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THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Early Rlsing,

OB CHERRY jumped out of bed in the Remove
dormitory at Greyfriars. and ran to the windoew., The
hour was very early. The rising-bell was not due for
an hour yet, and the wide, green Close lay very guiet

in the risthg sunlight

“Hurrah ! shouted Bob, in a voice that rang through
the dormitory from end to end, dnd some distance beyond
it. “ Rinping morning I

Harq Wharton sat up in bed, and rubbed his eves,

“Eh? What's the row "
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“IZI}}?EE;; it's a ripping morning.

¢ And it's six o'clock.”

s it 7 yawned Wharton. * And what do you mean by
maoking an uneatlhly row in a respectable dormitory at six
o'clock in the mornihg ™

“Time to get up "

" Yaw-aw-aw !

“Wo've got to get down to Pegg Bay before seven.
Captain Stump is going to have the boat reandy. Buck
up ¥

Wharton gave a final vawn, and jumped out of bed,
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“ Right you are ! i :

Nugent and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh followed his
example. The Famous Four were usually carly risers, and
they had a little scheme on for this morning which made
unusually anrly rising a necessity, :

They were allowed out of gates as early as they liked for
bathing in the river, and it had occurred to them that a sail
on the bay in the early Sopiember morning would be a very
pleazant experience, 2 -

To spend an hour in skimming over the blue waters of the
bay, and to turn up again af Greyviriars in time for hreak-
fust was an iden that appealed to the chums of the Remove,

Boly Cherry crossed over te Mark Linley’s bed, and shook
him by the shoulder. Linley was sleeping soundly; even
Bob Cherry’s war-whoop had not awakened him. From under
hiz pillow the edge of 2 book peeped out, for the Lancashiro
lad was sceustomed to begin his day’s studies in bed if ko
happened to wake very early. This merning he did wof
walke fill Bob shoolk him. e

“ Hallo, halle, halle!” roared Bob, in his tremendous
voice. “Time to wake up "

“Hallo 1 |

““ Aren’t you coming down to the sea

“Oh, yes! All right [

“Up vou wet, then ! .

Mark Linley tumbled out. The five juniors dressed them-
solves quickly. A fat junior sat up in bed, and regarded
ibam with blinking eves. It was Billy Bunter. He groped
wnder his pillow for a spectacte case. extracled a pawr of
big spectacles from it, adjusted them on his little, fat nose,
and stared of the chums m}*ain.

“1 say, you fellows—"

EShut un, Dunter!™

“But I say—"'

o "[E;n to Gﬁ]cop g 5

“¥ou chaps going outt”

““No; we're ﬁnssing oursclves to go to bed!”

¢ Oh, really, Cherey| 1f vou're going out, I don’t mind
soming with you. I like the idea of an early-morning
picnic '

Harry Wharton luughed. '

“ [t's not a picnie, Billy. Better stay in bed.”

“ What are vou going out for, then

“ A zail on the bav.” . ]

* You'll gat jolly hungey on the sea,” said Bunter, with a
wise shalie of the head. " You won't be able to hold out
till you got back to breakfast, You'll have to fake some
grub with you.” )

“Well, we shall have some grub in tho boat.™

Bunter blinked. b

“ 1 thought so. It's a piome.

“Tt isn't = picnic.” 5

“T'm sincercly sorry to see you descend fo prevarication,
Wharton, for the sake of keeping your own study-mate out
of a prente”

“Eh ]

DI:P?E mitir:ed 't‘nis gort of thing aboubl you before—-

—ow ! Le o5

Harry l?hu%'ggn seized the fat junior by the shoulders and
shook him. Billy Bunter shook like a jelly in his strong
grasp.

“ Now then,” said Wharton wrathfully, “what do you
mean? Whe's prevaricating 7"

 —T—I'm sincerely sorry ! I—T meant that a chap like
vou wouldn’t prevarieate under anv eircumesiances I" gurglad
Billy l]:?:unf.-:r. “That's whab really meant to say.

“Well, if that's what you really meant to say, you had a
very unfortunate way of putting it,” said Harry, laughing,
as he released the fat junior.

“ Jo1 say, you fellowg=—"

“ Oh, go to sleep ! said Nugent.

“Eutgl say, vou know—1I don't mind coming. If you'va
got grub on tho boat, I supposc you'll want some cooking
done, and T should be willing to——"

“Ti's cold grub.”

“I'm very fond of cold grub”

“ Look here,” said Wharton, lavghing, * vou can come if
vou like, Billy, only you take the consequences. The last
time we went for a sail you smuggled yourself into the boat,
and wa were wrecked on Reagull Island, and you groused
nnd complained all the time as if it were our fault., If
ﬂl]yftiﬂﬁ happens this morning, you'll only have yourself to
thank !

“1 don’t see what can happen on a fine morning,
Wharton.'*

“YVou never ean tell™

Bunter appearcd to rrﬂnnt:

““ What grub have you got in the boat 1" he asked.
 Iread-and-butter—-"

“II'm! T don't think I'll trouble to get up so early '
# And ham—"'
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“ And hard-boiled epgs—»"

" Good V*

“ And smrel-u;;s;-—”

“1'H comel’

“And a pot of jam 1"

Bunter hopped out of bhed.

“I'm coming ! Wait a tick while T got my things on 1"

“ Rats 1" said Bob Cherry,  “ Cateh ps waiting ! If you're
not ready when we ara, you can po back to bed ™

“I—I'll be ready! 1 won't trouble to wash; I'll wash
when 1 come back, if I have time! I had 2 wash vosterday
afternoon, anyway! Sha'n’t be a tick I

Bunter’s ablutions never detayed him long. Ilpo dressed

uickly this morning, foo. Tle was ready to leave the

armitory by the time the others wore ready.

Hoveral sleepy faces looked out of the other beds as thoey
deparfad.

**Bhut the door after you !" called out Ogilvy.

“Right-ho "

“ Anvihing vou'd like me to do if yvou get drowned ¥
azkod Bulstrode svimpathetically.

“Yeos," said Bob Cherry: “ et drownaed, tool Tt wounld
be 2 banefit to Greviriars, anyway !

“0Oh, go and eat coke !

I you don’t come back, Nugent, may I have yvour poclet
knife " sang out Skinner.

The chums of the Remove laughed as they quitied tho
dormitory, and c¢losed (ho door behimd them. DProm the
remarks of their Form-fellaws, it nigght have boen supposed
that they were going on o dangerous expodition.

They passed the door of the Ulpper Fourth Form doceatory
o their way (o the stairs. lab Cherey was in high spreits,
and he showed it in his usaal way., [le opencd the door of
the I..TpEer Fourth dormitory, and roare:d in at the sleepers:

“Wake vp—quick! Temple! Dabpey! Wake opt™

T What's the maiter 7' came in Tomple’s sleepy vouco.

*Walea up—quick! You're in danger ™

“ Greantk Scott "

Temnple boumded out of bed, TTall o dozen of the Upper
Fourth followed his example, and most of the others sal up
i bard, ruhbin%' their eyes and hlinking.

‘F‘: Vhat is it 1 gasped Temple. Fire 1"

“What is it, then

“What's what *"

“The danger, vou idipt!"

“(h, the danger, you idiot! You're in danger of getting
a thick ear if vou don't treat the Remove with proper
regpect, that's all!™

nd Bob Cherry slammed the doar and departed,

As the Removites went chuckling down the passage. tha
Upper Fourth door opened again, and Temple, Dabney,
and Fry and some more Upper Fourth fellows looked ont
after the juniors, and H[u:- remarks they made woero
emphatic. Thoy made personal references to Bob Cherry's
defects, both physical and mental, and gave him swceping

romises of the kindly attentions they would pay him later
i the day.

Whereat Bob Cherry only chuckled, and walked on with
hiz chums, leaving the Upper Fourth, as he clegantly ex
pressed it, to stew in their own juice.

Harry Wharton opened the door, and a burst of sunshine
from the Close greeted ihe junicors. In high apirits they
went down to the gales.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Getting Out.

OSLING, the porter of Greyfriars, was not yet up, and
G tha pates were not open. The juniors halted at the
porter's pate, and hammered on the door.
“4Halla kallo, hallo ! roared Bob Cherry.
to get up, Gossy "

Lhere was no rebly. = ;

“The oxcellent Gosling is asleep,” snid Hurrce Jamset
Ram Singh. e sleeps the sleep of the justiul person.™

“We can't got the gate: open unless he turns out,”
remarked Nugent. ¥ Baotter make a row."

“The rowfulness ought to be terrific to wale the worthy
Goaling 1™

Bang, bang. bang|

Kiek! Crash! : ;

There was a sound of & windew being opened, and a
night-capped head was thrust out into the early morning
air,

Gosling, the porter, looked down with wrathful eyes upon
the group of juniors.

“ Whatcher want?"’ he demanded. :

Harry Wharton took off his eap withs o polite bow.

“YWe want to go out,” he sud.

“*Tain't time to get up '’

AND PRICE:

“Timeo

186 PAGES;
ONE HALFPENNY.




LIBRARY,

1 The “ Maagnet ™ iy 3 :

e e e e L e = —t —

Harry Wharton stood upright on the overturned boat.

He waved his cap and shouted * Ship akoy! Help!"™

“But we're upl” .

“Wot I says 13 this ‘ere, vou ain't no business to disturh
a honest man at this rime u% the morning [ o

“ But we haven't disturbed any honest man,” said MNugent.
FWo've only disturbed vou, so far, Gozzp.”

(Gosling snorted.

“Come down andd open tha door!” sang Bob Cherry
pleadingly. * We eould elimb over the wall, Gossy, tat
we'd rather von came and opened the gate, for the sake of

your beaux yeux!:
Ancther snort.
“Come down, Gossy !
“"Waot I savs 15 this "ere-—"
" We want to go out !
"z back to bedl"
111 li-ﬂta !Ii
“1 ain’t gittin' up carl
wivate belief is that al
irth 1"

on your account! Which my
bavs oughter be drowned at

“Well, that's ripht in some cases, T sappose. Your
parents ought to have done 1t!" said Dob Cherry. * Ars

you coming down "

“MNo, I ain't!”

" But we can't get oubd”

“#Go in, then!"

And Gosling withdrew his head. Bob Chorry chuekled.

“I hold you responsible if I break my nock elimbing the
wall, Gossy,”” he zaid. * I shall appear to you as a sheeted
ghost of a night after your tenth glass of gin-and-wator 1"

window stammed down.

Kick! Crash!

Bang! :

“Gossy ! Gossy! Preity one, open thy window ™

" {zoshng 17

But Gosling declined to be drawn.

*“ Wao shall have tc get over the wall,” remarked Harry
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Wharton. “It's all right, now that we have given official
noiica that weo're going out. If we hadn’t, some suspicious
profectk might have surmized that we'd been making o night
of it when wo come n'’

“HMa, ha! T shonldn’t wonder !

“The possibility is terrific.”

“3Well, it's all right now. Let's get over the wall”

There was a spot on the school wall where climbing waa
oasy, alded by the thick, haneing ivys The juniors knew it
well., They were soon upon the spot, and Bob Cherry gave
Harry o hand up, and then passed up a wallfilled bag to
him, Hurres Singh, Dob, Nugent, and Mark Linley
followed, assisted by 2 hapd from ahove. Then Harry
lcaned down for Billy Bunter.

The fat junior eyed the wall dubiously,

The climb would have been nothing to any other fellow at
Greyfriars, but Biliy Bunter was a heavyweight, and he waa
not active or inclined to exortion. L

He blinked at the wall, and he blinked at the juniors
above,

" Come on!™ said [larry.

Ok, really, Wharkon—""

Yidive me vour hand.”

“ Ahem! Do you think you can pull me upi™

1 can if you climb as well”

“The ivy won't bear my weight.,”

Tt will if you take hold of the thick tendrils, and I help
o, Come on, for goodness’ sake!l We don't want to stay
ere to hear the rising-bell 1"

“I'ni blessed if I can do 16! Look here, you fellows, coma
down again, and I'll climb up over your shoulders, and you
can help me."

“What-ho ! szaid Bob Cherry. *I don't thiok!"

“Tho don’t-thinkfulness is terrific.””

“1 gay, you fellows—-"’

“(Give me vour hand, dufier ! said Wharton impaticntls

Carberry, for instance 1™

A School Tale of Harpy Wharton & Cao.
By Frank Richards.
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And Bob Cherey immediately began to chant an zir he
was learning for the operatic society :

“*Give moe your hand, oh, fairest,
Whisper a gontle ves,

Come, 1f for me theu carcsi—""
" Shut up, Bob! ¥Fou'll walie the whole school !
1 suppose I can sing if L like 7' said Dob Cherry warmly.
“ Bomething wrong with your supposer, then,” said

Nugent, shaking hiz head. “ You can’t.”

“ Look hore, Cherry—">""

“Here, lend me o hend with Bunter!

1he

Take his old

“*Oh, really, Wharton—--"

““Bhut up, and come on !
. The chums of the Remove tock a hand each of the fat
junier, lving with their chests on the wall, They dragged,
and Bunter’s feet swopt off the ground, He banged into the
ivy, and gasped :

“Ow! Oh! Gerrooh”

*Climb, you ass!”

“Ow! How e-c-c-can [ e-c-climb when you're holding my
hands ¥

“ Leggo hia fizt, Bcbh™

““ Right-ho [

Bob let po, and Bunter swung by one hand.

" Now catch the ivy! Oh, crumbs !

Bunter swung from Harry’s grasp, and went down to the
ground in a sitting posture, with s terrific bump.,

ITe pave a gasp like cscaping steam,

111 U“. ‘!FF

“My hat! Was ever anybody bothered with such &
duffer 1" exclaimed Iarry Wharton, I think you'd better
stay there, Bunter." :

“Ow! I've broken a log, and sprained my arm !

1 o 'II‘hﬂn it's impossible for you to get over the wall. Good-
Fl.: ..:I:

“ Hold on!” Bunter jumped up with remarkable activit
for one whose leg was broken, and whose arm was Bprnitmtf:
T .Pm ﬂﬂmj“ [rr

“1la, ha, %m!"

* Rlessed if I ean see anything to cackle at! I thinkIcan
::‘ulilmbdtll;:: ivy if you help me, Why can't you lend a chap
a hand?

And Bunter essayed the climb again, and this time he
eneecaded in reaching the top of the wall.

He sat there, straddled, puffing and blowing,

“Oh, dear! Jolly lucky I'm an athletic chap,
eouldn’t have done that. L feel rather winded. Oh!™

“Come on Y

“ Do hold on a minute, and give a chap a chance to get
his wind ™

“ Buck up !

“T won'l buck up! L'in going fo get o breath first.
for me. I sha'n't keep you inore than five minutes”

The juniors chuckled.

“*You jolly well won't keap ws more than five seconds,”
zaid Bob Cherry. * Come on, my sons! Bunter can sit on
the wall ond ornament the laodscape.”

“ Here, give me a hand down, you beaats!”

1ol Cherry caught hold of Bunter's ankle.

“ Clome on, then !

“lﬁggﬂ‘r! You—you’ll make me break my neck! I—I—

or I

Wait

“*(4h, come gn !

“h! Loggo! Owi™

Bunter serambled wildly down the wall. Wharton caught
the back of his collar to help him, and Billy gasped for
breath,

“ 1T say, veu lellows, you're beasts, you know; vou are,
reallv ! Hold on a minute ! ¥ou know that exertion always
makes me hungry. Give me a snack out of the bapg,™

= Rats I"

“ 1 suppose you don't want me fo expire of hunger at your
feot, Dob Cherry 77

“Clome on " soud Harery,
fhe boat. Get a move on.
mineh pime !

“{hh, reallyp—""
“Shut up, and come on 1 aald Wharton tersely.
And Bunter thought he'd better do zo.

** You shall have some grub in
You're making us waste too

il el L

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
On the Sea.

HE wide bay was rolling and glinting in the early sun-
light, as the juniors of Greyfriars came down upon the
sands at Pegg. Wide and blue lay the bay, stretehing
out to the w |ﬁm* Cierman Oeoan.

To the left, the great rock ealled the 8honlder rose, jutting
apningt the blue sky. To the vight, the sands ﬂhﬂl":{!j away
THE MAcxET LIBRARY.=-No. 82,
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along lines of rugeed cliffs.
smolke dofted the water.

From the vellow sands of the bay the juniors had often
seen great ships }:m:iﬁing from Hull or Neweastle, bound on
voyages to the far corners of the ecarth.  Often  their
thoughts had fellowed the %mat ships to their unknown des-
tinations. To the Dritish boy, it comes as nalural to love
the sea as to breathe.

Harry Wharton and his {riends had formed a corps of
Naval Cadeta at the school, and they spent many a busy
holiday on the salt water. They couid swim like ducks, with
the exception of Billy Bunter, who usually came on tho
expeditionz as cook, and declared that he would rather risk
drowning a <dozen times than take the frouble to learn.
Bunter, -however, could float o little, and Bob Cherry
declared that it was his [at¢ that kept him up.

A wooden-legged sailorman was standing by a boat on the
beach, and he removed a black pipe from {ia mouth, and
touched his cap to tha buys as they came up.

It was " Captain ™ Stump.

II:B sald.

seaward, sails and patches of

*“ Mornin', gentlemen !
“Good-morning !'" sald Wharton, I sce you're ready.”

“"Been ready ten minutes, sir.”

“YWe've been delayed by a silly ass,” said Harry. *“We're
ready now. Get in, you chaps, and Captain %tump will
shove us off.”

_ The boat was pushed inte the water, and the juniors
jumped in. Captain Stump blinked at them in a hesitating
way,

“"You're goin’ alone, youn ants ! he asked,

Wharton ﬁuglmd. i

““Yea, certainly '

“ Better let an old sailorman come and take care of you,”
said Captain Stump, squirling a stream of tobacco-juice
over the glowing sands.

“That's all right. Wo won't bother you."”

“ Tho wind's going to rize.

" Looks calm enough now.™

The old sailorman shook his head.

“*I've sailed the sea forty year, man and boy,” he said.
“1 reckon 1 know the weather by thiz time, Maater
Wharton. There's going to be a blow in the mornin’.”

Harry Wharion locked at the sky. It was clear and blue.

Away to the northward, behind ihe great Shoulder, a
ragged edge of clouds showed on the blue, but that was all,

i Bure about that, skipper ¥ za1d Bob Uherry,

"1 reckon so.”

“ But you reckoned there was going fo be a storm yester-
da.%. and there wasn't,” said I'lﬂ.r_l;JI.' Wharton

he old sailorman turned his guid.

“1t's held off, sir."’

“ And the day before vou told us to look for rain, and it
was a8 dry as a lime-kiln all day.™

“They had rain over to Lindale.”

Harry Wharton ia,uﬁl':&d‘

“Well, T dare say they had a storm somewhere gﬂsterﬂ&.‘h
oo, and there may be o blow to-day sumewhere. Ho long a3
it's not at Poegg, I don’t mind.”

Captain Stwmp shook his head. ;

“ It may come on, and it may keep of,” he said.
reckon it will come on.”

1 think. we'll chance it.”

And Wharton jumped into the boat.

“ Bhove off, slkpper I

* Ay, ay, sir !

The boat recked off into decper water. i L

Captain Stomp looked after the juniors, lurned his guid in
his mouth, and then slowly and solemnly stumped away
towards the Anchor Lan.

The juniors, in high spirits, shook eut the sails,
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There was a steady breoze off the shore, and the mainsail
and jib filled st once, and the boat fairly walked through
the waler. _

“ By Jove, this iz ripping " exclaimad Bob Cherry.

" The rippingfulness 15 terrific,”

“First-rate 1" said Nogent. “I suppose old Stump was
talking out of his hat, as usual, Tho weather’s perfect.”

Bob Cherry gave Linley o sounding slup on the shoulder,
a5 ho detected a thoughtful expression upon the Lanceshire
lad’s face.

“ What's the worry, Marky 1"

Mark Linley amiled.

“1'm not worrying. Dut—"

“ But what "’

“J was thinking about what Stump said.
knows the weather signs,” .

“Biuff!  He's always predicting bad weather, but it
doesn’t come off once in a blue moon,” said Nugent. “ ¥ou
gan't rely on a weather prophet.” ) -

“No; I suppose not. It would bo a pity to have the sail
mucked up on apec, anyway," agreed Mark,

“1 should say so. It'e all right. We shall have a
eplendid run down to the end of the Bhoulder, and then we
can tack and beat back fo Pegg, and got in in splendid time
for breakfast at Greyfriars.”

“ Groad 17

“1 say, you fellowg—s"

“Shut up, Dunter”

“ But I say, speaking of breakfast, reminds me that I'm
jolly hungry. I should like to have a snack oul of the bag”

"'E;I:I, ring off! You're not going to begin eating ab
onco.

'&But I say, I haven't caten anylhing at all this merning,
and—"

“Dry up! Look there, you chaps!" exclaimed DBob
Cherry, pointing up at tho cliffs as the boat sped onward.
“There's Clilf Housze ¥

Among tho big cliffs rose the green of the frees and the
rad rﬁug of Cliff House, the girls’ school, wherae Marjorie,
their girl chum, dwelt under. the oye of Miss Penelopa
Primrose. Karly as the hour was, a figure in & whiie dress
eould be seen on the verandah, and s handlerchicf was
waved as the boat ghot by.

Bob Cherry gave a shout.

* It’s Marjorie I : g

The juniors nll swept off their caps, and the handkerchief
was waved again from Clif House. i

The:n the boat rushed on, and the house waz hidden by the
great grey cliffs, ) . .

“ My hat, we're getting along !" exclaimed Nugent, while
Bob Cherry, unusually silent, was glancing back towards
Cliff House. ““Tho boat’s fairly humming.”

“1t's a splendid breeczo.” ] ]

“The humfulness of our worthy craft is terrific. We shall
be past the Shoulder in the next to no timefulness,” re-
marked the Nabob of Bhanipur. :

Wharton looked ahead through the gleaming water.

The boat was going splendidly, and covering the boy in
half the time he ha;.g expected, and an idea of extending
the sail came into his mind.

“Y don’t see why we should turn back at the end of the
Shoulder " he exclaimed. *“'We might as well bave s run
right on, and furn back in & wider sweep outside the bay.”

' Good wheeze ! 3

““ At this rate we shall have plenty of time.”

“Good! Let's keep on” . : _

The boat rushed forward gaily, the sails bellying out
before the hreeze. The huge Bhoulder, juttmg seemingly
into the skies, with seagulls screaming round the dizzy
surnmit, rose high on the port side of the boat,

Higher and higher, till 1t seemed to tower over the boat,
and then it faded away astern, and the little craft was in
the wider waters of the sea.

It was calm, and sailing was easy. . ,

The juniors laughed as they remembered Captain Stump’s
warning of bad weather. Take many of his other weather
prognostications, it was likely to come to nothing,

But once past the Shoulder, and fairly out into the open
sea, the ragged edge of cloud could be seen more plainly.

A shade crossad Mark Linley's face.

5T don't like the look of that,” he remarked.

“ What'a the matter?”’

“I'yo geen the clpudas like that at the mouth of the
Mersey, when I've been out on the water,” said the
Lancashira Iad quietly. ; ;

Harry Wharion glanced across at him, from woere he was
holding the sheet. _ '

“ Da you think we ought to get into the bay, Linloy #"

“Well, T don't want to look funky, but I think it would
ba & gpood iden.™

“{ say, vou fellows— " .
ahﬂ Oh, yvou don't know anything sbout it, Bunter! You

ut up.™

it | \Lasn't- going to speak about the weather, Wharton. It
locks all right, as far as 1 can see. I was thinking about
the grub.™
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“TFor goodness' sake give hin a saveloy and keep him
fuiat I

* Oh, really, Wharton——"

“Here you are! Now dry up !

