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A Splendid, New, Long, Complete Tale, dealing with Harry Wharton & Co.
of Greyfriars.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Bob Cherry's Little Joke,

OB CHERRY came down the Remove passage at Grey-
friara with a large-sized lunch-basket in his hand. He
stopped at the door of Neo. 1 Study, and delivercd a
kick upon it which sent the door Ayving open. That was

Bob's gentle way of announcing his presence.

“You fellows ready ?" he bawled. .

“ Yes, as3,"” said Harry Wharton, from within the study.

“Well, buck up. We've got a long way to go."”

Harry Wharton bent down and caught hold of the handle
It -wos a hal-hohday at Greyfriars, and a fine summer’s
afterncon.  Wharton and Nugent stared at the big lench-
basket in Bob Cherry's hand.
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““What on earth’s that for?” demanded Harry Wharton,
in surprise. * You're not thinking of taking I?]rmt: blessed
thing for a climb up the cliffs, are you i*'

“Yes, rather.”

“Yeou won't be able to carry it.”

“ Feel the weight I"" said Bob Cherry, putting the basket
on the Hoor. *F Both hands—it's a good size.”

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent came out of No. 1.
of the basket, and cxerted himself to raize it. It came u
like a feather, and 3o enddenly that Wharton staggored bac
and stumbled over, and sat down in the passage.

“Ha, ha, ha " roared Bob Cherry.

“You—you ass !" gasped Wharton. " It's empty."

“Well, I didn't say 1t wasn't,”” grinned Bob Cherry. “1
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only said it was a good size. You put on enough steam to
Lift o 13:i::]¢:i":':’r ton of coals.”

Harr harton jumped up. For a moment he seemed
inolined o commit assault and battery uwpon his humorous
chum, but he refrained.

“What on carth are vou carrying an empty basket about
for, you fathead ™ he demanded.

“It's a little joke,”” Bob Cherry explained. “ Billy Bunter
is determined to come with us tha afternoon—he won't
believe that wa'ro merely going to climb the -:liﬁ’: and that
we're not going to have a feed out there. He won't take my
word, Sa I've borrowed his lunch-basket.”

“ What the dickens——"" ‘

“* Bunter will follow this giddy lunch-basket like a blood-
hound,'” said Bob. “ He won't lose sight of it, you bet. He
won't believe it's empty, any more you did. When
he runa us down at last, he will have had a lot of exercise,
end I hope it will do him good and bring down some of his
fat. Come on.”

L] Iiﬂ-g l‘m. h& !:H-

The chums of the Remove went down the passage to the
stairs. As they disappeared, a fut face, adorned with a pair
of axtremely large spectacles, looked out of a study further
slong the Fasauge. he fat face bghnﬁd to Billy Bunter,
snd iis little round eyes were glemmE hind his spectacles.

“ Beasts 1" he murmured. * Fancy Cherry pretending that
they're not going out to feed, when he's pctually borrowed
my lunch-basket. Beasta! They jolly well won't get rid of
me so easily as that.” :

And the fat junior rolled down the sage in pursuit.
It always seemed a perfectly indisputable thing to Billy
Bunter that if thers was a feed he ought to be in it. If
anybody stood a feed, at any time, without asking Bunter,
Bunter took it as a personmal imjury. Indeed, when he heard
that there was a feed on he aelfd-:m troubled to wait for the
formality of an invitation. And on the present occasion he
had determined to keep the chums of the Remove in sight,
and roll in upon them un ly when they sat down
for the picnic. After that, they could hardly avoid letting
him have his wh

Harry Wharton & Co. strolled out into the quad, Bob
Cherry earrying the lunch-basket, and gi\finﬁ an ooccasional

runt to ind:';:cata that he found it extremely heavy. Johnoy
%u]l of the Remove was sunning himself on the steps, and
ke looked at his chuma as they game out.

“ Coming along " asked Wharton.

“ Whither bound ™ i

“We're going to climb the cliffs, and get over the top
sf the Shoulder: It will be & bit of a climb.”

“T'm on," said
that basket?"

Bob Cherry set it down on the steps,

“ Bee if you can lift it,” he said solemnly.

“Bet I can!” said Johnny Bull, who was & very sturd
and thickset youngeter, and prided himself upon his physica
wrength, ““If you cam carry it, I'm jolly sure 1 can lift it.”

YOWell, try ! i

Johnny Bull grasped the basket, and put forth his strength
to lift it in the awr, as Harry Wharton had done in the
Hemove passage. The empty basket flew up from the step,
and Johnony Bull sat down violently upon the upper step

Johony Bull. ** What have you got in

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“ You—you assz !’

“ Ha, ha, ha " yelled Bob Cherry.

Johnny Bull jumped up, and meade a rush at the humorous
junior; but Wharton and Nugent rushed between.

“ pay 1 gxelaimed Wharton laughing. ** I've been through
it—it's only & jape |

“The silly ags!” roared Bull. “I'm hwt.”

¢ Never mind—take it calmly.”

ETs I___i_._il
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“Give us & hand with the basket,” =aid Eob Cherry.
“We'll work it en Coker" \ :

Johony  Bull recovered his good humour immediately.
He grinned, and took one handle of the basket while Bob
Cherry took the other. It was & very ]a!‘gle basket, and if
packed with heavy articles it would certainly have weighed
& great deal. Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull carried it across
the Clase, ﬂ.]:ﬁa.rent.l}' staggering under the weight.

Coker of the Fifth was standing near the school gates,
tailnrig to Potter and Greene of the Form. The three
Fifth-Formers grinned at the sight of the Remaovites.

“ Hallo !"" ssid Coker. ** Why don’t you hire & waggon
for that?

Bob Cherry panted artistically.

“T'd like to see you lift it, anyway,” he ga.siedq

“ Rats!" said Coker. *“I'd lift it with one hand.”

“Well, I'd like to zee you do it.""

“Put it down, and T will!" said Coker,

“ Bosh "

4 R-itﬂ- !H

“Look hers,” sau]l Coker, getting excited.
to show you that I can lift 1t. Do yvou understand? wi
with it, hers, or I'll jolly well punch your head.'”

“0h, all right,” said Bob Cherry breathlessly.
try if you like. Bhove it down here, Johnoy.”

* Righto !

The two juniors pnt the basket down and stood gosping
for breath, as if the mere carrying of it betweoen them across
the Close had exhausted them. Coker roached the basket
and stooped over it. He felt that he had taken on a hi
task ; but he wos a big ond strong fellow, and felt eq
to it. But he did not mean to leave anything to chliance.
He knew how the Removites would yell 1t he failed to lift
the basket after his boast. He grasped the handles with
both hands, and ecxerted every ounce of stremgth in his
powerful body, and lifted.

The basket simply flew into the air, and Coker fell back-
wards, over-balanced by the terrific force he had put into
the pull. He fell upon hiz back with a loud bump, and a
loud yell. The basket fell upon him, and he velled again.

The Hemovites yelled too—with langhter.

“ M-m-my hat !"? ga.aged Coker. " You—you young rotters!
There's nothing in 1it.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”
picked up the basket, and the chums of the
Remove, yelling with laughter, scuttled out of the school
atea, lenving Ucker sitting on the ground in a dazed con-
ition, gasping, and Potter and Greene chuckling.

The Famous Four walked merrily down the lane, Bob
Cherry carrying the big basket with ease, now. As they
reached the cross-roads, where they had to take the shady
lane down to Pegg and the bay, the juniors looked back.

A fat figure was w panting pursuit, and the lenses of a
pair of large spectacles glinted in the sun !”

- “Ha, ha, hal" roared Bob Cherry., “What did I tell
you! Bunter's on the track”

‘* Ha, ha, hs "

“ This giddy basket will draw him on like 8 magnet !

“ Hg, ha, Ha E_”

“Don't let him know we've seen him,” grinned Nugent.
“Let's give him a d walk., It will do him good, and
teach him not to doubt a fellow's word. Come on "

And the chums of the Remove marched on lowards the
cliffs, In the distance behind the Owl of the Remove kept
steadily upon the track, his fat face pouring with perspira-
tion, and gradually assuming the colour of a freshly-boiled
bestvoot, as the unaccustomed exercise told upon him.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunier's Prize.
HﬁRR’E’ WHARTON & CO. tramped on steadily. Th

“I'm poing

“You can

had set out for a framp over the cliffs, and & clim

.to the summit of the Bhoulder—the great cliff that

shut in PeggBay on the side nearest Greyiriars, It was
a difficult, and to some extent a dangerous climb;: and it
required the climbers to be in perfectly fit condition. The
four juniors tramped up the lower u!ﬂ)l'b_ea at a good rate,
following the path that led round the cliffs to the sea; and
in the distance behind them Billy Bunter panted on.

The juniors came round the seaward side of the great
Shoulder, and Pegp Bay and the wide North Sea beyond
burst upon their view,

Far and wide the sea Iai’; gleaming in the sunshine, the
blue waters rolling on and breeking in a line of white foam
upon the sand and rocks at the foot of the great towering
Bhoulder.

High above the juniors' heads, round the summit of the
cliff, the seagulls were flying and calling. They paused on
the cliff path, and looked out to sea. Far out upon the calm

“THE SPY OF THE SCHOOLI” & ' mariey: By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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The Owl of the Remove blinked into the o

n bazket through his big spectacles, and his Jaw dropped. The

basket was emptyl “Ow! Yow! The beasts!™ Billy Bunter blinked In speechless indignation, hardly

able to belleve his eyes, while four langhing faces rose from behind the rocks, * Ha, ha, ha!”

[See Chap, £.)

watcrs they caught sight of a steamer. Their glances rested
upon it with some curiosity, for their was no smoke escaping
from tho funnels, and the vessel seemed almost motionless
upon the sea. But the sound of Billy Bunter scrambling over
the rough path behind made them look landward again,

The fat juntor came puffing into view.

*“I—I aay, you fellows—"" he gasped.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" exclaimed Bob Cherry, in great
surprise. ** Where did you come from, Bunty?™

““I—I happened to walk in this direction,”” explained Biily
Bunter, blinking at the Removites. “1-=1 gay, are you
going to have t Edpicnic: here? It'a a pood placc—plenty of
rocks to ait on, and a good view of the sea, and—"

“Good cgg!” said Bob Cherry.
foed hore

* Why not?”

" Because wa've got nothing to eat.™

*(Oh, really, Cherry—-7"

“Come on, you chaps—we're not a quarter of the way
vet I'* gnid Bob Cherry.

3 I_-,.pr say, you fellows!"" gasped Bunter.
going 7

“Top of the ¢liff,"" said Nugent blandly.

“But we can’t havo &

* Where are you

“Oh, really! Bul—but what about the fecd¥*
“There 1sn't any feed.”
“0Oh, I say—'

The Famous Four walked on. Billy Bunter stood blinking
after them in specchlese indignation. The march was telling
upon him. ‘Fhe Owl of the Remove never troubled to keep
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himsolf fit, and ho was feeling the effacts of it now. But the
gsight of the big lunch-basket in Bob Cherry’s hands ssomed
to mesmerise him, and he started again. If Bob Cherry had
vowed with tears in his oyes that there was nothing in the
basket, Bunter would not have believed him—Bunter was a
suspicious individual.  Nething shert of looking thto the
basket would have satisfied him—and Bob Cherry did not
intend to let him do that.

The g‘unmrs tramped on. They were following the front of
the cliff, walking on ground that sloped away to the sea, and
gove difficult footing. Billy Bunter nearly lost his footing
more than once as he followed, The Famous Four walked on
as 1f unconscious of pursuit. Buddenly a wild yell behind
made them look back.

Billy Bunter was ]i,'m on the ground. He had slipped in
a ateep place, and rolled twe or three yards bolore he landed
Egau{at & rock and stopped there. He lay there groaning

ceply.

”va hat ! exclaimed Bob Cherry.

He dropped the lunch-basket and ran back to Bunter.
other fellows followed him.
a few soconds,

“ Hurt? exclaimed Bob Cherry.

DBunter groaned.

“* Where are you hurt?"”

A deep groan.

" Humbugging, most likely!" said Johnny Bull, “'We
know Bunter.”

* Oh, really, Bull!" said Billy Bunter faintly. *I—I think

Tha
They reached the fat junior in

Plaase order your copy of " Ths M “
Library In mdvanos. g
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epinal column is broken,. and-—
are all crushed, and both my legs are sprained.”
“1—1 forgiva you!"” said Bunter faintly.

X *I die for-
giving you alll™ .

“Wel, that's & very pood frame of mind to die in," snid
Bob Cherry, who could see by this time that Bunter was
"uioaﬁgg ” as usual. "It would be a pity to revive him,
a8 he's in such & ripping state to kick the bucket. Good-bye,
Bunter !

Grean|

“And I bope you'll be able to ﬁﬂt some ice where you're
gaglg," said Nugent, sympathetically. ** ¥ou'll need it.”

roan !

I'm drping. I—T think m
and my nrfbs

*Rats |

" Come on, you chaps!” said Johnny Bull. * No need to
bang round and disturb a chap’s last moments. Let him die
in peace.”

L] G‘Wd Lk ]

And the juniors turned away. There was a yell from Billy
Bnnbgrfsurpnmugly loud powerful, considering that he
was dying.

*“¥ah! Beasts! Come back! ¥Yah!" —

“I'm afraid we can’t stop to hel:z’ you make your will, if
t%at‘}a: a:;ih“ yvou want,” said Bob Cherry, with a shake of
tne . :

**Oh, really, Cherryl I—I think I might revive il—if I
had something to eat.”

‘' Better get it over,” said Bob Cherry. * Come an, you
fellows I ;

And the juniors walked away. -

Billy Bunter glared after them; snd ss he saw that they
were Teal ing he ceased proaning and rose to his feet.
As they clambered on up the cliff, the fat junior clambered
on after them.

Bob Cherry looked back, and chuckled.

o Y hat! Buonter's recovered already, unless that's his
ghost.”

* Ha, ha, ha "

The Famous Four elambered on, They were half-way up
the ciff now, and looking back they could sec that Bunter
had halted. Bob Cherry chuckled.

He placed the lunch-basket in a conspicucus position upon
s rock, and the juniors went on.

Billy Bunter blinked at the big basket, plainly visible even
to the short-sighted Owl of the Hemove. It secuned elear to
Bunter that the juniors had left the basket behind becausa
it was heavy, and intended to have the feed when they came
back, the same way, [rom their walk.

Buntet’s eyes glistened, o -

He was wet through with perspiration; but the idea of
raiding the whole feed, and not leaving a single crumb for
the rightful possescors, nerved him to great efiorts.

He started on again, faster than before, running and stumb-
ling and panting along the rough slope, the perspiration
running in streams down his fat face. )

At every moment he was afraid that the juniors would
recollect the danger the basket was in, and return for it.

But they did not appear.

They Had disa from view among the inequalities
of the cliff, and the rocks shut them out from sight. Bunter
approached nearer and nearer to the coveted basket. He was
Eg.nting breathlessly, but the nearness of the prey spurred

im on.

Closer and elozer |

Ho reached the rock at last vpon which the lunch-basket
lay, and prasped it.

" ot iti"
He did not o it immediately. There was always danger
that Harry arton & Co. would return. Heo drapged it
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off the rock to carry it away, and nearly rolled over with it,
s0 surprised was he by its lightness.
~ “"M-my hat!” cjaculated Bunter.
i jt.*’

'I'dHE set tho basket down among the rocks, and opened the
[+

Bending over the open basket, the Owl of the Remove
blinked into the interior through his big spectaclea.

Then his jaw dropped.

““ Ow I

He could scarcel
basket with his fat

Nothing |

The basket was empty |

“0Oh!’ groaned Buntor, “Ow! The beasts! Yow! Oh!”

** Ha, ha, hal”

Bunter turned his head.

Over a neighbouring rock rose four lpughing faces, and
Billy Bunter blinked at them in speechless indignation. He
realised that the chums of the Bemove had been waiting in
cover to sea the captura,

“QOht Beasts! Yah!™

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

** Rotters ]

“Do you like the feed!™ bawled Bob Cherry.
ha, ha!®

“Yah! Cads!®

*“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Rotttral Beasts " yelled Bunter.

“Pile it on! Ha, ha, ha!"

" ¥ ou—you—you 5

“ Ha, ha, hat"

Tha Famous Four, yelling with laughter, walked asway,
leaving Billy Bunter the unhappy possessor of an empty
lunch-basket—which he could not even sbandon, as it was
his own property—and & walk of three miles between him and
Gragfrinrs. And Billy Bunter’s feelings, as he took the home-
ward route, were too deep for words.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Derelict.
" ALLO, hallo, hallo!” )

Bob Cherry halted on the chff path, and stood
looking out over the bay. The Greyiriars juniors
ware high up the cliff new, and from where t!}ej.l'

siood the bay and the coast lay stretched oub to their view
below. Bob Cherry's eyes were ixed on the steamer, which
the juniors had noticed an bhour before, drifting smokeless
on the sea.

“ What's the matter with youl" asked Nugent, pausing and
locking round.

“Look at that steamer!™

“ Phew 1™ . ]

The juniors looked down at the steamer from the high point
they had reached on the steep clif.  The vessel was much
nearer to them now, and they could look down dircctly upon
tha deck. The steamer was drifting towards “the Shonlder
slowly with the motion of the seca, and evidently not under
steam.

The juniors scanned the deck and bridge of the vessel in
AMAICMCTLL.

Upon the bridge, upon the deck, there was no trace of a
crew; there was no sign of smoke from the funnels, und the
vessel was drifting unsteered.

Mot a single man wes to be scen from one end of the
vessel to the other. !

By Jove,” Harry Wharton exclaimed, *' what's the matter
with them? If they know anything of this const, they cught
%n Iinnw the ship is in danger. i% it gets among the sand-
wenks——""

“ They're poing ashors,” said Johnny Bull

“They I'* repoated Nugent. ** But i’hem ara they? The
ship looks deserted.”

o juniors gazed ot the steamer in silence.

There was something strange, something almest uncanny,
aboub it.

If the ship was manned, why did not crew appear? Why
was therc no sign of shipper or of scamen? Why was the
steamer drifting upon the rocks with the tide?

Tho vessel was now not a quarter of a mile out, and unlesa
it changed its course tho tide would carry it upon the shore
helow—a mild and broken shore, where tho currents raced
and whirled among sunken rocks and treacherous sandbanks,

In stormy weather, many & géod vessel had come to griof
there; but in the calm summer’s afterncon  there was no
danger to a ship under control.

But 1t was only too clear that the steamer, drifting under
the eves of the Greyfriars juniors, was utterly uncontrolled.

Wharton broke tho silence at last.

* They must be all below asleep, or drunk 1"

“ Thero can’t be much

believe hi: eyes. He groped in the
and.

€l HE,
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“Tt'a 8 derclict,”. said Johnny Bull

Nugent shook his head.

“ Lock at the boats,” ho satd,

“My hat! Yea'

The amazement of the juniors increased as they scanned
Eha dluck of the steamer in the bay below, and took in every

etail.

Jhe boats were swinging at the davits, If the stcamer was
deserted, the boats had not been taken;: and how could the
crew have left her without boats?

But if the crew were still on beard, where were they?

Below—while tho vessel was drifting to her doom?

“Thore's something mighty queer about this,” sad
Johnny Bull. * The boats are still there, and the men must
be still on board.™

“They will be aground in ten wminutes,” said Harry
Wharton,

“Givo them a well. The wind's off the shore, and they
can hesr ik from here if there's anybody on board.”

Wharton nodded.

“Good! Give them a yell. All together”

ﬁnﬂr%l tllzi”h::ur juniors, uniting their voices, shouted.

g L

The shout rang loudly against the cliff, answored by
thundering echoes from the hollow clefts and caves. The
wind carried out across the bay, and if there had been an
ear {0 hear on tho strange steamer the shout must have been
heard, DBut still there was no sign of life on board the

stranero craft.
il ! i !H

** Hallo 1"

“ Look out!"

Again and again the juniors shouted, But there came no
sign of life on the steamer, and all the time it was drifting
closer to the rocks,

Panting with their exerfions, the juniors fell inte silence,
end watched the drifting vessel with a fascinated gaze. Not
more than two bundred yards separated the steamer from the
[.‘ur]mﬁ line of form at the rocky baso of the great Shoulder.

“ They must bo mad!” muttered Nugent, his face going
white. ** They ecan’t bo saved now! Look! They're in the
curreng "

“Good heavens!™

Thoe steamer had made a sudden swerving motion. It had
been caught in the current that raced at the foot of the cliff,
ond now 1t was drifting faster, right upon the rocks and sand-
benks of tho shore.

_On it came, bow foremost, drifting to doom, and the
Juniors watched it in breathloss silence, with beating hearts,

It was o matter of minutes now. And still no sign of life
appeared upon the doomed ship, Silent, deathly in jta quiet,
under the calm sunshine, the stcamer drifted on, closer and
closer to the rocks.

Y Bhe's aground I'" mutiered Wharton,

{lrash ! =

Thoe concussion, as the stcamer struck, sounded up the cliff,
and plainly rcached tho cars of the breathless juniors.

The sieamer smote heavily upon the rocks and recoiled
from the shock, and lurched drunkenly, and then drifted on
egain. Missing the rock upon which sho had ciashed frstk,
the vessel plunged on heavily into a deep sandbank between
two points of reck. Her bows plunged deeply into the soft,
yielding sand, and she lay there jammed and embedded, with
the current racing past her stern, and white foam breaking
round ke

The juntors woited in a strange tense anxicly for the
crew to appear at last.  For if there was & man on board the
shock of tho vessel striking could not fail to rouse hinr. Dut
still no one was scen—there was no sign of life—no move-
ment on the prounded vessel, save the swinming of the boats
at tho davits.

“Come on!" muttercd Harry Wharton.

The juniors were thinking no longer of climbing the cliff.
Anxiety and cunosity combined to draw them to the mystori-
ons vessel. Harry Wharton ran down tho stecp slope of the
¢liff, waking for tho shore where the steamer lay aground.
And Nugent and Bull and Bob Cherry followed him fast,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Mystery of the Seal

HE steamer lay jammed in the sand. It was jammed
hard, and the billows that broke round the rocks had
no power to move ik, Until stormy weather cnine the
steamer was safe, as safo oz if in an anchorare. Tho

juniors, red and breathless with running, come racing and
tumbling down the steep path, and veached the shore, and
dashed along the sand towards the steamoer.

