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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Early Risers.

UZ.Zt
B It waa o sudden alarming sound in the Remove dormi-
t-.::-r;r at Greyliriars.
The carly rays of tho March sun were stealing in at the
high windows, but none of the bova had yet awakoned.

Rising-bell was not due for n good half-hour yet, and tha
Tiemovites were not wont to wake before ita unmclodious
-u:'h:l.ng rent the uml.';n.i.llg BiT,

In the long row of white beds, o leag row of boys lay sleoping
the sleep of the just when the silence was broken by the
sudden outbreak of buxzing near Bob Cherry's bed.

Buz-z-z-2-2-2 !

Ting-ing-ing-ing-ing !

P S

Harry Wharton sat up in bed. and robbed his eyes.  He
looked up and down the long dormitory in alarm.

* YWhat on carth's that 1°

“ Tt—it sounds like an nfernal machine,” poasped Frank
Kugent. ' Bome—some giddy esnarchist is teying to blow
up the school.”

Thoere wos o yell of terror from Billy Bunter, and ho deved
under the bedelothes.
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“Ow! Heep it off 1"

Harry Wharton sprang out of bed.

The din had swakened the whole dormitory, and there wors
angry inguiries from all quarters as to what it meant.

Buoz-z-z-z-z-% |

1t seemed to come from Bob Cherry's washstand, and Harry
Wharton ran towarda it. He did not think it was an infornal
machine, though he couldn't imagine what it really waa. A
amall article wrapped in a handkerchief lay on the washatand,
and from it the inysterions noise proceeded.

“ Den't touch it exelaimed Nugent.
vou know."

0w I S0y, Vou fellowa, keap itoff ! "’

Harry Wharton laughed. He gucssed now what the infernal
machine was., He tore open the handkerchicf, and a cheap
German alarmeclock crashed to the floor. The corner of tha
handkerehicf bad been wrapped round the striker to wuills
thie noise when the alarm went off, hence the myaterious huzzing.
e clock, [reed from the handkerchiof, rang loudly sand raucoualy
on tho floor. Dob Cherry started up in bed.  He waa a souacd
sleeper, and he had only just swakonod.

* Hallo, hallo, helle ! That’s the alarm-clock

“ Y ou—you as3 ! ' exelaimed Nugent.  * What do you weean
by setting the confounded thing at all ¥ Stop it now.”

* We wanted to be woke early ——"'

It may go off,

i
]
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* Ow ! gtop the fearful thing ! It will bust my ear-drumsa.™

The clock seemed to be exhanstless. It was ringing away
merrily, with a noise that was like the jarring together of in-
mumerable tina. Wharton stooped and piclked it up. But
thero wad no ‘way that he could see of stopping the clock,

" Bob! How do you stop the fearful thing "

" You ean’t stop it,”" said Bob Cherry, cheerfully. * There
im't any stopper. It's a cheap one. You have to let it run

tdown. "

Wharton dropped the clock again end fled. The clock
bamped on the floor, and rang on with renewed energy. The
fellows stuffed the pillows over their ears, or yelled to Bob
Cherry, who sat up in bed grinning.

* It's all right,"” he exclaimed. * It's time to get up. That's
a jully good elock. XNeo chance of going to sleep again when it's
anee started.”

C Btop it

" Can't be did t 7

~ Well, I'll jolly, soon stop it,"” exclaimed Bulstrode angrily,
mrl he jumped out of bed, seized o erickeb-bat, and rushed
at the offending alarm-clock.

* Here, hold on,” shouted Bob Cherry. " That cleck cost
yi eleven-pence-ha’penny, and I'm not gomng to have it busted.™

But Bulstrodes {iimt heed.

“ The ericket bat whirled aleft, and came down with a terrifie
erash upon the ¢lock. One lnst agonized buzz, and the German
clock wag gilent. A beautiful stillness fell upon tho dormitory.

" You—you beast ! ™" exelaimed Bob. " You owe me eleven-
proce-ha’penny now.”

“T've o jolly good mind to give yvou a hiff, too,” growled
lBulstrode. ** What do you mean by waking us all up hours
before rising-bell 17

" We've got to be up early.
holiday to-day.*

* I'm not going to begin & whole holiday by %ctting up in the
middle of the night, dummy,” prunted Bulstrode, and *he
phmged into bed again.

“* Blacker | ' said Bob Cherry. *° Up with you, you chaps !
You ought to be thankful to me for calling you early. Get up,
vou lazy bounders.”™

" Tdon't think I can get up juat yet,"” said Billy Bunter. "1
ary rather delicate, and my system requires a certain sinount of
sleep. I never really get enough sleep. If you fellows are
yuiet T ean get té sep again. Don’t maks e row.”

Baly Cherry took the sponge off his washstend, and dipped
it into the jug of cold water.

“ I'm an obliging fellow,” he remarked. *° I've gone to the
expense of eleven-pence ha'penny for the sake of getting you
all up early, but I don't mind taking a httle mere trouble.
Will you have it down the neck, Bunty v "

“Ow! Keep away!"

“ Or under the chin 7"

“ Ow! Goorooh! Gr.r.r.r.”

* Are you going to get out—Dby Jove, he's out already.™

* You baw -

" That's right—nothing
veateful ¥

“You horrid rotter.”

“ Any of you fellows want helping to rise 377 asked Bob
Cherry.  * Every chap who is coming down to the Bay to-day
has got to get up early. We'ra going to have the schooner out
andd make a day of it, and the carlier we begin the better. . We'ro
poing to get our own breakfast downstoirs, and buzz off before
the school's awnke. Now, then, who weonta cold water down
Lis neck 77

" Look here,” said Hazeldene, " that'a all very well g

"M ecourseitis ! Getup.”

I think we might asg well leave it all till after breakfast at
the usual time."

“You'll think differently when you're out of bed. Here

':I"':'-“l-"
et Ow ! ow! Take that sponge away from me.”

" You take yourself away from the sponge.”’

Hazeldeno did so, rolling out of bed streaming with cold water.
Bob Cherry moved towards Nugent’s bed, and Nugent was up
in a twinkling. In fact, every bed that Bob Cherry drew near
was immediately vacated by its ccoupant, and in & very short
apace of time the Greyfriars sailors were all up.

Once up, in the fresh clear morning, they were contented
enough, and washing end dressing went on cheerfully. Only
Bulstrode and his [riends, the slackers of the Remove, remained
in bed, as well as a fow fellows who, for various reasons, had not
taken up the ' sailor wheeze."”

It had been Wharton's idea to form a kind of cadet corps of
sailors swong the Groyiriars juniors, who should train for a
seafaring life.  The proximity of Greyfriars to the sea gided
litm in carrying out the idea, and through the generosity of his
uncle, Colonel Wharton, he had obtained possession of an old
achooner, which had been wrecked in the bay, but was now
patched up into really good eondition.

The whole holiday was a rare chance for the Greyfriara sailors

Heave yvou forgotten it’s & whoele

Jke early nsmng!  Aren’t you
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to have o day out, and they had been preparing for it for some
Lime.

It was Bob Cherry's iden to g2t up exira early, and make the
day longer by starting it sooner, The alerme-clock had baen
o success, and now, gtill half-an-hour before the rest of Greyfriars
was astir, the juntora were ready for business.

Billy Bunter, having finished the infinitesimal wash which
satisfied him of a morning, jammed his spectacles upon his fat
little nose, He was looking anxious, and a very important
motter was evidently weighing upon his mind.

* 1 any, you fellows——"

* Now, wa're ready,” said Harry Wharton.  * March 1"

* I say, you fellows, what about hrekker ¥ We can’t go out
hungry—at least, I can’t ! It might have a most scrious cffect
upon my constitution.”

“ That's all right,” said Bob Cherry. " We're going to have
a feed befora we start. There must be some gru% downstsira,
samewhers, and the maids will be pleas=d, when they pet up,
to find that we've pot our breakfast ourselves, and saved them
a lot of troubla."

The Bemovites chuckled. Tt did not s=em likely that the cook
and her satellites would be pleascd—but thers was cleavly
nothing else to be done. And the crowd of juniors swarmed
downatairs in search of provendor.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Breakfast Relow Stairs.

REYFRIARS was very still !
¥o one scomed to be stirring. Below stairs all waa
gloomy and quiet ! The juniors trod on tiptos as they
descended into the lower regions, where the honssheeper
was monarch of 21l she surveyed. In spite of Bob Cherry's opti-
mistie opinion that she would be pleased, the juniors expected
& wrathful reception if they were found in the kitchen.

There was no one in the kitehen, The room was still warm
and close from the fire of yeasterday. Wharton crossed to the
window and threw it open to let in a breath of freah air, and
Bob Cherry lighted the gas.

" Now, we've got to get a fire geing and make some tea,’
Bob Cherry remarked, * and I suppose there's some grub
somewhere,” ‘ _

* Phe larder's locked,’” exclaimed several disappointed voices.

“ Well, you didn't expect it to be open, did you? We
ghall have to apen it oursclves.™

“ I sy, you can't bust a lock

* No bustee,” said a soft silky voiee, " me pickee lockee™

It was Wun Lung, the Chinese junior. i

Wun Lung could do almoest snything in & mechameal way,
and his skill came in very wseful just now. Bob Cherry gave Lin
a slap on the back that made him gtagger.

* (1o it, heathen.”

* Velly good,"” gasped Wun Lung.
bonee.™

“* (b, rots ! Get the larder open.”

How the Chince did it the juniors didn’t know : but the door
wasropen in a few geconds. The stores of the ecateful houss.
keeper were exposed to the raid of the Removitea.

And the raid was soon carried out. )

Breakfast at Groyiriars was usually a substantial meal of egm
nned bacon and marmalade, in addition to an unhmited sapply
of bread and butter. But on the present occasion brealifast
was more plentiful.  There would very likely be a row about it,
and if there was to be a row, there was no reason why the juntors
shouldn't have a really good feed while they were about 1t

“0Of course,’ Bunter remarked,  if there's a row, Bpl::r G]wﬂ;,*
will own up to being the ringleader, so it will be all right. We
may as well have a good tuek in while we've got the chanee.”

T O, it will be all right, will it ? " granted Bob Cherry.

“ Of course, T shall be sincerely sorry if you get o licking,
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Chorry, but that needn’t- worry w3 now. Whers's thes
frying-pon 1 "

** Here you are,”

“T'Il greags it with freah butter.
and the ex o doesn't Tuabber now.
How many shall I cook ¥

* The lot."

“Good! what we can't eat wo can take with wa. It will
ecost something petting our gruh out of doors to-dey, and wo
may a3 well take all we can.’

Tho fire was roaring up the chimney. Plenty of wood had
been used, and it had not token long to lieht it. Bunter
addressed himsell to the task of cocking bacon snd sausagss,
arwl he turncd them out in hia masterly styic. Bunter, with
ell his foults, was an excellent cook. He could fry ssusages
with & finish that was not to be found asnywhere elsa.

A savoury smell of cooking filled the great kitchen. The
roaring fire was very cheerful in the chill March morning.

The juniors industriously dragged out plates and dishes,
knivea and forks, and the largest toble was laid for the feeat.

There was a sound of a ioolslep on the stairs @3 Buntoy
;‘.]'Ilahad up the bacon, and Nugent uttercd an exclamation of

arm.

* It's Coolgy 1™

The juniors scted promptly. Two or three of them rushed Lo
the door and slammed it, snd the key was turned in the lock.

The next moment there was a thump on the door,

" Who's in here 1

It was the voico of the cook.

" Don't answer,” whispered Wharton, * We'd better be
deaf for a bit. Buckle to and get the grub.”

The Hemovites fell to with a will Bacon and epps and
sausages disappoared at an alarming rate, in a way that would
hava brought fearful visitations of dyspepsia to uny but school-
boya, There was plenty to be had, and the juniors pass=d up
their plates again and again, and feasted right merrily.

Meanwhile, the thwnping and shrieking ot the door was
growing hyaterical. There was no reply to the {rantic inquirics
and commands of the enraged cook, and at laat the noiso ceascd.

“ Bhe's gone,” chuckled Bob Cherry. * Paaa the egps,
Buntur.”

* The %auefulnm is groat,” said Hurree Jamaot Ram Singh.
the Nabob of Bhanipur ; “ but the returnfulness will be terrific.”

The dusky junior was right. Five minutes lator there waa
n shorper knock at the door. Tho wvoice of Mrs, Kebble, the
housckesper, was heard through the keyhole.

"' Boyas, ploase open the door ! ™

Harry Wharton looked up and down the table, The inroads
of the juniors hud pretty well cleared up the provisions, and
breakiast was nearly over.

“ Can't refuss a lady when she makes s requeat,’” said Bob
Cherey. " Open the door, somebody.*

Harry throw open the deor.  Mra. Kebble, with the wrathfnl
cook bzhind her, looked into the kitchen. AL the ﬁtiE]]t- of the
well-spread tablo, the roaring fire, and the fessting juniors,
the housckeeper looked as if she would Inint.

' Dear me ! dear me ! whatsver are you doing ? "

That'a nicer, you kaow,
Hand over the sausages.

" My grate!™ ped the cook. ' Look st it! Hegps i
spilt all hover my 'oba! Look at the young pluttons ! Bacon |
Snugsages ! He ! Jama! Preserves! Riq goodness ' "

" Don't be excited," said Wharton seothingly. * We've been
trying to save you a lot of troubls.™

' Wh-what does it mean ? " gasped the housekeeper.

“'We were up extra early this morning,” said Wharton.
“ There'a the rsing-bell going new, by Jove! We thought
we'd save you all the trouble of gotting brealfast for va.”

: *;;Ymmg himpa ! " nurmured the cook. ' Look at the
o ! L]

We've done,” went on Wharton.
kitchen now.”

“ I—I mwust report this,” murmured Mra, Kebble. *f You—
}H:r“ L3 ]

“ Oh, nonsense !” said Wharton. * 8it down and lhave
breakfast with ws. The cooking i3 ripping, sud I can recom-
mend the grub.  You must ! "

** My dear boy——""

** Oh, como, you must," aaid Harry, and passing an arm round
Mra. Kebble’a ample waist, he lsd her to a chair. ‘' Bunter,
serve Mra. Kebble.”™

* Certainly, Wharton. Do you like ‘e well dons, ma'am ? ¥

* Really ! " pasped Mrs. Kobble, starcely knowing whether
alio waa déemning or not, ' boya—really 1V

** Fresh tea fur Mres. Kebble ! " said Wharton.

* Right ho ! "' said Bob Cherry, jumping up.

Mrs. Kebblo broke into a smile.  She was a geod-hearted soul,
and Harry Wharton had a winning way with him. The good
dume had not breakiasted, and, as » matter of fact, the cooking
wa3d very ﬁ&d. the scent appetising. Mras. Kebble allowed
herself to helped, and the wrathiul cock retreated, to
eonfide her indignation to Mary Janoe, the houssmaid.

