


ROUND FOR THE SOUTH SEAN!
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A Magnificent New Long Complete Story o
the chums of Greyfriars. By FRANK

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bomething Up !

iE H
0 Herbert Vernon-8mith, the

Bounder of Greviriars, uttered
that ejaculation suddenly.

His face was dismaved as he stared
at the letter 1n hizs hand.

Evidently the coptents of that letter
h&d given the Bounder a surprise, and
net & pleasant surpriee.

Home of the Remove fallows glanced
at Bmithy ouricunsly. Beveral fellows
had noticed that letter in the rack
addresiad tp the Bounder in the thick,
strongly-merked handwriting of his
father, Mr;. Samuel Vernon Smith.
Smith's letters from home were gener-
ally very weltome. Often they con-
tained wery handsome tips, This
particular lelter, however, was ex-
iremely unwelcnime, to judge by the
Bounder's expression,

The surprise in bis fase very quickl
changod to anger. His brow darkened,
and E{: erumpled. the letter in hiz hand.
Under hkis bent brows his eyes ghinted.

“Bad news, old scout?™ asked Bob
Cherry.

The Bounder did not answer, He did
not seem to hear. With the letter
erushed in his hand, ha went out into
tha quadrangle, hiz hard face showing
only too plainly the signs of anger and
resentment, Bob Cherry stared after
him.

There was s fat giggle from DBilly
Bunter, .

“He, he, he! 1 say, vou fellows,
Smithy's pater has forgctten to shove
inmtip! He's waxy! He, he, he!”

“Fathead ! said Bob,

* Something about the hels, I faney !”
=aid Skinner, with a grin. “ Smithy's
been téllin' the giddy universe about a
vachtin® trip for the vacation. No end
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edwing, who is prepared to work his way before the mast, trusting
Vernon-Smith's friendship, howoever, mahes the dauk snuch casier than that !
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of a gorgeous cruise ! Eﬂmﬂthiﬂf:ﬂ hap-
pened to knock it on the head! Perhaps

old Bmith's been found out.™

“Found out?” repeated Bob.

“Well, you know what these hig
financiers arve ! gaid Bkinner argumen-
tatively. " They mostly end up In
chokey sooney or later !

Some of the juniors laughed.

“Rot 1" said Bob, “Smathy’s pater is
a millipnaire two or ¢ times over !V

“I'm sure you think so, old bean!™
said Bkinger genially. "I've noticed
that you've been getting quite friendly
with him lately !

“He, he, he I chuckled Bunter.

Bob Cherry made a movement towards
Skinner, and thst too-humorous youth
backed away very guickly. Bob went
out into the quadrangle with a rather
thoughtiul expression on hiz face.

He gightad Vernon-Smith there, ziand-
ing uugnr the elms, with his letter in
lig hand. He was reading it over
again, and his brow was darker than
before. It was very clear that that letter
contained some news very disturbing to
the Bounder. If Skinner's conjecture
was well founded, and something had
happened to ™ dish ™ the Bounder's plans
for the summer vacation, the matter was
rather awkward for Bob and his
friends. For the Famouz Five of the
Remove had accepled Smithy's invita-
tion to join him in the summer cruise,
and Greyfriers was close on breaking-up
now, and 1t was very late in the day
for new arrangements to be made, -

Sinithy's eyes were on his letter, buk
gut of the corner of hiz eye he must
have seen Bob coming along, for he
thrust the letter into his pocket and
walked away,

His desire to avoid Bob waz guite
clear, and Hob Cherry paused, frowning
a little.

Tt was with rather douwbtful minds

that Harry Wharton & Co. had made
friends with the Bounder, and in a ztill

more doybtful frame of mind they had
arranged to spend the wvacation with
him on his father’s vacht.

The Bounder swwas not a very reliable
fellow at the best of times, and hiws

temper was generally extremely un-
relinhla.
Bob had wondered cnee or twice

whethoer he and his friends had done
wizely, and he now doubted mmore than
CVEr.

He glanced after the Bounder, whe
had deliberately torned his back on
him, and then proceeded to logk for his
friends, with & cloud on hiz usually
sunny brew. He found the Co. in the
quad, Wharton and Johnny Bull and
Hurree Singh hstening to o letter Frank
Nugent was reading out. Nugent was
Iﬂﬂfing very bright.

“Itv's all serenc!” he zaid, as Bob
came up. " Letter from the pater! I've
got permission to join Bmithy in his
cruise in the jolly old Bouth Seaz!”

"“Oh 1" said. Bob,

“¥ou've heard from your pateri®
asked Frank.

“¥es; that's all right,”

"Bame here ! said Johnny Bull. |

“And here!” said Wharton, with a
smile. " My uncle said * Yes’ at once.
And it's all vight about Inky."

"The rightfulness 13 terrific!
assented Hurrce Jamget Ram Bingh.
“My esteemed and venerable guardign
being at home in Bhanipur, I am ander
the riciculous charge of our inestimable
headmaster, who has answered in the
confirmative,”

“Which possibly means allivmative {™
remarked Johnny Bull,

“ My ezteemed Johnny ”

“ Anything up, Beb """ asked Wharton,
noticing the lack of enthusiasm aqn
Bob's part.

“I den’t quite know™
slowly.

“The smile of contentment has been

said Pob
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banishcd by the frown of grouseful-
ness,” remarked Hurree Joanset Ram
Singh, " What iz the exeellent and
ludicrous matter "

Dol gave a grunt,

“I'm not sure about Smithy ! He's
just had a letter from home, and looked
as if Lie'd like to bite somebody I .

“Bmithy often looks like that!” said
MNugent, laughing. ;

“Bkinner's got an idea that hiz father
iz letiing him down over the yachting
trip.”

i Gh !H

"Skinner knows nothing aboub it
said Harry. “He's not friends with
Smithy now, and hd's as malicious as &
fox! Dother Skinner!”

“Yez; but I was going to speak to
Smithy, and he turned his back on me
and bunked,” said Bob.

* 1"

*The manners of the esteemed Smithy
are not always first-class and Al at
Lloyds,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. ""That 15 nothing new.”

“Well, if there's any doubt about the
thing we ought to know,” said Dob.
*Greyfriars 13 breaking-up in a couple
of days, and we don't want to be left
stranded."

“That's easily seftled.” said the cap-
tain of the Remove, “I'll speak to
Smithy at onece and get it plain. Where
i5 he 77

“ Dver vonder under the elms. You'll
find him in his worst temper, T faney 1™
grunted Dob.

“Well, his temper wou't matter to me.
I'll keep mine, at least,” said Huorry.

And he left hiz chums and looked for
the DBounder under the trees.

He found Vernon-Smith sitting on ote
of thie old cak benches, with his brows
knitted. At a glance he could sec that
Sithy wae, as Bob had warned him, in
one of his worst tempers. Ile staved al
Wharton as the latter came up with a
grim, uncompromising stare, which had
& vather irritating effect on the eaptain
of the Remove., Obviously, SBmithy did
not want to speak to him—which was
odd enough, as they had arranged to
spend the vacation together.

But Wharton repressed the fecling of
annoyance that rose in his breast.

“Bmithy, old zcout—" he hegan
armicably,

“{iive us a rest !

C " What ' exclaimed Wharton.

“I don't want to talk! I've got
something to think about I growled the
Boundaor,

Wharton compressed his lips,

" A word or two will be encugh !” he
said curtlv. “About the vaec——"

“ Bother the vac!”?

“We break up in a

o ;rkﬂmvl that.”

“If anything's happened to alter vour
plans, Smithy, 3-.:\11':?9 better tell us at
once,”’ said Harry,

:: What should have happencd 7

e, t]mt‘s all right, then, if ﬂﬂﬂling
has,” said the captain of the Hemove,
“Ii; knﬂ:.:r it depends on your father,

KL e

“DBut what " snapped the Bounder.

“Weoll, you told us that your father
had promised to take vou on a Mediter-
rancan cruise,” said Harry, “You
bolieved that he would take vou fo the
South Beas instead if you asked him. 1
kuow he's very indulgent to you, and you
ought to know hest,gi suppose ; bub if it
turns out that Mr. Vernon-8mith can't
do as you've asked "

“1 haven't asked.”

"You haven't®”

“I was going to ask him when he
camo down hers on the last day,”
snapped Vernon-Smith. “It's better by

11r
a

couple of days.”

EEE A IE E R

word of mouth than by letree. My
father's never refused anvthin I ashed
vl

“"Well, I think I'd bhave weitten,”
said Harrey., “ But if you felt sure about
it, I suppose yvon know best. Ouly, as
half & dozen fellows' plans depend on
VO E——""

He pausodl.

“¥ou think I may let vou down®
asked the Dounder, in his most dis-
agroeable tone,

Wharton coloured,

“1 shouldn't put it like that. It
depends on your father, and, really,
Eﬂ}lfl‘l}', we wont to know what we're
doing in tho vac."”

“I1f vou want fo call it off vou're wel
come,” said the Bounder, “I'm not
ge ging vou fo come with me for the
L1149

The caplain of the Remove drew o
deep breath.

He was strongly inclined to take the
Bounder at his word., Alveady in his
heart he veprotted that he had ever
made any arrangements with him, He
had known well enough that ithe
Bounder of Groyfriars was not a fellow
he eoald pull with for any length of
tine, Yet, since the return of Tomg
Redwing, Bmithy had seemed so much
better in every way, so much more open,
and eardial, and frank, that Wharton
had somchow come to trust him.

Clang |

The bell fer third lesson rang out
before Wharton could decide what to
sav. Yernon-Smith jumped up from the
bench of once and walked towards the
Houwse. He was glad of the interrup-
tigL,

“AWell 5" asked the fonr members of
ihe Co.. 85 Harey Wharton rejoined s
comrades on the wayv to the Remove-
roomn,

Wharton shook his head.

“T ecan't quite make Smithr out.
Whether something's gone wrong, or
whether he's just ratty at it being sup-
posed that somothing may have gone
wrong, poodnoss knows, unt—well, if
he doesnt speak out plain to-day we'd
better wash it out, I think.™

And the mattor dropped as the chums
of the Reinove went into the Form-room
for thivd lesson with Mre. Quelch.

In e¢lass the Dounder did not onca
glance towards the Famous Five. When
third lesson was over he disappeared at
a] [lig s B

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Thorny Friendship !
OM REDWING sat at the iable
l in Study No, 4 in the Greyiriars
B emove,
There was & very clicery ex-
pression on Tom's sunburet face.

In the deys when he had been a Groy-
friars fellow he had shared that study
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with Bmithy, and there was s peguliar
pleasure in finding himself within iz old
tamiliar walls again,

Bince he had left the school Tom Red-
wing had been at eea, roughivg it ter
hiz daily bread in'a way of which Grey-
friars fellows knew little, Now he
was back from the szea, and his next
vovage was to be o very differont one.
Instead of the stulfy forccastle of a
coasting tramp, be was to share the
Txuriogs guarters on o  nullionsire's
vaclt s the comrade of Herbert Vernon-
smith en his heliday cruise. “'om was
not thinking much of the case and com-
fort, however, He was delighted to be
with his old chum again, glad to kaow
would speod  many  weeks
together,

As he sat at Bmithy's stody table he
was_looking at o clisrt engraved upon
a circular piece of polished teak., It
was the chart of Caca Isiand, in the
faroff 1*acifie.

From his  spilormoan  uncle, Poetor
Bruce, that chart lind come to Tom

dwing, and the treasuce of which it
?tc-!-ci was his property—if he could hud
1%,

s nucle. wham he had net seen since
Ire waz a little infant, had never written
liome to his brother-indaw or to hiz
nephew. But in his last hours hie had
remembered them, and had sent that
chart to his sister’s son, his only rvla-
tive in the wide world. 'l'om had & faint
recollection of a tall, rugged, Dblack-
bearded man, with a grim, frowning
brow--a man of rough look and rough
nature, whose forbidding features had
almost scared him as a child. ¥Yet the
grimn, hard man had remembered him
when he lay dying under a for-off
southern sun, and Tom thought of him
kindly and with gratitude. Ie thought
gealoinlly, too, of Ben Dance, the
wootden-legged seamean. who had erossed
half the world to bring him the treasure
chart, risking his life to save it from
Silvio, the half-caste. He had resolved
that, if the hidden pearls of Caca cver
should be suecessiully lifted,. DBen Dance
sbhould have hiz share, He had not scen
Dance; the scaman had vanished after
cutrusting larry  Wharton with the
chart for Rodwing. From that hour he
had not been heard of.

Whether he was st sea again, or
whether he had fallen a vietim to the
E{tnge&nm of the half-caste, po one could
HOW.

Both the Ilead and Mr. Quelch had
Lbeen very willing that Redwing should
take up hiz quarters at his old school
until the end of the termd. Iis father
was away atb =es, on a long voyage,
and 1t was plain that Tom was not safe
from the half-caste at the loncly cottage
ot Hawkseliff,

The danger wonld have troubled the
sailorman’s son little, but he waz very
glad to spend a week or two at his old
school, among his old friends, and, above
all. with his reconciled chum, Smithy.

His {ace was bappy now, as he stodied
the chart,

It Smithy's company, and with Harry
Wharton and Ins friends, he was to sail
for the south when the school broke up
for the holidays, secking the eachie on

Cfaca Island,

If the iale of the treasure was well-
founded—if it was true——- Tom's face
was hright when he thought of that, It
was not Ms way to give much thought
to money; but if he found e fortune it
meant that he would bo able to rejoin
Grreyiriars,

"I'o return to the school at Mr. Vernon-
Smith’s expense, as the Dounder had
urged him, was impossible, The sailo-
man's son could not eat the bread of

THE Macxer Limeary.—Na. 1,013
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charity whilo he had youth and strength,
and eould work, Buf even a few hun-
drod pounds of s own would make zall
the difference. And from what Ben
Bance had told the juniors, the eacheo
o the lonely isle was worth many
thousands. )

It was his—f he could find &, His
unele had left it to him, sending him the
only clue that existed to the hiding-place.
That chart, eut with a knife on the
polished surface on the dise of teak, was
in effect the last will and testament of
grim old Petor Bruce—* Black Peter,”
ag he had been called.

And the guest was to be undertaken
under propitious circumistances. A mag-
nificent steam vacht, belonging to &
millionaire, was ﬁi}iﬂg‘ to carry Tom and
his friends to the Bouth Secas, as the
Bounder had arranged it

Once he had reccived the chart, Red-
wing wonld have mado an attempt to
seek the breasure on his own resources
if he had had no others. He wonld have
shipped on & voyage to the south, work-
ing s way before the miast, and
irustinlg‘ to fortune to find his wey to the
lone isle where his unele had buried the
pearls.  But Smathy's friendship had
made his task much easier than that.

Whila the Greyfriars fellows were in
the Form-rooms at third lesson, Tom
Redwing studied the chart in No. 4.
He had conned it over 5o assaduuu.51¥ for
days that he counld have drawn it from
memory without a mistske. Tom did
not allow himself to believe and h
too much. But his thoughts dwelt very
pleasantly on the possibilities,

There was & step in the Remove passage,
and Redwing looked up with & bright
smrile a3 Vernon-Bmith appeared in the
study doorway., Third lesson was over,

But his smile faded as he read the ex-
pression on the Bounder’s face,

Since Tom had been a guest at Grey-
friars the DBounder had heen hardly
recognisable as his old self. ¥le had
been - good-tempered, genial, pleasant to
all—exeepting Skinner & Co., the black
sheep of the Remove. Smithy secmed
to have done with the black sheep now.
Fellows who had always regarded the
Boundor as o sardonic, sneering fellow

with 2 very uncertain temper bad begun
fo think that they had misjudged him,
All this was _gzmm now. The Bounder's
look showed that hiz temper, so long
kept. mm band, was rouscd agoin.  All
the bitterness and sullenness of his
nature scemed to bo in the ascendand,

Tom's hright face clonded. _

“ Anything up, Bmithv?* he asked
qutetly,

“Yeos M

The Bounder grunted ount the word
and threw himﬁe]% mte a chair. He sab
staring moodily before hun,

“Nothing serious, I hope?”

(1] YEE.:‘J

Taom was stient.

It was like the Bounder to zpap at
friend as well as foe when matters went
wrong. Much patience and forbearanco
were necded by any fellow who wished
to keep on friendly terms with Herhert
Vernon-Smith.

“Ts 1t & row ¥ asked Tom oi last,

The Bounder sneered.

“I'm the fellow for rows, arem’t 1§"
he zaid. :

“WNot Wharton and his irviends, T
hope t"

¥ [Tang Wharton and his friends "

Redwing compressed his lips.

“It wounld be very awkward, as we've
arranged to have the vacation together,”
he said guietly.

“I haven't rowed with that erowd (™
snapped the Bounder,

“{h, that's good 17

"Though I feel thumping like a row
with somebody,” seid gmithy betweon
his teeth.

“But what——"

“The pater’s let me down!” snarled
the Bounder., "1 suppose you've got to
know. I've got to tell those fellows; L'd
rather row with them and let them draw
off of their own accord. But I suppose
I can’t row with you, Redwing; you
wan't raw with & ¢hap™

“You can't row with o fellow who is
here as your guest, T hope, Bmithy,”
said Tom Redwing very gquictly.

“Why not!"” sneered Vernon-Smith.
“Didn't the fellows nickname me the
Bounder because I'm capable of just that
sort of thing?
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i R{'[]'l.t'il'lg siplied. ITe conld not help
it, He was deeply attached to his chum,
but there were more thorns (han roses
in the path of his friend=hip.

The Bounder's expression changed.

“You can’t blame me for fecling wild,
Rodwing. I'm let down; I've azked
those fellows to join me in this eruise,
I've been depending on it to help you
get hold of what's deseribed an ihas
chart; now it's all knocked an the heowd
because my father’s changed his mind.”
Smithy gritted his teeth. * It's rotion of
him—rotten—""

“Bmithy
2 Oh, 1 forgot!” jeered the Bounder.

A fellow mustn't speak disrespecifully
of his father in your presenee.”

M1 ean't listen to it, at any rate,”
sard Hedwing, rising fromn the table, [
think I'll get out for a bit, Smithy——"

“Oh, chuck it! Look at that I snarled
the Bounder, and he throw a letter on
the table,

Redwing hesitated,

“You want me to read it?"

“ Haven't I said 56" growled YVernon-
smith,

Tom Redwing picked up the leiter. It
was & brief note in the heavy hand-
writing of the millionaire.

“Dear Herbert,—Circumstances have
cavsed me to chenge my intentions for
your vacation. The Mediterranean
cruise cannot take place now. think
you will like the change I am contem-
plating in my plana; but T will tell you
about it when ¥ come down to Grey-
friars.

“¥Your affectionate father,
“2AMUEL VERKON-SuITH,”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Parting of the Ways !

ERBERT VERNON - SMITD
watched Redwing, with a
loomyy, savage brow, as he read
the letter and laid it on the
table again.

The Bounder did nob streteh oot his
hand for the letter. Ha left it con-
remptuously lying where Redwing lawd
it down. .

““Ho that's that!™ he snarled,

“It's hard lines on yow, Smithy,” =anl

L.

“You ass ¥

“Bmithy——"

“Do you think I care a twopenny
swear whbether I g0 on a cruise or noti”’
exclaime] the Bounder. “It's the trip
te the Bouth Beas I'm thinking of—the
search for your uncle’s pearls, Vou
Lknow thai.”

Redwing smiled faintly.

“Then you're ragging me out of con-
cern for me?™ he ashked.

The Bounder stared at him and broke
intg a laugh,

! sun[pw it amounts to that” he
said. 1 feel like ragging the whole
universe just now, JTsn't it sickenmg?
That yachting crutse in the vacation has
beon fixed & term ago. It was all eut
and dried. Now the pater eoolly calls
it off without consulling me. "

“He must have some pood reasoy—
most Iilmliv a business reason,” said Tom
thoughtfully. ™ ¥Yeur father’s not a njayp
to change hiz plans hightly, Tf il's a
raatter of necessity 1t's up to yoa to
take it cheerfully.”

“You would, of course!”
Vornon-Smith.

“1 hope so. A fellow's bound 1o
respect his father, I suppose,™ said Tom

rather tartly.
A laughed scoffingly.

sneorod

The Bounder .
There was little respect for anything ar
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‘Vernon-Smith made a rapld stride, and landed out with his boot, Billy Bunter was fairly lifted, and he flew headlong, pitchlng

into the Famous Five. Crash! Bump! “Ow! Wow ! He threw his arms round Nugent to save himsell, and there
was & howl from Frank as he was dragged over, (See Chapter 5.)
sinbody in  Herbert Vernon-8mith's  “They're not going to know!” said seid Tom Redwing quietly. "You

nrragant nature, .
“Your [ul'hcr sp-n&'[-:f: of & Mediter-

Lanenn eruise here,” said Tom. * DBut—
-

I was geing to ask him to make 1t
the South Seas mstead.”
SOk

“That's nothing ; he would have dene
that if he went at all.” said the Bonnder
itmpatiently, * He didn’t care where the
dashed yacht went; he only intended to
go on the cruise at-alt for my sake. I
know he would have agreed to that if
I asked himn—if he hadn't changed his
slans altozether, as he tells me now.
-{-ln:t had no right to change them, I'm
chlE}' well going to tell him what I think
of it !

“ Better not, old chap!” wrged Red-
wing. “A fellow can't slang his own
father.”

“Can’t he! You'll sce.”

- Anvhow, it's settled, and slanging
von't make any differcuce,'” said Red-

wing. “EHe must have made up his
min before he wrote, Ile won't chanpe
it.!

M T know that. But I shall jolly well
let him know what I think of him for
fefting me down, all Hie zame., \hai
‘b 1 to say fo Wharton's mob ™ snarled
‘e Bownder: “They've asked leave
from their people; they've fized it all
up: thev're relving on ne”

“¥ou must tell them this——"

“No fear!” said the Bounder em-
phatically. “"I've told vou in confidence.
You're to keep it to vourself”

“1 shan't speak of it. of counrze. Dt
they'll have to know; the school breaks
up the day after to-morrow——"

Vernon-Smith. “I'm not going to be
reade to look such a fool, T know that!
I shall see that they draw oot of their
ow i accord.”

“They won't do that unlesg——"

“Uniless what?" :

“Unless vou hunt for trouble with
them. ™

“FPhat's the only way

Bedwing dreew a deepr breath, .