Billy Bunter grunted as he roceived the saveloy.
saveloy was not likely to last him long.

Wharton took n keen loolk ab the sky.

“We'll et back,” he said.

e went to the tiller. The sails wers trimmed fo run
baok into the bay, and as long as the boat was under the
shelter of the Shoulder, it ran easily cnough. Tut as it
passed beyond the great rock, the wind off shore caught ib
with greater foree, and even in tho short time that the
juniors had been on the sea, 1t scemed to have doublad in
strength.

Harry Wharton's face set grimly. i

“Wea shall have our work cut out to beat back into the
bay,” he said. “ Its [ucky we didn't leave it any later.”

One

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Good Wash,

ARRY WHARTON could sail a boat with any lad at
Greyfriars, whera there were many good sailors.
When, out of the sheltor of the great clilf which had
been keeping off the wind to a great extont, tho boat

attempted to enter the open bay, he knew that tho tusk
would be a hard one. Captain 8tump had been right, alfter
all, The wind had been freshening ever siuco they started,
tirough, running easily befors it, the juniors had hardly
noticed the fact. It was a very different matter when they
Emi;lt? to tack into the bay with tho wind almest 1n their
eeth.

To get ancross tha bay, and back to Pegg, by & seriea of
long tacks, was what T[—Iurr:.r Wharton intended; but this
gaemed to be more and more difficult every moment.

“ Looks like being kﬁ-‘?t out all the morning,” said Bob
Cherry, with a grunt. There won't be & wreck this time,
though, Remember the time we wers shipwrecked on Soea-
gull Izland **

“* What-ho 1"

Billy Bunter groaned,

* Bick, Bunter ¥ i

“N-no. I was thinking of that awful time. I was nearly
starved to death. I feel as if I hadn’t had really enough to
eat ever since.'

“(Go easy with the saveloys,” said Bob Cherry. *The
sou's gotting rougher, and you know what you're like in a
rough sea, No good wasting the saveloya.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!l”

“ Oh, really, Cherey——" - ;

Harry Wharton was looking shoreward, with the wind
lashing his face, and blowing out hia hair. He looked very
handsome as he stood there, holding to s sheet, his face
stung red by the wind. .

The stretch of sandy shore, and the cluster of little houses
that marked the fishing village of Pegg, were [urther and
further ofl. . . i

in the tceth of such a wind tacking was of littla avail
and it soon beeame clear that the juniors had no chance of
getting back into the bay. .

“ Wall, wa are assea I said Nugent. " Wa ought to have
Iknown better. None of the bshermen came out this morn-
ing—I can't sea anything of the boafs.’

“ Coptain Stump was right, after all.”

¢ Just by chance, I expect.”

“Wo're all right,”” said Harry Wharton abrupily. “It's
only a question of staying away from school fur a fow
hours. I expect Dr. Locke will averlook it when we explain,
if we're in time for afterncon lessons™ .

“ But if the wind doesn’t changs, I don't see how we are
to pet back into the bay,'" said Mark Linley.

I—%urr;r shoolk his head. )

“Wo, I was thinking of landing lower down the coast—
that's the only chanee now, unless we're prepared to spend
perhaps a whole day at sca.”

Bob Charry grinned gleefully.

“ What ripmng l'urﬁ It will make thke Upper Fourth
wriggle when we tell "em ! . )

“Tho [Iead may make us wriggle when we tell him,”
said Muogent, “DBut I supposa there's nothing elso to be
donea.” -

“ Nothing else,” said Wharton quietly. .

And the heat, keeping as close to the wind as possible, ran
down the coost. )

Pege Bay vanished behind—even tho gra&rt Shoulder sank
into the skv. Away on the right ran the line of the coast,
on the left, the German Ocean. = 3

In spite of their pluck, the hearts of the junmiors were
boating hard. They could not help remembering ;ha
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occasion when they had been blown to sea and shipwrecked,
and had lived a Hobinson Crusce life on a rocky 1slet till
they ware rascued,

I3ut the risk now was not nearly so great. 2o long as the
sca grow no rougher, and the boat was well handled, thers
was no reason why they should not be safe. And Harry
Wharton was handling the boat as well as the most
exparienced sailorman could have done it
_ Tha only trouble was that they would have to miss morn-
g lessong at Greyiriars; but perhaps the fun of tho
advonture was worth the " lines” that would probably fall

to their shara.

“ I3low, blow, thou winter wind,” said Bob Cherry.
“Thou art not so unkind sgs—— Bunter, you young pig, let
that baz alone.

“(th, really, Cherry—=="

“Tat it alone!™

“T'rr hungry 1"

“We shall have to look after the grub," said Nugent,
jerkiug the fat junior away from the u.gﬁ “It would be
no joke to be hung up for a whaole day with nothing to eat.”

* Lunter would be the first to go, if it came to casting
lots," suid Bob Cherry, giving the fat junior a hungry look.
“He would cut up into beautiful steaks. The only trouble
would be that he wouldn't be alive to cook himself."”

““ (h, really, Cherry—"

“(Oh, that’s no good!” seid Nugent. “I couldn't tackle
Bunter raw. I'm not a particular chap, but I bur Bunter
raw,”’

* Oh, really, Nugent——"

" Loak out!” called out Mark Linley.

“What's up

“The steamer.”

A huge steamer was passing seaward, within a guarter of
& mile of the boat, churning on steadily thwuﬁh the green
waters. She left a black blur of smoke behind on the ek
as sho churned op, and heavily from her sides came the was
of the water,

“What about the steamer 7" gaid Nugent. * She's too far
off to hurt us."

“'The wash isn’t.”

“Yo gods! I forgob the wash I .

The wash was coming down heavily upon the boat—in
great, green, rolling waves. The boat rocked violently, and
the junmiors held on for their lives as 1t was tossed up and
down like a cork.

There was a choking gusp from Billy Bunter. IHe was
devouring a saveloy by the primitive method of gnawing it
from tae end, and he had his mouth full when he received
the shoek of tha frst roll of the boat. He tumbled into the
bottom of the boot, and gasped and choked.

“Ow! Help! Gerrooh! Ilelp "

“ Hold him !

" Groo—gerooh 1"

Mark Linley caught the [at jumior by the ankle with one
hand, holding on to a thwart by the other. A wash of green
water came over the side, and Dunter spluttered afresh.

The g steamer passed on, and the wash gradually sub-
sided. Dunter sat up 1n a pool of sea water, as red as a
freshiy-bolled lobster,

I say, you fellows——"

*“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Blessed 1f T can see anything to cackle at! I'm wet!"

“Why didn't you Held on "

“1 was eating.”

“Well, you shouldn't have been eating. If you eat all
the time, accidents are bound to happem while you're
eating.™

“T'm jolly well not poing to stand it. You fellows got
me in for this,"” said Bunter, staggering up. ' You ought
to have known better.”

“Ind we ask you fo come?"

*You ghouldn't bring & chap out in a boat if vou don't
Lonow how to handle it. I think one of you ought to change
clothes with me.”

“Ha, ha! You might as well ask a winkle to change
sheils with & tortoise," prinned Bob Cherry. * ¥You couldn’t
get into our clothes, Bunty."

“Groo! It's chilly.”

“ Jump up and down and keep yourself warm."

“I'm too tired. I think I should feel batter if T had some
ham and eggs.”

Nuient pushad the bag under a seat.

“ Then you jolly well won’t feel better,” he said. “ We've
g-:l-_uf. :uud tale care of the grub, and you've had the lion's shara
alre ki

e ﬂh:r' rerlly, Mugent. "

“Ring off, you young pig

And Bunter sat down, looking very sulky. But presently
a gleam came into his little round eyes behind his spectacles.
Bunter was feoling spitoful ; and whon he was spiteful he
generally called to mind his powers os & ventriloguist.
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
An Unfortunate Ventriloguist,

ILLY BUNTER knew wvery little about sailing, and
vory little about the sea—very little sbout anything,
in fact, excepting provisions, and the cocking of them.

How to manage a hoat was an art far beyond his
intellectual powers. Bob Cherry slways declared that he
hud just sense enough to be mischievous. And his proceed-
ings now really secmed to bear out that statement.

* Port, Nugoent 1™

Nugent had takon the tiller, and as he heard Wharton's
voice give that order—or, mthar,. a voica that ho took to
be Wharion's—he gave the tiller & turn.

If was the steersman’s business to obey his aki;l:;ln_cr'a orders
without guestion, and that was what Nugent did, and he
had no time to think out that it might be the Greyfriars'
ventriloguist playing a reckless trick.

The chunge brought the boat for an mstant fairly against
the wind, and ths 1ib whipped off her like a rag, and fed
away across the water like a graat bird.

The shock to the boat made the juniors roll over, and
Bunﬁr :in{ml more found a resting-place in a slop of water.

T ¥ _I-El.-ti B

“ What's the matter ™

“The jib's gone "’

Harry Wharton pushed Bob Cherry off his logs, and
elruggled to his fect. Ho stared at iNugoent in blank amaze-
ment. Nugent had realised instantly that the order was
a wrong one, and done his beat to rectify it ‘

k 1‘:”1“ did you do that for?" roared Wharton, in great
wrath,

“What did I do what for?”

“ Shove the tiller, you ass.'

1 enly oboyed orders.”

' What ™

“YWhat <id you
demanded Nugent, with equal excitement,
have had moce sense.”

“I! What do you mean?"

“Yo3, you, You said port.”

“1 said porti” exclaimed Wharton dazedly.

[1] }:ﬁﬁ-”

“1 didn't say a word.”

06, dou't be funny P'°

“You raust be dreaming. I never spoke.”

“1 appeal to the fellows,” exclaimed Nugent. “You're
off your rocker; that’s what's the matter with you."

“bl}id I apeak to Nugent, you chapsi"” demanded Harry,
looking round. )

“ I didn't hear 3:0!.:,” said Boh.
anything in this wind.”

#1 didn’t,” said Linley.

“1 am sorvowful to express the disagreeablencss with my
worthy chums,’”’ murmured the Nabob of Bhanipur softly,
“but [ heard the estecmed Wharton.”

“%ou heard me, Inky " )

::% ;.I;I:Llﬁti- sayfully declare that I did., e said *Port '™

“ Yoz, my worthy chum. I have no doubt that the word
was uttared in the fit of absent{ulness of the esteened mind,
and that the memorviulness of 1t 18 non-existent.””

“ Lok hore, I nevar said a word™

Bob Cherry uttercd a sudden exclamation.

" Dunter !’

“Tlow Bunter! I say

“Tt was Buantar "

“What was Bunter?” g

: Eﬂis is zome more of his giddy ventriloguism.™

I :

The juniors understood in a flash. They fell upon Bl]g
Bunter, and dragged him up. They surrounded him wi
wrathful faces,

The fat junior blinked at them.

“Ow! T'm wet"

Y %Was that you, Bunterl”

Y Iin lurt, too.” _

“Did yvou imitate Whdrton’s voica I

“7 have a pain in my back.”

“1)id you speak to Nugent just now "

“ And a pain in my side.”

* Look here, vou fat voung beast—""

“A-—and another in my log."

Bob Chorry took the fat Removite by tho collar, and
knocked his head with gentle deliberation against the mast.

“ Now, then, you fat bounder—-—"

[ D“‘ ]1’

5 "Eﬁm I,Imt- some of your giddy ventriloguism I*'

i ?'n.ﬂr. -|'|

“Was that—"

“Wow I

# Look here, I don’t want to damage the mast with your

AND PRICE: “HALFPES

ONE HALFPENNY,

ive such a [fatheaded order forif™
" You ought to

“ Precioua hard to hear

FE]




heud, but I'm going on knocking it till T get an snswer,
Was ic?"

* Let him alona,

“What ¥"" roarad
Linley., ** What?"”

“ I didn't speak.”

“You said—""

““Ha, ha, ha! Tt waos Bunter again.*

“It wasn't. I—I mean, I didn't—waan’t—eouldn’t—-""

Knock, knock, knock went Bunter's head against the mast.

“Ow! Yow! Wow!"™

* Whas it vou that time, Bunter "’

“You've hurt my head.”

“Wasz it you ™

“It's aching now."

ill you answer me?"

“I feel a0 confused by your roughncas that I feel I can’t
think of anything clearly.”

“"You fat worm H

* Lemme slone !

_ Bob Chervy jerked Dunter over and flopped him down
into the slop of water in the bottom of the boat.

#Bit thera ! he growled wrathfully. “If yvoun mowve, I'll
jab wvou with a boat-hook.”

11 'ﬁ.F [ llm “rﬂtr.:l-

* Then tell the truth for once, and get it over.
you plaring your rotten vantrilnquial tricks 1"’

“Ow! I'm sitfing in the wet.’

* Berve you right.”

“ My bagas are getting soaked.”

“1 don’t care & rap for your bags."

“ Lemme gerrup.”

L 13 Rﬂ.tﬂ [‘P:l

U I--[—I was venitriloguising.
amusg you.'

ou lying young porpoise!” roared Bob Cheryy, flourish-
ingb :sjhﬁ at-hook. * ¥You dido't think anything of the
20TL,

Bunter spluttered.

“I—I mesn I didn’t think so."

Bob hurst into 2 laugh.

“(h, it"s no good talking to him.
truth once if 1t were to zave his life.”

“0h, really, Chﬂrr{;—”

Bob gave him o jab, and he broke off with a splutter.

" Naow, listen to me,” said Bob Cherry severely. *If you
start any mora of your rotten ventriloguism, there will be
a casualty in the Bunter family. Do you understand 7

“No, Oh!l Yow! ¥aes™

“11o vou fully -understand, or shall T give vou another
jab with the boat-hook "

“Ow! I fully understand.”

“Then bear it in mind, Tubby.”

Bunter growled, and picked himseli out of the wator.
Harry Wharton was looking anxiously seaward. The bhoaf,
with the jib blown away, was horder to keep close to the
wind, andJ the faulty steering had caused it to take a widor
swoop seaward. CUoming down from tha north was a huge
steamer, and Harry, as he looked at it prepoared for another
wash, that would be more dangerous than the previous one.

Y Hold on, all ! he said abruptly.

e —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Wrecked !

HE boat rose rocking on the wash from the big steamer
as 1t pasacd, and the faces of the Greviriars juniors
wore serious as they clung on.  The boat was not lorge,
and the wash of the steamer was tremendous. The

boat danced like a cork, and more than once it geemed about
to lopple right over from the crest of a surge. Billy Bunter,
too terrified to know what he was deing, rolled inte the
boitom of tho boat, gasping, and gasping worse than aver
as & slog of salt water went into his mouth,

“Haold on!” shouted Wherton.

“ Help !

“Catch him !

Wharton saw Bunter’s danger, but he was too far from
him to help him. Bob Cherry plunged towards the fat
junior, missed him, and rolled to the side, clutching despe-
rately to keep himself from going overboard.

Mark Linley dragged at Bunter in time, or the faf junior
would have slipped into the sea. DBunter clung to the
Lancashire lad, dragged him over, and they both ralled
on Bob Cherry.

“ Hold on!" gasped Bob.

The boat was rocking dangerously already. The wetghi
of the three juniors at the sido, as it trembled on the surge,
was too much,

Harry Wharton shouted a warning, but & warning was
useless then. o

Almost before the juniors knew what was happening, tha
boat was gunwale under, and a great green wash of water
gamne swaoping in.

“Hang on!" shrieked Nugent.
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There was a crash aa the mast eracked off, and the bhoat
plunged under. Almost in a sccond it was keel upwards,
and the wet sail drulggiug in the water below kept it zo.

Harry Wharton clung to the upturned timbers with one
hand, and with the other dashed the water from his eves
He looked round in wild usnxiety for his comrades. Nugent
was hanpging m}dgrf miy—Bob Cherry was clambering upon
the keel—and Mark Linley was clinging on and holding
Bunter. Hurree Jamset Bam Singh was swimming like a
fish, close to the boak.

The disaster hiad been sudden and orverwhelming.

The Greyfriars juniors were afloat in the water—with
rothing but a wreck to cling to—nothing but that between
them and sinking into the depths of the sea.

And the land was far away—a grey blur to the west.

Wharton set his teeth hard.

The Greyfriars Naval Cadets had had some perilous ad-
ventures, but nothing guite so perilous as this.

It was Bunter's fault—but it was useless té utter a word
of reproach. Nor would the fat junior have heard or
heeded. He was nearly fainting with terror. The others
kaPt their courage splendidly. o

My t::ml?r chapeau ! gasped Bob Cherry. “Thiz iz a
ripping go !

“'The rippingfulness ia terrific,” murmured the Nabob of
Bhanipur, as he swam closer to the upturned boat and laid
hisz dusky hand on the timbers

“1It's a Eidﬂi‘ wrack."

“My hat! It i3!"”

Wharton did not speak.

He was trying to think it out.

What was to be done?

The boat was a wrack—thers was no chance of righting it
The juniors could only hope to eling on till they were
picked up. And what chance was there of that?

What an ending to a morning's sail ! o

Wharton glanced at the sky. The sun was high in the
blue, and he knew that it must be about half-past ten.

At Greyiriara the fellowa would all busy in the class-
rooms—Mr. Quelch would be taking the Remove, and won-
dering at the absence of six members of his class. No
doubt he was frowning over it, and mentally resolving that
the six truants should have roason to repent their sscapade.

Ii he could only have known where they were !

Out at sea, a good four miles from land, clinging te an
upturned boat, at the mercy of thd waveal

“ My only hat " saad Harry, at last. *° This is the biggest
go of all, T think. How on earth shall we get out of it.”

Marl: Linley swept hiz glanco seaward.

“¥We shall be picked up "

“I hape s0."

“ A pood many ships pass here. The question iz o make
thern see uz. Ther aren’t likely to notice a little bost, es-
pecially now it's upside down. We ought to make some
gignal or other.”

“ I suppose it’s no pood trying to get tha boat upright,”
said Boh Cherry.

Wharton shook hia head.

“ Couldn't be done. We might pet o spar off, though,
and stick it up somewhere with a rag on top to atiract
atbention."

“Good 1"

“ Hallo, hallo, halla! There's a anil!™

The juniors looked anxiously in the direction pointed out
by Bob Cherry,

A splendid ship was coming down, under almost full sail,
bearing along %a!lant]y in the wind. She was likely to
pass sbout & mile seaward of the wpturned beat.

“It's a chance ! said Harry Wharton.

‘ Let's try ib."”

. Wharton clambered on tep of the boat timbers, maintain-
mﬁa footing there with very great difficulty,

a waved s cap and shouted, and the juniors clinging
on below shouted, too, with all the forge gf] their lungs.

** Bhip ahoy M

il IIE p !!‘!

“ Hallo-o.g-o "'

There was not the slightest sign from the great dhip that
they had been scen or heard, Under a nress of sail it bore
on, tﬁnd paszed them, and faded away into the blue of the
sonuth.

A rougher surge of the sea sent Wharton reeling from
hhlsﬂ insecure foothold, and he plunged headforemost into
T S8R,

“ IHallo, halio, hallo!" ejuculated Bob Cherry, and he
left las hold on the boat to swim to his comrade’s azsisi-
ance.

. EI‘:] cauzht Harry's collar and dragzed him back to the

A

Wharton, I‘:-n:nfiui and gasping, clung on to the timbears.

“It's no good,” he gasped, “thHey won't pick uz up."

1
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* Looks like 1t.™

“ We shall have to take our chance.”

The boat drifted on in the rough sea. It was bearing
seaward under the force of the wind, and the grey line of
the const was fading into the blue,

Bound the juniors rolled the wide sea.

Ere long land would be quite lost to sight, sand then

Brave as they were, ﬂmf could not help feching a tremor
of dread. They had ne food; their provisions were 11 &
locker in fthe boat; still there, but guile 1haccessible now
that the craft was Hoating keel upwards.

They were already hungry in the keen sea air. For-
%{:hateli;r, a drift of clouds kept the heat of the sun from
L1201,

* Ld—1 zay, yvou fellowg-——""

“YWhat is 1t, Bunter 7"

Wharton's voice was unusually kind to the fat junior;
be ¢ould not he impatient even with Billy Bunter when the
shadow of deeth was upon them all.

“Ave we in d-d-danger, Wharton IV

“Well, something ]i]-:er!::, Billy.™

“{Jh, dear! , dear!

“Buck up! We shall be picked up !

“Oh, dear! You oughtn’t to have brought me with you,”
grumbled Billy Bunter. * You really ought to have known

better. Look here, couldn’t one of you fellows hold me,
=0 that 1 shouldn't have to cling to the boat. It makes my
nrm_ache,’

“Our arms are aching, loo, old chap.”

“Well, 1 don't see how I can hold on. It will be your
faunlt if T get drowned, anyway.”

Wharton shifted the grasp of one hand from the hoat
to the collar of the fat junior. His patience seemed in-
exhaustiblo now.

**Is that beffer, Bunly? ¥You can let go now—I have
vou safe. TFloat on yvour haclk; you'll be all right.”

“ Bure you've got me safe?”

“{Oh, yeal"”

*Ilon't squesxe wy neck like that—it hurts"

“ That better >

“Ye-ez. Mind you dou’t let me got

““ All serene !

And Billy Bunter floated with Wharton supporting him
It was much easier for Bunter. It was much Ii)mrder. too,
for IMarry; but that was s trifle which Bunter was not
likely to take into account.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Adrift!

HE =sun rose higher and higher in the sky. The wind
died down-—and with the d}!in% of the wind the sun
camé out more brightly. A blame of sunlight fell
upen the blistering faces of the juniors as they floated

by the boat.

They had made one desperste effort to get it righted,
But it was useless, The wet sail dragging beneath acted
as ballast, and the sca was too rough in any case. They
mede the one attempt, and gave it up. But 1t seemed more
possible that they might be able to reach the locker con-
taining the provisions. Ilob Cherry dived undeér the boat
and remained there so long that his comrades grew very
anxious. He came up at last, puffing and blowing—un-
successiul.

Billy Bunter blinked at him through his wet spectacles.

* Got anything °°

i l""l-'ﬂ."

“Ow! TI'm [amished "

Y“Can't help it I couldn't get at the locker—I was
nearly drowned as it was,’” panted Bob Cherry. It
can't be worked."

“If you get it open, most of the stuff will shift out intn
the sca," Nugent remarked.  “ It wouldn't bhe of much use.™

* Well, a bite ench wounld be welcoine.”

“The welcomefulness of the esteemed bite weould be
tarrifie.”

“T'll have a try,” said Harry.

“Good; it won't do any barm, anyway.”

Harry* Wharton stopped his breath, his face setting
grimly, as he plunged under the overturned boat. There
was danger of being caught in the drageing =zail and en-
tnnqlml_, and drowned as helvlessly as a rat 1in o eage.

The junior groped his way to the locker under water,

He found it, by the sanse of touch, and groped over it;
but it seemed jammed somchow. e knew that it was not
locked. FHe strove fo get it opon, while his ears were sing-
ing, and his lungs seemed to be bursting under the pressure
of the water.

Anacther effort—and another !