“ Oh, you deep seamp 1" muormured Bob Cherry, digeing
Harry in the ribs. ' I should never have hit on anything of
the sort.”

The breakfast was a success. The juniors, laughing and
merry, pressed rownd the housckeepor, filling her plate and her

“You cen have the
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teacup a3 fast a3 room was made for fresh helpings, until at laat
Mra. Kebble langhingly pleadaed for mercy.

And then, breakfast over, and the housekeepor in an excelleat
temper, the junivrs took their departurs from the sacred regions
bralow staira. :

“ You are a seb of young rascals,”” said Mya. Kebble, shaking
a forefinger abt them warningly, ** and I ought Lo report you to
thae Heml to be caned. But I won't; only, if vou ever—ever
do it again——""

And so the Removites cetreated unscathed.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
0if to Seca!

HE othor Porms were coming downstairs as the Removitos
well fed and contented, leﬁ the precincta of the Kitehen.
Temple, Dabney & Co., of the Upper Fourth, stared at
the Romove as at o startling vision.

“ DMy bhat!* said Temple. *' Hero are thess youngstera up
and washed alveady | Who was it said the age of miracles is
gt ¥

* And weo've had breakisst, too, and a jolly good one, while
you slackers wers in bed,” said Bob Cherry, * Now we're
groing out for & life on the ocean wave. Sorry you can't conel
Good-hya 17 .

“Hold on!" exclaimed Temple. " If you like to wat
till after brealkiast, we can come. I lnow & lot about salling,
I've sailed & yacht, you know, at home in the holidaya. I can
take command, and you kids ean be the crew. Dab and Fry can
be the mates, and I'ﬁmba captain.™

* Oh, I say, Temple, you're too kind.
t-hin%-“

“Idon't mind, I'll—"

* But we do,"” said Wharton promptly. " We're not locking
out for any commanders. I'm captain of the Marjorie.”

“Youl! Rata!"

¥ Bob Cherry is first mate, and Nugent second mate.”

‘" Bosh 1

“ And thess are my crew. We haven't any vacaneies for able
seamen, but we'll mﬁa you chaps on as cleaners ond stokers, if
o Jilee, ™

Pemple, Dabpey & Co. looked daggers et the
emupvitog,

" Look here——"" began Temple. .

“That's the offer,” said Wharton. " ¥ou can tako il or
leave it.”

* I rather think we'll leave it,” said Temple. “ Mind, I'va
offered to run the show for you, ond make the cruiso a success.”’

* Thank you for nothing.”

** If anything happens, don't blame me,
something will happen '™

“* We'll be ready for you if ﬁnu come along,' said Wharton,
laughing. And Temple, Dabney & Co. walked on to the
dining-romn, frowaning.

* Cheeky young beggars!™ said Temple. “ They want
putting in their place. Bince Wharton got up this whoeze about
sailoring, the RBemove have been altogether too cocky.”

‘* Oh, rather ! "' said Dabney. )

“* They want a lesson,” said Fry. * It's o good idea to give
"em.one.  We've got to fill up the holidey somehow. If they
are going to start i lifc as sailora, I don't sce why we shouldw't
begin as purates.”

" Ha, ha, ha!1™

“ My hat, that'a a ripping 1dea ! ** exclaimed Temple eagerly:
“ If their eraft is captured by pirates this afternoon, they'va
only got themselves to than{;. We'll jaw it over with tho

1F

You'll bust sone-

grinning

And T rathier think

follows.

And the Upper Fourth, always ready for a row with the
Remove, were soon eagerly discussing the project.

Meanwhils, the Remove ssilormen were leaving the school
to go down to the bay. They had donned their sailor garb—
Wharton, Nugent, Cherry, and Hurree Singh officers’ garb, with
peaked caps, and tho rest ordinory bluojacket attire. They
looked a fine set of younguters, too, in their sesfaring garb,
and oll eyes were turned upon them as they marched out into
the Cloas.

Dr. Locke glanced out of his study window, and amiled.
The Greyiriara Romove was a lively and restive Form, and gave
mors trouble to the authorities than any other Form at Grey-
friars. DBut the latest scheme was not only harmieas, it
wag one of which the Head could heartily approve. Anything
that fostercd in the boys a love of the sea and sailoring was
bonoficial, and the traini they were getting in the form of
amusement could only do them good. _

Wharton formed his men up in order, four ebreast, and
gave the signal to march, The Remowve marched.

Aftor them came s crowd of * infants " belonging to the
Third Form and the Lower Third, yelling and grimacing and
cat-calling, evidently wery much amused by the sailor garb and
the orderly march.
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Some of the Bemovites were greatly inclined to breal ranks
in order to chase the echeeky “ infants,” and inflict condign
puntshment upon them, but Wharltoi'’s voien reng out sternly,
and the BRemovites, kept in order by their captein, marched on
with erimson faces to the gates.

Wingata, the captain of Greyfriars, met them in the Closs,
but he did not grin, as the juniors expeeted.. A grin from
Wingate of the Bixth, the pepular achool eaptain, would have
done more harm to Harry Wharton's scheme than all the joora
u! the Lower Form boys, and the opposition of the Upper Fourth.

But the big Sixth Former did not prin. Ho looked up and
down the ranks of the Removites, and nodded hia head with
approval,

*You'll do ! " he exelaimed. ** Mind you don’t get drowned,
that's all. BRemember, Wharton, only the fellows who can
swiny are allowed to sail the schooner.”

* Right-ho | " aaid Harry.

" You've sunk her onee,” smiled the captain of Greyiriara
“If you had had any whoe eouldn’t swim to the shors with
you, it might have been sorious.”

" Wa sha'n't sink her again, Wingate."

* No ; butb keep on the aafe side. Head's orders, you know."

" Right you are | ™

And the Remeovites marched on.  Various villagr lads who
Aaw thom -Ei;’iﬂ!?-' down the road to the bay hurled ribald remarks
at them, but the Removites preacrved an aspect of lordly
dignity, and took no notice.

They mareched on round the hill, where the road weund by
the rupged lower slopes of the Black Pike, and the sea burst
upon their sipht. Tt was a glorious view : the wide bay, shuat
in to the north by the towering rocks of the Shoulder—the
stretch of blue water fading away into the boundless Gormaon
Occan-—the brown sand plimmering in the sun, and the fishing
villago nestling among the roeks at the head of the bay.

The road sloped down ruggedly towards the hamlet of Pogg.
The junicrs had just reached the border of the village, when
there wos o sudden shout, eand a line of bronzed-faced youths
drow up neross the road.

L) t' .! 15

THE FOLRTH CHAPTER.
Afloat Again

ARRY WHARTOXN halted, and the juniorz followed his
example. There were six stundy fellows drawn up as
if to opposo their pasaage, ond Horey recognised them as
belonging to the fishing village. Their attire, and their

goldierly mannersz, showed that they were a patrol of Boy Bcouts,
The day was o holiday at the village school, as well as at Groy-
friars, and the Boy Scouts of Pegg were evidently improving the
oceasion to get in a little training.

“ Hallo, kids ! " said Wharton., ** What's the row "

The seout leador frowmed. He was a boy of Wharton's own
ace, named Trumper, the son of a fisherman, and many a time
he had been out in his father's boat into deep water, and the
rough-and.-ready life had made a man of him before he was
fifteen. He evidently did not like being addressed as o *' kid,”
and he pushed hiz wide hat back on his head ond fixed his eyes
on Wharton.

“ Nobt so much jaw,” he remarked.
woe're out for training ! ™ .

* Oh, I thought perhaps you were out looking for troublo !
said Bob Cherry. ' If so, you've alighted on exactly the right

“We're scouts, and

spot.” ;

* You've got to give an account of yourselves,” snid Tramper
loftily. ** When we come into contact with suspicious characters
we v

Y Well, of all the cheek ! You know jolly well who we ave.™

* Clear out of the road,” ssid Nugent, " You'll get howled
over if we cliarge.”

“ The chargeiulness will be terrifie.”

“ Rats! You halt till we give tho word ! "'

“Cateh us ! enid Harry Wharton warmly.
give you chaps a chance to got out of the way.”

“ Rats ! ™

Whaston saved his hand,

“ {tharge !

“ Hurrah ! ™

Aud the Removites cherged.

The scouts had ne chance against the weight of numbers.
- They were knocked right and Ieft, and the juniors, yelling with

qugiter, rushed on, leaving Trumper and his comrades sitting
in the lane.

 My—my word ! gasped Trumper. .

* Well, you are an a3, Trumpy ! " said one of the sealsring
vouths, ' If you'd had a bit more sense we might hove had a
criisa in their schooner to-day."

* Oh, you dry up, Dicky Brown !

* Rats to you,” asaid Dicky Brown, indignantly. " I've a
jolly pood mind to make it up with them on my own, and have
a cruise this afternoon,”
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“ That you won't,” said Trumper, " You're a member of
this patrol, and we'rg out for training.”’

“ Yoz, but——=-"

“ Any kid disoboying orders gets o thick oar on the spot " said
Tromper warningly.,  * That isn't in the eede ; I made that
rule myself, and it's a jollv pood one.”’

“ I don't see why I shouldn't go.”

* Well, T de, It would be desertion.”

“ Yes, but =

“ Bhut up! Form up, there ! March ™

Andd the Doy Scoub patrol marched, DNcky Brown, however,
|+‘:i.'r!~Li|1;._{ umlsiduruhl:,f dlisantasiied, The prospect of Huil;ing On
the Lay in o resl ship was an atbenctive one to Dieky Brown,
nnd Letter than spending the doy ashore.  Buat his scout leader
thought dilferently.

Meanwhile, the vietorious Removites morched down to tho
ghore, Thoe Marjorie—s0 named after Hoazeldene's sister-—wny
ot anchor there, & short distance from the sands, and an old,
weatherbeaten searman was ]ﬂa,ning aver her rail and smoking a
ahort black pipe.

“There's Captain Stump 1"
hallo ! hallo ! Schooner ahoy |7

Cantain Stemp looked ap.

“ Ahoy ! he shouted back,

" Come and fetch us abooed,™

" Ay, ay, sir'’

" 1 say, you fellows

“ Here he comos.  Now, vou chaps who can't swim have to
ataund vat,”” aaud Wharton.,  ** I'm sorry, bat it’'s Heod™s orders,™

“(1h, blow the Head's ordera!" said Snoop. *' He won't
kuow."

Wharton's eyes glinted for o moment.

“T'wve given my word,” he said, " If the Heod couldn’t
trust us, he wouldn't let us free for o whole day like this. Thoso
who an’t swin stand out.”

“ Good ! said Dol Cherry.
goats, old chap, I—-—-"

“ T say, yvou fellows ! ™

“id you apeak, Bunter "'

“You jolly well know I did, Cherry,” soad the fat junior

ndignantly. ** Look here, whot are we going to do abouat grab
on board T We can't go hungry.”

“ That's all right,"” said Wharton., ** Captain Stump has had
his orders.  You'll find plenty of grub in the cook's galley.”

Billy Bunter looked maollificd,

“Well, that's all right,” he said. ** I'd rather have sclected
the grab myself,  You might have left it in my hands, Whaorton.”

Y Sueh s jolly lot of it wounld bave remained in your hands,
vou oo,

* 0Oh, really, Wharton 1"

** Hore's tha bont—ready thers | ™

A boot had been moored to the schooner, and the old snilor-
man had stumped into it ond pulled sshore.  * Capiain '
Stump, a3 he called himsclf, wa3 o regular old seadog. His
[l.mnpﬂn{i{:rn wae weathorbeston alinozt to the hue of mahogony.,
He hed a wooden log, one of his limbs having been lost during
his voyages in remote quorters of tho world ; bui exactly whero
no ong knew. DPerhaps the old sailorman did nobt remember
himself ;  or, perhaps, his weakness for relating marvellous
storioz had rendered himn o little uncertain about it at lost. Bub
certainly he had given at losst hall o dozen differont nccounts
of the loss of his leg ; and if e was to be believed, he had left o
lag in Auatralia, another in the jaws of a shark in the Indian
Ocean, onoe frozen in the ico of Greenlond, and still another
pnong the connibals of the Africon cosst. Which, as Bob
Cherry remarked, wos really impossible, unless the old seamon
had started in life as o kind of centipede.

“'Ere you ore, sir,” snid Captain Stump, touching his foro.
Joclk. *’Ere you are, sir.  You'll find the good ship safe and
gound, sir, and all ataanto.”

** All a-whiche 1" paked Bob Chorry.

*“ All ptaunto, sir. Which I've looked arter it as if it waas
tha happle of my heye.” said the old sailorman.  * Every 'ole
caulked now, and every leak stopped, by gum."”

“ My hat ! Gum isn't a very strong stufi to caulk leaks with,
surcly !

“Ih! I says—" :

“ Oh, don't be funny, Bob ! "' said Harry Wharton, laughing,
" Out oors, there ! Pull away ! "

The boat was proetty full, and there wers four oara. Wharton,
Cherry, Nugent, and Mark Linley took the oars. The boat
glided through the water, and bumped against the side of the
sehooner. :

The juniors clambered aboard. The schooner was certainly
looking shipshape. The necossary ropairs hod been cartied out,
and she was seaworthy once morc—at least, sufficiontly sea.
warthy for a sail on the bay in fine weather.

But, aa for a3 paint and appearance genetally went, there was
a great deal to be desired.  But Captaim Stump peinted out the
supplies of paint that had been laid in ready.

“ Which 1t only wants laying on, sir,”" he said.

said Bob Cherry. *“ Hallol
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* Right-ho.” exclaimed Bob Cherry,  * Buntet can do that.”

* Oh, really, Cherry ! "

“ Now, yvou know yvou're a jolly good painter, Bunty, You'va
been mucking up everything in No, | Study lately, painting
picture posteards.”

“ Yoz : bat that's different. I'm [J:q.iuf.ing pir_'i.um pﬂﬁtonrﬂu
as remunerative home work for the Patriotic Home Work
Association, and I expect shortly to be receiving three pounds
o weok for them.”

“ Well, you can keop your hand in practice by painting the
ship, Firat thing, though, ia to get the anchor up. Anyhody
ﬂ:-t. any ides how to disanchor a ship—if that's the correct

T

“ Asa ! You weigh the anchor,” said Trevor,

“Good ! Bring up the scales ! ™

* Oh, don't be funny ! You have to man the capstan.”

* Good, again, I don't know what vou mean, but T'm ready.
Stand by to cap the manstan——"

* Ass ! It's man the capstan.”

“ My mistake. I'm ready."

* I say, you fellows, before we weigh anchor wa'd better male
sure there's plenty of grub on board.”

" ¥ou can go and make sure, Billv, while we weigh anchor,”
said Harry Wharton, lnsughing. * Now then, hands to tho
capatan.”