The vessel lay almost level, with the white foam ecurling
round her. The Greviriars juniors reached her, and  stifl
there was no sound, no movement on board. Close by the
port side of the vessel was the big vock that the steamer had
struck, and then missed, and the juniors, clambering upon it,
were on a level with her deck., They stood looking down

Tue MaicweT Lierary.—No. 239,

A Crand, Long, GComplate School Tale
of Hatry Wharton & 0o. naxt Tuesday:

“THE TUCKSHOP RAIDERS!”

' ONE

By PENNY,

&% L
orsmy, CThe “ Magmet
upon the dack, which was slightly slanting. The boats on the
port sida hung a little out from the davite; on the starboard
side they swung in a little over the deck. The door of the
charthouse was open, and the juniors could see into it. It
was, 0 far as they could sce, deserted. No sign of life—no
seund !

The juniors were silent with a strange awe.,

It was a mystery of the sea that was before them, a strange
mystery they could not fathom. If the boats had been pone,
they could have supposed that the vessel had been deserted

; the crew. after springing a leak. DBut the boats were

cre. If the erew had gone, how had they gone?

Bugt if they had not gone, how was 1t that they were below,
and had given no sign even when the vessel struck?

“There's something queer about this™ Frank Nupgent
muttered, ' Blessed of I like to get on board, you fellows.”

He voiced the feclings of the others. The cerie strangenesa
of it all had a peculiar cffect on their nerves. For soine
minutes they remained upon the big rock, leoking over the
slanting dock, without approaching nearer.

The boats had been swinging with the shock ; but they were
now still again, Dead silence and stillness reigned upon tho
steames.

Derelicts at sea, desorted by their erews, were not un-
common, and once at least one had drifted into the bay at
Pege, and had been salved by the fishermen. On that oceasion
the vessel had sprung a leak, and had been deserted by her
crew ; the leak had atterwards ceased, and the vessel had re-
mained afloat. Hut it was evident that nothing of the kind
Itadl happened to this vessel. Bho was p!ninﬁ.r not water-
logged in tho least; and the boats, %Iain evidence that the
erew had not desected her, remained there. DBut where were
the crow?

Harry Wharton drew a deep breath,

“1I'm going on board,” he said.

“Hold on a minute,” s3id Nugent.
fueer,  Suppose—supposc =

“ Bupposs what, Frank?"”

“There can't be anybody living on board.™

" Looks like at."

* But—but they've not gpone; there are the boats, so—so
that mcans that they'ro dead,” said Nugzent. * There must
have been [:la.{xuﬂ or something on the ship.”

“By Jove!l

It was a new thought to the juniors; but it was probable.

If the ship wers Irom an castern port, and had brought the
plague with her, it was conceivable that the whole crew had
pevished, and that the forecastlo and the cabins below were
choked up with dead bodics.

_ It was o fearful thought, and it blanched the faces of the
juniors, and instinctively ihey drew back further from tho
ship's side.

“ It would be dangerous to go on board if there's plague
there,” said Bull. ** But——" '

Wharton shook his head.

“There's no smell,” he said,

“Neo; but——"

“ If the crew were dead on board, and of a horrible dispase,
thero would be a fearful smell,” said Iarry.  “I'vo read
about plizue ships. This isn't one.”

“ Then what-—what——"'

“1 don't know, but I'm going to ses!”

And Wharton stepped towards the ship and clambered
over the rail, and dvopped upon the deck.  The other fellows
followed him at once.

Their boots rang upon the plunks, but still no sound came
_fl'ﬂm below. Wharton mounted upon the bridge and locked
into the charthouse,

The door was open, and inside, upon the floor, lay a cap.
Harry Wharton, with a hand that alljmuk a little, in spite of
himself, picked it up. It was a male's cap, as he know at
once. It had been dropped there. When—how-—why {

Near at hand stood a glass, still half-full of whisky-nmd-
water. The shock of the ship drifting ashore had not upset
it. There was every sign in the charthpuse of recent occu-
pation. But of occupants—none,

Tho juniors stepped out again, breathing gquickly, =
strangs fecling of dread 1n their breasts.

““The Aspasia!"” said Bob Cherry, readin
ong of the lifebelis on the rail. ** Look !
‘ullein their places, as well as the boats !

“Grood heavens ! What does it mean 7"

“ Let's pot bolow,"

For a moment tho chums hesitatod,

But Harry Wharton led the way, and they followed him.
The extent of cabin accommaodation showed that the steamer
had carried passengers as well ns cargo.  But the state-
rooms were silent and descerted ; the footsteps of the juniors
nwoke strange echoes.

i
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Nowhere 2 sign of life.
There wera bunke, with every sign of having been recently

ocoupied ; thero were clothes and other articles, all telling of
the recent presence of men.

But no living being.

The juniors vigited cach of the state-rooms in turn.
a n.JI]-:::, halle, hallo!" exclaimed Bob Cherry suddenly.
“*Loock hera!”

He had stepped into the state-room on the pork side.
Through the perthols loomed up the big rock from which the
juniors had climbed upen the ship, and the rays of the
setting’ sun ' glimmered through it inte the cabin. Tpen the
Boor, near ‘the table, lay & camera-—open, as if for use, and
evidently dcopped there, and left where it fell. Tt was a
valusble camera, and Nugent picked it up carefully, and
placed it upon the table. In onc cormer of the state-room
was & space ourtained off with thick hangings, snd Harry
Wharton pulled the hangings aside. \"?ithm he found a
small bench, & red lamp such aa iz used by photographers in
the piark-rmm, end other appliances for developing photo-
graphs.

“That's been used as a dark-room,” said Wharton, in a

low voice. " Tho chap who was in this cabin was a photo-
grapher.”
“Looks like it.”

“But—but where ia he? There's the dark-room, and tho
dishes and the stuff are all there. Look! There's a jar
with prints in it to wash. But—but where is the man?”

“ Heaven knows !"

Thoe juniors locked round the cabin with keen attention.

Thern were zeveral books on the little table ncar the port-
hole, and all of them were scientific works. Harry Wharton
opened each volume in turn, and in each he found the same
names written upon the fiyleaf—J. East. And one of the
volumes—a treatise upon the fora of the South Sea Islands—
bore upon the title-page in print “ Hg Professor Enst.”
That volume had evidently been written by the occupant of
the cobin—the man who had owned the camera—evidently a
Professor East.

But where waos he?

“ Professor East!” said Wharton. ‘' That's the name of

the chap who had this cabin, He must have been a

enger. I supposé there were six or seven ?assengera.
rom what I have seen. DBut—but where are they ™

*They must be—dead !

“But where aro the bodies, then?”

“ Not aboard thie ship ! said Bob Cherry, with a shuddor.
“It's & horrible mystery. I--I say, let’s get out. This place
gives ma the ereeps I

“ Let's finish searching, while wo're about 1t," said Harry.
“We haven't locked into the forccastle yet.”

“ Right 1" ;
The juniors made their way forward. There were several
steps down 1into the forecastle, snd the place smelt musty

and stuffy,. Wharton looked in at the open doorway; there
wes no occupant. The juniors entered. There were clothes
Iying on some of the bunks; there was a clasp-knife on the
oor, near a fragment of checse end & crust.  Wharton
picked up the. fragment of crust sand cheecse They had
evidently been dropped there by someone who had partly
eaten. A hasty I:l'um.l3 had been interrupted. How—why 7

Those questions hammered in the minds of the juniors, but

they could find no answers to them.

ey returned to the deck, end breathed more freely in
the open sunshine. Tho shadows were lengthening gver the
bl.f now ; the red sun was hidden behind the Bhoulder.
. In spite of their courage, of which they had plenty, the
juniors were ieclmﬁlatmngel? uncomfortable in the midst of
their eerie surroundings.

What had happened to the crew of the derelict? What
fearful mystery of the soa had they chaneced upon, all un-
X edly, in their half-holiday excursion?

' Let's got out!" said Dob Cherry.

Wharton shook his head.

“"Wea stick here !'" he replied.

“ What for 7'

H Balvege !’

“ Whet 1

“ That's the law of the gea,’” said Harry Wharton quietly.
"“Tho ship ia a derelict, deserted by her crew, and she belongs

to the first man aboard her.

Qzel mag, That's the salvage law. Bo
you understand ?

This ship is ocurs I

ANSWERS
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER,

Salvage,.
w URS ™
The juniora simply fas ed out the word. ]
Harry Wharton nodded. His eyes were gleaming,
and there was a flugh of excitement n his cheeks
now.

He had stated the fact.

The derelict belonged to the first aboard, and the Famous
Four of the Greyfriars Remove were—in law and in fact—the
owners of the Aspasia. S

But it took the juniors somo minutes to reslise it.

“Ours ! murmured Nugent. “ This ship—ours "

‘“ Entirely ours I™

“My hat!"" 3

* But—hut 1t must be worth thousands of pounds!” said
John Bull dazedly,

“ Fully that!”

“And it's ours!”

“ Qurzs—alone !

“Great Scott!”

There was no doubt abeut it, and the juniors realised it
They were the salvers—the ship was theirs. 5o long as they
remained on board of if, no other had & right to enter into
possession. They were the first-comers, and to the first-
comers the derelict belonged.

The uncanny feeling that had crept over the juniors gave
way now to other feelings. The crew of the derelict were
vanished; captain and crew and passengers had vanished,
they did not know how. But their line was clear—it was to
kee ssesgion of the ship. It was theirs to keep.

“My hat " gaid Bob Cherry, with & deep breath. * We'll
stick here, rather! If we get off, and somebody else get on,
we might find it hard to prove that we came first.””

‘ Possession's nine points of the law,” said Harry
Wharton, with a shrug of the shouldere. ‘' The ship's ours,
and we're going to keap it. TUntil the matter's settled, some
of us have got to stay on board.”

** All night ¥

“We can't leave it for & minute. T don't suppose tie
steamer cun be seen from FPegg, but 28 scon as she's seen
there will boe boats round. Nobody will miss a chance of
salving o fine vessel like this. If some of the rough fellows
from Pegg get round here, there may be trouble. But they
jolly well won't get on board.”

“No fear!”

" But—but can we stey here?” szaid Nugent doubtfully
“We've got to get back for calling-over, you know.”

** Blow calling-over I

Rt et
M We'll got permission from the Head to stay aboard ali
night," said Herry, his eves a-gleam with excitement. ** One

of you fellows can go up to the school and explain to ham,
You can explain that the ship's quite safe, and that it's
worth thousands of pounds to us to stay on bosrd for the
night.. The Head won't stand in our way. And vou car
bring back some grub-—we shall need it—and we'll make o
night of it. You'd better go, Franky; you've got the most
persuasive tongue.”’

Nu?:nt grinned.

“I'll go,’”” he said. “ But if the Head won't allow——"

Wharton's jaw set grimly.

“We're jﬂfl]f well going to stay here,’”” he said. ‘‘The
Head can como and see that it's all safe, if he likes, Make
him come, if you can, or send a prefect. But we're jolly
well going to make a night of it, anyway."”

“Hear, hear I

""" Buzz off, Franky! It's getting near time for calling
over now, and the sooner the quicker, you know.”

" Right-ho " said Nugent.

And he clambered over the side of the big rock, and
dropped upon the sand, end started by the shore path to
reach Greyfrisrs.

“It will be ell right,” said Harry Wharton confidently.
“When Franky explains, tho Head will let us stay here.
Let's pet our quarters ren%y."

And the jumors returned below.

The excitument of camping out for the night had banished
for the moment the strange feeling of uneasiness with which
the silence and desertion of the steamer had inspired them.

They wera the masters of the ship.

The position of the vessel, d]n;nmeq am the rocks under
the great Shoulder, rendered it invisible from the town of
Pegg across the bay. The drifting steamer had probably not
been cbserved from the fishing village. But there were iR
out at sea, coming back towards nightfall, and Harry
Wharton realised that the grounded steamer might be seen,
and that there might be rival seckers of salvage. The
juniors were the Orst-comers, and they had a right to what
they had found. But Wharton koew that it would be
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" Come on! " shouted Peter Keeley, desperatéiy, © o for 'em!” The longshoremen made A savage rush for the |
steamer, but the juniors were ready for them, and they were sent reeling back to the rocks, one after another,
“Hurray!" roared Bob Cherry. “Come and have some morel" (See chap. 6.)

necegsary to keep watch, While Bob Cherry and Johnoy
Bull were muking the preparations for camgping, Harry
Wharton remaine-ﬁ oh derslc. Eﬂrﬂ'pin* a look-out.

Several boats had passed in the distance, without ohserving
tha grounded Aspasie, and Wharton had been careful to do
nothing to attract their attention. But later on he caught
sight of a boat pulling directly towards the steamer. There
were three men in it and two of them were pulling, while
tha t]E'Lird was standing up, and looking towards the grounded
veasel,

As the boat came nearcr, Wharton recognized the man
standing up as one of the roughest characters in the coast
village.” The man's eves were fixed upon the sicamer,

“Sgnlvageu by gum!” Wharton heard him say. * Zhe's
deserted !

“ Good luck for us, Peter!™ said one of the rowers.
YRy ogpam, ves!”

" Wharton leaned over the rail and waved hiz hand to the
oat.

“ Keep back, there ! he ecalled cut.
Petor Keeley started violontly,
“Thunder! There's somebody aboard !

“Keep back! Youw're not allowed on board here.”
Marry Wharton guietly. = We've found this  vessel,
we're claiming the salvage.”

“Wotth

“Keep off ! Do veu hear®™

The rowers rested on their oars, and the boat Aoated gently

THr MacxeT Linwiry,—No. 239,
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by the stern of the Aspasia. Though the bows of the steamer
were deep in sand, the water was deep round her stern, and
it wnas possible for the boat to come quite near., Wharton
looked down upon the three men from the rail,

“ DBy gum "' said Keeley. * It’s one of the kids from the
school I

He stared at Harry Wharton.

' Look 'ere,” he exclaimed, * you run away to schocl,
Master Wharton! "Ow did you get on to that ship ™

“ Btepped on "' said Harry.

“* Was thore anybody on board #**

" Nobody."

“ Then at's salvage,” said Iocley,
we'll teke possession,
won't forget yvou”

Harey Wharton laughed.

“Thank you! I can look afier myself!" he said.

“We're m:rmin!: aboard "'

* You're notl’

“Who's pung tostop us ! demanded Keeley, with a sncer.

*Wo are IV

“0Oh! You're not alone, then

* There are three of us here,”” zaid IHarry, “and one's gone
to Greyiriars, and is coming back. You see, you're too late,
and ye:'d betfer buzz off I

Recley and hiz companions muttered together for a few
minutes, Their looks were decidedly  unpleasant. Harry
Whatton, watching their faces keenly, could realise quite

. “¥ou run away, and
When it comes to paying out, we
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easily that, had they found him alone there, without much
ance of discovery sfterwards, they would have been quite
pupﬂhlﬂ of ending his claim to the salvage by tossing him
into the sea, That, however, was hardly ﬁasi le now. But
tAhfatelmka :: the tIlLEe ]ﬁrngsﬁuErenlmn TEI; E?identlj hostile.
r muttering ether, Kee ooked u ain  at
Wharton. g i ke

;::limnk here, Master Wharton, we're comin' aboard ! he
snid,

“You can't I

“We want to satisfy ourselves as wot you say is
correct,”’

" ¥ou can take my word for it."”

“Wot's the 'arm of our coming aboard?” demanded
Eeeley angrily.

“We don't want your company ! said Wharton ecoolly.
“ Besides, do you think I'm a duffer? You want to shove
us off, and eleim to be the first on board. Do you take me
for a silly ass P*

il I aw’Ekr—"!‘l‘

“Ob, rats!”

¥ Well, we're coming aboard,"” said Keeley savagely.

“You'lt get hurt if you try 1t said Wharton grimly.
“ Mind, we mean business. e don't allow anybody to set
foot on this ship 1"

“ T'll soon show yer about that !"" growled Keeley.

Tho boat backed water, and disappeared round the rocks.
It was :mimubla for the three longshoremen to climb over
the stern Irom the water side, and they evidently meant to
lard, and board the steamer by tha 1
task, unless they were stopped by force.

*“Johony! Bob!" shouted Wharton.

“ Hallo, hello, halloe!"

“ Tumble up, quick "

Bob Cherry and Johony Bull ran on deck.

** What's the row ?"" asked Bull breathlesaly.

“ The enemy!"”

“ The—the what !"’

“ Three rotten longshore loafers from Pegg!™ said Harr
Wharton hurriedly. *° They're coming aboard 1f we don’t
stop them. They want to shift vs off and claim the vessel
Theﬁ're not going to board ue!”

* No fear ™' said Bob Cherry emphatically.

* Gret something to handle them with; we've got to fight I*

“ Good eggl"

The three juniors easily found weapons. Johony Bull
F]l:kl!d up su iron bar, Bob Cherry a fl\*f malacca cane
rom the professor's state-room below, and Harry Wharton
a boathook. Then they posted themselves reedy to meet the
enemy. They could hear the sound of & boat scraping on tha
sand beyond the big rocks, but for the moment l:.ge long-
gshoremen wera out of sight.

“ Who are t.ha;.r " asked Bob Cherry breathlessly. * Do
you know them !’

“ Yes. Petor Keeley, the rough who was sent to prison
for rubberg}nwith viclence on the Friardale road, and two of
his pals. e of them iz named Bill Walker.
the other, but be's the same kind of rotter.”

Bob Cherry whistled.

“Three of the worst ruoffians in the place," he suid.
shall have trouble.”

** Here they come!”

The three longshoremen appeared in sight [rom the rocks.
They scrambled upon the big rock close the port side of
the grounded steamer, and advanced tnwnrga the juniovs.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Repelling Boarders!
HARRY WHARTON & Co. locked down upon the threa

s—quite an easy

I don't know

dn “‘f’e

langshoremen from the rail at the stecamer's side, and
stood ready. Peter Keeley and his comrades hesitated

~ a5 they saw the three Jjuniors standing, weapon n
hand, ready to repel their advances. Keeley resorted to
words agmin es his comrades hul'tg; back.

" Look "ere, Master Wharton,” he said—"'look “ere, we
only asks for & share in the salvage. 'That's fair enuff.”

“ Fair as a die " said Ball Walker solemnly.

“"Why the dickens should we give you a share 1 the
salvage "' demanded Harey Wharton., * You can eut off IV

“* Jest let us aboard to 'ave a look rouwnd—"

“You can look round as much as you lhike—from where
you are !

“ But, I says—""'

“ But you've not coming sboard this vessel ! said Harry
Wh?r;l'.ﬂn firmly. " Not a step, my man. I know you, you
see !

Keeley scowled savagely.

T Imi I'E!I'H-—'—'”

“Oh, rats! Buzz off I ]
* Yes, travel along, and don’t bother ! said Bob Cherry.
Tere MaoWET LisRaRT.—No. 239.

o Y.i)n’ra not coming aboard, and you're wasting time. Get
out "

“ You're goin’ to stop us—hey ¥ said Keeley.

“ Yen, rather ! said gﬂhnn}' %ull emphatically.

“ You'll get "art !’

“ 1 fancy you'll get hurt, if you try to climb on board, with
us here to stop you!" said Harry Wharton. * You can try
if %:uu like 1"

ke three longshoremen exchanged glances, They did not
like the look of the juniors, but the prize was too tempting.
Even if they could not make out their claim ta the salvage,
they could see that the vessel must contain loot enough to
veward them for a search. To fill their pockets with
valuables, and have a claim st least on. the ealvage, was
worth a struggle, and was quite as honest as the various ways
]nmi means Peter Keeley generally followed of gedting a
iving.

“Come on!" said Keeley desperately. ' Go for "em !

“ We're arter you, Petee[?rf” P Y

Keeley dashed towards the steamer gver the rock, and
made a spring, He caught the rail with hia hends, and
cllnmhgmi up. In a th:gmﬂ:nj; mgmkhabuw-:ﬁllg gﬁve come
plunghng over u slantimmg deck, t Bo eITy was
ready for him. %T:a heavy malacca slashed through the air,
and descended upon the longshoreman's head, and he fell
backwards with & fearful yell,

Crash !

Back on the rock went the leader of the longshoremen,
and he lay there dazed and groaning.

The other two ruffians wars nli.mﬁ:mring' savagely on; but
their fato was no better. Bill Walker received s slash from
Wharton's boathook, and he reeled off and fell, and did
not eome on again. The third man jumped back as Johnny
Bull lashed at him, and avoided the blow, missing his footing
at the same time, and rolling over the uneven rock. Unable
to save himself, ho rolled over it on the seaward side, and
there was & loud splash as he disappeared into the water.

o Hﬁl}rﬂ-:r 1" roared Bob Cherry. '“‘Come and bave some
o
The juniors bned the slanting rail, ready for another attack.
Potor Keeley sat up, and rubbed f:-i: head and groaned.

+i Y’ﬂ"l’? !!!'

“Lzroo!"  groaned Walker.

Keeloy looked round dazedly.

“Where's Dick Doggett!” ho asked.

“Ow! In the water!”

“ You'd better pull your pal out,’”” said Harry Wharton.
“Da you want him to be drowned?”

Neither Keeley nor Walker moved. But Doggett dragged
himself out and came clambering up the rock again, drippin
with water, and leaving a wet treil behind him. Ho san
down exhausted by his comrades.

The aspect of the longshoremen was so pitiable that the
chums of Greyfriars burst into a roar of laughter,

Kceley blinked at them, still rubbing his head.

“You murderous young 'ounds!” he said. ' You might
*ave brained me."

** No danger of that ! said Bob Cherry consolingly.

* Iia, ha, ha!”

*Wa're comin’ on that steamer.”

** All right; come on.”

The longshoremen exchanged glances. They wanted to
get aboard, but they did not want to face the Greyiriars
juniors again. Keeley staggered to his feet.

“You jest look out,” he said. ** You'll see us again !

“¥es; we'll turn up to see vou tried, next fime you're
sent to chokey,” said Bob Cherry.

The longshoreman ground his teeth,

“¥You jest look out, that's all,” he said.

And the longshoremen turned away. They meved slowly
down the rock to the sand beyond; and Keeloy suddenly
stnmbled and fell.

" Mind the step!” shouted Bob Cherry.

*“Ha, bha, ha?t

The ruffian rose again, a savage gleam in lns eyes, and
a jagged chunk of rock in his hand. Hi= stumble had been
a feint to deceive the jumiors. He swung round, and the
missile Bew with a sudden whis

“ Look out!” wyelled Wharten.