“You can't do it, Bimithy. It's a dirty
trick,” he said, “'Tell them frankly how
the matter stands"

“T can't—and won't!  They'll row
sooi enough if T give them an opening,”
sald the Bounder evnieally,  *“Wharten's
beginning to get his back up already.
I don't vare two straws whether it's a
dirty trick or not; I'm not goin' to be
made to jook 2 fool—a silly ass swankin’
about takin' fellows on a big cruise, and
then lettin® them down! Jletter have a
vow and let them call it off of their own
accord.”

He stared aggressively at Redwing, as
if waiting to be contradicted.

Redwing said nothing.

“Bat IT'm going, all flic same, and
vou're going with me,”  added  the
Bounder. * Whatever it is the pater has

fixed up for me instead of a yachtin’

cruise, he can wash it out again, I've
got meney in the bank, and I can pay
my fare on a liner to the South, and
hire some sort of craft there. And I'in
goin’ to do it! And you're comin’ with
e

“ Not without youf father’s conzent,
Smithy,”

“1 shan't ask it!”

“Then you must leave me out of it,"”

cdn't expeet any decent fellow to be a
party to your defying your father”

“1 expected s sermon, from you,
said the Bounder bitterly.. “Are you
prepared to give up hunting for the
pearls, becauvse my father has let us
down

Redwing shook his head.

“What will vou do, then?”

“Yhat I should have done, Bmithy,
if yvou hadn't offered me the cruise, 1
can work my way to the Pacific before
the mast.”

“With that half-castc on yowr track,
looking for a chance to stick a kmfe
your ribs.”

“Fm not afraid of the half-caste.
Smithy, and I think I can take care of
myself. PBesides, Silvie Xero has gone
—h¢ hasn’t been scen about here for
more than a week—he's runmning from
the police. I don’t suppose he will ever
fall in with me again 1™

“He's gone from here,” sald Vernon-
Smith,  *“DBut, of course, he's gone back
to- the South Seas. He knows where
Caca Island is—he's scen that chart.
He had it in his hands for a short
tizne bLefore we got it back—and he
iaust have looked at it He knows
conougl, at any rate, to take him to
the island. If you got there, you'd find
him there, waiting for yvou—waiting io
knife you and get hold of the chart.”

“T'mm not there yet,” said Redwing
with a smile. *““Seamen working before
the mast don't travel like millionaires
Smithy., It may very likely take me s
yoar or more to work my way as far
as the Marquesas, After that it mnight

Toe Macker LiBrary.—No, 1,019,
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be a jolly long time before T had a
chance of leoking for Caca Island.™

“Yaon're comin® with me.™

“You can't go, Smithy—it stands lo
reason that your [alher wounld never
consent to let von go roaming about
the world like that—you a schoolboy.’

“If you can go-——" )

“Tm nobl & mifhonaire’s son,” smiled
Bedwing, It will come in the wa
of work to me-—1 may as well sail sout
as in any other direction. Look here,
old chap, 1t's a disappointment, but ot
can't be helped. 1've beon locking for-
ward to the holiday with you, old
fellow—I can hardly tell you how mucl.
Hut it can't be helped--take 1t calmly.”

The Bonnder moved to & chair at the
table, and drew pen and ink towards
him, with a black and bLitter brow.

“Pm goin’ to write to my father
now,” he said, “I'm p;uinf to teil him
just what I think—and after he reads
my letier, I fancy he won't come down
here for Speech day. More likely to
leave mo at the school for the vacotion,
gs he did last Easter whon he had his
back up.”

“Don’t do it, S8mithy,” urged Ned-
wing carnestly. :

“Mind your own business!”

Redwing gave him one look, and then
slipped the chart inte his pocket and
left the study,

The Bounder scowled after him.

Then he hegan to  write—bitter,
reproachful, disrespectful words—words
such as no son eould ever have a right
to utter to his father—words which
even the arvogant Bounder would not
have dreamed of waing, but for the un-
governable rage and reseniment that
mastercd bam.

The letter was finished in a very few
minutes; the Bounder wrote rapidly,
passionately.

He sealed it up in an envelope,
addressed it to his father, and Jeft the
study with it, and c¢rossed the guad
towards the school letter-hox,

He found Tom Redwing there.

T!m sallorman’s son was leaning
against the slit in the stone wall, where
letlers were dropped into the box, to be
collected 5}1 the postinan owtside when
he came along from Friardale.

“Bhift, please!” said the Bounder
eurtly.

Redwing gave him an appealing look.

“That's ta your father——*

F¥es"

“Smithy! Won't you take a pal's
edvice, and leave it till yow're cooler?”
urged Redwing, in decp distress,

“No, I won't.”

“0]d {tl';lﬂ}_‘.l—-——-"

“I've asked you once {o mind your
own husiness.”

Redwing bit his lip.

“Now I've asked you twice.”

“Very well,” seid Redwing, with a
deep breath. “You won’t have to ask
me for & third time, Smithy. I suppose
I was 2 fool to think that we could
ever he friends again—it's over now.
anyhow. Good-bye!” Redwing meved
away from the letter-hox.

“What the thomp do you mean?
snarled the Dounder uneasily,

“T mean that 'm leaving the schonl
now, and going back to Hawkscliff, and
that I shall never speak 1o you again
i you post that lefter!” answered Tom
Redwing steadily,

The DBounder’s foce blazed with
anger, and he raized his hand to drop
the lotter in the box. Redwing’s face
was hard now. He meant every word
he had uitered, and the Bounder knew
it.  Perhaps, at that moment, some
yecolicetion cameo into the RBounder's
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miindd, of hisz last quarrel with his chum,
when his headstrong  temper had  Jed
liimi to throw aside ithe friendship ho
vit[ued more than anything on carth.
Then, Redwing had been prepaved to
forget and forgive. Now, it wag easy
to read in the :ailorman’s son’s resolute
Fare that if there was-a beeak, i0 would
be for ever. And somwe saving grace of
conunon-sense,  some  stirring  of his
bBetier nature, eame (o the Dounder’s
vescue, aid checked him.

Hiz hand was slowly lowered,

The letter did not drop in the hox.
Instead, the Bounnder guictly tove it
into four picces,

Redwing’s face brighiencd.

“Eimithy, old fellow, 'm glad-—"

:"ITfllat': eaouph '

The Bounder had yiclded, but he
coubtt non  forpive hiz defeat. He
turned his back on Tom Hedwing and
walked away,

— o

THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
Bunter Wants to Know !
BU,-L‘E:' DBUNTER was worried,

To ihe rest of the Remove,
and Greylriars gencrvally, that
was a matlfer of small impori,

or of no import at all.

To Bunter, it was guite serious.

He was worried. Deen  lines  of
thought creased lus {al brow,

He was nof worried abouol
exdéminations. Dunter did not worry
about such trifles light as air. e was
not worried about what he would saw
when e received o prize on speech dayv.
He was not going lo receive any prize.
He was fully persnaded that he was
enlifled, on his merits, to sweep the
whaola hst, Nevartheless, he did not
oxpect to bagp anything. So that «<id
not worry him.

It was the doubt in his fat mind
eoncerning Smith’s eruise in the summer
vacation that worried him.

Az Bmithy had had no intention
whatover of taking Bunter with him on
that erutse, and had told him so in
the plainest of plain English with some
INJUrious CXpPressions ﬂgtilld for addi-
Bunter really need

the

tional emphasis,
not have worriod.

_ DBut he did worry. DBunier never took
“no ™ for an answer when he had set
hiz fat jnind on anything, Dunter was
prepared to inflict his  fascinating
soctety on any fellow who was ioo
polite to objeet. If a follow objected,
Bunter regarded his objection simply as
a joke in bad taste,

S0 Bunter had settled it in hiz own
mind that he was going on that cruise.
That was a fixed apd unalterable
decision, like the laws of the Medes and
Persians.

Now, however, the hottem had fallen
out of hizs arrangements, ag it were,

The Bounder's refusal counted for
nothing: DBunter was accustomed o
relusals, and io disregarding them,
Somchow or other he was going to
wangle it, even if he had to stow him-
self away on the wmillionaire’s yvachi
and not reveal his fat presence until
the party were out at sea.

But even Bunter's intelleck ecould
realise that he could not possibly join
up for & cruise that did not take place
at atl

If there was no cruise, Bunter couldn't
join it. That fact was clear even to
William George DBunter,

So he was worried,

. SBkinner's surmise started that worry
i Bunter’s mind. The Bounder's pro-
cecdings  cince  seemed  to confirm

Skinner's surmise.  Smithy was obvis
ously bad-tewpered and out of sorts
sinee he had received his father's letier,
and extremely stand.oflish  with  the
Famous Five, who were to accompany
himm if the cruise took place. That
looked as il the arrangenrent was falling
through,

1f there was to be no eruise, Dunler
knew what his line of aclion was to be.
Ho would turn up his hittle fat nose at
the idea, and mﬁ the [ellows that he—
William George DBunter—had hkvown
that it was only the Dounder’s swank
all along; that he—Wiitiam George—
had never beon taken in for one, and
Ehat' he wouldn’t have gone anyway,
having much better things in hand for
the vacation.

"There would be some satisfaction in
taking this line—if Bonter was quite,
quite-sure that the cruise was “off.”

Ohvrously, however, it would not da
to take that line il the ernize wos to
take place, after all, Gelting the
Bounder’s “ rag " oul was not tho way
to secure a berth on the yacht.

in such a2 matior a fel?uw wanted to
kiow. Buntor wanted to know—aund he
did not know. It was exasperating.
At was  quite” useless to speak to
Smithy abong it.  Smithy was still
taking the view that Punter wasn't
coming anyhow, and that it was no
coficern” of his whether the eroise toolk
place” or not.  And his looks were so
savape and sulky that Dunter did not
fecl like ¥Yenturing to ask him questions,
The beast looked move like kicking a
fellow than answering him civilly.

;Fﬂ-i: once, afler elass, Dunter was not
thinking whelly about the approaching
houe af dinner,

He rolled up to the Famouws Five at
last, seeing them in diseuszzion. But
they were diseussing the 0Old Doys'
ericket match, much to his disgust.
Bunter did not wamnt to listen to that.
"1 osay, you fellows——" he inter-
jeatad,

“Blow away ! zaid Johnny Bull.

“ About the vac——"

“ Nothing about it! Blow off IV

“1: wank to koow!™ snoried Bunter.
“Skinner and somie fellows ave saying
that there isn’t going to be a yachting
eruise af all 1’

* Buze I" said Nugent.

“Do you fellows know?" demanded
DBunter. “If it's not coming off, a
fellow will have to make other arrange-
ments, My pal, IPArcy of 8t. Jim's,
wants me {o zo to Eastwood House with
him for the vac!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the TFamous
Five,

“Blessed if T can see anything to
cackle at! You fellows necdu't be
jcrlons because o lord's son bas ashed
me home for the vae! I've got IV Arey's
letter in my pocket !™

“ Bead it ont, old fat bean ! chuchled
Dok Cherry. “Tt's bound to be in-
teresting !

“I mean, I've lelt it in my study!
I suppose vou don’t doulit my word "
sald Buonter laftily.

“Well, just a few!"™ grinned Boh.
“You see, D'Arey wrote to Wharton
that he was going to Canada for his
vacation this sunmer ™

i TR

*Bo I don't quite zee how he conld
have syou at Easlwood House, old fot
bean, uniess he can be in two places at
onee

“Oh1” pasped Bunter,

“Ia, ha, ha !V

I mean
I didn't mean
what made me :zay
Tom Merry [¥

" stammered Bunter,
‘Arey! I wonder
"Arey! T mean
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“Ha. ha, ha!”" roared Tob., "Tom
Merry's off ta (Canada, loo!  Sure youn
don't mean somehody olse ¥

“Oh, realiy, Cherry! lock here,
don'k pr an cackling when a frllow’s
speaking ta yon! About thiz crai=e—-is
it coming off ¥*

“ Relier ask Smathy 1™

"You fellows know, as vou're gaing,”
wrged Bunier. “I've pgiven up a lot
of engagements te join in this cruise—
not because 1 cave for it particularly,
vou know; 1'm rather bored with exs
peasive vachts amd Lthat sort of thing !
I've done so mueh of it, von know?
Bul I was going to help Redwing look

Friends with him—man musi draw a line
somewhere ! T3at 1 oivtended 10 help
Lim and be penerous lo him, Buot §f 11w
eruise s b eomig ofl -t :

“IL eownes to the snme thing ! eaid
Jobmny Dull, "Smithy would never lef
vou stick on to him, Boanter 1™

“(h, reallsy, Roll-—-*

“The stickfulness would nat be dor-
rific ' said Hurree Jamset Bam Bingh,
with a shake of Lis dnsky head. .

“Fook here.” roarcd Dunter, "z
there gotng to be a craise, or 1snu't there
going 1o be a crmise?”

“Te that & ronundrom ™ asked DBob.
“The answer 152 a lemon 1Y

Famous Five, and he decided on teying
Tom Redwiner next. That rank  oul-
sidler hawd buitedd inke (Grovirars as a
sort of poest -thint was how  DBunfer
considercd dii—aml was hanging abowl
the Hemove quariers just as if he be
longed to the school, using Bmithy’s
study like a {:rr-_l.'[rim- minh when he
was really only a commeon Jongshoreman
wilh no business in the place al all.
S0l 3t was canveniond 1hok the rotier
was there, il he was alile to give Boaaler
information and rehieve his stale of
anxious worry, So Huwter rolled up
to the Bemove passage to szesa if the
saiborman's son was in Siudy Ne. 4.
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for that treasure on the island.
not an casy job, and 3 fellow with a
hittle intelleet will Le necded.™

“That's you all over " :-.mi Idol,

“Llad you can e it!" snifled
Bunter,

“ Ay Hear chap, all Groviriars knows
that vou are a fellow with o Little intel-
lect--a very l!u!i- iy

“Ia, h:l.. ha .

“Teast ! As [ was saving, I'd decided
o soe Redwiong through in this taiier,
Of course, he's a low [ellow, guite

“What 1™

“PBut I helieve in a gentleman imiuﬂ'
kind to the Jower classes, you know !”
said Dunter, blinking H-:mun:h at the
Famous Five throngh Lis big spectacles,
“1 couldi’t exactly “take him wp and be

It's

“Ifa, ha. Lha!”

“1 want an answer P howled Donder,

“ve given you an answer, Mo of
oo want another, lhere if is—Docanse
one rode a horse, and the olier
rhodadendron 1

“Ha, ha, ha"”

Billy Bunter glared ab ilie juniors
with a glare that alnost cracked his
spockacles.

e wanied to know, and i was ox-
tremely ireitating 1o Jaave Lils serions
questions treated as a series of couno-
druns.

Harry Wharton & (o.
matter by walking
Bunter still glaring.

Y Beaszts 17 roaved Bunker,

And he rolled away wrathfallv,
wat nothing to be learnsd from

seliled  {he
awav, leaving

There
the

Hindy No. 4 was vacant, however.

Banter blinked round ihe room, with
a disecomtented grunt,  The beast vas
almost alwayvs there, and pow  that
wunter wantod him there e wus nol
there, It was just what a gestleman
misht bLave expected from the lower
clumses, DBunter coonsidered.  But hee
started o litrle, and grivned with sats.
faction ns be spelied a leller Iving on
the table. e kuow the “fisi ™ of Mo
Samee]l  Vernon-Smith.  The Roundes
Lad gone ont, leaving his father's letfor
on the table!

In o momoent more, 1hat letter was in
Buonter's fut fingers,
Poxsibly hrt forgnt for the mcwent
thal he was o gentleman, or perbaps he
THE Macxer Tanrany.—No, 1,019
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considered it gentlemanlike to read

another fellow's letter. y ;
At all events, he lost no time In

reading 1it. .
“(Oh, my hat!"” ojaculated Bunter.
He was in possession of the facts now.
Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smiths letter

settled it beyond the shadow of a
doubt. The cruise was off—quite off !

Bunter knew what to do now. He was
prepared to take up a lofty, disdainful,
ironical attitude towards the cruise that
was not to come off.  Unfortunately for
Bunter, Herbert Vernon-Smith camae
hack to the study just then, in a savage
temper after his scene with Redwing
at the school letter-box., The Bounder
stared in at the doorway at Bunter
reading his father’s lotter, and his face
Aushed crimson with rage. Ha made a
jump at & cricket stump that stood in
a corner, and a jump at Bunter.

Bunter at the same moment made u
jump for the door. But he was not half
50 swift as the Bounder.

Whack!

* Yaroooh "

Whack, whacl, whack, whack!

* Y oooooooooooop

Billy Bunter went doewn the Remove
PassL like lightning. DBunter was
Immifﬁ handimp%ed for a footrace.
How he carried his wcl%;ht at such a
spocd was a mystery. erhaps, as a
ngvelist would put " it, fear lent him
wings. He fairly few. _

Vernon-Smith pursued him as far ns
the Remove staircase, still swiping wi
the stump. Bunter vanished down the
stairs, roaring. Then the Beunder
welked back to his study, feeling a little
beiter. i

Bunter was not fecling better. To
judge by the unmelodious sounds with
which he made the staircase echo, he was
feeling very bad indecd.

—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Turned Down !

4 OUNT me out!”

‘ Billy Bunter made that
remark in the Rag just before
1fll:u-c:m:'l-':i'r.n:;.ﬂ He made it to

Harry Wharton & Co.

Th.eF chums of the Remove were chat-
ting before bed, with Tom Redwing,
who had strolled into the Rag. Vernon-

=T
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Smith wes not there. Since speaking to
Wharton in the quad that morning, the
Bounder had net exchanged 2 word with
him or any of his friends. They did not
seek him out, and o they did not come
in contact, the avoidance on the
Bounder's side being obvious.

It was an odd emough position, when

all the Form knew that the Famous Fivo

had fixed up a vacation with the
Bounder. Skinner and hiz comrades
found some entertainment in observing
if.

Harry Wharton & Co. were not al
their ease. In the peeuliar cireum-
stances they could not very well be,
Tom Redwing was still more uneasy.

Knowing what he did, and being
under promise to say nothing of it, his
position was very disagreeable.

He eonld not break the Bounder's con-
filence: but he knew very well that the
chums of the Remove had a ﬁﬁillt to be
told how matters stood, so that they
could snake fresh arrangements before
the school broke vp. 'The Bounder con-
sidered that that would make him look
an ass, and doubtless he was right. That
was the result to be expected by any
fellow who promised more than he could
perform, ut the Bounder did not or
would net sce it, and apparently he
intended to leave the Co. in the dark tiil
the latest moment; and then, if they
questioned him, take offence, and turn
the matter inlo & guarrel, putting the
onus of breaking the arrangement on
the Famous Five instead of taking it
upon himself,

Redwing blushed for his chum when
he thonght of it. Tt was awkward for
him to meet the Co. and talk to them,
as mattera stood; but avoiding them
would lpok as if be was backing u
Smithy in his new and inexplicable atti-
tude, and he could not have that. But
Rn:dwinf was wishing now that he had
never allowed Bmithy to persaade him
to spend the Jast days of the term at
Greyfriars, He reflected, with a sigh,
that he might have kpown that, when
ever the Bounder was concerned, there
would be difficulties and bitter blood.

The six juniors wers talking over
varipus matters, the school sports, the
coming prizes, the term reports—all
sorts of things cxcept the wvacation.
That thorny topic they avaided by tacit
consent. Then Bunter butted in and told
them to count him out.

The juniors did not know what Bunter
waz driving at. But they did not want
to know, 30 that did not matter. Johnny
Bull waved him away as if he were an
obstreperous bluebottle, and no other
head was taken of the fellow who was,
in hisa own estimation, the meost im-
portant person in Greyiriars School, if
not in the whole wide universe,

“T say, vou fellows "—DBunter was not
to be waved away like a bhluebottle—

“vou hear what I say? Count me out.”
“Right-ho! Buzz off,” said Bob
Cherry.

“You know what I'm speaking of, I
suppose T persisted Bunter.

“No. Rell away ™

“That eoruise,” jeered Bunter. “T
want to make it understood that I'm not
coming.™

“We know that. Smithy wouldn't
have you at any priea,”

“ Oh, really, Cherry

“Roll away, Bunter.
Auons 1™

“The superfluity of the esteemed
Bunter 15 terrific,” urged Hurree Jamsed
Ram Singh. *““The two-muchfulness out-
weighs the pleasurefulness, ”‘lhl:: depart-
fulness is the mecr caper.

“ th, really, In '{f—-—-”

“ Let the seal of silence be placed on

You're super-

the channel of gasfulness,” wrged the
nahob,

“I want this plain,” said Bunter, in a
voice that all the Rapg could hear,
“Bmithy’s been swanking a lot about
this haliday cruise, aud% half-prontiscd
to come, Un_ second thoughts, I've
decided wot. You're to count me out,
To put it plain, I refuse to come.”

“TFathead !”

Y Bmithy's a bit too much of a purse.
proud swanker to suit me,” said Bunter,
“I don’t care who hears me say 50,7

Just then the Bounder strolled inlo

the Rag.
. Every fellow leoked at Lim as he cama
im, 1n time to hear Butor's remarks.
The Bounder stopped and stared at the
back of Bunter’s head, the Owl's back
heing towards him,

In  happy ignorance of Smithy's
arrival, Bunter ratuled on cheerfully,

“I can't stand Smithy! I reglly nover
could, I refuse absolulely to join in this
eruise. Got that*”

“Better tell Smithy,” chnekled Boh.
“It's Smithy's business, not ours, old fat
frump ™

“ Blow Smithy!

] ] I'm telling you.
Bosides, Smithy being a swankin
bonnder, I can't stand his friends. Re-ﬁ

wing, for example.”
" Thank you,” zaid Redwing,
OF course, I don’t want to hurt vour
feclings; a_nd’_ull that, Redwing,” said
Bunter, blinking at him. “Bul vou can
see for yoursclf that it would not do for
me to travel with a chap like you.”

“Quite,” agreed Tom,

“Fellow must think of his position to
some extent. I'm not & smob, I hope,
But I couldn't very well be classed with
i chep like you.”

“I1 hope not,” said Redwing., “If I
resembled you in any respect whatever,
Bunter, 1 should fecl rather unecomfort-
able about it.”

“Ha, ha, ha'™

“Eb? 1 suppose that’s mecant for
check,” said Bunter. *Dlessed if I
know what the lower classes are coming
to these days! But I s&y, you fellows,
;t'a ﬂﬂt only Redwing: it's vou fellows,
00,

* Poor little us*" sighed Bob.

“Yes, vou fellows, I can’t stand you,
Wharton, with your uppish ways and
vour air of being s bit too good for
everylhing.”