He felt that he must gmive it up-he could not stand the
siraln any longer. But d came open then, and he blindly
groped for the confents,
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His hands closed upon something—he did not know what.
He grasped both hands full—it was all he could do—and
plunged away from under the hoat.

He shot up to the surface, bursting for air.

As he came up, Bob Cherry grasped his collar and held
his head above wafer, and Harry gasped and gasped as if
he would never have another breath.

In a couple of minutes, howevar, he wes himself again,

Billy Bunter was blinking at him hungrily.

“What have you got, Wiart{m'.i'” he asked, two or thres
timiea before the captain of the Greyiriars Remove could
reply.

Harry brought up his hands from the water. There waa
w jar of jam in one, and a bottle of ginger-beer in the
other.

Bunter locked disappointed.

“Haven't you got any of the ham "

“That's all."”

“Qr the saveloysi"

“1 tell you that's all.*?

“Well, T think yvou might have been & bit more careful.
Jani’s not much good; though I suppose it's better than
nothing. (Give ma the ginger-beer.'

Wharton laughed breathlessly. It eeemed curious to him
that Bunter should calmly assume that he was to have all
the provisions that had been saved.

“How am I going to get ithe bottle open, though 7' saxd
Dunter. “I suppose I shall have to drink it from the
bottle. ﬁnﬁbad_}r got a corkscrew !

“¥es, I have an asteemed corkscrew.™

“Hand it over, Give me the ginger-beer, Wharton. I'm
worry there isn't any for you fellows. I dare say you're as
thirsty as I am.”™

"1 dare say we are,” grinned Nugent, ““and 1 dare say
we're going to have as much of the ginger-beer as vou, too,
vou groedy yvoung rotter!

0k, really, Igugent ————— * )

“ Tl open the botile, and we'll talie a pull each,” said
Bob Cherry.

Wharton handed him the bottle, and he opened it, Billy
Dunter waiching him the while with hungry eyes and an
injurad expression. )

*1 suppose vou're going to let me have first pull?” he
sald aggressively.

“1 suppose we're mot,” grinned Bob Cherry.
got altogether too big & throttle.”

“(3h, really, Cherry—""

“(h, dry ap ¥’

“T'm thirsty. This beastly hot sun makes me thirsty.”

“Go oand eat coke 17

“Well, give me the jam, Wharton. I suppose vou greedy
rotters aren't going to collar any of that.”

“{}h, shut up "’

The gingerbeer was sipped by all in turn. There wasn't
much to go round among six, buf 1t was a “wet™ fo six
thirsty throats.

Then the jar of jam was opened. It was fiimsy {ood for
hungry bovs, but when it had been shared out, it took the
keen edge off thetr hunger.

And their apirita, which had becn sinking, rose as they ate
it. The depression which 13 the result of want of food or
lateness of meals lLiad been settling upon them; but alter
thevy nad eaten, the prospect scemed much brighter.

Hut still round them rolled the wide gea: still over their
headsz strefched the blue sky, far-reaching—limitless,

Tlte shore had faded away now; they were alone on the
North Sea.

On the wide waters, hore and there, were doited =aila and
smoke pafchea, But the vessels were wo [ar off for the boys
to hope to atbtract atteniion.

Onee o big steamer came swooping down [rom the north,
so ciose timt tle boys cculd make out the figures of the
poasengess on the promenade-deck,

Wharton's heart beat hard as he saw a group lockin
over the side, and he was cortain that he saw a paraso
pointing towards them.

But if the boat had been seen, it had not beon noted; no
one on the big steamaor guessed that it wae an upturned boat
with siz boys ehuging to it for life.

Tho steamoer passed on, with a throb of engines that came
ton the cars of the juniors, and dropped down from view in
tle distanoe,

Black despondency settled upon them again, They wers
hungry, fstigued, aching to the bone. The long time thoey
had been in the water, and the gplaring of the sun, blisterod
them and dazed them

Gilly Bunter had c¢eased to complain and grumble.  Hao
was oo exhausted.

Wharten's eyes grew almost haggard as he awept hia planca
round the wide waters.  Wonld they never be picked up? It
was two a'clock. At Greyfriars the fellows were gomg in

AND pRICE: UHEWHEEEEEHH?.
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skipper. “What do you think of Rio?”™

to aftarnoon school. Wauld the boys ever see Groyiriara
again?  Had they trodden their last upon the green sarth?

Mark Linlay uttered a sudden exclamation.

“Loolt ! There'a n sail 1

With eyes from which repented disappointments had
banishoed almost all hope, the juaiors glanced towards the
new sail.

It was that of a small vessel—a schooner, as near as
Wharton could make out at the distance—at all events, fore-
and-aft rigged. 1t was a heavy vessel for its Kind, bat it
came along at & spanking rate before the breeza. Wharton’s
face Lrightened.

If the schooner kept on ifs prosent course, it musl poass
within aasy hail of the drifting boat.

Suraly it was a chance at last,

“Tt's the last chance 1" Mark Linley muttered.

Horry Wharton nodded.

“I beliove you're right. Roady, you chaps, to vell vour
leudest when she comes wiihin hearing, If she passes us

“ Bhe musin't—she sha’n't ! They're bound to sk us.”
Wllth burning eyea the juniors watched the approaching
YRESEL, '
No. &4,
NEXT
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“Will vou fell us what port you are making for, sir?™ asked Harry Wharlon. *“Cerizinly,” drawled the
“Houth Americal”
in blank dismay.

The Greyiriars Juniors stared at one another

“THE GREYFRIARS’ ViSiTORS."

Closar and closar it came, till tha great sails looked like
big wlute birds :i.wuq'.-j_}i 1z down upon the f!ﬂnting bBoat.

The juniors’ eyes nover 1oft 110 They saw a muscular form
in jacket snd peaked eap como to the rail and look over
in their dircetion. It woved back apain, and reappeared,
and they caught the glint of the sun on the metal rims of
a pair of binocalars.

Wharton gave a gasp of relief.

1ir

“"He's seen us !

The man in ihe poaked ezxp, evidently an officer, kept the
rlasses fixed upon ihe boat, which must have been rising
into clearer and clearer view a3 the schooner bore down
upon hew.

The juniors locked at one another with jubtlant faces.

“ Thev've seen us 1™

“We're saved I

“hank Heaven!™

A second figure, much the same In appearance, joined the
first. Tha first man handed the glasses to the second, whe
looked =l the drifiing boat through them.  Then both
cignppeared.

The Greyfriars lads waited in en agony of anxicty. No
furtlier sign was imade by the men on the schooner, but the
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vessal did not change her course. Almost divectly towards
the drifting boat, she swooped on and on.

Bob Cherry licked hes dry Lips.

“They've scen us. They must mean to pick us up.™

“ They must !

“Why don’t they wave—or shout—or something i

“ Blessed if I know 1M

“ The blessfulness is terrific.”

“I—I say, you fellows——"*

“Bhout ! exclaimed Harry.
Enmﬁh ta hear 1"

] Elp Lo

“ Hello I

] .d.'.;hﬂlf 17

CIlelp B

“Help !

And still no sign from the schooner,

What did it miean?
. The juniors wera aa much mystified as alarmed. ¥t seemed
tmpossible that human beings could intend to pass them by,
aespecinlly after taking the trouble to deliberately ascartain,
by the binoculars, that they were there, clinging to the boat,
in momentary danger of death.

The schooner could net intend to desert them. ‘Then

Why was

“WEhout! 'They're near

why did not same of the crew show themsclves?
not & hand waved as a sign of encouragement to them?

At the thought that perhaps the vessel did not intend to
stop fo pick them wup, the boys felt their hearts like lead in
their bosoms, But surely it was impossible.

With sinking hearts, they sent their voices info the air
a,cu,-":‘uﬁ, Iwn:;ﬂ all the strength they still retained.

L} -

R ——

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Plcked Up.
ARRY WHARTON gritted his teeth,

He had shouted till ke was hoarse, and the schooner
was coming steadily nearer. If she did not change
her course, she would pass the drifting boat within

almost a hiseuit's throw.  What was the use of furthor
shouting * The schooner's erew knew that they were there,
and if they did not choose to pick them up—

“0h, the brutes! The cowardly brutes!”
Wharton hitterly.

Dob Cherry turned an almast seared lock upon kim.

Y They can't mean to abandon gs 1"

Wharton did not reply.

It was borne in upon hiz mind that that was exactly what
the zchiooner's skipper did intend.

“{inod heavens!" muttered Nugent. * This—thia is
horrible ™

“ The horriblenesa is terrific.”

“They can't desert us !

* Help I yelled Bob Cherry desperately.

Mark Lanley uttered an exclamation.

* Loolk !

Ile poinfed to the schooner. The two men in peaked
eaps were visible arain now, as well a3 a sailor lockiny from
the forecastle.  The laticr was a dark-faced, black-eyed
fellow, evidently a forcigner of some sort. And now that
the juniors could see the schooner closely, it struck them that
it was not an English ship.

Their eyes wera fixed imploringly upon the iwo men in
peaked caps. Life or death for the Greyiviars juniors lay
in tho hands of those two wen.  What would they Jdo?

Ona of them—the E!:i]i;pﬂr, Wharton could sce now—callad

ol r;mn_mh‘in !{} the helmsman, and the schooner EWNLE
nearer (he dreilting boatb.

Bob Cherry gave o lomg pasp.

“It's all right ; they're woing to pick us up.”

The schooner swung steadily dowards the drifting boat.
The two men looked down at the juniors, Une of them had
a o1l of rope 1n his hands,

“Thank Heaven! That's for uzi”

“It's all right, you fellows.

The achooner shortencd sail. and slackened dewn, as the
huat began to rook upen the washing waves The man with
the rope looked over the side at the boys, who et his glance
with cagper eyes.

“Crateh ! he called out.

“Aw, ay ! shouted Wharton,

The man grinned as ke logked at him, His face was not
a pleasant one. The cves were deep st and shifty, hard
arey i, colour—the brows Black and !mav}f. His mouth was
like a gush, and the thin lips showed unoven teeth within.
1lis loalk, as Harry eanght it, was strangely reminizcent of
a dop ond a wolf combinad.

The rope came uneotling inlo the sea, and Harry Wharton
caught it, The schooner had now scarcely any way upon
Ber, and b owas easy vor Harey 10 secure the end of the
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ropo f.th.lm boat. The pull of the rope brought them nearly
ongside.

The hard face undor the peaked cap looked down at them.

Do you want to be picked up "

i YE.‘H-.”

“ Who are you ¥

“ Hchoolboys of Greyfriars.”

“ Blown gut to sea, T guess.”

L] ?E‘S.”

“You can come aboard, if you like.”

It was a strangg; ramark for the skipper to malke., 'Therd
was not likely to be much picking and cheosing about coming
on board.

“ How are we to get on #"'

“7T puess you can climb.”

“ Not all of us."

“ Lot the others stay there, then

“"What do you mean "’

“T'va no time to lower a boat, T reckon.”

Wharten set his teeth. The man wes not hﬂEEitabla, or
kind. Dut after all, the chief thing was to be picked upn.

“We can all climb except Bunter,” he said. *We'll
fasten the rope to him, and pull him up. It's all right,
Bunter.”

“1—1 say, vou fellows, don't leave me "

“You're all right. We must climb firsf, bacause we'ra
going to pull you wp with the rope,” said Wharton
patiently. ** You first, ]goh,”'

“Right you ara!™
. M Oh, really, Wharton, you -:-ulgiutn’l: te desert me—s cha
in your own sfudy! I krow I shall let go if I am leit
alone ™

“h, hold on!™

Beb Cherry clambered  actively up the rope. Nugent
followed him, and then Mark Linley and Hurree Jomset
Ram Singh. They were taken one by one on board the
schooner, The skipper, evidently an American, and not
a {avourable specimen of hia race, watched them coolly,
with a big cigar in his mouth, without offering them the
slight=st aid, or calling any of hiz handa to do zo.

Iarry Wharton remained with Billy Bunter {o the last.

Now, then, Bunter, I'll fasten this under your arms—m"'

“ Ilon’t leave ma ™

“They can’t pull up two of us together, Billy."”

“*Then let me go first.”

"..,{-f;?’n I shall have nothing to hold. Will you try to
CRITTRED .

“Fou know jolly well T can’t climb a loose rope.”

T know it's not aasy."

“T ean't do it, of course,”

“Then there's nothing for it but for me to po first and
puli you up,” said Harry., " Let me fasten it round you.”

He did so, while Bunter whimpered and eomplained.
Than he climbed actively up the rope, Bunter calling alter
kim in vain not fo * desert ™ him.

“1 gpuess you'd better hurey,” said the skipper, removing
the cigar from his mouth, “ I ain't no time to waste.”

“ Very well, "sir”

“ ¥ou have wasted 2 let of time already.”

“1 am sorry.”’

“That's all right, if you hustle now 1

The juniors dragged the fat Removite up the =zide
Saveral sallors looked on. but they did not offer to help,

That there was something strange and unuspal about
the ship Wharton could not help seeing, even in that
mouient of hurry and anxiety.

IBut the buosiness tnen was to save Dunter, net fo worry
ahout what kind of eraft it was that had picked them up.

They dragged Dunter an beoard, and landed bim on the
decl:, rasping and Iflrm:llq'.'inn“irt|irr like a great fat fish,

=1 zay, yvou fellows—-'

“You're all right.”

“Ow!l I'm onot all eight! I—I—1 fee! all wrone !’

And Bunier gusped and spluttered and prombled as the
spiis lilled again, rod the schooner bore on her course. The
aiwipner looked at the juniors with s grim expression.

“ Thank you wvery much for picking us up, sir!” said
[Iarry, touching his cap.

1 raoss I've saved your lives.”

* Yesz, sir. If you could set us ashore somewhere—="

Tiwe skipper chuckled,

“T gucss not.’”

“Will you tell us whab pord you are maling for, sie?’
asked IHarry, his heart sinking as it ocourred to his mind
that the schooner might have some foreign destination.

“Uert'n-ly 1" drawled the skipper. “ What do you think
of Rio?"™ )

“ Rio—— South Americat™

“T rechon '’

The Greyfriars Juniors stared at one another in blank
dizmay.
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bound for Rio!

we OUND for Rio 1"
The Greyfriars juniors repeated the words with
blank looks.
Bound for Rio! L

CGreyfriars—the old school and tho old associations—
geemed to fade into immessurable distance behind them.

Rio, in the Brazils!

A vovage of weeks-—months!

The schooner's skipper looked st the boys, and gave a
grim chuckle as ho noted the expression his words called up
fo their faces. )

“1 guess you're surprised, some,” he remarked.

“ Yes,” said Harry Wharton, with a deep breath. ** We
hoped you would be able to set us ashore somewhers in
England.”

“0r FEunrope, at least,” said Cherry. * Great BScottl]
What will they think at Greyiriara?"” ]

= .cfmd there's no way of letting them know,"” said Nugent
slowly.

“The wirafulness iz impossible,”” remarked the Nabvob of
Bhanipur, with a sigh.

Tie skipper chuekled again.

“"Wo haven't a wireless installation,” he romarked;
“atherwise I'd be glad to send any messages for you. But
you can cable from Rie.” :

Y Weeks from now," said Harry.

“71 guesa so.” :

“1 suppose it can't be helped. ¥ou're net touching at
any port nearer than Ko

"1 guess not.'"

“Wery well,
our lives, sir.
anyway.”

“1 guess you're right.” The skipper removed his cigar
from his mouth. ' You younkers can go below, and cook'll
give vou a change of things. I'm short-handed on this
eraft, which is the reason I——" Ide checked himself.
‘;}"f{:u:ll have to work for your grub. You understand
that ¥’

Wharton flushed.

“We'ro perfectly willing to work, air”

“Good! You'll find Peter Jex all right if you work
bard, and don't grouse. I'm Poter Jox, Cooky!”

[ AF} aF !?‘J‘

" Cooky, tumble up !’

# Can’t coms for o minute; I'm busy™

The juniors exchanged glances again.

They had had little experience of sea life, but they knew
that it was decidedly odd for a ship's cook to address his
egaptain in that mannoer.

Captzin Jex stamped on the decl.

“ Cooky 1**

“ Ay, ayi?

“I1f you don't tumble up, I'll coms down and yank you
up by the scruff of your neclk!™

“ Jh, come off, Peta JexI"

Tho skipper turned red with rage.

IBut the next moment the cook appeared on deck. He
was a fat man, with a single eye, and his face, red and
gross, was not very prepossessing. He locked at the
juniors, and nodded eoolly to the captamn.

“I'm hero!" he remarked.

“Look here, Bill Fillgt—"

“T'm looking 1™

“Tf you want to go overboard for muting—-'

Tha man grinned.

“ Mutiny ! Ha, ha, hal™

Tha skipper bit his lip. : :

“Look here, you obey orders, or iuu Il get & belaying-

in round vour head,” he said. “I've pickcd up these
va, to make them useful.”’
£4 "-E-F !H'

“Take “em inte the galley to dry themselves, and find
am some dry things. You hear mef?"

T Ay, ay 1*

“Then do as I tell you!"

The cook grinned again. :

1 reckon you're getting into the way of it,” he re-
marked, with s sneer,

“ What do vou mean, you fat swah?™

“ Dead men's shoes ! said the cook, laughing.

The skipper changed colour. ] .

He gave a glance round, picked up an iron helaying-
pin, and rhade a quick step towards the cook.

The latter stood his gmund without flinching.

“ Boiny it, skipper!” he said quietly. * There's been
snough of that, and we're short-handed already. The ship
can't do without a eool,, or without a captain.’

Captain Jex giavﬂ a short laugh, and dropped the helay-
ing-pin wE ith a clang to the deck.
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“1 shall brain you one of these times!” he snid
ﬂlmummnglg. * ot below and look after the younlkers™

Ay, ay!

The fat cool turned grinming to the amaszed juniors. A
zense of strange uneasiness was creeping over Lthe bays
Whnt?kmd of a ship had they boarded? What did it all
nean !

* This way, sonnies,” said the cook.

They followed him below.

Srr—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
In Strange Company,

ABRRY WHARTON was very silent.

Till then he had been troubled about Grevi-iars,
about the long distance they were travelling from
the school, and the impossibility of sending news of

their safety to ti'mir friends and relations. :

IIe was beginning to realise now, however, that there
was something nearer to concern himself about:

What kind of 'a ship were they ont

On deck they had seen few hands. A schooner like this
certainly did not require many, especially in these days
of undErmannirﬁ, and of making cne sailorman do the
work of two. Dut surely more than the half-dozen men
he had seen would be wanted to look after the schoonar.

The skipper, and the cook, too, had spoken of being short-
handed. Where were the other hands, then?

It was borne in upon Harry's mind that the schooner's
skkipper had not intended to piclk them up at all, but that
the consideration of being short-handed had weighed with
him. Ile had token the trouble to pick the boys up for
the use they would be to hun on his half-manned crafc.

Work the juniors had no objection to—in fact, full of
enthusiasm for their Greyfriars Naval Cadets” echeme they
would be glad onough of picking up s practical knowledge
of seamanzhip, oven at tho cost of hard work snd short
COmMmMons.

There was nothing to complain of in that, but where were
the other hands? The schooner could not have sailed from
porl so short-handed.

If Captain Jox had intended to get as far as Rio with so
small a erew he wounld not havs spoken in the way he had
dona of being short-handed. Yet could anvthing have hap-
pened to some of his men since they had {aft- rt? From
where the junmiors had encountersd t{lﬂ ship, 1t locked as f
she came [rom some port on the north-east coast—some
English or Scotlish port north of the Humber. In that case,
ghe could not have been long at sea.

There was some strange mystery about the schooner.

Harzy Wharton could not help thinking about it as he
atripped off his dripping clothes and rubbed down his chiiled
limbs with the rough towel the cook gave him.

The one-eyed man seemed to have a rough kindnesa abouk
him He brought out a variety of sailor clothes for the
juniors to chooze from while their own were ranged round
the galley fire to dry.

But all the time he seemed to be struggling with a sup-
pressed desire to laugh, as if something particularly humorous
was tickling his fancy all the time. At times 8 fat chuckle
escaped him.

The juniors looked at him several times,

Their sirprised looks only scemed to tickle cooky the more.
What kind of a ship is this, cooky?' Dob Cherry asked.
Trading to Rio!"”

Cooky chuckled. i i

“ That's it I" he sald. * Trading to Rio."”

“Ta Captain Jex a captain you can ges on with?”

“71 puecss s0.”

“ An American, isn't haf"

“71 reckon. Same here.”

“ And the crew?"’

“ Dagoes, mostly.”

The juniors knew that the term * dagoe™ covers anybody
of the Latin race. They hod seen for theomselves that the
fow sailors on beard were mostly, if not all, of the southern
races of Europe.

“You h.'waﬂ’t many men forrard,” said Harry Wharton.

Bill Fillot shook his head and blinked with his single eye.

“ Mo wo're short-hended.”

B hatts cnrions. ™

“1 guess o’ . ) ,

“Y auppuse that chap who was speaking with the skipper
was the mate?" asked Nugent.

“1 guess so—Joe Prye”

“ American, too?"

T I 'I:'i?.‘ﬂk{}ﬁ.” ; ;

“Then this is an American ship?

i3
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“1 guess it is now.”

And the cook laughed uproariously, as if there were some
gecret humorous side to his remark hidden from his lizteners,

The juniors fell into silence as they dressed thamselves.

They gould not make the matter out, znd they felt in-
stinctively that there was something unecauny, ghastle, almaost
crugl about the strange merriment that cooky zeemed hardly
able to suppresa.

Billy Bunter was the only one who was not thinking about

the strangeness of their new surroundings.
_ Bunter was thinking of something that was, to him, of
infinitely greater importance. There was an appetising smell
proceeding from a simmering pot on the galley stove, and
Billy Bunter sniffed at it, cach sniff louder than the last, $ill
the fat cock could not help ohserving him.

e grinned as he ramoved the lid of the pot.

A savoury smell of a rich stew rose, and the famished
juniors sniffed sppreciztively. Billy Bunter’s expression was
ecstatic,

“1—I say, you fellows, that chap can cook!"

“'The cookfulnass is tarrific !’

* Hungry?’ said Fillot.

“ What-ho!” said Bob Cherry, with deep feeling in his
voice. ‘I could eat & horse, or a lump of Chicago tinned
beef, or—or anything, nogw."

*1 guess I won't starve you."

Tin plates were set out in a row, and the cook gave them
liberal helpings of the savoury stew. Thevy ate—and ate!
They were not greedy, but for the greater part of a day
they had been without food, and exposed to the keenness of
the sea air. It seemed as if their hunger would never be
satisfied.

Billy Bunter in particular distinguished himself.

. The one-ayed covk looked at the fat junior with preat
interest, and seemed to take a pleasura in filling and rel?!ling
his plale, 88 if amused by a mental calculation as to exactly
how much Bunter would eat if given his head.

Between the fat junior and the fat cook, in fact, there was

probably a great similarity of tastes and e secret sympathy

of soul

tthb Cherry murmured in Wharton's ear as he watched
BI :

* Twa souls with but a single thought, two hearts that beat
as one "

I say, you fellows——1?
“ ¥allo, hallo, hallo 1
:: This is ripping I
indﬁﬁ'f‘:ﬂ chop I said Mark Linley, who was doing very well
“Tho first-chopfulness ia terrific!”” murmured the Nahob

of Bhanipur. * The second helpfulness would be the Very
welcome kindness,”

** Here you are, nigger !’

The cook slopped eome more stew carelessly inte the plate
of the Hindu junior.