Crash!

The chunk of rock crashed on the rail, and glanced off on
the deck., It was the rail that saved Wharton from receiving
it. Keeley, sure of his aim, came rushing back across the
rock, to spring on board while the juniors were in confusion.
But the missilo kad not touched Wharton, and he was ready.

The longshoreman theew himself headlong over the rail,
and roeceived a lash from the boathook and the malacca
without stopping. But he fell on the deck, half-stunned,
and the juniors threw themselves upon him,

Keeloy struggled fiercely ; and Wharton, his eyes gleaming,
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brought down hls boathook upon the ruffiarn’s right arm,
paralyzing it for the moment.

“ Piteh him overboard ™ he shouted.

“ Yes, rather!"

“Keep watch here, Johnny !

* Righto!"

Johnny Bull guarded the rail, in caso Walker and Doggett
should mako a rush, while his chums dragged Keeley away
to the su=n. The longshoreman, heavy as he was, was
pitched hezdlong over the zide where the water flowed yound
the stern of the stcamer, and he disappeared into the sea
with a resounding splash.

Wharton panted.

“The scoundrel! He might have killed onc of us with
that stone 1™
. Keeley's head rose above the water. ITe glared up at the
uniors for s moment, and then swam away to where the

at had been left among the rocks. Doggett and Walker
retreated to join him, and the three of them disappearcd
from view,

It was evident that the salvage scekers had had enough
for the present.

“By Jove!" said Beb Cherry.  “'That was quite warm
while it lasted! We shall have to keep a good lock-out to-
night, you chaps. They'll come back after dark!™

* Most likelp I'"

“They're going now "' said Johnny Buoll

The sound of ovars cume to the juniors' cars. From behind
the rocks the boat emerged, and Kceeley and company pulled
away across the bay, Xeeley shook his fist at the steamer,
and Bob Cherry kissed his hand in response.

The boat disappeared into the shadows that were decpening
over the bay. But Harry Wharton & Co. felt pretty certain
that they had not seen the last of the longshoremen, and they
knew they would have to keep wakbch and ward that night
upon the stranded steamer.

THE SEYENTH CHAFPTER,
Camplog-Out !

RANK NUGENT returncd as the dusk was desponing
over the bay, and Wingate of the Sixth came with him,
Harry Wharton and his comrades looked rather grimly
at Wingate as ho came on board the steamer. Their

first thought was that tho captain of Greyiriars had been
sent to take them back to the echool. But Nugent soon
relioved their minds.

“It's all right," he announced, *'I've oxplained to the
Head, and ho savs we fan camp out here to-night if it's
safe. Wingate's comoe to sec that it's safe.”

*Oh, good !

“8afe aa houses,” =aid Bob Choery, confidently. ** You
can eeo that the steamer can't foat off, Wingate. She's
janimed fast.”

Wingate nodded.

" Looks safe cnough,” he remarled,
wealher's good, at all events

Wharton gave his comyade a warning glance, as a hint to
say mothing about the attack of Peter %{celﬂr and his gang,
If the Greviviars captain had known of that little incident,
he would probably not have thought it so safe for the juniors
to remain on board the steamer for the might. As it was
it did not eross Wingate's mind,

“I've brought some grub,” sad Nugent. " We'll camp
out on deck, and have a feed un here,  You can stay and have
a foed with uzs, Wineate,”'

“ Righto " said Wingate,

Whilo the juniors were preparnng the feed, the Creviviars
eaptamn looked over the veossel ¢ stato of the steamer
amazedd hitn as much as it had the juniors. A dereliet with
all the boats and hfe-belts infact, and every sien of rocent
oceupation, was a mystery which execited the magination,
and if the juniors had been superstitious they might have
farcied thal sunernatural canses had been at work,

Wingate reinimed the juniors on the deck, amazed.

“Ti's extraordinary,”” he said,  * There's simply no account-
e for ik, What can bave happenced to the crow?”

Wharton shook his head.

“I0s 2 oeiddy mystery U7 e said.

" You kid: are not afraid to stay here? aslod Wingate,

Afraid! What iz there 1o be afraid of 7'

“Well, sailormen might say the ship was haunted.”

Harry Wharton lausghed,

“We'll visk that!” he remurked.

“Yes, rather”

“T1s awlully gueer about the steamer helng deserted,” sand
Nugend thoughtfolly, " Buar even of anything has happened
fu the crew, [ don't #ee how anythine can happsn to us,
There's nobedy on boavd but owrselves”’

Wi gt moscdchinl.

BNo, T don't geo that there’™s amy rizk,™ he remarked, “ T
pepiort it fo the ITead. B ['d like to knew wlest's ]1.1[‘}-
pened on this sieamer before she ran agrounned.”™

Thoey dizcusstd the mystery as they had Heir tea on deck;
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but it was impossible to make even a surmiso to cxplain the
strange circumstanocs.

But that there was no danger to the juniors, whatever had
happened to tho crew, scemed clear enough.

With nobody but themsclves on board tho steamer, what
could possibly happen to them? If, indeed, supernatural
agencies had beon at work, the case was different—but the
Greyfriars fellows were not superstitions.

. The sun had long disappeared behind the cliffs, and the
darkness was thickening over tho sea. )

Cne by one the stars came out in the sky: it was a berauti-
ful summer’s night, with only a light broeze stirring.

‘Lhe tide was coming in, and the water grow deeper round
thoe grounded steamer. The sand in which her bows were
jammed was now under water, and only the big rock on the
port side romained above the tide, Bub that the shock of
striking had not damaged the hull seriously was clear, as there
was no alen of a leak, and no traco of water ingsido the ship.

After tha feed on deck, Wingate rosc to K.

“Well, take care of yourselves, you kids," ho said. " If
vou've changed your minds, you can come back to Greviriars
with me now."

i Nﬂ IE-EI" P

Wingate smiled,

“Well, good-might 1"

“ Good-night, Wingate." :

The captain of Greyiriars stepped over the rail, upon the
big rock, and made his way to the shore. The tide was
flowing round the rock, and there was a stream of water on
the land side of the big rock now. Wingate jumped across i,
and disappeared into the darkness of the beach. The juniors
heard him whistling cheerily as he walked away, till the sound
dicd away in the distance. .

“ Well, here we are, monarchs of all we survey "' grinned
Bob Cherry.

* Hurrah for ust” .

“ The tide is gotting deeper there,'" said Wharton, locking
towards the beach. “All the botter: it won't be so easy lor
Keeley & Co. to come back to-night.”

Nugent stared.

“ What's that "' he asked.

Wharton laughed. .

“We've had wisitors while you've been gone,” he said.
“A gang of longshoremen from Pegg, who tried to capture
the giddy stoamer.”

“ My hat!” :

“We beat them off,” said Bob Cherey. ' But it was no
rood tolling Wingate about it.  I[Te mnight have made a fuss
about our stopping here."

Nugent chuckled.

“I'll bet he would have,” he said. “ My hat! We may
have some cxcitement to-night, if they come back. We shall
have to keop watch.”

“It's poing to be a fine night,”" aaid Harry., “ We can
sleep on deck. We ean bring up blankets and pillows out of
the bunka in the passengers' cabins’

Y Good egp !

“And one of us can stay awake all the time™

“ Might have had some more of the fellows with vs,™ said
MNugent, “Lots of them wanted to come back with me;
but, of course, the Head wouldn't let the whole giddy coll,
ﬁrm ) out. Coker offered to come and take command if we
THAYL.

*“*Ha, ha, ha 1™

“ There's enough of us te hold the shup,” said Harry.
“ They ean only get at us across that rock on the port side,
and we can stop them from getting over the rail. 8o long
as one of us keeps awake to wateh, we shall be all serene.

* Rizht as rain !’ said Bob Cherry.

Y Let's pet up the blankets ready.™

The juniors soon had the rn(tuiﬁitm for camping-out on
deck. Camping on deek was a scheme that agreed with their
feolings. The fall of night had broueht back the feeling of
sirangeness with which the deserted ship had inspired them
on their first coming aboard. They dirr not say =0 openly,
but they did not wish to pass the hours of darkness below,

Thore was no dangor! Thoy wore sure of that; and thew
woere not alraid, But, at the same time, they preferved being
in the open air to being shut up in the joterior of the
mysterious ship.

It was a feeling natural nnder the peculiar cirenmstances,
anel had nothing to do with frar,

Whila the Co, were taking up the blankets and rougs, Harey
Wharton went mto the state-room which bad been ogenpied
by Professor Tast,

The room looked very «dim and ghostly in the famt star-
light that glimmered through the porthole.

Wharten felt a peculiar theill as he entored the room.

Tl (dimness of the intevior was ecrvie and ghostly, thinking

Plcasa order your copy of “ Tho Magnot ™
Elbrary In advance.
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as he was of the strange and unaccountable vanishing of the
man who had oceupied ‘that cabin while the steamer was upon
her vayage. : . i

Wharton struek s match quickly and lighted the swinging
lamp. _

The cerie feeling passed away as he found himself in the
light, and he smiled at his own nervousness.

ob Cherry, laden with blankets, locked in at the door.

Y What are you up to?" he asked.

Wharton had taken up the camera from the table.

id‘*]'m going to laok inte this,” he said. “I've got an
E-&”_

“ What's the ideca ¥

Wharton held up the camera.

“We found this on the Hoor,” he said. "It locks to me
ug-if the man this room belonged to had it in his hands just
before—" He paused,

“ Before what 7"’

" Goodness knows ! Before whatever it was that happened
io the crew of the ship,” said Harry, with a shiver he could
not repress. ‘' You eee, it's opened out ready for use, .and
it stunds to reason that it couldn’'t have been put away like
that, Professor East—if it was he—had this camerz in hia
hands, and was going o use it; and something caused him
to drop it on the Aoor."”

**And then "’ _

_ *'Well; it remained on the floor just where he had dropped
it," said Wharton slowly, * That means, that whatever hap-
pened to Professor East, h ned at that moment. That
:Eﬂl’;ll:téi;llng' happoned to him is quite certain; otherwise; where
i3 !

“* True enough 1"

“ Bomething happened; something awful, T should say,”
said Wharton. * He must be dead, or whera iz he? 1t
happened at the moment he had this camera in his hands,
ready for use—so I figure it out."”

“7 shouldn't wonder. But—-"

“ Well, then, it's possible that he had taken a phdtograph,”
sald Harry quistly. *If there js a used plate inmde this
camera it may show us what happened.”’

Bob Cherry drew a deep breath,”

“My hat! Tt's possible. But what—what—"

“No good asking me. But it's barely possible that thern i
:g‘me t?umd on the plate inside this camora—and I'm going

bl

“Good egg! Wait a bit, and let’s all see the develop-
ment.”

“ Call the chaps here, then."

Wharton went -into the little partitioned dark-room in the
corner of the cabin. The appliances were all ready to his
hand there. The professor had evidently taken many photo-
graphs during hie voyage, There were many finished prints
i the calin. Harry Wharton lighted the red lamp, and
prepared his developer.

jugent and Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull came into the
cabin. There was not much reom for them in the littla dark-
reom, but they crowded close tagether inside the dark hang-
ings. The light in the cabin was turned out, in order that
no ray might reach through the hangings and perhaps spoil
the effect. :
Crammed together in the little space, with only the red
light from the photographer’s lamp shining wpon them, the
juniors waited for the development.

Wharton was an amateur photographer, and he was well
acquainted with the process. Having seen that the hangings
shut out cvery glimmer of starlight from the cabin, he opened
the camers.

The juniors looked on with bated breath,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
The Face In the Negatlve.

ARRY WHARTON'S face was fyll of suppressed oxcite-
ment 23 he removed the plates from the camera.
The idea had been growing in his mind that the
camors, dropped apparently by the owner in the very
moment of use, might contain some pictured record of what
had happened in the professor's cabin.

It the Ehﬂtﬂgrapher had been making an exposure at the
moment he dropped the camera, the exposure, of course,
would ceaso the moment the camera left his hand.

]Thﬁm should, "in that case, be some record left on the
plate.

True, the probabilily was that, as the camera was found in
the cabin, ils owner had been going to take some snap from
the 'forth-:rla—perharra a passing ship. In that casze, all he
could expect to find upon the plate would be o sea-view with
some distant eraft in it. But if the professor hod heen at
the porthole, looking out—something had happened {0 make
him drop the camera—and then ho had vanished. That

Tue Magwer Lisgany.—No. 230,

4 gomething ' must have happened in the ship—therefore the
man mnatghwﬂ turned from the porthole, and if he had
turned the camera with him, without shutting it off, it waa
quite probable that there waa a picture of whatever It was
that had cntered the cabin—the unknown, unexplainable
enemy that had come there! _

D‘i‘]xc thought of it made the juniors shiver. .

Somebody, or something, had entered the cabin when the
professor had the camera in his hand.

That much seemed clear.

What was it ¥ ]

The thought that they werc in the same cabin, where the
man had disappeared so strangely—on board the ship where
Ehe whole erew had disappesred—caused their hearts to beat
astar.

What was the meaning of that inexplicable mystery? What
had bhappened to ir predecessors in that cabin—might it
happen to them? :

“ Buck up " murmured Bob Cherry.

Wharton had taken out the first plate,

Heo plunged it into the developing fluid,

Then the four juniors watohed for the image to flash up.

'.'FI.}&:,;I watched with bated breath, their hearte beating almost
painfuily.

Wharton clicked his teeth suddenly. .

An image’ appeared upon the plate—flashing up clearly.
Pictured before them was an cpen cabin doorway—the door-
way of the state-room in which they now stood, They kiew
it at once. And in the doorway—

human face !

Clearly it came up in the negative. A face—the face of »
man who was rushing past the open doorway—s face dis
torted with fear.

S0 stunned were the juniors by the fearful picture that had
suddenly flashed upon them from the developing dish, that
they stood paralysed, hardly breathing.

Wharton remembered himself in time.

He caught the dplat.a from the developer in time to eave it

from being over-developed and ruined.

“Good heavens !’ muttered Bob Cherry, the perspiration
th]i{nk,:.lpun his brow., ““Let's get out of this, for mercy's
sake !

“* Coms on—come on!'

“ Wait & minute,"” muttered Wharton.
fixed, or it's done for.””

* Buck up!”

Wharton washed the plate, and plunged it into the fixing
solution, : ;

Then Hug:ni dregged the hangings aside, and they stepped
out of tho dark-room into the cabin.
hf' é.iight the lamp, for goodness’ sake!" muttered Nugent
thickly.

Bob Cherr}' struck a match. ]

The swinging lamp in the cabin was relighted, and the
juniors gasped with relief. They looked round the state.
room with startled glances, hardly knowing what they ex-
pected to ses. ]

But they saw nothing. 2

Save for themselves, the rcom was empty; save for theh
panting breathing, it was silent. _
dc:ghw stood, breathing irregularly, staring towards the

FWaY.

That was the doorway pictured in the negative—the door-
way past which a man Eﬁi rushed, with deadly fear and
horror in his face, at the moment the camera chanced to be
turned in that direction.

YWhy?

For what had that man, with distorted face, rushed dowr
tha alley-way in wild terrer?

What fearful enemy had been on his track?

" Good heavens!" muttered Nugent. ** I-—-1 hardly like

“T1 must get this

1 ), W

Ho broke off.

But the other fellows knew what he meant. Nupgent dic
not like the idea of going out into the alley-way. How long

was it since that photograph had been tsaken—since that
terrified man had rushed past the door—that man who had
since vanished from the ship, with all his comrades?

How long?

Perhups that very day—surely that very day, for tha
deserted steamer could not have been drifting lone on tha
sea without being discovered. Many vessels passed in sight
of Pegg PBay, goinz north or south between the East Coast
ports, and the fact that the steamer was deserted and un.
purded -must have been clear to any soiloyman whoe had
eighted her at spa. That was cortain, and, therefore, if the
steamer had been afloat long in that deserted condition she
would have been boarded from some passing vessel. Any
passing skipper would have been glad of the chance of
salving the derelict. Whatever had happened had happened

“THE SPY OF THE SCHOOL!"” &i"tiri: By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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entitled:

“ Gentlemen,” called ont Wally, grimly, ¢ mndl_g,r step into view, and behold cur respected Iriend Mellish trylug to

Mellish gave a yell of terror, for at Wally's words the door of the wall-
cupboard was flung open, and the concealed juniors rushed out;

behind the Form-Master's desk.
(For the above incldent see the grand, long, complete fale of Tom Merry & Co. at S Jim's,
“THE SPY OF THE SCHOOL,'' by Martin Clifford, which Is contalned in our popular
companion paper., The * Giem '’ Library. Oui on Thursday.

and Tom Merry & Co. rose into view from
(See Chapter 15.)

Price One Penny.)

recently—pechaps cmllg.r a fow hours belore the juniors had

boarded the steamer!

That thought was horne in upon their minds as they stood
in the state-room, looking at one ancther with blanched ia-uas

“ Hang it all, " muttered Harry Wharton resclutely, * wo
shall be gr‘ttl.ng* cowardly if this goos on! RBuck up!”

“ But—but what happencd?” muttered Nugent, his teeth
cheking together. at made that chap w o ve just seen in
tho negative—what made him belt Like that?"'

* Goodness knows!" )

“He wnes afraid for his life—vou conld see that in his
face,” saicd Bull, in a hushed voice, ' Bomebody was after
hirn, o kil him!"

Tar Maswer Lisrany.—No. 239,
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“ It mnst havo been so.’

HoRemebody-—-or ad:rmathmg, szid Bob Cherry with =&
shudder. **If it was a murd crmr—l:gé even a dangerous

lunatic—where iz he? We found nobody on board.”

“ One man couldn't have murdersd & whole crew,” suid
Wharton., *“* If # was a mutiny, where arc ths mut.trles:-rs!“'

No ono answered.

Tho horrible mystery oppressed them with a sense of night
s

The strange and fearful thought was borne in vpon their
rinds os they stood there that it was by no human agency
that the ship ha,d been til?\rwed of her crew and her passen-
gers—that ﬂa was some fearful and unnatural enemy thai

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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had caused that unfortunate mian to rush by with terror-
3 en face.

" We—we may see more in the picture when we get a print
in the morning,” said Bob Cherry. *° Let's get an deck now,
for dness’ sake !

“'Wait till I've finished the negaiive,” said Harry. I
zan leave it to wash then. We want to bo eareful with it.”

And the juniors waited in the state.-room, with uneasy
glances fixed upon the open doorway.

Wharton disappeared into the dark-room again, and his
comrades waited for him, Their ears involuntarily were
strained to liston.

Outside the tide was beating against the hull of the
grounded ship, and hollow echoes camo from tho interior.

In the faint sounds the juniors scemed to hear again the
sounds that must have been heard when that photograph was
taken—the hurried rush of footsteps along the passage—
::.lhahc huf fear that had doubtless rung out as the fugitive

asne A

What had become of that man? '

What had become of the man who, secing him, had droppe
the camera, and had then vanished from all human koow-

The juniors felt their flesh crecp as they thought of it.

Wus 1t possible, after all, that tﬁ:m was some supernatural
explanation—that some hidden horror lurked in the un-
explored depths of tha deserted shi

" Buck up, Wharton,* said I]-crll::
get out on deck.”

“ I'm finished.”

The juniors left the ecabin in a body. Fach of them
graspod

d a weapon of some sort, as if they feared to meet
a foo in the recesses of tho ship. But there was no one—
nothing--to bo seen; solituda and silence surrounded them.

They breathed more freely as they reached the open deck
and the fresh air from the sea blew upon their faces, and
thoy found themselves in the clear light of the stars.

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Not an Enemy.

HE juniore remained on deck, but it wos nbt for a long
T tinie that they thought of sleep. Afar across the bay
they could see the lights of the fishing-village of Pegg,
. but the lights died out one by one. ero was as veb
no sign of Keeley and the longshoremen returning, but the
Jumiors had resolved to kecp careful watch. The hight of the
stars fell clearly upon the slanting deck of the Aspasia, but on
shore, under the shadow of the great Shoulder, and amid the
big rocks, the darkness was thick. Round the grounded
steamer the tide flowed with & low murmur: save for tha
sound of the water the silence was deep and oppressive.

The face of which they had caught so short a glimpse in
the negative was-still before the juniors’ eyes—it seemed to
haunt them. :

Th?]y had left several lamps burning below, in case they
should have to go down. But in the dark recesses of the
steamer—in the hold, which they had not entered—their
excited imagination peapled the shadows with strangre shapes.

Harry Wharton broke the silence suddenly,

“ Hark!"

He held up his hand.
ﬁam the shore came & sound of a boot grinding upon soft
sand.

" The juniors were upon their feet in & moment.

**The . longshoremen!™ muttered MNugent.
coming apain !’

“ Get resdy "

* Right-ho 1"’

The juniors were almost glad of the interruption of the
deadly silence. A human foo was something they could
face, and the excitement of approaching combat drove from
their rminds the thought of the hidden horror of the deserted
steamer,

They lined the rail towards the big rock, weapon in hand,
ready for the longshoremen when they came near.

The heavy footstep ground into sand again, and there
was 8 sp in the water, as if the new-comer had plunged
inte it in the darkness, i

Then a muttered exclamation came fo the ears of the listen-
g JUIOTS.

”'i'here'& only one of them!" muttered Nugent.

' Keeley himself, most likely, spying to see if we're gone,”
muttered Wharton. *' I expect the others are hanging back
in the dark there.™ )

“Quiet!” murmured Johnny Bull “Let him think
we're asleep, and as scon as ho gets near we'll collar him.

f we can get him tied up it will prevent the brutes troubling
us again to-might.” . ]

“ Good!” murmured Wharton, his eyes pleaming., * If he
comes along, let him get on board, and then collar him.”

The Maoner Lisrary.—No. 239,
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Cherry huskily; * let’s

Y They're

“I've got & ropo here”

" Qﬂijl‘f 1

The juniors ¢rouched behind the port rail, listening, with
beating hearts.

'.I;qhe;,r distingtly heard the sound of boots seraping on the
rocks,

Then a dark shadow loomed up in the starlight, and their
hearts beat faster at the ﬁifgglb of the dim form moving on the
big rock near tho side of the grounded ship.

The dim fizure paused, locking towards the steamer, and
then they heard a faint chuckle. The figure advanced, and
reached the rail, and stepped over it upon the slanting deck.

Harry Wherton sprang up.

“ Collar him 1" he shouted.