Bome of the junmiors laughed, most of
the fellows in the Rag having given
Bunter their attention by this time.
They found him rather entertaming, all
the more because he was rattling on in
hlissful ignorance of the fact thet the
Bounder was standing hittle way
off behind him, N’ertlunaz‘?sﬁlith's expres-
sion hinted that somcthing was goin
to happen to Bunier. The Rag waited,
smilmg, for it to happen.

“And youw, Bob Cherry,” pursuved
Bunter. A elumsy, noizy hooligan of
a chap, if you don't mind my putting it
plain

“Naot at ﬂ.ll,” E-ﬂ.ip'f:‘-d Rob. “Don't
mind me™ .

“And wyou, Nugent, & scft milk-
Eﬂp 5y
“Thanks " %ﬂiﬁ Frauk,

“ And you, Bull—*

o ‘ln"ﬂh:ad:-F about me?” asked Johnny
Bull, in a deep, growhng tone, nob
unlike the accents of the great huge
bear.

“Well, I can't stand you, that's alL”
said Bunter, without going nto particu-
lars. Johnny's look was not encourag-
ing. “And last, but not least, therc's
you, Hurree Singh. I know I had ono
vac with gnu——-cupunﬁ along to look
after you in my kind-hearted way. But
1 could not help feeling afterwards that
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grasp of

Vernon-Smith’s anger blazed into fury, and he shoved his bicyele violently at the sailorman’s son.
iron, and sent it whirlilng away, to crash on the ground half-a-dozen yards off. “ By gad ! ™ panted the Bounder,
# I—1'll smash you ! I'l'——"* He came at Redwing with elenched fists and blazing eyes.

Redwing caught it with a
(See Chapler 6.)

it waz a mistake, CGoing sbount with &
nigger is the limig!”

“ My esteemed idiotic Buntep-——="

“That's enough.” Dunter waved &
fat hand loftily. “I hope I've made it
clere.  I've turned vou all down, you
follows, and Redwing, and that swank-
ing, purse-proud cad ?‘:ymithy. Yarooop !

At that moment Dunter received what
was coming to him.

Vernon-3mith madc a rm;}iri stride and
landed out with his boot. “That was the
first hint Dunter received that fhe
Bounder was present,

It was a strong hint, and left no pos-
sible room for a mistake.

Bunter was faicly lifted, and hé Aew

headlong, pitching inte the Famous
Five,

Crash! Bump! .
“Hallp, hallo, hallo! Look out!”

roared Bob Cherry.

Uiy ! Woew ! roared Bunfer,

He threw his arms round Nugent to
save himself, There was a howl from
Frank as he was dragged over,

Bunter's weight was a little too wmch
for him. Mugent went to the floor with
the Owl of the Bemove,

“Oh, my hat! Leggo!”
Frank.

“Yaroooh !

¢ Ha, ha, ha!" roarcd all the Rag.

Nugent  shook  himself  loose  and
jumped up. Billy Bunter sprawled on the
gor and roared. Ferbert Vernoo-
Smith fixed his eves on Harry Wharton
& Co. with o bitter, taunting look.

“So that’s lhiow you discuss me with
that fat cad!™ he smid, with a sucer

gasped

“You might wait til] I'm present, at
least [ "

Wharton flushed angrily,

“Ion't be a ool !™ he snapped.

13 Wha.t.?”

“ Bunter was talking of youn, not we-—
and you were prosent, too: vou heard
all he said. I repeat, don't be & fool!”
gaid the captain of the HRemove un-
cerecmoniously.

“ Look here——"

“Oh, eut it short ! exclaimed Harry
Wharton contemptuously, I vou're
hunting for tmubﬁ: say =0 plainly. Don't
beal about the bush and pretend to have
a griegance, Come out into the open.”

The Bounder's face set hard. In Whar-
ton's clear, zcornful glance he secmed to
read that the captain of the Remove
had guessed his secret object—to foree
a guarrel as a preliminary to breaking
off the arrangements made for the vaca-
fron.

Tiefore he could speak Tom I{edwi_ﬂ?
interposed. Redwing's face was red with
shame. and mortification; never had he
felt so thoroughly ashamed of his friend.

“Chvek that, Smithy '™ he rapped out.
“Phat's enough—more than enough,
vou can't do the decent thing, at least,
hold wour tongue !

The Dounder stared ot him, alinost in
stupefaction,  Never lefore had Red-
wing taken that tone with him,

“A\hatt" he almosr  stammered,
“Lat? What do vou mean?”

Ve knew what I mean  well
enough,” said Tom Redwing: * You
ought to be jolly well ashamed of your-
self, and +eu koow 1617

At that moment Wingate of the Sixth
put his head in at the door.

“Dorm!" he said laconicadly.

The interruption relicved the tension,
Vernon-S3mith's bands were clenched,
but he unclenched them again and turned
away in silence. The Remove marched
off to their dormitory, and wno more
words were cxchanged between the two
strangely-assorted friends, whase frieng-
ship scemoed mere in danger than over
of coming to a sudden and vielent end.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Tom Redwlng Puis Hi$ Foot Down!

HE next morning Harvry Wharton

& Co. were in a rather thought-

ful frame of mind, Tom Red-

wing wes still more thoughtful,

end a good deal troubled. The scene
in the Fag had been interrupted; but
after what had been said the Famous
Five felt that they could scarcely et the
arrangoment  with Smithy stand—even
if he wanted it to stand. which secwmed
dubions. Redwing's position was still
ruore uncomfortable. He was, in point
of fact, the Head’s guest during the few
days he was staying at the school; but
it was, of course. Vernon-8mith who had
browght him there. and i was upor
Smithy's account that he had come. Ile
was practically Smithy's guest, and to
remain the gnest of a fellow he was
almost guarrelling openly with was out
of the guestion, It seemed to Tom, too.
that if his friendstup with Smithy was

Tre Macxet Liprany,—No. 1,010,
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nat to end the present situation must be
ended ; and after breakfast he decided
to excuso bimself to the Head and
retuen to his cottuge at Hawkselilf,

Probably the Dounder followed his
train of thought casily cnough. He
looked for Redwing after breakfast, and,
lo Tom's surprise, met hioe without a
trace of resentmwwent or nnger.

Theve was, indeed, a hurking smile on
hiz face as he greeted the sailorman’s son
with a cheery nod.

*eeling better ¥ he asked.

el v

“Tor getting it off your chest in the
Rag last might, I mean.”

Toin stared at him. .

*1 haven't come along to row with
you,” chuckled the Dounder, )

“T'm elnd of that, st all events,” said
T'om.

“Good! I've given up that wheeze,
too, As you told me, it would be & dirty
trick; I'm not going to row with YWhay-
ton's mol:,"

“I'm glad, Bmithy.”

“1 shall tell them plainly how the
matter stands, and they “ean like it or
lump it,” said Vernon-Smnith,  * Thank
vou for the tip."

Redwing could only stare at him in
astomshiment. It was not like the
Bounder to take opposition or good
advies in Hhis wn.;i*.

Vernon-S8mith laughed at his evident
astonislanent.

“You're rather nn ass, Reddy,” he
said. “H you'd given me moro plain
talk, straight from the shoulder, when
you used to be at Greviviars, we should
never have rowed so much, You'vo
taken a new line now, and it's done me

goid. 1've been thinking o at. You
ﬁﬂll't want-to row with me, do yon?"

“Goodness knows T don't,” satd Tom,

“And L don't want to row with you,”
said Spuathy,  “ DBut if yvou're too jolly
patient and I{'mg-:-'ulfl.'rill_g you tempt @
fellow to let himself go—a fellow like
me, at any rate. U'm going te act on
rour pdviee, Anybow, the fellows must
inow pretty well that the cruise is oft
alter what DBuuter said to them. lle
npsel it out, of course! But I'm keep-
ing to if, leddy, that you're coming
with me for the vac.”™

I it could be fixed, Smithy, with
vour father's consent——"

“I shan't ask that.” The DBounder's
old dogpred, zullen look returned,  *'The
pater’s et me down, aml that ends it.”

“You'll see him when bhe comes to-
l.]:ll“,.'——-:-"

“1 shan't sen hinn, T'm goin’ out of
gates to keep clear of Lim.”

“You can't, Smithy ! exclaimed Red-
witg, aghast,

“{ con, and I shall!™

“e will be angry——>"

“Let b, T'ma angrey, i you come to
i.!mtii’_’ ;o

e’z yonr fethopee—*'

“I'm his son ' said  the Dounder
mockingly.  * Let him consider e, if
1I'm 1o consider hif.”

Amd he walked awey before Redwing
conld reply.  llarry Wharton & Uo. were
in il guad, amd the Bounder helf-
turned towards them,  But be changed
hiz wind and walked o

To confess to thoe juniors that hLis
F!mm limel et knocked dudn o cocked
wt, that e condd not fullil what he had
promscd, waz toa bitier o pill for the
Bounder to swallow, if he could help
k.

It had {0 he done. now that he hal
decided o act on Redwing’s advice and
do the decent thing,

Bt e told himself that there was no
hurry. The evil hour eandd e put off.

Tig Macxer Linrany.— Moo 1,010,

It was no light matter for the Boumder
to lnanhle las arvogant pride to the dust.

It was against his father that his re-
soniment was most keen, Fhe amthionaire
hiel envovraged him in every way lo
eoutd upon shmost unhnooted indolgence,
Now be had let him down—saddenly,
completely, as the Bounder regarded i,
Smithy was  deeply  attached to s
Lathee <tfie only heing in the woreld he
careal nhout at all, exeepting Redwing.
But he seetned to have forgoiten thut
now, as well as the comaon respect due
to a parent., 1lis breast was full of
ungry bitterness as he reflocted upon tho
position the millionpive had carclessly
Maced hime in.

For onee, too, the Bounder was not
thinking as seh of himself as of
another. On that South Sea cruise de-
pended the dizeovery of Black Poeter's
brcazire,  add wpon that  discovery
depended Tom  Redwing's  return to
Grexiriars, It was on Redwing's account
that Smnithy had made the arcangement,

e e e
Everyona is talking aboot ouwr

WONDERFUL FREE GIFTS
METAL munsgﬁrimus ENGINES,

and the rush to obtain them has been
unprecedented.

Don't YOU he LET DOWHN, chum, but
make your

at your nawsagent and aak him to rﬁtru
a copy of Next Week's ““ MAGNET. !

This jssué will contain a FREE METAL
MODEL of the Famous G.W.H. Express
Engine,

The “"CAERPHILLY CASTLE"”
{the Best of the Batch),

and NO SET WILL BE COMPLETE
WITHOUT IT!

e

and it wasz upon Redwing's account that
e was  Dbitrerly  disappointed.,  The
humiliation of his prude was  hitter
enough, but the Bounder felt still movre
keonly the dizappointurent of his clium’s
hopes,

He was going to weke his resentment
plain cnough by delibevately avoiding
hiz father that afterncon, Such an act
of disrespeer—indecd, of insult—was cer-
tain Lo rouse the millionaire’s deepest
tre, il for that the Bounder, i his
present mnod, eaved nothing,

After dinner, hie went down to the
Mke-shed, Beb Cherry met him on fis
way, as [we was whecling the machine
Quit.

“Hullo, hallo, hallo!  Geing out,
Smithy " he exclaimoed,
“Yﬂﬁ-”

*Tan't your pater connng aller ali?”

ll"}.’DE‘IFJ

“Oh ™ osaid DBeb blankly,

“You can give him a message for me,
i113'4:|'.L like,” snid the Bounder savivie-
mlly,

TUertainly=—whai's the message?”

“Tell lim I've gone ont because 1'm
fedd up with hion™

Baob  juaped.

“ Wha-a-at?" he cjaculaled,

“You won't Torger "

E eertninly wonkln't give a messago
fike that from any chap to his father,”
satl Hob sharply.  “Are von out of
your senses, Smilhe? T'he irouble with
vou, 1 othink, is thal your fuiiwer hasn't
Neked you ecnough,™

= Vory tikely ! asconted the Bounder,
with & shrug of the shonlders. " That's
the message, if vou care to give "

" Well, I won't.”

“Don’t then: amd go and eag eoke!™

With that, the DBoounder wheeled s
machine down ihe path, leaving Daob
Cherry breathing very hard.

Dol walked away towards the Ilonse,
aml et Wedwing coming along. 'Tha
sallorman’s son was evidently troubled
and anxious.

“Been Bmithy " he exclained hastily.

“He's wheeling out his bike”

“:._"}l :Fl‘

Bob walked on, and Redwing hurvied
after Vernon-Smith, The Ilounder, as
he swung his machine en towards the
gate, was suddenly stoppedd by o gensp
on his shonlder. Hoe turned his head to
see Tom Redwing.

“You're nol going ont, Smithy?”
exclavmed Tom hreathlessly.

“T've told von T am.”

“And I tell you you've not,” suid
Redwing.

“ 1o you want me to el you to mind
vour own business apgain®” asked tho
Bounder bitterly.

“You can tell me what you like: but
vou're not going to insult your father if
I can stop you,” said Redwing deter-
minedly,

“You ecan't stop me, you zec!”

“I shall fre!”

“Wha-n-at ¥

Redwing placed himself in Tront of
the Bounder and his bieyele,  Tlerbert
Yervon-RBmith staved at Lhim as i e
could searvecely beliove his oyes.

“Lrot aside ! he roaraed.

Roedwing did not sbir,

“You—von think vou ecan szlop mae
doin’ what I chooze.™ The Bonnder was
even more amarzeml Lhan augry.  He
hardly soomed to know Redwing, whose
imexhaustible pationce with the vagaries
of hiz towmper had often surprised ham,
But had eome te be taken by lnm as &
matter of couvse. There was r deter-
mination in Redwing's character which
was stronger. when 1t came fo the
test, than ithe arrogant obstinaey of the
Deannder.

“1 shail stop youn,” said Redwing
quictlv. “Yon'll be sorry and ashanwed
af this afterwards, Smiihy: and itz ap
io mr lo prevent vou from acling like
a rad.”

“(iet aside. or T'Il shove you over!”
Rudwing stood like o rock.

The Bounder's anger blazed info fury.
He shoved the bievele violently at the
sailorman’s son.

Redwineg eanght it, with o grasp of
ivon, and zent it whirling sway, 10
uH_mh on 1he ground half a dozen yards
OLE,

“Br gad! ithe TNounder panied.
“TH-TN =mazh yon! I'll—" Il
came aft Redwing wilth elenched fists
and hlaming ryes,

Srill Redwing did not step asule.

“You ean serap with e, 1 von
choose, Smithv.” lie said, in the zame
quict tone, *Tint =0 long as T can stop
von, vou shan't act Jike & blackguard.”

Vernon-Smiih's  elenched sk waa
raizedl, Redwing eved him steadily and
grimly.  The Bounder's hand  {ell
slowly 1o his side again.
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There was a long, long panse. Then
the Bogunder, withont awothber word,
walked back to the House,
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Millionaire 4t Greyfriars !
R. SAMUEL VERNON-
M SMITH, millienaire, financier,
company-promoter, and many
other things, lay back com-
fortably in the arm-chair in Study
No. 4 in the Remove, and fanned his
warm, damp face.

It was hot weather; and My, Vernon-
Smith, who had & superibundant and
unnecessary allowance of flesh, felt the
heat somewhat.

There was & trickle of perspiration
on his bald forchcad, where the scanty
hair was carcfolly brushed across, fo
concenl the widoning patch of baldness
—without succeeding in the least in
concealing 1t

Mr. Vernon-Smith was warm, but he
soemod  very cheery and  contented.
He was in a very pood temper—in that
respect, offering a conirast to his son,
who sztood with & sullen, sulky face.

The millionaire did not seem to
notico Herhert Vernon-S8mith's  sulky
looks. Or perhaps he was too accus-
tomed to the vagaries of the DBounder’s
tewnper, to take any special notice of its
BIENE.
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Certainly, 1t never erossod his mind
that he had narrowly missed not sceing
hiz =on at all that day., He had come
to Groeyiriars specially to sce Herbert;
and hnd the junior gone out deliber-
ately to aveid him, the millionaire's
wrath would undoubtedly bLave been

great, i .
Fertunately, owing to Redwing's
intervention, that had not happened.

The Bounder was there to mect  his

father, il not to greet him.

Why he had allowed Redwing to
overzrule him, Bmithy hardly knew. He
was not éustomarily a fellow to be over-
ruled. DMost of that term, he had been
in trouble with hiz Formnaster,
beecause his arrogant nature would not
how to authority. Had Mr. Queleh
ordered him to keep within gates, the
Dounder would probably have taken a
spectal, pleasure In é’ié‘iuhuying the
order, regardless of consequences.

Yet he had yielded to Redwing.

It was possible that Tom Redwing's
inexhaustible patience.-and tolerance
had sdded some slight tincture of con-
tempt to the Bounder’s friendship for
him, unconscipusly. Now that ho had
taken a stronger line, there was little
doubt that the Bounder respected him
more, whether he realised it or not. At
all events, he had given in—and instead
of resentment, which anyonc msfht
have expected of him, he only felt
amused by the incident.

He had risked his friendship with
Redwing often encugh, and always

PRICE
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Tom had been ready to forgive. Now

it was Redwing who was prepared e
rigk it, and the Bounder fovud the
changa an entertaining novelly,

“Well, Herbert!” said Mr. Veruon-
Smith, in bLis fat votce.

Weoll 7" said the Bounder curtly.

“1 shan't be able to spare you much
time, my boy—but I wouldn't miss
coming down, as you expected me”

Smithy felt a slight twinge of con-
seionce. He was glad just then that
HRedwing had stopped that act of dis-
respect and defiance.

“Your Form-master. has not spoken
of vou wvery highly, Herbert,”
“No¥ said the Bounder

ently.

“You seem to have given him & great
deal of trouble thiz term.”

“Very likely t™™

“But Mr. Quelch says that vou have
greatly improved during the last week
or two.”

“I wasn't aware of it.”

“Well, well, Herbert, you must re-
member that you are st Greyfriars as
s preparation for a big carcor some
day,” said Mr. Vernon-Smith. “¥ou
must take eare. I was never at a public
school, and I made one of the largest
fortunes in the City. Bat your case
is different—you will find the fortune
ready-made, my boy. Your education
Liere would handicap you, if you had

(Cantinued on next page.)

indiffer-
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BOUNDING AHEAD!

doubtedly the hit of the season—and no wonder!
Un all sides it 13 conceded that such gifts as these
have never before been given away upon such a
renerous scale, while the gifts themsclves arc universally
admired for their faithful and detailed representation 'and
magrificent colouring and general finish, Great exproess
engines have a fascinabtion for all the world, and the ides
of presenting every reader with these splendid souvenir
models of the most notable engines of the four great rail-
“’ﬂg’ groups was a particularly happyone.
nyhow, these ma ifts have given the good

OER Wonderful Free Gifts have made what is un-

ificent Iree
old "MacNET & very long lead over all its competitors, and
my ‘peaders can be roere certain than ever that when they
buy tlie Macxer each week, they are getting the real goods!

ANOTHER WONDERFUL MODEL!

The fine Moetal Model of & giant LM.B. engine of the
famous * Mogul ™ class, which comprises this week's Frea
Gift, will, I know, be universally admired. The great
L.M.8. locos, in their smart red livery, are familiar to
hundreds of thousands of Dritish boys and girls who live
in the vast streteh of country served by this famous railway
ﬂuup. and no set of representative engine models would

complete without an example of this latest type. Show
it round to your pals, so as to give them a chance of buy-
ing“this issue of the good old paper, and thus securing one
llﬂt these wonderful models for themselves, before it i1s too
ate,

OUR NEXT SPECIAL FREE GIFT!

In Saturday's MagweEr you will get a truly magnificent
Metal Model of what is perhaps the most lpo;rulnr and the
bost-known  railwar engine 1n the world, nemely the

“Cacrphilly Castle,” the mighty Groat Western Railway
express engine of fue very latest dvype, which was for 20
Wi on - pubdic view at the great Wombley Exhibition.
"Thousands upon thousands of boys and girls—and grown-
ups, too—have ' climbed up into the cab of the great
"E:a:mr shilly Castle "—admired her array of shining levers,
and the dainty, vet tremendously powerful lines of the
mighty locomotive.

A yreally realistic model—properly designed and acearately
colovred—of the “Caerphilly Castle,” is just what tens of
thousands of my chums huve longed for, and I am proud
to be able to present it to vouw, as an absclutely Free Gift,
in Saturday’s MAeNET Library. ‘T'e miss such a giit would
be unthinkable! The wise Magnetite will tackle the news.
agent right now on the subject of Saturdey’s Macxer, and
thus make sure of getting it.

THE PROGRAMME YOU CANNOT BEAT!

The next splendid story of the Chums of Gregfriarvs will
be called :

% BUNTER, THE STOWAWAY [ ¥
By Frank Richards,

and you can guess [rom the title how Billy Bunter solves the
gmh‘lnm of how to accompany the expedition to the South
Seas upon Mr, Vernon-Bmith's palatial yachtd

This grand series of schoolboy adventure stories is getting
right into its swing now, and I can assure my chums that
there is a real freat in store for them week by week,

Desides, another really fine instalment of Stanton Hope's
groat new story

“GOLD FOR THE GETTING ! "

Saturday’s splendid issue contains another lively story from
the prolific pen of young Dicky Nugent, the title of which
158

#“THE LAST OF JERRY BIRCHEMALL!*

Don't miss thiz—it's the lavgh of the season':
YOUR EDITOR.

Addrens all letters : The Editor, The " Magniet " Library, Tha
Flaetwany House, Farvingdon Street, London, EAC.4. Write ms ;
voit can be surs of an anrwer in refarn.
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“TOM REDWING’S QUEST !"
(Continued from previeme paiye.)

to fight your way as yeur Kmper did,
But you will only have to spend money
—which is quite a difeercnt proposifion.
You must pull wp, Herbert, and do
better next term.”

The Bounder did not answer.

“Wow about the vaeation,” went on
Alr. Vernon-Smith, *cirenmstances
have washed out what I intended to do
—1I eannot take & yachting eruise in_the
Mediterrancan as I arraoged. You
know, Herbert, that a man in my posi-
tinn iz bound to place business hefore
pleasure.” : "

A man is bound to keep his word,
paid Smithy. ,

“Eh, what?' Mr, Vernon-Smith sat
up and stared at his son. *“What!
What? What do you mean, Herbert?

“Didn't I speak plainly, father

“¥ou spoke impudently,” suorted
the millionaire ‘;\ at is the matter
with vou, Herberti”

“Nothin'!  Pve asked half a dozen
fellows to join me in the cruise,” said
the Bounder bitterly. “ That's nothin :
of course. I shall look like a swankin
ass, and the fellows willi make &
standin’ joke of it. But of course,

[T

that*s nothin’.