Hurree Singh's eyes Oashed.

" The observefulness of the esteemed cool is incorrectful ™
he remarked. ‘' The ignorefulness must be tervific when he
does not know the distinctness between a native of India and
an estesmed nigger.”

“ All nigs are nigs, I guess,” said the cook. * But never
F;:i-ﬂ I don't object to nigs, not even in my own galley.

* But I must remark—"

“ Oh, feed, and shut your head
. “The politely expressed wishfulness of riy worthy host
13 equal to the command of the law,” said the nabob grace-

.

e big meal over, tho juniors nodded in their seats. They
ware 51&31:1 . which was not to be wondered at, mﬂgidgﬁng
what they had been through that day.

Billy Bunter yawned over his seventh helping, and nodded
off to sleep with a potato in his mouth.

The fat cook chuckled,

“ He, he, he! You'd like 2 snooze, I suppose, kiddiest™
“Yes, if wo mav,” szid Iarry.

“1 guess you can lie on them sacks."

And the Greyiriars lads pladly took advantage of the per-
mission. There was a fol smile on the cook’s face as he
watched them fall instantly asleep. A rouph voice shouted
down from tho deck.

“ Cooky ™

“Av, ay !V

“YWhere are those younkers?™

“They'ra here.”

“ Tumble them up.””

*They're snoozing.™

“Great snakes! &‘here ain't any time for kids to snooze in
the aftermoon watch on my ship. Tumble them up”

“0Oh, come off I
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“ 8hall T come down and fetch "em?’ rosrad the skipper.

“You'd botter—if you want & pail of suds over youl!™

“ ¥You mutinous dog ! ]

“Ha, ha, ha! Dead men’s shoes, skipper!”

And the voice of the skipper was heard dying away in &
growl on deck. Cooky chuckled, lighted a big cigar, and
smoked 1t with an air of great contentment.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Bunter Requires Rest.

- AW-AW-AW [
That was Dob Cherrv's first remark as ha woke.
He was the first of the Greyfriars Juniors to wake,
and when he opened his eves, and yawned, and looked
aroaind him, he could not at first realise where ha was.

The stuffy romn was lighted by a swinging cil-lamp 2nd the
glow of a stove, and there was a smell of cooking in the
close atmosphere,

Near at hand was a sound of snoring—a snore that could
only belong to William George Bunter.

“ My hat " muttered Bob Cherry.

It was night—the lighting of tha lamp showed that. Thera
was & sense of motion under him; he was on a ship. As he
realised that, recollection came back, He had not awakened
out of 2 dream in the Femove dormitory at Greyfriars; it
was all real. He was on the schooner, lying on the sacks,
and his comrades were asleep round him, one of them snoring
most unmusicallv.

' By George " gaid Bob Cherry.

He sat up and locked round him.

The cook was pone; the hovs wers alone. As Beb Cherry
moved, Harry Wharton and Mark Linley opened their eyes
and sat up.

Harry rubbed his sleepy eyea.

“ Hallo ™

* Hallo, halle, hallo!" gaid Bob Chorry.
again ™

*1t's like a deeam.™

“ Blessed if I feel quite certain that it isn't & dream,” said
Bol Cherry. * Bhell I pinch you, to see if you're aslesp ™’

Harry Wharton lauphed.

* No, thanks! Where's the cook "

“ He's gone.”

“I've had s jolly pood sleep,” =said Whorton.
batter. It was a ripping feed we had, too."

““ Yas, rather."”

“ I say, you fellows—-"

“ Hallo, halle, hallol Are you awake, Bunter?®®

“Yeos. I'm hungry.”’ ]

“ Iy hat! You ate enough for a regiment of dragoons '’

“1 peb very hungry at sea,” Dilly Bunter rose to his feet,
and made his way towards the stove, uvpon which the pot
was simmering. ' T zay, you fellows, this i3 soup. That fat
chap can coock! I wonder whether I could take a snacki™

“ Better ask” ,

“Well, the chap isn't here, vou see. He's o jolly good
eaok, though he's only got one eye. P'm mearly famished
ou know.  After what I've been through, P'm afraid I shall

ill unless I'm kept up by constant nourishment., I sup-
pose it won't matter if 1 help myszelf to a plateful ¥

And Billy Bunter ladled out a large plateful of the soup,
which was very nearly done, and began to eat.

iz fat face glowed with enjoyment over the meal,

He was busily engaged with 1t when the cook came in.

The cock blinked at him with his single eve, which was
strangely bright and expressive, and Bunter blinked
through his big spectacles. 170 was half-afraid that Fillot was
going to be angry, but the one-eyed man only gave one of hia
peenliar chuckles,

“ Hungry again?” he said. )

“Yos if you please,” said Dunter. “ The sca air makes
me hungry. And this 1z such ripping stufll | I'd like you to
show mo how to make soup like this. I do a bit of cooking
mysell at Greyiriars.” .

 Tha skipper warts you on deck, young 'uns,” said the
-i:m!:, It:luming to Harry Wharten & Co. “ Timo for you to
ay a hand." ]

“We'ra quite ready,” said Wharton.

“ Yoz, rather ™ o

“I'm feeling very tived,” said Dunter ]I"Ilmntwefy. “T'vo
got & weak constilviion, and anything
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very likely to throw me into a decline. T'd rather rest
till to-morrow morning, Mr. Fillof, if-the captain doessn’t
mund.”

Mr. Fillot chuckled.

“ You'd better ask him," he said.

“ Certainly, sir.”

. The clothes round the stove were quite dry now. The
juniors changed intv them, and ascended to the deck.

Night was on the sen—a clear, starry September night.
Cﬂ.ésta.m Jex and Mr. Prye, the mate, were talking to eT
and smoking. They both turned and looked at the juniors.

ITarry Wharton touched his cap.

“ Wo're ready, sir, if you want us.”
The skipper looked at him grimly.
o you know anything about &Kips?”

A little, sir.”’

**Can you haul and reef ™

“¥es. I have handled a sailing boat, and T dare say
I can soon pick up enough to make myself useiul, sir.”

“Well, that shows willing,” said the skipper in a more
mollified tone. “I dessay you'll turn out to be worth the
trouble of picking up."

““I hope so, sir,” said Harry, with a amile.

“Waal, I reckon,” said Mr. Prye, with a nod.

“May I speak a word first, though?"” added Harry.
“¥on told me yon were bound for Rio, and were not
touching at any port before that.”

*1 pucss zo0.”

“If you could put us on 2 homeward bound ship

The caplain grinned at Mr. Prve. )

“1 guess I ain’t speaking any homeward bound ships
thiz 'nurnex,” he sad.

(11 éﬂt ]

HT rockon ! zaid Mr. Prye. -
“IF vou ecould pul us on 2 homeward bound ship, or fake

us into a port, oy uncle would be willing to. pay for loss
of time."” said Harry. * He would pay very well for what
i"::ﬂ'.l did for us. It would be only a question of naming the
igure.’

The skipper looked at him ouricusly.

“I guess ib would be worth s hundred pounds™ he
remarked.

“T am sure he would pay that to have us go back safo
and sound,” said Harry.

The skipper grinned.

“Then I guess ['m sorry it can’t be did,” he remarked.

Y But, sir—"

“Wuff said! T ain't speaking any ships or touching at
any poris.  You hear me? Jim Preece, take these
younkers in chovge, and tell ean what to do.™

A big, loose-limbaed Yankee came forward. He geamod
ic be the ouly man of Anglo.-Baxon race on board in
addition to the two officors and the cook. There were four
savlormen, a5 far as the juniors could see, and they were all
Ttalians or Spanish. I’recce did not look a pleasant
charactor. ¥lis face was heavy and hard, his jaw a greatb
deal like that of a bulldog, and hiz whole countenance
showed that he was in the habit of indulging in strong
deink.

“Kim on!" he said roughly.

“[—T say, sir——"" began Billy Bunter,

Captain Jex looked at him sharply.

“ \What do vou want?"”

% J—I want to speak to vou, sie”

“{i0 ahead, and cut it short!"

“Yes, sir. I'm sincerely sorry, sir, bul I'm not strong
enoupgh to work., You see, sir, T have a veary delicale con-
stitution, and 1t can only be kept poing by coustant nourish-
ment and freguent intervals of rest.”

“ Waal, I swow ™ anid Caplain Jex,

B vou see, air, 1t will be quite impossible for me to
work on the ship. I'm sincerely sorry, because i1f I were
strong enough 1 should like very mmuch to lend a hand.™

“Not strong enough—hey " said Captain Jex. “"Too
fot, perhaps.”

** Too delicate, sir.”

€1 puess wo can cure that.”

“0Oh, no, sir,”" said E:iTl?' hurriedlv. “I—I'm afraid it
can't be cured, sir. It's all right so long as I have plenty
of nourishment and lots of rest, sie”'

 Parhaps a Llittle medicing——""

Y 0Oh, no, sir; medicine 1an't any good, sir.  The best
thing for me 1z plenty of rich food and lota of rest, sir—
plenty of sleep, and anything I fanoy to eat and drink.”

1 guess we'll try medicine.”

“(h, ne, sic! I really only require rest.”

“Medieine's the thing,” said the skipper briefly,
Preece !

“ Ay, oy, sir?"

“You hear what this younker says?”

“Ay, ay, sir.”

“ He can’t work unless he has some medicine™

Precee grinned,
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“Take him forrard, and give him some.”

“ Ay, ay, siz.”

* Follow that man, young 'uns; he’ll set you to work.”
““If yon Plaase, air——""

**Be off I roared the skipper.

And Billy Bunter jumped, and followed Preece forward,

e S

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Some Mediclne for Bunter,

ILLY BUNTER blinked at Preece through his biz
B apectacles, and blinked at his comrades, who were
grinning. Preece grinned as he tramped forward.
Harry Wharton tapped the fat junior on the arm,
and Bunter looked at him pEﬁH'iﬂhE:.n

* What do you want, Wharton ¥’

“Don't be a young ass,” said Harry, in n low wvoice.
“You've got to work while you're on board, and it's no
rood éﬁay;n the slacker here,”

“0Oh, really, Wharton——-""

“If you don’t lend a hand when you're teld, you'll got
rough usnge. You ought to be able to see that.”

“I supposa I can't do rough worlt when I'm not stronz
enough, Wharton? ¥You know jolly well that I've got o
delicate constitution.”

“Be gensible ! ¥You've gof to work here, T tell you, and
vou'll get licked if you make a fool of yourself.”

“I'm surprised at you, Wharton. I don’t like to tell a
chap 30, but I really must say that I'm surprised at you.
You know how delicate I am =

Harry turned away impatiently.

It was useless to argue with Bunter, and the only thing
to do was to let the selfish fellow go ahead his own wuy,
and learn better by the troubles he brought upon Himself.
 Billy Bunter watched Preece rather curicusly. He was a
little anxious, too, Preece had taken up a rope, and was
cutting off a J.c-nf:th of it with his clasp-knife—a picee about
eighteen inches long. '

The other juniors knew perfectly well that he was making
a rope's-end, and what he was making it for, but it had
not dawned upon the obtuse brain of Billy Bunter. Preece
went about his work deliberately, and finished oF his
instrument of punishment in a very leisurely manner. Then
he turned to Bunter.

“ I puess you can't worl *"' he remarked.

“No. T'm sorry, but, you see, I'm delicate——"

“And I'm to give you same medicine to cure it

“Thank you very much; but I do not reelly regquire any
medigcine. I would fake if to oblige the captain, if vou
give me something sweet to take the taste away. Buf I've
found out by experience that what I necd iz plenty of
nourishing food, and twelve or thirteen houry’ sleep.’

“You're going to take your medicine, I guess.”

“¥You see, [—"

“EKim here !

Bunter logked ab him nervously withoub stirring. The
rope's-end looked very businesslike, and it begpan to dawn
upon Billy what it was infended for, and what kind of
“medicine " it was that he was to tale,

“ I—1 zay, you koow—"" he began.

“Tim hore !

£L I_['_T_-""J’ ] ] i

Preces stenned over to the fat junior, and seized him by
the collar. Bunter squirmed like an eel in his grasp.

“Ow, vow, wow ! Leggo!" he shricked,

“Why, I ain't touched you wet!’ exclaimed Precce in
amazement.

id

“Ow! Leggo! Don't you dare to hit me! I'H-T'll
have you prosecuted for assauwlt and battery 1V

“ Haw, haw haw "

“Ow, ow, ow! I—T say, you fellows! Hescue—rescue,
Greyiriars !’

Harry Wharton shrugged his shoulders. .

“Don't be an ass, Billy. I told you you would De livked
if yvou didn't work, and 1% serves you jolly well rnight, too IV

“Oh, really, Wharton—ow 1"’

Bmack !
The rope’s-end descended uﬁun the fat junior'’s trousers,
and Banter jumped clear of the deck. e let out a howl
ithat rang from one end of tho schooner to the other:

“Yow! Help!"”

Smaelk !

“Ow! Help! Murder!™

Smack !
Murder! Ielp!™
“ Btow that row!"" reared Captain Jex along the deck,
“Do vou want me to come alenz there to vou, you [at
swah 1"
13
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“Ow! Help!®

Smack, smack, smack |

" Yow, ow, wow I”"

The man was raising the rope'send again, when Harey
Wharton touched him on the arm. Preecs looked at him
in mugry surprise.

“ Hasn't he had snough 7" said Wharton.,

“ Mind yer own business.™

““ He's only a silly kid. Can’t you let him alone now ¥’

“1'll give jou & taste of 1f, I guess, if you give me any
of your ehin.”

Wharton's eyes gleamed.

“¥You won't,” he said gquistly.

" Btand back !

“Heo, ho, ha !

The sudden sound of & chuckle came from tha cock, whe
had coma out of his galley. He blinked at the scene with
his single eye, and came rolling forward.

** Lot him alone, Jim Preece,”

* What's it got to do with you, Bill Fillot 1"

“Let him alone, you scum!”

Precce hesitated. He was & much larger man than the
cool, and much more active, but he seemed somehow afraid
of the man with one eye—the man with the fat fizure and
fat, red face. In the single eye of the sea-cook there was
a glint of red—a glint that told of s nature it would not
be well to rouse to anger,

The skipper’s voice camo booming along the deck.

“ Bill Fillak 1™

Ay, ny it

“ Gat hack to your cooking.™

“ Beat M

% Do you want me to come thera "

‘T guess you can come if you like.”

The 3kipper muttered someothing, but he did not come.
It was zlready clear to the juniors that the eoolt wes as
grcat a power on beard the schooner as the skipper was,

Preece lung down the rope’s-end.

*“ Waal, I gness he's had encugh,” he remarked.

“T guess so, Preece.”

The long-hmbed sailor stamped away. Billy Bunter
blinked at the cook.

*Thank you very much, sir,” he said.

“ Btuffl and rubbish !’ said the cook. T won't see a kid
latvmned, I guess. Don't be a lazy swab, though, or I may
lam you myself *

# [=—I—=I"m sincerely sorry.
and e

“ He, he, he I"

“1 may, air,” exclaimed Bunter, struck by 2 sudden idea,
“would you like me to help you in the galley, sir? I'm a
good coolk, and wery usoful at that sort of work., Fou

';-:ﬂ-uidn’t mind me taking a snack every now and then, I
now."

The singla eye winked at him.

“1 guess that’s a good snap,” said the cook.

“'Will you take me, sir "

“1 reckon. Kim on."

Bunter joyfully followed the cock. There was one kind
of work he did not object to, and that was cooking, with
frequent pauses for eating. In the achooner’s little galley
ha was likely to be happier than he had ever becn at
Greyiriars,

The skipper's voice boomed after him

“Bov! Come back 1™

Bunier paused and hesitated.

“Kim on,” said Mr. Fillot calmly.

Buntar followed the coock again.,

There was another roar from aft.

* Stop, I tell you !

Again Bunter paused, irresdlute. Mr. Fillot linked his
arm in the fat junior’s, and marched him into the palley.

I-T'm dehcate, you know,

There was & hurried tramp of feet aftor him. The red,
angry face of the ekipper looked in at the galley.

““ Sond that I:ru;r out, Bill Fillet "

“1 guess not!

“¥You fat swab!™

“You arnery, slabsidad, bullpup-faced land-lubber ™

gaid Mr. Fillot cheerfully.

The skipper glared, and retired. Billy Bunfter breathed
more freely, Mr. Fillot clapped him on the shoulder.

“Tlon't you be afeared, Tulil:ul'!‘)}u”

“ My neme's Bunter, if you please I

The one visible eyve of Mr. Fillot glinted.

“I'm goin’ to call you Tubby! Any objection?”

W M.n-no," stammered Billy Bdntor hastily.

“(Good, then! Wash up them dishes; and don’t you Le
afraid of Pete Jex so long as you're with me.”

“ But he's captain, isn’t ha?" asked Bunter,

Tho cock chuckied.

“T guess he is, but I'm cook; and when wyou've Leen

THe Macxer Lisgary.—No. B4
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longer on board this graft you'll kuow that the eoole i3 as
big a man as the captain, and p'r'aps a little bit bigger,

“That's curious, isn’t i7" persisted Bunter inquisitivelw,

“PUaps it 15! Any business of vours, by any chanee 7

“N-n-no,"” stammered DBunter, scared g)' Lzﬂ rleam in
Mr. Fillot’s eye. **Of course, it doesn’t matter to ne."

“ Btow the cackle, then!™

“ Cog-g-certainly 1"

“ And wash up them dizhes and plates I

Bunter cast an exe of great disfavour upon the huge pile
of dirty crockery. He didn't fancy the task.

“If=if you please, I'd rather do some coocking ! he
vontured.

Mr, Fillot smiled genially.

“¥ou'd rather stand by, he szuggested, in a pleasant
tone, “and look on while f{]{} the rough work myveelf.”

““ ¥es, that's it exactly,” said Bunter, 1|ﬂ|i’1{]im[! at being
sa easily understood by Mr. Fillot; *that’s just what I
should like !*

“* And maybe you'd give me seme orders now and then '

“I should be very pleasad.”

**And a clout on the head if T neaded it 7"

“Oh, roally-—a??

Me: Fillot picked up a strap. Bunter eved him nervously.

“ W-w-what are you g-g-poing to do¥" he stuticred.

“rve vou same more medicine M

SiOw? I—-I—I—I say, I—1 should like to wash up these
dishes! I'm very fond of washing-up ! I hepe yow'll let me
do all the washing-up there is to bo done! That's what I
reaily meant to say all along !

Mr. Fillot chuckled and dropped the strap,

* Waal, I'll give you a chanee " he said. * Pile in 1%

Aund the fat junior piled in,

— e

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Startling Discovery.

ARRY WHARTON & CO. had heen well fod and well
rested by the kindoness of the strange sca-cook. They
were willing to work, and they set fo it cheerfully,

- Captain Jex was inclined to be captious, and Prescs
inclined to bully. But the juniors worked with such a
good will that they eould not in decency find anything to
complain of.

There was no picking and choosing; the lads did as the
were told, and did it well. In the new taska they haﬁ
found to do, Mark Linley had an advantage over the others.
The Lancashire lad had once had o job in the Mersey docks,
and he knew a great deal about ships and the sea. In the
new life he had led ab Greviriars he had gained a different
kind of knowledge, but he had not forgaticn what he kuew.
Linley was the handiest fellow of the five; but what the
cthers lacked in knowledge they made up in industry.

And thera was plenty fo be done.

At “pulling and hauling” 1thé janiors wore at first, of
coursa, of little use. AMarlk was able to take his place with
the seamen, but the oftbers naturzlly required time to " get
on'’ to such duties. But there was plenty of other work
to be done, The ship was i a stale of rreat uneleanliness,
and looked as if nothing in the way of cleaning or serubbing
hatd been done for weeks. The- forecastle was filthy, ﬂ.ng
the juniors had the task of cleaning 1t out. Thev performed
the task to the satisfaction even of Mr. Preece, who had vot
the slightest excuse for using the rope’s.end, which he seemed
greatly inclined to do upon the shghtest provocation,

It was perhaps fortunate for all concerned. Bunter was
the kind of fellow to be safely bulliad, but the other juniora
were nob likely to pub up tomely with ill-usage.

If 1ih+3 rope's-end came into play, there was likely io be
trouble.

But for the present all was plain sailing.

In the dusky September night the jumors slaved away,
while the scamen lounged about the (fmka, and smoked or
plaved cards.

Little as ¥arry Whavton knew of practical life at sca, he
knew that this was a most extraordinary state of affairs in
the most carelessly-governed weazel afloat.

If the bovs had not been there, it was clear that no work
nt all would have been done, excopt ihat actually necessary
far the working of the shin.

Ko discipline seemed to be maintained at all.

Orclers in connection with sailing the ship the crew obeyed,
but on other occasions they tock no notice of the officers.

Neither did Captain Jex nor Mr. Irye seem to cxact any
special reapect.

Late in the evening the juniors saw the twe officers plaving
cards with ihe hands on (Jk_tc]r, with a pile of money among
ithem, in the light of an ¢illamp swinking overhezd.
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\ Thé. Chums of the Bemove took a hand each of the fat junlor, Iylng with their chests on the wall. * Climb, you ass "

they exclaimed, * Ow how c-c-c-can I climb when you're holding my hands ! " gasped Bifly Bunter.

The skipper cursed as roundly when he lost as the most
reckless forecastie-hand could have defie.

Wharton looked at the scepe in amazement, and went on
with his work.

It was no business of his. Yot he could not help wonder-
ing. And it was borne in upon his mind, clearer and clearer,
that something unknown—something terrible—had lately
happened on the schooner.

Where were the rest of the erew? .

How came these two men, with the manners and habits
of the roughest forrard-hands, to be in command of a s'hll;g

Intoe what den of ynknown imiguity had the boys been
thrust by a strange freak of Fate?

It was uscless to trouble {heir heads about it ; they wera
hooked now for the voyage to Lhe Nrazile, and had to make
the bost of it Yet they could not help thinking about it.

Billy Bunter, in the cook’s galley, was the most peaceful
in mind of the Greyfriars narty.

Having dons all the washing-up and cleancd ount the
palley and worked at various hard and rough tagiks till ke
was almost dropping with fatigue. he was taken pity upon
by Mr. Fillot, and allowed to join in tho cooking.

Then Bunter bucked up wonderfully,

No. B4

Il¢ and Mr. Fillot got on together very well, and in theo
pleasant scent of the cooking they talked quite familiarly
and cheerfully.

Me. Precce looked into the forecastle when the juniors
had finished. Ile could not help locking surprized at the
gtate he found 1t in.

“ Will it do, sir " asked Wharton,

Precce nodded.

4T gruacess that's O X! he soid.

i Eﬂﬂ‘d !‘li

“ Botter eluice down the steps and finish,” sczid Preece;
then vou ean tarn in, if you like™

“Mhanl: vou !

Threo steps led doewn into the forecastle. They wers in as
dirty and neglected a condition as any part of the ship.
Bob Charry held up a big ship’s lantern to show Wharton
a lizht to #luice them down before the scrubbing commenced.

Harry glanced at the steps, and gave a sudden start.

Preoco had pone back to join the gamblers on the deck,
and the Greviriars Jjuniors wore alone.

Bob Cherry looked quickiy at Harry., The latter was
staring al the steps with wide-open eyes and a face that
had grown Huﬂd&ﬂl3 pale.

[1]
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“ What’s the matier ! asked Bob, in o whisper,

Harry made no reply.

