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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Eight-and-Fourpence.
# ' VE got an idea !
[ " Rats!” ;
Four voices made thut reply to Billy Bunler’s state-
ment, with singuler unanimity., And Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, the Nabob of Bhanipur, added, in his peculiar
but emphatic Freglish, that the rotfulness was terrilie.
Bitlv Buntor blinked at the Famous Four through his hlg
spectactes. Ilarey Wharton., Dob Cheorry, Nugent, an
Hurree Simgh ware sunning themselves an the steps, taling
o well carned rest after spme arduons foothall practice. The
afterncon sun fell warmly into the Close, where the old clms
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were growing greenor every day, under the genial influence
of ﬁprm% .

Billy DBunter had just como oub of the house, blinking
round in search of Harry Wharton & Co., and ho had nearly
vun into them on the steps. Bob Cherry's powerful grasp
stopped him, and shoved him back breathlesas against the
balustrade, and there Billy Dunter gasped out the piece of
information that the juniors received so dismapﬂ:t[uhy,

“1 say, you fellows"” went on Bunter, unheeding, “'it's &
really ripping idea

“ Rats ! i

“It's no good telling us you've got an idea, Bunty,” said
Harry Wharton, with a shole of the head, ** we're willing to
belicve anything in rsason, buf——""
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“ Dut that's foo thick,"” said Bob Cherry.

" Exactly " said Nugent, " Having un ic{ea implies having
brains of some sort, which 12 as much 33 asking us to believe
that vou have brains, which—""

‘* Which iz absurd,”’ zaid Harry.

“Thae absurdiulness ia terrifie.’

“Dh, really, you know i

“Tell us something a Jittle less steep,” urged Nugent.
“We'll believe anything in reason. Peil us your postal
order’s come, for instance. But don't pile it on too thick.”

“* Look herg=—=.-"

“ Rats '

Billy Bunter blinked indignantly. It was hard that the
cnly really clever fellow at Greyiriavs should have his ideas
received in this ruede way; and Bunter falt that it was so.

“1 say, vou fellows, P've really got an idea,” he said
pathetically. "I wish you'd ston roiting, and listen for a
minute, You've heard aboub that circus chap in Friardale
who i3 ma.I-:iug balloon ascentg——""*

“ We're geing down to see him this evening,” said IMarry
Wharton.

“Good ! I'Nl come !

“Ahem! Will you £

“ Certainly,” said Bunter, “ I'll come with vou chans with
plensure. I shall have to ask you to pay for myv admission
to the ground, because I've been disapnointed about & prostal
order, and I'm rather short of money just at present. DBut
my ides was really sugeested to me by hearing aboubt the
o know what & dab I am at any-

balloon in Friarvdale.
thing acientific——"

My hat!™

“I'm accustomed to petfy jealousy here,” sgaid Buntor
warmly, ** but 1 really think, Wharton, that you oughtn't to
try to belittie a fellow just hecause he’s cleverer than you
are. It's mean.'

Harry Wharton laughed.

“ M;r idea is, why shouldn't we male balleon ascents our-
selves,” said Bonter. ** With my turn for moechanics and—
and tf‘lil'l.gﬁ., vee ought fo be able to make 2 ballocn., 1 would

ive the directions, and you chaps could perform the manual

abour part of the business, you know—and I think I should
have to ask you to provide the capital, too, as I'm rather
short of morney.”

“* Ha, ha, ha !

“ Blessed if T can see anything fo cackle at. You needn’t
po’afratd of lesing your monew, as we could charge the
fellows a bob a time for making ascents in the balloon, aml
get it hack that way. In fact, we could make o handsome
profit, and coin money.”

“ Ha, ha, ba M ]

*“{Oh, do stop caclding! T could make a splendid balloon
for aboub a hundred pounds——"

A hundred which?”

“Pounds! If Wharton were to write to his uncle, and ask
him to find the money——"

“Yes, I think T can see myzelf doing it," asuid Wharton,
tanghing. 1 zhould like to sce Colonel Wharton's face
when he received the letter, too! It would he worth some-
thing. Can't you make a hundred pence deo, Bunter 1"

Billy Bunter wrinkled his forehead thoughtfully.

“ Leemme see—a hitadred pence i3 four-and-cightpence——"

“ Eight-and-fourpence, you ass ™

“H'm—so it i5! I'm not very clever at arithmetie, von
know, Great braina can't bring themselves down fo these
petty details of everyday life ¥ genigs—0>7"-

“Your what "

“ My genius is too soaring for that sort of thing, ITow-
ever, perhaps I could make the eight-and.fourpencs do.™
_ And Billy Bunter held out his fat hand. Harry Whazton
inspected it, as if it were some eurious zeological specimon
that was held oul for his examination,

“AWell 17 zaid Bunter,

“Well ¥ sa1d Wharton,

“L'mr warting.”

Whartan scanned the extended hand again, Bob Cherry
screwed o shilling into his eye, in imilation of an eyeglass,
and examined it, too., &

*Dirty ' said Harey.

* Nails neglected,” zaid Boh.

“*Naothing to brag of, or show about,” went on Wharton.
“ Detter wear a glove, and the thicker the bhetfer—oer elsze
wash if. Wa..*shing: 15 & good thing.”

“Oh, really A

“* Berubbing i3 good,” said Bob Cherry.
better, in this case. That's my opinion.”

** Oh, don't be funny !

*1'va delivered my opition, and you can take it away,”™
said Harry. )

Bunter blinked at him.

£ Lcr::rT-: here, Wharton, I'm waiting for the eicht-and-four-
pence.’
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“ For the what "

“A hundred pence iz eight-and-fourpence.
make 1t do.
word 7

“Brealk my word!” said Harry storning,

“Yes. You promized me——"

“Why, you young =weep, I did nothing of the sort. I was
joliing, and )

*That's all very well,” said Bunler. *“ You distinctly
asked me if 1 could maeke cight-and-fourpence do. I'll
maks it do. I'd do more than that to oblizge a fellow I
know. 1 hope you're not going back on your word,
Wharton. I know xou had a good tip to.day from your
aunt, and I don't think sou cught te be mean”™

* But—-~"

“If you'rs 5{}1'!‘:5' to break your word, I think it's dis-
honourable——""

*My only hat "'

“But I think you're too honourakle a chap for that,”?
gaid Banfer. 1 rhink vou'll pay wme what vou owe me”?

“Owe you !"” gasped Harry.

" %es: eight-and-fourpence.”

Nugent and Bob Cherry grinned. Harry's face was o
study. Whether Bunter was as stupid as he pretended to
be was a guestion. but he certainly appecred 1o be very
much in earnest. Wharton [elt in his poclets.

“YWell" he said at last, “ yvou descrve it for your nerve.”

“IE you hike to maks 1t an even ten shillings, T'H let you
have the balance baeck out of my postel order to-night——"

Y Oh, cheese it !”

“ L' waiting, Wharton.”

Harry drew out 2 handful aof silver. ITe had had a bip
of a couplo of sovereigns that day, from Mizss Wharton, his
affectionate aunt, and Bunler koow . Billy Bunter always
secemed to know when e fellow had money. He had what
lob Cherry described as a nose for cashy and it was really
mystérious how Bunter always found out when thera was a
chanee, however shin, of getfing money out of anybody.

“ Bight-and-fourpence,” said Harry. ' Here, you can
have it.  I'me blessed if I know what I waste money on you
for, tog."

“{h, really, Wharton——"

“8till, if ever a chap deserved anything for his cheel,
you're timt chap,” said Harry., * Here you are !

Bunter's fat fingers closed on the silver.

* You wouldn't like to make it the even ten shillings—"

“0Oh, rats!”

“0Of course, this 15 only a loan, Will you have 1t back
ot of my postul order to-morrow, or shall 1 put it down to
the old account?”

* Buzz off, you aszsi™

“40h, really e )

Horry Wharton lifted his foot wrathfully, and Billy
Bunter beat a hurried retreat down the School House atepa.
Micky Desmond was just coming up the steps, and the short-
sighted Owl of the Bemove ran right into him. There was
2 bump as Bunter sat down on the steps, and a general
clinking as th2 shillings secattered on all sidea

“Ohw " gasped Bunter, )

“ Faith, and whom have you been robbing intirely 7' ex-
claimed Micky, in astonishment
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Biilly Bunier scrambled afier the scaftered cotns. Snoop
rushed up to help hiw, and prompily pleced his feob npen
three of the shillings, which had fallen together. Micky
Desmorid grinned and passed on.

“Ow ! gasped DBunter. ** T've dropped my money, Des-
mond, you besst, wvou might belp n chap pick up lus
nwoney

But Desmond was gone.

“T'1l healp you, Bunter,” sand Snoop.
vou drop?"

 8ix shillings and four pennics.™

I help vou™

“Thanks, you're awfully decent. Snnop !
short-sighted, yes know," said Billy Bunter.

Snoop  grinved. Billy Bunter  was  extramely  short-
sighted, and his enormous glasses did not scem to help hix
vision mmch. The silver was glimmering almost under his
noze, but he did net see it. Snaop, the cad of the Remove
was ““on the make" as be gencecally was. He pointed out
eoin after coin 1o Bunter, who picked ihem up, till he had
threa shillings and four pence in hus fat hand again,

He hlinked round for the others, which were szafe under
Bnoop's beot. -

“*There ought to be three more bobs,” he zaid anxiously,
o an't you see them, Snoopey?™

“We said Saoop; which was irve enough, for {hey
were invisible under his foot. ;

YO, ¥ say, look for them, you know! I'm a trifle short-
sighted.™

. Ull try and
I suppose you're not going to breal; your

“ How much did

I'm o little Lit

How on Hale.
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“['m walting!” repeated Billy Bunter, holding eut his hand.
imitation of an eyegiass, and examined it carefully.

Bob Cherry screwed a shifling Ento his eye, in
 Nalls neglected! ™ he said critically.

* Cortainly. I suppose I can have one of them if I find
tho lot."

“0h, really, Snoop—""

“TFind them yourself, then."

“ You might help a chap. I'll stand you a couple of tarts
Bt the tuckshop, Bocop”

Ei R-ﬂiﬂ {I!

* Look here——" .

“ Look for them vourself, you mean porpoise [ .

“You can have one of them if you find them,” said
Bunter.

“Right you prel” :

Snoop removed hiz foof, and uttered an exclamation.

“Here they ore!"

“Good I eaid Bunter, holding out his hand. “ Lemmo
gno. I said von oould have sixpence, didn’t I, Snoop 7"

“You said T could have a boh."”

“0Oh, roalle, I don't think you ought to be mean,
Snoopey.”’ .

¢ |ilea that, you mean worm ! Why——-" ‘

% Woll. vou can have one, I suppose,” said Bunter. with a
gigh. *I'm protty meanly treated by overybody, T——

noop pocketed one of the shillings, and handed over the

othor two. wn be hurried away, but o strong grip on his
collar svwune him back., He gaﬁ{‘:ml,

¥ Bunter, yor ass, why ¥ .

The cad of the Lower Fourth broke off. It was not Billy
Twnter who had grasped him, but Harry Wharton, the
eaptrin of the Remove.

HE MaGwET LiBRary.—No. 111,
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THE SECOND CHAPTER,
No Credlit for Bunter.

ARRY WHARTON tightened his grnsp upon the collar
of the cad of the Remove. His brow was dark as he
looked ot Snoop, and Snoop instinctively shrank {rom
him.

“Temme go!™ he multered.

“ Give Bunter his shilling !

“ But—but—"" .

“Jt's all right, Wharton,” said Billy Bunter. “He's a
moan benst, but I gaid he could have the shilling.”

“ 7T found them for Bunter,”' exid Snoop.

“¥ou didn't find them,” said Herry; ‘' you had your
foot on them oll the time! We all saw you!”'

** Ves, rather I” said Nugent.

“The ratherfulness is terrific ™

“ Dut—but——""

“Weall, of all the mean beasts!” said Bunter indignantly.
* Faney a chap playing o mean trick like that. Really, you
ffllows—" . _ )

“ You will not keep the shilling,” said Harry. ™ You
were geliberately hiding it from Bunter, and then you pre-
tended to find it for him. It woas no better than stealing.

“ Look here-—"" bepan Snoop savagely.

“Give it back fo DBunter.” .

“Yes, rather !" chimed in Bupter. “ You're not enllﬂﬂll'i
to it, Snoop; vou're a swindler! If there's anything I can't

A Double-Length Tale of Harry Whartion
& Co. 35 FRANK HIGHPIHBE‘
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possibly stand in 2 fellow it's meanness!
shilling, you rotter I"'

1 won't 1" anarled Snoop.

“ You'd batter {" said Harry.

“1 won't !

“Take his ankles, Bob 1" eaid Wharton, shifting his grasp

to Snoop's shoulders. ’ 5 &
» The eneak of the Bemove wriggled, but he was as an
nfant in the grasp of the champion athlete of the Lower
School. He was swong off the ground, with Harry grasping
hig shoulders and Bob Cherry his legs.

* Wh-wh-what are you going to do?™” he gasped.

::{E;llt?l: ou in t‘l’.'-e fountoin I"' said Harry sternly.

“ Bring him elong 1™

“ What-ho I

“Lemme go!” velled Snoop.. *I--1 won't.bo ducked! ¥
-I'll !gi're Bunter hie shilling! Ow! I—I'll hand it over at
onee !

“Then do eo—sharp !

Bnoop was set down, and he extracted the shilling from
his pocket, and sullenly handed it to Billy Bunter. The fat
Junior seized it at once.

“That's all right!" he said. *You're & mean beasl,

Bm%? !
“You can go!"” eaid Wharton scornfully.

Bnoop gnve him o glance of bitter hatred.

“You—you bully I"* he muttered. " ¥ou'H go too far one
of these days; my turn will come! And—and if it does, I'll
meke you sguirnz !" .

Wharton laughed contemptuously, The cad of the Remove
slunk away, his face still dark with rage. Buoter ratiled
the silver in his pocket, sad started oftf through the clms
towards the m]m-nFahn ]

Bob Checry clapped him on the shoulder.

“Hallo, halle, halle! vou goimg %0 make the
balloon ;

" The—the what "’ stammered Bunter. .

“The balloon!" grinned Eeb, ' Are you poing te buy
the materiale in the tuckshop i

Bunter coloured.

“Well, sou—you ece,"” he sadd hesitatingly, *I—T1 shall
have ta f'ta,va a snack fArst, to keep up my strength, I've got
a delicate constitution, you know, and I have to keep it up
by constant nourishment, or I should have a breakdown.”

“ Well, a breakdown would do you good; any cxercise in
the form of dancing is good for fak people ! said Bob Cherry
innogently, .

“Oh, really, Ehﬂr:yhyﬂu lrnow I dide’t mean that!" ssid

Give me back my

Bunter. I mean a physical breakdewn, Eoow,"

“0Oh1 Not a sort of cellar-flap 1™ it

* Certginly not 1" i .

And Billy Bunter hurried off, leaving Bob Cherry
chuckling. The fat junior lost no timé in getting to the
tuckshop. Mrs. Mimble, the good damec who kept that
establi t, frowned darkly as he came 1n. Bunter was

pot 2 welcome customer.

But as the fat junior slammed eight shillings and four-
r.-en&-u down on the little counter, Mrs. Mimble's face bright-
ened up.

“ Good-afterncon, Master Bunter ! she said, quite affably,

“ Good-afternoon, Mrs. Mimble! ¥You refused me. crodit
this morning for a couple of twopenny tarts!” said Billy
Bunter saverely.

“* Well, you see, Master Bunter—""

“I don't mind not having the tarts," =nid Bunter, not very
truthfully ; * but what I dislike is the slur on my honour !”

i Yﬂ“ Hﬂﬂ—'—'—"

“] had s great mind fo take my money down to Uncle
Clegg's in the village, now that I'm in funds, Mrs. Mimble I"*

‘.‘gh, you wouldn't do that, Master Bunier!” said Mrs.
Mimble, eyeing the . eight shﬂlin?s. “I have some njeo
fresh jam tarts, and 1 know how fond you are of them. I
am gorry now that I didn't let you have the tarts this

maorning."

“Well, if yvou're sorry. that's all right!” said Bunier
magnanimously. * What I didn’t lilke was the implied doubt
of my honour.” -

“0f coursc, I wouldn't doubt yvou for & moment, Master
Bunter 1" .

“You'd let me have tick this afternoon if I necded it ?"

“ Oh, certainly 1" said Mrs. Mimble, fceling that she was
safe in saying tg':r.t, with the heap of silver under her eves.

Bunter swept the money back into his pocket.

“QOh, all right, then, Mrs. Mimble! Wharton really lont
me thiz money to get some materials for a scientific exper-
ment, but I felt I must have a snack. If you like to let me
runt up, sav, fivo shillings, I'll scttle out of my postal-order
to-morrow

Mrs. Mimble's face scemed to freeze suddenly. ]

“ Monscnse, Master Bunter!” she said, with aspenity,

' Oh, really—"

Tug Magrer LipRary.—No, 111,
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“You can pay, and you must pey, or you will have nothing
bore I™

“ But you said—"

“Never mind! I have no time to talk nonsenso!" spid
Mrs, Mimble. * Do you want anything here, Mastor Bunter,
or do vou net? You are wasting my time !

Bunter blinked at ber with great indignation.

“I think you're a most unbusinewslike woman, Mrs
Mimble I he exclaimed. “ However, it's too great a fag
to go down to the villuge. I'll have some tarts. 1 suppose
I 51;:31‘:[’1{1 be justified in spending half this mousy on a
snack.” -

And Bunter started.

Whea Bunter began to eaf, his appetite was regulated by
the amount of money he' in his pockets at the time, and
hy no other consideration,

He kept o without a pause, and pork ples and apple
turnovers and jelliss and cream puffs and jam tarts all went
down with great rapidity.

Mrs. Mimble stopped him when the bill reached exactly
the sum of eight EhllTil‘.l.gﬂ and fourpenoce.

** Now, Master Bunder——" .

. ﬁﬂthmn? eome more jam tarts, Mrs. Mimble—"

u »

““ And pome cream puffs—"!

& Pyt

“ And some dough nuts—"

:.E;;?t-md-inurmm&, please, Master Bunter '

17 FE

“ Eight-and-fourpence 1"

“¥You don't mean to sayp—""

“"¥as, T do, Masier Bunter !

“ Botter let it Tun up bo ten bob," said Bunter reflectively.

I'l] settle the balance sat of my postal-order to-morrow 1"

“ Monsense, Master Bunter!™

: {%1;, h{:ﬁﬂ.allﬁr,ers. ialin:lblua—---—m1|ara "t

ght-and-fourpénee. an [’

And Billy Bunter, whe knew of old how useless it was
to argue with- Mrs. Mimble, or to get her to take his busi-
nesslika view of matters, peid up, and left the tucksho
rathor disconsalately. He waa fpeling very well fed, but his
funds were as low as ever now. and the seientific experiment
in hallooning was evidently “‘off,”

-y ——

THE THIRD CHAPTELR,
The Fun of the Fair.

i IME to ba off, kidg!™
T Six :o'clock was striking from the clock-tower of
Greyfriars. Harry Wharion & Co, roze from the
tea-table in No. 1 Etudi.'.

The bailoon aseents in the village wern to bagin at hatl-past
gix, There was casy time for the walkk down to Friardale,
During the visit of the travelling cireus to the villave mauny
of the juniors had obtained leave to go down to Frinrdale,
and among them were Harry Wharton & Co., who wero
roing down together on this parficular ecvening. A crowd
of othar fellows of various Forms were g:ﬂ-mi, too.

The balloon assentz were made by torchlight—at all events,
that was what the advertisemenls stated. As o matter of
fact, the torchlight was provided by naphtha lamps,

It was very exciting to the villuge lands, and te the bovs
from Greyfriars, to see the balloon go up. and some extremely
adventurous spirits had aseendwd in 1the ear. Aa the chorpe
for doing =0 was five shillings a head, however, the number
of those who could afford to make the venture was necessarily
small. '

Harry Wharton & C'o. had diseussed the idea of geing up
in the balloon. and as arry was in unusual funds just then,
thev had deeided to do s0.  As the chams quitted the study
Bi.f?".-’ Bunter came along the passagze.

“71 sav, you fellowsg——-"

“Tata for tea!” 2aid Beb Cherry, who had been a gucst
in No. 1 Study for tea. * What's the matter-—ill 1™

“0Oh, really, Chorry—-"

“Or have you been making that balloon ¥

Yo see, § wasn't able to do that,” said Dunter. “I
had to have a soack, and the woney went, somechowl
Besides, eight-and-fourpenee’ wouldn't have gone very far,
vou laow, in getting cxpensive matecials. Upou the whoele,

folt justified in :apemiiusr it i heoping up my strength,
After all, it’s a chap’s first duty to keep humself fit!”

“Ha, ha, ha!" .

“ Blessed il I eec anythun

“You won't keep yourse
all ! ]

¥ suppose a chap ought to know best what's good for him,
That's really why T'm late for tea; but I'm ready for tea, if
you chaps like to wait "

“ Rata!”’

“ Well, if vou're starting now, I'll come.”

to cackle at 1"
fit by gorging jam tarts, that's
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“Don't pother to eome ! said Bob Cherry kindly. “Go
in and have your tea I
* (Oh, really, Cherry

“Come on!” said Harry. _

Tho chums of the Remove went downstairs, and Dunter
went with thom. The fat junior evidently did not intend fo
be laft out of the expedition. )

“Fm awfully. interested in aeronmanfics,” Billy Buntaﬂrs ex-
plained, as they crossed the Close towards the gates, “T'm
rather o dab at that sort of thing myself, yon know, and T
feel sure that if X had a chance I could eastly beat Zeppelin
and Bleriot and the Wright chaps. With a brain like
ming——"" : _ ]

“There isn't another like yours in the wide world,” said
Bob Clerry, “If you want to find anything like your bramn
vou'll have to go to & turnip-field for it."”

“Oh, really, Cherry 3 .

A crowd of Removites wera turm out at the gafes.
Snoop was thers, with Bulstrode and Skinner, and he gave
Herry Wharton s dark look. He had not forgotten the inci-
dent of the lost shilling. Harry did not even glance at him.

A fare of wavering light in a field outside the village
Eﬂ?ght the eyes of the juniors as they came nearer fo Frinr-

ale. ‘

It showed where the fair was: The * fun of the fair™ was
in full blast. In a big margueo s circus performance was

oing on, and the strains of a wheezy band proceeded from
the tent. They mingled with the music ground ocut of a
merry-go-round, There were cocoanut shies and swing-boants,
E::ﬁ innumerable other attractions, but the great one was the

00T,

Tl juniors saw it at once as they entered the field.

It was returning from an ascent. An ascent only meant
going up about & hundred yards, the length of the thick rope
that was attached to the car, and the other end of which was
fastened to & feoce rail. .

The balloon was captive all the time, and it was drawn fo
the earth again by the simple expediont of & hali-dezen men
hanging wpon the rope and dragging it down.