“Hallo! hallo! hallo! What's that * Look '™

A running figure had appeared on the shore. It was making
dimctfléf for the schooner, and bohind. at o distance, wore five
other figures, running their hardest.

* It's Dicky Brown ! " exclaimed Nugent.

““ He's bunking from the others.”

* Beon a row, I expect.”

Dicky Brown ran breathlessly down the sand, and halted
Eaﬂ[{jmg by the water's edge, with the waves washing over his

oots,

** Ahoy, the schooner ! " he roared.

* Ahoy, Dicky Brown ! What cheer!™

* Will you take me aboard 77

* Where do you want it taken * 7’

“What! Eh?"

“ Where do you want the board taken " wsked Bol Cherry,
Innacently. * You saicd you wanted us to take vou a board,”

M I—I mean, I want to como on the schooner. I'm o good
pilot, and I'l1 guida you anywhere yvou like, and=—and keep you
off the rocks.’

“By Jove!" exclaimed Wharton, ™ that’s & ripping idea,
We want a pilot—in fact, it's exactly what we need.  We'll
take him."

“ Can I come aboard ™

“Yes, rather."

There was a shout from the distance, The other sconts were
racing down ito the shore. Dicky Brown looked back nec.
vously over his shoulder,

* Quick with the boat ! " he gasped.

Wharton and Cherry jumped into the boat,

With a few atrokes of tho oars they brought the bow bumping
into the sand, and Dicky Brown aprang in.

* Bhove off " he cricd oxcitedly,

They did not stop to ask questiona. It waa s time for actions,
not words, Wharton shoved off, the oars dipped again, and the
boat shot awny from the shore just as Trumper and his com-
radea came tearing down to the water's edge.

=

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Deserter!

b OLD on them1"
ik Et‘ﬂp ! EF¥
] “ Come baslzt "

The youthful scouls shouted at the top of their
voices 03 they come racing down to the shore. But the Grov-
frinms’ sailors took no notico, They pulled away steadily for
the schooner, the side of which was lined with the faces of the
Removites, watching eagerly.

Trumper halted, with the waves and wet sand swishing over
hia boots, and waved his arms franticslly in the air.

“"Come back ! Stop! Halt!"

But the beat bumped against the hull of the schooner, and
the boya clambered ahoard. A streteh of blue water separated
Diicky Brown from his comrades and pursuers. The Removites
did not guite understand yet what was the matter, but they
were ¢ontent to know that it was “ up ageinst ** the zcouts of

Pagg.
%g'm'jr Wharton looked back ot the shore, and langhed a= he
gaw Trumper'a sxeited pesticulations.
* Ahoy there ! " he called out.
Alﬂny, you college rotter ! ™ yelled Trumper.
man back.
“What man ¥ Do you moan this kid 2 7
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“ He's a seot—and hie's desertrd 15

“Itata! He'z o pilot. and he's sailing with us to-day.”

" Ho's a deserter !

“ We'lre protecting him.”

© Boned b bock, T otell vou !

* Alare rata !

Trumper stamped his feet and brandished his Rsta,  Hia
puthority a3 scont leader was defied, and the Greyiriara fellows
wers roating with laughter instead of taking the matter scriously.
It was emough to make any earncst scout tear hia Lhair.  And
I could not get at the deserter or his protectors—that was the
worat of it.

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Bolb Cherry. * Go it, Trumpy |
Crentlemen, this is o new thing in clog-dances, and there i3 no
charge for admission,”

" Ha, ha, ha ™

"o it, Trumpy !

CReop it up !

Trumper realised that he waz not adding to his dignity as
scout leader. and lhe ealmed down somewhat, He shook his
fist at the schooner. and held s bhurvied consultation with his
comrades.

The Creviriars juniors watcehed them. grinning. The row
with the Pegg scouts aeemed lilkely o pdd liveliness to the
day'a outing, and ihey weleomed it 1t wos Tramnmper who
hael started the rivalry, by stopping the juniors in the lune,
and the Cireviviarz fellows were ineclined to keop it np for the
fun of the thing.

And, anyway, they could not give up Dicky Brown, Deserter
or not, he had taken refuge with them and elaimed their pro-
tection, and that was enough.

Dheky evidently did net eecalise the seriousness of desarbion
from a military corps, for he was grinning all over his plump,
ruddy faece, and whon he caught Trumper’s eyve he made a sign
to him that was far from respectful—hy placing his thumb
sgainst ‘his nose, and extending his fngers—a salute that macle
Trumnmper look inclined to dance azain.

© Weigh anchor, kids."” said Trevor,

Y Oh, hold on.” said Bob Cherry, * They'll think wa'm
running awny.  Lets see the end of thiz”'

* Good 17 said WV harton,

And thay waited, The consultation of the Boy Scouts did
not spem to be very profitable, They talked snd argued, and
gommo of their worda floated to the juniorz on the 2chooner,

“ Don't be a silly duffor, Trommper 1

“If you don’t speak more respectiully Lo vour leader, Jim
Bpriges, vou'll gt a thick esar=—and shaep ! "'

Bob {.‘-]11!1'1‘_? choeklad.

“They'll begin to fight soon,” he rewacked.
good as & cirens !’

A erowd was gathoving on the sands to waich—lisher-folk,
and visitors to the wvillage, and Grevirinrs boys.,  Wharton's
recraits who could not swim had been left ashore, ancd they
had dizpersed up snd down the bay, but the row was gathering
them to the scena again.

Trumper finished the argument by giving an ocdor in o sharp
tone.

Jim Bpriggs atacted off for the village, and the other scouts
dragged down & boat  froin the samd, and rashed it into the
waoter.

“ My hat ! They're going to board the schooner ! " exclaimed
Bob Cherry.

* Lot them come !

* Right-ho : lot "em all come ! 7

“They won't find it very cazy to get aboard,” Inughed
Harry., * Got those mops togetlier, kids, and wet 'em ! Stond
by to repel boarders.™

““ Ay, ay, sirt”

Wharton gave his onders quickly, and they were as quickly
carried out. He had not troined lhis recruits for nothing.
The dozen juniors who formad the crew of the schooner lined
ujp to receive the beoarders. They were armed with wet mops,
very efiective weaponz in repelling a rush, and they wers
grinning in anticipotion,

gpriggs came running back from the village with five or =ix
sturdy lads ot his heels. Trumper had gent for reinforcementa,
and the fisher lads were readdy o back him up. Neatly a
dozen sturdy young fellows tumbled into the boat that lhad
been lounched, and pushed off from the shore,

Trumper stood up in the bows, with & very determuned
expression upon his sunburnt face.

* Ahoy, re !

“* Hallo, hallo, hallo® ™

 Are you going to surrender that desecter 1"

*“ Not much !

“ Then we'll take lim b farce.'’

“ Ha, ha. ha! Come on 15

“ Mops to the fore!"

“ Repel boardera !

And the boat came swinging on, sl bumpsd against the
schooner, and the scouts chanbered up fiercely to the attack.

b
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Repelling Boarders,

HE Boy Scouta of Pegp were all sailor lads, more at home
upon the water than upon the Iand, as a matter of fact ;
and they could swin hke eata. They eame up the side
of the Marjorie like so many eats ; and the attack was so

swiflt and sudden that the juniors were almost tuken hy surprise,
though they were ready at their posts.

The first thrsts of the mops were clumay, or eazily eluded,
and i & few seconds Trumper had o leg over the rail, and
Sprigs was chinging to it, and the rest had more or less of o
footing.

But the Grevivinrs sailora recovered themselves in a moment,
and rallied uvnder Wharton’s inspirviting shout,

* Buck np, Greyfrinms "

Wharton's mop cought Tromper full on tho chest, and he
went down from the rail faster than he lad come up. Bolb
Cherry pave Spriggs & lift under the chin, and he dropped into
the water with a splash and a yell,

Y Go it ! " roarcd Bob Cherry,

The juniors leoned over the side, poking and thrusting at
the hoarders, diglodging them one after anather.

The seonts dropped back into the boat, or into the water,
Laffed, and velling with excitemment,

Trumper elambored out of the water into the hoat, and
dashed the dm;:a from hia syes,

“Uome on ! he yelled,

And he went up the side ngain like o madinan.

]]Jils:!;e:ti'tencd a Jittle as they werw, Uw scouts followed him
Pinckily.

Trumper eluded the thrmst Frank Nugent made at him, snd
limrled himself Lodily over the rail, coming down with a bump
on deck.

He was on his fvet again in o moment, but then he was
grasped, and rolled over again in the clutehies of Bob Cherry
and Maork Linley. '

* Collur hime! " ronved Bob,

*I've pot him 1"

*idw, you beasta !

* 8it on lis head ! "™

** Here, Bunter, vou ait on lus Lewd ! ™

** Ch, really, Linley——"

“Come on! You're a heavy woight.”

And Bunter, secing that Trumper wag secure and that there
WS Tl ﬁghtilllg to bo done, assented.  Meanwhile, the seouts
hnd been repulsed agnin, The mops were too much for them.
They were dislodged one after another, and they cvowded
savagely in the boat, defented—and theiv leader a prisoner,

* Sheer off 1" shouted Harry Wharton,

“"Yal !

" Bheer off, or we'll fire into vou"

“Yah!" i

* Boda-water forward, thore !

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“"Ow! Help! Murder! Fie!”

It was a fiendish yell from Billy Bunter,

He had sat on Tromper's head as directed, to keep the
trnculent scout leader still 1 but Tramper, if he could not u=e
hiz handa, had Lis tecth left to use.

And he uzed them |

Billy Bunter jumped inte the air, aud hopped along the
deck with the contortions of o dancing dervish,

Y Ow! I'm bitten ! Jump on the beast! Ow !

* Bhut up, Bunty——"

“Ow! T burt! Ow! Oooooh

" Oh, ring off ! Can't you be lhurt guietly 1" exclaimed
Wharton., *' Soda-water there ! Forword ! Line up ! Present !

There were anda syplions among the liberal supplics on
Fkeard the schooner, and the juniors were not long in anning
themaalves,

Syphons in hand, they lined the rail, and presented—and
fired !

L] Fim ! LR ]

Biz-2-2-2-2-Z-RE=Zs

There was o voar from the boat alongside.

The ecouts received the sizzing streams in their faces, in
their cara, down their necks ; and in o few sccomds the bont
wad rocking awaey on the waves,

Yella of lnughter followed it from the schooner. At a szafo
distance from the syphons the scouts stopped, to yell back and
brandish their fists,

* Licked, by Jove!" exclaimed Russell.
a prisoner !

* Thoe lickfulness is terrifie.”

Harry Whurton put his cap straight, and assumed the stern
and determined air of & captain, victor in a stubborn fight.

" Bring forward the prisoner ! ™

Thea prisoner was brought forwacd.

He looked very savage, as Bob Cherry and Linley led him
forward with o grip on either arm,

Wharton cyed him with becoming sternness, while the

Present '

g
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juniors gathered vound, with exeited looks. The apirit of the
thing was entering into their blood, and they almost fancied
themselvens veal sailgrs by Hhus Lime, with o real prisencr lo
bo strung up to the yard-arm.

" Prisoner——"" hegan Wharton, in a deep voice,

* Oh, cheese it ! " said the prisoney.

Y Prisoner 17 repeated  Wharton, in s still decper  bass,
“You heve been caplured in o flagrant attempt at vircey
on the high seas 1 " _

" Hear, hear ! "' zanl Boly Cherry, the irrepressible.

Aud a peneral chuckle followed.

Wharton turncd a stern glanee upon his first mate.

" Bilence ! Ceasr these ribald remarks! This is & serious
wintter ! Piracy muat be put down, or what becomes of the
L'mion Jack and British prestige § '

Ay, ay!l™

* The Union Jack 18 great, and the prestige is terrifie.”™

! 'El‘jﬂﬁﬂf‘n bave you anything to say before yvou walk the
plank "

My hat,” muemaved Nugent, © that's coming it strong !*
But Wharton's face was quite serigus ond stern,

O, checsa it 1" said Tromper,

“ Have you anything io say before you walk the plank *™
repeated Wharton.

* Yes, asa,"

* Bay it—1I nican, gay on ! "

“You ean po and eat coke ! M

* Anything elae to say 17

“Yes: you're a set of silly land-Jubbers.

* Anything more ¥

“NYes g Il jolly well give you a thick ear each for this,
when 1 get a chanee,” said Tromper. * As for Dicky Brown,
IV snateh him bald-headed to-morrow.”

" Yah ! said Dicky Brown.

Y 8ilence ! The priconer has no excuse to offer for his piratical
cronduct ! As members of a plorions Nevy upon which the
Aan never scts,” said Wharton, getiing shightly mixed, * weo
are bound to put down piracy. The prisoner is condemned
to walk the plank.”

" Ol don't be a duffer, vou know ! 7

U Two mmutes' grace is allowed while the plank is pre-
paving.” =aid the captain of the Marjorie sternly. ™ Then
prepare to meet vour—I mean thy doom.™

*Of all the silly champs——"'

* Bilenee, prisoner ! Prepave the plauk ! "

Ak they prepared it.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,

Trumper Walks the Plank—Under $ail,

HERE was no doubid that the Greyfriars esailors wore i

T euarnest.  The piratieal Boy SBeout woa doomed to wall

Ll plank. As he would fall mto shallow water, and

wid & pood swinnner, there wasn't muech danger in walking

the plank, but it fulfilled the juniors’ notion of what was

right and fit to be done, Twdeed, BHilly Bunter proposed to

haog him at the yard arm, but Billy was still smarting from
Trmnper's bite, and he was naturally exasperated.

“ PBring out the plank ! "

A plonk was brought. Captain Stamp, who was prinning
from oune =ide of his mahopany [ace to the other, lent o hand,
The plank was tilted acrosa the rail, with a third port of it
over the water,

The scoul= jn the boot watched these proceedings ciniously,

Az it davned upon them what was intended, they macle
o movement a3 i to rush to the atteck again, but mops and
syphons were rendy, and they thought hetter of it, Tiey
lny by, watching, and ready to pick Tromper up a5 soon
us he splashed into the water.

Trumper was locking half-savage and half-grinning.

Az he hind already been in the water twice, he couldn’t get
mineh wetter than he was, but he wasn™t inclined to be execured
a2 n pirate il he could help it,

im lj]‘isﬂlnﬁ LE ]

* Billy azz 1" said the prisoner.

“ The plank is prepared—go to thy doom !

* Louvk here, you chump——"

" Walk the plank ! ™

* Rata !’

Wharton’s hand rose sternly to point to the plank,

= Pirate dogs h

* Ha, ha, ha ! "’ roarod the juniors.

* Rilence ! Pirate dog, go to thy doom !

* Blessed if T will,” snid the piratz dog.
give yvou o thick ear !’