Thero was a sudden I{FEEP of allvight from the new-comer.

But before he could make a movement the four juniors
were upon him. They leaped at him liko tigers, and bore
him crashing to 1he deck

" Groo!” gasped the prisoner

" Got you!' said Wharton. ** Keep still, or you'll got this

hcﬁ.%pﬁlgt-;ﬂﬂm your napper. Tie up his hends, Johnny,”

“Groo! Oh!”
" Hallo, hallo, hallo!"” exclaimed Bob Cherry suddenly,

“ This isn't one of the longshoremen 1"
* Grool!™

“I thought he was too small for Keoley!” exclaim
MNugent. 1Liwl":":"»‘I-i’h-a:- i5 1™ 4 : 2

“ Grooh! Yoop!”

4 hﬂt ETJ-

“It's Coker!™

“Yow! Lemme go!” groaned Coker, of the Fifth.

4 {-:Dkﬂ 1!!

*Tha silly aszs!"

** That fathead Coker!™

The Famous Four released their prisonmer. Coker, of the
Fifth, sat up, and glared at them, and gasped for breath,

" You—you silly chumps!” he stuttered. ** What do you
mean by piling on a fellow like that?’

. " 'What do you mean by coming here?' demanded Wharton,
tn his turn.

i Grﬂﬂ.!"

“ We took you for one of the longshoremen—they've tried
to haa.rd u;.": Bob Cherry explained. “ It's your own fault.”
it mu“ !'I

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Coker staggered fo his feet. He looked inclined to rush
at the chums of the Remove, for o moment. BRut he realisad
that he would be roughly handled if he did, and he refrained.

* You a‘i'!]ly chumps!” he growled. I came here to stay
with you, I got old Prout’s permission to come; I explained
to him that you kids wouldn’t ba safe without & eenior to
look after you. And this is the thanks I get. Groo!"

Bob CHerry eniffed.

“It's all the thanks you deserve,” he growled.

you've come, you'd better buzz off again.
any Fifth here.”

** No fear!"

“Rats "' said Coker. “I'm gningi to stay! I've a jolly
gcﬁmnﬁ to give you cheeky kids & licking each, all round.”

-, B

“I'm jolly well not going back,” said Cokar. 7T think
it's pood fun to camp out here. I'm nob going to make any
claim to share your rotten salvage. 1 wonder rome of the
longshoremen in Pegg don't shift you, and rob the steamer.”

“They've tried—Dater Kecley and his gang.™

“ Why dido't they do it, then?

“We licked them.”

“Oh! gaid Coker. “Well, if they come back again, I'll
take the command, and we'll give them a good hiding.”

“We'll give them a hiding," said Harry Wharton., * But
you jolly well won't take the command, Coker. I'm captain
of the Remove, and this ship belongs to us.”

“ Bosh 1™ said Caoker. ™ As a Fifth-Formoer—""

" As & silly msa, you mean——""

" Look here—"'

“"Go and eaf cokel”

Coker glared at the Famous Four. But they were evidently
ready to toss him over the side of the steamer if necessary,
and he controlled himself.

“Well,”” he said, more amicably, “T didn’t come to row
with i.;:m fellows, but to help you. As a matter of faet, I
thought that some of the roughs from Peggr might give you
trouble after dark, and I camie 1o lend a hand.™

“ (Oh, thet's all right!” said Wharton., “ We'll be glad to
have you—szo long as we don’t have any of your Fifth Form
swank.”

“ Hear, hear!™

Coker grinned faintly.

' H‘ﬂ'
We don't want

“THE SPY OF THE SCHOOL!” 55z By MARTIN CLIFFORD.



“ All screne,” Lo said. " Got anything to eat!?"

“¥Yea, rather—here you are!” ; ‘

Coker attacked cold coffes and sandwiches with a pood
appetite. In spite of the hostility goenerally subsisting between
Harry Wharton & Co., of the Remove, and Coker, of tha
Fifth, the Famous Four were rather glad than otherwise of
tha arrival of Coker. Coker was certainly a duffer—at all
aventa, Harry Wharton & Co. hadn’t any doubt about that—
but he was & big, powerful fellow, with plenty of pluck, and
he would be very valuable if there was another fight with
the longshoremen, especially if Peter Keeloy brought help
with him, as very probably he woeuld. And Coker's high
spirits had the effect of relieving the minds of the Removites
of the unpleasant, uncanny thoughts that had been working
in them, after the sight of the negative.

';{What. are you chaps camping on the deck for?' asked

er.

* Fresh air "

““Must be more comfy in the berths down below, surely,
seid Coker. *°1 fam:._;r{ shall turn in in a state-rcom, and
one of you chaps can call me if the longshoremen come.”

The juniors looked at one another. Not one of them wanted
to go below; but they hesitated to explain their reasons to
Coker. The Fifth-Former was pretty certzin o laugh at
their uneasiness. .

Coker observed the expression upon their faces. .

“* What's the trouble?’ ho asked. * Nothing wrong with
the berths below, is thera?”

“ Ahem—no ™

* What are you looking queer about, then?”

“ Well, it's better to camp on deck.”

[ 1] W]l}r??l ] I »

“ There’s something uncanty about this ship,” Wharton
confessed. “ We don't like being below.” :

“Well, of all the funke—"

“Look here, Coker—"

Coker chuckled.

“You young asseal
ha, ha!" . .

“ You know we're not!" maid Wharton unﬁrﬂy. .

“Then why are you funky about sleeping dowa below?

“We're not funky.”

Cloker chuckled again.

“ Only it's—it's queer!” said Nugent.

“ What's quecr?’ . i .

“ Well, about the crew having disappeared,” said Nugeat
uncomfortably. * What's become of them?”

“ Gone off in the boats,” said Coker.

“The boats are still here.”

“Oh" said Coker. ' All of them?"

“¥Yea; and all the lifebelts, too.'

Coker's face became. very thﬂughtiul. .

“That's jolly odd!” he said. ““Still, if the ship’s deserted,
and there’'s nobody but ourselves on board, I don’t see any-
thing to be nervous about.”™ :

“We're not nervous, you ass! Only—that isn't all.”

“What elso is there?’

Harry Wharton explained the circumstances of the photo-
gra{ph. Coker grinned as he listened. )

“Oh, rot " he said airily. * Got that negative?”

“It's in the state-room. I left it there to dry after the
washing.'’ ;

“1'd like to scc it. I expect you Ifsncied that Jook on the
face in it, you know. Nepgatives look queer sometimes, owing
lo the lights coming up as darks, and the darks as lights’

“T1 know that—but—-~" :

“YWell, let's see the nepative,” said Coler.

Bob Cherry grinned.

“¥ou'd better po and fetch it yourself, as wyov're not
nervous,” he remarked. **You can show that vou're not
in a blue funk, you know.”

Cloker laughed. )

“T'll go fast enough,” he said. * Tell me the number of
the state-room, and the place where you've loft it.”’

“ Hang it all, we'll come with you!” asid Wharton,

“No, you won't !’ said Coker, * You'll jolly well see that
I'm not afraid to go alone. I'm going down now.”

“* Hold on, Coker——"'

13 ]:?.H.l:& 17

And Coker went below.

- e
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*

Are you afraid of the dark? Ha,

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
The Mystery Deepens.
H;‘LEHE" WHARTON & C0. stood on the starlit deck
Listening.
Coker had insisted upon going below by himself;
and the juniors were glad enough not to go.  But
after all. what danger could there possibly be? They had
Leen below a dozen times already, and nothing had happened.
What possibiity of danger was there in the interior of the
deserted ship?
Tue Magner Ligrary.—No. 239,
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And yet a fceling of strange uneasiness nmig Npon them.
Bab Cherry called out to Coker.

“ Are you all right, Uoker®"”

Thore was no reply.

“ Coker!"

“ Coker!” i ok od Ho Coker
A rvush of footsteps, a horrified gasp, an race Co
reappeared. He laaI;:ed inte view, and dashed towards rtha
side, and did not stop till he reached ihe zaill. The juniors

ran to him, in strange terror.

[ 1] [..:I.Ji"‘-.ﬂl' EFF

“ What's the matter?”’

““ What did you see?’

Coker panted.

“ My Heaven !’ he muttered. *° What—what was il;_?"

“What was what?* ericd Harry Wharton, grasping the
Fifth-Former by the shoulder, and shaking him in his eXcite-
ment. ** What are you saying?”’

““ What did you see, Cokor?’ panted Nugent.

Coker's teeth chattered. ”

“J—I didn't sce anything!' he stammered, *'I-—I heard
something! I—I think there was something moving—but—
but—-—" i

His voice trailed off huﬂkﬂ"&- g
The Grevirairs fellows stood grouped h:-gpther by the rail,
logking back with stari{::i;ﬁ eyes. 1f anything had appeared
on deck in pursuit of or, they were ready to leap over
the rail and take refuge on the rock alongside.

But there was nothmg. .

The silence was unbroken. Coker gradually recovered his
nerve. The colour that had Aed from his cheeks came back
slowly, and his limbs ceased to shake. sy

“ It was nothing,” he said, a littlo unsteadily. “ I—
guppose it was nErEE".!, owing to what gﬂu fellows had been
saving. Look here, there isn't anybody on board playing
gricks, 1s there?"”

“ Nol" -

““ ¥ou are sure you are the only chaps on the ship!?

e %uiba atire."”

“You've searched "

“ From end to end.”

“In the hold?" 2

“Well, no. But there can’t be anybody in the hold.
Er;ln‘ve looked in, and it's cram full of carge,’” said Bob

erry.

“Then I can’t understand it. I'll almost swear that some-
thing moved, but—but I didn't exactly see anythin -
muttered Coker. ‘‘ There might be a cat or a dog on board.

“ They'd have shown up before now,"” &sid Nugent.
i The?r*d be hungry, I should think, and would come out for

rub.’
i Quite certain,” said Wharton

“ Well, I—I don’t cateh on to it," said Coker. “I supposo
it was nerves. All the same, T—I think I'll leave that
negative where it is. Tl stay on deck with you chaps, 1—
I'm blessed if I half like staying here at all.’

“We're going to stay,” said Harry Wharton grimly.
“ I'm not going to run away from a shadow. There can't be
any danger, and if there is I don’t care. I'm going to see
it through.” ]

“ 8ame here!" said Bob Cherry determinedly.

““ Oh, T'm going to see it throuph with you!"" said Coker.
“ But—-buot I think it's & good idea to stay on deck.”

“ ¥ou haven't secn the nogative.” :

“ Never mind. I don't specially want to see it.™

The juniors might have retorted upon Coker his remarks
about a blue funk, but they did net. As a matter of fact,
they were fecling uneusy, and far from being in a jesiiog
mood. The mystery of the deserted ship was weighing upon
their minds and upon their spirits. .

The lights of the fishing village seross the bay had dis-
appeared now, and with their being extinguished 2 new and
deeper solitude seemed to fall upon the Greyfriars fellows on
board the Aspasia.

“ Blessed if T like the idea of going to sleep!” said Bob
Cherry, after a long pause. * But—but 1 suppose we shall
have to.''

“ Tl keep watch ! said Coker.

£ (Oh, I'll do that ! said Johnny DBull.

“I was going to offer ! remarked Nugent.

Harry Wharton smiled faintly.

I don™t think any of us feel inclined to go to sleep,” he
. ““Let's all stay awake and watch.”

“Good egg !

“ What about a sing-song!” suggested Bob Cherry.

The suggestion was not roceived with favour. A sing-son
would certainly have dispelled the oppressive silence, an
drowned the low, faint murmur of the waves tound the

13
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ship, but the juniors did not feel inclined for it. As a
matter of fact, they were listening all the time. !

A ‘silver crescent of moon showed over the sumamit of .the
Shoulder. Nugent and Johnpny Bull began to ned. It was
close upon midnight now, and the silence and stillness were
tonducive to slumber, in-spite of the state of their nerves.

Colier stood leaning igmnst_- the rail, Harry Wharton was

d ¢n the Stepa of the bridge, and he was still lstening.
Once or twice-it had seemed to him as if he heard a faint
sound from below.

Suddenly he atarted. o

He leaped to his feet, and stood quivering from head to
foot, holding uwp his hand to the other fellows as & sign
to be silent.

" Hark !"" he breathed.

The- juniors were all on their feet now.

They listened with atraining ears, .

From the deep silence of the ship there came a faint sound—
& sound as of a soft bady draggmf along & Boor,

The juniors list:ned spellbound.

What was it ?

Whence came the sound?

It Jdied away.

Dead silence reigned upon the ship. Harry Wharton &
Co. Jooked at one another with blanched faces.

" Good heavens!” muttered Nugent huskily. * What—

what was that? There's—there's something alive on
board !

* Oh, heavens, what—what "

" Listen 1"

They listened with throbbing hearts and bated breath.

But thera came no new sound. The esilence of the deserted
ship was unbroken.

lgxt'u they stotd listening, with throbbing nerves, thera
waos a- fresh sound—this time from the shore—the sound of
rough boots on the sand, and the;re was & shout from Coker.
I+

i k out, they're coming !

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER.
A Sudden Atfack.

OKER shouted the warning as he caught sight of
flitting dark forms on the shore. The alarm of the
coming attack roused the juniors from their state of
slmost spellbound horror.

Whatever it was that made that ?tl‘m?f! sound on board
the steamer, they had no time to think of it now; they had
real and materinl foes to deal with. ] :

Five or six roughs woce clambering over the big rock
towards the ship, with Peter Keeley at their head ’

The longshorémen had crept silently as far as the water’s

e along the shore, intending to take the grounded steamer

by surprise, but the shout of Coker, as he caught sight of
them in the moonlight, warned Keeley that further conceal-
ment was uscless,

And he led a swift rush towards the
ship over the big rock on the port side,
the only Egi’nt. where it was possible to
clamber aboard.

Roused by the sudden attack, the
juniora rushed to the side.

They werc only just in time.

Keeley and his gang reached the rail as
soon a3 they did, and tricd to clamber
over it, at the sameo time slashing with
heavy cudgels.

Keeloy iad evidently come prepared
for & struggle this timo. There were aix

of the longshoremen now instead of three,
and: they all carried cudgels.

But the juniors faced themm bravely.

NEXT
TUESDAY:
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“Get on!"” he roared. * Bash them! Smash them!™

'* Buck up, Greyfriars!" yelled Bob Cherry.

* Hurray! Give 'em socks ™ : .

The juniors gallantly manned the rail, lecping off the
attack of the Mugkhs, while Coker was struggling with
Doggett on the deck,

But the longshoremen were using their cudgels frecly, and
Keeley succeeded in getting one ?eg over the rail, end he
clung there, slashing round with his cudgel, and keeping the
place he hed gained.

Another and ancther 6f the longshoremen followed his
example, lashing out savagely, and %{eniey slipped down to
the deck.

Ha had gained a fsoting now, and he held his ground while
the rost of the gang boarded and backed him up. Doggett
hurled Coker away from him, and sprang up, and joined his
confederates. The juniors backed away towards the bridge.
The odds and the superior strength of the ruffians had told
in the combat, but the Greyfriars juniors were by no means
disposed to yield.

; celey waved his hand to them.

" You're beat!” he excluimed.
we won’t hurt you!™

" You've hurt me already " growled Bob Cherry, rubbing
:jggimﬂhlﬂfumﬂ on his forehead. “ And we're not going to

: No _fear 1 .
You'll go to prison for this, you rotters!” panted Ceker.

FI{nEl&}* grinned,

‘We'll risk that,” he remarked.
and we was on it first.
waa%hiﬂakin‘ =

" Why, you lying rascal—" exclaimed Harry Wharton.

* One Y&rn 13 a3 good as another, and we've ;gt !entg.-ﬂgf
witnesses,” said Keeley, with a wave of the l'n.lsu:rh:lIJ townrda
hu:‘ ﬁmﬁ? “ Are you goin' "

o!

“ Mind, if you don't go we're goi
lhi&,” said Keeley, “ and you'll gEt. I’::lgrtg?’ R o o s

larry Wharton & Co. set their teeth. Outnumbered as
they were, pitted against grown-up men, powerful ruffians
all of them, they had little chance, now that tho longshore-
m;;i-ri:}ll gm&i_edd a footing on the steamer.

ut they did not mean to yield posscssion of th '
:igf]thxfr the Iangfhurar%en would hﬂhle to make l;?:-e??:]ﬁtﬁ
‘a8 4 question; but, as Kecley had saj '
would gf;_ﬂ.ﬁ good a3 another. At all gvnntﬂ, i?ﬂ:,ﬂ::e li?i:}ag::eﬁ
mﬁ:; ?1 ke 11?{;::: E?;igutﬁhpniaessiun ﬁf the ship for the night
] of the law in their favouy ) 1 .
for the matter to be decided, and they would ceﬂiﬂﬁmﬁ
a]lﬂtha P{hﬁ-ﬁ.blﬂ ayticles of value in the vessel],
p 'Ef re not going % said Harry Wharton fiercely,
en yowll be put!™ said Keeley threateningly,
But the ruffians were in no hurry to make the final rush
h{ﬂﬁtdﬂf them had received hard knoeks
Er_ﬁa Y. and if the juniors fohght to a
mn:;;h they “1.:.?;:'“ hlcﬁly to receive a good
¥ mare ore Harry W
“‘f:‘-&l’ﬂ' ﬁié rlici e ry Wharton & Co.

ind Kecloy, too, did not wish to i
ﬁermus injury by eome unlucky hlﬂwﬂ?rltm-;

naﬁu:;ta affray with cudgels. He had
;1:1 udEEE.JTE to risk a sentence of penal ser.

“ Now, you'd better go,” said K
2 b ; oeloy.
w‘g‘luu ain't Igc:t anﬁearthi agin ujar.

re six, and you're five, ar
and you're boys. Cug!” P

* Clear off the ship, and

d. " This 'ere ship iz ocurs,
You kids kem on to it whils we

::I give you twa minutes!"
Go and cat coke. ™

Harry Wharton & Co. had the advan- Harry Wharton gritted his teeth. How-
tage of position, as they were at & greater ever hard the Greyfriars fellows
height than their assailants. . struggled, it was cartain that the rush of

But the longshoremen came on fiercely.

he prospect of rifling the cabins of
the grounded :hip, even if they could not
claim the vessel as salvage, was quite suffi-
cient to stimulate them,

Along the rail o fierce fight was waged.
Peter %EE[E}" had one leg over when a
slach from Bob Cherry’s stick hurled him
back, and he rollad on the rock.

At the same moment Doggett tumbled
on the deck.

Coker seized him before he could rise,
and the ruffian returned grip for grip,
end dﬂhg‘ged Coker down, and they rolled
on tho deck together.

Keoley staggered to his feet on the rock,
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the jongsheremen could have enly on 4
sult—the juniors would be Eﬂ]r'.{ﬂn. ﬁa:ﬁ‘l
hurled over the rail upon the rocks or
into  the water, Not one of them
flinched ; but it wus useless to fight a los-
ing fight. Not that Wharton had the
faintest idea of yielding tho possession of
thgld&rbuhcj to their unlfcrupu ous foes.
13 brain was working repidly as ha

stood there panting. By

““Wo can't stop them ! he gaid, in thas
faintest of whispers. * There's only one
chance. If we lock ourselves in & cabin,
they can’t shift usl"

"G'Wd !”

“ Follow me!”
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“Come up!"” shouted Harry Wharton, * If we have to come down and fetch you, we'll give you a jolly good

bumping!' Fisher T, Fish did not reply.

A sudden and fearful change had come over.his face as he gtared into

the darkness of the hold! {See Chapler 15.)

The horror the juniors had been feeling, their reluctance
to go below, had been driven awey by the excitement of the
fierce struggle with the longshoremen. Wharton's idea was
the only possible way of remaining on board; and the juniors
had forgotten for the moment that strange sound below, and
Coker'a terror of the unknown Thing.

Wharton made a sudden rush to get below. Keeley made
w forward movement, divining his mtention; and Wharton
hurled hin boathook full at the ruffian’s face, Kesley
staggered back with a yell of agony, and the juniors rushed
below. The longshoremen were after them & moment later;
but in that moment the Greyiriers fellows hed dashed into
the profesor's state-room, and closed and bolted the door.

"{gpen this door " yelled Doggett.

Teer Maicrer Lisnany.—No. 289.

““ 3o and cat coke!"

“ Hurray for us!” yelled Bob Cherry.

“Go and chep chips!”

The juniors yelled defiance at their foes
fastened «loor.

Crash. crash!

“The table—guick I'" exclaimed Wharton.

The table was rushed across to barricade the door, and the
juniors held it in position, tight agsinst the door. Crash
crash ! But the door was stout cnough to resist the blows of-
the cudgels,

The nssault died away.

The ungry voices of the longshoremen were heard outside,

and presently Keeley joined them. The leader had becn

through the
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half-stunned hg the crash of the boathook in his face. He
struck at the door with his fist,

“Let mo inl” he said, in & voico hoarse with rage.

« Wil v bis door?”

* Will you open this door?

L4 HC t:l'l- ﬂp

“Then we'll smaszh 1% in!"

“You'll ind us ready for you!"” said Harry Wharton reso-
lutely. * Tho first man who gets his head in at that door will
got it cracked IV

“We'll soon settle you, you young hounds:™

“Well, try it

Crash, crash, crash’]

Keeley and his gang were evidently in deadly carnest,
Their cudgels crashed again and again upon the door, and
the door groaned and creaked.

Within, the juniors stood w-::ipon in hand, prepared to
strike as“soon ms the door yielded to their foes. They fully
intended to resist to the very end. The swinging lamp,
which had been left alight, lighted the state-room. There
was no furniture sdve the little table and & chair with which
to barricede the door. But Harry Wharton & Co. still hoped
to be able to hold their own, for thers was not sufficient room
for all the gang to rush in at onc¢e when the door should open.

But tho door did not open !

. There was a sudden lull in the crashing blows from outside.
Crash—cerash—oerash, and then, a sedden cessation!

A wild, fearful yell was heard, and & sound of desperato
running, and then—ailence !

Thud, thud!

It was the sound of men leaping from the deck of the
steamer to the rock alongside.

Further off, the sound of boots grinding upon the wet
sand—the socund of splashing in the water—gasping cries of
terror from the distance.

Then silence!

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at one another in silent horror,

?’-’h]? itmcmy had fed.

¥
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
The Thing Unseen !