The juniors stepped end locked on as the balloon was
hauled in, The great gas-envelopa was struggling and sway-
ing, for there was & keen wind b}lawmg‘ towards the sea.

ere were five or six persons in the car, and some of them
were looking & little green and sea-sick as they stepped out
vhon the balloon was mode fast again.

“ Now, gents " sang out a hoarse voico.
to ascend! Take your seats, ladies and gentlemen

“ Are wo going, kids?"

* Oh, rather!” said Harry Wharton.
a pound—""
“ Oh, really, Wharton—"

“¥You don't want to come, Billy. ;
you know, after the way you've been gorging.

Y Look here—-=" .

““ Besides, youw've got no nerve—you'll be scared.” said
Harry, taking out a sovereign. “ Four of uz nre going
pleass.”

“Yery good, sir! Btep in, sir!"”

Tho famous four stepped in, ) ]

Billy Bunter caught hold of the run of the ear and blinked
indignantly at the chums of the Remaove,

“? say, you fellows—"" L

“Oh, bosh! You'd better not come, Billy,"

" Look here—-"

HSheer off ™

“1 sav B

“ Buzz off 1V _ ! :

“ Herp, I'm going up in this blessed balloon!™ exclaimed
Bulstrode of the Remove, striding up with Sncop and Skinner.
“You chaps coming?"' _

“Too jolly dear,' said Skinner, _ ‘

“Oh, I'll stand treat,” said Bulstrode, with his most
princely air.

“ Gond 1"

“I—T7 don’t think I'll come, thanks!"” said Snoop nervonsly.
“T—I think I'd rather watch."

““Ha, lta, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
fall out.”

Anoop rave him s bitter look.

“ 't not afratd,” Lo zaid; *° but—but—"'

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"'

“I say, yom fellows, don’t be awfully mean!” urged Billy
Bunter. “As I am studying aeronautics now, this is really
the chance of o lifetime. I'Il let voit have the five bob back
out of my postal-order to-iworrow, Wharton."

“Lf you want to come you coan,” said Harry; *“but I warn
you that you won't like it. You have no nerve,”

O, really—"

“ Well, shut up, and jump in?’

Billy Bunter clambered over the wicker rim. The wind
caugltt the balloon and it swaved, and the car jerked
viclently, and Billy Bunter entered it head first. He rolled
amone the feet of the juniors,

“OL 1 he roared.

" Ha. ha, ha!"
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iy }Balln?n ready
r'l'

“Four of us—that'a

It will make you sick,

*

“ Ha's afraid Lie would

v, Cbe “Magnet” ov, |
“Ow! I'm hurt!”

“ Well, that's not the way to enter a balloon,” said Nugent.
Vou ought to put the other end in first.

I3 Hﬂq. h:E... ]'IH. !n

“Ow! Oh!” .

“ Herd, lot’s get in!"” said Bulstrode. * Come on, Skinner !

“ Excuse me, gentlemen, only six can go up at a time,” said
the showman. :

“(Oh, rats! One of you cths g?ctumlt, then,"

“Rats!" sazid Bob rry chesrfully.

: L You don't want te

“ Wait till next time," said Snoop.
go up with that ecrew, do you®"

“Kh? What's that?” said Bob Cherry, and he reached out
and took hold of Snoop's enr. The sneak of the Remove
dodged back quickly, but not quite quickly enough.

He gave s wail of anguish as Bob's sinewy finger and thumb
closed upon his ear.

“ MNow, then,'' said Bob Cherrr,
mea '

(1] .['}w !”‘

“ What did you call us?”

id w !JJ

“ Taks it back, my son, or vou'll come up with us—Dby the
aar '’ said Bob. )

“Yow! I—I wos only joking!"” wailed Snoop. ,

““ Then the soconer you drop the humorous line of business
the better for you,” said Bob Cherry. : : :

Snoop stepped back out of reach, rqhhtaa; liis ear, which
was crimson. Bulstrode and Skinner grinned, and Snoop had
no sympathy. Bob Cherry shook his finger at him.,

“Don't ba funny any more,” he advised. * Your I-Emd of
humour isn’t likely to be fully appreciated, you know.'

:‘ ]E-. I:n}', :..'l'.:lnl.i3 f&lém'-rls *

‘ Bhut vp, Bunter!”

“But 1 spa,}r. wouldn't it be a good idea to take some grub
up with us, and have a feed up there? said Bunter. It
wauld ba a novel experience.”

:: Eﬁﬁ 1 lly, Whart "

, really, arton )

“ ' Nother genﬂe-ma.n wanted,” said the showman. * *Nother

gentleman—only five bob, Now, then, sirl”

!H

“sing it over again to

He addy Bulstrode. The burly Remocvite shook his
head.

“I'm waiting for noxt fime."

“ Yon, st

“I'm not going,"” said Snoop.

“"Let go!" satd the showman,
“ Right you are ! . 5
The rope was released, and the balloon rose into the aie.

“ Hold fast, gentlemnen "

il iy

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Adrlfg,

ILLY BUNTER gave a convulsive gasp, and clutched
the wicker rim of the car, as the balloon rose. The
other juniors held on without alarm as the car swayed
and swung, but Billy Bunter was terribly scared. He

elung to the rim of tha car with one hand and to a rope with
the other, his spectacles sliding down his nose and his ayes
blinking wido dpen over them. G _ ”

“Oh!'' he gosped. ' The—the thing's going over!

“T1t's all vight, Billy "

“{—1 think I'm falling out!"”

““ Bosh I . _ ,

“ Pop-put my plasses straight, will you?" mumbled BIIE{
Bunter. “1 shall fall out and get killed if I let go!
suppose you don't went to seo me killed? .

“Certainly not!” said Bob Cherry. **I've no objectionm,
of course, to its being done, but I don’t want to see it par-
ticularly. 1 nevor eould stand the sight of a pig being Lilled,™

¥ 0Oh, really, Cherry—""

" There you are ! o :

Bob Cherry put the spectacles straight on the junior's hittls
fat nose. Hilly Bunter blinked round him. and made the
discovery that the car was not veally half-over, ss he had
imagined it to be. . .

e let go with one hand and sat down, still holding to the

rape.

‘fl‘ha balloon was rocking in tho wind, The wind was rising,
and blowing hord away towards the North Sea. Beyond tho
cliffs of the great Shoulder the juniors could hear the wash
of an angry sea. N

The car swung almost level, and thers was no danger of
anvone falling out. Even Billy Bunter woa reassured,

“* This is all right!"" he remarked.

“*Go hon!”

“ Oh, really, yvou know: : ;

“The fair ground looks ripping from here," said Harry
Wharton, glancing over the side of the car towards the

ground.
5

L
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The juniors looked down, The fair ground was lighted up
on all sides, and they could see everything—the swing-boats in
motion, the merry-go-round ratthng sway, the booths where
articles ware exposed for sale—the whols scene lighted up by
the flave of immurnerablo naphiha lamps,

Below, the ropo that heh‘? the balloon captive was sagging
and swaying as the cor swunz, The end of it was tied to a
strong fence vail, somewhat out of the circle of the flare of
naphthm lights,

Wharton 1weds ont the form of SBnoop leaning against the
rail az he glanced down. Snoop was chatting with Bulstrode.
The Remove bully strolled away, leaving Snoop alone;, and
Ehen the cad of the Hemove gave a guick glance round

1tn.

A momenizary glimmer of light fell upon his face, and
Harry saw that it was deadly pale, the eyes bwrning from a
face like chalk, and that the lips were set in a spiteful,
pneering grin.

There was a shout from another part of the field as n swing-
boat was worked up to its fullest extent, and Harry recognised
Ogilvy and Mark Linley and Tom Brown in the boat.

They were pulling against the next boat, which was full
of Upper Fourth fellows, 2nd beating them.

“ Bravo, Remove !” shouted Bob Eﬂ?mrr;!;.

Yoo, Linley 1™

“ Buck up, Remove

The balloon gave o sudden powerful wrench as the wind
caught it.

“ Hoid on!"” gazped Nugent.

The juniors elung to the ropes. Tho balloon was swaying—
sagping—there was o wild shout from below,

" Tho rvopa!"

“ Catch the rope!”

“ My hat ! qaﬁped Harry Wharton. * We're rising 1"

* Tmpassible 1

“ But wo ars’

Diismay fell upon tha juniors,

Thera was no doubt about it.

‘The balloon was rising—rising on the wind. Harrvy looked
over the vim of the car. The lights of the fair ground danced
below his eyes, fading rapidly into distance,

He caught a glimpee of the showman wildly waving his
hands—of dismayed faces—of the trailing rope with the loose
end a score of yards above the reach of any hand.

The ballcon was loose !

Then the fair ground, with its blaze of light, faded awoey
into a blur, and the shouts died into silence.

“'We're adrift!”

"My only hat!” muttered Bob Cherry.

" Good heavens !

The rope swayed under the balloon, and the juniors heard
it crackling through the foliage of trees below. Tor a
moment or two they hoped that it might ¢ateh. Bat it did
not. dThﬂ rope trailed on, as the wind drove them
onwards.

Billy Bunter sat for some moements petrified. The chums
of the Remove were silent in grim dismay—but cool. They
were not likely to lose their heads, though they slrendy
realised their danger.

There wae & sudden howl from Billy Bunter,

" Ihd—did you say—eey adrift !'* he gaaped.

“ Yes," ﬂﬂ-itf Harry quictly.

13 ':'h !H

' Keep cool—"'

M I—=E—T'm gﬂing to jump out
ling to hia'feat, *I—

_ Harry grasped him with a grip of iron, and thrust him
wito his seat again.

“ Keepy where you are."

HI—I zay—""

“Are you mad, Bally? You can’t jump ocut! We're a
bundred—two hundred yurds from the ground. You would
be killed ™

if Dw 1!!‘

Bunter sat trembling in every limb. The fat junior was
not brave. The first alarm of danger was encugh to throw
bim into the extremo of terror.

“Heold on!" mutrered Daob.

The car waa rocking roughly now. The wind was strong,

and the great gas-envelope reeled and swayced as it was
buffeted.

Billy Bunter held on with both hands, and sat palpitating.
The others hold on with set, pale facos,

There was no way of stopping the balloon.
to happen? What was to become of them!?
dared think.

For now, sounding clearer and claarer as they were horled
nearer the shore, came thoe deen muormur of the seag, The
ballogn was being deiven direetly over the cliffs, and cre
long the wild waves would be rolling under them.

1%1?: MAGRET LIBRARY —Na. 111,
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Above the Sen,

ARRY WHARTON looked down from the car. Black-
H ness lay below. The lighis of the fair had vanished
in the distance,
Black night met his gaze,

Faintly in the darkness hoe made out the dim forms of
trees, of a church tower. The balloon was much higher
now, and it ¢leared the tower with twenty vards or more
tao spare.  Dim, {winkling lights appeared on the right, and
Harry knew that they were passing the village of Pegg,
the fishing hamlet on the shores of the bay. IHe glanced
below the car, aud caught a ghmpse of the highted windows
of Chffi House—the school where Marjorie and her friends
were, probably quietly having their tea, and little dreaming
of the peril of their boy chums.

Ahead there was & dim glimiger in the darkness, with &
huge black shadow on the left. The black shadow was the
great cliff called the Shoulder, and the glimmer ceame from
the waves of the Norih Seca.

The sea !

Fire long the balloon would be over the water; the wind
was driving it swiftly along, CHLff House disappeared in
the shadow of the Clilf. The juniors gazed back for a last
glimpse of the lighted windows. Was that to be the last
time they were to look upon the place ¥

It was only too likely.

“We must stop the 112

blessed thing somehow ! exclaimed
Nugenat dcsg-eratel r. “Hang it all! What's to be done "

“Ow! We :-.-hn.ﬁ bo l{f[l{rE!”

Y 0Oh, dry up, Buater !

“Ow! We shall be drowned !

“Dry up, you young ass.”

S0w! Owl!™

It is proboble that the cowardice of Bunter had the effect
of bracing the courage of the others. They Jooked at the
shivering Owl of the Remove, and pity and contemipt were
mingled in their looks.

“Don’t be seared, Buntée " sad Harry, “"Wea may get
out of this all right yet. No peed to cry before you're hurt,
you know

“Ohl Ow! Why don't you ztop the balloon?”

“We can't ™

“You ought to, somehow " howled Billy.
stop it !
out "

“"Well, T like that!” said Bob Cherry.
young ass—""

“Ow! Qhl™

“It's no good talking to him, Bob," raid Ilarry guietly.
“ The question is, what's to be done? There's no way
stopping the blessed thing.”

*“There cught to be a valve or something to let the beastly
gas out,”” said Nugent, looking up at the black mass swelling
over their heads. ‘' Anybody know how to work these
thinga 1"

*“There's a cord here,” said Bob Cherry.

Ho grasped it, and looked doubtfully at his chums: It
was doublless the cord which contrelled the valve by which
the gas was allowed to escape. But it would be & dangerous
business manipulating it.

The balloon was reeling in the wind. To descend was
probably to be dashed viclently info the cliffs, or to bn
zmashed up among tho trees. And how much gas to allow
to escape the juniors did not know.

“Waell, what’s to be done?” zaid Nugent. ** We shall be
over tha sea soon, and then it will be too late.”

“Hold on !™

af E'l.lt— LR

Harry Wharton shook his head., Only a fow minutes hiad
clapsed since the balloon was set adrift, and already they
were cloze to the shoro. _

“We ghoauld be smzshed up ! he snid gquckly.  * Don’t
pull, Bob!”

“ Put to go out to sea—""

“MPhere's a chanee, but there's no chance if we descend.
Wao should be smashed.'”

Bob nodded quictly, He zaw that Harry wos right. The
descending balloon, m the wind and darkness, would crash
against the (irst obstacle, and the juniors would be hurled
to their death.

Billy Bunter half started un.

“Wharton! Let’s gpo down!”

“YTE's not safe, Billy 1!

“ Let's go down ! don't cara !

“ BHut—"

“Too late I said Bob Cherew,

He pointed below, o

A glimmer of stariight caine through o it o the Jdasle
clowds, amd it foll upon a turbid, rolling sea.

“You ought to
ou've got me into this, and you cughkt to get me

“"You cheeky

We ought to get down I

A Double-Length Tale of Harey Wharton
& Cn. By FRANK RICHARDS.



Tho balloon was past the cliffs now, and the strip of beach
had flashed away below, and now the juniors were over the
bay. The waves, angry in the lashing wind, were running
hlgh below.

‘The sea 1"

Billy Bunter gave a groan.

“It's your fault, Wharton!
all your fault !" ;

arry Wharton made no reply. There was nothing to be
said. Below sounded the roar of a heavy surf.

And still the wind drove the balloon onward.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

In Dires{ Perll,

HE wind was driving the clouds before it, and through
rifts in the dark masses overhcad the juniors t‘:nught
glimpsees of the starlight. It glimmered upon & turbid
sea, rolling with a sullen murmur upon the coast.

The lighta of the fishing village vanished as the juniors
swept seaward.

There was silence in the ecar, save for the whistle of the
wind in the cordage. The Greyiriars juniors were looking
pale enough now,

It waa too late now to take the chances of a descent.

Harry felt that he had been right.  But the prospect
befors them was terrible. Without foed or water in the
car, they were being swept ont over the open sca.

“The wind may chenge,” said Harry, after a long
gilence.

And the others nodded. -

That was their chief hope. The wind was very uncertain,
and several timas it had shown a tendency to voer to the
southward. If it changed, they might be blown back over
the land before morning, and descend safely in the daylight.

The thought of that cheered them a liftle.

Dut Bifly Bunter was past comfort.

The fat junior c¢rouched in the baskef, overcome with
terror, and there waos & look in his eyes that Harey did not
like whon he caught it. He wondered whether Billy Bunter
wos quite himself. . )

Rolling apd swaying, and with the car swinging wildly
fo and fro underncath, the balloon rolled seaward. )

Billy Bunter staggered to his feet, and clutching the rim
of the basket, looked over it, downwards.

He caught the glimmer of the sea in the starlight, and
shuddoeread.

““Is that the sea, Wharton "

Ed Y‘Hr.;

“We ahall be drowned.”

“*The balloon is not sinking,™

¥ Buppose the wind tears the gasbag?
 Buppose ——-"’

“What's the use of 5upp¢3in$‘ ' sald Nugent impatiently.
"!E‘Fu'm all right so far. You'd better e down and go to
sleep.”

“The betterfulness ia terrifie.”

“Yes, and fall out of the car,” said Bunter,
you'd like me to fall out and be drowned.”

“Don't be an ass!”

“T'm not going to sleep.”

‘' Btay awake, then."

* Look hore——"

“0Oh, shut ap 1"

Bunter sat down again. Harry Wharton drew nearer to
him. There was sommething in Bunter’s expression he did
not like. It occourrcd to him that terror might have un-
hinged the fat junior’s mind a litile. He tapped him on
tho shoulder.

“Buck up, Billy,” he said,
“We'ra not hort vet, you know.
right,”

unter made no reply.

The balloon swept onwards. The wind wns  indeed
changing, and chopny gusts came from the north that wmade
tha gas envelope reel drunbkenly, and set the car rocling
at dangerous angles.

“Hald on, Ei?l}' 1

Bunter staggered up.

L say, you fellows, I'm not going any further!™ he ex-
elaimed. * I've had enough of this! I'm going 10 get out.”

“ Keap where you are!"

“Bha'n't!™

HAre you dotty i
*Can't you sco wo're over the water !
with you, Bunrer?"

“ ' going to gpet out!™

“ Hold him !

Harry Wharton's grasp was aleeady upon the Owl of tha
Bemove, Billy Bunter was trying to climb over the wicker
rimn when Harrey's grip dragped him bacl.

The fat junior struggled.

“Let me ro! Let me go !

L EIlE:I.'_'_.II

“1et gol”
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The fat junior's eyes were glittering, and his faoe
strangely flushed. He struggled furiously in Wharton’s
grasp, and the captain of the Remove had some difficulty in
holding ham.,

“Lend a hand, you chaps.” ) ) )

“What on earth's the matter with him 7" exclaimed Pob
Cherry, in amazement, as he grazsped Billy Bunter. * Bunter,
don't be a fool "'

“ Tt me go!” panted Runter.,

* Keep still 1" : -

“1 won't stay here to be drowned!” cried Billy Bunter
shrilly, * You want to murder me! Let me go!™

“ Look out!” eried Nugent. )

A gust of wind caught the car, and it rolled and reeled.
The juniors went sprawling in a heap in the bottom of the
basket, with gasping exclamations. Bunter rolled over with
the rest, and rolled out of Harry's grasp, ]

In a moment the fat junior was on his feet again, and
springing for the zide of the car. In his delirium he fully
intended to spring out—to death in the sea below,

Wharton clutched after him in wild haste, and caught one
of his ankles, and held on to it. Dunter was pulled short m
his leap, znd rolled back again.

He struggled fercely to free himself.

“ Help I gasped Harry. ’ —

Nugent and Hurree Singh seized the fat junior. Bunier
was endowed with unusual strength at that moment. He
fought like a wild cat for his liberty. In the wildly-tossing
ear the struggle was fraught with terrible danger to all the
juniors, .

But they held him fast. -

He was pinned down in the hottom of the car, and Nugent
sprawled across him and kept him there by sheer weight,
while Wharton grasped his wrists.

“ Bunter, old man ! KE‘!’EE quiet "'

“" Lot me I'"* shrieked Bunter.

“ Ho's mad !"

“Mad as a hatter,”” g:aa%ed Bab Churﬁ. “ Keep hold of
him, for goodness’ sake. There's a rope here somewhere wo
can tig him with.”

“ Lot me go! Lot me go!”

“ Not much ! ]

Bob Cherry groped for the loose rope, and found it. Tha
others held %unmr while Bob Cherry tied his ankles to-
gether, and then his wrists, .

Buntar was struggling viclently all the time, and the task
waz not easy. But Bob accomplished it at last.

Then the end of the rope was secured to the car, for
Bunter, in his present helpless state, would otherwise have
Leen tossed out when it rolled. ,

Then the juniors rose, gasping, to their feet.

Bunter wriegled for some minutes, trying to get free, and
then seemed to collapse suddenly. He loy quite still, breath-
ing jerkily, his Aushed face growing white and {]'Eﬂ.f.fll:;".

“ Mv only hat!”" gasped Bob Cherry. .

“The anly hatfulness is terrific,”” murmured Hurree 3in h,

rubbing his nose, uilmn which Billy Bunter had planted his
fist with considerable foree. ;
“Lucky we saved him,” said Harry, breathing hard

“ But look, the wind has changed !

* Good luck ! . .

For lights were flashing through the windy darkness now,
and the juniors knew that they must ba the lighta of some
const town and village, The balloon was driving southward,
instead of castward, now, and if the wind changed a littla
further, they would be carried back over the land, though
at many miles from the spot where they had left it. Holding
on to the ropes, swept blindly through the darkness, the
juniors wailed and watched.

o o o L=

SANDOW'S BOOK
FREE!

Just published, a new book showing how Sandow wen
Health and Fame, beantifully illustrated, and explainin
how every man and woman can obtain robust health an
perfect development by exercise.

SPECIAL OFFER.

To every reader who writes at once a copy of this book
will be sent free.

Addresa: No. 18, SANDOW ITALL, BURY STREET,
LONDON, W.C. 7
Now on Eale.

Price Ona Halfpenny.




¢  THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY D&~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND" 3™ LIBRARY. “ju&*

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Blllg Bunter is not Happy.
g AYLIGHT !’
Harry Wharton uttered the word. .
junlors were sinking with weariness, It
seamed to them an age since they had gong adrift in
the balloon at Friardale Fair. The lang hours of the night
hed worn away with terrible slowness, while the wind
changed and changed, and the balloon was driven and tossed
to and fro, in what direction they hard!ﬁ knew, But some-
times lights gleaming in the darkness had told them they
wore not far from land, ;
Holding on mechanically, the juniors had sunk into an
uneasy sort of half slumber. On the floor of the tussing
basket Bunter was sleeping soundly. The others slept an
woke by starts.

But all were broad awake when Wharten called out the
welcome news of daylight.

Bob -Dherr;,r rubbed his eyes and blinked into the darkness.

* Where " he exclaimed.

There was certainly little of the day to be seen so far,
The darknese closed n the balloon like a black cloak.

Harry Wharton pointed to the east.

Faintly, in the blackness, a glimmer of grey was rising—
enough to indicote to anxious eyes that the day was return-
ing at inst,

‘Thera it i3, Bob.”

Bob Cherry grunted. )

“ Little enough of it,” . he said. “ But I supposa it will
s00on bo morning. I wonder where on earth we are?”

* Nowhere on earth,” said Nugent, wjth a faint grin,

"“(h, don't be funny now ! gsaid Bob Cherry pathetically.
“T1 say, ara you hungry 7"

“What-ho !

" Famished 1" A

* The famishfalnass is terrcific.”