Wharton waved Lis hand.

" Take him away ! "

(3 11]1__"

* Enough ]l Take him away!'"

* Come on, you piratical bow-wow," said Bob Cherry, yanking

"L jolly well
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the prisoner towards the plank. * Put your pretty fect there !

Now march !

“ Bha'n't ! "

Trumper struggled as Bob Cherry and Linley dragged Lim
upon the plank. :

“It's wll right,” exclaimed Billy Dunter, * I'll make lLim
walk! I've got o needle here!”

“ You young beast !’ reared Trumper.

* Walk, then!"

Y Ow!™

Trumper gave a roar a8 Bunter applied the needle. Thera
was no resisti that, and bhe walked forward. He halted
at the apot where the plank was tilted over the rail, the Juniors
having now let go.

There he turned, to make some remarks to the Groyiviars
sailors.

“ You lop-sided lubbera, vou think vou are sailors !
8 2ot of lubberly, fat-headed—ow, wow !

Bunter had put the needle in the end of a stick, and a jab
in Trumper's calf interrupted his harangue.

The scout leader jerked awayw, the plank tilted, and he went
with a splash into the water.

“Ha, ha, hal"

Trumper's head came up out of the water.
for the boat, and was pulled in in 8 moment.

There he stood up to finish his remarks to the Greyiriars
gailora. The remarks were not complimentary. Ho gavo
hiz opinion of their sailoring, of their personal looks, and of
their mental capacitiea, Ho gave it at full length, at the top
of his voice. But he did not hurt their feelings. They were
roaring with laughter, too loudly to hear a word he asid.

And at last, in utter disgust at being able to make no impres-
sion upon them, the scouts pulled away, and went ashove.
The boarding pearty had failed, snd Dicky Brown was still
on board the echooner.

The Groyiviara sailors waved their caps and yelled. Ik
was a victory, and they rejoiced sccordingly.

Y Well, T think we've given a jolly good account of our-
selves,” chuckled Bob Cherey. " We sha'n't be boarded
by pirates again in a hurry.'”

“Ha, ha, hn!"

“ Andd now I faney the propor caper is to weigh the ancher.™

Ay, ay, gir! "

“ Right,” said Wharton.

Ay, ay, #ir!" _

And the Creviviars sailors obeyed,

Billy Dunter retreated to the galley. He was lungry, and
it was hiz duty to propare meals, and e meant to have o snack
or two on passant. Wun Lung the Clunee followed himn,
Billy Bunter had been appointed coolk by the captain—and
Wun Lung had been ﬂ]rlmiul-r‘d vook's mate by himnself—
bt as the golley was small there was likely to be friction there.

The anchor was weighed quite safely, and stowed away,
and under the experienced divection of Captain Stump, the
H-EIIIE('UII[‘I‘ glided away frem the shore nnder lier main and top-
sail.

It was exhilarating to the junivrs to fec] the vessel moving
unier their feel.

They Felt like real sailors al last, with a vessel in their hands
to manoge, and the wide blue sea before thiean.

And their ambitions began to rise!  Instead of a =il
rovnd the bay., some of the mmore daring soirits sogpested n
run out inbte the Cerman Oocan, whils Micky Desmond even
went o far 03 proposing o run acress to the Continent.

But Wharton was coptain, and ho hod too much conl aense
to nllow himsclf to bespersaoded into real rechlesaness.

The schooner was very well foor a sail on the bay, but she
was by no means in o stobe bo brave the Cormon Oecan, nor
were her crow a8 veb anfliciently trained to handle her there.

A sndedon sguall would livve inoant deslrostion bo the ehooner
and all her crcw ; and o sguoll was guite within the bounds
of probability.

" We'll stick to Ll bay,' soid Wharlon, though if he liod
eonsulted his inclinations lee would  gladly bave turncd the
srhoponer seraward to the illoedtable hlue. * 1t'%a big enough
for wa, in oll conseiepes. We shall hove o jolly sail, and we
can anchor semewhere for lunch.”

“Good wheeze 'Y said Bob Cherey. ¥ I've heard that there
are all sorts of httle coves and woolis in the Shounlder, whero
the amugpelers nsed to laod ther contraband, ™

“ And where they land it still, sometimes, if the tales we
hear in Friavdale are to be believed,” Nogont romarked.

Harry Wharton Isughed.

“ Well, wo sha'n't meoet any smvgplers in the dovliznt,
anvway,'" he said.  f It wounld be a good ides to explore the
cove over yonder, and Dicky Brown can pilet us.”

" What-ho ! " gaid Dicky Brown. " I'voe haen round and
round the Bhoulder in the boats since I was six years old, and
I know every foot of it. I can pilot vou all right.  Yeou won't
sink this timo.”

Tha schooner was gliding gaily along, with o brisk breeze
filling cut the sailz. Bob Chererey, was ateering, and Dicky
Brown stood beside him.  Wharton was  giving  directions
for the ship to be mads what old Stumpy called ™ all ataunte 7
—and there was a great deal to bo done in that line.  JTu the

[ I__ﬂl

ey

He struck out

“ Man the capstan!™
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midst of the peneral busy animation. voires were heard in
ficrce dispute from the cook's guarters.

* Halle, rowing already ! ™" zaid Nugent.
there ! ™

* I gay, you fellows——

* Bhut ap "

* Oh, reslly, Nugent——"" -

“ Bilenca ! You have to say ‘sir’ in addressing an officer.

“ I'm sineerely sorry, but—=""'

“ Well, don't jaw." ]

* But I say, you fellows ".—Bunter's face, red and exeited,
was projected into view. He was blinking indignantly through
his spoctaclea—" I gay, I'tn cook on this craft, ain’t 1?7 Then
yank this heathem out.”

* What's the matter with Wun Lung ™

* The heathen rotter is interfering with the cooking.
no room for two cooka here. Yank him out!"”

“Hold on! What have you got for lunch " )

“ Irish stew,” said Bunter, with a [at look of satisfaction.
 And it's going to be ripping.”

* Have vou got it on the atove " i

* Yea, it's sll right now—it only wants watching."”

“ Then Wun Lung can watch it, and you con come and do
that painting."

* Oh, really, Nagent—--"

* Oeder ! You say *gir' in addreasing an officer.’

* Oh, really, sir o

“Tron't jaw ! Come on declk !

" Yes, but I say——""

" Tymble up, thero!" roared Nupent. * No back talk |
Who's mate of this ship, I'd like to know T Do you want
mo to talk to you with a belaying pin, you lazy lubberly, slah-
sided son of & sea-cook, Tumble up, thers 1"

* But T say, you fallows——"

“Tumble up! You idling swab, do you want to be keel-
hauled ¥ Do you want to be married to the gunner’s doughtur 1
I'll teach you ! I'll make you squirm ! Tamble up !

And Billy Bunter tumbled up, as Nugent seized a rope snd
ruched towards him. Nupgent was soon fslling into the way
of it. He had a flow of langunge already that would have done
eredit to any mate in the merchant sarvico.

** I say, Wharton,” hegan Billy, in s last despairing appeal.

“ Obey orders ! ™ said Wharton severely.

And the fat junior hed to oboy.

“ Btop that row

I

Tiere's

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the Painfer.

ILLY BUNTER blinked round in scarch of ths palnt
Micky Desmond had been mixing it, and there was &
bucket half full repdy, Nugent thruat & g brush into
it, nned took Bunter by the back of the neek to guide him

ta the spot.  He pushed down the ﬂpe::tn.clmll iace of tho fat
junine to within an inch of the bucket, and Billy gasped ns ho
roiezived the full benefit of the strong smell.

0w !oprerever-r

* Now, get to work, my L.

* Look here, Nugent——""'

wlicr”

1 mean =ir; I'm not going :

* Trice him up to the main-brace and give Lim thres dozen,”
roproed Nugent.

The erew did not know what the moin-brace was, ao they did
not obey ; but there was no need, as Bunter hastened to carry
out his orders.  He picked up the bueket of paint in one hand,
wnid the brush in the othor,

“ Where s I to point * " e asked feeldly

“ The outside of the bulwarks, of courae.”

“ But T can't lean over far enough.”

Y Try. nss”

“ Dut—but if T loan over my gpectacles will very likely full
oif, :urﬁl-—myj if they wet lost you'll hove to pay for them, you
Eniver,

“ You sling n wooden step aver the side to paint from.”
said Russell,  * Then it’s casy enough.,  Go it, Billy, and we'll
all take our turn.  Of eourse, we want the great picturs posteand
artizt to show ua o good example.”

HI—1"d rather you atarted, Russell.”

“ T'm buay aplicing the moin-brace.”

* The—tho what ¥

“ Aro you going to start that painting, my man 2" bawled
Kugent.

Y Ye.ex, I'm just going to, Nuagent,

* Tumble up, then, vou sea-eonk.”

The sling was quickly made and put over the sids, and Billy
Bunter was lodped zafely upon it, with the bueket and thoe
brush., A rope wes ticd round his ample watat (o secure i,

Y Now, paint away ! roared Nugent.

Y Look ;IE"I'-E'. Nuoent ——"

Dou't be impatient.”

7

Another Splendld, Long, Complots
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* Thn Ims].;ing, and I'M eome down with a mt}n'_-l el if you
don't buckle to."”

Bunter dipped the brush deep in the paint, and loaded it,
andl deew it out with a sweep of the arn.

Nupgent gave a roar.

Whether intentionally or not, Bunter had sent a shower nf
drops of ?uint over him, and hiz face and Lis smart cap were
Eﬂiﬂ%]frf:’. 5

* Oh ! 03 cugent.

** Ha. hnﬁmptﬂ" 8

" What are you cnckling at, you dummies ! There's nothing
fl'lhh:,; in being amothered with paint by a hml;Iing manine,

“Huo, ha, hat™

* Oh, shut up | Cockling like a [ot of old hens in a farmyard.
Bilence fore and aft, or I'll be among you with s belaying pin,”
shouted Nugent, remembering that he was second mate.

Billy Bunter, a little comforted by smaothering his tormentor,
painted sway industriously ot the grimy wood.

The ship was pliding smoothly enough along on ealm waters,
prapelled by a soit breeze, very soft and mikd for the time of

“Il—1'U pulverize him,™

Buntee painted and slashed away, getting very nearly as much
paint on himself as on the woodwork, and the gling was shifted
along from above as he finished one sﬁuﬂt, and started on another,

* 1 gay, I'm getting to the end of this paint,” sung out Bunter,
pm#?tl}:; " I suppose somebody else had better begin with the
next lot.

" Let’s see how mueh you've dono first,” said Nupgent. He
had cleaned off the paint, and looked fresh and resy from a
wazh, as he leaned over the rail. T don’t suppose you've
done your little bit yet. Why, you lezy swab, you've done
Jinrdly anything.™

" I'va used up nearly all this bucket.”

* Yes, but it wasn't half-full, and you've been wasting it
What do you mesn by wasting valuable paint on vour own
clothes,”’

** =T eouldn’t help it."

“That's all very well. I've a jolly good mind to have yvon
putl in irens for surreptitionsly making awoy with the ship's
stores,”” anid Nugent severely.

* Oh, really, Nugent——'

* Juzt you finish that bucket, and then you can begin on
auother.'

Y Look hore——

** Oh, buckle too, or I'll have you triced up to the main armi—
I inean the vard brace—that is to say——""

*““ Ha, ha, ha 1

“If you cackle at your officer, Micky Desmond, I'll stop
vour grog for a week, you swab. Get on wth the puinting,
Bunter, Let's see how much you've got leit.”

Nugent leaned over the side; and, st the same moment,
Bunior raised the full brash—and brush and face met !

Nugent gave a throttled yall,

*““Ha, ha, ho!'" roared Buntor,
vouo know,”

e

" That was oan acecident,

“"Ow! It's in my mouth! Gro-rr! It's in my nose!
P sutioeated! I'm  peisoned! Yah! Ow! Grrorer!
Hel

p. T2

y ]]:]I!:: crew of the schooner roared with laughter.

Nugent, blinded and choked, danced wildly abont the deck,
antl the Greyfrinra snilors simply yelled,

But Deamond, for one, left off laughing when Nugent seized
himn, and rubbed the paint off against his chest.

*"Arraly, and phwat are yez afther intirely 7% yelled Micky,
stiu Eling in the grasp of s superior officer.

* I'm—groo—1'm rubbing off—gr.-r-ver—paint,””  gorgled
Kugent., * Keep still, you mutinous rotter—ygr-r-r-r-there,
that's bhetter.”

“ Yo hateful socoundrsl !
jaeket intirely.”

“ Borve yvou jolly well right, for cackling at your officer.”

' Sure and I o

“ Order there '™ shouted Wharton, as Micky daneed up to
the second mate with brandished fists, * No mutiny aboard
thiz eraft.”’

" Faith, and he's spoiled me illigant jacket."”

“ I'H spoil your ilbgant features if you mutiny.”

* 1 say, you fellows, I've finished this paint,” sang out Billy

Bunter,

Ye'va ruined me beautiful blue

=

Detective-Inspector Coles

Writes o thrilling complete tale of the Boy Defectioes In next
Wednesday's numbar of ** The Marvel” price Id,

S _—

U Mtipght-lio 07 said Nugent, with a vengelul gleam in hiz eves.
Tl give you another lot.” )

] !'there was n second lob ready, and Nugent yanked it to the
zicle.

It was & large pot, and it was full of paint, thinned down
to the proper consisteney for use,  Bunter looked up expeetantly
4% Nugent brought it up over the rail—and the next moment
there was o terriiic pasp fike PECADIngG sten.

. Nugent had given him the pot of paint—but he had inverted
;'r—tztml the pot settled over Billy Bunter's liead liks a very large
net,

The paint relled down his checks—and the crew of the Marjorie
shricked with laughter.

“ Theve you are !'" shouted Nugent.
asked for." '

* Ha, hao, ha t

Bunter was shrieking, too, bui he wes not laughing, e
recled away and sat down in the blue water, his hair nnd face
streaming with paint. In & moment a couple of juniors had
jumiped in and were supporting lim,

* Bror-r-r! Qrorerererer !

That was all Bunter said,

The yelling crew drageed the unhappy painter and his reseuera
abourd. Bunter sat on the deck, streaming with water and
paint. Nugent and Trevor had gone in for him, and they were
dripping, too; but roaring with laughter as well, Bunter
dict not feel inclined to laugh. e sat and gasped and panted,
and panted and gnsped, and mumbled, He could not see, for
his eyes were full of paint and water, and his spectacles opagquo
with paint.

“You—you beasts! Yaht
sented to be cook on this rotten eraft !

“Hn, ha, ha t #

“ Nugent, you're a rotten beast | Te—me

“ My word ! gaid Nugent. I suppose yvou oall that
gratitude, Dunter. After I've dived in at the risk of lesing
my ¢ap, to save your life.”’