With a hand that sﬁnnk, in spite of himself, he took tha
lantern from Bob’s hand, and brought it close down to the
steps, and knelt to examine them.

The juniors, startled and mystificd, bent dewn round him,
to stare at the wood.

{n the wooden step was a great dark blotch.

It was a dark stain on the dirty wood, and not an old
stam. Fect had trodden and trodden over it,” but not long
enough to obliterate it.

The stain had not been there twenty-four hours; Harry
Wharton knew that, and the others knew it without his
telling them.

But what was the stain?

¥What had made that purple pateh upon the fo'c's'le steps?

Harry turned a face unpward to hizs comrades, and tho
!arlltern-light, .gleaming upon it, showed it {o be deadly
pale.

“What is it?" asked Nugent, in a hushed whisper.

f}%{: I'Ei:r,lrry’s voice was a whisper, too, as he replied.

Qi ‘?i

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Big Bluff,

ILENCE fell upon the Greyiriars juniors,

s The streuge and terrible diseovery robbed them for &
full minute of the power of speech.
It was blood!

The great purple blotch on the fo'e’s'le steps could be
nothing else—it was nothing else.

Blood!

The terrible discovery let in a flood of light upon things
that had mystified and perplexed them.

Where were the rest of the crew ? What had happened on
board this mysterious eraft? That purple stain on the dicty
wond sesmed to foll only fun 11]'.:.iu?1.'.

The juniors could not speal.

They could only look at one another with stariled oves,
with faces grown suddenly white and ghastly in the lizht
of the laniern.

From tho dusky deck came the voices of the gamblers
uninterrupted.  What deeds had been done by thoie hands
that were now dealing and shallling the cards?

Wharton was the first to break the Trozen silerce.

ST Bload ' he said agai.

“ Good heavens !

 What does if mean?"

“T'm almost afraid to think,” said HHarry, in o low voics,
#But let's get on!™

“1 supposa wo had betfar!"

In grim silence the juniors went on with their work.

The steps were washed dovwn gad, along with the dict and
dust, the tell-tale staina were washed out.

Tired by their labour, but more perplexed and worried
than #ired, the Greyviriars juniors reported themsslves to
Precce. - : 3

Preece was playing poler with the captain and mate and
the cool. The four dagoes were playing among themselves,
some pame of their owi,

“ T go you four,” said Preace.

Captain Jex elinked five shillings into the pool.-

“That's one better, I guess!™

Mr. Prye threw down his cards, with an oath,

i Pass, partner,”

“Waal, cooky "’ '

The fat cook looked at his cards, and looked at the “ pot.™
According to the rules of the game it cost five shillings to
“eome In’" now, and the cook appeared to be doubtful
about whether his " hand " was worth the money.

The skipper watched him, with a mecking grin. The
Greyfriars Juniors, not caring to interrupt the game at such
an nteresting point, stood by and waited till the round
should be over.

1 guess I'll ante,” said the cook,

And he clinked five zhillings into the pool.

Precca followed has -I_E'}{H.llll.‘-i&, and then Captain  Jex
dropped in half-z-sovereign. They were evidently plaving
fnodimit” poker—probably one of the most rockless forms
pf gambling known.

| guess that lets you down,' said the skipper.

The cook grinned.

“1 guess | stoy in, just for greens!"” he remarked.

And he put a half-sovereign over the captain's.

Preece looked very dubious.

After u searching look at hiy cards he threw them down
and scowled discontentedly.

“I reckon one pair ain’t worth it,"" he remarked;
“ithouslh [ shouldn'’t be s'prised f cooky was bluffing ™
Tur Maagxer Linranv. -No 34,
NEXT WEZK
This Book retuprns to USUAL S]ZE

NCY ON
SALE.

The cook chuckled.

* Bluffing or no bluffing, T'll sea you through!™ grunted
the skipper. * I raize you ten, you fat swah.”

And hs dropped 1n a sovereign.

The cook hesitated long.

He glanced at his cards, he glanced at the pool, and he
rlanced ab the skipper. Then he fumbled in his trousers-
pockets,

“0Oh, pass!” said Jex. *“Pass, you swab! Pnss, you
slabsided lubber. You know wvou ain't got the keerds—
you're anly bluffing !’

“I'Hl bluff you out then ! ssid the cook.

And he dropped a sovereign 1n.

The skipper uttered an oath.

# I'll doubla that."

Two sovereigns went in.

The Greyfriars juniors locked on in amazement. There
was already a pile of silver and gold in the besrcan that
served as a pool

Where did these men obtazin the money? How came a
gsen-cook to be In possession of so much cash—at sea, toof
Where had Precce obtained the money he gambled with?

Eﬂrﬂk{ hesitated again.

But Harry Wharton, as he watched the faf cook, caught
the sly twinkle in his single eye, and guessed that lii:isat
hesitation was only simulated for the purpose of drawing
the skipper on to further recklessnass.

Finally the two sovercigns wenf in.

Thon the slkipper hesitated.

ITe coverad the bet without ralsing it; but his momentary
hesitation showed the cook that he had reached the end of
his tethor.

With zlow deliberation the cook drew a couple of five-
pound notes out of the recesses of hiz trousers, and addcd
tham to the pool.

“ I raise that," he remarked.

The captain stered blankly at the pool.

To “come in'' now would cost him ten pounds; and if
he did not cover the bet, the cook would rake in the pool
wilthout being obliged to show his cards at all., If he did
cover it, he would lose that sum of money if the cook’s hand
was the better of the two.

The guestion was, whether the cook had a strong hand,
worth the money he was risking upon it, or whether he was
“ bluffing "—that 15, trying to {recze out his opponent by
forcing the betting high.

The skipner doubte long.

The coolk’s face was placid and comfortable, his single
eve twinkling and gleaming in the light of the swinging
lamp.

The amount he had rizked must ceriainly be considerable
to him, however ho had come by it; yet he showed no sizn
of nervousness.

“ You swaub ' said the skipper at last.
swab ! You're bluffing ' .
“ (lover my blind, and see the cards, then!"” said Cooly.

“ Wey ain't got the keerds for the money.”

“* I"m ready to show up.”

The skipper snorted.

He eould not call upon the cook to show hizs cards unless
he covered the stnke; and that meant the loss of his money
if the cook's hand was the sironger of the two,

Finally, with an cath, the captain threw his hand down.

He throw the cards face upwards, and revealed two jucks,
two gueens, and an ace—technically koown as ™ two pairs,
queen high.” Tt was a hand strong encugh to bet u preat
deal upon: but it was useless if his opponent should have
three of a kind, or a full hand, or a four, or a royal dush.

And that cooky had at least a full hand—that is to say,
a pair and a three—the skipper was convinced.

“ Take the pot, you lubber !” grunted Jex.

The cook reached over for his winnings. As the skipper
had * passed,” the pool was his without the trouble of
gshowing his cards. : : -

He clinked the money into his pocket, leaving his cards
foce downwards on the table, His fat face was grinning,

“ Show your leeerds, you fat swab !™ grunted the skipper.

“ 71 ain't no call to show them ! said the cook.

“ Show up, I tell you!”

“T guess [ ain’t showing.”

Captain Jex reached over towards the hand.

A knife glimmered in the cook’s grip, and he made o
motion of pinning the skipper's hand to the deck.

Cantain Jex haztily withdrew it.

The cook chuckled.

“You can see the keerds if you pay for it,"” he said
“¥ charge vou & dollar for a show, skipper.”

“ ¥ou swab !

Curicsity overcame the eaptain's repugnance to parting
with his money. He wanted badly to know whether the
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cook had, indeed, had a strong hond, or whether it was,
after all, only a *bluffi.,” He clinked the four shillings
scross to the ecook, who stowed them away in his pocket.

“ Now show up, you swab I ]

The coolk grinned, and turned his cards face upwards in
the lamplight.

There was a roar of rage from the skipper, and a chuckla
simultaneously from Preeca and Mr. Erve. :

The hand was composed of a two snd thres, a six, a seven,
and a jock, of different suits. It was not even a fuash.
There was not a pair in his hand. It was worthless.

“ By gosh, a kilter I"' exclaimed Preece.

* Haw, haw, haw!” gjaculated Mr. Prye.

The slipper glared furiously at the cook.

He had been bluffed in the most barefaced way. If he
had paid up and called for a show his hand would have
raked in the pot easily. As it was, through want of nerve
in staking- his money, he had given away the pot to his
opponeant.

“You—vyou swab!" he gasped.

Mr. Fillot chuckled.

“J guess it was & bluff ! he remarked. * You should
have asked for a show, skip:p&r—it would only have cost
you ten pounds. Ha, ha, ha! He, he, he !"

The skipper was choking with rage. )

His hand was sliding, perhaps unconsciously, towards his
hip-pocket. The cook, doubled up with merriment, did not

seem to observe it 1

“He, he, ha! e, he, he! You should have had a littlo
nerve, skipper. He, ho, he! You are playing with dead
wen's money, too: and you haver’t the zand to risk it
He, he, he !**

The skipper's expression was murderous,

Hias hand came from his hip-pocket, and thera was a
stenly glimmer in the light of the swinging lamp.

Harry Wharton was watching tha man. ) ]

Ho had read something in iis eyes—aomething terrible.
And tho boy, his heart beating like a hammer, was ready
for that movement of Captain Jex's.

He thraw himszelf forward as the skipper's hand came up
gnd grasped the strong, sinewy wrist with both hands, unl:i
forced it into the sir,

Crack ! -

The pistol exploded, and a bullet went tearing through
the canvas above. : .

Tha cook’s chuckling ceased suddenly. _ ) .

He sprang to his feet, and his hand took & businesslike
grip on the handle of his lknife, .

Captain Jex leaped up, too, his face pale now, the smoking
revolver in his grip.

For a moment they glared at one another.

Than tha cook chuckled—a chuckle that sounded unearthly
on the lips of & man who had just barely escaped a sudden
and violent death.

“He, he, he! He, hao
he !!l

“You swab I i

“T puess youlll hand me that barker,” said the cook.
“] linder reckon it'll be safer in my keeping !"'

The skipper hesitated a moment. :

But the solifary eye of the fat cook was bent upon him,
with & red glint in it. The hand that held the knife was
moving spasmodically. ‘The man was about to spring. If
he had sprung, a bullaé would not have stopped him in
time.

And IHarry, as he looked at the face of the skipper, saw
that he was afraid—terribly afrsid—of that sirange, one-
eyed man.

“¥You'll give me that barker, you scum "

Captain Jex hurled the pistol to the deck.

“Pick it up, sonny.” ) ‘

ok Cherry picked up the pistol end handed it to the
eoal:, who slipped it into his poclet.

“i pucss you can run now, skipper,” gaid the cook,
chuckling. Then his face becamo serious, savago, and his
eye glintad red. * But don’t fry them tricks again, sonny.

n't try to draw on Bill Fillot again! 1 warn you! The

A close eall that time, skipper!

. sechooner’s lost ona skipper—she'll lose another 1"

And the cook rolled back to his galley, leaving the skipper
eursing under his breath.

The juniors went forward in silence.

—_

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

Captain Jex Requires a Cabin-Boy,

HE coolk looked out, and called to the juniors.
T “Kim in here [ )
They went in. The cook was chuckling as msual,
but there was a kinder expression upon his fat face
than they had seen there belore.

“1 puess you gaved my hife, kid-,” he said to Harry  remarked.
WIEEEHET
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Harry nodded,

“Very likely, sir.”

““I guess it's so. You might have got that bullet, too.”

“T didn’t think about that.”

“"You're a good plucked lad,” sald the sea-cook—'""a recal
lad of grit. You saved my lifo. I ain’t likely to forget
that, I stend your friend while you're aboard the Nancy."

“Thank you.” !

“ Maybe you'll need one,’ said fhe cook, “The g‘klpfﬂr'ﬂ
be up agin you now. You want to look oot for him, I tell
you !

“T supposa zo.”

" But there ain't so much skipper as eook on this craft,”
grmueﬁ the cne-eyved man. *1 guess you've noticed that,
sanmny,

“1 have noticed it,’”” said Wharton. Then he went on
abruptly. “ You say :{-::-u’ra going to stand my friend, Tell
me what it all means.”

““What what all means?”

“ All this mystery. How is it that you bave more power
than the captaini" ]

“ Because I've got more grif, I ag.'

“¥eoa, I sea that; but that 1sn’t sll. Any cook may be
braver than any captsin, but—""

The cook gave hie peculiar chuckle.

“This ain't an ordinary ship,” he said.

1t appears not."

“Don’t you ask na questions,” gaid the sea-cool. * Bettor
not. Maybe the Nancy sailed with a full crew, and maybe
sho didn't. . Mayba Captain Jex sailed as H"[tippﬂr, and
maybe he sailed as a fo'c's'le hand. Maybe and maybe not.
Don't ask questions.’ =

Wharton drew a deep breath,

“Thersa was blood on the forecastle steps hefore we
cleaned them down,” he said.

The cook gave s start.

Y Thera was what 1™

“ Bleod '

“I—I—I eay, you fellows™
vou're j-]-joking [

“ Bhut up, Bunter !’ grunted Bob Cherry.

“f (Jh, really, Cherty—->-

“Dry up I

The cook's single eye glhinted.

“You'd better not speak of that to anybody buf me,
sonny,’”’ he said slowly. * Better not ask questioms. Better
not notice too much., Come in and grub”

The juntors entered the galley, and they were hungry as
well as tired after their work. They ate heartily, in gpite
of the worry that was upon their minds. The coold's words
only seemed to make darker the shadow of crimce that bung
over the schooner.

What had happened there hefore they came on board?

The cook was unusuelly silent, and his chuckles had
caase:d, A strange fellow he looked, with the black iﬁ_t::h
ovar his missing eye, and the other gleaming and twinkling
liké a carbancle as the light caught it. There was some-
thing uncanny about the sea-cook, and yet something that
the boys could not help liking. o

“ Maybe you've noticed that one of the boats is missing,”
said the cook, breaking the silence at last.

““1 had not noticed 1t,” said Harry Wharton. ]

“Wanl, it is missing, Maybe some of the hands went in
that. If one of them had a broken head, maybe it was
because he was a fool, and didn't know when to give 1o,
You see?”

Flarry Wharton nodded. .

“In plain words, there has been s mutiny here?” he
exclaimed.

The cock chuckled. ]

“That's an ugly word,” he said,

“ And Captain Jex i3 wearing the clothes of a man who's
drifting away in an open boat!" exclaimed Bob Cherry.

The cook grinned, but did not speak. So much, indeed,
was clear to the juniors. The familiarity between cool and
caplain was a proof that Jex was no real captain at all,
He evidently knew how to navigate s Eh!{l, bui in every-
thinz else he was as rough as the roughest forrard hand,

DBut where was the former -:&{!]:-tmn—whare were the crew 7
The cocl implied that they had been sent adrift in a boat,
after a struggle! Was it the truth, or was he deceiving
them? Ilad there been grim murder on that mysterious
eraft i

“Whatever the answer to that question might be, it was

reity certain that they would get no more out of Mr.
E‘jli.n-t. The juniors ate their supper in silence. They had
finizhed when & red, angry face was put in at the galley.

Claptain Jex scowled at them. . .

“¥ guess I want one of them brats for a cobin-boy,” he
“It's only just kim into my mind, toc.”

The eook grinned at himn,

broke im Dilly DBunter,
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* Which one, skipperi?”

The captan pointed to Harry Wharton, with a venomous
gleam in his eyes that did not escape the boy.

“ That's the one.”™

“1 puess not,’” said tha cook.

“YWhat do you mean?”

“1 mean what 1 say.”

* Look here, Bill It%ljnt. I reckon I'm going to have thag
brat aft as cabin-boy, if I choose,” eaid the skipper, bagin-
mng to bluster,

o cook shrugzed his ehoulders,

““Then you're out in your reckoning, skipper.”

“ What's the objection "'

“That kid’s under my protoction."

“ Look here, you fat swab—-"

“Ile savad my life, skipper. Bill Fillot isn’t the kind of
gea-cool to fnrﬁnt that. He saved my life”

"I tell you 'm going to have him ™

“And punish him for that,” prinned the cook.
hot.”

“I'm not going without him, Come hers, hoy.”

Harry Wharton met the savage glance of tha ecaptain
steadily. He knew very well that the ruffian wanted to get
hitm aft to make him sufier for what he had done.

“I won't come,” he said.

The captain’s fuce was red with rage.

“ You—you young lubber! You ggra to disobey your
skipper’s orders 1”

* ¥ou are not my ekipper.”

“1 gucss you're on board my ship.”

“Your ship?” said Harry pointedly.

The man changed colour. ls bent a furiens plance upon
the sea-cook.
hL" \Ehat have you been telling the brats, Bill Fillot?” he

135801,

“ Nothin'," sald the cook. " Nothing that they ain't
noticed for themsalves. They ain't blind or silly, skippar.”

“ Thoey may know mmore than i good for them,” said Jex,
between his teeth. * But look here, I'm poing to have that
boy aft. Come herse.”

“1 won't.”

“T'Il larrup vou till the blood runs, J——a?

”!"Ifnu won't lay a Gonger on him, skipper,” said the cook
coolly.
sk {.}' gﬂ‘ﬂh’ IT-II-___-_-"}:I‘

The cook whipped out the revolver he had taken from the
ekipper. Captain Jex turned pale as the glimmering tube
was turned towards him.

&:‘rput. that down!” he roared.
off [

““He, he, he! Tt will go off if you don’t clear out of this
galley, skipper "

“You fat hound—"

“ Petter skip.”

“I'i=-r'in—"

The hammer rose a little as the cook's Gnzer pressed
elightly on the tripger. The skipper gasped, and made a
single bound cut of the galley.

The cock sont a roar of laughter after him, answered by
caths and curses from the deck.

Ha thrust the pistol out of sight, and resumed stirring a
saucepan thot was simmering on the stove.

“Jex ain't no grit,” he 2aid. ‘*He can knock a man
down from behind with a belaying-pin, but he can't face a
shooter. You younkera had beiter stay in here—you can
sleep on them sacks apain, and I guess you'll be safer in
here with me than in the fo'c's’

“1 guess

c¢'a'le with the acum forrard.”
“Thank you very much,’”” said Wharton gratefully.
“ However this affair turns out, we sha'n't forget your
kindness to usg, sie,” :
“I guess I'll see {c-u through,” said the ook, )
And the juniors gladly turned in upon the sacks; and, in
:Eite of the strangeness of their surroundings, and the grim
adow that hung over the schooner and its crew, they slept
soundly and uninterruptedly till dawn.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Stralght from the Shoulder,

ARRY WHARTON opened his eyes, and blinked in the
sunlight. It was morning, and the schooner was gld-
ing swifltly along under & sunny sky. There was a
amell of cooking in the galley—a smell that scemed
permanent there. It was welcome enough to the captain of
the Greyiriars Remove, who had awakened very hungry.
Tha ses-cook was at the stove, chuckling as usual. He
did not know that Wharton was awalke, and he was not on
his guard. 1Iiz face told of the thoughts in ks mind; In
his expression good humour and cunming and malice were
stranzely mungled. It came inte Wharton's mind then that
THE MaurrET LiBRARY.—No. 84.
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the sea-cook would be a bad man to have for an enemy,
and o decidedly uncortain ono to have for a friend. Yet he
was the boys” only friend on board tho schooner, and &ll that
gtood botwoen them and the brutality of the skipper.

Wharton rose from ihe sacks, and the cook gave a slight
start and turned round.

“ Oh, ;uu‘rn awake {'

£f YEE- ¥

“(Food! You've been ealled p dozen times from tho deek.™

“I'm sorry. 1 suppose I was tired.”

“It’s all serens, I guess. I wouldn’t let them wake you.”

“ Thank you very much.”

The cook looked at him curiously.

“ You mean that?' he asked.

Wharton coloured.

“I'm not in the habit of saying things I don’t mean,” he
replied. “1 am very much obliged to you, and so are my
friondsa."’

“ Would you back me up if it came to that"

“In what way—againat the captain?”

The coolt nodded.

“ Certainly,” sald Harry, at once. * You've stood by us,
and 1f 1t gets you into troubls with Jex, you can rely upon
us to stand by you," :

" What-ho!” said Bob Cherry, standing up, and rubbing
his ayes. “* We'll ?ll._ﬂ] you through, cooky.”

The cook Exed his eve upon them. lle appeared to be
debating something in his mind.

i Euudtlim’t want to go to Rio " he asked suddenly.

(11 E.-I' .F.‘?‘I‘

“¥ou'd give a preat deal to be set ashore in England I

“¥os, a very great deal.”

“It wonld be worth & Lit of a tussle”

(11 Ym‘!!‘

_t‘:l‘ll romombor that. "Nuff said now, but I'll remember
it.

And Mr. Fillot turned to his eooking.

The juniors wore considerably puzeled, but they ate their
breakfast in silence. They eould not make out Mr. Fillot,
Tt scemed to ba hinted in his worda that he waoas meditatin
some schome for taking tho authority out of the hands u%
Captain Jex,

IIF Captain Jex—as Wharton now Iclt _cortain was the
ease—was simply a mutincer masquerading in o captain's
clothes, there could be nothing wrong in superseding him.
But it might be difficult—il mizht be dangerous. Trocon
and Mr. FPrye and the dagoes might stand by the skipper;
and they were grown men, and they were armed, in all
probability, and reckless. The sea.cool:, though he appeared
to have boundless nerve, could searcely hope to coitend
with them, backed only by half a dozen schoolboys.

Harry did not think the man would be so reckless as lo
attempt such an enterprise, but he could not think of any
other explanation of what the cook had smid.

After the meal the juniors tumbled up.

The schooner was under full sail, and getting through the
witer at a great rate. _

No land was in sight. Here and there on the sea could
be seen glancing sails, or the black smoke of a steamer,

Where the schooner was Wharton had no idea. IMor the
voyage tho captain had spoken of, she should be heading
for the Atlantic, and should now be in the Fnglish Channel.
In that case, she must have passed the Straits of Dover in
the night.

Captain Jex was on decl, looking up o little anxiously ot
the groat mazs of canvas under which the schoonor was
spreding along.

The brecze was very brisk, and the Naney was making
good way; but the vessel wasz too short-handed for so much
gail to be aafe.

In the case of a sqauall, it would be impossible for tha
fow hands to deal with the sails, and the result might be
dizastrous.

The skipper looked round at the boys as they came up,
He appeared to be in an evil temper—partly the result of
hiz arxiety about the ship, partly of his altercations with
the cock, partly, gerhaps, of what he had drunk the previous
night, for his red, bleared eves and loose lips showed that
he was in the habit of indulging in strong drink,

“ Come here, younker!” he called to Wharton.

Harry approached him, touching his cap respectiully.

“Ay, ay, sirl” - : :

“You're goin' to earn your rations on this craft,” said
Captain Jex venomously. 2

“1'm quite willing to do so, gir.”

“Good! I want you to lay aloft.”

Wharton locked up at the straining masts and the bellying
canvas. Ha was not afraid to go aleft, but he knew per-
fectly well that the skipper was gending him up in the hope
of sceing him fall into the sea.

The boy smiled contemptuously.

“ Ay, av, air."”
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“ Let’s see what you can do,"” said the skipper, with an
gvil grin. *“Up you pgo!”?

" Ay, ay, air.”

Harry Wharton stepped to the ratlines, and was about to
gacend, when there was & call from the -direction of the
galley.

¥ Stop 1

Wharion glaneed at the sea-cook.

