” breathed Bunter, " Juost
the blessed place!” ; :
Bunter acted like Lightning. He

realised he could never carry the food
stuffs and wheel his bike at the same
time, so be rushed the like round the
Lhulk to the far side. Here, amid the
thick reeds and sea-grass of the ecreek,
and close benecath the sloping hull, he
dropped the machine flat.  And then,
after making sure it was well hidden,
either from above or a few yards away,

A moment later he was f{rotting
across the sands towards the black hole
in the cliffis. It proved to be a cave,
right enough—a low, sandv cave, dry
and cosy.

At the entrance Billy Bunter glanced
back to make sure he had not been
spotted, and then he dived into the cave
with his ill-zotten plunder,

“He, he, he!l” LE chortled. *TI've
done 'em one—the beasts! IDo me out
of the feed, would they? This 1s a bit
of luck, and no mistake!”

There was a pile of dry seaweed

spread out on the fioor, and Billy
Bunter dropped down on to this, and
started work on the contents of the

parcels. His eyes glistened at sight of
the tarts and cakes and cream-buns and
chocolate they contained. The juniors
had intended them to feed seven, but
Billy Bunter intended them to feed one
—himself,

Had Bunter only froubled to look
about him he would have soon noticed

several curious things about the cawve. ]

There were the deep imprints of naked
feet in the dry sand, and the bed of sea-
weed looked suspiciously as though it
had been arranged as a bed, and that
it had been lain on by a heavy body
quite recently, Moreover, there was a
heavy, dirty, pilot jacket lying in a
a dusky corner, and a big bundle, tied
round with a lhuge, red-spotted hand-
kerchief,

e s T
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PBut Bunter failed to notice these sig-
nificant signs.

With his fat back against the rocky
wall of the cave he lay back, comfort-
ably on the seaweed, and hiz jaws
worked like clockwork,

“This 15 prime!” he murmured alter
a while.  **These doughnutz are top-
ping, and these tarts—- (Good old
Alrs. Mimble! He, he, he!"

Billy Bunter was undoubtedly enjoy-
ing the “pienic " if Harey Wharton &
C'o, were nof.

But even Dunter’s appetite began to
slacken at length, and, with a sigh, the
fat junior crammed the last few delica-

cies into his pockets and gave his hard-

worked jaws a rest.

“I'll keep them for going home. TFix-
peet I'll be peckish again by then,” he
murmiired. “ Wonder if those beasts
have gone vet®”

Billv Dunter wondered, but his eurio-
sity on that point was not sufhecient to
make him get up to see if he conld dis-
cover that, Frowm where he sat he conld
not see the wreek, and after his heavy
meal he felt drowsy and disinclined to
move,

With a fat smile of contentmeni on his
greasy, jammy features, he blinked om
over the sands and sea, chuckling now
and again at thought of his score over
Harry Wharton & Co.

But this state of happy contentment
did not last long. Billy DBunter was

rouwsed quite suddenly from his  day-

e hurried back and gathered up the | dreams by a sound on the sands out-

pavcels,

side,

p—

Billy Bunter got up quickly enough
then. He made a jump for the mouth
of the cave and cautiously peered out.

Then he gasped—a gasp of utter con-
sternation and fear.

Twenty vard: away, approaching ihe
cave from the direction of the hnlk, was
a man—a sailorman in bare feet and
dingv clothes, with an ugly scar across
his evil, swarthy face, and earrings in
his ears.

It was Marline Joe—thongh Bunter
was not aware of that, having never
heard the name or seen the man be-
fore.

But Bunter had heard of, and seen

wetures of pirates, and for one terri-
ied moment he believed he was look-
ing at one now,

“0Oh dear!” groaned the fat jumior,
his knees knocking together with sheer
fright. *“Oh, mum-my hat "

Luckily the man had not seen him;
he was tramping along with his head
down and an ugﬁ:ﬁ scowl distorting his
features., And after that first ternfying
moment Billy DBunter gave him mno
chance to do so.

With a gasp, he dived back into the
cave, knowing his chance of escaping
from the cave was hopeless. Luckily, he
Lhad the good sense to snatch up the
paper hp.fs littering the bed of seaweed,
and, with a jump, Bunter .reached the
dusky receszes at the back of the cave
and dropped behind a pile of rocks, his
heart palpitating, his nerves twittering.

He was just in time, for next moment
a shadow darkencd the entrance, and
Marline Joe entered. He was mutter-
ing savagely to himself, and his dark
eves were glittering with rage.

I'or the moment Bunter dared not
look out,” He heard the man moving
about, and then, at the sound of a cork
being withdrawn from a bottle, he
looked fearfullv out and saw the sailor
scated on the seaweed.

As Bunter looked he saw the man
lower the bottle he had been drinking
from, and place it on the sand. Then,
from a picce of paper, he took a por-
tion of bread and a chunk of cheese, and
with the aid of a clasp-knife started to
cat noisily and hongrily,

Scarcely  daring to breathe, Billy
INunter watched in shivering fascination.
The man finished at last, and then, to
the junior’s utter dismay, he dragged a
pile of the scawced nearer the mouth
of the cave, and dropped down upon 1t,
with his fieree eves fixed on the wreck
across the rands,

“Oh dear!™ groaned Riliv Bunter to

himself,  “ItH—i'll be duark soon!
What am I to do?™
The man took a short black clay

pipe from hiz pocket, aml, ramming a
pipeful of tebacco home, be lir up and
~tarted to smoke,

For how long Bunier watched he had
no idea--it seemed like bonrs before the
sailor moved. And then he moved with
startling abruptness,

Ho jumped to his feet with an oath,
and, standing outlined against the
mouth of the cave, he stared hard to-
wards the wreck,

Only for an instant, though, and the
nexi he was thudding hard across the
darkening sands.

“ Mum-my hat!” gasped Bunter.

Hardly able to move his cramped
limbs, the fat junior staggered across to
the cave entrance, and blinked out, He
was just in time to see Marline Joe
reach the derelict, and clamber aboard

‘with the agility of a cat.

“Oh dear!"” groaned Dunier.
Tar Mugyer Lisrany.—No, 82,
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From the bottom of hiz heart the fat
youth wished now that he had never at-
tempted to join that lucklest picnie-
party. True he felt he could vscape easily
enough now, A wild dash would take

him round the promontory to the
sloping beach—climbing the ghffs was
out of the question to Bunter,

But there was his bike, hidden amid
the rushes of the creek, under the
shadow of that horrible wreek! Dilly
Bunter's bike was a ternible old ecrock;
but it was the only one he possessed,
and it was precious enough to the fat
youth.

A sudden discovery settled the matter
for Bunter. Happening to glance sea-
wards, he became aware that the line of
gently-splashing surf was surprisingly
close. The tide was coming n. It
would soon be knocking lightly at the
wreck—and over his precious bike.

“QOh, my hat!” groaned Bunter,

Ho glanced across at the wreck again.
A light, dim and flickering, bhad ap-

peared suddenly at a porthole in the
dark hull of the craft.
Now was his chance—or never! The

satlor was obviously somewhere below,
In a flash Billy Bunter decided to risk
1t.

Taking a dﬂeg breath, the fat junior
darted across the sands towards the
derelict,. He was dimly aware that the
skies were darkening and that a thin,
rainy mist was falling,

But he scarcely noticed this, and the
next moment he was round the black
hull, searching for his bike, his heart
thumping agamst his ribs like a ham-
mer.

He soon found it, and, dragging it
up, he ran round the wreck again. It
was only when he reached the landward
side, and was about to climb into the
saddle, that he made the second dis-
covery—a terrifving discovery to Billy
Bunter,

On the sands before the cliffs, and on

the sand dunes where the derelict lay,
the tide was “coming in’ right
enough. But on the lower ground,

where the beach dipped before sloping
upwards to the roadway, the tide had
already come in!

The whole stretch for fifty vards was
a sheet of swirling water, fed by the ran
of water down the muddy bed of the
creek.

His
cut off,

Billy Bunter stared at it, one foot on
the pedal and his mouth gaping with
sudden horror.

He stared at it helplessly, and then
he glanced frantically back towards the
cliffs. But a glance showed him that that
would soon be covered also, as would
the sands whereon he stood.

“Oh dear!” groaned Bunter
Again.

His only refuge was the derelict—he
realised that in a flash. It was a case

escape was cubt off—hopelessly

ornce

of any port in a storm, with a ven-
geance,

Curiously enough even in  that
moment of shock, Billy Bunter became
suddenly surprisingly cool. A glance
showed him that the dim light shone

faintly from somewhere along the black
hull, and he wasted no further time.

It was a simple matter—even to
Bunter—to gain Hllu deck  above; but
there was the bike, Even in what he
believed to be a desperate position,
Billy thought of his precious bike.

He soon solved the problem, however.
A length of rope hung down over the
side, and Dunter grasped it, and tied
the end to the top bar of the machine.
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Then he serambled zoftly up to the
deck and started to haul it up.,

It was not an easy task. The rope
was rotten, and he expected it to break
every second. The bike was also no
light weight, but sheer desperation lent
the fat youth strength.

He hauled away, trembling lest the
scraping and rattling should reach the
ears of the unknown sailor below. He
was not interrupted, however, and at
last his hand f;llu:‘-ml on the machine,
and after a strenuous struggle he hauled
it over the low, broken bulwarks on to
the deck.

But Bumter didn’t stop then. The
bike had yet to be hidden—and him-
self! A yawning gap—tihe broken door-
way of a deckhouse—met his glance
round, and he ran his bike across the
gloping deck to it,
~ He shoved it inside, and the gloomy
interior swallowed it up. Then he fol-
lowed the bike and erouched down in
the gloom, trembling with excitement
and fear,

For the time being he was safe—he
devoutedly hoped he was safe until the
tide receded and a chance to escape pre-
sented itself, How he wished }ln:: was
safe back at Greyfriars! Would Harry
Wharton & Co. guess where he was
when it was discovered he was missing ?
He wondered.

Then, as the minutes passed, he began
to be curious as his glance outside fell
on the skylight of a cabin some yards
across the deck, Above the broken, un-
glazed skylight showed a faint glimmer
of light from below.

Who was the strange, sinister-looking
sailor.  And what was he up to on
that lonely, deserted wreck?

Curiosity was one of Bunter’s beset-
ting sins, and his failing got the better
of his féar now,

He walched the flickering glow for
some nunutes, and then he emerged
cautiously from his hiding-place and
crept across to the skylight, He leaned
over and peered E‘-ﬂlltiﬂuﬂﬁlp‘ down.

What he saw almost made him jump.
The cabin beneath was lit by a flickering
storm-lantern which shed a gloomy light
on the wrecked cabin,

Beated on the dirt-grimed table
directly below him was the scared
sailor.  Below him, stretched on the

cabin floor, bound hand and foot, was a
youth—a seafaring vouth in the uniform
of a mercantile apprentice,

He was bleeding from a wound on the
temple, and his handsome, sunburnt
face was white and drawn,

Marline Joe was gazing down at him
with glinting eves, and even as DBunter
took 1 the scene with affrighted eyes,
he heard the rascal’s husky voice, in a
threatening mutter, )

“So yer name's Babcock, ¢h? Dab-
cock o' Bristol!” e was, mnottering
almost in a frightened tone. “ An’ Vel
thinks this here vessel is the old
Heart’'s Desire, the wvessel that was
owned and skippered by old Nat Bab-
cock, o' Bristol 2

“1 know it is,” was the curt, defiand
reply, “That paint on the bows docsn’t
deceive me, Who are you? You know
more of this ship than you'll admit, vou
sconndrel | )

There was a
Marline Joe's
evillv,

"1f you're Captain Nat's grandson,”
he snarled, *wyou're here after some-
thing, sink me! What——"

Billy Bunter heard no more, He had
been leaning perilovsly over the shy-
light, and at that moment his foot
slipped

the

Mo

cabin
fwisted

silenee in
features

on the wet deck-planking and |

he fell with a ecrash, face-forwards,
across at,
He gave vent to an inveluntary gasp

of fright, and at the same moment there
came a splintering crash of rotten
timber as the mouldering framework of
the skylight gave way.

One wild yell Bunter gave as he felt

himself falling, and then he was
through, falling on the top of the
brawny, hulking form of Marline Joe,

and the two went to the cabin floor with
a terrifie crash and clatter,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Discovery !

“ ARROUCGH ™
Billy Bunter's wild howl of
theer  fright would have

aroused the celebrated Seven
Slecpers.

It was a howl of pain, also, for as he
fell Bunter crashed against the tableo
edge with terrific foree before striking
the sailor and rolling to the cabin Roor
with him,

Half stunned, the luckless fat junior
lay where he had rolled, shaking with
fear., He did not lie unmolested for
long, however. After that first shock
of surprise and bewilderment Marline
scemed to grasp what had happened,
and he leaped to his feet with a low-
muttered oath,

The next instant Billy Bunter ‘yelled
again as the man’s savage hand closed
Fptin him, and he was wrenched to his
eet,

In the flickering lamplight Bunter
blinked up at the ruflian, white-faced
and trembling,

From the floor the helpless ship's
apprentice alse blinked up, astounded
and bewildered at this unexpected
development,

Marline Joe eyed the fat youth with
glhntmg eves for fully a minute. ‘ana
t 1::*11 he shook him as a terrier shakes a
rat,

"“Bink me!” he growled savagely.
“ Another o' them blamed voung brats,
eh?  Well, what you doin’ ’ere, you
little rat—quick 7™

Bunter did not answer—he eouldn't.
The look of deadly menace in the ruf-
fian's fierce eyes almost made him col-
lapse with utter fright,

“Got left bohind be them young rats

as canie n:}.--in’ round ‘ere this arter-
noon, ch ¥’ snarled the ruffian, “Well,
that's ye misfortune, young 'un. Neow

you've come you'll stay—sopt”

He flung the junior brutally to the
floor, and, snatcjhing a length of rope
trom the eabin floor, ran it deftiy
round the junior's legs and arms. In
less than a winute Bunter was- like a
trussed chicken. This done, the man
rolled the fat youth under ‘the table,
giving his fat form a parting kick as he
did zo,

The hapless fut youth rolled over on
his side nunder the table, and lay there
groanmitg,  Marline Joe turned and re-
garded the other prisoner,

" Now, Mister Babeock, me an® you kin

talk agen,” he grunted. **You axed me
who 1 was and what I was doin’ here,
jest as I axed you, Well, I bin thinkin®
15 over, and P'm gom’ to tell you,”
. He paused, and placed his elay pine
in his mouth, and, baving lit up, he
started to smoke, eyeing the vouth
named Babeock musingly, ;

“Ye zays as this 'ere vessel ain't the
Barcelona-—well, it ain’t! It's what you
called  it-—the Heart's Desire, outer
Bristol.  An' it was skippered, as you

(Continued on page 16.)
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GEORGE WINGATE:

I wouldn't mind receiving a sovereign for
every match in which I have acted ns
referee. I should net a fortune! 1 am
always pleased to perform this onerous duty
for juniors and fags, and, as a rule, they
appreciate it, thongh they sometimes guarrel
with my deeisions. My worst experience was
when 1 refereed a jumior cuptie a couple of
seasons ago. Ome of the conditions of the
contest was that the matches were to be
played to a finish, without regard to the
weather. FPlay began In a drenching down-
pour of rain, and -I was soon soaked to the
skin. By half-time the ground was prac-
tically under water, and the conditions were
more suitable for a swimming gala thano for
a football match. One of the players
facetiously remarked: * Call out the life-
boat!” Another implored the speetators to
lend him a pair of water-wings, so that he
could swim better! The players were in a
terrible state. They were plastered with
mud from head to foot. After slipping down
several times on the greasy surface, 1 was
in a similar plight. My features were
scarcely recognisable. But, like the gladiators
of old, I endured to the bitter end, and
great was my joy and relief when I dis-
ported myself in a hot bath after the match.