*“ Ha, ha, ha 1™

“Beast | Yah! Grepererer!

Y Oh, go balow and clean yourself,” said Nupgent.
expect gratitude, but——"

wd Bi'-r-l'-l'-!:‘ ! an

And Billy Bunter staggered below to clean himself, and was
not seen agiin titll lunch tine.

* That's what you've

I—I'm gminecerely sorry I con-
Yah! Gr-r-rp!”

+3

1 dom’t

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
The Black Flay.

ANG!
Hang !
Bang !

Tha erew of the Marjorie jumped:; and no wonder.
Ever]‘,' able seaman stopped his work—Bob Clerry let po the
wheel—and the painter who waa in Bunter's place dropped hig
brush into the sea.

Bang !

Bang !

* What on carth is it ¥ ™ shouted Wharton.

* It's an explosion in the galley,”

"' Bomething gono wrong with the stove,”

Boang |

Bang |

There wns a rush towards the cook's quarters,.  Wharton waa
in the lead, and he burst in excitedly. prepared to find Wun Lung
n & desperate state—but the little Chince wos sitting calmly
on a box, with an iron bar in his hand, which he was erashing
upon nn iron saucepan,

Bang !

Bang !

* Btop that,” shouted Wharton.
making that horrid row for 17

* Buelay it yc'.llct] Nugent. ** Awvast thore 17

The little Chines grinned agreeably.

" Me stlikee gong,” he said. " Stlikee gong to ealles to

" What the dickens are vou

dinnee. "
And he banged again,
“Ow! Hold that feariul row ! Your beastly gonpg ean be

heard as far a3 Friardale,” exclaimed Wharton: * Why ecouldn’t
you call ug 1™

* Btlikoe gong, plopel way."”

Y Well, you've struck it enough now ;: dry up.

And the little Celestinl somewhat unwillingly relinguished
the bar. He had an Eostern relish for borbaric noises. Bat
the scent of the atew was enough to put the crew of the schooner
mto o good humour again.

It was a splendid stew, and Bunter had put into it nearly
everything eastable on bosrd the Marjoric ; and Wun Lung
}'mfl watched over it with fatherly care and cooked it to per.
ectian,

The keen sea breezes had made tho juniors very hungry, and
they were quite ready for o solid meal,

LR
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";]-'ha p-ain-t rolled dﬂ‘ﬁ'.r_l ﬁill:,r Bunter's cheeks, and the crew of the Marjorie shrieked with Iaﬁ?ggtﬂ. L Thtr{:—”

you are!”” shouted Nugent,

“That’s what you asked for.”
the fat boy of Greyiriars.

“ Br-c-r-r! Gr-r-r-r-r-r-r 1" spluttered

“ Bring it on deck,” said Wharton, and he rapped out ordera.

The crew was learning to obey sinartly. Some of the hands
earried up plates, others dishes, and dinner was laid on the deck.
Billy Bunter camo wp with a sour expression upon his newly-
washed face, His haiv wos still sticky with the paint he had
been unable to remove.

But ho forgot overything at the sight of & huge turcen full of
rich stew. i3 little round eyes ghstened behind his apectacles.

*“ I say, you fellows, this iz ripping ! I think I'm sbout the
hungriest, o you may as well gervo mo firsf."

And Billy I':‘l":mtur was Bgon buay.

“ Here, some of you come ond reliove me at the wheel ! "
called out Bop Cherry.

But they were all too busy,

* It's all right ! 7' called out Dicky Brown.
water, and you can lash the wheel for a bit."”

And Bob Cherry did so, and joined the feasters.

The schooner was out in the midst of the wide, sweeping bay,
with the blue water curling round her bows, and the shore wad
dim and distant. The cabins of the fishing village had dia-
it d among tho grey old rocks, Huger, clearer, the great
Shoulder loomed into view, with the sea-pulls flying round tho
suinmit. But the cove, which the amateur sailors intendod to
explore, would not be reached till after ample time for dinner.
The juniors gave all their attention to the feast, and they
enjoyved it

There was enough and to spare, and in the enjoyment of it
even Billy Bunter forgat the bonneting with the paint-pot, and
s fat and greasy smilo came over his face, with an offect that

“ We're in deep

RS-,

was guite curigus slong with the streaks and emudges of paink
that remained there. ;

The feast over, the crew of the Marjorie felt much more
patisfied with themselves and with things generally.

They lay about the schooner, in dec -rjmirs on the planks,
ir}: vq{iuuﬂ attitudes of easy comfort, and chatted together
cheerily. -

Harry Wharton rose from the meal with his usual activity,
snd was inclined to recommence zailor training at once.

But he found himsecli in & minority of one, even the twa
mates not being very enthusiastic about the training just at
the moment.

“ No slacking ! "' said Harry briskly. ' Como on! Tumble
ul]'}. and lay hold of the ropes! You don't know how to ‘bout
aship yet.”

‘PI don't believe you do, either,” grunted Trevor.

“I'm learning—Captain Stump 8 teaching us, isn’t he t*
saicd the youthful skipper of the Marjorio mildly. * Training
tells, vou know.”

“ Well, give na a rest first.™

* No slacking, lada.”

“ Oh, 1 beliove you go by clochwork, Wharton,” yawned
Russell, who had his head resting against a cask, and his lega
outstretched in an attitnde that was very comfortablo, but
could hardly be considercd elogant. * Give us a chancol
We're only common or garden mortals, you know."”

“ Waith, and we're right! It was o beautiful stow intizely,
end it makes a gossoon inclined to take thing? aisy for a bit,
vo know.™
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“ Oh, get up! Work 1"

' Bless the work 1™

* Come on, Cherry and Nugent 1" exclaimed Harry. * Set
an example to the crew, and if they don't follow it we'll touch
them up with a rope's end."

Bob Cherry yawned.

“ Juat & few minutes, Harry ! "

“ What ! You slacking, too! "™

* Not exactly slacking, but I've been stecring for hours,
you know—and that was a jolly good dinner ! ™

T S8y, Nugent——""

** Don't speak to me for an hour or two,"” murmured Nugent,
wlho was lying on his back with his hands under his head. " Ui
eomfiy.”

3 {"hut- about an example to the crew 1"

* Blow Tthe crew ! ™

* But the example—"

“Blow the exampla!™

* Hore, Captain Etum];}, vou get up and make a start.”

“ Bust my topsails 1 ¥ said Captain Stump. © U've got a
touch of the rheumatiz come back, and if you'll "akuze me——"

Harry Wharton laughed.

* Oh, you're a set of slackers! Take a rest, if you like.
T'll ateer.”

“Good ! " said Bob Cherry. “ You'll be happy #o long ns
you'ro working at something. Ke»p her head larboard and
starboard, an o

“ Oh, cheeao ik [

And Wharton wont to the wheel. Billy Bunter, who had
eaton enough for six or seven Drapgoons, was already snoring.
The erew of the schooner enjoyed a rest in the spring sunshine,
while Wharton stood solitary at the wheel.

It was a glorious spring day, with a soft southerly wind, and
& bright warm sun. The sea rolled crisply and calmly, and the
aniling on the bay was enjoyable. The Greyiriars sailers felt
that the ' wheeze ' was more a success than sver.

The great rocky Shoulder waz looming up closer nhead.

Wharton swept the sea with his glance oceasionally. Out
on the blue waters showed up white sail after sail, and further
out to soa he conld discern the blur of emaoke left by a steamer.

But the bay was clear of craft, the fishing vessels being out
of sight, and the pleasure boats near the shore lost to view
aganat the high rocks.

Buat suddenly Wharton

Round the rocks of the Shoulder a sail came into view—na hig
brown sail, evidently belonging to a fishing ¢rafe.

It was a broad, deep boat of & heavy build, but it ean lightly
enough through the curling water, with that Hiﬂglﬂ huge sail
drawing in the breese.

But 1t was not the light gliding of the big boat, or the bellying
brown sail, that attracted %‘L’hnrtcn'a glance. He had a passimg
thought that the boat was well handled. Bub what caught his
attention was the ensign that streamed from the peak.

He looked, and he looked again! Then he rubbed hus eves,
a:ul again he lookod.

Thers was no mistake abont it.

It was no ensign known to the Royal Navy or to the Merchant
Marine. It was the black fag!

The black flag !

Thera it flew gaily in the breeze—the black ensign, with the
white skull and crossbones upon it, plain for all to aee !

The emblem of piraey—the flag that the British Navy had
aholished from most scas—there it was, fluttering freely in
Tegr Bay !

And Wharton, almost letting go the wheel in his amazement,
stared at it apelibound.

ve a skart.

[ SR —— L

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Boarded by Pirates.

HARTOX stared atb the black flag for a full minute before
he spoke. Bo far he could see nothing of the strange
craft but the heavy bows, the big brown eaill, and tho
piratical flag fluttering from the peak. Of the crew of

th stranger he could not pet a glimpoe,

He found his voice at Inst.

* Tamble up, there ! All hands on deck |V

There was a genersl vawning, and o spore from Billy Buntoe
Some of the erew of the schooner looked lazily round at the
exvited steerimamn.

** Hallg, hallo, halio !

* The black flag!”

** The black whach T "

“ Pirates ! "

“0h, den't be funny '™

“ I tell you it's Lthe black flag! Tuamble up!™

They tumbled up then n earnest |

Even Billy Bunter woke and sat up, and greo wid for liis
gpiectacled. The rest of the juui.:m: gptang to ther i':'u.rt.

Tue strange craft was making to ero2s the bows of the schooner,
anl drawing rapully nearver,

Whot's the matter ¥ "
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She was in full sight of all, and the black flag fAutlzring i the
breezse was not to be mistaken.

“ The black fag!’

“ Pirates 1 ™

“ My only hat!"

* It's some joke,'" said Mark Linlew.

H.H.ﬁ"{ Wharton laughed.

“ Well, I don't suppose they're real pirates,
Curious we

“ A jape to scare us.”

I zuppose it’s a

boat-lond of practical jokera. can't see them,

though.”'

*“ They're keeping down out of sight.”
“ That's it,"” said Russell, * H?ding helow the gunwale !

I don't q'uit.a catch on to this. It can't be those scouts again,
can it *'

* It might be.”

" Or—or—surely it can’t be—be

* Real pirates 17

“ Well, we've got watches, you know, and a tidy sum of
money between us, and there’s no help to be had,” said Russel|
slowly. *° A set of.ruffians might easily get a fishing boat and
run us down here to rob us, come to think of it."

* Phew 1" gaid Trevor.

“* Faith, and it's right ye are! They ain't pirates, but they
might casily be a lot of longshore thieves from the port up the
coast.’”

Harry Wharton looked serious. It was possible, though the
hoisting of the black flag looked more like a * jape " than
un:.rthinlg alae,

* We'll jolly soon see 1" he exclaimed.
out from the maintop with e telescope.”

" Good wheeze 1 " ;

Two or three juniors promptly climbed to the meintop,
Wharton first, Harry disdained the use of the * lubber’s hole,™
and elambered manfully over the edge of the top, and dragged
up the toleseope with him.

Thera he swept the sea with the glass. :

With the schooner pitching & good deal beneath him, and
the strange sail gliding along at a great rate, it was nob very
eaay for him to his focus.

But he aimed the telescope correctly at last, and the black.
flagged boat rushed large upon his field of vision.

From his perch he could see inte she boat, where tho bLig
brown sail did not-obetruct the view.

He started as he saw the interior. - For there were a dozen or
more figures in the boat, erouching in the cover of the gunwale,
and each of them had a black mask upon his face.

Musked men—in a boat flying the emblem of piracy !

Wharton descended to the deck, his face serious. The crew
of the strange boat had observed him, and they gave up further
attempt at concealment. They sprang into view, showing
over the punwale, and there was a general gasp from the deck
of the Marjorie as the row of masked faces came into sight.

* Masked !

" They—they can’t be real pirates ! ™

The juniers watched the strange eraft with beating hearts,
It was almost certain that it was a % jape,” and Wharton was
too proud to fly, even if there had been real dangoer. The
schooner forged on slowly, and the stranger drew rapidly nearer.

“ I aay, supposc we buze off,” said Hazeldene. ™' No harm
mn Eiving them a run.”

“That craft's quite as swift as ours,” said Dob Cherey,
* and thoy're handling it well.”

** Btill we could £

Harry Wharton shook his head decidedly.

“ We're not going to run,’” he znid. ' It's pretty clear thok
they mean to come aboard uws—if they can. Hands to repel
boarders ! ™

The crew of the schooner armed themsalves with the mons,
but half-heartedly. They were too mystified Lo put the same
spirit into the thing they had shown when attacked by the
soputs of Pepe Bay.

The atrangers, beeide the blask masks on their faces, wore
Iask eloaks which almost concealed their figures from head to
foot.

They evulently wanbed to bz disguiﬂed. and their s gL
was n suceess, and something very much like alarm grew on
boord the schooner as they came nearcr.

A figure stood up in the bows of the crait, and a black-gloved
hand was waved at the Marjorie.

* Ahoy there !V

* Ahoy ! " shouted back Wharton.

“Lay to! "

“ Rats 1"

Y We're coming on bosrd !

“You'll get a warm reception, if you do!”

*“ Bewars !'"' The piratas voice was harah and eftern, az of
he wore purpoaely disguising it, vet there seemed a tone in it
familiar to Harry's ears.  ** If you resist us we shall send every
mother's son of yvou to feed the fishes 1Y

“ Rats 1"

Y Will yon haul down veur colours §'°

““ 1 can makes them

Anpther Splendid, Long, Complete
School S1ory,



Harry Wharton looked up at the Tnion Jack that floew from
the masthead—the brave old colowrs streaming out in the brecze,

“Xo! That flag never goes down to an enemy !

" Brave ! shonted Bob Cherry, " Hear, hear '™

* I faney you are a set of duflers on a jape,” went on Havry
Wharton. ** But if you were Captain Kidd come to life again,
that Hag wouldn™t go down. Go snd cat coke !

* Cmee More———1"

* Oh, ving off 1 ¥’

" Then prepare for death! Toad!™

There was a rattlo of Frearms, Most of the Removites
turned pole.  They were real fivearma that glinted in the sun,
in the hands of the masked, cloaked erew of the mystorions
boat,

Wharton's fceth come topether Tiavd,

If the ™ pivates " were jokers, thev were playing the part
with a grim cornestness that looked very like the real thing.

Was it possible that-——7

The boy’s brain swam for & moment at the thoaght.

Piratea in the twentieth century—in the calm waters of on
English bay—seemed too absurd a dream to be possible.

et—Harry remembered—not so long ago peaple would have
said that a Wild West outrege—bank-robbing, reckless shoot-
ing, murder and suicide—were an impossibility in & quict
London suburb, The capture of an electric-ear by reckless
desperndoei—a wild chase and ferce shooting—who would
have thought that possible in Tottenham—Dbefore it happened #
Yet it had happened !  And now, what if this, too, were a roal
—a posdible happening 1 Suppose these mazked wretches were
to shoot, a3 the wretches had shot at Tottenham ¥

It was im ible ; yet, aifter all, was it not possible ?