“1 mever knew you had asked any-
hody——" . .

“Don't T always have friends with me
for the hels 7 Haven's you always given
me carte blanche 7" e

“That's true. DBut—" The rm]llciﬂ-
aire pauscd, “There's no reason why
your ﬁlﬂ_xﬂﬁ Ehﬂ-l.l]dl_]}t have the l;l'ﬂildtl}'
with you just the kame. Herbert.

“Yt's not the same.” _

“Listen to me. my boy ™ said Mr.
Vorpon-Smith, “ When T arranged the
Mediterranean trip I thought I should
e able to get a month or two away
from business—or as far away as I over
can get. Of course, I should have kept
in touch with the City on. the wirgless
from the yacht in the Mediterranean.
But circumstances have changed., 1
can’t spare the time. You would net
want me to throw aside an affair involv-
ing hundreds of thousands of pounds,
Herboeob 17

“If T hadn't asked the fellowg—-m"
muttered the Bonnder.

“I guite see that, But you ean offer
them something just as good, if net
botter.”

“It's not the same ! zaid the Bounder
Brain.

“I don't sea that.”

Vernon-Smith remained silent.

“I will explain how the maltor
stands,” went on Mr. Vernon-Smith.
“¥You konow, Herbert, that T have & big
inferest in rubber, and a big interest in
the copra trade in the Bast 1"

Smithy nodded.

“ Asg the matter stands, my presence is
reguired on the spot,” said Mr. Vernon-
Smith., "“It's absolutely wvrhavoidahble,
I've made every arrangement for get-
ting away from the City, thinking I
should be taking vou on 2 cruise in the
Mediterranean,, Sa it's an ﬂﬁpnrlmaiw
for me to mgeb to the spot where T am
wanted, Herbert, I simply muszt get out
to Singapore.”

Tha Bounder staried,

“Bingapore "

“¥es. And afler that the Marquesas
Islands™

“IWhat I”

Horbert Vernon-Bmith staved blankly
at his father.

ITo was too astounded to speak. Tt
was dawning on his mind now what the
millionaire’s change of planz meant.

TeE Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,019,

“You're only a schoolboy, Herbert,”
said Mr, Vernon-Smith, ** but you've got
an old head on young shoulders. ¥on
understand business, and I want you to
know all you can of the affairs you will
have to handle some day. You've heard
cf the Hubber Reostriction Schemie?”

Smith nodded sgain,

" Too much rubber’s been grown, and
the Government have restricted its
export from the East. The planters
throw it on the market, if they're
allowed, as fast as they grow it, push-
ing the price down to nothing and ruin-
ing themselves. They arc infants in
business matters; they can grow rubiber,
but don't know how to sell it. Most of
the rubber is taken by America, and
the people there, who can't grow
rubber, know how to buy it.*

Mr. Vernon-Smith smiled.

“You see, they work together in a
pool, 83 it's called, and keep off the
market, or come into the market, in
a bunch, and practically diclate the
price to the planter, Rubber iz o great
British industry; bat it was being run
wimll§ for the benefil of speculators in
New York till the Gavernment stepped
in and put on restriction of export. Now
the planter can earn a little butter for
his bread ; huil the Americans, of course,
want all ihe butter, and as nmiuch of
the bread as they can grab. So there's
a big movement in the United States
ta smash up the restrietion schome.”

“I suppose :0," aszented Smithy.

He was keenly onough interested in
what his father was telling him,

"Now,” wenl on Mr. Vernon-Smith,
“when an American speculator wants
something he grabs it if he can, and
lets Lh[_-. wenkost go to the waell, DBut if
ia can‘c grao ik as in this care, he sets
up a howl and talks zboub the nHigherl
morality and idealism, and that kind of
stuff. In the United States they're
restricting the output of cotfon to keep
up the price—vou see, they prow cotton
themselves. But they put on an air of
being shocked at the restriction of
rubber ontput as interfering with free
trade, and the laws of supply and
demand, and so on and so forth.?

Mr. Vernon-Smith pavsed for breath.

“OFf courze, they chuckle at this stufl
among themselves, but it is good enough
for the public. 8o there's a huge
publicity campaign going on; articles
denouncing  rubber  restriction  are
shoved inte newspapers all over tho
world, paid for at advertisoment rates,
of conrse.”

“What a game!™ said the Bounder.
“And the public swallow it! Is there
anythin® they won't swallow 7"

“Precious little I" said Mr, Vernon-
Smith, with a grin. “ But, you sce, the
speculators have a strong hold in put-
ting 1 ‘on moral grounds, for the public
are moral if the speculators are not
They don't mention that they're after
the profits of rubber-growing instead of
leaving a whack to the planter.®

* Bk what——" asked the Nounder.

“That's why I'm going Kast!™

* Last 7 said the Bounder.

“¥es. In Bingapore, Penang, and
ather places the New York combine are
making a deadlift cffort to ery down
restriction and to get it aholished. Tf
they ean work up a sufficient foren of
public opinien there may be real
trouble, apd if they zueceeed it means
handing over a big DBritish industry
bound hand and feot to the Amerieans,
A man who has g cool million 4nvested
it rubber shares doesn't want that to
happea”

“ By rad, 1 should say not 1

“So I'm going out to the spot to puk
& spoke in their wheel” said Mr,

Vernon-S8mith. “ At the same time, I
shall survey some rubber and ecoconus
cstates that it may be worth my while
to buy up lock, steck, and bavrel.
That's my business out in the East
Indies, Then I've pot to go right on
into the South Heas.”™

" The Sooth Seas " said the Bounder,
with a deep breath.

“¥es; it can't be avoided, Herboert.
I've got a deep stake in the copra busi-
ness, and, being ms far as Singapore,
it would be absurd not to go on and
sea to the rest, 1 shall go as far as
the Marguezas Islands.™

“Ch, my hat 1™
_ U Now,” went on Mr. Vernon-Smith,
‘I can understand that you're dizap-
pointed, Herbert.™

Y Disappointed 7

“ ¥Yes, at having to chuck the Mediter.
ranean ernise. But surely you'd like =
cruise to the Bouth Sea Islands quite as
well, and vour friends, too?"

The Bounder looked at his faiher,

“Dad,” he exclaimed, *“do yon really
miean to say that you've chueked the
Mediterranean ¢ruise, intending to po
on & ernize in the South Seas instead 77

“ That's it I"

Vernon-8mith drew & deep breath,

“I'd better tell vou something,” he
saxd. "I was disappointed when you
told me you had chenged your plans
because——"

“Yes 1"

“Because T was going to ask vou o
take me to the South Seas instead of
the Mediterranean, and supposzedl
you'd given up the idea of a cruse in
the Golden Arrow at all®

“ Eh—what }"”

Mr. Vernon-8Smith stared at hiz son.
Then he burst fnto a laugh.

“Ob. gad! Then you weren't keen on
the Meditesrangan ¥

"Not in the Jeash”

“¥ou wanted Lo go te the South
moas 't

" Just that.™

The millionaire rubbed his fat hands.

“Then nothing eould be hetter, for
that’s where we're going ™ he ex-
claimed. " Business and pleasure com.
bined, I dare say your frionds will like
the South Scas just as well-—-what 7"

“Detter, by long chalks!™ =aid
Smithy. “You see, I'd asked them for
a South Sea crnise, dependin’ on you
playin’ up, dad.”

The millionaire laughed again.

“If I'd had any idea of that, T'd have
been more explicit in my letter,” he
said. “But what put the idea of o
South Bea eruise in your mind, Her-
bert? K"z a bit unusual, and I nay
have fo azk the Head for an extension
of your vacation. It's not a short trip,”

“My friend Redwing——

“ EBh—who?"

*¥You remcmber that chap Rodwing
who used bo be at Greyviriars ¥

“Oh, ves: hoe gave up his scholarship
and left, for some rcazon. Didn't wou
tell me he had gono back to the sea®™

“¥es; but he's home again now, and
staving at Groyviviars as a visitor, He's
got a chart—"

* A—a what "

A chart to a ireasure izland in the
Bonth Bepg—*

(b, gad!

T want him to ecome with me, ad
Wharton and his friends, and we're
going to look for the treasure———7

“Ha, ha, ha! roarcd JMr. Vernon-
Bmith,

The Bounder stopped

“He, ha, ha! Mr., Vernon-Smith
wipod (e cyes, A treasure chart! A
trensure island! Ha, ha, hat”

“It looks promising, at least—"
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“Ha, la, kal” The millionaire was
evideintly greatly entertained. “My
dear boy, treasure islands aren't scarco
—I've had sueh propositions put up to
me—dochments and maps and the rest
of it. It's one of the oldest stunts for
catehing mugs.”

“PBut this i1sn't & stant,” said the
Bounder. *“I’ll tell you about it if you
like, dad-——"

ir. Vernon-Smith looked at his watch.

"Nover mind,” he said, “I dare say
it will amuse you on the trip, though, of
course, there's nothing in it. T shall
have to stay at the Marquesas some time
~look here, while I'm_ there with tho
vacht, I'll charter a local eraft for you
and your friends to run about looking
for your treasure izland, if it keeps you
amused. Like the idea "

E e T LT LT T O T R S T T LB L I ST TR B C O T R TR LR T AT

The Bounder's face beamed.

“Dad, you're a real brick.”

“{onsider it done,” said the million-
atre, rising from the chair. “Now 1
shall have to get off, Herbert. I'm glad
we've been able to fix things so com-
fortably. Come down to the car with
e,

The Bounder of Greviviars scemed to
e walking on air as he left the study
witfh his father,

A r——

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Good Angel !

OM REDWING stopped in the

I doorway of Btudy No. 4 & little
later, hesitating to enter. The
Bounder was there, seated in the
nema-chair lately occupied by the portly
inmn of Ar. Samuel Vernon-Smith,
There was a thoughtinl expression on

Tha Greyfriars HOLIDAY ANNUAL.—

A wonderful book containing a britliant

Trateh of schoo! and adventure stories,
colour plates, amd many articles.

Bmithy's face—an expression of wun-

usually deep thought.
: Redwing looked at him, colouring a
ittle,

He had unot spoken to the DBounder
since he had prevented him from going
out to avoid his father,

Whether they were still friends, or
whether it was a break for pood, "Llom
hardly knew.

But he knew that his tolerance was
reaching a limit.

He was in effect Smithy's puest in
the school—he used Smithy's study as if
it was. his own. On jarring terms with
Smithy, he could not possibly let that
continue, even for a few hours. Vernon-
Smith, when his back was up, seemed to
forget what was due to a puest, az he
forgot every other consideration. Dut it
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thanks—no need of jaw between us.
But I shan’t forget what vou’ve done

for me to-day.”

“What bhave I done?” asked Tom
smiling.

“But for you, I should have treated
my father like an ungrateful and dis-
respectful  rotter,” sard the Pounder
quietly. “1 should have been sorev for
that, and ashamed of 1t, as yon teld me
at the time—but that isn’t all. 1 should
have mucked up evervthing if I hadn'y
seen my pater to-day.™

“I'm glad it's turned out all right;
though 1 don’t see——"

“It's ns right as rain now.”

“T'm jolly glad, Bmithy. You—you'ro

vou didn't post that letter

yesterday, then?™
Vernon-Smith shivered.
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could not go on; and Tom had come
to the study now to have the matter put
plain. He was ready to go, and had
almost made up his mind to go. But
deep in his heart was a longing to keep
fricndly with the Bounder if he could,

SBmithy looked up, and his thoughiful
face broke into a smile.

“Comoe i, old chap,” be said, in a

entler volce than Redwing liad cver

ard him uwse before,

Tom, surprised and relieved, culered
the study.

“I've seen my father, kid.™

“"Yeos-—1 saw you saving good-bye to
him st the car,” answered Redwing,
“I—1 hope—-" He paused.

“You hope 1 remembered
manncrs *’ grinned the Bounder,

""-‘I-rl'.'”' 'I'."E-.h

“Reddy, old chap, vou den't Lnow
bow mueh I'm obliged to you,” said
Vernon-Stnith, I won't hand out any

my

EVERY BOY'S HOBBY AMNUAL.~
For the boy with a hobby.
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Written and illustrated by expérts.
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“If I'd have posted it—— Oh, my hat!
Thank goodness you were there to ztop
me, Reddy”

“Then you're not raity about 15"

“1 shouldn't be ratiy if vou'd punched
my head as well," said the Bounder.
“You've weighed in as my good angel,
old bean, though I didn't realise il.
‘Fhe pater as played up like a brick;
and 1 was going to act like a thankless
brute. Thank goodness you stopped
L.

"That's good,” said Tom. “ You sce,
old man, your [father must have had
souie good reason for cha nging his
plans I

The Bounder laughed.

“I've got to tell vou sbout thai. ('an
vou guess why he's clucked wp ths
Mediterranean tript”

“Mo." said Redwing.

(Centinusd on page 16,
Tux Magxer Lisaary,—No, 1,019,




16

NEXT WEEK'S DANDY FREE GIFT WILL PLEASE YOU!

EaE

“ Beeause he's pot business in gnuthnr
part of the world, and he's taking me

there with him instead. The South

Seas! said the DBounder.
“S0ht™ exclaimed Tom.
“ hxactly where wo want to go,’

" snid

Amithy. “The pater's got business at
Singapors, an at ¢t Marguesas
Istanda*

“Well, my hat! We should have to
ret {o the Marquesas to start for Caca
[sland,” said Bedwing.

“Just s0. And I never gucssed—and
ii I'd ragged the pater, as I intended, it
would all bave been knocked om the
head,” The Bounder drew a deep
beeath, “If I'd cut my pater to-day,
teddy, the South Sea trip would be
vight off. Now it's on.”

" That's jolly good luck, Smithy.”

“Ho0 everyvthing in the garden is
lovely, We ges as far as the Marguesas
in the pater’s yacht; and there he is
going to charter a steamer for us—we'ro
ningg to roam around just where wo
please  while he's attending to  his
lwiginess there, Of course, rooting about
1[_':11:- *ijslnu:h wouldn’t be in the patei’s
ine.

“I suppose not,” smiled Redwing.

“Bo it's all plain sailing now,” said
Vernon-Swith, "and it's all due to vou.
Lieddy, if that's nny satisfaction to you.”

Redwing's face was very bright.

“I'm jolly glad” he said. “Thank
gootdness vou didn't row with Wharton
amtl his Friends, after all”

Tlhe Bounder started.

“Mr hat! I'd [orgotien that! You've
waved me from n‘mimgr a confounded
food of myself all the along the lLine,
teddy. I think I'll go and speak io
viwse fellows now.”

swithy el the study, and Redwing
sul down and took the chart from his
pocket, iHis face was very bright as he
sopnnedd it opce more, The clouds had
rolled by, and the prospect before the
sailorman’s son was & very happv one.

In the Hemove passape, Herbert
Vernon-Smith passed Dunter. The Owl
of the Remove gave bim o fat, jeering
prii.

“I say, Bmithy—"

“Well, fathead?" said the Dounder
politels.

¥

“0Old man gone bankrupt, whal "
ankod Bunter,

“EII?H‘

“8kinoer savs he thinks =0, and it
laoks Jolly likely 1o me” grinned
Banter, “ These City millionaires, you

krow=-heve to-day avd gone foanorrow
—ong day spreading themselves all aver
the West End, and the next day bolting
fer the Argentine. IHe, he, he!”

Vernon-Swmith looked at him.

“Eorry for vouw, old boan,” went on
Sumter. "Hard lines on von, after all
sour svapl, Have the boiliffs taken the
vacht ™™ )

*Xo,” said the Bounder, vory guieily.
L The Lailliffs haven't taken the vaod,
Panter,” :

“You'll Lave lo put np with Bontinaud
oo Aarwate for the vae!™ elmehied
Bamer. “Dit of a come-dowi, what?

Tur, M wexer LisRsRy.—No, 1.01%

1Ie, e, liect Tul, of course, T never
h;;_iim'ml that ripping erwiste wes coming
off.”

"I suppose it's not worth ihe tronble
of kicking wvon,” said the Bounder
thoughtFully.

“ Oy, really, Sonthy——"

“Bolt away while vou're safe. Yon
talk too mwech, old fat bean! A lictle of
vou goes o long way,” enid Vernon-
smith.

“Is it poing to be Southend or Mue-
gate thizs vae?” g‘lriimwl Bunter, “0r
wan't it run to cither?™

The Bounder lavghed inveluntartly.

“Neither ! he said, " It's going to be
tha South Scas.™

Bunter gave a fat wink.

“Gammon ! ho =aid,

“I've said that you're not worth the
trouble of kicking,” the Pounder re-
marked in the same thoughtiul way;
* but on sccond thoughts T think you are.
Tarn round 1

“Oh, really, you know——>"

“Are vou goin' io turn roundi”

“Y¥ou cheeky beast——  Herve, hands
oft! Yarooooh!” roaved Bunter, as the
Bounder grasped him and tucned him
round, “If vou kick me, vou checky
cad, I'll jolly well—— ¥Yooooop!” _

The Bounder passed on, leaving
William George Bunter voaring with
anguish.  Bunter, appurently, had not
expected bis pleasant and genial remarles
to carn him a kicking. But Bunter
often received what he did not expect.
Heedless of William George, and deaf
ta his sounds of woe, the Bounder
walked on cheesfolly to Study No. 1.

[ = T

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunter !

L ETTER have it ont.”
‘That  was  Dob
opinion,
And the Co, nodded assent.

It was a mecting of-the Farrous Five
in Btudy No. 1. LThey had mek to diseuss
the matter of the summer voealion—a
matker  which evidently bad to be
sottlod one wayv ar the other.

The chwns of the Rewove had come
to the conclusion that the projected
eraize 1 the Bonth Seas was, pudpmg
by the looks and general procecdings of
the Dounder, *off.”

Whoether it was off or net, the juniora
were strongly inclined to call it off and
zoettle the matter.

Feligws like Bkinner and Snoop Lad no
objection to submmitting to the Bounder's
airs and graces, smiling when he smiled,
atu]l observing a judicious silence when
he frewned, The crumbs from the rich
man’a table were their revward.

ITarry Wharton & Co., however, were
not precizely of the same calibre as
Skinuer and his set. They regretted by
this time having made any arrangements
with Ilerbert Veornon-Smith at all, and
they supposed that the Dounder felt the
same regret, The ouly thing to be done
was to call it off.

“Well, if vou fellows think so, T must
say I think 0, said Harry Wharton,
looking round. “It's agreed, then®”

“Yeuo rather P said Jobhnoy Ball,

“I'he ratherfulness 1s terrifie.”

“S8mithy eaw't call 1t letting him
dow,” =aid Vob Cherry,  * Tle's shown
pretty pluivly that he deesn’t want us”

e
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“Unless it's ounly his uwual  ratby
teruper,” remtarked Nugent.

Boby keitied his brows,

“TF it's that, that's worse! I supposs

we're oot the fellows Lo put up with lis
tewper.”

“No jolly fear? said Jolinuy Bull
cmpliatically. ;

“Then we'd bottor see Smithy——"
began the captuin of the lemove,

There was & step in the doorway.

“Who's takin’ my name in_vainl”
asked the Bonnder gentully, looking into
the study, with a smile.

“* Halle, hallo, hallo! Here's Smithy I

said Bob., " We were just going to look
for you, Smithy,”
“Well, here I am.” Probably the

Bounder guessed what the Fumous Five
had heen discussing, and very probably
ho was aware of i{he decision at which
they had arrived. If so, however, his
face gave no sign of it. Never had his
immanner been so cordial and genial.

““About the vaoe——"" aaid Wharton.

“That's settled, isn't it?” zaid the
Bounder innocently.
“Well, we thought =e, but—"

Wharten lesitated.  Smithy's manner
put him rather at a loss.

“You don't mean to say you've
changed your minds and don't want to
come  on  the Bouth Seas trip!” ox-
claiined Vernon-Smith, with an air of
SUrprise.

The Famons Five stared at him with-
ont replying, They were quite taken
aback,

“Of course, you can please your-
selves,” said Smithy., “Bul it's rather
late in the day to change your nuinds,
't it

“We rather thought you'd changed
vours,' zaid the capiain of the emove
wo-omiortably.

“What rot !

“Then vou haven't?”
Cherry, in perplexity.

“MNot the least litele bit!  Aren't vou
keen on helping Redwing to hunt Tor
his piddy treasure®”

“%{rr}: koen indecd, DBut——"

“ Redwing will ke o pood deal disap:
pointed if you fellows don't come,” saud
the Bounder gravely, “Is gnythin'® the
wrattor

“Well, you—yvon sce—" zaid Whar.
ton haltingly,

“Somethin® more atiractive turned up
and vou want to throw me over?”

“Mothing of the sort. Bute ="

“1lave I Been wantin' in polifeneds m
any way ¥’ queried the Bounder. * Have
I forgotten to put the usual pelizh on
wiv mwanners? Il so, I'm sorry, and I
can't say more than that”

The juniors could only look at him,
The Bovnder had taken all the wind out
af Lheir sails, so to speak.

“Plessed if I can gquite make you oud,
Smithy ! said the captain of the Re-
move at lust.  ® Look here—is the eruise
coming off at all%”

“Certainly I

“And vou want us to come?”

“Of course—shouldn’t have asked you
otherwise.” N

“Well, vou've been giving us a l‘&ﬂtﬂ‘::
diferent impression lately, that's all,
saicd Wharton, hardly knowing what o
BRY.
{I'm sorry for that. I shall be realls
disappoinied if yon fellows don’t coima,;
said Vernoun-Smith. “To be frank. I
know I've been rather ratty the last doay
or twa, and I'm sorry. Jew't that good
enongh i

“Oh, quite!™ spid urey. “We cei-
tuinty don’t wazd to take oflence if none
was nseant,”’ i 2 ;

“Fod 0t go oal ihwt, then,™ said The
Pommder, 1o i]"-.l_‘*i'i_ it -I:|||r up with the
pater.  Ile's got business in the South

asked Dab
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Beas, and we're going on the vacht as
far oz the Marguezas. That's within a
few  bundred miles of the treasure
tsland, I think, as Reddy has worked it
out on the map. We get o steamer of
our own to root about among the islands
—the pater will pick out some reliable
skipper te go in charge. I don't think
wa shall have a bad time sailing among
the Pacific Islands™

"My hat! A jolly good bime, I
think I"" said Bob Cherry. *Only giddy
millionaires can do these things.”