ILENCE reigned upon the mysterious ship.
To the terrific din of a few moments before, the most
deathly stillnoss had succeeded.
] The last sound of the flecing longshoreman had
died wway. Silence, stillness!
Why had the

Why had the attack so suddenly ccased?
raiders fled? o
“Good heavens!” muttered Bob Cherry, wiping the per-
:ﬁ“‘tm}* from his brow. “What does it mean? Why did

¢y §O

Coker muttered hoarsolw

“They've seen it [

“"Seen what?”

“The Thingt"

“ But—but there's nothinz—there's nobody I" said Harry
Wharton desperately.

*There's something—it wasn’t fancy—I know there was
something when I came down,” said Coker huskily. * And
--and they've seen it—perhaps ploiner than I did!™

&4 Butr-" ut—n‘l‘"

"“Homething must have frightencd them,” esaid Johnny
Bull, in a strained wvoice. * They wouldn't have run for
nwothing.”

, o ILEt's go out and see ! cxclaimed Harry Whaorton reso-
ukely.

“Np, no!™

“ Keep the door shut !

Wharton hesitated.

* Look here——" ho began. -

Nugent interposed between the Removoe captain and the

oo,

“Keep back, vow asz!' he said hoarsely. " That door's
not roing to he opened. It mizht get into here™

“Jt! What?' ‘ ‘ ]

“* Whatever it 15,"" said Nugent, with blanched checks.
“IWhatever it i3 that Irightened that man we saw in the
photograph—whatever it 13 that hos destroyed the crew of
this’?hip—whatever it is that's made Kceeley and his gang
rumn.

The juniors panted,

It seemed impossiblo to douli it now. ] ]

Thero was something—something strange, mysterious, in-
tongible—some hidden horrer on gbnard the derchet—some-
thing that had destroved the crew, and was =5l on board!

3l on board ! )

The moro thought of that made cold shivers run through
their limbs.

Thae Maowzer Lainprary.—No. 239,

The Thing, whatever it was, must have boen on beard all
the time. 'ﬂny might have chanced upon it at any moment
whilo they were searching tho vessel!

What was it?

Before a human foe, even supposing that seme man had
remained hidden in the hold, the longshoremen would not
havo, fled. Thers wero six of them, all hardened ruffians,
and in &n excited and desperate mood. They would not have
flcd from a man, or from two or throe mon!

Frowm what, then, hed they Qed? ] i

What was it that had appeared in the corrider outside tho
state-room door, and put the rascals to sudden and proic-
stricken flight?

It was impossible even to surmise. ]

But one thing was certain, that there was something—
human or not, there was somo fearful thmg on board the
deroliet, and it was close at hand. Only the door of the
state-room intorposed between the junmiors and the unsesn,
fearful enemy.

“We-—wo shall have to stop here!”” muttered Coker, be-
tweon his pollid lips. “ We mustn’t open that door! Wo—
wo cen't go on deck again ™

Wharton shook his head.

“ Wa'll stop here,"" he said.

Nugent held up his hand.

* Tasten I'" ho mutizred.

“0h! Good heavens ! o
i :ﬁ"itl'é bated breath and throbbing hearts, the juniors
istened.

From the deep silenoce came a sound—a slight, almost in-
definable sound—the same that they had heard from the
deck before the attack of the longs men.

A low, faint, dragging sound as of a soft but heavy body
dragging itself along the floor.

It cama closer to the door of the cabin, the juniors
listening with freezing blood.
"Closer and closer.

Then it stopped.

Silence !

The juniors’ eyes met. They were silent, frozen with

ror. The thing—the unknown, mysterious thing—was
outside the state-room door.

Harry Wharton glanced at his companions in frozen silence.

Thers was a solt rubbing sound on the door itself—and it
sl;lnui:. Then the dragging scund again, passing away into
gilenca.

Bilence again, deep and still. .

t was minfr,' minutes before the juniors moved or spoke.
The horror of 13 was strong upon them; their faces wero
white; their breath came in short, sharp gasps.

But the deep silence remained unbroken.

Harry Wharton was the first to speak.

“ You—vyou heard that?"

FYes," muttered Bob Cherry.

“What was it ?"”

** Heaven knows!"

" It—it was something,” muttered Coker. *“'It—it was the
thing I—I saw! I don’t know what it was—a—a moving
shadow. But—but—but that's what has cleared out the crow
of this ship, whatever it ja."

“ What can it be?" ’

There was no reply possible to that question. The juniors
still listoned with straining ears, but no sound came. Once
or twice they fancied they heard the slow, dragging sound
again, but 1t was only fancy. _

“We—we can't stay here,”” Nugent muttored, between his
trombling lipa. " Wa've pot to got out, you fellows."™

““We can't—we musin't open the door !

“YWe can't stay here. I—I think T should go dotty if wo
had to stay here all night,” said Nugent, huskily.

“We've got to,” said Wharton, him own voice shaking.
“*I wouldn't faco that—that thing, whatever it is, for worlds.
We daven't open the door.”

Nugent nodded.

All the Greyfriars fellows were EELTII'I' to cscape from the
state-room; to leave the mysterious ship; io get away from
fhat mysterious, hidden horror which had been fatal to the
crew of the Aspasia, and might be fatal to them in their
turn.

But to open the door, and face the thing in the r{'ra.ts::ge-
without—their hearts seemed to turn cold at the thought.

They could not do it. The bolted door was all that saved
them from the cerie foe—it was their only protection.
Indecd. who could tell if i would save them? The thing
might be able to penetrate into the cabin.'

Wharton shuddered as the thouzht came into Lizs miod.

*We've got to stay here,” he said., **It's lucky that it—
it wasn't heve when we came down., Ve mught have [onnad
it in here”

The juniors shivered.

“THE SPY OF THE SCHOOL!” &"ssrmiriis: By MARTIN CLIFFORD.



“ We can sleep here—il we can sleép at all,”' said Johnny
Bull. 1 don't think I shall close my eyes te-night.”

“ Not likely !" said Coker.

Wharton went to the porthole and examined it. It was
closed with glass, but when open there was no room for a
body to pass. There was no escape for the juniors that way.
Wharton secured the catch. He had a horrible feeling that
the unknown foe might seck to attack them from without.

“ No getting out that way,” said Nugent.

id H{}.l

“"We've got to camp here,” said Bob Cheory. “It's
horrible. But—but there will be peopls coming down here
in the morning, and then——"

“1 wish it were daylight,” said Johnny Bull, with a
shudder.

“It will be in & few hours.”

“ But the—the Thing will be here if—if people come in
the morning,” said Coker, in a shrken voice. * They—they
miay TUn r:p:i}t. into ik, whatever 1t 18"

“We shall have to warn them, somehow,” szaid Wharton.
_“I=—I wish I knew what it was. It wouldn't bo so bad
if we knew."

Crowded in the atate-room, the juniors spoke in muttering
tones, and with continnal glances towards the door. The
silence remained unbroken. It was stuffy in the stafe-room
with the porthole closed, but none of the juniors vemtured
to open 1t

An hour passed; two hours.
ness was overpowering the juntors. Coker was the first to
stretch himself upon the floor, with & pillow from the bunk,
snd fall asleen.

Johnny Bull and Bob Cherry followed his example.
Nugent leid down in the bunk, and slept at last. Harry
Wharton remained awake. Ile was sitting in the chair,
nodding with weariness; but his nerves wers too racked
for himi to af&e_tp, for & long time. Thers was no need to
woep watch, with the door bolied and tho porthole closed.
But for & l:}ngi time he struggled with his drowsincss.

Heo slept at last, his head falling upon his breast,

How long he siept he did not know,

He awoke suddenly.

He awoke with o strange, low, soft sound in his ears—a
gound that seemed to be within tho cabin itself.

Hea sprang to hia feet, his heart throbbing, his eyos starting.
His gaze went to the r; it was still fast. &ra Was no
swound in the passage without. He gazed wildly round the
cabin, \Whence came that soft rubbing sound, as of & soft
body upon gla=s? He turned to the porthole, and stood
staring at it, with the blood freezing in his veins.

It was the Thing!

Na sound. And now weari-

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Night of Terror,

HE Thing was there.
Cuteide, in the sky, the stars were
the light Emrnmg inside the cabin m
blackness iteelf, outside the glass.

The porthole was a black, circular patch, with a glimmer
of light from the lamp upon the glass,

Outside, in the blackness, a blacker shadow moved.

IT was thers!

What it was, Wharton did not know: he could not ses,
The thickness of the glase, the darkness outside, prevented
him from diecerning what it was. But something was
rubking on the glass—rubbing and twisting as if sceking
entrance.

The boy stood shuddering.

What waa 1t %

Was it something that, could pass through the porthole, if
it were open; something that only that disc of glass kept
out of cabin ?

If the glass broke—-— -

He uttered a choked ory. Beob Cherry sat up, panting.

“"Harry! What 13 it 7'

limmering ; but
@ the night seem

Wharton could not reply; his tongue was cleaving to the
roof of his mouth. He raized his hand and pointed to the
porthole. Bob Cherry serambled up.

“Oh! Good hoavens!"

The other fellows awakened. They stood in a shuddering
group, their starting eyes fixod upon the porthole. Cutside,
the black, shapeless shadow moved, and the soft rubbing
continued. The Thing was secking entrance.

The };;mniurs could not spealk; could not move. They
knew that the porthele averlooked the big rock beside the
steamer, but at & height above it which made it utterly

impossible for any human being to reach the porthels from

thence. And below was the smooth side of the ship,
impossibla even for o monkey to climb.
How had the thing reached the porthele outside? Could

it bo a beiv® of this earth that was seeking entrance there?
“Ohl My Ged!" murmured Nugent.
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The dark shadow on tho dark pglass disappeared; the
sound ceased. The Thing was gone; it had foiled to enter.
But if Wharton had not fastened the window-—-

It was impossible to think of sleep again that night.

The juniors stood, or moved restlessly ebout the cabin,
waiting and praying for dawn. .

It seemed centuries before a glimmer of silver lighted
up the darkness without, and the porthole glass glimmered
in the early rays of tho sun. el _

It seemed to the impriscned, wearied juniors that it was
the face of a friend looking upon them, as the blessed
daylight climbed the sky.

“Taght ! Thank Heaven!” muttered Wharton.

Day had come.

Bince the sttempt to enter at the closed porthele, there
Eadﬂbﬂen no sound—no sign of the mystericus foe of the
eralict. .
It had retired, perhaps, to some hidden recess of the ship,
where doubtless it had been hidden at the time the jumiors
boarded the steamer and secarched it. It was gone now,
but for how long? It might be hidden in some recess of
the hold, or it might be lurking in the p e outside,
waiting for the prisoners of the state-room to w them-

selves now that the dawn had come.

The boys looked at one another with heggard faces.

They were silent, troubled, only feeling comforted as the
sun rose higher, and the dawn of a summers morning
glimmered upon the sea and the rocks and the cliffs.

If the Thing had come to the window again they could
have discerned it now, but it did not come.

“Tt—it may not show itself in the daylight,” muttered
Johnny Bull.

Harry Wharton nodded. .

Strong-minded, and freo from superstition as he was, he
could hardly persusde himself that the hidden horror of the
derelict was not a being of another world. For if it was of
the earth, how had it reached the outside of the porthole,
inaccessible to man or animal.

* We—we shall have to risk opening the door, and make &
bolt for it,"” muttered Coker.

“1 su e 80."”

'“ Zhall we go 1" asked Bob Cherry.

The juniors hesitated. : )

They were eager to leavo the ship—to escape from their
fearful imprisonment. But to open the door, with the
Unknown, perheps, lurking in the alley-way withoul—

“ Hold on a bit 1" muttered Nugent.

The morning light strengthened, That the danger was
real, there was no doubt; or else why had the longshoremen
fled, abandoning their prize when it wes within their grasp?
And they had not returned—there was no sign of Keeley and
his gang. Whatever it was that lurked in the shadows on
board the derelict, it had terrified that lawless gang, and
they had fled, not to return. And if the door were opened,
how did the juniors know that they would have time to get
clear? . .

Harry Wharton extinguished the lamp, which was burning
low. The sunlight was strong in the cabin now. The air
was thick and ﬁeaw;— there had been little ventilation in
the room all night, and five fellows had slept there, and the
lamn had burned. Wharton crossed to the porthole and
ut his hand on the catch.

Pl Don’t open it wide " muttered Bob Cherry. ': You—you
don't know—the Thing may be near, and—and—-- ' = |

Wharton opened it a couple of inches, and the juniors
breathed gladly the whiff of fresh, keen air from the sea.

i We'd better think this out,” said Harry quietly; “‘we
can't stay here. All the fellows at Greyfriars know sbout us
being hers, and there will be some of them coming down te
sec us aa soon as rising-bell goes. Rising-bell's going now
at the achool, as a matter of fact. Tom Brown or Linley, or
some of them, are sure to come as soon as the school gates
are opened.”

“ Most likely.” .

“ They're sure to. We can’t let them run into danger,
because we're funking it ourselves. We've got to get out.”

“ JHut—but suppose it's in the passage ! faltered Nugent.

“ Look here,' ssid Wharton steadily; **it's not a ghest.
Whatever it is, it's not that. We've got weapons, and we
Ean fight, whatever the Thing is. Wo've got to make & rush
or it."'

Bob Cherry drew a_deep breath,

“Well, I'm ready, if you are,”” he said.

#1-—I say,’”” muttered Coker, “hold on a bit. There's no
hurry. Suppose—suppose it's somoe awful lunatie, or—or
something of thet sort ¥’

“We shall have to chance it."”

“*Yes; but wait & bit."” :
No onet was anxious to open the door. The juniors
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listenad, W] thers was no sound from without. But that
miihighc-nlj mean that the cnemy was lyihg in cunning
ambu

Hearry Wharton looked from the porthola. Below he could
soe the rock, and further on the sands and the great cliffs of
the 8houlder. tide was going out, and the bows of the
grounded steamer were dry.

A sudden sound struck upon his ears. It was a clear
whistle from the distance. Homeonsd was coming aleng the
sands, early as the hour was. Acréss the bay, in the fishing
‘Hlllg'e,b_tlm fishermen were doubtless astit. But on the side
of the bay whers the billows broke in foam on a wilderness
of rock and sand, all was solitary; the broken and dangerous

waters ot the base of the Bhoulder were always solitary and
deserted,

Harry Wharton looked out of the porthole, guessing that

e new-comer was 8 fellow from Greyiriars, drawn out thus
sarly by curicsity to see the derslict.

A Greyfriars cap came into view among the rocks. Harry
W_h“t'ﬂﬁ-ﬂ-““ﬂ%hthﬂ round glass of the porthole open as wide
as he could. ere was not room for Wharton to put his
head out, but he waved his handkerchief through the
wpening to attract the attention of the new-comer. :

£ e : L :
= ﬁ?ﬁo!':tm a yell " said Bob Cherry.

A shout came back. Another cap appeared by the first
over the rc:fka ; there were two of the Greyfriars follows,
" Hallo " eame back the shout. * You fellows awake?"
I gueoss they are!”
They were the voices of Tom Brown and Fisher T. Fish, of
the Remove. Tom Brown came scrambling over the uneven
rook towards the side of the steamer, and the American
Jvoior followed him. Harry Wharton shouted again.
“Halle! Stop!™
Tom Brown looked round in surprise,
Where are you!?"” he called out.

: %ﬁ?’! Stop! Don't go aboard '

"“There's danger!"

Tom Brown lpoked up &t the porthole. The rock sloped
away from whara he ztood towards the sea, so that, if he
had walked along the side of the ship towards the port.
hole, he would have had to descond, and the opening*wouldl
have been far above his head. He stood where he was, and
looked soross the intervening space at tho porthole, whers he
nnﬂld now partly make cut Harry Wharton's face.

Danger I'" he repeated, in amazement.

Fisher T. Fish chuckled.

"I guess thev're pulling our leg ! he remarked. *I'm
going sboard. T guess there ain't any danger.”

And he ran to the highest part of the rock, and serambled
E;:;d the rail of the grounded stoamer. Tom Brown hesi-
“Make him come back !” yelled Wharten, * It's not safo
sboard

* What's tht matter

“ Danger

* But what's the danger ?”’

“ [—1I There's something thees, Keop off 1"
* Why don't you come on deck 7" 9

* It's not safe.”

Knock !

The ;Iv‘.minrs in the state-room swung round toward: the
door. There were foolsteps outside, and Fisher T. Fisl
was knocking on the doaor.

““Here I am "' shouted Fish.
vou locked in for?'"

Bob Cherry g'u%{:d.

*“ He's there! Then he hasn't scon it!"

*Open the door—quick !”

The ﬂumﬂra tore away the table from the door, drogged
back the bolt, and threw the door open. Tisher T. Fish
looked in upon them with & nod and & grin,

1 guess you can't fool me ! he remarked.
laft 2™

“You asz !" gasped Bob Clierry.

* But—but what——""

The grin died away from Fish’s face as he saw the white,
stricken faces of the prisoners of the cabin. He locked at
them in amazement and alarm, his jaw dropping.

Harry Wharton caught him by the arm, and rushed him
baok to the deck. Fisher T. Fish went nnresiatingly. The
juniors followed from the state-room, and in & few scconds
they were on the open deck again, with the fresh breeze
blowing in their faces. Tom Brown had climbed over the
rail, and he met them there, his look showing how astonished
ho was.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked abouf themm with sharp,
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“*Open tha door! What are

“ Jovver, get
“Got on deck—quick 1

nervous glances, but there was no sign of the mysterious foe.
iﬁ’]ﬁnturer it was, all sign of it had vanished with the day-
ight.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Yanished.

ARRY WHARTON drew u decp, f]e:a;.i- breath. ;

l-l The horror of the long and terrible night was still

upon him, snd his heart was still beating paitifully.

But the worst of it was over; if danger came now,
the way lay open for Hight to the shore. Tom Brown and
Fisher ’TE'[‘ Fish eyed him 1n astonishment.

“What on earth's the matter here?’ asked Tom Brown.
“J¥f you are not japing—and you certainly don't look like i
-~what's the matter with you ?"’ ]

“J guess thoy're stuffing uvs,” said Fisher T. Fish. * But
they ¢an’t pile it on me,” ]

““It's not o jape, said Harry Wharton I wouldn't go
through a night mm that again for & shipload of sovereigns!
Thank goodness it's over I

“ But what's happened " ) ]

“I—1 think we'd better get ashore,” said Nugent. Ll
should fecl a bit safer on the rock there, anyway."”

f“ B&ut. ﬁhat for ¥' demanded Tom Brown. ““ What are you
afraid of 1"’

“TPm not afraid,” said Cecker angrily. " But I'm not
going to stay here. I'm guin¥ tiﬂui well straipht back to
Greyfriars. I've had enouph of this horrible place.”

“ But-—but what—--"

“J gdvise you fellows to clear off, too,” said Coler, as he
put his leg over the rail. *“I'm fed up with it. Get off while
you're sate.'’ i

And Coker tramped away awiftly over the big rock, and
dﬂsappeareﬂ, and his footsteps died away on the sand of the
shore.

Tom Brown stared after him Dblankly, and then locked at
the Famous Four. He could not understand in the least
what was the matter with Coker. The Fifth-Former was
evidently in a stute of utterly-shaken nerves, and that was
all he could see.

“What is it?" exclaimed Brown. * What on carth nos
happened here? Is the giddy ship haunted I”"

Egu&ss thev've been japing Coker,” said Fish.

“*Is that it, Wharten ¥

Harry Wharten shook his head.

The chumns of the Remove hesitated to explain. Now that
they stood in the fresh air and the sunlight, the events of
the past night seemed like some horrible dream that was
over. How conld they expect the juniors to believe the
strange story they ljmd to tell? And yet it waz no dream,
and there was fearful danger on board the derelict, Other-
wise, why had Koeeley and his gang fed without returning ¥

““ Well, what is it all about 7"’ demanded Tom Brown im.
patiently, The New Zealand junior was puzzled and a little
alarmed. “ Have you been having nightmares?”

“ 1t seems like one,” said Ilarry arton, locking about
him involuntarily, *I—I hardly know how to tell you.
Thera's somobody—something—on board this ship—I1 don't
know what, but—but—"

“Have you seen it?”

1] Nﬂ I”

“ What is it?"

“ 71 don't know.™ i

“We've heard it," asaid I‘?ugtnt, with & shudder.

“ Heard it! What was it like?" ,

“ It was moving about, just outside the door, and—and it
made & sort of soft, dragging sound, like—like & cat croeping

Fisher T. Figh chucklied. .

“1 guess you had a bed dream,” he said.

“ We were awake, ass '

*Oh, fellows have the nightmare sometimes, if they're
awake, if they're in & state of nerves,” said the American
junior ?il‘ﬂj’- “Pity I wasn't with you. I'd have bucked
you up "

The Famous Four glared at him, ]

They felt that it was the only reception they could expect
for their strange story. hidden horror had vanished ; and
& fellow who had not been through the terrible oxpericence
with them would ndét understand it, and weould think it in-
credible, Their fearful adventure would be set down n
nerves: to the offect of solitude and darkness upon therr
imagmations. It was inevitable.

“ Tell us all about it,"" said Tom Brown guistly.

Wharton did so. He told of the attack of the longshore-
men, and their sudden Hight—for no explained cause. Proof
of that part of the story, if it was needed, was close at hand ;
for one of the ruffians, in his hurry, had left his cap lying
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on the deck where it had fallen in the struggle, and there
were & couple of cudgels there too. Tom Brown and Fish
looked at them curiously.

“* And they never came back #"' asked Brown.

L1 H‘:l‘ !”‘

‘* And after that you heard the sounds you spoke of 1*

(1] Yeﬁ...}

" At the cabin door, and then at the porthole #”

" Yes," _a-m.l:.'l_ Harry, with a shiver.

" Well, 11:"3 Jolly queer,” said tho New Zealand junior. He
hesitated, * I eay, you know, 1 don’t doubt your yarn for
e moment; but—but are you sure you didn’t dream it? You
might have been half asleep, and heard the water swishing
against the side. Thoe tide makes queer sounds sometimes,
you know, among these sunken rocks—""

“ T guess that was it,”

The Remove chums shook their heads.

* That was not it,” said Harry Wharton steadily. * There
iz something—some fearful and unknown thing—hidden on
the ship, I suppose it's hidden itself again now it's daylight.
But 1! there wasn’t something, why did Keeloy and his geng
run T

“ They might have been frightened by a shadow, you know,
or—or perhaps they felt they were going too far.”