“Bo am I,"” said Bob. " Don't wake Buster up, or he'll
be suggesting casting lots for one of us to be eaten. If
we're famished, what must he be "

“I say, you fellows—""

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! He'as awake!™

“1 eay, you fellows, lend me o hand, will you? T've got
entangled in a rope, or something,” said Billy Bunter
plaintively, blinking at them. .

grinned. It was evident that the fat junior had no
recollection of the cutbreak of the preceding night. The
juniors a:mhﬂ.nﬁed glances, Dunter seemed fully in his right
;qmes now, and Harry thought that 1t would be safe to untie
1m.

“ Right you are, Billy," he said cheerfully.

wind dropped considerably, and the car was
floating almost level From the east came a broader
glhimmer of grey, and the edges of the clonds were tipped
with silver.

Bunter tried to sit up, and fell back again. He blhinked
down at his fastened iim'bs, and glared indignantly et
Wharton,

“I say, you fellows, this 13 & rotlen trick to play on a
chap when he's asleep. Somebody’s tied my feet and hands.”

“You see—""

* It's mean.”

“You young ass,”’ sald Bob Cherry. * You were off your
racker last night, and wanted to jump out of the balloon.”

‘“(4h, really, Cherry——"'

““ Honest Injun, ass.”

“Oh, really—" . .

‘“ There you are,” said Harry, jerking the rope off. “ Get
up! Mind, no mere of your tricks, you krow. There's
nothing tuﬁe afroid of now.”

“Wa're #t1]] in that blessed balloon,” said Billy Bunter,
blinking up st the ewelling gas-envelope overhead.

“Did you expect to change it for a first-class railway-
carriage whils you were sooring ¥ asked Nugent sarcastic-

ally.

‘{ﬂh, renlly, Nagent—"*

*"Blogsed if I know whether we're over land or sea,” said
Wharton, looking downwards., * It's =till too dark., The
sun will up =oon, though.”

“¥ gay, you fellowg-—2"

“Well, what's the matier now "’

“ My bones feel awfully stiff,” said Bunter. ' It's through
being tied up, I suppose. If ome of you fellows would like to
rub them——"

“ What offers *" grinned Bob Cherry. .

There were mnone. Billy Dunter started chafing s
cramped limbs himeelf, with a discontented grunt.

“T'm jolly hungr}',” he remarked.

“Bo are we all.”

“1 don't suppoze you'ra as hupgry az I am.
anvthing to eat here at all?”

" WNothing."
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‘:Ilc:!a?;en't you got any checolate in your pockes, Cherry 1™
"* Mvo.

et ™ &1

> %ﬂtﬁiﬂr tofiee, Nugent

“ Haven't you got anything to eat, Inks "

'“Hathmg_ my worthy fat chum.”

“] say, Wharton—"

“ 1 haven't anything, either, Billy,” said Harry.
think we shall be able to go down soon.

“ Hurray l"” shouted Bob.

The juntors gazed downward, As fhe sun rose, ithey could
dimly make out the scene below. Behind the balloon lay the
wide s2a rolling ; before it, and underneath, wide fields, and
a line of hills in the distance. d

" Land |" eaid Nugent, with a deep breath of reltef.

“ Yes, rather.” ) :

“I wonder where it i8?"" aaid Bob. * We've been pitched
to and .’;r-‘:‘ so much that I haven’t the faintest idea where
wa are,

Harry shook his head. ;

“ I should imagine it was Kent,"” he zaid. “But I can'd
tell. However, it's English land—that's a comfort. We
might have been blown across the North Bes to Belgium or
{zermany, or over the Channel to France."

“0r we might have drnpﬁd into the sea," said Nugent.
“ After all, we've & lot to thankful for. There's never
anything happens that mighin't be worze.”

“I'm jolly hungry.”

“ Never mind, Bunter—-wa may get some grub to eat in &
dozen hours or 20," said Nugent consolingly. * Anyway,
there will be grass as scon as we get down, and rou can
have a Nebuchadnezzar dinner, you know." :

Billy Bunter grunted. Hes did not see any huamour in
jokes on such a sertous subject as a fellow’s meals,

Bunter was feeling very hungry. He had had ne supper
the previous night, and the sea air and the keen wind natur-
ally sharpened one's appetite. Billy Bunter was fast getting
into & ravenous state, He had already started chewing s
fragment of leather to apﬁase the growing pangs.

sun wad rising higher now, and daylight showed up
the country below the swaying ecar. The juntors locked out
eagerly for lapdmarks, which might indicate whare they
were, The smoke of a town rose on the horizon to the
south. The wind seeired to have setiled down to the south-
west now, and was blowing steadily, but not hard. Itz foree
had so much lessened that Wharton felt it would be zaie to
deseend if a favourable spot could be found.

“No hurry,” he said, in reply to a question from Bob.
*1t's no good i{:mping down in & Mmoor or a common miles
from a town, We want to gei some grub, and to get back to
Grroyiriars somehow,”

““ Yes, that's s0.” . ;

“* And when we get back to Greviriars,” said Nugent, " we
want to inguire into how the balloon got adrift.”

Wharton glanced at him qurekly.

“ Then you suspect, too—"" ;

“T don’t see how the rope could have gof loosa by iteelf,™
sald Nugent. ** The balloon had ascended a good many
times before, and it hadn't got loce. Bnoop was standing
by the rope. It looks to me—"

“I suspected 1t.” i

Bob Cherry gave a whistle.

““ But—but would Sncop be such a beast 7" he exclaimed.
“ He must have known that he would be visking our lives.”

Wharton shook his head,

“1 don't suppose he thought it out at all. He meant to
send us loose, to give us a scare; and very likely he never
thought till afterwards of the danger.”

“The worm ! TIf he did it—-"

“We'll jolly well make him sit up for if when we get
back,” sard Nugent; ‘' but we're not back vet.”’

“ It seerna to me that we're nearer the ground than we
were,”" said Bob Chervy, lecking puszeled. * You havent
pué]s:i the valve cord, have youl”

(1] ] "'G.!!

“Well, I'm certain we're lower down.” _

Wharton looked down anxiously. The car ceriamly did
ceem nearsr the ground. He could make out the chjects
below with preater distinctness now.

“The gas is eacaping, I suppose ! he said,

“Phew! Luacky it gidn"i‘ happen while we were over the
water,” said Bob Cherry, with a decp breath.

“I suppose it bepan there. This balloon 1z only a show-
man's balloon, and not irtended for voyages in the air,”
zaid Harry. “I don't suppose it’s in very good condition,
or made very well in the first place. I suppoee the wind
has torn some crack in it, and the gas is cozing out.™

Billy Bunter utrered an exclamation of slarm.

“Good heavens! We're falling ! i

“We're not falling ! said Wharton, “We're poing dowg
almozt foo slowly to potice it. Den't he frightened.”

“Dut I
We're over land |7
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“ 0wl roared Billy Bunter, and there was a bump as the fat Juulor sat down on the steps, and a general
clinking as the shillings scattered oo all sides.

“T'm not frightened,” said Bunter, reassured by Harry's
reply. “°I helieve I'm the only chap here who's shown any
nerve all the time [

“*My hat!” i

“ Wall, I was eleeping peacefully encugh, while you chaps
were staying awake,’’ said Bunter. ** Looks o me as if you
fellows have spent the whole night in a atate of blue funk.”

The juniors did not reply, They only looked at him.
Rilly Bunter blinked at thema with considerable self-zatis-
faction.

“A chap needs nerve in an emergency like this,"" ha
remarled. * You chapz should wateh me, and take example
by mr coolness. Now, [—7

“ Falling ' excinimed Bob Cherry suddenly.

Bunter broke off with a gasp of termor,

“Falling! Oh! Ow?! Wo shall be smashed to pieces!
Dw! Help! Murder! Oh! Help”

“*Ha, hao, ha "’

“Help! Oh, help! Ow!”

* Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors simply reazed. Billy Bunter blinked at them
wneertainly, and it dawned upon him that Beb Cherry had
caly been joking.

“(Cherry, yvou beast——"
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“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“We're not falling!" _ .

1 never said we were,” grinned Bob, I szimply said
¢ falling,’ to ses what you would do. Of course, I knew you
wouldn't be alarmed, as you are so braval”

“Ha, ha, hal"

# Oh, really—" :

¢ Lemme sop, we're to watch you, and do what you do, 1n
a time of danger,” said Bob, with an air of reflection, “
know now what you would do—jump like & cat with 1ta tail
trodden on, apd vell ‘Help!" and *Oh ! and ‘Ow?!'”

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

Bunter snorted. But even Bunter had nothing 2}’ B4,
and ka only looked sulky while the juniors laughed., Nothing
more was heard on the subject of Lis bravery.

—— ¢

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Change of Places.

HARTON was watching the land below. That the
balloon was over Kent, he was almost certain, but
he saw no soone to recognise, Green fields and farm-
houses came into sight and vanished as the balloon

fouted on to the south-cast. If they kept on long enough,

A Double-Length Tale of Harry Wharton
& Co. By FRANH RICHARDS,
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there was no doubt they would reach the Channel, but there
was many a long mile between them and the zouth coast yet.

The balloon was sinking slowly but surely,

The rent in the gas envelope was prabably a umall ane.
The gas was escaping, but anly by slow degrees.

In time the balloon would eettle down of its own accord.
Whether to quicken the process by pulling the valve cord
was a doubtful question. The juniors knew nothing of the
management of balleons, and it was guite easy for them to
let out perhaps too mueh gas, and come down with o bump
that might end in inliui-iesi

There was a rustle below as the trailing-rope, hanging
below the car, brushed ageinst the top branches of trees.

* There ought to be a %ramﬂingrimn on that rope,”" said
Bob Cherry.  * Perhaps there's one in the ecar.”

He looked about him, The car, which was never intended
fﬂt aerial voyaging, was bare of everything; but Nugent
pointed out a large iron hook and & mif of rope hanging on
the wicker wall. Bob Cherry uncoiled the rope,

“We could anchor now,” he remarked,

Wharton shook his head and glanced below. The balloen

was Hoating over a thick wood, and there was no possibility
of o safe descent among the trees,

The car was much lower now, and several timoes it brushed
against the topmoet branches, and once a high bough came
over the car, and Harry touched the foliage with his hand,
The boys looked anxious. If the balloon sank upon the tops

of the trees, and was caught there, their situation would be
an_unenviable one,

But the trees were cleared at last.

Beyond them lay a wide expanse of green, dotted with
furze and small tress—evidently a great stretech of common-
land. A white road ran like a ribben across it, and the
balloon was following almost precisely the line of the road.

“ That road leads somewhere,” sald Bob Cherry, looking

dil:rwn.” “If we could pget down here, we'd never find a betber
place.

Wharton nodded assent.

“IL looks safe enough,” ho said.

““There's mmehc;i]y on the road,” said Nugent.

A figure appeared on the road—a man tramping along in
the direction the balloon was following. ITe was ahend of
the belloon, but the juniors were rapidly overtaking him.
The dangling ruge was now fouching the ground, and
leaving & trail of dust on the white road as it passed.

That in a quarter of an hour or =0 the balloon weuld be
bumping on the ground was certain, and it might then bump
into a pond, or a thicket, or a wood. Harry Wharton
decided that now was the time. The man below could
hardly fail to lend them a hand if ealled upon, and the rope
wis within his reach.

JHe had not seen the ballcon yet. It was directly behind
him. Ile was tramping on with a dogged pace, like & man
fatigued, but determined to keep on.

duddenly he turned his head and looked back,

The juniors thought he T beecome aware of the proximity
of the balloon, but it was not that., His paze did not turn
upward. He was looking back aleng the rond with a
sbrange, tonse gaze.

The juniors could not help remarking that leel. The
man's face was white and hard, and his eves seemed 1o be
burning. He looked hack aninnf: the road with an almost
wild gaze, and his look was that of a man in dread of
pursuif.

“ Bomething up, there,” faid Bobh Cherry, in a low voice

He looks like a chap who's been robbing a hen-roost. and
has got the farmer after him,”

" He doesn’t look like a tramp.’”

“No. Dut—"

“This is a lonely place,” zatd Nugent. * Miles from any-
where, as far as 1 can see. It may be a case of {ootpads,
you know, and this chap s buzzing off away from them.”

Wherton glanced back along the road. From a lane some
distance back two figures had emerged—the fizures of
mounted men. They were too far off for Harry to make
lhl!gl out cleerly, and half hidden by the trees along the
road.

Werg they in pursuif of the man below the car?

A sudden exclamation from below drew Ilarry’s attention
to the man apgain. He had seen the balloon. The swelling
mass almost over his head could hardly fail to cateh his
ere. He was standing in the road now, looking up, with
blank astonishment in his face.

Harry waved his hand to him.

“Catch that rope !

The man only stared blankly.
stand.

“Catch that rape!” shouted Harry, pointing io the locse
efid dangling lo the ground below the car. “*We want o
come down. Cateh the rope, will you ™
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The man seemed to understand at last, He graeped the
rope.

“Good! Throw your weight on it, and it will bring us
down.™

The man nodded. There was a curious gleam in his eyes.
He grasped the rope with both hends, and threw his wheole
welgnt on it.

That weight was sufficient to Lring th=~ already sinking
bolloon to the earth,

It awept on slowly, sinking and sinking, and the man,
hanging upon the rope, was dragged along with it

He elung to the rope, clear of the ground, so as to throw
his whole weight on the balloon; and as the car desrended,
he climbed the rope, =0 aa to keep all the time clear of the
ground.

" Jolly cute chap," said Bob Cherry, ** We shall be down
o4 minedte pow,”

&k G .||?

“ The poodiulness is terrific !™

“ I say, you fellows—-"

“The rope will have {o be fastened to someihing,” said
Harry, looking round auxiously. I eay, there!” e
shouted.

The man did not leck up. Dut as he was swinging on the
rope, it was hard for him to see Wharion at all, leaning over
the car. Harry shouted again.

“{fan vou hear me?

b e e

“Paeg the rope round a frce and pull, will you? That
will bring ue down steadily.”

The man did not reply.

The car was so near the ground now that he conld touch
i, and be was clinging to the rope within reach of the
wiclierwork baslet. He did not appear to understand
Wharton's directions, or did not choose to do so.

“ Don't you understand " cshouted Harry, = Get the rope
round a (rea”

Still no reply.

But the man made a sudden grasp upward, and his Land
—strong and zsinewy--came over the vl of the car, and
clung there.

The balloon swooped further down, and the mun clung on
ihe Irim of the ear, with his feet dragging in the dust of the
Tk,

There was a loud shout from the distance, but the words
wore inclistingaishable., The two horsemen bhehingd swera
epurring on the track of the balloon, but the junioss wwers
teo much cecupled just then to even glance at them.

Bump !

The bottom of the ear touched the road, srnd the con-
cussion sent the balloon shooline up apain, and it ross
twenty vards in a second.

The man hanging upon the rim of the haskei clung {1ight,
only tnat firm grasp saving him from deatlhh—for a fall now
meank instant destroction on the hard road.

Harry Wharton saw his intention, and lent him a helping
hand to enter the ear. The man clambered over the cdge
and rolded in, and gasped as he gathered himzelf up.

The balloon was swiftly setthing down again. It would
evidently setile in a ceries of hard bumps on the rvead. each
bump sending it shooting up again, but cach rize would, of
course, be slighter than the lask.

[f the stranger had passed the rope round a tree, instoad
of entering the ear himself, the descent would have been
easy and safe. Now 1 was neither; but Harrey did not say
a word on the subject.

The man was a short, thick-set fellow, with very powerful
linbs. IMis face was strangely while; in apiie of his
exerfions, bis eyes glenming and heen. [le gazped almost
painfolly for breath ns he stood up in the swaving ear.

*We want to descend,”” said Harry. * 'Tharlk vou for
vour help.™

“ ¥ou had better jump out.”

It is not safe vel”

“* But when the car tonches the groand—""

Harry shook his head.

“We must all land togelher™ he said. ' If one pels out
the balloon will rise aguain as scon as the weight is gone”

 Yes, but-—-""

“We're all poing tegether”™

“ Leook out for the bump ! said Bob Chevey.

“What-ho, she bumps ™" murmuorad Nugent.

The car touched the ground, and az it touched the man
seized Nugent, and with o single swing of the arm hified
him over the side of the car, and stood him upon his fect
on the ground. The action was so sudden, and the strongth
exerted 50 great, that Nugenl did pot malke the shghtest
rosistance. Hiz leet louched the ground just as the car
bumped upon i, and the nest momeni the balloon shob up,
leaving him standing there dazed.

A Double-Length Tale of Havrry Whartn
& Co. By FRANK RICHARDS 0



THE NINTH CHAPTER
The Fuglilve.

P, up, up went the balloon !
It was not only the bump on the ground, but the

sudden relief from Nugent's weight that sent the
_ balloan shooting upwurcﬁ

Up it went, two' hundred wvards from the ocarth, with a
sudden rush that took away the breath of the juniora. There
was a shout below. The two horsemen had spurred up, too
Iate to seizo the balloon, and they were close to Nugent
now, Frank Nugent was standing dazed, gazing after the
balloon from which he had made ao sudden an exit.

Harry Wharten's brows contracted.

He did not as yet suspect that the stranger intended anys
thing but to help them; but the man was certainly taking
too much upon himself, and acting in g way directly con-
trary to Wharton's wishes.

* Look here,”" said Harry, * thia won't do 1"

The man looked at him.

“It'e kind of you to help us,” said Harry,  but you must
leave us to manage our own affairs ourselves."

“The boy is safe.”

I know that; but we may get down miles away from
him. We want to lend all together. Now his weight is
gong, too, the balloon will be longer settling down.”

The man smiled alightly.

Wharton lgoked over tho side. The belloon was moving
zslong slowly, and Elcawiir sinking again. Frank Nugent was
running along the road after it, but he was alrsady but &
mere speck in the distance. The two horsemen were riding
at full speed, spurring on their animals, and they were
keeping pace with the drifting balloon.

Wharton started as he looked av them.

For he could sce now that they were in uniform—police
wniforim—in & word, that they wera mounted constables,

They cauﬁht sight of him looking down, and waved and
shouted to him, but their words were lest in the wind.

The Greyiriars junior logked with sudden suspicion af
the stranger in the car. Thero was no doubt now that he
was o fugitive, pursned by the police. A dogged look came
upon his face as he caught Wharton's glance.

“What does this mean?" exclaimed Harrey.

The man gave a short, bitter lnugh

“It meana that I nead this balloon,' he said. It means
that it’s my last chance—that it's & godsend. They would
have hod me by now.”

“Thoot vou--you arc——

The man nodded coolly.

]*;I am cscaping the police, You ecan see that for your-
H ‘ll

. “Then you cannot expect us to help vou,” said Iarey.
*¥ou had no right to enter this car. We cannot aid you"

The man laughed scoffingly.

“1 don’t expect it."”

£E Eut__'!

“I amn going to help mysclf. Mind, 1 am a desherate
man!” He showed his teeth for a moment between tightiy-
deawn lips. *This balloon has eome—at the last momoent—
when all was up—asz if by mirgcle. Do you think I am
poing to losg such o chance, and go to seven years” peonal
sorvitude ¥

“What have you done?™

“Never mind that. What I am going te do ia more im-
portant. I am going to escape. Mind, i you make a move
to hinder me, I will throw you from the car. Likerty is
dear enough to risk one's neck for.”

The juniors drew togther. rank Nugent was gone. But
there were threo of them, strong and able te fight if nceded,
without counting Billy Bunter.

The man made a hasty movement back.

“Den't be afraid,” ho said harshly; I shall not hurt
vou if vou do not force me to it. Only let me alone, that’s
all I need.™

“ But we must deseend.™

“You cannot descend !

“HBut T tell you—s—"'

But the man was not listening., He was looking over the
rima of the cavr. The belloon was sinking down to the read.
The man turned & haggard look upon Wharton.

“Will you boya jump out in turn "

" Wo,'" said Iarry.

“Tt will be gquite safe.”

“ I*oazibly, and possibly nol. And when only onc is [eft,
if it suited vou to throw him out, whet then?"”

“I promise you o

“ 1o you expect us to trust bo o man who confesses that
he 15 a criminal, and flving from the polico®" oxclaimed
Harry.

“You must go!'

% We will not po!™

“ Rather not ! anid Dob Cherry, with emphasia,

“The rather-not-fulness ia (erreilie,” murnuared the Nahob
of Bhanipur, picking up the 1ron hook from the bottoin of
the car. It was a useiul wespon n a fight, aand 1t looked
for a moment as if there wonld be a stroggle.
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Tiut the man looked at the three sturdy juniors, who did
not quail from his glance, and he turned from them with
a mutiered oath. :

The car was sweeping along now only a dozen feet from
the ground. E Y . .

Thoe two mounted policernen were riding divectly under
it, and thoy were ready to grasp at the.basket as soon as
it should come within roach. Oune of them had caught the
trailing rope, and was pulling upon it. ;

The fugitive in the car looked down, and enarled. His
hand groped in hiz broast, and he drew out a large Lnife,
and opaned il. .

The juniors exchanged s guick glance, Put the weapon
swaz not intended for them. The man drew the keen blade
aquickly across the rope where it was fastened le the ear,
and the severed rope fell upon the constable who was hold-
ing it. The horseman wtlered a ery. "

I%hﬂ other rider waved his hand as he caught Wharton's

Anee. .
¥ “ Stop that balloon!" he shouted. “ Descend at oncef
That man iz Abel Lagden, the forger, and I have the
warrant for his arrest.” ] L

The name struck a chord of memory in Harry's mind
He dimly remembered henrlnﬁ some echo of a great forgery
case, and of the esoape of the crimiral afier the issuc of
the warrant for his arrest, So this was the man—the man
whose portrait was in most of the newspapers, though
Wharton had not happened to see ik

The fugitive gritted his tecth.

“We must descend ! said Harry.

“ You cannof !

“7 tell you—="' ,

i Jieep your hand off that cord "' said the man, as Harry
stretched out his fingers to the valve-cord.

Wharton met his oyes steadily. ¢ s s

* You cannol ¢xpect usg to assiat your escape from justice,
he said. *“We are going down.”

“You are not going down!” .

Harry grasped the cord without replying. He drow back
his hand ngnin as the cord, slashed through by the forger's
kuife, fell seversd. . !

Tt was cut above his reach. The loose end remained in
his hend. Lagden looked st him with a sneering smile.

“YVou are fortunate that it was not your wrist inetead
of the cord,” he said, between hia teeth. “T have told
you that T am a desperate man. ¥ou had better not trifle
with me."

Whartonn was silent. After all, the balloon waz descend.
ing of its own acvord Lagden looked round feverishly for
something to throw out to lighten the car.

Tho balloon was intended to take up six passengers, and
as only five had ascended, the showman had placed a bag
of sand in the car. It was lying there, the only one the car
contained, for the ecar was of course not furnished for a
vovage. The fugitive picked up the bag, and threw it boedily
over the side.