Ewven Bob Cherry had changed colour.  AMost of the Remaov-
ites were white. Bunter had dived into the galley, Captain
Stirmp was stanng wide-eyed at the moasked  faces, spell.
bound. Wharton locked round him.

* Pregent ! "'

The firearms came up fo o level, Tt looked terribly business-
like, Hazeldene clutehed Wharton by the shoulder.

" For Heaven's sake, Wharton, don't be a fopl—pgive 17

st But."_-_-l‘!

* They wmway murder nz! Remomber what happened the
viher day at Tottenham ! this may be 2omoe of the same gang ' 7

*I'd risk it———""

Y Think of us then! Surrender?!’™

" Better let them come aboard ! muttered Trevor.

Wharton gritted his teeth.

“Very well—let them come!
whoever they are, that fleg docs not come down

Hazeldene waved his honds frantically to the boat.

“Htop! It's all right—vou can come aboard.”

* Don't fire, men !

The gans wore lowerod.

The boat sorged up along=ide the schooner, and the leader
of the mysterious erew clambered shoaord, followed by his men.
He pointed to Lthe forecastie,

“ That's your place ! ™ he said, grefily.  *° Get in there !

Wharton did not move.  Bob Cherry and Nuorent and Mark
Linley drew up round him, with Hurrce Jamset Ham Singh.
But the othem| went forward, glowly, amazedby, hardly Know.
ing whether they were anwake or dreammg. The masked boarders
watched them go.  Wharton's mind was in o conflicd,  The
musha and the cloaks so effectunlly coneealed the invaders, that
e could not ace anything of them, Lardly their cyes—yet fow
of them were tall encugh to be taken for men—unless, as was
posgible—they were nnder-sized foreigners,

One of the masked men followed the crew, to elose the scattle
upon them when they were in the forecastle.  The chicf painted
sternly.

" Follow them !

But, az he raiged his arm, the wind ¢aught his black cloak,
snd blew it up— and an Eton jacket was revenled underneath.

Hn_rr}f Wharton gave a zhout of relief and FOEC,

“It's a jape! Line up, there!”

And he roshed upon the leader of the boarding-porty.

* Btand back, or }-

44 R-i!l.t‘l- |. 13

* Reaeno, Remove 1" roared Bob Cherry.

But most of the crow were in the forecastle,
jammed upon them by a prompt ' pirate,” and secured.
raved and thumped from within n vamn.

Five juniors were atill on deck : Wharton, Cherry, Nugent,
Hurreo Singh, and Mark Linley. In & moment they were
engaged in a wild and whirling combat with a dozen or more
Ioed,

Tt nomnidl—whatever and

The door was
They

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
In the Hands of the Foe!

HARTON fought like & hero, and his comrades backed
him up well, but the odds were too great.  They had
no chance from the beginning. DBut they gave a gouod
account of themselves.

In the wild stroggle masks and cloaks were torn aside, and
trampled under foot, and the familiar germents and familiar
facea of the Upper Fourth fellows were rovealed.
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Temple, Dabney & Co., and nearly & dozen more of the
Upper Fourth Form at Greyfriars, were the wicked piratea |

They were gasping with laugliter now, but they fought hard
all the same, snd the odds on their side rendered the result a
foregone conclusion from the beginning.

Harry Wharton was foon down, with Temple and Dabney
sitting on him, and Bob Cherry was sat upon by Fry and Harvey.

The nabob was capturcd next, and then Nuegent—and Mark
Linley was rolled on the deck ond tied up with & length of rope.

The fight was over ; and the pirates were in possession of the
good ship Marjorie. From the prisoncrs in the forecastle came
an endless din of yelling and thumping. But the victors took
no notice of it. Thev restod from their labours, sitting on
their prisoncers and yelling with laughter.

“ Oh, my only hat!" parped Temnple.
joape !t

* (h, rather ! * said Dabney.

* Fa, ha, hnt "

* Ho, ho, hot™

" A sixpennyworth of black vrepe for the mashks—

“ A dozen Llack cloaks hirad of the costumier in Friardale— "

** A dozen old guns out of the gym. at Groyfriars, that these
vory asgea themselves have used a dozen times for musketry
drill—"'

“Ha, ha, hat™

* And belwld the pirates hold |"

" Ha, ha, ha'!"

And the Ulppnr Fourth fellows shrieked again. The Remaov-
itez did not langh. The situation was comical enough, but it
dic] not appeal to the horoes of the Hemove., They were only
thinking of the way they had been fooled—of the yells of
lanzhter that would go up when the story became known at
{iroyiriars School.

The Remeovites listened with red faces to the laupghter of
ihe Upper Fourth " pirates,”

Thers was no doubt that the Remove, for onee, had been
abzolutely ** done,™

They had trinmphed over the Upper Fourth more than once,
but on the prescnt occasion they had to confess themsclves
* lickod to the wide”

The five prisoners on deck, with rope-ends knotled round
iheir limbs, lay helpless prisoners, glaring at one another and
at the ** pirates,” and the latter, overy few moments, burst into
freah roars of laughter.

Vot Harry Wharton could not blame himself.

Templs, Dabney and Co. had played their part 2o well that
iliere had boen s dreadful possibility that the masked invaders
were really desperadoes in search of booty, and for the sake
of the others, Harry had given in.

But now he was. keenly eonseious of the absurdity of the
whole atfair. The black clonks and moasks cast aaide, 1.1:_& rin-=
ning faces of the Upner Fourth fellows and their Eton ]ackets
made the scene inexoressibly ridiculows. The gone, too, at
close guarters, could be recopnizad as the old specninens tha
juniors uged for drill practice in the gym. They had not been
loaded for many vears, and would probably have burst if used as
firearns,

he Upper Fourth were
plaring, st in the forccastle the
hammered and yelied.

But they eould not got ont.

Dabney and Fry had seeured the door fast, and seven Remov-
ites were packed in there, unable to come to the aid of their
teader.

Wharton gritted lis teeth.

The laugh was fairly againet the Remove, and the Upper
Fourth fellows, taking their own boat in tow, wer2 alveaudy
trimming the sails to run ashore.

They intended to take the Remove sailors back to Tegp a3
wigoners, The fishing village was ecrowded with Greyines
fellows that fine afternoon, and Wharton and his recruits would
be held up to utter ridicule. It would be a blow the Remove
would be a long time in recovering from. ]

Wharton turned over in_ his mind desperate projects for
escape.  Dut he wos bound fast, and there was no chance,

Temple looked dovwn at him with & grin.

“ Comiy 1" he asked.

" Confound you ! ™

“Hn, ho, hat"

“0Oh, stop vour cnckling,” said Bob Cherry., Y It's bad
enough, witﬂﬂut you going off like o cheap Americun alarm
elocl.™

“Ha, ha, hat ™

“ Oh, rather 1" pasped Dabney. * Ha, ha, ha ! " A

“We're poing ashoie,” grinned Temple. " We're thinking
of exhibiting you chapz on the beach aa captured lunatica
and charging o penny admission.”

** Ho, ha, ha ! reared the Upper Fourth.

And the Removites could only look at one another with
sickly smiles. i

Another Splendid, Long, Complete
ool Story.
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“ Pat tho prisonerz below.” said Temple lofiilv.  * Theyv'ee
in the way hore. There's some good grub around ;. 1-1's tinis<h
if off for thum."

“ Qood idon '

The bound Removites wero draggod down the little com-
panion and dumped in the cabin, The Upper Fourtl fellows
remained in possession of the deck. The schooner wis speading
on her new course. Captain Stump was placed at the wheel
Thoe wooden-legged sailorman had been of no uan in the scuftie,
03 ha had beon too bewildered to know much of what was going
on, and a push had sent him rolling at the start.

Temple & Co. did not believe in deing more worle than they
could help, and the old sailorman was put at the wheel, under
dire threats of boing hung at the vard-arm if ho didn't steer
straight for Pegg. And the juniors watched himn to sce that
he didn’t make any attempt to release Wharton & Co.

In the cabin the Remove prisoners were gloomy enough.

“ What a precious lot of middy asses we shall look ! prunted
Bob Cherry. " Fancy being taken in by a sot of kids done up
in black masks."

“Oh, it's too rotten ! growled Wharton.

“ If we could only get loose !

“ What would be the good ! said Linley. ¥ Wa couldn’t
fight o dozen of them. And there's no way of gotting Lhu
others out of the fo'c’s'le.”

“1 auppose not.  It's rotten 1™

Ve alimil be at the village in half an hour, anc Crovfrars
will nover finish laughing ot the bluek fag—and us! "

“It's rotten ! "

“ The rottenfulness ia terrifie.’”

And the Removites relapsed into glom silence.

From the deck came the sounds of the Upper Fourtl fenating
on the ample remaing of the lunch, and amid the elink of koives
and plates rang the bursta of laughter.

In the ecabin there was silonee. But Lhe silepnee was bralen
all at once, and Harry Wharton rolled over. his faco flushead.
listoning intently. A sound had come to hig ears, a sonnd from
below, in the hold of the schoonaor,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Turning the Tables.

N LUNG, the Chinee, had not joined in the farious
w hammering and shouting in  the forecastle.  While
his companions were exhsusting themaelves in vain
din, the little Chinee was thinking. His guaint little

face was serowed up inte an oxpression of intenss refleetion,

" Wo can't get out ! "' exclaimed Hazoldone, ot last, throwing
himsolf upon a bunk. * We've been utterly done, and we mayv
a2 well own up.” ’

* Thoy*ve changod the coursse.” Trevor remarked,

" Yes; I suppose they're going back to Pegg, to give u= a
Blmwm[é uP ns u set of confounded jacknsses.”

" And the grub ! groaned Billy Bunter, “ I can hear them
wolfing it. There wasn't more than enough laft for another
meal, and now they're seoffing it."

“Oh, blow the grub ! ™

“ That's all very well, Vaseline, bhut we slall ho hungry.”

* If we eould only get out we could rush the rotters ! " growled
Russell. " Can't you suggest something, somebody 17

* We shall have to wait till they open the door,” said Dicky
Brown., * Then——"

_ " Faith, and then we shall have all Tege grinning ot us
intirely." _ '

" That's so! What are vou screwing up your chivyy like
a Chinese idol for, Wun Lung ! Have vou gol o wheeze ¥

Y Mo tinkee,™

“ Well, have you tunkee of anvihing wa can do ¥ "

“ Mo savvy."”

* Oh, rats ! " growled Trevor.
won't be able to get us out of tha fix,

Y Me savvy."

*“ Let him apeak.’” asaid Hozeldene.
aometimes, Go ahead, kid '™

Wun Lung grinned,

“We no pot outee of folecastle,” ho =aid.
but -Ell[':]}]ﬂrﬂ-ﬁ we gottee thlough into hold * '

And he tapped the bulkhond which divided the forecastle
from the hold. The juniors stared at him.

“ My hat " said Hazeldene. * I never thought of that,

“ But the hateh is elosed down,” said Trevor. * We couldn’t
get on deck, even if we got througl into the hold.”

“ Lazaletta hatch in esbin.”

* What on carth does e mean by o lnzelette 2V

I know !" shouted Hazeldene, * The lawavettc ! Don't
you remember noticing there’s a hateh in the cabin that opens
mto the hold, If we could get along there we could get out
tlnmugh the cabin, Those rotters don't know the craft, o
they won't have noticed the lazarette hateh.™

The juniors looked excited.

U T snppose a heathon Chinee

We're done,™

e las goodd idoos
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They only wanted a chanee of getting oub. and getting at
close guarters with the eoenry.  They were satisfied that they
cvould do the rest.

“ But how are wo to geb through this bulkhead * " prowled
Trovor,  * I won’t be easy,”

“Oh, I don't know ! The inside of this schooner 15 pretby
mouldy everywherse. The hull has been patched up, but tho
bulkheads are in & protty rotten state. I think we could
bump through somehow. There's an axe here, and if you
fellows will stand out of the way——"

' Loole out, ass ; don't brain wa!"

“Well, give a fellow room."”

* Me tinkee——""

Y That's all right, Wun Lung : yvou've tunkee enough.
out of the way !

* Ao tinkee bang on dool again, and then the lottels no hoal
us bleak thlough bullkkhead.®

* rood idea! Hammer again, you chaps, while T use the
hatchet."

Y Right vou are,”

The hammering in the forecastle reeommeneod. In the din
thus ereated the blowa of the hatchet on the bulkhead were not
noticed above the rest.  The woodwork, was as Hazeldene said.
i @ more or less rotton state. A few doughty blows crashed
an ﬂ;’:&hing through. A few blows more, and the opening
?_Rtﬂi arge onough for the juniors te crawl through into the

1old.

“Look out!"” muttered Trevor Ow !
I've barked my shin,'”

U Well, don’t bark so jolly loud, or theyv'll hear yon.”

" Look here +

Y Oby, come on!
a vow, o that they won't suspect !
m & row,"”

“ (Oh, mnt]y, Voaelinoe 177

¥ Kiek up arow ! Hamuner on the senttle.  Sing !
will do, 8o long as it's a fearful row. Come on, you chapa!

And the Remeovites and Dicky Brown went on their way.
Bunter, not sorry to be left out of the coming scrimmage,
hammered away in the forecastle and made noise enough to
convinee the Upper Fourth fellows, if that were needed, that the
prizoners were still safe in their quarters.

Meanwhile, the juniors were crooping aft through dackness,
barking their shins, treading on one nnother's feet, and growling
and grunting in chorus, It was Wun Lung, who seemed to
possess a cat-like faculty of seceing in the dark, who reached
the little enbin hatch first, and crept up the atairs leading to it.
He listened there, but not a sound eame from the enddy above,

The little Chinee felt over the hatch and slowly raised it.
He fp&i}]hmi out into tho cabin, and a smile pglimmered over
his face a9 he saw the Hemove prisoners there and no one ¢lae,
Harry Wharton’s eves met his.

© My hat ! mutltered the captain of the Remove,

“ Hallo, hello, hballe ! murmured Bob Cherry.
Chinee ! "

Wun Lung grinned sod crept silently out into the eshin.
I'n & couplo of minutes he had cut loose the prisoners, and while
he was doing a0 the reat of the Hemovites came up and joined

(et

*“Tt'a jolly darl !

Bunter, you ean stay theve and kel up
You wouldn't be any use

Anyihing

s Thﬂ

them. They looked somewhnt flushéd and dusty, but in geod
f orm for a fight, and very eager.  Wharton stretehed his cramped
imba,

“ By Jove, this is too good ! he exclaimed, in a subdued
vonee,  * Whose idea was 1t to got at us in that way ¥ '

“ Wun Lung's.”