HORACE COKER:

I'm not going to referee any more matches.
I've had enough! Whilst passing through
a village on my motor-bike last Saturday, 1
was approached by the local footer team
and asked to referee the match that was
about to start. Being an obliging sort of
fellow, I consented. Before the pame had
been in progress many minutes I found it

necesgary to speak sharply to the home
team’s right-back. He fouled an opponent
very badly. When I reproved him he shook

his fist at me, and threatened me with per.
sonal viclence if I dared to interfere again.
He kept on fouling, and at last I got fed-up,
and ordered him off the field. He lowered
his head and rushed at me like a mad bull.
That was the signal for a general assault
on the referee. The spectators swarmed on
to the pitch, and I had the most painful
five minutez 1've ever experienced. I was
punched and pommelled, and thumped and
clumped, and sent sprawling in the mud.
Thinking my life was in danger, I flew intno
a panic, and fled at top speed, with a crowil
of hooting hooligans at my heels. 1 never
stopped running till I reached my motor-bike.
Then I leapt on to the saddle and went away
like the wind. 1 had left my school cap
and my coliar and tie in the bhands of the
enemy. Needless to say, 1 didn’t po bhack
for them! You won't catch me referecing
apy village matches agnin—not if T know it
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A Number of

Amusing Anecdotes
Dealing with the Ex.
periences of Referees,

BILLY BUNTER:

It's all rot to say that referees have a
bad time ol it. I once refereed a match
between Friardale and a villidge about fifteen
miles from Greyfriars. DBeing a sensible
fellow, 1 was careful to make all my de-
cisions in favour of Friardale. I awarded
them heaps of penalty-kicks, and when one
of their men happened to fowl an opponent
I pretended not to see It. The rezzult was
that Friardale won in a canter by ten goals
to pothing. They were delighted, and their
skipper told me I was the fairest referee
he had ever ceen. After the match he
escorted me %o the bunshop in Friardale and
stood me a stunning feed. 1 felt so full
that I could hardly roll back to Greyfriars.
People say that referees have a ruff time,
but my eggsperience goes to show that it's
the other way about.

DICK PENFOLD:

I'd never be a referee—not if they paid a
princely fee; for, candidly, it is “*no cateh *
to supervise a footer match. The crowd
begins to hiss and hoot; the referee begius
to seoot! If he’s a sprinter he's all right;
he’ll swiftly vanish out of sipht. But il he
cannot make a spurt, he's pretty certain to
be hurt. The crowd, resolved to have his
blood, will roll him in a sea of mud. They'll
punch his nose and black Lis eyes; a painful
plight, you'll realise! They'll lead him such
a dreadful dance, bhe'll have to ecall the
ambulance! Then in a pursing-home he'll
dwell, until they've made him fit and well.
Pity the poor old referee! I'm sure it's pot
the life for me!

DICKY NUGENT:

if ever i refereced a footer match i'd dress
myself in a suit of male, and thus be safe
from the attax of the angry specked taters.
if they tried to punch my nose they'd damage
their fists on the tip of my vicor! i think
that reffs have a very ruff time, and i
simperthize with them from the bottom of
my heart. | wrote a ripping story for this
Issew of the * Herald " about a reff who had
all his teeth nocked out, and was so badly
hashed and battered that he had to be put
in plaster of parris for a year. but Wharton
said the story was so bloodeerdling that he
conldn’t think of publishing it. you've mist
it real treat, dear readers!

HURREE SINGH:

I have never acted as a referee in the
esteemred and lndicrous szport of foothall.
Pt ia not that I valve my skinfulpezs, but
I have never been requestfnlly asked to
referee. If ever 1 am, I sliall not ghrink-
fully hesitate to carry out my doties with
thoroughness. 1 shall say to one player:
“You were ofisidefully offside; 1 shall pot

i
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allow the goalfulpess."” And to another I
shall say: * The foulfulness is terrific! You
are warnfully ordered off the field!” 1 am
well aware that the reféree’s task is a thank-
less one, and that he gets more kickfulness
than pencefulness, as your English saying
has it. But I should never shirkfully shun
my responsibilities. If aoybody requirefully
needs a referee, 1 am at their esteemed ser-
vice. I have been practizsing whistle-blowing,
and I find it a splendid exercize for the
lungfulness,

WILLIAM GOSLING:

Wot I says is this 'ere—you won't eateh
me- refereein’ no football matches! I wants
to live t~» a4 ripe old age—not perish in me
prime. 1 ohee 'ad a brother wot became a
perfessional referee. They buried 'im in
Courtfleld Cemetery. If the young rips of
Greyfriars was to ask me to referee for 'em,
I should shake me "ead an' say " No!"—fipal
an' emphatic. You won't catch Willlam
Gosling on any of them perflous stunts!

Being the champion sprinter of the Remove,
I am inclined to think I should make a jolly
on the part of the crowd, I should streak
off the fleld like a champion on the cinder-
will they ever catch me refereeing!

EDITORIAL!

HEN we published our Special
W *““ Future ¥ Number a few weeks
told us what they wanted to be,

and why, I noticed that mobody expressed

There are several occupations which are
too perilous to be comfortable., Every time
he practically takes his life in his bands.
Every time the steeplejack scales dizzy
those who choose te become explorers often
have grim adventures in the wild places of
the earthly career of the adventurer.

But the average fellow would rather be a
preference to becoming a football referee.
That unfortunate individual gets more kicks
the mob. However faithfully and impartially
he may carry cut his duties, he caunot please
obliged to flee for his life.

Perhaps this is a rather exaggerated
like that of the policeman, is mot a happy
one. Referees at public schools are fairly
the Bixth is taking charge of a junior match
the crowd wouldn't dream of swarming on
time, even Wingate, popular though he is,
has to withstand a good deal of chafl and
not always meet with thelr approval.

In village football the referee often gets
He is offered perzonal violence. Assisted by
my chums, | once went to the rescue of a
by asu infuriated mob of wvillagers, having
awiarded a  penalty-kick to Friardale's
a taxi, and he escaped In the mick of time.
HARRY WHARTON.

BOB CHERRY :
good referee! At the first sign of hostility
path! They wouldn't catch me; but neither
By HARRY WHARTON.

ago, and the Greyiriars fellows
the desire to become a football reféree!
the coal-miner goes down fnto the depths
heights his life hangs by a thread, And
the earth—adventures which frequently end
coal-miner, a steeplejack, or an explorer in
than pence. Me is often at the merey of
the partisans of hoth sides, and he is often
picture, But, at all events, the referee's lot,
safe from molestation. When Wingate of
to the pitch and mobbing him. At the same
criticism from the crowd. His ‘decisions do
somethivg more than chaff and eriticism.
referce at Friardale. He was being chaszed
vpponents! We managed to hustle him into

Supplement i,
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ki ODER'S going to
Harry Wharton.
And there was a general choruns

of groans,

Nobody had asked Loder of the Bixth to
referee the match between the Hemove and
the Upper Fourth, And nobody wanted
Loder to referee. But Loder, with a
malevolent grin on his face, insisted upon
refereeing.

“ Line up, you kids!” he said.

There were glum looks on the faces of the
Remove footballers as they took up their
positions. Thc,} felt that they not only
had the Upper Fourth to beat, but an un-
serupulous referee into the bargain.

Loder bad a spite against thie Kemove,
and his decisions were bound to be un-
favourable to them.

The whistle was blown, and Harry Whar-
ton kicked off.

The Upper Fourth were the first to break
away. Temple & Co. were very keen on
beating the Remove, and they went “all
out * for an early goal.

Temple himself ran the ball through, and
then passed it to Dabney, who was stand-
ing yards offside.

Dabney fired in a terrific shot, which the
Remove goalie made no attempt to save,
He saw that Dabney was offside, and was
waiting for the referee to pull him up.

But Loder did nothing of the sort. In-
stead, he awarded a goal to the Upper
Fourth.

There was a storm of protest from the
Remove players.

“ Play the game, Loder!”

“ Dabney was offside !

Loder scowled.

“I'm not going to have any arguments
on the field,” he said sharply. * That goal
will stand.”

Far the next twenty minutes or so play
was of a give-and-take character. Neither
set of forwards could breck through the
opposing defence.

But at last the Remove front line broke
away. Pasgsing and repassing with clock-
work precision,  they worked their way
towards the Upper Fourth goal.

Wharton was on the point of shooting,
with the goal at his mercy, when the
referee’s whistle rang ount shrilly.

Wharton paused, and turned round with
n bewildered look om his face.

“ What was that for?’? he asked.

 (Migide ! sald Loder tersely.

“ But 1 wasm't!"

“ Don't answer me back, or I'll send you
off the field for impertinence!” said Loder.

And he awarded a free-kick to the Upper
Fourth.

There was great indignation in the ramks
of the Remove. Dut for Loder’s unwarrant-

gaid

referee,™

able action, Harry Wharton would cer-
tainly have scored an equalising goal.
It was quite obvious that Loder was

determined to keep the Hemove from win-
ning. A few minutes hefore half-time Harry
Wharton again broke through. He fired in
a fast shot, which the Upper Fourth cus-
todian only partially saved.

“{ioal 1™

“PBravo, Wharton!"

Loder came running
had been gathered out
punted down the field

“No goal,” be zaid breathlesszly.

the hall
net and

up. after
of the

v N.n-1no goal stuttered Wharton
blankly. “ How do youn make that ont,
Loder?”

“The ball hadn't erossed the line™

«What! 1t went right into the net!”

“No goal,” repeated Loder firmly.  * And
if vom say another word, Wharton—

The captain of the Remove could contain
himszelf no longer.
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3 claimed, his eyes flazhing.

»

“You're acting like a rotten cad!"” he ex-
“You're bent
on atopping the Remove [from wmning.™

“That's enough!” said Loder sharply.
“Leave the field !

Wharton looked for a moment as 1f he
would defy the order. But he realised that
the referee held the whip hand.

There were murmurs of sympathy from
Temple & Co., as well as from the Remove
players, as Wharton turned and walked off
the field of play.

“ Well, if that’s not the absolute giddy
limit!** gasped Bob Cherry.

“ Shush !** muttered Frank Nugent. “If
Loder hears you, vou'll get marching ordera
as well, We're & man short as it is, and if

another gets sent packing it will be a
tragedy.”
“It's a big enough tragedy already,”

growled Johnny Bull, “ What are you grin-
ning at, Toddy? Dashed if I can see any-
thing to grin about!™

Peter Todd, the Remove centre-half, was
grinning broadly.

“1've thought of a
plained—“a wheeze for
Loder.*?

“My hat'!®

Peter hactily expounded his whecze, and
then his schoolfellows grinned, too,

Shortly afterwards the whiz:tle sounded for
haolf-time,

Loder stalled awuy to Lhe iireazing-room,
with the intention of enfoving a quiet
smoke bhefore the game was resamaed,

As =oon as Loder had zettled bimself in
the dressing-room, Peter deftly turned the
key in the lock, and Loder--though he did
not suspeect it as vet—was a prisoner!

Peter Todd slipped the key into the pocket

he ex-
rid of

wheere,”
getting

of his football shorts, and rejoined the
players.
“ Surely he can break the window, and

get out that way?” zald Dabwpey, when he
had heen let into the =ecret.

“No jolly fear!” gaid Bob Cherry. *“ The
panes are ton small. If Loder tries it on,
he'll find himself in the =ame fix 03 King
Charlie when he tried to eseape from Caris-
hrooke Castle. Hallo! Here comes ol
Prout. Let's ask him to referee the second
half,
ﬁwﬂj"-”

«“Ha, ha, ha!”?

Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth, was
not an ideal football referec. LBut he always
endeavoured to he just. When approached
by the plavers, he willingly agreed to take
charge of the game,

Harry Whartan, of course, returned to the
feld, and the Eemove were at full strength.
They were a goal in arrears, but they man-
fully set to worlk to make good the deficit.

After ten minutes’ play, Frank Nuogent
crouwned a fine individual mn  with a
brilliant goal, thus levelling the seores,

Before the ball was kicked off again, Mr.
Prout stopped short. Me held up a planp
forefinger,

“ Listéen'? he said.
thing, my boys?"

The players s=hook their heads.

] fancied I Leard someone showting for
help,? =aid Mr. Prout. “The sonnds
appeared to come from the dressing-room.*

“] expect it was only some kids skylark-
ing, sir,” said Temple easily. “{m the
ball

Play wasz resumed at a fast pace. The
Femove were concentrating all their onergies
an getting the winning goal. o were the
Upper Fourth.

The game was hotly contested, and each
goal was bombarded In turn. It was not
vntil o few minutes from the emd that the
deciding goal came,

Bob Cherry pot Hurree Singh in pogses-
sion, and the Jusky nabob raced along the

“Do you hear any-

We'll explain that Loder's been called |
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touchline. He pulled up within a foot of
the ecorner-flag, and sent across a perfect
centre. Harry Wharton met it accurately
with his head, and the ball flashcd Into the
net at lightning speed.

“ Goal !

The Remove players danced around in high
glee. They were on top now, and on
th?r remained until the final whistle rang
out.

“ Hurrah!"* chortled Bob Cherry. “We
pulled the game out of the fire, after alll
Thanks very much for refereeing, sir!”

Mr. Prout did not seem to hear Bob's re.
mark. He was glancing curiously towards
the dressing-room.

«“f feel convinced there is someone shut
in the dressing-room,” he said. “ Hark at
those sounds! They seem to suggeet that
someone is hurling himszelf bodily at the
door., It is locked om the outside, appar-
ently. Who has the key?”

“1 have, sir,” said Peter Todd,
reluctantly.

“ Kindly hand it to me, Todd, and I will
go and investigate.”

“{h crombs!®

Peter handed over the key, and Ar. Proud
strode away to the dressing-room.

There waa great commotion within, The
prisoner was making repeated charge: ak
tire door, which shook beneath the impact.

“ Klezs my soul!”’ murmured Mr, Prout.

He unlocked the door and threw it open.
Yo sooner had he done so than a clenched
fist shot out and took him fairly under the
chin. With a bellow of anguish, the
mnster of the Fifth stageered back. Harry
Wharton & Co., following up behind, were
just in time to save him from falling.

rather

“T have heen aszanited!” declared Mr.
Prout, «lasping his  chin, “ Brutally
assanlted by some hooligan! Why, it Is
Loder !

The prefeet =lood in the doorwny of the
dressing-room, terrified at what he had done.
On hearing the key grate in the lock, he had
supposed that his captors were coming  to
liherate him, and in his hot anger he had
rack Lt savage blow,

wl-I'm awiully sorry, =ir!” he stuts
tered. 1'd no idca it was you. ‘Thoze—
those voung villains locked me in here, and
when I heard the door being nnlocked |
trought it was them.™

Mr., Prout glared.

““ You had no right to act like o hooligan,
Loder,”* he =aid angrily. “ Do you aczsert
that you were locked in the dres-ing-roomy™

“ Yes, sir®

“By whom?*

"I locked Loder in, sir,” said Peter Todd.
« He refersed the first half of our mateh,
and liis decirions were all in favour of the
U'pper Fourth, He's got a spite against the
Remove, and he wasz determined to prevent
us from winning. He isn't a fair and im-
partial referce—like yoursell, sir.”

That toueh of fAattery had the desired
effect. Mr. Prout's sympathies were with
the footballers, It was hardly to be ex-
pected that they would be with Loder, after
that terrific upper-cut which the prefect
had dealt!

“] am satisfied, Loder, that youn have
behaved in a very unsportamanlike manner,”
said Mr. Yrout. “I do not approve of
Todd's action, but you gave him every
provocation, and you have ouly yoursell to
blame fer any inconvenience you have
suffered.”

Loder eould not trust lLimszell to speak.
Ee strode away without a4 wornd. And a
chuckle followed hiz retreating [figure—a
chuckle from the triumphant Remove fook
ballers!

THE EXD.
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says, by old Nat Babeock, your grand-
father, I reckon. And, as you says, I
knows quite a lot about it. You was
right there—I do.”

He paused, and then went on again in
a low, confidential voice -

“There’s them, mister, round these
parts as think this here vessel g
mystery vessel—which it is, no mistake
about that. They thinks it was driven
in here by a storm.  Well, it was driven
in right enough ; but not by no storm,

lad. She was driven in an’ left 'igh an’
dry by her crew.”

"o on " muttered Babeock
hoarsely, his eyes gleaming, *“ You—

you were one of the crew, I suppose?”

The man hesitated strangel » and then
hﬁ‘ nodded slowly. e )

. L was—Il won't go for to deny it,
mister,” he said. “Though I wants
You to understan’ as I had no 'and in
what happened. I ’ad to stand by and
see 1t dome. For why? ’Cause what
happened to old Ca;itain Nat would 'ave
happened to me if I hadn't. See 7"

Young Babeock's face hardened.

"“What happened to my grand-
father I he demanded huskily.,

“I'm "~ a-comin’ to that, youngster.
Well, it started jest arter we'd left
Melbourne, homeward bound—this ten
years gone. The Old Man had given it
out asit were his last trip home—as he
were goin® to retire like, and sell the
old hooker. Then the talk started. It
got about as the old man ’ad treasurc
aboard—treasure 'e’d picked up among
the islands where we'd bin tradin’, Ye
see, some of us were npew hands, an’
some of us 'ad bin with him, an' we
knew a thing or two.”

The sailor paused again and lowered

his voice,

“That started it, lad, They talked
and talked like, and then, in the end,
when we was jest goin’ to enter the
Channel, theg——thﬂ_}? did it They
trapped old Cap'n Nat, and they finished
l“n}h?n'd’ they threw him over the side.”

= x !

Young Babecock gave an
gasp. But he said nothing beyond
that. Marline Joe gave a hurried,
frightened glance over his shoulder as
he paused, and then he went on again.

