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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter 5its Down !

nR_-umms 2
" Rir 1Y
“Bring me a declchair

. Harry Wharten & Co. looked
expreszively at Billy Bunter,
illy Bunter, heedless of expressive
looks, had his eyes and his spectacles
fixed on Rewlings, the steward of the
Firefly.

It was a December day—but it was
bright ande sunny- and guite warm.
Many a hondred lonpg sea miles lay
between the chums of the Greyfriars
Remove and the English winter.

They had found it wild and windy on
the Atlantie. But since passing the
Btraitg of Gibraltar the Firefly steamad
over blue waters under a blue sky,

The Famous Five were enjoving that
Christmpas-holiday evwise with Comnpton
of the Fifth, B0 waz Billy Bunter. But
Billy Bunter's enjoymeni did not add to
the joy of othars,

Harry Wharten & Co. were on deck,
watehing the hilltops of Spain sinking
i the west, when Billy Bunter rolled
up from below,

Captain Compton was on the bridge.
iz nephew, Valentine Uompton of the
Groyirars Fifth, was there with him,
The esteward was standing with the
Famouz Five, pointing out objects of
interest on the Spanish coast, when
Eili];.' Bunter happenecd,

There wero half a dozen deckchairs
stancing, folded, against the rail, veady
for anvone who wanted them.  Bunter
wanied one,  Having walleed all the
way [rom the saleon to the deck, Buntor
wanted to =16 down, He did noe,
apparently, want to walk six more paces
ane get a deckehair for himself. ity
Bunter saw ne rveason for exerting him-
wolf whon theve was anvbody else upon
whom il exertion could be put,
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Bunter's view of employed persons was
that they could jolly well work.
Besides, Bunter liked to give servants
plenty of trouble. He fondly fancied
that thiz made it clear that he was
accustomed to being walted on hand
and foot by a crowd of menials at
Bunter Court.

“A deckchair, =ir?” said Rawlings,
withont moving,

“"Yee,"  said laok
sharp t*

“You fat freg'” suid Bolb Chevey.
‘If vou want o deckehair take one and
shut up

Billy Bunter gave him a disdainful
blink through his bi%\ spectacles, but
disdained any other acknowledgment of
the suggestion,

“I'm waiting, Rawlings!” he said,
with dignity.

“Very good, siv [ said Rawlings,

Leaving tho juniors, he maoved along
the rail and picked up one of the folded
deckechairs. He carvied it to Bunter.

Bunter gave the Famous Five o lofty
Liink, The steward of the Firefly did
not like Billy Bunier—why, Bunter did
not koow., Un more than one occasion
he had been checky—distinctly cheeky,
But Bunter was the man to put a menial
m hiz plaee. ] )

_ “Open i, Rawlings " he said,  ** Set
1t up for me! Don’t keep me standing
up, my man !"

Bunter's tone was wunpleasant.  He
believed in giving checky menials the
sharp edge of his tongue.

Hawf Wharton & Co. loshed rather
curionzly at Rawlings, Several incidents
during the eruise had shown them that
the man hod a temper, They had slso
obroyved that he «id not seem to be
aqutte an the ordinary foofing of =&
steward on board the yacht, They had
reayd him addeess the captain as “Jim
Compton.” They had heard him speak
of the captein’z ncphew ss “voung

Bunter—" and

rom the

Af

o e i i S

Pt

& Co., of GREYFRIARS.

Compton,™ They had  heard  him
threaten to “break up ® 3r. Swain, the
mate, all over the bridge! They had
an impression  that, in some eadiene
orclinary  and mysterious wav, the
steward was of quife as much eon
sequence as any man on board {he
Firefly. Generaily he was polite amd
attentive and civil—but not ac all times,
And when he was not he eould Lo vy
dizagrecable, and even aggressive,

I'ar all these reasons the chums of the
Remove did not expect him {o be vory
paticnt with Billy Bonter's svank. )

As Compion's guests on the yvacht, un-
willing to cause trouble or fiiction if
they could help i, they rather reated
Rawlings with "tact,

But no consuleration of
appealed  to Billy Bunter,
view was ithat the
cnused ihe more
understood (o be.

Harey Wharton & Cof would not have
heen surprised had Rawlings “hiffed
Bunter with that deckehair, instead of
seiting it up for lum on the deeck, as
bidden by the lofty Owl of ihe Remove.

But Rawlings secmed to be unnzvally
spbmmissive,

He opened out the deckoliair
Bunter and =ct it on ihe deck,

*“1s that satisfactory, &ir ' he azhed.

“No I saie Bunter. It jznc?! Tako
it a bit farlher along ™

“Cervtainly, sie.”

Rawlings Lifted the dechelair favihep
along the deck and sel it dowu again.

Bunter rolled altce him.

“That all  right,

that kind
Bunter's
- mere tronble he
important he was

for

3T

TR nslied

Rawlings.

“Tarn 1t to face the rail a bit more !
said DBunter. “Have o little =eonse,
Rawlings,”™

Bunter was a fellow whe would take
an cll if given an inch! The more
rezpectfully and  mieticulounsly  tha

and rproduction without permiission strictly foruiddeu.r
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sleward obered lin orders, thp more
viders Bunter was [ikaly to give,
“Bhall we kick bhim, you fellowst™
asked Bob Cherry.
“The Lkickfulness 33 the proper
caper ¥ murmured Hurrce Jamset Bam

Eiinfh.
Harry Wharton lnughed,

Leave it to Rawlings!” ho said, “¥
den’t quite like the look in his eye.”

“Are you eatisfied now, sir?” asked
Rawlings, etill respectful,  “Will it
please you to sit down, sirf”

“Got me s cushion 1” said Dunter.

Ie did not say “please.” Bunter had
noe “pleases™ to waste on stewards
cepeeially cheeky onea like Rawlings !

“Very good, sir!” said Rawlings
meally,

He fetched a_cushion, The Famous
Five smiled. They guessed, if Billy
Lunter did not, that the steward of tho
F:rtf:l] was not fecling so meek as ho
oolked.

“ls he going to biff him with thot
citsh 1 mumured Frenk Nugent.

“Berve him jolly woll rlqht if ho
does " growled Johnny Bull, * Why the
dickens docsn’t he kick him?  Bunter
hiaa to be kicked 1”

Rawlings placed the cushion in the
deckehair.

" Anything more, sir I ho nsked.

Evon Bunter could not think of any-
ihing more, anxious a3 he was to throw
his fat weight about,

“Nol” he said. “That will do, my
man| You con pot*

Rawlings went.

Billy Bunter, standing in front of the
deckehair, about to plump down in it,

ave the Famous Five & vaunting blink,

1o fancied that he had shown them how
to handle chieeky stewards.

Thoe Famous Five grinned happily.
They had observed something that
Eunter had not observed. Rawlings had
teb up that deckehairr without wedging
in the freme et the back. So long as 1t
was nok eat on it stood. As soon as it
was sat upon it was likely to bo a
difforent story,

Rawlings went back to his duties
helow, leaving Billy Bunter to sit down,
end meet with 2 suddon surprise when
he did.

“1 gay, you fellows!” Bunter called
out to the Famous Five, *1 sav, that's
n tip for youl That's how Y treat "em |
Hoe? Treat 'em the same, aud vou will
et the rame results 1™

And Dunter st  down = plump!
Bunter always sat down hard and
beavy,  Ead that deckehair been
wedged in the safest and  securest

manner, it would have ercaked in protoest
vwhen Bunter's weight dropped into it!
Liut it wasn't !

{Orazh !

Bump !

* ¥arooocooh 1

Billy Bunter’s ample form hit the
dock of the Firefly, and hit it hard,
The ¢anvas chair folded up over him.

What had happened Bunter hardly
ktiew for o momont. He umgﬂd and
wiiggled and roared in the embrace of
tha dismantled declichair.

“Ow!l Wow! Yarcoh! Help! I
say, you fellows———  ¥Yoo-hoooop I¥
rearcd Bunter. *I say, I'm hurt—I'm
smrashed=—1'm  bruised—I'm  bumped—I
} Qooohl Ow! Wow!"

*Ha, ha, ha ¥

Billy Bunter rolled over mixed up
with the crumpled deelichair. Ho
roared as he rolled.

“Ow!l Wowl Help! Deasts! Wow!
I zarv, you fellows—— YWow I®

“Ha, ha, hat®
fAnybody poing to take Bunter’s
tip 7 maked ggh Cherry. “Anvbody
veant to got the same vesulis 7™

““Ia, ho, ho ™

oY i

“Ow! Wowl Yow! Wow ! roarcd
Bunter, wriggling,

And the Famous Five, chuckling,
strolled along the deck, and left him to
roar and wriggle—apparently dissatis-
fied with the results that accrued from
the way he treated ‘em )

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Sits Up !

¢ M 'LIL, foteh it1” said Billy Buntor.
“Wheae-g-t ¥
Tho Famous Five npeerly foll
out of their deekehairs in their
ENFPriso.

It waas evening-—a bright and starry
evening on thalghgtditﬂrmn@uﬂ, Aftox
dinner the Groyiriars fellows had gone
on deck, where Rawhngs had brought
up coffee. It was good coffee, and
Bunter suggested more. And Complon
of the [iith, who was scated with the
juniors, was about o call to the steward
when Bunter made his astonishing offer
to fetch it. i

Compton smiled and eat .down sgnin.
Ilewlings was a busy man, snd if Billy
Bunter was smitten with a sndden desire
to malee himself ugeful there was no
reazon why he should not get on with it.

But a desire, on DBuntor’s part, to
make himelf useful was so surprising
that the Famous IFive doubied the
evidence of their ears. They gazed at

T N TR S T R R T R R,
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William George Bunter. He heaved his
weight out of his chair, which loocked as
if he mcant it

It wns all the more surprising, be-
causo  Bunter hed been  exceedingly
“shirty ¥ since the incident in  the
earlier part of the day. Sitiing down
suddenly on the deck and wrapping
himself up In a canvas chalr had not
pleased Bunter. He had told the
Famous Five, not once bot many times,
what beasts they were to ecackle when a

.cheeky steward let a follow bump on the

deck. He had told Clompton of the
Fifth that he had a jollv geod mind to
chuck up the cruise snd go home by the
firet stenrmer at the first port. And the
Fifth Former, instead of being over
whelmed with dismay, 0a DBunter
naturally expected, hud olfered to take
his ticket and sce himn off 1f he did!
VWhich annoyed Bunter.

Yeb here was Bunter jumping up to
malke himself uszeful to five juniors and &
senior who were all bensts !

And evidently he was in earnest, for
he rolled away to the companion and
dianpcnred below with the coffee-pot,

“Well, my hat!” said Pob Cherry.
" What's the malfer with Buntep ¥

“The matterfulness must be terrifie 1
vemarked Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.

“*Well, Bunter onghit to make Limself
useful, as he can’t possibly be orna-
mEHEE’I." said Frank Nugent. “But I'm
blessed if 1 aver expeeted Buouter to zee
that himeelf.”

“Wondera will nover ceaso !
Johnny Ball.

Valentine Compton lnughed |las
pleasant, good-natured laugh,

soid

“Bunter's not a bad kid really,” he
said. “Rawlinga Lus plenty to do, and
1 dare say Bunter's sorry he's botheored
him so much—sce ¥

Which showed that Compton of the
Fifth did not Lknow Willinmm Georgo
Bunter so well as tho Romeve fellows
kuew him,

Stitl, there it was—DBunter had ponn
for tho coffee. He was a good time
gone, but nobody, of course, expeected
Bunter to be quick.

BMr. Swain came up, and went on the
bridge to rcliove tho eaptain. Captain
Compton stood for a few minutes in
conversation with the mate before ho
left the bridge. Then he camo and
joined the group of Groyiriera follows
on deck by tho rail,

“Jolly here, sir 1" gaid Bob Cherry.

Very I” said thoe captain. “I hope
you young fellows are enjoying your
cruise,

““Yeoa, rather!™

“The  ratherfulness  is
honouved salab 1*

D“l’g-ﬂ"i“ Compton smiled., Soldom his
hard-bitten face melted into o smilo: but
Flurres Jamset Ram Singh's varicly of
the Inglish language esused it to relax,

“You can pive me a cup of coffec,
Valentine I said the eaptain, seating
himszolf in an empty deckchair.

It was seldom that tho captain of tho
I'itefly bestowed his company oo the
Greyfriars guests, ex-':&gting ot moals, g0
they felt duly Lionocured.

“ Bonter's ne for
uncle,” spid  Valentine,
back in a minute or two,”

“"Here he comes ™ gaid Bob Cherry.
as there was a sound of grunting in tho
COINYpAn1oI,

Billy Bunter reappeared, with the
coffee-pot in his hand and o fat grin on
his face. The colfee-pot was expected;
the fat grin was not. B¢ far as the
Elllmrs could sce there was nothing for

unter to grin at.  However, waa
grinning.

He rolled up to the group im deck-
chairs and plumped down the coffee-pot
on the little table where the coffee-cups
stood.

“Kept vou waiting, wou fellowz?"
asked Bunter breezily. He Jdid not for
the moment notico the addition to the
group, “Rawlings was rather o long
time, Raotten steward you've got.
Compteon! 1f your uncle had any sense
he'd sack him.”

Shut up, you fat nsa2 1 breathed Dob

terrific,

B fresh pot,
“Heo will heo

Chorry.
“Bhan't 1Y  reterted Dunter in-
aependently. " Compton knows what 1

think of hiz rotten steward, don’t you.
Compton? A man like that wonldn® do
for Bunter Court, 1 can tell you., Why
tha dickens deoes your uncle keep hing
on, Compton! Ile must be rather o
foaol 17

“Thank you!” said Cuaptain Complon
grimly, And Gilly Bunter gave o jump.

“Oh 1™ he pasped. “I—1 dido't see
you, sirl” Ie blinked round et the
grim-faced caplain of the Firefly, “I—
I dido't moaur you were a fool, sirl I
mean, I didn"t mean to coll vou & fool,
sit] I=I hope I'm touo putitv to eav
what I think when I'm a goest.”?

“Here's your eoffes, wunelel”
Velentine Compton hastily.

He had poured out a cup of coflen
while Bunter waza hlianinng st the
captain, and now he banded 1t over.
glad to interrupt the fat and fatwous

gakcl

¥ Fl

Captain .Compton, with a glance at
EBunter that was almost o pglare.
stretched out his hand and took the
coffee,

Bunter fnv& another jump.

*I=I—I say—" ha gasped,

Tag Macxer Liprany,—Ne, 1,507,
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“You had better say no more, I
think " grunted the captain.

“Oh loy'! 1—I mean—I--T =ay, I—I
. didn't_bring that coffee up for you !
gaspoed Bunter. *I—1 brought it for
theso beasta—I mean, these fellows—"
F"I;MII vou shut up?™ hissed Johany
21l

“Beast] I—1 =ay—>" :
Captain Compton had the coffea to his
lipa, Ifrom: his expression the chums
n} the Remove gucssed that he was
sorely temptodd to pitel: it, eup and all,
at the Immli of William George Dunter!
The ecaptain, however, repressed that
natural inclination ond drank the coffce
at o gulp. _ :

The next moment theve wasz somelhing
Like an explosion!]

Ho bounded ! )

He spluttered !

He roared and howled !

In uwitor amazement the Famons Iive
started to their fect staviug et him
Llankly.

Hitherto the captain had struck themi
as a cold, quict, self-contained, and soll-
controlled man, Bo far he had never
displayed any sort of emotion, Now he
d:sgﬂny-:ad guite o lot!

“Urrgh! Oh! Uocozh! Gurreggint”
ho spluttered wildly, coughing, sneozing,
and {;urgling frantically. (O !
Ooooorh ! Gurrrregeh 1

“What the dickes—  sxelaimead
Boh Chevey.

“Unele Jomes—" pasped Compton

of the Fifth., “Winat—-—
“Oooogh! Urrrgh! I'm burned—
sealded=— Qoooogh1® The coptain

almost danced, and fairly raved. * What
=~ppoch —ia tho motter with=—grrreryiy |
—tho coffen? Ilas Rawlings gone mad?
Dooocoogh | Wurrerrgeh | There 15—
grocogh I—mustard—oooogh ! — mustad
in the eoffee=— Woooooch I”

“Oh cnkoey !” pasped Buanter

Harry Wharton & Co. stood rootod to
tha deck, They understoad now., Billy
Bunter's surprising desire to make bhaa-
self useful was explamned,

e had fetched uwp that coffee for las
gwn felonious purposes! ke had been
sa lang aboub 1k because he had stoppeod
to put mustard i 1t Ho had intended
ik for the Famouz Five and Valentino
Compten, no doubt satisfied 1o his fat
wrined that they jolly well deserved it,

In his meost reckless moments Billy
DBunter would never have dreamed of
venturing to play such a trick on the
erim, hard-faced skipper of the Fivelly.

Dut he had! It was the captain who
had got itl Eigu!tu ummfect.e:ﬂy, to
Bunter as well a3 to lhimself, ho
had swallowed colfee doctored with
mustard [ And his horrible gurgles and
Lf&ﬂﬁpﬂ and contortions showed that
DBunter had not been eceonomical with
the mustard | [e had put in plenty |

A few moments more, and all the
paily would have been drinking that
extremely lot collee.  They were nob
lilkely to drink it pow, The cantain had
':Imt }irﬂ cup—acd the Grst cop was the
S

* Youn—yon—you—=" breathed Harry
Whartan.

“Ob lore' I gazped Bunter

“Auostard in the colfee!” gjaculated

Valentine Compilon, in  amazcinent.
“Has Hawlings gone out of his
gongeg—"

“Muctard ! voared the captain.

T Uperrregeh 17 The colfen cup crashed
o the docl, breaking inte a dozen
fragments. “Urrrrgh! I am choked—
irggh t—sealded | Wuarrrpah ! Groogh t
Who did this? Ureegh 1™

“I—I-I didn’t!" gasped Bunter.

"I—I szay, vou fcllows, I—I1 lknow
nm.hin% at all about it! Oh crikeyl
Toe Macser Tiomarr.—Neo. 1,507,
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P oaavw, I never Enew there was ony
mustard in the—tho eoffee! And—and
I triedd to stop him dvinking it, too.
You know I &id 1

“You " voared the captain, “Urrggh!
You mad roung swab—you! Groogh!”

“Noi” howled Bunter.  “1 never
died ! In fact, I—1 snw Rawlings do
it] And I never knew it waa ﬁm—m,
gither! 1 never did it to pay theso
beasts out | I-—1 woulda't esides,
I never knew you were going fo have
any of the coffes. And—and I tricd
to stop you, too. I ezid quite plainly
——V¥araooh | Leggn! Ilelpl”

Billy Bunter was a guest on the Tive
fiv. Captain Compion appeared to
forgot that, bhowever. Perhaps such
forgetfulness was  cxenzable, wit:h %
guest who had esuch extraordinary
manners and customs as Billy Bunter.
Anyhow, the captzin’s next proceedings
weres nob those of a hespitable host
in the best civeles.

e grabbed Dilly Dunier with a
powerful hand, A swing of his sinowy
arim laid Dunter across lids kneo.

His other hand roce, and fell liko a

flail. :
Smack, smseclk, smack! .
“Owt  Oh  crikey!  Stop i1

shricked Dunter, wriggling wildly,

arcl kicking up his little fat legs. * 1
say, vyou fellows—r Yarooogh!
rescue ] Oh lop' 17

Smack, emack, smack !

“Tnele " pazped Complen,

ITis uncle dict not head. Mo smacked
and smacked as i he 1ok Biily
Bunter's tight tronzers for a carped Shat
neecded healing.

“Ow! Wow! TIelp! Yaroooh!
velled Bunter, 1 eay, dragpim off
Stoppim 1 flalp! Whon-hoooop

smack, smack, smack 1

Thesa hefiy smacks ranz over the
Firofly like pistel-shots. AMe Swain
starved from the bridge. Tho wateh on
deck staved and griomed.  Rawlings
put his head ont of the companion and
ctprod. Havvy Wharvton & Co. goazed
et the scene, grinning.

Bunter was getting 1t hot and <rong,
and o licking from Ay, Queleh at Grey-
friavs Schiocl had nothing on this. Dut
there wus no doubt that he had asked
for it, and that he descrved 1. Ide
roarcd and wriggled and welled, hut
still the helty smacks came down liko
hatl, Tle was petting it hot, and he
was getting it strong; bot tho fellows
who had novrowly escaped swallowing
eoffen, dectored with mustavd, bad no
svmpaiiy {o waste on him.

“There, yon young rascal—there, sou
voung ot I snorted the captain at
last, and he pitched Dunter over on
tho deek. “That may teach you a
Littlo scnse 1

And he stallted below, still gronting
and gurzling from the effects of that
vory hot colfoo.

“Ow, ow! Wow!" roared Bunter.
“1 say, you f{ellows, what aro you
sniggering  ob,  you  beasts?  Owl
Compton, if you think I'm goinz to—
vow-ow-ow f=—aztand this, you're jolly

well mistaken! Ow! Yowl Wow I
“¥ou ubler young aesz!™  zaid
Compton.
“Ow!l DBeaztl Owit"®
“Shut up, Bunter 1™

" Bhan't !
Wow 1™

*Gather round, you men ™ said Boh
Cherry. "“Let's all kick him togother,
and seo if wo can hft him right into
tha comapanion! When I =ay three, all

Ow! Wowl! Obh orikey!

of you lot him hrn.'nrt1 it ] One—two—=>="
Nilly Bunter dil nop wait  for
“1hreo

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Mystery of the Locked Cabin !

6l BTOWAWAY "
“I think o, siz®
“Rubbish ™

It was the following morn-
ing—a bright snd epnny mormug on
the bright Mediterrancan. As it was
seven  bells—half-past  eleven—Ilavey
Wharton & Co. bhad long been up nod
abont. DBut Billy Bunter, as usual, had
turned out late, ond lie had nol como
up from broakfast yet. I

The hilltops of Spain were still in
sight to the north-west, and tho juniors
were looking in the direction of that
fair but unhappy land, where tho
embers of civil war still smouldered,
when Rawlings came up.

Rawlings ﬂqimf! A F@rplcxed and
worried expression on his plump [ace.
He went np to the bridge to speak o
the eaptain, and the Greyfriars fellows
could hear what was =aid, and it cun-
siderably interested them.

I'he news of a stowswny on hoard
thoe Firefly was rather surprizing.  Tu-
desd, it seemed to  them  almosh
impossible.

Since leavine England the Firefly
had touched only at Gibraltar, for o
very brief stay. No stowaway, it was
certain, could have been on  boavd,
nndiscovered, all tlic while gince Lo
white cliffs at Dover had dropped
astern. If there was one on board, ha
mtizt have pgot aboard somchow b
Clibralter, which was =0 improbable ns
ta seem mpessible,. IDvidently Cap-
tain  Compton  thought so, fov he
snapped  with eurt impatience ot tho
towald.

Captain Compton had, no doult, ra-
covered from the coffects of the very
hot coffee the previous evening. But
bis manner was always cort; ond now
1t was sharp and impatient,

Rawlinga scowled.

He was cvidently worried by his
dizeovery, or supposed dizcoverr, And
the captain’s tone irvitated him.

“You can vall it rubbizh if yon Like
Jim Compton I o snapped. "l]ut-‘i
tell you there's somelbody locked in
Room No. 4.

“1f you think so, leok in the rocm,
and  have him out!l” grunted the
cantain.

“MThe door’s locked on the inside™

“Q0Oh, rubbish! You've locked if,
and lost the key! Go below, and don's
Lo a fool 1™ :

Captain Compton tarned lhs back on
the steward, with that, Tho juniorvs
carefully torned their eyes away from
that little scene. Rawlings was glar-
ing angrily at the captain's back s
no steward, as o rule, ever glaved as
hiiz captain.

“1 toll youn, Jim Compton——" la
snarled,

‘“Belay it, and go down!" enopped
Captain Compton. “You'ro getting
fancies inte your head, Rawlings. Ono
day last week you fancied yvou heard
a dog in the easbin. Then you Faneied
vou heord Swain calling you on deck,
f vou've been ot the whisky, you'd
better cut it out! Now clear(®

Rawlines, hreathing hard, dezeendosd
from the bridge, and went below., Iis
plump face was red with apger.

Harry Wharton & Co. exchonged
olances, They knew what no cone el:e
an board the Fivefly knew—thot Billy
Bunter was a ventriloguist, They
knew—and no ono else—the true ox-
i)immt.i-nn of the du;i"a !gmwl: ’th:ntr Raw-
ings thought ho had heard in the
saloou, nnd of the Liail from the deck
which he believed had come from Al
2wain, and which certainly had wot,



“Is that fat villain pleging tricks
again1* breathed Nugent.

“Let's go down,” eaid Harry.

And thoy followed the steward below.

Bunter had finished breakfast, and
was reclining, not to say Eﬁawlmg, on
the setten in tho saloon. There was o
fat grin on his fat face.

The previous day the stoward hod
madp him =it down, and the eaptain
had made him &it up.  Bunter had
found neithcr oxperience groteful or
comforting. It was quite probable
that the fat Owl was resorting to his
welrd gift of ventriloguism to get his
own back on the various beasts who
failed to treat him as so attractive a
fellow ought to have been treated. He
gavo the chuma of the Remove a fat
wink os they came in.

Rawlinga was standing hy tho door

Every Saturoday

“] bheard someone there,” he said.
“It must be a stowawey. Nﬂhﬂﬂi be-
longing to the ship could be there,
I've lost myv key, so 1 can't look in,
unless the ecoptain comes down and
opens 1t with his key.”

The Famous Five listenod, but th
could hear no sound from the locke
state-room. But they heard a sound
from Billy Bunter acress the saloon-—-
n little fat cough, which was very
familiar to their- ears. They ex
changed glances. There was no further
doubt that the Greviriara ventriloguist
was on tha warpath.

“There, listenn I exclaimed Rowlings
suddenly.

He hod not heeded DBunter's fat
cough. But following it came a low
moan that seemed to procecd from the
locked room.

5

wha preeted him with another fat wink
a3 he came.

“You fat chump!” nmsid Harry,
epeaking in o low voice, so that Row-
bings should not near “Chuck it, seo?”

“I'll wateh it!" grinned Dunter.

“If ho epots

“He won't, if you fellows don’t give
moe away! I auppose you're nobt going
to sneak mbout a pal to o measly
etewnrd I’ aneecred Bunter.

Harry Wharton breathed hard,

“You see, . saw him come out of
that cabin, and saw where he laid the
key I whisperea Bunter “8o I bagged
itl He, he, hal” .