“Then it's all settled,” said Vernon-
Smith. *You fellows and Redwing and
little me—that’'s a party of seven. 1
suppose you don’t want Bunter? I don't
think I could stand k"™

“Ia, ha! Nol” 3

“0h, really, you fellows—" Billy
Baunter blinked in at the doorway., Evi-
dently - he had followed the Bounder to
Ztudy Mo. 1 to see—and hear—what was

L

“*Halla, hallo, halle! Talk of pigs and
vou hear them grunt!” remarked Bob
‘herrv.

“I—I hope you fellows don’t mind my
little joke in the Rag?” said Billy Bunter
anxiously. “Of course, I never meant
to turn yvoun down.”

di E}!?ll

“What? _

“Quly my little joke. Ie, he, he!”

The juniors stared at Bunter and
bursg into a roar of Jaughter, Evidomtly
the Owl of the Remove had heard the
talk in the study, and comprehended at
last that there really was goiug to be a
South Bews’ ermize, after all.

“I wouldn’t desert my old pails for the
vacation,” sald Bunter affectionatcly.
“I' come 1 :

“3Will you®" said the Bounder grimly.

“Yes, old chap., You fellows remem-
ber how I went to India with Inky once
to protect him. Well, T'lIl do the same
fqr you this trip; you needn’'t be afraid
vi cqnudbals and heu,_m]_—huniﬁrs and half-
castes and things with me glong "-.‘fl’fh
you. I'll see you through all right”

“1In, ha, ha ! ]

“Blessed if 1 see anything to cackle
at.  Count on me, Smithy, 1 don't

really mind you being a purse-proud
swanker, you know !*

“Oh, my hat! Don't you?” gasped
the Doundoer,

“No, old fellow. I've put up with
worse follows than wyou,” said Dunter
fatuously. “Bame with Redwing. I'll
put up with that low longshoreman out
of friendship for you, Smlth;r.”

“Obliging <¢hap, Bunter,” remarked
Bob Cherry. “ 8o vou find you can put
up with the whole crowd, Bunter?”

“Yos, old man.”

“he trouble iz, that the whole erowd
can't put up with you,” remarked Bob.
“Wa're not so accommeodating,™

“Fa, ha, ha!™

“ Now, the question before the meet-
ing 1%, who's going to kick Bunter @™
asked Bob Cherry,

“ Al together,”
Dull,

“(Good epg! Collar him, Smithy !

Williami George Bunter did not waif
to be collared.

suggested  Johnny

L] - -, L] -

Greyfriars, during the last day or two,
was erowded with bright and anticipat-
ing faces, and some of the brightest be-
longed to the follows who were going
for a summer cruise among the en-
chanted isles of the Pacific. But therve
was one long and dismal face. It was
the face of William George Bunter, the
Owl of the Bemove.

Whether Bunter would ever have sue-
ceoded in wedging himself into the
South Sea party was problematic. DBut
that he would never wedge in now was
abselutely cortain, He had “turned
down ™ the South Beas” trip in the belief
that it was not eoming off. Ile was
guite unable to turm it up again, so fo
sprale, now thaet he learned——too late—
tLat it was a certainty.  Bunicr offen
had oecasion te be sorry thai he talked
so much ; bubt never had he regretied fi
go deeply as now., It was wseless to
speak to the Bounder—he could net even

#o near Smithy withoui danger of being

It was useless to argue with ti_ﬁ:
They had ne power fo

kicked, :
Feimmous Five.

invite him on 8mithy's father's yacht, if
they had wanted to—and most distinetly
they did nmot want to. Bunter realised
that there was nothing doing, and deep
and dismal was his dole,

When Greyiriars School broke up, and
the various members thercof went their
various ways for the summer holidays,
Bunter’s way led him bomeward. And
although it is said that there is no ploco
like home, Billy Dunter's fat face was
cxtremely  lugubrious as he started
thitherward,. Even the {escinating
socicty of his minor, Sammy, and his
sister DBessis did not scem to comfort
him—possibly, indceq made matters
worse.  William George Dunter, like
Rachel of old, mourned for that which
he had lost, and eonld not be comforted,

THE TENTH CHAPTER
Billy Bunier at Home |

i AT
‘  Drute 1™
“ Look here, Bessie—-"

* Look here, Billy—-*

i Cﬂ-t!“

“* Boeast 1™

The Bunter family were enjoying the
summer holidays., The vacation was
only two or three days old; but alrcady
the three hopeful members of the
counger generation in the Bunter clan
i:a;d grown fedup with one another.

According to the tales told by William
George DBunter at Greyiriars, Dunter
C'ourt was a great and glorious place,
It wasz always to be observed, however,
that, attractive as that magnificent
domain was, 1t never seemed o attract
William George Bunter very strongly.

The poct has told us that 'tis dis-
tance lends enchantment to the view.
Certainly that was the case with Bunter
(ourt.

Gonerally, s building scems small in
the distance, and grows larger and
larger the nearcr one approaches to it.

In the case of Bunter Court this well-
known patural law was reversed.

(Continued on next pagé.)
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L.M.S. Locomotive No. 13,000,

PRCIALLY designed for handling
S fast and heavy exeursion and goods
traffie, the London Midland and
Scottish Railway Company’s Loco-
motive No. 15,000 .is the forerunncr of a
new type of engine, of which seventy
are now being built at the Crewe Works
and thirty at the Norwich Works of the
(ompany. =
These “mixed traffic” locomotives
belong to the 2-6-0 class—that is, they
have two leadiIIF wheels and six coupled
difiving  wheels, whose  respective
dimneters are 3 ft. &3 ins, and 5 ft. b ws,
Those leading or “idle ” wheels, you will
ngtice, are mountéd beneath a swivel-
Jing® truck or *bogie,” the object being
t¢ -onable the locomotive to skim
suboihily avound euwrves in the Jine,
There are no trailing wheels under the
cab, hence the “0 7 in the three-figure
classification. : _
Engine and tender together weigh, in
working order, 108 tens 4 cwt., the
engine alone 66 tons. By way of “pro-
visions ¥ for the jounrney, the tender
carries 5 tons of coal loaded on top of

READ WHAT OUR RAILWAY EXPERT HAS TO
SAY ABOUT THE “MOGUL"” CLASS ENGINE—
the subject of this week's Dandy Free Gift.
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the fore-end of the tank which, cccupy-
ing the whole length of the tender, holds
3500 gpallonz of water. In ovent of ihe
water running short, more can be taken
aboard, whilst travelling at full speed,
by means of the water pick-up apparatus
with which the tender 1s fitted. ;

The total heating surface of the boiler,
whose working pressure iz 180 b, per
squarc inch, 13 1,521 square f{t., and
the arca of the firchox grate f{of the
Belpaire pattern) 15 27% square 6. So
vou see where all that coal amd waler
goes ! Two Rosz safely valves are
mounted immediately over the firchox,
on the top of the locomotive. This type
of walve is nicknamed the *FPop”
deseriptive of the noise which the
paired wvalves make when, the valve-
chamber being filled with steam, the
spring which allows the steam to escape
is antomatically lifted—a very different
sound from the deafening roar made by
the older types of safety valve,

These valves are now eonsidored of
such great importance, . and  their
mechanism has reached such a pitch of
perfection, that we can zcarcely credit

sitch a report as was once made—that
“the makers had forgotten to fix o
safety valve to the beoiler, so the engine
blew up and was totally destroyed!”

The safety valves are not a strikingly
prominent feature of the railway engines
to-day, but when next you glance at a
pair, such as those on Engine No. 13,000,
you might think of those alarming old
days, little more than a century ago,
when the first passenger locomotive mn
the world—it wos named * Locomotion ™
—started to run. The driver perched
himself on top of the boiler, wheneo he
cortainly had e good look-out, though
his seat must have been more exeting
than comfortable. Apart from siray
cattle loafing on the track, all he had
to look out for was the candle in the
station-master’s window.  Lighied, 1t
meant the line was blocked; if the
candle was “out,” the driver kunew
there was nothing particulor in his way.
o one ever dreamed then of the modern
“posh ™ tail lamps. . The best they could
do in that direction was to hitech »
bucket of lighted coko to the engine's
tail !

Engine No. 13,000 stands 12 ft. 8% ins,
high, with a wheelbase—the distance
hotween  fromt  and  rear  axles—of
95 ft. 6 ins.; its total length s
IT ft. 5% ins.  The overall length of
enging and tender, from nose of front
buffer to tail of rvear buffer. is & few
inches short of 60 ft,

Tre Macxer Liernany.—No. 1,010
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(Continued from previous page.)

Bunter Court loomed as a large and
imposing mansion frorm the distance of
Greyfriars. Close at hand, 1t diminished
remarkably into the moderate dimen-
sions of a villa'in Burrey. ]

At Greylriars, in Bunter's fertile
imagination, i1t reared its E“.‘P“Ee‘:i!-
facade, e:_r._tﬁm?:'i-{c and many-windowed,
over miles of park-land and woadland.
But when Bunter got bhome, he found
that it was what the cstate agents call
a desirgbla residence, with. room’ for a
garage. So cownpletely wis Bunter the
slave of hiz wonderful imagination, that
when ho was far itrom Bunter Court, he
really believed, more or less, in his.own
meguificent description of “that abode.
Except when he waz addressipg. letters
home, he really forpot that the ‘place
was not named Bunter Court at all.

That Surrey villa of Mr. Buntér, the
stockbroker, grow larger and larger, in
Bunter's happy [ancy, the further he
travelled from it. It diminished in pro-
portion when he returned to the
paternal roof.

Five or six Rolls-Boyee cars woke the
echoes of the wide domain of the Bun-
ters when Billy was at Greyiriars,
When he was at home, a single Ford
spread its scoent of petrol -over the whole
place, and did not have to spread it
very far. ‘ )

Bunter was bored with expensive
sutomobiles—at Greylriars. At home,
it was only on special occasions that he
could get a run in the Ford,

Dukes and princes thronged the noble
halls of Bunter Court—when Billy was
telling the tale in the Remove, On the
spot, the dukes and princes boiled dowu,
as it were, into two or three podgy City
gentlernen who drank Mr., Bunter's
second-rate port and smoked his third-
rate cigars.

The glovies of Bunter Court, therefore,
palied on Williamm (George at a very
sacly date.

o as aEeenistited,

He might have found seme solace in
telling, at home of the magnificent in-
vitations he had tumed down for the
vacation—how Lord Mavleverer had
beggod him to go home with him to the
Towers—how D'Arcy of 8t Jim's had
entreated him to put m at least & week
at Fastwood [House—how Do Courcy of
Highclife had implored him, almost
with tears in his eyes, lo spare him a
day or two—how Herbert Vernon-Smith
had almost gone to the Iength of kid-
Hﬂppin% him for u cruise in the South
Seas. Bul there was Sammy, his minor,
to  discount euch falez on the spot.
Bunter felt bitterly that it was unfair (o
have his minor at the same school.
HSammy, indeed, szeemed to take o
fiendish delight in giving away Billy's
swank, whenever the Owl of the Remove
atrove fo spread himself

There was trouble af home
William _-Gwi'.'nn:nrgg«rr
I

for
too. He owed Bessie
five shillings. ve shillings wes not a
large sum; but if it had been five
hundred thousand pounds, Bessie Bunter
could soarcely have dwelt on the subject
with more Eloqumﬁa‘ In sesson end
ount of season, Elizabeth Bunter dwelt on
that topie tirelessly, Bessie was, in
Ei]g-'s opinion, a cat. DBessie's opinion
of Billy could not be expressed so laconi-
cally. Her vocabulary on the subject
was very extensive indeed. Only on one
subject could Billy and Bessie agres,
it was the subject of Bammy. They
’l:mtt:]y agreed that Bammy was a little
enst,
Tay Maicxer Lisrary.—No. 1,019,

On this especial morning Rilly Bunter
was feeling fed-up to his fat chin. His
thoughts dwelt on the Bouth Bea cruiso
he had missed ; his thoughts had dwelt on
it long. He knew that Harry Wharton
& Co. werc to have nearly a week at
their various homes hefore they joined
Smithy at Southampton on the vecht.
Long -and anxiously had Bunteér

pondered whether it would be any use

dropping in on_one of the fellows and

urging his claima to be taken.along..

'The prospect sebmed doubtful. But
what was not doubtful was the foct that
railwayv-fares were expersive, and that
all Bunter's available’ cash resources
were cxpended as fast as they came
alank;, ot the refreshment of . the inner
Bunter. He had never been:able to
raise the ncceéssary amount, for this
reason, to settle that old outstanding
account with DBessie.

There were difficultics even in the
way of feléphomng, Mr. Bunfer
objeéted to b telephone being used for
trurik ealls—he disliked sceing much

THERE GOES THE WHISTLE!

for the Creat Westorn Railway Elyer, The
“CAERPHILLY CASTLE "—

Hext Weak's Magnificent FREE METAL
MDDEL.

You wifl fesl like kicking yoursell If you
gol left—and you will gat laft if you fal
1o place an ordar “i“‘_l your llt'.lllﬂ-igﬁ‘lt

AT ONCE'!

HEAEEEER NN SNl SRS AR AT RN EE N R R

items in his bills when they came in,
atill, Bunter would have risked that ; he
would probably be off the scene when
the bill came 0. But what was tho use
of wasting a trunk call on a fellow who
would very likely cut off as soon as he
heard the old familiar voice?

But Bunter had rescelved that, by hook
or by crook, he was going to o
boarda the Golden Arrow when the vacht
steamed out of Southamplon,

Desperato diseases reguire desperate
remedies, and the Owl of the Bemove
was. prepared to take desperate
messures,

He was not quite clear yet what those
measures were going to be; bunt hig fat
mind was made up.

But cash was required. Bunter always
required cash; and now he required it
more than ever

And when he approached* Elizabeth
Bunter on the subject, instead of reply-
ing with the sistérly fondness that such
a brother deserved, Bossie merely raised
that old, worrying, distasteful question
of the five shillings,

He had &

Bunter had forpotten it.

good memory [or some things, but nol
tor triflos like that. Bessie bad not [or-
gotten ik and she revived it in Bunler'-
mind with painful clearness. Iustead ol
ithe loan that Lunter necded the conver-
sation ended in an exchenge of compli-
ments, such as were customary in e
happy circle of the Bunter clan, And

William George rolled away down the
garden, leaving Lessic Etlﬁ cloguent.
Hunter wanted a now Joan, not a re
minder of the old loan; but he reflecied
bitterly that it was no usc cxzpecting a
girl to keep to the point,

In & sceluded corner of the gurden le
found SBammy. Eammir was negotiating
a4 pie, for :wﬁiuh. in all probabulity, the
cock would, later on, be making cxeited
and cxasperated inquiries.

Butiter” minor had nearly finished ihe
pie, and he fairly bolted what remained
&3 he saw William George 'in_the offing.
By the time his elder. brother reached
him it was too late for Billy fo sav
*Halves ! Sammy teemed on the verge
of choking. DBut ithe pie was safe.

“Bammy, old chap!” said Buntor.

“xrooogh 1"

“What's tho matter 7"

"'Dﬂlm-ﬂﬂh'-! ¥

“Greedy little beast!” zaid Bunter,

“Yurrrerggeggh 17

“1I mean, teke your time, old fellow. I
want to speak to you.”

Sammy, with a crimson face and tears
in his eyes, took his time; fortunately.
the last i&‘ chunk of éﬂﬁ wenl down to
the place Naturo intended for it Saminy
ceased to gurgle and gasp.

“I'm poing te see Wharton,” re-
marked Bonter, when Sammy was onee
mora in .a stato to give him attentiow.
“I'm staying a few days with him.™

Sammy chuckled.

“Does he know ' he inguired.

Bunter resisted the natural impuolee
to kick Sammy.

“It's a question of the railwar fare,”
hie remarked easnally, “Seat”

IfI serd” asonted Samimy.

“1'd have asked the pater, only—-"

“Only you knew he wouldn't part.”

“The fact is, Sammy, if vou could
lend meé a pound—"

“He, he, he ™

“What are you cackling at, vou little
beast ¥ snapped Dunter. * I—1 rmean,
it's & rather special oceasion, Sammy, I
really must get to Wharton's place. It's
important. Can you manage ten bob*?
Look here, the pater’s taking méa in the
Ford next Sunday. If I'm away you can
go instead,”

“You had ten bob from Unele Joweph
the other day,” said Sammy.

“Well, that went, vou know,” said

Bunier. *I had =ome ices, snd some.
tarts, and—— Look here, you had tep
h[lh,. I:{I‘-I:h”

Sammy nodded.

“Well, then, don't be mean,” urged
Bunter. “Lend me ten bob, old chap,
and ['ll do all the letters home next
term at school, There!"”

Sammy grinned.

“1 had some ices," he said.

&4 Eh ? k]

“ And some tarts—""

Bunter breathed - hard, .

“Meap to say you blued all that {ip
in guzezling 7™ he demanded in indignaut.
disgust,

“Well, what did you do with vours®"”
demanded Bammy.

Billy Bunter did not answer that
question. Obviously, if Uncle Joseph's
tip was gone Bammy could not lend it
to him. Sammy was useleas, Further
conversation was & waste of breath,

Ho Billy grabbed his minor b
collar andy found a little sclace in
ing his head on the fence.

the
BRg-
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“Billy ! I say, Billy ! Stop !' Billy Bunter stopped, and locked round. Bessle Bunier was coming afier Lim at a run, |

red with haste and excitement.

shillings——"* * Wha-a-at? "

“You're golng away 7'’ asked Bessle,

ad ?ﬂiil
** That five shillings you owe me ! ** gasped Bessie Bunter.

“* Well, then, what about that five
{See Chapter 13.)

Leaving Sawmy roaving, he rolled

away te the house, te telephone.  He
wonld ving vp Wharton and tell him he
was cownng. That would give the

captain of the Remove time to get uaed
to the idea by the time Dunter arrvived.
The railway fare still steod like a lion
in hiz path. Dut there were other waxs,
For instance, a fellow could take a taxa;
it would be frightfully expensive, but
that would not be a really serious aspect
of the matter if he rould leave it to
Wharton, or Wharton's unele. DBuanter
was aceustomed to taking chances of
this sort.

Tn a hopeiul frame of mind, the Owl
of the Remove vang up the exchange and
asked for a trunk call, and gave Colonel
Wharton's number at Wharton Lodge,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Ring O !
11} ARRY @
“Youreg wanited on the
phone,”

“Oh I said Flarry.
“BSome school friend of yours, I
think.” saiwd Colonel Wharton, %1
seemed to know the volee,™

“Bmithy, very likely,” said Iiarry.
“1 expect him to ring me up some time,
Inky, old bean, }‘nu‘f better come along
and hear what Smiathy hes to say.”

“The pleasurefulnees will be tervilie 1"
sail the nehob of Bhanipur.  And he
follewed the captain of the Romove.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was the
only member of the Greviriars Co. with
Wharton at prosent, Johnny Bull, and
Lol Cherry, and Frank Nuogent were at
home with iheir people till the time
came o meet ot Southampton and ga
on bhoard the Gelden Areow, Dut in
vacation time Wharton Lodge was
fﬂlnrplly the home of the nabob of
Shanipuer.  whowe palace under the
shadow of the Himalayaz: was rather too
far off for a visit in the holidays.

Wharten took up the receiver. A fat
volce was coming through as he put it to
hiis car.

“1 shall have 1o pay for another call
if vou keep mie hanging on hke this,
My hat! Aren’t you there? Blow you!
Wazting my time talking to a silly fat-
head, and he's not there! Why the
thump ean't that blinking idiot come to
the phane?  Of all the silly chumps 17

Wharton grinned.

He knew Hunter's voiee, and  he
realized thar the Dwl of the Hemove was

tired of waiting for him to take the call,
He was about to speak into the trans-
mitter when Hurree Singh gently tepped
his showlder. The nabok ha{f canght
Bunter's duleet tones.

“Ii 15 the csteemed fat Bunter?”
asked Hurree Singh, plocing a dusky
hand over the transmmtter to keep his
voice from reaching the Owl of the
[Remove.

« “¥Yes, that fat villain,” said Harry.
“1 thought we had finished with Bunter
1l next term. I wonder what he
wants?"

Hurree Bingh grinned. The dusky
junior had no doubt whatever whdt
Bunter wantoed,

“T thinkfully apine that he wants a
eruise in the esteenwed Snnthy's yacht, ™
he answered, “and thoe probability s
great that he Is coming to see you abous
it, old man.”

“ Bother it D™ said Wharton,

“Give me the guddy phone,
csteemed chum, ™

*Mell him 'm dead and buried,” sug-
rested Wharton, laughing, os he handed
the receiver to Huriee Jamset Ram
SRingi.

The nabob por it to his Jusky oar,

THE MacxeET LiBRARY.—No. 1,013,
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Bunter's voice was coming through, in
fones of wrath and cxasperation.

“You footling idiot! Haven’t you got
to the telephone wet? Do you think
trunk calls last for cver, you burbling
chump? I've had to icll themn to give
me another three minotes; and that
means another bill for my pater, and
he kicks up & fuss about & penny local
call, VYou blinking, burbling, blither-
.:I]' __Jl

& My ezicomed Dunter!”

“Oh! Is that Inky?" Dunler broke
off his exasperated tirade. “Js that
vou, Inky, old chap?”

“Yes, my worthy and cxeellent

Bunter. It is a terrific pleasure to hear
your esteemed and excerable voice,”

“I want to speak to Wharton, It's
rather importarit. Can't he ecome to the
phone " ;

“It is impossible for a sick man to
leave his esteemed bed and come to the
phone, my excellent Dunter.” i

“Oh, my hat! Is the silly feol ill?*

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh smiled &
dusky smile. . _
Certainly he had not said that

Wharton was 1]l i

He had said .that it was fmpossible
for n sick man to leave his bed and
come to the phone, which undoubtedly
was the truth. If Banter chose to con-
clude from that observation that
Wharton was ill that was Bunter's busi-
ness. He could draw any conclusions
he liked, .

“Just like that fathead to pet laid
up!” grenled DBunter. “5Still, that
needn’t make any difference. 1'll come
all the same,”

fBrave ! exclaimed the nabob.

“Ohl You like the idea? asked
EBuntcr, rather surprised. He had not
expected anybody at Wharton Lodge to
#enthuse.”

“It is noble of you, my esteemed
Bunter—it is brave and noble and
generous,” said Hurree Singh.

ﬂ'Ehl_.'ﬂ?