“But they found nothing—nothing,”
he went on, a cunning leer distorting
his face. They searched this here
cabin; they turned it upside down ; but
they found nothing. They gave 1t up
then. For why? '(Cause they thought
there was nothing, arter all.™

“And then——*

“Then,” gaid Marline Joe, with
another leer. “They daren’t land at
any port, you see. They was done!

ihe;r came along this coast, and they
ran this here eraft on these sandbanks,
and arter they'd divided all they could
lay hands on, share and share alike,
they hacked her name off the boats an’
sichlike, and they painted a new name
on her bows, and bolted—went ashore
irr the darkness and vanished—secattered,
ye see "

“And you—what did you do?” asked
young Babcock quietly. “Why are you
heve now? You—vyou think—-"
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“I know,” was the leering reply. “1

was scared—I1 daren't stay—and I went
like they did. But I knew what they
didn’t know, mister. I knew as there
was something here—treasure in this
very cabin, I'd seem it. The very
night afore it happened I was taking a
quiet peep through this here skvlight,
and I seed old Nat handling ’em.”

He leaned forward, and lowered his
voice to a husky whisper.

“Pearls they was—big ones, too—
worth a fortune,” he whispemci gloat-
ingly. “I seed 'em, and when I ’ad to
clear, I vowed as I'd come back for 'em
and ’searcrh this 'ere cabin until I found
‘'em.”

“And you've come now—after all
these years?” muttered young Babcock,
in a curiously strained tone.

“It weren't my fault as I didn't come
sooner, I tell you,” was the fierce
answer. “I'll tell you why, As I sez
I was scared—afeared to come back so
soon arter—arter what happened. 1
jest shipped aboard a vessel goin’ to
'Frisco. An' like a fool I got meself in
a bit of trouble there. an’ I bin in prison
—I don’t mind telling you this—this
last eight wvears, an' more. A long
time, youngster. But"—he paused,
and his voice was hoarse—“but I've
come now—I"ve come to find what them
shipmates of mine failed to find ten
years ago."”

He stopped, and silence fell on the
gloomy cabin. On his back, young Bab-
cock stared at the evil face of Marline
Joe, lit up by the flickering lamplight.
His heart was throbbing wildly. How
much was true of the strange story he
had heard, he could only surmise. But
he believed most of it, and his mind
was a turmoil of mingled anger and
sadness, The one thing he did not be
lieve was the ruffian’s claim that he had
had no hand in the actual erime. He
looked villain enough for anvthing.

Ile felt convinced that now, after all
these years, he had heard the true story
of what had happened to the Heart's
Desire—the ship that had vanished so
utterly ten years ago, and that was be-
lieved, at the time, to have foundered

with all hands, somewhere in the
Channel. And here, before him, face
to face, was one of the rascally

mutineers—probably one of the very
villains who had taken an active part in
the actual crime.

At the thought a wave of fury shook
him; but he stecled his voice to calm-
ness as he asked:

“But why are vou telling me this?"
he muttered. ““You know who I am,
and vet you—you dare to tell me.
Why "

“I'm telling you,"” said the man, with
a leer, “'cause I wants help—1 wants
somebody ‘ere to help me find that
there seeret hiding-place. I'm willin® to
go ‘arf an” "arf i

He was interrupted.

“I'll see you hanged first, vou scoun-
drel, before you'll get help from me!"”
cried Babecock fiercelv. “ You dare—"

“Here. hold ’ard, youngster!"
snarled Marline Joe. *“ You come here
to find that there treasure—I knows you
have, Mebbe Old Nat wrote an’ fold
his folks what he was bringin’' homv,
It beats me why vou only come now
after these years, though, mate. Dut—
but you gets nothin’ less you help me—
see ! Now listen!  I'm goin' to find
that there treasure, help or ne help,
DBut—but——""

He broke off hoarselv, and onee again
his dark eyes scanned the shadows walls
of the gloomy cabin with a look of fear
in them,

"

“But it’s dark down ‘ere, mister—
dark and lonely,” he went on, dropping
his voice to a whisper. *I bin working
down here for days and days, and I
can't stand it no longer—alone. In this
here cabin it happened, mind, and—and
it ain't healthy, mister. I wants com-
pany, and help. And mebbe,” he went
on, eyeing young Babeock's white face
sharply—* mebbe you knows something
—mebbe you knows jost where this “ere
secret hidin'-place of old Nat's is? You
bein’ 'ia grandson, like—""

He stopped suddenly and stiffened—
his features becoming tense.

For some time now the occupants of
the cabin had been dimly aware of faint
sounds without—the gentle murmur and
fret of the tide against the sides of the
old hulk.

And now came a new sound—a single
faint thud—the unmistakable bump of a
boat against the sides of the derelict.

As he heard it, and grasped the
significance of the sound, Marline Joe's
features went livid, and, with a single
bound, he reached the storm-lantern,
and plunged the apartment into deep
darkness,

Muttering fierce imprecations, he
stumbled to the companionway stairs
and went thudding up them.

But under the table. trembling with
sudden hope, Billy Bunter had also
heard the sound, and instinetively he
knew what it meant. He gasped, and
then as he heard the tramp of the de-
parting ruffian’s feet, he raised his voice
in a wild shriek,

“Rescue, Grevfriars!
fellows! Help! Rescue !

Almost at once came an answering
shout ;

“Coming, Bunter! Hallo,
hallo! Where are you?”

Billy Bunter rolled himself out from
under the table in the darkness., almost
]fui;lring with overwhelming joy and re-
ief,

Rescue. you

halle,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Jack Babcock’s Story !

HE voice from the deck above was
Bob Cherry’s voice. Junter
had made no mistake—the new-
comers were Harry Wharton &
Co., right enough.

In the falling dusk they came creep-
ing up to the stranded wreck, expecting
trouble and quite ready for it,

But as they heard Billy Bunter's wild
appeal, all thoughts of caution and
secrecy left them, and they swarmed up
the sides and on to the deck.

Harry Wharton was the first to =et
foot on the wet deck. It was still rain-
ing, and the juniors were alinosi
drenched ; but they hardly knew it in
their excitement. Harry glanced aboul
the deck in the misty gloom, and as: he
did so a burly form emerged from the
coOmpanionway.

Harry recognised the man in a flazh,
and he hissed a warning to his chuns
behind,

“Look out, chaps! Go for Lim—
collar him low !

As he spoke, Harry Wharton leaped
forward and flung himself at the FﬂiLH‘-
man. He got g savage jolt from a
burly fist, and he staggered backward-
half-stunned by the blow.

But his chums were at his heels, and
the next instant, for the second time
that day, Marhne Joe went thudding
to the deck with a swarm of determined
juniors clinging to him,

But he was up again the wunext
moment, and after a brief sliruggle on
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the slippery deck, he wrenched himsell
free with a prodigious effort, and leaped
for the bulwarks,
“Stop him ! panted Harry.
Dut they were too late by a yard
The sailorman was as shippery an
\R‘l‘igg!i'd free from the

04
ecl, and he
elutching hands, and jumped clean over-
board.

The juniors ran {e the bulwarks and
peered over the =ude. Marline Joe's
burly formn was visible lurching rapidly
away from the ship. The water was
nob decp, as vet, and the splashing of
his rushing progress became fainter,
and then he vanished from sight in the
ni=ty rain.

“Shall we follow in the boai?” said
Bob Cherry guickly.

“No: let the rascal po!” =aid Harry
Wharton, turning away. ‘‘We couldn’t
follow in the boat, anyway—we came up
the channel of the creek, remember.
Tet's see what's happened to that fat
trouble-finder. It was DBunter who
velled, of coursze!l”

" You bet "

IFollowed by his ehums, Harry ran to
the companionway, amil a moment later
was inside the dark cabin.

“You there, Bunter " he called.

“Of comrse I am!” came DBunter's
+'rr1r|pl£|.i!'1ing volce, “For gﬂuﬂm'::ﬁ'
-ake hurry yourself, Wharton, You've
been a jolly long time !V

“0Oh, my hat!”

It was just like Bunter to greet them
thus, and Ilarry almost laughed as he
hastily struck a match and looked about
him.

“Phew !

There was o whistle as the jumors
glimpsed the two bound forms on the

Hoor. Tn a flash the juniors were across
the cabin, amd Harry lit the lantern
again  as his chums released young

Babeock and Billy Dunter.

“We almost expected to lind some-
thing of this sort!” exclaimed Havry.
1 suppose that brute trapped you!
Hallo, you're hurt!”

“Only a seratch ! langhed the youth,
touching the bruise on his temple rue-
fully. “That ugly merchant took me
unawares—I never expected to find any-

one here, you see. DBut —but this affair
heats me.  Why did  you fellows
come—"

“We came for this fat nuizance for

one thing.,” said Harry, indicating the
Jishevelled and groaning Billy DBunter,
“ And for another—well, we knew that
dangerous ruifian was here—we found
him here this afternoon, you see!l”

And Harry told the story of their
adventures,

“1 don’t pretend to know what it
means,” ended Harry quictly. “Tut
there's some jolly old mystery about thes
cld ship, and—well, 1 fancy you know
comething aboutb it,”

The seafaring vouth nodded gravely,

“1 do,” he =aid grinly. " And L'm
coing to tell you. I ecan trust you
rh:ip.ﬂ, I know, anil
what's happened. This podgy friend of
yvours knows most of it, anyway.”

And with that Jack Dabeock—the:
soon learned that was his pamo—started
in tell the story of that ill-fated la-t
vovage of the Heart's Desive. e told
it ju=t as Marline Joe had told 1t to himn,
and in almost the same word=,

The juniors listened, zpellbound,

“inso that's the story ! hreathed
ITarry Wharton, when he pansed at last,
“Jove, it secius too romantie to
real.”

““I'hero are guecr things bappeamg
i =cafaring life—even In this eentarv,
stutled Jack DBabeock.

“And—and it happened

I
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cabin 77 muttered Bob Cherry, looking
round the shadowy cabin, with a shiver,
‘“ And—and you think the treasure’s
still there somewhere 7"

“T do—and I'm going to find it!”

“But how did you know about it in
the first place, and how-——"

“TI'm just going to tell you that,” was
the response. *“* Well, in the firat place
my grandfather was a queer old stick—
eccentric, you know. IHe traded mostly
in the Pacific, and he was away [or

vears at & time—sometimes he  was
never heard of for months on end. And
then—ten vears ago—came that last
letter. It was to my father, and it had

heen posied at Melbourne. It said that
the old Heart's Desire was homeward
bound, for the last time—with treasure

‘aboard—just that, and nothing else—

with treasure aboard! DBut in another
part of the letter he'd mentioned pearls
—and mv father guessed what it was.”

Jack DBabcock paused, and his voice
became low.

“But the old Heart’s Deszire never
reached port,” he muttered. **She just
vanished. Folks said she had founderei
in the Channel, with all hands. DBut
my father—he was a sailor like myseli—
went down in a merchant ship, tor-
pedoed during the war,” added Jack
huskily—*“never believed that. He
always said there'd been foul play on
account of the treasure. Well, as you

chaps know, he was right.”
Jack Babcock paused, and then he

e =

looked at Dick Penfold
grimly.

*“That's the story of ten years ago,”
he said. “Now we come to two days
ago—when I saw your winning snapshot
of this wreck. 1 was ashore from my
ship, and happened to call on an old
pal. He's a keen photographer, and he
just happened to have that magazine
lying about, and—well, 1 saw it. I
recognised that old dereliet in a shot.™

it Oh |.:'?

“A sailor never makes a mistake
about the identity of a craft,” he went
on. ‘‘Paint it up, or do what vou like,
if he's seen it once, he knows 1t again.
I knew it was the old Heart's Desire
when I saw that snap. You fellows
noticed the gueer fignrehead—a carved
figure, half serpent, half animal—""

i YEE, yes "

“Well, there isn't a craft sailing the
seven seas with one like it. There was
no mistaking it. You can imagine what
1 felt when I spotted it on that snap-
shot.™

“Yes, rather!”

“71 knew it was the ship, and I was
mad—mad to get away and see it, And
I thought about the treasure. I got
away as soon as I could, and here I
am.”

“Youn
years iy

“1 do. You forget that 1 knew what
Marline Joe suspected—that there 15 a

and =smiled

=

think—after all theze

too late,
clutehing hands.

** Stop him ! ** panted Harry Wharton,

““ Stop him ! ** But the juniors were

The sailorman was as slippery as an eel, and he wriggled iree [rom the
He reached the bulwarks with a bound and leaped overboard,
“ Done ! "’ grunted Bob Cherry in disgust.
‘“ No, let the rascal go ! said Wharton. (See Chapter 8.)

““ Shall we follow him in the boat? *

Tuc Micxer Lisnany.—No. 878
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secret hiding-place in this cabin some-
where. My father knew there was, and
told me. My grandfather was queer—
he trusted nn-g:}d;r. and he kept his
valuables there. My father didn't even
know where it was. I'm going to find
it, though.”

“You've seen the
course ¥’

“No; TI've seen old photos of her,
though; and there’s an old oil-painting
of her at home. I knew.”

“And now?"” asked Harry Wharton
breathlessly. “What about Marline
Joe? The seoundrel—"

“I'm not afraid of him,” said Jack
Babecock. “He took me unawares
before; but he won't aqain. Tt—it
makes it awkward, though.’

“You ought to hand the scoundrel
over to the police,” said Harry. “He's
dangerous, and as slippery as an eel.”

“1 don't want the police to be
brought into this—not yet,” =said Jack
Babcock in  sudden alarm. “ Look
here, you chaps. I've told you the yarn,
but it's in confidence, mind."

“Nobody shall hear about it from us,”
said Harry, though his eyes lingered
rather - doubtfully on the fat, curious
features of the staring Billy Bunter.
“Anyhow, we'll keep mum, and we
wish you luck in your search, Babeock.
We'll cycle over to-morrow evening
again, won't we, you chaps?”

“Yes, rather!™

“Perhaps we can give you & hand in
the search,” went on Harry, glancing
round the ecabin curiously. * But—but
I'm worried about that brute Marline
Joe. With him hanging round, it isn't
safe for vou :

“1 tell you I can look after myself,”
laughed the seafaring youth grimly.
“I sha'm't be caught napping again,
chums. T've got a room at that fisher-
man's cabin, and I'm going to hang on
here until I’ve found what I've come

ship before, of

for.”

Harry nodded, but his face was
worried.

“I don’t like it,” he said, *“But—but
vou know best, I suppose. Anyhow,

I'm afraid we'll have to be getting back
—quickly. It must be well after calling-
over, and there'll be a rumpus as it is
You'll come ashore with us—mow, of
course '’

Babcock shook his head, and his eves

leamed as he glanced about the
shadowy room.

“I'm starting the search to-night,”
he =aid firmly. “I ean walk back across
the sands when the tide’s down. You
fellows get off.”

And though the alarmed juniors tried
their utmost to dissuade him, Jack
Babeock stuck to his guns, and a
moment later they said good-bye and
left him.

With many misgivings the juniors
went up on deck, leaving him to his
sell;‘.:imposed task in the lonely, gloomy
Ci vl

“I say, you fellows,” grunted Billy
Bunter, as they reached the deck, “ what
about my bike, you know "

“Your bike?”

“It’'s in that blessed shed place over
there,” growled Bunter, pointing to the
shattered deck-house, ‘i“st visible in the

athering darkness. “Just yank it out
or me, Bob Cherry.”

“Well, my hat!”

Up to now the juniors had had no
chance to question Billy Bunter. as to
his adventures—much to that youth's
disgust. Bunter felt himself a hero, and
an illused wouth in consequence—not
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that he wanted to tell what had actually
happened, by any means,
But now Bob Cherry grabbed him

grimly.
“We haven’t had this fat clam’s ex-
planation yet!"” he snapped. * Now,

Bunter, what about it?" _
“Oh, never mind Bunter now!” said
Harry hurriedly. *We ecan talk to the

fat 1diot again, Bob. For goodness’
sake let's get back. Bunter’'s bike can
go in the boat.”

The excitement was over, all the

juniors were feeling wet, and cold, and
miserable, and they were anxious
enough to get home. They recovered

-Billy Bunter's bike, and lowered it into

the waiting boat, which swung gently,
tied to the broken mast that hung over
the side.

Then the juniors dropped into the
boat, and it was pushed off. Tt was a
roomy boat, and Bob and Johnny Bull
settled to the oars, whilst Harry steered.

“Wonder if that old fisherman Johnny
has missed his boat?"” grinned Bob, as
the; Hpullad away.

“Hardly likely,” said Harry. “Any-
way, it'll be easier going back.”