“They wouldn’t have gone without stealing the valuables
in the cabins, if they hadn't been scared out of their wits,”
said Bob Cherry.

“ Aro there valuables thera?'"

“ Yes. Every cabin is just as it was left. There's money in
the pockets of some of the clothes, and a gold watch hanging
up in one cubin over & bunk, and other things like that. The
passengers and the erew took nothing away with them when
they went. You can see the boats are all here”

“It's entra.ardinar‘? how the steamer was deserted, with-
out the boats going,” said Tom Brown. ° Blessed if I can
make it out [V

“They saw the—the Thing!" said Nugent, shivering.
“ Either it killed them, or—or they were frightened into
jumping overboard."

“ Let's get ocut,’”’ said Johnny Bull uncasily.

“ ¥ou fellows can go, if you're nervous,’” said Fisher T.
Fish. *“TI'll stay here amf' keep watch for you; I'm all
serene. If those longshore bounders come back, they'll find
me in charge. I guess I'm not frightened because you chaps
have had the nightmare.”

“ It wasn't nightmare | yelled Bob Cherry. "It was real,
whatever it was. Can’t you believe us, you silly ass?"’

Fisher T. Fish chuck]ed.

“¥Yep! 1 believe your word, but not your fancies and
nightmares, Cherry, old man. And if there's & giddy mystery
on the ship, I gucss [ want to find it out, T'm staying.

““Bo am I,’* said Tom Brown, “We've gol permission
from Mr. Quelch to stay with you, you know.”

“ If vou fellows want to vou can buzz, and we'll take
care of tha ship,"” said Fisher T. Fish, “We shall be all
right, T guess.”

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged glances. They wanted
nnthin% better than to get off the derelict; but to go and
leave Tom Brown and Fish there was imposaible. The hidden
danger was as real as ever, though the two juntors, who had
scen and heard nothing of it, did not believe in its reality.

“ We're not going to leave you here,” =zaid Harry Wharton
sbruptly. * You don’t understand—]1 tell you the Thing is
-n board—""

‘Tt was only a nightmare, I guess.”

“ Fathead !

“Well, if it's on board, let’s hunt it out,”” siid Fisher T.
Fish, picking up one of the cudgels left hz the longshoremen
in their Hight. *“I'll take the lead, i you've still got a fit of
nerves on. Follow the Btar-spangled Banner I

“ Come back, you ass!”

“Nope! I'm going to search the ship!*

And Fisher T.'Fizsh ran below before he could be stopped.
The Famous Four looked worried and troubled. Tom Brown
followed Fisher T. Fish.

“The 1diots!” growled Bob Cherry.
upon it—""

“Wa can’t let them face it alone!™ muttered Wharton,
i Eﬂl‘ﬂ{! on 1

“ But, T gay—"

“1t's mo worse for us than for them., Come on.™

" Oh, all right ™

And the Famous Four followed Brown and the American
into the interior of the steamer. They descended with their
wer%[j)!oﬁﬂ in their hdnds, and their eves on the alert.
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THE FIFTFENTH CHAPTER.
Face to Fdce!

P and down through the dereliet the jumiors wauer~Tom
Brown and the American junior leading the way. The
were full of the oxcitement of exploring the desert
ship; and it was plain that their did not feel any alarm.

Indeed, as Harry Wharton & Co. followed them, they began
almost to think that the events of the mglht had been some
fearful dream. For of the unknown foe there was no trace.
The juniors explored the charthouse, and the fqrecastle, and
the state-rooms, Nothing to alarm them was seen; and there
was no track, no trace of a footprint; no sgn of any foe,
save the marks that had been left by Keeley and the gang of
longshoremen. ) : ; -

““MNothing, so far!" grinned Fisher T. Fish. 1 guess
you chaps will have to admit now that you were dreammg,
Jevver get left i ] i

“ PThere doesn’t seem to be anything, really,” said Tom

Brown.

“ Weo haven't found it yet," said Wharton. ; :

“ Porhaps it's gone ashore,” suggested Fish, with a gnn;
“ or vanished into thin air. It may have flown away. ¥You
see, it must be able to fly, or it couldn’t have got st the
cabin window in the way you described.”

Tom Brown laughed. )

The chums of the Remove turned red. In the daylight, and
after the failare to find any trace of the hidden horror, an
with the ridicule of tha American junior poured upon
whols mﬂ-;u:ﬁ it uaemﬂ ;.::- 'lhl.i‘nt':l that perhaps they hed
exaggersa e terrors of the mgnt.

"g].% might have been a stray dog, left aboard by the crew,’
said Tom Brown. * That would account for what you heard
in the ship.” e e

v A dog couldn’t have got at the porthole cutside,” eaid
N entlltart.ly.h ’

“Well, no; but— i

¢ Bosides, where is the dog now?" said Bob Cherry.

“ Might have gone ashore, after the longshoremen.”

“ Oh, rot! ngre*s something—"' : St

“Waell, we haven't found it,” eaid Fisher T  Fish.  Of
course, if there is something, we must find it. I should like
to carry it back to Greyfriars, sod keep it stufied, in the

study.”
“ Oh, shut up!"”
The Yankee junior chuckled, " ]
“Well, I'm going to search the hold now," hoe snid
you chaps feel nervous, you can stay up here.
Wharton grasped hia shoulder. :
“Vou sha'n't go down there!” he exclaimed sharply.
“ Why not " demanded Fish. s
* Bocause—because it's hound to be there, as it 1an't n any
jart of the ship.”
nthﬁr Eﬁf I{rﬂ'ueu % ':.E:mt to find it, you know.” !
“ Suppose it corners you in the hold—you can't get up
that ladder very quickly—""
“¥ guesd 1 sha'n't want to.”
e
, I'm going "'
“1 tell ,}tuu—u—g'
“ Rats!" ) r
Fisher T. Fish jerked himsel! away, But Harry Wharton
and Bob Cherry caught him by the arma and stopped.him.

[L] If

“ ¥ou sha'n't go down there,” said Harry sternly. “ You
can cackle s much as you like, but you sha’'n’t rum into
danger.”’ "

ii-[ E"I.I.ESE-—'-—-' ) i

“ Cheese it! You'ro not gomsg.

“ Chuck him off the ship,’” said Nugent. *I've had enough

of his funny ways. Take him up snd pitch him over the
rail 1"

“ Grood "

Fisher T?E ish struggled.

“* Look here, I'm not in a

“ Hold an!" he exclaimed
Come on,

blue funk, if you are. I guess I'm going down.

Lrowney ! o
“ The steamer belongs to these four chaps,” grinned Tom

Brown. “ They salved it. Must obey owners® orders.”
“1 guess not!" .
Fisher 1. Fish gave o sudden wrench, and tora himself

loose, and before the chums of Greyfriars could grasp him
again he made a leap into the open hatchway of the hold,
nn‘d {_}’FEI‘W Jown three or four steps at & time.

0w T

Heo lost his l:mﬁng on the steps, and rolled to the bottom.

“Groel Ohi™

Fisher T. Fish sat up st the bottom of the steps in the
semi-darkness below.,  The chums of the Remove looked
down at him angrily.
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“ Comy up!" shouted Harry Wharton., “*Tf we have to
come down and fetch you, we'll give you a jolly good bump-
m%:_ you idiet "

isher T. Fish did not reply.

A sudden and fearful change had come over his face.
~ He was Etarinlg into the darkness of the hold, and the
juniors, as they looked down upon him, saw his face become
white and fixed and terrible.

Bob Cherry choked.

* Ho sees 1!

“ Good heavens! It's there!™

"* Fish! Fish! Run for it! Come up—come up!"

The junicrs could not see what Fisher T, FiEE saw, [Ho
wus looking into the recesses of the hold from where he sat
paralysed at the bottom of the ladder. What was it that he
58w an bﬁl?? midst of the cargo, in the deep dusk of the hold?

1sh !

“Como up !

No reply.

E‘hﬂ Junior remained where he was, transfixed with terror.

Good heavens!” muttered Tom Brown. * There must be
wﬂethmg{ﬁ— What——""
arry Wharton, clenching his teeth, stepped upon
ladder to descend. DBob -‘.‘:}-Erry graspad .higpfrm- BOR M8

““ Harvy ! Btop—stop!"

“I must get him out!™

* But—— Oh, Heaven !

Wharton ran down. He did not stop to look about him:
he grasped Fisher T. Fish by the mﬁf:r., and lifted him b;l;'
main force, and dragged him up. Fish did not make a
movement to help himself; ha was powarless with the fearful
terror that %r:ppnd him, mind and body., With an exertion
of strength he would not have been capable of at any other
:m:ln'-ef::;, Harry Wharton dragged the American junior out
o safety

Thera was a sound below!

A soft, gliding sound, as of a body dragging itself alon
—the sound the juniors had heard outside the state-room iﬁ
tho dead of the night.

Fishor T. Fish fell helplessly beside the panting Wharton.
He had fainted.

“ Bun!"" pasped Nugent. : .

The sound from below was louder. Wharton raised Fisher
T. Fish in his arms. He felt that there was no time to get
him to the deck above. He dragged him away along the
alley-way, into the state-room the juniors hud oceupied the
previous night. It was the nearest refuge. In a few seconds
they were within, and Wharton let Fish roll to the floor,
where he lay fainting, groaning faintly to himself. Wharton
whirled round to the doar. Bob Cherry had already slaramed
it, and was shooting the bolt.

* Where's Nugent "' shrieked Wharton.

He and Bob E‘I’mrr:{ and Johnny Bull were in the cabin
with Fish. But Frank Nugent was not to be scen.  Wharton
sprang to the door, but Bob Cherry jammed the bolt home,
and dragged him back from it.

“* Franky's all right!" he gasped.

“ And Tom-—""

“ They're both all right; they've bolted.”

Wharton panted.

': Ehu:.:':m off tho ship?"

Wharton ran to the porthele and looked out.  On the
rough, uneven rock beside tho steamer he caught sight of
Tom Brown and Frank Nugent. They were scrambling
away From the steamer at top spesd, ovidently under the
impression that the others were running, teo. Harry Whar
ten shouted from the porthole,

“ Franky! Tom Brown!”

The running juniors stopped, and looked back.

“Oh!" gpasped Tom PBrown. " They—they haven't come!™

“We're all right,"" shouted Wharton. ™ We're bolted in.
Run for it!" ;

“ Right! We'll bring help!” yelled back Nugent.

And they ran on.

They dizappeared in another moment among the vocks, and
their hurried footsteps died away in the distance along the
wet sand. . .

Havry Wharton turned back from the porthole. Fisher T.
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Fish hﬁ: on the floor, his face white and strained, his eyes
closed,. Kis lips moving. Whatover ¥ was that he had sben, 18
had overcome him with terror. Bob Cherry had jammed the
table against the bolted door again, and was holding it there.
Johnny Bull stond sgainst the wall, leaning, his breast heav-
m%v&a he panted.

harton held up his hand.

“* Listen I

It was the sound again!

Outside in the alley-way, soft and low, came that strange,
:]rag;;mg sound—the sound of thoe unseen foe as it moved—
the foe that the American junitor had seen, but which none
of the others could even picture to their minds, save as
something vague, formless, and terrible.

Tho sound stopped outside the door. ‘The door creaked
slightly, as though from a pressure without, and the juniors’
hearts stood still. Then that gliding sound again, and silence.

' What—what can it be?’ muttered Bob Cherry, through
his chattering teeth. * Fish has seen it—can’t he speak?”

He shook the American junior.

Fish opened his eyes dully, and shuddered. His gaze swept
wildly round I’hﬁ cabin.

* bave me!” he gasped,

“ Fish, old man § Eed

“ Help! Is it there?”

" What was it¥"' eried Wharton.

Fish groaned.

“ I—1 zaw it! There it was, coiled up—— Oh, Heaven!
And—and it's eves—"" He broke nﬂ:pwit.h a seream of
fear. ' Look! It—it is there!’

He pointed to the window, a.hriekinﬁ.
8 juniors swung round towards the porthele, Wharton
realising, with a deadly grip at hizs heart, that it was open!

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Mysterious Enemy !
“T HE snake !" shricked the American junior.

E “ Thera
it 1sl”
The snake!
. But the jumiors did not need telling now.

A hideous head was groping outside the porthole, feeling
for an entrance, as it had proped and felt the previous night,
when m{ftha darkness the imprisoned juniors had been unable
10 see it

But they could see it now.

With starting eyes they looked at the fearful apparition.

The great reptile was coiled, doubtless, upon the rail above,
and it's bhead swept downwards to the porthole outside, as if
instinet had warned it where to scek its victims,

Y The circular glass was slanting open, as Wharton had left
1.

Tho head of the serpent came shding, gliding in. It
squeezed in the narrow sperture, and the sinuous neck behind
teemed to crease and crumple with the pressure.

The juniors stood transfixed. )

%Ei: knew what it was. The gigantic size of the reptile
told them that. It was a boa-constrictor, and once to be
enfolded in its deadly coils was death!

The hidden_horror of derelict was revealed at last!

Fisher T. Fish shrank back into a corner of the cabin,
muttering with terror. The other juniors stood dumb.

Harry Wharton was the Srst fo recover.

Death was staring him in the face. Instant action was
needed, ond it was fortunste for the Greyiriars juniors that
Wharton recovered his presence of mind in time.

Ha caught up a cudgel, and leaped towards the porthole,
his face white as death.

Bob Cherry gave a shrick.

** Harry ! k out!”

Wharton did not heed.

It was for life or death now, and life hung upon a chance,
Before the snake could get its sinuous neck through the

narrow opening it was necessary to act—and even then it
might not bo repelled

The cudgel Hashed through the air.

Crash {

The threatening head was jerked back, but the reptile
could not wholly escape the blow. The eyes glittered
horribly as the cudgel glanced on the hideous head. There
was a horrible, hissing sound, and the head jerked out from
tha porthole.

It thrashed wildly against the ship without, evidently in
pain.

Wharton did not shrink back, He dropped the cudeel,
and grasped the porthole glass and rlnmdp?t, and fﬂﬁtﬂﬁ{*{]
the catch.

Then he reeled back, almest fainting,

Ha learied against the wall, white as death, panting for
breath.

“Good heavens!™ he muttered incoherently.  * Good
heavens! It's—it's a boa-constrictor! If—if 1t gots in—'"

" Look! mutiered Bob Cherry, with clicking teeth.

Outside the glass a head was groping round, seeking
entrance arain, The reptile seemed puzzled at finding no
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admittance where before there had been an uﬂem'ng.. The
hideous heed glided to and fro, flattening over the outside of
the glass, pressing and wnthing.

The juniors watched it breuth%cﬁly

If the glasa should break !

Perhaps a heavy blow from the reptile’s head might have
broken it, but that did not come, e fearful crecture was
striving to find an entrance. For five minutes—five centuries
of horror to the juniors watching within—the hideous head
groped over the outside of the glass.

en it was withdrawn.

The glass was clear again, and the juniors, 1mprisoned in
the state-room, almost sobbed in their religf.

“Tt's gone I"” muttered Bob Cherry. .

“ Oh, the—the horrible thing! Then—then that’s what it
was—that was what cleared the ship of the crew ! panted
Johnny Bull. " Geod heavens!™

“ Listen !I'

They heard the gliding sound in the passage egain—the
sound they understood now—of the huge reptile writhing
slong the floor. Again the door creaked under a pressure

from without. Then the ile glided on,
The juniors breathed again. i .
“*That’'s 1£!"” said arton, in a low, shaken volce.

““ That's what Keeley and his gang saw ; they must have seen
it while they were hammering at the door here last night.
No wonder they ran!"”

* The rotters " muttered Bob Chervy.
sent help——"*

Harry Wharton nodded.

** And that accounts for the face in the negative,’” he said.
“ We know now why that man in the photograph was racing
past the door here, when the camern anuppeﬁ. That herrible
thing was after bimg

The juniors shudderea.

* But-—but how did iuﬂ here " gasped Jobnny Bull

Wharton shook his head. :

““I dare say this ship has touched at a Bouth American

v, and it was taken on board there,’” he said. *‘ Perhaps

inging it over here for some zoclogical collection. And it
must have got loose somehow from where it was kept.”

*1—I suppose that's it." ]

“ It must be so. I don't see how it could get on the ship
by accident. They must have been bringing it over, and it
escaped from its cage.'

The juniors shivered as they thought of thet scene—of the
fearful reptile loose u the steamer amid unarmed men.

“ What happened, then, we ¢an only guess,” said Wharton.
“ The men ma ve jum overboard to escape it; if the
ship was in sight of land they may have teken to swimming
to get away from the awful thing. Perhaps some of them
shut themselves up in the cabins, but they would have to
venture out for food, and then—"

“ Oh, it's horrible ! ;

“ Wa don't know how long that horrible brute has been
reaming about the ship—days, weeks, or months. I believe
they lis in a stuffed state without moving for weeks after
a meal,” said Harry, * That beast is hungry now, though.
Wao don't know whether it’s had a meal since it broke loose;
if so——"

“ Good heavens 1" )

“ Heaven knows what it's last meal was!” said Hany,
with a shudder. * But it is hungry now; but—but it can't
get at us.' ‘ 1
© ¢ It—it's coming again!"” muttered Fish,

Again the reptile was heard gliding along the paseage
outside. DBut this time it possed on without stopping, and
the sound died away again.

Fish staggered to his feet.

“This—this is horrible!” he muttered. " We—we must
get out of this. Oh, I—I wish I'd gone when you fellows
wanted me to! Oh, dear!"” ;

The boastful confidence of Fisher T. Fizh wes oguite gone.
He was in a state of terror such as the other fellows had not
experienced even during the watches of the night, when
the hidden horror was close at hand, but as yet unseen and
unknowr,

“ Weo shall get help soon,” seid Harry Wharton. * I don’t
think the awful brute can get in here; and Nugent and Brown
will send help.”

“ I=—1 wish they'd come.”

Wharton looked through the gless of the porthole.
shore was silent and deserted. The hour was yet early.

“ They can't be long," he said.

The Greyiriars juniors waited.

The strange, uncanny fears of the night were over. They
knew now it was no unearthly foe they had to deal with—
the horror of the unknoewn and unseen was past. But they
knew, more clearly than before, the fearful danger they were
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in. Only the cabin door, aleeady weakened by the savage
attack of the longshoremen, stood between them and an
swful death. For onco at close quarters with the boa-con-
strictor, their cudgels would not be of much avail in their
defence.

Once close upon them the huge reptile would crush his
vm}lzn 1n the pewerful coils which no living thing could
resist.

Again they heard the reptile gliding, and listened with
bantmﬁ: hearta. Harry Wharton watched anxiously from the
Pl:l:l:‘t}llr':}.#. I{E gave a sudden shout of relief.

urray !

“ They're mming ' pasped Bob Cherry.

“ ¥Yes. Hurray !

The juniors crowded round the porthole. Nugent and
Tom Drown had reappeared on the big rock, and with them
wore five or six of the sturdy fishermen of Peger Tav. The
fishermen carried axes, and one of them had a zun under
his arin.  Wharton opened the window.

“ Hallo, halls, hallo " shouted Bob Chervy.

“ This way "

“You're all vight ¥ called out Nagent.

“¥Yes; but look out for the snake !

Y Raghto !

And the reseuers came eautiously cless to the =ide of the
grounded derelict.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Last ol the Horror,

ARRY WHARTOXN & Co. listened anxiously, with beat-
ing hearts,
The rescuers were numerous, and they were armed,
Lut the rescue was fraught with peril.
If any of the fishermen fell within the fearful coils of tho
boa-constrictor he would not be exirvicated living.
Where was the roptile ?
The juniors had not heard it moving for some time. TI

it had verived to the hald the sound of footsteps would
probabily bring it farth agam.

Wharton heard Nugent’s veice on the reck.

* There it s !

Theye woere lowd exclamations from the fishermen, Then

swldenly a loud report,

B !

Then came a sound of a terrible strogzline en the deck
ahove—the thrashing of a gigantic revntile i agony.

Wharton shuddered.

“ He's get it D7 he muttered.

Thera was a scraping of footsteps on the rocks, Nugent
and Brown and the Pegg fishermen were recreating.
Wharton looked avxiously out,

It all night ! shouted Nugent.
head !

ot killed ¥

“I's dying.’”

Harry Wharton and his comrades waited,

The sonnds of the strugeling reptile died awny above, as
the preat coils stretched out in st iillnos:z.

But 1t was a guarter of an hour before the assalants
ventured to clamber aboard the derelict, axe in hand, to finish
the reptile,

Came on DT osawd Hlarey Wharton.

He unfastened the door of the cabin,

*1le’s got it in the

Fisher T. Fish gave

a yoll. )
* Hold on! Keep that door shot ™
“Rats! We've going to loend a hand !

“71 guess it's not safe. I—

“ Baosh "'

Wharton dreagged the door open. and rushed out, cudgel
in hand., Bob Cherry and Jobhnny DBull followed him.

There wore trampling footsteps and shouts on the deck.
The Bemovites dashed upon the seene.

There, under the sunlight, in the midst of the crowd of
fishermen, lay their terrible foe-—the hidden horeor of the
derelict,

The gunshot wound had shattered the hideous head, and

a blow from an axe had now severed it [vom the powerful

Yot still, dead as it was, the huge coil of the hoa-constrictor
contracted and writhed on the deck, the last convulsive
movements dying slowly away.

As it fay 1]-:*:Lc‘i‘ the juniors could see the tremeomdons size
of it—thirty fcet long at the least, a mass of savage, sinuous
stronglh,

Ne wonder Keeley and the lonzshoremen had fled in
terror the previeus night, when they had encountered that
fearful wonster in the passage below., No wonder the man,
whose face was pictured i the vegative in the professor’s
calin, had iled from the tervible monstor wirh thet look of
horror that the camera had so strangzely presesved.  Dicad
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as the reptile was, the juniors could not look at it without
shuddering.

“Dead ! said Bob Cherry, ““ Thank
goodness "

“*¥es, sir,"” said one of the fishermen. ** And ‘ave wvou
been on board all night with that awful thing, Master
Wharton "

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Yes,” he said. “Thank you for coming to our help.
I'll see that you fellows have a good whack in the salvage-
money for what you've done”

" Yes, rather " said Johnny Bull and Bob Cherry together,
i "d‘i:::;u can como on deck, Fisher!” called out Nugent. *It's
cad !