“1t's all right, sir,” he called out. **I’'m not afraid.”

“You young swab, obey my orders!’” roared the skipper,

“ You'll obey mine, I guess,” said the cook,

“Ga below, Bill Millot."

“ (o and hang yourself ! retorted the eocolk.

" Up with vou, younker !

“You won't leave the deck, I ﬁuess,” said the cook.

Harry Wharton hesitated. Had Captain Jex been a
properly constituted skipper, his obligations to the cook
would not have justified him in disobeying orders. DBut he
owed no obedience to a successful mutineer. He stepped
towards the coolk.

“ (Jome back and do as I tell vou,” shricked the eaptain.

“1 am not under l;fﬂur orders,”  said Wharton. " I'm
willing to work, but I obey the orders of the only decent
man on board. You have no right to give orders here,
owe no obedience fo a man know to be at least an
attempied murderer.”

The skipper appeared to be choking.

“You—you young lubber! Preece!™

“Ay, ay ¥ .

“Give that brat & dozen with the rope’s-end.”

“1 guess so,”” said Preece.

He picked up a rope's-end, and stepped towards Harry
Wharton. The cook sat down on the combings of the hatch-
way. o grin on his fat face.

Wharton did_net lock for help from him, and he did
not expect it. He was quite ready to take care of himself.
hch!IE faced Preece, his eyea gleaming, his hands clenched

rd,

“ Don't touch me with that!"” he said.

The man laughed. He did not expect much resistance
from s boy; but he did not yet linow the champion athlete
of the Lower Forms at Greyiriars.

The rope-end swung in the air, and doscended, with =
gswinging blow, across Harry Wharton's shoulders.

Harry's eyes blazed. Without stopping for a second fo
think of the consequences, he eprang forward. His right
fist, clenched as hard as iron, caught the ruffian on the point
of the chin in a terrific upper-cut. .

Precce gave a yell, and staggered back, and hack, till he
fell helplessly on the deck with a ringing bump.

There was & burst of chuckling from the coolk.

“He, he, ha !

Procce lay dozed, astounded as much as hurt, but very
much kurt, all the same. The skipper scemed to be stupe-
fed. e stared blankly at the boy, whose young arm had
struck so terrible a blow.

it tnsh 17 axelaimed Mr. Prye, in egual astonishment.

“I1e, he, hel”

Preceo staggered to his feet. He did not speal; bul his
hand groped for a belaying-pin, and seized if. The Grey-
frinrs juniors gathered yuickly round Wharton. There was
a sudden shout from the cook.

“Silow that, Preece !

The man snarled like a wild beast.

“T'11 srmash him !

“Stow it, or you'll drop "

There wasz & click of a trigeer.  Preeco looked round
apprehensively, and saw the glimmer of Jex's revolver in
tha sea-cook’s hand. Mr. Tillot grinned pleasantly over the
levelled barrel. .

“Are you tired of life, Precce ¥ he asked genially.

" YV ou—yvou dare not pull trigger.”

“Try me and see.” .

Preece did not scem inelined fo try him. He flung the
belaving-pin into the sca with a curse, and stamped away,
holding his chin in bath hands, )

The sea-cook chuckled in his curious, gnomish way.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Sea-Cook's Scheme.

E'TER that, the juniors were let severely alone by the
H crow of the schooner. They were not even given orders
to work. The fear in which the men stood of the cook
 was olearer every hour, It was & curious eircumstance
that the chuckling, good-humoured fat man should inspire
so much fear. DBut Wharton was already aware thal thera
wore depths in Fillot’s nature that did not appear on the
surfoce. The man had a reserve, as it were, of desperate
hardihood, which the others lacked. He stood the friend
of t-];\n juniars, and even the skipper dared not lay a finger
on fhe.

And although they could not help feeling that this man,
who stood by them, was as darkly stained by crima as any
man on board, the juniors could not help, liking him.
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Indead, it was only too probable that, in whatever dark
traneactions had taken place on board the schooncr, the
hardy, reckless sea-cook had borne the chief part.

The boys shuddered at the thought that there might be
blood on hiz hands. Yet he was Lkind to them—he saved
them from much. ]

That he had some plan in his mind of turning against the
skipper, and taking the ship into his own hands, Wharton
felt certain; and he was guite willing to back the cook up
in that, or in anything clse that did not savour of erime.

But what tha man's scheme was exactly he could not guess.

During the morning, while the schooner pressed on under
almost full sail, the cook kept his own counsel. :

'The freshening of the wind caused Captain Jex to decide
to take in auil, much against his will. His keen desire to
get out of the narrow seas, and to escape into the wider
waters of the Atlantie, was apparent enough. In English
waters he ran continual risk of being overhauled and called
to account. Out in the ccean he would breathe more freely.

It scemed to Harry that the sea-cook should have had tho
agme desire. If he was as deeply involved in tho seizure
of the schooner as Jex and the rest, he should naturally ba
as anxious as thoy were to escape from English waters.

But if he sel the schooner, he could not poesibly hope
to navigate her across the Atlantic with & erew of half a
dozen juniors from a public school.

What could his intention be, then?

Harry learned from the cook that the schooner was now
in the Channel. Once he vaught u distant glimpse of the
coast of France, far away Lo tho south. In the Channel tho
wind was choppy, as well as tho waves, and Captain Jex
was forced to take tn more sail, and fo tack wearily lo get
on his way at all. : ] .

Canptain and ecrew were in equally wvile tempers, and in
the dusk a fight was observed in progress between Preeco
and one of the Italian sailors.

The only contented man on board was the cook. He had
blankly refused fo take a hand in working the schooner,
sticlcing to his galley with a grin on his face while the sailor-
men wore themselves out. g -

Wharton guessed that he took no interest whatever in the
progress of the schooner, though that puzzled him more than
anything else. R .

in the second dog-watch the juniors were called into the
galley to feed. Billy Dunter, under the directions of the
cook, had made a plentiful and savoury stew, The fat
junior was given the tosk of waiting on the crew at their
meals, & task which he performed with muttered grumbling.
He took care that none of his grumbles reached the zars
of the cook, however. Billy Bunter had lesrned alropdy to
be terribly afraid of the one-cyed man.

The cook was looking more serious than wsual, and Harry
guossed that he was about to speak out. )

The man looked out of the galley, and then signed fo
Hurree Bingh to get up. . e

“ Vo can tale vonr grub outside, nig,’” he remarked.
“ Keop an eye peeled. If anybody comes this “way, sing
f:lut-_;'

“ With great pleasurefulness, my worthy and rsicemed
cookful sahib,” said the polite nabob; "alse L ghall he glad-
ful to pat my esteemecd stew outside, as your august apart
ment. is somewhat close and stuff-ful.”

And the Nabob of Bhanipur went out to keep watch,

¢ Wow, then,” said the seca-cook, leaning a lrjjf,tlu towards
the boys, © vou kids want to land 1n Fugland ?

“ Yoz, rather!” : i

“ Vou'd like to land to-night? :

The juniors felt their hearts beat. Greviriars had seented
¢or far behind them, while they thought they were going h;
Rio Janeciro. To land I'}r;:;]m;d;—t,{m mers thought of
broading the old =oil again made their hearts jump.

“Mj;ghat!” said Bob Cherry. “Wa'd be jolly glad tao
land to-night. We'd do anything.”

“What-ho ! said Nugenf.

Mark Linley was looking leenly at the cool. ;

i Jlow can we land to-night?” he said. " Captain Jex
is going westward, and he does not mean fo touch any-
i

Tho cook chuckled.

“ Captain Jex don't count in this deal,” he said. “ Look
vou, I ain't a saint, as I dessey wou've observed. Things
have taken place on board this eraft that I won’t fell you
about: you'd better not know. Bub Captain Jex ain't
the captain any meore than Me Frye is the n:ate. They'd
have left vou to drown, only they thought you'd be uwseful.
Phis erafl sailed with & round dozen of men in the fore-
gastle.”

“‘ Where are they now "’ -

Mr. Fillot did not appear to hear the gquestion. _

“We could get across the Atlantie,” he said. ' 1t'9
risky, but we could do it, at any rate, now wo've gol ]:{;Iﬂu
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barys to hel
a fool,
for all.”

“There an't enough what 1"

“ MNever mind. Look wyou, you will have ko swear to
keep vour mouths shut. If you land in Fngland, I land
with vou. You'll swear not to say a word about me for
twenty-four hours, and as litble as possible after that™

Y“We will promize.””

The one-eyed man blinked at them.

“Waal, I guess that’s as good, In lwenty-four bours
Bill Fillot will be all serene. I've got friends in a certain
place I ean reach from the Devon coast, you see. Jex has
come as {ar as suits me.'’

Wharton shivered a little.

There waz something terrible in the coolness and de-
liberation with which this man had aliowed his mmﬂa.nipm
in crime to carry oub their plans just so far as suited him,
and with which he now prepared to abandon them when
they could serve hiz special purposes no longer,

But Jex and his crew were entitled to ne sympathy from
the bhoys,

Thevy wera criminals and ruffians, and their intentions
townsrds  the Greyiriars juniors were brutal, if not
murderous.

T we langd to-night,” went on Mr. Fillot, "'we're all
0. K. Buat Jex would rather drown than land; he docsa’t
want to run hix neck into a nooze'

“ What if we took the boat, and stole away in the derk,”
suggested Harry Wharton, ** The sea i3 calm enouch now,
al::.I the wind favourable for landing on the coast of Devon-
ghire.”

Tha saa-cool chuckled.

“1 guess that won't suit me.”

“ Tt would be doing what yvon have mapped out.”

“1 ain't gﬂinﬁ empty-handed, you see.”

“ But vou could easily take vour belongings with you.”

The cook chuckled grimly. It occurred to Harry then
that it was not only his ewn belongings that he w iai’md to
take.

It came into the junior’s mind that there was something
of value on board the schooner; that the rascals had not
mutinied simply to take pessession of the Nanev:
Probably there was a smin of money in the captain’s cabin:
perhaps a very large surh.  And, if 20, Mr. Fillot intendad
to annex it for himasalf.

Wharton felt sick at the thought of bein
the wretched, sordid dealings ng a gang o
he hod his ewn safety to think of.
cook was the best of the party.
boys had on board the Naney.

“1 guess I'm going to keep the schooner till I'm. done
with her,” said the sea-cook, lighting a big cigar. “The
guestion 15, where are they poing—Jex and the rest?”

Harry remembered the purple stain on the fo'c’s'le steps,
and shudderad.

“You surely do not mean—"" he bhegan.

The sea-gook laughed.

“Of course I don’t, you young jackanapes! What I'm
thinking of is putting them into the boat. They can land
in France.”

:'!Hut they are seven against us—seven men.”

I rechon we can’t do it by taking them by the scruff
of the neck,” grinned the cook. * But there are other ways,
Yuu younkers will havo to stand by to help me, that's all.
The work will be in my hands.”

“ We're ready to help, if there’s no hloodshed,” said
Harry Wharton quietly. * We stop at that, under any
circumstances.'” )

“ What-ho ! said Bob Cherry emphatically.

5 *‘Thfrr?[ ?-ﬂnét. hal T:-II:F of ﬂ;}nt, Em!m;r. I'm not a fool like
ax. and o lubber with a belaying-pin it woun® :
his skull. That's settled.” FAOERIE IR0k erack

““ Then we're with you."

The sea-cook nodded, and relapsed into silence, his brows
contracted over his cigar. He was evidently thinking the
matter out, and arranging his plans for the dangerous work
of the night, and the juniors did not interrupt him.

with the ship. But [ don’t want that. Jex is
Bill Fillot ain't that. DBesides, there ain’t enough

mixed up in
thieves, But
EBad as he was, the
tie was the only friend the

e mrvem

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
Desperate Measures,

IDNIGHT was on the sea—black and grim. There
were stars in the sky, reflected in the rolling surges.

But the stary were fow; the shadows deep,
The Greyfriars juniors had remained in the cook’s
quarters. e had told them to sleep on the sacks, as

before, and they had obediently lain down, but they did
Lol 2leegh.
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Their nervea wore foo tense for that,

Their hearts were beating and thrilling with supprossed
excitement. That night was to see wild work done, and
thongh the sea-cool had assured them that hd was far
from dreaming of blocdshed, they knew that they could nol
trust him,

. What might happen they did not know, but it was
impassible for them to sef themselves against the man.

It wopa after midnight when the cook came into the
galley.

They knew that he had been aft, drinking in the cabin
with the captain and mate, the deck being i1n charge of
Preces and the dogoes.

Harry Wharton locked at the cook as he entered.

His Fat face was a little less }IiE’h].:l.: eoloured than usual,
and his more than usually rolling gmt showed that he had
been drinking deeply. His fat hands wore trombling.

His single eye blinked towards the juniors,

" Are you awake, sonnies ¥

His voice was a little thicl;, but steady.

“Yeoz," said Harry.

“Get up.”
They rose. They had not closed their eyes since they had
lain down. They fixed inguiring looks upon the sen-cook,

The fat man drew a bucket of water towards him, and
soused his face in it, and rubbed it with s rough towel till
he gposped ‘again. That seemed to clear away the fumes
of liguor from his brain.

* Heady for business?"" he asked, with his old chuckle.

“Lraite teady.”

“The readylulness iz terrifie,” murmured the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

“Jox and Prye are in the cabin,” said Fillet abruptly.
*They're asleep—drunl: as pigs.”

“Then they won't interfera®™

* Not much.”

The cook drew Lhe skipper’s revolver from his pockst,
and carefully examined it. The boys watched him with
thrilling nerves. Harry Wharton spoke in a quiet, de-
termined tone.

" You are not going to vse that,” he said.

“That depends.””

“ 1t does not depond.”

The sen-cook gave him a sudden, savage soowl.

" YWhat do you mean; you young swab?

“I mean what 1 say,”” said Harry firmlv. *“ What has
taken place on this ship I don’t know, but I do know
that there shall be no murder while I'm here, #f I can
stop it. If you use that weapon we shall be against you
instead of for you!"

The cook laughed softly.

“1 guess it'a all right, sonny. I may have te wing one
of them, but that is all. ‘Bill Fillet isn't s fool to put his
nock into the halter.”

He returned the weapon to his hip-pocket.

“ Now, look here,”” he went on, in a lower tone,  there's
Preece on deck, and he's an ugly customer. Then thers
are the four dagoes. Two of theam are in the fo'e's'le. It
will be easy for you to mip nlong and fasten the ecuttle
on the outside, so that they'll be penned up there.”

“1 could do that easily.” said Linley.

““Then cut along and de it, kid.”

The Lancashire lad disappeared. He returned in a coupls
of ]n‘iilll.lhﬂ, and met the inguiring look of the sea-cook with
a nod.

“All serene ¥ asked Fillot.

“ Yoa

“They're fastoned in.'

“ ¥es, quite securely.”

“1I guess that's all right. If Preece hnd seen me thers
he might have smelled & rat. It's all O. K. now. We'va
threce men to deal with. The dagees haven't any pluck:
the sight of a shooter will be encugh for them. ]J:_l may
have to wing Preece, but don't be afraid; a bunilet in the
leg will be enough for him if he euts up rusty.”

The juntors breathed hard.

Now that the enierprise was near its culmination, they
realised that it was not so desperate as it had lookaed at
frst, but that it was at the same time terribly dangerous,
YWhat in the case of failure?

It would mean death for the sea-cook; his fellow-
mutinears woitld never forgive him for the trick ho tried
to play. What else could 1t mean for them?

But they did not falter.

Billy Bunter wzs still snoring on the sacks. As a matter
of fact, the fat junior was not asleep; he did not guite
snow what was going on, but he knew encugh to throw him
mito a palpitating state of terror, and he waa foo
frichtened to sleep. But he snored all the same, defermined
that he should not be called upon to help. If they had
tried to wake him they would have [ound it very hard.
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Bob Cherry took the {at Removite by the collar, and knocked his head agaiast the masi,

fat bounder )™ he exclaimed wrathially.

— a2 = -

—m s s —————

“Was that some of your giddy ventriloguism!”’

* Now then, you 1|

But thoy did not want Bunter,
less 1n a matter like this.

The five juniors found weapons for thﬂmwlwﬂmhﬂlﬂfﬂ}g'
pins or cudgels. The tussls might be a hard one—far life
or death,. t was no time for half-measares. Then the
¢ook led the way on deck.

Presce was standing staring away into the gloom, where

the red-and-green lights of the schoener glimmered through
the night.

tThﬁ two dagoes on duty were falking topether in low
OTes,

Precee suddenly started and fried te turn as a3 hand was
laid on his shoulder, and he felt the cold muzzle of a
revolver pressed behind his ear. A convulsive shiver ran
through him from head to foot.

aiek 17 gaid the sea-cool softly.

* Wh-wh-wha £

* ¥ou're my prisonce.”

“ What do you mean, Bill Fillot "

“You're my prisoner,”

“1--1'11—"

“*You'll cave in.”

Prooca forced a laugh.

* I supnose this 15 o joke,” he mubtered.

The covk chuckled quietly.

' Yes, o good joke, Preece—a very good joke.
I‘rn o Jjoking cuss. Bring that rope
o up,t

': Yes, sir.”
No., 84.
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The two Tiehan sailors were staring blankly at the scone,
They looked at Preeee, and they locked at the ecook. One
of them drvew a knife, and the voice of the coolr was heard,
clear and cutting as the steel

* Put that knife down, Antonio ™’ :

The cook’s revelver was still turned vpon Preece, but his
\;ni:ir: was enough for the Iahan, The knife dropped on the
L0
P'Tim other man had started aft, evidently to call Jox and

Iy é.

“ Come back here, Carle.”

'‘The man hesitated.

“Lome back " rapped oud the cock. ¥ Another step, and
I'll put a bullet throueh vour silly careaze !

Thwe Ifalizn stovped, shivering 1o overy linals

e stop-a, sicnor,” ho stiosmerod.

“1 puess yvou'd belbter!™

Havey and Bob Cherey vamdly dwisied 1he rope vosngd the
leng lunbs of Preece, making nm a Lelodess prisoner. Ile
waz thrown on the deck, bouand haid and foot. Tlis eyes
wore turned fearfully upon the sep-conk. e had nod dared

to resist the man who bell the sicoshooler, Lot b wrs clear
!Il‘llt ]Il-fiu LOTOT WS Ir.ft‘E"!:‘Ll,; .'lh_':!l.' ]|1_'! !iﬂ'l hrll'l':‘!!ri- "1'1""'!'!..

SR he muttered hoavsoly, " 1w vonr sidpmate. He-
member that, Don't——"" 1lis voice hroke off,

The chuckle of the sea-cock answered lani.

“Yonr life’s safe, Preece, wiv boy.  1'me nol 2 fool.””

The man breathed deeply with relief |

* Now rope up the dogoes.””

The two lialiang drew tozetiier, 2nd one of them rripped a

A School Tele of Harry Wharton & Co.
By Frank Rleharags.
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kuife. The glimmer of the levelled revolver showed up in
the faint ﬁtmﬁight.

“You foels! Take care!” )

They made no resistance. They were meore afraid of the
elittering eve of the sea-cook than of the revolver. The
juniors bound them hand and foot, and laid them beside
Freece on the deck.

The cock langhed soltly.

“ Now follow me."

He descended the steps into the cuddy, where the ecabins
opened.  Captain Jex was at the euddy table, his arms
strotehed out before him, and his head on his arms. An over-
turned bottle of whisky was still dripping.

He started and moved as they entered the cuddy.

The cock clapped him on the shoulder.

" Wake up, captain!™

Jox started wup.

*Wihy—whai=— FHallo 1" :

He started back in sudden alarm from the glimmer of the
revolver, and thrust his hand inte his coat.

The cook's fat hand gripped him by the throat, and he was
jammmed back in lis chair, and a cold muzzle was thrust into
hiz neck,

VY You won't draw that barker, T geess, Captain Jex.”

The skipper’s hands dropped to his sides. He stared at the

rook in blank, half-drunken amazement and fear.

— p—

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER,
Back to Greyfriars,
THE cook langhed in his soft, silky way. The revolver-

muzzle was pressed to the brawny neck of the =kipper,
;md the colour slowly faded out of the man’s bronzed
aa,

® Hold on, cooky, for merey's sake "

“ Are you bucking ag'in me, skipper?’

“ No, i reclon not."

“ Keep still.””

The cook stgned to the jumiors.  Almost 1in & twiokling the
captmin was bound. He was lelt in lus chair, still bhinking
in dazed astonishment,.

Then Mr. IFillot stepped into the adjoining cabin.

The mate lay thers m drunken slumber. His hands were
tied, ardd he was searched for weapons, which were taken
away and tossed into the sea.

The ecook was chuekling with preat glee as they returned
to the deck,

The coup had been made.

The schooner was in the hands of the fat man end the
Frrl?}'friﬂ.rs junicrs, and the latter were as jubilant as Mr.
"1k,

Bob Cherry executed a eake-walk on the deck to show
his glee, caught his foot in a coil of rope, and went down
with a bump.

0w Lo gasped.

_ “Let's see you do that again,” said Nugent, with great
interest.

But Bob Cherry did not do it again.

Mark Linley went along to the pgalley to reassure Bunter.
He found the fat junior on the sacks, no longer affecting to
be asleep, but sitting wp and lizbtening with straming ears
for the slightest sound.

At the sound of Linley's feotsteps the fal Removite shooi
i every limb, Tt was very dim there, and Bunter was in
ton great a state of terror to look at Linley even. ;

“ Merey " he howled, as he heard the footsteps. "1 hadn't
anvthing to do with it. It was all the fanlt of that fat coek
shap. I swear it was, I never had o hand in it, and T didn't
know anything about it. 1 didn’t even know they were
roing to do anything at all. I was fast asleep when they left
the galley.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The roar of laughier from the Lancashire lad made
Bunter come to himself. He blinked at Mark through his
spoctacles,

“(0Oh! TIs that vou, Linley?”

““ Ha, ha, ha! Yes!"

S0Oh! Is it all rght?

“Yes all serenc.”

Bunter grunted with relief, .

“Oh, T thought it was ene of those brutes coming, you
know ! I—I—I wasn't afraid, you know! I'm a brave chap,
but—"

**Ila, ha, ha!™

“‘ Hlessed if T can see anything to cackle at1—I i
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““Ha, ha, ha!™

“ 0k, chuck it! TLook here, has it gone all right?
we masters of the ship?”

“We are,”” said Linley laughing.
you.
zolf." _

“ Well, of course, I should have backed you up—in fact, I
was just preparing to rush forth with a—a—a—a carving-
knife to back you fellows up when—when—" o

“ Oh, draw it mild, Bunty !I"" said Bob Cherry, looking in.

“Oh, really, Cherry! I say, you fellows, are we really
going ashore to-night®’

“Yeas, I suppose so."”

“Theth we'd better have a solid meal. Fortunately, I'm
not at all sea-sick. It's a good idea to lay a solid foundatiop.
vou know, and we may as well take some grub in olr
pockets, too.”

And Billy Bunter set about making thosa important pre-
parations for going ashora.

Meanwhile, the cook was on deck, and the juniors joined
him there. Mr. Fillot gave the boys quick orders, punctuated
by many fat ehuckles.