The car swept up again, out of reach of the two horsemen,
who had just been able to touch the wickerwork with their
fingar-tips. ;

“ Pipscend I shouted an angry voice below.

The fugitive burst into & sncering laugh.

The lessening of the weight wade the balloon shoot up a
hundred vards or more, though it was certain to seitin down
agnin. But it had now teft the road, which was winding.

{Erginw was a hilly expanse of meoor, and the horsemen,
leaving the road in pursuit, HEU!.'I'E{] on up to their stirrups
in fern aml bracken. The horses were panting, and the
riders' faces wero Aushed with hot exertion. But they stuck

amely to the chaze. They, as well as the jfuniors, knew
that the gas was cacaping by degrees, and that the fall of
the balloon was only a matter of time.

The fugitiva looked down from the car.  Already the
impotus of the upward rush was epent, and the balloon was
floating level, & hundred yards above the ground,

In a few minutea it would be settling down again.

The forger turned to the boys with a desperate look.

€ PThe car must be lightened ! he said.

THE TEXTH CHAPTER.
Hurree Singh is Left Behind.

HE Greyiriars juniors drew closer together. They
T meent fo figlt te the lust gasp if the ruffian attacked
thom, and an attack scemed certain now.  Hilly
Bunter was whimpering with terror as he erouched
behind the others. 3ot Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry
and Hurree Jamzel Ram Singh wore cool and steady enough,
And the three of them looked too dangerous tp tackie.
Lagden gritted his tecth savagely.
“The car mnst be lightened ™ he ropenbed.

163 3
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“Junap out, then ! said Bob Cherry coolly. * You're not

wanted here.”

(1] le t]j
. The fugitive looked savagely round the car. There was
& seat inaide, runninq‘ round the car, and the man wrenched
it loose and tossed 1t over. The balloon rose agein, end
swept onward in a new direction as it entered upon a fresh
current of wind. :

The two spurring horemen below decrcased in size, liko
figures secn by looking through the wrong end of a telescope:

But they still kept on the track. The fugitive uttered a
sudden exclamation of triumph.

Wharton followed his glance, and. saw o wide river ahead,
rolling through the green ficlds, and gleaming in the morn-
Ing Sudl.

he balloon was heading directly for the river, and if it
assed over it, the two pursuers would be left hﬂﬁeln‘:ﬁﬂly
hind. The river was too decp and broad for them to
dream of swimming their horses across, and there was no
bridge in sight. i

The balloon swept onward. It was certainly settling a
little, but now that the weight in it had been sensibly
decreased, the descent was almost impercéptible.

Thoe juniors exchanged glances. 1

1f the balloow passed over the river the pursuit would be
cut off, and the man would escape. That certainly was not
their concern; but what would happen afterwards? :

Beyond the river lay stretches of level country, stretching
south and west. The wind would carry them as far as the
Channel if they did not descend. They would be over the
BCA again.

Harry's brows contracted at the thought.

That terrible peril had been escaped once—werd they to
risk it again to pleasa a man who was escaping from jusbicc?

Wharton made up his mind.

“Wa shall descend,” he said abruptly.

Lagden gave him ‘a8 savage look.

“Wo shall not descend,” he spid. ave you a chance
of leavinz the balloon, and you did not take it.”

Wharton glanced at the shortened valve-cord. He could
have reached it by stretching his fingers to their fullest
cxtent. The man was watching him with o savage glance,
The bare blade of tha knife glittered in the sun.

“Take care!™ he said. :

Wherten hesitated. He glanced down again. The two
constables, looking st.ra.ngnl}r emall in the distance, werc
spurring over the field. They were shouting, and the wind
brought the sound of their voices to the jumiors. What they
wera saying the boys could not catch, but they could guess
thet the Fursuvm wore calling upon them to lower the
balloon bofore the river was passed, i

“ Listen,” said Lagden, in a low, tense voice. “T will not
be captured—I would die rathcr. But let mo poss the river
in safety, and I will descend on the other side, and allow
you to land.”

“ And the ballooni®™

“1 shall keep it."

LE] Hut___"l

“J cannot afford to part with it. Now, don’t reach to-
wards that cord—I swear that I will sirike you down if you
do.”  And the knife glittered as he moved it.

Wharton thoupht it out. After all, 1t was no business of
ﬂi‘ﬁ to help in hounding down the man, whatever he had

ofe.

“Yery well,” he said, at length.
other side of the river.,”

“ And I retain the balloon.™

“Wea should have to abandon it, in any case, Harry,” Bob
Cherry remarked.

Harry nodded.

“ Very well—we will leave 1t."

“Goud I -said Legden. ]

The balloon swept on, Wharton stood in  troubled
thought. HMe did not know whether he had done rightly in
making any terms at all with a man who was a self-confeased
eriminal, but it would have been no light matter to enter
upon a struggle with a desperate man armed with a deadly
W Capon.

The river was gleaming close ahead now.,  The juniors
watched snd waited. Billy Bunter was erouching in the
bottam of the basket, and he took care to Lecp the others
between him and the fugitive,

Lagden watched the liorsemen.

They were keeping pace with the balloon, though the
ground they were riding over now was rough and broken
and they had to put their horses to several difficelt leaps.

They shouted at intervals to the boys, but the boys could
do nothing, but wait. The balloon swept out over the
river.

But now they could zec what they had been too far off
to sec before—that there were boats on the river, and people
standing in them, staring un at the balloon with wide-eyed
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interest.  Three boats Wharton discerned as he glanced
down, up or down the river, and one of them wos a4 rewing-
skiff containing four men in rowing-shirts, evidently out for
a morning’s pull, The rowera had rested on their oars now,
and were looking up at the rn!lin% balloon.

The decrease of weizht in the balloon had ceased lo tell.
The car was sinking towards the river. )

The mounted constables wers shouting, snd the men in the
baat pnderstood. They pulled to the ghore, and three of
themn jumped among t-RE bulrushes and clambered up,
ready to intercept the balloonists if they landed. The other
soulled the boat back across the river with the cvident
intention of ferrying the police over.

Lagden ground his teeth savagely, e had not foresecn
this, though it might casily have been foreseen. i

Wharton watched him narrowly. He did not mean the
agroement to be departed from.  He had no mind to ba
embarked upon a possible drifting over the Channel to pleass
a fugitive from justice.

“ We cannot descend ! excliimed Lagden abruptly.

“ We must descend!”

“ It 13 impossible t™

“ But we must!™

Lagden snarled. )

“7 tell you that we shall not, and that finishes it 1"

“ It does not Anish it said Wharton gquietly, ** We shall
descend, and you must teke your chance, What right have
you tE expect -us to bocome parties to your cscaping the
podice ¥

Lagden made a gesture with the hand that held the knife,
Hurrce Jamset Ham Singh made a sudden catch with the
iron hook, and ceught bis wrist. Lagden gave a ery of pan,
and the knifo dropped into the bottome of the basket,

“ At him!”? gesped Bob Cherry. . _
It was the psychological moment, and the juniors seized
it.

They sprang upon the mar like hounds unon a stag, and
in a sccond he was rolling in the bottom of the car on top
of the knife. :

He struggled furicusly in their grasp, and the three of
thom had plenty to do to hold him.
“ Bunter!” shouted Bob Cherry.

here !

'.ﬂn.inig.t fﬂﬁ:@:l and shook.

“Lend & hand, you coward!” bellowed Bob Cherry.

But Bunter did not lend a hand—he only crouched as far
bacl as possible from the struggling corcbatants, and clung
to the ropes. Ho was in danger of being tossed out of the
car, which was oseillating violently.

The struggling four rolled over and over, gasping and
panting, while the cer rocked and swung.

Lawor zank the balloon, and there was a scraping below as
it dvaggzed through a bush. Then it jerked and swayed es
snm;: y below clutched at it, and caught upon the wicker-
work.

“ Help ! shouted Wharton, “ Climb in !

“We're coming.”

A pair of hands appeared over the rim—one of the oars.
men, with & powerful spring, had caught the side of the car.
His face came up over the side, and his weight dragged ihe
car down with & heavy bump. _

The bump was so viclent that the combatants were
wrenched apart, and they lay gasping. The man outside the
car clambered on the wicker-work—his comrades were nok
far behind. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh jumped up, and
gave him a helping hand to clamber in.

TBut Lagden was on his feet now, .

He grasped Hurree Singh round the body, and rolled him
over tﬁe sida, and the Nabob of Bhanipur fell upon the man
he wr,s trying to help in, and the twe rolled on the ground

chiier.
lie Joss of the nabeb's weight made the Lalloon shooi up
like a rocket, .

U'p it went—and u nd we, Hll it seemed that it would
pieice the clouds. The ground, the river, the boat and the
garsmen and the police vanished below.

Harry Wharton amd Bob Cherry scrambied up. Lagden
turned upon them with his eycs gleaming with trinmph.  Ha
looked round for the knife, but Bob Cherry had ycked it
up and tossed it over the side before the ruffian eould make
a movermnont to recover it

“* Beaten again!” =zaid Lagden.
me yet!'” . .

Tie balloon rushed on in the wings of the wind. Al a
higher altitude the wind was stronger, and it bore the
talloon along at an increased sneed. )

A wide, gleaming surface caught the eyes of the panting
juniors.

“The sea!” muttered Bob Chervy. .

It was the, sea again—the Channel this time! The balloon
was rushing on directly towards the sca,

“I1elp, vou rat! Mclp

“They have not caught
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“Oh-l 3" gasped Billy Bunter. “P p-put my glasses straight, will you? I shall fafl out and get killed If |
fet go, a-and | suppose you don't want to see me k-killed 2™

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. Lagden. “I shall not sacrifice my liberty for you. I am
0 All desperate. I would rather be drowned than go t? what
ie or . awaits me if T am captured. You must take the risk.”

BEL LAGDEN'S white face 111;:htrld up ab the sight of Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry exchanged glances. The
the sea. “The wide green field ran on the very edgo of  4ig npt ' know what to do. Lagden was strong and determined,
the cliffs, and beyond the cliffs was a shelving besch 454 they had not Leen able to overcome him, even with tho
of sund, and then came the blue waters, rolling on the Lelp of Harree Singh. And Hurree 3ingh was gome now.

shore. To the juniors the sea meant danger, and perhaps  pha Nabob of ]Elnﬁlipur, guitc unintentionally, was gone
death—te Lagden it was safety fromn pursuit, perhaps free-  puoo the car. Ile was not hurt—Harry had esen him rise

l.]t_.l-lll. = e I e h.i hﬁl wan
“What do you intend to do? gaid Wharton, in a low ;gdmiﬂﬂfﬂ ﬂeﬂaﬁ‘?lh{]ﬁlﬂn:‘]zn m&ﬂir;a tﬂad i}ﬂj‘ ];ham,

g, c silves to depend upon, for Billy Bunter was useless in &_ﬁght
Legden laughed. And the chances of & combat with the desperate man in the
“Wo are poing on,' car were more than doubtful, unarmed as was now.
“Over the seal™ Tho balloon was approaching the see at a rapid rate. A
“Yes.” stretch of rising ground shut off the view of the country
“ And thent' behind, The mounted constables were miles away now, en

e e mai had probably given up the pursuit. Hurree Jamset Kem
.;FE;‘;:;:E o ff!fpdgl;jf.,“h“’ side,” said Lagden coolly. i \"}03"\len left behind as Nugent had becn, though st
-:.] i i ; -; . . . a distanes of many miles from him. Would the chums ever
But there may be £y miles of water belore us—or sixty .5 sither of them again? They would return to Greyfriars,

or seventy,” said Wharton, ** Wo must ba a great distance : Wihattan oy rev pyver return ?
west of the Btraits of Dlover, The balloon s not in & state but would Harry Bob Cherry X ;

to cross." It seemed very doubtiul,
Lagden shrugged his shoulders, The balloon swept over the cliffs. Below, not more than
“We must take our clhance.' a dozen yards away, were the clifi-tops, covered with herbage
“You, yrs; but us o to the very cdges.

“] gave you a chance to get out—you vefused it,” seid The verge of the cliffi-line was passed, and then the balloon
Tue Magxer Liseany. —Mo. 111,
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wag floating in wide space again, with the sea rolling at least
five hundred wvards below the car.

Ot over the sunny waters they swopt.

Behind them the cliffs rose in o grim groy line, with sea.
wills whirling at the summits; below, the water rolled,
glimmering in the. sun.

Ahead, as far as the eye could reach, was nothing but the
Ei}dp &vﬂters, rolling ond glearmng; and the cliffs faded fast

und,

Lagden drew in a decp breath as the sea-wind made iheo
hﬂﬂiqun rock and reel. That wind brought freedom and hopo
to him.

DBut 1t was different with the Greviriars juniors.

To them the parting from the Kentish cliffs meant danger,
and perhaps death; but they coald not help themselves.
They knew that the balloon would scon be sinking towards
the water again, as the gas cozed away from the rent in the
envelope—and  what was to lhappen then? A plunf,ﬂ:
in. the sea, and death for all, or o struggle for life? The
two juniors instinctively drew together.

““Look ocut!"” murmured Bob Cherry.
him ™

Havry nodded.

“ It will be a fight, Bob.”

““ ¥es, rather!”

Huarry glanced at Bunter. Thetr lives might soon depend
upron their personal strength, and Bunter's help would have
beem valuable—if he rendered any. But the fat junior was
evidently in no stato to put up a fight, He was sitting in
the bottom of the basket, with his back against the wicker,
apparently only half conscious,

Wharton shook him by the shoulder, and Bunter blinked
at him dazedly,

id Ei.l]Jr E!I

“ L1 say, Wharton, I—I'm hungry.”

“We'ra all hungry,” said Harry. * But it's not a question
of that now. Wake up, Billy; rouse vourself 1™

“T'm hungry™

“Get up 1M

Bunter whimpered.

“QOw! T wish I was back at Greyfriars! What did you
bring me here for? You oughtn't to have taken me in the
ballcon. Ow !

Wharton gave it up in despair. Billy Bunter was help-
less, and was not to be counted-upon in a fight. Harry and
Bob had only themselves to depend upon.

They watched Lagden narrowly.

The man gave them no altention at first. Ho was Jook-
ing back at the fading range of cliffs. The smoke of a
steamer appearcd on the sea below, and seamen were vizible
lgoking up at the balloon; but the vessel soon dizappeared.

The sun rose higher; the morning wae fine and clenr.
The sea rolled in Iimpid green.

The balloon was perceptibly sinking now,

The relicf from the weight of twe of the voyagers had
given it, ae it were, a fresh lease of life, and that was all.
The gas was still wlowly eseaping, and the [all of the
halloon was only a matter of time.

Thera were great indentations visible in the gas onvelope
now, a4 the pides sagged in. Lower and lower the car sank
towards the sea. : s

Lagden glanced down at the sea, which seemed rising to
meet them, ard looked at the juniors, The Kentish cliffs
were only a pale, groy line now. _

Rmin.d the balloon were sea and sky, and & few circling

ulls.
he sca was terribly near now.

Lagden’s look became desperate. It was clear to all—
cxcepting Billy Buoter, who was Inscnsiblo to everything
except hunger—that ere long the car would plunge into the
water. It was not built for Boating. The sca would rush
in, and then all would be over in a few scconds.

And there was no way of preventing ik :

With one or two passengers, the balloon might bave risen
again high enough to reach the const of France before col-
lapsing. But with the four of them, there was not the
faintest chance of that.

“We must watch

In &f
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his chest, and he struoggle

EMPIRE”—“CORDON GAY”

Unless the car could be relieved of a2 good part of the
woeight in if, the voyagers wers doomed,

Lagden mado a motion towards the boys.  They in-
stingtively clgsed up together and ¢lenched their fists,

The fugitive burst into 2" savage laugh.

““1 was not going to touch you,” ho exclajmed.

“ oo your distance "' said Harrey stornly.

“ Listen $o me. You ean see that the balloon 15 sinking.
In a quarter of an hour, at the most, we shall be in the
water,” sald Lagdén hoarsely.

“ It is your fault, for making zuth o mad venture.™

Lagden shrugged his shoulders,

“ That is not the point now.” Wao are here now, and death
is in sight, unless the balleon can be relieved of some of
its woight.™

““1 know at."”

“ One must go—or all 1" said Lagden.

ALl then ™ gaid Harry., *“You cowardly hound! If
wou dare to lay a finger on any of us, you go out of tho
car, 1 warn yvou !

Lagden pointed to the erouching form of Billy Bunter.

“ Lot him go!”

“ What 1" :

* That will be sufficient to save us."”

Wharton's eves gleamed.

* You villain 1"

“Fool!” oxelaimed Lagden fiereely. “"He will bo
drowned with the rest of us.  Let him go first, and save us.”

There was a yell from DBilly Dunter. He had his wits
about him sufficiently to koow that his fate was being

debated,
“Wharton ! Ghﬂi’[‘}' ' Ow
e, L

“Don’t be afraid, Billy 1"

“T—I won't be murdered !

“*Bhut up!"” growled Bob Cherry. ““The villain sha'n't
touch you—so long as we can help it, anvhow,”

Billy Bunter whimpered helplessly.

The two sturdy juniors stood between him and the reck-
lesz criminal, and Lagden saw very plainly that he would
not be able to touch the fat junior without sctthing with
Harry and Bob first.

He drew a deep braath.

“You understand 17 hoe exclaimed,
—Or one,

“1 don't carel”

" Have scrse!™ said Lagden savagely.
th-‘:1 ’lmli::-un shall not sink into the sca.
gol’

“You rotten hound!” said Bob Cherry. " You'd beticr
trv, that's all.” )

iagden did not reply. He made a sudden spring, and the
two juniora fastencd upon him together, and the three rolled
in the bottom of the car, struggling furiously.

“T4 gs death to all

‘"I tell you that
He goes, or you

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
For Lite or Death.

HE Greyiriars chumne were fighiing for their lives, and
T they know it.  Lapgpden was powerful and desporate;
but the juniors were desporate, too.

The fight was a savaze one, bui the forger did not
get the better of it.  1le suecoeded ingetting Wharton down,
and grazped hid throat with choking hands; but Bob Cherry
dragged him off, and then it was his turn to bo undermost.

He erasked down-on -]:ia(}jac]«:, and, Bob. planted o-lknee on

furiously, the ¢ar rocking with
his wild efforts,

“ Help, Harry ! gasped DBob,

Fiarry wad alrcady scoionbling to his aid.  Ile threw
himself upon the ruffian, aud pinned bhim down with o
fierce grasp upon his throat.

Lagden spluttercd and choked,

“ Got him'I™ muttered Bob.

“ Dunter " rappod out Harry.

id nw !!l

W Runter ! Lend a hand here !

The Schoolboy Actor.
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The balloon was past the cliffs, and now the junlors were over the bay. The waves, angdry in the l
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The fat junior blinked at hin dazediy,

“TLaend o hand, you ass! Give me that rope !

Luunter mechanically obeved. Wharton drew the rope
tightly reund Lagden’s wrists, and kpotfed them together,

Then the juniors staggered to their fect.

- The car was swingingr dangerously to and fro, from the
violenee of the strugele, Lagden rolled over helplessly as
it roeled.

He scrambled into a sitting posture, aud his face was
deadly white now,

Hig look showed thit he foully expeeted to be tossed into
the sen, and he was hnlplﬂs, at the merey of the Greviriars
chunis now. :

The car was gotting lower and lower towards the water,

THE MacxET liBRany,--No. 111,

lashing wind, were running bigh below,

e e e

and the inevitable plunge was not far off. Harey and Bob
lacked at one another as they gasped for breath, They would
have been fully justified in tossing the villain over the side,
3:-1 he had intended to do with themn. But they could nof
LW

“We're going down,” said Bob, in-a low voice, It
would aave usz, Harey ™

I know., Bal—"7

“ Bt it can't be done. ™

(4] H'}_!-:l

And Bob nedded assent.

“Look out! Wo're in lor it ™

There was a splash. The bottom of the car had skimmed
upon the summit of a high surge, and there came a trickle
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of water through the wicker work., Billy Bunter gave a gasp
of utter foar,

“Q0h! We shall be drowned ! .

The balloon swept up again on the wind, and again a
dozen yards or so separated the car from the water. Then
it swooped downward again, It waz simply a prolongation
of the inevitable end. _

Lagden was deadly white, He struggled with the rope on
Lis ‘wrists, but Wharton had kootted 1t securely.

“Let me go,” he muttered, * Will you let me drown
like this?’"

“1 cannot trust you."”

# Listen——""

“Oh, hold vour tongue!” said Wharton roughly.

Lagden’s eyes glitfered.

* Listen,”’ he said again.

* What do yon mean "

“Have you a knife?"

“ A pocket-knifle—yes.”

“Wa cnn fasten ourselves to the network on the gas bag,
aicl cut the car adrift,’ said Lagden. “ It 15 a chance.”

Harry Wharton started.

He had not thought of that. It was a chance, as Lagden
said—a desperate chance indeed, but the oaly cne. Ag
loast it postponed the énd; and while there was life, there
was hopeo!

HGood 1" he said curtly.

“TLet me loose, then."

Wharton did not reply. Ile did not intend to let the
forger loosa; he was too dangerous a neighbour for that.

e junior opened his pocket-knife, and Bob Cherry did
the same. Then he shook Billy Bunter by the shoulder.

“Get up, Billy "

“Ow! We shall be drowned "'

“¥ou will be drowned if you don't help yourself, old
chap,” zaid Wharton very patiently. “ The car will socon
be under water. Get up into the ropes here."

“Ow! T shall fall!"

“1'll hold you.”

“I—I can't do it,” whimpercd Billy Bunter.
makes me ziddy.to look at if.”

“Come on; I'll help you.”

“Oh! I—-I—"

AWharton forced him_ fo rise. The fat junior stagrercd
lika a drunken man. His nerve, what he had had of it, was
Emmpletelf-_ gone. He was white as a shect, and trembling
in every limb. It was plain-enough that he was incapable
of making o movement to save himself.

""Lend & hand with him, Dob, old man.”

1 Righi-hﬂ-_!”

Billy Bunfer, shivering and whimpering, was forced up
on the rim of the car, 3o that ke conld ba bovad to the
network under the gpas envelopo. He closed his eves with-a
long shudder, and abandoned himself to the hands of the
juniors. Lagden sat helpless in the car, walching them with
burning ayes.

The car swooped upon the sea again, and there was a
lapﬁmg of water in 1t, Then again it rose half a dozen
vards,

The juniorz had enough rope to sccure Bunter. They
fastened him aes comfortably as they could, the fat junior’s
eves closed all the time. He was now in & semi-consgious
afate, from sheer terror.

It was better so, for he made no resistance, and gave his
helpers less trouble. Only an occasional whimpor came from
his pale lips.

The juniora glanced down at Lagden. Harry began to
cut through the ropas that held the car, with his knife.

“¥You are not going to leave me here?’ cried Lagden
hoarsely.

Wharton hesitated.