The Yankee junior came up from below., Hr was locking
very white, and he shuddered at the sight of the fearful
creatura strelched out in death.

Y Bure it's—it’s dead ' he stammered.

* Look at 1.

1 guess it was enough to seare a fellow.” said Fish.
“ When I dropped down into the hold, it was coiled up theve —
and--and—groo! I'm glad you've finished it off, T puess. Of
course, 1 wasn't afraid.”

The juniors lawghed. They could afford to laugh now.

“0OF course not!" s2id Bob Cherry. ** You were in tke
bluest funk 1've ever scen a chap in. You'ro half afraid of
the middy snake now.”

1 puess Y

“Hallo, halle, hallo!" exclaimed Dol Cherry.
comes all Greyfriaps ™

It was not quite all Greyiviars ; but o considerable crowd of
feilows wore coming down the shore to see the derelict.
Coker had doubtless told his story at the scheol, e had
not come back to the shove; but there wore twenty fellows,
ar least, with Winrate, of the Sixih, at their hoad. The
juniors waved to them.

Wineate was tha first ahaard.
the dead boa-constrictor,

“Great Scott!  Was that it—what Cuoker has teld us
about " he exclatmed,

' That's 1t, Wingate

“Gond heavens!' exclaimed the captuin of Greyfriacs.
“You might have been killed.'”

“We came jolly near i, said Harry Wharron. |
wouldn’t go throngh another night like that {00 a hoandred
times the salvage of the Aspasia!'

H*Eame here.” sanl Bob Cherry.

“And vou were allowed to stay here because theve was o
dangor!™ said Wingate orimly. "' You voung asses! Yau'd
better eut ofl 1o Grevinars at ones now, 'm aoing to arraige
for semeone to be put in charge of the develier.”

I wil want guarding,” saod Harry Wharvton anxiously,
“Keeloy and a mang of longshoremen tried Lo get on board
and turn us out last might,”

Wingate started,

“ My hat! And what did yon do¥’

“We put up a fight,”” said Bob Cherry, rubbing the bump
on his head. **They had Lo go=they caught =ight of tho
snake, though wo didn't koow it at the time, Then we wore
shut up in the cabun, with that fearful thing crawling abour
putaide. TIgh!™

The Famous Four were glad enough to leave the derelict
and return to the school. A crowd of Greviriars fellows
walked back with them, and they had to tell the story of
their night's experiences; and when they arrived at Groy-
frinrs they had to tell o over again to the Head., Ihr. Locke
listened very gravely.

“Heaven be praised that you have escaped safelv ™ ho
exclaimed, when they had told him.  * Of course, this fearful
danger conld not have beon foreseen.  As for Keelew amd
those ruffians, I zhall communicate with the police at once
Thew will be punizhed.””

And Harvy Wharton & Co. went 1o their breakfast.

in a low voice.

" Here

He jumped at the sight of

e

The mvstervy of the dereliet was never fully cleared up.
That the haa-constrictor was the couse of the disappearance
of the crew was cortain; but the detatls of whad had happened
aboard the ill-fated zsleamer could never be koown.,  They
conld be surmised—but that was all,  Arnd it was not a
subject that Harey Wharton & Co cared 1o think about.

It waz some {ime before the elfects of that fearful mighi
on hoard the derelict wore off their minds.  The salvage was
realised in due coonrvse, and the shares that the Greyfriars
iuniors recetved comprnzated thiem somewhat for thewr terri-
ble experience on board the develiet with the Hidden Horror,
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Nathan Gore, Jewal cellaciir
atd molil-milllonaire,
Ferrers Lord's terrible rival
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

“EBEY FOUL MEANS OR PAIR, I'LL WIN."
Nathan Goze, ﬁnmn nod jewel-aolleetor, clenched his hands foriomsly and raved Hks & madman on the desk of the liner Coeonation.

Ha had startad a2
-.nu for be gﬁl up for uuutwn..

‘ﬁ'undu’ privataly. ¢ biddars. Price ooknown'

‘A telegram for Mr. Gore,” & voloe rang out theo
faoe unm over deathly pale, and ha ﬁma went to a terrible oa
I'l win yst.” shrieked the man.

from America in order to be presant ot the sale-room In London whers the costly diamond, “Tb.- ‘Huﬂﬁ s Wondar,"

b the darkness. The Amerioan m

wis: ' Farrers Lord pu.ruhl.llﬂ g ‘Ili"ahl‘l

& By fonl means or [air, I'll win |

Thée mess

“ THE WORLD'E WONDER."
In the magulficent dmﬂn%ruum of Fmar: Lotd’s house in Park Lans was aﬂemhhni & wvaried collection ullnﬂiﬂﬂm First of all there

was tha oelebrated millionsire

the anginesr, od B
uk: |htt:} T;rmaﬂﬁlma .u

m passed rom hand to hand. A thoaosand fAras
BYErY iplﬂt. iﬂ

masdt, and clogs $o him sat Ching-Laag, s Chinamsa iy od in making

Thurston yawned in a chair, * nw mu I;lgi&-ﬂa you pay for t m Eiln:umﬂ P pressntly
Money and lair words, Rup-?m;;!ha Iﬂpthﬂﬂ..
o [Hag

aroed
guess it would have been more monsy and less fair worda if old Gore had turned up," remarked Ohing-Lung sagely.

buttarfies. MHal Honour,
‘* By the way, you have not sesn it yei P

al heart ; & thonsand ever changing, leaped from

“1TLL TARE THE (HALLERGE | *

Thu millionalre’s honse was wrapped In silomer.

y broke from him., A man lay [sce downwmards on the

oor. ‘There was o gl
“ I:Ihin:--thu dlamond 1" came in 4 hoarse veica. Chin { p&nm the draweér which Lord

A faint light shone hrom the deawing-room. Ching-Lung pushed open ihe door, then &

o slain on bis tnlla.r, The man was Ferrerd
ndicated, bhot there wks no damond there

hastly cri

& messaga had besn Joit behind : ** To Farrers Lord,— thu'.‘ you would pot sell * The World’s Wonder,' I have taken it. Do your
worst, oty you. The stone Iy mine—Nathan Gore. miltonaire rose fo his fesk. **1 take the challenge, ® he said. “*1'D
hunt him down and win back my diamond.” He beging the -:hnn alier the diamond thisf, and roshss soross Germany in » special
iraln, taking with him & number of the crew of the Lord of the Daap, which vesss! has been destroyed by Nathan Gore.

They are not able to wum{q @ore, howevor, and when ihey reach the esials of Prince Miguel Dllenorf, the prinos inviies them to siay at the
mansisn, Ferrers Lord, thinking that Nathan Gore 15 in hiding there, acoopts. After & stay of a lew days, N Gore esca uﬁ continnss
bis med fight throngh ﬁuuﬁt to tha Black Baa, Ferrers Lord lollows, and they take a bost, on arriving, to pursoe Gore, who hi the

packel stecmer to Constantinople. The boal th
and they have hops of overhaunling Gore at Constantinople.

ey hire is an old ons, bat Hal Honour puta it

lts best speed, at & great risk of hnﬁnt tha oy,

{Now go on with tbhe story.)

Gan Waga Causes The Boat To Roll!

Ching.Lung had not appeared. Barry went to, look for
Lim, and brought word back that he wag still sle ing. The
news was confirmed b Joe, 'ﬁl.hﬂ saw @& pair of slippered
feet protruding from the prince’s bunk.

“Talk abouot lazirese,” said Barry, *“ 0i never hearrd the
Joiko ! Fuith. Oi'd be ashamed to kape &0 guoiet avin av 01
was dead 1M

“Tt ain't ke him, by hokey, it ain’t!” said Prout.

“He's gen'relly a lot ioo wide awake!’

E “Mor'n wide awake,” said Maddock,
ﬂ'&ta’,

" Locks like gettin® foggy,” added Joe.

The sun wos hazy, and & thin mist was wisping over the
water. There was an unpleasant roll on that needed good
scalegs, Barry, who was not much of a sailor, scon found
o seat on a caze of salt fish. He began to look a greenish-

yollow colour, and they winked at each other.
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both

i klﬂkjﬂ.' wi!

“ Let's lave him alone a bit,"” whispered Joe. ** He's going
to get it

They walked mway, smoking their pipes. Gan glided
below, Ching-Lung had just dressed, and was rolling »
cigarcite.

**What-hoo, Chingy !"" grinned the Eskimo.

“ What-he, my f{at son 1" How goes it

*Ole Barry got de mally mares ! chuckled Gan.

5 who? The whati"

““Mally mares, Chingy! painses in his jum-stack! Hoo,

hoo, hoo! He sits on de fish-boxes, and hold hml waist-
coats, and groans norrible, like dis: *O-mi, o-mi ! Btops de
?lhtp?' I die! I deds! O.mi, omi, o-mi-iil? Hoo, hoo,
m TF

Ching-Lung tittered.

“h‘.‘[gli blubber-biter, you mean mal de mer, not mally
mares! It's French, and means seasigkness. I say, Ganus,
is he very bad §'"

* Norful, Chmgy

“THE SPY OF THE SCHOOL!” &% By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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“Then, my son, I have something here.
smile."” .
Ching-Lung opened s locker. There was a sheepskin
coat in it belonging to one of the crew and a pesked cap.
Ha put them on. He added & pair of sea-boots, a bushy,

Wait, and do not

black beard from one of his amazing poekots, and seized a
bucket and & piece of pipe. _

“* What do I lock like, Gan " he asked.
. “éﬁ:ﬁt knows, Chingy. IHoo, heo, heo! Who you are,
ank 7"

“1 amski Doctoroski Rubarbpillinski, my Gansmffski,
medical manski to this vesseliski, and I amski going to
cure old Baryoff neyanooff of seasicknesski. Twigski?"

“Hoo, hoo, hool" roared Gan. * Yo' talkscs Russian a
treats, Chungy !”

* Hushski! Not a wordwiski!"

“ Yo' say whisky, Chingy ™

“Shut up! I go!”

His Highness rolled the soft part of a loal into pills, and
sent Gan to sce whether he could find a mezaphone. Gan
brought back a huge speaking-brumpet.

“Fine!" grinned Ching-Lung. * Let me whisper!
hoar 1"

" Hoo, hoo, hoo " laughed Gan.

Ching-Lung went on deck. He ran into Prout, Joe, and
Maddock, who were all giggling, for they were sharers in
the plot, and Gan had warned them, 1"oor Barry was abaft
the funncl, but he was not guite so ill aa they imagined
—in fact, he was recovering rapidly; but still, he was very
sorry for himself.

His weary voico reached them in lamentation:

“"Borre me, sorra me! Sure, ut's deein' O1 am at last!
Oh, whoy, “‘hﬁ{l did Oi iver thrust mesilf to cross the ragin’
billers on anythin' barrin® a bridge? Murther! Is ut
insoide me inspide is, or is ul outsoide? Let me lay down
me toired head and pay in me chips!”

Groaus deep and piteous followed. Ching-Lung hurried
towards the sufferer.

“ Myski poorsniff manoski,” he said, locking tendorly at

Doat

Barry.

“Go away, yez bearded ruffian!” howled Darry. "1
don’t want yez ancezin’® on me!”

“ Seastckaniff—eh ' asiced Ching-Lung.

“MNone of ver sniffs!” yelled the Irishman, ““Go and

commit suicoide, or singo yer whiskers 1"

“Inski painovitch " murmured Ching-Lung.

“Go and doic, yex Rooshian atrocity,” said Barry
eavagely, ' afore O gives yez painovitch wid me fist !

Barry held his waisteont and moaned.

“ Mo doctor. Not speak moochski Englishooski,' said
Ching-Lung. “ Cure you gueck.”

He put the funnel of the huge brass speaking-trumpet over
Barry's watch-pocket, and listened at the other ond,

“Oneski, twoski, threeski, fourski, Aveski, sixski™ he
counted, looiing at his watch. “ Oh, myski pooroffshi mnan ™

" Wewhat 1s—1a ut?” asked Darry,

The doctor shook hia head sadly.

“Us ut sarious, docthor?"

“ Patalski, unlesa you recover,” said the doctor,

“ Murther—mmrther—murther 1™

Prout, Maddock, and Joo rushed forward at Barry's wail,
and began to inguire what was wrong.

“ Oi'm doicin™—Oi'm doicin' !” greaned Darry, “0i've got
opsitwoskithreeskifourski! Ut's fatal! Ax the doothor I

“"MNo, doctor, no!™ eried Joe wildly.

““Hay it's & mistake !" sobbed Maddocl.

“Don’t leavo us—don't, Barry!" shricked Prout.
hokey, don't, oh, don't! Ts there no hope "

“ Noneski,” said the doctor.

The three men covered their ecyes with their coatslepves
and wopt.

“How can we spare him, so young and lovely * wailed
Joa. “Can't I die instead? Are vou in pain?*

“ Ixpoirin’ 1"

“Come ! moaned Joe. * You feel the motion wust just
"ara? Come yonder, my poor, poor frieud, and let the fresh
breezo play on your paling brow! Let mo lead you!™

“ Lave me alone !V

¥ Come, darling, come ™ persisted Joo, * Help me, Ben [

They put their arms round Barry and persuaded him to
take 2 couple of pills. Then they led him across the deck,
and placed him tenderly on another case.

“What are your last words?" azked Prout, opening a
pocket-bool.

“Are you easier 7" inquired Joe.

Barry was pot easier. EKither the deck or the case, or
hoth, was wobbling and rolling in a fashion that wouid have
upset a man-of-warsman. Barry clung desperately to Joe,
and glared about him in agony.

CAre you worse Y
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“0i'm goin' " said Barry [ecbly. * Farewell !"
'"But yer last words!” i
Barry’s lips moved, and Prout bent to catch the whisper.
““ What does he gay?"
" Bomethin® about pancakes!” sobbed Prout.
“¥You are & loiar!” said Barry. *0i said, give me yer
bands to shake. Not Prout's, nayther, for he niver washes.
Arrah, Oi doie! Farewell, farewell! Raise me just wanos,
that Qi may gaze on the blus say. In the wurrds of the

poet:

" Wan last, long, lingerin® luk
Afore Oi take me hoolk."

The case was rising. falling, and rolling, though the boat
was fairly steady, They lifted Barry. His knees could
bardly support him, . . .

“ Kiss me,” he gaid—" all but him wid the whiskers !

They kissed him. . .

“ Lot me thry and stand wan minute—— Oh, O1 cannot |
Good-boie—good-boic 1

He tottered. Ching-Lung made s wild altempt te catch
him, but Maddeock was in the way. Barry dropped with al
his weight on the case. There was & sound of rending ang
splintering wood, followed by hideous howla. Darry jumped
up and burst into a roar of i'aughtm'.

Out of the ruins erawled the wocbegono form of Gan-Waga,
who had been causing the locker to roll,

“How do you faal, Nepichunc?" asked Barry. * Are
yer sayack " .

Gan got up and felt himself. Then, with onoe decp moan
of anguish, he went to find the Elliman’s.

The Fog—Ferrers Lord Takes the Risk of an Explosion—
Queer Fuel—A Shipwreck, a Human Sandwich, and a
Night Alarm.

Thie mist came down heavily, but the spead was not
slackened. Tho Black Sexz, though not exactly a German
Ocean or an English Channel, Hoats a great deal of small
shipping ; but the millionaire took a slightly more westerly
crossing, and kept the * scrap-iron " enpines busy.

He was very restless, but he took no one into his confidence.
He seldom left the deck, and for hours his tall hzure loomed
through the fog as he paced the rusty bridge. TRupert and
Ching-Lung were quite as eager as himself for the chase to
end. ey were heartily tived of it. There was littlo amuse-
ment to be pot out of wreiched railways, dirty hotels, canal-
boats and tramp-steamers, but thers was plenty of discomfort,
1t was not reasonable that men who had pierced the icebelt
of the north, explored the mysterious realms beneath the
sen, amd erossed trackless Tibet could be satisfied with such
8 JOUriney. :

i’whnim the millionaire undorstood; perhaps this was why
he was urging them on. And vet he was playing with chance,
it seemed, in making direct for the Bosphorus. A few gold
roubles squeezad into the hand of the E'In?'gdihg-clurk at Potio
hud elicited the fact that Nathan (Gore salled for Con-
stantinopla under an assumed name. The Yankee's person-
ality was so distinet that the Paul Howard Jones who had
booked for the ecity over which the Sultan rules was cer-
tainly Nathan Gore. ’

But the packet touched at Sinope.
Yankeo disembark there?

Ching-Lung mentioned his idea to Rupert. and Rupert
chim the greasy ladder and spoka to Ferrers Lovd.

“I did not forget that,” answored the millionuive.

“ O course not, Lord—you never forget. BStill, it strikes
ma as very probable.”

* Let us consider it. He has got 2 good start. The packet
stavs several hours at Sinope. We are keeping well to the
north. Ji he leaves the boat at Sinope he would have to
o to Smyrna, and the liee is fi'ight%'u]‘ You know what

rkish cfficials are. ¥ou know that the country between
Sinope and Smyrna 13 in a ferment, and that BEohting s
going on between the soldiers and peasants. Probably por-
tions of the railway ave destroved.”

“ 1 did not koow that, uld chap.”

“T1 learned it at Potio, and he must have learped it I
went to tho Turkish Embassv, and was advised not to ask for
a f|‘.|:155|1nrh as the Forte could not be responsible for our
safety. They had refused one to an American gentlemun
alveady. That was our friend the enemy. The packet belongs
to Turkey, and Sinope 15 full of fugdives. She will land
arms and embark fugitives.  All this will take time. This
for, too, will delay her. You see. our chances are pood.”

Thurston nodded. As was always the way, Ferrers Lord
had thourht of evervthing., There were four thousand cascs
of caviare on board, valued at thousands of pouncs.  All
were gotig into the furnaces, if need be, 1o carry them tho

Would the cunning
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roven hgndred miles that lay between. the Trans.Caucasian
and Turkish port. i

The t’cég’gre.w deneger. There was no accident in the engine-
OO, & stolters once seemed on the point of mutiny, for
they did not like to see the safety-valve weights Jjumpng up
and down. Honour mildly showed them the butt of a
revolver and a handful of gold roubles.

They chose the roubles, There was something about the
handsome, silent giant that commanded obedience. He came
up from the hot régions below, wiping the perspiration from
ks forehead.

“Well Honour,” said the millionaire, * how much more
steam can we gtand?”’ :

“ Another pound pressure would blow our old tin kettles to
ribbons ™

“ Put on fOfteen ounces, then”™

““ And the odd thres-quarters of an ouncof”

“I1f you like.”? ]

Hal Honour laughed, filled his great lungs, and vanished to

obey. Barry, Prout, and the cthers had heard. . ]
““That's moighty cheerin’!” said Barry. “ QOi'm goin’
below.

“What for?' asked Joe. ;

“Troth,” answered Darry, “ nade yez ax? Ut ain't the
aisiest thing in the wurrld to weigh out a quarther of an
ounce of sthame! And who's more ginerous than Misther
Honour? He kapes nothin'—not avin his whiskers, for he
shaves rig'lar. Oi'll bet he’ll give us too much, and thin
we'll have to take a journsy. Oi niver shtart on a journey
widout a clano collar, a pair of socks, and a toothbrush.
Oi'm off to pack "em.”

(ian paled, and there was loud laughter when they saw him
with a |jfcimit. round his waist, Gan wae preparing for
CIMeTEencies. ] ]

]‘: {\;"-"haé. de safestest place on ship dat goin' blows up?” he
asked,

“The dog-watch ain't bad," said Maddock aﬂriﬁusﬁ,ﬁ

“If yor was on the chains ver couldn't be blowed far,”
suprgested Prout,

“{h the fAyin'-studs’ls, Gan,” said Joe.

“ Yoz are all wrong,” said Barry. * The only safe place
s ashore, (4 was wance in a ship that blew up. Ut was a
wod and shtormy night, the billers mountains hoigh, and
the vissil lay on her bame-inds, rocked in the cfadle of the
dape. Suddinly the brokers come aboard-—"

" Breakers, Irish,"” correcled Prout.

* Brokers, Oif said, yez idjit, and brokers Oi shtick to!
ure, wasn't Oi there! Mo own uncle was skipper. And
watn't they the brokers—put in becase we cudn’t pay the
dock-dues? Och! vez silly interruption has made me forgit
the rist of the thrillin’ sthory 1™

**Thai’s a bit

* Hoorsy! Hooray!” cried three voices
of joy.”
‘" Niver moind,” said Barry; and he went off to pack his
bag, chanting:
" There was wance an ould man in a fog,
Who throd on the tail of a dog,
' Hez the dop, wid a laugh:
' Qure, 0111 5-1"“!1‘1'-‘ hia calf,
Wid a twin-barrelled dynamite slog!™"

In spite of the for, it was hot and stuffy, Prout was called
to the wheel to take the place of the red-capped Caucasian
who had been stecring. ere was little hope of reaching
Constantirople under seventy or eighty hours. The ship
smelled sbominably of ﬁalbﬁslz and * green " leuther. Ching-
Lung, always inquisitive, summoned his faithful Gan on &
voyage iscovery. Just then the frst case of caviare was
Aung inte the furnace. ]

Ching-Lung obtaited a lantern and zplunqed into the dark
recess0s of the hold. Thr cases and bales were neatly packed
and wrapped up, leaving narrow passages between. Bmells
and dust predominated. They found a square of neatly-
planed mar';mga.ny-buards, on which was perched a savage-
locking tom-cat, who spat and snarled at them ferociously.
(ian tried to make peace with him, and actually stroked him.
e was sorry, for the cat planted every claw it had in his
arm, and fled with & weird, defiant howl. :

. *“ That's what one gets for being kind,” grinned Ching-
AL

1 notagoing to tobe kinds nebber no more,” sighed Gan.
“1 done wid him.”

All the same, Gan looked round for something to present
1]1?: cat with, in the shape of & missile. Hea was not success-
{ul.

Ching-Lung thoughtfully lifted one of the planks,
measnred 1t with his eye. )

* Gan,” he said, ** you can make more things out of wood
than wooden-legs.”’

* Dat so, Chingy."”

“ Come away, my son—conte away,” said the prince,

“ Likes to ff that pussy first, Chingy."

““ Lot .him alone: oil-tub, Let him go his own evil way.

Tue Maoxer LIBRARY.—No. 239.

A Crand, Long et Bohool Tale

of Hnrr?lﬂnri-nh . mext Tuoeday :

and

“THE TUCKSHOP RAIDERS!”