“Give it back to him, or leave it
where he ¢an find it, you blithering
fat 1diot 1" breathed Harry. ;

“How can I. whon D’ve dropped it
out of a porthole?” asked Bunter.
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As Billy Bunter sat down, the deckchair gave way under the strain, Bump ! * Yarcooooogh | ** yelled the fat junior,

as his ample form hit the deck of the Firefly and the canvas chair folded up over him. * Ow
—I'm smashed—I'm bruised ! Wow [

““Ha, ha, ha

Wow ! Help! I'm hurt

** yolled Harry Wharton & Co.

B S T T T T T S N e N R R R A R I R

of a state-room that opened off the
ealoon. That stafe-room was  un-
ecccupied, so far as any passengﬂr was
eoncerned, but the juniers understood
that =omo sort of ppage was kept
there. Tt was alwavs Lept locked, and
iawlings had the kew.

Thf}ygﬁnd geen him go into that room
gccasionally; but he alwavs shut the
door when ke was inside, afd slwavs
locked it carefully when he came out.
It seemed to be n sort of Dlecbeard’s
chamber. And Billy Bunter had sur
mizsed 2 pood deal what might be kept
in it: but the other follows, not being
droply intcvested in what did not con-
corn them, pave it little or no thought.

The steward had his head to the
docr, listening Evidently bo hod an
impression that somcone was inside.

“Jally old stowawany loeated there,
RBawlings ' asked DBuob 'lf.,ﬂm:nt'f*+

The eteward glanced round.

“You exclaimed
Fawlings.

The juniors nodded. They had heard
it. They did not feel at liberty to
explain to Rawlings whence 1t rea_liy
proceeded. It was not for them to give
the fat venteiloguist away.  Indeed,
they hardly knew what was likely to
happen if Rawlings dizcovered the fab
Owl's trickery.

They knew only too well that the man
had a fiereo and savame temper, though
it was generally kept in control. Billy
Buater wonld certainly have been
booked for a severe handling, had the
stoward found liim out. Onece alveady
he had handled Bunter in a rough, not
fo say brolal manner, whon the fat
Ow! had persisted in going on deck
arainst mgurs. The Greyirviars puesis,
nalutralle, did not want any more inel-
dents of that soik,

Harry Whart~a went over to Bunter,

heard  that?™

“Oh, my hatl”

“I'm maling him believe there's
somcbody in theb cabin, seo?” grinned
the fat Owl. *“No end of o lark, whatt
Ain’t i4 funny

Knock, knook!

Rawlings was banging on the locked
door with his knuckles. Ilo was angry
and excited.

YWhy, was rather a mystery to  tha
juniors, It would have been natural
or the captain to be annoyed by tho
discovery of a stowaway on his ship,
But it was no special concorn of the
steward's.

But they knew already that Rawlings
was no ordinary steward.  Harry
Wharton, particularly, had reason o
Lknow that Rawlings was on & very un-
usual footing on board ithe FFirefly. Lo
had not forgotter the night when ho
had gote on deccs. and Hawlings, grab.

Tiue dMaicxer Lipnany —No. 1,507,
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Lipg Lim in the daik, had acensed him
of “spying.” Neither, hio beliaved, had
Rawlinga forgotten; for, civil as his
manner almozb invaviably was, his keen
eyes wero very ofllen on tho captein of
tie Greyiriars Remove, dubiously and
searchingly.

There was, in fact, zotmo scerct on
hoard the Fivelly, as Wharton could net
help knowing, and a3z, ho believed,
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh suspected,
though the Jusky nahtﬁ) had  said
nothine on the subject.

Smiihy of the Remeove, at OCrey-
friare, beliovad that the Firefly was a
smuggling  craft. Wharton  had
laughed at that suspicion—at Greoy-
frinra. Cruising on the Firefly, ho was
loss dispoted to langh at it.

Knock, knock, knocl!

Rawlings' face was mno longer red.
It was almost pale with anger, and, it
goemed to Wharton, uneasiness and
alarm. It was not merely the fact that
u stowaway secemed to be on board, but
ibe fact ibat he ecemed to be in that
s%umnl room, that troubled thoe steward.
What was ta that room, Whaiton could
not help wondering,

During the run through the Channel
he had not been able to avoid tho sus-
picton that a smuggled cargo had been
run from Franee to England. In the
Bay of Bizcay, ho had been as good as
cortain that thers had been gun-run-
ning to one of the contending partics
in Spain. Vhat was locked in that
cabin that no eyves wore allowed to see,
and that Rawlings feared that a stow-
away's eyes might have seen?

Knoek, knoclk, knock !

“Tet -me in, will you?" maid Rawl-
ings, in 8 deep, savage tone that made
the junicors start o little 28 they heard
it. I know you're there—I've heard

The Magnet

you! T kaow vou've pinched my hoy
and ' locked yourself inl Wil you
unlock this dooy 7"

“No, 1 won't!" camas a voice, which
even ihe juniors could almost have
sworn proceaded Irom tho locked eabin,
“P'm logking througzh the things that
you keep so secret herg!”

Hawlings' eyes blazed.

His hand slid round to his hip-pockek,
and the Greyiriars juniors realised, with
a start, that he carried a weapon there.
But if ha had intended to draw the
“gun,” ho changed his mind. Hae
turncd away, and hurried up to the
deck, evidently te inform Captain
Compton that there waa now no doubt
that the Incked eahin was occupied by
some  unknown and  surreptitious
person.

Five eoparvate and distinet glares
wern turned on Billy Bunter. Five
voicea spoka i anison:

“You fat ehump! Chuck [

“¥ah!” retorted Bunter.

Evid-:nllci.‘ the fab and fatnouz veontri-
lonuist had no iatention of “chucking ™
it Harry Wharton & Co. returnad to
the deck, where Cantain Compion
passed them, with a face like 3 thender-
cloud, and stamped bolow,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Nobody !

[LLY BUNTER, rprawling on the
settoe, grinned eheerfally.
Caoptain Compten did not cven
glanee at him aa ko etrade in,
followed by Hawlings.
Tho fat junior hgd a secret dread of
the gvim, hard-faced captain of the
Firefly. Ha had a deeper dread of the
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hard-fisted steward. Buat all the more
for that reason, he liked the idea of
puzzling, perplexing, and worrying
them, when it was quite safe lo da &n.
And this extraordinary japo was zafa
enough. Harry Wharton & Co. coull
like it, or lump it; it wae all right. so
long as they did not give him away.
The ceptain had spanked Bunter thn
day before—Rawlings had been cheakyv
—and Bunter was going to get his cun
bael 1

That it was o safe game was eertain,
So far from euspecting that Tilly
Bunter was a ventrilerpust of unuznal
powers, thoe eaptain ond Rawlhng-
would probably not have believed it
had they been told. Bunter was, in
their eyes, an utlerly stupid, obinse,
and hﬁ‘g‘hﬁlh!ﬂ young  oss,  Thas
opinion of him was not flattering; bus
it spelled safety

“Utter nonsenso " the ecaptain wns
saying, 03 he come, in o low, angry
tong,  “ Btowaway—rubbish!  Arvo yu
:wli:mﬁ‘ me to believe that somo Spaniin
langshoreman hid himsclf on board o
Cnbraltar 7

“Nol” prunted Qawlings. “Wio
cever he is, he spoke in Englizh.”™

“0h, pou're dreaming 1”

“Beca for youvself, Fim Compton !
sharled Rawhnzs, “You know whal's
in that eabin, mnd whether wo want it
scon |V

“Bilence, yon fool " mmtteved the
captain, with a gestare towards U fat
junior sprawling on tho suitee across
tha saloon.

Rawlings gave Dunter o scowl, but he
checked the anzry words on his ipe.
Billy Bunter opencd o “Holiday
Annual®™ on  his  fat  knees.  aud
appeared to be reading.

The captain gave a sharp Lnock a
the locked door.

“Ta anybody there?” he rappuod.

“Go away !’ came o veico,

Captain Compton  sturted
sively.

Rawlings gave him & sneerving ccowl.

“What do you =ay uocw i ho azked.

The look that came over the captain’s
hard-bitten face made o ecold elnill vuen
down Bunter's back as ho obzereed il
James Compton's faco, ol hat moment,
was alarming.

“Someone iz there!” he mulferad,
between his sel teeth,

“1 told you sol®

“But how—who—— What did wvoa

convul-

Jo_with your key 1™ hissed the eaplain.
“He could n?’t have zob i without your

key, and—

“71 left it on the wvsuzl hook.
been taken——*

“That means that he got inta vour
quarters—unseen by  you, you ookl
Are you keeping your eyes shut i

I ecant make it out!” muitered
Rawlings. “I'vo seen nobodyl One o
thoe boys could mip in, whea my baea
was barned, of courze, but—Dbut tasy
cant’'t be in this—>"

"Of course tney can’t! Do you think
my nephew’s guesis, schoolboys from
hia school, would help n stowawny to
hide an board 1" snapped the captain.
“Why should they1?

“Well, T don't pet it!  Bomceholy’s
thers I ] ]

“Not a stowaway—that's rubbish! A
epy ' breathed the captain, too low [ov
Bunter to hear. “It can only bo that |

Their eves metf. i

Billy Bunter, blinking at them nerosa
tho saloon, was consclous aof anothev
chill down his fat baek., He knew that
thers was seme mystery on board the
Firefly : that there wns some ecoreh
nnderst.a,ndin?‘ between ecapkain and
crew, carcfully guarded from the Groy-

It haa



frianrs guests. At that moment, oven
tle obtuse Owl could sce that he was
looking at two desperate men.

The ecaptain's hand slid to his hip;
but ho lastily withdrew it and locked
rotingd st DBunter.

“ %E:?‘H*ﬂ go on deck!™ he snapped.

“Join your fricnds on deck, Bunter !”

“I’s rather windy on deck 1™ said
Bunter, blinking at him. “I'd rather
s!.sg here, if you don t mind1” -

illy Bunter wanted to carry on with
Liz ventriloguism. As o guest on the
vaeht, he was surely cntitled to sit in
the saloon, if disposed so 1o do. A
hospitablo  host eould searcely order
Lim out, Bunter considered.

Hiz own manners and customs, as 4
guest, left o good deal to be desired,
and on ithe present oceasion Captain
Compton forgot the mannors of a host,
e knittod his brows, his cyes gleam-
ing at tha fat Owl

“(Go on deck at oncel’”” ho rapped,
in & voice that made Bunter jump.

“0Oh!” gasped Bunter., *All right 1Y

And he want.

Rawlings shut the door of the com-
panion after him. Captain Compton,
with & hard, savago face, reached to
his hip agam. This time hiz hand
cama away with a revolver in it. A
similar weapon asppearcd in Rawlings'
hand, It was sy well that Harry
Wharton & Co. could not gee tha cap-

tain and steward of tho Firefly just
then, Wharton’s mind was full of
doubt; but he could hardly have

doubted longer had he seen them then
—obviously two desperate law-breakers
in fear of discovery.

YA spy!" mutiered the eaptain,
“And he has found ount what he wants
to know, Rawlings, Tho game's up, if
he gets ashore with it.”

Rawlings gritted his teeth.

“He won't!"” ho onswered ©sig-
nthicantly., “Weo're not changing this

acket for a prison on shore—not if I
mow it !

The captain nodded.

“Yalentine must know nothing,” hLae
breathed, *or—or tho boysl Good
gad, who counld have foreseen this, or
unything like it? Stand ready when
I unlock the door! Get him with the
butt, if you can!”

“I'm watching.”

The captein unlocked tho deor, and
slid it back.

Goth of them stood ready, for & rush
of the man inside, if it came; hot
there came no rush.

There wos no movement, no sound,
in the locked cabin.

“Koeep on guard here, Rawlings (™
muttered James Compton. And, leav-
ing the steward in the doorway, he
iramped into the eabin, revolver in
lwand.

The stato-room was packed with bags
and suttcases. They bore variows rail-
way and stoamship labels.

Ilad any of tho Greyiriars juniors
glimpsed the interior of the cabin, they
could only have supposed that it con-
tained baggage, though they might
have been surprised at its quantity.

They would not have been likely to
gness the contents of those suitcases.
Neither could even Billy Bunter have
peered into them, for all of them were
carvefully locked.

Captain Compton’s eyes glinted round
the state-rcom, his revelver half-raised.
The bunk was stocked with suitcases,
and others lay on the floor,

But thore was no sign of & human
eccupant of the state-room.

Bitter angor awnd savage resolve, in
the captain's bard face, changed slowly
to witer amazeimend.

Lvery Saturday

He, lke Rawlhngs, had heard a
voice from the locked room. But the
ronm  was  unocecupied, except for
himself,

“"Thore’s no one Lhere,” he mutlered,
over his shoulder,

“Don’t be o fool, Jim Compton
mn%peﬂ Bawlings.

“1 tell vou there's no one here '

“Tool 1"

Rawlings framped n. Ho stared
blankly round the room. Theore was
no hiding-place of any sork,

But the steward dragged scoveral of
the suiteases aside, and stared into
every corner, though it waz plain that
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Athere was no space in the room to hide
an_infant.
Then they looked ot one another,

dumb.
Rawlinga broke n long silenco.
“You heard him, as well as 1 did,™
he said.
Captain Compton  nodded. He

slipped the revolver back into his hip.
pocket.  Whatever mught be iho eox-
planation of the mystery, it was clear
that no ano was there hut themselves.

“Is the ship baunted?™ multered
Rawlings.

“I can't make 1 out! I'm beatenl
Could that voico Llisve coma from
another room, and we fancied it came
from here®”

1 No "’

“Then what does it mean?”

Rawlings shook his head in bewilder-
ment. But there wos uneasiness, az well
as bowildermient, in his plump, tenso
face, LIz backed out of the room.

i

Gnﬂ»tain Compton followed him, end
locked the door again.

In the saloon they stod® looking nt
one another. There were beads of
perspiration on the steward's face.
Hard-fisted and hard-bitten man as he
was, there was & streak of sen supor-
gtition in him. And the mystery of

the locked room seemed utterly
innxfuiicahie.
“I & man could come back from

Davy Jones' locker——* he mutterad.

“PDon't be a fool 1" sa1d the captain
harshly.

“Wa heard him,"” muttored Rawlinga.
“You heard bhim, Jim, and I heard
him., And there ain't a living soul
there! What does it mean, then?"

“Trickery of somo sort. I den't pot
it, Lut * (aptain Compton shool
hiz head.  “Nobody's here, at any
rate. Leave it at that "

Ie went back to the deck.

Harry Wharton & Co. glanced at him
as he came up. They saw that his faco
was dark and clouded, and they could

ucsa that he was a puzzled man,
thiough they certainly did not guess
how dEEF his slarm had beon. They
pava Billy Dunter expressive looks,

The fat Owl gave them a cheery
wink in return. Billy Bunter was got-
ting hiz own back, which was all thab
mattered to Dunter. And tho fut ven-
triloguist of Greyfriars was not finished

yet.
1 I
“Did you hear somoething 7™ .
“Only & fat Owl sgueaking 1
nneﬂﬂlu

It was late in the evening, aund the
Greviriars fellows were thinking of
voing down and turning in.

The night was dark—Dbanks of elouds
shutting off the glitter of the southeru
Binra.

The Fircfly churned on throngh the
velvety gloom, her lights gleaming out
over the shadowed sea.

Dilly DBunter leaned on  the rail,
blinking at the dark Mediterranean.
There was a lurking grin on his fat
faco; a sly twinkle 1n the little round
eyes behind the big round spectacles,

Bunter was feeling quite bucked.

liver since the strange incident of
the locked cabin, Captain Compton had
had a gloomay and thoughtful brow,
and Rawlings had been plainly in o
froubled state of mind.  Velentine
Compton was not in the best of spirits;
his uncle’s moreose mood affecting him,
as well as the mystery of the bodiless
voice that had been heard below.

That a voicea had been heard, when
noe one was there, Compton of the
Fifth naturally could hardly believe.
He put it down to fancy; and euch &
delusion, on the part of the sea cap-
tain, troubled bhim. :

The Famous Five were worried, too.
Bunter was causing meoro than a :Eot
of bother; but there was nolhing thoy
conld do.

Compton of the Fifth had landed
himsalif with that peeuliar gucst, and
he was petting the benefit of it. Ilad
ha learned the truth, probably ho
wonld have kicked Billy Buntoer off the
vacht at the first opportunity. Dut it
was not the business of Harry Whar-
ton & Co. to bring about that state of
nffoire. At the spma time, thev werc
fecling  extremely uncomforteble at
Leoping the secret of Dunter’s trickery.

LEvervhody feeling rather uncomfort-
able and bothored was o stato of affuirs
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Call from the Seal

SAY, vou fellows|”
“Well '
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that, in Billy Bunter's opinion, served
them all jolly well right.

Now the i'(at ventriloquist was
it* again,

Blinking acroszs the dark sea, Dunter
appeared to be listening inmtently, The
wash of the waves, and the throb of
the engines, were the only sounds that
the other fellows heard, Bunter, it
seemeod, heard something more. At
all events, ha declared that he did.

Valentina Compton, who was pacing
tha deck with o Lnitted brow, turned
to him, and stopped.

“What did you think you Leard,
Dunter 7' ho asked, .

“Well, listen,” said Bunter, "I
ihere's a shipwrecked man colling for
help, I jolly well think the captom
onght to stop for him t*

“Rot 1" eaid Bob Cherry. “I heard
nothing 1 )

“Bame herc[” eaid Nugent.

“The samefulness is terrificl™

Aniff, from Billy Duntey.

“1 darea =ay you fellows don't care
if a man's drowning uwnder Four
noses " he enecred.

“You fat rvotter!” pgrowled Jolmny
Bull.

“0h, really, Dull A

“Well, let’s listen!” said Harry
Wharton., *“I never heard anything
but the cngines.”

And the Greyfriars fellows all bent
their heads to listen for o sound from
the shadowod sea.

Valentine Compton gave a sudden
stark, TFaint end wailing on the wind
there came a ory, apparcntly from the

L1

at

darkness of the sea on the starboard
guaiter.
“Tiid vou hear that ™ he exclaimed.
“1 jolly well did I" said Bunter.

“A sea-bird,"" said Bob doubtfully.

“It sounded hwran to me,™ said
Comapton. “ Listenl” i

They listened ?)gmn intently, Ii it
was possible—as, of course, it was—that
some shipwreeked man had scen the
lights of the Firelly, and was calling
for help from tho wide waters, cvery
fallow there was anxious to help him,

For some moment they heard rmthix]f;
but the accustomed sounds; then wail-
ing through the dark came the cory
again. o

No words could be distinguished; but
it wos undoubtedly a human voice, and
it scunded as if it came from & distance,

Compton caught his breath.

“There's no doubt about that!” he
exclaimed.

“By gum ! No!” said Bob. “TFancy
I;lmli:’int nss"beia ¢ the ﬁrsﬁ to hear 1t |”

“0Oh, really, Cherry-—

“*Thank ggudnﬂss Le did 1 exelaimed
Harry Wharton, with a deep breath.
“Wao might havo passed on and never
heard—"

Velentine Compton ran up on tlhu
bridge. His uncle was there, a dim
ﬁqure in the gloom of the -::l-:)ut.’ly mg]{t.

I'he juniors, leaning on the rail,
stared over the sea. 'They could make
out nothing a few yards from the vessel,
. neither was any further sound tt.‘:j:m
heard; but the wyaecht was moving
swiftly, and n swimmer—if swimmer
there was—might easily have been left
out of hearing in a few moments.

“Fear anvthing. you men i muttered
Toh.

“Nothing—*

“Poor chap!” breathed Nugent
“Swimming or hanging on to a spar,
perhaps. Fancy hias feelinga at the
ship’s lights passing on!™ ]

*Compton’s unele will stop for him,
of coursa!” said Harry. “It won't be
pasy to find him in the darlk, but——"

Mo, he, he I
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“You fat dummy what ave you
cackling abt 1" hiseed %ﬂh]‘l]l}* Ball, “Do
vou think there’s anything funoy in o
man shipwrecked at sea "

“Oh, really, Bull—"

“Bhut up, or I'll jolly well kick youl”

“ Beast 1

“ Monzense I ecamo Captain Comp-
ton’s deep, hard voica from the bridge.
““Bheer imapination,
heard nothing 1**

The Famous Five exchanged glanecs.
They had taken it for granted thaé
captain Compton would ring the engine-
room instant y at the news that a ship-
wrecled man was heard calling from
the sea,  Apparently they bad taken
too much for granted.

Compton’s voice came
exeited, .

“Uncle, I tell you I heard him1 All
tha fellows heard him! You ean't leave
him to his fate—you can’t !’

LH HIJHEEHE'E E:I'.I

Harry Wharton's faco set,  That
Captain Compton was a “tough nuty”
he was aware. No doubt he did not
believe that o cry had been heard from
the sea, or did not chicose to believe it
Evidently he was ﬂirlf io carry on,
and not trouble liz head abouk if.

“That won’t do, you men !’ said the
captain of the Removo in a low voice.
““He's got to stop 1”

“Hae jolly well has 1 spid Bob Cherry.

“Uncle, I tell you—m-"

* Nonsenza !

Harry Wharton ran up the steps to
the bridge.

“Captain Compton,” ho called out,
*“there i3 a man floating somewhers on
tho eea, and wo all heard him !
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“Y heard nothing 1 growled the cap-
tain. "“Go back, please(” )

“¥ou were not listening for ik, We
were listening after Dunter heard him
and we all heard him call 1* exclaimed
Wharton hotly.

“TRubbish 1

“Thecle, you moust stop——" )

“T have no tima to waste on faoclish
fancies, Valentine I”

The Creviriars Fifth Former stood
silent. Harry Wharton, holding to the
handrail, half-way up, stopped; but he
was not silent, y

“7 tell you, Captain Compton, that
thera is a man calling for help, left
behind ws now, and yow've got to go
back for him 1" he shouted. * Are you
going to leave o man to drown? Do
you think we shall keep quiet about it
if you do? You cannot—and shall not—
leave him to drown ¥

Harry Wharton forgot that he was a
schoolboy, a guest on tho yacht, speak-
ing to a sea-capiain—he forgot every-
thing but that there was, as he be-
lieved, a shipwrecked man left to his
fate behind the gliding yacht. His voico
rang with anger and indignation.

“We all heard him. sir!” ¢alled out
Bob Cherry.

Thero was & moment’s silence, then
the captain’s volee came snapping.

“If youw're sure, Valenline—"

“T’m quite sure, uncle I”

“Then we'll see.””

The eaptain rang half-speed to the
CTEINe-roon. -

alentine Ceompton remained on the
bridge with him with s pale, set, angry
face, Ile knew what the juniors did
not know—how unwilling James Comp-
ton was to have strange eyes peering
shout on beard the Firelly.
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Valentine! I

But the captain, tough nut as he was,
was not inhuman.  The fixed beliof of
his nephew and the Greyfriars juniors
that a ery had beon heard from the sca
convinced him against his will, and ho
was not hard-hearted enough fo leave
a shipwrecked man to drown:; neither
certainly would he have cared for such
a story to bo told ashors—and Harry
Wharton had given him more than a
hint of what he lind to expect if lio
failed to do a seaman’s duty.

Harry went back to his friends, and
they watched the =ea with beating
hearts as the yacht circled back. M.
Swain caome up from below, and was
heard to grunt expressively when ho
learned what was going on. He, no
more than hiz chipper, wanted =2
stranger on board the ship of ecerets.
But when the yacht came to a stop, and
8 boat was lowered, Swain went in
charge of it, and Valentine Compton
followed him in—perhaps to make sure
that the search was not given up ton
5000,

The juniors watched the boat pull
away, with a hurricane lamp glaring
light in the bows,

“Thia is about the spot where wo
heard him,” muttered Bob. “If he's
still afloat, they'll find him, I—I hope.”

“He, he, he1”

“Will you shut up, Bunter 2 shouted
Harry Wharton savagely.

hy Bunter was chuckling was an
utter mystery to thoe Famous Five.
Even the fat and fatheaded Owl might
have been cxpected to keep serious at
such a-moment: and it was Bunter who
had heard the first cry end drawn
attendion to it

But Bunter evidently waa amused.

‘Hia fat face was wreathed in grins:
his eyes twinkled merrily after the light
in the boat as it :noved far off in ilia
darknoss. Clearly Bunter had some
joke on.

“He, he, he!” he gurgled.

“Has the fat idiet gone mad—or
what 1" asked Nugent, staring at hums

“He, he, he! 1 zay, von fellows, I
faney they won'c ﬁm:'f, that man in «
urry | He, he, hot” gurgled Duntey.

“What do you mean?”

“He, he, ha1®

A sudden, startling suspicion strueck
Harry Wharton.

It was Bunter who had—or eaid he
had—heard the first cry; and now lho
was grinning and chortling as if the
whole affair was a jokel

“Good heavens!” breathed Harry.
Heg grasped the fat junior by the
shoulder in a grasp that made Bunter

squeak " You—you—yon fooll Have
vou been ‘;la:.rihps tricks 1"’
“Qw 1 ggo 1™

“Ta this some of wyour trickeryi™
hissed the captain of the Remove, * ¥on
mad idiot, have you been toking us
ini"

“Wow! Leggol”

“Great pip!” gasped DBob Cherry.
;‘Even Bunter wouldno't be such =
o0

“Will you leggo, you beast?” gasped
Bunter., . "It wasn't me—nothing of
the kind 1 And 1 was only pulling their
leg, ton! Think that beast is going to
spank me and get away with 18?7 I'll
jolly well show bim! They can hunt
about all night if they like—and be
blowed to them ! Bee ?’ Not that it waos

me, you knowl
“{h I” gasped Wharton.
Ha knew anowl It was DBunler's

fatuous wventrilonuism, and there had
been no cry from tho gea ot alll

The yacht had stopped; a boat had
gona out to search the dark waters,
perhaps for hours—and all for nothing



but a fathoaded jape by the Groviriars
ventriloquist !

Wharton's ears burned as he recnlled
the words he had spoken to Captain
pton : he stpod as i petrified.
“'hat fool I breathed Dob Cherry.

“lhat idiot 1" muttered Johnny Dull,

“That :errific fathead ™ gasped the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

“I=I zay., you fellows, 1t wasn't=—I1
mean I didn't—— And it wa= only a
1-j-j-jolic 1" gasped DBunter. “1 say,
cgrol I say=—— Yarooooh 1"

The Famous Five grasped him There
was & how!l from DBilly Duntor as he was
slnmmed down on the deck.

Bump |

“¥Yoo-boop! Ow! Wowl
hoooop 1" resred Bunter.

“Kiek him 1

Yoo
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HAISTHMAS ia kopt over all the
world and in parts of Russin.
In Scotland, of course, they keap
it primiy—they keop evorything thor,
There i3 & guaint old custom in Scot-
land of heving the Christmas-tres on
Chriastmas Eve, but like ell their cus.
toms, thore is good solid senze at the
baclk of it. They uso the Christmans-
Tree as a yule log on Christmass Day.
At & place called Upper Gumtres, in
Essex, there is a quoint old ceremony
every Christines morning of * putting
the turkey through tho hoop.” A
hoop is fixed to tho t-wha;.r‘a pen and
he is driven through it. When he gets
on the other sido he i3 seized and pus
through the boop properly; in fact,

“Boot him ("

“ Burst him 7

“Owl Beasts! I eay, it wasn't me,
nnd it wos only a joke, can't you
tut-tut-take a jig-jig-joke ¥ spluttered
Dunter. 1 say, yaroooch! Oh erikey!”