“ By jove, vou're a little genivs, Wuan Lung! The Uppoe
Fourth chapa are making for Pegg, and I expect we shui}l L
thers in a quarter of an hour. There's going to bo rather a
change of cireumstances on board hefore we get there, though,”

“* Yea, rather,”

“The ratherfulness is terrific,”

“ Come on, and gquiet 17

Harry Wharton atolo silently up the componion steps.  Bohb
Cherry, Nugent, Hurree Bingh, and Hazeldene followed elose
behind, and thon the rest of the Removites, silent and eager,

The companion hateh was open, and the blue sky shone
above, Whartoo put his head out ceatiously on deck.

The Upper Fourth were feasting and making right merry.
Tt never eroszed their minds for & moment that their prisonom
could pet loose, sitor tho caroful way in which they had secuved
thiem, and they were utterly off their guard. Wharton whispered
back to hiz followers :

* Come on, s fast as you ean, and hit your hardest.”

“What ho! "

And Harry Wharten sprang out on the deck, There was a
gnap of amazemont from Teraple, Dabney & Co. Most of the
Upper Fourth sprang to their fect. Wharton rushod right ot
them, If the pirates could hove elosed the compenion hatels
they might have bottled up the Romove yet, and deall with
Wharton singlv. Hoarry'a idea was to keep them too busy
for that, and be succeeded. He rushed into the midat of the
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Upper Fourth, hitting right and leftsand his chums were after
him in a few seconds.

Then the rest of the Removites poured out, and the melee
beeame general. A terrific combat raged on tho deck of the
Marjorie. Fellows rofled over and over again, and atill jumped
up to renew the conflict. Desperate couples recled to and iro
in hond-grips, and breathless victors sot gosping on the ehests
of fallen foca.

The odds wero slightly in favour of the Remove, and when
Captain Stump secured the wheel and came to their aid, they
haed decidedly the advantaze. The wasden-legged sailorninn

tock care not to be upset thiz time, and he accounted for the.

burlieat of the pirates, holding him fast in o loving embrace.

By this timne, too, Bunter had erawled through the hold and
emerged from the companion, and though he was not of much
use 43 4 fighting man, he plumped his weight upon Fry, who
hacd been I.rmu%ht- to the deck by Bob Cherry and held him
zecure while Bob rushed on into the fray again.

And zo the tide of battle turncd in favour of the Remove.
But the fight was hard and black eyez and swollen nozes weve
distvibuted with great liberality on both sides.

But one by one the Upper Fourth pirates wore dragged down
and aecured, and ropes fastened wrists and anlles,

After ten minutes of tervific acrimmaging, Temple, Dabney &
Co. were prisoncrs, and lay red and panting at the feet of their
COnguUeroTa,

And then the Remove checred.

* Hurrah ! Hip, hip, hurrah 1 *

The cheering rang over the wide bay, ard reached the fellows
in Pepg, and brought genoral attention upon the schooner as
it glided towarda the shoere.

* My hat ! " pasped Wharton, mopping & trickle of red from
his nose, ** that was warm while it lasted.  We'vo done them 1 7

Y Get those masks and things, and shove "em on the rotters,”
gaid Nugent. * 'We'll take 'ein in as a crow of captured pivates.”

" Ha, ha, ha!"

The Epper Fourth fellows wriggled and expostulated, but
that did not matier to the Remowve, The pirates were masked
enca more, sorcly against their will, and the black flag was
rolled round Temple i addition.

The erew of the schooner had somewhat recovered their
Lreath by the time the wesscl drew into the shore. The
Marjorie was brought to anchor smartly enough—thoe Grey-
iriars sailovs were alrcady falling into the ways of =ailormen.

A erowd woe on the rands watching them curiously. Grey-
frinrs icllows of all Forms were there, as well as fisher-folk, voung
and old. The Removiles sssumed s gravity apitable to the
oceasion.  The masked pircies were heisted into their owm
boat, and the juniors pulled azhore. Trumper and his seouts
wero amvong the ¢rowd, and they pushed forward with somewhat
warlike looks. But at the aight of the mosked and bound
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przoners and the black flug artistically draped round Temple,
they stopped, aned stared.

" What the——"" paspad Tramper.

Wharton took off his cap to the wondering erowd.

" Gentlemdin, we have captured o erew of pirates, and bronght
them ahore.  You ¢an hang them if you like, or makea them
wallkk the plank. Shove them ashore!™  And the Upper
Fourth lj:i:'u.tt'f-s were spovod ashore,

Thry were greeted with ronrs of laughter. The Romovites
weleased their feet, but left their hands bound, so that they
woere quite helpless till friends in the crowd began to untie them.

Trumper and his scouts were yelling with laughter, as well
ai the rest, and had for the moment forgotten their hostile
intentions. The Upper Fourth pirates stumbled away with
tuees Lae solour of Beetroots, followed by yella of laughter.

Then, 42 the Hemovites were aboutl to push off again, Trumper
made a rugh for the boat, followed by the Boy Scouts,

" Hold on ! exelaimed Wharton, standing up, boat-hoolk
in hand, " I say, make it pax for the day, you E{;ﬂ.pﬂ, and all
of you come for w sail in the schooner! e've got plenty
of grub ahoard, and you'll have & jolly time.”

Tramper pansed. The affer was too pood to be refused, and
ib was more siiractive than & fight against such odeds for the
recapture of the deserter, Dicky Brown.

" Right you are ! "' said Tromper at last,

“Good ! Tumblein !

Ancl the scouts were taken on board.  Once more the schooner
apread her white wings for a sail round the bay, the Doy Scouts
of Pegp and the Removites of Greylriars fraternising cordially
enough.  Indeed, the colloge Tads found that they eould learn
it preat deal of practical spiloving from the fisher-boys, and they
were keen enough to learn all they could.  As for Dicky Brown,
he waa forgiven by the reat of the poadvel, reprisals being hardly
possible under the civeumstances.,

And while the erew of the schooner enjoyed their sail, the
LUpper Fourth pirates cropt disconsolately back to the aclwol
to hide their diminished heads.  Fellows who had seen them
put ashore spread the tale, and all Greyiriars laughed over their
adventure,  And Harry Wharton and his recranits found them
s1ill |41|1gl11'ng when, at dusk, they retarned to zehool after one
of the most eventiul eutings of their lives. The Upper Fourlh
land nothing to say. Temple, Dabpey & Co. song smell—very
sall—and the hoonours ul the day reated with the Greyiviars
giilors,

" We'll de it

THE EXIk

CO.
RICHARDS.

advance.

TP 000009000 0000000200000 0000009000 0



14 THE BEST 3> LIBRARY 28~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3" LIBRARY.
OF ARMY LIFE.

GRAND TALE

READ THIS FIRST.

On the death of his father, Jack Dashwood finds to his
astonishment that he hins been practically disinherited in
favour of his Uncle Dominic and Cousin Leonard., Me con-

cqucntly cnlists in the 25th Hussars, under the name of
Yom Howard, snd scon becomes a corporal. Dominic Dash-
Wwood's death ocours just as the 25th are sailing for India.
‘On their arrival there, Leonard joins the Ploughshives,
A frontier war breaks ont, and the 25th receive orders to
amobilise for the front. A trooper named Sligo is bribed by
Dashwood to drug Tom Howard one night while the youn
corporal is on pleket duty., Tom falls asleep at his post an
is told that in due time he will be court-martialicd, One
day Sligo has a letter from his wife, describing how, while
eleaning out a certain set of offices in Lincoln's Inn Fields,
she discovered a dusty deenment under a safe, relating to
Tem Howard's affairs, and that Sergeant Hogan, a former
scivant of Colonel Dashwood's, with whom Mrs, Siigo was
Bcjquainted, had joylfully affirmed that it established Jack
Dashweod's claim to the Colonel’s estates. ‘This letter Sligo
muliciously shows 1o Leonard Dashwood, who manages
10 destroy it, together with one from Sergeant Hogun to

om Howard, who has been promoted 1o sergeant. An

0O U for £95, which Dashwood had given to Sligo as
Bhush-money, falls into Colonel Greville's hands, -

A general advance is now ordered, and the column moves
finto the difficult Mahmund country. Sir Ponsonby
Swmithers, with three squadrons of the 25th Hussars and

our cumﬁaniﬁa of the Plonghshires, while pursuing All

han with a small band of tribesmen, is surprised in the

rear by the Mullah himself with a large force. The Plough-

ires, by a gallant ba%ﬂnet charge, succeed in dislodogung

Ali Khan's party, and Leonard Dashwood fecls something

Lﬁf the old fighting spirit of his family burn in his face,
5 & bullet carrics away his shoulder-strap.

(Now go on with the story.

The General's Story.

Leonard Dashwood it was who, in pursuit of some flying
tribesinen, discovered an ancient road, practicable for
cavalry; and when the repeated bugle-calls to halt were at
last heoded, he pointed it out to Montgomery, who sent a
zsergeant down into the yvalley again to inform the gencral,
for Montgomery's professional eye, when he had time to
look back, saw that the Mahmunds on the other side of
the valley were in great force, and he realised that they
would have to push on in the wake of the men they had
just routed,

Sir Ponsonby Smithers heard what the sergeant had to
report, and, after questioning him closely, made his plans
o tha instant.

“Go back to Captain Montgomery, sergeant,” he said,
“and tell him I want a company of his regiment to fall
back and talke over the rearguard. We will advance by
that road at once "

And even before the sergeant had rejoined his officer and
delivered the ]'IHZ'E-H?L, the geneial was withdrawing the
Hussars, leaving only a acreen of them, under Sergeant
Howard, to keep the enemy in his place.

It was late afterncon now; but, judging From what he
saw, that the enemy were in great foree on the road that
led back to the vallev, Sir Ponsonby abandoned all idea of
attempting to rush it. The only thing he could do was to
d4rust to luck that the ancient caussway would lead some-
where, and that he conld make a detour and reach the main
body before nightfall. )

e advance guard of the Ploughshires strode up that
ancient Buddhist causeway, their rifles on their shoulders,
and their eyes very wide open. The road mounted a neck
botween two high mountains, end then plunged into a well-
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timbered gorge on the other side, with a stream at the
bottom of it, and another hill to ascend bevond the tfees,
Men who had compmsses took them out, and wore reliaved
to find that the road seemed to be leading them in the
direction of the Third Brigade. Alas for their caleulations,
however, about a mile further on—whiek mile they acecom-
plished without seeing anything of the enemy—the road
swung away to the left, and the seenery beesme wilder,

Far: away behind them they could hear the shots of the
rearguard veplying at ictervals to the Mahmunds, who wers
now moving in pursait, and they knew that the company
of the Ploughshires were having a warm time, now holding
an angle in the road until their comrades got well ahead,
then doubling aftor them until they reached the next cover,
and so on, yard by yard, the sky gleaming crimson now,
and the darkuess very elose at hand.  Onee or twice, away
u? in the hill above them, they saw other prowling bands
of natives, but these did nol venture to attack, am?it WaE
only when they cams to a valley broader than the rest, in
which some grasa was growing, which would find food for
the horses, that the general determined to halt where he
was for the night, rather than run the risk of being sur-
prised among these difficult passes,

At one end of the valley was a hillock, its face plenti-
fully strewn with boulders and large stones.  SBome
deodars grew atb intervals along its slope, and under the
shade of the trees Bir Ponsonby ordered the horses to be
picketed, a bresstwork thrown up round the base of the hill,
and pickets to be set in a circle about the camp ground.

There was a hollow near the hill-top—a hollow, flanked
on one side by a natural parapet of basaltic rock, and
thera the general ordered a fire to be lit, and procesded to
bivouae in the open. The horses, having been watered at
the stream, were led back into the grove of trees, their
girths slackened, and each man was ordered to lie down by
his mount.

The Ploughshires took first watch, and Leonard Dash-
wood was in command of the advanced picket in the divee.
tion of the enemy, who, however, did not show any signs
of their whereabouts.

Seddle-bags and haversacks wero ransacked, and the little
force munched its rations, which were now running low,
a hum of conversation being heard on all sides as the men
discussed the doings of the day. The Hussars who had been
with Mr. Blennerhassett had a stirring story to tell, and you
may be sure it lost nothing in the tolling=—Tom Iloward's
name being frequently heard.

Tom had seated himself with his back against a tree
beside his horse, and it was so close to the spot where the
gencral and his officars sat, chatting in the firelight, that
he found himself listening to their conversation, a good
deal of which drove him lf'mf:k on his own thoughts. He
had done his duty, and more than his duty, and Dick's
words about o commission sct him pondering. The twe
hundred pounds o vear that he enjoved under his mother's
will was ample to keop him in an infantry regiment ; but the
sergeant was a cavalryman, heart and soul. All the Dash-
woods had served in the horse, from the time when Sir
Allen Dashwood had led his cuirassicrs agninst Crom-
woll's ITronsides, and, indeed, further back than thal. Then
thore was All Sligo and lus ecurious communication. The

‘thought occurred to him that he had seen nothing of Sligo

that day, and he wondered whether the follow was skulking.

“ By Jove, I will have it out of him when we get back to
camp " muttered the young sergeant. *° He and Leonard

Another Splendld, Long, Completa
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are hana and glove, and for no good either, and the colonel
has tumbled to the fact. Heigh-ho! it’s a funny world IV

And, lighting a cigarette which the Hon. Algy had given
him when they were on top of the tower, and which he had
not yet had time to smoke, Tom buried his elbow in the
sandy scil, and looked at the handsome profile of the
gonaral, who had just come back from a peraonal visit lo
the outposts. . )

The general had already written out his report of the
day's prooeedinga in his notebook, and the conversation
canged for & momoent, when he tock a seat, out of deference
to the rank and the high esteem in which everybody held
hirn,

He drew =z ecigar-case from his breast peocket, and
accepted a light from Mr. Blennerbassote, ]

“ Your adventure of last night, sir,” said the general, his
voice remarkably clear and :ﬁstinct, ““has set me thinking
of something that occcurred to me during the Indian
Mutiny, s little incident in which a very dear friend of
mine was concerned—your late culnnef; by tha way,
DBlennerhassett—8ir Harry Dashwood !

‘The sergeant under the deodar let the cigarette fall from
his lips, and he pulled his helmet down over his nose, a
{eeling like an electric shock guivering through his sturdy
rome.

‘It was in 1858, when the back of the rebellion had been
broken, and we were chasing that wily old rebel, Tantis
Topes. We had been thruugﬁ the whole business, and had
months of jungle fighting, for Tantia turned and twisted
like a snake, and we had been marching night and da
after him. We had no khaki campaigning kit in_the 25th
then, and went through the whole business in our Kuropean
clothing.  Almost despairing of getting up with Tantia
and worn down to a very fine poing, our sguadrons halted
at a place called Kaluta to rest the horaes. While we were
thera, Dashwood, who was our senior major at the time, got
wind from some of the natives that a party of rebels were
encamped at & temple shout twenty miles from Kalute, and
he came to me with the news.