Harry was right. Coming across
before the rescuers had had a difficult,
trying time, for the water was shallow,
and agamn and again they had been held
up, stranded on hidden banks of sand.
But now the boat glided smoothly over
the swelling tide, and at last it grounded
on the beach, and they sp]:tra.ng ashore,
and drew the boat up high and dry as
they had found it.

or some seconds they stood and
stared back at the sinister outline of the
haunted wreck, and then at a word from
Harry, they turned and ran up to where
they had left their bikes, Harry, good-
naturedly pushing Bunter's machine
before him.

They reached their bikes, and ran
them on to the roadway, near the fisher-
man's cabin,

“Now for home—we’ll have to go all
out,” said Harry. *“ You'd better ride
in the middle of us as you haven't a
lamp. Come on.”

But it was not a case of home for the
adventurers yet.

For even as Harry put his foot on the
pedal of his bike, a sound reached their
ears—a sound that made them jump in
alarm,

It was the sharp, distant sound of a
revolver shot—and it came from the
direction of the stranded derelict.

-q-_-ﬂ-_

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Marline Joe Again !

b6 Y hat!”
The startled juniors looked
at each other in the gloom.

What did it mean? They
knew that Jack Babcock had no weapon
with him—at least, they believed not.
Then who had fired the shot?

And had

Had Marline Joe returned ?
he fired it? If so—

“That’s queer,” said Harrvy Wharton,
taking a deep breath. “What do you
chaps make of it? TIf that ruffian had
had a weapon, he would have made use
of it before this.”

“Must have gone to fetch it from
somewhere, "’ began Bob. *Per
haps——"

“1 know, vou fellows,” &nid Billy
Bunter excitedly, “I know where he
hangs out—in a cave along the eliff
there. He funks living on that wreek,
[ believe.”

“You fat ass—"

“It's a fact,” said Bunter eagerly,

.

And he told the juniors hurriedly all
he had seen in the cave,

“Phew!” said Harry. “Then it
looks as if he went there, and he hasn't
bolted after all. He must have gone for
that weapon.”

“Looks like it!™

“We'll have to go back you chaps
said Harry, clenching his teeth. * W=
can't leave that chap to the merer of :
ruthless villain like that.”

il _Dh []EHI".r”_

“We're in for trouble when we ge
back,” said Harry grimly. “8o0 we ma
as well be hung for a sheep as a lanl
And I'm jolly sure I'm not leaving tha-
chap alone without seeing what's ha;
pened. Come on!"

“Right-ho [

The juniors hurriedly put their lan.-
out again, and dropped their machine-
in the ditch. They were all willing, :f
not quite eager, to discover what was
happening on the derelict: even Billv
Bunter did not hang back—though he
obviously did not relish further adven-
tures,

In & moment or two the juniors were
racing down the beach again, and very
soon they were afloat, pulling hard for
the wreck, which now showed, a dark,
ghostly path against the growing dark-
ness,

Since that ominous shot no sound had
reached their ears, and they approached
the wreck in silence. their minds full of
forboding.

They approached the side more
cautiously this time, and the boat
scarcely made a sound as it touched the
side of the hulk at length. Having
made it secure by tying the painter to
the hanging len of mast, thev
swarmed over the low bulwarks, and
dropped silently on to the dark deck.
_They stood there for some seconds
listening, their hearts throbbing with
excitement. Not a sound broke ihe
deathly stillness save for the gentle
?pIﬁuh and fretting of the tide round the
11K,

Then Harry Wharton's eves caught
the gleam of a light above the broken
skvlight of the captain’s cabin. and he
drew a deep breath.

“Quiet, you fellows!”™ he whisnersed,
“TI'm going——"

He broke off abruptlv. At that
moment the silence wa: shattered by a
series of thunderous blows—the erash
of an axe and the splintering of fimber.

“Marline Joe¢!”  breathed Harrv
Wharton, his face paling. * He's search.
ing again. But—but what's happened
to Jack DBabecock®”

None of the juniors could answer
that. But a sick feeling of dread took
possession of them. That single shot—
what had it portended *

“I'm going to look, vou chaps,” whis-
pered Harry tensely,

He moved across the deck as he spoke.
towards the skvlight. and hiz elmims fol-
lowed, feeling their way cautiously in
the darkness.

They reached the skylight safelv
enough—there was little need for silence
now, however, for the crashing of the
axe below sounded thunderous,

Harry reached the skvlight first, and

as he peered through the Lbroken
aperture, he caught his breath hard.
His fears were realised.

Marline Joe was there—he wa=

wielding the axe =avagely and furionsly,
DBlow after blow fell on the splintering
panels of the cabin walls,

“He's got the wind up!™ lueathed
Bob Cherry. “He =ees the game will
be up soon,”
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“Looks like it,” whispered Harry
Wharton., * But—but what about that
other chap? We must do something.”
“What can we do?" said Dick Penfold
huskily., “See! His pistol’s on the
table. Before we could get at him
he'd have that to meet us with.”
“That’s so. If only—— My hat!”
A sudden idea oeccurred to Harry
Wharton, and he turned abruptly to
Billy Bunter who was hovering in the
rear, his teeth chattering with fear,
“ Bunter,” he s=aid in a low tone,
“vyou remember what you did this
afternoon at the woodshed—that wven-
triloquist trick, I mean? Can you do
something like it now "
“0Oh dear!” chattered Dunter.

“That fellow's in a mortal funk in
there—and 1 don't wonder,” said
Harry quickly. *“Sce how he keeps

glancing round! While he has that gun
we can do nothing to help Babecock—
if it’s not too late already to help him.
If only wvou could scare the brute,
Bunter, make him clear out——"

“Oh dear!”

“Do it!” hissed Bob Cherry. * Pull
yourself together, you fat funk! If you
do i, Dunter, I'll give you the biggest
feed you've ever had when we get home.
1f yvou don't—"

“J—1 say, you fellows, I-—I'll try.”

Billy Bunter pushed forward, taking

a deep breath as he did so. He was
almost dropping with fear, and he
wished from the bottom of his heart

that he had never come aboard the
wreck again. But he knew more than
the others did how the burly ruffian
below feared the darkness and gloom of
that cabin.

He peered down at the scene below,
and at that moment Marline Joe ceased
his labours, and dropped the axe, pant-
ing and breathless,

1t was Bunter’s chance, and he took

it.

In the silence which followed the
eplintering of timber, there sounded
from below—or appeaved to sound he-
low—a groan—a deep, bloodeurdling
groan,

It appeared to come from the floor of

the cabin, and 1t almost made the
juniors themselves jump.
But the effeet upon  the scoundrel

below was eleectrical. He drvopped the
axe and stood an instant, trembling, his
face working with startled terror. And
in that instant Billy Bunter made his
second attempt.

This time it was I.lI]d-:r_uhtELﬂy a
masterpicce—a low, trembling groan
that rose to a horrible shriek that

seemed to fill the cabin below,
“Aum-my hat! That's done

breathed Bob Cherry.

1t had. With one gasping cry of
terror the rascal in the cabin below
leaped for the door, and next moment
they heard the rapid pad of his bare
feet on the steps of the eompanionway.

“Look out!” hissed Harry Wharton
just in time. * Down!”

The juniors ducked low, and hid in
the shadows, their hearts thumping
violently with excitement.

They had scarcely done so when the
dark form of Marline Joe leaped into
view on the deck, 1t was visible a brief
instant, flving across the deck, and then
it melted into the gloom, and to the
juniors’ ears sounded a sudden splash.

“Mum-my hat!” panted Harry Whar-
ton. “He's gone clean overboard! Oh,
good man, Bunter!”

It was something new for DBilly
Bunter 1o be praised; but he undoubt-
cdly deserved it this time., Even Billy
Bunter himself was astonished at the
success of Ins cfforts,
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“Perhaps you fellows will admit I'm
a jolly good ventriloguist now?*"” he
mumbled, with a fat grunt of satisfac-
tion. “My hat! Wasn't he in a blue
funk? I say, I believe he was one of
the villains who did in that captain, yan
know. He sayvs he wasn't, but I believe
he was,™

The rest of the juniors could not help
believing that, too. Most sailors, they

knew, were more or less super-
stitious, And Marhine Joe's fear
of being alone in that quiet, davk

cabin where the hapless Captain Nat

had met his end was more than sus-
P'Il"]l:}ll.'i.
DBut it was not the time to disenss

that. The coast was clear now:; it was
scarcely likely the ruflian would return
yvet awhile.  And next moment JHarry

was leading the way down to the
cabin,
The lamp was still burning, and

Harry's first thought was to secure the
weapon that glinted on the table. He
took it to the broken porthole, and
pitched it out inlo the sea, feeling that

such a dangerous article was safer
there. _
Then he bagan to look about him

eagerly and anxiously., Bo far, they
had glimpsed no sign of Jack DBabeock,
and now Harry lifted the lamp and
looked into the shadowy corners, half

expecting to find his bound form there—
Or Wworse,

But it was not there, and the juniors
looked questioningly at each other,
“Tt's queer!”  muttered Harry.
“That scoundrel must have done some-
thing with the poor chap, though.
Here——"

An idea seemed to occur to Harry, and

he shone the light of the lantern
under the big, rough, wooden table,
He was about to withdraw the Light,

disappointed, when he gave a cry, and
pointed to the floor benecath the table,

“Look, you fellows!”™ he breathed.
“Look! The table!”

The rest of the juniors, surprised and
curions, bent to look, and then they
whistled.

Something had happened to the table.
In the light from the lantern they could
see that the massive wooden legs, bolted
to the flooring, were tilted slightly, and
now they looked they could see that the
table-top was tilted slightly also. And
that part of the flooring bolted to the
legs was tilted, too—tilted and reveal-
ing a black slit, an orifice an inch wids
at one end, and the same at the lower
end,

“I—I eay,” gasped Harry breathe
lessly, *'this looks rummy !"

Ho pressed on the slightly-raised patch

Tae MaaNET LiskaRy.—No. 874
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of floor, and the whole thing, table and
floor, swayed slightly and then jammed.

““1 say, you fellows,'” panted Billy
Bunter, blinking down excitedly at the
ccene, “*I know how that happened. It
was when I fell through the blessed sky-
light. I fell on the table, and I felt it
give under me a bit."”

“That's it.”

“I'd forgotten about that,” said
Bunter. “And when 1 lay under the
table—after that brute kicked meo, »ou
know—I felt that blessed floor eway
under me. My hat! I got a fright, I
can tell you., I thought the blessed floor
was going to let me through.”

All the juniors were fairl
with excitement now. They
forgotten Jack  Babcock
amazing discovery.

“It's a secret hiding-place right
enough.” said Harry in a thrilling whis-
per. ‘*When Bunter fell on the table he
must have jerked the catch, or spring,
or something, I say, let's explore it,
vyou chaps!”

He rested the lantern on the floor and
started to press with all his force on the
table top at one end. The others
rushed to mid him, and, after a brief

shaking
ad almost
at  this

mioment of jamming, what they were
trying to bring about happened with
startling suddenness,

The table tipped up with a har:h

crcaking, and with it tilted up the poi-
tion of flooring to which it was clamped,

As they blinked into the yawning
cavity revealed, Bob Cherry gave a
shout of triumph, and pointed down-
wards. In the rusty, cobwebby hole was
a small box—an iron-bound box like a
cazhbox.

Nothing else was there, and after =a
moment’s search Harry lifted the box
out, and as the otherz tilted back the
table to its former position, he placed it
on the table, and they all gathered
round, breathless with excitement and
awe.

“The treasure!” ecried Harrr ex-
citedlv. **It's the treasure, I believe,
you chaps!”

He had scarcely spoken when from
above came a shight sound—the sharp
hiss of inwardly-drawn breatd.

Harry glanced quickly uwpwards, and
then tie gave a yell of alarm.

“Look outl"

The others saw it then—a face at the
skylight, an evil, scarted face, with
dark, fierce eyes that glinted with rage
aud greed. The face was quickly fol-
lowed by a head and shoulders, and then
the burly form of Marline Joe awung
through the broken skylight, glisten-
ing and dripping with water.

It hung suspended above the table fo:
a brief instant, and then it dropped
with a lieavy thud.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Alter Many Years !

RASH !

What happened next was so
sidden and unexpected that
scarcely any of the startled

juniors realised it all.

As the man’'s beavy bulk struck the
table-top it tilted abrutly under his
weight, and he went sprawling down-
wards, taking the lantern and 1ron box
with him as he went.

The lantern-glass crashed, but the
light itself failed to go out, and only a
feeble, flickering ghmmer lit up the
scene of confusion which followed.

The attack had come so utterly un-

expectedly—like a bolt from the Llue—
Tue Micwer Lisrary.—No, 872,
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that all the juniors lost their heads for
the moment, and before thev had re-
covered themsclves Marline Joe had
made his desperate bid for victory.

Ity sheer chance the precious box had
fallen eloze to his hand as he sprawled,
and in a flash his huge fist had closed
upon 1it, and he leaped to his feet with
a hoarse growl,

Harry Wharton dimly realised what
was happening, and he leaped forward;
but a huge, brutal fist sent him reeling
away, and next instant the ruffian was
charging for the doorway.

He sent the juniors spinning to right
and left, and in a flash he was thudding
up the stairs of the companionway.

“After him!"” yelled Harry. “He's
got the box!"

“My hat!”

There was a rush for the stairs, and
the alarmed. half-dazed juniors went
surging up them in pursuit,

“There he is!"

Harry Wharton reached the deck first,
and as he glimpsed the figure of Marline
Joe just vanishing over the shattered

bulwarks, he growled and darted in
pursut.

Even as he ran he guessed what had
happened. DMarline Joe had possibly

seen the boat lying alongside, and had
realized 1t was a trick. Or, more pro-
bably, greed of the material had over-
come his fear of the supernatural after
that first shock, and he had returned—
to find they had found the treasure.

Ilut if Marline Joe had seen the boat,
then he had forgotten it in his wild ex-
citement now, for as Harry reached the
side and stared out, he was relieved to
see 1t still there. And at that moment
Johnny Bull’s voice rang out:

“There ha 1s!"

He pointed across the gently-awelling
water, and they caught a glimpse of a
head and shoulders a dozen yards from
the wreck.

“Oh, good!” panted Harry Wharton.
“The boat! We'll easily catchi him up
in the boat! Quick!”

Ii a moment the excited juniors were
tumbling into the boat, and Harry
Wharton tore at the painter. DBut his
frantic eagerness made his fingers
elamsy, and after several futile seconds
had passed, he snatched his knife out
and cut the rope.
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But precious moments had been
wasted, and when they were moving
away, at last, the head and shoulders of
Marline Joe were barely visible in the
misty darknesa.

“Quick, or we'll miss him!” eried
Harry, in an anxious tone. “Go it!"

Bob and Johnny Bull, at the oars,
pulled with a will, and once moving,
they rapidly overhauled the swimmer.

From behind them they heard a frantic
velling from Billy Bunter, who had

hesitated—and been left behind.  But
they did not heed Bunter. The
swimmer in front occupied all their

interest and attention. He was swim-
ming fast, though obviously with one
hand only—they guessed what the other
hand held.

Only a few vards separated them now,
and Harry Wharton stood up in the
rocking boat in his ecagerness,

“Slow down now, chaps!” he called
suddenly. “We've got him "

The swimmer evidently realised that,
for quite abruptly he stopped swimming,
and turned at bay. As the boat swept
alongside, he raised his free hand and
grabbed the gunwale,

““You—you little swabs!” he panted,
his wvoice husky with rage and fear.
“I'll do you yet, sink me!"

He made a sudden scramble upwards
—whether to attempt to clamber aboard,
or whether to tryv to upset the boat, ther
never knew. DBut even as he did so, Bols
swung round his oar.

It caught the ruffian a thudding blow
on the shoulder, and in the same
moment, as he hung half-dazed, Harry
Wharton enatched desperately at the
hox under his arm,

Ilis fingers closed on the small handle,
and as he tugged Bob again came to
the rescue with the oar.

It took the desperate raseal full in the
chest, and he lurched backwards with a
fierce imprecation. But IHarry had the
box, and he gave a vell.

“Pull for it—never mind the brute
now! Pull!”

~ The boat was already hali turned, and
imm an instant of time it was dragged
round, and then Bob had settled to the
car again, and the boat danced away.
And it was jJust then that Frank
Nugent, who had' happened to look to-
wards the wreck, gave vent to a startled
exclamation, and leaped to his feet.
“Look!” he shouted, his voice trem-
bling with alarm. * Look—the wreck!™
They saw it then—that which in their
excitement they had failed to notice unti!
now—a billow of spark-riven smoke
that hung like a pall over the derelict.

Even as thev glimpsed it, with staring

eves, a fierce tongue of red Hame shot
skywards.

The derelict was on fire!
“Good heavens!” panted Harry
Wharton. “The lamp in the eabin—I

noticed it hadn't gone out. The oil
must have run out and set fire!"