“Many fellows would hesitate to visit
& chap who was laid on his esteemed
back with diphtheria—""

“What

“But, after oll, the risk iz little,” said

the nabob. “[ think most likely you
would not cateh i, my excellent

Bunter.”
“Good lord! Has Wharton got
] ~“r v,

diphtheria 2 saaped Bunter.
that's jolly dangerous, and awfully
entching.”

“The danger is nothing to a brave
and deveted friend.”

:‘T'uh.!"

‘Come m: quickly as you vcan, my
esbeemed Bunter———"

"Rﬂ-tﬂ EH

“I will meet vou at the station—>"

“You silly, pifling nigger, do vou
think I'm coming to & houso where
there's diphtheria?  hooted PBunter.
“Haven't you got the =ense of a bunny
rabbit i

“My execellent Bunter——"

“Catch me!™ suorted the Owl of the
Remove. “You won't cateh me within
& hundred miles. and you ean bet vour
hat on thet, you fatheaded nigger!®

There was a whirr on the line as

Bunter rang off with emphasis. My
Bunter was going to have the pleasure
of payving for two trunk callis; but the
juntors at Wharton Lodge were nof,
evidently, going to have the pleasure of
seeing Billy Bunter.
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh put up
the receiver, and bestowed a dusky
smile, on Harry Wharton, who was
elmost convulsed with laughter.

THE MAGNET LisRary.—No. 1,019,

“Wo shall lese the esteemed and dis
gusting socicty of Bunter after all”
vemarked the nabob,

“Ha, ha, ha!" roarcd Wharton.

“Do you think that the worthy
Bunter supposcd, from my ludicrous
remarks, that you woere il with

diphtheria, my estcomed Wharton ¥

*“Ha, ha, ha! I farey he would have
got zome such idea. Of course, vou did
nol say so. Ha, ha, ha!"

“It was impossible to say so, since the
truthfulness iz golden,” said Hurree
Jamsct Ham Singh, shaking his head.
“Dut 3f Bunter fancies o, it scems im-
probabie that he will arrive here. He
glp;zs nc:t seemn keen on runming  the
Fisi—-="

“Ha, ha, hal” ;

“As the excellent English proverh
declares, the stiteh in time saves nine-
pence,” said Hurree Singh. “We shall
nat have the terrific pleasure of
Bunter's society before we leave for
Southampton.”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was right.

Bunter had obviously drawn the con-
clusion,” from the nabob’s remarks, that
Wharton Lodge just then was a place
only fit for a particularly couragcous
and devoted friend to visit, QObviously,
thercfore, it was no place for Billy
Bunter. No unpaid taxi was likely to
bring William George Bunler anywhere
near the Lodge; indeed. wild horses
would not have dragged him thither.

When the time came for Harrey
Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh to join their friends at South-
ampton, they had scen nothing of
Bunter. 'l'hfg supposed that they were
done with Bunter till next term at
Greyfriars.

But William George Dunter was not
done with them. The Owl of the
Remove had vet a last card to play.

ey

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Telegram from Bunter !

4 ALLG, halls, halle!™
“Here we are againl!”
Five juniors met on the.

platiorm &t Southampton.
The Famous Five were together once
more, and all of them losked pleased
with themselves and one another.

“Where i3 he?” asked Dob Cherry,
looking round.

“Who—8mithy ¥ asked Harry.

“No; Bunter.”

" Dunter—goodness knows!™ _

“You didn't expeet to see Bunteri™
asked Johnny Bull.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“I jolly well did!” he answered. “I
fancied that he would stivk on to you,
somehow, Wharton——-:"71

Ha.rri,' Wharton laughed.

“Well, T couldn’t have brought him
to Smithy's yachi, without Smithy's
leave,” he remarked.

“That wouldn't worry Bunter. I'H
bet ten to one in doughnuts that we
see him  before we smil,” said DBob.
“Hallo, ballo, halle, here's the jolly old
Bounder!”

Herbert Vernon-Smith ecame u
greet the Fameous Five, with Tom Red-
wing. The Bounder was looking very
cheory and genial; indeed. he was so
agrceeable, that the last remembranee of
his unpleasantness at Gresfriars wae
banished from the minds of the chums
of the Remove. The Tamou: Five
shoolt hands with the Bounder and Red-
wing.

“Jolly glad to szee vou chaps,™ said

crnen-Smith,.  “We stay ashore to-
night, but your baggage can go straight

to

e

on the Golden Arrow, Y've gol a car
outside, The pater's at (he holel
Secn anything of Bunter *”

“Not since Greviriars broke up,” said
Harry, with a smile.

The swspicion that had occurred fo
Bob Cherry had apparvently occurrved to
thie Bounder alse.

“I've had some letters from him.”
said Vernon-Smith, “I don't Lknow
what he said in them, though.”

! Eh! How's thatt”

“They weren't stamped,” cxplained
the Bounder. “ There must have Leen a
shortage of stamps at Bunter Court. So,
as I recognised his fist, I handed them
back to thn postman., I rather fancied
that he migt have come along with one
of you chaps. I was prepared to piteh
him neck and erop into the noxt train
for anywhere, Come on.”

_The Bounder led the war to the mil-
lionaire's car that waited outside the
station.

Probably it was fortunate for Bunter
that he had not arrived with Wharton,
as he had planned in his fat mind, Tho
Bounder of Croviriars was not the
fellow to stand on ceremony wilth an
udinvited guest.

"“Got the chart safe, Reddy?" asked
Bob Cherry, as the juniors packed them.
selves into the big car,

'Elledtfmﬁ nodded and smiled,

. “Quite! T know it by heart now, too,
if anything should happen to it.”

“You haven't scen anvthing of that
hali-easte chap, Silvie!” asked Harrey
Wharton.

“No; it's pretty clear that he cloared
out of the country,™ said Redwing.
“Mlost likely he's gone a3 a seaman on
some ship. Smithy thinks we shall see
him again in the South Seas”

: “Not at all unlikely,” said Wharton.
Remember, he's seen the chart, aid
knows where to look for the island.”

“He doesn't know where to look for
the cache, though,” remarked Frank
Nugent. “I can't make that out, from
the chart. The word “ecach® seemis to
be sprawled across the map, with a cross
over each letter. Do you know what
it moans, Reddy

Redwing shook his head.

“Not_yet, fancy the crosscs are
some kind of clue which we shall find
when we get to the island. It's ripping
to be starting to-morrow, in't it "

“Topping 1" said Bob.

“The topfulness is terrific.” said
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh, ““and whes
the esteemed voyage is over, the woszthy
and ridiculous Reddy will returst roll-
ing in unlimited snd disgusted wealth.”

om Redwing laughed.

“I hope s0," he said A Cthe
}r@uﬂum turns up, I shall hei ﬁ Lirov.
rigrs man agaim next term, ope,

“Hear, h&gg.r‘.” vE

“"We're going to find the treasyre,”
said Vernon-Sinith  quietly. “I we
ean't do it in the time, the pater will
cable to the Head asking for an exten-
sion of the vae. He won't be able (o
refuse when we're in the South Ress,
more than ten thousand miles off.”

“Your pater is a man with gdoli
good ideas sometimes,” said Dob.2..
mast say that I like South Bea jolands
more than Latin and maths., an the
Form-room. (f course, Quekehy is
really nicer than a cannibal—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“But anvthing {or a change, And
Redwing can stand DBunter a terrific
feed next term, out of the treasvre. as
a consolation prize.”

“We haven't got the treasure ver”
sintled Redwing.

“*We're going to, old bean ™

Alr. Vernon-Smith greeted the juniora
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with plump politeness when  they
arrived et the hotel The juniors
noticed that he was very civil to Lowm
Hedwing. Certainly, thoe wmillienairo
would not have chosen a sailorman’s
son for his son's best friend; but cven
tho rather hard and worldly M
Vernon-Smith  recognized  Redwing's
sterling characier, and he could not
help being pleased by om's obviows
affretion wnd admiration for his magni-
licent chom.  Tom, as a malter of fact,
was a little overwhelmed by the expoen-
sive magnificence that was custouary
with the Veornon-Smiths; hat it in-
creased his regard for the ounder,
who had chosen as & chum o fellow
who had little or mnothing, and who
worked in o forecastls for his  daily
hread.  Cortainly, with all his [aults,
the Bounder was freg from the mean
fault of snobbery., If there was a cer-
tain  unconscious  swank  about  the
Bounder, Tom was nol dispozed to find
tault with that, or even to =ec it
Smithy, after all, was a splendid fellow.

Harry Wharton & Co. were Innehing
with 1tho mitllionaire awd bis son, whon
a waiter brought a telegrama to ihe
Bounder,

Smithy slit open the buif envelope,
and glanced 2t the serawled slip wirhin.

Then he chuckled.

“Bunter 1” ha said.

“ITallo, halle, halle! Bumier heen
blowing his tin on o farewell {elegram,”
exelaimed Bob Cherry.

“ Listen I

Herbert Vernon-S8mith read eut 1he
telegram.  The length of it mdicated
that Rilly Buniler had been expending
pennies on words at an unusually reck-
less rate.

“Coming down to Sounthampton to seo
von fellows off. Sorry I shan't be able
14 join vou—quite impossible! But
will zee you start,

“BRUNTER.

The juniors looked at one another.

“Well, my hat?" =said Baob Cherry.
“Dunter isn’t such o bad ald bean. I
mudt say 1 never suspected he war zo
fond of ws”

“The fondfnlness must he terrifie,”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

The Bounder seemed a Dittle puzzled.

“Ho says it's impossible to join us”

&
he observed, I suppose he's landed

limszelf on somebody for the vac—poor
olid Mauly, perhaps. Buet why does he
want to see us off

“And who iz he sticling for the
rajlway fare®™ grunted Johnny Rull.
_ The Bounder crumpled the telegram
ko Ins pocket.

“Well, he can see us off 1"
remarked.  “ No harm in that,
that's the limit!”

The juniors smiled,

Ire
But

It was probabin

that William George DBunter still
nourished hopes.  But if he expected
& last-minute invitation from the

Bounder, he was doomed to disappoint-
ment, ifun:,' fellows, at many times,
had allowed themselves to bhe inflicted
with Bunter; but the Bounder of Grey-
friars was not that sort of fellow,

After a little reflection, the Bounder
conchrded that that was Bunter's idea;
and he smiled grimly. Bunter could
come to the yacht to see the party off,
100, boefore they started. HHe was quile
prepared, i necossary, to kick the Ohwl
of the Remove over the side of the
zolden Arrow inte Southampton Water,
Billy Bunter had turned down tha
South Sca crnise at Greyiriars, and he
hmiil turned 3t down not wisely buat too
well !

THE COVER WHICH WILL STAND OUT ON |
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Means Business!

‘ AD!"
D Mr. William Samuel Bunter
looked suspiciously ot b
elder son.

It was seldom that William George
Bunter addressed his respected parent
as " dad,” especially in such ellectionate
tones.

When he did, it meant that he wanicd
something. My, Bunter was well aware
of that, from cxpericnce.

“Well®

Mr. Bunter grunted monosyllabically.

It was not an encouraging reply, Lo
an affectionate son who addressed him
ag “dad ™ in honeyed tones. But
Billy Bunter went on:

“My friends are stariing io-morrow
on a eruise, dad!™

“ Well ™

“I'm going wilh' them.”

“Indeed!” )

“But I'm a bit worried, dad!™

* Well®?

Mr. Bunter scemed 1o be ander-
studyving 1the ancient Spartans, in tho
brevity of his remarks Possibly ho
wad pore interested iy his paper than
i YWilkam George’s canversation.

“I'm oafvaid you'll miss e a lot,
dad, if I'm away pracuically the whole
of the varation.”

“end of the queue, h be one of
the first to get your copy of next week’s “ MAGNET " !

“¥Why should you suppose so?” asked
Mr. Bunter, in surprise,

i ﬂh !J.I

“You nced be afraid of nothing of
the sort.”

“Aht™

“Ii your {riemnds have invited you lo
join them, yon are at full liberty to do
s50," sard Mr. Bunler.

FT H&m ™

Andd the worthy stackbraoker returned
io his paper, under the improssion that
the conversation was at ah end. Dot
it wasn't,

“There's my fare to Southamplon,
dad ™ marmored Buntar,

Grunt?

“I'm quile stony, dad!” said Dunter,

Crrunt!

“1 had to send a telegram to Bmithy
to-day—"

Grunt!

“1 couldn't have semt it if 1 hadn't
found some stapi———" said Bunter, in
a grieved tone,

Mr. Bunier
inancial paper.

“Where did yon Hnd stamps®™ i

“In yoor desk, ded,  Wasn't b
Toiek y "

Mr. Boanter's exprossion, a3 he pased
at William fieovge over his paper, did
ot seem to indieate that he regerded
1t as lucky.

TrE Madxer Lanrany.—No. 1,019,
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“You young rascal!” he exclaimed.

“{Oh, really, dad——"

“The amount will be stopped out of
vour allowance next term.” ’

“] don’t mind that, dad” said
Bunter, with dignitvy. DBunter never did
mind anything that was to happen n
the future; he was not the fellow to
meet troubles half-way., Indeed, he
never met them at all if he could help
it. “Of course, stop it out of my
allowance. That's all right. But about
the railway fare to Southampton——"

Grunt! 3

“After all, you'll save & good bit on
having me - away for tho holidays,
father,” Bunter veniured to remind
hiz parent

“Undoubtedly ' agreed Mr. Bunter,
seeming to cheer uwp a little at thal.
“That is the case, William; is the
metter definitely setiled

Bunter paused a momoent. :

The matter was definitely sertled in
his own fat mind. DBut in the mind of
Herbert Vernon-Smith, it wes most
indefinitely unsettled.

But it Yvas useless to confide that fo
My, Bunter. Tt was useless even to
ask hun for the return {are to Bouth-
smpton, in case Bunter's little scheme
did not coma off.

“Oh, quits,” said Bunter, “I hadn't
decided aboutb it at Greyiriars—in fact,
I turned it down. But thinking it over,
I've decided fo po. I've settled that
guite definitely.”

"“"Vary well You may ask me for
our fare te SBouthampton in the morn-
ing,” said Mr. DBunter. “¥ou had
better pack fo-night !

o Pack?” repeated Bunter.

I presume vou will be packing somoe
haggqgc_ to take with you on a distant
VOV o

“Oh, yes! Of—of course.”

Bunter could not help wondering what
the effect would be on the Golden Avrow
yacht, if he arrived there with baggage.
Certainly, the Greyiriars fellows were
nof likely, in that case, to eredit that
he had simiply come to see them off. And
for the success of the wonderful scheme
that had come into Bunter's fat brein, it
waS necessary that they should take him
on trust to that extent.

*“I--I think perhaps I'd betier do some
shopping in  Southampton, dad,” he

stammered. “Things for 8 vovage, you
know.”

“Quito a geod idea.”

“Twenty pounds would see me

through,” zaid Bunter hopefully.

“Very good. If you possess such a
gum, there 13 no objection to your ex-
pending it on an outfic,”

4 Dh sy

“Now, please, do not interrupt me
further,”

Bunter gave if up.

The next morning William Ceovge did
not forgot to ask his parent for his fare
to Southampton. Mr. Bunter ealeulated
the amouwnt of the third-class fare, and
handed his son the precise sum. DBunter
wondered how he was te explain the
abaence of baggage, if his father offered
to drive him o the station. DBut bo need
not have worried. Mr, Bunter didn't,

After the fat gontleman had started
for the City, Billy Bunter prepared for
his own departure.

“Going out ' asked Sammy, meeting
him on his way to ths gate.

Bunter blinked at him loftils.

“I'm guing to join my friends” he
answered. “ We're starting to-dey on a
voyage to the South Scas,”

Sammy winked,

“You're going with Wharvton's
erowd i
" Cortainly.”
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" Look out for Smithy's boot,” advised
Bammy. “Batter put some exercise
books in your bags. same as if you were
going to get six from a Form master,
‘That's & tip.”

“ You checky little fat worm—"

“Fat? Well, [ like that!” said
Samuiny derisivelr,  “Apvhow, T wish
you luck, Billy.” _ ]

“It will be a ripping trip,” said
Bunter. “Sorry I can’t take you; but,
of course, I couldn't inflict a checky fat
fag on my friends.”

“Don't worry about me,” said Sammy
cheerfully. “I wouldn’t chance Smithy’s
boot, anyway. I wish yrou Inck. It will
be ripping not to seo you again till next
terin at Greyfriars, That's where I come
"

Billy Bunter rolled on dis_duinfullli'.
leaving Sammy Bunter chuekling. e
was .rolling down the road when he
heard Bessie Bunter's voice calling after
him ecxcitedly.

" RBilly! I say, Billy! Stop!”

Bunter stopped and leoked round.
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Bessic Dunter was coming after him at

a run, red with haste and exeitcment,

Bunter smiled. At the moment of
parting Elizabeth DBunter scemed to
vealise what a nice brother he was, and
wanled to say good-bye—perhaps to
hand him a cake or a ipaelmt of toltec for
the_trmn. ]j'-u:ntt-r'ﬂ at face was guite
genial as Dessie rolled up.

y %’uu‘rr} golng away ! gaspod Dossie,

il II:'S,"

“Not coming back M

“N-n-no i

“Well, then, that five shillinge 2l

“Wh-a-at?"

“That Fve
Braste Bunder.

William George Bunier zstared at her.
His geniality vanished. It was not to
zay an affectionate good-bye that Bossie
had hagtened after him—it was not to
give him a packet of toffce to cat in the
train. It was to raize. once more, that
old. distasteful question of the five
shillmgs.

“Well, my hat!” gasped Bunter.

Without staving to express his Feelings
further. William Ceorge Bunter rolled
on his way. .

“ Look here, Billv——-"

shillings—"  gasped

Bunter hurried on.

“Beast ! called ont Bliss Bunfer,

“Cat!” retorted Dunter over his fat
shoulder.

And he waz gone.

Ten minutes later the express was
bearing him away to Socuthampton in &
hopeful, but doubtful, frame of mintd.

¢ was getting to Southampton, that
was certain; but how he was to get away
again, If o did not suil on the Colden
Arrow, was a4 problemm too deep for
DBunter to begin to solve if.

Bunter, the Stowaway !
(1] I
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!

Golden Arrow. Horry Wharton & Co.
satd, was not terrific. But they were
take the trouble to shako hands with
kind becavse ho wasn't comning ! IL was,
changed at once from “set fair” to
have given him at least a scowl, and
he haed come to the Golden Arrow,
In the back of his fat mind was a deep
scheme, and Billy Bunter was very care-
Smithy.”
wing, old chap,” zaid Bunter afTably,
antly.
vourself in decent surroundings, isn't

Danter was beaming with fat affa-
ceasfully.
walk away. .

attention on

agreeably.  “Queer, isn't it, Bmithy

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
SAY, yvou fellows!™
* Bunder ™
¥z, old chap.”
How do
you do, Bunter?™

Billy Bunter smiled genially at the
Crreyiriars fellows on the deck of the
wero not, porhaps, exactly bucked by the
sight. of William UGceorge Bunter.  Tho
gladiulness, az Hurree Singh would have
very cheery and gonial, much more so
thay Dunter had veotured to  expect.
Even the Dounder—though he did not
Buntér—pave him a good-tempered nod

Bunter was ot no loss to know the
reason, Tho fellows were cheery and
hoe reBected, just like the beasts,

If he had stated that he had comoe for
rond their penial menners would have
“stormy,” so to speak.

Lhe Dounder especially, instoad of
giving him that pleasaut nod, would
probably & kick.

Dunter was aware of all that.

He had arrived at Southampton, and
arid he had come fo siay. Iut his littlo
game was to keep 1t up—for the present
—that he had come to sce the fellows off.
scheme of which the Grevfriars juniors
certainly had not the shightest suspicion.
Much depended on the success of that
ful not to give it sway.

“Nice to sce you chaps again,” =aid
Dunter. YYou're looking jolly well,
“Thanks!" ratd the Bounder drvly.

And he strolled awey.

“You're looking in the pink, Red-
“ Been having a good time with Smithy
—what "

“Yes, quile,” said Tedwing pleas

i | 5|llpp-m~c: it wonld be no ond of &
catch  for  you,” remarked DBunter.
“ About the first time you've cover found
it, oxeept the time when you were at
Greyiriars ¥ .

Redwing looked at him.
bility, and evidently intended to make
himself agreeable.  He had his own
wavs of doing that, not always very sies

“Don't walk away while I'm #alking
to you, old fcllow,” said Duntes; hut
Tom Redwing scemed deaf, and he did

Bupter bestowed his
Harry Wharton & Co. i

“Rit of an outsider—what %" he said
taking up a rank outsider Jike that? Dit
rough on yvou fellows to have to put up
with him,”
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# Hallo, hallo hallo ! ** cried Bob Cherry cheerfully.
at the Greyfriars fellows on the deck of the Golden Arrow.

** How do you do, Bunter ? **
¢ I*'ve come to see you off,”” he sald.

Tne Owl of the Remove smiled genially |
* Sorry I can’t come with

you. The fact is, I've got something rather betier on for the vae, and-Smithy ean't really expect me {0 cnt it, io come with
him, ¢an he 7 **  (See Chapler 14.)
Fathead [ off,” said the fat junior. “I suppose BSingh lin red. As a matter of fach
Oh, really, Cherry—" you're starting pretty soon, sir?” they would have preferred to explore
Ass “ Oh, you've time for a chat with your their quarters on the vacht, and see to

Bob Cherry had been fecling a little
compunction on the seore of TDunter, 1t
was quite banished by Bunter's remarks.
Already he was feeling disposed te kick
Bunter, just ihe same as at Greyfriars.

“ 30 you came to see os off, Bunter,”
said Harry Wharton, feeling called npon
to take some heed of the Owl of the
Hemove.

“ That's it, old chap. Sorry I can't
come with you, but it's yuite out of the
auession,” said Bunter. “The fact is
I've got something rather better on for
ther vae, and Smithy can’t really expect
me to cut it to come with him, can he?”

“ He doesn't seem to,” grinned Johnny

Bull.

“I told him alt Greyfriars that T
couldn’t come, and I can't,” said Bunter,
shaking his head, “1 say, this =o't a
bad little yacht. Not like my uneie's
vacht, of coursc. but quite decent. I
say, is that old Smith ¥

%unmr blinked at Mr. Vernon-Smith,
who had just come on board. The portly
mildonaire zave Harry Wharton & Ce,
h genial nod, and glanced at Bunter as
ifydurprized to see him there,

The Owl of the Hemove blinked at
him and raised hiz hat.

“You remember me, My,
Smith—what "

“Can't say T
Vernon-Bmith.