A quentity of provisions, water, sails, and oars wers put
into the remaining boat, and then it was lowered. 1t towed
along beside the Nancy. The juniors had lowered 1t very
well under Mr. Fillot's directions. Then the prisonerzs were
bronght up from the cuddy and placed in the boat, lowered
into 1t on ropes. Thev were skill bound, and the remarks
they made as they came out of their drunken stupor, and
rewlised that they were being cast adnft, were lurid in the
extreme, and deprived them of any svmpathy the juniors
might have felt for them.

Alr. Fillot watched them over the rail with und¥ing merri-
ment in his single eye.

“1 guess vou're all right, skipper,’”” he zatd. ™ You've got
a wood boat, plenty of grub, and a larger crew than T have
You've only got to run due soutn five or six miles to gel to
the French coast. What more do yvou want?"'

“¥ou swab! You fat thief! £

Ara

“1 don’t know about
YVeu hadnt a hand in it, as you heve just said your-

You—m

“You're lucky to zet off with your lives,” said the cook
cheerfullv. ** It would be safer for me to sink you, slopper,
only I'm such a tender-hearted cuss.”™

The skipper seemed to realise it, too, and his flow of
language ceased. He knew better than the Greyfriars lads
what the cook might be like if the worst side of his nature
were aroused.

Preece pand the two Iialians were lowered info the hoat
after the others. Then thers remained the two dagbes shut
up in the fovecastle, They were siill sleeping. Iillot went
forward with hia revolver to wake them.

He came back in a few minutes with the two half-awake,
seared rascals driven before him like sheep.

Under the muzzle of the revolver they swong themselves
down into the boat.

Than the ropo was cast off.

The boat mmediately dropped bebind in the gloom.

Wharton glanced after it. The rascals wers safo enough,
It was a short run to the coast of France, and they could
casily land in & couple of hours. After that, doubtless, thay
were in danger of arrest, but from that danger Wharton had
not the slichtest inclination to save them.

The cock chuckled as the boat dropped astern.

“1 guess that's 0. K.,” he remarked.

Most of the schooner’s canvas had been taken in, and tha
cook and the Greviriars lads easily trimined the sails to put
the schooner before the wind.

The breeze wlich had bafled Captain Jex in his attempls
to pet out into the Atlantic was faveurable for the run back
to the coast of Devonshire.

If rough weather had come on the vessel, with a crew of
2 one-eyed man and half a dozen boys, would have becn in
the greatest danger, but that was not to be feared. In a
few hours they would be on English sal,

With the schooner speading on its way to Old England, ths
juntors’ hearts beat high.

Fillot disappeared helow, and they knew that he was ran.
sacking the cinaul-; and drawers in the cabin and concesling
anbout his person all that he wished to take away with him.
But with that, Wharton felt, they could not interfere. If the
man was a thief it was not their business to turn upon the
ona who had saved them. DBesides, as he was armed with a
deadly weapon, and wonld certainly have used it if they lad
turned upon him, the enterprise would not have been a light
QI

Bunter, meanwhile, was loading bis pockets with eatalles,
For the rest of that night the juniors were too excited to
sleap. The sun came up on the sea, and showed them the
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A grand new saries of complete circus storlos appoar cvery Baturday In the " Pluok " Library. You
should read about Junzle Jack, the tigertamer, and his chum
You wiil like thoml

Clotilde, tha Queen of the ring.

eliffis of the Devon coast. Harry Wharton waz at the wheel
when the cook came on deck in the rising sun, and glanced
at the shore,

The land looked lonaly enough. There was a stretch of
vellow sand at the foot of frowning cliffs, broken here and
there by deep ' coombs."’

The cook grinned at the sight with much satisfaction.

“I guess that's all right,” he said.

* We lund here?"' asked Wharton.

1 puess s

“ Right-ho ™

The coolk went below again. He did not reappear for a
quarter of an hour, and then he carme up locking very red
and dusty. Wharton knew that he had been down into the
hold, and he wondered why .

Ha scen discovered. The schooner commenced to roll and
pitch heavily in the sea, and presently there was a sound of
gurgling water below.

As Wharton heard it he cast a startled glance at the cook.

* Bhe's zsinking
“1 guess so"

* You have scutiled har!” gasped Mark Lioley.
Tha cock nodded coolly,

“I"grmsa she won't swim long., Keep her steady for the

Wharton set his feeth. He understood that the cook
wished to cover his tracks by sinking the schooner, With
only a jib drawing, the vessel plunged on towards the sands.
Her keel was already pgrating on sand when sha heeled
over, and the juniors wers thrown down.

“Jump ! shouted the cook —

And he sprang into the water and swam shoreward with
powerful strokes. Billy Bunter gave a squezl of fear.

“I—I~1 can’t swim!"

“Quick, I'll help you ! exclaimed Wharton.

* But—but I—""
. Wharton wasted no time in words. He dragged the fnt
junior into the water and supported him there. unter, too
taﬂf;ad to know what he was doing, kicked and struggled
wildly.

Y Keep still, vou ass1""

“1 guess I'll manage him 1"
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Tt was the cook. His strong grasp clossd on Bunter, and
at the zlint of his eye the fat junior ceased to struggle.

Tho cook swem sshors with him as easily as if he had no
burden. The juniors followed, and they dragged themselves
ashore upon the sands. The cook dropped Bunier on the
sand, and the fat junior lay there puffing and blowing like
L ITRITITIUS, SR

The cool shook the water from himn like a dog. :

“['m off '* he said. * Remember the agreement—nothing
said of me for twenty-four hours."

Hairy Wharton nodded.

“* We'll remember.” ]

“ Good-bye, then! I guess we sha’n’t meet again.”

And the one-eyed sea-cook disappeared among the rocks
like a man who knew the way well. The junicrs looked after
Lign till he was out of sight.

“Well,"” said Bob Cherry, “he was a.rum beggar, and
I'm afraid he was an awful rascal, but blessed if 1 don’t like
him, somehow |

Greyfriars received the juniors, when they returned, with
wonder and ralief. They had been given up for lest. The
Head, in his relief at their safe return, was not too keen to
inguire into the cause of the disaster, and there wers no

unishments meted out, but early morning sails outside the
ﬁa}r ware strictly forbidden in future, The juniors were the
heroes of the Remove, and they had to relate their adven-
tures a score of times over, and they were even invited in a

rky to tea in Wingate's study, and the captain of Crey-
riars and a select circle of Sixth-Formers listened to the story
of their adventures afloat. The story was thrillng enough,
even when told by Herry Wharton Co., who kept closely
to the facts; but when related by Billy Bunter it became
weoird and wonderful, and at every repetition it becames more
wonderful still, and, in fact, there was only one point upon
which all Buntor's yarns apreed with one another, and that
wa.-:slii_j making himself the central figure and the hero of every
exploit.

THE END.
{Another long, somplefe fale of Harry Wharfen and oo next
Tuescday, entitled: ' The Greygirviovs Vigilora™ by Frank Richords.

Pleaze wrder your copy of ** The Magnet Library® in advance,
Cue Halfpenny.)

A Bchool Tale of Hn‘ﬂﬂ{
By Frank R
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Wharton & Co.
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A Splendid Tale of Life in the British Army.

A BRIEF RESUME OF THE EARLIER CHAPTERS.

Ronald Chenys 1s forced to leave Sandhurst theough the
treachery of his step-brother, Ian, and cniists in the Wessex
Regiment under the name of Chester, Unfortunately for
Ronald, Ian joins the Wessex as a subaltern, and, assisted
by Sergeant Bagoet and Private Foxey Williams, does his
best to further disgrace Ronald. Im a sham fight with 2n
Irish rcgiment, a recrait named Augustus Smythe loses his
head and uses his bayonet, wonnding one of the Irishmen,
and this iocident causes high teeling between the two
Tegiments. Honald is at a2 music-hall in the town one
evening with some friemds when the news comes that the
Irishmnen are on the rampage and loocking for him, as they
think that he is the eulprit in the bayonet incldent.
Ronald is escorted out iute the strect by his three friends,
prepared for trouble.

(Now go on with the story.)

[

Mr. Mordecai’s Discovery.

It siung Bonald to the quick to leave the music-hall while
the little affair with Pushoffsky remained unsettled. In
vain he protested. Mouldy Mills and Hooker Walker, now

riect lions in valour, grabbed him by the neck aud hurried

im along the narrow, back passages of the theatre, while
Tony lent his weight behind wheiaver Bonald offered fresh
roalstance.

“There's a back door somoewhero to the place. It's in
Chalk Lane; I've seed the gals and play-people driving
sway from it,” said Mouldy. *If we got out thore we can
take our time.”

“ But, leol here,"” said Ronald sevagely, I flatly refuse
to go skulking out of back doors for anybody! If the
Fermanaghs want mo, I'll meet them fair and square, and
tell them I am not their man.”

“Yes, and while you wore telling “em, some wild bog-
trotter would crack fhe top of your head in with & bod-leg
or & barrack-poker. Rats, my lad! You leave this to
Hookey and me. We ain't running away; we're only
makin’ what the tactician blokes "ud call a strategic move-
menk to the rear. You'll get fighting enough afore wo reach
the barrack-gate, if I sin't mstaken. Hallo!” We've got
lost amorz the scene-shiftin® department now, it scomz to
mo. Ahl, there's the door I'm lecking for 1™

“Then you po end leave me” said Honald dorgedly.
“T'll stand my ground. I'll not run like this, so there's gn
end to it!"

Fortunately for Mouldy's plans, their presence behind
the scencs was spotted by the distracted manager =t this
momant.

I'urious at all the indignity Le had sufferad, and only
anxious to see the back of the last redeoat before tho rioling
brolke out in full fury, he rallied all the stage-hands o his
gid and charged the four warriors in the rear.

“HKiek ’em outl Outside with ‘em !” wyelled the little
man; so carried away by excitement, and the confidence
lent ’b}r overwhelming numbers, as to suit the aetion to the
words himself.
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With a running kick it was his design to Lift Mouldy
cloan off his feot, hurtle hiin through the door, and lund
him in the streot. . .

Hoolkey saw his old chum’s danger iust in time. Releasing
his grip of Ronald, he caught the little man's leg as it flew
out, and, with a doit jerk, deposited him on his back—a
stumbling-block for the rest. ) .

Then Tony, seizing a large pail of whitewash standing
near, emptied it over the siruggling mass, clapped the
bucket on the head of the limelight man, who happenod to
bo at the top, and, with a last elfort, propellod Ronald inlo
the street.

But for the wells of the scene-shifters, Chalk Lano was
utet as the grave. From the Hich Strest, however, cama
the sounds of hooting and the angry cries of men at clewe

rips.

At Woolchester Barracks the bugles were sounding shrilly
the *“ Fall in®™

“rark to that!" said Mouldy, pricking his enrs, as he led
the way. ‘' Now then, Chester; that's an order! Are you
roing to obey ib, or are you going to run your sill? head
into trouble? Hemember, that there's pne man they'rs
arter, and that's vou., Any Wossex chap’ll do lor them to
Ernctiaa an meanwhile; but when they've got vou they'll

egin real biz, and "Taven knows when they'll stop |
the one that stuck their chum in the arm.”

. 't‘lThaﬁ’a a lie, and you know it, Mouldy ! retorted Ronald
otly.

t Now, don't loss your hair, or waste fimo argifyin® over
triftes, neither" nnawered Mouldy., " Wo know you didn't
do ik, but they don't. You havern'k seen these Irish regi-
ments when they run amok, as ’Gakﬂ;r and me have. 'Alry,
‘eathon babeoons ain’t in it, simply V

“* WNo, nor porillas, neither ! assented Hookey. "They'll
sorap and fight, an' fizht and serap, even when the picket's
standing on their 'cads with their 'obnailed boots, eoaxin'
‘em to be quiet with the butis of their rifles. Ain't that so,
Mounldy 1"

“¥Yeos, and more. Now, come vou on, Chester, and no
hank about iE! If we hada't g{nt you with us, of course,
"Ookey and me would be stayin' and sceing it out; bub we
ain't going to let you get yourself murdercd like a silly
lamb, not if we can help it

Ronald had more than half an idea that the boot was on
the other leg, and that the two old soldiers, being peaceabio
gouls in their moral senses, were longing to be within the
snug shelter of the bareack-sgquare.

Whatover Honald's fnal decision might have beon it
mattered little, for as the quartetie hastened along Chalk
Lane they heard the clatter of ammumition bools zpproach-
ing from a side alley. - .

meone was running like the wind, and, by the whoops
and eries, others were in close pursuit,

“Wait and see what thiz means,” said Ronald, wrenching
himzelf from Mouldy's grip and awinging round.

Tho words were scarcely out of hia mouth, than s red
tunic showed for an instant under the lamp, az the runner
dashed out of the narrow paszsnge.

“White facings! He's one of ours!" shouted Ronald; for
his eve had defected the while cuffs and collar of tlheir
repiment. The Fermanaghs facings woere green. * Weasserx,
this way !

AND PRICE: ons"uifffenny.

You're



, The fugitive, who had alréady turned down Chalk Lane
in the opposite direction, now doubled like 3 hare ot the
friendly hail. The lead he had gained, however, was not
sitficiant to carry him clear of 't?lﬁ alley-mouth hefore his
parsuers buest upon him,

JLhe fugitive was nipped against the wall, as a fox is
nipped in o farmyard by a pack of hounds: but he broke
free. and cleared 8 breathing space with vicious swings of
his_heavy-buclkled belt. .

Pl six Irishmen had their bells off, too. The buckles
starrod the brickwork round their enemy’s head, but tho man
at bay wielded his with a master-hand, and ducked and
dodged with the quickness of desperation.

A Fermanagh went down under a swiping cut, and a
hoarse cry rose from his comrades.

In their mad thirst for doubls revenge, they did not
notice the four warriors closing in on their rear.

Ieaded by Ronald, the Wessex reinforsemonts rushed
down like a whirlwind, tumbling four of the Fermanagh six
EIE;;I:. on to the cobbles before they could rally to strike o

The man they had rescned was George. He crouched

against the wall, breathless and spent with his run and the

exertion of the last struggle.
A thin stream of blood frickled from a buckle-cut on his
forehead, and had been dabbled over his dirt-grimed faco,
“Thank "Eaven you turned up I he gasped. *“ I'm about
done. ' But don’t stop 'ere, Chester. They're after vou, and
tiiey know you'rc round ‘erc somewhera. Hook it sharp,
wirdd lenve us to "old "em back. Mind your eve, though. 'Era

come tie brutes again! Ah, you would, would you?”
George, whirling his belt up, made a swinging cut at the
first man who ran in on him. Ronald despised the vse of

any other weapon than his iron fists.

The Irishmen, having rallicd out of distance, had charged
furiously st the Little phalanx of Wessexers. Mouldy, in
sternming the rush, got 2 tap in his rotund bread-basket,
w hich put him past caring about worldly matters for the next
five nmunutes.

Hookoy got a fistful of stars, and in staggering backwards
1i::n h]m heels, tripped over Mouldy, and sat on that warrior's

cad.

Tony fared better; but even then, strive aa he would, ho
was cut off from Ronald and George, who were standing

at bay against the wall.

The ox-hﬂﬂli%an was plainly done. The breath sobbed as
he struek, and his blows were fechle and wide., Ronald had
two men’s work to do to enable them to keep their foet,
Elrid there was no fitter man in all his battalion for the
jolb.

With straight left drives from the shoulder, which landed
on jaw and throst like the hlows of a piledriver, he soon
crished the head and front of the attack, and Tony. havipg
gecounted for his man with a lucky one, the Fermanaghs
drew off, cursing.with stranee oaths,

Mogging Mouldy on fo hiz feet, and leaving Hookey to
bo hurried along like a blind man by Tony and George, ile
four made for the alley. Oneg in its narrow neck, Ronald
felt sure of a breathing snoce.

Luck was against them, however. They had searcely
taken their stand beneath the lamp than they heard the
patter of fect at the further end, and the toarse cry of he
enemy.

At the same instant one of the eix who still hung upen
their flank, suddenly rushed in to where Ronald was stand-
ing hencath tho strect lamp, and, peering into his face,
darted away again with a vell

*1t's he, bhays! 1t's the man we're afthor—the murdeorin’
gpalpeen that stuck Micky O'Ferrol wid his baynit! This
Ha:r, L’Ell'ﬂiana.ghal Whoo-cop ! At him, bhova!  Afther

i =ank !

The little knot of Woessexers were in 2 tight place, for
thay were now befween two lires. Ronald saw chis, and saw
also that by his presence he was endangering porhaps rhe
very lives of his comradea with kim. But for him. the others
niizhi vet make pood thetr escape; at any rale, they should
have the chance offored them.

*“ Look here, Mouldy, Tony, and the rest of you,” he said

quickly. *“This scems to be mainly |'r:'|[y affrir.  T'm not
geing to let you be drageed into it if I can help it. You
eut your way through this lot in Chalk Lane. ¥ou can do
|l“'l'3-"l_=i11hf enough, Leave me to look after myzelf, I shall be
all right™

¥ Bless my bunged.op peepers ! snorted Hooliey, ¥ Hari

Did you over hear the lile of "

“Wants us to run and leave him ¥ gurgled Mouldy, stiil
etruzgling for breath. “ Wants us to leave "im to be
devoured cof and 'ide. I don’t mind running along with
any man, bul if I do, you've got to come, too. ?if you don t,
I stays where T am ; and Hookoy, too, and the rest of ns. So
na more argifyin’! Lead on if you're goin®, for we'd best
et out of ‘ere !’

The old soldier was right. There was nothing to he
rriced by stopping where they were,  What forcs threatencd
them in the rear they could not tell, but the six on their
fleniz they had alrcady beaten, and could beat again.

No. 84,

NEXT

TUESDAY:

ot him, Mouldy !

“THE CREYFRIARS’ ViSITORS.”

NEXT
TUEBDAY,

-y

The “Magnet” walionv,

LIERARY.

Seeing it was a waste of beeath trying to persunde kis
comrades to leave him, Ronald gathered the handful for
the dash, and headed a charge back into Chalk Lanc.

Ag he anticipated, the cnemy there did not wait to coma
to grips. They fell back to the left, leaving a path clear
only to the High Street—the centre of the riot.

‘ithout hesitation Ronald led the way in this direction,
and the Fermanaghs behind, and their rainforcements from
the alley olosed in pursuit, yelling a * view halles.”

When two British regiments 'Eﬁterieh A gricvance against
ane another, and set out to sguare old scores, thers irs trouble
in the land. The grudge may be a paltry one of recent date,
or 1t may be as ancient a9 & hundred years—Tommy Atkins
16 not particular. ;

The bugles may bray till thoy erack, the military and civil
pelice swoop down and decimate the opposing ?ur{!{aﬂa the
pickets, armed and unarmed, charge through and through
them, but as long as Tommy has a balt to swing, o fist ft
to punch with, or & head to aim at, while the madness is on
him, he will go on till he drops.

There are certain regiments that have to be kept as care-
fully apart as flame from gunpowder. Some of the
grievances are o old ihat t%;u;f sre¢ forgotten; but the
jealousy and bad blood continues from  generation to
generation.

Theorefore, when the one is sent to the East, the other must
be quartered in the West, and their eourses must be laid so
that they never meet, exeept on the battlefield, when private
grudges are sunk in the presence of a common foe.

The row between the Fermanaghs and the Wessexers bein
of fresh brewing, was all the more hot and strong; an
Ronald was the centre of it.

High Strcet was strewn with knots of struggling men,
whils here and there crouched the wounded in ﬁm gutter or
against the doorways, recovering dazed genses or nureing
their hurfs. Hero iﬁe Wessexers more than held their own ;
there the Irishmen had the upper hand, and were hammering
home victory with a heavy hand.

But as soon as the shout went up that the man they were
seaking had been brought to bay, the Fermanaghs drew off
to join in the hunt, while the Wessex men rallied to Ronald’s
Tostune.

Caught up between the two opposing forces, his little body-
guard was tossed aboul, scettered, flung together again, and
swept finally against the front of & 1i.t-5ﬁ beer-house bearing
the sign of tha Blue Boar.

A ciwviliun who had ventured out into the strect was en-
tangled 1n the melee hefore he could skip off the pavement,
s found himself i}ihncd against a wall E-em’:a.th the shelter-
ing elbow of a tall youngster whose face he rememberad,
even in that breathless moment, seemed strangely familiar.

Buffeted, bowildered, utterly helpless, he mu{rl nat help
hut admire the masterly coolness of this man in the midst of
hiz enomies—the swift presision of his guards and blows.

That civilian wes Mr. Mordecei, of Mordecai & Evans,
tha moncylenders, and the man who stond over him as he
erouchod in terror, was Ronald Chenys, the man who had
once robbed him of a fat pigeon he had got fast fixed in hia
elaws, and kicked hirm into the sbroet.

Mr. Mordecai prided himseli that he never forgot a faca
or & name; but if he was at fault for the moment on thie
OCCLSI0N0, the circumstances were rather trying for a man
of noace.

It iz searcely the best moment for ransacking the cells of
one’s memory when fists are whizzing past one’s ears in overy
dﬂrtﬁ:tmn. and belt-buckles ara whizzing like splintera of
Shedl.

Mr. Mordecai's hat was sent spinning by one of the men,
and 1n reaching to pluck it from the trampling feet, some-
body frod on hiz hand with a hobnailed boot, and bent and
%ﬂ.g ed the diamond ring he was wearing deep into the

osh.

Then somebody kicked him vialently bohind, and at last
a friendly hand reached out and dragged him on his hands
and knees up the step of the Blua Boar tavern, and across
the sawdust floor.

At that instant, curicusly onough, as he eat hlinking lika
an owl in daylight, and sucking his demaged fingers, he
remembared where he had seen tha face of the man battiing
Benoath the window. :

The shoclk of the discovery deafenad his earas far the
moment Lo the words of the host of the beerhouse, and the
sniggerings of the weazel-faced man in seedy civilian clothae
wlio sat in a corner woll away from all view of the strect.

“¥ou didn't ought to have ventured out when there was
a ghindy on like this,"” the poblican was saying., *“*You bide
here for a bitstill the pickets come., Why they ain't here
before now, bless me if I can tell. Ti's outraris to have
these goings-on in a respectable place like Woolchester, durn
me 1f it asn't. A pretty thing when peaceable folk -:gﬁn't
A School Tale of Harpry Wharton & Ca.
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“i‘lnlh' to th&ir homes without being kicked about like sacks of
ahavings,

But g‘.‘!r- Mordecai was thinking. Even as he sat where
he had been dropped among the sawdust and the spittoons,
his practical mind was running on business.

And bad business, too, for somebody—that is, if he, Mr.
Mordecai, chose to make a fuss and show him up to the
world as a fraud and a getter of gold under false pretences.

Mr. Mordecai, however, did not thinl much of tho practica
of showing evildoers up and handing them over to the hands
of justice. It didn't pay.

It was much more profitable, in his wide exporience, to
load them oo into a well-baited trap, and then snap the
spring on them and consider at his leisure how best he could
pluck them and bleed them to his own advantage. Justice
could wait for the skin and bones when there were no longer
anyf_mkmg_s.

“ Yes, guife s0,” said Mr. Mordeeai, rising to kis fest and
walking shaliily to the windew. “I had a train to catch, but
I will stay here now for a bit. There is the night mail
through to London, and T can take that. Himmel, but you
FEnglish are o queer people! You fight for nothing, and
the smaller the quarrel, the harder you fight. Now this
viot, for instancc—what 18 1t for¥ A scratch, they tell me;
and, lock, they will murder eash other. That fellow there ™
h—{ﬁmtmg to Ronald—"he Aghis like a demion, Whe i
of

“The bloke what done it,”" said the man with the weazel
face drily.