Ho rolled and sguirmed and howled,
as the Famous Five kicked, There was
i yelling, and a bumping, and a thud-
ding, as he was booted mto the com-
pamon and rolled dewn |

Captain  Comptlon’s
ra p{;mg angrily .

“What's that? Can’t you keep quict?
Keep guict there! Is this a time for
skvlarking? Bilence theret”

The chums of the Remove were silent,
but feom Dbelow came gasping howls
from Billy Bunter. Bunter bhad been
ﬁning to enjoy that extraordinary joke,
ut to judge by the sounds of woe and
lnmentation that floated up,
not enjoying it o whole lot!

voico  came

he was

— - =l
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Unexpected !
4 g% OT him?” _
Captain  Complon’s
mmf sharply, lLarshly, )
The boat's light was glim-
merine back to the sacht: the boat
was returning. From the dark sea camo
the plash of cars and e calling voico.
The captain stared down over the rail,
with puckered brows and oyes thag
glinted. Ilis voice, never pentle, had
revor sounded so harsh and strident as
now in the ears of the juniors.

Harry Wharton & Co., silont and
troubled, exchanged wnecertain looks
Billy Buanrer, below, gasped and
gronned unbecded. )

What they had better de was o dis-

voics

hiz own mother
wouldn't Lknow
him when thoy
finizh with him,

According to
tho celebrated
Irialh author,
Ir. layters
Lramp, people
m  BOme  parts
of Iroland aro
too poor to
lecp the two
Oeeasions of
Guy Fawhkos'
Doy and Chriat-
mas Day, which
oo 50 olosoe
fogothor, B0
thoy have com-
bined tho cole.
Lrations into &
gy epecial  Christ-
& mos Fawkes'
Dayv. At mid-
night on Christ-
mas Eva, Santo
Claus 1z eeized
and burnt on the village bonfive, amid
firoworks and minee pieg, The turkey is
tied to an old chair and paraded round
the village, the people all shouting :

A T T i L L T U R R e e o M et et e L S
Christmas Customs! ’%
?W 2y ) : o

]
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* Bomember, rememhber, tho 25th of
Decombor,
Gunpowder treeson and holly ;
1 seo no repson why this festivo scason
should not bo oxccedingly jolly.”

Then thero is & grand party in tho
back gerdem, with puddings and pies,

oand jumlzeng erackers instond of Christ.
mas crackers,  Most intoresting,

In Bussin tho costom shill oxists of
having o bomb ingtead of n Christrons
pudding. The bomb is put on o dish

maying puzzle to the juniors. Captain
Compton had not bolioved, or had only
half-believed, that there had been a
ery from the seas but cortainly he had
not the romotest suspicion that there
had been trickery on beard the Fivefly
To explain it to him seemed impossible,
vot to allow the boat to go on, groping
over the shadowed scn, for & ship-
wroecked man who, they now knew, was
not there, was also impossible. With
great reliof the juniors saw the moving
light turn back towards the Firefly.

The boat was returning, That was
rathor unexpected, for i1t had been
hardly twenly minutes away from the
vessel, which certainly was not time
enough for an extended scareh,

But it was, in the circumstances, a
relief to tha juniors. As Valenfino
Clompton and the boat’s crew bad been
sentf on n wild-goose chase by the fat

9

Owl's trickerg, the sooncr thay gave it
up the better.

A voice was colhng from tho boat,
as it came : but too far off fer the words
to be distinguished, though tho juniors
knew Complon's voice.

The captain, leaning over tho rail
and staring towards the approaching
light, hailed ogain, his barsh voico
currﬁing far. :

“Have you got him?"

This time the Groririars fellows
caught the voico that Orated Lack from
tho night:

“Av, ay!"

“¥ou've gpot himi”

“Yoal® ; .
_ ';Ph I" grunted the captoin. *Pull
in

llarry Wharton & Co. hardly know

and brandy poured all round it, and the
head of the house lights it with & candlo.
This is the signal for an interesting little
dance called ™ Legping it," and the
members usually move very guickly.

In Trinidad, wherever that is, the
woother at Christmas ia se hot that
instead of bringing in tho yule log, they
bring in the refrigerator. The turkey
is stuffod with ice-crcam and frozen,
instead of beked, and even tho ghosta
wear bathing costumes when they go
out haunting.

The people of Tel.Us-Anuthe, in the
degert of Arabin, have no trees to uae
na yulo logs—only sand, which won't
burn. They usually obtain their Christ.
mas fivea by sotting light to cach other’
houees, and then they sit round and te
%}wsb stories till the fire brigcade arrives,

hey bavoe no chestnuls to roast, or any
other gort of nut {as there are no trees),
g0 thoy roast the comels, which give
ofi & deliciows aroma. For Christmas-
irees they use their own besrds, tying
tho presents socurely in tho fungns.

At a country houso enllod Bunter
Court thero 18 still in existones tho
quaint  eustom of * expecting a pogtal
order.” Tho femily go out in difieront
directions to try snd induco shop-
Leopors to lot them have turkeys omnd
things on the strength of the expected
postal order. The onoe who bags the
meﬁt number of things ia tho winnor,

Eunter de Bunter was the winner
lost yoar, Ile bagged five pounds from a
bank, five birds trom a shop, and five
yoars from o judge.

‘And in megazine circles thers is &
curious old custom of sending writers &
whacking big remittance at Christmes g
timo, All Editors do it oz o matier of
¢n!j:_..r%i (L can tell you cno whe dossn't.
—FED,
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whether to believo their cars, ns thoy
Ieard the answer back from the Loatf.

There wus nobody, Bunter had owned
up that it was a ventriloquial trick, los
had heard nothing, and the ofher
fellows had heard only the ventrilo-
yuiet ! ¥Yet both Swain and Compton
answered  from  the |boak  in | tho
affirmalive fo tho eapinin's shouted
quecstion,

“What the dickens—" slamnicrod
Boh.

“They=—they ean’t have [ovnd ang-
hody when there was nobody 17 siuttered
Nugent., “What does it mean®”

The lizht came closer and elozer in
the bows of the Loat: the boat ilself
s hardly seen shadow behind it.  DBut
it prow clearer as it dvew nearer to the
waiting yvecht,

Lining the rail, the TFamous TFivo
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gtaved d-:-dwn into it, lost in astenichment
and wonder.

“Compton, you've found somebody®”
sironted Bob.

“Yes!”

“Great pip ™ .

Light glimmered down into the boat
gs it ren slongside. The juniors could
sco the hunt'::i crbnim-,k:;nd another |

They starc ankly.

Einth&r fat man with » dark,
swarthy face and a black moustache
lay in the lLoat, partly eupported by
onc of the seamen. L

He looked insensible to the juniors:
hut a gleam of light on his oyes showed
that they were open, jot black, and
staring wildly. i ]

He was drenched, and shivering with
cold. Obviously be had been m tho
water. In utter wonder the juniors
gazed down at him. :

Captain Compton gave him a stare,
with perhaps a tineturs of pity in his
bard face. Smuggler, gun-runner, law.
Joes  adventurer as he was, James
Comapton was a sailorman, and no
sailorman could be quite insensible to
the distress of a shipwrecked man.

“A Spaniard, uncle!” Compton was
speaking, standing up in the boat. “Wa
found him afleat clinging to a spar, by
sheer luck, we'd never have seen him,
but the hLight fell on bhim, he was past
erying out I think, anyhow he did not
call, but we've got him.”

“Ay, oy, we've got him ™ barked
Alr. Swain, his voics indicating that it
gave him no very great satisfaction.
‘A Bpaniard, sir!”

“(Zet him sboard,” grunted tho cap-
tain, “and the sconer that boat’s at the
davits the better.” )

Harry Wharten & Co. looked on in
wondering silence while the swarthy
man was brought up the side.

Ho was half-conscious, but evidently
very far gone. His black eyes wandoered
ahout him, but he did not spenk, he
was past speech. To Compton and his
unele, ho waz the man who had cried
out from the dark sea: but tho juniors
knew that ne one had cried out, and
that the man floating on the spar had
been fonmd by the shegrest, wildest
chance Only because Billy Bunier’s
trickery had caused & search for a man
who had no existence, had that hapless,
shipwro man_been found! Only
the fat Owl's trickery lad prevented
ihe yacht from speeding on and leaving
him to death,

“By gum ! mormured Bob.

“The gumfulness iz terrifie i
muttered the Nabob of Bhanipuy.

“Who'd have thought it%

Banter liad  been booted, as he
thorsughly descrved for playing such
a fatuous trick. The juniors had
intended to give him some more boot-
ing, in fact, a great deal more. Bub
they changed their intention now. That
fatuouz, fatheaded trick had cavsed a
search to bo made, which otherwise
would not have Leen made, and it had
saved o man's life!

“Rawlings! Get that man helow!™
snapped tha captain. “8Heo that he's
looked after.’

Ay, oy, siet

Captain Compton, giving the rezened
man no further heed, rang to the
rngine-room the moment the boal was
howsted in. Onea more the Firefly
churned on her course through the dark
Mediterranesn.

Harry Wharton & Co. lent a hand
fettin the rescued man below., Hoe
onked & powerful man of muscular
build, but he was at the end of his
tether, and could not stir without aid.
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e was a good weight, too: but the
eturdy junicrs handled him easily
cnough, with the help of the steward
and Compton of the Fifth He was
carried down into tho saloon.

At the sound of footsteps on the
stairs there was a scutthng sound
Lbelow. Billy Bunter left off moaning
and groaning, and scuttled. No doubt
ho supposed that the juniors were
coming down for more hooting ]

“Put him on the settec)”
Rawlings. :

The exhausted man waz laid on the
gotteo, and Boly Cherry put a cushion
under his head. Ho lay silent, breath-
ing in gpasms, his black cyes darting
strange uncasy glances round lm,

“Look after him_ while I get him
eomething I"”” soid Rawlings, and he
hurried away, leaving the schoolboys
with the Spaniard.

C'ompton was regarding him with
o very puzzled cxpression on his hand-
some face. )

“It beats me |” he said. *““The man’s
utterly exhausted, he cannot even
speak, vet he must have eried out, we
heard himt! I ean't make it out!™

The juniors did not answer that. The
knew that the shipwrecked man ha
not cried out. DBut lesz than ever now,
were they disposed to give away the fat
vontriloguist, whose trickery had had
g0 unexpected and fortunate s result.

“Jolly lucky that Bunter heard him !
saich Compton, “That was sheer luck!
We heard him afterwards, but if
Bunter hadn®t drawn our attention, I
don’t think wo should have heard any-
thing, It was Bunter all through.”

That certeinly was correct, though
not in the way that Compton supposed.
The Famous Five were uncomfortably
silent,

Rawlings camo back with a steaming
glass. He placed it to the lips of the
zgwarthy man, Complon raising his
head and sopporting it,

A flush of colour came into the pale
face, na the man swallowed the liguer.
His lips moved after the glass was taken
away, showing that he was trying to
spealk; but no word came. That, to
Compton, made it all the maore
puzzhng, that he had been able to ery
out to the pazsing yacht.

“You're safe now, on board an
English ship I said Compton. *Can
you understand mo I

The dark head nodded.

“¥Yon understand English

Anothor nod. :

“Good ! ¥You're on board the Fivelly,
gn  Enghsh  yacht, bound for the
Riviera. Yoo're safe, and will ba
looked after.”

The lips moved again. This time a
whisper eame:

“Gracias!
senoribo 1M

“That's Bpanish for thanks!" said
Rawlings. There was compassion in his
fnce. “DBy gum, he's beert through it—
not & sailorman, either i A land-lubber
—wrecked at sea! Did you sce any-
thing of hiz erafti”

“Nothing 1" answered Compton.
“Only the spar he was olinging on—a
broken mast from some sailing-vessel,”

Rawlinga
look,

“It's a aqueer business™ he said.
“There hasn't been rough weather sinco
we passed the Straite—how the dickens
did his ovaft go to pioces ¥

“T dare say he’ll tell ue later! We
must get him into o bunk now,” said
the Greyiviars Fifth Former. *“Hea had
better have the empty bunk in my
state-room.  We must get thoza wet
things off him=——"

aid

Aluchisimas gracias,

nodded, with o puzzlied.

The swarthy man, extended on the
settee, made a move. As M tho
English boy's words had endowed him
with o sudden power of movoment, bo
shifted an arm, and his dusky hand
groped under his drenched coat. In hia
ghastly face there was sudden alarm..

“He's got a belt onl” gaid Rawlings,
staring at tho man. “He's mighty
particular sbout that belt! Mooey-

belt, what1” .

The look on tho swarthy, pallid face
teld that the steward had guessed right.

Harry Wharton & Co mmiled. If tho
HApaniard earried his moncy in hig belt
there was no oceasion for alarm on his
part; the idea made them smile,

“All sevene, eenorl” said Compton,

laughing. “Nobody is going to tounch
your Erapertgl is 18 an DEnplish
et

The swarthy men nodded, and smiled
faintly, evidently understanding., Bul
there was a lurking uneasiness i Dhis
eyes, His hand held feebly to the bels
that was buckled round him.

As Rawlings and Compton, between
them, removed the dripping coat, i
could be seen that a leather wallet was
attached to the belt, hitherto hidden
from sight by the coat. Lvidently, from
the man’s unecasy look, that wallet con-
tained his valupblos, :

“Mo toque—mne togue !V camo o whis
pering mutter.

Unheoeding, the steward and Compton
lifted him to the empty bunk in tho
Fifth TFormer's state-room, and the
Famous Five went to their own

unarters, leaving the reseved mndn lo

&,

A decp snore greeted Harry Whaorton
a3 he entered the room ho shared wilh
Rilly Bunter.

“You fat owl!™ said Harry. "Yaon
jolly well ought to be booted all over
the yacht, but as it happens——"

"I say, I wish vou wounldn't wake
me up, Wharton! It's jolly incon-
siderate, jawing to o fellow when he's
fast asleep ¥

Harry Wherton langhed.

“You benighted idiot—"

Snored

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Billy Bunter Makes a Stariling
Discovery !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. turnod
oubt in the morning, rather keon
fo henr, and see, somethine
furthor of the man who had been

so strangely rescued from the ses in
the night,

Dut they heard from Rawlings that
he was asleep in the buonk that had
been assigned to him, in Valentine
Compton’s eabin. Complon told themn
that the wman, though still weals awmd
unable to turn out, showed signs of re-
covery, which was satisfactory to hear,

Bo  far, however, ho had mnot becen
questioned, and even hid name was un-
kuown, as well as that of the craft an
which he had sailed, and which had,
in some mysterious way, gone to pieces
and left him afioat on & broken spar,
Rawlings had said that he was a lands-
man, and the jumors supposed that he
had been o passenger on a sailing-ship
that had come to gricf.

Billy Bunter, as usual, did not
appear on deck till a couple of hours
after the rest of the Groyfriars fellows.
When he rolled up  there was an
unusual cxpression of thouzhtfulness on
his fat face.

“1 say, you fellows ! he hegan. He
oved the Tamous Five rather warils. 1
eay, no larks, vou know "
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+ 1—¥ say—1I dldn’t bring that coffee up for you ! ** zasped Bunter, as Captain

moment, there was something like an explosion.

Compton blankly.
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Compton drank the coffee at a gulp. Next
In utter amazement, the Famous Five started to their feat, staring at Captain
“Urrgh! Oh! Ooooogh I * raved the skipper of the Firefly.

* I'm burned—scalded—ooooogh ! *

"You ought to be jolly well booted,
vou fat spoofer I growled Johnny Bull
“But as it turned out—"

"Oh, really, Bulll I—I say, you
frllows, I've got something to tell you
chaps ! said Bunter, blinking ot them.

The Famous Five grinned.

Bunter had sought refuge in his
liwnk, the previous night, in appre-
hension of further booting, So he had
=een nothing of the rescued Bpaniard.
Now they wondered if ho was going to
tell them, as an item of nows.

“What's the latest, old fab
askod Bob Cherry,

“I've found something out!” whis-
pered Bunter,

“Mind you don't get found oub your-
relf 1" grinned Bob. “If the jolly old
skipper spots you, yow're for it ("

“Oh, rcally, Cherry! 1 eay, you

man "

fellows don't koow, of course,” said |

"‘E:Qu
But, I zay, it's

Bunter, in a low, cautious tone.
never sce anything |
jolly queor 1M
“Talking about yourself, as usual "
“Beast ! I say, n chap con’t spenk o
word on this beastly little packet with-

out some beast heaving him " sai@
Bunter, blinking yround uncazily
through his big spectacles. “1 say,

coma over hore by the boat, and I'll

whizper.”

5 ‘;Wluispcr and I shall hear 1 chuckiced
aly,

The juniors had no doubt that Bunter
had discovered that there was now
a passenger on board the Firefly, and
was deeply perplezed and intrigued
thereby., As the yacht had been a
hundred iniles or more from the nearest
lond, when Billy Dunter scuttled to
his bunk, and as ho had seen nothing

of the reseue of the shipwrecked
Spamard, probably it was o groat
surprisc to him. Rawlings, certainly
cotld have told him, when he gave him
hia breakiast, but Rawlings never spoko
to the fat Owl if he could lelp ik
Compton of the Fifth was on the
bridge with his uncle, and Bunter had
not had n word with him vet. Bo the
fat Owl Lknew only what he had been
able to discover for himself.

Bmiling, the juniors allowed him to
lend themn out of the reach of listening
cars, to impart to them the startling
news, with which they wero nlready
acguaimnted.

*Go 1t 1" snid Nugens,

“I say, they've got a man down
there ¥ whispered Bunter., *“Yes, you
can %iggin if you like, you eilly idiots,
but I can jolly well tell you they've
got & man on this ship now who wasn't
iere when we went to bed last nl¥ht."

“Not rveally !} murtoured Harey
Wharton.

“I've heard him speaking " said
Bunter, “Mind, nobody’s €told me!
They're keeping it awinlly dark!”

“Ha, ha, ha®

“Blossed if I sce anything to cackle
at! If you don't believe me, go and
squint into Compton's cabin!® eaid
Bunter. *“That's where he is! Rawl-
ings went in, and 1 heard bhim speak |
FHe's o foreigner—-"

“Tell us some more 1" murmured Bob
Cherry., “This is getting interesting 1
Sure hie's a foreigner, Bunter ;

“1 heard him speaking in Dutch.®

“0h erikey | Bure it wos Dutch 1%

“The Dutchfulness was probably not
terrific.”

“Woll, it waz some forcign lingo,™
gaid Baster. *If it wasn't Duteh, it was

German or Italian, Might have been
Russian, perhapa.”

ot mueh  difference 1" remarked
Bob., “Think it pnght posaibly Lave
been Bpanish?”

“Well, it might havo been,” conceded
Bunter, “I don't know a lot of
Spanish—only the word onions—-=>

“JIa that & Spanish word 1"

“I suppeose you'vo heard of SBpanish

onions !” said Bunter, “I say, what
laniguage is toley "
“Tokey {” repeated Bob, “Ask me

another, old fat man! You don’'t mean
Torquay, do you? Thot's in England.”

“ Mo, you fathead! I heord the mon
say tokey! He wns speaking to Rawl-
ings, when ho went inl"  breathed
Bunter., “Mado me jumyp, I ean tell
voit. That was the first T knew of lum
being there at all. I eay, iz tokey
Dutech or German B

“Wna it  togquet”
Wharton, laughing. “Did Lo say *no
toque’t  That iz Spanish, and mcecans
f don’t touch.' ™

“Well, that might have been Bl
admitted DBunter. “That looks as if
they've got o Spaniard ou  board,
doesn't 67"

“Sort of I agreed the capltain of the
Romove,

“Well, ain’t it jolly mysterious?"” de-
manded Bunter, still in low. cauticus
tones, end evident fear of being over-
heard. 1 can tell you, this ;ﬂmht of
Compton’s 13 jolly mysterigus in o ok
of warys. I never told yvou what I heavd
them talking about ongoe——*

“PDon't now, ou eavesdroppiog
worm [ grunted Johnny Bull
“Beast! TIt'a '}ﬂlly mysterions,™ said
Bunter, shaking his head. “That tine
Tre Macxer Lisnany.—o. 1,507.
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whet they sent us below, making out
It was going to blow, and it wasn't, and
didin’'t. Then that time in the Day of
Biscay, when they put somo cargo on
the Bpanizh lugger, and the cruiser
chased us afterwards—"

“What is the fat oss burbling about?"
gsked Bob Cherry. *“ Anybod ir Jenow 7

“1I jolly well f:lmw what I know!"
spid Bonter. “7T jolly well know some-
thing's going on, on this yacht, that
you fellows don’t know obout. They'ro
all in the swim together—the captein,
and the mate, and the steward, and
Compton of the Fifth, and the crew,
tao! I don't know what it is, but
they're il jolly well up to something
or other, I jolly well know thaot.*

“*I'he knowfulness of the esteemed
Bunter is preposterons ! murmured
IHurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Harry Wharton was silent, He knew
better than Bunter that there was some-
tl]lllﬁ secret and mysterions on board
the IFirefly. Unlike Bunter, however,
lie’ did not want 1o know, so far as he
could aveid knowing. What the
Bounder had told him, at Greyfriars,
haunted hiz mind, but not & word of
it paszod his lips,

nt Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull, and
Nugent, only stared blankly ot Bunter.
They were quite wnawsre of any
mystory on the Firefly, though certainly
they had wondered a little at the
steward's familiar footing.

“And now,” went on Bunter, “ thera's
this—a man coming zeereily on board,
in the middle of the night! How did
hae pet here? That's what I want to
know? Idd vou fellows hear anvibing
iiv the night®*

At whichh the Famous Five smiled
again. ) et

“I heard something!” =zaid Bob
gravely,

“What whs
Lunter eagerly.

“It waz an oawfully queer zound,
something like a steamer’s siren, and
stmething like a man delivering eoals,™
answored Dol

“Oh  crikey!”  Dbreathed  Bunter.
“ Dot you know what it was?

“(Oh, yes, I know what it was all
right.”

“What was it, old chap®”

“ Your smorc!” explained Bob.

" You—you—you silly 1dict 1" gasped
Bunter.

* Ha, ha, ha!” .

“You—vou =lly cuckoo! Can't you
he serious?” hissed the Owl of the
Remove. ™I tell you, it's jolly queer
and mysterious, and if that man 1n
Compton's voom is a Spaniard, that
makes it all the more so. I =0y, do
vou think that they're mixed up in the
Spanish revolution? Is that it?"”

Bunter blinked anxiously at
grinning juniors.

“You sce, it'a an  obsolute mystery
how tha man got here,” ha said. “ We've
heen nowhera near land. So far as wo
kuow, we've not been near another
ship! Yot the man's here! He must
have gob on board sceretly in the night |
l.ook hers, vou can take it from mo
that thoe man’s on board=1 tell you, 1
heard him speaking to Bawlings in
Compton's ronu ! He's there all right”

“Heelly and truly 7 murmured Bob.

“T tell you I heard him! He's there!
Mow, how Jdid he get on board, and
why ¥ domanded Bunter. *What's up ¥
What doos it mean? Can any of you
fellows gucss?"

“Wall, T think wao mifht frunss, A
bit ! remarked Beb. “The fact iz, old
fut bean, it's not so frightfully mys-
terions o us ag it is to you, because we
lielpad to carry the man down irom the
decle last mght—"

Tie Macner LIBRiRY.—No. 1,507,

it, old chap? nshked

tho
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“IEh ™

“And wa knew all about Lin before
we went to bed—>"

*“Yhat 1"

“And he happens to be o ship-
wrecked man, wio was picled up in the
vacht's boeb after you made then stop
by playing your idiotie tricks—"
YOh1” gasped DBunter.  * You—you
nmean to ss-zay you kuvew all obout
hing i

“Bork of 1Y

“Oh, really, vou fellpws—*

“Ha, ha, hal” roared the Famous
Five,

The exprezsion on Billy Banter's face
was worth o puinca & hox! He had
drawn the juniors to a secluded spot to
whisper the mysterious ond coxciting
news that an unknown man had some-
how got on board the yaeht during thoe
night. o had expeeted to startle them
with the news, and thrill them with the
mystery.  Insteod of which, it turned
out that they had scen the man picked
ujr i the beat, and had helped to carry
Lim below,

He blinked at them blankly.

“That's why we're not booting you
any more!” explamed Bob. * Your
silly trick made them stop, and then
thr.‘:ii happenecd to fnd that chap and
g:;c  him up.  That's why we're not

oting vou up and down the deek this
vory minute !

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“Oh!” gasped Bunter.

“ Any more III}-‘:‘IEI‘IBH?" ached Bob,

“Ha, ha, ha!

“ Beasts ! snorted Bunter.

The Iat Owl rolled awawy in <usgnsh,
leaving the chumns of the Remove
roaring.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.,
Giving Bunter His Dus!

L TNOR DON GUZMAN DIAZ ™
said Compton of the I'ifth, with
a smile.

The vescved Spaniard waa siill
in hiz Iumk in the afternoon. But he
wasz on the mend, and Captain Compion
had given hin o look-in—for 2 fow brief
minutes;  and after lunch, Valentine
Compton Lad had a talk with him.

Horvy Wharion & Co., naturally in-
terested in the fescucd man, gathered
round the Fifth Former when ho came
tipp after secing the new passenger, to
ask for news. By that time, it scemed,
the man had been able to give an
account of himself.

“Thai’s his nama [ went on Compton.
“Io belongs to Madreid, and got away
from the city when Genecral Franco
attacked it with the rebel army. He
sailed from Cartagena in a coasling
brig. The briz was bombed by o plane
—whether Red or Rebel ho doean't
know. It went down, and he thinks he
was ihe only surviver. Ho had been
hanging on that spar for more than
Lwenty-four hours when we picked him
up.  dust a little episode of the Bpanish
civil wae.” )

“Poor chap!™ =zaid Bob. _ :

“Thoe poorfnlness of the chap 1z terri-
fic!” said Huorres Joamset Ram Singh
sympathetically.

“What jolly pood luck that you found
i P said Havey.

* YVog=—aned hie owes that fo Bunter 1™
snid Clompion. “T ean’t quilc make it
out. Ie hes no recollection of ecalling
cut, ar even of seeing the ship's lights
passiip=IDo was less than half-conzgiona
when wo found him adrifi—and he cer-
tainly seemoed too far gone ceven to
whisper. Vet he mupst have called oot
—PBunter heard bim, and then we heavd
him—unconzeiowsly, I suppose.  Anjys

how, his life is saved—hie I3 pulling
ronnd all right now?”