—
{ EVERY

sy, Che “Magnef™

The night falleth fast, and it is time to eat. 1 know where
thEI.'E‘E—-—r“ :

" Cangles, Chingy?"' cried Gan, his eyes sparkling.

“ No. my own skeleton. A tin of sardmes, & box of arrow-
root-biscuits, and a tin of peaches!™

' Lets "me chase you, Chingy " chuckled Gan.
dem likes a bricksand of thous!" Y

* A thousand of bricks, pleaso. I'm always correcting youw
Chase me, then!" _

They devoured the spoil together, and uninterrupted, be-
kind a sheet of sailcloth. Prout eamo to bed first, after &
short spell at the wheel. He got into his bunk with his boots
on. Joe followed, and then Barry. Maddock was on duty.
Ching-Lung laid his finger on his lips, and winked at Gan.

* Not a word!” he whispered. 2

* Och!” camo the voice of Barry. “ 0i cud slape for a
month! Of am weary and ill at aise. There is no joy in &

a loife—is there, Joe!?

“ Wix 1" prowled Joe. - . :

“ 'Therefore,” saicl Barry, dropping his boots with a coupld
of thuds, ** Oi bunk into mo bunk. The man who disthurrbs
me rist this noight will doie a swift and terrible dith!

YOBar, ‘ear!' said Joe. “ I'm dog-tired, too. If Tom
starts snonin’, I'l slaughtor him."

“ Ard Oi'll hilp yez to do the dade.”

Thud! 'Thud! Joe's boots fell with a crosh that sheo
the smoky, swinging lam). _ e

“ Wid the injines on the pint of bustin',' went on Barry,
with a catch in his veice, * Oi lay me down to slape, Joe.”

* Good job, too!" said Joc. ]

“ Whisht, whisht! Lay yer swate lips to moine, Wo have
lived and scrapped togither, Joe, and owed aich other money.
Afore the swate morn smiles over the say, we might be
blowed to rags. As the poem warrbles:

ONE
PENNY.

_—"

“I'm on

“f There came o burrst of thunder sound,
The boy—-ooh, where was het
Ax of thy winds that far eround
Wid fragments strewed the eay!

“0i may be that bhoy,” added Barry, ' though, bedad,
0i'd niver be chump enough to sit scorchin’ me Sunday
throusers on & barnin® deck.’

“‘ The Rames rolled on; he would not go——"

“ Fire, fire!” whispered Ching-Lung, and Gan grinned
from car to ear.

“ 4 Widout his father's wurrd,
The father, he had dona a scoot,
And 20 he wag not heard.’

“Tt's a swate poem, Joo, but ut ain’t sinse. Well, good-
noight, and just wan lingerin’ kiss."

“Go and fry your features, assl™ said Jos rudely. .

“Troth,” said Barry, * they'd fry fast enough av I got 'em
near that rid nose of yourn.”

Joe rolled into his sleeping-place. Barry's bunk was at the
top, and in clambering up he trod on Prout, Prout did not

uite waken, but he drove out ap angry fist thet rolled Barry

own with a crash. i 2

** Av ut wasn't for me koind hearrt!”" growled Barry, * and
that Oi'm too marciful to rob a tired man of the rist, Oi'd
shake him till his tathe Gl out.” ' i

‘““ You daren’t,” said Joe. '*Tom 'ud eat you wi' one bite.”

Barry crawled up again. The lamp flickered low, ard tune-
ful snores arose.

“ (‘ome,’’ whisperd Ching-Lung.

They crept away. Ching-Lung despatched Gan to the
engine-room to see if he could borrow s screwdriver and some
screws, or discover where the carpenter’s chest was to be
found.

Gan was usually suceessful, and he did not fail on this
occasion. Ching-Lung had a pile of boards in his arms when
he came back. ) .

“ I want soma oil, Gan,” he whispered, “ and don’t whisper
a2 yell. Taiser, taigez!”

“Who him? Who taysay?™

“Tt's French for don’t make a row, old knowledge-box.
Get that oil 1" . )

The snores in thece different keys assured Ching-Lung that
the threo men were wrapped in heavy slumbor. Ching-Lung
bored holes in the boards at the ends, and in the middle. The
dying lamp shed a weak and ghostly light as he piled up a
few lockers. .

“ Here de otlscs, Chingy.

“8.sh! Hold this|” : = 5

Ching-Lung oiled the screws, while the grinning Gan
steadied the board upright. It reached from the top of the
upper bunk to the ground. The screws were driven h;;w
Plaass order your of '“The Magwet ™
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without a sound, and & third of the bunkers were closed up.
Two more boards imprisoned the sleepers completely, and a
fow holes were drilled for ventilation.

“ Quick, Gan,” whispercd the prinee.
water and some rope.’’

Gan made two journeys. The filled buckets were flung over
the lamp-hooks, and the ropes carried through the door.” Gan
did not vnderstand, but he grinned in anticipation.

“T'11 soon be back,” said Ching-Lung. “ I'm only going to

“ Some buckots of

toll them to take no notice if there's 8 row. Hang 1t!”
““What wrongs, Chingy?"'
“I've about %rained myseli. I've—— Why—— Ha, hz,

ha! Take away those buckets.”

Ching-Lung began to chuckle. He had run agninst the
nozzle of the "tween-deck firo hose. There was an emergency
hand-pumfr attached to it.

" Unecoil that, Gan,” he zaid. “ You can leave the buckets.
A bit of washing will do this shanty pood.”

“ But what him all about, Chingy ¥’

“ My son,’” said the prince, * we are going to explode the
boilers.™

“Den I goin' oberboards.™

“ Don't be frightened, Ganus. You'll be all right. T'H look
after you."

Fervers Lord and Rupert had not left the deck. Thers was
fog below, foz above, for evervwheore. Suddenly the siren
bagan to sereain in answer to another. The noise was deafen-
ing, for the fog seemed to multiply the sound a thousandfold.
Ching-Lung thought he might as well save himself a journey.

he clamour of the engines would prevent the men in the
engine-room  from heanng anything, and there was little
chance of those on deck being alarmed by the forthcoming
disturbance.  Barry, Prout, and Joe wera the only ones
sleeping below.

“Gan,” he eaid, ** start pumping, and let the water run
away till you got a zood force.”

“Yes, Ching,” said the obedient Gan.

The pump clanked softly. Ching-Lung hoisted up the
buckets. and stoed on the vopes. Then, taking the nozzle in
his left hand, he jumped clear.

Down came the buckets with a terrific crash and a flerce
splashing of water.

“Bump ‘em up and down, Gan, like mad,” said Ching-
Lung. *“I'm going to turn on the Auid, You can do it with
one hand, and pump with t'ether. Make old Harry's own
row. Now, go!

“Hilp! We've bust up!” howled the mufiled voice of
Barry.

I!a.:trl rattle! bang ! elank! clattered the buckets, and then
Ehing'!gLung" turned the water on the boards. All the men
were awake, yelling, kicking, and hammering. The water

utrted  through the holes, the buckets bumped, and
eltogether it waa the most realistic idea of a shipwreck that
could be imagined.

“Time!™” said Ching-Lung. * They've stopped blowing the
old siren. They'll hear us if we aren’t steady.”

A silence fell, as much of a silence as can ever fall on a
moving stcamer. They leancd forward to listen,

““Barry,” seid a voice like unto the voice of Prout, " are
you alive™'

“ No, Tom, bedad Oi.ain't. Are vez alowve, Joc®"

Been dead minutes,” answered the muffled accents of the
carpenter.

here was another hush. It was broken by Barry.

“We must have turned roight over,’ he said, *“and been
crushed flat. Sure the soide of the ship is jammed up agin
me. Ain't ut a funny faalin® to be a corrpse? Whisht ' he
added softly. ** Ut’s a thrick, and the Chince is in ut ™

“ 1 knowed the b'ilers "ud bust!" groaned Prout,

“ Avast there, me hearties!" said Ching-Lung, in grufi,
unearthly tones.

“Qo—er! Er—er—yia?"! gasped Barry.

“ How many of you inside!"

" Tthree, sor.'

“Only three! Shiter my locker!' roared Ching-Lung.
“What's the good of sending me threa?"”

Prout and Joe shivered.

“ Plaze, sor,” said Barry, “m-may O0i—0i ax for yer
carrd "'

“ Davy Jones!" roared Ching-Lung.

" Bless mie,” said Barry, more cheerfully, " yez must be a
relation of moine! Nora McGeoodler, me uncle’'s motherin-
law’s second niece boi marriage, run away wid a Davy Jones.
He was a swape by thrade, and a hopper by perfession, havin'
only wan liz. Mo heart has ofthen bled for yez, Davy, for i
knowed the gal. Will yez koindly git the sardane-opener, and
lit us out?

A door opened somewhere, and a pleam of light shol
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 had fled.

through the eabin. Barry had his eye glued to one of the
holes. Ching-Lung was standing there, holding hies sides.

“I'll have you out in & minute!” thundered the prince.

“ i think yez will, yez blaygpuard I" thought Barry.

Ho got his feet against the Ennrd. and his back against the
bulkhead. In such & position a strong man can oxert his
greatest strength, and Barry was strong. The board was torn
to ribbons, and before Ching-Lung could Hy, Barry's arms
were round his neck.

“Oi've eaptured Davy Jones, lads!’ he shouted. * Come
along wid yez, and larrup him. Many a good sayman the ould
thafe has had. Troth, and I've found a rope. Come along,
come along 1

They bounded out. Ching-Lung had fullen into a buckot,
and was wedged in it, his toes almost touching his face. The
light was weak, and the foz was strong ; but they knew who
it was, though they pretenged otherwise: Gan, tho faithloss,

“ DETJ." J'::rrms, vou murderer, take that!” 1
“And that 1" said Joe, 2 " growled Frout.

“ And that, badad ! said Barry.

Down came the ropes’-ends aceoss Ching- : %
He could not get out If‘.rf the bucket, but h% %E:ingna i.hﬂlfﬂmi
tried to walk away oi his hands. Prout raised s piece of
bhﬁziit atrildht'irm‘egh:l IL :.Ir:-w]r ﬂgh’_the bucket. Tt made the
r, an rou - " n v
p:l'i_nful cg?ltaqt with the Hugur.r- R-LALg st ety
"Sure,” said Barry, peering at the bucket, “Oi've cften
wonthered what Davy Jones was loike, but O nivir thought
until this blissid minute that he was a koind of sheilfish.
Ching-Lung never said a word, but he thought many
Lhﬂ:l 5. He was in the enemy's camp.
 Let’s throw him overboard,” said Joe.
Board?'" spid Prout. * Board? Yes b hokey, that's it "
Barry sat down on the bucket, and produced his pipe. lla
had gone to bed almost fully dressed. Pr fouwml

: ; out ha
tho serewdriver, and was t,akmg out the serows.

“Tie Davy's hands,” he said, looki -ar hi .
“and don't ggrgf-tl his feet.” ’ mmg over his shoulder,

They turned Ching-Lung up again. Resistancs W )
good. His hands and feet seemed to ask to ba t:::::;! %EmTt
took down the boards, and clutched the bucket

:I“;F ull, Joe!™ |

ey_tugged, and Ching.Lung shot out lik
cork., He made frantic cflorts to escape, but Joe clung to
his wrists, and Barry to his anklos, They placed him on one
board, and laid the other on top of him. And then they

bﬁ*ﬂ'ﬂ-ll to wind i the ropes.  Strand after strand was wound

round, and they made security doubl '
hn:::r,n‘]:;. lonpways as well. Y alie S taveniig e

Ching-Lung, when they had finished, wa h -
u-iEh. Only his head and pigtail were v fﬁi_h]’-ﬂs, LRI R
Saze him I grinned Barry.

They bore him on deck, and

tuck h : :
firmly to the rail, stuck him up, lashing him
“ Dedad " gaid Barry,

el 7 “where did Oi sce an ould hand-

Sr-;::]Il'jt the kennel they eall a charthouse,” answered Joo. *°1
L] 1%-

Joe went off, and Barry, remorking that * Dav !
noight walke the baby av hc-lmllered,"ggag:ml tﬁg ]Tua‘?:-?:;;s
Ching did not intend to yvell. He would not have been fourd
like that for fifty pounds. He was relving upon Gan-Wama
to rescue him, unless he could wrigele {rec. i

He shuddered. They were tying something to his pigtail—a
bell. Ching-Lung groaned. He could not wriggle much
without ringing it.

“ Good-night, Davy!” said Prout.

" Good-noight, sor—good-noight!” added Barry.

Joo merely winked az he unrolled a reel of thread.

" Post yersilves about,” whispered Barry, ““and luk out
for the Eskime !™ :

* Right!” said Joe. *" Mind the cotton, dear boy."

Prout mounted, guard aft, making it impossible for Gan-
Waga to come to the reseue, unless he could reach tha deck
by squeczing through a porthole, or Aying through a grating.
Barry and Joe sat chuckling at the foot of the steps.

“Sthroike up wid the liguid notes of joy, Joey ! grinned
the Irishman. **Let her just rip!"

Joe pulled the thread taut, ang let it go with & will.

Clang ! clang! clang! clang!

The sound was startling, galvanising, terrible on such &
right, and going at such a pace.

“Tull speed astern!”” ranp the voico of Ferrers Lord.
“ Quick, Rupert! We'll be into her!™

The deceptive fog was anawerable for it. The notes seemed
to come from another vessel. They had not bargained for
this. In two seconds they were wrapped in their damp
blankets, snoring like pigs, and shivering like leaves.

(To be cootlnusd next week.)

¢ a ginger-beey

“THE SPY OF THE SCHOOL!” &i"ufernry: B MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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NEXT WEEKS STORY
“THE TUCKSHOP RAIDERS1!"

From the above title my readers will be able to pain 2 hint
of what Frank Richards’ long complete tale of Hearry Whar-
ton & Co. at Greylriara is a . A great midnight raid on
Mrs. Mimble's tuckehop is part of a cunning plot to bring
about the downfall of Harry Wharton, but the consequences
of this reckless act prove to be more serious than was expected

“THE TUCKSHOP RAIDERS!"

A NOTE FROM EASTBOURNE.

This week I have room to publish a short letter from a
reader in Easthourne, whose nitials 2re A, M. H.  This
reader; although not a very old one, has uwd-?ntl:.r seen
enough of Tur Macxer and its companion paper ' The Gem
Library ” to appreciate them at their own value, Ths s

what my Eastbourne rcader says:
;s d “ Tastbourne.

“ Dear Editor.—I am only quite a new reader. The first tale
I read in THE MAGHET was ttllm double number of last Christ-
mas, A little while before a friend of mine showed me &
copy of T MAGNET, and now it is my weekly paper.

“Last week, having seen so many lettars in your paper, I
thought 1 would try *The Gem,' and now I am going 1o
take that weekly as well. In thiz town there are a great
nomber of readers, and every week the shop L.get my paper
at sells all the copies out. I am sure this is because the tales
ate not of the *‘blood and thunder’ type like s0 many tales
are, I think the three-page comic supplement is grangd.

Wishing your paper every success, 1 remain, gnﬁs ﬂ-tﬂjr,

Many thanks for your note, A. M. H. I know I hate always
had many loyal chums in the popular seaside town where you
live, and I am glad indeed to hear thet the good old MAcNET
and **Gem,” are now more popular than ever.

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

J. R. Doran (Nr. Preston).—Thank you for your letter.
T cannat tell from your description if the coin you possess
is & Spade Guinea or mot, though I am afraid it is not. If
it iz it should tally exactly with the following description:
Mectal gold; dates, between 1787-1799 (inclusive); edges
mil'led,nnthechvernw ﬁlée, @Lauroﬁ:ce bust. mﬂd the inscrip-
tion Georgius I11. Dei Gratia; onthe reverse side, arms ina
uare, garnished ehield, crowned, with the type L]!-fL]S.F.I:._I'.
: I:LEI-? F.I.B. ET. L.D.S.R1LA, T. ET. E. If your coin
tallies exactly with the above it is worth between £1 5s. and
£3  This, of course, depends upon the eondition the coin is in.
1# it does not sgree with this deseription, I cannot tell you
what it is without seeing it. An article on the subject of
Coin Collecting will be appearing on the Chat Page before

long.

I—‘?.: Williams (Swansea).—Thank you for your letter. ¥ou
may become apprenticed to an engineer by going to some
marine engine works, and stating the facts of your case. If
they are in need of apprentices they ma take you on, when

ou will probably have to pay a small premium. This is,
ﬁuwever, usually arranged n wages, so that for the first
year or 8o you are working without being paid, and the
geeond at half-rate, and so on, until the amount m.* your
premium has been paid off. _ ] o

Baob H. (. (Barrow}.—Thanks for letter and idea, which is

Iready under consideration.

; IE I?[r (Edge Hill).—Thank you for your letter. You may
hear more of the characters you mention at some future date.
T am sorry your request for Back Mumbers cannot now be
juserted, aw this column has been closed down, _

%, Russell, and A, 8ykes (Leeds).—Thanks for you interest-
ing letter. You will probably hear more of Dalten Hawke
at soma future date.

" Blac
toresting letter and account of how you first became o reader

Tae Maewer Lipranz.—No. 239,

A Qrand, Long, Complete Echool Tale
of Harry Wharton & Co.next Tuesday:

OUR CRAND NEW

A e write to:
e, ' Editor, " Tha
Magnet" Library,
23-8. Bouverie 5.

London, E.C.

k Diamond.”—Was pleased to reccive your very in-

WEEKLY FEATURE

ON PAGE 28 AND

PAGES I AND I,

OF THE GCOVER,

SHOW YOQUR FRIENDS
THIS GOPY.

of “The Magnet”™ Library. 1 know I can rely on your
further help in increasing the popularity of the two companion
Papers. , i
Miss M. Holford (Dover).—Thank you for your intercsting
letter. 1 am surry I cannot insert your request now B
Back Numbers Column is closed, a8 you may have noticed.

FURTHER HINTS TO STAMP COLLECTORS.

Many ardent stamp-collectors have far from accurate ideas
as to the actual value of their collections, and were they to
have their albums valued by an expert, they would be sur-
prised and in many casca disappointed. A good deal of mis-
apprﬂhensiﬂn exists as to the exact meaning of the term
“ catalogue value." ) :

In books and articles on this hobby this term is often used,
yet few know exactly what it means. It mesns the value
that has been assigned to a stamp by a firm of leading dealers,
such as Gibbons, or one of the other large businesses. Even if
you possess a stamp that is catalogued at, say, £1, it does
not always follow that you can sell that stamp for that
amount. Unless it is in & perfect condition, and not always
then, it will not realise the full amount. The value of a
stamp depends Jargely upon the condition it is in, and on
stamps in a perfect comdition are worth the amount quoted.
As s maotter of fact, if the stamp is in the best possible con-
dition it might only bring in three-quarters of thé “ catalogua
value,” and naturslly, if a stamp 18 da ed it is worth ver
little, unless it is very rare specimen, ain, if & stamp is
“off colour,” or wvery heavily postmarked, the value is

lessencd.
What is a Perfect Stamp?

A perfect specimen of a stamp, if unused, must be as clean
and fresh and bright as when it was first issued, with the
design neatly and exactly centred, and the gum intact.

If used, it must be clean, lightly postmarked, edges perfect,
and the colour unaffected by light or water. Bo the reader
will see that ta obtain an album full of perfect.stamps is &
very large order, and it is safe to eay that hslf the stamps
in t{l'& average collector’s albums are more or less impericct.

Sometimes Stamps are Sold by Weight.

This method of buying should generally be avoided, as in
nine cases out of every ten it 13 merely a cute dodge to
attract attention, and interest buyers in other more expensive
stampa.  In buying stamps a sharp look-out must be kept for
faked specitnens, as in this line of business there is great
scope for forgery and underhand dealing. When buying at
all, the best and safest method is to deal direct from one of
the leading firms, when the surest value for money will always
be obtained. A well-known * trick of the irade’ lurks in the
cheap parcel of stamps from “ Office Correspondence,” which
more often than not will be found to comsist of absolute
rubbizh, not even worth the trouble of cleaning.

The Back of the Stamp

is, on some cceasions, of very great importance. DBy means
of the gum on the back, especially in unused stamps, it ia
often an easy matter to find out whether the stamp iz an
“ariginal™ or a “reprint.” In many cases the gum was
originally of & yellowish or brownish tint, while in the reprint
it 13 white. Fxamples of these may be found in the stamps
of Ielipoland and Sweden. One remarkable and unusual
gum was that used on the stamps of Hanover. It was red in
the * originals’ and white in the " reprints.”” It can be secn
from this how important it is to study the backs as well as

the faces.
A Few Don'ts.

Non't carry stamps loose in the pocket.
to buyv a duplicate case. 1

Don’t paste stamps down flat in the album. Use hinges,

Don’'t plunge stamps into water to remove the backs. Tt
is just as casy to steam them, or place them face upwards in

lakkewarm water.
: 4HE LDITOR.

It comes cheaper
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1. Deer Reeders, —How it happened nobady nose, but it is 2. Bo we went up quiet like to 'em and gave 'em sum,
a fact that the uther day as we was takin® our Konstitooshunal “ My 1" smiled my deer bruther, “*don’t they begin to look
in the park wo met Ike ncer a pleeceman! “Kum on,  pritiy, Ferdy? It seems to me it's only Ike’s kountenance
Georgie, let's give 'em a littel of our paint,’ ses 1. that keeps him from bein’ butiful.” “ Hush!" sed me.

T p—

= i e e ] T R . . i B ) — - —

5 When we had finnished the kind ackshun we retired, 4. Presently, or thereabouts, we kood tell by the silence of

not wishin' to be thanked, you sce. 8nore, snore, snore, the snoreless morn that the sleepers was awokened. ** Ha, ha,
came from Ike and the slop, HA!" yolled the pleccemsn, as ho kopt site of Ike's fase.

5. You see, deer peepel, neither of them two guys noed 6. Then kame a kalm.. When the klouds had rolled b
that he looked jest sich a big fool as the uther, and, conse-  and the snucy langwidge dide away, Georgie and me lookt at
guently, both got ratty. " I'll teach you to insult the forse ! wun each uwther. * Deer bruther,” sed Georgie, “we had &
howled the pleecemsan. And forthwith he prosceded wid the Erand-stand view of that little lot! How do we goe?” “On
lesson. rufches, I feer,” moaned mo.

Yours till the klouds roll by, Feroy, The Bunsey Boy.
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