“I'm Bunter !™

* Oh, you're Bunter "

“¥es, I've come to iee my [riends

Yernon-

do.” enswered Mr,

friends I” said Ar. Vernon-Smith. " We
get steam up in about an hour from
o, '’

Mr. Vernon-8mith went down the
companion, not seeming to «desire any
more of Bunter's conversation.

v Fat old bird—what ?" said Bunter 1o
tha Famous Five. “These new.rich
bounders are all the same—oozing
money, and no class—no class whatever !

‘Although I'm sorry not to be seiling

with you fellows, I must say I could
hardly stand such company! Fellow
has to think of his poesition, and all
that, you know ! There's a limit !

“ Oh, shut it!" grunted Johnny Bull

i Eh-jl”

“If you want to talk of Smthy's pater
like that, %'1‘:1:- off his yecht before you
da it, you fat oyster !

“1f that's what wou call eivil, Bull,
when I've taken the trouble to come
here to see you off—""

ik B]‘-I‘-I‘-l" I."

Johuny Bull gronted again, and
walked away. e really wanted to be
civil to Bunier in the eircumstances.
RBut how was a fellow to be civil to
Bunter? That waz a puzzle to which
Johnny did not know the answer.

“1 say, Bob, old chap—"

“Conung, Smithy !" called out Bob
Chcrl‘}.’.

_ And he departed in answer to an
imaginary cail from the Bounder.

Wharton and Nupent and Hurree

many things that had to be seén to.
But it was & caze of “noblesse oblige.”
Bunter had taken & lot of trouble and
a long journey to sce them off on thé
voyage, and really he was entitled to
some polite attention. 2 5

“1 expect you'll enjoy this irip,
Inky,” remarked. Bunter,

“"Phe hopelulness of the same iz tere
rific 1" assented the nabob.

“You zee, it will be hot in the Sonth
Seas, and niggers like the heat, I've
always heard,” said Bunter chattily.

Hurree Jamset Rem Singh drew &
deep breath and walked off, He had
now had enough of Bunter.
thhe Owl of the Remove blinked altes

in.

“ Anything up with Inky 7" he asked,
“ Seems i0 have his back up. You never
can tell with niggers, can you? Queer
beggars! I say, where are you going,
MNugent "

Without stating where he was going,
MNugent went. )

“Like to sea the cabing, Bunter 't
asked Harry Wharton, with another
offort of politeness.

“ ¥Yez, old chap!”

* This way, then!”

Wharton condocted the fet junior
down the companion., There was guite
a4 handsome cabin, with etate-rooms
opening off it, and off an adjoining
allev-way. TFor its :ize, the Golden

Toe MacxeT L1BRARY.—No, 1.019.
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Avrow was a commodious vessel, but
Bunter blinked round with a dis
pAraging cye.

“Poky " ho remarked.

“Think so?

“¥ou should see my uncle's yacht!™
gaid Bunter.

L1} 'Hem !?‘?

“Lot of gilt obout! said Dunter.
“That's whal one would expeet of these
upstarts ! Don't you think sot”

Wharton beeathed hard. ~

“YWhat about your train, Dunter 2" he
asked,

“*My train ¥

“Yes, It—it's awfully kind of xyou
fo come and sec us off, but you musin't
lose your tvain home”

“(Oh, that's all vight! If I loze my
train I shali take o car hoine. A few
pounds make no diffevence fo me when
it'z a guestion of saying good-bye fo my

Is Dh '!’l

“Let's sce vour cabins, old chap.™

Wharten showed the state-rooms
assizned to the Famous Five,

Two beauks in each ! said Dunter.
o 8 rulfy—what B

“1 don't tlunk so0.”

“ Well, vou wouldn't I agreed Bunter.
“ Buk a fellow accustomed to doing these
things in style notices it at once, you
now ™

1] nh [:l!l y

“ Wal mnch room for your baggage !
said DBunter. “Is that bag all you're
taking on the teip "

“We've a trunk each,” said Harry.
“ Bt wo shan't want the things till we

ol into the South. They're put in the

aggage-room.”

“YWhere's that 1 asked Bunter.

“ At the end of the passage.’

“ Let's see 1" e

Wharton led the fat junior along the
allev-way. Why Bunter should want
to see & room that was only used for
baggage was o mystery to hn:ﬂ, ?rut he
was willing to show the fat junior all
that he liked to see. It was up to some-
body to do the honours, and Herbert
Vernon-Smith evidently did not intend
fo waste any time on Bunter.

Bunter blinked into the end state-
room, which, not being reguired for a
passenger, was used for extra baggage.
There were a number of cabin trunks
in the room, and other articles had been
placed there out of the way,

The Owl of the Remove blinked round
the room with a peculiar glimmer in his
rovnd eves behind his spectaclés,

“1 suppoze that's the best you can
do!" he remarked. “¥You can't have a
large state-room with room for your
things on a yacht this size! After all,
vou expect to rough it & bit

Iarry Wharton laughed.

“We don't call thiz roughing it,
Buanter.  Anything clse you'd like to
m?:r

“Not much to see here, except that
the place iz poky. Btill, you'll get vsed
o that, Let's pet on deck, I want to
gpeak to Sonthy”

They returned to the deck.

“There's Smithy.” said Wharton, and
he left Bunter to his own deviees, foel-
ing that he had done as much as could
reasonably be cxpected of him.

Vornon-Smith was speaking to the
vacht's captain on deck, when Bunter

rolled up.
“Good-bre, Smithy! I shall have to
the DBounder in-

fre
.

be off,” zaid Bunter,
“lood-bye!” said
differently.

“Don voyage, and all that!” said
Luntor,

Tne Masser Lisrary,—No. 1,013,
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The Bounder grinned.

* Thanks !

“Beos you again at Greyfriavs, old
bean.

“I'm afraid z0,"

“ Oy, really, Smithy——*

The Golden Arrow skipper looked
rather curiously at Bunter and moved
away. ‘The Bounder went with him,
taking ne further heed of the Owl of
the Remove. DBunter blinked round
him, and canght Tom Redwing's cve.
Harry Wharten & Co. were not at
hand—doubtless being satiated with the
delizhts of Iunter's company.

“Well, I'm off, Redwing,” said
Bunler. “I've got a train to catch,
you know, Rorey I can't stay longer.”

"Good-bye, then ! said "Redwing.

“You might say pood-bye to the other
fellows for me,” said Bunter. Y1 find
I'm in roather a hurey.”

“Cortainly,”

“ Now. whore on carth did 1 dpop my
hanky ?" said DBunter, blinking round
hira, “Must have dropped it below,
Dash it all, I shall lose my train at this
rate! I'd better eut down for it, I sup-
pose.”

Bunter rolled- down the companion.
Tom Redwing smiled, and turned away,
dismissing the Owl of the Remove from
hiz mind. Steam was getting up on the
Colden Arrow now, and the pilot had
come on board, Nobody was likely to
remember Bunter’s existenca just then,
unless he made himself remembered—
which he did not, for excellent reasons.

Tt was, in faet, more than an hour
later, when the Golden Arrow was plid-
ing through the curling waters, that Dob
Chervy suddenly remembered the Owl of
the Remove.

“That ass Bunter——"

“ He asked me to say good-bye to vou
fellows for him,” said Redwing., “He
had to catch his frain.”

ST. SAM'S ON THE SPREE!

(Continued from page 15.)

“Unhand me, sir!” gasped the startled
Mr. Lickham, “You must be mad—
clean off your rocker—to permic such
g’ﬂl!‘:gﬂ-l}ll in lesson-time! Unhand e, T
say

But not until the Head was cggs
hausted did he let Mr. Lickham go. The
Form master recled dizzily from him
and sat down vielently on the floor of
the Form-room.

“Yaroaocoop !"

“8ir!" he cggsclaimed. “Such con-
duct on the part of a headmaster s
utterly without parallel and president!
How do you suppose we can conduct our
respective classes with such a few.roar
going ont®"’

The IHead grinned. He gave Mr.
Justiss a barty thump on the baek, which
nearly dubbled him up,

“Never mind about classes to-duy,”
he said. ¥ Dismisz 'em—dismiss the Jot!
Tell them, with my compliments, that
thevy can have o day’s holiday 1™

Like a man in a dreem, Mr., Justiss
tottered from the Sixth Forme-room. e
conveyed the Head's message to all the
elasses; and, needless to say, there was
tremendns  rejoicing. Sentors and
wniors and fags went scampering ont
ke the senshine, wondering by what
mirackle the Ilcad had been changed
from a stern old tirawt into a sporty old
boy.

THE EWD.

(Xote the title of next weelk's rollick-
ing fine story of St. Sow’s: “The Lost
of Jerry Dirchemall!™  Its o rib-
ticklert)

“Blessed if 1 hadu't forgotten thers
was fuch & fellow in the wide world,”
said Nugent, laughing, “8till, it was
rather decent of Dunter to come and
see us off.”

“Which of vou fellows did he stick
for his railway fare home :* acked the
Bounder, with a grin.

“Ha, ha, ha ™

" Blessed if T know why he came,”
said the Dounder. “I expected him to
try to land himself here for the trip;
but he never mentioned it. Certainly
I didu't give him much chance. Thank
goodness we shan't see hin again till
next term.  Reddy, old man, wo're
really off at last. and vou're coming
!11:rr|‘-nr- a rich man.”

‘I hope s0," said Redwing. with a
smile,

“The hopefulness is terrifie,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “Relr
upen i, my esteemed and ridieulons
Redwing, that we shall uncarth the
treasure, and next term vou will be onee
more an estecined and ludierous Giey-
fram chap.” .

* Hear, hear ' said Bob Cherry.

Tom Redwing's eves shone at the
thonght. It was his dearest wish, but he
did not allow himself to count too much
upon its realisation.

“We're going inte’ dangerous seas,” he
remarked.  “According to my uncle's
chart, there are cannibals on Caeca
Island. And—and I've beon thinking of
t}mvhaif-m_ste. too, I rather agree with
Smithy's idea that we shall see him
again in the South Seas. Put we ean
take care of ourselves.”

i We’mtrhe fellows for that,” said Bob
Cherry, I can answer for it that the
canmibals will find me tough.™

:: The toughfulness will M

Tﬂrt:lﬁc_!" chuckled Bob.

ho juniors were in o cheerful but
rather theughtful mood as the vacht's
prow cut tho curling waters oF the
Channel under the stars. 'They wore
starting on a long voyage into strange
seas and lands, among cannibals aned
savage head-hunters, and all the perils

of the Pacificc. Manv d -
doubtedly awaijted Etﬂim au"f:f;:? :til:fﬂ
Southern Cross.

. To Mr. Vernon-8mith it was a vacht
g trip, and he smiled at the idea of n
treasure-hunt among the Pacific Islands,
But the Greyfriars juniors took & very
different view. Their business in #hpe
Sﬂuthﬁ Seas was to hunt for Black
Poter & buried cache of pearls on the
lonely igle in the midst of the waste of
waters.  And ther remembered the
sinister, threatening face of the half-
caste, and felt that before thev un-
carthed Black DPoter’s treasure thev
wonld have to reckon with Silvio Xev.
There was a rival in the guest, and n
danggmns and terrible rival.

“We're poing to win!”® said Dob
Cherry. “Ten to one in doughnuts on
Greviriars 1"

And Dob’s chums fully agreed.

The  treasurc-scokers, when ther
turned in that night, had completely
and utterly forgotten the existence of
Willtam George Bunter. Dut in the
dead of night, while the yacht glided on
and they slept in their bunks, anyope
who had chaneed o step into jg.e
baggage-room  might have heard a
sound that was familiar in the Rempvo
dormitory at Grewvfriare. Tt waz the
snore of the Owl of the BRemove. RBilly
Bunter was not far away.

THE EXD.

(Now Inok out for the next yarn ton this
magnificent scrics, eluma: © Bunter, The
Stowaway!™  You will enjoy cvery Hne
of it.)



THIS THRILLING “ GCLD RUSH” STORY WILL HOLD YOU ENTHRALLED FROM BEGINNING TO END!

IN THE GRI* OF FTHE BRAPIDS |
apathicy !

GOLD

et 1LY,

The Death Trap!

VYER tho sizzling bacon ihe
bearded stranger told the two
chuums that his name was Clem

Hardy, and that he had made
the vovage north in a shp from Van-

couver, the chief port of DBrilish
{ ‘olunbia, _
There was a sad, farpway look in

Jack’s eyes ns Clom Hardy asked him
iow he. had come to hit the rough gold
irail northward.

“I came out from England to Cali-
rornin to see my Unele Dave,” sawd
Jack.

The old gold-secker looked up from
1he Erving-pan with mild interest,

ARY he murmured. Y1 know fwo
ar three men down the weslern coast
whose name is Dave. What 1s your
uncle’s ather name?"

“Hiz name iz Ovchard, same as
e, replied Jack, “He was a
nvmailg engineer, and I had intended to
join him, bat—hbut he had left 'Frisco
hefore I arrived.”

“Dave Orchard!™ nmttered  ald
Hardy, looking fixedly at him. * Wasn't
e the man wanted by the United States
police T i

“Wes,” answered Jack., "I have in
my pocket ihe police deseription of him,
and from it I can imagine him just the
sinto  stocky, clean-shaven, splendid
ke of man my own [ather was. I
fin}t Lelieve he ever did the roilen
thity he is accused of, and one day,
when Terry and I have made eny for-
tunes in the goldliclds, I'm going to
spend some of my money 1n trymng to
find him and clear his name,”

The old prospector set down the fry-
ing-pan by tho side 6f the little cocker
and laid a friendiy hand on the boy's
shoulder.

“1 zhould reckon, sonny,” he said,
“:het vour uncle would be very proud

Ia:l...:'

No gooner do Jack cad Tevvy get aner one ©° sy ** when ey conte un nspeiise.
Hut they ave pyeparcd for all ceentuallitios !

FOR

e

e s

The Story of & Thnilling Cold Rush
to the Land of the Midnight Sun!

(Introduction on page 26).

of having such a neobhew as you if he
could hear you. ¥ou and your young
pard have come on a tremendons ad-
venture, and I hope wyouwll pull
throngh. I've got no pard mayself, and,
if vou will, I'd like you to join forees
with me.”

“Ripping!” ciied Jack, secking the
old man's band.

“RBure 'tis right pinerous of vou, sor!”
eried Terry, “ Faith, Jack and I would
like nothing better in the world !

“And I wonder, boys,’ said the old
(imer, smiling, “1f ye'll hoth call me
‘Unele Clem "7 1t wonld kind of sound
more matey, don't you ihink "

“Why, of course wa will, Tlncle
Clem '™ said Jack heartily.

Thoy finished their meal, and after-
wards helped *Unele ” Clem MHardy to
break camp and load the little canoc
he had bought {rom some Indians, Then
away they started downstream, wilh
Tnele Clem using the only paddle on
the last long stretech to the digmngs.

Althongh he would not  admit it
Uncle Clen had suffered lerribly on
the arduous trail from Bkagway, and
as ha wasz by no means so young as
Jack and Terry, rvoughing it had
affected him wore, He paddled gamely
for a while untsl the canoe began to
gather way in a part of the viver
whore the stremn waz flowing  fast,
Somo prospectors, loiling  along  the
banks earrying their bags, shonted to
thom,

CHE, ye'd
round, pards!
Rapids ahead ™

“Pon my word, I hadn’t guessed
wo'd come so far, lads!”  muttored
Uncle Clem. *FThere are the walls of
the canyon right abead of ns, and we'd
better get to the zhore before we get
inte the rapids.”

hetter  eavey | that  crafl
There's tho Mine-Tooth

Boais which were much bigger would
have to go through and teke their
chance in that death-trap of the Stewart
River, but there was no neeqd far Uncle
Clem and the two boys to risk theiy
lives in this frail canoe of Jath and
Livelrbark,

Wielding the paddle with all lhis
might, Uncle Clem nosed the cancs in
towards the bank, when suddenly he
stombled forward with a gurgling cry
i his throat.

In the nick of time Jack snaiched up
the poddle fo prevent it from pomyg
averboard, and thrust Unele Clem back
into the stern of the little eraft.

The exertions of the old prospector
finil boon too much for him and he lay
hack, pale of face, unable to perfornms
any further violent effort,

“Heach her, Jack—beach her!” e
mullered wenkly., **For heaven's sake

158

eep her out of the canyon!

This was ecasier said than done, for
the ficvee streamy bad fairly coughi the
canoe and swept her out amonz fhe
vinlent currvents i ity madidle,  Joek
paddled with all his might, bat i was
guichly apparent that he could never
reb the loaded canoe Lo the bank in the
waler which was rushing faster amd
fastor into the bottle-neck beivaeon the
towering black rocks ahead.

“ Begorra, we're for itl" miuiierod
Terrv,  *Stecr hor wid the paddle, nwe
bhov, amd here's hoping you can leop
her off the roeks, for "tis not aluher
wanting a bathe [o-day T am!”

Faster and faster roshed the eanoo
down.stream  hetween the great rocky
walls of the canyon,  And ihere, dotting
iie tortnons, hotling niver ahead werg
the ninn  jaggped, foam-washed rocks
which gave the dreaded rapids their
nomna,

Tue Maower Lisrany.—No. 1,010,
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Through the Nine Tooth Canyon !
THR{JUU II the white mist of spray

Jack saw the first of the deadly

rocks rushing, as 1t were, to-

wards the frail canoe. Instine-
tively/he gave the boiling water a Hick
with his paddle, and, like a spirited
Lironche to tho touch of a rein, the canog
swerved violently, and the grim black
rock shid swiftly by.

“Phew !" breathed Terry.

Unecle Clem said nothing, but gazed
with set, unseeing eyes ahead. It was
as though the horizon of his vision was
far beyond the boiling cauldron of the
Nine Tooth Canyon—some poighant
scene, porhaps, of the distant past, or
the wnlived future from which the veil
of time had been torn aside.

Heedless of the risk to himself, Terry
soeured a sack of Hour from among the
provisions in the canoe and went forward
with it to the-bow. :

“Bo eareful, you young idiot!”
howled Jack from the stern. * Whaooh,
vou were almost overboard then |”

Asg quickly as ible Terry bent over
the sﬂio., but although he was thrown
off his balanee, the weight of the sack
kept him {rom shooting out, And there
he knelt, right in the bows, with the
spray whipping his face and the sack
of Hour all ready to use as a fender to
place between the canoe’s bows and any
of the rocks to deaden the force of a
collision.

When Jack realised the object of his
chum ho said nothing more to him. In-
deed, it would have been difficult now
to make Terry hear against the roar of
the water. Moreover, Jack had all his
work cub out without taking further
notice of his other two companions -in
the boat,

Two great black rocks loomed swilily
and threateningly, like thunderclouds,
through the mists of spray. And Jack's
heart leaped into hiz mouth as, after
giving a viclent thrust of the paddle,
a terrific whirlpool caunght the bow of tho
finy craft and shot it towards one of
these rocks..

There came a dull thud, ond
momentarily Jack closed his eyes, think-
ing all was over. For one moment the
canoe gave & sickening lurch, then in-
stantly righted itself and rushed on
apain, Terry’s “fender ¥ had done its
L{zb, saving the birchbark canoc from

ing completely stove in, and now the
Aour from the slit and erushed sack was
mingled with the wake of foam astern.

Madly they rushed past another of
those black fangs frothing with the river
foam, and swopt round a Lend in the
canyon.

“Look, bedad!” yelled Terry, half
raising  himself. “There are somo
fellows in throuble ahead of us!"

The eyez of Uncle Clemn were not too
good at any time, and the spray made it
oven more difficalt for him to sce. But
Jack could clearly obtain a glimpse of
a big open boat, swirling madly round
in the grip of a great wharlpool a couple
of hundred yards ahead of them.

“Hull Morgen and Lefty Simons ! he
cried.

The two rogues were Lkoecling in
abject fear in their craft and clinging
desperately on to the sides. They had
tried to keep the boat's head down-
stream with the carz, but these had been
wrencheéd fram their hands by the water-
ficnds of the canyon, and were drlft[ng
like matchsticks away below the whirl-
pool.

An experienced “sourdough,” or ald-
timer, could have told them that to
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Liing & heavily-laden boat like that
among these rapids waz suicidal, And
now it scemed as though they and the
boat would be sucked nto oblivion, as
nany better men and better boats had
Leens before in this dengerous river
reach,

Even as Jack and Terry thought that
they had gone—for a burst of spray from
the whirlpool eclipsed the big boat for
a moment—the whirlpool shot them con-
temptuously from its mouth.

It all happehed with such suddenncss
that the boys in the following canoe
could searce realize what had happened.
All they saw was the big boat go hurt-
ling down-stream bottom wpwards, and
a humber of wooden fittings and various
provisiona which were floatable scattered
about in the hboiling stream. Two
dark objects, like balls, bobbed absurdly
in the foam for a brief second or two,
and the boys knew them to be the heads
of Bull Morgan and Lefty Simons, which
was all that could be seen of the dis-
comlited grub-thieves

Another twe or three deft—and rather
lucky—-ficks of the paddle, and Jack had
piloted the cance past the last of the
voracious rocks. Apgnin he and his pals
saw Morgan and Bimons, who, forftun-
ately for themseives, had been cast up
by the flow of the sircam on a sand-
bank near the right bank of the river
at the foot of the rapids.

“We're through! We're through!”
exclaimed Terry joviully. * Faith, if
anyone had asked me whin I first saw
thoze nine rocks I shonld have said that
wo had lesz chance of coming out sloive
than if a tame fox cub strayed into a
hound’s keunel in mistake for a chicken
vun, entotrely I

By dint of great exertion Jack brought
the canoe safely alongside the lefi viver
hank and ealled to Terry to leap out
and malke 1t fast to a tree-stump.,

Thoy all disembarked, and for a few
momoents nothing was said, for now that
the deadly peril was over they realised
how nearly their gold trail had ended
near Nine Tooth Canyon,

It was Unele Clem, who bhad remained
z0 ¢calm and impassive in the canoe, who
broko the silence. In torn he gripped
both Jack and Terry by the hand.

“Thanks, pards!” he said quietly.
“T'm proud o j’ﬂn both, for to your own
promptness and prezence of mind we
owe our lives"

piddEdddfkddI BRI RN EERAEEEEE AR RANARFEREN

WHAT HAS QONE BEFORE.