TThat’s good | zaid Nugent.

“And he seems to have saved Jus cash,
too 1 za1d Compton, Em.ﬂiﬂg. “T snp-

0=0 he packed all he could get ol
s wnllet when he scooted out of
Madrid, Ho's fearfully particular
nhont anybady touching it,” :

“Yes, wo noticed that lost night!”
sard Harry, “Has he told you which
side ho wos on in the scrap?”

“MNeither side, secording to his own
aceount,” answered Compton. “ Mosk
peopla in 3pain, of course, aro on
neither gide, and would be glad to sco
both mobs of scrapping sweshbucllery
kicked out of the country. From whaes
Mr. Disz zavs, all he wanted was to
keep clear, and he's glad to find him-
gelf under the British ensign. Hae wili
gtay on the Firefly till wo reach hay-
seilles, In a forcign country he will be
gale from both gangs™

With a nod te the jumiors, Compton
went up to the bridge and joined tho
captain there.

; ﬂnlmny Bull rubbed his nosc thought
ullv.

“1 suppose it's no hizney of ocurs,” ha
remarked, © and Compton secms to have
taken i all in.  But it docsn't lock
quite square to me”

“How’s that, old bean?” aslked Dob.

“Well, those zerappers in Spain are
a lawless lot of rotters on both sicdes™
zaid Johnny, “But bombing o coasting
brig iz rather thick! I shouldn’t belicvo
that unless I saw it happen.”

“But they'ro bombing one another
rloht and left,” said Bob, “I suppotwe
Ar, Diaz kiaws whether his ship wos
bombed or not.”

“ I suppoze he does!™ agreed Johmnz.
"But you ean depend on it, that if it
waa bombed and sunk, it was mised up
in tha civil war. It wasn't just o const-
ing craft rupning from Cartagena to the
Balearics, if they took the troubla in
bhomb :it-+ vom & plana, It was a vossol
ou.one side or the other.”

“I1f that's so, why shouldn't Lic zay
g0 ¥ asked Bob,

“Neo good azking me,” eaid Johory,
“If ho's a man on the losing =ide, cleay-
ing off while the going's good, he mizht
have his own reasons for keeping it
darie. Btill, it's no bizney of ours”

“I say, you fellowsg—-*"

“ ITalle, halle, hallo! Found out auv
more giddy my:zteries, Bunter?¥9

“Oly, really, Cherryl I sav, wasa't
it jolly Jucky I was on the spet to zave

ithat chap’z life last oight?” a=kel
Dunier hlii‘:king at the Famous Five
through his Iig spectacles, *You
follows pever heard him——"

Ui hag v

“But I d&id¥ aui-.']; Bunter. “If I

hadn't heard ]Iim—h—-j*

“Yon heard him ! gjaculated Bob,

“Why, you jolly well know I did
said Bunter warmly. “I hope you
fellows are not going to moke ouk that
I didn't save that chap's life. You
jolly well know that I heard him, and
made you fellows listen, and if I hadn’s,
he would never have been picked up at
all, and "

“YWhy, vou pornicious porpoise, what
the thomp do you mean?™ exefa.imml
Bob. “He nover made s sound, amdl
nokody herrd him. It wes vour vottcu
vm:tri?oquism that we heazd 1"

“{th, really, Cherry—"

“\Why, you owned up that it was, van
fat villain 1” exclaimed Harry.

“(h, really, Whorton—="

“Tt was vour silly trick that made the
skipper stop,” said Nugent. "1t was
sheer accident that the boat found thas
Bpanish chap dniting about—>">"

“0h, really, Nugent—" T

“Weo jolly well bosted Fou for iti™

3




sald Jolinny Buoll, "And if it Lada't
turned out so luckily we'd jolly well
boot you again i

“0h, reslly, Bull——"

“What 1a the fat end csteemed idiot
driving at?” asked Ilurree Jamsct Ram
Singh.

“Uh, reelly, Inky—"

“"Well, what do you mean, vou fab
chump ¥ demanded Harry Wharton,
“¥You know nothing whatever sbout
{hat man Dhiaz bemg adrift on the son.
What wo heard was your ventriloguial
epucabimg, and you owned up thet it
was. 8o what do you mean, you bloated
blitheror 17

Billy Bunter blinked at the juniors
with & disdainful blink. His fat lip
carled with scorn.

“That's like wou fellowz1” he said
bhitterly. “1I save a man's. life, when
you'd g:wa passad on and left him to 1,
and all you can do is to run o fellow
downl I must say it's like you!”

e o e S t

o

Got a Few

BURIED BOYS.

Bome well-known Greyfriare’surnames
are buried in these two sentences, Can
you oxcavate thern all ¥

* Bhowing a teacher s keon attention
bas no opening for fun, but some cha
are cunning at tying him in lknots,
which itself is humorous and diverting."
“ Trotter, the page, the reader will
o . needs & hand vpon the soruff
of hia neck to help rout him out of

slumbor.”

*» .

LIMERICKS.

Can vou comaplete these limericks
with the names of Creyfriara fellowa,
and the words that rhyme with thoem §

o

A goninl joker named «—,

When feeling exoeedingly -———,
Tut holly, it's said,

In his Form-master's bed,

It's o good job the etuff was all ~——.

A thin, weedy follow named —,
When sitting one Christmasz at A
Ate Bix cubic feet

Of pudding and ment,

Yot wont out, f anything, ——,

Tha Famous Five gazed at him.

Evidently, sincoe Billy Buoter had
learned the facts of the ease, he had
been doing some thinking.

Everyone on board the Firefly, except-
ing the Fnmous Five, helieved that
Bunter had heard & call from the sea
ond had been the ceuse of the rescue of
the shipwrecked Spaniard.

It was, therefore, in the peneral
opinton, due to Bunter that the man's
lifo had been saved.

That it was a happy, sand utterly un-
expected, outcome of his trickery, was
true. But that was not good enough for
Buanter.

At the time he played that trick
Bunter, no more than aonyone clse on
hoard, had had the romotest idea that
thers was o slupwrecked man Hoating
on a spar anywhere 1n the Mediter-
vancen Sea. Not till the middle of the
fallowing morning, in fact, had DBunter
Lknown auvthing at all about it

As it had turned out, however, Bunter
was not the fellow to part wilh any
credit that might be going.

“1 say, yvou fellows, you jolly well

1 T N U Y e o e

Every Saturday

krow that [ made them stap the vacht,”
said Bunter, as the astonished f{iveo
staved at hun bBlankly. “It was all
through me, as you {:nm\' jolly weli.
You fellows were ’jawlng. ns usun‘], when
I heard him—'

“Yon never heard him 1Y howled
Johnny Bull,  “¥You fat willain you
owned up that you never heard any-
thing, ecxcept ¥our rotten wventrilo-
quism.”

“Well, I like that!” said Bunter, with
a sneer. " ¥ou can eall it rotten, if yon
like, but I'd jolly weoll liks to hear yon
do it, Bulll I'd like to hear you make
it sound =28 if a eall caine over the
i-fg.t?:I ¥ou couldn't do it to save your
ifo

“¥ou blithering idiot—"

“Vouu can call a fellow names!™
sneered Bunter. “But you jally well
thought, at the time, it was somebody

calling from the sed.”

5 » i g g

There once weg a blithering —,
roge up from lunch with & ——
* This cookiog,” ho cried,
* Is the worst 1 have tried,
And that chicken is perfeotly * —— "1

A cortain wise fellow named —,
To his cousin said : " Peter, it's —— |
You've the funniest face
In the whole of this place | "
{They're as like a3 two peas in 6 —— [}
n L ] L

GROWING NAMES,

You stert with one latter, and adding
one letter at a time, according to the
clues, vou finish with the name of a
Croyfriare fellow, The letters must be
added only at tho beginning or end of tho
word, ung you roust roake a word to
fit the clue with each addition.
Examrrr: * Leiter; Church of Enf'
land, abbrev.; frozen water; oereal;
Fifth Former."

This you may sclve as: E—CE—ICE
—RIGL—PE%E. How try thess:

{1) Ejoaculation ; another ejaculation;
rumpus ; forehead; Removite.

{2) Lotter; Fronch word for *fof ™' ;
poom ; mincral vein ; prefoot.

e

“We did,” sgreed Wharton. “DBut
vou didn't, you fat fool, az it was you
playing the trick !”

“Eht I wasn't ﬁ]a}'ing any trick !”
said Bunter. “Nothing of the sort] I
heard that chap calling for help, as—
a3 plain as anything 1"

“Oh crikey 1"

“1 think evon vou fellows niight give
credit where creqdit’s duel”  said
Bunter contemptuously. * Nobody buz
me heard him 1™

“Fon owned n
ing 1™ hootea Bob.

“ Wh’at I mean was, thal ir wasn't-—
[} el

T 1’5;11&1‘ -‘-;..rl

“That's what I really meant to say 1”
explained DBunter. * The actual fact 1s
that I heard him as plain as anything.
1 wasn't doiug any venlrviloguism, ov
anything of that Kind  Desides, I only
did it to pay that beast out for si.-&n]:-
ing me, as I told you ot the timoe. Think
T poing to Iet that beast spack e on
my  trousora without pelting any owd
bhack? MNo fear!”

that it was you yowl-

13

“Then you Jdid iti™

“Ohl Nol T dido't do it! I heard
that chap calling for help, as plain as
anything That's why made them
stop tho shp, soe, to eave his life.
Presenco of mind, you know (”

“0h, Christopher Columbus([”

“Aud 1 jolly well think you follows
might let a chap have the credit due to
I, ™ said Duoter warmly. "1 really
think that everybody else on this yacht
knows what I did Buat it's like you
follows not te give a fellow hiz duot
I can tell you 1 get pretty sick of this
jealousy and envy. I tell you that
pluinly 17

“0h crikey I* gpasped Bob Cherry.

“Give & fellow his duol” said Bunter
scornfully. “Never mind if vou have
to take a back soat, for oncol Seol
Give a fellow Lis duel”

“Well, that's only fairl” admitted
Iob. He glanced round ot his friends.
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Minutes to Spare?

Good ! What about having a shot
at these GREYFRIARS TEASERS ?

(3) Tndufinite article ; the same belors
e vowel 5 conjunetion ; ecountry ;- IMifth
Formar.

{*i} Pronoun; withing wrong; to
carol ; Removite.

{5) Ejaculation; short for *all
right " ; shorter for short for * all
right ¥ ; the fuel for the Tifth; the
fool of tho Fifth.

» - L]

TWO OR THREE LETTERS,

In this puzzle, your aro saked to tako
two lottors, or three lettora whero shown
by the fipure (3}, from each namo in
each group, and put them together Lo
make another Greyfriars nome. Tho
position of the lelters in the namo is
alwaya tho correct ordoer.

EzaMrre: DuPOnt — B
BkinnER. By taking the capital lette
and ﬁauttihg them ether, you would
get POTTER, Now try theso:

{1) WHARTON — TOZER — I'EN.
FOLD — GRELENE [}) —-—,

(2) TREMAINE EULL
TREVOR — BUKRTER — COKFR
T Ty

(3) BUNTER — BOLSOVER
TREVOR — LODER m—

(4) BLAND — SCOTT —RUSSLELL
(3)—YATES ——,

(6) MIMBLE — BUNTER = BUL.
STRODE — RUSSELL .

{You will find the answers to thess
posers on pags 28.)

— ——

#hall we give Bunter what's dun ta
him, yon men?”

“Lot's1” grinnod Nugont.

*“ Hear, hear!”
“lle's asking for itl" agreed Harey
Wharton. “Wo wera going to let himn
off, but as he askas for it, lot him have

his due, 1f he wanta il."

“¥Yaroooh !” roared Billy Bunter, as
tho I'angua Five, with ono necord, pro-
ceaded to give him his due. " Ow ! Yoo-
hoop! Leggol®

Bomp !

" Yow-ow-woup

RBump!

“Ow!l Help! Wheoop!™

Rump !

“ Yurrrrrooop 1

“Ha, ho, ha "

And the ¥Famous Five, haviog given
Bunter his due, left bhim lo the enjoy-
ment thereof !

The roars that {ollowed, from Tally
Bunter, secmed fo indieato that even
now that he had received lus doo, he
wae not entizfied.

(Continwcd on page 16.)
Tne Magx Luienany,—No. 1,507,
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? grinning behind his

)

THE NINTH CHAPTER!
Billy Bunter on the Warpath !

it Y esteemed Buntor—*
i U}I rjl
“YWhat'a that ¥

“ "Tain’t pepper [ said Billy
Bunter hastily.

Hurrvea Jamsot Ram Singh chuckled.

Coming down mto the saloon, he hap-
pened on William (George Bunter there
—with a large paper packet in his hand.

Thet fat hand DBunter immedintely
put belund him, evidently to conceal e
packot. i . .

Standing with his hand behind hime,
Billy Bunter blinked unuqmlﬁ_ at tho
grinning nabob through his big spec-
tacles. .

“ Nothing of the sort,” he explained
further. " If you want to know, Inlc:fﬁ
it's toffee. aven't got any pepper.

“My esteemed idiotic Bunter, 1f yon
aro thinking of the larkfulness with
excerable pepper—-=" .

“ 0Oy, roally, Inky! I've told you il's
butter-scotch—1 mean toffea!l I sup-
poso you can teke a fellow’s word ¥
said Bunter warmly., *Think I've been
in Rawlin pentry after pepperf
jolly well haven't—and he never asked
mo what I wanted there, either !

“(h, my esteemed hat!l”

“ Besides, & fellow can have a packet
of pepper if he likes, 1 snppose, without
you harging in! Not that I'vo got any
pe‘p{er eral It's caramelst”

"You terrifioally potty porpoisc——
“Look here, you mind vour own Lusi-

(Continued from page 13

: )

ness, Inkyl Go and eat coke—sec?”
grunted nter.  *¥You needun't hang
abont. I'm not going fo give you any

of thia pepper—I mean toffec—that is,
cornmelst Aren't yon g:crim% to sit on
declk with the other fallows, Inky ¥

“I eamo down €o get an absurd over-
cont, my csteemed Bunter,” )

“Well, get it, and be blowed ¥ snid
Bunter. i ]

He put his fat hand into Lis pocket, to
make sure that the packet of pepper
was ont of slght of Inky’s kecn eyes, and
rolled out of the saleon. .

The nabob glanced after him, wiili a
glimmer in his p-;i'u:s.

Obviously, Billy Buuter was on tho
warpath again. Ee had not had a lot
of luck with his Little pame with 1ha
mustard, and apperently he was going
to try sgoin with pepper. Pepper wus
rather & dangerous sort of thing to play
tricks with; but that consideralion was
quite lost on Bunter's fat brain,

Buntor had been bumped. Bunler
was wrathy., The woerm will turn—and
Bunter, being rather a worm, turned |

The sun hod set over the Lills of
Bpain  and starey night was on fhe
Mediterrancan. Harry Wharton & Co.,
sitting i 8 row of deck-chaira, were
chatting te one another. It was miid
and warm, but the junior from India's
coral strand was more suscoptible to the
winds than the nabtives of a hardier
narthern elime, = he had gone for o

cont
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§ quite  interested

The fdagnet

Billy Bunter stepped out on deck.
lie stepped out cautiously, :
And urree  Jamset Ram Singh,
in Billy Bunter, hia

packet of pepper, and his mysterious

5y i_lrucmadings eencrally, did not trouble

urther about the overcoat he had gone
down to fetch. With a noiseless sicp
followed DBunter up to the deck,
odgy back,

Unaware of that little circumstance,
the fat Owl of the Remove rolled past
the row of f{ive deck-chairs, four of
which were oceupied by the juniors.

He moved behind the chairs with
sucit excessive caution that the chums
of the Remove would certeinly have
wonderod what was up, if they had
noticed him at all

Grinning, the fat Owl came to a stop
behind. the chairs,

Heappily unconscious of the fact that
thao silent-footed nabeb was just behind
him, Bunter drew tho packet of pepper
from his pocket.

Up went hiz right hand, with the
packet in it,

Another moment, and o cloud of
pungoent popper would have descended
on Lhe unsuspecting juniors from be-
hind, and the cheery conversation
would havae been turmed inte 8 vol-
canic cruption of coughing, sneczing,
and apluttering,

But in that moment a dusky hand
from behind Bunter grasped s fat
wrist,

*Uogooogh |” gasped Bunter, taken by
BTG

What happened next surprised him
still more.

A cloud of [}E;FPEI" settling over fel-
lows' heads, and making them snecze
and cough and snort and splutter and
gurglﬂ, scemed a screaming joke to the
at and fatuous Owl—and exactly what
thiey desorved,

But as the grasp of that dusky hand
fastencd on his fat wrist, that fat wrist
was twisted, and the packet of pepper
frll from Dunter’s podgy fingers, and
banged on his own fat littls nose
Pepper smolliered hiz fat face.
“Urrrrgegh ' gurgled Bunter.

Horree Jamset Ram Singh jumped
back nt onco. He did not want any
of the cloud of pepper.

Bunter was in tho middle of it. He
lived, moved, breathed, and had his
being in a world of popper.

“Cloogh! Atchooooh ! Chooop 1
Ooocech 1 Atchoooson I DBilly  Dunter
sueczed, gurgled and roared: “Oh
crikey | Atchoooooh |

“What the thump

““Is that Bunter—"

Harry Wharton & Co. jumped to
their foct. They stared blankly acrosa
the tops of the chair backe at Bunter.

“Urrrggh! Grocogh | Craooch |
Atchoosol, atchoooh, atchoooh ™

“What on  carth—" exclaimed
Harry Wharton, “What's the matter,

1k

Dunter ¥

“ Atchooooh ¥

“Bmells  like popper, sald  Beb
Cherry. “1 can smell pepper. Have
vou  been  larking with  pepper,
anter

“ Abehoooh ! Cehook-ooli--ooouogh 17

Faoivly doubled wup, Dunter sneczed
and sneczed and sheczed—gargantuan
sixeezes. His sneezes rang olmost like
piztolzhets.  He gurgled, fic gusped, ho
pumled, Ho  wrnigeled  and he
sepuirmed.  And he snoezed and sneerzed
and snoezed.

“What were you doing wilh poepper,
vonn fat clump¥” roared Dob

* Atchioooh—schooli—choop I

The juniors stared at him in aslon-
izliment. They stared ot the grinming
cdusky face of Hurree Jamset Ram

Singh. Buanler evidenily had had o let
of pepper about bhim; and DBunter,
equally evidently, had got the bencfit of
it. With streaming eyves and nose, hao
eneczed and sneezed and sneceed.
“Inky, what—"" oxelaimod Wharton.

The nabob chuckled.

“As esteemod Bhakespeare remarks,
“’tis sport to see the absurd engincer
host by his ewn ridiculous petard '™

he remarked. *“The excellent and
execrable PBunter had a packet of
idiotic pepper for your ludicrous

nappers, and it has dropfully fallen on
his own idiotic head, owing {o prompt
interposition of humble self.™

“Oh 1" pasped Wharton.

*Atchoooh! Choo-acop!l 0Oh, xou
beast]! I never saw you behind me |
Ooooch ' guegled Bunter. “Q0Owl! My
nose! Qooch!l Atchooh—chooh—chooh |
Woooog! Okl Ol lor'l Oh crikeyd
Atchoooh '

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Ow! Qooochl Wosoeh|”

“You pernicious porpoise!” goeped

Bob Cherry,  “Haven't you eenso
enough not to pley tricks with
pepper 7"

Atchoooh 1V

“¥ou blithering bloater I exclaimed
Harry Wharton, “You ought to ba
jolly well kicked from ono end ef the
ehip to the other.”

“Urrrghl  Atchoooh! Oh erikey!
Ow!l I say, you fellews——  Alchoooh |
I—1 wasn't going to——  Atchooohl
That beast Inky——  Atchoocch! [
was only going to—— Atchooh—chaoh
~—chocoogh 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Famous [ive roared.

According to Dunter's programmo
they had been going to do the sneezing
and snorting, while Bumter did tho
laughing. Instead of which Bunter was
doing the sneezing and snorting, and
tha chums of the Remove yelled with

laughter,

“Owl Beastsl Oooogh!” gurgled
Bunter.  “Oh, you rotters! Ooochl
I'll make you sit up for this, Inky,
you beast! Ooooooch [

“Ha, ha, hal™

** Atchoog—chooo—chooaon |2

“Ha, ha, hal”

* Atchooooh 1™

Billy Bunter squirmed asway, sneez-
ing, snorting, and gurgling as he went.
Ilis eneezes and snorts and gurgles
died away down the companion,

Heo was still sneezing intermittently
when the juniors went to their bunlks.

Harry Wharton, when he turned into
the upper bunk in his state-room, did
not, for onee, hear a deep and resonant
snore from the lower bunk,  Billy
Bunter, for ones, could not sleep. In-
stead of snoring be sneczod.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
No Sleep for Bunier!

g ANRY aold chapt”
“8hut up "

“1 can't go to sleep, you
boast I
“ Serve you jolly well right
“Geast [ groancd Billy Bunter,
The sncezing, the coughing, the
gurzling had come to an end at long
last. But that doge of pepper had left
Billy Bunter in an  extremely dis-
turbed state. It was seldom that the
fat Owl was wakeful. When it came
to slnuimg, at a rule, Rip Vap
Winkle had nothing on William George
Benter. Now, however, the fat Owl of
the Memove woeed slumber in vam,
Apain and again e heard the tinkle
of the bell, It was vow past sin bells



—alaven co'clock. And Dunler could
not sleep.

When Bunter could not sleep, 16 was,
of eonrse, sheer selfichuess for anvhody
else to want to go to sleep. Havry
Wharton, in the upper bunk, slept the
sloop of tho just—at intervala,  Dvory
now and then PBunter swakencd him.

“I eay, old chap—=" groancd
DBunter.

No answer,

“I really can'’t slecp, old fellow (™

Bilenee | i

“IHave you gone to sleop ngain, von
heast? Deastly selfishuness all vound I’
said DBunter bitterly, “EBnoring like a
mg, while I ean’t get o wink ! Aller
all T'vo Jdone for son, tool?

“Will you shut vp, and let o {cllow
go lo sleep?” camo g hissing  voleo
irom the upper bunk. “Do yoir wani
ma to get out and telie o pillow Lo
}‘1}!.1?”

“Beast 1"

Bunter turned over once more and
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¢ My Torst
Christmas!

Greyfriars Celebrities' Recall
Unhappy Times.

MR. PROUT, Master of the Filih :

My worst Christmas was spent in the
Rocky Mountains, when I was big-
game hunting in 1886. Under the

impression that I had trailed a grizzly
bear to & remote part of the pinewaod
It was s disiinet shoek when I foun
that the grizzly. bear had, In faet,
trailed me.
my dear

Figure to yourselves the
readers. I  had
dropped my rifla
when climbing
the tree—did I
mention thatl had
climbed a fres,
purely for strategic
purposes ¥ — and
s0 I had nothing
to harm the
monster as it
swarmed up after
me. In that fear-
ful moment, my

positlon,

Every Saturday

“1 egay, I think it might make mo
sleopy to have a walk on deck. Come
along with me, will you?"

Harry Wharton did not answer.
Lunter heard him making & movement,
without guessing what that movement
portended.

Ile knew, however, a moment later,
a4 a pillew swept through the air, and
conght him on a fat ear.

RBump |

Bunter sat down guita suddenly,

“Ow1* he gasped. “Wowl Why,
yon beast— OQOw!”

“Geb up, you blithering idiot 1 came
Wharton's voice, “I want to knock you
over againl Get up, you blithering
loater I

“{w !l Beast] Rotter! Owl”

Billy Bunter picked himself up, but
o did not approach the bunk again,
Knocking him over with the pillow
secined to afford the ecaptain of the
Remove some satisfaction, It afforded
Buuter nons whatever.

bofore me in a flash, Whai was I to
do ¥

(Te be continued in the ncxt Y20
ieatieg.~—al.}
L w S

HARRY WHARTON, Capiain of the
Remove %

My worst Chrlstmas ? Any Christmas !
Can't dodge Bunter !

- " »
WILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER :

My wurst Crissmus was the first wun
I can remember, We had dinner at
Bunier Court, with terkey, chickin,
roste beel, vejetables, Crissmus pooding,
mints ples, cream triphles, jellies, froof,
nuts, raysins and wine, And as I was
only & yeers old, [ had bred and milk 1
How 1 ever stood that hari-rending
aggerny, I can't imajine. Beests [

" L] L

LORD MAULEVERER :

Two years ago my car broke down
more than a mile from a rallway siation,
and I had to walk! I did i, though ;
but 1 ean't think of it without a shudder,
I was luecky enough to get a lilt part
of the way, but [or quite hall the distance
I bhad to use my own feet. Ol course,
I was lald up over the Christmas holiday
with exhaustion ; but I have a sirong

dear friends, ail constitution, and I puolied through.
my past life came That's all I Good-bye now, I'm tired !

closed his eyes. Harry Wharton ehd
back into dreamland.

But if Wharton conld sleep, DBunter
could not. His [at little nosn was
burning from the effects of the
Iéei?er, and felt like a hot ecinder
Seldom, very seldom indeed, did Billy
Dunter turn out of bed willingly after
he had ones turned in. DBut he was
fad-up with turning from side lo side,
and at length he turned out of the
bunk.

“1 say, Wharton—"

Only steady breathing from fhe vpper
bunk answered him. ‘The captain of
the Remove was fast asleep.

Ho woke up, however, a3 a fat hand
groped over him.  Billy Bunter had
imtended to shake him by the shouldey
ant woake him up. Iu tho devk it was
Wharton's nose that he captured. 2till,
it undoubtedly had the offect of wak-
ing Wharton up, which was tho thing
that was needed.

“Doooogh!” came a sudden gasp
fromm the fellow in the npper bunk.
= What's that? Yurrooogh i?

“Ouly me, old chap,” =aid Dunter,

“I—1 =ay, dear old chap, don't be
shirty, you know |¥ gasped Bunter. *'1
—I can't sleep becaunse of that filthy
pepper! I wasn't going to chuek it
over you, you know—nothing of the
kind! Besides, it was only & jokel I
gay, old chap, comns on deck with me,
will you? 1 don’t want to go alenc! I
say, are you getting oubf§”

“¥You'll ba sorry if I do, you fat
frog! Another word from you, and I'l]
get out and pillow you till you can't
squealk [

Billy DBunter was nob guick on the
uptake. Dub he was able to guess from
that reply that Wharton was not going
to turn out and walk the deck with him
at midnight till he felt sleepy.

Wharton settled down again. This
timo he was able to settla down in
peace, Bunter did not want any more
of the pillow !