“But—but Jack Babcock—"

“(ood heavens! Pull—for goodness’
sake pull for vour lives, chaps!”

The Greyfriars juniors had pulled hard
enough going, but they put all their
strength and energy into it now., Thev
were certain that the seafaring youth
was aboard somewhere.

Harry Wharton & Co. never forgot
that mad dash back to the blazing
derelict. But they reached it at last,
and as they scrambled headlong aboar
a fat figure rushed up frantically.

It was Billy Bunter, and in the lurid
light his face showed white as chalk.

“He's down there!” he velled. *I
heard him shouting just after vou chap:
went ! He'll be burned to death!”
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1t was to Billy Bunter’s credit that )

in that terrible moment of danger he
thought of someone else instead of him-
self—for onee.

Harry grabbed his arm with a foree
{hat brought a yelp of pain from the fat
;outh.

T Where," snapped Harry—" where s
he, Bunier 17
“ Tt sounded through the cabin wall

opposite the door somewhere,” mumbled

Bunter. “0Oh, dear!” ‘

“The lazarette,” snapped Dick DPen-
fold.

“ 3ome of you guard the boat,” shonted

Harry Wharton., “ Clome on, Bob—you,
too, %i.r;]er..“
With that Harry dashed towards the

cCOmMpanionway. at a glance down
ghowed him the hopelessness of making
an entry that way. 1t was like a blazing
furnace, Damp and rotting as the old
wreck was for the most part it blazed
furiously, the fire gaining way with
amazing rapidity.

In an instant Harry with his chumas at
his heels raced round to the after hatch,
and lowered himself into the “tween
decks,

How they found their way in the dark-
ness they never knew. Down here the
cmoke was not so thick, but it was bad
enough, and the heat was intense. Bnt
a faint cry for help gnided them, and in
the ship’s pantry they found their gquarry.
Through the smoke a flickering light
showed, lighting up the small sapartment,
and they saw Jack Babecock.

He was lying flat on his back, bound
hand and foot as they had found him
before. His face showed ashen in the
flickering light.

With desperate haste Harry felt for his
bonds, and then his knife was at work,
elashing them through.

“(0Oh, thank heaven!” he panted, as
they helped him up. “T'm afraid you'll
have to help me—1've had a nasty knock.
That brute caught me napping, after all.
The—the smoke must have brought me
round,”

Half-carrying, half-dragging the almost
swooning youth, the three juniors man-
aged to get him back the way they had
come, though the task of getting him
down the short ladder, and nﬁerwards up
the after hatchway, was no easy one.

Dut they stuck it grimly, and burst at
length on to the deck, coughing and
choking, their eyes smarting and stream-
ing.

The place was like a furnace above
decks now, and the heat was frightful.
But it was lighter than day, and it was
an ecasy matter to rush tileir burden
acrosa the deck to the waiting boat,

There willing hands helped them—{or-
tunately Marline Joe had not returned
and within two minutes of escaping from
the fAames, the boat was dancing away
aover the fire-reflected waters.

Jack Babcock had dropped to the
hottom of the boat with a low groan—
and not of pam,

“Too late !* ha groaned bitterly. * And
all in vain! Oh, what awiunl luck !

Harry Whartion smiled fainily, and
pressed the box into his hands.

“1 fancy not, Babeock,” he said
quictly. " Look at that—we found 1t
hidden under the floor in the cabin.”

Jack Babeock did not answer then—
he couldn't. o stared at it in sheer
amazement, and joy. And before he
could speak, had he wished, the juniors
stopped rowing and locked back.

[t was a stupendous and awe-inspiring
cight—and a saddening one. Nothing on
earth could have saved the wreck—it
was almost one mass of flames—blood-
red Aames that leaped skywards, lighting

a fat figure rushed
face showed white as chalk.

The juniors reached the blazing derelict at las
up frantically. It was BI
““He’s down there ! ** he
shouting just after you chaps went, He’ll be burned to death 1 " (8ee Chapler 10.)

and as they secrambled up thuldnd
Bunter. In the lurid light his
“1 heard him

up the sea around with a shimmering,
crimson glow.

The occupants of the boat watched in
fascinating wonder. Not until the jumors

started to row again did anyone speak, }

And then Jack Babcock looked round at
the juniors’ excited faces,

“1've no need to say I'm grateful for
this, you fellows,” he said huskily.
“You've been bricks over this business.
You've saved my life—and you've found
what I could never have [ound-—a for-
tune.”

“ Wa haven't looked in that box,” said
Harry awkwardly. “ It may not be there
after all. But I think N

“It's there,” said Jack DBabeock.
know it 1s—1 feel it, lads.”

And Jack Dabeock proved to be right.
An hour later, in the little kitchen of the
fishermian’s cabin, the box was opened
before the juniors, and with a couple of
coastguards and the fisherman as amazed
witnesses,  And inside they found ihe
pearls—huge shimmering pearls that even
to the juniors’ inexperienced eyes were
worth a fortune. And in the box alse, in
addition to a collection of gold and silver,
were papers—documents that made Jack
Babeock's cyes blur as he read then,

And when Harry Wharton & Co. and
Billy Bunter started homewards at last,
they were happy, and more than satisfied,
They were drenched through to the skin,
they were dog-tired and smoke-grimed
and dirty. And the thought of what
awaited them at Greyfriars was not a
cheering one.

But they were happy— happy in the
knowledge that they had thwarted a
villain, had brought fortune amd happi-

IIII]'

ness to the one who was entitled to if,
and had solved the mystery of the wreck,

] - L]

There is little more to be told. On
arrival at Greyfriars at nearly ten o'clock
the juniors found a grim-faced Mr.
Queleh awaiting them. And that pentle-
man almost collapsed when he heard
their astonishing story—as did Dr,
Locke the next morning. As for the rest
of the school—they were astounded and
excited beyond measure. And Harry
Wharton Co. were very important

rsons indecd for the next few days.
Billy Bunter swanked and swelled in un-
accustomed glory—glory which to some
extent he had earned—for once.

And Jack Babeock, as he anticipated,
had no difficulty in proving his claim to
the treasure—the documents in the box
were more than enough for that. He
stayed in the district for some little time,
and became firm friends with Harry
Wharton & Co.

As for Marline Joe that sinister
ruffian was never heard of again—not by
the Famous Five and their chums, at ail
events, He vanished utterly after that
eventful night—as utterly as he and his
villainous fellow-mutineers had vanished
on that night of the storm ten years ago,

THE END,

(No Magnetite must miss next week's
mugnificent story of Harry Wharton &
('o. Look out jJor the title—"" Both
Dunters ! —awl take the precaution of
ordering your MAGNET carly. There's
hound to be a rush for the splendid
FREE PLATE of HMS. HOOD,
which accompanics every ¢opiy.)
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the moment the gong sounds, boys.

i T

Matthew's Brain-wave !

I3 brain clearing, Anton Morcno

H saw the stalwart figure of George

Melton standing on the pavement.

Anton's first thought was one of
vengeance. Was he not the champion? Dut
the reflection was stified at birth, For once
in a way Moreno had met a man who had
put fear into him. His warrow eyes glinted
cruelly at George, but the champion did not
return to try concluszsions with him. His
friends, rushing out to his aid, hailed the
first passing taxi, and bundied him into it.
George, still waiting om the pavement,
watched the champion’s retreat, with a con-
temptuous smile. He saw the dusky fist that
was waved aft him as the cab drove off, and
he laughed.

“The cur!”™ he muitered. “I'd like to
have him in the ring for.ball an hour!”

Little did he know that Fate was working
for a consummation of that desire, as,
accompanied by the twins and Matthew, he
drove off to his quarters in Bloomsbury.
The crowd from the Criterfon cheered him
off. At the moment they onmly saw the man
who had defended a lady. Later they were
to see 4his baby-faced fellow defending
Britain's boxing prestige in the ring at
Belcher's.

“Jove!" exclaimed Matthew suddenly, as
the cab jolted over an uneven patch of
roadway. “I've got it!"

* “So has Anton Moreno,” grioned Dicky—
“ where the chicken got the giddy chopper!"”

The brothers laughed, with the exception
of Matthew. He was looking very thought-
Iul. He banged his hand on his knee, and:

“Jove! I've got it!" he reiterated.

“ What! Again?* sniggered Marcus.
“ Poor old chap! Must be the lobzter you
had for supper!'”

“Don't be a yonng ass!"
Matthew seriounsly.
George looked

started =lightly.

“For the giddy * Clarion "!"" exclaimed the
latter, in great excitement.

“Exactly !” smiled Matthew. < Why, the
newspapers would give a lot to get hold
of a yarn like that: * Champion of the world
pitched Into the gutter by an unknown "!"

“Bmart !’ ejaculated George. “Off yon
go, Matthew! Your news editor will give
you a pat on the back for that'"

reprimandea
“ A scoop, by pgad!"
interested, and Marcus

Matthew needed no Further enconracgement.

He called the taxi to a halt, transferred into
another cab, and was soon speeding towards
the ** Daily Clarion " offices in Fleet Street.
When he left hiz “ chief * half an bour later
there was a =atisfled. smile on his face, like-
wise on that of the news editor.
“ (Clarion " ranked as a fourth-rate daily
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newspaper, principally on account of the fact
that its news saw the light of day usually
a few hours later than that published in
the papges of its contemporary rivals.

But here was a scoop indeed!

Next morning the * Daily Clarion ™ sur-
prized the natives and the rival news editors
by coming out with a three-column story
of how Anton Moreno had suffered a severe
handiing from a gentleman in the Criterion
Restaurant who had upheld the good name
of a lady. That alone was a startling piece
of news to Londoners: but when the name
of the Englishman appeared in print astonish-
ment knew no hounds,

HOW THE STORY OPENED.

GEORGE MELTON—a powerful, well-built
fellow, approaching twenty years of age.
Borer of great prowmise.

MATTHEW MELTON—a clever [footballer,
two wyears Yiis junior.

DICKY and MARKCUS MELTON—known a3
the twing. Fourteen years of age.

JUSTIN MAHONE—the Meltons' guardian—
whe refuses to assist his wards. Some-
thing of a mystery man.

SIKR HUMPHREY DALLAS—known as the
Sporting Daronet, Saved from a terrible
fate by George Mclton, Sir Humphrey
shows his gratitude by starting George
on a professional boxing career.

SANDY ROELBSON—a veteran pugilist, who
traims the Sporting Baronet's pupils.
l'ERlF_tEHE LOCKE—the world-famous detee-

e,

SAUNDERS — headmaster of St

Bartholomew's,

DR,

—_——

Expelled from &t. Bart.'s, the Meltons
hare had an uphill task to keep themselves
altere, Sheer grit has carrvied them through
i host of difficulties. Now the luck iz on
the change. Far from being penniless, Ferrers
Locke declares that within a week Ke will
prove to them that they are being swindled
out of a million pounds. Overjoyed at the
glad tidings—jor the detective haeg promised
to sce that the Meltons come into their own
—the whole fawmily decide to celebrate the
aecasion, After a full evening's enjoyment
the Meltons adjourn to the Criterion
Restawrant for supper. While there Anton
Moreno, the Heavy-weight Champion of the
World—who is booked to fight-Johnny Caven-
dizh, the British °° heary “'—insultz a lody.
With scant ceremony big George Melton
floors the champion, and then, as he refuses
to apologise to the lady, George grabs him by
the zcruff of the neck and pitches him oul
tnte the roadway.

(Now read on.)

That's the name fhe British sporting public give to big George Mclton the next time he steps into
His fight with Anton Morcno is the talk of the day.

You'll go just craszy with cecitement

E
b

.

“ George Melton!"” muitered ope big City
gentleman, on his way to husiness the next
morning. “ That's the fellow who double-
crossed the promoters of the fAght between
him and Johuny Cavendish! Doesa't sound
much like a rogue, anyway, Yes, it's him,
right emough,” added the reader of the
“ Clarion,” searchingly regarding the portrait
of George that stared out from amidst the
print. * Well, I'm deunced glad to hear it!"

That seemed to be the prevailing opinion.
Anton Moreno had left a long train of dis-
like behind him since he had appeared in
England. His conceit, bis ignorance, his
atrocious manners were bywords amongst the
reading public. And yet this man, this half-
hreed, held the world's boxing chumpion:hip
in his fists. Jove, it was good to hear that
an Englizhman had thrazshed him?

Interested followers of boxing walked
ahout that day with happy smiles. DBut in
the camp of Johnny Cavendizh all was
dismay. The heavy-weight champion of
DBritain had met with an accident while
motoring, and his right forearm was frac-
ftured. It was unseless trying to keep this
intelligence from the public. From a rumou:
it grew into a fact, and agnain the news-
papers had something to “shout ' about.
Cavendish's manager made a hurried journey
to the offices of Anton Moreno's manager,
and used all his powers of persuasion on that
exalted person to postpone the fight for

annther three months.

But Moreno's manager was a eollector of
dollars. His man, which meant himself alsn,
stood to “eolleet ™ a small fortune if the
fight went in Moreno’s favour, and neither
manager nor principal but doubted that that
wonld he the i=z=ue.

Moreno himself was ademant. His pride
had heen ruffled. He was anxions to shake
the dust of England from his feet.

“I'm not a-waiting for thiree months !’ he
said arrngantly. * Eef the British heavy-
welght champion coannot folfil his engage-
ment, then T claima de money! You see?
My contract—it says—-*"

“ Confonnd the contract!' stormed Caven-
dish's manager. “ A man can’'t fight with
one arm! Where's yonr sportsmanship?"

“Inna de hank!" replied Moreno, showing
a row of even, white teeth in a grin. 1
not in de fAghting line for the henefit of my
health! Yo, =ir! ¥ef Cnvendizh is not in
the ring at Releber's on Wednesday next, 1
clailm de stake-money!*

And that was his lazst word so far as
Cavendish's manager was coucerned. To
Matthew, who had eagerly been awaiting
news of the interview, ecame a sudden
thought. Without consniting anyone on tle
plan he had in mind, he gailed intoe Moreno's
office, and preseauted a card bearing the
inscription, ® Daily Clarion,"
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“Oh, yes!" smiled Moreno, not noticing
in the young man before him a witness of
his humiliation of the might before. I You
are a reporter—eh? You wanta me to talk 7"

«1 want your views om the forthcoming
fight,” said Matthew, flourishing a pencil
and notebook. * My paper will pay You a
hundred guineas for an exclusive interview,”
he added, by way of an after thought.

- A hundred guineas!" Moreno amiled
across at his manager, and both rubbed
their hands with satisfaction. * Very welk
It interview shall be exclusive, my friend.”

“Good!” sald Matthew earnestly. UE |
nnderstand that Johnny Cavendish cannot
fulfil his engagement owing to a fractured
forearm, and, quite rightly, too,” added
Ratthew, 'piling on the * soft sawder,”
‘“ that you refuse to postpone the fight for
three months.™
“The only =ensible man
rupted Moreno's manager.
N Well, I've got a proposition to make to
you,” continued Matthew, almost shuddering
at i< own daring. “1 know you want to
fight in Fngland; I know, too, that the
public here is frightfully keen on se€lDg A

in London!"

a5

world's champion perform at Belcher's.”
Moreno smiled  pleasautly. He loved
flattery as schoolboys  like pineapple—in
chnnke.

“ What if my Arm—the * Daily Clarion '—
put up a man to meet you next Wednesday,
guaranteeing the same purse that you were
to have In your fight agaipst Cavendish?
Wait a minute!” added Matthew, stopping
the remark Moreno was about to utter.
i You will be able to claim your prize-money
from Cavendish just the same; you will have
the satisfaction of meeting a British heavy-
weight, of fulfilling your part of the con-
tract: von will have the advantage of meet-

ing a man who has pot hbeen in atrict
traiping-—* ,
“ jee! That sounds good!” ejacalated

in the act of
¥ You're not
are  you,

Moreno's manager, pausing
lighting a Dorma cheront.
talking  through hat,
youngster ¥

i Never more gerfouz in my life,”” averred
Matthew. “To prove it I'll hail a eah, and
we'll skedaddle right now down to the
i Olarten's © offices in Fleet Street. What o
you say?"’

For five minutes or o Morenn and his
manager spoke in low tones, Matthew watch-
ing their faces eageriy. At last the former
spake.

o Reckon we'll sign that contraet of yonrn,"
gaid the half-breed. * Bao, here, is going (o
get on to Cavendish’s manager to make sure
de hig fight ig off,"" he aliled.,

The manager was speaking into the tele-
phone o few seconds later. When he replaced
the receiver he turned, with an oily smile, to
Moreno.

“ All O.K.." he said, blowing out great
clouds of smoke from kizs cheroot. “1I'm
going to blow round to Cavendish's office

your

now to git everything sigoned rvight and
proper. Join you here in balf an hour's
time."”’