“We cannot trust you," he said.

* Give me & chaneca for my life.”

Wharton jumped down inte ths ecar. He untied one of

Lagden's hands, and left the other fastened and knotted
behind him,

** That is not enough——-"

“It will have to be enough,” said Wharton curtly. I do
not intend to have another tussle with you, you murderous
hound 1"

if Hut__!‘!'

* Oh, ring off 1”

Wharton clambered up again, and the pocket-knives made
quick work of the ropes. Lapgden staggered to his feet. With
one hand free he could climb into the network, and he did
g0, and leld on thers, with one hand and his legs. Ha was
gafe a3 long as the gas envelope floated, but he could not
make any further attack upon the Greyfriars juniors.

There was a shapping as some of the ropes parted, and the
car hung on one side. It was dipping in the sea now, and
tho water washed round it, The end was not more than a
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“There is o chance yet.™

HIt—ik

faw minutes distant, unlese tha juniors could get rid of the
weight of the car. ]

Tia;r slashed savagely at the helding ropes o

One after another they parted. he car was quite i tha
water now, and the m]i{ing surge washed over the juniors’
feot as they clung to the cerdage, and slashed and slashed
with the knives. Above them the great gas envelops towered
and bellied, ond seemed as if it would ceilapse vpon them at
any moment. S

'ﬁf“harmn gagped as the last rope parted. .

The car sudﬁ:niy plungaed under, the balleen, relieved of
its weight, shooting up with a suddenness that madoe the
juniors” heads swim,

“*Hold on!” panted Harry. .

They held on for their lives. TUp shob the balloon like o
rocket, and the juniors, clinging te the ropes, floated high
nhove the sea.

The ascent slackened and stopped, and the balloon floated
bn, with four figures clinging to the hacked ropes, and the
zea rolling and gleaming below. No longer ballasted by the
weight of the car, the gas envelope was rolling and tum ]mg
wildly, and the clinging figures were flung violently te an

ro.
Breathless and gasping, they held on for their lives.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Picked Up at Sea,

ARRY WHARTON felt his brain whirl as he looked
downwards. For the moment there came upon him an
almost irresistible impulse to let go with his hands,
though he knew that it was death to do it But he

resisted it, and hiz senses cleared. Ile looked at Bob Cherry;
he had his eves tightly closed. .

‘They swung on the ropes, while the balloon beliied ard
sagged above them. It was reeling wildly in the wind, and
agaire settling down, ;

Onward it swept, the junicrz swinging to and fro.

Harry Wharion looked down again, as his head becamo
steadier. A black blur of smoke on the sea told of the passing
of 2 steamer,

It wasz o chance of rescue,

“Bob—Bob ™ :

Bob Cherry looked at him with haggard eyes.

 Lavey I

“There's a steamer yonder! ¥ell!" said Harry desperately.
“ rood egg!”

* Help!"” shouted the juniors together, with the full forco
of their lungs. * Ship shoy! Help—help!”

But the wind carrted their voices away into the air—tho
steamer wids too far off. They had a faint hope that the crew
might observe the ballcon and Iay by for them.

But the hope proved illusory.

The blur of smoke faded down on the ssa—tho steamer
became a speck in the distance, steaming on towards Brighton,

Bob Cherry :

“It's all up, Harry?’

* Don't give in, Bob, old man! We're not done yet!"

Harry Wharton spoke with an assumption of hope he litile
folt. What chanco was there for them, floating upon the
wrecked balloon over the boundless waters?

The eyes of the juniors wwept the sea in search of a sail or
of smoke. Burely there would be some vessel soon in sight
in the well-frequented waters of the Channsl—some ocean.
going craft steanaing east or west, or soune passenger-boct
going north er south, or, at least, s fishing-craft?

But no szl a red,

They stared ahead—towards the sonth, where the wind was
bearmg them. How far off was the French coast?

They conld rot gpuess,

They only knew that there was no sign of it on the sca—
and the balloon was following a slanting line on the wind,
sinking nearer and meaver to the water. Harry Wharton
thought he could almost calenlate the exact point at which
it wonld plunge into the sea.

A chill ran through him.

Was this to be the end? Thoughts of Greyiriars thronged
wildly into his wvind. e thought of the grey old walls, the
ivied tower, the foothall field, the green, sunny Close, the
kind old face of the Doctor! Was le never to ses them
again?

Bob Cherry pave a shont.

“ A ship! Leook!"

Harry T‘Dﬂkﬁ‘{!, with wild eves. Yes, there it was—a =ail
glancing upon the sea—a brown sail, that ghimmered in the
sUm,

Hopo beat again in the junio:'s heart.

“A saill Thank Heaven!”

The =atl was directly in tha line of the balloon's course. Tk
was taclking against the wind, and moving at a moderate rate.
The tacks were not very long, and not likely to take it oug
of sight of the balloon at any time,
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Horry's eyes glistened, :

It was & chance at least. The craft, as it came nearcr and
he saw it more clearly, proved to be a small cne—a littla
sthooner with two masts, and Harry made out four figures
on her deck, and gucssed them to be probably all her crew.

A burly man in sea-boots, with a pointed black beard, was
turning & glass skywurd, and evidently examining the balloon,
H“’IF gave a goasp of relief,

“They've seen us!" ho exclaimed,

ch 2:33'1‘9 seefl the balloon, ot any
“Whéther they've seen us——""

“Bhout I'

““What-ho I"

‘And the juniors shouted togother,

' IIEID IH

T3 H'E‘-IP !u

They zaw a sail taken in on the little =chooner, and ex-
changed glances of satisfaction. 'The schonner’s skipper had
seen them, and was intending to lay by and pick them up.

den called out hoarsely to the juniors.

“* Releaso me now."

“No hurry " said Harry coldly. * Wair 1"

“Weo shaill be picked up now," said Lagden, his eycs
ghttering. * That boat will pick us up.”

“I hepe so."

“":l:h'hat do you intend to do? Will you tell them whe I
Bl -

Harry looked ot him coldly.

“Certainly I shall?' he replied. *° As soon as we set foot
on deck I shall tell them that yeu are an escaped criminal,
and call upon them to seize vou.”

“You will not keep silence

" After vour murderous attack vpon us?

* Listen to me——"'

“I want to have nothing to say to wou. You are a
scouridrel and an attempted murdever, and I will do every-
thing 1n my power to give you up to justice.”

Lagden ground his teeth.

“1 am not a prisoner yet!" ho muttered,

“You soon will be.”

Wharton looked towards the schooner apain. The man in
the big sea-boots waved his hand and shouted, but the words
could not be made out.

Harry loosened one hand from the ropes and waved 1t in
LT,

The balloon was slanting down towards the sen, and the
schooner was lying-to directly in her path, and the seamen
were standing ready to lend a helping hand,

If the 1ras envelope passed closed ta the vessel a boat wonld
soon Mek up the juniors if they could keep themselves afioat
till they were reached, and alrecdy a boot was being lowered,

The two oarsmen in it wers rendy to pull in whatever diroe-
tion was needed, waiting for & signal from the deck.

Lower sank the balloon,

The man in the sea-boots shouted again, but the juniors did
not cateh the words, But Horry guessed his meaning from
tha thought that was rising in lus own mind.

If they sank into the water with the gas envelope collapsing
over them they would Le drowned helplessly under it like
rais in o trep.

“Wa must drop into the ges, Boh," Harry exclaimed.

“T was just thinking so, kid."

ST eut Bunter loose.”

“Freo miy hand, then!' exclaimed Tagdon hoarsely,

“You can wait.”

“ Do you want mo to drown helplessly

“You have only yoursell to thnk if you de.”

The man ground his teeth savagely. Harry ent the rope
that held Dunter to the netting, and the twe juniors sup-

rted him lhetween them. Lagden was struggeling with his

nds. His right hand was so tied thet he could not reach
the knots with his other hand to unfasten them. His face
was deadly wlite. He had sald that he wonld die rather
" than be captured, but at the sight of death below every
instinet of lifo woke in him, and he was desperale.

The balloon was so low down that the juniors’ feet were
;111'llgFlﬂg in the sea. It was clear that the end was close at

il

Wharton slung himsell towards Lagden and slashed through
the rope that bound lus right hand te his back.

“You aro frec!” hLe saii

Lazgden replied with u curze,

" Let go, Boh !

“I'm roinge !

“ Ol whispered Bunter,

The two jumiors slid into the sea, with Bunler between
them, in their grasp,  Bunter gave a last wild sehimper as Lo
felt the chill of the water round him, and fainted. Flarry and
Boby supported bim in the sea, forgetting all about Lagden.
Tho forger was swimaning strongly, but %;43 gave no hand to
the Lovs with thete burden.

Thore was a shout on the sea.  Harry sow the boat pulling
towards hun, and gave o shout in response,

The sea was calm, fortunately. The juniors rose and fell
on the surge. [Tavey and Bob were both excellent swimmers,
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and they kept afoat with ease, aupgmhing Bunter betwesn
them. The boat loomed up close at hand.’

A voics ¢alled to the juniors, and a strong, rough hand
grasped Bunter and dragged him into the boat. The two
juniors, panting and breathless, were helped in n.f!ap him,
and thev sank down in the bottom of the boat beside him.
There was a ery from Lagden as he swam towards the boat,
and the boatmen turned towards him. He was pulled in a
moment or two later, and the seamen pulled back towards
the schooner. . .

Harry Wharton, gasping and exhausted, roised himself upon
onoe elbow and looked over the gunwale for the balloon.
Itelioved of the weight of its passengers, and deprived of
their ballast, the gas envelope had shot upward to the skyy
and was yvolling over and over in the strong wind.

Wharton sank back into the boat.

In & fow seconds they had reached the schooner, and they
were helped up the side. The besrded man in the sea-boots
received them with s rough but, friendly prasp, and the
juniora sank exhausted on the deck. Lagden leaned against
the mast, panting. Billy Bunter wae still unconseious,

Harry Wharton staggercd to his feet,

IHe pointed to Lagden, - .

“That man 5 a eriminal, escaping from the police!” he
pxelaimed.  * Seizo him 17 ;

The man in the sea-boots, cvidently the skipper of the
little ernft, looked at him uncomprehendingly.

“Do yvou understand ¥ exclaimed Wharton. ‘' That man
is o eriminal! The police are hunting for him!"

The skipper shook his head.,

“Jo ne comprends pas,’”’ he said,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
On a French Cratt.

AGDEN locked at the junior with a sneering emile.
Harry's heart sank. The keen-eyed forger had seen
at a glance what now dawned upon Harry and Bob—
that ﬁm}' hed been picked up by s Freneh craft.

The big man in the sea-boots did not understand & word
that Harry uttered, and the faces of his men showed that
they were equally ignorant.

hey looked interested and curious, and apparently under-

stood that Wharton was mn.kin% some accusation against
his fellow-voyager, but that was all.

“You are French?” cxelaimed Haorry, “ VYous etes
Franecais?"

The skipper nodded.

“ You do not speak English 1

A shako of the head. :

“Well, of all the rotten luck ! said Bob Cherry, slowly
picking himself up, and shaking the water out of his clothes,
Lagden laughed scoflingly. .

“You are nob lucky,” ho esid; ‘“you cannot make him
understand, and I shall give him what version of the affair
1 ﬁeu&a.” W : ; i i

arrv gave him a plance of contempt. _

“ It i'ill be easy enough when we reach land.” he said,
i The vessel is going towards the English coast, luckily, and
we shall find encugh to understand us there.”

Lagden snecred. i .

“ Tixpliguez vous," eaid the skipper. .

Wharton called up hia best French, and was beginning,
when Lagden broke in. The forger poured out a velley of
Freueh with the greatest fluency. It was clear that he had
the language at his finger-tips, and he epoke it so fast that
the juniors could not even follow hiz words.

They exchonged looks of dismay.

What chance had they against this?

Wharton's faltering school-French would have been only
hall compreliended by the skipper of the Delle Marie, while
Lagden was able to talk to him with the epse and fluency
aof one of his own eountrymen.,

The skipper nodded, 1

He was evidently impressed by what Lagden was saying
to i,

The forger broke off at last, and turned to the juniors with
a smile on his face. He ecemed to be in a cunously good-
humour, .

“What have vou said to him, you willain?' exclaimed
Ilarev,

“Only that T am your wocle " said Lagden coolly.

EWhat 1
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“ And that we were making a voyage for pleasure in Kent
when we were blown out to sea,” went on the raseal, with
a genial smile, ** He awallows every word: I have zlso
hinted that you are dighthended irom terror and exposure,
and that he need poi ettach much importance to anything
you say !’

Harry stood, aghast, v

The ready anﬁ plausible invention of the rascal astounded
him. And he knew that it would ba very ‘difficult to erase
from ‘the French skipper's mind ths. impression Lagden had
made by his cunning explanation. :

The skipper tappsd Herry on the shoulder, and spoke in
repid French, apd.the junmior guessed, by Gﬂi{:l’lil’lg the words
“la bas "' and * menges,” what be meant. They were to go
below to est. 3

Wherton gave up the sttempt to explain at present. He
was in no condition for a wordy dispute with Lagden, and
with the villain stasding there, ready to contradict anythmg
he said, in fer more flaent I'rench, a dispute would only have
gone against him.

“ Well, let’s get something to cat,” said Bob Cherry, * and
mn:ga dry clothes, too! We can scttle with that waster after:
wn ‘lﬂ

Lagden smiled, and followed onc of the scamen below,

‘The junicrs” went down to the cabin, and a fat. good-
natured-looking Frenchman followed them down. 1lis apron
and hizs fat face indicated that ke was. the cock of the
schooner, though be evidently took part in the hauling and
pulling when his services were required on :

The juniors were given towels to dry themsclves, and a
change of clothing—the latter belonging to the seamedn, and
of a size that l2ft them plenty of room in it. Lapgden also
changed his clothes in the little cuddy, without speaking a
word to thoe bovs.

Dricd and clothed, the juniors saw their own clothes placed
to dlr:,r bofore the gelléy fire, and then they sat down o a
maoal.

The fat cook helped them plentifully., Wharten asked him
if he epoke English, and he grinned and nddided, but his
EnFliah roved to be very limited. .

“ 8pesk Englese,” he said. ' Bpeak little—un peu—com-
prends—oui !

'"Oh, you understand—eh 7"

“Oui, msiour ™

¥ What is your name "’ asked Dob Cherry,

f Henri.” :

¥ Good! And thewoeptain—his name "

“ Capitaine Danglars.”

‘*“Where are you going—ou allez vous?”

"“Angloterre.

“Good!" said Harry. “If the schooner is going to
England, that settles the case for our friend the forger!
As soon &3 wo lan o :

Lagden, who was -aatini at the other side of the-talile,
broke into-a me-arinﬁ laugh. :

“Wea may not lapd in England ca soon as you think!" ke
pomarked,

“You cannol prevent # 1" -

Lagden shrugged his shoulders, and went on with his meals

Billy Bunter, who had beon rubbed dry, snd plnced in a
bunk in the euddy, blinked over the edge of it at the
juniors. Perhaps the emell of the savoury stew tho bors
wera partaking of had wroused him.

“71 say, you fellows—""

“ Hallo. hallo, halle! Are you awnke, Bunter

“Yes, I am, Chorry! Where are wei™

Oh, T'm, Inin

p L1 un

(13 Gﬂ hﬂ:‘ﬁt’} ErF

“] don't remember getting on the ship," said DBunier,
wiping his spectacles and readjusting them on his fat litiie
il

Bol Cherry laughed. _ _ )

“You were fainting at the time, you sée—n clear case of
tha bluest of blue funk!” he said. * You would have gone
straight to the bottom of the'Channel if we hadn't held on
to ?-ou! Blessed if I know what we did it for now.”

“Oh, really, Cherry——" i :

“There's plenty of grub,' said Wharton, getting up fo give
theil fot junior & helping hand out of the bunl. **Wire in,
Bi F_ -!:ll

The Falsteff of Groyfriars sniffed appreciatively.

“ Yz, rather I ho said. " I've got a tromendous appetite;
1 don't think I've ever felt quite eo hungry in my hie
before.™

“ My hat! You'll make a clearance, then ™

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“ o ahead!” _ .

“1 mean 10, said Bunter, with cmphasis. *That amells
like a pood stew. I wonder what it's made of 1V N

“Tt's made by a Frenchman, so you'd befter not ask!”
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grinned Bob Cherry.  “ Bat il's jolly nice, 60 you can wire in
without asking questicns.”

“ It smells ripping

“Tidactes ripping ! Go ahead ! )

. The, eook pliced a large plate and a zpoon ond knife and
fork before Bunter. Then he he-lgﬁed the fat junior with s
big wooden ladle from the bowl of stew. It certainly was o
eavoury stew, with rich broth and with picces of things
floating in it—meat and vegeotables, i

Bunter comforted himself with the reflection that frogs
must be unobtainable at sea, and fell to with a keen appefite.

Henri watched him with o hospitable smile.

The fat junior travelled through the huge anpply 2t express
5;}4:4&:1{, ?m} then locked at Henri, Henrl ladled out a further
rlateful,

:1It.1ldisappemd in about two minutes, and Bunter smacked
115 1igea,

“.{]think this iz going to be all right ! he remarked.

“ Going to be!" murmured Bob Cherry.

“Yes. Give me some more to taste, you French chap”

Henri ladled out a third helping. DBunter consumed it
with a thoughtful expression upon his fat face, and nodded
hiz hend over the last spoonful as if satisfied. .

““Yes; it's all right " he announced. * I'm going to hawxe
somao "

Bob Cherry roarad.

“ Going to have some ['* he gasped.
any yef?"

*I've just been tasting it!”

““Ha. ha, ha 1™

¢ Blessed if I can see anvthing to cackle at!”

“Ta, ha! If that's aniy a taste, I wonder what the feed
will be like!” gurgled B3ob Cherry.  “ You ave going to
astonish Henri ! .

“ More. please I"" said Bunier. * Encore de potage!”

Henri looked surprised, but ho filled the fat ﬂunmr’g plate
again.  Bunter travelled through the fourth helping as
quickly as before. Then he made signa for more.

“ Encore?"” asked the astonished cook.

* Ouat, oud, oul!"

“ Mon Diew ! i .

Icenri hetped him ngain. and watched him <at, ns one
watehies the animals at the Zoo. Bunter cleared the plate
eguin, : ‘

EE:.‘ this time o groat shininess was plimmering all over his
fat face, his breath was coming stertorousiv, and his mouth
did not guite shut.

But he was not finished vet.

“ Tnoore " gaszped Henri.

“ ¥os, rather—I1 rean, oul, oul, oui 1"’

“ Gl 1

“ 3o easy, Billy!" said Bob Cherry, looking a little
alarmod. “'Nuff’s as good ns a feast, you know ! This jan't
vour last meal; vou're pot going to be hangoed to-morrow
morning, or anything like that! Take it easy !

“{h, really, Cherry &

“ Better have a rest!"” urged Wharton, * You can slecp
a bir. you know, and then have another feed when you wake
up.'’

“ O, really, Wharton——"'

Bunter started again, and cleared hiz plate, He was
showing sipns now of his exertions, but ne was not beaten
ret,  Henrr silently passed the ladle over to him, with a sign
that he wos to help himself,

“You're wearing him out!™ said Bob Cherry.

00, really iy .

“ No pood w:l.iiinpi hore for him to finish.,” said Harry,
rising.  * He won't leave off eating 30 long as there's any-
thinyr Iofi fo cat on the vessel I

RBunter did not speali; he was too busy. The bowl of stew
was nearly amoty now. Bunter scraped the ladle round {or a
last helping, and demolished it. Then he gave a deep eigh
of contentment,

i1 fes]l better now I" he remiarkéd.

“71 think I should feel a jolly lot werse if T put away a
foed lilkke that!” said Bob Cherry, " Where do jou slow
] i

1 foel hardly peckish at all now.™

 Ha, ha, hat" i

“ 1 don't think I could eaf any more stew,' =aid Dunter
thoughtiully. “Of course, I could eat some tarts or cake.
1 wonder if this chap has any pudding 7

“(h, don't he a g™

“ Oh, really, Cherry ;

“Get to bed, and snore.” said DBob Cherry, 1 should
think yvon need a rest after a gorge like that, like a hlessed
boa constrictor.” ) .

“Well, perhaps a nsp would be a good idea,” said
Tunter; “I didn't get much sleep last pizht., I'm a deli-
cate chan, and 1 shall have to take care thai my constitu-
tion doesn’t suffer from whar I've been throucgh.”

And he climbed into the bunk again, In 2 couple of
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"Are you ready 7' shouted Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.

between

“Yesl'"
ordon Gay and Tadpole began in earneast.

""Then time ! And the ""great light scene™

(A faiogiiable ingifent frou the tale of © Gorden Gay, the Schouiboy dctor,” in* The Ewmpire Lilbrary,” Qut to-day, Price One alfpenny.)
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ninetes hoe was fast asleep, and his unmusicnl snore was
achoing throwgh the coddy.

Hoeuri looked at the empty bowl, and then at the sleen-
ing Dunter, and then at the juniors, and made an ex-
pressive gesture.

“ Men IHea ! Le ejaculated ance more,
d]!knrr:,r Wharton and Bob Cherry laughed, and went cn
eck.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Lagden In Luck,

TS noonday sun was blazing on the wen as the juntors
T came up the ladder, It wos a suuny spring Jday, and
the sea was smiling 1 the sanhght.,  The juniors
dlhrow i invigorabting draughts of the keen air. Both
af them ware tiredh, and greatly inclined for zleep, but
Wharton wizhed to spealk fo Captain Danglars belore he
slept. le felt that he ought to do hiz best to warn the
schooner's skipper of the echaracter of the man he had

pezewed from the sinking balloon.
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The juniorz looked round for the balloon—but it had die-
appeared. The probability weas, that it had long ago
plunged into the sea and sunk.

The schooner was tacking to and fro, making slow pro-

ress against the wind, towards the distant shore
sngland, Captain Danglars was on deck, and the Grey-
frinrs boya teuched their caps to him.

The skipper simmled cordially enough, and began to
speak 1o Freash, o :

“He wants to lnow conuuent we gre alleying,” said Bob
Cherry, with a grin.

Wharton smiled, aod explained to the skipper in his
Lest French. Lagden was still below, sand so could not
interrapt him.  Harry did his best to make the skipper
understand the state of the eaze. Captain Danglars listened
witii great aitontion; but it was evideot that Legden had
gained a great advantage by telling his story first,

Finally the captain waved his hand towards the direction
of the English const, and spoke in rapid Frenoch.

*What doea he mean ' nclked Bob.

Now on Gale.
Price One Halfpenny.
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*"I understand him,* eaid Harry. ‘“He means that we

are going to Eng;la.nd, and when we get there, it will be all
right. a doesn't know whether to believe me, or to credit
La lan‘: atat i

L EEIE."

“*He means that when we get to England the point will
be pettied.”

Bob Cherry looked away to the north.