The fat Owl pot into trousers and
slippors and & ecoat. Then he left the
state-room. Late as the hour was,
Bunter was not only elecpless, but never
had he folf more widenwake. That was
the effect of tho pepper. Dut for that
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: tha other fellows would have
been in that unhappy state, and Bunter
wonld have beon slesping and enoring.
The fact that ho had got exactly what
ho deserved was no comfort to Dunter.
Ile was not even aware of it

IIo crawled up to the deek. It was
quity poszeible that & walk on deck in
the fresh air would have a scothing
cffect and that he would be able to go
back to his bunk and get to sleep. Tho
dismal fat Owl hoped so, at all events.

Tho night seemed to him as black as
a hat. e blinked up
where he made out, dimly, the burly
figure of Mr, Bwain, thoe mate. A
shadowy Egure was bhalf visible here
and there, The fat Owl groped along,
and gave o sgueak as his shin came 1n
contact with something. It was ono of
the deckechairvs, loft whers the;i had Leen
sat in when tho Greyfriars fellows went
below.

For ten minutes or so Billy Dunter
waddled up and down by the rail, Bul

beush In!:f‘:v

at the bridge,

BOB CHERRY !

IFFH-‘A Oneo, when I
L ]wlﬂtaai f]]]. I
" ..__,- ) WAas an an
~= the day we
' broke up for tha
= vae,and I Jasted
=% il until the day
. we went back fo
school, when I
| was passed by
¢ the doctor as
‘Ot I wish 1
gould have the
loves on with
the germ that
bit me ]

FISHER T. FISH :

One Christmas I gave a man ten cenis
for a dlamond pin he had plcked up in
the gutier, and I offered ths pin fo Mosss,
of Courtfield, for £30. When I plcked
mysell up, I guess 1 moseyed cot to
lcok for the ﬁgﬂm who had welshed
my ten cents for a bit of bofils glass.
It took me three solid weeks io find him
and hammer the cenis hack offen him,
g0 [ had m.ﬂma Iu.r_ chﬁninas at all.

DICK PENFOLD, the Remove Peet:

This Christmas, so Iar, is the worst !
I’ve eaien too much tuck {o-night !

Alas ! II I could only b
My skin would not ha“iﬂ&o 50 light !

T s R TR T S T T i

exertion never had much of an sppeal
for Bunter, and after that amount of
cxercgiso ho zat down in one of the deck-
chairs, pulling it round to face the rail.

Sittine there, with his fat head lean-
ing hﬂ.cﬁ- on & cushion, and the cool sca
wind soothing his fat face and his burn.
ing nose, Bunter felt a little beiter,

Ho oven began to hope that he might
nod off, where ho was, and go to sleep,
after all. 1 , _

He closed his behingd  luis
srﬁctaclca and hoped for the best. At
tho end of half an hour he wes begin-
ning to nod drowsily.

Then o movement cloze at hawd dis-
turbed him.

It was the sound of someone sitting
down in anothor deckchaiv., As the Liack
of Bunter'a chair was towoarda the others
ha was quite invisible to the rewoourct,
az the noweomer waa to him,

e wondercd for a moment or {wa
who it was,

Certainly it was not one of the Grey-
friars juniors, They werg all asleep i
iheir bunks, It was not Bwain-—lw vwas

Tue Maguer Lippany.—No. 1,507,
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on thoe biidge—end it could hardly Le
tha eaptain, who would naturelly go on
{he bridge when he came up. It was
not one of the crew, who had mno
huginess in that part of the deck.
Rowlings, of eourso-—that cheeky
steward 1 Like hie dashed cheek :

Bunter did not tell Rawlings that it
was like his dashed cheek, however.
ile disliked Rawlings very mueh, but ho
feared him still more. MHaving guessed
that it was the steward sitting theve
hardly more than & yard from him,
Buntey closed his eyes ouce more behind
lizs epectacies.

It was some thee aftorwarda, and ho
had aluwst forgotten that the steward—
if it were the stewnrd—was there, that
n whisper reached his fat cars and made
bim start,

“Wel, I'm here” 3

Low as tho whisper was. he recognised
the voico of the mate Swain. Ile
opened his cyes wide in surprise behind
his Lig spectsoles. Swain generally
spoke 10 a loud, grulf bark, Why be
should be whispering now was a mystery
to Billy Bunter. .

“1've beon waiting for you, Bwain!”
camo an answering whisper, and Buntes
lnew IRlawlhings' voice, fnint s 10 wns.,

Rawlings was in the deckehair, Ile
heard another ehair cresk as the mate’s
Licary bulk sank 1oto it

Not a sound came from Dunier .

Obviously neither the mawe nor the
ptoward hod the faintest idea that the
declkehair with its back twrned to themn
was occupied

They could not sce Bunier, and they
could not hear him—any fonint sound of
lis breathing being Iil'ﬂ'ﬁ.'ﬂ[:ﬂ in tho
wazh of the sea and the low, contumous
throb of the engines.

S0 far as they knew, all the Grey-
friars zucsts were aslecp in their bunka.
And they knew, of course, that none of
the crew would be on that spot,

Billy Bunter's little round eyes
gleamed bebind his big, round spee-
tneles. That eautious whisper revealed
thot the two men were about fo discuss
gomething not intendod for other cars.

Any other fellow, probably, would
havo mwade his presence known at once.
But it did not even occur to Bunter to
do so. If they chose to come and sit
thero to jaw they could get on with it [

Onee already on board the Fircfly

Bunter had heard talk not intended for
s cars. Dot that had been & consulta-
tion between the captain, tho steward,
and Valentine Compton. It had puzzled
Bunter extremely, making him aware
hat there was soine mysterions scarct
on tho yacht, without enabling him to
pirce: in the least what that mysterions
sceret was.  Naoturally, Bunter was very
eurious to know, As it was no concorn
of his, o took a very decp interest in
the mather.

“Jiw's not in  this!” went on
Rawlings' whisper.
Bunter koew 1hat  the steward

allivded to the captain ps “ Jim.”

“Pat it plain '* camie Swain's husky
whisper. "I recken I've gor my boaz-
ngs, from what you've snid ﬂrt-m'l;-.‘,
but—put it plain,”

(Clearly, the captain wasz fiow on the
bridge, and Swain, instead of going for
his wateh below, had joined the steward
in that dusky corner of the deck for a
winspered consultation, from which the
captain was to be left ou, I Bunter
hiad been curious before, he was doubly
itrious now. Apparvently there was
ﬁuﬁulhing afoot belund tiie capinin's

a0,

“It's o matter of thousands.” Bo low
was the steward's whisper that Billy
Bunter had to strain bis fat eavs to
Eear, though the man was noet more
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The Magnet

thatt {liree or four feet from him, “It's
a biz sum | Stond in with me, Billl ]
veckon tho skipper will stand for it,
afterwards, for a fair sharet! If not,
yvou stand by me, and we'll see it
through together! Jim can’t afford to
quarrel with us i#f we stand in
together 1*

“The Spantard 1

“You've got it.”

“Yon're sure ¥

“I've scen it—wads of it Not Lis, L
reckon, any mare than ours! Godles of
if, hll Swain, and curs for the trouble
of grabbing I

THE ELEVENTH CHAPIER.
A Precious FPair!

ILLY BUNTER hardly Lreathed.
He dared not stir.
Fle had expected, and hoped,
tha: this whispering in the dark
waz going io veveal somcthing of the
unknown mystery of the Furefly and
gralify his cuviesity on thal subjeet.

But what he heard faicly made his fat
flesh crecp.

From the talk of the Greyfrines
juniors ho had heard of the belt apd
wallet about which the rescued Spaniard
was g0 particnlar. They bad chuckled at
the 1des of the castaway thinking that
prerhaps his valuables were nol safe on
board tho ship that had picled him up.

Certainly it had not cecurred 1o them,
or to Bunter, that the man had anything
of very great value about himm. FPlenty
of travellers ecarried their money in o
belt for safety, and if he wero a business
man he might aiso have business papers
that he could not afford to lose. Durther
than that the jumiors had not thought
gbout the matter. It scomed  that
Itawlings had.

There was o0 sinister a fone in the
steward's whisper thet it sent cold ehills
down Bunter's fat spine. He knew, of
gourse, wnat the man's words meant—
what they could only mean. It was not
a mafter of & hundred pounds or so,
such a3 any traveller might cavry. It
was a large sum—e very lerge sutn—
that Don Cuzman Diaz had in that
wallet, and Rawlings bad found it out.

On the oceasion when Donter had
listetied to the talk in the captain’s cabin
he had reccived a terrifying impression
that Rawlings, under his outward aspect
of & plump and civil steward, wes o
dangerous man. Ile know now, vnly too
well, that that impression was well-
founded. At that moment the fat Owl
would have given much to be safe back
in his state-rcom  Hven curiosity was
forgotten in his decp dread.  DBut he
dared not move. Hardly daring to
breathe, he listened 1o the faint whispeor-
ing from the darkness, with a deeadful
terrar at his fat heart that if they found
him thore the deep waters that wathed
under the rail mght be their means of
keeping him silent. For he knoew that it
was a orime that was being planned in
Liis hearing. ‘ -

“Jim's got his limit{” It was the
mate's husky  whisper now. ' And
there’s the lad, and his schoolboy friends
ant board. Jim wounldn't stond for it.”

“I know. But alwerwards, what
cholee  wouid he have¥ inufrered
Rawlings, “lHe ean't break with us,
Bill Swain. We're three in the game
vou and Jim and I, and if two out o
three stand in, the other will have to
come roncd.”’

“But & shipwrecked man-—
tered the mato.

Rough oud teugh as he was, Swain
way nol =0 utterly wnscrupulous as the
srneoth, sleck stewnrnd

“A ropawny thief, 1 reckon ! said

* mut-

Rawlings coolly. “Ile's pitened a yarn;
young Comnpton swallows ik, buot Jim
doesn’t, any more than I do. It's plain
eaough. His sido in the Sﬁauiah shindy
15 faring tho worst, and he was going
while the %-:-ing was good, and taking
with him all that he could lay his dapgo
paws ounl Lots of them at the samo
game !

"You think—"

“It's plain” pronted Rawlings.
“From the way I figure it ont, a gang
of them got away in the brig, EHLFUIH:!-
of Franco's plancs pot after them and
Lombed them. They're a pretiy savoge
ceew all round, but they den't =ink
harmless coasting eraft for fun. They
knew it was an cnony slip  they
dropped their bombs on. This man
IMaz was the only surviver, and 1
rechon they wouldn’t have lelt him alive
if they’d spotted him afloat. And he'd
Ited his peckels thick before he slipped
his cable cut of Spain. EHe's got the
stuff I I tell you, I've had a syuint et
it—English and French banknotes, in
wads, Oday have cleared out a Lank
before he seutiled, for all I know. It's
ne more s own than ours, and you can
loy to thot, Bill Swain.”

* Mebbe, uf—"

“Are you standing In with me?
Stick to me, and Jim will have to too
the line, Easy mmuﬁh to get shut of
the forvigner after. We could land him
i either the Spanish coast or on tho
Ba]enrics—binjadrca‘s tho lzmarest. i*tm
not sugpesting dropping lhim over the
si-c.ln_w?&. a longth of ﬁhaiu cablo tigd
to his feet!” added the steward, with
i BNQCr.

" But fgure it ont ! mottered Swain.
“The man wonld put up a serap; he

would raise Cain all over the ship. If
Jim stood for i, yvoung Valentine
wouldo't—and  there’s Ins  schoolboy

fricnds. This 1sn't a matter for o lot
of publicity, I reckon.”

. IHL]'!JEJ,” grinned Rawlings. “But
I tell you I've got it fixed. The Spaniard
will "go to slecp to-morrow, and will
wake up on shore without his wallet—
an extra long sicsie after lunech ™

" U’E_l 1* breathed Bwain. “I—=I got
o !
: “What he gets in hiz coffce won't
hurt him [* said Rawlings, “I've fixed
n that sort of thing belore, as you
know well enough, Swain. He will get
a stretch of happy slumber—and wake
up feeling ns bright as & polished
belaying-pin,  and  never even know
there was anything in the coffec. Uniy

che will wake wp on shore, with the

Firefly under the sea-rim.”
Swain whistled softhy,

“Jim will have 1o be in that ! he
mubtored,

“That's where Jim comes in. Up to
that point e knows nothing, and need
know nothing. When we got as far as
that, we put it to him, you and I ro-
gother, and he ecan’t stand apainst the
two of us.”

“That's z0.”

“Young Valentine will be kept in the
dark, and the schoolboys, of course. All
ther  will know is that the man’s been
taken ashore—at his own request, as far
s they know. None of them will be
it the boat: they won't know how or
where hie's landed.”

“1 reckon we can pick a quict epot
on the northi-west sitde of Majorca———m="

“Basy ! Mebbe he's got friends there.
If not, 1t's lus own look-out! T supposc
he knew what he was risking when he
took a hand in o civil war!” smud
Boawlings. “1 den't know which side
hos the upper hand in the Spanish
1slunds at the moment=—he can take his
chance of that! A man who deoesn't
want to take chonces has only to stick



to honest work, and leave revolutions
alote 1Y i
Swain chuckled huskily.
“You stand ini” asked the steward.
“Av, ay! There's my fist on 1t 1" sard
tho mate. ]
“Giood! Not a word after this; even
Jim's not to smell a rat till we put it

wp to him as & finished fact. Nothing
doing till Senor Don Guzmen Diaz goes
to sleop to-morrow afternoom | These

dagos always takd o sicsta after lunch
—and his siesta to-morrow will last a
bht:finngﬁr than he bargains for, that’s
a Fr ]

Thers was o creaking of deckchairs.

Billy Bunter heard the mate go. Ie
Jdid not hear Rawlings go, o
tj]l.;ha fat junior remained perfectly
&L111.

Was the steward still there—that
smaooth, sleek man, who, as Bunter
knew now beyond the shadow of a
dould, was a cool, hard-hearled, des-
perate rascal?

Minute followed minute, and there
was no sound. He realized at last that
the steward was %m‘m, with his sofk, cat-
like tread, noiselessly. 1

The fat junior ventured at last to lift
liis head and blink round in the gloom.

Xlo was olone.

TNoth tho mato and Lthe steward wers
in their bunks by ihat ilme. The Owl
of Greyiriors wiped the perspiration
from his fat forchend. Long aiter he
Liew that he was alone, icrror chained
him to the spob.

When at last he siirved, ha tiptoed to
hiz state-room, and he faivly gasped
with relief when he wos imside and the
Joor shut.

IMarry Wharton was fast asleep.

Bunter rolled inte the lower bunk.
IIc was not sleepy; he was more sleep-
lezs than ever after what he had heard.
But e did net think of waking ihe
captain of the Remove again. He dared
not spoak 8 word or make o sound lest

that smootl, sleck scouundrel should
hear him, -
The down was cerfecping over the

Mediterranean before iﬂ}«' DBunter's
weary eyes clozed at last and he slept.

e ——

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Surprising the Senor!

G HE jolly old Don!” remarked
Baly Cherry. :
It was a bright, sunny morning
onn the Mediterranean. Harry
Wharton & Co. had wondered whether
iliey would sco thoe rezeued man that
day, and now they saw lim.

Senor Diaz had spent a whole day
since his Tesene in his state-room, and
ihe long rest scemed to have dene him
good. s

tHo came on deck, leaning on the arm
of Rawlings, the steward helping him
amd looking after him with respectful
sitandion.

Although not yet fully recovered from
his terrible experience, thero was colour
in his dusky cheeks, that had locked so
ghastly the night he was taken from
the sen, end his black eyes were very
keen and lively:

Tho juniors raised their caps to him
politely, and he smiled and bowed in
vetuwrn with Spanish courtesy,

Valenting Complon ]lﬂm."!:d a deck-
chair for him, and Rawlings led him o
it, and he sat down.

Then the steward brovght a rug and
Cusnions.

Iad Rilly Bunter been present, Lo
might have marvelled. and wondered
whether that husky whizpering in (be

(Coniinued on next page.)
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THE GHOST OF MAULEVERER TOWERS

By

(1)

A tale is told of the days of old
When knights were clad In armour,

And sundry gents fought tournaments
Chock Tull of death and drama ;

Of a noble Earl, and & saucy churl,
Whe did not hate him merely,

But seized a sword and split my lord
In halves—or pretty pearly !

{2)

This, you'll agree, was bound {c be
A irifle disconcerting ;

To ba so split is just & bit
Uneomfortably hurting.

So all my lord’s tremendous hordes
Of henchmen ¢lad in searlet,

With pikes and spﬂarschn{:pad off the ears
And boko of ye varlet

(4)

He passed away on Christmas Day,
Split-open, bul undaunted [

ﬁndp since those hours, Mauleverer Towars
Has annuvally been haunted.

The Red Earl walks, and evén stalks
At midnight through the castle,

Amid the cries and ghastiy sighs
Of that long-toriured wvassall

(8)

The present-Earl avolds the whirl
Of life In school and leisure,

Relapsing deep in wholesomo sleep
Is Mauly's greatesi pleasure.

It's “* {oo much fag ™ fo work or rag
Or kick a foothall muddy,

Let others rush about—but hush !
Go tip-toe past his study !

{8}

Then comes the night, and clad in white
The gruesome ghosts assemble ;

The phantom erawls along the walls,
And human beings fremble !

Soft whispers float along the moat,
A ghostly bell is pealing,

Then follow shrieks and frantio squeaks,
That tortured varlet squealing!

Once againour long-haired poet
bursts into verse. This week he
has chosen a seasonable subject
-the Ghost of Mauleverer

Towers.

{3)

They toriured him in dungeon grim

All through the Christmas season ;
He howled and groaned snd wept and

moaned

{No doubi he had good reason).
My lord, meanwhile, in costly siyle,

Was treated by a w 4
With spells and charms and magie

balms,
Which did not mend hls gizzard 1

(&)

For many a milo that nohle pile
Mauleverer Towers Is sighted,
On Hampshire hiils, the castle fills
The view, and we're delighfed.

For down lts walls the Ivy falls,
Its towers are battlementad,

With pike and axe in grim atiacks
1ts great grey stones are dented.

(7}
He iravels home, his sleepy dome
On Rolls Royee cushions resting ;
Then, nearly dead, he crawls to bed,
In splte of all protesling.
Beneath the clothes, qulte comatose,
He iays thera caim and cheery,
Where Quelehes esase to break his peace
And rest comes to the weary.

{2

Neo groans ean make old Mauly wake,
He gleeps n peace unbroken ;

A happy smule Is on his dla
Of pleasant dreams o token |

The Red Earl groans in hollow toncs,
Tiil darkness has deparled,

Then disappears with bitter tears.
Poor ghost 1 He's broken-hearied !

Next Week: COKER PLACE.
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dark the night before had been oll o
dream. Rawlings was the respectful
and atientive stoward now, with & dis-
creet touch of sympathy,
~ Hawing bestowed the bpamsh gentle-
man comfortably, he went below Lo
his dutics, leaving Benor Dinz with
Compton of the Fifth and the Remove
fellows,

All the schoolboys were sympathetic
cnourh fowards & man who had been
throuen so  fearfu!l  an ﬂ._dmntum,
1:!1::-11;:?1 in more than one mind there
was o lingering doubt whother he had
given on cxactly veracious account of
that adventure.

It was possible, of course, that his
account was true, and that he was, ns
he had stated, a non-combatant who had
heen only anxious to get out of o
country forn by internal sirife. Dut as
the vessel he }I’md sailed i hod been
bombed at sea, it was much more pro-
Lable that that vessel bad belonged to
ona of the contending factions,

Llowever, that was his own aflair, ancd
no doubt he had reasons for hkeeping
Iiis own affairs to himself. He might
niob have folt by any moans cortain that
a noutral skipper would boe prepared to
risl: getting mixed vp in the Spanish
“trontble by helping & fuzitive of the
defeated gide to ecscape. s we

That ho was not whollt easy in his
mind, even on board an English eraft
ull the fellows could sce.

His Dblack eoyes were restiess, wary,
and watehful,  Several times they huad
dhwelt searchingly on the steward, sleol
ane pelite as Hawlmgs was; and several
timcz the juniors noticed themn turn on
tho eaprain on the bridge iz the same
searveling, ponetrating was.

They noticed, too. with
that when Rawlings lLad
cushisns tn the deckelinir, and  mnde
Limi comfortable thercon, his dusky
hand Lhad pone to the wallet under his
copt, and stoyed there {3 the steward
stcapud back.

wionsly, he was uncasy on the sub-
ject of that wallet nnd what it con-
tained. 'That wag simply amnusing 1o
the Greyfriars fellows.

It did not oecur to them that s keen,
wary man of affairs, such as Don
Cruzman ovidently was, might have read
something in the face: of some members
of the ghip's company that the school
boys never droamed of secing there.

They were not aware, of course—
though Btll{ Bunter  was—that the
steward had had a “squint ™ at the con-
tents of that wallet. DPossibly Senor
Diaz was avare of it

But if the zenor fournwl ooy cause for
disquietude in the sleck steward, the
hard-faced captain, and the bulldeg
mate, it waz preobable that he folt a
sense of relief in the ecompany of the
schoolboys,

It was clear, at all events, that their
evompany pleased him. They could zco
that he locked them over with keen
interest, n:nfl' was esatisficg with  the
rosult of his surves No doubt he
roaliead that, in their company at least,
his precious wallet was <afe, whatever
it mught contain, .

“You go on a bholida: en s ship,
senores T ha asked.

“That's it!"” eaid Iarey Wharion,
A Loliday cruize, sir! It's the Christ-
mas holiday at our school now.”

“You are a family of the capbnin®™

Thoe juniors grimned at the idea.

“0Oh, nol Compton is the caplain’s
nephew—we'ra  schontfeliows  aof  his,
that’s all. Not relations ™

“ Friends of a school—1 sce 1" aszonted
Dion Gueman. * It 15 o pleasure to moot
the hitlle English senorsl  Iingland—
that 1z a bappy eounter ! Yoo t2lk in

Tue MaGser Lapganv. .. 1 507,

ginesotent,
placed the

The Magnct

g Honze of Commons, instead of shoot-
inz in & streetl Yes? 1t 3z a much
Letter way 17 .

“The i]awfulness m the
House of Commnons iz terrifie,” re-
mwarked Hurree Jemset Bam Singh.
“Tut it 15 better than the ridiculous
shootfulness, ™ -

Senor Diaz blinked s littlo at that
remark. His own English was not
perfect; but Hurree Sirgh's scemed
rather & surprise to him.

“1 say, yvou fellowsg—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo !
fer T exelaimed Bob Cherry, in surprise.
“What have you turned out early for,
fatky ¥ It's hardly ton o'clock 1

*Oh, roally, Cherry——>"

“This is one more boy of 5 schoal 27
asled the Spankh gentlewan, glaneing
at Bunter as he came rolling up.

“Yes, that's Bunter, sir!”

Billy Bunter blinked at Senor Diaz
through his bizr spectacles. Dunter was
not looking his brightest thoet morning.
He had lost a great deal of sleap, and
ha bad a worry=—a deep worry=—on hiz
fat mind.

“Oh, you'ro here, Mr. Diaz " ho said.
“I—1 s¢ay, good-morning! I-—-I =ay,
have yon got your wallet safe®”

The Spaniard gave a start, and the
CGreyiriars fellows a =tore.

“Que ™ ¢inculated the senor.
“ You blithering ass " whispered Bob

estomiried

Cheorry. “Bhut up !
“Eh? Bhan't!” said Dunter. Ho
blinked round, to make sure that

Rawlings was not on deck, and that the
mate was not at hand, “I—I—1 say,
sir, I=1'4 keep an eye on that wellet, if
I were vou™

"Oue es esta™ asked the astonished
sonor. “What i3 that? What 1= a
meaning of what you say, little senor

“(h, nothing 1™ said Bunfer, in great
haste, “Nothing at alll The fact iz, 1
don't koow thot vou've got a wallel—
never aven thought of ik, All the same,
I'd be jolly careful about ik, sir ! Keep
an eve ob it~—see? Dov’t mention that
I said so0! That's important !

Harry Wharten & Co. parzed at the
fat Owl almest in stupefaction. They
were glad that Compton of the Fifth had
gone on ihe bridee, and ecould not hear
thezse extracrdinory remavks from the
fat (hwl.

Senor Diaz locked at Banter, in uilter
astonishment at first; and then, with an
exteemely keen and penetrating look in
his sharp, black cves,

“ Mo entiendo—I vmderstand not, little
senar I he said. ™ What is it vou know
of & wallet that belong to me?™

“(h, nothing 1 zald Bunter, "S(ll,
o chap can’t be too careful with a lot of
money, vou know,”

“You howling nss, Bunter ! breathed
Harry Wharton.

“Oly, really, Wharton—"

"Rall sway, bareel I hLissed Johony
Bull.

“(h, really, Buli e

Billy Bunter was the fellow fo barge
inte what did not concern him.  Buot this
wos reaily astonishing., And the juniors
did not fail to nole the keen, sharp,
almozt hawkish expression that eame
aver the Bpaniard’s swoarthy face.

A few momenis aze ho had been a
leasant, chatty gentloeman. Now lus
ace was sharp, watchful, suspicions, and

alarmed. JTnstinetively, as it were, liis
hand went under his coat, to the wallet
buckled on the belt.

“What I mean is,” said Bunter, “if
von've got wads of bankuoies abont vou,
sir, you can’'t bo too careful—sop 17

“Shut up, idiot I breathed Nugent.

“You ara very kind to give mo
sneh  warning, little gonor!” eaid the
Spaniard, smiling with his lipe, though

Is thet Buu- |

not with hiz eves. “ Yen think Lt somn
tan on a ship fancy that there is rauch
money ¥

“0h, no! I=1 don't know anzihing
about it!" gpatped BDunter. * Don't you
tell anybody 1 snid anyihingl  Theeo
fellows arve all righl—they'ro as straight
as I am! DBup—"

“ But what, little senor ¥

* i, nnthin;i " said Bunter. “ Nothing
p.t”n]h gir! I=I thouzght I'd mentiou
ik

He blinked round again. To his
wrror, Rawlinegs was lookine out of (he
companion. "The fat junior trembled.

*(Jh erikey 1" breathed Bunter. :

“ You make a joke with me, iz that it,
little senor 1 asked Don Guzman.

“Oh, yez! That's it 1" said Dunter.
“ Just my littls joke 1 IHe, he, he! Oaly
o joke, sir!l I—I don't ktow enything 1
Nothing at alll Never heard snylody
say anything, or—=or do anything! Ornly
8 )-j-iokei”

And Bunter rolled away to the other
side of the deck. Harry Wharton & Co.
stared after him. What his antics might
possibly meon they could not begin io
Fuess. .