It seemed like an hour hefore the hail

breed’s manager reappeared. Itnt by the com
placency of his oily featurez it was eyvident
that evervthing had worked out to his satis-
Eaction.

Five minutes later Matthew was speeding
hiz charges to the * Clarion 7' offices, Leas
ing them in the care of & news editor, lu

rushed upstairs to his chicl’s room  and
unceremoniously  burst  into that  sacred
apartment.

Breathlessly he told his :iory to a dumb
Founded chief.

 enakes, Melton!”™ ejaculated the chiel
e It's a stont, TN grant you. But who on
earih iz going to fight a world's champion
at a moment’s notice?”’

The answer was swift as light.

“ Ay hrother—George .

“ (! gasped the chief. beginbing Lo see

daylight “Jt's m copte wheeze, But—but
the money——"" _
«“«That will be all right, too, sir!' said

Matthew hurriedly.
“ What !’
For answer Matthew pulled out of his
pocket the letter Dicky had received two
doys ago [rom Ferrers Lacke.

“1'1l guarantee that!™

“ %ee that?’ he said excitedly. * See
whose name it is at the bottom? Ferrers
Locke! He kpows what he's talking about, I

suppose T’

The chief panted and gasped in astonish-
ment as he read that note. He hardly knew
whether he was standing on his head or bis
heele. To think that the youthful reporter

he had engaged a few weeks back, glad to
work for a small salary, was likely to “ fall ™
into a gquarter of a million pounds before
another week bad passed was incredulous.
Yet there it wus in black and white.
Ferrers Locke's reputation was known and
respected throughout the umiverse,

“ Wonderful !*’ wheezed the chief, mopping
his forehead. * By Jove, we'll do it! Al
you want is the * Clarion’s ' backing, is that
it?'* he asked thoughtfully.

“ That's all, sir,”” came the eager feply.
“ Moreno wouldn't deal with us. We've got
no public footing; no guarantee behind our
names. Agaim, 1 rather fancy he won't Le
overjoyed when 1 name his opponent.”

«“ Of course not,” sald the chief thought-
fully. “If this champion fellow lét a
stranger pitch him into the gutter without
returning a blow he is not likely to be extra
keen on meeting that same gentleman Iin
the ring.

 Melton,”” he added boisterounsly, “1 think
your brother has found the yellow streak in
Mister Anton Moreno., If for mothing more
than theé good name of English boxing, I'll
take on the whole show myself. Hang your
guarter of a million! If the fight comes off
under the patronage of the * Clarion,’ it will
he the biggest seoop in mnewspaperdom of

the year. We'll stand the expense!™
« Hurrah!?" exclaimed Matthew, * Then
I'll be off to get George. Will you get all

the contracts drawn up in readiness for our
return? 1I'm going to make sure that Anton
Moreno doesn't back out by bringing back
with me half a doren of the leading fight
promoters in England. Morenc’s conceit
won't let him back out, mark me well!"’

A moment later Matthew was scudding
down the stone steps to the street below
as if he had a thousand demons at his heels.
When Matthew made up his mind to do a
thing, that thing was as good as done,
Inside half an hour he was re-entering the
offices of the * Clarion,” this time accom-
panied hy George, Sir Humphrey Dallas,
Ferrers Locke, and three well-known boxing
promoters. TNriefly he had outlined to them
the wonderful scheme to save the reputation
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of British boxing. And each one of the party
caught his youthful enthusiasm, his exeite-
ment., George was in the seventh heaven of
delight. The prospect of the tussle belore
him daupted him not a jot. Something
seemed to tell him that he would give Anton
Moreno the fight of his life.

In a whirlwind rush Matthew hurried the
party into the private office. For a moment
Moreno stared hard at George as he was in-
troduced, and then he darted back. A flash of
hatred came into those dark eyes; the lips
part.ed] over the éven row of white teeth Im
A Enaril.

“S0 this Is de man T am to fight—eh?"
asked Moreno,- his voice trembling & little
with rage and surprise. “1 no fight bhim!"™

“What !~ Are you afraid?’’ piped in
Matthew, playing on the champion's conceit,
- “ Anton Moreno,” declared the champion,
striking m massive fist on an equally massive
chest, '*ls alfraid of no man!"

“Then you'll fight,” pmt in Bir Humphrey
Dallas, “if it's only to avenge the insult of
last night—eh?"

For 2 moment Moreno glared rourd at that
little assembly, snarled at George, longingly
eyed the tempting array of figures on the
contract before him, and them turned to his
manager.

«“ Vera well!” he said at lemgth, “1 fight
him! I will avenge myself! 1 will Eill
him !**

“ Hurrah!" cheered Matthew in a voice out
of place with all this talk of killing.
“ Bravo, Moreno !

The contracts were signed, and the world's
champion departed with his manager, only
pausing on the threshold to shake a viclent
fist at his future opponent.

« Mepster Melton will be a thing of de
past next Wednesday!” he hissed. It will
he de most savage fight de British publeec
have ever seen!"

He concluded his boast with a lurid string
of Mexican imprecations.

« Nice fellow!” s=aid Matthew, when the
daor had closed on their visitors. *“1 heope

rage. ‘‘1 no fight him ! "
playing on the champion’s eoneeit.

man [ "

“* 8o this is de man I am to fight, eh ? ** asked Moreno,
* What, are you afraid ? " piped in Matthew,
““ Anton Moreno,”’ declared the World’s
Champion, striking a massive fist on an equally massive chest,
(See this page.)

his voice trembling with

“ js afraid of no

Tue MicsET LiEnary.—N0, 872, .
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you'll give him one for me, George, old
scout !

“You've done me the bigpest service of
your life!" said George. * My fate leads me
to this half-breed scum, I know. 1 Kkpew
it the moment .I clapped eyes on him. Sir
Humphrey,” he added, turning to the sport-
ing baromet, “you've won your wager. I
ghall be in the ring within a year of the
date I fought Johnny Cavendish."

“Hang the wager, my boy!" gald the
baronet, gripping George by the arm. * (o
In and win! Go in and wrest the title from
that sneaking Mexican! And, to suit a whim
&l mine, run down to Cobham and gee Sandy.
He'll go off his head about this latest engage-
ment of yours.'

“I will,” said George. < I'm pretty #t,
thank heavens, but 1 bet old Sandy will put
me in the ring as trained as a racchorse by
Wedneaday next !

“ And before the fight takes place,'” sund-
denly remarked Ferrers Locke, “TI've got
gome wonderful newsz to impart to Yyou
Meltons. I'll make the denoucment an hour
before the fight. 1t will give you a leg-up
for the battle before you."

Two hours later the * Clarion ” ran ount a
gpecial edition. George was referred to as
Britain's white hope. The mnews of the
hurried contraet, so unorthodox, &0 unex-

ted, and wet so welcome to those who

eld the prestige of Britizh hoxing at heart,
came as the biggest shock of the year. Five
hundred thousand copies of the * Clarion ™
sold like hot cakes, and still the machines
were turning them out as fast as the news.
hoys demanded them, Verily, such a scoop
had lifted the * Clarion ** out of the rut of
nonentities, and placed it on a pedestal in
keeping with its successful contemporaries.

The chief slept the sleep of the juast that
night. Iad he not doubled his circulation?
Had he not been promised another “scoop ™

y Matthew when Ferrers Locke unfolded his

le at Belcher's on the following Wednes-
day? 1t was the grandest thing he had ever
done when he had engaged Matthew Melton
as a teporter. He had cast his bread upon
the waters, and it had returned, -

In the Melton household all was jubilation.
Fate—that Fate which had mercilessly
buffeted them hither and thither—was now
sweeping them along in a warm embrace.

with open arms—welcomed the

whole !amilf’, in fact. The com-

bined room in Bloomsbury had been
given up, farewell had been said to the
ekinny Mrs. Ogbin, and the Meltons, com-
plete with baggage, shifted their quarters
to the tiny cottage In Cobham that had
sheltered them but a few months before.

Without delay, George went into strict
training, entering into his work with a
heartiness that brought the smiling wrinkles
to Bandy's grizzled features, The slight
puffiness that had accumulated on that
massive frame of the elder Melton soon
began to change Into hard muscle. News-
paper reporters, who visited him at almost
every hour of the day, went back to their
offices highly satisfied with the exceptional
progress Britain's white hope was making.

Cartoons featured the two principals in the
forthcoming bouta. Melton and Moreno was
on everyvone's lips, In the enemy camp con-
sternation reigned. Moreno's manager, who
had a far insight into the character of " his
man,"” knew that Anton feared the coming
ordeal. Why, he could not see. But there
it was. Much of the conceit and arrogance
had departed from the champion of the
world in a single day, and his manager was
anxious.

“What's the trouble?”

Moreno.

The champion looked around him furtively,
and then, bending his head, whispered a
few words into his manager's ear. A harsh
look crept into the face of the latter as
he glanced up under drawn brows at the
man who had never been knocked out in
his life.

“If it's like that, Anton,” he whispered in
reply, “you had better leave things to me.”
. From that hour onward, two burly looking
Tellows took up quarters in Cobham. Their
advent excited little comment amongst the
villdgers. But when old Sandy got to hear of
their coming, he was suspicion personified.

“Can’'t help thinking, George,” he con-
fided, when the day's work was done, " that
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The Raid by Night!
LD SANDY ROBSON welcomed George

he inguired of

something fishy is on the tapis. Moreno's
crowd are a dirty lot. I believe they would
g0 to any lengths to secure a verdiet in their
favour on the night of the nght.”

George laughed easily.

“Tut, tut, Sandy! You're a regular old
woman for worrying! 1 tell yon I'm going
to enter the ring on Wednesday next a fit
man. I'm going to thrash that Mexican
scum  within an ineh of his life, If you
were a betling man I would say put your
shirt on me!”

Sandy shook his grizzled head.

“You've already had a taste of what some
unscrupdlous boxing folk will do to achieve
their ends. It's up to us to be doubly care-
ful on this journey!” he growled.

George chook the pessimistic remarks of
old 3apdy from him like water. He retired
to rest that night with a mind free from
anxiety. Even as he Iaid his head upon the
pillow, however, a light gleamed up in a
cottage not more than a quarter of a mile
away from his shack,

As the yeliow flame from the smoky oil-
lamp gradually expanded, two fierce-vizaged
men looked at each other, and then turned
to the bottles at their elbows.

Vi Drink up, mate!” said one hoarsely. “I'll
give yer a toast. Here's to the success of

our plan!”
“'Fre's to it!" grunted his
lnss at a toss.

_ companion,
emptying his
eyes sought the open window,

Two pairs o
Far out in the night could be seen a shadowy
silhouette of a cottage in a direct line with
their own. In that cottage the Meltons were
deeply embraced in the arms of Morpheus,
Only Sandy Robson was awake. Sitting at
the garden seat in the porch, the old
veteran puffed away at his briar, staring
away unseeingly into the gloom, a victim to
his own pessimiztic thoughts.

“I'll watch him like a cat!" he muttered,
taking a stronger pull at the briar, * They
sha'n't get at him, if I know it."

But for all Sandy's watchfulness, he failed
to observe two slinking forms that suddenly
orept within hail of the cottage, failed to
seg that they separated, that one went to
the rear of the cottage whilst the other re-
mained silent, hidden by a thick hedge of
hawthorn.

The silence of the night was suddenly
broken by the subdued hoot of an owl, It
appeared to come from behind the aold
trainer. He shivered slightly, and half rose
to his feet,

Crack!

A few feet aliead of him there echoed ont
the sharp breaking of a twig. Sandy
stopped, his heart-beats quickening, and
peered Into the gloom. He fancied he saw
a shadow cast across the small pateh of
moonlight road that separated the cottage
from a neighbouring meadow. lie was not
mistaken. It was a shadow, and the shadow
moved. Gripping his stout ash stick tightly
in his hand, Sandy advanced. Before he had
taken half a dozen paces forward he hesard
the slight sound as of stealthily treading
footsteps behind him. Pausing, his eves ex-
panding to their uttermost, the trainer took
a tighter grip on his stick.

Then it carme,

A dark shape leaped through the air, a
pair of strong hands gripped Sandy's throat,
stifling him, robbing him of his breath to
shout for help. Down went the old trainer
under the impact of that onslaught, fighting

i like an animal at bay.

dcarcely .had he wrenched these terrible
fingers away from his windpipe, however,
when another shadowy shape loomed up out
of the gloom. In two more seconds Sandy
Robson was lying a limp wreck on the dew-
capped grass. Over him estood two burly
figures—the two newcemers to Cobham,

“He's all right, mate,” whispered one of
them. ‘“He'll keep quiet for half an hour
or more. T didn’t hit him too hard, you
fool! he added, noting the horrified glance
his companion gave to the sandbag that
hung in his hand. * Come on!"

The two men trod stealthily to the door
of the cottage, and crept inside,

“Upstaira?” One of them implied the ques-
tion with a jerk of the thumb in the diree-
tion of the small landing overhead.

“No!" The reply was indicated by a
vigorous shake of the head.

With infinite caution these two marauders
gtole past the tiny sitting-room on the first
floor, until they came to the door that gave
aceessd to the twins' bed-room.

Without a creaking of the hinge, the door
was softly swung inwards. A shaft of moon-
light falling through the window revealed

the faces of Dicky and Marcus, deep in
slumber.

With a nod to his companion the taller of
the two men advanced to Dicky's bedside,
and stood gazing down at his composed
features. Buddenly Dicky startled his
nocturnal visitors by viciously landing out
with his youthful Rat.

“That's got him, George!” came his sub.
conscious  voice, ““{o for him! Dot him
on the boko!"

']1th two visitors looked at each other in
reiel,

“Talking in his sleep,” sald one of them.
“Thought he was awake, and going to biff
nie one,"”

Thereafter the two men went to work in
strict silence. A choroloform-pad was pressed
over Dicky's nostrils, whilst one of the mid-
night maranders stood over Marcus' bed, a
heavy sandbag poised ready in his hand,
shounld the youngster awake,

“ All ready, mate!” came a whizgpered re.
mark through the gloom. *“Let the young
blighter wake up now!"

Dick’s inert figure was taken from the hed,
and the taller of the two men hoisted him
across his broad shoulders. His companion
suddenly shook Marcus by the shoulder,
sullicient to awaken him.

Then, just as Dicky wasz being ecarrled out
throngh the doorway, Marcus caught sight of
him. He rubbed his sleepy eves in horror
and amaze.

“Hi!" he exclaimed, throwing the bed-
clothes from him. “ What are you doing?
Help! George—burglars! IHelp!”

The two burly individuals dizappeared on
the other side of the door as there came a
sudden exclamation from averhead. The
door was slammed In the face of Marcus,
who had pleckily leaped to his brother's
rescue, followed by the sound of hurried
footsteps.

Shouting at the top of his voice, and drum-
ming the panels of the door with his puny
fists, Marcus was helpless to interfere. But
overhead George had heard the commotion.
He jumped out of bed with alacrity. MHis
alippers were on his feet in a moment, a
dressing-gown slung over his shoulders fol-
lowed as a natural course. Then, excitement
running through every fibre of his being,
George unlocked the door of his bed-room.
In his fumbling haste he took double the
time that was necessary to turn the lock.
He cursed Sandy Robson for Insisting that
he should sleep with his door locked.

And then it opened.

Taking the small staircaze steps two at
a time, he reached the door of the twins’
bed-room. In a moment Marcus was ex.
plaining what had happened, so far as he
was ahle,

Rushing outside, George was just in time
to see the disappearing figures of two burly
men. In his eagerness to follow, he stumbled
over the prostrate figure of old S8andy, with-
out heeding or noticing the fact. Along the
narrow stretch of white moonlight road he
could plainly see two men moving at the
double. Across the shoulders of %h& fore-
most was a bulky burden, which George kpew
to be that of his brother. Yelling at the
top of hiz voice, George gave chase, leaving
Marcus, who had followed him, yards in the
rear.

After a hundred yards had been traversed

in this manner without George having
gained on the kidpoappers, the latter
hranched oft abruptly across a meadow,

Pounding along for all he was worth, George
gradually drew nearer. His mind was con-
centrated on catching up with Dicky's
captors, paying scant heed, if any at all, to
the route he was following. A rizing piece
of ground sueccessfully obscured his quarries
from esight just when he had drawn within
twenti‘; yarda of them. Without swerving
from his course George raced on.

Then, of a sudden, he found his feet meet-
ing nothing more szolld than empty air. A
ery of horror left his lips. Down, down he
went, his legs wildly thrashing the air, his
arms outflung instinctively, his eyes bulging
from their sockets in an endeaveur to piece
together his surroundings.

‘rash!

He brought ug against something hard and
solid, and all the breath was knocked out
of his body. le felt an exeruciating pain
shoot through his left arm, bringing a stified
cry to his lips. Then all became a blank.