“ But when shall we get there?” he asked,

“I'll ask hio"™

Wharton put the gquestion in French,

**Bix ou sept heures le soir,’ said the captain.

‘;lEh? What does he mean by his seezoosettur ! said

Bok. 3
Harry laughed.
“Jix or seven o'clock fhia evening.* he said.
“*Phew ! .That's a lomg time for a short run like thmg?!”
“The wind's wgeinsl the schoomer, you eoe. i
iI::Inﬂ‘-'mg twice the distance that she makes ahead,”™ said
ATrY.

“1 see. Well, I suppose the scoundrel can’t do any mis-

chief between now asnd this eveming,” Bob Cherry said
thoughtiully. * He ecan’t escape from the schoomer without
jemping ove rd.”

“That's 30."

“ And he can’t do any harm—even if it would serve his
purpose, [ don't see that it raatters if be runs loces Hilt we
get, to England.™

Wharton nodded.

“You're right, Bob. He can't do any harm—and a3 soon
a3 we srrive at an English port be eair be arrested. We
shall be watching him, and we'll take jolly good care that
he .dogsn’t slip ashere before he can ba faken”

FRight-ho! Now let’s go and get some sheep, I'm as
tiread as o daog.’

And the juniors wemt below. Whartop glanced at Billy
Bunter before he turmed in. fat junior was fast asleep,
but his lips were moving, Buonter was talking in his sleop,
s Little habit Be had sometimes, and the juniors grinmed
as_they caught hia words:

“ A shillsow's worth of jam tarts, Mrs. Mimble. Of course,
you'll Jet me have thirteen for o shilling 1*

“The raling passion,” murmured Dc:'b Cherry.

Bunter was silent for s moment, and then he went
mumbling on.'

" Ob, reslly, Mrs. Mimble, I'm sgrprised at you! Surely
von kmow that the whole aystemn of modern finance is built
up on limes ﬂltmﬁmﬁ}hﬂ , 88 1 mr:dtt?;“nf fﬁ.ut, I'tn m::f
4] & postai-order this eveuning, a sgftle up out o
thm..ﬁu ba busmosstike, g d
“ Good odd Banter I maid Bob Cherty. *° I wonder whethor
thero’s a single moment, dry or aight, when he isn’t think.
ing or dreaming aboat grub*

b v e Lagdan 1 said Bob, look d

& WRY, 8 T sai . looking round.
“I haven't soe him siste ke was grubbiog here wat-h us.'’

“ O, taking » yesk, § s 3

The juniors fwroed ioto p bunks Heuri peinted out to
them. ey wers fask msleon in about two minutes.

. Billy Bunter's sssssfodiows smore died away. The fat
junior was in toos & slomaber even to suore,

. Henri, the eook, benevalently at the sleeping
jumiors, and left the . 'The boxys were left alone.

:'!Lgﬂut a quarter of am Ister, Lagden looked into the
cuddy.

3 were signa of weariness in the man’s face—he was
fatigued, perhaps more so than the juniors; for he had been
hunted and harried ‘before the adventure in the balloon.
fu“t he had not stept; and he showed no intention of doing

He glanced at the sleeping boys, and =& slight smile
crossed his face. From the cuddy a narrow alley-way ran to
the little cobin belonging to the skipper of the Belle Marie,

Lagden steppod quietly along it.

The little cabin was untenanted. Lagden entered it
guietly. The only furniture consisted of a bunk and s
locked chest, with s chair and 2 shelf.

Lagden paused at the chest, listened for a moment, and
then drew n chisel from his pocket, which he had doubtless
?urfmnad in the vessel. In a couple of seconds the chest

a%crpen before him.

The adventurer smiled grimly. He was searching the
skipper’'s cabin in the hope of finding a weapon thers, and

he had found one. There was a revelver iocked up in the
chest, gden grasped it, and examined it. Hiz mers
grasp upon the weapon showed that he had handled a

ravolrer before,
. He drew a deep breath. Thero was a hox of cartridges
in the recess with the revolver, and the adventurer slipped
them imto his pocket.

Then he closed the chest, and withdrew from the eabin
as guiotly as he had entered it.
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Ko Chance !

ARRY WHARTON awoke.
He sat in the bunk, and bumped hiz head, and
ﬁ!-!-ﬂrﬂii an &xclamation. He had quite forgotten whera
o was,
[ 11 Dh i?‘l
“ Hallo, hallo, halle 1™
“You awalke, Bobi"
“Bounds like it, dossn’t it1" said Bob Cherry, sitting
up. Yy 10
“What's the mnptter 17
“Ow! I've bumped my head.”
£t I-%E'*Eﬂﬂ"‘ ha 1
Bo arry snorbed,
M Wall, you ecackling ase, T don't see an;_rt-hinﬁ to eaclle
e

at! There’s nothing funny in b ' ! 1 0t
It* huarts ! You asa !E Dw,!tr A I RRNE Ooné's 1
“Ha, he! I've just bumped mins "
Lot's wala

* Berves you right!" szid ob Cherry. *Ow!
up Baater, and make hrm bemp hia. ?; would be ondy fair”

* Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Bunter! I say, Bunter!"

Bunter snored; he did not wake, A canpon fired clorso
to kin ear would hardly have awakened the fat junior out
of that doop slumber,

Harry Wharton laughad.

S Yor won't wake him up, Bob!” he cxglaimed. “ILet
‘{:}:T h:le:fp, I don't suppose f{:‘ll wake until we're at anchor,
I It.

. ;}‘iﬁ_l‘-"lmé da blense:i row he's making!™ seid Bob Cherry.

" at di weke me up for? I'm going to sleep again.
What's the ﬁe?" P ROME P ok

“ Four o'clock,” said Harry, looking at his watch,

“ MNe need to move for two or throe hours yet, then,” said
Bob Cherry, settling himself down in the bunlk.

113 Nﬂ',‘hﬂl ir

‘' Besides, I've got & sort of gueer feeling, as if T were
on the sea, and I shall be il if T get up, I think.”

“ Yes but—"'

:: {){;Lg:} to aleapri" said Bob Cherry, closing his eyes,

G -night !*'

“I'm rather asnxious sbont that chap Lagden,” said
Harry, stepping out of the bunk and strotching himself.
“1 can’t help wondering what he's up t0.”

“Oh, blow him 1" said Bob sleepily.

“He may mean mischief”

“(Oh, rata! He can't ture the ship round, ean he? And
as soon as we get to England he's going to be arrested.”

F i YES, hut_r:r

Snore !

_"I BAY, Boh—*

Snora !

Harry gave it up. He rinsed his facs in a bucket of cold
water, and felt much refreshed thereby, and then he looked
out of the cuddy, H: glanced up the short wooden ladder

Jdeck, and saw & patch of blue sky over the open
hateh, He stepped up. and glanced up and down the decl,
n was not in sight there.

here wasg he?

Heurry could not help wondering. The food and rest had
greatly refreshed the Greyfriars junior, and Harry Wharton
was quite himself again. As he thought over the matter, he
was fully convineed that Lagden would not quietly return
to the country he had fled from, to be unresistingly arrested
on landing, and marched off in the hands of the police.
The fugitive would make some effort for freedom. But
what, snd how?

Wharton stepped down into the little cuddr again., A
sound in the narrow alley.way drew his attention, and he
looked into it.

Liagdon was there

e was standing with his back to the junior, and did not
observe him. Harry wondered what ho was dcrmf, The
man was evidently busy with something in his hands, and a
E:E!i?it click told Wharton that it was mechanism of some

ind.

Lagden moved slightly, and n gleam of light fell upon
metal—upon the barrel of o revelver.

Wharton started violently.

He understood then. The biood rushed to his hearct, e
Lknew then that his surmise was correct, that Lagden meant
to make a fight for freedom, and that he had secured a
deadly weapon, which he would certainly not hesitate to
use if needed.

With his heart beating like a hammer, Harry VWharton
stepped away quictly, and returned te Bob Cherry's bunlk,
He shook his chum by the shoulder.

Y Bob " he whispered.

The junior grunted.

Now on Bale.
Price One Halfpenny.



“Hob I

o ! Lemme alone |™

“ Waka up, old manl?

Bob Cherry’s eyes opened. They foll upon Wharton's
pela, geriona face, and Bob understood at onee that thero
was cause for alarm.

“What's the row, Harry ¥ he whispered.

1] Lﬂ:gdﬂﬂ 1

“ Whera iz he i"

‘““In the alley there.’

Bob aat up, taking care not to bump his head this time.

**'What 18 he doing, Harry "'

“Lﬂa.ding a revolver,™

‘" Phaw I*

“I don't know where he's got it from," said Harry.
“"From the skipper's cabin, I espect. He's standing there
loading 1t new.”

3 MF ]'Iﬂ,t !"

“ Better got up, Bob.™

HYez, rather!*

Bob Cherry slipped out of bed. He was blankly dismayed.
Lagden, one man asgeinst half a dozen, was oma matter;
Lagden with a six-shooter in his hand was another.

Bob fully realised how grave the sifuation was

“What on earth’s to ba done, Harry ! he muttered.
“ Do sou think the villain would shoot ™

@1 am sure of it."

“ My hat!"

“We—we must warn the captain first—"

 No, vou will not ™

It was Lagden's voice, with a curious metallic ring in it
The two juniors started and leoked round.

Lagden was standin% before them, and the revelver was
levelled in his hand. The glimmering barrel swayed a little
from =tde to side, alternately covering the tweo juniors.
Harry felt & thrill run throu ﬁ his veins. It needed only
a slight pressure of Lagden's Anger to send a bullet crash-
in%t rough him, and it was a ternible and thrilling theught.

he forger loocked at them with a sneering smile.

“ The cards are all in my bhande, you see !’ he exclaimed.
““ Thia revelver iy loaded, and I am & dead shot.”

Harry faced him fearlessly. 3 :

“You will be d if you use it,"” he said.

Lagden shrugged his shoulders. :

“1 know my risk as well as you do,” he said. I have
no desire to place my neck in & noose, if I can avoid if.
But I anr determined not to return to England.”

"You cannct heln it : ¥

“You will see. Listen! I shall not use this weapon if
I can help it, as I have seid; I do not want to endanger
my neck. But if T am forced to it, I shall shoot without
merey.” Ha gritted his teeth, and his eyes gleamed. “ A
dozen livea shall not stand between me end my freedom.”

Harry and Bob were silent. They could read the relent-
lets determination in the forger’s eves, and they knew that
he meant every word that he said. Their lives hung upon
a thread.

“Jf I am compelled to use this revolver, I shell not use
it only once,” went on Lagden. " You understand? If
there is bloodshed, there will not be a little. You had better
take carc not to provoke me or interfere with me in any
way. I have no wish to hurt you; but my own safety comes
first. You were saying that you would warn the captain,
You will do nothing of the sort. Btay herel”

¥

“Vou will remain herg ! sald the forger imperiously.
“If you attempt to reach the deck, I shall fire.”

He made a threatening gesture with the revolver, and
Lumgd towards the companton ladder. He ascended o to
the deck.

Harry and Bob exchanged glances.
gosture,

“ What on earih’s to be done now, Flarry o

Harry shook his head, He was nonplussed.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Upper Hand!
h.ﬁGDEH stepped out on deek, with the revolver held

Bob made a hopeless

down at hia side, copcealed 1in the logse folds of the
sailor clothes he was now wearing. There were three
men on deck—Captain Danglars, in his big sca-boots
& senman at the wheel, and the male, who was chatting with
the captain. Both of them were looking to the north, where
a dim grev line appeared on the horizon—the white ¢liffs
of England.
Land was in sight
Captain Danglars glanced round at Lagden, and nodded.
Lagden had been very ngreeable to the French skipper, and
had made & good impression upon him. Harry Wharton's
explanation of the facts had been necessarily very impercfect,
and the shipper was greatly inclined to believe it zll
a strange fancy caused by oxposure and privation—the freak
of a disordered brain, DBut he waz soon to dizeover the
frutin, in a very uanpleasant way for himself.
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T4 crew of the schooser was very small, consisting only
of four men, including the ¢aptain, and the constant tacking
was hard work. It had occurred to Captai lare that
the man he had picked up might be able 10 lend a hand
with the pulling and hauling, and make himealf sseful.

He was about to speak on the subject when Lagden came
up, but the {orger gave him no time.

8 Uﬂ.pt&in Dangla.ra L

* Oui, m'sieur.”

“¥ou are getting noar to tha Englich const,"” said Lagden,
speaking in French, very quickly. *“JI want you to turn
and run before the wind."

The French skipper stared at him in hopeless amazement,

" Monsieur !

“"You heard what T saud.” e w was

“Yee, but I do not understand,” gaid the ceptain, in his
awn language. “1 am bound for England.

“T do not wish fo return there”

* Why noti” :

“ That is my business.”

The skipper's eyes suddenly gleamed.,

i AR} gs it true, then, what the boy »eid "

* Whether it is true or not, I do not choose to relurn to
England,” said Lagden, with a shrug of the shouldera, *I
want you to boubt ship.”

The skipper laughed, as if emused by the coglness of the
request, .

1 refuse !’ he said,

“1 insist |*? - . i i

“ Ah!  Monsieur is mad!” said the skipper, with =»

shryg. ]
L“grepﬂa# thet I iosist, and I shall be cheyed,”” said

agden.

“* Bah!"

Lagden whipped up the revolver to a level
ished captzin started bacl & poce.

“ Monsieur ! i

“gtand back!" Lagden's voice rang out mennmcingly ad
the French skipper made & movement as if to spring upon

The H.E:WP'

him. “ Keep your distance.” : )
“ Sooundrel,’’ said Captain Danglars, clenching his hands.
““ Villain! That weapon is mine—you have ta 3 from

my chest.

Lagden laughed. ] .

“ And 1 was lucky to find it," ha said. * MNew, are you
going to do the sensible thing? Turn before the wind, and
talke me to the French coast—with a wind like this behand
the schooner, you will make the run in a few hours. It will
??E“?']F be & loza of time to you. To refuse will be lps of
ife.

Hyillain ™ _ Y

" fome—come, this is po time for bandying words!” ex.
claimed Lagden impatiently, ““ Will you do as I wish?"

# Non—-non !’

" Censider—"! . .

“Non!" exclaimed the Frenchman _mﬁrd:.-. “1 will not
be ordered on my own deck by a criminal. Go below !’

#“Feol! I am armed, and you are not. Will you force
me to fire?" exclaimed Ii:a.g,-dan hnam!,?.h i

His finger shook on the trigger—the hammer ~FORW.
But the n%n.n was evidently very unwilling to shoot. Perhaps
the inevitable penalty in case of capture was looming before
his mind.

“ 3o below !" repeated Captain Danglars.

“(Oh, you are mad!" anidpLagdBn. “T tell you that T
am the master of this vessel, and I will be cbeyed.”

{(Captain Danglars clenched his hends hard. He locked
round him, and grasped sn iron belaying pin. Ancther
moment, and he would have hurled himself upon Lagden,

Tha forgar had not a second to lose, )

It was neck or nothing then—and be pulled the trigger.
But as he did o, he shifted his aim, and the bullet sesred
its way into the shoulder of the French ekipper, instead of
into his chest. )

Captain Danglars gave a terrible cry, and staggered back-
\gﬁ.li}iﬂl l':Thuau belaying pin fell with & resounding crash upon

8 desR,

. ﬁ'he mate sprang forward and caught the captain as he
Ll

Lagden was white as death; but the smoking revolver
was steady in hiz hand.

“He would have it!"” he mutfered.

The mate lowered the captain to the planks. Danglars
was already unconscious. Harry Wharton ran on deréi at
the sound of the revolver-shot, followed by Bob Cherry
and Henri, the cook.

Lagden faced them all, the pistol in his hand.

The odds were against him; but he was master of the
situation sfill.

“ Keep ypour distance !’ he said threateningly.
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THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Criminal In Command.

HE revolver in Lagden's hand enforced obedience. The
desperate man would have fired again—and again—if
needed. Harry Wharton gave him one glance, calcu-

) lating the chances, and he saw that they were all on the
side of Lugden,

Then he knolt by the side of the captain,

He helped the mgte to strip off the coat and shirt, and
exposs the wound. The bullet had nassed clean through
the skipper's shoulder, without remaining in the wound.
There was a profusion of blood, but the wound was not
likely to prove fatal, if proper care were taken. Harry
guessed that La%dcrn had purposely aimed the bullet to diz-
able with as little risk as possible to life.

“ Better get him below, sir,” said Wharlon to the mate.
He pointed, ““la bas !"

* Ogi—ou '

The mate and Henri, the cook, raised the insensibles
skipper in their arms, and carried him down to his cabin.
There he was stretched upon his bunk. Harry Wharton
explained in weak French and with many gestures that he
was able to deal with the wound, and the French mate,
who seemed gquite helpless in tho matter, left it in his handas.

Harry Wharton had trained a great deal as a Boy Scout,
and he had learned to give first aid in case of injuries. He
had never had o bullet-wound to deal with before, but he
was not greatly at s loss It was fortunate that the bullet,
fired at such close range, had Fnssed clean through. Harry
succeeded in stanching the bleeding, and bandaging the
wound. The skipper remained unconscious all the time.

Bob Cherry helped all he could, locking on with a white
and anxious face. The junior of Greyfriars felt himself
strangely thrilled in the presence of dark trapedy—a phase

life 0 new and different to him.

“Harry! Will he din??

Bob hardly breathed the words.

“I think not,"” he said.
poon, anyway.'

" But how is he to get it? That scoundrel is going to
make them return to the French coast.”

Wharton's brow darkened,

o Fﬂﬂ‘l&tjlﬂ- wa can stop him."

“But if not—"

. Well, with this wind, we shall be on the French coast
m s few lours, and then the poor fellow can be taken
gshore.”

Bob shool his head.

“But do you think Lagden will consent to land at a
Fronch port? The mate and the seamen would only have to
eall out & word to have him seized.”

Wharton nodded thoughtfully.

*“He won't,” he agreed. “ He will want to make f[or
acrﬁ: lctl:jel}' sprot, further up the coast, and run the schooner
ashore.

“That's so! And then what
Donglars have?””

“Very little, I'm afraid.”

" We must stop him somehow, Harry,” said Bob, in a
low, tensa whisper,

] Harry shook his head.
“Not if he gets proper care

chance will Captain

I say, vou fellows " Billy Bunter peered into the
cabin. ‘?‘.:ﬂ‘rhat’a going on? What's evervbody so excited
about? I've been woke up hv p-ec:ple tramupling about, and

the ship iz shaking lile anything.

** Thay're turning to the south again," said Bob,

‘Then Lagden 1s having his way."

¢ Looks like it."

“1 say, vou fellows——*
face of the skipper.
happened 1"

“You'd better go back to your bunk, Bunter, and sta
there,” snid Harery Wharton c}iuiefl_m d

“ But—but what has happened *

“ Legden has a revelver, and——"

1] nh !"I‘

“ Btick in your bunk, ande—os"'

“I—I—I really think I'd better,"” mumbted Billy Buater,
and he scuttled back to his bunk and dived into it, and drew
tha blanketa over him,

“ We can’t do anything more for the skipper at present,’
erid Harry quietly. * Let's get on deck.”

** Grood 1
. The joniors mscended the companion. Lagden was on
decl:, with the revolver =atill in his hand. Elis face was
white and set. It was clear that the situgtion was no more
pleasant to him than to the others, but he was determined
to carcy it through.

He had had his orders obeyed. After the fall of the eap-
tain, the mate and the two French seamen had not ven-
tured to oppose him,
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The schooner had been turned about, and was now run-

“i'g free. ) : 2 ; ;
ar speed, with the wind behind her instead of against
her, was wonderfully increased, and the long, weary course
of tacking was over, i )

The Bells Marie was dashing through the water, and the
:J.'EEIa. of the English coast were already fading away on the
sea-line,

Lagden glanced at the juniors as they came up, and came
towards them The two lads assumed a defensive attitude
at once. Lagden laughed harshly.

“ Don't be afraid ! he exclaimed,

“We ara not afraid,” said Harry quietly.

“ How is the captain?™

“ He is unconscious.’

“I did not intend to more than dizable him,” said
Lagden. *1 hope nothing worse will come of it. But [
shtall gain my liberty, if every soul on board the wvessel
perishes. You had better not trifle with me.”

Harry regarded him steadily.

“ A'ra you making for & French port now 7" he asked.

‘" For the French coast.”

* But where will you land 1

1 have not decided yef.”

“Not at o port?”

 Certainly not."

“1f Captain Danglars does not have proper surgical caro
he will certainly not recover,” said Harry abruptly. * Do
you want his death on your hands?”

L:ig;ian gritted his teeth. ] ]

“The fool brought it upon himself. If he dies I am
soiry—but not for his sake, for my own! But I cannot
make for the land now, 1 must go further up the Chonnel,
and land at a distance from a port.”

“That will mean running the schooner ashore?"

“ Perhaps."

"It will be death to the man below."

“T1 hope not—but I cannot help it

Lagden turned away befors Harry could say more. Ha
was in- o desperate mood, all the more so since he had
been forced to fire, and risk incurring the guilt of murder.
If Captain Danglars died, the forger had something more
tErribFe than prison to fear. But he did not falter in his
purpose,

“The hound!” muttered Bob Cherry.
get the better of him somehow, Farry,
tallc it over with those French chaps—-=""'

Harry shook his head : n

“Wa pannot male them comprehend us easily Iem:nug'h,
he said. “ It’s no good trying to concert a plan with them.
Besides, they seem quite under Lagden’s thumb.”

“ Yag, rather."”

“ Whatever we do, we shall have to Jdo ourselves; but I'm
blessed if I know what we can possibly do,” snid Harry
restlessly. ** We must think it out.”

Lagden was certainly master of the schooner now. The
three Frenchmen obeyed his orders without a word or a
sign of disobedience, They knew that be was regdy to
shoot, and that was enough. Lagden, who evidently had
sailed & vesssl before, rapped out orders in French, taking
the place of the captain, o

In spite of his antipathy towards the hardened eriminal,
Harry felt a certain flicker of admiration for him.
Lagden's own situation was a torrible one, fraught with
peril, but he never lost his coolness for a moment. He had
stepped intoe the skipper's place, and seemed quite pg
capable as Captoin Danglars of sailing the DBelle Marie.
He goave hiz orders to the scamen in their own language,
and was obeyed implicitly., And it seemed that he must
havo had a constitution of iron. He had gone through as
muck as the juniors, nnd moere—and he had not elept—and
vet e was cool, alert, heen as ever,

The achooner fled rapidly through the water aa the sun
sank lower towards the distant Atlantie. 3

The juniors descended into the cuddy again and ate a
meal in grim silence. Billy Bunier pezreu at them over
the edge of hia bunk.

“1 gayv, vou fellows—"

“allo 17

‘““Is that chap still there "

“Of conrse he iz’ : .

“ ¥ou fellows ourht to do something,” said Bunter. * Why
don't you ruzh on him ond seize him, or kneck hun down,
or somothing 7™

“Ass! Ile's got o revoelver!"