Rawlings, to Dunter's preat relick,
took no potice of him. ut tha fat
junior did not venture to approach the
Spaniard again.  Boetween his desire to
put the Spaniard on his guard and his
deep-zeated terror of Rawlings, thoe faf
Owl was in en unenviable framo of
mind,

During the morning Harry Wharton &
Co. talked o gocd deal with the Spanish

entleman—but none of them had tho
wnefit of Dilly Donter's eonversation.
Billy Bunter, for once, did not scem to
waent to talli—he was, for onee, thinking
inztoad ; and tho dismal expression on
his fat faco hinted that Lis thoozhts wero
far from happy ones

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter’s Burden |
¢l SAY, Franky, old chap—"
I “Well, fathead?™
“ Buppose A
“Khi"

* Supnose—"

“ Suppose what, ass T

“(Oh, nothing 1" groancd Bunier.

I'rank Nugent stared blankly at the
unhappy Owl. Bunter had caught Lim
by himself, walking on the deck, joined
him, end whiajlmreﬁ mysteriously.

But he could not gﬁt- it out.

The outcome of DBunfer's distresscd
reflections ou the subject had been that
he would tell ane of the other fcollows,
artd put it up to bim, g

But it was oot easy to speale withont
danger of being overheard. o tho
tervified fat Owl, Rawlings waa here,
there, and everywhere. And  DMr.
Swain, happening to give him a carcless
rlance, quite nneonseiously strucl terror
to lus fat soul.

“ Potty " ashked Nugent.

“Yos! I mean, no b muottered Bune
ter.  “1 sap, =upposze Tnu-Im]’mpcmd to
como on decl i the night=—"

“F didn’el” said Nugent, sturin%,

“Well, supposa you had, and vea
heard—- Oh eriliey | VWhat does that
man wank &

Ope of the vacht's hands: came along
the deck, and Billy Bunter broko off.
If the man heard, and told Rawlings——

“What the tfmmp—'i asked  the
amarcd Nugent.

“Qh! Notling!™

Bunter rolled away, leaving Irank
Nugent wonderving  whether ho  was
wandering in hiz mintl, Deally, it

looked like it
It was petting towards luneh now



Happily unconscious of the fact that th

moment, a dusky hand [astened on his fat wrist and twisted it.
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e silent-footed nabob was just behind him, Bunter ralsed the packet of pepper. Next
The packet of pepper fell from Bunter’s

podgy {Ingers and

banged on his own fat lilile nose. **Oooghl Atchoo-oooooh ! Chooop!* The fat Removite sneezed, gurgled, and

roared.

?ﬁﬁﬁ#ﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬂ#ﬂﬁﬁmﬁﬁﬁmﬁﬁmmmmmm

Billy Bunter knew what wea scheduled
to happen after lunch. MHe conld not
let it go on, Btrongly was the fat Owl
temipted to dismiss the whole thing from
his mind, and let the hapless Spaniard
tnke his chauce. But he knew that he
could not.

But what he could do was a mystery
to hin. Even if he spoke out, it was
likely—very likely indesd—that he
would not be believed. And then Rawl-
ihgs wonld know—and the hare thought
of Rawlings knowing made DBunter
CTingo.

There was a Dhittle slir on deck oa
the Spanish gentleman went below o
little before lunch. Valentine Compton
came to give him au arm down ihe
COM PaNIoN.

The Famous Five were left on deck,
and DBunter debated in his fat mind
whether to take the plunge. Ile made
up his fat mnind at last,

“I—I say, you fellows—" he lLegan,
in & whispering sgueal:.

“You fat coump ! growled Johnny
Lull, “*Now Mr. Diaz has gone down,
tell u2 what you meant by playing tho
fool this morning 1*

“Oh, really, Bull—*

_ "Even Bunter can't have Leen spying
into his wallet,” said Bob, “He spics
and pricz inta jelly nearly everything,
bub that sportsman iz too jolly careful
of his jolly old wallet to give even
Dunter a chance.”

" Oh, really, Cherry—-u0»

“ Better kick him, 1 think ! said
Johuny., “He must lhave given MMr.
Diaz an ides that somchody was afier
his money. What eslse was the man to
think, from what he said "

“Fho thinkfulness mmust lhave been

terrific,” agreed Iurree Jamset Ram
mngh.

“1—T1 say, you fellows, do let o fellow
spealk ' bhreathed Bunter. “ You're all
jaw, like a gheep’s headl I—I say—"

unter paunsed and  blinked round
cautiously. “I-=1 gay, I couldn't sleep
last night owing to that beastly pepper,
you know I

“Ha, ha, ha "

" Blessed if T see anything to cackle
at1” hizsed Bunter. **But for that I
should have been fast asleep all the
time, and shouldn’t have heard awy-
thing.”

“Did you hear anything, fathead ™

“You—you sce, [—I camo on decl
hecause I cowldn’t sleep,” whispered
Bunter. * That beast Wharton wouldn't
come with me, though T woke him up
and asked him! Bellishness all round.”

“Cailty, my lovd I said IHarry Whar-
ton, lauzhine.

“Well, you =ce, I—I camo on deek,”
breathed Bunter; Y zat down in eono

of the deckchairs. See? And then
Rawlings—""

“Rawlings " exclaimed Dol

“Don't shout, you idiot!” gasped
Dunter in terror, “Tle might hear
vou I

“Why suouldn’t he?” asked Bob in
wander.

“That villain—"'

*What villain 7 gasped Dol

“ Rawlings, you dummy "’

*Ia Raw?ﬁnga a villain beenuse he lot
vou bump on the deck the other day?
‘tm: ashed him to—in faect, begged for
1 in

I don't mean that! « mean—

Valoentine Campton eame along ihe
deck and joined the juniors.

¥

Billy Bunter snapped off as if he had
staldendy lost the puwer of speech.

“Anything up?® asked tho TFifth
Former in mild aurpriso, Buntor's ex-
pression was extraordinary.

“0h, nothing "' gasped DBunter. "I
wasnlt telling thess fellows snuything,
Compton. ag I, you chaps?"

“You blithering idiot I roarcd Bob.
“Are gﬂu off your rocker—or whas?”

“"What the dickens—" enid the

puzzled Compton

“Only Bunter wandering in  hia
mind,” esid Frank Nugent. *Yon
woyn't beliove, perhaps, that be has one

o wander in——
“Ha, ha hat”

“0h, really. Nugant! Ii—it’s all
right, Compton i—] wasn't saying
anything abeur Rawlingal” gasped
Bunter. “I ncver licard bim spealkig
to the mate.”

“No harm if you did, iz there?”

nsked Compton blankly

“0Oh, no, not at alll What I mean
15 I—I only heard him say it was o—a
fing morning 1" gaspoa Bunler. *“And
—and so it was. you know”

“I s=eam to have interrupted zomne-

thing,” said Compton. laughing, “"1°l
¢oe vou fellows agan at hunch.” And,
with & ned, he went down tho

anion.
h crikey 1" gasped Bunter. * Thank
poodiness he nover i

{""'.'l'lfl
card—"

“Are you potty I asked Mnvey Whar-
ion. “What can it matter if Compton
hears anything yvou =ay 1"

“Well, lie’'s tho captain's nophow,
isn't ho?” vapped Bunter. * Ile michs
mention it to him, and the beast might
mmention it fto Hawlings, . 1 koow
Compten ain’t in it, but—"

Tne Macrer Ligrant.—No. 1,507
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"He isu’t in whot 1
(h, nothing 1"

“Mad as a hatter 1" eaid Dob. “Did
‘'on  have a nightmare last night,
unter? Is that 1t?”

“INo, von aesl —]—— (h lor'!

Here comes  that
grognrd Bunter,
g log 1

“Iz Bwain a villain, ez well as Haw-
lings ¥ prinned Bolby

“Will you boe guict?” hisce] Bunter.

“Hwain doesn't bite—""

“Shut 111_?, you beast!” groaned
Bunter. “How do I kiow he wouldn't
chnek mo overboard if he kuow i

“0h scissors I

“1—T gay, you fellows, d-d-don't say
anything | Not a word—notl & syllable !™
whispered DBunter.

And, leaving the astonished five. tho
Owl of the Remove cut sway below,

Harry Wharton & Co. locked at one
another.

“Is he pott r what ¥ asked Harer,

“Tho pottifulness scems to be pre-
posterous 1™

“Goodness knows 1" gaid Dol, quile
puzzled. * Bests mo "

*1 say, Wharton—"
squeak from below,

“Heallo 1"

“1 sny, I've upset your siitease all
over the shap '

“¥ou blithering idiot "

Harry Wharton hurried to his state-
TOOM.

Biliy Bunter awaited him there, and
ho shut the door as soon as the ecaptain
of the Remove was inside.

But Wharton's suitcase wasz in  its
u=ual place, safe and sound. He starcd
at it and stared at Bunter.

“It's all right, old chap) said
Dunter in a cawtious whisper, “Your
snitcase iz all right. That was enly to
make you come. Soo! I Rawlings
heard, ha wouldn't catch on——m>"

“You unspeakable idiot ' said Harry
Wharton in measured tones.  *What
did you want to fetch me here for®”

“ Look 1" whispored PBunter.

Toe Wharton's uiler amazemoent, ho
cpened a “Holiday Anpual,” resting it
on the edgo of a bunk, and staricd
reribbling on the blank fyleaf with o
stump of peneil.

Quite alarmed for the fat Ouwl now,
Wharton watched him in silence.

Unleszs Bunter had gone cut of his
senses, there seemed to be no account-
ing for this.

He had pretended that he had upset
the gnitease in order to cali Wharton 1o
tho slote-room; having pot him there,
le was writing what hie had to say,
instoad of saying it—opparently because
hie feared that walls had carel

_ That the fat Ow] wes in deep—indeed,
in terrificd—carnest was elear. It was
casy to sce that he was frightened
almast out of his fat wits,

Wharton, in- silence watched the
words as they grew under Dunter's
scrawling peneil  Io was feoling un-
casy and porturbed. That the fat Owl
had epted and pried during that eruico
he was aware, and he wondered what
e might have discovered. Herbert
Vernon-Smith's belief thal the Firefly
wiaz o smuggling craft was now s sus-
picion 11 Harry Wharton’s own mind,
though I tried fo drive it away. Was
ilial what the fat Owl had 1o 1ell him?

1t was not that: it was somoething
auite different—so  different and  so
amazing that Wharton gazed and gazed.
spellbound, ot the serawled word: om
ilic Llank leaf of the ** Holiday Annual.®
Vaor this 1z what Boanter vrado:

villain Swain 1"
“ Quict, for goodness’

catae o fat

“T Lerd Rorling: and Sweane tallking
e Macxer Lipkany.—MNo. 1,507,
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last nite, and they aro gowing to robb
the Spaniard of his wollet. Hurllr;ia
is gowgng to drugg his coffy after lunch,
and wile he is aslep» ho iz to bee putt
ashore in 8 bote without his wollet.”

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

An Extrzordinary Conversation!

ARRY WHARTON stood still, as
if rosted t the cabin Hoor: Lis
eyes fairly started as he read

_those amazing words,

Billy DBunter's Sp&]‘liﬁﬁ} might have
struck any reader as rather comie, but
ihe meaning was clear enﬁugh—nnél tl:e
meaning was staggering

That Bunter kuew—or fancied he
knew—something, Harry could not
doubt; his extracrdinery antics through
that morning made it plain coough.

Ho understood now the fat Owl's

myvstorious remarka to Benor  Dinz.
That those remarks Lad made the
Spanizvd wneasy and

suspicious, he
knew—ar, rather, they hadp sharpened
the uncastness and suapleion be alveady
felt, Now the fat Owl’s secret meaning
wa3a clear.

Bunter blinked at him through his big
spoctacles anxiously ; he blinked at the
simt door as if dreading to see it slido
open angd rveveal the face of Rawlings
locking in.

“LCatch on ¥ whispered Bunter.

“You mad idiot!” pasped Wharton
at last. “Did you go lo sleep on deck
and dream this ¥

“0Oh, really, Wharton ”

“1 ean Sﬁ*& 3'&11]¥3_m1ievﬂ it,” said Harry
mere peotly. “ DBut 1t's mad and 1m-
possible ! YWou must have dreamed it 1"

Bunter opened his fat lips to repli.;
then some sound -:.-auglht, his ear and he
jumped with alarm, Instead of answer-
ing. he took the stump of pencil again
and wrote

“You silley phool ¥

Harry Wharton smiled. The first
shoek of Bunter's statement had startled
and almost horrified him: now, how-
ever, he was recovering from that shock,
and Banter's remarkable spelling pro-
dured its natural effect.

Bunter, unaware that Lis spelling was
remarkable, bLlinked at him in angry
astonishment. It was not & laughing
mnatter, o far as Bunter could see,

“What arc you grinning at!"” ho
hissed. *Look here. Wharton—-=" The
fat juniev remembercd caution and
broke off again. Taking the stump of
pencil, he wrote :

*1 never dreemed it. I herd them.”

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“It's impossible ¥ he said. **What-
evor they are. they couldn't—they
wonldn't——  You're potiy to fancy
such a thing ™

Bunter wrofe again hastily :

Wisper |"

Herry  Whartion  lavghed.  Really,
Runter's orthography was enough to
muke a stone image laugh.

“¥Yon cackling idiot I hissed Dunter.
“IDon’t you believe mo??

Wharlon shiook his head again.

“1 can't 1™ he answered.

“Are you going to Ict them—"
Bunter broke ¢il as caution supervenced,
and scribbled :

“Lwiet, vou ploel!

MAre you gowing to let thow robb
hinsi”

“1 tell you it's all robt!” said Harsy
impatiently. “You must have gone o
gleep and dreamed it Is that all you
think you heard "

That Dunter had gone to sleep in &
deckchair and had a nightmare, sccmel
s probable explupation to Iiavey
Wharten. DBut he was conscious of o
feeling of lurking uncasiness. Dunter's
statoraent, on the foce of it, was Iu-
eredible. DBut it was clear tbot he
believed it himself: it was not one of
his faneifnl fabrications. It was possible
that further details might make the
thing «learer, ono way or the other.

The fat junior nodded: opened his
lips, closed them sgain: and scribbled
once more. Wharton's cyes followed
the scrawling pencil:

~ Rorlings said he had secen it, wods of
it, English and French bankuoaia io
tho wollet.*”

Harry Wharton compressed his lips o
little. The detail of English and
Frenchi banknotes was not one likely
to have cccurred to Bunter of his own
volition, If he had dreamed or
imagined the whole thing, be would
have been more likely to think of
Spanish banknoles in poszzession of w
Spaniard.

Bunter blinked at him eagerly

IIo could mot let the matter re:sl
where it was: and he darcd not fake
the slightest rizk of drawing Rawlings'
cves upon ham, MHis only resource was
to get rid of his burden by shifting it
on to another fellow's shoulders
(Cortainly, Wharton's were better able
to bear it than DBunter's, if ho was
fﬂiw,vinced of the truth of the stavtling
ale.

“ Any moro® asked Horry quietlr.

The fat Owl retlected for o momoent
or two: and scribbled :

“Rorlings said the munny wasn's
reoly his wverry likely. The captin
1sn't to kne {ill after they’ve pott 1,
and then he will stand in with them
and putt him ashore on Marjoca.”

Wharten breathed harder,

Generally, when Billy Bundter added
deigils to & yarn, it made thaot yor
mare and more smprobable. But in
thiz case tho added details added (o
the probahility.

Harry Wharton wrinkled lus brows
in thought. DBunlce watched him wiith
almost anguished cagerness. The onp-
i;in of the Greyfriare Remove spoke gt

5t.

“Is Compton of the Fifthh in it™ hle
asked.

That was a test guestion! For
whether Valentine Compton was mixoed
up in smuggling, or not, he was utterly
incapable of Eeiug mixed up in &
dustardly robbery, and Wharton was
as certain of thot oz he was certain of
hiz own honesty.

If, therefore, Buntor answered that
Compton of the I'ifth knew anything of
the plot to rob the Spaniard, 1t would
prove that the whole thing was moon-
shine, and that ho need tako no furihes
liced of it at all

Tut Bunter shook kis Lipasd
prompily.
Had luz answer beem o the

allirmative, Ilarey Wharvton would have
dropped the matter there and then.

But his answer was an cmphalic
nuvgativo.
“I¥d  they mention bim:"” asked
Harry.

Bunter nodded.
*What did they i

say
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** 1 say, Wharton,*” sald Bunter.
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* I think it might make me sleepy to have a walk on deck. Come along with me, whl £s

you? ' A pillow swept through the air and canght him on a fat ear. Biff | ** Ow | " gasped the fal Removite, fairly

tottering, ** Beast! Rofter! Ow}!?®

T T S T T T 0 0 0 0 T 5 T T T N e e :

Bunter had recomrse to the peneil
aTain.

“PRoviings =aid that yung ?u!culigm
and the skoolboys wood be Lept in tae
dark.”

T Anything clse ™

Punier serawled:

“I1o snid they wood only kne he had
neen teken ashore.™

Thoro was a souwn)! of o gong, It
was the signal for Junch., Tor the first
time on record Buater passed such a
sipnal unhegded. . .

»1 say, you keow all abeoub it now™
he whispered. *“I—=I can’t do any-
thing, If—if—if yon can. old chap—"

“It can’t be terne!” said ITorry
slenely. © I=I don’t know what to think.
But—you ean't do anything, that’'s a
ccrt. Leave it to me.”

“afind, you'vo responsible,”  zaid
Bunter. “I've told you, and %--:rn knoww
now. I—T say, that man Rawhings iz a
fearful villain, I say——"" Ha broko
off, and sevawled again, That fiy-leaf
of tho “Holidey Annual ™ was begin-
ning to look ratier like a map by this
tim.

#71 beleeve ho wood have pitched me
nvarbord if he had kovt mo lost nite!
1I¢ is o pheerful villin.”

" Fathead I said, Iarry.

Thera was a tramp of fech,
Chovey's voice was haared :

“ Halle, halle, halle! Temble up!”

Bunter spapped  the " Eeliday
Auanal * shat.

“Wou know now 1™ he said.

And ho rolled ous of tho stateacom.
Moo that iz burden was off his fas
mind he was feelinz relioved,

Harry Wharton febowned him mare
slowly.

arl Dol

Ha folt as if his brain was almest in
a whirl. e did not, and could net,
believe that so dastardly a plot had
been hatched between the steward and
tho mate of the Firefly. And yet—

Obvioosly Bunter c¢ould not have
dreamed sl} this! He could not have
mmvented it] His terrified earnestness
waes a proof that he had not invented
it, if that was needed.

Was it true?

The captain of ilhe Greyiriars
Removo simply did not know what to
think. Unless he was obeolutely

cortain of it, he could do nothing And
he was far from being absolutely ceriain,
Yet he could not discard the matter gs
impossible or ineredible. Ha could do

nothing! Nothing except keep on the
alert, and ascertain from hiz own
obzervation whother ihers was any-

thing in it

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFTER.
Up to Wharton !

ON GUZMAN DIAZ joined the
party at the luncn table in the

saloon.

Captain Compton camic down to
funch, but. a: wsual. bis stay was brief,
ITe exchapred a few civil words wiih
{he Spaniard, horvdly spohe fo anyone
clse, and wert back to the bridge.

Valentine Cempton, however, talkied
freely and  ploasantly  with  Don
Guzman,

Four members of the famous Co, wereg
in  cheery spivita and they otned
cheerily in the talk cvery wnow and
then.

My, Swain did net appear: anil
Wharton could uot heln thoe thoughi

coming into his mind that tho bulldeg
inate shrank from eating ot the some
tahle as his intended wvictim. That
thought coming inveluntarily, showed
Wharton how decep an ubnpression
Bunter's strunge tale had made on hun.

Lvery now and then be glanced as
Bawlings.

Dut tho smooth, sleck face of the
sleward told him nothing, Rawlings,
to all appearance, was tha dutiful,
attentive steward and nothing mare,

If there was, indeed. a plot o
administer a drug to the Spaniard, it
was casy cnough for Rawlings. Don
Guzmin would naturally take coffes
with his eigar after loach, and the
coffee would be made and served hy
the steward. Kasy cpough, if ho woa
villsin enogeh, bot was he? 1t was
almost impossable for the Greylriacs
schoolbey to believe it.

Bunter, now tiat ha bad handed taa
vesponzibility  on  Whatlon, Wh
obwiously relieved, I theve was auy-
thing ro he dons, it was up to lhe
L'[l:i.lf:-ﬂin of tiio Remove, and Liunter
willingly lefi 1t at that.

Don Guzman gave the Geeviviars
fellows A  degeription  of  the  aw
bombing of '."rIm]ri(iJh;.r Cioneral Franco's
forecs. Evidently he had been through
it: though ho made ne reference to
any part he might have playved himselt
in the civil war. But when o spoke of
vie black Afviecan troops emploved by
the rebel pgeneral against his own
countrynmien, hjs eyes flashed and his
teeth  gleamed  under hiz  blaek
monstache  in a way wihich sellicicnily
showed on which side his sympathy
1av. But that waz only for a momen
av two; then he wos the smiling Dian

T1e Macxer Ligpany.—No. 1,207,
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again, cheertu! and composed. But that
he belonged to the losing side, and was
a fugitive from the victors, the juniors
did not doubt.

They Lknew too little about Bpanish
effairs to have any deocided opinion
about the rights or wronpgs of the eivil
war; in fact, they rather regarded it
us o sort of onee of Kilkenny eatel Dus
they rathor Lked Dan Guzman, who
eeemod a w:r&mmtmus onnd agreeable

old bean rtainly they were glad
that he had been rescued and was on
his way to eafety in & foreign
country.

Lunch over, Valentine Compton went
up to join his uncle on the bridge. Don
Guzmar sat on the big settes in the
snloon, and Rawlngs placed a box of
cigars ot his side, cne of which he
promptly lighted. -

As the juniors had no doubt that,
aceording to- the Spanich custom, the
spnor inténded to take a siesta after
the morl, they prepared to leave him
to it.

Billy Bunter rolled away to the deck
ta talke a nap in & deckehair; a siesta
being Billy Bunter's happy custom, too.

Rawlingas brought eoliee to the senor.

Harry arton stood by the piano
loocking over tho music as an exouse
for lingering. His heart was beating
anpleasantly

f Buuter's tale wns true there wns a
drug mixed in the fragrant coffes, which
Henor Diaz was sipping, vnder his eyes.

Was it truet . .

Wharton could not believe it. He
simply  could not!  According to
Bunter, the senor was to bae dr:ﬁg&d
after lunch, and londed, while he siept,
i1 o boat, on the shore of Majorea.

Tho drug itself, no doubt, would bo
harmless encugh—simply a strong sleep-
ing draught, to keep the man quiect
while he was disposed of.

Was it true? It wes not. and couid
not be, and yet—— Unless he knew, he
could do natiing—-—nnd he did not know.
MNothing in the coffes, at all events,
roused any suspicion on the part of the
Spaninrd, and he had already shown
that he was n suspicious and wary man.
He sipped the coffen several times, then,
ns it cooled, he finished the cup, emok-
ing his cigar the while.

The powerful aroma of that cigar was
not particularly grateful or comforti
to tie healthy lungs of the juniors. Bo
Cherry and Johnny Bull went on deck.

Frank Nugent ond Ilurree Jamecl
Ram Singh waited for Wharton. But
the captain of the Remove continued to
turn over the music on the piano.

“Looking for somothing, old beani”
asked Frank.

“0Oh, just leoking it lhr{mghi" gaid
Harry. “Wait for me, Franky."”

“Right-ho 1" _

“There will be no one in the saloon,
senor,” Rawlings was seying, as he
placed some cushiors for the Bpamish
gentleman  “ The voung gentlemen will
be on deck. You can make vourself
somiortable here, senor

“Grocias I said Don Guzman.

He had finished the coffes, and Raw-
lings teok away the erockery DBut he
sat finisling his cigar, leanming back
on the sottee. It was n large, roomy
ceflpe, and evidently attracted the
Spanizsh gentleman for his siesta.

Nupgent whispered in Wharton's ear:

“ Retior clear, old chap, the old bean
would like to go to sleep. ¥You know
Spaniards do, aftor tiffin"

“Phe clearfulness iz the proper
E&pe}- 1 murmured Hurreo Jamset Bam

gl

“Just a bick 1™ eaid Harry.
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Von Guzman finished his cigar. Whar-
ton's eves lingered on him. DMr. Disz
looked a little drowsy, but that was
only natural.

Wharton moved away at last. The
thres juniors went up to the deck. Dob
Cherry and Johony Bull had badminton
rackets _and & shuttle, and were dis-
porting  themsolves cheerfully there-
with. E’gg&nt. took & racket, and the
Naboh Bhanipur followed his
ﬂznﬁuph, end joined Bob and Jobnny

ull,

Billy Buntor, npmwling in & deck-
chair, with his hat over his fat face to
kagf; off the sun, was going to sleep.

arry Wharion reinained standing
by the companion, deep .in thought. Ile
had no intention of remaining on deck.

He wat his friends for a fow
minutes, Then he went back to the
saloomn,

Having been loft in sole possossion of
that apartment, Don Guzman Diaz had
placed himself in & recumbent attitude
on the settee, his head resting on the
cushiona.

He was settling down to sleep, and
Wharton noted that he was carefull
arranging his wallet, to be underneat
him when he elept. x

Whether he suspected designs on that
wallet or not. he was spo arranging 1t
that it could not possibly be touched
without awskening him—that is, of
course, if he fell into a normal slumber.

If he was drugged his precautions
were not likely to be of much avail

Harry Wharton, moving quietly,
looked over the bookshelves, ss if 1n
scarch of a volume. There weore three
or four dozen volumes there, and he
locked at themn one after another.

The &panish geotloman did not
appear to observe him. But Wharton
observed the Spamsh gentleman very
Lkeenly with the corner of his aye. >

Don Guzman’s eyes were closed, his
head heavily sunk in the cushion. Ho
was already asleep—and looked fast
asleep. DPut there was nothing in that
—it was only what waa to be expected.

But one thing was certain. If Raw-
l[ings had. as Bunter declared, designs
on the wallet, the time for action was
not far off now Wharton did not, and
could not. Enow how matters stood, but
he wouid know when he saw the staward
make & move—if the steward did make
& move. ;

There waa a soft step in the saloon.

“Excuee me, sir "—it was Rawli
quiet voice—"can I help you find ¢

bool you want, siri"
“No, that's all right, thanlks!” an-

swored Harey, “Just looking them
throngh.”
“Very good, sirl”

Rawlings hovered about the saloon.
Ha flicked dust hore and there, removed
an nshtra and rearranged some
flowars. arton. affecting to forget
his cxistence, loocked at the books, one
aftor another.

He knew—or, rather., he felt in his
bones—that the staward was waiting for
him to go. Why? )

“Excuse me, #ir,” came Rawlings'
voica again, after about ten minutes.
“If you have mo objection, sir, would
vou mind joining your friends on deck?
1 am afraid Mr. Dizz may be disturbed,
gir.” Rawlings coughed apologetically.
“Captain Compton has instructed ma
ta show him every possible considera-
tion.” :

Wharton's heart beat painfully.