They found him three houars later, pale,
and saturated with the heavy dew, his
features drawn together im acute pain, his
left arm hanging limply by his side.
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Learfully.
George?”

A feeble ery came up from the deptha,
Three anxious faeces peered over Watson's
disused chalk-pit, a lantern in Sandy's hand
shedding its flickering rays to the bottom of
the pit. They revealed the crouching,
hunched figure of George Melton forly feet
below,

“Hold on!" shouted RBandy, who
thoughtfully come prepared with a
H1'm oeoming down!™

Tying one end of the rope to a nearby
tree, the old trainer looped the end ahout
hiz niiddle, and signalled to Marcus and a
tall woodman, who had been rudely
awakened [rom his sleep and dragged 1 the
spot, to lower him over the side of the pit.
Then, paying out the rope, Marcus and the
woodman lowered the old trainer to George's
Tescue, As soon as Sandy had touched
bottom, he unfastened the rope and slipped
it abeut George’s shoulders. Then he yelled
to the watchers overhead to haul him up.
Within five minutes of Bandy’'s descent, both
(George and his trainer were standing on firm
ground with Mareus and the woodman.

Without wasting time in asking questions,
Sapdy picked up George's stalwart figure,
slung it acrosa his shoulders, taking care not
to damage the injured arm, however, and
marched off towards the cottage.

At the door the party were met by Dicky.

“0h, good heavens!”™ he goaped. " What—
what—"

Tauking no notice of the string of ques-

heavens!” gasped =Handy Robson
© The dastards! Are you all rigit,

had
rope.

tions the youngster began to utter, old
Sandy made dGeorge comfortable on the
sofe. Yelling out instructions to the twins

to attend to their bhrother in his absence,
ae trainer dashed out of the cottage.

e returned tenm minutes later, accom-
panied by a grave-faced medico whom he
had literally dragged from hiz bed. The
doctor shook his head as he inspected
George's damaged arm.

“It's a break!” he =aid gravely. " You'll
never be able to enter the ring to-night, Mr.
Melton.”

The calm words of the medico spelt the
death-Enell to all Sandy Hobson's hopes, He
groaned aloud. The twins, by his side,
hlubbed. Only George seemed unperturbed. A
fickeriog zmile lighted up hiz features.

“Yon're wrong, doe,” he sald. “] mean
to 1li|.;;ht- Anton Moreno to-night, if it kills
m{l_l-

“ My dear yvoung fellow,” remonstrated the
doctor, bandaging a splint to the damaged

member, “you are talking nonsense—it's
madness! Why, your left arm is useless to
you!”

“1'm not talking out of my hat!" smiled
George, a look of determination taking root
in his face. “But I'Ml still give Anton
Maoreno the fight of his life."

The doctor smiled indulgently, and took
his departure. But he whispered to old
Sandy as he stood at the door of the poreh:

“If Mr. Melton fights to-night with a
wrist like that, and unses his left fist only
once, it might mean an amputation for him.*

“*0h, good Aunt Mariah!” groaned Sandy.
“Thiz is the foulezst blow of all!™

He re-entered the sitting-room, and erossed
over to George.

«Stop all the inquiries, Sandy!" smiled
George, from amidst the pile of blankets the
twins had planted round [h.'l-'ﬂ. ““And let me
heay the story. The sight of Dicky here
leaves e wondering whether I've been walk-
ine in my sleep.”

“Don't joke about It!" said ZEandy miser-
ably., “ There's little to tell, in all con-
selence, Marcus can tell it better than 1
can."

“T followed on your heelz, George,” salid
Marcas, "1 zaw the rotters swerve off sud-
denly in a cirele, just before they reached
the chalk-pit. Then, even as your cry went
L, they pot young Dicky in the grass, and
hunked for their lives. 1 was beside myself
with anxiety,” added the youngster, ]
didn't know whether to go to Dicky, or te
follow aflter you., I know more about this
neighbourhood than you do, and 1 had an
inkling that we were near the old disused
pit. When I reached the cdge of it I knew
the worst. I could hear you groapning down
below. 1 called out to you, but you mever
answered.”

“ And he rushed back to Dicky, and carried
Iim back to the cottage,” said Randy, taking
up the story. *“1 had just come to, then——~

““ What, had they outed you, too?” came
the astonished ejaculation.

“Course they had!” said Sandy reproach-
fully. * You surely don't think that I slept
in peace while all the row must have been
going onl” :

PRICE
TWOPENCE.

Without swerving from his
course George raced on.
Then, of a sudden, he found
his feet meeting nothing
more solid than empty air.
A cry of horror left his lips.
Down, down he went, his
legs wildly thrashing the
air, his arms outflung in-
stinctively, his eyes bulging
from their sockets. (Nec
page 24.)

“4Might have known you hadn’t)”
gised George. "Poor oid sandy!™

“You've all seen more of it than T have”
suddenly chipped in Dicky. ** I don't teniem-

ber anything from the time 1 wenb to Led

until I found Dicky shoving the bottle of
smelling-salts under my nosze. I've got a
splitting head, though,” he added ruefuliy.
“And my py¥iamas seem to reek of chloros
form. Beats me, thoagh, why they yanked
me out of bed to drop me on the grass a
few hundred vards awav.”

“I can see it all now!" groaned Sandy
miserably, ““The cunning scoundrels !
They've warked to a cunning plan, and its
succeeded. They evidently knew that {they
couldon't get at you, George, directly; per-
haps they feared the consegquences. Ho
they got at you through young Dicky. They
banked on your f[oilowing at their heels
as soon a3 you found that Dicky had been

kKidnapped. That's why they arouszed
Marcus before they made their get-
AWRY——""

“For me to give the alarm,” =aid Marecus,
“Oh, the rotters!™

“ They purposely led you along the track
to the chalk-pit,” contirged Sapdy, “for the
lie of the land round about that vicinity
meant almost certain success of the plan.”

“You mean, they thought I wounld stumble
over the edge of the pit," said George—
“ghosnght 1 would damage myself in some
way:”

“Exactly!” grunted Sandy. “ A man ean't
drop forty [cet unprepared without meeting
with some injury. But the cleverness of it
lies in the fact that your injury i3 your own
doing, savvy? It's not the same a3 a gang
of roughz laying you out with knuckle-
dusters or samdbags. Bluntly speaking,
from a4 point of law, yon only had yourself
to blame for tumbling over the chalk-pit.”

i“ Gee, the scoundrels had it all cut and
dried,” said George grimly. “But I'll dis-
appoint them yet. 1 take it that the rogues
who led me this merry dance are in tihe
pay of Moreno or his manager?”

“Bure thing!" said Sandy. " And they've
earned their pay!”

“ Not yet!" said George stoutly. "I teli
you, Sandy, I'm going to tight to-night if it
kills me! Nothing in the wide world short
of police interference will stop me meeting
Apton Moreno.”

It was (George's last word before he turned
in for a long, deep sleep. Over his bed
crouched the anxious figure of the old
trainer and the twins. Commonsense urged
them forelbly to detain George from

.'i_Hr‘!L'l-_ ;

journeying up . to town for the fight, pride
and faith in a mysterieus destiny urged the
opposite, .

And in the end commonsense yielded to
[aith,

Thea Evil Shadow !

T half-past eight punctually ﬂEﬂ]‘fﬂ
arrived at DBelcher's Stadium In
readiness for the bout that was
billed to commence at nine-thirty.

The news of hiz injury had thus far escaped
the newspaper-men, although Matthew had
all he could do to refrain from crying out
in his columns the handicap under which
George was determined to enter the ring.

Ferrers Locke and Rir Humphrey Dallas
were glum. Despite their well-meant advice
that it was madness for George to carry out
his contract, each received the same answer
as had Sandy and the twins, "’

“I'm going to fight if it kills me! :

“* And I had planned a pleasant surprise
for you all to-night, too,” sald Ferrers
Locke regretfully, “1 had arranged to pre-
sent to you your 'evil shadow.'”™ ;

“Prob him out,” said George. “If it'a
good mews, Mr. Locke, I can do with it to-
night, It will be & tonic for me.”

“Very well,” answered Ferrers Locke, 1
will humour you. A gu'lh_:nuins ector friend
of mine has just shadowed into the build-
ing ¥y quarry. He's had him under sur-
veillance since six o'clock this morning. I'll
signal him!"

[ The famous sleuth disappeared from the
dressing-room, returning & few moments
later with a. satisfied smile on his face.
Shortly afterwards there came a knock at
the door. Jo auswer to Sandy's surly iovi
Itatlﬂn to eater, there appeared a man

clad in -evening-dress,» whose cadaverous
Tag Maicner Lmmrany.—No. 872,
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features were at once recognlsable to the
Meltons,

‘“Justin Mahone!™ lfa.aped Dicky.

The Meltons® guardian darted back as if
he had beem atung.

*“1 thought, Mr. Pyecroft,” he sald surlily
to the man who accompanied him, * that
you were golng to introduce me to Anton

Moreno "
“My—or, rather, little mistake,” said
sald Locke

our
the genial-Taced G.i’.l'}. Iman.
“8hut the door, Pyecroft”™
grimly. “ And put your back to it. Now,
gentlemen,” he added, turning chiefly to the
Meltons, “gaze on as big a rogue as vyou'il
ever see In your lifetime!”

““Wh-a-at!" exclaimed Mahone fercely.
“*How dare you, sir!”

“This man,” eontinued Locke unheed-
ingly, “was givenm the power of executor to
your late father's will. This man, thiz hypo-
critical scoundrel, has allowed you almost to
starve, when over a million pounds was
standing to your credit!”

Justin Mahone's pale face grew even
paler, hiz knees showed more than a slight
tendency to rock.

“You lie—" he began fircely.

““The game iz up!™ broke in Ferrera Locke
eoldly. “I've had yom under surveillance
for over a year, Mahone. Before I met the
Meltons and learned their story, T was fol-
lowing a case in which a company promaoter,
under an assumed name, embezzled over
twenty-eight thousand pounds, and simply
faded out ol existence. You, Mahone, alias
Samson Destranger, are that man.”

A gasp of despair escaped Mahone's thin
lips. He glan about him wildly, like a
caged rat seeking a way of escape; but
escape there was nome.

“To revert to the Meltons' story,” went
on the great detective easlly, ““you lied
to them when you sald the shares of the
gold-mine into which Murgatroyd Melton had
Placed his money were worthless, When you
were telling them that those shares were
worth only a shilling apiece you knew that
in reality they were worth twenty pounds, if
a penny. Oh, T know they were quoted at
a shilling,” he added, as Mahone was about
to speal; * but that was a financial wangle,
for which you and a scoundrelly mining

engineer sent out to prospect the mine were
responsible.”

“ But—but——"" stammered Mahone.

“But who bought those shilling shares?
queried Locke suddenly, “Why, gentle-
men, Mr. lflinhnne. the executor bought his
:‘::wclittilnts ﬂnrﬁa at II:h shilling when bhe

€1 € wor twent
'%E{;ﬂ__” enty pounds
ou scoundrel!” exclaimed George heat-
edly, clenching his right figt. e IH always
thought there was a shady seam to that
talk of shares we had in the train.”

* Listen,” interrupted Locke. “ There's
more to come. The rascal having bought in
the shares himself began to get frightened

No. T33.—THE
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—windy, as you boys would say. But the
very eccentricity of your late father played
into his hands. In the will Murgatroyd
Melton left, he stated clearly that should
any member of his family ever be guilty of
a misdemeanour that should culminate in his
being brought before a court of law, such
a member would forfeit his share of the
estate.”

“Good Theavens' execlaimed Matthew,
“I'm beginning to esee daylight now!”

““That iz why, my boys, you were expelled
from 8t. Bart's—" began Ferrers Locke.

“ Wh-a-at?"” gasped the twins. “ Was
Dr. Saunders in the plot, too!™

“Ha was,” came the aquiet answer.
“*Mahone wanted to do hiz fell work before
vou twins came of age—that meant seven
years in which to work for over a million
pounds. It was worth it, at least Mahone
thought so then. Thus, Df. Saunders was
dragged into his net of accomplices. Yon
were expelled.™
**0Oh, my hat'”

“The second stage of the plot,” went on
the detective, “occurred at Sir Humphrey
Dallas’ place at Mayfair.”

“The bogus robbery——"

“ Exactly, Dicky,”
“ Mahone was the thief on that occasion.
Whether he had accomplices. I have yet to
discover. Anvhow, I koow that he 1t was
who handed George the box containing the
gtolen jewellery.” The sleuth broke off and
plunged his hand into his pocket. “ Does
this belong to yvou, Malone?" he asked, hold-
ing up to the light a peculiar-shaped
emerald ring.

Mahone's dry
came.

“Of course it does,” spoke up the Meltons
in unison. Well they recognised that ring.
Had pot their own father worn it in the
days gone hy?

“I was standing next to George at about
the time Mabone shoved the box into his
hands,’” sald Locke calmly. ¢ Evidently he
mistook me for George, for he pushed the
box inte my hands. Instinctively I caught
hold of Mahone's hands, and in the * bump'
thiz ring slipped offi—»

“(h, oh " Mahone's voice had returned
only to die a sudden death. He eyed the
ring with fear and trembling in his eyes
and eursed himself for ever having worn t—
Hﬁ had always been too large for his skinny

nger.

“Plot, part three!” continued Ferrers
Locke quietly, * concerns Matthew's debut
ag a footer plaver. The half-back who
brought about his downfall was in the pay
of this scoundrel, likewise a section of the
unraly crowd lining the ropes. The half-
back, by the way *—he added significantly—
““is mow in gaol wondering how and why he
got there.™

“Ob, my hat!” gasped Matthew.

smiled Locke.

lips moved, but no word
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“Again, the bogus
received on the evenin
Cavendish was the wo
agents. Rumours had been put round that
George was going to sell the fight, and the
outcome of the telegram gave the finishing
touch to that regrettable triumph. Mahone
banked on the proprietors of the bullding
prosecuting you, George, which they cer-
tainly would have done but for your good
friend here Bir Humphrey——*

“Oh!" gasped QGeorge. “I never knew
of that—many thanks, 8ir Humphrey !"

The sporting baronet made a gesture with
his hands, signalling for Locke to continue.
The sleuth resumed his story.

“Now we come to young Dicky. You
remember he secured a job with Simpkin,
Watson, and Riley? You do! Right, per-
haps the wording of the advertisement
passed you by——*

““You mean the fact that Dicky's boss was
advertising for a public schoolboy to fill
the job of office boy in his firm?"” broke
in George trinmphantly. “How many
public schoolboys are looking for work at
the age of fourteen.”

“Your perspicuity does you credit,”
smiled TLocke. “ That advert. was worded
to cateh Dicky's eve and none other. You
see the managing director of Simpkin,
Watson and Riley is aod was Mr. Justin
Mahone !**

““(h, great Scott'™

“And Benjamin Thornton, the ecashier's
clerk, under whom Dicky directly worked,”
sald the great detective, “jis a distant
nephew of this scoundrel !*

“Glad I got even with him,
grunted Dicky.

“Benjamin Thornton was given the task
of making you out to be a thief,”” continued
Locke. ‘““But for the fact that you
answered a telephone ecall by mistake,
Dicky, there's not the slightest doubt that
you would have stood in the dock accused
of embezzlement. The mere fact that you
had stayed away all day from the office
after having been sent to pay some money
into the bank would have ranked against
you. Mahone, with all his scoundrelly
agents working for your downfall, knew
the result he desired would have been a
;:ert.aml::. In other words a trip to Borstal
or you.

“1 think in the foregoing I have named
enough crimes to keep Mr. Mahone a guest
of H.M. Government for twenty years or
so. Far from disgracing the ltons and
robbing them of their inheritance Justin
Mahone has shown to the world four wonder-
ful specimens of grit, character, and
strength. Away with him, Pyecroft.”

The burly C.I.D. detsctive unceremoni-
ously jerked Justin Mahone's shrinking
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figure to the upright position. A pair of
handeuffs glinted in his hands for a moment
—the next and they had encireled the wrists
of the biggest rogue the Meltona were
likely to zee in their lifetime.

Without a word, hut shaking in every
limb as though with the ague, Justin
Mahone was cacorted out of the dreasing-
room, a4 doomed man. And the Meltons, in
whom the milk of human kindness flowed
with more than average strength, could
scarce refrain from pleading for his miser-
ahle carcase.

“I'm sorry,

gentlemen,” said Ferrers
Locke firmly,

“ But your pity and sympathy
are wasted on that scoundrel. He has
ruined more hearts and homes than any
criminal of my acquaintance. He must pay
the penalty. And now *—as the brothers

piled their thanks upon him in an unbroken

flow—"1 must leave you. -George here,
needs a rest. 1 know Sandy has a special
way of sending his fighting men to sleep
just before they enter the ring. He's dying
to practize it on you now.™

And with a kindly smile the world's
greatest  detective, accompanied by the
sporting baronet, silently withdrew.