Teen to dnle his choupee wbromd

JACQK GQRCHARD *iworks ™ kiz paseage o
San Francisce in gescch of kis wnele

BAVID ORCHARD, a sninng engineer, of
whont ke has often feaed, bud never geen,
Repehing his destination, Jack 15 amazed
to find his uncle missing, heving apmramly
ahsconded with a sack of geld which hed
been entrusted fo Nim by on ofd friend
Wied

SIMPSON, Almost down fo Riz Inst cent,
Jack applies for o Job " oot the ' Red Iigt
Dosshouee,” where he falis foul o

“ RITLL " MORUAN, eng hix pn dner, .

“ LEFTY " SIMOXNS, fire sinister-logking
chitrncters, who drig and sinuggle him
aboard the clipper, * Ching Gueen.”"  He-
grining consclowsness, Jack finds a Jriend

i
TERRY O"HARA, the ¥ China Queen's " endin-
boy, with whom he c&m:gru fEfrel !jﬁﬂw T 1
af gold rush wo the Yulon River. All
v+ nob swell for the chumae, however, Jor
Morgnn and Simong pop up agrin in
wnerpected fushion and raid their provisions,
Jock and Terry are in o quandary whea
fhew Tappein wpor a bearded tiranger who
offers them food and sheller,
{Now read on.)

“Bhure, twas Jack who did ut all!™
cxclaimed Terry, Aushing.

“Ass I retorted Jack.

Like many another healthy boy of his
age, ho could not tolerate praise from
a chuam.

“Wea should have hit that rock for a
eort if you hadn’t got that broiny notion
of using a sack of fAour for fending off
the cance.” .

A touch of the geninsg that malkes a
real pioncer;” chuckled Uncle Clem.
S We've lost the flour which we could ill
afford, but I'm pglad to say there's a
l_:hqriuu of getting plenty more provistons
in its place.”

“Why, what do }'iu mean, Unele
Clem 7 exclaimed Jack. *There are no
stores around these parts, surely ¥’

Bmilingly Unele {:iiem inted farther
down the river to another wido bank
of sand along which already was strowed
some of the wreckage from the lost boat
of Morgan and Simons,

idea ™ eried

4 Arrah; ‘tis a groat
Terry. ‘Bhure, if we steal Morgan's
rovisions, 'tis not thoeves at all we'll
&, for, afther all, they belonged to us
all the time they belonged to them.”

They all laughed at Terry's Trish
“bulls,” and, embarking in the canoe
again, paddled swiltly down to the sand-
bank. There they meade a goodly haul
of some cases of biscuits, sacks of dried
bedns, and a big wooden case containing
an assortment of cocoa, buckwheat, sago,
anid sugar—the whole of the value of the
provisions which had been stolen by
Morpan and Simons.

Some other prospectors who had been
hitting the rough land-trail round the
rocks, came plodding ocross the sand
towards them. These rough gold-seekers
had secn the last gallant phase of their
{ight with the rapids, and they heartily
congratulated the trio on their cscape.
Then, as they were talking, Jack noticed
two other fignres approaching from some
higler ground back toward the canyon.

“Hero  they  come—DMorgan e
Snnons ! exelaimed Jaclk, " There'l] be
fresh  trouble when they find we've
bageed our provisions back.”

Az the two wet and bedeapgled
figures of the rogues came plunging
tovwards them, Unele Clem took the
opporiunity of explaining to the rough
band of gold-scckers how Morgan and
Simons had robbed the two boys in camp
antd macde off with their grub—ono of
the most serious offencesz in the rough-
and-ready code of these rough-and-ready
men of the Northland.

In his nsual unecercmonions way, Bull
Morgan thrust his way fthrough the
group of men and confronted Jack and
YTorry, who were standing by the side
of Unecle Clem.

“Now, ¥ veoung cubs® he prowled,
“jest hoist all that grub of ours right
st of vour boat before I hammer
the pair o yeo!”

The fistz of Jack and Teorry woent up
immediately in 2 mannce which con-
veyed as plainly as words that they were
guite prepared to o “hammered flat™
bhefore Bull Morgan should rob them a
second time.

A raw-boned "checaco,” or new-
comer 1o the Novth, who was among the
party, langhed.

“i}‘, vou've 1o call 1o be skepred,
kids,” he said. “We'll deal with Lim
and his pard for y'." .

Before there could be any other active
interference  among  the sympathetic
group, however, Unele Clem throst him-
EEH between the boys and their burly

o,
Morgan, though hiz giant framo was

at
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half-frozen from his immersion, hoiled
inwardly with fury, He !ﬂfﬁl.‘.l like &

bear at the rather broad- tn.ult bearded
iman who had pushed his way forward
with an alimost meek apology to the two
vonngsters for doing ro.

“Btand out of the way, oid fool”
rumbled Bull M-:-rgan “or I'll break ¥’
w1th those twao hands o mine as though
v were old cordwood I’

His gnarted and mottled hands rose to
a lovel with Uncle Clem’s neck, and
hovered there like great claws readzf 1
fasten ’rh-&m-:-f]vc*ﬁ upon their prey.

“Put 'em a little higher, please,”
remarked Uncle Clem quietiy.

And the leering grin froze on Bull
Morgan's face as he found himself look-
ing tnto the black, sinister muzzic of a
gun, which, by a lightning manipula-
tien, had suddenly leaped from the cld
H'Dh:] seeker’s pocket.

Buth Jack and Terry drew sharp
lreaths of surprise.  Somehow, theiv
quiet-spoken companion of the river trail
had never appeaved the type of man
who went about * hoeled ™ and ready to
denw a gun with lightning precision in
Al cHCrgency

But if Jank Terry, and the other pro-
spectors were surprised, DBull Morgan
and Leity Simons appeared petrified
with funk, )

“ Listen here, pair o' skunks,”
rumbled Unele Ea?eun “If ever you en-
danger the lives of my voung pards by
lifting their grub-stakes, or any other
similar way, I'll deal with you as men
deal with skunks and jackals in  this

ik}

country.” He gave the gun an almiost
imperceptibla  Hick, “Now  hit  the
trail,” he commanded.

Leit:r Simons needed no second hint;
but Bull Morgan hesitated a brief space,
with & queer expression on his face. 1t
was 85 though he were trying to recall
in what remote corver of his unhallowed
rast he had seen  that bearded faeo
before and heard that deep-toned voiee.
Uompletely batfled, he turned, and, with
a wolf-like growl, ‘moved off among tho
throng of men which opened to let him

CEED
. Blowly & smile crept into Uncle Clem's
weather-tanned face as he restored his
gun to his pocket.

“1 reckan, thmtgh sonnies,” he snid,
turning to Jack «a.n'] Terry. “that xe
haven't secn the last of that bright nair,
If I know anything of their type, they'll
watch like the jac %{a]q they are for +he
chance to gob back at ws.  S3hll, thoy
can think themselves lucky that we've
only taken back a fair share of pros
visions and Jeft a deal more for them to
collect as they can,™

The other poidseckers, who were
anxious to make the foot of a mountain
ta the south-cast to camp at nightiall,
exchanged a fow more cheery words with
Unele Clem atd the boys, and again fol-
lowed the rough trail

“It all secms just like something I've
read of the Wild North in the old days,”
remarked Jack, as they oinbarked in
their canoe again. “Homchow, Uncle
Clem, I rever ¢xpected you fo be pack-
g a gun,’

“Indade, "twas & fair treat to sce you
gel a dm on thim rascals,” chuckled
Terry. ust loike & conjuring trick, or
as il you practised hopping a gun out
of your pocket ivery day of your lLife!”

Uncle Clem smiled.

*1 do,” he suid quietly. “Feor do you
know, boys, & gun is still as poweriul an
:a.rgument. here to-day as it was when
Soapy Swmith and his bandits mfcsted the
northern trails in the days of 'ninety-
cight.”

a L] L] L] a ¥

For days Unecle Clem and the boys
endured the h:t.rd*-hﬂf:ts of the Yukon
trail. A great deal the journey they
were able to make in their boat between
river banks of forbidding aspeet, devoid
of timber except for a stunted growth of
willow-brush, alder, and cottonwood.

At Uncle Clem’s suggestion they
rigged a blanket as o sl and made
good progress on the water. The ¢hief
delays ocenrred when they had to hump
t]'m!r heavy craft round rapids too dan-
gevous to shoot,  Almost they were eaten
alive with mosguitoes, which were
ceperially tronblesome at sundown.

At last, almost worn out with their
exertions in the boat and on thd trail,
they reached MeLennan Crossing. This
was & rough town of canvas and log
huts which had sprung up in the region
of the new gold discovery.

(For the continuation of this greal
adtenture serial see next week's bumper
ivzue ¢f tfie Magxen,)
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“THE LAST OF JERRY BIRCHEMALL!™ NEXT WEEK'S SI. SAM'S YARN IS A CORKER!

DON'T MISS IT, CHUMS!

15

HIGH JINKS ! Jack Jolly & Co. maveel at the amazring change wohick comes
over thelr Head, little diceming that he fa an imposter—an escoped
convict, and as dublide-died a villan as ever lived !

. ]

ANG! Crash! Clump!
It was a jentle kick on the

door of the Head's study—so
_jentle, in fact, thet one of the
panncls splintered, and the boot of the
kicker protrooded through the aperture.

Jerry Birchemall, seated in the Head’s
armchair, blinked at that boot in
glarm. He tried to say ** Come in!”
but his tung seemed to eleeve to the roof
of his mouth. Ile clutched nervusly at
 his false heard, and wondered who was
about to introod on his privassy,

For & minnit—Dbut only for a minnit—
Jerry's nerve failed him, Buf he quickly
pulled himself together.

After all, nobedy sould be able to
pennyirvate his disguise. He looked the
living image of his brother, Doctor
Birchemall, whom he hed kidnapped
and locked in thé coal-zelier,

In hiz gown and mortar-board, and
with hiz flowing beard, nobody wounld
suspect him of being an escaped con-
vict—o villan of the deepest die. So
perfect was Jorry's disguise that even
the Scotland Yard detectives—who had
just peid him e visit—had taken him
to be the genuine headmaster of St.
Sam's.

Realising this, Jerry Birchemali's cur-
ridge came back to him. He was cool
and calm awd collected. In the dee
bdse voice of his brother he bade his
TISILOr enter.

“Come in, fathead "

The beot was withdrawn from the
broken pannel, and the door was thrown
open.

In marched Mr. Lickham. the master
of the Fourth, looking awiully feerce.
And behind Mr. Lickham came Jack
Jelly, and Merry and Bright, and Frank
Fearless, the heroes of the Fourth. They
followed him into the study like lambs,
looking wvery sheepish. ‘Fheir knees
were nocking  together, and  thew
glanced very comprehenzively at the
cane on the Head's desk, Evidenily
they were eggspecting to make a paneful
acquaintance with it very shertls !

Jerry Dirchemall staved at the in-
trooders i mild aztonnishment.

“Good-wmorning, Mre.—er—I  forge!
your name for the moment ! he said.
addressing Mr. Lickham. “You sece, 1
have only just got up, and 1 am still
in the throws of slumber ! Yaw-avw-aw !
TBouse mo yawning !

The master of the Fourih blinked at
Jerrv Birchemall in amazement.
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An amusing varn of Jack
Jolly & Co., the cheery
chums of St. Sam’s.

“ Burely, sir, yon are not so sleepy as
to be unaware of my eye-dentity 7 he
epgsclaimed. 1 am Mr. Lickham !™

“Oh—ah—yes! Lickham, of corse!
And what, my dear Lickhem, is the
meaning of this intropsion 7

The master of the Fourth indickated
Jack Jolly & Co. with a polite jerk of
his thumb,

“1 have brought these youn
to you, sir, for condine punni
he zaid feercely.

“Aszk me another!™ said the boguss
Head.

“They have been indulging in a glut-
ternus orgy, sir, in the middie of the
night ! shouted Mr. Lickham. “I paid
n eyrupstitious visit to their dormmtry,
and canght them red-handed! In fact,
the red-currant jam 1is still on their
fingers. The Ern.wm of the Fourth Form
tock part in this disgusting affair, but
these four boys are the ringleaders.
They smuggled s hamper into the
dormitry—a hampor containing joocy
jam-tarts, and delishus doe-nutts, and
suckulent mince-pies, and—"

“Rnuff 1* eried Jerry Birchemall, his
mouth watering, He had not yet brek-
fasted, and he could not bare to hear
all this glorious grubb described In
detail, “You need say no more,
Eickham !

Jerry Birchemall then turned to the
four juniors, who coward
before his gaze, and gave
another comprehensive glance
at the canc on the Head's
desk.

“Yeu have heard the
charge against vou, my boys”
said Jerry. “Do veu plead
gilty, or not gilty ¥

“Gilty, sir!?  mermercd
Jack Jolly, hanging his head,

“Yery gilty, sir!” muitered
Aerry.

“ Awiully, fearfully
sir !” groaned Dright.

“And now I suppoze vou'll
cane us without meroy, sivr?®”
faltercd Frank Tearless

Jorry Birchemall grinned—
much to the serprize of the
quoking juniors.

“Bless vour harts1” he =aid
kindly., “I don’t blame you .
for holding o midnight feast! 3=
I did the same zort of thing ===
myself when I was a boy

rascnls
ment [

giliy,

you did not invite me to the spread !"
Jack Jolly & Co. gasped. As for Me.
Lickham, he fairly eggsploded.

“8ir,” he eried, turning to Jerry
Birchemall, “do my ears deseave me?
Are you condoning the conduct of these
wretched boys "

“Pray be calm, my dear Lickham !

“Calm !” hooted the angry Form
master. "I will not be calm, sir, until
I have scen justiss done—until thesc
young rascals have been caned
severely 1

Jerry Birchemall picked up the cane
and cold shivers chased cach other
down the spines of the juniors, They
felt that their hour had come. But the
next minnit they had the serprize of
their lives. For the Head snapped the
instrument of torcher across his knece,
and proseeded to brake it into little
bitz, which he tossed into the fireplace.

“Lickham,” he said, addressing the
open-mouthed Form master, “1 have
come to the concloosion that caning is
erool and inhuman! I am through with
it! How would you like to have to
bend over a chair, and be caned until
you squecled for mersy 7"

“I shodldn’t Jike it at all, sir,” con-
fessed Mr. Lackham. “ But—Dbut what-
ever has come over you, sir? You have
always Leen an awful tirant and a
bully ! The birch has hardly ever been
out of your hand! You have birched
boys black and blew on the slightest
provocation! And now you declare that
caning is erool and inhuman—that you
gre through with it!™

Jerry Birchemall nodded.

“The fact is, Lickham, my conshence
has been pricking me. I realise, fo my
shame, what & beestly broot and bully

I've been, and I'm going to turn over

_The cane is abolished
Hitherto I have ruled by
ekt 2 shall rule by

And Jorry Birchemall beamed at Jack
mﬂ:..,. % Co.,, who beamed at him in
return.

*“Well, this beats the band!" gasped
AMr. Lickham. “1 can anly conclood, sir,
thet you have suddenly gone mad-—well,
not suddenly, for I have seen it coming
for & long time !

“Really, Lickhem—"

“If you arc not going to birch those
boys, I presoom you will punish them in
some otiher way, each az pating theni

a new Jeaf!
fourthwith !
fear; hencefourth I

for a year or giving them a million
lines apeace?”

Jerry Birchemall smiled, and shook
his head.

“Nothing of the sort, my dear Lick-
ham! 1 shall not punnish them in any
way! In fact, I offer them my sinseer
appellogies for huving been such a
broot to them in the past! Will you
forgive me, my boys?"

. Yes, rather, sir I” cried the delighted
juniars,

And then, to their agreeable serprize,
and to the unbounded disgust of Mr,
Lickham, the Head pulled out o handful
of silver from his pocket, and handed
the juniors a shilling ecach,

“Go and pet yourselves some sweoels

ot the tuckshop, iy dear boys !™ he said
kindly.

Jack Jolly & Co. nearly fell down.
Never had they known the Head to do
s jennerus action, He had always been
the sole of mesnness—so mean, in fact,
that he had never been known to enter-
tain anything but a suspishun. And
w.__.._...__.,.ln.,...__u:‘_.._mn of wonders !—the Heaod
was handing out bobs with the air of &
fillanthropist.

Jorry Birchemall waved hiz hand to
the door, and the juniors staggered out
of the study like fellows in a dream.

Aa for Mr. Lickham, he gave ono
feerce snort of disapproval, and stamped
out. slainming the docr behind him
with a erash that might have been heard
all over 8t. Sam's!

I1.
66 AVE, you.fellows! Here comes
the Head |
Burleigh of the Sixth

.  shouted the words in & warn-
mg whisper,

The Bixth were in their Form-room,
a:ﬁ;m#m for the Ilecad to come and take
mourning  lessons.  And  when his
fammiliar cane, which was usually
corridore the prefects and seniors scam-
pered to their seats and looked as sollum
as boiled owls,

There was a brethless hush as the door
opened, and the Head stalked in. He
carricd a pointer in one hand; and a

ﬂ.a:__”_nﬁ:m tome in_ the other, and a
fountain-pen in hiz ear. DBut the
fammiliar cane, which was usually

tucked under his arm, was missing.

dmﬁ,.___w when {he Head arvived for
mourning lessons he looked black.,. Dut

S

Sl

i

awful bore, 1sn’t 1t?

on this cecasion he fairly beamed wpon
the Sixth.

“Top of the mourning, my boys " he
said cheerily, as he seated himself at the
desk. “ Now, lemme see—what is the
first lesson? I am rather absent-minded
this mourning.*

“ Arithmetick is the first lesson, sir,”
said Burleigh,

“Ab, yes! Arithmetick. Be good
enuff to repeat your twice times table:"

“Twice one are two——" bezan
Burleigh.

“Yes ™

“Twice two are four o

“Go on!”

b

“Twice three aro morg——

The Head nodded.

“And twice more are golore!”

Y Bplendid I said the Head, beaming.
“I've never heard the twice times table
said 5o quickly,  But arithmetick’s an
Lot's chuck 1t!
Who's for a game of leap-frogg?”

The Sixth blinked at the Head in
blank amazement. They could scarcely
beleeve their ears. Never hofore had
the majestick and diggnified Head pro-
poscd 2 gamo of leap-frogg—or any
other diversicn, for that matter—in the
Form-room !

“Come along ! said the Head briskly.
“Tot's have a rarve old romp! Let us
cast aside. our scholastick cares for once
m 3 while and frisk around like two-
year-olds 1"

o saying, the Ilead bent down and
“..,mmmﬂ a back for the seniors to leap over
11,

For a moment they sat spellbound.
Then, vealising “that the Hend was in
Ernest, they bounded frein their seats,
and were soon engaged i taking fAying
leaps over the Head’s back.

“What larks!” chortled Burleigh.
“Thizs iz grato fun, vou fellews ™

“¥es, rather!” chuckied Tallboy.
h“ Hmﬁ Head's a jolly old sport to suggest
this!

The gome of leap-frogg prosecded
merrily.  So eager were the seniors to
take their jumps that they all tumbled
over eaéh other, end their combined
weight was more than the Head’s back
could bare. He collapsed to the floor
itke & punctured balloon, with a duzzen
soniors sprawling on top of him. But,
although he was badly squashed and
very nearly sufferceted, he fook it all in
good part.

Burleigh and Tallboy helped the Hedd
to his feet. He dusted himself down,
and prinned at thom with o
grimy face.

U1 always seem to be get-
ting squashed by people,” hs
said. “Mr. Lickham snubbed
me only this morning. But
never mind!  Now, suppose
we have a litile music, my
bowvs, just to make our misecr-

able lives happy 7

“Jolly good wheeze, sir!”
said Burleigh, “I've pot &
grammarphone.”

“Dring it along 1™
“And I've got a saxophone,
gsir " chimed in Tallboy.
“And I've got a cornet!”
saicd somebody else.

The Head rubbed his hands
with glee,

“Bring them all along ! he
egpsclaimed, “The more we
.“_S.__u. tozether, the merricr we'll
.u: ..u.h
) ,H.m.:”_ soniors burried away o
their sindies, marveliing

saventy yearsiagol Bovs will
be boys! T have only one
fault to find, and that is that

‘Mr. Lickham, and Mr. Justiss pawsed on the thresheltyéto
staring at the waltzing Head with syssnvhi
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ng their ears to shut out the terrifiok uproar, and .

fairly started from thele sockitts.

grately at the emazing change
which had coma over the
. Head. Little did they dreem

that he was not the Head at

phones  wailed,

all, but an imposter—an escaped con-
vict, and &5 dublle-died a villan as
ever lived! Little did they dreem
that the real headmasier, Doctor
Birchemall, was at that moment lan-
gwishing in the dark and dreary depths
of the coal-seller !

Larfing and chattering, the scniors
brought their instruments along to the
Form-room.

At the Head's request, Burleigh set his
grammerphone going, aud the others
joined in with their saxophones end
cornets and mouith-organs and tin-
wigstes. They had no idea of the tune,

gy

' Lickham,'’ said the Head, snapping

the cane across hia knee. * | have

come to the conclocslan that caning

ia grool and _____.._._.m._n.._ﬂ._... ! "m through
w £ 1

but that dJdidn’t matter, Noize bents
mcllody any day, and the Sixth Form at
3t. Sam’s had the good sense to realise
the fact,

Certainly there was no lack of noise.
The din ywas trooly deffening, and it
boomed from one end of St. Sam’s to
the other. Every fellow secmed to bo
irying to make more noise than his
nearcst nayber, and the rezzalt was

pandymonium.
Boom! Crash! Boom! Zoocomp!
Ta-ra-ra-pom |
The cornets blared, and the saxo-

and the mouth-organs
squecked, and the tin-wissles serceched;

and poor old Burleigh's. prammarplione

conld not make itselfi heard amid the
hubbub.

The musick had a remarckable effect on
the Head. Ile secmed to be quita
tonched. Flinging his arms around
Burleigh's neck, he prosceded to waltz

the Form-room. And
they were still waltzing, in 2 wild and
whirlwind fashun, when the door
opened, and in reshed Mr. Lickham, tho
master of the Fourth, and Mr. Justiss,
the master of thae Fifth,

The two masters pawsed on the thres-
heold, stopping their ears to shut out tho
torrifick uproar, and staring at the waliz-

-

ing Head with eyes which fairly storted

from their sockitts,
“Sic " eried My,

with him round

Lickhani, agarst.

M What i the mwcaning of this hulla-

balloo? Have you and your pupils
become guddenly demented ¥

Thoe Ferm master’a voice was drowned
by ihe din; bub the Head, in the act of
reversing, suddenly caught sight of him,
Releasing the brethless Burleizh, he
shuffled across to Mr. Lickham and
clazped him  affectionately round the
neclk and started to waltz him, willy-
nitly, round the Form-room.

[Continued on page 24.)
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