It WaS none other than Foxeyr, whe, availing himself of tha
privilege of an officer’s servant, was taking an evening off
in civibian vig.  In this disguise he was safs from molestation
by the Fermanaghs, There was, therefore, no carthly reason
why he should join in the general meles, unless he wanted
to, and he didn’t want to. Thing: outside wera too warm
for Woxey's taste. In o littla whila matters would guiaten
down, and he could slink back to the barrack gate and
swagerer the rest of the way.

“Hea's the one what done the soratching, as vou ecall it
he voluntecred in further explanation, seeing the puzzled
look on the monevlender's face.

“Indeed! And what is his name " aslked Mr. Mordecai,
with a fresh interest in Ronalkl's prowess.

The pickets from Woolchester I]iurmr:]:s gnd Fort Kit wero
now advancing down the strects at the double, and the
military amd garrison police had returned to the charge with
renewed energics. IF their efforfs failed, there would be
armed pickets along shortly, with ball cartridge in their
pouches.

“'Ts nama?’ said Foxew, noting this sign of clearance in
the stormy with inward sabisfoction.  *'Iz name’s Chester.”

“Chenys?  Oh!" murmored the moneylender, as if he
only cchoed whaot the other had said.

Foxey spun round as if a bayvonet had pricked his shoulder-
blade. There was wonder and consternation in his face for
any man to see.

“Chenys! 'Oo said Chenys?”’ he snarled, with astonish-
ing  heat, L‘Dt]ﬁldﬁrlni the trifling nature of the other's
blunder. * Chestar, said=—C-h-o-s—Chester—not  Chenya.

How did yer get that name infer yvour "ead "

Y Don't ask me,” lavwghed Mr. Mordecai. * There 15 &
Chenys in the Wessex regiment, ain't there, though ¥

“Yes. "Ow did you know that?” demanded Foxey, with
persistence out of all [:rn}l‘;ﬂrtmn to so trivial a matter.

“1 once came across him,'' explained the moneylender,
;:t.}]llf.t"a all. 8o when you said Chenys, I thought it might

e him," :

fAng youl T didn’t say Chenys, I tell you!” said Foxey,
getting wild. ** Mr. Chenys is an orficer.”

“(h, yes, of course he is! And he has a brother, I

remember now [

“ Had a brother, you mean. He's dead—dead and buried
—drownded,” answered Foxey, anxious to make his state-
ment a3 convinging as possible.

“Then the man outside is another brother,” murmured
Mr. Mordecai, with remarkable stu{;;idit_:.r for so sstute a
man. Yet under their halfclosed lids his black eyes were
watching every change and twist of Foxey’s sallow features.

“Cursze you, vou fool I burst cut Foxey, in quite a panio.
“Don't L tell you the man outside s called Chester—Privato
Chester 7 D’yer think British orficera have got brothers in
the ranks of their own battalion? Is it likely? You make
me sick with your fat-'eaded, foreizn notions! Get out ™

“Well, if it ain’t Mr. Chenys' brother, it's very lika him,"
persisted Mr. Mordeca:, with 2 grin bshind Foxey's back,
“You're suro it ain’t Chenys, nct Chester ¥ '

Foxey turned as if he was poing to knock the money-
lendor info the grate; but, catching tho last flecting trace
of the smile on Mr. Mordecai's face, he theught better of
if, and returned to the window. :

The High Street was clearing now as if by magie. From
Chalk Lane and a few other turnings atill came faimt echoes
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of the strife; but the pickets were chivvving the rioters into
corners and out of them, sorting the men of their own rogi-
ments, heading them off, and frog-marching those wheo still
would not ery ** Enough !

Ronald had been marched of under friondly escort, and
outside the Blue Boar comparative peace had settled down.

few angry shopkeepers wore taking stook of dented
shutters, damaged panels, and broken windows: but the
coast was now olear for the peaceably inclined.

I think I'll go now,” said Mr. Mordeeai. “ Here, land-
lord, get yourself a drink and ask vour friend to join you.

ood-night 1"

He threw down hali-a-erown by Foxey's pewtor-pot, and,
putting on his crumpled hat, he stnppm]} into the street and
disappearcd in the direction of the station.

race of curses to speed him on his way.

“ Who's "e, and what's 'is game ™" he demanded fiercely of
the landlord.

“ Lor', how should I know?
knows, Scemed
of thinkin®."”

. Pulling my leg!  Pulling my leg ! repeated Foxev, as
15 ;ham was some shred of satisfaction ?n that t.!*.m}if;rht.
No, boil 'im! There's more be'ind it than that. 'K
l:ndmfvg somethin i:.l":
‘EKnows something—what? What d'ver mean?
there to know 1 demanded the iand]mcI?lmHn

L2

Foxey zont o

Never sced him afore, as T
to be sort of pulling your leg, to my way

What's

U oS,

p curse you ! Don’t you get actin® the thickead, too !

snarled Toxey, realising his danger. * DI've talked to enongch

fools for one nizht. here's for the last drinl, and gocd-

mﬁht to yor 1"
Oh, all right—all right!” expostulated the landlord, in

:ﬂalﬂ'r:‘mmd vowee, o8 Foxey bounced out of the bar into ihe

“I'd better tell the boss about this” sai
haaf.enag] towarda the barraelks, Tha.trnm?n :Enf ﬁﬁﬁ?;{g“fﬂi‘i
somethink, I'll take my davy, If he finds out and blaws the

gaff, my little gold mine'll ke up -t and k _
of & moke's ruddor.’ up the spout in two shales

[ T S

Ian Gets Desperate,

“Then you know *im? Out with ik
Who was ho 7"

Foxoy, 23 haa been said, was not very particular how he
addressed his officer and master when he “ got him on the
guiet,’ as he deseribed it to himaelf.

Ian sat huddled in the armchair in his reom, as nerveless

I see you does.

and crushed as a man might look who has just been pulled

from under a mound of {allen sand.

It wus late. The barrack elock had chimed midnight as
Tan left the mess, to find Fﬂxe_-i‘.luwaitjng him at his queriors,

“You think—he knows!” 'he gasped, looking at Foxcy
again; for his eyes had been staring at the whitening embers
in the grata.

“I know ‘e knows,” answercd Foxey: “ what I'm askin’
you is, do you know "im "

“Yes," answeored Tan, with a groan: “he's o man I've
done business with.*

“A blinkin' moneylendoer ¥
P e e

e eove you raised mone of when 1

brother was dead 77 i A

Aprain Tan nodded and groancd.

“An' you've been borrowin' some mors on the same torms
though you know your brother is alive ?™ '

“IHow do you know that?” cried Ian, springing forward
m his chair.

“T dido’t know it.

pressed Foxey: and Ian

I was asking wvou, and now wvou'
told me. Oh, yes, you have ! said Foxey, as Im? ma-:?: :2
if to deny it. * That's whet that chap was in Woolshester
for. He knew you, too; he mentioned your name. Knew
you 'ad a brother; had met him before, he said.™

““ And what did you say ™

“That he was dead, of course. And Chester was standin’
with his back to the bar-parlour window at the time. DBut
I could zea the cove wasn't having any, though he was
cu_rjud cunning over it. Ie rumbled it right enough.
aal o

“ ¥ou acem to have said a hanged sizht too much ! bur
out Ian, in a white heat. " If :ffu had kept that ﬂ]acki;gt
tongue of yours between your teeth this would never have
happened !

*0b, wouldn't 1t!" sncered Foxery.
vou was there, wasn't you?”

Tan had nothing to offer to that, and slunl back into his
chair again.

“I'm tryin® to "elp you,"” said Foxey. And Tan laughed &
harsh, unbelicving la

ugh.
B&:, {:E:-:d}-:f;e ﬂI iinl_;:id.f’gnd you'll need help as far as I ecan

“You know, "causo
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Tan shrugged his shoulders.

“*You've seen this cove to-night,” Foxey persisted, * and
Eﬂu’v-a been raizing more money. You own to that. The

ret time was all right. You thought your brother was
dead, and your ‘:I;rﬂ-spmts of inheriting the old man’s money

ashsolutely 8ir Garnet. Except as it turned oumf, it was a
fair deal. This time, though, you've put your mneck in if.
You pitched the same yarn—and I'm & Dutchman if you

didn’t —said nothink about the dear departed being alive
and kickin® arter all, and touched the forecign chap with the
big nose and the greasy 'air for snother bucketful on the
same terms. That's obininin’ money under false pretences,
ain’t it "

“ Look here, you've turned mighty sanctimonious all of a
sudden, haven’t you? Why have I had to borrow this
money, I'd like ta know 1" criod Ian desperately. * lsn’t it
h’E-L‘.'B;I;':!E of blackmailers and vampires like you and Slaney

“Sh! Now, it ain’t no use saying hard things, and call-
ing honest men of business nasty names,” said Foxey. “In
any case, it's late, and the walls in these "ero rabbit-"utches
arc wonnerful thin. Remember that, and remember, too,
that Mr. Fairly's room is just scrost the passage. ke ain’t
a friend of yourn exaetly, i1l I'm not mistaken.”

Ian ground his teeth in helplesz rage. To think that he.
an officer holding his Majesty's commission, should have to

submit tamely to such confemptuous insolence from a
common private. .
“¥ou haven’t got the moeney, of course?” said Foxey,

having given his master time to simmer down.

“MNo such luck,” answerad Tan, gulping down the last of
his wrath, Something in Foxey's tone told him that he was
sincercly anxious to help him, f even only for his own ends.
And, as the man had said, 1f his schemes went wrong now,
he would need help, no matier whanea it came. ;

“It’'s promised, though,” he added. ' Mordecai said it
would be all right. 1 could take his word for that.” :

“ That was beforo ‘e 'ad scen your brother. Tho gquestion
is what'll 'a do now? Blow on you, and bankrupt you—
and you know what that means mn the Servico—or put 'is
finger on *is nose, and lend you more? ’E might do that.”

“ Why—what do you mean ¥*?

“1It ‘ud pay 'im,’” said Foxey, with n cunning leer. *'E'd
'ave you properly under his thumb, then.”

“Let him! Wi}nt dao I care! I'm under thumbs encugh
now, as it is, One more or less wouldn't much matter,”
hi;'l“fmd Ian weakly., “Give me the cash, and I'll take the
rigls M

‘“ It's that brother of tyt:u_u-sl‘tlmt crops up and spoila every-
thing,” said Foxey, half to himsalf. :

Tan looked at him with startled eyes. How ofiten had *he
thought that, and more besides. s

“If—" hegan Foxoy again, after a long silence, and
paused to look at Ian. .

*“If what, you fool!" said Ian sharply, his nerves all on
the quiver. :

“Omly ‘if "—that's all,”’ said Foxey, turning to the fire

agait. I was just thinking.” -

" onfound you and vyour riddles!" said Ian, riming.
“¥You are driving at something. Out with it! You mean—
if only my brother were out of the way?" .

“Phat's it," said Foxey. “If only that had been him

what they dragged out of the river that morning, you'd be
all right now.’

“YIs that all?"” laughed Tan harshly. "I thought you
were going to say something more.”

“More? How?" ssked iho other innocently.

“That if he werse only put out of the way now—dead!
Anything! Heavens, what am T saying " ] ‘

']‘.j':tm wretched youngster dropped into his chair again, and
eoverad his face with his hands.

“Yos: what have you been saying? You may :welI as]{,
But still, you're quito right from your way of looking at it.
If any little thing wos io ‘appen to Private Chester, you'd
be in clover agin.” )

Again thers was a long silence.

The hands fell gradually from Ian's face. The shame
ihat had been there had faded. The dark, hondsome eyes
blazed again with the fires of hate, and the thin lips were
comprassed and bloodless,

“¥ee; if any little thing should happen,” he echoed, and
lenlked meaningly at Foxey. :

“You wasn't at the muasic-’all to-night, of course,” said
Foxey, apparently ignoring the words. ‘There was & man
there—a proat, "ulking brute of a wrestler, called Pushofi-
sky. A Pole, T think he called hisself.”

“Ves? gaid Jan, still keeping his eyeas on the other's
face,

“He challenged any chap in the audience to take 'im on
for ten ouid,” continued Foxey. * Twa old mugs of No. 4
gection—Mills and Walker—gob pushed on by somebody for
a lark, and thers was a scrap, At that, Chester shoves his
car .’

“¥es?" said Ian again, L

“The and of it was they wrestled. It was a clipping good
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bhout, and some'ow or other—it wasn't by strenpth—your
brother won, The Pole took the lickin’ like s [oreigner
would. He yelled *Foul " and started to set sbout Chester
and chuck him through the roof. Chester wailed for 'im,
cool as ice, and fetchad him one—two! Just like that. The
last was on the jaw, end the Pole went out.™

“Yeat¥"" said Ian, for a third tume.

“When he came to, your brother had been lugged off,
Then, you oughter have heard the furious Pole corse and
swear. e was going to do this to him, an' that, and T
don't know what else, when he cafched him. It fairly made
your blood run cold to "ear "lin.”

“And what has all this got to do with me!"" asled Tan,
when it was plain that Foxey had nothing more to lell.

“Well, I was only just thinking,” said Foxey, still luookin
at the dying fire, *'1f that forcign cove does all he says he's
going to do to your brother, there won't be much ceuse for
you to worry no more.”

“ Do vou think you could get hold of him for me?” said
Tan. “I'd like to meet that man. Neot, of course, wiih any
notion of—"*

" No, of course not | agreed Foxey, chipping in.

The boarrack clock tolled the hour of one.

“I'I see what I can do,"” said Foxey, and turncd fo go.

—_—

Ronald Goes Up, and Bagot Goes Down—A Soldier Dog,

The litile affair between the Fermanagha and the Wessex
wes nobt to be settled in a single encounter, nor yel in two.
Such quarrels between regiments often teke yeara to adjust ;
and for many a dey when Fermanagh mceets Wessex, an
tha topic of that luckless bavonet-thrust of Gussic's erops
up, as it will be bound to do, it will be a case of a word
and a blow.

By a litile determined handling on the part of their
reapective colonels, however, the two battalions woere given
small apportunity for Hvillf; at cach other's throats; and
when, in a little while, the Trish regiment got its orders for
E%“;t, the citizens of Woolchestar heaved s deep sigh of
Tlier,

Meantime, things moved apace. In apite of all Ronald
gould do to help him, Gussie was sentenced to 168 hours
eells: not so much for lusinfg his head in the excitement of
sham fighting, but, as Colonel Conger said, mainly for
slt_..ang]mg silent while an innocent man was saddled with
the blame.

Giussie wasg the first to admit the justice of the punishment.
Heo confersod bravely that he had behaved like a coward,
and went fo his prison like a2 man.

This trial was scarcoly over before the court-martial of
Sergeant Bagot commenced, and, to Ronald's disgust, he,
again, had to appear in the role of witness.

Hero there was no temptation to him to let the prisoner
down ag lightly as he could. Dagot had behaved like a
bruto to the young soldior over since he had joined. More.
ovor, there was that cowardly attack on Rough, which had
left the gama Iittle terrier still in a crippled state.

Roneld could easily forgive all the eruel injustice to him-
solf, Lut wanton brutality fo a dumb animal was & thing
he eonld not even forget. Still, his evidence betraved not
ono spice of venom, and when he realised all that conviction
meant to the prisoner, he guarded his tongue in & way that
made all who heard him marvel at his mercifulness.

1f Sergeant Bagot were found guilty, he would be reduced
to the ranks for a certainty, and this meant that he would
finish twenty-one years' arduous service with the meagre
pension of a common private. Instead of a possible 3s. 3d.
a day for the rest of his life, he would drop to 1= 1d. Ne
lirht ponalty this for even so despicable a sin as Bagot's.

Ronald had scarcely returned to barracks after the trial
had elosed, than his colour-sergeant sent for him.

“ Well, Chester,” said Jonca, as Honald presented himself,
“vou remember some months age, when you frat joined,
that T apoke to you about promotion, and urged you to go
for a stripas

“J do, colour-sergeant,” answerod Ronald,

“Well, I can't say, young fellow,” continued tho Flag,
with a grim twinkle in his ey, “that you have taken my
advice to heart l}:-mutiy‘ I think you have baen in about as
much hot water as it is possible for a young soldier to have
got into, in your short torm of gervice,

“1 am a.fr:;id that is gn."lsmd’ Ronald humbly ; *“but it
was not all of my own brewing.’

# True enough,” agreed thnnﬁlag. “Tf it had beon others
wige, I should not have sent for you af this moment. Tha
faet iz, thore 1s a vacancy for a lance-stripn in Wo. 4 scetion,
and it has been suegested, I won't say by whom, that you
should put in for it.”
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“1! exclaimed Ronald, in honest amazement. “It's
%bﬂulﬁ.thﬁ very last thing I could have expected. Of course,

The word of consent was at his lips, when he halted.

“I'm a very %'mu:g soldier for promotion, don't you think,
colour-sergeant 7™ he said modestly, after & pause. " Thero
musk be plenty other older and better men for the job, I
could easily wait. Besides, I don't know that I am very
popular all round—in fact, I've an idea that it's the other
way about.”

* Now, look here, Chester,” rclorted the Flag, but still
in the same kindly wvoice, for he liked this big, simple-
hearted lad of his, “don’t be an ass! Popularity has
nothing te do with i, A pon-com. is made to command
first. If hoe can do so and still remain popular with his
comrades under him, well and pood. If not, popularity
does not maiter two straws. Remember that.

* As for your being a very young soldier, you ought to
be the prouder now that o lance stripe is put within your
reach. Take my advice and put in for it. Say the word,
and I'll take you before -the captain to-morrow afternocon.”

“1f you mean it, colour-sergeant, yes,” said Ronald.

“Of course I meéan it, my lad!” said the Flag heoartily.
“ Good lusk to you with yvour choice! ¥You'll find it hard
at firsk, just a bik. There will Le some chaff that you can
afford to shut vour ears to, and other that you must drop
on ‘swiftly with'a heavy hand. You've a soft heart, I know;
but duty's duty, and den’t flinch. When you do jump,
jump with both foet. There's no running with the hare
and hunting with the hounds in the non-commissioned ranks
of the British Army. Remember that always. And now
vou can go,'’ .

Ronald went with a light heart.

On his way te see how Rough was getting on, Ronald

assed Sergeant Bagoet returning from the court-martial.

he sentence had been reserved until the following morning.

The strain of the trial and the prospect of degradation
and consequent loss of two-thirds of his pension had worked
ravages in the man’s face and figure.

His onca forid cheeks were grey and hollow, and he
walked already like a broken, beaten man.

But the green eyes lit up at the sicht of Ronald, who had
been the cause of his undoing. There was a tigerish glint
beneath the scowling brows, and Bagot's jaws were set like
the testh of a steel spring-trap.

If ever a glance could kill, Ronald would have been struck
down im his tracks. The murdercua hate in Bagot’s eyes
quite startled Ronald. It was so wndisguised, so open in
itz challenge, that he could only think that the man was
beside himself with desperation, and cared for nothing.

Bagot paused in his stride
as if he would have inter-
cepted his enemy; but Ronald
ignhored him and pressed
prast. ;

“Ta.morrow, my Iriend,”
he said to himself, *° Perhaps
then we twoe shall be on an
equal footing, if only for a
few hours. Then 1f you want
trouble, you may have it; L
hut, remember, it will he of
your own making.”

During  Rough's  conva-
Iescence the guard-room had
been turned into a temporary
canine hospital for the fer-
rier’'s benefit. In fact, he had
almost come to be looked
upon by each suecceeding com-
mander of the guard as an
itern of the inventory of the
CGovernment  property over
which he had charge.

“One fender, one szet of
fire-irons, wone coal-bucket,
and Rough.”

That was the way in which
it became customary to con-
cliude the list during the pro-
cess of checking, And Rough,
if he did not actually appear
on the inventory of furniture
and utensilz of the guard re-
port, was nevertheless re-
garded as the most important
atem there.

The coal-bucket might be
spirited away, and the "one
teble and two forms' wvanich
inte thin air without ocom-
ment, but if anything hap-
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poned to the four-footed patient, sericus trouble might be
looked for.

Rough, of course, was an interloper. He had no right in
the guard-room at all, or in the barracks, for the matter
of that. DBut somehow all the persons whose business it was
to see him ejected into the street always failed to spot his
black nose peering out of the blanket by the fireside, while
some bolder fipirl'ts. like Lioutenant Bob, actually went so
iﬂrdﬂ.a to condone his offence by patting his shaggy, bristly

LHE s

The sergeant-cook had & soft corner in his smoke-
toughened heart for dogs, so Rough was allowed his ration
of everything and anything that was going, just az if he
were o soldier and a man.

VWhen Bugler Midge, too, constructed a blue hospital shiet
for the pationt out of the seat of an nneent pair of dungaren
averalls, to wear during his convalescencn, there was no
longer doubt in anybody’s mind but that Rough was fully
enlisted on the * strength.'

He already had a tunic with little brass buttons, a minia-
ture DBrodrick cap, 8 row of modals made out of card
counters, & gun, and a canteen clay pipe embossed with
the crest of the regiment.

Arraved in these, he would turn out with the guard when
the battalion marched out or in, and, squatting up on his
kind legs, ™ present arms ' as steadily as any colonel could

esire.

That, of coursze, was in the days before Sergeant DBagrot's
hoot had mnade such a hash of lis poor liltle anatomy. Still,
he was progressing {avuuruhli;, thanks to the caro of the
poultice-wallahs, 23 the ambulance-men are dubbed.

How near he was to completo recovery Rough himself
did not realise il that afterncon.

He was cmu::hl:!fi lazily outside the guard-room door,
enjoying a watery blink of winter sunshine, yet thinlking
that he was all the better for the little red tunic he was
wesering, when the wheels of 2 carriage ocheed morc and
more distinetly, as it rattled up the street leading past the
barrack mate.

As a soldier-dog, Rough paid no attention. Tt waz a
civilian turn-out, as he could fell at the hirst cock of his car.
If it had been & military waggon, or astillory, or anvthing
like that, it would have come under hiz department, of
COnrse.

8o he loft it to the butcher's mongrel, who happened to
be on the other side of the road at the time, lo inguire into
matters.

The butcher’s mongrel’s father, Hnu.c_rﬁ'l alwavs anid, was
& half-bred Newfoundland, and his mother & cross betweon
a dachshund and a retriever; but this, of course, was only
to make the butcher’s mongrel
wild. As a matter of fact,
the mongrel had only ashout
five different kinds of breed
mixed up in him, and it irri-
tated him to have Rough pull-
ing his leg in this [azhion.

Some day, he alwueys pro-
mised] himself, he would po
for the cocky little heast in
i:te red coat, and teach him a
leszon, It was because he had
heard of Rough's illness that
he had taken to haunting the
barrack gate of late.

He had it in his ugly head
that if he was ever to take
the job of trouncing his im-
pudence in hand, he ought to
do it now, for he would never
have such a golden opportu-
nity again.

3o he had been sitting on
the opposite pavement for the
best part of that afternoon,
trying to make up his mind to
start a hght, nndu;ﬁuirming

Library,

under Rough's isgpuised
sneers,

That was just it. If only
he could have got at Rough

before the latter was ready
for him, it would have been
essy cnough. But Rough was
ready—very much so.

{Aoorther Iostalment of ithig
fipe serlal next Tuesday,
Please order your copy of the
“MAGNET" Library io advance,
Price One Halfpenny.)
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