““Well, it only needs a little pluck, you know, I—I'd do it
myvself, oniy—only I'm feeling rather queer Don't you
think the ship is rolling o lot?"

“*Oh, rats !’ . ]

Y 1'm blessed if T know what to do,"” said Bunter, hi[nklng
at tham, * DIm in a jolly awkward situation.  You see——

ot to
only

“We've
If we coul
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“Don't do anything,’” said Beb Cherry,
anything. Stay where vou are”

“¥ez, but——"

“And shut up !

" h, really, g‘herr:.‘—”

“0Oh, ring off '" said Bob irritably.

“But 1 don’t know what to do,”" said Bunter indignantly.

“Yon azs! You can’t intorfere !

“IEh? Inierfere with what—whom }'?

“ Lagden.”

“Who's talking about interfering with Lagden®" said
Billy Bunter peevishly. "1 said I was in an awkward
situntion, and didn't know what to do.

“¥eu can't do

I'm awiully hungry,

and at the spne time I'm feeling rather =ea-sick. What
would you advise me to do "

Bob Cherry burst involuntarily into a laugh.

“Yon voung asa!l®

“Oh, really, you know! It's a zerions matter. Yon see,

I'veo got a delicate constitution, and I have to keen myself
up by taking nonrishment. On the other hand—"

“0h, do go to sleap 1™

" On fdm other hand, I feel rather qualmy, and eating
mﬁ\r—..__

“Shot up !

“Well, what would you advize o chap to do 7

“I'd advise you to shat up and go to sleep”

Bunter biinked st him thoughtfully.

“Well, perhans there's something in that," he agreed.
“¥You're not a very intelligent chaw as a rule, Cherry; but
I really think vou're right this time.'

And Billy Dunier closed his eves end began to snore,

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER,
A Fighf {o a Flnish,

HE sun was gone, and darkness sebtled upon the sea.
T It was a fine, clear evening. One by one the stars
came oub in the eleay sky.

Harry Wharton looked in at the captain’s cabin.
Captain Danglars was conscious now. The mate had been
down to ses him, and had cautioned him to remain still in
his bunk, and told him what was happening on deck. The
skipper was very white, but very quiet, He thanked Harry
n a faint vowee for what he had done.

Harry's brow was contracted as he went on deck. The
skipper was in a perilous state, and needed immediate care.
The prelongation of the vevage, and landing in a spot far
from a town, might easily mean death to the wounded man.
That was Lapden's intention, and Havry felt that any means
would be justifiable in preventing him from earrving it ond.
Apart from the fact that he was a dangerous eriminal,
escaping to prey uwpon humanity once more, there was tha
fact that & wounded man’s life was at stake. But how was
the villain to he baffled—how was lie to be overcome?

The starlight fell in a glimmering light upon sea and
schooner. Harry saw Lagden standing beside the man at the
wheel, looling over the starlit sea. Afar in the dimness ap-
peared the lights of a vessel, and Harry heard the throbbing
of an engine in the silence. A steamer was passing them in
tho night.

Laegden's faco was pale and worn, and the signs of weari-
ness about him were plain enough, but_he was still steady,
cool, and determined. Would he never gleep ?

If ho had but sunk into slumber, if only for a few minutes,
his enemies would have had a chanee, Onee his revolver
was wrenched away there would be on end to his SUpremacy
—any one of the French seamen was a match for him, But 1t
seemed thal he would never sleep.  If he closed his eves he was
in terrible peril at once, and the course of tho schooner might
be alterad, too, He might awake to find himself in the heoart
of a busy French port. He dered not let nis eyelids elose.

Yei the strain upon his nerves must have baen terrible.

He glaneed at the boys, but did not speak. Harey Wharton
looked out over the sea. The steanmer had passed on and
disappearod.

The junior could nof tell where the ship was, and whether
s coast was near. e drew near to the wheel and glunced
ab the compass. The Belle Marie was bearinz to the west
now., [Logden had determmined to land mn Franes far to the
west ol tho usnal ports where English passengers to the
Contineat landed, in the hope of ehiding pursuit,  But this
meant tioce, and it might be that the night and the next
day would hbe passed before tho Belle Mavie reached land.
And meantiine, what of the wounded wan below in the cabin?

Wiarton set his teeth as he thoneht of it.

Somebhow the desperado mst bo overcome and disarmed,
but how? The junior rvacked -bis brain to think of a plan.
A gencial alinck upon hirm was not to be thought of. Tho
Franch seamen had been reduced to complete obedience by
the fear of the deadly revolver.

“Wa ean't tackle him openle,™ said Bob Cherry.  * That
Blessed revolver settles that, 103 no good getting potted like
a pate of blessed partridoes,™

= Mot ormeereh. 't
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“We've got to trick him somehow, but how?"

“ That's what we've pot to think out,”

“ There's a better chance in the dark, ﬁ-ﬂj'w-ﬂ-‘i;"

Wharton nodded, He was thinking deeply. What could be
dene? Lagden soddenly left his post beaide the helmsman
and walked over to them. .

Thers was a faint glimmer in the moonlight at his side.

Tha revolver was in his hand—it seldom left it.

“ Go helow ' he eaid abruptly.

The juniors starcd at him. ilgdﬁﬂ pointed to the com-
p::niﬂmwnr. :

“ Go helow ! he said. " You can turn in; I do not want
sou on deck. Do you think I eannot ses that you are plotting
amainzt mot'

“ But ”

“ Go below at onea!” ) . .

The revolver rose menacingly. The juniors, with soger in
their hearts, mioved slowly towarda the companion. re
was nothing for it but te obey. s

Lapden watched them with glittering eyes, following them
to the hatchway.

" ¥ou will vemain below,"” he said. * Don't let mo see
rou on deck again. You can lock after Captain Danglare—

a may need vour care.”' . )

Wharton set his teeth. To ba prironers balow—to give up
the last cliance of turning the tables—to submit to their fate
like sheep. In that moment the Greyiriars junior mede a
desperate resolve. ]

Ho walked slowly towards tho companion. He gave Bob
s glance, and Bob, understanding, drew a quick, throbbing
breath, his heart beating hard.

Wharton stepped into the hatchway, and Lagden, coms
pletely {lemivﬁ by his apparent submission, was already
turning away to go back to tho helm.

Wharton expected 1t, and it was his chanca. ]

In an instant he had whirled round and flung himsell
desporately upon the ruffian.

* Quick, Bob ! he panted.

He was grasping Lagden’s right arm before the rassal
fairly knew that he was attacking him, and dragging the
wrist down, so that the revolver could not be raised.

l.ugden. uttered an oath.

“ You mad young fool ! ) ) )

He dragieed up his right armn, pulling the trigger as he did
g0, But Wharton was dragging the arm down.

Crack ! ; :

Wharton felt the buzz of the bullet as it Pnssad him,
.[Thiﬁﬁ“g downward, and burying itself in the planks of the

1] ol

Crack! s

The revolver was rising now, and Wharton dragged at the
istol-arm, and the bullet lew he know not where. Lagden’s
eft fist was beating at his fece and dazing him, but Bob
Cherry was springing to the attack. :

Bob clarged at Lagden as he might have charged on the
foothall field, and his whole weight was hurled upon the
forger.

L.'l;;t‘%:*n staggered backwards, and crashed upon the deck.

Clinek !

A third time the revolver cracked, but the bullet flew at
rundom. Then, as he bumped with stunomg force on the
i'iﬂn:']ti, Harry grasped the weapon and wrenched it from his
TIETHELD .

Hao sprang up. v 2

His arm swepl through tha air, and there was & ghmmer
the starlicht as the revolver went flying over ihe side, to
disappear with & splash into the sea.

Larden was strugpling up.  IIe hed hurled Bob Cherry
aside, amd almost regained his feet. But now there was a
yell fram the French scamen, who had been watching the
sceneg spellbound till now.

They realised that the revolver was gone—that Lagden
had only his hands—the saine weapons that they had—te
defend himself with. The mate and the helmaman rushed te
fl;:h:a dﬂid of the juniors, and piled themselves upon Abel

Jagden,

The snan struggled desperately,  His strenpth was great,
and in his fury he seemed to have doubled it,

Four fues were clinging to him struggling for the mastery,
frad vet they could not overcome him, and he almost broke
OO,

“ Plenri " shouted the mmte. " A moil™

Henri, the cook, came tumbling up in hot haste to lend
hig aid.  1le had a heavy saucepan in s hand.

“Help ! pasped Harry.,

l.amden was almost looae,

e 2prang forward, and the iron saucepan swepd thruu;i'(h
tho aty. 1t cauglt Lagden upon the side of the head, and he
gave a wroan and foll to tho deck. L. -

[t a tietnent tmore the scwnen and the juniors were mling
an hian, amd he waz secured, 23
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THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
The Return.

ABRRY WHARTON and Bob Chervy rose pasping and
breathless from the struggle. Lagden lay half stunned,
and the seamen were winding ropes round him and
knotting them upon his limbs, The criminal was a

Fristmar at last. Feo was not likely to get loose from the
engths of rope that wera kaotted upon him again and again.

e lay powerless, his ayes burning.

* Got him " gasped Bob Chorry.

Lagden muttersd a curso.

*“You arp lucky that you have not committed a m:tu‘de.r,
you scoundrel!” said Harry Wharton sternly. *‘It i3 not
your fault that one of us was not killed.”

Lagden snarled.

*“1 wish I had not sparsd vou!"” he panted.

“Woll, you will not ba loose again in a hurry,” said Bob
Cherry. "I think theze French chaps can be trusted to take
care of you.” )

There was very little doubt upon that peint.

The erew of the Belle Marie did not meun to run any more
risks with their dangerous Passsnger, s

Lagdon was tied and tied again, till he conld hardly stir
a limb, and then he was bound to the mainmast with a strong

. Thers was not much chanca of his getting loose again.

o juniors helped the crow to trim the sails, for the mato

was changing the course of the schoonar now that the vessel
was in his ha agnin. ‘Tho scliponer was beating up for
the English coast, and the mate told Wharton in French that
they would arrive.there-in & few hours. Although the wind
was not favourable, the schooner made ﬁood way. The mate
carried the news of the recapture of the schooner down to
Captain Danglars, and the French skipper was somewhat con-
soled by the thoupht that if thore was a reward offered for
the capture of the escaped forgor he would have a good slice
of it, which wonld be some compensation for his injury.

Billy Bunter was sitting quaking in his bunk all the time.
The shots on deck had awakened him, and the fat jumor
sat trembling, in terror every moment of secing Lagden rush
into view, revolver in hand.

The chums of Greyfriars hed forgotten all about the junior
till they came below, and Billy Bunter's voice quavered out
from tho bunk.

“1—I say, yvou fellows——"'

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ¥ said Bob Cherr
don't mean to say that you've woke up,

*1—TI heard shooting-—""

“It's all over.”

“ Anvbody hurt?

“ No—only La;‘;den. He has & bruise as bigp as an egg on
his head, and he's saying things on deck. But he's tied up,
’hfi!t doesn't matter.' & s

unter gave a g of reliet,

‘It ho a primnaﬁn

“ What-ho I”*

“Good! I'm sincerely sorry I couldn’t lend & hand, you
fellows, but I—I was asleep, and I didn't hear what was
poing on—""

**Ha, ha, ha!"

* Blessed if I ses anything to cackle at!"

*Ha, ha! You just said that you heard shooting on deck,
that's all!"" grinned Bob Cherry. ' Fellows like you should
hava g memoriea, Billy." .

* J—1 meant, I—I sort of heard it in my sleep,” stammered
Bunter. * ¥You see—"" i .

“Yes, I see a fat, cownrdly porpoise!" zaid Beb Cherry.
* Bhut up, and don't bother! I'm going to turn in.”'

“ But [ say, is it all right now "’

“ Right as rain!"

“ Thank poodness! I sav, tho schooner's rolling a lot. T'm
fosling a little bit rocky. I wonder if it would do me pocd
to have something to eat, Cherry "

Bob Cherry anor

“1 say, Wharton, will you ask the cook to bring me zome-
thing to eat?” said Bunter. ]

Harey's head sank upon his pillow, and he did not reply.
Billy Bunter grunted, and woant to sleep.

When Wharton awoke again, it was with a noise of voices
and rattling ropes in hia ears. He started up, and just
avoided knocking his head.

He listenod intently.

Thera was a tmrhpfin and a calling of voices on decl, and
the Greyfriars junior knew that the schooner was in a
harbour. ) )

He tumbled out of the bunlk and looked at his watch in the
light of the cuddy lamp. It was enly nine o'clock.

“ Bob, wake up (" ) .

Bob Cherry grunted, and turnsd in bed. Harev shook him
violently by the shoulder.

“ Lemme slonsi Groo!'

¥ Wake up, duffer! We're tn port!”
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Bob Cherry rubbed his eyea.

“In port?

““ Yez, rather!” »
“Jolly good! Yank Bunter out! Good! Hurray!
“Yah! 'Tain't riasl:hg-beﬂ.” mumbled Billy Bunter, as

Wharton shook him. Lemme alone! I can have another
fow minutes, anyway. I'm not going to do much u:.;nshm;g‘
this morning, as 1've a bit of a cold. Yah! Leggo!

*Wake up, you young duffer!”

Y Oh, really, Wharton——"

“We're going ashore." .

“ Oh, I—TI forgot where I was!” mumbled Billy. " Oh, I
shaH be jolly glad to gat back to Greyfriars! And the next
timo you want me to go up in a balloon with you, Wharton,
you can beg of me till you're black in the face; but T jolly
well sha'n't go!”

Wharton laughed. ] i

The three Greyfriars juniors were on deck in a few minutes.
Tagden, half asleop from sheer weariness, in spite of his posi-
tion, wes still sitting on deck, bound to the mast. Henri,
the cook, grinned at the juniors.

“What piace is this?"' asked Wharton,

# Zn Nowhaven, m'sieur.”

“ Nowhaven! (Good!" . _ _

“Zo gendarmos zey come,’” said Henri, pomnting with a
wooden-ladle to a boat that was approaching the anchored
schoonor, in which the helmets of policeamen were visible,
;*Iva have signal to zem for ze help, n'est-ce-pra? Zey take
1mne’?

" Jolly good!™ i ]

The police reached the schooner, and an inspzetor jumped
lightly on deck. The mate poured out a stream of volubls
FFronch, at which the unhappy man looked quite. helpless.
Harry Wharton came fur‘-‘mrﬁ.

“I had better explain, sir,” he saud.

“ (o ahead." =zaid tho inspector terseby.

Wharton explained.

The inspeector’s eyes almost started from lhis head when he
heard that Abel Lagden, the forger, was a prisoner on board
the schooner. ]

“ The story's in all the papera already,' he exclaimed. * Ha
was supposed to liave escaped to France in a balloon. He
.pitnhadpmlt some of a party of schoolboys who were in the
car, and the others were carried off with him."

* Exactly.”

“Whera are they now™’

“Here! We are the chaps you mean!"

“0Oh! And where 15 the balloon®

“ Somewheare in the Channel.™

‘““ And Lagden?”

Wharton pointed to the hound man at the foot of the mast.
The police inspector turned the light of a lantern upon the
happard fpce, and gave a chuckle of triumph.

“ By George, it's Lagden! It's the man, right enough!™

* Ho is your prisoner, sir.”

“1 suppose you know there’s a reward of two hundred
pounds for his captured”’ said the inspector. _ i

“1 did not know it. But it should go to the captain of thia
vorgel, who has been ehot by the villain,” said Wharton.
““ Ha lies bolow, dangerously wounded.™

“Oh! He may have something besides forgery to answer
for, then,” said the inspector. ** Untie him, men, and clap the
darbies on. Mind that ho dossn’t get loose.”

But there was little chance of Lagden getting loose. Ewen
his iron frame had yielded at last to exhaustion, and he was
fairly spent. .

o was untiad and dragged to his feet, and the hondeuffy
clinked on his wrists. He turned his white face towards
Wharton with n look of undying hatred.

“ Wall, Lagden, wa've got you!” said the inspector.

I know whom I owe it to,”” said the prisoner, beiween lis
testh, his oyes burning as they weve fixed vpon the Removite
of Greviriars, "I shall not forget!” o

Ele wans taken over the side into the boat, and the juniors
apw hitn no more, A few minutes ‘later they went ashore
themselvea, and glad enocugh were they to set foot once mora
upon Boglish soil.

[ mmm———

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
Home Again|

ARKNESS lay upon the ancient pile of Greviriars: but
D a gplimmer of light was appeaving in the enat. It wua
five o'clock in the morning. But early as the hour was,

a light gleamed from the hall windows of the ald school,

and the hall door was open. Dr. Locke stood looking out into
the Closa,  Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, was with
Lim. Thers was glad relief in both the masters’ faces.
They liad had reazon to leave their beds at that untnnely

hour, For the Honze had been knoecked np by a messeuger

from the neavest telerraph-office that was open all night, and
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the dusty messonger had handed Dr, Locke & telegram thai
brought a gasp of religf to his lips.

It was from Harry Wharton, and dated from the port of
Newhaven.

It ran:

* All zafe. Returning at once.—WaantoN."

ririd that telegram removed & weight from the doctor's
mind.

For since the balloon had disappeared at sea with the three
Groyiriars juniors, he had almost given up livpe of seeing
them again,

Frank Nugent and Hurree Singh had returned to Grey-
friare; but thres were still missing, and the last seen of the
'la}lq#cmn was when it was vanishing seaward over the chalk

iffs,

The telegram, telling of the safety of the missing juniors,

for being knocked ap in the

fully compensated the Head
middls of the night.

The juniors were evidently leaving Newhaven by the night
express; bub when, and by what conjunction of irains, they
woutld reach Greyfriars, the Head did not know.

But he had decided te wait up with Mr, Quelch.

The !:ﬁgt in the east wos growing strooger, and the Head
was thinking of extinguishing the electric light in the hall,
whon thers was a sound of wheels in the Close. Gosling had
been ordered to keep the gates open in readiness.

A trap drove up to the house, and three juniors jumped
opt and ran up the steps.

Dr.. Looks uttered an exclamation.

“*Wharton 1"

“Hera we are, sir!"”

“ Thank Heaven 1"

'“Enrr}* to disturb you with that wire, sir,” said Harrv.
“But I thought I'd beiter Jet you know that we were safe
gy soon &3 possible.?

Ths Head pressed his hand.

“ It was quite g:ighﬁ, Wharton.
broken for so go

Do iy hangey, though,” ]

“T'm awfully hungry, though,” said Billy Bunter,

Bob Cherry chuckled. g 4
" You had & Eﬂlif good feed at the town before we got
into the trap,” he said. “We've had to come all tha way
from Northmoor o a trap, sir,””

“I'm hungry again now—-"

" ¥ou shall have some supper, and then bed,” said the
doctor. I will pay your driver. You need not get up
azain till you choose™

Haunter’s face brightened up. Next to eating, sleeping was
hiz delight.

“ Thanks very much, sir,” he exclaimed. “I feel as if I
mu'ti Eai_.'.w a jolly gc:iﬂ? |'£':E::1:I.I and thﬁl ha‘ﬂ'aﬂ.a. Inﬂg sltpb};l.”

" Ave Nugent and Inky—I mean Hurrea Singh, safe ome,
si7?"" azsked Wharten, d £

“Quite safe,” eaid the Head. “They came back efter
baing left behind by the balloon. They dre in bed now, and
they have been very anxious about you, as I need not say.
And the mian who was with you in the bal

“ He 1z arrested now, sir,’

" Very good. ¥You shall tell me the whole story to-morrow.
Now, supper and bed.”

And the juniors, alter a solid, cold supper; or, rather, early
breakfast, went up to the Remove dormitory.

The dawn was stealing in ot the windows, but it was not
near]geélmﬁ for the rising-bell vet, and the Removae still slept.
The s were in readiness, and the juniors undressed rapidly.
Billy Dunter turned in, aud Harry Wharton was stepping
towards hiz bed, when f:rhera was a sudden gasp of horror.

“Oh, mevey! His ghost! OhI"

I have never had my sleep
a cause. And you ane all quite Eaii'l?”

loon—""
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Snocop was sifting up in bed, staring at Harry with wide-
cpen eyes of fear. )

Wharton hesitated. If his suspicion that it was Snhoop who
had loosened the balloon rope needed confirmation, 1t was
confirmed now,

“ S noop——" )

- Keep off " shrieked Snoop wildly. ' You're not alive!
i{ km:nr.-.r ouw're drowned! Keep off! Don't touch me!

ercy ! Heip!”

*“You young hound !’ cried Bob Cherry fiercely. *‘ Then
vou did eut the rope?”’

Snoop started and shuddered,

“Youl! You, topl”

“You cowardly ass!™
“*Can’t you see that we're alive? 'We are not ghosis !
that row P* :

Snoop ceased his wild whimpering, staring at the chums
blankly. Slowly he realised that they were indeed Besh and
bloed, and not the spectres his guilty brain had imsgined,

“ o you cut the rope, did 1yﬂn:.t‘:“"

“It—it was ﬂni[y a joke! falterad Snoop. "I thought
you would have a fright, and the balloon Wnulg come down in
the next field. I—I never foresaw what would happen, If
—1f you knew what I've been through since, you'd—you'd be
sorry for me."

Wharton could quite believe it, as he looked at the haggard
face -and the trembling limbs. Snoop had plainly  encugh
been through agonies of mind, caused by the nnmﬂn;-«i‘r influence
ol remorseland the terror of discovery and punishment.

“Oh, go to sleep!”” said Harry scornfully. I sha'n't say
anything about the matter. The showman will bave to be
compensated for his loss; if that can be srranged, nothing
mmiin&&d ll;ﬂhsiid;:‘ A ————

““My on at '’ exclaim ran ugent, jumping up.
# Is that von, Harry?” " BeEE

““Hers I am.”

* And ‘the others?”

** Bafe and sound—here as well”

“* Good I

“The goodfulness is terrific!” ejaculated the Nabob df
Bhanipur. *“ It is gladdening to my estzemed heast to see
my* worthy chums réturn safe dnd soundfully once more”

“ And we're jolly sleepy,” said Bob Cherry, putting his
head down on the pillow. *Tell you all about it to-
morrow.’

. And he fell asleep at once. There was & chorng of guestion-
INgE voroes.

‘Whera have you been?’

" What's happenad to youl”

“Tell us about 1t." \

Half the Remove were awake now. But from Billy Bunter
and Bob Cherry camea only deep snores,

“Wharton! I say, Wharton—-"

“The sayfulness is terrific—-*"

Snors !

“* Just tell us, old chap—-"’

Snoro ! y

The Remove gave it up. The thres returned wanderers
slept soundly, and did not even wake when the rising-bell
went. They did not come down until fnorning classes wers
over that day; and then, for the first time, tha Removites
had their- curiosity satisfied as to the true history of the
Greyiriars Flight.

said Wharton contemptuously.
Stop

THE END
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The First Chapters of a New Serial.