Tle had =aid to himself that &f
Puanter's tale was true he would know
wlien Rawlings made a move, Nawlhngs
wins making B move Row.

The Greviriars jupior forced himself
1o answer casuallvs

“That's all right, Rawlingﬁu Tll be
carcful not to wake Mr. Diez. He
seems to be jolly sound wmsleep, any-
wa:j;.“ ) :

“The gentleman is herdly in his usual
health, sfter his terrible experiences,”
said Rewlings, "1 think you heard mo
t&il I:rim‘fthat no one wimﬂd be in t!hﬁ
suloon. You young gentlemen gepera
go oo deck 3ii:r.nmls-a:ljm.»:znlj*. May 1 ns
¥ou, gir, to join your friends above 1"

Wharton's lips sot. What Rawlings
said was correct; and no doubt ha was
puzzled and put out by Wharton
romeining in the saloon, instead of
going up at onco, &3 was his custom.

But ho had no intention of E&ing. It
did not matter a straw to Rawlings
whather he remained 1n tho salocon or
not—unless he had secrot dosigns on the
wallet. And if he had, it ehowed that
the man on the settee was drt::;;ged for
otherwise, he would resist an call for
help the moment a thievish hand
touched his property. And whatever

art be played by captain and erew, tho

rayiriars follows cortainly would E]M*Gr
rushed to his aid at onco.

“Come, come, sirl” murmured Baw-
lings, as Harry did not speak.

“1 shan't disturb Mr, Diaz, Raw.
lings,” said Harry quiatllyl'. “And, at
present, I prefer to stay hero.”

L1 RE-B,H}H H!ri-ﬂ_” . :

“Logve it ot that, Rowlings,” sad
Wharton, and he turned his back on the
steward, cutting short any further dis-
Ccussion.

He heard the man draw o desp broath
behind him. A faint snort ceme from
the Spaniard on the settee, Lvidently
he was deop in sleep now. ;

More and more it was foreed into
Wharton's mind that it was a drugged
sleep He was not sure yot—Dbut Lo wns
growing surel Grimly he waited for
Rawlings to wake another move.

Ho knew that the man waa hesitating
—puzzled, irritated, and taken aback.
If his design was what Wharton now
could not help believing that it was,
he had to get rid of the Greyfriars
junior—an unexpected and unlooked-for
obstacle in his woy., How was he going
to do itt :

The steward, certainly, could not
order him out of the cabin. Had he
thought of doing so, the junior would
have contemptucusly disregarded him,
The captain cauld do eo, or the mate.
According to Bunter, the captain was
not 10 the scheme-—not yot. He was to
be faced with the accomplizhed fact
after the robbery had taken place, when
the two rascals expected him to stand in
with them, and carry out the rest of tho
schems. The fact that they counted on
it wae fairly good proof that thoy could
count on it with confidence. Still, so
far, Captain Compton was ignorant of
the &affair, and the steward could not
call on him for aid at the .moment.
Only Mr. Swain was available for that
putpose.  If the mate come down, and
on some pretoxt or other ordered the
schoolboy out, he weould have to go.
Was that going to be Rawlings' pame?

if s0. he would go up and speak to
the mate ! i ) i

Wharton waited, idly glancing over
tha booka.

That his thoughts had followed the
same lines as the steward’s was hardly
to be doubted when Raowlings, after o
Eauﬁa, turnod nway and went up to the

cck. ;

As well as if the man had told him
Harry Wharton knew that be had gone
to put the diffiecnlty up to Mr. Swain.
The last shrad of doubt was gone from
his mind now Bunter's tale was truel

Harry Wharton set his lips, hard.

Ths moment the stoward had disap-



pearcd ho ciepped swildly across the
saloon, grasped the Spaniard by the
shouldzr, end shook him roughly.

o did ot speak, but he shoolk hard.

Tho man Jdid nat wake,

His head sagged heavily on  the
cnshions, and lie gbmn.thﬂn:] stertorously.
But his eyea did not open.

The juntor shoek, and sheok again.
But the wau did nob wake, Ha could
nob walke, Wharten knew now that he
was drugeed.

He stood, with beating heart.

In a few miputes, he would have te
leave tho spot. Then—the robbery of
the irsensible man, to be followad by
landing himn on a Spanish shove,
perhaps to fall inte the haonda of his
enemics thero

Wharton clenched hiz hands desper-
ately, Iorce was on the side of the
vraszeale, i he drove them to throw up
aippeamnms and usa it. What covld he
dal
_Heo had brief timo to think. Brief
fime to sct.  But his thoughts raced,
and his actions were swift. He rolled
the unconscious man a littie aside, so
that ho conld reach tho wallet buckled
to his belt—the wallet which, he had
na doubt now, was stacked with bhanl-
notes, on whieh the steward's grecdy
vre had fallen, Swiftly, he uwnbuelled
ihie wallet fromm the belt, and replaced

tho insensible man in  his  former
DOIILEC,
Standing was &

beside the piano
rrocn-panted  wooden tullj:-, conlaining
en cerramental palm, e tilted the
tuly, and slipped the leather wallet
underncath it,

The bottom of the tuly had an iren
ries, to keep it clear of the floor.
Inside that civenlar rim waz ample
spaco.

Ha drapped the palm-tub bael over
the wallet. It was completely hidden
from sight; aud certainly no one was
likely to think of looking for it there.

With bealing heart, but with a calm
face, the Greyiviars junior stepped back
to ihe bookesse, and wasz standing
thore, looking through the books, when
the steward camo down, followed by
Ay, Bwain,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprising Disappearance !

ARRY WHARTON did not turn
biz head, as the steward entered
the saloon, followed Ly tho mate
of the Firefly. He alfected to be

heenly occupied in his search for &
nook. Ile wondered, sarcastically, what
pretext the mate was going to invent
for tuwrning bim out.

Now that tho wallet wos safe, and
tho design of the two unscrupulous
rascals defeated, he had no desire to
remain; but he found & rather grim
amusement in giving the rascals all the
trouble he could. Without locking
round, he knew that Rawlings was
scowling at the back of his head—and
ho heard the mate's surly grunt,

" Hore, yu:um:.gi_l feller-me-lad [
had none of the sleel: smoothness of
the steward. “I hear* that Rawlings
has asked you to get out of this, and
loave Mr. Diaz to havo his nap. Clear
cut on deck !

Had it been Captain Compton, no
donbt Lo would have contrived to put
more tact into it. DBut there was little
tact in tha rmﬁh-ﬁamd mate of the
Firefly. Ho addressed the Greyfriavs
junier, & guest on the vacht, almost as
e mirhkt have spalien to o deek-hand.

Wiharten facked reund at him,

Swain
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“Did you speak lo me, Mr Swainit”
he ashked,

“Deaf 1" gkruntﬂd the mate.

"No, thanks™

“"Well, clear out_ of this” said
Swain. “Why the Davy Jones can't

¥ou go on deck with the others? Lot
the dago have the place till he's had
his snooge out,™

“I hardly think I'm disturbing him,
Mr, Bwain I said Havry mildly., “IHo
seems to bo quite fast asleep.”

“Well, look bhere, get out'™ grunted
Swain.

Harry Wharton almost langhed.
Appearances had to be hkept up; but
Bill Swain was no great hand at keep-
ing up appearanees e looked as if
lie would grasp the junior, and run him
necl: and crop out of the salpon, if he
did not jump to it. Wharton, having
vather more regard for sopprarances
than the bulldop mate, deecided to get
3 mOove on.

“Oh, all vight 1" he =aid.

. He picked up s book and went out
into the mmpmim:-—ﬂawfin%f atching
him like a cat, Swain rather like &
E&?-’l%ﬁ bulldog.

Half-way wp the stair, howover, he
turned back and ealmly re-entered the
saloon,  Rawlings breaihed havd: and
Swain gave o sort of inarticulate growl.

Unheeding both, the junior put the
book back into the bockease, as if he
had decided that he did net want
it, after all. Then, with intentional
slowness, he strolied out of the =aloon
ngein, ond this time he went on deck,
Iie had irritated Mr. Swain almost to
the point of prabbing him by the collar.

But he wat gone at last, and Rawl-
ings shut the door after him. There
was a emile on s face as he walked
on the sunny deck.

His friends were playing badminten
there.  There was bardly space fox
badminton, but there was voown for a
game "“of sorts,” as Bob Cherry de-
seribed it, and the juniors were enjoy-
m%}ha gamo of “sorts™

illy Bunter, in a deckchair by Lhe
rail, snored peaccfully. Two or thres
of the crew were on deck., Captain
Compton was on  the bridge, his
nephew there with him: and the lattor
was watehing thoe juniors’ game, with
o smiling and cheerful face.

Huarry Wharton felt o pacg as hae
glanced up at the handsomo, pleasant
face of Gum{bt.cm of the Fifth.

What would Compton have felt—had
he known? Obvigusly, he had uot the
faintest suspicion of whoat wos going
on, Neither bad his uncle, so far—
Wharton conld see that. The steward
and Mr. Bwain had their secret to them-
selves, so far os the aftev-zuard of the
Firefly was concerned. What would
Valentine Compton havo thought—and
done ?

Wharton hardly knew., Even if he
was, 83 Wharton dreaded to believe,
mixed up in o smuggling enterprise,
under his unele’s influence, only too well
Ilarvy knew how he would have blazed
out in anger and indignation, had he
snspected  what  his  associates  had
planned.

But Compton, after all, was power
less. His uncle commanded the Ficefly:
and i he stood in with the two
scoundrels below, the Fifth Former had
no more power in his hands than
Wharton bhad, or any other schoolboy on
hoavd. fierce and Dbitter guarrel,
between unele end nephew, could have
lLeen the only outeome.

Captain and crew were hand-in-glove
together; and all the power was in the
hands of the eaptein—if he stood iv
with hia eonfedorples. Apd Wharton

25

hed no doubt ihat he wenld. It was
useless for Rawlings and Swain to lay
their schemes to get hold of the wallet
of banknotes, unless tho captain saw
them through, They left him out of the
echeming; but they were going to [aco
him with the accomplished fact, and he
would “stand in.” They knew that he
would, or they would net havo tuken
the chance. And Wharton knew it, too,

Bilenco was his cue.

Iie had zaved the wallet. In theen
very moments, the two raseals in the
saloon wero tasting defeat and dis-
a ppointment.

It was futile—werse than futile—io
couse bitter trouble between Compton
and the captain, and to cover the hand- -
some Fifth Former with shame, as with
a garmcnt.

To prevent a erimo had been Hariy
Wharton's first thought. But, almost as
strong, was his de=ire to epars Valen-
tino Compton the disgrace and shome
and biller humiliostion of Lnowing
what ho Enew,

From below a sound of muttering
volees eame to his cars.  Ho maoved
away, and dropped into a deckchair
besido Bunter,

IH1a cyes wevs on the companion door-
way, with a fuint amuzement in them.

The rascals must have looked for the
Bpaniard’s wallet before this. They
must have missed 15, What would they
imagine had becorme of 1?7 Wharton
found a rather sardonic cnterizinment
in piciuring their thoughts and feel-
ings. Ile could guess how puzzled,
perplexed, and utterly beaten and on-
raged they would bo.  Pessibly, they
would faney that Don Guzman had con-
cealed the wallet eomewhere=—in hia
slate-room, perhaps, instead of carrying
it hidden nnder his goant, as usual.
Whatever they faneiod, they were not
fikely to guesa that it was under the
palm-tub ot their wvery elbows.

There was a tramp of feet in the
companion, ot last. AMre. Bwain came
out on deck, with a lowering brow,

Wharton watched him, emiling, ss he
swung up scowling to the bridge. llawl
lings remaincd below, doubbless still in
search of that elusivo wallet.

ITarry notieed that Valenline Compe
ton glanced euriously at the male, as
if surprised by his black ond ecowling
brow. Swain did not speak to hin. Ho
stood leaning on the rail, scowling ot
the blue Meditcrranean. The capiain
ave him o eareless glance.

Obviously, thoe wallot had net heen
found, and the rascals could nob goess
what had becomo of ib.

They wore not lilkely, in the cirrum-
stances, to carry on with tho rost of
the scheme. The Firefly would have
had to turn at least sixty miles ont of
her course to land the Bpaniard on
blajorea. Captain Compton, no doubt,
would have done =zo had he stood in
with his aszcciates to share the piunder,
Now there was no plunder to be shared.

Indeed, o far from desiving to get
rid of Don Guazmnan, it was probable
that Hawlings would be anxious to keop
him on heard until he discovered what
had become of the wallet.

Wharten eould only wonder what s
tleck raseal would do. l’m[:r:.hlgr. in his
uiterly unexpected disappointment and
defent, Rawhings did nol know what ta
do, and was completely ot a loss. Ono
ihing, ot lcast, was certaing his
thievish fingers were nob going to touch
the wallet of banknotes.

About balf an hour later, Valentino
Compton weont to his statcwoon,  Then
Harry Wharton heard his weice, n
sarprized tones, _
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“What do ron want, Rawlings? What
are you leoking for "

Wharton euppressed a cluckle. e
Fad no doobs that Rawlings was search-
ing Don Guzman's bunk. i the hopeo of
discovering a wallet hidden there!

He did not hear Rowlings' reply. But
a few minutes afterwards, the steward
came on deck. Harey Wharton was
apparcntly watching the brown, patched
aai? of o scheoner in the distance, run.
ning down to the Balearies. But the
corner of his eye wos on Rowlings.

The eleck, plump [ace was cool and
controlled, but the eyos were glinting,
the lips sot; and it was easy for Whar-
ton to read tho suppressed rage and
chagrin within, ;

Rowlings eame round the deckehairs,
peering among them, and the Grey-
friars junior very nearly laughed. The
mystorious  disoppearance of  the
Spaniard’s wallet utterly puzzled and
baflled the sleek rascal; and, appar-
ently, it had entered his mind that Don
Cuzman might bave dropped it, un-
noticed, while on deck thet morning.
Considering how watchful and wary the
Spanish gentloman was with the wallet,
it was rather improbable; but Rawlings
sgimply did not know what to think, or
where to look.

“Locking for anvthing, Rowlings
asked Marry easually.
Rawlinga breathed hard.

“Yes, sir! I have dropped a note-
caso—I ecan't find it below—I think I
must have dropped it while on deck.”

“I'll help you look ™

“Dh, don't trouble, sir!" enid Raw-
lingz hastily, If what he wns in search
of was there, he certainly did not want
the Greviciars junior to sce it

*No trouble at all,” =eid HHarry

politely, “I'll help you with pleasure,
Rawlings I ) )
And he got out of his deckchair, and

glanced round about—aflecting not to
observe the black look which Hawlings,
for o moment, was unable to control.

The fdagnet

Nothing, however, was found on fhe
deck., Billy Bunter, fast aslecp in his
chaiz, snorcd on placidly, Hawlings
lovked at him.

Bunter, as it happened, was sealed in
the deckehair that Bencr Dinz had
oceupied that morning, and there wers
o ecouple of cushions on it—under the
fat Owl.

Wharton, with great amuszement,
rneseed what was in the steward's mind.
If that wallet had somchow beconme do-
tached from Don Guzman's belt—as,
after all, was possible—it might have
becn left i the deckehair when be vose,
out of sight emong the cushions.

Aud the fat Owl of Greyfriars was
fast psleep on those cushions. DBunter
had rather & lot of leeway to make up
in the matter o sleep. He was going
strong, his snore maling o more or less
musical accompanimont to the thirob of
tho engincs.

Roawlings shook the fat junior by the
gnonlder.

1™ came from Bunter.

“ Grooogh

“Would rou mind moving a moment,
gir,” asked HRawlings, “whilo I lool
under your chair for somethive, sic?”’

L1 Urrgh !II

Bhakle, shakel

“Grooogh! DLegeo! "Tain™t rising-
bell, you boast!™ came o gruot from
Bunier.

“If you pleaso, gipe——"

" Groogh 1M Billy Bunter’s eres
opencd, and he blinked nnirily through
his big spectacles. “Liook here, Bob
Chetry, you beast—— Oh{™ He
jumped as he saw the steward. “ Keep
off, you brast! Help! Keep him off 1
Yarooooh ¥

Bunter fnirly bounded out of the deel-
chair,

Rawlings stared at bim blankly. Why
the sudden sight of him seared the fat
Owl, he could not begin to guess.

“"What is the maticr—"" he bogan.
“What—="

“Ow! Keep him off, Wharton t"
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Gd. for kRl movihs,

yelled Davter. 1 :ay, vou fellvws—
O erikoy 1 Billy Bunter voshed neross
tho declk, getting on the other gide of
the badminton players.

Rawhnga blinked after him.

““Iz that boy mad?" he ejaculaied.

“You seem to have startled him,”
enid Hazrry, loughing. “I'll move the
chair, Bawlings, and you can look under
it for your noteense.”

Wharton pulled the chair aside, Ia
wos guite well awaro that Rewhnga
wanted to leck, not wnder tho chaiv
but under the epshions on the chair. 8o
he pulled the declehair guite out of the
steward's reach.

Rawlings made o pretence of scanning
the deel. Then he stepped towards the
declichair. 1 the wallot was there ot
all, it was hidden in the cushions, for i1k
certatnly was not in sight. Rawlings
picked up tho chair, folded it with the
cushions inside, ané carvied it bodily
down into the saloon.

Alout a minute later. Wharton, loung-
ing at the companion, heard his voieo
from below, He wos muotiering impre-
cationz. Evidently e hod locked
through the cushiona &z soon as he had
thera out of sight—without any lucl.
Harry Wharton chuckled and walked
sway. Lhe remarks the bofied rascal
was maling weroe really not sutiable for
a schoolboy’s cara,

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton’s Trust !

£i ALK about Rip wvan Winkle!”
eaid Bob Cherry.
“Or Buanter 17
Mugoent.
“0r the jolly old Beven Slecpers!”
said Johnny Bull.
The juniors, when they eame down to
E.:a, Elum:.nd with some amusement at
an G

prinnad

inzman Diaez.

Stretched on the setteo, his head rest-
ing on the cuzhions there, the Spaunizh
gentleman was ebill fost azlecp.

“Bome siesta !™ soid Bob., **He's still
snoozing.

“The snoozefalness i1s terrifie I

"Won't yvou wake Linn for tea, Raw-
lings " asked Bob.

“'Oh, better led him have his slfrn;ja aul,
gir 1" =zaid Rawlings. He was uot likelv
to expluin that Don Guzman could uem
possibly have been awakened. * Pleza
don't dizturh him."’

Billy Bunter gave Harry Whatten a
startled blink. He knew, as Wharlon
Lkpnew, why the Spaniard waa sleoping
so soundly. But the fat Ouwl e=aid
nothing. Ile had put it np to the cap-
tein, of the Rlemove: and he left it st
that. His chief anxiety was, thnt Eaw-
lings ehould not dizcover that he linew
an?thing Punter gove lus attention 1o
the foodstufls.

Wharton noticed that
Compton  glanced curiously at  the
Sponiard when he eame down, Dut thie
Greyirinre I'ifth Former had not the
remotest suspicion of the true state of
alfaire, and there was no rcason why
the resencd man ehould not have his
sieep out, if he liked. KEe made no
rematk.

Don Guzman hed not stirred whon the
Grevfriars fellows wenl hack to the Jdock
after tea.

Harry Wharton did not leave the
enloomn. '

He sat in & chair near the seitee, wiith
the *“"Holiday Aonoual™ open ou his
Lnces,

Volentine
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The fiy-leaf en which Bunter had
seribliled in that © Heliday Anuuel,”™
had been torm out, and carefully
dropped over the rail. But Wharton
had dreawn o hint, from Billy Bunter’s
extraovdinary  method of conveying
informartion. YWhen Rawlings was gone,
hi: took out a poneil, and wrote a line
in capital letiers along the top of &
I:I':I::'..,_"i?‘...

Billy Bunter lingered after the other
fellows had pgene, Having blinked
Fomd very cautiously to make sure that
Rawhngs wae: not ia the ofing, he
approached Wharton and whispeved :

“*Have they got 147"

“Shut wup, vou blitherin
preathed Whareton,  "It's ol
Leave 1t to me !

" Yos; but, I say—-"

“ (et out M

“All right! Duot, T =ay e

“Ts thot Rawlings coming I

“Uh erilioey 1!

Bunter was out on deck almozt in a
L.

Havry Wharlon grinned and resumed
reading  the “lloliday Ansuzl” But
lnr was nol giving that attractive pulli-
cavon the auention ik deserved. He
wus keeping an eye on the sleeper on
the zettec.

1aow long the efocr of Lthe drug would
Jast, he could not, of course, puess. Dui
be had no doubt that 1t would not last
niieh longer.

The Spanizsh gentleman stirved onee
or twice, thongh his eves did not open.
What was gomg to happen when he
cang fo?

Rawhngs and his confederate  had
heen driven to the conclusion that. the
wallet was either lost, or hidden, by its
owier i some gecure spot. They could
uot, in the eirenmsztances, come to any
other conelosion,

Bt Ay, Dinz, of course, would miss
it at once. ‘There was ne doubt that,
us zoon as he awakened, hiz dusky hand
would go to that wallet, to make sure
ihat it was safe,

Harry Whavten had thought oul that
little problem, and decided what to do.
ITe could ouly hope that Don Guzman
wonld be guick on (he uptake. Trom
what he had zeen of Ium that dav, he
had judged kim io be an cextremely
keon and wary man.

With onte ove on  the " Holiday
Ammual,”  and  the other on  the
Spaniard’s swovily face, Wharton saw
the black eyelashes flicker,

Senor Diaz was awakening.at last.

The Ilack cves opened; and the
Spunizrd rubbed them, staved, and sat
b As he did zo, Harry Wharton
hifled the ®Heliday Annual,” and dis-
plased the page ve had wrilten on,

“Look at that, Mr. Diaz!" he said,
i guite & caspal tone,

Do Guzman stared at the pencilled
T i eapiral lotters along the top of
e oponft page. .

fle ga¥e a couvnlsive start

1is- th epened—but it shut again!
Livr ha ebared ot what he reed:

@.m 1H
vight !

“Eay mothing ! Your wallet iz safe,
Livlden gader b palm-lub ! You have
boen domgged T Silenee 1Y

Den Gurozan Diaz drew a deep, deep
breath. « For a moment, Wharton could
oty wonder what would be the out-
coone of thal stavlling communication.
i, the next, he yealised that the stoud
Spaviard was quick on the uptake.

My, Diaz did not speak. Ho slid his
hand nhder lis coat to feel at the back
of hiz helt, where the wallet had been
Eurelbed,

1§ hie might have deubied, if he might
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ha.rﬂe fancied that this was some extra-
ovdinary jest, that setiled the matier.

The wallet was gone! It could not
have beea taken from him without
awakening him, had his sleep been a
natural one, e needed no mere proof
than that, that he had been drugged,
And a glance at: the skylight showed
him that the sun was sciting—ihat he
had been asleep all the afferncon.

A grim look came over his swarthy
face for a second. Then he smiled: His
eyes flashed in the dirvection of the palm
Luit:; only zix feet away from where he
E2H A ;

But, to Wharton's relief, he made no
rnoveraent in the direction. Startled as
fe cdt‘l‘taillly wias, he had hanself well n

and,

Unly for a split sccoucd. his oves
flashed at the hiding-place of the wollet.
Then they turned on Wharton, with a
miite question, '

Whether Bawlings was in hearing or
not, Harry did not know, but he was
iaking no riska,

“You've had rather a long sleop.
siv 1™ he said.  * Perbaps you'd care to
walk on the deeck a bit—it’s fresher up
there.”

Dr. ‘i‘.':mz smiled. Undoubtedly he
was quick on the uptake, He knew that
the English schoolboy wished to speak
to him unheard. -

¥ 8i, si, senprito!” he said. “ Perhaps
yvou will 56 kindly give me one hand to
the deck—I am not yet guite strong.”

“Cortainly, sir !

T R T i o 7 T SR By
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Paiting the “ Holiday Annual ¥ under
one arm, Wharton gave the other to the
stout Spanish gentleman, and helped
him up the compamon. He did not, as
o mmatter of fact, need much help, but
he knew the need of caution.

They came out on deck, in the glow
of the sunzet. Wharton led him to a
deckehalr by the -rail, where he, eat
down, the junior leaning on the rail by
his side. 3o long ag thoy $|1:u::1;e in low
voiges, thwy were out of lLicaring of
olliicr ears,

“MNow please to cxplain, =enorito ¥
murmured Don Guzman.

“ T ﬁlud you cavgh! on so gquickly,
sie 1 said Harry, in a low tone. * Ieep
vour eves open for the steward.”

“Entiendo 1 murmured Mr. Diaz
“ Already [ know that that hombre, he
is one bribon—ong picare! He look at
o wallet—yes!  Oh, yesl Very mueh I
know that he is one picaro.”

Evidently the Leen-witted Spaniard
had “sized up ® the steward of the
Firefly, and was on his guard against
him already—though not to the extent
of suzpecting the drug in the coffec.

“You koow now, sir, there was some-
thing in yonr coifes——-" :

P xow. too well T know hima!™ mur-
muared Ae. Diaz. " But vou—you shall
come to know, 1s it not ¥

R AR RN TR

“Some  lallk  was heard,  siv—the
steward and ithe mate=—tley're in it
togefleyr—"

" And el copiton—->"

“T can’t be sure ahout that. But—

vou minsl et trust him. You mmst g

% little that is left |
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on your guerd all the while you are on
this ship.™

“ Entiende 1* murmured Don Guzman.
T understand! 81, si, little sgenor!
Already T know I am on a ship where
all ig not, what you call, sgtmra‘f Yes,
it is with surprise that I fnd you and
vour friends with such a crew! O,
vos M

*“The eaptain’s nephew iz one of the
best, sir 1™ gaid Havey, “ He would feel
the same as 1 do about this. But you've
only io look et him to see that.

"5, sil 1 believe youl Buot el
capifan—what you call, a hard case—
oh, ves! I use my eyes on this ship ™
saicdd Don Guzman.

“ [ put the wallet under the palm tub,
to keep it safe till you came to, sirl”
went ol Harey in a murmur.  “ They've
beenn  szearching for ik, of course.
Rawlin fanecied wyou might harve
dropped it, and looked over the deck
for jt—>"

“ Muy bien ! grinned Mr. Diaz.

“It's safe where it is, for the present,
ai least. If they'd got it, they were
going to put you asheora at Majorea,
while you ware ttill unconscious. You
can be snre they'll try again—for the
Wikl o fr—"

“I1 believe you very much,” said My,
Diaz, “and if they know that I know so
much, perhaps I do not go ashore—
perhaps I fall ever a rail into the geat™

Hurry Wharton did not unswer that.
But at the back of his mind, wes a
ilrought that Rawlings, at least, was
capable of such a deed.