The brothers immediately fell to discusa-
ing the suddemn change in their fortunes,
hut old Sandy speedily put a stop to it.

“QOut of it, you kide,” ke growled.
“ (jeorge is going to take a nap before he
meeta  this Mexiean half  breed scum
and i

“Let Marcus stay,” pleaded George. 1
want him to sing to me. What with your
banjo, Sandy, and Marcus’ mellow voice, I'll
forgét all this exciting news and sleep like
a log.
st ™

“ Very well,” growled Sandy. “Have it
vour own way. It's a might when old Sandy
has got to give in to everything you say."

Murcds treated his big brother to a
grateful glance. He had not forgotten his
promise-—uttered idly at the time, It was
truc—that Marcus should sing him to sleep
hefore his next big fight. The words were
not idly uttered now, however. [If there
was one person who. could always make
eorge forget the cares and worries of the

world it was young Marcus when he burst,

intg song.

[nside ten minutea George waa™ stretched

on the divan in the dressing-room, his lids
half-cloged. Sandy was strumming softly
a pleasant melody. Ringing out clearly
above it, yet full of mellowness and soulful
meandng, voung Marcus was singing the
“song of his life.”” Bweet and pure rose
the notes in harmony with the chords from
the banjo. And the combination had the
desired effect. A happy smile curved ahout
the face of George Melton, his  breathivg
became deep and regular—and he  slept,

‘I‘S
“hrrr-re * of the gong had ceased

to echo. The big fight—the fight for =
world’s championship was about to bhegin,

The spectators had wondered at the delay
that had tuken place during the inspection
of bandages. Little did they koow . at the
time that Ueorge's wrist, set for the special
accasion in  plaster-of-Paris, had aroused
comment from the officials., Little did they
understand the ineredulous expressions that
crossed the features of those same officials
when George explained that his wrist was
broken.

But it was too lute now to eall off the
fight. George had reckoned on escaping
notice until the last minute, and he had not
vounted in vain. )

He advanced to the ceutre of the ring,
adopting the usval poise, left arm half
erooked extended in front of him, his right
moving piston-fashion acrosa his ribs.  On
the face of his opponent there waa a
peculiar expression—half wonderment, half
suppressed fear.  Obviously Anton Moreno
had never expected to fight this baby-faced
viant. His agents had reported the success
of their plan. :

something—something evidently had gone
wrong., But the champion heavyweight of
the world had little time to ponder over
this miscarriage of his plans, for George,
with & deadly, determined smile upon his
smopoth features, wuas taking the aggressive,

Tliwal - thnd !

White Hope !

ECONDA ont of the ring =
A  hush fell upon the vast
assembly at  Beleher's when the

trong !

But Marcus must stay, you hear—.

TWOPENCE. 2
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TRIALS OF STORRYDENE VILLA!"
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An amusing incident from next week'’s opening story of

this grand FOOTER SERIES. By WALTER EDWARDS.

Aush on the jaw and the hedrt respectively..
He grunted with pain as they connected
and then danced back out of danger. Now
the vast audience at Belcher's saw some-
thing of the champion's true guality. He
at once became aggressor after that imitial
onslanght and fairly drove lis opponent
round the ring.

““LU'se your Jeft!”

The ery echoed out from all guarters as
George now, ever on the retreat, was uppars
ently content to let his left arm hang
extended in front of him without once,

using it.
Round one concluded with the audience on
their feet shouting expletives, |

eering,
hooing the * British White Hope!™ i-le had
taken a thrashing in that one round such
a4 no other man pitted against Moreno had
ever undergone. Only pluck kept him on
his feet. But the public wanted skill besides
pluck. Then, as the following rounds were
fought out, whisper by whisper it spread
around that giant arena that George was
fighting with a broken wrist. As unexpected
and sudden as a storm in~ the tropics so
changed the roars of dissension to roars of
applause and encourngement. Undoubtedly
George's left arm was useless. He had
never used it onee. And this was the fifth
round.
the White Hope kept hiz opponent at bay
with but one arm. It was glorious—it was
unparalleled—it was BRITISH!

Now it was that Awpton Moreuo's real
vharacter came uppermost. He knew now
that George was fighting with a damaged
arm or wrist, and he purposely went out of
his way further to injure that member. Onpe
particular hefty blow (leorge took on his left
glove. A spazsm of pain racked his features,
sepding them white as deéath. But he kept
his feet; his pluck was magnificent. Eight
rounds lhe stood up to this champion from
over the water, taking punishment like a solid
rock upon which could be left no impression.
People were standing on their feet cheering;
the hall rang wunceasingly to the cheers,
although the officials tried thelr utmost to
keep orider.

Apton Moreno escaped punishment. Far
from it. His right eye had entirely closed,
his thin lips were gashed, hiz even row of
teeth were even no louger., This was the
higgest hattle of his- carcer—and against a
one-armed man, figncatively =peaking: Deep

Five rounds of gruelling battle had 1

It must not bhe taken for granted that.

1

Mind you start with No. 1, bo sl

Two blows, the second following after a'ydcwn in him Moreno was tgeubled by . that
second’'s interval on the Arsf, took Moréno | “ yellow streak *--which had been discovered

when George had pjtched him into the Eut,t-ur
in Piccadilly. . He had sworn to “ kil ¥ this
man, aud yet the killing was scarcely a one-
sided affalr.

0Old ‘Sandy, in his corner, was mouraful and
jubilant in turns. ;

“ 0h, Ueorge,” he muttered, fanning the
towel ﬁguruuaij, “it you could unly have
the use of your left to land it once!”™

George smiled. Despite the severe hanmier-
ing he had received his confldence In himbself,
in his destiny, was unabashed.

“ Don't worry, Sandy," he reastured.
going to win—to win in this rouund!”
It. was pot coneceit; a man with one arm
useless is not givem to comcelt. Jt was am

instinctive confidence.

Round & started off with George standing
up to his man toe to toe, taking all that
game his way and hitting back as fast as
his musecles would allow kim. Moreno Wwas
worried ; he was htgiunin? to get unnerved.
He fought with the ferocity of a tiger, but
atill that smiling, battered face peered up
at him. Then, retreating from a furious
advance of George's whirling right, the cham-
pion was hemmed ioto a corner. He zide-
stepped out of danger, however, and floored
his man with a terrific left-arm swing.

**He's down!"

“He'sn up again!" 3%

The cries intermingled as George, relusing
to take advantage of the couut, jumped to
his feet, amyl sailed into the attuek againo.
Streaks of crimson were aﬂ;mzu.mh;nfl down his
face, his eyes—still smiling—were half-closed,
his lips terribly gashed. Something in him
awoke suddenly. He seemed like a giant re-
freshed, possessed of superhuman strength
aud energy. Into his man he went, hammer-
ing blows at Moreno's body and face at the
rate of one a second. Now therc was no
pretence at a guard. His left arm hung use-
less at his side. But was it useless?

Smack! . -
A terrifie right connected with a dull tha
on Moreno's jaw. sending him tottering and

awaying. -

“ Now!"" shrieked Sandy.

Smack?

To the horror and amaze of the vast and!-
ence, (Jeorge was seen to swing back his left

i I'm

-fist—the broken wrist!

It landed like a ten-ton steam-hamupier an
Moreno's hody just below the heart.

(Continwed on next page.)
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(Contieued from precious page.)

Wl s dawn

Down Anton Moreno pndoubtedly waz, He
sank to the floor like a felled ox, awd oy
still-~dreadfolly still. Nt one sy¥llable of

not one impreca-
manager

the “ count ™ did he Lear;
tion from the wvalgar lips of his
proctrated Ins dazed braiwo,

Futile the nrgings, the apypeals, of s party
of followers, Anton Morcoo was a world's
champion go lunger.  As Lthe referee connted
him out  he mercly stirred  slightly  and
groaped. Thos had the mwghty falien

But his vaoquisher—what of him!  See, he
stands swaving =lightly from the hips. That
Hxed smile is still there, althoungh o back-
promid of agony mars its original purpose.
"I'is the smile of a man wlhe Las pobe all
gitt—ol a1 man on the yerge of collapse,

The Ielt arm hangs more limply at his side,
the hesd graduslly droops, o great siver
pasges thropgh that massive frame. Natpre
i3 claiming ity compenzation. Bat o rugeed
fiure suddeuly darts out thragh the ropes,
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stnvdy arm=; bis tears of  joy
mingle freely with the
ne that hattored face,

Amd the cheers! Why, they conld be heard
antside the building a wile away !

“ White Hopel®™

That wus the name
Metton - the mame he
sfterwzrd. e laol =aved Britaln's prestige
in the boxiog-riog. He had fought iz lasg
fehit., Tor a grave-facod medico, called in to
examint him, sorrowipgly declaved that he
withl be maimed for life.  That left arm
wrtild ever liang lHmply oaf his side.

In the joy of returning consciouzne=s, how-
ever, George rfuzarded that poszibility as
infinitesimul. He had won! He had proved

aml griet
greal daub: of erimson

they woave Georgo
wier hnown hy ever

him=elf !

What a story it made for the * Daily
Clarion ""—that fight! What a story al-o
did the zecret history of Justin Mabone

reveal tn a tru=zting public!  And Bow well
those sturdy Melton brothers fignred in §t!
No longer ** Four Against the World *—for
the world pow accepted the Meltons as true
ubd sturdy sons, Their gatlapt Aght agaiost
atdversity made hiztoric reading [or many a
day; while in the months to comne pedes-
trians, ohserving those Melton brotheis,
waollld polnt out the broad, tall figure of tlie
elder hrotler as the man who bhad * ham-
mered "' oall the conceit apd arrogzance nat
of  Anton Moreno=--us the man who bad
restored ithe henvy-weight title te Britain at
the eost of @ maimed arm: the man who had
bedun- and closed a famons boxing carder us
White Hope!
THE EXND.
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OUR
FIGHTING
FLEET!

Next Mouday's issne of the Magrer will sct
the hall rolling with onr Free Gift Scheme.
In addition. to a bumper programiae of
stories amd a simple competition, each enp:
of the paper will be accompanpied by a
gorgeons Free Photogravare Plate of H.M S
Hood—battle-cruiser. It will he remembered
by my chums that the Hood was the flagship
af Sir Frederick Field, who was in command
of the special Serviee Souadron that recently
vizsited the Dominion=. The ships concernesd
were away from home waters for a perlod of
ten months.

(in their relurn the Mayor and Corporation
of Plymouih turned out to welcome them. A
aplendid welcome also awaits omr series of
I'ree Plates depictiug the absolute latest
types of warchips at present fn commizsion
i the Royal Navy., The Micgyer *° cruiac
will be Junpched by H.M.5, Hood wpDext
Monday, and will extend over a period o
twelve weeks. Each plate iz a triomph o
iteelf, measanng nine and a half incheas
siXx and a hall inches.

a vry of ageny falling from his lips. "Tis old {PBon't nnsg the opewing chapleva of a The FEmpire Cruise was the talk of ti
Sundy Nobson, the tears falling unchecked | splendd serics af footer stories—* The Triala | country for months; the MaaNsr * eraise
down lus prizsled facve, of Stovegdene  Villa '"——billed to start next | will follow in its footsteps. Sign on for t
He hias turned ont a champion, after all - | weel:. Each yarn is complete in itsclf, boys, | vovagé at onee, boys—in other words, plas
a world's chaumpion. Poor  Sandy! He | and chows Mr. Walter Edwardes at the fop | u regnlar order with sour newsagent for th

gathers up that voconscious figure o his " of his form)

MauNeT before we pet “ under way.”

mr't:u tvorn, extra dond 5.u.mf| ..m; 1HAS u;n.p
oak case ancl 4l tuncs’ 3 Model 3'.'.".‘;-45:”, \
tn record bayees. Carriange pacd. L Darys”

Trial.. E lfi'l."bl!{".-'_. Linl: l!_Ill Tal:ie Grands nnd
richiy carved mabolany Floor Cabinet models
at W OLEBALE FACTORY FRICES,

-m Write for art ¢atalogue.
& Co.{lwept R Birmingham,

HEIGHT COUNTS

in winmng_success. let the Glrvaen System increase
vour height. Wonderful resulta. Send P.C. for par-
tlewlars aid our £100 gusrantee to Engoiry Dept,,
AMP.L 17, Blroud Green Road. London, N. 4.

FiLms AND ACCESSORIES

OUR NEW JLLUSTRATED LIST MOW READY.
Bend pesicard for eopy, post [ree,
MACHINES FILMS from 1/- par
I rom 71‘16 100 feet, port free,

HUME CINEMATOGRAPHS |

Enjuirie,s FORD'S [(Dept,

rromptiv
apfrpmlad s

Enirance. ﬂun# Strect,

A.P.),
13, RED LION S0. LONDON. W.C.1. |

nmd gend
Hient.

CORYN,

I 1!]5 _DlF STAMPS FREE e "Brifich coliuais. ik 102" w6 l

AP FRUYALS Mho, 3

1{1 'u'.rj.u Crest, mm--.mr
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HEIGHT INCREASED 5;_
IN 30 DAYS. / Course.

Ko Appliances Nolrugs. NolDdeting. The Melvin Stropg System
BEVER FAILsS., Fod poartéowtars and Teztinonials, stamp. —
Melvie ¥rropge  Lid (lept <24 ') Jmdgaie Hill london Eecg

Cure yourself as I did. Par-

STO'P STAMMEHIHG! ticulars Free. —-FRANK B.

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

MAGIG TRICKS,

F. FEARING,

Postage. — H. L.
Complete

=

Etc.—Faroels, 276,
1 st o led I.!..-..r_ iad, \fll.!::mu:u;:;'
nients, bBd. each, & lor 1)1- [P.0.'5). =

ravanras House Seaficld Bowd, Colwyn Bay, N. Wales.

OUR “IDEAL" CINEMA, 4/9 % v ey
Cowboy, Cowie, and Deama Fibg, 100 (1., 1/6. Send for GG BARGALN
LISTs: -4 E. MAXWELELL, George Ctrect, HARITANGS
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JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

THE FINEST CAREER FOR BRITISH BOYS.

Boya are now wanted for the Seaman Clasa (from
whichselectionsare made for the WirelesaTelegraphy
end Sirnalling Dranches), Ages 13} to 17 years.

Men are also required for

STOKERS - = -
ROYAL MARINE FﬂEﬂES - ' e

GOOD PAY, - -

Age 18 to 25
i e

ALL FOUND.
EKCELLEHT EH#HEEE OF PROMOTION,

Apply by letter to the Department of Naval Reeruiting,
65, Whitehall, London, §.W. L

YOURS for

This haodsome. full-sized Gent's Lew
Watch sent upon receipt of @d. After
approval send 1/ more, the balanos
nay then be paid by 8 monthly
instalimontsol 2 /=aach. (Guarhnbeed
Hyearsn. Chain Fme with every watech., [Ladisa” ar
Gent's Wrist Watches lo sbock onsame lorma. Ceal
returncd 1o full if digsati=Ned. Bend &d. now to—

SIMPSONS (BRIGHTON) Ltd. (Dept, 122)
E'*L Queen's Road, Brighton, Sussex.

IVEA F_FEI T':IUR . AT I‘.ﬁ.’ﬂ"’

S¢ll FPrivate Xmas Cards in epare time. £10 easily caroed.

Experience not necessary. Beauliful sample book free. £1,000 in
prizes. Write:

G. DENTON & CO. (Dept. A.10), Bevington Works, ACCRINGTON.

Bamplas Trick and
Inatris

. CLLYE, B

I-—‘* of - 50 ]"L'l'l.Jllll_Hl.:mipH FREHK to {hoze gending jsoatnge
H ||rv;l1r! Gl and axking 1o s Approval Shesis. <M, FEORICK,
'|"'rll Arvimw Wogud, Peockhans, London, 8.1, 15.
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HEIGHT IHGHEASE nE debing. Completn Bvstemn, 5.
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CUT THIS OUT

i The Magnet.* PEN COUPON. Yalue 2d,

Baomil T oof Alese eonpons with only 28 diveer to 1l Fleat Pen Co.,
119, Filoet Etreet, E.C. 4. You will reeeive by cetwn o 2pleidid Bt i is),-

mrdde 1o, Chold-Nibbd Fliet Yoauntnin Peo, valoe 1006 (e, medinm, o
broad wib). 10 enly one coupon 38 eenl the prioe is 3/9, 2d. being sllowoed
Peet o@e e oo U0 Canti iy 10 1i B, Mok Mg, Gl Badbafacidon gdrambeed
of rash reinrniod,  speeiel Arewe @ffer—-Your own name i ogilt letiors
eeld Cllbe'r pem Toar 37 oxory.

Lever Seil-Filling Model with Safety Cap, 2/ extra.
25-10-24.,