Stanley Dare Discovers Tom Winfield.

Dare's reading of the footprints in Tom Winfield's bed-
room was a very marvel of accuracy, which few oven of the
cloverest detectives could have equalled. He knew now with
abaolute cortainty that the man who had thrice attempted
Wirifiold's life—the young Colonial’s mysterious enemy, was
npw -before him. .

“Are vou dumb?” growled the man, as Dare did not
answer him at once. * What do you want here?” -

“1 ain't dumb,” replied Stanley Dare, playing up to hia
character. I was a bit surprised, that's all, at the way

ou snarled at me. I'm making my way to Lefroy, where

reckon to got a job. All I want is a bit of something to
eat, and o shokedow: for the night.”

“1 know,” sneercd tha man. * That's all you sundowners®
sver want: and vou're slways tramping after work, which
you take care never to find, I know your blessed brecd, and
I won't have any of you here. Clear out!™ )

“ Hold 'ard, gastnple! Don't turn the chap away with-
out giving him a feed. It sin’t lucky.”

A second man came from the interior of the hut, and as
he had a frying-pan in his hand, he was evidently about to
prepare the evening menl. He waa short in stature, but
with immensely broad shoulders and long arms that gave
proof of tremendous museular strength.

“Curse you, and your silly ideas of luck !"” snarled the
man addressed as Bastaple. **(Give him food, then, if you've
& mind to be so generous. Dut I won't hove himy in the hut
—mind that!"”

There must have been a very strong reason for keeping
Dare, whom they imagined to bo no more than he appeared
tv be—a man on tho tramp from one township to another—
outside the log shanty, for the hospitality due to- wayfarers
in the bush is regarded in so aacreg a light by nearly every
settler that it 1a not refused to anyone who is not actually a
suspicions character. Dare concluded that the reason was
that Tom Winfield was a prizoner in the hut.

He made up his mind that, no matter what the risk, he
must find 'his way inside.

The short man, whose name was Flinders, brought him out
some fried bacon, o piece of broad, and a pannikin of tea,

“(Get through with that,” he said; “and then make tracks
as quick as you like. You've slept in the bush afore, I
reckon, without a roof over you ¥’

“Yes

“Then you ean sleep in the bush again.™
h_Wnth that he re-entered the hut and closed the door afrer

Liid.

Stanley Dare finished his meal, and, feeling certrin that he
was being watchod all the time, shﬂuldnr{*g his swag, and
calling out, " So-long," to his invisible hosts, strode fnto the
bush and was soon lost to sight amid the wattle-gum trees.
But he did not go far. Making s wide semi-circle, he

*A “sundowner" is the name given in fhe Colonies ta a
man who tramps throngh the bush from ststion ito station
during the day, arriving just about sunsst, when all work iz
finished, to claim the usual bush hospitality of & night's
lodging and o meal.
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INTRODUCTION.

gtanley Dare, the Boy Detective, having rescued a lad named Tom
Winfield from the Thames, into which he had been flung by would-ba
gesazeing, becomes interested in the casde,
to Launceston, Tasmania, where Tom Winfield lives, and thers meets
hiz old friend, Professor MacAndrew, who offers to assist him to trace
voung Winfield's nnknown assailants. One night in the hotel at Laun-
ceston, & man known as Jim the Tracker enters Stanley Dare's bed-
room, but iz secured and handed over to the police. Meanwhile, Tom
Winfisld iz kidnapoed, and Btanley Dare, disgulged as & “sundowner,”

Hs journeys from London

seta out o trace him,

returncd to the edge of the clearing at o spot ﬂxacﬂi opposite
to the peint at which he had struck into the bush half an
hour previeusly. 2

Flinders and Bastaple were now seafed outside the hut
smoking. Dare was at the back of the shanty. There was a
small, unglazed window about a foob sguare in the side.
Depositing his awag on the ground, and drawing his revolver,
he crept noiselessly up to the hut, and, standing on tiptoe,
looked through the opening. ;

The hut was divided into two parts, and the window
through which he was looking served to give light during
the dav, and ventilation at all times, to the smaller of the
two rooms,

The interior was now highted by a tallow candle siuck in
an empty bottle, and by irs feeble glimmer he saw a Agure
Iving on & ragged wallaby-skin rug in a corner of the room.

It was Tom Winlield! The liglit fell on his foce, pale and
haggard-locking., fde vwas bound hand and foot, 30 thot he
could only moeve by rolling to one side or the other.

*Tom," whispered Stanley Dare,

The voung CUolonial opensd his eves and stared at the small

window.

“Dare!” he gasped. *“Clan it bo vou? How did you find
out where they had brought me® For Heaven's sake be
careful ! If they discover vou they will kill you.”
thul*muﬂt pat yvou out of their clufches. Hush! What's

at?"”

Cooe-c-e |

1t was the regular bush-call, which can be heard at a great
distance. It was repeated in a peculiar manner, and
answered by Flinders. The young detective turned and
siipped back towards the timber. A man sprang out of the
shadows, and gripped him by the shoulder.

“ Bastaple ! lindera! Come here, quick!"” wvelled a
harsh, croaking voice in his ear. “I've caught a fellow apy-
ing round. Ah-h! Cursze you! Ouch-h!”

The peculizr exclamation which Stanley Dare’s sssailant
gave vont to as a sort of wind-up to his outcries for mssist
ance, was in a moasure quite involuntary. Primarily, it was
due to the fact that the young detective had turned upon
him, and flung him with terrific force againat the trunk
of a blue gum. He slid to the ground in & heap, groaning
and cursing.

Dare had just time fo notice that the follow was a lean,
wizencd-faced scoundrel, with scanty side-whiskers, and
dressed 1n & suit of rusty broadeloth—an wnusual rig-out
for the bush—when the others were upon him. He fired
onco, and Bastaple droppod.

- Flinders hung back a second on seeing how hia partner
had fared, and Dare saw the chance of making a dash into
the bush and getting clear awary.

But at that moment a whiplike ¢rack sounded to his right,
and he felt o sharp pain in his thigh. Ile was wounded,
Flinders, seeing this, took the precaution of sheltering him-
soli behind a tree-trunk, out of the line of Dare’s bullets,
and walted ealmly for further developments. He knew that
:!‘fith g bullet in his thigh the young detective muat soon

rap.

Lilte a tiger at bay Stanley Dave stood for o few minutes,
revolver in hand., With the excoption of Luke Bastaple,
who lay moetonless on the ground o short distance away from
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him, his assailants had vanished. One at least—the one whe
had woeunded him—had not so far J.?mt- It an appearance.

The pain of the wound and loss of bloed soon produced the
effcet which the hidden men were waiting for. Dare recled
forward, and all objects around him became blurred aud in-
distinct. Then he fell. The sound of galloping hoofs broke
upon his ears, and a rider pulled up close to him.

Cazing upwards, Stanley Dare saw a man bending from
his sgddlle and staring down at him. It was Jim the
Trackex

Sitas Warper, Attorney.at-Law —A Terrible Thréat —The
Black Feltlow,

Stanley Dare lost consciousness at the moment thei his
eves fell on the man whom he thought was safely in the
gnol at Launceston, and when he recovered his senses a few
minutes later he found himaeli lying outside the log-hut
bound hand and foot.

Jim the Tracker wasz unsaddling his horse, at the con-
clusion of which operation he hic his pipe and walked to
Dare’s side. Flinders was attending to his wounded comrade.

“You didn't expect {o see me again 50 soon, Mr. Boy
Detective,’” he said, puffing out a cloud of smoke. “I gave
ike reglars the s.Ii;,} easy, for, seeing that I had the darbies
on, they reclioncd they bad me zafe. That’s where they made
their mistake. I've pot o pal in Launceston what saw me
through that bit o’ business all serens.”

Dare, meaning to stick to his character of o sundowner,
dizelaimed all knowledge of Jim the Tracker, or the
“huainess ! to which he roferred, but Jim only laughed.

“Vou ean stow all that,” he zaid. " You peeled vour
face against the trunk of a wattle when I dropped you, and
that pretiy make-up all came off onn side, o ]‘.-T:::.r LOnr
hand well, but vou've run up against old stagers at the
game, aond they're bound to win”

“ Bound te win: ves, vou may stake all you've got on
{hat,” croaked Dare's first assailant, who came slowly out
of the hut at thiz moment. ““ And thiz voung slager has
plaved his last hand, if I've gobt anything to say in the
martar,™

“You haven't got quite zo much to say here as you would
have in your office,” remarked Jim the Tracker.

“Hut you've a deal too much to say anywhere,” snarled
the other.

Dare had given an attentive ear to the interchange of
Weivilities " between these two oddly contrasted men.

His wound pained him intensely, althouzh the bullet had
foriunately dropped out while his captors were binding him.
A rough pad thrust over it, as ha afterwards discovered, by
Jim the Tracker, had partially stopped the bleeding. He
detormined, however, to make the best of the sifuation, and,
azsuming an air of careless indifference, he directed his cyes
at. the individual in broadeloth, and said:

“Who and what are vou when you are at home ¥V

“I'Il interduce yer,” put in Jim the Tracker, who scemed
to be o light-hearted kind of scoundrel. '‘ This gent in the
Sunday-go-to-mecting clothes is Mr. Silas Warner, attorney-
at-law, of Melbourne, with an office at Launceston aa wt'-f'[
He knows who you are—se now you Lonow each other, I hope
vou'il imurove your acqunintance.™

“ Tion't be so kandy with my name,” snapped Warner.

“I won't,” replied Jim the Tracker, " if yuu'll be a little
handier in shelling out your money. Ten q’uirl Vou owe me
now for keeping my mouth shut, and Jdov’t yvou forget if.
If it ain’t paid within o week T'll be a bit iore handy with
vour name and your business than you'll eare about.”

Tha lawver turned livid *with rage and fear, but made no
roply to Jim’s veiled threat. Instead, he furncd to wreak
some of his apite upon Staaley Dare.

“T've got an account to settle with vou,” he said, " that
iz beund to ba paid anyhow.  First, for the way you
handled me just now "—ha put hiz hand te his side, where
no doubt thero was o fairly large-sized bruise—" and secondly,
heeause you arve interfering in matters that don’t concern you.
Vou'ro a detective, and, althoush only a young one, you
ave dangerous.  * Self-preservation is the first law of nature,’
veu know, and as I think more of my little finger than I do
of the whole of your bedy, you are likely to suffer. Under-
stand 2" .

Flinging a look of such diabolical meaning at Stanley Dare
that even the steel-nerved young detective shivered involun-
tarily under it, he turned and shuffled into the hut,

Tho carelasa wqrds spa]mn by Jim tho Tracker, who ap-

pearcd to be indifferent whether he offended hiy associate
ar not, gave Dare muach focd for thowsht.  Wha was this
Bilas Warner, who—if Jim the Tracker's statemeni waa
correct—-DLelonged to an honourable profession, and yeb was
the assoeiate of cronmals?
If he wos o lawyer, he was one of a villainous type which
i h.ﬂ[:ruyjl:;.' fast dying out. That he had eome intersst in
getting Tom Wintield put out of the way =eomed tolerably
claar, and the conelnzion that Dare arrived at was that he
had arranged with Lulke BDastaple to do the work for him.
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But Jim the Tracker certainly had somo held over him,
ay was cvidencad b? his reference to the ten Pmmds awing to
him—paytent for ** keeping his mouth shut.” What was the
secret that he had gained a knowledge of, and which Silas
Warner found it advisable to bribe him vot to divulge?
for he had not failed to
notice that the jmere hint from Jim the Tracker that he
would make it known had turnced the lawyer's face grey with
fcar. s

In the meantime, however, there was his own position to
be considered. Fis situation was desperate and he feared
that there was little hope of assistance from MacAndrew,

for the simple reason that he did not know where he was.

And there was no trail to fellow, as he had come the greater
port of the way to Whirlpool Reach in a bont.

Tho long hours of the night dragged slowly by, and Dare
had fitful snatches of uneasv sleep. He had tried_to wrench
his hands free, but the rope which bound his wrists was so
securely fastened that it did not give the fraction of an inch.
It was useless to wasto his strength in any [urther cfforts to
free himsolf by that means, :

Day dawned brightly, but thers was no eign that_ the
villainous quartette intended to make 2 move. Luke
Bastaple did not come out of the hut during the day, for
Dare’s bullet Fad gone clean through his shoulder, and the
wound was a nasty one. The lawyer, Flinders, and Jim the
Tracker, passed the time in smeking, drinking, and eating.
Somo food and water were given to Dare sbout midday,
though Silas Warner observed that it was waste of both.

Dare took no heed of his remark ; indeed, he did not speak
half a dozen words during the whele day, but his eyes and
aars were always on the alert, and no word or movemnent of
his captors escaped him,

It was just about sunset when Luke Bastaple came out
of the hut, assisted by Fhinders. His face was pale, and as
hiz eyves rested upon Dare an awful look came into then.
There was murder in the look.

“ Pile some more wood on the fire,” he said; “1 want to
Lave a good look at this fellow.™

“VYou have scen me  before," exclaimed the wyoung
detective. * Perhaps you remember the first time, when vou
stared through the window of the Dolphin Inn, in London,
Yeu were behind o mask then.”

Bastaple started slightly, and for a few moments stood
regarding the young defective in silence.  When he did
speald it was in o quiet, sappressed voice, far more terrible
than any wild outburst would have been.

“T like to gaze upon the face of a person who i3 about to
die,”” he said. "It does me good.”

“7 shall paze upon yours,” rctorted Btanley Dare, “when
vou are dead !

Flindors hnd thrown some more wood upon ihe fire, and
the red flames blazed upwards.  Darkness was closing in
rapidly ; among the trees it was already as black as might.
iﬁ; wisp of a new moon was settling down towards the westeérn

1orizan.

Bastaple drew a handkerclief from his pocket and wiped
his bloodless lips.  The scend of wood-violets beeame af once
noticeable. What a terrible mockery 1t scemed that such a
crime-stecped miscreant should use a delicato perfume on
his handkerchicef, like some dainty society woman or a man
of fashion addicted fo the use of scents,

“ Bring out our other prisoner,” said Bastaple.

Tom Winheld was dragged out of the hut more dead than
zlive, and when he saw ﬁgam lying on the ground with his
wrista and ankles secured, ke pave a sharp ery of despair.

“I have brought you to this,”" he erted. **It i3 through
me that your life ie now imperilled. These ruffians won't
spare oither of us now that they have us in their power !

“You never spoke truer words in vour life,”” croaked
Silas Waracr.

Dut Dare called ont some cheering worda to his companion
in misfortune. The tone in which they were uttered rather
than the words themselves, put a ray of renewed hope into
Winlield's hoart.

' Dga't give way, Tom, we're not dead yet."

Wy, not yeot,'” said Luke DBastaple; *"but you can number
he hours of life loft to you on ﬂ_’ﬂﬁ ﬁng’&rﬂlnf one hand, Your
client "'—he uttered the word with a wmalignant sneer—'“can
count the minutes that he has to live.  Lift him up, Flindors,
and you, Warner, help him, and secure him to that tree-
stumu yonder, Lend me your rifle, Jim,"

“ Whal for 1" ¢ I p—

 Pecause I can shoot sbraighter with a rifle than =&
revolver, and I want to finish the job at the first shot™

Jim tho Tmcl{mr leancd on his rifle and looked Dastaple
quarely in tha face. . .

b "'_i,fm::l won't get my rifle for that job,” he gaid,
“ What do yon mean?” T
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Hastaple's evil face was working convulsively with passion.
He was not accustomed to be delied,

“¥What T say,"” replied Jim the Tracker slowly, *““Hil
You, Bilas Warner, it's you that wants that young feller put
out of the way. Now, listen to me. 1I'm & pretty bad lot
myself, but [ can’t hold a candle to you for villainy. I hold
a secret of yours, that you've paying me to keep to myself.
I'll do it s0 long as young Winficld 13 alive. If he i3 killed,
I'll take care that what I know about you is published in
evory town in Tasmania within o week, Now, male your
vhoice.""

“Curae you ! snarled the lawver. “ You talk like that
because you thinl it's to vour interest to keep him alive”

I know 1t i5,"" returned the other.

Silaa Warner snatched 2 revelver from his poeket, but
bofore ke could use it, if that was his intention, Jim the
Tracker had his rifle levellad.

“Don't try that game,’” he said.  “ Drop that gun, or T'NI
1::!;.&I ver !

@ lawyer was cowed. He ratuenod the weapon to his
pocket, while the others looked on with mingled feelings
—surprise on the part of Flinders; rage on the part of
Bastaple.

“¥You'd give vour ears to zeftle me,” pursued Jim the
Tracker, * but I'm one too many for you."”

“Give me your rovolver, Warner!" shouted Dastanle.
“T'lIl precious soon settle this businoss!™

“No.,” said the lawyer; *I--I'd prefer not to go any fue.
ther with it--tc-night. Give hin snother day’s grace, and
T'll have a tall with Jim.”

There was fear in his eyes as he darted 2 look at Jim the
Tracker—fear and hatred, too. Bastaple wazs mad with
rage.

“1've got sﬂlnerhinF to say in this!” he cried, ““and it’ll
be bad for the man that interferes. Tie that young fool up
with his face to the tree, and steip his shirt off )

“What are you going to do 7

“ Have him fogged ™ roared Bastaple.

“Na, no!" cried Winfield. * You won't dare to do it, you
coward !

“Won't dare 1

Bastaple re-entered the hut, and presently appeared ngain
with a length of thin rope, which he cut into four pieces,
making it into a sort of “cat.” He flung it over to
Flinders.

“Give him fifty lashes!” he eried; “and after you've
finished with him, we'll give this smart young detective fifty.
That'll be in part payment for the wound he rave mo, "To-
morrow morning he shall dance in the sir at the cnd of a
mp&;L This is my affair only; d'yve understand thai, all of

o ?

“I've had my say,” replied Jim the Tracker. *'Tain’t
my business to interfers any further than T have done.”

or the past two or three minutes Stanley Dare's eves
had been fixed on a spot in the scrub just boyond the cirels
of the clearing, with a persistency thal might have attracted
attention had the others not been so fully oceupied with the
altercation among themselves,

Presently, while they were stripping Tom Winficld to the
waist, ‘and lashing him with his face against the tree-trunks,
Dare rolled himself elear of the circle of firelight into the
darkness. Thera he loy porvfectls still.

“ Are vou all ready " callad out Bastaple.

“¥es," replicd Flin-
ders, who was standin
with  the improvise
“eat™ in_his hand.

fe avidently stcod in
awe of Luke Bastaple,
and was ready to carey
out nis orders, although,
for the matter of that,
it is possible that he was
¥u|t4:- indifferent to the

ate of cither of the
CRptives.

“Very well, then,
Lay it on a3 hard as
you know how."

There was a short
pauze. A dead =ilenco
fell upon the group as
Flinders atiilppud ack
a i’»m:a in order fo get a
full swing of  the arm.
A grim, horrible silence
it woa. Then Flinders
swung the rope round
—it made a swishing
sound o3 it eut through
the air——

But the blow never fell,

dmr

As Flinders raised his arm, Stanley Dere leaped to his
[eet, the bonds Aving from hizs wrists and ankles in several
pieces. In two bounds he had cleared the space that lay
batween him and Flindérs, and, taking the fellow utterly
by surprise, had snatched the cat from his hand.

1 next inztant he had flung himzelf upon the lawyer and
deprived him of the revolver which he had so recently
farled to wae. Bilas Wurner, thinking his last hour had
come, flung himself grovelling on to the ground.

But Stanley Dare had no special thought for him.

linders carried a weapen, Jim the Tracker was srmed,
and Bastaple hod brought out a shot-gun from the hui, and
in an instant every weapon was levelled. DButb az the renorts
rang out, Dare dropped flat upon the ground; then, rising
unhurt, he bounded into the serub and disappeared.

* Follow him!"" yalled Bastaple. “I'll give twenly quid
to the man who brings him beek alive!*

But no one stirred, for the young detective’s voice rang
out clear from the darkness;

“The first man that moves a step to follow me will have
a bultlet in his body 1™

He had been obliged to leave Tom Windield in their
hands, as he would have certuinly beon shot down had he
attempted to ¢ut him free, and the young Colonial would
then have been in a worse plight than ever. At the same
time, he intended to make an effort to rescue him as zoon
as possible, as he did not go very far away from the camp.

The fire had been scattered by Flindors as & mousure of
precaution, bul Stanley Dare, peering betwoen the tree-
trunks, could just discorn the figures of the men moving
about the camp. Tom Winficld was still lashed to the watile-
stumye.

The young detective could not lay claim to being well
versed in wooderaft, but the sound of a breaking twig on
the ground eloss behind him warned him that he was not
alonge in the bush. He swung round. and found himaclf
facing an Australian native. (Aborigines of Tasmania have
long since become extinet.)

* Black fellow did that wall—eh *"" exelaigned the native.

* You did, indeed I"" oxelaimed Dare. * And you shall ba
well repaid for your sceviee.  Whe, put you on my track ™

Tha black fellow handed Dare a crumpled piece of paper,
and then, erouching behind a bush, struck a match to cnalle
him to read what was wrilten.

“ By the mercst chance,” ran the words in MacAndrew's
handwriting, **I got hold of the black fellow who brings
this note, and engaged him io follow on vour track, and find
out what had become of you, He has been cmployed by the
police as a bush-tracker. He will direct you, or lead vou,
to the place where I am waiting for you.

CEETH MACcAYDREW.

FP.S.—Guidsakes; fo think of an Edinburgh professer,
with half the alphabet after his name, wendering about the
bush with o scantily-clothed black man who answers to fhn

heatbenish name of \‘c"ﬂmﬂnga! But the black is more ot
home in the bush than I am.”

Stanler Dare could not help laughing at the prefessor's
podtseript. It was o clover idea of his, though, to engawe
the blaclk, who had already proved himself to be resourcefil
and courageons. For it was the black fellow that Dare hpd
noticed signalling to him fromn behind a trec-trunk, and
who had alterwards cub his bonds.

“Do wyou think you
vould cut my friend’s
wrisle and ankles frec.
the same as wvou did

T, Watconga ¥
Prare askad him,

The black shook hia
head,

“Look, white Fel-
low I he said, poionting

1o the camp.  ** Your
mate boing talken

aany.'”
GREYFRIARS." Dare leaped to lia
— S — feet.  Dimly he could
April, and Billy Bugter iy hard put Il]-'.ﬂ*:.q out two 3.”“'5
to it to mphold his positisn s the crossing  the  cleaving,
chatapion cadger of the col'ng. and carrving a third
between them.  If was

*' THE FIRST AT CREYFRIARS “

Tom Winfield that they
Were COoTrYIng. A
minute later they had
all entered the hut.

wil cames mopie latghter, Orler

BATIY.

fAnother loug instal-
ment of this thrilling
datective  story next
Tuesday. Plense order
your **Magnet” in ad-
vaoce. Price Qne Penay.)
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