There was a long pause, while the
Spaniard sat with his swarthy brows
wrinkled in thought.

He spoke at last, in a low volee, with
a touch of emotion in jt:

“You are one noble youug caballero!
On this ship of picates, you I can trust|
All this so much money, it belong not
to me, but to friends who are ruined in
a civil war. I =ave it for them, the
5 You will guard it
for me, on this ship of raseals! i, si!
If I take it onco move, next time they
try this game, I am rob—perhaps put
iMito a sea to keep quict a tongue | "i?r:m
will {ake, and keep, in a pockef, and
lhen at Marseilles you give, and I take
itn o boat! Ves|™
Harry Wharton nodded.

“IF you care to trust it to me, Mr,
Diaz, T will keep it safo~—they will never
dreai of where it is. IF vou're syre——--"

¥ Cierte, cierto!  You put in & pocket
with much care! Next time the so good
steward give me some very good coffea,
he shall find nothing.”

Harry Wharton had thought of that
solution of the difficulty, but had not
cared to suggest it. Now that it ceme
from the Spanierd, however, ha was
glad to act on it. When, later, he saw

awlings come on deck, hn weni below,
and a few minutes later, the wallet was
loeleed up in his suiteaze in lis state-
I'O011.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Little Surprise for Rawlings
i B SAY, you fellows ™
Lilly Bunter squeaked up the
companton, in the sunny morning,
a eouple of deyva later.
“ Hallo, halle, hallg !
Bob Chevry roared «Jown.
“I say, what has the ship slopped
for ™ demanded Dunter.
“Ha, ha! DBeeausze it's anchored, old
fai boan.” 10
“'Well, what is it anchoied for?”
" Because il's stopped,™
“Yon =illv ags " linoted Banter,
Tig Magxer laprsny.—No. 1,507,
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He rolled en deck  He blinked round,
it beilliant sunshine, at a busy harbour
aud a white-walled eity. The Iirelly
liad been anchored some time in the
Larbour at BMarseilles, though William
George Bunter had heen too busy pack-
g away mmumerable breakfasts, one
after aupther, to notice that circun-
Etm]l:::.-ﬂi- ; |

“What's that pldce,
nsked  Bunter. =

" Marsoillos ! said Herry Wharton.

“@h, good!” said Bunfer. “Weo shall
get a run ashore hove, of course.”

“Bure to!” said Wharton.

“TlU tell vyou what," said Bunter,
“whenn we go ashore I'll stand you

you fellows:”

fcllowws a feed at the Dest restaurant

in the Cannon-ball. The only difficulty is
that I forgot to bring any money when
we started on this ciuise; but you can
lend me & few pounds, Mind, I'm going
to stand the feed! You can leave that
centively to me. All vou fellows will
havo to do s to lend me the money——"

“Movely that, and nothing moret”
chuckled Bob.

“Ha. ha, hal™

“Iialle, hallo, halla! Is the jolly old
Don going off first ¥ ashecd Bolw

Senor Diaz standing by the rail,
waved his hand te a shore boat; which
villed under the quarter of the Firefly.

Harry Wharton laughed,.

Rawlihgs, standing at a liltle disfance,
had his eyes fixed on the S8panish gentle-
man with an almost hawkish intentness.
Mr. Swain, on the bridge, was stari
at- him grimly, Captain Compton hgﬁ
gone ashore early, taking his nephew
with him, so they were not to be seen.
But. the steward and the mate were
watching Don Guzman Diaz, one like a
cat, the other like a bulldog.

Wharton, as be noted it, could ot
help lavghing.

Binca the affair of tvwe or three days
EIBO* Rawlings had certainly ascertained
that Dron Guzman was no longer carry-
ing his precious wallet attached to his
belt. As Mr. Ihaz bad mede no
allusion to it, he knew that it could not
Lhave been lest, The only possible con-
clusion to which he could come was that
the swarthy gentleman had concealed it
in some extremely safe spot, where it
was impossible for searching eyes to un-
carth if. :

But when he left the yacht, of conrse,
ho was certdin to take it with him. He
would have to go to that hiding-place
for it, as Rawlings supposed.

In his cager greed, Rowlings was not
heeding the juviors. He watched Mr,
Diaz like & cat, in the full expectation
that he would go below for that wallet,
And when he went, Rawlings was going
to follow and it was Mr. Swain's cue to
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zec that the Greyfriars fellows did not
leave the deck.

Harry Wharton was as well aware of
that as if Rawlings had told him. Bo,
no doubt, was Don Guzman, though his
smiling dusky face gave ho ¢lue to his
thoughts,

What desperate measures Rawlings
might have taken, had matters been as
he belioved, Wharton did not know.
Whatever thevy woere, they were not
going to be talzen, as matters were not
as Rawlings believed.

“Adios, little pgenors1” spid Don
Ciuzman, shaking hands with the school-
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boys, one after another. “It is a good-

bye, after so pleasant one vojage in so

happy & company. ¥os, I go to o shore

where friends wait for me. Adies !
““Good-bye, sir 1"

And, I:_uavingghaken hands all round a
second time, n Guzman stepped down

the side to the warting boat.
Rawlings made a step forward,
staring. Mr Bwain staved and glared.

Both of them w-;i:e taken utterly by
surpriso, Mr. Diaz was apparently
going withont hia wallet. That it was

not on him, they koew, And he was
going !
But he was not going yet. Tha hoat

hung on to the side of the yacht, at a

word from Mr. Disz te the boatmow.
Rairlings and the mate, staring at him,
had no eyes for Harry Wharton, who

Z;mnm

ran down to los stale room, and carme
back in a couple of minuies with his
hand under his jacket.

Mr, Diaz smiled up at Rawling:'
staring face over the rail,

“The good Rawlin%” he said, “he-
fore I go I thank vou for the kind alten-
fion, and especially for the cxcellent
coffes.”

Rawlings blinked at him,

“Hera vou arve, sivl”
Wharton.

Ho leaned over the vail, lLis hand
coming out [rom under hiz jacket,

Heo veached down, end the Spanish
gentleman reached up, and a leather
wallet changed hands wnder the etavting
¢yes of the steward of the Firefly.

Lawlings gave an inarticulate gasp.
Mr, Swain staved, mute! Tho boat shot
away from the side of the yacht, Mr.
Diaz sitting down, walleb in hand, His
other hand he waved back st the
junlors, who waved their hate.

"What—what "—Rawlings found his

called out

voiee—"what was—was thot you
handed the Spaniard, DMasier
Wharton 1

Wharton smiled.

“Didn’t you seet” he asked, “It was

that wallet of his.
mind it for him.”

“ He—he=he asked you {o—{o—mum-:
mum-mingd it for him'?" stuttered the
steward.

“That's it.”

“Well, my hat!™ said.Bob Cherry.
*That's rather s compliment to you,

He a:zlied me to

- ald chap, if it's got his jollv old valu-

ables in 1t.”

“¥Yoz, ien't i7" said Harrew,

“He, he, hol” from Billy Bunter.

Rawlings s gripping the roil with
a grip that made his ﬁml-ﬂ:]na show
white. The boat, pulling for the quay,
disappeared among thé innumerable
craff on the crowded harbour. Don
Guzman Disgz was gone, and his wallet
was gone |

Rawlings, breathing hard, tmrned
from the rail and went silently below.

L L] L] L L]

That afterncon the Greyfriars cruisers
had & run sshore in' Marseilles, and
Harry Wharton had to think out and
decide whether the cruise should be cut
short at that point, or- whether the
Greyfriars party should Be on board the
Firefly again when the yacht pulled out
of Marseilles,

THE EXD.
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“THE SECRET
of the POODING!”

Concluding Instalment of Dicky Nugent's
Side-Splitting Serial :
“THE HAWNTED HEADMASTER!”

EGGSPOSING THE
i GHGET "y

“Grab him,* boya 1
Grab the ghest!’

Doe¢etor Birchemall’s
voice reng out wildly, as
the r in white vamshed
it:t:é: tflail *:]m at the
cnd of the possidge,

Cow-herd though ho
zometimeg waa, the eite
of his dawter’s Christmas
pooding under the arm

f the supposed ghost had

operly rouzed the Head's
tighting instincis. He
Lknew only too well that
if hio -lost the pooding he
would loge his last chence
of finding out why it had
been too tuff to eat. The
noltidge that that mistery
hosl to be solved before
Miea Molly would refurn
ta the fambly harth
seomoed to melke him a3
brave as & lion!

But the hoys needod
no enemridgement irom
tho Head to gend them
on the chase. Like un.
loashed greyhounds, they
vharged fearlessly forwnrd
into the darkness, end a
shout  from Burleigh of
the Sixth socon told the
et that the figerer in
white had not yet escaped
their klutches.

“ Thero he jal' yelled
Burleigh, *“ He's making
for the stairg ! "

The fellows simply raced

along the passidge—de-
termined to  apprehend
tho apparition at any cosk.
As they drew near the

end of the passidge, they
sow their quarry agon
in a patch of moonlight
that stregmed through the
winder—and the site lant
wingas to their feet. DBur-
feigh and Jolly, forgi
shead of tho rest, saw him
reach the top of the stairs
and pawse for a moment.
“Tackle him low!"”
sang oub Jolly; and he
and Burleigh made a dive.
Crash | Bang! Wallop !
Thore was a feendish
voll from the figger in
white, But it was not o
weerd, blud-curdling, un-
parthly yell, such as you
mito E:{av-& eggepected
from o speeter.  Un the
rontrary, thero wos some-
thing very yswman about
it = in fakt, it sounded
guite o familiar voico to

the St. Sam's ghost-
hwnters.
“fiot him!" gasped

Joaele Jolly, as ho and
Buarleigh relled over on
the foor, clasping the
 chost ' in affeckshunate
cmbroce,

“Yarcooo ! Ow-ow-ow |
Cerroff my chest 1 ?

“ Get that poeding awa
froma him ﬁII-.:.tt. ! n e ¥
“I X airl"
But the ** ghost ™ evvi-
denily had other plans.
Az Jolly went to grab the
all-important peoding, the
figger in white shook him
35%5 and herled the pood-
ing into tho air.

ang ! Crash! Boom !
Thud !

It londed on the stairs
and started rolling down
with a fearful elatter.
%‘ax.;he-rjng speed as it went.
‘inally, it crashed at the
bottom with a deffening
eppsplosion that drew an
angwished welp from the
Head.

“0Oh! He's smashed
the pooding ! A light,
boys—aquick | Where's

the switch 1

“* Hers it iz, gir 1" sald
Frank Fearlozs.

There was o “eliek,”
and =& fHood of light
illewminated the acon.

The next moment, there
was & yell from the follows.
The figger in white had
lost the top part of his
rotment, and now he sat
up on the floor, revecled
for what he really weas—
a lellow they all recker-
nized instantly.

* Sncrler 1 7 they yvelled.

JOLLY SOLVES THE
MISTERY !

Tho fellows stared at
Snarler and Snarler stared
at the fellows.

“Snarler!™  repested
Joack Jolly, quite feintly.
“Well, my hat!"

Everybody was thunder-
struck. As for Doctor
Birchemall, lightning
geemed to flash from his
oyes.

* Bnarler ™ ho stormed.
“ Wretched depraved
yaoth ! How dare yom
appear a3 an apparition 1

ow dare you go about
ag a ghost ? ow dare
you spoof ch;]:'}& that

oit'ro o ter 1 "
gl W s S
stammered Snarler.

“It's noe good of you
ropeeting tho third person
plural, Snarler ! ™ said the
Head skornfully. * What
made you act like this
here 7'

“ Please, air, it was
only a joak A

“ Joak, forsnoth! A
nice kind of joak {that
zends you prowling round
my study nite after nite
dressed in a gheet and
coverad in foeferons paing !
And what about the pood.-
ing? You tried to get it
from me this moming—

anrd

“The opooding, boys!" inicking it [vom me like

eriodl ke Flaad anxiously. | o common theel ?

Ta thot

‘brought it to lizht.”

now L ecateh wou

————.
e e

———— e =

Ll =
p———

3ack 3olly & Co. Thish #II Meaders. of The “Herald” H Happy Christmas!
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CINE-PHOTOGRAPHY'S

FEARFULLY

Drawls

Cine - qh otography is

FASCINATING

—WHAT?

CECIL REGINALD TEMPLE

seemed rather o bore,

: fearfully fascinating. | What

No. 221 EDITED BY HA.RR‘&WHﬁRTﬂH. January 2nd, 1937. What T ¥ ? Am.:zing how  slowl
B I had a small movie. | thinrg geem to heppen wha?;
— — = e camera and projeclor | yoy  want 'om quick, T
_ . ] ’*’ ] . ; given me this Christmas. | wanted aeroplanes to swoop
another eggeample of your} It was Doctor Birchem- | just before the pooding|ilisis reslly ﬂtplﬂlng NeWE. i've had some topping times | duun and cars to erash into
ekuliar yewmour?™jall who made the first|was mixed becawse he|I'n not half delited, I PL AY TIE PICCOLO with it already. t ?|each other and lons to
asked Doetor Birchemall, | discovery. hit me on tho foco with a|een tell you!l Gather u Dab. snd Fry and eelf escape from  cirouses—in
with biting sarkasm, “My hat! I ean sce |snowball. Thia waa hig|tle fregments of the pood- took it out on Boxing fact, anything to happon
“Yea-e8, sir,” winod |what wos wrong with |revenge! He put plaster inﬁilbuys, and come Along | D BE POPUL AR ‘ morning and I tried to get o | ihat would giv%a me o ﬂh]‘;}fmﬂ
Snarler, “I—I took the{this peoding now,” he|of Pariz into the pooding|wkh me to the tuckshop. ® | ahot at the skating from to shoot a worth-whilo flm
pooding becawse I thought { eried. “ It was mised |mixture to got hia own| A mea that Snarler g st the bridge near my place | But nothing happencd, so
it would add & spice to ;F with plaster of Paris!|back and dropped hia|ecmes, too!™ ays 7 AT Awfully pretty—just like |1 had to take ﬁ:tureé of

the evening.” y unerring nollidge of |ticpin in by ‘sxxident.] "I, I, sir!” 4 Christmas cards ond all

“ A ridieulovs roisin (™
?nngt.ad the R‘leadd “ My
mh;:ga are already ver
mixed, Bnarlor, and ﬂ
won't do to atir thom up
too much or the Iruils
may be wvery unplezzant.
You would be bétter
advised to make & candied
a-peal for my pooding—
I moan don ! "

“ Perhaps we ean find
cut for ourselves, sir,”
suggestodd  Jack  Jolly.
i pooding is lyving
at the bottom of thestairs.”

“Yez, but it's oll
broleen,” gaid the Head,
with o break in his voice.

* Posgibly that may
maoke it all the easier,
gir,” grinned the kaptin
of the Fourth. " Judging
by the trubble 3dnarler
hasz gone to, 1t scomas quite
likely that that pooding
conseals  gome  sinnister
goeret, In that ease, thia
stnashi-up may have

“Bless my solel! 1
never thought of that!™
orpogselaimed Doctor
Birchernall, * Let's have

alook at it ™

sclemce makes it possibul
for ma to be rtl’uita effinito
about that !

“ But that’s not all,
pir! " added Jack Jolly,
heolding up to the light
gomcthing that glittered
hike a wpiece of joolery.
“ Here's the secrot of tho
¥ﬂading, if you ask me!
t's a gold tiepinl ™
L1 Eh li| "

A gold tiepin! And
what’s move, I reckemnise
itl It's Snarler's!™

“What the merry
dickengs——==" ejackulatod
the Head.

*I think I begin to zeo
daylight now,"” pgrinned
Jolly., * If this tiepin was
in the middle of the pood-
ing, thon Snarler must
have been present when
it wos mived. And if he
wae there when it was
mixed, then he must have
been the chop who put
tha plaster of Pavia in
i1 "

* Grate pip

“TIn that case, it's ecasy
to see why he prowled
about mito after nite
dresged up as 2 ghost,”

" Hall-a-rainnit, &iv, and

I'll put it together for
you grsﬂ * eried Snarler,
looking wery alarmed eoll
of a sudden.

But the Ifead had no
intention of being put ofi
hia stroskk by Snarler.
He waa already half-way
down the stajrs—with Jock
Jolly close nb his heels,

At the Battomy, both of
them fet: on their neezo
and started closely epgos-
amining the fvagments of
AMiss Molly's ill-fated pood-
ing,

chuckled the keptin of the
Fourth. * e was search-
ing for the pooding—
disguised a3 o ghost partly

-to hide his real evedentity

and partly to frighten
away anybody who inter.
rupted him 1V

The Head rose to his
feet, his greenish oyes
farely gleeming with eggs
sitement,

* You've hit if, Jolly ! "

ho eried, **1t's sa clear
as mud | I remnember
well now thet I hod

Vareazion to whop ®narler

And he has been trying to
find the pooding ever sinco

60 a8 to destroy the
evvidenes apoinst him!
Snarler 1V

“Ow | FPleaso, pir, 1

didn’t—anyway, 1t wis
only 6 joak, and——-"

“Ha! You are kon-
victed out of your own
moutl ! nriej Iocter
Birchemall. ** Well mita
vou shiver and shalke like
gome jelly, Bnarler! Butb
for the fakt that it ia
Christmas, I would birch
you black and blew!"”

“ 0wt Mersy 1 "

® Moray 1 A lob of
mersy you showed me,
driving my dawter away
from harth and homo at
the Festive Season ! " said
the Head contemptibly.
“ 1t wrings my hart when
I imagino her at the
present  moment-—hone.
lesa anudd friendlesa, stagyer-
ing blindly ihrough the
erool, driving snow!
Would that I knew where
I could go to veskew [eop”

“ Please, eiry, T con tell
vou ! chimed in a new.
cormer—ad  Bindinr the
page looked dewn fron: {he
landine above tha Head.

“ Binding ! You know T
Then where i she ¥

“ Please, sir, =ha oin's
far ooway 17 arinned Bind-
ing. Y Bhe's at tho tueks
shop !

WELT, ‘THAT
EXDS WELL!
“ AL the turksho
remeetod Doctor Dirchicms

ALL™S

L

The boys wero only too
plessed to oblige, ond, five

nnits Iater, they were
mlﬁd:ﬂng through the
snow to the tuckshop.

Doctor Birchemall hime-
WYt nocked at the door.
M. Buxom looked grately
serprized to find hira on
her doorstep.
“Lawhs-a-mussy !
-“?hieh iﬂs {{m ‘Ead |
she ovigd, «dropping =n
evrtsey. P Wotb can I do
for you, sir 1"

" Restoro my dawter to
hicr doating parent-—that's
al!" gnnned the Head.
“ ¥ou can tell her that
tH: mistery of the Christ.
miz pooding haz leen
golved nnd that I've
Lrught- the mddy culprit
along with me, ond
thatm—>"

“Pop l™ trilled DMiss
AMoily's  mewsical voice
just then,  * llere X om,
pp!”

“Molly ! My daseter !V
erjed Doctor Birchemall ;
nsd ho took & step forward
tc clesp her in his arms,

Unfvrelnmitly he tripped
uy i doing 2o and hit
t;& fHoor & fearful bang
with bis noze. DBub that
only delaved maotters @
cunplo  of minnits. At
the end of that time
father and dowter wers

oty more happily re-
wammited,

Littlo remaing to be
t{ﬂd|

Snarler, eeeing that it
wis hoaplesa to deny the
troth ony longer, lonfessod

ell blankly.

“* Yessivry  which
Buzom ‘as been pultia’
*er up there all this tine.;
Miss Molly made mao
promiss I would't 1ell
you, sir.”

“ Blesa my sole ! Then
ghie iz not homeless and
friendless and staggcring
blindly throngh the crool,
driving enow,. after all §*

“ No, sir; nothink like
it!*" grinmed Dinding,
“ Ehe'a at the Lllﬂkﬂ'ﬂ}?
along with 3rs. Buxom.”

“ Hooray ! " roarved the
Head, throwing his mortar.
board up in tho air in his
cpgsitement.  ** Hip, hip,

Mra. i]-Eirnimmnll

"ha had decided to add

sverything, Molly
forpave her
pup.  Doclor Birchemsll,
w0 was now in his
)‘)‘i/ppicst mood, annowieed
ghut-, to i*.;nnkjg . up for

the fellows ab
iﬁ:ﬁf{rr Christmas Day,

0
Till week on to the holler-

dijya. And overybody
chigered.  like the vory
dighens. Finally, the

Head docided with regord
t¢ Snarler that justiss
wipuld be met if he werg
fopeed to eat some of
the Christmos pooding he

hin, hoorayt By Jove

higd rained ; ond emid
ti];eh farfter, mingled with
s of angwish [iem

DICK RAKE

This Christmas
on uncle of mine
made me e present
of o piceclo.

What a difereance
that piccolo haa
made 1o my young
lifo 1

In the past, I've
nover been & very
groat  guccesa  in
gocial eircles. DBut
ginge I've had the
piccolo, no parky is

complote  without mo!
Mind you, I'm not
apying  that ihiz  wounld

apply to everybody. Bome
of you chaps might not
{ako to the thing right
ATVIY.

I did. After a couple
of hours’ practice with
only & Home Tutor to
auide mo, I could blow out
twa or threo tunca quite
nicely. I began wilh
“Threa Blind Mice ” and
“ Homwe, Sweet Home ™
and zoon went on to guite
complicated picees—
* Bluebells of Scotland,™
forinstanes. Anditwoasn’t
long before my piccolo
had tumed me into &
reguler social assetl

It waa quite & revelation
to me to eeo how tho
people enjoyed it when I
gave my first performonco
i public. Lt medo every-
body so happy thot they
all grinned hke a lot of
Chaoshire cats. Thoy
actually demanded on
encoro—which made them
so pleased that they were
roaring with lavghter
before the finiah !

On the following day,
I had Wibley and dMorzan

coma to stay abt my place.
I took them into my den
and plaved holf-a-dozen
tunca rizht off the reel.
And were they impressed 1
I'Hl say they were ! Why,
they were =o impressed

that they couldn’s find
words to express them-
selves. Both were siruck
ecompletely speechlesa !
Bulstrode happened to
lookk in two days later,
and he, too, peid me a
compliment when I played
to him. He said it was
difficult to know what to
compars iy playing with !
Afterwards, when I went
to Bulstrode's porty and
gavo & piccolo sole, some
of the guests liked it so
much that Lhey stuffed
their cors to shut it ount.
They said if they kept on
listening t0 my music,
they felt surc they'd finish
up by erving !
Wit-hr%wquﬂtﬂ like this
flying about, I don't mind
mitting thoet I'm rapidly
becoming n piccolo fan.
When I get hack to
Elf:,'!‘rim*ﬂ. L intcndd 1,3
¥ it every cvening, An
aian't I be popular |
(Mot half you won't I—
Ep.)

Snc ot himself, tho Head"s
soatenece wos earvied ont.

snarler was ecamicd ounb
loter !

And the funay thing
about it all wasz thot

when the fellows came to
loolk back om if, thew wern
plexzantly  serpriced 1o
find that, although they
had spent, it &b slool, they
hed ol had & frocly
marry Christmas !

SITUATION
VACANT

Experienced Chest-Sittor
wante i, fo it on Angel's
chest while we paint his
face. ' Apply, stating
weight, previous experi-
cnee, and wages required,
to tha Council of Action,
Boex No. 159, GERLEY.
FRIALS ITERALD,

that. What 1

I got all het up about it,
leaned over the dashed

apet too far, and pitched

wn on to the dashed ice,
The old movie-machine came
through it nobly. But 1
got rather badly buckled up
mysclf, What 1

Btill, there's nothing like
trying again, I led the
way to the nearest railway
track and took a reel of the
expresges  rvacing  up  and
down At leaszt, that's
what it would have been
if thero'd becn any trains.
Unhappily wo didn’t see
any while wo were there, so
I tool o scene of Try and
Dab. chucking smowballs at
cach other, though thet

Fry and Dab. tobogganing,
and Fry and Dab. walking,
and Fry end Dab. pulliug
facea and all that, Per-
fectly footling,  What ¢

Afterwards, I had the film
daveloped. 1 thought it
woa tt ol  myself,
thqugﬁ’ﬂga{]gugib it Wﬁfﬁ
quite 80 elear aa I eonld
have wished it. Dab. said
they must have swopped my
nogative for onc of an
carthquake and Fry thought
we showed it upsido down.
But it didn't look too

frichtfully bad to mo.

Anyweay, cine-photo-
graphy's o fearfully fascinat-
ing bobby. You can't get
awny from that.

What ¢

CUT OUT THE DANGER
FROM YOUR DIARY!

Counsels BOB CHERRY

The f{irsk thing to re-
member whon you start o
diary is that it hos to be
completely frank, You've
got to tell the truth, the
whole truth oand nothing
but tho truth, my pippins.
If you don't, your digey isn'd
a diary at all, It's only a
giddy fairy-talo !

The trouble ahout being
frank = that t's dashed
awkward if anvonn clse
happens to read tho diary.
To give you an instance, I
know for a fuct that Loder
nearly pgot bunked onee,
when the Head happened to
pick up his diary. It con-
tained an entry about a gawne
of billiards Loder had hadd
at the Crosa Ieys one
“ holfer "e—and  they eay
the Beak pi-jawed lim for
on hour when he had him
on the earpet abont it

How to be frank without
rigle, thon ¥ Aha, old lmlﬂ,
that's where wour Uncle
Bob steps in with a fow rvipo
and timely words of wisdom,

Tho thing to do i3 to
inveut & code of your own
that wifl make everything
you do  soumd 0I5 to
siyangers—and 1eb convey

the right speaning to you !

To show you what I mean,
Bunter might write {he
FILTEEB ot bj:;ﬂﬂ,th of :iir " for
% a," typical  entr
in hia diary Wﬂmethcn hc;l;
“ Went across to the tuecl-
EhuP and toolk a breath of
air,” CAnd nobody  wouald
be any the wiser?

Bkinner, again, miglt say

“Rkippers " insatoad of
* cigaretics.” Then it
ho lost his diary ond thae

finder road in it that, for o
Inrk, Skinner had gono
behind the woodshed and
amoked half-a-doren kappers.
he wouldn't think it a bit
fishy 1

Bolsover is another chap
who might adopt my systen:.
Obviously, it wounldn't don
for dear old Bolsy to tell
the world about hia bullyin:e
proclivities. DBut if he sulr-
atituted the word ' treat "
for ** torture,’” he could keep
o dipry withont hesitation.
Nobody who read tho entry
* Met a coupls of fags and
treatod them " eould objecs
to Bolay for that, could ho ?

B0 don't bo put off by
the thought that somcbody
¢lso may read your diary.
Use & code—anid cut ounc
the danger!  ‘Lhem's my
seniiments )