“IiT am going to look into this, Smithers,” he said. ' The
horzes are done up, and the men want rest badly. We have
Leen all over the place on fools’ errands for the last three
months. What do you say to coming out with me, and
verifying the truth of this report! It might prove to bo
1‘unt:an%npea himself for all we know, or it may be a
mare's nest after all. If you don't care about it I will go
alone.’

“1 was ung in those days, gentlemen,” said the
goneral, with a smile, * and as keen as mustard on a job
of that kind, and in half an hour we had saddled up, and
wera away into the jungle with 2 native guide, whom
Dashwood had bribed to show us the path. We had our
swords and a brace of those new Colt revolvers, which were
ust becoming popular at that time, and directly we had
iaft Kaluta behind us, we knew we were in for an exciting
advanture. Both Dashwood and I were lucky in having
oxeellont mounts; mine, I remember, was a bay Herat
horse, which had never turned a hair at the longest march
And, riding warily we reached a place called Mirapur af
suneat. As we entered the village, we were surprised fo
find ourselves challenged by a sowar of Bangalore Light
Cavalry—a gail;,r-d:eased irregular  force, officered, of
course, by Enghishmen, and wearing bright, grass.greon
tunies and gorgeous turbans of scarlet and gold. They
had two officers with them—n captain named Dalrymple
and o voung Irish lisutenant, Paddy ('Brien. The latier
was the bettar of the twoe. They were just sitting dewn to
mess when we rode in, and welecomed us warmly, and
handing over our horses to the charge of one of the men,
we feod, and afterwnrds sat ocut on the verandah of the
bungalow over our coffee and cigars.

“It was no good pushing on until the moon roge, our
guide asgured us, so we spent the next hour very comfort-
ably, Paddy O'Brien amusing us with some droll stories,
and Dalryinple sitling rather silent, and drinking a good
deal.

' Suddenly, away in the darkness, we heard the sentries
challenge, and then there was the sound of two men
approaching, and a duffardar entered the verandah with
scant ceremony, supporting an exhausted man, who had
been badly wounded, and who had travelled with his hurts
half-dressod. ;

“We were all on our feet in a moment, gave the poor
follow & stiff dose of brandy, and waited anxiously until he
could speak, which was not for several minutes, a3 he was
almost at the last gasp. His news was bad enough in all
conscience, and can see Harry Dashwood’s nostrils
dilating, and his face growing marvellously stern, as he
listened to the diﬁjﬂint&dg words of the dying man, He told
us that two companies of Bengal native infantry, belonging
to a regiment whose loyelty had long been suspected, had
mutinied openly at last, and were marching to join Tantia
Topee. They had reached the town of Tung, seventy miles
due south of Mirapur, and instantly proceedad to slaughter
the handful of Europeans there.
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“Tha poor fellow wis a telegraph operator, and had
struggled through the jungle for twe davs im a terrible
condition, falling in with roving bands of rebels eeveral
times, until, at last, when he had almost given up hope, he
stumbled upon Mirapur by the merest chance.

“ When he had learned this much, Dashwood looked at
Dalrymple without speaking, and I saw Dalrymple’s lnco
change colour. His hand trembled violently, as he reached
for the decanter, and I realised that his nerve was com-
pletely %ona through excessive drinking.

4 Wall, UaFtﬂln Dalrymple,’ said Harry Dashwood,
alter a pause, ' what is to be done ¥

“ Dalrymple zigned to the duffardar to withdraw, bent
over the table, and whispered in a tremulous voica:

“‘ My men are not to be trusted. For the last fortnight
I have expected them to mutiny every moment, and, now,
when they hear of this business, may I lose my commission
if they don’t join the rebels befors sunrise !’

“ Dashwood looked at him, his eyes glaring like burning
coals, and his mouth curling with a secornful smile.

“*Mr. O'Brien,” he said, in a low voice, 'what is this
about yvour fellows?’

*And he made a slight inclination of his head towarda
the drunken ecaptain, to which the young Irishman replied
with a suggestive shrug of his shouldars.

' Bome of them have been a bit shaky, T admit,” said
the lieutenant; ‘but I believe if they had the right man
to lead them, they would go anywhere !’

“1 knew what was in Dashwood’s mind, ns he looked
across at me, and we both laughed simultaneously.

**Captain Dalrymple,” he said, *T am senior officer here,
and I take command. You ean stay or go just oz you
please. I am afraid you will lose your commission in any
case, We march in ten minutes to the relief of Tung. Mr.
(¥Brien will you be good enough to parsde vour men?’

“And, by gad, gentlemen, in ten minutes we were off,
leaving Dalrymple staring at the candles in the verandah,
shivering like a leaf. The messenger had died while Dach-
wood had been speaking !

Tom Howard, his mouth quivering, and his eyes, too,
blazing not unhike 8Sir Harry's had done, wormed himself
a ht;{? nearer to the group, and lay motionless, liztening
greedily.

‘* Before we startzd,” continued the general, *Harry
Dashwood turned- his horse, and faced the native troopers,
wlio had answered the summeons to mount with alscrity.

“tMen, he said, in Hindustani, remembering the
ancient fend that had existed since the days of Clive
between the Bangalore Light Cavalry and the regiment
that had just mutinicd, * know yvou anything good of the %th
Bengal Infantry?’

“ A loud shout of derision burst forth from the mounted
men, and the same duffardar, who had brought the wounded
man into the verandah, said:

““* 8ahib, they are dogs, and their fathers were dogs
before them !

"1 You say well, duffardar,” said Sir Harry., * And dogs
that do wrong must be beaten, There are mem-sahibs and
lictle ones i peril of their hives at this moment, and yon
are going ta follow me to Tung to-nmight. Be true to your
salt, and the great White Queen shall hear how well you
fought, and I will tell my own men when I get back, and
thoy will call you brothers. March !’

“And the sowars gave a vell of delight as we started off
in the moonlight. And then, by gad, I shall never forget
the journey. The rains were commencing, and we had
eight swollen rivers to cross, to say nothing of deep nullahs,
alrendy helf full of water, {!:!euide:-l which, part of our read
lay scross muddy fields, which made very heavy going in
spite of the moon. .

“Dashwood said wery little as we marched, his sole
anxiety being to push on, and I knew, by the way in which
he paced backwards and forwaerds, how he grudged the
two brief halts we made to breathe the horses.

yy Sex'el:éy mileg in twenty-two hours, goctlemen, is not a
bad record, The sun was setting as we left onr last halfing-
place, and in less than a quarter of an hour our guide rold
us that we should be in the little town of Tung. Through
a gap in the jungle, which surrounded it to the northwerd,
he pointed out the roof of the British cantonment, and we
examined our revolvers as we rode on with great caution.
We had seen that every carbine was loaded, and, though
not a little weary with their long ride, our men were in
high spirits, easting angry glances at the sun, no doubt
wishing that, like Jothua, they could stay ita course.

“What are we going to do, Harry?' said I, for we
had discussed several plans on the way down. '

“ Y want you to take twenty men and ride straight for
the cantonment,’ he said, 'as soon as we get in sight, and
I will take the other thirty and gallop straight on mlfﬁhﬂ
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F*}?‘ﬂh- They will suspect nothing, and the gate, ne doulbdt,
will be open. If you hear us cheer, you will know thal we
have got inside. You know what those pagahs are, just o
high mud wall, with towers at the corners. Qur folks, if
they are still alive, will be in one of the towers, unless T am
much mistaken, and the rebels will have taken pussession
cf the rest of the fort.

“1Ie held his hand up as he spoke, and we slackened
frorx a trot intoe o walk. I can smell the reek of the
sweating horses, and hear the creal of the stirrup leathers
aven now, as we passed through the banyan grove, which
brought us suddealy into full view of the town, The
mutingers were still there, some of, them strolling about in
their red coats, ornamentad with white lace, in the com-
pound of the cantonment, and there was o sentry at the
gate of the pagah, whose high wall showed dark against
the sunset.

Y The sound of laughter was in the air, but not a clue
had we as to the whereabouts of the Europeans, whom wao
nll feared must be dead by that time. The moment we
had shown ourselves the gentry had fired his musket, and
B3 the startled mutineers came focking out of the houses
end down the street to rush to their arms, an English
shout rose from the tep of one of the towers of the pagah,
and there was a flutter of white hendkerchiefs, w 1i{ﬁ—1 I
candidly admit made my heart Autter in response."

“ Dashwood pointed in the direction of the cantonment,
and spurred straight for the fort, followed by Paddy
{'Brien and thirty men of the Bangelore Light Cavalry,
while I wheeled to the right with my score of sowars, and
tried to rush the gate of the compound beforo they closed
it. 1 saw vheir arms stacked up under the verandeh, and
kmew that if wo conld sapture them, a lot of trouble would
be saved; and, as luck would have it—the wall of the com-
pound being broken down in one placc—we leapt it and
intorvepted a band of the villains who had eome in by the
gate."’

The poneral drew a deep sigh of recollection, snd his
white moustache seemod 1o bristle.

“They did not Eet those arms, gentlemen,” he said, toss-
ing the stump of hiz cigar into the fire, “and my men
fought like fiends, for there is nothing like a blood feud
between two regiments, if you can only work it properly;
and, by George, we must have killed forty of them between
‘he verandah and the compound gates.

“ Dashwood was not so fortunate. A high door of toale
closed the entrance to the pagah, and before he could reach
it sixty or seventy of the red-coated mutineers rushed in-
gide and barred it in his face. I didn't sce it myself, but
Paddy O'Drien told me afterwards that Dashwood's pace
was g0 terrific that he could not rein in in time, and his
horse, meeting the door full tilt, fell dead as a nail with his
master ynder him., They all thought he was killed: but
when he sprang up, badly bruised, but with no bones
broken, the Bangalore fel-

shouted down that they had had no water for twenty.four
houra, It was quite dack now, but we could see the glimmer
of the stars in the Nooded nullab, and, finding that the little
garrizon had ropes, Dashwood sent gome men into the
villazo to fetch soma earthenware jars which we soon fAlled
and hauled up.

" While a dozen of the Bangalore sowars busied themselves
with the water supply, Dashwood and 1, with the Irish liou-
tenant, reconnoitred and found that we should bhave no
little (jjfﬁ{!u”yl in effecting an entrance. Weo wore fired at
from the loophole doors on each side, and a shot through
Dashwood’s helmet did not improve his temper,

, ' Get picks and spades!” he ericd. * We must dig a hole
mn this wall!”

*And, choosing a spot where it was composed almost
entirely of mud, our men wont at it with a will, and after a
couple of hours of hard work, the duffardar, who was a sort
of br_c:-nz-e:]‘ Hercules, gave a cry of delight as the head of
h’?.f“}k disappeared into the interior of the pagah.

could tall to you all night about that wall—until we
had made u holo large enough to crawl through, en-
couraged by the grateful shouts of the poor things on the
tower-top, and little children elapping their hendsa—but I
must come to the point of my story,

C Dashwood was the hero of that adventure, and I can =ce
Aim now, As soon as the hole was wide enough, he darted
through, guarding his head with his sword, and our dark-
skinned sowars swarmed in aftor him. The duffardar was
the second man in, and he certainly saved Dashwood's life,
and, by gad, how the imprisoned party yelled and cheered
as we got in and drove the scoundrels across the courtyard!
Uur blood was up, and there was no stopping us.

" But the rogues were a3 cunning as sorpents, and some-

thing bhad hap mined which we did not know then. While
wa had been clearing the inside of the fort, as we thought,
the rest of the mutinous regiment had come into Tung to
o their comrades, and, cutting down the two men we had
eft in charge of our horses outside, promptly barricaded
the hole we had made, secured both doors so that no
strength of ouré could open it, and in less time than it takes
wme to tell you, we found wo were in a pretty trap. Instead
of relieving the little garrison, we were about to be besiegad
ounrae]ves,

Al right long the rebels—who must have been mow
about eight hundred strong—paraded round the fort, mock-
mg usg, and shrieking with laughter. And after & last in
effectual attempt to break out, we officers looked blankly at
each other, and were obliged to silently admit that we were
bogten. The most serious part of it was that we had used
up all our amwnunition upon the attack on the fort, and
unless we could get & frosh supply of those celebrated
gressed ecartridges, which were popuiarly supposed to ba the
cause of the mutiny, we should be simpiv starved into a state
of defenceless weakoess, and then i;ntchewd by the fiends

outsila,

lows cheered like mad; and,
thinking it was the signal
agreed upon, I called my
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* But if there was a man
reacly in an emergency, that
man was Harry Dashwoed;
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gowars off and rode to the

—

and after we had shaken

pagah, to find that if we
meant Lo get in, wo should
have 4o lake it by storm.

“The reztof the mutineers
had vaniahed like smoke.
Wao didn't know then that

hands with the Enplish folk
on_the tower, and kisced the
children, aye, and the ladies,
too, | looked round for my
brother officor, and found
him leaning his elbows on

there was another gate on
the opposite side of the fort,
but ihe rascals had got in

that way, and woere now yell-
ing -~ with derision. The
pagah wasa large parallelo-
gram of mud and atone.
The walls a good thirty feet
hirh, and the eorner tower
in which the Eurepeans had
barricaded themselves, hung
over & deep nuollah, with
ten feet of water at the
battom of it.

“ Dazshwood was furioua at
the loas of his horse, which
had carried him through the
whaole Camﬁalgn, and, I ra-
member, he could hardly
epeak for passion, as we
went to the foot of the tower
and called up to the besieged
who crowded the parapet.
We learnt that there were
fifteen of them, nine being
ladies and children; and they

——
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decidedly surprising.

0f course Billy's idea is to ralsc money
for unlimited *feeds" and make pro-
vision against the nom-arrlval of the
expected postal order.

The story is very funny.
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23.29, Bouverie Street, Fleet Sirect, fixedly into the darknees.
London,wlil be glad to hear from you. “*This i3 out of the
frying-pan info the fire with

a vengeance,” I sanid.

% “ But, to my surprize, as
& < struck a mateh to light
PUPILS. his cigar, T saw that he Wi
Billy Bunfer starts a class, and the SN o my feale old
results, as only to be expected, are Y chap,’ he said?r ‘and I'm
going to do my best to

nrlrrm:]_r,r i[:.. These niggers

will gob tired of marching

round presently, and  the
bulk of them will go into the
village to prime themselves
with arrack and bhang;
then you will just lower ma
down at the end of that ropa,
I will slip over to the can-
tonment, and if vou don't
have wplenty of ball cart
ridges in half an hour, it
will bo bocause I am dead”

{To be contlnued.)
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